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FroiD a Japanese Prison 
By Kensaku Shimaki 

TRANSLATED BY GEORGE FURIYA 

W !THIN the prison on the hilltop of this town 
where he had been brought not so long ago, 
Ota was awaiting the first midsummer of his 

sentence. It was early in July that he had been hur
riedly brought here alone-tor some reason known only 
to the authorities-from a prison in a city fronting the 
beauty of the Seto Inland Sea. It had been a small 
city, peaceful and quiet as if asleep, where both the 
heat and the cold had been always gentle to the flesh. 
Ota had changed from his yellowish-brown prison 
clothes into blue traveling garb and had been placed 
aboard a small ferry boat. After crossing the calm 
green of the Inland Sea that summer morning, he had 
been transferred to a train, and shaken for a half-day 
over the Tokai-do, bounced and rattled. It had been 
near the end of the day when he arrived at the recently 
built prison on a hilltop in the middle of a town neigh
boring a great metropolis. 

When he was finally placed in his solitary cell after 
having been dragged about the enormous building, he 
had been unable to move for a while, so tiring had 
been the shock of his sudden contact with the outside 
world after such a long interval, and his wearisome 
train journey besides. For three days he had suffered 
from sleeplessness. One of the reasons for. this, per
haps, was that his habitation had changed. However, 
it had been mostly because, both night and day, the 
cell wherein he was imprisoned seemed to sway and roll 
as if it were still his railway coach, and because his 
unexpected view of the landscape along the Tokai-do 
and the faces and the figures of the people he had 
seen in the train persistently danced before his eyes and 
refused to leave him. Even now he was unable to re
frain from wetting his lips when he thought of the 
box lunch he had eaten in rhe train. He had been given 
the lunch upon reaching a small station a few moments 
after passing the city of S. Under the concentrated 
gaze of the other passengers he had devoured it 
ravenously. 

A week later, however, all these impressions had 

sunk deep into his consciousness. The gray simplicity 
of his life had returned to hirri in all its actuality, and he 
had been able to experience once again a heart settled 
and sober, as he gazed at the confines of the cell into 
which he had been placed. 

The window of his cell opened to the west. When 
Ota was finishing his noon meal, the sun began to pour 
its bright heat through the window. At two or three 
o'clock in the afternoon the rays struck fully the body 
of the man sitting in the exact middle of the cell, and 
gradually shifted, lengthening themselves out into harsh 
slashes of burning brightness. About the time the skies 
in the West began to burn red, the light threw its now 
weakened brilliance upon the other walls of the celL 
The entire prison was built of red brick and concrete, 
and the heat burned itself into the bricks steadily all 
day, and was unleashed into the closeness of the cells 
during the night. It was not until dawn that the heat 
seemed to slacken-but it was no more than a feeling. 
There was no opening in the wall opposite the window, 
and no wind entered the cell through the steel bars. 

Ota awoke, countless were the times, during the 
night. Each time he raised himself and applied his 
lips to the mouth of a small kettle, noisily swallowing 
the lukewarm water he had taken during the day out of 
his share of the water for washing. Immediately after 
drinking, however, the water oozed out of his pores and 
covered the surface of his skin with an oily perspira
tion. Near dawn, when he began to notice a slight drop 
in the temperature, his flesh would be rough beneath 
his touch and sanded with a fine saltiness. 

It had been for only a short period that his hands 
and feet, shrunk with cold during the whole winter, 
swollen purple, frost-bitten until the flesh seemed split, 
had healed, leaving behind the stains of the winter. 
His skin had grown youthfully lustrous again with tthe 
reappearance of the thin film of oil. For the summer had 
soon come, and now sweat sores cankered his skin from 
his back to his chest down to his thighs, over his entire 
body. Constantly rubbed with a piece of cotton in order 
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to clear it of its sweat, Ota's flaccid skin soon became 
inflamed and formed pus. It looked as if he were 
tuffering from an unwholesome skin disease. 

The temperature within the cell often passed beyond 
the hundred mark. At the same time, the excrement 
in a corner fermented and loosed its unpleasant odor. 
Mingled with the odor of stale sweat, the air was 
almost unbearable at times, and Ota would often stop 
the rapid play of his hands and wonder how many 
unfortunate wretches like himself were in the building 
with him, their bodies rotting in its staleness and stench. 
Sighing, he would look up at the sky. Framed by the 
small, steel-barred window, the sky was always over
flowing with the flame-like rays of the white sun and 
glittering so brilliantly that his weakened eyes could 
hardly bear it. 

After a month had passed in the prison's monotony, 
Ota began to find delight in the world of sounds. Cell 
65-0ta's cell-was situated near the middle of a long 
corridor on the second floor. Perhaps because of the 
prison's box-like construction, all the noises arising in 
the building waved hollowly against its four walls, pro
ducing echoes a little eerie, and flowing slowly back, to 
vanish gradually. The swishing of the sandals worn by 
the men passing down the corridor, the low murmur of 
two or three prisoners surreptitiously whispering to 
each other, the creaking of a conveyance being shoved 
along somewhere, the subdued footfalls, and the clank
ing of the swords dangling at the waists of the guards
in all these sounds did Ota find untiring delight. In the 
quiet of the prison, the pell-mell disorder of these noises 
resolved itself into an orderly sequence, music-like and 
pleasant to the ears. 

This world was a world where speech among the in
mates was strongly forbidden. The world of sounds 
possessed subtle nuances and an unimaginable complex
ity, since the quiet was so extreme that the least sound 
became vested with curious rhythms and tone-colors. 

Rain gutters ran along the eaves and down the cor
ners of the building, and a flock of sparrows nested in 
the space between the gutters and the eaves. In spring, 
rhe eggs of these birds were hatched and a number 
of little fledglings appeared. They soon learned to fly, 
and in midsummer the flight of these sparrows was a 
lovely sight. At dawn when the skies began to gray 
and at sundown when the skies began to burn, this tre
mendous flock of birds would cluster in the full-leaved 
branches of the tree in front of the window and sing 
noisily. Time and again, the voices of these sparrows 
brought a feeling of warmth and consolation even to 
Ota's heart, sealed though it was by a severe harsh
ness, unlaughing and guarding a will burning red in its 
depths. It was, perhaps, because their voices were 
associated with vague remembrances of his childhood. 

There were times when some unfledged bird would 
blunder out of its nest and fall down into one of the 
rain pipes. Then the janitors would come and try to 
push the trapped bird out of the pipe with bamboo 
poles while the parent birds zoomed about crazily, ut
tering wild, distracted cries-a scene Ota could often 
see from his window. Though it was only for an 
instant, a scene of this sort helped him forget the harsh
ness of his existence. Five years are long and slow to 
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pass, but as long as I have this world of sounds, Ota 
often thought, I shall have no need to worry about 
an insanity to come. 

But the thing that most touched his heart, the thing 
that consoled him most and gave him most strength, 
was the voices of men, the voices of his comrades. And 
these voices-the voices of his imprisoned comrades-. . 
he was always able to hear twice a day, in the morning 
and at night. 

In the morning, the prison siren blasted out its hoarse 
reveille. Almost as soon as Ota had finished washing 
his face, the roll would be called. Facing the wall, bony 
knees together, as always his unforgettable humiliation 
sending its slight tremor down the entire length of his 
body, he would call out a_t the top of his lungs the num
ber branded on his heart. It was merely a number 
called, but it was really more than that: it was an exit 
through which something unbearably suppressed, some
thing crying for expression in his heart found fierce 
vent. But would it be possible for the people hearing 
his voice to feel the undertone of emotion in it? 

Just when it was he did not know, but Ota suddenly 
realized that he was able to distinguish the singularities 
and moods of each voice and to identify the individual. 
It was 193-, and the solitary ·confinement cells of this 
prison, located near the Orient's largest industrial city, 
were filled with men convicted under the same charges 
as Ota. Because of his sharpened sensitivity, Ota then 
understood that almost every cell was occupied by a 
comrade convicted as one of his fellow conspirators. 
The voices of some of these prisoners were youthful 
and ringing clear, while those of the others were deeply 
melancholy. It was possible to tell by the voices where 
their owners were and what they were doing. There 
were times when the familiar voice of a comrade would 
disappear. When the same voice was heard again two 
or three days later, coming unchanged from, say, a 
corner somewhere on the third floor, Ota was unable 
to repress the smile that sprang to his lips. However, 
there were also voices that disappeared, never to be 
heard again. Ota often wondered where their owners 
went. 

Morning and night, twice a day, the pulsating emo
tions unloosed in the voices of the comrades roused the 
spirit lying dormant in the corners of the box-like prison 
to ripple throughout the building wave on wave until 
the emotions became one. 

BEFORE long t~e days began to take on a _tinge of 
warm yellowtshness, and red dragonfltes fre

quently slid down the beams of sunlight streaking 
through the steel bars, to dart and shimmer about in the 
cell, impressing upon Ota the imminence of fall. On 
the afternoon of one of these days, Ota was gathering 
the envelopes he had made into bundles of a hundred 
each. He had still a bit more to go to reach his daily 
output of three thousand. While his hands moved 
rapidly and skillfully at his work, with the brilliant im
pact of the post-summer sun full upon his entire body, 
he suddenly experienced a tickling sensation in the right 
side of his breast and at the same time felt a soft lump 
shoot up from the pit of his stomach. He raised his 
body. The soft lump began to zoom around crazily in 
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his breast, then spurted forcefully up through his throat, 
leaped out of his mouth onto the piled-up stacks of 
bundled envelopes, and propelled by its curious momen
tum, plopped down. 

It was blood. 
The large lump of blood dropped cleanly onto tlie 

middle of the top envelope, and a spray of light mist 
stained the air. He had had no need to cough. The soft 
fullness had merely found an exit and had slipped out. 
It had been extremely natural. But the next moment a 
violent fit of coughing seized him in its choking grasp, 
wracking his throat, blinding his eyes. Unconsciously 
and quickly he snatched up his wash basin and buried 
his face in it. The coughing continued, unrelaxed and 
hard, rapid, tortuous. Each cough brought a liquid 
lump of blood, coughed out in strangled spats, shot out 
of his mouth, bashed into his basin. Streams of blood 
clotted his nostrils and hampered his breathing, inten
sifying the wild fit. 

A little later, when he raised his face from the basin 
and stared stupidly into it, the blood had covered the 
whole of the basin's bottom. Tiny bubbles formed and 
burst unceasingly ~n the surface of the blood. Ota 
stared curiously at the thick liquid, flowing in the secure 
warmth of his body a few moments ago. He was aware 
that he himself was.quite calm, but his heart was pound
ing as if it would burst. His face, he thought, must be 
sheet white. Quietly rising, he pulled the cord to sum
mon one of the jailers, then laid himself gently on the 
bed, rolling over on his back. 

Footsteps came down the corridor and stopped be
fore Ota's cell. The signal was replaced, and two 
eyes gleamed through the peep hole in the door. 

"Well, what do you want?" 
Ota did not reply. 
"Hey, what do you want?" 
The guard could not see the inside of the cell clearly, 

perhaps because of the light. He knocked several 
times on the door. Ota heard him muttering impa
tiently. A key grated in the lock, and the guard entered. 

"Well, what do you want? Hey! Come on!" 
Ota silently pointed to the basin. The other gazed 

into it for a minute, startled. Then he jerked out his 
handkerchief and wiped his mouth. Without a word, 
he went out and locked th.e door behind him. Ota heard 
his footsteps hurrying down the corridor. 

A little later, the doctor came and examined him 
briefly. 

"Do you think you can walk?" he said. 
Ota nodded. The doctor stood up and left the cell, 

beckoning him to follow. On leaving the cell, Ota 
glanced at the basin. The blood was already clotting 
blackly in the white heat of the summer sun, and the 
smell of the stale blood flickered around his nostrils. 

When he stepped outside, his sight darkened dizzily, 
and he almost collapsed. The red soil was burning, 
and its heat pierced the thin grass sandals against the 
soles 'Of his feet. It was a long way to the sick ward. 
He passed between a number of identical buildings, cut 
through a spacious yard, entered another dark building, 
and passed out of it. As soon as he reached the sick 
ward, a bag of ice was placed on his chest and he was 
given strict orders to lie only on his back. 

!J9· 

For seven days and nights Ota slept fitfully, con
tinuing to cough up stale blood. He did not even try 
to think of the misfortune that had so suddenly be
fallen him. Perhaps it was still too close; it bewildered 
him, giving him no chance to focus his stupefied mind 
upon it. Far back in his consciousness, however, floated 
a foreboding of the wretched thoughts that would 
come with the return of clarity. 

After seven days of nothing but rice gruel and pickled 
plums, Ota was able to raise himself and feel his body 
with his hands. Seven days, he thought. He was as 
lean as one who had been ill for a year. Rubbing the 
untidy stubble on his jaw, he experienced a strong de
sire to see his face. He managed to raise himself up 
to the window, but he could see only the reflection of 
the light. After a while he slid quietly off the bed and 
managed for the first time in seven days to use the ordi
nary toilet. It ·was in the clouded water of the bowl 
that he was finally able to see the reflection of his 
thin face. 

On the eighth day an orderly came and carried away 
some of Ota's phlegm. Two days later, the door of his 
room opened noisily soon after he had finished his sup
per, and he was ordered to leave the room and take with 
him all his belongings. Since practically nobody had 
ever left his cell after supp~r was over, Ota looked 
uncertainly into the orderly's face. 

"You're moving out-hurry up I" he said curtly and 
began to walk away. Quickly Ota picked up his be
longings and followed, trying to steady his trembling 
legs. 

The section of the prison he was led to, how dismal 
and lugubriously quiet it was! The entire prison was 
extremely quiet, but the quiet of this section was such 
that Ota wondered at the existence of such a forsaken 
place. It is true, he thought, that the interior of a 
prison is endless and endless, and that unexpected things 
are to be found in unexpected places. Now that he 
was himself here, he realized how truly a prison had 
been likened to a labyrinth of horrors. Since the 
autumn days were short, a gray mist was floating into 
the dimness of the corridor. The building was long and 
narrow and composed of two wings, north· and south, 
with a corridor available to both sections stretching 
along its side. The walls on the outside were painted 
a strange white, giving the building an unearthly ap
pearance. Ota was placed in a cell at the very end of 
the southern wing. Feeling that he must ask some
thing about the place, he hurried to the locked door, 
but the sound of the guard's footsteps was already 
fading. 

The interior of the cell was clean and neat. A 
wooden bed was placed to the right of the door. In 
one of the corners near the bed was the toilet. It was 
water-flushed. To test it, Ota turned the lever. The 
water gushed out forcefully and was sucked down a 
little later. The window was extremely large, and he 
could see outside from where he sat on the bed. It 
was almost three years that Ota had been imprisoned, 
and during that time he had changed cells many times, 
!but never had he been placed in such a clean, well 
equipped one. But instead of making hiin happy, his 
good fortune dismayed him. Where have I been 
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brought to, Ota could not help thinking, what is this 
place? 

It was very quiet all around. Were there no inmates 
in the other cells? Not a sound came from them. 
More than thirty minutes had passed since the guard 
had left him, but not even the footsteps of a patrol 
could be heard. The absence of a thing always pres
ent, Ota found, tended to result not in a feeling of lib
erty, but rather in uneasiness. 

Ota rose from the bed and returned to the door. 
Forlorn, lonely, the core of his soul drained of all hope, 
he was unable to remain still. A pane of glass covered 
the opening in the door, and he could see the haze of 
the twilight crawling coldly over the surface of the 
yard. 

Suddenly he was startled by signs of a human pres
ence. The cell three doors away from his was a spacious 
one. Since more than half of it jutted into the corri
dor and its door window was very large, Ota was able 
to see part of its interior. By the dim light hanging 
from the high ceiling of the corridor, he made out a 
large man leaning against the window. The man was 
staring fixedly at him. Ota noticed that his face was 
horribly flat and twisted. The mere sight of him was 
enough to incite in Ota a feeling of cold antagonism, 
but he suppressed it and spoke. 

"Good evening." 
Without acknowledging the greeting by even a sign, 

the man let a moment pass, then spoke abruptly. 
"What are you?' he said, uin or out?" 
Ota did not understand. 
The man spoke again. "You're here because you're 

sick, aren't you? Well, what is it?" 
"Oh, I see. I think it's my lungs." 
"Oh, tuberculosis." 
The word was spat out-literally, for Ota heard him 

spit the next moment. 
"Are you ill, too? What is it? And how long 

have you been here?" Aware of the other's disdain, 
aware, too, of the blandishment in his own voice, Ota 
nevertheless spoke eagerly. 

"Me? I've been here five years." 
"Five years?" 
"Yeah, once you're here you don't go out unless 

you're ashes." 
"You're ill, too, aren't you? What's your illness?" 
The man did not reply. He turned his face and 

seemed to be talking with his cellmates. When he 
faced Ota again the latter noticed that his left sleeve 
was dangling loosely, apparently empty. 

"What, mine?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, mine's-le-pro-sy." 
"What is it?" 
((Leprosy!" the man shouted hoarsely, and disap

peared, snickering gleefully as if to say, well, what do 
you think of that? Surprised, eh? And as if in answer 
to this ugly snicker, other voices burst out laughing and 
filling the lepers' cell. The laughter died away, but 
lively voices succeeded it. Shot with misery, Ota re
turned to his bed. His forehead and back were clammy 
with sweat. He placed his hand under his armpit. It 
was burning. He beg:tn to walk up and down the celf, 
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but then he stopped, rinsed his towel in lukewarm 
water, and threw himself on his bed, placing the wet 
towel on his forehead. Until dawn of the next day he 
slept, fitfully dreaming .... 

I N two weeks the red flecks in the phlegm that Ota 
ceaselessly spat out gradually rllinned into a black

brown, until finally no color appeared, and Ota was able 
to go out for a little exercise in good weather. It was 
then that he began to grasp the entire significance of 
the new world into which they had brought him. He 
was able to understand the meaning of the words flung 
at him on the first day by the man in the common cell: 
"in or out?" Of the two wings composing this isolated 
sick ward, the north wing harbored tuberculars and the 
south, lepers. Ota was the only tubercular lodged in 
the lepers' ward, and he was placed alone in a cell 
located in the extreme east of the south wing. 

This was a forgotten world, an isolated part of a 
prison that was itself set apart from all society. The 
convict brought here was looked upon with exceptional 
regard and received exceptional treatment. The patrol 
appeared but rarely, though he should have shown up 
every ten minutes or so. When he did, it was only to 
throw a careless glance from the entrance before hur-. 
rying away immediately. The sixty-year-old guard 
spent the greater part of his time basking his wobbly 
frame in the sun. It is not difficult to imagine how 
many breaches of prison rules occurred in the cells. 
But this extreme looseness of supervision was no hu
mane leniency on the part of the authorities toward sick 
persons. The officers' words and actions showed that 
it was simply neglect inspired by contempt and hatred. 

When the cord was pulled to summon the guard, it 
was a half-hour-and sometimes an hour-before he 
appeared, only to stand a few yards away from the cell 
and ask what was wanted. A request was never ful
filled until it had been made several times, though the 
guard went away each time nodding agreement. 

There was the time when Ota asked the chaplain to 
lend him some books. Two or three Buddhist books, 
so tattered that they were almost illegible, were the 
only reading matter in his cell. When the chaplain had 
gone, after listening carefully to the request and prom
ising to grant it, Number 30 approached Ota. Number 
30 was in the corridor at the time doing the janitor's 
neglected work. 

"Did you ask the chaplain for something?" he asked. 
"Oh, merely for some books," Ota replied. 
Number 30 snorted. "It's no use, Ota. Once a 

year they bring you some tattered books nobody else 
can read, but they haven't any besides those to give to 
a tubercular. In the first place, what can you ever get 
by asking the chaplain? You're a Communist, aren't 
you? If you've got to ask somebody, ask the warden. 
The warden. When the warden comes around, ask 
him. That's the surest way." 

Number 30 was right: the books never came. When 
the chaplain came again, he pretended to have forgot
ten all about it. When Ota reminded him, he rubbed 
his green jaw carelessly and said, "Oh, yes. But, you 
see, I alone can't give you these books. So, well, I'm 
sorry, really, but .... " 
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Without a book to read, and with nothing to do, the 
sick convicts remained stupidly in their dark cells, blun
dering about on the verge of insanity. 

The contempt of the healthy convicts toward the 
ill was an exaggeration of the officers' attitude. The 
janitor always found some pretext to keep away from 
the sick ward. His work had to be done by one of the 
comparatively healthy patients. Not once had the in
valids been given a decent change of clothing, though 
they repeatedly asked for it. From prison garbs to 
towels, they got nothing but what couldn't be used else
where, and the patients were forced to walk around in 
old prison garbs, torn at the sleeves and ripped up the 
back. This discrimination was apparent even in their 
meals. Their pots were only half filled with soup, and 
there was not enough rice. It is a mistake to think that 
the iH never eat much. It is only that their appetites 
are very irregular. Sometimes they eat enormously, 
and sometimes not at all. Once one of the tuberculars 
had seized the handyman and complained of the food, 
but he had been answered by a crack on the skull with 
a ladle, and a bellow, uwhat? For sleeping and doing 
nothing?" The tubercular had had to remain in bed 
three days because of his wounded head; from that 
tin;e, he ?nly muttered to himself and never raised his 
voice agam. 

In wordless contempt, listening absent mindedly to 
the prisoners' requests, at times snorting derisively, the 
guard and the handyman would often look at each other 
and snicker in order to irritate the sick convicts' sharp
ened nerves. It was possible, however, to endure being 
despised and held in contempt. To be scorned was to 
be noticed, at least. But to become of no interest to 
others, to be forgotten like a stone by the roadside
that is not easily to be endured. 

Every once in a while the prison paper was distrib
uted among the patients. The paper contained news of 
various sorts: a radio has been installed in the prison 
for the sake of the convicts; the library is going to be 
enlarged; a movie will be shown, etc., etc. But such 
news had nothing to do with the convicts in the sick 
ward. It is the business of the sick to be confined, it 
was said; though they were criminals, they had nothing 
to do but sleep and absorb expensive medicines; how 
fortunate they were I 

When a week passed without any mishaps, sugared 
dumplings were distributed to the prisoners, but some
how they were never passed out to the invalids. Once, 
when both the cook and the guard asserted that they 
had forgotten, a moody young man finally exploded. 
"Forgot!" he shouted. "Well, I'll make you remem
ber!" Though he had been bedridden for the past two 
months in common cell 3, the young tubercular suddenly 
jumped up. Disregarding his surprised cellmates, he 
clenched his thin fists and began to break the window
panes. The fragments of glass flew away, raising a 
terrible din. Fearing the consequences of his violence, 
his cellmates tried to stop him, but he flung them off 
and continued to storm about as if insane until the guard 
and the handyman finally succeeded in pinning him 
down. Sharp fragments of glass sticking in his blood
stained fists, his hands corded behind him so tightly that 
his veins swelled, the young man was led away and did 
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not return for three days. He did not escape punish
ment on account of being an invalid, though his punish
ment was a bit lighter. Returning, shaken and pale, he 
collapsed by his bedside as soon as he entered the cell. 
Always a silent man, he became more so and spent his 
days staring fixedly at the faces of his cellmates with a 
weak but stern look, until he died immediately after the 
cold set in. 

As has been said before, Ota was the only tubercular 
housed with the lepers. Half from awe and half from 
curiosity, he began to watch the lives of these invalids. 
The moment they were let out for exercise, the four 
lepers in the common cell straggled out into the sun- . 
niest spots of the spacious yard. It was then that Ota 
was able to see their features clearly. Walking slug
gishly in their faded garbs, at times breaking suddenly 
into a mincing run, bursting out into strained snickers 
as if something funny had just occurred to them, they 
were, in the heat of the late summer, an appalling 
sight. Of the four, two were still quite young, one was 
middle aged, and the other was past fift:y. The two 
younger lepers possessed unnaturally brilliant complex
ions, and large, red sores bruised their cheeks and napes. 
They squinted as if dazzled when looking at anyone's 
face, and Ota could see that the blacks of their eyes 
were shifting off towards one side. Neither was more 
than twenty, surely, and probably their disease had ap
peared during boyhood. Not very conscious of the hor
ror of their disease, they appeared to look but lightly 
upon life, and the sight of these two laughing joyfully 
with each otber inevitably increased the pity of the 
onlooker. 

The middle aged man was enormously large boned, 
a bull-like head with no eyebrows pushed into the top of 
his broad, thick torso. His large, popping eyes were 
like the eyes of a rotting fish, and streaks of red crossed 
the whites of his eyes vertically and horizontally. 
Though his body was well built, he had but one arm, 
and the bone of that arm was so twisted by disease that 
he could not even hold his chopsticks correctly. There 
were times when he would suddenly begin grunting and 
rise to his feet. Naked and shouting, swinging his arm, 
swinging his legs, he would begin f'o exercise. His appe
tite was enormous, and he never failed to clean up the 
remains of his cellmates' meals. From autumn until 
the end of winter, he would snatch his cellmates' food, 
so that another cause for suffering was added to the 
grievances of the other three when the first autumn 
breezes began to blow. 

Every so often the man would ask the others which 
they would choose if the chance were offered to them
to eat the finest of delicacies or to sleep with a woman 
for a night. The old man would merely grin and would 
not reply, but one of the young men would consider the 
question seriously and reply after a few moments' 
thought, "Of course, I'd prefer the food." When the 
other youth assented, "Me, too," the man would sud
denly bellow in a voice like a cracked bell, "What, you'd 
rather have the food I Why, you big liars! You can 
eat, see, three times a day, and sometimes get some
thing special, but not so with women. You guys can 
talk about food, yeah, when you go around playing 
with your goddamit every night." Then he would sigh, 
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"Geeze, I want a woman," and, in spite of the others' 
laughter, continue to mutter beneath his breath. 

The last of ·the four, the old man, was ordinarily 
very quiet. His face was wrinkled and dry, his eyes 
bleary, with tears constantly trickling down from them. 
The flesh on his toes was completely withered, so that 
his sandals had to be tied to his feet. His feet were 
probably nerveless, and the times he wailked into the 
cell in muddy sandals were many. The scars of burns 
he had received in his youth while drowsing near the 
sunken fireplace of a farmer's house could still be seen, 
and the five toes of both feet were joined together. 

He was twenty when his disease first broke out. After 
spending the greater part of his life in various prisons, 
the old man seemed entirely resigned to his fate. He 
spoke little, but looked as if he were grinning all the 
time. At times, however, something would generate an 
explosion in him, and his wrath would always direct 
itself upon his middle aged cellmate; then the two 
would wrangle away for hours. 

These four men were all together three cells away 
from Ota, and he had thought at first that the next cell 
was empty, because it was·so quiet. There was· a pris
oner in it, however. While passing by one day on his 
way to the-yard for his exercise, Ota happened to glance 
in. When it was bright outdoors, it was diffi·cult to dis
cern anything in the dark cell. Ota edged very near to 
the door and was startled to see a pair of eyes shining 
from a closely cropped head and gazing steadily at him 
from the bed. . 

When Ota returned from •his exercise the next day, 
the man was standing at his door and greeted him with 
a polite bow as he passed. It was then that Ota saw 
his face fully. He seemed to be still in his twenties. 
For the first time Ota saw distinctly the lion's face 
that, according to some book he had read, was charac
teristic of this disease. The man's eyes, his nose, his 
mouth, the features of his entire face were extremely 
enlarged and flattened, and his face did not seem to be 
the face .of a man. Moreover, his eyelids were half 
turned out, and the color of the red flesh underneath 
could be seen plainly. 

As soon as- Ota entered his cell, he heard a tap on 
the wall, and a little later the man spoke to him, stand
ing at his own door. 

"Mr. Ota, Mr. Ota." He had probably overheard 
the guard mouthing Ota's name. "Would it trouble you 
very much if I spoke to _you? I've been hesitating to do 
so until now for fear it would." 

If it is true that a man's character can be perceived 
to a certain extent in the quality of his voice, then this 
man was an excellen~ person. His courtesy, though far 
out of keeping with ·this ungracious world, was natural 
and unaffected. 

"No, no, not at all. It'll help me get over my bore
dom." Ota spoke cordially in order to put the other 
at his ease. · 

"You must have been surprised when you first came 
here. You're a political offender, aren't you, a Com
munist?" 

"Why, yes. How did you know?" 
"Oh, one can tell. Even though you're wearing a red 

prison garb, one can tell. When I first came here, t:here 

New Masses, February 81 1938 

was quite a stir over you people, and besides it's the 
rule here that all tuberculars be placed in the other 
wing. Any tubercular pu~ in this wing is sure to be a 
thought-offender. It's to prevent any contact with the 
others. You see, even the bigger authorities are aware 
of the laxness of the prison discipline. Did you know 
Kobayashi of the Guillotine Group? He was in your 
cell till about two years ago." 

Ota knew the name, and it solved the puzzle of the 
fragment of the lnternationale scratched with a broken 
nail on the back leaves of the tattered books in his cell. 

"Oh, so Kobayashi was here, and what happened to 
him?" 

"He died. Don't feel badly, but it was in your cell. 
You see, no one came for him. He died pounding his 
bed with a medicine bottle, singing the lnternationale." 

Ota's heart darkened for a moment as he ·thought of 
Kobayashi's dismal end. He felt that it was cruel to 
ask about his fellow convict's illness, that it was like 
the gouging of a painful sore, but since the man had 
found someone upon whom to unburden his woes, per
haps he would be able to console himself by tallcing; 
so Ota asked, "And you ... when did you come here? 
When did you become ill?" 

"I've been here three years now. I was a joiner in a 
cabinet factory until I became sick. My fingers and 
my toes began to lose their sense of feeling, and after 
that the disease seemed to sweep over me. I suppose 
it was already pretty bad before I became aware of it, 
but I didn't know until someone pointed out to me that 
the flesh at the root of my thumb-on my palm, that 
is-was drying up. I was twenty then. My face was 
far different, too, from the picture of myself as a child. 
I used to be such a cute little thing." . 

"There is such a thing as an erroneous diagnosis. 
Have you been examined carefully?" 

"Yes, I had hopes that the diagnosis might be wrong 
when only my sense of feeling was lost, and even when 
my face began to swell. But it's no use now. Now ... 
Mr. Ota, you've seen, haven't you .... ? Of course 
you have, and you must have been shocked-my eyes, 
my eyes are turning out, the way children's do when 
they make eyes at each other. Since then I've had no 
use for futile hopes. It's horrible, isn't it, this disease? 
The body actually rots away ·on you while you're still 
living. There seem to be two types. With some the 
flesh dries up and withers like the old man's in the 
common cell. Mine is the rotting type, I think. Nothing 
else is wrong with my body. My bowels are better than 
ever, and I can eat twice ·as much as the average man. 
I'm a hog, ·really a hog. I may have been fated for 
this, but. • . . " 

Spoken as if under the pressure of some necessity 
until now, the words suddenly stopped. He seemed to 
be crying. Unable to utter the words of consolation on 
his lips, Ota stood where he was, feeling his heart riot
ing with an inexpressible perplexity. At that moment, 
footsteps sounded in the corridor and stopped before 
the leper's cell. The door was opened, and a voice said, 
"Visitor." · 

The leper went out. Ota wondered where the meet
ing would be held. Observing carefully, he found ·that 
there was no reception room in the sick ward. The 
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meeting was held in a secluded corner of the yard. The 
visitor was an old woman, bent at the waist, leaning on 
a cane. Throwing their shadows on the weakly sunFt 
ground, the pair stood facing each other. The old 
woman was wiping her eyes with a handkerchief and 
seemed to be repeating something over and over. Fif
teen minutes passed, and the guard looked at his watch. 
He separated the two and led the old woman away. 
Ota's friend stood gazing at the departing woman, but 
he returned to his cell as soon as the guard beckoned 
him. 

"Mr. Ota, Mr. Ota," he called falteringly when he 
was onc.e more in his cell. "That was my grandmot:her. 
She always tells me to go back to her alive, even though 
my body is rotting away. I'll be waiting till then, she 
tells me, I'll die with you when the time comes, so please 
don't do anything rash. And she repeats this over and 
over and over again." 

He raised his voice and began to cry. During the 
sporadic conversation that followed, Ota discovered 
that the man's name was Genkichi Murai, that his crime 
was attempted murder, and that his sentence was ·five 
years. 

"What was the incident about?" Ota asked hestitat
ingly. 

"Oh, it was only about a worthless woman and ended 
in blood," was all that Murai would say, and he did 
not go into the history of the incident. "Mr. Ota, 
I want tto-I want to resign myself to my fate, but 
I can',t;. I'm hardily twenty-five yet. I've done abso
lutely nothing. . I've had nothing, nothing. When I 
get out, I used to flhink, when I get out-but now .... 
Oh, I'm going to do as my grandmother wants me to. 
And when I get out, I'm going to do everything I want 
to do, raise hell for three or four days, and then throw 
myself under a street car or something and die. I'm 
not lying. I'm going to do it. I really mean it. I'm 
going to do it I" 

Truly it must have come from the bottom of his 
heart. Something in his tearful voice began to push · 
against Ota's heart. He felt cold, and he remained 
silently standing in fmnt of his door. 

T HE winter passed, and a new year came. Spring, 
and then again it was summer. In the tuberculosis 

section of the sick ward, the invalids began to grow 
worse and worse. When one failed to appear during 
the exercise period and remained ·lying on his cot, the 
orderly could be seen entering the cell, carrying a pair 
of chopsticks dipped in liquid rice jelly with a knot of 
the jelly twisted amund the ends. Seeing this, the other 
patients would sigh, "Ah, he too is licking jelly now, but 
it won't be for long." 

In the dead of night, during the worst part of the 
season when one could hardly breat:he because of the 
staleness of the !hot cell air, a piercing voice would sud
denly call the attendants. Then white-mbed men would 
hurry down the corridor to the patient's cell. Near 
dawn on such a night there was sure to be a death. 
Whenever one of two men very seriously ill died, the 
other was sure to follow 1him soon. A prison death is 
not pl·easant to the ears, and it was the custom of the 
prison officials to dispatch a telegram to the dying man's 

relatives. But perhaps in only one of ten cases did 
anyone come to take over the prisoner. Even if t~ 
prisoner was taken away, he usuaHy died in the automo
bile carrying him from the prison. 

The bodies of those dying in the prison were treated 
like so much excess baggage. Noses and mouths and 
ani stuffed with cotton, they were carted away to the 
hospital in town to be used as subjects for dissection. 

Harassed by the heat of the summer, the tuberculars 
would invariably lose their appetites, and the garbage 
box in a corner of the yard would overflow with the 
remains of their meals, which rotted and filled the air 
with an unbearably disagreeable odor. Great clouds 
of flies, when disturbed, would leap into the air with a 
startJling amount of noise. The duty of removing these 
remains fell to the janitor, who performed his task with 
bad grace, muttering, all the while, "T.b. shit and left
overs aren't even fit to be used as fertilizers." But the 
lepers in the common cell longingly eyed the garbage 
box overflowing with the left-over food. They licked 
their lips and grumbled about the ingratitude of those 
damned tuberculars who left the food given them
pot-bellied weaklings unable to eat a belly's worth of 
food. As soon as the. jailers brought their meals the 
lepers began to plead for part of the tuberculars' food. 
Occasionally one of the tuberculars would announce a 
disinclination for food, and feeling pity, perhaps, the 
jailers would pass it on to the lepers. Smiles wreathing 
their faces, they would receive it joyfully and immedi
ately begin scuffiing over it. How happy they must have 
been! Taking advantage of the fact that there was no 
set hour for eating in the sick ward, the lepers would 
save the food and eat it art hour or so later. To listen 
to them smacking their lips near the window in the quiet 
was enough to make one shiver. 

Although at first glance the lepers did not seem to 
have changed in the least, a slight difference in their 
faces was noticeable upon dose inspection. An animal 
odor, peculiar to this illness and difficult for others to 
bear, diffused its unpleasantness throughout the cell 
during the summer, t:hough they kept their windows 
wide open. Frequently the jailer on watch failed to 
open the door of their cell during the exercise period. 
The lepers, angered, aggrieved, would then stage a 
demonstration, stamping their feet noisily on the floor, 
uttering odd cries. 

I N the middle of the night, Ota awoke suddenly. 
The time, he wondered. I must h~ve slept at 

least a little. He looked up at the electric bulb dangling 
over his head. Perhaps it was the unquiet silence of 
the prison-celled night, but he felt that the bulb was 
swaying. He gazed at it curiously. A white moth, 
startlingly enormous and seemingly come from nowhere 
out of the midsummer night, had leeched itself against 
the cord. For no reason whatever, he felt nervous. 
Just as he turned to go to sleep again, a premonition 
of the coming of that suddeciy needled his brain and 
swept down the entire length of his body, leaving him 

·pale and trembling with fear. God, God, he thought, 
it's coming again. He raised himself and crouched, 
unmoving and resigned, cringing. Sure enough, it came. 

As if a tidal wave were sweeping nearer and nearer 
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from a distant place, its noises began to roar deep 
within him, gradually, gradually growing riotously 
nearer and crazily louder until his heart seemed about 
to burst asunder with the madness of this chaotic 
rhythm.. Soon the pulses of his body began. to scream, 
and the blood battled within his arteries as it turned 
back upon itself, while its pounding echoes began to 
reverberate torturously against the twisting sides of his 
sensitized skull. Teeth gritted, frozen, enduring, his 
eyes beginning to grow dark and blank, it was evident 
even to himself that his .consciousness was becoming 
numb and gradually slipping away ... ; 

When he came to again, feeLing as if he had awak
ened from some horrible sleep, the disordered violence 
of his heart's beating had become somewhat more quiet. 
An unutterable loneliness and a vague uncertainty 
seized him, however, as he began to grow calmer, and 
he became obsessed with the fear that perhaps he was 
losing his mind. Unable to remain motionless for 
.another moment, he slid quickly off his bed and began 
to pace wildly about his cell, wanting to scream away 
his terror. 

Twenty minutes passed before he fully regained his 
composure. A deep sense of relief and a profound 
tiredness pervaded his being. Dazed .and spent, he 
eased himself against the window and breathed deeply. 
He felt the pureness of the fresh night air flowing down 
into his chest and cooling his lungs. He could· not see 
the moon from the window, but the night was beautiful 
with stars. 

In the summer of that year Ota began to suffer from 
this abnormal acceleration of the heart. It was one of 
the symptoms of a severe case of neurasthenia, he h~d 
heard. Once a week during the night it came. Or else 
once in ten days. But come it did. It was certain to 
come. At his wits' end, Ota desperately indulged in 
futile attempts to escape these -fits by gymnastic exer
cises or by sitting in a trance. Naturally, however, he 
was unable to escape them. 

Ota was unable to ascribe the reasons for this ner
vous state to the physical and spiritual debility caused 
by illness and confinement. Although he was not aware 
of all of them, however, he was aware of one of the 
strongest of these reasons. He was quite aware that 
his fits had first begun to grow upon him when he began· 
to suffer from the uneasy agitations caused by the curi
ous shadow creeping into his Communist heart and 
growing larger and darker. 

What was this vague uneasiness, this vague agita
tion? If the word "agitation" were to be defined as some
thing in the nature of an antagonistic school of thought 
coming into conflict with that school to which he ad
hered, and defeating it-then it would be possible to say 
definitely that this was not the nature of the shadow. 
The agitation in Ota's heart was a thing which sprang 
up as naturally as a cloud in the summer sky, which 
came of living as he did in this sick ward among lepers 
and tuberculars as one of their sort, seeing their daily 
lives vividly before his very eyes. It was of the nature 
of somet~ing which could not quite be grasped, and yet 
it was just there that its strength lay. In other words, 
Ota had succumbed to the pressure of an unfeeling ac
tuality. 
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As a Communist, Ota was young and no more than 
a mere intellectual. He was not of the stuff of those 
who had tasted the sweat and the blood of actual life· 
and had erected the foundations of their faith upon a 
ground cleared by their endurance and courage. Under 
ordinary circumstances, that would have been enough. 
But let the young intellectual once encounter that side 
of life at once bitter and complex and cold beyond 
imagination, then he finds his beliefs useless and is 
aware only of being crushed by an overpowering actu-
ality. . 

Losing even his will to battle in the face of this cruel 
actuality, he begins to realize clearly that the belief, the 
faith to which he has adhered is not of his flesh and 
blood, but has been merely skin deep. To reach this 
conclusion is a horrible thing, and what an unhappy 
individual is he who reaches it. To firmly believe as 
always in the logic of his faith's logic, to be aware of 
his inability to move according to this logic's demands, 
to realize his inability to do anything about this aware
ness-would it not make a man think of suicide? 

Cruel, severe, harsh, juggling human lives like col
ored balls-this was the true picture of the thing called 
actuality, Ota thought, observing the world of actuality 
now holding him in its grasp. And was it not the first 
duty of a Communist to force this actuality under a 

·fixed law man had forged out of his suffering, to dis
cipline its violence, to curb its wild determination, to 
assert its blind will? And had he not come fighting for 
this purpose? Yes, but all the time his brain whispered 
to him of duty, his heart shunned the battle and sought 
for nothing but an escape from actuality. 

Without the least desire to lead an active life, losing. 
his interest in all affairs, merely despising all reality, he 
reached the state where he whiled his days away stu
pidly, leaving only the vague dreaminess of his hermit
like existence lightly impressed on his mind. 

There were times, however, when the passion of his 
past would rise within him 'and run hurricane-like. and 
rioting across the surface of his mind. At these times, 
Ota would become wildly, exuberantly excited, clench
ing his fists, feeling the hotness of his cheeks. The 
next moment, however, a spiteful voice would seep 
through his exuberance, destroying it, whispering, what 
is this to you, to you who are dying? And then he 
would return -again to his usual state, as cold as the 
ashes of the dead. ' 

In contrast with Ota's apathy, how vigorous was the 
vitality of the rotting lepers! Their appetites were 
enormous, several times that of average men. Their 
sexual appetites, too, were apparently strong and hard to 
suppress. Once on a summ~r night the four lepers in 
the common cell had been enthusiastically engaged 
in vividly pornographic ta·lk, when suddenly one of 
them fell to the floor on his hands and knees and began 
to imitate the actions of an animal at a certain period, 
laughing gleefully all the while. Unconsciously Ota 
raised his voice in a cry, strongly struck by this exhibi
tion of the brute-like blindness of the impulses govern
ing the lives of men. Resenting these impulses, he had 
shuddered at the horror of living. 

That same summer, a sixty-year-old man, who had 
been ill for nearly three years, died at daybreak in the 
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tuberculosis section of the stck ward. After the corpse 
hap been carried away, it was discovered that the grass 
mat on the old man's bed was half rotten. A thick layer 
of white mildew was found between the mat and the 
bedsheet, and his blankets were stiff with dried excre
ment. At the time these revolting discoveries were be
ing made, the old man's fellow pnisoners were battling 
for his left-over rice jelly. How pitiful humanity was! 

Feeling dark, without consolation, Ota passed his 
days. Aside from physical suffering, he felt that if he 
kept on living in this drab monotony, the day would 
come when the mere thought of continuing to live would 
be painful. There was no misconception in this presenti
ment, he knew. When he thought of that day, he was· 
unable to keep from shudd~ring. 

A man fre_quently encounters those things not even 
thought of, and he is made to feel the presence of
what is it ?-destiny? fate? It was when Ota had fallen 
into the mire of uncertainty and was trying desperately 
to pull himself out of its viscuousness that he unex
pectedly came face to face with his· former comrade, 
Ryozo Okada. 

T HE sound of the door of a distant cell opemng 
penetrated Ota's stupor. Other sounds, too: of 

human footsteps, and mingled with this the sound of 
something being dragged in. Somewhat feverish f·or no 
particular reason, Ota awoke into the daylight and be
gan to think hazily, dreamily, listening to the sounds as 
if still asleep, wondering, that is Cell 1, the common 
cell, the empty cell, that must be a iiew patient. 

"A new patient, Ota. There's a new patient in Cell 1." 
Murai's voice was a bit hoarse and tight, as if he were 
trying to strangle his excitement. Passing their days in 
the drabbest monotony, the arrival of another patient 
was more stimulating to the prisoners than anything 
else. That was why Ota waited so anxiously to catch a 
glimpse of the newcomer during the exercise period the 
next day, his eyes glistening brightly with interest, so 
impatiently, so wonderingly. 

Not satiated interest, however, caused the slight tur
moil in his breast the moment he caught a glimpse of 
the stranger, and caused him to catch his breath. It was a 
lovely autumn day, and the flowers and the grass the 
prisoners had cultivated in the yard adjoining the sick . 
ward were beautiful. The small path weaving its way 

· through the garden was allotted to the prisoners for 
walking, but the figures of the walkers could not be seen 
very clearly from Ota's cell because of the reflection of 
the sun's dazzling brilliance upon the glass of the corri
dor door opening into the yard. Besides, the pane in 
Ota's cell door was small, and its range of vision was 
very limited. The walkers vanished the moment after 
they entered its nar~owness, so that Ota could only catch 
a glimpse of the figure of the new patient, but that 
glimpse was enough to bring a chaotic turmoil into his 
heart. 

Needless to say, the stranger was a leper. Moreover, 
judged by . his exterior, his was an advanced case. 
Changed as his features were by the ravages of the 
disease, it was difficult to state his age exactly, but the 
youthful swinging of his arms and the spring in his walk 
were enough to pronounce him still young. His face was 
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swollen a dark purple, and the swelling extended as far 
as the nape of his neck. His hair was already very 
sparse, and it was difficult to distinguish his eyebrows 
from a distance. He was a large man, heavily built. Ota 
remained motionless at the opening of his cell during 
the leper's exercise, watching him, trying to quell the 
storm within his breast. Even after the man had gone 
back to his cell, he could not quiet down for a long time. 

From that day on, Ota began to watch the movements 
of the stranger with singularly concentrated studious
ness. He was oonvinced that he had seen the stranger 
somewhere before. Each time Ota glimpsed the 
stranger's face, something stirred in the bottom of his 
heart. But what that something was, Ota could not 
fathom. As the days passed by, the face of the leper 
gradually burned deeper into Ota's being. Each twisted 
line of the disease ravaged face was sharply etched on 
his mind, and appeared even more clearly when he 
closed his eyes, and now the fac-e seemed to dose in 
upon his heart, imbued with something threatening. 

It was night, and Ota was seated in a room with four 
or five men. It ·was one of those tearooms, perhaps, 
lining the well lit streets of Osaka. Was it after some 
meeting? The men were ta)king loudly, arguing vehe
mently, and there seemed to be no immediate possibility 
of the argument coming to a close. 

Again, Ota was striding through the darkness along 
a street on the outskirts of a city, shoulder to shoulder 
with four or five men. A foul-smelling canal flowed 
viscuously along one side of the road. At the bend in 
the canal, the huge chimney of the factory toward which 
they were headed loomed serenely before them. Each of 
the men had handbills hidden in his pockets. Suppressing 
his excitement, speaking little, each stalked steadily for
ward, taking long, determined steps, shoulder to shoul
der, solid, one. 

Scenes from a life now lost to him, they arose in 
Ota's mind of a sudden. And somewhere in these scenes, 
it seemed, the face of the stranger appeared from time 
to time. Though it was like the elusive shadow of a 
bird passing swiftly over the ground, Ota would firmly . 
grasp one of these scenes out of his past. With this as 
a lead, he would begin to grope backward and forward 
along the tangled lines of his memory, as if trying des
perately to unravel a badly knotted skein. But strained 
as it was by his illness, his brain was not able to endure 
the arduousness of prolonged thinking, and he would 
soon tire hjmself out. Wearied and despairing, Ota 
would let go his hold on the key line and lie down on 
his back to fall into a tortured sleep soon after. 

There were times when he awoke suddenly in the 
middle of the night. The moment he opened his eyes 
and the dim light of the bulb struck them, a feeling that 
he had come upon something would seize him. Or per
haps he had only been dreaming. At times, the features 
of the many comrades of his past would appear succes
sively before his eyes, and it seemed to him that one 
among them coincided precisely with those of the 
stranger. However, it did not go beyond being but a 
transient flutter of the heart. Feeling as keenly dis
appointed as if he had lost something he had grasped 
in his hand, Ota was then unable to close his eyes until 
the next day had dawned. 
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The behavior of the new leper was often unaccount
able. From his first day in the ward, he had worn an 
air of imperturbable indifference, and Ota found himself 
unable to read the expression of his cold pokerface. 
The ward patients had always taken special interest in 
a new entry, wondering what his crime was and how 
many times he had been jailed before, and now they 
carefully watched the movements of the new prisoner 
through the steel bars. They had whispered to each 
other sofdy, sniffing as if with great significance, in
dulging in various wild speculations, one, perhaps, 
mum1bling that he thought he had seen the man in some 
factory or some shop somewhere. And to all the un
utterable greetings the new patient responded with a 
smile. If someone chanced to speak to him, he would 
often take advantage of the moment and pour out the 
whole history of his crime and his illness, chanting it and 
satiating the curiosity of the old prisoners. 

The behavior of the new patient, however, was wholly 
unprecedented. He always preserved an air of calmness 
not in keeping with the prison world, and it was his habit 
during his exercises to walk quickly around and around 
the garden, glancing neither to the left nor the right, as 
if he had already traversed the same road many times. 
Disappointment was the lot of those prisoners who ex
pected the stranger to show an attitude of concern and 
to look about questioningly, uncertain and uneasy, as if 
he had been brought to some awesome place. They be
gan to feel something like an introverted sulkiness in the 
indifferent attitude of the new patient, quiet and apart, 
and finally ended up by class1ifying him as one of those 
guys who were too good. They watched him guardedly 
and with interest, however, white eyes shining, yet with 
a slight antagonism. 

Quiet the man was, but his quietness was of no ordi
nary degree. If it were not for the daily exercise or the 
infrequent baths, the inmates of the ward would have 
forgotten his existence. What did he do, what did he . 
think of all day, alone in the barren largeness of his 
common cell? Books he had not, nor anything to console 
the eye and the ear. What did he think of as he sat 
face to face with the disease which daily crept nearer 
the core of his soul and body? The horror of passing 
day after day with nothing to do but sit with arms 
crossed is such that there would be only insanity to look 
forward to if it were not for the opportunity of stealing 
a few words with the prisoners in the adjoining cells. 
The new prisoner, however, spoke not a word. And 
was he satisfied with everything given him? Not once 
did he pull the signal cord for the guard in order to 
ask him for something new. Although his disease con
tinued to ravage his face, he did not seem to be deeply 
concerned over it, and he carried himself as lightly and 
youthfully as ever· during his exercise. 

It struck Ota as odd that the new inmate was alone 
in his enormous common cell. The common cell lodging 
the four lepers was large enough for eight men, and it 
would have been usual to put him there. Was the nature 
of his crime such that he had to be placed in solitary? 
If so, then it was possible to transfer Murai into the 
large cell with the four and place the newcomer in 
Murai's solitary cell. Murai's crime was not such as to 
necessitate solitary confinement. 
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Reasoning thus, the thought which had sprouted in 
Ota's mind the moment he had seen the newcomer's 
face, that feeling of having seen him before, returned 
to him. And though he had tried hard to suppress it, 
he was struck by its new clarity. The man who was but 
two cells away from him, the man whose crime made the 
prison authorities isolate him, was a man imprisoned 
under the same charges as Ota. T~e new leper was 
undoubtedly a comrade. His must be the changed figure 
of a comrade Ota had known somewhere I 

Ota tried many times to abandon the thought that 
the leper was one of his friends. He tried to dismiss 
the figure of the man from his mind by unearthing all 
of the dubious points about him. He tried to put his 
mind at ease. Ota could not bear to think of the suffer
ing sure to be his when the sorry figure of the leper 
proved to be a comrade. But he was forced to recognize 
the stronger positiveness of the points proving the 
stranger to be one. After a few days, Ota was com
pletely spent by the battles these two groups of thoughts 
fought in his mind. The newcomer appeared daily in 
the yard all during this period, and Ota daily saw the 
face he almost remembered but could not quite re
member. 

The question was solved one day, however. One 
afternoon, a month after the newcomer's arrival, Murai 
left his cell to write a letter. He returned to his cell 
a little later and began whispering excitedly to Ota. 

"Ota, Ota, are you awake?" 
"Yes, I'm awake. What is it?" 
"Well, the man in Cell 1-I know his name." 
"What I you know his name!" Unconsciously, Ota 

stretched forward. "How did you find out? and what 
is it?" 

"Okada, Ryozo Okada. I saw it on one of his post
cards." 

"What I Ryozo Okada I" 
Because of the fact that the newcomer was a leper, 

the mail clerk had stuck the postcard on a board and 
put it out in the sun to be sterilized. Murai had seen 
the name there. 

Murai was struck by the way Ota had repeated the 
name. 

"What's the matter, Ota ?" he quickly asked. "Do 
you know him?" 

"No, no, I just thought I'd heard it before," Ota 
answered weakly and turned back into his cell. His 
eyes swam and his. feet wobbled as if he had been struck 
a sharp blow on the head. He leaned against his bed 
and stood silently for a few moments. Then he threw 
himself sideways on his bed. He stared at the familiar 
stain on the ceiling, feeling himself growing calmer, re
peating the name Ryozo Okada over and over to him
self. So that pathetic leper was Ryozo Okada captured. 

As the chaos in his head gradually returned to order, 
Ota's thoughts took him back five years into the past. 
Ota had then been a secretary at the headquarters of 
the Farmers' Union. One day as he was preparing to 
go home, Nakamura of the Laborers' Union sauntered 
up to him. "I want to have a talk with you," he said. 
The two walked out of the office together and began 
strolling toward Ota's rented rooms in Shikan-jima. 

"One of our comrades returned from abroad re-
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cently," Nakamura began. "You see, when he left three 
years ago, he was involved in a big incident, and the 
police are still on the watch for him. Naturally, he 
won't be able to stand in the front lines for awhile yet. 
I want toe put him where he'll be safe until he learns 
more about the movement here in Japan. You can see 
that it would be very inconvenient to put him in the 
home of a member of the Laborers' Union. You be
long to the Farmers' Union, and you're supposed to be 
Living at the headquarters, aren't you? It isn't so widely 
known that you live in your rooms at Shikan-jima. I 
wonder if you would put him up for about a month." 

Ota had assented, and Nakamura led him to a tea
room where he was to meet the new comrade. The 
man was about the age of Ota. He advanced smilingly 
toward them and replied courteously to Nakamura's in
troduction. His name was Masao Yamamoto. During 
the course of the conversation, Ota· noticed a slight 
northeastern accent in his speech and was struck by the 
honest simplicity of his character. Much later, Ota dis
covered that Masao Y amarrioto was in reality Ryozo 
Okada. 

Ota was then living in two rooms rented in the home 
of a distant relative. They were on the second story, 
and Ota turned the larger one over to Okada. Though 
they had adjoining rooms, the two lived without much 
intimacy, since Ota did not have much chance to talk 
to Okada, leaving as he did early in the morning and 
returning late at night. There were times when Okada 
was asleep when Ota returned, but there were also 
times when he was writing by the light of his dim lamp. 

One cold day in November, about a month later, 
Okada left the house and did not return. Circumstances, 
of course, Ota thought. But he recalled that that very 
morning Okada had entered his room as if for a talk, 
but had retired with a startled cry upon seeing Ota 
rolled up in a single, thin blanket. Perhaps, Ota thought, 
Okada is too gentle and must have felt that he was 
giving me too much trouble. Ota had given one of his 
two blankets to Okada when it became cold. 

Still he was worried, and a few days later he looked 
Nakamura up. "Oh, it's all right now. The truth is 
I was thinking of seeing you today. He's settled where 
he wants to be now, I think. Thanks for tolerating him 
for so long," Nakamura said, thus easing Ota's anxiety. 

In November 192- the Japanese Communist Party 
began to move irtto action, and Ryozo Okada, alias 
Masao Yamamoto, went into hiding to take his place 
among the party's outstanding leaders. Soon after Ota 
left Osaka to work in the provincial districts. In the 
spring of that year a financial panic had seized the 
country, and its reverberations were gradually seeping 
into the provinces. After leading a number of large 
and small struggles, Ota had become a full-fledged Com
munist. He now began to lead the complex and difficult 
agrarian movement, constantly bombarding the head
quarters of the party with various opinions concerning 
the policies of the movement. Each time he received a 
reply to his views, he was startled. What penetrating 
logic, what experience, what practicality l When the 
opinions he had forged in the heat of his heart until 
they seemed fool-p~oof were shattered thoroughly and 
hurled back at him, Ota's self-confidence was destroyed, 

61 

and he felt something akin to resentment. But always, 
Ota found that his unknown critic's viewpoints were 
right, and he was almost chagrined at the dullness of 
his own mind. What a man has been born to Japan, 
Ota often thought. And he would feel the dauntless 
spirit of his critic pulsing somewhere in the streets of 
Osaka, where the soot constantly soiled the air. Feel
ing this, Ota would feel a new determination springing 
up within him. Later Ota discovered from the investiga
tions carried on during his trial that the name of his 
critic was Ryozo Okada. 

Since Okada's face was not so vividly impressed in 
Ota's mind and since Okada had managed to slip 
through the dragnet laid after the 3.15 incident, it was 
natural that Ota should have failed to recognize Okada 
in the leper's distorted features. After the shock given 
him by the discovery of the leper's identity had quieted 
down, various questions galloped crazily around in Ota's 
muddled brain. When was he caught? When did he 
become ill? Does he know who I am? How shall I ap
proach him? Should I approach him? 

Anxiously awaiting the exercise period the next day, 
Ota looked at the leper with something like fear. His 
glances were stolen and surreptitious at first, but gradu
ally his gaze became more steady until he fixed it un- . 
falteringly upon Okada's face. Yes, now he saw that 
it was Okada. But even one who had lived with him 
every day for years and had seen his face constantly 
would have had to look twice before recognizing him as 
he now was. Little of Okada's former appearance rould 
be found in the wide, jutting forehead and the nar
rowed eyes and indistinct eyebrows that were now his. 
The wide prominent forehead with its lock of long hair 
dangling down over it had at once impressed one with 
the intellectual excellence of the brain behind it, but now 
the thinned hair and sparse eyebrows gave it an idiotic 
air. The purpurescent swollen face had an eerie luster, 
and one eye was almost closed and very small. And the 
much-faded, many-patched prison garb and the tattered 
sandals added to the shabbiness of his appearance. 
Watching Okada stepping briskly along the path, some
times breaking into a little trot, sometimes walking 
slowly, shoulders hunched now that the cold winds of 
mid-autumn had begun to blow, Ota could not help but 
cry: ah, is this the man Okada? Unable to continue 
looking at his changed figure, he tore himself from his 
window and threw himself on the bed. Though he was 
able to suppress them for a while, large tears soon be
gan to stream copiously down his cheeks. 

Innumerable and various misfortunes had befallen 
the lives of imprisoned Communists before. Ota re
membered the ruin of a comrade who had been shocked 
horribly when the woman who was his comrade and 
wife had deserted their child and their beliefs and bolted 
with a man who might be said to belong to the enemy 
class. Ota remembered others, too-comrades sepa
rated from their parents or wives or children or sweet
hearts by death. Many others. But in these cases, time 
inevitably healed their wounds. There was always the 
end of their .sentences, and the thought of this was 
enough to make their hearts dance. But not so with 
Okada. All was ended for him. 

How was Okada passing his days? Knowing himself 
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to be the cripple he was, how did he feel? Having lived 
in the joy of being a Communist, how did he take it? 
Did he retain his burning faith in his beliefs? Or had 
he succumbed before religion? Did he ever think of 
suicide? Ota quivered with curiosity and excitement as 
he thought of the answers to these questions, unanswer-
able at present. . 

After thinking it over carefully, Ota decided to speak 
to Okada. Although he did riot relish the unfeeling 
cruelty of having to speak to the comrade now so trans
formed, still it was not possible, he thought, to spend 
the long years before them under the same roof with
out recognizing each other. But when he thought of 
the moment of their meeting, Ota turned pale. 

0 TA r.ealized .that it. was best to take advantage 
of hts exerctse penod to speak to Okada, since 

he passed below the window of Okada's cell during his 
exercise. The opportunity, however, did not come so 
easily. Since Ota was alone, he was not subjected to very 
strict surveillance during his exercise period, and the 
old guard spent most of the time in the yard puttering 
around among the potted plants there or in the garden 
of the ordinary sick ward gathering odd branches of 
various flowers. No attempts were made to observe the 
time limit of Ota's exercise period, and everything was 
carried on in a loose manner; but the sought for oppor
tunity did not come very easily. 

One day, however, soon after transplanting had be
gun of the autumn chrysanthemums blooming gor
geously in the yard of the ordinary sick ward, several 
handymen carried a number of plant pots into the yard 
during Ota's exercise period, and the flower-loving 
guard ambled off to watch them. The long awaited op
portunity had come at last. Fortunately, Okada was 
standing at the wipdow of his cell. Summoning up his 
courage and looking neither to the right nor to the left, 
Ota advanced straight towards the window and stopped 
underneath it. The moment the eyes of the two men 
met, Ota forced himself to smile, experiencing an odd 
crumbling of his set face. 

uokadal" All emotions were vested in his voice as 
Ota spoke Okada's name, and remained silent for a 
few moments afterwards. "I'm Ota. Jiro Ota. Of 
S prefecture. Do you remember me?" 

Although Ota had imagined the meeting many times 
and had carefully prepared the words he would mouth 
on the occasion, he found that he was terribly confused 
and unable to speak so glibly now that thli! time had 
really come. Okada replied with a smile, revealing a 
perfect set of white teeth. Only his teeth were un
changed, and they served only to impress Ota with a 
sense of discordance. 

"Of course, I remember. It's a queer place to meet 
again, isn't it?" It was a calm voice, quiet and vibrant. 
"It's been a long time, hasn't it?" he continued. "Well 
met! I knew you were here the day after I was brought 
here, but I hesitated to recognize you. After all, my 
body is as you can see, and I thought there was no need 
to startle you needlessly;" 

Hearing Okada's words, Ota felt relieved. The 
doubt in his heart was cleared away the moment Okada 
spoke. So it is Okada, he thought, it is Okada. 
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"When were you caught? You escaped the 3.15 ... " 
"In August of the same year-less than six months 

later. My freedom was short-lived." 
Okada spoke with extreme lightness. Ota was 

startled by the fact that there was no change in his 
speech. Contrasted to the horrible change in his fea
tures, this changelessness served only to strike Ota to 
the quick. 

"And your illness," Ota began, but he stammered and 
hesitated. Bluntly, however, he continued: "And when 
did you become ill?" 

"Well, the first symptoms began to show a few 
months after my capture-in the spring. But somehow 
they disappeared almost immediately. I didn't worry 
much about it at the time, but they came out again dur- · 
ing my trial. By that time it was perfectly clear that 
I was afflicted, and a doctor had already pronounced me 
a leper." 

"The movement outside seems to have changed 
greatly, doesn't it?" Afraid to hear more about Okada's 
disease, Ota awaited a break in his comrade's flow of 
words, and suddenly thrust in with a few irrelevant 
words. He spoke of a number of rumors about the 
party's activities that he had heard since coming to 
prison. But it is cruel, he reflected, to talk so to Okada. 
Okada is not the same Okada of the past. I talk of a 
world he cannot hope to attain again. It is cruel. Ota 
fell into silence. 

"Are there any books in your cell?" he asked a ~o-
ment later. 

"No, none at all." 
"What do you do every day?" 
"Oh, nothing much. I sit around, but that's all." 

Again, Okada's smile revealed his teeth. 'T ou can't 
sleep nights, can you? It may be due to your illness, 
perhaps, but you should try to put your mind more at 
ease. Of course, it depends a lot on the nature of the 
person, but ... " 

Advice, Ota thought; he's probably heard me asking 
the doctor for t'h.ose sleep~ng powders. 

"I have a marvelous appetite," Okada continued, 
"and I can sleep like a log. Perhaps you think too 
much. Of course, you can't help but begin to think 
when you come to a place like this, but you can't rely 
on a single idea you cook up here. You think that 
you've come across a splendid idea, but the moment you 
get out you realize that it's no go. You see, this world 
is dead, while the world outside is living. I know there's 
no need to tell you all this, but it's something I found 
out when I was imprisoned for a year a long time ago." 

At this moment, Ota heard the guard returning and 
reluctantly began to draw away from the window. But 
he remembered that he had forgotten to ask an im
portant question. 

"And how long is your sentence?" 
"Seven years." 
Astonished by the words "seven years," Ota returned 

to his cell. A sentence of seven years spoke of the fact 
that Okada had not rejected his beliefs or succumbed 

· before his enemies. According to his words, he had 
been more or less definitely pronounced a leper when his 
appeal trial had started. It was evident, however, that 
his stand during the trial had not changed in the least 
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because of his disease. Ota was unable to fall asleep 
that night for remembering Okada's words and perceiv
ing the Okada of the past in them, especially in his ad
vice and his last words. 

From that day on, Ota became lively and enthusi
astic. He began to look forward to the morning's 
reveille. The fact that he lived under the same roof 
with Okada seemed to give him strength. Okada, on 
the other hand, did not appear to have changed at all. 
He remained as quiet as ever, showing no particular 
desire to contact Ota again-far, aloof, and restrained. 
But he never failed to return Ota's smiles whenever 
they exchanged glances during the exercise period, 
smiles replete with the emotions of an ineffable nature, 
smiles sharing the comradeliness of a common faith. 

It was clear, however, that Okada's attitude was not 
that of a man perplexed and wandering. Rather, his 
was an attitude strangely calm, as if he were penetrat
ing through to the deepest depths of man's destiny. But 
what was the reason for Okada's calmness? Ota found 
that he could no more answer that question after the 
interview than before. Perhaps the question was to 
remain unanswered forever. 

Although it was only for a few moments, Ota was 
able to speak to Okada again two or three times, and 
he found that they had both recaptured the intimacy of 
former days. 

''Tell me, Okada, how do you feel about things 
now?" he once asked, unable to express what he meant 
to say more clearly. 

"How do I feel?" Okada smiled. "Well, even I 
can't say exactly how I feel without plumbing more 
deeply into myself. Besides, there's no way of letting 
you know, and I doubt if I could express myself very 
dearly." He paused thoughtfully for a moment and 
continued, "I can tell you this much definitely, though. 
Even though my body is half rotten, I haven't deserted 
my beliefs. It isn't bravado that makes me say this, 
nor am I forcing myself to say it. A rotten mess of a 
body flaunting a staunch bravado would cut a sorry 
figure, wouldn't it? My s~and comes naturally, Ota, 
extremely so. You ought to know that I wouldn't be 
able to live another day if it weren't so. I haven't cast 
as,ide my beliefs, Ota, I have not cast aside my beliefs. 
Another thing, too: no matter what happens, I won't 
kill myself here. As long as I can keep on, I intend to 
go on living." 

Thus Okada spoke at the time; his voice vibrant and 
very low. · 

One afternoon about a week later, four men paid a 
sudden visit to Okada's cell. They entered Okada's 
cell and conversed noisily for a while. Finally someone 
said, "It's warmer and brighter outside. Perhaps it 
would be better there. 11 

A moment later, Okada and the other men straggled 
out into rhe yard. There Okada was ·stripped of his 
dothes. Naked, except for his loin-cloth, he stood in 
the sunniest corner of the yard directly before the 
leprosy section. Ota found that he was able to observe 
the men from his window by stretching a little, and he 
watched them a bit nervously. 

The men were evidently doctors, and with them was 
·the head doctor of the prison. The oldest of the doc-
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tors stared thoughtfully at Okada's body from the top 
of his head to the tips of his toes. Okada was given a 
curt command, and he changed his position. Ota started 
when he sa~ Okada's raw back, entirely covered with a 
cruel flowering of scarlet sores, peony-like and outlined 
brilliantly against the whiteness of his naked body. 

Again Okada was given a command, and he closed 
his eyes. 

"You must speak truthfully, 11 one of the doctors said. 
"C ? . an you understand " · 

Okada nodded. The doctor spoke again~ Oka~a 
raised ·both h~s arms, and the doctor began to tickle the 
ends of his fingers with a fine hairbrush to test his sense 
of feeling. 

"Can you feel it?" the doctor asked. Okada's head 
moved almost imperceptiBly-from the left to the 
right, from the left to the right. 

"Relax, relax," the doctor continued and began to 
test Okada's arms and legs carefully. Evidently he was 
feeling Okada's lymphatic glands. The doctor con
tinued to speak at irregular intervals, and each time he 
spoke, Okada nodded or shook his head. 

After examining Okada's eyes, his mouth, after go
ing over his entire body carefully for about a half-hour, 
the doctors left. When Ota spoke to Okada for the 
last time a few days later, he mentioned the examina
tion. 

"What happened? Did they think they'd made a 
mistake and come to reexamine you?" he asked, but it 
was more than a question. Ota believed and believed 
profoundly that this had been the cause of the reex
amination, although he felt that it was really nothing 
more than an empty hope, to which he clung for straw
like self-consolation. 

Okada did not appear at all impressed by the inci
dent. "A reexamination, yes. But it was only to bolster 
the final decree, I think, because there'd been no doubts 
before. Two of them were specialists from a sana
torium near Osaka. They've decided completely against 
me, Ota. It's something like a death sentence."' 

They parted, and Ota did not find another oppor
tunity to speak to Okada. 

H oyv long was this l~fe go .. ing to continue-this life 
hke a stagnant mtre, hke a monotonous blotch 

of a single gray, unbroken and unrelieved? Another 
year dawned, another spring, and another season of 
rains came. Within the sick ward, the number of bed
ridden prisoners grew enormously. Although this hap
pened every year during the rainy season, it never failed 
to darken the hearts of the convicts. 

One bright mid-afternoon, when the rain had cleared 
away into a stark, burning brilliance, a Korean prison
er's strained sanity suddenly snapped into raving mad
ness. Screaming at the top of his voice, butting his 
head smash into the glass of his window, violently, with 
complete abandon, !he began to rage and storm about 
his cell, blood streaming ·from his head, his voice 
needled to a piercing edge. Wrists corded tightly and 
cruelly until the thin ropes ate into his flesh, his tattered 
garment torn and almost stripped off his back by the 
guard's hands, he was dragged off, screaming with his 
madness and his fear and his pain. Four yea_rs of the 
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Korean's five-year sentence had been spent here. 
From that night on, the voice of a man screaming 

at the top of his voice until it seemed a,s if his throat 
must split began to be heard from the madhouse near 
the isolated sick war:d. It was the Korean's voice. At 
first screaming, ((Aigo! Save me I Help I Help!" the 
voice gradually began to change until it soon resembled 
the moaning howl of some animal. On such a night, 
bitterns could 'be heard crying and winging their way 
across the sky. The shadows of the flock moved across 
the ground on a beautifully moonlit night. 

Soon after the rains had set in, Ota joined the ranks 
of the bedridden. The rains lifted, and it was summer, 
intense, burning, hot. A high fever leeched itself upon 
Ota's weakened frame, warping his nerves, distorting 
his senses, and Ota felt that he could hear the tuber
culus bacilli flowing into his veins with every pound ot. 
his pulse. At the same time he began to vomit fre
quently. The vomiting continued for a week and con
timied for a half-month-and when a month had passed 
by and the vomiting still continued, Ota realized that 
it was not caused by an ordinary stomach disorder, but 
by the fact that his intestines now were being attacked 
by the disease. A doctor came to examine him, but he 
left without a word, shaking his !head thoughtfully. 

About this time Ota began to feel the dark shadow 
of death enfolding him in its embrace. His eyes would 
darken, and he would become dizzy if he raised him
self on his bed even for a moment. He began to suffer 

· frequently from hallucinations. By gazing steadily at 
the peeling stucco on the walls, he could see bug-like 
shadows zooming across his line of vision. If he al
lowed his eyes to follow them, the shadows would be
come one and exorbitantly enormous, spreading out 
over the walls like a horrible monster. Suppressing his 
fear, he would stare at the shadow, watching it split 
into two, into three, into four parts, gradually changing 
into the face of his mother or his brother. Then sud
denly, as if he were abruptly awakening from a dream, 
he would return to the world of actuality. 

In his dreams, everything he had experienced over a 
long period of time flashed before him in a brief mo
ment, and he would open his eyes, awakened by the 
sound of his voice moaning in anguish. 

Thus face to face with the shadow of death, Ota 
found it strange that he did not care very much. He 
discovered that a prison death, now that it was an actu
ality, cruelly narrowing down upon him, did not have 
the dram~ and romance it had possessed in the novels he 
had read. Besides the rash inevitability of his disease, 
there was the stifling pressure of a capitalist state crush
ing him beneath its sordid heaviness. 

Ah, am I fated merely to die off like this? Ota 
often thought, melting upon his tongue the sweetness of 
the rice jelly 1icked by the dying. His heart was unex
pectedly calm and resigned, a heart devoid of the ex
citement his beliefs had stirred up within him once, a 
heart living stagnantly without the least desire to live. 
We are destined to a prison death, anyway, either 
through illness or through violence, he would add un
emotionally. Whence this feeling came, he himself was 
unable to tell. Though it was a long time since he had 
last seen him, the face of Okada constantly reappeared 
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in his dreams. Perhaps it was because he clearly real
ized that he received a spiritual bolstering from Okada, 
inexplicable, intangible, that he had been impres-sed with 
a deep strength through Okada; 

A man of unshakable staunchness, affiicted though he 
was by an unutterably harsh destiny, Ryozo Okada was 
a person to be looked upon with respect and awe. So 
Ota thought, but he found that his lost freedom pre
vented him from fathoming the true depths of the. 
suffering leper's heart. Ota had no alternative other 
than to accept a lonely relinquishment and resignation. 

"I have not cast aside my beliefs." Okada's words 
seemed to explain all. But nothing was explained if it 
came to the question of how he had reached his de
cision, through what torturous roads he had reached it, 
through what battles fought in his heart. "I have not 
cast aside my beliefs .... " Ota did not doubt for a mo
ment Okada's assertion that his words were unfettered 
and unforced, for he knew that Okada's faiths were in 
his blood and one with his life; and Ota envied Okada 
his stand. If Okada guarded his beliefs through pres
sure, if he could not rest securely in his conscience until 
he had forced his heart to accept them, then it would 
clearly signify Okada's defeat. But as long as this was 
not so, Okada would remain the supreme victor, even 
though his body rotted away into a roadside mess. Ota 
respected Okada and envied him; for he knew that 

·Okada had won, while he himself had lost. Okada's 
world was to remain for Ota a distant desire, which he 
was never to attain. In this, too, Ota felt a lonely 
resignation. 

It was said that the presence of Ota and Okada under 
the same roof was one of the more important issues dis
cussed at each meeting of the prison board of directors: 
Rumors of this sort came floating into the ears of the 
prisoners from nowhere. One of the patrols had once 
seen the two comrades talking to each other and had 
warned the guard about it. It was said that a suitable 
method of separating the two was being considered. 
Such plans, however, soon became unnecessary, for 
Ota' s illness became worse. 

One afternoon, about a week after it became impos
sible for Ota to swallow even the thinnest of gruels, the 
head doctor suddenly opened the door of Ota's cell. 
Without a word and with expressionless faces, two or
derlies helped Ota take off his prison garb and slipped 
his arms through the sleeves of a new kimono. Deep 
in the bottom of his numbed instincts, Ota felt the 
fragrance of his old mother emanate from the kimono. 

As soon as Ota was transferred to the stretcher 
which was watiting for him, the orderlies carried him 
smoothly and quickly out of the sick ward. The fat 
head doctor followed, his t!yes fixed steadily on thre 
ground. Near the gate at the end of the yard stood 
the warden, watching the procession, probably waiting 
with a writ suspending Ota's sentence. 

When Ota lifted his head slightly from the swaying 
stretcher and looked in the direction of the sick ward 
for the last time, it seemed to him that he saw the . 
swollen lion's-face of Comrade Ryozo Okada pressed 
against the steel bars of his window, seeing him off, but 
his declining consciousness became numb again, and 
finally slipped into the oblivion of a dark, deep coma .... 
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