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THE EVE OF PEARL HARBOR WARS CAME EARLY to Shanghai, overtaking each
other like the tides that raced up the Yangtze and returned to this
gaudy city all the coffins cast adrift fromthe funeral piers of the

Chi nese Bund. Jimhad begun to dream of wars. At night the sanme silent
films seened to flicker against the wall of his bedroomin Anmherst
Avenue, and transforned his sleeping mind into a deserted newsreel
theater. During the winter of 1941 everyone in Shanghai was show ng war
films. Fragnents of his dreans followed Jimaround the city; in the
foyers of the departnent stores and hotels the i mages of Dunkirk and
Tobruk, Barbarossa and the Rape of Nanking sprang | oose from his crowded
head. To Jim s di smay, even the Dean of Shanghai Cathedral had equi pped
himself with an antique projector. After norning service on Sunday,
Decenber 7, the eve of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, the

choi rboys were stopped before they could | eave for honme and were narched
down to the crypt. Still wearing their cassocks, they sat in a row of
deck chairs requisitioned fromthe Shanghai Yacht Cub and watched a
year-old March of Time. Thinking of his unsettled dreans, and puzzled by
their mssing sound track, Jimtugged at his ruffed collar. The organ
voluntary drumred |i ke a headache through the cenent roof, and the
screen trenbled with the famliar inages of tank battles and aeri al

dogfi ghts.
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they noticed him nost of themliked Jim who in return, and out of
respect for America, ran endl ess errands for them Several of the
cubicles were closed as the nerchant seanen entertained their visitors,
but the others had their curtains raised so that the sailors could lie
on their bunks and observe the passing world. Two of the ol der seanen
were wracked by malaria, but they made little fuss about being ill. Al
inall, Jimfelt, the Anericans were the best conpany, not as strange
and chal | engi ng as the Japanese, but far superior to the norose and
conplicated British. Wiy was Basic angry with hinf Jimstepped down the
narrow corridor between the suspended sheets. He could hear an
Engl i shwoman from Hut 5 conpl ai ni ng about her husband, and two Bel gi an
girls who lived with their w dowed father in G Bl ock giggled over sone
obj ect they were being shown. Basic's cubicle was in the northeast
corner of the room with two
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THE EVE OF PEARL HARBCR Yang, the fast-tal king chauffeur, had once
worked as an extra in a locally nade film Yang enjoyed inpressing his
el even-year-old passenger with tall tales of filmstunts and trick
effects. But today Yang ignored Jim banishing himto the backseat. He
punched the Packard's powerful horn, carrying on his duel with the
aggressive rickshaw coolies who tried to crowd the foreign cars off the
Bubbl i ng Well Road. Lowering the w ndow, Yang |ashed with his | eather
riding crop at the thoughtl ess pedestrians, the sauntering bar girls
with Anerican handbags, the old amahs bent doubl e under banboo yokes
strung with headl ess chi ckens. An open truck packed wi th professional
executioners swerved in front of them on its way to the public
stranglings in the Add Cty. Seizing his chance, a barefoot beggar boy
ran beside the Packard. He drummed his fists on the doors and hel d out
his palmto Jim shouting the street cry of all Shanghai: "No mama! No
papa! No whi skey soda!" Yang | ashed at him and the boy fell to the
ground, picked hinmself up between the front wheels of an onconi ng
Chrysler and ran beside it. "No mama, no papa..." Jimhated the riding
crop, but he was glad of the Packard's horn. At least it drowned the
roar of the eight-gun fighters, the wail of air- raid sirens in London
and Warsaw. He had had nore than enough of the European war. Jimstared
at the garish facade of the Sincere Conpany's departnent store, which
was dom nated by an i mense portrait of Chiang Kai shek exhorting the
Chi nese people to ever greater sacrifices in their struggle against the
Japanese. A faint light, reflected froma faulty neon tube, trenbled
over the Generalissim's soft nmouth, the sanme flicker that Ji m had seen
in his dreans. The whol e of Shanghai was turning into a newsreel |eaking
frominside his head. Had his brain been damaged by too many war filns?
Jimhad tried to tell his nother about his dreans, but like all the
adults in Shanghai that winter she was too preoc! cupiedt o listen to
hi m Perhaps she had bad dreans of her own. In an eerie way, these
shuffl ed i mages of tanks and di ve-bonbers were conpletely silent, as if
his sleeping mind were trying to separate the real war fromthe
nmake-bel i eve conflicts invented by Pathnd British Myvietone. Jimhad no
doubt which was real. The real war was everything he had seen for

hi nsel f since the Japanese invasion of China in 1937, the



Page 6

EMPI RE OF THE SUN ol d battl egrounds at Hungjao and Lunghua, where the
bones of the unburied dead rose to the surface of the paddy-fields each
spring. Real war was the thousands of Chinese refugees dying of cholera
in the seal ed stockades at Pootung, and the bl oody heads of Comruni st
sol di ers nounted on pi kes along the Bund. In a real war no one khew

whi ch side he was on, and there were no flags or comrentators or

winners. In a real war there were no enem es. By contrast, the com ng
conflict between Britain and Japan, which everyone in Shanghai expected
to break out in the sunmer of 1942, belonged to a realmof runor. The
supply ship attached to the Gernan raider in the China Sea now openly

vi sited Shanghai and noored in the river, where it took on fuel froma
dozen lighters-many of them Jims father noted wyly, owned by Anmerican
oi | companies. Alnost all the Anerican wonen and chil dren had been
evacuated from Shanghai. In his class at the Cathedral School, Jimwas
surrounded by enpty desks. Most of his friends and their nothers had
left for the safety of Hong Kong and Singapore, while the fathers cl osed
their houses and noved into the hotels along the Bund. At the beginning
of Decenber, when school ended for the day, Jimjoined his father on the
roof of his office block in Szechwan Road and hel ped himto set fire to
the crates of records which the Chinese clerks brought up in the

el evator. The trail of charred paper lifted across the Bund and nmningl ed
with the snmoke fromthe inpatient funnels of the |ast steaners to | eave
Shanghai . Passengers crowded the gangways, Eurasians, Chinese and
Europeans fighting to get aboard with their bundl es and suitcases, ready
to risk the German subnarines waiting in the Yangtze estuary. Fires rose
fromthe roofs of the office buildings in the financial district,

wat ched through field glasses by the Japanese officers standing on their
concrete bl ockhouses across the river at Pootung. It was not the anger
of the Japanese that nost dis! turbed J im but their patience. As soon
as they reached the house in Arherst Avenue, he ran upstairs to change.
Jimliked the Persian slippers, enbroidered silk shirt and bl ue vel vet
trousers in which he resenbled a filmextra from The Thi ef of Baghdad,
and he was eager to |leave for Dr. Lockwood's party. He would endure the
conjurers and newsreels, and then set off for the secret rendezvous that
the runors of war had prevented himfrom keeping for so nany nont hs.



Page 7

THE EVE OF PEARL HARBOR By way of a happy bonus, Sunday was Vera's free
af t ernoon, when she visited her parents in the ghetto at Hongkew. This
bored young woman, little nore than a child herself, usually foll owed
Jimeverywhere |li ke a guard dog. Once Yang had driven hi mhone-his
parents were to stay on for dinner at the Lockwoods'-he would be free to
roam al one t hrough the enpty house, his keenest pleasure. The nine

Chi nese servants would be there, but in Jims mnd, and in those of the
other British children, they remained as passive and unseeing as the
furniture. He would finish doping his bal sa-wood aircraft and conplete
anot her chapter of the manual entitled How to Play Contract Bridge that
he was witing in a school exercise book. After years spent listening to
his nother's bridge parties, trying to extract any kind of logic from
the calls of "One dianond," "Pass," "Three Hearts," "Three No Trunps,"
"Doubl e," "Redouble," he had prevailed on her to teach himthe rules and
had even nmastered the conventions, a code within a code of a type that
always intrigued Jim Wth the help of an Ely Cul bertson gui de, he was
about to enbark on the nost difficult chapter of all, on psychic

bi dding-all this and he had yet to play a single hand. However, if the
task proved too exhausting, he would set off on a bicycle tour of the
French Concession, taking his air gun in case he ran into the group of
French twel ve-year-ol ds who forned the Avenue Foch gang. \Wen he
returned hone it would be tinme for the Fl ash Gordon radio serial on
station XWHA, followed by the record programwhen he and his friends

t el ephoned requests under their | atest pseudonyns-"Batnan," "Buck
Rogers" and (Jims) "Ace,"” which he liked to hear read out by the
announcer, though it always made himcringe with enbarrassnment. As he
flung his cassock to the anah and changed into his party costune, he
found that all this was threatened. Her head nuddl ed by the runors of
war, Vera had decided not to visit her parents.! "You w ||l go to the
party, James," Vera inforned himas she buttoned his silk shirt. "And
will tel ephone ny parents and tell themall about you." "But, Vera-they
want to see you. | know they do. You' ve got to think of them Vera...."
Baf fl ed, Jimhesitated to conplain. H's nother had told himto be kind
to Vera, and not to tease her as he had done the previ ous governess.
This noody White Russian had terrified Jimas he recovered from neasl es
by telling himthat she could hear the voice of God in Amherst Avenue,
warni ng them from
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN their ways. Soon afterward Jim had inpressed his
school friends by announcing that he was an atheist. By contrast, Vera
Frankel was a calmgirl who never smiled and found everything strange
about Jimand his parents, as strange as Shanghai itself, this violent
and hostile city a world away from Cracow. She and her parents had
escaped on one of the last boats fromHitler's Europe and now lived with
t housands of Jew sh refugees in Hongkew, a gloony district of tenenents
and faded apartnment bl ocks behind the port area of Shanghai. To Jinis
amazenent, Herr Frankel and Vera's nother existed in one room "Vera,
where do your parents live?" Jimknew the answer but decided to risk the
ruse. "Do they live in a house?" "They live in one room Janes." "One
room " To Jimthis was inconceivable, far nore bizarre than anything in
t he Supernman and Batnman conics. "How big is the roon? As big as ny
bedroon? As big as this house?" "As big as your dressing room Janes,
sonme people are not so lucky as you." Awed by this, Jimclosed the door
of the dressing roomand changed into his velvet trousers. H s eyes
nmeasured the little chanber. How two people could survive in so small a
space was as difficult to grasp as the conventions in contract bridge.
Per haps there was sone sinple key that would solve the problem and he
woul d have the subject of another book. Fortunately, Vera's pride nade
her rise to the bait. When she had left for her parents', setting off on
the long walk to the tramternminus in the Avenue Joffre, Jimfound

hi mself still pondering the nystery of this extraordinary room He
decided to raise the nmatter with his nother, and father, but as al ways
they were too distracted by news of the war even to notice him Dressed
for the party, they were in his father's study, listening to the
shortwave radio bulletins fromEngland. His father knelt by the
radiogramin his pirate costune, |eather patch pushed onto his forehead
and spectacles over his tired eyes, like ! sonme sch olarly buccaneer. He
stared at the yellow dial enbedded |like a gold tooth in the nahogany
face of the radiogram On a nmap of Russia spread across the carpet he
mar ked the new defensive line to which the Red Arny had retreated. He
stared at it hopelessly, as nystified by the vastness of Russia as Jim
had been by the Frankes' mnute room
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THE EVE OF PEARL HARBCOR "Hitler will be in Mscow by Christnmas. The
Germans are still noving forward." Hi's nother stood in her Pierrot suit
by the wi ndow, staring at the steely Decenber sky. The long train of a
Chi nese funeral kite undulated along the street, head nodding as it

bestowed its ferocious smle on the European houses. "It nust be snhow ng
in Moscow. Perhaps the weather will stop them..." "Once every century?
Even that mi ght be too nmuch to ask. Churchill rnust bring the Anericans

into the war." "Daddy, who is General Mud?" Hs father |ooked up as Jim
wai ted in the doorway, the amah carrying his air gun |ike a bearer, this
menber of a volunteer infantry in blue velvet ready to aid the Russian
war effort. "Not the BB gun, Jam e. Not today. Take your aeropl ane
instead."” "Amah, don't touch it! "Il kill you!"™ "Jamie!" H s father
turned fromthe radiogram ready to strike him Jimstood quietly by his
not her, waiting to see what happened. Although he |iked to roam Shangha
on his bicycle, at honme Jim always remained close to his nother, a
gentl e and cl ever wonman whose main purposes in life, he had decided,
were to go to parties and help himwi th his Latin homework. Wen she was
away he spent nany peaceful hours in her bedroom m xing her perfunes
together and idling through the photograph al buns of her before her
marriage, stills froman enchanted filmin which she played the part of
his older sister. "Janie! Never say that.... You aren't going to kil
Amah or anyone else. " Hs father uncl enched his hands, and Jimrealized
how exhausted he was. Oten it seemed to Jimthat his father was trying
to remain too calm burdened by the threats to his firmfromthe
Commruni st Labor Unions, by his work for the British Residents
Association and by his fears for Jimand his nother. As he listened to
the war news he becane al nost |ightheaded. A fierce affection had sprung
up between his parents, which Jimhad never seen before. H's father
could be angry with him while tak! ing a ke en interest in the snall est
doings of Jims life, as if he believed that helping his son to build
his nodel aircraft was nore inportant than the war. For the first time
he was totally uninterested in schoolwrk. He pressed all kinds of odd

i nformati on on Ji mabout the chemistry of nodern dyestuffs, his
conmpany's wel fare schene for the Chinese mll hands, the school and
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN university in England to which Jimwould go after the
war and how, if he wi shed, he could becone a doctor. Al these were
el ements of an adol escence that his father seened to assune woul d never
take place. Sensibly, Jimdecided not to provoke his father, nor to
mention the Frankels' nysterious roomin the Hongkew ghetto, the
probl ens of psychic bidding and the m ssing sound track inside his head.
He woul d never threaten Amah again. They were going to a party, and he
would try to cheer his father and think of sonme way of stopping the
Germans at the gates of Mdoscow. Renenbering the artificial snow that
Yang had described in the Shanghai film studios, Jimtook his seat in
the Packard. He was glad to see that Amherst Avenue was filled with the
cars of Europeans leaving for their Christnas parties. Al over the
west ern suburbs people were wearing fancy dress, as if Shanghai had
becone a city of clowns.
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2 BEGGARS AND ACRCBATS PI ERROT AND PI RATE, his parents sat silently as
they set off for Hungjao, a country district five mles to the west of
Shanghai . Usually his nother would caution Yang to avoid the old beggar
who lay at the end of the drive. But as Yang swung the heavy car through
the gates, barely pausing before he accel erated al ong Anmherst Avenue,
Jimsaw that the front wheel had crushed the man's foot. This beggar had
arrived two nonths earlier, a bundle of living rags whose only
possessions were a frayed paper mat and an enpty Craven A tin which he
shook at passersby. He never noved fromthe mat, but ferociously
defended his plot outside the taipan's gates. Even Boy and Nunber One
Cool i e, the houseboy and the chief scullion, had been unable to shift
hi m However, the position had brought the old man little benefit. There
were hard tines in Shanghai that winter, and after a week-long cold
spell he was too tired to raise his tin. Jimworried about the beggar,
and his nother told himthat Coolie had taken a bow of rice to him
After a heavy snowfall one night in early Decenber, the snow forned a
thick quilt fromwhich the old man's face energed |i ke a sl eeping
child' s above an eiderdown. Jimtold hinself that he never noved because
he was warm under the snow. There were so nany beggars in Shanghai

Al ong Anherst Avenue they sat outside the gates of the houses, shaking
their Craven A tins
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN |i ke reformed snmoked. Many di splayed |urid wounds and
deformties , but no one noticed themthat afternoon. Refugees fromthe
towns and vill ages around Shanghai were pouring into the city. Woden
carts and rickshaws crowded Anmherst Avenue, each | oaded with a peasant
fam|ly's entire possessions. Adults and children bent under the bales
strapped to their backs, forcing the wheels with their hands. Ri ckshaw
coolies hauled at their shafts, chanting and spitting, veins as thick as
fingers clenched into the neat of their swollen calves. Petty clerks
pushed bicycles | oaded with mattresses, charcoal stoves and sacks of
rice. A legless beggar, his thorax strapped into a huge |eather shoe,
swung hinself along the road through the nmaze of wheels, a wooden
dunmbbel | in each hand. He spat and sw ped at the Packard when Yang tried
to force himout of the car's way, and then vani shed anong the wheel s of
t he pedi cabs and rickshaws, confident in his kingdom of saliva and dust.
When they reached the Great Western Road exit fromthe International
Settlement, they found a queue of cars on both sides of the checkpoint.
The Shanghai police had given up any attenpt to control the crowds. The
British officer stood on the turret of his arnored car, snoking a
cigarette as he gazed over the thousands of Chinese pressing past him
Now and then, as if to keep up appearances, the Sikh NCO in a khaki
turban reached down and | ashed the backs Hof the Chinese with his banboo
rod. Jimgazed up at the police. He was fascinated by the gl eani ng Sam
Brownes of these sweating and overwei ght men, by their alarmng
genitalia that they freely exposed whenever they wanted to urinate and
by the polished holsters that held all their manliness. Jimwanted to
wear a holster hinself one day, feel the enornous Wbl ey revol ver press
agai nst his thigh. Arong the shirts in his father's wardrobe Ji mhad
found a Browning automatic pistol, a jewellike object resenbling the
interior of his parents' cinel canera w hich he had once accidentally
opened, exposing hundreds of feet of film It was hard to i nmagi ne those
m niature bullets killing anyone, |et alone the tough Communi st | abor
organi zers. By contrast, the Mausers worn by the senior Japanese NCOs
were even nore inpressive than the Wbl eys. The wooden hol sters hung to
their knees, alnost like rifle scabbards. Ji mwatched the Japanese
sergeant at the checkpoint, a snall but burly nan who used his fists to
drive back the Chinese. He was al nbst overwhel ned by the peasants
struggling with their carts and rickshaws. Jim sat beside Yang
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BEGGARS AND ACROBATS 13 in the front of the Packard, holding tight to
his balsa aircraft as he waited for the sergeant to draw his Mauser and
fire a shot into the air. But the Japanese were careful with their
anmunition. Two soldiers cleared a space around a peasant worman whose
cart they had overturned. Bayonet in hand, the sergeant slashed open a
sack of rice, which he scattered around the wonan's feet. She stood
shaki ng and crying in a singsong voice, surrounded by the |ines of
pol i shed Packards and Chryslers with their European passengers in fancy
dress. Perhaps she had tried to snuggle a weapon through the checkpoint?
There were Kuom ntang and Communi st spi es everywhere anong the Chinese.
Jimfelt sorry for the peasant woman, whose sack of rice was probably
her only possession, but at the sane tinme he admred the Japanese. He
liked their bravery and stoicism and their sadness, which struck a
curious chord with Jim who was never sad. The Chi nese, whom Ji m knew

well, were a cold and often cruel people, but in their superior way they
stayed together, whereas every Japanese was alone. Al of themcarried
phot ographs of their identical famlies, little fornmal prints, as if the

entire Japanese Arny had been recruited only fromthe patrons of arcade
phot ogr aphers. On his cycle journeys around Shanghai-trips of which his
parents were unaware Ji mspent hours at the Japanese checkpoints, now
and then managing to ingratiate hinself with a bored private. None of

t hem woul d ever show Jim his weapon, unlike the British Tonmies in the
sandbagged bl ockhouses al ong the Bund. As the Tormies lay in their
hamocks, oblivious of the waterfront |ife around them they would |et
Jimwork the bolts of their Lee-Enfields and reamout the barrels with
the pull-throughs. Jimliked them and their weird voices full of talk
about a strange, inconceivable England. But if war came, could they beat
t he Japanese? Jimdoubted it, and he knew that his father doubted it
too. In 1937, at the star! t of the war against China, two hundred
Japanese mari nes had come up the river and dug thenselves into the
beaches of black nud below his father's cotton ml|l at Pootung. In ful
view of his parents' suite in the Palace Hotel, they had been attacked
by a division of Chinese troops commanded by a nephew of Madane Chi ang.
For five days the Japanese fought fromtrenches that filled waist-deep
with water at high tide, then advanced with fixed bayonets and routed

t he Chi nese. The queue of cars noved through the checkpoint, carrying
groups of Americans and Europeans already late for their Christnas
parties. Yang edged the Packard to the barrier, hissing to hinself. In
front
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN of them was a Mercedes tourer enblazoned wth
swasti ka pennants, filled with inpatient young Germans. But the Japanese
searched the interior with the same thoroughness. Jinms nother held his

shoul der. "Not now, dear. It mght frighten the Japanese.” "That
wouldn't frighten them" "Jame, not now," his father repeated, adding
with rare hunor, "You m ght even start the war." "Could |I?" The thought

intrigued Jim He lowered his aircraft fromthe.wi ndow A Japanese
sol di er was runni ng the bayonet of his rifle across the w ndshield, as
if cutting an invisible web. Jimknew that he would next |ean through
t he passenger w ndow, venting into the Packard's interior his tired
breath and that threatening scent given off by all Japanese sol diers.
Everyone then sat still, as the slightest nmove woul d produce a short
pause foll owed by violent retribution. The previous year, when he was
ten, Jimhad nearly given Yang a heart attack by pointing his netal
Spitfire into the face of a Japanese corporal and chanting
"Ra-ta-ta-ta-ta...." For alnbst a minute the corporal had stared at
Jims father without expression, nodding slowy to hinmself. Hi s father
was physically a strong nman, but Jimknew that it was the kind of
strength that came fromplaying tennis. This tine Jimnerely wanted the
Japanese to see his balsa aircraft; not to admre it, but to acknow edge
its existence. He was older now, and liked to think of hinself as the
copil ot of the Packard. Aircraft had always interested Jim and
especially the Japanese bonbers that had devastated the Nantao and
Hongkew di stricts of Shanghai in 1937. Street after street of Chinese
tenenents had been leveled to the dust, and in the Avenue Edward VII a
singl e bomb had killed a thousand people, nore than any other bomb in
the history of warfare. The chief attraction of Dr. Lockwood's parties,
in fact, was the disused airfield at Hungjao. Although the Japanese
controll ed the open countryside around the city, their forces were !
kept bus y patrolling the perinmeter of the International Settlenent.
They tolerated the few Aneri cans and Europeans who lived in the rura
districts, and in practice there was rarely a Japanese soldier to be
seen. Wen they arrived at Dr. Lockwood's isolated house, Jimwas
relieved to find that the party was not going to be a success. There
were only a dozen cars in the drive, and their chauffeurs were hard at
wor k polishing the dust fromthe fenders, eager for a quick getaway .
The swi nming pool had been drained, and the Chi nese gar-
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BEGGARS AND ACROBATS 15 dener was quietly renoving a dead oriole from
the deep end. The younger children and their amahs sat on the terrace,
wat ching a troupe of Cantonese acrobats clinb their conical |adders and
pretend to di sappear into the sky. They turned into birds, unfurled
crushed paper wings and danced in and out of the squealing children,
then | eaped onto each other's backs and transformed thenselves into a

| arge red cockerel. Jimsteered his bal sa plane through the veranda
doors. As the adults' world continued above his head, he nade a circuit
of the party. Many of the guests had decided not to appear in costuneg,
as if too nervous of their real roles to cast thenselves in disguise.
The gathering rem nded Jimof the all-night parties at Amherst Avenue
which lasted to the next afternoon, when distracted nothers in crunpled
eveni ng gowns wandered by the sw nming pool, pretending to | ook for

t heir husbands. The conversation fell away when Dr. Lockwood swi tched on
the shortwave radio. dad to see everyone occupi ed, Ji mstepped through
a side door onto the rear terrace of the house. He watched the |ine of
weedi ng worren nove across the |awn. There were twenty Chi nese wonen,
dressed in black tunics and trousers, each on a niniature stool. They
sat shoul der to shoul der, weeding knives flashing at the grass, while
keepi ng up an unstoppable chatter. Behind them Dr. Lockwood's |awn | ay
i ke green shantung. "Hello, Jam e. Cogitating agai n?" M. Maxted,
father of his best friend, energed fromthe veranda. A solitary but

am able figure in a sharkskin suit, who faced reality across the buffer
of a large whiskey and soda, he stared down his cigar at the weeding
wonen. "If all the people in China sat in a line they would stretch from
the North to the South Pole. Have you thought of that, Jam e?" "They
coul d weed the whole world?" "If you want to put it like that. | hear
you' ve resigned fromthe cubs.” "Well..." Jimdoubted if there was any
point in explaining to M. Maxted! why he had left the wolf cubs, an act
of rebellion he had decided upon sinply to test its result. To his

di sappoi ntnent, Jim s parents had been surprisingly unnoved. He thought
of telling M. Maxted that not only had he left the cubs and becone an
at hei st, but he mght become a Conmuni st as well. The Comruni sts had an
intriguing ability to unsettle everyone, a talent Jimgreatly respected.
However, he knew that M. Maxted would not be shocked by
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN this. Jimadmred M. Muxted, an architect turned
entrepreneur who had designed the Metropol e Theater and numerous
Shanghai nightclubs . Jimoften tried to inmtate his raffish manner but
soon found that being so rel axed was exhausting work. Jimhad little
idea of his own future-life in Shanghai was lived wholly within an
i ntense present-but he imgined hinmself growing up to be like M.

Maxt ed. Forever accomnpani ed by the sanme gl ass of whiskey and soda, or so
Jimbelieved, M. Maxted was the perfect type of the Englishman who had
adapted hinself to Shanghai, sonething that Jimis father, with his
seriousness of mnd, had never really done. Jim always enjoyed the
drives with M. Mxted, when he and Patrick sat in the front seat of the
St udebaker and enbarked on unpredictabl e journeys through an afternoon
worl d of enpty nightclubs and casinos. M. Muxted drove the Studebaker
hinsel f, a trick of behavior that seenmed exciting and even faintly

di sreputable to Jim He and Patrick would play the untended roul ette
wheels with M. Maxted's noney, under the tolerant smiles of the Wite
Russian bar girls darning their silk stockings, while M. Maxted sat in
the office with the owner, noving around other piles of banknotes.
Perhaps, in return, he should take M. Maxted on his secret expedition
to Hungjao Airfield? "Don't mss the filmshow, Jame. | rely on you to
keep nme up to date with the latest news in mlitary aviation.... " Jim
wat ched M. Maxted sway along the tiled verge of the enpty sw nming
pool, curious to see if he would fall in. If M. Mxted was al ways
accidentally falling into swi nmng pools, as indeed he always was, why
did he only fall into themwhen they were filled with water?
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3 THE ABANDONED AERODROVE JI M STEPPED fromthe terrace. He ran across
the I awn past the weedi ng wonen, sailing his aircraft over their heads.
The wonen ignored him their knives stabbing at the grass, but Jim
always felt a faint shiver of horror when he strayed too close to them
He coul d visualize what would happen if he fainted in their path. At the
sout hwest corner of the estate was Dr. Lockwood's radio nmast. A section
of the wooden fence had been displaced by the stay wires, and Jim
stepped through the gap onto the edge of an untended field. A burial
tumulus rose fromthe wild sugarcane at its center, and the rotting
coffins projected fromthe |oose earth |ike a chest of drawers. Jim set
out across the field. As he passed the tumulus, he stopped to peer into
the lidless coffins. The yell owi ng skel etons were enbedded in the

rai n-washed nud, as if these poor peasants had been laid out on pallets
of silk. Once again Jimwas struck by the contrast between the

i mpersonal bodies of the newWy dead, whom he saw every day in Shanghai
and these sun-warmed skel etons, every one an individual. The skulls
intrigued him with their squinting eye sockets and quirky teeth. In
many ways these skeletons were nore alive than the peasant farnmers who
had briefly tenanted their bones. Jimfelt his cheeks and jaw, trying to
i magi ne his own skeleton in
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN the sun, lying here in this peaceful field within
sight of the deserted aerodrome. Leaving the burial nound and its famly
of bones, Jimcrossed the field to a line of stunted poplars. He clinbed
a wooden stile onto the floor of a dried-out rice paddy. The | eathery
carcass of a water buffalo lay in the shade under the hedge, but
ot herwi se the | andscape was enpty, as if all the Chinese in the Yangtze
basin had left the countryside for the refuge of Shanghai. Hol ding the
bal sa aircraft over his head, Jimran along the floor of the paddy
toward an iron building that stood on a ridge of higher ground a hundred
yards to the west. Overgrown by nettles and sugarcane, the remains of a
concrete road passed a ruined gatehouse and then gave way to an open sea
of wild grass. This was the aerodrone at Hungjao, a place of nmagic for
Jim where the air ran with dreans and excitenents. There was the
gal vani zed hangar, but little else remained of this mlitary airfield
fromwhich the Chinese fighters had attacked the Japanese infantry
col uims advanci ng on Shanghai in 1937. Jim stepped into the waist-high
grass. Like the water in the sea at Tsingtao, below the warm surface was
a cool world touched by nysterious currents. The bright Decenber w nd
buffeted the grass; patterns swirled around himlike the slipstreans of
invisible aircraft. Listening carefully, Jimcould al nbost hear the
sounds of their engines turning. Jimlaunched the bal sa nbdel into the
wi nd and caught it as it returned to his hand. Already he was bored with
this nodel glider. Wiere he now played, Chinese and Japanese pilots had
stood in their flying suits, fastened their goggles over their eyes
before taking off for the attack. Jimwaded through the deeper grass
that rose to his shoul ders. The thousands of bl ades seethed around his
velvet trousers and silk shirt, as if trying to identify this mniature
aviator. A shallow ditch forned the southern edge of the airfield. Lying
in the deep nettles was t! he fusel age of a single-engi ned Japanese
fighter, perhaps shot down while trying to | and on the grass runway. The
wi ngs, propeller and tail section had been renpved, but the cockpit
remai ned intact, the rusting netal of the seat and controls bl anched by
the rain. Through the open radiator shutters Jimcould see the cylinders
of the engine that had pulled this aircraft and its pilot through the
sky. The once-burni shed netal was now as rough as brown pumice , |ike
the hulls of the rusting U boats beached in the cove bel ow the German
forts at Tsingtao. But for all its rust, this Japanese fighter
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been trying to devise a way of persuading his father to take it back to
Amher st Avenue. At night it could lie beside his bed, Iit by the
newsreel s i nside Beyond the overgrown perineter ditch of the airfield
was an old battleground of 1937. Here the Chinese arm es had made one of
their many futile stands in the attenpt to halt the Japanese advance on
Shanghai . Rui ned trenches forned zigzag |lines, a collapsed earth
pal i sade linked a group of burial nmounds built on the causeway of a

di sused canal . Jimcould renmenber visiting Hungjao with his parents in
1937, a few days after the battle. Parties of Europeans and Anmer-
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on the country roads covered with cartridge cases. The ladies in silk
dresses and their husbands in gray suits strolled through the debris of
a war arranged for them by a passing denolition squad. To Jimthe
battl efield seened nore |i ke a dangerous rubbi sh dunp-ammuniti on boxes
and stick grenades were scattered at the roadside; there were discarded
rifles stacked Iike matchwood and artillery pieces still hitched to the
carcasses of horses. The belt anmunition of machine guns Iying in the
grass resenbl ed the skins of venonobus snakes. All around them were the
bodi es of dead Chinese soldiers. They lined the verges of the roads and
floated in the canals, jamed together around the pillars of the
bridges. In the trenches between the burial nmounds hundreds of dead
sol diers sat side by side with their heads against the torn earth, as if
they had fallen asleep together in a deep dream of war. Jimreached the
bl ockhouse, a concrete fort whose gun slits let a faint light into their
danp world. He clinbed onto the roof and wal ked across the open deck
searching the nettle banks for his aircraft. The plane lay twenty feet
away, caught in the rusting barbed wire of an old trenchwork. The paper
was torn fromits wings, but the balsa frame was still intact. Ji mwas
about to junp fromthe bl ockhouse when he noticed that a face was
| ooking up at himfromthe trench. A fully armed Japanese sol di er
squatted by the broken earth wall, his rifle, webbing and ground sheet
laid out beside himas if ready for inspection. No nore than eighteen
years old, with a passive and noonli ke face, he stared at Jim
unsurprised by the apparition of this small European boy in his blue
vel vet trousers and silk shirt. Jims eyes noved along the trench. Two
nore Japanese sol diers sat on a wooden beamthat protruded fromthe
ground, rifles held between their knees. The trench was filled with
armed nmen. Fifty yards away a second platoo! n squatt ed under the
parapet of an earth bunker, snoking cigarettes and reading their
letters. Beyond them were groups of other soldiers, their heads barely
vi sibl e anong the nettles and wild sugarcane. An entire conpany of
Japanese infantry was resting in this old battlefield, as if
re-equipping itself fromthe dead of an earlier war, ghosts of their
fornmer conrades risen fromthe grave and issued with fresh uniforns and
rations. They snoked their cigarettes, blinking in the unfamli ar
sunlight, their faces turned
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whose neon signs flashed across the enpty paddy fields. Jimlooked back
to the fuselage of the fighter aircraft, expecting to see its dead pil ot
standing in his cockpit. A Japanese sergeant was wal ki ng t hrough the
deep grass between the bl ockhouse and the aircraft . H's strong | egs
left a yellowing gulley behind him He finished the stub of his
cigarette, drawing the last of the smoke into his lungs. Although the
sergeant ignored him Jimknew that he had deci ded what to do next with
this small boy. "Jamie...! W're all waiting... there's a surprise for
you!" Jims father was calling to him He stood in the center of the
airfield but could see the hundreds of Japanese soldiers in the
trenchworks. He wore his spectacles, and had thrown away his eye patch
and the jacket of his pirate costume. Although out of breath after
running fromDr. Lockwood's house, he forced hinself to stand still, in
the way that |east unsettled the Japanese. The Chi nese, who would cry at
nmonents of stress and wave their arnms, never understood this.
Nonet hel ess, Jimwas surprised that this small token of deference seened
to satisfy the sergeant. Wthout a glance at Jim he threw away his
cigarette and junped the perineter ditch. He plucked the bal sa aircraft
fromthe barbed wire and threw it anong the nettles. "Janie, it's tinme
for the fireworks...." Hys father wal ked quietly through the grass. "W
ought to go now. " Jimclinbed fromthe roof of the bl ockhouse. "My

pl ane's down there. | could get it, | suppose.” H's father watched the
Japanese sergeant wal k al ong the parapet of the trenchworks. Jimcould
see that it was an effort for his father to speak. Hi s face was as

strai ned and bl oodl ess as it had been when the |abor organizers at the

cotton mll threatened to kill him Yet he was still thinking about
sonething. "We'll leave it for the soldiers-finders keepers." "Like
kites?" "That's it." "He wasn't very angry." "It I! ooks as if they're
waiting for sonmething to happen.” "The next war?" "I don't suppose so."

Hand i n hand, they wal ked across the airfield. Nothing noved except for
the ceaselessly rippling grass, rehearsing itself for the slipstreans to
cone. Wien they reached the hangar his father tightly
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had been lost to himforever. He was not angry with Jimand seened gl ad
that he had been forced to visit the old aerodronme. But Jimfelt vaguely
guilty and annoyed with hinself. He had |ost his balsa plane and | ured
his father into a dangerous neeting with the Japanese. Solitary
Eur opeans who strayed into the path of the Japanese were usually |eft
dead on the roadside. When they returned to Dr. Lockwood' s house, the
guests were already | eaving. Rounding up the children and amahs, they
clinmbed hurriedly into their cars and drove in convoy back to the
International Settlement. Wearing the trousers of his Father Christnas
suit and a beard of surgical cotton, Dr. Lockwood waved to themas M.
Maxt ed drank his whi skey by the drained swi mm ng pool and the Chinese
conjurers clinbed their |adders and transfornmed thensel ves into
i magi nary birds. Still grieving over the loss of his plane, Jim sat
between his parents in the back of the Packard. Wre they frightened
that he m ght get up to sone new mischief if he sat in the front beside
Yang? He had managed to spoil Dr. Lockwood's party and nmake it unlikely
that he would visit Hungjao aerodrone again. He thought of the crashed
fighter in which he had invested so much of his inmagination, and of the
dead pil ot whose presence he had felt in the rusting cockpit. Despite
t hese setbacks, Jimwas delighted when his nother told himthat they
woul d | eave the house in Anmherst Avenue for a few days and instead woul d
stay in the conpany's suite at the Palace Hotel. The end-of-term
exam nations at the Cathedral School began the next day, with geonetry
and scripture. Since the cathedral was only a few hundred yards fromthe
hotel, he would have anple tine the next norning for revision. Jimwas
keen on scripture, especially now that he was an atheist, and al ways
enj oyed receiving the Reverend Matthews' traditional accol ade ("The
first, and the biggest heathen of the lot, i! s..."). Jimwaited in the
front seat of the Packard while his parents changed and their suitcases
were | oaded into the trunk. Wen they set off through the gates, he
| ooked down at the notionless figure of the beggar on his frayed mat. He
could see the pattern of the Packard's Firestone tires in the old man's
left foot. Leaves and shreds of newspaper covered his head, and al ready
he was beconing part of the
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Jimfelt sorry for the old beggar, but for sone reason he coul d think
only of the tire patterns in his foot. If they had been driving in M.
Maxt ed' s Studebaker, the pattern would have been different, the old man
woul d have been stanmped with the inprint of the Goodyear Conpany....
Trying to distract hinself fromthese thoughts, Jimsw tched on the car
radio. He always | ooked forward to the evening drives through the center
of Shanghai, this electric and lurid city nore exciting than any ot her
in the world. As they reached the Bubbling Well Road, he pressed his
face to the w ndshield and gazed at the pavenents lined w th nightclubs
and ganbling dens, crowded with bar girls and gangsters and rich beggars
with their bodyguards. Six thousand m|es away, across the International
Datel ine, the Anericans in Honolulu were sleeping through the early
hours of Sunday norning, but here, a day ahead in tinme as in everything
el se, Shanghai was ready to begin a new week. Crowds of ganblers pushed
their way into the jai alai stadiums, blocking the traffic in the
Bubbl i ng Well Road. An arnored police van with two Thonpson guns nount ed
in a steel turret above the driver swng in front of the Packard and
cleared the sidewal k. A party of young Chinese wonen in sequi ned dresses
tripped over a child' s coffin decked with paper flowers. Arns |inked
together, they lurched against the radiator grille of the Packard and
swayed past Jims window, slapping the windshield with their small hands
and scream ng obscenities. Hundreds of Eurasian bar girls in ankle-

I ength fur coats sat in the lines of rickshaws outside the Park Hot el
whistling through their teeth at the residents who energed fromthe
revol ving doors, while their pinps argued with the m ddl e-aged Czech and
Polish couples in neat, patched suits trying to sell the last of their
jewelry. Nearby, along the wi ndows of the Sun Sun departnent store in

t he Nanki ng Road,! a party of young European Jews were fighting in and
out of the strolling crowds with a gang of ol der German boys in the
swasti ka arnmbands of the Graf Zeppelin O ub. Chased by the police
sirens, they ran through the entrance of the Cathay Theater, the world's
| argest cinema, where a crowd of Chinese shopgirls and typists, beggars
and pi ckpockets spilled into the street to watch people arriving for the
eveni ng perfornmance. As they stepped fromtheir |inobusines, the wonen
steered their long skirts through the honor guard of fifty hunchbacks in
medi eval costune. Three nonths earlier, when his parents had taken Jim
to the premiere of
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hundred hunchbacks , recruited by the nanagenent of the theater from
every back alley in Shanghai. As always, the spectacle outside the
theater far exceeded anything shown on its screen, and Ji mhad been
eager to get back to the sidewal ks of the city, away fromthe newsreels
and their endless rem nders of war. After dinner, as Jimlay in his
bedroomon the tenth floor of the Palace Hotel, he tried not to sleep.
He listened to the drone of a Japanese seapl ane | anding on the river at
t he Nantao naval air base. He thought of the crashed fighter at Hungjao
aerodrone, and of the Japanese pilot whose seat he had filled that
afternoon. Perhaps the spirit of the dead aviator had entered him and
t he Japanese would join the war on the sane side as the British. Jim
dreaned of the coming war, of a newsreel in which he stood in his flying
suit on the decks of a silent carrier, ready to take his place with
those lonely nen fromthe island nation in the China Sea, borne with
t hem across the Pacific by the spirit of the divine w nd.



Page 25

4 THE ATTACK ON THE PETREL A FIELD OF paper flowers floated on the
nmorning tide, clustered around the oil-stained piers of the jetty and
dressed themin vivid-colored ruffs. A few m nutes before dawn Ji m sat
at a wi ndow of his bedroomat the Pal ace Hotel. He wore his school

uni form and was keen to start an hour's revision before breakfast. As
al ways, however, he found it difficult to keep his eyes fromthe
Shanghai waterfront. Already the odor of fish heads and bean curd
sizzling in peanut oil rose fromthe pans of the vendors outside the
hotel. Tung- stained junks with eyes painted on their bows sailed past
t he opi um hul ks beached on the Pootung shore. Thousands of sanpans and
ferryboats were noored along the Bund, a city of floating hovels still
hi dden by the darkness. But between the factory chi mmeys of Pootung the
first sunlight was diffusing across the river, illumnating the square
profiles of the U S.S. Wake and HHMS. Petrel. The Anerican and British
gunboats were anchored in m dstream opposite the banki ng houses and
hotel s of the Bund. Jimwatched a notorboat carrying two British

of ficers back to the Petrel after their parties ashore. Jimhad net the
captain of the Petrel, Captain Pol ki nhorn , at the Shanghai Country

C ub, and knew all the naval ships on the river. Even in the pearly
light he noticed that the Italian nonitor Enmilio Carlotta, which had
been berthed beside the Public Gardens on the Bund, provocatively in
front of the British Consul ate, had
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taken by a Japanese gunboat, a squat and war-stained craft with dirty
guns and stark canoufl age patterns on the funnel and superstructure.
Rust | eaked fromthe anchor vents on either side of her bows. The steel
shutters were still |ocked over the bridge wi ndows, and sandbags
protected the barbettes of the forward and rear gun turrets. Looking at
this powerful ship, Jimwondered if it had been damaged during its
patrol of the Yangtze gorges. Sailors and officers noved about the
bri dge house, and a signal |lanp flashed a nessage across the river. Two
m | es upstream beyond the naval air base at Nantao, was a boom of
sunken freighters, which the Chinese had scuttled in 1937 in an attenpt
to block the river. The sunlight shone through the holes in their stee
masts and funnels, and the incom ng tide washed across their decks,
swilling through the stateroonms. As he rode back in the company | aunch
after visiting his father's cotton mll, Jimalways |longed to clinb
aboard the freighters and explore their drowned cabins, a world of
forgotten voyages overgrown by grottos of rust. He watched the Japanese
gunboat by the Public Gardens. The signal lanp flickered insistently
fromthe bridge. Was this weary gun platformabout to sink onto its own
anchors? Al though Jimhad a deep respect for the Japanese, their ships
wer e al ways bei ng di sparaged by the British in Shanghai. The crui ser
| dzuno, noored al ongsi de the Japanese Consul ate at Hongkew half a nile
downstream | ooked far nore inpressive than the Wake and the Petrel. In
fact, the Idzuno, flagship of the Japanese China Fleet, had been built
in Engl and and served in the Royal Navy before being sold to the
Japanese during the Russo-Japanese War in 1905. The |ight advanced
across the river, picking out the paper flowers that covered its back
i ke garlands discarded by the admrers of these sailors. Every night in
Shanghai those Chinese too poor to pay for the ! burial o f their
relatives woul d launch the bodies fromthe funeral piers at Nantao,
decking the coffins with paper flowers. Carried away on one tide, they
cane back on the next, returning to the waterfront of Shanghai with all
the ot her debris abandoned by the city. Meadows of paper flowers drifted
on the running tide and clunped in mniature floating gardens around the
ol d men and wonen, the young nothers and small children, whose swollen
bodi es seened to have been fed during the night by the patient Yangtze.
Jimdisliked this regatta of corpses. In the rising sunlight the paper
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around the terrorist bonmb victins in the Nanking Road. He turned his
attention to the Japanese gunboat. A |aunch had been | owered and was
setting out across the river toward the U S. S. Wake. A dozen Japanese
mari nes sat facing each other, their rifles raised |ike oars. Two naval
officers in full formal dress stood in the bows, one with a megaphone in
hi s gl oved hands. Puzzled that they should be paying a cerenonial visit
so early in the norning, Jimclinbed onto the wi ndow | edge and pressed
hi nsel f against the plate glass. Two picketboats had set out fromthe

| dzuno, each carrying fifty marines. The three craft net in the center
of the river and cut their engines. They wal |l owed anong the paper

fl owers and ol d packing cases. A notorized junk powered past them the
banmboo cages on its deck | oaded with barking dogs on their way to the
Hongkew nmeat market. A naked coolie stood at the helm drinking a bottle
of beer. He nade no attenpt to alter course as the junk's wash drenched
the | aunch fromthe gunboat. lgnoring the spray, the Japanese officer
called to the Wake through his negaphone. Laughing to hinself, Jim
drumred his pal ns agai nst the wi ndow. None of the Anmerican officers were
on board, as everyone in Shanghai well knew. Al woul d be sl eeping
soundly in their roons at the Park Hotel. Sure enough, a drowsy Chinese
crewran in shorts and vest energed fromthe fo'c'sle. He shook his head
at the Japanese pi cketboat coning al ongsi de, and began polishing the
brass rail as the narines clanbered onto the gangway and noved swiftly
to the deck. Carrying rifles with bayonets fixed, they ran the |l ength of
the ship, searching for any Anerican nenbers of the crew. Foll owed by

t he second pi cketboat, the notor |aunch approached HMS. Petrel. There
was a terse exchange with the young British officer on the bridge, who
di sm ssed the Japanese in the of fhand way that Ji mhad seen his parents
refuse to buy the ! Java hea ds and carved el ephants fromthe dugout

sal esnen who surrounded the cruise ship in Singapore harbor. Wre the
Japanese trying to sell sonething to the British and Anericans ? Jim
knew that they were wasting their tinme. Standing against the wi ndow with
his arns outstretched, he tried to renenber the semaphore he had | ear ned
so reluctantly in the cubs. The Japanese officer in the launch was
signaling with a lanp to the gunboat by the Public Gardens. As the |ight
stuttered across the water, Jimnoticed
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British Consulate. Billows of snoke and steam punped fromthe gunboat's
funnel, as if the ship were about to burst. The barrel of the forward
gun turret exploded in a single flash that scorched the bridge and deck.
Si x hundred yards away there was an answering expl osion as the shell
struck the superstructure of the Petrel. The pressure wave of this
detonating round cracked against the hotels of the Bund, and the heavy
pl ate glass hit Jimon the nose. As the gunboat fired a second shel
fromits rear turret, he junped onto the bed and began to cry, then
stopped hinsel f and crouched behi nd the mahogany headboard. Fromits
noori ngs beside the Japanese Consul ate the cruiser |dzuno had al so
opened fire. Its guns flashed through the snoke that rose fromits three
funnel s and curled along the water |ike a black feather boa. Already the
Petrel was hidden within a pall of steam below which a series of raging
fires were reflected in the water. Two Japanese fighter aircraft flew
al ong the Bund, so lowthat Jimcould see the pilots in their cockpits.
Crowds of Chinese scattered across the trammvay |ines, sone toward the
guaysi de, others sheltering on the steps of the hotels. "Janmie! What are
you doing?" Still in his pajamas, his father burst barefoot into the
bedroom He stared uncertainly at the furniture, as if unable to
recogni ze this roomin his owm suite. "Jam e, keep away fromthe wi ndow
Get dressed and do what your nother tells you. We're leaving in three
m nutes."” He seened not to notice that Jimwas wearing his school
uni formand bl azer. As they shielded their eyes fromthe point-blank
shellfire, there was a huge explosion fromthe center of the river. Like
rockets in a fireworks display, burning pieces of the Petrel soared into
the air and then splashed into the water. Jimfelt nunbed by the noise
and snoke. People were running down the corridors of the hotel; an
el derly Englishwoman screanmed into the! Iift sh aft. Jimsat on the bed
and stared at the burning platformthat settled into the river. Every
few seconds there was a steady flicker of light fromits center. The
British sailors on the Petrel were fighting back. They had manned one of
the guns and were returning fire at the Idzunp. But Ji mwatched them
sonberly. He realized that he hinself had probably started the war, with
hi s confused semaphores fromthe wi ndow that the Japanese officers in
the notor |aunch had msinterpreted. He knew now that he shoul d have
stayed in the cubs. Perhaps the Reverend Matthews
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for being a spy. "Janie! Lie on the floor!" H's nother knelt in the
communi cati ng doorway. In a pause between the salvos of shells she
pulled himfromthe vibrating windows and held himto the carpet. "Am|
going to school ?" Jimasked. "It's the scripture exam" No, Jam e. Today
there'll be a school holiday. W' re going to see if Yang can take us
hone." Jimwas inpressed by her calm He decided not to tell her that he
had started the war. As soon as his parents had dressed, they set out to
| eave the hotel. A crowd of European and Anerican guests surrounded the
lifts. Refusing to take the stairs, they pounded on the netal grilles
and shouted down the shafts. They carried suitcases, and wore their hats
and overcoats, as if deciding to take the next steaner to Hong Ko .g.
Hi s nother joined them but his father took her armand forced their way
to the staircase. Knees knocking with the effort, Jimreached the
entrance | obby before them Chinese kitchen staff, guests fromthe |ower
floors and White Russian cl erks crouched behind the | eather furniture
and potted palns, but Jims father strode past themto the revolving
doors. Al firing had ceased. Throngs of Chinese ran al ong the Bund
between the stationary tranms and parked cars, old amahs hobbling in

bl ack trousers, coolies pulling enpty rickshaws, beggars and sanpan
boys, unifornmed waiters fromthe hotels. A pall of gray snoke as | arge
as a fogbound city lay across the river, fromwhich energed the topnasts
of the Idzunp and the Wake. By the Public Gardens, clouds of

i ncandescent soot still punped fromthe funnel of the Japanese gunboat.
The Petrel was sinking at her noporings. Steamrose fromher stern and

m dshi ps, and Jimcould see the queue of sailors standing in the bows,
waiting to take their places in the ship's cutter. Aj apanese tank noved
along the Bund, its tracks striking sparks fromthe tramines. It

swi vel ed jerkily around an abandoned! traman d crushed a rickshaw

agai nst a telegraph pole. Sprung |oose fromthe weckage, a warped wheel
careened across the roadway. It kept pace with the Japanese officer who
conmanded the assault troops, his sword raised as if whipping the wheel
ahead of him Two fighter aircraft streaked along the waterfront, the
wash fromtheir propellers stripping the banboo hatches fromthe sanpans
and exposi ng hundreds of crouching Chinese. A battalion of Japanese
mar i nes advanced al ong the Bund, appearing like a stage army through the
ornanmental trees of the Public
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steps of the British Consulate, led by an officer with a Mauser pistol.
"There's the car... we'll have to run!" Taking Jimand his nother by the
hand, his father propelled theminto the street. Imediately Ji mwas
knocked to the ground by a coolie striding past. He lay stunned anong
t he poundi ng feet, expecting the bare-chested Chinese to cone back and
apol ogi ze. Then he picked hinself up, brushed the dust fromhis cap and
bl azer and followed his parents toward the car parked in front of the
Shanghai C ub. A group of exhausted Chi nese wonmen sat on the steps,
sorting their handbags and choking on the diesel fuel that drifted
across the river fromthe capsized hull of the Petrel. As they set off
al ong the Bund, the Japanese tank had reached the Pal ace Hotel.
Surrounding it was the fleeing staff, Chinese bellboys in their braided
American uniforns, waiters in white tunics, and the European guests
clutching their hats and suitcases. Two Japanese notorcyclists, each
with an armed soldier in the canoufl aged sidecar, pushed ahead of the
tank. Standing on their pedals, they tried to force a way through the
ri ckshaws and pedi cabs, the horsecarts and gangs of coolies tottering
under the bales of raw cotton hung from yokes over their shoul ders.
Already a sizable traffic jam bl ocked the Bund. Once again the crush and
clutter of Shanghai had engulfed its invaders. Perhaps the war was over?
Through the rear wi ndow of the Packard, itself now stalled in the
traffic, Jimwatched a Japanese NCO scream ng at the Chinese around him
A dead coolie lay at his feet, blood pouring fromhis head. The tank was
trapped in the press of vehicles, its path bl ocked by a white Lincoln
Zephyr. Two young Chinese wonen in fur coats, dancers fromthe nightclub
on top of the Socony building, struggled with the controls, |aughing
into their small jeweled hands. "Wait here!" Jims father opened his
door and stepped into the road. "Jal me, oo k after your nother!"”

Machi ne-gun fire was com ng fromthe Japanese mari nes who had captured
the U S.S. Wake. Riflenmen on the bridge were shooting at the British
sailors swi nmng ashore fromthe Petrel. The ship's cutter |oaded with
wounded nmen was sinking in the shallow water that covered the nmud flats
bel ow t he quays of the French Concession. The sailors slipped to their
thighs in the black nud, arnms streaning with bl ood. A wounded petty
officer fell in the water and drifted away toward the dark piers of the
Bund. dinging to each other, the



Page 31

THE ATTACK ON THE PETREL 31 sailors lay helplessly in the nud as the

qgui ckening tide rippled around them Already the first funeral flowers
had found them and begun to gather around their shoul ders. Ji mwatched
his father push through the sanmpan coolies who crowded the wharf. A
group of British nmen had run fromthe Shanghai C ub and were taking off
their overcoats and jackets. In waistcoats and shirt-sleeves they junped
fromthe | anding stage onto the nud bel ow, arns swi nging as they sank to
their thighs. The Japanese marines on the U S.S. Wake continued to fire
at the cutter, but two of the Britons had reached a wounded sailor. They
sei zed himunder the arns and dragged himtoward the nmud flat. Jinms
father waded past them his spectacles splashed with water, scooping the
bl ack ooze out of his way. The tide had risen to his chest when he
caught the injured petty officer drifting between the piers of the
wharf. He pulled himinto the shallow water, draggi ng hi mby one hand,
and knelt exhausted beside himon the oily mud. Qther rescuers had
reached the sinking cutter. They lifted out the |ast of the wounded
sailors and fell together into the water. They began to swi mand craw
toward the shore, helped onto the nud flat by a second party of
Britishers. The cloud of burning oil fromthe Petrel crossed the Bund
and envel oped the stalled traffic and the advanci ng Japanese. As Jim
wound up his wi ndow, the Packard was thrown forward, and then shaken
violently fromside to side. Broken glass fell fromthe w ndshield and
showered the seats. Jimlay on the rear floor of the passenger cabin as
the door pillar struck his nother's head. "Jam e, get out of the
car...Jam e!" Dazed, she opened her door and stepped onto the road,

t aki ng her handbag fromthe swaying seat. Behind themthe Japanese tank
was forcing its way past the Lincoln Zephyr abandoned by the Chinese
dancers. The netal tread crushed the rear fender around its wheel and
then ranmed the heavy car into the back of th! e Packar d. "Get up,
Jame... we're going honme...." A hand to her bruised face, his nother
was pulling at the buckled rear door. The tank stopped, before making a
second pass at the Lincoln. Japanese mari nes noved between the cars and
ri ckshaws, lunging with their bayonets at the crowd. Jimclinbed onto
the front seat and opened the driver's door. He junped into the road and
ducked bel ow the shafts of a rickshaw | aden with rice bags. The tank
noved forward, snoke throbbing fromits engine vents. Jimsaw his nother
pushed into the throng of Chinese and Europeans whom the narines
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of the petty officer beside him He had | ost his spectacles and one of
his shoes, and the trousers of his business suit were black with oil,

but he still wore his white collar and tie. In one hand he held a yell ow
silk glove like those Jimhad seen his nother carrying to the fornma
receptions at the British Enbassy. Looking at the glove, Jimrealized
that it was the conplete skin fromone of the petty officer's hands,
boiled off the flesh in an engine-roomfire. "She's going..." Hs father
flicked the glove into the water |ike the hand of a tiresone beggar. A
hoarse, throttling expl osion sounded across the river fromthe capsized
hull of the Petrel. There was a violent rush of steamfromthe riven
decks, and the gunboat slipped bel ow the waves. A cloud of frantic snoke
seethed across the water, surging about as if hunting for the vani shed
craft. Jims father |ay back against the nud. Jimsquatted beside him
The noi se of the tanks' engines on the Bund, the shouted commands of the
Japanese NCOs and the drone of the circling aircraft seened far away.
The first debris fromthe Petrel was reaching them |ife jackets and

pi eces of planking, a section of canvas awning with its trailing
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THE ATTACK ON THE PETREL 33 ropes that resenbled an enornous jellyfish
di sl odged fromthe deep by the sinking gunboat. A flicker of light ran
al ong the quays like silent gunfire. Jimlay down beside his father.
Drawn up above them on the Bund were hundreds of Japanese sol diers.
Their bayonets formed a palisade of swords that answered the sun
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ah..." Jimlay in his cot in the children's ward and |listened to the
young Japanese soldier call out the names of the aircraft flying over
the hospital. The skies above Shanghai were filled with aircraft. The
sol di er knew the nanes of only two types of plane and found it difficult
to keep up with the endless aerial activity. For three days Ji mhad
rested peacefully in the ward on the top floor of St. Marie' s Hospital
in the French Concession, disturbed only by the young soldier's furtive
snoki ng and his amateur plane spotting . Alone in the ward, Ji mthought
about his nother and father, and hoped that they would soon cone to
visit him He listened to the seaplanes flying fromthe naval air base
at Nantao. "... ah... ah..." The soldier shook his head, stunped again
and searched the inmmacul ate floor for a cigarette end. In the corridor
bel ow t he |l anding Jimcould hear the French mi ssionary sisters arguing
with the Japanese nilitary police who now occupied this wing of the
hospital. Despite the hard mattress, the whitewashed walls with their
unpl easant icons above each bed-the crucified infant Jesus surrounded by
Chi nese di sci pl es-and the oni nous chem cal snell (sonething to do, he
surnised, with intense religious feelings), Jimfound it difficult to
believe that the war had at |ast begun. Walls of
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that | ooked at himwas odd. He could renenber Dr. Lockwood's party at
Hungj ao, and t he Chinese conjurers who turned thenselves into birds. But
t he bonbardnent of the Petrel, the tank that had crushed the Packard,
the huge guns of the Idzunp all belonged to a make-believe realm He

al nost expected Yang to saunter into the ward and tell himthat they
were part of a technicolor epic being staged at the Shanghai film

studi os. What was real, wi thout any doubt, was the nmud flat to which his
father had hel ped to drag the wounded sailors, and where they had sat
for six hours beside the dead petty officer. It was as if the Japanese
had been so surprised by the speed of their assault that they had been
forced to wait before they fully grasped any sense of their victory.
Wthin a few hours of the attack on Pearl Harbor, the Japanese arnies

t hat encircled Shanghai had seized the International Settlenent. The
mari nes who captured the U S.S. Wake and occupi ed the Bund cel ebrated by
parading in force in front of the hotels and banki ng houses. Meanwhil e,

t he wounded survivors of the Petrel and the British civilians who had
hel ped to rescue themrenmai ned on the nud flat beside the sewer. An
armed party of military police stepped fromthe | anding stage and wal ked
anong them Captain Pol ki nhorn, wounded in the head, and his first

of ficer were taken away, but the others were left to sit under the sun
A Japanese officer in full uniform scabbard held in his gloved hand,
moved anong the injured and exhausted nen, peering at each in turn. He
stared at Jimas he sat in his blazer and school cap beside his
exhaust ed father, obviously puzzled by the el aborate badges of the

Cat hedral School and assumi ng that Ji mwas an unusually junior

m dshi pman in the Royal Navy. An hour |ater Captain Pol ki nhorn was taken
in a notor |aunch to the site of the sunken Petrel. Before abandoning
ship, the captain had been abk to destroy h! is codes , and for days
afterward the Japanese sent divers down to the weck in an unsuccessful
attenpt to retrieve the code boxes. Soon after ten o' clock the Japanese
re-opened the Bund, and thousands of uneasy Chi nese and European
neutral s were ushered along the quay. They | ooked down at the wounded
crew of the Petrel, and stood silently as the Rising Sun was
cerempnially hoisted to the mast of the U S S. Wake. Shivering beside
his father in the cold Decenber
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN sun, Jim gazed up at the expressionless eyes of the
Chi nese packed together on the quay. They were w tnessing the conplete
hum liation of the Allied powers by the enpire of Japan, an object
|l esson to all those reluctant to enter the Co-Prosperity Sphere.
Fortunately, sone hours later a party of officials fromthe Vichy French
and German enbassies forced their way through the crowd. They protested
vol ubly about the treatnment of the wounded British. Inpelled by one of
t heir abrupt changes of npod, the Japanese relented and the prisoners
were on their way to St. Marie's Hospital. Once there, Jims sole
t hought was to | eave the hospital and return to his nother at Amherst
Avenue. The French doctor who Mercurochroned his knees and the sisters
who bathed him saw i medi ately that Jimwas a British school boy and
tried to have hi mrel eased. The Japanese, however, had taken over a
conpl ete wing of the hospital, cleared out the Chinese patients and
installed a guard on each floor. A young soldier was posted outside the
children's ward on the top floor, and passed the tinme asking the nuns
for cigarettes and calling out the nanes of the aircraft overhead. A
Chinese nun told Jimthat his father was with the other civilians in a
ward below, still recovering fromthe effects of heart strain and
exposure, but would be ready to leave in a few days. Meanwhile, for
reasons of their own, the Japanese Hi gh Command had begun to eul ogi ze
the bravery of Captain Polkinhorn and his nen. On the second day, the
comrander of the Idzunp sent a party of unifornmed officers to the
hospital, who paid tribute to the wounded sailors in the best traditions
of bushido, bowi ng to each one of them The English-1anguage Shanghai
Times, British-owned but for |ong synpathetic to the Japanese, carried a
phot ograph of the Petrel on its front page and an article extolling the
courage of its crew. The main headline described the Japanese attack on
Pear| Harbor and the bonbing of Cark Field at! Manila. Pencil draw ngs
supplied by a neutral news agency showed apocal yptic scenes of snpke
rising fromthe slunped American battl eships. Now that the Japanese had
won the war, Jim pondered, perhaps |ife in Shanghai would return to
normal . Wien the young sol di er showed hi mthe newspaper, Jimcarefully
studi ed the photographs of fighter bonbers taking off fromthe Japanese
carriers, scenes that he seened to renenber fromhis own dreans in his
bedroom at the Pal ace Hotel on the eve of the war. Lounging on the bed
beside him the soldier pointed to the assault
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staggering feat of arnms. "...ah...ah...,, "Nakajim," Jimsaid.
"Nakaj i ma Hayabusa." "Nakajim?" The sol di er sighed deeply, as if the
subject of mlitary aviation was far beyond the grasp of this smal
English boy. In fact, Jimrecognized alnost all the Japanese aircraft.
British newsreels of the Sino-Japanese War openly derided the Japanese
pl anes and their pilots, but Jims father and M. Maxted al ways spoke of
themw th respect. Ji mwas wondering how he could see his father when

t he guard corporal bellowed a command up the stairwell. The young
private was terrified of this small and unpl easant corporal, clearly the
nost inportant rank in the Japanese Arny. He put away his cigarette
butt, picked up his rifle and dashed fromthe ward, waving a warning
finger at Jim dad to be alone, Jimimediately clinbed out of bed.
Through the wi ndow he could see a group of conval escent Chi nese orphans
on the bal cony of the adjacent wing. In their European dressing
gowns-like Jims, donated by a local French charity-they spent all day
staring at him A netal fire escape |linked the two w ngs, bl ocked by
heaps of sandbags packed agai nst the windows in 1937 to protect them
fromstray shells fired across the river. Barefoot, Jimcrossed the ward
to its rear door. A narrow catwal k | ed between the sandbags, and the

| oose sand was littered with hundreds of cigarette ends thrown down by
the bored French doctors. Picking his way through the pieces of broken
gl ass, he set off along the fire escape. A netal staircase ran to the
opposite wing, linked by a rusting bridge to the ward below Jims. Jim
moved swiftly down the steps and crossed the bridge. Sonewhere on this
floor were his father and the survivors of the Petrel. The w ndows of

t he wards overl ooki ng the gangway had been painted with blackout tar.
Wat ched by the wi de-eyed orphans, Jimfollowed the gangway around the
wi ng. The rear door into the ward was bolted, bu! t as he pulled at the
handl e the Chi nese children ducked bel ow their bal cony. An arned
Japanese sol di er stood on the roof, shouting down into the well between
the wings. Soldiers with fixed bayonets ran across the courtyard of the
hospital, and a notorcycle with arnmed sidecar swuing through the
entrance. Jimcould hear boots and rifle butts ringing on the stone
stai rways, and a French nun's voice raised in protest.
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN Ji m crouched between the sandbags outside the | ocked
door. Soldiers were noving along the gangway of the children's ward, and
sand poured through the rusting grilles. A klaxon sounded in the Avenue
Foch, and he was convinced that the entire Japanese occupation forces in
Shanghai were searching for him A bolt clattered, and the door opened
into the darkened ward. In the brief glare of sunlight Jimsawthe
cavel i ke room crowded wi th bandaged men, sone |lying on the floor between
t he beds, and the nuns bei ng pushed asi de by Japanese soldiers with
rifles and canvas stretchers. As the blanched faces of young British
sailors turned toward the sun, a stench of sickness and wounds energed
fromthe dark chanmber and envel oped Jim The Japanese corporal stared at
Jim crouching in his pajanas anong the cigarette ends. He slammed the
door, and Ji m heard hi mshout as he struck one of the Japanese soldiers
with his fist. An hour later they had all gone, leaving Jimalone in the
children's ward. As the klaxons sounded fromthe Avenue Foch, Jim
watched a military truck reverse into the hospital conpound. The crew of
the Petrel and the eight British civilians who had hel ped to rescue them
wer e bundl ed down the staircases and | oaded into the truck. Wunded nen
on stretchers lay under the legs of others barely able to sit. Jimdid
not see his father, but the French sister told himthat he had wal ked to
the truck taking themto the mlitary prison in Hong- kew. "This norning
one of your sailors escaped. It's very bad for us." The sister stared at
Jimwith the disapproving gaze of the Japanese corporal. She was angry
with himin that new way he had noticed in the past weeks, not for
anyt hi ng he had done but because of his inability to change the
ci rcunstances in which he found hinself. "You live in Arherst Avenue?
You must go hone." The sister beckoned to a Chinese nun, who laid Jinms
freshly laundered clothes on the bed. He could see that they were eager
to be rid ol f him " Your nother will |ook after you." Jimdressed
hi nsel f, fastened his tie and carefully straightened his school cap. He
wanted to thank the sister, but she had already left to | ook after her
or phans.
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6 THE YOUTH W TH THE KNI FE WARS ALVWAYS i nvi gor at ed Shanghai, qui ckened
the pulse of its congested streets. Even the corpses in the gutters
seened |ivelier. Throngs of peasant wonmen packed the pavenents of the
Avenue Foch; outside the Cercle Sportif Frans the vendors | ocked wheel s
as they jostled their carts agai nst each other; lines of pedicabs and
ri ckshaws ten abreast hemred in the cars that edged forward behind a
conti nuous bl are of horns. Young Chi nese gangsters in shiny American
suits stood on the street corners, shouting the jai alai odds to each
other. In the pedicabs outside the Regency Hotel the bar girls sat in
fur coats with their bodyguards beside them |ike gl anorous w ves
waiting to be taken for a ride. The entire city had cone out into the
streets, as if the popul ation was cel ebrating the takeover of the
International Settlement, its seizure fromthe Americans and Europeans
by anot her Asian power. Yet when Jimreached the junction of the Avenue
Pin and the Avenue Haig, a British police sergeant and two Si kh NCGOs of
t he Shanghai police force still directed the traffic fromtheir

cantil evered bridge above the crowd, watched by a single Japanese
sol di er standi ng behind them Arned Japanese infantry sat |ike
sightseers in the canoufl aged trucks that noved along the streets. A
party of officers stood outside the RadiumlInstitute, adjusting their

gl oves. Pasted over the Coca-Cola and Caltex billboards were fresh
posters of Wang Ching
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN Wi, the quisling | eader of the puppet regine. A
col um of Chinese soldiers overtook Jimin the Avenue Pin, shouting
slogans into the noisy air. They stanped away, clunsily nmarking tinme
bel ow t he baroque facade of the Del Mnte Casino, and then ran on past
the greyhound stadium a coolie arny in pale orange uniforms and
Areri can-styl e sneakers. Qutside the tramstation in the Avenue Haig,
t he hundreds of passengers were briefly silent as they watched a public
beheadi ng. The bodies of a man and worman in quilted peasant cl othes,
per haps pi ckpockets or Kuom ntang spies, lay by the boarding platform
The Chinese NCOs wi ped their boots as the blood ran into the netal
grooves of the steel rails. A tramcrowded with passengers approached ,
its bell forcing the execution party aside. It clanked al ong, connector
rod hissing and throwi ng sparks fromthe overhead power line, its front
wheel s a noist scarlet as if painted for the annual |abor union parade.
Usual Iy Ji mwoul d have paused to observe the crowmd. On the way home from
school Yang would often drive by the Ad Cty. The public stranglings
were held in a mniature stadiumw th a scrubbed wooden fl oor and rows
of circular benches around the teak execution posts, and al ways
attracted a thoughtful audi ence. The Chi nese enjoyed the spectacle of
death, Jimhad decided, as a way of remninding thensel ves of how
precariously they were alive. They liked to be cruel for the sane
reason, to renind thenselves of the vanity of thinking that the world
was anything else. Jimwatched the coolies and peasant wonen staring at
t he headl ess bodies. Al ready the press of tram passengers was pushi ng
them asi de, subnerging this snmall death. Jimturned away, tripping over
a charcoal brazier in which a pavenent vendor was frying pieces of
battered snake. Drops of fat splashed into the wooden bucket, where a
singl e snake swam thrashing itself as it |eaped at the hissing oil. The
vendor lunged at Jimwith his hot ladle, trying ! to cuff his head, but
he slipped between the parked rickshaws. He ran al ong the bl ood-sneared
tranmlines toward the entrance of the depot. He pushed through the
wai ting passengers and squeezed hinself onto a concrete bench with a
group of peasant wonen carrying chickens in w cker baskets. The wonen's
bodi es reeked of sweat and fatigue, but Jimwas too exhausted to nove.
He had wal ked over two nmiles along the crowded pavenents. He knew t hat
he was being followed by a young Chi nese, probably a pedicab tout or a
runner
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smal |l -time gangsters. A tall youth with a dead, bonel ess face, oily

bl ack hair and | eather jacket, he had noticed Jimoutside the greyhound
stadi um Ki dnappi ngs were commonpl ace i n Shanghai -before his parents

| earned to trust Yang, they insisted that Jimalways drive to school
with the governess. Jimguessed that the youth was interested in his

bl azer and | eather shoes, in his aviator's watch and the Anerican
fountain pen clipped to his breast pocket. The youth stepped through the
crowd and wal ked up to Jim his yellow hands like ferrets. "American
boy?" "English. I'mwaiting for ny chauffeur." "English... boy. You cone
now." "No-he's over there." The youth reached forward, swearing in

Chi nese, and seized Jims wist. H's fingers funbled at the netal strap
trying to rel ease the watch clasp. The peasant wonen ignored him

chi ckens asleep on their laps. Jimknocked away the youth's hand and
felt his fingers grip his forearm Inside his |eather jacket he had
drawn a knife and was about to sever Jimis hand at the wist. Jim
wrenched his armaway. Before the youth could seize himagain, Jim

hurl ed the w cker basket fromthe knees of the peasant wonan on his
right. The youth fell back, flailing with his heels at the squawking
bird. The wonen junped to their feet and began to screamat him He

i gnored them and put away his knife. He followed as Jimran through the
gueues of tram passengers, trying to show themhis bruised wist. A
hundred yards fromthe depot, Ji mreached the Avenue Joffre. He rested
in the padl ocked entrance to the Nanki ng Theater, where Gone with the
W nd had been playing for the past year in a pirated Chinese version.
The partly dismantled faces of Cark Gable and Vivien Leigh rose on
their scaffol ding above an alnost life-size replica of burning Atlanta.
Chi nese carpenters were cutting down the panels of painted snoke that
rose high into the Shanghai sky, barely distinguishable fr! omthe f

ires still lifting above the tenenents of the Ad GCty, where Kuom ntang
irregulars had resisted the Japanese invasion. The youth with the knife
was still behind him skipping and sidestepping through the crowmd in his

cheap sneakers. In the center of the Avenue Joffre was the police
checkpoint, its sandbagged enpl acement marki ng the western perineter of
the French Concession. Jimknew that neither the Vichy police nor the
Japanese sol diers would
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN do anything to help him They were watching a
si ngl e-engi ned bonber that flew | ow above the racecourse. As the
aircraft's shadow fl ashed across the road, Jimfelt the Chinese youth
snatch his cap and grip his shoulders. Jimpulled hinself away and ran
across the crowded street toward the checkpoint, ducking in and out of
t he pedi cabs and shouting: "Nakajinma! Nakajima!" A Chinese auxiliary in
a Vichy uniformtried to strike himwith his stave, but one of the
Japanese sentries paused to glance at Jim H's eye had caught the
Japanese characters on the netal tag that Jimhad taken fromthe
derelict fighter at Hungjao aerodrone and was now holding in front of
him Briefly tolerating this small boy, he continued his patrol and
waved Jimaway with the butt of his rifle. "Nakajim!" Jimjoined the
crowd of pedestrians noving through the checkpoint . As he guessed, his
pursuer had vani shed anong the beggars and loitering rickshaw coolies on
the French side of the barbed wire. Not for the first tine Jimrealized
t hat the Japanese, officially his enemes, offered his only protection
i n Shanghai. Nursing his bruised arm and angry with hinself for having
| ost his school cap, Jimat |ast reached Anherst Avenue. He pulled his
shirt-sl eeve over the dark weals that marked his wist. H s nother
worried constantly about the danger and violence in the streets of
Shanghai and knew nothing of his |long cycle rides around the city.
Amher st Avenue was deserted. The throngs of beggars and refugees had
vani shed. Even the old man with his Craven A tin had gone. Jimran up
the drive, looking forward to seeing his nother, sitting on the sofa in
her bedroom and tal ki ng about Christnas. Already he assuned that they
woul d never discuss the war. A long scroll covered with Japanese
characters had been nailed to the front door, the white cloth stanped
with seals and registration nunbers. Jimpressed the bell, waiting for
Nunmber Two Boy to open the door. He felt exhausted, as worn ! down as
his scuffed shoes, and noticed that the sleeve of his blazer had been
sl ashed fromthe el bow by the thief's knife. "Boy, hurry!"™ He began to
say: "I'Il kill you..." but checked hinself. The house was silent. There
was no sound of the amahs arguing over the laundry vat in the servants'
guarters, or the clip-clip of the gardener trinming the | awn around the
fl ower beds. Soneone had switched off the sw mm ng-pool notor, though
his father nade a
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Looki ng up at the wi ndows of his bedroom he saw that the shutters of
the air conditioner had been closed. Jimlistened to the bell dril

t hrough the enpty house. Too tired to reach again for the button, he sat
on the polished steps and and bl ew on his bruised knees. It was
difficult to inmagine how his parents, Vera, the nine servants, chauffeur
and gardener could all have gone out together. There was a nmuffled

expl osion fromthe bottom of the drive, the coughi ng exhaust box of a
heavy engi ne. A Japanese half-track had entered Amherst Avenue, its crew
standi ng anong their radio aerials. They noved al ong the center of the
road, forcing a Mercedes linbusine fromthe German estate to clinb the
sidewal k. Jimjunped fromthe porch and hid behind a pillar. A high wal
faced with terra-cotta tiles ran around the house, topped wth broken
glass. Gipping the tiles with his fingertips, he clinbed the wall bel ow
t he barred cl oakroom wi ndow. After pulling hinself onto the concrete

| edge, he crawl ed on his knees through the gl ass bl ades. During the past
year, unknown to the gardener and the ni ghtwatchman, he had clinbed the
wal | a score of tinmes, always renoving a few nore of the sharp spears.
He | owered hinself over the edge and junped into the dark branches of
the cedar tree behind the sunmerhouse. In front of himwas the encl osed
and silent garden, even nore Jinis true honme than the house itself. Here
he had played alone with his inmagination. He had been a crashed pil ot on
the roof of the rose pergola, a sniper sitting high in the poplars
behind the tennis court, an infantryman racing across the lawmn with his
air gun, shooting himself down into the flower beds and rising again to
stormthe rockery bel ow the flagpole. Fromthe shadows behind the

sumer house Jim | ooked up at the veranda wi ndows. An aircraft overhead
warned himnot to run too suddenly across the |awn. Although

undi stur bed, the garden seened to! have da rkened and grown wilder. The
uncut | awn was beginning to billow, and the rhododendrons were nore
sonber than he renmenbered them Ignored by the gardener, his bicycle |ay
on the terrace steps. Jimwal ked through the thickening grass to the

swi mmi ng pool. The water was covered with | eaves and dead insects, and
the level had fallen by alnost three feet, draping a scunmy curtain on
the sides. G garette ends |lay crushed on the white tiles, and a Chinese
packet fl oated under the diving board.
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN Jimfollowed the pathway to the servants' quarters
behi nd the house. A charcoal stove stood in the courtyard, but the
kitchen door was | ocked. Jimlistened for any sound fromw thin the
house. Beside the kitchen steps was the encl osed hood of the garbage
conpactor. A chute ran fromthe conpressor into the kitchen wall beside
the sink. Two years earlier, when he was younger, Jimhad terrified his
nmot her by clinbing through the chute as she arranged a di nner party menu
wi th the houseboy. This tinme there was no danger of the notor being
switched on. Jimlifted the netal hood, clinbed between the scythelike
bl ades and edged his way through the greasy chute. The netal flap swing
back to reveal the famliar white-tiled kitchen. "Vera! |I'm hone! Boy!"
Jimlowered hinself onto the floor. He had never seen the house so dark
before. He stepped through the pool of water around the refrigerator and
entered the deserted hall. As he clinbed the staircase to his nother's
bedroom the air was stale with the snell of strange sweat. Hi s nother's
clothes were scattered across the unmade bed, and open suitcases |ay on
the floor. Soneone had swept her hairbrushes and scent bottles fromthe
dressing table, and tal cum covered the polished parquet. There were
dozens of footprints in the powder, his nother's bare feet whirling
within the clear images of heavy boots, |like the patterns of conplicated
dances set out in his parents' foxtrot and tango manuals. Jimsat on the
bed, facing the starlike inmage of hinself that radiated fromthe center
of the mrror. A heavy object had been driven into the full-length
gl ass, and pieces of hinself seemed to fly across the room scattered
t hrough the enpty house. He fell asleep at the foot of his npther's bed,
rested by the scent of her silk nightdress.
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7 THE DRAI NED SW MM NG POOL Tl ME HAD STOPPED in Amherst Avenue, as
notionl ess as the wall of dust that hung across the roons, briefly
folding itself around Ji mwhen he wal ked t hrough the deserted house.

Al nost forgotten scents, a faint taste of carpet, rem nded himof the
period before the war. For three days he waited for his nother and
father to return. Every norning he clinbed onto the sloping roof above
hi s bedroom wi ndow and gazed over the residential streets in the western
subur bs of Shanghai. He watched the colums of Japanese tanks nove into
the city fromthe countryside and tried to repair his blazer, inpatient
for the first sight of his parents when they returned with Yang in the
Packard. Large nunbers of aircraft flew overhead, and Ji m passed the
hours plane spotting. Below himwas the undisturbed lawn, a little
darker each day now that the gardener no longer trimed the hedges and
cut the grass. Jimplayed there in the afternoons, crawling through the
rockery and pretending to be one of the Japanese nmarines who had
attacked the Wake. But the ganes in the garden had | ost their magic, and
he spent nost of his tine on the sofa in his nother's bedroom Her
presence hung on the air |ike her scent, holding at bay the deforned
figure in the fractured mirror. Jimrenenbered their |Iong hours together
doing his Latin honmework, and the stories she told himof her chil dhood
in England, a country far stranger than
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over. In the talcumon the floor around himhe could see the inprints of
his nother's feet. She had noved fromside to side, propelled by an
over eager partner, perhaps one of the Japanese officers to whom she was
teaching the tango. Jimtried out the dance steps hinself, which seened
far nore violent than any tango he had ever seen, and nanaged to fall
and cut his hand on the broken mirror. As he sucked the wound he
renenbered his nother teaching himto play Mah-jongg, and the cryptic
colored tiles that clicked in and out of the mahogany walls. Ji mthought
of witing a book about Mh-jongg, but he had forgotten nost of the
rules. On the drawing room carpet he heaped a pile of banboo stakes from
t he greenhouse and began to build a man-1ifting kite according to the
scientific principles his father had taught him But the Japanese
patrol s in Amherst Avenue would see the kite flying fromthe garden
Putting it aside, Jimanbled about the enpty house and watched the water
level falling in the swinmmng pool. The food in the refrigerator had
begun to give off an om nous snell, but the pantry cupboards were filled
with tinned fruit, cocktail biscuits and pressed neats, delicacies that
Jimadored. He ate his neals at the dining-roomtable, sitting in his
usual place. In the evenings, when it seened unlikely that his parents
woul d conme hone that day, he went to sleep in his bedroomon the top
fl oor of the house, one of his npdel aircraft on the bed beside him
sonet hi ng Vera had al ways forbidden. Then the dreans of war cane to him
and all the battleships of the Japanese Navy sail ed up the Yangtze,
their guns firing as they sank the Petrel, and he and his father saved
t he wounded sailors. On the fourth norning, when he cane down to
breakfast, Jimfound that he had forgotten to turn off a kitchen tap and
all the water had flowed fromthe storage tank. The pantry was anply
stocked with siphons of soda water,! but by now Jimhad accepted that
hi s nother and father would not beconing home. Jimstared through the
veranda wi ndows at the overgrown garden. It was not that war changed
everything-in fact, Jimthrived on change-but that it left things the
same in odd and unsettling ways. Even the house seened sonber, as if it
were withdrawing fromhimin a series of small and unfriendly acts.
Trying to keep up his spirits, Jimdecided to visit the hones of his
closest friends, Patrick Maxted and the Raynond twi ns. After wash-
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garden to fetch his bicycle. During the night the swi nmm ng pool had,
drained itself. Jimhad never seen the enpty tank, and he gazed with
interest at the inclined floor. The once-nysterious world of wavering
blue lines, glinpsed through a cascade of bubbles, now | ay exposed to
the norning light. The tiles were slippery with leaves and dirt, and the
chrom um | adder at the deep end, which had once vanished into a watery
abyss, ended abruptly beside a pair of scummy rubber slippers. Jim
junped onto the floor at the shallow end. He slipped on the damp
surface, and his bruised knee |left a snmear of blood on the tiles. Afly
settled on it instantly. Watching his feet, Jimwal ked down the sl oping
floor. Around the brass vent at the deep end lay a snmall nuseum of past
sumers-a pair of his nother's sunglasses, Vera's hair clip, a w neglass
and an English half-crown which his father had tossed into the pool for
him Jimhad often spotted the silver coin, gleam ng |ike an oyster, but
had never been able to reach it. Jimpocketed the coin and peered up at
the danp walls. There was sonething sinister about a drai ned swi mr ng
pool, and he tried to inagi ne what purpose it could have if it were not
filled with water. It rem nded himof the concrete bunkers in Tsingtao,
and the bl oody handprints of the naddened German gunners on the cai sson
wal | s. Perhaps nurder was about to be comritted in all the sw nmng
pool s of Shanghai, and their walls were tiled so that the bl ood could be
washed away. Leaving the garden, Jimwheeled his bicycle through the
veranda door. Then he did sonething he had al ways | onged to do: mQunted
his cycle and rode through the formal, enpty roons. Delighted to think
how shocked Vera and the servants woul d have been, he expertly circled
his father's study, intrigued by the patterns that the tires cut in the
thick carpet. He collided with the desk and knocked over a table |anp as
he swerved ! through the door into the drawi ng room Standing on the
pedal s, he zi gzagged anong the arnthairs and tables, |ost his bal ance
and fell onto a sofa, remounted w thout touching the floor, crash-Ianded
into the double doors that led into the dining room pulled them back
and began a wild circuit of the long polished table. He detoured into
the pantry, swishing to and fro through the pool of water bel ow the
refrigerator, scattered the saucepans fromthe kitchen shel ves and ended
in a blaze of speed toward the mirror in the downstairs cl oakroom As
his front tire trenbl ed agai nst the snudged gl ass, Jimshouted at his
excited reflection. The
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Jimclosed the front door behind him snoothed the Japanese scroll and
set off toward the Raynond twins in the nearby Colunbia Road. He felt
that all the streets in Shanghai were roons in a huge house. He
accel erated past a platoon of Chinese puppet sol diers nmarching down
Col unbi a Road and swerved away showily as the NCO |l et | oose a volley of
shouts. Jim sped al ong the suburban pavements, in and out of the
t el ephone pol es, knocking aside the Craven A tins left behind by the
vani shed beggars. He was out of breath when he reached the Raynonds'
house at the German end of the Col unbia Road. He freewheel ed past the
par ked Opel s and Mercedes-curious, gloony cars that gave Jimall too
much of an idea of what Europe was like-and cane to a halt outside the
front door. A Japanese scroll was nailed to the oak panels. The door
opened, and two amahs appeared, dragging Ms. Raynond's dressing table
down the steps. "Is difford here? O Derek? Anah!" Jim knew both the
amahs well and waited for themto reply in their pidgin English. But
they ignored Jimand heaved at the dressing table. Their deforned feet,
like clenched fists, slipped on the steps. "It's Jame, Ms. Raynond..."
Jimtried to step past the amahs, when one reached out and sl apped him
in the face. Stunned by the blow, Jimwal ked back to his bicycle. He had
never been struck so hard, either in school boxing matches or in fights
with the Avenue Foch gang. The front of his face seened to have been
torn fromthe bones. H's eyes were smarting, but he stopped hinself from
crying. The amahs were strong, their arns toughened by a lifetine of
washi ng cl othes. Watching themwith their dressing table, Jimknew that
t hey were paying himback for sonething he or the Raynonds had done to
them Jimwaited until they reached the bottom step. Wen one of the
amahs wal ked up to him clearly intending to slap himagain, he nounted
his cycle and pedal ed away. Qutsi! de the R aynonds' drive, two Gernman
boys of his own age were playing with a ball as their nother unl ocked
the famly's Opel. Usually they would have shouted Gernan sl ogans at
Jim or thrown stones at himuntil stopped by their nother. But today
all three stood silently. Jimcycled past, trying not to show themhis
brui sed face.
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wat ching Jimas if concerned for what woul d soon befall him Still
shocked by the anger he had seen in the anah's face, Jimset off for the
Maxt eds' apartment house-in the French Concession. His whole head felt
swol l en and there was a | oose tooth in his lower jaw. He wanted to see
his nmother and father, and he wanted the war to end soon, that afternoon
i f possible. Dusty, and suddenly very tired, Jimreached the barbed-wre
checkpoi nt on the Avenue Foch. The streets were | ess crowded, but

several hundred Chi nese and Europeans queued to pass the Japanese
guards. A Swi ss-owned Buick and a Vichy French gasoline truck were waved
t hrough the gates. Usually the European pedestrians woul d have gone to
the head of the queue, but now they took their turn anmong the rickshaw
cool i es and peasants pushing handcarts. Gipping his cycle, Jimbarely
hel d his ground as a barefoot coolie with diseased cal ves | abored past

hi m under a banboo yoke | aden with bales of firewbod. The crowd pressed
around him in a stench of sweat and fatigue, cheap fat and rice w ne,

t he odors of a Shanghai new to Jim An open Chrysler with two young
Germans in the front seat accelerated past, horn blaring, the rear
fender grazing Jims hand. Once through the checkpoint, Jimstraightened
the front wheel of his cycle and pedaled to the Maxteds' apartnent house
in the Avenue Joffre. The formal garden in the French style was as

i macul ate as ever, a conforting nmenory of the old Shanghai. As he rode
the elevator to the seventh floor, Jimused his tears to cl ean his hands
and face, half expecting Ms. Maxted to have returned from Si ngapore .
The door to the apartnment was open. Jimstepped into the hall,

recogni zing M. Maxted' s | eather overcoat on the floor. The same tornado
that had whirled through his nother's bedroomin Arherst Avenue had
spread in and out of every roomin the Maxteds' apartnment . Drawers ful
of clothes had been thrown onto ! the beds ; ransacked wardrobes hung
open above piles of shoes; suitcases |lay everywhere as if a dozen Maxted
fam |l i es had. been unable to decide what to pack at five mnutes' notice.
"Patrick..." Jimhesitated to enter Patrick's roomw t hout knocking

H s mattress had been hurled to the floor, and the curtains drifted in

t he open wi ndows. But Patrick's nodel aircraft, nore carefully
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ceiling. Jimpulled the mattress onto the bed and | ay down. He wat ched
the aircraft turning in the cold air that noved through the enpty
apartnment. He and Patrick had spent hours inventing inmaginary air
battles in the sky of that bedroom above the Avenue Joffre. Jimwatched
the Spitfires and Hurricanes circling above his head. Their notion
soothed him easing the pain in his jaw, and he was tenpted to stay
there, sleeping quietly in the bedroomof his departed friend until the
war was over. But already Jimrealized that it was tine to find his
not her and father. Failing them any other Britons would do. Facing the
Maxt eds' apartnent buil ding on the opposite side of the Avenue Joffre
was the Shell Company's conpound, alnost all its houses occupied by
British enployees. Jimand Patrick often played with the children and
wer e honorary nmenbers of the Shell gang. As Ji m pushed his bicycle from
t he Maxteds' drive, he could see that the British residents had gone.
Japanese sentries stood in the entrance to the conpound behind a box
fence of barbed wire. Supervised by a Japanese NCO, a gang of Chinese
coolies was loading furniture fromthe houses into an arny truck. A few
feet fromthe barbed-wire box an elderly man in a shabby coat stood
under the plane trees and watched the Japanese. Despite his threadbare
suit, he still wore white cuffs and a starched shirt front. "M.
Guerevitch! I'mover here, M. Querevitch!" The old Wite Russi an was
the Shell Conpany caretaker and |lived with his aged nother in a snal
bungal ow besi de the gate. A Japanese officer now stood in the front
room cleaning his nails as he snoked a cigarette. Jimhad always |iked
M. Guerevitch, although the elderly Russian renmained uni npressed by
him Sonet hing of an amateur artist, in the right nood he woul d draw
el aborate sailing ships in Jims autograph album H's gray cupboard of a
kitchen was filled with starched collars and their mni! ature fr ont
panels, and Jimwas sorry that M. GQuerevitch could not afford a rea
shirt. Perhaps he would come back to live with himin Amrherst Avenue.
Jim checked this thought as M. Cuerevitch waved hi macross the road
with his newspaper. His nother might |like the old Russian, but Vera
woul d not-the Eastern Europeans and Wite Russi ans were even nore
snobbi sh than the British
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not her and father." "But how could they be here?" The old Russian
pointed to Jims bruised face and shook his head. "The whole world is at
war and you're still riding your bicycle around...." As the Japanese NCO

began to abuse one of the coolies, M. Guerevitch drew Ji m behind a

pl ane tree. He opened his newspaper to reveal an extravagant artist's
sketch of two i mMmense battl eshi ps sinking under a hail of Japanese
bonbs. From the phot ographs besi de them Jimrecognized the Repul se and
the Prince of Wales, the unsinkable fortresses that the British war
newsreel s always cl ai ned coul d each defeat the Japanese navy

si ngl e-handed. "Not a good exanple,” M. Querevitch reflected. "The
British Enpire's Maginot line. It's right that you have a red face." "I
fell off my bicycle, M. QGuerevitch,"” Jimexplained patriotically,

t hough he disliked having to lie to defend the Royal Navy. "I've been
busy |l ooking for nmy nother and father. It's rather a job, you know " "I
can see." M. Querevitch watched a convoy of trucks speed past. Japanese
guards with fixed bayonets sat by the tail boards. Behind them their
heads resting on each other's shoul ders, groups of British wonen and
their children huddl ed over their cheap suitcases and khaki bedrolls.
Jimassuned that they were the famlies of captured British servicenen.
"Young boy! Ride your bicycle!"™ M. Querevitch pushed Jim s shoul der.

"You follow them " "But M. CQuerevitch..." The shabby | uggage unsettl ed
Jimas nuch as the strange wives of the British privates. "I can't go
wWth themthey're prisoners.” "Go on! Ride! You can't live in the

street!” Wien Jimstood firmby his handl ebars, M. Querevitch sol emmly
patted hi mon the head and set off across the road. He resuned his vigi
behi nd hi s newspaper, watching the Japanese strip the houses in the
conpound as if itemzing his lost world for the Shell Conpany. "I'I
come and see you again, M. Querevitch." Jimfe! It sorry fot the old
caretaker, but during his returnjourney to Anmherst Avenue he was nore
concerned about the two battleships. The British newsreels were filled
with lies. Jimhad seen the Japanese navy sink the Petrel, and it was
obvi ous now that they could sink anything. Half the American Pacific

Fl eet was probably sitting on the bottom at Pearl Harbor. Perhaps M.
Guerevitch was right, and he should have fol -
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have arrived at the prison to which they were being taken. So,
reluctantly, Jimdecided to give hinmself up to the Japanese. The
sol di ers guardi ng the Avenue Foch checkpoi nt waved hi mon when he tried
to speak to them but Jimkept his eyes open for one of the corporals in
charge of everything. For sonme reason, that day there seemed to be a
shortage of Japanese corporals in Shanghai. Although he was tired, Jim
took the long route hone, along the Great Western and Col unbi a Roads,
but no Japanese at all were there. However, when he reached the entrance
to his house in Amherst Avenue, he saw that a Chrysler |inousine had
par ked outside the front door. Two Japanese officers stepped fromthe
car and surveyed the house as they straightened their uniforms. Jimwas
about to pedal up to them and explain that he lived in the house and was
ready to surrender. Then an arnmed Japanese sol di er stepped from behind
t he stone gatepost. He seized the front wheel of the cycle with his |eft
hand, his fingers gripping the tire through the spokes, and with a
coarse shout propelled Ji mbackward into a heap on the dusty road.
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to the Maxteds' apartnment in the French Concession. Fromthen on he
lived al one in the abandoned houses and apartnments in the western
suburbs of the International Settlenent. Mst of the homes had been
owned by British and American nationals, or by Dutch, Belgian and Free
French residents, all of whom had been interned by the Japanese in the
days after the attack on Pearl Harbor. The Maxteds' apartnment house was
owned by rich Chinese who had fled to Hong Kong in the weeks before the
out break of war. Most of the apartnments had been enpty for nonths.

Al t hough the famly of Chinese janitors still lived in their two
basenent roons beside the elevator well, they had been conpletely cowed
by the squad of Japanese nilitary police who had seized M. Maxted. As
t he uncut | awns grew deeper and the fornal gardens deteriorated, they
spent their tine cooking small neals on a charcoal stove which they set
up beside the cenent statuary on the floor of the ornanental pond. The
snmel | of bean curd and spiced noodles drifted anmong the disrobing
nynphs. During the first week Jimwas free to cone and go. He wheel ed
his cycle into the lift, rode to the seventh floor and let hinself into
t he Maxteds' apartnent through an unl atched nosquito w ndow on the
servants' bal cony. The Maxteds' front door was fitted with a



Page 54

EMPI RE OF THE SUN spyhol e and a conpl ex set of electrical |ocks-M.
Maxt ed, a proni nent nmenber of the pro-Chiang China Friendship Society,
an organi zation of |ocal businessnen, had once been the victimof an
assassination attenpt. As soon as Jimclosed the door he was unable to
open it again, but no one called apart froman elderly Iragi wonan who
lived in the penthouse. Wien she rang the bell Jimwatched her grinacing
into the spyhol e, parts of her ancient face semaphoring a mysterious
message. She then stood thinking for ten mnutes in the stationary lift,
i mmacul ately dressed and bejewel ed in this abandoned apartnment house.
Jimwas glad to be left alone. After being knocked fromhis bicycle by
t he Japanese soldier, he had barely managed to return to the Max- teds’
and he slept on Patrick's bed for the rest of the day. He woke the next
norning to the sound of trans clanking down the Avenue Foch, Kkl axons
hooting fromthe Japanese convoys entering the city, and the thousands
of continually blaring horns that were the ant hem of Shanghai. The
brui se on his cheek had begun to subside, |eaving his face thinner than
he renmenbered it, his nouth a tighter and ol der shape. Looking at
hinself in the mrror of Patrick's bathroom at his dusty blazer and
grimshirt, he wondered if his nother and father would still recognize
him Jimw ped his clothes with a wet towel-like M. Guerevitch, nmany of
t he passing Chinese stared at himin a curious way. Nonethel ess, Jim
realized that there were certain advantages in being poor. No one could
be bothered to cut off his hands. The Maxteds' pantry was filled with
cases of whiskey and gin, an Aladdin's cave of gold and ruby bottles,
but there were only a fewjars of olives and a tin of cocktail biscuits.
Jimate a nodest breakfast at the dining-roomtable and then set about
repairing his bicycle. He needed the machine to get hinself around
Shanghai, to find his parents and surrender to the Japanese. Sitting on
the dining-roomfloor, Ji! mtried to straighten the twisted forks. Hi s
hands fretted at the dusty netal, unable to clench thenselves . He knew
that he had been badly frightened the previous day. A peculiar space was
openi ng around him which separated himfromthe secure world he had
known before the war. For a few days he had been able to cope with the
sinking of the Petrel and the disappearance of his parents, but now he
felt nervous and slightly cold all the tine, even in the mld Decenber
weat her. He dropped and broke
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before, and found it difficult to concentrate on anything. Despite all
this, Jimmanaged to repair his cycle. He unscrewed the front wheel and
strai ghtened the forks by bending them agai nst the balcony railing. He
tested the cycle in the drawing roomand then took the lift down to the
foyer. As Jimrode al ong the Avenue Foch, he saw t hat Shanghai had
changed. Thousands of Japanese soldiers patrolled the streets.
Sandbagged sentry posts had been set up within sight of each other down
t he main avenues. Although the streets were filled w th pedicabs and

ri ckshaws, with trucks commandeered by the puppet militia, the crowds
wer e subdued. The Chi nese who thronged the pavenents outside the
department stores in the Nanki ng Road kept their heads down, avoiding

t he Japanese sol di ers who sauntered through the traffic. Pedaling
fiercely, Jimfollowed a heavily laden tramthat clanked al ong the
Avenue Edward VII. Mrose Chinese clung to its sides, and a crop-headed
youth in a black mandarin suit spat at Jim then | eaped down and ran
into the crowd, nervous that even this small act would set off a train
of retribution. Bodies of Chinese |lay everywhere, hands tied behind
their backs in the center of the road, dunped behind the sandbag

enpl acenents, hal f-severed heads resting on each other's shoul ders. The
t housands of young gangsters in their Anerican suits had gone, but at

t he Bubbling Wl | Road checkpoint Jimsaw one youth in a blue silk suit
bei ng beaten by two soldiers with staves. As the blows struck his head,
he knelt in a pool of blood that dripped fromhis lapels. Al the
ganbl i ng parlors and opi um houses in the side streets behind the
racecourse had closed, and netal grilles sealed the entrances to the
pawnshops and banks. Even the honor guard of hunchbacks outside the

Cat hay Theater had deserted their posts. Their absence unsettled Jim
Wthout its beggars, the city seenmed all the poorer. The sullen rh!

yt hnms of the new Shanghai were set by the endless wailing of the
Japanese kl axons. The roads felt harder than he renmenbered from his
previous jaunts around the city, and already he was tired. H s hands
felt colder than the handl ebars. Trying to keep up his spirits, he
decided to visit all those places in Shanghai where his parents were
known, starting with his father's office. The senior Chinese staff had
al wvays made a great fuss of Jim and would be eager to help him
However, the Szechwan Road had been cl osed by the Japanese.
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street, and hundreds of Japanese civilians noved in and out of the
forei gn banks and conmercial buildings, carrying typewiters and boxes
of files. Jimcycled down to the Bund, dom nated now by the gray bul k of
the cruiser Idzuno. It was noored four hundred yards fromthe quayside,
its antique funnels freshly painted, canvas awnings flared over its gun
turrets. A short distance upstreamwas the U S.S. Wake, now flying the
Rising Sun, with vivid Japanese characters on its bows. An el aborate
christening cerenony was taking place in front of the Shanghai C ub.
Scores of senior Japanese civilians in frock coats, Germans and Italians
i n extravagant Fascist uniforns, watched a march past of Japanese sailors
and officers. Two tanks, several artillery pieces and a cordon of
marines ringed the tenporary parade ground on the tracks of the trammays
ternminal. The circling steel rails rang beneath their boots, the di agram
of their victory over the British and Anerican gunboats. Resting his
chin on the handl ebars, Jimlooked at the soldiers with fixed bayonets
guarding the entrance to the Pal ace Hotel. None of them would speak any
English, or have any idea that this European boy with his tw sted
bi cycl e was an eneny national. |f he approached themin full view of the
press- ganged Chi nese audi ence, the sentries would throw himto the
ground. Ji m pedal ed awnay fromthe Bund and began the |ong journey back
to the Maxteds' apartnent. By the time he crossed the Avenue Joffre
checkpoint, he was too tired to cycle and pushed the small nachi ne
t hrough t he beggi ng peasant wonen and the dozing rickshaw coolies. After
climbing into the apartnent, he sat at the dining-roomtable and ate a
few cocktail biscuits and olives, washed down with soda water fromthe
siphon. He fell asleep on his friend' s bed, under the endlessly circling
aircraft that swambelow the ceiling like fish seeking a way out of the
sky. During the next da! ys Jima gain tried to give hinself up to the
Japanese. Like his school friends, Jimhad al ways despi sed anyone who
surrendered, but surrendering to the enemy was nmore difficult than it
seened. By now Jimwas tired nost of the time as he pedal ed around the
uncertain streets of Shanghai. The Japanese sol di ers guarding the
country club and the forecourt of the cathedral were too dangerous to
approach. In the Bubbling Wl|l Road he chased the
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but they shouted at himto go away and threw a coin onto the road, as if
he were one of the Chinese beggar boys. Jimwent in search of M.
CGuerevitch, but the old Russian caretaker was no | onger watching the
Shel | compound- perhaps he, too, was trying to surrender. Jimthought of
the Gernman nother who had watched him |l eave the Raynonds' house. She had
seened worried for him but when he cycled all the way down to the

Col umbi a Road he found that the gates of the Gernman estate were cl osed.
The Germans were drawi ng into thenselves, just as nervous of the
Japanese as everyone el se. Ji mwas al nbost knocked fromhis cycle in the
Nanki ng Road by two Japanese staff cars that swerved across the street.
They stopped a truck filled with Germans fromthe G af Zeppelin Cub on
their way to beat up the Jews in Hongkew. The Japanese NCOs ordered the
Germans fromthe truck. They took away their clubs and shotguns, ripped
of f their swastika arnbands and sent them packing. A week after his
arrival at the Maxteds' apartnent, the electricity and water supplies
were switched off. Jimbunped his cycle down the stairs to the foyer
where he found the old Iragi woman arguing with the Chinese janitor.
They both turned on Jim screaming at himto | eave the apartnent house,
t hough they had known all week that he was there. Jimwas glad to go. He
had eaten the last of the cocktail biscuits, and his only neal the

previ ous day had been a nusty packet of Brazil nuts which he found in
the sideboard. He felt tired but curiously lightheaded-the last trickle
of water fromthe bathroomtaps had nade hi m al nost drunk, the sane
sensati on he had known before the war when he was about to go to a
party. He rem nded hinself of his nother and father, but already their
faces were beginning to fade in his nenory. He was thinking of food al
the time, and he knew that there were a great many unoccupi ed houses in
t he western suburbs of Shanghai! , with u nlimted supplies of cocktail
bi scuits and soda water, enough to last himuntil the war ended.
Mounting his cycle, Jimleft the French Concession and pedal ed al ong the
Col unmbi a Road. Qui et residential avenues ran between the trees, and the
enpty houses stood in their overgrown gardens. The rain had washed the
ink fromthe Japanese scrolls, and the scarlet streaks ran down the oak
panels, as if all the Anericans and Europeans had been nurdered agai nst
their front doors.
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their takeover of Shanghai to bother with these abandoned houses. Jim
chose a crescent-shaped cul -de-sac hidden fromthe main road, where a
hal f- tinbered house rose behind its high walls. A fading scroll hung
between its brass coach lanps. Jimlistened to the silence within the
house and then hid his cycle in the unswept |eaves beside the steps. On
his third attenpt he clinbed the wall of the Tudor garage and scaled its
gabl ed roof. He |lowered hinself into the dense foliage of the garden
whi ch clung to the house |like a dark dreamrefusing to be woken.
Carrying a loose tile fromthe garage roof, Jimwal ked through the deep
grass to the terrace. He waited until an aircraft flew overhead and then
br oke the gl ass pane of a wi ndow housing the air-conditioning unit. He
let hinself into the house, opening the shutters of the air vent in
order to hide the broken pane. Quickly Ji mnoved through the shadowy
rooms, a series of tableaux in a forgotten museum The house was filled
wi t h phot ographs of a handsome woman posing like a filmstar. He ignored
the franed portrait on the grand piano and the huge gl obe of the earth
besi de the bookshelf. In the past Jimwould have stopped to play with
the gl obe-for years he had nagged his father for one-but now he was too
hungry to waste a nmonment. The house had been the property of a Bel gian
dentist. In his study, belowthe franmed certificates, were white
cabi nets containing dozens of sets of teeth. Through the darkness they
grimaced at Jimlike ravenous nouths. Ji mwal ked t hrough the dining room
to the kitchen. He sidestepped the pool of water around the refrigerator
and expertly ran his eye over the pantry shelves. To his annoyance this
Bel gi an denti st and his gl anorous conpani on had devel oped a taste for
Chi nese food- sonething his own parents rarely touched-and the pantry
was hung like the storeroomof a Chinese conprador with | engths of dried
intestines and shrivel! ed fruit . But there was a single can of
condensed mlk, of a richness and sweetness Ji m had never renenbered. He
drank the mlk, sitting at the desk in the dentist's study as the teeth
smiled at him and then fell asleep in a bedroomupstairs, between silk
sheets scented by the body of the woman with the face of a filmstar
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house the next norning. He found anot her tenporary honme in a nearby
mansi on owned by an Anerican wi dow whom his parents had known before her
departure for San Francisco. Fromthere he noved on, staying for a few
days in each house, shielded fromthe distant, ugly city by the high
wal | s and deepeni ng grass. The Japanese had confiscated all the radios
and caneras, but otherw se the houses were intact. Mst of themwere far
nmore lavish than his own hone-although a rich man, Jinms father had

al ways been Spartan-and were equi pped with private ci nemas and
bal | roons. Abandoned by their owners, Buicks and Cadillacs slunped in
the garages on their flattening tires. Yet their pantry cupboards were
bare, leaving Jimto feed on the few leftovers of cocktail food fromthe
fifty-year-long party that had been Shanghai. Sonetines, after finding
an intact box of chocolates in a dressing-table drawer, Jimwould revive
and remenber his parents dancing to the radi ogram before |unch on
Sunday, and his bedroomin Amherst Avenue now occupi ed by the Japanese
officers. He played billiards in the darkened gane roons, or sat at a
card table and laid out hands of bridge, playing each one as fairly as
he could. He lay on the oddly scented beds, reading Life and Esquire,
and in the house of an Anmerican doctor read the whol e of Through the
Looki ng
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But the toy cupboards in the children's roons made himfeel ever nore
enpty. He | eafed through photograph albuns, filled with i mages of a
vani shed worl d of fancy-dress parties and gynkhanas. Still hoping to see
his parents, he sat by the bedroom w ndows as the water drained fromthe
swi mmi ng pools of the western suburbs, draping their white walls with
veils of scum Although he was too tired to think of the future, Jim
knew that the snmall stocks of food would soon be exhausted, and that the
Japanese would turn their attention to these enpty houses-already the
famlies of Japanese civilians were noving into the former Allied
premi ses in Arherst Avenue. Jim scarcely recognized his |long hair and
gray cheeks, the strange face in a strange mirror. He would stare at the
ragged figure who appeared before himin all the nmirrors of the Col unbia
Road, an urchin half his previous size and twi ce his previous age. Mich
of the time Jimwas aware that he was ill, and often he would have to
lie down all day. The main supply to Col unbia Road had been turned off,
and the water dripping fromthe roof tanks had an unpl easant netallic
tang. Once, as he lay sick in an attic bedroomin the Great Wstern
Road, a party of Japanese civilians spent an hour wal ki ng around the
downstairs roons, but Jimhad been too feverish to call to them One
afternoon Jimscaled the wall of a house behind the Anerican country
club. He junped into a wide, overgrown garden and was running toward the
veranda before he realized that a group of Japanese sol di ers was cooki ng
a neal beside the enpty swi mm ng pool. Three nmen squatted on the diving
board, feeding sticks to a snall fire. Another soldier was down on the
fl oor of the pool, poking through the debris of bathing caps and
sungl asses. The Japanese watched Jimhesitate in the deep grass, and
stirred their boiled rice in which floated a few pieces of fish. They
made no attenpt to pick up t! heir rif les, but Jimknew that he should
not try to run fromthem He strolled through the grass to the edge of
t he pool and sat on the |leaf-strewn tiles. The sol diers began to eat
their nmeal, talking in |ow voices. They were thickset nen with shaven
heads, wearing better webbi ng and equi prent than the Japanese sentries
i n Shanghai, and Ji m guessed that they were seasoned conbat troops. Jim
wat ched them eat, his eyes fixed on every norsel that entered
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had finished, he scraped sone burned rice and fish scales fromthe side
of the cooking pot. A private first-class of sonme forty years, with

sl ow, careful hands, he beckoned Jimforward and handed hi m his ness
tin. As they snoked their cigarettes the Japanese smled to thenselves,
wat chi ng Ji m devour the shreds of fatty rice. It was his first hot food
since he had left the hospital, and the heat and the greasy flavor stung
his guns. Tears swamin his eyes. The Japanese sol di er who had taken
pity on Jim recognizing that this small boy was starving, began to

| augh good-naturedly and pulled the rubber plug fromhis netal water
bottle. Jimdrank the clear, chlorine-flavored liquid, so unlike the
stagnant water in the taps of the Colunbia Road. He choked, carefully
swal | owed his vomt and tittered into his hands, grinning at the
Japanese . Soon they were all |aughing together, sitting back in the
deep grass beside the drained swi nming pool. For the next week Jim

foll owed the Japanese on their patrols of the deserted streets. Each
norni ng the soldiers emerged fromtheir bivouac at the Great Wstern
Road checkpoint, and Jimwould run fromthe steps of the house in which
he had spent the night and attach hinself to them The soldiers rarely
entered the foreign mansi ons, and were concerned only to keep out any
Chi nese beggars and thi eves who nmight be tenpted into this residential
area. Sonetines they clinbed the walls and explored the overgrown
gardens, whose ornanental trees and shrubs seened of nobre interest to
them than the I avishly equi pped houses. Jimran errands for them
hunting for the bathing caps that they collected, choppi ng wood and
lighting fires. He watched silently as they ate their m dday neal.

Al nost always they left alittle rice and fish for Jim and once the
private first-class gave hima piece of hard candy which he broke froma
strip in his pocket, but otherw se none of them showe! d any in terest
inJim D dthey know that Jimwas a vagrant? They would stare at his
scuffed but well-made shoes, at the woollen cloth of his school blazer
per haps assum ng that he lived with sone rich but feckless European
famly that no longer bothered to feed its children. Wthin a week Jim
was dependent on this Japanese patrol for alnost all his food. Mre of

t he houses in the Col unbia Road were being occupi ed by Japanese mlitary
and civilians. Several tinmes, as he approached a deserted house, Ji mwas
chased away by Chi nese bodyguards . One norning the Japanese sol diers
failed to appear. Jimwaited
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Anerican country club. Trying to cal mhis hunger, he broke twigs from
t he rhododendron bushes, ready to light a fire beside the drai ned pool.

He wat ched the aircraft flying through the cool February Iight and
counted the three |Iiqueur chocolates in his blazer pocket, which he had
saved for the energency he knew woul d soon cone. The veranda doors
opened behind him Jim stood up as the Japanese sol diers stepped onto
the terrace. They were waving to him and Jimhad the confused idea that
t hey had brought his parents with themand so were making a formal entry
t hrough the house rather than clinb over the wall. He ran toward the
Japanese, who were shouting at himin a surprisingly brusque way. Wen
he reached the terrace he saw that they were nenbers of a new patrol
The corporal cuffed Jimand pushed himaround the flower beds, then nade
himclear away the sticks beside the pool. Shouting a few words of
German, he threw Jiminto the drive and slamed the wought-iron gate
onto his heels. The houses stood around himin the sun, sealed worlds
where he had. briefly returned to his chil dhood. As he set out on the
l ong journey to the Bund he thought of the Japanese soldiers who had fed
himfromtheir cooking pot, but he knew now that kindness, which his
parents and teachers had al ways urged upon him counted for nothing.
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its surface into chopped glass and transform ng the distant banks and
hotels of the Bund into a row of weddi ng cakes. To Jim as he sat on the
catwal k of the funeral pier below the deserted Nantao shipyards, the
funnel s and nasts of the Idzunpo seened carved fromicing sugar. He
cupped his hands into a pair of nake-believe binoculars and studied the
white-suited sailors, as busy as lice, who noved around the decks and
bridge. The cruiser's gun turrets rem nded hi mof the candi ed decoration
on the Christmas cakes whose overripe flavor he had al ways hated. Al

the sanme, Jimwould have |iked to eat the ship. He imagi ned hinself

ni bbling the masts, sucking the cream from the Edwardi an funnels,
sinking his teeth into the marzi pan bows and devouring the entire
forward section of the hull. After that he woul d gobble down the Pal ace
Hotel, the Shell Building, the whole of Shanghai.... Steamthrobbed from
the Idzunmo's funnels, calnmed itself and drifted across the water in a
delicate veil. The cruiser had drawn its stem anchors and was sw ngi ng
on the tide, bows pointing downstream Having hel ped to i npose Japanese
rul e upon Shanghai, it was about to sail for another theater of war. As
if celebrating its departure, a regatta of corpses turned on the tide.
The bodi es of scores of Chinese, each on a raft of paper flowers,
surrounded the I dzuno, ready to
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kept watch for the Japanese naval patrols. Across the river, on the

Poot ung shore, were the gal vani zed roofs and nodern chi meys of his
father's cotton mll. Jimvaguely renmenbered his visits there
enbar rassi ng occasi ons when the Chi nese managers paraded hi munder the
expressi onl ess gaze of thousands of mlIl girls. But it was silent, and
what concerned Ji m now was the boom of sunken freighters . The nearest
of the wecks, a single-funnel coaster, sat in the deepwater channel
only a hundred yards fromthe end of the funeral pier. Its rusting
bridge, like a crunmbling brown |oaf, still held all its nmystery for Jim
War, which had changed everything in Jims world so radically , had | ong
since left this forgotten weck, but he was determned to go out to the
ship. Rejoining his parents, giving hinmself up to the Japanese, even
finding food to eat neant nothing now that the freighter was at | ast
within his reach. For two days Ji m had wandered al ong the Shangha
waterfront. After being discovered by the Japanese patrol, he set off
for the Bund. H's only hope of seeing his parents again was to find one
of their Swiss or Swedish friends. Al though the European neutrals drove
t hrough the streets of Shanghai, Jimhad not seen a single British or
Anerican face. Had they all been sent to prison canps in Japan? Then, as
he cycled al ong the Nanki ng Road, he was overtaken by a mlitary truck.
A group of fair-haired nmen in British uniforms sat behind the guards.
"Speed up, lad! Let's see you look lively!" "Faster than that, [ad!l W
won't wait for you!" Jimcrouched over the handl ebars, feet whirling on
the pedals. They were cheering and waving to him clapping their hands
as the Japanese guards frowned at this absurd British gane. Ji mshouted
at the disappearing truck, and there was |aughter and a | ast thunbs-up
when Jims front wheel locked itself in a tranmine and pitched hi munder
the feet of the pedicab driv! ers. Soo n after, he lost his bicycle. He
was trying to straighten the front forks when a Chi nese shopkeeper and
his coolie canme up to him The shopkeeper held the handl ebars, but Jim
knew that he was not trying to help. He stared into the matter-of-fact
eyes of the two Chinese. He was tired and had been sl apped enough. Jim
wat ched t hem wheel the cycle through the crowd and vani sh
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| ater he reached the Szechwan Road on foot, but the entire financi al
sector of Shanghai was seal ed by hundreds of Japanese soldiers and their
arnmored cars. So Ji mwent down to the Bund to | ook at the Idzuno. Al

af ternoon he wandered along the waterfront, past the nmud flats where the
injured sailors of the Petrel had cone ashore and he had | ast seen his
father, past the sanpan jetties and the fish market with its pallid
mullet laid out between the tramines, to the quays of the French
Concessi on where the Bund ran out in the funeral piers and shipyards of
Nant ao. No one nolested Jimthere. This area of creeks and waste tips
was covered with the tinbers of opium hul ks, the carcasses of dogs and
the coffins that had drifted ashore again onto the beaches of black nud.
In the afternoon he watched the Japanese seapl anes noored to their buoys
at the naval air base. He waited for the pilots to conme out in their
flying goggles and stroll down the slipway. But no one except Jim seened
interested in the seaplanes, and they sat on their |ong pontoons,
propellers irritated by the wind. At night Jimslept in the backseat of
one of the dozens of old taxis dunped onto the nud flats. The kl axons of
t he Japanese arnored cars wail ed along the Bund, and the searchlights of
the patrol boats flared across the river, but Jimfell asleep quickly in
the cold air. Hs thin body seenmed to float on the night, hovering above
the dark water as he clung to the faint human odors that rose fromthe
taxi's seats. It was high water, and the seaplanes had begun to circle
their buoys. The river no | onger pressed agai nst the boom of freighters.
For a few nonents the surface congealed into an oily mirror, through

whi ch the rusting steamers energed as if fromtheir own reflections.

Besi de the funeral piers the sanpans swayed forward, |oosened fromthe
mud flats even as they filled with water. Jimsquatted on the netal
catwal k, watc! hing the water slap at the grille between his feet. From
his bl azer pocket he took one of his last two |iqueur chocol ates. He
studied the cryptic scrolls, like the signs of the zodiac, and carefully
wei ghed them Saving the larger, he placed the smaller in his nouth. The
fiery al cohol stung his tongue, but he sucked on the dark sweet

chocol ate. The brown water swelled glassily around the pier, and he
renenbered that his father had told himhow sunlight killed bacteri a.
Fifty yards away the corpse of a young Chi nese wonan fl oated anong the
sanpans, heels rotating around her head
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Cautiously, Jimdecanted a little water fromone palmto the other, then
drank quickly so that the gerns would have no tine to infect him The
| i qgueur chocolate, and the swelling rhythm of the waves, made himfee
gi ddy agai n, and he steadi ed hinself against a waterl ogged sanpan that
bunped agai nst the pier. Looking up at the decaying freighter, Jim
stepped wi thout thinking into the sanmpan and pushed out into the
jellylike stream The rotting craft was half-filled with water that
soaked Jim s shoes and trousers. He tore away part of the freeboard and
used the pul py plank to paddle toward the freighter. Wen he reached the
ship the sanpan had al nost subnerged. He seized the starboard rail bel ow
the bridge and clinbed onto the deck, as the waterl ogged hulk drifted on
its way to the next freighter in the boom Jimwatched it go, then
wal ked t hrough the ankl e-deep water that covered the netal deck. The
river had begun to shift slightly, and the waxy surface was unbroken as
it entered the open stateroom bel ow the bridge and ran out through the
port rail. Jimstepped into the stateroom a rusting gr9tto that seened
even ol der than the German forts at Tsingtao. He was standing on the
surface of the river, which had rushed fromall the creeks and paddi es
and canals of China in order to carry this small boy on its back. |If he
st epped onto the waves by the port rail, he could walk all the way to
the Idzunmo.... Towers of snoke shuddered fromthe cruiser's funnels as
it prepared to raise anchor. Wre his parents on board? Aware that he
m ght now be al one in Shanghai, on this steamer he had al ways dreaned of
visiting, Jimgazed fromthe bridge toward the shore. The tide was
begi nning to run, and the fl ower-decked corpses were follow ng their
heel s to the open sea. The freighter |leaned in the stream and its rusty
hul | creaked and sang. The pl ates sawed agai nst each other, and the
trailing hawsers swung acr! oss the foredeck, the halyards of invisible

sails still hoping to propel this ancient hulk to the safety of sone
warm sea a world away from Shanghai. Happily, Jimfelt the bridge
shudder under his feet. As he laughed to hinmself at the rail, he noticed

t hat soneone was wat ching himfromthe shipyard beyond the funeral

piers. A man wearing the coat and cap of an American seaman stood in the
wheel house of one of three partly constructed colliers. Shyly, but
captain to captain, Jimwaved to him The man ignored hi mand snoked the
cigarette concealed in his hand. He was watching not only Jim but a
young sail or
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next steamer in the boom Eager to welcone his first passenger and
crewran, Jimleft the bridge and nade his way down to the deck. The
sailor drew nearer, rowing in strong, short novenents, careful not to
disturb the water. Every few strokes he | ooked over his shoulder at Jim
and peered through the portholes as if he suspected that this rusty
freighter was infested with small boys. The dinghy sat low in the water,
wei ghed down by the sailor's broad back. He pulled al ongside, and Jim
saw a crowbar, spanners and hacksaw between his boots. del ayed."

"Del ayed? Well, maybe they' Il conme later. You | ook like you need sonie
hel p." He reached out to clinmb aboard, but as Jimtook his hand the
sailor pulled himroughly into the dinghy, jarring his knees against the
brass portholes. He sat Jimupright and fingered his blazer |apels and
badge. Hi s | oose blond hair framed an open Anerican face, but he scanned
the river in a furtive way, as if expecting a Japanese naval diver in
full gear to break surface al ongsi de the dinghy. "Now, why are you

trying to bother us? Wio brought you out here?" "I canme by nyself." Jim
strai ghtened his blazer. "This is ny ship now " "Sone kind of crazy
British kid. You've been sitting on that pier for tw days. Wwo are
you?" "Jame..." Jimtried to think of sonething that would inpress the
Anerican; already he realized that he should stay with this young
sailor. "I"'mbuilding a man-flying kite... and |'ve witten a book on
contract bridge. " "WAit till Basie sees this." As they drifted fromthe

freighter, the Arerican drew on his oars. Wth a few powerful strokes he
pul l ed the dinghy toward the nmud flats. They entered a shall ow creek
between the funeral piers, a black and oil-stained channel that wound
past the shipyards. The Anmerican stared norosely at an enpty coffin that
had jettisoned its occupant.
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an oar. Expertly he steered the dinghy behind the white hull of a
mast | ess yacht |ashed to a beached lighter. Hi dden bel ow the swanli ke
overhang of the yacht's stern, they tied up at a wooden stage. The
Arreri can | ooped the porthole nmounts onto his arm gathered his tools
t oget her and beckoned Jimfromthe dinghy. They crossed the floor of the
shi pyard, past stacks of steel plate, coils of chains and rusting wre,
toward the shabby hulls of the three colliers. Jimscurried al ong,
imtating the Arerican's aggressive gait. At |last he had net soneone who
could help himto find his parents. Perhaps the American and his
compani on in the wheel house had al so been trying to surrender. The three
of them together would be too many for the Japanese to ignore. An
anti que Chevrolet truck was parked under the propeller of the |argest
collier. They stepped through a missing plate into the hull. The
Anerican lifted Jimonto a banboo platformlaid along its keel. They
clinbed a conpani onway to the next deck, wal ked across the wheel house
and ducked through a narrow hatch into a nmetal cabin behind the bridge.
Fai nt with hunger, Jimswayed agai nst the door franme. A familiar scent
hung in the air, reninding himof his nother's bedroomin Anmher st
Avenue, the odors of face powder, cologne and Craven A cigarettes, and
for a nonent he was sure that she would energe fromthis dark cubbyhol e
like the Christmas fairy and tell him that the war was over
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11 FRANK AND BASI E A CHARCOAL STOVE burned softly in the center of the
cabin, its sweet funmes lifting through an open skylight. The floor was
covered with oily rags and engine parts, brass portholes and stair

rails. On either side of the stove were a deck chair, with "Inperial

Ai rways" stitched into its fading canvas, and a canp bed covered with a
Chinese quilt. The American flung his tools into the heap of neta

parts. Hi s |large head and shoul ders alnost filled the cabin, and he
slunped restlessly in the canvas chair. He peered into the saucepan on
the stove and then gazed gloomly at Jim "He's getting on ny nerves

al ready, Basie. | don't know whether he's hungrier or crazier...." "Cone
in, boy. You look Iike you need to lie dowmn." A small, older man energed
from beneath the quilt and notioned to Jimwith the cigarette he was
holding in his white hand. He had a bl and, unmarked face from which al

t he copi ous experiences of his life had been cleverly erased and soft
hands that were busy powdering each. other under the quilt. H's eyes
took in every detail ofJims nud- 'stained clothes, the tic that junped
across his nmouth, his pinched cheeks and unsteady | egs. He dusted the
talc fromthe bed and counted the pieces of salvaged brass. "Is that

all, Frank? That's not a lot to take to market. Those



Page 70

EMPI RE OF THE SUN Hongkew merchants are charging ten dollars for a bag
of rice." "Basic!" The young sailor drove a heavy boot into the heap of
metal, exasperated nore with hinself than with the older nan. "The boy's
been sitting on the pier for two days! Do you want the Japs in here?"
"Frank, the Japs aren't |looking for us. Nantao Creek is full of the
cholera-that's why we cane here."” "You practically put up a sign. Maybe
you want themto look for us? Is that it, Basic?" Frank dipped a rag in
a can of cleaning fluid. He began to rub vigorously at the grine that
covered a porthole nount. "If you want to work so hard, try goi ng out
there-with that kid watching you all the tine." "Frank, we've got ny
l ungs, you agreed to that." Basic inhaled a little snoke from his Craven
A, soothing these delicate organs. "Besides , the boy didn't even notice
you. He had other things on his mnd, boy's things that you've
forgotten, Frank, but | can still renmenber ." He nmade a warm pl ace for
Jimon the bed. "Conme over here, son. What did they call you, before the
war started?" "Jamie..." Frank threw down his rag. "All this scrap isn't
going to buy us a sanpan to Chungki ng! W'd need the Queen Mary out
there." He treated Jimto a dark glare. "And we don't have enough rice
for you, kid. Who are you? Jame-?" "Jim.." Basic explained. "A new
nane for a newlife." As Jimsat beside him he reached out a powdered
hand and gently pressed his thunb against the hunger tic that junped
across the left corner of Jimis nouth. Jimsat passively as Basic
exposed his guns and gl anced shrewdly at his teeth. "That's a wel | -kept
set of teeth. Someone paid a lot of bills for that sweet little nouth.
Frank, you'd be surprised how sone people neglect their kids' teeth.”
Basic patted Jims shoulder, feeling the blue wool of his blazer. He
scraped the nud fromthe school badge. "That |ooks like a good school
Jim The Cathedral School ?" Frank gl owered over his heap of portholes.

He seened wary of Jim as i! f this s mall boy m ght take Basic from
him "Cathedral? I's he sone kind of priest?" "Frank, the Cathedral
School ." Basic gazed with growing interest at Jim "That's a school for

tai pans. Jim you nust know sone inportant people.”
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i ntroduced?" "I was only three and a half." Jimsat still as Basic's
white hands explored his pockets. The watch slipped fromhis wist and
vani shed into the haze of col ogne and face powder below the quilt. Yet
Basic's attentive manner, |ike that of the servants who had once dressed
and undressed him was curiously reassuring. The sailor was feeling
every bone in his body, as if searching for sonething precious. Through
t he open hatch Jimcould see a flying boat about to take off fromthe
naval air base. A Japanese patrol boat had cl osed the channel, giving a
wi de berth to the currents that formed huge whirl pools around the boom
of freighters. Jimreturned to the cooking pot and its intoxicating
snell of burned fat. Suddenly it occurred to himthat these two Anerican
sailors mght want to eat him But Basic had renoved the Iid fromthe
saucepan. A flavorsone steamrose froma thick stew of rice and fish
Basi ¢ produced a pair of tin plates and spoons from a | eat her bag under
the bed. Still snoking his Craven A, he served portions for hinself and
Jimwith the deftness of a waiter at the Palace Hotel. As Jimwolfed the
hot fish, Basic watched with the same wy approval that the Japanese
sol di er had shown. Basic tucked into the stew "W eat |ater, Frank."
Frank rubbed at a porthole, his eyes on the saucepan. "Basic, | always
eat after you." "I need to think for us both, Frank. Besides, we have to
| ook after our young friend." He wiped a grain of rice fromJinms chin.
"Tell me, Jim have you nmet any ot her Chinese big noises? Chiang

Kai shek, maybe?" "No



Page 72

EMPI RE OF THE SUN Basi e | ooked doubtful. "Wrds are nore inportant,
Jim Put aside a new word every day. You never know when a word m ght be
useful." Jimfinished his stew and sat back contentedly agai nst the
metal wall. He could renenber none of his neals before the war and every
one of themsince. It annoyed himto think of all the food in his life
that he had turned away, and the el aborate stratagens which Vera and his
nmot her had devi sed to persuade himto finish his pudding. He noticed
that Frank was staring at a few grains he had left in the spoon and
quickly licked it clean. Jimglanced into the saucepan, glad to see that
t here was enough rice for Frank. He was sure now that these two merchant
seanen were not going to eat him but the fear had been sensible-there
had been runors at the country club that British sailors torpedoed in
the Atlantic had taken to cannibalism Basie served hinself a snal
spoonful of rice. He nmade no attenpt to eat this second hel pi ng but

pl ayed with the plate under Frank's burning gaze. Already Jimcould see
that Basie liked to control the young sailor and was using Jimto
unsettle him Jims entire upbringing could have been designed to
prevent himfrom neeting people |ike Basie, but the war had changed
everything. "What about your daddy, JinP" Basie asked. "Wy aren't you
at honme with your nother? Are they here in Shanghai ?" "Yes...." Jim
hesitated. Al his experience of the previous two nmonths told himnot to
trust anyone, except perhaps the Japanese. "They're in Shanghai - but
they're sailing on the Idzuno. " "The |Idzunp?" Frank junped fromhis
deck chair. He seized a ness tin fromhis haversack and hel ped hi nsel f
vigorously to the saucepan of rice. Between nouthfuls, he shook his
spoon at Jim "Kid, who are you? Basie!" "Not the Idzunpo, Jim" Wth his
whit e hands Basl e sel ected a piece of charcoal froma bag under the bed.
"The Idzumo' s headi ng for Foochow and Manila Bay. Jim s having you on,

Frank." "Well, | think they're on t! he Idzumo. "Jimdecided to fan the
smal | doubt still in Basie's eyes. "My father often goes to Manila."
"Not on a Japanese cruiser, Jim" "Basie!" "Frank...." Basie nimcked
the sailor's voice. "Someday you'll want to trust nme. | imagine Jims

fol ks had thensel ves picked up with all the other Britishers, and now
Jims looking for them JinP"
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his bl azer pocket. He unw apped the silver foil and bit into the

m ni ature chocol ate bottle. Then, renenbering what Vera had drumred into
hi m about the need to be polite, he handed half the chocolate to Basie.
"Curacao? Well, things have been | ooking up, Jim since you arrived

All these new words, and now this fancy candy; we're getting a little of
that Pal ace Hotel style." As Basie sucked at the chocolate cup with his
sharp teeth, he resenbled a white-faced rat teasing the brains froma
nouse. "So you've been living at home, Jim all by yourself. Down there
in the French Concession?" "Amherst Avenue." "Frank.... Before we |eave
Shanghai we ought to take a ride out there. There nust be a | ot of enpty
houses, JinP" Jimclosed his eyes. He was very tired but awake, thinking
of the rice he had just eaten, retasting every fishy grain. Basie

tal ked, his devious voice circling the fune-filled air and its scent of
col ogne and Craven A. He thought of his nother snoking in the draw ng
room at Amherst Avenue. Now that he had net these two Anerican sailors
he woul d be seeing her again. He would stay with Basie and Frank;
together they could go out to the boom of freighters; sooner or |ater

t he Japanese patrol boats would notice them A hot, fishy breath filled
his face. Jimwoke with a gasp. Frank's huge body | eaned across him
heavy arns on his thighs, hands feeling in his blazer pockets. Jim
pushed hi m away, and Frank calmy returned to his deck chair and
continued to polish the portholes. They were al one together in the
cabin. Jimcould hear Basie on the banboo catwal k bel ow. The door of the
truck slammed, and the elderly engi ne began to throb, then stopped
abruptly. There was a distant blast fromthe Idzuno's siren. Wth a
meani ngful glance at Jim Frank buffed the faded brass. "You know, kid,
you have a talent for getting on people's nerves. Howis it the Japs
haven't picked you up? You nust be quick! on your feet." "I tried to
surrender," Jimexplained. "But it isn't easy. Do you and Basie want to
surrender?" "Like hell-though | don't know about him I'mtrying to get
Basie to buy a sanpan so we can sail upriver to Chungki ng. But
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN Basi e keeps changing his nmind. He wants to stay in
Shanghai now the Japs are here. He thinks we can nmake a pile of nobney
once we get to the canps." "Do you sell a lot of portholes, Frank?"
Frank peered at Jim still unsure about this small boy. "Kid, we haven't
sold a single one. It's Basie's gane, like a drug; he needs to keep
peopl e working for him Down in the yard sonewhere he has a bag of gold
teeth that he sells in Hongkew. " Wth a knowi ng smle, Frank raised an
oi | -stai ned spanner and touched Jims chin. "lIt's a good thing you don't
have any gold teeth, or-" He snapped his wist. Jimsat up, renemnbering
how Basi e had searched his guns. The sound of the truck's notor vibrated
through the netal cabin. Jimwas wary of these two nerchant seanmen, who
had sonehow escaped the Japanese net around Shanghai, and realized that
he mi ght have as much to fear fromthem as from anyone else in the city.
He thought of Basie's secret bag of gold teeth. The creeks and canal s of
Nantao were full of corpses, and the nmouths of those corpses were full
of teeth. Every Chinese tried to have at |east one gold tooth out of
sel f- respect, and now that the war had begun their relatives mght be
too tired to pull themout before the funeral. Jimvisualized the two
Ameri can seanen searching the nud flats at night with their spanners,
Frank rowi ng the di nghy along the black creeks, Basie in the bows with a
| antern, prodding the corpses that drifted past and exposing their
guns. . ..
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would tell Frank to bring Jimover to the vendor's stall, where the
Chi nese trader woul d soberly inspect Jimbefore shaking his head. It
soon becane clear to Jimthat Basie was trying to sell himto the
traders. Too tired to resist, Jimsat in the truck between the two
Anericans, |like one of the chickens that the Chi nese wonen carried
beside themon the seats of the trans. Already Jimfelt unwell nost of
the time, but his potential value at |east assured himof the neals of
boil ed fish. Eventually the Chinese traders would realize that a few yen
could be made by reporting themto the Japanese. Meanwhil e he avoi ded
Frank' s heavy hands, ransacked his mnd for the unusual words that Basie
liked to hear himuse and regaled the cabin steward with tales of the
grand houses in Amherst Avenue. Jiminvented lives of wholly imginary
gl amour that he clainmed his parents had | ed. Basie never ceased to be
fasci nated by these accounts of Shanghai high Iife. "Tell ne about their
SwWi mmi ng- pool parties,” Basie asked as they waited for Frank to start
the engine before their last visit to Hongkew market. "I inagine there
was a lot of... gaiety." "Basie, there certainly was gaiety." Jim
renenbered the hours he had spent alone trying to retrieve the

hal f-crown, gleaming at the bottom of the pool |ike one of Basie's
teeth. "They had |iqueur chocolates , a white piano, whiskey and soda.
And conjurers." "Conjurers, Jin?" _ "I think they were conjurers...."
"You're tired, Jim " As they sat in the truck Basie put an arm around
Jim s shoul ders. "You've been thinking too rmuch, all those new words."
"1"ve used up all my new words, Basie. Is the war going to end soon?"
"Don't worry, Jim | give the Japs three nonths at the outside." "As
soon as that, Basie?" "Maybe a little nore. It takes a long tine to
start a war; people have a big investnent to protect. Like Frank and ne
and this truck." It had never occurred to Jimtha! t anyone m ght want
the war to continue, and he puzzl ed over the bizarre logic as they set
out for Hongkew. They bunped along the dirt road behind the shipyards,
t hrough a desol ate area of enpty godowns, garbage dunps and buri al
nounds. Beggars |ived beside the canals in hovels constructed from



Page 77

DANCE MUSIC 77 truck tires and packing cases. An old wonan squatted by
the fetid water, scrubbing out a wooden toilet. Gazing down fromthe
safety of the truck, Jimfelt sorry for these destitute people, though
only a few days earlier his plight had been even nore desperate than
theirs. A strange doubling of reality had taken place, as if everything
t hat had happened to himsince the war was occurring within a mrror. It
was his mrror self who felt faint and hungry, and who thought about
food all the tinme. He no longer felt sorry for this other self. Jim
guessed that this was how the Chi nese managed to survive. Yet one day

t he Chinese might energe fromthe mrror. Wen they crossed Nantao Creek
into the French Concession, they saw the first Japanese patrol, guarding
t he checkpoint on the northern end of the steel bridge. But Basie and
Frank seenmed unafraid of the armed sol di ers-Anericans, Jimhad noticed,
were not easily inpressed by anyone. Frank even sounded his horn at a
Japanese sol dier who strolled into the road. Ji mcrouched bel ow t he
dashboard, expecting themto be shot, but the Japanese waved them on
with a surly stare, perhaps assuning that Frank and Basie were Wite
Russi an worknmen. For the next hour they toured the Hongkew markets, past
t he hundreds of barking dogs in their banmboo cages, not only the Chinese
tabl e nongrel s but spaniels and dachshunds, red setters and airedal es
rel eased into the hungry streets of Shanghai by their Allied owners.
Several tines they stopped for Basie to get out and approach a Chinese
stall holder, talking in his fluent docksidt Cantonese. But no porthol es
or gold teeth changed hands. "Frank, what's Basie trying to buy?" "It

| ooks like he's nore interested in selling.” "Why can't Basie sell me?"
"Nobody wants you." Frank flicked the half-crown he had stolen from
Jims pocket and snapped it in his heavy hand. "You' re worth not hing.

What do you think you're worth?" "I'mworth nothing, Frank." "You're
skin and bone. Soon you'r! e going to be sick all the tinme." "If they
did buy nme, what would they do with-nme? They couldn't eat ne, |'mskin

and bone." But Frank declined to answer. Basie clinbed into the truck,
shaki ng his head. They | eft Hongkew and crossed the Soochow Creek into
the International Settlenent. They drove along the main streets, |os-



Page 78

EMPIRE OF THE SUN ing thenselves in the traffic on the Avenue Foch,
following the slow, clanking trams through the wheel -to-wheel tide of
pedi cabs and rickshaws . Jimtried to guide themtoward the residenti al
suburbs in the west of Shanghai, telling them about the fine houses
filled with billiard tables, whiskey and |iqueur chocol ates. But he
guessed that Basie and Frank were killing tinme before dusk. Soon after
six o' clock the light withdrew fromthe facades of the apartnment houses
in the French Concession. The two sailors wound up their w ndows. Frank
left the Bubbling Well Road and set off into the unlit Chinese districts
of north Shanghai. "Frank, you're going the wong way-" Jimtried to
poi nt out. But Basic pressed the back of his powdered hand against Jims
nmouth. "Quiet, Jim Silence is a good friend to a boy." Jimrested his
swayi ng head agai nst Basic's shoul der. They enbarked on a ranbling
journey through the narrow streets. Hundreds of Chinese faces pressed
agai nst the wi ndows as they edged between the rickshaws and buffal o
carts. Jimfelt hungry again, and the endl ess bunping of the wheels over
the disused tramines nade him giddy. He wi shed that they would return
to Nantao, to the charcoal stove with its pot of rice. An hour |ater
Jimwoke to find that they had reached the western suburbs of Shanghai
The last of the sun touched the rooftops of the Colunbia Road. As they
crui sed past the parked Opels and Bui cks of the German conpound, Basic
poi nted to the unoccupi ed houses. Jimrevived and blew into his hands to
warm them They had conpleted a pointless circuit of the city, but he
realized that he had tenpted these devious nen with his chatter about
the grand life. Like a courier with a party of gullible tourists, he
began a commentary on the houses in which he had canped during the past
two nonths. "That has whi skey and gin, Basic. That has whi skey and gin
and a white piano-no, just whiskey." "Never nmind the al cohol. Frank and
| aren't planning to ! open a b ar. Wre you a choirboy, JinP W'll
stand you on the white piano, you can sing " Yankee Doodl e Dandy."' "That
has a cinema," Jimcontinued. "And that one is full of teeth." "Teeth,
Jinm?" "It belonged to a dentist. Maybe there are gold teeth, Basic."
They turned into Amherst Avenue and drove past the deserted



Page 79

DANCE MUSI C 79 nansions. The electricity supply to the street was still
di sconnected, and the houses in their overgrown gardens seened even nore
sonmber than the early evening, stranded here |like the scuttled
freighters in the boom But Basie stared at themw th obvi ous respect,
as if his years as a cabin steward on the Cathay-America Line had taught
himthe true worth of these beached hulks. Clearly he was glad to be
associated with Jim "You had good sense, Jim being born here. | admre
a boy who appreciates a good hone. Anyone can pick his own parents, but
to have the sense to see beyond that. " "Basie...." Frank
interrupted this reverie. They had stopped under the trees two hundred
yards fromthe entrance to Jims drive. "Right, Frank." Basie opened his
door and stepped into the road. There were no Japanese patrols, and the
Chi nese bodyguards had retreated behind their walls for the evening.
Basie pointed to a narrow cul -de-sac that ran between uncut privet
hedges toward one of the houses. "Jim time to stretch our |egs. Take a
stroll up there and see if anyone's playing that white piano."” Jim
listened to the | ow but stressed sound of the truck's engine. Frank sat
back in a casual way, but his huge foot was poi sed above the
accelerator. Basie's pallid face hung like a lantern bel ow the trees.
Jimknew that they planned to | eave himthere. Having failed to sell him
to the Chinese traders, they would abandon himto the avenues of the
Shanghai night. "Basie, |.. ." Frank had placed a hand on his shoul der
ready to hurl himinto the road. "Could we go to ny house? It's even
nmore luxuriant. " "Luxuriant?" Basie savored the word in the gray air.
He gazed at the houses around them at the Tudor gabl es and white nodern
facades, at the replica chateaux and the haciendas with green tiled
roofs. He clinbed aboard and held the door to the frame w thout engaging
the lock. "All right, Frank, we'll look at Jims house." They noved
forward under the trees and turned into t! he ungua rded drive. As they
approached the silent house, Jimcould see that Basie was di sappoi nt ed.
He eased open the door, ready to seize Jimand throw himout onto his
own steps. Jimclung to the dashboard, and at that nonment two figures

st epped
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN fromthe entrance porch. They wore white gowns with
deep sl eeves that floated fromtheir arns. Jimwas sure that his nother
had cone honme and was greeting one of her guests. "Basie! They're
Japs...... Jimheard Frank shouting and saw that the two figures were
of f- duty Japanese soldiers in their mlitary kinonos. The soldiers had
seen them and were bellowi ng at the open door. A uniformed sergeant
energed fromthe kerosene light that filled the hall. He stood on the
top step, a Mauser hol ster against his stocky thigh. Frank was trying to
reverse the truck when the soldiers in the kinonos junped onto the
runni ng boards and struck with their fists at the glass. Two nore
sol di ers carrying banboo staves ran down the steps of the porch. As the
engine stalled, Jimfelt hinself pulled fromthe truck and hurled to the
ground. Japanese in kinmonos were running fromthe house, like a party of
outraged wonen fresh fromtheir baths. Jimsat on the sharp gravel
bet ween the polished boots of the Japanese sergeant, whose angry thighs
rapped against his holster. The soldiers had trapped Frank within the
cabin of the truck. H's legs kicked out as they lunged at himwith their
banboo staves, striking his bloody face and chest. Two sol di ers wat ched
fromthe steps of the house, taking turns to punch Basie who knelt at
their feet in the drive. Jimwas glad to see the Japanese. Through the
open doorway he could hear, between the heavy blows and Frank's cries,
the scratchy sounds of a Japanese dance band playing on his nother's
pi cni c gramnmophone
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by the sun and the Park Hotel had been Jim s chief entertai nment during
the three weeks he had spent at the open-air cinema. Here, before the
out break of war, cartoons and adventure serials nade by the Shangha
filmindustry were projected at night to audiences of Chinese mll girls
and dockyard workers. It often occurred to Jimthat Yang, the famly
chauffeur, m ght have appeared on this very screen. Jimhad al ready
carried out a full reconnai ssance of the detention center, and in a

di sused of fice above the projection roomwere reels of dusty film

Per haps the Japanese corporal from
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proj ector would show one of Yang's filns. Jims giggles brought a sour
gl ance fromthe soldier on the stage. He clearly mistrusted Jim who
kept out of his way. Shielding his eyes, the soldier scanned the wooden
benches, where a few detai nees sat in the afternoon sun. Three rows
behi nd Ji mwas the gray-haired husband of the dying m ssionary wonan who
lay on her mat in the concrete dormtory under the seats. She had not
moved fromthe former storeroom since her arrival, but M. Partridge
| ooked after her patiently, bringing water fromthe tap in the latrine
and feeding her the thin rice gruel which tw Eurasian wonen cooked once
a day in the yard behind the ticket office. Jimfelt concerned for the
old Englishman with his patchy hair and deathly skin. At tinmes he seened
unabl e to recogni ze his wife. Jimhelped himto erect a screen around
Ms. Partridge, who never spoke and had an unpl easant snell. They used
M. Partridge's English overcoat and his wife's yell owi ng ni ghtdress,
suspending themfroma length of electric flex that Jimpulled fromthe
wall. If he was bored, Jimwent down to the wonen's storeroom and chased
away the Eurasian children who ran in to play. There were sone thirty
people in the detention center, to which Jimhad been sent after a week
at the Shanghai central prison. Conpared with the danp dormitory cel
that he shared with a hundred Eurasian and British prisoners, the
open-air cinema seened as sunny as the resort beaches at Tsingtao. Jim
had seen nothing of Basie since their capture by the Japanese and was
glad to be free of the cabin steward. None of the prisoners in the
central prison, nost of whomwere contract forenmen and nmerchant seanen
from Chi na coasters, had heard of Jims parents, but the transfer to the
detention center was a nove toward them Soon after Jims capture, he
had fallen ill with an aching fever, during which he vom ted bl ood. Jim
guessed that he had! been se nt to the detention center in order to
recover. Apart from several elderly English couples, there were an old
Dut chman and his adult daughter, and a qui et Bel gi an wonman whose injured
husband sl ept next to Jimin the nen's storeroom The rest were Eurasian
wonen who had been abandoned in Shanghai by British husbands in the
arned services . None of themwas nuch fun to be with-they were al
ei ther very
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of the Eurasian children spoke any English. So Jimspent his tine in the
open-air cinemn, roving around the wooden seats. Despite his headaches,
he tried unsuccessfully to make friends with the Japanese soldiers. And
every afternoon there was the shadow fil m of the Shanghai skyline. Jim
wat ched the letters of the Park Hotel's neon sign blur and fade.

Al t hough he was hungry all the time, Jimwas happy in the detention
center. After the nonths of roving the streets of Shanghai, he had at

| ast managed to give hinself up to the Japanese forces. Ji mhad pondered
deeply on the question of surrender, which took courage and even a
certain amount of guile. How did entire armes nmanage it? Jimwas aware
that the Japanese had seized himonly because he had been with Basie and
Frank. He felt frightened when he thought of the soldiers in the kinonos
attacking Frank with their staves, but at |east he would soon see his
parents again. Prisoners were constantly com ng and going at the
detention center. Two British people had died the previous day, a
heavi | y bandaged wonman whom Ji m had not been allowed to see, and an old
man with nmalaria who was a retired Shanghai police inspector. If only he
coul d di scover to which of the dozen canps around Shanghai his nother
and father had been sent. Jimleft his place and tried to speak to M.
Partridge, but the old mssionary was sunk inside his head. Jim
approached the two Eurasi an wonmen sitting a few benches behind him But
as al ways they shook their heads and brusquely waved Ji m away.
"Disgusting!" "Dirty boy!"™ "Go away!" Invariably they snapped at Ji mand
tried to keep their children fromhim Sonetinmes they mmcked Jims

voi ce during his fevers. Jimsnmled at themand returned to his seat. He
felt tired, as he often did, and thought of going down to the storeroom
and sl eeping for an hour on his mat. But a neal of boiled rice was
served in the afternoon, and the previo! us day, when he had felt
feverish, he had missed his ration. It surprised Jimhow these old and
si ck people could nmanage to rouse thenselves at nealtines. No one had

t hought of waking Jim and nothing was left in the brass cong. Wen he
protested, the Korean soldier had cuffed his head. Al ready Ji mwas
certain that the Eurasian wonen who guarded the bags of rice in the
ticket Kkiosk
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di strusted themall, and their strange children, who | ooked al nost
Engl i sh but could speak only Chinese. Jimwas deternined to have his
share of rice. He knew that he was thinner than he had been before the
war, and that his parents mght fail to recognize him At nealtines,
when he | ooked at hinself in the cracked gl ass panes of the ticket
ki osk, he barely remenbered the long face with its deep eye sockets and
bony forehead. Jimavoided mrrors-the Eurasian wonen were al ways
wat chi ng hi mthrough their conpacts. Deciding to think of sonething
useful, Jimlay back on the teak bench. He watched a Kawani shi flying
boat cross the river. The drone of its engines was conforting and
rem nded Jimof all his dreanms of flying. When he was hungry or mi ssed
his parents, he often dreaned of aircraft. During one of his fevers he
had even seen a flight of American bonbers in the sky above the
detention center. A whistle shrilled fromthe courtyard by the ticket
ki osk. The Japanese sergeant in charge of the detention center was
hol di ng another of his roll calls. Jimhad noticed that he seemed unabl e
to renenber the prisoners' names for nore than half an hour. Jimtook
M. Partridge's hand, and together they foll owed the two Eurasi an wonen.
A mlitary truck had stopped outside the entrance to the cinema, whose
high brick walls had concealed its filns fromthe Chinese in the nearby
tenenment bl ocks. In the intervals between the sergeant's whistles, Jim
heard the crying of a British child. A new group of prisoners had
arrived. Invariably this nmeant that others would | eave. Jimwas sure
that he would be on his way within mnutes, probably to the new canps at
Hungj ao or Lunghua. In the storeroomhe and the old nen still able to
stand waited by their mats, nmess tins in hand. Jimlistened to the new
arrivals being herded fromthe truck. Annoyingly, there were severa
smal | children, who would cry continuously and distract the! Japanes e
fromthe serious task of deciding where Ji mshould be sent. Foll owed by
two armed sol diers, the Japanese sergeant stood in the doorway. All
three men wore cotton masks over their faces-there was a foul smell from
t he young Bel gi an asl eep on the floor-but the sergeant's eyes inspected
each of themin turn and counted the exact nunber of nmess tins. The
daily ration of rice or sweet potatoes was allocated to the nmess tin and
not to the person attached to it.
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of the detention center. M. Partridge and the old nmen stood by their
mat s, shaking their nmess tins at the guards, rattling for their evening
nmeal . The wounded sail or beckoned to Jimw th his bandaged hands,
beating his enpty tin with the sane rhythmthat the dying beggar had
used outside the gates of Amherst Avenue. Even the emaci ated sol di er had
found the lid of a ness tin. Wth his face pressed to the wall, he
banged the lid on the stone floor. Jimbegan to rattle at the Japanese
wat chi ng behind their white nmasks. Yet, at that nonment when he was about
to despair of ever
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN finding his parents, he felt a surge of hope. He
knelt on the floor and took the nmess tin fromthe injured sailor, aware
of a faint scent of cologne and certain now that together they could
| eave the detention center and nake their way to the safety of the
prison canps. "Basie!" he cried. "Everything's all right!"
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14 AVERI CAN Al RCRAFT "THE WAR S going to be over soon, Basic. |'ve seen
Anerican planes, Curtis bonbers and Boeings...." "Boeings? Jimyou're-"
"Don't talk, Basic. |I'"'mworking for you now, just |ike Frank." Jim
squatted by the Anerican sailor, trying to renenber the anahs of his
early chil dhood. He had never | ooked after anything before, except for
an angora rabbit that had died tragically within a few days. He tilted
the nmess tin and tried to pour a little water into Basic's nmouth, then
di pped his fingers in the nmurky fluid and I et Basic suck them For three
weeks Jimhad devoted hinself to the cabin steward, bringing his ration
of boiled rice and sweet potatoes, fetching water fromthe tap in the
corridor. He sat for hours beside Basic, fanning the sailor as he lay on
his nmat bel ow the transom wi ndow. The stream of fresh air soon revived
him and one by one he pulled away the paper bandages fluttering on his
face and wists. Helped by Jim he noved his nat fromthe English
sol di er dying against the wall. Wthin a week he had recovered enough of
his strength to keep an eye on the Japanese guards and the conings and
goi ngs of the Eurasian wonan who cooked for the prisoners. As he cl eaned
Basic's nmess tin, Jimwondered if the sailor really recognized him D d
he know t hat Jimhad nanaged to trick hinf
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but there was little that they could do. Relieved that at |ast he had an
ally in his struggle with the Eurasian wonen, Jimrested his head on his
knees. He felt Basie nudge himwth the nmess tins. "Chowtinme, Jim Get
inline." As Jimsat up, hoping that he had not talked in his sleep
Basi e wi ped some of the dirt fromhis cheek. The steward' s canny eyes
took in every detail of Jimls shabby state. "Mke yourself useful to
Ms. Blackburn, Jim Ingratiate yourself a little. A woman al ways needs
help with her fire." Somehow, during his visits to the latrine, Basie
had | earned the Eurasian woman's name. Jimran fromthe storeroomwth
the two mess tins. The other prisoners followed, the old nmen stirring
fromtheir mats. M. Partridge took the mess tin fromthe hand of the
Engli sh sol dier who sat in a pool of urine by the wall. Snoke rose from
the courtyard behind the ticket kiosk. The Eurasian wonan fanned the
briquettes in her stove, but the rice and sweet potatoes in the congs
had gone off the boil. A Japanese soldier stared gloonily at the tepid
swill and shook his head at the hungry prisoners. They shuffled anong
t he teak benches of the cinema, sat down and stared at the snoke
drifting across the enpty screen. Holding the ness tins, Jimhovered
around Ms. Bl ackburn and treated her to his keenest smle. She disliked
Jimbut allowed himto chop the basket of firewood. Jim pushed the
spills into the stove and blew hard to ignite them He fanned the enbers
until the briquettes caught light again. Half an hour later, with the
Japanese soldier's approval, Jimwas rewarded with his first fair
ration. Basie was satisfied but uninpressed. After finishing his neal,
he propped hinself on his el bows. He gazed at his fellow prisoners, sone
too exhausted to eat their rations, and tore the |last of the paper
bandages fromthe cuts over his eyes. Watever had befallen himin
Shanghai Central Prison-and Jimneve! r dared to ask about Frank- he had
once agai n becone the ex-steward of the Cathay-Anerica Line, ready to
assenble a snmall part of a ranshackle world around hinsel f. He surveyed
Jimagain, taking in his ragged cl othes and scarecrow appearance, his
deep-set and yell owi ng eyes. Wthout coment , he gave Jima piece of
potato skin. "Say, thanks, Basie." "I'mlooking after you, Jim" Jim
devoured the shred of potato. "You're | ooking after ne, Basie." "You
hel ped Ms. Bl ackburn?"
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Basi e, when you were in Shanghai Central did anyone tal k about ny nother

and father?" "I think | did hear sonething, Jim" Basie cupped his hand
conspiratorially . "Good news, they're in one of the canps and | ooking
forward to seeing you. |I'Il find out which one for you." "Thanks,

Basie!" Fromthen on Jimregularly hel ped Ms. Blackburn. Every norning
he was up at dawn to rake the ash fromthe stove, chop firewod and | ay
the briquettes. Long before the water in the congs began to boil, Jim
had al ready earmarked the sweet potatoes for Basie and hinself,
selecting those with the |east blight and fungus. He sawto it that Ms.
Bl ackburn served themthe thicker rice, into which, at Basie's
suggestion, he had been careful to stir the mninumof water. After
their nmeal, when the other prisoners rinsed their tins at the latrine

tap, Basie always sent Jimto fill their ness tins with the tepid water
in the potato cong. Basie insisted that he and Jimdrink only this gray,
pithy Iiquid. Al though, |ike everyone else, Basie was never keen for Jim

to cone too close to him he clearly approved of Jims efforts. At the
end of his second week at the detention center, Basie allowed Jimto
nove his sl eeping mat beside his own. Lying at Basie's feet, Jimcould
intercept Ms. Blackburn on her way to the kiosk. "A ways | ook |ight on
your toes, Jim" Basie lay back as Jimfanned him "Watever happens,

keep noving around the court. Your dad would agree with nme." "Actually,
he woul d agree with you. After the war you can play tennis together.
He's really good." "Well... What | neant, Jim is that I'mtrying to
keep up your education. Your dad woul d appreciate that." "I think he'l

give you a reward, Basie."Jimassuned that the notion of a reward woul d
spur Basie in his search for his father. "Once he gave five dollars to a
taxi driver who brought ne honme from Hong- kew. " "Did he, JinP" At

ti mes Basi e seened unsure whether Jimwas having himon. "Tell me, did
you see any planes today?" "! A Nakaji ma Shoki and a Zero-Sen."
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN "And Anerican planes?" "I haven't seen those again.
Not since you cane, Basie. | saw them for three days, and then they went
away." "l thought they had. They nust have been a special kind of

reconnai ssance flight." "To see how we all are? Were did they cone
from Basie? Wake |sland?" "A long way, Jim It rust have been just

about the end of their range.” Basie took the fan fromJims hand. An
elderly Australian had arrived to talk to Basie about the war. "Go and
help Ms. Blackburn . And remenber to bow to Sergeant Uchida." "I al ways
bow, Basie." Jim hovered around the conversation, hoping to catch the

| atest news, but the two nmen waved hi maway. Basie was surprisingly well
i nformed about the progress of the war: the fall of Hong Kong, Mnila
and the Dutch East Indies; the surrender of Singapore and the unbroken
advance of Japan across the Pacific. The only good news in all this were
the flights of Anerican planes that Jimhad seen over Shanghai, but for
sone reason Basie never nentioned them He liked to talk out of the side
of his mouth, telling the old Britishers about the other inmates at
Shanghai Central Prison, who had di ed and who had been handed over to
the Swiss Red Cross. Basie even sold information for snall scraps of
food. M. Partridge gave himhis potato for news of his brother-in-Iaw
in Nanking. Inspired by this, Jimtried to tell Ms. Blackburn about the
Anerican aircraft, but she nmerely sent himback to the briqguettes. Now
that he felt stronger, Jimrealized how inportant it was to be obsessed
by food. Shared equally anpong the prisoners, their daily rations were
not enough to keep themalive. Many of the prisoners had died, and
anyone who sacrificed hinself for the others soon died too. The only way
to |l eave the detention center was to stay alive. As long as he ran
errands for Basie, worked hard for Ms. Blackburn and bowed to Sergeant
Uchida, all would be well. Nonethel ess, some of Basie's ruses unsettled
Jim On the norning M! s. Partr idge died, Basie | earned sone
encour agi ng news about the brother-in-law in Nanking and soon after was
able to sell the old woman's hairbrushes to Ms. Bl ackburn. Wenever
anyone died Basie would be on hand with news and confort, though death
was an elastic termfor the cabin steward, open to all manner of
interpretation. Jimcollected Private Bl ake's rations for two days after
he lay wi thout



Page 91

AMERI CAN Al RCRAFT 91 noving on the storeroom floor, the skin stretched
across his ribs like rice paper around a lantern. Jimknew that the
private had died of the sane fever that he and many of the prisoners had
caught. But already Jimwas | ooking at the elderly m ssionaries with an
expectant eye, waiting for fever to recruit the old nmen. Once he and
Basie had admtted their part in this supplenmentary-ration schene, al
guilt had gone. Jimnoticed how different Basie was fromhis father in
this respect. At hone, if he did anything wong, the consequences seened
to overlay everything for days. Wth Basie they vanished instantly. For
the first time in his life Jimfelt free to do what he wanted. All sorts
of wayward ideas noved through his nmind, fueled by hunger and the
excitement of stealing fromthe old prisoners. As he rested between his
errands in front of the enpty cinema screen, he thought of the American
aircraft he had seen in the clouds above Shanghai. He coul d al nost
sunmon theminto his vision, a silver fleet on the far side of the sky.
Ji m saw t hem nost when he was hungry, and he hoped that Private Bl ake,
who nust al ways have been hungry, had al so seen them
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15 ON THE WAY TO THE CAMPS ON THE DAY of the Englishworman's death, a
fresh consi gnnent of prisoners arrived at the detention center. Jimwas
hovering in the doorway of the wonen's storeroom as Ms. Blackburn and
t he daughter of the old Dutchman tried to confort the two sons. The

nmot her lay on the stone floor in her drenched frock, |ike a drowned
corpse raised fromthe river. The brothers kept turning toward her, as
if expecting her to give themsonme last instruction. Jimfelt sad for

t he boys, Paul and David, though he hardly knew them They seened nuch
younger than Jim but in fact both were nore than a year ol der. Jim had
his eyes on the nother's ness tin and tennis shoes. Most of the Allied
prisoners had far better shoes than the Japanese soldiers, and Ji mhad
noticed that the bodies |eaving the detention center had bare feet. But
as he sidled into the room there was a shrill whistle fromthe
courtyard and a series of barked shouts. Sergeant Uchi da was wor ki ng
himself up to the pitch of anger that he needed to attain in order to

i ssue the sinplest instructions. Masks over their faces, the Japanese
sol di ers began to herd fromthe storeroons everyone who could wal k. A
truck had stopped outside the cinema, and its prisoners stood unsteadily
in the road. Al designs on the dead woman's tenni s shoes vani shed from
Jims head. At last he would be leaving for the canps in the countryside
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ON THE WAY TO THE CAMPS 93 around Shanghai . Pushing past the two boys,
Ji mdived between the guards and raced up the steps. He |ined up beside
his fellow prisoners -M. Partridge with his wife's suitcase, as if
about to take his menories of her on a long journey; Paul and David; the
Dutch woman and her father; and several of the old m ssionaries. Basie
st ood behind them his white cheeks hi dden behind the collar of his
seaman's jacket, so self-effacing as to be alnost invisible. He had
erased hinself fromthe small world of the detention center, which he
had mani pul ated for a few weeks, and would re-energe |ike sone marine
parasite fromits shell once he reached the nore succulent terrain of
the prison canps. The new arrivals appeared, two Annanese wonen and a
group of older Britishers and Bel gians, the sick and elderly carried on
stretchers by the Chinese orderlies. Counting their yellow eyes, Jim
knew that there would soon be extra ness tins. Hs cotton mask over his
face, Sergeant Uchi da began to select prisoners for transport to the
canps. He shook his head at M. Partridge and ki cked the suitcase in an
exasperated way. He passed the Dutch wonman and her father, Paul and
David, and two elderly mssionary couples. Jimlicked his fingers and
wi ped the soot fromhis cheeks. The sergeant notioned Basie toward the
truck. Wthout a glance at Jim the cabin steward stepped between the
guards, his arns around the shoul ders of the two boys. Sergeant Uchida
pressed his fingers against Jims griny forehead. Wth his constant
bowi ng and smling, his eagerness to run errands, Jim had been a

per petual nui sance to the sergeant, who was clearly glad to be rid of
him Then he glanced at the party of new arrivals, who stared listlessly
at the cold stove, at the scumof boiled rice around the rimof the
tong. The sergeant cupped his hand around Jims neck. Wth a shout
muf fl ed by his cotton mask, he propelled Jimtoward the stove. As Jim
pi cked hinmself from his knees, the sergeant! kicked the coal sacks,
scattering briquettes across the stone floor. Jimsieved the clinkers
fromthe firebox. The new arrival s wandered anong t he benches and took
their seats facing the enpty cinema screen, as if expecting a film show
to begin. Basie and the Dutch couple, Paul and David, and the old

m ssionaries stood in the street behind the open army truck, watched at
a di stance by a crowd of rickshaw coolies and peasant wonen.
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN "Basie!" Jimcalled. "I'"lIl still work for you!" But
the steward had lost interest in him Already he had befriended Paul and
Davi d, inducting theminto his entourage. They hel ped Basi e as he
cl ambered on his bruised knees over the tailgate of the truck.

"Basie..." Jimsieved fiercely. He glared at the cinema screen, crossed
by the first shadows of the Shanghai hotels. A Japanese soldier in a
face mask counted out a stack of mess tins. As the injured prisoners
were carried past on their stretchers, Jimknew that nost of the inmates
of the detention center had been sent there because they were very old
or were expected to die, either of dysentery and typhoid, or whatever
fever he and Private Bl ake had caught fromthe foul water. Jimwas
certain that many of the prisoners would soon die, and that if he stayed
at the detention center he would die with them Already the Annanese
worren had collected the ness tins fromthe soldier. They were pointing
to the stove and the sacks of briquettes. Wen they took over the
cooki ng of the rice and sweet potatoes, they would not give Jimhis fair
ration. He would see the Anmerican aircraft again, and he woul d die.

"Basi e?" Jimthrew down the sieve. The |last of the departing prisoners
had taken their seats in the truck. The Japanese soldier by the tailgate
| owered the Dutch wonman onto the wooden floor. Basie sat between the two
Engl i sh boys, making a toy froma piece of wire in his hand. The truck
started up, noved forward a few feet and stopped. The Japanese driver
shouted fromhis wi ndow. He waved a canvas map wal |l et and sl apped the
metal door with his fist. The guards on the pavenent shouted back, eager
to close the gates of the detention center and put their feet up in the
orderly room Then the engine stalled, and there was an instant clanor
of angry voices, the soldiers and driver arguing over the destination of
the truck. "Wosung ..." Sergeant Uchida | owered his cotton mask. His
face was reddening, and drop! s of spi ttle formed on his lips, like pus
forced froma wound. Already in a fury with the driver, he strode

t hrough the open gates. The driver had stepped from his cabin, unaware
of the tornado about to engulf him He dusted the nap and spread it

agai nst the fender of the truck, shrugging hopel essly at the nmaze of
nearby streets. Jimfollowed Sergeant Uchida to the gates. He could see
that neither the sergeant nor the Japanese driver had any idea of the
wher eabout s of Wbosung, an agricultural district at the nmouth of the
Yangtze that |ay beyond the northern suburbs, of Shanghai. The driver
gestured
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ON THE WAY TO THE CAMPS 95 toward the Bund and Nantao, and clinbed into
his cabin. He sat passively when Sergeant Uchi da pushed through the
bored guards and began to scream abuse at him Standi ng beside the
guards, Jimwaited for Sergeant Uchida to reach the climax of his
tirade, when he would be forced to nmake a deci sion. Sure enough, the
sergeant searched the crowded skyline of tenenent buildings and godowns,
then pointed at randomto a cobbled street with a disused tramniine.

Uni npressed, the driver cleared his throat. Warily he started his
engi ne and spat a ball of phlegminto the road, where it lay at Jins
feet. "Straight on!" Jimcalled up to him "Wosung-it's over there!" He
pointed to the street with the rusty tranlines. Sergeant Uchida cuffed
Jimon the head, bruising both his ears. He cuffed himagain, bringing
bl ood fromhis nmouth. At that nonment a cloud of snoke billowed through
the gates. The Annanese wonen had lit the stove with the rain-soaked
firewod, and the snoke filled the open-air cinema, drifting across the
benches as if the screen were ablaze. G ad to be rid of Jim Sergeant
Uchi da seized himin his strong hands. He swung hi mover the tailgate of
the truck, shouting to the Japanese guard who sat with the prisoners.
The sol di er dragged Jimacross the | aps of the Dutch woman and her
father. As the truck pulled away fromthe detention center, its wheels
al ready locked in the tramines, Jimclanbered forward to the

canoufl aged driving cabin. He steadied hinmself against the pitching roof
and ignored the streamof oaths hurled at himby the driver. He raised
his bl oody nouth to the wind, letting the foul odors of Shanghai flush
his lungs, happy to be on the way to his parents again.
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16 THE WATER RATI ON VERE THEY LOST? For an hour, as they trundl ed

t hrough the industrial suburbs of northern Shanghai, Jimgripped the
wooden bar behind the driving cabin, his head filled with a dozen
conpass bearings . He grinned to hinself, forgetting his illness and the
desperate weeks in the open-air cinenma. Hi s knees ached fromthe
constant swaying, and at tinmes he had to hold on to the | eather belt of
t he Japanese sol dier beside him But at |ast he was noving toward the
open countryside and the wel coming world of the prison canps. The

endl ess streets of Chapei ran past, an area of tenenments and derelict
cotton mlls, police barracks and shantytowns built on the banks of

bl ack canals. They drove bel ow t he overhead conveyors of a steel works
decorated with dragon-festival hoardings, dreans of fire conjured from
its silent furnaces. Shuttered pawnshops stood outside the abandoned
radio and cigarette factories, and platoons of Chinese puppet troops
patrolled the Del Monte brewery and the Dodge truck depot. Jimhad never
been to Chapei. Before the war a snmall English boy woul d have been
killed for his shoes within mnutes . Now he was safe, guarded by the
Japanese sol diers Jim |l aughed over this so nuch that the Dutch wonan
reached out a hand to calmhim But Jimrelished the fetid air, the
snell of human fertilizer fromthe open sewage congs that signaled the
approach of the countryside.
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THE WATER RATI ON 97 Even the driver's hostility failed to worry him
Whenever they stopped at a military checkpoint, the driver would put his
head, out of the cabin and wave a warning finger at Jim as if this

el even-year-ol d prisoner were responsible for the absurd expedition.

Wat ching the sun's angle, as he had done for hours in the detention
center, Jimmde certain that they were noving north. They passed the
ruins of the Chapei ceramics works, its kilns shaped Iike the German
forts at Tsingtao. Its trademark stood besi de the gates, a Chinese
teapot three stories high built entirely fromgreen bricks. During the
Si no- Japanese War of 1937 it had been holed by shellfire and now
resenbl ed a punctured gl obe of the earth. Thousands of the bricks had

nm grated across the surrounding fields to the villages beside the works
canal, incorporated in the huts and dwellings, a vision of a nagical
rural China. These strange di sl ocations appealed to Jim For the first
time he felt able to enjoy the war. He gazed happily at the burned-out
trans, and tenenent bl ocks, at the thousands of doors open to the
clouds, a deserted city invaded by the sky. It only disappointed him
that his fellow prisoners failed to share his excitement. They sat
glumy on the benches, staring at their feet. One of the nissionary
wonen lay on the floor, tended by another prisoner, a sandy-haired
Britisher with a bruised cheek who held her wist with one hand and
pressed her diaphragmwith the other. The two English boys, still barely
aware of their nother's death, sat between Basie and the Dutch couple.
Jimwaited until Basie |ooked up, but the cabin steward seened hardly to
recognize Jim His attention had turned to the two boys, and he had
nmoved deftly into the vacuumin their lives. Fromthe page of a Chinese
newspaper he fol ded a series of paper animals, chuckling when the boys
gave a weak laugh. Like a depraved conjurer, he slid his hands into the
pockets of their school trousers and cardigans , sea! rching f or
anything of use. Jimwatched himw thout resentnment. He and Basie had
col |l aborated at the detention center in order to stay alive, but Basie,
rightly, had dispensed with Jimas soon as he could | eave for the canps.
The truck struck a deep gulley in the cobbles, slewed across the road
and canme to a halt by the grass bank. They had left the northern
outskirts of Shanghai and were entering an area of untilled fields and
rice paddi es. Beyond a |ine of burial nounds two hundred yards away, a
canal ran toward a deserted village. The Japanese driver junped
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN from his cabin and bent over the front wheels of the
truck. He began to talk to the steaning engine, now and then including
Jimin his nutterings. He was only twenty years old but had clearly
suffered a lifetine of exasperation. Jimkept his head down, but the
driver stepped onto the running board, |eveled a finger at Jimand
delivered a | ong harangue that sounded |i ke a declaration of war. The
driver returned to his cabin, grunbling over his map, and Basie
commented: "Add that up any way you like and we're still lost." Already
his attention had noved fromthe boys to whatever advantage coul d be
gained fromtheir situation. "Jim do you know where you're taking us?"
"Woosung. |'ve been to the country club there, Basie." Basie played with
his paper animals. "W're going to the country club,” he told the boys.
"If Jimcan find it for us." "As long as we reach the river, Basie. Then
it's either east or west." "That's a big help, Jim East or west..." The
sandy- haired Briton beside the nissionary wonan rose from his knees.
There was a large, |eaking bruise on his forehead and | eft cheekbone, as
if he had recently been struck in the face by a rifle stock. In sone
pain, he settled hinself on the bench. Long freckled | egs energed from
hi s khaki shorts and ended in a pair of thonged sandals. In his late
twenties, he carried no | uggage or possessions, but he had the
sel f-assured manner of the Royal Navy officers who cut such a dash at
t he Shanghai garden parties, thrilling the nothers of Jins friends. He
i gnored the Japanese guard, talking across himas if he were a ness boy
who woul d soon be dismissed to his quarters. Jimassunmed that he was one
of those tiresonme Englishmen who refused to grasp that they had been
def eated. The nman touched the bruise on his face and turned to Jim
whose ragged figure he apprai sed without comment. "The Japanese have
captured so nuch ground they've run out of maps," he remarked ani ably.
"Jim does, that nmean they're lost?"! Jimtho ught about this. "Not
really. They just haven't captured any maps. "Good-never confuse the map
with the territory. You'll get us to Wosung." "Can't we go back to the
detention center, Dr. Ransone?" one of the mssionaries asked. "W're
very tired." The physician stared at the abandoned paddy fields, and at
t he
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THE WATER RATION 99 prostrate old woman at his feet. "It mght be for
the best. This poor soul can't take rmuch nore." The truck noved forward
again, trundling at a hal fhearted pace down the enpty road. Jimreturned
to his post by the driving cabin and scanned the fields for anything
that mght renotely resenbl e Wosung. The doctor's words unsettled him
Even if they were |lost, how could he want themto go back to the
detention center? Jimknew that ?" A burned-out aircraft lay on the
banks of a disused canal. WId grass and nettles grew through its w ngs,
al nost invading the cockpit, but the squadron insignia were stil
legible. "It's a Nakajinma," he told Ms. Hug, pleased by this shared
interest in plane spotting. "It only has two machi ne guns.” "Only two?
But that's very many...." The Dutch wonman seened i npressed, but Jim had
turned his attention fromthe aircraft. On the far side of the paddy
field, hidden by the nettles, was the enbanknment of a railway line. A
squad of
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that's the railway to Wosung!" As steam bathed the driving cabin, the
truck had stopped. It began to reverse. Beside Jim the Japanese guard
was lighting a cigarette for the return journey. Jimpulled at his belt
and poi nted across the paddy field. The soldier followed Jinis
outstretched arm and t hen pushed himonto the floor. He shouted to the
driver, who tossed his map wall et onto the seat beside him Engine
steam ng, the truck strained at the canber, nade a half-circle and set

off along the dirt track to ... throwmn away his cigarette and held his
rifleinamlitary way. A signals corporal junped fromthe rail way
platformand crossed the track. "Ms. Hug, | don't think we'll be going
back to Shanghai." "No, James-you nmust have very sharp eyes. Wen you
grow up you should be a pilot." "I probably will. | have been in a

pl ane, Ms. Hug. At Hungjao aerodronme. " "Did it fly?" "Well, in a way."

Confidences given to adults often |ed further
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to return with his map, but he sat on a bale of tel ephone wire, talking
to two sol diers who cooked the midday nmeal. Their voices and the clicks
of the burning wood carried across the steel tracks, magnified by the
donme of light that enclosed them Jimfidgeted in his seat as the sun
pricked his skin. He could see the snallest detail of everything around
him the flakes of rust on the railway lines, the sameeth of the
nettles beside the truck, the white soil bearing the inprint of its worn
tires. Jimcounted the blue bristles around the lIips of the Japanese
sol di er guarding them and the gl obes of nmucus which this bored sentry
sucked in and out of his nostrils. Jimwatched the danp stain spreading
around the buttocks of one of the missionary wonen on the floor, and the
flanmes that fingered the cooking pot on the station platform reflected
in the polished breeches of the stacked rifles. Only once before had Jim
seen the world as vividly as this. Wre the American planes about to
come agai n? Wth an exaggerated squint, intended to annoy Dr. Ransone,
he searched the sky. He wanted to
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN see everything, every cobblestone in the streets of
Chapei, the overgrown gardens in Amherst Avenue, his nother and father
together in the silver light of the Anerican aircraft. Wthout thinking,
Jimstood up and shouted. But the Japanese guard pushed hi mroughly
agai nst the bench. The soldiers on the railway platformsat amd the
clutter of signals equipnent, cramming their nmouths with rice and fish.
The corporal called to the truck, and the guard stepped over the
m ssi onary wonen and junped fromthe tailgate. He rested his rifle on
the railway Iine and noved with his bayonet through the dried stubble of
the wild sugarcane. As soon as he had gathered sufficient kindling for
the fire, he joined the soldiers on the platform For an hour the snoke
rose into the sunlight. Jimsat on the bench and brushed the flies from
his face, eager to explore the railway station and the crashed aircraft
near the canal. Wenever anyone noved, the Japanese shouted fromthe
pl atform and pointed their cigarettes in a warning way. The prisoners
had taken no rations or water with them but there were two jerricans in
the staff car fromwhich the soldiers filled their canteens. Wen Ms.
Hug's father was forced to lie on the floor, Dr. Ransone protested to
t he Japanese. He stood unsteadily by the tailgate, ignoring their abuse
and pointing to the exhausted passengers at his feet. The bruise on his
cheek had been inflaned by the sun and the flies, and had al nost cl osed
his eye. Standing there stoically, he reninded Jimof the beggars
paradi ng their wounds on the streets of Shanghai. The Japanese cor por al
was uni npressed, but after a leisurely stroll around the truck he
all owed the prisoners to dismount. Hel ped by the husbands , Basie and
Dr. Ransonme eased the old wonen onto the ground, where they lay in the
shade between the rear wheels. Jimsquatted on the white earth, tracing
the tire patterns with a stick. How many tinmes would each tire have to
rotate before it wore! itself through to the canvas? The problem one of
a host that perpetually bothered Jim was, in fact, fairly easy to
sol ve. Jimsnoothed the white dust and nade a start at the arithnetic.
He gave a cheer when the first fraction canceled itself, and then
noticed that he was alone in the open sunlight between the truck and the
rai l way enbanknent . Tended by a weary Dr. Ransone, the prisoners
huddl ed in the scanty shade bel ow the tail gate. Basie sat slunped inside
his seaman's jacket, and he and the old nen | ooked as dead as the
di scarded man-



Page 103

THE WATER RATI ON 103 nequins Jim had often seen in the alley behind the
Si ncere Conpany's departnent store. They needed water, or one of them
woul d die and they would all have to return to Shanghai. Ji mwatched the
Japanese on the platform The neal had ended, and two of the soldiers
uncoil ed a bale of tel ephone wire. Kicking a stone in front of him Jim
wandered toward the railway enmbankment. He stepped across the rails and
wi t hout a pause clinbed onto the concrete platform Still savoring their
meal , the Japanese sat around the cinders of their fire. They watched
Jimas he bowed and stood to attention in his ragged clothes. None of

t hem waved hi m away, but Jimknew that this was not the tinme to treat
themto his brightest smle. He realized that Dr. Ransonme coul d not
approach the Japanese so soon after their meal without being knocked
down or even killed. Jimwaited as the driver spoke to the signals
corporal. Pointing repeatedly to Jim he delivered what seened to be a
long |l ecture on the enornous nui sance to the Japanese Arny caused by
this one small boy. The corporal |aughed at this, in a good hunor after
his fish. He took a Coca-Cola bottle fromhis knapsack and half filled
it with water fromhis canteen. Holding it in the air, he beckoned Jim
toward him Jimtook the bottle, bowed steeply and stepped back three
paces. Masking their smles, the Japanese watched himsilently. Beside
the truck, Basie and Dr. Ransone | eaned fromthe shadows, their eyes
fixed on the sun-bright fluid in the bottle. dearly they assuned that
Jimwould carry the water to them and share out this unexpected ration.
Carefully, Jimw ped the bottle on the sleeve of his blazer. He lifted
it to his lips, drank slowy, trying not to choke, paused and finished
the last drops. The Japanese burst into laughter, chortling to each
other with great anusenent. Jimlaughed with them well aware that only
he, anong the British prisoners, appreciated the joke. Basie ventured a
wary smle, but Dr. Rl ansonme s eened baffled. The corporal took the
Coca- Cola bottle fromJdimand filled it to the neck. Still chuckling to
t hensel ves, the soldiers clinbed to their feet and returned to the task
of stringing the tel ephone wire. Followed by the driver and the arned
guard, Jimcarried the bottle across the tracks. He handed it to Dr.
Ransonme, who stared at hi mwi thout comment. He drank briefly and passed
the tepid liquid to
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN the others, helping the driver to refill the bottle
fromthe canteen. One of the missionary won'-en was sick and vonmited the
water into the dust at his feet. Jimtook up his position behind the
driving cabin. He knew that he had been right to drink the first water
hi msel f. The others, including Basie and Dr. Ransone, had been thirsty,
but only he had been prepared to risk everything for the few drops of
wat er. The Japanese mi ght have thrown himonto the track and broken his
| egs across the railway lines, as they did to the Chinese soldiers whom
they killed at Siccawei Station. Already Jimfelt hinself apart fromthe
others, who had behaved as passively as the Chinese peasants. Jim
realized that he was closer to the Japanese, who had seized Shanghai and
sunk the American fleet at Pearl Harbor. He listened to the sound of a
transport plane hidden beyond the haze of white dust and thought again
of carrier decks out on the Pacific, of small nen in baggy flying suits
standing by their unarnored aircraft, ready to chance everything on
little nore than their own will.
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17 A LANDSCAPE OF Al RFI ELDS AS THE DRI VER filled the truck's radiator
with water, Dr. Ransone settled Ms. Hug on the seat beside the English
boys. To Jimit seened that the two missionary wonmen on the floor were
now barely alive, with blanched |ips and eyes |ike those of poisoned
mce. Flies swarned over their faces, darting in and out of their
nostrils. After lifting theminto the truck, Dr. Ransonme was too
exhausted to help them and rested his arns on his heavy knees. Their
husbands sat side by side and stared at themin a resigned way, as if a
taste for lying on the floor were a mnor eccentricity shared by their
wi ves. Jim |l eaned against the roof of the driving cabin. Aware of the
gap that now separated Jimfromhis fellow prisoners, Dr. Ransone noved
forward and sat on the bench next to him The dusty sunlight and the

| ong journey from Shanghai had | eached the pignent fromhis freckles.
Despite his strong chest and |l egs, he was far nore tired than Ji m had
realized. Bl ood had broken through the inflaned bruise on his face, and
the first pus gathered around his eye. He bowed and nmade way for the
Japanese sol di er who stationed hinself next to Jim "Wll, we all fee
better for the water. That was brave of you, Jim Were do you cone
fron?" "Shanghai!" "You're proud of it?"
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN "OF course...." Jimscoffed at the question, shaking
his head as if Dr. Ransone were a provincial country heal er. "Shangha
is the biggest city in the world. My father says it's even |arger than
London." "Let's hope it can stay larger-there may be one or two hungry
winters. Wiere are your parents, Jin?" "They went away." Ji mthought
about his answer, deciding whether to invent some spoof for Dr. Ransone.
There was a self-confident air about this young physician that Jim
di strusted, the sane attitude shown by people newly arrived from Engl and
Ji m wondered how the British newsreels were expl aining away the
surrender of Singapore . He could easily imagine Dr. Ransome getting
into a brawl with the Japanese guards and causi ng everyone trouble. Yet
for all his display of public spirit, Dr. Ransonme had drunk nore than
his fair share of the water. Jimhad also noticed that Dr. Ransome was
less interested in the dying old people than he pretended. "They're at
Wosung canmp, " he said. "They are alive, you know." "I'mvery gl ad.
Wbosung canmp? So you m ght be seeing them soon?" "Very soon..." Jim
gazed across the silent paddy fields. The thought of seeing his nother
made himsmile, an act that strained the nuscles of his face. H s nother
woul d have no idea of all his adventures during the past four nonths.
Even if he told her everything, it would seemlike one of those secret
afternoons before the war when he had cycled all over Shanghai and cone
back with hair-raising stories he could never tell. "Yes, |'l|l be seeing
them soon. | want themto neet Basie." Basie's sallow face w thdrew
behind the collar of his jacket. He peered warily at the Japanese beside
the railway tracks, as if suspicious of what was in store for themin
t hese naked fields. "I'Il neet your folks, Jim" To Dr. Ransonme he
added, without any enthusiasm "I've been keeping an eye on the boy."
"You kept an eye on ne. Basie tried to sell nme in Shanghai." "Did he?
That sounds |ike a good idea."! "To the Hongkew nmerchants. But | wasn't
worth anything. He | ooked after ne as well." "He's done a good job." Dr.
Ransone patted Jinm s shoulder. He slipped a hand around Jim s waist and
felt his swollen liver, then raised his upper lip and glanced at his
teeth. "It's all right, Jim | was trying to guess what you've been
eat i ng.
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Wbosung. Perhaps the Japanese will sell us a goat." "A goat?" Jim had
never seen a goat, an exotic beast of great npodi ness and i ndependence,
qualities he admred. "Are you interested in animals, JinP" "Yes... not
much. What I'mreally interested in is aviation."™ "Aviation? Aeropl anes,
you mean?" "Not exactly." Casually, Jimadded: "I sat in the cockpit of
a Japanese fighter." "You admire Japanese pilots?" "They're brave.

" "And that's inportant?" "It's a good idea if you want to win a war."

Jimlistened to the drone of a distant aircraft. He was suspicious of
Dr. Ransonme, of his long legs and his English manner and his interest in
teeth. Perhaps he and Basie woul d team up as corpse robbers. Jimthought
about the goat that Dr. Ransone wanted to buy from the Japanese
Everything Ji m had read about goats confirmed that they were difficult
and wayward creatures, and this suggested that there was sonething

i mpractical about the physician. Few Europeans had gold teeth, and the
only dead people the doctor was likely to see for a long tinme would be
Eur opeans. Jimdecided to ignore Dr. Ransone. He stood next to the
Japanese guard, his hands warnmed by the canoufl aged roof of the driving
cabin. As they set off toward the highway, the soldiers were wal king

al ong the railway tracks, unw nding | engths of tel ephone wire. Wre they
about to launch a man-carrying kite? The furthest soldier was already
lost in the haze of white dust, and his blurred figure seened to rise
fromthe ground. Jimlaughed to hinself, thinking that the soldier nght
suddenly soar into the sky over their heads. Hel ped by his father, Jim
had fl own dozens of kites fromthe garden at Anmherst Avenue. Jim was
fasci nated by the dragon kites that floated behind the Chi nese weddi ng
and funeral parties, and by the fighting kites flown fromthe quays at
Poot ung, diving across each other with razor- sharp lines coated in
powder ed gl ass. But be! st of al | were the man- flying kites that his
father had seen in northern China, with a dozen lines held by hundreds
of men. One day Jimwould fly in a man-
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The air rushed into his watering eyes as the truck sped al ong the open
road. Confident of his bearings, the driver was eager to deliver his
prisoners to Whosung and return to Shanghai before nightfall. Jimheld
tight to the cabin roof, while the prisoners huddl ed on the seats behind
him The two missionary husbands were already sitting on the floor, and
Dr. Ransone helped Ms. Hug to lie under the bench. But Jim had | ost
interest in them They were now entering an area of mlitary airfields.
These forner Chi nese bases, which once guarded the Yangtze estuary, were
bei ng occupi ed by the Japanese arny and naval air forces. They passed a
bonb- damaged fi ghter base where Japanese engi neers were wel ding a new
roof onto the steel shell of a hangar. A line of Zero pursuit planes
stood on the grass field, and a pilot in full flying gear strode between
the wings. Wthout thinking, Jimwaved to him but the pilot was | ost
anong the propellers. Two mles ahead, beyond an enpty village and its
bur ned- out pagoda, they were del ayed by a convoy of trucks carrying the
wi ngs and fusel ages of two-engi ned bonmbers. A squadron of the nachines
faced the afternoon sun, ready to take off and attack the Chinese armes
to the west. Al this activity excited Jim Wen they stopped at the
mlitary checkpoint on the Soochow Road, he was inpatient to nove on. He
sat next to Basie, kicking his heels as a sergeant in the kenpetai
checked the list of prisoners and Dr. Ransone protested about the
condition of the m ssionary worren. Soon after, they left the highway and
j oi ned an unpaved secondary road that ran beside an industrial canal
Japanese tanks noved past, |ashed to the decks of notorized |ighters,
while their gun crews slept on the canvas hatches. Usually Jims
i magi nati on woul d have feasted on these battle vehicles, but by now he
was only interested in aircraft. He wi shed he had flown with the
Japanese pilots as they a! ttacked Pearl Harbor and destroyed the U S
Pacific Fleet, or ridden in the torpedo bonbers that had sunk the
Repul se and the Prince of Wales. Perhaps, when the war had ended, he
woul d join the Japanese Air Force and wear the Rising Sun stitched to
his shoul ders, like the American pilots who had flown with the Flying
Tigers and worn the flag of Nationalist China on their |eather jackets.
Al t hough his | egs were exhausted, Jimwas still standing behind the
driver's cabin as they sped toward the gates of the internment canp at
Wbosung. In his nmind, Jimhad identified the Japanese aircraft
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that he woul d soon see his parents again. A single-engined fighter
overtook themand clinbed into the |ate-afternoon sky, lifted by the

gol den gl aze on the undersurface of its wings. Jimraised his arns and
let the sun fall on the canouflage paint that stained his hands and
wrists, imagining that he too was an aircraft. Behind himthe Dutch
woman had col | apsed on the floor of the truck. She lay at the feet of
her elderly father as Dr. Ransone and the Japanese soldier tried to lift
her onto the seat. They crossed a wooden bridge over the arm of an
artificial |ake and passed the burned-out shell of the country cl ub,
whose nock- Tudor timnbers of painted cement had alone failed to catch
fire. The hull of a pleasure launch lay in the shallows, its decks
penetrated by reeds that advanced up the beach to the enbers of the
hotel. Ahead of thema nilitary truck was turning through the gates of a
di sused stockyard, through which an even greater fire had recently
swept. Bored Japanese sol di ers | ounged outside the guardhouse and

wat ched a gang of Chinese | aborers nailing | engths of barbed wire to a
line of pine posts. Behind the guardhouse was the building contractor 's
store, surrounded by piles of planks and fencing tinber, and a banboo
shelter where a second group of coolies dozed on their mats beside a
charcoal brazier. The truck stopped by the guardhouse, where the driver
and his prisoners together gazed at this desolate site. The forner

st ockyard was being converted into a civilian canp, but no prisoners
woul d be interned here for nonths. Jimsat between Basie and Dr.

Ransone, annoyed with hinmself for assum ng that his nother and father
woul d be at the first canp they visited. A prolonged argunent began

bet ween the Japanese driver and the sergeant in charge of the canp's
construction. It was clear that the sergeant had al ready deci ded t hat
this truck and its consignnent of Allied prisoners did not exi! st. He i
ghored the driver's protests and waved his cigarette in a thoughtful
manner as he paced across the wooden porch of the guardhouse. At |ast he
pointed to a patch of nettle-covered ground inside the gates, which he
had apparently deemed to be a no-man' s-1and between the canp and the
outside world. Dr. Ransone peered at the acres of fire-gd stalls, a

bur ned-out maze through which cattle had once been steered. "This can't
be the canp. Unless they want us to build it." Basie's pale ears energed
fromhis seaman's collar. He was barely
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but they shouted at himto go away and threw a coin onto the road, as if
he were one of the Chinese beggar boys. Jimwent in search of M.
Guerevitch, but the old Russian caretaker was no | onger watching Jim
t hought of his nother, and of the happy hours he had spent playing
bridge in her bedroom Wen the tears ran into his nose he sucked them
into his parched throat. Could Dr. Ransone teach hinself howto cry? He
| ooked at the glowing end of the sergeant 's cigarette and at the warm
hearth of the charcoal stove in the twilight. The gang of |aborers by
t he barbed-wire fence was wal ki ng back to the banboo shelter. "You're
tiring everyone, Jim" Dr. Ransone warned him "Sit still or I'll ask
Basie to sell you to the Japanese."” "They wouldn't want me." Jimslipped
fromDr. Ransonme's grasp. He knelt on the bench beside the driver's
cabin. Rocking to and fro, he watched the sergeant |ead the two Japanese
to the guardhouse, where the soldiers were eating their evening neal
There were bottles of beer and rice wine on the wooden table, lit by a
kerosene | anp. A Chinese coolie squatted by the brazier, fanning the
charcoal to a white blaze, and the snell of warmfat drifted across the
air. Sonmehow Jimhad to catch the eyes of the soldiers in the guardhouse
He knew that far from being concerned for their unwanted prisoners,
t he Japanese would | eave themthere all night. In the norning they would
be too ill to nove on to the next canp and would have to return to the
detention center in Shanghai. The evening air settled over the
bur ned- out stockyards. The Chinese coolies finished their neal and sat
under the banmboo shelter, drinking rice wine and playing cards. The
Japanese drank beer in the guardhouse . Hundreds of stars were comn ng
out over the Yangtze, and with themthe navigation |ights of the
mlitary aircraft. Two mles to the north, beyond the |lines of burial
mounds, Jimsaw the rigging lights of a! Japanes e freighter heading for
the open sea, its white superstructure sailing like a castle across the
ghostly fields. A foul snell rose fromone of the m ssionary wonen. Her
husband sat beside her on the floor, |eaning against Dr. Ransone's |egs
Eager
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lifted hinself onto the roof of the driving cabin. Sitting there, he

wat ched the freighter slip away into the night and then turned to the
stars over his head. Since the previous sunmer, Jimhad been teaching

hi mself the main constellations. "Basic. . . "Jimfelt giddy; the night
sky was sliding toward him Losing his balance, he rolled across the
cabin roof, then sat up to see the driver and the Japanese sol dier
stride fromthe guardhouse. They carried wooden staves in their hands,
and Ji massunmed that they were coming to beat himfor sitting on the
cabin. Quickly he slipped onto the floor and |lay beside the Dutch woman.
The driver unshackled the tailgate. As it fell with a clatter, he
rattled his stave against the swi nging chains. He shouted at the
prisoners and waved themfromthe truck. Helped by Dr. Ransonme, Ms. Hug
and the old nen | owered thenselves into the nettles. Joined by Basie and
t he English boys, they followed the soldier toward the tinber yard. The
two missionary wonmen lay on the soiled floor. They were still alive, but
the driver waved his stave at Dr. Ransone and beckoned hi m away from
them Jim stepped across the danp floor and junped onto the ground. He
was about to run after Dr. Ransone when the driver held his shoul der and
pointed to the sergeant in the guardhouse porch. He stood in the
kerosene light, a small sack |ike a weighted cosh in his hand.
Cautiously, Jimwal ked up to the sergeant, who threw the sack onto the
ground at his feet. Jimknelt in the deep ruts left by the truck's tires
and treated the sergeant to his keenest snmle. Inside the sack were nine
sweet potatoes. For the next hour Jim noved busily around the yard.
While the prisoners rested in the tinber store, he relit the charcoa
stove. Under the bored eyes of the Chinese coolies he fanned the enbers
into a flane, then fed the blaze with shavings of waste tinber. Dr.
Ransonme and the English boys brought hima! bucket of water fromthe
butt behind the guardhouse. Although Ms. Hug had been drinking fromthe
bucket, Jimdecided to wait until the potato water had cool ed. Dr.
Ransonme tried to help himw th the iron cong, but Jimpushed hi m aside.
The Eurasian wonen at the detention center had taught Jimthat potatoes
cooked nost quickly in shallow water under the tightest lid. Later
before he carried the boiled potatoes to the tinber store, Jimkept the
| argest one for hinself. He sat next to Dr. Ransonme on the
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sawdust, unable to eat. Jimregretted that they had been given even the
snal | est potato. At the sane tinme, he needed these old people to
survive, if they were to nove on to the next canp. The Dutch woman
seermed well, even if she had given her potato to the English boys. But
Basi e was al ready scanning the tinber store, naking an inventory of its
possibilities inside his head, and if they stayed at Wosung canp Ji m
woul d never find his nother and father. "Here you are, Jim" Dr. Ransone
handed Jimhis potato. He had taken a small bite, but nost of the sweet
pith was intact. "lIt's a good one, you'll enjoy it." "Say, thanks...."
Jimswiftly devoured the second potato. Dr. Ransonme's gesture puzzled
him The Japanese were kind to children, and the two Anerican sailors
had befriended himin a fashion, but Jimknew that the English were not
really interested in children. He brought the pail of warm potato water
for Basie and hinself, and offered the pithy liquid to the others. He
knelt beside the old mssionary nen, clicking his teeth and hopi ng that
the sight of the Cathedral School badge woul d strike sonme religious
spark in their mnds and revive them "They don't | ook very well," he
confided" to Dr. Ransone. "But they'll probably eat their potatoes in
the norning." "They probably will. Rest, Jimyou'll wear yourself out
| ooki ng after everyone. W'll be on our way tonorrow. " "Well... there
m ght be a long way to go." The second potato had conforted Jim and for
the first tine he felt sorry for the infected wound on Dr. Ransone's
face. Returning the favor, he confided: "If you ever go to the funera
piers at Nantao, don't drink the water." Jimlay on the soft sawdust
with its soothing scent of pine. Through the open doors of the tinber
store he watched the navigation lights of the Japanese aircraft crossing
the night. After a few mnutes Jimwas forced to admt that he could
recogni ze none of the co! nstellat ions. Like everything else since the
war, the sky was in a state of change. For all their novenent, the
Japanese aircraft were, its only fixed points, a second zodi ac above the
br oken 1 and.
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I nmean left!" Jimleaned through the passenger w ndow of the cabin and
shouted to the driver as the truck | abored onto the wooden deck of the
pont oon bridge. The Japanese field engineers had built this tenporary
crossing over the Soochow Creek in the weeks follow ng the Pearl Harbor
attack, but already the bridge was com ng apart under the heavy traffic.
As the truck noved toward the first steel pontoon, the wet planking
began to splay in its worn ropes. Posted as | ookout by the Japanese
driver, Jimwatched the front tire forcing the planks into the water. He
had al ways enjoyed the sight of water rising through grilles or clinbing
the steps of a jetty. The brown stream washed the dust fromthe worn
tire and reveal ed the manufacturer's nane enbossed on its side-befitting
Jims quest for his parents, a British conpany, Dunlop. The truck tilted
si deways, leaning on its weak springs. Sonmewhere behind Jima body
rolled across the floor of the truck, but Jimwas fascinated by the

wat er sl uicing across the dented hubcap, stream ng through the whee

like the jets of a secret fountain. "Left... left!™ Jimshouted, but the
soldier at the tailgate was already bellowing in alarm Wth a weary

si gh, the Japanese driver pulled on the handbrake, ordered Jimfromthe
cabin and stepped onto the riverwashed pl anks.
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the truck. He crossed Dr. Ransone's outstretched | egs and knelt on the
bench, ready to take a close interest in the nounting argunment between
the driver and the Japanese guard. Two hundred yards downstream the
unit of field engineers was raising the central span of the old railway
bridge. Jimwas happy to watch them at work. Mst of the norning he had
felt |ightheaded, and the steady flow of water through the pontoons
soothed his eyes. He counted his pul se, wondering if he had caught
beriberi or malaria or any other of the diseases that he had heard Dr.
Ransone di scussing with Ms. Hug. Jimwas curious to try out some new
di seases, but then renmenbered the detention center and the Anmerican
pl anes he had seen over Shanghai. The previous night, when they had
canped next to a pig farmrun by the Japanese gendarnerie, Jim suspected
that even Dr. Ransonme had seen the planes. Certainly Dr. Ransone did not
| ook too well. Since |eaving Wosung , the wound in his face had
infected the whole of his jaw and nose. He now |lay on the floor of the
truck, his freckled | egs om nously white in the bright sun. He was
asl eep, but seened to be thinking very hard about sonething with
one-half of his head. He had | ast spoken to Jimbefore their evening
meal , when he made sure that Jimreceived the prisoners' full ration
fromthe Japanese guard. By an enornous effort of will he had told Jim
to strip and had washed his clothes in the pig's water trough, using a
pi ece of scented soap he borrowed from Ms. Hug. Basie sat on the fl oor
beside him the two English boys asleep with their heads in his lap. The
cabin steward was still conscious but had withdrawn into hinself, his
soft face like the flesh of a fading fruit. Oten he was sick, and the
floor of the truck was covered with vonmit and urine which he nagged at
Jimto clear away. Ms. Hug and her father also lay on the floor, rarely
speaking to each other and concentr! ating on every bunp in the road.
Fortunately the two missionary couples had stayed behind at Wosung.
Their places were taken by a m ddl e-aged Englishman and his primwfe
fromthe British Consul ate at Nanking. They sat next to the Japanese
guard at the rear of the truck, their faces drai ned of expression by
sonme tragedy that had overtaken them Between themwas a w cker suitcase
filled with clothing, which the driver and the guard searched every
eveni ng, hel ping thenselves to the shoes and slippers. The couple stared
wi t hout ever speaking at the | andscape of paddy fields
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the war. Twice a day, when the Japanese stopped to nake thensel ves a
waysi de nmeal, the guard ordered Jimto pass an earthenware water jar
around the prisoners. For the rest of the tine Jimwas left to hinself,
free to concentrate on the task of guiding this antiquated truck toward
the internment canp that held his nother and father. For days now they
had been on the road, nmaking an erratic circuit of the countryside ten
mles to the northwest of Shanghai. Jimhad | ost count of the exact
nunber of days, but at |east they were noving forward, and luckily the
Japanese were not in any way di scouraged by the worsening condition of
their prisoners. On the first day, after setting out from Wosung, a

t hree-hour drive through the open country took themto the fornmer St
Francis Xavier semi nary on the Soochow Road, one of the first prison
canps established by the Japanese in the weeks after Pearl Harbor. The
semnary was already filled with mlitary personnel. Al afternoon they
wai t ed behi nd a queue of comandeered Shanghai Transit Conpany buses,
whi ch together carried several hundred Dutch and Belgian civilians. Jim
peered keenly through the double wire fence. Gangs of British soldiers

| ounged by their huts or sat out on the assenbly ground in the polished
pews taken fromthe semi nary chapel, like the congregation of an
open-air cathedral. But there were no male civilians , wonen or
children. The Japanese guards were busy taking an endl ess series of roll
calls and had no tine for the new arrivals hoping to be admtted. Jim
stood on the seat, waving over the wire so that everyone in the canp
could see him However, the hundreds of bored soldiers were not
interested in these civilians and their Shanghai buses. Jimwas relieved
when they were turned away. As they set off toward Soochow, the driver
allowed - himto sit in the front cabin. In sone way this restless
Engli sh boy, who had so aggravated him ! now offe red a small neasure
of security. Jimwas unable to read the map, printed in Japanese
characters , or understand a word of the |ong nobnol ogues addressed to
the insect-snmeared wi ndshield. But he knelt on the front seat, clicking
his teeth and | eaning out of the wi ndow to watch any passing aircraft.
The entire Japanese Air Force seened to be on its way to attack the
Chinese arnies in the west. The flat countryside by the Shanghai - Soochow
road had been a war ground, and the niles of rotting trenches and
rust-stai ned bl ockhouses rem nded Ji mof the encyclopedia illustrations
of Ypres- and
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had visited for years. The debris of war, and the flights of bonbers and
fighter planes, revived Jim He wanted to soar like a fighting kite over
the wi nding parapets and | and on one of the nassive forts built out of
t housands of sandbags anmong the burial nounds. It disappointed Ji mthat
none of his fellow prisoners was interested in the war. It would have
hel ped to keep up their spirits, a task that Jimwas finding nore and
more difficult. In many ways, Jimliked to i magi ne, he was the rea
| eader of this troupe of traveling prisoners. At tinmes, as he carried
t he heavy water jar and |it the stove in the evening, he knew that he
was little nmore than their Nunber Two Coolie. But without Jimto gather
the firewood and boil the sweet potatoes, even Dr. Ransone and Basie
woul d have gone the way of the mssionary wonen. Jimnoticed that after
| eaving the gendarnerie station at the pig farm they all all owed
t hensel ves to becone ill. During the night the Japanese had been beating
a Chinese thief, and the man's voi ce screaned across the water-filled
paddi es, shaking the dark surface. The next day everyone lay on the
floor of the truck, Basie with his lungs and Dr. Ransone unable to see
through his infected eye. Jimfelt feverish, but he watched the Japanese
pl anes overhead. The sound of their engines cleared his mnd. Wenever
his spirits flagged or he felt sorry for hinself, he thought of the
silver aircraft he had seen at the detention center, warning hi mback
fromhis own death. The truck was novi ng across the pontoon bridge,
manhandl ed by a squad of Japanese field engineers. Unable to steady
himsel f, Jimslipped fromthe bench. Dr. Ransone reached out weakly to
hold him "Hang on, Jim Stay up front with the driver-nmake sure he
keeps going...." Dozens of flies festered on Dr. Ransone's face, feeding
on the wound around his eye. Beside himBasle lay with Paul and David,
Ms. Hug and her father. Only! the Eng lish couple with the w cker
suitcase full of shoes sat beside the soldier at the rear of the truck
Jimstrai ghtened his blazer as a Japanese corporal clinbed over the
tailgate. An angry man with wet boots, he shouted commands to the
sol diers pushing the truck across the bridge. Wen they reached the
opposite bank, the soldiers wal ked along the water's edge to their work
on the railway bridge. The corporal began to abuse the driver, clearly
di sgusted by the condition of the prisoners. He drew his Mau-
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they had | eft behind. Jimwas relieved when the corporal strode back to
his bridge. However ill they were, he did not want themto rest in the
tank ditch. It was an effort to sit on the bench, and he was tenpted to
lie on the floor next to Dr. Ransonme so that he could stare straight at
the sky. The | andscape of paddy fields, creeks and deserted villages
nmoved past, enmerging froma white haze like the mlled bones of all the
dead of China. The dust cl oaked the cabin and bonnet of the truck,
canouflaging it for the realmit was about to enter. How | ong had they
been on the road? The lines of burial nmounds were trying to trick Jims
eyes; they noved in waves toward the lunbering vehicle, a sea of the
dead. The open coffins lay enpty, ready to catch the Anerican pilots who
woul d soon fall fromthe air. There were thousands of coffins, enough to
take Dr. Ransonme and Basie, his nother and father and Vera, Nunber Two
Coolie and hinself... The truck had stopped, the cabin striking Jims
head. A group of huts with tar-paper roofs stood beside the road, set
back froma barbed-wire fence that separated them fromthe enmbanknent of

a canal. Idly, Jimgazed at this small internment canp built in the
conmpound of a cerami cs factory. A pair of netal |ighters had capsized at
their nmoorings, and mniature railcars still |oaded with ceramc tiles

stood in the yard beside the kilns. Two of the brick warehouses had been
i ncorporated into the canp by the barbed-wire fence that divided the
factory site. Men and wonen sunned thensel ves on the steps of the wooden
huts; lines of washing fluttered between the w ndows, a cheerful spring
semaphore. Jimrested his chin on the side panel of the truck. Bel ow
him Dr. Ransone was trying to sit up. The guard junped fromthe

tail gate and wal ked toward the entrance, where a Shanghai University bus
was surrounded by Japanese sol diers. The passengers stared through the
dust-stained w indows. There were two nuns in black w nples, severa
children of Jimis age, and sone twenty British nmen and wonen. Already a
crowd of prisoners had gathered at the wire. Hands in the pockets of
their ragged shorts, they stared silently as a Japanese sergeant boarded
the bus to inspect the prisoners. Dr. Ransone was kneeling at the rear
of the truck, the wound on his face hidden behind his hand. Jim stared
at an Englishworman in a frayed cotton dress who stood by the fence, her
hands clasping the wire. She |ooked at Jimw th the same expression that
he had seen
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Road. The bus was noving into the canp through the open gates. The
Japanese sergeant stood in the passenger door, pistol in hand, waving
back the crowd of prisoners. Fromtheir sullen faces it was clear that
they greeted these new arrivals with little enthusiasm nore nouths to
be fed fromtheir neager rations. Jimsat up as the truck | umnbered
forward to the gates. Dr. Ransone fell to the floor and was hel ped onto
a seat by the English couple with the wicker suitcase. Jimsmiled at the
woman wal ki ng al ong the wire. Wen she stretched a hand to him he
wondered if she were a friend of his nother. The canp was filled with
fam lies, and sonmewhere anong the strolling couples night be his
parents. He peered at the English faces, at the gangs of boys | aughing
behi nd the Japanese sentries. To his surprise he felt a nonent of
regret, of sadness that his quest for his nother and father would soon
be over. As long as he searched for them he was prepared to be hungry
and ill, but now that the search had ended he felt saddened by the
nmenory of all he had been through, and of how nmuch he had changed. He
was closer now to the ruined battlefields and this fly-infested truck,
to the nine sweet potatoes in the sack below the driver's seat, even in
a sense to the detention center, than he would ever be again to his
house i n Anherst Avenue. The truck stopped by the gates. The Japanese
sergeant peered over the tailgate at the prisoners lying on the floor.
He pushed Dr. Ransome back with his Mauser, but the injured physician
| onered hinself to the ground, where he knelt at the sergeant's feet,
catching his breath. Already the crowd of internees had begun to
di sperse. Hands in their pockets, the men strolled back to the huts and
sat with the wonmen on the steps. Flies swarnmed over the truck and
settled on the danp pools that covered the floor. They hovered around
Jims nmouth, feeding at the sores on his guns. For ten m! nutes th e
Japanese sol diers argued with each other, while the driver waited with
Dr. Ransone. Two senior British prisoners stepped through the gates and
j oi ned the discussion. "Wosung Canp?" "No, no, no...." "W sent thenf
In this condition?" Avoiding Dr. Ransone, they approached the truck and
stared at the prisoners through the cloud of flies. As Jimkicked his
heel s and whistled to hinself, they watched hi mwi thout expression. The
Japanese sentries opened the barbed-wire gates, but the British
pri soners
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sergeant. Wien Dr. Ransone stepped forward to renonstrate with them the
British waved hi maway. "Get back, man...." "W can't take you, Doctor
There are children here.” Dr. Ransone clinbed into the truck and sat on
the floor beside Jim The effort of standi ng had exhausted him and he
lay back with his hand over his wound as the flies fought between his
fingers. Ms. Hug and the English couple with the w cker suitcase had
waited silently through the argunents. As the Japanese sol diers returned
to the canp and | ocked the gates, Ms. Hug said: "They won't take us.
The British canp |l eaders..." Jimgazed at the prisoners wandering across
t he conmpound. Groups of boys played football in the brick yard of the
ceram cs works. Were his nother and father hiding anong the kil ns?
Perhaps, like the British canp | eaders, they wanted Jimto go away,
frightened of the flies and the sickness that he had brought with him
from Shanghai . Ji m hel ped Basie and Dr. Ransone to drink, and then sat
on the opposite bench. He turned his back on the canp, on the British
prisoners and their children. Al his hopes rested in the | andscape
around him in its past and future wars. He felt a strange lightness in
hi s head, not because his parents had rejected him but because he
expected themto do so, and no | onger car ed.
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19 THE RUNWAY | N THE HOUR before dusk they entered an area of abandoned
battlefields nine mles to the south of Shanghai. The afternoon |ight
rose into the air, as if returning to the sun a small part of the
strength it had cast to the indifferent fields. The terrain of trenches
and bl ockhouses seened to have sprung fully arned fromJims head. A
tank sat |ike a wheel ed shack at the junction of the Shanghai and
Hangchow roads, the sun's spotlights shining through its open hatches.
The trenches hunted anong the burial nounds, a maze lost within itself.
Beyond the crossroads a wooden bridge spanned a canal. Its white piles,
fromwhich the rain had | eached all trace of resin, were as soft as

pum ce. The driver folded his map and fanned hinmself with the canvas
wal |l et, reluctant to risk his wheels on the worn tinbers. Ms. Hug and
the English couple sat at the back of the truck, their shadows reaching
across the white beds of the drained paddy fields. Jimbrushed the flies
fromDr. Ransonme's face and patted his head. He i magi ned that he was one
of the shadows, a black carpet lying across the tired land. Anmile to

t he south, between the burial nmounds, he could see the tailplanes of a
row of parked aircraft, feathers of bone against the darkening air. Jim
studied the aircraft, recognizing the plunp fusel ages and radi al

engi nes. They were Brewster Buffaloes, a type of Anerican fighter that
had been no match for the Japanese. Was it here, anobng the burial
mounds, that the American aircraft
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Lunghua! " The engine started, and the driver turned east at the
crossroads, setting course for this distant airfield. "We're going to
Lunghua Airfield, Dr. Ransone," Jimcalled between his knees. The
physician lay on the fl oor beside Basie and the Dutch woman's fat her,

wat ching Jimwith his single eye. "There are Brewster Buffal oes-the
Anmeri cans nust have won the war." Jimlet the warmair rush into his
face. They approached the mlitary airfield, the |largest grass aerodrone
that Ji mhad seen near Shanghai. There were three netal hangars and a
wooden engi neering workshop built in the former car park of Lunghua.
Pagoda. Dozens of aircraft were drawn up on the tarnac beside the
hangars, high-performance fighters of advanced design. The three
Brewst er Buffal oes, their American markings painted out, sat by the edge
of the field. A teamof engineers with a powerful crane lifted an
antiaircraft gun to the upper decks of the stone pagoda. The driver
stopped at a checkpoi nt, where Japanese sol diers manned a fortified

enpl acenent. As the sentries paced about in the dusk, their corporal
spoke into a field tel ephone. They were waved through to the perineter
road. The rutted surface had been stiffened with straw matting, churned
to a pith by a convoy of vehicles |oaded with building stone. A truck
swayed past themwith a cargo of roofing tiles torn fromthe tenenents
of the dd City. Pairs of armed guards patrolled the perineter road,
their bayonets cutting the sonber air. Two single-engined transport
aircraft were parked on the edge of the field. Acconpanied by his ground
crew, a Japanese pilot spoke to two fellow officers in uniform The
pilot pointed to the truck as it rattled past, and it occurred to Jim

t hat perhaps he and Basie and Dr. Ransone were about to be flown from
Shanghai, and that he would soon join his parents in Hong Kong or Japan
Jimwaited for the truck to stop beside the planes, but the driver
pressed on to the southern perineter of the airfield. The snpo! th grass
fell away into a broken terrain of wld sugarcane and unl evel ed earth.
They crossed the dried bed of an irrigation ditch and followed the truck
| oaded with roofing tiles into a narrow valley hidden between
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the evening air as the mlitary vehicles in front of themtipped their

| oads of stone and rubble onto the ground. Arnmed soldiers and air force
police guarded the valley, rifles in hand, their uniforns bl anched by
the dust. Watched by the Japanese sentries, hundreds of captured Chinese
soldiers in ragged tunics were carrying the tiles and cobbl estones from
the dunp and laying the bed of a concrete runway. Even in the dusk
light, and despite all the privations of the past nonths, Jimcould see
t he nmeager condition of these Chinese prisoners. Many were enaciated to
the point of death. They sat naked in the tranpled nettles, a single
roof tile held in their hands |ike the fragnent of a beggi ng bow .
O hers clinbed the shall ow slope to the edge of the airfield, w cker
baskets | aden with stones clasped to their chests. The truck stopped by
the dunp. Wth a rattle of chains, the tailgate fell. Led by the
Japanese soldier, Ms. Hug and the English couple | owered thenselves to
the ground. Dr. Ransone knelt by the seats, barely able to control his
clunmsy body. "Right, Jimlet's get everyone to their quarters. Help Ms.
Hug. Basie, boys..." He stood unsteadily but nmanaged to |lift Basie to
his feet. The cabin steward's face was al ready covered by a | ayer of
talc, the delicate woman's skin that Jimhad first seen near the funera
piers at Nantao. Holding Jims shoulder, he shuffled along the danp
floor of the truck. They di snounted and stood together in the cloud of
white dust beside the dunp. Ms. Hug sat with her father on a heap of
cobbl holding the English boys by the hands. The Chi nese soldiers
filled their baskets and spat on the stones. As they clinbed the broken
earth to the runway, their chalky figures seened to illum nate the
evening air. Around themthe Japanese sentries watched w thout noving.
Fifty feet away, on the southern slope of the valley, tw sergeants sat
on banboo chairs by the edge! of a pi t that had been freshly dug anong
the nettles. Their boots and the ground at their feet were covered with
[ime. Jimpicked up a gray ceramic tile. None of the Japanese guards
appeared to care whether they worked on the runway, but Basie already
hel d a cobbl estone in his hands. Jimfoll owed a naked Chi nese sol dier
toward the runway. He clinbed the slope and wal ked across the furrowed
soil. The Chinese threw down their baskets and returned
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filled with stones and broken bricks that ran across the airfield into
the night. Basie pushed past himand dropped the cobble at his feet. He
swayed in the dust, trying to brush the chal ky powder from his hands.
Behind them Dr. Ransone stood at the dunp with Ms. Hug and the English
couple. He was arguing with a Japanese sol dier, who waved hi mtoward the
runway. Holding his rifle in one hand, the soldier picked a roof tile
fromthe dunp and handed it to Dr. Ransone . Jimwaited by the broken
stones. He stared into the dusk along the white surface of the runway.
He remenbered the swirling grass at Hungjao aerodrone and tried to

i magi ne the slipstreans of the Brewster Buffaloes. Jimturned to the
transport aircraft parked by the perineter road. The Japanese pilot and
the uniforned officers were wal king through the grass toward the runway.
They stopped on the nuddy verge, |aughing to each other as they

i nspected the work. Their buckl es and polished badges shone like the
jewel ry of the Europeans who had visited the battlefields near Hungjao
before the war. Jim stepped into the grass, |eaving the dust clouds and
the lines of Chinese soldiers. He wanted to see the parked aircraft for
the last tine, to stand under the dark span of their wi ngs. He knew t hat
t he Chinese soldiers were being worked to death, that these starving nen
were laying their own bones in a carpet for the Japanese bonbers who
woul d | and upon them Then they would go to the pit, where the

i me-booted sergeants waited with their Mausers. And after laying their
stones, he and Basie and Dr. Ransone would also go to the pit. The | ast
light had faded fromthe fuselages of the aircraft, but Jimcould snel
their engines on the night air. He inhaled the odor of oil and engine
cool ant. Already he had begun to shut out the voices around him the
white bodi es of the Chinese soldiers and the runway of bones. He shut
out the young Japanese pilot! in his flying suit, who was pointing to
Jimand shouting to the sergeants beside the pit. Jimhoped that his
parents were safe and dead. Brushing the dust- fromhis blazer, he ran
toward the shelter of the aircraft, eager to enfold hinself in their

Wi ngs.



Page 124



Page 125



Page 126



Page 127

20 LUNGHUA CAMP VO CES FRETTED along the murnuring wire, carried |ike
stressed notes on the strings of a harp. Fifty feet fromthe perineter
fence, Fifty feet fromthe perinmeter fence, Jimlay in the deep grass
besi de the pheasant trap. He listened to the Japanese guards arguing
with each other as they conducted their hourly patrol of the canp. Now
that the Anerican air attacks had beconme a daily event, the Japanese
soldiers no longer slung their rifles over their shoul ders. They cl asped
t he | ong-barrel ed weapons in both hands and were so nervous that if they
saw Ji m out side the canp perineter they would shoot at himw thout

t hi nki ng. Ji m wat ched them through the netting of the pheasant trap

Only the previous day they had shot a Chinese coolie trying to steal
into the canp. He recogni zed one of the guards as Private Kinmura, a

| arge- boned farnmer's son who had grown al nbst as nmuch as Jimin his
years at the canp. The private's strong back had burst through his faded
tunic, and only his amunition webbing held the tattered garnent
together. Before the war finally turned against the Japanese, Private
Kimura often invited Jimto the bungal ow he shared with three other
guards and allowed himto wear his kendo arnmor. Jimcould renmenber the
el aborate cerenony as the Japanese soldiers dressed himin the netal and
| eather arnor and the ripe snell of Private Kinura's body that filled

t he hel net and shoul der guards. He renenbered the burst of
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t wo- handed sword, the whirlwind of blows that struck his hel net before
he could fight back. Jinms head had rung for days. Gving himhis
orders, Basie had been forced to shout until he woke the nmen's dormitory
in E block, and Dr. Ransone had called Jiminto the canp hospital and
exam ned his ears. Renenbering those powerful arms and the quickness of
Private Kinmura's eyes, Jimlay flat in the I ong grass behind the trap
For once he was glad that the trap had failed to net a bird. The two
Japanese had stopped by the wire fence and were scanning the group of
abandoned buil dings that |ay outside the northwest perinmeter of Lunghua
Canmp. Beside them just within the canp, was the derelict hulk of the
assenbly hall, the curved balcony of its upper circle open to the sky.
The canp occupied the site of a teacher-training college that had been
bonbed and overrun during the fighting around Lunghua Aerodrone in 1937.
The damaged buil di ngs nearest to the airfield had been excluded fromthe
canp, and it was here, in the long grass quadrangl es between the gutted
residence halls, that Jimset his pheasant traps. After roll call that
nor ni ng, he had slipped through the fence where it energed froma bank
of nettles surrounding a forgotten bl ockhouse on the airfield perineter.
Leavi ng his shoes on the bl ockhouse steps, he waded al ong a shal | ow
canal and then crawl ed through the deep grass between the ruined
buildings. The first of the traps was only a few feet fromthe perineter
fence, a distance that had seened enornous to Ji mwhen he first crept
t hrough the barbed wire. He had | ooked back at the secure world of the
canp, at the barrack huts and water tower, at the guardhouse and
dormtory blocks, alnost afraid that he had been bani shed fromthem
forever. Dr. Ransone often called Jima "free spirit,"” as he roved
across the canp, hunting down some new idea in his head. But here, in
the deep grass between the ruined ! building s, he felt weighted by an
unfam liar gravity. For once making the nost of this inertia, Jimlay
behind the trap. An aircraft was taking off from Lunghua Airfield,
clearly silhouetted agai nst the yell ow facades of the apartnent houses
in the French Concession, but Jimignored the plane. The sol di er beside
Private Kinmura shouted to the children playing in the bal cony of the
assenbly hall. Kinmura was wal king back to the wire. He scanned the
surface of the canal and the clunps of wld sugarcane. The poor rations
of the past year-the Japanese guards were al nost as badly fed as their
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t he adol escent fat fromKinura's arns. After a recent attack of
tuberculosis, his strong face was puffy and coolielike. Dr. Ransone had
repeatedly warned Jimnever to wear Private Kinura's kendo arnor. A
fight between them woul d be | ess one-sided, even though Ji mwas only
fourteen. But for the rifle, he would have liked to chall enge Kinura

As if aware of the threat within the grass, Private Kinura called
to his conpanion. He leaned his rifle against the pine fencing post,
stepped through the wire and stood in the deep nettles. Flies rose from
the shall ow canal and settled on his lips, but Kinmura ignored them and
stared at the strip of water that separated himfrom Ji mand the
pheasant traps. Could he see Jims footprints in the soft nmud? Jim
craw ed away fromthe trap, but the clear outline of his body lay in the
crushed grass. Kimura was rolling his tattered sleeves, ready to westle
with his quarry. Jimwatched. himstride through the nettles. He was
certain that he could outrun Kinura, but not the bullet in the second
soldier's rifle. How could he explain to Kinmura that the pheasant traps
had been Basie's idea? It was Basie who had insisted on the el aborate
canmoufl age of | eaves and twi gs, and who nmade Jimclinb through the wire
twi ce a day, even though they had never seen a bird, |let al one caught
one. It was inportant to keep in with Basie, who had snmall but reliable
sources of food. He could tell Kinura that Basi e knew about the secret
canp radi o, but then the extra food woul d cease. Wat nost worried Jim
was the thought that, if Kinura struck him he would fight back. Few
boys of his own age dared to touch Jim and in the | ast year, since the
rations had failed, few nen. However , if he fought back against Kinura
he woul d be dead. Jim cal med hinself, calculating the best nonent to
stand up and surrender. He would bow to Kinura, show no enotion and hope
that the hundreds of hours he had! spent h angi ng around the guardhouse
-albeit at Basie's instigation-wuld count in his favor. He had once
gi ven English | essons to Kinmura, but although they were clearly |osing
the war the Japanese had not been interested in |earning English. Jim
waited for Kinura to clinb the bank toward him The soldier stood in the
center of the canal, a bright black object gleaming in his hand. The
creeks, ponds and di sused wells within Lunghua Canp
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ammuni ti on abandoned during the 1937 hostilities. Jimpeered through the
grass at the pointed cylinder, assumng that the tidal water in the
canal had uncovered an old artillery shell or nortar bonb. Kinura
shouted to the second soldier waiting by the barbed wire. He brushed the
flies fromhis face and spoke to the object, as if nmurmuring to a baby.
He raised it behind his head, in the position taken by Japanese sol diers
before throwing a grenade. Jimwaited for the explosion, and then
realized that Private Kinmura was holding a large freshwater turtle. The
creature's head energed fromits carapace, and Kinmura began to | augh
excitedly. His tubercular face resenbled a snmall boy's, rem nding Jim
that Private Kinura had once been a child, as he hinmself had been before
the war. After crossing the parade ground, the Japanese sol diers
di sappeared anong the lines of ragged washi ng between the barrack huts.
Jimenerged fromthe danp cavern of the bl ockhouse. Waring the | eather
gol fing shoes given to himby Dr. Ransone, he clinbed through the wre.
In his hand he carried Kinura's turtle. The ancient creature contained
at | east a pound of neat, and Basie, alnost certainly, would know a
special recipe for turtle. Jimcould inmagine Basie tenpting it out of
its shell with a live caterpillar, then skewering its head with his
jackknife.... In front of Jimwas Lunghua Canp, his hone and universe
for the past three years, the prison of nearly two thousand British and
Arerican civilians. The shabby barrack huts, the cenent dormtory
bl ocks, the worn parade ground and the guardhouse with its | eaning
wat cht ower | ay together under the June sun, a rendezvous for every fly
and nmosquito in the Yangtze basin. But once he stepped through the wire,
Jimfelt the air steady around him He ran along the cinder path, his
tattered shirt flying fromhis bony shoulders |ike the tags of washing
between the huts. In his ceaseless jour! neys aro und the canp Ji m had
| earned to recogni ze every stone and weed. A sun-bl eached sign, crudely
painted with the words "Regent Street," was nhailed to a banboo pol e
besi de the pathway. Jimignored it, as he did the simlar signs
inscribed "Piccadilly," "Knightsbridge" and "Petticoat Lane" which
mar ked the main pathways within the canp. These relics of an inmaginary
London- whi ch nany of the Shanghai-born British prisoners had
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Wth their constant tal k about prewar London, the older British famlies
in the canp clainmed a special exclusiveness. Jimrenenbered a |line from
one of the poens that Dr. Ransone had nmade hi m nmenorize-"a foreign field
that is forever England..."” But this was Lunghua, not Engl and. Nam ng

t he sewage-stai ned paths between the rotting huts after a vaguely
renmenbered London allowed too many of the British prisoners to shut out
the reality of the canp, another excuse to sit back when they should
have been hel ping Dr. Ransone to clear the septic tanks. To their
credit, in Jims eyes, neither the Americans nor the Dutch and Bel gi ans
in the canp wasted their tine on nostalgia. The years in Lunghua had not
given Jima high opinion of the British. And yet the London street signs
fascinated Jim part of the nagic of nanes that he had discovered in the
canp. What, conceivably, were Lords, the Serpentine and the Trocadero?
There were so few books or mamgazines that an unfamliar brand nanme had
all the nystery of a nessage fromthe stars. According to Basie, who was
al ways right, the Anmerican fighters with the ventral radiators that
strafed Lunghua Airfield were called "Mistangs," the nane of a wild
pony. Jimrelished the nane; to know that the planes were Mistangs was
nore inportant to himthan the confirmation that Basie had his ear to
the canp's secret radio. Jimhungered for names. Jimstunbled on the
worn path, unable to control the golf shoes. Too often these days he
becanme |i ght headed. Dr. Ransone had warned himnot to run, but the
American air attacks and the inmnent prospect of the war's end made Ji m
too inpatient to walk. Trying to protect the turtle, he grazed his |eft
knee. He linped across the cinder track and sat on the steps of the
derelict drinking-water station. Here brackish water taken fromthe
ponds in the canp had once been boiled by the prisoners. There was still
a small supply of coal i! n the ca np storeroons, but the work gang of
six Britons who stoked the fires had lost interest. Although Dr. Ransone
renmonstrated with them they preferred to suffer fromchronic dysentery
rather than make the effort of boiling the water. Wiile Jimnursed his
knee the nmenbers of the gang sat outside the nearby barrack hut,

wat ching the sky as if they expected the war to end within the next ten
m nutes. Jimrecogni zed M. Milvaney, an accountant with the Shangha
Power Conpany who had often swumin the pool at Anmherst Avenue. Beside
hi mwas the Reverend Pearce, a Methodi st m ssionary whose

Japanese- speaki ng wi fe openly coll ab-
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the prisoners' activities. No one criticized Ms. Pearce for this, and
in fact nost of the prisoners in Lunghua were only too keen to
col l aborate. Jimvaguely disapproved but agreed that it was probably
sensible to do anything to survive. After three years in the canp, the
notion of patriotismneant nothing. The bravest prisoners-and
col l aboration was a risky matter-were those who bought their way into
the favor of the Japanese and thereby helped their fellows with smal
supplies of food and bandages. Besides, there were fewillicit
activities to betray. No one in Lunghua woul d dream of trying to escape,
and everyone rightly ratted on any fool about to step through the wre,
for fear of the reprisals to conme. The water workers scraped their clogs
on the steps and stared into the sun, noving only to pick the ticks from
between their ribs. Al though emaci ated, the process of starvation had
sonmehow stopped a skin's depth fromthe skel eton below. Jimenvied M.
Mul vaney and the Reverend Pearce-he hinself was still growi ng. The
arithnetic that Dr. Ransonme had taught himmade it all too clear that
the food supply to the canp was shrinking at a faster rate than that at
which the prisoners were dying. In the center of the parade ground a
group of twelve-year-old boys was playing marbl es on the baked earth.
Seeing the turtle, they ran toward Jim Each of themcontrolled a
dragonfly tied to a length of cotton. The blue flanes flicked to and fro
above their heads. "Jiml Can we touch it?" "Wat is it?" "Did Private
Kimura give it to you?" Jimsmled benignly. "It's a bonb." He held out
the turtle and generously allowed everyone to inspect it. Despite the
gap in years, several of the boys had been close friends in the days
after his arrival in Lunghua, when he had needed every ally he could
find. But he had outgrown them and made ot her friends-Dr. Ransone, Basie
and the Anmerican seanen in E Block, with the! ir ancie nt prewar copies
of Reader's Digest and Popul ar Mechanics that Ji m devoured. Now and
then, as if recapturing his lost childhood, Jimre-entered the world of
boyi sh ganmes and woul d play tops and marbl es and hopscotch. "Is it dead?
It's moving!" "It's bleeding!"
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a piratical flourish. "Jim you killed it!" The |argest of the boys,

Ri chard Pearce, reached out to touch the reptile, but Jimtucked it
under his arm He disliked and slightly feared R chard Pearce, who was
al nost as big as hinself. He envied Richard the extra Japanese rations
which his nmother fed to him As well as the food, the Pearces had a
smal |l library of confiscated books which they guarded jealously. "It's a
bl ood bond, " Jim explained grandly. By rights turtles belonged to the
sea, to the open river visible a mle to the west of the canp, that
broad tributary of the Yangtze down whi ch he had once dreaned of sailing
with his parents to the safety of a world without war. "Watch out...."
He waved Richard aside. "lI've trained it to attack!" The boys backed
away fromhim There were tines when Jinmls hunor nmade t hem uneasy.

Al though he tried to stop hinself, Jimresented their

cl ot hes- hand- nme- downs stitched together by their nothers, but far
superior to his ow rags. Mire than this, Jimresented that they had

not hers and fathers at all. During the past year Jimhad gradually
realized that he could no | onger renmenber what his parents | ooked |ike.
Their veiled figures still entered his dreans, but he had forgotten

their faces.
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21 THE CUBI CLE "YOUNG JIM" An al nost naked nan wearing cl ogs and ragged
shorts shouted to himfromthe steps of G Block. In his hands he held
the shafts of a wooden cart with iron wheels. Al though the cart carried
no load, its handl es had al nost wenched the man's arns fromtheir
sockets. He spoke to the Englishwonen sitting on the concrete steps in
their faded cotton frocks. As he gestured to them his shoul der bl ades
seened to be working thenselves | oose fromhis back, about to fly across
the barbed wire. "I'mhere, M. Mxted!" Jimpushed Ri chard Pearce aside
and ran along the cinder path to the dormtory block. Seeing the enpty
food cart, it occurred to himthat he m ght have m ssed the daily neal.
The fear of being without food for even a single day was so intense that
he was ready to attack M. Maxted. "Come on, Jim Wthout you it won't
taste the same.” M. Mxted glanced at Jims golf shoes, those nailed
brogues that had a life of their own and propelled Jims scarecrow
figure on his ceasel ess rounds of the canp. To the wonen he renmarked:
"Qur Jims spending all his time at the nineteenth hole. " "I prom sed,
M. Maxted. |'malways ready...." Jimhad to stop as he reached the
entrance to G Bl ock. He worked his lungs until the dizziness left his
head and ran forward again. Turtle in hand, he raced
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men stranded |i ke ghosts in the mddle of a conversation they had
forgotten. On either side of the corridor was a series of small roons,
each furnished with four wooden bunks. After the first winter in the
canp, when nmany of the children in the uninsul ated barracks had died,
famlies with children were noved into the residence halls of the forner
training college. Although unheated, the roons with their cenent walls
remai ned above freezing point. Jimshared his roomw th a young Engli sh
couple, M. and Ms. Vincent, and their six-year-old son. He had |ived
within inches of the Vincents for two and a half years, but their

exi stences could not have been nore separate. On the day of Jims
arrival, Ms. Vincent had hung an old bedspread around his nom na
quarter of the room She and her husband-a broker on the Shanghai Stock
Exchange- never ceased to resent Jinmls presence, and over the years they
had strengthened his cubicle, stringing together a worn shaw, a
petticoat and the lid of a cardboard box, so that it resenbled one of
the miniature shanties that seened to erect thensel ves spontaneously
around the beggars of Shanghai. Not content with walling Jiminto his
snmall world, the Vincents had repeatedly tried to encroach upon it,
nmoving the nails and string fromwhich the bedspread hung. Ji m had
defended hinmself, first by bending the nails until, to the Vincents
horror, the entire structure coll apsed one night as they were
undressing, and then by calibrating the wall with a ruler and pencil.
The Vincents pronptly retaliated by superinposing their own system of
marks. Al this Jimtook in his stride. For sone reason he still |iked
Ms. Vincent, a handsome if frayed bl onde, although her nerves were

al ways stretched and she had never nade the slightest attenpt to care
for him He knew that if he starved to death in his bunk she would find
sone polite reason for doing nothing to help him During t! he first
year in Lunghua the few single children were negl ected, unless they were
prepared to | et thenselves be used as servants. Jim al one had refused,
and had never fetched and carried for M. Vincent. Ms. Vincent was
sitting on her straw mattress when he burst into the room her pale
hands fol ded on her lap like a forgotten pair of gloves. She stared at

t he whitewashed wall above her son's bunk, as if watching an invisible
filmprojected onto a screen. Jimworried that Ms. Vincent spent too
much of her tinme watching these filns. As he peered at her through the
cracks in his cubicle, he tried to guess
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Engl and before she was married, sitting on one of those sunlit |awns
that seened to cover the entire country. Jimassuned that it was those
| awns that had provided the enmergency airfields for the Battle of
Britain. As he was aware from his observations in Shanghai, the Gernans
were not too keen on sunlit lawns. Was this why they had | ost the Battle
of Britain? Many of Jims ideas were hopel essly confused in a way that
even Dr. Ransone was too tired to disentangle. "You're late, Jim" Ms.
Vincent told himdisapprovingly, her eyes on Jims golf shoes. Like
everyone el se, she was unable to cope with their intimdating presence.
Already Jimfelt that the shoes gave hima special authority. "The whole
of G Bl ock has been waiting for you. " "I've been with Basie, hearing
the latest war news. Ms. Vincent, what's the nineteenth hol e?" "You
shoul dn't work for Basie. The things those Anericans ask you to
do...l've told you that we come first." "G Block cones first, Ms.
Vincent." Jimnmeant it. He ducked under the flap into his cubicle.
Catching his breath, he lay on the bunk with the turtle inside his
shirt. The reptile preferred its own conpany, and Jimturned his
attention to his new shoes. Wth their polished toecaps and bright
studs, they were an intact piece of the prewar world that he could stare
at for hours, like Ms. Vincent and her filns. Laughing to hinself, Jim
| ay back as the hot sunlight shone through the wall of the cubicle,
outlining the curious stains on the old bedspread. Looking at them Jim
visualized the scenes of air battles and armadas, the sinking of the
Petrel and even the garden at Amherst Avenue. "Jim kitchen tinme!" he
heard soneone call fromthe steps bel ow the wi ndow. But Jimrested on
his bunk. It was a long haul to the kitchens, and there was no point in
bei ng early. The Japanese had cel ebrated VE-day in their own way, by
cutting the already neager rations in half. The ! first ar rivals often
received |l ess than the [ater ones, when the cooks realized how many of
the prisoners had died or were too ill to collect their rations.

Besi des, there was no obligation on Jimto help with the food cart- nor,
for that matter, on M. Maxted. But as Jimhad noticed, those who were
prepared to help their fellow prisoners tended to do so, and this did
nothing to stop those too lazy to work from endl essly conpl ai ning. The
British were especially good at conpl ai ni ng, sone-
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THE CUBI CLE 137 thing the Dutch and Anericans never did. Soon, Jim
reflected with a certain grimpleasure, they would be too sick even to
conplain. Jimgazed at his shoes, consciously imtating the childlike
smle on Private Kinura's |ips. The wooden bunk filled the cubicle, but
Jimwas at his happiest in this mniature universe. On the walls he had
pi nned several pages froman old Life nagazine that Basie had given to
him There were photographs of Battle of Britain pilots sitting in
arnchairs beside their Spitfires, of a crashed Hei nkel bomber, of St.
Paul's floating |like a battleship on a sea of fire. Next to themwas a
full -page col or advertisenment for a Packard motorcar, as beautiful in
Jims eyes as the Mustang fighters that strafed Lunghua Airfield. Did
the Americans bring out a new nodel Mistang every year or every nonth?
Per haps there would be an air raid that afternoon, when he coul d check
the latest design nodifications to the Miustangs and Superfortresses .
Jimlooked forward to the air raids. Beside the Packard was a snal
section that Jimhad cut froma |arger photograph of a crowd outside the
gates of Bucki ngham Pal ace in 1940. The blurred i mages of a man and a
wonman standing armn -armreninded Jimof his parents. This unknown
English couple, perhaps dead in an air raid, had al nost becone his

not her and father. Jimknew that they were conpl ete strangers, but he
kept the pretense alive, so that in turn he could keep alive the | ost
menory of his parents. The world before the war, his childhood in
Amher st Avenue, his class at the Cathedral School bel onged to the
invisible filmthat Ms. Vincent watched from her bunk. Jimallowed the
turtle to craw across his strawmat. |If he carried it around with him
Private Kinmura or one of the guards m ght guess that he had left the
canmp. Now that the war was ending, the Japanese guards were convi nced
that the British and Anerican prisoners were constantly trying to
escape-the last notion, in fact, to cross their ! minds. I n 1943, a few
Britishers had escaped, hoping to be sheltered by neutral friends in
Shanghai, but had soon been discovered by the arny of informers. Several
groups of Anericans had set out in the summer of 1944 for Chungking, the
Nati onal i st Chinese capital nine hundred nmiles to the west. Al had been
betrayed by Chinese villagers terrified of reprisals, handed over to the
Japanese and executed. Fromthen on escape attenpts ceased altogether.
By June 1945, the | andscape around Lunghua was so hostile, roaned by
bandits, starving villagers and deserters fromthe puppet armes, that
the canp and its Japanese guards offered the only security.
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN Wth his finger Jimstroked the turtle's ancient
head. It seened a pity to cook it Jimenvied the turtle its massive
shell, a private fortress against the world. From bel ow his bunk Ji m
pul | ed out a wooden box, which Dr. Ransone had hel ped himto nai
together. Inside were his possessions: a Japanese cap badge given to him
by Private Kinura; three steel-bossed fighting tops; a chess set and a
copy of Kennedy's Latin primer on indefinite loan from Dr. Ransone; his
Cat hedral School blazer, a carefully folded nenory of his young self;
and the pair of clogs he had worn for the past three years. Jimplaced
the turtle in the box and covered it with the blazer. As he raised the
flap of his cubicle, Ms. Vincent watched his every nove. She treated
Jimlike her Number Two Coolie, and he was well aware that he tol erated
this for reasons he barely understood. Like all the nmen and ol der boys
in GBlock, Jimwas attracted to Ms. Vincent, but her real appeal for
Jimlay el sewhere. Her long hours staring at the whitewash and her
det achment even from her own son-she fed the dysentery-ridden boy and
changed his clothes without |Iooking at himfor minutes at a
ti me-suggested to Jimthat she renmined forever above the canp, beyond
that world of guards and hunger and Anerican air attacks to which he
hi nsel f was passionately conmitted. He wanted to touch her, |ess out of
adol escent lust than sinple curiosity. "You can use ny bunk, Ms.
Vincent, if you want to sleep." As Jimreached to her shoul der, she
pushed his hand away. Her distracted eyes could cone to a renarkably
sharp focus. "M. Maxted is still waiting, Jim Perhaps it's tinme you
went back to the huts. . . . " "Not the huts, Ms. Vincent," Jim
pretended to groan. Not the huts, he repeated fiercely to hinmself as he
left the room The huts were cold, and if the war | asted beyond the
wi nter of 1945 many nore people would die in those freezing barracks.
However, for Ms. Vincent perhaps he would go back to the ! huts...
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22 THE UNI VERSI TY OF LI FE ALL OVER THE CAMP t here sounded the scraping
of iron wheels. In the windows of the barrack huts, on the steps of the
dormtory blocks, the prisoners were sitting up, roused for a few

m nutes by the nmenory of food. Jimleft the foyer of G Block and found
M. Maxted still holding the wooden handl es of the food cart. Having
made the effort twenty mnutes earlier to lift the handl es, he had
exhausted his powers of decision. The former architect and entrepreneur,
who had represented so nuch that Ji mnost adm red about Shanghai, had
been sadly drained by his years in Lunghua. After arriving at the camp
Jim had been glad to find himthere, but by now he realized how nuch M.
Maxt ed had changed. Hi s eyes forever watched the cigarette butts thrown
down by the Japanese guards, but only Jimwas quick enough to retrieve
them Jimchafed at this, but he supported M. Maxted out of nostalgia
for his childhood dream of growi ng up one day to be like him The

St udebaker and the afternoon girls in the ganbling casinos had poorly
prepared M. Maxted for the world of the canp. As Jimtook the wooden
handl es he wondered how |l ong the architect would have stood on the
sewage- stai ned path. Perhaps all day, watched until he dropped by the
same group of British prisoners who sat on the steps w thout once
offering to help. Half-naked in their ragged cl ot hes,



Page 140

is it going to end? Anot her year, 1946. You tell me, you listen to

Basie's radio.” "I haven't heard the radio, M. Muxted," Ji manswered
truthfully. Basie was far too canny to adnmit a Britisher into the secret
circle of listeners. "I know the Japanese surrendered at Cki nawa. | hope
the war ends soon." "Not too soon, Jim Qur problens mght begin then
Are you still giving English lessons to Private Kinura?" "He isn't
interested in learning English,” Jimhad to admt. "I think the war's
really ended for Private Kinura." "WII| the war really end for you, Jin®
You'll see your nother and father again." "Well..." Jimpreferred not to

tal k about his parents, even with M. Maxted. The two of them had forned
a |l ong-standing partnership , though M. Maxted did little to help Jim
and rarely referred to his son Patrick or to their visits to the
Shanghai cl ubs and bars. M. Maxted was no | onger the dapper figure who
fell into sw nmng
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THE UNI VERSI TY OF LI FE 141 pools. What worried Jimwas that his nother
and father mght al so have changed. Soon after arriving in Lunghua he
heard that his parents were interned in a canp near Soochow, but the
Japanese refused to consider the notion of a transfer. They crossed the
parade ground and approached the canp kitchens behind the guardhouse.
Sonme twenty food carts and their teans were drawn up beside the serving
hatch, jostling together |ike a crowd of rickshaws and their coolies. As
Jimhad estimated, he and M. Maxted would take their place hal fway down
t he queue. Lateconers clattered along the cinder paths, watched by
hundreds of emaci ated prisoners. One day during the previous week there
had been no food, as a reprisal for a Superfortress raid that had

devast ated Tokyo, and the prisoners had continued to stare at the
kitchens until the late afternoon. The silence had unsettled Jim

rem ndi ng hi mof the beggars outside the houses in Amherst Avenue.

Wt hout thinking, he had renoved his shoes and hi dden them anong the
graves in the hospital cenetery. Jimand M. Muxted took their places in
t he queue. CQutside the guardhouse, a work party of British and Bel gi an
prisoners was strengthening the fence. Two of the prisoners unwound a
coil of barbed wire, which the others cut and nailed to the fencing
posts. Several of the Japanese soldiers were working shoulder to

shoul der with their prisoners, ragged uniforns barely distinguishable
fromthe faded khaki of the inmates. The object of this activity was a
group of thirty Chinese canped outside the gates. Destitute peasants and
villagers, soldiers fromthe puppet arm es and abandoned chil dren, they
sat in the open road, staring at the barbed-wire gates being

strengt hened agai nst them The first of these inpoverished peopl e had
appeared three nonths earlier. At night sone of the nore desperate woul d
clinmb through the wire, only to be caught by the internees' patrols.
Those who survived in the guardhouse till dawn we! re taken down to the
river by the Japanese and cl ubbed to death on the bank. As they noved
forward to the serving hatch, Jimwatched the Chinese. A though it was

summer, the peasants still wore their quilted winter clothes. Needl ess
to say, none of the Chinese was ever adnitted to Lunghua Canp, |et alone
fed. Yet still they cane, attracted to this one place in the desolate

| and where there was food. Wrryingly for Jim they stayed until they
died. M. Maxted was right when he said that with the conclusion of the
war the prisoners' real problens would not end, but begin.
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN Ji mworri ed about Dr. Ransone and Ms. Vincent, and
the rest of his fellow prisoners. How would they survive, w thout the
Japanese to | ook after then? Jimworried especially for M. WMxted,
whose tired repertory of jokes about the country club nmeant nothing in
the real world. But at least M. Maxted was trying to keep the canp
going, and it was the integrity of the canp on which they depended.
During 1943, when the war was still noving in Japan's favor, the
prisoners had worked together. The entertai nnent commttee, of which M.
Maxt ed had been chai rman, had organi zed a nightly programof |ectures
and concert parties. This had been the happiest year of Jims life.
Tired of his cranped cubicle and Ms. Vincent's nail- tapping al oof ness,
he spent every evening listening to | ectures on an endl ess variety of
topics: the construction of the pyramds, the history of the world
| and- speed record, the Iife of a district comm ssioner in Uganda (the
| ecturer, a retired Indian Arny officer, clainmed to have naned after
hinself a | ake the size of Wales, which amazed Jin), the infantry
weapons of the Great War, the nanagenent of the Shanghai Tramways
Conmpany and a score of others. Sitting in the front row of the assenbly
hal |, Jimdevoured these | ectures, many of which he attended two or
three tinmes. He helped to copy the parts for the Lunghua Pl ayers
productions of Macbeth and Twel fth Ni ght; he noved scenery for The
Pirates of Penzance and Trial by Jury. For nost of 1944 there was a canp
school run by the mssionaries, which Jimfound tedi ous by conparison
with the evening | ectures. But he deferred to Basie and Dr. Ransone.
Bot h agreed that he should never mss a class, if only, Jim suspected,
to give thenselves a break fromhis restless energy. But by the w nter
of 1944, all this had ended. After the American fighter attacks on
Lunghua Airfield and the first bonbing raids on the Shanghai dockyards,
t he Japanese enforced an evening curfew The supply of elec! tric cur
rent to the canp was switched off for good, and the prisoners retreated
to their bunks. The already-nodest food ration was cut to a single neal
each day. American submarines bl ockaded the Yangtze estuary, and the
huge Japanese armies in China began to fall back to the coast, barely
able to feed thensel ves. The prospect of their defeat, and the imri nent
assault on the Japanese hone islands, nmade Ji mnore and nore nervous. He
ate every scrap of food he could find, aware of the rising nunber of
deaths from beriberi and nmalaria. Jimadnmred the Mistangs and
Superfortresses , but sonetinmes he wi shed that the Anericans woul d
return
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at the head of the queue. M. Maxted had al ready served the Reverend and
Ms. Pearce, but Jimshoul dered aside their son. He held out his plate
and received a ladle of boiled wheat and a second sweet potato, which he
had pointed out to M. Maxted within nonments of |eaving the kitchens.
Returning to his bunk, Jimrelaxed for the first time. He drew the
curtain and |l ay back, the warmplate |ike a piece of the sun against his
chest. He felt drowsy, but at the same tinme |ight-headed with hunger. He
rallied hinself with, the thought that there might be an Anerican air
raid that afternoon-who did he want to wi n? The question was inportant.
Ji m cupped his hands over the sweet potato. He was al nost too hungry to
enjoy the gray pith, but he gazed at the photograph of the
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN man and woman out si de Bucki ngham Pal ace, hopi ng t hat
his parents, wherever they were, also had an extra potato. Wen the
Vincents returned with their rations, Jimsat up and fol ded back the
curtain so that he could examne their plates. He liked to watch Ms.
Vincent eating her neals. Keeping a close eye on her, Jimstudied the
cracked wheat. The starchy grains were white and swol | en,

i ndi stinguishable fromthe weevils that infested these warehouse
sweepings. In the early years of the canp everyone pushed the weevils to
one side, or flicked themthrough the nearest w ndow, but now Jim
carefully husbanded them O'ten there were nore than a hundred insects
in three rows around the rimof Jinms plate, though recently even their
nunber was in decline. "Eat the weevils," Dr. Ransone had told him and
Jimdid so, although everyone el se washed them away. But there was
protein in them a fact that M. Maxted seenmed to find depressi ng when
Jiminformed himof it. After counting the eighty-seven weevils-their
nunbers, Jimcalculated , were falling |less steeply than the ration-he
stirred theminto the cracked wheat, an animal foodstuff grown in
northern China, and swall owed the six spoonfuls. Gving hinself a

breat her, he waited for Ms. Vincent to begin her sweet potato. "Mist
you, JinP" M. Vincent asked. No taller than Jim the stockbroker and
fornmer amateur jockey sat on his bunk beside his ailing son. Wth his
black hair and lined yellow face |like a squeezed | enon, he rem nded Ji m
of Basie, but M. Vincent had never come to terns with Lunghua. "You'l
mss this canp when the war's over. | wonder how you'll take to schoo
in England.” "It mght be a bit strange,” Jimadnitted, finishing the

| ast of the weevils. He felt sensitive about his ragged clothes and his
determ ned efforts to stay alive. He wiped his plate clean with his
finger and renenbered a favorite phrase of Basie's. "All the sanme, M.
Vi ncent, the best teacher is the university of life." M rs. Vinc ent

| owered her spoon. "Jim could we finish our neal ? W've heard your

views on the university of life." "Right. But we should eat the weevils,
Ms. Vincent." "I know, Jim Dr. Ransone told you so." "He said we need
the protein.” "Dr.. Ransone is right. W should all eat the weevils."

Hoping to brighten the conversation, Jimasked: "Ms. Vincent, do you
believe in vitam ns?"
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THE UNI VERSI TY OF LIFE 145 Ms. Vincent stared at her plate. She spoke
with true despair. "Strange child..." The rebuff failed to bother Jim
Everyt hing about this distant wonan with her thinning blond hair
intrigued Jim although in many ways he di strusted her. Six nonths
earlier, when Dr. Ransone thought that Jimhad caught pneunonia, she had
done nothing to | ook after him and Dr. Ransonme was forced to cone in
every day and wash Jim hinself. Yet the previous evening she had hel ped
Jimwith his Latin homework, matter-of-factly pointing out the

di stinction between gerunds and gerundives. Jimwaited until she began
her sweet potato. After confirming that his own potato was the | argest
of the four in the room and deciding not to save any for the turtle
under his bunk, he broke the skin and swiftly devoured the warm pul p.
When the [ ast norsel had gone, he lay back and | owered the curtain.

Al one nowthe Vincents, although only a few feet fromhim mght well
have been on anot her planet- Jimassessed the jobs ahead of himthat

day. First, there was the second potato to be smuggled fromthe room
There were his Latin homework for Dr. Ransome, errands to be run for
Basie and Private Kimura , and then the afternoon air raid-all in all, a
full programuntil the evening curfew, when he would probably roamthe G
Bl ock corridors with his chess set, ready to take on all coners. The
Kennedy prinmer in hand, Jim stepped fromhis cubicle. The second potato
bul ged in his trouser pocket, but for several nonths the presence of

Ms. Vincent sonetimes gave himan unexpected erection, and he relied on
the confusion to nake his escape. H's spoon halfway to his nouth, M.
Vincent stared at the bulge with an expression of deep gloom His wfe
gazed in her level fashion at Jim who sidestepped quickly fromthe
room dad as always to be free of the Vincents, he skipped down the
corridor to the external door below the fire escape and vaul ted over the
children squatting on the step. As the ! warmair ruffled the ragged
strips of his shirt, he ran off into the fanmliar and reassuring world
of the canp.
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23 THE AIR RAID ON H'S WAY to the hospital, Jimpaused to do his
honmework at the ruined assenbly hall. Fromthe bal cony of the upper
circle he could not only keep an eye on the pheasant traps across the
wire, but also bring hinself up to date with any fresh activity at
Lunghua Airfield. The stairway to the circle was partly bl ocked by

pi eces of masonry that had fallen fromthe roof, but Jimsqueezed

hi nsel f through a narrow crevice worn snooth by the canp's children. He
clinbed the stairway and took his seat on the cenent step that formed
the first row of the bal cony. The Kennedy propped on his knees, Ji mmade
a leisurely neal of the second potato. Below him the proscenium arch of
t he assenbly hall had been bonbed into a heap of rubble and steel
girders, but the | andscape now exposed in nany ways resenbl ed a panorana
di spl ayed on a cinema screen: To the north were the apartnent houses of
the French Concession, their facades reflected in the flooded paddy
fields. To Jims right, the Wangpoo River enmerged fromthe Nantao
district of Shanghai and bent its i mense way across the abandoned | and.
In front of Jimwas Lunghua Airfield. The concrete runway noved

di agonal ly across its grassy table to the foot of the pagoda. Jimcould
see the barrels of the antiaircraft guns nounted on its ancient stone
decks, and the powerful landing lights and radi o antennae fixed to
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THE AIR RAID 147 the tiled roof. Bel ow the pagoda were the hangars and
engi neeri ng shops, each guarded by sandbag enpl acenents. A few elderly
reconnai ssance pl anes and converted bonbers sat on the concrete apron,
all that was left of the once-invincible air wing that had flown from
Lunghua. Around the edges of the field, in the deep grass by the
perinmeter road, |lay the weckage of what seenmed to Jimto be the entire
Japanese Air Force. Scores of rusting aircraft sat on their flattened
undercarriages anong the trees, or lay in the banks of nettles where
they had swerved after crash-landing with their injured crews. For
nont hs cri ppl ed Japanese aircraft had fallen fromthe sky onto the
graveyard of Lunghua Airfield, as if a titanic aerial battle were taking
pl ace far above the clouds. Already gangs of Chinese scrap deal ers were
at work anmong the derelict planes. Wth the tireless ability of the

Chi nese to transform one set of refuse into another, they stripped the
nmetal skins fromthe wings and retrieved the tires and fuel tanks.
Wthin days they would be on sale in Shanghai as roofing panels,

ci sterns and rubber-sol ed sandals. Wether this scavengi ng took pl ace
with the perm ssion of the Japanese base conmander, Jim could never

deci de. Every few hours a party of soldiers would ride out in a truck
and drive sone of the Chinese away. Jimwatched them running across the
fl ooded paddies to the west of the airfield as the Japanese hurled the
tires and netal plates fromthe sal vage carts. But the Chinese al ways
returned to their work, ignored by the antiaircraft gun crews in the
sandbag enpl acenents al ong the perineter road. Jimsucked his fingers,
drawi ng the last taste of the sweet potato fromhis scuffed nails. The
warnt h of the potato eased the nagging pain in his teeth. He watched the
Chi nese scavengers at work, tenpted to slip through the wire and join
them There were so many new nodel s of Japanese aircraft. Only four
hundred yards fromthe pheasant traps was the ! crashed hulk of a
Hayate, one of the powerful, high- altitude fighters that the Japanese
were sending up to destroy the Superfortress bonbers on the fire raids
over Tokyo. The |long grass between the canp and the southern edge of the
airfield was rarely patrolled. Jims practiced eye searched the dips and
gullies in the banks of nettles and wild sugarcane, foll ow ng the course
of a forgotten canal. A second gang of Chinese coolies was at work in
the center of the airfield, repairing the concrete runway. The nen
carried baskets of
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN stones fromthe trucks parked anong the bonb craters.
A steanroller noved to and fro, manned by a Japanese soldier. The sharp
whistle of its valve gear held Jimto his seat. The gang of coolies
rem nded himthat he too had once worked on the runway. During the past
three years, whenever he watched the Japanese aircraft take off from
Lunghua, Jimfelt an uneasy pride as their wheels |eft the concrete
surface. He and Basie and Dr. Ransone, along with those Chinese
prisoners being worked to death, had helped to |lay the runway that
carried the Zeros and Hayates into the air war against the Anericans.
Jimwas well aware that his comritnent to the Japanese Air Force stemed
fromthe still-fearful know edge that he had nearly given his life to
build the runway, |ike the Chinese soldiers buried in their untraceable
l[ime pit beneath the waving sugarcane. |If he had died, his bones and
those of Basie and Dr. Ransone woul d have borne the Japanese pilots
taking off from Lunghua to hurl thenselves at the Anmerican picket ships
around Iwo Jima and Ckinawa. |If the Japanese triunphed, that small part
of his mind that lay forever within the runway woul d be appeased. But if
they were defeated, all his fears would have been worth nothing. Jim
renenbered those pilots of the dusk who had ordered himfromthe work
gang. Wenever Ji mwatched the Japanese noving around their aircraft, he
t hought of the three young pilots with their ground crew who had wal ked
t hrough the evening light to inspect the runway. But for the English boy
wandering toward the parked aircraft, the Japanese woul d not even have
noticed the work gang. The fliers fascinated Jim far nore than Private
Kimura and his kendo arnor. Every day, as he sat on the bal cony of the
assenmbly hall or helped Dr. Ransone in the vegetabl e garden of the
hospital, he watched the pilots in their baggy flying suits, carrying
out the external checks before clinbing into the cockpits. Above all
Jimadmred the kam kaze pil! ots. In the past nonth nore than a dozen
special attack units had arrived at Lunghua Airfield, which they used as
their base for suicide missions against the Anerican carriers in the
East China Sea. Neither Private Kinura nor the other guards in the canp
paid the least attention to the suicide pilots, and Basie and the
American seanmen in E Block referred to them as "hashi-crashi es" or
"screwy- siders. " But Jimidentified hinmself with these kamni kaze pilots
and was al ways noved by the threadbare cerenonies that took place beside
the runway. The previous norning, as he worked in the hospital garden
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THE AIR RAID 149 he left his sewage pail and rats to the barbed-wire
fence in order to see them|leave. The three pilots in their white
headbands were little older than Jim wth childlike cheeks and bonel ess
noses. They stood by their planes in the hot sunlight, nervously
brushing the flies fromtheir nouths, faces pinched as the squad | eader
sal uted. Even when they cheered the Enperor, shouting hoarsely at the
audi ence of flies, none of the antiaircraft gunners noticed them and
Private Kinmura, striding across the tomato plots to call Jimfromthe
wire, seened baffled by his concern. Jimopened his Latin prinmer and
began the homework that Dr. Ransonme had set him the entire passive
tenses of the verb anp. Jimenjoyed Latin; in many ways its strict
formality and its famlies of nouns and verbs resenbl ed the science of
chem stry, his father's favorite subject. The Japanese had cl osed the
canp school, as a cunning reprisal against the parents, who were trapped
all day with their offspring, but Dr. Ransone still set Jima w de range
of tasks. There were poens to nenorize, sinultaneous equations to be

sol ved, general science (where, thanks to his father, Jimoften had a
surprise for Dr. Ransone) and French, which he | oathed. There seened a
remar kabl e anount of schoolwork, Jimreflected, bearing in mnd that the
war was about to end. But perhaps this was Dr. Ransone's way of keeping
hi m qui et for an hour each day. In a sense, too, the honmework hel ped Dr.
Ransonme to sustain the illusion that even in Lunghua Canp the val ues of
a vani shed Engl and still survived. M sguided though this was, Jimwas
keen to help Dr. Ransonme in any way. "Amatus sum anatus es, amatus
est..." As he recited the perfect tense, Jimnoticed that the Chinese
scavengers were running fromthe derelict aircraft. The work gang of
coolies had scattered, throwing their baskets of stones to the ground.
The Japanese soldier |eaped fromthe steanroller and ran bare-chested
toward the antiaircraft enplacenmen! ts, whos e guns were searching the
sky. Already a flicker of light cane from Lunghua pagoda, as if the
Japanese were setting off a devotional firecracker. The sound of this

| one machi ne gun crossed the airfield, soon drowned by the conpl ai ni ng
drone of an air-raid siren. The kl axon above the guardhouse in Lunghua
Canmp took up the call, a harsh rattle that drilled through Jims head.
Excited by the prospect of an air raid, Jimpeered at the sky through
the open roof of the assenbly hall. Al over the canp the internees were
runni ng al ong the cinder paths. The nen and wonen dozi ng
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN |i ke asyluminnates on the steps of the huts
scranbl ed through the doors; nothers | eaned from ground-fl oor w ndows
and lifted their children to safety. Wthin a mnute the canp was
deserted, leaving Jimto conduct the air raid alone fromthe bal cony of
the assenbly hall. Jimlistened keenly, already suspecting a false
alarm The air raids canme earlier each day as the Anericans noved their
bases forward across the Pacific and the Chi nese mainl and. The Japanese
were now so nervous that they junped at every cloud in the sky. A
tw n-engi ned transport plane flew across the paddy fields, its pilots
unaware of the panic below Jimreturned to his Latin prinmer. At that
nmonent an i nmense shadow crossed the assenbly hall and raced al ong the
ground toward the perineter fence. A tornado of noise filled the air,
from which energed a single-engined fighter with silver fusel age and the
stars- and-bars insignia of the U S. Air Force. Only thirty feet above
Jims head, the Mustang's wi ngs were broader than the assenbly hall. The
fusel age was stained with rust and oil, but its powerful engine had the
snooth drive of his father's Packard. The Mustang crossed the perineter
fence and hurtled along the concrete runway of the airfield, the height
of a man's head above the deck. In its wake a whirlw nd of |eaves and
dust boiled fromthe ground. Around the airfield the antiaircraft guns
turned toward the canp. The tiers of Lunghua pagoda crackled with |ight,
like the Christmas tree display outside the Sincere Conpany depart nment
store in Shanghai . Undeterred, the Miustang flew straight toward the
flak tower, the noise of its guns drowned in the blare of another
Must ang t hat swept across the paddy fields to the west of the canp. A
third plane came in behind it, so low that Ji mwas |ooking down at the
cockpit. He could see the pilots and the insignia on their fusel age
bl ackened by oil spraying fromthe engi ne exhausts. Two nore Mistangs
overflew the canp, and the wash fro! mtheir engines tore the corrugated
iron sheets fromthe roof of the barrack hut beside G Block. Half a nile
to the east, between Lunghua Canp and the river, a second w ng of
Anerican fighters swept in fromthe sea, so close to their own shadows
on the enpty paddy fields that they were hidden behind the |ines of
grave nmounds. They rose as they crossed the perineter of the airfield,
then dived again to fire at the Japanese aircraft parked beside the
hangars. Antiaircraft shells burst above the canp, their shadows pul sing
like
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searing flash above the assenbly hall, stunning the air. Dust cascaded
fromthe concrete roof and poured onto Jims shoulders. Waving his Latin
prinmer, Jimcounted the dozens of shell bursts. Did the Miustang pilots
realize that Basie and the Anerican nerchant seanen were inprisoned at
Lunghua Canp? Wenever they attacked the airfield, the fighter pilots
hid until the last nonment behind the three-story dormtory bl ocks, even
t hough this drew Japanese fire onto the canp and had killed several of
the prisoners. But Jimwas glad that the Miustangs were so close. H's
eyes feasted on every rivet in their fuselages, on the gun ports in
their wings, on the huge ventral radiators that Jimwas sure had been
put there for reasons of style alone. Jimadmred the Hayates and Zeros
of the Japanese, but the Mustang fighters were the Cadillacs of air
conbat. He was too breathless to shout to the pilots, but he waved his
primer at them as they soared past under the canopy of antiaircraft
shells. The first flights of attacking planes had swept across the
airfield. Cearly visible against the apartnent houses of the French
Concession, they flew toward Shanghai, ready to strafe the dockyards and
t he Nantao seapl ane base. But the antiaircraft batteries around the
runway were still firing into the air. Cat's cradles of tracer stitched
t he sky; threads of phosphorous knit and reknit thenselves. At their
center was the great pagoda of Lunghua, rising through the snoke that
lifted fromthe burning hangars, its guns throwi ng out an unbroken fl ak
ceiling. Jimhad never before seen an air attack of such a scale. A
second wave of Miustangs crossed the paddy fields between Lunghua Canp
and the river, followed by a squadron of two-engined fighter bonbers
Three hundred yards to the west of the canp one of the Mistangs dipped
its starboard wing toward the ground. Qut of control, it slid across the
air, and its wing tip sheared ! the enba nknment of a disused canal. The
pl ane cartwheel ed across the paddy fields and fell apart in the air. It
exploded in a curtain wall of flaning gasoline through which Jimcould
see the burning figure of the Anerican pilot still strapped to his seat.
Ri ding the incandescent debris of his aircraft, he tore through the
trees beyond the perineter of the canp, a fragment of the sun whose
light continued to flare across the surrounding fields. A second
crippled Mustang pulled away fromthe others inits flight. Trailing a
plume of oily snoke, it rose through the antiaircraft bursts and clinbed
into the sky. The pilot was trying to escape fromthe
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN airfield, but as his Mistang began to | ose hei ght he
rolled the craft onto its back and fell safely fromthe cockpit. His
parachute opened and he dropped steeply to the ground. His burning plane
righted itself, towed its black plunme in a wavering arc above the enpty
fields and then plunged into the river. The pilot hung alone in the
silent sky. Hi s conpani ons sped on toward Shanghai, their silver
fuselages lost in the sun-filled wi ndows of the French Concession. The
hanmeri ng noi se of their engi nes had gone, and the antiaircraft fire had
ceased. A second parachutist was com ng down anong the canals to the
west of the airfield. A stench of burned oil and engine coolant filled
the disturbed air. Al over the canp, miniature tornados of |eaves and
dead insects subsided and then whirled al ong the pat hways again as they
hunted for the slipstreans of the vani shed Mistangs. The two parachut es
fell toward the burial nounds. Already a squad of Japanese soldiers in a
truck with a steam ng radi ator sped along the perineter road, on their
way to kill the pilots. Jimw ped the dust fromhis Latin prinmer and
waited for the rifle shots. The halo of light that had energed fromthe
burning Mustang still lay over the creeks and paddies. For a few m nutes
t he sun had drawn nearer to the earth, as if to scorch the death from
its fields. Jimgrieved for these Anerican pilots, who died in the
tangl e of their harnesses, within sight of a Japanese corporal with a
Mauser and a single English boy hidden on the bal cony of this ruined
bui l ding. Yet their end rem nded Jimof his own, about which he had
thought in a clandestine way ever since his arrival at Lunghua. He
wel coned the air raids, the noise of the Mustangs as they swept over the
canmp, the snell of oil and cordite, the deaths of the pilots and even
the likelihood of his own death. Despite everything, he knew he was
worth nothing. He twisted his Latin primer, trenbling with a secret
hunger that the war would so eag! erly sat isfy.
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24 THE HOSPI TAL "Jour! Are you up there! Have you been hurt?" Dr.
Ransonme stood in the rubble on the floor of the assenbly hall, shouting
at the bal cony. He had been exhausted by the effort of running fromD

Bl ock, and his lungs rattled inside his chest. The years in Lunghua had
made himseemtaller, but his |arge bones were held together by little
nmore than a rigging of tendons. Above the rusty beard his one sound eye
had seen the top of Jims head, white with dust as if aged by the air
raid. "Jim | need you at the hospital. Sergeant Nagata says you can
stay with me for the roll call.” Jimroused hinself fromhis reverie.
Uncannily, the halo cast by the burning body of the Anerican pilot still
| ay over the enpty fields, but he decided not to nention this optical
illusion to Dr. Ransone. The all-clear siren wailed fromthe pagoda, a
signal repeated by the guardhouse klaxon. Jimleft the bal cony and
squeezed his way down the staircase. "lI'mhere, Dr. Ransonme. | think I
was nearly killed. Is anyone el se dead?" "Let's hope not." Dr. Ransone

| eaned agai nst the balustrade and fanned the dust fromhis beard with
his straw coolie hat. Although unsettled by the air raid, he watched Jim
in a weary but patient way. After the raids, when the Japanese guards
began to abuse the prisoners,
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN he was often short-tenpered with Jim as if he held
hi mresponsible. He ran his hand through Jim s hair, brushing away the
powder ed cenent, and examined his scalp for any signs of blood. "Jim we
agreed that you wouldn't go up there during the raids. The Japanese have
enough to contend with-they may think you're trying to signal to the

American pilots.” "I was, but they didn't see nme. The Miustangs are so
fast."” Jimliked Dr. Ransone and wanted to reassure himthat all was
well. "I've done ny Latin prep, Doctor." Surprisingly, Dr. Ransone was

not interested in whether Jimhad nenorized his verbs. He strode toward
the hospital, a cluster of banboo shacks that the prisoners, in a
realistic estimate of the canmp's nedical resources, had built next to
the cenmetery. The roll call had already begun, and the pathways were
deserted. Japanese guards barged through the barrack huts, breaking the
| ast panes of wi ndow glass with their rifle butts. This precaution had
been insisted on by M. Sekura, the canp commandant, to protect the
prisoners frombonb blast. In fact, it was a reprisal for the air raid,
as the prisoners would know to their cost that dusk when thousands of
anophel es nosquitoes rose at feeding tinme fromthe stagnant ponds around
the canp. On the steps of E Block, one of the all-nale dormtories,
Sergeant Nagata screanmed into the face of the block | eader, M. Ralston
the organist at the Metropole G nema in Shanghai. Behind the sergeant
three guards stood with fixed bayonets, as if they expected a pl at oon of
American marines to burst fromthe building. The hundreds of ragged
prisoners waited patiently. As the war noved through its cl osing year,

t he Japanese had becone unsettl ed and dangerous. "Dr. Ransone, what wll
happen if the Americans |and at Wosung ?" This port at the mouth of the
Yangtze controlled the river approach to Shanghai. Everyone in the canp
tal ked about Wbosung. "The Anmericans probably will [and at Wosung, Jim
I've always th! ought yo u should be at MacArthur's headquarters."” Dr.
Ransonme stopped to catch his breath. He forced the air into his bony
chest, staring at his reflection in the toe caps of Jimis shoes. "Try
not to think about it-you' ve so many, other things sw nmng about in

your head. The Anmericans may not |land there." "If they do, the Japanese
will fight." "Jim they' Il fight. As you' ve loyally maintained, the
Japanese are the bravest soldiers in the world." "Well..." Talk of

bravery enbarrassed Jim War had nothing to
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the shell back fromDr. Ransonme . He was now al nost as tall as the
physi cian and in many ways stronger-during the past three years, as Jim
grew, Dr. Ransone's |arge body had shrunk and wasted. Jimcould scarcely
believe his nmenories of the burly, sandy-haired nan with heavy thighs
and arns, twice the size of the Japanese soldiers. But during their
first two years in the canp Dr. Ransone had given too nuch of his own
food to Jim They entered the hospital, and Jimtook his place outside
the dispensary with Dr. Bowen, an ear, nose and throat specialist at
Shanghai General Hospital, and the four mssionary w dows who forned the
nursing staff. Wile they waited for Sergeant Nagata to conduct the rol
call Jimpeered into the adjacent wards, where the thirty patients |ay
on their bunks. After every air raid there were a few deaths, from shock
or exhaustion. The reminder that the war was nearly over seened to
encourage sone people to give up the ghost. However, for those still
keen to stay alive, a death was good news. For Jimit nmeant an old belt
or a pair of braces, a fountain pen, and once, mracul ously, a
wristwatch that he had worn for three days before handing it over with
everything el se to Basie. The Japanese had con-
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they wanted their prisoners to be without tinme. During the three days,
Jimhad neasured the tine it took to do everything. Mst of the patients
were suffering fromnalaria, dysentery and heart infections brought on
by malnutrition. The beriberi patients particularly unsettled Jim wth
their swollen | egs and waterl ogged |ungs, mnds so confused that they
t hought they were dying in England . In their last hours they were given
a special privilege, the hos pitals' one nosquito net, and lay in this
makeshi ft sepul cher before being consigned to the cenetery beside the
kitchen garden. As Sergeant Nagata approached the hospital, accomnpanied
by two soldiers, Jimglanced into the nen's ward. For days M.

Barracl ough, the secretary of the Shanghai Country C ub, had been about
to die, and Jimhad noticed his gold signet ring. It m ght not be gold-
not hing he offered to Basie ever was-but it would be worth sonmething .
Ji m had no conpunctions about stealing fromthe dead. The only patients
foolish enough to conme to the hospital were those without relatives or
friends willing to look after themin the huts or dormtory bl ocks.

Apart fromthe fact that it contained no nedicines -the small supply

al l ocated by the Japanese had been used in the first year-the hospital
rarely cured anyone. The Japanese, correctly assunmng that all those who
entered the hospital would soon be dead, imediately halved their food
ration. Even so, Jimthought, it could take a remarkable tine before Dr.
Ransone and Dr. Bowen pronounced themofficially dead. Jimknew that a

| arge nunber of the extra potatoes he had eaten were dead nen's rations.
Dr. Ransome worked hard for the sick, and Jimwas sorry that recently he
had seenmed to | ose hope. "They're here," Dr. Ransone called out. "Jim
stand to attention. Don't argue with Sergeant Nagata today. And don't
tell himabout the air raid.” Noticing that Jims eyes were fixed on the
signet! ring, h e turned his head to face Sergeant Nagata as he
clattered up the banmboo steps. Dr. Ransone di sapproved of the grave
robbery, though he was aware that Jimtraded the belt buckles and braces
for food. However, as Jimquietly reflected, Dr. Ransone had his own
sources of supply. Unlike nost of the prisoners in Lunghua, who had been
all oned to pack a suitcase before being interned, Dr. Ransonme had
entered the canp with nothing but his shirt, shorts and | eat her sandal s.
Yet his cubicle in D Block housed an inpressive inventory of

possessi ons-a com
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several records, a tennis racket, a rugby football and the shelf of

t ext books that had provided Jimwith his education. These, like all the
clothes that Jimhad worn in the canp and the nagnificent golf shoes
that instantly caught Sergeant Nagata's eye, Dr. Ransone had obtai ned
fromthe streamof patients who visited his D Bl ock cubicle each

eveni ng. Many had nothing to give, but the younger w ves al ways brought
a nmodest cunshawa gift-for whatever nysterious service Dr. Ransone
provi ded. Richard Pearce had even recogni zed that Ji mwas wearing one of
his old shirts, but too |late. Sergeant Nagata stopped in front of the
prisoners. The scale of the Anerican air raid had clearly shaken him

H s jaws clenched as he expressed a few drops of spittle onto his |ips.
The bristles around his nouth trenbled |ike mniature antennae picking
up an advance warning of the rage to come. He needed to work hinself up
into a fury, but the gleaning toe caps of Jims shoes distracted him

Li ke all the Japanese soldiers, the sergeant wore rotting boots through
which his big toes protruded like i mense thunbs. "Boy..." He paused in
front of Jimand tapped his head with the roll sheet, releasing a cloud
of white dust. He knew from Private Kinmura that Jimwas involved in
every illicit activity in the canp but had never been able to catch him
He waved away the dust and, with an effort, uttered the only two
consecutive words of English that the years in Lunghua had taught him
"Difficult boy..." Jimwaited for himto go on, fascinated by the
spittle on his lips. Perhaps Sergeant Nagata woul d appreciate a
firsthand account of the air raid? But the sergeant strode into the
men's ward, shouting in Japanese to the two doctors. He stared down at
the dying nen, in whom he had never shown the slightest interest, and
Jim had the sudden exhilarating notion that Dr. Ransone was hiding a
wounded Anerican pilot. He wanted to touch the ! pilot be fore the
Japanese killed him feel his helnet and flight suit, run his fingers
over the dust and oil on his goggles. "Jim Stop thinking!"™ Ms.
Philips, one of the nissionary w dows, caught himas he swayed forward,
al nost swooni ng before the inmage of this archangelic figure fallen anpong
the paddies. Jimstood to attention, pretending to be weak w th hunger
and trying to avoid the suspicious stare of the Japanese sentry at the
di spensary door. He waited for the roll call to end, reflecting on the
likely booty attached
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Anericans woul d be shot down in Lunghua Canp. Jimtried to decide which
of the ruined buildings woul d best conceal his body. Carefully eked out,
the kit and equi pnent could be bartered with Basie for extra sweet
potatoes for nonths to conme, and perhaps even a warm coat for the
winter. There would be sweet potatoes for Dr. Ransonme, whom Ji m was
determ ned to keep alive. He rocked on his heels and listened to an old
woman crying in the nearby ward. Through the w ndow was the pagoda at
Lunghua Airfield . Already the flak tower appeared in a new |ight. For
anot her hour Jimstood in line with the m ssionary wi dows, watched by
the sentry. Dr. Ransonme and Dr. Bowen had set off with Sergeant Nagata
to the commandant's office, perhaps to be interrogated . The guards
noved around the silent canmp with their roster boards, carrying out
repeated roll calls. The war was about to end, and yet the Japanese were
obsessed with knowi ng exactly how many prisoners they held. Jimclosed
his eyes to calmhis nind, but the sentry barked at him suspecting that
Jimwas about to play sone private gane of which Sergeant Nagata woul d
di sapprove. The nenory of the air raid excited Jim The Mistangs stil
streaked across the canp on their way to attack the flak tower. Jim
i magi ned hinself at the controls of one of the fighters, falling to
earth when his plane exploded, rising again as one of the childlike
kam kaze pil ots who cheered the Enperor before hurling their Zeros into
the Anerican carriers at Ckinawa. One day Ji mwoul d beconme a wounded
pilot, fallen anong the burial nobunds and arnored pagodas. Pieces of his
flying suit and parachute, perhaps even of his own body, would spread
across the paddy fields, feeding the prisoners behind their wire and the
Chinese starving at the gate.... "Jim" Ms. Philips hissed. "Practice
your Latin...." Forcing hinmself not to blink, to the irritation of the
Japanese sentry, Jimstared int! o the su nlight outside the dispensary
wi ndow. The silent | andscape seened to seethe with flames, the halo born
fromthe burning body of the Anerican pilot. The light touched the
rusting wire of the perinmeter fence and the dusty fronds of the wild
sugar cane, bl eached the wings of the derelict aircraft and the bones of
t he peasants in the burial nounds. Jimlonged for the next air raid,
dreaming of the violent light, barely able to breathe for the hunger
that Dr. Ransome had recogni zed but coul d never feed.
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25 THE CEMETERY GARDEN WHEN THE ROLL CALL ENDED, Jimrested on the
hospital steps. Dr. Ransone and Dr. Bowen returned fromthe commandant's
office and i nmedi ately shut thenselves in the dispensary with the four

m ssionary wi dows. Dr. Ransone seenmed as nervous as the Japanese. The
ol d scar below his eye was flushed with bl ood. Had Sergeant Nagata

sl apped himfor protesting at a further cut in the food ration? Hands in
pockets, Jim sauntered down the cinder track behind the hospital. He
surveyed the rows of tomatoes, beans and nelons in'the kitchen garden.
The nodest crop was neant to supplenent the patients ' mneager diet,

t hough nmany of the vegetables found their way to the Anerican seanmen in
E Block. Jimenjoyed his work with the plants. He knew each of them
personally and could tell at a glance if the children had stolen a
single tomato. Fortunately the long lines of graves in the adjacent
cenetery kept themaway. Apart fromits nutritional benefits, botany was
an intriguing subject. In the dispensary Dr. Ransone sliced and stained
the slivers of plant stens and roots, nmounted them under Dr. Bowen's

m croscope and made Ji mdraw the hundreds of cells and nutrient vessels.
Pl ant classification was an entire universe of words; every weed in the
canp had a nanme. Names surrounded everything; invisible encyclopedias
lay in every hedge and ditch
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trenches for a new crop of tomato plants. Between the garden and the
cenetery was a row of fifty-gallon drunms which he and Dr. Ransone had
buried in the ground, then filled with sewage fromthe overfl ow ng
septic tank in G Block. A party of prisoners in the block had decanted
nost of the sewage into one of the drai ned ponds, but Jimand Dr.
Ransonme made their own trips with bucket, rope and cart. As Dr. Ransone
said, there was no point in wasting anything that could keep them alive
for even a few days longer. The gl owi ng tomatoes and puffed-up mnel ons
proved himright. Jimnoved the wooden hatch fromone of the druns. He
wai ted for the thousands of flies to have the first share, then picked
up the banboo ladle with its wooden cup and began to pour the manure
into the shall ow trenches. He worked with the sl ow but neasured rhythm
of the Chinese peasants he had watched as they fertilized their crops
before the war. An hour later, when he had covered the nanure with a

| ayer of soil, Jimrested on one of the graves in the nearby cenetery.
Vari ous people were visiting the hospital: the block | eaders and their
deputies , a party of Americans fromE Bl ock, the senior Dutch and
Belgians . But Jimwas too tired to pester themfor news. It was
peaceful in the kitchen garden with its green walls of beans and tomato
plants. Oten Jimvisualized staying there forever, even after the war
had ended. He pushed this rustic fantasy to the back of his nmind and
listened to the drone of a Zero fighter warnmng up at the end of the
runway. A single kam kaze plane was about to take off, all that the
Japanese could nuster as a reprisal for the Anerican air raid. The young
pilot, barely older than Jim wore his cerenonial sashes, but the honor
guard consisted only of a corporal and a junior private. Both turned
away before the pilot had clinbed into his cockpit and wal ked back to
their repair work on the damaged hangars. J! imwatch ed the plane rise
shakily fromthe runway. It clinbed over the canp, engine |aboring under
t he wei ght of the bonb, banked toward the river and set course for the
open China Sea. Jimcupped his hands over his eyes and foll owed the

pl ane until it vani shed anbng the clouds. None of the Japanese at
Lunghua Airfield had given the aircraft the briefest glance. Fires were
still burning in the hangars by the pagoda, and a cloud of steamrose
fromthe bonbed engi neering sheds. Already, though,,the craters were
being filled by the work
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wer e scavengi ng the hul ks of the derelict planes. "Are you stil
interested in aeroplanes, JinP" Ms. Philips asked, as she and Ms.

G | mour energed fromthe hospital courtyard. "You'll have to join the
RAF" "I'mgoing to join the Japanese Air Force." "Ch? The Japanese?"”
The mi ssionary widows tittered, still unsure of Jims sense of hunor

and pushed their wooden cart. The iron wheels rang on the stony track,
shaki ng the body that the two wonmen were about to bury. Jim polished the
three tomat oes he had picked fromthe plants. None was |larger than a
mar bl e, but Basic would appreciate them Jimslipped theminto his shirt
pocket and watched Ms. Philips and Ms. G| nour digging the grave. Soon
exhausted, the two wonmen sat on the cart and rested beside the corpse.
Ji mwal ked over to them and took the spade from Ms. Philips' worn
hands. The body was that of M. Radik, the forner head chef at the
Cathay Hotel. Jimhad enjoyed his scholarly lectures on the Atlantic
liner Berengaria and was glad to repay his debt. He dug the soft soil

In one of their few acts of foresight, when they were still strong
enough to do so, the prisoners had part-excavated the narrow graves. But
the effort of renmoving a further spade's depth of danp soil was now too
much for the missionary wi dows. The dead were buried above ground, the

| oose soil heaped around them The heavy rains of the nonsoon nonths
softened the nounds so that they formed the outlines of the bodies
within them as if this snall cenetery beside the mlitary airfield was
doing its best to resurrect a few of the mllions who had died in the
war. Here and there an armor a foot protruded fromthe graves, the
linmbs of restless sleepers struggling beneath their brown quilts. Rats
had burrowed deep into the grave of Ms. Hug, the Dutch worman who had
arrived at Lunghua with Basic and Dr. Ransome, and the tunnels rem nded
Jimof the Magi not Line he had const! ructed b ehind the rockery at
Amher st Avenue for his arny of |lead soldiers. He dug away, deciding to
sink M. Radik well below the ground so that the chef would not becone
an instant neal for the rats. Ms. Glnmour and Ms. Philips sat on the
cart beside the corpse and watched without comrent. \Wenever he paused
to rest they treated himto two identical smles, as blanched as the
flowers in the patterns of their tattered cotton dresses.
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN "Jim Leave that and cone over! | need you here!" Dr.
Ransonme was shouting fromthe di spensary wi ndow. He had al ways disliked
Jimdigging the graves. Hundreds of flies buzzed around the cart and
settled on M. Radik's face. Wth the Berengaria in mnd, Jimcontinued
to spade the soil. "Jim the doctor's calling...."™ "Al right-it's
ready.” The wonen pulled M. Radik fromthe cart. Al though wearied by
the effort, they handled himw th the sane care they had shown when he
was alive. Was he still alive for these two Christian wi dows? Ji m had
al ways been inpressed by strong religious beliefs. H s nother and father
wer e agnostics, and Jimrespected devout Christians in the same way that
he respected people who were nenbers of the G af Zeppelin dub or
shopped at the Chi nese departnent stores, for their nastery of an exotic
foreign ritual. Besides, those who worked hardest for others, |like Ms.
Philips and Ms. Gl nmur and Dr. Ransone, often held beliefs that turned
out to be correct. "Ms. Philips," he asked as they settled M. Radik
into his grave, "when does the soul |eave the body? Before it's buried?"
"Yes, Jim" Ms. Philips knelt on the ground and began to scoop the
earth over M. Radik's face. "M. Radik's soul has already left.
Doctor's calling again. | hope you' ve done your Latin prep." "O
course." Jimreflected on this as he wal ked to the hospital. He often
wat ched the eyes of the patients as they died, trying to detect a flash
of light when the soul left. Once he had hel ped Dr. Ransone as he
massaged the naked chest of a young Bel gi an wonman wasted by dysentery.
Dr. Bowen had said that she was dead, but Dr. Ransone squeezed her heart
under, her ribs and suddenly her eyes swi veled and | ooked at Jim At
first Jimthought that her soul had returned to her, but she was still
dead. Ms. Philips and Ms. G | nour took her away and buried her an hour
|ater. Dr. Ransone explained that for a few seconds he had punped the
bl ood back into her brain. Ji! mentere d the dispensary and sat at the
netal table facing Dr. Ransone. He woul d have |iked to take up the
matter of M. Radik's soul, but the doctor was curiously reluctant to
di scuss religious topics with Jim although he hinmself went to the
church services on Sunday norning. The scar on his face was still
flushed with bl ood, and he was om nously busy with his tray of nelted
wax. Whenever he was tired, or annoyed with Jim Dr. Ransone woul d nelt
a few candles and i merse squares of old cloth in the hot liquid, then
hang t hem
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THE CEMETERY GARDEN 163 ip to cool. The previous wi nter he had nade
hundreds of these wax panels, which the prisoners had used to replace

t he broken wi ndowpanes . Al though the hours of work had hel ped to keep
out the freezing wi nds that swept down fromnorthern China, few of the
prisoners were grateful to Dr. Ransone. Still, as Ji mobserved, Dr.
Ransone was not interested in their gratitude. Jimdipped a finger in
the hot wax, but Dr. Ransone brusquely waved himaway. Cearly his
conversation with the canp commandant had upset hi mhe was preparing for
the winter as if trying to convince hinself that they would all be there
when it arrived. Taking off his shoes, Jimbegan to buff the toe caps.
After three years in clogs and cast-offs, he enjoyed inpressing everyone
wi th these expensive | eather brogues. "Jim it's adnmirable of you to

| ook so smart, but try not to polish themall the tinme." Dr. Ransomne
stared heavily at the wax squares. "They unsettle Sergeant Nagata." "I
like themto look bright.” "They're very bright. Even the American
pilots nmust have seen them They probably think we have a golf course
here and set their conpasses to your toe caps." "That nmeans |' m hel pi ng
the war effort?" "In a way..." Before Jimcould put on his shoes, Dr.
Ransonme held his ankle. Mdst of the sores on Jinis | egs were infected
and, given the poor diet, would never properly heal, but above the right
ankl e was an ulcer the size of a penny, engorged with pus. Dr. Ransone
noved the tray of nelted wax fromthe candl e-1anp. He boiled a spoonfu
of water in a netal pail, then drained and cleaned the ulcer with a
cotton swab. Jimsubmtted without protest. He had forned his only cl ose
bond in Lunghua with Dr. Ransome, though he knew that in many ways the
physi ci an di sapproved of him He resented Jimfor revealing an obvious
truth about the war, that people were only too able to adapt to it. At
ti mes he even suspected that Jimenjoyed Latin for the wong reasons.
The brother of a ganes ma! ster at an English boarding school (one of

t hose repressive institutions, so |ike Lunghua, for which Jimwas
apparently destined), he had been worki ng up-country w th Protestant

m ssionaries. Dr. Ransone was rather |ike a school prefect and head of
rugby, though Jimwas unsure how far this manner was cal cul ated. He had
noticed that Dr. Ransome coul d be remarkably devious when it suited him
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Ransonme opened the Latin primer. Al though distracted by the prisoners
who gat hered outside the huts and dormitory blocks, he stared hard at
the text. Hundreds of nen and their wives, many with their children,
were crossing the parade ground. He began to question Jim who conti nued
to polish his shoes under the table. " They were being |oved' ?"
“Amabantur. " "°I shall be loved ?" "Amabor. " "'You will have been
| oved' ?" "Amatus eris." "Right-1'Il set you an unseen. Ms. Vincent wl
hel p you with the vocabul ary. She doesn't mnd your asking?" "Not now. "
Jimreported her change of heart matter-of-factly. He guessed that Dr.
Ransonme had been useful with sonme special woman's problem "CGood. People
need to be encouraged. She nmay not be nmuch use with the trig." "l don't
need her to help ne." Jimenjoyed trigononmetry. Unlike Latin or algebra,
this branch of geonetry was directly involved in a subject close to his
heart-aerial warfare. "Dr. Ransome, the American bonbers that flew with
t he Mustangs were going at three hundred and twenty niles an hour-|
timed their shadows across the canp with ny heartbeat. If they want to
hit Lunghua Airfield, they have to drop their bonbs about a thousand

yards away." "Jim you're a war child. | inmagine the Japanese gunners
know that too. " Jimsat back, thinking this over. "They m ght not."
"Wll, we can't tell themor can we? That would be unfair to the

Anmerican pilots. As it is, the Japanese are shooting too many of them
down. " "But they're shooting them down over the airfield,” Jim
expl ai ned. "Then they've already dropped their bonbs. If they want to
stop themhitting the runway they should shoot them down nore than a

t housand yards away." The prospect excited Jimapplied to the Japanese
bases all over the Pacific area, this new tactic mght turn the war

agai nst the Anmericans and so save Lunghua Canp. Jimdrummed his fingers
on the table, imtating the way in which! he had played the white piano
in the enpty house in Anmherst Avenue.
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pressed Jims hands to the table, trying to calmhim He subnerged

anot her cotton square in the wax tray. "Perhaps we'll |eave the trig,
and I'll mark up sone al gebra. W want the war to end, Jim" "OF course,
Dr. Ransone." "Do you want the war to end, Jin" Dr. Ransone often
seermed doubtful about this. "Alot of the people here won't |ast nuch

| onger. You're keen to see your nother and father again?" "Yes, | am |
t hi nk about them every day." "Good. Do you renenber what they | ook
like?" "I do remenmber...." Jimhated lying to Dr. Ransone, but in a

sense he was thinking of the photograph of the unknown man and wonan he
had pinned to the wall of his cubicle. He had never divulged to Dr.
Ransonme that these were his surrogate parents. Jimknew that it was

i mportant to keep alive the menmory of his nother and father, but their
faces had become hazy. Dr. Ransone m ght not approve of the way in which
he was tricking himself. "I'mglad you renmenber them Jim They nmay have
changed." "I knowthey'll be hungry." "Mre than hungry, Jim Wen the
war does end, everything is going to be very uncertain.” "So we shoul d
stay in the canmp?" Jimliked the sound of this. Too nany of the
prisoners tal ked about |eaving the canp without any real idea of what
woul d happen to them "As long as we stay in Lunghua, the Japanese w ||

| ook after us." "lI'"'mnot sure that they will. W've becone an
enbarrassment to them They can't feed us any longer, Jim..." So this
was what Dr. Ransone had been | eading toward. Jimfelt a quiet tiredness
come over him His long hours spent hauling the buckets of sewage,

pl anti ng and watering the crops in the hospital garden, pulling the
ration cart with M. Maxted had been part of his attenpt to keep the
camp going. Yet, as he had known all along, the supply of food depended
on the whimof the Japanese. Hi s own feelings, his determnation to
survive, counted for nothing in the end. The activit! y nmeant no nore
than the novenent in the eyes of the Bel gian woman who had seened to

come back fromthe dead. "Is there going to be any nore food, Dr.
Ransonme?" "W hope sone will cone through. The Japanese can no | onger
feed thensel ves. The Anerican submarines..." Jimstared at the polished

toe caps of his shoes. He wanted his
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rallied hinself, trying to sumon his old will to survive. Deliberately
he thought of the curious pleasure the corpses in the hospital cenetery
gave him the guilty excitenents of being alive at all. He knew why Dr.
Ransone disliked himdigging the graves. Dr. Ransone narked the
exercises in the al gebra textbook and gave himtwo strips of rice-paper
bandage on which to solve the simultaneous equations. As he stood up
Dr. Ransone renoved the three tomatoes fromJims pocket. He laid them
on the table by the wax tray. "Did they cone fromthe hospital garden?"
"Yes." Jimgazed back frankly at Dr. Ransone. Recently he had begun to
see himwith a nore adult eye. The long years of inprisonnment , the
constant disputes with the Japanese had made this young physician seem
m ddl e-aged. Dr. Ransone was often unsure of hinself , as he was of
Jims theft. "I have to give Basie sonething whenever | see him" "I
know. It's a good thing that you're friends with Basie. He's a survivor,
t hough survivors can be dangerous. Wars exist for people |ike Basie."
Dr. Ransone placed the tomatoes in Jims hand. "I want you to eat them
Jim I'll get you sonething for Basie. " "Dr. Ransone. . . "Jimsearched
for some way of reassuring him "If we told Sergeant Nagata about the
t housand-yard range... the Japanese woul dn't shoot down any nore pl anes,
but they might give us sone food...." Dr. Ransone snmiled for the first
time. He unl ocked the nedicine cabinet and froma steel cash box he
renmoved two rubber condonms. "Jim you're a pragmatist. Gve these to
Basie, he'll have sonething for you. Now eat your tomatoes and go."
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26 THE LUNGHUA SOPHOMORES W' re the Lunghua Sophonores, W're the girls
every boy adores, C A C don't nean a thing to nme, For every Tuesday
evening we go on a spree.... As he crossed the parade ground toward E
Bl ock, Jim paused to watch the Lunghua Pl ayers rehearsing their next
concert party on the steps of Hut 6. The | eader of the troupe was M.
Wentwort h, the manager of the Cathay Bank, whose exaggerated and
theatrical manner fascinated Jim He enjoyed the amateur W' ve debates
and | ectures too, And concerts just for you.... The rehearsal was not a
success. The four chorus girls in their Pierrot costumes stood on the
makeshi ft stage of packing cases, trying to renenber the song. Upset by
the air raid, the wonen ignored
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hot sunlight, they rubbed their arnms to keep warm The audi ence of bored
i nt ernees wandered away, and Jimdecided to |eave the actors to it. The
Lunghua Pl ayers recruited their nenbers fromthe snootiest of the
English famlies, and there was somnethi ng absurd about their
hi gh-pi tched voi ces-as ,affected as the rugby match which Dr. Ransone,
in arare | apse fromconmon sense, had arranged the previous winter. The
teans of starving prisoners (husbands of the Lunghua Sophonores) had
tottered around the parade ground in a grotesque parody of a rugby gane,
too exhausted to pass the ball and jeered at by a crowd of fellow
prisoners excluded fromthe game because they had never |earned the
rul es. Ji mpassed the guardhouse, carrying out a quick survey of the
canmp. A group of prisoners had gathered by the gates, waiting for the
mlitary truck that brought the daily rations from Shanghai. No official
announcenent had been nade that the ration was to be cut, but the news
had al ready spread through the canp. Significantly, there were fewer
Chi nese beggars outside the gates. A dead peasant wonan |ay on the grass
verge, but the disbanded puppet soldiers and out-of-work rickshaw
cool i es had gone, |eaving behind a circle of squatting old nen and a few
wan-faced children. Jimentered E Bl ock, the nen's dormitory buil ding,
and clinbed the stairway to the third floor. Regardl ess of the weather
the British prisoners in E Block spent alnost all their tine in their
bunks. A few were too ill with malaria to nove and | ay stretched out on
straw mats soaked with sweat and urine. But others still strong enough
to wal k | ounged beside them exanining their hands for hours or staring
at the walls. The sight of so many adult nmen unwilling to cope with the
reality of the canp always puzzled Jim but he recovered as soon as he
reached the American dormtory. Jimliked the Americans and approved of
themin every way. Wenever h! e entere d this enclave of irony and good
hunor, his spirits rose. Jimsurveyed the naze of cubicles. The Britons
in EBlock lived in open dormitories, but each of the Anerican seanen
had constructed a snall cubicle fromwhatever materials he coul d
scavenge-t hreadbare sheets, wooden pl anks, straw mats and woven banboo.
Two of the former classroons were occupied by the Anerican merchant
seanen. The partition doors had been renmoved, and the high- ceilinged
chanber was filled by sone sixty nen, each in a nakeshift



Page 169

THE LUNGHUA SOPHOMORES 169 cubicle. Now and then a party of Anmericans
woul d energe from E Bl ock and play a rel axed gane of softball, but
usually they remained in their cubicles. There they lay on their bunks
and entertained a steady stream of adol escent girls, single British
wonen and even a few wives drawn to themfor reasons not very different
fromJdims. By sone nechanismthat Jimhad never understood, the sexual
activity seened to generate an endl ess supply of those itens that nopst
fascinated Jim This treasure had been brought into the canp by the
American sailors and now circul ated |i ke a second currency-com ¢ books
and copies of Life, Reader's Digest and Saturday Evening Post; novelty
pens, |ipsticks and powder conpacts; gaudy tiepins, cigarette lighters
and celluloid belts; fairground cufflinks and WIld West buckles -a

coll ection of geegaws that in Jims eyes had the style and nmagic of the
Mustang fighters. "Say, it's Shanghai Jim..." "Kid, Basic's nmad at

you. . .. "You want to play chess, son?" "Jim | need hot water and a
shave.” "Jim bring nme a | eft-handed screwdriver and a bucket of
steam..." "Wiy's Basic mad at Jin?" Ji mexchanged greetings with the

Aneri cans- Cohen, the softball w zard and chess fanatic; Tiptree, the

| arge, kindly stoker who was the com c-book king; Hi nton, yet another
cabin steward and phil osopher ; Dainty, the tel egraphi st and premer
cocksman of Lunghuaam abl e nen whose roles they played for Jinis benefit
and constantly teased. Wen they noticed him nost of themliked Jim
who in return, and out of respect for America, ran endl ess errands for
them Several of the cubicles were closed as the nerchant seanen
entertained their visitors, but the others had their curtains rai sed so
that the sailors could lie on their bunks and observe the passing world.
Two of the ol der seamen were wacked by malaria, but they nmade little
fuss about being ill. Al in all, Jimfelt, the Americans were the best
company, not as strange and challenging ! as the J apanese, but far
superior to the norose and conplicated British. Wiy was Basic angry with
hi n? Ji m st epped down the narrow corridor between the suspended sheets.
He coul d hear an Englishwoman from Hut 5 conpl ai ni ng about her husband,
and two Belgian girls who lived with their wi dowed father in G Bl ock

gi ggl ed over sonme object they were being shown. Basic's cubicle was in

t he northeast corner of the room wth two
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canp. As always he was sitting on his bunk, keeping an eye on the
Japanese sol di ers outside the guardhouse as he received the | atest
report from Demarest, his cubicle neighbor and chief henchnan. Hi s
| ong- sl eeved cotton shirt was faded but neatly creased-after Jim had
washed and dried the shirts, Basie would fold themin a conpl ex,
origam li ke package and slide them under his sleeping mat; from which
they enmerged with a departnent-store sharpness. Since Basie rarely noved
from his bunk, he seened even cooler and crisper in Jinms eyes than M.
Sekura, and in nost respects the years in Lunghua had been | ess of a
strain for Basie than for the Japanese commandant. Hi s hands and cheeks
were still soft and unworn, though with a pallor |ike that of an
unheal t hy woman. Mving around his cubicle, as if in his pantry on the
S.S. Aurora, he regarded Lunghua Canp in the same way that he had vi ewed
the world beyond it, a suite of cabins to be kept ready for a succession
of unwary passengers. "Cone in, kid. Stop breathing so nmuch, you're
maki ng Basie all hot." Denarest, a forner bar steward, spoke wi thout
nmoving his lips-either, as Jimbelieved, he had spent an earlier career
as a ventriloquist or, as M. Mxted nmaintai ned, he had passed | ong
terns in prison. "The boy's all right...." Basie beckoned Jimto sit
down as Denarest returned to his cubicle. "There just isn't enough air
for himin the whole of Lunghua. Isn't that it, JinP" Jimtried to
control his panting-not enough red cells, according to Dr. Ransone, but
often he and Basie neant the sane thing. "You're right, Basie. The
Mustangs took it all with them D d you see the air raid?" "I heard it,
Jim..." Basie glanced darkly at Jim as if holding himresponsible for
t he noi se. "Those Philippino pilots nust have gone to flight school at
Coney Island.” "Philippino?" Jimat |ast nmastered his lungs. "Were they
really Philippino pilots?" "Some of them Jim T! here are a coupl e of
Wi ngs operating with MacArthur's outfit. The rest are old Flying Tigers
based at Chungking . " Basi e nodded sagely, watching Jimto make sure he
appreci ated his superior savvy. "Chungking. " Jimwas agog. This was
the kind of information on which his nind feasted, even though he knew
that Basi e enbroidered the reports for his benefit. Sonewhere in the
canp was a



Page 171

THE LUNGHUA SOPHOMORES 171 conceal ed radi o which had never been

di scovered, not because it was well hidden but because the Japanese were
confused by the false tips given by prisoners eager to coll aborate.
Despite all his efforts, Jimhad been unable to track down the radio,
whi ch was inactive for |long periods. Then Basie would supply Jimwth
news bulletins of his own, describing a parallel war. Jimalways
pretended to be inpressed, though he could rarely separate runor from
outright fiction. It was an inportant way of keeping them cl ose
together. Also, there was Basie's interest in Jims expanding

vocabul ary. "You did your schoolwrk today, Jinf You |learned all your
words?" "I did, Basie. Alot of Latin words." Basie was intrigued by
Jims command of Latin, but easily bored, so he decided not to recite

t he whol e passive tense of anp. "And sone new English words. 'Pragmati st

,"" he suggested, which Basie greeted with gloom "and 'sur- , ,, vivor.
"''Survivor'?" Basie chuckled at this. "That's a useful word. Are you a.
survivor, JinP" "Well..." Dr. Ransone had not neant the termas a

compliment. Jimtried to renmenber another word of interest. Basie never
used the words but seened to store them away, keeping themin reserve
for a better day, as if preparing hinmself for alife of elaborate
formality. "lIs there any nore news, Basie? Wen are the Anmericans goi ng
to land at Whosung?" But Basi e was preoccupied. He rested his head
against the pillow and stared at the contents of the cubicle, as if
burdened by all his possessions. At first sight the cubicle seened to be
filled with old rags and wi cker baskets, but it actually contained a
conpl ete general store. There were al um num pots and pans, an assortnent
of wonen's slacks and bl ouses, a Mah-jongg set, several tennis rackets,
hal f a dozen unmat ched shoes and a king's ransom of old copies of
Reader's Di gest and Popul ar Mechanics. Al these had been obtained by
barter, though Ji mhad never understood what Basie gave in re! turn-lik
e Dr. Ransone, he had cone into the canmp with nothing. On the other

hand, it had occurred to Jimthat nuch of this equi prment was usel ess. No
one was strong enough to play tennis, the shoes were full of holes and
there was nothing to cook in the saucepans. The cabin steward, for all
his guile, was the same limted man whom Jim had first net at the Nantao
shi pyards, with the sanme clear but small view of the world. Basie's
talents expanded to fill only the nost nobdest possibilities of petty
thievery around him Jimworried about
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"Jobs, Jim" Basie announced. "You set out the traps? How far did you
go? Across the creek?" "Right across the creek, Basie. | went as far as
the old drill hall."” "Good. " "I didn't see any pheasants, Basie.
don't think there are any pheasants . It's too close to the airfield.”
"There are pheasants, Jim But we need to nove the traps to the Shangha
road." He peered shrewdly at Jim "Then we'll have to set up a decoy."
"W could set up a decoy, Basle." Jimguessed that there already was a
decoy-hinsel f. The whole enterprise of setting the traps had nothing to
do with catching pheasants. Perhaps one of the Anericans was planning to
vi sit Shanghai, and Ji mwas being used to test the escape route.
Alternatively, these bored sailors might be playing a gane, betting
among each other on how far Jimcould push the traps before being shot
by the Japanese sentry in the watchtower. Although they liked Jim they
were quite capable of ganbling with his life. That was American hunor of
a nost special kind. Jimswayed with fatigue, wishing he could lie
across the foot of the bunk. Basie was watching himin an expectant way.
From hi s wi ndow he woul d have seen Jimat work in the hospital garden
and he was waiting for a few beans or tonatoes. Basie always denanded
these tidbits, though he was generous in his own way. Wien Ji mwas
younger Basi e spent hours naking toys for himout of copper wire and
cotton reels, sewing exquisite fish flies that hung fromfree- floating
buoys. On Jims birthdays it was only Basie who gave hima present.
"Basie, | bought sonething for you...."Jimtook the two condons fromhis
pocket. Basie pulled a rusty biscuit tin frombel ow his bunk. As he
renoved the lid Jimsaw that the tin was packed with hundreds of the
prophyl actics, as the Anericans called them Once the original stock of
cigarettes was exhausted, these grubby rubbers forned Lunghua Canp's
main unit of currency. The nunmb! er in ci rculation had barely fallen in
three years, not because there was little sexual intercourse at Lunghua,
but for the reason that the contraceptives were too val uable as units of
exchange to be used for idle purposes. Playing poker, the American
sailors used stacks of the condons as chips. It was doubly ironic, as
Jim had heard Dr. Ransonme remark, that their
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all the prisoners in the canp were either inpotent or infertile. Basic
i nspected the condons, suspicious of their pristine condition. "Were
did you get these, JinP" "They're good ones, Basic. That's the best
type." "lIs that so?" Basic often accepted Jinis expertise in unlikely
areas. "Perhaps you were | ooking inside Dr. Ransone's nedi cal cabi net?"
"There weren't any tomatoes, Basic. The air raid spoiled them" "Those

Philippino pilots... Never mind. Tell ne about Dr. Ransome 's cabi net.
There were nedicines there, | imagine." "Basic, there were a | ot of
medi ci nes. |odine, Mercurochrone..." In fact, the cupboard was bare. Jim

tried to remenber the nedicine chest in his father's bathroom and the
strange nanes that summed up the nysterious world of the adult body.

" pessaries, linctus, suppositories. "Suppositories? Lie down,
Jim You're getting tired." Basic put an arm around Jins shoul ders.
Toget her they gazed through the wi ndow at the crowd of prisoners waiting

for the overdue ration truck from Shanghai. "Don't worry, Jim there'l
be plenty to eat soon. Forget all this talk about the Japs cutting our
rations." "They might do it, Basic. W're an enbarrassnment to them" "An

enbarrassment? Dr. Ransone is worrying you with all these words. Believe
me, Jim it's going to take nore than us to enbarrass the Japs." He
reached under his pillow and brought out a snall sweet potato. "You eat
this while | work out our jobs. When you've finished , I'll give you a
Reader's Di gest you can take back to G Block." "Say, thanks, Basic!" Jim
devoured the potato. He |iked Basic's cubicle. The abundance of objects,
even if they were usel ess, was reassuring, |like the abundance of words
around Dr. Ransone. The Latin vocabul ary and the al gebraic terns were
usel ess too, but they helped to make up a world. Basic's confidence in
the future encouraged him Sure enough, as he licked the last pith from
his fingers! , saving the skin for the evening, the mlitary truck
arrived from Shanghai with the prisoners' food ration
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27 THE EXECUTI ON TWD JAPANESE SOLDI ERS with fixed bayonets stood behi nd
the driving cabin of the truck, their thighs |ost anong the sacks of
pot at oes and cracked wheat. However, as he | eaned from Basie's w ndow,
Jimcould see that the ration had been hal ved. He was gl ad that sone
food had conme, but at the sanme tinme he felt alnpst disappointed . A
crowd of several hundred prisoners followed the truck toward the
kitchens, hands in the pockets of their ragged shorts, their clogs
clattering. How woul d they have behaved if the truck had been enpty?
None of the prisoners, not even Dr. Ransone, seened able to rally

t hensel ves for the last stages of the war. Jimal nost wel coned the
hunger, when he woul d see again the curious |ight the Mistangs had
brought with them ... Around himthe Anericans were |eaving their
cubi cl es and pressing agai nst the wi ndows. Demarest pointed to the
colums of snoke that. rose fromthe dockyard districts of northern
Shanghai . Al though they were nore than ten mles away, Jimcould hear a
hard runbl e across the deserted paddy fields, a forgotten thunder that
reverberated over the land |ong after the bonbs had expl oded. The sounds
drumred at the w ndows, a vague ultimatumto the listless prisoners of
Lunghua . Jimsearched the snoke clouds for any signs of Anerican
aircraft. None of the dozen serviceable Zeros at Lunghua Airfield had
taken off to intercept them



Page 175

THE EXECUTI ON 175 "B-29s, Basie?" "That's it, Jim Superfortress
bonbers, what we call a hemni sphere defense weapon. Al the way from
Guam" "From Guam Basic. . . " Jimwas inpressed by the thought of

t hese four-engi ned bonbers naking the |ong journey across the Pacific,
in order to attack the Shanghai dockyards where he had spent so many
happy hours pl ayi ng hi de-and-seek. The B-29s awed Jim The huge,
stream i ned bonbers sumred up all the power and grace of Anerica.
Usual ly the B-29s fl ew above the Japanese antiaircraft fire, but two
days earlier Jimhad seen a single Superfortress cross the paddy fields
to the west of the canp, only five hundred feet above the ground. Two of
its engines were on fire, but the sight of this i nmense bonber with its
hi gh, curving tail convinced Jimthat the Japanese had [ ost the war. Jim
had seen captured Anerican air crews who were held for a few hours in

t he Lunghua guardhouse. Wat inpressed himso nuch was that these
conpl ex machi nes were flown by nen such as Cohen and Tiptree and Dainty.
That was America. Jimthought intently about the B-29s. He wanted to
enbrace their silver fusel ages, caress the nacelles of their engines.
The Mustang was a beautiful plane, but the Superfortress belonged to a
di fferent order of beauty.... "Take it easy, kid." Basic put an arm
around his shaking chest. "They're a long way from Lunghua. You're going
to ness yourself." "I"'mall right, Basic. The war's nearly over, isn't
it?" "That's it. Not too soon for you, Jim Tell nme, did you ever see
the Hell Drivers in Shanghai ?" "Sure | did, Basic! | saw them crash
right through a burning wall!" "Ckay, then. Let's cal mdown and get on
with our jobs." For the next hour Jimwas busy with the tasks that Basic
had assigned him First, there was water to be collected fromthe pond
behi nd t he guardhouse. Wen he had carried the bucket back to E Bl ock,
Jimset about gathering fuel for the stove. Basic still insisted on

boi ling his drinking water, but the shortage! of fuel made this
difficult. After rounding up a few sticks and shreds of straw mats, Jim
searched the pathways around E Bl ock, hunting for fragnents of coke
enbedded in the cinder track. Even the cinders gave off a surprising
heat. Having lit his stove, Jimblew on the |azy flanes. He placed the
pi eces of coke at the neck of the clay venturi, where, as Dr. Ransome
had expl ained, the air noved nost swiftly. As soon as the drinking
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Jimnoticed the odd inflection in Basie's voice. "Up-country?" "Wll,

it's possible, Jim Mybe the Japs will nove people fromthe canps near
Shanghai ." "We'll be out of the war, then?" "Yes, you'll be out of the
war, all right...." Basie hid the sweet potato anbng the saucepans under

hi s bunk. He rummaged anong the shoes and tennis rackets and then
produced a copy of Reader's Digest. He flipped through the griny pages,
whi ch had been read a dozen tines by every resident of E Block. Layers
of greasy tape, stained with dried bl ood and pus, held the cover to the
t hreadbare spine. "Jim are you still reading the D gest? August '41, it
has sonme good things init...."
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Page 178

EMPI RE OF THE SUN A stream of colorless urine ran down his | egs and
trickled down the steps. He dropped the nmagazi ne, which Jimquickly
retrieved before the pages coul d be soaked. As Jim strai ghtened the
spine, he heard the air-raid siren sound fromthe guardhouse. After a
few seconds , before the prisoners could run for shelter, it stopped
abruptly. Everyone stared at the enpty sky, expecting the Miustangs to
roar in fromthe paddy fields. However, the siren blast signaled an
al together different display. Four Japanese soldiers, anmong them Private
Ki mura, enmerged fromthe guardhouse. They surrounded a Chinese coolie
who pul led a rickshaw which had brought one of their officers from
Shanghai . Still exhausted by the long run, the coolie plodded in his
straw sandal s across the bare earth of the parade ground. H s head was
| owered as he pulled at the shafts, and he tittered in the strained way
of frightened Chinese. The Japanese soldiers strode briskly on either
side of him None of themwas armed, but they carried wooden staves
whi ch they struck at the wheels of the rickshaw and at the shoul ders of
the coolie. Private Kinura wal ked behind the rickshaw and ki cked the
wooden seat, hurling the vehicle against the coolie's legs. At the
center of the parade ground Kinmura and anot her sol dier seized the
ri ckshaw and propelled it forward, pitching the coolie onto the ground.
The sol di ers began to saunter around the upended rickshaw. Private
Kimura kicked its wheels, shattering the spokes. The others stanped on
t he wooden handl es and snapped the shafts. Together they threw the
vehicle onto its back, scattering the cushions. The coolie knelt on the
ground, laughing to himself. In the silence Jimcould hear the strange
singsong that the Chinese made when they knew they were about to be
killed. Around the parade ground the hundreds of prisoners watched
wi t hout noving. Men and wonen sat in the nmakeshift deck chairs outside
t he barrack huts, or stood on the steps of the dormtory! blocks. The
Lunghua Pl ayers paused in their rehearsal. None of them spoke as the
Japanese soldiers strolled around the rickshaw, kicking its seats and
framework into matchwood . From the | ocker below the seat fell a bundle
of rags, atin pail, a cotton bag filled with rice and a Chi nese
newspaper, the entire worldly possessions of this illiterate coolie. He
sat anong the grains of rice scattered on the ground and began to sing
at a higher note, raising his face to the sky. Ji msnoothed the pages of
t he Reader's Di gest, wondering whet her
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have liked to | eave, but all around himthe prisoners were notionless as
t hey wat ched the parade ground. The Japanese turned their attention to
the coolie. Raising their staves, they each struck hima blow on the
head, then strolled away as if deep in thought. Breathlessly now, the
coolie sang to hinmself as the blood ran fromhis back and forned a pool
around his knees. The Japanese sol diers, Jimknew, would take ten

mnutes to kill the coolie. Al though they had been confused by the
bonbi ng and the prospect of the imrnent end of the war, they were now
calm The whol e display, like their |ack of weapons, was intended to

show the British prisoners that the Japanese despised them first for
bei ng prisoners, and then for not daring to nove an inch to save this
Chinese coolie. Jimrealized that the Japanese were right. None of the
British internees would raise a finger, even if every coolie in China
were beaten to death in front of them Jimlistened to the blows from
the staves and to the nuffled cries as the coolie choked on his bl ood.
Dr. Ransone woul d probably have tried to stop the Japanese. But Dr.
Ransonme was careful never to go near the parade ground. Ji mthought
about his algebra prep, part of which he had al ready done inside his
head. Ten m nutes later, when the Japanese returned to the guardhouse,

t he hundreds of prisoners noved away fromthe parade ground. The Lunghua
Pl ayers continued their rehearsal. Slipping the Reader's Digest inside
his shirt, Jimreturned to G Bl ock by another route. Later that evening,
when he had finished Basie's potato skin, Jimlay on his bunk and at

| ast opened the nagazine. There were no advertisements in the Reader's
Di gest, which was a shane, but Jimlooked at the reassuring picture of

t he Packard |inmousine pinned to the wall of his cubicle. He listened to
the Vincents talking in their |ow voices, and to the faint whoops of
their son's cough. On Jims retu! rn fromE Bl ock he had found the boy
playing on the floor with the turtle. There had been a brief
confrontati on between Jimand M. Vincent, who had tried to stop him
replacing the turtle in the wooden case under his bunk. But Jim had
stood his ground, confident that M. Vincent would not try to westle
with him Ms. Vincent watched w thout expression as her husband sat on
his bed, staring in his desperate way at Jims raised fists.
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28 AN ESCAPE "I S THE WAR over again, M. Mxted?" Al around Jim as he
waited by the kitchen doors, the prisoners were pushing aside the food
carts, shouting and pointing to the gates. The all-clear siren sounded
across the canp, the wail of a broken bird trying to hide fromthe
Areri can bonmbing. Arns on each other's shoul ders, the prisoners watched
t he Japanese sol diers | eaving the guardhouse. Each of the thirty nen
carried his rifle with fixed bayonet and a canvas panni er holding his
personal kit. Among the straw mats and kendo arnor there were two
basebal | bats, pairs of sneakers hung by their |laces and a portable

gr anophone, all obtained fromthe prisoners in return for cigarettes,
food and news of relations in other canps. "It looks as if your little
friends are leaving, Jim" M. Maxted ran his griny fingers between his
ribs, hunting for |oose shreds of skin. He squinted at themin the
August sun, as if concerned that he was m slaying pieces of hinself
around the canp. "I'll keep your place for you if you want to wave to
Private Kirmura." "He knows ny address, M. Maxted. | don't like saying
goodbye . They'll probably cone back this afternoon when they find there
isn't anywhere to go." Unwilling to risk his place at the head of the
kit chen queue, where he and M. Maxted had waited since dawn, Jim
clinmbed onto the
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wat ched the Japanese file through the gates of the canp. They lined up
along the road, their backs to the fire-gutted fusel age of a Japanese
aircraft that lay in the paddy field a hundred yards away. The

tw n-engined aircraft had been shot down two days earlier as it took off
from Lunghua Airfield, torn apart by the machi ne guns of the Lightning
fighters that rose without warning fromthe deserted countryside. As he
bal anced on the netal cart, Jimcould see Private Kinura peering
uneasily at the eastern horizon, fromwhich the fearsone Anerican pl anes
energed |ike pieces of the sun. Even in the warm August light, Kinura's
face had the toneless texture of cold wax. He licked his fingers and

wi ped his cheeks with the spittle, nervous of |eaving the secure world
of Lunghua Canp. In front of himthe group of Chinese peasants sat on
the grass verge. They stared at the gates, which had rejected themfor
so many nonths and were now unguarded . Jimwas sure that these starving
Chinese, in their universe of death, were unable to grasp the neaning of
an open gate. Jimgazed at the untended space between the posts. He too
found it difficult to accept that he would soon be able to wal k through
the gates to freedom The soldier in the watchtower nade his way down
the | adder to the guardhouse roof, his |ight machine gun clipped to the
webbi ng across his shoul ders. Sergeant Nagata energed fromthe
guardhouse and joined his men outside the canp. Since the disappearance
of the conmandant in the confusion of the previous week, the sergeant
had been the senior Japanese officer in the canp. "M . Maxted, Sergeant
Nagata i s goi ng-the war has ended!" "Ended again, JinP |I don't think we
can stand it...." During the past week, when runors of the war's end had
swept the canp every hour, M. Maxted had found Jimis high spirits nore
and nore tiresonme. As he ran on his errands down the pathways, Jim
shouted at any passersby! , waved to the prisoners resting outside the
barrack huts, excitedly junped anmong the graves in the hospital cenmetery
when the Anerican aircraft flew overhead, all part of his attenpt to
cover the insecurities of the coming world beyond the canp. Dr. Ransone
had twi ce slapped him Yet now that the war was over, he felt
surprisingly calm Soon he would be seeing his nother and father,
returning to the house in Anherst Avenue, to that forgotten real m of
servants and Packards and polished parquet. At the same tine, Jim
reflected that the prisoners ought to celebrate, throwtheir clogs in
the air, seize the air-raid
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pl anes. But too many of themwere like M. Maxted, staring silently at
t he Japanese. They seened glum and wary, the nen al nost naked in their
ragged shorts, the wonen in faded sunsuits and patched cotton frocks,
their malarial eyes unable to face the glare of freedom Exposed to the
light that seemed to flood into the canp through the open gates, their
bodi es were even darker and nore wasted, and for the first tine they
| ooked as if they were guilty of a crine. Runor and confusion had
exhausted everyone in Lunghua. During July the Anerican air attacks had
beconme al nost continuous. Waves of Mustangs and Lightnings flewin from
the air bases on kinawa, strafing the airfields around Shanghai,
attacki ng the Japanese forces concentrated at the nouth of the Yangtze.
From t he bal cony of the ruined assenbly hall Jimw tnessed the
destruction of the Japanese military nmachine as if he were watching an
epic war filmfromthe circle of the Cathay Theater. The apartnment
houses of the French Concessi on were hidden by hundreds of snoke col ums
that rose from burning trucks and anmuniti on wagons. Fearful of the

Must angs , the Japanese convoys noved only after dusk, . and the sound
of their engines kept everyone awake night after night. Sergeant Na-
gata and his guards had given up any attenpt to patrol the canp's
perineter for fear of being shot by the mlitary police supervising the
convoys. By the end of July alnost all Japanese resistance to the
Arreri can bonbers had ceased. A single antiaircraft gun nounted on the
upper deck of Lunghua Pagoda continued to fire at the incomng aircraft,
but the batteries around the runway had been withdrawn to defend the
Shanghai dockyards. In these |ast days of the war Jimspent hours at the
assenbly hall, waiting for the high-flying Superfortresses in whose
silver wings and fusel ages he had i nvested so nuch of his inmagination
Unli ke the Mustangs and Lightnings, which skimed! |like ra cing cars
across the paddy fields, the B-29s woul d appear wi thout warning in the
sky above his head, as if sumobned by Jins starving brain. Their
rol ling thunder advanced across the land fromthe dockyards of Nantao. A
Japanese troopship | eaned agai nst the nud flats, bonbed agai n and again
until Jimcould see daylight through its superstructure. Throughout al
this, the concrete runway at Lunghua Airfield renmained intact. By a
heroic effort, the Japanese engineers continued to fill in the craters
after each raid, as if expecting a fleet of rescue



Page 183

AN ESCAPE 183 aircraft to arrive fromthe Hone |Islands. The whiteness of
the runway excited Jim its sun-bleached surface mxed with the

cal ci nated bones of the dead Chinese, and even perhaps with his own
bones in a death that m ght have been. Inpatiently he waited for the
Japanese to nake their last stand. This confusion of loyalties, the fear
of what woul d happen to them once the Japanese were defeated, affected
everyone in the canp. Oten there were cheers fromthe |ight-headed
prisoners squatting outside the barrack huts as a stricken B-29 dropped
out of its formation. Dr. Ransone had been correct to predict that the
food supply to Lunghua woul d soon end. Once a week a single truck
arrived from Shanghai with a few bags of fernenting potatoes and the
godown sweepings of animal feed filled with weevils and rat droppings.

Fi ghts broke out anmong the prisoners queuing for their small ration
Irritated by the sight of Jimwaiting all day by the kitchen doors, a
group of Britons from E Bl ock pushed hi m asi de and overturned his iron
cart. Fromthen on, Jimrecruited the help of M. Mxted, nagging the
architect until he clanbered from his bunk. Through the | ast week of
July they watched the Shanghai road together, hoping that the ration
truck had not been attacked by a |l owflying Miustang. During these hungry
days Ji mdiscovered that nost of the prisoners in G Bl ock had been
quietly stockpiling a small reserve of potatoes, and that he and M.

Maxt ed, who had volunteered. to collect the daily ration, were anong the
few not to have pl anned ahead. Jimsat on his bunk, enpty plate in hand,
and wat ched the Vincents share a rancid potato. They nibbled at the pith
with their yellowing teeth. At last Ms. Vincent gave hima small piece
of skin. Was she afraid that Jimwould attack her husband? Fortunately,
Jimwas fed fromthe nodest reserve that Dr. Ransone had accunul at ed
fromhis dying patients. But by August 1 even these supplies had cone to
an end. Jimand M. Maxted roam ed the ¢ anp with their cart, as if
hopi ng that a consignment of rice or cracked wheat might materialize
under the legs of the watertower or anong the graves in the cenetery.
Once M. Maxted caught Jimlooking at the wist bones of Ms. Hug that
had energed from her grave, as white as the runway at Lunghua Airfield.
For Jim a curious vacuum encl osed the canp. Tine had ceased to exist at
Lunghua, and nany of the prisoners were convinced that the
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that the Russians had entered the war agai nst Japan, Sergeant Nagata and
his soldiers withdrew to the guardhouse and no | onger patrolled the
fence, abandoning the canp to its inmates. Parties of British prisoners
st epped through the wire and wandered around the nearby paddy fiel ds.
Parents stood with their children on the burial nounds, pointing to the
wat cht ower and the dormtory blocks as if seeing the canp for the first
time. One group of men led by M. Tulloch, the senior nechanic at the
Packard agency in Shanghai, set off across the fields, intending to walk
to Shanghai. O hers gathered around the guardhouse, jeering at the
Japanese sol diers who watched fromtheir w ndows. Throughout the day Jim
was confused by the apparent coll apse of order within the canp. He was

unwilling to believe that the war was over. He clinbed through the fence
and spent a few mnutes with the pheasant traps, then returned to the
canp and sat alone on the bal cony of the assenbly hall. At last rallying

hi nsel f, he went in search of Basie. But the Anerican sailors no | onger
received their lady callers and had barricaded the doors of the
dormtory. Fromhis wi ndow Basie called to Jim cautioning himnot to

| eave the canp. Sure enough, the war's end proved to be short-lived. At
dusk a notorized colum of Japanese troops passed the canp on its way to
Hangchow. The military police returned to the guardhouse the six Britons
who had tried to walk to Shanghai. Severely beaten, they |ay unconscious
for three hours on the guardhouse steps. Wen Sergeant Nagata al |l owed
themto be carried to their bunks, they described the confused terrain
to the south and west of Shanghai, the thousands of desperate peasants
driven back to the city with the retreati ng Japanese, the gangs of
bandits and starving soldiers fromthe puppet armes left to fend for

t hensel ves. Despite these dangers, the very next day Basie, Cohen and
Denmar est escape! d from L unghua. The prisoners pressed forward to the
enpty guardhouse, their clogs clacking on the cinder path. Buffeted by

t he al nost naked nmen, Jimheld tight to the handles of the iron cart.
The ot her prisoners had abandoned their carts, but Jimwas determ ned
not to be caught out if the ration truck arrived. He had not eaten since
the previous afternoon . Although the inmates were about to seize
control of the guardhouse , he could think of nothing except food.
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calling through the wire to the line of Japanese soldiers in the road.
Wi ghed down by their rifles and bedding rolls, they fretted in the
August sunlight. Private Kinmura gazed uneagerly at the desol ate paddy
fields, as if wishing he were back in the secure world of the canp.

Fl ecks of spittle brightened the dust around the soldiers' ragged boots.
Venting the anger of years on their fornmer guards, the wonen spat

t hrough the wire, shouting and jeering. A Bel gian wonan began to scream
in Japanese, tearing pieces of faded cloth fromthe sleeve of her cotton
dress and hurling themat the feet of the soldiers. Jimclung to his
cart, jerking the handl es when M. Maxted wearily tried to sit on the
wooden shaft. He felt detached fromthe spitting wonen and their excited
husbands. \Were was Basi e? Wiy had he escaped? Despite the runors that
the war had ended, it surprised Jimthat Basie should | eave Lunghua and
expose hinmself to all the hazards of the countryside. The cabin steward
was too cautious, never the first to try anything new or ganble away his
nodest security. Jimguessed that he had heard sonme warni ng nessage on
the secret radi o. He had abandoned his cubicle filled with the

har d- earned treasure of years, the shoes and tennis rackets and hundreds
of condons. Jimrenenbered that Basie had tal ked about the inmates of

t he canps near Shanghai bei ng noved up-country. Was he warni ng Ji mthat
it was tinme to | eave before the Japanese ran anpk as they had done in
Nanki ng in 1937? The Japanese always killed their prisoners before they
made their | ast stands. But Basi e had been wong; at that noment he was
probably lying dead in a ditch after being nurdered by bandits.

Headl anps flared al ong the Shanghai road. Wping their chins, the wonen
stepped back fromthe wire. Necklaces of spit lay on their breasts. A
Japanese staff car was approaching, followed by a convoy of mlitary
trucks, each packed with arm ed soldi ers. One of the trucks had

al ready stopped, and a platoon of soldiers junped down into the road and
then ran across the drai ned paddy field beside the western perineter of
the canp. Bayonets fixed, they took up their positions facing the wre.
Silent now, the hundreds of prisoners turned to watch them A second

pl atoon of air force police was wadi ng across the canal that separated
Lunghua Airfield fromthe canp. To the east, the |ong bend of the
Whangpoo River conpleted the circle with its naze of creeks and
irrigation ditches.
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we'll find Dr. Ransonme." "ls the ration truck comi ng?" Jimpushed M.
Maxt ed away, tired of having to support this ailing figure. "Later, Jim
Perhaps it will conme later." "I don't think the ration truck will cone."

As the line of Japanese soldiers forced the prisoners across the parade
ground, Ji mwatched the guards patrolling the wire. Seeing the Japanese
again had restored his confidence. The prospect of being killed excited
him after the uncertainties of the past week he wel coned any end. For a
few |l ast nonents, like the rickshaw coolie who had sung to hinsel f, they
woul d be fully aware of their own mnds. \Watever happened, he would
survive. He thought of Ms. Philips and Ms. G lnour and their

di scussi on of the exact nmonment at which the soul left the body of the
dying. His soul had already |eft and no | onger needed his thin bones and
open sores in order to endure. He was dead, as were M. Maxted and Dr.
Ransonme. Everyone in Lunghua was dead. It was absurd that they had
failed to grasp this. They stood on the grass verge behind the throng of
prisoners who now filled the parade ground. Jimbegan to titter,
relieved that he understood the real nmeaning of the war. "They don't
need to kill us, M. Maxted...." "OF course they don't, Jim" "M.

Maxt ed, they don't need to because-" "Jim" M. Muxted cuffed Jim then
pressed the boy's head to his enmaciated chest. "Renenber you're
British."
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calmred hinmself , then wornmed his shoul ders from M. Mxted' s enbrace.
The nmonment of hunor had passed, but the insight into their true
situation, and his sense of being apart from hinsel f, remained.
Concerned for M. Maxted, who was dribbling an oily phlegmonto the
ground between his bare feet, Jimput an arm around his bony hips. He
felt sorry for the forner architect, renenbering their Studebaker jaunts
around t he Shanghai ni ghtclubs, and sad that he should have been so
denoralized that all he could do to reassure Jimwas to rem nd himthat
he was British. Qutside the guardhouse, where the commander of the
gendarnerie unit had established hinself, the four block | eaders were
talking to a Japanese sergeant. A wan-faced Dr. Ransone, coolie hat in
hand, his shoul ders stooped in his cotton shirt, stood beside them Ms.
Pearce entered t he guardhouse, snoothing her hair and cheeks, already
giving orders to a soldier in her rapid Japanese. The prisoners at the
front of the crowd turned and ran across the parade ground, shouting to

the others. "One suitcase! Everyone back here in an hour!" "W're
| eaving for Nantao!" "Everybody out! Line up by the gates!" "They're
hol di ng our rations at Nantao!" "One suitcase!" Already the nissionary

coupl es were standing on the steps of G Block, bags in hand, as if they
had sonehow sensed the coning nove. Watching them Jimreassured hinself
that the canp was only being noved, not closed. "Conme on, M.

Maxt ed-we' re goi ng back to Shanghai!" He hel ped the weakened man to his
feet and steered himthrough the hundreds of running prisoners. Wen Jim
reached his room he found that Ms. Vincent was al ready packed. As her
son slept in his bunk, she stood by the w ndow, watching her husband
return fromthe parade ground. Jimcould see that she had begun to shed
all nmenories of the canp. "W're leaving, Ms. Vincent. W' re going to
Nantao." "Then you'll have to pack." She was W aiting f or himto go so
that she could be alone in the roomfor a fewlast mnutes. "Right. 1've
been to Nantao, Ms. Vincent."
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EMPIRE OF THE SUN "So have |. | can't inmagi ne why the Japanese shoul d
want us to go again. "Qur rations are in a godown there." Jimwas
al ready debating whether to carry Ms. Vincent's suitcase. New alliances
needed to be forged, and Ms. Vincent's slimbut strong-hi pped body
m ght well have nore stamna than M. Maxted's. As for Dr. Ransone, he
woul d be busy with his patients, nost of whom would soon start dying.
Jimhad steered clear of Dr. Ransone, aware that he was too tired to dig

any nmore graves. "I'll be seeing ny parents soon, Ms. Vincent." "I'm
glad.” Wth the mldest irony, she asked: "Do you think they'll give ne
a reward?" Enbarrassed, Jimlowered his head. During his illness he had

m stakenly tried to bribe Ms. Vincent with the prom se of a reward, but
it intrigued himthat she could see the hunor in her refusal to raise a
finger to help him Jimhesitated before | eaving the room He had spent

nearly three years with Ms. Vincent and found hinself still |iking her.
Ms. Vincent was one of the few people in Lunghua Canp who appreci ated
the hunmor of it all. Trying to match her, he said: "A reward? Ms.

Vi ncent, renenber you're British."
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29 THE MARCH TO NANTAO LI KE THE M GRATI ON of a shabby country carnival
the march from Lunghua Canp to the dockyards at Nantao began two hours

| ater. Exhausted by the long wait even before they had started, Jim

wat ched the prisoners assenble fromhis place at the head of the col um.
Under the bored gaze of the Japanese gendarnerie, the internees stepped
cautiously through the gates, the nen | oaded with suitcases and
bedrolls, the wonen with bundl es of ragged cl othes wapped in straw
panni ers. Fathers carried sick infants on their backs, while nothers
steered the smaller children by the hand. As he stood behind the
Japanese staff car that was to |l ead the march, Jimwas surprised by the
sight of so many possessions, which had remai ned under the bunks

t hroughout the years at Lunghua. Recreation had clearly cone high on the
prisoners' list of priorities while they packed their suitcases before
bei ng i nterned. Having spent the years of peace on the tennis courts and
cricket fields of the Far East, they confidently expected to pass the
years of war in the same way. Dozens of tennis rackets hung fromthe

sui tcase handles; there were cricket bats and fishing rods, and even a
set of golf clubs tied to the bundles of Pierrot costunes carried by M.
and Ms. Wentworth . Ragged and undernouri shed, the prisoners shuffled
al ong the road on their wooden clogs and forned thenselves into a
processi on sonme three hundred yards in length. Already the effort of
carrying
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN t he baggage had begun to tell, and one of the Chinese
peasant wonen seated outside the gates now clutched a white tennis
racket. Loungi ng against their vehicles, the soldiers and NCOs of the
gendarneri e watched wi thout comment. Well fed and well equi pped, these
security troops so feared by the Chinese were the strongest nmen whom Jim
had seen during the war. Yet for once they seened curiously unhurri ed.
They snoked their cigarettes in the hot sunlight, gazed at the few
Anmeri can reconnai ssance planes and nmade no attenpt to abuse the
prisoners or urge them along. Two of the trucks drove through the gates
and made a circuit of the canp, collecting the patients fromthe
hospital and those prisoners in the dormtory bl ocks who were too sick
to nove. Jimsat on his wooden case, trying to adjust his nmind and eye
to the open perspectives of the world outside the canp. The act of
wal ki ng wi t hout chall enge through the gates had been an eerie experience
, and Ji m had been unnerved enough to slip back into the canp on the
pretext of tying his shoel aces. Reassuring hinself, he patted the wooden
case containing his possessions-the Latin prinmer, his school blazer, the
Packard advertisenent and the small newspaper photograph. Now that he
was about to see his real nother and father he had thought of tearing up
the picture of the unknown coupl e outsi de Bucki ngham Pal ace, his
surrogate parents for so many years. At the |ast nonent, as a
precautionary neasure, he had slipped the photograph into his box. Jim
listened to the crying of the exhausted children. Al ready people were
sitting down in the road, trying to shield their faces fromthe swarm of
flies that had vacated the canp and noved toward the sweating bodi es on
the other side of the wire. Jimlooked back at Lunghua. The terrain of
paddy fields and canals around the canp, and the road of return to
Shanghai, whi ch had been so real when observed through the fence, now
seenmed lurid and overlit, part of a |andscap! e of hal lucination. Jim
cl enched his aching teeth, deciding to turn his back on the canp. He
rem nded hinself of their food supplies in the godown at Nantao. It was
important to remain at the head of the procession and, if possible, to
ingratiate hinmself with the two Japanese soldiers beside the staff car.
Ji mwas pondering this when an al nost naked figure in ragged shorts and
a pair of wooden clogs shuffled up to him "Jim.. | thought I'd find
you here." M. Mxted raised his sall ow



Page 191

THE MARCH TO NANTAO 191 face to the sun. A fine malarial sweat covered
hi s cheeks and forehead. He rubbed the dirt fromthe open spaces between
his ribs, as if to expose the waxy skin to the healing light. "So this
is what we've been waiting for...." "You haven't brought your | uggage,
M. Maxted." "No, Jim | don't think I'll be needing any |uggage. You
must find it strange out here.” "1 don't anynore." Jim peered cautiously
at the open fields, their endl ess perspectives broken only by the buri al
mounds, and at the secretive canals. It was as if these bored Japanese
soldiers had switched off the clock. "M . Mxted, do you think Shangha

wi || have changed?" A faded smile, lit by the nenories of happier days,
briefly eased M. Mxted' s face. "Jim Shanghai will never change. Don't
worry, you'll remenber your nother and father." "I was thinking of

that," Jimadmtted. His other problemwas M. Mxted. Jimhad cone to
the head of the columm partly to be first in the queue for their rations
when they reached Nantao, but also to free hinmself fromall the duties
that the canp had inposed upon him Because he was al one he had been
forced to do too many jobs, in return for favors that had rarely
materialized. Clearly M. Muxted needed hel p and was hopi ng that he
could lean on Jim Doggedly refusing to cooperate, Jim sat on his wooden
case, thinking about M. Maxted as the architect swayed beside him His
pal e hands, al nbst worn through by the nonths of pushing the food cart,
hung at his sides like white flags. H s bones were held together by
little nore than his nenories of the bars and swi mm ng pools of a
younger self. M. Maxted was starving, |like many of the nmen and wonen
joining the procession. But M. Maxted rem nded Jimof the dying British
soldier in the open-air cinema. In the ditch beside the grass verge |ay
the gray cylinder of a Mustang drop-tank. Looking for sone way of

| eaving M. Maxted, Jimwas about to cross the road when a burst of hot
snmoke ripped fromth! e exhaus t of the staff car. The Japanese sergeant
stood on the rear seat, waving everyone on. Arned sol diers were noving
down the road on either side of the columm, shouting at the prisoners.
There was a clatter of clogs, as if hundreds of packs of wooden cards
were being shuffled and dealt. First off the mark, Jim stepped forward,
case in hand and shoes bright in the hot Yangtze sun. He waved to the
Japanese sergeant and strode purposefully down the dirt
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apartnment houses in the French Concession that rose |ike a nmirage from
the canals and paddy fields. Guided by the swarmof flies that danced
over their heads, the prisoners noved along the country road to Nantao.
Across the burial mounds and anci ent trenchworks cane the sounds of
Arreri can pl anes bonbi ng the dockyards and nmarshaling yards to the north
of you're like your father. " Jimstayed with M. Maxted, annoyed with
hi m but unable to help. M. Maxted stood in the center of the road,
hands on the bow like crests of his pelvis, nodding at the people
steppi ng past. He patted Jimon the shoul der and waved himforward. "You
go on, Jim Get to the head of the queue.” "I'Il save your place, M.
Maxt ed." By then several hundred people had passed Jim and it took him
hal f an hour to return to the head of the colum. Wthin ninutes he had
fall en back, lungs aching as he gasped at the hunid air. Only the
l engthy halt at a canal checkpoint saved himfromhaving to join M.
Maxt ed. They had reached an industrial canal that ran westward fromthe
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forgotten by the war, guarded the sandbag enpl acenent besi de the wooden
bridge. Their faces were as pinched as those of the prisoners whose

cl ogs dragged over the scored planks. Wile the trucks edged across the
rotting tinbers, the eighteen hundred prisoners sat on the enbanknent,
occupyi ng the deep grass for a quarter of a mle. Around themthey
settled their baggage of suitcases, tennis rackets and cricket bats.

Li ke drowsy spectators at a rowing regatta, they stared at the

al gae-filled water. The current drifted past the burned-out hulk of an
arnmored junk beached agai nst the opposite bank. Jimwas glad to lie
down. He felt sleepy in a feverish way, his brain irritated by the hot
sun and the hard light reflected fromthe yellow grass. He could see Dr.
Ransonme standing in the last of the three trucks, swaying unsteadily
anong the patients on their stretchers. Jimthought of his Latin prep,
now a week overdue, but Dr. Ransone was a hundred yards away. Watched by
t he Japanese soldiers on the road above them many of the nmen wal ked
down to the water's edge. They filled their ness tins and stood dri nking
together in the shallows. Jimwas wary of the water, renmenbering the

bl ack creeks at Nantao and the thousands of gall ons he had boiled for
Basie. Was there a crew of corpses in the arnmored junk? Inside the iron
turret, now washed by the green waters of the canal, perhaps lay the
captain of this puppet Chinese naval vessel. Jimcould al nbst see the
dead bl ood running out into the canal, slaking the thirst of these
British prisoners, on its way to nourish the roots of the rice crops

rai sed for another generation of Chinese turncoats. Jimopened his
wooden case and took out his nmess tin. He wal ked down the bank between
the resting wonmen and their exhausted children . Squatting on the narrow
beach, he carefully filled his ness tin with the surface water, hoping
that the algae might sustain him He dr! ank the tepid fluid, watching
the dissolving patterns of his golf shoes in the fine sand. Filling the
mess tin, Jimclinbed the bank to his case. On his right was the w fe of
a Shell engineer in D Block. She lay weakly in the | ong grass, whose

bl ades had al ready sprung through the rents in her cotton frock. Her
husband sat beside her, dipping his fingers into his ness tin and

noi stening her large, carious teeth with the green water. Lying on Jims
left was Ms. Philips. It irked Jimthat she had seen
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him No doubt she had sone little chore in mind, and woul d nag hi m about
his Latin prep. Although he had | eft Lunghua, Jimfelt inprisoned by the
canp. Everyone he had ever hel ped was still clinging to him He al nost
expected to see Basic enmerge fromthe turret of the arnored junk and
call out: "Jobs, Jim.." But Ms. Philips did not look as if she were
about to set hima task. The wal k from Lunghua had exhausted her. She
lay in the bright grass with her w cker suitcase, all that survived of
t he decades she had spent in the Chinese hinterland. Her face was now
t he pal est nother-of-pearl, as if she had been drowned and then lifted
fromthe water onto this quiet bank. Her eyes were fixed on a renote
point in the sky. Jimtouched her cheeks, wondering if she was dead.
"Ms. Philips-1've brought you sonme water." She smiled at himand sipped
the water, her small fists clinging to the handl es of her suitcase |ike

a pair of white nmice. "Thank you, Jim Are you very hungry?" "I was this
nmorning." Jimtried to think of a joke that would cheer Ms. Philips.
"I't's air I'mshort of after all that wal king, not food." "Yes, Jim..."
Ms. Philips opened her case. She felt inside and produced a snall
potato. "There you are. Renenber to pray for us all.” "Ch, | will!" Jim

bit into the potato before she had a chance to change her nmind. "'l

pay you back when we get to Nantao. All our rations are there. " "You' ve
al ready paid ne back, Jim Mny tines." Ms. Philips resuned her

pi npoi nt scrutiny of the sky. "Could you eat the potato?" "It was really
good." As Jimfinished the potato he noticed the old woman's eyes nove
fractionally. "Ms. Philips, are you | ooking for God?" "Yes, Jim"
"Say..." Jimwas inpressed. He was keen to repay Ms. Philips
generosity, if only with a nodest discussion of theol ogy. He foll owed
the angle of the old woman's gaze. "Do you nean God is right above us?"
"Of course, Jim" "Above th! e thirty -first parallel? Ms. Philips,

woul dn't God be above the nmagnetic pol e? You ought to | ook at the
ground, under Shanghai.... " Intoxicated by the fernenting potato, Jim
giggled at the thought of the deity trapped in the bowels of the earth
bel ow
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our rations..." Jimturned toward the Japanese guards. The three trucks
had crossed the |'ve thought about the war." Jimrolled over in the
grass. He was about to explain to Ms. Philips that she was dead, but
the old m ssionary was asl eep. Ji mstudi ed her blanched eyes, her nouth
open to reveal a broken dental plate. "Ms. Philips, we nustn't worry
anynore...."
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staff car trundl ed along the road. Japanese sol diers strode down the
bank, waving their rifles and beckoning the prisoners to their feet. The
trucks at the rear of the colum had started their engines. Men and
wonen were clinbing the enbanknent, children and suitcases in hand.

QO hers remained in the tranpled grass, unwilling to leave this placid
canal. Jimlay on his side, making a pillow of his arm He felt drowsy
after Ms. Philips' potato, and the rumbl e of bonbing and the voices of
the British wives seened far away. He stared at the bl ades of grass,
trying to work out the speed at which the | eaves grew an eighth of an
inch each day, a mllionth of a mle per hour... ? Then he noticed a
Japanese soldier standing in the grass beside him Al but a hundred of
the prisoners had clinbed the slope and forned a processi on behind the
staff car. Around Jima few people lay quietly. Ms. Philips clasped her
wi cker suitcase, and the worman from D Bl ock whi npered as her husband
pressed his hands to her shoulders. Gains of rice clung to the stubble
around the Japanese soldier's lips. They noved like |lice as he pondered
Jims condition. Hi s expression was one that Jimhad seen before, at the
detention center in Shanghai, but for the first tine Jimfelt
unconcerned. He would remai n here beside the unhurried water and help
Ms. Philips to look for God. "Cone on, Jim W' re waiting for you!" An
emaci ated figure tottered down the bank. M. Maxted bowed and sniled to
t he Japanese soldier, as if glad to recognize him He collapsed in the
grass and pulled Jims shoulder. "Good boy, Jim W're noving on to
Nantao." "They're taking us up-country, M. Mxted. | mght stay here
with Ms. Philips." "I think Ms. Philips wants to rest. They're hol di ng
our rations in Nantao, Jim W need you to lead the way." Hitching up
his shorts, M. Mxted bowed again to the Japanese sol di er and hel ped
Jimto his feet. The colum s! huffled forward, follow ng the staff car.
Jim 1l ooked back at the hundred or so prisoners |left behind on the
embankment. As. the soldier licked the rice grains fromhis chin, Ms.
Philips lay at his feet in the yellow grass, beside the woman from D

Bl ock and her kneeling husband. O her soldiers noved al ong the bank,
rifles slung while they stepped anong the resting prisoners. Wuld they
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Nant ao? Ji m doubted it. Shutting Ms. Philips fromhis mnd, he gripped
hi s wooden case and placed his feet in the dusty inprints |left by the
man linping in front of him Already M. Maxted had fallen behind. The
brief rest on the enmbanknment had fati gued everyone. Half a mle fromthe
bri dge, by the burned-out shell of an amrunition truck, the Nantao road
turned at right angles fromthe canal and ran al ong a causeway between
two paddy fields. The procession cane to a halt. Watched by the
Japanese, who made no attenpt to hurry them al ong, the prisoners waited
[inply in the sun. Jimlistened to the tired breathing . Then there was
a shuffle of clogs, and the procession noved forward again. Jimlooked
back at the amunition truck. He was startled to see that hundreds of
suitcases lay on the enpty road. Exhausted by the effort of carrying

t heir possessions, the prisoners had abandoned them wi t hout a spoken
word. The suitcases and wi cker baskets, the tennis rackets, cricket bats
and Pierrot costumes lay in the sunlight, |like the luggage of a party of
hol i daymakers who had vani shed into the sky. Holding tight to his case,
Jimincreased his stride. After so nmany years w thout any bel ongi ngs, he
did not intend to discard them now. He thought of Ms. Philips and their
tal k together by the sunny canal, a setting so nuch nore pl easant than
the canp cenetery where he had usually questioned her about matters of
life and death. It had been kind of Ms. Philips to give himher |ast
potato, and he renmenbered his dreany thoughts of having died. But he had
not died. Jimstanped his shoes in the dust, surprised by his own
weakness. Death, with her nother-of-pearl skin, had al nost seduced him
with a sweet potato.
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pl ai n of the Whangpoo River, through the maze of creeks and canal s that
separated the paddy fields. Lunghua Airfield fell behind them and the
apartnment houses of the French Concession rose |ike adverti senent

hoardi ngs in the August sunlight. The river was a few hundred yards to
their right, its brown surface broken by the wecks of patrol boats and
nmotorized junks that sat in the shallows. Here, in the approaches to the
Nantao district, the devastation caused by the Anmerican bonmbing lay on
all sides. Craters like circular swi mm ng pools covered the paddy
fields, in which floated the carcasses of water buffal oes. They passed
the remains of a convoy that had been attacked by the Miustang and
Lightning fighters. Aline of mlitary trucks and staff cars sat under
the trees, as if dismantled in an outdoor workshop. Weels, doors and
axl es were scattered around the vehicles, whose fenders and body panels
had been torn away by the cannon fire. Swarns of flies rose fromthe

bl oodst ai ned wi ndshi el ds as the prisoners stopped to relieve thensel ves.
A few steps behind Jim M. Mxted left the procession and sat on the
runni ng board of an anmunition wagon. Still carrying his case, Jimwent
back for him "W're nearly there, M. Muxted. | can snell the docks."
"Don't worry, Jim |'m keeping an eye on us."
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Jims wist. Qutted by malaria and nmal nutrition, his body was about to
merge with the derelict vehicle behind him The three trucks noved past,
their tires crushing the broken glass that covered the ground. The
hospital patients |ay across each other like rolls of carpet. Dr.
Ransone stood in the last truck, his back to the driver's cabin, feet

hi dden anong the packed bodies. Seeing Jim he gripped the sidebar of
the truck. "Maxted! Cone on, Jim Leave your case!" "The war's over, Dr.
Ransone!" Jimwatched the thirty Japanese sol di ers who brought up the
rear of the procession. Rifles slung over their shoulders, they strolled
al ong at a thoughtful pace. They rem nded Jimof his father's friends
returning froma shooting party in Hungjao before the war. C ouds of
white dust rose fromthe trucks, hiding Dr. Ransone. The first of the
sol di ers passed Jim |arge nen whose eyes were fixed on the ground.
Their nostrils flickered at the scent of urine. As they strode through
the dust, a fine filmcovered their unifornms and webbi ng, and rem nded

Jimof the runway at Lunghua Airfield. "Right, Jim.." M. Muxted stood
up, and Jimwas aware of the odor of excrenent that rose fromhis
shorts. "Let's get you to Nantao...." Holding Jims shoul der, he hobbl ed

forward, clogs cracking the broken glass. Unable to overtake the trucks,
t hey noved through the clouds of dust, joining the few stragglers at the
tail of the colum. A nunber of prisoners had given up and sat with
their children on the runni ng boards of the bonmbed staff cars, Gypsies
about to nake a new life anong these partly dismantl ed vehicles. But Jim
| ooked down at the powdery dust that covered his | egs and shoes, |ike
the undertaker's talc blown onto the bones of a Chinese skeleton before
its reburial, and knew that it was tinme to nove on. By the late
afternoon this |layer of dust on Jimis |legs and arnms began to glow with
light. The sun fell toward ! the Shan ghai hills, and the flooded paddy
fields becane a liquid chessboard of illum nated squares, a war table on
whi ch were placed crashed aircraft and abandoned tanks. Lit by the
sunset, the prisoners stood on the enmbanknment of the railway |ine that
ran to the warehouses at Nantao, like a party of filmextras under the
studi o spotlights. Around themthe creeks and | agoons were filled with
saffron water, the conduits of a perfume factory bl ocked by dead nul es
and buffal oes drowned in its scents.
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Ji m bal anced on the steel rail and gazed through the dusk at the brick
godowns beside the jetty. A concrete noble ran across the river to a
derelict |ighthouse. Through their binoculars a party of Japanese
sol di ers exam ned the snoking hulk of a steel collier, which had been
struck by the Anerican bonbers and beached on a sandbank in the center
of the stream Scorched by the explosions, its bridge house was now as
bl ack as its masts and coal holds. A mile dowstreamfromthe collier
were the Nantao seapl ane base and the funeral piers where Jimhad found
refuge with Basie. Wndering if the cabin steward had returned to his
old hiding place, Jimsteered M. Maxted between the rails as the
prisoners foll owed the railway enbanknment to the riverside causeway. To
the west of the docks, in the waters of a shallow | agoon, lay the
burned-out shell of a B-29, its tail rising into the dusk like a silver
bill board advertising its squadron insignia. Jimstared at this huge
stricken plane and sat beside M. Maxted anong the press of bodies in
t he dusk. Hunger nunbed Jim He sucked on his knuckles, glad for even
the taste of his pus, then tore stens of grass fromthe bank and chewed
the acid | eaves. A Japanese corporal was escorting Dr. Ransone and Ms.
Pearce toward the dockyards. The wharves and godowns, which fromthe
di stance had seened intact, had been bonbed al nbst to rubble. The rising
tide rocked the rusting hulls of two torpedo boats beached beside the
mol e and stirred the corpses of the Japanese sailors |ying anong the
reeds fifty yards fromwhere Ji mwas crouching. Undeterred, several of
the British prisoners wal ked down the bank and drank at the water's
edge. An exhausted woman held her child Iike a Chinese nother, gripping
it behind the knees as it relieved itself on the oil-stained nud, then
squatted and followed suit. Qthers joined her, and when Jimwent to
drink at the water's edge, the evening! air was filled with the stench
of defecating wonen. Jim stood by the river, the wooden case at his
feet. The tide swilled the white dust fromhis shoes. In his nmess tin
the water gleanmed with oil washed fromthe sunken freighters in Shangha
har bor. Overl apping slicks covered the surface of the Whangpoo, as if
trying to snother all life fromthe river. Jimdrank carefully, then
wat ched the water |ap around his case. He had carried the wooden box all
the way from Lunghua, holding tight to the few possessions that he had
assenbl ed with such effort.
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with it the security he had known in the canp. Nowit was tine torid

hi nsel f of Lunghua and face up squarely to the present, however
uncertain, the one rule that had sustained himthrough the years of the
war. Jim pushed his case onto the greasy surface. In the |ast nmonments of
the dusk the dead water cane alive with roses of iridescent color. As
the box floated away, |ike the coffin of a Chinese child, the circles of
oil raced to enbrace it and sent trenors of light across the river. Jim
clinbed through the resting prisoners and sat down beside M. Maxted. He
handed himthe nmess tin of water and then cleaned the sand fromhis
shoes. "All right, JinP" "The war nust end, M. Maxted." "It will, Jim"
M. Maxted had revived briefly. "W're going back to Shanghai tonight."
"Shanghai - ?" Ji m was unsure whether M. Maxted was delirious, dream ng
of Shanghai in the way that the dying prisoners in the canp hospitals
had babbl ed of returning to England. "Aren't they taking us up-country?"
"Not now..." M. Maxted pointed through the darkness to the collier
burning off the nole. Jimwatched the snoke rising fromthe collier's
bri dge and superstructure , ?" Japanese sol diers were wal ki ng al ong the
railway line, followed by Dr. Ransome and M's. Pearce. The corporals
shouted to each ot her,
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A woman with a sleeping child on her shoul der seized Jims arm but he
pushed her away and tried to steady M. Maxted. The darkness and the
tacky river water had nade them both |ight-headed, and at any noment
they would fall across the rails. Led by the three trucks, the prisoners
| eft the embanknment and gathered on the jetty beside the ruined godowns.
A hundred of the prisoners had stayed behind on the causeway, too weary

to carry on and resigned to whatever future the Japanese had ... crossed
the silent car park. Dozens of bonb craters had torn the tarnmac surface,
but the white marker lines still stretched through the darkness. Danmaged

arny vehicles were parked in neat rows-shrapnel-torn trucks and fuel
wagons, treadl ess
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artillery guns. Jimstared at the pockmarked facade of the stadium Bonb
fragments had di sl odged sections of the white plaster, and the origina
Chi nese characters proclaimng the power of the Kuom ntang had energed
once again, threatening slogans that hung over the darkness like the
hoar di ngs above the Chinese cinemas in prewar Shanghai. They entered a
concrete tunnel that led into the darkened arena. Wth its curved stands
it remnded Jimof the detention center in Shanghai, all its dangers
magni fi ed a hundredfold by the war. The Japanese soldiers forned a
cordon around the running track. The rain dripped fromtheir capes, and
it the bayonets and breeches of their rifles. Already the first
prisoners were sitting down on the wet grass. M. Mxted dropped to the
ground at Jims feet, as if released froma harness. Jimsquatted beside
him waving away the nosquitoes that had followed theminto the stadi um
The three trucks energed fromthe tunnel and stopped on the cinder
track. Dr. Ransone clinbed across his patients and | owered hinself from
the tailgate. Ms. Pearce stepped fromthe cabin of the second truck

| eavi ng her husband and son besi de the Japanese driver. Through the rain
Jimcould hear Dr. Ransone arguing with the Japanese. H dden under his
cape, the senior sergeant of the gendarnerie watched hi mw t hout
expression, then lit a cigarette and strolled away to the stands, where
he sat in the front row as if about to observe a display of nidnight
acrobatics. Jimwas glad when Ms. Pearce returned to the cabin of her
truck. Dr. Ransome's conplaining voice, in the tones he had used so

of ten when renonstrating with Jimover his games in the hospita
cenmetery, was out of place in Nantao stadium Wthin a few ninutes of
their arrival a conplete silence had cone over the twelve hundred
prisoners . They huddl ed together on the grass, watched by the guards in
the stands. Dr. Ransone noved throu! gh the w onen and children, stil
trying to carry out his Lunghua inspections. Jimwaited until he
stunbled in the dark, pronpting a surly shout froma group of nmen. The
rain fell across the stadium and Jimlay back and let it run across his
face, warmng his cold cheeks. Despite the rain, thousands of flies
settled on'the prisoners. Jimw ped the flies from M. Muxted s nouth,
and tried to wash his face with the rain, but they festered on his lips,
pi cking at his guns. Jimwatched the faint breath from M. Muxted' s
nmout h. He wondered what he could do for himand regretted throw ng away
hi s
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been a sentinental but pointless gesture, his first adult act. He mni ght
have bartered his possessions and obtained a little food for M. Maxted.
A few of the Japanese soldiers were Catholics and used the Latin nass.
One of the guards in his rain-soaked cape m ght have val ued the Kennedy
prinmer, and Jimcould perhaps have arranged to give himLatin
| essons.... But M. Maxted slept peacefully. A gray breath emerged
through the flies on his lips, and fromthe other prisoners nearby. An
hour | ater, when the rain had stopped, the flashes of an Anerican air
raid lit up the stadium |ike the sheet |ightning of the nbnsoon season
As a child, safe in his bedroom at Anmherst Avenue, Jim had watched the
sudden gl ares that exposed the rats caught in the center of the tennis
court and on the verges of the swinmm ng pool. God, Vera agreed, was
t aki ng phot ographs of the w ckedness of Shanghai. The noi sel ess glimer
of the night raids, sonmewhere anbng the Japanese naval bases at the
nmout h of the Yangtze, cast a danp sheen over Jims arns and | egs,
anot her reninder of that fine dust he had first seen as he helped to
build the runway at Lunghua Airfield. Jimknew that he was awake and
asleep at the sane tinme, dreaning of the war and yet dreaned of by the
war. Jim propped his head against M. Mxted' s chest. The rapid flashes
of the air raids filled the stadium and dressed the sl eeping prisoners
in their shrouds. Perhaps they would all take part in the construction
of a gigantic runway. In his mnd the sound of the Anerican planes set
of f powerful prenonitions of death. Conjugating his Latin verbs, the
nearest that he could nove toward prayer, he fell asleep beside M.

Maxt ed and dreaned of runways.
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reflected in the pools of water that covered the running track and in
the chromiumradi ators of the American cars parked behind the goal posts
at the northern end of the football pitch. Supporting hinself agai nst
M. Maxted's shoul der, Jimsurveyed the hundreds of nen and wonen |ying
on the warmgrass. A few prisoners squatted on the ground, their
sunburned but pallid faces |ike bl anched | eather fromwhich the dye had
run. They stared at the cars, suspicious of their bright grilles, with
the wary eyes of the Hungjao peasants |ooking up fromtheir rice

pl anting at his parents' Packard. Jimbrushed the flies fromM.

Maxt ed' s nmouth and eyes. The architect lay w thout noving, his white

ri bs uncl asped around his heart, but Jimcould hear his faint breath.
"You're feeling better, M. Muxted... I'Il bring you sone water." Jim
squinted at the lines of cars. Even the small effort of focusing his
eyes exhausted him Trying to hold his head steady, he felt the ground
sway, as if he and the hundreds of prisoners were about to be tipped out
of the stadium M. Mxted turned to stare at Jim who pointed to the
cars. There were nore than fifty of them Buicks, Lincoln Zephyrs, two
white Cadillacs side by side. Had they cone to collect their British
owners now that the war had ended? Jimstroked M. Muxted' s cheeks, then
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massage his heart. It would be a pity for M. Maxted to die just as his
St udebaker arrived to take hi mback to the Shanghai ni ghtclubs. However,
t he Japanese sol diers sat on the concrete benches near the entrance
tunnel, sipping tea beside a charcoal stove. Its snoke drifted between
the hospital trucks. Two young soldiers were passing pails of water to a
weary Dr. Ransone, but the security troops seenmed no nore interested in
t he thousand Lunghua prisoners who occupied the football field than they
had been during the previous day's march. H s |egs trenbling, Jimstood
up and scanned the parked cars for his parents' Packard. Were were the
chauf feurs? They shoul d have been waiting by their cars, as they always
did outside the country club. Then a small rain cloud dimed the sun
and a drab light settled over the stadium Looking at their rusting
chrome, Jimrealized that these Anerican cars had been parked here for
years. Their wi ndshields were caked with winter grinme, and they sat on
flattened tires, part of the booty |ooted by the Japanese fromthe
Al'lied nationals. Jimsearched the stands on the north and west sl opes
of the stadium The concrete tiers had been stripped of their seats, and
sections of the stands were now used as an open-air warehouse. Dozens of
bl ackwood cabi nets and nahogany tables, their-varnish still intact, and
hundreds of dining-roomchairs were packed together as if in the |oft of
a furniture depository. Bedsteads and wardrobes, refrigerators and
air-conditioning units were stacked above each other, rising in a slope
toward the sky. The i mense presidential box, where Madanme Chi ang and
the Generalissinp mght once have saluted the world' s athletes, was now
crammed with roul ette wheels, cocktail bars and a junble of gilded
pl ast er nynphs hol di ng gaudy | anps above their heads. Rolls of Persian
and Turkish carpets, hastily wapped in tarpaulins, lay on the concrete
steps, wa! ter drip ping through themas if froma pile of rotting
pi pes. To Jim these shabby trophies seized fromthe houses and
ni ght cl ubs of Shanghai seened to gleamw th a show wi ndow freshness,
like the floors filled with furniture through which he and his nother
had once wandered in the Sincere Conpany departnment store. He stared at
t he stands, al nbost expecting his nother to appear in a silk dress and
run a gloved hand over these terraces of black |lacquer. Jimsat down and
shielded his eyes fromthe glare. He nassaged M. Maxted's cheeks with
his thunb and forefinger, pinching his |lips and hooking out the flies
trapped i nside his nouth. Around themthe
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staring at this display of their former possessions, a mrage that grew
nore vivid in the steepening August sunlight. Yet the mrage soon
passed. Jimw ped his hands on M. Maxted' s shorts. The Japanese had
frequently used the stadiumas a transit canp, and the worn grass was
covered with oily rags and the ash of small fires, strips of canvas tent
and wooden crates. There were unm stakabl e human renai ns, bl oodst ai ns
and pi eces of excrement, on which feasted thousands of flies. The engine
of a hospital truck began to run noisily. The Japanese soldiers had cone
down fromthe stands and were form ng thenselves into a march party.

Pai rs of guards clinbed the tailgates, cotton masks over their faces.

Hel ped by three English prisoners, Dr. Ransone |ifted down those
patients either dead or too ill to continue the day's journey. They |ay
inthe tire ruts that scored the grass, as if trying to fold the soft
earth around thensel ves. Jimsquatted beside M. Maxted, working his

di aphragm | i ke a bellows. He had seen Dr. Ransone bring his patients
back fromthe dead, and it was inportant for M. Maxted to be well
enough to join the march. Around themthe prisoners were sitting
upright, and a few nen stood beside their huddl ed wi ves and chil dren.
Several of the older internees had died in the night-ten feet away Ms.
Wentworth , who had pl ayed the part of Lady Bracknell, lay in her faded
cotton dress, staring at the sky. O hers were surrounded by shal | ow
pools of water fornmed by the pressure of their bodies on the soft grass.
Jims arms ached fromthe effort of punping. He waited for Dr. Ransone
to junp down fromthe hospital truck and | ook after M. Maxted. However,
the three vehicles were already | eaving the stadium. Dr. Ransone's
sandy head ducked as the truck |unbered through the tunnel. Jimwas
tenmpted to run after it, but he knew that he had decided to stay with
M. Maxted. He had | earned that having! soneone to care for was the sane
as being cared for by soneone else. Jimlistened to the trucks crossing
the parking lot, their gearboxes gasping as they gathered speed. Lunghua
Camp was at |ast being dismantled. A marching party formed itself beside
the tunnel. Some three hundred British prisoners, the younger nen wth
their wives and children, had lined up on the running track and were
bei ng i nspected by a sergeant of the gendarnerie. Beside them on the
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sit or stand. They lay on the grass like battlefield casualties. The
Japanese soldiers strolled anobng them as if searching for a |ost ball
uninterested in these British nationals who had strayed into a
cul -de-sac of the war. An hour later the colum noved off, the prisoners
pl oddi ng through the tunnel w thout a backward gl ance. Six Japanese
soldiers followed them and the rest continued their casual patrol of
t he bl ackwood cabinets and refrigerators. The senior NCOs waited by the
tunnel and watched the Anerican reconnai ssance planes that flew
over head, making no attenpt to nobilize the prisoners in the stadi um
Wthin fifteen m nutes, however, a second group had begun to assenbl e,
and the Japanese cane forward to inspect them Jimw ped his hands on
the danp grass and put his fingers into M. Maxted's nouth. The
architect's lips trenbled around his knuckl es. But al ready the August
sun was driving the noisture fromthe grass. Jimturned his attention to
a pool of water lying on the cinder track. He waited for the sentry to
pass, and then wal ked across the grass and drank from his cupped hands.
The water ran down his throat like iced nmercury, an electric current
t hat al nost stopped his heart. Before the Japanese coul d order hi maway,
Ji m qui ckly cupped his hands and carried the water to M. Maxted. As he
decanted the water into M. Maxted's nmouth, the flies scranbled fromhis
guns. Beside himlay the elderly figure of Major Giffin, a retired
Indian Arny officer who had | ectured in Lunghua on the infantry weapons
of the Geat War. Too weak to sit up, he pointed to Jimis hands. Jim
pi nched M. Maxted's |lips, relieved when his tongue shot forward in a
spasm Trying to encourage him Jimsaid: "M. Muxted, our rations
shoul d be com ng soon." "Good | ad, Jam e-you hang on." Major Giffin
beckoned to him "Jim.." "Coming, Major Giffin..." Jimcrossed the
cinder track and returned with a handful o! f water. As he squatted
beside the major, patting his cheeks, he noticed that Ms. Vincent was
sitting on the grass twenty feet away. She had |left her son and husband
with a group of prisoners in the center of the football field. Too
exhausted to nove any further, she stared at Jimw th the sane desperate
gaze to which she had treated himas he ate his weevils. The night's
rain had washed the last of the dye from her cotton dress, giving her
t he
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Lunghua Airfield. Ms. Vincent would build a strange runway, Jim
reflected. "Jame..." She called himby his chil dhood nanme, which M.
Maxt ed, wi thout thinking, had summobned from some prewar nmenory. She
wanted himto be a child again, to run the endl ess errands that had kept
himalive in Lunghua. As he scooped the cold water fromthe cinder
track, he remenbered how Ms. Vincent had refused to hel p hi mwhen he
was ill. Yet he had al ways been intrigued by the sight of her eating. He
waited while she drank from his hands. Wen she had fini shed he hel ped
her to stand. "Ms. Vincent, the war s over now Wth a grinace, she
pushed his hands away, but Jimno | onger cared. He watched her wal k
unsteadi |l y between the seated prisoners. Jimsquatted beside M. Mxted,
brushing the flies fromhis face. He could still feel Ms. Vincent's
tongue on his fingers. "Jame..." Someone else was calling, as if he
were a Chinese coolie running at the command of his European nasters.
Too light-headed even to sit, Jimlay beside M. Mxted. It was tine to
stop running his errands. Hi s hands were frozen fromthe water on the
cinder track. The war had lasted for too long. At the detention center
and i n Lunghua, he had done all he could to stay alive, but now a part
of himwanted to die. It was the one way in which he could end the war.
Jim |l ooked at the hundreds of prisoners on the grass. He wanted them all

to die, surrounded by their rotting carpets and cocktail. cabinets .
Many of them he was glad to see, had already obliged him and Jimfelt
angry at those prisoners still able to wal k who were now form ng a

second nmarch party. He guessed that they were being wal ked to death
around the countryside, but he wanted themto stay in the stadi um and
die within sight of the white Cadillacs. Fiercely, Jimw ped the flies
from M. Muxted s cheeks. Laughing at Ms. Vincent, he began to rock on
his knees, as he had done as a child, ! crooning to hinself and

nonot onously beating the ground. "Jame... Jame..." A Japanese sol dier
patrolled the cinder track nearby. He wal ked across the grass and stared
down at Jim Irritated by the noise, he
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flash of light filled the stadium flaring over the stands in the
sout hwest corner of the football field, as if an i nmmense Anmerican bonb
had expl oded sonmewhere to the northeast of Shanghai. The sentry
hesitated, |ooking over his shoulder as the light behind himgrew nore
intense. It faded within a few seconds, but its pale sheen covered
everything within the stadium the looted furniture in the stands, the
cars behind the goal posts, the prisoners on the grass. They were sitting
on the floor of a furnace heated by a second sun. Jimstared at his
whi te hands and knees, and at the pinched face of the Japanese sol dier,
who seened di sconcerted by the light. Both of themwere waiting for the
runbl e of sound that followed the bonb flashes, but an unbroken silence
| ay over the stadium and the surrounding land, as if the sun had

bl i nked, losing heart for a few seconds . Jimsmled at the Japanese,
wi shing that he could tell himthat the light was a prenonition of his
death, the sight of his small soul joining the larger soul of the dying
worl d. These ganes and hal | uci nati ons continued until the late
afternoon, when an air raid at Hongkew again lit up the stadium Jimlay
in his dreamwake, feeling the earth spring below his back |ike the

bal | room fl oor at the Shanghai country club. The flares of |ight noved
fromone section of the stands to another, transformng the | ooted
furniture into a series of spotlit tableaux illustrating the |lives of
the colonial British. At dusk the last nmarch party assenbl ed by the
tunnel. Jimsat by M. Maxted, watching the fifty prisoners form
t henmsel ves into a columm. Were were they going? Many of the nmen and
wonen coul d barely stand, and Jimdoubted if they could get as far as
the car park outside the stadium For the first tine since |eaving
Lunghua, the Japanese had becone inpatient. Eager to be rid of the [|ast
prisoners still able to walk, the soldiers noved across the f! oot bal
field. They cuffed the prisoners and pulled their shoulders. A corporal
with a cotton face mask shone his torch into the faces of the dead, then
turned themonto their backs. A Eurasian civilian in a white shirt noved
behi nd the Japanese, eager to help those ordered to join the march, |ike
the courier of an efficient travel conmpany. At the edges of the field
t he Japanese guards
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Jim.. stay here." Jimwaited for M. Maxted to die. But he pressed
Jims wist to the grass, as if trying to bolt it to the earth. Jim

wat ched the march party shuffle toward the tunnel. Unable to wal k nore
than three paces, a man fell and was |left on the cinder track. Jim
listened to the voices of the Japanese draw nearer, nmuffled by the masks
over their faces, and heard the sergeant gag and spit in the stench. A
sol dier knelt beside Jim his breath hoarse and exhausted behind his
mask. Strong hands noved across Jim s chest and hips, feeling his
pockets. Brusquely they pulled Jims shoes fromhis feet, then flung
themonto the cinder track. Jimlay w thout noving, as the fires from
the burning oil depots at Hongkew pl ayed across the stands, lighting the
doors of the looted refrigerators, the radiator grilles of the white
Cadillacs and the lanmps of the plaster nynphs in the box of the
CGeneral i ssi no.
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32 THE EURASI AN A RESTFUL SUNLI GHT warmed the stadium Fromthe

cloudl ess sky fell a squall of hail, a flurry of frozen vapor disl odged
fromthe wings of an Anerican aircraft three mles above the Yangtze
valley. Lit by the sun, the crystals fell onto the football field like a
shower of Christmas decorations. Jimsat up and touched the hail stones,
nuggets of white gold scattered on the grass. Beside him M. Mxted' s
body was dressed in a suit of lights, his ashen face speckled with

m niature rainbows. But within a few seconds the hail had nelted into
the ground. Jimlistened for the aircraft, hoping that it mght |aunch
anot her cascade of hail, but the sky was enpty from horizon to horizon
A few of the prisoners in the stadiumknelt on the grass, eating the
hail and tal king to each other across the bodies of their dead

conpani ons. The Japanese had gone. The NCOs and sol diers of the
gendarneri e had taken their equi pnent and vani shed during the night. Jim
stood in his bare feet on the icy grass, staring at the exit tunnel. The
shal | ow sunlight veered against the concrete walls fromthe deserted
parking lot. Al ready one of the British prisoners hobbled through the
tunnel on his worn clogs, followed by his wife in her ragged dress,
hands pressed to her face. Jimwaited for arifle shot to throw the man
at his wife's feet, but the couple stepped into the parking |ot and
gazed at the lines of bonb-
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along the running track, intending to follow them but then cautiously
decided to clinb one of the stands. The concrete steps seened to reach
beyond the sky. Jim paused to rest anong the terraces of |ooted
furniture. He sat on a straight- backed chair beside a dining-roomtable
and drank the warmrainwater fromthe polished bl ackwood. Bel ow him the
thirty or so prisoners on the football field were rousing thensel ves as
if froma disheveled picnic. The wonen sat on the grass, quietly
straightening their hair anmong the bodies of their forner friends, while
a few of the husbands peered through the dusty w ndows at the instrument
panel s of the parked cars. Mdrre than a hundred prisoners were dead,
scattered on the football pitch as if they had fallen fromthe sky
during the night. Turning his back on them Jimclinbed through the
pools of water to the top tier of the stand. Now that he had left M.
Maxted he felt guilty that he had died, a guilt in sone way connected
with his mssing shoes. He stared at his wet footprints and told hinself
that he shoul d have sold his shoes to the Japanese for a little rice or
a sweet potato. As it was, by pretending to be dead he had | ost both M.
Maxt ed and his shoes. Yet the dead had protected Jimand saved himfrom
the night march. Lying with their bodies through the dark hours, both
asl eep and awake, he had felt closer to themthan he felt to the |iving.
Long after M. Maxted had grown cold, Jimhad continued to massage his
cheeks, keeping away the flies until he was sure that his soul had |eft
him During the next days he had stayed close to M. Maxted, despite the
flies and the snell fromthe body of the dead architect. The prisoners
resting in the center of the field waved Ji m away whenever he approached

Drinking the rainwater that dripped fromthe furniture in the stands,
he had survived on a single potato he had found in the trouser pocket of
M. Wentworth,! and on the rancid rice scattered toward himby the
Japanese soldiers. Jimleaned against the nmetal rail and | ooked down at
the parking lot. The British couple were staring at the |ines of
derelict vehicles, alone in a silent world. Jimlaughed at them a harsh
cough that spat a ball of yellow pus fromhis nouth. He wanted to shout
to them The world has gone away! Last night everyone junped into their
graves and pulled the earth over thensel ves! Good riddance... Jimstared
at the noribund |and, at the water- filled bonb craters in the paddy
fields, at the silent antiaircraft guns
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banks of the river. Behind him no nore than three niles away, was the
silent city. The apartnent houses of the French Concession and the

of fice blocks of the Bund were |ike a magnified i mage of that distant
prospect that had sustained himfor so many years. Chilled by the river,
a cool wi nd noved across the stadium and for a noment that strange
nort heastern |light he had seen over the stands returned to dimthe sun.
Jimstared at his pallid hands. He knew that he was alive, but at the
sane tine he felt as dead as M. Maxted. Perhaps his soul, instead of

| eaving his body, had died inside his head? Thirsty again, Ji mwal ked
down the concrete steps, scooping the water fromthe tables and
cabinets. If the war had ended, it was tinme to | ook for his nother and
father. However, without the Japanese to protect them it would be
dangerous for the British to set off on foot for Shanghai. Beyond the
goal posts, a British prisoner had managed to lift the hood of one of the
white Cadillacs. Watched by his conpani ons, he bent over the engine and
touched the cylinders. Jimroused hinmself and raced down the steps,
eager to be the driver's navigator. He could still remenber every street
and all eyway in Shanghai. As he crossed the athletics track, he noticed
that three men had entered the stadium Two were Chi nese coolies,
bare-chested, with black cotton trousers tied at the ankl es above their
straw sandals. The third was the Eurasian in the white shirt whom Ji m
had seen with the Japanese security troops. They stood by the tunne
whil e the Eurasian inspected the stadium He glanced at the prisoners
sitting on the grass, but his attention was clearly fixed on the | ooted
furniture in the stands. The Eurasian carried a heavy automatic pistol
tucked into the wai stband of his trousers, but he smled at Jimin an
ingratiating way, as if they were old friends separated by the

m sadventures of war. "Say, kid... You're OK?! " He sur veyed Jinis
ragged shirt and shorts, his legs and bare feet covered with dirt and
sores. "Lunghua C A . C.? | guess you've had to tough it out." Jimstared
stolidly at the Eurasian. Despite the smle, there was no synpathy in
the man's eyes. He spoke with a strong but recently acquired Anerican
accent, which Jimassuned he had | earned while interrogating captured
Anerican air crews. He wore a chromiumwistwatch, and the Colt pistol
in his waistband was |ike those that
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pilots of the downed Superfortresses. H's baggy nostrils quivered in the
stench rising fromthe football field, distracting himfromhis scrutiny
of the stands. He stepped aside for two British prisoners who hobbl ed
through ... finished, we're all friends. The Enmperor just announced the
surrender."” "Where are the Americans?" "They're com ng, kid; they have
to get here with their atombonbs.” "A white light?" "That's correct,
kid. The atom bonb, U.S. superweapon. Maybe you saw t he Nagasaki bonb."
"Yes, | saw the atom bonb. What happened to Dr. Ransone?" Wen the
Eur asi an seened puzzl ed, Jimadded: "And the people who left on the
mar ch?" "Too bad, kid." The Eurasian shook his head, as if regretting a
smal | oversight. "The American bonbi ng, sone di seases. Maybe your friend
will make it...."
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fromthe rubbish bin. In one hand he held a pair of worn clogs which he
threw onto the track. In the other he carried Jims |eather golf shoes,
tied together by their |aces. He was about to speak to the waiting
coolies when Ji mstepped forward. "Those are mne-Dr. Ransone gave them
to me." He spoke flatly and pulled the shoes fromthe Eurasian's hands.
Jimwaited for himto draw his gun or order the coolies to knock himto
t he ground. Though exhausted by hunger and by the effort of clinbing the
stand, Jimwas aware that he was once again asserting the ascendancy of
the European. "That's OK, kid." The Eurasian was genui nely concerned. "I
was keepi ng those shoes in case you turned up. Tell your ma and pa." Jim
wal ked past the coolies and entered the light-filled tunnel. G oups of
British men and wormen wer e wanderi ng anong the tanks and bur ned- out
trucks in the parking lot. They followed the faded marker lines, with no
i dea of where they.were going, as if they had survived the entire war
only to expire in this shabby maze. Qutside the stadium the August

sunli ght was made even nore intense by the conplete silence that |ay
over the paddy fields and canals. A white glaze covered the derelict

|l and. Had the fields been seared by the flash of the atom bonb that the
Eur asi an had descri bed? Ji mrenenbered the burning body of the Mistang
pilot, and the soundless light that had filled the stadium and seened to
dress the dead and the living in their shrouds.
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bl ockhouse that guarded the vehicles in the parking |ot. The Shangha
road ran past the entrance, heading toward the southern suburbs of the
city. Nothing noved in the surrounding fields, but three hundred yards
away a platoon of Chinese puppet soldiers sat in an antitank ditch
beside the road. Still wearing their faded orange-green uniforms, they
squatted by a charcoal stove, holding their rifles between their knees.
An NCO clinmbed fromthe ditch and waited, hands on hips, watching Jimas
he stepped into the road. If he approached them they would kill himfor
hi s shoes. Jimknew that he was too weak to wal k to Shanghai, |et alone
cope with all the dangers of the open road. Hi dden behind the

bl ockhouse, he set out toward the safety of Lunghua Airfield. Its
western perineter was little nore than half a mle away, a terrain of
nettles and wild sugarcane covered with fuel drums and the fusel ages of
abandoned aircraft . Between the rusty tail planes Jimcould see the
concrete runway, its white surface al nost evaporating into the heat. The
stadium fell behind him The road was an enpty neridian circling a

pl anet discarded by war. Jimfoll owed the verge, stepping anong the
broken clogs and rags of clothing left by the British prisoners during
the last yards of their nmarch to the stadium On either side of himwere
bonbed-out trenchworks and bl ockhouses, a world
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trap, anong the tires and ammuniti on boxes, |lay the body of a Chinese
soldier, orange uniformsplit by his ballooning buttocks and shoul ders,
glistening with oily light like a burst paint pot. A packhorse rested
beside the road, hide flayed fromits ribs. Jimpeered into this

capaci ous cage, half hoping to find a rat inprisoned within it. He left
the road when it turned eastward to the Nantao docks. He crossed the

fl ooded paddy fields, follow ng the earth enbanknment of an irrigation
ditch. Even here, a mle to the west of the river, fuel oil fromthe
beached freighters | eaked through the creeks and canals, covering the
drowned paddies with a lurid sheen. Jimrested on the perineter road of
the airfield, then clinbed through the wire fence and wal ked up to the
nearest of the abandoned aircraft. Far across the airfield, belowthe
nmassi ve flak tower of Lunghua Pagoda, were the bonbed hangars and

wor kshops. A few Japanese nechani cs wandered anong the w eckage, but the
Chi nese scrap dealers had yet to arrive, clearly fearful of this zone of
silence. Jimlistened for the noise of hacksaws or cutting equi prent,
but the air was enpty, as if the fury of the Anerican bonbardnent had
driven all sound fromthe region for years to cone. Jim stopped under
the tail plane of a Zero fighter. WId sugarcane grew through its w ngs.
Cannon fire had burned the netal skin fromthe fusel age spars, but the
rusting shell still retained all the magi c of those machines that Jim
had watched fromthe bal cony of the assenbly hall, taking off fromthe
runway he had hel ped to build. Jimtouched the feathered vanes of the
radi al engine and ran his hand al ong the warped flank of the propeller.
@ ycol had |l eaked fromthe radiator of the oil cooler and covered the
plane with a pink tracery. He stepped onto the wing root and peered into
the cockpit, at the intact display of dials and trimwheels. An inmense
pat hos surrounded the throt! tle and undercarriage |evers, the rivets
stanped into the netal fabric by sone unknown Japanese wonman on the

M t subi shi assenbly line. Jimwandered anong the stricken planes, which
seenmed to float on their green banks of nettles, letting themfly once
again inside his head. Dizzied by their derelict beauty, he sat down to
rest on the tail of a Hayate fighter. He watched the sky over Shanghai,
waiting for the Anericans to arrive at Lunghua Airfield. A though he had
eaten nothing for two days, his mnd was clear. " aah... aah..." The
sound, a deep sigh of anger and resignation, cane fromthe
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there was a scuffle in the nettles behind the Zero. A Japanese airman
stood twenty feet fromhim He wore a pilot's baggy flying overall, with
the insignia of a special attack group stitched to the sl eeves. He was
unarmed but carried a pine stake he had wenched fromthe perineter
fence. He thrashed at the nettles around himand gazed irritably at the
rusting aircraft, sucking in his breath as if trying to inspire themto
flight. Jimcrouched over his knees, hoping that the faded canoufl age of
the Hayate woul d conceal him He noticed that this Japanese pil ot
officer was still in his late teens, with an unforned face; bonel ess
nose and chin. H's sallow skin and the prom nent knuckles of his wists
told Jimthat the school boy pilot was as starved as hinself. Only his
guttural sighs were driven by the breath of a nature man, as if on
joining his kam kaze unit he had been assigned the throat and | ungs of
an older pilot. "... uh..." He noticed Jimsitting on the tail plane and
for a few seconds watched hi macross the nettles. Then he turned away
and continued his bad-tenpered patrol of the airfield perineter. Jim
wat ched hi m beating the sugarcane, perhaps trying to clear a space for a
helicopter to | and. Had the Japanese prepared a secret weapon i n answer
to the atom bonb, a hi gh-performance rocket fighter that would need a
| onger runway than Lunghua's? Jimwaited for himto signal to the guards
at the foot of the pagoda. But the Japanese was intent only on his
search of the derelict aircraft. He stopped to shake his head, and Jim
was rem nded again of the pilot's youth. At the outbreak of war, and
until a few nonths earlier, he would have been a school boy, recruited
straight fromthe classroomto the flight training acadeny. Jimstood up
and wal ked through the nettles to the yellowi ng grass at the edge of the
airfield. He began to follow the Japanese, fifty yards behind him and
stopped when the pilot! paused to work the el evators of a damaged Zero.
He waited until the Japanese noved on again and then wal ked after him
maki ng no effort to hide and carefully placing his feet in the pilot's
footsteps. For the next hour they noved around the southern edge of the
airfield, the young pilot with the boy in tow The barrack huts and
dormtory blocks of Lunghua Canp rose through the heat. Far away, across
the airfield, the Japanese ground crews |ounged in the sun beside the
bur ned-out hangars. Although aware that Jimwas following him the pil ot
made no attenpt to sunmon them Only when
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arifle pit did the Japanese stop and beckon Jimto him They stood
together by a rusting plane that had been stripped of its wings by the
scrap dealers. The pilot sucked at the air, distracted by Jinmis patient
gaze like an ol der school boy forced to acknow edge an adniring junior.
For all his youth, he seened to be willing hinself to the edge of an
adult despair. Couds of flies rose fromthe deconposi ng body of a

Chi nese coolie lying in the sugarcane anong the fuel tanks and engi ne

bl ocks. The flies hovered around the pilot's mouth, tapping his Iips

i ke inpatient guests at a banquet. They rem nded Jimof the flies that
had covered M. Maxted's face. Did they know that this teen-age pil ot
shoul d have died in an attack on the American carriers at ki nawa? For
what ever reason, the Japanese nade no nove to brush them away. No doubt
he knew that his own |ife was over, that the Kuom ntang forces about to
reoccupy Shanghai woul d be eager to deal with him The Japanese raised
hi s wooden stake. Like a sleeper waking froma dream he hurled it into
the nettles. As Jimflinched, he reached into the waist pocket of his
flight overalls and drew out a small nango. Jimtook the yellow fruit
fromthe pilot's callused hand. The, nango was still warm from his body.
Trying to show the sane self-discipline , Jimforced hinself not to eat.
He waited while the pilot stared at the concrete runway. Wth a last cry
of disgust, the pilot stepped forward and cuffed Ji mon the head, waving
himtoward the perinmeter fence as if warning himaway from contam nated
ground.
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34 THE REFRI GERATOR I N THE SKY THE SWEET MANGO slithered around Jims
mouth, like Ms. Vincent's tongue in his hands. Ten feet fromthe
perineter fence, Jimsat on a Mustang drop tank that had fallen into the
grass beside a fl ooded paddy field. He swall owed the soft pulp and
chewed at the stone, scraping away the |last of the pith. Already he was
t hi nking of the next mango. |If he could attach hinself to this young
Japanese pilot, run mango. If he could attach hinself to this young
Japanese pilot, run errands for himand nmake hinself useful, there m ght
be nore mangoes. Wthin a few days he woul d be strong enough to walk to
Shanghai . By then the Americans woul d have arrived; Jimcould present

t he kami kaze pilot to themas his friend. Being generous people at
heart, the Americans would overl ook the small matter of the suicide
attacks on their carriers at Ckinawa. Wen peace cane, the Japanese

m ght teach himto fly.... Al nost drunk on the mango's m | ky sap, Jim
slid to the ground, his back against the drop tank. He stared at the

| evel surface of the flooded paddy, deciding to be serious with hinself.
First, could he be sure that the war was really over? The Eurasian in
the white shirt had been suspiciously of fhand, but he was only concerned
to steal the furniture and cars stored at the stadium As for |earning
to fly, a kam kaze pilot might not be the ideal instructor.... A

fam liar drone crossed the August sky, a threat of engines. Jim stood
up, al nost choking on the mango stone. Strai ght ahead, sone
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paddi es, was an Anmerican bonber. A four-engined Superfortress, it flew
nore slowy than any Anmerican plane that Ji mhad seen throughout the
war. Was it about to land at Lunghua Airfield? Jimbegan to wave to the
pilot in the glass-doned cockpit. As the Superfortress swept overhead,
its engi nes shook the ground with their noise, and the derelict aircraft
at the edge of the landing field began to trenble together. The doors of
t he bonb bays opened, revealing the silver cylinders ready to fall from
their racks. The Superfortress drumed past, the higher pitch of one of
its starboard engines cracking the air. Too weak to. nove, Jimwaited
for the bonmbs to explode around him but the sky was filled with col ored
parachutes. Dozens of canopies floated gaily on the air, as if enjoying
t he August sun. The vivid parasols reninded Ji mof the hot-air balloons
that the Chinese conjurers sent soaring over the gardens of Amherst
Avenue at the climax of the children's parties. Were the pilots of the
B-29s trying to anuse him to keep up his spirits until they could |and?
The parachutes sailed past, falling toward Lunghua Canp. Unsteadily ,
Jimtried to focus his eyes on the colored canopies. Two of the
parachutes had collided, entangling their shrouds. A silver canister
dragged its col |l apsed parachute and plumeted to the ground, striking a
canal enbanknent two hundred yards away. Making a final effort, before
he had to lie down for the last tinme anong the derelict aircraft, Jim
st epped through the sugarcane into the flooded paddy. He strode across
the shallow water to a submerged bonb crater in the center of the field,
then followed its ridge toward the canal. As he clinbed the enmbankmnent,
the last of the parachutes had fallen into the fields to the west of
Lunghua Canp. The nmurnur of the B-29's engines faded over the Yangtze.
Ji m approached the scarlet canopy, |arge enough to cover a house, which
lay across the ! enmbankne nt . He gazed at the lustrous material, nore

| uxurious than any fabric he had ever seen, at the inmacul ate stitching
and seans, at the white cords that trailed into the culvert beside the
canal . The canister had burst on inpact. Jimlowered hinself down the

sl ope of sunbaked earth and squatted by the open nouth of the cylinder
Around him on the floor of the culvert, was a ransom of canned food and
cigarette packets. The cani ster was cramed with cardboard cartons, and
one had broken | oose fromthe nose cone and scattered its contents over
the ground. Jimcraw ed anong the cans,
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There were tins of Spam Kl imand Nescaf bars of chocol ate and
cel | ophaned packs of Lucky Strike and Chesterfield cigarettes, bundles
of Reader's Digest and Life magazi nes, Tine and Saturday Eveni ng Post.
The sight of so much food confused Jim forcing on hima notion of
choi ce that he had not known for years. The cans and packets were
frozen, as if they had just enmerged froman Anerican refrigerator. He
began to fill the broken box with canned neat, powdered m |k, chocol ate
bars and a bundl e of Reader's Digests. Then, thinking ahead for the
first time in several days, he added a carton of Chesterfield
cigarettes. Wien he clinbed fromthe culvert, the scarlet canopy of the
parachute was billowing gently in the air that noved al ong the canal

Hol ding the cold treasure to his chest, Jimleft the enmbanknment and
waded across the paddy field. He was followi ng the ridge of the bonb
crater toward the perineter of the airfield when he heard the |leisurely
drumm ng of a B-29's engines. Jimstopped to search for the plane,
al ready wondering how he could cope with all this treasure falling from
the sky. Alnpst at once, a rifle shot rang out. A hundred yards away,
separated from Jimby the open paddy, ajapanese soldier was running
al ong the embanknent of the canal. Barefooted, in his ragged uniform,
he raced past the parachute canopy, |eaped down the weed- covered sl ope
and sprinted across the paddy field. Lost in the spray kicked up by his
frantic heels, he disappeared anong the grave nmounds and cl unps of
sugar cane. Ji mcrouched by the ridge of the bonmb crater, hiding in the
few blades of wild rice. A second Japanese sol di er appeared. He was
unarnmed but still wore his webbing and anmuniti on pouches. He sprinted
al ong the canal enbanknent and stopped to recover his breath beside the
scarl et canopy of the parachute. He turned to | ook over his shoul der ,
and Ji mrecogni zed the puffy, tubercular face of Private! Kinura. A
group of European nen was follow ng himalong the enbankment , clubs of
wei ght ed banboo in their hands. One of the nmen carried a rifle, but
Ki mura i gnored himand straightened his webbing around his tattered
uni form He kicked one of his rotting boots into the water and then
wal ked down the slope to the fl ooded paddy field. He had covered ten
paces when there was a second rifle shot. Private Kinura lay facedown in
the shallow water. Jimwaited in the wild rice as the four Europeans
approached the parachute canopy.
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Al'l were former British prisoners , barefoot and in ragged shorts,

t hough none had been i nmates of Lunghua. Their | eader was an agitated
young Engli shman whose fists were wapped in a pair of griny bandages.
Ji m guessed that he had been inprisoned for years in an underground
cell. Hs white skin flinched in the sunlight Iike the exposed fl esh of
a snail teased fromits shell. He waved his bandages in the air, bl oody
pennants that signaled sone special kind of anger to hinself. The four
men began to roll up the parachute canopy. Despite the starvation of the
past nonths, they worked swiftly and had soon pulled the netal canister
fromthe culvert. They repacked its contents, |ashed the nose cone in
pl ace and dragged the heavy cylinder along the enmbanknment. Ji m watched
t hem nake their way between the burial nounds toward Lunghua Canp. He
was tenpted to run over and join them but all the cautions learned in
t he past years warned himnot to expose hinself. Private Kinmura lay in
the water fifty feet away, a red cloud unfurling fromhis back like the
canopy of a drowned parachute. Fifteen mnutes |later, when he was
certain that no one was watching fromthe nearby paddy fields, Jim
energed fromthe clunp of wild rice and returned to his hiding place
anong the derelict aircraft. Quickly, wthout bothering to wash his
hands in the flooded paddy, Jimtore the key fromthe Spamtin and
rolled back the netal strip. A pungent odor rose fromthe pink nmass of
chopped neat, which gaped in the sunlight |like a wound. Jim sank his
forgers into the neat and pressed a piece between his lips. A strange
but potent flavor filled his nmouth, the taste of animal fat. After years
of boiled rice and sweet potatoes, his nouth was an ocean of exotic

spi ces. Chewing carefully, as Dr. Ransone had taught him draw ng the

| ast ounce of nutrition fromevery norsel, Jimfinished the neat.
Thirsty after all the salts, he opened t! he can o f KIim only to find
a white powder. He crammed the fatty grains into his nouth, reached

t hrough the grass to the edge of the paddy and scooped a handful of the
warmwater to his lips. Arich, creany foam al nost choked him and he
vomted the white torrent into the paddy. Jimstared with surprise at
this snowy fountain, wondering if he would starve to death because he
had forgotten how to eat. Sensibly he read the instructions and nixed a
pint of milk so rich that its fat swamin the
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canal s. Dazed by the food, Jimlay back in the hot grass and sucked
contentedly on the bar of hard, sweet chocolate. He had eaten the npst
satisfying neal of his life, and his stomach stood out below his ribs
like a football. Beside him on the surface of the paddy, swarnms of
flies festered over the cloud of white vomt. Jimw ped the nud fromthe
second Spamtin and waited for the Japanese pilot to appear again, so
that he could repay himfor the mango. Three mles to the west, near the
canmps of Hungjao and Siccawei, dozens of col ored parachutes were
dropping froma B-29 that cruised across the August sky. Surrounded by
this vision of all the abundance of Anmerica falling fromthe air, Jim
| aughed happily to hinmself. He began his second-and al nost nore
i mportant-neal, devouring the six copies of the Reader's Digest. He tud
the crisp, white pages of the nagazines, so unlike the greasy copies he
had read to death in Lunghua. They were filled with headlines and catch
phrases froma world he had never known, and a host of unimagi nable
nanes- Patton, Ei senhower, H mr er, Belsen, jeep, A, AWL, U ah Beach
von Runstedt, the Bulge and a thousand other details of the European
war. Toget her they described an heroi c adventure on anot her planet,
filled with scenes of sacrifice and stoicism of countl ess acts of
bravery, a universe away fromthe war that Ji mhad known at the estuary
of the Yangtze, that vast river barely large enough to draw all the dead
of China through its nouth. Feasting on the nagazines, Ji mdrowsed anpng
the flies and vomt. Trying not to be outdone by the Reader's D gest,
Jimrenmenbered the white light of the atom bonb at Nagasaki , whose
flash he had seen reflected across the China Sea. Its pale halo stil
lay over the silent fields but seened barely equal to D-day and
Bast ogne. Unlike the war in China, everyone in Europe clearly knew which
side he was on, a problemthat Jimhad never ! really s olved. Despite
all the new nanes that it had spawned, was the war recharging itself
here by the great rivers of eastern Asia, to be fought forever in that
far nore ambi guous | anguage that Ji m had begun to | earn?
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to turn his mind fromthis question and eat a second neal. The warm
Spam no longer chilled by its high-altitude flight in the bonb bays of
the B-29, slipped between his fingers onto the dusty ground. Jim
retrieved the block of jellied neat, scraped away the flies and dirt,
and washed it down with the last of the powdered m | k. Chew ng on the
chocol ate bar, and pondering upon the Ardennes offensive, Jimwatched a
B-29 soar across the open countryside two mles to the southwest. A
Must ang fighter acconpanied the bonber, drifting in wide circles a

t housand feet above the Superfortress, as if its pilot were bored by the
chore of guarding the relief plane. A flock of parachutes sailed toward
t he ground, perhaps ained at an exhausted group of Lunghua prisoners
abandoned by the Japanese during their march from Nantao stadium Jim
turned to the Shanghai skyline. WAs he strong enough to wal k the few,
dangerous niles to the western suburbs? Perhaps his parents had al ready
returned to the house in Amherst Avenue. They m ght be hungry after the
journey from Soochow, and would be glad of the last tin of Spam and the
carton of Chesterfields. Smling to hinself, Jimthought of his

not her-he. could no | onger renenber her face, but he could all too well
i magi ne her response to the Spam As an extra treat, she would have
plenty to read....
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Shanghai . He patted his bl oated stonmach, wondering if there was a new
Anerican di sease that canme fromeating too nuch food. At that nonent,

t hrough the branches of the trees, he saw faces turn toward him Six
Chi nese soldiers strode past the derelict aircraft, follow ng the
perinmeter road. They were northern Chinese, tall and heavy-boned nen
wearing full packs and quilted blue unifornms. There were five-pointed
red stars on their soft caps, and the | eader carried a machine gun of
foreign design, with an air-cool ed barrel and drum magazi ne. He wore
spect acl es and was younger and slighter than his nmen, with the fixed
gaze of an accountant or student. At a steady pace, as if they had

al ready covered an i nmense di stance , the six soldiers stepped between
the aircraft. They passed within twenty feet ofJim who conceal ed the
Spam and the carton of Chesterfields behind his back. He assuned t hat

t hese nmen were Chinese Communi sts. By all acounts, they hated the
Americans. Seeing the cigarettes, they might shoot himbefore he could
expl ain that he too had once thought seriously of becom ng a Conmuni st.
But the soldiers glanced at Jimw thout interest, their faces free of
that unsettling blend of deference and contenpt with which the Chinese
had al ways regarded Europeans and Anmericans. They wal ked swi ftly and
soon vani shed anong the trees. Jim stepped over the perineter wre,
searching for the Japanese pilot. He wanted to warn hi m of these
Commruni st soldiers, who would kill himon sight. Al ready Jimhad decided
not to wal k al one to Shanghai. The Lunghua and Nantao districts were
infested with arnmed nmen. He would first return to the canp and join the
British internees who had shot Private Kinmura. As soon as they recovered
their strength, they would want to set out for the bars and nightcl ubs
of Shanghai. Jim wth all his expertise gained in M. Muxted's

St udebaker, would be their guide. Al though the gates of Lun! ghua Cam p
were little nore than a nile fromhim it took Jimtwo hours to cross
the enpty countryside. Avoiding Private Kimura, Jimwaded through the
fl ooded paddy field and then foll owed the canal enmbanknent to the
Shanghai road. The verges were littered with the debris of the air
attacks. Burned-out trucks and supply wagons lay in the ditches,
surrounded by the bodi es of dead puppet soldiers, the carcasses of
horses and water buffalo. A
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spent cartridge cases, as if these dead sol diers had been looting a
treasury in the nonents before their death. Jimwal ked al ong the silent
road, watching an Anmerican fighter cruise in fromthe west. Sitting in
his open cockpit, the pilot circled Jim engine throttled back so that
the silver machi ne whispered through the air. Then Jimsaw that its guns
were cocked, their ejection ports open, and it occurred to himthat the
pilot might kill himfor fun. He raised the carton of Chesterfields and
the Reader's Digests, displaying themto the pilot Iike a set of
passports. The pilot waved to himand banked the aircraft, setting
course for Shanghai. The presence of this American aviator cheered Jim
He confidently strode the | ast hundred yards toward the canp. The sight
of the famliar buildings, the watchtower and barbed-wire fence, warmned
and reassured him He was going back to his real home. |If Shanghai was

t oo dangerous, perhaps his nother and father woul d | eave Anherst Avenue
and live with himin Lunghua. In a practical sense it was a pity that

t he Japanese soldiers would not be there to guard them... As Jim
reached the canp, he was surprised to find that the Chinese peasants and
army deserters had returned to their plot beside the gates. They
squatted in the sun, staring patiently at the bare-chested Briton who
stood inside the wire, a holstered pistol strapped to his bony hips. Jim
recogni zed himas M. Tulloch, the chief nmechanic at the Packard agency
i n Shanghai. He had spent the entire war playing cards in D Bl ock,
pausi ng once to have a brisk rowwith Dr. Ransonme for refusing to help
with the sewage detail. Jimhad | ast seen himlying outside the
guardhouse after his abortive attenpt to wal k to Shanghai. He now

| ounged agai nst the gates, picking at an infected bruise on his lip and
wat ching the activity on the parade ground. Two Britons were dragging a
parachute canister and its canopy t! hrough t he door of the guardhouse.
A third man stood on the roof, scanning the countryside with a pair of
Japanese binoculars. "M. Tulloch... "Jimpulled at the gates, rattling
t he heavy padl ock and chain. "M. Tulloch, you've | ocked the gates."
Tul l och stared distastefully at Jim clearly not recognizing this ragged
fourteen-year-old and suspicious of the carton of cigarettes. "Were the
hell did you come fron? Are you British, boy?" "M. Tulloch, | was in
Lunghua. | lived here for three years."
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worked at the hospital with Dr. Ransone!" "Dr. Ransome?" Tull och
returned to the gates. He peered skeptically at Jim "Doctor
shit-stirrer?" "That's it, M. Tulloch. | stirred shit for Dr. Ransome.
I have to go to Shanghai and find ny nother and father. W had a

Packard, M. Tulloch." "He's stirred his last shit...." Tulloch took
Sergeant Nagata's key ring fromthe ammunition pouch of his holster. He
was still unsure whether to admit Jimto the canp. "A Packard? Good
car..." He unlocked the gates and beckoned Jiminside. Hearing the

clatter, the Englishman with the bandaged hands who had shot Private

Ki mura strode fromthe guardhouse. Although enmaci ated, he had a strong,
nervous physique and a pallor that was hei ghtened by his bl oodied

knuckl es. Ji m had seen the sane chal kli ke skin and deranged eyes in

t hose prisoners released after nonths in the underground cells of the
police headquarters. His chest and shoul ders were covered with the scars
of dozens of cigarette burns, as if his body had been riddled with a hot
poker in an attenpt to set it alight. "Lock those gates!" He pointed a

bl oody hand at Jim "Throw himout!" "Price, | know the lad. H s people
bought a Packard." "Get rid of him W' Il have everyone with a Packard
in here...." "Right, Lieutenant. Hop it, lad. Look sharpish." Jimtried

to hold the gates open with his golf shoe, and Lieutenant Price punched
himin the chest with a bandaged fist. Wnded, Jimsat down hard on the
ground beside the watching Chinese. He held on to the Spam and the
carton of Chesterfields, but the six Reader's Digests inside his shirt
spilled onto the grass and were instantly seized by the peasant wonen.
The small, starving wonen in their black trousers sat around Jim each
hol ding a nmagazine as if about to take part in a discussion group on the
European war. Price slamed the gates in their faces. Everything around
him the canp, the enpty paddy fields, even! the sun , seemed to anger
him He shook his head at Jim and then caught sight of the Spamin
Jims hand. "Wiere did you get that? The Lunghua drops belong to us!" He
screaned in Chinese at the peasant wonen, suspecting them of conplicity
inthis theft. "Tulloch! They're stealing our Spam " He unl ocked the
gates, intending to west the can fromJim when
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t he binocul ars stepped down the | adder, pointing to the fields beyond

t he Shanghai road. Two B-29s appeared fromthe west, their engines
droni ng over the deserted | and. Seeing the canp, they separated from
each other. One flew toward Lunghua, its bonb doors opening to revea
their canisters . The other altered course for the Pootung district to

t he east of Shanghai. As the Superfortresses thundered over their heads,
Ji m crouched besi de the Chinese peasants. Armed with the rifle and
banmboo clubs, Price and three of the Britons ran through the gates and
set off across the nearby field. Already the sky was filled with
parachutes, the blue and scarl et canopies sailing down into the paddies
half a mle fromthe canp. The engi ne noise of the B-29 softened to a
muffled runble. Jimwas tenpted to follow Price and his nmen, and offer
to help them The parachutes had | anded behind a system of old
trenchworks. Losing their bearings, the Britons ran in all directions.
Price clinbed the parapet of an earth redoubt and waved his rifle in a
fury. One of the nmen slipped into a shallow canal and waded in circles

t hrough the water weed, while the others ran along the nud wal |l s between
t he paddi es. As Tulloch watched them despairingly, Jimstood up and

st epped past himthrough the gates. The Packard mechani ¢ | oosened the
heavy pistol in his holster. The sight of the falling parachutes had
aroused him and the stringlike nmuscles of his arns and shoul ders
trenbled in a cat's cradl e of excitenent. "M. Tulloch, is the war

over?" Jimasked. "Really over?" "The war... ?" Tulloch seened to have
forgotten that it had ever taken place. "It better be over, |ad-anytine
now t he next one's going to begin." "I saw some Conmuni st soldiers, M.
Tull och.™ "They're everywhere. You wait till Lieutenant Price gets to
work on them W' |l park you in the guardhouse, |ad. Keep out of his
way.... Jimfollowed Tulloch across the parade! ground, and together

they entered the guardhouse. The once-inmacul ate floor of the orderly
room polished by the Chinese prisoners between their beatings, was
covered with dirt and refuse. Japanese cal endars and docunents |ay anpng
the enpty Lucky Strike cartons, spent anmunition clips and
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wal | of the commandant 's office were stacked dozens of ration boxes. A
naked Britisher in his late fifties, a forner barman at the Shangha
Country O ub, sat on a banboo stool, separating the canned neat fromthe
coffee and cigarettes. He packed the bars of chocol ate on the conmandant
's desk, and brusquely threw aside the bundl es of Reader's Digests and
Sat urday Evening Posts. The entire floor of the office was covered with
di scarded nmagazi nes. Beside him a young British soldier in the rags of
a Seaforth Highlander 's uniformwas cutting the nylon cords fromthe
parachutes. He tied the ropes into neat coils, then expertly folded the
bl ue and scarl et canopies. Tulloch gazed at this treasure house, clearly
awed by the fortune that he and his conpani ons had amassed. He pushed
Jimfromthe door, concerned that the sight of so many bars of chocol ate
woul d derange the boy. "Don't dwell on it, son. Eat your Spamin there."
But Jimwas staring at the magazi nes heaped on the floor at his feet. He
wanted to tidy themup and hoard them for the next war. "M . Tulloch, |
ought to go back to Shanghai now " "Shanghai ? There's nothing there
except six mllion starving coolies . They'll cut off your foreskin
before you can say Bubbling Wl Road." "M. Tulloch, ny nother and
father-" "Lad! Nobody's nother and father are going to Shanghai. Al
those FRB doll ars chasing a hundred bags of rice? Here it's falling out
of the sky." Arifle shot rang out across the paddy fields, followed by
two nore in quick succession. Leaving the naked barman to protect their
treasure store, Tulloch and the Seaforth Hi ghlander ran fromthe
guar dhouse and clinbed the | adder of the watchtower. Jimbegan to
strai ghten the magazi nes on the floor of the commandant 's office, but
t he barman shouted at himand waved himaway. Left to hinself, Jim
stepped into the cell yard behind the orderly room The warm Spamin his
hand, he peered in! to the e npty cells, at the dark blood and dried
excrenent that stained the concrete walls. In the cell at the far end of
the yard, shaded by a straw mat hung fromthe bars, was the body of a
dead Japanese soldier. He lay on the cenent bench that was the cell's
only furniture, his shoul ders
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had been bl udgeoned to a pulp that resenbled a crushed wat ernel on,
filled with the black seeds of hundreds of flies. Jimstared through the
bars at the soldier, shocked that one of the Japanese who had guarded
himfor so many years shoul d have been inprisoned and then beaten to
death in one of his own cells. Jimhad accepted Private Kimura' s death,
in the anonymty of the flooded paddy field, but this reversal of al

the rules governing their life in the canp at | ast convinced Ji mthat
the war m ght be over. Jimleft the cell yard and returned to the
orderly office. He sat behind Sergeant Nagata's desk, a |uxury he had
never once been all owed, and began to read the discarded copies of Life
and Saturday Evening Post. For once the | avish advertisenents, the
headl i nes and sl ogans-"Wen Better Cars are built, Buick will build
them "- failed to touch him Despite the food he had eaten, he felt
nunbed by the task of finding a way to Shanghai, and by all the
confusions of the arbitrary peace inposed on the settled and secure

| andscape of the war. Peace had cone, but it failed to fit properly.
Through the broken wi ndows Ji mwatched a B-29 cross the river two mles
away, searching the warehouses of Pootung for any groups of Allied
prisoners. The peasants outside the gates of Lunghua ignored the bonber.
Jimhad noticed that the Chi nese never |ooked up at the planes. Al though
they were nationals of one of the Allied powers at war with Japan, they
woul d not share in these relief supplies. He |listened to the angry
voices of the Britons returning fromtheir foray across the paddy
fields. Despite all their efforts, they had seized only two of the
parachute canisters. Wile Lieutenant Price stood guard by the gates,
rifle trenbling in his hands, the others dragged the canisters into the
canmp. The sweat dripped fromtheir bodies onto the scarlet silk. The
remai ni ng parachutes had vani shed into the countryside ,! spirite d from
under Price's nose by the secret tenants of the burial nounds. As |arge
as bonbs, the canisters lay on the floor in the conmandant 's offi ce.
The naked barman sat astride them the sweat from his buttocks dulling
the silver, while the Seaforth H ghlander struck off the nose cones with
the rifle butt. The nen tore the cartons apart, |oading their emaciated
arms wWith cans of neat and coffee, chocol ates and cigarettes. Lieutenant
Price hovered anobng them the bones in his shoul ders shaking |ike
castanets. He was excited and exhausted at
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and put to good use all the violence he had found within hinself on
beating the Japanese to death. He noticed Jimquietly reading his
magazi nes behind Sergeant Na- gata's desk. "Tulloch! He's here again!

The boy with the Packard..." "The lad was in the canp, Lieutenant. He
skivvied for one of the doctors. " "He's roanm ng around everywhere! Lock
himup in one of the cells!”™ "He isn't the tal kative type, Lieutenant."

Tulloch held Jims arm reluctantly pulling himtoward the cell vyard.
"He's wal ked all the way from Nantao Stadium" "Nantao? The big

stadi un?" Price turned to Jimwith interest, gazing at himwth all the
gui | el essness of the fanatic. "How |l ong were you there, boy?" "Three
days,"” Jimreplied. "O | think it was six days. Until the war ended."
"He can't count." "He nust have had a good | ook, Lieutenant." "I bet he
had a good | ook. Roaming around all the tinme. Boy, what did you see in
the stadiun?" Price treated Jimto a roguish grimce. "Rifles? Stores?"
"Cars, nostly," Jimexplained. "At |east five Buicks, two Cadillacs and
a Lincoln Zephyr." "Forget about the cars! Wre you born in a garage?
VWhat el se did you see?" "Just a lot of carpets and furniture." "Fur
coats?" Tulloch interjected. "There was no ordnance there, Lieutenant.
What about scotch whi skey, son?" Price pulled the copy of Life from
Jims hands. "For God's sake, you'll ruin your eyes. Listen to M.

Tull och. Did you see any scotch whi skey?" Ji m stepped back, keeping the
silver canisters between hinself and this unstable man. As if excited by
the booty in Nantao Stadium the lieutenant's hands were bl eeding

t hrough their bandages. Jim knew that Lieutenant Price would have |iked
to get himal one and then beat himto death, not because he was cruel
but because only the sight of Jims agony would clear away all the pain
that he hinself had endured. "There mi ght have been scotch whi skey," he
said tactfully. "There were a lo! t of bar s."
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you nmust have seen it." Lieutenant Price fastened the bandages around
his bleeding fists. He sucked fiercely at his cigarette. Gazing hungrily
at Jim he picked up the copy of Life and left the commandant's office.
As the Mustang's engi ne faded across the paddy fields, they could hear
Price striding up and down the cell yard, striking the doors of the
cells with the roll ed magazi ne.
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t he atom bonb? Ji mwal ked across the parade ground, |ooking up at the
enpty barrack huts and dormtory bl ocks. The wi ndows hung open in the
sunlight, as if the tenants had fled at his approach. The nention of the
Nagasaki raid, and its confusion with the booty waiting for Price in
Nantao Stadium had calned this forner officer in the Nanking police.

For an hour Jim had hel ped the nmen to unpack the parachute canisters,
and Price had not objected when Tulloch gave their young recruit a bar
of American chocol ate. |Imges of hunger and violence fused in Price's

m nd, as they had done during the years of his inprisonnent by the
kenpetai. Holding his tin of Spam and a bundl e of Life nagazi nes, Jim
clinbed the steps into the foyer of D Block. He paused by the notice
boards with their fading canp bulletins and commandant's orders. In the
dormtories he strolled along the lines of bunks. The honemade | ockers
had been | ooted by the Japanese after the departure of the prisoners, as
if there was still something of value to be found in this rubbish of
urine-stained mats and packi ng-case furniture. Yet despite the enptiness
of the canp, it seenmed ready for instant occupation. Qutside G Bl ock he
| ooked at the baked earth, at the worn ruts of years left by the iron
wheel s of the food cart, pointing their way to the canp kitchens. He
stood in the doorway of his room
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to the wall above his bunk. In the last minutes before joining the
march, Ms. Vincent had torn down the curtain of his cubicle, satisfying
a long- held need to occupy the whole room Neatly folded, the curtain

| ay under Jims bunk, and he was tenpted to pin it up again. A nmarked
smell hung in the room one he had never noticed during all the years of
the war, at once enticing and anmbi guous. Jimrealized that it was the
odor of Ms. Vincent's body, and for a nonent he inmagi ned that she had
returned to the canp. Jimstretched out on Ms. Vincent's bunk and

bal anced the tin of Spamon his forehead. He surveyed the roomfromthis
unfam liar angle, a privilege he had never been all owed during the war.
Tucked behind the door, his cubicle nust have resenbl ed one of those
ranshackl e hutches that the beggars of Shanghai erected around

t hensel ves out of newspapers and straw nats. Often he nust have seened
to Ms. Vincent like a beast in a kennel. It was no wonder, Jim
reflected as he perused a copy of Life, that Ms. Vincent had been
intensely irritated by him w shing himaway even to the point of hoping
he would die. Jimlay on her straw mattress, snelling the scent of her
body, fitting his hips and shoulders into the shallow nold she had | eft
behi nd. Seen from Ms. Vincent's vantage point, the past three years
appeared subtly different; even a few steps across a small room
generated a separate war, a separate ordeal for this woman with her
weary husband and sick child. Thinking with affection of Ms. Vincent,
Jimw shed that they were still together. He m ssed Dr. Ransone and Ms.
Pearce, and the group of nen who sat all day on the steps outside the
foyer. It occurred to Jimthat they mght also m ss Lunghua. Perhaps one
day they would all return to the canp. Jimleft the roomand wal ked down
the corridor to the rear door where the children had played. The marks
of their ganmes-hopscotch , marbles a! nd fight ing tops-still covered
the ground. Jimkicked a snall stone into the hopscotch court and deftly
flicked it around the squares, then set out on a circuit of the deserted
canp. Already he could feel Lunghua gathering itself around hi magain.
As he approached the hospital, he began to hope that Dr. Ransone woul d
be there. By the entrance to Hut 6 a rai n-soaked Pierrot costume of the
Lunghua Sophonores lay in a nuddy pool. Jimstopped to clean the Spam
tin. He wiped the Iabel with the ruff of the costune, renenbering Dr.
Ransone's | ectures on hygi ene.
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN The banmboo shutters were | owered across the w ndows
of the hospital, as if Dr. Ransone wanted the patients to sleep through
the afternoon. Jimclinbed the steps, aware of a faint rmurnur within the
bui | di ng. Wien he pushed back the doors, a cloud of flies envel oped him
Maddened by the light, they filled the narrow entrance hall, as if
trying to shake off the foul odor that clung to their w ngs. Brushing
the flies fromhis nmouth, Jimwal ked into the men's ward. The decayi ng
air streanmed down the plywood walls, bathing the flies that fed on the
bodi es piled across the bunks. Identifiable by their ragged shorts and
fl owered dresses, and by the clogs enbedded in their swollen feet,
dozens of Lunghua prisoners lay on the bunks |ike sides of neat in a
condemmed sl aught er house. Their backs and shoul ders glistened with
mucus, and the splayed nouths in their ballooning cheeks still gaped as
if these bloated nmen and wonen, dragged from a banquet, were gripped by
a ravenous hunger. Jimwal ked through the darkened ward, the tin of Spam
held tightly to his chest, breathing through the nmagazi nes cupped over
his nouth. Despite their caricature faces, Jimrecognized several of the
prisoners. He searched for Dr. Ransone and Ms. Vincent, assuning that
t he bodi es were those of the Lunghua internees who had fallen behind
during the march fromthe stadium The flies festered over the bodies,
in some way aware that the war had ended and determ ned to hoard every
norsel of flesh for the coming fam ne of the peace. Jimstood on the
steps of the hospital, |ooking out at the deserted canp and the silent
fields beyond the wire. The flies soon left himand returned to the
ward. Jimset out for the kitchen garden. He wal ked anong the fading
pl ants, wondering whether to water them and plucked the [ast two
tomatoes. He raised the berries to his |ips but stopped before eating
them He renmenbered his fears that his soul had died in the stadi um at
Nant ao, even though his body ! had surv ived. If his soul had been
unabl e to escape and had died within him would feeding his body engorge
it like the corpses in the hospital ? Thinking about his last night in
Nantao Stadium Jimsat on the balcony of the assenbly hall. In the late
af ternoon a Chi nese nerchant arrived at the gates of the canp,
acconpani ed by three coolies. They carried earthenware jars of rice w ne
suspended from banboo yokes across their backs. Jimwatched the barter
of goods take place outside
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THE FLI ES 241 the guardhouse. Wsely, Lieutenant Price had cl osed the
door of the treasure chest in the commandant's office. Cartons of Lucky
Strikes and a single parachute canopy were exchanged for the jars of

w ne. When the nerchant left, followed by his coolies with their bal e of
scarlet silk, the Britons were soon drunk. Jimdecided not to return to
t he guardhouse that evening. Lieutenant Price's white body | urched

t hrough the dusk, the cigarette burns on his chest inflaned by the w ne.
From t he bal cony Ji m gazed across Lunghua Airfield. Carefully he opened
his tin of Spam It was a pity that Dr. Ransonme woul d not be sharing it
with him As he raised the warmneat to his nouth, he thought of the
bodies in the hospital. He had not been shocked by the sight of the dead
prisoners. In fact, he had known all along that those who fell behind
during the march from Lunghua would be left to die or killed where they
rested. Nonethel ess, he associated the chopped hamwith those fattened
corpses. Each was envel oped in the sane nmucus. The living who ate or
drank too quickly, like Tulloch and the police lieutenant with his

bl oody hands, woul d soon join the overfed dead. Food fed death, the
eager and waiting death of their own bodies. Jimlistened to the drunken
shouts from the guardhouse and the volley of rifle shots as Price fired
over the heads of the Chinese at the gates. Wth his dungeon pallor and
bandaged hands, this albino figure frightened Jim the first of the dead
torise fromthe grave, eager to start the next world war. Jimrested
his eyes on the reassuring geonetry of the airfield runway . Four
hundred yards away, the young Japanese pil ot wal ked anong the derelict
aircraft. Banboo stick in hand, he searched the nettles. H s baggy
flying suit, lit by the evening air, renmi nded Jimof another pilot of

t he dusk who had saved himthree years earlier and opened the doors of
Lunghua.
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37 A RESERVED ROOM SOON AFTER DAWN Ji m was awakened by the first

reconnai ssance flights of the Anerican fighters. He had spent the night
sleeping in Ms. Vincent's bunk, and fromthe w ndows of G Bl ock he

wat ched the pairs of Mustangs circle the pagoda at Lunghua Airfield . An
hour later the air drops began to the prisoner-of-war canps near
Shanghai . The squadrons of B-29s energed fromthe hazy |light over the
Yangt ze and crui sed over the enpty paddy fields with their open bonb
doors, an arnmda for hire of vacant |inousines. Now that the war was
over, the American bonbardi ers seemed either unwilling, or too bored, to
concentrate on their sights. Miuch to the annoyance of Tulloch and

Li eutenant Price, they dropped their cargoes into the open fields around
the canp, rolled their wings and set off in a leisurely way for hone,
the day's work done. When were the American army and navy coming to
Shanghai ? From the roof of G Bl ock, Jimexani ned the cal msurface of the
river three mles to the north. No doubt the Anericans were wary of
sailing up the Yangtze, fearing that the Japanese submari ne conmanders
m ght have decided not to surrender. But until they arrived it was too
dangerous for Jimto set out in search of his nother and father. The
whol e of Shanghai and the surroundi ng countrysi de was | ocked into a zone
where there was neither war nor peace, a vacuumthat woul d soon be
filled by every warlord and disaffected general in China.
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A RESERVED ROOM 243 After waiting for Price and his nen to | eave the
canp in search of the parachute canisters, Jimwent down to the

guar dhouse. The wash fromthe engines of the relief Superfortress had
driven the stench of rotting neat fromthe hospital, a pall that hung
over the canp for hours. But Tulloch appeared not to notice. Once

Li eutenant Price was out of the way, a specter hunting other specters
anong the burial nmounds, Tulloch was prepared to admit Jimto the
commandant's office. Jim hel ped hinself to the cans stacked agai nst the
wal | . He made a qui ck meal of Spam and powdered milk, then sat behind
Sergeant Nagata's desk in the orderly room chew ng a chocol ate bar and
sorting out the copies of the Anerican magazi nes. Later, when Tull och
went off to abuse the growing crowd of starving Chinese outside the
gates, Jimclinbed the | adder of the watchtower . He could see Price and
his raiding party searching the creeks to the west of the canp. They had
joined forces with a group of Allied prisoners from Hungjao, and the
armed nmen were runni ng al ong the enmbanknents of the antitank ditches,
firing across the flooded paddy fields. Already it was clear that the
fornmer British internees were not the only scavengers roving the
countrysi de. The Chi nese peasants were returning to the villages they
had abandoned in the weeks before the war's end. Gangs of coolies roaned
the area, stripping the tires and body panels fromthe burned- out
Japanese vehi cl es. Squads of renegade Kuonintang sol di ers who had
deserted to the Chi nese puppet arm es wandered the roads, well aware of
their fate if they fell into the hands of their former Nationali st
conrades, but drawn toward Shanghai by the Anerican air drops. As Jim
stood in the observation box of the watchtower, a conpany of these
denoralized troops straggl ed past the gates of Lunghua. Still fully
armed, in ragged unifornms fromwhich they had torn their badges, they
passed within a few feet of the solitary Packard nechanic guar! ding his
treasure of chocol ate bars and Saturday Eveni ng Posts. At noon, when

Li eutenant Price appeared, dressed like a corpse in the scarlet canopy
of the parachute canister dragged by his nen, Jimgathered together his
bundl e of nmagazi nes and returned to G Bl ock. He spent an hour sorting
theminto their correct order and then set out on a tour of the canp.
Avoi di ng the hospital, he clinbed through the wire and explored the
overgrown terrain between the canp and Lunghua Airfield, hoping to find
the turtle that he had released in the | ast weeks of the war.
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN But the canal beside the fence contained only the
body of a dead Japanese airnman. Sections of Lunghua Airfield-the pagoda,
barracks and control tower-were now occupi ed by an advance bri gade of
Nationalist troops. For reasons of their own, the Japanese aircraftsnen
and ground crews made no attenpt to escape, and lived on in the gutted
hangars and workshops. Each day the Nationalist soldiers took a few of
t he Japanese and killed themin the waste ground to the south and west
of the airfield. The sight of this dead Japanese airnman, floating
facedown in the canal anong the Mistang drop tanks, unsettled Jim as
much as the bodies of the Britons in the canp hospital. Fromthen on he
decided to remain within the safety of the canp. He slept at night in
Ms. Vincent's bed, and spent the days sanpling the Anerican canned food
and chocol ate, and sorting out his collection of magazines. By now he
had assenbl ed a substantial l|ibrary, which he stacked neatly on the
spare bunks in his room The copies of Tinme, Life and the Reader's
Di gest covered every concei vabl e aspect of the war, a world at once
fam liar and yet totally renoved from his own experiences in Shangha
and Lunghua. At nonents, as he studied the dramatic accounts of tank
battl es and beachheads, he wondered if he hinself had been in the war at
all. But he continued to collect the magazines fromthe floor of the
commandant's office, concealing within thema few extra cans of Spam and
powdered nmilk, part of a long-termreserve that he had sensibly begun to
stockpile. Already it was clear to Jimthat the Anerican air drops were
becom ng | ess frequent, and sooner or |ater they would stop. Now that
his strength had returned, Jimwas able to scavenge busily around the
canmp and was never nore pleased than when, under a bunk in D Bl ock, he
found a tennis racket and a tin of balls. On the third norning, as Price
and his nmen stood with the binoculars on the roof of the guardhouse,
waiting inpatiently for th! e Areric an relief planes, an ancient Opel
truck arrived at the gates of the canp. Two bare-chested Britons,
someti me Lunghua prisoners, sat in the driving cabin, while their
Chinese wives and children rode in the back with their possessions. Jim
had | ast seen the nmen, forenmen at the Mol ler Line dockyards, in the
stadium at Nantao, lifting the hoods of the white Cadillacs on the
nor ni ng the war had ended.
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A RESERVED ROOM 245 Sonmehow t hey had made their way to Shanghai and
collected their famlies, who had not been interned by the Japanese.

Fi ndi ng thensel ves destitute in the hostile city, they had decided to
return to Lunghua. Already they had collected their first booty. A
silver parachute canister lay |like a bonb on the floor of the truck,
dwarfing the darkeyed children in their Chinese tunics. Jimwatched from
Basie's window in E Block, smling contentedly as Tulloch and Li eut enant
Price clinbed dowmn fromthe roof of the guardhouse. They strolled over
to the gates but nmade no attenpt to unlock them A ranbling argunent
ensued between Price and | he forner Lunghua prisoners, who pointed
angrily at E Block, deserted now except for the fourteen- year-old boy
 aughing to hinself at the top-floor wi ndow Jimdrunmed his fists on

the concrete sill, and waved to the nmen and their glowering Chinese
Wi ves. After three years of trying to | eave the canp they were now back
at its gates, ready to take up their stations for World War 111. At |ong

| ast they were beginning to realize the sinple truth that Jimhad al ways
known, that inside Lunghua they were free. The gates were opening; a
bargai n had been struck. Lieutenant Price had taken a fancy to the Qpel.
Wthin a minute the two Britons and their famlies sped across the
parade ground toward D Bl ock, followed by the first Mistangs of the
norni ng. As they soared over the canp, the wash fromtheir engi nes drove
a foul wind through the enpty buildings, a reek of offal borne on a

pl ague of thousands of glutted flies. The Chinese beggars sitting by the
gates shielded their faces. But Jiminhaled the heady stench, shutting
out his thoughts of the hospital and the dead Japanese airmen in the
canal beyond the wire. The tine had come to forget the dead. In its way
t he canp was coming alive again. The days of powdered m |k and chocol ate
bars had made hi m stronger, but not yet equal to the |Iong wal k back to
Shanghai . Ot her people woul! d be ret urning to the canp, and perhaps
his nother and father would join himthere. Even with the reduced
American air drops, there would be a constant supply of food. Jiml ooked
down at the silent kitchens behind the guardhouse and the rusting
collection of netal carts. Already he was thinking of a sweet potato....
H s shoes rang through the enpty corridors and down the stone steps. As
he raced fromthe foyer, he heard the throbbing engine of the QOpel.
Tul l och and the Seaforth Hi ghlander were | oadi ng para-
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Jim.." Tulloch placed his hand on Jinms head, trying to steady the
overexcited boy. "It's tinme you found your father, |lad. The war's over,
Jim" "But the next war, M. Tulloch. You said it's going to begin soon.
" The Packard nechanic helped Jimonto the floor of the truck. "Jim you
need to get the |ast war over before you start the next. W'Ill give you
alift-you' re going back to Shanghai!"
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38 THE ROAD TO SHANGHAI THE TRUCK CAREENED from one side of the Shangha
road to the other, throwing Jimonto the agitated bundl e of parachute
silk. He clung to the cartons of K-rations stacked around him and
listened to Tulloch and Lieutenant Price shouting to each other above
the bell owsli ke roar of the engine. Through the fading canoufl age on the
rear wi ndow, Jimcould see the policeman's bandaged hands, deliberately
rai sed fromthe wheel as he allowed the speeding truck to wobbl e and
drift fromthe center of the road. The tires reached the verge, ripping
up a stormof dust and | eaves. Tulloch sat in the passenger seat beside
the jar of rice wine, holding the rifle through the open wi ndow. He
pounded on the dented hood as the apartnment bl ocks of the French
Concessi on appeared between the bonmb-torn trees. For all the dangers of
Li eutenant Price's driving, Jimwas glad that the two men were in such
high spirits. For the first mle the |ieutenant had been unable to find
second gear, and they had | abored al ong the Shanghai road at a noisy
wal ki ng pace that threatened to boil the water fromthe radiator. Then
an air drop at Hungjao brought back Price's driving skills. They hurtl ed
along the farmtracks and canal enbankments, follow ng the parachutes
toward the | anding ground, cheered by the prospect of even nore Anmerican
mer chandi se to be sold in the black markets of Shanghai
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN O hers, however, had reached the treasure before
them For half an hour they trundl ed around the deserted paddy fields,
unable to find a single parachute canister. Price waved his rifle,
threatening an entire world of silent canals. Fortunately, Price's anger
soon abated. After returning to the Shanghai road, the |ieutenant
steered the truck toward the body of a dead Japanese dispatch rider
| ying beside a nmotorcycle. The dead man's head burst in a spray of
bl oodi ed maggots and brain tissue that drenched the roadside trees. This
feat of steering put Price in an excellent nood, which Ji mhoped would
| ast 1 ong enough for himto reach Shanghai and junp fromthe truck at
the first traffic lights. Jiml ooked back at the distant rooftops of the
canp. It was strange to be |eaving Lunghua, but he realized that once
agai n he had been inprisoned by the canp as he had been during the war.
At a single word from Tulloch, the apparently secure world he had begun
to rebuild for hinmself out of one small roomand a few tins of Spam had
coll apsed at his feet. They passed Lunghua Pagoda at the northern edge
of the airfield, the barrels of its antiaircraft guns still pointing to
the sky. Jimsearched the ruined hangars for any sight of the young
kam kaze pilot, sorry that he had never been able to repay himfor the
mango. A nmile to the east was the A ynpic stadium at Nantao. The Chi nese
characters on the shell-pocked facade, celebrating the generosity of
CGeneral i ssinmo Chiang, rose ever nore vividly above the parking lot, as
if China's feudal past had returned to claimits tine. The truck
swerved, skidding across the canber. On a whim Lieutenant Price had
turned onto a mud track that ran toward the stadium Jim heard Tull och
protest, but then the wine jar was passed across the steering wheel.
They sped between the first of the earth bunkers and rifle pits that
guarded the former Japanese headquarters. Lines of crunbling tank
ditches crossed the fields, their slopes ! strewn with webbing and
amuni ti on boxes. Jimlay back on the bale of parachute silk. He had
known all along that the sight of the A ynpic stadi umwould prove too
|arge a tenptation . Since his arrival at Lunghua canp, the group of
Britons had never ceased to question himabout the |looted furniture in
the stands. Jim had been forced to enbroider his nenories, in order to
ensure his supplies of canned goods and mamgazi nes fromthe conmmandant's
of fice. By now his make-believe had seized Price's imgination, and it
was too late to turn back
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" "Just a detour, Jim" Tulloch assured himboozily. "W'II| pick out a
case of scotch, and a few fur coats for the girls in the Nanking Road. "
"I didn't see any fur coats, M. Tulloch, or any scotch. Lots of chairs
and dining tables."” Lieutenant Price pushed Tulloch aside. "Dining

tabl es? Do you think we came here to have | unch?" He stared at the
facade of the stadium as if its shabby chalk challenged his own pallid
skin. Jimavoided the rifle barrel ained at his head. "There were

cupboar ds and wardrobes." "Wardrobes?" Tull och swayed between them
"That could be it, Lieutenant." "Right..." Price calnmed hinmself. He
touched the cigarette burns on his chest, tapping out a secret code of
pain and nenory. "I told you the boy had his eyes open." The two nen

crossed the road and entered the parking lot. Price | eaned agai nst a
trackl ess tank and spat the prison phlegmfromhis |ungs through an open
hat ch. Ji m hung back anmong the lines of trucks, thinking of M. Maxted.
Was he still lying on the bl oodstained grass? Having eaten so nuch, Jim
felt guilty and renenbered that he nmight have sold his shoes. For al

the looted cocktail bars it contained, the O ynpic stadi um seened sonber
and threatening, a place of onens. Here he had seen the afterglow of the
atom c flash at Nagasaki. Its white glare still lay over the road of
their death march from Lunghua, the sane pale light that he could see in
the chal ky facade of the stadiumand in Lieutenant Price's linme-pit

skin. Fanning away the flies with a copy of Life, Jimsat on the running
board of a truck. He studied a photograph of Anerican marines raising
the flag on the summt of Mount Suribachi after their battle for Iwo
Jima. The Anmericans in these nagazi nes had fought an heroic war, closer
to the com c books that Jimhad read as a child. Even the dead were

gl anorized, the living' s idea of the dead.... Two Mustang fighters flew
overhead, | eading a Superfortress that lunbered in fromthe west, its
bonb doors open, ready to sc! atter it s
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN Spam and Reader's Digests across the enpty fields.
The engi nes drumred at the ground below Jim s feet, shaking the |ines of
derelict vehicles. Jimlowered the nagazi ne and noticed that arnmed nen
were running fromthe entrance tunnel of the stadium their voices
drowned in the noise of the aircraft. The Superfortress anbl ed through
the sky, but the nen scattered in panic fromthe tunnel, as if expecting
the stadiumto be bonbed. A bearded European in the | eather jacket of an
American pilot raced across the parking lot, followed by two nore nen
carrying shotguns. A bare-chested Chinese with a pistol belt around his
bl ack trousers scuttled along at a crouch, |eading a group of coolies
wi th banboo staves. Pursuing themthrough the tunnel was a pl atoon of
Nationalist soldiers, rifles raised to the strong sunlight. They stopped
to fire at the fleeing nmen, letting off a ragged volley of shots. Jim
opened the door of the truck and clinbed into the driving cabin. Fifty
feet fromthe entrance tunnel, Tulloch lay in the white dust that had
fallen fromthe facade of the stadium Lieutenant Price ran past him
toward the line of trucks, his face like a | antern scanni ng the ground.
Shaki ng of f his bandages, he | eaped the perineter wall of the parking
| ot and plunged into the flooded paddy field beyond the road. The
Chi nese officer fired a last pistol shot at Price's splashing figure,
then knelt in the stadiumentrance. Rifles raised, his nen approached
the rusting vehicles. They nmade a token show of flushing out any wounded
menbers of the raiding party, turned and retreated to the safety of the
stadium Tulloch lay dead in the sun, his blood | eaking into the chal ky
dust. Blue and scarl et parachutes were falling over Hungjao. Jimslid
across the seat, opened the door on the far side of the cabin and
slipped onto the ground. Screened by the ammunition wagons and field
guns, he ran toward the perineter wall. Lieutenant Price had abandoned
the Opel and its cargo o! f silks and K-rations. Wen Jimreached the
cul vert, he found the truck standing al one anong the antitank
enbanknments. On the ground beside the passenger door a faint snmoke still
rose fromthe butt of Tulloch's last Lucky Strike. Jimstared through
the wi ndow at the instrunent panel. Could he drive the vehicle to
Shanghai ? It was too dangerous to give hinmself up to the Nationalist
soldiers at the stadiumthey would shoot him
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THE ROAD TO SHANGHAI 251 on sight, taking for granted that Jimwas a
menber of the raiding party. Thinking of Tulloch, who had died before
seeing the white Cadillacs of Nantao, Jimdecided to walk to Shanghai .
He was clinbing over the tailgate of the Opel, about to sel ect several
cans of food and copies of the Reader's Digest, when he heard footsteps
beside the truck. Before he could turn, someone seized himby the

shoul ders. Hard fists punched the back of his head and hurled himto the
floor. Sitting anong the cartons of cigarettes, Jimfelt the blood run
fromhis nose and nouth, dripping through his hands onto the parachute
canopy. He | ooked up at the bare-chested Chinese with the pistol belt
who had raced fromthe stadium He stared at Jimwith the expressionless
gaze he had often seen on the cook's face at Anmherst Avenue before he
killed a chicken. Behind him inpatient to get his hands on the truck's
cargo, was a Chinese coolie with a banboo stave. On both sides of the
culvert arned nen were wal ki ng down the enbanknent, |ed by the bearded
European in the leather flying jacket. Half the nmenbers of this bandit
group were Chinese, sone of themcoolies with staves, others in
National i st and puppet uniforms, still with their rifles and webbi ng.
The ot hers were Europeans or Americans , wearing an assortnent of

cl othes and amunition belts, holsters and Shanghai police pouches hung
over Chinese tunics. Fromtheir starved bodi es, Jimassuned that nost
were fornmer internees. When the coolie raised the banboo stave, Jim
sucked back the bl ood and swal |l owed the hot phlegm "lI'mgoing to
Lunghua Canp... I'"ma British prisoner.” He pointed to the southwest.
Through his swollen nose his voice sounded strangely bass, as if his
body were aging in the few nonents of [ife left to it. "Lunghua Canp...
Ignoring him the arnmed nen sat on the enbanknment and snoked their
cigarettes. The European in the flying jacket paced around the truck. A
coolie picked up Tulloch's cigarette but! t and in hal ed the snoke.
Everyone wat ched the sky and the deserted road past the stadium They
had brought with themthe slow, enpty tine of the prison canp. Their
faces were drawn and col orless, and they seened to have energed froma

deep lair below the ground. "Lunghua..." Jimrepeated. The coolie with
the stave still had his eyes on Jim At the smallest signal, Jimknew,
the coolie would step forward and crush his skull. The bare-chested

Chi nese who had struck
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EMPI RE OF THE SUN hi m was exam ning the truck, peering at the rear
tires. Hoping sonmehow to catch the attention of the Europeans, Jim
pointed to the stadium "Lincoln Zephyrs-in Nantao. Buicks, white
Cadillacs..." "What's this talk about Cadillacs?" A small man with
silvery hair and an effem nate Anerican voice wal ked toward the truck
rifle slung over his shoulder. No one listened to him and he lit a
cigarette to cover the lack of response. The flane trenbled in his
powder ed cheeks, exposing a famliar pair of wary eyes, with their sharp
but nodest focus. "Basie!"™ Jimw ped the blood fromhis nose. "It's e,
Basi e Jim Shanghai Jim" The cabin steward stared at Jim After a
nonent's thought he shook his head in an alnost formal way, as if
recogni zing the fourteen-year- old but no longer interested in him He
scanned the cartons of K- rations and fingered the silk of the
parachute. He stepped aside to give the they noticed him nost of them
liked Jim who in return, and out of respect for America, ran endl ess
errands for them Several of the cubicles were closed as the nerchant
seamen entertained their visitors, but the others had their curtains
rai sed so that the sailors could lie on their bunks and observe the
passing world. Two of the ol der seanen were w acked by malaria, but they
made little fuss about being ill. Al inall, Jimfelt, the Anericans
were the best conpany, not as strange and chal |l engi ng as the Japanese,
but far superior to the norose and conplicated British. Wiy was Basic
angry with hin? Jimstepped down the narrow corridor between the
suspended sheets. He could hear an Englishwonan from Hut 5 conpl ai ni ng
about her husband, and two Belgian girls who lived with their w dowed
father in G Block giggled over sone object they were being shown.
Basic's cubicle was in the northeast corner of the room wth two
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39 THE BANDI TS THE CAR SPED al ong the shore of an oil-filled | agoon

past the rusting hull of a beached torpedo boat. Squeezed between Basie
and the bearded Frenchman in the rear seat, Jimwatched the spray |eap
fromthe wheels of the Buick. The lurid rai nbows opened |i ke peacock
tails, transformng the distant office blocks of Shanghai into the
towers of a paint-box city. The sane gaudy light veiled the torpedo boat
and cl oaked the bodi es of the dead Japanese lying in the shallows. Jim
tried to | ook over his shoul der at the recedi ng skyline of Shanghai |,
but the bruises on his neck made it difficult for himto turn his head.
"Hey, boy..." The Frenchman struck Jims armwith the carbine held

bet ween his knees. "Settle down. You want some nore bl oody nose?" "Jim
there's no roomto westle in here. W'll just sit quiet and | earn our
words." Basie put an armaround Jim "Keep an eye on that Digest so you
stay awake." "Right, Basie. I'll stay awake." Stayi ng awake was
all-inportant, as Jimknew. He propped his feet against the ammunition
boxes on the floor of the car, then pinched his bruised lips until his
eyes brightened. Next to the Frenchnman, against the right-hand passenger
door, sat the coolie with the banmboo
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intervened. In the front seat, beside the Chinese driver, were two
Australians from Siccawei Canp. The seven of them were packed into the
mud- spattered Buick. Its windows were still adorned with the insignia
and rice-paper stickers of the puppet Chinese general whose staff car
this had been throughout the war. Dried vonmit, blood fromJims nose and
fromthe wounds of injured nmen stained the seats. Along with the staves
and weapons, the car was cramed with ammunition boxes, cartons of
American cigarettes, earthenware jars of rice wine and beer bottles into
which the nmen continually urinated as they sped al ong the country roads
to the sout hwest of Shanghai. They cane to a halt, and the oily water of
the | agoon swilled swilled around the Buick's wheels. Ahead of them was
t he Japanese truck carrying a dozen nenbers of this bandit gang. The
t op- heavy vehicle swayed up a narrow ranp of gray bricks that |led from
t he beach to the enbanknment road. It was | oaded with parachute
cani sters, Japanese stores seized that norning fromthe mlitary godowns
at Nantao, and a collection of nattress rolls, bicycles and sew ng
machi nes |l ooted fromthe villages in the open country south of Lunghua.
The Buick clinbed the ranp of crunbling bricks and foll owed the truck
t hrough the clouds of dust that swirled fromits wheels. The road ran
inland fromthe | agoon, soon losing itself in a naze of paddy fields and
canals. Jimwondered if this bandit group had any idea where it was
goi ng, a poisonous shuttle that flicked to and fro across the quilted
| and. Yet eight hundred yards away, along a parallel road, a second
truck sped through the deserted paddi es. The antique Opel captured at
the A ynpic stadiumcarried the remaining five nenbers of the gang. They
had |l eft the seapl ane base at Nantao soon after dawn but sonehow had
managed to rendezvous within a few m nutes of their next objective. As
t he roads converged, Jimcould s! ee the b are-chested figure of the
Chi nese gunman with the black trousers and revol ver belt. He stood
behind the driving cabin, shouting commands to the coolie at the wheel.
Jimfeared this former officer in the Chinese puppet armny, whose iron
knuckl es he could still feel in the bruised bones at the back of his
neck. Only Basie's presence had saved Jim but the reprieve mght be
short-lived. Captain Soong paid little attention to Basie, or to the
ot her European nenbers of the bandit gang, and regarded Jim
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necessary. Wthin an hour of his capture by the bandits, Jimwas
crawl i ng anong the burial nmounds that overl ooked a village near Hungj ao,
sent on ahead |ike a beagle to sniff out the |land and draw any surprise
fire. Still half stunned, the blood fromhis nose dripping onto the
Reader's Digest in his hand, he waited anpbng the rotting coffins unti

t he shooting subsided and the bandits returned fromthe village with
their looted bicycles, bedrolls and sacks of rice. Recognizing that
Captain Soong was the real |eader of this bandit group, Jimhad tried to
make hinself useful to the Chinese. But Captain Soong did not want Jim
to run any errands for him The war had changed the Chi nese peopl e-the
villagers, the wandering coolies and | ost puppet sol diers | ooked at
Europeans in a way Ji mhad never seen before the war, as if they no

| onger existed, even though the British had hel ped the Americans to

def eat the Japanese. The trucks stopped at a crossroad. Captain Soong
junped fromthe Opel and strode over to the Buick. Wthout thinking,
Basic held Jims arm Basic had been prepared to see himdie, and only
Jims lavish descriptions of the booty waiting for the bandits in the
stadi um at Nantao sustained Basic's interest in Jim A tornado of dust
seet hed around the three vehicles as they reversed and set off along a
di sused canal. Wthin half a nile they stopped on a stone bridge above a
deserted village. Captain Soong and two of his men disnounted fromtheir
truck, joined by the Frenchman in the Buick and the coolie with the
stave. The Australians sat in the front of the car, drinking froma w ne
jar and ignoring the shabby dwellings. Usually Captain Soong woul d have
called Jimand sent himto ferret through the buildings, but the village

was clearly abandoned , | ooted many tines over by the bandit groups in
the area. "Are we going back to Shanghai, Basic?" Jimasked. "Soon, Jim
First we have to pick up sone sp! ecial eq uipnment." "Equipnent you

stored in the villages? Equi pnent for the war effort?" "That's it, Jim
Equi pment the OSS | eft here for us while | was working undercover with
t he Kuom ntang. You wouldn't want the Communists to get it, would you,
Jin?" Both of themwent along with this pretense. Jimstared at the
enpty village, its single nmud street divided by an open sewer. "There
nmust be a |l ot of Communists here. Is the war over, Basic?"
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over." "Basic..." Afamliar thought occurred to Jim "Has the next war
ef fectively begun?" "That's a way of putting it, Jim |I'mglad | hel ped
you with your words. " "There are still a ot of words |I haven't

| earned, Basic. I'd like to go back to Shanghai. If I'mlucky, | mght
see ny nother and father today." "Shanghai ? That's one dangerous city,
Jim You need nore than luck in Shanghai. We'll wait till we see the U
S. Navy tie up alongside the Bund." "WII Uncle Sam soon be here, Basic?
Every gob and G Joe?" "He'll be here. Every G Joe in the Pacific
area..." Basic sounded unenthusiastic at the prospect of being reunited
with his fellow countrymen . Jimhad questioned hi mabout his escape
from Lunghua, but Basic was sly and evasive. As always, whatever had
happened after the escape had | ong since ceased to interest him He
remai ned the same small, finicky man worrying about his hands, ignoring
everything but the shortest-term advantage. H s one strength was that he
never allowed hinself to dream because he had never been able to take
anything for granted, whereas Dr. Ransone had taken everything for
granted. However, Dr. Ransone had probably died on the death march from
Lunghua, while Basic had survived. Yet now, for the first time, the
prospect of the treasure store in the Aynpic stadi umhad sprung the
safety catch of Basic's caution. Jimassiduously fed the cabin steward's
vi sion of enough wealth to return himin luxury to the United States. He
assuned that Basic had heard on the canmp radio of the imrnent march to
the killing grounds and had bribed a ni ghtwatchnan to conceal himin one
of the Nantao godowns . Sitting beside Basic as he polished his nails,
Jimrealized that the entire experience of the war had barely touched
him Al the deaths and starvation were part of a confused roadside
drama seen through the passenger w ndow of the Buick, a cruel spectacle
like the public strangling! s in Sha nghai which the British and
Anerican sailors watched during their shore | eaves. He had | earned

not hing fromthe war because he expected nothing, |ike the Chinese
peasants whom he now | ooted and shot. As Dr. Ransonme had said, people
who expected not hing were dangerous. Sonehow, five hundred mllion
Chinese had to be taught to expect everything.
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the bridge with their jars of rice wine. Despite the years of

mal nutrition in the canps, few of the former prisoners bothered to eat
the canned food heaped on the back of the trucks. They drank alone in
the hot sun, rarely speaking to each other. Jimknew al nost none of
their names. At dusk, when they returned to the seapl ane base at Nant ao,
nmost of them di spersed with their share of the day's booty to their

hi deouts in the tenenents of the Add City, reassenbling the next norning
like factory workers. Jimslept in the Buick parked on the concrete
slipway , surrounded by the hul ks of the burned seapl anes, while Basie
and the bearded Frenchman drank through the night in the pilots' ness.
The Frenchman wandered back fromthe village and | eaned agai nst Basie's
wi ndow. " Not hi ng-not even one piece of shit." "They could have left us
that," Basie said in disgust. "Wiy don't the Chinese conme back to their
villages?" "Do they know the war's over?" Jimasked. "You ought to tell

them Basie." "Maybe... W can't wait forever, Jim There are big guns
novi ng up to Shanghai, about six different Kuomi ntang armes." "So it

m ght be difficult to collect your equipnent?' "That's it. We'll go now
to this Communist village. Then I'Il take you back to your dad. You can
tell himhow | |ooked after you through the war, taught you all your
words." "You did | ook after ne, Basle." "Right..." Basie gazed
thoughtfully at Jim "You stay with us. It would be too bad if you got
yoursel f ki dnapped.” "Are there a | ot of kidnappers here, Basie?"

"Ki dnappers and Communi sts. People who don't want to know the war is
over. Remenber that, Jim" "Right..." Trying to distract the cabin

steward with sonme nore cheerful topic, Jimasked: "Basie, did you see
the atom bonb go of f? | saw the flash over Nagasaki from Nantao
Stadium" "Say, kid..." Basie peered at Jim puzzled by the cal mvoice
of this bloody-nosed boy. He took a gun rag from the rea r w ndowsill
and wi ped Jim s nose. "You saw the atom bonb?" "For a whole m nute,
Basie. A white |light covered Shanghai, stronger than the sun. | suppose
God wanted to see everything." "I guess He did. That white light, Jim
Maybe | can get your picture in Life magazine."
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Life exhilarated Jim He wi ped the blood fromhis nouth and tried to
strai ghten his ragged shirt, in case a photographer were to appear
suddenly on the scene. At a signal from Captain Soong, the bandits
returned to their vehicles. As they left the village and set out toward
the river, Jimimagi ned his photograph anong the pictures of Tiger tanks
and U.S. Marines. He had now spent four days with Basie's bandit group,
and it occurred to himthat his parents mght think that he had died in
t he death march from Lunghua. Perhaps they would be sitting by the
sw mmi ng pool at Amherst Avenue, l|eafing through the |atest issue of
Life, when they would recognize their son's face anong the admirals and
generals.... They were passing the eastern perinmeter of Lunghua
Airfield. Jimleaned across Basie and hung fromthe w ndow. He scanned
the creeks and paddy fields for the bodies ofJapanese air crews. The

Kuomi ntang units that had seized part of the airfield were still killing
t he Japanese in batches. "You like those airplanes, JinP" "I'mgoing to
be a pilot, Basie, one day. |I'll take ny nother and father down to Java.

I've thought a |ot about that." "A good dreamto have..." Basie pushed
Jimaside and pointed to the derelict aircraft anong the trees. "There's
a Jap pilot over there-no one's got himyet." Basie cocked the bolt on
his rifle. Jimcraned through the wi ndow, searching the line of trees.
Beside the tail plane of a Zero fighter he saw the pallid face of the
young pilot, lost anong the upended wi ngs and fusel ages. "He's a

hashi -crashi,"” Jimsaid quickly. "A screw-sider. Basie, do you want ne
to tell you about the stadiun? There night be fur coats, | think M.
Tul |l och saw t hem before he was shot, and hundreds of crates of scotch
whi skey..." Fortunately, Basie was w nding up the wi ndow. A pungent grit
filled the Buick. It rose fromthe chal ky surface of the road, joining

t he haze of dust that clinbed! fromth e bleached fields, the tank

di tches and burial nmounds, the sane light that Jimhad seen fromthe

A ynpic stadium heralding the end of one war and the begi nning of the
next. Shortly before dusk they reached the Communi st town on the river
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si ngl e-story houses huddl ed agai nst the walls of a ceramcs factory,

|i ke the nedi eval dwellings Jimhad seen in his chil dhood encycl opedi as,
clustering around a Gothic cathedral. The doned kilns and brick chi meys
drew the | ast of the day's sunlight toward them as if advertising the
warnt h and benefit that Comruni st rule had brought to this collection of
hovels. "Right, Jim never m nd the word power. You're going in." Before
Jimcoul d place his Reader's Digest on the wi ndowsill, Captain Soong had
flung open the door. The bare-chested officer bundled Jimfromthe

Bui ck. Handling the bl oody-nosed boy like a drover with a truffling pig,
he propelled Jimacross the road with a series of whoops and grunts,
proddi ng himsharply with his automatic pistol. The two trucks and the
Bui ck had stopped besi de the enbanknment carrying the Shanghai - Hangchow
railway |ine. Three hundred yards ahead, a spur of the line ran in a
wide arc toward the ceram cs works, concealing themfromthe town. The
armed nmen stepped down onto the drained paddy that followed the
enbankment. Sone opened their anmunition pouches and cl eaned the
breeches of their rifles. O hers snoked cigarettes and drank wi ne from
the earthenware jars they placed on the hood of the Buick. Each man on
his own, they stood silently in the fading light. As the whoops and

whi stl es of Captain Soong faded behind him Jimtrotted across the hard
surface of the paddy. He pinched his nose, hoping to stop the bl eeding,
then let the blood snear his cheeks in the wind. Wth |uck, any
Comruni st sentry stationed on the enmbanknment woul d think that Jimwas

al ready wounded and turn his fire on the gunnen behind him Jimreached
the foot of the embanknent and crouched anong the clunps of wild rice.
He wiped the blood fromtheir stens and |licked his fingers. Already he
had served his purpose. Fifty yards away, Captain Soong had crossed the
paddy and was scuttling up the soft ! soil of the enmbanknment. Armed with
their staves, his coolies followd , acconpanied by Basic and the
Frenchman. Two groups of gunmen were noving across the next paddy field.
The Australians and a Kuomi ntang deserter sat on the running board of
the Buick, drinking their wine. Jimclinbed the talclike slope. Rain had
washed away parts of the enbanknment, and he craw ed bel ow the rusting
rails and their rotting sleepers. Several sections of the |line had
recently been replaced, pre-
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their base. The jetty of the ceramics factory, the railway line and the
reserve of bricks in the fabric of the old kilns and chi meys, together
with the proximty to Lunghua Airfield, had drawn the Comruni st garrison
to this nodest backwater. According to Basie, however, they had left two
days earlier, continuing their advance on Shanghai, and the town's few
hundred i nhabi tants were undefended. Apart fromtheir possessions, there
m ght be stores of Conmuni st arns, and coll aborators to be traded for
the goodwi Il of the Kuom ntang general s approachi ng Shanghai. Conceal ed
by the railway sl eepers, Jimcrouched on the edge of the enmbanknent.

Bel ow himlay a plain of unworked paddi es, separated by a navigation
canal fromthe patchwork of vegetable plots that encircled the town. The
narrow streets were enpty, but a weak snoke rose from several chi meys.
Across the river, a naval gun fired a single boom ng round. Two

Nati onal i st Chi nese gunboats were noored in mdstream The shell |anded
in the storeyard of the ceramics works, throwing up a cloud of red dust.
The sound of small-arns fire came fromthe beaches of the river to the
sout h, where a conpany of Kuomi ntang sol di ers di senbarked from a wooden
lighter. Its diesels thudding, an arnored junk notored up the canal

bel ow t he railway enbanknment. Chinese officers in snart Anerican

uni forns and steel helnmets stood on the bridge, scanning the town and
its vegetable plots through binoculars. The nearer of the two gunboats
fired a second shell, which expl oded anong the gray-tiled rooftops,
sendi ng up a shower of debris. Imediately there was a flurry of
moverent. Like ants escaping froma broken flowerpot, hundreds of
Chinese ran fromthe narrow alleys into the surrounding fields. Over
their heads they carried bedrolls and bundles of clothing. They raced
down the pat hways between the vegetable plots. An old wonman in bl ack
trousers and jacket waded waist-d! eep in a creek beside the road,
shouting to her relatives who cl anbered down the bank. The notorized
junk sailed along the canal, its engines drumring like fists against the
wooden hull. Jimcould see clearly the fresh pleats in the uniforns of

t he senior Chinese officers and their el egant Anerican conbat boots.
Even the platoons of private soldiers on the deck bel ow the bridge were
| avi shly equi pped wi th weapons and radi os. Parked across the nidships of
the junk was a black Chrysler Iim
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its chrom um nmast. The netal barbette of an automatic cannon was nount ed
in the bows of the junk. Wthout warning, the gunners opened fire at the
town. The tracers soared over the heads of the fleeing villagers and
burst against the roofs of the houses. At a signal fromthe bridge, the
gunners swung the barrel, setting their sights on a snall ham et a few
hundred yards to the west of the town. Already the first shells fromthe
gunboats were | anding on the dusty road beside the single-story hovels.
The conpany of Nationalist soldiers who had di senbarked fromthe wooden
lighter were now running across the paddies, hunting down the fleeing

t ownspeopl e. Then the first shell of the next salvo tripped off an

i mrense explosion . The group of nud dwel | ings vani shed, sucked into the
air by the boiling cloud of its own debris. The cache of detonating
ammuni tion continued to erupt, throwing towers of snoke into the sky. On
t he road approaching the hanml et, dozens of villagers |lay anong their
bundl es and bedrolls, as if the inhabitants of this town had decided to
spend the night sleeping in the fields. Jimcupped his hands over his
nose and nouth, trying to stop hinself from shouting. He watched the
plain of fire below him the snoke-covered fields lit by the flashes of
t he naval guns and by the burning houses beside the ceram cs factory.
The kilns and chi meys glowed in the sunset as if the ancient ovens had
been lit again, to be fueled by the bodies of the villagers lying in
their vegetable gardens. Jimlistened to the engines of the notorized
junk as it noved down the canal, an ugly heart bearing the beat of its
death across China, while i mmacul ate generals nasked their eyes with

bi nocul ars, calculating their astronony of guns. "Basic..." The bandits
were withdrawing fromthe railway |line. Captain Soong and his coolies
had clinbed down the enmbanknment and were returning to the trucks.

"Basic, can we go b! ack to L unghua?" "Back to the canp?" The cabin
steward squinted through the dust falling fromthe air. He had been
stunned by the concussi on wave of the expl oding amunition store and
stared at the [ andscape below himas if waking froma dream "You want
to go back to the canp, JinP" "W ought to get ready, Basic. Wen are
the Anericans comi ng?" For the first tine Basic seened |lost for an
answer. He lay back
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north and gave a whistle of triunph. Ten nmiles away, across the sonber
surface of the river, the sunlit masts and superstructure of an Anmerican
crui ser had taken their place beside the office blocks and hotels of the
Shanghai Bund.
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40 THE FALLEN Al RVEN ALL MORNI NG t he sound of artillery fire had crossed
the river from Pootung. A colum of incendiary snoke, broader than the
group- of burning warehouses, |eaned over the water and darkened the
Nant ao shore. Fromthe front seat of the Buick parked on the nud flat,
Jimwatched the flashes of gunfire in the dusty wi ndshield. The Anerican
artillery pieces brought up by the Nationalists emtted a harsh and wet
noise, as if their barrels were filled with water. H dden fromthe sun

a gloonmy air lay over the slack tide that swilled agai nst the beach. The
gl owi ng barrel of the Kuom ntang how tzer behind the Pootung nol e
flickered against Jims knuckles as he held the steering wheel of the
Buick, and lit up the conning tower of the beached subrmarine a hundred
yards away. Jimnoticed a reconnai ssance aircraft energe fromthe snoke
cloud, shaking off the wi sps of black vapor that streaned fromits
wings. Aflight of three American bonbers approached from the sout hwest.
The gunfire ceased, and a torpedo boat fortified with sandbags set out
across the river, ready to collect any stray canisters. A dozen
parachutes fell fromthe B-29s and streaked swiftly to the ground. The
cani sters were | oaded, not with Spam Kl imand the Reader's Di gest, but
wi th amrunition and expl osives for the Kuom ntang troops. The battalion,
with its artillery support, was rooting out the |last of the Conmuni st
units that still hung on anong the
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corpses of dead Communi st soldiers were stacked |ike firewood. In the
silence after the bonbers had passed, Jimcould hear the aching runble
of artillery barrages from Hungjao and the open country to the west of
Shanghai. At | east three Nationalist armes were closing around
Shanghai, jockeying anong thensel ves for control of the airfields,
dockyards and railway |ines, and above all for the stocks of weapons and
munitions |eft behind by the Japanese. Coll aborating with the
Nati onal i sts, though sonetinmes fighting against them were the remants
of the puppet armes, groups of renegade Kuom ntang driven back to the
coast, and various militia forces recruited by the I ocal warlords who
had returned to Shanghai. Swept in front of these rival armies, like
dust before a set of colliding broons, were tens of thousands of Chinese
peasants. Col ums of refugees wandered the countryside, trying to
shelter in the fields and |l ooted villages, turned away fromthe gates of
Shanghai by advance units of Nationalist armes. It was these refugees,
t he bands of starving coolies armed with knives and hoes, whom Ji m nost
feared. Avoiding themat all costs, Basie and his bandit group stayed
close to any battle that was taking place. On the eastern fringes of
Nant ao, between the dockyards and the seapl ane base, was a no-nman's-| and
of wharves, warehouses and deserted barracks which the Kuom ntang
mlitias and the peasant refugees found too near to the fighting across
the river at Pootung. Here Basie and the remaining six nenbers of the
gang canped out in the bunkers and concrete forts, with little left to
them but the prewar Buick and the vague hope of selling thenselves to a
Nati onal i st general. Now even the car was proving too obvious a target
for the Kuom ntang gunners. "You sit behind the wheel, Jim" Basie had
told himas the bandits left the Buick on the mud flat. "Pretend you're
driving this fine car.” "Say, can |I,! Basie?" Jimheld the steering
wheel as the nen stood on the black beach beside the car and prepared
their weapons. Their faces flinched at the sound of the expl osions that
crossed the water. "Are you going to the stadium Basie?" "Right, Jim
Renenber those years in Lunghua-we have an investnent to protect. The
Nats want to take over Shanghai and keep out any foreign business
interests." "lIs that us, Basie?"
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busi ness community. When we get back you'll have a fur coat and a case
of scotch whiskey for your dad." Basie stared at the rui ned warehouses
and the corpses stacked on the nole, as if seeing them | oaded with all
the treasure of the East about to be freighted back to Frisco. Jimfelt
sorry for Basie and was tenpted to warn himthat the stadi um was
probably enpty, stripped by the Kuom ntang troops of the few val uabl es
that had survived the sun and rain. But Basie had taken the hook and was
now runni ng eagerly toward the gaff. Wth luck, if he survived the
attack on the stadium he would throw away his rifle and wal k back to
Shanghai. Wthin a few days he would be a wine waiter at the Cathay
Hotel, serving with a flourish all the American officers who stepped
ashore fromthe crui ser noored by the Bund.... Wen Basie and the nen
had gone, vani shing anong the rui ned warehouses on the quay, Jim studied
t he nagazi nes on the seat beside him He was sure now that the Second
Worl d War had ended, but had World War 111 begun? Looking at the
phot ogr aphs of the D-day | andings, the crossing of the Rhine and the
capture of Berlin, he felt that they were part of a smaller war, a
rehearsal for the real conflict that had begun here in the Far East with
t he dropping of the atom bonbs. Jimrenenbered the light that |ay over
the land, the shadow of another sun. Here, at the nouths of the great
rivers of Asia, would be fought the | ast war to decide the planet's
future. Jimw ped his blood fromthe steering wheel as the shelling
began again fromthe Pootung shore. H's nose had been bl eeding on and
off for two weeks. He swall owed the bl ood and wat ched the open road that
ran fromthe wharves toward the distant stadium A hundred yards from
the Buick, two Chinese mlitianen had clinbed onto the bows of the
beached submarine. R fles slung over their shoul ders, they ignored the
battl e across the river and wal ked al ong the dec! k to the conning
tower. Jimunlatched the driver's door. It was tinme to | eave, before the
mlitiamen noticed the Buick. Fromthe heap of cans, cigarette cartons
and anmunition clips on the floor of the car he selected a chocol ate
bar, a tin of Spamand a copy of Life. Wen the two Chi nese were behind
the conning tower, he stepped onto the nud flat. Crouching bel ow the
enbanknment wall, he ran toward the stone ranp of a Shanghai River police
jetty. Little nore than two nmiles to the north were the tenenents and
godowns of the Ad Cty, and beyond them
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i gnored them and set out again for Lunghua Airfield. Snoke rose fromthe
Aynpic stadium a thin white plune fed by a single flame, as if Basie
and his gang had lit a bonfire of furniture in the stands. The artillery
barrages from Pootung and Hungjao had prisoners were dead, scattered on
the football pitch as if they had fallen fromthe sky during the night.
Turning his back on them Jimclinbed through the pools of water to the
top tier of the stand. Now that he had left M. Maxted he felt guilty
that he had died, a guilt in some way connected with his m ssing shoes.
He stared at his wet footprints and told hinself that he should have
sold his shoes to the Japanese for a little rice or a sweet potato. As
it was, by pretending to be dead he had | ost both M. Maxted and his
shoes. Yet the dead had protected Jimand saved himfromthe night

march. Lying with their bodies through the dark hours, both asleep and
awake, he had felt closer to themthan he felt to the living. Long after
M. Maxted had grown cold, Jimhad continued to nmassage hi s cheeks,
keeping away the flies until he was sure that his soul had left him
Duri ng the next days he had stayed close to M. Maxted, despite the
flies and the snell fromthe body of the dead architect. The prisoners
resting in the center of the field waved Ji m away whenever he approached
Drinking the rainwater that dripped fromthe furniture in the stands,

he had survived on a single potato he had found in the trouser pocket of
M. Wentworth, and on the rancid rice scattered toward himby the
Japanese soldiers. Jimleaned against the netal rail and | ooked down at
the parking lot. The British couple were staring at the lines of
derelict vehicles, alone in a silent world. Jimlaughed at them a harsh
cough that spat a ball of yellow pus fromhis nmouth. He wanted to shout
to them The world has gone away! Last night everyone junped into their
graves and pulled the ! earth ov er thensel ves! Good riddance... Jim
stared at the noribund |and, at the water- filled bonb craters in the
paddy fields, at the silent antiaircraft guns
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eart hworks, then shelved into the valley where the Japanese trucks had
once delivered their | oads of building rubble and roof tiles. Despite
the deep nettles and the hot Septenber sunlight, the valley seened
filled with the same ashy dust. The banks of the canal were as pale as
the conduit of a nortuary streamin which the dead were washed. The
burst casing of an unexpl oded bonmb lay in the shallow water, |like a
large turtle that had fallen asleep trying to bury its head in the nud.
Aware that the vibration of a lowflying Mistang mght trip its
detonator, Jimpressed on into the valley, parting the nettles with his
magazi ne. He tossed the tin of Spaminto the air, caught it with one
hand, but on the second throw |lost it anong the reeds. Hunting about in
the thick grass, he at last found it near the water's edge, and deci ded
to eat the chopped ham before it slipped through his hands for good.
Sitting on the bank of the canal, he washed the dirt fromthe lid. A
drop of blood fell fromhis nose into the water and was instantly
attacked by nyriads of small fish no |onger than a match head. As a
second drop struck the surface, there was a violent struggle that seened
to involve entire nations of mnute fish. They swerved through the

wat er, unaware of the sunlit surface, ferociously attacking each other
Clearing his nmouth, Jimleaned over and released a ball of pus fromhis
infected guns. It fell |ike a depth charge anong the fish, driving them
into a frenzy of panic. Wthin a second the water was enpty except for
the dissolving pus. Losing interest in the fish, Jimstretched out anobng
the reeds and studied the advertisenents in his magazine. He listened to
t he deeper sound of the artillery fire. The guns of Siccawei and Hungjao
were |ouder, as the rival Nationalist armes closed their grip on
Shanghai . He woul d eat his Spam and then make a | ast effort to return to
Shanghai . He was certain that Basie and the! bandit gang never intended
to return to the Buick and had left Jimon the nud flat to draw away any
Chi nese sol diers who mght have followed themto the river. In the grass
near by, a head nodded twi ce, approving this strategy. Jimlay rigidly,
the last of the chocolate trapped in his throat, startled by this
intinmate apparition. Soneone was lying in the reeds a few feet fromhim
his knees al nbst touching the water's edge. As if trying to reassure
Jim the head nodded again. Jimreached out one hand and parted the
grass, carefully exam ning the figure's face. The
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of a wartine chil dhood, were those of a teen-age Asiatic, sone
villager's son conme here to fish. The boy lay on his back, surrounded by
a wall of grass and reeds, as if sharing a four-poster bed with Jimand
quietly listening to his thoughts. Jimsat up, the rolled nmagazi ne
rai sed above his head. Through the swarmng flies he waited for the
sound of footsteps in the long grass. But the valley was enpty, its
bright air devoured by the flies. The figure noved slightly, crushing
the grass. Too idle to stop hinself, the lazy youth was sliding down the
bank into the water. Wth all the caution | earned during the long years
of the war, Jimclinbed to his knees, then stood up and stepped through
the reeds. Calmng hinself, he | ooked down at this dozing figure. In
front of him wearing a bl oodstained flying overall with the insignia of
a special attack group, was the body of the young Japanese pilot.
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made a snall place for hinself beside the Japanese. The pilot lay in his
overall, one armunder his back. He had been thrown down the sl ope
toward the canal, and his | egs were caught beneath him H s right knee
touched the water, which had begun to soak the thigh of his overall.
Above his head Jimcould see the chute of bruised grass down which he
had fallen, the stens straightening thenmselves in the sun. Jimstared at
the pilot, for once glad of the swarmof flies interceding between

hi msel f and this corpse. The face of the Japanese was nore childlike
than Jimrenenbered, as if in his death he had returned to his true age,
to his early adol escence in a provincial Japanese village. Hi s lips were
parted around his uneven teeth, as if expecting a norsel of pork to be
pl aced between them by his nother's chopsticks. Nunbed by the sight of
this dead pilot, Jimwatched the youth's knees slide into the water. He
squatted on the sloping earth, turning the pages of Life and trying to
concentrate on the photographs of Churchill and Ei senhower. For so |ong
he had invested all his hopes in this young pilot, in that futile dream
that they would fly away together, |eaving Lunghua, Shanghai and the war
forever behind them He had needed the pilot to help himsurvive the
war, this inmaginary twin he had invented, a replica of hinself whom he
wat ched through the barbed wire. |If the Japanese was dead, part of

hi nsel f
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mllions of Chinese had known frombirth, that they were all as good as
dead anyway, and that it was self-deluding to believe otherwi se. Jim
listened to the artillery barrages at Hungjao and Siccawei, and to the
circling drone of a Nationalist spotter plane. The sound of snall-armns
fire crossed the airfield, as Basie and the bandits tried to break into
the stadium The dead were playing their dangerous ganmes. Deciding to
ignore them Jimcontinued to read his magazine, but the flies had
swarnmed fromthe corpses further along the creek and soon di scovered the
body of the young pilot. Jimstood up and sei zed the Japanese by the
shoul ders. Hol ding hi munder the arnpits, he pulled his legs fromthe
wat er, then dragged himonto a narrow | edge of |evel ground. Despite his
plunp face, the pilot weighed al nost nothing. Hs starved body was as
light as the children in Lunghua with whom Ji mhad westled when he was
young. The wai st and trousers of his flying overall were thick with
bl ood. He had been bayonetted in the small of his back, and again
t hrough the thighs and buttocks, then thrown down the bank with the
other air crew. Squatting beside the body, Jimsnapped the key fromthe
Spamtin and began to wind off the lid. Once he had eaten, he woul d use
the can to dig a grave for the Japanese. Wen he had buried the pilot he
woul d wal k to Shanghai, regardl ess of the games the dead were playing
If he saw his parents, he would tell themthat World War |1l had begun
and that they should return to their canp at Soochow. That hot jelly of
chopped ham bulged within its rnucilage of nelted fat. Jimwashed his
hand in the canal and used the lid to cut a nodest slice. He raised the
meat to his nouth but spat the fragnment into the water. The greasy fl esh
was still alive, as if carved fromthe body of the breathing animal. Its
lungs and liver quivered in the can, still driven by a heart. Jimcut a
second slice and pl! aced it in his nouth. He could feel its pul se
between his lips and the fear of the creature in the nonents before its
sl aughter. He picked the slice fromhis lips and stared at the oily
neat. Living flesh was not neant to feed the dead. This was food that
woul d devour those who tried to eat it. Jimspat the last shred into the
grass beside the Japanese. Leaning across the corpse, he patted the
bl anched lips with his forefinger, ready to slip the norsel of haminto
its nouth. The chipped teeth cl osed around his finger, cutting the
cuticle. Jimdropped the can of neat, which rolled through the grass
into the
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corpse of this Japanese was about to sit up and consune him Wthout

t hi nki ng, Jimpunched the pilot's face, then stood back and shouted at

hi m through the swarmof flies. The pilot's nouth opened in a noisel ess
grimace. His eyes were fixed in an unfocused way on the hot sky, but a
lid quivered as a fly drank fromhis pupil. One of the bayonet wounds in
hi s back had penetrated the front of his abdonmen, and fresh bl ood | eaked
fromthe crotch of his overall. H's narrow shoul ders stirred against the
crushed grass, trying to animate his useless arns. Jimgazed at the
young pilot, doing his best to grasp the nmiracle that had taken place.
By touching the Japanese he had brought himto life; by prizing his
teeth apart he had made a snmall space in his death and allowed his soul
to return. Jimspread his feet on the danp sl ope and wi ped his hands on
his ragged trousers. The flies swarmed around him stinging his |ips,

but Jimignored them He renenbered how he had questioned Ms. Philips
and Ms. G I nour about the raising of Lazarus, and how they had insisted
that far frombeing a narvel this was the nost ordinary of events. Every
day Dr. Ransone had brought people back fromthe dead by massaging their
hearts. Jim| ooked at his hands, refusing to be overawed by them He
raised his palnms to the light, letting the sun warm his skin. For the
first time since the start of the war, he felt a surge of hope. If he
could raise this dead Japanese pilot he could raise hinself, and the
mllions of Chinese who had died during the war and who were still dying
in the fighting for Shanghai, for a booty as illusory as the treasure in
the A ynpic stadium He woul d rai se Basi e when he had been killed by the
Kuom nt ang guards defending the stadium but not the other nenbers of

t he bandit gang, and never Lieutenant Price or Captain Soong. He would
raise his nother and father, Dr. Ransone and Ms. Vincent, and the
British pris! oners in Lunghua hospital. He would raise the Japanese air
crew lying in the ditches around the airfield, and enough ground staff
to rebuild a squadron of aircraft.... The Japanese pilot nmade a snal
gasp. His eyes tilted, as if trying to revolve like those of the
patients whom Dr. Ransone revived. He was barely clinging to |ife, but

Ji m knew that he would have to | eave hi m besi de the canal. H s hands and
shoul ders were trenbling, electrified by the discharge that had passed

t hrough them the sane energy that powered the sun and the Nagasaki bonb
whose expl osi on he
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in their hands. Jimclinbed through the fence and ran down the ci nder
track to the canp hospital. Men with spades stood in the cenetery,
shielding their eyes fromthe unfam liar daylight. Had they dug
thensel ves free fromtheir own graves? As he neared the steps of the
hospital, Jimtried to control his trenbling. The banmboo doors opened,
and a swarmof flies fled through the air, their feast days done.
Brushing themfromhis face, over which he wore a green surgical mask
was a sandy-haired man in a new American uniform In his hand he carried
an insecticide bomb. "Dr. Ransone!" Jimspat the blood fromhis nouth
and ran up the rotting steps. "You cane back, Dr. Ransone! It's all
right, everyone's com ng back! I"'mgoing to get Ms. Vincent!"
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physi ci an's hands gripped his shoulders. "Hold on, Jim..| thought you
m ght be here." He renobved his mask and pressed Jims head to his chest,
i nspecting the boy's guns and ignoring the blood that stained the crisp
fabric of his U S. Arny shirt. "Your parents are waiting for you, Jim
Poor fellow, you'll never believe the war is over."
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England , Jimrenenbered Dr. Ransone's words as he wal ked down the
gangway of the S.S. Arrawa and stepped onto Chinese soil for the |ast
time. Dressed in a silk shirt and tie, and a gray flannel suit fromthe
Sincere Conpany's departnent store, Jimwaited politely for an elderly
English couple to nmake their way down the wooden ranp. Bel ow t hem was

t he Shanghai Bund, and all the clanor of the gaudy night. Thousands of
Chinese filled the concourse, jostling anmong the trans and |i nousi nes,
the jeeps and trucks of the U S mlitary, and a horde of rickshaws and
pedi cabs. Together they watched the British and American servicenen
nmoving in and out of the hotels along the Bund. At the jetties beside
the Arrawa, hidden below its stern and bows, Anmerican sailors cane
ashore fromthe cruiser nmoored in md- river. As they stepped fromtheir
| andi ng craft the Chinese surged forward, gangs of pickpockets and

pedi cab drivers, prostitutes and bar touts, vendors hawki ng bottl es of
honme- brew Johnny Wl ker, gold deal ers and opiumtraders, the evening
citizenry of Shanghai in all its black silk, fox fur and flash. The
young Anerican sailors pushed past the sanpan nmen and shouting mlitary
police. They tried to stay together and fight off the crowd so eager to
wel come themto China. But before they reached the first set of tram
tracks down the center of the Bund they were
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around the bar girls scream ng obscenities at the sleek Chinese pinps in
their prewar Packards, down fromthe blocks in the back-alley garages of
t he Nanki ng Road. Dom nating this panorama of the Shanghai ni ght were
three ci nema screens which had been set up on scaffol ding along the
Bund. In collaboration with the U S. Navy, the Nationalist general who
was the mlitary governor of the city had arranged this continuous
screeni ng of newsreels fromthe European and Pacific theaters, in order
to give the popul ation of Shanghai a glinpse of the world war that had
recently ended. Jimcleared the I ast step of the swayi ng gangway and

| ooked up at the trenbling i mages, which were barely strong enough to
hol d their own against the neon signs and strip lighting on the hotel
and ni ghtclub facades. Fragnents of their anplified sound tracks boomned
i ke guns over the roar of the traffic. He had begun the war watching
the newsreels in the crypt of Shanghai Cathedral and was now ending it
bel ow t he sane repetitive i mages: Russian nachi ne gunners advanced
through the ruins of Stalingrad; U S. Mrines turned their flanmethrowers
on the Japanese defenders of a Pacific island; RAF fighters strafed an
ammunition train in a German railyard. Pronptly at ten- mnute
intervals, Chinese characters filled the screens, and vast Kuoni ntang
arm es saluted the victorious CGeneralissino Chiang on his review ng

podi umin Nanking. The only forces not to be cel ebrated were the Chinese
Comruni sts, but they had been cleared out of Shanghai and the coast al
cities. Whatever contribution their troops had made to the Allied
victory had | ong been di scounted, |ost under the |layers of newsreels
that had i nmposed their own truth upon the war. During the two nonths
since his return to Arherst Avenue, Jimoften visited the reopened
cinemas in Shanghai. Hs parents recovered only slowy fromtheir years
of inmprisonnment in the canp at Soochow , an! d Jimha d anple tine to
tour Shanghai. After calling at the White Russian dentist in the French
Concessi on, he would order Yang to drive himin the Lincoln Zephyr to
the Grand or the Cathay, those vast and cool pal aces where he sat in the
front row of the circle and watched yet another screening of Bataan and
The Fighting Lady. Yang was puzzl ed why Ji mshould want to see these
filnms so many tinmes. In turn Ji mwondered how Yang hi nmsel f had spent the
years of the war-as a valet to a Chinese puppet general, as an

i nterpreter
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the side for the Comuni sts? On the day of his parents' arrival Yang had
appeared with the |inousine, pronptly sold the car, to Jins father and
re- enrolled hinself as its chauffeur. Yang was already performng in
small roles in two productions of the renascent Shanghai fil m studi os.
Jimsuspected that while he sat through another double feature at the
Cat hay Theater the car was being rented out as a filmprop. These
Hol | ywood novies, |ike the newsreels projected above the crowds on the
Bund, endlessly fascinated Jim After the dental work to his jaw, and
the healing of the wound in his pal ate, he soon began to put on weight.
Alone at the dining-roomtable, he ate |large neals by day and at night
sl ept peacefully in his bedroomon the top floor of the unreal house in
Amher st Avenue, which had once been his home but now seened as much an
illusion as the sets of the Shanghai film studios. During his days at
Amher st Avenue, he often thought of his cubicle in the Vincents' room at
Lunghua Canmp. At the end of Cctober he ordered the unenthusiastic Yang
to drive himto Lunghua. They set off through the western suburbs of
Shanghai and soon reached the first of the fortified checkpoints that
guarded the entrances to the city. The Nationalist soldiers in their
Anerican tanks were turning back hundreds of destitute peasants, w thout
rice or land to crop, trying to find refuge in Shanghai. Shantytowns of
mud dwel lings, walls reinforced with truck tires and kerosene druns,
covered the fields near the burned-out O ynpic stadium at Nantao. Snoke
still rose fromthe stands, a beacon used by the Anerican pilots flying
across the China Sea fromtheir bases in Japan and ki hawa. As they
drove along the perineter road, Jimstared at Lunghua Airfield, now a
dream of flight. Dozens of U S. Navy and Air Force planes sat on the
grass, factory-new fighters and chrom um sheat hed transport aircraft
that seemed to be wai! ting del ivery to a showoomw ndow in the
Nanki ng Road. Ji m expected to see Lunghua Canp deserted, but far from
bei ng abandoned the forner prison was busy again, fresh barbed wire
strung along its fences. Al though the war had been over for nearly three
nont hs, nore than a hundred British nationals were still living in the
cl osely guarded conpound. Entire fam lies had taken over the fornmer
dormtories in E Block, in which they had built suites of roonms within
the walls of American ration cartons, parachute canisters and bal es of
unread Reader's Digests. Wen Jim searching for
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magazi nes fromits nmakeshift wall he was brusquely warned away. Leaving
the inmates to their treasure, Jimsignaled Yang to drive on to G Bl ock
The Vincents' roomwas now the quarters of a Chi nese anah working for
the British couple across the corridor. She refused to adnmit Jimor open
the door nore than a crack, and he returned to the Lincoln and ordered
Yang on a last circuit of the canp. The hospital and the canp cenetery
had vani shed, and the site was an open tract of ash and cinders, from
which a few charred joists protruded. The graves had been carefully
leveled, as if a series of tennis courts was about to be laid. Jim

wal ked through the enpty druns of kerosene that had fueled the fire. He
gazed through the wire at the airfield, and at the concrete runway

poi nting to Lunghua Pagoda . The dense vegetation covered the wecks of
t he Japanese aircraft . As Jimstood by the wire, tracing the course of
t he canal through the narrow valley, an Anerican bonber swept across the
canp. For a nonent, reflected fromthe underside of its silver wings, a
pale light raced like a waith between the nettles and stunted wi |l ows.
Wil e Yang drove uneasily back to Amherst Avenue, annoyed in some way by
the visit to Lunghua, Jimthought of the | ast weeks of the war. Toward
the end, everything had becone a little nuddl ed. He had been starving
and perhaps had gone slightly mad. Yet he knew that he had seen the
flash of the atom bonb at Nagasaki even across the four hundred mles of
the China Sea. Mdre inmportant, he had seen the start of World War 111,
and realized that it was taking place around him The crowds wat chi ng
the newsreels on the Bund had failed to grasp that these were the
trailers for a war that had already started. One day there would be no
nore newsreels. In the weeks before he and his nother sailed to England
in the Arrawa, Jimoften thought of the young Japanese pilot he had
seenmed to raise fromthe d! ead. He was not sure now that this was the
sane pilot who had fed himthe mango. Probably the youth had been dying,
and Jim s novenents in the grass had awakened him All the sane, certain
events had taken place, and with nore tine perhaps others would have
returned to life. Ms. Vincent and her husband had died on the march
fromthe stadium far from Shanghai in a small village to the southwest.
But Ji m m ght have hel ped the prisoners in the canp hospital. As for
Basi e, had he died during his attack on the stadium w thin sight of the
gil ded nynphs in the presidential stand? Or were he and Li eutenant Price
still roving the | andscape of the
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third war to bring theminto their own? Jimhad told his parents nothing
of all this. Nor had he confided in Dr. Ransone, who clearly suspected
that Jimhad chosen to stay on at Lunghua after the arm stice, playing
his ganes of war and death. Jimrenenbered his return to the house in
Amher st Avenue, and his nother and father smling weakly fromtheir deck
chairs in the garden. Beside the drained swi mm ng pool, the untended
grass grew around their shoul ders and rem nded himof the bowers of
nettles in which the dead Japanese airnmen had lain. As Dr. Ransonme stood
formally on the terrace in his Arerican uniform Jimhad wanted to
explain to his parents everything that he and the doctor had done
together, but his nother and father had been through their own war. For
all their.affection for him they seened ol der and far away. Ji mwal ked
across the quay fromthe Arrawa, |ooking up at the newsreels projected
above the evening crowd. The second of the screens, in front of the
Pal ace Hotel, was now bl ank, its inmages of tank battles and sal uting
arm es replaced by a rectangle of silver light that hung in the night
air, a window into another universe. As the arny technicians on their
tower of scaffolding repaired the projector, Jimwalked across the
tranlines toward the screen. Noticing it for the first tinme, the Chinese
stopped to look up at the white rectangle. Jimbrushed the sleeve of his
jacket as a rickshaw coolie blundered into him pulling two bar girls in
fur coats. Their powdered faces were |it |ike masks by the weird
glimer. However, the heads of the Chinese were already turning to
anot her spectacle. A crowd had gathered bel ow t he steps of the Shanghai
G ub. A group of Anerican and British sailors had emerged through the
revol ving doors and stood on the top step, arguing with each other and
wavi ng drunkenly at the cruiser noored by the Bund. The Chi nese watched

as they formed a chorus line. ! Provoked by their curious but silent
audi ence, the sailors began to jeer at the Chinese. At a signal from an
ol der sailor, the nen unbuttoned their bell- bottoned trousers and

urinated down the steps. Fifty feet bel ow them the Chinese watched

wi t hout comment as the arcs of urine formed a foami ng streamthat ran
down to the street. Wen it reached the pavenent the Chi nese stepped
back, their faces expressionless. Jimglanced at the people around him
the clerks and
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were thinking. One day China would punish the rest of the world and take
a frightening revenge. The arny projectionists had rewound their film
and an air battle started again over the heads of the crowd. As the
sailors were carried away in a convoy of rickshaws, Jimwal ked back to
the Arrawa. Hi s parents were resting in the passenger sal oon on the
upper deck, and Jimwanted to spend a | ast evening with his father
before he and his nother sailed for England the next day. He stepped
onto the gangway, conscious that he was probably |eaving Shanghai for
the last tine, setting out for a small, strange country on the other
side of the world that he had never visited, but that was nom nally
"home." Yet only part of his mnd would | eave Shanghai. The rest would
remain there forever, returning on the tide |like the coffins |aunched
fromthe funeral piers at Nantao. Bel ow the bows of the Arrawa a child's
coffin noved onto the night stream Its paper flowers were shaken | oose
by the wash of a landing craft carrying sailors fromthe Anmerican
cruiser. The flowers formed a wavering garland around the coffin as it
began its long journey to the estuary of the Yangtze, only to be swept
back by the incom ng tide anbng the quays and nud flats, driven once
again to the shores of this terrible city.
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