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Prologue

In the autumn of 1888, my father, Prince Shichirō Shibayama, nephew of Emperor Mutsuhito, was sent to Etajima. This was a small island in Hiroshima Bay and the location of the newly constructed Imperial Naval Academy. Known to the Imperial Court for his yachtsmanship, Prince Shibayama was destined to be a member of that esteemed institution’s first graduating class.

As Japan had no navy nor naval tradition to call upon, the Emperor asked his new ally, Great Britain, to provide Etajima with both curriculum and instructors. Imperial Japan’s first class of midshipmen would be trained in naval warfare by officers of Her Majesty Queen Victoria’s Royal Navy. During the course of their maritime indoctrination, my father and his classmates, as well as those who’d follow, became ardent and forever admirers of the English.

With our nation transitioning into a military power in its own right, this cadre of Royal Navy-trained Japanese naval officers would both create and strengthen the bonds between the British Empire and that of Imperial Japan. Indeed, my father claimed that, save for the Asian faces and Japanese language, most Imperial Japanese Navy ships were indistinguishable in seamanship from those of the Royal Navy. This collaborative relationship would soon benefit both parties.

Using ships built in British shipyards and crewed by sailors trained by the Royal Navy, Japan would challenge Russia for the hegemony of the Korean Peninsula and Manchuria. This was done with the moral support of our strong European ally. Having endured Russian meddling in Northern India and even a Russian threat to invade Australia, the British were glad to see Imperial Japan putting the Czar on notice.

The conflict would begin in the late winter of 1904 with a successful, if unprovoked, attack on the Russian naval facility at Port Arthur. The Czar’s Far East Fleet was both surprised and overmatched. They never stood a chance. Having suffered an utter defeat at the hands of a non-white military force, and egged on by his cousin, Germany’s Kaiser Wilhelm, the embarrassed Czar Nicholas unwisely dispatched his mighty Baltic Fleet to the Pacific for the purpose of teaching these Japanese upstarts a lesson.

Ah, but it was the Emperor’s Imperial Navy that was conducting the class. The Russian relief armada was ambushed and subsequently destroyed at the Battle of Tsushima Straits. Thereafter the Czar was forced to sue for peace. I was only 10 years old when the Russo-Japanese War was concluded but have never forgotten the national celebration that ensued.

Born on 15th July 1895 at Hachi Castle, our clan’s ancestral estate, just a few kilometers from Tokyo’s Imperial Palace, I was the only son of the Duke and Duchess of Onawara. Along with my parents and younger sister, Yuki, and thanks largely to my father’s formative education, our family could only be described as Anglophiles. We idealized all things British.

In keeping with this practice, my parents hired a proper English woman to be the governess for their children. Mrs. Jane Cavanaugh, née Habersham, would ensure that both Yuki and I learned suitable manners and were completely conversant in the King’s English. In fact, it was the only language our parents permitted us to use while at home. Also, we were keen on observing all the British Holidays.

Despite my mother, sister of Empress Teimei, being a devout Buddhist, we always had a Christmas tree. On Boxing Day, the day after Christmas, we would tour Tokyo’s waterfront and hand out gifts to the poor. As they knew our family to be anglophiles, we were permanently listed among the British Embassy’s guests for their national celebrations, such as Magna Carta Day or King Edward VII’s birthday. Father would reciprocate this friendly gesture by inviting the British Ambassador, his staff, and any Royal Navy officers visiting Tokyo to join us in honoring Guy Fawkes Day. That night would see Hachi Castle’s ramparts ablaze in fireworks. Despite never visiting there, my love for England was only exceeded by those same feelings for my nation’s Chrysanthemum Throne.

Two years after graduating Etajima, my affection for the United Kingdom was tested. In June of 1914, a political assassination in the Balkans had pushed Europe to the brink of war. After spending the summer trying to stave off the disaster, Great Britain was finally compelled to take up arms against Kaiser Wilhelm’s Second Reich. The Great European War had begun.

Without hesitation, I sought the permission of my uncle, the Emperor Yoshito, to volunteer for the Royal Navy. This was where his wife, my maternal aunt, exerted her authority. Empress Teimei insisted that I wed and produce an heir before leaving. To placate this requirement, I pushed forward my planned nuptials with Princess Ume. As we were both young and fecund, and I had a goal to achieve, the process did not take long.

Just three weeks after our wedding, Princess Ume was diagnosed as pregnant. Knowing that Teimei intended me to stay until the birth, I pretended to misunderstand and departed Tokyo for London. The Royal Navy was genuinely glad to have me.

My original and coveted posting was to the newly commissioned, super dreadnought, HMS Queen Elizabeth. Given my fluency in English, I’d rather hoped the Royal Navy would train me in modern combat tactics. That aspiration was dashed when, instead, I was assigned as deputy to the ship’s liaison officer, Commander D. Sebastian Scott. My first experience in service to King George V was as a propaganda tool.

Although assigned aboard one of the most powerful battleships ever constructed, most of my time was spent making public tours and voicing esteem for the Royal Navy. The Admiralty was using me as a tangible example of the vast support the British Empire enjoyed among peoples of color. This was somewhat humiliating and, worse still, very boring.

The only reason I endured being gawked at by so many round-eyed civilians was my hope of eventually experiencing combat. As the war dragged on, this possibility began to fade. Clearly, the Kaiser’s navy wasn’t up to the task of engaging its British counterpart.

For all its bluster, the German High Seas Fleet would stand no chance in a toe-to-toe fight with the Royal Navy’s North Seas Fleet. Towards the middle of the war, and out of desperation, the Germans finally tried to break out in what became the famous Battle of Jutland. By then, I was long gone.

Understanding my frustration and fearing that his propaganda campaign would be undermined by my returning to Japan, Commander Scott suggested testing for the Royal Flying Corps, later renamed the Royal Air Force. Britain and France were losing the world’s first air war. Enduring heavy casualties, the RFC was desperate to find fresh candidates.

With no questions posed, the recruiter accepted my application on the same day I tested. My Royal Navy uniform and identification were confiscated and replaced with British Army identification and a proper army officer’s kit. Then, quick as Jack Robinson, I found myself aboard a train bound for Wiltshire and the Central Flying School at Upavon Aerodrome.

In the course of 16 weeks of training, and upon demonstrating a natural affinity for air combat, my flight instructors sent me straight to Number 86 Squadron. This group of Commonwealth and allied nationals was led by the legendary Canadian ace, Billy Bishop. My initial exposure to dogfighting would be in the azure skies over Flanders.

During 27 months of aerial combat, my victories included 19 German fighters, six observation balloons, and an assist on two Zeppelins. These airships had been collectively attacked by our squadron. The success we enjoyed in destroying German dirigibles compelled the enemy to keep them out of our sector. In due course, this service to King and Crown would receive just recognition.

Besides campaign medals and minor awards, my more significant laurels included the Military Cross, with two bars, and the Distinguished Flying Cross, with four. Also, at the conclusion of the war, His Majesty, King George V, honored me with the Distinguished Service Order; this decoration is just short of the most prestigious of all British military medals, the Victoria Cross. The DSO investiture was conducted by then Prince Edward, who would later, and briefly, become Edward VIII, King of England.





Chapter One

Commander Mitsuo Fuchida and the first wave of assault aircraft, primarily our rugged three-seat Nakajima B5N torpedo bombers, had taken off before dawn. This was 7th December 1941, and the fate of the Empire rested upon their success. Anxious but refusing to appear so, I waited in one of the newly commissioned warship’s ready rooms. My staff and I were billeted aboard the IJNS Shōkaku, one of six fleet aircraft carriers secretly dispatched to attack the American naval facilities at Pearl Harbor.

If the primary assault was a success, it would be my privilege to lead the second wave. For this purpose, I was already attired in my flight suit. That garment was growing moist with perspiration. After what seemed an eternity, Commander Kengo Taguchi, who commanded my dive bomber wing, appeared in the hatchway and exclaimed, “BANZAI!”

“What have you learned?”

“Fuchida says that our attack was unchallenged. We caught the Americans completely unprepared. His aircraft are already inflicting great damage on the enemy’s Pacific Fleet!”

Before I could query further, a junior lieutenant from the 1st Mobile Force staff arrived. “Pardon me, Captain Shibayama”—he bowed—“Vice Admiral Nagumo sends his compliments and wishes you to know that you may, at your convenience, proceed with the second wave.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant; please inform the Admiral that the second wave shall launch presently.” Even as it was a surprise attack, contrary to popular perception, the air raid on Pearl Harbor was fraught with risk.

My biggest concern was the danger of our being detected. Suppose the Americans caught wind of the attack, even an hour prior to its onset. In that case, they could have inflicted a significant defeat on us. The U.S. Navy was supposed to be on high alert… Fortunately for 1st Mobile Fleet, it was just not quite high enough.

Many politicians, military analysts, and even historians have criticized the Americans for ignoring the warning signal received from their radar station just before the attack’s onset. In fact, that primitive version of the early warning device only detected our first wave 25 minutes before it arrived. Even had the U.S. Military Authorities reacted, it was too late. A more significant failure was the absence of round-the-clock air patrols.

Maintaining 24-hour aerial surveillance of a 300-kilometer radius of Hawaii would have made a surprise attack impossible. Without that simple precaution, the naval facilities at Pearl Harbor and the surrounding vicinity were easily targeted. The follow-on attack was a completely different story.

As Fuchida’s first strike was primarily concentrated on battleships and heavy cruisers, the surviving and numerous American military assets, particularly fighter aircraft and antiaircraft guns, would remain available to repel any subsequent assaults. This necessitated the second wave being escorted by fighter aircraft.

My rank and age notwithstanding, I had remained an active combat pilot and considered myself to be Imperial Japan’s premier fighter ace. Therefore, it seemed entirely appropriate for me to personally lead the second-wave attack. As anticipated, an aggrieved and angry enemy was awaiting our return.

The Americans had mustered a mixed formation of Curtis P-36 Hawks and the much superior Curtis P-40 Warhawks from their damaged Wheeler Army Airfield. When we arrived, these formidable U.S.-built aircraft were patrolling the waters north of Oahu. The fine winter weather of the mid-Pacific was perfect for aerial combat, and my overly enthusiastic fighter pilots were anxious to test their mettle. Even before I released them, these aspiring samurai broke formation and dived into the enemy squadrons.

The often-repeated Allied claim that Imperial Navy fighter pilots at Pearl Harbor were battle-hardened veterans is simply untrue and can be easily refuted by historical fact. Before Pearl Harbor, the only theaters of war producing experienced combat pilots were in Western Europe and Eastern Russia. Japan had no military involvement in either of those theaters of war.

In reality, besides myself, only a handful of Imperial Navy pilots had ever seen aerial combat, and I am not confident that what they experienced could be qualified as such. During the Sino-Japanese war, which began in 1937, and long before the arrival of the American mercenary group known as the Flying Tigers, the Chinese Nationalists had tried to field an air force. This consisted of a few poorly trained Chinese pilots flying antiquated, open-cockpit biplanes. They posed no real threat to Japanese ground or naval forces and served as little more than live target practice for our aviators.

That was not the situation at Pearl Harbor. At best, my fighter pilots were only on par with their American foes. The Imperial Navy’s only advantage was the Zero’s superiority over the U.S. fighters, and even that wasn’t absolute. What was more significant was the fact that the enemy was defending his homeland from invasion. American ferocity quickly came to the fore.

Although my role was supposed to be restricted to directing the battle, as our losses quickly mounted, I decided to join the fray. Almost immediately, an enemy aircraft fell into my gunsights. A short blast damaged his water-cooled engine and sent him limping home.

In other circumstances, a damaged enemy would have been pursued and destroyed. Not this time. My purpose was to distract the enemy interceptors. Within minutes, my guns damaged two more American aircraft, both of which limped back ashore. Soon our efforts began to pay dividends.

The Hawks and Warhawks were disengaging. In the absence of enemy interceptors, our Aichi D3A dive bombers proceeded to their targets. In order of significance, these were the destroyer piers, the submarine pens, auxiliary ships, and aviation facilities. Meanwhile, as per my master plan, I led the fighters on strafing missions.

While American accounts of the attack lament the large numbers of fighters and bombers lost on the ground, in actuality, these were just collateral damage. What we had come for were the seaplanes. Without these long-range surveillance aircraft, the U.S. Navy’s aircraft carriers, absent during our attack, would not know in which direction the 1st Mobile Force had fled. Hence, the destruction of the seaplanes was deemed vital to our survival.

Leaving two squadrons to work over the seaplane facilities at Ford Island and Hickam Field, I led another squadron across Oahu to Kaneohe Bay, on the eastern coast. This was the site of the U.S. Navy’s most extensive seaplane base in the Pacific. There we strafed several flying boats, leaving two of them ablaze. Satisfied with the level of destruction, I decided to seek additional targets at the U.S. Navy’s alternate seaplane harbor, used to shelter aircraft during bad weather, located in Maunalua Bay, just east of Honolulu.

We were following the Pali Highway over the mountains towards the territorial capital when Commander Taguchi radioed me that his attack was a success. His dive bombers had destroyed, or severely damaged, several ships, including three destroyers, a submarine, and three aircraft facilities. Our mission was complete; it was time to end the second-wave assault.

Then, before the recall could be sounded, American fighters, whose radial engines suggested they were P-36 Hawks, attacked from out of the sun. A few rounds, I am not sure they were aiming at me, struck my engine cowling and the portside wing. To my horror, both those sections of my aircraft erupted in flame. This misfortune unveiled one of the Mitsubishi A6M Zero’s shortcomings.

While self-sealing fuel tanks, armored engine compartments, cockpits, and stress-reinforced airframes had been used in combat aircraft since the early 1930s, the newest Imperial Navy fighter had none of those features. Instead, its lightweight construction gave the aircraft greater speed, unparalleled maneuverability, and extended range. As a result, when it was introduced in July 1940, the Zero could outfly and outshoot any fighter in existence, Allied or Axis. The downside was its lack of combat survivability.

Utilizing a single short burst of twin 7.62 mm (0.30 caliber) machine-gun fire, the enemy had set my engine and portside wing ablaze. When the controls proved nonresponsive, there was no choice but to abandon the aircraft. Leaping from the burning wreck, I deployed my parachute and soon found myself drifting high over the Koʻolau Range and Nuuanu Valley. By then, my squadron had disappeared. Only the faint patter of distant machine-gun fire inferred their continuing struggle. Beneath me was the Pali Highway that connected Kailua and Kaneohe with Honolulu. The question then became: which way was the shortest to the sea?

With a mastery of the English language and yachtsmanship, I was already pondering how to escape this enemy-held island when a nearby explosion captured my attention. Three kilometers north of the Pali Highway, a growing pillar of thick black smoke marked my Zero’s crash site, and it wasn’t the only one. A scan of the horizon revealed that the craggy, rainforest-covered mountains hosted two other such towering columns of dark miasma.





Chapter Two

Fortune had frowned upon me. The medical kit, knife, and handgun, usually carried in my flight suit, were lost. What was worse, despite coming down near the Pali Highway, my parachute had gotten tangled in the arboreal overgrowth.

The tree was not exceptionally high. I was dangling from the harness, just two meters above the ground. This situation was awkward. Without a knife, each buckle had to be unfastened individually. Undoing one side caused me to hang sideways, parallel with the forest floor. When the other clasp was unbuckled, I fell straight down, knocking my head against the tree trunk. This blow left me disoriented and groggy.

Temporarily debilitated, barely able to stand or walk, and unable to extricate my parachute from the treetops, I was courting disaster. Still, there was nothing to be done. My first night on the enemy island was spent just two kilometers from where the bright white silk shroud proclaimed my presence.

The bright morning sun hadn’t awakened me, but the distant sound of heavy equipment did. Growing alarmed, I got to my feet and looked down the hillside to see a six-wheel truck approaching. The peaceful quiet of the rainforest was being disturbed by an American military reconnaissance vehicle.

The sizable and rugged transport, painted olive drab with a white, five-pointed star on either door of the cab, was driving up a logging road. On board were several soldiers, all of whom were attired in U.S. Army fatigue uniforms. They weren’t armed.

The Americans immediately retrieved my parachute from the treetops. A quick examination revealed it to be Japanese. Thus aware, the enemy began his search for me. Still dazed, I decided to hide instead of running and climbed into a tree. By early afternoon, and to my great relief, the lackadaisical enemy soldiers gave up the search.

Clambering back into their large vehicle, the Americans drove away. The hours of danger had focused my mind and ended my headache. With the enemy’s departure, my empty stomach and dry throat required attention.

A perusal of the immediate area suggested that food was scarce or nonexistent. Still, this was a rainforest, and there was groundwater to be had. Quenching my thirst helped. After drinking my fill from a nearby stream, I began my search anew.

Soon my efforts were rewarded with several towering nests of termites. Imperial Navy survival training had taught me that these insects were very nutritious, often found in abundance, and could be consumed uncooked. That was precisely the fate of several thousand of these tiny creatures.

At last satiated and with a clearing mind, the time had come to ponder the situation. I had some decisions to make. In both the Russo-Japanese War and later, in the First World War, Japanese soldiers and sailors, like those of western nations, would choose honorable surrender when the occasion called for it. That practice was no longer being condoned.

The new militarism, promoted by Prime Minister Tōjō, himself never having seen combat, demanded that all Japanese sailors and soldiers fight to the death. While not agreeing with this change in philosophy, as a Prince of the Realm, I was obligated to observe it. This left me with but two choices: either escape from Hawaii or foment a suicidal assault on the enemy.

With no weapons and little enthusiasm, such a desperate foray as a Banzai Charge seemed impossible or at least very difficult. Worse still, such an undertaking could see me being overwhelmed and taken prisoner. This left one option, and that was to leave the island by sea.

For me, this was a better choice. Long before attending the Imperial Naval Academy, I was an able sailor and fair mariner, learning yachtsmanship from my father. Additionally, my expertise as a navigator was unparalleled. All I needed to do was appropriate a proper-sized sailing vessel and set a course for the Imperial Naval base at Kwajalein in the Marshal Islands. This was about 4000 km west, southwest of Oahu: only about two weeks’ sailing time.

After eating more termites and washing them down with water from the stream, I made a bed of dry grasses and went to sleep dreaming of the open sea. My plan was to awaken early and follow the Pali Highway east to Kaneohe Bay, where a large sailing boat might be commandeered. This scheme would never be realized. The Americans had not yet given up on finding me.

To my amazement, the dawn saw the enemy’s return. This time he had three trucks. Two of them were filled with men in full combat gear, including helmets and rifles. The other truck contained bloodhounds. The presence of these dogs sent a chill up my spine. How could I possibly evade them?

As the soldiers and their tracking animals spread out to search the landscape, it dawned upon me that eluding the bloodhounds was impossible but evading their handlers was not. Although older than my pursuers, I wasn’t encumbered with a heavy rifle and helmet. Moreover, my motivation to escape was greater than theirs to capture me. I began moving into the dense rainforest.

My more diminutive stature allowed me to quickly transition to the undergrowth. Behind me, the baying hounds had taken up my trail and were dragging their hapless handlers into the dense brush. As the day passed and I made my way deeper into the rainforest-covered mountains, the baying of the hounds grew fainter.

Sometime in the early afternoon, surrounded utterly by green mansions, I heard a far-off gunshot. There was only one, so it was likely an errant discharge. After that, the Americans seemed to give up. The hounds grew quiet.

Climbing a tree up on the Koʻolau Range, I looked down upon the valley and saw that the dogs were being placed back in the truck. Shortly they departed. My expectation was that the soldiers would follow. They did not. Instead of piling into the remaining trucks, the Americans built campfires and erected a bivouac. They were going nowhere.

Thinking about it a moment, it occurred to me that the dogs were probably worn out, and so fresh animals would be brought in the next morning. This assessment was entirely wrong. Instead of a truck full of bloodhounds, the next morning saw the arrival of a jeep carrying only a soldier and a civilian woman.

Overcome by curiosity and comforted by the absence of the dogs’ sensitive olfactory, I decided to make my way closer. Bewilderingly, the woman was Asian. Then I saw why the enemy had not returned with their bloodhounds. The animals were no longer needed.

In their search for me, my pursuers had stumbled upon another Japanese pilot. That was the gunfire I’d heard. Clearly, the downed aviator was injured. His right arm dangled lifelessly by his side. In his good hand, he had a pistol, a 7mm Nambu. As they could have easily shot him with their bolt-action long rifles, it was clear that the Americans wanted the wounded man to surrender peacefully.

Later I would learn that his name was Flying Petty Officer Higashoki. He was known to me as a veteran pilot and a respected member of my fighter wing. Evidently, the Americans had brought in the Asian woman so that she might convince him to capitulate.

The Hawaiian Islands were the longtime home of the descendants of numerous Japanese immigrants. They’d gone there in the 19th century to work on British sugar plantations. The Hawaiians called them Kepanī. Many of them remained loyal to the Emperor.

I was too far away to hear the instructions the young officer was giving this Kepanī woman. Presumably, something about the Geneva Convention and humane treatment. Only that wasn’t what she communicated to Higashoki.

When the petite Asian woman was handed the unwieldy electronic megaphone, she used it to inform the injured aviator, in perfect Japanese, “IF YOU SURRENDER, YOU WILL FOREVER DISHONOR THE EMPEROR, YOUR FAMILY, AND YOURSELF!”

Completely taken in, the American officer smiled and accepted back the cumbersome bullhorn. Moments later, the stillness was sundered by a pistol’s somber report. Higashoki had heeded the woman’s words and transitioned into the Invisible World. After recovering from my shock, I realized that this Kepanī, whoever she was, represented a real opportunity.

Although it was risky, it seemed worthwhile to try to place myself in her line of vision. If she was indeed friendly, then such a moment could prove my best hope of escape. When the opportunity came, I stepped out of concealment.

For a brief instance, our eyes met. She showed no emotion, not the slightest bit of surprise. Neither did she make any acknowledgment of my presence. Instead, the Kepanī woman wordlessly turned and accompanied the American officer to the jeep. My deceased subordinate’s remains had already been gathered.

The enemy soldiers had respectfully placed Higashoki’s lifeless body on a stretcher and covered it with a blanket. He would be interred in a special cemetery reserved for enemy combatants, and his identification and date of death would be reported to the International Red Cross. Luckily for me, the U.S. Army wrongfully concluded that the parachute they’d recovered from the treetops off Pali Highway two days earlier had belonged to this brave, Japanese naval aviator.

The enemy would spend no more time searching for me.





Chapter Three

Given the growing wartime military presence, armed jeep patrols were transiting Oahu via the Pali Highway six times a day; I decided to wait until the fury subsided before trying to find my way to Kaneohe Bay. This necessitated my exploration of the Koʻolau Range and Nuuanu Valley. The subtropical rainforest had many secrets.

For instance, just 100 meters from the Diamond Head side of Pali Highway, not far from the Nuuanu Reservoir, nestled in the bamboo forest, there was an overgrown and abandoned ruin. This complex of buildings, constructed exclusively of coral concretions, had been placed off-limits by the American authorities. In defiance of this prohibition, the native Hawaiians were still frequenting the location. They called it Kaniakapupu.

This once majestic structure had been the summer palace of King Kamehameha III. The intended use of these edifices ended with the American annexation of Hawaii in 1900. Abandoned yet unforgotten, Kaniakapupu had come to represent the independence many native Hawaiians still craved. Evidence of their aspirations existed everywhere.

The walls of the ruins were festooned with anti-American slogans. Particularly prominent and made famous by the numerous unwanted U.S. incursions in Latin America, was YANKEE GO HOME! This cliché was painted, in large white letters, on nearly every coral bulkhead.

Besides the graffiti, the grounds were strewn with hundreds of smashed and broken beer bottles as well as a mountain of cigarette butts. This suggested an extensive group of people sharing a common dislike of their American overlords. The question was, just how anti-American were they?

While the notion that whoever was using Kaniakapupu as a meeting place might be friendly to a downed Japanese aviator had crossed my mind, it certainly was not a foregone conclusion. Conversely, the deserted structure at least provided some shelter from the rain. Perhaps owing to the advent of war and imposed martial law, for several days, I had the complex to myself. That changed on Monday, 15th December 1941.

Despite the American-imposed curfew and blackout restrictions, the native cabal was gathering. Their approach was anything but stealthy. Laughing and arguing, their wide-ranging electric torches could be seen two kilometers away. This gave me ample opportunity to find a hiding place from where I could observe these possible allies.

Surprisingly, for all the ruckus, there were only seven men. Drinking beer and smoking cigarettes, they began by lamenting the curfew and blackout, then discussed Hawaii’s current political situation. “Da Haole ain’t trustin’ da Kepanī no more,” remarked Dave, the biggest man present and the apparent leader. “They’s lockin’ ’em up left and right.”

“What about the strike?” asked the other man. His name was Kahale.

Taking a last drag on his cigarette, Dave rhetorically asked, “What about it?”

“The members voted.”

“I’m goddammed local president!” responded Dave. He then drained the last of his beer and hurled the bottle against the nearby coral wall. Shards of brown glass rained on the collaborators. “I know diddy voted, but dat was afore the Kepanī bombed Pearl!”

Unimpressed, Kahale responded, “We need to strike now, shut da cany down, and get da pay rise afore da war gets goin’ good.”

“No way is diddy gonna happen,” responded David. “The Haole is crazy. Everyone know dat. You don’t want dem crazy asses thinkin’ we ain’t loyal. Da be throwin’ us all in da jail or maybe worse!” He drew his index finger across his throat. Translating as a foreigner, the native Hawaiian term Haole had evolved until it referred exclusively to the island’s American masters.

Realizing that this was not a gathering of Hawaiians seeking independence, I decided not to reveal my presence. My only choice seemed to be to wait it out. That wait was mercifully short-lived.

In the late afternoon of 18th December, from a vantage point that allowed me to observe traffic on the Pali Highway, I noted a black convertible had pulled to the side of the road not far from Kaniakapupu. A woman exited the vehicle and was heading for the ruins. She was carrying a brown paper sack and appeared to be the same Kepanī woman to whom I had revealed my presence. Had she come to find me?

Standing in the dilapidated portico, she called, in Japanese, “Prince Katsu Shibayama, come out!”

“How do you know my name?” I asked while remaining concealed.

“Come out; I have brought you food and clothing.”

The offer of food was irresistible. Despite the steady diet of termites, I was nearly starved. “Here I am.” I stepped from behind a coral wall.

“These are for you.” The woman bowed and offered me her brown paper sack.

“Domo arigato.” The idea of eating real food made my starving bones shudder. The bag contained a bundle of clothing and a fried fish sandwich wrapped in newspaper. Without decorum, I rapidly devoured the food and immediately apologized, “I haven’t eaten much in more than a week.” To this day, that sandwich resides in my memory as the best food I’d ever eaten.

“No need to apologize. Get dressed, and I will take you back to my house where you can bathe and rest before you leave.”

“Wait, you have not answered my question.”

“All in good time,” she said, looking at her wristwatch, “we need to get back to my house before sunset.”

Nodding my head, I picked up the paper bag, which contained faded dungarees and an equally faded, orange printed Aloha shirt along with clean white socks and a pair of worn deck shoes. Stepping behind the wall, I stripped off what remained of my flight suit and boots. As I put on the American clothing, the woman called out. “I hope everything fits.”

“I am sure it will.” Tossing my boots and tattered flight suit into the undergrowth, I emerged and bowed. “Thank you for your consideration.”

She smiled and remarked, “With that beard, you look more Chinese than Japanese; that is good.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The Americans think Japanese can’t grow beards.”

“What…”

“Don’t ask… It is just something the Haole have come up with to try and differentiate us from the Chinese.” She then turned and led me back to the road.

Following the strange woman up the trail, we quickly arrived at her black 1939 Ford roadster cabriolet with the top down. Smiling, I noted, “This is a magnificent automobile.”

“Yes, it was Ray’s baby; he loved the car, but the starter has gone out, and we haven’t been able to get another one. Nothing is coming in from the mainland but military shipments. We will need to push it to get it started.”

“Very well, please hand me the keys.”

Shaking her head, she remarked, “This is an American car; the wheel is on the left side, so I am driving.”

“I forgot that you American women all drive.”

“Maybe not all, but I am an excellent driver.”

“Of course you are.” I got on the right side of the car, and we both began pushing. Soon there was enough momentum for her to jump into the driver’s seat. Quickly engaging the transmission, she popped the clutch, and the car’s mighty engine rumbled to life. Then I stepped up on the running board and leaped over the passenger’s side door, and landed perfectly in the seat. “Is that a V8?” I asked.

“Yes, it is very powerful and fast.”

“How fast?”

“It will easily go 100 miles an hour.”

“I would love to drive it.”

“They will throw you in jail for going faster than 30. So you probably wouldn’t enjoy it.”

“Pity,” I shrugged and asked, “so how far are we from where you live?”

Taking a cigarette from a green-colored package with a cartoon penguin on its front, she replied, “Not far, maybe 25 minutes.” Then she asked, “Do you smoke?”

“I do not.”

The woman then nodded and used a Zippo lighter to ignite her cigarette. She exhausted the menthol-scented fumes through her nostrils. Realizing that she had not introduced herself, I asked, “May I know your name?”

“I am Mrs. Ann Popovich. Your Highness may call me Ann.”

“Very well, Ann is a lovely name.”

Expecting her to then tell me about her husband, instead, Ann remarked, “That isn’t the point. Right now, no one wants to seem Japanese!”

“So I should keep this beard?”

“Exactly! Also, they say you speak English.”

“Indeed I do.”

“That is well. From this point forward, until you are returned to the Home Islands, you shall speak only English.”

“Yes, of course,” I sighed, then reiterated my earlier question in English, “how did you know who I was?”

“All Imperial Japan is mourning the death of Prince Katsu Shibayama, lost during the battle of Pearl Harbor. Given your age and the flight suit, I presumed this had to be you.”

“That makes sense.” Then, after a moment, another nagging question came to mind. “How did you know I was near those ruins?”

“Dave and his boys spotted you.”

“Who are they?”

“The Hawaiian cannery union leaders you were spying on the other night.”

“They saw me?”

“This is their island; they see everything.”

“Why didn’t they report me to the Army?”

“Why should they?”

“Are they not loyal Americans?”

“You should not read too much into their actions. Mokes tend to look out mostly for themselves.” I recognized the term Moke as an English synonym for jackass. British colonialists often employed the derogatory phrase to describe conquered native peoples.

“Then why did they tell you?”

“Dave used to work on my father’s fishing boat. That was long before the pineapple canning factory was built. They survived a typhoon together and became very close. Dave knows that my father remains loyal to the Emperor.”

“So your father is a fisherman?”

“He has other businesses too. Besides the fishing trawler, he owns a pawnshop, a hotel, a tour bus, and 13 houses.”

“I should like to meet your father.”

“You shall.” We then rolled along at a stately 25 miles per hour in silence.

After a quarter of an hour or so, we came over the top of the mountain. On our left was Diamond Head and on the right, only dimly lit in the orangish setting sun, was Honolulu. Ann drove on to the territorial capital city.

Using a hand signal, she turned right onto Dillingham Boulevard. She remarked, “Honolulu, in fact, the whole island, is still in shock.”

“That was the intention.”

Ann made no rebuttal, and soon we were on Honolulu’s main street. In a low voice, I noted, “We seem to be garnering a lot of attention.” The Military Police, with their white pith helmets and MP armbands, were all glaring at us.

“Don’t make eye contact,” she cautioned, “they will pull us over.”

With a sigh, I leaned back and closed my eyes. After several minutes, we had transited Honolulu and began picking up speed. We were heading west on Kamehameha Highway towards Pearl Harbor. Once again, we slowed to a snail’s pace and turned into the entrance marked Naval Station. Ann explained, “This is where Ray and I lived in military housing.”

“You mentioned that this was Ray’s car. I presume that he is your husband?”

“Was my husband.”

“You are divorced?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “Captain Raymond A. Popovich was a Marine Corps artillery officer. He was killed on the Arizona during your attack.”

Shocked and apprehensive, I nevertheless extended my condolences. “I grieve your loss.”

“Don’t…” She stopped the car and looked at me. “Ray was a big ugly, greasy white man who loved me with all his heart, but I never loved him!”

“If you felt that way, why did you marry him?”

“That our family might benefit from the esteem of such a relationship, my father wanted me to marry an American military officer. I did what he asked.”

“Oh, of course, I understand. Still, do you think it is wise for us to enter the enemy’s naval facility?”

“This is the best place to hide.”

“How can that be?”

“The Army has military police all over Honolulu looking for spies. It is a small island, everyone knows everyone else, and you have no American identification. You could easily be picked up.” She put the car in gear, and we rolled to a slow stop at the guarded gate. This was the entrance to the Pearl Harbor Naval Base.

The young Marine, armed with a Thompson sub-machine gun, grew immediately suspicious of us. He spent a long while comparing Ann’s picture to the one he had in his logbook. Unsatisfied with her identity, he commented, “This picture doesn’t do any good. All you Japs look alike!”

“Who is the Corporal of the Guard tonight?” asked Ann.

“Why do you want to know?”

“Please ask him to come out here.”

After several armed Marines gathered around the car, the Corporal of the Guard emerged from the guard shack, approached the driver’s side door, and smiled. “Good evening, Mrs. Popovich; how are you tonight?”

“I am well, Corporal Bernard, but having that same difficulty.”

“Yes.” The noncom shook his head. “Sorry, Private Cotton is new and didn’t recognize you.”

“I understand. Everyone is on edge.”

“Yes, Ma’am…can I ask who your friend is there?”

“This is my mother’s nephew, William Chong. He has come to help me pack.”

“Chinese?”

Smiling, I nodded my head. The Corporal smiled back and asked, “Are you leaving us, Mrs. Popovitch?”

“I am afraid so”—Ann choked down a cry—“with Ray gone and so many families coming to the island, they can’t leave me in that big bungalow all by myself.”

“Gee, that’s tough,” the Corporal seemed genuinely concerned. “I am sorry… Go ahead, Mrs. Popovich, and if you need some help moving, give me a call, and I will bring some of the boys over.”

“Thank you, Corporal. You are most kind, but my father is coming tomorrow with a wagon, and I think we will manage.” She then slowly pulled away.

Noticing, in the distance, a shower of sparks reminiscent of fireworks, I asked, “What is that?”

“That’s the shipyard,” explained Ann. “Since the attack, they have been working round the clock.”

“How badly was the American Fleet damaged?”

With gleamless eyes and a cold voice, Ann responded, “The Imperial Navy’s attack on Pearl Harbor sank eight battleships, three cruisers, three destroyers, and five auxiliaries. Also, 2,335 sailors and soldiers were killed as well as 68 civilians.” Her demeanor caused me to wish that I had not posed the question. We continued to our destination.

Despite her best efforts, Ann was unable to reach her home before dark and so was compelled to turn on the car’s headlights. Blackout regulations specified that only one headlamp should be operable. The beam it emanated revealed that the Americans were still intent on celebrating Christmas.

As we drove through the residential section, I was overwhelmed by the presence of so many decorations. Christmas was still seven days away, yet every house the headlamp illuminated had a gaily festooned evergreen tree in its window. Only civil defense ordnances were preventing them from being lit. Momentarily we arrived at the home Ann once shared with her late husband.

The story she gave the gate guard was true. The residence was in the process of being vacated. Already many packed crates were neatly stacked in the parlor. Making sure the blinds were all drawn, Ann turned on the lights and dug some bath linens and toiletries, including a pair of her husband’s pajamas, from the boxes. Handing these to me, she said, “the bathroom is down that corridor.”

“Do you have a razor?”

“You are keeping the beard, remember?”

“Oh yes, of course,” with a bow, I thanked my hostess and quickly retreated. The enormous ceramic bathtub with running hot water was an unexpected luxury. I remained submerged until the water grew cold.

During this long absence, Ann prepared a sumptuous meal of rice, pork steak, and tea. The scent of freshly cooked food drew me from the bathroom. Clean at last and attired in oversized pajamas, I sat down for dinner. “Again, I must thank you for such generosity.”

“Your Highness is welcome.”





Chapter Four

Aroused from a profound sleep by the sounds of men and horses, I sat up to find Ann standing over me. “Is Your Highness awake?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Sleep well?”

“Very well.”

“That’s good. My father is here with a wagon and some men to move my things. The Americans are watching, so you will be helping.” She handed me a bundle of clean folded clothing and a broad rim straw hat.

Placing the handwoven hat on my head, I noted, “This seems a bit too large.”

“It is meant to be. Keep that hat on at all times, and it will prevent the Haole from seeing your Asian eyes.”

“Then what is the purpose of this itchy beard?”

“Your Highness can’t have too much protection.”

“Domo Arigato.”

“And don’t speak Japanese!”

“Forgive me.”

“As soon as you are dressed, come out to the kitchen. I’ll introduce you as my cousin William Chong from the Big Island.”

“Big Island?”

“Hawaii, the biggest of the islands.”

“Of course… You have never told me your father’s name.”

“Naoto Miyama.” Ann then departed, and I quickly dressed.

Attired in clean American working clothes, with my oversized straw hat in hand, I joined the others in the kitchen. Ann made the introductions. The two large Hawaiian men were named Edward Haukea and Joseph Iokua.

After shaking hands with both of the powerfully built Hawaiians, I turned to the third man, “Good morning, Uncle. How have you been?”

“I am well, Nephew. My apology for not being able to meet you at the piers yesterday. I was most occupied.”

“That is all right, Uncle.”

“How is your mother?”

“Mother is well. She wishes you would visit.”

“We will come to Hawaii in the spring.”

“Mother will be pleased.”

With the introduction and hammed performance complete, we sat down at the table to enjoy coffee and toast. I was still very famished. This was when Edward remarked, in a probing but joking manner, “we could make lot money turnin’ a spy over to da Haole.”

“If we diddy no like ’em so much,” added Joseph.

The exchange drew an admonishment from Miyama, “you two shouldn’t make such jokes at the expense of my nephew. Can’t you see he is Chinese?”

“Dat stuff ain’t works with us,” laughed Edward. “He hands too soft to be pickin’ hala kahiki!”

“William doesn’t pick pineapples,” responded Miyama. The pineapple plantations on the Big Island used mostly Chinese labor. “He works in my sister’s store.”

Pouring the coffee, Ann changed the subject, “after breakfast, we will load the wagon with my belongings and take them to my father’s house in Moiliili.”

“Moiliili,” gasped Edward. “That’ll take at least four hour, we diddy know gonna be dat long!”

In an irritated voice, Miyama responded, “I told you we were going to spend the day moving Ann.”

“But we diddy tink you mean whole day,” bellowed Joseph.

“We’s supposed ta take da bus ta Waiʻalae,” explained Edward. “My cousin, he havin’ a big luau.”

“You may go as soon as the wagon is unloaded.”

“We’ll miss da bus.”

“Then walk.”

Edward then suggested a compromise, “What if we load da wagon taday and unload it tamarrah? Dat way you can drop us at da bus on da way to Moiliili.”

With a sigh Miyama responded, “That will be acceptable. Now let’s get the wagon loaded.”

Between the five of us, the chore was quickly done. Ever anxious to get going, Edward and Joseph push-started Ann’s car and watched her drive away. They then joined me in the back of the mostly filled, horse-drawn wagon.

Presenting the appearance of four ordinary Hawaiian laborers, we rode out of the highly guarded gates of Pearl Harbor Naval Station. The wagon was moving no faster than if we had been walking, which irritated the Hawaiians. “Dis gonna take all day,” complained Edward.

“The wagon is heavy, and the mares are old,” responded Mr. Miyama. “If they go faster, we’ll have to rest them longer. Be patient. We will get to Honolulu in about an hour.”

Still exhausted from my ordeal, the announcement was an opportunity to nap. With my hat over my eyes, I did my best to doze but couldn’t. Even though they were out of my vision, I could feel Joseph and Edward gazing at me. Pushing my hat up, I demanded to know, “What are you two staring at?”

“You kinda look too old for Mr. Miyama’s nephew.”

“I’m 32 years old.”

“Diddy hear dat, Edward?” Joseph asked. “Dis guy say he 32!”

“William is my nephew,” interrupted Miyama. “That is all you need to know. Find something else to talk about.”

“Okay, I gotta question for you, Mr. Miyama: Is you gonna pay us when you let us off in Honolulu?”

“You know I never pay until the job is done.”

“But we need da money to take da bus to Waiʻalae.”

“I have my rules and you know them.”

There seemed to be some history behind Miyama’s refusal. Both Joseph and Edward spent the next 20 minutes arguing. Soon we arrived on Hotel Street. This was where they could board the bus to Waiʻalae. That large conveyance was parked and already embarking passengers.

Edward then decided upon another compromise. “Look Mr. Miyama, if you not gonna pay, can you lend us da money against our next payday?”

As a successful pawnbroker, Miyama would never turn down business. With a sigh, he pulled on the reins and brought the horses to a stop. “Ninety cents on the dollar for seven days.”

“DAT TOO MUCH!” Edward shouted

“You have no collateral.”

“We ain’t got nothin’ ta hock!”

“Take it or leave it,” replied Miyama. He hadn’t become wealthy by being generous.

“Okay, okay! But need three dollah.” Coming to a halt directly behind the bus. The wizen Japanese mogul reached into his pocket and produced two dollars and seventy cents in coins. He divided it between the two Hawaiian men. Quickly counting the half dollars, quarters, and dimes, Edward declared, “THREE DOLLAH EACH!”

Mr. Miyama shrugged and then dispensed another $2.70 in change. “You shall both pay me back three dollars one week from tomorrow or owe me another .30¢.”

“Okay, den.”

After witnessing the exchange, I watched the two big Hawaiians walk past the waiting bus and into a nearby tavern called Smitty’s Bar. “What are they doing?”

“They’re going to drink whiskey,” whispered Miyama.

“I thought they were going to ride the bus?”

“They were.” Miyama shook his head and hurried the horses along.

“What is wrong? Why are you rushing now?”

“Shut up and sit low in the wagon.”

“Sure, but…”

“That bar is always full of American sailors. After Edward and Joseph have a few drinks, their tongues will start wagging. We have to move up our timetable. We need to get you off the island as fast as possible.” Thirty minutes later, we arrived at Miyama’s modest, Moiliili residence. This was a well-kept, single-story house with a manicured lawn and flower boxes along the windows. Ann’s car was already there.

Miyama unhitched the mares and brought them to the stables in the back. A moment later, Ann emerged from the barn. “Your Highness must get in the backseat of my car and keep low.”

“Sure, but where are we going?”

“To the fishing piers. My father says we must catch the tide.”

Following Ann’s instructions, I was already in the back of the Ford cabriolet when Mr. Miyama emerged from the front door with two large duffel bags. He tossed them in the back seat on top of me. “Hey, watch out, I am back here!”

“Get down on the floor, Your Highness, and stay there.” Ann got behind the wheel, and her father, who looked to be at least 70, pushed the car till it had enough speed to start.

With the winded Miyama seated beside her, Ann began driving towards the Kewalo Basin Harbor. This was only about 10 minutes, via automobile, from their house. Once we were moving, I asked, “may I sit up?”

“NO!” they answered in tandem.

Shortly we arrived at the fishing piers. Assuring himself that no one was watching, Miyama instructed me, “Take one of those duffels and hoist it on your right shoulder, then walk beside me down the pier.” He then hoisted the other sea bag on his left shoulder and walked on my left side. Ann was busy putting the retractable top up on the car as we hurried down the quay.

“That’s my boat.” Miyama pointed to the very end of the pier. “Her name is Hina, that is the Hawaiian goddess of the Moon.”

“She seems yare.”

“She is,” replied Miyama, who had acquired the twin-masted fishing schooner when its original owner failed to pay back the loan for which it stood as collateral.

“Do you have a crew?”

Miyama chuckled, “I do! Since you are a naval officer, I presume you know how to sail.”

“Truly, I am an excellent sailor.”

“Good, go take up the mooring lines.” While I was doing this, Ann had finished with the car roof and hurried aboard. Within 30 minutes, we’d heaved the anchor, hoisted the flying jib, and set the spanker. We were underway. With the help of Ann and her father, I’d escaped the enemy stronghold!





Chapter Five

Peering through the binoculars at the approaching vessel, I said, “it appears to be a Coast Guard cutter.”

“Can you tell their heading?”

“Yes, north, northwest.”

“Then they haven’t seen us.”

“I am not sure.”

“Let’s turn east,” suggested Miyama. “We’ll run with the wind. Maybe we can stay out of view.”

“No,” I shook my head, “if they see us turn away, they will become suspicious and investigate. Even if we are running with the wind, we won’t be able to escape. Let’s stay on course. If they approach, I will jump overboard with the electric torch and signal you to pick me up once they are gone.”

Since the U.S. Coast Guard cutter never turned towards us, this plan never had to be implemented. The green water sailors steamed blithely away. Everything seemed to be going well. Then, on the third day after we left Oahu, the weather changed for the worse.

As the phenomenon only occurs in the absence of wind, fog is a curse for any sailing vessel. The Hina spent three days in the doldrums. Then, the wind picked up on the morning of Wednesday, 24th December, which was Christmas Eve. The fog lifted, and we were able to make way again.

While we were relieved to be moving, we had no idea where we were. At noontime, we used a sextant and the time broadcast at the beginning of the hour from the KGU radio station in Honolulu to determine our longitude and latitude. We were due north of Necker’s Island. Mr. Miyama set our course as south-southwest.

Just a few hours later, and to my surprise, he put a steering vane on the rudder. This device automatically maintains a sailing ship’s course. Prompted by curiosity, I asked, “Why are you doing that?”

“It is Christmas Eve, and I always prepare Ann a special meal.”

“Wouldn’t you rather that I take the helm?”

“We are not close to any navigation hazards, and you are invited to join our repast.”

“That would be most pleasant, thank you.” Repairing to the galley, as Mr. Miyama busied himself with peeling potatoes, I joined Ann in a cup of coffee at the galley table. “Where did your father learn to cook?”

“One of the first businesses my father owned was the Old English Fish House. It was leftover from the British colonialists. To save money, he learned to prepare the food himself.”

“What is he making?”

“Fried fish and potatoes.”

“FISH AND CHIPS!”

“That’s right. You have heard of them?”

“I spent much of the last war in England. There were fish and chips shops everywhere. Is that what he is preparing?”

“Yes, when I was a little girl, it was my favorite meal. He always makes it for me on Christmas Eve.”

After dinner, when the sun had set, and skywave radio propagation was at its best, Mr. Miyama tuned in to Radio Tokyo. The pleasant voice
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