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Delu sional Sci ence Ad ven ture

Chaos;Child: The Wrong-Sider Mem oirs
Six years have passed since the se ries of grotesque se rial mur ders

known as the “New Gen er a tion Mad ness” struck Shibuya. Now, just

over half a decade later, peo ple are dy ing on the very same days that

each past in ci dent took place—al most as if the cases of years past are

be ing im i tated. A man de vours his own arm; a woman slits open her

own stom ach; and a man twists his own head o�� from his spine.

Ku rusu Nono, the stu dent coun cil pres i dent of Hek iho Acad emy,

has her life up ended when her adop tive brother, Miyashiro Takuru, be‐ 

gins in ves ti gat ing the string of cases. The deeper her brother gets into

the pur suit, the more the two of them ��nd that dan ger lies in wait

around ev ery cor ner—and that they them selves may be the ones be ing

pur sued...

The ��rst o� �� cial com ple men tary novel for the mas sively pop u lar

vis ual novel “Chaos;Child” is �� nally avail able!
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Pro logue

No vem ber 3rd

The Shibuya sky lies just be yond the win dow, stained pitch black;

it’s an over cast night sky, bereft of a sin gle star.

Six years ago, a pow er ful earth quake struck the city of Shibuya

with out warn ing, leav ing un prece dented lev els of de struc tion in its

wake. The dis as ter was dubbed the “Shibuya Earth quake” by the me‐ 

dia, and in its im me di ate af ter math, the city’s sky was cov ered by a

thick dark ness—much like the one be fore me now.

Not long af ter the tremors ceased, the re con struc tion of the ru‐ 

ined city be gan. The work to re build and re store pro ceeded at a fer vent

pace, and now, only a few scars re main of that dis as ter long past.

One such scar is Hek iho Acad emy—a school des ig nated as a sym‐ 

bol of the re con struc tion e� �ort, built to ac com mo date both mid dle and

high school stu dents that fell vic tim to the earth quake. It’s an acad emy

so young, even its old est stu dents are only in their �� nal year; it doesn’t

have a sin gle alum to its name.

As for my self, I rep re sent the school as its stu dent coun cil pres i‐ 

dent, as well as the vice pres i dent of its news pa per club. Right now, I

��nd my self stand ing alone within the News pa per Club’s clu b room.

Since to day is a na tional hol i day—Cul ture Day—the school is oth er‐ 

wise de void of peo ple. Nat u rally, this means that nei ther the club pres i‐ 

dent, nor the club’s other mem bers are present, leav ing the room feel‐ 

ing far more spa cious than usual.

Re ��ect ing on my mem o ries now, I re al ize that I’ve never re ally

been alone in this room be fore. When ever I’ve been here, it’s al ways

been with oth ers—with peo ple that I feel like I can be my self around.

But, when I think back to the News pa per Club’s be gin nings... I can
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still re mem ber a time when it was just him and my self in this large,

spa cious room.

◇◇◇
My mem o ries of the ��rst time I stepped into the clu b room with

him are clear as day, as if it only hap pened yes ter day.

“Were we re ally sup posed to get a room this nice? Are we in the

wrong place?”

“This isn’t a room we ‘got,’ Takuru. We’re bor row ing it,” I

scolded. “We’re a news pa per club—noth ing more, noth ing less—and

that means that we rep re sent this high school. There fore, I fully ex pect

you to be have ac cord ingly.”

“...Don’t go lec tur ing the club pres i dent, vice pres i dent.”

“You don’t have to think of it as a lec ture from your vice pres i‐ 

dent. Think of it as your big sis ter im part ing some knowl edge to her

ever-so-pre cious lit tle brother.”

Takuru winced. “I’m sorry, Nono, I should’ve con sid ered that, so

please just call me by my name...”

Miyashiro Takuru: the pres i dent of the News pa per Club, and my

pre cious lit tle brother. The two of us don’t share the same sur name,

nor the same par ents—but he’s fam ily to me all the same. Some thing

we do share is our age, al though my birth day comes be fore his; as a re‐ 

sult, I take the older-sib ling role in our re la tion ship.

Both of us lost our par ents to the earth quake, which left us to be

taken in by Aoba Dorm, a lo cal group home in Shibuya. That’s the

place where we be came a fam ily.

Aoba Dorm and its com ple ment, Aoba Clinic, make up a joint es‐ 

tab lish ment owned by our dad, Wataru Sakuma. Al though the build‐ 

ing is re ferred to as a clinic, he’s more of a small-town doc tor if any‐ 
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thing. He’s a good-na tured old man, and he’s about as bril liant and

open-minded as they come.

There are four chil dren at Aoba Dorm: my self, Miyashiro Takuru,

and the Tachibana sib lings—two other chil dren who were or phaned by

the earth quake. Yui is the older of the two, mean ing Yuto is her

younger brother. Un like Takuru and I, the two of them are blood-re‐ 

lated. Even still, when it comes down to it, the ��ve of us are a fam ily in

ev ery way ex cept by blood. There have been times when we’ve strug‐ 

gled with a sense of dis tance be tween us, but even so, we’ve con tin ued

to live to gether un der the same roof as a fam ily—even af ter Shibuya’s

re con struc tion was com pleted.

In the be gin ning, I was the one who’d wanted to start a brand

new club at Hek iho Acad emy—a news pa per club. As Takuru and I

were al ready stu dents of Hek iho Acad emy at the time, and be cause I

was in the stu dent coun cil, I was more than will ing to col lab o rate with

him in or der to make the club a re al ity.

When we ��rst formed the club, we only had the min i mum num‐ 

ber of mem bers re quired to do so—two peo ple. The ad vi sor we re‐ 

ceived for the club, Mr. Wakui, is some one very dear to me, and he also

served as the ad vi sor for the stu dent coun cil.

Now, Mr. Wakui may very well be the very de� � ni tion of lazy and

non com mit tal, but with enough pes ter ing, I even tu ally man aged to

con vince him to take on the role.

“Huh? I’m the News pa per Club’s ad vi sor now?” he said af ter the

fact. “I know I said I’d help you out best I could, but that wasn’t me

giv ing you the go-ahead to sign me up for this.” That dec la ra tion,

which he made at one of the reg u lar stu dent coun cil meet ings, was the

only time I’d ever seen him shift from “non com mit tal” to gen uinely

want ing to back out.
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But I di gress. We’d started the club with two lead ers, but no body

to lead. That, how ever, would change soon enough.

On a day not too long af ter ward, there was a heavy knock at the

clu b room’s door. Be fore I could do so much as set down the tea I’d

been brew ing, our vis i tor let them selves right in.

“’Scuse me, this is the news pa per club, right?”

It was a male stu dent that I was un fa mil iar with at the time.

Takuru, who was stand ing closer to him, re sponded ner vously. “Oh, er,

yes... this is the place... And, uh, you are...?”

“Huh? Oh, I was just think ing about join ing this club,” the new‐ 

comer said. “My name’s Itou Shinji. I’m pretty in ter ested in what you

guys are get tin’ up to in here. You’re sup posed to come here if you

wanna sign up, yeah?”

“Y-Yeah, that’s ��ne... We’re... re cruit ing,” Takuru stam mered.

Itou-kun sighed. “Man, you’re not re ally giv ing me a whole lot to

work with here. You sure this is the news pa per club? How’re you sup‐ 

posed to get in peo ple’s faces for in ter views and stu�� when you can

barely even get a word out?”

Much like a deer in head lights, Takuru had com pletely frozen up

—and his timid ness had damp ened our new vis i tor’s en thu si asm. Al‐ 

though Takuru was quite talk a tive with fam ily, he tended to be ex‐ 

tremely shy around strangers.

Watch ing the ex change be tween him and Itou-kun left me feel ing

a bit anx ious, es pe cially since Itou-kun had come to ap ply for the club.

For tu nately, it wasn’t long at all be fore they loos ened up around each

other. They had more than a few in ter ests and hob bies in com mon,

and Itou-kun’s out spo ken na ture paired quite well with Takuru’s ret i‐ 

cent ten den cies. Nat u rally, the two of them be came best friends in the

blink of an eye.
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Dur ing the April af ter the News pa per Club was es tab lished, a

newly en rolled stu dent came to visit us—a girl that I now con sider my

best friend. She would of ten drop by the clu b room, stars in her eyes as

she peered at its ev ery fea ture. In stark con trast to that, con fu sion was

all that would ��ll Takuru’s eyes as he strug gled to keep up with her en‐ 

ergy.

“Wooow... So this is a news pa per club?”

“Don’t go act ing like you’re new around here,” Takuru chided.

“How many times have you ‘non cha lantly’ popped your head in here

by now?”

“Those times were di� �er ent, though. Back then I was just a vis i‐ 

tor, but start ing to day, I’ll be a full-��edged mem ber! It’s a fresh start!

Right?”

If it was go ing to be a fresh start, then I felt it was about time to

make it o� �� cial.

I set a pen and a doc u ment down on the desk in front of her. “All

right, Serika. I’ve ��lled out ev ery thing you need to ap ply for this club;

just sign your name right here, and you’ll be all set.”

“Thanks, Non-chan!” Serika said, de lighted. She took hold of the

pen, ��d dling with her Gero Froggy strap all the while. Each time she

squeezed the strap, it let out the same inane squish ing sound. It had al‐ 

ways been some thing of a sub con scious habit of hers to do that.

“You must be real ex hausted af ter all that pa per work you didn’t

do,” Takuru com plained. “Also, enough with the frog al ready—it’s ob‐ 

nox ious!”

“If the present you gave me is so ob nox ious, then why’d you give

it to me? That’s a con tra dic tion! A con tra dic tion, I say! Ob jec tion, your

honor!”
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In spite of Takuru’s clam or ing, Serika man aged to com plete the

club ad mis sion pro ce dures promptly and with out a hitch. De spite how

it might seem, Serika and Takuru have been in a close re la tion ship for a

long time—even since be fore the earth quake hit.

When Takuru and I ��rst came to Aoba Dorm—or, to be more

pre cise, Aoba Clinic—Takuru was still un con scious due to an af ter ef‐ 

fect caused by the earth quake. When he did �� nally awaken, he found

him self sur rounded by peo ple he didn’t know, and worse still, he was

un able to move his body of his own ac cord. His re ha bil i ta tion pe riod

was lengthy, and it would be quite some time be fore he could be gin to

at tend classes again.

None the less, Takuru did re cover, and the one who gave him the

strength to do that—the one who erad i cated his wor ries and anx i eties

—was his one and only child hood friend, Onoe Serika. She would visit

Aoba Dorm quite fre quently, and she quickly grew to be a face our

fam ily looked for ward to see ing. She was in cred i bly friendly to us, and

was one of the sweet est girls we’d ever met—it didn’t take long for me

to fall in love with her.

For these rea sons and more, it wouldn’t have sur prised me if

Takuru had been count ing down the days un til Serika be gan high

school and joined the club. I was just as ea ger as him—if not more so

—to wel come my new found best friend into the News pa per Club.

In the spring of the year af ter Serika showed up at our door, we

were joined by a new, ��fth mem ber. How ever, this new mem ber hadn’t

joined be cause they were in ter ested in the club it self, like Itou, nor be‐ 

cause they were a long time friend, like Serika.

On that day, I ended up ar riv ing at the clu b room slightly late.

When I opened the door, I found both Takuru and Serika stand ing

near the club com puter in the cor ner of the room, look ing ab so lutely
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be wil dered. The source of their con fu sion? An out sider who was us ing

the com puter as if she had bought it and car ried it back to the clu b‐ 

room her self.

“Hey, Non-chan? Do you know this girl?” Serika asked.

“...Yes, I do. I in vited her to join us the other day, so long as she

wasn’t ac tive in any other clubs.”

The girl hap pily click ing away at the com puter’s mouse was, in‐ 

deed, the very same girl I’d spo ken to the other day; she had just re‐ 

cently en rolled at Hek iho Acad emy.

“No, no, no, this isn’t right...” Takuru be gan to protest. “The goal

of a news pa per club is to pro vide in for ma tion! But this girl de cided to

just stroll up to the clu b room PC when we weren’t look ing, and now

she’s us ing it to play video games?! She hasn’t moved an inch from that

spot since she showed up! When the hell did this be come some hang‐ 

out spot to play ESO2?!” Takuru was both ba� ��ed and ag gra vated at

the sit u a tion.

Per haps notic ing the anger in his voice, the girl at the com puter

turned to look at Takuru. “Mmm, hmm?” she mum bled. Then, she

held out a lol lipop, o� �er ing it to him.

The girl in ques tion was Kazuki Hana. She’s a ��rst-year stu dent

that, for some rea son, never speaks out side of the odd “mmm”s and

“hmm”s. She’s de� � nitely a bit of a strange girl, though not in the same

way that Serika is. From the day she ��rst vis ited the clu b room, the

com puter in the cor ner be came her reg u lar base of op er a tions; all she

ever does there is play an on line game called ESO2, which she’s al ways

com pletely ab sorbed in.

When ever I watch her play ing, her big glasses all fogged up, I’m

al ways tempted to scold her. Play ing games all the time is bad for your

eyes, I want to say, much like some kind of nag ging par ent.
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Al though it might have ��rst seemed like all Kazuki did was sit

back and play video games with out a care in the world, she does help

out with club ac tiv i ties when ever the mood strikes her. She also seems

to have grown rather at tached to me and Takuru... or at least, it feels

like she has. Ei ther way, she be came a full-��edged News pa per Club

mem ber in her own right, just like the peo ple who had come be fore her

—and with that, the Hek iho Acad emy News pa per Club was able to es‐ 

tab lish it self as a ��ve-per son hi er ar chy.

◇◇◇
The ac tiv i ties we do here as a club are al ways so in cred i bly fun...

Just look ing around the room is all it takes for me to re live the joys

we’ve had here.

I could say the same thing about Aoba Dorm. If I were to look

around the liv ing room or my own room there, my mem o ries of scold‐ 

ing Dad for hav ing too much to drink, of search ing for the best deals

on gro ceries with Yui and Yuto, of walk ing in on Takuru while he was

in the bath, and of so, so much more... they would all come rush ing

back.

But those days... those ir re place able, un for get table days... will

never re turn.

In the midst of those peace ful times, a se ries of grotesque se rial

mur ders—the “Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness”—was about

to be gin. And though it be gan to un fold in our home town, Shibuya,

Takuru and I were al ways quick to dis miss it as some one else’s prob lem

—as some thing that would never a� �ect us.

It’s be cause we made those care less de ci sions that we lost some‐ 

one in cred i bly im por tant to us. And whether we’re talk ing about the

News pa per Club, Aoba Dorm, or the peo ple we’ve lost, the truth is al‐ 

ways the same: noth ing will ever re turn to the way it was be fore.
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And right now, at the very end of it all, I ��nd my self face-to-face

with cer tain death. In just a few hours, I will have to choose my fate: to

kill, or to be killed.
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Chap ter 1 — The Im pos si ble Re quest That Is, “Don’t

Look”

I be lieve it oc curred around the time when Kazuki ��rst joined the

News pa per Club; as a re sult of the fact that we, his own fam ily, had

lied to him, Takuru left Aoba Dorm.

We may be fam ily, but we were once strangers in each other’s

eyes. When we ��rst came to Aoba Dorm, we had to make a few prom‐ 

ises with each other in or der to be come a proper fam ily. One of those

prom ises was that there would be no se crets be tween us.

Of course, Takuru and I did ev ery thing we could to stay true to

that prom ise. And yet, no mat ter how com mit ted I was to main tain ing

it, there was still one truth I could never tell him. De spite how hard I

tried to keep that se cret, Takuru did even tu ally dis cover the truth that

I—that we, his en tire fam ily, had hid den from him.

“We did it for you.”

I doubt Takuru saw that as any thing more than an ex cuse.

Af ter he ran away from home, Takuru be gan to live in an RV lo‐ 

cated within the post-earth quake mecca for Shibuya’s home less:

Miyashita Park. Yui, Yuto, and I were all wor ried sick about him, but

Dad—who’s never been the type to worry about the smaller things—

was as com posed as ever.

“He’ll come back once he’s ready,” he said to us. “Plus, he’s the

dili gent, timid type, so I don’t doubt he’ll keep go ing to school with out

us nag ging him to.”

Dad was right on the mark: from that point for ward, Takuru be‐ 

gan com mut ing to school from his RV. Ini tially, it didn’t feel like any‐ 

thing had changed be tween us; he cer tainly wasn’t ig nor ing me or any‐ 

thing along those lines. In fact, the ��rst time we saw each other at

school af ter ward, he even greeted me—al beit in an awk ward way.
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“Good morn ing, Ku rusu,” he said to me. Not “Nono”—“Ku rusu.”

He called me by my last name.

The ��rst time he did that to me, I felt my heart sink. It felt like

ev ery thing we’d built up un til that mo ment had crum bled away with

just a sin gle word. Each and ev ery time he called me “Ku rusu,” I could

feel our bond as a fam ily weak en ing, and I felt as though my very be ing

was be ing eroded, bit by bit.

As if in di rect re sponse to this, Takuru be gan to throw him self

into in ves ti gat ing the dan ger ous in ci dents hap pen ing around Shibuya.

He hated be ing nor mal; he wanted to be di� �er ent from ev ery one else.

He wanted to be spe cial. And in dis tanc ing him self from his fam ily,

he’d shat tered the chains that had kept him fet tered un til that mo‐ 

ment.

You don’t need to be spe cial. I don’t want you to get in volved in

such dan ger ous things. Those were my true feel ings, but ev ery time I

con sid ered ap proach ing him with them, the sound of his voice say ing

“Ku rusu” tore at my heart. I was so, so ter ri ��ed of be ing alien ated even

fur ther by him—of los ing the con nec tion we shared. And that ter ror

left me par a lyzed.

I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t be hon est with him. All I could

muster the courage to say were small, in o� �en sive things like, “Come

back home,” or, “Ev ery one is wor ried about you.” In hind sight, if I’d

said what I truly wanted to say to him, he would have prob a bly hated

me for it... but at least he wouldn’t have taken things any fur ther than

he al ready had.

Not long af ter Takuru be gan chas ing those grue some in ci dents,

he pinned a large map onto the News pa per Club’s bul letin board; on it

were a myr iad of sticky notes ��lled with facts and the o ries about the
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Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness. At that point, Takuru had al‐ 

ready fully im mersed him self in the realm of the Re turn of New Gen.

That is the widely used name for the se ries of grotesque se rial

mur ders that just saw its sixth case. As im plied by the word “Re turn,”

the in ci dents are based on a pre vi ous se ries of mur ders.

Six years prior to the Re turn of New Gen, Shibuya faced a string

of enig matic se rial killings known as the “New Gen er a tion Mad ness.”

Pho tos of the crime scenes from each of its in ci dents were tacked onto

the club’s map, along with some rel e vant in for ma tion.

The “Group Dive” case, wherein ��ve high school ers jumped o��

of a build ing to gether.

The “Man child” case, wherein a fe tus was forced into a male

vic tim’s stom ach.

The “Cruc-a� ��x ion” case, wherein a vic tim was cru ci ��ed with

cross-shaped stakes.

The “Vamp buyer” case, wherein all of the blood from a vic tim’s

body was drained, and a photo of the corpse was posted on an

on line auc tion site.

The “Numb skull” case, wherein a vic tim was kept alive with

their brain par tially re moved from their skull for over a week.

The “Fin ger Food” case, wherein a vic tim in gested her own arm

and choked to death on it.

And �� nally, the “DQN Puz zle” case, wherein three men’s tor sos

were sev ered from their bod ies and re ar ranged.

They were in ci dents so bru tal, I couldn’t help but feel as if they

were com pet ing with each other in in creas ingly hor ri��c dis plays of cru‐ 

elty and mad ness—even think ing about them made me feel sick to my

stom ach.
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In the end, the string of mur ders came to a close with out a proper

res o lu tion. At the time, many broad cast ing re stric tions were in stated

on the in ci dents due to their sheer bru tal ity, and that only paved the

way for ram pant cen sor ship. In ad di tion, the Shibuya Earth quake hit

im me di ately af ter the DQN Puz zle; it was a dis as ter so great, even the

bru tal i ties of New Gen quickly be came a low-pri or ity topic in the news.

The day the earth quake hit was also the day I faced the big gest

turn ing point of my en tire life.

Amid the many waves of re con struc tion, the New Gen er a tion

Mad ness slowly faded into ob scu rity. The bizarre, in ex pli ca ble na ture of

it all was soon buried deep un der the de bris of pain and su� �er ing

caused by the earth quake, which de stroyed far more than New Gen

ever did.

And yet, de spite hav ing not stirred for six long years, that mad‐ 

ness had burst forth from its grave once again.

Sep tem ber 7th... Back then, I had yet to un der stand the true im‐ 

por tance of that date. More likely than not, no body did... no body knew

that it would only be the be gin ning of some thing more.

The Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness.

On that day, a new se ries of in ci dents be gan with the pub lic sui‐ 

cide of a sin gle man.
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■ Ootani Yu uma

Sep tem ber 7th

Be fore the earth quake hit Shibuya, I would’ve been in high

school. Ev ery time I think about that, I re al ize that I can never for get

what some of my rel a tives said to my par ents at that one memo rial ser‐ 

vice.

“Why did you let him get to this point?!” they all said—among

other things.

That isn’t to say that what they said was par tic u larly trau ma tiz ing

or any thing—hell, I’d never even met any of them be fore that. Sure, it

was pretty dis heart en ing to re al ize that ba si cally all of my rel a tives

thought that both me and my fu ture were equally hope less, but re ally,

that’s all it was.

My par ents never de fended me, nor said any thing back to them.

In stead, they opted to act like I wasn’t even there—like I wasn’t stand‐ 

ing right next to them.

But that’s all in the past. Now, I don’t need my par ents—I can get

back at the naysay ers all on my own. I’d even say that it’s be cause my

par ents aban doned me that I’ve be come the ��ne man I am to day.

In the past, I lived with my par ents, not a sin gle real life goal in

mind. I ended up drop ping out of col lege—be cause, well, who

wouldn’t?—and got kicked out of the house as a re sult. I was a uni ver‐ 

sity dropout who couldn’t even ��ll a sin gle page on his ré sumé.

I knew the truth all too well back then—that there was no hope

for me any more. I re mem ber wish ing I could see into the fu ture, be‐ 

cause at least see ing how shitty my life would end up would give me

enough rea son to hurry up and neck my self. And yet, like many oth ers,

I was un der the base less as sump tion that, even tu ally, ev ery thing would
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work out—that one day, I’d sud denly be born anew, and my life would

change for ever. Look ing back, I guess that isn’t too far o�� from what

ended up hap pen ing.

I ��g ured my fu ture would be ��lled with noth ing but fail ure af ter

fail ure, but it’s ac tu ally turned out pretty all right. I found suc cess on a

site called “Niconiya Video,” and the rea son I did was be cause I com‐ 

pletely un der stood what it was like to be on the other side of the

screen. If I have to say what my se cret is be sides that, it’s prob a bly that

I can keep my self from feed ing any of the trolls that fre quent my chan‐ 

nel. That, and...

Well, say you work at some big-shot com pany, or that you’re good

friends with some rando celebrity. Or maybe you’re liv ing o�� of your

par ents’ multi-bil lion-dol lar in her i tance—what ever back story you

want. Re gard less of how you got to where you are, go ing, “Oh, look at

me, look at how suc cess ful I am!” isn’t gonna cut it on Niconiya. No‐ 

body cares about stu�� like that—all that’s gonna do is feed your ego

boner, while your view count and over all pop u lar ity go nowhere.

That’s the rea son why I started act ing like I’m poor; I act like I’m

just barely mak ing ends meet with my strug gling stream ing ca reer—

like I’m pour ing my heart and soul into my streams. If you search up

“poor per son try ing to live a nor mal life,” you’ll ��nd my livestreams.

Af ter all, an act like that gets much bet ter re cep tion.

The rea son why the act works is be cause there are tons of view ers

out there who love look ing down on peo ple that are strug gling in life.

Still, a view’s a view, whether it’s com ing from a scum bag or a saint.

With that said, I do try to avoid hav ing too many ass holes watch ing

my streams—I don’t want to tal chaos in the chat.

Now, you might be won der ing if it pisses me o�� that I’ve got all

these snobs de rid ing me all the time. Yeah, it sort of does, but I’m
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pretty much do ing the same thing to them any way. I mean, just think

about it: my au di ence keeps on grow ing with ev ery pass ing day, and

the money’s rolling in along with it. Hell, I’m prob a bly do ing bet ter o��

now than most of the peo ple who think they’ve got some thing over

me. Like the artist for that one soul reaper manga says, “Those with‐ 

out tal ent ought to just close their eyes, stick them selves in some cor‐ 

ner, and while away, sur viv ing solely o�� the rain and dust that ��ows

into their gap ing maws.” Para phras ing, but still.

An other trade se cret of mine: I rarely en gage with my view ers.

That one’s ex tremely im por tant. When it comes to my work, I am the

sole dis trib u tor, and they, my many re cip i ents. Some ne ti zens say that

be ing all chummy with one’s view ers is what keeps a streamer alive, but

I’m on the side that prefers to es tab lish a strong set of bound aries.

While he may not be a streamer him self, Watabe, a re porter for

Niconiya, plants him self ��rmly on the other side. I do pity him—I

mean, imag ine hav ing to act out a char ac ter all the time like he does.

As to why I think it’s im por tant to main tain dis tance be tween

your self and your au di ence? Well, let me put it this way: in for ma tion is

the lifeblood of the in ter net. In for ma tion is power, and in for ma tion has

value. Thus, the more in for ma tion you con ceal, the bet ter; put an other

way, the per sonal in for ma tion of a celebrity is im mensely valu able.

And, as a streamer that’s on the verge of sur pass ing 5,000 view ers,

you could say I’m pretty close to be com ing a celebrity my self. Take a

look at @chan nel and you’ll see threads upon threads about my

livestream, which I ti tle “TIL: I Can See The Fu ture.” My fans and my

haters alike are at each other’s throats from dawn till dusk, 24 hours a

day, seven days a week.

Now, to be fair, @chan nel is es sen tially the on line equiv a lent of

gra� ��ti you’d ��nd sprayed all over a skeevy gas sta tion bath room—that
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is to say, it’s ��lled to the brim with un re li able, un in formed con tent.

While I don’t bother check ing it ev ery day, I do give it a look oc ca sion‐ 

ally—all while smirk ing at the sight of the piti ful losers crawl ing about

the site, of course.

Any way, to get back to the point, that’s why keep ing your dis‐ 

tance from your view ers is ideal. Though I do ac tively show my face on

my livestreams, I haven’t re ally met any one face-to-face over the few

months since I started do ing these streams. At worst, I’ve prob a bly

only made ac tual con tact with the Jun gle de liv ery guy, or the clerk at

the lo cal su per mar ket. And when I do need to talk to peo ple for work, I

can just do it through the pri vacy of the in ter net.

At any rate, as so ci at ing with peo ple is id i otic—I have no need for

it. I’ve forged this path of mine through my own in de pen dence, and

I’m gonna keep my end less grind go ing with out re ly ing on a sin gle

other soul for the rest—

...Whoops. Might be sound ing like more of a self-ag gran diz ing

dick wad than I’m mean ing to. Truth be told, what I just said isn’t quite

true. Even I have peo ple who are in cred i bly im por tant to me. They’re

not worth less like a fam ily mem ber would be, but they’re more like...

bene fac tors? Close friends of mine? Hmm... what’s the best way to de‐ 

scribe them...

Well, what ever—they’re just peo ple that I feel like I can al ways let

my guard down around. They also landed me a deal with this agency

that’s putting out ads for me on this re ally pop u lar web site. To be hon‐ 

est, it’s only be cause of them that I have the life I do right now; I guess

peo ple re ally do need some form of com pany.

“Ootani-san, are you feel ing okay?” one of them asks.

“Over work, per haps? You’ve been so busy lately. You shouldn’t

push your self too hard,” the other sug gests, con cerned.
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Those fa mil iar, ever-so-kind voices soothe the split ting headache

that struck me just a sec ond ago.

Man, this is part of why it’s worth hav ing peo ple around. In all

hon esty... the fact that I was able to sur vive with out such friend li ness...

such kind ness... for two whole months is noth ing short of a mir a cle. A

true mir a cle.

This long-awaited re union, and that calm ing ex change, have put

my mind com pletely at ease.

“I’m cur rently stream ing and need to head back on cam era, so

please hold on a sec.”

I pile the freshly cut cheese I just ��n ished pre par ing for the

stream on a plate, then sit down in front of my PC.

My eyes are look ing di rectly at the fu ture—a fu ture that I will cut

right through my self. From here on out, I want to see how far my po‐ 

ten tial can stretch when I’m with these guys. And this isn’t me be ing

fake or in char ac ter like usual.

These are my true feel ings, free of all false hoods.
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■ Ku rusu Nono

No vem ber 3rd

Al though the orig i nal record ing of Ootani Yu uma’s death was

taken down, copies of it went vi ral, and be fore long, it in vaded ev ery

sin gle cor ner of the in ter net. It was a video of a man dy ing, with a red

liq uid com posed of blood, tears, and drool leak ing from his eyes, nos‐ 

trils, and mouth—each and ev ery ori ��ce on his face. To call it ab hor‐ 

rent and taste less would be a mas sive un der state ment.

The in ci dent oc curred at 11 PM on Sep tem ber 7th, just shortly

af ter Ootani’s Niconiya livestream, “TIL: I Can See the Fu ture,” be gan.

Dur ing the pe riod in which he was await ing re quests from his view ers,

he stood up from his seat and walked away from the cam era. He took

an un ex pect edly long time to re turn to the stream, but when he did...

...his right arm was gone.

It had been cut into round slices, all of which were laid out on a

plate he held in his left hand.

“So sorry! I bought this cheese on sale and it’s just so in cred i bly

hard.” Af ter he said that, he put one of his sev ered, blood-drenched ��n‐ 

gers into his mouth, and pro ceeded to chew on it in de light. It was al‐ 

most like he was ac tu ally eat ing cheese...

He died soon af ter.

In the midst of his chew ing, he sud denly re gained his san ity. Un‐ 

able to com pre hend what was hap pen ing to him, he went through an

in tense bout of pain and su� �er ing; he im me di ately vom ited, ex pelling

his right thumb from his body. Then, only mo ments later, he died

right there at his desk. It all hap pened so sud denly... It was as if a spell

show ing him a bliss ful il lu sion had abruptly been bro ken.
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This mys te ri ous in ci dent came to be known as “Don’t Look” by

the pub lic. I’d as sumed that those were the last words spo ken by the

vic tim on the livestream, but in ac tu al ity, the in ci dent is called that due

to its re sem blance to a pop u lar piece of ASCII art that goes by the

same name. It also seeks to al lude to a cer tain in ap pro pri ate cliché in

me dia.

Just as the num ber of views and the spread of the video in di cated,

spec u la tion and the o ries about the case ran ram pant. It was clear from

the video that there had been a third party at the scene of the crime,

but their iden tity re mains a mys tery.

Ap par ently, prior to his �� nal livestream, Ootani had made many

ac cu rate pre dic tions about the fu ture on his Niconiya chan nel—pre dic‐ 

tions that could only be ex plained by some form of pre cog ni tion. The

sig ni� � cant pop u lar ity of his livestreams fur ther sup ports that the ory.

This leads into what I ��nd strangest about the in ci dent: If Ootani

re ally did have the power to see the fu ture, why wasn’t he aware of the

ter ri ble fate he would even tu ally meet?

Af ter some thought, I had an epiphany: per haps he didn’t trust

what his own fu ture showed him. Or per haps he didn’t have the

courage to look into his fu ture at all. I be lieve that could ap ply to any‐ 

one—if a per son re ally could see into the fu ture, it would take a lot of

courage to gaze into their own.

Per haps that’s why he looked into oth ers’ fu tures. If he did that,

he would only see in for ma tion that was risk-free to him.

I don’t think that do ing such a thing makes him a par tic u larly

cow ardly per son. No mat ter who you might be, you need an im mense

amount of courage to look into your own fu ture.

I my self know that all too well.
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Chap ter 2 — Au dio Bleeds a Stark Red

In the be gin ning, all I knew of this case was that some one had

died a strange death, and that a video of it had been posted on line. So,

when Takuru ��rst in formed me of the de tails at the News pa per Club, I

found my self ab so lutely hor ri ��ed.

Speak ing of Takuru, a few days prior to that, I re mem ber notic ing

that he had skipped school. At ��rst, I was wor ried that he had been ne‐ 

glect ing his health since he was liv ing alone, and that he had got ten

sick as a re sult—or that he had got ten caught up in some kind of in ci‐ 

dent. But when I came across a pic ture he had up loaded to the News‐ 

pa per Club’s ��le sys tem, I im me di ately un der stood why he hadn’t been

at school that day.

The pic ture in ques tion was of the Don’t Look case’s crime scene,

taken from the out side. Judg ing from the po si tion of the sun in the

pic ture and the time it was up loaded, it was clear to me that Takuru

had skipped school in or der to take it. Still, I was per plexed as to why

he had done such a thing... Af ter all, re gard less of how he would act at

times, he hadn’t shown much in ter est in the in ci dent pre vi ously.

Later on, dur ing one of the News pa per Club meet ings, Takuru

men tioned that he had no ticed a com mon al ity be tween the Don’t Look

case and an other grotesque case from the past. “The month and day it

oc curred on,” he said, “is ex actly the same as this case from six years

ago. While Ootani’s death did ap pear to be a sui cide, the cir cum stances

sur round ing it are just as bizarre and grotesque as the mur der that took

place six years ago.”

Takuru wasn’t merely pur su ing the Don’t Look case—he was

pur su ing the se ries of grotesque se rial killings that had be gun with

that old case.
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By the time the sec ond in ci dent oc curred on Sep tem ber 19th, not

only had Takuru de cided that it had to be re lated to the Don’t Look

case, he’d also come to the con clu sion that it was re lated to the New

Gen er a tion Mad ness of six years past. The fact that both of the re cent

mur ders had been car ried out on the same re spec tive days as the New

Gen in ci dents only served to en cour age that hy poth e sis of his.

Fiercely mo ti vated by his piqued in ter est and his in quis i tive mind,

Takuru be gan to break loose from the chains of com mon sense that

bound him—all be cause he des per ately wanted to be spe cial. To be

any thing but or di nary.

The sec ond case of the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness

even tu ally came to be known as “Au dio Bleed.” The vic tim was a

twenty-year-old woman named Takayanagi Momone, a singer on

Niconiya Video.

When he heard of her death, Takuru’s ��rst in stinct was, ap par‐ 

ently, to re fer to it as a “huge scoop.” The sheer rage and shame I felt

when I heard him re fer to a per son’s death in such a de plorable, de‐ 

mean ing way... If Itou-kun hadn’t been in the clu b room at the time, I

might have ac tu ally slapped him.

When she was still alive, Takayanagi would fre quently up load

videos un der Niconiya’s “Sang It” cat e gory. Be cause of Sang It’s ris ing

pop u lar ity, peo ple like her who en joy up load ing videos of them selves

singing—as op posed to hold ing live per for mances—are be com ing all

the more com mon in re cent years.

And yet... just as with the ��rst case, she’d died in a way that no

singer—no per son—should ever have to ex pe ri ence, let alone some one

who was as beloved as she was...



33

■ Takayanagi Momone

July 28th

To day, I am go ing to sing in front of many, many peo ple. But I

won’t be do ing it in per son—no, my con cert will be com pletely on line.

I’ve ac tu ally been up load ing videos of my self singing to Niconiya

for a good while now—Niconiya, by the way, is a web site where you

can share videos with other peo ple on line. It’s been ex plod ing in pop u‐ 

lar ity re cently, and now, there are tons of peo ple out there that en joy

do ing the same thing I do.

When you com pare us am a teurs to pro fes sional singers, the only

real di� �er ence you’ll ��nd is in how we dis trib ute things; am a teurs like

me don’t have nearly as many re sources as the pros. Yet, de spite that

wealth dis par ity, the gap be tween the pro fes sion als and the am a teurs

has been clos ing lit tle by lit tle over time, and nowa days, it’s get ting

harder and harder to tell them apart. In this day and age, al bums done

by on line singers are top ping the charts, beat ing out even the pros.

Heck, even those much older, more clas si cal singers are tran si tion ing

into singing ex clu sively on line—like, we’re talk ing peo ple from the

’50s. Con sid er ing that, I doubt there’s any one out there who can clearly

de ��ne the bound ary be tween the two ��elds any more.

As for me... I guess you could say that I’m rid ing this new on line-

singing band wagon as hard as any one else.

Ev ery once in a while, Niconiya spon sors this event called the

“On line Singer Roundup.” They call up some of the most pop u lar

singers on line, throw them to gether in a venue they rent out, and put

on a huge con cert fea tur ing ev ery one that showed up.

When ever Niconiya an nounces these events, there are al ways peo‐ 

ple that come crawl ing out of the wood work, sneer ing about how “am‐ 
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a teurs” rented out an en tire venue. Of course, those same peo ple shut

up pretty fast when the tick ets sell out within ten min utes.

And among the peo ple in vited to the Roundup this time around...

are me and my band.

◇◇◇
The at mos phere in the wait ing room is elec tric, and my band‐ 

mates couldn’t be any more ex cited if they tried. Ev ery one is los ing

their minds—none of them could’ve ever imag ined that we’d get the

chance to per form like this. But me? I’m sit ting par a lyzed in a cor ner,

prac ti cally in the fe tal po si tion.

My heart’s beat ing so fast, it might just leap out of my throat if

I’m not care ful... Ac tu ally, it’s pound ing so hard that I’m more wor ried

about it full-on ex plod ing out of my chest.

I just don’t have the con �� dence for this. I can’t “revel in the ex‐ 

cite ment in the air”—I can’t even so much as look for ward to our per‐ 

for mance. I’m just some av er age no body—a worth less piece of trash

that goes along with the lat est trends like ev ery one else. I’m noth ing

but a blank slate. No one’s go ing to re mem ber me af ter this.

When the Shibuya Earth quake hit, ev ery friend—ev ery street I

knew was swal lowed up in the chaos. And yet, some how, even af ter all

that, I man aged to keep liv ing my life. It was the only thing I hadn’t

lost.

Dur ing the years of re con struc tion fol low ing the earth quake, I

lived an aim less, av er age or di nary life. I had no dreams, no goals—

noth ing. The only thing I knew how to do was keep on liv ing.

One day, while I was still in that slump, a friend ap proached me,

ask ing if I’d start a band with them. I guess they’d heard about how I’d

wanted to be a singer at one point. It was an old dream of mine—I’d
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even taken some singing lessons and prac ticed writ ing lyrics in pur suit

of it. But... when the earth quake hit, I threw that all away.

So at ��rst, I re fused. “I don’t have what it takes to be a fa mous

singer,” I said. “There’s noth ing spe cial about me or my voice. I’d just

drag the group down.”

“Oh, c’mon, you’ll be �� i ine,” my friend replied. “Look, I know

you know what Niconiya is, but do you know about on line singers on

Niconiya?”

Back then, I ac tu ally did al ready know about how on line singers

had been get ting pretty big, and how they di� �ered from tra di tional

singers. How any one could be a singer as long as they had the equip‐ 

ment for it. Of course, ac tu ally get ting pop u lar that way would take a

ton of e� �ort, but com pared to au di tion ing over and over just to get a

de but al bum out, re leas ing songs on line would be far less painful.

As my friend spoke to me, my long-for got ten dream fought its

way back to the sur face of my mind. I �� nally stopped doubt ing my self

and started chas ing my call ing as an on line singer... Or at least, that’s

what I would say if it were true. It sounds pretty cool when I put it like

that, but in re al ity, I just didn’t have the con �� dence to say no. The sec‐ 

ond my friend put the slight est amount of pres sure on me, I crum bled.

It was then that I re al ized that, no mat ter what I did—even if I

went to hell and back—I would never be able to get rid of that part of

my self. Even now, I doubt I’ll ever be able to.

The day ar rived when I was to sing in front of a cam era for the

��rst time. For the oc ca sion, one of my band mates handed me this

��ashy, re ally re veal ing out ��t with a ton of chains at tached to it—they

jan gled with even the slight est move ment.

“You want me to wear this? In front of peo ple? There’s no way...”
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I ��g ured that, if only for a mo ment, I could ac tu ally stand up for

my self... but, like al ways, my band mates pushed right past my weak re‐ 

solve.

What I was sup posed to sing was the theme song to some anime,

and my out ��t was based on what one of the show’s char ac ters wore. I

was wor ried that there’d be trou ble if we cov ered the song and posted it

ev ery where with out per mis sion from the cre ators, but ev ery one else

was do ing it too, so I ��g ured it would all just work out some how.

There was a more press ing is sue on my mind, any way: my av er‐ 

age, garbage voice—my tal ent less, mid dle-of-the-road vo cals—were

go ing to be on full dis play. Ev ery one, all over the world, was go ing to

hear it.

Well, ��ne, I ended up think ing to my self. I’ve al ready gone this

far, so I might as well go all out. I’ll put these gaudy clothes on and

look like an id iot, just like my band mates. I’ll smear my ugly, dis gust‐ 

ing face with makeup, and if I can’t “bloom like a ��ower,” then I’ll just

slap some fake ��ow ers on my self. Might as well just cover my whole

body with them.

That was my mind set at the time.

Later on, I learned that there are peo ple out there who are crazy

enough to not ac tu ally care about the qual ity of your singing or the

songs you sing—they just want to see a bunch of id iots hav ing a great

time to gether. That, and I learned just how preva lent on line singers

were re ally be com ing.

We all felt good about what we’d ini tially ac com plished as a band,

and we con tin ued to post song af ter song on line—with ev ery new song

posted, our view counts grad u ally in creased. That was how we even tu‐ 

ally ended up get ting in vited to this event—a gath er ing of a bunch of

pop u lar, fa mous on line singers.
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Right now, we’re wait ing for our turn to go up and per form. Well,

all I’m do ing is sit ting in a cor ner of the room, but even that’s enough

to make me feel nau seous. My anx i ety’s eat ing away at me more and

more as the sec onds tick by. If we don’t get this over with soon, I

might just keel over and die from all this stress.

Com pared to the videos we up load—which are pretty much

garage band ma te rial—this is in a com pletely di� �er ent league. We’re at

an ac tual live venue, and tons of peo ple have shown up, hop ing to see

an ac tual live per for mance. What’s a girl like me, who’s not the least bit

at trac tive, and not even re motely spe cial, sup posed to do here?

I so des per ately want to run away... but it’s too late now. The an‐ 

nouncer just called our band’s name.

I fran ti cally try to psych my self up... and then... I step out onto

the stage.

Our band isn’t very well known yet, so the ma jor ity of the crowd

is star ing at us with cold, judg ing eyes—it’s al most like they’re ask ing

who the heck we’re sup posed to be. And re ally, bands ded i cated to cov‐ 

er ing anime songs and what not are pretty com mon on Sang It, so there

de� � nitely are bands who do the same thing as us, but way bet ter...

Hon estly? I don’t even want to “leave my mark on so ci ety” here or

any thing like that. I just want to get out of this place alive. Out of all

the vo cal ists here, I prob a bly have the weak est re solve. I barely have the

strength, or the will, to achieve any thing. But... even so, I don’t have a

choice but to try.

We’re per form ing two songs in to tal.

I’m gonna do my best to sur vive this.

Our per for mance be gins with a bal lad that’s also the end ing song

to an anime. I try to watch the anime cor re spond ing to the songs I sing

at least once, but I wasn’t a fan of this one; the char ac ters felt like they



38

were loud and an noy ing just for the sake of it, and there was never any

pay o��. I just... didn’t get it. But still, I’ve al ready come this far, so I’ve

just gotta do it. No mat ter the anime it comes from, a song’s still a

song, and I just have to be sure to sing it to its end.

As I sing the peace ful melody, I be gin to no tice that some thing’s...

o��. I only just now re al ized it, but for some rea son, the venue’s gone

com pletely silent. Ev ery one in the au di ence is just... stand ing there.

Com pletely still. Lis ten ing in tently.

They de� � nitely are lis ten ing, but... for some rea son, their eyes are

wide open. Ev ery one I look at seems to be ��lled with this... crazed pas‐ 

sion... this ab nor mally high en thu si asm. It’s not the kind of re ac tion

you’d ex pect from some nor mal, ev ery day bal lad.

Be wil dered, I look over to my band mates... only to see that they’re

act ing al most ex actly like the au di ence.

...Well, I’ve got a song to sing, so I can’t let my self get dis tracted, I

de cide. I ig nore what ever’s hap pen ing and put all of my fo cus back into

singing.

When the ��rst song ends, we tran si tion right into the fast-paced

in tro to the sec ond song. The very mo ment I be gin to sing, the en tire

venue erupts—and I re ally mean that. It erupts. I can’t think of any

other word to de scribe it; it’s like all the emo tions the au di ence has

been hold ing in dur ing the bal lad are be ing re leased at once.

As I con tinue to sing, ev ery thing goes ex actly as I want it to. The

en tire venue dances to my tune. When I tell them to jump up in the

air, they all do it in per fect sync. The au di ence is so riled up right now,

I’m won der ing if the venue is go ing to col lapse from the chaos.

Fi nally, the song reaches its con clu sion, and with out even plan‐ 

ning on it, I just start to shout out to the crowd.

“Thank you so much! You’ve been an amaz ing au di ence!”
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The crowd cheers loud enough to drown out all sound, even from

my mi cro phone. Our band ex its the stage, with calls for an en core and

end less clap ping send ing us o��. As we pass by the band that’s up next,

I can’t help but no tice their pale, daunted faces.

“WE DID IT!”

“Great job, guys!”

My fel low band mates ex change high ��ves; it sounds as if they

weren’t even wor ried for a sec ond about how the per for mance was go‐ 

ing to go. Mean while, I soak in the awe some feel ing of be ing, well,

soaked in sweat. And ev ery thing else, of course.

This is amaz ing! I feel like I’m on top of the world!

I crash down onto one of the chairs that was set up for us back‐ 

stage. I’m still in awe of how it felt to be on stage—it was just plain in‐ 

cred i ble. I would love to tell my ter ri ��ed past self all about how I feel

now.

As I bask in this amaz ing feel ing, my gaze pointed at the ��oor,

some one’s feet en ter my ��eld of view. Who ever it is, though, they don’t

do any thing else. They just... stand there, look ing down at me. Cu ri ous

about who it might be, I look up.

It’s a tall, slen der woman. And her looks... Her looks em body both

a mys te ri ous al lure, and a cap ti vat ing beauty. She’s wear ing a re veal ing

punk out ��t that ex poses both her belly but ton and her shoul ders, and...

she has this be witch ing charm to her that would leave ev ery one star‐ 

ing. Com pared to this woman’s ap pear ance, my makeup might as well

be some ��n ger paint ing I smeared onto my face in ��ve min utes, and my

out ��t no more than mere cos play.

The woman stand ing be fore me is so ex tremely ra di ant, I feel as

though I can’t even lay eyes on her. Her sharp, daz zling eyes... when I

see her star ing at me with them, any sense of bliss I have from the per‐ 
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for mance is de stroyed in one fell swoop. In its place, those feel ings of

medi ocrity—the ones I had for got ten all about for only a mo ment—

come ooz ing right back out.

The woman’s al lur ing lips be gin to move, danc ing to the tune of

words I don’t un der stand.

“The voice of a siren,” she be gins. “A voice that causes the col‐ 

lapse of equi lib rium. A voice that can not be con tained by the har mony

of song. Ac knowl edge its ex is tence, quickly. If you do not, not a sin gle

soul will be saved.”

What on earth is she say ing? I ask my self, be wil dered. Pay ing no

mind to my con fu sion, the mys te ri ous beauty ex its my sight and heads

to ward the stage. As she leaves, her gal lant form serves as a pow er ful

re minder: all of us back stage are am a teurs.

“What’s up with you?” asks one of my band mates, hand ing me a

cold bot tle of wa ter. “You’ve been star ing into space for ages. What did

you two talk about?”

“That woman... She’s...”

“Yeah, she’s no on line singer—she’s a real pro. Sounds like she

showed up here for some kinda guest per for mance. Her songs and

looks are on a whole ’nother level, of course, but when you ac tu ally talk

to her, you get these real weird vibes. Oh, yeah, speak ing of her, she

was ac tu ally the vo cal ist for that RaiNet Kakeru end ing song we cov‐ 

ered, if I re mem ber right.”

My band mate’s words prac ti cally go in one ear and out the other

—I’m too fo cused on what that woman said to me.

“The voice of a siren.”

Those words echo in my mind over and over, like an end less re‐ 

frain. For some rea son, though I re ally should be com pletely ec static
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about our per for mance... those words leave a sliver of anx i ety in my

heart.

But, ul ti mately, I de cide to shrug o�� the con ver sa tion I had with

her—if it can even be called that. In stead, I ��g ure that it was just the

strange ram blings of a crazy per son; I hear that she’s pretty fa mous for

her un usual speak ing style, any way. Be sides, above all else, I’m too busy

feel ing ab so lutely thrilled about how my life’s just changed for ever.

◇◇◇
That con cert ended up be ing a huge turn ing point for us; right

now, we’re one of the most viewed bands in the Sang It cat e gory. We

let the mo men tum from that suc cess lead us into do ing our own con‐ 

cert af ter ward, and it was an enor mous suc cess. Nowa days, when ever

we do street per for mances, we at tract crowds of peo ple so big, it’s a ��re

haz ard.

But... it was dur ing one of our con certs that I no ticed some thing

was wrong. That day, I’d caught a mild cold just be fore the con cert,

and my throat wasn’t in good shape. I tried to have the con cert post‐ 

poned to a later date, but it was ob vi ously too late to resched ule any‐ 

more. In the end, we had no choice but to cut sev eral songs from the

per for mance, and my mi cro phone’s vol ume was raised in or der to re‐ 

duce the strain on my voice.

As you’d prob a bly ex pect, the per for mance was aw ful. The mic

ad just ment re sulted in a lot of hor ri ble au dio feed back, the jar ring

changes from one ran dom song to an other led to a ton of mis takes, and

we were even forced to end a few songs part way through. Worst of all,

my voice was ob vi ously a com plete mess—I could barely talk, let alone

sing.

And yet... the re ac tions were the same as ever. The crowd was still

in tensely emo tional and ex cited through out the en tire per for mance.
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From the per spec tive of a per former look ing to sell tick ets and

what not, I ob vi ously should view that as a good thing—some thing to

be cel e brated. But, as an on line singer and an artist? I just don’t know

how to feel. The au di ence cheered us on the same way they al ways do

dur ing our ab so lute worst per for mance. Doesn’t that mean that they’d

be sat is ��ed with any thing we do? We could blast a to tal mess of ran‐ 

dom noise at our au di ences, and they’d en joy it any way; the ac tual

qual ity of our songs would mean noth ing.

But if that’s re ally the case, then why does it only hap pen at my

con certs? There are plenty of artists out there that are pret tier than me,

can sing bet ter than me, can dance bet ter than me... I’m just an av er age

girl with no real tal ent.

A small ten dril of doubt sprouts within me.

“The voice of a siren.”

Af ter all this time, I �� nally un der stand what that woman back‐ 

stage was try ing to tell me.

In Greek mythol ogy, sirens are songstresses that are half-women,

half-bird. It’s said that even the holi est of saints and the might i est of

he roes lost their senses and got lost at sea when they heard a siren’s

voice re sound ing across the wa ters. They were based on mer maids that

used their songs to lure hu mans away from their ships. Nowa days,

even the logo of a cer tain fa mous co� �ee shop is mod eled af ter them.

My band mates and my fans aren’t be ing drawn in by my songs,

but by a siren’s voice. My voice. I’ve been ma nip u lat ing them.

...When did this start hap pen ing? I know I wasn’t born with this

abil ity—I don’t re mem ber con trol ling peo ple with my singing when I

was a kid or some thing. Could I have hit my head so hard dur ing the

earth quake that some new power awak ened within me?
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What ever the case may be, one thing’s for cer tain... there never

was any ac tual value to my voice.

I now �� nally un der stand why I get so many com ments on my

videos that say, “I ex pected bet ter than this,” or, “This was way bet ter

live.” I’m guess ing that record ing my per for mances prob a bly weak ens

the e� �ects of my strange power.

Now that I’ve re al ized the truth, the en joy ment I’ve felt at con‐ 

certs... and that feel ing like my life has �� nally be gun... all of it starts to

fade away. And in its place... comes a deep, all-en com pass ing fear. Fear

that makes singing, be ing on stage—ev ery thing... so much more ter ri‐ 

fy ing.

I know that I’m noth ing but a fake, but I can’t just throw away

ev ery thing I have...

Tor tured by the end less thoughts scream ing at each other in my

head, I ��nd my self un able to es cape the un end ing cy cle I my self have

cre ated.

◇◇◇
Sep tem ber 19th

Days, weeks, and even months passed by... and all the while, I still

found my self ��lled to the brim with anx i ety and in ner tur moil over my

dilemma. But... some thing changed that.

My lat est con cert had ended a lit tle while ago, and, shortly af ter, I

re ceived an email. That one email... was the glim mer of hope I’ve

needed so much. That one email... it... it saved me.

“Good song,” it read. “Keep it up!”

It’d been sent in re sponse to an orig i nal song I’d posted on a pub‐ 

lic site un der a pseu do nym—a song that I’d cre ated just for my own
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sake. Writ ing and singing that song had given me an out let—a way to

let out all the emo tions I’d bot tled up from ev ery thing else in my life.

The per son who’d emailed me their feed back hadn’t been en‐ 

chanted by my voice; they’d heard the song be yond my voice, and

they’d seen me for the singer-song writer I re ally am. That fact alone

��lls me with enough joy to bring me to tears.

My ��n gers trem bling, I be gin to type out a re ply thank ing them.

The e� �ect their email has on me is im mense: in a sin gle in stant, the

cloud of un cer tainty that was loom ing over me has com pletely cleared.

I can �� nally dump those anime girl cos tumes I hate so much, yet could

never bring my self to throw away. Hon estly, when it comes down to it,

I prob a bly won’t even hes i tate to cut ties with my fel low band mem‐ 

bers, ei ther—it’s just a mat ter of rip ping o�� the Band-Aid.

My con �� dence is higher than it has been in a long time, and new

ideas are start ing to ��are up in side me be cause of it. If my singing is

mag i cal if you hear it in per son, and I want to avoid that... then why

don’t I just record my self in ad vance and play it over a speaker?

I think that this is prob a bly the ��rst time I’ve ever been able to

face my dream head-on—my dream of be com ing a singer. An un known

power wasn’t the only thing buried deep within me; there was also a

dream I’d thought long dead.

I shak ily say my good byes to the con cert venue, try ing my hard est

to calm down. Be fore I got that email, I was com pletely lost. But now?

As I leave the back stage area, my heart’s beat ing so fast, I feel like it’s

go ing to burst out of my chest. Ac tu ally, it’s pound ing so hard, I’ve

even got a headache now—and I feel dizzy, too! It’s al most un be liev‐ 

able, re ally, but the sheer lib er a tion I feel right now is so great, I feel

like I’m about to pass out!



45

This is the mo ment I’ve been wait ing for my whole life—I’m sure

of it. This is ex actly what I was al ways meant to do.

You know what? I’m in such a good mood right now, go ing home

is the last thing I wanna do. I’m gonna go do a live street per for mance

in stead!

I head out side and quickly start get ting ready. “Thanks for watch‐ 

ing. Take it easy,” I say, speak ing into a tape recorder I have on hand. I

have to record a greet ing like this to get the per for mance started, or

peo ple might sus pect that some thing’s wrong. Once I’m there, though,

I’ll play the gui tar di rectly.

Af ter a few min utes, I’ve ��n ished record ing the song, mean ing my

prepa ra tions are com plete. I ��d dle a bit with a small Blue tooth speaker.

Now, for the ��n ish ing touch...

I pick up the box cut ter I bought from a con ve nience store ear lier.

“The trick to singing a good song is to sing from your stom ach.”

That’s pretty much a fun da men tal rule when it comes to be ing a

singer, but I ac tu ally didn’t know about it un til some one else told me.

It’s hon estly pretty em bar rass ing.

I could just hide the speaker un der my clothes, but that’s not

think ing big enough—if I did that, I’d be treat ing this whole thing like

a ba sic singer would.

So, how would a pro fes sional do this?

With that ques tion driv ing me, I press the thin blade of the box

cut ter to my stom ach. Then, I push.

You might not be lieve this, but cut ting through ��esh is re ally

hard. I imag ine it’d be much, much harder if you tried to do it with out

any help, too.

I twist my body so that I can aim for a thin ner area of ��esh. In‐ 

stead of try ing to use raw strength to push the blade in, I move it back
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and for ward against my skin, tear ing through it in the same way you’d

saw through wood. My friend’s help ful, de tailed ad vice is re ally com ing

in handy right now.

I con tinue cut ting into my stom ach, all while care fully push ing

my or gans back into my body when they start to slip out. Even tu ally,

there’s enough space to stick the speaker in side; now that it’s ready for

it, I go ahead and shove the speaker into its new home with a sin gle

push. I can feel my or gans squelch ing around it, de vour ing it like

quick sand; I revel in the sen sa tion for a few mo ments, bask ing in it.

All right—now I’m all ready to go.

But, when I start to get up, I feel a hand on my shoul der.

“Take it easy there,” my trust wor thy friend says, a roll of pack ing

tape in hand. They lift my clothes up and be gin to cover the in ci sion in

my stom ach with the tape.

Oh, I see...! With out the tape, the speaker would come tum bling

out—I have to keep it sealed shut! That’s re ally smart. Why didn’t I

think of that?

“And be sides, this’ll make things more in ter est ing,” my friend

says.

I get it. It’s gotta be in ter est ing. So this is what hav ing real ��air is

like, huh? I never even con sid ered wor ry ing about stu�� like this... No

won der I’ve al ways been an av er age no body.

A glim mer ing smile ��ashes across my face when I re al ize this.

Once they ��n ish up, my friend sends me o�� with a know ing ex‐ 

pres sion on their face. With their bless ing, I walk for ward, then sit

down at the curb where I plan to hold my per for mance.

It’s time to work some magic. Let the de but of “Takayanagi

Momone: Re born”... be gin!
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The blood on my hand makes it a lit tle di� �� cult, but af ter fum‐ 

bling with the speaker a bit, I press “Play.”
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■ Ku rusu Nono

No vem ber 3rd

As I was re search ing Takayanagi Momone on line, I came across

some in ter est ing in for ma tion about her. Ap par ently, while she was still

alive, she had been per form ing as a singer-song writer un der a pseu do‐ 

nym for some time; there had been ru mors to that e� �ect ��oat ing

around dur ing that time, but they’d never been con ��rmed.

To me, the in for ma tion seemed sus pect at best, but I still ��g ured

it could po ten tially be a use ful clue—so I ended up tak ing a look at the

web site men tioned in the ru mor. It hadn’t seen a sin gle up date since

the day of her death.

On that web site, I lis tened to what may or may not have been one

of her songs. No part of it seemed to lean into mod ern trends, and

there wasn’t any en gi neered ��ashi ness to it to draw peo ple in... But,

none the less, it was a good song—one that cer tainly left a deep im pres‐ 

sion on me.
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Chap ter 3 — The Re volv ing Dead Re volves Ad In ��ni‐ 

tum

Sep tem ber 29th

Sep tem ber 7th — Group Dive, Don’t Look

Sep tem ber 19th — Man child, Au dio Bleed

Once Takuru no ticed that there was a con nec tion be tween the

days when the past and present cases oc curred, he went on to tack pic‐ 

tures and in for ma tion about them on the clu b room map.

It was this very con nec tion that breathed life back into the News‐ 

pa per Club.

Af ter that grand rev e la tion of his, a few days passed. To day, Sep‐ 

tem ber 29th, Takuru ad dressed Itou-kun and I—Serika wasn’t there at

the time—with the clu b room map as his back drop. Once again, he as‐ 

serted his claim that, be cause the two re cent in ci dents had oc curred on

the same dates as the ones in the past, they had to be con nected to the

New Gen er a tion Mad ness of six years ago.

Six years prior to to day, the Cruc-a� ��x ion case had oc curred—

thus, if an other in ci dent were to oc cur to day, it wouldn’t be pos si ble to

deny the two se rial mur der cases’ sup posed con nec tion any more.

“If some thing weird hap pens in Shibuya again, we’ll know for

sure,” Takuru ex plained. “If a co in ci dence hap pens three times, it’s not

a co in ci dence any more.”

But I didn’t want the cases to be con nected. I hoped—no, prayed

that noth ing would hap pen to day. Even just think ing about the in ci‐ 

dents of six years ago was enough to over whelm me as it was.
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And yet, in spite of that, Takuru’s phone soon be gan to ring—a

phone call from Serika. The sound of her hur ried voice as she panted

for breath... told me that my prayers were go ing to go unan swered.

“There’s been a mur der! Or maybe an ac ci dent?” Serika stam‐ 

mered ex cit edly, her voice plainly au di ble from Takuru’s phone. “W-

Well, ei ther way, I think what you said might’ve hap pened!”

What on earth is go ing on? I wanted to ask, but be fore I could,

Takuru had al ready ��own from the room in a hurry.

“W-Wait up!” Itou-kun shouted af ter him.

“Takuru?! Wait!” I shouted out in turn.

Itou-kun was the next to leave the room, and I hur riedly fol lowed.

Takuru had never run that fast in his life, and I had no doubt that the

same could have been said about my self. I had to sprint as if my life de‐ 

pended on it—if I hadn’t, I would have lost him long be fore we

reached the love ho tel dis trict in Do gen zaka. I’m the fur thest thing

from an ath letic per son, so I sup pose some in stinct of mine must have

been urg ing me for ward.

Even tu ally, Itou-kun and I caught up to Takuru, only to ��nd him

stand ing out side a seedy love ho tel by him self, tak ing pic tures. I was

too out of breath to say any thing, leav ing Itou-kun to ask for an ex pla‐ 

na tion.

“So?” he said to Takuru. “Did some thing hap pen?”

“I’m not sure, but if some thing big hasn’t hap pened al ready,

there’s no doubt it will soon. The po lice in side are call ing for re in force‐ 

ments,” Takuru ex plained.

“What? You sure it’s not just some cou ple that had a ��ght?”

“Would you call re in force ments just for that? And to day’s the

29th, you know.”
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In vast con trast to how I felt, I be lieved that, deep down, Takuru

wanted the in ci dents to be con nected—that he wanted the mad ness to

be re born.

“I told you, you’re over think ing this,” I ven tured.

Be sides, we can’t just prowl about in a place like this. It may be

day time, but this is the seedy love ho tel dis trict—not to men tion that

we’re all here in our school uni forms.

“Hm?” Takuru mum bled, clearly not pay ing me any mind. His

un changed pos ture told me he had no in ten tion of leav ing. In stead, he

con tin ued to stare at one spe ci��c spot: on the third ��oor of the build‐ 

ing be fore us, there was a large, open win dow. Through it, the room’s

in te rior could be seen... and I could faintly hear a calm melody leak ing

from it as well. It was the sound of a mu sic box; its tune was so gen tle,

I al most felt as though it was invit ing us in side.

The sit u a tion was noth ing if not sus pi cious. And yet, to my dis‐ 

may, Takuru did not fal ter. Far from it, in fact.

“If we can get in side with out them ��nd ing us...”

“Wha—” I choked out, too shocked to prop erly re spond. I just

couldn’t be lieve my ears; what Takuru was sug gest ing was com pletely

and ut terly ab surd.

“There should be a rear en trance some where, so let’s do it be fore

the po lice re in force ments get here. Itou, go around from that side,” said

Takuru, dish ing out in struc tions.

“O-Okay?” replied Itou-kun, be wil dered.

“I’ll take this side.”

“Takuru, stop,” I in ter rupted. “Look at me.” I grabbed his arm,

stop ping him be fore he could leave.

In des per a tion, I be gan to list o�� why what he was plan ning to do

was a ter ri ble idea. “This is way be yond what a high school club should
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be in volved in,” I rea soned. “It’s too dan ger ous. What if you get ex‐ 

pelled?” And then, I put my foot down. “As your big sis ter, I can’t let

you put your self in dan ger.”

“Sis ter? We’re not ac tu ally fam ily, are we?” Takuru im me di ately

re torted.

Be fore I knew what I was do ing, I’d grabbed Takuru by the col lar.

My grip was tight, and my face hot with anger. He had blown o�� all

my ar gu ments like they were noth ing. I didn’t know what to say—I

didn’t even know what I could say.

Takuru looked at me, seem ing some what apolo getic. Yet, even so,

he didn’t say an other word.

If I’d made my true feel ings clear to him at that point, Takuru

prob a bly would have lis tened, but... I knew that if I did, our strained

re la tion ship wouldn’t have just got ten weaker—it would have fallen to

pieces al to gether.

My out burst, im pul sive as it had been, had likely been a re sult of

me need ing an out let for my anger. Ever since I’d heard about the po‐ 

ten tial con nec tion be tween the re cent grotesque mur ders and the New

Gen er a tion Mad ness of the past, alarm bells had been go ing o�� in my

head. And yet, that ir ra tional fear—that ag i ta tion I felt about Takuru...

was all it took to pre vent me from do ing any thing that would hurt our

re la tion ship any fur ther.

Sud denly, a voice broke the si lence among us: “Stop it!”

By the time I re al ized who the voice be longed to, I found my self

torn away from Takuru and ��y ing through the air. It was Serika, who

had not been with us un til that point. She’d tack led me, and thanks to

the mo men tum, I found my self tum bling to the ground with her. “No

��ght ing, Non-chan!” she scolded. “That goes for you too, Taku! The

News pa per Club’s motto is that the ��ve of us are friends, right?”
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“No ��ght ing.”

True enough—I sup pose that any by stander who’d spot ted us in

that mo ment would’ve thought we were ��ght ing...

I re turned to my feet, thank ing Serika in ter nally for sav ing me

from my self. If she hadn’t, who knows what I would’ve said next.

“This is no time for ��ght ing, Taku!” Serika shouted. “The back

door is open!”

But with those words, my grat i tude swiftly evap o rated, and was

im me di ately re placed by a frus trated bit ter ness. While she’d been away

from us, Serika had found a route to sneak into the love ho tel.

Af ter think ing for a mo ment, Takuru spoke. “Let’s go to gether,”

he said to Serika. “If we pre tend to be a cou ple, we might be able to

fool them if it comes to that.”

“Okay!”

And so, Serika and Takuru be gan to in ��l trate the love ho tel with‐ 

out a hint of hes i ta tion. As I watched them go, I could phys i cally feel

my legs shak ing be neath me—Takuru had bla tantly ig nored all of my

warn ings, leav ing me feel ing ab so lutely pow er less.

“You okay, VP?” asked Itou-kun, con cerned.

“Oh... Yes, I’m per fectly ��ne. Thank you,” I re sponded, grate ful

for his con sid er a tion.

“Sooo... what’s the plan?”

“We wait. We can’t just aban don those two and head home right

now.” Since there were po lice o� �� cers in the ho tel, I ��g ured Takuru and

Serika wouldn’t be able to sneak in side with out get ting caught. And,

when they in evitably did get caught, they’d be dragged out by the

scru��s of their necks. When that hap pened, there would need to be

some one present to ex plain the sit u a tion.
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That some one would be me. It didn’t mat ter what had hap pened

—it didn’t mat ter what he’d said to me—I would never aban don my

brother.

That will al ways re main true. No mat ter what, I will al ways be

there for him. Much like how Serika al ways en cour ages him by push‐ 

ing him on ward, I will con tinue to sup port him too, in my own way.
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■ Arimura Hi nae

Au gust 19th

I met Kakita-san back in early Au gust, the hottest time of the

year—in terms of the case, it would’ve been around a month be fore the

mur ders kicked o��.

Thanks to my run-ins with him, I came to un der stand—well,

par tially un der stand—the truth be hind the mys tery sur round ing me.

“Even if she fell in love with some one else, I’d still be happy.”

Lies.

“I tried my hard est, but I still lost. No big deal, though—I think

the other team de served to win.”

Lies.

“I wanna be friends with you for ever!”

Lies.

This world is in fested with lies. Peo ple spout lie af ter lie end lessly,

to the point where it feels like a com pe ti tion.

Lies sicken me. But it’s not like point ing them out ever does any‐ 

thing. Even if I did start call ing lies out for what they are, I’d just end

up get ting kicked out of my friend group for dar ing to be hon est. It’d

pretty much be so cial sui cide.

In other words, even if I know that some one just lied, I can’t do

any thing about it. All I can re ally do is plas ter a dis gust ing, fake smile

on my face and go along with what ever they say.

To be clear, when I say that I can tell when peo ple are ly ing, it’s

not be cause of in tu ition or any thing like that. Af ter the earth quake hit,

I got the power to see through peo ple’s lies. Prob lem is, that also

means I can no longer fool my self into be liev ing that a lie is true.
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Af ter I got my pow ers, I painstak ingly ripped away the façade that

was my fam ily—an im age my mom had so des per ately been try ing to

main tain. My mom had been ly ing to my dad by cheat ing on him.

She’d been ly ing about lov ing us. She’d been ly ing about ev ery thing

she’d ever done.

Ev ery thing was a lie. My per fect fam ily? It was noth ing but a lie

—it had been built on lies. The raw truth of that fact res onated within

my mind, scream ing at me louder than my mother ever had.

Nowa days, I live with my aunt and un cle. As for my school, I go

to Hek iho Acad emy, a place that was built for earth quake vic tims—it

even o� �ers us free tu ition.

When ever I’m not at home, I have to deal with my fake friends

that lie ev ery two sec onds. When ever I am home, I have to deal with

the con stant em bar rass ment that comes with be ing a use less free loader.

There’s no place where I can feel at home, and no per son that I can talk

to about my freaky pow ers. The only way I can dis tract my self from my

de pres sion... is to think about—no, cling to my past.

◇◇◇
Just a minute’s walk away from Shibuya Sta tion, there’s a place

that, de spite where it is, still man ages to be the most serene place I

know. A place that stands out amid the con stant chaos of Shibuya.

The Shibuya Earth quake Memo rial.

Built to honor the vic tims of the Shibuya Earth quake, it’s a small

lo ca tion marked by a large, white spire in the cen ter. And among the

names etched onto it... is my brother’s.

As I was vis it ing the memo rial one day, I spot ted a fa mil iar face.

Pass ing them by, I gave them a quick nod.

Dirty blond hair, huh? Don’t I know a dirty blond? Af ter pon der‐ 

ing for a sec ond, I re mem bered who I was think ing of. Oh, right, I
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think the Em press was one... Yeah, that’s it.

I should men tion: I wasn’t be ing rude—the Memo rial just isn’t

re ally the best place to strike up a con ver sa tion with some one, so a

light nod was more than ��ne there. Be sides, the two of us might’ve

known each other, but we de� � nitely weren’t close. And even if we were,

there was some one much, much more im por tant to me that I needed

to talk to.

Af ter a bit of search ing, I found the name I was look ing for

among the sea of names scrawled on the mon u ment. But... even though

it was right there, right in front of me, there was still a part of me that

didn’t want to ac knowl edge it.

Arimura Shingo.

My older brother. The only true fam ily I’d had... that I’d lost. On

that hor ri ble day, he’d just been ly ing there, buried be neath a pile of

rub ble... aban doned by our fake fam ily.

As I stood there in front of the mon u ment, I closed my eyes and

thought about all the times he’d smiled at me. And then... I wished for

him to save me.

Save me from this pain... from see ing through ev ery body’s lies...

Save me from this ter ri fy ing power I’m stuck with but don’t even

un der stand...!

In my head, I vented all the thoughts I could never put into words

to my brother. But he didn’t say any thing back.

As I stood there in si lence, sud denly, I heard some thing fall to the

ground be hind me with a light thud. I in stinc tively turned around and

saw a man dressed in a suit be hind me. What he’d dropped was a bou‐ 

quet of ��ow ers—prob a bly an o� �er ing, if I had to guess. The man was

star ing at me, his face clearly be wil dered.

“You’re kid ding... Is that you, Hi nae-chan?”
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“Huh?”

I’d never seen the guy be fore, but he knew my name.

“Er... it’s me! You know me! Or, uh... Well, I... guess you... might

not...” he said, his voice start ing to fal ter. Af ter a sec ond, though, he

started up again. “Okay, you know your brother, Shingo? I was a friend

of his. I think you and I have run into each other at least a cou ple

times.”

I took a closer look at him—his face did look vaguely fa mil iar. My

brother had died six years ago, so any kids who were born around that

time would have been en ter ing el e men tary school. As for the guy

stand ing there, his looks and gen eral stature had changed quite a bit—

prob a bly be cause of a growth spurt—but some of his char ac ter is tics

still faintly matched what I re mem bered.

“Nakata-san?” I said, try ing my best to re mem ber his name.

“Nope,” he replied.

“Okay, uh... Is it... Mo mota-san?”

“Still no. Okay, let’s try this: If you’re real over con �� dent, peo ple

might call you...”

“Uhh... cocky? Oh! Kakita-san, right?”

“There you go.”

Now, in my de fense, my brother was nice to ev ery one, so he had

tons of friends. But, what ever.

Plac ing the ��ow ers he’d brought on top of the al tar, Kakita-san

clapped his hands to gether in prayer. He took a mo ment, then af ter he

was done, he started talk ing to me again. “You’ve got a good mem ory

there, Hi nae-chan.”

“Do I, now?” I re torted.

P��t, a good mem ory... You rec og nized me the sec ond you saw me.

You’re just be ing sar cas tic, aren’t you? I grum bled in side my head.
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Well, what ever. It doesn’t sur prise me.

“No, re ally,” he said. “Shingo did have a cou ple bud dies named

Nakata and Mo mota. Not only did you re mem ber them, but even

though the two of us’ve only met a few times, you re mem bered my

name, too. So, no, I’m not be ing sar cas tic at all.”

Well, he doesn’t seem to be ly ing... I con sid ered. Then, the re al iza‐ 

tion hit me. W-Wait a sec ond!

“...Come again?” I said, be wil dered. Maybe I’d said some of my

thoughts out loud or some thing.

“Do you have it, Hi nae-chan?” asked Kakita-san. “Or are you not

sure?”

“...I-I’m sorry, what?” I asked, even more con fused now. What is

this guy on about?

“...Hm, guess I was a bit too quick on the draw there.” Kakita-san

paused for a sec ond be fore con tin u ing. “Hi nae-chan, have you got

some free time af ter this?”

“What?!” I yelped. “Is this all just some weird at tempt to hit on

me or some thing?!”

“Uh... Oh jeez, I’m sorry—okay, let’s just start over here. I only

asked if you were free be cause I want to talk to you about some thing

se ri ous,” he tried to ex plain. “I, uh, I want to talk about your prob lems.

...Well, I guess it’d be one prob lem speci� � cally. Y’know, the thing

where you’re able to tell if peo ple are ly ing?”

A chill ran down my spine, and I be gan to trem ble. I quickly

wrapped my arms around my self.

“You see, I’m ac tu ally deal ing with a sim i lar prob lem... So... I’d

like to help you out in some way. In Shingo’s place.”

...Noth ing he’d just said was a lie.

◇◇◇
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Af ter I’d ��n ished can cel ing my plans to hang out with my friends

over the phone, Kakita-san and I stopped at the Star bricks Co� �ee near

the sta tion.

I guess I should men tion what my friend said in re sponse to me

can cel ing last minute.

“That’s ��ne, I don’t mind.”

That’d been a lie.

I’d prob a bly need to think of a way to patch things up with her

later, or else it would just cause prob lems in the fu ture. Still, I didn’t

have time to deal with it right then, so I de cided to just for get about it

for a while and take a seat.

In stead of start ing o�� our con ver sa tion talk ing about our freaky

pow ers, Kakita-san shared a few sto ries about my brother—some thing

the two of us could con nect over.

“...Now, be fore I say this, let me clar ify that I wasn’t one of them

—but you should know that among Shingo’s friend group, there were

a few that just couldn’t stand you.”

“Re ally?”

“Oh, sorry, that kinda came out wrong—see, it wasn’t re ally be‐ 

cause of any thing you did, it was just be cause Shingo was prac ti cally

glued to you,” he hur riedly ex plained. “What it comes down to is, some

of his friends were jeal ous of you. But when ever those guys saw you

and Shingo get ting along so well, they’d usu ally just drop it. Like, ‘Eh,

for get it. As long as he’s happy,’ y’know?”

Though Kakita-san had a smile on his face as he talked to me,

there was a hint of lone li ness hid den be hind it. That only made sense,

of course—we were talk ing about some one who had died a long time

ago.
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It was hard for me to put my ��n ger on it, but for some rea son, the

fact that my brother had had a friend like Kakita-san made me feel re‐ 

ally happy. Maybe it was be cause... he hadn’t told a sin gle lie dur ing any

of his sto ries. And while talk ing to him de� � nitely felt like I was talk ing

to some one I’d just met, I hon estly felt much more com fort able with

him than with any of my class mates. With them, I’d al ways have to

pre tend that ev ery thing was okay—that I wasn’t see ing through their

bull shit. But not Kakita-san.

I felt like I could get along with peo ple like him a whole lot bet ter

than any one else. That was to say, peo ple who wouldn’t lie and just

said what ever was on their mind with out a ��l ter.

In that mo ment, I found my self wish ing there were some one like

him at school, too.

Sud denly, a dull vi brat ing sound started to ring through out the

ca�é. Kakita-san shot me an apolo getic look, then quickly grabbed his

phone from his pocket. “Yes? Oh, yeah, of course. Got it. I’ll be there

soon.”

This time, I sensed a num ber of lies in his words.

Af ter he’d given a few more re sponses to who ever was call ing him,

Kakita-san put his phone down.

“Some thing about work?” I asked him.

“Yeah, pretty much. I’m work ing part-time right now,” he re‐ 

sponded. “I might as well con fess: I ac tu ally do mean right now. I’m

tech ni cally on the clock—just not in the o� ��ce.”

“Won’t you get in trou ble for wast ing your time with me, then?”

“Well, I am giv ing them the re sults they want, more or less. This

might sur prise you, but I’m ac tu ally one of the top per form ers at the

com pany,” he ex plained. “But any way, how about we get into the main

rea son I wanted to talk?”
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We’d �� nally ar rived at the real rea son I’d de cided to stick with

him for so long. Kakita-san’s face took on a dark ex pres sion, like he was

get ting ready to talk about some thing ex tremely im por tant. I couldn’t

tell if he was anx ious, or just sim ply tired.

He closed his eyes and be gan to scratch his head vig or ously.

Then, he shifted a bit in his seat, opened his eyes, and looked di rectly

at me. I could sense noth ing but pure re solve from him. I couldn’t help

but won der what kind of crazy topic needed that much prep.

“Okay, I’m go ing to need you to stay calm and lis ten care fully,” he

said. Then, he took a deep breath. “...All right. True or false: You could

sud denly dis tin guish truths from lies, let ting you see through peo ple

com pletely, im me di ately af ter the earth quake.”

“...True.”

What he’d said was true: it had started right af ter the earth quake

had hit. I’d thought his ques tion was a to tal shot in the dark, but it

was en tirely ac cu rate. It felt like he was see ing right through me... and

that was kinda scary.

“Sorry, I’m sure I’m freak ing you out here. To be hon est with

you, I... also had a strange power awaken in me af ter the earth quake

hit. When I met you back by the memo rial, I al ready knew that we

were both deal ing with the same thing.”

I didn’t know how to re spond.

“Just like how you’re able to see through lies, I can read minds,”

Kakita-san con tin ued. “And I want to know more about this power I

have.”

He can read minds...? I thought to my self. Un sur pris ingly, noth‐ 

ing he’d said to me was a lie. So, in that case, is that the real, ac tual

truth? Or does Kakita-san only be lieve that it is?
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As Kakita-san con tin ued to ex plain what was go ing on with him,

he looked as though a huge weight was be ing lifted o�� his shoul ders.

Ac cord ing to his story, im me di ately af ter the earth quake had hit,

he’d sud denly found him self able to read minds—the minds of both

good peo ple and bad peo ple alike.

At ��rst, he’d been thrilled that he’d awak ened to such an in cred i‐ 

ble power. But it wasn’t long be fore this lie-in fested world started to

ter rify him, just like me. Af ter he’d re al ized that the world wasn’t what

it seemed, he’d lost his abil ity to trust peo ple. Still, he’d man aged to

keep him self to gether de spite that, and even tu ally, he de cided that he

wanted to learn more about the power he’d sud denly found him self

with.

“So I ended up won der ing, ‘Where do I start?’” Kakita-san ex‐ 

plained.

He’d been stuck on that ques tion for a good while, ap par ently—

but even tu ally, he’d de cided on a whim to read the mind of a ran dom

em ployee he’d come across. The em ployee had been tak ing a sur vey of

the lo cal res i dents, and when Kakita-san looked into his head, he dis‐ 

cov ered that they ac tu ally held a clue re lated to his pow ers.

The em ployee in ques tion worked for a startup com pany that was

help ing out with Shibuya’s restora tion—a com pany named “Safe‐ 

Works.” They had ap proached Kakita-san with a sur vey, but un for tu‐ 

nately for them, they’d got ten noth ing more than a quick, in o� �en sive

an swer out of him—he was so taken aback by his sheer luck, that was

all he’d been able to man age, re ally. Re gard less, that was the ��rst cru‐ 

cial clue to the mys tery he’d found him self wrapped up in.

Af ter that, Kakita-san started work ing a part-time job at Safe‐ 

Works just so he could get in con tact with that em ployee again. “To

this day,” he ex plained to me, “I haven’t been able to ��nd him. But as
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I’ve wan dered around Shibuya for the job, I’ve found that a lot of peo‐ 

ple here hold a lot of rel e vant clues. In essence, the key to this mys tery

isn’t just at Safe Works—it can be found within this very city it self.”

As he con tin ued his in ves ti ga tion, Kakita-san kept on climb ing

the ranks at Safe Works. Even though he was just a part-timer, he still

man aged to be come one of the com pany’s top em ploy ees—all thanks

to his power to read minds. Ac cord ing to him, us ing it was like play ing

Old Maid while know ing ex actly what your op po nent’s hand was.

As Kakita-san con tin ued to tell his story, a few parts of it struck a

chord with me.

“So, get ting back to the present now: When I saw you at the

mon u ment, I thought to my self, ‘Oh, I know this girl from some‐ 

where,’ and af ter that, I mi i ight’ve ac ci den tally peeked into your

mind...” Kakita-san ad mit ted sheep ishly. “That’s when I found out that

you and Shingo were re lated, and that you were there to beg him to

save you.”

“So that’s why you dropped your bou quet? Out of sur prise?” I

asked.

“Pretty much. I just couldn’t be lieve that Shingo’s younger sis ter

was stand ing right there, y’know? And hon estly, the rea son I said I

wanted to talk about our pow ers wasn’t be cause I ac tu ally wanted to—I

just ��g ured you wouldn’t have both ered talk ing to me oth er wise. Af ter

all, the one you ac tu ally wanted to talk to was your brother. Not me.”

Kakita-san paused for a mo ment. “...If you think that was pretty

un der handed, you can feel free to call me out on it. You can re ally let

me have it, if you want,” he said, scratch ing his head.

Right then, an idea popped into my head. “Oh, I know what you

can do,” I said to him. “Sorry to ask, but could you prove it?”

“Prove it? What, my pow ers?”
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“Yes. If you want to prove to me that your pow ers aren’t some‐ 

thing you dreamed up, then I need some con crete ev i dence.”

Also, it’d help as sure me that this is what I ac tu ally want to do.

I apol o gized to Kakita-san in side my head—I hadn’t meant to be

so blunt on pur pose. And I hadn’t meant for my voice to sound so cold,

ei ther.

Nev er the less, Kakita-san looked at me with an in cred i bly solemn

ex pres sion. “Yeah... I guess that only makes sense...” he said with a sad

sigh. “Guess ing what card you’re hold ing or do ing some other magic

trick isn’t go ing to be very con vinc ing, I imag ine. But if this is what

you want, then I might need to un cover some sen si tive in for ma tion

about you.”

“That’s ��ne,” I replied. “I want you to tell me what my brother

left be hind for me.”

“...Are you sure?”

“I don’t mind.”

I knew that Kakita-san would prob a bly be able to ��g ure out that

I’d watched my brother die. But I’d never told any one the de tails, and,

aside from my brother, I’d been the only one at the scene. In other

words, it was some thing that only I could’ve known—and if Kakita-san

re ally did have the power he claimed he did, he would end up ��nd ing

out about that mo ment in my life any way.

“All right, then. It’d help if you pic tured that scene in your head...

Hmm...” Kakita-san seemed to be con cen trat ing. “Okay, so, the last

thing Shingo... left be hind for you... was a lie and a truth... right?”

An ex pres sion of pain stretched across Kakita-san’s face as he

stared at me. Then, he be gan to speak.

“It’s im pos si ble, Hina... Just get out of here... this place is go ing

to...”
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“What are you talk ing about? I can’t do that! You’re... You’re all I

have! You’re my only brother!”

“I’m sorry, Hina... but you’re wrong... We’re... not ex actly brother

and sis ter... You and I aren’t full sib lings... Hina... you aren’t Mom and

Dad’s daugh ter... Your fa ther is an other man...”

“You’re... ly ing...”

“I al ways thought I shouldn’t tell you... That I should hide it un til

you grew up... But... But I’m... so...”

“It’s too dan ger ous! Go, Hina!”

“Big Bro...”

“RUN! RUN, HINA!”

Grief ��lled my throat as I stared at Kakita-san, but I des per ately

swal lowed it back. “You got it right,” I choked out.

Dur ing the earth quake, my brother had been left half-buried by

rub ble. Once he’d con fessed to all the lies our fam ily had fed me, he

was de voured en tirely by the rub ble, and... he dis ap peared for ever.

Even though he al ways used to tell me it was wrong to lie, he’d

been ly ing to me all along. But... de spite all that, I know he re ally did

want me to live on. Which meant that, on that fate ful day, my brother

left me be hind with both a lie and a truth.

As I stared at Kakita-san, I knew then that he re ally could read

minds. And... if his power was real, that proved that my own pow ers

weren’t just some screwed-up delu sion of mine.

Two di� �er ent peo ple can’t go in sane in the ex act same way.

Af ter a mo ment, the phone in Kakita-san’s pocket started to vi‐ 

brate again.

“I fully in tend to un cover the true na ture of my pow ers,” he said

to me. “So, if it’s all right with you, I’d like to start ex chang ing in for‐ 
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ma tion with you from here on out. If you learn any thing about this,

don’t hes i tate to con tact me.”

Kakita-san quickly scrawled his ad dress onto the back of a busi‐ 

ness card. “For tu nately, there’s no short age of ways to do that,” he said.

He handed the card to me, and be fore I knew it, he was leav ing the

ca�é.

He may be ditch ing work, but he sure knows how to get se ri ous

when he needs to... I thought to my self. And since I now knew he was

work ing hard to achieve an im por tant goal, he seemed es pe cially se ri‐ 

ous to me. There was no doubt in my mind that the ad dress he’d writ‐ 

ten on the busi ness card was his own.

With Kakita-san on my side, I ��g ured I might �� nally be able to

un der stand the power in side me—the power I didn’t un der stand. Still,

while cu rios ity about what the truth was gripped me, at the same time,

I was hit with a heavy sense of un ease. It was like I’d got ten a lead

while ghost hunt ing, but in the end, all the “ghost” had turned out to

be was some body’s sheets hung out to dry.

But it wasn’t just some silly ghost we were hunt ing. I knew that

we could very well dis cover some thing far, far more hor ri fy ing.

Kakita-san had cho sen his path—he was go ing to move for ward

and dis cover the true na ture of his pow ers. He was us ing the strong est

��ash light he had—his abil ity to read peo ple’s minds—and he was try‐ 

ing to shine it di rectly at the ghost.

I, mean while, found my self torn: Was it bet ter to cheer him on

for be ing so brave, or would it be bet ter to warn him not to be reck less?

At the time, I had no idea.

◇◇◇
Au gust 26th
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A week af ter I’d ��rst met him, Kakita-san gave me a call—he

wanted to meet up. Af ter we’d de cided on a time, I headed to ward the

meetup spot: Ca�é LAX, lo cated near Shibuya Sta tion.

Kakita-san had given me di rec tions, and I’d even peeked at the

map I had on hand a cou ple of times, but I still ended up get ting pretty

lost on the way there. Even tu ally, though, I man aged to ��nd it. I was

pretty sur prised at the fact that I didn’t rec og nize the place—it was

pretty close to my school, so I re ally should’ve, hon estly.

At the front en trance was a pe tite wait ress who promptly greeted

me. “So, you’ve de cided to grace us with your pres ence, have you?

Come, come, make your self at home,” she said, beck on ing me far ther

in side.

Her out ��t, at ti tude, and just her voice in gen eral were all pretty

bizarre. If I had to de scribe how she spoke, I guess I’d say she spoke

like an old grandma or some thing—not just old, though—old old.

What’s with the... mag i cal girl out ��t? I found my self won der ing,

weirded out. I don’t think this was sup posed to be one of those ca�és—

sure, they’ve got a lot of manga, but other than that, it looks pretty

nor mal.

It de� � nitely wasn’t the mys tery I’d ��g ured I would be run ning

into there, any way.

“Oh, my. Doth mine eyes de ceive me? Your hair, young lady—it’s

cer tainly a feast for the eyes.”

“...Thanks,” I replied. The strange wait ress and I had match ing

twin tails, so I sup posed it only made sense that she’d com ment on

them.

I told her that I was there to meet up with some one, and then I

started to look for that some one. Since I’d got ten lost and ended up

get ting there a bit late, I sus pected that he’d shown up be fore me.
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I even tu ally found him sit ting near the back end of the ca�é,

dressed in a ca sual Ox ford shirt and jeans, his nose buried deep in a

shojo manga. To be hon est, his ap pear ance clashed so hard with what

he was read ing, I’d ac ci den tally over looked him twice be fore I ac tu ally

spot ted him.

“Sorry I’m late,” I said once I got to his ta ble.

Kakita-san looked up from his manga. “...Hm? Oh, no wor ries.”

“Do you usu ally spend your time read ing that kinda stu��?”

“What? Oh, you mean this? Well, some one left it ly ing on this ta‐ 

ble be fore I got here, so I ��g ured I’d give it a read,” he said, scratch ing

the back of his head. “Though, I guess it’d be pretty weird to see a guy

read ing a manga for girls, huh...”

“Well, uh, isn’t that a hor ror manga?”

“Wha— It is?!” His eyes went wide.

...Did he se ri ously not no tice un til just now? How’s that even pos‐ 

si ble? That cover is so dark and gloomy-look ing... I mean, the main guy

on the cover has huge, dark cir cles un der his eyes, and his cheeks are

su per sunken in... I guess he’s sup posed to look tired?

Set ting that line of thought aside, I sat down and or dered a drink

from the wait ress when she stopped by our ta ble. Though she was

pretty haughty, at least she would still come and take or ders like a nor‐ 

mal wait ress would. What a weird ca�é... I thought to my self.

“I know what you’re think ing: This joint’s pretty weird, right?”

said Kakita-san. “I was caught pretty o�� guard when I ��rst came here,

too.”

“Yeah, I de� � nitely wasn’t ex pect ing this,” I replied. “Seems like

this place is pretty pop u lar, though.”

“Mhm. It’s easy to get com fort able here, and they don’t mind if

you stay a while. It’s a nice lit tle hole-in-the-wall—pretty good spot to
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go to if you’re a reg u lar,” he said. “Any way, putting that aside for now...

I re ally should apol o gize, Hi nae-chan—work’s got me su per busy

lately. Sorry I haven’t had the time to meet up with you un til now.”

“Oh, no, it’s okay. You don’t need to apol o gize for that. It’s not

like I’m in a huge rush to get all this stu�� ��g ured out or any thing,” I

as sured him. “Though, couldn’t you have just got ten a hold of me

while you were at work, like you’ve been do ing?”

“I did con sider that, but I ��g ured I prob a bly shouldn’t. Y’see,

when ever I work, I’m in a suit. And you, you’re in a school uni form.

What comes to mind when you see two peo ple like that to gether?”

Oh.

“I mean, I guess I see what you mean, but don’t you think you’re

be ing too para noid? You’re not that much older than me, you know.”

“I as sure you, I’m be ing more than rea son able about this,” he

replied. “There’re a lot of peo ple out there that as sume the worst about

ev ery one else. Like, say we have a Joe Schmoe out there tak ing a walk,

and he sees me, wear ing a suit. Then, next to the guy wear ing a suit, he

sees a girl in a school uni form. The gears be gin to turn in his head,

yeah? Then, poof, he comes to a con clu sion: ‘Je sus, groom ing much?’

he thinks... or some thing along those lines.”

“...I see...”

“I mean, just be fore there was this high school kid who came in

here, right? He spilled this Moun tain View that he had just bought,

and when the girl he was with went to clean it up, the kid was im me di‐ 

ately thrown at a cross roads. He was dead locked be tween two di� �er ent

fake sce nar ios in his head: an in cred i bly pos i tive one, and a re ally neg a‐ 

tive one—nei ther of which I can talk about in pub lic, that’s for sure.

And just from a soda spill!”
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Kakita-san shook his head, then con tin ued his spiel. “Trust me, I

re al ized right then and there that you shouldn’t un der es ti mate the

power of peo ple’s delu sions. Es pe cially not ones as in tense as that. I

mean, se ri ously, that kid was some thing else... His delu sions were so

strong, they blew right past my de fenses and ��owed straight into my

head.”

“Oh yeah,” he con tin ued, “there’s also a whole breed of scum bags

out there that see a girl and in stantly start think ing about her mea sure‐ 

ments, how she’d look in her un der wear, and much, much worse. So,

this mes sage goes out to you, Hi nae-chan: You gotta be care ful around

men.”

“...Wow. I didn’t re al ize things were that bad... Must not be easy

hear ing all that.” I found my self feel ing pretty bad for him af ter ev ery‐ 

thing he’d said, so I ended up voic ing that.

Based on what he’d told me, hav ing the power to read minds de� �‐ 

nitely sounded like a lot, and de� � nitely wasn’t all it was cracked up to

be. But, when I thought about the guy he was talk ing about, I also re‐ 

al ized that he wouldn’t have had any way to know that some ran dom

guy was peer ing into his mind, get ting an eye ful of his pri vate

thoughts.

To be hon est, I felt pretty bad for both of them—one didn’t have

a choice but to read peo ple’s minds, and the other’d had his mind read

with out ever re al iz ing it.

With out re ally think ing, I turned my head to look around the

ca�é, won der ing if the poor guy was still there.

“Oh, you look ing for the kid?” asked Kakita-san. “You just barely

missed him, ac tu ally—he left right as you came in,” he said, quickly

ges tur ing to ward the door.
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The next mo ment, though, his tone turned se ri ous. “But any way,

let me get into what you’re here for. Right o�� the bat, let me apol o gize:

there’s been so much in for ma tion to wade through that, to be com‐ 

pletely trans par ent with you, it’s taken a lot of time to whit tle things

down. So, un for tu nately, I’m only about half way through con ��rm ing

what’s true and what isn’t.”

“That makes sense. I mean, when you think about it, it’s pretty

nor mal for peo ple to as sume some thing is true when re al ity’s a di� �er‐ 

ent story,” I said, try ing my best to re as sure him.

That kind of stu�� makes things re ally hard for me, too. When

some one be lieves they’re telling the truth, I can’t tell that what they’re

say ing is a lie. I guess that means that both his and my pow ers are ac‐ 

tu ally lim ited by how the tar get thinks—their sub jec tive view.

“But, man...” con tin ued Kakita-san. “When ever I dis cover some‐ 

thing sus pi cious and look fur ther into it, it al ways leads back to this

‘Hu man Do mes ti ca tion Project’ thing. No mat ter how you slice it,

there’s de� � nitely some thing ��shy about it. Oh, and on that note, what

the hell is up with this ‘Com mit tee’?”

Kakita-san quickly stopped him self, then apol o gized. “...Sorry.

Some times, I start ram bling and I just don’t stop. Point is, most of the

in for ma tion I’ve got isn’t rel e vant, and there’s only two bits that I can

say with con �� dence. As for the ��rst one: it seems like peo ple with pow‐ 

ers—like us—are called ‘Gi ga lo ma ni acs.’”

“Gi galo... what?” I asked, in cred i bly con fused. “I’ve heard of

mega lo ma nia be fore, but not... what ever that is.”

Mega lo ma nia is a thing, and yeah, mega lo maniacs, too. Maybe it’s

the same con cept? ...And on that note, I think “giga” is greater than

“mega” when it comes to in for ma tion units...
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As I tried to rea son out what ex actly the di� �er ence was, Kakita-

san con tin ued. “Ap par ently, Gi ga lo ma nia goes well be yond delu sions of

grandeur, and even mega lo ma nia in gen eral. I’ve only man aged to grasp

bits and pieces of the puz zle, but from what I un der stand, a Gi ga lo ma‐ 

niac’s delu sions ex ceed the bound aries of their own mind. In other

words, they’re not con ��ned to just the per son’s head—they in ter fere

with both other peo ple, and even re al ity it self. Re search on this has

sup pos edly been go ing on for a long time—a re ally long time. De� �‐ 

nitely since be fore the two of us got these pow ers.”

“But, couldn’t this ‘Gi galo-what ever’ thing just be some thing a

bunch of delu sional peo ple made up? Y’know, like that ‘Com mit tee’

you men tioned?” I asked.

“Well, as much as I’d like to be lieve that, there’s no way that’s the

case. This in tel comes from mul ti ple peo ple at Safe Works, and over

there, any one even re motely tal ented or high-up in the ranks is fa mil iar

with the term ‘Gi ga lo ma niac.’ There’s just way too much on it for it to

be made up—I know for a fact that Gi ga lo ma ni acs ex ist, and that we’re

prob a bly Gi ga lo ma ni acs too.”

“Okay... So then, why did we be come Gi ga lo ma ni acs? Also, while

we do have some kind of pow ers, I feel like the stu�� you said about

‘delu sions gain ing form’ or what ever doesn’t re ally match up with how

I think our pow ers work.”

“Yeah, I have to agree there. I don’t fully un der stand the de tails

around this yet, but it seems like we might be di� �er ent com pared to

those who’re con sid ered ‘pure’ Gi ga lo ma ni acs. The peo ple who are

well-versed in Gi ga lo ma nia seem to be par tic u larly con cerned about

this, ac tu ally... Or maybe it’d be more ac cu rate to say that what ever’s

go ing on with us is ab nor mally un clear, and there fore, it’s re ally con‐ 

fus ing to them.”
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Kakita-san turned to me. “So, in or der for us to learn more about

this, there’s some thing I want to check with you,” he said. “When you

use your pow ers, do you ever see any thing... odd?”

“Odd?” I asked, un sure what ex actly he meant. “Could you be a

bit more spe ci��c?”

“A sword... Or some thing like that. Well, its shape would be

slightly di� �er ent com pared to an or di nary sword, but, still.”

“Hmm... Well, that’s de� � nitely vague...”

“From what I un der stand, the peo ple in the know don’t seem to

have ever seen a real one be fore. Ei ther way, though, it doesn’t have to

look like a sword—I’d just like to know if you’ve seen any thing close to

one be fore.”

When I thought back on if I’d ever seen any thing weird like that,

I re al ized that I ac tu ally might have.

In the mo ment that my brother con fessed that he’d been ly ing to

me for years—when I found my self feel ing noth ing but de spair at this

lie-in fested world, and wished for a world of only truth and truth alone

—I felt like I’d seen a large sword.

It’d been shaped like a pair of iri des cent wings, like those of an in‐ 

sect. Wings both ephemeral, and un ceas ingly sharp; it was un clear to

me whether they were born from re al ity, or a dream.

It was... a long pair of wings... and come to think of it, they did

look like a sword... Not only that, but... I feel like I’ve seen those

“wings” sev eral times be fore.

Each and ev ery time I’d seen those “wings,” it was af ter I’d ei ther

overused my pow ers or sharp ened my senses in some way. Maybe I’d

just got ten used to see ing them, and as time went on, I’d started writ‐ 

ing them o�� as just some il lu sion or hal lu ci na tion or some thing.
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“‘It ap pears so close to you that, even tu ally, you grow ac cus tomed

to its pres ence and lose your aware ness of it. The key to see ing it again

is to be come self-aware.’ That’s what I’ve heard, at least,” Kakita-san

ex plained.

Be fore he said any thing else, he looked around. “Luck ily for us,

the ca�é’s got a few other cus tomers right now. Why don’t you try us‐ 

ing your pow ers while try ing to main tain that self-aware ness? If you

do, I’m sure you’ll see it.”

I de cided to fol low his in struc tions and started fo cus ing on the

voices re sound ing through out the ca�é.

Lie, truth, lie, lie, truth, lie, lie.

Though there wasn’t much to hear, I caught a num ber of lies

mixed in with a few truths from the nearby ta bles.

I started to con cen trate harder, and the truths and lies grew even

stronger. Then, the large wings—the same ones I’d seen back then—

be gan to ma te ri al ize in my vi sion.

“If you see it, try to take it,” he said to me as I fo cused. Fol low ing

his in struc tions, I in stinc tively reached out my hand. I then closed my

��n gers around the hilt, and the sword sta bi lized in my grip.

Cease lessly dis torted... end lessly cap ti vat ing... It was an ob ject, yet

at the same time, it was a liv ing be ing...

I found my self com pletely ba� ��ed by the sword in my hands, as

did Kakita-san. He coughed loudly, and then, as if to bring us back to

re al ity, he feigned com po sure be fore start ing to talk again. “A ‘DI-

sword.’ That’s what you’re hold ing right now, ap par ently.”

I’d never heard the name be fore in my life, but for some rea son, it

felt re ally ��t ting for the strange blade I was hold ing.

“...Wait, crap! What am I sup posed to do with this thing? Ev ery‐ 

one here’s gonna freak if they see this!” I yelp in sud den re al iza tion.
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A voice called out from be hind me. “Much apolo gies for the wait.”

It was the wait ress from be fore.

She de cided to come over now?! I jumped in shock, then im me di‐ 

ately put my self on guard. I knew that if she saw the lethal-look ing

weapon in my hands, I’d be be hind bars be fore I could even say “Huh?”

But, in spite of my freak-out, the wait ress just ig nored me and

silently placed the drink I’d or dered on the ta ble. And if that wasn’t

enough al ready, she nearly thrust her face right into the sword in the

process—it was like she couldn’t even see it.

The wait ress left our ta ble, which Kakita-san took as his cue to

ex plain. “DI-swords can only be seen by peo ple with pow ers. I sup pose

this means we can say that, the wait ress in cluded, there aren’t any

other Gi ga lo ma ni acs here right now.”

None of the other cus tomers had re acted to the gi ant sword I’d

pulled out of nowhere, so he was prob a bly right.

I guess they re ally can’t see it...

“Kakita-san, can you do this too?” I asked him.

“I’ve tried to count less times in my room be fore to day, but no

dice. Un like with you, there might be spe cial con di tions that I’ll need

to meet in or der to ma te ri al ize mine. At the very least, I can de� � nitely

see mine,” he an swered.

“...Huh. Well, while we’re on the topic, you wouldn’t hap pen to

know how to put this thing away, would you?”

“I did just say that I’ve never grabbed it be fore,” he re marked.

“Re gard less, that sword will al ways be with you. Even if you were to

toss it away some where, it’ll come right back to you the mo ment you

need it. ...Though ob vi ously, I hope that time never comes. For ei ther

of us.”
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I re ex am ined the DI-sword. It was sharp as could be, and there

was this strange lack of weight that didn’t make sense con sid er ing how

big it was. I could eas ily see how it could be used as a weapon, to say

the least.

An in vis i ble sword that only psy chics can see... If this were used

in a mur der, it’d be im pos si ble to solve the case—it’d be the cold est

case imag in able.

“From what I’ve heard, that sword has some kind of role to play

in... some thing. I’m not too clear on the de tails of that. For the time

be ing, though, all I can de��ni tively say is that hav ing a DI-sword is a

sign that some one has pow ers like we do,” Kakita-san ex plained. “Also,

when it comes to what you said about delu sions, I might have a rough

an swer: Re mem ber the mo ment be fore you got your pow ers? Back

then, were you wish ing that you could tell whether other peo ple’s feel‐ 

ings were true or not?”

Just as he’d guessed, I had wished for that. Back then, I’d thrown

out all my feel ings of ha tred to ward the lie-in fested world I lived in. I

had lost all sense of rea son, and then... ev ery thing just ex ploded.

“In my case,” Kakita-san be gan, “I made a wish—well, a ‘wish’

might not be com pletely ac cu rate, but... ever since I was a kid, I’d al‐ 

ways wanted to know what other peo ple were think ing. And, on the

day of the earth quake, I’d wanted to know what some one else was

think ing more than I ever had be fore.”

“Why’s that?” I asked him.

“Be cause I knew that if I couldn’t, there would be too many

things I wouldn’t be able to come back from. I couldn’t a� �ord to be

fooled by lies, false hoods, and se crets back then, so... I wished with all

my might.”
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Just as I had, Kakita-san must’ve ex pe ri enced some thing that had

made him feel the need to let his de sires out—des per ately so. The

sheer heav i ness I sensed in his voice told me that much.

“So, on the day of the earth quake, the two of us both thought, ‘It

sure would be nice if I had this power,’ and then we both found our‐ 

selves with these ex tremely spe ci��c pow ers. Surely it has to be re lated,

right?” Kakita-san paused for a mo ment, pon der ing some thing. “...But

in the end, that’s just a the ory. Putting that aside, though, there are

prob a bly other Gi ga lo ma ni acs like us in Shibuya. I bet that if we can

��nd some of them and hear their sto ries, it’ll help us get closer to the

truth. Even with my pow ers, it’ll be ex tremely di� �� cult to get any where

with out some kind of lead.”

“Sure, that makes sense—but in my case, I can’t just go around

say ing, ‘Hi there, do you have any psy chic pow ers, and if you do,

would you mind com ing with me and telling me ev ery thing about

them?’ I might as well be go ing around try ing to re cruit peo ple into

some shady cult,” I re torted.

“Well, the eas i est way to ��g ure this out would be to see who can

and can’t see a DI-sword. Sooo, that be ing said, why don’t you sum‐ 

mon yours and take a stroll around town with it?”

“...I don’t think so. I, for one, wouldn’t even dream of talk ing to

some in cred i bly shady per son strolling around Shibuya with a sword.

I’d just pre tend I hadn’t even seen them, if any thing.”

“Yeah, I was just mess ing with you,” Kakita-san said with a smirk.

“Be sides, it’s far too dan ger ous to just as sume that ev ery Gi ga lo ma niac

is a stand-up guy. I mean, let’s say there’s a guy out there who’s got a

whole lot of bag gage. Ma li cious de sires, delu sions... Who knows what

they might do to you with their pow ers?”
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He was right—it’d be in cred i bly naïve to as sume that ev ery Gi ga‐ 

lo ma niac would stick to com mon sense and never mis use their pow ers.

“So, know ing that, this is a job for an older guy like me—you

don’t have to worry about it. Be sides, if any thing were to hap pen to

you, I’m sure Shingo’d do a real num ber on me,” Kakita-san said,

chuck ling. “I’ll be sure to get us some more ac cu rate in for ma tion the

next time we meet up.”

I could tell he was try ing to avoid putting me on edge, but, even

so, I could plainly see just how dan ger ous the path he was on truly

was.

The fact that there were peo ple out there who knew about Gi ga‐ 

lo ma ni acs but kept quiet about it was be yond shady to me. Af ter all, it

meant that they were hid ing the ex is tence of pow ers that could over‐ 

turn ev ery thing we knew about the world and how it worked. In other

words, they were hid ing it on pur pose.

Be fore I knew it, I’d opened my mouth to try and stop him. “I

don’t think we should dig any deeper into this,” I said.

Yes, I was wor ried about Kakita-san putting him self in dan ger,

but I was also over whelmed by the sheer in ten sity of the truths he’d al‐ 

ready un cov ered. Who knew what else we’d dis cover if we went any

fur ther?

“I com pletely un der stand how dan ger ous it can be to dig too

deep. But, even so, I’d like to get my hands on more in tel. That way, we

can pro tect our selves,” he rea soned. In other words, he wasn’t plan ning

on back ing down.

“That’s... fair, I guess. It’s not like I dis agree with you on that, at

least,” I replied.

“But you still think it could be too dan ger ous?”
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“Yeah. ...Wait, what do you mean you just want to keep the both

of us safe? I mean, the way you’ve been talk ing, I’d have ex pected you

to want to go on the o� �en sive here. Where’d all this ‘pro tect ing’ stu��

come from?”

“Who knows?” Kakita-san mused. “Maybe I am go ing on the of‐ 

fen sive here. You’re the one with the power to see through lies—

shouldn’t you, of all peo ple, know how I feel about this?”

Of course I know how you feel. What ex actly you plan to do. But

still... I can’t say it. If I do, you might...

Kakita-san didn’t push the is sue any fur ther, but it wasn’t be cause

he could read my mind. No... he prob a bly knew what I wanted to do

from the very mo ment I chose not to say any thing back.

◇◇◇
“I’d like to ex change in for ma tion with you again.”

I got a mes sage from Kakita-san a few days af ter that, and that

was how the mes sage started. When I scanned the rest of it, though, I

im me di ately couldn’t help but freak out. Wait, is he se ri ous about

this...?!

He’d asked me to meet up with him at the love ho tel area in Do‐ 

gen zaka, which wasn’t all that far from my school. But, dis tance aside,

I al most couldn’t be lieve he’d sent me such a bold re quest—it was de� �‐ 

nitely leagues worse than our pre vi ous lo ca tion.

That’s lit er ally the worst place a stu dent could go to, let alone one

in a school uni form! There’ll be tons of se cu rity cam eras, too!

I’d thought he was be ing con sid er ate, invit ing me to Ca�é LAX

last time... so what the heck hap pened to that? If he’d in vited me to a

love ho tel the ��rst time around, I prob a bly would’ve ghosted him right

then and there.

I mean, I know he’s not that kinda guy, but still...
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In his mes sage, Kakita-san claimed that a love ho tel room would

pro vide the best pri vacy one could pos si bly get. I de� � nitely un der stood

his rea son ing and all, but I wasn’t ex actly pumped at the idea of go ing

along with his plan.

And yet, when it came down to it, I ended up mak ing my way

there any way.

“Se ri ously, it’s the per fect place,” he ex plained. “And I’ve got an‐ 

other tid bit of info to give you, so we need the pri vacy. Be sides, if we

start us ing this place of ten, peo ple are just gonna as sume that we’re—

well, you know—and they’ll keep things hush-hush. We re ally do need

to be more care ful with our meet-ups, so it only makes sense to do

things this way.”

“I’d be in big trou ble if one of my class mates saw me, though...

Yikes...”

I hadn’t meant to say that part out loud. But since he’d heard me,

Kakita-san started apol o giz ing pro fusely be fore even tu ally just show ing

me to the room.

Now, just to be clear, we never did any thing gross in there.

When ever Kakita-san had a break from work and I had a break from

school, we’d go to that room, ex change in tel, then leave right af ter.

Once we’d got ten through our sec ond ex change, we started to

meet up more and more of ten. Then, the Don’t Look and Au dio Bleed

cases hap pened, and our meet-ups pretty much be came a reg u lar thing.

Though we weren’t en tirely cer tain about it, Kakita-san sus pected that

the two in ci dents were, in some way, con nected to Gi ga lo ma nia.

“Think about it. Bizarre mur ders. Bizarre pow ers. It isn’t that

much of a stretch,” he rea soned. “What if we’re the next tar gets?”

I’d laughed that idea o�� as ridicu lous at ��rst, but Kakita-san had

been com pletely se ri ous.
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With the two mur ders in hind sight and his the ory fresh in his

mind, Kakita-san started to push him self to be more proac tive about

get ting in for ma tion to me. It didn’t mat ter how sick or tired he was, he

never blew o�� a sin gle one of our meet-ups. Dur ing one of them, he

even went as far as to gulp down some cold medicine right in front of

me. Not only that, but he pretty much forced him self to smile as he

talked—though if you ask me, it looked far more like a gri mace than

any thing. I prac ti cally begged him to go home and get some rest that

day, and even tu ally, he re lented.

Now, let me be clear here: I was in cred i bly grate ful that he was

go ing so hard for me. But, to be hon est, see ing how ag gres sive he was

get ting about ��nd ing new in for ma tion... it was start ing to scare me.

◇◇◇
Sep tem ber 29th

Af ter school to day, I begged Haruka to sub in for me for clean ing

duty. Once I had that dealt with, I headed to the love ho tel, act ing nat‐ 

u ral like I’d prac ticed.

Dur ing our last few meet-ups, Kakita-san’d blasted me with noth‐ 

ing but com pli cated sci en ti��c stu��—stu�� that was ��lled to the brim

with com plex ter mi nol ogy that was re ally hard to un der stand. Be yond

that, though, we hadn’t made any progress on dis cov er ing the ori gins

be hind Gi ga lo ma nia. Still, he’d told me this morn ing that he had big

news for me, and I couldn’t help but be ex cited to hear what he’d found

out.

I found Kakita-san a short dis tance from the en trance to the ho‐ 

tel. “Hey there,” he called out.

Judg ing by the suit he was wear ing, he’d prob a bly ditched work to

come straight to the ho tel. Usu ally, he would go home to get changed
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be fore com ing, be cause as we all know, man in suit + girl in high

school uni form + love ho tel = a swift call to the near est po lice sta tion.

“We ob vi ously can’t talk out here, so let’s go,” Kakita-san said,

hur ry ing in side.

Some one sure is pushy to day...

“Well, well, aren’t you ex cited?” I joked. “You’re not plan ning on

�� nally try ing some thing in de cent with poor, in no cent Hi nae-chan, are

you?”

Once he’d signed in at the re cep tion desk, Kakita-san an swered

me. “Wouldn’t dream of it.” I could tell that he wasn’t ly ing.

I was just kid ding around, of course, but the fact that he’d been so

blunt felt... well, com pli cated. It wasn’t like I would’ve been jump ing

for joy if he’d said, “Oh yeah, I can’t wait to �� nally get in your pants,”

but... Oh, what ever. We hu mans re ally are in sane, self-cen tered crea‐ 

tures.

Any way, there we were at Fairy’s Dance—the retro-styled love

ho tel we’d been go ing to for our meet-ups. Led by Kakita-san, I

stepped into the el e va tor, and we headed up. It was one of those rare,

old-school el e va tors—com pletely un like the fancy mod ern ones you’d

nor mally see.

As we climbed the ��oors, I could phys i cally feel the el e va tor mov‐ 

ing up ward, its mo tor chug ging away.

Cl-Clunk... clunk... cl-clunk...

I won dered if the el e va tor’s jerk ing was why I felt weirdly un com‐ 

fort able right then... It had never made me feel that way be fore.

Af ter a few more sec onds, the doors opened, and we ex ited onto

our ��oor. The car pet be neath our feet was long and soft, and the hall‐ 

way sur round ing us was pretty dim. The room we used was al ways

free, and if I had to guess why that was, I’d prob a bly point to the way
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old-fash ioned in te rior... that, and the de te ri o rat ing ro man tic ap peal

wasn’t help ing, ei ther.

Luck ily for us, no body passed us on the way to our room—then

again, I doubt any one was dy ing to use that ��oor any way.

For some rea son, though... some thing felt o��. It was that same

un com fort able feel ing I’d had in the el e va tor, but times ten.

My mind was rac ing a mil lion miles a minute. I couldn’t un der‐ 

stand why, but... it al most felt like the dreary cor ri dor we were mak ing

our way through was ac tu ally the hor ri fy ing, squelch ing bow els of

some liv ing crea ture...

With ev ery sin gle step that I took, I felt like my brain and my

body were melt ing fur ther and fur ther away. All I knew was that I had

to get to our room—and as fast as pos si ble.

When we �� nally reached the room—Room 305—Kakita-san

pushed the door open.

I’m saved...

From there, I prac ti cally glided into the room. I didn’t care about

the huge mir ror. I didn’t care that the door just slammed shut be hind

me. And I didn’t care about that slow melody, nor the mu sic box it was

com ing from. All I was fo cused on... was the large, round, ro tat ing bed.

The thing was huge—it prac ti cally dom i nated the room, tak ing

up over half the space in it. I wanted, more than any thing, to just col‐ 

lapse onto it. I’d messed around on it just the other day, spin ning on

top of it over and over again un til Kakita-san told me to stop.

“Sorry, but would you mind if I took a quick nap on the bed...?” I

asked Kakita-san, rub bing my eyes.

“No...” He stopped me from stag ger ing over and col laps ing onto

it. “I need it more.”
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You cruel, cruel man... I thought. I can’t take it any more... Ac tu‐ 

ally, y’know what? Here is just ��ne—I don’t care any more.

I felt some thing snap within me, and I col lapsed on the spot. The

��u��y car pet be neath me didn’t feel too bad... though the bed would’ve

been way bet ter. It wasn’t long be fore I stopped car ing, though.

...But, soon af ter I’d gone still, some jerk started shak ing me.

Ugggh, just leave me alone... Can’t you see I’m try ing to sleep...?

I be gan to swat my arm at the air around me, and the shak ing

stopped. But then, in stead of let ting me sleep, some one started whis‐ 

per ing.

AAAAGH! WOULD YOU KNOCK IT OFF AL READY?!

Scream ing that in side my head, I jolted up to face what ever was an noy‐ 

ing me. When I did, a loud thump re sounded through the air, and the

room went silent once again.

Af ter that, I heard a voice... then an other.

“Let’s get out of here... Now!”

“Taku, the door won’t open!”

This time, I heard them loud and clear. It was a boy and a girl,

and they sounded like they were about my age. Their panic shook me

out of my daze, and I sat all the way up. But when I tried to open my

eyes to see... all I saw was red. Bright red.

I was still in that fa mil iar ho tel room... but this time, there were

three peo ple I didn’t know there with me: a mo tion less po lice man, a

strange, scared-look ing high school boy, and a strange high school girl,

vom it ing a few me ters away from him.

Then, I turned my head... and the last per son I laid eyes on... was

Kakita-san.

He was sit ting on the ro tat ing bed.

And his head was twisted the wrong way around.



87

Red. Blood red.

In that mo ment, I �� nally no ticed that blood was pour ing out of

my eyes. My hands in vol un tar ily reached up to touch my face. Bloody

tears lined my eye lids.

Both my eyes and my head were in ex cru ci at ing pain. Still, I

shook my head des per ately, do ing ev ery thing in my power to try and

deny what was right in front of me.

It was then that Kakita-san’s head twisted o�� of his neck. It fell to

the ground, and it be gan to roll. And roll. And roll.

Like a ball, it just kept on rolling. I al most let out a raspy laugh—

it was like some kind of sick joke.

This is com pletely in sane.

Fi nally, his head came to a stop in front of me. My red eyes met

Kakita-san’s dull, stag nant stare. And within his gaze, I saw his �� nal

ex pres sion. His look of res ig na tion.

So... these are the eyes of some one who’s lost ev ery thing.

These are the eyes of a dead man.

◇◇◇
Not long af ter that, I was ar rested by the po lice at the love ho tel

and taken to the Shibuya Po lice Sta tion for ques tion ing.

“Would you please just tell me al ready?” a po lice woman de‐ 

manded an grily. But I said noth ing.

“Are you a stu dent, or do you have a job?”

Once again, I said noth ing.

“You went to that ho tel with that man, Kakita, many times,

right? How did you know him? Were you dat ing?”

She paused for a mo ment to give me room to speak, but I didn’t

even so much as open my mouth.
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“If you don’t want to talk, feel free to just nod or wave your hand.

Just tell me.”

Even tu ally, the per sis tent po lice woman lost her pa tience and went

quiet, mir ror ing my own si lence.

As the in ter ro ga tion went on and I was asked more and more

ques tions, I grad u ally got a bet ter feel for what the sit u a tion had been

like back at the ho tel.

Kakita-san and I hadn’t left our room when we were slated to

check out, so the ho tel had called the po lice on us. A po lice o� �� cer had

then come over to kick us out, and ap par ently, I’d at tacked them while

I was un con scious. Af ter that, two stu dents from Hek iho Acad emy had

showed up too.

I also learned that what I’d wit nessed—Kakita-san’s head be ing

twisted o�� his body—hadn’t been some thing I’d hal lu ci nated. De spite

the fact that I was the most ob vi ous sus pect, though, the po lice hadn’t

found any ev i dence prov ing I was the one who’d done it.

As to how I’d learned all of that... I’m not as good at us ing my

power as Kakita-san was at us ing his, but I’m some what ca pa ble of ex‐ 

tract ing in for ma tion from peo ple based on if what they’re telling me is

true or false.

Why the hell did things turn out like this? I found my self an grily

think ing. In all like li hood, it prob a bly had some thing to do with the

pow ers we’d been in ves ti gat ing: Gi ga lo ma ni acs and DI-swords. With

how fan tas ti cal those things are, I can only won der what would’ve hap‐ 

pened if I’d tried to ex plain them to the po lice—or to any one at all, re‐ 

ally. Kakita-san had died be cause of those things. Be cause he’d been

pur su ing those mys ter ies.

What the hell do I do now...?
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I’d lost my most im por tant ally, and I ��g ured the only way I could

pro tect my self was to not say a word. Still, even as I con sis tently ig‐ 

nored the po lice woman’s at tempts to get me to talk, I found my self

grow ing more and more anx ious. I knew that if I didn’t ��g ure some‐ 

thing out fast, I would get sent to the kind of hos pi tal they’d usu ally

send you to in times like this. Maybe I was just get ting des per ate, but I

ac tu ally started to think that even that would be bet ter than stay ing at

the po lice sta tion.

Be fore I re al ized it, the po lice woman had left, and an other de tec‐ 

tive had subbed in for her. A guy this time—though I wasn’t plan ning

to talk no mat ter who was ask ing me ques tions.

“I’ve got a ques tion for you,” he said to me. “Do you have it but

didn’t re al ize it, or have you never had it? Which is it?”

My heart nearly leapt out of my chest.

It was a ques tion I’d heard be fore—hell, it hadn’t even been all

that long ago when I’d been asked it.

In stinc tively, I lifted my head to look at the de tec tive.

He looked like an hon est guy—like he had a lot of re spon si bil i ties

weigh ing down on him... re spon si bil i ties he’d taken on him self, even

though no one asked him to. In some ways, he felt sim i lar to Kakita-

san. But, most im por tantly, I could tell that he knew some thing.

Urged on by my cu rios ity, I asked, “Who are you?”

“I’m a de tec tive here at this sta tion,” he re sponded. “What’s your

name?”

I un der stood all too well what he was do ing: he was care fully try‐ 

ing to cut down the num ber of cards in his deck, just like I was. He

might have been con nected to the po lice, but I could tell that he knew

some thing about my pow ers.
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To give him my name, or to keep it to my self... I found my self

stand ing at a cross roads. I knew that my re sponse could very well de‐ 

cide my fate from that mo ment on ward. So... should I play o� �ense? Or

de fense?

That thought re minded me of Kakita-san, the man who al ways

chose to go on the o� �en sive... and I made my choice.

“Arimura Hi nae. I’m a stu dent at Hek iho Acad emy.”

Al though I still felt hes i tant about giv ing up any in for ma tion, I

didn’t plan on run ning away any longer. Kakita-san wasn’t the type of

per son to run away... and be cause of that, he’d got ten him self killed.

I wasn’t plan ning to be come a mar tyr for his sake or any thing like

that—I just felt like if I stayed on the de fen sive for ever, a much worse,

much more hor ri��c pun ish ment would be in store for me. That was

just my gut feel ing.

Be sides, when Kakita-san had started ac tively search ing for info

on those dis gust ing mur ders, he’d done it for the sake of our sur vival.

The least I could do was try to fol low in his foot steps.

I was sad that he’d died, and it de� � nitely hurt that he was gone...

but I wasn’t about to burst into tears over it in some dra matic dis play

of raw emo tion. In my heart, all I re ally felt was a sense of... empti ness.

But... even with him gone, I know I can say this: he was one of

the nicest guys I’d ever known, and I’m proud I knew him. Just like

I’m proud I had Shingo as a brother.

And that’s some thing I can say with ab so lute cer tainty.
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■ Ku rusu Nono

No vem ber 3rd

That day, things took a turn for the worse.

When Takuru and Serika were taken from the love ho tel, you’d

have never be lieved how lively they had been when they’d ��rst burst

into it. Their clothes were stained with what was most likely vomit,

and their faces were in cred i bly dis traught; it al most looked like they

were the vic tims them selves.

Hold ing them up from both sides, the po lice o� �� cers that had ar‐ 

rived at the scene shoved them into a pa trol car. Itou-kun and I could

do noth ing but watch.

“What hap pened at the love ho tel? What did those two see?” I

asked them—but I wouldn’t learn the an swers to those two ques tions

un til much later.

Takuru and Serika had wit nessed a man’s tragic death. The vic tim

was Kakita Hi ronori—a part-time worker at Safe Works, a startup com‐ 

pany as sist ing with the re con struc tion of Shibuya. Ap par ently he had

taken up a role in mar ket ing there.

The cause of his death was from hang ing; he had hung him self

us ing a ceil ing light as sup port. If that was all there had been to it—

and ex cuse my in sen si tiv ity—it would have been noth ing more than a

sim ple, open-and-shut case of sui cide. How ever, the case went deeper

than that.

The wire used for the sui cide had been stretched far out from his

neck in an “X” shape. The bed Kakita-san had been sit ting on was a ro‐ 

tat ing one, and each time the bed had spun, the wire would cut far ther

and far ther into his neck, be fore even tu ally twist ing his cer vi cal ver te‐ 

brae straight o�� of his spine.
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Ac cord ing to the po lice, there hadn’t been any one else at the

scene when the body was dis cov ered. How ever, I even tu ally learned

that this was not quite cor rect—the po lice had de lib er ately hid den the

ex is tence of a cer tain by stander, and this fact was one that both the

mass me dia and the in ter net were un aware of.

When the po lice had hur ried over af ter a call from the ho tel sta��,

they’d dis cov ered the de ceased vic tim and an un con scious girl. When

that girl sud denly awoke, she’d at tacked the po lice man that had been

left to watch over the scene. Taken by sur prise, the po lice man hit his

head on the bath room glass and was knocked un con scious, and af ter

that, the girl lost con scious ness once more.

Af ter ward, Takuru and Serika had snuck into the room and dis‐ 

cov ered Kakita’s hor ri��c corpse, the un con scious girl, and the po lice‐ 

man. It was likely that the only ones who knew about this were the po‐ 

lice and the Hek iho Acad emy News pa per Club.

That girl was Arimura Hi nae, a ��rst year at Hek iho Acad emy and

a mem ber of the Lit er a ture Club. Takuru, Serika, and the oth ers didn’t

know her at the time, but I my self had met her sev eral times be fore

through my po si tion in the stu dent coun cil. In fact, soon af ter she had

been re leased from ques tion ing, I even met with her to dis cuss mat ters

re gard ing the cul ture fes ti val. How ever, by sheer co in ci dence, Takuru

and the oth ers bumped into us dur ing that meet ing, and both him and

Serika went com pletely pale upon see ing the girl from the in ci dent.

Arimura-san is a liv ing lie de tec tor, and some one who val ues the

truth above all else. Af ter the two of us talked that day, she and I be‐ 

came friends—but she’s a friend I can never tell a sin gle lie to. If I ever

do, she’ll al ways put on this fake mask of cheer ful ness—one that hides

her true feel ings.
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It hap pened much fur ther along, but as a re sult of Arimura-san

join ing our group, we all came to know of the su per nat u ral ex is tences

known as Gi ga lo ma ni acs—what ev ery vic tim up un til that point had

truly been.

I still ��nd my self cu ri ous about where ex actly Hi nae had ob tained

that in for ma tion, as well as how she’d come to be aware of her own

abil i ties. A cer tain woman I know prob a bly taught her the sci en ti��c ex‐ 

pla na tion, but even be fore those two met, Arimura-san’d had a vague

un der stand ing of her pow ers.

I sus pect the an swer is con nected to why she was at the scene of

the crime in the love ho tel: to ex change in for ma tion. In that case,

Kakita Hi ronori, a fel low psy chic, would’ve been the per son she ex‐ 

changed in for ma tion with, and there fore the per son who taught her all

about her pow ers. Con sid er ing the power he’d had, it would be no sur‐ 

prise to me if he knew all sorts of things.

Kakita Hi ronori. The most I’ve heard about him from Arimura-

san is that he was a friend of her late brother, but she’s never said any‐ 

thing be yond that. It’s pos si ble that she may just be strug gling to ��g‐ 

ure out how ex actly to talk about him, though I don’t know for sure.

Re turn ing to the case—some one man aged to record a video of

Kakita-san’s death through the win dow, and from there, both it and

the case spread like wild ��re. The video of the wire twist ing his head o��

was up loaded all over the in ter net, and no mat ter how many times it

was taken down, an other video would pop back up in sec onds. When I

saw that video for my self, I re mem ber an in tense pain run ning through

my chest.

Kakita-san’s death was nick named the “Re volv ing Dead”—an ab‐ 

so lutely in sen si tive name de rived from “re volv ing bed,” which was what

he’d been sit ting on when he’d died. Just like with the Don’t Look and



94

Au dio Bleed cases, a great num ber of peo ple treated those hor ri��c

deaths like pure en ter tain ment. They just mind lessly con sumed the in‐ 

for ma tion, all while re fus ing to re mind them selves that these were real

events and real peo ple.

Now, three in ci dents—Don’t Look, Au dio Bleed, and Re volv ing

Dead—had matched up to the same days as the ��rst three New Gen er‐ 

a tion Mad ness cases. The dates match ing should have been some thing

to be ter ri ��ed of, and yet, af ter be ing re leased from po lice cus tody,

Takuru wasn’t fright ened by the death he had wit nessed... No, he was

too dis tracted by the re al iza tion he had come to. The com mon al ity he

had seen.

Sumo Stick ers.

For sev eral years now, stick ers with a dis turb ing im age of over‐ 

weight men over lap ping were be ing stuck on to var i ous places all over

the city. Just look ing at them made me feel sick.

The un pleas ant stick ers had been present at ev ery sin gle one of

the crime scenes, al most as if they were watch ing the cases as they oc‐ 

curred. When Takuru re al ized this, he dragged Serika and Itou-kun

along to be gin a full-scale in ves ti ga tion of the Sumo Stick ers; I dis cov‐ 

ered this af ter I learned he had set up a sur veil lance cam era at a lo ca‐ 

tion where many of the stick ers had been placed.

There was no time to just sit around and com plain—it was time

for ac tion. I had to stop them as fast as I could. I knew all too well

what those stick ers truly were. They weren’t just mon i tor ing the

cases... they were mon i tor ing the en tire city it self, watch ing as the past

that had been buried in rub ble six years ago crawled back to life. They

were just like the past... noth ing more than a curse that should’ve re‐ 

mained buried for ever...
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Plac ing aside my goal of stop ping Takuru, I headed straight for

the sur veil lance cam era Itou-kun had told me about. But, just as I was

about to re move the cam era...

I was stabbed.

◇◇◇
When Arimura-san had come to the stu dent coun cil room to dis‐ 

cuss how the Lit er a ture Club would not be par tic i pat ing in the cul ture

fes ti val, Takuru and the oth ers from the News pa per Club bumped into

us. At the time, I’d had no idea about Arimura-san’s in volve ment in the

love ho tel in ci dent, and thus I had no idea why they were so sur prised

at her be ing there.

Af ter a some what awk ward ex change in the stu dent coun cil room,

Arimura-san said this to Takuru right as she left: “You’re go ing to be

killed, Miyashiro Takuru-sen pai.”

Her voice was ter ri fy ingly cold. Even I could feel how bone-chill‐ 

ing it was, de spite know ing ab so lutely noth ing about the sit u a tion.

When I looked at Takuru’s face, I saw he’d gone com pletely pale. Those

sharp, icy words had pierced right through his heart, and, al though I

doubt Arimura-san had no ticed, they had also pierced my own.

In that mo ment, I re al ized what she’d truly been in sin u at ing. Ev‐ 

ery thing was in some way con nected to Arimura-san, and as a re sult,

she was a nec es sary piece re quired to solve the puz zle. But at the time, I

hadn’t wanted to be lieve it—that the ghosts of Takuru’s past were

com ing back to swal low him whole.

Then, when I saw that the video of the Sumo Stick ers from the

var i ous crime scenes had been up loaded un der the News pa per Club’s

name, I knew that my wor ries had been com pletely founded. Takuru

still hadn’t given up.
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I tried to force back my hes i ta tion and con front him di rectly, but

to no avail; the hes i ta tion stole all the power from my words, and

words with out power be hind them won’t sway any one—let alone

Takuru.

The only thing that saved me from tor tur ing my self about how to

face him again was my fam ily. When I sat in Takuru’s empty room in

Aoba Dorm af ter din ner, nearly burst ing into tears, Dad re minded me

of an old thing I’d said about Takuru.

“If any one bul lies him, I’ll get them back.”

My sis ter Yui and my brother Yuto both wished from the bot tom

of their hearts for him to come back. And with them in my heart, my

hes i tance and fear... turned into con �� dence and joy. All I needed to do

was pro tect my fam ily, so that some day, we could all live to gether once

more. I would not stop Takuru—I would pro tect him.

Now in vig o rated, I im me di ately called Takuru, but...

...he didn’t an swer.

I was start ing to get a bad feel ing. I tried a few more times, but to

no avail. Forced to give up, I called Itou-kun in stead; he would prob a‐ 

bly have a good idea of Takuru’s cur rent where abouts. That, and, com‐ 

pared to Serika, he was a lot more... man age able.

“Now tell me, what are the three of you up to?” I probed.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, please don’t kill meeee...” I had Itou-kun

pro fusely apol o giz ing in about three min utes tops. When I heard the

story from him, my con �� dence and joy cor roded into pure, un ��l tered

rage.

Ac cord ing to him, Takuru had de duced that the Sumo Stick ers

found at the crime scenes were the key to solv ing the in ci dents, so he’d

gone and in stalled a sur veil lance cam era be low a bridge where a great

num ber of them had been placed. When I asked Itou-kun where he
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was then, he said he was prob a bly with Serika in ves ti gat ing some thing

else.

In stalling se cu rity cam eras with out per mis sion went well be yond

the ju ris dic tion of the News pa per Club, and the fact that he was out

in ves ti gat ing yet an other thing with Serika made him miss ing my calls

feel all the more sus pect.

“Itou-kun. You were the one that in stalled this cam era, cor rect?” I

asked coldly.

“Y-Yup! You got me!” he yelped, pan icked.

“I won der... Would you be will ing to take down that cam era right

this in stant? Ac tu ally, no—I’ll be the one to take it down, so how

about you tell me ex actly where it is?”

“Oh...! Of course! Th-Th-Th-Thank you so very much for your

con sid er a tion, Miss!”

I had to take care of what I knew ��rst, so I de cided to start by re‐ 

triev ing the cam era. I rushed over to the point be low the bridge Itou-

kun told me about. There, I saw a wall cov ered in Sumo Stick ers. There

were so many, you could barely see the wall be hind them.

This is just aw ful... I re mem ber think ing to my self. They

stretched to places I couldn’t reach even if I used the sca� �old ing. Even

if I ig nored how they had man aged to stick them up there, I was still

be wil dered by the quan tity—how on earth had they got ten their hands

on so many?

As I stared at them, I tried des per ately to keep my self from vom‐ 

it ing. Stom ach acid churned in my core as I stared at the dis turb ing

stick ers of two over weight faces over lap ping. Even then, I couldn’t un‐ 

der stand why I felt so in tensely re pulsed by them, but... it felt just like

back then...
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Do ing my best to avoid look ing di rectly at them, I re trieved the

hid den cam era. A Sumo Sticker was stuck right by it. Be fore I knew it,

I found my self slam ming my ��st straight into it.

“Why do you have to ex ist?!” I screamed. My anger at Takuru...

my grudge against the un fair ness of ev ery thing... I took it all out on

the Sumo Sticker.

Why... Why did you have to ap pear now?!

Sud denly, I sensed a per son be hind me. Won der ing if Takuru had

been con tacted by Itou-kun and came like I’d or dered, I turned around

to check.

“Th’ hell do you think you’re doin’?!”

Be hind me stood a strange man. He looked in cred i bly un healthy

—his skin looked as though it hadn’t seen the sun in days. He wore a

jer sey over whelmed by ran dom, tat tered fur, but... what truly dis turbed

me were... his eyes. They looked com pletely de ranged.

De spite speak ing di rectly to me, his eyes were un fo cused, his vi‐ 

sion dart ing around er rat i cally to many of the Sumo Stick ers sit u ated

around us.

“Who th’ fuck you think you ar’ dis turbin’ the bar rier of this holy

place this city can no longer be saved thanks to you you stupid fuckin’

bitch how dare you how dare you there’s one thing I gotta do I’ve gotta

I gotta do it I must ex or cise this im pu rity I can still make it in time I

can I can I can—”

His speech was frag mented and dis torted, and it con tin ued to

��ow from his mouth with out an end in sight.

I was com pletely over whelmed, and be fore I knew it, the man had

slipped the cool blade of a knife into my side.

An im me di ate, sear ing pain shot through me.
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As soon as I re al ized I had been stabbed, I punched the man as

hard as I could and ran with all the strength I could muster.

For tu nately, I was saved by a fa mil iar home less man—Gen-san—

who re strained the man. If it hadn’t been for him, I would’ve met a

hor ri ble, tragic end right then and there.

It must’ve been my pun ish ment for sur viv ing six years ago.

Soon af ter, the po lice ar rived and ar rested the man. I was car ried

onto an am bu lance, and af ter re ceiv ing some brief treat ment at the hos‐ 

pi tal, I was re turned to Aoba Dorm. The knife thank fully hadn’t

reached my in ter nal or gans, mean ing Aoba Clinic would have the nec‐ 

es sary equip ment and per son nel re quired to treat it—which was why I

was al lowed to re turn home so quickly.

The ��rst ones who came run ning to my side as I lay in bed were

Kawa hara-kun—a boy I’ve known since el e men tary school and a mem‐ 

ber of the stu dent coun cil—and the ad vi sor of the stu dent coun cil and

the News pa per Club, Mr. Wakui.

...And then, at long last, the news reached Takuru. By the time he

ar rived, he was gasp ing for air.

I only found out about this later, but while I’d been re triev ing the

cam era, Takuru had been sneak ing into AH Gen eral Hos pi tal af ter

��nd ing out the cre ator of the Sumo Stick ers had been hos pi tal ized

there. Not only that, but he’d dropped his phone on ac ci dent, and a

strange pair—a young girl and a se nior cit i zen—had picked it up. That

was the rea son why it had taken so long for him to hear what hap‐ 

pened to me.

“You...!”

But the mo ment he �� nally ar rived at Aoba Clinic, Kawa hara-kun

punched him in the face. “What the hell do you think you’re do ing
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here, ass hole?!” he screamed at him, lift ing him o�� the ground by the

col lar.

“Stop it, Kawa hara-kun!” I yelled—but Kawa hara-kun’s rage still

wasn’t quelled.

“I don’t know if you think you’re Sher lock Holmes or some thing,

but this hap pened be cause you de cided to do some thing stupid!”

Takuru didn’t an swer.

“She could’ve died, you know!”

“Kawa hara-kun!” My cry �� nally stopped Kawa hara-kun dead in

his tracks. I could tell ex actly what he was think ing. “I won’t let any‐ 

one hurt her, not even him.” And in a way, I was thank ful that he felt

so strongly about what had hap pened to me, but I couldn’t bear to see

Takuru get hurt be cause of it.

Af ter a few mo ments passed, Kawa hara-kun clicked his tongue

and vi o lently pushed Takuru away. To think he’d got ten that an gry for

Nono’s sake...

Gen-san had been kindly watch ing over me the en tire time, but it

was time for him to leave. I urged Kawa hara-kun to show him out, and

I also took the op por tu nity to send Mr. Wakui home be fore he could

make any un nec es sary com ments.

Takuru’s cheek was slightly swollen from the punch, and his face

was full of sad ness and re gret. The ex cite ment that had been over‐ 

whelm ing him over the past few weeks was com pletely gone... and I

may have been the same.

“Ku rusu, I’m sorry. I...”

“Takuru, stay here tonight.”

A sim ple ex change. So sim ple, it felt just like we were a fam ily

again, even if only tem po rary.
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With Takuru’s help, I moved to the bed in my room. “Thank you,

Takuru. ...This re ally feels strange, you know,” I said, a sigh es cap ing

my lips.

“Huh?”

“I’m not used to be ing the one some one else is tak ing care of. Oh,

make sure you put some ice on that.” I pat ted my cheek to alert him;

his own cheek—the one Kawa hara-kun had punched—was get ting

red der and red der as it swelled.

“...You shouldn’t be wor ry ing about other peo ple right now,” he

said.

“Lis ten, Takuru... I want to make sure you know...”

It’s not your fault I was in jured. I tried to raise my head to say

that, but my wound spiked in pain, and I was forced to lie back down

on my pil low. “This isn’t your fault—I’m the only one re spon si ble. It’s

my fault I got stabbed.”

“But if I hadn’t put up that cam era...”

Takuru’s re gret was gen uine.

“That cer tainly wasn’t a very good idea,” I said. “But this wasn’t

some thing you could have pre dicted, was it?”

With those words, Takuru went silent.

Af ter a mo ment, I be gan to ex plain the de tails of the stab bing to

him. I ex plained how I’d re trieved the cam era, got ten stabbed by the

man with blood shot eyes, and was then saved by Gen-san. I didn’t say

any thing fur ther than that.

I feigned be ing calm and col lected at ��rst, but be fore I knew it,

my voice had started to trem ble. The sear ing pain of be ing stabbed, and

the un hinged ex pres sion of that man... What if that in san ity had tar‐ 

geted my pre cious fam ily in stead of me? Just imag in ing the worst-case

sce nario made my eyes start to sting.
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I had been stabbed by a man ob sessed with those Sumo Stick ers.

If Takuru were to be come too in fat u ated with those aw ful things, he,

too, could meet the same fate.

The two of us stared at each other in mu tual si lence. How ever, in

the end, I �� nally broke the si lence. Not with any thing re lated to the

case, but a com pletely nor mal ques tion about a com pletely un re lated

topic.

“Yuto said he got a love let ter from Konno-san. Do you re mem ber

her?”

Takuru looked trou bled for a mo ment, but he didn’t re spond.

So he doesn’t re mem ber, I thought to my self. “They’ve been in

the same class since ��fth grade. Yuto was out sick once and she

brought him the day’s hand outs. She wears glasses. One of the boys in

class made fun of him, he says. And then Yui said...”

I talked and talked about ev ery thing Takuru had missed over the

past six months, in no par tic u lar or der. Ev ery thing that had hap pened

in our or di nary lives at Aoba Dorm... I wanted him to be a part of it.

Even if it was only just a lit tle bit, I wanted to bridge the gap be tween

Takuru and I.

As I spoke, he nod ded along to ev ery thing I said... and even tu ally,

I fell into a deep sleep, with him by my side.

For that rea son alone, I slept bet ter than I had in years.
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Chap ter 4 — Sumor bidly Obese: A Sec ond Help ing

Soon af ter that night passed, the Hek iho Acad emy cul ture fes ti val

ar rived. The fes ti val is a very im por tant event for us stu dents, and, as

the stu dent coun cil pres i dent, I al ways ��nd my self spend ing a lot of

time try ing to make it go smoothly.

The fes ti val’s long since ended, but even now, there’s a small

poster from the event a� ��xed to the clu b room wall.

...No, “ended” isn’t quite right. The fes ti val didn’t sim ply end... It

was su� �o cated.

Su� �o cated by the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 9th

It wouldn’t be a stretch to say that the cul ture fes ti val is the big‐ 

gest event of the year for our school. And yet, right be fore such an im‐ 

por tant event, I, the stu dent coun cil pres i dent, was sim ply rest ing in

my room. Some “pres i dent” I was.

I didn’t sus tain any in ter nal in juries from the stab bing, but

thanks to the ten stitches I needed, I couldn’t do any thing even re‐ 

motely stren u ous. There was noth ing I could do to get around that,

but even so, there was some thing I needed to do that was far more im‐ 

por tant than my du ties as stu dent coun cil pres i dent.

“There we go. Rest of this should be a cinch, and re mov ing the

stitches shouldn’t leave a scar,” said Dad as he ex am ined me. “You

don’t have a fever, ei ther, so I’d say you’re do ing pretty well for your‐ 

self.”

It was al ready get ting dark out side—the per fect time to do what I

needed to do. “Thank you, Dad,” I said. “On an other note, I have
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some thing I need to take care of—would it be all right if I was on my

feet for a lit tle while?”

“What, do you have an er rand you need to run? You don’t need to

do that—Yui and I are at your beck and call right now. Just say the

word and we’ll be back be fore you know it.”

“I ap pre ci ate that, but... it has to be me.”

“Oh, I see. That kind of er rand. Well, as long as you take it easy,

you should be ��ne,” said Dad. “So no push ing your self too hard, you

hear me? That means no stu dent coun cil work. If you need it, I ex pect

you to take a taxi. And don’t go com plain ing that it’s a waste of money,

Missy. Are we clear?”

“Okay, Dad. If it gets too much for me, I’ll take one.” As I re as‐ 

sured him of that, I stopped by the kitchen, threw to gether a light

boxed din ner with rolled eggs, sausages, and rice balls, then left for the

school.

It was the night be fore the cul ture fes ti val, and, de spite the time,

the school was full of en ergy. As I roamed the halls, I did my best to

re main in con spic u ous—I had no in ten tion of do ing any of my stu dent

coun cil du ties at the mo ment.

Ar riv ing at the school rooftop, I over heard a cer tain voice. “I wish

they’d give me a break...”

It was Takuru; he was right where I had ex pected him to be, his

hand wrapped tightly around a can of his drink of choice—Moun tain

View.

In my ab sence, Takuru had been as sist ing with my du ties as stu‐ 

dent coun cil pres i dent. Ini tially, he’d said he wasn’t go ing to help with

the prepa ra tions, yet he had been work ing ever since this morn ing. His

voice sounded ex hausted, but he didn’t seem par tic u larly bit ter or up‐ 

set.
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“From what?” I probed.

“Even if it is the cul ture fes ti val, I shouldn’t have to spend the

night...” Takuru re sponded. Af ter a mo ment, though, he re al ized ex‐ 

actly who he was talk ing to, and he whipped around in shock. “Huh?!”

“Good work to day.”

“Ku rusu?! What are you do ing?! What about your stom ach?! Is it

okay for you to be up?!” he sput tered.

“Come on, don’t treat me like a hos pi tal pa tient.” I at tempted to

re spond to him in a cheer ful man ner, but the shot of pain I felt as I did

so led me to wince.

“You are a hos pi tal pa tient! You need to be ly ing down!”

“Looks like some one’s wor ried about me.”

My voice had a slight bounce to it; Takuru was wor ried about

me... When I re al ized this, a surge of warmth ran through my body. “I

just came to check on how you were do ing, that’s all. And since it looks

like you’re do ing your job, I feel a lit tle bet ter.”

“Don’t worry. I wouldn’t skip out on you,” he said, try ing to re as‐ 

sure me.

“Even though you were just ask ing for a break?”

“Th-That’s...” As Takuru choked on his words, I handed him the

boxed din ner I’d pre pared ear lier. Though the silly boy was some what

em bar rassed, he sheep ishly ac cepted the box and took a bite of one of

the rice balls.

It wasn’t for very long, but just watch ing him eat in si lence for

those few mo ments was very en dear ing to me.

Af ter Takuru ��n ished his din ner, I got right to the point. “Hey,

Takuru? Can you tell me what hap pened to day?”

“Huh?” he re sponded, con fused.
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“I want to know what hap pened to day, start ing from this morn‐ 

ing. What were you do ing?”

“I was help ing the stu dent coun cil. Don’t you al ready know that?”

“Yes, but I want the de tails, and from you, per son ally.” I was star‐ 

ing at him in tently now; I wanted to hear ex actly what hap pened di‐ 

rectly from him.

Slowly, Takuru be gan to re count his day. “I helped Kazuki.”

“Did you now?”

“Yeah. She wanted me to help carry a part for her class’s dis play.”

“I see. Did that make her happy?”

“I think so. Oh, come to think of it, she gave me some dried

squid.”

Not the usual lol lipop? I thought to my self. “In ter est ing. What

else?”

“Arimura-san made me help her with some pam phlets. I don’t

know what class they were for.”

“You helped Arimura-san?” I frowned; it was a name I didn’t want

to hear. I held no par tic u lar grudge against her, but she had threat ened

Takuru at the stu dent coun cil, and I sus pected that she’d been in volved

in the in ci dent in some way. And... be cause of that, I couldn’t help but

feel that his words were a bad omen—a sign that the case we’d �� nally

been mov ing away from... had never truly left us.

“D-Don’t worry. All I did was make those pam phlets,” he stam‐ 

mered.

“I see. Is that all?” I hoped with all my heart that he hadn’t done

any thing else, but I found my self ask ing none the less. “...So, what else?”

“Huh...?” said Takuru, con fused.

“What about your class project? ‘Gero Froggy Ca�é,’ wasn’t it?”
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Gero Froggy is a cer tain char ac ter that caught on sev eral years

ago, though its pop u lar ity seems to have died down quite a bit re cently.

It’s sold an aw ful lot of mer chan dise over its life span, how ever, in clud‐ 

ing the cell phone strap Serika is al ways ��d dling with.

“Yeah. It’s shap ing up okay, I guess,” Takuru re sponded.

“You were in charge of the video, right?”

“Oh, yeah... It’s al most done. I’m do ing the rest to mor row morn‐ 

ing. The video’s done, so all I have to do is add the mu sic.”

“Will it be done in time if you wait un til to mor row morn ing to

do it?”

“Th-That’s plenty of time.”

“But you have to stay here tonight, don’t you?”

For some rea son, he seemed be wil dered at my words. “...Was the

cul ture fes ti val al ways this busy?” he asked, the ex haus tion in his voice

be com ing even more ev i dent.

“More or less, but this year is spe cial. The Restora tion Fes ti val is

close, and it’s the ��rst cul ture fes ti val that in cludes all three grades

here.”

While I have been as sist ing with the cul ture fes ti val for three

years now, this year was Takuru’s ��rst time help ing with the prepa ra‐ 

tions. That was more than likely the rea son why my sug ges tion of stay‐ 

ing the night seemed so out ra geous to him, even though it had come

so nat u rally to me.

“I was so busy all day, I didn’t even have time to think.” As he

spoke, I couldn’t help but no tice how full of life he was in that mo‐ 

ment... See ing the usu ally cyn i cal boy like that was more than enough

to make my com ing to school en tirely worth it.

“And?”

“Huh?”
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“And? How did it feel to you?”

He re al ized I was re fer ring to his ex pe ri ences to day. “It was hard.”

“Is that all?” I pushed fur ther, teas ing him a bit.

The two of us stared at each other for a while; even tu ally, Takuru

gave a look of res ig na tion, then hes i tantly be gan to speak. “Well...”

“Yes?”

“In class to day... some peo ple were... kind of nice.”

“Were they now?”

“Yeah. They said they’re look ing for ward to my in ter view with

Watabe to mor row.”

“...I see.”

Re gret tably, though my brother was as ex cited as could be for

that event, I was the ex act op po site: even hear ing of it proved too much

for me.

Fol low ing its dan ger ous ac tiv i ties at the scene of the third case,

the News pa per Club had been given an ar ray of penal ties and as sign‐ 

ments; one of these as sign ments was to hold a pub lic in ter view with

the dig i tal re porter, Watabe To moaki. He had no ticed the con nec tion

with the Sumo Stick ers shortly af ter Takuru and the oth ers did, but

the amount of at ten tion the club’s video re ceived only came as a re sult

of the ar ti cle he had penned. For these rea sons, he’d got ten in con tact

with the school in or der to re quest an in ter view with the News pa per

Club.

Al though I ac knowl edge Takuru can ac com plish great things

when he puts his mind to it, in ter views have never been his strong

suit... Granted, that wasn’t what had me con cerned. At the end of the

day, the in ter view was go ing to be re lated to the mur ders, and for that

rea son, I was fully against it. I’d planned to op pose it us ing my po si‐ 

tion as stu dent coun cil pres i dent, but as I was forced to stay in bed due
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to my in jury, I was un able to voice my ob jec tions. And since the in ter‐ 

view had been ar ranged by the school it self rather than strictly the stu‐ 

dent coun cil, it had been ap proved with out my con sent.

“And the guys call ing me ‘cam era kid’ started call ing me

‘Miyashiro,’” Takuru con tin ued.

“Huh,” I said, sur prised. For a mo ment, the two of us were silent.

“...Well, Takuru?”

“Well what?”

“Don’t you see? You can have fun with out try ing to solve the

case.”

“Th-That’s...”

I wanted Takuru to try to live a nor mal life for once, and I wished

for him to be happy while do ing it. The world is still a fun place, even

if noth ing par tic u larly spe cial hap pens. Some times, the world can be so

hard to sur vive in be cause of how spe cial and un pre dictable it can be.

Even if it was orig i nally in tended as a pun ish ment, I wanted to help

him un der stand that by hav ing him as sist with the prepa ra tions for the

cul ture fes ti val.

I just wanted him to re al ize that be ing nor mal could make him so

much hap pier than try ing so hard to be spe cial...

“Takuru, don’t you feel like com ing home by now?” I asked him.

“Dad, Yui, and Yuto all want you back—Yui es pe cially. All she ever

talks about is how you’re not there to clean the bath tub.”

Takuru gave a warm smile; I’m sure he was pic tur ing Yui with her

cheeks pu��ed out in side his head.

“Takuru, prom ise me you’ll leave this case be hind,” I begged.

“Come home. There’s so many things I would like your help with.”

But Takuru sim ply went silent.

“Takuru?”
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“Thanks for the din ner.” With those words, Takuru handed me

the boxed meal, then be gan to walk to ward the door to exit the roof.

“...Fine. I’ll think about it.”

While it wasn’t the best pos si ble out come, it was still promis ing.

Re lief washed over me, but the mo ment I let my self re lax, the pain in

my side re turned in an in stant—I im me di ately yelped out in pain.

“Ku rusu? Hey, Ku rusu!” shouted Takuru, wor ried.

“I-I’m ��ne. I’m just ��ne,” I man aged to say.

“You’re not ��ne!”

Sup port ing me with his shoul der, Takuru silently walked me

down to the school en trance and waited with me un til the taxi he had

called ar rived. I’m not much of a big sis ter at all, am I?

Af ter he’d helped me in side, Takuru went to close the door. I

turned to him. “Thank you,” I said.

“For what?”

“For what, I won der?” I didn’t quite know my self. Was it be cause

he’d helped me down from the roof? Or be cause he was �� nally lis ten‐ 

ing to me?

As I pon dered what ex actly the an swer might be, the taxi be gan

to drive o��. When I saw Takuru in the side mir ror as I de parted, I

didn’t see the same per son I was used to see ing; in my eyes, he looked

like a re li able older brother.

As I sit here now, I can’t help but feel a deep sense of melan choly.

Fes ti vals are a lot of fun, and as sist ing with the prepa ra tions makes

them even bet ter. It’s one of the sim ple joys in life—it feels good to

help out.

The third Hek iho Acad emy cul ture fes ti val was soon ap proach‐ 

ing, and I’d been sure that it would �� nally help Takuru un der stand the



111

joy nor mal life could hold. Then, once he came to know that, he would

�� nally re turn to Aoba Dorm.

But that dream was eas ily shat tered, along side the en tirety of the

fes ti val it self.

On the day of the cul ture fes ti val, de spite hav ing re quested the in‐ 

ter view him self, Watabe didn’t show at the time it was slated to be gin.

But it was only mo ments later that we re al ized that he had ac tu ally ar‐ 

rived—for all of a sud den, he walked out onto the stage in the gym na‐ 

sium... and then...



112

■ Watabe To moaki

All right, lis ten well. We in the busi ness call the act of im part ing

and ex chang ing in for ma tion to the greater pub lic “mass com mu ni ca‐ 

tion”—the mass me dia com mu ni cates a mass amount of in for ma tion

to the masses, you get it, let’s move on.

The mass me dia be gan with news pa pers, and evolved fur ther and

fur ther as civ i liza tion pro gressed. Even tu ally, though, the beast known

as tele vi sion be gan its vis ual and au di tory as sault on hu man ity, claim‐ 

ing hege mony for an age.

But, with the pas sage of time, a form of me dia on the same level

as—no, with far greater po ten tial than tele vi sion be gan its rise to

power. How ever, this new form of me dia was not sat is ��ed with your

av er age dilet tante jour nal ist, no, no, no—the bar it set re quired far

greater stan dards.

The writ ing prow ess of a jour nal ist. The tenac ity of a re porter.

The art ful ar tic u la tion of an an nouncer.

It is and al ways will be a state of the art form of mass com mu ni ca‐ 

tion. It ravenously de mands the skills re quired to op er ate tra di tional

news pa pers, ra dio pro grams, and tele vi sion—all at the same time. The

name it goes by is this: the in ter net. And with the ad vent of the in ter‐ 

net, the news was wont to fol low; those who au thor the news in this

new realm are known as “dig i tal jour nal ists,” but those who speak it—

such as I—are dig i tal re porters.

In this age of the in ter net, any one can be come a re porter as long

as they have a com puter, ac cess to the in ter net, and a cam era. Even

more im pres sively, a sin gle per son can dis trib ute in for ma tion with out

hav ing to go through an en tire de part ment of ed i tors.

How ever, one mustn’t as sume that it is a job just any one can ex cel

at—the bar of en try to be com ing a ��rst-rate re porter like my self is ex‐ 
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ceed ingly high. Be com ing a ��rst-rate dig i tal re porter re quires not just

fol low ing trends like all the other sheep do, but cre at ing those trends

one self; your goal should al ways be to have oth ers pur sue the truth of

the case for you.

The few ��rst-rate jour nal ists plucked from the com mon rab ble

hold pow ers that can only be thought to have been be stowed upon

them by the gods them selves. They are the cho sen ones, and I, Watabe

To moaki, am among them.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 9th

Niconiya is the largest video dis tri bu tion site in all of Japan. On it,

com ments run across the videos as they play—an idea that had the ca‐ 

pac ity to un der mine the qual ity of the videos them selves. Yet, de spite

this, the idea only bol stered pop u lar ity among the younger gen er a tion,

and it al lowed Niconiya to rise up and as sert it self as Japan’s in dus try

leader in the medium.

While its ex pan sion has led to the loss of the “any thing goes” am‐ 

a teur feel it once had, it has more than made up for it with co pi ous

cash ��ow. And when money gath ers, many things be come pos si ble—

for ex am ple, the at tain ment of mirac u lously tal ented in di vid u als such

as I.

“Now, my in ves ti ga tions have re vealed that it is safe to as sume

that these cases are a recre ation of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness,” I

speak to the world. With the spot light shin ing upon me, words ��ow

from my mouth like boun ti ful nec tar as I read out the man u script I

penned ear lier. A large multi-mil lion-yen cam era—one, I might add,

that can only be in stalled with knowl edge akin to a spe cial ist’s—feeds

de tailed, yet con cise in for ma tion to my view ers.
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A splen dorous stu dio, and a siz able sta��—that is what makes up

my show.

“Watabe To moaki’s News of To day” is dis trib uted with pro duc‐ 

tion qual ity that ri vals that of even the ��ercest of tele vi sion pro grams.

Granted, I may be too hum ble in my com par i son—af ter all, I, some one

who has mas tered com mand over the in ter net, am the one in charge of

it. By this, of course, I mean that you could ar gue that it ac tu ally sur‐ 

passes tele vi sion in some re gards. The ri��-ra�� who ap pear on TV have

not a sin gle soul who un der stands pre cisely how the me dia func tions,

let alone one who can use that power to cap ti vate the world as I do.

“But did you know that there was an other video that no ticed the

same thing as I did, at al most the ex act same time?” I be gin again.

To my ab ject in dig na tion, that is.

“That’s right. The video from the News pa per Club at Hek iho

Acad emy in Shibuya. It makes me ex tremely happy to see that there

are young peo ple grow ing up who want to be jour nal ists like me.”

Even though ac knowl edg ing the pres ence of mere in sects brings

me to retch.

“If you weren’t al ready in the know, the Restora tion Fes ti val is

com ing up real soon—it’ll be a nice way for us to cel e brate our re cov ery

from that ter ri ble event,” I con tinue. “As that cel e bra tion draws near,

I’ve learned that there’s go ing to be a school fes ti val held to mor row at

Hek iho Acad emy.”

At the time of the Shibuya Earth quake and the New Gen er a tion

Mad ness, I had not yet learnt how to prop erly con duct my self as a

jour nal ist. For this rea son, I hope these un sa vory mur ders con tinue un‐ 

til I can avenge my past self.

“Yes, that’s right! You, my lis ten ers, are very clever, so I’m sure

you’ve al ready guessed: I’ll be go ing to the cul ture fair to in ter view the
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News pa per Club!”

Prais ing one’s lis ten ers at the ap pro pri ate times is an in dis pens‐ 

able tech nique.

“I want to hear what it’s like to be an as pir ing jour nal ist these

days. And of course, I’m very ex cited to learn all about how they man‐ 

aged to get their hands on the same in for ma tion that I did, and how

they reached the same hid den se cret be hind the cases as me! This in‐ 

ter view may bring us even closer to ��nd ing the per son be hind these

deaths.”

God, if only the world were so kind as to let me hear those ar ro‐ 

gant lit tle pricks that broke the story be fore me say, “We’re sorry, we

ac tu ally ��a grantly pla gia rized Watabe-san!” What a treat that would

be. Be sides, far be it from me to call at ten tion to how ��imsy of a proof

time stamps are.

“The pur suit of truth is the one true duty of any jour nal ist.”

Those who ut ter that with a straight face are the very peo ple who

ru ined this in dus try.

“That’s all for to day’s broad cast. What will we learn dur ing to‐ 

mor row’s in ter view? And what is the truth be hind all these cases?

Don’t miss it!” With these words, I ��n ish my com men tary and await

the sta�� ’s sig nal.

Though it took me a few ses sions to ��nd my bear ings, I now feel

no pres sure when it comes to per form ing live broad casts. Af ter all, be‐ 

ing a pro fes sional news caster ne ces si tates such brav ery—an at tribute I

carry in spades.

“Good job!” Much like they would if this were a tele vi sion pro‐ 

gram, my as sis tant di rec tor from Niconiya ap proaches me with pal try

con grat u la tions.

“The ‘one true duty’ of any jour nal ist? Hah,” I spit.
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“Huh?”

“No, it’s noth ing.”

“Oh, okay. Any way, look at this. To day’s views are a new record. A

lot of peo ple are watch ing us, I guess.”

“Of course they are. Be cause it’s me.”

“Huh?”

“Noth ing.” I’d ac ci den tally spo ken my true thoughts out loud;

care fully craft ing the im pres sion I give o�� to oth ers is an im por tant as‐ 

pect of this job, so that can prove dan ger ous. Then again... eh, this em‐ 

bel lished mask of mine should only be used on those that mat ter—to‐ 

day’s sta�� are mere grunts, and that in cludes this man. He’s go ing to

be stuck as an as sis tant di rec tor for the rest of his life, so why should I

bother mold ing my self to his sen si bil i ties?

“I... see. Well, I’m look ing for ward to to mor row’s broad cast,” he

says to me.

Has he picked up on how I truly felt? Well, he isn’t in a po si tion

in which he could ever crit i cize me for it—even if he were, he doesn’t

have the balls. He’s noth ing more than a punch ing bag whose re ac tions

I can milk and en joy to my heart’s con tent; ironic, con sid er ing how he

is the one suck ling from my teat.

“Leave it to me. To mor row’s go ing to get even bet ter num bers!” I

an nounce.

And I’m go ing to be the one that brings them.

I know not what kind of per son this in signi� � cant lit tle brat play‐ 

ing around in his lit tle high school news pa per club is, but I do know

this: he is go ing to be yet an other punch ing bag for me, just like the

rest of my sta��.

...No, ac tu ally, in this case, he’ll make for a handy step ping stone.

◇◇◇
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Oc to ber 10th

Hek iho Acad emy. Known by jour nal ists the world over as an im‐ 

pen e tra ble fortress, it is a newly built high school in Shibuya. That

par tic u larly in fa mous sta tus of theirs can be at trib uted to their ex treme

re stric tions on in for ma tion—some thing that is es pe cially strange con‐ 

sid er ing how they are an acad emy made to ac com mo date vic tims of the

earth quake, as well as those or phaned by it. Re quests for news cov er age

are never granted, and try ing to sneak in will get you thrown right out

by the many se cu rity guards. Even get ting in dur ing the cul ture fes ti val

—the only time where the school is open to the pub lic—proved to be

quite a pain in my rear.

All of this in tel was passed down to me by a re porter that taught

me a few things as I got into the in dus try. He’s be come quite mis er able

in his in abil ity to keep up with the mod ern, in for ma tion-based so ci ety.

He com plained and com plained for hours on end about how di� �� cult it

is to get any thing out of Hek iho—a fact that proves amus ing to me, as

I my self had prac ti cally no trou ble at all get ting my foot in the door.

I sar cas ti cally apol o gize to my su pe rior in my head, which beck‐ 

ons a snicker from me. Re gard less, it’s time to move for ward, so I do

so, en ter ing through the front gate. All I do is write my name down,

and I im me di ately have the se cu rity guards prac ti cally beg ging to spit-

shine my shoes.

“Isn’t that Watabe-san from Niconiya?” one of them ex claims.

“Whoa, it is!” says the other.

“Um, I have a pen but... is this okay for pa per?”

“No, no, no! It’s rude to ask him to sign so many things!”

Prac ti cally the mo ment I step into the school, I ��nd my self sur‐ 

rounded by stu dents. In the age of the in ter net, a dig i tal re porter lands
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more of a crowd than even the A-list celebri ties.

I was go ing to get some cov er age be fore the in ter view, but I’ve

been e� �ec tively im mo bi lized now... Par for the course, I sup pose.

Led along by both ador ing fans and on look ers with mouths

agape, I brie��y sur vey the var i ous fes tiv i ties. I ex pected an ex tra ne ous

num ber of se crets just wait ing to be un cov ered due to the in tense con‐ 

�� den tial ity of in for ma tion, but it seems like this is just an or di nary

high school host ing an or di nary cul ture fes ti val. How ob nox iously an‐ 

ti cli mac tic...

This won’t do for cov er age, I think to my self. Af ter sift ing

through my thoughts for a mo ment, I come to a con clu sion. Well, I

sup pose I could use this op por tu nity to gain pres tige within the in dus‐ 

try... Yes, that’s ex actly what I’ll do. Then, my eyes hap pen upon a cer‐ 

tain ��g ure.

...Oh? It won’t make the news, but... it seems I’ve come across

some thing—or some one, to be spe ci��c—that would make quite the

story if I would be will ing to take the nec es sary steps to grasp it. I

know for a fact that’s him.

The de tec tive who’s been placed in charge of the grotesque se rial

mur der case that has taken Shibuya by storm: De tec tive Shinjo from

the Shibuya Po lice Sta tion. He’s just stand ing there, in the most in con‐ 

spic u ous lo ca tion pos si ble.

He only just re cently chased me out of the crime scene for the

Re volv ing Dead in ci dent, so see ing him here is cer tainly a shock. In ter‐ 

est ingly enough, he seems to be talk ing with a fe male high school stu‐ 

dent—an older woman in a lab coat. His sis ter, per haps...? No, he’s def‐ 

i nitely look ing a bit hen pecked there... I bet I could twist this to make

them lovers. ...Not that this even re quires some form of sala cious scan‐ 

dal—the man is hang ing about in a school fes ti val de spite not hav ing



119

solved a sin gle one of the cases that have been ter ror iz ing Shibuya. This

is more than enough for a scoop.

For tu nately, it’ll be sim ple enough to con struct some ev i dence in

a lo ca tion such as this. I could even use it as black mail, o� �er ing him an

ul ti ma tum where I delete it if he co op er ates, or di� �use it through out

the world if he re fuses.

...Mm, as in cred i bly en tic ing as it all sounds, I’ll opt to let it slide

this time. As much as I’d love to es tab lish some con nec tions with the

po lice, that de tec tive isn’t re ally the best tar get for that kind of thing.

He’s a clever man who once fought ��ercely against the com mon con‐ 

sen sus in a se rial as sault case, shin ing a light on and con demn ing the

pro ��l ing that was oc cur ring in it. As a re sult of his ac tions, he even

earned him self a medal.

The rea son why I’m both er ing to re count this is be cause it’s ex‐ 

actly why he’s an op po nent I need to be care ful with—one wrong step,

and I’ll be the one tak ing all the ��re. It’s part of my pol icy to not in‐ 

volve my self in such high-risk op por tu ni ties. Af ter all, “A pru dent man

fore seeth the evil and hideth him self.”

“Oh, hello there. You must be Watabe-san... I’m hop ing?” A man

with some what del i cate fea tures wear ing a brown suit in ter rupts my

thoughts.

“Yes, that’s me,” I re ply.

“Oh, good. I’m very sorry I wasn’t there to wel come you.”

The man, who in forms me he is a teacher at this high school, of‐ 

fers to lead me to the class room act ing as a wait ing room.

“No, I’m the one who should be apol o giz ing. I’m sorry to take

such valu able time away from you.”

“No, no, it’s com pletely ��ne. Be lieve me—we at Hek iho Acad emy

have all been look ing for ward to your visit.”
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Praise from a medi ocre no body. It doesn’t mat ter what he says—I

couldn’t pos si bly give any more of a damn.

◇◇◇
The class room I was led to is in cred i bly quiet, to the point where

it feels like I’ve stepped into a com pletely di� �er ent world from the one

of the rowdy cul ture fes ti val.

My talk show is in less than thirty min utes, and while I al ready

have a rough idea of how the in ter view will go, the big ques tion is:

How do I get the News pa per Club to ad mit that they ripped me o��?

Yes, based on the time stamps, it does ap pear like they were ��rst. How‐ 

ever, if I can get them to just con fess any way, that will im me di ately be‐ 

come ir rel e vant. So how do I force them to do so?

To al low for a mo ment of com plete trans parency, I can’t help but

feel a lit tle bit ter at my over whelm ing pop u lar ity. If I didn’t at tract the

at ten tion of all those stu dents, I might’ve been able to qui etly make

con tact with the News pa per Club and tame them prior to the in ter‐ 

view. I still have quite a few tricks up my sleeve as things are right now,

but I could have brought them to a heel even ear lier by o� �er ing them

po si tions as my pupils, some thing no as pir ing jour nal ist would turn

down. Then, once they’d ac cepted my o� �er of tute lage, I’d have been

able to make them my own per sonal lap dogs, ser vic ing me at my ev ery

beck and call.

I have no idea how they man aged to work out ev ery thing with the

Sumo Stick ers, but need less to say, this school’s News pa per Club does

have some tal ent. Such tal ent does in deed make them wor thy of be‐ 

com ing base line pawns of mine, and as some one that is in evitably go‐ 

ing to keep ris ing in the world, I must al ways be con sid er ing how best

to ��ll my chess board with those I can use to my full ad van tage.
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Back when I ��rst heard that I had been robbed, my ini tial plan

was to shelve the Sumo Sticker ar ti cle—the rea son for this is be cause,

when you try to jump on a trend rather than fos ter it your self, not only

do you merely get half the glory, but a whole host of ple beians al ways

come crawl ing out of the wood work to call you some “pla gia riz ing

copy cat” with “no jour nal is tic in tegrity.” It doesn’t mat ter if they pur‐ 

loined it from you ��rst—they’ll get on your case re gard less.

De spite the ob vi ous “dan ger,” how ever, I re leased the ar ti cle any‐ 

way. Yes, it at tracted a lot of crit i cism—as well as out right ��am ing—

but from my per spec tive, it was like loung ing next to a crack ling ��re‐ 

place: an un re mark able swirl of ��ame that I could ma nip u late and mas‐ 

ter. Af ter all, there is no such thing as bad pub lic ity.

Knock, knock knock.

Some one knocks on the class room door. I guess who ever’s in

charge has �� nally come to see me. “Yes, come in.”

Knock, knock knock.

The knock ing doesn’t stop, and they don’t open the door, nor an‐ 

swer me, ei ther.

For god’s sake—don’t send some tact less bu� �oon to re trieve me.

Hid ing my ir ri ta tion with a smile, I re luc tantly head to open the

door. “Is it time al ready?” I ask as I walk. And when I open the door, I

see...

...a fa mil iar face. “It’s me, Watabe-san,” they say.

Oh, right, I re mem ber now—they said they wanted to be there

for my big day. It’s not ev ery day you get to see a talk show on some‐ 

thing other than a TV or a com puter screen, yet they came all this way

in or der to at tend it in per son.

“What a nice sur prise—I didn’t ex pect you to go out of your way

to come and greet me,” I said. “You could’ve waited un til it was over,
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you know.”

“I thought you might be too busy af ter ward,” they re ply.

“Oh no, not at all. If any thing, I’d love to share a cel e bra tory glass

with you once it’s over. Af ter all, an en tirely in no cent group of young

peo ple ad mit ting their ‘guilt’ will be a de li cious note that we should sa‐ 

vor, don’t you agree?” As I speak to my good friend, I lay my true

thoughts com pletely bare; how ever, this isn’t me look ing down on

them as I do with ev ery one else—I would never dream of do ing that.

In ac tu al ity, it’s be cause, no mat ter what I say to them, they will never

post it on line—they won’t even tell their friends. I don’t need to worry

about the venge ful noise of the in ter net, nor li belous words in re sponse

to my ac tions—with them, I can ex ist with out a ��l ter and present my

true feel ings. I can’t do that any where else—I can only do it with

some one I deeply trust. And that’s them.

“...Speak ing of, there’s some thing I need to tell you about your

up com ing in ter view.” As they say that, they place a large sticker in

front of me.

“What...?!” I shout, dumb founded.

“It sounds like they’re go ing to try and am bush you with these

stick ers on stage.”

It’s a Sumo Sticker—the same creepy sticker that’s been en‐ 

croach ing upon Shibuya over the last few weeks. Stick ers thought to be

the key to solv ing the grotesque se rial mur ders.

...How ever, some thing’s di� �er ent about this one. Isn’t this de sign

the very same one I fab ri cated for the pic ture of the Re volv ing Dead

case? Some thing seems di� �er ent about them, though... Maybe I’m just

crazy.

...Okay, no, it’s de� � nitely the same as the one I made for the pic‐ 

ture! So those lit tle bas tards are gonna blast me with this un prompted
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when I go out on stage, huh?!

For con text, the boon be stowed unto me from the gods above is

the power of psy chic pho tog ra phy. I can craft any kind of pic ture or

video I de sire. I don’t re mem ber when it all started—I just sud denly

found my self with the abil ity one day. A lit tle while af ter I no ticed, a

num ber of big shots wanted a very spe ci��c type of photo, and my new

abil ity al lowed me to get it in no time ��at; that was how I got my foot

in the door of Niconiya News.

If I re mem ber cor rectly, they wanted a photo of the very mo ment

a cul prit of some in ci dent swal lowed the de ��n i tive piece of ev i dence

against him—a mem ory card—when he got cor nered by the po lice. He

would have been caught re gard less, but be cause of his fu tile re sis tance,

the po lice were hav ing a tough time mak ing a case against him. So,

when I forged the photo of that very scene they were look ing for, I

gained the trust of the higher-ups.

How ever, I would never dream of cre at ing a forgery from scratch

—I only use my pow ers for cases that are about 90% solved al ready, or

sit u a tions where they’ll never land de ��n i tive proof no mat ter how hard

they try. I would never frame any one for a crime they didn’t com mit; I

know how to keep things in mod er a tion. Af ter all, if I go too far, some

clever bas tard—or the po lice them selves—could no tice. Only a to tal

freak who main lines crack-co caine on the daily would pick up on my

us age as it is now, so I doubt I’ll ever get in any ac tual hot wa ter.

Back when the Re volv ing Dead hap pened, I had ac tu ally in tended

on tak ing pic tures at the scene of the crime, but I ended up strug gling

with that one po lice man...

“You’re look ing a bit pale there—is ev ery thing okay?” asks my

friend, con cerned.
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“Oh, no, I’m ��ne. Sorry, I was just think ing,” I re ply, re as sur ing

them. “Any way, you brought these for me?”

“I did.”

It seems I’ve un der es ti mated the Hek iho Acad emy News pa per

Club; their ap ti tude and mal ice runs far deeper than I ex pected. If I

had stepped on stage an ig no rant man and had those fake stick ers

thrust upon me, I doubt I would’ve been able to main tain my com po‐ 

sure. Even if I were able to ex plain my way out of it, the il lus tri ous

name of Watabe To moaki would be dragged through the mud; I’d be

sus pected of fab ri cat ing ev i dence, and with my cred i bil ity be ing thrown

into ques tion, my life as a re porter could very well come to an end.

And when the chips fall, the masses tend to not be lieve in truths,

but in what’s most con ve nient to them.

“You’ve re ally saved my ass here. I can’t thank you enough,” I tell

my friend sin cerely.

“Of course,” they re spond with a nod. “We clearly need to dis pose

of these stick ers, but how do we go about do ing so?”

The op ti mal course of ac tion would be to rip them up and throw

them away, but con sid er ing how large they are, they’ll de� � nitely be a

bit sturdy. And if that’s the case, they’ll be far too di� �� cult to tear... Be‐ 

sides, where ex actly would we dis pose of them? If we were to throw

them away in a trash can around here, it wouldn’t take very long for

the News pa per Club to dis cover them. All it would take is for one of

their mem bers to snatch up a bunch of scraps, and then, right on the

cusp of the in ter view’s com ple tion, they could scream out “Found

’em!” If that hap pened, I could get hit with an es pe cially damn ing

charge: lar ceny.

Burn ing them won’t work, ei ther... Any meth ods that are even re‐ 

motely de struc tive will leave ev i dence.
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I’m run ning out of time here... How the hell can I get my self out

of this?

“Wouldn’t it be best to just take them on stage your self?” my

friend poses.

“What, and con fess?”

“No, that’s not what I mean. Lis ten, Watabe-san—you’re wor ried

about leav ing these stick ers be hind. So, what if...?”

I’ll be too fraught with anx i ety if I leave them be hind... but there’s

no way I can carry them in a bag or some thing right onto the stage.

And I can’t hide them un der my clothes, ei ther.

“It sure would be nice if there was a place so in con spic u ous, no‐ 

body would ever think to look in side...” they said.

“Well, I agree with that, but I can’t think of any thing,” I lament.

“Watabe-san, can’t a jour nal ist of your cal iber ��nd a way? You’re

so phe nom e nally ex pe ri enced—surely you can think of some thing.

From your past, per haps?”

My friend cer tainly has a great cache of ideas un der their belt.

Well, hid ing it un der my clothes would be hack neyed as all hell, so that

de� � nitely wouldn’t work.

Sud denly, I’m hit with a di vine stroke of ge nius.

Of course...! Search ing through my his tory, I re visit the event that

per ma nently es tab lished me as a force to be reck oned with in the eyes

of the higher-ups—the very case that put me on my path as a ��rst-rate

jour nal ist. Think, Watabe: How and where did the cul prit hide the ev i‐ 

dence? Right! A place that’s both read ily avail able and no one else has a

way into.

That’s it! I know ex actly where to hide them!

I roll a large sticker into a ball, open my mouth wide, and thrust it

di rectly into my esoph a gus. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to get it down, but
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when I force fully sup press my gag re ��ex, I barely man age to swal low it.

In side my stom ach!

It doesn’t cost a dime to hide some thing there, and it’s some‐ 

where no body can reach—now that is a true hid ing spot. I must say,

it’s ge nius.

I wipe away the tears and stom ach acid drip ping from my mouth;

a rather small price to pay for avoid ing the de struc tion of my en tire ca‐ 

reer.

“Now that’s the Watabe-san I know,” says my friend, smil ing.

“Y... You know it... I’m... Watabe To moaki... and don’t you for get

it...”

“But ev i dence still re mains.”

In the blink of an eye, a large pile of ev i dence ap pears in front of

me: a pro fuse bun dle of stick ers, thick as an en cy clo pe dia.

“Son of a... Be ing in ��u en tial is such a bitch...” I be moan.

To think that not only are they tena cious enough to col lect this

many stick ers, but that they’d use that tenac ity to try and take me

down... But it doesn’t mat ter. I’ll smash their plan to pieces, and there’s

noth ing they can do to stop me. I’m about to be come a leg end.

I’ve al ready got one down, so a few more shouldn’t be a prob lem.

I roll up the ex tremely thick bun dle, stick it in my mouth, and

swal low it all in one gulp. My esoph a gus creaks. Fluid leaks from my

ev ery ori ��ce, drench ing my en tire body. How ever, that means noth ing

to me—with this, I’ll be able to over come the bar rier in my way. You

thought you could halt the ��rst-rate jour nal ist who pur sues the truth

with out end—the Watabe To moaki? Well, think again, hacks and

hack ettes!

Slowly, the sour ness per me at ing my mouth joins with the taste of

iron.



127

Hmm, that snap ping sen sa tion I just felt... Guess some thing

ripped or tore in side my body. I can still move my hands, though.

My sticker-stu��ed belly swells to burst ing. I ��nd my self feel ing

proud that I’ve man aged to hold so much—the sheer vol ume of my

plump stom ach im presses even me. The Bud dha and Bu dai come to

mind, and I re al ize that the god li ness of their forms is ex actly what I’ve

been lack ing. I could never as cend to their lev els in such a skinny state,

af ter all.

Ev ery time I push an other sticker into my mouth, I feel my self

draw ing closer to per fec tion. This is no longer a mere tem po rary so lu‐ 

tion to a tem po rary prob lem—it is a nec es sary process for Watabe To‐ 

moaki to reach the next stage of evo lu tion.

“Well done,” my friend says with a smile. Then, once I at last take

in the �� nal sticker of the pile, they es cort me out of the class room.

Aah, what ex pres sions shall color the faces of the News pa per Club

once they see me, I won der? Will they break out in sobs and beg for

for give ness? Or will they sim ply trem ble upon wit ness ing my sheer re‐ 

solve? Ei ther way, it serves them right.

The mo ment I step onto the stage of the gym na sium, the eyes of

the com mon folk pierce me; a ��eld of the or di nary look upon me.

Aah... All is right with the world.

Com mon ers gaz ing up at the tal ented, forever more—all is right

with the world.

Lambs giv ing them selves to the shep herds of tal ent—all is right

with the world.

“Ug g woohh... ugaaah...!”

The words I spew out cause en thu si as tic cheers to erupt through‐ 

out the gym na sium. Truly the most mag ni� � cent of sights and sounds.

Who other than I could pos si bly un earth such a spec ta cle?
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Watabe To moaki.

From this day for ward, my name shall live in—
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■ ???

“Watabe said he’d set a new record with the views, so why didn’t

the stupid bas tard move his fat ass in front of the damn cam eras?

What a waste.”

“If we’d got ten that on cam era and held an ex clu sive broad cast

with the footage, we could’ve gone global.”

Un der nor mal cir cum stances, Niconiya Stu dio would be ��lled to

burst ing with its many sta�� mem bers, but to day, only two were present

at the o� ��ce—and only for the sake of clean ing it. The rea son for this

mass ab sence... was be cause the star re porter had died un der mys te ri‐ 

ous cir cum stances the noon of that very day.

“I won der what they’ll do with the open time slot,” one of the two

men said. “Have they got a re place ment for him yet?”

“That’ll be a tough thing to land,” said the other. “They’d have to

��nd one in Shibuya, and good luck with that.”

“True, true. There’s plenty of jour nal ists like him, but they’d have

to be from Shibuya, like you said.”

“Yeah. Be sides, even if he was still around, he was sure to crash

and burn pretty soon any way. Even for a re porter, the guy was way too

god damn reck less. Couldn’t plan ahead to save his life.”

“Mhm. Doesn’t help that his writ ing ‘prow ess’ was a to tal joke.

He was a de cent re porter, but not much else.”

“It’s ab surd. Any an nouncer worth his salt knows that ‘ar tic u la‐ 

tion’ or what ever else doesn’t mean a damn thing. See ing Watabe try to

act all cool and im por tant as he read the news was what made the show

in ter est ing. Like a one-man freak show. Crazy that some one so full of

him self even ex ists.”

“I know, right? But, uh, while his per son al ity was de� � nitely a fac‐ 

tor, Watabe did have this mys te ri ous power to al ways end up with the
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best scoops.”

“Eh, I guess you could say that. He’s dead now, though, so it’s not

like we could ask him how he did it. Bu uut, since we’ve got an open‐ 

ing, how about we try and grab the per son run ning Shibuya News?

She’s bet ter than Watabe ever was. Doesn’t mat ter the ��eld, ei ther—

gath er ing in for ma tion, putting it all to gether, re port ing it—she’s al‐ 

ways been just bet ter.”

“Oh, man... I’m such a huge fan of her! Her voice alone is pure

ASMR. Voice of an an gel, I tell ya.”

The two who’d worked to cre ate Watabe’s pro gram along with

him did not mourn the man—they only spoke of what was on their

minds, and what they sought to do next. The ma jor ity of Watabe’s fans

were likely no di� �er ent; they would shrug o�� the loss of Watabe, then

latch on to some one else overnight. On the in ter net, where in for ma tion

��owed at the speed of sound, those who no longer trans mit ted in for‐ 

ma tion would have great di� �� culty main tain ing their pop u lar ity, or

even their very pres ence in the pub lic eye.

In the end, Watabe To moaki did, in fact, be come a leg end. Not as

a jour nal ist like he so des per ately de sired, but as a vic tim.

He would for ever be re mem bered as a mere piece of the Re turn of

the New Gen er a tion Mad ness—a far greater leg end that etched its

name in the most fa mous an nals of crim i nal his tory.
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■ Ku rusu Nono

No vem ber 3rd

I’d never known what kind of re port ing Watabe To moaki did, nor

the type of jour nal ist he was—all I knew was that while he was alive,

his videos were im pos si ble to es cape. They were ev ery where, and be‐ 

cause of that, they were not di� �� cult to ��nd fol low ing his death.

To day, I de cided to ex am ine his �� nal broad cast along with a few

of his other videos. My im pres sion of him af ter watch ing the videos

was... well, he was a bit of a slime ball.

When ever he would give his opin ion as a jour nal ist, he would al‐ 

ways end with, “or so I think,” or, “is what I as sume,” or, “might be the

case.” It didn’t mat ter what he was talk ing about, he would al ways tack

on words of un cer tainty. Through avoid ing say ing any thing de ��n i tive,

he would at tempt to avoid po ten tial cul pa bil ity in any thing he spoke

about, show ing to me that he lacked any sense of a jour nal ist’s sin cer ity

or in tegrity.

It seemed oth ers on line had seen through his façade as well, as I

found many oth ers say ing sim i lar things as me about how he car ried

him self. Al though I re mem ber hear ing that he was very pop u lar, his

so-called “fol low ers” quickly dis ap peared the mo ment he died.

From what I can gather upon read ing the ar ti cles he wrote be fore

he died, he seemed to pride him self in his com mand over the in ter net;

but from my per spec tive, all I could see was a man be ing used by the

very same in ter net he claimed mas tery over.

Back when Watabe To moaki died, the pres ence of a cer tain girl

sur prised me—a girl known as Kunosato Mio. She had al ready been

present at the scene of the crime, al most as if she had known Watabe

was go ing to die.
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De spite be ing a stu dent at Hek iho Acad emy, she had the knowl‐ 

edge of a brain sci en tist, and her cur rent oc cu pa tion seemed to be

whip ping along De tec tive Shinjo. It was through her ut ter ing of the

term ‘psy chics,’ as well as the ex is tence of the sus pi cious photo that

Watabe-san had cre ated via psy chic pho tog ra phy, that Takuru and the

oth ers came to learn about psy chics.

Watabe’s bizarre death then came to be coined “Sumor bidly

Obese” by the taste less, de plorable peo ple of the in ter net.

As I looked back through the in ci dents that had hap pened thus

far, I re al ized some thing. In Takuru’s case, Don’t Look and Au dio

Bleed were both mur ders that he had seen over the in ter net. Then, the

Re volv ing Dead was a mur der he’d en coun tered him self, when he’d

stepped foot into that love ho tel. And �� nally, even the lat est case,

Sumor bidly Obese, had stemmed from a re quest to get in con tact with

Takuru—a re quest which ul ti mately led to a man dy ing right in front

of him.

It all brought a thought to rise up in my mind. Could this se ries

of mur ders have been de signed to pun ish me?

I couldn’t help but think it was con nected to what had hap pened

six years ago. If that was truly what was go ing on, I prayed that only I

would be pun ished. That my pre cious fam ily would be able to con tinue

liv ing their lives in hap pi ness.

But that prayer was shred ded to pieces by a sin gle name.

Mi nami sawa Senri.

Its ex is tence would de stroy not just me, a per son some how fool ish

enough to think they could ever es cape that tragedy... but ev ery one

who had ever found them selves con nected to it.
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Chap ter 5 — The Story of a Buried World

I take down the �� nal re main ing cul ture fes ti val poster from the

News pa per Club wall and fold it up neatly. It is ut terly mean ing less

now—a poster for a fes ti val that never took place—and yet, for some

strange rea son, I can’t bring my self to crum ple it up and dis card it.

But, as I look back... I come to re al ize why. As I look back... I re al‐ 

ize that us pre par ing for the fes ti val was the last time we were able to

��nd hap pi ness in our nor mal lives... for af ter that day, that hor ri��c

tragedy slowly drove us to the very edge, and the past that had once

been buried was brought back to life once more.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 10th

With to day be ing the day of the cul ture fes ti val, I de cided to take

it easy and rest at home. I’d pushed my self very hard yes ter day, and my

in jury made very sure I knew that—but af ter a lit tle bit of bedrest, the

pain calmed down con sid er ably.

As I was feel ing bet ter, I told my self that I’d be able to go to the

fes ti val later on, af ter dark. Dad was o�� on an er rand at the time, so I

was able to use my own judg ment rather than his.

When she heard my plan, Yui im me di ately be gan to pout. “Aww,

re ally? But I wanted to see Big Bro’s big mo ment! If we go in the

evening, it’ll be too late!” she said, pu�� �ng out her cheeks. I had

promised to bring her and Yuto to the cul ture fes ti val, and while they

could have gone with some one else, they were too wor ried about me to

leave my side. Some big sis ter I am...

“If there’s any thing you need, just tell us, okay?” Both Yui and

Yuto had said that to me, al beit in their own spe cial ways.
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As for the “big mo ment” Yui had men tioned, she was re fer ring to

Takuru’s in ter view with Watabe-san. I could un der stand their ex cite‐ 

ment and de sire to be there for their older brother, but for me, it was

less a huge event for me to get in vested in, and more an end less source

of vague anx i ety.

As I lin gered in my thoughts, my phone be gan to vi brate, in form‐ 

ing me that some one was call ing. The caller was Kawa hara-kun, who

should have been at school.

“Hel—?”

But my greet ing was im me di ately in ter rupted. “Ku rusu! Some‐ 

thing re ally bad hap pened! They’re gonna can cel the cul ture fes ti val!”

“Okay, I need you to calm down, Kawa hara-kun. What hap‐ 

pened?”

“Miyashiro did it again— Er, okay, sorry, it wasn’t ac tu ally his

fault this time, but—”

“Did some thing hap pen to Takuru?!”

“Calm down, Ku rusu! Don’t panic!” he shouted, telling me the

same thing I’d told him just a few sec onds prior. “I don’t even know

how to start...” The mo ment he’d said Takuru’s name, I’d gone into full

alert.

“Then tell him to call me,” I or dered. “Wait, no—he doesn’t have

a phone right now. Kawa hara-kun, could you let him use yours?”

“S-Sorry, but that’s not gonna hap pen. Miyashiro was... He just

got taken away by the po lice.”

I started to feel slightly dizzy. What on earth has he got ten him‐ 

self into this time...?

“Is ev ery thing okay?!” Yui and Yuto hur ried over to me from

nearby.

“Don’t worry, I’m ��ne. Ev ery thing’s ��ne,” I re as sured them.
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“Did some thing hap pen to Big Bro?” Yui asked wor riedly.

“I don’t know yet. Sorry, you two—it looks like we won’t be able

to go to the cul ture fes ti val to day.”

As I spoke these words, the wound on my ab domen—which had

been ��ne up un til that mo ment—started burst ing with pain.

◇◇◇
That night, Takuru came to my room af ter the po lice re leased

him from cus tody. I was sit ting on the bed when he came in, which

seemed to make him think I was an gry with him.

“Shouldn’t you be ly ing down? Your wound’s gonna open back u

—”

Be fore he could ��n ish his sen tence, I started to speak. “I heard

you had to go down to the po lice sta tion again,” I said. Takuru was try‐ 

ing to avoid talk ing about what had hap pened by show ing con cern for

me, but I wasn’t go ing to let him. “That’s cor rect, isn’t it?”

“Wh-Who told you about that?”

“It doesn’t mat ter, does it? Is it true?” I pressed. “Well?”

“W-Well...”

“Why are you be ing so quiet? Could you not hear me?” I al ready

knew the truth, so there was no point in him ��ght ing it. “Should I ask

again? Is what I just said—”

“I-I can hear you just ��ne!” Takuru �� nally re lented.

“Then why didn’t you say any thing?”

“I... I’m sorry.”

“Well, it doesn’t mat ter.” I paused for a mo ment. “So?”

“Y-Yes. What you said is... It’s true.”

I im me di ately went silent.

“B-But it’s not my fault! There was a mur der! I had no con trol

over it!”



137

Takuru then told me all about Watabe-san’s death. I lis tened to

him re count his day, just as I had done on the rooftop the day be fore...

and yet, this time, it felt very, very di� �er ent.

Af ter he ��n ished his story, Takuru said some thing pe cu liar. “You

know, things do seem a lit tle strange lately.”

“Strange? How so?” I asked.

“At ��rst, we were pur su ing the case be cause we were in ter ested in

it. But now... it feels like the case is pur su ing us.”

Those words struck a chord with me—I, my self, had a vague feel‐ 

ing to that very same e� �ect. So, if I wasn’t alone in feel ing that way—if

he felt that way too, that just gave us all the more rea son to avoid the

case... We needed to run far, far away so it wouldn’t catch up to us, and

we needed to do it quickly.

“Yes ter day...” As I spoke, my chest tight ened; in my mind, it was

as if all the time we had spent on the rooftop yes ter day had all been for

noth ing. “You told me yes ter day, didn’t you?”

“Huh?” said Takuru, con fused.

“You said you’d think about it, didn’t you?”

“That’s...” Af ter a brief pause, Takuru spoke again. “I meant it.

But... a lot of stu�� hap pened to day, and there’s some thing new that I

learned.”

“Oh?”

“When I was talk ing to ev ery one in the clu b room, I re al ized that

all the vic tims had some thing in com mon.”

I grew silent once more. The Takuru from be fore our con ver sa tion

on the rooftop was back; the boy who would chase af ter mur ders, dive

head ��rst into dan ger, and wished with all his heart to be spe cial.

Watabe-san’s death had reawak ened Takuru’s la tent fas ci na tion

with the mur ders.
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“You see, they all...” Sud denly, Takuru paused. He was clearly

search ing for how to ex plain it in a way I would un der stand... or at

least that’s what his hes i ta tion con veyed to me. “All of the vic tims had

some thing spe cial hap pen to them. They could see the fu ture, or read

minds, or use psy chic pho tog ra phy... I guess you could call them psy‐ 

chic pow ers...”

Takuru was get ting closer to the truth.

“Psy chic... pow ers?” I an swered. I was feign ing ig no rance; I’m

sure Takuru thought I found his claim ut terly ridicu lous, but it was ac‐ 

tu ally the com plete op po site. I al ready knew that peo ple with psy chic

pow ers—Gi ga lo ma ni acs—ex isted. And I knew that mak ing con tact

with them could re sult in the same hor ri ble tragedy as six years ago, or

some thing equally aw ful.

I was ter ri ��ed of Takuru in volv ing him self with these mur ders

any longer. He had in ��l trated AH Gen eral Hos pi tal just the other day,

even—a place with deep con nec tions to Gi ga lo ma ni acs. It was al most

as if... some thing had lured him into that dark ness.

“If I’m right, this is about more than just the case—it may

change ev ery thing we think we know about the world. Isn’t that amaz‐ 

ing—” Sud denly, Takuru stopped talk ing and looked at me.

“Takuru... Please... Stop this...” I begged. “Don’t do any thing

else...”

I grasped Takuru’s hand.

“Ku rusu...?” His face was one of sheer dis be lief. In the past, I had

al ways hid den my weak ness. As his sis ter... as Ku rusu Nono, I had to

stay strong, but here... I couldn’t stop my self.

“I’m scared... I’m...”

“Huh...?”
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“When I think about what could hap pen if you keep get ting in‐ 

volved in this... that some thing might hap pen to you... I just don’t

know what to do... I’m so scared...”

Takuru fell silent.

“You know what it feels like too, don’t you? To lose some one you

care about... I don’t want to lose my fam ily again... I don’t want to lose

the peo ple I care about... So please, Takuru... Stop pur su ing that hor ri‐ 

ble case... Please...” I could only plead. Pray. Even if that was some thing

Ku rusu Nono would never have done.

Sud denly, I gasped in pain. My wound had de cided to in ter rupt at

the worst pos si ble mo ment, but it wasn’t enough to make me let go of

his hand—of my one true de sire.

“I’m sorry... I’m sorry. I’m re ally sorry. I didn’t re al ize I’d wor ried

you so much. I...” Takuru’s en thu si asm had left him; his words con‐ 

tained no lies. “But...”

“Huh...?” I said, hold ing back tears.

“There’s one thing I need to do. Just let me do this one thing.”

“Is it... that im por tant?”

“Yeah.”

“More im por tant than your fam ily?” My voice nearly broke.

“Prob a bly just as im por tant.”

“Just as im por tant? What could pos si bly be...?”

“I need to... get my phone back...”

His phone? Was a tool just for con nect ing to the in ter net... more

im por tant than us...? “That’s not...!” I tried to protest.

“I have to. It’s got the News pa per Club’s data on it. And in for ma‐ 

tion about this place, too. If some one sees it...” he ex plained.

“Data...? You mean our con tact in for ma tion and all of our re port‐ 

ing? But... didn’t you say your phone has a lock on it?”
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“I did. But it’s still pos si ble that some one could by pass it some‐ 

how...”

At that mo ment, Takuru stopped speak ing and froze, like a vac‐ 

uum cleaner that had sud denly been un plugged. Then, just as sud‐ 

denly, he shouted out in an guish. “AAAAAH HHH!”

“Takuru? What’s wrong, Takuru?!”

“Huh?!” His breath ing was ragged; cold sweat dripped from his

face.

He tried to tell me it was noth ing, but it was ob vi ous that some‐ 

thing had hap pened to him. I still won der what thought sud denly

came to him at that mo ment.

“Any way, I need to get it back, no mat ter what.” With those

words, Takuru turned his back to me, and then, he left the room.

It didn’t mat ter how des per ate I had been—my plea hadn’t

reached him. No... in my heart, I knew it would never have been able to

reach him.

I heard Yui shout at Takuru as he was leav ing, but her voice faded

soon af ter. The very next mo ment, I found my self tum bling o�� the

bed, and the pain in my chest im me di ately wors ened. Takuru was

headed to AH Gen eral Hos pi tal once again; I knew how dan ger ous

that hos pi tal was—I knew it all too well. And be ing un able to stop him

hurt me far more than the pain in my chest ever could.

When I had fallen o�� the bed, my phone had come down with

me. With my ��n gers trem bling I picked it up... and the mo ment I saw

that name ap pear on the screen, all my fears came ��ood ing back.

◇◇◇
I hadn’t been able to move for the last few days. The state of my

wound hadn’t been won der ful, yes, but that wasn’t the rea son why. No,

I sim ply couldn’t bring my self to do any thing. I hadn’t been able to
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con tact not just Takuru, but Serika and Itou-kun, too, for mul ti ple

days.

“Hello? Is that you Non-chan?” By the time Serika called me, I

was... Well, I had been de lud ing my self into think ing that them not

call ing me was ac tu ally a good thing, as it meant that they weren’t get‐ 

ting into any trou ble—but I was at the point where I could no longer

trust in that.

“Serika! Thank good ness...!” I hap pily shouted into the phone. I

had missed hear ing her voice so much, the sheer joy I felt at hear ing it

once again was enough to be gin to soothe my trou bled heart.

“Wh-What’s wrong, Non-chan?” she asked, clearly con cerned

now.

“Takuru went to AH Gen eral Hos pi tal again, didn’t he? Is he

safe?”

“Taku? He’s re ally tired and sleep ing in his RV now.”

I was over come with re lief; the worst-case sce nario hadn’t hap‐ 

pened.

With out miss ing a beat, I be gan to press Serika for an swers. “So,

what ex actly hap pened there?”

“N-Noth ing at all!” she said, though judg ing from how high-

pitched her voice was, she was clearly ��us tered.

“Please, Serika. Tell me.” I apol o gized in ter nally to Serika as I put

a strong em pha sis on my words, but I knew. Some thing had hap pened.

Af ter a short si lence, Serika slowly be gan to speak. “Last night,

Taku, Shin-chan, and I all went to the hos pi tal again...”
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■ Onoe Serika

So, ��rst, me, Taku, and Shin-chan got into the hos pi tal through

the emer gency exit. Then, we im me di ately started look ing for that girl

that picked up Taku’s phone. But, as we walked through the hos pi tal,

we no ticed there were lots of peo ple com ing to ward us, so we rushed to

the clos est room and hid. The room had lots of metal lock ers... I think

it was called an au...topsy room...? Any way, there was enough room for

two peo ple to hide in the lock ers, so I said we should hide there, but

the boys didn’t want to for some rea son. So I said all whis pery,

“Taku...! There’s room for one more in here...!”

And Taku went, “Huh?”

So I said, “I-I’m scared to be by my self...! Please...!”

So Taku turned to Shin-chan and went, “Itou, sorry, but three

peo ple can’t ��t in here. You take the next one.”

Shin-chan re ally didn’t like that, and he was like, “WHAT?!”

So Taku yelled in a hushed voice at him and said, “I can’t let Onoe

be by her self...!”

But Shin-chan yelled back. “I don’t want to be alone in one of

these, ei ther...!”

In the end though, Taku and I ended up go ing in one to gether,

and Taku forced Shin-chan into an other locker by him self. Then, all

these peo ple came into the room, and one of them was the girl that

took Taku’s phone. I was so scared, but Taku whis pered to me that it’d

all be okay, so I was able to calm down.

Af ter that, the girl started ��d dling with this switch board thing,

and boom!—a hid den pas sage ap peared! She then stepped in side with

all the other peo ple and went down it.

It took a while, but �� nally, once ev ery one was gone, Taku and I

came out, then we helped Shin-chan out of the locker he was hid ing in.
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For some rea son though, when he came out, it was like he’d seen a

ghost or some thing. Taku im me di ately apol o gized to him, but I don’t

re ally know why? Shin-chan said some thing about there be ing some‐ 

one al ready in there, but I dunno how that’s pos si ble.

Any way, so Taku says, “S-Sorry. It was an emer gency.”

Then Shin-chan said, “If it wasn’t an emer gency you’d be dead

right now, ass hole.”

But Taku was se ri ous, so he said it again. “Re ally, I’m sorry.”

Now that we were out though, we saw that the door to the hid‐ 

den pas sage was al ready closed, so we thought: “What should we do

about that girl now?” But when we looked re ally close, we saw that the

door was ac tu ally still cracked open a lit tle bit! The sec ond we saw

that, Taku and Shin-chan went up and pushed on it as hard as they

could, and it opened!

The stair case went down and down and down for for ever. As we

climbed our way down, though, Taku and I re al ized some thing: it was

the same base ment we’d ex plored back when we were kids! We went in

there when we were search ing for the ur ban leg end, Ami-chan, a long,

long time ago. It was a re ally weird place—it re ally freaked me out.

But the past is the past and all that stu��, so any way, as we went

down with Shin-chan we were all re ally, re ally scared, and we kinda

started to panic a lit tle. But then, sud denly!

“Stay quiet. Don’t make any more id i ot i cally loud noises.” It was

Kunosato-san, who we found out was also sneak ing into the base ment.

“If you prom ise to stay quiet, I’ll let you go. But, if you make even a

sin gle sound, I’ll stran gle you un til you pass out.”

I was happy she helped us, but she didn’t lis ten to a sin gle thing

we said, and then she sud denly de cided to start yelling at us, go ing,

“Leave! Get out!” and stu��.
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She was be ing so mean to us, I ac ci den tally lost my cool and got

re ally mad. So I started yelling at her. “We’re here be cause we have

some thing we have to do! We can’t go home just be cause you tell us

to!”

So Kunosato-san got mad too and went, “You brain-dead id—”

but be fore she could say any thing else, I went, “Come on, Taku. You

too, Shin-chan. Let’s hurry and get that phone back,” and then Taku

said, “Y-Yeah...”

We were about to stomp o��, but then Kunosato-san �� nally gave

up and said we could come as long as we lis tened to ev ery thing she

said.

In the end, I’m ac tu ally kinda glad Kunosato-san was with us.

The hos pi tal base ment was way worse than the last time—peo ple were

scream ing all around us ev ery where, a real creepy per son walked past

us, and I al most screamed too... If she hadn’t been there to keep us

from get ting lost, Taku and I prob a bly would’ve both com pletely

freaked out.

Kunosato-san was head ing to a place called “the sur veil lance

room.” When we got there, I looked around and saw that there were

tons of com put ers and screens and stu��. Then, with out telling us any‐ 

thing about what she was do ing and why we were there, she started

��d dling with one of the com put ers. She did that for a real long time, so

I asked, “Um, what are you look ing at?” and she said, “What they were

re ally do ing here at this fa cil ity.” But then she stopped talk ing and

didn’t say any thing af ter that.

So when Taku asked, “Does this fa cil ity have some thing to do

with the hos pi tal?” she got su per an gry and said, “I told you to shut

up.” Or I guess she wasn’t re ally mad, but still, her voice was so cold, I

al most shiv ered.
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Her clothes made her look like she went to our school, so I won‐ 

der if Taku had said some thing mean to her at some point to make her

be mean back?

Any way, af ter that, she spent a while us ing all these di� �� cult

words, like “clin i cal tri als” and “Rorschach” and “event ��uc tu a tions”

and stu��. I didn’t re ally get any of it, but it sounded like the hos pi tal

base ment was se cretly be ing used for them to do sci ence ex per i ments

on peo ple. Then, in the mid dle of her ex plain ing all that com pli cated

stu��, we saw a pic ture ap pear on the screen that looked just like those

Sumo Stick ers. It was called the “11th Rorschach,” and as soon as

Taku saw it, he threw up ev ery where. It was re ally bad.

Af ter we cleaned up all his throw-up, we went to start in ves ti gat‐ 

ing the place. ...Wait, did I ever tell you about the ��rst time we went

there, Non-chan? Well, in a nut shell, when Taku and I snuck into the

hos pi tal a long time ago, we saw this poor girl hav ing a strange ex per i‐ 

ment done on her. She asked us to save her, but we ended up run ning

away in stead... We didn’t know her name, but we found out it was Mi‐ 

nami sawa Senri way later on. Then, when we heard she had gone miss‐ 

ing, Taku looked so sad... It was just like he’d just lost a friend, and I’m

sure he’d been hop ing she was safe some where some how be fore that.

Any way, back to what I was talk ing about be fore—Taku and I

learned that the girl who picked up Taku’s phone was named Ya ma zoe

Uki. She’d been work ing there al most like a nurse who’s also a jan i tor,

clean ing up and tak ing care of the other pa tients in that aban doned

place. She’d been do ing it ever since the earth quake six years ago.

When we ��n ished in ves ti gat ing the whole place and went to

leave, Kunosato-san said, “We’ll be tak ing Uki-chan with us, so just

ask for the phone back later.”
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We found out where Uki-chan was from the cam eras, but when

we all reached the room she was in, she couldn’t re ally talk all that well,

and she was busy tak ing care of all those pa tients by her self... Then,

right in the mid dle of us star ing at her, Kunosato-san said, “Just come

with me!” and started try ing to take her by force. That re ally shocked

Uki-chan, and she went, “Huh?!” She didn’t re ally un der stand what

was go ing on at all, but the creepy aban doned hos pi tal de� � nitely wasn’t

a good place to hang out in, so we knew we had to get her out of there.

As she was try ing to drag her o��, Kunosato-san said, “Se cu rity

will ��nd us! Hurry up!” and Uki-chan was re ally con fused, so she

started ask ing all fran tic, “Wh-Who are you? What’s go ing on?” and

Kunosato-san said, “I’m get ting you out of here!”

Uki-chan was de� � nitely freak ing out now, and she yelled, “N-No!

Don’t! Please stop!” She didn’t want to go, but Kunosato-san ended up

knock ing her out and took her away. We fol lowed her out side, and on

the way, she gave Uki-chan to this woman she knew, and then

Kunosato-san took us to the apart ment she lives in.

Oh yeah! I for got to tell you, but Kunosato-san was ac tu ally Kei-

san all along! You know—that girl on Shibuya News who Taku re ally

re spects and thinks is the ul ti mate right-sider? Taku was so shocked,

he was like, “No way... Are you... Kei-san?” and then Shin-chan went,

“What? No way! Se ri ously? You mean you’re Kei-san? From Shibuya

News?” They were both su per ex cited. She’s some one they re ally ad‐ 

mire, you know?

But Kunosato-san was veeery di� �er ent from the re ally nice per son

we’d imag ined Kei-san would be. Af ter the guys asked those things,

she sud denly called Taku a ‘psy chic,’ say ing that he is be cause he got

re ally sick when he saw the 11th Rorschach Sumo Sticker. Then she

tried to force Taku to see that sticker again even though he didn’t want
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to, so I got re ally an gry again and yelled, “Cut it out! What the heck do

you think you’re do ing?! Are you se ri ously call ing Taku a psy chic like

this is an anime or some thing?! You’re crazy!”

Kunosato-san didn’t like that and said, “Ex cuse me?” so I went,

“Taku’s seen those stick ers at places where peo ple have been killed, so

of course they make him sick! When I re mem ber what hap pened at the

love ho tel, I feel like throw ing up too!” Kunosato-san went quiet, so I

kept go ing. “If some thing that stupid is your proof, that makes me a

‘psy chic’ too, doesn’t it?”

Then Kunosato-san stopped be ing quiet and said, “No, you’re not

a psy chic,” and that didn’t make any sense to me, so I went, “Oh yeah?

And why not?!”

Ever since we’d met her, she’d done noth ing but look down on

Taku, so I just couldn’t keep be ing nice any more. But then Taku said,

“O-Onoe... Um... thank you, but can you cool it for a lit tle bit?” which

stopped me from get ting too an gry. I was still a lit tle up set, so I said,

“What?! But...” but Taku stopped me again, say ing, “J-Just back o�� for

a bit. But still, thanks, re ally.”

Taku prob a bly didn’t want us to ��ght be cause of him, but I bet it

was mostly be cause he wanted to hear more about these psy chics from

Kunosato-san. Af ter all, he’d al ways guessed that the mur ders had

some thing to do with psy chic pow ers and stu��.

So, af ter Kunosato-san ��n ished her call, she said, “We’re leav ing

again. Well, this time you won’t be in any dan ger. So don’t worry,” and

then she took us to a di� �er ent place—the co� �ee shop we usu ally go to,

Ca�é LAX.

A lit tle while af ter we got there, I heard some one say, “I’ll be leav‐ 

ing as soon as I’m done.” When she heard them, Kunosato-san said,

“You’re late,” but then the per son said, “Even I have to get ready to go
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places.” That’s when I re al ized who it was, and said, “Huh? It’s Hina-

chan!”

Yup! It was a to tal sur prise, but Kunosato-san had called over

Hina-chan to Ca�è LAX! ...Oh, I guess it might’ve been bet ter to call

her Arimura-san here, but we had al ready met be fore, and she called

me Seri, and I called her Hina-chan... sooo we kinda just ended up call‐ 

ing each other by those names!

Any way, Kunosato-san was the one who’d called over Hina-chan,

but it seemed like Hina-chan wasn’t too happy about it, so she said,

“And you know... Kunosato-san, I told you to stop drag ging me into

things just be cause you think I’m a use ful tool.”

“We o� �er each other in for ma tion. That was the deal.” Kunosato-

san said back.

“And yet I never get shit from you.” That must’ve an noyed

Kunosato-san, so she snapped at Hina-chan and told her to “Just sit

down.”

Kunosato-san and Hina-chan didn’t seem to get along very well.

Kunosato-san had ap par ently called her over so she could ��g ure out

whether or not Taku was ac tu ally a psy chic—I know that be cause she

said, “I want proof of whether or not Miyashiro Takuru is a psy chic.”

Taku tried to protest, say ing, “N-No way. I told you, I’m not—”

but Hina-chan cut him o�� and dealt the fa tal blow. “He’s a psy chic. No

doubt about it.”

She was so blunt about it, and I ob vi ously found it re ally hard to

be lieve. But as I heard her talk to Taku about it more, I started to think

that it might ac tu ally be true. What con vinced me was a convo that

went like this:

“When you want some thing to hap pen, some thing spe cial al ways

does, right? For ex am ple, when you snuck into the love ho tel. The door
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to the room was locked. So how did you get in, Sen pai?” said Hina-

chan.

“You’re ly ing. It wasn’t locked,” Taku said back.

“No, it was. But then sud denly, it wasn’t. Am I wrong, Seri?”

I was caught o�� guard a lit tle when they brought me into it, so I

went “Huh?” But then I re mem ber think ing, Huh, now that I think

back on it... so I said, “Yeah... I did hear a click.”

“Onoe?!” Taku said in a re ally sur prised voice. But it was the

truth, so I couldn’t re ally say any thing else. That lock at the love ho tel

re ally had made a click ing sound and opened just like that, and it’d

hap pened right be fore my very eyes.

Kunosato-san then joined in and said, “It’s likely the abil ity to

cause things to move. It’s usu ally called telekine sis, but its other name,

psy choki ne sis, might be more ��t ting for you.”

It hadn’t just hap pened at the love ho tel, ei ther—back at the hid‐ 

den pas sage in the hos pi tal from be fore, the door sud denly opened just

a lit tle, to the point where it felt way too con ve nient—maybe even un‐ 

nat u ral. So, for those rea sons and a cou ple oth ers, I started to think,

Huh, maybe he re ally can move stu�� with his brain. Taku, how ever,

de� � nitely didn’t think so, and when Hi nae-chan saw this, she started

to ask him a bunch of strange ques tions that went like this:

“Sen pai. I’m about to ask you some ques tions, and I need you to

an swer them all with the word, ‘No.’”

Taku tried to speak up, say ing, “Huh? Wh-What’s this all about?”

but Hina-chan said, “Just do it. Okay?”

So Taku gave up, nod ded at her real quick, and said “O-Okay...”

Then, Hina-chan started ��r ing o�� the ques tions.

“You think ev ery one in your class is an id iot.”

“U-Um... No.”
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“But you wish you could ��t in with them.”

“No...”

“You’ve gone to karaoke by your self.”

“No.”

“You went to karaoke by your self, but didn’t sing a sin gle song.”

“No.”

“When you were liv ing with Ku rusu-sen pai, you peeked in on her

when she was tak ing a bath.”

“No.”

“I see. I un der stand.” Af ter she was done lis ten ing to Taku’s an‐ 

swers, Hina-chan gave a slightly mis chievous smile, which made him

all ��us tered. “Y-You un der stand what, ex actly?” Taku asked.

“Let’s start with the ��rst ques tion. Miyashiro-sen pai, you re ally

do think ev ery one in your class is an id iot, don’t you?”

“Th-That’s not true...”

“Next. De spite that, you’re lonely, and you wish you could ��t in

with them.”

“N-No! I’m not in ter ested in their un pro duc tive con ver sa tions

—!”

“You went to karaoke by your self, didn’t you?”

“J-Just to do re search for the News pa per Club! I didn’t sing—”

“That’s a lie.”

“Huh?!”

“You did sing.”

“I did not sing!”

“Was it just one song?”

“I told you, I didn’t sing!”

“I see. It was just one song, huh?”

“Uhh...”
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And that’s when Hina-chan stopped. Ap par ently, the truth was

Taku had sung there once. Even though he’d said over and over to us

that he hadn’t sung while he was there, and that he only went in there

to take a pic ture of the Sumo Sticker for the Don’t Look case, he’d lied.

...Oh? The thing about the bath? Well, Taku only saw you by ac ci‐ 

dent, so he closed his eyes be fore he could see any thing. Or at least,

that’s what he said any way. I guess just try to for get about it, Non-

chan.

Any way, Hina-chan said, “I can tell if what some one says is true

or false. That’s my power.” So yeah, Hina-chan’s power is that she can

tell if peo ple are ly ing. But Taku was sus pi cious that she could’ve just

used this thing called “hot read ing” or some thing while they were talk‐ 

ing, but then, some thing else forced Taku to ac cept that he’s a psy chic.

Shin-chan and I were com pletely lost the whole time, but ap par‐ 

ently, Taku could see this ‘sword’ Hina-chan pulled out—a mys te ri ous

sword that only psy chics can see. She said it was called a “DI-sword,”

and that only psy chics like Taku and Hina-chan can see it. Peo ple like

them are called “Gi ga lo ma ni acs,” and they have the power to make

delu sions re al ity... Some thing to do with “quan tum me chan ics” or

some thing? Not that I know what re pair peo ple have to do with any‐ 

thing...

Ei ther way, the convo from that point on was too hard for me to

fol low for a re ally long time, but at the end, Kunosato-san said some‐ 

thing re ally strange with the most sad ex pres sion on her face... “The

delu sions of Gi ga lo ma ni acs, and the shared re al ity they cre ate, are ca‐ 

pa ble of al ter ing the phys i cal world it self. That’s what makes them so

dan ger ous.”

That’s so weird, right? I mean, she couldn’t have been say ing that

to Taku—there’s no way Taku could ever be dan ger ous.
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■ Ku rusu Nono

A hid den pas sage in the au topsy room. Their en counter in the

base ment with fel low in truder Kunosato Mio. The test sub jects used

for hu man ex per i ments be fore the earth quake. The true iden tity of the

Sumo Stick ers—the 11th Rorschach. The test sub jects aban doned in

the base ment af ter the re search had ��n ished. The girl tak ing care of

the test sub jects, Ya ma zoe Uki. The ex is tence of pow ers, Gi ga lo ma ni‐ 

acs, and DI-swords. Takuru be ing a Gi ga lo ma niac. His abil ity likely be‐ 

ing psy choki ne sis. And �� nally, the girl Takuru and Serika had aban‐ 

doned long be fore the earth quake when they in ��l trated the hos pi tal—

Mi nami sawa Senri.

Though she had skimmed over some parts, Serika had re counted

the se ries of events to me in great de tail.

“Thank you, Serika,” I said to her.

“S-Sure. You’re not an gry, are you...?” she asked timidly.

“Why would I be an gry with you?”

“Oh no, I don’t mean at me—I was just won der ing if you were

an gry at Taku.”

I did not feel any anger to ward him. ...No, it was more like I

didn’t have the strength to be an gry. That hos pi tal was still alive... re‐ 

duced to skin and bones, and buried un der piles upon piles of rub ble

with all of its sins... but it was still alive.

“Serika. I’d like to ask you a fa vor—no, I’ll need Itou-kun and

Kazuki as well, so I’d ap pre ci ate it if you passed it on to them as well,”

I said.

“What is it?”

“My wound still hasn’t got ten much bet ter. I can’t do much in

the way of mov ing right now... so I would like you all to stay by

Takuru’s side in my place.” Af ter ask ing that of Serika, I ended the call.
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At that point in time, I knew all too well about what was be ing

con ducted in the base ment of AH Tokyo Gen eral Hos pi tal—about Gi‐ 

ga lo ma ni acs and DI-swords. I al ready knew about most of what Serika

had told me, but what I hadn’t known was that there were still test

sub jects im pris oned in that base ment; I hadn’t known about Ya ma zoe

Uki, ei ther. In other words, I’d only lacked re cent in for ma tion.

I al ready knew that, back when Takuru was in el e men tary school,

be fore the earth quake, he... and Serika had, by sheer co in ci dence, gone

down into the AH Gen eral Hos pi tal base ment. They had done so en‐ 

tirely out of cu rios ity, and once they’d set foot into it, they’d wit nessed

a girl their age—Mi nami sawa Senri—un der go ing ex per i ments to

awaken her la tent Gi ga lo ma nia. I knew that she had been re strained to

a chair, and with her eye lids forced open, she was hav ing an im age of

the 11th Rorschach seared into her eyes. That the girl en dur ing the

tor tur ous ex per i ment had no ticed Takuru peer ing at her from the

shad ows and pleaded with him for help, but that in the end, he’d run

away.

I knew ev ery thing. Af ter all, Ku rusu Nono and Mi nami sawa Senri

are... they are...

...This is a se cret I have kept hid den for a very long time. If I were

to re veal it, I could very well lose ev ery thing... A se cret so big, it would

force the en tire foun da tion be hind the cur rent Ku rusu Nono—stu dent

coun cil pres i dent of Hek iho Acad emy, and mem ber of Aoba Dorm—to

crum ble away.

As I drowned in my anx i eties, what man aged to pull me from the

depths was a visit from Serika; she had sensed the un ease in my voice

over the phone. “Well, I was just think ing that you were act ing kind of

weird,” she said.

“I was?” I said back.
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“Yeah. You sounded pretty down over the phone.”

That girl al ways stays true to her heart... I thought, let ting out a

deep sigh. I re ally am no match for her at all. If any thing, I re ally ought

to learn from her. I want to pro tect Takuru, my fam ily, the News pa per

Club... ev ery one.

And so, when she said those words to me, I thought to my self...

I’m go ing to fol low through with what I want to do most.

“Serika... you said you saw in for ma tion about a girl named... um...

Mi nami sawa Senri in that hos pi tal base ment, right...?” I asked, trep i da‐ 

tion heavy in my voice.

“Y-Yeah?”

“Look at this...” I showed Serika a pic ture on my phone, and her

eyes opened wide. It was a photo that had been taken six years ago—a

photo of a young Ku rusu Nono, Kawa hara-kun, and Mi nami sawa

Senri, all in their gym clothes. It was one of the few re main ing things

that proved that Nono and Senri were once friends.

Af ter ask ing Serika if she could tell Takuru I wanted to see him

af ter school to mor row, I spent a few hours in bed mulling over the

things I should say to him.

“No se crets, huh...” I mur mured to my self. The mo ment those

words left my lips, I re solved to con fess ev ery thing I had been hid ing

to Takuru.

I will tell him ev ery thing.

While we had done so with good in ten tions, on the day Takuru

dis cov ered the se cret we’d been hid ing from him for so long—that

when he had come to Aoba Dorm, his par ents hadn’t died in an ac ci‐ 

dent from the earth quake, but were killed in a shel ter dur ing a bur glary

—he had been ab so lutely fu ri ous. When I told him this se cret... he
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might even be more up set than he was back then... No, he de� � nitely

would be. But this wasn’t some thing I could hide any longer.

Sud denly, I heard an ar ray of sounds come from down stairs. Yui

and Yuto were al ready asleep, and Dad had al ready gone up stairs, so I

wasn’t sure what ex actly they were.

Care ful not to re open my wound, I made my way down the stairs

and opened the door to the clinic.

“Who’s there? Takuru, is that you?” I called out.

“Ah!” My guess was cor rect: there stood Takuru, look ing as if he

had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. Serika had likely told

him what I’d asked her to, and he’d come with out wait ing for to mor‐ 

row... though I had ex pected that. What I hadn’t ex pected, how ever,

was how sur prised he was—and that, strangely, the per son with him

seemed even more shocked.

“Huh? Arimura-san?” I said, puz zled.

“U-Um... Hi.” The ��rst year who had the Gi ga lo ma niac power to

see through lies, and the same girl who had caused me a great deal of

anx i ety: Arimura-san. The girl who was noth ing but a mys tery to me.

As she looked my way, she sat down on one of the clinic’s chairs.

As I in spected them closely, I re al ized some thing that greatly

wor ried me. “You’re both hurt!” I shouted. They had scratches and

burns all over their bod ies; it was al most as if they had just es caped

from a burn ing build ing.

I took the medicine Takuru was try ing to ad min is ter to him self

and be gan to ap ply it to the re luc tant pair.

When I ��n ished treat ing their wounds, I im me di ately asked for

an ex pla na tion. “So, what hap pened?”

“Oh, umm...”
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“We were at tacked.” In con trast to Takuru’s hes i tance, Arimura-

san an swered me in a man ner both clear and straight for ward.

“At tacked?” I asked in cred u lously.

“Yeah. By a psy chic with the power to con trol ��re.”

I went silent. They had been at tacked by a psy chic...?

“At times like this, if you try to hide things, it just makes it

sound like you’re ly ing, Sen pai. And that’ll only make peo ple worry

more,” said Arimura-san.

“Huh?”

“And be sides, even with out my power, it’s easy to tell when you’re

ly ing, Miyashiro-sen pai.”

She’s not wrong there.

Urged on by Arimura-san, Takuru re lented and told me ev ery‐ 

thing.

His day had be gun with him plan ning to talk to me, but when

he’d stepped out of his RV to head to Aoba Dorm, a great num ber of

Sumo Stick ers were wait ing for him out side the door. Ev ery sin gle one

of them were the 11th Rorschach that trig gers Gi ga lo ma ni acs—not

the im i ta tion Sumo Stick ers, but the real ones. And they weren’t just

plas tered around his RV—they had been stuck all around the city,

com pletely blind sid ing him.

Takuru ran fran ti cally all over the city in a panic, and that’s when

he bumped into Arimura-san, who was also be ing ter ror ized by the

stick ers. The two were both at their wits’ end, and with nowhere else

to run, they de cided to head straight for Aoba Dorm for help.

On the way there, they were at tacked by a woman in red clothes;

a mys te ri ous woman with only dark ��ames ��ick er ing in her va cant,

hol low eyes. From the mo ment they ��rst laid eyes on her, they knew

she was dan ger ous.
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“I fooound youuu...” the girl said to them in a raspy, re pul sive

voice. Then, when she ap proached Takuru and Arimura-san, ��ames

burst out of thin air.

The girl was a py roki netic—a psy chic un like any thing they’d ever

en coun tered be fore. The dan ger she posed was on an un prece dented

scale, and she at tacked them with ��ames strong enough to melt the

very as phalt it self. The two of them were com pletely help less when

faced with such over whelm ing power.

But, right when they had their backs against the wall, Takuru

sud denly saw a DI-sword. He didn’t draw the sword, how ever—in‐ 

stead, he sent out an im age of his sword cut ting through the ��ames;

when he did so, the ��ames swirling around them were pushed back,

and the girl was sent ��y ing back ward. Yet, once the wind stopped, un‐ 

like Takuru and Arimura-san, she was still able to move.

With out hid ing her ut ter blood lust, she slowly dragged her self

over to the two, but right when she reached them... she sim ply walked

right past them. Arimura-san and Takuru were un sure of what her true

in ten tions were, but even so, the two had some how man aged to cling

onto their lives, and in the end, they made it to Aoba Dorm.

“So we don’t know why, ei ther,” Takuru said. “But she was de� �‐ 

nitely af ter us.” The story seemed so out landish... but judg ing from

their in juries and the cur rent sit u a tion, I knew that their in sane re‐ 

count was most likely true.

Sud denly, Arimura-san be gan to point at some thing. “Um,

Miyashiro-sen pai? Can you see that?”

“Huh?” Won der ing what she was point ing at, Takuru stared

blankly at the empty air, be fore slowly reach ing his hand out.

“Takuru? What are you do ing?” I asked.

“There’s a sword right there...” he replied in awe.
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“A sword?”

“I ��g ure you’ve learned how to man i fest your own DI-sword

now,” said Arimura-san. It was then that Takuru and I un der stood

what that sword truly was.

“My own DI-sword...?” he whis pered, mys ti ��ed.

“That’s right. That’s your DI-sword, Sen pai.”

A part of what Serika had told me the other day resur faced in my

mind.

“Huh? Did Taku see one? Well, I think he said he could see a DI-

sword, but it doesn’t sound like he has his own yet.”

The dots con nected in my mind, and I re al ized that the as sault

from that mys te ri ous girl had awak ened him to the stage where he

could ma te ri al ize a DI-sword. He couldn’t ac tu ally take hold of it yet,

but even so, Takuru had pro gressed.

And so, for the very ��rst time, I spoke to Arimura-san not as stu‐ 

dent coun cil pres i dent, but as Ku rusu Nono. “Um, Arimura-san?”

“Hm? What is it?” she replied, con fused.

“Can you tell me ev ery thing you know?”

“Huh? Why?”

“I’m go ing to ��nd out who’s be hind these mur ders, and why

they’re do ing this.”

“Wh-What?” said Takuru in shock. I sup pose that was only nat u‐ 

ral—I was ��y ing in the face of ev ery thing that I had told him time and

time again. “You told me so many times not to get in volved.”

“It’s too late for that now. There’s a chance they might come af ter

the two of you,” I rea soned.

Un til that mo ment, I had been go ing through my life hop ing

that, if I just con tin ued to pre tend I didn’t know any thing, it would all

even tu ally go away... But now, the sit u a tion had pro gressed far enough
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for two peo ple I knew to be at tacked di rectly. They were in dan ger, and

I could no longer keep turn ing a blind eye to ev ery thing that was hap‐ 

pen ing. It was time for me to stop run ning.

...But I couldn’t do it.

A psy chic at tack ing my fam ily... The in juries him and Arimura-

san had sus tained... Arimura-san be ing there... All those things piled

up on top of one an other in my head, and to gether, they tore away the

re solve I had �� nally found just mo ments be fore.

If only I could’ve told him ev ery thing right then and there...

“Ku rusu... Don’t worry about me,” Takuru said. He had no ticed

how wor ried I was; ex tend ing a hand to me, Takuru then told me he

wasn’t the per son he was be fore. When he told me that, I couldn’t help

but tear up... and once those tears be gan to fall, I be gan my story.

...But I didn’t have the re solve I needed to tell it in full.

“I’m in volved with this case, too.” Hav ing just told me not to

worry about him, that was likely the last thing Takuru had ex pected

me to say. He was vis i bly sur prised; Arimura-san, mean while, looked

more sus pi cious than sur prised.

“AH Tokyo Gen eral Hos pi tal?” he asked, test ing my knowl edge.

“Yes. That base ment... I knew about it.”

“Huh?!” Takuru was shocked—an un der stand able re ac tion con‐ 

sid er ing the sit u a tion. Af ter all, the case he had been pur su ing for so

long was in trin si cally con nected to some one close to him.

“A long time ago, Senri...” When I said that name, I looked to his

face for a re sponse... but noth ing. Per haps the ��rst name wouldn’t be

enough for him to re mem ber...

“...Mi nami sawa Senri.”

“Mi nami sawa Senri?! H-How do you know about her?”
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“That’s be cause... um... well...” Find ing my self lost for words, I

tapped a but ton on my phone, and the com mem o ra tive photo of the

three of us in el e men tary school ap peared on the screen. “...Be cause of

this.”

“Aaah! Th-That’s right... I re mem ber. I knew I’d heard the name

be fore... Kawa hara-kun said you had a friend named Mi nami sawa...”

Takuru re called. He was right—Kawa hara-kun also knew about the

con nec tion be tween Nono and Senri. In fact, he was the only one other

than me that knew of it.

“That’s right. The three of us al ways used to play to gether—this

photo was taken at around that time.” Ku rusu Nono, Kawa hara

Masashi, and Mi nami sawa Senri; though our re la tion ship had been

some what com pli cated, the three of us used to be in sep a ra ble. “Senri

used to go to that hos pi tal once a week, ev ery Sun day.” As per the

records Takuru had seen in the hos pi tal base ment, she was part of a

dan ger ous ex per i ment fo cused on the brain.

“Th-Then you... Then you knew what was go ing on there?”

“I was just a child... there was noth ing I could do. It was so un be‐ 

liev ably frus trat ing, and it made me so, so sad... But I’m not a child

any more. I can’t keep run ning away from it. I have to know the truth

about what’s go ing on. Oth er wise... I can’t pro tect any one...”

I wanted to pro tect them... but I wanted to stay ig no rant, too—

no, I wanted to keep pre tend ing I was ig no rant... but I couldn’t do that

any more. I couldn’t keep liv ing my life that way—feign ing ig no rance of

what I did know, all while know ing noth ing of my brother’s life. If I

kept do ing that, I would just con tinue sit ting around feel ing help less

and afraid, un able to do any thing to help my fam ily... but that had to

end.
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No mat ter what may hap pen to me... I’d rather it be me than my

fam ily.

“I guess... we don’t have a choice,” said Arimura-san, ac cept ing my

wish. Af ter speak ing for a short while, Arimura-san said to Takuru and

me: “I’m on your guys’ side.”

“Okay,” Takuru said, giv ing a short re sponse.

Claim ing that it was to re pay my kind ness, Arimura-san swore to

be our ally. She’s a good per son... but I knew that the real rea son she’d

o� �ered her co op er a tion was likely be cause she hadn’t sensed any lies in

my or Takuru’s words. With both her abil ity and who she is as a per‐ 

son, I doubt she would’ve been able to bring her self to work with liars.

I’m sorry. I apol o gized to Takuru and Arimura-san in my heart. I

had been care fully choos ing my words to avoid de tec tion from her abil‐ 

ity, but... mixed in my con fes sion, there were parts I’d de lib er ately left

out, and... one big lie.

Even then, af ter ev ery thing that hap pened, I was still...

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 15th

A few days have passed since then, and to day, I �� nally re turned to

school. I apol o gized to the stu dent coun cil for my ab sence, and they

gave me a re port on the school fes ti val. Af ter tak ing care of some small

mat ters, I made my way to the News pa per Club room.

In ad di tion to the nor mal mem bers—Takuru, Serika, Itou-kun,

and Kazuki—Arimura-san, our re cent col lab o ra tor as of a few nights

ago, was there.

“Geh, Vice Pres i dent...” said Itou-kun re ��ex ively. I could al most

hear him say ing, “Oh god, she’s here!”

“Have you started al ready?” I asked.
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“Nope! We de� � nitely haven’t been talk ing about the case, no sir‐ 

ree—”

What kind of mon ster does he think I am...? I re mem ber think‐ 

ing.

“Ku rusu is go ing to help us solve the case,” said Takuru; the mo‐ 

ment those words left his mouth, the room im me di ately went silent.

You could hear a pin drop.

Af ter a few mo ments, Itou-kun elected to break the si lence.

“Huh? She is?”

“Yes. I guess you could say it’s my job to keep an eye on you,” I

clar i ��ed. Al though I was still some what trou bled, see ing the re lief on

ev ery one’s faces en cour aged my hope that my de ci sion to pro tect them

had been the right one.

Those smiles on their faces... I won der what they all think of me

nowa days?

Per haps due to my change of heart, de spite be ing faced with the

per son who would typ i cally put a stop to their e� �orts, ev ery one’s ideas

came spilling out around me.

“I was just won der ing why ev ery body has di� �er ent pow ers,” said

Serika.

“I think it’s be cause of a wish they made,” Arimura-san hy poth e‐ 

sized.

Then came Itou-kun. “All the vic tims were psy chics, right? How

did the killer ��nd that out?”

With out miss ing a beat, Takuru re sponded. “I think the killer’s

us ing the Sumo Stick ers to track down their vic tims. More pre cisely,

the 11th Rorschach test. Any psy chic who sees that sticker has a very

strong re ac tion to it.” His rea son ing was clear and with out bias.
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He then went on to tell me and Arimura-san about his, Serika’s,

and Itou-kun’s dis cov ery in the hos pi tal base ment; the var i ous bits of

in for ma tion he shared be came very help ful for mak ing fur ther de duc‐ 

tions. How ever, the one thing we couldn’t come to a con clu sion on

was, un sur pris ingly, the mys te ri ous woman who had at tacked Takuru

and Arimura-san.

Us ing her pow ers of py roki ne sis, she had been in volved in sev eral

ar son cases that had been hap pen ing on the same ex act dates as the

mur ders. Fol low ing that line of logic, the most in trigu ing the ory we

came to posited that the only rea son she hadn’t killed Takuru and

Arimura-san was be cause the proper day had yet to ar rive. The mur‐ 

ders so far had all over lapped with the dates of the New Gen er a tion

Mad ness, and, go ing o�� of that, the date of the next mur der would be

when the Numb skull in ci dent oc curred—Oc to ber 23rd. It is cur rently

the 15th.

Al though there is still more than a week left un til that date, we

all know that the 23rd is sure to be a very im por tant day for us.

◇◇◇
Due to the as sault from the ar son ist, Takuru �� nally re turned to

Aoba Dorm; though it may not have been for the rea son I had wished

for, I was over joyed to have Takuru back home with us.

As I be gan to get in volved in the Re turn of New Gen with ev ery‐ 

one, I en coun tered yet an other per son: the girl Takuru had saved from

the AH Gen eral Hos pi tal base ment, Ya ma zoe Uki. She had been taken

by Kunosato-san—who had ex ten sive knowl edge on Gi ga lo ma ni acs—

to be cared for at a busi ness in Sakura gaoka cho known as the Freesia

Credit Bu reau.

One day, how ever, Ya ma zoe-san sud denly dis ap peared. De tec tive

Shinjo—an ac quain tance and col lab o ra tor of ours in the po lice force—
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was the one who in formed us. Takuru still didn’t have a phone, so I

was the one who re ceived the call. Shocked by this news, the two of us

full-on sprinted to Freesia, and the mo ment we ar rived, Takuru lashed

out quite ag gres sively at Shinjo-san. It struck me as un usu ally hasty of

him, so I quickly told him such and at tempted to calm down. He ac‐ 

knowl edged that he was in deed go ing too far and apol o gized, so I re fo‐ 

cused my at ten tion onto the rest of the room.

Aside from Shinjo-san, present in the room was the pres i dent of

Freesia, Mo mose-san, as well as Kunosato-san, who I, de spite hav ing

heard of her many times be fore, was just meet ing for the ��rst time. She

wore a Hek iho Acad emy uni form be neath her lab coat; as stu dent

coun cil pres i dent, I knew the ma jor ity of the stu dents, yet I did not

rec og nize her at all.

Based on Mo mose-san’s vague anec dotes, as well as Kunosato-

san’s the ory that Ms. Ya ma zoe was a Gi ga lo ma niac, we worked out that

she must have es caped due to some kind of abil ity, and had most likely

re turned to the AH Gen eral Hos pi tal base ment. Al though it may have

ap peared hellish to any one else, it was the place she had lived in for the

last sev eral years—it was the only home she knew.

Un for tu nately, the hos pi tal wasn’t a place the News pa per Club

could eas ily en ter at a mo ment’s no tice, so we had no choice but to

leave the job to Shinjo-san and the po lice. And yet, de spite this chal‐ 

lenge, the mo ment he set foot out side Freesia, Takuru went straight to

AH Gen eral Hos pi tal. I fol lowed af ter him, of course, and the two of

us even tu ally found our selves hid ing in some bushes out side the hos pi‐ 

tal.

“You have to let them han dle this. If am a teurs like us screw this

up...” I said, at tempt ing to ap peal to him us ing com mon sense—de‐ 

spite the fact that I had come along my self.
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“That’s not hap pen ing. I’m ��nd ing Ya ma zoe Uki and tak ing her

back to Aoba Dorm,” de clared Takuru. His re sponse was very di� �er ent

from what I had imag ined.

“What? Wh-Why?”

“I’m not let ting Kunosato-san have her.”

He wasn’t just do ing it on a whim—Takuru’s voice teemed with

re solve and de ci sive ness. But, even so, how were we sup posed to get Ya‐ 

ma zoe-san out of there? And while avoid ing the po lice, at that?

“If I aban doned her here... I’ll be do ing the ex act same thing I did

be fore. I’d be aban don ing some one again in the same ex act place.”

Takuru was re fer ring to the time he had aban doned Mi nami sawa Senri

in the hos pi tal; he was pro ject ing the girl he hadn’t saved long ago

onto an other. Not only that, but he was do ing some thing sim i lar with

Kunosato-san—he thought her the same as the sci en tists that had ex‐ 

per i mented on Senri like a lab rat. I was sure that Kunosato-san us ing

the word “cap ture” mul ti ple times in ref er ence to Ya ma zoe-san had

only re in forced this idea.

“A long time ago, I aban doned your friend Mi nami sawa Senri

here, and I ran away. I still re gret that to this day,” he mur mured sadly.

Takuru was right—as in, his heart was in the right place. How ever, he

was still wrong about some thing.

He should just for get about what hap pened. About be ing un able

to save Mi nami sawa Senri. I wanted to tell him that so badly, but I just

couldn’t put it into words... But of course I couldn’t—he was lack ing a

very im por tant truth, and the more I tried to say it, the more my chest

would tighten.

I re ally am a cow ard.

Af ter a short while, a van ar rived in front of the hos pi tal, and two

��g ures likely be long ing to Shinjo-san and Kunosato-san ex ited from it.
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“Ku rusu, they’re on the move. Can you do this?” Takuru whis‐ 

pered to me.

“Huh? Y-Yeah.” I said in re turn. I was fully pre pared to go down

into that base ment; I couldn’t bear the thought of sim ply wait ing at

the en trance while Takuru went into such a dan ger ous place alone. Ad‐ 

di tion ally, us ing Takuru’s psy choki ne sis as a means for our in ��l tra tion

would re quire an other per son to share in that delu sion—it would be

un able to ma te ri al ize oth er wise.

We bought some time for our selves by us ing Takuru’s pow ers to

knock away Shinjo-san’s keys, and, uti liz ing that win dow, we be gan our

in ��l tra tion. Takuru opened the hid den pas sage to the au topsy room as

if he had done it a hun dred times be fore, and we de scended the stairs

down to the base ment be low. If Takuru weren’t with me, I would’ve

un doubt edly run away right then and there.

Just think ing about what was ahead made my hands trem ble.

Just mov ing closer to it made my breath ing heavy.

Just walk ing through that cor ri dor made my en tire body bead

with sweat.

“A-Are you okay?” Takuru asked, con cerned.

“I’m ��ne. We have to hurry.”

The only thing Nono would have to fear in this hos pi tal is the

sto ries she’s heard. Once more, I told my self that a� ��r ma tively, and

with that, I was able to re gain my calm.

“Waah... aah...”

I heard some one cry ing from deep within the hos pi tal. In an

empty room within a now-empty fa cil ity, a lone girl was cry ing her

heart out. “No body’s here... There’s... no body here...” the voice said.

It was a small girl with light-pur ple hair and a ter ri bly sad ex pres‐ 

sion on her face... No, that’s not true—it was a pe tite girl with a side
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pony tail and glasses. Though they had sim i lar body types, they were as

di� �er ent from one an other as could be. As I stood there, I came to re al‐ 

ize that I, too, had started to cry.

I ran over and em braced the cry ing girl tightly. “You poor thing...

You’ve had to be so strong for so long... but it’s okay now... You’re safe...

So let’s go home now... okay...?”

The girl, Ya ma zoe-san... No, Uki-chan, was an other girl like Senri.

Due to the earth quake, she had been tak ing care of all those who had

been aban doned along with the fa cil ity... and she had been do ing it all

alone... She alone had painstak ingly watched over those who could no

longer re turn to so ci ety as they were...

If Senri hadn’t dis ap peared af ter the earth quake, what would her

life have been like? Would she be just like Uki-chan? Or would she be

one of the test sub jects she was tak ing care of? Re gard less of which it

would be, one thing re mains the same: Uki-chan is far too kind for this

world. The no bil ity of her ac tions... the pu rity of her soul... they nearly

bring me to tears.

I des per ately tried to con vince Uki-chan to come with us. Takuru

took on the bur den of be ing the bad guy, and forced her to face the

harsh re al ity that no body would be com ing back for her. She cried and

cried, and when she �� nally had no more tears to shed, we took her

home to Aoba Dorm. Much to my re lief, Dad didn’t ask for the de tails

of what had hap pened and gra ciously ac cepted Uki-chan into our

home.

Then came some thing even more sur pris ing.

“What’s Uki-chan do ing here?” asked Yui, her adorable face tilted

in puz zle ment. Much to our dis be lief, Yui ac tu ally knew her; they had

been in the same grade to gether. But Yui was con fused, stat ing that

their time in the same class had been be fore the earth quake, yet Uki-
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chan didn’t seem as though she’d grown at all phys i cally. This wasn’t a

sim ple mis take on her part, ei ther—Yui still had a photo from her sec‐ 

ond year of el e men tary school to prove it; Uki-chan’s own tes ti mony

also con trib uted to the hy poth e sis.

The rea son why she had stopped grow ing was un clear—all that

was cer tain was that, ever since the earth quake, she had spent her en‐ 

tire life in that hos pi tal base ment, tak ing care of the aban doned test

sub jects. You could say she was yet an other vic tim whose fu ture had

been ripped away by the earth quake... no, by Gi ga lo ma nia.

As we pon dered the sit u a tion, Yui be gan to speak to the ap pre‐ 

hen sive girl. “My name is Tachibana Yui. Do you re mem ber me?”

“Tachibana... Yui-san... Oh...” replied Uki-chan. She still re mem‐ 

bered Yui’s name... That alone was a huge re lief.

“You re mem ber?!”

“Oh... yes... Um... it’s been an aw fully long time...”

“Aw, come on. We’re old class mates. You don’t have to be so po‐ 

lite!”

“B-But...”

The ever-un yield ing Yui, and the shy-as-can-be Uki-chan; they

had good chem istry to gether. As his sis ter took the lead, Yuto was also

try ing his best to get to know her.

◇◇◇
Thanks to the un ex pected friend ship Yui shared with her, our re‐ 

la tion ship with Uki-chan im proved con sid er ably. How ever, the re la‐ 

tion ship we had with Kunosato-san, who I had only just met the day

be fore, be came some what volatile as a con se quence.

“—so now Ya ma zoe Uki is safe at Aoba Dorm,” said Takuru in

the News pa per Club dur ing lunch break. He had been telling ev ery one
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of ev ery thing that had hap pened the day be fore, and there fore the

story be hind our cur rent cus tody of Uki-chan.

“Way to go, Taku!”

“Mmm!”

“Serika, Kazuki, don’t ��at ter him too much. He’ll do some thing

crazy again,” I re buked. I didn’t want him to get a big head and do

some thing dan ger ous once more; the fact that I was warn ing the group

just like I’d used to showed me that I was right back to be ing the

group’s voice of rea son.

“It feels good, though. I bet Shinjo-san and Kunosato-san are

sooo pissed right about now! Serves them right, though! Hehehe,” said

Arimura-san, snick er ing. I had heard she’d been work ing with

Kunosato-san and Shinjo-san, yet de spite that, I can say with ab so lute

cer tainty that she seemed to be gen uinely happy.

But... only a mo ment later, the peace ful at mos phere sur round ing

the News pa per Club was im me di ately shat tered by the sound of the

door be ing slammed open. Be fore any of us could even blink,

Kunosato-san burst into the room, her eyes hous ing a quiet, burn ing

fury.

“What the hell are you think ing?!” she said, her voice boil ing

with rage. Her glare, cold as a win ter sky, yet fe ro cious as a hawk’s, was

more than enough to ut terly ter rify Takuru.

“Wh-What?” he said shak ily.

“She’s im por tant ev i dence. Don’t you dare get in the way of my

in ves ti ga tion!” Grab bing Takuru by the col lar, Kunosato-san forced

him into the air.

“Hey, stop!” I shouted at her.

“Vi o lence is wrong!” fol lowed Serika. The two of us tried to hold

her back, but we were no match for her. Takuru groaned in agony as
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she pressed against his throat. I still ��nd my self shocked by the sheer

strength she dis played then... and a chill runs through me when I won‐ 

der if that was as an gry as she could get.

Kunosato-san was fu ri ous at us for tak ing away her “ev i dence,”

Uki; Takuru, mean while, just wished to treat Uki-chan like a per son.

Be cause of this di� �er ence in per cep tion, no mat ter what they would

say to one an other, the two of them would never agree. Know ing this,

Kunosato-san con tin ued to stran gle Takuru.

At this rate, she was go ing to kill him.

“Let me go, damn... it...!” Takuru shouted in agony, and, as he did

so, Kunosato-san’s face twisted in pain. How ever, it wasn’t be cause she

had been taken aback by his rage—it was be cause her wrists were be ing

pushed by some un seen force. Takuru was us ing his psy choki ne sis to

at tack her.

Deep red marks ap peared on her skin, and groans of an guish es‐ 

caped her mouth; Kunosato-san’s hands must have been in tremen dous

agony. Even so, she re fused to re lax her grip around Takuru’s neck.

Even Arimura-san, who de spised the girl deeply, was des per ately try ing

to stop Takuru. There was some thing very, very wrong with him. Of

course, it was only rea son able for him to be fu ri ous with Kunosato-san,

but what I felt was far, far stronger than that—a boil ing, un con trol‐ 

lable rage was per me at ing from him.

At this rate, Takuru was go ing to be come a mur derer.

“Stop it right now, Takuru!” Scream ing those words in his ear, I

slapped him across the cheek. With that act, he re turned to his senses,

and Serika, Itou-kun, and I were able to pull him away. Arimura-san

and Kazuki did the same with Kunosato-san.

We had avoided the worst-case sce nario; the vi o lent fury in

Takuru’s face had van ished. But... even now, that ter ri fy ing ��re still
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haunts me.

“Please leave. You’re not part of this club, and you’re not wel come

here.” The still-en raged girl had pushed away Arimura-san and Kazuki,

so I quickly moved to stand in her way. “I don’t know why you’re be‐ 

hav ing this way to ward Takuru, Uki, and Arimura-san, but I won’t al‐ 

low it.”

“I don’t need your per mis sion. You saw it for your self just now.

Psy chics are dan ger ous—”

“Leave. Now,” I cut her o��. In that mo ment, she was my en emy.

She viewed Takuru and the oth ers as “ev i dence.” Sub jects for her to ex‐ 

per i ment on. And if that weren’t enough, it wasn’t as if she merely

didn’t care about the peo ple she was re duc ing to ob jects—she treated

them all as if they were out right de testable.

Was she hunt ing for the truth be hind the mur ders, or some thing

else en tirely? I didn’t know. But if she was go ing to treat peo ple like

ob jects, she and I would never see eye to eye, let alone come to un der‐ 

stand one an other. Just like Takuru had started to see her as the day

be fore, in my eyes, she was no di� �er ent than the re searchers in the

hos pi tal base ment that did what ever they wanted with their sub jects.

“Oh, wait, what?! Stop! Stop!” Shinjo-san’s voice came from the

door. If he hadn’t rushed in at that mo ment, I don’t know what would

have hap pened next.

Kunosato-san ex ited the room in a ��t of rage, and Shinjo-san im‐ 

me di ately apol o gized for her rude ness. He didn’t ask us about how we

had taken Uki-chan and given her a di� �er ent home; in stead, he once

again sug gested that Takuru, Arimura-san, and Uki-chan have their

brains ex am ined in or der to eval u ate them as Gi ga lo ma ni acs.

“We ac tu ally just spoke to Dr. Sakuma,” said Shinjo-san. He went

on to say that if we couldn’t trust Kunosato-san, they could all get ex‐ 
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am ined at a hos pi tal run by one of Dad’s friends. Ac cord ing to Shinjo-

san, Dad had once been an as sis tant pro fes sor at a uni ver sity, and he

had a large num ber of con nec tions.

“Dad was an as sis tant pro fes sor?” I asked, sur prised.

“I didn’t know that,” said Takuru. Nei ther I nor Takuru had

heard much about Dad’s back ground be fore that mo ment.

“I thought he was just a weird old guy,” Serika chimed in.

While her in no cent re mark was quite rude, Shinjo-san’s cer tainly

wasn’t much bet ter. “Hey... I mean, with the way he looks, I can see

where you’d get that idea, but...”

Re gard less, I let both of their com ments slide and al lowed the de‐ 

tec tive to con tinue. He told us that Kunosato-san would have to be

present for the ex am i na tion, but he as sured us that he would keep a

close eye on her. The man made for an im pres sive me di a tor, pre sent ing

us with an op tion com plete with a num ber of com pro mises. And con‐ 

sid er ing Uki-chan’s ab nor mal lack of growth, get ting her ex am ined was

of the ut most con cern.

In the end, Arimura-san and Takuru con sented to the ex am i na‐ 

tion, but Takuru had some thing left to say. “If Dad says I need an

exam, I’ll get one. But if Kunosato-san starts... uh... treat ing Ya ma zoe

or Arimura like guinea pigs in the mid dle of it... I... I’ll lose it. I’ll use

my pow ers and... I’ll wreck ev ery thing. I’ll wreck ev ery thing so bad

that you won’t be able to do even a sin gle exam. A-And I mean it.”

This was an in cred i bly dan ger ous thing to say to the de tec tive.

There had been signs of it prior to that mo ment, but af ter Kunosato-

san’s at tack, he seemed to be grow ing more and more con �� dent in his

pow ers—some thing that proved some what trou bling to me. Re gard‐ 

less, Shinjo-san agreed to his stip u la tions, then went to leave the room.
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But... be fore he left, he turned around and gave us some shock ing in‐ 

for ma tion.

Yes ter day, two po lice o� �� cers had been as saulted by a woman sim‐ 

i lar to the one who had at tacked Takuru and Arimura-san. Think ing

she was a wanted ��g ure, they had tried to ques tion her, only for her to

use her pow ers to badly burn them. She was very likely the same py‐ 

roki netic.

How ever, what re ally shocked us was what came next: when the

girl ran away, she had dropped her ID. And when they in spected it,

they found the name of the girl to be... Mi nami sawa Senri.

“Does that mean she’s the one who at tacked Miyashiro?” The

mo ment Itou-kun said those words, I felt all the blood drain from my

body. I some how man aged to keep my self up right by plac ing all my

weight on the ta ble, but the teacup I had been keep ing on it fell to the

��oor and shat tered into a mil lion pieces.

That’s im pos si ble... Ev ery thing about this is wrong... Thoughts

over whelmed my mind. There’s no way she’s Senri... She doesn’t ex ist

any more... What kind of sick joke is this...?

“Ku rusu-san? Do you know some thing about Mi nami sawa

Senri?” Shinjo-san had un der gone a no tice able change; he had likely

no ticed my un usual be hav ior, and now, the keen eyes of a de tec tive

were trained on me.

“Um, Shinjo-san, that’s not—”

“I’m ��ne, Takuru.” Takuru tried to pro tect me, but I stopped him.

I then told Shinjo-san of the re la tion ship be tween Nono and

Senri. As I ex plained it to him, I be gan to think log i cally once more.

Yes... There’s no way it could be true. Why did I ever doubt that?

“But her name’s on the memo rial for the vic tims of the Shibuya

Earth quake. It can’t be her,” I said, ��n ish ing my story.
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“Th-That’s right. Kunosato-san said she prob a bly died in the

earth quake, too,” Takuru backed me up.

“Ku rusu-san, thank you for telling me this,” said Shinjo-san.

“The po lice are in ves ti gat ing whether the records of her death are ac‐ 

cu rate. De pend ing on what we ��nd, I’m afraid I may have to ask you to

come down to the sta tion to talk to us,” He spoke gen tly; I imag ine he

was be ing con sid er ate to me.

“That’s ��ne, though I do be lieve it’s some kind of mis take,” I told

him. I knew for a fact that Mi nami sawa Senri hadn’t at tacked Takuru

—it was ab so lutely im pos si ble.

And so, af ter he had promised us he would in ves ti gate Mi nami‐ 

sawa Senri, keep ev ery thing we’d spo ken about con �� den tial, and

warned us to be vig i lant of fur ther at tacks, Shinjo-san left the News pa‐ 

per Club. Steeped within the del i cate at mos phere of the room, ev ery

one of us hes i tated to add ev ery thing we had just learned to the map

on the clu b room wall.

In the end, I was the ��rst to reach for a pen.

“Ku rusu... Are you sure?” Fully un der stand ing what I was about

to do, Takuru’s voice was full of sym pa thy.

“Yes. I am sure. We should write down all pos si bil i ties, and this is

some thing only I can do,” I said to him. Then, as I strug gled to calm

my trem bling hand, I wrote down ev ery thing we had just learned on a

few sticky notes.

Py roki netic Found. Had Senri’s ID Card

Py roki netic = Killer → Killer Might Be Senri

Just look ing at what I’d writ ten sent a wave of nau sea through me;

I knew it was some thing only I could have done, but I knew just as

well that I shouldn’t have done it.
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Des per ately sup press ing my self-ha tred, I silently ex ited the room.

◇◇◇
“Re ally?! Re ally, re ally, re ally?!” Yui said hap pily.

“Yup. Just leave it to me.” The re li a bil ity Dad showed in that mo‐ 

ment was far more fa therly than usual; cer tainly a sur prise, but a wel‐ 

come one none the less.

“Yay! Isn’t that great, Uki-chan? He said you can stay here!” Yui

grasped Uki-chan’s hands and jumped for joy.

“Y-Yes. Thank you very much, sir,” Uki-chan said to Dad, bow ing

her head.

“Aw, I told you, you don’t need to be so po lite!” re buked Yui.

From that mo ment on ward, Uki-chan was for mally taken in by

the Aoba Dor mi tory. Yui was thrilled, and ev ery one wel comed our new

ad di tion to the fam ily with open arms. Once that was es tab lished,

Takuru, Arimura-san, and Uki-chan all re ceived a thor ough ex am i na‐ 

tion at a clinic owned by one of Dad’s friends, and no ab nor mal i ties

were de tected in any of them. Con cerns about there be ing neg a tive ef‐ 

fects on the brain as a re sult of Gi ga lo ma nia were also ad dressed, and,

for tu nately, this was found to not be the case.

A few days later, just as Takuru had pre dicted, the next in ci dent

oc curred on the same day as the Numb skull case six years ago—the

23rd of Oc to ber. Noth ing of note hap pened prior to that day; no more

se rial ar sons were re ported, and the woman thought to be Mi nami sawa

Senri had not been found, ei ther. As for me, I sim ply con tin ued to ful‐ 

��ll my du ties at the stu dent coun cil, wav ing aside Kawa hara-kun when‐ 

ever he protested that I was spend ing far too much time wor ry ing

about Takuru. Each day felt more or di nary than the last, and I’m sure I

wasn’t the only one who felt that way.



176

Fear ing the hor rors loom ing in the dis tance, we all es caped into

our nor mal, ev ery day lives.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 23rd

At the be gin ning of the day, all of us swore to pro tect each other,

and we were care ful to never be alone at any point. I don’t know if that

gen uinely helped us in any way, but re gard less of if it did, we were able

to make it through the school day with out any is sue.

Based on the trend we had ob served, it was clear that a psy chic

would be the next tar get; in the News pa per Club, that could be

Takuru, Arimura-san, or Uki-chan. No mat ter what, we had to pro tect

them at all costs.

Once we’d all gath ered in the morn ing, we brought Uki-chan

with us to the clu b room, and once the school got less crowded, we

moved to Ca�é LAX. Ca�é LAX didn’t close un til late at night, and it

didn’t tend to be par tic u larly busy. More over, if you sat by a win dow,

you could eas ily see any one ap proach ing the build ing’s en trance.

“You know what? Arimura, for get the other mem bers—you and

I’ll split the bill,” said Takuru.

“What? Sen pai, you jerk! De mon! Ab so lute ��end!” she shouted in

protest.

Aside from Takuru and Arimura-san ��ght ing over who would pay

for our re fresh ments, I found it a nice, quiet place to stay. We de cided

to camp out there un til right be fore clos ing time. For tu nately, as I said

be fore, Ca�é LAX stays open un til late at night. Time slowly passed by

with out any thing hap pen ing, and, while we were reg u lars, the wait ress

was un sur pris ingly shoot ing us ir ri tated looks. How ever, as we all sat

there let ting the time pass, some thing in cred i bly bizarre hap pened.



177

“AAAAH H HHH!”

Sud denly, Takuru screamed from the other side of the ta ble, then

pinned Serika to the ��oor.

“Eeyah?!” Serika yelped in sur prise.

“What are you do ing, Takuru?!” I yelled, im me di ately try ing to

pull him o�� of her.

“Kuru...su...?” For tu nately, Takuru quickly came back to him self.

But... the sheer strength he had dis played in that mo ment was ter ri fy‐ 

ing. Our nearly deadly en counter with Kunosato-san resur faced in my

mind. The true strength that peo ple held within them... it dis turbed

me greatly.

“Wh-Where’d she go?” Takuru asked fran ti cally.

“Where’d who go?” I said, con fused. My eyes scrolled to all the

faces in the ca�é. Ac cord ing to Takuru, we had all sud denly dis ap‐ 

peared, and a girl—most likely the py roki ne sis user still tar get ing us—

had come in cred i bly close to killing him. But that didn’t make any

sense, as we—Takuru in cluded—had been sit ting on the sofa the en‐ 

tire time, and no body sus pi cious had en tered the ca�é. Kazuki, who had

been on watch duty at the time, a� ��rmed this with a re sound ing

“Mmm!”

How ever, his strength from be fore, as well as the aw ful amount of

sweat trick ling down his face sug gested that this was no prank, nor

some odd mis take he had made. As well as that, I felt like I’d wit nessed

that same sud den change in Takuru just the other day...

I went to wipe the cold sweat o�� his face with a hand ker chief,

but... that’s when I no ticed that some thing was very, very wrong.

“T-Takuru, there’s blood com ing out of your eyes!” I ex claimed.

Red blood was spilling from both of his eyes and trick ling down his

cheeks.
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Who on earth did this to Takuru while we weren’t look ing?! I

pan icked. If it was just a bro ken blood ves sel, then he would’ve been all

right for a while, but if it was the re sult of a dam aged cornea or some

kind of neu ro log i cal spasm, he would need to be ex am ined im me di‐ 

ately. “We need to have Dad take a look at this!”

“Let’s go, Taku!” Serika and I both quickly grabbed Takuru’s

hands and moved to take him with us to the clinic.

“Itou, Arimura, Kazuki, and Ya ma zoe—all of you should come

too,” said Takuru; de spite be ing in jured, he was a lot calmer than the

rest of us.

We left Ca�é LAX and made our way to Aoba Clinic. As big as

Shibuya was, the only per son who would ex am ine Takuru with out ask‐ 

ing about what had hap pened would be Dad.

◇◇◇
“Hmm... no prob lems with your eyes. Reti nas look good, and

blood pres sure’s nor mal,” Dad re ported. Ac cord ing to his ex am i na tion,

the bleed ing was caused by a num ber of burst blood ves sels lo cated on

the back of Takuru’s eye lids. He de clared this prac ti cally in an in stant,

with out even so much as sug gest ing a brain scan—some thing that left

me some what per turbed. “Come on, Nono. Don’t glare at me like that.”

“What if some thing hap pens to him?” I said in protest.

“Fine, ��ne,” Dad stopped typ ing on his com puter and opened an‐ 

other page on the chart. “Takuru, I’ll write you a re fer ral so you can go

and get some brain scans done to mor row.” He gra ciously wrote a re fer‐ 

ral to a hos pi tal with the proper equip ment, and I felt my anx i eties

ease. I promised my self that, once ev ery thing was �� nally past us, I’d

cook him one of his fa vorite meals.

We made our way up to the sec ond ��oor and gath ered in the

Aoba Dorm din ing room. It was 11 PM—only an hour left un til Oc to‐ 
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ber 23rd was over.

“So, can you tell us what hap pened back there, Miyashiro-sen‐ 

pai?” said Arimura-san, ask ing Takuru to ex plain once more.

“...All right, I’ll tell you. It was that py roki netic.”

“Mi nami sawa Senri?”

“Y-Yeah...” Takuru glanced at me for a sec ond; my close friend

was be ing ac cused of a grotesque se rial mur der, so I knew he was con‐ 

cerned about how I was feel ing.

“I want to hear it. That’s why I’m here,” I re as sured him, stay ing

in the room to lis ten to what he had to say.

Now that he had my con sent, Takuru re peated the same story

he’d told at Ca�é LAX. He had sud denly found him self alone, and was

soon cor nered by Senri in one of the bath rooms. But, when he had pre‐ 

pared him self for the worst and leapt through the door, he found him‐ 

self pin ning down Serika. For some rea son, he hadn’t been able to use

his pow ers.

His voice was shak ing. Even though it wasn’t a real ex pe ri ence,

what had hap pened had still left him ter ri ��ed. How was I sup posed to

in ter pret the hal lu ci na tion he’d seen? Ev ery one was very wor ried, but

not one of us could ��nd a word to say.

In a voice even colder than she’d used back in the stu dent coun cil

room, Arimura-san mut tered, “I’m not let ting her kill me,” and called

her DI-sword. Uki-chan and Takuru backed away, the sword be ing vis i‐ 

ble to the two psy chics.

“What are you do ing?” asked Takuru, dis tressed.

“What does it look like? Get ting a weapon.” Faced with the on‐ 

com ing hor rors, Arimura-san had re solved to ��ght. Urged on by her,

Uki-chan reached into the air and re trieved her own DI-sword.

Arimura-san told Takuru to draw his sword as well, but he wasn’t at
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the stage where he could do so yet. In re sponse to this, she clicked her

tongue, and with a voice as cold as ice, she called him use less. While

her words were cold, her eyes shone with the ��re of a hunter. “We were

at tacked by Mi nami sawa Senri once al ready. And to day, you... I can’t

take this any more... so... I’m go ing to end this case my self. I’m gonna

kill Mi nami sawa Senri.”

“W-Wait a minute!” Be fore I could tell my self what a hor ri ble

idea it was, my mouth moved on its own, and I im me di ately drew at‐ 

ten tion to my self.

They’re wrong... Ev ery one is fun da men tally wrong... But I

couldn’t bring my self to say why.

“U-Um... are we ab so lutely sure... that Senri is the killer?” I said

out of des per a tion, but even I could tell my ar gu ments were weak. Al‐ 

though it was true that there was no way to be cer tain, the oth ers

looked at me with noth ing but pity—pity you would show a poor fool

try ing to de fend their friend from the crimes they had un doubt edly

com mit ted. “But I saw... I saw it my self. Senri was crushed by rub ble

right in front of me...”

“Ku rusu-sen pai. Why are you ly ing?” With her abil ity, Arimura-

san knew in stantly that I wasn’t telling the truth.

“I’m not ly ing.”

“No, you didn’t see Mi nami sawa Senri die, Sen pai.”

Senri re ally had stopped ex ist ing on that day—those words were

un mis tak ably true. But...

“I don’t know how ac cu rate that ‘power’ of yours is, but she’s

gone,” I said de��ni tively.

“That’s just what you want to be lieve, isn’t it? Or, maybe you

know she’s alive af ter all,” Arimura-san prod ded.
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“...If... just hy po thet i cally... Even if she sur vived... she could never

kill any one. There’s no way,” I said, des per ately try ing to de fend my self.

“Senri... was a very cow ardly girl. She was so timid, she couldn’t even

hurt a ��y.” As I spoke those words, Senri ap peared in my mind.

Senri was a very weak per son. Weak enough that, if faced with a

sit u a tion where she would have to kill some one, she would wish for her

own death in stead. How ever, this wasn’t be cause she would be will ing

to die her self—she was sim ply too afraid to kill any one. And I couldn’t

help it when some of her weak ness seeped into my voice. “I just can’t

imag ine she’d ever kill some one. It’s im pos si ble.”

“...Seems like you’re telling the truth this time.”

“That’s why—!” Be fore I could say any thing fur ther, I cut my self

short; I knew from that con fronta tion that Arimura-san’s abil ity was

trou ble. It treated sim ple hes i ta tion as a lie, saw through lies even the

per son them selves didn’t know they were telling, and it had the power

to drive them into a cor ner there was no es cap ing from.

For Arimura-san, a dis trust ing per son who doubted ev ery thing,

that abil ity was far too dan ger ous. Her eyes would sharpen, she would

im me di ately ren der hes i ta tion as noth ing more than a front for lies,

and she would en tirely sever the path that would al low her to run away

from the truth. There was noth ing I could say to her while she was in

such a state. If I were to make even the slight est mis take, I could ��nd

the tip of her DI-sword pointed at me.

So, in or der to pro tect my self, I di rected the ar gu ment to ward

Takuru. “...The point is, if Senri isn’t the killer, then your hy poth e sis is

com pletely wrong. What if some one else is the real killer?”

A mul ti ple cul prit the ory had been pro posed a few days ago when

the News pa per Club was look ing over the in ci dents: What if Senri was
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work ing with an other psy chic—one who had an abil ity more closely

re lated to the grotesque mur ders?

As I tried my best to think, Takuru spoke up. “Even if that is the

case, as long as we can make it to the end of the day, we win—”

“Eeyaaaaaaaaaaah!” Sud denly, a scream erupted from down stairs,

sug gest ing some thing ter ri ble had hap pened. And that voice was—

“Yui!” Scream ing my sis ter’s name, I bolted down the hall way.

When I ar rived at the bot tom of the stairs, I saw Yui col lapsed by the

re cep tion desk. Yuto and Dad had also run over and were fran ti cally

try ing to calm her down.

“What hap pened, Yui?!” I shouted.

“Aah... Big Sis...” Yui said weakly. Yui, who was al ways so coura‐ 

geous, was now con sumed by an all-en com pass ing ter ror.

“Get a hold of your self, Yui!” I yelled, grab bing her face with both

hands. I could feel her trem bling.

As I held her, Yui told us what she had seen. When she had come

to say good night to Dad, she’d heard a knock at the door. She then

went to check who was out side, but no mat ter how much she called

out to them, the knock ing wouldn’t stop. Frus trated, she even tu ally

gave up and looked out side. That’s when...

“Eeyaah!”

Yui’s scream echoed in my mind. She clung to me des per ately; all

I could do was try to calm her down, stroking her head as she cried and

cried. But Yui was far from the only one ter ri ��ed—ev ery one’s faces

were com pletely pale.

Takuru then told us that... the knock ing sound she’d de scribed...

it was the same sound that he and Serika had en coun tered in the love

ho tel... the sound of ter ror ap proach ing. He had heard that same sound
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in his hal lu ci na tion as well—some thing that had hap pened not that

long ago.

Some one had pur sued us all this way.

And yet, de spite the fact that Takuru was the one who had ex pe‐ 

ri enced that hor ror up close, some one else was the ��rst to break.

“AAAAAAH H HHH!” Arimura-san screamed; with her DI-

sword in hand, she ��ew out into the street and started swing ing her

sword wildly. “Mi nami sawa Senri! I’m right here! Stop fuck ing around

and come get me!” Takuru chased af ter her, and for sev eral min utes, all

I could hear was her shrieks and his des per ate at tempts to stop her.

“Why did this have to hap pen to me?! I never wanted this power!

If only I didn’t have it...!” she wailed into the night. Her voice was nei‐ 

ther com posed nor calm. Un til that mo ment, she had des per ately been

try ing to act com posed in or der to keep her self sane. She had seen her

one true ally, Kakita-san, mur dered right be fore her very eyes. The des‐ 

per a tion that came from wit ness ing such a cruel death, cou pled with

��ght ing to stay alive her self... it had all �� nally be come too much for

her. She had reached her break ing point.

Some what para dox i cally, her crazed shouts had al lowed me to re‐ 

gain my com po sure. Aside from the wide-open door, ev ery thing ap‐ 

peared nor mal at Aoba Clinic—

“Ev ery one, look!” The mo ment I re al ized it, I shouted as loudly as

I could. Ev ery one’s heads im me di ately looked to where I was star ing:

the com plete op po site di rec tion than we were look ing prior. It took ev‐ 

ery one a mo ment to un der stand what I was try ing to say—what had

just hap pened.

“Hey, Miyashiro! Arimura!” Itou-kun im me di ately ��ew out the

door, fol lowed by Serika, Kazuki, and Uki-chan. How ever, I stayed be‐ 

hind—there was no way I could leave Yui as she con tin ued to sob.
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“Ev ery thing’s go ing to be just ��ne... It’s over now... It’s �� nally

over...”

My gaze had been di rected at one sin gle spot on the clinic wall: a

spot adorned by a sin gle clock.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 24th

When the hour reached zero, the date moved to Oc to ber 24th.

Hav ing en dured a night of ter ror brought on by a mys te ri ous woman,

the 23rd had passed.

The day of what should’ve been the ��fth mur der of the Re turn of

the New Gen er a tion Mad ness had gone by with out a sin gle death.
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Chap ter 6 — Spitroasted to Per fec tion

That night for me—and likely for ev ery one else—was some thing

I would never be able to for get. The ter ror of be ing cor nered in the

clinic with no es cape, and the im mense re lief upon be ing saved from

that night mare—it was like be ing forced to ride a vi o lent roller coaster

with out even the ghost of a lap bar. If the change in dates had taken

any longer, then I be lieve that I, just like Arimura-san, might not have

been able to stay sane.

We had made it safely through the 23rd, and the sheer feel ing of

re lief that washed over us put us at in cred i ble ease... ease that would

only be fur ther strength ened by a cer tain event—one that I would not

hes i tate to call good news.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 28th

It has been sev eral days since that night, but it was only just to day

that Takuru in formed me of the death of the woman pre tend ing to be

Senri. She took her own life in her apart ment.

When I heard the news, I was over come with re lief. With her

gone, no body would tar get my pre cious fam ily any more. I don’t feel

even a hint of sad ness at her death; she was an im pos tor, af ter all—she

wasn’t the real Senri. I al ready told Arimura-san as much a few days

ago, and it wasn’t as much of a lie as she’d as sumed.

The name of the de ceased woman was Haida Riko. At ��rst, we

had as sumed that to be a pseu do nym, but it turned out to be her real

name. She had been found dead in her apart ment, and the es ti mated

time of death was be tween early dawn and mid-af ter noon on Oc to ber

23rd. The cause of death was said to be self-im mo la tion, but the cir‐ 
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cum stances sur round ing it were sus pi cious; for this rea son, it was also

be ing in ves ti gated as an ac ci dent or a po ten tial homi cide.

In other words, the in ci dent, which later came to be known as

“Spitroasted,” still took place on Oc to ber 23rd; on that very af ter noon,

Haida Riko had al ready been dead. But if that was true, who on earth

had Takuru and Yui seen when they’d sup pos edly wit nessed her that

night?

I have one the ory that could ex plain it: What if there is an other

psy chic we don’t know about—one with the abil ity to in ��u ence the

thoughts of oth ers as they see ��t? If we as sume that’s the case, is it not

pos si ble that they showed Takuru and Yui delu sions of Haida Riko?

And, con tin u ing on that line of think ing, wouldn’t it be pos si ble that

Haida Riko gen uinely be lieved she was Min imi sawa Senri—as she was

made to do so? Liv ing as Mi nami sawa Senri, hold ing a grudge against

Takuru for aban don ing her in the hos pi tal base ment... all of that could

have been im printed on her.

As the days passed since her death, pic tures of Haida Riko be gan

to spread all across the in ter net. In the older pho tos—ones from when

she’d lived in an other city be fore the earth quake—she was a young lady

with tidy black hair. How ever, a far more re cent photo showed her

roam ing Shibuya with drab, di sheveled hair. To gether with her un fo‐ 

cused, va cant eyes, she em bod ied the very im age of a per son liv ing on

through pure re sent ment alone. Her badly burnt skin and clouded eyes

could eas ily be as sumed to be the e� �ects of hu man ex per i men ta tion.

She had been kept alive as a di� �er ent per son... and died as one,

too. I pray that her mind was deep in delu sion as she passed. Oth er‐ 

wise, if even a sin gle brain cell had com pre hended the re al ity of her

death... the tragedy would be too much to bear.
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■ ???

When Kunosato looked down at the bun dle of pa pers Shinjo had

passed her, she re acted with a fer vent mix of shock and ha tred. “What

the— What the hell is this?” she spat out.

“Don’t start glar ing at me. All I can say is that, what ever you

think it is, it prob a bly is,” Shinjo said in re sponse. Etched on the pages

were sev eral strings of num bers—ex actly the in for ma tion Kunosato

had been seek ing in re gard to Haida Riko.

The thin pa pers crum pled slightly in Kunosato’s hands as she

held them. To her, the ev i dence re vealed a fun da men tal mis take she

had made, and so she re sented it. It also served as the blade that sliced

straight through the thin, frail thread she had been cling ing on to for

so long.

“I hon estly couldn’t be lieve it at ��rst,” said Shinjo. “But it’s re ally

all true. What do you make of it?”

“Of what?”

“Well, when do you think she started be liev ing she was Mi nami‐ 

sawa Senri?”

“I don’t give a rat’s ass,” Kunosato said coldly. There was noth ing

Shinjo could do to ap peal to her; in her mind, Haida was no longer of

in ter est, let alone some one worth pur su ing.

And so, Shinjo was left to muse alone. “It would be di� �er ent if

she was alive... but since she’s no longer among us, there’s noth ing

more we can learn from her. If only that wasn’t the case, then maybe

we would have been able to...”
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■ Haida Riko

Not much is known about Haida Riko’s past. Her fa ther’s busi‐ 

ness in the coun try failed, and thus, the man ran away with his wife

and daugh ter to Tokyo. De spite this grave mis for tune, the man hadn’t

yet given up on life; by us ing the sav ings he had amassed as cap i tal,

and bor row ing great sums of money from many peo ple around him, he

was able to pur chase a clean ing store in Shibuya.

The fam ily ti died up the shop and pre pared to be gin op er a tions;

they didn’t in tend to sim ply scrape on by, liv ing from pay check to pay‐ 

check—they were go ing to do ev ery thing they could to make new lives

for them selves and live them to the fullest. The store was set to open

on No vem ber 10th, 2009... but their op ti mism was swiftly tram pled

upon by the dis as ter known as the Shibuya Earth quake.

For tu nately, on the day of the earth quake, Riko man aged to es‐ 

cape un harmed. She pushed through waves upon waves of scream ing

peo ple, and climbed over miles and miles of col lapsed roads. With the

girl hav ing only just come to Shibuya, the sole thing on her mind was

her par ents.

When she �� nally ar rived be fore the shop, she was hor ri ��ed to ��nd

the build ing con sumed by a fu ri ous blaze. Her fa ther was right out‐ 

side... but he was not sim ply stand ing there in de spair. No—he was

cast ing ev ery thing he could into the ��ames in a vi o lent des per a tion;

their brand-new o� ��ce sup plies, their chairs, their desks, and clothes

hanger af ter clothes hanger. He was throw ing ev ery thing that he

must’ve fran ti cally taken out of the shop right back into the ��re.

When faced with this, Riko pan icked and clung to her fa ther.

But, in stead of re turn ing her em brace, the man ripped his daugh ter o��

of him, and im me di ately went to cast her into the ��ames.
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But the man could not throw the young girl as eas ily as he had

thrown ev ery thing else, leav ing Haida to fall to the ground in front of

the build ing. Her fa ther ran up to her and tried once more to toss her

into the ��ames; not know ing what else to do or why her fa ther was do‐ 

ing this, Haida did her best to re sist.

Then, right at that very mo ment, Haida saw a glimpse of a black

hand stick ing out from within the ��ames. On its charred ring ��n ger...

was a sin gle, shin ing gold light. It was a ring. The same one her mother

wore.

Hav ing given up on throw ing her, her fa ther now re sorted to vi o‐ 

lently kick ing her in stead. She clung to his feet, try ing des per ately to

hold on. She screamed and shouted, beg ging him to stop, but no mat‐ 

ter how much she pleaded, her fa ther’s eyes would never see her. He

sim ply re peated the same sor row ful words again and again, like a curse:

“It hap pened again... It’s not my fault...!”

How far was the man will ing to fall? In truth, his pre vi ous busi‐ 

ness had been de stroyed not be cause it had fallen into bank ruptcy, but

be cause of a ��re that he had ac ci den tally caused. Haida re mem bered

see ing her fa ther stand ing in front of the brightly burn ing build ing.

Star ing into the ��ames, he’d sim ply re peated the same words again and

again.

“It’s not my fault.”

He’d tried to force the blame onto the rest of the fam ily, his em‐ 

ploy ees—any one he could pos si bly blame for the clearly un nat u ral

��ames. And now, he was do ing the same thing once again.

I don’t want to burn... but if some one has to... then the one who

should burn... no, the one who should’ve burned in that ��re... is him.

Con fu sion and anger burned in Haida’s mind... only for her to re‐ 

al ize it wasn’t her rage that was burn ing, but her own left arm—the
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arm that was hold ing on to her fa ther. The burn ing then be gan to

spread, and her fa ther let out a blood cur dling scream. Haida screamed

as well, for the en tire left side of her body was on ��re.

Be fore long, Haida would reach her limit; but the mo ment be fore

she lost con scious ness, she saw her fa ther—re duced to a jet-black char‐ 

coal—crum ble away.

◇◇◇
When a group of ��re ��ght ers found Haida later that day, their ��rst

re ac tion was to as sume she was dead. Half of her body was still smol‐ 

der ing, and just be side her was a corpse that had been burnt com‐ 

pletely black. If it hadn’t been for the moan she’d let out, she would

have more than likely been left there to die.

Af ter hur riedly putting out the ��re, they trans ported her to a

nearby hos pi tal. Vic tims of the earth quake glared dag gers as she was

car ried to the front of the line, but when they caught a glimpse of the

bro ken half of her body, their looks of fury were swiftly re placed with

ones of sheer pity.

As the hos pi tal was not yet op er at ing at full ca pac ity, her surgery

lasted into the night. For tu nately, the sur geon at tend ing to her was

very skilled, and Haida was some how able to cling on to her life. How‐ 

ever, due to a lack of med i cal sup plies, as well as there be ing no avail‐ 

able donors for skin grafts, she was left with se vere per ma nent in juries.

She could barely move her left leg, and though she could still move her

arms and the rest of her body, it was all se verely burnt. Her face had

also been dam aged; her left ear and left cheek were charred black, leav‐ 

ing a third of her face warped be yond re pair—melted, even. And

though she could still open her left eye, she could not move the eye it‐ 

self—it had clouded over, and now, it only pointed left. Barely any of

her bod ily func tions re mained.
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Re gret tably, though her body had been saved, all in for ma tion

about her had been lost in the ��ames. Her par ents, her house—all of it

had burned to cin ders. Her con nec tion to her home town was com‐ 

pletely sev ered, and, due to her hor ri��c dis ��g ure ment, she was un rec‐ 

og niz able to all those who could pos si bly iden tify her. She could have

spo ken to them, but, af ter re gain ing con scious ness, Haida did not say a

sin gle word. The doc tors were cer tain it was some kind of psy cho log i‐ 

cal is sue—likely a form of the PTSD that orig i nated in Shibuya, Chaos

Child Syn drome.

Dam aged heav ily in both body and mind, she could not be sent to

Hek iho Acad emy. In stead, fol low ing her CCS di ag no sis, the girl was

sent with out a name to a newly built spe cial fa cil ity in Shibuya, and

con tin ued her life there.

One day, some one knocked on the door to Haida’s room—a place

that only the fa cil ity’s sta�� would visit.

Knock, knock knock, knock.

Back when she had ��rst ar rived at the fa cil ity, the sta�� would

knock prior to en ter ing, but af ter a while, they all stopped both er ing.

In their minds, the seem ingly emo tion less girl was likely no di� �er ent

to some or na men tal doll.

Who is it? Haida won dered. Cu ri ous, she awoke from her slum‐ 

ber, but she did not walk over to an swer the door.

Knock, knock knock.

Knock, knock knock.

Knock, knock knock.

The knock ing con tin ued as Haida re mained still; it was al most as

if it was some kind of test of en durance for her and the per son be hind

the door.
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In the end, the ��rst to move was Haida. How ever, this was not

be cause she had grown tired of the per sis tent knock ing—it was be‐ 

cause she had some thing she needed to do. For some rea son, she’d had

a headache that day and de cided she needed medicine. She had pushed

the but ton to call the sta�� many times, but there had never been any

re sponse; she would have to take mat ters into her own hands.

Haida slowly stood up, then moved along the wall, us ing both it

and the handrail to sup port her. As she slug gishly made her way over

to the door, the knock ing con tin ued cease lessly. Once she �� nally

reached the door, she slowly opened it.

The face on the other side showed a mix of shock and res ig na tion,

be fore gath er ing their com po sure and greet ing her with a sim ple,

“Hello there.”

The ��rst emo tion Haida felt upon see ing the per son... was sym pa‐ 

thy.

They’re so... empty...

If Haida her self was an empty soul, one that burnt all she came in

con tact with, then this per son was noth ing more than an empty ves sel.

A be ing en cap su lated by noth ing but false emo tions—some one who

had never had any thing real in their life to be gin with.

“I’ve come to ask for a fa vor to day,” they said.

A fa vor is what you ask of some one who has some thing to give.

And I doubt you’re here to ask for the one thing I have left—my life.

...Then again, if you were, I don’t know if I’d even say no.

“Hm? Of course you still have some thing to give. You should

know that.”

That’s the stu pid est thing I’ve ever heard.

Per haps due to her ir ri ta tion, the headache she had been feel ing

��ared up even fur ther. Her head throbbed with pain, and the room she
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had been whiling away in be gan to man i fest a great sad ness—one that

was far too much for her to bear. The in stinc tive de sire to paint the

white room an other color took hold of her.

And then, the white was dyed a bright red.

The bed sheets roared in ��ames. Fire licked the air, yet nei ther the

sprin klers nor the ��re alarm re sponded. To Haida, it felt al most as if it

was all pre ar ranged.

The safety valve of the fa cil ity crack led and smol dered, be fore

even tu ally fall ing to the ground.

“You still have some thing to give. Don’t you?” The vis i tor stood

be fore the ��ames, their smile not wa ver ing even in the face of such an

in ferno. With out even tak ing a mo ment to think, Haida nod ded.

When the girl left the fa cil ity that day, she was o� �ered a new res i‐ 

dence—one she did not even have to ��ll out any te dious pa per work for.

Once ev ery thing calmed down, she headed straight there—for the

over pow er ing urge to go to that lo ca tion had been burned into her

brain.

◇◇◇
The Shibuya Earth quake Memo rial. A mon u ment unique to

Shibuya, built to mourn the vic tims of the earth quake. Yet, to those

such as her, it served only as a sym bol of those that had been left be‐ 

hind, just as she had been.

With un steady foot steps, Haida ar rived be fore the stone mon u‐ 

ment. En sur ing that she did not miss even a sin gle stroke of a sin gle

char ac ter, she traced over the many peo ple in scribed upon it, be fore ��‐ 

nally land ing upon a sin gle name. Ev ery time she gazed upon that one

name, a new mem ory en croached upon her mind.

A bright, ar ti �� cial, clin i cal light. Her self, dressed in a straight‐ 

jacket and strapped to a chair. Sur rounded by a num ber of peo ple who
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viewed her not as a per son, but as noth ing more than a guinea pig to

ex per i ment on.

For many years, the girl was never treated as a hu man be ing. And

no one ever came to save her.

...No.

There was one time. One time when she could have been saved.

The eyes of a ter ri ��ed boy watched her as she was be ing ex per i‐ 

mented on. She didn’t know who he was, nor why he was there. She

begged and begged for the boy to help her, her words and eyes plead‐ 

ing des per ately... yet, in the end, he ran away.

The boy had aban doned her. And the ex per i ments never ended.

Each time she re mem bered it, rage and re sent ment boiled within

her. The boy in ques tion had grown con sid er ably and cur rently resided

in Shibuya. And, armed with that knowl edge, the girl only had one

car nal de sire: ret ri bu tion.

She stared at the boy’s name un til she grew tired of do ing so; only

then did she at last leave the memo rial.

“Mi nami sawa Senri.” That name was in scribed on the mon u ment,

yet Haida Riko’s was not. As if to prove that the per son whose name

she had been star ing at on the mon u ment was still alive, the girl who

had be come Mi nami sawa Senri took the grudge Mi nami sawa had held

against the boy... and kneaded it into her psy che.

From that day on ward, the girl spent her days as Senri. Yet, de‐ 

spite her new iden tity, the girl felt just as empty as she had felt ever

since the earth quake struck. All she would do was de vote ev ery spare

mo ment she had at tempt ing to ��nd “them,” un til one day, she �� nally

did.

“Foooound... you...” Mi nami sawa mur mured. Stum bling back on

all fours be fore her was a male high schooler with sim i lar fea tures to
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what the girl had seen sev eral years ago. He was, with out a doubt, the

boy who had aban doned her. An over joyed grin stretched across her

face—she had �� nally been able to meet the boy she had seen so many

years ago. In that mo ment, Mi nami sawa knew that the only method to

de liver ret ri bu tion for Senri... was his death.

Likely due to the ex pe ri ence she had gained from ma nip u lat ing

her pow ers prior to then, she could eas ily di rect her ��ames wher ever

she wished. With that new found con trol, she at tacked the tar get of her

grudge.

An im age of the boy and the high school girl ac com pa ny ing him

turn ing to ashes in mere sec onds ap peared in her mind, and with that,

Mi nami sawa’s ��ames ��ared brightly. And yet, for some in con ceiv able

rea son, ev ery time she thought for sure she had burnt them to cin ders,

the ��ames would avoid them right be fore they were sure to con nect.

Her frus tra tion at not be ing able to con trol her ��ames mor phed into an

even stronger ha tred, which soon be gan to spill forth from her mouth.

As she con tin ued her as sault, sud denly, Mi nami sawa saw some‐ 

thing—an ob ject she had never seen be fore; an ex is tence she had no

mem ory of; a shape that should never have ap peared.

A sword.

It ��oated be tween her and the boy, al most as if it was at tempt ing

to shield him from her. Then, just as sud denly, the ��ames she had

brought forth re belled against their mas ter and sur rounded her. Over‐ 

whelmed by her own ��ames, Mi nami sawa was then blown back ward by

an un ex pected gust of wind. A thin layer of ��ames coated her body

upon land ing, but to her, this level of heat was akin only to a gen tle

rest be side the ��re place.

Mi nami sawa rose to her feet. They had now wasted their last

chance to es cape—the boy, who must have done some thing, and the
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ter ri ��ed girl by his side, who could do noth ing but trem ble in fear.

Grin ning ma ni a cally, Mi nami sawa drew close to her tar gets—tar gets

that looked as if they could sim ply die from sheer ter ror at any mo‐ 

ment.

The time to get her re venge had �� nally ar rived. And yet, right be‐ 

fore she could �� nally claim it, Mi nami sawa’s legs went against her will

and walked straight past the boy. But it wasn’t just her legs—her en‐ 

tire body re jected her de sire to end the boy’s life. There was a dis con‐ 

nect be tween the girl’s thoughts and her will.

She walked and walked, un til even tu ally, their forms had com‐ 

pletely dis ap peared from sight, and she heard them ��ee be hind her.

And with that, Mi nami sawa col lapsed on the spot—for the headache

that had been as sault ing her for all this time had reached a sever ity she

could no longer bear.

◇◇◇
De spite hav ing let her sworn en emy go, Mi nami sawa con tin ued

to wan der Shibuya ev ery day. But this was not so she could con tinue

pur su ing the boy—she sim ply con tin ued to drag her body across the

street.

Why am I do ing this?

She couldn’t un der stand her own mo ti va tions. Her thoughts. All

she knew was that a strange sense of pur pose was sub con sciously urg‐ 

ing her body on ward.

The next time she be came fully con scious was when two po lice

o� �� cers called out to her. But, when she turned around to re spond to

their call, one of the po lice o� �� cers was al ready ablaze. It was no longer

a sim ple di vide be tween her thoughts and her will this time—some‐ 

thing else had taken con trol and forced her to act.
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What the hell am I do ing?! her mind cried out. But be fore she

could ques tion her self any fur ther, the other po lice o� �� cer at tempted to

ap pre hend her. In the brief strug gle that en sued, a card fell from Mi‐ 

nami sawa’s pocket, be fore she at last man aged to blow the o� �� cer o�� of

her with her ��ames.

With the two men burn ing alive be hind her, Mi nami sawa left to

go else where; the two men’s haunt ing screams of su� �er ing did not

reach her.

She had not even re al ized that Mi nami sawa’s ID had been in her

pocket. Yet, the mo ment she had dropped it in the strug gle, it was like

some kind of switch had gone o�� in side her brain. To her, it was like

some thing was mov ing her, but the sen sa tion was much stronger than

what she had felt dur ing her en counter with the boy the other day. She

didn’t have a clue what it was.

All she knew was that the end was near.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 23rd

Car ry ing a long iron rod she stole from a con struc tion site, Mi‐ 

nami sawa re turns to the apart ment that was pro vided to her along with

her clothes. The room only has the bare ne ces si ties re quired to sur vive,

but the life she’s lived within it has still been quite vi brant. An im age

of a pure-white room with noth ing but a bed oc ca sion ally ��ashes into

her mind, but noth ing ever comes of it.

It has only been a few months since she ��rst came to live here,

but the room has be come very much lived in. Stand ing in the cen ter of

it, Mi nami sawa raises the iron rod—one that is even taller than she is

—with trem bling hands.

With this, I will be com plete.
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She is a venge ful spirit, and yet, de spite her sole de sire re main ing

un ful ��lled, she is choos ing death. De spite the pres ence of such a con‐ 

tra dic tion, she will soon swal low that very con tra dic tion whole—nul li‐ 

fy ing it—along with the iron pole she car ries.

For the ��rst time in a very long while, she catches a glimpse of

that per son. They are stand ing in a build ing across the street, star ing

through a win dow in or der to en sure that the con clu sion to Mi nami‐ 

sawa’s story is reached.

Mi nami sawa smiles back at them, and her mouth, widened by her

smile, be gins to stretch even fur ther. Us ing all of her strength, she

pushes the iron pole into her mouth, down her throat, and through her

esoph a gus. It does not travel through her per fectly, as it has the habit

of scrap ing against the esoph a gus’s ��esh, but it is not enough to stop

her from con tin u ing. Her large, neb u lous headache—one that has been

a daily ob sta cle for her—is soon over taken by an in tense pain that is

sharp, yet dull at the same time.

The mo ment she feels the rod pierce through some thing that is

ei ther her lungs, her stom ach, or her heart, the girl re mem bers that

she is not Mi nami sawa Senri, but Haida Riko. She was forced to play

the role of some one else—used un til she was ready to be thrown away.

And now, she is go ing to die in one of the most hor ri��c ways pos si ble.

In the face of this mon strous re al ity, the emo tion Haida feels to‐ 

ward the per son who is watch ing her death... is grat i tude.

Ever since this ter ri fy ing, cursed power man i fested within her,

she had been slowly rot ting away in a cor ner of Shibuya as noth ing

more than a name less no body. And yet, that per son granted her a

name, op por tu ni ties, and a role to ful ��ll. Be cause of her, Haida bought

lunch one day at a con ve nience store. To an or di nary per son, this
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would mean noth ing—but for a girl that had given up on ev ery thing,

it �� nally felt like she was alive again.

Liv ing on her own in Shibuya, tak ing ac tion with a goal in mind,

and wield ing her py roki ne sis to her heart’s con tent—that is ev ery thing

Haida ever wished for. Af ter all, her fa ther was not burnt to cin ders by

ac ci dent—he sim ply loved set ting things a��ame. And his daugh ter is

no di� �er ent.

Haida con ��ned her self to that hos pi tal room with out the courage

to step out into the world ever again, and now, she can feel noth ing but

grat i tude to ward the per son that found her and o� �ered her a sec ond

chance at life.

“Ahaha... AHA HA HA HA HAHA!” Her throat has al ready been

torn to shreds, and lay ers upon lay ers of her in testines have been pen e‐ 

trated. Yet, though she should have long since lost her voice, Haida,

Mi nami sawa—she no longer knows which—laughs hap pily through

her tears.

And then, with her �� nal gasp of air, ��ames pour from her hands,

en gul� �ng her en tire body in a blaz ing in ferno. She re jected this end for

her self six years ago, but now, she wel comes her death with open arms.

For Haida Riko, be ing Mi nami sawa Senri was noth ing but a

bless ing.
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■ ???

At last, Kunosato ��n ished check ing all the names and com pa nies

that had been writ ten on the stack of pa pers. As she sur veyed it all, she

came to re al ize that the list was en tirely real, and that she had been de‐ 

feated. “Who could have guessed...” she mur mured.

“I can’t be lieve it ei ther,” agreed Shinjo, hav ing al ready checked

the pa pers prior to her.

“To think Haida Riko was ac tu ally earn ing her own liv ing ex‐ 

penses...”

The source of the funds Haida had been us ing to live alone—

Kunosato had be lieved she could trace the mys te ri ous source of money

back to the Com mit tee, whom she had been hunt ing for so long. How‐ 

ever, this plan of hers had been swiftly tram pled upon in the face of a

very in trigu ing truth.

“There’s a lot of jobs you can do from home these days,” said

Shinjo. “The com pany on that re ceipt is an agency that’ll get you set

up with a job you can work from home.”

“You’re telling me they gave a job to some one of not just un‐ 

known ori gins, but who wasn’t even sure of their own iden tity? That’s

asi nine.”

“There’s noth ing bizarre about that—there’s plenty of com pa nies

out there that sim ply don’t care about who they’re hir ing. Then again,

I sup pose I should tell you that I did re port this to an other de part‐ 

ment.”

“Fair enough,” Kunosato ad mit ted. “But I don’t un der stand—

what’s with the part about the cold-call ing? That room showed no

signs of a tele phone, and we de� � nitely didn’t re cover one.”

“Maybe the com pany lent her a cell phone. Or maybe she com‐ 

muted to an o� ��ce dur ing the day,” Shinjo the o rized.
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“It’s a mi nor thing, but it still both ers me. This is such a pain in

the ass...”

Their ir ri ta tions weren’t be cause they lacked the man power to in‐ 

ves ti gate, but be cause it didn’t seem like there was any thing that would

lead them to the truth be hind the case. Won der ing whether he should

sim ply go in and do it him self, Shinjo found him self sigh ing. “Come to

think of it, you said some thing that piqued my in ter est ear lier: Is there

re ally a way to check when Haida Riko be came Mi nami sawa Senri?”

“You’re the one who hung up,” said Kunosato.

“What was I sup posed to do? Some one called me out of the blue

—I didn’t know who it was.”

Kunosato snorted. Some one’s great at their job. You’d make for a

great me di a tor, she thought to her self. It prob a bly wasn’t even any one

im por tant. Re gard less of who had in ter rupted them, Kunosato had

only been able to make ir ri tat ing guesses in the mean time.

“‘Those eyes are God’s eyes.’”

As he tried to ig nore Kunosato, Shinjo’s ears picked up on her

whis per. “Isn’t that...”

“Yeah. Comes from the ‘Whose eyes are those eyes?’ thing peo ple

said back dur ing the New Gen er a tion Mad ness. You could say it’s the

Re turn of New Gen’s ver sion of it.”

A trendy phrase that had be come pop u lar along with the Sumo

Stick ers. How ever, un like the ‘Whose eyes are those eyes?’ phrase that

had led to the truth of the orig i nal New Gen, the new phrase was a

mere im i ta tion. It held no ac tual mean ing; it was a fad and noth ing

more.

“Even if she was still alive, af ter hav ing her brain in ��u enced over

such a long pe riod of time, there’s a very high chance that the im‐ 

planted per son al ity of Mi nami sawa fused with Haida’s own,” said
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Kunosato. “The chance of us ��nd ing any third party that can an swer

all our ques tions is ba si cally zero. As long as Haida moved ac cord ing to

their ob jec tives, the per son who im planted the Mi nami sawa per son al‐ 

ity wouldn’t have cared whether she was act ing as Mi nami sawa or

Haida. That’s why I doubt that even they fully grasped what that girl

had be come.”

“So what you’re say ing is, no body would know?”

“I told you al ready: ‘Those eyes are God’s eyes.’ Only some one

who can look down on the world from God’s per spec tive would know.”

Mio paused for a mo ment, be fore sneer ing. “...No, maybe even God

doesn’t know the truth here.”
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■ Ku rusu Nono

No vem ber 3rd

When I heard of the death of the Senri who had at tacked Takuru

and ter ri ��ed Yui, I was re lieved. I had al ready known she wasn’t the

real Senri, and while the mys tery of her true iden tity still re mained, at

least there was no longer any one who would lay a hand on my fam ily.

And that, I was grate ful for.

Back then, I should have proved that she wasn’t the real Senri.

Then, we and the po lice would have im me di ately sus pected the ex is‐ 

tence of an ac com plice—one who had turned Haida Riko into an im i‐ 

ta tion of Senri. But... I failed to do so.

In re gards to the fake Senri, I don’t think it would be wrong to

say that I might have even been glad she was dead—that Senri was no

longer of this world. Be cause of both the fake Senri and Arimura-san’s

abil ity, her sup posed death had been grow ing more and more sus pi‐ 

cious. How ever, with Haida Riko com mit ting sui cide while act ing as

Senri, the threat im me di ately in front of us dis ap peared, and, be gin‐ 

ning with Arimura-san, the oth ers stopped pur su ing her.

Haida Riko had ex posed Senri’s death to the world. I clung to

that as truth, and in the process, es caped into a com fort able lie—one

that would be free of any pain.

But... as a re sult of that lie, we—my fam ily—would su� �er the

great est tragedy of all: the sixth in ci dent of the Re turn of the New

Gen er a tion Mad ness.

And in that in ci dent, I lost some thing very im por tant to me.
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Chap ter 7 — A Ma jor View into Mi nor In dis cre tion

A scrunched-up sticky note is ly ing in the cor ner of the clu b room,

next to the trash can. I as sume some one tried to put it on the board,

but then went to throw it away in stead. I don’t know who.

I re trieve the note and throw it into the trash can. But, be fore it

can leave my hand, I see what was writ ten on it.

“Mi nor In dis cre tion.”

The pop u lar name of the in ci dent that oc curred af ter Haida

Riko’s death, as well as the lat est one per tain ing to the Re turn of New

Gen. That case hap pened very re cently, and the per pe tra tor has al ready

been ar rested. I sus pect that it may be the clos est in ci dent to the truth

be hind the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness.

But... when it comes to this case, ev ery time I see the dis gust ing,

ir re spon si ble spread of in for ma tion on the in ter net... it feels like my

heart might break. All the cases be fore now were also teem ing with

slan der, hor ri ble jokes, peo ple spread ing the o ries for clout, and what‐ 

ever else made up the worst of hu man ity. All those times, I’d feel this

aw ful pang in my chest, but...

...this time...

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 24th

To day, I de cided to take a break from school and stayed home.

Aside from Arimura-san, I was the only one to do so, even though ev‐ 

ery one had stayed up very late the night prior. We were all still strug‐ 

gling to re cover from the failed at tack by Senri, so no one had been able

to get a good night’s rest. Arimura-san had been pushed to her limit,

and Yui was con sumed by ter ror from hav ing seen the at tacker di rectly.

That’s why I stayed home—to look af ter them.
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The two girls were both phys i cally and men tally ex hausted, but

with the re lief that came from hav ing sur vived, as well as hav ing Uki-

chan around to com fort them, it was noth ing they wouldn’t be able to

re cover from.

The fake Senri still hadn’t been caught, but there was still plenty

of time un til Oc to ber 28th, the day when the next case would likely

oc cur. Even though I knew we were sim ply de lay ing the in evitable, I

was able to re lax for the ��rst time in a while.

...Which is why I was at a com plete loss when Takuru said this to

Yui:

“Hey, Yui?” he called out to her, hav ing come home from school

early.

“Hm?” she re sponded in quis i tively.

“I know you prob a bly don’t want to re mem ber a lot about last

night, but... did you see Arimura and Ya ma zoe hold ing some thing in

their hands?”

What on earth is he talk ing about? I re mem ber think ing.

“Did you see them hold ing things that looked like swords?” he

re phrased.

“Swords...”

“Takuru?! What are you say ing?!” I asked in cred u lously. “Yui?

You didn’t see any thing like that, right?” I was so ag i tated, I re al ized I

was chok ing on my words.

“N-Nope. I didn’t see any thing. Not at all.”

Yui was ly ing.

Takuru turned to Uki-chan and asked her to draw her DI-sword

in or der to make sure. I im me di ately shouted at them to stop as I

pulled Yui in close to me, hug ging her tightly. I didn’t want her to see

it—no, I couldn’t let her see it.
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But I couldn’t stop it.

The sword ap peared from empty air, and... Yui’s eyes were drawn

to it. Her eyes went straight to the DI-sword Uki-chan had re trieved

from the Dirac sea.

“Y-You can see it, Yui?” I asked her in de spair, and Yui fell silent.

I asked again, “Can you see it?” but I al ready knew the an swer. And no

mat ter how many times I asked, I would never be able to change it.

But... even still, I...

Tears be gan to ��ow from Yui’s eyes, and then... she nod ded.

“Th-This... This can’t be hap pen ing...” I choked out, try ing my

best not to burst into tears.

Takuru had likely re al ized it at school. Why Yui had been at‐ 

tacked the night be fore. The cul prit be hind the mur ders was tar get ing

psy chics—that was the eas i est con clu sion to reach based on ev ery thing

we knew. And Yui had been tar geted by the as sailant last night.

Yui was a psy chic.

The peace I had felt for only a ��eet ing mo ment was in stantly re‐ 

placed with an in tense anx i ety. But in stead of let ting it show, I quickly

put a smile on my face and acted as cheer ful as I could. I didn’t want

Yui to be scared.

Even tu ally, this ap proach seemed to �� nally work on her, and she

grad u ally be gan to calm down. Yui was a much more ma ture, strong,

and brave young girl than any of us had ever re al ized.

We spoke brie��y to her about psy chics and their abil i ties, and we

lis tened to what Yui had to say in re sponse. As she de tailed her ex pe ri‐ 

ences, there were two things I came to be grate ful for. The ��rst was

what her abil ity turned out to be: in all like li hood, it was the power to

com mu ni cate tele path i cally with Yuto.
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“When he’s in trou ble, I can hear his voice,” she told us. When‐ 

ever she heard Yuto’s voice scream ing out for her, she would al ways run

over and ��nd that he ac tu ally was in some kind of peril. It was a ��t ting

abil ity for Yui, a girl who never strayed far from her lit tle brother and

never stopped think ing about him. It did not bring any su� �er ing onto

her like Arimura-san’s abil ity did, nor was it dan ger ous like the self-

pro claimed Senri’s abil ity. It was an en tirely safe power to have.

But, if that was true, that would mean that Yuto was the sender,

not Yui. Re al iz ing this odd ity, we checked to see if he would re act to

be ing shown a DI-sword, but he wasn’t able to see it. With that, a great

deal of weight was lifted o�� of my chest.

Yuto wouldn’t be tar geted... For Takuru and I, and most of all,

Yui, that was the ray of hope shin ing through the dark ness.

How ever, not long af ter, we learned of some thing else—some‐ 

thing that was not nec es sar ily for tu nate like the pre vi ous thing,

though it at least meant my fam ily wouldn’t be ex posed to dan ger any

longer.

We learned that Mi nami sawa Senri had died.

She had burned to death in her own apart ment, and it had been

by her own hand. The mo ment I heard that, I felt a great num ber of

things: joy that my fam ily had been saved, a slight mis ery at how it

had ended, and sym pa thy to ward the woman who had been forced to

die as Senri. All those feel ings mixed to gether in side my heart, and I

had no idea what emo tion I truly should have been feel ing.

In the end, for a rea son that not even I know, I chose the path

that took ad van tage of oth ers’ sym pa thy. From that day on ward, I

would live out my day-to-day life wait ing for the cases to fade away, all

while avert ing my eyes from the truth.

◇◇◇
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Oc to ber 28th

Af ter lis ten ing to Kawa hara-kun’s pleas—though they were more

akin to blub ber ing than any thing con vinc ing—I de cided to spend some

time away from the News pa per Club, in stead choos ing to at tend to my

du ties as stu dent coun cil pres i dent in the stu dent coun cil room.

My life had changed quite a lot over the past sev eral days. I had a

moun tain’s worth of work to do, yet, for some rea son, I found that

more amus ing than in tim i dat ing.

To day is Oc to ber 28th, mean ing ��ve days have passed since that

night of ter ror. I have been tak ing a lot of time o�� even be fore my life

was up ended, how ever, so it was only nat u ral that I had so much work

to get through. Be cause of that, I had to go well be yond what my usual

quota would be for the day; if I can keep up such a pace over the next

few weeks, I might even be able to go back to vis it ing the News pa per

Club.

Be fore long, the sun shin ing upon the win ter day set. With the

night de scend ing, I gath ered up my things and went to check to see if

any one was still in the News pa per Club room. Ar riv ing there shortly, I

looked around. At ��rst, I thought no one was there, but...

“Kazuki,” I said to ward the sin gle light shin ing in the dark ness.

“Mmm?”

“I won’t tell you to quit your game right this in stant and go

home, but at least turn the lights on when it gets dark out side.”

“Mmm.”

She was play ing the on line game ESO2 on the clu b room com‐ 

puter. As for why I was so le nient... Kazuki rarely spoke, and she

tended to be very di� �� cult to un der stand... yet she had stuck by us all

this time, even as our lives were thrown into dis ar ray by the Re turn of
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New Gen. Know ing all the sup port she had given us, it would be un‐ 

grate ful of me to act like a nag ging mother telling her she should only

play games for an hour a day. ...Then again, maybe I should’ve been—

while Kazuki might con trib ute to our club on oc ca sion, she’s al ways

back to play ing her games the mo ment she has the op por tu nity.

As I stood in the clu b room, I mused that noth ing in it had

changed since the club’s in cep tion... but I was wrong. One thing had

changed: the map of Shibuya that had been cov er ing the en tirety of the

bul letin board was now gone.

Cov ered from top to bot tom with sticky notes and pho to graphs,

it’d ��rst been used out of mere cu rios ity, un til even tu ally it be came a

tool for self-de fense out of sheer ne ces sity. Ev ery one had con trib uted

their own the o ries on the Re turn of New Gen in this clu b room, and

they had all been tacked onto that map. I’m sure they had re moved it

out of con sid er a tion for me since my best friend had passed, but, above

all else, the re moval of that map sym bol ized the fact that it was �� nally

all over, and a great feel ing of re lief ac com pa nied that fact.

When I went to leave the room, in stead of turn ing the lights o��, I

��icked them on in stead. “Be safe now, Kazuki,” I told her on my way

out.

“Mm,” she mum bled back; with out tak ing her eyes o�� of the

com puter, she gave me a slight wave. I knew that was sim ply the kind

of girl she was, so I was sat is ��ed with that sim ple good bye.

But, right as I placed my hand on the door knob, it sud denly burst

open with enough force to al most break it.

“Ku rusu?! Are you all right?! Ku rusu!”

“Kawa hara-kun?!” I shouted in shock. Kawa hara-kun, whom I

should have al ready parted with for the day in the stu dent coun cil
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room, fran ti cally en tered the clu b room. “Wh-What’s wrong? You look

like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Don’t worry about me! Just look! It’s bad—real bad!” With an

in cred i bly ag i tated ex pres sion, he showed me his Poke Com.

“What are you try ing to—” But when I saw what he was try ing

to show me, I couldn’t help but gasp.

The names of Mi nami sawa Senri and Haida Riko, which the po‐ 

lice hadn’t yet pub licly an nounced, were spread ing on line like wild ��re.

Pic tures taken from the apart ment’s sur veil lance cam era had also been

up loaded—pic tures that even I, some one who is very much con nected

to ev ery thing, hadn’t seen.

Var i ous de tails about the crimes ac com pa nied the im ages and

names, but I only rec og nized a few of the things I saw as truths, while

the rest was noth ing but ��a grant mis in for ma tion. If @chan nel was to

be be lieved, Ku rusu Nono was guilty of aid ing and abet ting homi cide,

and was cur rently de tained at the Shibuya Po lice Sta tion.

“Mmm?!” Hav ing been shaken by Kawa hara-kun’s an gry glare,

Kazuki had stopped play ing ESO2 and was search ing on line for any

other re lated pieces of in for ma tion. But it wasn’t his glare that had

made her mum ble in shock—no, it was what she had found.

The ad dress and phone num ber of Aoba Dorm, along with my

own per sonal num ber, had been posted all over a mes sage board that

peo ple used for tar geted tele phone ha rass ment. The mo ment I saw

this, a chill ran down my spine; Takuru had spo ken again and again

about what hap pened to wrong-siders that were stupid enough to leak

their per sonal in for ma tion.

“Mmm, mmmm!” Kazuki waved her hands at me, likely urg ing

me to shut o�� my phone. I quickly moved to do so, and calls from var i‐ 
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ous re stricted num bers started to ar rive as soon as my phone be gan to

turn o��.

“I don’t know who the hell leaked all this, but it was prob a bly

some one in our year. I wouldn’t give a damn if it was just me, but how

dare they do this to you, Ku rusu!” Kawa hara-kun swore. The pic ture

from our year book—the one of Ku rusu, Kawa hara-kun, and Mi nami‐ 

sawa on a ��eld trip—was spread ing like wild ��re. The only way some‐ 

one could’ve up loaded that im age was if they were a stu dent in the

same school year as us.

“Why is this shit hap pen ing to us?!” Kawa hara-kun con tin ued.

“Mi nami sawa died years ago! Dammit... Leave it to her to still be a

mas sive pain in the ass even when she’s six feet un der!”

“That’s enough, Kawa hara-kun... Senri was... She was my friend...”

I choked out.

The per son who up loaded the pic ture had cap tioned it with, “The

three were best friends. An ab so lutely in sep a ra ble trio...” But they were

wrong. Nono and Senri were best friends, and say ing Kawa hara-kun

and Nono were friends would cer tainly be cor rect, but... Kawa hara-kun

and Senri... that couldn’t be fur ther from the truth. To him, Senri was

noth ing but a nui sance that got in the way of him and Nono.

In that mo ment, his true feel ings had come out... and, com bined

with ev ery thing I was al ready go ing through, it couldn’t have made me

any more sad.

Af ter re fus ing Kawa hara-kun’s o� �er to go ��nd some where to hide

out to gether, I de cided to re turn to my fam ily at Aoba Dorm. Keep ing

my head low, I ex ited the school, walk ing as fast as I could. Much to

my ir ri ta tion, I could hear ev ery one on the street whis per ing about me,

un til at last I reached Aoba Dorm.
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But, right be fore I could en ter, a mi cro phone was stuck in my

face. “Heya, ex cuse me, but mind if—”

“I’m in a hurry.” I said, cut ting o�� the re porter; the mass me dia

had al ready set them selves up around Aoba Dorm. Liv ing up to their

ti tles as pro fes sion als, I sup pose.

“Big Sis!” When I en tered Aoba Clinic, Yui rushed in to hug me.

“Yui! Thank good ness!” I ex claimed, let ting out a sigh of re lief.

“That’s what I was gonna say! Are you okay?! Did the bad peo ple

out side bully you?!”

Be fore I could re spond, an other voice spoke up ��rst. “They might

all call them selves real ‘vir tu osos,’ but I know for a fact that there’s no

one out there strong enough to bully the Em press, Yui—not even

them.”

“Dad?” I said, try ing to com pose my self.

“I’m just kid ding around. Wel come home, Nono,” he said with a

big smile.

“Th-Thank you.”

“Oh...” said an other voice. Be hind Yui was Dad, Yuto, and Uki-

chan. It seemed that ev ery one had man aged to evade the mass me dia

that was sta tioned out side; Takuru was most likely in his RV. With the

case �� nally be ing over, Takuru had sadly re turned to Miyashita Park,

but to day, that turned out to be a bless ing in dis guise.

“They say peo ple for get about stu�� like this in a week, but I

might start hit ting peo ple with my stetho scope if this lasts more than

a cou ple days,” said Dad an grily.

“I’m so sorry...” I apol o gized deeply.

“Hm? Oh no, don’t worry about it. I know it’s not your fault,

Nono. I cut the phone line since deal ing with all those calls was start‐ 
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ing to drive me nuts, so we can’t con tact any one. But I’m sure Takuru

will ��nd his way here sooner or later.”

“Big Bro is a ‘right-sider,’ right? So I’m sure he’ll hear about this

and come run ning over real soon!” Yui said glee fully.

“I won der about that...” I replied. “That boy has a few very im por‐ 

tant screws loose, to say the least.”

“You’re not wrong there,” Dad chimed in.

“Aaa-greed!” Yui said with a nod of as sent. Ev ery one laughed

hap pily ex cept for Uki-chan; she wasn’t quite used to such a cheery at‐ 

mos phere, so she in stead chose to timidly re main in the back.

De spite their play ful jabs, ev ery one be lieved from the bot tom of

their hearts that Takuru would come home. They were all putting on

brave faces, but be ing able to be so cheer ful to gether even in the face of

great hard ship is a sign of a good, strong fam ily. But... I had put that

won der ful fam ily of mine in dan ger.

I didn’t know why, but as I stood there sur rounded by fam ily, it

felt like my past mis takes had come back to haunt me.

And never be fore had I felt such a heavy weight upon my back.

◇◇◇
Just as Dad and the rest of the fam ily pre dicted, Takuru came to

Aoba Dorm with Serika in tow. “You okay, Ku rusu?” he said.

“Yes, I’m all right,” I replied. “Did you rush over here be cause you

were wor ried about me? Thank you.”

“Yeah. Itou says he’s on his way, too.” When the go ing got tough,

Serika and Itou-kun would al ways be there for us. Be cause of that, the

two of them were fa mil iar faces to ev ery one at Aoba Dorm. On a night

like this, when my fam ily and I had an in nu mer able num ber of eyes

peek ing in on our lives out of noth ing but sel� �sh cu rios ity, I was in‐ 

cred i bly grate ful to have peo ple that I could put my full trust in.
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Takuru tried to re as sure me; he said some thing sim i lar to Dad—

that it wouldn’t take peo ple long to move on. How ever, what he didn’t

re al ize was that I wasn’t wor ried about harm com ing to my self. “I just...

I can’t let them get away with do ing this to the peo ple I care about... to

Aoba Dorm...” I said in ref er ence to the leak ers.

“It’s ��ne, Big Sis! I’m ��ne! I prom ise!” Yui protested.

“I... I’m ��ne, too!” said Yuto in turn.

Hear ing my trou bled voice com ing from the liv ing room, Yui and

Yuto came ��y ing out of the kitchen and quickly at tached them selves to

both of my hips. I would’ve ex pected Yui to do some thing like this,

given her coura geous na ture, but Yuto sur prised me—he al ways used

to hide away in times like this.

As I heard their sup port ive voices, tears be gan to fall from my

eyes. “I’m sorry... I’m so sorry...”

“Why are you apol o giz ing?” asked Yui, dis tressed.

“You didn’t do any thing wrong,” Yuto quickly fol lowed.

“She’s right. You don’t have any thing to apol o gize for, Non-chan.”

Not just those two, but even Serika was try ing to re as sure them. In

��erce con trast to them, how ever, Takuru seemed oddly tense.

“Aah, damn it! It doesn’t make any sense!” he yelled. His sud den

out burst sur prised not just us, but even Uki-chan, who was all the way

in the kitchen.

“Taku?” asked Serika, con cerned.

“Wh-What’s wrong?” Yui asked right af ter.

Mo tion ing for us to be quiet, Takuru ex ited into the cor ri dor, his

eyes glued to his phone. It seemed he was go ing to call some one.

“...It’s not good for us to just stay cooped up in here do ing noth‐ 

ing,” I said. “I think I’ll fold some laun dry.”

“Ooh, can I help, Non-chan?” Serika o� �ered.
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“Oh, I know! Yuu and I’ll clean up down stairs!” Yui chimed in,

al most as if it was in stinc tual.

“Why me?” grum bled Yuto, look ing a lit tle dis ap pointed.

“Yuu? Is it just me, or is a cer tain lit tle boy say ing he wants to see

Nono’s and Uki-chan’s un der wear?”

“F-Fine... I’ll go with you...” Yuto swiftly sur ren dered to his sis‐ 

ter’s at tack.

“I-I’ll go too,” said Uki-chan, fol low ing af ter the two.

Ev ery one split into groups of two and three to help with the

house hold chores. Af ter all, if we all sat around, we would be left with

noth ing to do but wal low in our sad ness and anx i ety.

With Serika’s help, I be gan work ing on the clothes. Af ter a few

min utes, I folded up Dad’s mas sive white coat, but, right as we were

about to move on to the next ar ti cle, Takuru came into the room.

“If I don’t keep my self oc cu pied, I just start think ing bad

things...” I said to him with a small chuckle, forc ing a smile. But, when

I saw the pale look on his face, it was enough to make my anx i ety from

ear lier seem triv ial in com par i son. Enough to make my smile fade in‐ 

stantly. “What’s wrong?”

“Where are Yui and the oth ers?” he forced out.

“They’re help ing Dr. Sakuma,” Serika re sponded. “The clinic’s

clos ing for to day, so they went down stairs to clean.”

“I... I see.” Upon hear ing that, Takuru’s com plex ion slightly re‐ 

turned to him. At the time, I knew his con di tion was likely be cause of

the phone call he had just made, but I still had no idea who he had

been speak ing with. “Onoe, take care of Ku rusu. Don’t leave her side

for a sec ond. No mat ter what.”

“Huh? Oh, okay!” she replied in con fu sion.

“Takuru? If some thing hap pened, tell me—”
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But be fore I could ��n ish, Takuru in ter rupted me. “I will in a bit.

I’m count ing on you, Onoe.”

“Okay!”

With out ex plain ing any fur ther, Takuru gave us all those spe ci��c

in struc tions, then headed straight down stairs.

“What do you think’s up with Taku?” Serika asked me.

“No idea...” As Serika and I brie��y shared in our con fu sion, I

heard foot steps run ning around the dor mi tory; Takuru was call ing

Yui’s name in a panic.

Did some thing hap pen to her? I thought, worry im me di ately

build ing within me; be fore I knew it, Serika and I were al ready head ing

down stairs. When we ar rived on the ��rst ��oor, we found Takuru—act‐ 

ing sig ni� � cantly more quiet than be fore—call ing some one on the

phone.

“What’s go ing on?” I asked him, con cerned.

“Well...” Uki-chan be gan. Ac cord ing to her, Yui had left the dor‐ 

mi tory and gone out side with Itou-kun ac com pa ny ing her; ap par ently

he had ar rived while Serika and I were up stairs.

“You’re say ing the two of them are to gether?” I ques tioned.

Where on earth would they go now of all times?

Serika’s ques tion was the same as my own. “Where did they go?”

she asked.

“Hello? Itou?” Takuru said into the re ceiver.

The call went through with out a hitch; in other words, Takuru’s

wor ries had been com pletely un fou—
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■ Tachibana Yui

Yuu and I lost ev ery one in the earth quake. On the day it hap‐ 

pened, we got sep a rated, and some thing re ally aw ful hap pened to both

of us. Af ter that, I be came scared of men, and Yuu be came scared of be‐ 

ing alone and the dark. We found each other again when a bunch of

po lice o� �� cers and ��re ��ght ers saved us, and, as soon as he could, Yuu

grabbed my hand with out say ing a word. ...Ac tu ally, it might’ve been

be cause I’d reached out for his hand, not be cause he’d reached out for

mine. He was cry ing. But I was cry ing too.

From that day for ward, the two of us have never let go of each

other’s hands. We’re sib lings, and we’re all we have left—Mom and

Dad were gone, and we have no other fam ily mem bers. With nowhere

else to go, we were sent to Aoba Dorm—a place that takes in kids like

us.

It had been a lit tle over a month since the earth quake in No vem‐ 

ber, but that day still gave me night mares all the time, which made it

re ally hard for me to sleep.

“Well, this is the place,” said a large old man, hid ing his shy ness

with a smile. “I know, it’s not ex actly the ritz, but it shouldn’t be the

worst thing in the world.”

I’m scared of men, but for some rea son, I was okay around him.

He felt like a big teddy bear more than any thing, so in my mind, he

wasn’t scary. His name was Dr. Sakuma, and he was the head of Aoba

Dorm and a doc tor at Aoba Clinic.

While it didn’t out right scare me, his loud voice did sur prise me a

lit tle. Yuu, mean while, hid be hind me in stinc tively. To us, his voice

was as big as he was.

“Dad? Would you mind be ing a lit tle qui eter? The poor things

look ter ri ��ed.”
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“O-Oh, of course. Sorry,” Dr. Sakuma said apolo get i cally. He had

been scolded by a girl in a school uni form. She looked older than me,

but she didn’t look like a high schooler, so I guessed that she was in

mid dle school. She had chest nut-col ored hair, and she was re ally pretty.

And not only was she pretty, but she had a re ally nice smile, too.

...It also looked like she would get re ally big in those places when

she got older. So un fair...

“Yuu?” I asked, notic ing how quiet he was.

“I-It’s noth ing,” he quickly said back, his face beet-red.

That silly boy... It made me happy to see some life on his face for

once, but as his big sis ter, I felt a lit tle... con ��icted.

Any way, I turned back to the girl. “Ex cuse me?”

“Yes?”

“Is Dr. Sakuma your dad?”

“Hmm... I sup pose that’s some what true,” she said, smil ing. “But

no, not quite.”

I found that a bit weird, es pe cially since she’d just called him

“Dad.”

“My name is Nono—Ku rusu Nono. Just like you two, I was taken

in by Aoba Dorm. That’s why, even though I call him my dad, our

blood doesn’t ex actly tell the same story.”

“...That ex plains a lot,” I said. A lot of things clicked into place in‐ 

side my head.

“Hey, now—don’t you go com par ing me and Nono al ready, young

lady,” Dr. Sakuma protested.

“Hehe,” she gig gled. “Well... you could call him ‘Dr. Sakuma’ or

‘Sakuma-san,’ but I think you should call him Dad too. We’ll be fam ily

from now on, af ter all.”
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“Fam ily...?” I whis pered. The thing we’d lost. For so long, it’d

only been me and Yuu. That girl had prob a bly lost her fam ily too. But,

de spite all that, she was o� �er ing us the chance to stay with her. To try

again at a fam ily.

“A-Are you sure you want us?” Yuu asked in shock.

“Of course.” Even when she saw how shocked Yuu was, the girl...

no, my new big sis ter, an swered him al most in stantly, her smile shin‐ 

ing as bright as could be.

From there, we were both taken into Aoba Dorm not as or phans,

but as fam ily. But then, just when I thought we were gonna start our

new life as a fam ily of four, an other per son ar rived—a boy a lit tle older

than me. Though, to be more spe ci��c, he didn’t come to Aoba Dorm,

but to Aoba Clinic be low Aoba Dorm. He was a pa tient there.

His name was Miyashiro Takuru. Like us, he had lost his fam ily

in the earth quake. When he ��rst came to Aoba Clinic, I was re ally

scared of him. Un like Dad, he was al most Nono’s age, which meant he

was al most the same age as those re ally scary men. But I was only

scared the ��rst time I saw him—it was hard to stay scared when he

never even opened his eyes, let alone move an inch.

He was stuck in a coma. Be cause of that, he couldn’t eat or go to

the bath room, so Nono had to take care of him. She was al ready help‐ 

ing Dad out in the clinic by then, so she did her best to take care of

Takuru-san too. She even took over the chores that needed to be done

around the house, since Dad is re ally bad at those.

That’s when I re al ized: Nono wasn’t just a big sis ter to us, but she

was a mom, too. “How can you work so hard like this?” I once asked

her. But her an swer was re ally sim ple.

“Well, I can’t leave all these things as they are, now can I?”
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It’s crazy to me that she can work so hard for some thing so sim‐ 

ple. She re ally is an amaz ing per son.

There’s also this one other amaz ing per son I wanna talk about—

though she’s not amaz ing in ex actly the same way.

“Hey, is Taku do ing okay?”

“He is, but he still hasn’t wo ken up.”

“Aww, okay...”

That con ver sa tion would hap pen al most ev ery day—that was how

of ten she came to check in on my older brother. Her name is Serika-

san, and she’s his child hood friend. Ever since she ��rst car ried Takuru-

san’s mo tion less body to Aoba Clinic, she’d been com ing back to the

clinic more of ten than even Dad’s pa tients did. She would sit by his

side, talk to him about a whole bunch of ran dom things, and oc ca sion‐ 

ally stroke his cheek.

“Taku’s my child hood friend, and I owe a lot to him.”

When I asked Serika-san about her re la tion ship with Takuru-san,

that was the an swer I got. Be fore that, I’d as sumed that there was

some thing deeper go ing on, but I was wrong. Ap par ently, on the day of

the earth quake, she’d only sur vived thanks to him. Even then, though,

com ing to the clinic ev ery day for that was re ally amaz ing to me. The

earth quake had hap pened more than a year ago at that point, and ev‐ 

ery one was try ing re ally hard to for get about it. But not her. That’s

why her com ing to visit Takuru-san so of ten with out for get ting even

once was re ally amaz ing.

Ev ery time she came over, she and Nono would get to know each

other more and more. It didn’t take long for them to be come re ally

good friends.

One day, I came down stairs to work on some chores, and Serika-

san was there. “Taku re ally isn’t wak ing up, huh?” she said sadly. Then,



221

she looked at me.

“H-Huh?” I said—I wasn’t sure what else to say.

“Hmm... I won der if this is like that equiv a lent ex change thing?”

“Equiv a lent ex change? What’s that?”

“Taku told me about it a long time ago... Umm, so it’s like... when

you swap out some thing... for some thing else that’s worth about the

same, I think,” she tried to ex plain. “Be fore the earth quake, Taku...

didn’t have a very good fam ily. But, when he wakes up, he’s gonna ��nd

a re ally cute big sis ter, an adorable lit tle sis ter, and even a lit tle brother

wait ing for him. So I guess I’m won der ing... if he’s not wak ing up be‐ 

cause that’s all re ally ex pen sive?”

A cute big sis ter, an adorable lit tle sis ter, and even a lit tle

brother... I didn’t fully un der stand what she was say ing, but when I

heard her say that, I be gan to won der what it would be like to have an

older brother in our fam ily.

Big Bro...

“Big Bro...” I didn’t mean to say it, but that nick name slipped out

of my mouth.

“Oh, whoa! That’s so good! I’m sure Taku’ll love be ing called

that!” Serika-san said ex cit edly.

“Will he re ally?”

“He will—I know it!”

I don’t know why, but, when Serika-san said that, I felt like ev ery‐ 

thing was go ing to be okay. Though, there was some thing about her...

If I had to put my ��n ger on it, I’d say that, de spite what I said ear lier

about her be ing re ally amaz ing, she’s more mys te ri ous than any thing.

Any way, a few days later, my new big brother �� nally opened his

eyes. I could never for get the look of pure joy on Nono’s face when she

saw him wake up. Serika-san was also re ally happy, and she im me di‐ 
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ately ran over to see him—but she seemed a bit sad that she hadn’t

been there when he woke up.

At ��rst, he re acted pretty badly to the nick name. “Did you re ally

just call me that...? You don’t even know me...” he said.

Sure doesn’t seem like he likes be ing called that, Serika-san... I

com plained in side my head. But it wasn’t a big deal—af ter all, he had

�� nally opened his eyes. How ever, since he’d slept for such a long time,

his body had for got ten how to move prop erly. He couldn’t move at all,

and he couldn’t get up from his bed. He couldn’t even lift a sin gle ��n‐ 

ger.

I re mem ber on the night af ter he woke up, we could hear him

cry ing out in pain all through out the dorm. It was bad enough that me

and Yuu—who share a room to gether—ran over to Nono’s room be fore

we re al ized what we were do ing. It was the ��rst time in a very long

time that I’d heard such a scary cry. It was like he was let ting out ev ery

sin gle emo tion he had in side him.

As soon as we got to her room, Nono hugged us su per tight.

Once our trem bling stopped, she spoke to us very gen tly. “That voice is

noth ing to be scared of. It’s just Miyashiro-kun... sorry, I mean,

Takuru.”

“Is he try ing to scare us?” Yuu asked with tears in his eyes.

“Not at all. Takuru is just so frus trated that he can’t help it. Even

though he’s �� nally wo ken up, he can’t move his body at all,” she ex‐ 

plained. “It’s also re ally hard for him be cause a lot changed while he

was asleep, so he’s very con fused. If it weren’t for Serika be ing here for

him—some one he’s known since be fore he went to sleep—I’m sure

he’d be pan ick ing even more.”

Ev ery one was try ing to for get about ev ery thing be fore the earth‐ 

quake, and while that was hap pen ing, Takuru woke up in the post-
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earth quake world him self for the ��rst time. Just like how Rip Van

Win kle felt when he came back af ter fall ing asleep for a re ally long time

in the moun tains, he was re ally shocked and scared when he saw how

much the world had changed while he was away... When he found out

that so many peo ple he cared about had died.

“I’m re ally sorry he’s scar ing you two, but would you be able to be

strong for me for just a lit tle bit longer? He should be able to move

again af ter some re hab... Dad said so, too. So in the mean time, I’ll keep

tak ing care of him like I have been,” Nono said.

I’m re ally not good at be ing around men, and Yuu was still afraid

of Takuru, who he saw as a com plete stranger. So that meant that, with

Dad be ing too busy with his work to take care of Takuru, Nono had to

be the one to do it.

“I’m sorry, Big Sis...” I said when I re al ized that.

“You have noth ing to apol o gize for. Takuru is a part of the fam ily

from now on, and a big sis ter al ways takes care of her lit tle brother.

You’re the one who taught me that, Yui.”

“I did?”

“I was an only child, af ter all. That means that you’re my role

model on how to be a won der ful big sis ter, and, need less to say, I have a

lot to learn,” she said with a big smile. “I need all the help I can get, so

be sure to give me some point ers, okay, Miss Yui?” Her voice was ever-

so-slightly play ful, but it still made me happy—if not a lit tle bit em‐ 

bar rassed—when she told me all that stu��.

How ever, it only took a day for it to be come pretty clear to me

that she had al ready got ten much bet ter than me when it came to be‐ 

ing a good big sis ter. Takuru was a per son with very big emo tions, and

very big mood swings to go along with them. When things didn’t go

his way, he’d get re ally frus trated and sad, and he’d take it out on ev‐ 
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ery one. Even when he wasn’t like that, though, he still talked a whole

lot. That boy’s mouth never stopped mov ing.

It al ways looked like it was re ally hard on Nono when ever she

helped him with his re hab. Back then, he couldn’t even switch sides in

bed, so he couldn’t turn onto his tummy ei ther. Feed ing him and help‐ 

ing him go to the bath room was also a lot more di� �� cult now that he

was awake—I guess it was prob a bly hard for him to ac cept that a girl

his age had to help him eat, let alone go to the bath room. Even I have

times where I get an noyed at how sel� �sh Yuu can be... but that’s just

part of be ing a fam ily. You grow up to gether, so you have to learn to

deal with the worst parts of each other. But I de� � nitely won’t ever be

able to do the things Nono did back then.

At ��rst, me and Yuu tried our best to avoid get ting too close to

Takuru. It wasn’t that he was a bad per son or any thing, but he was...

di� �� cult? We just... didn’t re ally know how to talk to him.

But one day, some thing hap pened—I think it was while me and

Yuu were wash ing the dishes. I was on wash ing duty, and Yuu was dry‐ 

ing. Just as we were start ing to get a good rhythm go ing, though, I

heard a sound.

Bang, smash, crash!

“Aah!” Yuu shouted, drop ping the plate he was hold ing. I was just

as shocked, and the sponge I was us ing ��ew out of my hands. In that

split sec ond, I some how man aged to catch the plate Yuu dropped, so

though the kitchen had turned into a city of bub bles, I man aged to

keep any dishes from break ing. If I hadn’t, we couldn’t have ��xed that

as eas ily as a few bub bles on the ��oor.

As for the noise we’d heard, it sounded like some thing had fallen

crash ing down to the ground.

“That was close!” I said, still try ing to catch my breath.
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“What was that...?” Yuu asked, strug gling to do the same. The

noise had most likely come from Takuru’s room, so we went over to it

as fast as we could. His room had a whole bunch of things in it that he

could’ve hurt him self on, so Dad and Nono told us that if any thing bad

hap pened, we should tell them im me di ately.

I peeked into the room through the half-open door.

“Big Sis...?”

“Shhhh,” I qui eted Yuu, who was stick ing close be hind me.

Nono was al ready in the room. “You �� nally moved...” she said as

she cra dled Takuru in her arms. It looked like he had fallen o�� his bed.

His head was buried in her chest, and his shoul ders were trem bling.

He’d fallen.

Out of his bed.

That meant he’d turned over in his sleep.

All on his own.

In other words... he’d man aged to move! All that work that Nono

had put in had paid o��, and he’d �� nally got ten strong enough to do it!

...No, it went even fur ther than that—Takuru had only been able to do

it be cause his new big sis ter was there to help him.

I didn’t know ex actly how to re act right then—all I knew was

that it would be a bad idea to dis turb them, so me and Yuu just stayed

by the door. Nei ther of us told each other to stay there—we just kind

of did it in stinc tu ally.

As we stood there, Yuu was reach ing to try to hold my hand.

Once I re al ized that, I grabbed his hand with both of mine and

squeezed it tight. That was di� �er ent to how I usu ally did it, which sur‐ 

prised him. “I don’t think we can stay like this, Yuu,” I said.

“In the door?”
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“No, silly... When I go up a grade, I’ll be in mid dle school, but

you’ll still be in el e men tary school. We won’t be to gether like we’ve al‐ 

ways been any more. I won’t be able to come res cue you if some one

starts bul ly ing you.”

“I... don’t think I’m ready...” he said meekly. I wasn’t sure if I was

ready ei ther. I was still re ally wor ried about him, and, hon estly, I was

just as scared as he was. Af ter all, as strong as peo ple thought I was, I

was re ly ing on Yuu just as much as he was re ly ing on me.

“I know, but... we have to take a step for ward... be cause if we

don’t, we’ll be stuck like this for ever,” I said, look ing at my two older

sib lings. As I stared at them, Yuu looked into my eyes and re al ized

what I re ally meant: We had to be like them. Al ways look ing for ward,

and al ways be liev ing that things would get bet ter. And, as his big sis‐ 

ter, I had to be some one who would al ways help him re mem ber that. I

had to be some one he could al ways look up to.

Yuu squeezed my hand tighter. The boy in side him—the boy he

was try ing re ally hard to be—was try ing his hard est to be strong.

“Uhh, did I miss some thing?! Which one of you tykes was tak ing

a bub ble bath in the kitchen?!” Dad’s care free voice sud denly came

from the kitchen—the tim ing made me a lit tle an noyed, hon estly.

“Hel loooo? Is any one theeere?!”

In the end, once he was able to move, Takuru’s re cov ery took al‐ 

most no time at all. It took about a year, but af ter that, he could move

just like nor mal again. Al though he did all of his school work in the

school nurse’s o� ��ce in stead of an ac tual class room, he was able to grad‐ 

u ate from mid dle school all the same. Then, from there, he was able to

be come a nor mal—if not a lit tle ar gu men ta tive—high schooler.

Me and Yuu also grew a lit tle: I was �� nally able to walk around

the city by my self again, and while Yuu still had trou ble with night‐ 
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time and sleep ing, he got much bet ter at spend ing time alone with out

me. We all also got to know each other bet ter, and Takuru be came a

real part of the fam ily. Af ter that, I started mid dle school at Hek iho

Acad emy, and from there, I quickly be came friends with the peo ple in

the News pa per Club that my big brother and big sis ter had started.

To gether, ev ery one in my fam ily, and all my friends... we all

walked hand in hand to ward the fu ture, fac ing for ward all the way.

◇◇◇
Oc to ber 28th

I’d al ways thought our time to gether as a fam ily would last for‐ 

ever... but af ter Takuru fought with Nono and Dad, he left Aoba Dorm,

and our re la tion ship as a fam ily changed a lit tle. In the half a year since

then, I did all of his chores.

Re cently, Nono got stabbed by a re ally bad per son, and Takuru

came back to Aoba Dorm be cause of that, but... he’d changed. It didn’t

feel like he’d come back be cause he wanted to—it even felt like he

didn’t think we were a fam ily any more. Hon estly, it was hard for me

not to feel a lit tle hurt by it...

A lit tle bit af ter that, Uki-chan, who I hadn’t seen in six years, be‐ 

came a part of our fam ily. She hadn’t changed a bit—she was and still

is just like she used to be.

Hav ing a new sis ter made me re ally, re ally happy. But then, only a

lit tle bit af ter that, I al most got at tacked by this strange lady I didn’t

know.

I’ve re ally been through a lot... So many mem o ries are ��ash ing

through my head right now.

“Big Sis! Big Sis! Where are you?! Where are you, Big Sis?!”
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It’s been a while since I last heard Yuu’s voice while not ac tu ally

be ing around him. For a re ally long time, I was able to hear his voice no

mat ter where I was, even when he was some where far away. They told

me that’s my power... but I don’t re ally hear his voice that much any‐ 

more. I think that’s be cause he’s been try ing his best not to rely on me

too much—some thing I’ve al ways known he can do. I’ve never stopped

be liev ing that he can stand on his own with out me.

I won der why it only goes one way. I just wish I could send him

one mes sage right now, just be fore the end...

I don’t have any legs to move for ward with any more, and I don’t

have any hands I can use to hold any one any more. Even my en ergy to

scream, and the fu ture I wish for so badly... they’ve all gone some where

far, far away.

The per son pushes a lit tle harder, and the dull, dull knife crushes

my throat... Just like that, all of my mem o ries fade to black.
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■ Ku rusu Nono

“I’m glad you’re okay, but why the hell did you choose now to go

gro cery shop ping?!” Takuru shouted into the phone. He was an gry, but

the re lieved look on his face was pal pa ble, which helped ease the tense

at mos phere of the room.

...But that didn’t last long.

Takuru kept call ing Yui’s name over and over while he pressed

Itou-kun for an swers. Ev ery now and then, I would hear screams com‐ 

ing from his phone, un til even tu ally, all sound abruptly stopped.

Takuru hadn’t been the one to hang up, how ever—Itou-kun had.

Takuru tried to call back again and again, but Itou-kun didn’t pick up

even once.

“T-Takuru? What hap pened to Yui?” I asked, ex tremely con‐ 

cerned now. But, even so, Takuru did not an swer. With out say ing a

word, he threw his head over the sink and vom ited. He con tin ued to

vomit for a long, long time, to the point where I was wor ried his stom‐ 

ach it self was go ing to come up next.

“...K-Ku rusu... the phone... Call Shinjo-san... now...!” sput tered

Takuru.

“Huh?” I said, con fused as can be.

“Yui’s go ing to be killed!”

With those words, all the blood drained from my body. In that

mo ment, I re al ized why Takuru was so up set. Why Yui was gone. Both

of those things co a lesced into a rev e la tion that ter ri ��ed me to my very

core.

With out wait ing for my re sponse, Takuru ��ew out side. We were

all left par a lyzed as we imag ined the worst pos si ble sce nario.

“Big Sis? What’s wrong?” Yuto’s con fused voice brought me back

to re al ity. At that point, it was noth ing more than a guess—a pre dic‐ 
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tion. In other words, we might have been able to stop it from hap pen‐ 

ing.

We can still make it in time!

“W-We need to hurry af ter Miyashiro-san...!” shouted Uki-chan.

Be fore she could run out the door, how ever, I grabbed her by the

shoul der and forced the phone that was al ready di al ing Shinjo-san into

her hand.

“Uki-chan, I need you to get a hold of Shinjo-san. Once you do, I

need you to stay here and keep your brother safe,” I told her.

“B-But...”

“I’m count ing on you, Uki-chan.”

Af ter a mo ment of un cer tainty passed, she nod ded. In that time

of cri sis, I had in stinc tively used her in abil ity to say no to oth ers—her

in nate kind ness—against her. But I knew that there was no way I

could let Uki-chan, a psy chic, go out side in those cir cum stances. If I

let her come with us, it might lead to an even greater tragedy; for some

rea son I couldn’t ex plain, I knew that to be true.

“Serika, keep a close eye on these two,” I or dered.

“G-Got it! But what about you?”

“I’m go ing to try chas ing af ter Takuru.”

“I’ll come too!”

“I’m sorry, Serika, but please just stay here! At least un til Dad

gets back!” With an amount of force that might have even been

stronger than what Takuru had shown, I burst through the emer gency

exit and rushed out side.

“Nono?! What’s go ing on?” Dad, who had gone out side to yell at

the per sis tent re porters, was block ing my way. The crowd of peo ple

were be wil dered for some rea son—Takuru had likely knocked them

aside when he’d run o��.
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“Dad, please go back in side!” I pleaded with him.

“A-All right. But what about you?” But, in stead of re spond ing to

him, I im me di ately took o�� run ning; I had no ticed a gap in the crowd

of re porters, and I guessed that Takuru had gone that way.

I ran and ran and ran. My lungs were ex plod ing, and my heart felt

like it was about to burst. Force fully swal low ing back all the pain, I

con tin ued to run with ev ery thing I had.

I just wanted it all to end—that’s why I had been pre tend ing it

was all over. Why I plas tered on a fake smile—a lie—right over the top

of the lies upon lies that I was telling ev ery sin gle day. The lies I was

telling both to my self, and to ev ery one I cared about. The lie that I

was.

“YUI! ITOU! WHERE ARE YOU?!”

Right then, I heard Takuru scream. He had likely taken a de tour

as he ran, as he sounded sur pris ingly close. The very mo ment I heard

him, a sin gle goal in my mind was born, light ing the path that had

been aim less only a sec ond be fore.

It was an area not far from Aoba Dorm, with many va cant houses

—a place left aban doned fol low ing Shibuya’s rapid re con struc tion, and,

be cause of that, it serves as a grim re minder of the earth quake for all

those who are try ing their best to for get it. Many avoid it for that rea‐ 

son alone, and there are many ab surd sto ries about the area, such as

venge ful spir its gath er ing, or peo ple get ting kid napped while walk ing

alone at night.

It was there that Takuru stood still as could be. And be fore him...

was Itou, whose eyes were equally... no... even more hol low.

“I-Itou-kun? What are you do ing...?” I asked as I tried to catch my

breath. I knew some thing was wrong... but when I took an other look at

the boy I was speak ing to, I re al ized ex actly what it was.
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He was com pletely cov ered in blood. His uni form, his face—

blood stained ev ery inch of his body. And... in his hand... was a knife.

Cov ered in a fright en ing amount of dark-red blood.

I have to pro tect him.

My legs in stinc tively moved be tween Takuru and Itou, and, in the

process, I stepped in a sticky pud dle of liq uid. The pud dle gave o�� a

pu trid smell, and I was im me di ately hit with a wave of nau sea.

That’s when I saw the boxes; there were mul ti ple of them, all cov‐ 

ered in beau ti ful wrap ping pa per. The pud dle... the... red... pud dle... was

com ing from the many rec tan gu lar boxes, which all neatly came to‐ 

gether to form the shape of a per son. Squares and rec tan gles cov ered

the ground, al most like the parts of a per son had been cut up, then im‐ 

me di ately wrapped up like a num ber of presents.

“Wh-What... What is this...? Takuru...?” I choked out in dis be lief.

But Takuru did not an swer. “Y-Yui... What hap pened to Yui?” My

panic grew and grew. “Tell me! Where’s Yui?!”

“Ugh... aah...!” Af ter be ing silent for so long, a weak cry �� nally

seeped from Takuru’s mouth... and then, in place of words, tears be gan

to fall down his cheeks. I wanted those tears to stop... So badly I

wanted them to stop...

Just tell me I’m wrong! Please...! I begged.

“Be care ful, Vice Pres i dent. Step on one of those boxes, and you

won’t be able to put Yui back to gether again.” With the same cheer ful‐ 

ness he al ways car ried, Itou gave me the an swer I least wanted to hear.

With just those sim ple words, he told me ex actly what was in those

boxes.

Des per ately wish ing that it was all just some sick joke, I picked

up the near est box to me. Im me di ately af ter I took hold of it, I knew
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ex actly what had been forced in side. I had held it tightly many times,

af ter all. I had felt ev ery emo tion in the world through it.

What I was look ing at... was Yui’s hand.

It wasn’t a sick joke. Nor was it an il lu sion.

It was the truth.

It was de spair.

And noth ing else re mained.

Words of sor row leaked from my mouth. “Wh... Why...? Why...?!”

“It’s all Miyashiro’s fault. He left Mi nami sawa Senri in agony, so

I’m get ting my re venge,” said Itou.

“Re venge for... Senri...?” I didn’t know what he was talk ing about.

“That’s right. It must’ve hurt even worse for her. She SUF‐ 

FERED. And even if she wanted to die from the pain of the ex per i‐ 

ments, she couldn’t. Yui-chan was lucky. She got to die quick.”

“YOU MOTH ER FUCKER!” Takuru screamed, and be fore Itou

could say any thing more, Takuru threw him self at him. How ever, this

was some thing Itou had ex pected him to do, and he sim ply aimed his

knife at Takuru’s neck as he ��ew to ward him.

If I don’t do some thing, Takuru... Takuru’s go ing to die, too...!

“AAAAAAAAAAH H H H HHH!” I screamed, fu eled en tirely by

emo tion as I dove to ward Itou.

“Ku rusu!” Takuru shouted in hor ror.

“I won’t let you kill him! I won’t let you kill Takuru!”

This is re venge for Mi nami sawa Senri? Be cause she su� �ered? Be‐ 

cause she held a grudge against Takuru be fore she died?! You won’t kill

any more of my fam ily be cause of that com plete and ut ter bull shit!

Un like with Takuru, I doubt he had ex pected me to ��y into a

rage.
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Itou and I tum bled to the ground, grap pling with each other in

the pud dle of Yui’s blood. I held on to him as tightly as I could, cling‐ 

ing to him through noth ing but sheer in stinct alone. He tried to shake

me o��, ram ming his ��st into the still-heal ing wound in my side. I cried

out in agony, but I quickly bit it back. This much pain was noth ing.

Noth ing... Even if you thrust your hand into my wound and

ripped out my or gans, it still wouldn’t be enough. No—noth ing could

ever be enough.

“YOU FUCK ING PIECE OF SHIT!” Takuru ex ploded, tack ling

Itou. To gether, the two of us man aged to vi o lently force him to the

ground; the bones in his ��n gers shat tered into pieces with a sick en ing

crack, and the knife ��ew out of his hand and onto the pave ment.

Takuru im me di ately kicked it away as far as he could, screamed at me

to get o�� of Itou, then pinned him to the ground.

The mo ment I let go of him, the pain and fa tigue came all at

once. I was hav ing so much trou ble breath ing, I couldn’t even re spond

when Takuru asked me if I was all right.

The rage and adren a line faded away, only to be re placed by sheer,

im mea sur able grief. But my grief wasn’t just over Yui’s death... My grief

in that mo ment was far greater than what I would have felt with that

alone.

“Vice Pres i dent, if you want to blame some body, blame

Miyashiro. If he hadn’t aban doned Senri back then, I never would’ve

done this,” Itou spat out. “This whole case was Miyashiro’s fault!” He

laughed and laughed as he talked, con fess ing that he had caused the

Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness, and that it had all been for

Senri’s sake.

But I knew right then.

“You’re ly ing,” I said.
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“Huh?”

“Ku rusu?” said Takuru, just as con fused.

“You’re ly ing. Ev ery thing you’re say ing is a lie, Itou-kun.” My rage

pushed away all my pain—even the agony of my stom ach wound re‐ 

open ing—and I be gan to scream out into the sky. “Who are you?! Why

did you make Itou-kun do this?! Who ever you are that’s out there

laugh ing at us, who are you?! I know you’re watch ing! Who ever did

this to my pre cious lit tle sis ter, who are you?!”

“Wh-What are you say ing, Ku rusu?!” shouted Takuru.

“Itou-kun never knew Senri! Some body just made him think he

did!”

“Huh?!” screamed Itou. “What are you talk ing about? I loved

Senri, and this is my re venge—”

That wasn’t, and could never be true. He’d loved her? No—he had

never even met her. I could only imag ine what a sav ing grace it would

have been for her if some one had ever felt so strongly for her.

He con tin ued to scream non sense about mem o ries and love, and I

con tin ued to deny ev ery sin gle lie from my po si tion as Senri’s close

friend.

“No! No! No no no! NO! NO NO NOOOO!” In a craze, Itou

screamed like a mad man, ��ail ing about in front of Takuru. Sud denly,

blood be gan to ap pear on his face—but it wasn’t from his vic tim; blood

was drip ping from his eyes. Bub bles foamed at his mouth, and his eye‐ 

balls were so swollen, they looked like they would burst from their

sock ets.

“AAAAAAH! IT HURTS! IT HURTS IT HURTS IT

HURTS!” He tore at his head ��ercely enough to draw blood, be fore

smash ing it down onto the as phalt over and over again. His skull
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cracked, and the blood that spurted from the newly gap ing wound

spurted out and splat tered all over the ground.

“S-Stop it!” screamed Takuru.

“No, Itou-kun!” I screamed in turn. Be fore he could get any fur‐ 

ther out of con trol and do the un think able, Takuru and I re strained

him; not as the cul prit, but as a vic tim, and as our friend.

“Let me go, Miyashiro! I’ll make you pay for aban don ing Senri!

Be cause I loved... Senri?! Who the hell is Senri?! Mi nami sawa Senri?

That’s right! She’s the killer! The one who went af ter Miyashiro!” Itou

con tin ued to scream in co her ently in be tween bouts of laugh ter; the lies

that had been im planted in him were try ing to kill him. He screamed

about his love for Senri while si mul ta ne ously voic ing re sent ment for

her, blamed Takuru for her death while also say ing it was his own

fault, and showed both pride and re gret at killing Yui.

Af ter laugh ing and scream ing for a lit tle while longer, he sud‐ 

denly fainted, like an ap pli ance that’d had its power source sud denly

torn from the socket. Takuru and I, who had both been hold ing him

back, sud denly found our selves dragged down to the ground by him,

his body hav ing be come dead weight.

It was like I was hav ing a night mare—no, it had to have been a

night mare. It couldn’t be pos si ble. Any mo ment now, I would wake up,

Yui and Yuto would drag me out of bed, and I would go to school to

��nd Takuru and Itou mess ing around in the clu b room. Like nor mal.

But no mat ter how many times I rubbed my eyes, the boxes Yui

had been stu��ed into didn’t dis ap pear. They wouldn’t let me look away

—to es cape into the con ve nient lie that said it was all a dream.

“Y... Yui... Yu...i...” I cried out in dis be lief. And in that mo ment... I

could no longer hold it in any more. “Waaahhh... Waaaaah! AAAAAH‐ 
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HHH!” I wailed. Tears streamed down my cheeks, and I couldn’t stop

cry ing no mat ter how hard I tried.

“Oh, Big Sis... It’s okay to let other peo ple help you, you know. If

you need some one to rely on, don’t be afraid to ask. Big Bro is more of

an adult than you think.”

When I opened my eyes and looked past my tears... for just a mo‐ 

ment, I al most thought I could see Yui smil ing at me.

◇◇◇
No vem ber 3rd

Be fore I knew it, large tears be gan to stream down my cheeks. All

I had done was ��nd a photo of Yui in the clu b room, but see ing it was

enough to make my heart feel like it would shat ter from sheer grief.

Ever since the day we lost Yui, I’ve kept search ing and search ing

for her. Ev ery night, I dream of run ning around Shibuya, and it al ways,

al ways ends with my hands grasp ing that box. Though the events that

hap pen within each dream di� �er to an ex tent, the end ing never

changes. My pre cious sis ter is killed by a dear friend of mine. Even in

my dreams, I can’t avoid that tragedy. And when I wake up, I re al ize

just how bro ken my heart truly is, and then, I wait to face the next

night.

I’m trapped in a labyrinth, with walls made from grief and re gret.

A labyrinth I can never es cape from. In all like li hood, it’s not a fate I

su� �er alone—I’m sure Dad, Takuru, Yuto, and Uki-chan are all

trapped in that same labyrinth too, never to ��nd their way into the

light again.

And... in my heart, I know I’ll con tinue wan der ing it for as long

as I live... and that the tears will never, ever stop.
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Chap ter 8 — The Pain That Comes with Reach ing the

Truth

No vem ber 1st

It’s been four days since the death of my sis ter, Tachibana Yui.

White smoke bil lowed from the cre ma tory, as cend ing higher and

higher into the sky. Grow ing whiter as it rose, I was sure its des ti na‐ 

tion was the heav ens above.

Takuru and I stood out side the fu neral hall, say ing our farewells

to Yui as we watched her cre ma tion—the free ing of her soul. We had

to en dure many things prior to that mo ment; we were ques tioned by

the po lice, an au topsy was per formed on her body, we sat through var i‐ 

ous ses sions with the fu neral com pany, and were faced with end less pa‐ 

per work is sued by the gov ern ment.

Back dur ing the af ter math of the Shibuya Earth quake, the fu ner‐ 

als had been e� �ec tively au to matic, pro ceed ing through count less peo‐ 

ple like clock work. Be fore I’d ex pe ri enced that, I had never known

what it was like to not only try to keep your self busy, but to do so with

work that made you feel so... empty. But it was be cause I had come to

know that feel ing so long ago that I was able to dis tance my self from

the real grief I was feel ing, stand ing be fore that bil low ing smoke.

All the cry ing I did would be saved for be fore I slept each night.

I turned to Takuru and be gan to speak. I told him about how I

had been so sad be fore, but now, all I could think about were the fu‐ 

neral costs and other ar range ments. “I sup pose that makes me a bit

heart less, doesn’t it?” I said.

“No, there’s no one else who can do that stu�� but you. Dad looks

so out of it these days,” Takuru tried to re as sure me. As much as I wish
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I could’ve agreed with him, though, I knew the truth: in re al ity,

Takuru had been sup port ing me through out the en tire process. In stead

of go ing back to liv ing in his RV, he had been stay ing with me at Aoba

Dorm. It was only be cause he was there that I had man aged to stay to‐ 

gether—I couldn’t have done it alone. And... even be yond that, I don’t

know if I would’ve been able to bear liv ing with out not just Yui, but

Takuru, too.

It was pos si ble that Takuru was only stay ing at Aoba Dorm be‐ 

cause he couldn’t bear liv ing alone him self. How ever, even if that was

all it was, him be ing home was more than enough. We’re a fam ily, and

that means that we al ways sup port each other when we can’t stand on

our own.

But, be cause of our im mense ex haus tion, there was one per son

who was do ing ev ery thing in her power to sup port us, too.

“Lis ten, Takuru. About Uki-chan...” I be gan.

“Huh?”

“If you don’t mind... could you start call ing her by her ��rst

name?”

Yuto had been com pletely lost af ter Yui’s death, so con fronting it

at the fu neral would’ve been too di� �� cult for him to bear; Uki-chan

knew this, so she and Dad had taken him back home early. Be fore

long, the rest of us had left, too. Once Takuru and I had parted ways

with Serika, Arimura-san, and Kazuki, I spoke to him about some thing

I had been think ing about for a long time.

Takuru had al ways called her by her last name, Ya ma zoe. That

was likely his way of set ting bound aries, and Uki-chan had al ways

called him Miyashiro-san in re turn. But I knew in my heart that Uki-

chan didn’t want there to be such a sense of dis tance be tween them.

She was happy that Dad, Yuto, and I called her by her ��rst name—it
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made her feel like she was a part of the fam ily, and I know that brought

her a great amount of joy. But I didn’t just want her to feel like she was

a part of the fam ily—I wanted her to be a part of the fam ily, in the

truest sense of the word. That was why I wanted Takuru and Uki-chan

to start call ing each other by their ��rst names.

“All right. You want me to call her Uki, not Ya ma zoe, right? ...I

can do that.” Takuru con ceded, a light smile show ing on his face.

I was sure that now, the dis tance be tween them would close in no

time. And, while I was on the topic of names, I wanted him to start

call ing me Nono again, in stead of Ku rusu. I was fully plan ning on ask‐ 

ing him to do that, but I hes i tated upon try ing to say it out loud.

“Miyashiro? Ku rusu?” Right then, our con ver sa tion was in ter‐ 

rupted by a fa mil iar face. “I’m sorry. I wanted to go to the fu neral, but I

guess I didn’t make it.” We bowed our heads to the weary man, Shinjo-

san. De spite the heavy toll his in ves ti ga tions took on him daily, he al‐ 

ways man aged to main tain a pos i tive at ti tude... but it seemed he didn’t

have the strength to do so to day. I imag ine he felt re spon si ble for Yui’s

death.

The rea son Shinjo-san hadn’t been able to make it to the fu neral

was be cause he’d had to at tend an ex am i na tion at the hos pi tal. Of

course, Shinjo-san hadn’t been the one be ing ex am ined—he was sim‐ 

ply over see ing Itou-kun’s.

Itou-kun had fallen into a coma im me di ately fol low ing the events

of that night and was trans ported straight to the hos pi tal. His brain

seemed to have un der gone an ex treme amount of swelling, which

served as proof that he had been sub jected to mind con trol by a third

party for a sig ni� � cant pe riod of time. In other words, Itou-kun hadn’t

killed Yui of his own vo li tion, let alone out of a grudge against Takuru.

“Then he’s in no cent, right?” Takuru asked Shinjo-san.
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“Right. There was some one else who was con trol ling him,” he

replied, though he ad mit ted it would be un be liev ably di� �� cult to prove

that, how ever.

While Shinjo-san might have been aware of the ex is tence of Gi ga‐ 

lo ma ni acs and psy chics, get ting the other mem bers of the law—the

pros e cu tion and the jury—to ac cept such things would be a tremen‐ 

dous chal lenge. This case had gone well be yond the realms of com mon

sense and the law.

More over, in crim i nat ing ev i dence kept on ap pear ing around Itou-

kun. To be gin, late in the night be fore the cul ture fes ti val, Itou-kun

had re ceived a threat en ing phone call from Takuru’s lost phone. This

silent call—the same one which had driven Takuru into a frenzy and

caused him to start act ing reck lessly—was some thing Itou-kun had

done him self us ing an app.

Af ter that, a chat log was found on his com puter con tain ing mes‐ 

sages re lated to the case, as well as con spir acy to spy on and even kill

Takuru. How ever, the mes sages had no re cip i ent—Itou-kun, hav ing

lost his mind, had been run ning the con ver sa tion en tirely by him self

each and ev ery ses sion. Thus, the log showed that he had held both the

in tent to kill, and the mo tive to do so. Even from my own am a teur un‐ 

der stand ing of the law, it was clear that Itou-kun didn’t stand a chance

at avoid ing a guilty ver dict.

Al most as if he was plead ing with him, Takuru started ask ing

Shinjo-san more ques tions. “But that would change if the real killer’s

caught, right? They could lessen the charges, then—”

“No! You just fo cus on pro tect ing your selves. I’ll ��nd the killer,”

Shinjo-san shouted, in ter rupt ing him.

“Find him? Where are you even go ing to start look ing?” And even

if you do ��nd the killer, what can you do against a Gi ga lo ma niac? You
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haven’t been able to do any thing so far! That’s why Yui and Itou—!”

“Takuru,” I in ter jected, stop ping him; he was go ing too far, and

Shinjo-san had been ren dered speech less. “Shinjo-san’s do ing ev ery‐ 

thing he can. It’s not right to blame him for any of this.”

De spite not un der stand ing, nor be ing ex pe ri enced with these spe‐ 

ci��c cir cum stances, Shinjo-san was try ing des per ately to do ev ery thing

in his power to un ravel the truth and prove it be yond a rea son able

doubt. He could have eas ily made any num ber of ex cuses to get out of

such a thing, and yet, he was still ��ght ing.

Our op po nent was a psy chic that wouldn’t con sider even the po‐ 

lice a de ter rent. They could eas ily tam per with the brains of Shinjo-

san’s trusted col leagues or trainees, and one day, he could ��nd him self

on the re ceiv ing end of a knife. Even a po lice man as good as him could

be in dan ger.

These ex treme cir cum stances made Shinjo-san re al ize that there

were many peo ple that he couldn’t pro tect any more. Ever since then, he

had been well aware of how pow er less he truly was. That was why he

couldn’t bring him self to be an gry when Takuru took out all of his

anger on him; he sim ply stood there with a deeply pained look on his

face.

Af ter calm ing down, Takuru saw Shinjo-san’s face and quickly re‐ 

al ized that he had in deed gone too far. “I’m sorry... I didn’t mean...”

“No, you’re ab so lutely right. I still don’t know how to apol o gize

to all of you. But please... don’t put your lives in dan ger. Es pe cially you,

Miyashiro. If you’re think ing about do ing some thing on No vem ber

4th...”

“No vem ber 4th?” I quickly asked; I didn’t have a clue why a date

that was three days away was sud denly be ing brought up.
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“The day of the last New Gen er a tion Mad ness in ci dent. That

means that the killer will do some thing on that day,” Takuru said, his

eyes turn ing se ri ous. He was go ing to avenge Yui and Itou-kun; while

that didn’t show through in his words, he could not hide his clear re‐ 

solve. How ever, him putting his life in dan ger wasn’t even the worst

thing that could hap pen in this sit u a tion—as he was now, he might

even use his own life as bait to lure out the true cul prit. He was a psy‐ 

chic, af ter all, and that was what the New Gen killer was tar get ing.

Shinjo-san had also no ticed Takuru’s re solve. He had been try ing

des per ately to keep him from do ing any thing ir ra tional, but he was too

late—Takuru had made up his mind, and now, he re fused to say an‐ 

other word.

“Ku rusu?” said Shinjo-san.

“Yes?”

“It looks like he’s not go ing to lis ten to me. Can you keep an eye

on him and make sure he doesn’t do any thing? I don’t want any more

vic tims...”

“If you want to shoot the gen eral, ��rst shoot the horse.” That old

proverb came to mind as I pon dered what he had said. He was re mark‐ 

ably com posed; Takuru, mean while... well, I imag ine even I looked

more calm than that stub born boy did.

“I un der stand. I’ll watch Takuru un til the end of No vem ber 4th

and make sure he doesn’t do any thing dan ger ous,” I told Shinjo-san,

giv ing him a nod and a bow. And with that, I be gan to walk away, leav‐ 

ing the de tec tive be hind. Even if it was only slight, he looked re lieved

upon hear ing my words.

De spite look ing a bit con fused, Takuru soon fol lowed af ter me. As

I walked with him, I won dered if he had no ticed my strange word ing

be fore. I had said that I would make sure Takuru didn’t do any thing
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dan ger ous, and that was a prom ise that I in tended to keep—I would

have done so even with out the de tec tive telling me to. His other wish,

how ever... I didn’t know if I would be able to grant that.

His wish that no more peo ple would die.

I in formed Takuru that I would be busy with stu dent coun cil du‐ 

ties for the rest of the day, and then I told Kawa hara-kun that I would

be un able to take time away from my house hold du ties. Be fore I knew

it, I had be come a mas ter of du plic ity. That be ing said, I still at tended

my usual classes, and spent lunch do ing my stu dent coun cil du ties to

the brink of ex haus tion.

Now that I had done my best to pre vent any in ter rup tions, I was

ready to do what I had to do. Af ter ig nor ing the mass me dia gath ered

out side and re turn ing to Aoba Dorm, I asked Uki-chan to take care of

the house hold chores, then made my way to the clinic.

Yuto was ly ing on the clinic bed. He was do ing a lot bet ter than

he was when the in ci dent had hap pened, but he still hadn’t com pletely

re cov ered. His fa cial ex pres sions and re sponses when other peo ple

spoke to him were es pe cially lan guid.

Care ful not to wake him from his med i cally as sisted slum ber, I

stood be fore the com puter Dad al ways used for work. It was the only

one I could freely use that was con nected to the in ter net.

I typed “Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness” into the search

bar and hit en ter. News and ag gre ga tor sites lined the re sults. Us ing

these re sources, a right-sider would sift through this dis or ga nized in‐ 

for ma tion, choose what and what not to be lieve, and, us ing their own

judg ment, make the best pos si ble de ci sion. That was what Takuru al‐ 

ways said, and to day, I had to be on the right side of the in for ma tion

di vide.
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I took out the note book I had just bought. The white pages were

al ready cov ered from top to bot tom in words; this pri mar ily in volved

records of the in ci dents I had gath ered from var i ous news pa pers, but I

had also writ ten down as much of the data as I could re mem ber from

the News pa per Club map.

As I sur veyed all the data I had, I found my self re gret ting keep ing

my dis tance from the ini tial in ci dents, as I had very lit tle mem ory of

them. Be cause of that, I had no choice but to learn ev ery thing about

them from scratch, pur su ing them with all I had.

To be gin, I started re search ing the ini tial in ci dent, the “Don’t

Look” case. I be gan by play ing the livestream of the vic tim, Ootani Yu‐ 

uma’s death—though, to be more spe ci��c, it was only a video record‐ 

ing. The orig i nal record ing had been taken down, but a copy of it had

gone on to be re posted again and again with out end.

“Don’t go click ing links willy-nilly. Do you want to get a virus?”

I re mem bered Takuru’s warn ing from long ago, and a smile found

its way onto my face. Even if I my self didn’t care, the com puter was go‐ 

ing to be used for a long time af ter me, so I knew I ought to be mind‐ 

ful of viruses.

I knew that Takuru was con tin u ing to pur sue the in ci dents. How‐ 

ever, it was no longer cu rios ity or fear that drove him now, but a ��erce

de sire for vengeance. A de sire to avenge the death of Yui, and the mu ti‐ 

la tion of Itou-kun. These de sires pooled to gether with his feel ings of

re spon si bil ity, and with them urg ing him for ward, he was fully pre‐ 

pared to act as bait. But I would never let that hap pen. I would be the

one to set tle this.

As I sat be fore that com puter, I knew I was �� nally ready to face

the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness, which had en dan gered
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my friends, and my pre cious fam ily—the string of in ci dents that had

stolen so much from me.

For the ��rst time in my life, I would face it head-on.

◇◇◇
Sens ing some one’s gaze, I sud denly awoke from my slum ber. As I

sifted through my foggy con scious ness, it felt al most as if I had con tin‐ 

ued pur su ing the cases even in my very dreams. Al though I sup pose I

was still half-asleep.

With sleepy eyes, I looked over the notes I had taken.

In ci dent 2: Why didn’t the vic tim put on makeup for her last

street per for mance? → The mind con troller is male? He didn’t

con sider that a girl would need to put on makeup?

Senri’s ID → No one but me knew that I buried it un der the

memo rial in re mem brance of her → The killer had to read my

mind to dig it up? → The killer(s) can read minds? → Which

means there are two killers, one who can read minds and one

who can con trol minds? Sup ports Takuru’s ‘mul ti ple killers’

the ory.

Thank good ness... I thought to my self. I had man aged to prop erly

note down what I still needed to ��nd the an swers to, as well as the

con clu sions I hadn’t reached in my dreams.

While I’d been pur su ing the cases on the com puter, I had ac ci‐ 

den tally fallen asleep; in my dreams, time it self had re wound, and I’d

found my self do ing the ex act same re search I had al ready been do ing in

the wak ing world. It was al most like some kind of delu sion ary time

leap.

But... if I re ally could turn back time, I’d rather go back to be fore

the Re turn of New Gen even hap pened. That way, I might even be able
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to save Yui...

“Oh...”

I turned around to the sound of a fa mil iar voice, only to ��nd

Takuru with a blan ket in hand. He must’ve seen me asleep at the clinic

PC and was bring ing over a blan ket for me. Tak ing a closer look, I saw

Yuto awake and look ing at me as well.

I must have slept for longer than I thought...

“Oh no, did I fall asleep? Than—” That’s when I re al ized Takuru’s

gaze was not di rected at me, but at the com puter screen. My drowsi‐ 

ness van ished in an in stant; the Don’t Look video was still on the

screen. I hur riedly reached to try and turn o�� the mon i tor, but

Takuru’s hand stopped me.

“What are you do ing, Takuru?” I asked, pan ick ing.

“That’s what I should be ask ing you,” he re sponded. I tried to re‐ 

sist, but Takuru re fused to budge; his grip re mained strong. That was

the op po site of how our in ter ac tions would typ i cally go. I re mem bered

what I usu ally did in these sit u a tions and im me di ately glared back at

him, but he didn’t even ��inch—he sim ply con tin ued to glare at me

sharply.

Only when Yuto turned away and went to leave the room did I ��‐ 

nally give in. “I’m... sorry. Just let me go...”

Takuru roughly let go of me, but he still didn’t look the least bit

sat is ��ed. “You’re... You’re not think ing of ��nd ing the real killer on your

own, are you? And you’re try ing to keep the rest of us out of it too?” he

ac cused.

“Th-That’s...” I stam mered.

“You’d get mad if I did that, but you’re al lowed to? Is that what

this is?” It felt like our usual po si tions had been com pletely re versed:

Takuru had al ways been the one pur su ing the in ci dents, and I, the one
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who scolded him for it. It hadn’t been all that long ago when things

were like that.

“What if the killer comes af ter you, and you end up like Yui? I

don’t want that to hap pen...” he said sadly.

Though his words were harsh, above all else, Takuru was wor ried

about me. If I had tried to keep de ceiv ing him there, he might have

used more force ful meth ods to keep me away. I don’t know what ex‐ 

actly that might have en tailed, but I doubt it would have been any thing

good.

So, I spoke. “Re mem ber what you said be fore? That it was like

the case was pur su ing you now?”

“Yeah?” he re sponded, per plexed.

“It’s the same for me. Ever since I learned that Senri was in volved,

she’s been pur su ing me.”

“Huh?”

He was very con fused, though that was only un der stand able. My

lie that Arimura-san ex posed, as well as an im pos tor ex ist ing... there’s a

lot about Senri that would be con fus ing for him. Takuru—and ev ery‐ 

one else for that mat ter—is likely un der the as sump tion that I’ve told

them all I know about Senri, but they’re wrong. There’s still many

things I’m hid ing about her... and those se crets are threat en ing to

crush me.

“Senri died in the earth quake—I know that for a fact. And yet,

some how, it feels like she’s still pur su ing me. I don’t know quite how

to de scribe it, but... it’s her ghost,” I tried to ar tic u late. His mouth

hung open, dumb founded—though I sup pose that was only nat u ral.

No mat ter how many strange things—such as psy chics—have ap‐ 

peared over the course of this case, even I would be taken aback if

some one at tempted to sud denly bring up ghosts. Even so, I couldn’t
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think of any other way to de scribe what had been chas ing af ter me for

so long.

I was be ing pur sued by some thing that should have been buried a

long, long time ago.

“I see... Even af ter ev ery thing, there’s still so much you won’t tell

me... Noth ing’s changed, huh, Ku rusu?”

His words cut deep, caus ing my chest to ache. I lacked the

courage to ex plain what I’d meant by “ghost”—it was an ex cuse to

cover up the truth, and he knew that.

The sad ness of the day when Takuru had stopped call ing me

Nono joined with the sad ness I was feel ing now, pool ing to gether into

a deep sor row.

“K-Ku rusu, no. I didn’t mean that,” he stam mered.

“But...”

Takuru wasn’t wrong—quite the op po site. And yet, he still went

on to say how him be ing there at Aoba Dorm was proof of the trust he

had in me. He was do ing his best not to hurt me. I was grate ful to him

for be ing so con sid er ate... but it just made my heart ache all the more.

Be fore I knew it, I was sink ing down onto the bed where Yuto

had been just mo ments prior. “Some day...” I be gan.

“Huh?”

“Some day, I’m go ing to tell you all the things that I haven’t been

able to say. It might make you hate me again, but... I still have to say it.

...When that time comes, will you let me say ev ery thing I need to?” I

mus tered up ev ery ounce of the courage I still held to ask that ques tion

—to make that prom ise to Takuru.

“...Yeah,” he said softly.

“Thank you.”
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It’s not just a sim ple “might”... When I tell him the truth, I

know... I know that Takuru will...

Even in the face of it all, I some how man aged to smile... but I’m

sure it was an in cred i bly frail one.

◇◇◇
No vem ber 3rd

Day break ar rived on No vem ber 3rd. Only one day re mained un til

the time limit was up; to day was the last day I had to ��nd the cul prit,

or else Arimura-san, Uki-chan, Takuru, or even...

...Re gard less, some one close to me could very well be killed.

Shinjo-san was nat u rally on high alert, and, to make sure that what

had hap pened last time didn’t hap pen again, Arimura-san was go ing to

come to Aoba Dorm for pro tec tion once night fell. Takuru had been

gone since ear lier in the day; I had lit tle doubt he was still pur su ing

the case some where. And I was no di� �er ent.

Af ter I’d made that prom ise yes ter day, we talked about many

things. About the day Takuru woke up. About how we were a fam ily.

“So please... don’t do this. Don’t try to ��nd the killer on your

own. If some thing hap pened to you... If what hap pened to Yui hap‐ 

pened to you...” Takuru choked out.

“Then you prom ise me too, Takuru. Prom ise me you won’t leave

me be hind. That you won’t dis ap pear on me,” I choked out in turn.

As the two of us cried, we made those prom ises to each other.

And yet, even af ter all that we said, I found my self sit ting in front of

the com puter once again, pur su ing the very case I had promised to

aban don. In all like li hood, Takuru was pur su ing it as well.

We’d bro ken our prom ises not be cause we didn’t care for each

other... but be cause we wanted to stop each other. Nei ther of us wanted
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the other to meet an aw ful fate. A truly cruel con tra dic tion.

Do ing ev ery thing I could to re strain my guilty con science, I re‐ 

viewed each and ev ery one of the in ci dents, and came to a num ber of

con clu sions.

1. The Re turn of the New Gen Mad ness is far from in dis crim i nate

—it tar gets us speci� � cally. Takuru in par tic u lar found him self

spon ta neously dragged into the in ci dents the mo ment he

stepped onto the play ing ��eld. Their goal can’t be to pur sue and

kill him, how ever—they could have done so weeks ago, be fore

we even be gan to catch on to what was go ing on.

2. De spite the fact that they have the power to ma nip u late oth ers

—to deeply in ��u ence thoughts—the cul prit isn’t com mit ting

per fect crimes. For ex am ple, they could have eas ily used Kawa‐ 

hara-kun, a per son who ac tu ally knew Senri, in stead of Itou-kun

in or der to make the vengeance story more be liev able.

3. The true cul prit has to be some one I’ve met be fore. I vaguely

sus pected this back when Haida Riko was found to have Senri’s

ID. I buried that ID my self, af ter all, and all of Senri’s fam ily

died in the earth quake. Not even Kawa hara-kun knows that I

did that—I’m the only one who does. Gain ing knowl edge of

those two se crets would re quire some form of telepa thy—like

Kakita-san’s abil ity—and, more im por tantly, the cul prit would

have had to make con tact with me.

How ever, that was as far as my de duc tions led me; pin ning down

the cul prit would be im pos si ble with only those few clues. In times

such as these, it’s vi tal to go back to the ba sics and think ev ery thing

through once more. So, I went to re play the Don’t Look video once

more, but be fore I did, I plugged in some head phones and placed them
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on my head. The sounds were aw fully un pleas ant, and I didn’t want to

wake up Yuto, who was sleep ing right be hind me.

But then, right when I hit play, the head phones blasted out sound

at a tremen dously high vol ume.

“Agh!”

I hur riedly yanked them o�� of one ear and quickly looked for the

vol ume key. In my drowsi ness, I found my self care lessly hit ting the

wrong key, and the vol ume seemed to rise to the max i mum. At the rate

I was go ing, I would per ma nently dam age my eardrums and wake up

Yuto.

Squish, squish.

Just as I lo cated the but ton and was about to lower the vol ume,

how ever, I heard a fa mil iar, al most car toon ish-sound ing noise. I looked

around to see if she had just come into the room I was in, but there

was no body there but my self.

With a trem bling hand, I clicked the mouse, and re played the sec‐ 

tion where I had heard the sound.

Squish, squish.

Click.

Squish, squish.

Click!

I clicked the mouse harder and harder each time I re played it, but

no mat ter how many times I did so, I heard that same sound from my

head phones—from the scene of Ootani Yu uma’s mur der. Dur ing the

mo ment of si lence when he left the cam era’s view, I could hear it com‐ 

ing from some where in the room.

The mo ment I knew I couldn’t pos si bly be mis taken any more, a

��erce rage came over me. But it was not a rage that was di rected at any‐ 
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one else—no, I was fu ri ous at my self for even com ing up with such an

idea.

I shot up from my chair. “This is a mis take... It can’t be true...” I

said in de spair.

“Eek!”

A frail shriek came from be hind me, and I quickly turned around

to see Uki-chan hold ing a vac uum cleaner. She looked ter ri ��ed.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. Some thing just sur prised

me, that’s all,” I said, fran ti cally try ing to act nor mal and sit ting back

down as if noth ing had hap pened.

“O-Oh...” Uki-chan seemed un con vinced, but even tu ally re turned

to her chores. Af ter con ��rm ing she had left, I went back to lis ten ing to

the video. I lis tened to it over and over again, but the damn ing sound

re fused to dis ap pear. It could never have been so easy.

When I ap plied ev ery thing that I’d learned so far about the case,

ev ery thing clicked into place. As much as I didn’t want it to be true... I

had, to my de spair, solved ev ery thing.

“Huh? Was I squeez ing it again? My bad!”

The iden tity of that car toon ish sound was the squeez ing of a

worn-out plush toy—a Gero Froggy cell phone strap. Wher ever she

went, she would sub con sciously squeeze it, and she would only re al ize

she was do ing it af ter we told her. It was a con stant habit of hers.

“Huh? Makeup...? I dunno, I don’t think I’m a real good ��t for

that stu��... But if you re ally want me to, Non-chan, I guess I can give it

a shot...”

She hadn’t re ally both ered with makeup un til I’d ��rst spo ken to

her about it, and even af ter that, she’d never got ten too into it.

The one who had killed Takayanagi Momone didn’t pay at ten tion

to her makeup.
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“I dunno. I passed by Gen-san near 107, and he told me some‐ 

thing was up here.”

The one who had called Takuru over to the scene of the Re volv ing

Dead was her.

“Well, uh, me and Shin-chan just barely missed Watabe-san, so

we didn’t see the part where he threw up all those Sumo Stick ers...”

Along with Itou-kun, the one who had gone to call Watabe To‐ 

moaki when he was late for the in ter view... was her.

“No ��ght ing, Non-chan! That goes for you too, Taku! The motto

of the News pa per Club is that all ��ve of us are friends, isn’t it?”

She had al ways been close enough to me to read my thoughts.

She could have eas ily made con tact with Itou-kun, and no body

would’ve sus pected a thing. Af ter all, ev ery one in the News pa per Club,

my self in cluded, loved her to death.

Don’t Look, Au dio Bleed, Re volv ing Dead, Sumor bidly Obese,

Spitroasted, and Mi nor In dis cre tion. It all ��t. I had man aged to con‐ 

nect all the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness in ci dents that had

hap pened thus far.

Come to think of it, she had al ways ap peared just when Takuru

was about to stop in ves ti gat ing some thing. For ex am ple, when he and I

had fought in front of the love ho tel, she had been the one to tell us to

get along, be fore en cour ag ing Takuru to go into the build ing. It had all

been in or der to shut me up.

Even though I’d been so des per ately hunt ing for the truth only

mo ments prior, I found my self try ing just as des per ately to deny the

truth I had reached. Yet, the more I thought about it, the more con‐ 

vinced I be came... and be fore long, the in no cent, care free girl I knew...

had trans formed into a hor ri fy ing mon ster.
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Ever since we’d ��rst met, there had al ways been one doubt in

mind—one that was my great est doubt of all. And when that doubt of

mine resur faced in my mind be fore that com puter screen, my con vic‐ 

tion against her �� nally so lid i ��ed.

Eight years ago, Takuru had wit nessed Senri be ing ex per i mented

on in the base ment of AH Gen eral Hos pi tal. He also said that she, too,

had wit nessed it, and she her self at tested to that. But I knew all too

well. The only one who had seen Senri that day was a lone, lit tle boy.

No body had been with him; he had come to the base ment alone.

When she said that, I had sim ply as sumed that one of us was

mis taken. I would tell my self that end lessly, re fus ing to pur sue it any

fur ther than that. I didn’t want to doubt the girl I love so much. My

best friend.

But that had been, with out a doubt, the big gest mis take of my

life.

Who are you, Serika...?

Onoe Serika. Takuru’s child hood friend. My best friend. A mem‐ 

ber of the News pa per Club. In that mo ment, I knew... that the friend I

had trusted un til only yes ter day—no, un til only a few mo ments prior

—was an un fath omable mon ster.
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Chap ter 9 — Her Truth

■ Onoe Serika

Sep tem ber 1st

To day, Miyashiro Takuru left school in a hurry in or der to deal

with some pa per work re gard ing his RV. Ku rusu Nono was out per‐ 

form ing her stu dent coun cil du ties, and af ter she was done with that,

she planned to head home. Em pire Sweeper On line 2 was un der go ing

main te nance, so Kazuki Hana had no rea son to come to the clu b room.

All told, the only per son in the News pa per Club room was Itou Shinji,

who ig no rantly be lieved that the oth ers were go ing to come. I alone

had been given the mes sage that club ac tiv i ties wouldn’t be hap pen ing

to day, and as such, he’d had no way of know ing that.

“Man, and here I thought I’d been aban doned. Hey Onoe, you

know where Takuru and the oth ers are?” he asked me when I ar rived.

He spoke to me like he wished that any one other than me would’ve

come in.

“Hmm, I dunno. I won der where they ran o�� to,” I replied, walk‐ 

ing up to him. He was slouched down in a chair, so I nat u rally found

my self look ing down on him from above.

“Wish they’d at least tell us if they were gonna skip out. Like,

what are we, chopped liver?” he joked. “But, eh, it’s not like I don’t get

it. Ever since Miyashiro left home, he and the vice pres i dent have been

weirdly dis tant. Did you no tice that? I bet they’re ��ght ing.”

“Hmm, I sure hope not. It would be re ally nice if Taku and Non-

chan got along, I think.” As I said that, I took out my phone as if

some one were call ing me. But, in stead of tak ing a call, I pulled up a

pic ture and im me di ately thrust it be fore the boy.
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“Hm? What’s this?” he said as he looked at it. “Oh, wow...” In all

like li hood, he was just sur prised that Miyashiro had once looked like

that.

The pic ture I showed him was a group photo of ev ery one in Aoba

Dorm from back when Miyashiro Takuru had still been liv ing there.

De spite the hope less ��lth min gling with him, he had the big gest smile

on his face. In con trast to that smile, I cast o�� the harm less one I had

been wear ing un til that very mo ment, and twisted the edges of my

mouth into a wide smile. ...No, it was no smile—it was a nasty grin.

“Kill this one,” I said, tap ping the photo with my ��n ger tip. Itou

Shinji’s tar get was Tachibana Yui; when the 28th of Oc to ber ar rived, I

would have him slaugh ter her.

He looked back and forth be tween me and the photo again and

again.

“You’re jok ing, right? That’s in sane!”

Though he didn’t say those words aloud, those thoughts moved

through his mind all the same. And that was no as sump tion, nor a pre‐ 

dic tion—I can read the thoughts of oth ers.

My sneer grew nas tier. Itou Shinji looked at me in shock, but said

noth ing. He was too scared—ter ri ��ed that he was see ing the other side

of me.

“Aaaaahhh!” Hav ing reached his limit, he fell down from his

chair, and tried des per ately to es cape the room. Un for tu nately for him,

my ac com plice was wait ing for him.

And in that mo ment, the last re main ing thread of his san ity

snapped.

◇◇◇
Sep tem ber 7th



258

To day was the day that kicked o�� ev ery thing. With my ac tions, a

string of in ci dents that would not be out done by the New Gen er a tion

Mad ness would be gin. Nat u rally, if the mad ness of six years past was

go ing to re turn, it would need stakes, in trigue—and thus re quired

many con di tions to be ful ��lled. Mak ing the mur ders hap pen on the

same dates was par for the course.

The apart ment build ing where the ��rst vic tim lived had an auto-

lock ing sys tem, so I had a ran dom ten ant open the door from the in‐ 

side. Once that was done, we en tered the build ing, and, with noth ing

else to get in our way, ar rived at our des ti na tion.

Knock, knock knock, knock...

“Ootani-san, it’s me. Sorry to come by so sud denly,” I said, us ing

a sim i lar voice to the one Onoe Serika uses when ever she’s with

Miyashiro Takuru. I had never met the man in side the apart ment in

my life, but that voice is more de sir able to oth ers than my nor mal,

emo tion less voice.

The man gave a dis mis sive re sponse, but I ig nored it; I just kept

on knock ing and talk ing through the door, and I wasn’t go ing to stop

un til he �� nally re lented and opened the door for us.

A few mo ments later, I sensed him ap proach ing the door.

Just one more push.

“It’s me. Sorry to bother you when it’s this late,” I said to him.

“Right, right. I’ll open it now. Who is it?” As he said that, the

door be gan to open, and Ootani Yu uma’s face peeked through.

“It’s me. Don’t you re mem ber?” I said.

He knit ted his brow, ex am in ing us with sus pi cion. But of course

he would do that—he had no rea son to re mem ber us. That was the

��rst time we’d met, af ter all.
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“Who are you guys—” Sud denly, the power of the ar ti �� cial sword

ac ti vated, cut ting his words short. His hands then shot up to grab his

tem ples, and he im me di ately col lapsed on the spot.

Over writ ing mem o ries has a di rect e� �ect on the brain. Haida

Riko, Watabe To moaki, and Itou Shinji—who all now con sider ev ery‐ 

thing around them per fectly nor mal—su� �ered like that at ��rst.

Though, un like with them, our plan only in volved mind con trol ling

Ootani Yu uma once.

“Ootani-san, are you feel ing okay?” Feign ing con cern, I peered

into the groan ing man’s face.

“Y-Yeah. I’m ��ne. This just hap pens some times lately,” he re‐ 

sponded.

“Over work, per haps? You've been so busy lately... You shouldn’t

push your self so hard.”

“You’re al ways such a wor rier. I’m ��ne. Come in.” In Ootani’s Yu‐ 

uma’s mind, from that mo ment on, we were old friends. Led in by him,

I en tered the room. “Oh, right. It was nice of you to come by, but I’m

stream ing,” he said.

“Oh, don’t worry about us,” I replied.

Tak ing hold of the kitchen knife, he be gan to cut o�� his right

arm; in his eyes, his arm ap peared like a block of cheese. When it

reached the bone, he tried to draw it back and forth like a saw, be came

ir ri tated with how it re fused to cut, then tried hit ting it with the blade

over and over again. Even in that mo ment, it still looked like cheese to

him. Ob vi ously, he did not feel pain.

Fid dling with my Gero Froggy strap, I watched over the piti ful

man as he grap pled with his bloody arm.

“God damn it!” he shouted in frus tra tion, still un able to cut

through it prop erly.
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“Let me help you,” I said as I ap proached him. At the rate it was

go ing, it was go ing to in ter fere with the livestream. To move along the

process, I re trieved my own spe cial ized “kitchen knife”—one I was

deeply fa mil iar with us ing—from noth ing ness, and be gan slic ing his

cheese for him. “There’s a trick to cut ting it.”

It wasn’t about sim ply ap ply ing more force—it was a mul ti step

process. You had to saw through the ��esh, break the bones with a great

deal of force, then slice through the ten der joints. This was some thing

you only learned by do ing it many, many times, and, for tu nately, I

knew the trick.

“It sounds like your work is go ing well,” I said, pre tend ing to be a

friend en gag ing in small talk with him. In re sponse, he be gan to talk

about his dreams and as pi ra tions, even go ing be yond what I al ready

knew. He di vulged even more than he had ever said on his Niconiya

Live broad casts; it seemed that when he was speak ing to some one he

trusted rather than the masses, he was far more will ing to talk about

him self. In that con ver sa tion, I heard his true thoughts and feel ings.

Un for tu nately for him, the trust he felt to ward me was noth ing more

than the prod uct of a delu sion.

“And... done,” I said upon com ple tion.

“Sorry to make you help like that.” With those words, Ootani Yu‐ 

uma piled his man gled arm onto a plate, and headed over to what

served as his work place, as well as his own per sonal stage: his com‐ 

puter. He was un likely to be in any pain quite yet, but if any thing ob‐ 

structed his bi o log i cal func tion, the e� �ects of the mind con trol would

be cut o��. But, judg ing from the blood loss, he was only go ing to last a

few min utes any way, so that shouldn’t be much of an is sue.

“So sorry! I bought this cheese on sale and it’s just so in cred i bly

hard.” Re turn ing to his ab sur dist fa cade, Ootani Yu uma re sumed
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stream ing. Af ter say ing a word or two, he placed a hunk of ��esh he’d

re ferred to as “cheese” into his mouth, and the sea of agony be gan. He

died only a few mo ments later, per haps even of shock rather than blood

loss.

Af ter let ting the pub lic bear wit ness to his death through the

cam era, Ootani Yu uma ful ��lled his role, and quickly stopped mov ing.

Be ing care ful not to make a sound, I headed to ward the door.

“Good bye,” I said to the corpse. Leav ing be hind what seemed to

be noth ing more than a rou tine per for mance for us, we ex ited the

room. Then, we de parted from the apart ment build ing; deal ing with

the auto lock was as easy as when we had come in.

“Well, well, that went just swim mingly,” my ac com plice said

cheer ily. He had been with me the en tire time, watch ing over Ootani

Yu uma’s death just like I had.

De spite his age, he car ried a strange piece of ma chin ery on his

back, to gether with a car toon ishly large sword that felt as if it had been

ripped out of some ridicu lous comic book. My plan re quired him to

carry around all of that—or, more speci� � cally, it re quired the ma chin‐ 

ery that made mind con trol pos si ble.

“It’s a livestream. I bet that in ter net-ob sessed poindex ter is re ally

gonna get the ball rolling here. Oh, but we gotta kill at least one more.

Oth er wise this’ll end up be ing pretty bor ing.” Sakuma Wataru, for mer

Gi ga lo ma niac re searcher and cur rent head of Aoba Clinic, spoke ex cit‐ 

edly about the plans we had in place for that mo ment for ward.

Up un til six years ago, Sakuma had worked in the outer rings of a

pow er ful or ga ni za tion known as “The Com mit tee.” How ever, his re‐ 

search had come to an end dur ing the �� nal ex per i ment, the “Third

Melt”—re ferred to pub licly as the “Shibuya Earth quake”—where one

lone Gi ga lo ma niac had stood against the threat, crush ing all am bi tion
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that had been born from it, and thwart ing the ex per i ment in its en‐ 

tirety. Fol low ing that crit i cal fail ure, the Com mit tee had washed their

hands of Gi ga lo ma ni acs, and aban doned Sakuma’s en tire or ga ni za tion.

How ever, the man still clung to the re search that he and his col leagues

had just barely man aged to ��n ish in time.

For the sake of my plans, I’d made con tact with him, and he’d

joined me in my e� �orts. The man’s true na ture is that of a he do nist; he

co op er ated with my plan sim ply be cause it sounded fun. He de vised

grotesque ways for his vic tims to die purely be cause it sounded fun. He

didn’t even hes i tate to drag the chil dren of Aoba Dorm that adored

him as their fa ther into it—be cause it sounded fun.

If I’m be ing frank, the man is scum. But his ut ter de prav ity was a

nec es sary touch for my plan—my plan to cre ate a grotesque per for‐ 

mance wor thy enough to cap ti vate Miyashiro Takuru, and to have a

vil lain that must be de feated at the end.

The Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness that be gan with

Ootani Yu uma’s death, and will con tinue from that point on ward must

be solv able. The player will pur sue the in ci dents, get driven to the very

edge by an un fore seen en emy, su� �er hor ri ble dis grace, and then, when

all hope is seem ingly lost, de feat the �� nal boss in an un prece dented re‐ 

ver sal of for tune.

That is the plot I have pre pared for Miyashiro Takuru—a great

event to ful ��ll his heroic am bi tions. The lone young man who was

driven to the very edge by the New Gen er a tion Mad ness six years ago

and su� �ered unimag in able dis grace, yet still man aged to re store his

honor in the end... Miyashiro Takuru wishes to be a truly spe cial young

man like him. And if he de sires some thing, I have no choice but to ful‐ 

��ll it.
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I have been by Miyashiro Takuru’s side ever since he was a child.

I’m some one who has en dured an even more mis er able up bring ing than

his own, in which he was aban doned by his par ents. Some one who

knows less than him, and is al ways ever-so-ea ger to talk. Some one who

has far less courage than him, yet still holds the strength to reach out a

hand when ever he is in need. A con ve nient imag i nary friend. That is

Onoe Serika. My true na ture.

His sim ple, un re mark able imag i nary friend gained ��esh and blood

six years ago. In the earth quake, he learned that the peo ple he had pre‐ 

vi ously looked down upon were no less right than he was, and he

learned how truly pow er less he was. Driven to the very edge by this,

Takuru used his power as a Gi ga lo ma niac to turn me from delu sion

into re al ity. Un like see ing the fu ture, con trol ling emo tions, and see ing

through lies, the abil ity of a true Gi ga lo ma niac is noth ing so sim ple.

They step foot into the realm of God—they are om nipo tent.

In the end, psy chics other than Miyashiro Takuru are noth ing

more than—

“When’re we do ing the next one again?” Just be fore we parted,

Sakuma asked me a fool ish ques tion, in ter rupt ing my thoughts.

“Sep tem ber 19th,” I replied.

“That’s a good while away. Gotta do my best not to miss it. When

you get old like me, your mem ory starts to slip, y’know?”

Spare me the win dow dress ing. Like you could ever for get about

any thing “fun.”

“Oh, right. There was one thing I’ve been mean ing to ask you

about,” he spoke up once again.

“What is it?”

“I know you plan to rope in Itou, Yui, and Nono, but I’m not too

sure how well that’s gonna work out for you. If you push that kid too
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far with all that, he might crack.”

Sakuma was not wor ried about his sons, daugh ters, or their friend

—he sim ply was afraid of his toy break ing.

“Even though you play the role of his fos ter par ent, it’s im pres sive

to me how naïve you are. Miyashiro Takuru can sur pass any and all ob‐ 

sta cles. If any thing, not pre par ing at least this level of tragedy would be

com pletely in su� �� cient,” I ex plained coldly.

“P��t. Naïve... You’re just mad be cause the per son you’ve been

mak ing goo-goo eyes at for so long got nabbed out from un der you.”

“...What are you talk ing about?”

“All right, all right, I got it loud and clear. I’ll think of some thing

more fun for next time—some thing that’ll be more than enough to

sat isfy your boyfriend.” With a wave of his hand, the lowlife �� nally de‐ 

parted.

Ootani Yu uma’s death marked the be gin ning of the game. A game

“he” wants to play, he wishes for, and he will en joy. No mat ter where

the pieces fall, Miyashiro Takuru’s wish will be granted: He—Taku—

will be come some one very, very spe cial.



265

Chap ter 10 — Their Col lapse

■ Ku rusu Nono

No vem ber 3rd

Once I learned who the cul prit truly was, I be gan writ ing a let ter

in my room; in it, I weaved to gether all the truths I’d so badly wanted

to tell. At the end, when the let ter came to a close, it felt like all my

wor ry ing had been for noth ing.

If only I had felt that way from the be gin ning... If I had just got‐ 

ten it over with sooner, then...

When ev ery thing is �� nally over, Takuru can read that let ter,

which I had ad dressed to the en tire fam ily. But I re ally hope that it

won’t have to come to that. I don’t want them to have to read my

farewells.

I glanced around my room. I’ve slept in side its walls for years and

years now, and, af ter so much time, many of the things housed within

it are pre cious to me. My life at Aoba Dor mi tory be gan from noth ing,

so the fur ni ture, the dec o ra tions, and how it was all ar ranged—all of it

had been de cided by me. I wouldn’t change a thing about it. If the

world were to be so kind, I would want ev ery thing to stay ex actly the

way it is.

I reached into a se cret spot hid den deep within my desk drawer—

a place no body else could pos si bly know about, even if they de stroyed

the desk it self—and took out one of the �� nal re main ing rem nants of

my mem o ries: the photo of Ku rusu Nono, Kawa hara Masashi, and Mi‐ 

nami sawa Senri. It was the same one that I still have on my phone; un‐ 

like the dig i tal copy, how ever, Senri’s face had been blacked out heav ily

with a marker, to the point where you could prac ti cally feel the ha tred

ooz ing through the dark ness.
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If some one were to see that pic ture, the mys ter ies sur round ing

Nono and Senri would un doubt edly in crease in num ber. I moved to cut

it to shreds with scis sors, but in the end, I re con sid ered, in stead choos‐ 

ing to leave it in tact. How ever, in stead of plac ing it back in its orig i nal

lo ca tion, I hid it un der the bed, so that oth ers might be able to ��nd it.

Per haps some one will ��nd the photo, think it odd, and then go

on to solve the mys tery be hind it. If that hap pens, I’ll be okay with it.

Af ter all, within it is a truth that I wasn’t able to leave be hind, even in

that let ter.

“Thank you for ev ery thing,” I said aloud. Then, I changed into

my uni form, bowed to the room I was leav ing be hind, be fore at last

turn ing my back to it. Tak ing care not to run into any one on my way

out, I then snuck out of Aoba Dorm. I have no doubt that if I had seen

any one’s face as I left, I would have lost my re solve right then and

there, and I would have found my self sob bing at their feet.

I stepped out side the build ing, and then, ig nor ing my in ter‐ 

minably vi brat ing phone, I walked to ward the place where I would

bring ev ery thing to a close.

◇◇◇
Even though I know it’s a hol i day, and thus school wasn’t in ses‐ 

sion to day, Hek iho Acad emy is so empty, it feels un nat u ral.

I’m cur rently sit ting in the News pa per Club room, wait ing for

Serika’s re sponse. She’s al most guar an teed to re ply right af ter mid‐ 

night; I know this be cause it’s still No vem ber 3rd, and the �� nal case of

the New Gen er a tion Mad ness, the DQN Puz zle, oc curred on No vem‐ 

ber 4th. So she will meet me af ter the date changes, or per haps even

right be fore. I know she will.

All things con sid ered, I won der why I didn’t con sider stay ing in

the other room I knew so well—the stu dent coun cil room. Af ter all, if
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I’m in the News pa per Club room, Takuru or one of the oth ers could

sud denly pick up on my in ten tions and come straight here.

That’s when an an swer comes to me: in all like li hood, it’s be cause

the stu dent coun cil room is the home of the Em press, Ku rusu Nono,

while the clu b room is a place where I can just be my self.

The card board box with “Nono Juice” writ ten on it as a joke

comes to mind. I have no mem ory of why that was writ ten on it, let

alone what it con tains... but strangely enough, it’s never par tic u larly of‐ 

fended me. If any thing, I ac tu ally re mem ber hav ing a fairly pleas ant

con ver sa tion about it when I brought it up once upon a time.

There are no mem o ries like that in the stu dent coun cil room.

That’s why I want to be in the clu b room—a place where I can be sur‐ 

rounded by happy mem o ries. Upon re al iz ing that, I take a look around

the room... and the rest of my mem o ries, the night mare that was the

Re turn of the New Gen, and the sad ness of los ing my fam ily all come

��ood ing back.

◇◇◇
No vem ber 4th

The moon light stream ing down from the sky lands upon an

empty bench, il lu mi nat ing it. Not a sin gle soul re mains on the rooftop

at mid night; in this sealed-o�� world, Serika and I will face each other.

I’ve ag o nized over this many times, yet I still chose this path—to pro‐ 

tect my fam ily, and for Takuru.

“Non-chan?” The same ex pres sion on her face as al ways, Serika ��‐ 

nally ar rives on the roof. De spite re ceiv ing an in cred i bly un usual re‐ 

quest to come to the school rooftop at mid night, she still came here all

the same. Does she trust me—the per son who called her here—that

much? Or is this just a part of her plan?
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“I’m re ally sorry to bring you out here so late,” I say apolo get i‐ 

cally. It has al ready be gun, yet, even still, I’m at a loss of what to do

next. But I have no choice but to shake o�� that feel ing and face her.

Call ing her by a di� �er ent name than usual, I speak once more. “Hey,

Onoe?”

Other than my fam ily, I don’t call any one by their ��rst name; by

call ing her by her last name, this is my way of cut ting o�� my best

friend—the girl who I al ways used to be able to let my guard down

around. And then, I be gin to in ter ro gate her.

I ask her why she was at the scene of the ��rst in ci dent. Why she

killed Yui. Whether she was truly at the hos pi tal base ment eight years

ago. But no mat ter how much I ask, Serika doesn’t an swer. She sim ply

acts afraid and be wil dered, a re sponse that only the girl I thought I

knew would’ve given.

It’s not too late... I can still stop... My voice echoes within my

mind, but I quickly de stroy that last re main ing naïveté. I have no

choice but to use my last re sort.

I raise my arms high, and press my hands to gether as if in prayer.

Be tween my hands, I feel a sen sa tion both un clear, yet clear as can be

at the same time... and, for the ��rst time in six years, I draw my sword.

I am a psy chic that wields a DI-sword. Now that the truth has

come out, I ad mit that I have al ways been able to see such swords.

When Arimura-san bran dished hers in ter ror, and when Uki-chan re‐ 

trieved hers af ter be ing asked to by Takuru, I saw both of them. What

I said in those sit u a tions were noth ing more than lies I told Takuru.

But now, the truth has come to light; I am a psy chic, and there fore, I

have now opened my self up as a tar get.

The sharp blade ex tends down ward, tak ing the form of two arms

in ter locked with one an other. My DI-sword has an in cred i bly bizarre
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shape; it is a sword that sig ni ��es a mis guided prayer trans formed into a

deadly weapon.

And I im me di ately swing that weapon down upon Serika.

With a gasp, Serika watches my strike closely, and swiftly avoids

it with a quick step back ward—some thing that was noth ing more than

pure re ��ex. From this, I can draw a sin gle an swer. “So... I was right,

huh?” I say.

Serika re mains silent. How ever, her ex pres sion from be fore is fad‐ 

ing rapidly.

The ruth less queen of the night, il lu mi nated by the moon. In

com plete con trast to her nor mal warm and sunny façade, the cold ness

of the moon suits this Serika per fectly. Her eyes move from my DI-

sword to me, and then, they pierce straight through me.

Eyes that see all. So, these are her tele pathic abil i ties...

“You were the one who was us ing Mi nami sawa Senri, weren’t

you?!” I shouted at her.

“...I don’t want to hear that from you of all peo ple, Ku rusu Nono.”

Her pet name for me, Non-chan, is long gone. Her tone of voice chills

me to the bone—a voice so cold, I can hardly be lieve it came from

Serika’s mouth.

A long, sharp, sin is ter blade ma te ri al izes within her hands. Her

DI-sword. Like the petals of a poi sonous ��ower, her blade em bod ies so

much beauty, you sim ply can’t help but be drawn to it—en tranced by

it.

She closes the dis tance be tween us in an in stant, swing ing her

sword as she leaps. Un like my own sword, which has re mained un used

for six years, her DI-sword seems to be a weapon she’s very fa mil iar

with.

The tip of her sword grazes my shoul der.
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With a gasp, I fran ti cally re turn her fear less, con sec u tive at tacks.

While my own DI-sword has a strange shape com pared to hers, its

great size al lows me to use it as a shield, grant ing me the power to en‐ 

dure her ��erce as sault. But I can do lit tle more than that.

On top of her fa mil iar ity with her sword, she can also read my

thoughts. It’s like play ing Old Maid with your en tire hand be ing vis i ble

to your op po nent; both sit u a tions are un equiv o cally un fair.

“So, you didn’t tell Miyashiro yet, huh? You fake.” Her words cut

deep into me. “Then maybe I’ll just tell him my self—”

“Onoe!” I scream, cut ting her o�� mid sen tence. Her words prove

that she’s read ing my ev ery thought, and I ��nd my self at tack ing her in

fury. How ever, she catches my blade e� �ort lessly, and our two swords

clash in a shower of sparks.

“I won’t al low your death to knock Miyashiro Takuru out of the

game. To meet that end, I’ll make sure he doesn’t re al ize you’ve been

killed.”

I hear Serika’s voice, yet her mouth isn’t mov ing. Her words echo

in side my mind.

Wait, is this...?

“This is the game Miyashiro Takuru wants.”

There’s no mis tak ing it: Serika’s thoughts are pass ing through her

DI-sword and ��ow ing into my mind. In this mo ment, the truth be hind

the girl known as Onoe Serika and her plan are sud denly be com ing

clear to me. An un think able, ab hor rent game, crafted all for Takuru’s

sake. It’s be yond ridicu lous. How could such heinous acts be car ried

out in the name of some thing like that?

“I al ways did think you were in cred i bly ir ri tat ing... but even your

DI-sword pisses me o��,” she spits out.
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“What about you...? Seems like... your DI-sword has a few prob‐ 

lems of its own...” It feels only nat u ral to con front her with the truth—

truth I gained through her very own thoughts. For it’s not only my

thoughts that are ��ow ing into her—Serika’s thoughts are ��ow ing back

into me through my DI-sword as well.

“I know ev ery thing about you.”

Upon hear ing my in ner voice, Serika comes to the same re al iza‐ 

tion, and in stinc tively jumps back.

“But that’s... im pos si ble...” she says in shock; for the ��rst time,

cracks ap pear in her cold hearted ex te rior.

She’s a walk ing con tra dic tion. Plot ting this game for Takuru,

forc ing Itou-kun to kill Yui, and now fully in tend ing to kill me here to‐ 

day... None of these things are what Takuru would want. The game

that, in her mind, is all for Takuru... in ac tu al ity, is a game en tirely for

her self. A game for her to prove the rea son be hind her own ex is tence.

A game of re venge.

In the past, Takuru was only able to sur vive by re ly ing on Serika.

But, af ter he met us—his new fam ily—and Itou-kun, he was �� nally

able to let his guard down around peo ple other than her, and her rea‐ 

son for ex is tence was threat ened. Or at least, that’s what she came to

be lieve.

It’s for that rea son that she made use of the long ing that had

opened within Takuru when he left Aoba Dorm; she took the yearn ing

he had felt in that mo ment and used it as a rea son to start this game,

all for the sole pur pose of mak ing him feel spe cial. A game ��lled to

burst ing with con tra dic tions—a mix ture of love and sel� �sh ness—that

would elim i nate all who posed a threat to her rea son for ex ist ing, and

make Takuru hers and hers alone.
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“Shut up... Shut the hell up, you ly ing fake!” screams Serika, and

our face-o�� con tin ues. Per haps fear ful of the side e� �ect of her telepa thy

be ing us able by me as well, Serika be gins to at tack from far ther away,

caus ing our blades to clash end lessly.

Amid the sparks that ��y from each strike, an im age ap pears... and

when I see it, I re al ize: these are not Serika’s thoughts.

The im age is of Takuru and “her” o� �er ing ��ow ers be fore Ku rusu

Nono’s grave.

Im ages that can not pos si bly ex ist con tinue to ��ash be fore me.

They are im pos si ble, and yet, deep down, I know that each of them

paints a pos si ble fu ture—the pos si bil i ties brought forth by the in ter ac‐ 

tion be tween DI-swords.

That’s the only way I know to de scribe it.

◇◇◇
No vem ber 6th

It’s the day of the Shibuya Peace and Restora tion fes ti val—a mag‐ 

ni� � cent event held to cel e brate the end of the re con struc tion that’s ��‐ 

nally come af ter six long years. While tens of thou sands of peo ple

gather be fore the sta tion, Takuru stands in the un char ac ter is ti cally

empty Shibuya Hikariwo The ater, fac ing o�� against an other cul prit be‐ 

hind the mur ders.

“You god damn brat!” they shout, en raged.

With him let ting out noth ing but a pained gasp in re turn, I re al‐ 

ize that Takuru is tremen dously in jured. How ever, Serika isn’t the one

who did that to him; no, she’s ly ing down on the edge of the stage, her

body not mov ing an inch.

“I should’ve just used the mind con trol to put you in the tor ture

room from the start! Ac tu ally, maybe I’ll tor ture you for real, right
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now! How would you like that, huh?!” the cul prit con tin ues to shout.

“Aaaaaaagh h h h h h h h h hhh!” Takuru’s screams pierce through me.

When I peered into Serika’s mind a few mo ments ago, I re al ized

the iden tity of her ac com plice: the man that we, and the late Yui, call

Dad... Sakuma Wataru.

I don’t be lieve that he’s a psy chic as well, but the ma chin ery he

car ries on his back, as well as the pseudo DI-sword con nected to it by a

num ber of wires, grants him abil i ties on the same level as Gi ga lo ma ni‐ 

acs.

The ac com plice who so care lessly mind con trolled Itou-kun and

the oth ers... do ing so with out even a hint of mercy... was Dad all along.

I thought noth ing could be more soul-crush ing than Yui’s death... but

re al ity has found a way to de stroy me be yond even that.

“Agh h hhh, gaaaaaaah!” Takuru screams.

“Hmm... Nah. There’s noth ing new to be gained driv ing some one

mad with pain,” Sakuma muses. He’s treat ing Takuru like some sort of

lab rat... This is the man who I loved so much?! Who I ad mired as both

a doc tor and a fa ther?!

“Maybe I should just kill them all in front of you in stead. They’re

prob a bly still in Shibuya, right?”

“AAAAAAAAH H HHH!”

“Yeah, that’s right! The more im por tant they are to you, the bet‐ 

ter the re sult! This’ll... de� � nitely work!” Turn ing his back to Takuru,

Sakuma moves to leave the the ater. But be fore he can...

“I won’t... LET YOOOOOOOOOOU!”

Hav ing ma te ri al ized into re al ity, Takuru’s DI-sword soars straight

to ward Sakuma’s back.

“What?!”
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With out even grant ing him the chance to turn around, Takuru’s

DI-sword pierces through Sakuma’s medulla ob lon gata and emerges

from the back of his throat. In an in stant, Sakuma col lapses to the

ground, coughs up a spat ter of blood, be fore his life comes to a swift

end.

Takuru’s tenac ity tri umphed over Sakuma’s he do nism; with his

death, Takuru has avenged ev ery one. If things were di� �er ent, I’m sure I

would’ve praised my brother to high heaven... and yet... I ��nd my self

un able to feel that.

Even if one of them had no right to be called fam ily any more... I

didn’t want to see my fam ily kill each other...

◇◇◇
No vem ber 4th

I hur riedly re pel Serika’s in com ing DI-sword. Her at tacks con‐ 

tinue with out cease, and the glimpse of the truth I saw is enough to

dull my move ments.

I doubt she’s see ing the fu ture like I am, though, be cause...

...what I’m see ing right now is the con clu sion to both Onoe Serika

and Miyashiro Takuru’s sto ries.

◇◇◇
No vem ber 6th

Takuru de feated Sakuma. And now, only one more per son stands

in his way. ...No, that’s not quite right. All this time, that one per son

has been try ing to guide him down a cer tain path with out his knowl‐ 

edge nor his con sent—to give him the end ing to his story that he

wished for.

Serika.
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“Give me some thing I want to do! Help me do it!” Right af ter the

earth quake struck, he wished that from the bot tom of his heart, plead‐ 

ing with his imag i nary friend.

Hav ing now re mem bered the truth he sealed away, Takuru is re‐ 

ject ing the end ing Serika pre pared for him to her face. “When Ootani

died in the Don’t Look case, and Takayanagi died in the Au dio Bleed

case, and when Arimura’s friend Kakita died, and when Watabe the

jour nal ist died, and when Haida died and was made to look like Mi‐ 

nami sawa Senri, and when Itou was mind-con trolled into killing Yui...

and when **** died...!”

The name of the vic tim af ter Yui is mu� ��ed for me—I can’t hear

it.

“All of that... was my fault?!” Takuru cries out, tears stream ing

down his face.

“No! I did it!” Serika cries out in turn, tears pour ing from her

eyes as well.

“That’s right! You did it! And I made you do it!”

“I told you, that’s not true!”

“...Kunosato-san was right. Too many things in volv ing the case

were go ing on around me. But of course they were, right? The whole

point of the case was for me to solve it!”

Now know ing the whole truth, Takuru takes a step to ward a new

path—one di� �er ent from the ideal end ing Serika pre pared. But it’s a

path she won’t al low him to choose. Even if she has to re sort to us ing

force.

En raged, Serika chal lenges Takuru to a bat tle. Trag i cally, just like

in the tough strug gle I’m fac ing in re al ity, her abil ity to read minds is

too pow er ful for him. She reads all his thoughts, and over whelms him

with a full-frontal as sault.
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“Just sleep. The po lice will be here soon,” she says upon his de‐ 

feat.

“Ugh... gah... hah...” Takuru groans.

“Don’t worry. Once you wake up, and time passes, you’ll re al ize

what you re ally wish for.”

What you re ally wish for.

The o� �er to have ev ery thing done for him... in stead of putting

Takuru to rest, it rouses him to ac tion. The very next mo ment, he

sum mons an ar ray of DI-swords formed from his own delu sions, and,

upon bring ing them into re al ity, ��res them wildly in ev ery di rec tion.

Even with her tele pathic pow ers, this at tack is one Serika is not able to

counter, and she ��nds her self ut terly de feated.

Now reach ing the end, Takuru points his DI-sword to ward her

un mov ing body, then raises it high. “Just sleep. The po lice will be here

soon,” he tells her softly.

“Ugh... gah... hah...” groans not Takuru, but Serika.

“Don’t worry. Once you wake up, and time passes, you’ll re al ize

what you re ally wish for.”

I hear the same con ver sa tion as be fore, but with one ma jor di� �er‐ 

ence: Serika has run out of ways to turn things around in her fa vor. All

her telepa thy can do now is tell her what Takuru plans to do with her.

“Stop it... Taku... Don’t take my rea son for liv ing from me!” she

shrieks. “I’ve read so many minds since I was cre ated! Ev ery one’s al‐ 

ways so scared, and no one ever knows what to do! How can they live

like that?! How can they even smile?! They don’t even know why

they’re do ing it!”

Only mo ments ago, I thought of her as a mon ster. A doll. Yet...

with the way she’s cry ing out now, it’s al most like...

“...No. You’re go ing to be a nor mal girl,” Takuru says to her.
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“No... Please... Please! Let me help you for ever...!” she cries out

des per ately.

“...This is it. Good bye.”

“TAKU!”

And then, he swings his DI-sword down upon her.

◇◇◇
No vem ber 4th

The mo ment Takuru swings his DI-sword down ward, the vi sion

van ishes, and I ��nd my self star ing into the Serika of the present. Her

blade is still fac ing me, as sharp as ever. I’m cer tain she didn’t see that

vi sion of the fu ture. Oth er wise, there’s no way she’d be able to main tain

that cold ex pres sion she wears on her face.

“What am I sup posed to do now?!” I cry out, fall ing into de spair.

The fa ther I’ve trusted for so long... the nigh-un break able bond be‐ 

tween Takuru and the killer stand ing be fore me... and the fore telling of

my own fu ture... it all co a lesces and nearly brings me to my knees. And

yet... all that hurt... it pools to gether and be comes my strength, and I

��ercely re pel Serika’s as sault.

Caught by sur prise, Serika lets out a gasp. Per haps it’s be cause of

my sheer, be wil dered anger ��ow ing into her mind, or per haps my

move ments were too sud den for her to have read my mind in time. Re‐ 

gard less of which it is that gave me the ad van tage, I have to make use

of it.

This is my chance. And it’s most likely the last chance I’ll ever

have. I’m go ing to throw her o��-bal ance with an un end ing as sault.

I close the gap be tween us, div ing straight into the sparks that

still shine in the air from our last clash. But, for a sin gle in stant, I wit‐ 

ness a fu ture even fur ther past the scene at Hikariwo, and my shock is
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more than enough to stop me from go ing any fur ther. And... that’s

when...

...Serika’s DI-sword pierces through my chest.

I was too shaken by the vi sion to re act.

This is re al ity. My DI-sword dis ap pears from my hand, erased

into noth ing ness. I col lapse to the ground as Serika looks down on me

from above. The moon light casts a shadow upon the both of us, and

her ex pres sion soon be comes un per ceiv able to me.

“Ku rusu! Onoe!”

I hear Takuru’s voice. He came to the roof af ter all...

“...Run...!” I yell des per ately, my vi sion blur ring. But the sound of

Takuru’s foot steps keep com ing closer and closer.

No... If he comes any closer, he’s go ing to—

But be fore my thought can reach its end, an other set of foot steps

cuts through the moon lit air. Onoe’s. She es caped. ...But of course she

would. She would never kill Takuru—there fore, es cape was her only

op tion.

Tears of re lief ��ow from my eyes, and from my chest ��ows the

last blood I will ever bleed. This is a ��t ting end for me—a de served

end ing to my story.

If only I had just said I was a Gi ga lo ma niac back when this all be‐ 

gan... that I was ac tu ally ____________... I might have been able to pro‐ 

tect Yui... and the end ing to all of this might have been di� �er ent...

“Ku rusu!”

I might have been able to save Takuru from hav ing to see me like

this.

The blood gush ing from my or gans and into my throat be gins to

choke me. Pan ick ing, Takuru places my head on its side. Fol low ing the

law of grav ity, blood spews from my mouth and onto the rooftop.



279

He knows so many things... Such a smart boy...

As much as I want to stroke his head and praise him, my hands

and feet aren’t do ing what I tell them to.

“Taku...” I whis per weakly.

“Don’t talk! It’s okay! You’re gonna be okay...!” he shouts.

My, what a hope less liar you are... Al most as bad as I am...

With the last of my strength, I take Takuru’s hand away from my

wound.

“No! I need to keep the wound closed!” he shouts in protest.

There’s no use, Takuru... So please... al low me to be sel� �sh just

one last time...

I press his trem bling ��n ger tips to my lips.

Oh... I un der stand now... How I truly feel... As my thoughts

trickle away, a tear fol lows them down my cheek. I thought Takuru was

only fam ily to me... but the truth is...

“No! That can’t hap pen! It can’t!” Takuru shouts in des per a tion.

“I’m... sorry...”

I can’t even give him a proper apol ogy... Even in the end... I’m still

such a fail ure...

“...Nono? Hey... Nono? Wake up, Nono!”

Even though Takuru... is �� nally call ing me... by my name...

The mo ments af ter I be come un able to breath stretch end lessly.

But... if I’m go ing to... dis ap pear... any way...

The truth is...

I al ways...

love...d...
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Chap ter 11 — The End Be gins in Si lence

The con fes sion came and went, bring ing with it only an in tense

malaise.

“It’s not my fault that I did this. It’s the fault of our sick so ci ety.”

With those words, Takuru con fesses to be ing the one who pulled

the strings be hind the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad ness. With

those words, he con fesses that he ended the lives of three celebri ties,

Ootani, Takayanagi, and Watabe; killed Kakita to prac tice on an or di‐ 

nary per son; forced his own friend to kill his younger sis ter; and then,

for the ��n ish ing touch, mur dered the woman who served as his sur ro‐ 

gate older sis ter.

He haugh tily claims that he did it all as a chal lenge to so ci ety—a

truly cliché mo tive—all with a staunch aura of pride shin ing on his

face.

Who is re spon si ble for this dis gust ing lie? Is this be ing shown to

me through mind con trol? Or is Takuru be ing made to say it?

Takuru is a vic tim. The cul prits are Onoe Serika and Sakuma

Wataru. And yet, Takuru’s speak ing as if he’s been the cul prit all along.

Wait... some thing strange is hap pen ing...

Ev ery now and then, strange ��ashes of light as sault my eyes—al‐ 

most as if they’re try ing to get my at ten tion...

◇◇◇
March 28th, 2016

“I-Is she awake, maybe...?”

I re mem ber be ing hit with this light a long time ago.

“Not ‘maybe’—she is! She’s re spond ing! Uki, hurry and get

Kunosato-san! Or a nurse—it doesn’t mat ter, just be quick!”
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A nurse...? Oh, I re mem ber now... This is the same light they

��ashed me with again and again in that hos pi tal base ment so many

years ago... But there wasn’t a nurse in sight back then.

“I-I got her!”

“For god’s sa— Have none of you ever heard of a nurse call but‐ 

ton?!”

I hear some one’s an gry yell, and the very next mo ment, light en‐ 

velops me. As my eyes ad just to it, the light re veals it self to be a mys te‐ 

ri ous pic ture I have never seen be fore; upon closer in spec tion, I re al ize

that it’s a Rorschach de sign that I don’t rec og nize.

With a small click ing sound, the equip ment at tached to my head

is re moved. With my vi sion no longer im peded, I gaze up above my self.

An un fa mil iar ceil ing.

I’m ly ing in a bed. To think hell would be gra cious enough to

grant its sin ners beds...

“You’re awake. Frankly, I was half way ready to give up on you,

but...” The voice trails o��. “Hey. Look at me. You know who I am,

right?”

Be fore me is a woman wear ing a doc tor’s coat atop a Hek iho uni‐ 

form. She’s glar ing at me. “...A de mon?” I an swer in a daze.

“P����t!” A girl with blonde twin tails bursts into laugh ter be side

the now-no tice ably more ir ri tated woman.

“Th-That’s rude, Arimura-san,” scolds a younger girl; a pair of

glasses rest on her nose, and her hair is tied in a side pony tail.

What’s go ing on...? All the peo ple here feel so fa mil iar...

“Laugh ing is rude, maybe...” The in stant I hear an other girl

speak, the shock shakes me awake. Af ter all, the girl who just spoke is

also wear ing glasses, though un like the last one, she has short hair.
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“Kazuki?! Did you just talk?!” I ask with a start. Kazuki, who al‐ 

ways com mu ni cates in sim ple mum bles, is speak ing nor mally. Hear ing

her voice for the ��rst time turns out to be quite the e� �ec tive alarm.

In re sponse to my words, Kazuki nods her head. Stand ing be side

her is Uki-chan, Arimura-san, and Kunosato-san. Friends from the

News pa per Club and my fam ily—or, well, peo ple con nected to the case

in gen eral en cir cle my bed.

“Well. Look who �� nally de cided to shake o�� the brain fog. How

does it feel to be fully con scious again?” As she speaks, Kunosato-san

wastes no time re mov ing the var i ous cords at tached to my head and

body. If I didn’t know any bet ter, I would’ve thought she was a real

doc tor—a ��erce con trast to my cur rent per cep tion of her. Af ter all, as

long as I’ve known her, she’s been a re searcher with out even a hint of

com pas sion.

“Where am I...?” I ask.

“AH Gen eral Hos pi tal,” Arimura-san re sponds non cha lantly.

“Huh?” I im me di ately start to trem ble.

“Oh no. Okay, ��rst o��: the base ment’s been sealed o��, and the old

hos pi tal sta�� got ��red a while ago. Sec ond: you got stabbed on the

rooftop of Hek iho Acad emy on No vem ber 4th, and you got car ried

here straight af ter. That was last year. In other words, you’ve been doz‐ 

ing for months—and in crit i cal con di tion, too.”

“Is that re ally what hap pened...?” My con fu sion grows; I thought

for sure Serika stabbed me... and I died.

“You most likely would’ve died if the sword had pen e trated even a

cou ple cen time ters deeper. So, it was ei ther by com plete and ut ter

chance, or a to tal mir a cle that you sur vived,” Kunosato-san ex plains.

“Or maybe some one caused a mir a cle to oc cur via their delu sions.”
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Some one caused a mir a cle to oc cur... with their delu sions...? Wait,

like a Gi ga lo ma niac?!

I im me di ately start blurt ing out ques tions. “How is Takuru?! No,

wait, what hap pened?! Is it over?! Is the Re turn of New Gen over?!”

Takuru isn’t here, and Arimura-san just said No vem ber was last

year. That means that mul ti ple months have passed since my ��ght

with Serika—and that it’s 2016.

“As much as we’d love to ex plain ev ery thing in ag o niz ing de tail,

there’s some thing we need to con ��rm ��rst,” Kunosato-san says.

“Okay, uh... I’ll just come out and say it: I can’t tell when peo ple

are ly ing any more,” Arimura-san fol lows; it’s a huge rev e la tion, but she

says it with rel a tive ease.

“You what? Does that mean you’ve lost your pow ers?” I ask, con‐ 

fused.

“Pretty much. Oh, and I can’t see DI-swords, ei ther. Same goes

for Uki,” she con tin ues. “Seems like ev ery one who got pow ers from the

earth quake weren’t ac tu ally real Gi ga lo ma ni acs. Our pow ers were fake

all along.”

Uki-chan nods, and, oddly enough, so does Kazuki. Come to

think of it, I did ��nd what I’d over heard about true Gi ga lo ma ni acs to

not re ally match up with those who only have one abil ity, like

Arimura-san... If any thing, from what I un der stand, true Gi ga lo ma ni‐ 

acs seem to be al most om nipo tent. Mean while, those who gained their

pow ers in the Shibuya Earth quake are los ing them now...

My eyes open wide and I im me di ately start in spect ing my body.

Even if I were to dis card the ob vi ous e� �ects of be ing in a coma for sev‐ 

eral months, my legs, feet, and body as a whole are far too slen der, and

my breasts and rear have got ten much smaller. Not only that, but I’ve
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got ten both thin ner and shorter. “...Ex cuse me? Could you pass me a

mir ror?” I ask.

Uki-chan passes me a hand-mir ror al most in stantly, al most like

she al ready knew that I was go ing to ask for it.

I sit up slightly on the bed and peer into the glass. In its re ��ec tion

is a plain-faced girl with gloomy eyes—one that bears zero re sem blance

to the ever-ra di ant Ku rusu Nono. Even her hair is alien to me—it’s lost

its pig men ta tion, and it looks com pletely di� �er ent from Nono’s sleek,

dark blonde hair.

“So. Who are you re ally?” presses Arimura-san. In that mo ment, I

re al ize that she hasn’t called me by name ever since I opened my eyes.

I... I am...

“I am... Mi nami sawa Senri,” I say, at last telling her my real name.

I am the im pos tor who wore the face of Ku rusu Nono. The fake

who took on the life of some one who, in truth, died in the earth quake.

That is my true iden tity.
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■ Mi nami sawa Senri

It was sev eral years be fore the Shibuya Earth quake.

My mother had re cently con verted to a cer tain re li gion, and she

be gan to reg u larly take me to a fa cil ity housed in the base ment of AH

Gen eral Hos pi tal—a place man aged by the very re li gious or ga ni za tion

she had come to fol low. Dur ing my time there, I was found to pos sess

the nec es sary qual i �� ca tions they were look ing for... and that was when

it all be gan. From that day on ward, I was sub jected to hor ri��c, tor tur‐ 

ous ex per i ments—ones that were de signed to trans form me into a god.

A god known as a Gi ga lo ma niac.

My fa ther, who had been against it at ��rst, soon aban doned me

with out even a sec ond thought. I was in el e men tary school at the time,

and with ev ery day that passed, I be came more and more de pressed. I

had no friends; ev ery one avoided me be cause of my strange sur gi cal

scars and in jec tion marks.

Ev ery one had aban doned me.

“Hey there. Are you alone? If you are, do you wanna play with

me?”

That is, ex cept for one. The one and only per son who didn’t aban‐ 

don Mi nami sawa Senri—the one per son who didn’t cast her aside as

some one who wasn’t even hu man any more—was the most pop u lar girl

in my class, Ku rusu Nono.

Nono-chan treated me like a friend. Even when she played with

oth ers, she would al ways think of ways to make sure I was in cluded.

Even though ev ery one else hated be ing around me, Nono-chan would

al ways treat me as a friend, purely out of the good ness of her heart.

Then came the Shibuya Earth quake.

On my way home from the hos pi tal, I was caught up in the chaos

of the dev as tat ing quake. For tu nately, I my self did not sus tain any se ri‐ 
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ous in juries, but... I did wit ness my mother die in front of me. The

hos pi tal sta�� came to col lect me—to re trieve their test sub ject—but I

ran away as fast as I could; as I ran, I heard their voices call ing af ter

me, telling me my fa ther was also dead.

And then... I found my best friend. Dy ing. She had been crushed

by rub ble, and was cry ing so, so hard... I tried my best to save her, but

there was noth ing a small child like me could do.

Slowly, Nono-chan stopped mov ing, and... af ter a few more mo‐ 

ments, I be came well and truly alone.

Why had I, the one ev ery one hated, sur vived, but Nono-chan, the

one ev ery one loved, died?

I de spised it. I de spised the sheer un fair ness of the world.

“If some one was go ing to die... it should’ve been me... I... I

should’ve died... in stead of Nono-chan...!” As I wal lowed in grief, I

screamed my wish into the night. It was then that I ��rst saw a DI-

sword, its en tirety en veloped in a stark, white light.

Sud denly, I saw the hos pi tal sta�� reap pear in the dis tance. They

drew closer and closer, un til... they ran right past me. I couldn’t un der‐ 

stand why they would’ve pos si bly done that—that is, un til I peered

into a pud dle of wa ter.

Some thing strange had hap pened to me. Through the power I

had sud denly awak ened to, I had trans formed into the girl I ad mired so

much: Ku rusu Nono.

I had be come Nono-chan.

If... If Mi nami sawa Senri can’t be happy... maybe Ku rusu Nono

can...

Taken over by a truly hor ri��c thought, I found my self set ting

Nono-chan’s body a��ame. But... by the time I re al ized the true hor ror

of my ac tions, it was al ready too late.
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Nono-chan was then buried as Senri; the one who tes ti ��ed about

her death was none other than me, the per son pos ing as Nono-chan.

The im pos tor.

This was some thing I could never take back.

That day—that mo ment—was when my lie be gan.

When I was hos pi tal ized as Nono-chan, many of my liv ing class‐ 

mates came to visit. By us ing var i ous ex cuses such as shock or my

mem o ries be ing foggy, I was able to pass as her. The faces they showed

me then were ones they would have never shown Senri.

I could be happy like this. I felt vile, but I let my self be car ried

along by that thought even so... un til one day, I came to re al ize some‐ 

thing. What kind of girl was Ku rusu Nono?

She had been pos i tive, cheer ful... and if that wasn’t enough, she

had al ways been so very kind. If I was go ing to be her, I could no

longer be who I had been be fore.

From that mo ment on ward, I did ev ery thing in my power to re‐ 

mem ber how Nono-chan used to be, and live as she would.

Nono-chan would ab so lutely act this way.

Nono-chan would de� � nitely take on this re spon si bil ity.

But, in ex change for my new found hap pi ness, I be gan to lose who

I was.

Af ter I was taken in at Aoba Dorm, act ing as a kind older sis ter to

Yui and Yuto, a young boy ar rived at the house hold. This marked the

turn ing point in my life.

He was the same boy I had seen just a glimpse of in the hos pi tal

base ment, be fore the earth quake struck. Though he had grown con sid‐ 

er ably, the same dis tinc tive fea tures re mained; it truly was him. The

mo ment I re al ized that, I went com pletely pale.
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Back then, I had begged him to help me, but in the end, he had

run away. And yet, de spite him aban don ing me, I didn’t feel any anger

or re sent ment to ward him.

What could a sin gle boy have done? I was sim ply be ing re al is tic.

But... as I looked at that boy as he lay in the bed at Aoba Dorm, I

found my self ter ri ��ed. Ter ri ��ed of the boy who had seen me as Senri.

Ter ri ��ed of the boy who had seen her ��ght ing through that hellscape.

It felt like some thing I had buried a long time ago was try ing to burst

free from its grave—to crawl back to life.

“Wait a sec ond. Weren’t you in that hos pi tal?” The thought of

him ask ing me that left me pet ri ��ed, but now that I had changed my

ap pear ance, there was no con ceiv able way he would. He wasn’t even

con scious. And yet, even so, my fear re fused to dis ap pear.

When he’d ��rst ar rived at the clinic, I had been the one who pro‐ 

posed that we take care of him. The rea son for this was sim ple: I was

too scared to take my eyes o�� him. It took an en tire year be fore he

woke up, but when he �� nally did, I was un ex pect edly happy—it felt

like ev ery thing I had done up un til that point had been re warded.

Be fore I went to sleep that night, I came to re al ize some thing:

even though there was the pos si bil ity that my cir cum stances could

worsen greatly due to his awak en ing, I still felt gen uine joy to see his

eyes open. It was a truly strange feel ing for me to grap ple with, but,

nat u rally, I con tin ued to help him—this time through his re ha bil i ta‐ 

tion.

He was in fu ri ated at his in abil ity to even so much as turn over in

bed; in his eyes, he saw it only as a dis play of how pa thetic he was. Of

course, as I was al ways the one who was near est to him, I of ten found

my self tak ing the brunt of his anger. Still, I at tempted to use var i ous

meth ods to help him through it—calm ing him down, dis tract ing him,
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tak ing care of what ever he needed... I con tin ued to sup port him us ing

ev ery thing I had been de vel op ing from act ing as Nono-chan. But, no

mat ter what I did, the re ha bil i ta tion showed no re sults.

What would I do if he started tak ing out his frus tra tion on Yui or

Yuto...?

One day, as wor ries such as those ��owed through my mind, an in‐ 

ci dent oc curred. When I was at the en trance to the clinic, I heard a

loud sound echo through out the en tire build ing, and I im me di ately ran

over to the source as quickly as I could. There, I found Miyashiro-san

col lapsed on the ground. He had fallen o�� of his bed. Yet, be fore I

could re act with the shock the mo ment called for, I in stead found my‐ 

self over whelmed with noth ing but sheer joy. He had fallen o�� his bed.

In other words, he had �� nally turned over.

Be fore I knew it, I was hug ging him. It wasn’t an ac tion I’d

thought to take at all—I sim ply found my self hug ging him out of

pure, un fet tered glee. At least, un til Miyashiro-san... I mean, Takuru

got an gry at me for hug ging too tightly.

Through sup port ing that one boy, I had �� nally been re leased

from the im mense pres sure of try ing to be Nono-chan.

Soon af ter that, I be gan to ar gue with the teach ers over var i ous

things in volv ing the cafe te ria, and even tu ally took charge as stu dent

coun cil pres i dent. Ever since Takuru had wo ken up, not just Nono-

chan’s kind ness, but her strength came nat u rally to me too.

Af ter a while, what I feared came to pass: Takuru ��rst spoke of

the hos pi tal base ment around when his re hab was com ing to an end.

“Come to think of it, I went to this one hos pi tal’s base ment when I

was a kid... Now that I’m look ing back on it, though, I re ally shouldn’t

have gone any where near some place like that...”
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“Huh?!” I yelped, my voice shrill from sur prise. When Takuru

looked at me, I im me di ately waved it o�� as noth ing im por tant, and I

urged him to con tinue his story. He then went on to say that he had

snuck into the base ment of a hos pi tal, and, in its depths, he had wit‐ 

nessed a girl en dur ing hor ri��c ex per i ments. In the end, how ever, he’d

run away with out do ing any thing to help her.

Al though his retelling was vague and un de tailed, it matched ex‐ 

actly with my mem o ries. So... Takuru re ally is the boy who saw me in

the base ment...

As he told his story, his face be came in cred i bly pained, and tears

be gan to fall from his eyes. “I still see her in my dreams... She al ways

asks me, ‘Why didn’t you save me?’” he croaked. He had been strug‐ 

gling with it even more than I had.

“Takuru. Have you told any one else this story?” I asked him

softly.

“Huh? ...Ac tu ally, I think you’re the ��rst one I’ve ever told this to,

Nono.”

“I see.” I sat be side Takuru on the bed. “Lis ten, Takuru. I’m sure

that girl doesn’t blame you at all for what you did, nor do I think she

holds a grudge to ward you. Af ter all, you re mem ber her, even af ter all

this time.”

As Nono-chan, I’d had many op por tu ni ties to meet with my

class mates. Ev ery time, with out fail, they had all com pletely for got ten

about Senri—or, to be more ac cu rate, they were ac tively try ing to for‐ 

get about her. A few of them would even ad vise me to for get about her,

too. Takuru, mean while... he re mem bered her af ter all that time... and

not only did he re mem ber her, but he mourned that he hadn’t done

any thing to help her. If I had died that day back in the base ment, then
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come to learn in the af ter life that Takuru had held such feel ings for

me... I think I would have felt truly blessed.

Thanks to Takuru, I was able to re main as Nono-chan. His sen si‐ 

tiv ity and kind ness had saved me. ...And, be cause of that, feel ings were

born deep in side me. Feel ings I had only be come aware of in that mo‐ 

ment on the rooftop.

The mo ment when I’d thought I had lost ev ery thing.
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March 28th, 2016

As I con fess to my in �� nite sel� �sh ness as the fake Ku rusu Nono,

the oth ers in the hos pi tal room look greatly trou bled.

“What do you even say to some thing like that? It’s just in sane...”

Arimura-san says slowly. “...Well, I’m pretty sure that if you’d told me

this back on the night we got cor nered by that phan tom Senri, I

would’ve been pissed.”

“I’m sorry...” I apol o gized to her. It’s only nat u ral that she’d be an‐ 

gry. Af ter all, ever since I ��rst met her, I de lib er ately spoke in ways that

would avoid de tec tion from her abil ity.

“Eh, don’t worry about it. Not only is your story too crazy to re‐ 

ally sink in, but the per son I’ve been hang ing out with is Mi nami sawa-

sen pai, not Ku rusu-sen pai, so... yeah.”

“Save your brain less soap opera for when you two are alone,”

Kunosato-san jeers.

“Brain less? Oh, sure, sure—it’s com pletely empty up here. Don’t

have my brain on me, and I don’t have my cat ears on, ei ther, un like a

cer tain some one did once upon a time, as a part of a cer tain lit tle ex‐ 

change.”

“I speci� � cally told you to for get about that. Want me to crack

open your skull and make ab so lutely sure there’s noth ing in there?”

“Aaaah, you’re so scary! Hmm, be fore you do that though, what

about the photo a cer tain cat-eared maid took when we were in Ak i‐ 

habara? That lovely lady sent it to me as a me mento. You know the

one, don’t you? Hmm, d’you think I should send it to all my con tacts?

I think I should.”

“That evil...!”
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Arimura-san and Kunosato-san con tinue to bicker, and while

Kazuki and Uki-chan seem ��us tered, the at mos phere around the two

older girls has changed con sid er ably. At the very least, it doesn’t seem

like the typ i cal re la tion ship one would see be tween a re searcher and her

ex per i men tal sub ject.

“We’ll set tle this later,” Kunosato-san says through grit ted teeth.

“Any way, we’re not the ones who’ll judge you and your story. I’d say

Miyashiro Takuru is the only party that mat ters in this case.”

“Takuru?! He’s safe?!” I raise my voice with out mean ing to; yet, as

over joyed as I am to hear his name, the oth ers look at me with aw fully

grim ex pres sions.

“Miyashiro Takuru is a sus pect... no—he’s be ing con ��ned in this

hos pi tal, as the cul prit be hind the Re turn of the New Gen er a tion Mad‐ 

ness,” Kunosato-san says slowly.

I have no idea what she’s talk ing about. “That can’t be! The cul‐ 

prit is Serika...!” I protest.

“Nono-san... ac tu ally—”

“I know, Uki-chan,” I say, cut ting her o��. “Dad... Sakuma Wataru

was an ac com plice of hers. That’s what you were go ing to say, right?”

Uki-chan looks in cred i bly sur prised—I doubt she ex pected me to

know when I’ve been in a coma these past few months.

It seems that my vi sion of the fu ture—or the past, at this point—

was real af ter all.

“Sakuma Wataru is de ceased. Onoe Serika is... e� �ec tively, a free

woman,” Kunosato-san con tin ues. “Re gard less of your feel ings on it,

she’s in no state to be held re spon si ble for any of the crimes, nor does

the sit u a tion al low for her to be.”

“You’re ly ing...”
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While I can ac cept that a Gi ga lo ma niac in ci dent would be di� ��‐ 

cult for the law to com pre hend, why does Takuru have to take re spon‐ 

si bil ity for a crime he didn’t com mit? How could they pos si bly ex pect

me to ac cept that?!

“Takuru-san didn’t have the crimes forced on him... he wished to

be the cul prit...” Uki-chan says sadly.

“Why?!” I shout; my ques tions have now turned into noth ing

more than sim ple out bursts. Ev ery one’s apolo getic faces pierce through

my heart, and, af ter a mo ment, I man age to calm down. I’m sure that

they all have al ready vented their anger while I was asleep—there’s no

con ceiv able way any of them could have ac cepted how un fair it is oth‐ 

er wise.

“I’m sure he did it to save us all... maybe...” says Kazuki.

“Mi nami sawa-sen pai. As you can see, there’s four beds in this

hos pi tal room. Un til just re cently, Hana, Uki-chan, and I were all

sleep ing in those beds. We were in a coma, just like you,” Arimura-san

be gins.

Arimura-san, Uki-chan and Kazuki were all in a coma? How did

that hap pen?

“To put it sim ply, you, the rest of us, and ev ery one in Hek iho

Acad emy—which means most of the kids in Shibuya—were liv ing in a

sea of lies.”

Only a few min utes ago, Arimura-san said that ev ery thing I told

her was in sane... yet, what she’s telling me now is even more so. I’m

strug gling to keep up with it all.

“You were the last one to be come cog nizant of the lie,” Kunosato-

san fol lows. “This is mainly be cause you were in a post-trau matic coma

—some thing that only am pli ��ed your in abil ity to wake up.”



295

“Y’know, I was gonna say some thing like, ‘Man, I’m so jeal ous

you got to sleep right through the hard est parts in all this,’ but I guess

you re ally didn’t, huh?” says Arimura-san. “It was a bit of a coin ��ip on

whether or not our treat ment would work on you while you were in a

coma. As for what caused all this... spoiler alert: it’s Chaos Child Syn‐ 

drome. Need less to say, that wasn’t just some form of PTSD like we

thought it was.”

As Arimura-san ex plains ev ery thing to me cheer fully, for just a

mo ment, I no tice a few wrin kles on her face. I then look closely at

Kazuki and Uki-chan, only to see that the two of them look al most

ema ci ated... But upon closer in spec tion, I re al ize that it’s only their

skin; it looks as if it’s aged sev eral years since I last saw them.

“The young man who be came cog nizant of the lie and saved the

mi nors of Shibuya was none other than Miyashiro Takuru. I doubt

you’ll ac cept that with out hear ing it from him, though,” says

Kunosato-san. “Can you move? If so, we’re go ing straight to his hos pi‐ 

tal room.”

I want to go there im me di ately, yet I strug gle to say it aloud. Now

that I’ve been ex posed as a liar and a cow ard, how am I sup posed to

face him? Now that I’m no longer Nono-chan, but Senri in stead, my

kind ness and strength seems to have com pletely van ished.

“Se ri ously? Do you have no faith in him at all?” Arimura-san’s an‐ 

gry words pierce through my fears.

“Nono-san... Big Sis, Takuru-san isn’t the kind of per son to not

for give you for ly ing in the past,” says Uki-chan.

“I faced him head-on, so I want you to do the same, Sen pai. He

for gave me, even though I lied, so... you should try too. Please.”

Ev ery one who I told was an gry at ��rst, and yet, in the end, they

all for gave me.
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Of course. My con fes sion to him has to come from my own

mouth. If there’s such a thing as true atone ment for me, then I know I

have to tell him face-to-face.

“I’m sorry. Kunosato-san, but... could you please take me there?”

Us ing all the strength I can muster, I make my re quest to Kunosato-

san.

“Ugh... Fine. Miyashiro Takuru has been wait ing this whole time

for you to wake up any way, so that should be ��ne...” Kunosato-san acts

slightly ex as per ated... yet, at the same time, it feels like she’s happy, in

her own way.



297

Epi logue

“You’re so silly... You should’ve told me sooner.” When I con fess

the truth to Takuru through the bars of his pris on like hos pi tal room,

he, com pletely un fazed, for gives me with a small laugh. And, not only

does he for give me, he ends up com fort ing me as I cry my heart out.

“This makes me won der who’s the real older sib ling here,” he says

with a chuckle.

“Th-That’d be... me, silly... I’m your big sis ter... I’ll have you

know...” I say, fail ing to con vince even my self. I can’t help but feel that,

while I was un con scious, Takuru had grown into a com pletely di� �er ent

per son...

Al though his voice fal ters ev ery now and then, he tells me ev ery‐ 

thing that hap pened while I was asleep, as well as all the truths he

learned, in clud ing Chaos Child Syn drome, and the true na ture of Hek‐ 

iho Acad emy. I may have al ready had a rough idea, but learn ing

Sakuma’s true iden tity still proves to be quite the shock to me. I ��nd

my self equally stu pe ��ed to hear that the or ga ni za tion known as “The

Com mit tee” ac tu ally ex ists, and that Mr. Wakui, ad vi sor to both the

News pa per Club and stu dent coun cil, is a part of it.

It takes me a mo ment, but once I man age to calm down, Takuru

makes a sin gle re quest. “Nono, there’s some thing I’d like you to do in

my stead.”

◇◇◇
July 24th, 2016

Miyashita Park. De spite ev ery thing that’s hap pened, this park

still re mains a home for a mul ti tude of home less peo ple.

Hav ing been dis charged from the hos pi tal—as well as al ready be‐ 

ing on my way back there for a re ha bil i ta tion ses sion—I take a de tour
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through the park and head to Takuru’s trailer house as per his re quest.

“So, you know how my RV is aban doned now? It’s parked in a re‐ 

ally good spot that I’m sure other peo ple would love to have, so I re ally

don’t want to keep hog ging it all to my self.”

Many of Takuru’s be long ings still re main there as well, so he

wanted me to re trieve them, ��nd a place for them, and then re lo cate

the RV. We don’t know when he’s go ing to be com ing back, af ter all...

A very long time has passed, but the RV looks the same as ever.

This is the place Takuru lived, the per son who in curred the full at ten‐ 

tion and wrath of the masses as the cul prit be hind the Re turn of the

New Gen er a tion Mad ness. For this rea son, it would surely be an ob vi‐ 

ous tar get of van dal ism, and yet, it re mains com pletely un touched.

But there is a par tic u lar rea son for that. Some one has been here,

pro tect ing his house for all this time.

“Snnnrrk... *snore*...” Gen-san is asleep in the en trance to the RV.

But be fore I can call out to him, his head shoots up, al most as if he

sensed me com ing.

“Hmm? Oh, it’s you, missy. How’s yer stom ach an’ chest? That

stab wound of yers heal up all nice and spi��y?” he asks cheer ily.

In that mo ment, I re al ize some thing. I ��rst came to know Gen-

san when I was Nono-chan, so this should be my ��rst time meet ing

him as Senri. Yet, for some in ex pli ca ble rea son, Gen-san knows that it’s

me...

“...Gen-san? You know who I am?” I ask.

“’Scuse me? Ain’t you Taku’s older sis ter, missy? What, did’ja

think you could trick me with some silly lit tle makeover? C’mon, in

this li’l ol’ world of ours, that’s far from the cra zi est thing, don’tcha

think?” Gen-san says with a laugh. “I’ve seen a whole lotta things in

my time. I mean, I’ve got a for mer ge nius sci en tist in my band of
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broth ers, there’s this part-timer girl from the fu ture, and there’s even

some one who got rid a’ their hu man body and be came data or some‐ 

thin’ or other. So, let me be the ��rst to tell ya: there’s a whole lotta

mys ter ies out there! With that ’n mind, good luck out there, young‐ 

ster!”

Well, this is Gen-san. Takuru once said that he al ways just smiled

and nod ded along to what ever the man said with out hav ing a clue as to

what he was talk ing about, and I think I �� nally un der stand why.

“By the by, missy, when d’ya think Taku’s comin’ back home?

These days, I’ve been havin’ to sleep here non stop to pro tect my dear

friend’s cas tle o’ his.”

“Takuru... um... Takuru... won’t be com ing back for a while, I’m

afraid,” I tell him sadly.

Takuru’s im pris on ment has been the talk of the town, but Gen-

san must be out of the lo—

“Well, af ter be ing nabbed as the cul prit for a case like that, I’d be

damn shocked if it took any less! But don’t you worry, missy—I’ll keep

on keepin’ on, holdin’ down the fort. ’Sides, that boy still hasn’t given

me what he owes! He should know that as long as you live here, you

need t’ abide by the hun dred laws of the home less! And while sure,

ninety-nine of the hun dred have been re jected by the coun cil, there’s

still laws y’gotta fol low!”

...I stand cor rected.

“A friend I trust so shall al ways re turn! As I have been do ing oh-

so-dili gently, I must guard this ter ri tory with my life un til the day my

friend re turns home!” Turn ing his head, Gen-san be gins to shout into

the sky. “Hey, Taku! If ya don’t hurry on home real soon, I won’t be ac‐ 

ceptin’ any pay ment no longer! Y’hear me, boy?!”
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He knows his friend’s fate, yet still be lieves that he will come

back... I’m not quite sure why, but I can’t help but feel that this old,

drunken, home less man is some one I can truly trust. “Gen-san. Can I

ask you to please man age this trailer house un til Takuru comes back?”

“Aye, aye! It’ll be in good hands, missy! I’ll be mov ing to this here

en trance, now—wouldn’t be real good if I went in the place proper, I

reckon. This is Taku’s home, af ter all.” Gen-san thumps his chest and

starts cough ing fever ishly.

“Thank you very much, Gen-san,” I say grate fully. “Well, I’ll be

see ing you.”

“Hm? What’d’ja come here for then, missy? Had some busi ness

to take care of in this ��ne home?”

“Oh, no—it’s ��ne, ac tu ally. I just ��g ured I’d have Takuru do it af‐ 

ter all.”

“There’s a lot of... em bar rass ing things in there, so I want you,

and only you, to clean it up, Senri. Please don’t let any one else help—

es pe cially Arimura,” he told me be fore I left the hos pi tal.

My sense of grief may be lead ing me astray, but, if I’m be ing hon‐ 

est with my self, Takuru should re ally be the one to do this. I’m happy

that he trusts me, but even I am go ing to feel awk ward if I ��nd those...

em bar rass ing things of his. Be sides, if I don’t show at least a lit tle bit of

de �� ance, I’ll iron i cally end up mak ing Takuru worry about me. And, as

his big sis ter, I know I can’t let that hap pen.

His big sis ter.

I think I’m ��ne with leav ing things that way. Af ter all, that boy is

in love with some one else.

Feel ing oddly re freshed, I part ways with Gen-san. As I walk, I

think about that �� nal vi sion I saw on the Hek iho Acad emy rooftop, be‐ 

fore I was stabbed by Serika. It de picted an event that hap pened while I
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was asleep, and it was con nected to Takuru sav ing ev ery one in Shibuya.

It prob a bly took place slightly af ter the in ci dent in Hikariwo.

In the vi sion, I saw an eerie room ��lled with mon i tors. In that

room, Takuru was driven to the very edge by Mr. Wakui, who held a

re pul sive DI-sword. Serika was there with them, and yet, she seemed

al most like a di� �er ent per son from the girl who had swung her DI-

sword at me again and again on the rooftop.

Putting up no re sis tance, she was in jured by Mr. Wakui’s pow ers.

As he strug gled to change her back to what she was be fore, Mr. Wakui

be gan to speak. “She’s tougher than I thought. If you had the power to

do this, then why—”

“Be cause... it was the one thing I could do to atone for what I did

to her,” said Takuru, in ter rupt ing our for mer ad vi sor.

“Her.”

He didn’t use the name of the girl right be side him.

“To gether, we would never change. But apart, both she and I

would stop mak ing mis takes. Oth er wise, we’d do it all over again.”

“Why not do it all over again? What’s so wrong with that?” said

Mr. Wakui. In his mind, he con tin ued to speak, ooz ing ar ro gance be ��t‐ 

ting a psy chic. “Why can’t you just keep go ing? Don’t you have the

same power as I do that’ll let you do that?”

But Takuru did not fal ter. “A man... can’t spend his life cling ing

to the girl he loves.” With those words, Takuru de nied the ab so lute

power he held in his hands, and per sisted in his ever-so-boy ish stub‐ 

born ness.

Af ter en sur ing that no body was around, I whis pered some thing

to my self. “I’ve been re jected...”

I had se cretly hoped that I could be the girl by Takuru’s side... but

the one he chose was his friend, not his adop tive sis ter.
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Af ter all this time, I �� nally feel like I’m able to move on with my

life, at least for now. But who knows what the fu ture may hold.

Us ing the last of my pow ers, I rewrote her mem o ries, all so she

could be a per fectly or di nary girl. If you ever come to meet her again...

please be a friend to her.

That was the re quest Takuru made of us.

Serika, now an or di nary girl, and me, hav ing re turned to my orig i‐ 

nal form. Some day, the two of us may even be able to be come best

friends—for real this time. With that thought in my mind, I leave

Miyashita Park be hind and walk through the heart of Shibuya.

Lies and mad ness alike have van ished from the city with out a

trace.

I still have a bit of time, so I should talk to Nono-chan about ev‐ 

ery thing that’s hap pened.

I turn to head for the memo rial, only to re al ize that Nono-chan’s

re mains are no longer there; I had se cretly taken her bones af ter she

was buried as Senri and moved them to the Ku rusu fam ily gravesite.

So, nei ther her, nor Senri are there any more.

To day’s weather is clear, and the sky a pure blue.

A dream sky; a sky born from my dreams.

An other sky; a sky I had yet to see be fore.

A dark sky; a sky of a dark hue.

A deep sky; a sky that al ways seems to draw you in.

Over sky; a view from above the very sky it self.

Many ex pres sions I could use for the sky above come to me, but

they all fail to de scribe what I see. The sky I see now... it’s what’s come

to rest above me af ter all the false hoods en velop ing Shibuya have

cleared. For that rea son, I want to call it the “real sky.”
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Di rect ing my words to ward the real sky, I be gin to speak, hop ing

deep within my heart that Nono-chan will hear what I say. “I’m sorry,

Nono-chan... There may be a lot of sad and painful things ahead of

me... but I’m not go ing to run. I’m go ing to face them... as Mi nami sawa

Senri.”

I still feel im mense guilt from tak ing ad van tage of her; that is a

sin I will most likely carry for the rest of my life. But now, I have de‐ 

cided to live on—as Mi nami sawa Senri. “I think... that’s the one thing

I can do for you.”

My words are taken up into the sky.

And then, words fall down to me.

I know you can do it, Senri.

Per haps I just mis heard some thing... or per haps it was noth ing

more than a hal lu ci na tion... but I, un mis tak ably, heard Nono-chan’s

voice. The voice I missed so, so much.

“Yeah...” my voice catches. “Yeah... Thank you, Nono-chan...”

With tears in my eyes, I say a prayer to my best friend... and it,

too, is taken up into the blue sky.

That sky... that silent, real sky Takuru cre ated when he be came

spe cial...

I would love to gaze up at it for ever and ever.

The End
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