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At 6:16 a.m. on December 8, 1941, sirens howled at the Pearl Harbor base.

But his howling was mixed with the explosions.

The base had turned into hell. 

The Japanese planes, which until that moment had flown at an altitude of 10,000 meters, plunged into the bay and in a few seconds appeared on the radar screens like an avalanche, at the same time that they began to discharge their entrails of lead and explosives.

Pearl Harbor is a story belonging to the World War II collection, a series of war novels developed in World War II

PEARL HARBOR

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER I


[image: image]


An impressive, continued scream escaped from all throats. The fists of those who were closest struck with hatred at that tiny man, with brown, yellowish skin, who with his arms crossed over his face tried to defend himself.

The fists danced in the air a macabre dance. Those further away roared and pushed, wanting to get closer, tightening the human belt around the Japanese.

No one knew where it had come from.

He had appeared almost suddenly from the crowd and it was as if he had signed his death warrant.

"Assassins !! A voice yelled.

"There!!

At first the Japanese, an elderly man, wearing myopic glasses, stuck to the wall, looking for useless protection. He tried to articulate a few words of defense, but was unsuccessful.

At the first punch his glasses flew through the air, shattered. Then it was like a collective madness, as if that crowd were hungry for blood and revenge.

The Police could not intervene. And surely if he had been able to do so, he would have crossed his arms.

The Japanese was ripped from the wall. The kicks and fists fell on him like an even heavier rain and the blows intensified.

An "uper-cut" made him lift his face. He was covered in blood, almost unrecognizable as a human figure.

One more punch fell on that face. One of the eyes turned into a mass of gray pus. For a second that horrible vision contained those who were closest, but not those who continued pushing and screaming with the desire to get closer to the Japanese and deliver a blow that would sink him definitively.

The Japanese shrugged again. The push made him roll on the ground.

That was his death.

They trampled him into a shapeless mass. The clothes were gone and only a heap of meat, broken bones and blood remained.

But that didn't seem to satisfy the crowd.

Two men restrained the body of the Japanese with their belts, one for each foot, and dragging the lifeless body, they crossed the city until they reached the gate of the White House. There they hung the corpse and the crowd remained silent for a few seconds, waiting for the president of the nation, Roosevelt, to appear through any of those windows.

Then they began with a continued, lugubrious cry.

"Vengeance" revenge ... revenge ... revenge ... !!

It was the voice of a people crying out for their children killed in a treacherous attack.

Vengeance was desired by the entire nation. And the fury was in all hearts. As proof of this, the body of the Japanese was hanged on the fence that surrounded the house of the man who led the nation.

Charles Pencer shot three more photos. By a rare chance he had found himself well placed from the first moment and had not hesitated to spend an entire film photographing the lynching of the Japanese.

When he finished, he expected nothing more;

He went to the "Tribune News", a newspaper for which he took publicity photos.

"Are you Clever? He asked upon arrival.

"Yes; in the engine room.

"Devils...! As soon?

“Today we do five extraordinary editions.

"Best. That way I'll get to the last four on time.

Pencer went down to the cellars, where the monstrous rotary was installed. In one of the attached offices he found Clever, who was sitting at his desk, reading the evidence. Next to him was a proofreader.

“We will launch this first edition at twelve. The second will leave at two in the morning and will go directly to the Central station, to leave with the West express. At four o'clock we will launch the third, to the South. And at six o'clock the fourth, which will stay in the city and an hour later we will do the one in the morning. At seven I want the city to be full of "Tribune", understood?

The proofreader nodded.

"Aren't you missing something interesting? Pencer asked, chipping in.

Clever had not yet noticed the presence of the advertising photographer. Hearing him speak, she took off her glasses and looked at him.

"Ah! I did not see you. what do you mean?

"Nothing. I was just asking you if you need something interesting, exclusively.

"Yeah right. For example, photographs of the sinking of the “Lengley”.

"Impossible at the moment. Are you not interested in something that happened closer?

"For example?

The two men gazed at each other. Clever was an old cat in the business and he knew that when a photographer spoke like that it meant that he had something interesting on the machine.

“For example, the photograph of a man lynched this afternoon in the city.

"Bufff ...! What do you want? What can we buy you by weight of gold the graphic story of a violent death? Today people want another topic: war. We are in war.

“I offer a photo that is a symbol: a Japanese lynched and hung from the bars of the White House.

"What? Repeat it and calmly.

Clever went to the window of the small office. From there he could see perfectly the operation of the entire workshop.

Charles Pencer realized that the offer was interesting. With few words he explained what he had seen and the photographs he had in the machine, about to develop.

"How long will it take you to deliver the negatives to me?

"Less than an hour.

"Very well. What are you waiting to start work?

"Nothing.

Pencer ran out of the office and headed for the newspaper's photo lab. As he walked through the engine room, he heard Clever's voice trump the noise:

“Enough already !! The first edition must be terminated ...! We have half an hour of rest.

The press stopped rolling. The last copies were removed and all was silent. waiting for the arrival of the photogravures.

Half an hour later, everything started up again. But now the "Tribune News" appeared with a chilling front page, clearly showing the twisted body of the Japanese who had paid with his life for the wrath of the enraged crowd.
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At one in the morning he left the "Tribune."

In the pocket of his jacket he carried one of the copies fresh from the machines. It still smelled of fresh, fresh ink.

Charles Pencer went through several streets.

Everything appeared deserted. The city center was empty. Some cinematographs were closed and many theaters presented their bright dimmed lights.

A soft mist covered Washington. The lights of the traffic lights were blurred and the illuminated advertisements of the big brands of tobacco or popular drinks appeared as patches of light suspended from the top of the buildings.

Sometimes the light from a bar broke the monotony of the streets. As he passed, Pencer glanced inside. He always saw the same show: A waiter leaning on the counter, chatting with three or four men. And on all faces the concern for the war.

He realized that despite what happened, it was something expected for months, the news had affected the entire nation.

It represented that many thousands of young men would be thrown on foreign continents, on unknown countries, ready to fulfill the mission entrusted and to sell their lives dearly.

He himself, he thought, would be called to occupy the place that the war had reserved for him.

However, for him the war had started with a good entrance: two sensational photos on the front page of the "Tribune News" and a report on the lynching he had witnessed that afternoon.

Clever had congratulated him profusely.

“I didn't know you wrote this way. Has the idea ever occurred to you that you can earn a living writing? “I had asked him after reading what he had written on the paper.

"No never.

"Well, I'm telling you. If I can be believed in something, it is in qualifying whether or not a man has the spirit of a journalist. It is something that I smell from afar, from miles and you have the sense, the sixth sense, that is necessary to have to get the news where it exists.

Those words of praise sounded in Pencer's ears.

He thought the first thing he would do, before going to bed, would be go up to Lizzie's study and tell her. Besides, he would tell Philiphe and Gerard. He was sure he would find them there, arguing.

The four of them lived in the same building, an old, rickety five-story house that stood in the Slow Martons, Washington's artists' quarter.

Writers, painters and photographers mixed in that neighborhood where they led an independent life completely different from the methodical and bureaucratic life of the city, typical of a nation's capital.

The Slow Martons lived differently. They remembered Paris, they tried to imitate the artistic life of French Montmartre and they worked hard. Perhaps this was the most notable difference.

Lizzie, Philiphe and Gerard were all three painters. And the three militated in opposite tendencies, which instead of separating them united them to argue and fight constantly.

Lizzie had known the whole world. From a very young age he had embarked on adventure and the pleasure of traveling and his notebooks showed the trail he followed in his life.

Lizzie was the most international of the three. African countries had no secrets for her. Not the Italian slums, not the banks of the Thames, not the Mexican highlands. She was restless and intelligent. His pace was fast and his stays in one place were short. A month of permanence in a certain point was enough for him to know well his surroundings.

He had plucked memories from everywhere. And of her stay in Paris, she had taken the best of memories: Philiphe Orpen, a young architect who had hung up on his career for brushes.

They met in Paris, in a student restaurant and they did not separate anymore.

Lizzie, a short time later, felt the need to return to that city, which happened every two or three years, and she decided to convince Philiphe that it was convenient to return to the homeland.

Philiphe, who was already tired of Paris, was easily swayed and soon after they arrived in Washington.

In September 1939, when the news reached them that Germany had invaded Poland, they understood that for the moment it would be impossible to return to old Europe and they stayed in the United States.

It was then that Philiphe Orpen found Pencer. The two had studied together at the University of
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