Brenda Bush – Now or Never
It was 1937 and World War II was in full swing.  Trudy worked for the OSS (Office of Strategic Services, now the CIA) as an American Red Cross Volunteer.  She had been given orders directly from President Franklin D. Roosevelt…Go to China.  Observe and report.   She had come to Shanghai from England as to avoid suspicions about spies from America.  The Chinese were looking at Japan as the possible source of infiltration for spies, and did not think that the Americans would send someone on that very long journey from England, to Turkey, Iran and then India and finally China.  The area that she was being sent to was known as CBI – China, Burma, India.
Shanghai, China is located in Yangtze River Delta.  It was a lush, fertile farming area, well fed by the river and the farmers there prospered.  Trudy was young and wanted something more than the cultural standard of getting married and having a family.  She wasn’t ready to settle down.  She wanted to have an adventure.  Little did she know that she would be involved in one of the least known major battles in Asian history – The Battle of Shanghai.
She was there to gather information for the OSS, but under the guise of the American Red Cross, she was helping the locals with food, and clean water.  Even though the war was still far away from Shanghai, the long-reaching effects had crossed many miles.  She had heard from the locals that the Chinese Army was coming, but figured she had another day before she had to leave.  She was wrong.
The next day, she watched them march into town from her third-floor apartment.  They had marched in with their braided straw farmer’s shoes and a stick with a knapsack tied at the end with their food and supplies over their shoulder.  Compared to the modern American military, it was a sight to behold.  They were there to protect their territory.  They had stopped on command, were given orders and then they began their search.  It was when she heard them come into her building, that she hid in a trunk in a closet.  As they searched floor by floor and room by room, they were loud, breaking things, taking what they wanted.  Trudy cringed.  She knew that they would find her in this trunk.  But, they didn’t.  Each soldier that came into the room had assumed that the soldier before them had searched the trunk.  One started to open the lid, when another sharply stopped him, “Leave it alone.  You have enough.”  He dropped the lid.
Three days later, Trudy opened the trunk lid ever so slowly.  Just a peek of dusky light penetrated her darkness.  She listened.  Nothing.  Her heart was beating wildly in her chest.  She feared that it would be heard.  She held her breath and opened the lid a tiny bit more in preparation for closing it, as to not be seen nor heard.  She let her breath out and opened the lid a bit more.  Through the closed closet door, she could tell that it was daylight and that meant that she could be seen.  She closed the lid and waited.
Hours later, when the sun was going down, the room was still quiet.  She opened the lid, this time an inch at a time, holding her breath, letting it out quietly and lifting the lid a bit more.  She knew the consequences if she were to be caught.  She had heard people screaming, the women being taken way to be kept as comfort women.  But what would they do to a white woman?  An American woman?  She opened the lid enough to move as to straighten her legs.  She had been in that trunk for 3 days while the Chinese searched for her.  She wasn’t sure she could stand.  Cramp!  It was excruciating!  Her toes curled under as with a mind of their own and her foot flexed downward.  The pain was immense.  She didn’t make a sound, but massaged her leg and tried to force her toes to cooperate.  Finally, the cramp subsided.  She stepped out of the trunk slowly, carefully.  She listened.  Still no noise.  None of the chaos and commotion of the previous 3 days with the Chinese army searching the building for the white girl with blonde hair that they had heard about from the locals.  The spy.
It was finally dark.  She opened the closet door a crack at a time, listening, looking.  She had to go slowly, ever watchful.  She slipped down the stairs of this 3-story building to the street level.  It was quiet and no one was about.  It was now or never.  She slipped to the side of the building and disappeared into the night.

