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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
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