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Chamorro Terms of Address

The purpose of this glossary is to familiarize you with terms of address in the Chamorro culture. Chamorros are descendants of indigenous Pacific Islanders in the Marianas who inter-married with Spanish sailors. Their language is a mixture of Chamorro and Spanish. Since the United States acquired Guam as a result of the Spanish-American War in 1898, Guamanians—Chamorros included—speak English. Still, their terms of address are Chamorro.

nana (nan-a)—mother

nana bihu (nan-a bi-who)—grandmother

tata (ta-ta)—father

tatan bihu (ta-tan bi-who)—grandfather

tan (tan)—aunt

tihu (tee-who)—uncle



PROLOGUE 

GUAM


WORLD WAR II, JULY 21, 1944

Planes swarmed over Guam in droves. For a moment Lance Corporal Isamu Seto thought he was home in Japan. He was washing his face in the Talofofo River when he heard buzzing sounds. He looked up into the overcast sky and thought locusts were coming to destroy crops in his village of Saori. He blinked and shook his head. Aiee, angry locusts turn into bombers. Amerikans must be attacking.

Seto threw his field hat on and snatched up his rifle. No time to worry about filling his canteen or fetching his knapsack. Besides, if things did not go well in battle, Seto knew what his superiors required of him. To die honorably, and go the way of the cherry blossoms. He looked at the bayonet on the end of his rifle and swallowed hard against what felt like a peach pit stuck in his throat. He had pledged to die in battle for Emperor Hiro Hito. But could he commit hara-kiri like a true samurai?

Pain throbbed in his head. He did not want to think of such things. He must join his comrades and go to the mountains to ward off the enemy. Seto jogged upstream to find the soldiers, who were drinking sake, squabbling over a can of salmon, and eating three-day-old rice. He ignored the rumbling of his stomach. No time to break his fast—he kept his eyes on the bombers overhead.

Ka-boom, ka-boom! Shells dropped in the distance. Fire exploded upward from the earth. Seto ducked as if the bombers aimed directly at him. The soldiers scattered. Seto felt responsible for his comrades since they were young and of lesser rank. He ran, calling for his men. Private Yoshi Nakamura leapt up from the above-ground roots of an evil spirit tree. Private Michi Hayato crawled out from behind a rock. They joined Seto, climbed the cliff, and ran toward the mountain.

Once together, they hung back at the base of the mountain. They crouched behind scraggly brush and waited. Planes continued to swarm and drop bombs. Ka-boom, ka-boom! Shells exploded—closer, closer. Smoke and the smell of sulfur filled the air. Rifle loaded, eyes fixed high above the ridge, Seto trembled. He waited for the Amerikans.

The sun seared through the sky, hazy from bombs exploding. It sounded like thunder as tanks rumbled over the mountain crest. Closer, closer tanks roared. US Marines advanced. Plumes of dust, shellfire, and rifle blasts clouded the air. When it cleared, Seto saw in the distance fellow Japanese soldiers lay dead. Those who did not die by enemy gunfire spilled their guts onto the ground with their bayonets. Some Japanese soldiers unpinned grenades under their helmets, and bloody, headless bodies remained.

Seto retched. His gun was no match for tanks and marines. Their numbers were too great. And his fellow soldiers too quick to die. He spit out the bile taste in his mouth. Tanks rolled over the crest and down the mountain toward Seto and his men. They ran.

Down the mountain, over the cliff, under the waterfall, into the river, through the mosquito-infested jungle, they ran.

Too many Amerikans storming the island. Too many Japanese dead, pounded through Seto’s head as sweat streamed out from under his helmet.

Once in the jungle the soldiers stopped to catch their breaths. Seto listened. Gunfire and bombs burst in the distance. The men looked to Seto for a decision.

He wiped his mouth. “We wait.”

That steamy, bloody day in 1944 when Americans stormed the island of Guam, the moment had come. Seto’s moment of decision. Should he charge back over the mountain and face the US Marines with his rifle and bayonet? Or should he be done with it? He would disembowel himself like a true samurai.

If he did neither, Seto knew he would shame his family name, bring shame to the emperor and Japan. His head throbbed at this moment of decision. Bile rose in his throat.

Privates Nakamura and Hayato asked again, “What do we do? The Amerikans are near!”

Seto listened to the rat-a-tat-tat of guns. He smelled gunpowder and the smoke of cannon shells exploding.

He trembled inside. Seto decided one thing and one thing only. “I vow never to surrender.”



CHAPTER 1 

CRAZY TATAN


GUAM, JANUARY 3, 1972

Before my grandfather, Tatan Bihu San Nicolas, lost his mind, he called me “Little Turtle.” Ancient Chamorros believed our island was borne on the back of a turtle that settled down in the Mariana Trench. I wanted to believe that “Little Turtle” was my grandfather’s way of saying I was steady, strong like the turtle. He would say the turtle that birthed Guam spit me out onto the beach. Then, in his tough-guy way, Tatan would say, “You no taste good,” and laugh his fool head off.

Come to think of it, maybe Tatan was crazy before old age robbed his memory.

I’ve wished I was a turtle for real since my older brother, Samuel Christopher Chargalauf, went off to fight in Vietnam. I wish I could swim from our island of Guam across the Pacific Ocean to Southeast Asia and bring my brother back.

Sammy being gone is killing my mother. Nana’s brown almond eyes are red-rimmed from crying herself to sleep every night. I know, I hear her through the bedroom wall, sobbing as if she has hiccups that won’t stop. My father stands around looking like he’s in pain most the time. Like someone has a knife twisted in his gut and he’s too stunned to pull it out. Seeing my family falling apart is making me feel as lost as Sammy and as crazy as Tatan.

But, looking back, if I had to pick a day when my world unraveled, I’m not sure it would be when Sammy left for war, or when Tatan lost his mind.

No, as horrible as those days were—what I thought of as the worst days of my life—it got worse. It got so bad I didn’t even know myself. Didn’t know how mean and evil and rotten to the core I could be. How crazy I could get. Crazy enough to want to kill a man.

It all started like any other day at my family’s tourist shop, Sammy’s Quonset Hut, which is named after my brother. It isn’t really a Quonset building, rather a regular storefront a block from Tumon beach, which is like Waikiki on Oahu where all the tourists stay. My parents were sad and mopey about Sammy being overseas. I admit, I was p.o.ed, too. Christmas break was nearly over. I’d told my buddy, Tomas Tanaka, I would meet him at the beach. But instead I was ramming a dull box cutter back and forth into cardboard. Before my father left with a deposit for the bank, he’d told me I couldn’t go to the beach until the shelves were stocked.

“If I had the Swiss Army knife Tata gave Sammy, I could open these boxes as easy as slicing mangoes with a machete.” I was sorry I said it the minute it came out of my mouth. It was a good thing my father wasn’t back from the bank yet or else he would have chewed me out for saying such a thing.

Nana looked up from cleaning a display case. Hurt shone all over her moon-shaped face. “Your tata knew what he was doing. Sammy needs that knife more than you do.”

Shoving plastic-wrapped seashells on a shelf, I cracked open the top of a wooden crate from the Philippines and choked back coughs. I don’t know what that straw-like packing stuff’s made of, but the smell always makes me cough and my nose run. I pulled it off and reached into the crate.

Nana let out a pitiful laugh as if she was trying too hard to cheer me up. “Pretty pathetic when we import these.” It wasn’t working. Like I said, I was p.o.ed.

I held up a coconut decorated like a goofy shrunken native head and grunted. “You talking about coconuts or empty heads?” I chucked my chin toward Tatan, hunched over the counter doing nothing. He used to be tall and thick like an Ifil tree. But it was as if overnight his trunk buckled and branches bent under an invisible weight. My grandfather’s weathered walnut face rarely smiled anymore, his mood always sour.

I shook the coconut. “We would’ve had this shipment unpacked weeks ago if it weren’t for him.”

“Hold your tongue.” Nana shook her finger at me. “At fifteen you know everyt’ing? You don’t. I won’t have you disrespect your tatan bihu.”

Ding, ding, ding. The bell over the door signaled for us to stop, like at the end of a round in boxing. No fighting in front of customers; that was the rule. Put on a plastic smile faker than the plastic Kewpie dolls in hula skirts. Those were made in Taiwan. As if all islands in the Pacific are Hawaiian.

Two Japanese girls came in. Probably college students on winter break. The girls shuffled up and down the aisles, pawing over souvenirs.

I had better things to do than watch them. I needed to leave before I opened my mouth again about Tatan not helping. I couldn’t stand to see Nana all doe-eyed and hurt. Couldn’t stand when Tatan yelled at her like a five-year-old. Couldn’t stand it worse when I added my two cents and then everyone was mad at me.

Best I stock the shelves fast, then I could go body surfing with Tomas. Maybe Daphne would be there, and I could work up the nerve to ask her to go swimming with me. That’d take my mind off everything. Maybe even go reef-walking farther down-coast to catch octopus and sea cucumbers for dinner. Hmm, my stomach growled just thinking about it. If I had that knife, I wouldn’t have to wait for dinner. I could slice up the sea cucumbers and eat them raw.

Two cases to unload and I’d be on the beach. I was setting up thimbles and silver spoons with Guam’s US territorial seal on the end of the handles when one of the Japanese teens asked, “Where is Sammy?” She giggled. They always do, girls, they giggle behind their hands as if they just made a private joke.

“What?” Tatan said from behind the counter.

From where I was crouched I saw the girl in a sky blue bathing suit digging out money from her change purse to pay for a sarong. The other Japanese girl in a black one-piece suit and a straw hat pointed to the sign over the counter, SAMMY’S QUONSET HUT. Personally, I always thought KIKO’S QUONSET HUT had a nicer ring to it. Sammy wasn’t interested in running the store one day anyway.

“Where’s Sammy?” She giggled again. Any other day and the giggling wouldn’t have gotten on my nerves. Daphne and her girlfriends giggled all the time and it never bothered me. But maybe that’s because I know how smart Daphne is, especially in science class. That’s why it doesn’t bug me when she giggles; Daphne’s not a bubble-head. I must have been extra touchy. Or, maybe that’s just an excuse for how lousy I felt about everything and everyone.

Nana stepped up to the counter and set down a bucket of vinegar water and crumpled newspapers that she’d been cleaning glass cases with. “Sammy’s my son.” Nana smiled, but so slight the dimple in her left cheek barely showed. “He’s…” She took a breath, straightened her shoulders, and lifted her chin. “Sammy is a navigator for the US Air Force stationed in Vietnam.”

Everyone knew that meant Sammy was flying missions over enemy territory on a daily basis. At least, I knew it. All I ever heard about was how proud my parents were of my big brother. Nana lived for the day when Sammy’s four-year hitch would be up. He could get out of the military and come home for good. Maybe then there would be no more talk of war, or the fear of death hanging like a storm cloud over our family.

I knocked down the coconut heads like bowling pins. Shoot, I’d have to do double the work to set them up again.

The girl who asked about Sammy blushed and bowed her head toward Nana.

Nana didn’t return the bow. She didn’t so much as nod. She just stood as tall as her short body would stretch. But her smile widened and her dimple creased deep as a crater in her round cheek. Nana moved out from behind the counter and toward the back stock room. She smelled like vinegar when she passed me.

The girl in the blue swimsuit held out money for the tie-dyed sarong. Tatan rang up the purchase.

Did he have to look up every price? And look how long it took Tatan. Maybe I should’ve been running the register and he should’ve been stocking shelves.

The cash register drawer finally popped open. The girl handed Tatan the money. He looked at it, slid it through his fingers into the drawer, and shut the register. She shifted from one foot to the other. She cleared her throat. “Change, please?”

Tatan glared at her. He opened the drawer and fumbled through the bills and change. He slammed a handful of money back into the drawer, spilled coins onto the floor, and roared, “Damn yen, can’t tell one from another!”

I dropped a box of ceramic bells and bumped into two crystal clocks. One shattered on the concrete floor. I couldn’t do anything right. All I could think about was how fast could I get out of there.

Nana scurried toward the counter and apologized to the Japanese girls, while bowing her head and shoulders repeatedly. “I am so sorry. Dozo. My apologies. Dozo.” She gave the girl change. As soon as they left she gripped Tatan’s shoulder. “Go to the Chamorro Café and buy us lunch.” She took a ten-dollar bill out of the register and handed it to Tatan. “Please.” Her doe eyes pleaded with him.

I busied myself sweeping up the broken glass. I better let Nana handle Tatan. After all, he was her father, and she’d always been his favorite. Tatan shoved the money in his pants pocket and stormed out of the shop.

After he left, I couldn’t hold back. “Those weren’t even yen, just regular American money.”

“Doesn’t matter. I told you Tatan has lytico-bodig. I explained how the dementia would make him act—how he’d start doing strange t’ings. Can’t you be patient with him?”

I stared at Nana. Me be patient with him? He was the one exploding like a volcano.

“Go to the storeroom and finish opening those shipments from the Philippines. When you’re done, you can dust, too.”

“It’s not fair. Tatan throws a fit and I get punished. I’ll never get out of here.”

Nana sighed, as if too tired to say more. She picked up the vinegar bucket and crumpled papers and began cleaning the glass cases again.

I went to the storeroom and opened crates filled with straw mats, beach bags, and T-shirts. After a while I got hungry, and bored. Where was Tatan with the food? Maybe he forgot his way back. I swooped a feather duster in airplane motions until someone opened the screen door. I whipped around, expecting to see Tatan holding a Styrofoam container with our lunch. The sun blazed behind the person and blocked out his features. Still, I could tell it wasn’t Tatan because the man had a shorter, leaner figure, like Sammy’s. It was like seeing a ghost, which really spooked me, thinking Sammy had just stepped through the back screen door. But then Tomas’s voice said, “Hey, Kiko, you free to go to the beach?”

I tossed the duster on a shelf. Once outside I could see the guy was my best bud, Tomas, whose Japanese body is small and wiry like Sammy’s. “How come you not working today?” I asked.

“Vacation’s almost over, bro. Didn’t t’ink I’d be working the ranch when I could be here with you checking out the chicks in bikinis,” Tomas said. “Besides, I slopped our sows earlier. When you weren’t around to play baseball I knew you were working and needed rescued.”

“Rescued is right.” I’d slopped our pig in the morn and then worked all day at the shop. “I’m wheezing from this dust. Let’s go catch some rays, waves, and babes. If I stick around until Tatan comes back, my folks will have me babysitting him next.”

We took off to Tumon beach. Tomas thrust his chin in the direction of two white women in string bikinis sunbathing on straw mats. “Whoa.” He flicked his wrist, making his hand shake as if playing a tambourine. “Lookie at those!”

The white women didn’t interest me. I had a crush on Daphne DeLeon, a Chamorrita from school. But I hadn’t told anyone yet, not even Tomas, and especially not Daphne.

“Better not look too hard,” I said. “Probably military wives. And when those Uncle Sams catch you, they going to punch your nose until your eyes can’t see no more.” That wouldn’t take much either, since Tomas’s Japanese eyes disappear when he squints against the glare of the sun.

“Oh, but it’ll be worth it.” Tomas panted like a dog. “Tell me again what Tatan says about bikinis.”

I rolled my eyes. Tatan said it so many times it was annoying.

“Come on. Once more.” Tomas laughed.

“Kay-o. Kay-o. Tatan says…” I lowered my voice to imitate Tatan’s baritone voice, “Why call bikini? Bikini an atoll in Micronesia.”

Tomas joined me in making exploding bomb noises—Kaboom! Kaboom! We wouldn’t have dared make these sounds in front of Tatan. He saw nothing funny about the US military testing hydrogen bombs, or any other explosives, on Bikini Atoll.

When Tomas quit laughing, I imitated Tatan again. “Those swimsuits disgraceful. Look more like four hankies tied together. For shame. Put clothes on those girls before the priest sees them.”

Tomas laughed as if this were the first time he’d heard it. He laughed all the way to the shaved ice truck to buy us blue and cherry swirled cones.

I laughed too. Laughed so hard I ran to take a whiz in the ocean.

As I peed I dug my toes into the crushed coral on the bottom of the bay and looked beyond the reef where I snorkeled. I breathed in the salt air and watched fishermen cast their seine nets. I wished Sammy was there and we could go fishing for manahac again. That’d be the life. Sammy and me fishing for rabbit fish instead of him flying over Vietnam and me stuck stocking shelves.

While I was thinking about the last time Sammy and I went fishing, someone knocked me on my butt. I was pushing myself up out of the warm water when the man surfaced and screamed, “Yee-ooww!” Blood oozed out from under the Japanese man’s hands where he held his thigh.

I rolled over and tried to ignore coral stabbing my knees. The guy was bleeding bad. Not good. Fresh blood draws sharks.

“I’ll banzai you!” my tatan yelled from the beach.

I squinted against the sun, trying to see him. Rainbows of water droplets bounced off a machete blade Tatan was holding. He sliced it back and forth as he waded into the ocean. “Banzai! Banzai! Take that, you Jap!”

Sheesh. He’s really gone loco this time.

I started wading toward the injured man, straining to see if he was badly hurt. Tomas got to him first, took off his shirt and handed it to the man to tie on his leg. Tomas gave me a thumbs-up, then formed his hands like a megaphone and hollered, “Get Tatan.”

I was in waist-deep water so I couldn’t run. “Tatan! Tatan!” I called.

He ignored me and plunged farther into the ocean after the Japanese man. “Aye, you Nip!” my tatan bihu shouted, slicing air and water with his machete. Tomas swam out farther, trying to get out of Tatan’s way. I didn’t blame him.

“Aiee, policeman! Policeman!” the Japanese man shouted in English as he tried to get around Tatan. “He crazy! Old man crazy!”

Officer Perez, who patrolled the beach, dropped his bicycle on the sidewalk and raced toward Tatan.

The Japanese man was finally able to get closer to shore. But Tatan kept blocking his way. It was lucky for him that Tatan is an old man, ’cause he was slogging in slow motion even in the shallow water.

I splashed toward him. “Tatan! Tatan, it’s me, Kiko! Come with me before you get hurt.”

The policeman waded into the water. When Officer Perez reached Tatan, he came up from behind my grandfather and drew his night stick.

“Don’t hurt my tatan!”

“Looks like he’s not the one getting hurt,” Officer Perez said.

The Japanese man held his thigh and looked trapped. Tatan lunged toward him. The man ran backward into the water, turned and half crawled, half dog-paddled out toward the reef where Tomas was bobbing up and down.

I bet the man would have swam back to Japan if he could have.

“Mister San Nicolas, sir. Put the machete down, easy like.” The officer bent his stocky body until his seat skimmed water, showing with his hands how he wanted the machete dropped.

Officer Perez stood in front of my grandfather and held out both arms. “Easy. Easy,” he said, as if warning Tatan a poisonous crown-of-thorns starfish lurked near his feet. One misstep meant certain death.

“Don’t hurt him,” I pleaded. “He’s got lytico-bodig. He’s not dangerous. Just confused, that’s all.”

I inched closer to my grandfather. “Come on, Tatan. It’s me, Kiko. Let’s go. Let’s get out of here.”

Tatan’s eyes darted from Officer Perez to me, then gazed toward the outer reef for the Japanese man floundering in the surf. Water lapped calmly around Tatan’s legs and half-submerged machete. He stood dazed, but with a crazed look in his brown eyes.

“Come on, Tatan.” I reached for his hand not holding the machete. A glint of fear and confusion flashed in his eyes. I’d never seen Tatan like that before.

Officer Perez reached for the machete’s wooden handle.

Tatan tightened his grip and jutted his jaw. His eyes turned fiery. “No!” Tatan jerked his machete chest-high. “He violated Roselina. He raped my Rosie.”

What? I froze. My mother?

Officer Perez pulled his gun out of his hip holster. “Put the machete down and step back, Mister San Nicolas.”

“No!” I stepped between Tatan and Officer Perez. “Tatan,” I begged. “Give me the machete. We’ll go see Nana. You’ll see, not’ing bad happened to her. Just give me the machete and it’ll be all right.”

Tatan blinked, confusion clouded his eyes again. I held out my hand for the machete. “I’ll carry it, Tatan. It’s a long way to Sammy’s.”

Tatan’s chest deflated as his anger left him. He hung his head and handed me the machete.

“Can you keep him at your store while I get this other man to the hospital?” Officer Perez asked. “I’ll be back to talk to your parents as soon as possible.”

I nodded, took Tatan’s hand, and walked him back to our tourist shop, as if leading a lost boy home. But my heart raced, worried about Nana. Was it true what Tatan said? Was my mother raped?



CHAPTER 2 

NO SURRENDER SOLDIER


JANUARY 3, 1972

“If I was samurai, I would commit hara-kiri.” The naked Japanese soldier fingered the hand grenade pin. He sighed, then put the grenade back on a bamboo shelf beside his only other grenade.

“Alas, I am not samurai. For if I am samurai I would not be talking to a rat.”

The rat twitched its whiskers between steel cage bars as if it understood.

“I am not samurai. I am Isamu Seto, lance corporal of the Japanese Imperial Army. I am not even a good soldier. I have shamed the emperor. I did not die the way the cherry blossoms go. I was afraid. Afraid! Do you understand, Rat? Do you understand fear?”

Seto shook the tiny cage. The rat recoiled.

“Yes, hide. For tonight you die with honor, Rat. Tonight you die as my dinner to keep these old bones alive another day. These bones of Isamu Seto, who is not samurai, not soldier, but a frightened old tailor hiding in an underground cave.”

Seto laughed a stiff laugh, as rusty as his unusable World War II rifle. His laughter sounded muffled in the hollow one-yard-tall by ten-feet-long tunnel. Seto had dug it with a cannon shell eight feet beneath a bamboo patch in Guam’s jungle.

It had been twenty-eight years since he hid on Guam. For fifteen years Seto lived underground. The last eight years had been long, lonely years of solitude since Privates Nakamura and Hayato died in their cave nearby.

His laughter turned sour. I liked it better when I lived above ground in my bamboo hut, he thought. Why did the natives have to build houses closer to the river?

He sighed, then pounded his fist on the dirt ceiling and cursed the rat. “I hate living underground like a rat! Fear drove me here!”

Seto had feared he would be sent back to Japan, and could not face having shamed his emperor and family. Worse, he feared what the Amerikans would do to him if he had surrendered.

He knew Japan had lost the war. About one year after he hid, according to his calculation of the moon and constellations, fliers dropped like bombs from airplanes informing Seto and comrades the war had ended.

At first he did not believe his beloved country could suffer defeat. Even though the leaflets showed Japan’s divine emperor meeting with General MacArthur, he thought, it is a trick.

Over and over he read the words:


The war is over. The Japanese Army has surrendered unconditionally and a meeting has taken place between the Supreme Commander, General MacArthur, and the Emperor of Japan. This is no deception and no trap. Japanese military personnel should assemble without anxiety or concern at the Reception Centre at Agana, on the west coast of Guam, where arrangements will be made to facilitate their early return to Japan.



Deception and trap, indeed, Seto had thought at the time. Ha! Japan could not lose with its kamikaze—divine wind—Buddha’s blessings, and the divine emperor himself ordering the war.

Time dragged on. Shellfire ceased. Bullet sniping silenced. Seto became disheartened; Japan must have lost the war.

Still, he did not turn himself in. He was afraid.

His commanding officer had warned troops repeatedly that the enemy would execute all prisoners of war.

His father had warned Seto, “’Tis better to not come home at all and die a hero than to come home in shame.”

Thinking about it twenty-eight years later, Seto felt renewed shame for having hid on Omiya Jima, the emperor’s name for Guam. He felt shame for not having gone honorably by way of the cherry blossoms.

“Har. Har,” Seto laughed. “A tailor! Here I sit with not a stitch on. Har! Har! Oh, but, Rat…” Seto wiggled the tip of his finger through bars to prod Rat. Rat lunged to bite his finger. Seto withdrew it in time.

“I wove cloth from pago bark that would have made Mama-san proud. I learned well as a child watching Mama-san, a weaver. I learned well from Papa-san, a fine tailor. Did you see my clothes I wove and sewed, Rat? Did you see my clothes I wore when I fetched you after sundown?”

Seto only wore his clothes when he sneaked up through the bamboo hatch after dark. No sense wearing out my fine hand-woven clothes.

Seto proudly showed Rat his suit of beaten hibiscus bark, as if Mister Rat were a potential customer in Seto’s tailor shop. He had long gotten over how rough the burlap-like fiber rubbed against his skin.

“See? My two pairs of trousers have belt loops and button-down fly. Notice how I have sewn adjustable hooks and buttons on pant legs so I may run swiftly through the jungle. Not that I run much these days, mind you. Yet do you see outside pockets on my shirts? Are not these button holes works of art? And, aiee, real plastic buttons I carved from a flashlight! I’m afraid you only saw me in everyday shorts and shirt when I came to fetch you. If you like, I could dress for dinner, just this once. You like?”

Rat gnawed at steel slats.

Seto sank back on his haunches and folded his clothes neatly. Noticing a rip in the sleeve of his everyday shirt, he removed a brass needle from its bamboo case. He stripped a strand of rope thicker than his hair. By the light of a coconut oil lamp, he threaded a pago strand into the eye of a needle and mended his torn sleeve.

Life had become routine. When Seto first hid in the jungle, he scavenged Japanese and Amerikan mess kits, bullets, tin cans, scissors, spoons, a tea kettle—anything metal he could take from dead soldiers, and later an Amerikan dump site, to make tools.

After settling, he sewed by day, foraged for food in the evening, and slept at night.

The only thing that changed was what he scrounged for dinner. Some nights it was fish, sometimes shrimp or crab. On less successful hunting trips, Seto brought home frogs and snails.

Once he snared a deer. He gutted it with his butcher knife, then stuffed venison up his chimney in a bamboo basket to smoke slowly so it would last a good while. The chimney sat at the opposite end of Seto’s cave from the hatch in which he emerged above ground. The chimney allowed him to cook.
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