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The Author Who Documented the Experiment, the Narrative That Did Not Evade Humanity

Hyon-woong Jung and MARUTA: A Literature of Global Memory, Realism Aimed at the Structure

Hyon-woong Jung’s MARUTA is susceptible to being circulated merely under the convenient label of a “Unit 731 novel.” However, such a label remains nothing more than the superficial skin of this profound work. Because the historical weight and gravity of the events depicted are so immense, readers are often tempted to simplify the entire literary achievement into a single name that points toward those grim events. Yet, a novel is never truly completed by the mere label of the incident it describes. The enduring strength that allows MARUTA to withstand the test of time does not originate from the historical name “731” itself, but rather from its rigorous narrative method—a method that relentlessly tracks how one human being treated another under that name, and examines through what specific language such treatment was rationalized and justified. This novel does not content itself with a mere reproduction of the past; it meticulously captures the “universal structure that operates when humanity is transformed into an object of experimentation.” It is for this very reason that MARUTA transcends the confines of a single nation’s history and establishes itself as a work capable of being integrated into the collective memory and ethical consciousness of the international community.

The stance adopted by Hyon-woong Jung is far removed from simple accusation or emotional outcry. He does not employ “anger” as the primary engine to drive his narrative forward. He refuses to forcefully lead the reader toward a predetermined emotional destination. Instead, he confronts the reader with the raw “texture of fact,” deliberately preventing them from settling into an easy or superficial indignation. While much of the literature of accusation tends to rush toward a moral conclusion, MARUTA refuses such haste. This novel compels the reader to endure the agonizing process alongside its characters. This “endurance” serves as a crucial literary device. By forcing the reader to experience the meticulously described reality—the cold, clinical language of the laboratory and the dehumanized gaze of the perpetrators—the author leads them to a profound realization: that the horror of Unit 731 was not an impulsive explosion of madness, but rather a calculated and meticulous “achievement of a systematic structure.”

The core of Jeong’s realism lies in his “dissection of the structure.” Within this work, the perpetrators are not portrayed as mere caricatures of villainy. Instead, they are described as “functions” operating within a vast and rigid structure. When human beings cease to exist as individuals and are reduced to mere functions of an organization or a nation-state, their inherent ethics are neutralized. Jeong captures this process of neutralization with a prose that is terrifyingly dry and objective. This approach brings to mind Hannah Arendt’s concept of the “Banality of Evil,” yet Jung goes a step further by concretizing this abstract philosophical idea through the vivid and visceral medium of the novel. MARUTA is not a text concerning a peculiar or isolated case of the past; rather, it is a stark reminder of the eternal dangers that remain inherent within civilization itself. Hyon-woong Jung does not speak of this danger through dry theory; he demonstrates it through the power of narrative. Such a narrative possesses a longevity that outlasts any academic paper. This is the true and essential role of literature, and MARUTA fulfills this duty with unwavering and uncompromising integrity.

The final element that completes Hyon-woong Jung’s authorial philosophy is what can be termed “Honest Distance.” He does not position himself as a moral judge standing on high, nor does he flaunt any emotional or moral superiority as an author. Instead, he maintains a deliberate and calculated distance—a distance that is born not of indifference, but of a profound literary ethic. Rather than exploiting tragic historical events to sell cheap sentimentality, he strives to deliver the absolute truth of those events with as little distortion as possible. This rigorous attitude may, at times, clash with the “dramatic emotional arcs” frequently demanded by the commercial publishing market. However, it is precisely because of this refusal to compromise that the work remains “literature” in its purest sense. Jung consistently prioritizes the language of memory over the opportunistic language of the market.

Ultimately, the message that MARUTA and Hyon-woong Jung cast into the global society of today converges into a single, vital point: Humanity does not become safe or enlightened merely by condemning the violence of the past. We can only hope to stop the cycle of repetition by deeply understanding the structures of power, by remaining vigilantly wary of the language of dehumanization, and by constantly monitoring ourselves to ensure we are not being converted into mere functions of a system. Through the medium of MARUTA, Hyon-woong Jung has successfully constructed this vigilance into a permanent literary form. Before asking the reader “What kind of person are you?”, this monumental work poses a far more haunting question: “In what kind of structure do you, too, become nothing more than a function?”
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(1)

It was almost evening when he got off the train at Harbin's Bingang Station. The sun hadn't set yet, casting long shadows along the sultry streets. The dry continental wind of Manchuria was blowing. Across from the station, the light of a premature neon sign was flickering on a dance hall.

Thinking that he had arrived at a somewhat exotic place, Captain Yoshida stepped out onto the station plaza carrying his heavy trunk. Three awaiting rickshaw-men rushed toward him. One of them went over to another customer who happened to be passing by. At one side, several taxis and rickshaws were waiting.

Yoshida asked the more elderly-looking of the rickshaw-men,

"Do you know the Paekhwaryo Building on Killim Street?"

"Hai, hai."

Cringing, the old man, who looked like an ethnic Manchu, motioned him to get in. He loaded the trunk Yoshida was carrying onto the rickshaw. His motions were adept and experienced. The backs of his hands were rough and calloused, but he seemed to have a peasant's energy. He lifted the trunk, which even Yoshida found heavy, effortlessly with one hand. He looked almost sixty and was wearing grey, worn-out Chinese clothes. A little thin, he gave the impression that his body was brimming with continental energy.

Yoshida, raised in Kyoto, Japan, was feeling something new—not only from the scenery but also from the figures of the people here in Manchuria, which he was visiting for the very first time.

As soon as Yoshida climbed into the rickshaw, the rickshaw-man began to pull. The rickshaw's light running felt pleasant. The rank-and-file soldiers of the Kwantung Army whom they passed in the street gave Yoshida military salutes. Japanese soldiers were seen frequently on the streets of Harbin.

Leaving the Bingang Station plaza, Yoshida's rickshaw turned toward New Harbin. The street became quieter as they climbed a hill. The hill was not high. Elm trees lined the street. The city of Harbin sits on the right of the Sungari River, on a vast plain. As the Sungari came into view by the side of the road, Captain Yoshida spoke to the rickshaw-man.

"No need to hurry. I'm enjoying the river."

"Yes, sir, but Killim Street is quite far from here."

"But we can get there before nightfall, can't we? The Sungari at sunset is very beautiful."

"Is this your first time in Harbin, Captain?"

"Not only Harbin, but in Manchuria."

Yoshida, smoking a cigarette, looked at the sunlight mirrored dazzlingly in the river. It was silvery, rather like fish scales. The dry midsummer wind brought the smell of the river water.

As he had heard when leaving Kyoto, Harbin was beautiful. Leaving the Sungari behind and entering the urban district, he noticed the colorful, formal European buildings standing in rows. The streets were straight and well-maintained. The city was designed after Moscow, and the buildings were in the European style.

After running through the crowded streets for a while, the rickshaw stopped in front of a large two-story building. The red brick structure was built in the French style and, at a quick glance, looked like a hotel. There was a row of arched windows, and the roof was painted blue. On one side of the U-shaped building, there was a large gate. A military truck was coming out of the gate.

On one side of the gate, there was a small footpath along which Captain Yoshida entered. Although it was invisible from the outside, as he entered, he came across a guardhouse and on-duty military policemen armed with swords and pistols. The yard inside the building was spacious. There was a flower garden with trees and a lawn, and in one direction, a parking lot with military trucks, buses, and automobiles could be seen. All the doors to the building opened onto the garden.

The military policemen at the guardhouse gave military salutes when they saw Captain Yoshida. One of them approached and asked him to present his identification. The one wearing the badge of a noncommissioned officer smelled of onions. Or perhaps he had eaten some cake. The smell was inscrutable. His face was fat and greasy, and his eyes were stealthy, repeatedly examining Yoshida and making him feel uncomfortable.

"Where is Room 731?" Captain Yoshida asked as the MP returned his identification papers.

While Yoshida was being checked out at the guardhouse, several people came and went, just showing their ID or not even doing that. He noticed that women and children were also entering. The military policemen did not check on people they recognized.

"To get to Room No. 731, please use the entrance by the pine trees, pass through the corridor, and go upstairs. It's the last room toward the east."

"I have no idea where east is. Which way is it?"

The military policeman smirked as he responded to Yoshida's question.

"Must be your first time in Harbin, Captain."

"Just answer the question."

"Yes, sir. After you go upstairs, turn left along the corridor."

As Captain Yoshida was moving up the stairs carrying his heavy trunk, the sound of springy footsteps rang out, and two children came running downstairs. They were a girl of about seven or eight and a boy of about ten. They came down so hurriedly that they ran into the trunk Yoshida was holding. The trunk slipped from his hands and tumbled down the stairs. The children ran down after it.

"Yokosu-san, see what you've done. Apologize to the honorable officer right now."

A clear woman's voice was heard from up the stairs.

Yoshida, who was going down the stairs to pick up his fallen trunk, looked back up to where the voice came from. A young woman, dressed in the uniform of an army civilian, was coming down. She showed considerable embarrassment. The two children had already disappeared from the corridor, their figures nowhere to be seen. Captain Yoshida came face to face with the woman in front of his trunk.

"Oh, I'm so sorry."

"It's all right."

Captain Yoshida stared at her, thinking that she was too young and beautiful to be the mother of the children. The army civilian uniform she was wearing was a yellowish-brown with the ideograph for 'mountain' on the sleeve and a shooting star embroidered on the chest. The shooting star was white. Under the shooting star was a small Red Cross symbol. This told him she was an army nurse or something of the sort.

"I'm sorry," the woman said again as she was about to go outside.

"No, it's all right. Please don't worry, just go to your children."

"Oh, my!"

Her face suddenly turned red. Through the evening sunlight reflecting on the glass window, he could see it turning as red as a ripe peach.

Yoshida knew he had said something wrong.

"Oh, I see. You're not their mother. Since I've made a mistake, I guess that makes us even. Goodbye."

The woman, suppressing a smile, bowed slightly and left. Captain Yoshida picked up the trunk and recalled her face as he climbed the stairs. For a passing acquaintance, she had made a strong impression. She was not a typically beautiful woman, but she was lovely in a simple way with her clear, clean eyes, thick eyebrows, a shapely nose, and somewhat thick lips.

Captain Yoshida went into Room 731. It was a large room, with civilians mixed in with people in military uniforms. A middle-aged man seated opposite an army civilian was examining documents, and army civilians were seen coming and going between the tables, making telephone calls or carrying documents. They did not turn their eyes upon the entering Yoshida.

Yoshida approached an officer sitting at a table on one side of the room and reading a newspaper. He was a captain, like Yoshida, and seemed to be the person in charge.

"I am Captain Yoshida Takafumi. I'm from the Office of the Army General Staff in Kyoto. I've been told I need to pass through here to go to the 731st Unit, and that's why I'm here."

"Oh yes. We've been advised."

Laying the newspaper aside, the captain rose from his seat and offered Yoshida his hand.

"I am Captain Yamamoto Eiichi. Glad to meet you."

Captain Yamamoto was tall and his face was pale. If there was a characteristic to his pallor, it would be its lack of expression. Although he had said he was glad, there was no trace of gladness in his face; he just seemed to be handling an everyday affair. Yoshida sat down beside the desk in a chair Yamamoto pulled out for him. Yamamoto offered him a cigarette, and they smoked together.

"It's hot, isn't it?"

Yamamoto opened his mouth after a period of silence. Tired from his travel, Yoshida wanted to enter the barracks immediately, but he did not press the matter.

"Still, it's less hot than in the south."

"Did you just arrive in Harbin?"

"Yes, it took me five days to get here from Kyoto. Of course, I stopped at Seoul and Shinuiju in Korea."

"You must be tired from the long journey..."

Captain Yamamoto contacted the 731st Unit by the guard telephone and informed them that Yoshida had come. While sitting and waiting until his cigarette burnt out, Yoshida thought that the procedure was complicated and cumbersome.

"Captain Yoshida, do you happen to know Captain Ishii of the 731st?"

Yamamoto asked, lighting another cigarette.

"Ishii? You mean the commander of the 731st?"

"No, I mean Captain Ishii. I mean Ishii Nagade."

"I don't know him. Is he related to Lieutenant General Ishii Shiro?"

"Yes, he is the general's nephew."

"Is that so?"

"When I contacted the guardhouse of the unit, I was informed that Captain Ishii Nagade had asked you to wait until he comes to escort you."

"To escort me?"

"Yes."

Yoshida beamed after he twisted out his cigarette butt.

"Can't I meet him inside the unit? Since I am not such an important man, all of this seems to be too much trouble. I mean, I am being transferred to the 731st."

"He wants to show that he welcomes you."

"Welcomes me?"

Captain Yoshida had a hunch that an indescribable trap was implicit in that welcome.

"Do we have to go through such procedures to enter the 731st Unit?"

"Yes, that's right."

"You mean an officer comes to escort an arriving officer?"

"I don't mean that. Everybody in the unit except for the commanding officer and a few other high-ranking officers—even the members of their families—have to enter and leave through the Paekhwaryo. Free entrance and exit are forbidden."

"....."

Considering such procedures very tight security indeed, Captain Yoshida turned his eyes toward the window. From a tilted angle, the city as well as the declining sunlight, which glittered on the roofs of the buildings, could be seen. He thought back to the children he had run into a little while ago and the woman who was with them. He assumed that they were also connected with the 731st. Then he anticipated being able to meet the woman again inside the unit. His heart throbbed at the thought. No, calm down, what am I doing? It suddenly occurred to him that he had come to Manchuria on an important mission. But he felt himself falling in love.

"Did you come here directly after you got off at Bingang Station, Captain Yoshida?"

"Yes."

"You didn't look around Harbin, did you?"

"I'll do that later."

"It is largely divided into two districts. There's New Harbin and Old Harbin, and we are in New Harbin, the Russian district. The Chinese live mainly in Old Harbin, which is not very built up."

"The city reminds me of European towns."

"Czarist Russia founded it in 1898 during the construction of the Chinese Eastern Railway, after it took over Harbin from the dynasty through bribery. The main avenues radiate from the central plaza. The buildings are modeled on the European style."

Captain Yoshida, inside the Paekhwaryo Building on Killim Street, New Harbin, killed time talking about Harbin with Captain Yamamoto, who was in charge of liaison. When the sun began to disappear behind the horizon—that is, after Captain Yoshida had been waiting for more than an hour—Captain Ishii Nagade came in.

His uniform showed that he was a military police officer. He was wearing a pistol and a sword at his waist, and he was holding a baton, which resembled a horsewhip, in his white-gloved hands. It looked as if it were used both as a baton and as a horsewhip.

A man of somewhat low stature, he was too fat for his age, and the flesh under his chin was thick, probably because he ate too well. His eyes flashed fiercely, and a lethal, somewhat inscrutable energy emanated from them. Smiling, Captain Ishii offered Yoshida his hand. His smiling face gave an icy impression, more like a grimace than a smiling countenance. He was a man who gave a chilling impression.

"Welcome, Captain Yoshida. It may be a demotion for an intelligence officer of the Office of the Army General Staff, but your stay here might not be so bad. In particular, our Donghyang Unit is... no, the name has been changed to the 731st Unit. Since our 731st has to concentrate its efforts on counter-espionage, we need an intelligence officer like you."

Hearing him make such a long-winded speech so soon after they met, it wasn't hard to realize that Captain Ishii was a talkative man. Yoshida, without saying anything, just kept nodding his head.

"The reason I came out to escort you is because we are holding a special dinner party in your honor. Our commander has given his approval."

"Do you mean we will have a drink, Captain Ishii?"

"Yes."

"But I'm tired."

"Captain Yoshida, I will teach you how to get rid of fatigue. The best means is to have a drink and touch a woman's hips. Ha ha ha."

Captain Ishii laughed loudly, but his facial expression failed to betray laughter. Thinking that Ishii was a strange man who showed no warmth even when he was smiling, Yoshida felt a bitter taste on his lips.

"Thanks for the banquet, Captain Ishii. But, if possible, I would like to go in and take a rest."

"Two friends are waiting for us right now. Let's go together, since they are waiting for us in a very interesting place. Of course, your quarters will be right beside mine at the bachelor officers' quarters in Donghyang Village. As you will soon be sick of staying there, please go with me tonight."

As there were no other words from Yoshida's mouth, Captain Ishii, taking his silence for consent, looked back toward Captain Yamamoto and asked him to show him the dressing room.

"A dressing room? You mean I should take a bath?"

Yoshida asked in return, but Captain Ishii, pointing at Yamamoto with his chin, motioned Yoshida to follow him. It meant that he would know after going and seeing, but for some reason, Yoshida felt a sense of being possessed by something. Even the fact that one must go through a camouflaged building inside the city in order to enter the unit made Yoshida nervous. Following Yamamoto, Yoshida went into the next room. As they entered, two military policemen on guard saluted them.

The walls inside the room did not even have windows, and there were lockers with ranks and names written on them.

"It's a dressing room used exclusively by male civilians and officers below the rank of major."

"I can't understand you very well."

Yamamoto, approaching a box with no identification tag attached, explained,

"As you know well, at the epidemic control and water supply division headquarters of the Kwantung Army in Pingfang, around 20 kilometers to the south, there are over two thousand eight hundred soldiers and civilians. Furthermore, the number of their dependents approaches twice that number. They are all isolated from the outside. It is inevitable, considering the character of the unit. As this is a unit prepared for bacteriological warfare, we ought to be sensitive about security. You know that, don't you, Captain Yoshida?"

"I do. This is a special unit for bacteriological warfare..."

"When the soldiers or civilians of the unit go outside or to Harbin, they take off their military uniforms and change into civilian clothes. And when they come back to the unit after outside activity, they come in here again, change into military uniforms, and enter by special buses or trucks. Family members—for example, students attending school—do not have to change their clothes, but they do have to pass through here to enter and exit."

"....."

"I will give you your own locker, Captain Yoshida. Please use this one. Take off your military uniform and hang it in here. Then I will select civilian clothes that fit you and bring them here. As the weather is hot now, I'll bring you a white shirt and grey lounge suit trousers."

Yoshida, staring blankly at Captain Yamamoto, said nothing. Now he felt completely possessed. In the dressing room, Yoshida took off his military uniform and changed into civilian clothes. Yamamoto and Ishii Nagade also changed into civilian clothes. As the three men went out to the garden, a black automobile was waiting. A bulky fellow sitting at the wheel was also in a civilian outfit.

As the black automobile left the Paekhwaryo, darkness had descended upon the streets. Night was approaching. Leaving the urban district, it sped along the Sungari. It stopped in front of a bar-restaurant with brilliantly shining lights.

(2)

A signboard saying 'Sungjiang' was attached to the bar-restaurant located along the riverside of the Sungari. It was a Japanese-style building. The roof was thatched, and bamboo blinds decorated with cherry blossom patterns were hung in each window. As the car stopped, a woman in a kimono ran out to welcome them.

They went to an attic overlooking the river and met the two men waiting for them there. One was a middle-aged man about 35. His shoulders were broad, and he gave an impression of agility, as if he was well-acquainted with the arts of hand-to-hand combat. He was wearing a grey jumper. Above all, his whiskers were impressive. The other fellow was short and in his thirties. He was wearing a business suit and a necktie—a red necktie—on a white shirt.

"Please say hello to each other,"

Captain Ishii told them as they sat down, looking at the faces of the two men who had been waiting and at Yoshida Takafumi's in turn.

"This is Captain Yoshida Takafumi, who has just arrived in Harbin. He has come from the Office of the Army General Staff on a counter-espionage assignment. And this is Captain Ishida Naobumi..."

The man wearing a jumper offered his hand to Yoshida. Captain Ishida was an investigator at the Military Police Headquarters in Harbin. The young man beside him was introduced as Yamagake. He was a first lieutenant, a Military Special Service man. He was an investigator in charge of political prisoners. Although he could not know the real intention of Captain Ishii in introducing him to officers from the Military Police and the Military Special Service, Yoshida forced a smile and shook hands with them. He was tired. All he wanted was to take a rest.

The drinking table was prepared, but Captain Ishii did not let the women come in yet.

"For all that, Captain Yoshida, please don't feel bad."

"What do you mean?"

"That I haven't let the women come in."

"No, I never had such thoughts."

"First of all, let's discuss important matters, and call in the women afterward. Other persons are all regular clients here, but Captain Yoshida must be ignorant, since it's his first time here. There are women from many countries here. There are women from Japan, China, Manchuria, Russia, Korea, even France. Please choose according to your taste. But, with girls from so many countries, be careful about what you say. Naturally, Harbin is a place swarming with spies, and the girls of a bar-restaurant cannot be trusted. This is a watering hole run by a Japanese woman, but the geishas are not reliable. Anyway, Captain Yoshida."

"Yes."

"The 731st Unit of Manchuria is sustained by us."

"......"

As he could not understand Captain Ishii's words, Yoshida stared at his face blankly. Ishii went on in high spirits.

"The core of the 731st is the maruta."

"Maruta? Is this a lumber camp?"

"You will gradually learn. Captain Ishida and First Lieutenant Yamagake, who are with us here, are together responsible for the supply of maruta, and Captain Yamamoto at Paekhwaryo and I are responsible for their transportation."

It could not be about transporting logs cut from the mountain. Yoshida did not understand well, but he felt they were disclosing something very important.

"Up to now, the four of us were in charge of those affairs, but five persons, including you, Captain Yoshida, will be doing the work from now on. In that sense, we welcome you, Captain Yoshida."

The three men gave a toast.

"Thank you. I'd like to thank the four of you."

Yoshida expressed his gratitude and drained the wine glass, upon which Captain Ishii clapped his hands to call in the women. As a woman opened the sliding door and looked in, Captain Ishii said:

"Hey! Here, send in girls from all countries. Pretty girls only. I mean girls pretty not only in their upper parts but in their lower parts, too."

As Ishii spoke, First Lieutenant Yamagake giggled. The geisha, after bowing three or four times saying "Hai, hai," closed the door and went out. The smell of water blew in on the river wind from the Sungari. The sound of splashing water could be heard from somewhere, and on the other side of the river, a red light glimmered. The river wind was cool, and there were no stars in the sky, but rain didn't seem to be imminent.

"Captain Yoshida, do you like the wine here?"

Ishida asked as he offered a wine glass to Yoshida. As he spoke, his mustache wriggled like a pine-eating caterpillar.

"Well, it's not so different, but I am not sure."

"Here, everything is different from Kyoto. You have to adapt. First of all, be careful of diarrhea, since even the water is different."

"But water purified by the Ishii filter is safe," Captain Ishii retorted.

The Ishii filter refers to a filter developed by Lieutenant General Ishii. He had developed a filter that purified even muddy water into clean, potable water.

"Besides, the 731st is the cleanest unit in the world. It's the cleanest and most hygienic unit because hot water is always available and there are flush toilets."

Yoshida was in agreement with Captain Ishii. It was natural to equip a unit preparing to defend against bacteriological warfare with the best sanitary facilities in order to prevent contamination.

Five women came into the attic where they were sitting. Yoshida could not tell their countries of origin for sure, but they seemed to be wearing the traditional costumes of their respective countries. There was a Japanese woman dressed in a kimono, a Korean woman wearing a Korean jacket and dress, a Manchurian and a Chinese woman wearing seamless one-piece skirts, and a Russian woman in Western dress. The Russian woman's face was white and she looked different, but the other four women's figures were similar.

"These women are genuine,"

Captain Ishii said boastfully. "I mean a genuine Manchurian whore and a genuine Korean whore. Yoshida, which is your favorite woman? Tonight, you will rest your travel-worn body here, so please pick one."

The five women went toward the wall and stood in line. The Russian woman was the tallest, and the Oriental women's heights were similar.

"Since tonight's banquet is for you, Yoshida, you must select first. After that, we will select according to rank or age. Ha ha ha..."

As he looked at Captain Ishii's expressionless face laughing loudly, Yoshida again felt frightened.

"Well, but..."

Yoshida, feeling somewhat awkward, hesitated. All five women looked young, just over twenty, and all were pretty and well-filled out, as if they had been born for men.

"My dear Yoshida, don't be bashful. Or shall I choose for you?"

Captain Ishii arose from his seat and approached the five women, who were almost leaning against the wall. He went back and forth in front of the women restlessly, peering into their faces closely and touching their breasts. Touching the girl wearing Chinese clothes, he chattered,

"Yours look large, but why are they so flabby? You need more elasticity."

His hand went toward her groin. Then she cried in distress.

"Keep quiet. Keep your mouth shut so that I can concentrate on quality inspection," he said firmly, slapping her cheek.

Still trembling, the girl fell quiet. Yoshida felt uncomfortable, as Ishii's behavior was quite rude, but the other three men looked interested, as if they had experienced this more than a few times. Ishii wore an inspector's facial expression while fingering the busts and groins of the girls standing there. At that moment, tears streaked down from one girl's eyes. She was standing erect without moving, but tears were rolling down from her eyes to her cheeks. She was the Korean girl.

"Hey, you, why are you crying? Do you think this is a mortuary? Well, good, you look most suitable since you are the most innocent. You sit beside Captain Yoshida."

Captain Ishii seized the girl wearing the Korean dress by the arm and pushed her toward Captain Yoshida. She stopped crying. Ishii seated the other girls beside the other officers and seated the Russian girl beside himself.

"I've never seen you before. When did you come to the Sungjiang?"

Captain Ishii asked the Russian girl sitting beside him. Unable to answer, she hesitated.

"Don't you know Japanese?"

"I know a little bit."

"Really? You'd better report to me since this is the first time I've seen you."

"Report?"

"You don't even know what a report is?"

"No, I don't know."

"If you don't know, go out and ask the madam of this house what a report is. She will teach you well if you tell her that the honorable Captain Ishii asked."

"....."

"Hurry."

As Ishii shouted, the Russian girl arose from her seat and went out. Then Ishida and Yamagake burst into laughter. The women wearing the kimono and the Chinese dress giggled. The Korean girl was sitting silently, and Yoshida said nothing while draining his wine cup. A little later, the Russian girl came back. She sat beside Ishii and twisted her neck aside.

"Did you learn?" asked Captain Ishii. "If you have learned, put it into practice."

"....."

"Will you do so after being whipped?"

Seeing his hand raised as if to slap her on the cheek, the Russian girl cringed and stood up waveringly. Then she took off her clothes hesitatingly. What was called a 'report' entailed taking the clothes off completely and showing the groin.

"As expected, your pubic hair is also yellow, the same color as the hair on your head. Let me pull one hair out. It is my hobby to collect pubic hair."

The hand of Captain Ishii stretched out toward the groin of the Russian girl. She shrank back but failed to shake off Ishii's hand. His fingers pulled out some of the Russian girl's pubic hair. She screamed and plumped down on the floor.

"Oh, I'm so sorry. I just wanted to pull out one, but I got several," said Ishii, holding up and showing the hair against the light.

The Special Service man, First Lieutenant Yamagake, seconded his words.

"Pulling out hair is a tradition of your family, isn't it? Your uncle also does it, doesn't he?"

"What?"

Captain Ishii stared at Yamagake. He looked very offended.

"How on earth can you say something like that? I was just fooling around with her..."

"Sorry, I meant no ill. People say Lieutenant General Ishii's habit while drinking is to put his hand into a girl's groin and pull out the hair, and, to my surprise, you are exactly the same,"

Yamagake elaborated in self-defense, but in a sarcastic tone.

"Let's say no more about the commander. The esteemed elder does it to boast of the strength of his thumb and his fingers, but I was... well, just fooling around."

It was a habit of Lieutenant General Ishii, commander of the 731st Unit as well as the uncle of Captain Ishii, to pull out the pubic hair of geishas. As he pulled out several hairs at once to display the strength of his thumb and his fingers, many girls had fainted. It was a fact well-known among the Kwantung Army officers. Ever since, the pubic hair of geishas were not left intact amidst officers imitating the lieutenant general while drinking in watering holes. Some girls served after shaving theirs completely with a razor blade from the very outset so as not to be subjected to such humiliation.

Yoshida, who happened to encounter this for the first time, could hardly conceal his embarrassment.

The welcoming banquet was vulgar and offended his sensibilities, but it was an opportunity to see how altered the officers of the Kwantung Army were. Had their spirit changed after going through a war and then wasting time in a devastated foreign country? He had heard that if he drank the water, he would catch diarrhea, but perhaps until he did that, he wouldn't be able to accept the spirit of the Kwantung Army officers. Of course, the four persons including Captain Ishii were not the entire Kwantung Army officer corps. But from his impression of these four, he could see the corrupt spirit of the entire officer corps.

As the night advanced, Yoshida got drunk. While he had been seized with a sense of emptiness when he came to Manchuria from Japan, he thought it would disappear soon after a few drinks, but he felt even emptier as he got drunk.

"Yoshida, you're not married yet, are you?"

"No, but..."

"I am not married either," said Ishii. "Yamamoto, Yamagake, and Ishida are all married. So let's send them away quickly. Why don't just the two of us drink some more wine here at the Sungjiang and sleep here?"

"....."

"I'll be getting married pretty soon. I have a girlfriend. A young lady named Humiko, a nurse working at this unit as an army civilian."

"Oh, is that so?"

"Humiko has many friends. I will tell her to introduce you to a good woman. Although she's at a barren unit in Pingfang, there are lots of beautiful girls there. Also lots of pretty wives. The wives of higher officers like young officers..."

Ishii said in a lewd tone.

Yoshida's impression of Ishii as an unsavory figure was reinforced. He had an ominous hunch that he would become a symbol of hatred rather than a friend. Yoshida felt that Captain Ishii was uncultured, lecherous, self-righteous, and brutal. And his cruelty was obvious. Even when he smiled, the murderous look in his eyes did not disappear.

"My sweetheart, Nagayama, is the younger sister of Colonel Nagayama, the head of the medical treatment and examination division. Humiko is working as a nurse at the family clinic. We will be married pretty soon. I think she's the most beautiful female army civilian in the 731st. But don't be disappointed, Captain Yoshida, there are many women with nice figures. Wada Eiko, working at the general affairs section, is nice. But she's not eligible. She's going out with a married man. How about Andora Hanako? Hanako is cute, but too young. She is only nineteen or twenty. How about Dokugawa Iene, working as a nurse officer? Iene comes of a good family but is rather ugly. How about Inoue Haruhime, who works at the plant laboratory? She is flirtatious and beautiful. Though I have had sex with her? Yoshimura, who works as a nurse, there's a rumor that she has another man. How about Ooda Domiko? She is the daughter of Colonel Ooda. She works in the accounting section of the general business division. Since she is well-bred, she seems suitable."

"Captain Ishii," Yoshida interrupted. "How come you know so much about the female army civilians? You seem to be a real playboy."

"Hardly. Since we live behind the same fence, we just come to know each other. I hardly know anybody except Humiko. Humiko, Humiko, oh my love Humiko."

Yoshida closed his mouth and looked at the wall blankly.

Only two persons, Yoshida and Ishii, remained in the Sungjiang restaurant. The three others had left. The Korean girl who was Yoshida's partner came into his bedroom. She stood in the middle of the room vacantly. She had already changed into a nightgown. Her hair was wet, as if she had just taken a bath. Her body gave off a fresh smell. Yoshida's passions were aroused as he smelled her flesh, but he controlled his emotions before speaking to her.

"I don't need you. Go."

"If I go out right away, honorable Captain Ishii will give me a hard time later."

"No, that will be all right. I won't tell him."

"....."

She turned back just before leaving the room and, pointing at a small medal hanging on his neck, inquired:

"That medal..."

"You mean this? Anything wrong?"

"I wanted to ask you for some time.... Where did you get it?"

"My mother gave me this as a charm."

"Do you know the characters written on it?"

"They're Sangpyong Tongbo, right?"

"That medal is an ancient Korean coin. Back then, people made accessories like this out of coins. I wondered why the honorable captain is wearing an accessory made out of a three-hundred-year-old Korean coin."

"A Korean coin?"

"....."

The Korean girl hesitated as though she had another question, but then gave up and went toward the sliding door.

"Hey, what did you say your name was?"

"My name is Kang Sukhi."

"Kang Sukhi? Are you sure this is a coin from your country?"

"Yes."

"When was it in use?"

"From about three hundred years ago. It was minted at the Sangpyongchang in Korea."

"....."

A feeling of perplexity grazed Yoshida's face. The medal his mother had given him as a life-protecting charm was said to be an ancient coin from Korea. Looking at the embarrassment that had come into his face, the Korean girl, Sukhi, asked again,

"Honorable Captain Yoshida, why did your mother give it to you?"

"I only know that this is a family treasure handed down by my ancestors. I don't know for sure, but my ancestors lived at Odo. At that time, they sometimes married Korean women. We still have Yi Dynasty white porcelain from that period and various odds and ends. This is one of them. I don't know when the first time was, but my ancestors overcame life-threatening crises many times carrying this ornament with them. From that time on, this has been handed down as a life-protecting charm. I personally am not superstitious... But my mother pleaded with me to carry this with me at all times...."

"Honorable Captain Yoshida, there must be Korean blood in your veins."

"Is there? Well, it happened three hundred years ago...."

"Does it make you uncomfortable that the medal was a coin from my country?"

"No, not really."

"Are you going to throw it away?"

"....."

"Please give it to me, if you are."

"No, it's not important whether the coin comes from one country or another. I only wear it because of my mother."

"I'm not superstitious either, but please believe in that medal. It will protect your life, Captain. The ancestors who were protected by the medal will also protect my dear Captain."

"You think so?"

Yoshida looked at the medal with a beaming smile.

"Did you say your name is Sukhi?"

"Yes."

"Sukhi, sleep well."

"Good night, Captain."

As the woman went out of the room, Captain Yoshida held the medal hanging from his neck and looked at it closely. Although it was rusty and quite yellow, copper-colored, the medal sparkled from much handling. The four characters Sangpyong Tongbo glittered in the light. After looking at the medal for a while, he turned away and gazed at the ceiling.

Too many things seemed to have happened at once since he arrived in Harbin. There had been no real events at all, but he somehow had the feeling that he had undergone many things. More than anything, the army civilian nurse whom he had run into on the stairs of the Paekhwaryo was totally unknown to him, but she would not leave his memory. Playing with the medal his mother had hung on his neck, Yoshida fell asleep thinking of the woman he had met on the Paekhwaryo stairs.

(3)

As morning came, fog descended upon the Sungari River. It was summer, but the morning air was fresh. The dense fog on the riverside shed a unique scent. The fog spread among the willows and elm trees and penetrated the wide-open windows of the Sungjiang bar-restaurant. The fog disappeared soon after it entered the room. It seemed to melt and vanish. Filtered by the fog, the sunlight was the milky white light of dawn. Along the sloping road where the fog was lifting, the roadside trees seemed to glisten in the sun. The fog covered the low earth and floated along like clouds.

Captain Yoshida Takafumi woke up feeling refreshed. He had drunk rather too much last night, but his good constitution kept the tipsiness from lingering on into the next morning. However, he had slept late enough for the sun to shine on the floor of the room. As Yoshida put on his slippers and went out to a bench by the riverside, he saw MP Captain Ishii Nagade exercising on the riverside lawn. He was jumping rope.

"Yoshida, are you feeling better?" Captain Ishii said, stopping his skipping.

"I feel fine, thanks to you."

Yoshida's answer stirred up memories of last night. As the image of the corrupt Kwantung Army officers, including Captain Ishii, came to him, he felt as if his cheerful mood was disappearing into the fog. Where in the world did they get the money to enjoy such a luxurious life?

They took a black automobile onto Killim Street in New Harbin. There they went into a cafe said to be run by a Frenchman and had a light breakfast.

When dessert was being served after the main meal, Yoshida asked Captain Ishii, sitting face to face:

"What did you say the roles of First Lieutenant Yamagake and Captain Ishida were?"

"They are responsible for the supply of maruta."

"Maruta? The supply of maruta? Please, you will have to do better than that. Of course, you don't have to tell me if it's something I shouldn't know, but..."

"There are no secrets to be kept from an officer transferred to take over anti-espionage. Maruta is a password as well as an official term used by all the members of the 731st. The maruta are the research material for our preparation for bacteriological warfare."

"Material? Please tell me precisely without beating around the bush."

"Human beings."

"....."

Yoshida looked at Captain Ishii with a surprised face. Ishii's eyes glittered, looking ever so much bloodthirstier. As Yoshida kept his silence, not uttering a word, Ishii asked in a sarcastic tone,

"How is it that an intelligence officer from the Department of the Army has never been informed about maruta?"

"Before leaving, I heard nothing except, from a senior officer, that this is a special unit for bacteriological warfare. So this must be a secret known only to a minimum number of generals, even at the Department of the Army. Who are the maruta?"

"They are prisoners such as political offenders—Russians, Chinese, Mongolians, Koreans—all captured by the Military Police of the Kwantung Army, the Military Service Agency, or subordinate investigation agencies. Our Military Police of the Kwantung Army and the Military Secret Service capture and obtain as much information as they can from the intelligence officers of the Russian Red Army who have infiltrated from China or various parts of Manchuria, officers or men of the Chinese Communist Eighth Route Army captured during combat, or Koreans who are involved in the anti-Japanese movement, and then they send these prisoners to our unit before they are put to death. All this is undertaken with utmost secrecy. The responsible persons—I mean the men who supply maruta—are Captain Ishida of the Military Police and First Lieutenant Yamagake of the Military Secret Service, both of whom you met last night. We treat them well by paying them special allowances."

"Is this task carried out with the knowledge and approval of the military authorities...? Or..."

"Or is it our unit's own free-lancing?"

"Yes."

"What makes you think so?"

"If this is a matter beyond the knowledge of Major General Kimura, the intelligence section chief of the Army General Staff Office, who sent me here..."

"He could have avoided making reference to it even though he knew it. After all, those fellows must be put to death anyway. Yoshida, don't be filled with useless morality. We are all very excited about fulfilling our Great Japanese Empire's mission of attaining co-prosperity for mankind and the world."

"How do you dispose of the maruta after bringing them here?"

"What's the hurry? Your duty is that of anti-espionage on the maruta used at the 731st. Well, let's go. You'll find out better by going and seeing for yourself than by listening."

Yoshida and Ishii came out of the cafe and took a passenger car to the Paekhwaryo, which was not far away. As the car entered the main gate, the MPs on guard saluted. The automobile passed the garden inside the compound and came to a stop. Yoshida felt strange. He realized that he was entering the Paekhwaryo building with a feeling different from that of the previous evening.

They left the Paekhwaryo after changing clothes in the dressing room. The automobile now sped out of the city of Harbin. When they got to the outskirts, they passed through two checkpoints, but the guards did not bother to stop them, as they all seemed to recognize the automobile and Ishii. Once out of the city, a plain appeared, and dust flew on the unpaved road. The burning rays of the sun beat down on them, and the heavy fog of the Sungari riverside was nowhere to be seen. Elm trees lined the road, and vegetable gardens and wheat fields stretched out across the plain toward the endless horizon. The dust curled up on the road behind them. The road was rough, and the car could not be driven fast. After about an hour's drive, a war memorial could be seen, and several buildings appeared nearby. It was hard to tell what those buildings were there for. On a notice board beside the road was engraved the name of a village, Sinbaltun, and a village was visible at the end of a narrow side road. The village was in the form of a Manchurian hamlet.

In the distance could be seen the figures of Manchus working in the wheat fields in front of the village.

The automobile began to cross the plains again, passing a village named Odun and then a small hamlet named Sadun. The hamlet looked deserted, as if it had been closed off and the houses had collapsed or been blown up. It seemed that the villages near units were evacuated or put off-limits for security reasons. As they passed the hamlet, a military compound appeared across the plain. On one side, a private airfield for the Army Flying Corps could be seen, and on the other, an enclosure with mud walls and barbed wire.

As the car approached the unit by way of a side road, a guardhouse appeared. An MP waved Ishii's car on.

As the car advanced more than a hundred meters past the guardhouse, a fork came into view between the airfield and the unit headquarters. The car moved alongside the airfield through the road on the left. The headquarters building on the right was linked with barbed wire entanglements and a high mud wall. Inside the mud wall, high chimneys and a tilted two-story building emitting ash-colored light could be seen. It was broad and large. As the car advanced over one kilometer, the corner of the mud wall appeared, and the road bent to the right. On the left, where the airfield was located, a hangar and the Army Flying Corps office building were visible, along with three airplanes. Making a turn through the right corner, several heaps of coal were visible, and a railroad passed through the mud walls into the compound.

Passing the railroad crossing, the automobile ran alongside the mud wall. A large assembly hall and a residential district could be seen through the forest. People began to come into view. Approaching the assembly hall, the automobile turned right toward the mud wall and went into the headquarters. The door of the guardhouse opened, and guards gave salutes. Soldiers and army civilians were entering the headquarters. As their uniforms were identical, it was difficult to distinguish them. People entering the HQ had something resembling a pass on their chests. The automobile stopped in front of the building. The entrance of the building was an MP guard room with two MPs on duty.

"Intense security, but there is an Achilles' heel."

As Yoshida spoke, Captain Ishii looked back.

"An Achilles' heel? What do you mean?"

"It looks as though this automobile and you can pass through anywhere—that's the Achilles' heel. I mean in terms of counter-espionage."

"....."

Captain Ishii sneered. They got out of the car. Entering the building, Captain Ishii said,

"First, let us meet Colonel Ooda, the head of the general business division. Your photograph and the necessary documents have already arrived, but you should go through the transfer procedure. And then they will give you an office and introduce you to the officers and civilian officials. I'll show you around the unit's interior and rooms. We'll go to the bachelor officers' quarters where you will be staying. After lunch, let's meet His Excellency, Commander Ishii."

As they entered the porch, there was a staircase and two armed soldiers standing in front of it. They were not military policemen. As they turned left along the corridor, there was a storeroom on the right and, after that, the office of the general business division. The general business office was spacious but still crowded with male and female army civilians. Nobody seemed to notice the two of them enter. They went to the room of the head of the division inside the office, but Colonel Ooda was not in. They went up to the second floor and entered the general affairs section.

"Miss Wada Eiko,"

Captain Ishii called as he approached her. Eiko, who was arranging documents, stood up upon seeing Ishii.

"Hai."

"I will introduce you to a handsome captain from the Department of the Army. This is Yoshida Takafumi."

"How do you do?" Yoshida greeted the army civilian woman.

"How do you do?"

"I will ask you to handle everything. I mean at the personnel section."

"Hai." Eiko bowed her head while answering Ishii.

Moving on, the two men went downstairs to the central passage on the opposite side of the porch.

"First, I'll show you around the unit."

They went up the stairs.

"To the left is a warehouse for the machine supplies of the military police, and to the right is the office of the supply division."

As a senior official wearing a purple star on his chest came by, Captain Ishii gave a military salute.

"The rank hierarchy of this unit is a little different from other units. Here, there are more army civilians than soldiers. Most of them are doctors and scholars, medical specialists. Doctors are called engineers and are accorded senior officials' treatment. The university professors are the same. As for the officers, officers of field grade or above are senior officials. Their meteor insignias are marked in purple. There are about fifty senior officials in this unit. Next come regular officials like you and me. Among officers, this rank includes those below the rank of major, and among army civilians, special staff members. Such army civilians are called assistant engineers. They are would-be medical doctors or inexperienced scholars. They wear a yellow badge. You should take off your military uniform right away and start wearing a uniform appropriate to this unit with a yellow star. Next come government employees, who wear white stars. Common laborers wear no stars."

Yoshida suddenly thought of the civilian nurse he had come across on the stairs of Paekhwaryo the evening before. Judging from the white star on her breast, she was a government employee.

There was a rail along the corridor. It seemed like an installation for loading something. They moved in front of the hand-operated elevator.

"From now on, you will be seeing something very important. Entry into this specially designed prison for maruta is restricted. Armed members of the special squad are on guard."

Yoshida became tense thinking that this was a place for locking up maruta.

"Only members of the special squad or senior officials can come in here. For a regular official to enter here, he must have a permit card from the squad leader. But I am an exception. You will be an exception, too. That's because I am the person responsible for the transportation of maruta, and you are the person responsible for counter-espionage."

As they approached the corridor, two armed soldiers were standing outside an iron gate. They were wearing pistols at their waists. Seeing Ishii, the two soldiers saluted.

"These men are all treated as regular officials. Although they came from rural areas, we give them special treatment."

Inside, there was an office of the special squad. Ishii opened the door and went in. Yoshida followed him. Four members of the special squad who were sitting around and gossiping saw Ishii and got up abruptly.

"Let me introduce a newly appointed officer. This is Captain Yoshida Takafumi."

"How do you do?"

Yoshida greeted them. The special members looked healthy but somewhat uncouth. They only looked at Yoshida sideways, without saying much.

"I am going to show him the specially designed prison for maruta. Lead the way,"

Ishii told them, but the special members would not budge.

"I said lead the way."

"That's difficult, Captain."

"You fool. I will bear the responsibility. Lead the way!"

Curses burst out of Ishii's mouth. Then the recalcitrant members of the special squad were startled. The leader of the special squad was Ishii Jiro, father of Captain Ishii. And Lieutenant General Ishii Shiro, the commander, was his uncle. There was nobody who could disobey Captain Ishii's orders. The regulations forbidding the entrance of a regular official did not matter. A tall member of the special squad took the lead and went out through the opposite gate. Yoshida looked at the letters written on the blackboard on the wall of the special squad room attentively.

Nos. 316, 317, 318, required by Eshima squad on August 28. Nos. 218, 219, required by Ooda squad on August 29. No. 126 required by Okamoto squad.

What was that? They stepped from the special squad's room into a corridor, and as they passed a door in the corridor, a garden appeared. It was a garden inside the building. A garden with a lawn and trees was a surprise to Yoshida. They had made a prison out of a building inside a building. There was a two-story building in the middle of the garden. A high-voltage barbed wire fence surrounded the garden.

As they entered the building, there was a corridor and a succession of cells. In the corridor, two vigilant members of the special squad were walking up and down restlessly. Looking into a cell through a small window, a member of the special squad and an engineer (doctor) wearing a white gown told a member of the special squad following them,

"That one grew pretty fat. How long has it been since it came in?"

"Which number?"

"I can't recall."

The engineer again looked into the cell. There was a small wicket in the steel door at shoulder height. Looking through it at the prisoners inside, the engineer said,

"The fat one. Give that one to my squad on the 29th."

"Oh, yes, you mean No. 415. More than 10 days since it came in. A healthy one."

The engineer had grizzled hair and looked quite old. He was also a friend of Captain Ishii's father.

"How are you? Let me introduce you to a newly appointed intelligence officer. This is Captain Yoshida. He arrived today from the Department of the Army."

"Oh, is that so?"

The so-called engineer offered a hand to Yoshida. Yoshida shook hands with him.

"My dear engineer, Uchiumi Iemoji, is the leader of the squad responsible for research on serum. He lectures at the Medical College of Harbin."

"This is Captain Yoshida."

"Welcome."

After shaking hands, Uchiumi turned away and began to inspect the maruta.

"I am busy..."

Beaming, he looked back at Yoshida.

"Oh, I am sorry to interrupt you."

"Well, I don't think you interrupted me."

Yoshida looked into the cell Uchiumi was examining. There were three people in it. A shoe stand made of lime was standing right below the door on the left side, and a place where bedclothes were piled up was visible on the other side. On the left, there was a flush toilet. The floor was made of wood. The three people sat absentmindedly and looked at Yoshida as he peeped through the window. They were wearing grey prisoner's uniforms with numbers on their chests. Two of them shivered from time to time as if something was wrong with their bodies. Their bodies shivered continuously, perhaps because they had not recovered from severe torture or had taken drugs. They seemed to be Chinese, about 30 years old. But it was hard to tell whether they were Chinese or Korean.

After more than ten cells, there was a bathroom. As he looked outside across from the bathroom, he saw a tennis court for members of the special squad.

"This is the 7th section of the specially designed prison for maruta. Over there, across the corridor, are the 8th section maruta's cells, and also some more upstairs."

"How many maruta are imprisoned altogether?"

"It varies between about one hundred and over three hundred. Let's go out. Past the end of the corridor on that side, there is a dissection laboratory and an insect laboratory. A pest research team, a cholera research team, an office, an office for frostbite research, and a bacterial culture farm are also located there. Over there are a glass factory and a power plant. According to available information, several enemy spies are infiltrating from Harbin under the pretext that the 731st is culturing bacteria. Your duty is to block them and ferret them out. This is the reason we asked for an intelligence specialist from the Department of the Army. We wanted investigators affiliated with the Military Special Service, but their faces are well-known."

Ishii and Yoshida got out of the main building and went into the building with the assembly hall. On the first floor were the mess hall for employees, the labor section, a post office, a PX, a telegraph office, a research section, a library, a lounge, and the office of the R&R division; and on the second floor, a restaurant for senior officials and officers, a projection room, a training room of the education division. The facilities inside the building were clean and perfect. In the garden to the left of the assembly hall was a tennis court. Behind the assembly hall, there was a playground and a building of Donghyang Elementary School, and behind that was the education headquarters.

Inside the mud wall of the education division were a practice room and a community kitchen, a Boy Corps' warehouse, a bathroom, an education office of the medical corpsmen, an office of the Boy Corps, and warehouses as well as a drill ground. To the south of the education headquarters, there was a racecourse and a row of dormitories for the families of unit members. The dormitory village was called Donghyang Village. In each dormitory block, there were a public bath, lawns and trees, and a carefully arranged flower garden.

As they went about five hundred meters westward, they came to a three-story apartment-style bachelor officers' quarters. There was a pond to the left of the official residence for the singles, but the water had dried up. Across the pond, there was a power plant and a grill. It was a deluxe grill used primarily by officers and high-ranking engineers.

As they walked about one hundred meters along a road full of planted trees, the official residences of the senior officials emerged. A Shinto shrine was set up further north across the main road from the grill, and a plant research institute, headed by Yachukisawa Hitosa, filled with crops and hotbeds, appeared on the right. Beside the plant research institute, there was a family clinic. There was a large playground beside the shrine that was used for gatherings of all the unit members. Ishii and Yoshida went toward the family clinic. The flowers, well taken care of, were in full bloom. They were mainly cherry trees.

"Yoshida, the 731st is equipped with superb, rarely matched facilities. All of these are my uncle's ideas. Do you know anything about His Excellency, Lieutenant General Ishii?"

The fact that he pulled out women's pubic hair when drunk was all Yoshida had learned the night before. Yoshida was going to say he knew nothing more than that but decided to keep quiet. He could not offend Ishii, who had specially taken the time to show him around.

"My uncle is a doctor who graduated from the medical department of Kyoto Imperial University. He entered the army as an officer cadet after graduation. After he traveled around Europe, he felt keenly that, in the future, the outcome of wars would depend on the relative superiority of weapons, and he conceptualized bacteriological warfare. That's why he established this unit here in 1938. Now two years have passed, and this unit has started producing bacteria on a regular basis. The reason I brought you here is to introduce you to my love. She is Nagayama Humiko. We'll be getting married pretty soon."

The clinic was empty except for a few children being examined. There were no doctors, but female army civilians doing office work and two nurses could be seen. A young nurse was examining a child. As he saw a nurse preparing medicines, Yoshida opened his eyes widely. She was the woman with large beautiful eyes whom he had come across the night before on the stairs of the Paekhwaryo.

"Humiko, how are you?"

Ishii called her loudly. Then Humiko, who was in the pharmacy, looked back.

"Oh, my, Captain Ishii. What brings you here?"

"Am I not allowed here? I came to see you."

"Oh, my."

Humiko looked surprised to see Captain Yoshida standing behind Ishii. She also seemed to recognize him.

"Humiko, let me introduce a newly transferred officer. This is Captain Yoshida Takafumi."

"How do you do?"

"How do you do?"

The two greeted each other and took on awkward expressions. Yoshida was deeply disappointed by the fact that Humiko was Captain Ishii's lover. The fact that, despite his favorable initial impression of her, she liked a man like Ishii, as well as the fact that the woman with whom he had fallen in love at first sight had a man, disappointed and saddened him.

"Humiko, how about lunch a little later?"

"I'm busy. I have something to do."

Humiko turned down Ishii's invitation.

(4)

Captain Yoshida took off the military uniform he was wearing and changed into the uniform of the 731st Unit. At 2 o'clock, after finishing lunch, he went with Captain Ishii to the commander's office, located at the end of the rightside corridor of the headquarters' second floor.

Since the appointment was for around two in the afternoon, he promptly went into the adjutant's room, where a captain, two first lieutenants, and a female army civilian were seated.

Captain Eshima Minaru, the adjutant, got up from his seat. He was the brother of Eshima Nagayoshi, leader of the dysentery research squad.

"Eshima, I want you to meet newly appointed Captain Yoshida. This is Eshima Minaru, the adjutant of the commander."

Captain Ishii introduced Yoshida to the adjutant. Yoshida and Eshima shook hands. Eshima also introduced him to his subordinates, the two officers, and the female army civilian. The two first lieutenants rose from their seats and saluted Yoshida.

"Is the commander in?" Captain Ishii asked Eshima.

Eshima wore an awkward smile on his face. He smiled frequently. This was in contrast with Ishii, who, even when smiling, never made any sounds. There would only be a contrived smile on his face.

"Why, isn't he in?"

"His Excellency is sleeping now."

Commander Ishii had a habit of taking naps after lunch. It was forbidden to wake him up during his nap unless he was called upon by the Minister of the Department of the Army or the Commander-in-Chief of the Kwantung Army. He slept during the daytime and conducted research or was active at night. It was only natural for him not to sleep at night, since he slept in the daytime.

"He told us to come at 2 o'clock, so let's go in,"

Captain Ishii told the hesitating Captain Eshima. But Eshima would not enter the commander's office. Since Captain Eshima did not budge, Captain Ishii grasped the doorknob. Then Eshima, frightened, wagged his hand.

"Ishii, what the hell are you doing? You know the temper of His Excellency, don't you?"

"We made an appointment."

Turning Eshima away, Captain Ishii opened the door wide. Amidst the disturbance, Lieutenant General Ishii, who had been asleep, opened his eyes. He was lying on a field bed at one side of the room. Waking and sitting up, Lieutenant General Ishii looked at Captain Ishii, who came into the room. Eshima, who stepped hesitantly, felt his heart pound. But surprisingly, Lieutenant General Ishii did not get angry. He turned his eyes upon Yoshida, who was following behind.

Captain Ishii stood at attention and saluted the commander.

"Your Excellency, intelligence officer Captain Yoshida Takafumi, who was dispatched from the Army General Staff Office, has arrived."

"Yoshida Takafumi reporting to Your Excellency, Commander."

Stepping in front of the general, Yoshida stood at attention and saluted. The general stretched and yawned. As he opened his mouth, a decaying tooth was apparent.

"Well, so you've come from the Department of the Army? War correspondents from there visited here some time ago. As I told them at that time, our counterintelligence is in good shape."

Folding his hands behind his back and rapidly, restlessly, pacing up and down inside the room, Lieutenant General Ishii began to chatter on his feet. Standing, he was revealed to be a massive figure. Not only was he bulky, but he seemed to be taller than 1 meter 80 centimeters. His face was ugly and resembled that of a monkey, but his eyes were fiery and his lips were thin. Like Captain Ishii, he seemed to be talkative.

"Colonel Ooda, head of the general business division, and Lieutenant Colonel Fukuda of the Military Police are doing just fine, so why does the Department of the Army have to send a counterintelligence agent? Did you say your name was Yoshida?"

"Yes, sir."

"What was the purpose of their sending you over here, Yoshida?"

"To my knowledge, the 731st Unit had requested it."

"I made no such request."

"....."

"Does this mean you report to the minister of the Department of the Army after getting a grasp of the state of the 731st Unit's staff, including me?"

"No, Your Excellency."

"A huge sum of money was supposedly misappropriated at the 731st Unit, so you came here to investigate how Commander Ishii misappropriated public money, didn't you?"

"I don't know what you are talking about, Your Excellency."

Yoshida was embarrassed. He had heard that Commander Lieutenant General Ishii was bizarre but hadn't known how abnormal he was.

"Look, many of my men are at the Department of the Army. If you report inaccurately, it soon comes to my ear, you know. Therefore, it's all up to you."

"Your Excellency, I don't understand what you mean. I was dispatched as a plain counterintelligence agent."

"Our counterintelligence is in excellent shape. Ask Captain Ishii over there about our security. Anyway, I welcome you. You should deem it an honor to be able to come to the most hygienic unit in Manchuria."

Captain Ishii and Lieutenant General Ishii were emphasizing the fact that the 731st was sanitary. Every installed toilet was of the flush variety, and the unit was in good order. It was truly clean, but the unpleasant odor he encountered as soon as he entered the unit was inescapable. The odor was omnipresent, from the headquarters to the official family residence called Donghyang Village. It originated from the rotten vegetable gelatin used to produce bacteria and the cremation of dead maruta after experimentation.

"Here, we have two Taguma-style boilers, which generate all the electric power we need. You will find many things to do in this clean and beautiful 731st Unit. How old are you, Captain?"

"Twenty-eight, sir."

"In the prime of your life. Nagade, you are also twenty-eight, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir."

Lieutenant General Ishii said, looking back at his nephew, "I hope you will contribute to the unit by joining forces with Yoshida from now on."

"Yes, sir."

"Our work is a contribution to the fatherland."

Yoshida could not convince himself of how the preparation for bacteriological warfare would contribute to the fatherland. And neither did he want to think about Lieutenant General Ishii's sophistry in depth. On the working desk of the commander was a quite rare binocular microscope and the bust of Nagada Deshima, former head official of the Department of the Army.

"Today's reality is that arms are becoming sophisticated and specialized. As a weapon, bacteria are flawless. Ever since I was young, what I realized from looking around European countries was that plague is the most powerful among the bacterial weapons. Pest is strongly infectious and has been incurable up to now. The bacteria for which the enemy has an antidote cannot be a weapon. If the enemy has no antidote and we do, that becomes a most desirable weapon. The reason I came to seriously consider plague is that the Great European Powers excluded it from the bacterial weapons, as if in collusion. Maybe it's because the plague devastated the entire European continent in the middle of the 14th century. At that time, 25 million persons, representing one-fourth of the European population of one hundred million, died of the plague. Therefore, Europe is reluctant to use the plague as a weapon. It's a golden opportunity for us, isn't it? If we win the bacteriological war due to our monopoly on research, we can dominate the world. We may be able to kill 250 million people with plague bacteria."

Yoshida, feeling troubled, listened to Lieutenant General Ishii's words. He doubted Ishii's sanity, but what the general said was a grim reality. His words were like a bad odor dispersed throughout the unit, but Yoshida was not courageous enough to become a traitor. Although it didn't please him to obey, he had to act in the name of the fatherland. The Japanese Department of the Army, accepting the ideas of Lieutenant General Ishii, had established the 731st for manufacturing purposes.

"Eshima,"

Lieutenant General Ishii stopped talking and called his adjutant, who was standing at attention in front of the door.

"Yes, sir."

"Summon all the staff members above the rank of senior official."

"Yes, sir."

"Call everybody to the exhibition hall conference room except for those senior officials who cannot participate because of ongoing experiments or those out of the unit."

"Yes, sir."

The adjutant went out of the room. The commander's personal introduction of Yoshida, a man of commissioner status, to the senior officials was unprecedented. Lieutenant General Ishii often did the unexpected.

"We complete tasks within a year or two years, which require ten or twenty years for other medical teams. Our secret lies in the effectiveness of direct experimentation."

The phrase 'effectiveness of direct experimentation' meant that he used human beings for experiments instead of animals like mice. The word maruta began to flow from Lieutenant General Ishii's mouth.

"Our unit conducts precise research on all the processes related to the contracting, onset, and treatment of diseases associated with various bacteria. Collecting data while conducting clinical experiments requires perfect experiment material. Maruta play a significant role in data collection. Nagade and Captain Yoshida, follow me. This way."

Lieutenant General Ishii, not slipping on his jacket but in shirtsleeves, went out into the corridor. In the commander's office, there was a door leading to the room of the adjutant and another leading directly to the corridor. On the other side of the corridor, senior officials who had just come up from downstairs were walking ahead of them down the corridor. At the end of the west side of the building was a conference room which doubled as an exhibition hall. It was a place for discussion of the various research projects and for the commander to issue orders. The participants were mostly senior officials.

As Lieutenant General Ishii approached the exhibition hall, a civilian guard saluted and opened the door. As the commander entered, five senior officials saluted him. Captain Ishii and Captain Yoshida, following him, saluted the senior officials. Captain Yoshida looked frightened as he entered the room.

The walls of the large room were full of showcases, with glass vessels filled with formalin displayed on the shelves. The objects inside the glass vessels in front of the white wall were horrifying. All were pieces of the human body. To the left side of the door, there was a human head in a glass vessel, the hair undulating in the formalin. There was a face with glaring eyes and one with closed eyes, a face with white skin—probably a White Russian—and a Mongolian face, a head sawed open to reveal the brain, and a face with the eyes pulled out of their sockets. There was a head with the face torn into pieces like a pomegranate and also a head split behind the ear. There was a head difficult to recognize due to severe decay and a head looking like a colorful poisonous mushroom because its skin was covered with spots of various colors. Some faces looked beautiful, like flowers, because of multicolored spots on the faces and hair; some were ugly, deformed like the rotten roots of a tree. There was one horrible-looking head with a long tongue sticking out. There were also a few pretty female faces.

As the head series ended, trunks and limbs appeared next. There were vessels containing only arms or legs, or decapitated bodies, or trunks without arms, legs, or heads. Some revealed intestines or pancreases. The intestines seemed to wriggle in the formalin. There were vessels containing a womb or an embryo or only a vagina. By Yoshida's count, there were several hundred human specimens in the glass vessels displayed on the three stories of the large room. This meant that several hundred maruta had already died.

"The most reliable medical procedure is to experiment directly with the human body. As a result of ceaseless clinical experimentation in this manner, perfect data are gathered."

Lieutenant General Ishii, looking around the specimens inside the glass vessels, explained them to Yoshida in this way. The general's facial expression seemed to be boastful and proud.

"Producing more poisonous bacteria requires administering them to the maruta, forcing them to constantly fight against human antibodies. Hence, we have been able to produce plague and cholera bacteria sixty times more poisonous than normal. Furthermore, we are also in the process of producing a vaccine that can counter it. That, too, is a tremendous result."

Lieutenant General Ishii's face looked alive, as if his bosom was rising at the very thought of such an accomplishment. Further widening his chest, he went on:

"Although they have not been published in the medical literature, we have witnessed other amazing results. There are a lot of interesting data to be obtained by observing bacteria come back to life after dormancy in the human body."

The senior officials entering the exhibition hall stood at attention and saluted upon seeing Lieutenant General Ishii. He paid no attention to them. Accompanied by Yoshida and Ishii, he chattered while looking around the showcases, stroking his beard.

"The results also prove that we, the great Japanese people, are the superior Asian people. It's a work of national salvation as well as a contribution to mankind. All the members of the 731st Unit should be proud of that."

Lieutenant General Ishii continued in an oratorical tone. The senior officials who entered the exhibition hall occupied about half of the chairs in the center. The number of senior officials was around fifty, but there were no more than twenty in the exhibition hall.

Captain Eshima came in and reported that all the senior officials who were able to come were present. Lieutenant General Ishii glanced over and frowned when he saw that half of the chairs were empty.

"Where have they all gone?"

"There is an important seminar at the Harbin Medical College. All the engineers (doctors) interested are attending it, Your Excellency."

Lieutenant General Ishii walked toward the seated senior officials. As their commander approached, they all stood up. Ishii stood at a table.

"Sit down and make yourselves comfortable."

As Lieutenant General Ishii motioned, they sat down again. Captain Yoshida stood beside the commander, while Captain Ishii of the Military Police and Captain Eshima, the adjutant, stood a bit farther off, behind the general.

"Well, today I will introduce to you Captain Yoshida, who is newly appointed from the General Staff Office of the Department of the Army."

The senior officials frowned simultaneously to learn that he had summoned them to introduce a captain. Unlike the commander, they could not afford to enjoy a nap. But none of them complained.

"Has Colonel Ooda come?"

"Here I am, Your Excellency."

Ooda Takatoshi leaped to his feet.

"Yoshida, go and introduce yourself to Colonel Ooda. He is the head of the general business division as well as the head of the battle warfare research squad."

"Yes, sir, I'm Captain Yoshida."

Captain Yoshida saluted. Ooda received his greeting with a scowl and sat down. Why the hell does the commander do this when I'm busy? was the sentiment Ooda's face showed. It seems that the general was determined to introduce all the staff members one by one, as he had done when a member of the imperial family had visited them. Captain Yoshida was only a regular official, much lower than them in rank. Courtesy called for newly appointed officials to visit the offices of the senior staff members and bow to them. But Lieutenant General Ishii's special attention to Yoshida arose from overprotective feelings. If Yoshida were a spy reporting directly to the minister of the Department of the Army, he would surely report the corruption of the staff members of the 731st Unit, and consequently, the general would be in an embarrassing position. To make matters worse, a report on the misappropriation of public funds had already been submitted, forcing the general to change the head of the general business division, and he was threatened with the dispatch of investigators. He surmised that intelligence officer Yoshida came to the 731st Unit first as a scout.

"Is Major General Kiguchi here?"

Ishii asked, looking at grizzled-haired Major General Kiguchi Koro sitting in the middle. Since he had asked knowing that he was there, Kiguchi could not just sit there. He stirred his fat body and stood up.

"Yoshida, introduce yourself."

"Hai, Captain Yoshida."

Yoshida saluted the general. But Kiguchi, without responding, sat down and turned sideways.

"Major General Kiguchi is the director of the 1st bacteria research institute. My junior fellow alumnus of the Kyoto Medical College."

Lieutenant General Ishii made all the staff members gathered in the exhibition hall stand up one by one and be introduced to Yoshida. Some staff members felt insulted by the general's behavior. He pointed to them with his finger and forced them to stand up and salute Yoshida. Yoshida, who was apologetic to the generals and colonels, visited them again later to bow, but the people he met on that day at the exhibition hall were the core leaders of the 731st Unit.

Lieutenant Colonel Eguchi Ienobu was the third in command and was in charge of filter manufacturing and battle water supply; and the fourth in command, Kiwasima Nagamasa, was a general of medical officer origins in overall command of bacteria production. All were junior alumni of the Kyoto Medical College from which Ishii had graduated. He exchanged salutes with the head of the training division, Lieutenant Colonel Nishida Tsukenobu; the head of the supply division, Major General Ootani Yoshimoto; the head of the clinical division, Colonel Nagayama; and the engineers (doctors) Ishigawa Akinari and Okamoto Kaho, members of the division ultimately responsible for maruta operations. He again met engineer Uchiumi Iemoji, whom he had met in the corridor of the special maruta prison. Uchiumi, who was in charge of serum research, was absorbed in a peculiar project involving exchanging the blood of a horse or a monkey drawn out by a blood-collecting pump with that of a person. He also conducted research on spinning a person inside a centrifuge. He was disgraced for a while because of a rumor that he embezzled some public funds for his concubine in Harbin during the process of constructing the centrifuge. In the exhibition hall, there was also Ishii, the older brother of Lieutenant General Ishii as well as the father of Captain Ishii Nagade. He was originally a farmer, but he began to work as the leader of the special maruta squad after his brother established the 731st Unit. Since the special squad had to be secretive and loyal, Lieutenant General Ishii entrusted it to a relative.

(5)

A small room was prepared for Yoshida between the commander's adjutant's room and the planning section on the second floor of the headquarters building. Yoshida Takafumi became the squad leader in charge of counter-espionage. First Lieutenant Morikawa of the Military Police became his assistant, and a 25-year-old female army civilian called Dayama Numamon, who had previously worked at the inquiry section of the general business department, and two privates were also assigned. First Lieutenant Morikawa was a young man who graduated at the top of his class from the Intelligence School, which trained special service agents.

The transfer of army civilian Numamon was a reward for her filing experience at the general business division. Her face was round, and her bust was exceptionally large—so large that her taut uniform seemed to oppress it. Seeing that, Captain Yoshida asked her whether she would change her uniform for a larger one. She said she would, but her not having done so was surely an indication of her pride in the size of her bust. It seemed as if nobody was in his or her right mind at the 731st, from Commander Ishii down to the officers and army civilians.

After several days had passed since Captain Yoshida settled into his new post at the unit, a subordinate of Ishii Nagade, Captain of the Military Police, looked for Yoshida and delivered a verbal message. Yoshida finished supper at the officers' mess, went to the grill near the bachelor officers' quarters, and drank coffee. Since the grill was located between the headquarters and the official residence for senior officials, it was mainly a place for the senior officials to visit and enjoy tea, a light meal, or wine. Although there was no official notice, officers of lower rank and employees stayed away because they could not drink tea in a relaxed atmosphere with senior officials and old higher officers present.

As for Yoshida, he frequently came here because it was located beside the bachelor officers' quarters where he was staying. There was a pond, even though it had no water, a large lawn, flowers, evergreens, and elm trees, providing a nice atmosphere in the midst of a desolate wilderness. And the music of Beethoven or Mozart always streamed out from the speaker. Some doctors dropped in at the grill just to listen to the music.

A 24-year-old female army civilian was working at the grill. In the kitchen, there were two employees and a lovely-looking Manchurian girl. The girl, who seemed to be about 15, was the darling of the aging senior officials and ran errands for them regularly.

As Yoshida was watching the evening sun go down beyond the horizon, a subordinate of Captain Ishii ran to him and said,

"Captain, my squad leader wants to meet you now."

"What's the matter?"

Yoshida, who was resting after finishing his work, wanted to delay any further work until the following day.

"If there is nothing urgent, he wants you to visit the military police office at the HQ right now."

"What's the matter?"

"I don't know. He wants me to escort you there right away."

"I see. Tell him I will come after finishing this coffee."

"Yes, sir."

The military policeman saluted and went out of the grill. Does he want us to drink together? If he has business in mind, he should come personally. Why on earth does he send for someone from such a short distance? As for drinking, he made up his mind to decline. Throughout his life as an officer, he often joined in drinking parties with his comrades, but he had never met anybody as lowly as Nagade.

The evening closed in. The sun set rapidly, and dusk gathered. The sky was dyed yellow-brown, and the stars could not be seen. The clouds hung low, but you couldn't tell if it was going to rain. Yoshida drained his last cup of coffee and went to the counter near the stage, where there was a grand German piano and a flower vase that seemed to have been arranged by the female army civilian in front of it. Haruko, the female army civilian at the grill, stood up from her seat and smiled softly at Yoshida, who was paying the bill. Her cheeks wore dimples when she smiled. As Yoshida left the grill, two tired-looking engineers (doctors) entered, laid out some documents in front of them, and began to discuss them.

"Let's examine it again."

"I repeated it three times, but the responses were identical."

"We should do it even thirty times to be accurate."

"There is no doubt about it, if the responses are the same after three clinical experiments, is there?"

Yoshida passed by them, saluting, but they were so deep in their discussion that they did not even think of returning the salute. As he walked toward the HQ, Yoshida saw that all of its rooms were lighted. He passed by the front of the bachelor officers' quarters. Children were skipping about. Since the distance between the bachelor officers' quarters and the headquarters was more than 1 kilometer, Yoshida had to walk about ten minutes. Some female army civilians could be seen playing tennis in a court near the grand assembly hall. The girls were giggling noisily. Several young officers with their arms folded were standing outside the court, observing them.

As Yoshida entered the military police office, Captain Ishii Nagade, who had been waiting, leaped from his seat. two other junior officers and three privates were in the office.

"Welcome, Captain Yoshida."

"What's the matter?"

"Today, I received the documents you sent me. You wanted me to submit documents on persons related to the special transportation of maruta in and out of the unit, and also on the transportation procedure. What the hell for?"

"To examine security problems. That's the commander's intention."

"Oh, of course, I also read the statement that that's the commander's intention. But transportation of maruta is top-secret and off the record."

"They will be destroyed after examination within the counter-espionage squad."

"I want you to see it directly so documentation will be unnecessary."

"....."

"Tonight, we have to transport them, so, let's go together."

"....."

"You don't want to?"

"Yes, I do. Only I don't feel like it."

"Why don't you feel like it? It's only a matter of transportation, not experimentation. Ha ha ha."

Captain Ishii laughed loudly, but there was no smile on his face. Animals do not show facial expressions, and Captain Ishii's face was just like theirs.

Captain Ishii and Captain Yoshida took a black automobile outside the Military Police office and turned along the right side of the building without going out through the south gate. On the right, there was a heap of coal, the office for the factory affairs squad, the boiler room, the power plant, and the glass factory. Various vessels for the experiments were made directly at the glass factory. All of the buildings were surrounded by a mud wall with a high-voltage fence.

The automobile went by the warehouse of the supply division after passing along the road between the Yoshimura frostbite research team and the plague research team. After passing by the animal pen of the special squad and the office of the Kasahara squad, the car would be passing out of the headquarters with its mud wall and high-voltage fence. But various warehouses emerged on the right. Further inside was the office of the squad, the insect research team. On the left, there were a lot of large warehouses, supply offices, and vehicles awaiting dispatch.

As the black automobile passed by, a grey military bus began to follow. The car advanced about three hundred meters along a straight road to the left, out of the barbed wire and past the guardhouse. On the right, there was an airfield.

The automobile and the grey military bus, which drew closer after passing the guardhouse, moved along a plain. Yoshida looked back and caught a glimpse of the following bus. It had no windows.

"Does the Military Police always take care of maruta transportation?"

Yoshida asked Captain Ishii, who was sitting beside him.

"Yes, I am the responsible person."

"Do you always work at night?"

"Yes."

"Who knows the details of maruta transportation?"

"Well, there's Ooda, the head of the general business division. Then there's the leader and the members of the special squad. And there's my subordinates in the Military Police."

"Do you think it's secure when three divisions know?"

"So far, so good."

"How do you know that? When I checked the employees, they knew quite a bit. Under such circumstances, security cannot be guaranteed."

"Not all the members of the general business division know about this. Only Colonel Ooda knows. And I and my men cannot help knowing, since we are directly engaged in maruta transportation. Nor can the special squad leader and members, since they receive and place the transported maruta in the prison. Even the special squad members do not know through what channel the maruta come in. Because each division concentrates on its own line of work."

"How do you cope with the situation when there is a third-party observer?"

"There are no witnesses. We always go into the HQ with the maruta between two and four in the morning. Moreover, we take them directly to the basement of the special prison, open the car door, let them out, then take them upstairs in the hand-operated elevator. There we let them take a bath and change clothes and lock them up after giving them numbers, so there is no opportunity for anyone to observe anything unless he is a member of the special squad in charge."

"Tonight, how many maruta are you transporting?"

"About twenty."

"You said that the teams supplying maruta from the outside are the Military Police and the Military Special Service, didn't you?"

"They are Captain Ishida Naobumi of the Military Police and First Lieutenant Yamagake Jiro, a Military Special Service man with whom we drank that night."

"Only those two persons know about this?"

"Their direct superiors would know, but they aren't interested."

"How is it handled in documents?"

"Only those put to death are handled. Those are convicts on death row to begin with."

"What is the composition of the maruta?"

"The composition is irrelevant. The younger and stronger, the better, but we don't care that much."

"The ones unable to recover from severe torture are not taken?"

"When the demand is not met, we take such maruta, feed them well so they can regain their health, and use them as experimental material. But I'm not taking them these days because there's an oversupply. If I bring such types, doctors conducting experimental research are very displeased. Tonight, I even received a special order. I am still thinking how to fill it."

"What do you mean by a special order?"

The car passed Sinbaltun village and a monument for war casualties. Then it moved onto the endless plain where the black sky and the earth merged into each other.

"The special order is that he wanted me to bring him three young women who are not yet twenty."

"....."

Embarrassed, Yoshida looked back at Captain Ishii.

"I don't know professionally, but resistance against bacteria is a little bit different between women and men. In this connection, sometimes female maruta are ordered. Also, they are used in clinical experiments on syphilis and so forth."

"Why do they need young women under twenty?"

"How can I know that? Maybe they need relatively healthy women. But women under twenty might not be available at the Harbin Military Police or the Military Special Service."

"Then you cannot get them."

"Such a carefree attitude is impermissible."

Then how does he get them? Does he catch any girl passing by on the street? As Yoshida's thoughts explored this possibility, a presentiment that it might become true hit him, and he was shocked. Yoshida, like other officers of the Japanese army, rendered unconditional loyalty to the nation. Although he didn't like such business, he was not inclined to resist it. Moreover, killing enemy captives sentenced to death in the first place was possible in the name of the national interest.

But the reality was different. There was a possibility that political offenders from Korea, China, and Manchuria arrested by the Harbin Military Police or the Military Special Service might end up as maruta, guilty or not, even in cases where they were arrested for some unfortunate misunderstanding rather than any serious political offense, and even after this was confirmed.

How on earth does Captain Ishii Nagade intend to get the three women tonight? That was not something for Yoshida to be concerned about or to anticipate. Yet he also knew that there was no way to stop it himself. Yoshida became confused. He realized that not only was he unable to turn away from a terrible deed carried out by a group called the military but also had to participate in it, and what's more, was in charge of counter-espionage protecting secrecy. On the dark road leading from Pingfang to Harbin, Captain Yoshida was absorbed in thought. What is changing?

The words of the two doctors he passed by when he came out of the grill a little while ago rang in his ears. At first, Yoshida had not fully grasped what they said, but now, after thinking it over carefully, he could. He realized that when they said three people's reactions were the same, they meant that the reactions of three maruta to the bacteria were the same. Their concerns lay only in the reactions. They did not care at all about who had to die for what.

Perhaps he didn't have to think about who has to die for what, he told himself. It is a natural thing. Maruta die just as the earth turns, if it is their destiny to be maruta.

Captain Ishii Nagade even seemed to be animated about bringing the maruta. Aside from the significance of loyalty to the fatherland, Captain Ishii's excitement was probably due to his private sadistic pleasure. Maybe he possessed an intrinsic, powerful desire for destruction. Perhaps such a desire dwells in all human beings. It is inside me, too. Yoshida reached this conclusion and decided to feel better about it. Feel good about everything. He tried hard to think like that, but his heart was sinking.
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The automobile carrying Yoshida and Captain Ishii arrived at Paekhwaryo, together with the bus for transporting maruta. The vehicles passed through the main gate and went into the building. The shutter was pulled down behind them. They stopped in a space resembling an assembly hall.

Yoshida got out of the car. The garage, revealed by the dim ceiling light, was gloomy, and there was a dirty jet-black liquid stain on the floor. Though he couldn't tell precisely what it was, Yoshida frowned, thinking it was blood. The stained floor made the gloomy garage seem all the more desolate.

On one side there was a wide staircase descending to the basement. Other military policemen remained in the garage, and only Captain Ishii and Captain Yoshida went down the stairs. The lighting on the stairs was so dim that they were in danger of missing their footing. The stairs bent. At the entrance to the corridor, an armed military policeman was standing. The military policeman, seeing Captain Ishii, stood at attention and saluted.

"Is Captain Ishida Naobumi here?"

"Yes, sir, he is waiting."

"How about Yamagake Jiro?"

"They are together."

There was a door behind the military policeman. He turned and opened the door for them. Ishii and Yoshida went inside to another corridor. It was much brighter than the staircase or the garage. The corridor was musty but relatively clean. The bottom was covered with marble, slippery for army boots.

They walked twenty meters along the corridor, opened a door on the left, and stepped in. A large office appeared inside, and Captain Yamamoto Eiichi, the man responsible for transportation in Paekhwaryo, whom Yoshida had met on his first day, Captain Ishida of the Military Police, and First Lieutenant Yamagake of the Military Special Service were sitting and chatting. There were also two men unfamiliar to Yoshida, but since they were junior officers, they were sitting in a corner browsing books and newspapers.

"Welcome, old men."

Captain Ishida greeted Yoshida and Ishii, stopping their chuckling.

"We are not old enough to be called old men, are we?" Ishii muttered.

"How are you?"

Yoshida shook hands with Yamagake and also with Captain Ishida. As Captain Yamamoto was having a private chat with Captain Ishii while walking toward the other side of the room, Yoshida just nodded to him.

Inside the office, five desks were positioned along the wall with a sofa in front of them. A bench along another wall was where the junior officers were browsing books and newspapers, and there were two cabinets beside it.

"Twenty-two will do, but there are no women under twenty, are there?"

Ishii chattered as he looked into the documents. As he looked back and forth from Yamagake to Ishida alternately, his eyes waited for an answer.

Yamagake shrugged his shoulders and said, "Please wait two more days."

"Two days? I have to get them tonight. There should be no discrepancies."

"....."

Yamagake again shrugged his shoulders and smiled. "If you absolutely have to get them tonight, there is no way but to use other means."

First Lieutenant Yamagake and Captain Ishida laughed. They looked very pleased, as if there was something very funny. The 731st Unit had been paying special bonuses to the two officers whenever they obtained the necessary materials, and the thought of the money pleased them.

The five officers left the office and entered another corridor. It seemed as though the basement of the Paekhwaryo was a maze. There were many cells with iron bars along the corridor. In two of the cells, there were handcuffed persons chained together. Each chain linked five persons. They were the maruta brought by the Harbin Military Police.

Captain Ishida and First Lieutenant Yamagake brought prisoners they deemed unfit to live to the underground prison under the pretext of removing them to the execution ground. They were received and supervised (although for just a few hours) by Captain Yamamoto, who was in charge of the 731st Unit's transportation, and handed over to Captain Ishii. The task ended when Captain Ishii handed over the prisoners to the special squad at the 731st Unit late at night.

It was a repetitive task but came as a shock to Yoshida, the counter-espionage squad leader, who was a first-timer. But he did not show his feelings. Rather, he tried hard to be like the others.

Most of the prisoners locked up in the underground cells were exhausted. All looked worn out, since they were mostly people who refused to testify until the very end, enduring severe torture. There also were some whose fingers were broken and still bleeding. One who was short of breath leaned against the wall, unable to stand up on his own. Bruised faces, torn wounds, pricked eyes.

"It's troublesome to take those with severe wounds," Ishii complained to Captain Ishida after inspecting the prisoner who was short of breath.

"That's a Chinese guy from Shandong. He's a Chinese Commie named Gu Deoksa. He never opened his mouth although we did everything, including hanging him upside down. Stubborn bastard."

"Who is the fellow with the broken arms over there? He's a Russki, isn't he?"

"That fellow? He's a guy called Temuchenko, a soldier of the Russian Red Army, born in the Ukraine."

"How come you give me guys with their arms broken from behind?"

"You accepted them before quite a few times, so why are you suddenly making noise? I took all I could to get you your twenty."

"Let me see the documents."

Yoshida took and examined the documents Captain Yamamoto was holding. There were photographs of prisoners' faces and records of their identities. They were mostly Chinese.

Son Josan, a member of the railroad labor union, from the Mokdan River, height 1m 52cm, age 33, arrested for theft, caught while cutting the barbed-wire entanglements surrounding the official residence of the Military Police. He looked like a plain thief but was framed as an extremist terrorist element seeking to infiltrate the official residence.

Oh Jeonheung, a Manchurian carpenter, height 1m 70cm, age 28, was the one who was constantly moaning, leaning against the wall. He had had all his fingers cut off. His crime was that he tried to steal the blueprints for the official residence of senior officials in Harbin, and it was noted that he had continuously refused to talk about their intended use. He was considered a spy of the Chinese Eighth Route Army.

The repairman, Zhou Jimin, height 1m 60cm, age 29, was accused of carrying a gun. A gun had been found in his repair tool kit, but when questioned about its source, he said he had just picked it up from a drain. When they hung him upside down and poured red pepper powder into his nose, he said he carried it to commit robbery, and when they put pencils in between his fingers and stepped upon his hands, he confessed that he had planned to rob a bank. Again he was hung upside down and his groin was burnt with a hot iron rod. Then, as the MPs wanted, he said he carried it to assassinate Japanese senior officials.

A written opinion by the investigator in charge was attached: "This man appears to be making a false confession under pressure. The sewage stain on the muzzle of his gun shows he was telling the truth about its origins. In view of his poverty, he might have had robbery in mind but he was arrested while his feeble heart kept him from carrying it out. He is probably a simple thief."

In view of the investigator's written opinions, the man did not belong to Paekhwaryo. It contradicted the premise that only prisoners on death row could be used as maruta. But Yoshida knew it wasn't the right moment to inquire about it. Closing the document, he pored over the next one.

Wang Ying, professor of history from Bongcheon. Height 1m 65cm, age 45. As a member of the anti-Japanese movement, he is widely respected as a patriotic figure among Chinese citizens. Wang Ying studied in Beijing and gave lectures at a university there. Captured along with others by the Bongcheon military police, he had arrived recently in Bongcheon, where he was leading underground activities. He was questioned at the headquarters of the Kwantung Army in Shinking and then transferred to the Harbin Military Police, where he was continuously questioned by Captain Ishida and First Lieutenant Yamagake of the Military Special Service. Wang Ying resisted until the end, refusing to say anything which might harm China. As he was deemed hopeless, he was sentenced to death. The death sentence was rescinded by the Kwantung Army Command. Instead of going to the execution ground, he was sent to the underground prison at the Paekhwaryo.

Yoshida looked for Wang Ying among the tied-up prisoners. Although Wang Ying had obviously suffered severe torture, neither his face nor his posture appeared broken. His was a face full of conviction. Yoshida almost shrank back upon seeing it. What was it? How could he show such dignity on the eve of his death?

Yoshida again turned his eyes to the documents and rummaged through them. There were three Korean prisoners among the documents. There were two men and a woman. Looking into the Korean prisoners, Yoshida suddenly recalled the Sangpyong Tongbo medal his mother had given him and, raising one hand onto his breast, touched it.

Lee Min Soo, height 1m 70cm, age 35. Born in Seoul. A professor of Yonhee College, educated in America. Was recently in charge of finances for the Korean Army for National Independence and was captured while making contacts with the K.A.N.I. in Bongcheon. Tortured more than ten times but refused to confess, only fainting.

Yoshida searched for Lee Min Soo among the prisoners standing along the side of the cell. (The warden had not allowed them to sit down.) Lee could barely open his eyes after the brutal torture he had suffered. Even now, tears were rolling down from his eyes. They had put red pepper powder in them. One hand was quivering as if he had had a stroke, and there were no fingernails on it. There was no blood showing, as some time had passed since the fingernails had been pulled out. Black spots of blood on his clothes caught Yoshida's attention. He moistened his lips with his tongue as though his mouth was dried up.

Another Korean prisoner was a man of large frame. His name was Lee Sang Dae. Height 1m 75cm, weight 95kg, born in Shinuiju, Korea. Led a dissolute life, sold narcotics, lived in Taejon and Beijing. Recently arrested on suspicion of supplying funds for the Korean Army for National Independence. A statement of the investigator said that no confession could be obtained despite merciless torture due to his rugged body and ability to take punishment. Since beating him with clubs and fists proved to be ineffective, they cut his wrist with a saw. He fainted after enduring the ordeal without a scream. At the end of the responsible inspector's statement were the following words: "I've never seen such a guy in all my life."

Yoshida looked for Lee Sang Dae, who was standing inside the iron bars. A bandage had been applied to his left wrist. Although his face was swollen, covered with wounds, and stained with blood, his eyes were full of hatred. His eyes glared with an indescribable resentment.

A Korean woman who caught Yoshida's eye was Park Mi Ae, height 1m 58cm, age 28. The wife of Lim Sang Gi, a leader of the Korean Army for National Independence, Park was from Seoul, Korea, and an intellectual who had graduated from Ewha Woman's College. Her husband's unit had been active throughout Limku and the Ussuri River's Dongnyeong in Manchuria. She had been spotted on her way to meet him carrying forged travel documents. As a result of tracing her identity, she was revealed to be the wife of Lim Sang Gi, but there were no other charges. The Japanese military police had tortured her to find out ways to contact the Korean Army for National Independence, but it had been fruitless. In any case, Park Mi Ae was labeled an anti-Japanese element as the wife of a K.A.N.I. leader and eventually ended up as a maruta.

Yoshida looked for Park Mi Ae inside the cell. But no female prisoners were present in either cell. So he asked the warden standing in the corridor for her whereabouts.

"A female prisoner was taken to the interrogation room over there."

"By whom?"

"Sir, by Captain Ishii, just now."

The military police warden smiled jeeringly. The lecherous smile seemed somehow unpleasant. Yoshida went into the interrogation room.

As he entered inside, Yoshida was taken aback, deeply embarrassed. In a square room of about 10 square yards, various instruments of torture were hanging from the wall, and there was a bathtub on one side. The bathtub was full, but it looked more like a place for water torture rather than one for taking a bath. He had thought of the Paekhwaryo as a place for transportation only but now found out that it also had interrogation facilities. But the reason for Yoshida's astonishment was not the interrogation facilities.

Ishii had made the woman stand up naked and was having sex with her from behind. Her hands were handcuffed, fixed to a chain on the wall, and spread wide. The woman was in a crucifix position, with her legs chained to the floor. Part of her skirt hugged the inside of her legs, but it was mostly torn down and lying on the floor. She was standing in silence.

Ishii, without noticing Yoshida's entry, was busy with his work. The body of the woman sloped like a wave, but judging from her hair, which was dangling to her side, she had fainted. The naked body of the woman, revealed by the light, was fair and white. Whipping bruises were visible on her shoulder, but her figure was slim and her waist slender. Her dangling face was tilted aside. Blood was streaming down from her mouth. Without taking off his shirt, Captain Ishii had pulled down his pants. They were hanging between his legs.

Yoshida turned to leave the room but glanced back. The blackish-red blood steaming from her mouth appeared to be serious. It was only then that Captain Ishii noticed Yoshida. Although he saw Yoshida, he did not stop. Yoshida drew near them. Yoshida peered into the face of the woman. She was dead.

As Yoshida approached, Captain Ishii's body suddenly shivered. Finishing his work, he pulled up his pants. After fastening his belt, Captain Ishii said,

"It's your turn."

Yoshida, furious, suddenly grabbed him by the throat.

"What the fuck? What the fuck is wrong with you? I finished as quickly as possible since you seemed to be waiting."

"....."

Yoshida released Ishii's throat. He stared at Ishii angrily, turned back, and walked to the door. Behind him, Captain Ishii spoke in a cynical tone.

"Yoshida, don't pretend to be such a gentleman."

"Is this woman, Park Mi Ae, a Korean?"

"So?"

"She is dead. She bit her tongue."

"What?"

Captain Ishii turned back and lifted her up by her dangling hair. She was already dead, and blood was still flowing out of her mouth. The blood fell and pooled on the floor. The inside of the interrogation room was filled with its smell.

"We lost a female maruta. What a shame."

Captain Ishii released the woman's hair and went out of the room. Yoshida stood there and looked at her blankly. Blackish-red blood was still trickling down from her mouth. As the blood drained from her, the face and body turned whiter. Her naked body was white and beautiful. It was not the first time Yoshida had seen the beautiful naked body of a dead woman, but a delicate feeling overcame him. As he stared at the naked dead body, sexual passions arose. Then, feeling surprised and betrayed by his own emotions, he rushed out of the room.

(2)

Ishii and Yoshida, who had somehow changed into civilian clothes at the Paekhwaryo, slipped out into the street. First Lieutenant Yamagake, Captain Ishida, and Captain Yamamoto, all wearing civilian clothes, followed Ishii's car in another car.

"Where are you going?"

"We are going to the rough part of Harbin."

"The rough part?"

"Captain Yoshida,"

Ishii began to chatter in a preaching tone.

"Manchuria is different from the Japanese mainland, especially Kyoto, where you led a graceful, comfortable life. This is the frontier. It's full of the Communist Eighth Route Army, the Russian Red Army, the Korean Army for National Independence, and anti-Japanese elements who escaped to Gando from Korea. Harbin is teeming with such spies and is a center for their activities. Their violence is terrifying. They blow up railroads, assassinate Japanese high officials, kill officers of the Kwantung Army, and a while ago also blew up the Harbin power plant."

"It is the duty of the Military Special Service or the Military Police to stop such activities, isn't it? Well, they seem to have nothing to brag about."

"Ha ha ha ha."

Captain Ishii laughed unpleasantly and went on.

"Tens of thousands of Caucasian Russians are living in Harbin. Because they hide the spies coming from Russia, we, the Military Police, set up an office where we register and oversee them. But it's hard to sort out the spies, since there are so many of them. The street called Pzaden is swarming with hoodlums and secret agents, not to mention the Russian spies."

"Pzaden?"

"It's a slum covering one-fourth of Harbin where most of the criminals and spies are to be found."

"Pzaden? Is that where we're headed?"

"Yes!"

"....."

"There are tramps, unemployed, criminals, spies, and even machine-gun-toting gangsters of various nationalities. There are prostitutes from China, Mongolia, Manchuria, Korea, Russia, and even Japan. Its red-light district is famous."

"A very interesting place,"

Yoshida said sarcastically. "To leave it as it is amounts to assisting its growth," he added.

"Assist its growth? Ha ha ha ha, assist? Well, that's quite true. It would take only one morning to sweep it clean. But the city is also useful for us in many ways."

"One of which explains why we're going there now."

"Right. As expected, an officer from Kyoto University has a quick mind. Different from an officer like me, who did not graduate from a military academy or a university."

Ishii made those remarks cynically. Yoshida turned his head and looked out the car window. The car slipped out of New Harbin and entered Old Harbin, the Chinese quarter. The traffic became congested as the roads were inextricably entangled.

"Captain Yoshida, you should know that this area is beyond the domain of Japanese officers. As you will soon learn, all the streets of Pzaden form a maze resembling an anthill. First-timers will get lost there. So you shouldn't go around alone."

"Don't treat me like a baby."

"I'm not treating you like a baby. Several times, Japanese detectives or military policemen have surfaced as corpses on the Sungari. If your identity is exposed when you are alone, your life cannot be guaranteed."

"You mean it's outside of our jurisdiction?"

"Not exactly. We have an organization in the maze, too. You may need their help in some cases. The man in charge is Colonel Asano of the Military Special Service. A superior of First Lieutenant Yamagake, who's following us now. He is above Yamagake in the hierarchy."

"What is the form of the organization run by Colonel Asano?"

"The base of a special counter-espionage unit inside the Pzaden district. A unit in disguise, composed of Caucasian Russians."

"A Caucasian Russian unit in disguise?"

"Yes, the Asano unit is closely connected with our 731st Unit, Harbin Military Police, and Harbin Military Special Service. You will probably be in charge of it in the future."

"Their only duty is counter-espionage?"

"I said yes.... Shall I give you an example?"

"What I don't understand is why the Russians would have such intimate ties with the Japanese Military Special Service."

"The Russians do not know. Only their bosses know. What is more, they carry out our instructions thoroughly in return for overlooking other crimes, including the narcotics trade."

"What kind of work? How about an example?"

"A little while ago, the body of a young man frozen to death was found on Jeongyang Street, at the entrance of Pzaden. The guy was Morimoto, a journalist with the Manchurian Daily. According to the results of the police investigation, there was a plausible explanation for his death. Morimoto had been an opium addict for a long time, and it was established that he froze to death while frequenting an opium den in Pzaden."

"Is that true?"

"You mean the fact that he's dead?"

"No, the fact that he froze to death after smoking opium."

"Not at all. He did not have an opium habit."

"....."

"We just made such an announcement."

"What was Morimoto's beat?"

"He covered military news."

"He planned to cover the 731st Unit, didn't he?"

"Right."

"Who gave the orders? You?"

"That's none of your business. Now it's you who have to give such orders, because you're in charge."

"I cannot give such orders."

"It's for the fatherland."

"....."

"It goes without saying that you already know the negative impact of the revelation of military secrets upon the nation. The life of a mere newspaperman is not important."

"Certainly, that's not the only way."

"That's the cleanest way. I thought of using him as a maruta after capturing him, but it would have been troublesome if he had blown the whistle about his identity, so I let him rest in peace."

"....."

"He deserves death for being stupid enough to be too interested in military secrets."

"Did Morimoto find out about the maruta?"

"That's not certain, but he was closing in. He already knew the outline when he began to probe. He traced the whereabouts of prisoners disappearing from the Harbin Military Police and the Military Special Service. Chinese families petitioned for the return of corpses after execution, and Morimoto, who smelled something fishy, started his investigation. He shortened his own life."

The automobile stopped in front of a building with a sign reading KATYUSHA DANCE HALL on a corner of Pzaden Street. Perhaps because Ishii had frightened him, Yoshida looked around as he got off. The street was crowded, and lamp-lit stalls were selling food and merchandise. There was nothing peculiar externally. The three-story building where the car stopped had lights turned on in every window, and music could be heard even from the street.

"Pzaden is also the center of the opium black market throughout the northern Manchurian area. The ringleader, who has the financial power to paralyze the economy of northern Manchuria, lives here, as do the poor in their rags. It's a place where violence, luxury, women, and poverty coexist."

"It's an interesting place."

The five officers got out of the car and walked to the entrance of the dance hall. Yoshida asked as he followed Ishii,

"Is this a safe place?"

"Safe? Well, I'm not so sure. Once you've stepped into Pzaden, your life can't be guaranteed. Everyone fends for himself."

Yoshida furtively touched his shoulder holster. Ishii, noticing Yoshida's attitude, said sarcastically,

"Carrying a revolver is nothing to brag about here. Haven't you ever heard that some carry submachine guns?"

First Lieutenant Yamagake of the Military Special Service, who was walking beside them, chuckled and then said,

"So I don't bring a gun when I come here. Here, they observe a strange rule: you never shoot somebody unless he draws first. Though I don't know if this is the American West."

"The American West? You've seen movies, haven't you? Do you think you can shoot only when the other guy draws, like in a movie?" Ishii asked.

"They say there are more guys shooting from behind."

Laughing, they went through the front door. A waiter wearing a bow tie guided them inside. They ordered drinks after being seated in a corner of the hall on the second floor. The waiter asked whether he should bring dancing partners.

"Call Mr. Wang, the manager,"

First Lieutenant Yamagake said.

"The owner here is a Russian, the manager a Chinese, the employees are Manchurian youths, and the girls come from various countries. As for dancing, the Russian girls are the best, but most of them are too tall, so the Japanese officers dislike them."

"All we have to do is drink and dance?" Yoshida asked Ishii.

"Yup."

First Lieutenant Yamagake answered instead. "This district is under my control. Therefore, it will be my treat."

He participated in the maruta transport operation, but, strangely enough, was about to drink at a dance hall in Pzaden, the hotbed of crime. Yoshida's thoughts were complicated. When the waiter brought their beers and put them down on the table, Mr. Wang, wearing a business suit, dropped by. His hair glittered under the light as if he had applied pomade to it after combing it back. Mr. Wang welcomed them with delight.

"Mr. Wang."

"Yes, sir."

As Yamagake called him, Mr. Wang answered, bowing. He spoke Japanese fluently.

"Please bring us three pretty girls who are coquettish rather than good dancers."

"Hai, hai."

"And also guide us to the annex."

"Hai, hai, of course."

The Chinese man called Mr. Wang looked over fifty. He constantly bowed his head and shook his body.

"Will three do?"

Mr. Wang asked, since he was told to bring only three girls although there were five of them.

"Oh, three will do."

"As you know, there are girls of various nationalities: Russian, Japanese, Korean, Manchurian, Chinese. Which shall I bring?"

"Mr. Wang,"

Captain Ishii said bluntly,

"All girls are the same regardless of their nationality, aren't they? From my indiscriminate experiences, you can't tell them apart. As for me, I don't like kids. So, provide me with a mature girl. A girl who dances well, and also shakes well lying down, you know."

"Ah, yes, yes. Shall I bring Miss Hayako, who was your partner last time?"

"Hayako? Okay, okay. She shook very well lying down."

The other officers burst with laughter at Ishii's words. But there was no laughter in Yoshida's face.

Ishii, satisfied that his lewd remark had made them all laugh, was pleased and continued chattering.

"Yamamoto here is a scholarly fellow. Therefore, don't bring him a noisy bitch. In particular, our Mr. Yoshida likes innocent girls. A teary-eyed girl, you know. A girl who says, 'Oh, my, I am a virgin, please don't do this,' even if one only holds her wrist, you know. A tricky slut who laughs behind his back, ha ha ha."

The party laughed again. But Yoshida wasn't laughing. When they began to drink after the manager had left, he opened his mouth.

"Why did we come here?"

"Well, Mr. Yoshida. Don't be so impatient and drink up. Everything will go well while we are drinking and relaxing."

Yamagake and Ishida wore understanding smiles on their lips after Ishii's words. After emptying two or three glasses, they got up.

"Let's meet around midnight," Captain Ishida told Captain Ishii.

Ishii nodded. It meant that the two men would carry out an operation at a certain place while the rest were drinking and dancing with girls in the dance hall. The operation was to be completed by midnight. Yoshida looked at his watch. It must take about one and a half hours, since it's 10:27 P.M. now. What kind of operation? What could be an operation that an officer of the Military Special Service and a Military Police officer in Harbin could carry out in the crime zone called Pzaden?

The three dancers arrived soon after the two men withdrew from the table. Mr. Wang and the manager brought them personally and made them bow. A Japanese girl named Hayako sat on Ishii's lap, giving him one happy smile after another as if he were an old acquaintance. She coiled around Ishii's neck with her two sleeveless arms and kissed him. The other two women were Chinese. From their self-introductions, it was obvious that their command of Japanese was poor. The two girls were both short. (Japanese officers disliked tall girls since they themselves were short.) They were also both cute. Yoshida's partner was introduced as Sohn Jinyoung, from Nanjing.

"Nanjing, isn't that a city near the mouth of the Yangtze River?"

"Yeah. It's also close to Shanghai, on the East China Sea," Sohn Jinyoung explained in faltering Japanese.

Yoshida made up his mind to be friendly with the Chinese girl, only to distract himself from Ishii's vulgar behavior. Being friendly meant not embracing her like Captain Ishii and Hayako next to them but having a conversation with her.

"Do you dance well?"

"A little bit."

"The scenery of the Yangtze is nice, isn't it?"

"Yes, I was raised there. Afterward, I went to Bongcheon following my father, but as a result of my father's death from a disease..."

"That's why you became a dancer, isn't it? No need to feel bad about your job. Do you want a drink?"

"Yes, if you would..."

"Have you led this kind of life for long?"

Yoshida asked her out of simple curiosity. He poured her a drink and offered it to her. When she held up the glasses with two hands, a scar on the back of her hands, probably a cigarette burn, caught his attention.

"Is that scar on your right hand a cigarette burn?"

"Oh, my god!"

The girl spilled some of her drink while hastily trying to hide her hand. Embarrassed, she cleaned it up with her handkerchief.

"I am sorry for spilling this, sir."

"Never mind. What happened to the back of your hand?"

"A good-for-nothing burnt it as a punishment for disobedience."

"It must be hard for a woman to live alone in this desolate Manchuria."

Yoshida thought he was wasting his breath. Yoshida, rather than the girl, was the innocent one. The girls were growing like weeds as they came across innumerable good-for-nothings. Not too many people ask a dancing girl in the dark quarters of Pzaden about the difficulty for a woman of living in desolate Manchuria. The two of them sat and watched the dancers on the floor. Captain Ishii, who had been seated beside them, and Captain Yamamoto, tall with a pale face, were dancing with their partners.

"Can you dance, sir?" Jinyoung asked when her customer did not ask her to dance.

"I can, but I'm not very good."

"Neither am I."

"It's fortunate that we are both poor dancers. Shall we dance, then? Are they playing the blues now?"

"Yes."

Yoshida and Jinyoung stood up from their seats and went out onto the floor. She held his hand as they walked. Yoshida was startled.

"You look bashful and too innocent, sir," she whispered in Yoshida's ears while they were dancing.

"I do?"

"Yes."

Jinyoung spoke again after a long silence. "You are a Japanese officer, sir, aren't you?"

"....."

Yoshida was startled. Captain Ishii's words about the dangers of revealing one's identity to anyone in Pzaden flashed across his mind, so he pretended otherwise.

"No, I'm not a soldier."

"A detective, then?"

"Why do you keep thinking along those lines?"

"I can feel the gun under your jacket."

She whispered to him while he was thinking up an identity,

"Sir, please don't say anything. What does it matter? Even though we have only just met, I like you. If it puts you in a difficult situation, you don't have to tell me. Don't think that being liked by a mere dancer at KATYUSHA in Pzaden is a dishonor. They say love has nothing to do with honor."

This woman can really move a man, Yoshida thought, without relaxing his guard, as befitted an intelligence officer. A Japanese song entitled 'The Pure Heart of a Dancer' was popular in Manchuria. Perhaps, as in that song, this dancer had a pure heart. Or was all this a dancer's professional gesture?

But Yoshida could not afford to be absorbed in such things. What had made him uneasy from a little while ago was his moral ambivalence about Japan's maruta. Above all, he was embarrassed to realize that he was alone in feeling uncomfortable, his fellow officers performing their duties without any sense of guilt. Was it because he was disloyal to the fatherland? Yoshida never bothered with such thoughts. If necessary, he was willing to die for the fatherland, even at that very moment. Then what stifled his heart so? The charm of a lovely Chinese girl, or the dazzling atmosphere of the dance hall, or the drinks? But it wasn't any of them.

"Sir, what are you thinking about so intently?"

"What? You think I am lost in my thoughts?"

"Yes."

"How did you know?"

"The instincts of a woman. A woman's instincts about a man she likes arise particularly quickly."

"Miss Sohn."

"Yes?"

"How can you be so sure about liking somebody you met just a few minutes ago?"

"Well. In my profession, we don't have the opportunity to nurture our feelings through a long relationship. Only a few seconds is enough. Falling in love at first sight..."

"You like most men you come across, don't you?"

"No. Don't talk like that. I've been leading this life for nearly one year, but the men I have liked can be counted on the fingers of a hand. You are among them."

"I feel honored."

For Yoshida, her words were not disagreeable, although he couldn't tell whether or not she talked that way to every man she met.

As the dance music changed, Yoshida and his partner returned to the table. Yoshida looked at his watch. It was 11:05 P.M. Time did not seem to be moving. It was because of his tenseness. He looked around the floor. The lighting was dim, and many people were dancing, but it would not have been difficult to make out Ishii and Yamamoto. But they were not to be seen. The two men were gone, although he searched throughout the hall.

"Looking for your friends?"

"Yeah."

"They probably went to the annex."

"What is the annex?"

"Ho ho ho..."

Jinyoung laughed, covering her mouth with one hand. Yoshida laughed, too, without knowing why. Stopping her laughter, she said, "Will you go there with me?"

"No, I won't."

Becoming aware of the situation, Yoshida shook his head. As he put a cigarette in his mouth, the girl lit it for him.

"Do you want to smoke? Shall I give you a cigarette?"

"Yes."

Yoshida placed a cigarette in her mouth and tried to light it for her, but the woman blew it out, "Hoo," took the cigarette out of Yoshida's mouth, and lit hers with it.

"This is the way to get intimate."

"Truly, the pure heart of a dancer."

Yoshida was interested in the dancer's harmless words.

"Do the girls always go to the annex with their guests?"

"No, only if the manager so orders."

"Really? What kind of guests does he order you to serve?"

"Special guests. We can't be sure, but probably the big shots of Harbin or persons who are involved with this dance hall. The manager told us that you were annex guests, so we expected dignified old men, but all of you are young."

"Are you disappointed because we're young?"

"No. To the contrary. Full of anticipation."

"Your Japanese is poor, but you are a good speaker."

"I am a professional."

"Ha ha ha ha."

Yoshida burst into laughter for the first time. But his laughter had an empty ring. He failed to get rid of the stifling feeling in his heart.

(3)

"Did you have a good time?"

After midnight, First Lieutenant Yamagake Jiro approached Captain Yoshida's table in the dance hall with a content smile. Captain Ishii Nagade and Captain Yamamoto Eiichi were dancing on the floor with their girls.

"Those fellows always enjoy themselves."

Yamagake smiled, looking at the floor.

"Let's go now,"

said First Lieutenant Yamagake, walking toward the floor. He added, "We have to go and get them since, if we don't, they'll probably dance the night away."

"Are you leaving?"

Jinyoung, who was sitting beside him, asked Yoshida, looking up at him with tipsy eyes.

"I have to go."

"I want to stay with you. Through the night."

"That would be nice, but I must go."

"Where? Can't I go with you?"

"Probably not."

"Who are you?"

"You promised not to ask me, didn't you?"

"But I am curious."

"Forget about it."

"Okay. When will you come here again?"

"Someday."

"Willingly or unwillingly?"

"I'll come when I feel like dancing with you."

"I'll be waiting for you."

There might be various ways to coax customers, but his partner didn't seem to have that in mind. Yoshida took money out of his pocket, several bank notes issued by the Manchurian Central Bank.

"I don't know how much I should give you, as it's my first time in this place."

As he tried to hand her two yen, she waved him off.

"I won't take it. Not from you..."

"Listen. Such romanticism will get you nowhere in a place like this. Take it."

"No."

"No need to give if she refuses. These girls also have their pride, so don't force her to accept," Yamagake said, approaching them.

Captain Ishii and Captain Yamamoto were drunk and staggering. Their women were also so drunk they were sick. All had bloodshot eyes like guinea pigs.

"I will pay for everything, so let's leave," Yamagake said arrogantly.

When they came out, two automobiles were standing by on the other side in the darkness. They were ready to go, their engines running. Captain Ishida Naobumi was waiting beside one of them. The red glow of his cigarette could be seen. Past midnight, the streets of Pzaden took on an even more dismal atmosphere. A drug addict could be seen staggering along the street.

Three women were sitting in the automobile. two were in the back seat of Ishida's car and one was sitting alone in Ishii's, peeping out. They all looked young, and the woman sitting alone was trembling as she touched the car window with one hand. A guy who had been sitting in the driver's seat extinguished his cigarette hurriedly when the party came.

Yoshida and Ishii seated the young girl in the middle and sat on both sides of her. Captain Yamamoto sat beside the driver, and Yamagake and Ishida went into the car in the back. The automobile moved off in the darkness like a slithering snake.

Yoshida could feel the girl sitting beside him trembling. He turned his head and looked at her. She seemed to be about fifteen and had no traces of makeup at all on her face. Judging from her face, he could not tell whether she was Korean or Chinese. Her face was round, and her large eyes made her look all the more frightened. Where did they pick up this child? Yoshida felt a strong curiosity but kept silent. She was wearing a brown shirt and a black skirt. Her legs, which had noticeably pointed knees, were trembling.

The automobile slipped out of the night of Pzaden at full speed. The smell of alcohol from Ishii's mouth filled the car. It did not fade away even when they opened the car window. The girl's long hair fluttered in the wind. No one spoke until they slipped out of Pzaden.

While they were driving along the Sungari, the girl looked around and asked something, but he could not understand her Chinese. Yamamoto, who was sitting beside the driver, glanced back. He knew Chinese.

"What is this child saying?" Yoshida asked.

"She is asking where we are taking her," Yamamoto answered.

"Where are we going?"

said Captain Ishii, as he put his hand on her thighs. The girl pushed it away with one hand.

"We are taking you to a nice place, a very nice place. I will show you the cleanest and most beautiful place in Manchuria..."

Captain Ishii's hand touched the girl's lap again. The girl tried to avoid it by shrinking back.

"Who is this child? Where and how did you kidnap her?"

"Kidnap?" Ishii smiled shiftlessly at Yoshida's words.

"That's beyond my concern. Ishida and Yamagake got her in their own way. I only transport her. You must mind your own business. I mean protecting the security of our operation."

"Is this an operation?"

"A special operation."

"This child is different from the prisoners in Paekhwaryo in character, isn't she?"

"Different in character? There is a Chinese proverb, 'Six of one and half a dozen of the other.' Six out of a dozen is the same as half of a dozen, it means."

"I don't think so."

"I don't do this because I want to."

"Then who does?"

"The fatherland?"

"The fatherland wants victory, but not by inhumane means. Don't use the fatherland as an excuse."

"What do you want me to do, then? If you don't like this line of work, go back to the Department of the Army."

"I did not volunteer to come to the 731st. I was just following orders."

"Then, this too is just following orders."

"I received no such orders."

"What?"

"Hey, what's going on?"

Captain Yamamoto, who had been listening in silence, spoke up.

"Please calm down. This isn't a place to discuss personal feelings."

"Yamamoto is right," said Ishii. He added, "We are nothing but components of the 731st. A gigantic gear is turning. Resisting it means self-destruction. We must turn with it. That's history and destiny."

"That's merely sophistry to rationalize your work."

"This is not my work. I, too, am one of the victims."

"You don't seem to think you are being victimized. You carry out this work with pleasure, don't you?"

"Pleasure? Ha ha ha ha. Right, I carry it out with pleasure. Because it's my duty."

The girl sobbed. She made murmuring appeals, but to no avail. The automobile drove into the Paekhwaryo after entering Killim Street. Passing through an inside yard, it went into a garage inside the building. The military bus from the 731st Unit was parked in the garage, and several military policemen were having a chat sitting to one side of it.

"Take on all the prisoners. We are leaving soon,"

Captain Ishii instructed the military policemen.

The officers went up to the dressing room on the second floor to change clothes. Ishii and Yoshida changed into their 731st Unit uniforms and strapped on their pistols and swords. Then they looked at themselves in the mirror after putting on their caps.

Captain Ishida and First Lieutenant Yamagake shook hands in Yamamoto's office beside the dressing room and parted.

"I'll be delivering a chit through Yamamoto tomorrow, so come and get it."

As Ishii spoke, Yamagake answered with a pleased expression, "Well, take your time."

"I'm not the one giving it to you. No need to thank me. I appreciate your hard work today. Goodbye."

After the two men left, Yoshida asked Ishii about the meaning of 'chit.'

"The monthly pay of our regular officials is one hundred and fifty yen, and their annual pay is merely twenty-five hundred yen, including the bonus. But Ishida and Yamagake will probably take in over ten thousand yen a year. As a reward for work like today's, we hand out about three hundred yen, and in a year that adds up to about that much."

"Now I know why they were so happy tonight."

"But they do not get all of it. We cannot eat a chicken without plucking it first, can we? Some money goes to their immediate superiors, some to keep immediate subordinates quiet."

Yamamoto remained at the Paekhwaryo while Ishii and Yoshida got into the car. The three girls were transferred to the military bus. More than twenty prisoners were placed in the bus, chained as if they were packages. two rifle-toting policemen got in beside the driver's seat. two other military policemen got in the back. The back door of the bus was locked from the outside. Ishii put the key in his pocket.

The grey automobile left Paekhwaryo first, the military bus following it. They slipped out of Killim Street and moved along roads leading south out of Harbin. As they drove out of town, a broad unpaved military road stretched far out on the plain. The two vehicles accelerated, raising dust. They rattled because of the gravel and the potholes. The more than twenty prisoners kept their silence under the dim light inside the sealed bus. Groans sometimes burst from the mouths of prisoners whose injuries had not yet healed whenever the car rocked violently. The groans made the bus even gloomier.

The three girls were without handcuffs but were so afraid they couldn't even cry. One girl was about fifteen, and the other two looked about eighteen. The two older girls were wearing heavy makeup on their faces. They were holding hands together tightly as if they knew each other. As the vehicles ran across the plain for about an hour, an army barracks appeared right after they passed a monument for war casualties. Then they passed through Sinbaltun Village, Sadun, and Odun, when the lights of the airfield and the adjacent 731st Unit came into view.

The lights of the 731st Unit, which rose steeply from the plain, were glittering even late at night. Lights were on in every building, and a searchlight from a watchtower was scanning along the barbed wire surrounding the camp.

As they approached the unit, Guardhouse No. 1 had the 'stop' flag lowered. The military policemen at the guardhouse raised the flag and saluted Captain Ishii, their immediate superior. Lieutenant Colonel Fukuda Senji of the Military Police was nominally in full charge of the unit's security, but Captain Ishii handled practical matters.

The vehicles passed through the 1st Guardhouse, took a byway to the right without entering the main road between the airfield and the main office building, proceeded about three hundred meters, and entered a byway near a warehouse of the supply section, which was surrounded with barbed wire. There was another guardhouse at the entrance with a 'stop' flag lowered.

The vehicles passed through the guardhouse and entered the back entrance to the headquarters after driving about two백 meters along a road which ran straight through the warehouses. Although people were still working at the insect breeding farm, the members were forbidden from standing near the road when vehicles transporting maruta approached. If a military transport bus came in between two and 네 at night, it was almost always a bus for maruta transportation.

The vehicles came into the yard of the headquarters, passed between the buildings of the 1st Research Squad (the virus laboratory) and the Plague Research Squad, and approached Buildings 7 and 8, where the special prison for maruta were located. The vehicles entered the underground passage beneath the Karasawa squad, in charge of manufacturing bacteria, and the iron gate closed tightly behind them. They stopped at the entrance of the special prison, which was completely cut off from the outside, for the maruta to get off the bus.

The place the prisoners arrived at after riding about 한 시간 along rattling roads inside the military bus and listening to the sounds of iron doors being opened and shut several times was a wide room with glittering lights. None of the prisoners knew where it was.

The military policemen, including Captain Ishii, withdrew from the room, and army civilians of the special squad, who had been standing by, took over. Captain Yoshida, who watched the whole process with Captain Ishii, felt that security was being maintained pretty well. The only possible vulnerability was that in the event of an ambush by the enemy during the one-hour drive through the plain between Harbin and the 731st Unit in Pingfang, they would be helpless. They would be at a loss even if only a few guerrillas cut them off, since the number of armed military policemen in the bus was no more than 네 or 다섯.

But unless the information that maruta were being transported in that military bus at that time was leaked, there was nothing to worry about. As the military bus carrying the maruta came into the room at the doorway of the basement, Ishii handed over the documents where their identities were recorded and the bus key to the special squad. Army civilians of the special squad opened the back door, then let the maruta out. After verifying their number, they said everything was all right.

"The three women are not recorded. A special order?"

"Right."

"Then everything is in order."

After this check, Captain Ishii retired with the military policemen. The automobile and military bus left, and only the maruta and army civilians of the special squad remained in the room. Yoshida remained, observing the special squad's handling of the maruta.

Commissioner Tanaka, an army civilian official, came to Yoshida and beamingly said,

"Now His Excellency Ishii has called for a staff meeting, so it might be better for you to go there. This is not an amusing place."

"Amusing? I am here to uncover vulnerabilities, in terms of counter-espionage, in the transportation and management of maruta. Those were Commander Ishii's orders."

"Oh, is that so? Then stay."

"A staff meeting at 2 A.M.?"

"It's up to His Excellency. Our Excellency is such a temperamental man that he can hardly wait when he comes up with a novel idea. He immediately has all his staff woken up and told to report to him."

"Even after midnight?"

Yoshida looked at Tanaka blankly with amazement.

"That's right. The staff members complain about it, but what can they do when it's the Commander's will? They used to be summoned before midnight, but judging from the fact that it's past one o'clock, a really splendid idea must have hit him."

But it was beyond common sense to awake the sleeping high officials and start a meeting at such an hour. It might be reasonable for a frontline unit under sudden enemy assault or having to carry out an operation at short notice, but only severe eccentricity of the Commander could account for such happenings at a unit in the rear.

The maruta, tied with iron chains, went into the corridor on one side and were led farther back. There were a bathroom, a dressing room, and a first-aid room right beside the special maruta prison. They had them take a bath and change into prisoner's clothes, gave first-aid treatment to the severely injured, and then attached numbers to them and put them in the prison. Depending on their characters, some were placed in isolation cells, but initially they were usually sent to mixed cells containing three to ten persons.

As they were dragged to the bathroom, Zhou Jimin, the repairman, tried to resist, crying out loudly. He rubbed his hands, making some kind of appeal in Chinese. He was begging for his life. Then a member of the special squad clubbed him on the head with a hexagonal club. Blood burst out from his head in torrents. Zhou Jimin stopped crying out, fell down, and shielded his head with both hands. When he fell down, the 네 prisoners chained to him could not move. The chains were unfastened and the other prisoners were taken away.

A squad member shouted at the fallen Zhou Jimin to stand up, but he just kept trembling, lying down. The squad member became furious, beating him mercilessly with his bat. Zhou, who thought he would die if he was dragged further, did not budge despite the punishment. Since the squad member beat him so severely, it seemed that Zhou might die if nothing were done. So Yoshida approached to restrain the guard, but Tanaka, the official standing by, took him by the sleeve. His eyes said, "Don't meddle."

"Kill him just like that?"

"Can't help it."

"Can't help it?"

Yoshida could not help becoming disturbed, although there were plenty of other absurd happenings.

Tanaka explained quietly,

"Captain Yoshida, they will listen to us obediently from now on after watching one of them beaten to death like that. We used to arrange such examples intentionally, but it was recently forbidden in order to protect the maruta. At first, when about twenty maruta are brought, we used to pick out the most rebellious among them and beat him to death with a club. I mean, in front of the other maruta. We threatened them by saying, 'You will be freed within one or two months after working at a farm, living comfortably, if you are obedient. If not, you will be killed like this.' Then some maruta would believe, some wouldn't. Whether they believed it or not, it proved effective. They began to obey us, since even if they were to die, they didn't want to die so painfully. Setting an example by beating a maruta to death had another significance. There were many simple, innocent young men from rural areas among the members of the special squad. Many of them came from the hometown of His Excellency, the Commander. But as these young men were too simple, they failed to handle the maruta properly. The members let them beat the maruta with a club as a way of fostering their courage. The men who could not do so at first do it well now. Like that, I mean. Isn't he a skilled clubber? We teach the members of the special squad that 'The Maruta dragged here are all condemned criminals and wicked enemy prisoners. They are enemies who cruelly killed your compatriots. Therefore, you should kill them.'"

"They all believe that?"

"Whether they believe or not, it's become a habit for them. Look there. Dead. Very well done."

Yoshida blankly glanced at Commissioner Tanaka. This man was not sane, he thought, but it might be that he himself was the only insane one. It was only Yoshida himself who was afraid. Most other unit members were undertaking their work with enthusiasm.

About ten remaining maruta who had watched Zhou Jimin, the repairman, beaten to death were standing with pale expressions. Tanaka stood in front of the fallen man and told the other maruta,

"If you disobey us during your stay here, you will be beaten to death like this. But if you do as you are told, you will soon be released."

As he tried to give hope to the maruta, the facial expression of those who understood Japanese brightened. Why such a desire for life? The maruta obeyed the instructions of the squad members afterward, as Tanaka, the special squad member, had said. Some prisoners even strolled ahead when they went to the bathroom. Their stride was different from a little while ago.

The three female maruta entered the special prison for women on the 2nd floor of Building 8 and could not be seen. Yoshida recalled the figures of the girls who, trembling with fear, could barely speak as he came out of the special prison. The girls had probably taken a bath, changed into blue prisoner's clothes, and gone into the prison.

They could not understand why they had been brought here. The girls would try hard to recollect whether they had done something terrible in the past. If they recalled a memory of snatching candy from a neighborhood kid, they might conjecture that that was why they were here. Which means they might be shedding tears of contrition for such distant deeds.

(4)

The midnight meeting presided over by Lt. General Ishii was held in the exhibition hall full of dissected human body parts. All the senior officials who had not left the camp had been woken up and were now there, so most of the fifty chairs were occupied. The attendance rate was higher in the evening.

When Yoshida entered the conference hall, a cinema screen had been placed in the front of the hall, the lights were out, and a rickety 16mm movie projector was running. Lieutenant General Ishii, who was seated on one side, was watching the figures of the senior officials and the screen alternately. He looked somewhat restless.

A Model 99 twin-engine light bomber of the 731st Unit was shown on the screen. There was a close-up of the Japanese markings on the wings. Then the picture changed again to show the ground crew busy loading what looked like small and large bombs onto the bomber. The ground crew dressed in the uniform of the 731st Unit were members of the flying corps. The background was an empty field, so it was not certain whether or not it was the private airfield beside the 731st Unit.

The bombs the ground crew were loading on the plane looked like large pails for carrying milk. They were, in fact, explosive devices filled with various bacteria such as plague and cholera. They were designed to explode as they fell, scattering the bacteria inside onto the ground. As for the bacteria, they used insects like fleas to carry them, or put the bacteria themselves into the pails. The pails were in many shapes and sizes. After more than twenty bacteria bombs were loaded, the camera moved far back and the whole airplane appeared on the screen. The engines started. Since it was a silent film, one had to deduce this from the turning of the propellers.

An airman waving a white flag appeared on the screen. The plane began to move slowly as its propellers turned more vigorously. The bomber taxied along the runway and began to take off. The wings of the bomber glittered like fish scales reflecting the sunlight.

A vast stretch of plain appeared on the screen. As it expanded, the white pails on the bomber were dropped. The pails fell through the clouds and disappeared. As the earth drew closer in between the clouds, farmhouses and urban areas could be glimpsed below. The pails began to disperse their contents during their descent.

The scene changed to that of a Chinese city. An army medical team wearing white uniforms moved with tense facial expressions among the houses in the crowded back streets, spraying decontaminants from metal canisters. Other medical team members were busy carrying people on stretchers who had fallen victim to the epidemic.

Those scenes changed again to show the Model 99 landing after returning to its base. This time, Japanese army medical corpsmen with sprayers on their shoulders ran to the airplane to sterilize it. The inside of the light bomber was full of hazy disinfectants sprinkled from the sprayers. They filled the inside of the airplane so completely that the medical corpsmen and the airmen could barely be seen.

Soon after, there was a scene in which the airmen and the medical corpsmen came out of the plane. The screen turned white and the sound of the movie projector spinning without film could be heard. Immediately the movie projector stopped and the lights were turned on in the exhibition hall. Lieutenant General Ishii, who had been sitting, stood up and strode in front of the senior officials.

"Well, well. As you've already seen several times before, those were scenes of testing a new weapon our unit has produced. The reason why I showed you this at such an inopportune time is that there was a problem here."

The senior officials stayed still, watching Commander Ishii with sleepy eyes. They knew that he was excited about something. He would surely announce a new idea. It would surely be an unprecedented idea, whether it be a tactic related to bacteriological warfare or a new weapon.

"As you just saw in the documentary, although we air-dropped a lot of bacteria on urban Chinese areas, the result was not as successful as we had expected. Only about fifteen hundred, which constituted 75% of the two백 contaminated, died. But that quantity of the air-dropped bacteria could have killed and injured more than 일십억. The fact we killed only about fifteen백 using bombs capable of killing 일십억 means there is something wrong with the weapon. In other words, lots of bacteria were killed due to the heat of the midair explosion. So I came up with the idea that we might decrease the explosiveness of the pails drastically in order to reduce the number of bacteria killed in midair."

While the General was passionately delivering a speech, snoring could be heard from one corner of where the senior officials were sitting. Someone had fallen asleep in his seat. But the General, completely absorbed in his own speech, went on enthusiastically without hearing the snoring.

"The idea which hit me is a ceramic bomb. Ceramic ware breaks much more easily than ironware in explosions. It will reduce the number of bacteria killed by heat since it will require only a small amount of explosive."

Lieutenant General Ishii stopped talking for a moment to give the staff members time to admire his idea, and his face showed breathless excitement. Then he heard the snores. They had become unbearably loud. His expression hardened. The audience suddenly became silent, as if cold water had been poured on it. Then the snoring could be heard more loudly. The culprit was Ootani Yashimoto, head of the supplies division. Colonel Nagayama Iemisu, who was beside him, awakened him, shaking him by the arm.

"Hello, sweetheart, some water please?"

Major General Ootani murmured as he woke up from his sleep. Maybe he thought he was talking to his wife at home. Then laughter burst out in the silent conference hall. The staff members laughed until their chairs rocked. Some who had been dozing also laughed. Major General Ootani, realizing that he had been dozing, was embarrassed and smiled awkwardly.

But Commander Ishii, not amused, glowered at the senior officials with an extremely vexed expression on his face. Yoshida, who had been standing beside the door, laughed and left the room. Listening to the voice of Commander Ishii explaining about the ceramic bomb after the laughter had subsided behind his back, Yoshida descended the stairs and came out of the HQ surrounded by its mud wall and high-voltage fence.

At the guardhouse at the main gate, three military policemen were playing flower cards. Upon seeing Yoshida, they hastily tucked them away. Beyond the coal heaps, the lights of the boiler room were glowing and the noise of the chattering members of the factory affairs squad could be heard in the distance.

While Yoshida was walking toward the bachelor officers' quarters after leaving the HQ, the sound of a dog barking could be heard from the family housing to the left. It was distant, but the dog barked when it noticed Yoshida. The night was sultry and there were stars in the sky. Dust rose up from the ground from under his feet.

After walking more than ten minutes, Yoshida reached the entrance to the BOQ. On the opposite side, the buildings of the plant research institute and the farm caught the light. The building of the adjacent family clinic shone through the trees.

As Yoshida was going toward the official residence, he heard a strange sound from the direction of the Shinto shrine across the road. Right behind the Donghyang Shinto shrine, there were a cornfield and a thick forest. The cornfield stretched toward the farm, and trees—short saplings and pine trees of medium height—were planted, forming a boundary with the playground.

Hearing this sound of life in the middle of the night, Yoshida pulled out his gun from his side and approached the shrine, as he felt he could not just pass by. He walked stealthily, muffling his steps. As he approached, the sound grew louder. It was coming from behind the shrine.

Yoshida drew closer, turning along the wall of the shrine. Before he even found the source, he knew it was the moaning of a man and a woman in the cornfield. What the hell was this?

Of course, youngsters who led a lonely life in the alien Manchurian wilderness far away from home might go wrong, for lack of any alternative. Yoshida tried to understand them, although he could not figure out whether they were soldiers, army civilians, or young kids. Thus, he was about to turn back.

But the woman's scream was too wild. As it racked his nerves, Yoshida drew closer out of pure curiosity to find out who she was and looked toward the two people between the plowed rows of the cornfield. They were invisible in the darkness. They had broken off the cornstalks and laid them on the ground. Their naked bodies were entangled and their faces could not be recognized.

Yoshida turned back and left. As he walked on the pebbles spread beside the shrine building without muffling his steps, he made a lot of noise, and the two people who had been enjoying outdoor intercourse must have heard it, for, judging from the ending of their moaning, they stopped suddenly.

Yoshida walked to the BOQ, making a louder pebble noise. Before entering, he straddled a rock near the waterless pond located between the grill and the official residence, lit a cigarette, and smoked it.

When he had smoked half of the cigarette, he lifted his head and caught a glimpse of someone running crouched in front of the plant research institute. Though it was about 50m away, due to the reflection of a sentry lamp beside the road, he could tell that it was Nakae Ganichi. He was an army civilian employee serving as an assistant to engineer (doctor) Okamoto, in charge of pathology research. A handsome young man, 25 years old, his dream was to become a gynecologist.

Nakae was one of the men who most often took part in the dissection of maruta. Dissection was usually performed by the Okamoto team and the Ishigawa team. The squad leaders did not dissect themselves, except when maruta evoked their particular interest, and the associate engineers also avoided dissections. Consequently, the young assistants, who were novices, had taken charge of them. Although they put the scalpel on the maruta, success or failure was of no concern, and they came to operate better than veteran hospital doctors, since they dissected about two or 세 persons every day.

With which woman was Nakae having intercourse before he ran away? Nakae vanished in the direction of the official residence.

When the cigarette Yoshida was smoking was almost out, a woman wearing black sportswear walked through the trees toward the official residence for the senior officials. One could hardly make her out, since only her back was visible, but surely she was the woman who was having outdoor intercourse a little while ago, judging from her walking from the Shinto shrine to the official residence for the senior officials.

Who was she? It was likely that she was the daughter of an official. Many of the senior officials had mature daughters. Some of the girls worked in the unit as army civilians, but more of them attended Harbin University. The woman who had been walking through the trees in a crouch glanced back furtively as she reached the road to the official residence for senior officials. She seemed to be cautiously looking out for any observers. Her face reflected the sentry lamp on the road as she looked back. Yoshida could not but be surprised and murmured,

'Oh, heavens!' upon seeing it.

The woman could not see Yoshida since he was down by the lotus pond, behind the trees, but Yoshida could clearly see her face. She was the wife of Major Tanaka, leader of the insect research team. Major Tanaka, a 3rd-grade army surgeon, was a young officer of 35. He had a 10-year-old son. His wife, Tanaka Gachuko, 32, was a nurse officer of captain's rank working in the maruta dissection room.

Yoshida felt betrayed as he lit and smoked another cigarette. Although he had nothing to do with them, he felt he had been betrayed by them. Nakae was a young army civilian who almost lived in the dissection room, and Captain Gachuko was the nurse officer in charge of the dissection room. So all this could make sense.

Yoshida recalled the face of Gachuko, whom he had seen several times at the grill. She was an intellectual woman who liked classical music and enjoyed drinking coffee. When she faced him, she gave him an elegant smile. But her eyes were shining like those of a mouse, her cheeks had deep dimples, and on top of that, her cheekbones were high, making her look like a sex maniac. The day when she asked Yoshida his major at Kyoto University, she smiled with her eyes and moistened her lips with her tongue several times, and he found the experience tinglingly arousing.

At that time, Yoshida thought that his feeling originated from his impure heart. Though in military uniform, her breasts were big, and she had full hips. There would be no woman in the 731st with such big hips.

While Yoshida was immersed in these thoughts, Gachuko vanished toward the official residence for the senior officials. He burst out in laughter to think of his footsteps spoiling her plan of having fun while her husband had gone to the midnight conference. But Yoshida did not laugh. A sad feeling welled up within him. He stood up from the rock.

Through the trees, he saw the lights in front of the distant family clinic. Light streamed out through the windows of the building. Thoughts of Humiko's face occurred to him. Why in the world would such an innocent and beautiful woman marry a rogue like Captain Ishii Nagade? They were hardly suitable for each other.

Yoshida breathed deeply due to a feeling of oppression. A bad smell spread rapidly across the humid air. As he lifted his head, he saw the crematorium. Due to darkness, it wasn't clear whether smoke was coming out of it. The bad smell assailed the nostrils at times.
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Yoshida woke up and looked at his watch. It was thirty-five minutes past seven. He quickly washed his face and put on his uniform, since he had to be at his office by eight. After putting on his sword and hat, he left the living room. It was raining outside. Umbrellas could be purchased at the PX, but it was as far away as the HQ.

The rain wasn't heavy. Exposing himself to it, he entered the HQ and went to his office. The officers and army civilians who had arrived earlier got up from their seats and saluted him.

"Yoshida, sir," said First Lieutenant Morikawa.

"You are summoned to the office of the head of the general business department, right now."

"Has Colonel Ooda called me? Anything wrong?"

"Seems like an accident."

"An accident?"

"Yes,"

Morikawa said, glancing sideways at the other army civilians.

"I am not sure, but it seems that a bacterium has leaked outside, and an emergency situation is unfolding for a family which has been exposed to it."

"What?" Yoshida asked in an animated tone. "Are any of the family dead?"

"They're being given emergency treatment, but the result is uncertain."

"When did this happen?"

"This morning."

Yoshida left the counterintelligence squad room. The army civilians of the counterintelligence squad were censoring letters and photographs piled up on the desk. Taking pictures showing a complete view of the unit of the HQ was forbidden. The background of pictures containing the HQ had to be expunged. All letters were censored. Among the letters were a love letter a youngster living in the family housing area had sent to a neighboring high school girl and a letter a soldier had sent to his mother living in his hometown in Japan. Female civilian Dayama Numamon, who had been censoring a soldier's letter to his mother, sobbed intermittently over its sad contents.

"Did you call me, Colonel Ooda?"

Yoshida, in front of Ooda, stood at attention and saluted. Ooda gave him piercing glances through his glasses. His expression indicated that all his nerves were jangled. He held a position as the chief of the 2nd division in actual warfare research, and concurrently worked as the head of the squad in charge of research on anthrax in the 1st division. He was a medical officer capable of handling several positions and was a favorite of Commander Ishii. To win his favor meant they were like hand in glove when it comes to misappropriating public funds, as subsequent events would reveal.

"The bacterium leaked out of our headquarters and a situation whereby a family consumed it and are close to death ensued. Four members of the family of an ex-noncom employee were taken to the hospital, but their possibility of making it is nil."

"Was it a bacterium or a deadly poison?"

"It was a bacterium. I have a hunch that it was a case of settling old scores by implanting bacteria. Of course, it might have been an accident, but anyway the problem is that the bacteria leaked out of headquarters. I want you to investigate and report. Before you came, the Military Police were in charge of this, but since they are idiots, we, the general business division, decided to take charge. Do you have investigation experience as an intelligence officer?"

"Yes, I have learned the basics and have some experience, but... it is a difficult case to approach."

"What? What do you mean that it is difficult to approach?"

"Due to the tight restrictions here, it might be tough to enter and exit..."

"Look, Yoshida. Are you talking in your sleep? You even went into the special prison for maruta, didn't you? If you can go in there, there's no place you can't enter."

"I see. I will start the investigation soon."

"Report on the development of the accident continuously."

"Yes, sir."

"I will give you a time limit of 48 hours."

"Oh, that's too short?"

"This is wartime. Are you going to take one month, two months on that single problem?"

"I understand. I will carry out your order, Colonel Ooda."

Yoshida felt he was put in a tough spot as he left Colonel Ooda's office. In the unit, there were 3,600 residents, from generals to privates and army civilians, and more than 500 family members including Chinese workers and children running errands. He could not investigate all of these 8,000 to 10,000 people. But in accordance with the methodology of investigation, he had to rely on the cause-and-effect relationship. He had to pursue possible grudges against the victim Yasude, and on the other hand, investigate the likelihood of consuming bacteria accidentally.

Yoshida ordered First Lieutenant Morikawa to search Yasude's surroundings.

"Do you know about Yasude?"

"Yes, he was working at the education division of the Boy Corps."

"How was his character?"

"Not so bad. He was not one to make enemies."

"There may have been secrets, so investigate... In particular, look over his wife, closely examine any problems to do with love affairs?"

"Yes, sir."

"There are so many strange happenings here..."

"What do you mean by strange happenings?"

"I mean things like affairs."

"Ha ha ha, I know what you mean, Captain."

"How can you guess the meaning of my words, First Lieutenant?"

"Not only the single women and single men, but affairs between senior officials and single female civilians..."

"Are there such cases? I thought not."

"What do you mean 'you thought not'?"

"The wives of high commissioners and young officers or army civilians. The wife of a high commissioner will like a young officer like you."

"My dear Captain Yoshida, you too are a young, handsome officer. We are alike in that regard."

"Look, First Lieutenant Morikawa."

"Hai."

As Yoshida's tone got stiffer, Morikawa stood at attention.

"Are you going to play around with your superior officer?"

"I am sorry, Captain. I will be careful."

"No, no need to be rigid like that. I hope we're successful. I will investigate the bacteria factory. I've never been there yet."

"Be careful. Infection is fatal."

"I know."

Yoshida tapped First Lieutenant Morikawa's back and beamed. Morikawa was standing at attention, but when he saw the smile on Yoshida's face, he relaxed.

The bacteria production team was controlled by Major General Kawashima Nagamasa, commander of the 4th division. Under Major General Kawashima, Major Karasawa was the Captain in charge of practical affairs. The production of bacteria was related to the animal pen supervised by the special squad. That was because manufactured bacteria were transplanted to animals such as rabbits, guinea pigs, fleas, mice, etc., and preserved.

Yoshida went to see Major Karasawa. He was already informed of the fact that a family had been wiped out due to a bacteria leak.

"Yasude's house has been sterilized in order to prevent the bacteria from spreading."

"Who told you to sterilize?"

Yoshida retorted with a helpless expression. How could he get a clue if the very spot where the accident took place had been cleared?

"I ordered it."

This man, who had become a 3rd-grade medical officer at the young age of 32, was full of confidence in everything.

"What did they eat?"

"After eating breakfast, the four members of the family all suffered from headache, stomachache, and high fever."

"The bacteria turned out to be plague?"

"Both plague and cholera."

"There may be some other unknown things. It was a big mistake to thoroughly sterilize the house."

"Captain Yoshida."

"Yes."

"Protecting other families is more important than the investigation, you know."

"....."

As for that matter, Yoshida had nothing to say. On that point, Major Karasawa was ethical. At the same time, he didn't feel any guilt over matters such as the treatment of the maruta, killing the enemy with bacteria—no, not enemies, but rather innocent people as was seen in the documentary film, slaughtering fifteen백 civilians by dropping bacteria in urban Chinese areas. It was beyond Yoshida's comprehension.

"I want to see the bacteria factory."

"You had better not go in there, Captain Yoshida."

"I know no one is allowed to enter except for squad members, but..."

"Let's go together. But once you're inside, don't say anything. Although there is no aerial infection, sometimes the bacteria get into the mouth."

Major Karasawa came out of the Captain's office and went into the manufacturing room. The manufacturing room was in the building where the special prison for maruta was located. But it was a separate building across from the special prison with a central garden covered by a lawn in between.

"You should take a bath and change into sterilized clothes, or else bacteria might get stained on your clothes," Major Karasawa explained as they went to a room with a bathtub.

"We mainly produce a lot of plague bacteria. The most powerful vector of plague is the flea. If we mass-produce fleas, contaminate them with bacteria, and scatter them across the enemy frontier, we can conjure up plague in a short period of time. His Excellency Ishii discovered an ideal cycle in which the plague bacterium is protected properly inside the protective membrane of a flea and also reproduces itself prolifically. Plague research is a field His Excellency Ishii has been engaged in with several assistants ever since he was a 3rd-grade medical officer. The discovery, in fact, was a sensation in medical circles. That's the achievement of His Excellency Ishii. He could be considered the most distinguished researcher on fleas and plague. A man who deserves the Nobel Prize for science."

Yoshida was a little bit scared to know Major Karasawa followed Lieutenant General Ishii so blindly. Yoshida could not understand the mentality of Major Karasawa, who admired somebody preoccupied with bacteriological warfare as a figure deserving the Nobel Prize for science. Karasawa, a doctor himself, talked that way.

The bacteria factory was located in a corridor called the 'basement' of the first floor of the 12th building of the HQ. Major Karasawa and Yoshida went to a room with a sterilization tub and a dressing room, took baths, and changed into sterilized white work uniforms, masks overlayered with 여덟 pieces of gauze, and white caps. Then they put on a rubber apron, rubber boots reaching up to their knees, special glasses, and a pair of rubber gloves. They then got into a bathtub filled with carbolic acid and passed through a bathtub filled up to their knees. The area below the knee became sterilized.

There was a cultivation room on the left side of the corridor, with a huge steam cooker and 네 culture mediums. The vegetable gelatins were melted in the steam cooker and then put into the cultivation medium and carried to the high-pressure cooker, which was located on the left side of the central corridor. The high-pressure cooker completely sterilized the melted vegetable gelatins at a temperature of 250 degrees. Squad members could be seen going to the hangar, pushing carts loaded with the special containers with the most superior vegetable gelatins or cultured bacteria down the middle of the corridor.

The vegetable gelatin and cultivation medium which had been sterilized were put into the cooling room, where they solidified. The cooling room was adjacent to the cultivation room. The hardened vegetable gelatin was placed in the germ-free room together with the cultivation medium, where people pasted the cultured bacteria onto the vegetable gelatin. The germ-free room was made of glass, so Major Karasawa and Captain Yoshida, without entering, looked in from the corridor. It was about 열 square yards and was designed to be entered after passing through the sterilization room. When one passed through the sterilization room, antiseptic solution was sprayed from all directions and the ceiling.

The bacteria were planted on cotton-tipped wooden sticks about twenty inches long and as thick as a pencil. Cotton was rolled and attached to the end of the cotton bar, and workers applied a generous amount of live bacteria to the end and pasted it on the vegetable gelatin medium. The squad members, like skilled workers, applied a lot of the bacteria to the proper area and did not have to repeat their work. In order to prevent contamination, they did not speak and instead used hands or body gestures to exchange thoughts.

When the bacteria had been planted, they were moved to the nearby cultivation room. The inside of the cultivation room was covered with copper plates. There were two lamps on the ceiling, but it was as dark as a darkroom. The temperature and darkness were controlled according to the bacteria under cultivation.

"You may talk here," Major Karasawa said as he took off his mask.

"Some bacteria propagate in 하루, some take 한 주, and there are many types. As the bacteria multiply, a clotty liquid is formed, and then the squad members enter and scrape it up into a container. The one over there is the special container, with a diameter of 네 inches and a height of 열네 inches. It looks like what is left after you have distilled sweet rice liquor, ha ha ha."

Major Karasawa laughed with pleasure.

"What kind of bacteria are manufactured here?"

"We make almost all kinds of germs. Cholera, dysentery, tetanus, tuberculosis, anthrax, plague, typhoid, even the itch."

"Aren't the squad members in danger?"

"Of course. They often get contaminated by live germs and die."

"You inject these live germs into the maruta and observe the response, don't you?"

"That's not my area. I only make them."

"The only time the germs can go outside is when the cultivated germs are on the way to the hangar, right?"

"That may be so. Even then it is difficult to take them out, since one risks contamination unless one carries them safely. Still, there are some occasions when the bacteria research team takes them out for use in a hypodermic."

"As for the bacteria research team, you mean the 열네 squads under the command of Major General Kiguchi?"

"Correct. Hence, the number of the members who may be responsible for the outflow of the germ reaches 수백 명."

"....."

It continued to rain. Yoshida sterilized his entire body as he came out of the germ factory, but it somehow occurred to him that live germs might be parasitizing his body. He was haunted by the thought that germs could have been put into the food while he was having lunch with First Lieutenant Morikawa at the restaurant for senior officials on the second floor of the grand assembly hall. His appetite failed him after he had witnessed the manufacturing of such vast amounts of live germs.

"Why don't you eat, Captain Yoshida?" asked First Lieutenant Morikawa.

Thick raindrops were pattering loudly outside the restaurant. The wide runway of the airfield was visible down on the other side.

"I don't have any appetite even though I didn't eat breakfast..."

"Captain, maybe..."

"What is it?"

"Nothing."

"Why did you stop talking?"

"I was afraid it might be rude."

"If it's a matter concerning me, it's okay. Please go ahead."

"Not you. It's about Captain Karasawa."

"I entered the bacteria factory with him today."

"The Yasudes' quarters were thoroughly ransacked at his order. We could not find a clue, since all the food had been swept into the drain and every corner of the house had been sterilized."

"I know."

"There is no way to know why the Yasude family collapsed. Perhaps Captain Karasawa intentionally eliminated all clues."

"What? Why would he?"

"Perhaps because he had been experimenting, sir, on the effect of live bacteria..."

"Damn you... We have maruta, don't we?"

"Maybe the maruta weren't enough. In other words, to see the response of an ordinary family."

"That's a concern of the bacteria research squad, not Karasawa. Lieutenant Morikawa, please don't say such ridiculous things."

"I see. It was just a thought."

"Morikawa, would you accompany me for coffee at the grill?"

"They serve coffee here too."

"I want to listen to the music."

"All right. You are very romantic, Captain Yoshida."

"Romantic? We should look for romance since this is the cleanest unit in Manchuria."

"Ha ha ha..."

First Lieutenant Morikawa, understanding Yoshida's joke, giggled. Holding up umbrellas, the two men went toward the BOQ. Despite their umbrellas, they got wet anyway.

"Maybe they ate buns filled with live bacteria. The damage could have occurred after they casually ate buns taken out from the headquarters for breakfast. Though this will be clarified after their stomachs are opened up for examination. There seem to have been no axes to grind against Yasude and his wife. He was well-liked by everybody as a good-natured man, and the boy corps members adored him. Some boy corps members even cried upon hearing the news of his contamination."

"What did you say just now? A bun?"

Captain Yoshida, who failed to listen due to the rain and wind, turned his ears toward Morikawa as he laid the umbrella aside.

"A bun. You wouldn't know, since you haven't been here long, but there was a boy corps member who narrowly escaped death from plague after eating a contaminated bun. It was an experimental bun he took off the shelf when he was visiting the plague research squad."

"Experimental bun?"

"Yes. The pest research team tricks the maruta into eating buns filled with germs. It is a well-known fact."

"How come such a fact is well-known?"

"I mean, of course, among us."

"Then you're saying that Yasude dropped in at the research squad, took the bun home, and ate it in the morning, aren't you?"

"Right."

"Check out whether Yasude had indeed entered the research squad the previous day. They will remember, since it hadn't been so long ago. But..."

"Why, Captain?"

"How on earth can they be careless enough to leave experimental buns filled with live germs within the reach of passersby?"

"Maybe they did so intentionally. Since the research team fellows care only about their research, they sometimes do not discriminate between a maruta and a family member of a member of the unit. I suppose you, too, have already signed the document, so you know that we will also be dissected if we die. Dissection, experiments—these are the only things that matter to them."

"....."

Wet from the rain, they reached the grill. Although they had umbrellas, they could not avoid the rain due to the strong wind blowing in from the plain. At the grill, three senior officials were chattering with each other, sitting tête-à-tête around a table, and there were three female army civilians near the window. The women stood up and saluted as they entered. They were Humiko, Yoshiko, and Domiko.

Yoshiko was the daughter of engineer Kasahara Eidoku, the leader of the virus research squad, and she was working as a nurse at the family clinic with Humiko. Domiko was the daughter of Ooda, the head of the general business division, and she was working at the accounting section of the general business division. The three were intimate friends.

Captain Yoshida and First Lieutenant Morikawa went to a table beside them and sat down. The female army civilian working at the grill, Haruko, approached, gave a beautiful smile, and bowed.

"Welcome, my dear Captain, some coffee?"

"Two, please."

"Oh, my, your clothes are wet."

"It's pouring..."

Beethoven's violin sonata 'Kreutzer' was being played in the grill.

"If they had eaten the bun by mistake, it appears to be the research team's responsibility."

"It happened before, but they didn't do anything."

"An organization that's all formalities and no substance should be overhauled."

"Everything is like that. That piano over there is a very expensive German piano. But it's only a decoration. I've never seen it being played."

"Maybe there's nobody to play it."

"Maybe we have no musicians."

"Isn't there anyone who can play the piano well among the female army civilians?"

"Though I've seen some act in a drama, or perform the Obong dance during the Obong festival, none of them seem to know about classical music."

"First Lieutenant Morikawa, please don't insult women."

The three female army civilians, who had been listening, looked back toward Captain Yoshida. It was Domiko who raised the protest.

"Don't you know how well Humiko can play the piano?"

"Please don't say that."

Humiko's face turned red.

"How about listening to her perform, if she indeed does play well?"

The women agreed with Lieutenant Morikawa. But a blushing Humiko refused. She refused continuously, but her two 친구 seized her by the arm and took her to the stage where the piano was. After asking Haruko to stop the record player, Humiko played.

Humiko played Beethoven's piano sonata 'Pathétique', and the senior officials turned their heads and stopped gossiping. Captain Yoshida was a big fan of classical music. Although he had majored in business administration, he had once studied music because he wanted to become a composer. Captain Yoshida, who knew quite a bit about music, was almost stunned by Humiko's piano playing. Although she was not an excellent pianist, the mere fact that she played difficult music from memory, without looking at the score, indicated a great passion for music.

Listening to Humiko's piano music, Yoshida was able to forget all the realities of the 731st Unit like bacteria, maruta, the bun, and the epidemics. The rainwater streamed down as it collided with the windows of the grill. Yoshida felt some comfort from watching the streaks of rain pouring outside, the warm touch of the coffee cup, the smell of coffee, and Humiko's piano music, her clumsy movement of hand and body, her blushing cheeks. The relief was brief, but he didn't bother to think about how long it might be sustained.
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(1)

"At first, I could not help but misunderstand you. How could I believe otherwise when Captain Ishii said he was going to marry you?"

"He is a very shameless fellow."

"What gave him such a thought?"

"He pretends he alone likes me. He has broken many hearts."

"Fortunately, you are not one of them."

"I don't want to think about him. He stubbornly makes passes at me, though I told him I don't like him."

"But he certainly likes you, doesn't he?"

"I don't like him. He gives me the creeps. It's a terrible shame that he is spreading a rumor to everybody about his marrying me."

"....."

"One day my brother called me and asked me to clarify a rumor about our imminent marriage. I told him it was news to me."

"Your brother ... You mean Colonel Nagayama Iemisu?"

"Yes."

Captain Yoshida Dakabumi and Nagayama Humiko were riding in a rented carriage along the banks of the Sungari. It was drizzling. The wind had weakened and the lightly blown drizzle cooled their faces. The small carriage, pulled by a gray horse, was designed for two passengers. An old coachman with a long flowing beard, wearing silk Chinese clothes, was driving up front. The cover of the carriage was so low that it almost touched their heads. The surrounding landscape could be seen from within, since the front and the sides offered clear views, with only the back covered by supports. The gravel on the slightly wet riverside road glittered, and there were puddles of water here and there. Though it was a holiday, few people were visible on the riverside. The rain was keeping pedestrians away, and there were only carriages passing by. Yoshida and Humiko's carriage sped along the fields after leaving the city still following the Sungari.

As for Yoshida, it was the first time he had seen Humiko in civilian clothes. She was wearing a kimono with white cherry blossoms printed on a yellow background, the belt fastened tightly on her slender waist. She seemed different from when she was in military uniform. Yoshida, for his part, wore a short-sleeved shirt with blue trousers. Waterdrops materialized like dew were dangling from his crewcut. Humiko, pulling a handkerchief from her handbag, wiped the moisture on Yoshida's head.

"At that time, I thought you were the mother."

"At that time?"

A smiling Humiko looked at Yoshida. Her big, bright eyes were shining clearly like a lake.

"I mean when we met first at Paekhwaryo on Killim Street a little while ago. Who were those children who were with you at that time?"

"Oh, I see. You are talking about Yokuosu and Kurosawa. The children are the son and daughter of engineer Uchiumi Iemoji."

"Isn't he the leader of the serum research squad? Grizzled, isn't he?"

"Yes, I was returning from Harbin Hospital with the two children at his request."

"There is a clinic inside the unit, so why did you go to the Harbin University hospital?"

"Maybe he doesn't trust the family clinic. Well, it's like that with all the children of the senior officials. They attend the private Japanese elementary school in Harbin although there is an elementary school inside the unit."

"How long has it been since you came to the unit?"

"Over a year. My older brother asked me to come and work here. My younger brother is also with us."

"Your brother? He is a boy corps member, then..."

"Yes. I don't even have time to meet him since he is training at the boy corps."

"I heard the training is tough."

"Yes. The instructors treat them too severely. By the way, Captain Yoshida, what became of the Yasude family's germ contamination incident?"

"Buns were found to be the culprits. Yasude dropped in at the pest and cholera research squad, put some buns in an envelope, and took them home. They steamed them and ate them in the morning, so all the family were contaminated. All four of them are suffering from high fever and their chances of making it look pretty bad."

"Oh, my, good heavens!"

"It's due to the mismanagement of the research squad, but..."

Yoshida had passed by in front of the Yasude residence. He happened to pass by coincidentally, even though the investigation had been terminated. Straw had been placed in front of the house and a signboard read "The whole family of this house has been contaminated by plague. This house is closed for the time being. Off-limits." Although the house had been thoroughly sterilized, people still feared contamination. No one dared to enter it. Occasionally, Manchurian boys or laborers went into empty homes to steal things, but they never showed up at the germ-contaminated residence with straw.

There was a mortuary between the accounting section and the planning section of the general business division, on the central corridor of the 2nd floor of the headquarters, where the general business division was located. Photographs of dead soldiers, army civilians, and family members were on exhibition there. The dead unit members were mostly persons contaminated by mistake in the process of manufacturing or handling the germs, and sometimes those who died from germ outflows like the Yasude family. Every month about three or four persons died and were moved to the mortuary. All the unit members offered their silent prayers whenever they passed by there.

"You said you'd like to compose a song, didn't you, Captain Yoshida?"

"Yes."

"Why don't you write some scores? I'll take care of the lyrics."

"Shall we? What kind of lyrics are you going to give me?"

"I want to write about the Sungari. I want to write a poem."

"Sounds good. Please give me your poem when it's completed. I will play the tune on the piano in the grill after writing the music."

"Why didn't you major in music rather than business administration?"

"It was my father's wish. My father wanted me to become a businessman. But he passed away one year after I entered college."

"Is your mother alive?"

"Yes, she lives in Kyoto."

Yoshida, taking off the medal hung on his neck, showed it to Humiko.

"It's a charm my mother gave me when I started my military life as a cadet, and when I came to Manchuria, she asked me never to take it off from my neck even for a moment."

"A charm? It reads sangp'yŏngt'ongbo. What's the meaning of that?"

"According to my mother, it's a life-protecting charm, but I came to learn recently that this is an ancient coin of Korea. In Korea, they made money at a place named Sangp'yŏng-ch'ŏng. I mean three hundred years ago."

"This is three hundred years old?"

"Yes."

Humiko fingered the coin with interest. As he thought about it, he recalled the bar-restaurant Sungjiang not far from where he was. And he remembered a Korean geisha called Kang Sook Hee.

"Shall we go to the Sungjiang and eat lunch there?"

"Sungjiang? You mean Matsue, the port in Japan?"

"Ha ha ha, how can we go to Japan to have lunch? Perhaps a Japanese from there opened that restaurant along the Sungari riverside."

Humiko looked up sideways in a charming way. Yoshida asked the horseman to take them to Sungjiang. The carriage, after turning at a wide intersection, began to gather speed again. A long bridge across the Sungari could be seen far beyond. Arch-like ropes were extended over the bridge. The drizzling rain, fluttering like a mist, moistened the bean patch beside the road. An ox was grazing on a ridge, and a sitting Manchurian boy wearing a traditional straw hat could be seen playing around with a stick. The bells tied on the neck of the carriage horse rang cheerfully. The old horseman hit the horse on its back with his whip. The horse ran with increasing speed. As it ran faster, the misty rain poured onto the face, the bosom. Humiko covered her face with her hands at first, but removed them as she liked the moist sensation of the drizzling rain. The drizzling rain formed dewdrops on her shapely nose. Yoshida, gazing at her profile, felt that she was as pretty as a daffodil with dewdrops dangling from it. As the wind blew, her hair streamed back, exposing a broad, fair forehead.

"Is there anything stuck on my face?"

"Yes, beauty."

"Oh, my, please don't tease me." Humiko tapped Yoshida's shoulder with her fist.

They were laughing as they embraced the misty rain and damp wind of the Sungari riverside. As they passed the bridge over the river, a railroad was visible a short distance in front of them, and a train was passing over the bridge. Black smoke was shooting up from the funnel of the train. The train, which was made up of both passenger cars and freight cars, was quite long. The carriage ascended a hill after passing a railway crossing. The restaurant Sungjiang was located on the rocky river bank a little further up.

Captain Yoshida and Humiko sat at an outdoor table by the river under a ceiling covered with blinds and vine leaves. The chairs were wet, but Humiko sat down after wiping them off with her handkerchief.

"Do you mind the open air?" Yoshida asked Humiko.

"Let's go inside after a while."

"Okay. Humiko, you've never been here before?"

"No, this is my first time on the banks of the Sungari. I didn't have the time to get away and move around. The family clinic is busier on Sunday."

"Today, you managed to escape."

"Right, consider yourself lucky."

"I'll bear that in mind."

A woman dressed in kimono came to them and cordially asked them to go into the dining room to avoid the rain. She wriggled her waist as she smiled, but she was not one of the women Yoshida had seen when he came here with the party including Captain Ishii and First Lieutenant Yamagake for his welcoming banquet. They went into the dining room. Two Chinese and two Russian women were dining in the living room. There were few customers, as the place was quite far from the city. Yoshida ordered sushi, but since Humiko wanted laver sushi (kimbap), he changed his mind and ordered likewise.

"Is the Korean woman Kang Sook Hee here?"

Yoshida remembered the Korean woman whom he met that night and looked for her. She was the woman who taught him that the medal on his neck was sangp'yŏngt'ongbo, a Korean coin.

"Maehwa ('Ume Blossom') comes to work at night."

So she was a woman who worked at night. Humiko asked who Sook Hee was. Yoshida elaborated. While they were dining, a granny selling pretty Chinese dolls came inside the living room and solicited them. The old peddler chattered with enthusiasm in Chinese, but Yoshida could not understand. The doll was a royal woman wearing a Chinese palace costume. Yoshida took out some money from his pocket as Humiko admired the doll, saying it was peculiar and pretty. She said it was fifty jian, but Yoshida gave her one yen in Manchurian currency. He let the old woman keep the change. Then the old woman said something, nodding several times. The Japanese woman wearing kimono translated for him.

"She wishes for you to have a son, dear guest."

"A son?" Yoshida said smiling.

"She thinks we are a married couple, doesn't she? Is it a fortune to have a son? Maybe this old woman does not have a son." A blushing Humiko turned her head toward the window. The area under her ears turned red.

"Please say thank you for me," Yoshida asked the Japanese woman, "And also that we will have as many sons as she wishes."

The Japanese woman conveyed Yoshida's words to the peddler. Yoshida beamed continuously and Humiko could not stop blushing until the old woman left.

When they came out of the restaurant and climbed into the rented carriage, the sky was almost cleared up and the gusty drizzle had disappeared. But thick fog-like clouds stayed low above the field along the riverside and flowed like water. The damp air shed a fragrant smell of the grass and trees. Along with the moisture, the smell of the horse dung heaped on one side of the field filled the air.

Yoshida and Humiko climbed aboard the carriage, which passed along the riverside headed for the city. There was a market place at the entrance of New Harbin. They got off at the market place and browsed over many items. Humiko stopped to see a moving doll in a stall. Seeing that Humiko liked dolls very much, Yoshida put his hand into his pocket again and took out some money.

"No, I just wanted to browse."

As Yoshida tried to give money to the stall owner, Humiko restrained his arms. The merchant was a young man wearing his hair back in braids like a Mongolian. Pulling out his hand to receive the money, he gave up sullenly. The doll was in the shape of a drummer playing a common drum and double-barreled drum, which moved when batteries were inserted. Humiko appeared very interested.

"How much?"

Yoshida asked, waving the 1 yen bill he was holding.

"Do you speak Japanese?"

"Hai, hai."

"Would you give me three for two yen?"

"Two yen and ten jian for three."

"Can't you make it two yen?"

"I don't need three. Since there are two kinds, I'll just take one of each. Two for a yen?" Humiko cut in to make a deal herself. The young man shook his head.

"Then, let's leave. There are other shops, you know."

As Humiko left, pulling Yoshida's arm away, the Manchurian young man called them from behind.

"Sensei, sensei, please take it."

"I'd better accompany you whenever I have to buy something in the future," Yoshida said.

Humiko, hugging the dolls, giggled and walked as if she were dancing. She was the very image of a simple, innocent girl. As they proceeded further, the market turned dirty and noisy. The ground was muddy from rain. So they came out of the market, stepped into the rented carriage standing by, and drove toward Killim Street. Killim Street was a thriving place filled with European buildings and a busy thoroughfare. The carriage stopped in front of a theater. On the street stalls in front of the theater there were many old men selling cigarette pipes. Humiko went in front of an old man and brought two cigarette pipes. She gave one to Yoshida.

"This is my present for you. I am going to give the other one to my brother."

"Thank you. I will smoke cigarettes with this pipe from now on."

"That will be good for your health. There is a toxin called nicotinamide in cigarettes that's bad for the lungs."

"Hai, hai, I will keep that in mind, madame."

"I hate that word. I am single. I want to remain single forever. The word madame gives me the creeps."

"What shall I do, if you remain single forever?"

"Why do I have to be responsible for you?"

"You should bear that responsibility."

"No."

"You should."

"No."

"Ha ha ha."

The two of them went up to the ticket counter of the theater as they laughed. A portrait of young Gary Cooper was on the signboard of the theater. They were showing an American movie about a love affair entitled "Love Is Forever."

It was a story about a hero from the North and a heroine from the South who fall in love in California, but are torn apart due to the objections of their families and friends. The movie was set against a background of bitter confrontation between the South and North. Humiko cried as she viewed the last scene, in which the sobbing heroine is leaving on a wagon.

After watching the movie, they went into a French restaurant in Killim street and had beef and champagne. Humiko looked into a mirror and worried about her red, glowing face. She fanned her face with her hand, but it didn't help. After dinner, they went into a tea house and stayed there, drinking fragrant tea, until Humiko's face cooled down.

Darkness approached fast as the clouds hovered low. When the street lamps were turned on, they came out of the tea house and walked along the street side by side. Yoshida thought that he could walk forever with Humiko. Humiko thought likewise. They entered the secret hideout of the 731st Unit, Paekhwaryo, took the bus which came every thirty minutes, and headed for the 731st Unit. The bus was full of dependents or army civilians returning to the unit after visiting Harbin on holiday. The army civilians wore civilian clothes, not military uniforms, on Sundays, as if to free themselves for a moment.

When they passed by the 1st guard house, a military policeman came into the bus, saluted, and searchingly glanced at the passengers. Although they had to wear their passes on their chests, the MP knew most of them by face. After the MP left the bus, it drove through a wide road between the airfield and the mud wall with the high-voltage fence where the headquarters was located. Although it was a Sunday night, the lights of the headquarters building were shining brilliantly. When the bus stopped in front of the grand assembly hall, everybody got out. Yoshida and Humiko walked side by side toward the shrine building in the west.

The BOQ where Yoshida lived was located in front of the shrine, and the official residence of the senior officials where Humiko and Colonel Nagayama, Humiko's brother, lived was located in the woods not too far from the shrine. The two said nothing after getting off the bus until they reached the grill. They stopped speaking as if they were conversing with their hearts rather than with their mouths. Although they exchanged no words, they felt as if they were sharing many words.

When they parted in front of the grill, Yoshida said as he raised a hand to wave goodbye, "Good night, I had a really good time today."

"Good night."

When Humiko tried to return Yoshida's farewell by bowing, her eyes widened in astonishment. Her eyes gazed beyond Yoshida. Yoshida looked back. Captain Ishii was standing behind him. He looked angrily at the couple. Ishii Nagade was wearing a military police uniform, with a sword at his side.

"How the hell can you two behave like that?" Captain Ishii spat out, meanly.

"What do you mean by 'how the hell'?" Yoshida retorted in a calm tone.

"Mr. Yoshida." Captain Ishii spoke in sharp tone. He called Yoshida 'Mister' when he got angry. "Mister, you think you are allowed to fool around with your friend's lover?"

"Don't kid yourself, Ishii. I am not your friend, and Humiko is not your woman, either."

"What did you say, you bastard?"

"Hold your tongue."

"You bastard. You wanna fight?"

Ishii's right hand grabbed his sword. Yoshida wavered but he did not step back.

"If you want to fight, I will fight you until one of us drops."

"No, please calm down, you two."

Humiko stepped in between the two men. Captain Ishii seized his sword, but didn't pull it out. As Yoshida didn't have a sword, he only kept glaring at Ishii.

"Good. I will control myself since you don't have a sword now. But settle this by setting the time and the date. I have to get rid of you."

"What the hell are you doing?"

Humiko shouted at Ishii, but he, ignoring Humiko's protest, kept speaking to Captain Yoshida.

"How about it? You don't have to accept my challenge if you're a coward. Let's fight with swords. If we can't settle this with them, let's use guns. One of us must die."

"All right. I won't avoid your challenge. Where shall we fight?"

"A week later, on Monday evening, let's meet at the Anda testing ground."

"Anda is 120km from here. Why do we have to go there?"

"One week later, there is some kind of practical training there. At that time, let's go together by plane. Are you ready? But if you kneel down before me within the week, I will cancel the duel."

"Don't even think about it. Why would I kneel down before a rogue like you? I'd rather commit suicide."

"Ha ha ha, you are truly a Japanese officer."

"Ah, please, where are your manners? Please don't do anything rash like that." Humiko gazed at the two officers with a desperate expression.

Captain Ishii's pride was wounded. The two men were locked in a situation they couldn't back off from.

"Humiko, I will show you that I am prepared to die for you," Captain Ishii said, looking at Humiko with glowering eyes. The flame smoldering in his eyes was not simply the flame of love. It might have been the flame of anger or the flame of lust. Captain Ishii turned and walked toward the headquarters building.

After watching Ishii's back vanishing into the darkness, Yoshida looked at Humiko.

Humiko, at a loss, trembled slightly. "Don't fight him. Ishii is a good fighter. There's no way of knowing what he's up to."

"I am not a coward."

"It takes more courage to avoid a meaningless fight."

"I already gave my word," said Yoshida. "Humiko, I am sorry. I had a very good time today but I seem to have ruined the end of your day."

"No, it's not your fault, is it? It's all because of that scoundrel Ishii. He is shameless. Hardheaded. I really don't understand how he can behave so outrageously toward you, as if I were really his lover."

"I am sorry. Well, let's go inside and take a rest."

"Really, please don't fight. Considering his temper, Ishii might try to kill you."

"A life-risking fight. Well, that might be quite interesting."

"Oh, my, what the hell are you talking about? Please be yourself. Please don't fight him. Promise me."

"I cannot keep two promises at the same time."

"No. You shouldn't fight. Ishii is well-known even among the scum of the underworld called Pzaden. No one can match him in swordfighting, and he is also the best shot in the unit. You will lose."

"How can one lose before fighting? I will leave everything to fate."

"No," Humiko cried.

Yoshida was at a loss as she began to sob. But he could not tell a lie to her to stop her from crying, nor could he bear Ishii's contempt. Humiko burst into tears as she thought of losing Yoshida.

Turning aside, she ran toward the senior officials' quarters. She entered with one hand covering her face, holding the paper envelopes containing the dolls bought in Harbin and her handbag in the other.

(2)

Captain Yoshida went into the BOQ, washed up, and changed into pajamas. He tried to read a book as he lay down in his bed. There was an anthology of Rilke among the books he had brought in a trunk when he came from Japan. This was a book his younger cousin, a girl attending high school, gave him as a present on his twenty-seventh birthday. He still had not read it.

But that night, he suddenly felt like reading "The Duino Elegies." Maybe it was because of Humiko, he thought. He had promised that he would compose the music if Humiko wrote the lyrics. But it was doubtful if he would have any time to do that. A week later, he faced a possibly fatal duel. He might die by Ishii's sword.

Judging from Humiko's desperate pleas, he was convinced of Captain Ishii's homicidal abilities. But Yoshida didn't feel like backing down for fear of death. He did not want to throw away his life recklessly because of his mother, who was living alone, but he didn't consider the duel with Ishii as simply reckless.

As he recalled Ishii's mean-looking face, the letters of the book disappeared. He got up from his bed, threw the book on the desk, pulled out the saber on the wall, and raised it up. Although he had some experience in fencing and had studied the art during his officer training, many years had passed since he had touched a saber. Although he always wore a saber at his side, he hardly ever used it. He held up the saber and took a combat position. But the room was too small for meaningful practice.

He put the sword back in its scabbard and hung it on the wall. Sitting by the window, he opened it. The cool and damp night air streamed into the room. The unpleasant smell assailed the nostrils with greater force whenever it was raining or humid. The bad smell pushed away and altered the peculiar fragrance emitted from grass, trees, soil, and mossy rocks when they were dampened by rain. Water did not gather in the pond on one side even though it was raining. There was no water in the pond since it was drained by sewers.

—Mother, it's just a superstition. I will keep it with me, but this is merely a piece of iron.

—No, my son. Your grandfather told me that many of our ancestors were able to protect their lives with this charm. You have to promise me, understand?

—Yes, mother, I will. I will never take this off. Whether this round piece of metal is effective or not, and even though I do not know the meaning of sangp'yŏngt'ongbo, I will keep this with me, since it's from you.

Yes, perhaps I might win the fight against Ishii because of this charm. Its effectiveness for my ancestors gives me grounds for hope. Absorbed in such extravagant thoughts, Yoshida smiled blankly. He put the pistol in its holster and lay down on the bed.

The face of Humiko occurred to him again. There is nothing more pleasant for a bachelor than the thoughts of a maiden's face. He recalled her big, round eyes and the dewdrops shining on her shapely nose. He had memories of her dancing with happiness after buying the moving dolls, but those changed into recollections of her sobbing figure in front of the BOQ, pleading with him not to fight Ishii.

Yoshida stood up abruptly and walked up and down restlessly. For all that, how on earth could he avoid the duel? That night, Yoshida could hardly sleep, falling asleep only far after midnight.

In his dream, he met Humiko. He walked with Humiko on a road surrounded by cosmos flowers. Then Captain Ishii came galloping atop a horse, snatched Humiko, and went off. Captain Ishii corralled her with one hand and vanished into the fog, riding the horse relentlessly. Yoshida, following behind, shouted for Humiko. He tried to run but his body could not move, since his feet were stuck to the ground. He was overwhelmed with despair.

He woke up shouting her name. It was early in the morning. Darkness had not faded yet, and it had been a foggy night. After looking out the window, he changed into sportswear and went out, holding a saber.

The dawn air was damp. As the fog swept through the entire compound, the headquarters building and the unit members' quarters were covered with hazy clouds. He practiced fencing in an open space between the pond and the power plant. It was a saber he had not held for a long time, but he sometimes displayed the outstanding swordsmanship of his school days. Soon he was soaked with sweat. He thought he would gain confidence if he continued to practice an hour or two every morning.

After practicing for around an hour, he found himself refreshed. It was dawn, but places only a short distance away were invisible, heavily covered with fog. The fog grew somewhat thicker than it had been before dawn and blanketed the nearby official residence. Sounds from the path through the woods where people jogged in the early morning were audible, but the people were invisible.

Yoshida went back to his place, took a shower, and changed into his military uniform. He went out early, ate breakfast in the dining hall for the commissioners, and entered the headquarters building. For the first time, he was the first to arrive at his office. A little bit after, Dayama Numamon, the female army civilian, came in, and First Lieutenant Morigawa showed up later on.

Yoshida called to First Lieutenant Morigawa. "Are you a good fencer?"

"Yes, I am confident that I am superior to everybody except Captain Ishii."

"You were under Ishii. How good is he?"

"He is probably the best in our unit."

"What exactly do you mean by 'best'?"

"Well, in autumn, we hold an athletic meet to promote friendship among the unit members. Fencing is one of the activities. Captain Ishii is always the champion. Next best is engineer Yoshimura, the Captain of the frostbite research team. Although he is young, he used to be the best at his medical school, Kyoto Imperial University."

"And after him?"

"Me. Why do you ask me about this so suddenly? You are also pretty good, aren't you?"

"No, I am not. I practiced it this morning for exercise. Will you have a match with me within a few days?"

"Now I am afraid of you. All right. But we'll use wooden swords, right? You are not about to cut my neck, are you?"

"Whatever it may be, wooden swords or real sabers, let's have a contest."

"Why so suddenly..."

"For exercise only, I mean."

They ended their conversation as the army civilians entered the office. The emergency telephone rang. Colonel Ooda, the head of the general business division, was summoning Yoshida. Yoshida, after looking at his outfit in mirror, went out of the room.

"Have you ever seen this?"

Colonel Ooda took many photographs from his desk and spread them before Yoshida. They were pictures of nude women. All the pictures were taken from strange positions. Yoshida's face turned red.

"Ever seen those before?"

"No."

"Didn't you know that such photographs are circulating inside the unit?"

"No. Now I do."

"Dozens of such photographs are circulating among unit members, from the senior officials down to the low-grade army civilians and even among the boy corps members who are fifteen or sixteen. Is this permissible?"

"No, it's not."

"That's right. Impermissible. Isn't it a matter of this unit's honor? Moreover, there seems to be a market for these photographs. Your squad is responsible for arresting the culprits."

"Understood."

"Do you know who those are?"

"Well."

Yoshida looked at the photographs again. The women in the pictures were stripped naked without a stitch of clothes, and their complexions looked fair and smooth. All were plump. All the pictures were taken after making them pose peculiarly. Included were buttocks between spread legs, enlarged pictures of private parts with legs raised up high, close-ups of breasts.

"I don't know them."

"They are female maruta. I could care less if the models of these photographs were prostitutes of Pzaden, Harbin, but these are female maruta, who are a unit secret. It's the fellows at the photo squad. I tried to find out the facts by calling out the photo Captain, but since he might be in on it, I called you. Of course, this type of work is usually done by the Military Police, but I can't trust them since they are morons. Investigate, and report to me within today."

"Hai, I will carry out your order."

"Take these pictures with you."

"Hai."

Yoshida took up all the nude pictures. As he was about to retire after saluting, Colonel Ooda pulled out a drawer and gave him several more pictures. He gave the impression that he was ordering that something be done about the nude pictures after getting tired of seeing them himself.

Captain Yoshida returned to his office and showed the pictures to the first lieutenant and the army civilians. They giggled as if they had already seen them.

"Did you already know about them?"

"Well, this isn't exactly a recent happening."

"From now on, don't let those pictures get round, root out the responsible organization, and report to me. I mean, who takes them, who sells them and the extent of their circulation. Confiscate them even from the senior officials by telling them that it's unit policy."

"Captain, what do I do if the engineers in charge say they need them for research?"

"What, for research?"

"Yes, engineer Yoshimura and engineer Uchiumi, who are womanizers, have many of them."

"Many?"

"Engineer Yoshimura is in charge of research on frostbite, so he might say he needs them for research on frostbite..."

"Is there frostbite of the cunt?"

They all laughed. The female army civilian Dayama Numamon, who was blushing in her seat, stood up and went out. As she went out, the army civilians laughed.

"This is no joke. Retire all of them from circulation. Those are the orders of the head of the general business division."

After giving these instructions, Yoshida went to the photo squad. The office of the photo squad was located on the right side of the floor below. The Captain wasn't in and some army civilians were arranging finished pictures or handling cameras. Most of them were army civilians. The Captain, Captain Miyoshi, was the only officer, but he had neither knowledge of nor interest in photography.

"Where has Captain Miyoshi gone?"

"He's out on business."

"You took the nude photographs and passed them around, didn't you?"

"What are you talking about, Captain Yoshida?"

The army civilians of the photo squad pretended ignorance. Yoshida, who figured talking with them would get him nowhere, went to the special prison. Having heard that Section 8 on the second floor of the maruta prison was for women only, he went out to the lawn of the central garden, passing the special squad on the way.

Commissioner Tanaka Nagamizu, the duty officer of the special squad, bowed to him with a smile.

"What's the matter, Captain Yoshida?"

"Please take me to the cell for female maruta."

"Is anything wrong?"

"Nude photographs are being circulated. Where in the world do they take such grotesque pictures?"

"If you go to Section 8, you'll find a treatment room near the bathroom. The members of the photo squad take pictures there. They say they have to take pictures to collect data."

"What kind of data can nude photos provide?"

"Ha ha ha..."

Captain Yoshida passed by the lawn of the central garden, entered Section 8, and went up the stairs. As Yoshida and Tanaka ascended the stairs, two senior officials wearing white gowns were descending. Though not captains, they were engineers, and they were holding cards. They were exchanging opinions about blood. Yoshida and Tanaka, raising hands to salute, stepped aside. The taller engineer answered the salute, and the other one was too busy looking at the cards to notice them. A member of the special squad was walking up and down restlessly on the corridor of Section 8.

"This is the special prison for female maruta. What do you want to see?"

"How many are there in all?"

"The number varies. Right now, there are twenty."

Yoshida looked in through a window in the middle of the iron door of room 12, which was located beside the treatment room. It was a solitary cell containing a sleek Chinese woman who was wearing a blue prisoner's uniform. She was sitting on the floor making something with a piece of paper.

"Who is she?"

"That's not important. She is a teacher, and she was arrested for political offenses. She is making shoes by rolling paper. We gave her the paper at her request."

As Yoshida looked in through the small window, she raised her head and gazed at Yoshida. Her face was pale, as if she rarely saw daylight. She was plump, indicating she had been well-fed. But she looked healthy rather than obese. 'No. 755' was written on the chest area of her prisoner's uniform. She was nothing but No. 755. No name, just No. 755. That's all she was. When his eyes met hers, Yoshida was stunned, as if struck by electricity. There was not the least bit of anxiety in her eyes. Her silence indicated that she had given up all hope and was awaiting her destiny. As she was very beautiful, Captain Yoshida was even more deeply touched.

"She seems to have been a favorite of the photo squad. Right, Mr. Tanaka?"

"Right, she's very obedient."

"Is she aware that she will die from experimentation on her body?"

"Yes, she seems to know. Initially they don't know, but maruta who've been around know. In particular, maruta who understand Japanese are quick to find out. That's because they understand the conversation of the engineers who work here."

Yoshida looked into the adjacent cell No. 11. It also was a small solitary cell of about two square yards. A tall Russian woman was inside. There were many spots and boils on her exposed arms and face. Sitting with a somewhat tormented expression, she crouched and stared at the door upon hearing the sound of footsteps. Her eyes were crimson. Reflecting the light, they seemed to glow redly. Her number was 211.

"What kind of experiment is giving No. 211 those boils and spots on her face and skin?"

A beaming Tanaka shrugged his shoulders at Yoshida's question. "We checked her responses after we injected syphilis and gonorrhoea germs into her, but they were so poisonous that something went wrong with her skin."

When he thought about it, the woman scratched her groin frequently when she crouched for a short while. There was even a smell in the room. Regretting his visit, Yoshida was about to leave Section 8. At that moment, the three girls brought from the streets of Pzaden, Harbin, some time ago, crossed his mind. He looked into cell No. 10 next door out of curiosity about their treatment.

Cell No. 10 was also an isolation cell. In it was an Oriental woman looking about twenty-five or twenty-six. She stood up from her seat and approached Yoshida, after seeing him looking in through the iron gate. Her stomach was swollen. At one glance, he could tell she was pregnant. A large 'No. 713' was visible on her chest. Although her face was reasonably plump, part of her hair had fallen out, and her eyes were dim and unfocused. Her lips were quivering frequently. As she approached the iron gate, moving her lips to try to say something, Yoshida, averting his eyes, took a step back.

"No. 713 is a Korean woman. I do not know the precise details, but she came in here pregnant two months ago. Now the experiment underway is... according to the conversation of the engineers, they seem to be doing research on why the fetus is deformed when a pregnant woman takes drugs. They've decided to let her give birth..."

"Then did they force her to take drugs?"

"Yes. And they take X-rays of the fetus frequently."

"My goodness..."

Yoshida felt a spell of dizziness. Tanaka, who was apparently proud that he knew everything, looked very amused as he explained the details. As Yoshida moved toward cell No. 9, No. 713 of cell No. 10 spoke, setting her lips on the window of the iron gate.

"Sensei, sensei, sensei (sir, sir, sir)."

Female maruta No. 713 tried hard to call Yoshida, her words trembling like those of a drug addict. Yoshida looked back at her. Stepping back from the window, she pointed to her stomach.

"Nippu, nippu (pregnant woman)."

Pointing to her stomach, she was saying that she was pregnant. Whether or not she knew Japanese well, she could not speak properly due to the effect of the drugs. She mumbled, trying hard to say something. "Motomeru, motomeru ('save')."

It meant 'to save', but he could not tell whether it meant to save her or to save the child. She was pointing to her swollen stomach. Yoshida turned back as it was painful to see her any longer. Then No. 713 cried out, "Sengaku, sengaku." It meant 'pioneer.' She had called Yoshida a pioneer. Whether she was mispronouncing sensei, or was confused due to the drugs, he could not tell.

To escape her eyes, Yoshida walked quickly to cell No. 9. No. 713 seemed to hold on to the iron gate of her cell. When he looked into cell No. 9, he saw six female maruta in a relatively large cell. There were numbers on their chests. Some women were lying down, and others were constantly scratching themselves as they leaned against the wall. Their behaviors were all different. But Yoshida didn't feel like asking Tanaka about them. Some of the women inside the cell glared at Yoshida, who was looking in through the iron gate. Their stares were a mixture of hatred, resignation, and terror, producing an overall inscrutability. All seemed to have been drugged and looked pale, and two of them were groaning.

"Most of the female maruta are subjects of experiments on syphilis."

An animated Tanaka chattered even though Yoshida hadn't asked anything.

"A most interesting experiment is to make them actually have sex and examine the process of infection. For example, we let a female maruta with syphilis have intercourse with a healthy uninfected male maruta. Most male maruta became infected, but some did not, possibly due to a strong immune system. So we tested some male maruta and made them have sex with female maruta with syphilis. In most cases, we directly inject the germs, but we also want to study the infection route. We experiment whether one can be infected by a kiss, by blood squeezed from wounds and rubbed on the pubic area, or by making a woman suck the wounds. The data examined through such various means are needed to prevent the soldiers on the front from being infected by whores or enemy women."

Yoshida turned back and tried to leave. But Tanaka, seizing him by the sleeve, said with a satisfied smile. "There is a female maruta with a baby, you want to take a look?"

Guided by Tanaka, Yoshida looked into cell No. 6. There, a baby, looking to be one or two months old, was at its mother's breast.

"The woman is a college student from Shanghai. Isn't she young and pretty? She gave birth here. She was already pregnant when she got here. She didn't get pregnant here, since she arrived about five months ago. Whenever a baby is born or a woman gets pregnant, there is gossip that we made them pregnant, but that's absolutely untrue. Of course, there was a special squad member who assaulted a female maruta who was taking a bath. The guy was transferred to the insect breeding squad. Well, it wouldn't have mattered if he had been more discreet, but since everybody knew we had to take some measures. The special squad member was an illiterate agricultural laborer. He became that way since he had had no women since he came here. He is fortunate that his attempt failed or else he might have contracted syphilis. Stupidly enough, he assaulted the subject of a syphilis experiment. She's no longer here, having been dissected, but she was very pretty. I also wanted to embrace her sometimes when I saw her. According to an assistant who was present at her dissection, her thing was located very high up. Have you ever seen a woman with it high up like that?"

The baby in the cell was sleeping. The young female maruta wore number 910 and there was also a number on the baby's clothes, but it could not be seen clearly. The one-month-old baby was also a numbered maruta. He could not tell whether the baby was a girl or a boy, but Yoshida did not ask Tanaka. If he asked, Tanaka would chatter endlessly. The woman with the baby looked at Yoshida, her eyes full of tears. Yoshida, who stared at her tearful eyes, then turned away, his heart deeply shaken.

"That mother maruta is being given a special drug. The ongoing experiment is on the process of the transfer of the drug to the baby while it's nursed. Consequently, the baby was bound to die from the drug, but the woman pleaded with engineers every time she encountered them to spare the baby, saying that she will die after obeying all their other wishes. Hence some of them argued for a speedy termination of the experiment to avoid her constant pleas. Troublesome maruta are usually put to rest early. She is really irritating. She begs and grasps me every time I see her."

"Mr. Tanaka, there were three girls who arrived here sometime ago. Where are they?"

"Ah, yes, those girls? They were all terminated in experiments a few days ago."

"Terminated in experiments?"

"Yes, I said terminated. They stayed several days in this very cell, and were dissected by the pathology research team. Well, from what I could gather, they needed the bowels of young women. They made an attempt to transplant the bowels, but they failed. Staying here, one listens to the doctors' conversations and gets a feel of the results."

Yoshida, descending the corridor of Section 8, recalled the figure of the young girl sitting beside him, who trembled with fear when they had brought her from Pzaden. What was all this talk about needing young bowels? He shuddered at the thought of the young, frightened eyes trembling in dread. And a small hand, which pushed away Captain Ishii's when he touched her lap, also crossed his mind.

Captain Yoshida went outside, crossed over to the mess hall in the assembly hall outside the headquarters building, ordered a bottle of wine, and drank it. Yoshida caught people's attention since there were neither officers nor army civilians who drank wine in the morning. But since all those around him were his subordinates, no one dared to speak to him. Yoshida made up his mind never to go into the special prison for maruta. That was all he could think of. He promised himself never to visit that hideous place again.

(3)

Captain Yoshida sat alone till about lunchtime, drinking wine at the mess hall. He got drunk, as he had been drinking for quite a while. A woman working in the mess hall asked why he was so down. At first she walked in front of Yoshida several times to study his face without asking, but then she asked, gathering up her courage when she saw that he was drunk. Without answering her, Yoshida ordered some more wine. The mess hall service worker was young and was not an official employee but a common laborer, and was not wearing a military uniform. Neither was she an army civilian.

But whether she was an army civilian or not was irrelevant. As lunchtime approached, the army civilians came in to have meals. Most people had lunch in their quarters, but the army civilians with working wives, who were unable to prepare lunch, came to the mess hall. Yoshida didn't go to the dining hall upstairs, which was for the exclusive use of the regular and senior officials, so they couldn't see him. There were only his subordinates in the mess hall. Therefore, he continued drinking during the lunchtime, and nobody made any noise about it.

"You are here, Captain Yoshida."

A familiar voice was heard from behind. When Yoshida turned back, he saw First Lieutenant Morigawa, his immediate subordinate, standing. Looking at the drunk Yoshida, he wore an expression of embarrassment and clicked his tongue.

"Captain, how come you're so drunk? We've been looking for you everywhere."

"Who, you?"

"No, sir. The commander is looking for you."

Yoshida pulled himself together in a flash at those words. His eyes widened as he gathered himself. "Why is he looking for me?"

"I am not sure but he ordered you to stop by."

"Is he at his office?"

"No, he is at the riding grounds now."

"I see."

Yoshida got up from his seat. He paid his check. With a worried look, First Lieutenant Morigawa said,

"It will be trouble if you see him now. The smell of alcohol is all over you, my dear Captain. Why don't you go somewhere else, take a rest, and go to him after you sober up."

"Alcohol wouldn't smell so strong outdoors. You said he is at the riding grounds, didn't you?"

Yoshida left the mess hall after rearranging his clothes. As he was leaving, he tripped over a chair. Morigawa came running and helped him up.

"It's impossible for you to meet him like this, Captain."

"Never mind. I am quite all right."

In fact, Yoshida was quite drunk. It was far more than 1km from the grand assembly hall where the mess hall was located to the riding ground. One had to pass by the playground and the Eastern Elementary School, and also walk for a while along the walls which shielded the education headquarters building, education practice center, and its drill ground. A little bit further to the right was the official residence for unit members. Yoshida did not zigzag, but he still walked out of step.

Yoshida asked Morigawa, who was following right behind him, "Did you retrieve many nude photographs?"

"Yes, I tried to retrieve as many as possible, but the high commissioners were out of my reach. Rather, it is they who have the most."

"Who's responsible?"

"Well, it's obvious. The guys at the photo squad. Although they pretend innocence, who else could possibly take pictures of the maruta?"

"Maruta, maruta. Look, First Lieutenant Morigawa. What do you think of the maruta?"

"What? Maruta? I participated in maruta transportation when I worked with the Military Police earlier. I did my job very well."

First Lieutenant Morigawa, who failed to see the question in its proper context, answered boastfully.

"What I am asking is your feelings about them."

"Oh, I see," First Lieutenant answered with a smile as if he finally grasped the meaning of Yoshida's question. "Maruta are fellows who are sentenced to death for anti-Japanese activities and destined to die anyway. The Harbin Military Police headquarter and the Military Special Service supply them in abundance."

"You, too, view them as logs."

"Well, why should I view them any other way?"

"I see. It seems as if I'm the only one among the twenty-six hundred or so unit members who find them extraordinary."

"What are you talking about, sir..."

"Let's drop the subject."

As they entered the riding grounds, many officers were standing on one side, and the commander, Lieutenant General Ishii, was riding a horse. He cleared the hurdles very well. The field grade officers (there was even a general among the party) applauded him. As he was applauded, Lieutenant General Ishii smiled proudly and his face seemed to say "You haven't seen anything yet!"

The adjutant, Captain Eshima Minaru, who saw Yoshida enter the riding grounds, went to the commander and reported his arrival. Ishii motioned him with his hand, murmuring something. Captain Eshima came to Yoshida and conveyed the words of the commander. "Captain Yoshida, His Excellency asks you to follow him on a horse."

"I see."

"By the way, what is this smell?" Captain Eshima's nose twitched. "The smell of alcohol..."

When Eshima looked at First Lieutenant Morigawa standing behind, the latter grinned. Eshima gazed at Yoshida dumbfounded. Ignoring it, Yoshida turned back and got on a horse. Lieutenant General Ishii ascended a steep bank. Yoshida galloped there.

"Captain Yoshida Dakabumi, reporting to His Excellency, the commander."

As he approached, Yoshida saluted on horseback. Lieutenant General Ishii returned the salute by raising his horsewhip, and said with curling lips, "Where have you been all this time?"

"....."

"Captain Yoshida, do you know that our 731st Unit is at the forefront of a holy war to create a utopia in which the five races (Korean, Chinese, Mongolian, Manchurian, Japanese) of Manchuria live in harmony, establishing a perfect nation in the process?"

What was Lieutenant General Ishii up to, using such gigantic clichés as openers? More than anything else, Yoshida was fearful.

"You understood?"

"Hai."

"I went to Shinking last Saturday. There was a meeting of all commanders of the Kwantung Army, including the army chief of staff of the Kwantung Army. According to the commanders, a new intelligence officer was dispatched to each unit from the army Joint Chiefs of Staff of the Department of the Army."

"....."

"What does it mean? Did they send control agents, since they could not trust the reports submitted to the Department of the Army? Do you also report about me directly?"

"I don't know what you are talking about. They simply ordered me to come here. I didn't receive any other directions from the Department of the Army."

"Well, I believe you. You mean to tell me that you weren't the one who reported that I had bilked some of the public funds for the recent construction of the education corps building at the main office of the boy corps?"

"Your Excellency, you keep asking me incomprehensible questions. I have no knowledge whatsoever about that."

Lieutenant General Ishii narrowed his eyes and glowered at Yoshida. About five hundred thousand yen had been allocated for the construction of the recently completed education corps building, but the construction actually cost only two hundred and fifty thousand yen. Someone reported the discrepancy to the Department of the Army, where it was widely talked about and a friend of Ishii there notified Ishii. Yoshida was ignorant of the situation.

"You're saying it wasn't you?"

"No."

"Should I believe that?"

"Yes, trust me, Your Excellency."

"All right. Eh, well, I order you to take part in the operation to seal Pzaden, which starts at midnight two일 from today."

"Pzaden is to be sealed?" a shaken Yoshida asked.

"The Kwantung Army Headquarters made the decision last Saturday. The name of the operation is No. 659. Its secret code is 'OBONG MASK DANCE'. The operation is to be carried out by three organizations. The Military Police headquarters in Harbin, the operation squad of the Military Special Service, and our 731st unit. Our participants are the Military Police, the typhoid squad of the germ research division, the germ production squad, the epidemic control squad, and the counterespionage squad. You understand?"

"Hai."

"By the way, what is this smell of booze?"

Lieutenant General Ishii sniffed. Yoshida's heart throbbed. Tightening the reins, he looked at the mouth of the horse.

"Why do you look at the horse's mouth when I tell you something smells like booze? Do you think the horse has been drinking?"

"No, sir."

"The booze smell isn't coming from the horse's mouth but from yours."

"....."

Yoshida, pulling in the reins, moved back a little.

"Not only the smell, but your face is also red and aglow, Captain Yoshida."

"Hai."

"One should drink at night. In a warm tatami room while fondling the buttocks of a wench. How can you do your job if you drink in broad daylight?"

"It won't happen again, Your Excellency."

"I can submit a disciplinary dismissal, or hand you over to a court martial for the mere fact that you were drunk on duty."

"....."

"But I'll forgive you since you are an able officer, sent by the Department of the Army for special purposes."

"Hai, thank you. Captain Yoshida Dakabumi, withdrawing after reporting to the commander."

Saluting, Yoshida turned his horse. A cold sweat ran down his back. The damp ground, blanketed by morning fog and rain, began to dry up as the sunlight started to pour down. Dismounting, Captain Yoshida left the riding ground.

First Lieutenant Morigawa, who had been watching with anxiety, was relieved to see Captain Yoshida returning from the Commander without any trouble. "Are you okay, Captain?" he asked.

"Never mind. His Excellency said, 'A man should drink in a warm tatami room while fondling a wench's buttocks'."

"Ha ha ha, I didn't know that. I just learned something new."

"I will go home and sleep for a while."

"Good idea."

"If something comes up, come to my home and wake me up."

"Understood."

"And the photographs?"

"What?"

"The nude pictures of maruta. Confiscate them indiscriminately, even those belonging to senior officials."

"We searched, opening the desk drawers of regular officials... but the drawers of senior officials?"

"Tell them it's unit policy. Don't open the drawers rudely. Ask permission kindly. If they say they don't have any, then tell them you have to inspect their drawers for confirmation purposes."

"Okay, I understand. By the way, Captain..."

"What is it?"

"Now you are going to sleep alone at your home, aren't you?"

"I said I would."

"Then, may I give you the best picture among those confiscated? She is a Chinese maruta, a teacher. They took pictures from her back as they threw her down on her knees. It was so wide open..."

"Listen!" Captain Yoshida cried out suddenly.

Some army civilians who were passing by glanced at him sideways. An enlisted man who was passing just in front of him was scared out of his wits while saluting. "First Lieutenant Morigawa, are we fooling around?"

"I am sorry, Captain, it was just a joke. Since you seemed lonely."

"I am asking you a favor. I have to take a rest because I am quite drunk."

"Please do so."

"Does my face look red?"

"Yes, you should go home."

"Look, is my face red?"

"Yes, it looks reddish but..."

"I see. I can't work looking like this. I must get some sleep."

"Yes, please do so."

"I must sleep."

"Yes."

"I will sleep for a while."

Yoshida talked at random, heavily intoxicated. Departing the headquarters, Morigawa was doubtful whether Yoshida could make it to his place. So, standing close by, he watched Yoshida walking. He walked pretty well. And he never failed to return the salutes given by subordinate army civilians and soldiers who passed him. First Lieutenant Morigawa, standing, gazed until Yoshida's back vanished.

Captain Yoshida entered the BOQ, took off his clothes, and took a shower. As the water in the bathtub was too cold, he turned on the warm water and mixed the two. Then he turned on the cold water since the water turned too hot. As he was adjusting the temperature of the water, he felt nausea. He vomited on the floor. After he had vomited several times, he felt better, but he did not completely regain his sobriety. He took his shower, wrapped his body with a towel, and went to bed. He lay on his stomach on the bed and fell asleep immediately.

It was night when he woke up. He had slept over ten hours. When he took a look at his watch, it was thirty minutes past three. The shower water had not been turned off. He heard the sound of water from the bathtub. He had not turned off the water after taking his shower. His head had cleared up, since he had had a good sleep.

But as he tried to recall whether or not he had made a blunder while he was drunk, nothing came to his mind. He remembered meeting the Commander riding a horse, but could not recollect what they had talked about. He only remembered the moment he departed from First Lieutenant Morigawa in front of the headquarters. But he could not remember anything special, and had no memory of walking around either.

He put on his clothes, opened the window, and looked out. The moon was shining brightly in the night sky, which was blanketed by clouds. The sky was studded with stars. A meteor was flashing through the stars. Although the moon was invisible, covered by the trees, the moonlight was reflected on the fields, boughs, or rocks along the pond, which were shining bright. The leaves sparkled under the moonlight.

Yoshida, who was unable to sleep any longer, went out wearing sportswear. As he looked around after reaching the pond, the scenery under the moonlight was beautiful. The light was shining brilliantly at the windows of the headquarters buildings. The night insects were gathering around the sentry lamps. The shadows of the trees were more vivid under the light of the round moon than under the light of the sentry lamp. But a breath of wind blew in, tossed Yoshida's hair, and carried a disgusting smell. Smoke was coiling up from a chimney of the crematorium and a boiler chimney at the coal heaps, as if they were competing with each other. Cremation was conducted mainly at night. Therefore, the bad smell was stronger at night.
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