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

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

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

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

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

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

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

May we never forget their courage.
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Part One



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

Chiang Kai-shek, 1932

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

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

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

It was a poetic sort of curse — one I didn’t understand until much later.

I was seventeen when I left our village for Chengdu, carrying only a bundle of steamed rice, my father's worn prayer beads, and a thin sheaf of poems I had written about rivers and willows and women I had never met. My mother cried quietly at the gate. My father gripped my shoulders once, hard, then walked away.

It was 1933. The country was bleeding in a dozen places—warlords carving provinces like meat, bandits rising like weeds in the hills, and the Japanese already gnawing at our northeastern bones. But I went to study, not to fight. The academy took me because I could read Confucius without stumbling, and because I could shoot straight with a hunting bow. The Nationalist instructors smiled grimly when they tested me, muttering, “Not bad for a peasant.”

Within a year, I wore a second lieutenant’s uniform and practiced drills until my legs bled through my boots. I learned tactics, rifle maintenance, radio operation, how to command a platoon of thirty boys who would one day die for a line drawn on a map.

But I was still a son of the earth.

Each night I would polish my boots with oil my mother once used on her lanterns. I would kneel by my bunk, whispering prayers I barely believed, not to gods but to my ancestors. I didn’t yet know what it meant to kill, or what it would mean to lose.

We trained by candlelight. Rations were thin. Discipline was severe. But there was pride in our eyes. We were the children of a reborn republic — a promise etched in blood, unity, and slogans.

“Fight the Japanese! Defend China’s dignity!”
“To die for the nation is eternal glory!”

Those were the banners that hung above the muddy parade ground. We chanted them until our throats were hoarse.

I did not yet know that glory would stink of rot.

I met Zhang Qiming during a winter training exercise in the snow-blasted hills of western Hubei. He was broad-shouldered, blunt-faced, and cursed like a merchant. He smoked bamboo pipes even when ordered not to, and he once threatened to bite the ear off a drill instructor who beat a recruit for sleeping. Naturally, we became friends.

“You’re too poetic, Chen,” he used to say. “You think war is a painting. I’ll show you—it’s pig shit and screams.”

I laughed at him. I shouldn’t have.

We graduated in early 1937, newly minted officers, full of fire and not a drop of blood yet spilled. Qiming was sent north to a garrison outside Beiping. I was posted to the 29th Army, then redeployed to the Marco Polo Bridge area in July.

By then, we were standing at the edge of the storm, and none of us knew how quickly the sky would break open.
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