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Part 1 – When the white sun fades follows the journey of Chen Jun, a young Chinese army officer thrust into the chaos of the early War of Resistance Against Japanese Aggression. Filled with patriotism and loyalty to the Republic, he leads his men through scorched villages, treacherous mountain passes, and relentless enemy attacks.

As he witnesses the suffering of civilians, the corruption of commanders, and the abandonment of soldiers in the field, Chen begins to question everything he has fought for. Orders from the Nationalist government are hollow, and the promises of honour and protection prove meaningless against the reality of starvation, slaughter, and betrayal.

Through desperate marches and harrowing battles, Chen learns the true cost of war and the fragile nature of loyalty. Every village burned, every comrade lost, and every child left to famine forces him to confront a painful truth: fighting for a flag does not always mean fighting for one’s country.

Part 2 - Beneath the Red Horizon continues the journey of Chen Jun, a young officer disillusioned by the corruption and failures of the Republic during the War of Resistance Against Japanese Aggression. As he witnesses betrayal, starvation, and the abandonment of villages to Japanese cruelty, Chen gradually turns toward the Communist cause. 

Fighting alongside the Eighth Route Army, he finds a new sense of purpose in defending the common people, even as the war grinds on with relentless brutality. 

His story reflects the real struggles of countless soldiers caught between loyalty to a decaying government and the hope of a new China rising from the ruins.

This is a story of courage, heartbreak, and moral awakening — of a young man striving to protect his people in a land torn apart by both foreign invasion and the failures of those who claim to lead.
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Dedication
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"Beneath the Banner of Autumn Leaves" is a tribute to the millions who sacrificed everything during the War of Resistance. 

May we never forget their courage.
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Part One



When the White Sun Fades
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“The Japanese are a disease of the skin; the communists are a disease of the heart.”

Chiang Kai-shek, 1932

––––––––
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“I will never talk about it [fighting the Japanese] until every Red soldier in China is exterminated and every Communist is in prison.”

Chiang Kai-shek at Xi’an, December 1936
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Chapter 1: Sons of the Earth
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The morning sun filtered through the rice paper windows of our village home, painting soft, amber squares on the packed dirt floor. I remember the scent of steamed buns rising from my mother’s iron pot, the distant cluck of hens, and the rhythmic clang of my father sharpening his old hoe against the wet stone. In those days, before uniforms and rifles and the stench of gunpowder, I was simply Chen Jun, a boy of Sichuan soil, born into peace but bred beneath the weight of old battles and whispered dynasties.

My father always said the earth had memory. When he pressed his fingers deep into the spring mud, he’d murmur, “Your great-grandfather planted millet here with blood still soaking into his boots. He fought the Taiping, and now we feed his ghosts.”
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