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READING EXERCISE 
The Adventures of Lola Badiola 

CHAPTER 54 – CADAVERS 

It was dark by the time that Park reached the railway tracks that would lead him to Jungi Station. He 
walked cautiously along the embankment hiding himself in the vegetation. As soon as he could see 
the lights of the station he stopped and climbed a tree to get a better view. It was deserted, or at 
least it seemed that way. He jumped down and continued on his knees until he was 50 metres from 
the building. He made himself comfortable and sat down amongst the plants with an unimpeded 
view of the entrance. He didn’t know what to expect. 

It was a clear night, and the moon was out. The same moon under which he kissed the Girl with the 
Almond eyes. He wondered what she was doing now, if she really hated him as much as her reaction 
to the escape plan suggested. She didn’t resist him when he kissed her. In fact, she melted in his 
arms. Surely this was a sign of love rather than hate.    

Something moved in the distance. A small shadowy figure approached the entrance to the station. 
Park sat up to get a better look. It was a young boy running up and down the platform playing with 
rubber tyre. It must have been a local boy entertaining himself before bedtime.  

Park sat back and took the container of food out of his pocket. He carefully opened the lid and 
extracted a piece of kimchi. He placed it in his mouth and chewed slowly. In the quiet of the empty 
railway grounds, it sounded like a metal crushing machine had just been switched on.  

To his right, about 15 metres away he saw a blue plume of smoke rise up above the vegetation in 
which he was hiding. He stopped chewing and raised his head to get a better look. A tiny round 
orange glow appeared for a second and then disappeared. To his left, about 20 metres away the 
same thing happened, a blue plume of smoke and an intermittent orange glow. And then the 
unmistakable smell of tobacco diffused into his nostrils. It was not the acrid scent of cheap North 
Korean cigarettes, laced with woodchip and insects. This was the mellow smell of real tobacco, the 
sort that was only available to high grade government employees. A nauseating feeling overwhelmed 
Park as he realized that he was surrounded by the secret police, who, like him, were watching the 
entrance to station.  

Before he could vomit out his Kimchi, he felt a tug on his shirt. He looked around to see a young boy 
amongst the vegetation next to him.  

“Kim Lee Sohn.” The boy whispered.  

Park was too confused to respond. 

“Kim Lee Sohn.” The boy whispered again. 

“Yes.” Park responded, his wits returning to him. 

“Follow me.” 
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In the distance, they could hear the rumble of an approaching train. The little boy disappeared back 
into the vegetation. Park crawled as quickly and as quietly as he could, staying as close as possible to 
the boy’s feet in front of him.  Eventually the vegetation cleared, and they arrived at a quiet road that 
led to the outskirts of a small village. The noise of the train trailed off into the distance. 

The little boy jumped over a fence and into a farmyard. There was a small, detached house next to a 
big industrial building. The door of the house opened, and Park followed the little boy inside. He 
blinked in the bright artificial light of the hallway. A man in his sixties, with long grey hair and beard 
was peering at him.  

“Kim Lee Sohn?” 

“Yes.” Park replied.  

“Why are there so many secret police?” 

“I don’t know.”  

“Did you tell anyone about the plan?” 

“No.” 

The old man stroked his beard and then ushered Park into his kitchen. There was hot soup and rice 
on the stove. After almost 48 hours on the road with only cold kimchi and dumplings as sustenance, 
Park could not have imagined a more welcome treat. The old man served the three of them and the 
atmosphere in the room became more relaxed. 

“Ok, listen carefully. You have to prepare yourself psychologically for what comes next. Some of the 
defectors we have helped in the past have not coped well with this part of the journey.” 

Park put down his soup spoon, wiped his mouth and nodded his head. The old man continued: 

“China imports cadavers from North Korea. They are religious and respect their dead, we are atheist 
and do not. The Chinese use the bodies for research and training purposes in medical universities 
around the country. This business relationship is a win-win scenario. They cover a supply shortage, 
and we generate foreign income.  

The bodies of anyone who dies in North Korea between the ages of twenty and forty are sent to my 
team for processing in the building next door. Every night, we transport the cadavers up to the 
border in refrigerated trucks. Our police know what’s inside the vehicles and they let us through their 
checkpoints. No questions asked. We transfer the cadavers to the Chinese authorities who take them 
across the border.” 

Park thought that he knew everything about the economic activity of the Fatherland from his 
extensive reading of reports on the internet. But this international trade agreement came as a 
complete shock. The old man continued. 

“In fifteen minutes, the next truck will leave with the three of us on it. I will be driving, my grandson 
will be in the passenger seat and you will be hiding in the back with the merchandise. We will make a 
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stop at the Tumen river and let you out. There will be a foreign agent waiting for you on the other 
side of the river. He will give a signal when it is safe to cross the border into China. 

Understood?” 

Park felt the hot soup rise up from his stomach, travel back through his esophagus and then into his 
mouth. He swallowed hard to keep it from escaping.  

“Yes.” 

The old man and the young boy stood up and cleared the plates from the table. Then the put on their 
coats, hats and gloves and led Park out the front door. The refrigerated truck was parked beside the 
large building. As they walked towards it the old man said: 

“It’s a six-hour drive to the drop off point. There is enough oxygen in the cabin to last about seven 
hours. So don’t breathe too deeply. It’s going to be cold, but you’ll survive.”   

He opened the back doors of the truck. The lights went on to reveal three shelves running along 
either side of the interior. Lying on the shelves packed in clear plastic bags were the cadavers ready 
for export to China. 

“Jump in.”  

Park did what he was requested to do, as if he were on autopilot. The doors slammed shut behind 
him. He was left in a pitch black, freezing cold compartment, with two dozen of the dead for 
company. 

READING COMPREHENSION 

1. What is Park thinking about while he waits in the vegetation next to Jungi Station? 
2. What does he see on the station platform? 
3. Who is also hiding in the vegetation outside of Jungi Station?  
4. Where does the little boy take Park? 
5. Who is waiting for them at the house, and what does this person says to Park? 
6. What do they eat and how does it make them all feel? 
7. Explain the business that North Korea is doing with China (described in the chapter)? 
8. How does the old man intend to transport Park to the border? 
9. What does the old man tell Park before he gets in the truck? 
10. How does Park feel when he gets in the truck? 

  


