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From the Painliiiy by the Author with his Left Hand

" My kind helper (Takesaburo Kondo) grasped my
left arm once again, raised me on his back and in

one bound leaped over the earthwork "

Page 240.
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TO THE SPIRITS

OF MY

HEROIC COMRADES

WHO FELL AT PORT ARTHUR

I DEDICATE

THIS BOOK



"THE STRENGTH OF THE HILLS"

/n Mtmory of the Two Sons of General Nagi,

Uho ftll in defense of the liberties of Japan and the rights of Asia,

one at Nanshan, the other at 203 Meter Hill.

The strength of the hills Is cruel,

When from fortress and redoubt,

In the tempestrthroes of battle,

The red Death flashes out

The strength of the hills is holy,

Crowned with the hero's toil,

And the living heart of Freedom
Throbs In the bleeding* soil!

The strength of the hills Is Glory,

O sons of a dauntless sire,

For your deathless love uprises

The flame of an altar-fire I

In the van of martyr-legions

Thro' the paths of pain ye trod,

Ye have Joined the viewless armies

That march with the hosts of God.

Flora B. Harrif,











INTRODUCTION
BY

COUNT OKUMA
o

"DECENTLY Mr. Garfield, a retired officer of

**" \the Russian Army, and a correspondent of

the Russ, came to call upon me. When the

war broke out between Russia and Japan he was

at Harbin; soon afterward he was summoned to

Port Arthur and set out thither. But, by that time,

communication had been cut off by our Army, and

in consequence he was obliged to return to Vla-

divostok. According to my visitor's story the rail-

way trains from the Russian capital were loaded

with decorations and prize money, and the officers

and men travelling in the same trains were in the

highest of spirits, as if they had been going through a

triumphal arch after a victory accomplished ; they

seemed to believe that the civilized Russian Army
was to crush into pieces the half-civilized forces of

Japan, and those glittering decorations and the jing-

ling gold were soon to be theirs. They did not enter-

tain in the least the feeling with which a man enters a
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tiger's den or knocks at death's door. The Japanese

fighters, on the contrary, marched bravely to the front

fully prepared to suffer agonies and sacrifice their

lives for their Sire and country, with the determina-

tion of the true old warrior, who went to war ready

to die, and never expected to come back alive. The

Russian Army lacked harmony and cooperation be-

tween the superiors and inferiors ; generals "were

haughty, and men weary ;
while officers were rich,

soldiers were left hungry. Such relations were some-

thing like those between dogs and monkeys. On

the other hand, the Japanese Army combined the

strictest of discipline with the close friendship of

comrades, as if they were all parents and sons, or

brothers. Viewed from this standpoint the success

or failure of the two armies might have been clearly

foreseen even before fighting the first battle. Mr.

Garfield. spoke thus, and his observations seem to the

point.

The Army of our country is strict in discipline

and yet harmonious through the higher and lower

ranks. The soldiers vie with each other to offer

themselves on the altar of their country ;
the spirit of

self-sacrifice prevails to a marked degree. This is the

true characteristic of the race of Yarnato. And in
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the Siege of Port Arthur this sublime national spirit

showed itself especially vigorous. Materially cal-

culated, the loss and damage to our besieging Army

was enormous. If, however, the spiritual activity

this great struggle entailed is taken into considera-

tion, our gain was also immense ;
it has added one

great glory to the history of our race. Even the

lowest of soldiers fought in battle-fields with unflinch-

ing courage, and faced death as if it were going

home, and yet the bravest were also the tenderest
;

many a time they must have shed secret tears, over-

whelmed with emotion while standing in the rain-fall

of bullets. They respected and obeyed the dictates

at once of honour and duty in all their service, and

shouted Banzai to His Imperial Majesty at the

moment of death. Their display of the true spirit

of the Japanese Samurai is radically different from

the behaviour of men who appear on the fighting line

with only the prospect of decorations and money

before their eyes.

Lieutenant Sakurai is the younger brother of my
friend Mr. Hikoichiro Sakurai. He had a personal

share in the tragedy of Port Arthur, and is a brave

soldier with no little literary talent. I had read

with interest the Lieutenant's letters written while at
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the front, giving an inside view as well as an outside

one of the war, and describing the delicate workings

of the human heart at such a time. Later I was very

sorry to hear that he had been seriously wounded in

the first general assault. He has written out the facts

of the siege with the left hand spared him by the

enemy's shot. He tells us grand stories and sad

stories, prortrays the pathetic human nature in which

fortitude and tears are woven together, and depicts

to us with his sympathetic pen the great living

drama of Port Arthur I must congratulate him on his

success. To make clear the true cause of the un-

broken series of successes vouchsafed to our Imperial

Army, to make known to the public the loyalty and

bravery of many a nameless hero, and thus to com-

fort the spirits of those countless patriots, whose bones

lie bleaching in the wilderness of Liaotung, is a kind

of work for which we must largely depend upon such

men as Lieutenant Sakurai, who have fought at

Port Arthur and write their experience. He has

blazed the way with marked success in this most

interesting field of war literature.

SHIGENOBU OKUMA.

April, 1906.
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Lines Written by General Nagi.
In Memory of His Dead Soldiers, afttr

His Return from tks War.

To proffer blow .for blow,

In war of field and fortress,

Toward the great King's army*

Marched on a mighty foe!

Few sing the victor's paean

For hill and battle-plain,

With dying men and slain,

Grew mountain-heights of pain*

And mine Is boundless wool

How shall I meet my fate,

When sires grown old in sorrow,

Ask of the unreturnlng

For whom they vainly wait?

Few sing the victors paean I

On hill and battle-plain

Alas, the many slain, f

The mountain-heights of pain,

That won the fortress-gate I

(A Paraphrase by Flora B. Earns.)



Chapter I

A CLOT OF BLOOD

THE Russo-Japanese War ! This tremendous

struggle is now happily at an end, and the

hundreds of thousands of brave and loyal officers

and men have come back from the fields, with laurels

on their heads and welcomed by the grateful nation.

What a triumphant air ! How happy they look !

But their hearts are not full only of joy and gladness.

At the back of their smiles lie hid the deep sorrow

and the often forced back tears for the multitudes

of their comrades who, for the cause of their country
and of His Majesty, have turned their bpdies into

the earth of lone Manchuria, and cannot share in

their delight of a triumphal return home.

Toward the end of the Sinico-Japanese War, a

certain detachment was ordered home, when they

paid a final visit to the graves of their dead cpm-
rades. ^One private stepped out of the ranks and

stroked the tombstone of his special chum, saying
with falling tears :

" Dear Kato ! I am going back to Japan. We
have faced wind and rain together and fought in

the hail-storm of bullets together, and you died



instead of me, and I am going home in safety. I feel

as if I am not doing right. Very sad to leave you

here alone but be happy, dear Kato, Liaotung

Peninsula is now ours ! Your bones are buried in

the Japanese soil. Be at case, you understand, Kato ?

I hava to go
"

He talked as if to a living friend. Every word

was from the bottom of his heart, trying to comfort

the departed spirit of his patriotic comrade. His

loving bosom was full of a sense of eternal separation

of the living from the dead. He was silent and in

tears for a while, then wiped his eyes and cheeks,

offered water to the grave from his water-bottle and

slowly resumed his post.

Who could help .tears of sympathy for this simple-

minded soldier ? Triumphal return is without doubt

a joy, the greatest joy one can ever experience, but

how could we bear the pang of separation when

we stand, on the eve of going back to his relatives

and friends, before the lonesome tomb of our brother

soldier, whose tie of friendship has been made tighter

than that of a brother in blood, through participating

in the same bitter experience of powder smoke, and

bullet rain, both night and day ?

How many of the officers and men, who shared in

the sorrow similar to this soldier's ten years ago,

must be repeating the same experience to-day in the

same part of China. Those who have had the

misfortune, like our own self, of being wounded in

the field'and of being sent back before the conclu-
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sion of the War, are overwhelmed with, a mixed

feeling of joy and sorrow, welcoming their living

comrades back in a triumphal procession, and haunt-

ed at the same time by the memory of the less

fortunate friends.

That detachment who sailed home from Liaotung

Peninsula a decade ago learned on their way that

the Peninsula was wrested from them. Poor Kato !

who died with a smile for his country did he die in

vain ? And his great fame an empty sound ? The

rage and disappointment of his comforter may well

be imagined, for after all loyal Kato's ashes were

not buried in the Japanese soil.

For ten years we had been waiting and preparing

for a chance of chastizing the unjust. When the

invincible Imperial Army first landed in the same

battle scene often years ago, how eagerly they must

have been welcomed by the spirits of their dead

friends who could not find a permanent rest buried in

a place which was once theirs and then was not

When I landed in a certain spot of the Peninsula

and printed my first footsteps on the earth there, I

cried out with a spontaneous joy: "This is also

the Japanese soil ! A clot of the blood of our brave

fellows at arms !

"

I paid constant attention while at the front to find

traces of those buried there during the previous war,

but could not notice even a rotten piece of wood

marking such a place. But I felt sure that their

spirits were always with us and guiding us in the



battles, stirring us up to do our very best for the

country and for the Sire.

"Beneath this your elder brother's ashes arc

buried ! Above here your comrades' spirits must be

soaring, unable to find an eternal place of rest ! Men
die, but their souls do not perish. Your comrades

in the world beyond are fighting with you in this

great struggle !

" These were the words with which

I used to stimulate men under my -command.

Through the abundant grace of Heaven and the

illustrious virtue of His Majesty, the Imperial forces

defeated the great enemy both on land and sea.

Our arms were crowned with an unparalleled success,

and our country with awe-inspiring dignity and

world-over glory. And the Peninsula wrested from

us is once more under our care, the neglected graves

of those who perished in the unsuccessful struggle

ten years ago are once more being properly attended

to. For this end tens of folds more of blood was

shed, and tens of folds more lives sacrificed. But

men and officers of our army, like one man, strong in

righteousness
> and brave before a formidable foe, they

will not stop till they win. This indomitable spirit

and energy gave them the splendid victory, and the

joyous triumph of to-day. The story of how over

one million, of men left their homes and country,

ready and willing to die for the great cause, and

of how they passed the eighteen months of hard-

ship and privation among the mountains of Liaotung,

in the fields of Manchuria, and on the waters of

^~- A ~^m



the Yellow &ea and the Sea of Japan, will forever be

told to posterity by the history of our country. *

The record of the great Russo-Japanese War will

be written by the pen of able historians an*/ writers.

I simply as an insignificant fighter who took part

in ,what may be called the hardest, nay, the ugliest

battle in the annals of warfare and' of strategy, of all

times and of all nations, propose hereby to describe

with my hand not at all familiar with the holding

of a pen, recollections of what I personally ex-

perienced and observed in the Siege of Port Arthur,

so that those who have not been in similar position

may picture to themselves the actual scene as best

they cam,



Chapter II

MOBILIZATION

IN
the second month of the 37th year, of Meiji, the

diplomatic. relations between Japan and Russia

were severed, and the two nations began hostilities.

At the outset our navy dealt a stunning blow to the

Russian war vessels at Chemulpo and off Port Arthur.

His August Majesty issued a proclamation of war.

Mobilization orders were issued to different divisions

of the Army. At this moment we the soldiers of

Japan all felt our bones crackle and our blood boil

up, ready to give vent to a long stored energy.

Mobilization ! How- sweetly the word gladdened c

our hearts, how impatiently we had waited to be

ordered to the front ! What division was mobilized

to-day.? What one will have its turn to-morrow ?

How long shall we have to wait ? May the order

come at once ! May we find ourselves in the field

without delay. Not that we wished to distinguish v

ourselves and win honors in the early battles, but

that we hated the idea of arriving at the scene

after other divisions had borne all the burden of

the first struggle. But what could we do without

Imperial order ? We soldiers were always ready
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to "jump into water and fire at the Great Sire's

word of command." > We had to wait for the single

word,
*' Advance !

" How eagerly we watched for

that single word, for that order of mobilization, as

drought-suffering farmers watch for a sign of a rain-

cloud in the sky! We offered " mobilization pray-

ers" as they offer " rain prayers." Wherever we

went, whomsoeve'r we met, we talked of nothing

but mobilization. At last about the middle of April,

the month of cherry blossoms emblematic of the

spirit of Japan's warriors, our Division received this

longed-for order. -Ordered to the front ! Our garri^

, son was, granted the golden opportunity of untram-

melled activity. I was at that time the Standard-

bearer of the Regiment. I said to our Commander

on hearing this glad news: "
Hearty congratulations,

Colonel, we have just received the order."

Upon which Colonel Aoki smiled a smile,

indescribably happy, as if he welcomed the order,

and exclaimed
;

" It has come at last !

"

That was the happiest day we had ever ex-

perienced, and I could not help going around half

in frenzy to the officers of all the companies to

carry the news to them. A mysterious kind of (

spiritual electricity seemed to permeate the whole

garrison, composed of the flower of the Land of

the Gods. $ Every one, both officers and privates

seemed ready to fight the whole Russia single-hand-

ed. Our souls were already on the great stage of

Ljaotung, while our bodies still remained in our

-7 -



own country.

The men of the first and second reserve were

none the less anxious and quick to gather round

their standard. Some of them were so poor that

their wives and children seemed likely to starve

without them, others came from the sick beds of

old, dying parents; all must have had cares and

anxieties to detain them. But this was the time for

them to " serve their country on emergency with

a loyal and brave heart." What a privilege, they o

all thought, for a man to be permitted to give his

life for the nation's cause. When we saw them

swarm together day after day, our hearts bounded

with redoubled joy and strength.

Here is a sad story of this time. Nakamura, a

private of the first reserve, had an invalid wife and

a baby of three. They were extremely poor, and the

family would starve without the husband. Of course, t?

however, the family trouble had no place in their

minds before a national crisis. On the eve of her

husband's departure, the poor emaciated woman

gathered all her scanty strength, went to the town

near by, and bought two go of rice and one sen

worth of fuel. This handful of grain and chips of

fire-wood, are they really as insignificant as they

seem to be L Nay, the two go of rice and the sen

worth of wood were for the loving wife's farewell

banquet in honor of her husband's great opportu-

nity. And yet at the time of separation the wife

was sick and the child starving, and the husband

8



going to give his life to his country ! In the morn-

ing before daybreak Nakamura bade good-bye to his

wife and baby, and, without a farewell from his

neighbors, hastened bravely to his post. Such was

only one out of hundreds of thousands of similar heart-

rending instances. The kind and sympathetic people

left at home at once began to relieve these unfortu-

nate families, so that the men at the front could

devote their whole attention and energy to their

duties as soldiers.

When the men of the first and second seserve

arrived in their garrison, some of them were rejected

on account of insufficient health or physique. How
sad and crest-fallen they looked when thus reject-

ed. "
Please, can't you take rne in some way ?

They gave me such a great send-off when I left

my village, they Banzaied me over and over again
when my train started. I came here determined

not to go home again. How can I stand the dis-

grace of going back to my neighbors as a useless

failure. Do please take me with you," they would

entreat. The officers in charge had great difficulties

in soothing and comforting these "failures" and

persuading them to go home.
" Good luck to you! Your family will be well

taken care of.C All right, eh ?
"

" All right, all right ! I will bring you a dozen or

two of the Ruskie's heads when I come back !

"

"My dear Saku ! Don't die of an illness, if you
die, die on the battle-field. Don't worry about your



brother!"

"I am. ready not to tread on the soil of Japan

again with this pair of legs. Be happy with me,

when you hear that I died in
.
battle."

" Thank you all for seeing me. off so kindly. I

will return your kindness by; distinguishing myself in

the field."

Words like these sounded at the doorways of: the

barracks everywhere. The men anxious to serve
;

the nation, to help their families
;
was this not the

secret of our splendid victory ?

We were busy night and day until the mobilizing

was completed. Some were assigned to the fighting

regiment, others were put on the waiting-list, and
soon -we were ready to start at a moment's not ce.

Those who were left at home to fill up vacancies

later on, were sorely disappointed, and entreated

their officers to allow them to, join the fighting

regiment at once. Their comrades had to comfort

and encourage, cheer and praise these disappointed

men, explaining to them that the war with Russia

was not likely to come to an end in. six months or

even half a year, that their turn was sure to come

before long, that it was not at all a disgrace to

be on the waiting-list, on the contrary that they
were to have the honor of dealing the finishing stroke

to the enemy.
After our Regiment was ready to start, one sad

affair took ;place. Togo Miyatake was one of those

who were lodged in a Buddhist temple called Kwan-

10



nonji to wait for a later summons. He was in good

health and excellent spirits. When leaving home

he had promised his parents, brothers and friends

that he would be among the first to help win bat-

tles. Ndw, instead of dying in the field he had to

wait doing nothings He did not know when he

would be sent. This was too great a Humiliation

for him to bear. He thought it better to kill himself

so that his spirit freed from the shackles of the

body, might be at the front to work with his living

comrades. Left in such a situation as he was, poor

Togo's narrow but strong sense of patriotism made

him resolve on suicide as the most honorable way of

escape. Late one night when his friends were fast

asleep, he scribbled a line of farewell to this effect:

"I am more sorry than I can possibly bear not to

be at the front with the others. No one would take

me in spite of my entreaties; I will prove my loyalty

with death."

Thus prepared, he drew a dagger from a white-

wood sheath and cut across the abdomen, whisper-

ing Banzai to the Emperor in a shower of tears.

This took place on the I2th of May in a lonely

corner of an old tottering temple, when the sound

of rain dripping from the eaves made the sad scene

still sadder. But good Heaven seemed to take

compassion on such a faithful soldier. His friends

awoke and came to the rescue. He was sent to a

hospital. His wound healed in due time, he was

discharged, and later he was allowed to go to the

II



front. Cold reason may call this man a fool, or a

fanatic, but his heart was pure and true. This in-

cident testifies to the child-like simplicity of devotion

that prevailed throughout the whole army.
Russia prided herself of her vast territory and

immense soldiery, but her people did not believe in

the Czar's virtue. They were oppressed and trampl-

ed upon by his ministers and officials. They were

therefore not at all anxious to support the govern-

ment in this war. Cossacks had to drive the

unwilling men to Manchuria at the point of the

bayonet. Yes, Russian fighters were brave and e

strong, but lacking in morale, the first requisite of

a successful war. We, on the contrary, had an

invincible spirit called Yamato-damashii, disciplined

under the strict rules of military training.

All the manifold details of business connected with

mobilization were prosecuted with mechanical ex-

actness and promptitude as had been previously

planned out. Everything was now ready, and we
were all eagerly waiting for the day of departure.

What an exciting happy time we had, while thus

waiting and watching. We stroked our arms,

itching for action, sharpened our swords, pictured to

ourselves what we would do on the actual battle-

field. ^- Many a soldier must have flourished his

glittering sword as I did and smiled significantly in

the midnight moonlight of the quiet garrison ground.

When all necessary preparations were finished, our

Colonel put us through an armed inspection. All the

12



large drill ground .froril one end to the other was
filled with thousands of men and officers, each

provided with his outfit, arms, food, clothing, and so

on. Soon they were to brave shoulder to shoulder

flying shot, and thundering noise, pestilential rain

and poisonous fog, eating together and sleeping

together as comrades and brothers in terror and

privation.

To the stirring sound of trumpets, our famous

Regimental flag was brought to the centre, and

an imposing ceremony of welcome to the flag was

conducted by Colonel Aoki. The lives of the brave

three thousand gathered round him were all in his

hands. He has since told me that he was over-

whelmed with a sense of great responsibility and

with a feeling of proud exhilaration when he saw ori

that occasion how eager and ready they all were.

At the conclusion of this ceremony, our Commander

gave us a speech of instruction, in such thrilling

words as made us bite our lips and tremble with

emotion.

At the. conclusion of such an armed inspection, a

few days later, Brigadier-General Yamanaka, then in

Command of our Brigade, gave us a written piece of

advice, in which the following words were contained.
11 The flag of your regiment has already won a

glorious name in the Japan-China War. Its fame is

impressed upon the minds of all. You have the

responsibility of keeping this honor unsullied. You
are in duty bound to add to its splendor. And

13



whether you will do so or not, solely depends upon

your determination. Remember, that if you once

bring a spot of disgrace upon the flag, an opportu-

nity of washing it away will not easily come. Do
not destroy by a single failure the honor which

this flag has retained since its first battle. I deem

it my highest glory to share in ups and downs, to

live and die, with you officers and men beneath this

historic flag.

" We are the main support of His Majesty, guardi-

ans of the safety of our country. The only way we
can fulfil our grave responsibility , is always to re-

member the five items of His August Rescript given

to soldiers, to do our duty with sincere devotion,

and to put into practice the sworn resolutions of

our hearts. Our Emperor has now given us another

instruction, saying, 'We rely . upon your loyalty

and bravery in achieving victory and keeping
unsullied the glory of our Empire.' How shall we

respond to these gracious words of His Majesty's?

I with you all shall put forth every .energy to bring

this great struggle to a speedy and successful termi-
,.

nation, so that we may make good the nation's trust

in us, and relieve His Gracious Heart of anxiety..

If we can thus secure our country in a permanent

peace, our humble efforts will be amply rewarded."

Our already grave position was made ten-fold

graver by this implicit trust, put on us by His

Majesty and the nation*. How did we bear this

tremendous weight of duty and responsibility?

14



Chapter 111

OUR DEPARTURE

ABOUT
a month -after the mobilization was

ordered, another happy day came to us 'the

2ist of May, a day we shall never forget to the -end
'

of our lives.

While we had been waiting for this day, we had

heard news of repeated victories of our forces in aild

around Chiulien-cheng.

We were frantically joyous over the hews, but at

the same time could not help feeling a foolish

anxiety. "If they- were making such steady pro-

gress out there, might not the war be at an end by
the time we were starting for the front? A certain

division was to go- in a few days. When should we

have our turn? While we were kept idle, other

divisions might monopolize all the victories there

could be. No room would be left for Us unless we

hurried up }" So 'therefore when we' received the

welcome order, there was none who"vvas not :

quite

ready to start at once.

On that long-iooked^for day, we were ordered to

assemble on the parade ground at six o'clock in

the morning.

~
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Our joy was boundless, the time had come at las':

for the greatest action of our lives.
" The brave

man is not without tears, but those tears are not

shed in the moment of separation," so the expres-

sion goes. Of course, we were as ready and willing

to welcome the worst as the best, but because o.

this very resolve and expection we could not help

thinking of eternal separation, parent from child,

man from wife, and brother from sister. " Tears

even in the eyes of an Oni" How could we be

without unseen tears, though valiantly forced back

under a cheerful smile !

On the night previous to departure, I took out my
old friends' photographs to look at, made tidy the

drawers of my desk, and so arranged everything that

my .affairs would be quite clear to my surviving

family. And then I went to sleep my last sleep on

the mats peacefully and contentedly.

At three o'clock in the morning, the cannon roar-

ed three times from the hill-top of the old castle.

I jumped out of bed, cleansed my person with

pure water, donned my best uniform, bowed to the

east where the great Sire resides, solemnly read his

Proclamation of War, and told His Majesty that

his humble subject was just starting to the front.

When I offered my last prayers the last I then be*-

lieved they were before the family shrine of my an-

cestors, I felt a thrill going all through me, as if they
were giving me a solemn injunction, saying,

" Thou

art not thy own. For His Majesty's sake, thou shalt
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go to save the nation from calamity, ready to bear

the crushing of thy bones and the tearing of thy flesh.

Disgrace not thy ancestors by an act of CQwardice."

My family and relations gathered around me to give

me a farewell cup of sake, and to congratulate me on

my joyous start.

" Don't worry at all about your home affairs put

into practice all your long cherished good resolu-

tions. For your death your father is quite ready.

Add a flower of honor to our family name by

distinguished service to the country ;

"
this from my

father.

"
Please, sir, don't be anxious about me. This is

the greatest opportunity a soldier can possibly have.

Only, do take good care of your delicate self;"

this from .myself.

Such an exchange of sentiments between father

and son must have taken place almost simultane-

ously in a great many families.

When the time had come for me to start, I took

up and put on the sword that had been placed in

the family shrine, drank the farewell cup of water

my dear mother had filled, and left my home with

light heart and light feet, ready to cross its threshold

no more.

One officer was just going to the front in high

spirits, when, on the night previous to his departure,

his beloved wife died, leaving a little baby behind.

He had, however, no time to see her laid in her last

place of rest. Bravely, though with tears -hardly



suppressed, he started early in the morning. Private

sorrow must give way before national calamity, but

human nature remains the same forever. This

unfortunate officer's sad dreams must have frequently

wandered around the pole marking her burial place,

and about the pillow of the baby crying after its

dead mother.

At 6 A. M. our regiment was drawn up in array,

the Regimental flag was welcomed to the solemn

and majestic tune of Ashibiki, and we all looked

expectantly toward our Colonel who was to guide

us through "savage sands and barbarian winds."

The brave soldiers felt themselves to be the hands

and feet of the Commander. We had all said good-

bye to parents and homes: henceforward, our

Commander was to be our father, the boundless plain

of Manchuria our home. Words utterly fail to

describe the sense of mutual dependence which we

felt at this moment toward each other, the one to

command and the other to obey.

The Colonel ga2ed down the ranks-from one end to

the other and read aloud his- last instructions before

leaving the homie land; Then at his initiative, we

Ban'zaietfYtis Majesty the Highest Commander three

times over at the tops of our voices.

"Ah ! a group of strong warriors >. has arisen ! they

rival each other in achievements of arms at the word

of our great Sire. Where they go, the heavens will

open and the earth crumble !

"

" First battalion, forward march !

"
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This was the first word of command Colonel Aoki

gave his subordinates at their departure to the front.

His voice confirmed our resolution to go forward,

and brave, at his order, the strongest parapet or the

fiercest fire of the enemy.
Our long-drawn, serpent-like regiment sent off

with the hearty and sincere Banzai of the people,

began to move on step by step. The noise of our

marching feet becoming fainter and fainter in the

distance, the sound of our rifles and swords softly

rubbing against our clothes, how gallant and stir-

ring these must have sounded to the enthusiastic

ears of the nation ! The trumpet that resounded

from near and far was our "
good-bye" to our dear

countrymen. Old and young, waving the national

flags and shouting Banzai in a thunder-like chorus,

. made us the more determined to. -deserve their

gratitude. Whenever in the field we made a furious

assault, we felt as if this chorus of Banzai were surg-

:'. ing from behind to stimulate and encourage us. Our

own war-cry may well be said to have been an echo

of this national enthusiasm. In the morning on the

battle-field amid ear-rending cannon roar, in the

chilly evening of a field encampment, this cry. of

Banzai from the heart of the whole nation was

always present with us.

My humble self was honored with the important

duty of bearing the Regimental standard. The low

bows and enthusiastic cheers, at the sight of the

flag* from crowds of people standing by the road-
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sides, stirred my spirits more and more, and also

made me fear lest I might fail in my duty. During
our march, Mr. Kojima, who had instructed me for

five years in the High School, noticed me, and came

forward two or three steps from among the watching
crowds with overwhelming joy in his face, and

whispered in my ear :

" Strive hard, Sakurai !

"

This brief but forcible exhortation from my kind

teacher rang in my ears throughout the campaign
and urged me to be a worthy pupil of his.

War songs sung by groups of innocent kindergarten

children, how they shook our hearts from the

foundation ! Old women, bowed with age, would

rub rosaries between their palms, muttering prayers,

and saying,
" Our great Buddha will take care of you ! Do

your best for us, Mr. Soldiers !"

How pathetically their zeal impressed us !

Our transports, the Kagoshima Maru> the Yawata

Maru, etc., were seen at anchor in the offing. The

men began to go on board. Sampans going and

coming covered the sea. Along the shore, the hills

were black with men, women, and children from

village and town, waving the national flag and

crying Banzai at the tops of their voices. The fare-

well hand-shake of our Colonel and the Governor

of Ehime-Ken added to the impressive scene.

When all were on board and we had waved fare-

well to the people, planting the Regimental flag on the
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deck, our transports began to move on whither?

To the west, to the west, leaving dark volumes of

Smoke behind ! All of a sudden clouds gathered
in the sky the rain began to fall, first slowly and

then with violence !

Eager brethren ! enthusiastic countrymen J Did

you expect us soon to return in triumphal procession,

when you saw us off, thousands of 119 starting in

good cheer and high spirits?
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Chapter IV

^ THE VOYAGE

WITH
the nation's Banzai still ringing in our

ears, our imaginations flying to stupendous

fights over mountains and across rivers, we were being

carried far toward the west. Where were we going ?

Where to land ? What was to be the scene of our fight-

ing ? All this nobody knew except the Colonel as

commander of our transportation, and the captains of

the transports, to whom secret orders had been given.

Even they did not know much at the time of our

starting ; they were to receive instructions from time

to time. Were we going to Chennan-pu, or to the

mouth of the Yalu, or toward Haicheng, or to the

siege of Port Arthur ? We talked only of our guesses

and imaginings. But the place of landing or of

fighting did not matter much to us we were only too

happy at the thought of coming nearer and nearer
(

to

the time when we could display all the courage we

had, at the word of command from His Majesty and

at the beckoning of our Regimental flag. &
Toward the dusk of the evening on the twenty-

first, we passed through the strait of Shimonoseki.

We took a last view of our beloved Nippon and
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the pang of separation.
" Fare thee well, my land of Yamato ! Farewell,

my sweet home !

"

That night the Sea of Japan was calm and the

shower of the day had dispersed the clouds. All was

quiet, thousands of warriors indulged in profound^

sleep. Which way did their dreams fly, this fitst

evening of their expedition, to the east ? or to the

west ? Gentle waves, smooth motion, an occasional

long drawn breath, only added to the calm of the

scene.

The next morning we found the sky well wiped

without leaving half a cloud it was truly Japan's

weather. All the ships at this moment were hurry-

ing on at full speed off the Isles of Mutsure, sighting

the hills of Tsushima far away in the distance, when,

lo ! a hawk descended to the deck of our transport.

The men chased him hither and thither, and rejoiced

at this good omen. For some time the bird remain-

ed with us, now perching on the mast, now flying

about over the ship. After blessing the future of the

brave officers and men in this way, he flew to the

next transport to do the same errand of cheering up
their hearts.

Very soon time began to hang heavy on our hands.

To break the monotony of the long voyage, an ap-

peal to our " hidden accomplishments
" was always

found the last but most effective resource. Some
would recount their past experiences, others tell

ghost stqries or jokes, still others recite or sing popij-
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lar love-episodes, each joining a little group accord-

ing to his taste orunclination. Every now and then

there appeared one bold enough to try the rustic

dance of wrestlers, or one clever enough to imitate a

professional story-teller, using his knapsack as a book-

rest and playing with a fan in his hand, just as, a

professional reciter, wou!^.

Cheers and applause resounded through /the small

heaven and earth of the steamer,, and the performers'

faces were full of pride and elation. Others now

began to emulate, and from among men piled up like

potatoes, story-tellers, conjurers, and performers of

various tricks would come forward to amuse the

audience.

Proceeding to the front to fight, and to fight

never to return, all on this voyage, both men and

officers, felt and behaved like one large family in

friendship, and vied with each other to entertain

and beguile the tedious moments, squeezing out

all their wit in their
1

tricks and performances, and

bursting the air and their sides ,with merry hearty

laughter.

Tsushima was then left behind us in mist and

haze, and we steered our course northward across

the ocean, with Korean mountains and peaks still in

sight. Our amusements continued day after day,

with occasional playing of piano by clumsy-handed

men and shouting and screaming of war-songs on

deck. When tired of the go game or of wrestling,

we would discuss the plan of campaign. and wish
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that the curtain might be raised at once, so that

we could show off our skill on the real stage of the

battle-field, not only to astonish the enemy, but to

elicit the applause of the world-wide audience.

I remember very well, it was on the 23rd of May
that our captain asked for our autographs as a

memento and family-heirloom. I took out a sheet of

paper at its top I sketched the S. S. Kagoshima
Maru steering its way, and underneath Colonel Aoki

and all the other officers wrote their names. Thirty-

seven names this piece of paper contained only a few

of the men now surviving ! What a valuable and

sad memorial it has become ! Crippled and useless,

I live now as a part and parcel of that memorial, to

envy those on the list whose bodies were left in

Manchuria, and whose honored spirits are in the

Temple of Kuclan.

In the forenoon of the twenty-fourth we were pass-

ing near the Elliott Isles, when we saw many lines

of smoke floating parallel to the water and sky. It

was our combined fleet greeting the approach of our

transports. What an inspiring sight, to see our

fleet out on the ocean ! Presently a cruiser came

up to us and continued its course with us. This

cruiser must have brought some orders for us.

Our landing was near at hand. Soon 1 we were

to appear on the real stage. And yet we did not

know where we were to land or in what .direction

we were to march !

All with one accord hoped Port Arthur 1
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Chapter V

A DANGEROUS LANDING

WHERE
were we to land ? This was the ques-

tion that exercised our minds from the begin-

ning to the end of our voyage. To land at Taku-shan

to attack Haicheng and Liaoyang in the north, was

one of the suggestions made. To go straight to the

Gulf of Pechili and land at Yingkou was another. A
third suggestion was that we were to land at a certain

point on the coast of Uaotung, and then go south

to attack the stronghold of Port Arthur. Of course,

all views and opinions advanced, were changed

according to the direction our steamers assumed.

But at last when we saw on the chart that we

were sailing south of the Elliott Isles, all agreed at

once that our destination was some spot leading

to Port Arthur. What excitement and joy when

we saw the transports and the guard-ships proceed-

ing together toward that spot ! After a while we

began to notice a dark-grey, long, slender piece of

land, dimly visible through thick mist. That was

indeed the Peninsula of Liaotung ! the place where,

ten years before, the brave and loyal sons of Yamato

had buried their bones, and the field of action on
i
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which our own bodies were to be left ! Since the

previous evening the sky had been dark, the grey
mist and clouds opening and shutting from time

to time, the wind howling at our mast-heads, and

the waves beating against our bows flying as snow-

flakes and scattering themselves like fallen flowers.

Behind us there was only boundless cloud and water.

Beneath those clouds was the sky of Nippon ! The
enthusiastic Banzai of the cheering nation, the sounds

of rosaries rubbed together in old women's hands,

the war-songs coming from the innocent lips of

children, all these seemed still reaching our ears,

conveyed by the swift winds.

We were to land at a gulf called Yenta-ao, on

the eastern coast of the Peninsula, to the southwest

of Pitzu-wo. This was only a small inlet on the

sea of China
;

there was no good harbor in the

vicinity except Talien-wan on the east side of

Liaotung Peninsula. But that good harbor was

then in possession of the enemy we had to risk

everything and land on this less desirable spot, from

the strategic necessity of the case. The sea and

the current of that neighborhood are both very

treacherous, a storm of the least degree would make
.

it extremely difficult, not only to land, but even to
'

stay there at anchor. Moreover, the water is very
shallow and a ship of any size must anchor one ri

away from the shore. When the wind is strong, a

ship is sure to drift several miles further to the

offing, Such being the case, we can well imagine
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the difficulty and anxiety those in charge of our

debarkation experienced. Just as mother birds

watch over their young, our convoys were watching
us far and near, to protect our landing from surprise

by the enemy. But the wind that had begun to

blow in the morning became fiercer and fiercer,

angry sea and frantic waves rose in mountains,

transports and sampans were shaken like flying

leaves. Chinese junks chartered by our government,

raising their masts like forest trees, were being

tossed and teazed by the winds, representing, as it

were, a large picture of the great Mongolian invasion

in the Bay of Hakata.

Could we land safely in such a storm ? Were
we to face the enemy at once on going ashore ?

We were like horses harnessed to a carriage ;
we

did not know anything about our surroundings.

All was known only to our Colonel, in whose hands

lay our lives. We did know, however, that two

things were ahead of us, and they were : landing

and marching. . After a short wait, our landing was

begun in spite of the risk
; evidently the condition

of the campaign did not admit delay. Hundreds of

sampans, boats, and steam-launches, whence they

had come us, we did not know, surrounded the

transports to carry men and officers away. Tre-

mendous waves, now rising like high mountains

and now sinking like deep valleys, seemed to swal-

low men and boats together. Carrying the flag

with due solemnity, I was in the boat with the
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Colonel. innumerable small boats were to DC

fastened to steam-launches like beads on a rosary.

Rolling and tumbling, these rosaries of boats would

whistle their way to the shore. Our Regimental

flag braved the wind and w.aves and safely reached

its destination. Ah, the first step and the second

on this land occupied by the enemy ! It seemed as

if we had left our Fatherland but yesterday, and

now, not in a dream, but in reality, we were treading

on the soil of, promise !

What an exquisite joy, to plant once more the

Imperial Flag of His Illustrious Virtues, on the

Peninsula of Liaotung, also the soil of Japan, con*

secrated by the blood of our brothers !

The storm, went from bad to worse it seemed

impossible to complete the landing, neither could

the men go back to the transports. The only thing

possible was to trust to the mercy of winds and

waves, jump into the water and struggle for the

shore as soon as the boats came near. The ex-

perience of my friend Captain Tsukudo is an illus-

tration of the extreme difficulty of the landing*

Captain Tsukudo
.
with over sixty men under his

care, was in a boat which was towed away from

the transport by a small launch. His boat rolled in

the waves like a ball, and was in constant danger

of being swallowed in the vortex. The tug cast

off her tow and fled for safety. The gigantic Ho
which sweeps through ten thousand miles without

rest; even his wings are said to be broken by
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the waves of the sea. Much less could a small boai

stand the force of such furious waves. It seemed

as if the bravest of men had no other choice than

being
" buried in the stomach of fishes." Rescue

seemed impossible. Heaven's decree they must

obey. Death they were ready for, but to die and

become refuse of the sea, without having struck

one blow at the enemy now close at hand, was

something too hard for them to bear.

With blood-shot eyes and hair on end, the Captain
tried in every way to save his men, but alas ! they
were like a man that falls into an old well in the

midst of a lonely meadow, not sinking, yet not able

to climb up the root of the vine that he clings to as

a life rope being gnawed by a wild rat !

Captain Tsukudo jumped into the sea and swam
toward the shore with all his might ;

but the waves

were too relentless to yield to his impatient and

impetuous desire to rescue his men. They swallow-

ed him, vomited him, tossed and hurled him without

mercy ;
the brave Captain was at last exhausted

and fainted away before reaching the shore. Hea-

ven, however, did not give up his case ;
he was

picked up on the beach, and when he recovered

consciousness he found himself perfectly naked.

Without waiting to dress, he ran to the headquarters

of the landing forces, and with frantic gestures

asked for help for the men in his boat; he could

not weep, for tears were dried up; he could not

speak, for his mouth was parched, but he succeeded
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in getting his men saved.

Another boat loaded with baggage and horses

capsized at last; one of the poor animals swam away
toward the offing. The soldier in charge of this

horse also swam to catch the animal. Before he

reached it, the steed went down and soon afterward

the faithful man also disappeared in the billows.

Poor, brave soul! his love of his four-legged charge

was stronger even than that of the stork who cries

after its young in the lonesome- night. Though he

did not die before 'the enemy's bullets, he died a

pioneer's death on the' battle-field of duty.

Was the Caanan 'of our hopes the country that

we had pictured to ourselves ? Contrary to our

expectations, it did not look at all like a place

our brethren had bought with their blood ten years

before. -It was simply a' desolate wilderness, a

deserted sand-plain ;
boundless expanse of rolling

country; a monotonous, insipid canvas with dark

red and light grey t
all over. Compared with the

detailed, variegated picture of Japan that we had

been accustomed to what a sense of untouched and

unfinished carelessness! What a change of scene

to see hundreds of natives sxvarrh to the spot of

our landing, with horses and wagons to get their

job I Were they men or animals ? \tfith ill-favored

faces, they would whisper to each other and pass

on. As knavish fellows they deserve anything

but love, but as subjects of an ill-governed' Empire

they certainly -'deserve ;pity,' 'At 'first they had
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dreaded the Japanese, stared at us from a distance,

but had not come near us
; probably because they

had been robbed of their possessions by the Rus-

sians, and their wives and daughters had been

insulted by them. The Japanese army, from the

very first, was extremely careful to be just and

kind to the natives and encourage them to pursue

their daily work in peace. Consequently they soon

began to be friendly with us and to- welcome us

eagerly. However, they are a race of men who

would risk even their lives to make money, and

would live in a pig pen with ten thousand pieces

of gold in pocket! How our army suffered from

the treachery of these money-grubbers, will be

told later on.

"Ata, ata! Wo, wo !

"

This strange cry we constantly heard at the

front it. is- the natives' way of driving horses and

cows. Their skill in managing cattle and horses

is far beyond ours. We could not help being struck

with the manner in which the animals obey their

order
; they would go to right or left at the sound

of these signals, and would move as one's own limbs

without the slightest use of whips. The relation

between these natives and their catties and horses

is like that between well-disciplined soldiers and

their commanders ;
not a fear of whip and scolding,

but voluntary respect and submission is the secret

of military discipline and success. The fact that

the Russian soldiers were lacking in this important
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factor became clear later by the testimony of the

captives.

After some companies of our division had landed

with much ado, the storm grew worse and landing
was suspended. The Colonel, the Adjutant, the

interpreter, the chaplain, and myself, accompanied

by a handful of guards, crossed the wilderness and

wended our way toward Wangchia-tun fixed as

our stopping place for that night. We busied

ourselves with the map and the compass, while

the interpreter asked question after question of the

natives. I consulted a Chinese-Japanese conver-

sation book, and asked them in broken words,

''Russian soldiers, have they come?" to which

they replied, "To Port Arthur they have fled."

We were of course disappointed not to encounter

the long-looked-for antagonists at once !

Seven ri's journey through a sand pjajp brought
us to the willow-covered village Wangchia-tun in

the rainy and windy evening, when strange &rds
were hastening to their roosts.

Stupid-looking old ,men a&d dirty -fa ceo! boys

gathered round us like ants and looked at us with

curiosity. .Long pipes were sticking out from the

mouths of the older men
; they se.e,med .utterly

unconcerned or ignorant of (the great trouble i^n

their own country. The filth and dirt of the houses

and their occupants, was beyond description we
new-comers to the place had to hold our noses

against the fearful smells. Military camp in name,
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we only found shelter under the eaves of the

with penetrating smells attacking us from below,

and surrounded by large and small Chinese highly

scented with garlic ! Before our hungry stomachs

could welcome the toasted rice-balls, our olfactory

nerves would rebel against the feast.

We who had succeeded in landing spent our first

night in Liaotung in this condition. The spirits of

our deceased comrades often years before must have
welcomed us with outstretched arms, and told us

what they expected of us. Under tents, half exposed
to the cold and wet, men slept the good sleep of the

innocent on millet straw, and an occasional smile

came to their unconscious lips. What were they

dreaming of? Some there were who sat by the

smoky fire of millet straw all the night through,

buried in deep thought and munching the remnant of

their parting gifts, with their lunch boxes hanging
from the stone wall.

The day was about to dawn, when suddenly thun-

der and lightning arose in the western sky. Not

lightning, but flame of fire
;
not thunder, but roar ol

cannon. Furious winds added to the dreariness oi

the scene; the sky was the color of blood.

The great battle of Nanshan ! We could not

keep still from the fullness of joy and excitement !
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Chapter VI

THE VALUE OF PORT ARTHUR

THAT
glorious day, January 2nd of the 38th

year of Meiji, will never be forgotten to the

end of time. That happy day of the victorious New
Year was doubly crowned by the birth of an

Imperial grandson and by the capitulation of Port

Arthur ! There has never been a New Year in all

our history, so auspicious and so memorable !

The fall of Port Arthur was an event that marked

an epoch in the history of the world ! Do not

forget, however, that this result was achieved only

through the shedding of rivers of blood. General

Kuropatkin had boasted of the invincible, strength of

the fortress and had said that it could hold out over

a year against the. fiercest attacks imaginable. But

the incessant, indefatigable pouring by the invading

army of bullets and shells over the place obliged
the Russians to surrender in less than two hundred

and fifty days. 'Between the first battle at Nanshan

and the final capitulation of Stoessel, the bodies of

our soldiers became hills and their blood rivulets,

spectators often doubted of our success. But the spirit

of Yamato, as firm as the iron, of a hundred times
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beating and as beautiful as the cherries blooming
on a thousand boughs that Tamashii proved too

powerful for^the completest of mechanical defence.

At the same" time, we can not but admire the stub-

born courage with which the Russian Generals and

soldiers defended their posts under circumstances of

extreme .difficulty and suffering. We fully endorse

the remark of a foreign critic
;

" Well attacked and

well defended !"

Port Arthur had been attracting the keen attention

of the whole world ever since the Japan-China War.

Russia had spent nearly ten years and hundreds of

millions ofyen in fortifying the place. It had been

considered of such strategic importance, that its fall

would mark the practical termination of the Russo-

Japanese struggle, just as the fall of Plevna decided

the fate of the Russo-Turkish War. The fortress of

Port Arthur embraces within its arms the town and

harbor innumerable hills from two to five hundred

metres in height form a natural protection to the

place. To these natural advantages was added the

world-famous skill of the .Russians in fortification.

Every hill, every eminence had every variety .of

fortification with countless cannon, machine-guns
and rifles, so that an attack either from the front or

from the side could easily be met. Each spot was

made still more unapproachable by ground-mines,

pitfalls, wire-entanglements, etc. There was hardly

any space where even an ant could get in unmolested.

It was surely impregnable. Our position was ex-
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tremely disadvantageous. We had to climb a steep

hill, or .go down into a deep valley, or up an

exposed slope to attack any Russian fort. The

position of the whole place was such that it was as

easy to defend as it was difficult to attack. More-

over, the Russians had on the spot enough provisions

and ammunition to withstand a longer siege, without

relying upon supplies from outside.

But there is no single instance in history of any
fort that has withstood a siege permanently sooner

or later it must either capitulate and surrender or else

lose all itsmen and fall. The same will also be the

case in the future. The only question is whether a

fort will fall as easily as a castle made 6f ame, Seba-

stopol withstood the allied armies of England and

France for more than three hundred and twenty days
but eventually fell after the docks were destroyed,

the forts blown up and the town utterly demolished.

At Kars the gallant General Williams, with only

three months' provision and three days' ammuniton

supported by Turkish soldiers, withstood for seven

months the Russian army of fifty thousand men; but

it fell at last. The Russian General MuraviefT ad-

mired this hero of Kars, and sent him this message :

" All the world and future generations will marvel

at your valor and discipline. Let us have the glory

of consulting together about the way of satisfying the

requirements of war, without doing harm to the

cause of humanity."

Taris resisted the Prussian siege for one hundred
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and thirty-two days before surrendering. These are

only, a few remarkable examples in history ; but all

besieged places have fallen sooner or later. The

only purpose a fort can serve is to resist the besiegers

as long as possible, so as to hinder the general plan

of the enemy. This principle applied to Port

Arthur : it had to keep as many as possible of

the Japanese, for as many days as possible, in

the south, in order to let Kuropatkin develop his

plan in North Manchuria without hindrance. For

this great object, General Stoessel held fast to the

marvellously fortified place and tried his best to

keep off the besieging army. Supposing that Port

Arthur had *not fallen before the great Battle of

Moukden, what would it have meant to our general

plan of campaign ? This supposition will make the

true value of Port Arthur clear to every mind.

Therefore they tried to hold it, and we endeavored

to take it, a desperate defence on one side and a

desperate attack on the other. General Nogi

bought the fortress at a tremendous price, the sacri-

fice of tens of thousands of lives ;~but once in our

possession its value became greater than ever.

That such an invincible and unapproachable place

was taken in eight months tells how fierce was the

struggle. The siege of Port Arthur was one of the

bloodiest contests that the world ever has known.

In. modern history, the siege of Plevna had been

considered the most sanguinary. The great but

unfortunate artist Verestchagin, who went to th^
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bottom of the sea outside Port Arthur with Admiral

Makaroff, painted for posterity the scenes of Plevna.

If this artist had survived to see the last of Port

Arthur, he must have portrayed a scene even more

bloody. Mr. George Kennan, the great war-cor-

respondent of the Outlook, described this siege as

representing the shriek of the lowest hell on this

earthly abode of ours. And these horrible scenes

were necessitated by the strategic value of Port

Arthur itself.

How was Port Arthur besieged and attacked ?

The answer to this question is the centre and object

of my little sketch, hence this brief explanation of its

value.

The night of our landing at Liaotung, we heard

the din of battle arising from Nanshan, the only

entrance to Port Arthur. Let us now return to the

battle of Nanshan. -
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Chapter VII

THE BATTLE OF NANSHAN

THE
thunder and lightning in the direction of

Nanshan became fiercer and fiercer as time

went on. How was it being fought ? With what

courage and perseverance were our comrades ac-

quitting themselves ? Was the place already oc-

cupied, or were they still struggling on ? We must

hurry forward to take part in this our first battle
;

it was an opportunity too great for us to miss. How
soon should we be ordered to march ? We were

thus impatient and fidgeting, our minds racing

toward Nanshan. But, on the other hand, we did

not know whether the battalions to follow us had

accomplished their landing in safety or not. The
Colonel had only five hundred men in hand, what

a slender force !

' Would our Commander venture

out with this handful of men ? His anxious face told

us that he could not lead us at once into the fight.

Were we merely to watch it from a distance, as if it

were a fire on the other side of a river, without

offering to help ? We began to be disappointed. Of

course the prospect of the war was long, the curtain

had just risen, this Nanshan could not be the las,
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act. But it .was tantalizing to be on the

yet not to encounter the enemy, to hear the din of

battle and yet not be able to join !

All things come to him who waits. We received

the following orders :

"Be under the Commander Oku of the Second

Army and speed to Nanshan."

This was proclaimed by our Colonel, who spoke

full of joy and eagerness his voice rang with energy

and enthusiasm. Both men and officers welcomed

the news as they would glad tidings from heaven.

They were more than ready to start. March ! tear

on'! We spread our legs as wide as possible. We
kicked and spurned village after village, field after

field. We did not think of how many miles we ran.

With the enemy's visage lurking before our eyes, we
did not feel any pain or fatigue the drops of per-

spiration mixed with dust formed a mask over our

faces but what did it matter ? Our water-bottles

were emptied ere long our throats "were dry and

parched we were almost suffocating, but not a

single man was out of rank. We all looked toward

the supposed post of the enemy, and simply ran

toward the sound of roaring cannon which made us

forget fatigue, difficulty, and pain.

"Is Nanshan still holding out ?"
"
They are just in the thick of the fight ; hurry on,

men !

"

Such conversations were frequently heard between

the coolies coming back from Nanshan and the men
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now marching to it. It sounds foolish, we all wished
/

that Nanshan would not yield before our arrival.

Perhaps we were conceited enough to think that,

without the help of us fresh men, our comrades

would be too exhausted to occupy the place.

When we saw on our way two or three captured

officers being escorted to our headquarters, we were

half happy to have the first sight of the defeated

enemy, and half afraid lest Nanshan had already

been taken !

I wish to say in passing that in the army a sharp

line is drawn between the things that may be

granted to the soldiers when possible, and those that

must not be allowed under any circumstances. This

is particularly the case in time of a march. In a

march for practice, or in a march in time of war, but

not for an actual engagement, as much rest and as

ample a supply of provisions are allowed as possible.

But when we march to a fight, we go on even

without food or water, or in spite of a heavy storm.

Each soldier carries a knapsack about 10 kivan in

weight, and has only one bottleful of water to drink.

When he has emptied it, he can not get one drop

more. Day after day, he rests and sleeps in a field-

encampment, even in pouring rain or a howling

storm ;
he is not allowed to take shelter even under

the eaves of a house. Exhaustion or pain is no -

reason for an exception. He has no time to wipe

the perspiration from his face, which soon becomes

white with dried up salt. Panting and suftbcat-
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fhg, he struggles on. It seems cruel to subject

men to this ordeal, but they must sacrifice every-

thing to duty. Even one single soldier must not

be missing, even one single rifle must not be lack-

ing from the skirmish line. And after such a

hard march, they engage in a severe fight at once,

so, therefore, the success or failure of the battle is

practically settled during the march. Hence the

great importance of training men in time of peace
in waterless marches, night marches, and quick

marches. This practice may seem needlessly in-

flicted hardship, but its true value is made clear

when it comes to a real fight.

To return to our story, we pressed on in great

enthusiasm or rather in a state of frenzy, thinking all

the while of the first battle at Nanshan. When we
came near our destination we saw cone-shaped tents

nestling under the trees or on the sides of the hills.

Of course they were our field-hospitals. The large

number of these tents made us very anxious about

the issue of the struggle. Stretcher after stretcher

would bring fresh patients, and hurry back to the

line of battle to fetch more. The wounded who
could walk accompanied the stretchers on foot,

in large numbers and panting all the way. Both

those on foot and those on stretchers were covered

with blood and mud
;

this told more eloquently than

words the story of their valiant fight and hard

struggle. Their white bandages stained with red

covered the wounds of honor the drops of blood
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falling through the stretcher seemed to glorify the

ground. They impressed us with an inexpressible

dignity ; we could not help sighing with reverence

and gratitude.

Just at this moment, the aide-de-camp who had

gone forward to receive instructions, came back and

reported that Nanshan had fallen, and that all the

reserves were to lodge in the neighborhood of

Chungchia-tun to await further orders. What a

disappointment ! From the Commander down to the

grooms all felt despirited and disheartened
;

stroked

their hard-strained arms and stamped on the ground
with regret. It is true, this early fall of Nanshan,

which the enemy had considered the key to Port

Arthur, would be a great advantage to our future

plan of campaign. We ought to have rejoiced over

the news, we did of course rejoice ;
but at the same

time you can not blame us for being thus disap-

pointed when you think how we had hurried and

pressed on from the point of our landing, without

stopping to recover our breath, only to learn at our

destination that the object of our efforts had been

attained by other people.

Only one more hill in front of us ! Beyond that

were blood-streams and corpse-hills. When we

reached this spot the deafening cannon-roar sudden-

ly ceased the mountains and valleys recovered

their ancient silence. The only thing we saw was

the continuous sending back of the wounded.

Whenever we met them, we comforted them and
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thanked them for their work. We had a rest at the

bottom of the hill, where a groom, who had been in

the battle, recounted to us the story with great

pride. Shaking his head and flourishing his arms, he

talked like a professional story-teller, his story was

a great excitement for us then. He showed us a

water-bottle that had belonged to a Russian soldier.

Altogether he talked as if he had vanquished the

enemy all by himself. We who had not yet loaded

our guns, we who had not yet unsheathed our

swords, felt shame-faced and crest-fallen; even

this non-combatant groom seemed like a hero to us*

We praised him, and piled question after question

on him, and eagerly devoured his triumphant
accounts.

We, all the reserves under the direct command of

General Oku, Commander-in-Chief of the Second

Army, were ordered to spend the night at Chungchia-
tun. We had to go back a ri and a half over the

same road to that place. How lacking in spirit was

that march backward ! Both men and horses hung
their heads and walked on dejectedly. The yellow
dust rising from the ground made us look like dump-

lings covered with yellow bean-flour. In our forced

march by day and night, we thought only of Nanshan

and did not feel any pain in our legs. Everything
was reversed in our return. Even in a manceuver in

time of peace, the sound of cannon and rifles makes

us forget the pain in our feet and the exhaustion of

our bodies, changes our walking into running, and
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incites us to assaulting the enemy With a frantic zeal ;

but once we 1: egin to retrace our steps, our feet begin
to be heavy ?t once, every rut and every pebble tries

our temper, and we are entirely without energy or

spirit. Thij may come from the Japanese character,

that think? only of going forward, and not at all of re-

treating. The Russian soldiers are masterly in retreat,

whilst the Japanese are very unskilled in it. But

onc r
they begin to advance, the Japanese are never

defeated by the Russians. We have inherited that

temperament which knows no retreating even before

sure death, and that inheritance has been made

stronger by discipline. Our constant victory over the

fierce enemy must largely be due to this charac-

teristic of ours.

At last we reached Chungchia-tun. It was a

desolate village with a small stream running through
it. The moon looked dismal that night and the stars

were few. Nature seemed to sympathize with the

disappointed, worn-out men and officers, sleeping on

millet straw and mourning over those who had died

in the battle of that day. Here and there we saw

men unable to go to sleep till late at night ;
their

hearts must have been full of new emotions. The
cuckoo hurrying through the sky, with one brief

note or two a few bars of a Biwa-song crooned

by a sleepless man. Ah, what a lonesome, touching

evening it was !

Thus I failed to take part in the Battle of Nanshan,
and I have no right to recount the story of that



severe struggle, although the title of this chapter*

may suggest a full recital. The only thing I can do

is to tell you in the next chapter what I saw on the

scene of this battle, immediately after its actual

occurrence. This will be followed up in the succeed-

ing chapters by my- own story of the siege of Port

Arthur. Before concluding this chapter, however,

I wish to introduce a brave soldier to my readers.

When we were starting from Wangchia-tun we

dispatched a bicycle orderly, Buichi Kusunold by
name, to our place of landing Yenta-ao, to establish

connection between ourselves and those who landed

after we did. This man was known to be specially

fitted to fulfil such a duty, his perseverance and

undaunted courage had always made him successful.

Consequently when we started from Japan, he was

singled out from his company as an orderly attached

to the headquarters of our Regiment. So, naturally,

this first important duty after our landing devolved

upon Kusunoki. Late in the afternoon, he started

for Yenta-ao on his machine. We had come to

Wangchia-tun through pathless plains he 'could not

expect to go back to Yenta-ao without great

difficulty. In a strange 'land, and 'not knowing

anything of the place or the language, he went on

with the Pole Star as his only guide. His duty was

very important. If he had reached his destination

even one hour later, much time would have been

lost in the movement of the other detachments. Of

course he did not know that Nanshan was to fall
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without our help. He only knew that our whole

Regiment of reserves must be near Nanshan, so that

we could join the battle-line at a moment's notice.

This Kusunoki was the sole means of communication,

by which the two separate parts of our Regiment
could be brought together, pn starting he was

carefully told of the tremendous responsibility he was
to undertake. But eight or nine ri 's journey in the

pathless wilderness of Liaotung in pitch darkness

was not an easy task his bicycle, instead of being a

help, was a burden to him he had to carry it on his

back and run. He went astray and could not find

the right place all night. Toward daybreak he

hoped to be able to find out where he was, but all in

vain ! Nothing to eat, nothing to drink, he struggl-

ed on without knowing whither he was going, but

praying that he might chance to reach the right

place* With his mind in a great hurry he crept on

all fours, resting every now and then, for his legs

would carry him no futher with his machine on his

back. Fortunately, however, he came across a

sentinel, who showed him the right way and gave
him something to eat. He was thus enabled to

accomplish his object, in time though delayed*
Not only the orderly but an aide-de-camp bears a

responsibility much greater than ordinary soldiers.

The commander must rely upon such a man in

moving tens of thousands of men as easily as he

moves his own fingers. The success or failure of a

whole army often depends upon the efficiency of the
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orderly or aide-de-camp. Therefore he must possess

the four important qualities of courage, perseverance,

judgment and prompt decision. And this Buichi

Kusunoki was a true orderly with bravery and faith-

fulness worthy of our profound respect
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Chapter VHl

NANSHAN AFTER THE BATTLE

NANSHAN
guards Kin-chou at the entrance to

the Liaotung Peninsula. Though its hills are

not steep or rugged, they go far back in deep waves.

The place is convenient for defensive purposes, but

in this respect it is inferior to Nankuan-ling farther

back. In the China-Japan War, the Chinese resisted

us for a while at this Nankuan-ling. The reason

why the Russians preferred to fortify Nanshan

rather than Nankuan-ling was because the former

was nearer Dalny, their only non-freezing port.

They had chosen a spot on the opposite shore from

Liushu-tun, the railway terminus at the head of the

Talien Bay, and had built there the large city of

Dalny, making it their only commercial port in

Liaotung and the starting-point of the Eastern China

Railway. In order to protect this port they had

chosen Nanshan at its back, and built there a for-

tification of a semi-permanent character. For ten

years they had been spending hundreds of millions in

building this city and in fortifying Port Arthur, and

at the same time in strengthening this important

outpost of Nanshan. As we were told by a cap-



tured Russian staff- officer, the Russians had believed

that Nanshan could stand the fiercest attacks of the

Japanese for more than half a year. However, when

our Second Army began to attack the place, they set

at nought every difficulty, did not grudge any amount

of sacrifice, and precipitated themselves upon the

enemy so violently that Kin-chou, Nanshan and

Dalny were all occupied in one single night and

day. You can well imagine how desperate was

this struggle. ^Even in the China-Japan War, the

taking of Nankuan-ling and the occupation of Port

Arthur were not quite so easy as to twist a baby's

arm. But one Japanese officer, who fought on both

occasions, said to us, when he examined the elabo-

rate defences of Nanshan, that the battle of ten years

before had only been a sham fight in comparison.
We had to sacrifice over four thousand men, killed

and wounded, in order to take this stronghold. The
scene after the battle, accordingly, presented a

terrible sight. True it is that this battle was very
mild compared with the general assault on Port

Arthur, but at Nanshan I saw for the first time in

my life the shocking scenes after a furious fight.

We managed somehow to pass one night at

Chungchia-tun, and on the next morning we received

instructions to go out and lodge at Yenchia-tun, a

village at the foot of Nanshan. The fifth and sixth

companies of our Regiment were ordered to guard
Nanshan.

We came to Nanshan. As soon as we reached
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the top of the steep hill that 1 have already mention-

ed, an extensive rolling country was before our

eyes, at its right was Kin-chou, Nvhile on the left

the steep Tahoshang-shan reared its head. This

was the site of the fierce battle of yesterday. The

place was full of reminders of cannon roar and war

cries, and we could not stand the terrible sight.

Horrible is the only word that describes the scene.

From a hill in front of us we saw white smoke

rising and spreading a strange odor far and wide
;

that was the cremation of our brave dead, the altar

on which the sacrifice to the country was being

burnt. Hundreds of patriotic souls must have risen

to Heaven enveloped in that smoke. We took off

our caps and bowed to them. While the mothers at

home were peacefully reeling thread and thinking of

their beloved sons at the front
;
while the wives with

their babies on their backs, were sewing and thinking

of their dear husbands
;

these sons and husbands

were being crushed to pieces and turned into volumes

of smoke !

It is not pleasant to see even a piece of a blood-

stained bandage. It is shocking to see dead bodies

piled up in this valley or near that rock, dyed with

dark purple blood, their faces blue, their eyelids

swollen, their hair clotted with blood and dust, their

white teeth biting their lips, the red of their uniforms

alone remaining unchanged. I could not help shud-

dering at the sight and thinking that I myself might

goon become like that. No one dared to go near and
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look carefully at those corpses. We only pointed

to them from a distance in horror and disgust

Everywhere were scattered blood-covered gaiters,

pieces of uniform and underwear, caps and so oa;

everywhere there were loathsome smells and ghastly

sights. Innumerable powder-boxes and empty cart-

ridges, piled up near the skirmish trenches, told

us plainly how desperately the enemy had fired

upon the invading army. Whenever we saw the

enemy's dead left on the field, we could not help

sympathizing with them. They were an enemy, but

they also fought for their own country. We buried

them carefully, but the defeated heroes of battle had

no names that we could hand down to posterity.

At home their parents, their wives, and their chil-

dren must have been anxiously waiting for their safe

return, not knowing,, in most cases, when, where,

or how their beloved ones had been killed. Almost

all of them had a cross on the chest, or an ikon in

hand. Let us hope that they passed away with

God's blessing and guidance. The killed and wound-

ed of a defeated army deserve the greatest pity. Of

course they are entitled to equal and humane

treatment by the enemy, according to the Inter-

national Red Cross Treaty. But defeat we must

avoid by all means. Added to the ignomny
of defeat, the wounded must have the sorrow of

separating from their comrades, living or dying

among perfect strangers, with whom they cannot

even converse. The case of the killed is still sadder.
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Some had cards of identification, so that their num-

bers would eventually tell their names. As far as

we could, we informed the enemy of those numbers,
but there were many instances where there was no

means of identification. Their names are buried in

eternal obscurity.

Arrangements were made for our temporary lodg-

ment at Yenchia-tun. When I reached the native

house assigned for us that evening, I heard next

door the piteous groanings of human beings. I

hastened to the spot to see the tortures of hell

itself: Fifteen or sixteen Japanese, and one Russian,

all seriously wounded, were lying in the yard,

heaped one above another, and writhing in. an

agony of pain. The first one who noticed my
coming put his hands together in supplication and

begged me for help. What need of his begging?
To help is our privilege. I could not imagine why
these poor comrades should have been left alone in

such a condition. If we had known earlier, perhaps
better assistance might have been given. With

tears of sympathy, I called in surgeons and helped
in relieving their suffering. While the surgeons were

attending to their wounds they -would repeat :

" I

shall never forget your goodness, I am grateful to

you." These words were squeezed out of the bottom

of their hearts, and their eyes were full of tears.

On inquiry we learned that for two days they had

not had a single grain of rice, or a single drop of

water. They were all very severely wounded, with
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broken legs, shattered arms, or bullet wounds in

head or chest. Some there were who could not

live more than half an hour longer ; even those were

taking each other's hand or stroking each other in

sympathy and to comfort. How sad ! How pitiful !

How boundless must be our sadness and pity when

we think that there were over four thousand killed

and wounded on our side alone, and that it was

impossible to give them the attention that we wished

to ! In a short time, two of the men began to lose

color, and breathe faintly. I ran to their side and

watched. Their eyes gradually closed and their

lips ceased to quiver. One comrade near by told

me that one of those two* had left an old mother at

home alone.

One of the most pitiful of sights is perhaps the

dead or wounded war-horses. They had crossed

the seas to run and gallop in a strange land among

flying bullets and the roar of cannon. They seemed

to think that this was the time to return their

masters' kindness in keeping them comfortably so

long. With their masters on their backs, they would

run about so cheerfully and gallantly on the battle^

field,. The pack-horses. aJso seemed proud and

anxious to show their long-practised abilities by

'rearing heavy burdens or drawing heavy carts,

without complaining of their untold sufferings. Their

usefulness in war is beyond description. The

successful issue of a battle is mainly due to the efforts

of brave. men and officers, but we must not forget
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what we owe to the help of our faithful animals.

And yet they are so modest of their merits, are con-

tented with coarse fodder, and muddy water
;
do not

grumble at continual exposure to rain and snow, and

think their masters' caress the best comfort they can

have. Their manner of performing their important
duties is almost equal to that of soldiers. But they
are speechless, they cannot tell of wounds or pain.

Sometimes they cannot get medicine, or even a

comforting pat. They writhe in agony and die

unnoticed, with a sad neigh of farewell. Their

bodies are not buried, but are left in the field for

wolves and crows to feed upon, their big strong

bones to be bleached in the wild storms of the

wilderness. These loyal horses also are heroes who
die a horrible death in the performance of duty,

their memory ought to be held in respect and

gratitude. My friend the Rev. Kwatsurin Nakaba-

yashi, a Buddhist priest, accompanied our army during

the war as a volunteer nurse. While taking care of

the wounded at the front, he collected fragments

of shells to erect an image of " Kwanon on horse-

back "
to comfort the spirits of the horses that died in

the war. Another Buddhist by the name of Doami

has been urging an International Red Cross Treaty
for horses such, as there is now for men. Without

such a provision, he says, we cannot claim to be true

to the principles of humanity. Our talk of love and

kindness to dumb animals will be an empty sound.

He is said to be agitating the introduction of such



a proposition at the next Hague Conference. Of

course there are veterinary surgeons in the army,
but no one can expect them to be able to bestow

all necessary care to the unfortunate animals. To

supply this deficiency and protect animals as best

we can, a Red Cross for horses is a proposal worthy
of serious attention.

I climbed Nanshan to inspect the arrangements
of the enemy's position there. Everything was

almost ideal in their plan of defence, everything

quite worthy of a great military power. Wire entan*

glements, pit-falls, ground-mines go without saying,

strong lines of trenches went round and round the

mountain, embrasure holes for machine-guns were

seen everywhere, a large number of heavy guns thrust

out their muzzles from many a fort. As the place

was fortified in a semi-permanent style, there were

barracks, and store-houses, and the latter were filled

with all kinds of winter clothing. There was a

railway and also a battery. When I entered a

building used as the headquarters of the commander,
I was astonished to find how luxuriously and com-

fortably hej had lived there. His rooms were

beautifully furnished, hardly reminding one of camp
life. What was most curious, night garments and

toilet articles of a feminine nature, as well as chil*

dren's clothes, were scattered here and there.

From this spot I looked through field-glasses far

to the eastern sea-coast, where were countless men
and horses lying on the beach, washed by the grey
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waves-. They were the remains of the cavalry brigade

of the enemy, who had been stationed about Laohi>

shan to defend the right flank of their lines. Our

Fourth Division surprised them from behind, from the

west coast
; they had no way of retreat, were driven

into the sea,.and thus were almost all drowned. This

defeat was self-inflicted, in so far as they had relied

too much upon the strength of their position, and

thus lost the opportunity for a timely retreat.

Half way up the mountain we saw a damaged

search-light and a pile of rockets. These were the

things that often impeded our attempts at coming
near to the enemy under cover Of night. The search-

light had been damaged by our men in revenge

after the occupation of the place, because they had

been so severely harassed by the machine.

The scene before my eyes filled my heart with

grief and sorrow. Hour after hour the wooden posts

to mark the burial places of the dead increased in

number. On my trip of observation from Nanshan

to Kin-chou I noticed a mound of loose earth, with

a bamboo stick planted on it. I stepped on the

mound to see what it was. I was shocked to dis-

cover a dead Russian underneath. It was my first

experience of stepping on a corpse, and I cannot

forget the horror I felt.. At that time I had not yet

tasted a fight and therefore could not help shuddering

at its tragic and sinful effects. It is almost curious

to think of it now, for the oftener flying bullets

are encountered the less sensitive we become to the
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horrors of war. What was shocking and sickening

becomes a matter of indifference. Familiarity takes

off the edge of sensibility. If we should continue to

be so shocked and disgusted we could not survive

the strain.

For sixteen hours 'our army persevered, braved the

cross firing qf the enemy, and finally captured Nan-

shan after several assaults with a large sacrifice of

precious lives. We thus acquired the key to the

xvhole peninsula of Kin-chou, cut off the communi-

cation of the enemy, were enabled to begin the

clearing of Talien Bay unmolested, and also to make
all necessary preparations for the general attack of

Port Arthur. Our victory at Nanshan was a record-

breaking event in the annals of warfare, and this

signal success was won, not through the power of

powder and gun, but primarily' through the courage
and perservance of our men. During the battle,

when the third assault failed of success, the Com-

mander General Oku cried in a voice of thunder :

" What sort of a thing is Yamato-damashii?" Where-

upon the whole army gained fresh strength, drew one

long breath and took the place by storm. Sir Claude

McDonald said that the secret of Japan's unbroken

record of success in this war was the
" men behind

the guns." This battle of Nanshan was a demon-

stration of the quality.
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Chapter IX

DIGGING AND SCOUTING

IT
was on the 28th of May that we went to Chang-
chia-tun from Yenchia-tun to take the place

of the defence corps of the Third Division. After

Nanshan our Division was separated from the Second

Army under General Oku, and attached to the newly

organized Third Army for the siege of Port Arthur.

It was not a long march from Yenchia-tun to Chang-

chia-tun, but whenever I think about marching, I

cannot help remembering this particular occasion.

Round about Port Arthur the ground is covered with

rocks and pebbles ;
all the other places on the

Peninsula are covered with earth like rice bran or

ashes, which fills the mouth, eyes, and nose. Swift-

winds stirred up clouds of dust filling the throat and

threatening to swallow the long snake-like line

of marching men. Often we could not see an inch

ahead and our line of men was in danger of discon-

nection. OEven the cooked rice in our lunch boxes

was filled with dust. On other occasions we had

marched ten or twenty ri without resting day or

night, had covered sometimes a distance of more

than ten ri on the double quick, had made a forced
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march without A drop of drinking water, or had

marched in pitch darkness ; but all our previous

experiences of this kind were nothing compared with

the hardships of this dust-covered march. If this

is the price for the honor of taking part in a real

war, we certainly paid it. Toil and hardship of

course we were ready for, but while minds were

prepared for bayonets and bullets, at first we felt it a

torture to fight with nature herself, to cross the

wilderness, climb the mountains, fight with rain and

wind, with heat and cold, and sleep on beds of

grass. But very soon we began to philosophize, and

to think that this was also an important part of our t

warfare, and this idea made us take kindly to the

fight with the elements and with nature. Even-

tually we learned to enjoy sleeping in the spacious

mansion of millet fields, or in rock-built castles,

viewing the moon and listening in our beds to the

singing of insects.

Marching without a halt, we reached .Changchia-

tun and took the place of the Third Division men.

When we saw these men for the first time, we felt

ashamed of our own inexperience and wished to

sneak out of their sight. They seemed to us crowned

with glory by their great achievement at Nanshan,

and we felt like country people who had missed the

train, looking at the trail of smoke with mouths wide

open in disappointment.
* We envied them, picturing

to ourselves their clothes torn and bloodstained, and

their skin covered with fresh wounds of honor.



We looked up to them with love and reverence,

admiring their dust-covered caps and bleed-stained

gaiters. Their very countenances, their very demean-

or seemed to recount eloquently their 'glorious ex-

ploits.

The right center of our line of defence was an

eminence facing the enemy's front. But ;our Whole

line covered a distance of twenty-^five kilometers

from Antzu-shan at one end, to Taitzu-shan aft the

other, with the pass of Maotou-tzu 'in the middle.

Our own Regiment occupied a line between.

Just north of this pass is the village of Lichia-tun,

and our own Regiment occupied a line extending

from this village at its right, to the village ofYuchia-

tun the other side at the river, beyond which lay a

range of hills. There we raised strong works,

diligently sought our enemy, and busily engaged

ourselves in preparations for defence and attack.

In the meantime General Nogi and >!his staff landed

at Yenta-ao and reached Pei-Paotzu-ai, a village

about three H to the north-west of Dalny. With his

arrival the organization of the Third Army was

completed. How eagerty, then, did we wait for the

first chance of fighting !

The enemy, though defeated atNanshan, had been

of course reluctant to give up Dalny, but they had

been obliged to run for their lives, and they and

their wives and^ children escaped toward the bottom

of the bag, that is Port Arthur, burning down the

village of Sanshili-pao on their way thither. They



had fortified a strong line, connecting the hills,

Pantou, Luanni-chiao, Waitou, Shuangting, etc.

The distance between the Russian and Japanese

lines was between three and five thousand metres.

This much of the enemy's condition and position we

ascertained through the hard work of scouts and

scouting parties.

As soon as we were stationed on the line of

defence, we began the very first day to work with

pickaxes and shovels. A special spot was assigned

to each cavalry detachment or infantry company,
and each group of men in its own place hurried day
and night digging trenches for skirmishers. The

officers acted as "
bosses," the non-commissioned of-

ficers as foremen, and the men themselves as coolies ;

all were engaged in digging earth. All the while

scouts, both officers and non-commissioned officers,

were being dispatched to find out the enemy's move-

ments. No alarm had come yet, the engineering

work made^ daily progress. The trenches for

skirmishers and bomb-proofs for the calvary, forming
the first line of defence, grew steadily, their breast

wotfks strengthened by sand bags, the sacks for which

had been brought from Dalny, A simple- kind of

wire-oentanglement was also put up> a good road was

made, short-cuts connecting different bodies of men
were laid out like cobwebs

;
thus our defences assum

ed almost a half-permanent character. The soldiers

either utilized the village dwellings, or pitched tents

in the yards or under the trees. When all these



necessary preparations were fairly complete,

scouts and scouting parties began to go off to find

out the movements and whereabouts of the enemy.
At a military review or manoeuver in time of

peace, the men look gay and comfortable, but on

the real battle-field they have to try a true life and

death match with the enemy. In the readiness and

morale of men while on the outposts lies the out-

come of the actual encounter. Therefore men on the

line of defence cannot sleep at ease at night, or

kindle fires to warm themselves. The night is the

time when they must be most vigilant and wide-

awake. The patrols on the picket line and the

scouts far in front must try to take in everything.

However tired they may be from their day's work

at night, they must not allow even a singing insect

or a flying bird to pass unnoticed. Holding their

breath and keeping their heads cool, they must use

their sight and hearing for the whole army behind

them, with the utmost vigilance. When people

talk of war they usually forget the toil and re-

sponsibility of the men on the picket line
; they talk

only of their behavior on the field of battle. Because

this duty was neglected, three regiments of the

English army in the War of Independence, 1777,

were annihilated by the Americans through the fault

of one single sentinel.

"Halt! Halt! Who goes there ?
"

The sentinel's cry adds to the loneliness of

an anxious night. One or two shots suddenly



Sounded through the silent darkness
; probably

the enemy's pickets have been discovered. Quiet

prevails once more, the night advances far. A
bank of dark clouds starts from the north, spreads

quickly and covers the whole sky with an inky

color
;
the rain begins to fall drop by drop. This

experience on the picket line, keeping a sharp eye

on the enemy all the time, continued for about thirty

days.

By the time our line of defence was in proper

order, the enemy began to show their heads.

Every night there was the report of rifles near our

line of patrols.
"
Captain, five or six of the enemy's infantry

scouts appeared, and then suddenly disappeared in

a valley five or six hundred metres ahead." Such

a report was repeated over and over again in the

course of one day and night. Soon we began to try

various contrivances to capture the enemy's scouts on

our line of patrol. One of them was this : about

twenty ken away from our line a piece of rope was

stretched, to that rope another was fastened, one end

leading to the spot where our patrol was standing.

The idea was that if the enemy walked against the

first rope the second piece would communicate the

vibration to the patrol man. Once when the signal

came, and the men hurried to capture the enemy, no

human being was in sight, but a large black dog
stood barking and snarling at them 1



Chapter X

THE FIRST CAPTIVES

OUR
scouts were gradually increased in number. $

not only from the troops on the first line, but also

from the reserves at the rear, scouts were dispatched

one after another. Almost always they were suc-

cessful, they either came across a small body of

the enemy and dispersed them, or else they came

back with the report of a place where a larger

body of the enemy was stationed. Such a success

was always welcome to the commander of the

brigade or of the regiment. 'Because we had not

yet encountered the enemy, we .were all very anx-

ious to be sent out as scouts; in order to have a

chance of trying our hand on the foe.

It was the 2Oth of June, if I remember correctly,

that one of our officers, Lieutenant Toki by name,

started oi>t? with half a company of men under

him, to reconnoitre the enemy about Luanni-chiao,

but did not come across any Russians. He left

a small detachment as a rear guard and started

back. Unexpectedly two Russian scouts appeared
between his men and this rear guard. They sur-

rounded the Russians, but the latter offered stubborn
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resistance with bayonets and would not surrender.

They were fired at, and fell though still alive. They
were our first captives, and we were anxious to

question them,. They were placed on straw mat

stretchers made on the spot to suit the occasion, and

carried in triumph to the side of a brook at a little

distance from the headquarters of our regiment

This was our first bag of captives, the men swarmed

around the poor Russians, eager to enjoy the first

sight of prisoners. Presently came the adjutant of

the Brigade and an interpreter. The two captives

were put in different places and examined separately.

This was according to the recognized rule of sepa-

rate cross^questioning, so that the real truth may
be inferred through comparison and synthesis ot

the different assertions of different prisoners* In

examining them, the first questions put are, what

army, division, etc. do they belong to, who are

their high commanders, where did they stay the

previous night, how is the morale of their army,

etc. Even when we have no time to go -through

all these questions, we must find out what they

belong to, in order to ascertain the disposition

of the enemy's forces. If, for instance, they say

they belong to the First Regiment of Infantry Sharp-

shooters, we can infer from that statement who
the commander is, and what is his probable plan
of campaign.
Our surgeons gave the captives proper medical

e and comforted them, saying :



"
Depend upon it, we shall take good care of

you. Be at your ease and answer truthfully what-

ever is asked of you."

The surgeons told us that both Russians had

been shot through the chest and would not live

an hour longer, and therefore that it was advisable

to put only a few important questions, while they

retained consciousness. One of the examiners

said :

" Of what regiment and of what place are you ?
"

The poor captive answered gaspingly :
" The

26th Regiment of Infantry Sharpshooters." "Who
is the commander of your division ?

" " Don't

know." The interpreter expostulated. "You can't

say you don't know. You ought to know the name
of your own commander."

The captive showed his sincerity in his counten-

ance, probably he meant what he said. He was

breathing with difficulty, and blood was running out

of his mouth.
" Please give me a drink of water."

I was standing nearest to him and obtained a glass

of spring water. When I gave it to him to drink he

would not even look at it.

" There is boiled water in my bottle, give me
that."

I did as was requested. I do not know whether

this Russian, even in his last moments, disdained

to receive a drink from the foe, but I was struck

with his carefulness in observing the rules of hygiene

68



and not drinking unboiled water. Because of this

strength of character, he had bravely fought with

our scouting party until he was struck down. But

he was not the only Russian soldier who did not

know the name of his commanding general. After-

wards when I had chances of cross-questioning a

large number of captives, I found out that the

majority of them were equally ignorant. Moreover

they did not know for what or for whom they were

fighting. Nine men out of ten would say that they
had beeen driven to the field without knowing why
or wherefore.

No more time was allowed for questioning this

captive. He became 1

whiter and whiter, breathed

with more and more difficulty, his end was fast

approaching. The surgeon said :

" Do you suffer ? Have you anything to say ?
"

At these kind words he raised his head a little

and said with tears :

"I have left my wife and child in my country,

please let them know how I died."

He breathed his last soon afterward. This man
sacrificed his .life without knowing what for. To
be driven to the far away East, to be captured

by the enemy, and die thinking of his wife and

child ! This unfortunate man brought our tears

of sympathy to our eyes. He was honorably buried

under a cross and Chaplain Toyama offered Bud-

dhist prayers.

The other captive was different in his attitude
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and manners, and we were far from pitying him.

Of course we had no personal emnity toward him.

or . toward any one of the Russian fighters, and

therefore we were quite ready to pity those worthy
of pity, to love those worthy of love. But what
do you think we found in this particular one ?

When the interpreter asked the man :

." Where is your Regiment stationed now ?
'*

Has answer was something like this :

" Shut up ! I don't know. The Japanese are- cruel,

they are merciless to those who surrender. Give- me
some soup to drink, give me some tobacco,"

This rude remark and behavior came, not from

true courage that does not fear the enemy, but from

sheer insolence. Other men whom we captured
later were worthy of similar description.

Although the Russians had been badly defeated

at.Nanshan, they did not yet know what was the

real ability of the Japanese army ;
and relying

upon the so-called invincible strength of Port Arthur

behind them, they made light of their small-statured

enemy. They were also like '' the frogs in the well,"

and did not know anything of our great victory

of Chiulien-cheng and that the Russians had been

entirely expelled from Korea. Even when the}'

were told of these facts they would not believe

them. Boasting of the mere size of their country

and army, when were the Russians to awake from

their deluding dreams?

Pay and night we tried hard to and out the



enemy's whereabouts. One time a large reconnoitr-

ing detachment was sent out, when they came across

a body of Russian cavalry, many of whom were

killed and their horses captured by our men. The

enemy also was watching us incessantly, and away
on the top of Waitou-shan sentinels equipped with

telescopes were seen constantly giving signals with

black flags. Sometimes they would send out scouts

dressed as Chinese natives to spy our advance lines.

At first we were deceived by their appearance, and

some of our patrols were killed in an unguarded

moment. Then we learned to be more careful and

did not allow even the real Chinese to cross our

lines. Upon one occasion the mayor of the village

in front of us asked permission to come within the

Japanese line, on the ground that they were greatly

unconvenienced by not being allowed to cross it.

After that the headquarters of the Brigade appointed

a special committee to investigate into individual

cases, and only those who had families cr relatives

living inside the line were allowed to come over. Of

course the Chinese would do almost anything for

money. There were many who had been bribed

by the Russians to become spies^. They caused us

a great deal of damage in spite of every possible

precaution.

Thus we were kept busy with necessary prepara-

tions for an actual engagement, waiting for the right

opportunity to present itself. For strategic reasons,

we did not take an offensive attitude for some
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time, leaving every thing to the choice of the enemy,
with the mere precaution against a surprise by the

Russians. Meanwhile the enemy's navy appeared
near Hsiaoping-tao and Heishih-chiao and tried to

find out our place of encampment by firing at us

at random. The time at last came for us to begin
active operations. On the 26th of June, the besieg-

ing army commenced hostilities, and our regiment

participated in the battle of AVaitou-shan and

Kenzan.



Chapter XI

OUR FIRST BATTLE AT WAITOU-SHAN

FOR
about thirty days we had waited for a good

opportunity, fortifying ourselves strongly, and

engaged in constant skirmishes with .the enemy.
There was, however, one thing that we could not

permit and that was that the enemy was able to look

down into our camp from various high points in his

possession. They occupied Waitou-shan, 372 metres

in height, Shungting-shun, a double-peaked mountain

of 352 metres, and a nameless mountain which we

afterward christened Kenzan, or "
Sword-Hill,"

higher and steeper than the first two. These mount-

ains were secure from our attack, and from these

eminences the enemy could spy us very well and

comfortably. They set up fine telescopes on these

places and took in what we were doing in our camp
in the Bay of Talien, and in Dalny. This was a

great disadvantage to us. The longer they occupied

these heights, the longer our necessary preparations

at the rear must be delayed, and the right opportuni-

ty to advance and strike might be lost. So it was an

urgent necessity to take these places of vantage, and

also to take Hsiaoping-tao in order to prevent the
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energy's war-ships from threatening our defence of

Talien Bay. This was the reason for our first battle,

an attack on Waitou-shan.

This was not a severe battle, its object was simply

to drive away the enemy occupying these heights.

Because of the actual strength of the place, the

Russians had not done much to protect or fortify it,

and it was comparatively easy for us to attack.

But this was the first fight for us, and we fought it

with special fervor and determination.

Late in the night of the twenty-fifth, the last

day of our defensive attitude, when the watch fires

of the camps were going out, and the occasional

braying of donkeys added to the solitude of the

hour, a secret order was brought to us to begin

at once to prepare for fighting. Why was this

message given at midnight ? Because of fear of the

natives. It had been arranged that our march and

attack should begin on the twenty-fourth, but when

we began to make preparations for starting, we soon

found reason to suspect the natives of having in-

formed the enemy of our movements and intentions.

So we stopped for that day, and daybreak of the

twenty-sixth was assigned for the attack, so that

we could begin our march before the natives knew

anything of it. .That night I could hardly sleep for

excitement
;
I tossed and fretted in bed, pictured to

myself the battle of the morrow, or talked nonsense

with 'the comrade in the nearest bed. I saw the

occasional flickering of small fires in the dark and
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knew that not a few were awake, smoking and

cogitating.

Very soon the whole atmosphere of the camp was

filled with quiet activity ;
officers and men jumped

out of bed and began to fold tents and overcoats

as noiselessly as possible. Putting on our creaking

knapsacks with the utmost caution, we crept with

stealthy tread across the grass and gathering in one

spot stacked our rifles. The sky was inky black

with summer clouds, the bayonets and the stars on

the caps were the only things that glittered in the

dark. Though their eyes were dull and sleepy, all

were eager and determined in spirit,
" Have you left nothing behind ?

"

"Are all the fires out?"

All at once the whole line became silent and

began to move on at the command, " March silent-

ly." We had to keep very still until we were fairly

out of the village, so that when the Chinese got up
in the morning they would be surprised at our

absence. This was the time for us to put in practice

the quiet march in which we had had much previous

training. Even a month's stay in the place endear-

ed to us to some extent the rivers and hills
;
the

village had come to seem a sort of second home.

How could we be indifferent to the tree that had

given us shelter and to the stream that had given us

drink ? Among the villagers there was an old man

by the name of Chang Tien-shin, a descendant of a

refugee of the Ming dynasty. He had helped us
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very faithfully, drawing water in the morning, and

kindling fires in the evening. This good man dis-

covered that we were going, and worked all the

night through to help us. When we began the

march he came to the end of the village to see us

off. Of course we could not forget such a man,
1

and every now and then we used to talk about

his faithful services.

The morning mist enshrouded .the sky, and the

sun had not yet risen. The Sun-flag was at the

head of our long line of march. Far away toward

the right flank several shots were heard. Had the

battle really begun ?

At this moment both the right and left columns

of our army began action ; the right one to attack

the height to the south-west of the village of Pantou
;

and the left to attack the enemy's entrenchments

on the heights to the east of Luanni-chiao hill, that

is, from the 368 meter hill on the north, along the

ridge to Shuangting-shan in the south.

Ours, that is the middle division of the left column,

was assigned to attack Waitou-shan. We marched

quietly, binding the horses' tongues, furling our flag,

and laying down our arms. When we came close

to the place the enemy poured a fierce volley on us

from the top of the hill and offered stubborn re-

sistance. Brave, worthy foe ! We responded with a

brisk fire and sent them showers of bullets and

shells. They were on an eminence, and we at the

foot of the hill, their shots fell like rain on our heads



and raised dust at our feet. At last the curtain

of our first act was raised. This was the, first

chance to compare our strength with theirs. The'

coming and going bullets and shells became' fiercer

and fiercer as the time went on. The exploding

gas of the smokeless powder filled the whole field

with a vile smell. The sound of opening and shut-

ting of the breech blocks of the guns, the sound'of

empty cartidges jumping out, the sound of the

moaning, of the bullets, the sound of the groaning

of the shells, wounding, as they fell; how stirring,

how sublime! The cry, "Forward! Forward!" rises

on every side. Steep hills and sword-like rocks are

braved and climbed, at a quick eager pace, the

cartridges rattle in their cases, the sword jumps, the

heart dances. March and shoot, shoot and march!

The enemy's shot rain hard, our bullets blow wind-

ward. The battle has become fierce.

Until we have pierced the body of the foe with

our shot, we must continue to harass them with our

fire. The bayonet is the finishing touch, -the guns

must play a large part in a battle. So therefore we

must be very careful in shooting. When the fighting

once begins, we begin to dance from the top of the

head to the tip of the toe, we lose ourselves in ex-

citement, but that does not do. It is very difficult to

act coolly, but the aiming and the pulling of the

trigger must be done deliberately, however noisy

the place may be, however bloody the scene. This

is the secret determining who shall be the victor.
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*' full the trigger as Carefully and gently

As the frost falls in the cold night,"

is the poem teaching the secret. Such a cool

deliberate shot is sure to hit the mark. The enemy
fall one after another. Then follows the final as-

sault, then the triumphal tune is sung, the Kimi-

ga-yo is played, and Banzai is shouted to the

Emperor. This is the natural order of events.

The spirit of the men on the firing line improved

steadily, the battle-field became more and more

active. The number of the wounded increased

moment after moment. A cry,
" A-a !

"
is tollovved

by a heavy fall, and the man is quite unconscious.

The final opportunity was fast coming toward us,

the enemy began to waver. One foot forward,

another foot backward, they were in a half-hearted

condition.
'

Tis time for Tokkan ! Tokkan ! the

time for a shout like the beating on a broken bell,

for a clash at the foe. Lo, the fierce rain of rifle shot

falls, followed by the shouting of a hundred thunders,

mountains and valleys shake, heaven and earth

quake ! Captain Murakami, commander of the com-

pany, shouting tremendously and brandishing his

long sword, rushes forward. All the soldiers follow

his example and pierce the enemy's line, shouting,

screaming, dancing, and jumping. This done, the

Russians turn their backs on us and run for their

lives, leaving behind arms, powder, caps and so

forth. How cleverly and quickly they scamper

away ! That at least deserves our praise.

-73-



Waitou-shan became ours once for all. We did

not fight a very hard fight, but this our first success

was like a stirrup cup. Medetashi! Medetashi /

We raised our hearty Banzai to the morning sky at

eight o'clock on the twenty-sixth of June.
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Chapter XII

THE OCCUPATION OF KENZAN

WAITOU-SHAN
being taken with ease, the

emboldened thousands of our soldiers now

began to chase the fleeing enemy along the long,

narrow path leading from Lingshuiho-tzu to the 368

meter hill, that is, Kenzan. The object ol this march

was to attack the Russians occupying Kenzan, and

our men were more eager and enthusiastic than

ever, and fully expected to take this hill with one

single stroke.

Kenzan is a very steep, rocky, rugged peak and

the path on our side was particularly steep and

rugged, so much so that one man on the path could

prevent thousands of men from either climbing or

descending. This hill had had no name originally,

but the Russians themselves christened it Quin Hill.

After the place was taken, General Nogi gave it the

name of Kenzan,
" Sword Hill," after the famous

steep hill Tsurugi-ga-mine of Shikoku near our home

barracks, in order to perpetuate the fame of the

regiment that took this steep place. We did not

know at first, how large a Russian force was

stationed there. We had only ascertained that:there



were some infantry and more than ten guns for its

defence.

Our regiment, as the reserve force, went round the

foot of Waitou-shan and stopped in the cultivated

fields near the sea-shore. At this time it was

burning hot in Liaotung : moreover, there was no

stream of water to moisten our mouths, no tree or

bush beyond the village to give us shade. Our

position was even without grass, and we were

exposed to the red-hot-poker-like rays of the sun,

which seemed to pierce through our caps and melt

our heads. We, however, consoled ourselves with

the idea that this horrible fire-torture would not last

long, and that soon we should have a chance of real

fighting. But we remained in the same position

from 9 A. M. till 3 P. M., all the hottest hours of

the day. Far away to the left was visible the rip-

pling water of the eastern sea how we longed for a

cold bath, before going forward to die on the battle-

field. We could not help our mouths watering at

the distant sight of the sea !

After a while, a Russian gun-boat appeared near

Hsiaoping-tao, an island to our left, and began to fire

at our reserve force. Many circles of smoke were

scattered high in the air, the air itself made a

whirring sound, and the shot fell on our position with

a tremendous noise. Shot after shot, sound after

sound. Some would hit rocks, emit sparks, spread

smoke around, and the rock itself would fly in

pieces. Seen from a safe distance it is a heart-
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stirring sight, but we would not have welcomed a

real hit. Nearly all this shot came very near us,

but fortunately none of us were wounded. Soon we

began to hear the booming of gun and cannon in the

direction of Kenzan
;
and we knew the attack had

begun. We were anxiously longing to march and

join the battle.

How eagerly we welcomed the order :
" Forward

march !

" As soon as it was heard, all the men

jumped up with a spring and turned their eyes to the

Colonel's face. The Commander's brave bearing is

always looked up to by his men as their pattern.

Especially in a critical moment when the issue of

the day is to be settled, a commander's undaunted

attitude and steady gaze will alone inspire his men

with the courage and energy which lead them to

victory.

Now we were to march. Our heavy knapsacks

would have hindered our activity. The men hurried

to put about a day's ration into a long sack to be

fastened to the back and fixed their overcoats to

their shoulder. I pulled out two or three cigarettes

from a package and started at once. Without any

special order from anybody, our pace became faster

and faster, we marched along one long road toward

the place where the roar of cannon and rifle was

rising. We came nearer and nearer to the noise of

the battle-line. When we reached the actual spot,

how our hearts leaped !

The steep hill occupied by the enemy rose in

&2



front of us almost perpendicularly. Our first line

was incessantly exchanging fire with the Russians.

As the fighting became harder and harder, the

number of the wounded increased in proportion :

they were carried to the rear in quick succession.

Blood-stained men on stretchers, wounded soldiers

walking on with difficulty supporting themselves on

rifles
;
the sight of these unfortunate ones made us

the fresh men the more eager to avenge them.

The struggle became still fiercer. Our artillery

tried hard to silence the enemy's guns our infantry

were clambering up the steep height one after the

other, they would stop and
*

shoot, then climb a

little and stop again. The whole sky was covered

with grey clouds white and black smoke rose in

volumes shells fell on the ground like a hail storm.

After a short time, our superior artillery effectively

silenced three or four of the enemy's guns. Our

infantry came quite close to the enemy, when two

mines exploded before them. Our men were en-

veloped in black smoke and clouds of dust we
feared great damage was done. Strange to tell,

however, not one of our men had fallen when the

smoke-cloud cleared away. The enemy had wasted

a large quantity of precious powder for the mere

object of raising a dust !

The Russians tried to hinder our pressing on,

not only with these exploding mines, but also with

repeated volleys from the mountain top. This

latter scheme was carried out so incessantly that
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we could hardly face toward the enemy or raise

our heads comfortably. On and on, however, we
marched without fear or hesitancy. A small com-

pany of men at the head of the line would clamber

up the rocks and precipices, ready for annihilation :

encouraged by their example, larger forces would

break in upon the enemy like a flood,v Stepping
on mine-openings and braving rifle and cannon fire

coming from front and side, the extreme danger
and difficulty of their attack was beyond descrip-

tion. The enemy resisted desperately ;
this heaven-

protected steep Kenzan was too important for them

to give up.

Suddenly a tremendous shout arose throughout
our whole line; all the officers, with drawn swords

and bloodshot eyes, rushed into the enemy's forts,

shouting and yelling and encouraging their men to

follow. A hell-like struggle ensued, in which bayo-
net clashed against bayonet, fierce shooting was

answered by fierce shooting, shouts and yells were

mingled with the groans ot the wounded and

dying The battle soon became ours, for, in spite

of their desperate resistance, the enemy took to

their heels, leaving behind them many mementos

of their defeat. Banzai was shouted two or three

times, joy and congratulation resounded on the

heights of Kenzan, which was now virtually ours.

The flag of the Rising Sun was hoisted high at the

top of the hill. This stronghold once in our hands,

shall we ever give it back to the enemy ?
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Chapter XIII

COUNTER ATTACKS ON KENZAN

KENZAN
once in our hands, Shuangting-shan

and its vicinity soon became ours. Through
the smoke our colors were seen flying over the forces

now occupying these places, whose thunder-like

triumphal shouts echoed above the winds. This

Shuangting-shan was as important as Kenzan : nei-

ther position must remain .the hands of the enemy.
But Shuangting-shan was not strongly fortified and

the Russians could not hold it long against us. It

was an easy prey for us. "When one wild-goose

is frightened, the whole line of wild-geese goes into

disorder: when one company wavers, the whole

army is defeated," so says the old expression. When
the Russians lost Kenzan, which they had relied

upon so much, Shuangting-shan fell like a dead leaf,

and Hsiaoping-tao also became ours. This island

is to the left of the foot of Shuangting-shan, and,

as I have already told you, Russian ships had

appeared in that neighborhood and attacked us

from the flank; this attempt at piercing our side

with a sharp spear was very effective. These ships

were driven back into Port Arthur more than once



by our fleet; but as soon as they found a chance,

they would come back and bombard our flank.

During the battle of the twenty-sixth, three or four

gun-boats of the enemy were in that vicinity ; they

greatly hindered our attacks on Kenzan and Shuang-

ting-shan. So the left wing of our left column

was ordered to take the island and it soon came
within the sphere of our occupation. Thus the

whole of the first line of the enemy's defence about

Port Arthur came entirely under our flag.

Every detachment of our army was successful in

its attack of the twenty-sixth, and this gave us an

enormous advantage for the future development of

our plan of campaign. We were now in a position

to look down upon the -enemy's movements, from

those same heights whence they once had espied

our doings. It is, therefore, no wonder that the

Russians tried to recover this vantage ground. It

is said that General Stoessel ordered his whole

army to recover, at whatever cost, this Kenzan,

which, he said, was indispensable for the defence

of Port Arthur. This was quite natural for them.

But we Japanese had determined not to give up
the place to the enemy, whatever counter attack,

whatever stratagem, might be brought to bear. If

they were ready for a great sacrifice, we were

equally willing to accept the sacrifice. Brave

Russians, come and attack us twice or thrice, if you
are anxious to have regrets afterward ! What they

did was " to keep the tiger off the front gate and
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not to know that the wolf was already at the back

door."

The long summer-day's sun was going down, a

dismal grey light enveloped heaven and earth after

the battle;, warm, unpleasant winds were sweeping
over blood-stained grass, and the din of war of a

short time before was followed by an awful silence,

except for the scattered reports of rifles, with their

dull,' spiritless sound. This was the repulsed

enemy's random shooting to give vent to their

anger and regret; it was quite an amusement for

us ! All of a sudden, dark clouds were vomitted

by mountain peaks, the whole sky became black

in a moment, lightning and thunder were followed

by bullet-like drops of rain
;
nature seemed to repeat

the same desperate, bloody scene we had presented

a short while before. This battle of the elements

was an additional hardship for our men they had

not even trees for shelter; all looked like rats drench-

ed in water ! We spent the night on this mountain

in the rain, listening to the neighing of our horses

at its foot.

A severe battle is usually followed by a heavy
storm or shower. When the battle is at its height,

the sky is darkened with powder-smoke and the

whole scene is dismal and dreary. Presently a

heavy shower and deafening thunders come to wash

away all impurities of the battle-field. This rain

is called "the tears of joy for the victor, and the

tears of sorrow for the defeated
;

"
it is .also the



tears of mourning for the dead comrades. Such a

stormy night was almost sure to be utilized by the

enemy to recover the lost position. But we were

not off our guard after our victory as the enemy

might have imagined the roar of thunder or the

fall of rain would not make us less vigilant. Each

time they visited us, we were sure to dismiss them

at the gate, thanking them for their fruitless visit.

Once we occupy a place, a line of strict vigilance

is spread all around, ready to meet the enemy's

counter-surprise at any moment. This is what we

call "
tightening the string of the helmet in victory."

Seven days had elapsed after our taking Kenzan

and Shuangting-shan, when the enemy began a

counter-attack at mid-day of the third of July.

They seemed to be trying to recover Kenzan with an

overwhelming force. About eight or nine hundred

of their infantry pressed straight on from Wang-
chia-tun -their artillery took up their position in

and about Tashih-tung and began to fire at us

with great energy.
* We had been expecting this

all the time and were not surprised. All our guns

and rifles were concentrated into their front; they

were brave enough to rush on in spite of this shower

of shot. But our fire was too much for them ;

they fell like a row of nine pins. The officer at

their head flourished his long sword high in the air

and furiously rushed toward us but he too fell. At

each volley they fell like autumn leaves in the

wind. The remnant of the enemy thought it im-
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possible to face us, they ran back into the valleys

in complete disorder. Their infantry had thus

retreated, but the battery was not silenced so

easily. For some time longer it held on and fired

at our centre vigorously. Perhaps the sight of the

retreating infantry made the artillery-men lose

courage ; the noise of their firing became less and

less, soon the whole line of battle became as quiet

as a dream. We shouted Banzai again and again.

The enemy's first effort to regain Kenzan had

failed !

The Russians were so persistent in their attempt

at recovering the lost position, that, soon after this

severe defeat, about the same number of infantry

as before made their appearance on Taipo-shan.

Their band playing vigorously, they approached
our first line. When the distance between the two

parties became only seven or eight hundred metres,

they deployed, shouting
" Woolah !

"
very loud, and

rushed on us .bravely, encouraged by the sound

of fife and drum. We met them^ with a violent,

rapid fire, killing both those who advanced and

those who retreated. One of our detachments also

took the offensive. This again was too much for

the enemy they took to their heels and went back

toward Taipo-shan. In spite of the clear fact that

it was impossible for them to defeat us, they re-

peated one attack after another, making a fresh

sacrifice of men each time, fully determined to

recover Kenzan. This their tenacity of purpose is



truly worthy of a great Power and deserves our

admiration. Just as we have our loyal and brave

Yamato-damashii they have their own undaunt-

ed courage peculiar to the Slav race. The tiger's

roar causes storms to rise and the dragon's- breath

gathers clouds in the sky. Each of the contending

parties had a worthy foe with which to compare
its strength.

At one o'clock on the morning of the following

day, the fourth, the enemy broke through the dark-

ness of midnight and surprised us on Kenzan with

a forlorn-hope detachment. This movement was

so quick and so clever ! Not a blade of grass, not a

stone was disturbed; they clambered up the steep

ascent without a noise, and quite suddenly they
killed our sentries and rushed into our camp in

a dense crowd, with loud shouts, flourishing their

swords and brandishing their rifles. A scene oi

great confusion and desperate struggle ensued, it

was pitch dark and we could not tell friend from foe,

the only thing we could do was to cut and thrust

as much as possible without knowing at whom. We
could not see anything, but each could hear and

feel the heavy fall to the ground of his own an-

tagonist. Once again our defence was too strong

even for this assaulting party, who went down the

hill in disappointment, though without confusion.

We were all astonished at their valor and persever-

ance. Even those who were left behind wounded

would try and resist us with rifle or sword. One
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of them, in particular, who was seriously wounded

and on the brink of death, raised his drooping head

and smiled a ghastly smile of defiance and deter-

mination.

Such a clever, well-planned surprise having failed,

we thought that probably they had given up any

idea of further attack onus. Contrary to our ex-

pectation, however, they still clung to the object

of recovering Kenzan by some means. At the

dawn of the same morning, they tried an open
attack with a large force. This assault was parti-

cularly fierce. This time they showed even more

determination than before their artillery kept up a

continuous fire, while the infantry made their ad-

vance under its cover. The number of -men on

their first line was constantly increased and they

seemed determined to wrest Kenzan from us at any
cost. In spite of our advantageous position, in

spite of our experience in repeated repulse of the

enemy, the assault of this large body of Russians

was far from easy for us to break. But we too had

increased our men and had improved our defences

as much as possible, in expectation of just such

an attack as this. Consequently this was almost

as severe a fight as our attack on Kenzan.

The artillery of the enemy increased in strength

hour after hour and occupied the heights connecting

Wangchia-tun, Maotao-kou, Antzu-ling and so on;

their main strength was directed to Kenzan, and

also to our infantry position in general. Their way
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of pouring shrapnel on us was most energetic, and

they proved themselves better marksmen than

ever. Without the intermission of even a minute

or a second, their shot and shells rained on us in

a heavy shower. From early morning both our

artillery and infantry kept up a rapid fire and tried

hard to prevent the enemy from coming nearer,

fully determined not to allow them to enter, even

one step, into the place we had once taken with

our blood. In particular, those who were stationed

at Kenzan had the hardest of times they stood firm

under the enemy's fierce fire and checked with great

difficulty an attempt to rush their position. Some-

times they were hard pressed and in danger of

giving in ; at such times the officers in front would

stir them up and cry "Shoot ! Shoot !

"
staring at

the enemy with angry eyes and spitting foam from

their mouths ! The men kept their eyes fixed stead-

ily on the enemy, their hands at work incessantly

with breech-block and trigger. They strained all

their energy and power and did not economize

powder, of which they are so careful at other

times.

The firing from both sides became more and more

violent and quick, so that birds could not have

found space to fly, nor animals places for hiding.

Thousands and thousands of shot and shell crossed

in the air and made a dull sound in the heavy-
laden atmosphere the whoie heaven and earth

seemed the scene of the frantic rage of demons
;
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and we could not prophesy when this scene would

come to an end. The enemy's artillery fire was

very strong their time shrapnels would fly to us in

bundles, explode over our heads, and kill and wound

our men mercilessly. The explosion of their shrap-

nel shells would hurl up earth and sand before

and behind our skirmish line, raising a thick black

and white smoke at the spot, The struggle < f our

artillery to resist such a violent, incessant attack,

was beyond description. They were sometimes

obliged to change their position for a while. The

issue of the day was still hanging in the balance,

the enemy's forces were reinforced from time to time

by fresh men, they renewed the attack again and

again. On our side, too, a part of our general re-

serve was placed on the line of battle moreover,

several companies of heavy artillery were sent out

from Pantao to Huangni-chuan-Tashang-tun, and

their vicinity. Also, the marine heavy artillery

corps was stationed at Shakou-ho irt the south.

With this increase of strength on both sides, each

party threatened to annihilate the other. The fight

of the day became more and more desperate, the

boom of cannon and rifle lasted from dawn till

dusk
; still it did not lessen in its volume. The

enemy seemed anxious to take advantage of the

good effect of their fire to make an assault on us

under its cover. The sharper their attack, the

more watchful we became, and each time we dealt

a correspondingly severe counter attack.
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The melancholy rays oi the setting Sun : shorte

upon the dismal scene of the battle-field, with, a

background of dark-grey which added to the sad-

ness of the sight. This sadness, of course, was

associated with our anxiety about the issue of the

struggle. Was the battle of this day to cease

without any result ? Nay, the enemy would not

give up the attack with the arrival of night ;
on

the contrary, because they had a plan for a great

night assault on us, they continued their firing from

morning till evening, in order 1 to exhaust us both

in body and resources. We were -sure 'that this

was their plan, and so at night we waited for

their coming with more vigilance and watchful-

ness. As was expected, the enemy's whole line

began to move late at night and attempted to storm

Kenzan and recover the place with one tremendous

stroke. They came upon us in rage and fury : their

bayonets glittered; 'in the dark 'like the reflection

of the sun on ice and frost their " Woolah "
sounded

like the roar of hundreds of wild beasts. " Now is

the time for us to show them what we are made

of!" with this idea in all our minds, we began
with one accord to shower on them- -an accurate

fire, nearly all the shot told. We were almost

certain that the enemy would be defeated before

so sure a fire. Their ory of " Woolah " became

less and less loud the flowers of their swords also

faded away in the dark. At last -the whole place

became perfectly quiet, so that we could hear the
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melancholy note of summer insects singing in the

grass, and the groaning of the wounded Russians

left on the field. Up in the sky, thick clouds hung

heavy and low, threatening to begin to rain at

any moment. Our eyes rained first a drop or two,

in spite of ourselves, for our comrades who died

in this battle.

Later, when all the information was gathered,

we found that the number of the Russians that

began attack early in the morning was about one

thousand; it was gradually reinforced and became

five thousand and at .last it was more than

ten thousand. Added to this, some gun-boats of

the enemy appeared off the coast of kungyvang-

tang and fired vehemently on our centre and left

wing. Even this large, combined force of the

army and navy could not accomplish their cher-

ished object all their strategems and tricks were

of no -avail against us. After th.is fourth and

hardest assault, they seemed to lose
'

courage and

hope -no further attack was made on Kenzan the

only thing they continued to do was to reconnoitre

our camp, and to direct slow firing, on us both day
and night, accompanied by an occasional night

assault on a small scale, which seemed intended to

cover and protect the defensive works which they
were putting up in a great hurry, alpng the heights

of Taipo-shan.



Chapter XIV

ON THE DEFENSIVE

WHAT
an irksome, tantalizing business is de-

fence. We may be quite ready to march

and fight, both in moral and in material pre-

parations, and yet we must wait until the right

opportunity arrives. The sword hanging from the

belt may moan from idleness, the muscles of the arm

sigh from inactivity, and yet we have to wait till

the proper time comes. But defence is the first

step toward offence. We must first try every pos-

sible means on this line of vigilant defence, to

ascertain minutely and accurately the condition

of the enemy, and to find out the arrangement of

their men, before we lay down our plans and begin

a march and attack. So, therefore, our defence is

like the dragon concealing itself in a pond for a

while, and our march its gathering clouds and fogs

around itself and ascending to heaven. So then,

I propose here to tell you a little about the actual

condition of our line of defence after the battle

of Kenzan.

A strong army of fourteen battalions and twenty-

four guns now tried a hard and desperate assault
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on our position, to recover Kenzan "at whatever

cost," to use General Stessel's expression. But

their scheme ot reprisal was of no use. They
retreated far back toward Schuangtai-kou and An-

tzu-ling on the north and Taipo-shan and Laotso-

shan on the south, and there along the heights

they put up strong works of defence, planning to

make a firmer stand there than at Kenzan. And
we remained in exactly the same position as before,

not even an inch of ground was given back to the

enemy, our line stretched from Antzu-ling in the

north, with Luanni-chiao, Kenzan, Huangni-chuan-

Tashang-tun, in the middle, to Shuangting-shan
in the south. Our regiment was to watch over

the heights to the northeast of Huangni-chuan-

Tashang-tun, and on the very first day we began
to dig with picks and shovels. As compared with

our experience in Changchia-tun we were much
nearer the enemy, and, moreover, we had to make
our works much stronger, knowing that the enemy
would be sure to try occasional assaults on us,

notwithstanding their repeated defeats in the at-

tempt to recover Kenzan. We had no time to give

our men rest after their hard, continuous fighting.

We could not leave our gateway wide open for

thieves and burglars, however anxious we were to

rest our men. The urgent necessity of the case

did not allow sympathetic consideration for their

exhaustion. The brave soldiers themselves did not

think of any repose, day and night they carried
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the sand bags and wire entanglements, left at

Changchia-tun, along the rocky steep path, or

with no path at all, catching hold of grass-roots

or points of rock. They devoted every available

minute to putting up strong works as quickly as

possible.

Our position was on a steep, rocky skeleton- like

mountain and over valleys with sides almost per-

pendicular, There were no trees to shield us from

the sun, no streams of water to moisten our parch-

ed lips. Our only comfort was that we could see

through mist the forts on far away Laotieh-shan

and ramparts on nearer hills and peaks, and im-

agine -that soon the curtain would be raised and a

great living drama again be presented on the stage.

We pictured to ourselves the joy of another valiant

struggle and wished that we might be allowed to

sacrifice ourselves so completely that not a piece

of our flesh be left behind. Days passed in hard

work and vain imaginings. When the curtain of

night covered the scene, a body of black forms

would climb the hill. What were they ? They
were fresh men to take the place of those exhaust-

ed by the day's hard work. Had they to work-

even at night ? Yes, on the line of defence this

night work was the more important. In the day-

time the enemy's artillery would fire and try to

find out where we were working, and therefore

steady progress was impossible. To make up the

time lost we had to work at night. Looking at
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the distant smoke rising from the camp fires of the

enemy, our men dug earth, piled up stones, carried

sand, filled sacks, and planted stakes for wire

entanglements. In doing this we had to try and

make as little noise as possible, and of course

could not smoke. Even the lighting of a cigarette

might give occasion for the enemy to fire at us.

At two or three o'clock in the morning, we were

still working hard, in spite of heavy rain or storm.

The men did all this without complaining, ungrudg-

ingly, they only thought of doing their very best

for the country, and for the Sovereign. They

truly deserve the heartfelt thanks and praises of

the nation.

In the small hours of the morning the body of

pioneers would rest their arms a while. Even then

there were some who stood straight as statues with

their guns on their shoulders and straining their

eyes toward the enemy. The duty of the sentinels

was also far from easy. Exposed to the night

wind of the Peninsula they would smile and say:

"It's very cool to-night! Shall we have another

night assault as usual ?"

We did not know certainly where the enemy's

artillery was stationed, but they would fire into

the valley, where we staff officers had pitched

our tents, as if in search of us. It was on the

fifteenth of July, if I remember correctly, that a

big ball came flying, exploded with a tremendous

noise, shattered rocks, threw up stones, raised
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dark yellow smoke, and shook the earth. We
had been accustomed only to field-gun balls, this

was our first experience of such a huge one. We
were greatly astonished. Probably th^ enemy had

hauled navy guns up to Lungwang-tang and fired

at us with them. They still seemed anxious to find

a chance of recovering Kenzan, and sent us long

distance balls diligently. All our battalions there-

fore agreed to take careful statistics, and report

how many balls were sent and to what part of

our line, between what and what hours. The enemy
tried in vain to frighten us by shattering the rocks

of Kenzan with long distance shot. Seen from a

distance the explosion of shrapnel looks like fire-

works; but to be under such a shower of fire, is

not particularly pleasant. There was also one

thing that puzzled us very much, every day almost

at the same hour, they would fire at us with special

zeal, their aim was always directed to our head-

quarters and sometimes they would inflict upon us

unexpected damage. We thought, of course, there

must be some secret in this mysterious act of the

enemy's, but it was not at all easy to find out that

secret. After a long and careful investigation the

following wonderful and detestable fact came to

light.

The Chinese natives were in the habit of driving

cows or sheep up to the hills at the back of our

line of vigilance and giving signals to the Russians

from this great distance. Their code was to
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indicate the direction or village to be fired at by
a black cow, a flock of sheep, etc. Our experience

at Changchia-tun had fully warned us of the dan-

gerous quality of the Chinese, who would give up
even their lives for money. But this time they

did not even attempt to pass through our line, but

simply drove their animals slowly up the mountain

path. How could we dream that such an in-

nocent-looking act was betraying us to the enemy !

They are ignorant and greedy survivors of a decayed

people, they know only the value of gold and

silver and do not think of national or international

interests. It has never occurred to them to try

and think why it was that Japan and Russia were

fighting on their own farms, they were only anxious

to make good the damage done to their farms and

crops. Of course we had to punish these offenders

very severely, though they deserved our pity, rather

than our hatred. Mammon is the only god they

worship.

It was somewhere about the twentieth of this

same month that our scouting officers went deep

through the picket line of the enemy and gave a

great surprise to some of their non-commissoned

officers. The Japanese officers accomplished their

object with success, and on their way back came

across three or four of the enemy's scouts. They
chased the Russians about and tried to capture

them, but the Russians fired at the Japanese officers

in a desperate effort to make good their escape.
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Only one of them was left behind and captured, and

our officers came -back in triumph with their cap-
tive. As usual we cross-examined the Russian,

who was an infantry corporal, he bowed frequently

and begged that his life might be spared, promising
to tell us everything he knew, What a wretch !

We wished we could give- 'him one small dose of

Japanese patriotism which considers "
duty heavier

than a mountain, and death lighter than a feather."

We hear that a Japanese soldier who had the mis-

fortune of being captured by the Russians at Port

Arthur rebuked and reviled, with his face flushed

with anger, the Russian General before whom he

was driven. On the contrary this Russian tolcl

us every military secret he knew in order to keep
his body and soul together. When he was led

to the line of observation and told to tell us the

arrangement of the Russian soldiers he pointed out

and explained it with no scruple whatever, saying

to the right there was the 26th Regiment of the

Infantry Sharpshooters, the 28th Regiment of the

same in the middle, and what Regiment on the

left hand, and so on. The correspondence between

his answers and the reports from scouts testified

to the correctness of each. He told us all the

truth he knew and ". we were greatly helped by him.

But all the same we despised^him as a coward un-

worthy of a true soldier's society.

Let me take this opportunity of telling you about

our examination of a Russian soldier, captured the
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nigjht after our attack on Kenzan, under a huge
rock where he was hiding himself. Our dialogue

was something like this :

"What do you think of our attack ?
"

" We were afraid, expecting every moment that

the Japanese would try a fierce attack on us."

" Do your commanders take good care of you ?
"

"When we first arrived in Port Arthur they

were kind and considerate to us, but recently they

have not been so* For the last three months or

so, we have received only one third of our pay.

Our rations talso have been reduced one half, all

the rest goes into their private pockets."
" Have those who were defeated at Nanshan gone

back to Port Arthur ?
"

"
They were not allowed to enter the main fort-

ress
; they were ordered to work on the first line

and live off the country, on the ground that there

was no spare food to give them."
41 Do you know that many of your countrymen

have been sent to Japan as captives ?
"

"
Yes, I know. Just the other day a friend of

mine went to Japan as a captive."

How could the officers and commanders secure

respect "and obedience and faithful service from

subordinates whom they did not love and take care

of? Other kinds of service may be secured in other

ways, but the faithful discharge of military duties, in

the moment of life and death on the battle-field, can

only come through the officers' loving their men as
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their own .children, and the men's respecting their

officers as their own parents. When one party is

pocketing the salary and reducing the rations of

the other, mercilessly involving them in unnecessary

privation and hardship, how can they be respected,

and how can they expect their men to die for such

unkind officers ? The fact that the Russians soldiers

pillaged the innocent natives everywhere, looting

their valuables, stealing their food, and insulting

their wives and daughters,' finds a partial explana-

tion in the above statement of the Russian captive.

Day after day our works on the line of defence

increased in strength. All the while the Russians

continued their tiresome shell assault under cover

of night, and each time they were repulsed by our

men. Cannon balls rent the air without inter-

mission, but they were so badly aimed that we
were anxious lest they might exhaust their ammu-
nition in fruitless efforts. But aimless bullets occa-

sionally killed or wounded our men. It is no cause

of regret to die in a glorious battle, but to be

woundec^ and killed while engaged in duties of

defence, and lose the desired opportunity of joining

the great fight soon to take place, was something
that we did not relish. "I shall never go to the

rear." "I will not be sent to the dressing station
"

these words from the lips of the wounded soldiers

well expressed their disappointment and regret.

We can fully sympathize with their feelings.

!
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Chapter XV

LIFE IN CAMP

WE had relied upon our tents as a sufficient pro-

tection at least from rain and dew, but they

were now in a miserable condition, torn by wind

and spoiled by rain. In the sixty days since our

Janding we had lived in tents. All the circum-

stances had been against our securing other quar-

ters. Chinese villages have seldom many houses,

only three or four together, here and there ; they

are not at all adapted for accomodating a large

army. If sometimes we happened to spend a night

under the eaves of a house, sheltered from inclement

weather, but smelling .all the time the unsavory
odors of pigs and garlic, it seemed as great a

luxury as sleeping under silk comfortables in an

elegant room at home. Tents were our ordinary

dwellings, one sheet of canvas was everything to

us, shutting off wind and rain, and making our

condition far better than if we had been obliged
to lie down in the damp open fields with the earth

as our bed. But this all important canvas could no

longer do anything except serve the purpose of

sheltering from the sun's rays, it now allowed the
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merciless rain to tease us, and the angry winds to

chastize us freely, for what offence we did not know.

Though it kept off the scorching sun, it yielded before

wind and rain. Our bodies could bear the rage of

the elements, but how could we protect our rations

and our guns against the weather. These things

were as important to us as life itself. We had no

other place of shelter, not even a tree to protect

us. Crying and lamenting were of no use. If it

could not be helped we could at least sleep a

good sleep exposed to rain, arid lose our fatigue

from the day's work in pleasant dreams. If one

could have stolen a glance at our sleeping faces,

on such a night, what a sight would have greeted

his eyes ! There we lay, fully clothed, with long

dishevelled hair and unshaven faces, looking like

beggars or mountain bandits, our tanned skin

coverd with dust and grime. We were terribly

emaciated
;
our only delight was in eating. When-

ever we had time, our thoughts turned to the

question :

" What can we get to eat ?
"

" Have you anything good ?
"

" No, but you must have something nice ;
do

give me some."

These were the usual forms of greeting when-

ever we met. Sometimes when our mouths were

too lonely we roasted peas, beans, or corn and

would chew them, making sounds like rats biting

something hard. Such an experience showed us

what a life of luxury we had been living at home
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The capture of Dalny gave our army improved

facilities for the conveyance of supplies, and we

could live on without much privation, except when

we were actually engaged in fighting. The soldiers

received their regular rations, which they cooked

for themselves. In the shadow of a rock, or at

the corner of a stone wall they might be seen

cooking their food with millet stalks as fuel, wait-

ing impatiently in the smoldering smoke for the

rice to be ready. They were just like happy
children. The relishes were chiefly cucumber, dried

radish, edible fern, dried sweet potato or canned

things. These were prized as great delicacies as

we were frequently obliged to swallow hard biscuit

without water, or to welcome as a great treat half-

cooked rice and one or two salt pickled plums.

Our present station was pleasanter than Chang-

chia-tun
;

here we had some green grass, and

some lovable blossoms also smiled upon us
;
we

would pick these flowers and arrange them in

empty shells, or put them in our button holes and

enjoy their fragrance. The tiny, blue forget-me-

nots made us sometimes fly in imagination to our

dear ones at home.

We Japanese fighters had another foe besides the

Russians; it was the formidable fiend called climate.

However brave a man may be, he may fall sick at

any moment and have to leave the line of battle
;

this is being wounded by the enemy called climate,

or sometimes by another called food. Exposure to
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the wind and rain sometimes brings about epi-

demics. It is hard enough to wait in wet clothes

until the welcome sun comes out and dries us, but

it adds greatly to the hardship to be in constant

dread lest a terrible foe come and assault us at

any moment. In this neighborhood there were no

trees worth the name, but there was grass enough
for us to thatch improvised roofs for temporary

quarters. These grass roofs were sufficient to keep
off the sun, but were of no use against rain and

storm. In wet weather they were even worse than

our torn tents. We could well stand the storm of

the enemy's fire, but the storm of the elements was

too much for us. Our soldiers got drenched to

the skin and chilled through and through ;
added

to this their excessive work both night and day,

the insufficiency of their sleep and the drinking of

the worst possible water, all combined to bring

about an epidemic of dysentery, which proved a

heavy drain on our forces. Attacked by this

disease, I, who had been fat and strong, began to

lose flesh and energy very fast and feared that I

might be vanquished eventually by this enemy.
I was sad and grieved. Any sickness is far from

welcome, but it is doubly hard to fall ill where pro-

per medical and hygienic supplies can not be se-

cured. Moreover we were expecting every day to be

ordered forward to fight. Should this order come
before we recovered we must be left behind, and

not partake in the glory of another battle. This
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thought made us sick men still more impatient and

sad. I shall never forget the kindness of three

men who were my benefactors at this time. They
were the "two surgeons Masaichi Yasui and Hajime

Ando, and my soldier servant Bunkichi Takao.

In spite of the infectious nature of my trouble,

these surgeons were with me all the time, and

attended to my medicine, food and nursing very

carefully. They also told me interesting and amus-

ing stories to cheer me up and to comfort me.

Thanks to their efforts, I became better and was

allowed to join the glorious fight and fulfill my
allotted duties. Fighting together makes all men
like brothers, or like fathers and sons. But this

experience attached me' particularly to these men,

and all the time we were stationed in this one

place I rejoiced to labour and suffer with them.

Separation is the ordinary rule in the battle-field ;

moreover we did not know when we might not be

separated eternally by death. In the fierce siege

of a strong fortress, death and injury cannot be

limited to the men in the front lines, they may
visit surgeons and other non-combatants in the

rear. Not only that, but surgeons have often to

risk themselves and go forward to the firing line

to pick up the wounded. We never know who
will be Jfirst to die. "If you are killed and I

remain whole, I will gather all your things and

keep them as a dear memento of our -'camp life

together. If I die and you are spared, please keep
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a piece of my blood-stained cloak and liand it

down to your posterity. My crimson blood will

thus then be a memento of my sincere friendship
to you, a symbol of my insignificant service loyally
tendered to our Great Sire." Thus we talked and

promised in this manner and became the best of

friends> However, in the confusion of a battle-

field a man does not commonly know where his

particular friend fell, nor can he usually find his

body. A chance meeting whether dead or in

life, was of course an exception which we could

not count upon. So when the first general assault

on Port Arthur was announced, I shook the hands

of these two surgeons in a last farewell, never

expecting to see them again in this world. Later,

surrounded by the enemy, my limbs were shattered

at Wangtai. A brave soldier rescued me and

carried me away. I was thus removed in a Strange

way from the mouth of the tiger. I lost con-

sciousness. When I recovered my senses, it was my
friends Yasui and Ando who held my shattered

hands and said, "We thank you." It was they
who had been taking care of me.

Bunkichi Takao, my soldier servant, was one of

the company whom I had trained in the garrison.

I admired his faithfulness, sincerity and zeal. When
I was transferred to the headquarters of the Regi-

ment, I made a special request to his Captain and

secured him as my servant. Even in time of peace
the relation between an officer and hrs servant is
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very close, but when once in the battle-field to-

gether their relations become still closer; it is no \

more master and servant, but elder and younger
brothers. In every thing I dependend upon Takao,
and he in return became devotedly attached to

me. He cooked for me, and brought me my food ;

somewhere he obtained a big water jar, carried

water from a distance to fill it, and gave me the

luxury of a good hot bath. In his letter to my
father, we find such passages as the following:

" Since coming to the front, we two have been

quite well. Please put your heart at ease, as I

am taking good care of my Lieutenant. In the bat-

tle-field we don't know when we may be separated,

but I shall guard my Lieutenant even after death.

I shall never forget his kindness. Forever and

ever, please consider me as one of your family."

What sincerity and faithfulness! While I was

ill he would sit up all the night, forgetting his own
tired-out self, to stroke my chest, and rub my
arms. When I asked for food in great hunger, he

would chide me and soothe me as one would a

baby, saying :
*

"You can not have anything now. When you

get better, I will give you anything you want."

He paid minute attention to every detail and

left nothing to be desired in nursing me. I appre-
ciated his devotion and was very grateful to him.

Later, when I was wounded, Takao was no longer

my servant. He also was wounded but heard of
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my injury as he was being sent to the rear. He
tried hard to search me out in this field hospital

or that, but he could not find me and was greatly

grieved, as I have since learned. Heaven seemed

willing to spare the life of such a sincere man as

Takao. He had the good fortune to come home
in the final triumph. He was wounded twice, order-

ed to the front thrice, and is now well known as

a loyal servant and a veteran warrior. Frequently
he discharged with success most important duties

of an orderly, his undaunted courage and quick

sagacity always helping him in moments of

difficulty.

Although our camp was, as you have seen,

exposed to merciless attacks of storm, heat and

sickness, and the enemy's projectiles made frequent

visitors to beguile our lonely moments, nevetheless

the morale of men and officers improved day by

day. They were hungering and thirsting for an

early chance to assume the offensive.
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Chapter XVI

NIGHT STORM ON THE LINE

OF VIGILANCE

THE poor Russians who were hopelessly in-

vested in Port Arthur were being driven

back into a smaller and smaller space every day,
so that of necessity they tried desperately to break

through our line and enlarge their sphere of activity.

Their repeated repulse at Kenzan had apparently

discouraged further attempts at retaking the hill,

but almost every day they attacked some spot on

our line with more or less spirit. However, they
were never once successful, and their efforts result-

ed only in the loss of ammunition and men.

About the tenth of July, we sent some advance

patrols to a steep hill in front of our line, which

we named Iwayama, Rocky Hill. On this spot the

enemy's scouts had made their appearance frequent-

ly and tried to spy out the condition of our defence.

So, we drove them away, and put up our own line

of outposts there. It was on the sixteenth of

July, while it was yet pitch dark, that Lieutenant

Sugimura and a handful of men were ordered to

this spot. Even in summer, the night breeze on

the continent is cool, and the chilly wind swept



their faces through the darkness and rustled the

grass. The men, reduced to skin and bones and

with morbidly sensitive nerves from their continued

insufficiency of sleep., lay watching through the

darkness with straining eyes, occasionally putting
their ears to the ground, to listen for foot-steps,

thinking that the enemy must be sure to come on

such a night. Suddenly the sentinel's cry "The

enemy!" is at once followed by the Lieutenant's

order "
Deploy !

"
Cool and courageous, Sugimura

faced the attack with an eager determination to

defend this important spot to the very last. The

enemy encircled them from three sides and they
were many more than the Japanese, though the

accurate number could not be ascertained in the

dark. Moreover, the enemy brought machine-guns
and attacked the Japanese fiercely on the flank.

These dreadful engines of destruction the Russians

relied upon as their best means of defence. Our

army had faced them at Nanshan and had been

mowed down by hundreds and thousands. Imagine
Lieutenant Sugimura, with only a handful of soldiers,

fearlessly brandishing his long sword and directing

his men to fight- this formidable enemy. The fate

of the small group of defenders, surrounded by the

enemy on threat' sides, was entirely in Sugimura's

hand. He was so 'brave and his men so valiant

that they foilgtot n for two hours and did not

yield even ah inch of ground. In spite of their

overwhelming numbers the enemy seemed to find
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the Japanese too much for them, and all at once

discontinued attack and disappeared in the dark-

ness. But our brave Sugimura was terribly wound-

ed. A shot from a machine-gun went through his

head. He did not succumb to the wound for some

minutes, but continued to shout and encourage his

men, until he saw, though his blood was fast

running into his eyes, the enemy retreat !

The Russians left more than ten dead behind

them. Early the next morning, the seventeenth,

they came with a Red-Cross flag and stretchers,

coolly approached our patrol line, coming as near

as fifty metres, and trying to peep into our camp
under the pretence of picking up their dead ! This,

as also their unwarranted use of the white flag

and of our sun-flag, was a despicable attempt at

deceiving us. Not only once, but frequently did

they repeat these shabby tricks. One time they

showed their meanness in another way. At one

spot our sentinel noticed a dark shadow coming

forward, so cried as usual :

"Halt! who goes there?"

"Officer of our army
"

The Japanese sentinel thought that a scouting

officer came back and said :
" Pass on !

"
Suddenly

the dark shadow attacked the sentinel with his

bayonet. The latter who was at once undeceived,

exclaimed :

" You enemy ! Impudent fellow ! Come
on !

" and knocked him down with the stock of his

rifle. The enemy learned a few Japanese words
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and tried to use them in deceiving us. Because

the Russians did not scruple to resort to such

small, unmaly tricks, we had always to be very
careful and vigilant.

Lieutenant Sugimura was picked up and carried

to a barn where his soldier servant Fukumatsu Ito

nursed him as a mother would her sick child.

The faithful Ito grew pale with anxiety and fatigue.

With his eyes full of tears, he would comfort and

nurse his master, It was a. touching sight to see

him so thoroughly devoted to Lieutenant Sugimura.
When the latter was sent to a field hospital, Ito

used to go and visit him whenever he had leisure,

walking a great distance over a rough road. One

day on my way back from the headquarters of

the Brigade, I noticed a soldier coming up the hill,

panting under a heavy load on his shoulder. Com-

ing nearer I found it was Ito. I asked him ;

."How is Lieutenant Sugimura's wound?"

"Extremely bad, I am sorry to say. He does

not understand anything to-day."
" Indeed ! & Sugimura must surely be grateful

for your kind care." At this word of praise, Ito

dropped a few tears and said :

"I do regret that I was not wounded together

with my Lieutenant. I have not had time enough
to return his kindness to me, and now we must

part, it seems to me. It would have been far

better if we had died together. It was but last

night that my Lieutenant grasped my hand in his
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and said to me, I am very grateful to you/ I

felt so sad then, and longed to. die with my
Lieutenant"

I could not watch this faithful man's fance any

longer. He added: "I must hurry on and see

him," and went on in a dejected state of mind.

His heavy parcel was full of Sugimura's things.

Sugimura's sad wound incited all the officers

and men to a greater determination to chastise the

enemy on Taipo-shan in front of us, they were all

anxious to avenge the death and wounding of so

many of their comrades. Those who died on out-

post duty were of course sorry not to die on a

more glorious battle-field. Some of their dying

words were so full of indignation and regret that

they reached the marrow of the hearer's bones.

As one of the most characteristic instances of

this kind I venture to introduce a soldier by the

name of Heigo Yamashita. This man was always

earnest and obedient in doing his duty and would

never grudge any amount of toil. His comrades

loved and respected him and regarded him as a

model soldier. One day on the battle-field he

turned to his best friend, and said to him most

solemnly :

"I never expect to go back alive. I have no

other desire than that I be allowed to go and

meet my comrades who died ten years ago, and

tell them that the vengeance is complete ....but

I have one elder brother who is living in poverty,
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When I die, please let him know how brilliantly

njy death-flower blossomed."

Not long after this, he was ordered to convey

an important message; on his way back to report

the successful discharge of his duty, he was shot

through the abdomen, and he cried out:

" What of this ? A mere trifle !"

But he could stand no longer. He was carried

to the dressing station, the surgeon who examined

him shook his head sadly and said that the -maa

could not be saved. The Colonel of.his regiment

paid a visit to this valiant soldier and comforted

him, saying:

"Don't lose hope! You suffer badly, but you

must keep up your courage."

But seeing that the man's end was fast approach-

ing, the Colonel's eyes were dim with tears, when

he said : ,

" It is a wound of honor. You have done

well ........." At this kind word Heigo opened his

eyes a little and squeezed the following forcible

entreaty out of his agony :
.

:" Colonel, please pardon me pray avenge

me. .." -...'.,
His hand trembled, and his lips quivered as if

he wished to say more, but soon, he started on the

journey from which, none return. Poor Pleigo ! he

could not join the great fight soon to take pUce,

but died in this sad way. An apology for his not

doing anything better and an entreaty to be



revenged were the last words of this loyal subject.

-On the following day his comrades interred his

remains in the field, and Chaplain Toyama read

prayers and gave him a posthumous name accord-

ing to the Buddhist custom. The tombpost bearing

this new name was set up facing Port Arthur.

Here I must tell you about a memorial service

for the lead that was held in the camp. Since

our attack on Kenzan, we had lost no small

'lumber of men, so His "Excellency the Commander

of our division appointed the first of July for a

service in memory of those brave souls. An altar

was raised on a farm near Lingshuiho-tzu toward

the cloudy evening of that day. It was called an

altar, but in reality it was only a desk that we

found in a farmer's yard. It was covered with

White cloth, and a picture of Amida Buddha, that

Chaplain Toyama happened to have, was hung
above it. In front of the altar, boxes were piled

up containing the ashes; these boxes were about

five inches square. Also provision was made for

burning incense, and the altar was set facing Port

Arthur. The dim light of candles added to the

gloom and sadness of the occasion ; the insects

singing far and near seemed to chant about the

inconstancy of all things. A shower falling through
the willow-branches which were being combed by
the winds, seemed like tears of heaven. The
officers of the <livision formed a semi-circle before

the altar, the soldiers stood behind them, and



when the reading of the Scriptures by the Chaplain
was ended, the Commander stepped forward ^solemn-

ly and offered incense, then bowed his head and

did not raise it for some minutes his heart

was full of untold grief and gratitude. His lips

must have heen repeating the phrase :
" You have

done well !" The spirits of the brave dead must

also have been grieved to have left such a worthy
General. Other officers one by one, followed the

General, bowing and offering incense, each sorrow-

ing over his unfortunate subordinates. "You have

fought bravely and proved the success of my
training. You have faithfully done your duty and

been useful instruments in the hands of His Majes-

ty," must have been the silent tribute each officer

gave his own men. The surviving men, who had

entered the garrison at the same time with those

unfortunate comrades and striven with them in the

performance of their daily duties, must have envied

their manly, heroic death and wished they had so

distinguished themselves as to die with them. The

drops moistening the sleeves of the officers and

men, now bowing before the altar, were not merely

from the shower of heaven.
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Chapter XVII

THE BATTLE OF TAIPO-SHAN

AFTER
we repulsed the enemy at Kenzan in

their desperate attempts at re-taking the

hill, our position increased daily in strength. On
the one hand, every preparation was being made
for an aggressive movement. Twelve guns cap-

tured at Nanshan were arranged on the heights

near Luauni-chiao, and six heavy naval guns were

placed on the height to the west of Chuchuan-tzu.

On the other hand, powerful scouting parties were

being frequently dispatched to ascertain the arrange-

ment of the advance posts of the enemy. At this

time, the enemy's main position was on the steep hills

between Yingcheng-tzu in the north with Shuangtai-
kou and Antzu-ling in the middle, and Taipo-shan
and Laotso-shan in the south. They had fortified

these naturally strong places with everything that

money and time could afford, fully determined not to

allow us Japanese to advance even one step south of

this line. So, it was extremely difficult to take this

position by storm. But we had been drawing our

bow for a month and were now quite ready and anx-

ious to let the arrow go. The opportunity ripened,
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the men's morale was at its best. On July twenty-

eighth all the columns and corps started from our

position with one accord to descend upon the Russian

position in the south.

The sole objective of the Regiment to which I

belonged was the strongly fortified Taipo-sha,n, on

which the enemy relied as the most important point

in their advance position. On the night previous to

the opening of hostilities the plan of campaign was

minutely explained to us, the Brigadier-General

specially urged officers and men to do our uttermost

and never to stop until the place was captured, say-

ing that this battle was the first important step to-

ward the real investment of Port Arthur, and that we
were to attack the strongest of the enemy's advance

posts. Our Colonel also addressed us and said that

this was the first time that our Regiment was to fight

as a whole, that the final victory of a battle is, in

fact, won early in the struggle ;
that all our lives

belonged to him as our Commander and that he would

not hesitate to sacrifice them, but would resort to

whatever means he might think advisable, during the

act of fighting. He also told us that this was the

time for us to put to test the spirit o&Bushido in which

we had been 4on2 anc* carefully trained, that we

must remember his every day instructions in general,

and the one given on the day of our departure from

the garrison in particular, so that we might concen-

trate our thoughts and aspirations upon justifying

His Majesty's gracious trust in us, and be ready to
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fall, all of us, under the honoured banner of our

regiment. This was truly a solemn injunction ! The

commanders of the battalions and companies followed

suit, and each of us was carefully put in mind of his

duty and urged to do his very best to keep the

honour of the regiment unsullied. Thus our already

willing determination was made still firmer and

stronger, we were in such an uplifted state of mind,

that we had taken the whole of Taipo-shan before

commencing hostilities !

The scene in the camp presented an extraordinary

sight during the night previous to our march. Com-

rade was whispering with comrade here and there.

Some there were who grasped their rifles lightly and

smiled a lonely smile by themselves. Others changed
to their best and cleanest underwear, so that they

might not disgrace themselves before the enemy, dead

in dirty clothing. Still others were looking vacantly

into the heavens and singing in an undertone. And
what was I thinking at this moment ? All,

I hope, were equally anxious to be able to die happy
and contented, saying :

" I have done my duty by

,the blessing of Heaven."

Before daybreak on the twenty-sixth July, when

the fog was so thick that we could not see a foot*

ahead, and a cool breeze was sweeping through space

after the shower of the previous evening, thousands

of warrious began to move on like a long serpent

through the dark. At 3 A. M. we reached the foot of

Iwayama, which was assigned to the reserve of our
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regiment. On the top of this hill was the position for

the skirmishers, another hill to the right was assigned

to the artillery. Until the signal for opening hostili-

ties was given, even one man's head was not allowed

to be thrust out of the line. All loaded their guns
and kept the cartridge boxes open and were breath-

lessly waiting for the Colonel's order,
" Fire !

" He
was standing on the top of Iwayama with field-

glasses in hand, his adjutant stood Jbefore him

with an open map and occasionally fumbled about in

his map-case ;
the ammunition pack-horses were

gathered together at the foot of the hill, transport-

soldiers were eagerly waiting to begin work. The

signal was to be a cannon-shot; we watched the

hands of our watches and our hearts jumped as the

time went on minute by minute.

At forty-nine minutes past eleven the first roar was

at last heard on the left wing ;
it was the signal for

commencing attack on the enemy along Laotso-shan

and Taipo-shan. For the last thirty days we had

not discharged a single shot, so this cannon report

must have taken the enemy unawares and their

hurried response sounded dull and sleepy and went

high above our heads. Our plan was that the left

wing should first attack and defeat the enemy on

Laotso-shan, and then our detachment was to

reinforce it. So we had to remain idle for some

time and watch the progress of their attack on Laotso-

shan. After a while, our naval guns began to make

such a tremendous noise, that we hoped the enemy



would soon be scared to death and give up their

advance posts as our easy prey. But they proved

stronger than we thought, and did not disperse them-

selves like a swarm of spiders before our assault 1

The fight increased in severity as time went on, our

whole artillery was concentrated upon the heavy

artillery on the northern slope of Laotso-shan and

endeavored with might and main to silence them.

After some time, when the enemy's fire had slackened

a little, our infantry of the left wing began to march

forward under the protecting fire of our artillery.

At once they captured a crescent-shaped height,

about two thousand metres ahead of us, immediately

afterwards they turned to the left and occupied the

northern shoulder of Laotso-shan at ten o'clock. It

seemed that the Russians had not fortified these

places very strongly, for after some resistance, they

gave up the large fort on the important position of

Laotso-shan. Still their resistance was quite stub-

born, and even when our infantry occupied the top of

the hill, a portion of the enemy still stuck to the

southern slope and stood fearlessly and desperately

under our concentrated downward fire* This was the

Cause of the long duration of this attack. Eventually

our left wing succeeded in routing and driving them

away from this spot, they had the inlet of Lung-

wangtang at their back and could not retreat in that

direction. Soon they were hard pressed and obliged

to leave many dead and wounded behind, the

remainder jumped into junks and concealed them-
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selves on the opposite side of the inlet.

The work assigned to the left wing being thus

finished, our regiment now had the great opportunity

of attacking the enerny. Whereupon, Colonel Aoki

ordered all his;

captains,
"
Right ! Whole line begin

fire !" All at once the whole line thrust out its head,

the first and second battalions on the right and the

third on the left. Their firing sounded like popping

corn. As soon as we began, the Russian bullets began
to fall in large drops about us, stirring up sand, kicking

stones and felling men. Those that pass near our

ears make a whistling sound, and those going high

through the air a trembling boom. Our skirmish' line

forming a long chain loses its links here and there
;

the carriers of stretchers run hither and thither and

convey the dead and wounded to the first aid

station. Not only the hail of rifle-shot, but also large

projectiles burst over our heads arid emit white smoke.

The fragments of shell fall on the ground with a thud

and make holes, or else pierce the skirmishers'' head

from the top. Sometimes, the empty case of a shell

would go past the hill and fall in the midst of our

reserve.** While 1 was still with the reserve, I actually

saw a soldier who was struck by such ari efripty shell,

lose his right arm, and die oh the spot. When we

examined the empty shell later on, we discovered in-

side it, first a piece of overcoat, then a piece of coat,

then, a piece of undershirt, then flesh and bone, then

again underwear, coat and overcoat, together with

grass and pebble's stained with blood, the whole iriak-



ing a sort of horrible canried goods.

This struggle lasted for several hours ; the enemy's

artillery was very strong and we could not find a-

chance of going forward. Our dead and wounded

increased so fast that the stretchers prepared were

not sufficient. The fire reached even the first-aid

stations far in the rear. Some wounded soldiers

there were injured again or killed. It was a desperate

fight. The reserve Was brought about to the left of

the artillery's position, so that they could form art

assaulting column at a moment's notice and rush upori

the" enerriy when the opportunity came. At this

time I was with the reserve, carrying the Regimental

flag. Because our position was with the artillery, and

because the flag was a great target for the enemy*
the Russians in Wangchia-tun began at once a fierce

fire on us. Their concentrated fire was well aimed

and their shells came like rain falling side-ways in

the wind. When the smoke cleared away for -a

miniite, we found a lieutenant, who had, just a

moment before, been bravely ordering his men, lying

dead covered with blood* The chief of the gun de-

tachment and also the gunners were torn to pieces,

their brains gushing out and their bowels mixing with

mud and blood.
^
The reserve gunners went to take

their place, when they also were killed. Such a

bloody scene can never be realized without an actual

sight ; my pen is powerless to describe it*
"

Our reserve having suffered no small loss before

the strong fire of the enemy, we had no resource left
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but to try a desperate assault Upon them. Every

moment longer that they remained in this position

meant the loss of so many more men. Clouds had

been gathering and lowering in the sky for some

time
;

it was dark and dreary. Soon the swift wind

ran side by side with powder and smoke, and muddy
rain fell obliquely with shot and shell. At this dis-

mal stage of affairs we the reserves were ordered to

join the Colonel. We at once left the artillery and

began to march to the left, clambering over the rocks.

The sharp wind flapped up the colours so violently,

that I feared every moment that they might be torn

pieces. At this juncture, one shell burst over my
head and its fragments rent the air, a part of the fla^

was blown away, a men was killed, and a piece of

the shell fell into a valley far behind us.

As was said before, the Colonel was on the top of

Iwayama, the enemy was sure that our strength was

concentrated there and showered upon it a hail

storm of shrapnel. Colonel Aoki stood in the midst

of that as firm and unflinching as Nio or Fudo, staring

at the enemy with steady gaze. When I approached

him and reported the tearing of the flag he simply

remarked,
" So !

"
After a while he said to me, " Is

not this just like a manoeuvre ?
"

He was so full of courage and strength and his

fearless and composed attitude was such an inspira-

tion to his subordinates, that the somewhat de-

spondent soldiers at once recovered their spirit and

energy on looking up at his face*
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It was already 2 P. M., and yet the fighting had noi:

come to any decisive result. Our casualties increased

in number hour after hour. At this moment a portion

of our left wing began to move forward. Our detach-

ment was also ordered forward, whereupon the whole

line of men rose like a dark fence, and pushed on

right to the muzzles of the enemy's guns. The

Russians seized this opportunity to increase the in-

tensity of their fire, 'those of us who went forward

were mowed down, and those who did not press on

were already dead ! Sub-Lieutenant Hachida was

shot through the chest, yet he continued to shout,

"Forward ! Forward !

"
paying no attention to the

gushing blood and without letting his men know of

his wound. He pressed on furiously about a thousand

metres toward the enemy, and when he approached
the second line we aimed to occupy, he shouted

Banzai faintly and died.

A brave leader's men are always brave ! One
of Hachida's men had his right arm shattered before

his Lieutenant was shot, but he would not stay

behind. When the Lieutenant told him to go to the

first aid station, he said, "Why, such a tiny wound !

I can still fight very well, sir." He poured out

water from his bottle and washed his wound, bound

it up with a towel, and pressed on -panting with

the skirmishers, his gun in the left hand. When
he came near the enemy's line he was killed by the

side of Lieutenant Hachida, to whom the brave

fellow was greatly devoted. Even in his death he
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grasped his gun. firmly.. Both .of them showed the

true spirit of the Japanese warrior to do their duty
till the last moment-and even after death.

At last the reserve in the hands of Colonel Aoki

were reduced to two companies in infantry and one of

engineers. , What a disastrous struggle this had been!

Ever since morning our artillery had been trying
had to silence down the powerful guns of the enemy.
Their desperate efforts were all in vain, and the

strong posts of the enemy remained without damage.
What a disappointment ! Our infantry was already

only five. of six hundred meters from the enemy, but

Until our artillery should have destroyed the offensive

and defensive works of the Russian forts, an assault

would have resulted only in complete annihilation.

Soj these infantry men were patiently waiting quite

close to the enemy for the right moment to come. The

long summer day at last came to its close, and the

dreary curtain of darkness enveloped the scene of

battle.

The rain ceased for a while but the night was
dismal. Hundreds of dead bodies were strewn on

hill and in valley, while the enemy's forts towered

high against the dark sky as if challenging us to a

fruitless attack. But our morale was not at all

impaired ;
on the contrary, this day's failure added

to our firm resolve to storm and defeat the Russians

on the next. During the night the firing of guns and

rifles went on unceasingly, and in carrying the dead

we had to use tents to supply the deficiency of
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stretchers. The wounded were also picked up and

carried to the rear by the ambulance men. And we
who had escaped injury, sat by the side of our silent

dead and without sleep waited impatiently for a

better day to break*



Chapter XVIII

THE OCCUPATION OF TAIPO-SHAN

ON
the next day, the twenty-seventh, fully

determined to drive out the enemy, our

entire artillery began firing at early dawn, striv-

ing to open a passage for our infantry. Our

bombardment was more violent than on the

previous day, and the enemy's response was

proportionately fiercer. Why was it that the

Russian forts were so strangely impregnable ? On
the line connecting the .heights, their trenches

were faced with rocks, and covered with timber

roofs, and they could fire at us through portholes

safely concealed and protected from pur bursting

shells. They had quick-firing guns and machine-

guns arranged in different places so that they
could fire at us from all points and directions, and

these formidable guns were well protected with

strong works built of strong material. Added to

all this, the side of our hill and the opposite side

of their* hill formed a rocky valley with almost

perpendicular walls, so that we could not climb

down or up without superhuman efforts. To
attack such a strongly armed enemy in a place of
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such natural advantage meant a great amount of

sacrifice on our part.

So long as artillery remained unsuccessful our

rifle fire was of course of no use. Somehow we

must damage the enemy's machine-guns, otherwise

all our efforts would end only in adding to our

already long list of dead and wounded. This we

well understood, but if we could not utilize our

fire arms, our only and last resource was to shoot

off human beings, to attack with the bullets of

human flesh. With such unique weapons, human-

bullets, the consolidated essence of Yamato Dama-

shii how could we fail to rout the enemy! Orders

were soon given. The fifth, seventh and tenth com-

panies of our Regiment precipitated themselves

down into the valley and began a furious assault

on the enemy : whereupon the Russian artillery,

who had hitherto been aiming at our artillery,

directed their guns upon this forlorn-hope, this

rushing column. Simultaneously all the machine-

guns and all the infantry in the forts concentrated

their fire upon this desperate body, who pressed

on like a swift wind with shouts and yells, not a

whit daunted by this devilish fire. Their shrieks

and the cannon-roar combined sounded like a hun-

dred thunders thundering at the same moment. Press

on ! Rush in ! They fought like so many furies,

wounded officer unheeded and fallen' comrades

ignored. Stepping on and jumping over the dead

and dying, the survivors came at last within a
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dozen meters or so of the enemy. But they CQUJC!

not overcome nature, the rocky precipice, stood like

a screen before them, and half of thfiir comrades

were strewn . dead on the side of the hill at their

backs ; they could do nothing but stand there facing

and staring at the enemy. While this assaulting

column was pressing on under the heavy shower of

shells and bullets, the sight was stirring beyond

words; they moved on like light-grey shadows

enshrouded in volumes of smoke. Some ofthem were

seem flying high up in the .air, hurled by .the big

shells. When their bodies were picked up, some

had no wound at all, but the skin had turned

purplish all over. This was caused by the throwing

up and consequent heavy fall on the ground.
The enemy's resistance was so stubborn that our

fire seemed as powerless as beating a big temple^

bell with a pin. If we had gone on in this way, we

might have failed entirely. We had to attempt a final

charge at the risk of annihilation. Soon the follow-

ing order was given by the Brigadier-General :

" The courageous behaviour of our officers and

men since the beginning of the battle is worthy
of all admiration. Our brigade is to attack the

enemy along the eastern side of Taipo-shan at 5

P. M, ^.to-day ; to bombard with the entire force

.of the artillery, and the left wing to charge when
our bombardment opens to them an opportunity,

and thus to overwhelm and defeat the enemy.

Your Regiment must strive with the utmost ,^f-
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fort to improve this opportunity and occupy the

enemy's position at your front."

Yes, we were anxious to defeat the enemy with

our utmost, and most desperate effort ! This was

the day for us to unfurl our colours above the

enemy's fortress and to comfort the spirits of

those who during the past few days had died,

without hearing a triumphant Banzai.

A group of officers, while waiting for a proper

opportunity to strike, were talking about the

condition of affairs since the previous morning.

"The enemy is certainly brave. I noticed a

Russian officer commanding his 'men from the top

of a breastwork."
"
Yes, they are fighting hard ; but we must

carry them to-day !" We were beginning to feel

that the Russian strength came not only from

their mechanical provisions, but also from their

intrepid behavior
;

but all were agreed in their

ardent resolve to defeat the enemy and avenge their

unfortunate comrades. Presently a young officer

came along with a bottle of beer. Since the

previous day we had been almost without food or

drink and this bottle of beer seemed a strange

sight on the battle-field. We all wondered who
the officer might be, and as he drew nearer we

recognized Lieutenant Kwan, adjutant of the Second

battalion.

" Isn't it a rare treat, this beer ? I have been

carrying this bottle in my belt since yesterday, to
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drink a Banzai in the enemy's position. But now
let us drink it together as a farewell cup ; you
have all been very kind to me, I have made up
my mind to die beautifully to-day

"

The young officer talked very cheerily and yet

in real earnest, and filled his aluminum cup with

the golden beverage. The cup went round among
the group and we smiled a melancholy smile over

the drink. This ceremony over, Lieutenant Kwan
raised the empty bottle high in the air and

shouted,
"
I pray for your health," and ran away

to bury the dead. How could we know that this

was his true farewell ! Soon afterward without

waiting for the happy moment 01 shouting Banzai

in the enemy's position, he joined the ranks of the

illustrious dead. He and I came from the same

town and we were very old and intimate

friends, he loved me as his younger brother. So,

every time we met on the battle-field, we used to

grasp each other's hand with fervor, and say,

"Are you all right?" Even such an exchange
of words was occasion of great pleasure to us. At

this meeting, not knowing of course that it was

the last time I was to see him, I failed to thank

him for all his past friendship toward me. We
had such a hurried, unsatisfactory, eternal good-

bye as is usual on the battle-field. I learned

afterward that the Lieutenant, while superintend-

ing the burial of the dead, said to his men :

" Please! cover them carefully with earth, for I



myself am to be treated in the same way very soon."

Was he really conscious of his impending death ?

Lieutenant Hachida also, who died earlier than

Kwan, suddenly pulled out a packet of dry
chestnuts from his pocket during .his last advance

and said to his servant :

" This was offered to the gods by my mother

and she told me to eat this without fail before

fighting. I will eat one and do you also eat one.

This may be our last farewell !

"

They bowed politely and munched the hard

nuts together ! Of course we were all ready for

death, and each time we met we thought was the

last. But when the true moment comes, some

mysterious, invisible wire seems to bring the sad

message to the heart.

It was 5 P. M. Our wfiole artillery opened fire

at the same time, and the whole force of infantry

also joined in the bombardment. Heaven and

earth at once became dark with the clouds of

smoke, and the war of the flying balls and ex-

ploding shells threatened to rend mount and

valley ! This was meant to be the decisive battle,

so its violence and fury were beyond description.

Our infantry shot and advanced, stopped and shot,

rushing on and jumping forward. The hail storm

of the enemy's projectiles did not allow them to

march straight on. Sometimes, "Lieutenant !" was
the last faint word of gratitude from a dying man,

again,
" A-a-a !

" was the only sound made by the
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expiring soldier. But this was not the moment to

take notice of these sickening scenes, we had to

press on if it were only an inch nearer the enemy.

What did the Brigadier-General say in his mes-

sage ? "I admire your bravery" were the words.

Did he not say,
" Strive with your utmost effort

"
?

Forward ! march ! advance ! and be killed ! This

was not the time to stop for even half a moment !

Such was the thought, and such were the words of

encouragement of the officers, who ran about

right and left on the battle line, brandishing their

drawn swords, and stirring their men and inspiring

them with invincible spirit. Two companies of

reserve infantry and reserve engineers were also

sent to the first line. At last our first battalion came

within twenty metres of the enemy, but the screen-

like rocky hill still stood before them in which

there was hardly any foothold. Desperately

anxious to climb up, yet utterly unable to do
so^

while the shower of the enemy's bullets swept them

from the side, the second company facing the enemy's

front became a mere target for the Russians'

machine-guns and was mowed down in a few briel

moments. One bullet went through the sword

blade and flew away lightly skimming the left cheek

of Captain Matsumaru.'^Our artillery fire made a

pyrotechnic display in the air, but did hardly any

damage to the enemy's defensive constructions.

Shrapnel shells were of no avail : we had to

explode spherical shells, and smash the covering
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of the enemy's trenches. " Even at the risk or

damage to our own infantry discharge spherical

shells as rapidly as possible," was the message

repeatedly sent to the artillery, but no single

orderly came back alive : all were killed before

reaching their destination. The lieutenant of a

section of engineers was ordered to send explosives,

but this also could not be done in time.

Seven o'clock had passed, eight o'clock too, and

it was now nine, but there was no improvement in

our condition. The first battalion was obliged to

halt for a while. The commander of the second

battalion, Major Tamai, was seriously wounded
;
his

adjutant, Lieutenant Kwan, while reconnoitring a

route for the assault, was shot through the head and

died as he turned and called a messenger. The third

battalion came close to the enemy, but could do

nothing more
;

its dead and wounded increased

moment after moment. Our situation was just like

that of a small fish about to be swallowed by a

huge whale, we could not improve it by our own
efforts. However, such was the tenacity of purpose

and invincible courage pervading our ranks, that

our determination and resourcefulness became

greater as the enemy proved more difficult to

subdue. All the battalions, particularly the first

one, were now breaking rocks with cross-shaped

picks and piling up stones to make footholds. But

the work was not easy, so near the enemy that

both parties were like two tigers showing their
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teeth and threatening to tear each other to pieces.

The Russians tried hard to hinder our work, the

slightest sound of a pick would immediately

invite a tongue of fire that licked the place around

us ravenously. In the midst of this great difficulty,

a sort of foothold was made at last and now we

were ready to push in with one accord !

The night was growing old, a dismal waning
moon was shining dimly over the battle-ground,

showing one half of our camp in a light black-and-

white picture. Major Uchino, commander of the

second battalion, sent the following message to our

Colonel :

" Our battalion is about to try an assault,

expecting its own annihilation. I hope that you
also will assume the offensive. I sincerely hope and

believe that my most revered and beloved Colonel

will be the successful commander of this attack,

and that by the time the sun rises our honored

Regimental flag will fly over the enemy's parapets.

I hereby offer my respects and farewell to you."

Then we heard the solemn tune of Kimigayo
sounded by trumpets far away at the left wing.

The moon shone through the sky of our valley,

and the long-drawn faint echo of the national air

seemed to penetrate our hearts. The music sounded

to us as if His Majesty were ordering us forward

in person ! The officers and men all straightened

themselves up, leaped and bounded with over-

whelming courage, all at once burst over the enemy's
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breastworks with shouts and yells, braving the

shower of fire and clambering over the rocks

and stones. Major Matsumura at the head of the

foremost group of men shouted
v
with stirring voice

and flaming eyes :
"
Charge, forward !

"
Kimigayo

arose still more inspiringly and all the succeed-

ing bands of men shouted Banzai with an earth-

shaking voice and encouraged their on-rushing

comrades, fAt the top of the hill the clash of

bayonets scattered sparks; a hand to hand conflict at

close quarters was the last effort of the human
bullets of the sons of Yamato. "You haughty land-

grabbers see now the folly of your policy
" was

the idea with which every man struck his blow,

the consequence being a stream of blood and a

hill of corpses. It was a hard struggle, but at the

same time it was a great joy to defeat the enemy
after repeated failures ! Body after body of men
rushed in like waves

;
the Russians found it

altogether too much for them. They wavered and

yet continued for some time longer to resist us in

close hand to hand fight, while we increased in

courage and strength in proportion to their dimi-

nution of power. At last, at 8 A. M., of the

twenty-eighth of July, when the eastern sky wa

crimson, we became the undisputed masters of the

heights of Taipo-shan.

The Imperial colors waved high above our rtew

camp and the Banzai of rejoicing aross like surges

of the sea I
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Chapter XIX

THE FIELD AFTER THE BATTLE

EFORE we had at last secured the enemy's
JD position along the heights of Taipo-shan, all

of us, from the Division commander to the lowest

soldier, had exerted our perseverance and bravery
to the uttermost. We had fought against an enemy

having a naturally advantageous and strongly

fortified position ;
and we had fought for fifty-eight

hours without food, drink or sleep, against a

desperately stubborn foe. Our final success was

pregnant of many important results to the sub-

sequent plan of our campaign. The battle of Nanshan

with more than four thousand casualties had been

considered the hardest of struggles so far
;

but

compared with Taipo-shan, Nanshan was won at a

low cost. At Nanshan the enemy had an extend-

ed slope before them, where they swept away our

attacking forces from a secure position. The

nature of the ground along Taipo-shan was totally

different, built up with perpendicular hills and deep

valleys. We could defend ourselves in a cleid an-

pie, or could conceal and cover ourselves easily.

And yet our casualties here amounted to the same
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number as at Nanshan. You can judge from this

fact how severe was the battle.

For three days we contended for a small space

of ground ;
no food at all could be conveyed from

the rear. We only munched hard biscuits, our

"
iron-rations"; could not dip with one handia drop of

water to drink, and did not sleep even a moment.

But because we were so excited and anxious and

determined, no thought occurred to us of being sleepy

or hungry. The Russians also were in a similar

condition. When we examined their skirmish-

trenches after our occupation of the place, we found

these trenches full of nastiness
;

the men must

have remained there without moving one step for

the long fifty-eight hours. The only difference was

that they had no difficulty in the way of provisions,

for our men were made happy with the black bread,

lump-suger, etc., that the enemy had left behind.

The first thing we felt when our work was done

was sleepiness ! We desired nothing but sleep.

Groups here and there, talking about their dead

comrades and their experiences, soon began to nod,

one man after another, and they would lie down

under the coverings of the enemy's trenches in a

most innocent, child-like manner. The Russian

dead, weltering in blood, scattered all about, did

not disturb their profound sleep. Neither did they

think of eating or drinking their snores sounded

like distant thunder. Occasional bullets of the

enemy did not disturb them even as much as .the
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humming of mosquitoes.

The sublimity of a battle can only be seen in

the midst of. showers of bullet and shell, but the

dismal horror of it can best be observed when the

actual struggle is over. The shadow of impartial

Death visits friend and foe alike. When the shocking

massacre is over, countless corpses covered with

blood lie long and flat in the grass and between

stones. What a deep philosophy their cold faces

tell ! When we saw the dead at Nanshan,..we could

not help covering our eyes in horror and disgust.

But the scene here, though equally shocking, did

not make us shudder half so much. Some were

crushed in head and face, their brains mixing with

.dust and earth. The intestines of others were torn

out and blood was trickling from them. The sight

of these things, however, did not horrify us, /very

much. At Nanshan we did not actually fight, but

only visited the scene afterward. jThis time we

were accustomed to these sights through the long

hours of suffering and desperate struggle.

At Nanshan with the enemy's dead in front, pi

us, we could not but sympathize with and pity

them, but here we hated and loathed them. How
were they to blame? Were not they also war-

riors who died in tfre discharge of their duty?
But after a hard struggle with them, in which we

had had .to sacrifice the lives of so many of our

beloved men, our hearts involuntarily hated our

opponents, who we wished had yield to us more

=- 144



opponents, who we wished had yielded to us more

easily, but who resisted us to their utmost and

butchered our men from their secure trenches,

thrusting out their guns from the holes. Of course

our reason does not sanction it, but those who have

had experience in actual fighting will easily

sympathize with this sense of hatred and indigna

tion at the sight of the dead of a brave but

stubborn foe. '* Of course it is a silly thing! and

we do all admire without stint their valor and

perseverance. Their success in keeping us at bay
for fifty-eight hours, under our overwhelming attack,

is certainly worthy of a great military power. One

Russian was found dead in a skirmish trench with

his head bandaged. Probably he fought on bravely

in spite of his first wound, until a second shot

from our side gave him his death blow. Those

Russian dead scattered in front of their breastworks

must have been the brave ones who rushed out of

their trench when we burst in, and fought us with

their^ bayonets and fists. Some had -photograph?;

of their wives and children in their bosoms ;and

these pictures were bespattered with blood. One

inclined so to do may condemn it as effeminate

and weak to carry such things into the battle; but

thousands of miles away from home, in the dismal

and bloody seat of war, where they could not hear

from their beloved ones, was it not natural for

them to yearn after them deep down in their

hearts and console themselves with the sight of
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these pictures ? It is human nature that every

new landscape, every new phase of the moon

makes one think of home and friends, and brave

fighters are also human, are they not?

The bravest is the tenderest,

The loving are the daring."

Are not these the poet's words ? The poor

Russian soldiers ! hunted out to the battle-field by
the fury of oppression, they had to suffer and die far

away from home. Their situation deserves nothing

but commiseration and sympathy !

As soon as the battle was over, my servant came

to me with a haversack left by the Russians

we opened it and found it full of all kinds of

things, among them a suit of Chinese clothes !

This latter item was a surprise to us, and also an

explanation. We had seen Russian scouts in

Chinese costume who had appeared within our

picket line and now at last we had found out

their secret. They were certainly clever in the

trick of quickly changing costume and character as

if on the stage. During the War of American

Independence the English sentries were killed

almost nightly by the enemy clad in goats' skins,

Had the Russians learned the art from the

Americans ? They tried every trick in scout-

ing it was not only the real Russians who appeared

in the field, but even ghosts and apparitions

(men dressed in foreign costume) were invited to

join. We found also Japanese flags that they had



left perhaps they had even tried to deceive us

with our own colours.

After this battle we captured some damaged

machine-guns ;
this was the fire-arm most dreaded

by us. A large iron plate serves the purpose of a

shield, through which aim is taken, and -the trigger

can be pulled while the gun is moving upward,

downward, to the left, or to the right. More

than six hundred bullets are pushed out automa-

tically in one minute, as if a long continuous rod

of balls was being thrown out of the gun. It can

also be made to sprinkle its shot as roads are

watered with a hose. It can cover a larger or

smaller space, .or fire to a greater or less distance,

as the gunner wills. Therefore, if one becomes

the target of this terrible engine of destruction,

three or four shot may go through the same place

in rapid succession making the wound very large.

The bullets are of the same size as those used in

rifles. A large number of these shot are inserted

in a long canvas belt, and this belt is loaded into

the chamber of the gun it works like the film of

the vitascope. And the sound it makes, heard

close by, is a rapid succession of tap, tap, tap,

but from a distance, it sounds like a power loom

heard late at night when everything else is hushed.

It is a sickening horrible sound ! The Russians

regarded this machine-gun as their best friend, and

certainly it did very much as a means of defence.

They were wonderfully clever in the use of this
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machine. They would wait till our men came

very near them, four or five ken only, and just at

the moment when we proposed to shout a triumphant

Banzai, this dreadful machine would begin to sweep
over us as if with the besom of destruction, the

result being hills and mounds of dead. After this

battle of Taipo-shan we discovered in the enemy's

position the body of one soldier called Hyodo, who
had been one of the forlorn-hope scouts of the second

company. He had no less than forty-seven shot

in his body, twenty-five on the right arm only-

Another soldier of a neighboring regiment received

more than seventy shot. These instances prove

how destructive is the machine-gun ! Of course,

the surgeons could not locate so many wounds in

one body, and they invented a new name,
" Whole-

body bee-hive gun-wounds." Whenever our army
attacked the enemy's position, it was invariably

this machine-gun that made us suffer, and damaged
us, most severely.

In this camp we found four or five of the

enemy's war-dogs dead. They were strongly built,

with short brown hair, and sharp, clever faces.

They were shot by our guns and though brutes

had participated in the honorable death of the

battle-field. The Russians train these dogs for

war purposes and make them useful in more ways
than one. I am told that sometimes these dogs
acted as scouts.

J carefully inspected the scene of this terrible



fight and learned how strong were both the natural

position and the arrangements for defence. I almost

marvelled at our final success, everr with a terrible

loss of life and blood. Our engineers dug out a

number of ground mines and destroyed wire-en-

tanglements put up by the enemy: The Russian loss

was also very severe ;
a large number of their dead

were left in the camp or on the line of their retreat,

those whom they with difficulty picked up were

piled upon ten or more ox-carts and carried away

through Houchia-tun toward Port Arthur.

Let me leave the battle-field for a while, and tell

you what impression our army gave the Russians

and also recount the story of one or two valiant

soldiers. After this battle, our detachment picked

up a note written by General Fock, Commander of a

Russian division. Translated it is as follows :

" The Japanese army knows how to march, but

not how to retreat. Once they begin to attack a

position, they continue most fiercely and most obsti-

nately. That I can approve of, but when circum-

stances do not permit a forward march a retreat

may sometimes be made useful. But the Japanese

always continue an attack irrespective of the amount

of danger. Probably the Japanese book of tactics

make no study at all of retreating."

Is ours a mere " Wild-boar
"
courage, not to know

how to retreat? "Back-rowing" (Sakaro) was

ridiculed by the old warriors of Japan our modern

fighters also despise the idea of retreating. It may
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be a mistake, but "to show one's back to the enemy"
was always considered the greatest disgrace a

samurai could bring upon himself this idea is the

central military principle of the people of Japan.
This note ot the Russian General is good testimony
to the spirit pervading our ranks and files,

" deter-

mined to death
" and to fight on with strenuous

perseverance. ;Every time we fought we won, be-

cause we did not believe in retreating. The Russians

who were taught to believe that a retreat may
sometimes be made useful, and who often boasted of

their "masterly retreats," do not seem to have gained

many victories by their skill in falling back.

To illustrate the truth of the Russian General's

statement as to the spirit and determination of our

men, I will recount one or two instances. On the

twenty-seventh, one Sukeichi Matsumoto was as-

signed to the duty of a scout, he braved the storm

of fire and encouraged his comrades, always at the

head of the little group and pressing on hard.

Just after dawn of that day, he noticed blood

trickling down his face, upon which he cried
;

"
I am

done for !

" He repeated the exclamation several

times in succession and then fell. His Corporal

ran to the spot, raised him and cried :
"
Keep up

your spirits, my man!" Upon which *
Sukeichi

opened his eyes, grasped the Corporal's hand, and

said with a smile :
" Why ! I'm all right ! Please

march on !

"
Scarcely had the words escaped

from his lips when he breathed his last.
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There was a particularly brave sergeant called

Semba in the eighth company. In the battle of

Kcuziin he distinguished himself by rushing in fre-

fore the others upon the enemy. He used to march

on crying all the time,
" / will avenge you, depend

upon it !

"
thus comforting the dying or the wound,

ed who lay along his way. This he meant as an

eternal farewell or a healing word as the case

might be. .^So his subordinates loved him as their

elder brother and thought they would be perfectly

satisfied if they could die with Sergeant Semba.

His Lieutenant especially loved this sergeant and

believed him to be better than a hundred ordinary

men. For all difficult duties, he singled out this

Semba whose efforts were usually successful be-

cause of his composure and bravery. On the

twenty-seventh when the desperate march was set

afoot, the Sergeant held his men firmly together

and pressed on headlong, crying as usual,
" / will

avenge you, depend upon it !" to those falling right

and left. At last, he himself fell at the feet of his

Lieutenant who tried to raise him and felt warm
blood running over his hands. " I am done for !

M

said the sergeant faintly. "Keep up your spirits,

Sergeant Semba !" The brave fellow spat out the

blood that was filling his throat and with his eyes
full of tears said :

' Lieutenant ! Port Arthur "

Without finishing his sentence he expired. Did

he mean to say that he regretted dying before the



final assault on Port Arthur? Or, did he pray
with tears that that fortress might fall into our

hands as quickly as possible ? Whatever it might

be, one thing is certain, that this true patriot

thought of nothing but Port Arthur in the moment
of his death !
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Chapter XX

THE FIRST-AID STATION

SINCE
the opening of hostilities on the heights

to the north-east of Huangni-chuan-Tashang-
tun I had been too excited over the fighting to

think of anything else, but now I began to think of

my friend, Surgeon Yasui, and to wonder whether

he had passed through the struggle in safety. On
the eve of the twenty-eighth, when threatening

clouds were gathering in the sky, I was walking
alone under the willow trees along a small stream

below Taipo-shan, by which we had bivouacked.

As I was thinking that he must be extremely

busy taking care of the wounded, suddenly I

heard the clicking sound of an officer's boots, and

he stood beside me.

"Dr. Yasui."
" Lieutenant Sakurai."

"Are you quite well?"

We shook hands heartily and after commenting

upon each other's emaciated appearance, discussed

the severity and horrors of the recent fight. Cap-
tain Matsumaru who had been wounded, also came

along, shouldering his sword which had been bent
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out of shape by the shot which had opened a

round window in its blade. He too joined ear-

nestly in our conversation about the recent battle.

From Surgeon Yasui we obtained a minute de-

scription of the sad and horrible scenes at the first-

aid station.

During this battle the enemy's shot fell con-

stantly in the vicinity of the native dwellings, and

in our temporary bandaging station, the danger
was very great. One time a big shell came

through the roof, and exploded in the courtyard,

and a large number of the wounded men in the

house were blown to pieces ; the walls and pillars

were spotted with blood and flesh, a shocking

sight it was. On another occasion just as the

stretcher-bearers had brought in a wounded soldier

from the battle line with great difficulty and put

him down in the yard, an enemy's shot came

flying and killed the poor man on the spot. These

unfortunate fellows had fought valiantly on the

battle line and had been picked up and carried

back with wounds of honor, only to be killed in

such a miserable way. The enemy's projectiles

followed our brave men everywhere and killed

them without mercy.
The dreary heart-rending scene at the first-aid

station is utterly beyond description. One cannot

help associating it with the horrors of hell. As soon

as a wounded man is carried back, be he officer

or private, surgeons and hospital orderlies give
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him the necessary first-aid. As the firing on the

battle line increases in intensity the number of

the wounded increases faster and faster, and the

surgeons and others have more than they can do.

While attending one man they notice perhaps that

another man begins to breathe hard, and lose his

color. While giving a few drops of brandy to the

second man, a third may be expiring without any
medical aid. Hardly have they had time to dress

one man's wound properly when ten or fifteen new

ones are brought in. The surgeons are surrounded

right and left by fatally wounded men. They
work hard in their shirt sleeves, their whole attire

covered with blood. Some men are bandaged,

right and with broken limbs are helped by a

splint. Of course all is done hurriedly and is only
a temporary aid, but they are kept so busy, and

the whole scene is so sad and urgent that they
feel as if they were losing their minds every

moment, so muc'Fi have they on their hands and

so little can they actually do.

But those lying in this house or that yard are

all brave soldiers, they would not grumble even if

medical care were slow in coming, or insufficient

when it came. They show no discontent, they
have no special desires. Because the heat and

excitement of the battle-field is still with them

they want to rush to the first line once more,
whenever they hear the yell of fighters, or the

boom of guns. The surgeons try hard to pacify
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them and keep them still. Those made insane by
wounds in the head raise faint cries of " Tenno

Heika Banzai" (Long live the Emperor!) or of
"
Rusky," and stagger about. If a surgeon holds

them fast, they angrily rebuke him, saying,
" You

Rusky !

" The result of this frantic movement is

generally an abundant loss of blood, soon followed

by fainting and death.

On the twenty-seventh there was a specially

large number of wounded. The farmyard in

front of the first-aid station was filled with the

suffering from one end to the other. While a

surgeon is taking care of one, some one behind

pulls him by the trousers. On looking back he

finds a man leaning against him and like an

innocent baby falling into the sleep that knows no

awakening.
" Mine is a life that cannot be saved,

please kill me at once." So shouts a man in

agony clutching the surgeon with both hands.

One sergeant crept on his hands dragging his legs

to the side of a surgeon.
"
Please, Surgeon, the man over there is one of

my company, he breathes so hard that it may be

of no use, but please see him once more." This

entreaty was accompanied by tears of sympathy.

This kind sergeant was seriously injured, but his

love of his subordinate made him brave' and

gallant. There were many also who themselves

were on the brink of the grave, and yet who

insisted on their comrades being first attended to,



saying that they could well afford to wait. What
noble-self denial ! The brave men, though panting

and gasping, with livid faces and blood-covered

bodies, kept the true spirit of Bushido which could

not be stained with the dust of battle, nor did

they lose it with their heart blood.

On the morning of the twenty-seventh a private

came to the first-aid station with a distracted

hollow countenance. A surgeon who noticed him

asked, "What is the matter with you? Wound-
ed ?

" No answer came from him, his lips were

moved in vain. The surgeon asked again, "What
is it ? I cannot know if you do not tell." Still

no answer was forthcoming. The surgeon thought
it very strange, and while gazing at the man's

face he noticed a little blood on it. On closer

examination it was found that this man had Ijeen

shot through the temple from right to left, so that

he had lost both sight and hearing. No sooner

did the surgeon discover this than he began to

attend to his case. But when he tenderly took

the poor man's hand, the soldier grated his teeth

and muttered "
Revenge." His body stiffened very

rapidly and he soon breathed his last. Poor

brave fellow, he did not know that he was dying,

but was only anxious to fight again.

Here is another case. A wounded private came

rushing into the station, swinging both arms as if

in great haste.

" It is a hot fight, extremely interesting ! We



shall occupy the place very sooli."

The surgeon asked him :
" Are you wounded ?*'

"A little at the waist" was the answer. As the

surgeon was very anxious about the issue of the

day he asked the man :

" Have you killed many of

the enemy ? Which side has more casualties ?
"

The man lowered his voice and said " Onte again,

there are more casualties on Japan's side.*'

Then the surgeon examined his "little wound"
about the waist and was astonished at the serious-

ness of the case. The flesh of the right "hip

had been entirely swept away by a shell. He
was so proud of his bravery in action and faithful

discharge of duty, and did not know that drop by

drop his very life was ebbing away. He -talked

about the battle cheerfully and in high spirits.
" All right ! Your bandaging is finished, you may
go," At this word from the surgeon the man stood

on his legs, but could not walk a step. The fever

of war makes it possible for a man to walk and

run, even in such a condition. But once brought
in by the bearers their nerves relax and they begin

to feel the pain all at once. There have been

many instances of this, and I was one of the

number. I did not feel any pain at all during the

two days I was lying on the field, but oh, the

pain I began to feel when I was taken to the first-

aid and bandaged, the agony I then felt was so

great that I wished I had died on the feld. "To
come to life from death

" wa certainly my own



case, but I could not at all appreciate my tare

good fortune at that time. I thought that Heaven

was cruel not to have killed me at once, instead

of leaving me to suffer pain harder than death

itself in a state half dead and half alive.

While the fighting is yet going on the Red
Cross flags here and there, beckon to those who
are wounded on the field. The brave men who
die on the spot receive no benefit from the great

charity, but the wounded receive and monopo-
lize its benefits and sometimes feel as if they were

stealing something from the worthy dead. As
sodn as a battle begins, the stretcher carriers go
about the field with stretchers on their shoulders,

pick up the wounded at the front and carry them

to the first-aid. These coolies or carriers must

also be as brave and earnest as real combatants

else they could not do their work in an extremely

dangerous place and moment. They are entrusted

with the philanthropic and perilous business of

braving sword arid shot, searching out the wounded

and carrying them to a safe place. They must

share their scanty food and precious water with

their patients* and rriust take every possible care

of them and comfort and cheer theni With loving

hearts. The stretcher-bearer's hard toil ahct noble

work deserve our unbounded gratitude.

The 'sick and wounded -who are sent back to

the hospitals at home are clad in white and given
the kind and faithful nursing and comforting of the



surgeons and women nurses* I myself am one of

those who received their care with tears of grati-

tude. In a home hospital every thing is kindness

and sympathy, but how is it at the front ? In the

summer when I took part in actual engagements,

large armies of flies attacked the wretched patients,

worms w_puld grow in the mouth or nose and some

of them could not drive the vermin away because

their arms were useless. Hospital orderlies' would

fain have helped these poor sufferers, but their

number was so small that there was only one of

them to a hundred of the wounded. And the

patients were exposed to the scorching sun in the

day and to the rain or dew in the night, without

covering. Sometimes the patients after lying so

long on the field were in an indescribable condi-

tion and it was necessary to soak them in a

stream and scrub them with a brush before dressing

their wounds. These horrors were solely due to

an unexpectedly large number of casualties pro-

duced by the unforeseen severity of the fighting.

Those in charge of the surgical work were eager

to take care of all as quickly as possible, and

send them back to be healed and made ready to

rejoin the ranks of the combatants as soon as pos-

sible, but they had to crowd more than a thousand

patients into a field hospital provided for two

hundred, they were powerless to give any better

care to the sufferers.
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Chapter XXI

FOLLOWING UP THE VICTORY

WHEN
the forts of Taipo-shan, made almost

. impregnable by nature, were at last taken

by the Japanese forces, the proud Russians must

have realized that they had no despicable foe in

us. But because they had behind them the main

line of defence surrounding the formidable fortress,

they did not lose their courage with two or three

defeats. So now they fell back upon the Kanta-

shan heights to construct new work of defence

and try a third stand there. Because they were

hurrying with this defensive construction we too

had to hurry with our attack. One day's delay

on our part would give them a day's advantage
over us. So without waiting to rest our tired

backs and limbs after the long assault, we began
a sustained pursuit with the force of a tidal wave,

with a view to driving them to the main fortress

while their defences were as yet inadequate.

The twenty-ninth was spent in supplying the

deficiency of ammunition, in the re-arrangement of

companies and ranks, and in a reconnaisance of the

enemy's cavalry. The following day, the thirtieth,
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was assigned for the simultaneous march of all our

forces.

Our Regiment put up a temporary bivouac in

the valley near Houchia-tun on the twenty-ninth.

About three o'clock in the morning the Brigade

Headquarters ordered our colonel to send for in-

structions at once. I was detailed for this duty
and accompanied by an orderly ran one and one.

half ri along the river bank, and reached head-

quarters a little before four o'clock. Unless we
ran still faster back to our camp our Regiment
could not join the fight in time. So I took off all

my clothing, and handed it over to the orderly,

and ran for one and one half ri perfectly naked

with a pistol in the one hand and my sword in

the other. It was still dark, and I had to be very
careful not to go in the wrong direction. I ran

and ran, almost breathless, along the river bank.

On my way back I happened to hear the voice of

Paymaster Mishima, it was directing the con-

veyance of provisions. Still running I shouted to

him.
"
Paymaster Mishima ! Provisions are of no use.

We march again at once." When I had finished

the sentence Mishima's voice was heard far behind

me. Fortunately I did not lose myself nor make

any mistake and reached our bivouac at ten

minutes before five. Assembly was ordered at

once and the order to attack was given. The

orderly to whom I had entrusted my clothing had
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not yet returned. In the early morning of a sum-

mer day it was nice and cool without anything

on, but I could not well march in that state. My
last duty was done satisfactorily without uniform,

but the next one seemed to require it. Another

orderly was dispatched in search of the first one,

but still the latter was not forthcoming ; the time

had come for us to start. I was in a very awk-

ward plight, when at the last moment my uniform-

bearer came, and I was saved the distinction of a

naked fight. It is a mere joke now, but I was

exceedingly anxious then.

In this way the most delightful attack and

advance was begun just as had been previously

planned. We saw that it was to be a regular

open-field battle. That is to say the skirmishers

forming the first line, advanced steadily followed

by the reserve body, all ywas arranged like a field

manceuver in time of peace. Such a movement is

almost impossible in an attack on a fortress, which

requires a gradual increase of reserves according
to the circumstances of the hour and the condition

of the ground at each point. Hitherto we had been

attacking only rocky, hilly places as our objectives,

so that the only thing we could do was to be as

near the enemy as possible, in order to seize the

right opportunity to fallen the enemy's forces with

one accord. In this mode of attack we could not

of course keep to the regular formation of a drill

book. However, when once our army went past



Taipo-shan, from there as far as the towering Taku-

shan the ground was an extensive rolling country;
hence the possibility of our first open-field battle.

Our delight was immense, moreover we took full

advantage of! the lack of preparation of our op-

ponent and made, a sudden attack. Although the

Russians offered some obstinate resistance, they
were obliged to retire step by step. Our regi-

ment held only two companies in reserve, all the

rest were on the line of fire and gradually sur-

rounded the enemy engaging them on both wings,

with the result that when their center was defeated

they were cut in two and forced to retreat.

Before reaching our final position I was running
over a millet field carrying the Regimental colors

when I came across Major Uchino. His sharp

eyes were sparkling like a hawk's, and he was

standing on a rock leaning on his sword. He and

myself had been together at the headquarters of out

Regiment at home, and I was one of those who
was most influenced by his character. His clear

views on tactics, his spirit of indomitable courage,

his frank but dignified demeanor compelled my
admiration. -. This was the man who wrote that

letter of farewell to our colonel in the midst of our

attack on Taipo-shan, who rushed up the north

east corner of the hill with two companies of his

choicest men under him, and thus opened the way
for the other divisions to attack the enemy. I

had not seen that gallant warrior since that time,
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and when I met him .in the millet field, I fait as

if I actually saw him fighting in that brave manner

and could not repress my feeling of admiration and

respect. I called out,
"
Major Uchino !

" and he

gave me a glance and a word of encouragement,

saying,
" Add to the glory of your colors." I

involuntarily bowed my head in recognition and

gratitude, but we had no time for further conver-

sation. We soon lost sight of each other, I march-

ing forward and thinking fondly .
of him,

At this moment the enemy were gradually fall-

ing back before us; eventually they forsook their

last line of resistance near Lungtou and retreated

toward Taku-shan. Now was the time for a pro-

longed pursuit. It is a delightful business to pursue

a flying enemy, when they are shot from behind

and fall like leaves in the autumnal wind. Such a

rare treat generally comes after a fierce hard

struggle, but on this particular occasion we had

only about thirty casualties during the day. Such

a pleasant chase after such an easy battle was

something we might never expect to have again.

At noon of this day our army was in complete

possession of the position we had had in view and

our line extended from the heights of Tucheng-tun
in the north to the eastern heights of Taku-shan in

the south. Standing on this newly acquired line

with field-glasses in hand what a prospect greeted

our eyes !

Here for the first time we could see the main



defence line of the impregnable fortress of Port

Arthur. Beginning with Chikuan-shan in the south

as far north as the eye could reach forts and

trenches were visible all over the country. From

among them some horrible looking things were

thrusting up their heads, like tigers and leopards

ready to spring; these were the heavy guns.

Here and there and everywhere, eight to ten fold

wires were clustered together, dimly visible through

the mist; these were the wire-entanglements. The

enemy's scouts or observation posts could be seen

at different points. Men in groups -of twenty or

thirty were setting up wire-entanglements. This

was. the stage where we were to decide the points

at issue
;
the stage upon which the eyes of the world

were focused and which we actors could not forget

even in sleep. Those who died prematurely crying
" Port Arthur!" or "

Revenge !" how boundless

their joy would have been if they had survived to

see this heart-stirring prospect. From this day on

we were stationed in the vicinity of Lungtou and

began to construct strong works along the heights

of Kanta-shan, with a view to first storming and

taking Taku-shan and Hsiaoku-shan in front of

the enemy's right wing, and then with these two

hills as our base of attack, beginning an assault

on their main line of defence,

I must say here with great respect that His

Majesty the Marshall Commander-in-Chief sent us

the following Imperial message with regard to the
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battle of the twenty-sixth to the thirtieth of July,

which even his humblest servant, like myself, had

the honour of perusing.
" The Investing Army having repeatedly braved

the natural advantages of the advance positions oi

the fortress of Port Arthur, and having fought an

arduous fight for several clays, and having at last

driven the enemy within their main line of defence,

We are deeply gratified with your valour."

The Commander of the Third Army sent His

Majesty the following reply :

" Your Majesty has graciously given us a special

message in regard to our victory in the battle

preparatory to the attack on the fortress of Port

Arthur and we are deeply affected. We, Your

Majesty's servants, expect to exert ourselves still

more zealously and accomplish the object of our

Army without failure. Respectfully submitted."

Her Majesty the Empress also sent us the follow-

ing message :

" Her Majesty the Empress has heard that the

Investing Army has braved the dangers of Port

Arthur Fortress, and that an arduous attack has

been successful after some days' continuance, and

Her Majesty is deeply struck with the loyalty and

valour of the officers and men of the Army."
Our Commander made reply also to this gracious

message. Since their humble subjects, without any

special merit, were thus recognized and encouraged

by Their Majesties, how could we set at ease
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Their Majesties' revered hearts ? It is- hard to

return even one thousandth part of their favour, a

hot fight of a few days is nothing for
us.^ These

Imperial messages simply put us to shame and

caused us to fear Jest we might fail to deserve

Their Majesties' boundless love and indulgence.

The spirits of those loyal and brave ones who died

in battle must have shed tears of gratitude on

hearing these gracious messages.

After the Imperial messages came, all were stir-

red and the morale of the whole army became still

more satisfactory. Steep hills and strong forts

before us, and the gallant enemy defending them,

must all yield to faithful subjects who are so

anxious to set at ease Their Majesties' troubled

hearts !
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Chapter XXII

THE STORMING OF TAKU-SHAN

Part I. The Uttermost Desperation

UPON
the seacoast east of the Great Fortress,

there is a rugged mountain towering high

with almost perpendicular sides, its beetling rocks

and crags spotted here and there with dwarf trees.

The whole looks, from a distance, like an old

tiger squatting on a hill. This is Taku-shan, or

the " Great Orphan
"

; Hsiaoku-shan or the " Little

Orphan" lies to its south, near and facing the

Laolu-tsui Fort. Taku-shan is a solitary peak

1 88 meters in height, its south-western side looks

down into the fortress of Port Arthur, its north-

western side overlooked the inside of the line

of investment formed by our left and central

columns. Our works of investment, the move-

ments of every division and the position of our

artillery, were plainly visible from there. The side

facing our army was particularly steep* and preci-

pitous, almost impossible to climb. It was as bad as

Kenzan and Taipo-shan. While these two hills

allowed the enemy to look into our position they
could not help becoming the mark and target for
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our fire. The Commanding General of our division

made the following remark about them :

" The Great and Little Orphans may be likened

to * the meat* between the ribs of a chicken/ which

is hard to get and yet we are reluctant to throw

away. So long as these hills are left in the enemy's

hands we are sure to be overlooked and shot from

them, after we have taken them ourselves we cannot

help becoming a target for the enemy's fire."

Such a naturally protected position is extremely

hard to take, and 'harder to keep, even when we

have succeed in taking it after untold struggles,

because it will be fired at from all the neighboring

forts as a convenient object. Therefore, in spite

of the unanimous conclusion of the staff that the

place must be taken from geographic and strategic

necessity, we waited for the proper opportunity

without firing a shot, though the enemy fired at us

incessantly ;
and we hurried on our preparation for

the close investment.

The seventh of August was finally fixed for our

march and attack. Our field-artillery and siege-

artillery with howitzers and mortars had already

taken their position in great secrecy. At 4 P. M.

all the guns simultaneously opened a fire directed

to the sky-^ine of both Orphans.

The boom and roar rent the air and white smoke

shut out the sky, and not only the forts on both

Orphans, but also those on Panlung, Chikuan, and

Laolu-tsui in the rear responded to our fire at once,
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As far as the eye could reach the whole country
was covered with smoke, and the tremendous noise

of a hunded' thunders at the same time went cease-

lessly through the gloomy sky which threatened

rain at any moment. Whenever one of our shells

struck a rock on Taku-shan, light yellowish-white

sparks and fragments of rock flew far and wide
;

truly it was one of the sublime sights of war. The

enemy's artillery was superior in strength and they

had the great advantage of overlooking us, hence

our artillery labored under great difficulty and

disadvantage and suffered damage of great magni-
tude. But the enemy's artillery seemed ignorant of

the fact that our shrapnel guns and mortars were

posted in the valley, they merely concentrated their

fire on the artillery belonging to our columns, and

on our infantry. So our big guns were entirely free

from damage, and toward sunset their effect on the

enemy became more apparent, so that the Russian

guns on Taku-shan seemed more or less silenced*

At 4 P. M. our regiment had left its position and

begun to march with a view to crossing the River

Taku and attacking the enemy, as soon as our

guns should open a proper opportunity for such an

assault.

Before proceeding to describe this fierce struggle,

let me tell you what I had thought and done just

before it. This experience was not mine only,

but rather common to all fighters before a decisive

battle. You will understand by this story one of



the weaknesses oi soldiers. During the three months

since I had first stepped on the soil of Liaotung, I,

humble and insignificant as I am, had borne the

grave responsibility of carrying the Regimental colors

representing the person of His Majesty himself, and

had already gone through these battles on Kenzan,

Taipo-shan and Kanta-shan. Fortunately or unfortu-

nately I had not had a scratch as yet, while a

large number of brave men had fallen under the

standard, and the standard itself had been torn by
the enemy's shell. When the Regimental flag was

damaged, a soldier quite close by me was killed

and yet I remained unhurt. However the rumor of

my death had repeatedly reached home and a

false story of my being wounded appeared in the

newspapers. I heard all this while at the front.

One of these rumors said that at the time of our

landing the storm was so violent that my sampan
was upset and I was swallowed by big waves, and

that, though I swam for several cho with the Regi-

mental flag in my mouth, I was at last buried in

the sea by the angry billows. Another rumor re-

ported that I had encountered the enemy soon after

landing and was killed together with the Captain

of our first company. All these mistaken reports

had already made me a hero, and later I was

frequently reported to have been wounded, with

wonderful details accompanying each story ! But

when I examined myself I felt that I had no merit,

neither the slightest wound on my body. I could
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Hot help being ashamed of myself and thought I was

unworthy of my friends' great expectation. This

idea made me miserable. So therefore I made up

my mind to fight desperately and sacrifice my life

at this battle of Taku-shan. A few days before

the attack began, I told my servant that I was

fully determined to die this time
; that I did not

know how to thank him for all his great goodness
to me, and asked him to consider the assurance

of my death as my only memento of my gratitude

to him
;

I also asked him to fight valiantly. My
servant, his eyes dim with tears, said, that if his

Lieutenant died he would die with him. I told

him that I would prepare a box for my ashes,

but that, if I should be so beautifully killed as

to leave no bones, he was to send home some

of my finger-nails and hair. Then I went on to

make a box of fragments of planks that had been

used for packing big shells ; they were fastened

together with bamboo nails made by my servant.

A clumsy box of about three inches square was

thus prepared, in which I placed clippings of my
nails and a lock of my hair as well as sheets of

paper for wrapping up my ashes
; on the lid of

the box I wrote my name and my posthumous
Buddhistic ^name as well. My coffin being thus

ready, the only thing remaining for me to do was
to exert myself to the very last, to repay the favour

of the Emperor and of the country with my own
life. But after all this box has not borne the dis-
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tinction of carrying my remains ! Alas ! it is now a

mere laughing stock for myself and my friends.

That evening I wrote a letter to my elder

brother in Tokyo and reported to him the recent

events in the struggle, and told him that our attack

was to begin on the morrow
;

that I was ready

and detemined to die, that though my body be lost

at Port Arthur my spirit would not forget loyalty

to the Emperor "for seven lives." Of course this

was meant as my eternal farewell. On the same

day I received a letter from that brother, in which I

found the following passages of admonition :

" Think not of honour or of merit; only be faith-

ful to thy duty.
" When Nelson died a glorious death in the sea-

fight of Trafalgar, he said,
< Thank God, I have

done my duty.'
'

On the eve of this great battle I received these

words of encouragement and instruction, which

made my heart still braver and my determination

still firmer.

At 5 P. M. on the seventh of August, a great

downpour of rain mingled with the thunder of

cannon, and the afternoon sky became utterly dark,

dismal and dreary. We were halted together on an

eminence over the River Taku, waiting anxiously

for the command, " Forward !

" The rain became

heavier and the sky darker. The enemy's search-

light falling on one side of the hills and valleys,

occasionally threw a whitish-blue light over the
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Scene and impeded the march of our infantry. The

plunging fire of the enemy became more and more

violent as time went on. It made a strange noise

mingled with the tremendous downpour of rain.

Lieutenant Hayashi and myself under one overcoat

would exchange words now and then.

" We may separate at any moment," was Haya-
shi's abrupt remark, as if he were thinking of his

death.

" I am also determined to die to-night," was my
response, whereupon Hayashi said :

" What a long time we have been together !

"

We had no more chance to continue this conver-

sation, but had to separate. We had been comrades

through the campaign, and while at home had

been mess-mates for a long time. It was this Lieu-

tenant Hayashi that, at the last rush upon Taipo-

shan, achieved the first entry within the enemy's

ramparts, brandishing his sword. This hurried

farewell was indeed our last, our hand-shaking

an eternal good-bye.

As was said before, our artillery fire began to take

effect toward evening, whereupon our detachment

began to advance as had been previously planned.

The rain fell harder and harder and the narrow paths

became mud-holes. We marched with great diffi-

culty knee-deep in water and mud. The enemy's

battery on Taku-shan was not silenced or weaken-

ed as we had supposed. As soon as they discov-

ered us marching through the rain 'and smoke they

~
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resumed their firing with fresh vigor. When we
reached the Taku River the muddy water was

overrunning its banks, and we did not know how

deep it was. The enemy taking advantage of the

heavy rain had dammed the stream below, and

was trying to impede our march by the inundation.

However brave we might be we could not help

hesitating before this unexpected ally of the Rus-

sians. Should we brave the water, we might \

merely drown, instead of dying by the enemy's

projectiles. But behold ! a forlorn-hope detachment

of our engineers jumped into the dark flood and

broke the dam, very soon the water subsided and

the infantry could cross the river. Our whole force

jumped into the water and waded
;
instead of

being drowned, many were killed in the stream by
the enemy's fire, their dead bodies were strewn so

thick that they almost formed a bridge across the

river,

At last we reached the foot of Taku-shan, but

we had then to break the wire entanglements and

run the risk of stepping on mines. One danger

over, others were awaiting us ! This was not,

however, the time or place to hesitate, we began
to clamber over rocks and scale precipices. Pitch

darkness and violent rain increased our difficulties.

The pouring rain and crossing the river had wet

us through and through, yet we could not exercise

our muscles freely to promote the circulation of blood.

Moreover, as we came nearer and nearer the
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Russian trenches, they poured shrapnel bullets upon
our heads, or hurled down stones and beams upon

us, so that the difficulty of pushing forward was

very great. A neighboring detachment had already

approached the skirmish-trenches, which formed a

horse-shoe half way up on the side of the mount-

ain. Meanwhile our detachment was busy making
firm foot-holds in the rocks on the mountain side,

preparing for an early opportunity of trying a night

assault. But the enemy with search-light and star-

shells worked so hard to impede our progress, that

the night surprise was given up as an impossibility.

Accordingly we planned an attack at early dawn
instead

;
we had now to wait, facing each other

and the enemy, exposed to the rain, which continued

to fall without intermission.

When the eastern sky began to lighten the rain

was still falling. The bodies ot our comrades

scattered about the River Taku could not be

picked up, nor could an orderly reach the other

side of the stream, because we were right under

the enemy's eyes. In spite of this orderlies were

despatched, but were shot down without a single

exception. Such a horrible scene ! Such a disap-

pointing result ! No one had any plan to propose

and we did not know when and how the object of

storming the enemy could be accomplished.

Sergeant-major lino, who was shot through the

abdomen and lying flat in agony at the foot of

Taku-shan, was at this moment begging every
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orderly that passed by to kill him and relieve his

suffering. How could we defeat the ememy and

care for the dead and wounded ? Our minds ran

right and left, but still no desirable opportunity

offered itself. On the top of all this, eleven ships

of the Russian fleet including the Novic made

their appearace near Yenchang and began bom-

barding our infantry marching toward the Taku-

shan and Hsiaoku-shan frorri the rear. There was

nothing to shield us, we became a certain target

for the enemy's fire and were killed and wounded

at their will. We were thus reduced to a state

of uttermost desperation, as if a wolf had attacked

us at the back gate while we were defending the

front gate against a tiger. But after all how did

we capture this Taku-shan?
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Chapter XXIII

THE STORMING OF TAKU-SHAN

Part II. The Sun Flag on the Hill-top

THE
powder-smoke covering the whole scene

was like surging waves, and the dark shower

of rain may be likened to angry lions. Above us

the steep mountain stood high kissing the heavens

even monkeys could hardly climb it. Each step

upwards presented a still steeper place one precipice

climbed brought us to another still harder. And
the fierce Russian Eagle threatened us from the

top of this formidable height. All our fire from

every direction was being concentrated upon the

enemy's position on Taku-shan. To respond to this

attack, the Russian big guns were putting out red

tongues at us in front, and from behind their war-

ships were coming to shatter our backs. The enemy,
with this natural advantage and with this strong

de/ensive array was not easy to defeat. But if we

failed to take the place, not only would our whole

army be checked here and be unable to assault

the great fortress, but also we should be without

any base for investing Port Arthur. Hence the
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urgent necessity of storming the enemy irrespective

of any amount of sacrifice and difficulty.

Our regiment spent that night and morning on

the hill-side, exposed to heavy rain and strong

fire. But at about 3 p. M. that .afternoon the

right opportunity for us to attack the enemy
offered itself. Our siege-gunners had so successfully

bombarded the enemy's ships that they were oblig-

ed to retreat for a while, and gave us more freedom

for action. When this opportunity came, the Briga-

dier-General gave us the following order :

" The left wing is now to storm Taku-shan, and

so your regiment, in connection with the left wing,
is to attack the northern slope."

At the same time we received the following

intimation from the Commander of the left wing :

" Our regiment is now starting for an assault,

irrespective of damage. I hope that your regiment

also will join in this memorable assualt and occupy
Taku-shan with us,"

As soon as this order was made public, both

wings started at the same time. All of us braved

the anger and fury of the King of Hell, braved

the natural steepness and formidable fire, and

attacked and pressed upward with strength and

courage as of the gods. The shriek and yell of

mcr, the boom and roar of guns, the geam of

bayonets and swords, the flying of dust, the

flowing of blood, the smathing of brains and

bowels a grand confusion and a tremendous hand-
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to-hand fight ! The enemy rolled down huge
stones from the top and many an unfortunate was

thrown into the deep valley or crushed against

the rocks. Shrieks of pain and yells of anger

made the whole scene seem more like hell than

like this world. The heavy batteries of Chikuan-

shan and Erhlung-shan were well-aimed and their

shell exploded right over the top of Taku-shan

and the fire bundles of spherical shells and fou-

gasses presented long lines of bright light crossing

and intersecting from all directions. Presently a

great shout of Banzai shook the whole mountain,

rising from top and foot simultaneously. What ?

What had happened ! Behold, a flag is waving
in the dark clouds of smoke is it not our dear

Rising Sun ? Our assault has succeeded ! Our

standard is already unfurled on the top of the hill !

We saw this, and we cried for joy !

Taku-shan enshrouded in its light grey dress of

smoke was now ours. But as soon as it came
into our possession, all the fortresses of the enemy

began concentrating their fire upon our main

position on this mountain. Heavy-gun shells, as

big as a common water jar, came whizzing like a

locomotive, causing heavy vibrations in the air.

When they exploded with a tremendous noise,

a miraculous light glittered where the white

smoke rose, and rocks were shattered where the

dark clouds hung. The very centre of the earth

was shaken and the bodies of the dead were cut



into small fragments. Our position was far from

safe. Our detachments occupying the new place

couldjiardly keep their post If the enemy should

try a counter assault, as they were sure to, how

could we keep the Russians in check on such a

perilous mountain-top ? If we even stretched our

necks to look across the slopes into the enemy's

defences, we were sure to be visited by their

fire at once. We could not move a step. One

soldier who was on guard over six field-guns

captured on the top was hit by a whole shell

and literally shattered to bits. One piece of his

flesh which flew, above our heads and stuck to a

rock behind us was all that was left of him.

Another shell fell into a group of soldiers and

twenty-six men became small dust in one minute
;

and the rock that was shattered by this shell

buried alive three soldiers.

Lieutenant Kunio Segawa was shot through the

abdomen on this day; toward the evening his

end seemed near
;

his servant and others were

nursing the poor man, when his elder brother

Captain Segawa, who knew nothing of his wound,,

happened to come along and was asked to give

his dying brother the farewell drink ^of water.

Whereupon the Captain quickly came near to his

brother and shouted: "Kunio " As soon as

the dying men heard his dear brother's voice/ as

if he had been thinking of him and longing to see

him, he opened his dim eyes in the midst of his
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hard breathing, gazed on his brother's face, grasped

his hand firmly with tears, and for a while both

were silent with emotion. The Captain said

presently :
" Kunio ! you have done well ! Have

you anything to say ?
" and he wiped his dying

brother's face and poured water into his mouth

from his water-bottle the younger brother faintly

nodded and said :

" Dear elder brother !

"

That was his last word and soon he started for

another world. What was the grief of the surviv-

ing brother then ! The by-standers could not

repress tears of symyathy for both. Two weeks

later, in the battle of the twenty-fourth August,

Captain Segawa followed his beloved brother and

joined the rank of those who were not. Alas for

the Segawa family ! But during the war there were

not lacking many sad instances like this, when more

than one member of a family all sacrificed them for

their country's sake and for their Sovereign's sake,

at the point of the bayonet. Shall we merely say
that this was worthy of admiration ? I should

complain of the mysterious mercilessness of Heaven

and grieve over the terrible calamity that overtook

their families.

Taku-shan, the keystone to their main-line of

defence, being now wrested from their hands, the

Russians ^must have been very indignant and

greatly disappointed. As was expected they tried

counter attacks over and over again with a view



of retaking Taku-shan, but each time we repulsed

them and reduced them to deeper disappointment;

A; few day after the occupation of Taku-shan,

one of the sentinels stationed at the top of the

mountain was unexpectedly shot and! killed at

early dawn , by a Russian scout; Ready^ to en*

counter the enemy, the second company ran up to

the top, where they saw only ten or fifteen feet

below them, some Russian officers at the head of

over* seventy men brandishing their swords and

hurrying up the mountain. Without a moment's

hesitation, a fierce rifle fire was directed at the

etiemy, who seemed startled by this unexpected

reception, and turning, took to their heels and

ran away almost rolling and tumbling- in- their

haste. Our company took this good opiiortiii.itv

and shot them right away. What a. splendid

result!; Not one of them was left: aliveJ Their

bodies made dark spots scattered over the moun-

tain side. At this moment a large detachment of

the enemy was stationed as a* reinforcement at: the

point where the roads branch toward Hsiaoku*-

shan and toward our position on Taku-shan. Their

plan
1

, was probably this, an advance f detachment:

was sent to both mountains and this reinforcing

body was to hurry to whichever hill should: offer

the better opportunity for a counter-attack. Such;

a half-hearted, uncertain policy, can never succeed !!

However, as has been repeatedly remarked, the

stubborn pertinacity of the Russian was something



that surprised us. When any certain position of

theirs is attacked, the loss of one part of it may
necessitate the retreat of those in another part, or

the alternatives of annihilation of of being made

captives ; even in such a case, they will not vacate

the spot, but stick firmly to it until they are killed.

Even when they are reduced to one single man,

that one man will still continue shooting ; if we go
near him, he will fix his bayonet and fight on

obstinately until an idea of surrender finally suggests

itself to his mind. Such things happened frequently

at Kenzan, at Taipo-shan, and at Taku-shan. I am
told that after the battle of Nanshan, mysterious

shot came flying, whence no one knew, and killed

or wounded more than ten oi our men. After long-

search it was found that a Russian soldier was hiding

himself in a kitchen and shooting us from the

window eagerly and fearlessly. Whenever we
asked Russian captives why they resisted us so

stubbornly, they were sure to answer :
" We

could not disobey the officer's command." We had

heard of the absolute, obsequious obedience of the

Russian soldiers, and here on the real battle-field

we found 'that it was true and that they were

faithful to their duty unto death. This perhaps
comes from the face that the old relation between

the nobility and serfs in the Middle Ages is now

kept up between Russian officers and men. This c.

Russian spirit of obedience is totally different in

origin from the unfeigned harmony and friendliness



and the sincere, voluntary obedience obtaining

through all the ranks of the Japanese Army. An
American officer, who spent several months in

Manchuria with the Japanese army, remarked that

the strongest characteristic and the most attrac-

tive thing about that army was the friendly

harmony prevailing from the top to the bottom,

the like of which could not be found in the army oi

any other nation, not even in England or in

democratic America. Perhaps the real strength of

our army comes from this special moral and

spiritual condition. But the obstinate courage of

the Russian soldiers is a characteristic worthy of

our admiration. While holding fast to Port Arthur

their provisions and ammunition became scarce,

thousands and tens of thousands of lives were

taken, and their sad situation was like a light

before a gust of wind, yet in the midst of such

disheartening conditions, they did not change their

altitude at all, but went on resisting us with

dogged determination. This was done by the

Russians through the force of their Russian charac-

teristics and shows plainly what was the education

and discipline they had undergone. A passage in

the Military precepts of Russia runs :

"The laurel of vi\ tory in battle can be won by
the bayonet and the war-cry. When your shot is

exhausted, kr.ock down the enemy with the stock

of your rifle. If the rifle stock be, broken, bite with

your teeth."
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Yes, they were stubborn in their resistance and

attack, but at the same time they were extremely

careful of their lives. These two characteristics are

contradictory to each other. *' Rather live as a

tile than be broken as a jewel
" seemed their

great principle, the contrary of the Japanese ideal,

" rather die beautifully than live in ignominy.*'

One Russian captive is reported to have said :

"I have a dear wife
;
she must be extremely

anxious about me. Our officers told us that the

Japanese Army was brittle as a clay statue. But

contrary to our expectation, they are as strong as

devils. Rather than fight and be killed, I must

save my life for my wife. If I die she will

grieve and go mad. I am no match for the

Japanese. It is silly to fight on, knowing that we
shall surely be killed by the Japanese Army."
There is an impassable gulf between this and the

Japanese ideal and determination to die in honour

but never live in shame.

We defended and held on to this Taku-shan,

though it was extremely difficult to hold against

the enemy's asssaults, fortunately all their at-

tempts at retaking it came to naught. Eventually
the Russians seemed to give up the idea of any
further^counter-attack, and began to busy them-

selves with strengthening the already strong con-

structions on the main line of defence and imped-

ing our w rk of fortification by the irccssant firing

of the heavy guns of the different forts. At the



Same time, our detachment was fortifiying Taku-

shan on the side toward the enemy, gathering

siege material, constructing strong positions for

heavy batteries and sending out efficient scouts to

ascertain the positions of the enemy's mines, the

condition of their wire-entanglement, and to see

how the enemy's fire would affect the routes

assigned for our march. All these preparations

and all these investigations about the condition of

the zone of our attack being completed, the

nineteenth of August was fixed for the first general

assault and East Chikuan-shan was given to our

detachment as our chief objective. Because this

battle was expected to seal the fate of Port Arthur,

everything was most carefully and accurately

planned and mapped out.
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Chapter XXlV

PROMOTION AND FAREWELL

OF
course we left Japan fully deteilnine'd -td

turn into dust under the hoofs ef His

Majesty's steed, saying,
" Here I stand ready to

die !

" Our hearts were impatient but the oppor-

tunity was slow in coming. More than one hundred

days had passed since we had left for the front.

Then hundreds of blossoms on home fields and

mountains made our uniforms fragrant with their

sweet smell, the spring breeze that wafted us to a

strange land far away lightly kissed the Sun-

Colours. Time flies quickly and now we sit under

the shadow of green leaves. At night sleeping on

our arms or in the day exposed to the hail-stornt

of bullets, we had never forgotten our desire to

return the Imperial favour and beneficence with

death and death only. The time, however, was

not yet full. Thousands of our comrades had

died without the joy of seeing the final success;

their spirits must be unconsoled and unable to

find eternal rest. We were eager to avenge them,

but ah ! the opportunity had not yet come. We
servivors lived in the stink of rotting flesh and
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crumbling bones, our Own flesh wasted and even

our bones seemed thinner. We were like a group

of spirits with sharp, eager passions in miserable

bodies, but still we were off-shoots of the genuine

cherry-tree of Yamato. How was it that we were

still alive, after fighting one, two, three, already

four battles, without having fallen like beautiful

cherry petals of the battle-field ! I had been fully

resolved^ to die on Taku-shan> but still I was left

behind by a great many of my friends. Surely

this time, in this general, assault I must have the

honour and distinction of offering my little self to

our beloved country. With tin's idea, the desire,

this determination 1 started for battle.

I was promoted to be First Lieutenant in the early

part of August, but the news reached me just on

this occasion. Colonel Aoki called me before him

and told me most gravely:
" I congratulate you on your promotion. You have

carried the Regimental colours from the beginning.

You are now released from that duty, but strive

harder still, for to-morrow is assigned for our

general assault. I have eaten and slept with you

for a long time and am grieved to part with you,

but I say
'

good-bye
'

to you now, because I am
anxious for your success."

Yes, I had eaten and slept with the dear

Commander from our first arrival and had

fought at his side. In the bivoauc, exposed

to rain and dew, the Colonel had shared his mat
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with me so that 1 might sleep "the better. Evert

his "scanty food he divided with me, smiling as

cheerily as if he were eating with his family at

home. I had always feared that the Colonel, who
was used to sleep on a comfortable couch at

home, might contract an illness from this bed and

pillow of grass. With three thousand lives in his

hand, the life of the Commander is very precious,

and the morale of the whole regiment de-

pends largely upon his health. I had tried my
best to serve him attentively and make him as

comfortable as the uncomfortable circumstances

of the battle-field would allow. Some time ago
while we were at Changchia-tun, I prepared hot

water in a water jar and offered him the first

hot bath he had had since leaving Japan. He
was pleased with it from the bottom of his heart

and I shall never forget his glad countenance at

that moment. Now I had to part with the

Colonel who was as dear to me as my own father,

and my grief was without limit. Of course I still

belonged to one of his companies, and I was still

his subordinate; It was not a real separation, but

I felt as if I were going far away from him.

When I heard these farewell words of his, I felt

my throat was choked with tears and could not

raise my head for a while. It was also a great

sorrow for me to part with the Regimental colours

that I had taken care of through thick and thin.

When I- looked : at the faded, torn standard .now
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hanging to the left of the Colonel, I couici not

help feeling that I, among the three thousand men

whose hearts all stir up at the sight of that flag,

I had a right to a special emotion in the presence of

tire Regimental insignia.

After a moment of thoughtful silence, I sorrow-

ing over my separation from the flag and the

Colonel, and the Colonel apparently regretting his

parting with me, I said earnestly :

"
Colonel, I will show you what a splendid fight

I can fight......" I could not say anything more and

turned on my heel quietly ^walked off-a few-steps

and than ran to my servant and said :

" I am now ordered to go to my company. You

in consequence must leave me, but I shall -never

forget your kindness. Remember me as your true

elder brother to eternity -I cannot say anything

more. Fight like a brave soldier
"

Bunkichi Takao, my servant soldier, wept bitterly

and said he could never leave me. That, how-

ever, could not be. I soothed and comforted him,

saying that he must obey his superiors' commands

faithfully and not he behind anybody else in

doing and suffering, and that the fbox we had

made together before the battle of Taku-shan was

certainly to be used this time. I, too, was very

reluctant to lose him and my heart was full of

emotion.

"Lieutenant, do you really think of me as your

younger brother ?
" Takao said* in tern, and I too
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shed hot tears

" We part now, but may meet again. If we die,

let us die together a glorious death and talk over

the past together in another world." So saymg I

started to go, after he had brushed the dust off

my uniform and re-tied the strings of my leggings.

"Well, then, Lieutenant...," he 'began to say,

but too sad to look at me any longer, he covered

his face and turned away.

"Takao, don't forget what I have told you from

time to time." I walked off to the position where

the third battalion was stationed.

Separated from the Regimental flag, from the

Colonel, and from my 'Own servant, I directed my
solitary steps through the wild country. As looked

at the hills and valleys < now 'turned into the

graves of my dear comrades and Watched the

clouds gather and disperse. I could not -help' think-

ing of the inconstancy of all earthly things.

Suddenly it occurred to me that I must see

Surgeon Yasui once more and say good-bye to

Captain Matsuoka, my senior officer from my
native province. At once I turned back and

walked some distance to a ravine at the northern

foot of Taku-shan to see Captain Matsuoka. He
was sitting alone in his tent and was .glad to see me.

"
I have not seen you for sortie time. Are you

quite well ?"

"Thank you, I am, and I have :been . promoted
to be First Lieutenant. I am now ordered to join the

193



third battalion. Please continue your favours toward

me."

The Captain said abruptly :
" Then this is our

last chance of meeting in this world !

I told him that I too expected to die, and

expressed my desire that we might die together

on the top of Chikuan-shan. When I rose to go,

the Captain tapped me on the shoulder and asked:
" What have you there at your belt ?"

Whereupon, I smiled faintly and said :

" It is my coffin."

"
Well, indeed ! You are well prepared."

That was our farewell and I left the ravine. Soon

this separation in life was to be followed by the

separation of death.

I then went over to the headquarters of the first

battalion which were hidden behind the rocks

near Chuchia-tun and found Surgeon Yasui. Soon

after my arrival there, a few of the enemy's shot

fell with a tremendous noise in front of the tent,

four or five more followed, but we '

were so

accustomed to such things that we paid little

attention to it. This position, I was told, was

frequently a target for the enemy's fire. I was

grieved to hear that the commander of the first

battalion had been slightly wounded in the battle

of Taku-shan. When I told Surgeon Yasui of my
promotion, he took me aside to where the powder-
boxes were piled and said that he had been

longing to see me; that, though we were in the
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same place, we had no chance of a friendly chat,

and that every day and night that he had been

waiting impatiently to hear from me. I was

deeply moved by these remarks and said to him

that it was strange that both had been spared so

far, but that this time I was fully prepared for

death, and that I had come on purpose to see

him once more and take a last farewell. I also

reminded him of our united promise in that cottage

at Huangni-chuan and said that, if both should

die that would be all, but if he should survive

me, he was to cut off a part of my blood-stained

uniform and keep it as a memento. We grasped

each other's hands firmly, saying that this was

our eternal farewell in this world, and, praying for

each other's success, we parted in tears. Reluc-

tantly I left his tent, crossed the River Taku,

climbed the mountain slope facing the enemy's

fortress, and went to the headquarters of the

Brigade to pay my respect to the Brigadier-

General. Just at that time, when I arrived at

the headquarters of the third battalion, the adjutant

was relieved from duty on account of illness, so,

as a temporary arrangement, I was put in his

place. Later I was made a section leader of the

twelfth company.
On the night previous to the beginning of the

general attack of the nineteenth, I received two

letters brought to me by the cook. Of course no

mail was expected to reach us in such a place
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and under such circumstances, but these two let-

ters had miscarried and were mislaid for some

time before finally reaching me. T^hey were both

from my elder brother, one enclosing a fountain pen
and the other a photograph of my two little

nieces, one four and the other three years of age.

They Deemed to say "Dear Uncle" to rne from the

picture. Such sweet little faces ! If, however, the

little babies in the photograph had had eyes that

could see, they would perhaps have cried at my
changed, emaciated features. Night and day I had

been seeing nothing but unkempt soldiers or shatter-

ed flesh and broken bones. Even the flowers that

had smiled from the grassy field were now trodden

down and crushed. In such a battle-field and on

the night before a great fight, I was honoured

with the visit of these dear nieces. How it

softened my wild heart ! What joy they brought
to me ! I could not help kissing their dear eyes

and mouths and murmuring to myself:

"You brave little ones, that have left your dear

mother's lap to cross the broad sea and wild

waves to visit me in this place of powder-smoke
and shot^rain ! Your uncle will take you with

him to-morrow and let you see how he chastises

the enemy of dear Japan."

The cloud of smoke had passed away for tfcis

night, and bright stars were twinkling in the sky.

I slept in the camp with my two little nieces by

my side. Nelson's last words came forcibly to my



mind, and I also repeated- over and- over again the

couplet that. I had written and- given, ray father

when leaving Japan, in.which .I.had. spoken of "the

glory of death in battle, loyalty, for. seven lives."

To leave my skull bleaching in, the. wilderness

and become a patriotic, spirit returning to life

seven times was this to take place on the morrow

or on the day after? My time was. almost full!

There was a lance-corporal by the name oi

Yamamoto who about this time sent clippings

of his nails and hair to his mother and brother,

together with a farewell; letter and poem ; and

this letter proved to be his last. It ran thus:

"Twice already I have joined a forlorn-hope

and. still I am keeping my head on my shoulders.

I. am. filled with. grief when I think of my dead

comrades. Out of about two hundred men of our

company, who had come to the front as a body of

advance fighters, there are only twenty left who are

ablerbodied. Fortunately or unfortunately I am

among this small number. But. the life of man is

only fifty years unless I give up that life betimes, I

may /have no proper opportunity again. Sooner or

later I must die, as all must die. So I prefer being

broken to pieces as a jewel to remaining whole as

a tile. Shot or bayonet or whatever may come,

I can die but once. My comrade is shot at my
right hand, my officer's thigh and arm are blown

into the air at my left, and I in the middle am

not hurt at all, and I pinch myself doubting



whether it is not a dream. I feed the pinching, so

I must be alive still. My time for dying has not

come yet. I must brace myself up to avenge my
comrades,

' You proud, impudent Huskies ! I will

chastise you severely. Thus my heart is ever

impatient though I am lacking in brilliant parts.

Born a farmer's son, I shall yet be sung as a flower

of the cherry-tree, if I fight bravely and die in

the battle-field, instead of dying naturally but

ignobly in a thatched hut on a straw mat

"Banzai, Banzai, Banzai"

to H. I. M. the Commander-in-Chief !

TAKETOSHI YAMAMOTO,
Late Lance-Corporal of the Infantry

of the Army."
You notice that he used the word " late

"
before

his title, showing beyond any doubt his resolve

to " enter the death-ground with a smile." Such

a resolve was held by all at that time, and

Yamamoto only gave a clear, though unsophiscated,

expression to the general sentiment
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Chapter XXV

THE BEGINNING OF THE GENERAL
ASSAULT

WHP2N
a correspondent of the Novoye. Vreuiya

inspected the defence of Port Arthur, his

remark is reported to have been: "It is like an

eagle's nest that even a sky-scraping ladder can

not reach." Yes, it was even so. As far as the

eye could reach, every hill and every mountain

was covered with forts and ramparts, the land-

ward side was encircled with iron-walls of tenfold

strength. And its defenders were brave soldiers

trained by the veteran General Dragomiloff, cour-

ageous men, the strongest and quickest, the flower

of the Russian Army. We were, now in front of

this "impregnable" fortress to prove that it was

"pregnable" after all. The nineteenth of August
was the first day of the general attack, the start-

ing point of the historic incident of the fall of Port

Arthur. The struggle that was to be characterized

in the world's history of warfare as the most difficult

and most horrible of all struggles began on this

day and lasted for more than four months. During
this period our desperate attack was responded
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to by as desperate a defence, and our army paid an

immense price for its victory, turning the mountains

and valleys of Port Arthur into scorched earth,

honey-combed by shells, butchering men ,3-nd captur-

ing the fortresses at last with bullets of human
flesh shot out by ^the Yamato-Damashii itself.

The gazing world was astonished by the wonderful

efficiency of such a mode of warfare!

We, at the foot of Taku-shan, were hurrying on

the various preparations for attack. We were

making a special investigation of the ways and

means of encountering the wire-entangle"ments upon
which the enemy depended as the most efficient

of their secondary defensive works, and by the

stakes and wires of which so many of our men
had' been killed in previous battles. All the hills

in our sight, large or small, high or low, were

wrapped about with these horrible things, that

looked at a distance like dark dots on the ground.

We had to break these entanglements, step on

them and proceed. The cutting properly belonged to

engineers, but their number was limited while that

of the wire-entanglements was almost limitless, so

the infantry had to learn to cut them for them-

selves. An imitation entanglement was made on

the bank of the River Taku and we were taught

by the engineers how to break it down. First of

all, a group of shears-men would march up and

cut the iron wires, then the saw-men would follow

and knock down the stakes or else saw them
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through. When a part of the entanglement was
thus opened, a detachment of men would rush

through the opening.

This kind of work was of urgent necessity for

us, and we practiced it with zeal and diligence.

But in actual fighting the work can not be done

so easily. The forlorn-hope engineers who march

up to destroy the entanglements are always anni-

hilated without exception, because they have to

work before the very muzzles of the machine-guns.

Moreover it was discovered that these wires were

charged with electricity. There were, however,

two opinions about the electric current, one said

that the electricity was strong enough to kill

whoever touched the wires, and the other, that it

was only intended to inform the enemy's towers

by a weak current of electricity of the approach of

the destroyers.. Whichever it might be, we could

not cut the wires with ordinary scissors so long as

they were charged with electricity, so we contrived

to bind bamboo sticks to the handles of scissors to

make them non-conductors. In spite of all these

precautions, we found in actual fight that the wires

were charged with a very strong current; some

of our men were killed instantly- by the shock,

others had their limbs split like brushes of bamboo.

We also practiced methods of crossing the enemy's
trenches with ladders, but again in actual fight we
found tha't their trenches were too wide or too

deep for these ladders to be of much use,
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The fortress was also protected by ground mines

which were buried everywhere. These had to be

destroyed by our engineers, by cutting off the fuse.

Until the very day of the attack we could see

through field-glasses groups of Russians at work

here and there, burying these explosives in the

ground with picks. We marked those place on

our maps. We found and remembered everything

that we could
;

for instance, that each of the

stakes of the entanglments was beaten down with

twelve blows of a instance, or how many ground
mines were being buried in any particular valley.

Our reconnoitering parties found that every ravine

up which our infantry was likely to march was

set with mines, and that the methods of dispos-

ing them were very clever. To cite one example,

where the ravine was narrowest there was buried

a mine that would explode when stepped on.

When the first man was killed in this way, the

rest would of course divide themselves on either

side of the ravine, where a series of mines would

burst and kill all of the attacking party. It was

extremely hard to go through these places in

safety. On the top of all this, all the gims and

rifles of all the forts and skirmish-trenches were

so directed as to be able to aim at every ravine

and every rock, so that none of us could escape

the concentrated cross-fire from three directions.

Their defence left almost nothing to be desired.

At dawn on the nineteenth of August, the
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whole line of our artillery opened fire simultane-

ously, with East Chikuan-shan as our chief objective,

but bombarding other forts at the same time.

This was the first step in our general assault.

Soon, our assaulting columns pushed on their way
under cover of the artillery fire, approaching the

enemy inch by inch, ready to rush upon them

with one accord as soon as our fire began to take

effect upon the Russians. Therefore our batteries

devoted their whole energy to break the forts,

shattering the bomb-proofs, and opening breaches

in the skirmish-trenches through which our storming

parties could enter.

No sooner had our firing begun than the enemy

responded from all their batteries and tried hard

to silence our artillery and impede the progress of

our infantry. What a terrible scene presented

itself when huge shells were exchanged between

the heavy-guns of both sides ! Explosive shells as

big as barrels, and spherical shells, caused great

vibrations in the air, and their groaning reverbera-

tion set at naught the fury of pealing thunders.

The bursting of shells scattered lightning every-

where, and the smoke covered the scene with

thick, steamy clouds, in which it seemed impossible

for any living thing to breathe. We nicknamed

the enemy's shells " train shells," because they

came moaning and shrieking just like a train

leaving the station with sharp whistling. When
we heard such a sound near us, the whole earth
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shook, and, in the tremendous roaring, men, horses,

rocks and sand were all hurled up together.

Everything that came into collision with these

terrible trains was reduced to small fragments ;

these fragments would fall to the ground and then

go up again, as if they had wings , to fly with.

One lieutenant's neck was torn by a fragment of

shell and his head was hung by the skin only.

Both arms of a private were cut off clean from

the shoulders by the same process !

This day was to come to an end with bombard-

ment only. It had been our plan to employ the

first day or two in bombarding the enemy and

then to go on with an infantry attack. That

evening I went on business to the headquarters of

our division, that is, the place where our artillery

was posted. It was a dark night and through the

sky whitish- blue bars of fire were flying to and fro

between the contending parties, it looked to me
like the highway leading to Hell. The Russian

search-lights were being thrown over the position

of our artillery from Chikuan-shan and Paiyin-shan,

these terrible lights would turn every now and

then toward our infantry, who were approaching
the enemy step by step. We too used the search-

lights captured from the enemy, and tried to

counteract the power of theirs and also to expose
the Russian guns to view, but they were far

inferior in power to those still in the enemy's

possession- Star-shells were shot off from time to
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time by the enemy, which illuminated the sky for

better than the annual display 01 "fireworks on

festival days. They were like electric lamps hanging
in the air, making the whole place as light as day,
so that even the movement of an ant could easily

be detected. They were so powerful in thwarting
the progress of our assaulting column, because

every movement of the detachment was exposed

by this light and could be accurately seen by the

enemy, and the usual machine-guns were sure to

pour a rain of horrible shot upon the invaders.

Therefore, as soon as we saw the star-rocket

burst in the sky, we used to caution each other,

saying,
" Don't move ! Don't move !

"

When I reached headquarters of the Division

Commander, he and his staff were standing at our

artillery position and watching this scene of night

fighting without the cover of darkness. As soon as a

seach-light was seen in a Russian fort, our Chief-

of-staff would order, "Hit that! Smash that fellow!"

He said, folding his arms in utter unconcern :

"
I feel like a young bride ! Exposed to such a

full glare of light, I am awfully shy and bashful !

"

Our detachment marched as far as Yangchia-kou

during this night. ^
Soon after we reached there, a

shell came near us with a tremendous noise. We
said to each other :

" Some must have been killed,

who are they ? Who ?
" When the smoke cleared

we found four or five men lying dead or wounded,
two of whom were recruits that had arrived only
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a few days before from home. One of trie two

was killed in a horrible manner, the half of his

body below the waist was entirely gone. The

legs of the other were shattered and the blood was

gushing out like water. His captain went to him

and encouraged him, saying: "Don't be afraid!

Be brave!"
"
Captain, I am very sorry to be thus disabled,

without having fought at all. I will come back

healed as quickly as possible. Please let me be

in your company again !

"

"Even without having fought your wounds are

honourable. Get well quickly and come back !

*'

Why one is shot on the battle-field and the

other is not, seems an inscrutable mystery. Some

there are who in one severe fight after another do

not sustain a single scratch ;
others seem to be

followed by shot of to draw shot to themselves,

Some are killed very soon after landing and before

knowing how it feels to be shot at. When once

you become a target for shot, forty or fitty may
come to you, as to that man in the battle of

Taipo-shan, of \^hom I have alredy spoken. Is thts

what is called fate, or is it mere chance ? On the

nineteenth of August when the headquarters of the

Division were' removed to the northern slope of

Taku-shan, the Division Commander was observing

the enemy with a staff-officer on either side, when

a projectile came and both the staff-officers were

killed on the spot, while the General in the middle
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was not even slightly hurt. In an assault on a

fortress those 'in i front have of course the highest

probability of being hit, but even those in the rear

sustain more injury than in a field battle. Napoleon
said: " A shot may be aimed at you, but can not

pursue you. But if it could pursue you at all, it

would overtake you even if you fled to the

uttermost parts of the earth." Yes, a shot is an

uncanny thing, like an apparition. With our

human power we can not tell 'whether it will hit

or not. It depends entirely upon one's luck.

There is another incident that I recollect in this

connection. After the battle cf Taipo-shan, five or

six of the retreating Russians were walking off in

a leisurely way without hurrying and swinging their

arms. This behavior we thought very impudent,

and each of us aimed at them as carefully as in

drill-ground practice, and fired at them with our

rifles resting on something steady ;
but all in

vain. One officer was sure he could hit them, but

he too failed, and the Russians continued to walk

off slowly and were eventually lost sight of.

Several times after this, We tried our skill in

musketry on a Russian standing on a fort and

waving his handkerchief to challenge us, or on

some audacious fellow who would dare to come

out of the breastworks and insult us. In spite of

our skill, indignation, and curiosity combined, these

impudent fellows often escaped in safety. Such

being the case, those who have been through
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several battles become naturally careless and

fearless. At first we involuntarily lower our heads

a little at the sound of a small bullet. Even the

officer who scolds his men, saying,
" Who is it that

salutes the enemy's shot?'* can not help nodding
to the enemy at first. Of course this does not

imply timidity at all, it seems to be the result of

some sort of reflex action of the nerves. But

when the shot begin to come like a shower of

rain, we can not longer give each shot- a bow, but

become bold at once. "JThe boom and roar of big

shells excite in us no special sensation. When we
know that by the time we hear these horrible

sounds the projectiles have gone far past us, our

courage is confirmed, and instead of bowing to an

empty sound, we begin to think of standing on the

breastwork and munching rice-balls to show off to

the enemy ! And the shot seems to shun those

audacious ones as a rule, but to go around them and

call upon others I
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Chapter XXVI

A RAIN OF HUMAN BULLETS

THE
bodies of the brave dead built hill upon

hill, their blood made streams in the valleys.

The battle-field was turned into a cemetery and

hill and valley into burnt out soil. As the minutes

and seconds went on life after life was sent off into

eternity. When the attacking party combines ac-

curate firearms with ammunition, powerful enough to

demoralize the enemy, what is the power with which

to follow up this advantage to its sure result, that is,

the final victory? That power is the bayonet and

war-cry together ! The glittering bayonet, the hide-

ous yell, when combined, are what really put the

enemy to flight. A correspondent of the London

Standard has said truly,
" The war-cry of the

Japanese Army pierced the hearts of the Russians."

But, however much our glittering bayonets and yelling

voices intimidated the enemy, I can not help weeping
at the recollection of that assault. Why ? Because

the glittering of the bayonet and the yelling of the

war-cry became fainter and fainter in the first gener-
al assault, in spite of the great number of projectiles

and large quantity of human bullets that were spent,
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the storming of the forts which the Russians called

invincible ended in utter failure. Nay, several great

assaults after this one drained the blood of patriotic

warriors and shattered their bones in vain. After
Qi

all, however, this apparently useless sacrifice of a

large number of lives was not without its effect.

Strategically we needed to reduce the great fortress

as quickly as possible, however great the damage to

our army might be, so therefore the Commanding
General resolved with tears to offer the necessary

sacrifice
;
and his subordinates willingly offered their

lives and stormed the enemy with bullets of their own
flesh. And these first fruitless assaults proved the

necessary first step and a valuable preparation for

our final success.

We noticed that our continuous bombardment of

the Russian forts since the nineteenth, more especial-

ly of those on East Chikuan-shan which was our

objective, had dealt a severe blow to the enemy, so

the Yoshinaga battalion was ordered to march on

the night of the twenty-first, as the first assaulting

Column. A forlorn-hope of engineers were despatched
ahead to break the wire-entanglements ;

their

desperate effort was fortunately successful and a

little opening was made for the infantryf Thereupon,

Major Yoshinaga ordered his men not to fire a shot,

not to utter a whisper, but to press on under cover

of the dark night, and a body of dark shadows sud-

denly stood right against the enemy's ramparts. The

surprised Russians were obliged to retreat without



offering a fight, but as soon as they had fallen back

a little distance, a large detachment of reinforce-

ments appeared, accompanied by the horrible sound

of machine-guns in the rear. They forced the retreat-

ing Russians forward and together they offered a

strong counter-attack, with their shout of " Woolah"

shaking heaven and earth.^ Major Yoshinaga order-

ed his men not to retreat a step and a terrible hand-

to-hand fight ensued. Both parties, fought fiercely

with fists, bayonets and rifles, but alas ! Major

Yoshinaga who was commanding his men
,
from . the

breastwork was shot through the chest and fell.

Captain Okubo took up the command in his place,

soon he too was killed, substitute after substitute was

killed and eventually, not only the officers but also

the men were nearly all of them killed. No rein-

forcement came to their aid, the enemy's concentrated

fire became more and more violent, and the few

surviving men were obliged to retreat for a while into

the ravine below the wire-entanglements, and wait

therefor the arrival of reserves. None came to help

them, and they waited vainly until the dusk of the

following day, with the remains of their dead

comrades before their eyes. They were right below

the enemy, only a dozen feet or so away from them,

and for thirteen hours they had to grasp their rifles

hard and stare at the Russians, unable to do

anything.

On the night of the twenty-second the Taketomi

battalion went through the broken wire-entangle-
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ments and tried by a fierce attack to make good our

failure of the previous night. Captain Matsuoka was
first wounded, his thigh was cut away and he could

stand no longer. Lieutenant Miyake was shot

through the lungs. The scene went from bad to

worse, the Russians behaved as if trying to show
that they had been waiting for our coming, proud of

their success of the night before. Their search-lights

went round so fast as to dazzle our assaulting detach-

ment, their star-lights burst over our heads and

made us an easy target for their shooting.
"
Charge !

Forward ! Woo-waa !

"
thus crying Captain Yana-

gawa rushed in most gallantly ; in the light of the star

rockets, half of his face was seen dyed with blood

and he was flourishing a glittering sword in his right

hand. Again he cried,
"
Charge !

"
but that was the

last we heard of his brave voice. White blades flash-

ed in the dark, like reeds in the wind, but the flash

gradually ceased, the loud yell of a few moments

before stopped. We heard only the shouting of the

enemy behind their ramparts. They came up and

danced for joy on the breastwork, while we had

been killed to create a hill of corpses and a stream

of blood ! What grief ! What sorrow !

Captain Matsuoka, who was seriously wounded as

I have said, soon lost so much blood from his wound-

ed thigh, that his breathing became fainter and

fainter and he knew that his end was fast approach-

ing. He pulled out of his pocket the secret maps
and destroyed them, and he died entangled in the
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enemy's wire. All who went to fetch him were also

killed and went, to their eternal sleep side by side

with the brave Captain. This Captain's glorious

death was later reported to the Emperor through

His Majesty's aide-de-camp. That Captain Yanagawa
who rushed toward the enemy shouting and yelling,

in spite of several wounds, was shot down just at

the moment of leaping on the Russian rampart. He
leaned against the breastwork of the rampart to

die peacefully there after he had done his very

best, but the cruel enemy would not allow that.

They cut him to pieces and subjected him to wanton

cruelties.

Nevertheless, we were determined to deal a

heavy blow on some vital part of the enemy,
however often and however badly we might be

repulsed or routed. We were ready to sacrifice

not only a brigade but even a whole division for

this important object. Accordingly another great

assault was planned for 3 A. M. of the twenty-

fourth. For several days our company had been

bivouacking in the ravine of Yangchia-kou, but now

in the night of the twenty-third we were to leave

this place and proceed to the rendezvous of Wuchia

fang. So our Captain gathered together his lieuten

ants and said :

" Farewell ! I have no other words to say to

you ! I have decided that the place to leave my
body is on to-morrow's battle-field. Please take this

water-cup of Jong separation."
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Before these words from our Captain we too

had made up our minds to die this time. We ex-

changed the farewell cup of water from cur water-

bottles, saying:
" This evening our water tabtes like golden

nectar !

"

Our company quietly left its. place of bivouac and
fell in under dark willows on the river bank. Think-

ing that it was the last time we should be together,

we could not force back the tears ! Soon we began
our march and passed on under the dark avenue of

trees, where we met a long string of stretchers

carrying the wounded who had fallen during the

last few days such a long, almost endless train of

stretchers !

" Where are you injured ?
"

I asked one of them
as I passed on.

The wounded man answered: "My legs are broken."
" Well done ! Go quietly."

Our detachment reached the river at the other

side of a mountain that looks like the back of an

elephant, it was so dark that we could not see

anything at all. LWe groped our way toward Wuchia-

fang when in front of us we heard a sound of human
voices. I threw myself on the ground and looking

up saw through the dark that a long line of our

wounded were laid down on the river beach. We
marched on sick at heart over such a tremendous

number of the wounded, it took us some time to

reach the end of this long line. Their groaning,
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hard breathing, suffering, pain; their exposure to

the night dew without anything to cover them, wa!s

pitiful. We could not help being deeply affected

by this scene of "misery.

In the meantime we were losing our way, we
couM not find Wuchia-fang, but suddenly came into

the headquarters of the Ninth Divison. General

Oshirna, the Commander, was seen clad in his dark

winter uniform in spite of the season, a silk crape

obi tied tightly about his waist, from which a long

Japanese sword was hanging. At the sight of the

gallant General we felt that we were in a region ot

romance. When his division occupied Panlung-shan,

General Oshima is reported to have stood at the

head of his army in this dark uniform, making
himself the only dark target for the enemy's shot,

thus trying to inspire his men with courage and con-

fidence. I asked the way of a staff-officer, and our

company turned back in the proper direction. We
could not, however, find the right place ;

asked

again, were told to go to the right ; when we
went to the right we were told to go back to where

we started
; we were utterly at a loss where to go.

The time for our rendezvous was fixed at one o'clock,

it was now only a little before that time. If we
should fail to appear on the spot in time it would

disgrace us, and we had to think not only of our

personal disgrace, but the prospective attack needed

as many fighters as possible. The delay in our

arrival might become a cause of defeat. The Captain



and all of us were extremely anxious and worried.

Fortunately, however, at this juncture we came
across a man, belonging to the engineer-corps, who

minutely explained to us how to find Wuchia-fang,

telling us to go through the opening a little further

on, where our engineers were then engaged in sap-

ping. We went on as instructed and soon found our

siege trenches,*' we went on along these until we
came to an opening, beyond which we had to go

through the fields exposed to the enemy's view.

We ran on, but presently a flash of search-light

came !

" Lie down !

" was ordered and we waited

holding our breath for that terrible light to disappear.

But the search-light would not disappear. Mean-

while communication with the rear was cut off. But

at last we came to the place which we imagined to

be the rendezvous ;
we found none of our army there,

but dark corpses were strewn on the ground.

Probably our army had already gathered themselves

at the foot of the East Panlung Fort which was

supposed to be the centre of our attack. Looking
at our watches we found that it was a few minutes

past one o'clock. We tried hard to find our main

body but in vain. Were we too late ? The anxiety

of our Captain was intense. Our disappointment was

agonizing. Were we to miss this our opportunity to

join in the general assault ? The Captain said:

" I can not expiate my fault even with suicide !

"

Not only he, but all of us, felt that if we failed to

join this battle, the company itself would be disgrac-
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ed forever, and that compared with that disgrace

our unanimous suicide was a mere trifle.
*

Scouts were sent in all directions, but none brought

back any news. We had no time to lose, so we came

to the conclusion that the best thing we could do

now was to go to the old Fort of East Panlung and

fight even single-handed ; and that, if the main body
had begun by that time, we should be in a good spot

to join in its action. Thinking that the occasional

sound of a machine-gun that we had heard must

be coming from Panlung, and that a ravine we had

found must lead to that mountain, we started from

Wuchia-fang along the ravine.

Ah, that ravine! A narrow path of less than two ken

in width. It was the place where the Ninth division

and the Seventh and Ninth regiments of the Second

Reserve had had such a hard fight the day before !

What a scene of horrors ! No stretcher nor medicine-

chest could be brought there, the dead and wound-

ed were piled one upon another in nooks and

corners, some groaning with pain, some crying

for help, and some perfectly quiet, breathing no

longer ! We hardly found space to walk without

stepping on them. It was an infernal tunnel of the

dead and dying.
~ We groped to the right not to

step on a dead comrade, only to kick a wounded

one on the left. Where we stepped thinking that it

was on mother earth, we found ourselves walking
over the kakhi-coloured dead. " Don't step on the

corpses," I shouted to my men, but at that very
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moment I was treading on the chest of one. " Par-

don," was the only apology I could offer the dead

thus unintentionally insulted. Along this long,

narrow path full of corpses, it was impossible not to

step on our poor, silent comrades.

We were almost at the end of the ravine, a few

steps more would have brought us face to face with

wire-entanglements, when we stopped short for a

while. All at once the enemy's machine-guns began
at our left shooting out flames of fire through the

dark. Presently we heard the noise of a gun

detachment, six of our guns were trying to climb

Panlung through the same ravine. In this narrow

pass the infantry and artillery men were jumbled

together to escape the fire of the Russian machine-

guns.

We were now at the foot of the objective mount-

ain, but no trace of the main body could be found.

What a disappointment and pain for us ! Where was

it ! Was the expected assault postponed ? After a

great deal of cogitation the Captain decided to go
back to Wuchia-fang and wait for further orders.

This was his deliberately formed conclusion and of

course we had to obey him, though very reluctantly.

Once again we must go through that infernal tunnel.

Those corpses of the dead comrades on which we

had stepped and to which we had apologized in

horror had to be trodden on once more. *We looked

for the dead and wounded in the dark and found their

condition still worse and more miserable than before,
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because the artillery men had been through the same

place after us, and many dead and dying has been

run over by the gun-carriages. Those who had been

breathing faintly had breathed their last under the

iron wheels, those who had already died were cut to

pieces. Shattered bones, torn flesh, flowing blood,

were mingled with broken swords and split rifles.

What could be more shocking than this scene ?

We went back to the entrance of the ravine and

waited there for a while, when at last group after group

of shadows began to come through the dark. It was

our main body ! Our joy was unbounded. We
learned that they had not been able to reach the

place of rendezvous at the appointed hour, on ac-

count of the constant hindrance to their march

offered by the enemy's search-lights. We breathed

a sigh of relief in thus joining the main body at last,

and rejoiced over the prospect of forming with them

the advance guard of the first general assault. This

place of gathering did not shield us from the enemy's

fire, nor was it large enough to accommodate a great

number of men, it was only protected by a precipice

that would prevent the enemy from looking down

upon us. *. Among the officers who were with us here

was Major Matsumura who distinguished himself at

Taku-shan after its capture by our army, by resisting

and repulsing the enemy's counter-attack. He had

sprained his right foot at that time, but would not

consent to receive medical treatment for such a trifl-

ing injury as he called it, and was still doing the
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duty of a battalion commander, supporting himself

with a cane. This night he was still suffering from

his foot, but supporting himself with a willow stick,

he walked on at the head of his battalion.

Sitting down beside me, he said :
" The time has

come at last !

"

Captain Segawa, who bade that sad farewell to

his younger brother at Taku-shan, was also there.

Lieutenant Sone came along with a cartridge belt

round his waist and a rifle in his hand. I asked him

why he was so strangely armed, iupon which he said

that he had lost his sword during the scouting of the

previous night and had therefore armed himself like

a private soldier. All the officers gathered together,

wished each other success and chatted cheerfully for

a while. Only a few hours later, all of them had

been killed except Major Matsumura and myself.

Whenever I think of it, I still feel as if I saw their

faces and heard their voices. Brave fellows !

Poor men ! My heart is full of strange emotions

when I think of them.
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Chapter XXVII

THE "SURE-DEATH" BAND

WE all fell in under the precipice and were

waiting for the order to march, when a piece

of paper reached me handed from man to man. I

opened it and read:
" Yasukichi Honda was shot on the nineteenth of

this month, and when I offered him a drink of water
}

he shed tears and asked me to give his farewell to

Lieutenant Sakurai. Bunkichi Takao."

This Honda had been my servant about a year
before and he was a faithful fellow. His last words

were a farewell to me who had done so little for

him. I was deeply affected by his loyal devotion.

Even now I regret I had no chance of giving him a

farewell hand-shake, and cannot help thinking how

greatly he would have rejoiced, if I could have given

him one word of good-bye while he was yet alive.

I gathered my men around me and said :

" I now bid you all farewell. Fight with all your

might ? This battle will decide whether Port Arthur

is to fall or not. This water you drink please drink

as if at your death-moment."

I filled a cup with water that was fetched by one
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or two soldiers at the risk of their lives, and we alt

drank farewell from the same cup. Soon we received

orders to advance to a point half way up the side of

Panlung. We began to move on quietly, we who
had already drank the death-cup together went

again through that same terrible ravine full of our

dead comrades. This was the third time that we
had travelled by this path, and none expected to

walk over it a fourth time alive. To die under trie

flying flag of the Rising Sun, and to die while doing a

splendid service to one's country, was the wish and

resolve of every heart. Before beginning this final

march to the battle-field we all made ourselves as

light as possible, we carried with us just enough hard

biscuit,
" iron rations," to support life for two or three

days; the rest we left behind. My kakhi uniform

was decorated by a national flag which was hanging
from my belt and a Japanese towel was tied around

my neck. I wore no shoes, only tabi socks on my
feet; my whole appearance was like that of a dancer

at the rural, festival in summer. I carried with

me my sword, my water-bottle, and three hard

biscuit; thus armed and attired I was to appear on

the glorious stage of death.

The mere thought of this ravine makes one shud-

der even now. We jumped over or stepped on the

heaped up corpses and went on holding our noses.

What a grief it was to have to tread on the bodies of

our heroic dead ! I found one wounded man squat-

ting in a corner, groaning with pain. I asked him
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where he was wounded. He told me that his legs

were broken and that for three days he had had no

single grain of rice, nor a single drop of water; no

stretcher had appeared and he had been waiting for

the arrival of death ever since he fought and fell. I

gave him the three biscuit I had, and told him to eat

those and wait patiently for the coming of our bearer

company. He clasped his hands together and shed

tears for joy and gratitude and begged me to tell

him my name. I was deeply touched by this ex-

perience.
" Farewell

" was the only thing I could

say to the poor fellow as I passed on. We now
came to the wire-entanglement of Panlung-shan.
This fortress of Panlung had been captured with the

flesh and blood of the Ninth Division and the Seventh

and Eighth regiments of the Second Reserve, and was

now an important base from which a general assault

on^the northern forts of East Chikuan and Wantai

was to be made. This critical spot was finally taken

after a terrible struggle and a valiant action by the

men ofGeneral Oshima's command. The sad story was

eloquently told by the horrible sights of the ravine.

While running through the opening in the wire-

entanglement beyond I noticed many engineers and

infantry men dead and piled one upon another,

caught in the wire, or taking hold with both arms of

a post or grasping the iron shears.

When we reached the middle of the side of

Panlung I saw the Regimental flag that I used to

carry, flying above our heads in the dark. My
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heart leapt at the sight of the dear flag. I scrambled

up to where it was planted and came face to face

with Colonel Aoki, with whom I had exchanged
farewell saltuations at the foot of Taku-shan some

days before.

"
Colonel, I am Lieutenant Sakurai !

"

He looked at me as if thinking fondly of by-gone

days, and said :

" Are you Sakurai ? I do pray for your success."

After this word from my Commander, how could

I be satisfied without doing something ? I must exert

myself to the uttermost.

Then I heard a voice calling my name from the

top of the mountain, and so I left the Colonel

and went on to the top to find Lieutenant Yoshida, a

friend of mine from the same province, sitting there

alone. I had heard of his being in the Ninth Division,

fighting before Port Arthur, but I did not expect
ever to meet him ! To see an old friend just before

going into a fierce engagement was touching.
"
Sakuari, isn't it fearful, the fighting of the last day

or two ?
"
he remarked sadly.

Wondering why he was there, I asked :

" What are you doing here alone ?
"

" Please look at these corpses !

"

There were dark shadows about him which I had

thought were the recruits of our regiment. I could not

help being astonished when I found that those heaps
of kakhi colored men were the dead or wounded
soldiers of Lieutenant Yoshida's command. WT

hat a
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horrible sight ! Their bodies were piled up two or three

or even four deep; some had died with their hands

on the enemy's battery, some had *
successfully

gone beyond the battery and were killed grasping
the gun carriages. A sad groaning came from the

wounded who were buried under the dead. When
this gallant assaulting column had pressed upon the

enemy's forts, stepping over their comrades' bodies,

the terrible and skilful fire of the machines-guns had

killed them all, close by the forts, piling dead upon
the wounded. The men behind were angry at their

comrades' death and attempted a summary revenge,

but they rushed upon the enemy only to swell the

number of the dead. And Lieutenant Yoshida felt

that he could not leave his unfortunate men and was

watching over their remains with a breaking heart.

Later on the 2/th of October he fought most

desperately at Erhlung-shan and died
;
this interview

at the top of Panlung was our last good-bye.
As soon as we were gathered together the Colonel

rose and gave us a final word of exhortation, saying I

" This battle is our great chance of serving our

country. To-night we must strike at the vitals of Port

Arthur, Our brave assaulting column must be not

simply a ' forelorn hope
'

(resolved-to-die), but a ' sure-

death' detachment. I, as your Father, am grateful

mdre than I can express for your gallant fighting.

Do your best, all of you !"

Yes, we were all ready for death when leaving

Japan. Men going to battle of course cannot expect



to come back alive. But in this particular tattle td

be ready for death was not enough; what was

required of us was a determination not to fail to die.

Indeed we were " sure-death
" men and this new

appellation gave us a great stimulus. Also a tele-

gram that had come from trie Minister of War in

Tokyo was read by the Regimental adjutant, which

said,
"

I pray for youf success/* This increased the

exaltation of our spirits.

Let me now recount the sublime horrors of this

general assault. I was a mere lieutenant and every-

thing passed through my mind as m a dream, so my
story must be something like picking out things from

the dark. I can not give you any systematic account

but must limit myself to fragmentary recollections.

If this story sounds like a vainglorious account of my
Own achievements, it is not because I am conscious

of my merit when I have so little to boast of, but

because the things concerning me and near me are

What I Can tell you with authority. If this partial

account prove a clue from which the whole story

of this terrible assault may be inferred, my work will

not have been in vain.

The men >f the "sure-death
"
detachment rose to

their part. Fearlessly they stepped forward to the

place of death. They went over Panlung-shan, and

made their way through the piled up bodies of the

dead ; groups of five or six soldiers reaching the

barricaded slope one after another.

I said to the Colonel :
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Good-bye, then, Colonel !

"

With this farewell J started, and my first step was

on the head of a corpse. Our objective points were

the Northern Fortress of East Chikuan and Wangtai

Hill.

There was a fight with bombs at the enemy's

skirmish trenches. The bombs sent from our side

were exploding finely, and the place became at once

a conflagration, boards were flung about, sand bags

burst, heads flew around, legs were torn off. The

flames mingled with the smoke, lighted up our faces

wierdly with a red glare and all at once the battle-

line became confused. Then the enemy thinking it

hopeless, left the place and began to flee. " For-

ward, forward, now is the time to go forward !

Forward, to pursue, capture it with one bound!"

and proud of our victory we went forward coura-

geously.

Captain Kawakami raising his sword cried,
"
Forward," and then I standing close by him cried,

" Sakurai's section, forward !"

Thus shouting I left the Captain's left side, and in

order to see the road we were to follow, went on a path

to the ramparts. What is that black object which

obstructs our view ? It is the ramparts of the

Northern Fortress. Looking back I did not see a

soldier. Alack, had the line been cut ? In trepida-

tion, keeping my body to the left for safety, I called

the Twelfth Company.
' Lieutenant Sakurai !

"
a voice called out repeat^
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edly in answer. Returning in the~direction of the

sound, I found Corporal Ito weeping loudly.
" What are you crying for ? What has hap-

pened ?
"

The Corporal, weeping bitterly, gripped my arm

tightly.
" Lieutenant Sakurai, you have become an import-

ant person."
" What is there to weep about ? I say, what is

the matter ?
"

He whispered in my ear,
* Our Captain is dead."

Hearing this I too wept, Was it not only a

moment ago that he had given the order, "Forward"?

Was it not even now that I had separated from him ,?

And yet our Captain was one of the dead. In one

moment our tender, pitying Captain Kawakami and

I had become beings of two separate worlds. Was
it a dream or a reality, I wondered ?

Corporal Ito pointed out the Captain's body which

had fallen on a path leading to the ramparts only

a few rods away. I hastened thither and raised him

in my arms.
"
Captain !

"

I could not say a word more. But as matters

could not remain thus, I took the secret map
which the Captain had, and rising up boldly I called

out :

" From henceforward I command the Twelfth

Company."
And I ordered that some one of the wounded
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should carry back the Captain's corpse. A wound-

ed soldier was just about to raise it up when he

was struck on a vital spot and died leaning on the

Captain. One after another of the soldiers who took

his place was struck and fell.

I called Lieutenant Ninomiya and asked him if the

sections were together.

He answered in the affirmative. I ordered Corpo-

ral Ito not to let the line be cut, and told him that I

would be in the center of the skirmishers. In the

darkness of the night we could not distinguish the

features of the country, nor in which direction we
were to march forward. Standing up abruptly

against the dark sky were the Northern Fortress and

Wangtai Hill. In front of us lay a natural strong-

hold, and we were in a cauldron-shaped hollow. But

still we marched on side by side.

" The Twelfth Company, forward !

"

I turned to the right and went forward as in a

dream. I remember nothing clearly of the time.
"
Keep the line together."

This was my one command. Presently I ceased

to hear the voice of Corporal Ito, who had been at

my right hand. The bayonets gleaming in the

darkness became fewer. The black masses of sol-

diers who had pushed their way on, now became a

handful. All at once as if struck by a club, I fell

down sprawling on the ground. I was wounded,
struck in my right hand. Splendid magnesium light

of the enemy flashed out, showing the piled up
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bodies of the dead, and I raised my wounded hand

and looked at it. It was broken at the wrist
; the

hand hung down and was bleeding profusely. I took

out the ready loosened bundle of bandages, tied up
my wound with the triangular piece and then wrap-

ping a handkerchief over it, I slung it from my neck

with the Sunrise flag, which I had sworn to plant on

the enemy's fortress.

Looking up I saw that only a valley lay between

me and Wangtai Hill which almost touched the sky.

I wished to drink and sought at my waist, but the

water-bottle was gone ;
its leather strap alone was

entangled in my feet. The voices of the soldiers

were lessening one by one. In contrast, the glare of

the rockets of the hated enemy, and the frightful

noise of the cannonading, increased. I slowly

rubbed my legs, and seeing that they were unhurt I

again rose. Throwing aside the sheath of my sword

I carried the bare blade in my left hand as a" staff

went down the slope as in a dream, jumped over

the earthworks, and climbed Wangtai hill.

The long and enormously heavy guns were tower-

ing before me, and how few of my men were left

alive now ! I shouted and told the survivors to

follow me but few answered my call. When I

thought that the other detachments must also have

been reduced to a similar condition, my heart began

to fail me. No reinforcement was to be hoped for, so

1 ordered a soldier to climb the rampart and plant

the Sun-flag overhead, but alas, he was shot and



killed in no time, without even a sound or cry !

All of a sudden a stupendous sound as fiom

another world rose round about me.
" Counter assault !

"

A detachment of the enemy appeared on the

rampart, looking like a dark wooden barricade; they

surrounded us in the twinkling of an eye and raised

a cry of triumph. Our disadvantageous position

would not allow us to offer any resistance, and our

party was too small to fight them. We had to fall

back down the steep hill. Looking back I saw the

Russians shooting at us, as they pursued. When we

reached the earthworks before mentioned, we made
a stand and faced the enemy. Great confusion and

infernal butchery ensued. Bayonets clashed against

bayonets, the enemy brought out a machine-gun and

poured shot upon us pell-mell ; the men on both

sides fell like grass. But I cannot give you a de-

tailed account of the scene, because I was then in a

dazed condition. I only remember that I was

brandishing my sword in fury. I also felt myself

occasionally cutting down the enemy. I remember

a confused fight of white blade against white blade,

the rain and hail of shell, a desperate fight here, and a

confused scuffle there. At last I grew so hoarse

that I could not shout any more. Suddenly my
sword broke with a clash, my left arm was pierced.

I fell, and before I could rise a shell came and shat-

tered my right leg. I gathered all my strength

together and tried to stand up, but I felt as if I were
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crumbling and fell to the ground perfectly helpless.

A soldier who saw me fall cried :

"Lieutenant Sakurai, let us die together."

I embraced him with my left arm and gnashing

my teeth with regret and sorrow, I could only watch

the hand-to-hand fight going on about me. My
mind worked like that of a mad man, but my body
would not move an inch.
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Chapter XXV111

LIFE OUT OF DEATH

day of the twenty-fourth of August dawned

JL upon a battle ground covered with the dead

and wounded of both sides. I discovered that the

man in my arms was Kensuke Ono, a soldier whom
I had trained. He was wounded in the right eye,

and pierced through the side. Thinking that he

could not live, he had called my name and offered to

die with me. Poor, dear fellow ! My left arm that

embraced him was covered with dark red clots of

blood, which was running over Ono's neck. Ono

removed my arm quietly, pulled out his bandages and

bound up my left arm. Thus I lay surrounded by
the enemy and seriously wounded ; there seemed no

slightest hope of my escape. If I did not expire then

it was certain that I should soon be in the enemy's

hands, which meant a misfortune far more intolerable

than death. My heart yearned to commit suicide c

before such a disgrace should befall me, but I had

no weapon with me, no hand that could help me in

the act. Tears of regret choked me.
"
Ono, please kill me and go back and report the

conditions," I urged him. I begged him to kill me,
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but he would not consent. He was almost blind, for

both his eyes were covered with blood, but he

grasped his rifle and said :

" I will defend"
I expostulated with him and explained our position,

saying that the enemy had changed their attitude to

a counter attack and we were already surrounded by
them, beside that \ve had gone far into the enemjr's

ground since the previous night, so that if we remain-

ed in that helpless state we were sure of being made

prisoners. Then I asked him how he felt about becom-

ing a captive of the Russians, and told him that it

was a far greater mercy to me who could not move a

limb, to kill me at once and make good his

escape. But Ono was already losing his reason and

simply continued saying,
"

I will defend !

"

There was no other help, and I resigned myself to the

fate of dying where I was. At the same time I was

extremely anxious to send Ono and let him report

the condition of affairs at the present moment. So

as a means to make him go I said :

"Briiig me a stretcher and I will go," and urged him

to hurry. Of course I knew full well that since that

incarnation of love in the shape of a stretcher com-

pany could not reach the ravine, much less could it

come to this spot encircled by the enemy. My only

hope was that he might thus have a chance of

returning alive to our main body and also of report-

ing my death. Ono, in a state of frenzy, jumped

up at my words, and saying,
" Please wait here," ran
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over to the earthworks, and disappeared Would he"

successfully go through the enemy's investment back

to our main position ? Later, when I found him in a

hospital, we were astonished at our strange fortune.

I was thus left lying alone surrounded by the

dead and dying. This moment was the most hallow-

ed, the most painfully sad, and the most exasperat-

ing in my life. I repeated to myself Nelson's words,
" Thank heaven, I have done my duty," and

comforted myself with the idea that though doomed

to failure, I had done my whole life's work. I

thought of nothing else. I was only conscious that

the life blood of a man twenty-five years of age was

fast flowing to its speedy exhaustion, but did not

feel the pain of the wounds at all. A number of

the Russians were going to and fro in the
trenches^

only a few ken from me, and firing at our surviving

men, each Russian using five or six rifles in turn.

While I was watching their action with wide open

eyes, one of them turned back and noticed my being

still alive. He signalled to the others, and three or

four shots visited me at once. They fixed their bay-
onets and came jumping toward me. I shut my
eyes, I was about to be butchered. My body was not

of iron and stone to begin with, and its limbs were

shattered and had no power to resist or chase the

enemy. I could not escape from thev poisonous

teeth of the wolves. But Providence had not forsak-

en me yet. At this critical moment I only heard

the din of a close fight near me, but was spared the
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point of an unknown savage's bayonet. As they

rushed toward me five or six of our survivors en-

countered them, fought them, and all fell. And I,

who had had nothing but sure death to wait for, was

saved at the cost of my poor comrades' lives. My
faint breathing was thus still allowed to go on.

At this juncture a man jumped up the earthworks,

with a loud yell, and his sword raised high in the

air. Who was the brave fellow who stormed the

enemy's trenches single handed ? I was astonished

at his audacity. But, alas, a shot came flying from

somewhere, hit him and he fell at my right side, as

if crumbling down. He faced death as if returning

home. He had jumped up there bravely, all alone,

to seek death, and attracted the enemy's attention by
his triumphant cry.

After a while the shells from the Japanese army

began to burst briskly above our heads ; percussion

balls fell around us and hurled up smoke and blood

together. Legs, hands, and necks were cut into

black fragments, and scattered about. I shut my
eyes in perfect resignation and prayed that my agony

might be put to a speedy end by my being shattered

to pieces all at once. Still no shell came to break

my flesh and bones, but only small fragments came

and injured my already wounded limbs. One

wounded soldier who was near me received one

of those horrible fragments on the face._ He was

writhed for a few moments, then fell on his face and

expired. Every moment I expected to meet a

-236-



similar fate, or to be eaten by the hungry dogs and

wolves of the field, half dead, half alive, yet unable

to resist my fate. I was being picked off inch by

inch by the fierce eagle of the north.^ I heard some

one crying, "Nippon Banzai!" at my head. I

opened my eyes and dimly discovered that it was a

poor, wounded man. His reason all gone, yet he

did not forget to shout Banzai for his Fatherland.

He repeated Banzai over and over again, and also

shouted,
" Come, come, Japanese soldiers !" He

danced, jumped and shouted in frenzy until he was

exhausted, then he closed his lips and his color

began to fade. I shut my eyes and prayed that he

might go in peace.

The blood from my wounds dyed my body red

all over. My arms were bandaged, but all the other

wounds were left uncovered. Sometimes I shut

my eyes in quiet thought, and again opened them to

stare about me. To my left, I saw two Japanese
soldiers lying dead under the flying Rising-sun.

Probably the flag had been planted there by these

two heroes, but, if our men pushed forward to it, the

enemy were sure to shoot them down, while if the

Russians attempted to retake the spot they were

equally sure of being killed by our artillery. This

dauntless pair had kept the spot unto death and they

must have died smiling and contented at their

success. ^Is not this a fine piece of poetry in itself ?

What poet will sing these two heroes to posterity !

As I was faintly smiling over this poetic sight of
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the battle-field, I saw the most brutal act com-

mitted that I could have imagined. Ah, men
and women oi civilization and justice and mercy,

please remember this fact ! I had already told

you of a savage Russian who butchered Captain

Yanagawa, wantonly. Here again, before my very

eyes, I saw a Russian commit a most deliberate act

of cruelty and barbarism. I had noticed a Russian

officer repeatedly pointing to his wounded leg arid

making signs with his hands for help. Later, I saw

a Japanese hospital orderly, himself wounded go, up
to the Russian. Without attending to his own

wound, he took out bandages from a bag at his waist

and bandaged the Russian. He did his duty of love

and mercy faithfully, thinking that the wounded foe

was not a foe any more, only a hero who had toiled

for his own country. His kindness In dressing the

wound of this Russian was so beautiful and holy that

tearful gratitude was due to him even from a hard-

hearted savage. How did this Russian return

the kindness of this hospital orderly ? Tears of

gratitude ? No ! A hand-shake of thanks ? No !

Indeed no ! Lo, this beastly Russian officer bestovv-

ed a pistol shot upon his Japanese benefactor ! Do

not forget this, you people of justice and humanity !

As soon as the orderly had finished bandaging, the

Russian pulled out his revolver from his hip, and took

the life of the good Samaritan with one shot! My
heart was bursting with indignation at the sight of

this atrocious outrage !

238



But my indignation, my exasperation could not be

translated into any action. I simply shut my eyes

and gnashed my teeth
;
soon my breathing became

difficult. I felt that my life was fast ebbing, when

some one caught hold of my coat and raised me.

After a minute I was let alone. I slightly opened my
eyes and dimly saw two or three Russians going up
the hill. I had been on the point of being made a

prisoner ! That very moment when I was raised

and laid down was the boundary line between my
life and death, between my honour and disgrace!

The enemy caught hold of me once, but soon let me

go ; probably they thought that I was dead. No
wonder they thought so, for I was covered with

blood.

Then some one came running stealthily to my side

and fell down without a word. Was he dead ? No,
he was simply feigning death. After a while he

whispered in my ear :

"Let us go back. I will helj5 you."

In the midst of my panting, irregular breathing I

looked at the man, he was a stranger to me, a

private soldier with his head bandaged. I replied

to his very kind offer and said that I could never get

back alive under the circumstances, and wished him

to kill me and go himself if he could. He said that

he could not expect to get me back alive, but that

he would at least carry back my body; he would not

allow it to be left among the enemy. As soon as he

said this, he caught my left arm and put it on his
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shoulder. At this juncture, the brave fellow who
was lying at my right side and who had been groan-

ing for some time, said in a faltering, tearful voice :

"
Lieutenant, please give me the last cup of

water
"

My heart was bursting with emotion, and

I fell down by his side in spite of my helper. This

poor fellow was probably one of my men, he asked

me to send him out on his last journey. Poor, poor
soul ! Of course I could not force myself to go and

leave my poor comrade alone.

" Have you any water ?
"

I asked my helper,

whereupon he took our his water-bottle, stepped over

my chest and poured water into the mouth of the dy-

ing man ; who put his shattered hands together as in

supplication and murmuring
"
Namu-Amida-Bzitsu,

Namu-Amida-Butsu" like a faint echo slowly drew

his last breath.

I had no heart to leave behind other comrades

dead or wounded, and seek my own safety. But my
kind helper grasped my left arm once again, raised

me on his back, and in one bound leaped over the

earthwork, when both of us went down with a thud.

Quickly he picked up an overcoat and covered me
with it, and again in silence lay down by my side.

In this way I was taken out of the trenches on the

back of an unknown soldier. It was while being
thus carried that my legs touched a corner of the

earthwork, and I felt excruciating pain for the first

time. After a while he whispered to me again :

"As the shot are coming fast now, we must wait
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a little."

He unsheathed his bayonet and bound it as a

splint to my broken leg with a towel. I was very

thirsty and wanted to drink, he gave me all that

was left in his bottle, saying,
" Don't drink much."

And also he soothed me often, saying,
" Please

be patient a little while." I saw many comrades

groaning and writhing about me, and my kind

helper would pick up water-bottles scattered over

the place and give them drink. Often he would

feign death to escape the enemy's eyes, and lie

down quickly, covering me with his body. I did not

yet know even the name of this chivalrous man.

"What is your name?" I asked.

"My name is Takesaburo Kondo," he answered

in a whisper.

"Which regiment?"
"I am in the Kochi regiment."

I was being saved by a gallant soldier, who was

neither my subordinate, nor of the same Regiment
as myself, and 'whom I had never seen before.

What mysterious thread of fortune bound him and

me together ? I could not explain the mystery, but

I do know that it was the friendly, brotherly spirit

pervading all ranks of our army that produced such

a man as Kondo, whose name should be handed

down to posterity as a model soldier and heroic

character. A few hours after I had been rescued,

I fell into a state of complete unconsciousness.

When at last I recovered my senses, the first thing

241



that came to my mind was the beloved name ot

Kondo.

Brave Takesaburo ! He it was who had brought
me out from the encircling enemy of Wantai, but

to reach our lines was yet still farther. It was

broad day-time and we must return braving the

fire of the Russian -machine-guns. Was he not

himself too wounded ? If he had left me there, me
whose life was more than uncertain, and escaped to

a safe place by himself, things would have been

much simpler for him. But he had sworn to help

me and that promise was more important to him

than his own life. He braved every danger^ bore

every difficulty, and with wonderful tact and saga-

city made use of every possible device in my rescue,

and he was under no personal obligation to me.

For a while he covered and protected me with his

body. Then he said to me :

"
Although a great many shot are still falling

about us, we must not stay here till night, or the

enemy are sure to come and kill us. We must go

now. Please consider yourself already dead."

He wrapped me up with an overcoat and beck-

oned to another soldier near by. The wounded

man came crawling to my side and when he saw

me said :

" Are you not Lieutenant Sakurai ?
"

I do not know who he was, but he must have

been of the same regiment as myself since he knew

me. He said to me :

" How badly you are in--
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jured !

" and whispered with Takesaburo. Then I

was carried away by A
these two me and left be-

hind me Wantai, now the grave of the unconsoled

spirits of my dear comrades, thinking all the time

that it was a great shame to go back alone,

leaving my dead and wounded friends behind. My
two helpers would lie down every five or ten steps

and look as if they were dead and try to deceive

the enemy's vigilance. While being thus carried I

felt no pain, only a very unpleasant grating of

broken bones. We went past wire-entanglements

and breast-works, and in the burning, straight noon-

day rays of the sun, I was finally brought to a

ravine, a little below the wire-entanglement, and I

thought the place was the foot of Chikuan.

I was laid down here for some time, and at last

began to feel faint and dizzy and everything went

out of my consciousness as in sleep. This was

caused by the profuse bleeding. At this -time I was

counted among the dead, the report of my death

reached home, my teacher Mr. Murai placed the

postal-card I had written to him in the family

shrine and offered to my spirit incense and flowers,

as I have since been told.

For some hours I was practically dead in this

ravine, but the gate of the other world was still

closed against me and I began to breathe once more.

The first thing that I heard was a tremendous noise

of a heavy cannon ball falling near me and throw-

ing up sand and pebbles, covering me with dust.
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I felt that it was thfs roar that had called my
spirit back into this world. As soon as I recovered

consciousness, my wounds began to hurt terribly.

I tried to move my comparatively sound right leg,

but it would not move a bit ; the blood gushed out

of it and coagulated over it. I noticed that a Sunrise

flag was spread over my face as an awning, and

that Takesaburo Kondo was still by my side watch-

ing me. I thanked him for his faithful service with

tears of gratitude.

He fastened poles to the overcoat wrapping me,

and begged four or five wounded men, who hap-

pened to come along, to help carry me to the first-

aid. Lifting a corner of the flag that covered my
face he said :

"
Lieutenant, it seems that my wound is not a

serious one, so I am not going to the rear. Your

case is serious. Please take good care of yourself

and become well again," and he left me at last.

I never saw him again.

Did I take his hand and thank him for his gal-

lant service ? No, I could not. I only wept for

his goodness with unbounded gratitude in my heart,

and prayed that he might be spared.
" To share

the shadow of the same tree, to drink from the

same stream of water," is said to be " the promise

of meeting again in another world." But he volun-

tarily threw himself into the boiling cauldron of

danger and rescued me out of certain death, he

was truly the giver of my renewed life. My present
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life is not mine at all ;
I should have died in

Wantai surely ;
that I now live is due to Takesaburo

Kondo alone. Kondo was killed within a month

after this ! His spirit is now too far away to see

me, whom he rescued amid such great difficulties

and dangers. When I think of this, I can not cry

out my sorrow or talk about my sentiments, because

both the cry and the words become choked in my
throat !

During the night, four or five wounded soldiers

took advantage of the darkness to carry me past

the enemy's front to the first-aid, which they found

with difficulty. I was still faint and in a dreamy
state and could not take in much ; the only thing

I remember is that I was put on a stretcher, with-

out removing the overcoat and poles. At last I was

laid down in a spot where people were busy run-

ning to and fro. That was indeed the first-aid

station. As soon as I realized this, I cried out :

" Is Surgeon Yasui here ? Surgeon Ando ?
"

" I am Ando ! Yasui is also here !

" was the im-

mediate response. I did not expect to find these

friends here, but simply called their names as in a

dream, the names so dear to my heart. But the

strange, mysterious thread that tied us together in

friendship drew me to their place and put me under

their care; a thing that could never be planned or

mapped out in the battle-field where separation and

dispersion is so universal a rule. Heaven mysterious-

ly granted me this chance to meet them in my time
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of need. % At this unexpected hearing of their voices

my heart beat high:
"
Surgeon Yasui ! Surgeon Ando !

"

They took my hands and stroked my forehead

and said :

''Well done You have done well
"

I noticed. that the body of my battalion com*

mander, Major Uyemura, was lying to my left.

When attacking the first skirmish trenches, he was

standing in the farthest front and cheering us on.

And that same brave officer is now a spiritless

corpse sleeping an eternal sleep here, his servant

clinging to his body and crying at the top of his

voice. Soon I was bandaged and sent to the rear,

and had to say an unwilling farewell to the two

surgeon friends, whom I had come across to my
unexpected and unbounded joy !

When I met Surgeon Yasui later, he told me

something of my condition at the time I was taken

to the first-aid :

"The position of that first-aid station was such

that none of us expected to find any of the wounded

of our detachment brought there
; yet I was en-

abled to take care of you, that is the strangest of

strange happenings. I had asked about you of the

wounded men as they came in and all said that

you must be dead ;
there was one even who affirmed
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that you were killed below the wire-entanglements

at Chikuan. So I had concluded that I should never

see you again in this world of the living, but wish-

ing to recover your body, I made careful inquiries

about where you were killed, all to no purpose.

Later, a sergeant by the name of Sadaoka came in,

and I asked him about you and got the answer

that you had been killed in the ravine of Chikuan.

At once J despatched some hospital orderlies: to

bring your body back on a stretcher, but it was

too dark and the enemy's fire was still violent, and

they came back without accomplishing anything.

Still anxious to get you, I sent out a second group

of orderlies, who brought you back still living, to

our great surprise and joy. But at the first glance

we thought that you must die in a few hours and

Surgeon Ando and I looked at each other in sorrow.

Therefore, when we sent you on to the field hospi-

tal, of course we thought it was an eternal good-

bye in disguise

"About a month after that I saw Takesaburo

Kondo who had rescued you, and a strange coin-

cidence it was. I noticed a soldier passing our first-

aio! station shouldering a shovel. Suddenly the man
fell with his face upward. I ran to the spot and

saw that it was your Takesaburo Kondo ! He was

a special object of my respect and love, because

I knew that he had saved you out of the enemy's

grip. He was still breathing faintly, so I gave him

a drink from my water-bottle; them he smiled
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faintly and expired in peace
"

Thus the giver of my life, Takesaburo Kondo,

lost his noble life by a stray shot !

Our first general attack came to a close with

these horrors. The second and the third repeated

a similar scene, or even a more horrible one. But

our army was not discouraged, on the contrary,

the repeated failures only added to their keen

determination and abundant resourcefulness. Our

army attacked, attacked, attacked the desperately

defending enemy, and at last took the great Fort-

ress. I have no right to speak about the invest-

ment of Port Arthur after this first assault. There

are others better fitted to relate that great chapter

of the War. For about three hundred days after

this I was kept in bed, unable to move my hands

or to stand on my feet. But in the agony of phy-

sical pain, I was running to Liaotung in imagination,

picturing to myself the brave and loyal officers and

men fighting gallantly in the field. And on the

second day ot the Happy New Year of the 38th

of Meiji, I heard the news that the great Fortress of

Port Arthur, considered the strongest, east of Suez,

and the formidable base for the Russian policy of

aggression on Eastern Asia, no longer able to resist

the tremendous power of the Imperial Forces, had

c.ij itulatcJ, and its commanding general had given
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himself up to the mercy of General Npgi. When I

heard this news, not only I, but all the wounded

who had taken part in the siege wept while we

rejoiced. The bleached white bones of our brave

dead that filled the hills and valleys of Port Arthur

must have risen and danced with joy ! The spirits

of those loyal ones who died unconsoled, crying
"
Revenge !

"
or " Port Arthur !" must have been

lulled to eternal rest by this great pews.

When I heard of the capitulation of Port Arthur,

I cried with an overwhelming joy, and at the same

time there came to me the thought of the great

number of my dead comrades. I who had had

the misfortune of sacrificing the lives of so many
of my men on the battle-field, how could I apolo-

gize to their loyal spirits ? I who left many breth-

ren on the field and came back alone to save my
life how could I see without shame the faces of

their surviving relatives ?

The war is now over, the storm has ceased !

The blood of brave warriors has bought this place.

The time may come when the hills of Port Arthur

are razed to the ground and the river of Liaotung
is dried up, but the time will never come when the

names of the hundreds of thousand of those ioyal
officers and patriotic soldiers who gave their lives

to the Soverign ami to the Country will be for-
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gotten. Their names shall be fragrant for a thou-

sand years and lighten ten thousand ages -their

merits prosperity shall gratefully remember for ever

and ever i

THE END
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