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(After the surgery of American Soldier)   

 

The young man woke, so weak, his blue eyes so terrified when he perceived where he was, that 

Hana felt compelled to apologise. She herself served him, for none of the servants would enter 

the room. 

  

Compelled: forced 

  

Apologise: feel sorry 

  

The American Soldier woke up, his blue coloured eyes were full of fright as he realized were he 

was. Hana felt sorry for him. She served him food as the servants refused to enter the room 

where he was kept.  

When she came in the first time, she saw him summon his small strength to be prepared for 

some fearful thing. 

  

Summon: to gather 

  

When Hana met the injured man for the first time she saw that the man was gathering strength 

and he was full of fear. 

  

“Don’t be afraid,” she begged him softly. 

“How come... you speak English…” he gasped. 

“I was a long time in America,” she replied. 

She saw that he wanted to reply to that but he could not, and so she knelt and fed him gently 

from the porcelain spoon. He ate unwillingly, but still he ate. 

  

Gasped: to catch one’s breathe due to astonishment 

Knelt: sat on her knees 

Porcelain: a white vitrified translucent ceramic also called china used for making utensils, 

pottery, etc. 

  

Hana said softly to the injured man that he should not be afraid. He was astonished that she 

could speak English. Hana replied that she had lived in America for a long time. The man 



wanted to speak further but was not able to speak. Hana fed him gently with a spoon made of 

porcelain. The man did not want to eat but still he ate. 

  

“Now you will soon be strong,” she said, not liking him and yet moved to comfort him. 

He did not answer. 

When Sadao came in the third day after the operation, he found the young man sitting up, his 

face bloodless with the effort. 

  

“Lie down,” Sadao cried. “Do you want to die?” 

He forced the man down gently and strongly and examined the wound. “You may kill yourself 

if you do this sort of thing,” he scolded. 

“What are you going to do with me?” the boy muttered. 

He looked just now barely seventeen. “Are you going to hand 

me over?” 

  

As Hana fed the man, she said that soon he would become strong. She said so despite the fact 

that she disliked him. The man did not reply to her. 

Sadao visited the man on the third day after the operation. The young boy was sitting but his 

face was pale and weak due to the effort that he made while sitting. Sadao screamed at him and 

ordered him to lie down He said that the man would die if he stressed himself. Sadao forced him 

down and inspected the wound that he had operated upon. He scolded the man that he could die 

if he tried to exert himself. 

The boy asked Sadao that what would he do with him now. 

It seemed that the boy was hardly seventeen years old. He asked Sadao that would he hand him 

over to the Japanese army. 

  

For a moment Sadao did not answer. He finished hisexamination and then pulled the silk quilt 

over the man. 

“I do not know myself what I shall do with you,” he said. “I ought of course to give you to the 

police. You are a prisoner of war — no, do not tell me anything.” He put up his hand as he saw 

the young man was about to speak. “Do not even tell me your name unless I ask it.” 

  

Sadao did not reply instantly. He completed examining the boy and then put the silk quilt on 

him. 

Sadao said that he himself did not know what he should do with the boy. He added that he was 

supposed to hand him over to the police. He also disclosed that he knew that the boy was a 

prisoner of war. As Sadao saw that the boy was about to speak, he raised his hand to indicate 

him not to do so. Sadao asked him not to speak and not to tell his name also unless he asked 

him to do so. 

  



They looked at each other for a moment, and then the young man closed his eyes and turned his 

face to the wall. “Okay,” he whispered, his mouth a bitter line. 

Outside the door Hana was waiting for Sadao. He saw at once that she was in trouble. 

  

Sadao and the boy exchanged glances and then the boy closed his eyes and turned his face 

towards the wall. He said okay in a low voice as he felt bitter by Sadao’s words. 

Outside the door Hana was waiting for Sadao. He saw that she was in some sort of a trouble. 

  

“Sadao, Yumi tells me the servants feel they cannot stay if we hide this man here any more,” 

she said. “She tells me that they are saying that you and I were so long in America that we have 

forgotten to think of our own country first. They think we like Americans.” 

  

Hana said to Sadao that Yumi told her that the servants would not stay with them if the 

American man lived there any longer. She also said that Sadao and Hana had been in America 

for such a long time that they had forgotten their country’s priority. Yumi and the servants 

thought that Hana and Sadao liked Americans. 

  

“It is not true,” Sadao said harshly “Americans are our enemies. But I have been trained not to 

let a man die if I can help it.” 

  

Sadao reacted harshly and said that this was not true. He said that Americans were their 

enemies. He had been trained in such a way that he could not let a man die and would help to 

save him in whichever way he could. That was what Sadao had done. 

  

“The servants cannot understand that,” she said anxiously. 

“No,” he agreed. 

Neither seemed able to say more, and somehow the household dragged on. The servants grew 

more watchful. Their courtesy was as careful as ever, but their eyes were cold upon the pair to 

whom they were hired. 

  

Hana said that the servants could not understand Sadao’s predicament. 

Sadao agreed with this. 

Both of them had nothing more to say. The chores of the house continued but the servants were 

vigilant. They were polite but unfriendly towards their masters. 

  

“It is clear what our master ought to do,” the old gardener said one morning. He had worked 

with flowers all his life, and had been a specialist too in moss. For Sadao’s father he had made 

one of the finest moss gardens in Japan, sweeping the bright green carpet constantly so that not 

a leaf or a pine needle marred the velvet of its surface. “My old master’s son knows very well 

what he ought to do,” he now said, pinching a bud from a bush as he spoke. “When the man 

was so near death why did he not let him bleed?” 



 Moss: a very small soft green plant 

Pine needles: very thin, sharp leaves that grow on pine trees  

Marred: spoiled 

  

One morning, the old gardener said that it was obvious what their master should have done. 

The old gardener had worked with flowers all his life and specialized in moss. He had been 

employed by Sadao’s father. The gardener had made one of the best moss gardens in Japan for 

Sadao’s father. He would sweep the bright green coloured carpet of the moss clean so that the 

sharp leaves of pine tree could not spoil the soft velvety surface. He plucked a flower bud from 

the bush as he said that his master’s son i.e. Sadao knew very well what he was supposed to do. 

He added that when the man was almost dead, he should have left him to bleed to death. 

  

“That young master is so proud of his skill to save life that he saves any life,” the cook said 

contemptuously. She split a fowl’s neck skillfully and held the fluttering bird and let its blood 

flow into the roots of a wistaria vine. Blood is the best of fertilisers, and the old gardener would 

not let her waste a drop of it. 

  

Contemptuously: disrespectfully 

Wistaria wine: a flowering plant used for decoration 

  

The cook said disrespectfully that their master was so proud of his skill at saving lives that he 

did not bother whose life he was saving. She cut the neck of a hen skilfully and held the bird as 

it shivered. She let the blood of the hen flow into the wisteria plant. The old gardener had 

instructed her that blood was the best fertilizer for the plants and he did not allow her to waste 

a single drop of it. 

  

“It is the children of whom we must think,” Yumi said sadly. “What will be their fate if their 

father is condemned as a traitor?” 

  

Traitor: a person who betrays his country 

  

Yumi was worried about the fate of Sadao and Hana's children. She wondered that when they 

grew up they would be labelled as the children of a traitor. As Sadao was helping an American, 

all the people of Japan would consider him to be an enemy of Japan, a traitor of his country. 

  

They did not try to hide what they said from the ears of Hana as she stood arranging the day’s 

flowers in the veranda near by, and she knew they spoke on purpose that she might hear. That 

they were right she knew too in most of her being. But there was another part of her which she 

herself could not understand. It was not sentimental liking of the prisoner. She had come to 



think of him as a prisoner. She had not liked him even yesterday when he had said in his 

impulsive way, “Anyway, let me tell you that my name is Tom.” She had only bowed her little 

distant bow. She saw hurt in his eyes but she did not wish to assuage it. Indeed, he was a great 

trouble in this house. 

  

Impulsive: sudden, thoughtless 

Assuage: decrease, reduce 

  

As Hana stood in the verandah arranging the flowers, the servants discussed the matter in her 

presence as they wanted her to know their views about the matter. Hana also felt that the 

servants were right, but she had some feelings for the injured man which she could also not 

analyse. She did not like the Prisoner neither was she attached towards him. The day before the 

injured man told her that his name was Tom. Hana did not like him at that moment also. She 

had reacted by bowing her head mildly. She saw that her reaction hurt the injured man, but she 

did not want to reduce this hurt that she had caused to him because the injured man was a great 

trouble to her. His presence was a threat to Hana and Sadao. 

  

As for Sadao, every day he examined the wound carefully. The last stitches had been pulled out 

this morning, and the young man would, in a fortnight be nearly as well as ever. Sadao went 

back to his office and carefully typed a letter to the Chief of police reporting the whole matter. 

“On the twenty-first day of February an escaped prisoner was washed up on the shore in front 

of my house.” So far he typed and then he opened a secret drawer of his desk and put the 

unfinished report into it. 

  

Sadao was performing his role perfectly. He would examine the wound every day. One morning 

the last stitches were removed from the injured man's body and he would be as well as ever in 

the next 15 days. In the meantime, Sadao went to his office and wrote a letter to the chief of the 

police to report the entire matter to him. Sadao started his report and he wrote that on the 21st 

of February an escaped prisoner was washed up on the shore in front of his house. Sadao had 

just typed this much of the report. He opened the drawer of his desk and kept this unfinished 

report in it. 

 

**********************  

 

 


