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   Things With Frightening Names
 A blue abyssvực sâu. A valleythung lũng cavehang. Wainscotting. Iron. Mounds of dirtbụi bẩn. Lightning, and not only its name, is truly terrifyingđáng sợ. Violent winds. Ominous clouds. Comets. Sudden showers. Barren fields.
 Robbers, terrifyingđáng sợ in all aspectsdiện mạo. Sinful monksnhà sư, frighteningđáng sợ to almost all people. The wealthy, also terrifyingđáng sợ in all aspectsdiện mạo. Living ghostsbóng ma. Mock strawberriesquả dâu. Devil’s brackendương xỉ. Devil’s yamsmứt. Briars. Trifoliate oranges. Charcoal. Ushi-oni. Anchors—but not so much in name as in appearance.
 The Pillow Book, #148


 
  
 
   File 21: A Midterm Report on the Mysterious
 1
 “I decided to take Kasumi in.”
 When Kozakura made that sudden announcement, I became still, friedchiên chicken still in hand. Looking up, I saw Toriko was the same way: her eyes were wide and crumbsmẩu vụn of breading were still around her mouth. She had her glovegăng tay off, so her translucentmờ left hand was covered in greasedầu mỡ too.
 We were in the familiar combined diningăn uống room and kitchen at Kozakura’s mansionbiệt thự. It was just the three of us—me, Toriko, and Kozakura herself—sitting around the table. Two days after we beat T-san the Templeborn, we stopped by here, as it had become our usual hangoutđi chơi. For an after-party, as usual. The main dish tonight was a box of KFC.
 Every time we returned from the other world, Toriko wanted to drink and party like this. At some point, I found myself feeling uneasykhó chịu if we didn’t do it. I guess that’s what you’d call a force of habit. It might have been a sort of ritualnghi thức, as it brought us back from the abnormalbất thường to our ordinary lives.
 I swallowednuốt a mouthfullắm mồm of Red Hot Chicken so I could finally talk. With my lips tinglingngứa ran a little from the spicegia vị, I asked, “Take her in? Here?”
 “Yeah.”
 “In this house?”
 “Is that wrong?”
 “I don’t know if it’s wrong or not, but... What made you decide to do it?”
 “We can’t just leave her with DS Research forever,” Kozakura replied curtlycộc lốc. Then, without a look at either of us, who had stopped eating, she grabbed another piece of chicken and tore into it.
 Kasumi was the girl Toriko and I had brought back from the Otherside. At first I’d thought she was a normal girl who’d wanderedđi lang thang into the other world, but we were never able to identify her, so we decided to name her ourselves. She couldn’t have been more than elementarytiểu học school age. She wasn’t telling us anything, though, so that was just a guess.
 “I mean, yes, that may be true, but...”
 “That place is too dangerous to have a kid loitering around. We don’t know what might happen there. Even if she’s fine, she’ll give all the adults there stress ulcersloét from worrying about her.”
 Kasumi was able to travel freely between the surface world and the interstitialxen kẽ space. She’d been staying at the DS Research building ever since we’d taken her into our protection (?), but that ability of hers made it so she could go anywhere, and that was riskyrủi ro. The tightly sealed UBL artifactshiện vật storage and the sick rooms for Fourth Kind patients were like an open playgroundsân chơi to Kasumi.
 And on top of that, Runa Urumi was in the medical wardphường too...
 When she went inside Runa’s room, Kasumi covered her ears on her own, so she apparentlyrõ ràng knew Runa’s Voice was dangerous, but we had no way of avoiding the Voice without both my eye and Toriko’s hand. I couldn’t imagine covering her ears would help.
 If Runa became aware of Kasumi’s ability, I had pretty much no doubt that she’d try to get her hands on it. She wanted out. Although she was staying put for now, she wasn’t the type to sit there and let us keep her in captivitynuôi nhốt forever.
 “No one can control Kasumi’s power anyway, and if she’s here, well, it’s less dangerous than her shifting around inside DS Research.”
 Kozakura had taken to calling Kasumi’s ability “shifting.” It was a power that let her transitionchuyển tiếp through the various phases, or maybe layers—I wasn’t sure exactly what to call them, but facetskhía cạnh of reality—without it seemingdường như to take much effort. It was as easy for her to go back and forthra from the interstitialxen kẽ space as pressing the Shift key on the keyboardbàn phím to change the kind of letters you were using.
 “You’re okay with this?” Toriko, who had kept quiet until now, asked.
 “With what?”
 “I mean...” Toriko started to say, then trailed off.
 Kozakura looked at her. Then, after looking one another in the eye for a few seconds, there was a strange silence. I didn’t like it, so I knocked back my can of lemonchanh vàng sourchua, then put it back down on the table. The dry sound from the empty can drew their attention.
 “Even if we assume it’s all right for you to take her in, are you going to be able to communicate with her?” I asked.
 “I think I’ll learn how,” Kozakura answered.
 “She can only speak with borrowed words, right?”
 “For now, yeah. But I can sense her desire to communicate. You must feel it too, right, Sorawo-chan?”
 “Well, yeah.”
 When Kasumi spoke with us, she didn’t use her own words, but fragmentsmiếng of conversations Toriko and I had in the past. I didn’t figure it out at first, but with careful listening, I started to think she was quotingtrích dẫn them in ways that flowed with the current conversation. While I couldn’t whollyhoàn toàn discount the possibility that we were just reading too much into it, her quotestrích dẫn were relevant more often than I was willing to chalkphấn up to coincidencetrùng hợp ngẫu nhiên.
 “There’s still a lot of mysteriesbí ẩn, though. Like why does Kasumi know about our past conversations?” Toriko, who had resumedbản tóm tắt eating, said while munchingnhai tóp tép on chicken. “It makes no sense, right? We’d never even met her before.”
 I noddedgật đầu, dippingnhúng a frychiên rán in the mentaiko mayomayo dipnhúng.
 “I have no idea how she’s able to quotetrích dẫn from conversations we had when not only was she not there, no one other than the two of us was either. Was she secretly following us all along, and remembers everything she heard or something?”
 “Seems kind of unlikely,” I said.
 “I know, right? That can’t be it.”
 “No matter how out of it you two were, you’d have to notice,” Kozakura agreed, taking a sipmột hớp of colaCola. She wasn’t drinking it hot today, but cold. She apparentlyrõ ràng drank it the normal way with meals.
 “That’s not the sense I get from hearing her talk, you know?” Kozakura continued. “It’s not that she’s imitatingbắt chước words she’s heard, it’s more like...she came preinstalled with a dictionarytừ điển of other people’s utterancesphát biểu.”
 “She didn’t learn them, but came with them built-in, you mean?” I asked.
 “That’s the sense I get.”
 “Who installedcài đặt them in her, and why?” Toriko wondered aloudlớn tiếng, causing Kozakura to frownnhăn mặt.
 “To answer that, we’d have to figure out what Kasumi is first...”
 We waited silently until Kozakura gave up and continued.
 “I think that, like T-san the Templeborn or Michiko Abarato, Kasumi may be a sort of probeđầu dò sent here from the Otherside. The word she’s said multiple times, ‘interfacegiao diện,’ may be indicativebiểu thị of that.”
 “So you were thinking that too.”
 I was of the same opinion as Kozakura. The Otherside entitiesthực thể we’d encountered thus far appeared in the forms of ghostbóng ma stories from inside people’s heads, and often spoke in snippetsđoạn trích of text copied and pasteddán right out of net loretruyền thuyết. Kasumi’s method of communication used a different dictionarytừ điển, but was very similar to the way the Otherside entitiesthực thể acted.
 “Sorawo-chan, you were saying before that the ones that took on human forms were trying to approach us and make contact from the other side.”
 “You think Kasumi’s a part of that approach?” Toriko asked.
 “I think it’s highly likely,” Kozakura replied.
 “And you’re going to take her in, knowing that?” I asked.
 “Because I can’t just abandonbỏ rơi her,” Kozakura responded, dropping the chicken bone that she had picked clean on her plate.
 “You’re not scared?” Toriko asked.
 “Of the girl? I dunnokhông biết. In some ways, the two of you are scarierđáng sợ.”
 “Uh, that’s not what I was getting at.”
 “Because she’s connected to the other world, you mean?”
 “Yeah...”
 Seeing the confusion on Toriko’s face, Kozakura answered her seriously. “There’s a lot of unknowns here, but I think the girl herself is human. Not some sort of pseudo-human created on the Otherside. I think that a genuinethành thật human may have been set up as an interfacegiao diện between the other world and humanitynhân loại.”
 “If that’s what’s going on, it’s a method we haven’t encountered before,” I noted.
 Their past attempts to “approach” us flashed through my mind. The entitiesthực thể that existed beyond the Otherside, who we vaguelymơ hồ referred to as “them,” had tried to make contact with us through a variety of pseudo-humans before now. For the vast majority of them, we were able to figure out they were inhumanvô nhân đạo because of their creepyrùng mình, illogicalphi logic words and actions. That had been the same with the two most recent examples, Michiko Abarato and T-san the Templeborn too.
 Michiko Abarato had me fooled at first. The surprise scenariokịch bản of being asked by a woman who we’d heard had vanishedbiến mất to search for her disappeared husband may have impairedkhiếm khuyết my judgment. The abnormalbất thường nature of the situation only became clear to me when we received that incomprehensiblekhó hiểu “We got married” postcardbưu thiếp. When we met, I thought we were having a normal conversation, but were we really? Maybe distance had made it harder for her to keep up an appearance of humannesslòng nhân đạo, or it could be that it was strange all along, and we just hadn’t noticed...
 When T-san showed up later, his humannesslòng nhân đạo was more refinedtinh chế. It wasn’t just me—he was able to interacttương tác with the other students in my seminarhội thảo and the professor without arousingđánh thức suspicionnghi ngờ. Still, when T-san went places where we weren’t around, he started acting strange. Based on the traces we’d seen in his ruinedđổ nát apartment, he’d been walking in circles on the tatami matschiếu with his shoes on, and when we spoke to him directly later on there was something that felt off about the way he talked.
 In both cases, they hadn’t managed to perfectly imitatebắt chước a human.
 By comparison, Kasumi was overwhelmingly more human-like than either of them. While her expression lacked emotion, and she could only speak the words of others, there was something fundamentallyvề cơ bản different between her and those pseudo-humans.
 That said, I couldn’t prove it. It was possible “they” might be learning to create more intricatephức tạp replicas. If that’s what was going on, then Kozakura would be letting their most advanced agent live in her house. That was fine when Toriko and I were around, but once they were alone, if Kasumi turned out to be a pseudo-human I had no idea what she might do to Kozakura and that scared me. What if Kozakura had been replaced the next time we met? Replaced? Oh, right, “they” might be learning to imitatebắt chước humans so they can replace us and become residents of this side? Worse yet, the ones we’ve met may only be a small fractionphân số of the ones out there, and they could be doing the same thing all over the world, and they bubblebong bóng up everywhere and pop, pop, pop, replace us, and from above it looks like a bubblysủi bọt pattern, and people with trypophobia must hate that, I mean, I’m fine with it, but sometimes it squicks me out, but when you raise your vantage point and look down on something from up really high, the overlookingnhìn ra view seems like a really, really big painting, but no matter how you think about it—
 “Sorawo.”
 A touch on my arm brought me back to my senses. Looking up, I saw Toriko and Kozakura eyeing me with concern.
 “Did it happen again...?” I asked, and they both noddedgật đầu.
 When I thought about “them,” my mind would go blanktrống and freeze for a little while. It seemed to push some strange switch inside my head. Normally, I tried not to think about them, but it affected Toriko too, so we tried to look out for it in one another.
 Shaking my head vigorously, I found I’d lost track of whatever it was I was thinking, like when you wake from a dream.
 “You okay?” Kozakura asked me.
 “Sorry. What were we talking about again?”
 “About Kasumi being human,” Toriko helpfully explained.
 “I was thinking Kasumi’s human too, but...what made you think that, Kozakura-san?” I asked, trying to get back on track.
 “She’s not trying to seem human.”
 It caught me off guard how simple Kozakura’s answer was. “Yeah, that’s true... You have a point.”
 “I know. Because humans don’t need to act human.”
 Is that what felt human about Kasumi for me? I wondered, with the answer making a lot of sense to me. Beside me, Toriko’s browlông mày furrowednhíu lại and she had a complicatedphức tap expression on her face.
 “Is something wrong?” I asked.
 “Huh? No, I was just thinking, ‘Oh, I get it,’” she replied with a kind of vaguemơ hồ tone before knocking back her can of beer.
 “Are you suspiciouskhả nghi of Kasumi?”
 “Nah. She looks human to me too... She’s a little similar to you.”
 I couldn’t help but smile at Toriko’s teasingtrêu chọc comment. “Yeah, I can’t really denytừ chối that.”
 I had some thoughts about the way Kasumi went where she pleased, unconcernedkhông quan tâm about the people around her. Like, Objectively, I’m not so different from this kid...
 “Maybe it’s best if Kozakura takes her in. She’s good at looking after people,” Toriko said, earning us a scowlcau có from Kozakura.
 “It kind of pisses me off when you two say that.”
 “Well, it’s true, isn’t it?” I shot back.
 “Now listen, if someone you loaned money to said you were very generoushào phóng, what would you think? People have killed for less, damn it.”
 “Are you taking in Kasumi because you’re an adult?” Toriko asked.
 “Huh?”
 “You’re trying to look like a responsible adult...”
 “Oh, yeah, yeah. That’s it. Sure. Everyone around me is a child so I’ve gotta be the one to do it. It’d make things a lot easier on me if you two would grow up already, though.”
 “Okay. We’ll work on it little by little.”
 “Little by little? That’s really your response? You scare me.”
 While Kozakura and Toriko squabbledcãi cọ, I idlyvu vơ thought about things.
 Is that all it is? I wondered.
 Was it just her sense of responsibility as an adult?
 I could accept that Kozakura was concernedlo âu about me and Toriko because she was good-natured, and good at looking out for others, but what about Kasumi? She was an unidentifiedkhông xác định girl we’d brought back from the other world, she couldn’t hold a proper conversation, and she was always running off and disappearing. That put this on kind of a different level. If Kozakura really was taking her in because she couldn’t bring herself to leave her alone, that went beyond just being good-natured. She’d be a saintthánh nhân.
 “What?” Kozakura glaredánh sáng chói at me. It looked like my thoughts were showing on my face again.
 I looked down, mumblinglầm bầm, “No, it’s nothing,” as I reached for another piece of chicken.
 You sure live in a big house, Kozakura.
 I remembered what Kasumi said to Kozakura when we returned from our encounter with T-san.
 But isn’t it a little too big to live in alone...?
 I was startledgiật mình by the look of surprise on her face then. It took some time for her to be able to respond to us after that, so she must have been pretty shocked.
 If it wasn’t something I said, and it wasn’t something Toriko said, then it was easy to guess who those words must have come from. That was something Satsuki Uruma had said to Kozakura. Was it really just Kozakura’s sense of responsibility as an adult that was making her take Kasumi in? I don’t think it was unreasonablevô lý of me to suspect otherwise.
 Uh, not that I really cared about Satsuki Uruma at all.
 If anything, my concern was more with Toriko’s feelings. If I’d noticed it, then she must have too. I knew Toriko loved me now—I mean, at this point, after it had been made so abundantlyphong phú clear to me, I could only say that—but what had she felt when she heard Kasumi mimickingbắt chước the words of Satsuki Uruma, the one she had been so obsessedbị ám ảnh with before.
 I stole furtivelén lút glances at her as I nibblednhấm nháp on my chicken, but her behavior gave me no insightcái nhìn thấu suốt into how she might be feeling. Toriko was much better at hiding her thoughts than I was. And, on top of that, I was a woman who had no idea how others felt. This was hopelessvô vọng.
 “The way she speaks by quotingtrích dẫn phrasescụm từ we know makes her seem strange at first glance, but the kid’s not doing anything all that strange, really.”
 It looked like they’d gotten back on the topic of Kasumi at some point.
 “The process of language acquisitionsự mua lại in childhood has to start with imitatingbắt chước the adults around them. They connect sounds with meanings, build their vocabularytừ vựng, and graduallydần dần learn to talk. Kasumi’s the same. The difference is that her vocabularytừ vựng isn’t made up of words, but preexistingtồn tại từ trước chunksđoạn of phrasescụm từ.”
 “So it’s only the source of her dictionarytừ điển that’s strange, but her communication is otherwise normal, you’re saying?” Toriko asked.
 “Exactly. So if we talk around her, she’ll learn from what she hears, and should graduallydần dần change how she talks too. Once she understands the phrasescụm từ she’s been quotingtrích dẫn, I’m sure she’ll break them down into their constituentthành phần parts inside her head and rearrangesắp xếp lại them, which should make conversation with her more normal. So I’m not worried about being able to communicate in the future. It’s gonna be tough at first, though.”
 “Makes sense! Let’s talk around Kasumi a lot, then! Okay, Sorawo?”
 “Uh, sure...”
 “That may be the biggest thing you two can contribute—don’t teach her anything weirdkỳ quặc. And watch your mouths. Especially you, Sorawo-chan.”
 “Am I that bad? I’m pretty sure I don’t cursenguyền rủa or say vulgarthô tục things all that often... What do you think, Toriko?”
 “Erm...”
 “The problem isn’t that you’re foulmouthed or vulgarthô tục. It’s the way you’ll tell dark jokes, and then just keep on going with a goofyngốc nghếch grinnụ cười toe toét on your face because you can’t tell everyone else has been put off by it. Pretty common for otaku, really. You know how there’s people who like internetInternet slangtiếng lóng so much they use it in daily life? Yeah, you’re the same way.”
 “Urgh... Gh...”
 With a cold glance at me as I suffered some severe emotional damage, Kozakura continued. “So be extra careful in front of Kasumi. Got it?”
 “O-Okay...”
 “Y-You’ll be fine. I’ll be careful about it too, okay?” Toriko said, trying to make me feel better.
 “You’ll be careful about it? How so, exactly?” I asked.
 “If you say anything too off-color, then...” Toriko replied, punctuatingchấm câu it with a karateVõ karate chopchặt gesturecử chỉ.
 “That’s abuselạm dụng!”
 “You’re a bad influence too! What’ll you do if Kasumi ends up being quick to hit people like that?” Kozakura asked.
 “O-Okay... I’ll restrainkiềm chế myself.”
 “Do you have such violent impulsesthúc đẩy that they need to be restrainedhạn chế?!”
 “No! It’s not like that, it’s just... It’s an expression.”
 As we banterednói đùa back and forthra, we forgot what we’d been talking about. It took thirty minutes for the conversation to get back to Kasumi.
 “But if you’re taking a kid in, aren’t there going to be all sorts of problems, like her family register and stuff?” Toriko asked as she grabbed some soggysũng nước frieskhoai tây chiên.
 “Well, yeah. Migiwa’s got contacts who’ll sort all that out.”
 “What’s with that guy, seriously?” I asked.
 “He’s a friend,” she replied.
 “A friend, huh?”
 “So he’ll prepare a new identity for her, then?” Toriko asked.
 “That would be what it means, yeah.”
 “Heh, that sounds neatgọn gàng!”
 “What do you mean, ‘neatgọn gàng’?” I interjectedxen vào.
 “Like in a spygián điệp movie, where they’ve got passportshộ chiếu with different names and stuff. Have you ever wondered what kind of person you could pose as?”
 “I get what you mean, but I don’t even have my own passporthộ chiếu...”
 “Well, get one, Sorawo. You can’t go on trips overseasHải ngoại without one,” Toriko said.
 “Whaa? I don’t need that kind of trip.”
 “I mean, if we come out of the Otherside and we’re in another country, you’ll be in trouble, you know?”
 “Urgh... Okay, yeah, that’s true.”
 Toriko made a reasonable point. Distances in the other world were different from in the surface world, so I could easily imagine we might wanderđi lang thang into a foreign country without realizing it. The furthestxa nhất we’d gone so far was Ishigaki Island, but that was just a stone’s throw from Taiwan. One misstepbước nhầm, and that could have been the end for us.
 “Okay, you got me. I’ll get one eventually.”
 “Aw, yeah! That’s a promise.” Toriko clappedvỗ tay her hands with gleehân hoan. It was something a little kid would do.
 “But, if we do end up in a foreign country, won’t we be in trouble even if we have passportshộ chiếu? Like, what do we say if they ask what we’re doing in their country when there’s no record of us having left Japan...?”
 When I raised this objectionsự phản đối, Kozakura seemed to remember something.
 “Lately, I hear they don’t stamp your passporthộ chiếu. They use facialtrên khuôn mặt recognition gates and stuff.”
 “Really? Well, we’re good to go, then, huh?” Toriko said enthusiasticallynhiệt tình.
 “Actually, I’ve heard that because of the lack of stamps, it’s become common for people to suspect you even when you’re there legitimatelyhợp pháp,” Kozakura explained.
 “If there’s room for excuses, we can make it work!”
 “Don’t talk like a bad student.”
 “Well, I am a bad student,” Toriko said irresponsiblyvô trách nhiệm as she drainedráo nước a can of highballbanh to. I thought the way she looked—tipsy, and with her hair a little disheveled—was supersiêu cool. Even though what she was saying was pretty awfultồi tệ. What the hell?
 “How much can we decide about Kasumi’s, uh, new ID?”
 “Huh? What do you mean?”
 “Like her name, age, nationalityquốc tịch...”
 “Dunno. I’ll have to ask Migiwa. They might use an existing identity, or they might fabricatechế tạo a new one from scratchcào. I don’t know how it works.”
 “Oh, yeah? You think we can choose a birthday for her, at least?”
 “A birthday? Why?” Kozakura asked.
 “You don’t get to choose your own birthday, right? So, if we have the opportunity...”
 “Uh, you don’t get to choose most things about your identity.”
 “Oh, right, my birthday’s coming up, by the way,” Toriko said.
 “Oh, yeah?”
 “It is, huh?” I interjectedxen vào. “When?”
 “June 6th.”
 “Hmm, that’s next month.”
 “Not that I expect you to be interested, Sorawo,” Toriko said, sulkinghờn dỗi.
 “Fine, fine, let’s celebrate it,” I said, thinking she was being a pain in the butt. Toriko’s face lit up.
 “Yeah! And let’s celebrate yours too!”
 “You don’t have to botherlàm phiền with mine...”
 “I want to celebrate it! When is it?”
 “May 5th,” I answered, and Toriko froze up.
 “May 5th?”
 “That’s what I said.”
 “What day is it today?”
 “I forget. What was it?” I asked.
 “Hm? May 10th,” Kozakura said, causing Toriko to shout out loud.
 “I already missed it!”
 It may be hard to believe, but this sparkedtia lửa a huge argument, and that was the end of the day’s after-party.
 
  
 



2
 Two days later, while attending my cultural anthropologynhân chủng học seminarhội thảo, I only half listened to the other students’ presentations while I was thinking.
 My internal debatetranh luận was about Toriko, of course.
 Toriko had been more upset than I expected at the fact that my birthday had already gone by, and I was just confused. I’d never taken her to be the type to care so much about important dates and that sort of thing, so it didn’t seem right to me. I mean, we’d never asked each other about our birthdays before.
 I dunnokhông biết. The way she got upset, it might have come from the same part of her that cared so much about having after-parties. It reminded me of how insistentvan lơn she was about going to the beach in Okinawa. I felt like she had this sort of, I don’t know...obsession with not missing out on events we could experience together.
 Oh, jeez. What a pain in the butt. Just thinking about it made my chest tightenthắt chặt, and my head feel hot. I wanted to shout out loud.
 I really wasn’t good with this kind of stuff. You know... Thinking about other people’s feelings.
 I nearly started scratchinggãi my head, which was getting itchyngứa, but then I remembered I was in class and just managed to stop myself.
 It’d be easier if I could snap and say, I don’t care anymore! and then disappear into the other world on my own. But I couldn’t. Damn it...
 I let out a sighthở dài, quietly, so no one around me could hear. People are difficult. I just wasn’t cut out for this kind of thing.
 Once I knew for sure that Toriko’s feelings for me were...affectionate, I didn’t know how to respond, and I’d been searching for an answer ever since. In fact, searching’s all I’d done. I worried and worried, but nothing had been resolved. Overthinking things can be as bad as doing nothing, and I had a feeling I was wasting time.
 Still, Toriko’s been so unstablekhông ổn định latelygần đây... I was thinking, but then I reconsideredxem xét lại.
 No, Toriko had always been that way. I just never noticed. I was blind, and hadn’t been able to realize what kind of person Toriko was, despite being with her all this time.
 The truth was, I still didn’t know. Like, when I lost my memories after T-san got me, and I was saying all sorts of weirdkỳ quặc stuff, she hit me.
 Thinking back on it, why...? Why did she hit me?
 “Were we going out, or something?”
 That’s what I asked her. That was what made Toriko lose it.
 Okay, yeah, it’s something I’d never say if I was in my right mind, but was it something to hit me for?
 She tried to excuse it, saying that slappingcái tát me had fixed me before, but it was still a weirdkỳ quặc response, wasn’t it?
 The day before yesterday, while she hadn’t hit me, she did get supersiêu mad and throw a fit; I had no idea what she was thinking. Was missing my birthday something to fliplật out that bad over? It was only a few days past; if she’d wanted to celebrate, I wouldn’t have minded it being a little late. Like, we could have gone for cake or something...
 Celebrate, huh...?
 When was the last time someone celebrated my birthday?
 I didn’t have to think long. It was back in elementarytiểu học school. When mom was still alive.
 My family fell in with the cultgiáo phái after that, which brought an end to any religious events we’d celebrated before, and birthdays ended up being canceled at the same time. I don’t think celebrating birthdays is a religious thing, but I also started avoiding my family, so even if they’d offered to celebrate with me, I’d have refused.
 From then on, birthdays were just another day to me—to the point I’d completely forgotten about mine until I was asked.
 If I’d explained, would Toriko have been able to accept that? Probably. But I think she’d cry for me. The last time I told her about my past, Toriko was supersiêu sad. It’s confusing, having someone get sad on your behalfthay mặt when it doesn’t really botherlàm phiền you, and I didn’t want to make her cry. When I experienced Toriko’s perspectiveluật xa gần in the interstitialxen kẽ space in the mirror, the way I’d made her cry really shocked me.
 “Okay, could I ask you to go next, Kamikoshi-kun.”
 “Huh? Oh! Yes!”
 I was pulled back to reality when the professor called my name. Today was my day to present. I regainedgiành lại my composuređiềm tĩnh while my printoutsin ra were being passed around, then started to speak.
 “Erm, I’m Kamikoshi. I believe, last time, I said I was going to study cutedễ thương things, but I’ve reconsideredxem xét lại, and I’m thinking I’ll do ghostbóng ma stories like I originally planned...”
 I gaugedmáy đo the responses of people around me as I began speaking. Professor Abekawa and the other students in my seminarhội thảo were looking down at my printoutin ra and listening.
 “Uhh, to start off... There’s a variety of different types of ghostbóng ma stories, but we can largely divide them into fictionalhư cấu ghostbóng ma stories and true ghostbóng ma stories. There are other ways to break them up, but for convenience’s sakelợi ích, that’s how I’ll be dividing them here. True ghostbóng ma stories, as the name suggests, are ghostbóng ma stories that are told as if the events in them truly happened, and these are the ones I’m interested in. That said, because ghostbóng ma stories are generally told as stories that ‘really happened,’ you may find it strange to refer to these ones as true ghostbóng ma stories.”
 “But, if you started your story saying, ‘this is just some lie I cooked up just now,’ you have no idea how people would react, right? Even if you don’t go out of your way to say it’s untruesai sự thật, you might say you heard about it from a friend of a friend... I think you’ll have heard stories like that. Ones that people tell you as if they’re true, but when you listen closely they’re vaguemơ hồ about who they happened to, and they’ve just been passed on as rumorstin đồn. The sort of thing we’d call urbanđô thị legendshuyền thoại. Those aren’t true ghostbóng ma stories. The person who experienced things, and the people who heard and recorded the story, are clear. That’s different from traditional ghostbóng ma stories. In the case of internetInternet ghostbóng ma stories, people are generally anonymousvô danh, which changes things a little. But you can tell where the story came from, like it was posted to this board at this time, which is a clear difference from urbanđô thị legendshuyền thoại.”
 “The history of true ghostbóng ma stories is shorter. The genrethể loại started in the early ‘90s, and graduallydần dần developed from there. Before that, there were collections like Miyoko Matsutani’s school ghostbóng ma stories or Kunio Yanagita’s Tono Monogatari, and if you go back to the Edo Period, Yasumi Negishi’s Mimibukuro. They interviewed people and wrote down the stories of ghostsbóng ma and other strange things they were told, so they feel similar in terms of overall flavorhương vị, but many of them are stories the intervieweesngười được phỏng vấn had themselves heard from others, so they’re not, strictly speaking, the same.”
 “Now, if I were to say they’re important works in the history of true ghostbóng ma stories—although ‘works’ may not be the best word to use—there are the following...”
 My delivery was a little awkwardvụng về at first, but once I got going, I was in my element. Following the outline on my printoutin ra, I explained conceptuallyvề mặt khái niệm what the genrethể loại of true ghostbóng ma stories was.
 “...and so, that’s what I’m thinking I’ll make my theme, but I don’t yet know how to approach it from the perspectiveluật xa gần of cultural anthropologynhân chủng học. I haven’t finished sorting it all out yet, but that’s what I have.”
 When I finished my presentation, Professor Abekawa spoke up, “Thank you. You have an interesting topic. I was happy to see you so animatedhoạt hình talking about a topic that you clearly have a prior interest in.”
 “Y-Yeah?”
 “Let’s move on to questions. Anyone?”
 At the professor’s urging, a number of my classmates raised their hands.
 “Have you ever had a scaryđáng sợ experience yourself, Kamikoshi-san?”
 There was the question I knew was coming, and it came right away.
 “I have.”
 “What sort of experience was it?”
 “I think it’s better if I don’t say.”
 That response sent an excitedhào hứng murmurthì thầm through the room.
 “Huh? Why’s that?”
 “It’s, uh, a pretty private thing. I’m sorry,” I said as meeklynhu mì as I could.
 “Oh...” People in the room seemed to get it.
 This was the answer I came to after agonizingđau khổ over how to respond to the question I was pretty much guaranteed to get asked. I thought it was a pretty smooth way of handling it myself. If I said it was a private matter, I didn’t have to go into the specifics, and I figured it would keep them from getting nosytò mò. Let them imagine family troubles, physical and mental scarsvết sẹo, traumatổn thương I couldn’t bring myself to talk about, or whatever else they liked. The ghostbóng ma stories they’d seen themselves before now must have had those kinds of elements too. They’d remember those, and conclude that something had happened. I don’t want to tootthổi còi my own hornsừng, but I’m good at thinking when it comes to ghostbóng ma stories.
 It looked like I was right, and we naturally moved on to the next question.
 “Um, calling them ‘true ghostbóng ma stories’ just doesn’t feel right to me... Sorry, I’m going to be bluntcùn, but all ghostbóng ma stories are fakegiả mạo, right?”
 “What makes you think that?”
 “What makes me think that? Because they’re impossible. Like, there’s no such thing as ghostsbóng ma.”
 “First, not all ghostbóng ma stories necessarily involve ghostsbóng ma. In the case of true ghostbóng ma stories in particular, the main defining characteristicđặc trưng is that a person who experienced inexplicablekhông thể giải thích được events relates the story without attempting to interpretthông dịch them.”
 “What do you mean?”
 “To give you an example, let’s say there’s a story where A-san experiences sleep paralysisbại liệt, sees an old woman standing at his bedsideđầu giường, and passes out from terrorkhủng bố. In a traditional ghostbóng ma story, they’d say the old woman was a ghostbóng ma.”
 “She isn’t...?”
 “We just don’t know. Ghosts, vengefulbáo thù spirits, boundràng buộc spirits, protectivebảo vệ spirits, living ghostsbóng ma, youkai, hallucinationsảo giác caused by sleep paralysisbại liệt, there could be a variety of explanations, but those are all just our interpretationsdiễn dịch. All A-san experienced was seeing an old woman standing by his bedsideđầu giường while he was paralyzedtê liệt. In true ghostbóng ma stories, people write what happened.”
 “And...is that interesting? It all sounds pretty plain from everything you’ve said. I don’t feel like that would be very scaryđáng sợ.”
 “Just writing down the events isn’t scaryđáng sợ. It’s making the reader make the connections between them, showing glimpsescái nhìn thoáng qua of the whole, that makes them scaryđáng sợ. Basically, if a bad storytellerngười kể chuyện does it it’s not scaryđáng sợ, and if a good storytellerngười kể chuyện does it, it is. It’s just a matter of technique.”
 “Isn’t making those connections and hinting at things a form of interpretationdiễn dịch?”
 That was a weak spot. I thought about it as I answered.
 “You have a point. If I were to be more precisechính xác, I’d say that simply recording the truth is impossible to begin with, and a certain degree of interpretationdiễn dịch is unavoidablekhông thể tránh khỏi... It may be wrong to define whether or not something falls into the genrethể loại of true ghostbóng ma stories based on the presence or absence of interpretationdiễn dịch.”
 “I thought so.”
 “But what interests me about ghostbóng ma stories isn’t whether they’re scaryđáng sợ or not... It’s how much those accounts tell me about a world we can’t see. In that sense, my perspectiveluật xa gần is different from those of ghostbóng ma story writers and tellersngười kể chuyện who focus on how well they can scare people. So... I hated it when something that added a texturekết cấu of interpretationdiễn dịch, like saying something was a ghostbóng ma, was layered over the events. That’s what I wanted to say when I said they don’t interpretthông dịch things...” I realized I’d started to say too much, and shut my mouth.
 “I’m still having trouble seeing it. What are these ghostbóng ma stories with minimaltối thiểu interpretationdiễn dịch you’re talking about, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “Well, for example...” I looked around at the faces sitting at the table.
 “During our last seminarhội thảo, there was another person in this room.” The looks they were giving me grew dubiousmơ hồ.
 “He was a male student, sitting here like any of you. Do you remember him? I don’t think so. He didn’t really do anything to stand out. I don’t think we have anyone marked as absent today either.”
 “Was there someone like that?”
 “Huh? Was he a zashiki warashi?”
 “There was nobody like that.”
 They each responded in their own way. I simply pointed.
 “Okay, then why is that one chair empty? When we’re all packed in so tight too.”
 In one corner of the square made up of long desks that had been pushed together, directly across from me, there was a single pipe chair that no one was sitting in. Everyone was packed in so tight their elbowskhuỷu tay were almost touching, so the gap there was highly unnaturalkhông tự nhiên.
 Hushed voices echoedtiếng vang through the room. Until I pointed it out, no one had thought anything of the empty seat.
 As the murmuringthì thầm continued, I said, “It can be explained, of course. Maybe it’s just that no one thought to move that chair aside so it wasn’t taking up space. But it’s a strange experience, one that feels wrong to all of you, right? None of you saw a ghostbóng ma yourselves, but you thought, ‘Huh?’ or maybe you shudderedrùng mình... That said, it wasn’t that intensemãnh liệt of an experience, so I think you’ll all forget it in no time. Interestingly, while mysterioushuyền bí experiences feel impactful in the moment, we tend to forget most of them quite easily. Picking up on them is another traitđặc điểm of modern true ghostbóng ma stories.”
 I had been tensecăng thẳng, thinking about how I’d handle T-san if he was still in the seminarhội thảo room, but he’d vanishedbiến mất. Judging by the other students’ reactions, they’d all forgotten him. He was probably never supposed to exist here, and when we defeated him it was made so that he “never was.”
 Benimori-san, who had come to talk to me before, and the other three who went on that test of couragelòng can đảm with her, didn’t react any differently to what I was saying than the rest. They didn’t stare at me, have a change of pallorxanh xao... Nothing. They were all just fine. I think Benimori-san was being made to follow the text of T-san’s ghostbóng ma story back then, so I wonder if the test of couragelòng can đảm she talked about ever really took place. I didn’t even know if her coming to me for advice was real or not.
 While I was thinking about it, the whispers settled down, and the next hand went up.
 “From what I’m hearing, these true ghostbóng ma stories don’t just come directly from the person who had a strange experience, but the people who hear and then retellkể lại their story are also important. Is that not correct?”
 “I think you’re right. That’s a tendencykhuynh hướng in the broader genrethể loại of ghostbóng ma stories, so I think how personal experiences are told is a key element of it.”
 “Basically, there are informantsngười cung cấp thông tin, and there are field workers. I think when you consider the problem of how to talk about the information from your sources, it’s very similar to the way anthropologistsnhà nhân chủng học practice ethnographydân tộc học. I know you said you were considering how you should approach this topic from the perspectiveluật xa gần of cultural anthropologynhân chủng học, Kamikoshi-san, but if you were to interview people who had these sorts of strange experiences yourself, couldn’t you write an ethnographicdân tộc học report?”
 “Yeah, that’s right. I thought that would work too at first. But...”
 I trailed off. Before I knew about the Otherside, I wouldn’t have hesitateddo dự. I’d have gone on dreamilymơ màng collecting ghostbóng ma stories, in the hopes of capturing some small corner of the mysterioushuyền bí and frighteningđáng sợ world that I’d glimpsedcái nhìn thoáng qua through true ghostbóng ma stories for myself.
 But now I’d encountered the other world. I’d become aware that an unknown world truly did exist in the most concrete way possible.
 When I’d applied for the cultural anthropologynhân chủng học program with the vaguemơ hồ thought that maybe I could study ghostbóng ma stories, the existence of the Otherside obviously didn’t figure into that at all. Ironically, I found the answer before I could study it.
 Well, what was I supposed to do here, then?
 There was a time when I said that maybe I should drop out of university and make a living investigating the other world, but Kozakura seriously told me off for it. I was half-joking at the time, but also half-serious.
 Kozakura’s warning that if I didn’t keep up some ties to the surface world it was going to cost me my life convinced me I should at least keep going to school, but that didn’t resolve my troubles, and I’d been wondering what I should do ever since.
 “But...?”
 I came back to my senses when they pushed me to go on. “Even if I were to collect a bunch of experiences from people, I think that’s all it would end up being. If I was going to become a tellerngười kể chuyện of ghostbóng ma stories, that would be fine, but if I’m going to approach this as a cultural anthropologistnhà nhân chủng học, I dunnokhông biết... I don’t think it works without a more academichọc thuật corecốt lõi. Although, gathering a bunch of cases might let me see something...”
 As I was mumblinglầm bầm through my answer, Professor Abekawa spoke up. “Kamikoshi-kun, the experience you mentioned earlier, the one you said was private and wouldn’t talk about. Is it tied to your reason for pursuingtheo đuổi cultural anthropologynhân chủng học?”
 “Not directly, I don’t think. Before I started digging for ghostbóng ma stories, I hadn’t had any particularly unusual experiences.”
 “I don’t think you’ve told us yet why your focus is on true ghostbóng ma stories specifically. Is it what you were saying before, about wanting to see a world you don’t know?”
 “It’s because I found it interesting that people were talking about things that, if you think about them normally, are impossible as if they had actually happened. I found the fact that they weren’t uncertainkhông chắc chắn rumorstin đồn but had an actual person who experienced them reassuringtrấn an.”
 “Reassuring. It’s interesting you put it that way. In other words, Kamikoshi-kun, you were hoping for the mysterioushuyền bí happenings in ghostbóng ma stories to be real.” I wincednhăn. The professor was pushing me harder than I expected. He wasn’t going to back off like the students just because I said it was something private.
 “I don’t know that I was hoping for it, but I wanted to see for myself.”
 “Whether they were true or not?”
 “Yes!” The professor had touched on something I hadn’t wanted to talk about, so that came out more emphaticnhấn mạnh than I intended. I caught myself practicallythực tế glaringtrừng mắt nhìn at him. Even I was confused by that, and I lowered my eyes. He’d just been asking questions. Not picking a fight with me.
 The professor didn’t seem upset. He continued on in the same tone as before. “Inexplicable things like cursesnguyền rủa and spirits have always been an important field of study in cultural anthropologynhân chủng học. So your topic isn’t outlandishxa lạ, by any means, Kamikoshi-kun. I saw a real cursenguyền rủa myself in Africa a long time ago.”
 Professor Abekawa said that so casuallytình cờ, then continued on.
 “What one of the other students pointed out, about the format of true ghostbóng ma stories being similar to ethnographydân tộc học was interesting. As you are already aware, Kamikoshi-kun, there is the risk of simply collecting a bunch of episodicnhiều tập accounts. If you can come up with some sort of conclusion at the end, sure, you could make a thesisluận án paper out of it, but it would be a waste. It’s your job to find some sort of academichọc thuật corecốt lõi, and you’re welcome to take your time and consider it, but... Ah, yes, I recently saw a study on disasters and ghostsbóng ma. It was focused on stories of ghostsbóng ma seen after the Tohoku earthquakeđộng đất and tsunamisóng thần with a focus on ghostbóng ma stories from the affected areas. Its theme addressed the anthropologynhân chủng học of care. It’s a field that’s attracted a lot of attention recently.”
 “Oh...”
 While I was aware of their existence, I hadn’t personally been interested in disaster ghostbóng ma stories—or rather, I’d avoided them. They felt too human. It made me feel awkwardvụng về reading them. After reading one volume, I decided they weren’t for me, the kind of person who got all giddyham chơi reading about ghostbóng ma stories.
 “To explain a little about the history, the anthropologicalnhân chủng học study of witchcraftphù thủy and spirits started with Westerners observing the customs of ‘uncivilizedkhông văn minh’ tribesbộ lạc from a perspectiveluật xa gần of modern rationalismchủ nghĩa duy lý. They assumed that the world that African and Southeast Asian shamanspháp sư and mysticsthần bí spoke of ‘obviously couldn’t exist,’ and that they had these strangelykỳ lạ irrationalkhông hợp lý and uncivilizedkhông văn minh traditionstruyền thống. Later, when people were reflecting on the mistakes of colonialismchủ nghĩa thực dân, the view emergedhiện ra that while, from an outside perspectiveluật xa gần, their beliefs seemed like irrationalkhông hợp lý superstitionmê tín dị đoan, they were in fact rationalhợp lý and served a function within the contextbối cảnh of their own societies. That they were part of a different system of reasoning than that of Western societies.”
 I noddedgật đầu. I’d heard this several times in my first and second year classes.
 “It’s only recently, in the twenty-first century, that further objectionssự phản đối have been raised to this view. Saying that it’s the uniqueđộc nhất reasoning of non-Western societies may, ultimatelycuối cùng, just be forcing ‘rationalitysự hợp lý’ onto them. It’s possible that explanations that such and such custom has this or that societalxã hội function are just a way of translating things so they’re easier for people from Western societies to digesttiêu. Now, if you’re asking how we should put it, the argument is that rather than saying ‘they believe magic and spirits exist,’ we should think ‘they live in a world where magic and spirits exist.’ Outsiders mustn’t translate it into something rationalhợp lý. There’s something untranslatable there. It may be similar to what you were saying about ‘interpretationdiễn dịch’ earlier.”
 “You...could be right.”
 “What I found fascinatinglôi cuốn in your talk about true ghostbóng ma stories was that ‘experience’ was the root of everything. If you only look at that aspectdiện mạo, it’s rather stoicKiên nhẫn, but from what I can tell, the abilities of those who hear those experiences and retellkể lại them as ghostbóng ma stories play an important part. You could likely expand the argument in that direction to include art and creativitysáng tạo, but that may not be what you want. I feel a more straightforwardthẳng thắn passion for the world these ghostbóng ma stories are talking about from you.”
 The professor glanced down at an open folderthư mục full of loose-leaf paper in front of him, then gave me a meaningfulcó ý nghĩa look.
 “I just so happen to have an ‘experience’ you’ll likely be interested in right now. I hadn’t paid any mind to that empty seat, the one you pointed out, until you mentioned it. I found it odd, so I checked the class list, and there’s one name too many.”
 Excited whisperingthì thầm ran through the seminarhội thảo room again.
 “What was the name?”
 “It seems to be written in my hand, but the characters are an illegiblekhông đọc được messsự lộn xộn. I never noticed it either.”
 As the room went cold, he smiled.
 “I see. Now I understand what you meant when you said that a ghostbóng ma story can work even without seeing a ghostbóng ma. It’s interesting how you seem totally used to this kind of thing too.”
 “Huh? Oh, yeah, I guess.” As the one person who knew T-san was here until last time, I was struggling to figure out how to respond.
 The professor waited for the students to quiet, then continued.
 “Returning to the topic, in regardvề to your current dilemmatình trạng khó xử, it may be best to face your own passion for the theme of ghostbóng ma stories with the same franknesssự thẳng thắn as you do the theme itself.”
 Unsure what he was trying to say, I asked, “Um... What do you mean by that?”
 “It looks to me as if you’re hiding something.”
 That made me jump a little. I stared back at him without saying a word.
 “Either you’re hiding something, or trying not to see it. I don’t know if it’s this ‘private’ matter that you mentioned, and I have no intention of forcing you to talk about it. But when you take on any topic, lying about your motivesđộng cơ is something you’ll only regret later. Even if you can’t tell others, be honest with yourself, at least, and do your best not to be vaguemơ hồ about it. Why true ghostbóng ma stories? Why did you want to see if ghostbóng ma stories were true or not? If you think about those things, you may find what it is you want to dig into about this topic.”
 “...”
 “In cultural anthropologynhân chủng học, we look at ‘things that are different.’ If we can say something is different from us, what we ourselves are becomes clearer at the same time. When we think others are different from ourselves, it’s impossible for the ‘self,’ our basis for judging that, to remain invisiblevô hình. If we try to study others while that remains vaguemơ hồ, we’ll only succeed in producing lifelessvô hồn work. This is something I always tell my students.”
 The professor looked down at his watch.
 “That seems to be all the time we have. Let’s call it a day. I’ll see you all next week. Make sure you don’t forget if you’re presenting. Thank you.”
 There was a clatterkêu vang of chairs as students rosehoa hồng. I put my stuff for taking notes away too, then got up.
 As I was about to leave the classroom, Benimori-san came over. “Kamikoshi-san, I wanted to thank you for last time.”
 “Huh...?” I couldn’t help but stare at her. Benimori continued, lowering her voice.
 “Things worked out after that, so it’s all good now. I just wanted to let you know.”
 “Wait, hold on? What are you thanking me for?”
 “Huh?”
 For a moment, she gave me a blanktrống look, then burst out laughing. “Ah ha ha, you know what,” she said in a warm, friendly tone, like I was playing dumbcâm, then slappedcái tát me on the shoulder before leaving the room.
 I headed out into the hall. Benimori-san was walking away quickly, catching up to a group of three other people who she left with, chatting and smiling. Those were...Arayama-kun, Doita-kun, and Cai-san. The ones who went to T-san’s apartment for the test of couragelòng can đảm.
 Based on their reactions during our seminarhội thảo, they didn’t remember T-san, but maybe they remembered going for the test of couragelòng can đảm? So she remembered something happening, and coming to me for help, then? Then what does she think about him vanishingbiến mất like he was never here after coming to me to talk about him? I couldn’t imagine how it all fit together inside Benimori-san’s head.
 Cocking my head to the side in confusion, I headed outside.
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 Unable to motivate myself to head back home, I got on a bus headed from the university to the station. I think I had it vaguelymơ hồ in my head that I was going to go check out a large bookstorecửa hàng sách, but as I rode along, my mind was preoccupiedbận tâm with what I’d been told during my seminarhội thảo.
 Professor Abekawa’s words weren’t premisedtiền đề on the existence of the Otherside, so he hadn’t hit the mark entirely. And yet, I still felt like he’d touched a soređau spot.
 There had been a lot of changes around me latelygần đây, and I felt like I’d been putting a lot of things off as I pressed forward. I gazednhìn chằm chằm out the window as the sceneryphong cảnh along the bus route rolled by, not really looking at any of it as I tried to sort out my thoughts.
 The main reason I had jumped a bit when he said, “It looks as if you’re hiding something,” was obviously because I was keeping the Otherside a secret, but it was also because I felt like he’d guessed at a variety of other dark aspectsdiện mạo of myself too.
 Like my feelings for Toriko. Kozakura’s lectures. The way I interactedtương tác with the Otherside.
 Kasumi. Akari.
 Satsuki Uruma.
 Whoever was on the other side of the Otherside.
 I had all sorts of problems, all pushed off into some corner of my mind. Like I was hiding them in a hopelesslyvô vọng clutteredlộn xộn closetbuồng nhỏ in an attempt to say my room was now clean.
 He was right. I was hiding things. Not from others, but from myself. I was aware of that. But where was I even supposed to start? How could I sort any of this out? I had no clueđầu mối.
 The bus arrived at Minami-Yono Station. Still lost in thought, I got off the bus by sheertuyệt đối force of habit, headed up to the platform, and then realized: I hadn’t decided what I was going to do next.
 Normally, I’d hopnhảy lò cò the train to Ikebukuro, meet up with Toriko, and then we’d head for Shakujii-kouen or Jinbouchou, but... I just wasn’t feeling up to it today. Judging from how she was the day before yesterday, Toriko was probably still in a bad mood and, franklythẳng thắn, after she snapped at me over such a nonsensicalvô nghĩa reason, I was still upset with her too.
 As I was standing there, unsurekhông chắc chắn what to do, a train headed in the opposite direction of Ikebukuro arrived. It was the Saikyou Line, headed for Oomiya Station. As I was looking at the destinationđiểm đến, a thought occurred to me.
 Oh, yeah, maybe I should check out what things are like there. I’m alone today, so it may be a good opportunity.
 I got aboard, and the train immediately departedra đi for Oomiya.
 Oomiya was three stations north of Minami-Yono, and was the nearest major town in proximitysự gần gũi to the university, so I’d been there several times when I was in my first year. I’d been heading into Tokyo all the time since meeting Toriko, so it had been a while since I’d gone back. But the place that led to us meeting was a ruinedđổ nát building in Oomiya.
 It took less than ten minutes for the train to reach Oomiya. In contrast to the west side of the station, where further development had yielded large buildings, the east side was still a sprawlingngổn ngang town of small buildings and multi-tenant buildings, the same as it had ever been. It was on the east side, on the corner where two narrow streets met, that I came to a stop.
 Pachinko parlorsphòng khách, ramenramen restaurants, tavernsquán rượu, parking lots... In between the various assortedthập cẩm buildings of the shopping arcadegiải trí, there were many shops with their shuttersmàn trập lowered. Their signs had been taken down, and nothing was posted out front, so you couldn’t even tell what kind of businesses they had been.
 I casuallytình cờ approached the building and slipped into the gap between it and the neighboring one. The lock on the side door was broken, so I knew I should be able to get in. I’d been able to do so the last time I was here, at least.
 Turning my body sidewaysmột bên as I proceeded down the gap, I put my hand on the sliding door. It got caught if you tried to move it normally, but if I put in some force, and lifted it up a little—there, it moved. I went in through the opening and shut the door behind me. It was surprisingly bright inside, the dust stirred up by my intrusionxâm nhập dancing in the light shining through the skylightgiếng trời.
 Was that because it was early? I feel like it had been darker when I came here before.
 The back room of a shop that had gone under. The ceilingtrần nhà and wallpaperhình nền were in poor shape and the sink and gas stovecái lò against the wall were dark with grimebụi bẩn. There were chairs and a table in the center of the room, covered in dust.
 It had been a while since I’d been back. The last time was on the day I met Toriko.
 I’d found a gate to the Otherside here and, unable to believe my own discovery, came a number of times before finding the will to explore. Was it the second time? Or the third? I don’t remember anymore... But anyway, on that day, I found the resolve to go inside, encountered the Kunekune, and then Toriko saved me.
 What brought me to this abandonedbị bỏ rơi building in the first place? Right. Back then, I had an interest in buildings where there’d been accidents. I found information on this place somewhere, and when I showed up I tried to get inside, and I could. Then I happened to open up the back door, and a grassynhiều cỏ field spread out in front of me...
 It all started here, yet my memories of it were vaguemơ hồ, like they belonged to someone else. It had only been a year ago, so I was surprised by how I’d already forgotten nearly everything.
 The me of then and the me of now were like totally different people. I could no longer remember what past me had been doing or what she had been thinking at the time.
 In contrast to that, the memories of everything since I’d met Toriko were all so vividsống động. The difference was so starkngay đơ when I compared them that it was like my monochromeđơn sắc world had suddenly changed to technicolor that day.
 I crossed the room and approached the back door. The gate had been gone, but maybe it was back now...or so I vainly hoped as I grabbed the knobnút vặn and gave it a turn.
 Nothing so convenientthuận lợi happened.
 I pushed the door open with trepidationsự lo lắng, and on the side was just the back alleywayngõ hẻm, as I’d expected. There was a puddlevũng nước on the baretrần trụi concrete surface fed by runoffdòng chảy from the external portion of an air conditionerđiều hòa. It seemed like a poor imitationsự bắt chước of the swampđầm lầy with the Kunekunes, and that made me feel sad.
 When I learned my door to the plains of the unknown had become just another ordinary door, I think that hit me pretty hard. The path to the place I’d been seeking all that time had closed up right in front of me, after all.
 At the time, Toriko offered to take me to the gate she’d found, but I refused. “It’s fine, I’m all right,” I remember saying as I rebuffedtừ chối her. As if. If Toriko hadn’t come out of her way to hunt me down at the university, I don’t know what I’d have done after that. I might have gone on searching for a gate until I ended up like Abarato. Abandoning school to seek the Otherside, becoming more and more estrangedghẻ lạnh from society... I definitely had all the motiveđộng cơ and potential necessary for it. When I thought about it that way, I could see Kozakura’s concern.
 As I gazednhìn chằm chằm down at myself in the puddlevũng nước, it occurred to me that, you know what? I’d never tried going in or out through this door.
 I took a step out into the alleyhẻm and looked towards the arcadegiải trí. It was blocked off with an iron bar gate and a padlockổ khóa. Turning the other direction, the alleywayngõ hẻm came to an immediate dead end with the back doors of some other buildings. Oh, I guess it had never been possible to come in through here before. Had I been aware of that when I first came? I don’t even remember.
 I tried to go back in the back door, but came to a stop.
 It was shut.
 Huh...? Did I close it? Myself?
 I couldn’t imagine I would have, even unconsciously...
 I approached, finding it strange, and tested the doorknobtay nắm cửa. It didn’t budgenhúc nhích. It was locked.
 “Huh? You’re kidding me.”
 Had I been shut out by an auto-lock? No, no, it wasn’t that advanced. This was just a regular door that stayed unlockedmở khóa once you opened it. Or was this door bustedvỡ too, and it happened to engage the lock when it got pushed closed by a gustgió giật of air?
 Well, shoot. I should’ve asked Migiwa for more information on that cheap tool, the whatever-it-was key he used.
 I couldn’t shoot out the padlockổ khóa on the gate like I was in some movie, so...if it came to it, I’d have to quietly sneakđánh lén out of here through the back of one of the other buildings with a door in the alleyhẻm.
 I sure screwedĐinh ốc this up, I was thinking as I went to try the doorknobtay nắm cửa again, but then I heard a voice from inside.
 “—did you see anyone else over there?”
 I stopped in surprise. I knew that voice.
 Even muffledbị bóp nghẹt by the door, it was unmistakable—that was Toriko’s voice!
 Did she come after me, and shut the door as a prankchơi khăm? I thought, but only for a brief moment, because there was another voice.
 “I didn’t. You’re the first person I’ve met on the Otherside.”
 That was my voice.
 I froze, unable to understand what was happening, and the conversation inside continued.
 “Oh, yeah?”
 “Are you looking for someone?”
 “Yeah, kinda.”
 The memory came back to me. This was the conversation Toriko and I had after we first met, on our way back from the Otherside. We were returning from the other world excitedhào hứng by the unrealitykhông có thật of the situation, yet feeling a sense of despondency brought on by just having escaped a dangerous place.
 As I stared at the door, I heard my own voice.
 “Right, you mentioned a name earlier.”
 What’s this?
 As I listened to our past conversation in our own voices, I suddenly felt dizzychóng mặt, like I was losing consciousnessý thức. If I kept on listening, I was going to go nutsquả hạch.
 My next words were hesitantlưỡng lự, probingđể thăm dò.
 “Satsuki-san... was it?”
 Instinctively, I pounded my hand on the door.
 Bam! The poorlykém hung door shudderedrùng mình with a loud noise.
 The conversation inside stopped. The sound echoedtiếng vang through the alleywayngõ hẻm until it vanishedbiến mất, and a tensecăng thẳng silence followed.
 I couldn’t hear anything from inside. I did sense something in there, paying attention to me, though.
 I pressed myself up against the door, and looked in through the peepholelỗ nhìn trộm. I knew I wouldn’t be able to see inside. But if someone was in front of the lensthấu kính on the other side, I’d be able to tell because it would go dark...
 I stayed there, breath still, looking for a while, but there was no sign of anything moving inside. I looked away from the peepholelỗ nhìn trộm for a moment, testing the doorknobtay nắm cửa again.
 It opened easily.
 I see how it is, I thought. Was this another plot from the Otherside? What did they hope to accomplishhoàn thành by making me listen to a past conversation? Was there something they wanted me to see?
 I suppressedkìm nén my rising terrorkhủng bố with anger and hostilitysự thù địch. I didn’t know what their game was, but I’d take them on. Steadying my breath, I pushed the door open all at once.
 I had some inclinationkhuynh hướng of what I’d find in there.
 Were there pseudo-humans from the Otherside imitatingbắt chước me and Toriko from back then?
 Or was it just our voices, and there was no one actually there?
 Or had Kasumi secretly followed me, and she was mimickingbắt chước us?
 Based on past experiences, I figured it’d be something like that.
 It wasn’t any of them. I was wrong on all three counts.
 There were two figures seated across from one another at the table inside.
 One was me. I could tell at a glance—it was my doppelganger. The dark imitationsự bắt chước of myself that I had seen a number of times before.
 The other was a woman with long black hair, wearing glasses and dressed in black.
 “Satsuki...Uruma.”
 The woman’s name came out of my mouth. Neither of them looked at me as I stood there in the door. My doppelganger had her hands on the table, and she was staring at the woman sitting across from her.
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    Satsuki Uruma reached out with her right hand and stroked my doppelgänger’s cheek. My cheek. Still the doppelganger didn’t move. She stared into the woman’s brilliant blue eyes, as if entranced.
 I dug through my bag and pulled out the Makarov, then dropped the bag at my feet. It stirred up a cloud of dust. My eyes shot downwardđi xuống for a second, I pulled back the slide a little, and checked it was loaded. Even with my own shadow falling on my hands, I could still see the dullđần độn gleamtia of the casing.
 I looked back at them. The two figures hadn’t changed.
 I disengagedbuông tha the safety, and turned the barrelthùng on Satsuki Uruma. Neither reacted. It looked like they couldn’t see me.
 Even when I focused my right eye on them there was no change. They stayed the same.
 What kind of “phenomenonhiện tượng” was this...?
 That’s when, suddenly, a phone rang—my smartphone. The ringtoneNhạc chuông sounded out of place, echoingvang vọng through the abandonedbị bỏ rơi building. I pulled it out of my pocket, glanced at it, and saw it was from Toriko.
 Neither the doppelganger nor Satsuki Uruma reacted. The gun still in my right hand, I answered it with my left.
 “H...Hello?”
 “Oh, Sorawo. Is now a good time?”
 “Uh, sure.”
 That was reflexivephản xạ. This was absolutely not a good time, but it was too late now.
 Toriko, who couldn’t possibly know my situation, continued on talking in a meeknhu mì tone. “I’m sorry. About before. Getting mad at you all of a sudden like that.”
 “Nah, it’s no biggiechuyện lớn. Yeah, just forget about it,” I said distractedlyphân tâm. My head was a messsự lộn xộn, unable to keep up with the scene in front of me and the conversation I was having on the phone.
 “No. It’s not fine. I want you to listen to me,” Toriko said, her voice serious. “There’s all sorts of things we can experience together...and I don’t want to miss out on any of them if I don’t have to.”
 “Yeah, uh, I kind of know that.”
 “Right, so let me tell you why...” Toriko trailed off for a moment, then, finding her nerve again, she continued. “Everyone who’s ever been important to me before now, all of them, they’ve just suddenly vanishedbiến mất on me.”
 “Yeah...”
 Like her parents. And like Satsuki Uruma...
 “So, afterwards, I had regrets, thinking I should have done this or that. I don’t want to go through that again, so if there’s a chance for us to do something together, I never want to miss it.”
 “Oh, yeah.”
 “Because of that, I wanted to celebrate your birthday properly this year. I missed my chance to ask it last year. Time just went by so quickly.”
 Her voice was quiveringrun rẩy, and that shook me up.
 “But now I asked too late again, and it was too late, and it really shocked me...”
 “Hey, don’t cry.”
 “I’m not crying...” Toriko said, snifflingsụt sịt and then clearing her throat. “So that’s why I lost my cool. Sorry. I wanted to apologizexin lỗi. That’s all.”
 As I listened to her voice, I watched the two figures facing one another down in front of me.
 Toriko. One of those people from your past, the ones you cared about, is here right now, trying to screwĐinh ốc around with me.
 Here I am, chatting on the phone with you right in front of her, and she doesn’t even notice.
 She doesn’t give a damn about you.
 “I understand, Toriko,” I told her. “I’m sorry too. I never realized you’d care so much about my birthday.”
 “...”
 “I’m not the type that pays a lot of attention to anniversariesdịp kỉ niệm and that kind of stuff, you know?”
 “Heh. Yeah, I know,” Toriko replied with a laugh.
 “And about your birthday... I remember it now, but I may totally forget it. So, sorry for that.”
 “Hey, don’t apologizexin lỗi in advance.”
 “But there’s one day I’ll definitely remember.”
 “What? When is it?”
 “May 14th. The day you and I met.”
 “...”
 “Did you remember it?”
 “Of course,” Toriko responded instantlyngay lập tức.
 “For me, that day was sort of like a birthday.”
 “Wha...”
 “To tell you the truth, I don’t remember anything before that very well. So... It’s the day after tomorrow, you know? May 14th. Let’s call that our anniversarydịp kỉ niệm. And let’s celebrate.”
 “...”
 “How’s that sound?”
 “Sorawo...”
 Her voice was quiveringrun rẩy, so I panicked a bit.
 “I-Is that no good?”
 “No...!” Toriko shouted. “It’s good. I’m happy. Thank you.”
 “Y-You are? Good.”
 Was it anything to get so emotional over?
 “But! We’re still gonna celebrate your birthday separatelyriêng biệt, okay?”
 “Oh, sure.”
 Sensing the firmvững chãi will behind that declarationtuyên ngôn, I couldn’t help but nodgật đầu.
 “Well, that’s that, then... Can we discuss the details later?”
 “Sure. Oh, were you out right now?”
 “Yeah, sortasắp xếp.”
 “Okay, I’ll talk to you later, then.”
 The call cut out. Toriko sounded so happy it was hard to believe she’d been ready to cry until just now, so I was glad I’d taken the call.
 But... I still had a problem here.
 I stuffed the phone in my pocket, holding the Makarov with both my hands once again. I’d had it aimed at Satsuki Uruma the whole time I was on the phone using just my right hand, but my arm was at its limit.
 “What’re you showing up like a ghostbóng ma for now, after all this time?” I mutteredlẩm bẩm. “You’re not even human anymore, right? Just an empty husktrấu. I dunnokhông biết if you’re an agent of the other world, an interfacegiao diện, or whatever it is you’re supposed to be—but could you cut it out with that form? It’s not fair...”
 I hesitateddo dự a moment before I continued.
 “It’s not fair to Toriko.”
 It happened when I said that: those ultrablue eyes moved beneath her glasses. With a sideward glance, Satsuki Uruma looked at me.
 “Do you really think so?”
 A tremorsự rung chuyển ran down my spinexương sống. That voice! Low and calm, deep and gentle, yet mesmerizingmê hoặc. It shouldn’t have had the sort of special power that Runa Urumi’s did, yet it felt even more intimidatingđáng sợ. It was the voice of a woman who controlled people.
 I reflexively pulled the triggercò súng.
 Click! The sound of the hammercây búa striking metal echoedtiếng vang. It was a misfirebắn nhầm. Caught by surprise, I looked down at the gun in my hands. Or that’s what I thought I was doing. Strangely, there was no gun. Only the surface of a dust-covered table.
 When I looked up again, I realized I was sitting directly across from Satsuki Uruma.
 At some point, I’d traded places with my doppelganger. My hands were resting on the table, like I’d never pulled my gun at all.
 Satsuki Uruma’s hand stroked my cheek.
 Drawing closer to my face as I was frozen with shock, she spoke. “Do you really think that?”
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 “Do you really think that?”
 Satsuki Uruma was sitting across the table from me. Long-sleeved black clothesquần áo. Glossy black hair. Thick-rimmed glasses framing ultrablue eyes.
 Her extended right hand was touching my cheek, and I couldn’t move. I was frozen stiffcứng, unable to even brush her hand away.
 This wasn’t the first time we’d met. I’d encountered this woman—this being that took the form of a woman—several times now. Sometimes as a flat vision, and at other times as just a heavy presence.
 And at yet other times as a monsterquái vật, bereftbị bỏ rơi of humanitynhân loại.
 This was different from any of those times. The woman before me was frighteningly human.
 It was like seeing life suddenly blown into what had been a mannequinma nơ canh just seconds ago. The palmlòng bàn tay of her hand, positioned a hair’s breadthchiều rộng from my skin, touched my cheek with every shallownông breath I took. It sent tinglesngứa ran through my skin and down my spinexương sống. I smelled human skin and felt her warmthsự ấm áp.
 “Satsuki...Uruma...”
 As I barely managed to say her name, her eyes narrowed with a smile, as if to confirm it. “Sorawo Kamikoshi-san.”
 When she said my name, I felt like I’d been punchedcú đấm. I pulled back sharplyđột ngột without meaning to. The chair creakedcót két behind me.
 I glaredánh sáng chói at Satsuki Uruma, her hand still hanging in the air.
 “What are you trying to do now, after all this time?” I forced the words out through grittedsạn teeth.
 “I came to see you,” she said, her expression unchangedkhông thay đổi, in an amusedgiải trí tone of voice.
 “Why?”
 “You interest me.”
 “You don’t interest me. Get lost. Now.”
 “Get lost? That’s an interesting turn of phrasecụm từ.”
 Satsuki Uruma lowered her arm. The surface of the table was covered in a bunch of old, moistẩm ướt flyers and bills topped by a thick layer of dust. Despite that, she rested her hand on it, showing no concern about the filthrác rưởi. Noticing that helped me recover. She was acting weirdkỳ quặc. At the very least, I could say for sure that whatever was in front of me now, she wasn’t a sanelành mạnh human being.
 As I tried to come to gripsnắm chặt with the situation, my eyes fell to my own hands. They were both resting on the table, as my doppelgänger’s had been doing.
 Where’s my gun...?
 Looking to the side, I noticed my bag lying on the ground where I should have been standing. It had fallen on its side and the contents had spilledtràn out. That unmistakablekhông thể nhầm lẫn glimpsecái nhìn thoáng qua of dullđần độn, glossybóng metal was my Makarov. I was sure I’d drawn it, though. How much of this was real, and how much of this wasn’t...?
 As I sat there, confused, the woman asked, “Are you listening to me?”
 I glaredánh sáng chói back at her without responding, but Satsuki Uruma seemed unshakenkhông lay chuyển by that. “I’m not listening.”
 “You’re not?”
 “I told you, didn’t I? I’m not interested.” The loathingghê tởm I poured into each word was swallowednuốt up by her inscrutablekhó hiểu smile. Every fiberchất xơ of my being was sounding alarm bells.
 No. Don’t talk to this woman. She’s a monsterquái vật. The shadow that walks down the road towards you at twilightHoàng hôn. The knock at the door in the dead of night. The cheeryvui vẻ voices in the ruinedđổ nát building. These are things humans shouldn’t get involved with. No matter what she says, you mustn’t respond. Even looking at her face might cause harm. You should pretendgiả vờ not to notice her, ignore everything she says, and just hang your head and wait for her to go away. That’s the kind of being this woman is. Even if she’s a living, breathing human, at her corecốt lõi, that’s what she’s really like.
 Just exchanging a few words, I understood that, because...
 I shudderedrùng mình as I became aware of a fact that I didn’t want to accept.
 Because I, as someone who hated her so much, and had done everything I could to not take an interest... I was already drawn to her, even after speaking to her just a little!
 Seeming to sense that, Satsuki Uruma said, “I’ve wanted to meet you. Sorawo Kamikoshi-san.”
 “Don’t use my name,” I said reflexively.
 “Why not? It’s such a lovely name.”
 “Because—you and I, we’re not close enough for you to act so familiar with me.”
 “We’ve already met so many times, though.”
 Her smile seemed to pull me in. Even as I recognized the abnormalitybất thường of both the situation and the person I was dealing with. I recalled how Kozakura described Satsuki Uruma:
 “She charmed anyone who came near her, using them as she pleased. A natural bornsinh ra alphachữ cái female.”
 I hadn’t understood properly what that entailedkéo theo, that there were women who could control others just by being there.
 An alphachữ cái female. That was originally a term from the field of ethologyđạo đức học. The female that stood at the top of a group of animals. That was the kind of woman I had in front of me now.
 “Shall we talk a little?”
 “We have nothing to talk about—”
 “That door. It’s a shamenỗi tủi nhục you can’t use it anymore.” Ignoring my resistancesức chống cự, Satsuki continued. “You’d finally found an entrance. Trying so hard all by yourself.”
 As I got annoyedkhó chịu about her talking as if she knew anything about me, she went on.
 “I’m glad the elevatorthang máy in Jinbouchou’s been so convenientthuận lợi for you. It must be tough, dealing with that long ladderthang.”
 “...”
 We’d gone to work on our plan to punchcú đấm holes through the floors of the skeletalbộ xương building to create a shortcutđường tắt down to the surface during Golden Week. It was maybe a week ago, or somewhere around there. If she wasn’t mentioning that, it meant she didn’t know everything.
 I was desperatelytuyệt vọng trying to figure out how I should view the woman in front of me now.
 Was she still a fleshxác thịt and blood human? A Fourth Kind who’d been fully transformed? Or a “phenomenonhiện tượng” that only appeared this way in my brain? Were the Satsuki Urumas I’d seen before now the same as the one in front of me? Or had various Otherside entitiesthực thể just been borrowing the guisechiêu bài of her?
 I focused my consciousnessý thức into my right eye. Her hidden nature...was not exposed. At least, she still looked the same. Like a fleshxác thịt and blood human, in other words.
 She was so very human...
 As I glaredánh sáng chói at her with my mouth shut, Satsuki Uruma cocked her head to the side. Her long, silkymướt, black hair streamed down behind her. “Do you want to ask anything?”
 It was a deep, soft voice, one that made it seem like she would tell me anything. It had the tone of one who teaches and guides, admonisheskhuyên nhủ, and then takes people to somewhere far away. My head swam.
 I’d heard Satsuki Uruma was a tutorgia sư. That was how Toriko and Akari met her. How many kids had fallen for her the same way?
 The thing that triggeredcò súng the Ninja Cats to attack Akari was an amuletbùa hộ mệnh Satsuki Uruma had given her. If Toriko and I hadn’t intervenedcan thiệp, who knows what would have happened to her? It might be that Toriko had been set up for a fall in the same way, and the only reason it didn’t happen was that Satsuki Uruma vanishedbiến mất.
 I opened my mouth and asked her straight out, “What are you?”
 “I am Satsuki Uruma.”
 “The real one?”
 “Are you the real Sorawo Kamikoshi?”
 In an unwaveringkiên định tone, she countered my question with another question. That caught me off guard, and I didn’t know what to say. Satsuki Uruma looked at me with a serious expression. It didn’t seem like she was just messingsự lộn xộn around and teasingtrêu chọc me.
 “I think I am...”
 “There’s a ghostbóng ma story about going to the mountains, you know?”
 “What...?”
 “You go to the mountains, and the mountains call to you. Called, you enter the mountains, and you never return.”
 “Yeah, there is. So what?”
 “What happens to the people who don’t return?”
 “Who knows? They probably die, right?”
 “Life and death aren’t the issue. Once you get to that point, that is.”
 My browlông mày furrowednhíu lại.
 “What do you think mountains are made of?” Satsuki asked, smiling.
 “Trees and stuff?” I said without putting much thought into it. When I thought of mountains, the image that came to mind for me was the mountains of my home prefecturequận, Akita, covered in green.
 “If trees were sapientkhôn, they wouldn’t think of themselves as a mountain. Only as a single tree. It’s the same concept. People who go into the mountains, regardlessbất kể of their mental state, are still people. But the wind that blows through the trees. The rocks. The birds. Every speckđốm of dirtbụi bẩn covering the bedrocknền tảng. The beastsquái thú, hiding in their dens. The ancient mollusksnhuyễn thể sleeping in a geologicalĐịa chất học fold. The morning dewsương in the spider’s web. The bacteriavi khuẩn and microorganismsvi sinh vật in the soil, breaking down the body. None of these individual constitutingcấu tạo elements is the mountain on its own, yet the mountain is made up of them. So it is for those called by the mountain. Living or dead.”
 She raised her hand, pointing all five fingers at herself.
 “That is how it is for me.”
 Uncurling her fingers, she pointed at me.
 “That is how it is for you.”
 I vigorously shook my head. “You’re wrong. I’m different.”
 “No, you’re the same.”
 “I’m not like you!” I was shouting despite myself. Satsuki Uruma’s lips turned up, as if she’d been waiting for those words.
 “I knew you’d understand.”
 I shudderedrùng mình and the woman across the table seemed to grow. At some point, she had risen to her feet, and approached to the point where her face was loomingkhung cửi over me, centimeterscentimet from my own.
 “Do you remember the promise I made you before?”
 “What—”
 The woman’s arms stretched out, grazingchăn thả my cheeks, brushing my ears as they went past, then running through the hair. Big hands. Long fingers. Lips that opened in front of my eyes.
 “Let me take you with me to the mountains.”
 The blood drainedráo nước from my face. She’s gonna get me!
 I pulled back as hard as I could, trying to escape her graspsự hiểu biết. The chair toppledlật đổ, and I landed on my back. I crawledbò backwards using my elbowskhuỷu tay to get away. With the top of the table now between us, I couldn’t see Satsuki Uruma’s face. I could just see her black-clothed lower half under the table.
 I felt for my bag on the floor. Feeling the cool sensationcảm giác of metal, I pulled out the Makarov. Holding it in both hands, I took aim through the table.
 Maybe I should just shoot now, I thought. The bulletsđạn would easily penetratexâm nhập a flimsymỏng manh table. But this was the surface world, and it passed through my head that there might be people walking by on the other side of the wall, so I stopped myself at the last possible moment.
 I sat up cautiouslythận trọng, the gun still aimed towards her. Over the lip of the table, the woman entered my vision, and...
 We must have stayed like that for ten seconds. I slowly lowered the gun, letting out the breath I’d been holding.
 I’d lost sight of Satsuki Uruma. In her place, there was a large piece of fabric—a curtain, or a tableclothkhăn trải bàn, maybe, I don’t know which—blackened with sootbồ hóng carelessly thrown over the back of a chair. I knew for sure it hadn’t been there before.
 I looked at it for a while, then kicked away my fallen chair. The poor chair that had become victim to my misdirectedđánh lạc hướng ragecơn thịnh nộ didn’t go flying with my unimpressivekhông ấn tượng leg strength, just slid across the floor and stopped at the wall.
 “Damn it!” I shouted angrily. I was pissedbực mình.
 Damn it, damn it, damn it. She’d played me for a fool.
 Was this how she’d gone about seducingquyến rũ everyone else? No, it wasn’t just a matter of her methods. The sense of distance, the subtletế nhị touches, the attitude, those things were all just extras. That thing felt less like a human and more like a lioncon sư tử, or a tigercon hổ, or even a bulldozerchiếc xe ủi. No matter how strong-willed you were, resisting with everything you had, it meant nothing against her.
 I engaged the safety on my Makarov, then picked up its holsterbao da from the bag on the ground. Even once I had stowedcất gọn the gun, there was still a hot ragecơn thịnh nộ seethingsôi sục and boilingsôi inside my gutsgan ruột.
 She’s tried to control me.
 The biggest shock was that, at some point, I found myself almost wanting her to. That was what annoyedkhó chịu me the most. It wasn’t like me...
 By the time I noticed, the inside of the abandonedbị bỏ rơi building was already pretty dark. I picked up my bag and dusted myself off. I’d come in my regular clothesquần áo, not my expeditionthám hiểm gear today, so I should have been dirty, but it was hard to tell in the poor light here.
 I got it now. Yeah, Satsuki Uruma was fit to be called an alphachữ cái female. She was bornsinh ra to be boss of whatever group of women she found herself in. Even now, after she’d fallen into the Otherside and was no longer human, that hadn’t changed.
 Normally, that’d be none of my problem. She didn’t interest me. So long as she didn’t get involved with me or Toriko.
 When we’d encountered her during the incident with Runa Urumi’s cultgiáo phái, she’d turned into nothing but a monsterquái vật. Even Toriko seemed done with her at that point, so I thought we could finally cut her out of our lives.
 But here she was, appearing again, talking to me like a person, so I had to respond appropriatelythích hợp.
 “Damn it...” I mutteredlẩm bẩm to myself again.
 Screw it. There was only one choice at this point.
 I had no choice but to kill Satsuki Uruma.
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 Come wearing something cutedễ thương, had been Toriko’s request. I’ll be looking forward to it, she’d added, cutting off any way out for me, so now I had a real head scratchercái cào. What do I wear to a hotel buffettiệc đứng?
 May 14th: the anniversarydịp kỉ niệm of the day we met.
 Toriko had apparentlyrõ ràng learned from what happened with the love hotel girls’ party, so the day after we talked on the phone in Oomiya she’d already picked out a time and place. Seven o’clock at the dinner buffettiệc đứng at the Keio Plaza Hotel. She’d put in a reservationsự đặt chỗ for a course for two.
 But wasn’t dinner at a fancy hotel expensive? We were still students, wasn’t this beyond our means...? I tried a few pitifulthương tâm attempts to resist, but Toriko just mailed me a screenshot of the reservationsự đặt chỗ screen and didn’t say any more. The price was surprisingly reasonable.
 “I made the call so you couldn’t drag your feet anymore. That’s okay, right?”
 “Uh, right...”
 “It’s gonna be fun.”
 “Sure.”
 “Make sure you do this right. Do you need me to come by your house and pick you up?”
 “No, no. I’ll be fine. I’ll go.”
 “Good.”
 There was nothing good about it. Looking at the hotel’s website there was a dress code, but it wasn’t any more helpful than a “don’t turn up in a T-shirt and shorts.”
 I relied on the internetInternet, as usual, and all sorts of ensembleshòa tấu came up: femininegiống cái, modern, casualbình thường, classic, and so on. Horrifyingly, none of them felt right for me. Not one. The only look I could see myself just barely pulling off was a parkaáo khoác dù, or some sort of outdoorngoài trời wear, but even I knew that wasn’t going to fly at a hotel restaurant.
 I had a lot more knowledge of fashion now thanks to Toriko’s influence, so I was at least trying my best within the limits of my abilities when we went out on the town together. But now that I came to a situation that demanded a proper outfittrang phục, well, everything I’d been doing felt haphazardbừa bãi and insufficientkhông đủ.
 I lined up what little clothing I had, groaningthan van to myself. It was already the day of our dinner by the time I’d settled on a combination that made me think, Hrm, maybe this will work... It was a supersiêu simple combination of just a cardiganáo len thrown over top of a one-piece dress. They were both things I’d bought on her recommendation when we were out together before, so at least I wouldn’t be making too horrible a mistake. It felt silly how much I’d agonizedđau khổ over it now. Wouldn’t it have been faster to stop thinking, go to a clothing store, and just buy whatever was on one of the mannequinsma nơ canh...?
 The other thing troubling me was my bag. I usually used backpacksbalo, totetote bags, shoulder bags, and other practical stuff, and I’d always been more than satisfied with them. But that was probably the wrong call in this situation. I needed something reasonably cutedễ thương or it wasn’t going to work.
 I knew it would be tough if I left it to the last minute, so I ordered something early on. A simple leather shoulder bag, large enough for a tabletviên thuốc computer. When it arrived the next day, I’d checked it was large enough to hold my Makarov, and decided it would do.
 As for makeuptrang điểm, I did the baretrần trụi minimum, as per usual... This was the one area where I was never going to care to do more. I mean, if I was going to have Toriko right beside me, I felt like I could put in all the effort in the world and it wouldn’t make a difference. I said as much to her once, and she looked kind of sad. She said something like, “That’s not what makeup’s about.” I mean, yeah, I kind of got that it wasn’t good for me to be comparing myself to others, but I just didn’t feel motivated right now. I went all the way through high school without applying anything more than lip balmson dưỡng, so I wished she’d cut me a break.
 With my preparations complete, I looked at myself in the small bathroom mirror.
 Yeah, I dunnokhông biết. I’m not confident in any of this. Is it going to be okay? I’m not missing something, am I? I might just be overthinking it... Oh, whatever. I’m just gonna go.
 I decided it was too much trouble, so I was going to stop thinking and get out the door.
 As I was standing in front of the door, I realized I’d missed something, and covered my face in embarrassmentsự lúng túng.
 Shoes...
 Oh, forget it! I don’t care anymore!
 After snapping angrily at myself, I stuffed my feet into my usual sneakersgiày thể thao, and headed out indignantlyphẫn nộ. I was sure I had left the house with time to spare, but I still ended up barely on time. On my way there, my head had cooled, and I decided that, no, just turning up in my everyday shoes without doing anything more wasn’t going to cut it, so I bought some moistẩm ướt towelettes and swabbedtăm bông my sneakersgiày thể thao with them in the toilet at the station.
 When I rushed into the hotel’s second floor lobbysảnh, Toriko got up from the sofaghế sô pha and came over to meet me.
 “Sorry, I’m late.”
 “No, you’re right on time.”
 Toriko was wearing a long, black dress and had a light blue, almost white jacket hanging from her shoulders without putting her arms through the sleevestay áo. She had glovesgăng tay on both hands, also black. I guess you’d call them half glovesgăng tay as they only covered halfwaylưng chừng up the back of her hand. Instead of fully hiding her translucentmờ left hand, she was deliberatelythong thả leaving it revealed. Silver earringsbông tai shone in her ears. Sensing my eyes on her, she spread her arms a little.
 “Well?”
 “You’re looking good,” I answered honestlyThành thật, and Toriko showed me a goofyngốc nghếch, shyxấu hổ smile.
 “You too, Sorawo. You picked out something cutedễ thương like I asked you to.”
 “I don’t look weirdkỳ quặc?”
 “Not at all...”
 Toriko eyed me up and down, stopping at my shoes. Ahh, she’s not letting that one slip past after all, huh? I thought, but I was surprised to see Toriko grinnụ cười toe toét.
 “Yeah, of course that’d happen.”
 “Huh?”
 “I had a hell of a time picking shoes too.”
 Looking down, I saw Toriko was wearing leather boots that came up to her anklesmắt cá. Stylish, but still a solid pair of shoes, not pumps or sandalsdép.
 “I can’t wear heelsgót chân anymore. We never know when we’ll be dragged into the other world...”
 “I know, right?” I said after a brief pause. I noddedgật đầu sagely, unable to fessthú nhận up to just never thinking of it.
 “Well, let’s get going,” I said. “We take the elevatorthang máy, right?”
 “It’s on this floor.”
 “Huh? It’s not a restaurant with a view?”
 “The buffettiệc đứng here’s on the second floor. I told you, you don’t need to get all worked up about this.”
 “Oh, okay...”
 I’d been imagining a poshsang trọng restaurant with a night view, so I was a little let down. Taking advantage of my surprise, Toriko casuallytình cờ reached out and took my hand.
 As we were walking from the lobbysảnh to the restaurant, she leaned in close to me, grinningcười toe toét.
 “Sorawo.”
 “Hm?”
 “You forgot the shoes, didn’t you?”
 “...”
 “Let’s go buy them together sometime. Something cutedễ thương but easy to move around in.”
 “Sure, I could use the help.”
 “Okay.”
 When I saw how much fun Toriko was having, I felt something squeezevắt kiệt tight inside my chest.
 What was this? It felt weirdkỳ quặc.
 If it got any stronger, I thought I was going to start crying.
 When we got to the restaurant Toriko told them we had a reservationsự đặt chỗ and we were guided to our table. Like she’d said, the place had atmosphere, but it wasn’t too stiffcứng and formal. There were people getting up to head to the buffettiệc đứng.
 “Should we go too?” I asked.
 “We’re having the full course, so the appetizerMón khai vị comes first.”
 “Oh, okay.”
 For our first drink, we ordered a sparklinglung linh wine. It came at the same time as the appetizerMón khai vị, so we immediately clinkedleng keng our glasses together.
 “Erm, well...” I said.
 “Congratulations on one year!”
 “Congratulations.”
 Was congratulationsChúc mừng the right thing to say? Well, whatever. The sweet, bubblysủi bọt, cold wine slid down my throat. After a short breath, we looked at one another again.
 “Whew. It’s sure been a year,” I said.
 “Yup.”
 “I can’t believe it.”
 “Can’t believe what?”
 “It feels like it’s been so long. Like, it’s gotta be a lie somehow that it’s only been a year. How about you, Toriko?”
 “I feel the same way.”
 “You know how a year felt so long when you were a kid? This felt even longer than that,” I said.
 “I get you. What was with that?”
 “For kids, everything they see and hear is new, so it’s a lot to take in. Once we grow up and learn more, it’s easier because—”
 “There’s less load on the brain, so time goes by faster?”
 “That’s what I’m thinking.”
 “So... When kids feel like time is longer, they’re like a computer that’s laggingtụt hậu, then?” Toriko asked.
 “Huh? Wait, isn’t that exactly it? They can’t process all the information that they’re receiving, and so time feels like it’s slower.”
 “So, our brains were working harder during this one year than they had to when we were kids?”
 “Yeah, I’d say they were working pretty hard. With all that Otherside nonsensevô lý.”
 “That’s not good for our brains!”
 “Sorry, brains.”
 We both chuckledcười thầm. We’d had some unbelievably abnormalbất thường experiences this year. No one else here had lived like we had. When I thought of it that way, I felt that mixture of guilttội lỗi and superiorityưu việt that a child does when messingsự lộn xộn around where the adult can’t see them.
 Picking away at the appetizerMón khai vị of sakura shrimpcon tôm and lilyHoa loa kèn bulbs as we talked, our first glasses were soon empty.
 “What’ll you have next, Sorawo? I think I’ll have a white wine.”
 “I guess it depends what we’re eating next. Can we go get food now?”
 “Yeah. You go first.”
 “Okay, I’ll be back soon.”
 I figured we’d be safe both leaving the table at a place like this, but, you know. Given I had a gun hidden in my bag, I was worried about the worst that could happen. We took turns heading up to perusenghiên cứu the buffettiệc đứng.
 I gluttonouslyháu ăn loaded up my plate with fresh friedchiên tempuratempura, musselshến, foie gras with strawberryquả dâu saucenước xốt, Berkshire porkthịt lợn and mountain vegetables friedchiên in misotương miso, and tom yum noodlesbún. Toriko got a chicken stir frychiên rán with chiliớt peppershạt tiêu, chicken livergan and bamboocây tre shoots in garlictỏi, a bunch of Iberian hamgiăm bông, and more. It was a lot of meat, but she also had a Caesar saladxa lát and yuba maki rolls, so she still succeeded in having a somewhat stylishsành điệu plate overall. We both had white wine to drink.
 Toriko seemed to be enjoying herself, but she was acting fidgetybồn chồn the whole time. I noticed a lot of awkwardvụng về pauses where it seemed like she was about to say something and then decided not to. For my own part, I had the issue of how I was going to handle Satsuki Uruma in the corner of my mind the whole time. Because of that, I didn’t pick up on it at first, but Toriko would occasionally look away all of a sudden, or get real quiet, so I graduallydần dần noticed.
 There’s something important she wants to talk about, I thought.
 We’d gotten all dressed up for this anniversarydịp kỉ niệm, and come to a place like this, so it had to mean something. If it was important, then that meant she was going to say she loved me, or she wanted to go out... That kind of thing. Even I could figure out that much.
 But if she said that to me, I had to tell her about Satsuki Uruma. She needed to know she’d come back.
 I couldn’t lie to her... I didn’t want to. Even if I did lie, knowing me, it’d come out at some point. It had before, after all.
 The fact was this wasn’t something I could keep to myself. They talk about taking a secret to your gravephần mộ, but, nopeKhông, not happening, I couldn’t possibly. Toriko had a deep connection to Satsuki Uruma’s disappearancebiến mất. If the woman was back, and I kept it a secret from her, it wouldn’t end with a simple talk about, “What do we do about it now?”
 Ugh, I hate this. When I tell her about Satsuki, a cloud will fall over her pretty face, and she’ll start crying again. Even though she’s been looking forward to celebrating today. What gives that woman any right to come back? I just can’t accept it. I don’t want to make Toriko cry. But I gotta tell her. I must be a crueltàn nhẫn person...
 “Got something on your mind, Sorawo?” Toriko asked me, so I answered.
 “I do.”
 “What?”
 “Uhh... Lots of stuff.”
 “‘Stuff’ doesn’t tell me anything.”
 “Stuff is...stuff.”
 “Hmm...”
 When she gave me the opening, I thought for a second I should just come out with it, but Toriko didn’t press me, so I missed the chance.
 I was almost done with my second drink. As I was looking at Toriko over the rimvành of the glass, she finished hers first. Laying the empty glass on the table, she seemed to make up her mind and opened her mouth. “Hey... There’s something I wanted to ask you, Sorawo.”
 “Y-Yeah.” I bracedchuẩn bị myself. Toriko continued, a tensecăng thẳng expression on her face.
 “Have you been to my house recently?”
 “Huh...?” That wasn’t the question I expected, so I sounded silly.
 “No... I haven’t.”
 “Yeah... I knew it.”
 “What...? Uh, what’s this about?”
 “So, listen, you did come. At night.”
 “I did? At night? When?”
 “The day before yesterday.”
 “I didn’t go, though...”
 The day before yesterday was when I encountered Satsuki Uruma at the abandonedbị bỏ rơi building in Oomiya.
 “It was maybe two or three in the morning. I happened to wake up. I sensed someone there, and I was like, uh oh, and when I looked over, you were standing in my room.”
 “No. No, I wasn’t. Not a chance.”
 “I was thinking you’d never come too, but there you were, a little way away from the bed, silently looking down at me. It really surprised me, so I sat up and asked you what was going on.”
 “And?”
 “You hung your head and wouldn’t answer me. There was something really gloomyảm đạm about you. Like you were feeling down, or disappointed, or something.”
 “Scary...”
 “Looking back at it, it should’ve been scaryđáng sợ, but it didn’t feel that way at all at the time. It was more like, ‘Sorawo’s looking down. What happened? Is she all right?’”
 “Y-Yeah?”
 It was pretty common in true ghostbóng ma stories to experience a situation that should have been terrifyingđáng sợ but react to it without any fear for some reason. I wasn’t sure whether to think this was one of those cases, or if it was just Toriko’s own kindnesslòng tốt, so I sort of vaguelymơ hồ noddedgật đầu along.
 “So, what happened next?”
 “I thought there might be something you were having trouble talking about... So, I told you to come over. When I did, you obediently approached, and when I lifted up the covers, you got under them...”
 “Wha?!”
 “Then we laid down together, and I pattedvỗ nhẹ your head—”
 “Whoa, whoa, whoa, hold up. Stop right there.”
 “The next thing I knew, it was morning. You were gone, and I thought it was a dream, but there were these blackishhơi đen stains on the floor and sheets... Oh, and your scenthương thơm was still lingeringkéo dài a bit.”
 “Listen, you!” That was a bit rudebất lịch sự, but I couldn’t restrainkiềm chế myself. Toriko seemed to snap to her senses and looked at me. For some reason her eyes were sparklinglung linh a little—wait, wasn’t she getting kind of excitedhào hứng here?!
 “Wh-Why didn’t you say something before now?” I asked, and Toriko duckedcon vịt her head awkwardlylúng túng.
 “Even if it was a dream, it was a little too convenientthuận lợi for me, so I was embarrassedlúng túng to tell you...”
 Yeah, I’ll bet you were!
 As I clutchedly hợp my head, Toriko pressed me one last time. “So, you’re sure you didn’t come?”
 “I didn’t...”
 “Okay. But it didn’t feel unpleasantkhó chịu enough for me to think it was something from the Otherside. I mean, I could only imagine it was you. Sure, you felt different, but...” Toriko trailed off, cocking her head to the side at me.
 “Wait, is this sounding like something you recognize?” Toriko asked.
 “I think...that was my doppelganger.”
 “Doppelganger... Er, what’s that again?”
 “Another you. It’s a thing where you get told you’ve been in places you haven’t gone, or you actually see yourself. It’s a phenomenonhiện tượng people have talked about since long ago, and in some stories if you meet your own doppelganger you’ll die.”
 “That’s scaryđáng sợ!”
 “Yeah, kinda.”
 “Still... You don’t seem that surprised by it. Am I just imagining that?” Toriko asked.
 “Nah, I’ve seen mine. Multiple times,” I asked.
 “Huh?! This is news to me!”
 “Pardon me, but can I get you ladies anything to drink? We have water as well, if you prefer.”
 “Oh, well, I’ll have a glass of red wine. You, Sorawo?”
 “Uh, I’ll have the same...”
 “Very good.”
 As the server walked away, we looked at one another.
 “You think we were being loud?” I wondered.
 “Maybe... Mind if I go get food?”
 “Oh, sure.”
 It was a good chance to recompose myself. We both went to the buffettiệc đứng and came back, having gotten gratingratin, paellaPaella, beefthịt bò currycà ri, and other heavy foods that would pair well with red wine.
 We headed back to the table and said cheershoan hô again before we got back to talking.
 “So, what’s this about you seeing her multiple times?” Toriko asked between bites of roastthịt nướng beefthịt bò. It was the type the chefđầu bếp cuts as you watch, and I’d gotten some too. This was supposed to be one of their best dishes here and the taste reflected that.
 “I wonder when it started... Right, back when you went off to the Otherside on your own. That was the first time she appeared. I’ve seen her two or three times since then too,” I replied.
 “Why didn’t you say anything? You’d heard you’d die if you saw her, so weren’t you scared?”
 “Hrm. It’s hard to explain this, but it kinda made sense to me.”
 “Made sense?”
 “You know how messedsự lộn xộn up my home life was in middle school, right? Well, sometimes I’d see myself doing things from an objective perspectiveluật xa gần, like I was watching someone else do them. I didn’t see a doppelganger, I was another me, watching myself... Is this making sense?” I asked.
 “Yeah...”
 “Oh, don’t make that face. It’s not a particularly sad story. Anyway, because I had that experience, when I saw my doppelganger, I was like, yeah, of course I’ve got one of those, makes sense to me. Thinking about it now, sure, it’s strange. But the other me’s been pretty useful, you know?”
 “How so?” Toriko asked.
 “My doppelgänger’s the one who brought me to you.”
 Toriko’s eyes widenedmở rộng. “Huh?”
 “My doppelganger seems to know stuff I don’t. Is she my unconsciousbất tỉnh self or something? I followed her, and there you were.”
 “I never knew...”
 “It was the same with Kasumi. She was pointing into the moundgò đất of trashrác, so I went inside and found the kid there.”
 “Oh! That’s right! You were able to see something I couldn’t see then!”
 “Yeah, exactly.” I noddedgật đầu, impressed she remembered.
 “That’s how it’s been, so I was never all that afraid. There’s a theory that doppelgangers aren’t a paranormalsiêu linh phenomenonhiện tượng but a misfiringbắn nhầm of the brain. So, the reason some people died after seeing them might be because they were hallucinationsảo giác caused by a brain tumorkhối u...”
 “That’s worrying in and of itself.”
 “It’s just one theory. I mean, they gave my brain a thoroughtriệt để checkupkiểm tra sức khỏe at DS Research, so I figure I should be fine on that front.” I took bites from a little plate of beefthịt bò currycà ri as I continued. “The me you saw seemed gloomyảm đạm, and she’s generally like that in front of me too. She’s like a concentration of all my dark elements, so she was probably pretty shocking, right?”
 “Hmm... Wait, wait, hold on. If only you could see your doppelganger, we might have been able to write her off as a hallucinationảo giác that helps you out from time to time, but doesn’t me being able to see her change things?”
 “Yeah... It does.”
 She was absolutely right. I’d been able to just barely explain her as a phenomenonhiện tượng inside my brain before, but now someone else could see her... And, what? She got into bed with her? Slept by her side? What was I going there to do? Toriko shouldn’t have let her do it, but there was something wrong with me too. No, not with me, with my doppelganger, but still. Even if she was a product of my unconsciousbất tỉnh, she was showing way too little restraintkiềm chế.
 “I didn’t think that the other you was dark. She just seemed to be in a lot of pain. She didn’t say anything, but I think she felt guilty towards me.”
 “Wait, why do you understand so much?”
 “You thought I didn’t know?”
 I’d asked with a half-smile, but she came back at me totally serious. Damn it...
 Toriko’s eyes narrowed happily as she looked at me and spoke like someone certain they had the upper hand. “So? What are you feeling guilty about? Care to enlightenkhai sáng me?”
 “...”
 “Sorawo.”
 “...”
 The conversation had bent in a weirdkỳ quặc direction, but I was going to have to tell her in the end, huh? I resigned myself to it.
 “That afternoon, I was in Oomiya.”
 “Oomiya? That’s unusual. What for?”
 “I went to that place from the day we met, the abandonedbị bỏ rơi building where—”
 “Ohh! That place, huh? The one with the gate that disappeared.”
 “Yeah. I went to check on it since it had been a while.”
 “What a blastvụ nổ from the past. Huh? Had it come back or something?”
 “Uh, no. What came back instead was...”
 “Was...?”
 “...Satsuki Uruma.”
 Toriko froze up. With her eyes on me, I slowly noddedgật đầu.
 Yeah, that’s right. It’s Satsuki-san. Your preciousquý giá monsterquái vật.
 “Satsuki...” Toriko murmuredthì thầm, not so much as blinkingnhấp nháy.
 “Yeah.” I gave the baretrần trụi minimum response I could manage. Would she cry, would she be happy, or what...? I was on edge because I didn’t know how Toriko would react.
 “Satsuki showed up?”
 “Yeah.”
 “Was...” Toriko’s expression changed greatly. The corners of her eyes droopedrủ xuống, and she leaned in closer to me. “Was everything okay?”
 This unexpectedkhông ngờ tới reaction left me confused. “Huh? Was what okay?”
 “Were you okay? She didn’t do anything to you, did she? You’re not hurt or—” Her hand, extended with concern, touched my cheek. I stared back at her vacantly, in the same position as I’d been with Satsuki Uruma that day.
 “I was more or less fine.”
 “Thank goodnesslòng tốt...” Toriko’s face collapsed into a silly grinnụ cười toe toét. Then she started rubbingchà xát my cheeks.
 “Um?”
 “Let me check to make sure you’re all right.”
 “Uh, I am... I’m fine, as you can see.”
 Normally, I’d have shaken her off, but I was just sort of sitting there, letting her get away with this. When she touched me in the same place as Satsuki Uruma, I felt a tension that had been there the whole time meltingtan chảy away.
 Still, she was doing it too long. “That’s enough of that.”
 When I pulled my face away, Toriko finally withdrew her hand. She looked like she hadn’t gotten enough rubbingchà xát in for her liking. On the rebounddội lại from the tension I’d been feeling, I was now too relaxed. I wanted to wet my dry mouth, so I downed the rest of my glass. I called over the server to order another glass of wine.
 “I was expecting a different response from you, Toriko,” I said once I’d settled down.
 “Because it’s about Satsuki?”
 “Y-Yeah.”
 Toriko smiled a little. “I’m sure I would have before. But...last time I saw Satsuki, she was like a monsterquái vật. I think the person that I knew is gone now.”
 The last time Toriko had seen Satsuki Uruma, she’d been a monsterquái vật in human form, tearing Runa Urumi’s mouth and crushingthầm yêu both her mother’s eyes. Fair enough. Seeing someone do a thing like that might be enough to destroy any romantic feelings for them. But I wasn’t completely certain. For all this time, I’d been assuming that Toriko was still holding a torchngọn đuốc for that woman.
 I was wrong. Sorry, Toriko. I misjudgedđánh giá sai you. She was stronger than I thought. She was someone who could put her past behind her.
 “So, Satsuki showed up, and then what?” Toriko asked, her expression serious.
 “She talked to me... Said some stuff I didn’t get.”
 “Like what?”
 “About mountains...”
 I was about to say more, but recreating the conversation from that day wasn’t going to get the point across. Using my own interpretationdiễn dịch to translate, I rewordedviết lại what she’d said. “I think she was telling me that she went into the Otherside and became a part of it. That’s more or less what I thought already, so no surprise there.”
 “Oh, I see...” Toriko lowered her eyes sadlythật đáng buồn. “Do you think she came to tell you that? And she appeared in front of you instead of me... Sorry, to be honest, that makes me sad.”
 “Well, yeah, that’s gotta be what it was.”
 “If she didn’t hurt you, it’s fine, but she really didn’t do anything? There are no gaps in your memory, are there?”
 “Yeah...”
 Toriko didn’t miss the momentarynhất thời delay before I answered. “What happened?”
 “She tried to seducequyến rũ me...”
 “Huh?”
 “Satsuki Uruma tried to seducequyến rũ me. Me.”
 Toriko froze up for the second time tonight, and all I could do was watch. As we stared at one another, unmoving, the server subtly set down our third glasses in between us, then left.
 “Huh...” Toriko said in a low voice. “Oh, did she now?”
 “Um, are you mad?”
 “I’m not mad.”
 “Well, that’s good then.”
 “Don’t misunderstandhiểu sai. I’m not mad at you, Sorawo.”
 “Uh, okay...”
 Toriko picked up her freshlytươi arrived glass, drainingthoát nước it all at once. She laid it down when she was finished, then abruptly got up.
 “I’m gonna go get food.”
 “O-Okay.”
 I watched, bewilderedhoang mang, as she strode over to the buffettiệc đứng table.
 Scaryyy. Huh? Hold on. If you think about it calmlybình tĩnh, I didn’t do anything she should get mad at me for, did I? Yeah, that’s right. What am I so tensecăng thẳng about? I think I’m worrying over nothing.
 That’s what I thought, but when Toriko returned I couldn’t look her in the face, and took my turn getting up as she got back.
 I was already full, so more food was a pass. I got a tiny cake and a confectionbánh kẹo called nerikiri, then poured myself a cup of black tea. When I got back, I saw that Toriko had just gotten herself a bit of each thing she hadn’t tried yet.
 As I took my seat, Toriko spoke up. “The course comes with a dessertmón tráng miệng, you know.”
 “Huh? It does? Oops.”
 “Well, you didn’t get that much. I’m sure you can pack it away.”
 “I think you’re overestimatingđánh giá quá cao my stomach, as usual.”
 “I’ve seen what you can do.”
 “And whose fault is that...?”
 Toriko was always ordering to her heart’s content and then passing off her unwantedkhông mong muốn food onto me, so I’d learned some not so good lessons as a result. Maybe I needed to force it all down her throat next time.
 “Could you tell me how she tried to seducequyến rũ you?” Toriko asked after a brief silence, in a suppressedkìm nén voice. We’d taken a break, but ultimatelycuối cùng the topic hadn’t changed. Given the seriousnesssự nghiêm túc of the issue, that was only to be expected, though.
 “I think she was inviting me to join her on the Otherside. But she worded it a little differently,” I said. Toriko leaned back in her chair and took a long breath.
 Her eyes wanderedđi lang thang restlessly beneath a concernedlo âu browlông mày. She clenchednắm chặt her hands, which were resting on the tableclothkhăn trải bàn, tightly, knocking on the table with them. It was clear that she was shaken up. There was something she kept trying to say, but couldn’t, and her lips just hung half-open.
 I instinctivelytheo bản năng reached out, layingđẻ my hands on top of her fistsnắm tay. “I’m not gonna go.”
 Toriko didn’t respond, only looked at me with upturnedlộn ngược eyes. She had an awfullykhủng khiếp childishtrẻ trâu expression, her vulnerabilitylỗ hổng apparentrõ ràng.
 “Don’t worry. Do you really think I’d take her up on the offer?”
 “Yeah.”
 I’d been trying to reassuretrấn an her, but it shocked me how easily she noddedgật đầu. “Wh-Wha...? Trust issues much?”
 “I mean, you made a promise. With Satsuki.”
 “I did what?”
 “That time, when you were talking to Satsuki. You said you’d definitely come.”
 For a moment, I had no idea what she meant. That time? When I was talking to her? I’ll definitely come...?
 “Ah!”
 Suddenly, the memory explodedphát nổ inside my head. It was just after saving Runa Urumi, when we went through the gate out of the depths of the Otherside. When I cut my hair with the knife and turned back, I remembered exchanging some words with Satsuki Uruma who was on the other side of the gate.
 When we were talking, it felt like we understood one another completely. But once I regainedgiành lại my sanitysự tỉnh táo, I realized the words I’d been utteringthốt ra were meaninglessvô nghĩa nonsensevô lý.
 In the middle of it, I’d said it:
 “I will definitely come...”
 When I whispered that, Toriko looked at me, frightenedsợ sệt. “Did you remember?”
 “Yeah. I did say that, didn’t I?”
 Toriko shook her head, like a child refusing to accept something. “I won’t let you go.”
 “Toriko—”
 “I won’t let you go! No way!” Her voice sounded like she was just barely holding herself back, on the edge of explodingnổ tung.
 I was silent for a while, before I lifted my head. “Toriko. There’s something I want to check with you.”
 She paused a moment. “What?”
 “Since it’s come to this, I’m just going to ask you straight out. You loved Satsuki Uruma, didn’t you?” Toriko gulpednuốt chửng. I felt her fistsnắm tay tensecăng thẳng under my hands.
 There was a long pause before, quietly, she responded, “I loved her,” she said, her voice quiveringrun rẩy.
 I already knew. I noddedgật đầu slightly, then asked another question. “But you love me now, right?”
 Toriko’s eyes widenedmở rộng and she looked at me. Then she noddedgật đầu. “I love you, Sorawo.”
 Her voice was so faintmờ nhạt as to be nearly inaudiblekhông nghe được. Her love for me was so palpablecó thể sờ thấy I could hardly breathe, but I couldn’t afford to back down here. I needed her to make things clear.
 “More than Satsuki-san?” I asked, knowing full well how crueltàn nhẫn I was being.
 Toriko screwedĐinh ốc her face up like I’d just punchedcú đấm her in the nose. “Don’t ask me that.”
 “Answer me.” She tried to pull her hands back, but I pinnedghim them down. I was hurting her.
 Toriko shut her pained eyes, forcing the words out. “I can’t compare you two. But you’re the one who’s more important to me now, Sorawo. You’re the one I love now.”
 Her eyes opened. Tears shone on her golden lashesdây da roi.
 “Trust me,” she said.
 “I trust you. I get it.” I loosenednới lỏng my gripnắm chặt, stroking the back of Toriko’s hands. Her tightly clenchednắm chặt fistsnắm tay loosenednới lỏng too.
 “Sorry. I needed to hear that from your mouth. Until I did, we couldn’t talk about what’s next for us.”
 “What’s next for us?!” Toriko’s face had been on the vergebờ vực of tears, but now she blinkednháy mắt at me, her expression changing to one of shock.
 Her expressions sure do change fast, I thought to myself as I noddedgật đầu.
 “I gave it some thought. If Satsuki Uruma keeps showing up like this, we’re going to be frightenedsợ sệt all the time. I really hate that. And for you in particular: you’ll be tormenteddày vò by a phantomma of your lost friend and constantly worried she’s going to take me away, so...”
 As I was talking, something suddenly occurred to me, so I asked. “Hold on, Toriko. Have you been worried about that ever since you heard me talking to her? You thought I might go off on my own?”
 Her browlông mày furrowednhíu lại and she glaredánh sáng chói at me. “Yes. Did you only just realize?”
 “S-Sorry.”
 “It’s fine. I was just worrying on my own.”
 Oh, come on, I didn’t remember... I was about to say, but I realized that was no excuse so I stopped myself.
 “Well, anyway, if we’re going to solve this problem, we’re going to need to make it so Satsuki Uruma can never appear before us again.”
 “Make it so she can’t...? How, exactly?”
 “See, that’s what I wanted you to think about with me. What I’m trying to say is...”
 For a moment, I considered wording it as inoffensivelyvô hại as I could, but decided dancing around the issue was too much hasslerắc rối. Seeing the dubiousmơ hồ look on Toriko’s face, I gave it to her straight.
 “I’m trying to say: ‘Let’s kill Satsuki Uruma.’”
 Toriko’s eyes widenedmở rộng. To make sure she understood I meant what I’d just said literallytheo đúng nghĩa đen, I noddedgật đầu without looking away. “Is that...what you meant by ‘what’s next for us’?”
 “Huh? Uh, yeah.”
 “I...”
 “You...?”
 “I was expecting something else!!!”
 Just as she eruptedphun trào indignantlyphẫn nộ, our dessertmón tráng miệng arrived. It was Crêpes Suzette, warm crepesbánh kếp in an orange saucenước xốt with coconutdừa ice cream on top. There was an anniversarydịp kỉ niệm message plate too. They flambéed it in front of us. The words “Happy Anniversary,” written on the message card in English, were lit up by blue flamesngọn lửa.
 “They’re pretty,” I remarked.
 “Yeah.”
 “And tastyngon,” I added.
 “It sure is.”
 “That was good.”
 “Let’s go.”
 We left the restaurant. When we reached the lobbysảnh, Toriko stopped. “I need to go to the restroomnhà vệ sinh.”
 “Oh, me too.”
 Unusually, we ended up going to the restroomnhà vệ sinh together. When I opened the door to one of the stallsgian hàng, behind me, Toriko spoke. “You still haven’t answered me.”
 “Huh?”
 “What do you feel guilty about?”
 When she said that, Toriko pushed me into the stallquầy hàng and, unbelievably, followed me inside.
 “Wh... What, what, what?!”
 As I panicked, she pushed me up against the wall and locked the door behind us.
 “Whoa... Hey...”
 “Answer me.” Toriko placed her hand on the wall, leaning in to stare at my face. Her eyes scared me. “Hey. Why was the doppelganger that appeared in front of me making a face like that, I wonder?”
 “I-I don’t know.”
 “You don’t? Didn’t you say it was because you’d met Satsuki?”
 “Huh? Oh, yeah! That’s right. I did tell you. Ha ha.”
 “Would you feel guilty if all you did was meet her? You hate Satsuki, right, Sorawo? Then why would you have anything to hide? You said she tried to seducequyến rũ you, but she just did that on her own, right?”
 “Well, uh, y’know, it’s, er, it’s because I hadn’t told you...”
 “How is you keeping important things from me anything new?”
 She said it so plainly that I shudderedrùng mình.
 “How about I take a guess? About why you feel guilty.”
 “Wh-What?”
 “Sorawo... When Satsuki temptedcám dỗ you, you got all dizzychóng mặt, right?”
 “...” She’d hit the bull’s-eye. I was speechlesskhông nói nên lời. Toriko smiled as if she saw right through me.
 “It’s okay. I get it. It’s like that for everyone.”
 “Huh...?”
 “Everyone’s like that with Satsuki. She’s special. It doesn’t matter how much you hate her, Sorawo. If anything, your interest in her just works in her favor. We’re all just preycon mồi to her.”
 “Oh, I see...”
 “So it’s okay. You have nothing to feel guilty about, Sorawo.”
 “Uh, okay.” When she grinnednụ cười toe toét, I couldn’t help but smile a bit too.
 “But,” Toriko continued in a flat tone of voice. “I’m not going to let this slide. Satsuki tried to steal you from me.”
 “Huh...?”
 As I looked up at her, a half-formed smile on my face, Toriko brought her face even closer to mine.
 As I watched her lips approach, I thought, Oh, I’m going to get kissed, but her face continued past mine, kept going, and just as I was wondering what was up—
 “Ow?!”
 I let out a sharp cry as there was an intensemãnh liệt pain between my neck and shoulder.
 She bit me?! She just bit me?!?!?!
 I was rigidcứng rắn with shock and pain with Toriko’s teeth still in my fleshxác thịt. Seconds passed before, finally, she let go.
 Once I could move, I instinctivelytheo bản năng touched my shoulder. I hesitantlylưỡng lự looked at my hand. There was no blood, but the pain still hadn’t faded.
 “Wh-Wha...What was that for?!”
 Toriko seemed weirdly smugtự mãn as I looked up at her, with an expression that seemed to say, Yeah, I did that.
 “I put my mark on you. Just in case Satsuki tries to make a move on you again.”
 Before I recovered from my confusion, Toriko unlockedmở khóa the door and slipped out. Then I heard her enter another stallquầy hàng. The Otohime noise machine turned on, and the sound of babblinglảm nhảm brooks and chirpingríu rít birds filled the room.
 “A...Are you insaneđiên cuồng?!” I shouted angrily, having finally got a hold of myself.
 “We both are!”
 I’ve got nothing on you!
 I didn’t even know what to say at this point. My shoulder was throbbingnhói. I used the facilities, got out of the stallquầy hàng, and looked at myself in the mirror.
 I wasn’t bleedingsự chảy máu, but there were distinct teeth marks, and I could faintlythoang thoảng see blood had risen to the surface. What am I gonna do about this? I wondered, staring dumbfoundedchết lặng. Toriko washed her hands, and walked past behind me without a hint of guilttội lỗi on her face.
 Hold it. I went after her. Toriko was leaning against the wall just outside, waiting for me.
 “That hurt, you know?”
 “I wanted it to.”
 “What the hell? Seriously...”
 “Happy anniversarydịp kỉ niệm.”
 “Huh?!”
 Toriko seemed to be in a combativehiếu chiến mood or something. I didn’t get it, and had no idea how to respond. As I was hesitatinglưỡng lự, Toriko looked up towards the ceilingtrần nhà.
 “I hear there’s a loungephòng chờ on the fourth floor here.”
 “A loungephòng chờ...?”
 “It’s got a night view and you can drink there.”
 “So it’s a bar, then?”
 “Yeah. I was thinking, after dinner, if the mood was good, I’d invite you up there.”
 If the mood was good? What did that mean?
 “But things spiraledxoắn ốc off in a direction I wasn’t expecting...and I didn’t know what to do anymore.”
 “Well, yeah, I can relate.”
 “But I don’t want to go home like this, so you wanna go grab some drinks?”
 “It always comes back to us drinking, huh?!” I couldn’t help but react. Toriko took me by the hand.
 “What’s the harm? I can’t stay sobertỉnh táo after a talk like that. If we’re gonna do any more serious talk, I need boozerượu.”
 “I don’t think we’re going to be able to talk seriously if we drink...”
 Even as I said that, I was letting her pull me along. “It’s not showing, right? The bite mark.”
 “It’s just barely hidden, so you’re good.”
 “It hurt like crazy, okay?”
 “Yeah, my teeth hurt too.”
 “That’s gotta be a lie.”
 We kept on exchanging that kind of light banternói đùa as we got on board the elevatorthang máy to the sky loungephòng chờ.
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 When we woke up the morning after, we stumbledtình cờ gặp out of the hotel with pounding headachesđau đầu. Like I’d expected, there was no way we were getting any more serious conversation that night. We got a window seat in the loungephòng chờ, enjoyed cocktailscocktail as we looked down at the gorgeouslộng lẫy night view, and spent the night talking about a bunch of inconsequentialkhông đáng kể stuff. Specifically, it was all complaints about how insensitivevô cảm I was, and how I didn’t understand Toriko’s feelings for Satsuki. I let it pass in one ear and out the other as I graduallydần dần got intoxicatedsay to the point where I had no idea what she was saying anyway. I couldn’t listen anymore, which meant we kept on drinking, and ultimatelycuối cùng we both ended up totally sloshedsloshed.
 Just as I was thinking what a pain it was to go home, Toriko revealed she had convenientlythuận tiện reserved a room for us, so we checked in and I passed right out.
 With the hangovernôn nao kicking my ass, I just barely managed to drink a McDonald’s coffee and got on the Yamanote Line at Shinjuku Station. I got off the train by myself to transfer at Ikebukuro.
 “Well, see you later...”
 “Nngh...”
 I returned home with a groggychệnh choạng look on my face, then washed up in the shower when I got there, and went back to sleep when I couldn’t take how awfultồi tệ I felt anymore.
 I was a lot better when I finally woke up that evening. I gave Toriko a call and it seemed it’d been the same for her. I could just imagine her face, eyes only three-quarters of the way open.
 “I recall you saying something about killing Satsuki. Am I misrememberingnhớ nhầm?” Toriko asked in a kind of vacantbỏ trống tone of voice.
 “That’s what I said.”
 “Are you for real?”
 “She’s basically dead anyway.”
 When she heard my answer, Toriko was silent for a moment, then started again in an indignantphẫn nộ tone. “Come on, you could show a little more delicacytinh vi.”
 “I’ve never botheredlàm phiền being delicatethanh tú where Satsuki-san is concernedlo âu.”
 “Why?”
 “I’m not going to tiptoenhón chân around trying to be politelịch sự when it comes to someone who’s actively trying to hurt me. That’s not a thing I do.”
 That wasn’t limited to Satsuki Uruma—it’d be the same for anyone. Once I knew they had bad intentions towards me, I stopped being interested in the slightestmảnh dẻ. I wouldn’t waste my energy hating or resentingoán giận them. I cut off all interest, and shut them out from my world.
 If they kept trying to approach me in ways I couldn’t ignore...then I needed to be ready to respond to that.
 “But that’s only after Satsuki started messingsự lộn xộn with us, right? You were pretty rudebất lịch sự about Satsuki from the moment we met, Sorawo.”
 “Because you wouldn’t shut up about her.”
 “I know. You kept getting all jealousghen tị.”
 “...” I decided to let that one pass without comment.
 “Um, listen, Sorawo... I understand that Satsuki’s turned into something supersiêu dangerous, and I’ve given up on her at this point. I’m scared of her coming between us, and I hate that. It shocks me that I’m thinking that way about someone I loved and worried about so much, but that’s how I really feel. You’re the one I love now, and that wouldn’t change even if Satsuki came back the way she was before. I want you to trust that,” Toriko said in a quiet voice.
 “Oh, yeah?”
 “But... When I hear you bad-mouthing someone I was so close to, I just...” Toriko trailed off hesitantlylưỡng lự.
 “You get mad?”
 “No, more like...sad.”
 It made her sad? I guess I could see that.
 “I get you. I’ll try to tone it down.”
 “Sorry.”
 “I don’t want to make you cry.”
 When I said that, Toriko chuckledcười thầm. “So you can be delicatethanh tú about that?”
 “It’s not like that.” It kinda irkedkhó chịu me, having my feelings evaluated by whether I was being delicatethanh tú enough or not.
 “Well, what is it then?”
 “I dunnokhông biết... I just don’t wanna make you cry, that’s all.”
 “That doesn’t explain it.”
 “Urgh, whatever, just drop it.”
 I heard her gigglecười khúc khích. It seemed she enjoyed hearing me groanthan van at my own awkwardnesssự lúng túng.
 “If you don’t like the word ‘kill,’ what’s good then? Help her move on? Finish her off? Get rid of her?” I forcefully got us back on topic.
 “Hmm...”
 “Nothing feels right?”
 “They all feel kinda scaryđáng sợ.”
 That was a vaguemơ hồ rebuttalbác bỏ, but I gave it some thought. “Well... How do you feel about ‘exorcisingtrừ tà’ her?”
 “Exorcising?”
 “If you think of it as an exorcismtrừ tà, it’s not that scaryđáng sợ, right?”
 “Oh... Sure. That might be good.” After that kind of absentmindedđãng trí response, Toriko suddenly said, “You know how Kasumi was holding a funeraltang lễ?”
 “Oh... At DS Research, right?”
 “It made me think, ‘Y’know, I never had a funeraltang lễ.’”
 “For Satsuki-san?”
 “I never considered doing it. Because I always believed she was alive. That she’d be coming back.”
 “...”
 “But whatever came back isn’t Satsuki. She looks like her, but...”
 On the other side of the phone, Toriko fell silent.
 When we first met, Toriko was so strongly convinced that Satsuki Uruma was still alive that it bewilderedhoang mang me. That time left such an impression on me that I didn’t notice she was doing a better job of getting over her than I’d thought.
 “Was it the Runa Urumi incident that got you to give up on Satsuki-san?” I asked.
 “Yeah.”
 “Why? You’d been chasing after her so long at that point. All you’d say about it then was that her hand was cold when you touched it.”
 “You know how your eye can tell you at a glance if something’s not human?”
 “Oh...”
 “I touched her with my left hand, so I knew. Ah! She’s not the same anymore.”
 Of all the things Toriko had said so far, that was the most convincing. There was no mistaking the distinct sensationcảm giác when you perceivednhận thức an Otherside entitythực thể. It was probably the same whether that was by sight or by touch.
 I naturally let out a long sighthở dài. The tension that had been inside me this whole time had meltedtan chảy away when I heard those words from Toriko.
 “What? Is something up?” she asked.
 “Nah... I’m just relievedan tâm.”
 “Was there something to feel relief about in what I said?!”
 “Sorry. Don’t sweatmồ hôi it. Go on.”
 “You surprised me so much I forgot what I was talking about.”
 “About funeralstang lễ?”
 “Oh, right, right... When I saw what Kasumi was doing, it occurred to me that even once I knew Satsuki was gone, I never had a funeraltang lễ for her. That might be why my feelings were still up in the air.”
 “I see how it is. Well, once we exorcisetrừ tà her, why not have a funeraltang lễ?”
 “If we did that, I’d probably be able to sort out my feelings, but...how are you planning to exorcisetrừ tà her? We probably can’t go to a templengôi đền or shrineđền thờ for help.”
 “We’ll have to do it ourselves,” I said.
 “You’ve got some sort of idea, then.”
 “...”
 “Hm?”
 “Not yet, actually.”
 “Wha?”
 There was a hint of criticismsự chỉ trích in that expression of shock, so I hurriedlyvội vã added, “Uh, but I think it can be done. I mean, we’ve taken out all sorts of scaryđáng sợ things together before now, haven’t we?”
 “Yeah, sure we have. And?”
 “Even if we’re up against Satsuki Uruma, it doesn’t change what we have to do. We can kill her just as dead as any of those other things.”
 “...”
 “Er, I mean... We can exorcisetrừ tà her, let her rest in peace...”
 Toriko let out an exhaustedkiệt sức sighthở dài. “Oh, whatever. I get what you’re saying. So, do we just wait for Satsuki—the thing that looks like Satsuki—to come to us again?”
 “We can’t let her come at us on her own terms. We have to be the ones to make a move.”
 Toriko seemed dubiousmơ hồ, so I continued explaining.
 “It was the same way with T-san. It’s not good for us to be passivethụ động. We always go into the Otherside ourselves, right? Kozakura-san says it’s unbelievablekhông thể tin được that we do it, but I think we’re doing the right thing.”
 “The right thing?”
 “If we’d gotten scared and stayed put here in the surface world, we’d have either gone crazy or died by now. Once you’ve gotten involved with the other world to a certain degree, the way to survive isn’t to tremblerun rẩy as you wait for them to make their move, it’s to make a move on your end, like us and Todate-san have.”
 “Abarato-san still got taken out, though?”
 “He could still be alive. Kasumi didn’t do a funeraltang lễ for him, after all...”
 In the sunsetHoàng hôn town where Abarato had been hiding, all I’d found was a sleeping bag and some of his stuff. The idea that he might have had some interaction with Kasumi there was just something I was imagining, though.
 “They always frightenhoảng sợ us and try to drive us insaneđiên cuồng when they approach from the Otherside... This is just a theory, but I think they may be trying to drive us into an altered state of consciousnessý thức where communication is possible. Satsuki Uruma appearing before us is a part of that approach.”
 “So instead of waiting for them to come to us, we go to them?”
 “Yeah, you’ve got it. If we move from our side, we can stay comparativelytương đối sanelành mạnh. We won’t be leaving them in control of how fast things go. But it’s dangerous to make contact for too long, so we go in fast, take her out, and then scramtranh giành. Based on past experiences, that’s gotta be close to the best solution... Or at least that’s what I think.”
 “I feel like we’re discussing a heisttrộm cướp here.”
 I had to laugh at that one. Though, what we were doing was closer to an assassinationSự am sát. “I like the way you’re thinking. Let’s do this thing, partner.”
 “Now you’re talking like a villainnhân vật phản diện. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that thing about accomplicestòng phạm way back when,” Toriko complained, but then, returning to the topic at hand, she said, “I get that there’s a good reason for us to go to them. You wanna head over to the Otherside and try shouting, ‘Satsuki! Come out here!’?”
 “Hilarious as it would be if that brought her to us, it’s obviously not gonna be that simple.”
 “I tried calling her name like that several times before I met you...”
 I pretendedgiả vờ not to notice Toriko was getting all sappybuồn tẻ. “Whatever we’re going to do, it’s bad not to have intel on our opponent. I mean, I don’t know anything about Satsuki-san. I think I’m going to go around to all the different people who knew her and ask them what I can.”
 “Can’t you just ask me?”
 “I’m sure there’s a lot of facetskhía cạnh of herself she never showed you,” I said.
 “Urgh... Yeah, I guess.”
 “So, there you have it. I think I’ll hit up Akari first since she lives near here.”
 Akari was Satsuki Uruma’s student once upon a time. She might know something about the woman that Toriko didn’t.
 “What about you, Toriko? Want to come with?”
 “I...” Toriko trailed off. There was a moment’s hesitationdo dự. “Sorry. I don’t think I could listen to her with a clear head,” she said in a pained tone.
 “That’s okay. You don’t need to strain yourself. I’ll go by myself.”
 “Could you?”
 “I’ll let you know how it went later.”
 I hung up and tossedquăng the phone down on my bed.
 I’d only just woken up, but I was already exhaustedkiệt sức. I’d had a vaguemơ hồ inklingpha mực that taking on Satsuki Uruma would mean having to directly confrontđối đầu Toriko’s lingeringkéo dài feelings for the woman, but the raw emotions I had felt over the phone had sappednhựa cây my strength. I was bad at understanding other people’s feelings, so I wanted to avoid situations like this, which involved a lot of delicatethanh tú human emotions. Still, I couldn’t run away from this one, so I was gonna have to deal. When I thought about how I was going to have to go through the same thing with everyone else involved with Satsuki, I felt fed up with doing it already.
 Although, it was reassuringtrấn an that I’d been able to see convincing proof in our conversations today and yesterday that Toriko’s feelings for Satsuki Uruma had faded considerably. I’d expected a stronger rejectionsự từ chối, so I was surprised—and relieved—that she got on board so easily.
 Conversely, that also meant Toriko’s feelings were going to be directed at me exclusivelyduy nhất. I was going to have to decide what I was going to do about that...
 Still, I had her consentbằng lòng. Now it was just a matter of pushing forward.
 It was time to kill... Oops, “exorcisetrừ tà” Satsuki Uruma. So that she’d never show her face in front of us again.
 Mustering the energy to call Akari, I picked my phone back up again.
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 “Whatcha want?”
 It was evening the next day. In front of Akari’s house, I found a red-haired, work-clothes-wearing, stink-eye-giving, borderlineđường biên giới delinquentphạm pháp blocking my way. Bewildered, I looked up at the two-story apartment behind her.
 “Huh? This is Akari’s place, isn’t it?”
 “Yeah, and?”
 “Why are you here, Natsumi?”
 “Is it a problem if I am?”
 “Well, no, but... You seem kinda warythận trọng of me, huh?”
 “Not really.”
 “No, you are. What? Did I do something?”
 “Heard from Akari that you had some business with her.”
 “Yeah.”
 “What’re you gonna do to Akari?”
 “What is this about?” I was confused, but Natsumi wasn’t dropping the nastybẩn thỉu attitude. “I’m just here to ask her some stuff. Do you remember Satsuki Uruma?”
 “Akari’s old tutorgia sư?”
 “Yeah, her. I’ve got a grudgeác cảm against her, and I want to settle it. So I wanted to ask Akari what she’s like, since she was her student and all.”
 “That’s really all you want?”
 “That’s all! Wow, you just don’t let up!”
 “Oh, yeah?” Natsumi reluctantly made way. When I started walking, she followed right behind.
 “What? You’re coming too?”
 “Can’t I?”
 “Uh... Do whatever you want.”
 What the hell? Does every woman around me have to be such a pain?
 “Listen, let me just say, I’m not planning on doing anything with Akari. Even if she is kinda attached to me.”
 “Real talk, that pisses me off too.”
 “Why?!”
 “Akari’s all friendly with you, but you brush her off. Makes me feel bad for her, you see what I’m saying?”
 “What do you want me to do about it?”
 “The hell if I know!” Natsumi raised her voice in anger. “I want her to be happy. I hate how attached she is to you, so I want you to brush her off. But I hate how that’d make her sad... I don’t even know what I’m supposed to do here.”
 “Sounds rough.” This sounded stupid, so I just gave that offhanded response. Natsumi glaredánh sáng chói at me.
 “Lately, she’s been making a big fussồn ào about how she got to help you with your work, but she won’t tell me a thing about it. I owenợ you, and you’re a friend of Akari’s, so I don’t wanna have to say this, but could you not drag her into anything too dangerous?”
 “Let me be clear here, I didn’t call her, she sneakily followed me. I don’t want her getting caught up in this stuff any more than you do. It might be more accurate to say Akari saved me when I got in a jammứt.”
 “I knew it... You’re involved with some dangerous stuff, then, huh?”
 Natsumi went pale. “Wait, if Akari saved you, then there was a fight, right? Don’t do this to me. Yeah, I know Akari’s strong and all, but she’s a sweet kid.”
 “Uh, I dunnokhông biết about that... She nearly clobberedngười ăn trộm me once before.”
 “The hell?!”
 “To be fair, I’d basically picked a fight with her.”
 “She’s never done that to me... Do I need to be as unrestrainedkhông kiềm chế as you to get anywhere with her?”
 “I dunnokhông biết what you mean by that, but doesn’t that just show she cares about you?”
 “Does it...?”
 What’s with her?
 Ignoring the emotionally unstablekhông ổn định Natsumi, I pressed Akari’s doorbellchuông cửa. There was a “Coming!” and the door instantlyngay lập tức opened.
 “Senpai! Thanks for coming out!”
 “Sorry to spring this on you out of nowherehư không,” I said.
 “Don’t be! Please, come on in!”
 “Pardon the intrusionxâm nhập.”
 “Nattsun came with you too, huh? You two sounded like you were getting real excitedhào hứng out there. What were you talking about?”
 “Ask Natsumi.”
 “Huh? Uh, it was nothing... Just, like, random stuff?”
 “Oh, yeah?”
 With Akari watching, Natsumi started trying to act all cool. What was she doing that for?
 We headed inside and sat on some floor cushionscái đệm around a low table. This was my second time coming to Akari’s room.
 Akari served us tea from a little glass teapot. The scenthương thơm of jasminehoa nhài waftedlượn lờ into my nostrilslỗ mũi. By the time I realized, Come to think of it, I forgot to bring something with me, it was already too late.
 “So, you said you wanted to ask about Uruma-sensei...”
 Natsumi was perchedcá rô on the bed, watching me closely. I ignored her distractingđánh lạc hướng stare and noddedgật đầu in response to Akari.
 “Yeah. What was she like?”
 “Well, she was wonderful. Quiet, but not in a meeknhu mì, reserved way. She had this silent intensitycường độ. She was this mysterioushuyền bí older girl, and since I was still preparing to take my entrance exams, I was like, ‘Wow, she’s so mature.’”
 “How did she end up tutoringgia sư you? Did she come to you?”
 “Uh... I wonder. My parents set all that up, so I’d assume they just went to whatever kind of business you go to to get tutorsgia sư.”
 It felt weirdkỳ quặc, imagining Satsuki Uruma having signed up with an agency for private tutorsgia sư. If she was living a normal life before she was swallowednuốt up by the Otherside, that might not be so strange, though.
 “She always wore all black, you know? Even in the middle of summer. But it suited her, so it never felt out of place. She had a low voice, and this subtletế nhị but pleasant odormùi... Was it perfumenước hoa? It felt kind of floweryhoa mỹ. She was tall, with big hands. I remember thinking that she’d be pretty strong if she took up karateVõ karate.”
 That’s one way of evaluating a person, I guess...
 “Was it just school stuff you studied with her? She didn’t, uh...do anything weirdkỳ quặc to you, did she?”
 “What the hell are you asking her?!” Natsumi shouted, making me pull back in surprise.
 “What was that for, out of nowherehư không?!” I said.
 “No, Senpai, that kinda question’s clearly sexual harassmentquấy rối.”
 How?! I nearly shouted, but then I realized. “No, no! I didn’t mean it that way, Akari.”
 Akari stared blanklytrống rỗng at us as Natsumi and I panicked. “What way?”
 Huh?
 “Sorry. It’s nothing.”
 My weirdkỳ quặc attempt to be consideratethận trọng only ended up embarrassingxấu hổ us... I shot a glareánh sáng chói at Natsumi as she awkwardlylúng túng avertedngăn chặn her eyes, then I continued.
 “What I wanted to ask is, uh... Did she, like, invite you to explore abandonedbị bỏ rơi buildings, tell you scaryđáng sợ stories, that sort of stuff...?”
 “Ohh, yeah. Nothing like that ever happened.”
 “Did anything ever feel off, or were there things that seemed weirdkỳ quặc when you thought back to it later?”
 “Nothing’s coming to mind...”
 I could see Akari was trying hard to remember, but none of this seemed to be ringing any bells.
 “If I really reach for something... There were a few times when she was sitting next to me, watching me study, where I happened to turn and look, and she was staring at me real hard, and it made me jump. Her expression didn’t change at all, but it was like she was staring at something deep inside me. I felt like she saw right through me. I’d be about to ask her what was up, but then she’d suddenly look away. The way she did it was so natural you’d think what I saw must have been a coincidencetrùng hợp ngẫu nhiên, or my imagination. But, you know, I do karateVõ karate, so I realized, ‘Ah, she just feintedđòn nhử.’”
 “Feinted?”
 “When you face someone in a match, there’s a stare down. When you’re staring one another in the eyes, if you suddenly look away, you can lurethu hút the other person in. It made me think she was good at that sort of thing, and I shouldn’t let my guard down with her.”
 I’d given her an opening to talk about karateVõ karate, and now I didn’t remember what we were talking about in the first place.
 “Well, if you didn’t let your guard down, that’s good... She gave you that cat amuletbùa hộ mệnh, right? That led to you being attacked by the Ninja Cats, so shouldn’t you be more angry at her?”
 “I just can’t get mad about it.”
 “Even though she gave it to you with bad intentions?”
 “We don’t really know that she was being maliciousđộc hại... When she gave it to me, saying it was an amuletbùa hộ mệnh to help me on my exams, I didn’t get the sense she was.”
 The way she was standing up for her made me furrowrãnh my browlông mày. I had thought Akari would be less under her influence than Toriko or Kozakura, but that might not necessarily be true.
 Natsumi took this chance to butt in. “Whoa, hold up. When you were in trouble before, that was her fault?”
 “Yeah,” I answered for Akari. Natsumi got mad.
 “Why didn’t you say anything, Akari?”
 “I thought it was better not to tell anyone...”
 That answer made Natsumi raise her voice even more.
 “Huh?! Why? It doesn’t make any sense.”
 “I asked her not to say anything,” I said, trying to cover for her. Natsumi looked from Akari to me, then back again, a look of utterthốt ra bewildermenthoang mang on her face.
 “Why...?”
 “Because...”
 My tone grew harsher, irritatedbị kích thích at being asked the same thing again. Or it started to, until I noticed Natsumi tearing up and I forgot what it was I was going to say.
 I was the one who wanted to ask why. Was this anything to cry over?
 As I stared at her, speechlesskhông nói nên lời, the tears rolled down Natsumi’s face. Without her usual defiantkhiêu khích attitude, I was taken abacksửng sốt by how childlikengây thơ and vulnerabledễ bị tổn thương she looked.
 “Nattsun...!” Akari sprang to her feet, heading over to the bed where Natsumi was. “Sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that,” she said soothingly.
 
  
   [image: insert2]  
    “Like what...?”
 “I wasn’t trying to leave you out. It’s just that I agreed it was dangerous to get you involved.”
 “You were doing something dangerous, and you didn’t tell me...? Stop it, don’t do weirdkỳ quặc stuff like that,” Natusmi said between sobsthổn thức. “Don’t do stuff you can’t tell me about.”
 “Okay. Sorry. I’ll tell you about it, okay?”
 With that, Akari turned to me. “Senpai, is it okay if I tell Nattsun?”
 It was phrasedcụm từ as a question, but she was only looking for confirmationxác nhận.
 There’s no way it’s okay, I thought, but there was no way I could tell her that.
 The me of one year ago would probably have stopped her immediately.
 Even if I couldn’t have stated my refusaltừ chối outrightngay, I’d have shaken my head, or said nothing. Whatever I did, there was no way I would have allowed it. I didn’t want any more people learning about the Otherside. Akari was already one person too many. The idea of adding Natsumi on top of her was unthinkablekhông thể tưởng tượng được. There was no way I wanted that.
 But now, I had a feeling that I couldn’t really give that answer here... It was only natural to refuse, and I had good reason to, but I sensed I’d be losing something important if I did.
 I closed my eyes and let out a long sighthở dài.
 “Okay...”
 That was my reluctantmiễn cưỡng, grudgingmiễn cưỡng, unenthusiastickhông nhiệt tình response.
 That said, hearing the explanation in Akari’s words did nothing to brightenlàm sáng Natsumi’s expression. The tears were gone now, but she seemed more and more dubiousmơ hồ.
 “Hold up, just a second... Let me sort this all out,” Natsumi said, pressing a hand to her foreheadtrán like she had a headacheđau đầu. “This Otherside... You’re not talking about the yakuza, the criminal underworldthế giới ngầm, or that sort of stuff, right?”
 “I told you, it’s not like that. It’s a place that’s like another world, separate from this one.”
 “Are you for real? I’ve read that kinda stuff on my mangatruyện appứng dụng. Like where they get reincarnated in a game world...”
 “It’s not like that either. It’s weirder. Uhh, this is tough to explain,” Akari said, getting frustratedbực bội. “It’s like the normal world, but different. The buildings get all weirdkỳ quặc, and scaryđáng sợ stuff comes out...”
 “Scary how?”
 “So far I’ve seen Ninja Cats and T-san the Templeborn...”
 “This’s making no sense...”
 Yeah, of course it doesn’t, I thought as I listened. I’d kept quiet this whole time, but just as I was thinking I should step in and add further explanation, Akari decided to try a different angle.
 “So, when you go into the Otherside, it’s like a hauntedma ám house. Everything looks normal at first, but maybe there’s something unpleasantkhó chịu about it, or it looks deserted. It’s weirdkỳ quặc and scaryđáng sợ.”
 She must have been remembering the hauntedma ám house we ended up in while chasing T-san. If we were only talking about the interstitialxen kẽ space, Akari was right. She’d only gone that far, so that’s what she thought the Otherside was. It might be a good explanation.
 Maybe she’ll sort of get it, I was thinking, but after some considerationSự xem xét Natsumi came back with a response I didn’t expect.
 “Maybe I’ve been in there too?”
 “Huh? When are you talking about?”
 “Y’know, when that Sannuki, or Zannuki, or whatever it was showed up. I definitely remember feeling something was weirdkỳ quặc at the time. It was creepyrùng mình, and the memory really stuck with me.”
 Natsumi shudderedrùng mình as she continued.
 “Before that, when the monkeycon khỉ thing showed up, there was something stickydính and unpleasantkhó chịu about the air. One bad thing happened after another, and I started thinking I had to have an exorcismtrừ tà or something done to clear up the air. I remember now.”
 “What do you think, Senpai?”
 I was taken abacksửng sốt at having this question suddenly thrown over to me.
 “I think she’s right,” I answered. “It’s like that when ghostsbóng ma and monstersquái vật appear from the Otherside. And after Akari clobberedngười ăn trộm Sannukikano, the air changed, right?”
 “Ohh, yeah, I guess it did. That’s right.” Natsumi noddedgật đầu repeatedly, finally satisfied.
 “Huh? So Akari can exorcisetrừ tà ghostsbóng ma with her karateVõ karate? That’s awesome!”
 “Heh heh...” Akari smiled bashfullybẽn lẽn as Natsumi looked at her with eyes sparklinglung linh with admirationsự khâm phục and pride.
 “Ohh! I see! Basically, Akari can banishđày ải monstersquái vật with her karateVõ karate, so she’s been helping you out, or something. I totally get it now.”
 Natsumi was looking so much better that you wouldn’t have believed she was crying just moments ago. I felt deflatedxì hơi. Her worry hadn’t been whether or not the Otherside existed, but how Akari was involved with it.
 “You satisfied now, Nattsun?”
 “Yeah, totally. But isn’t it dangerous?”
 “It’ll be fine. I’ve got Kamikoshi-senpai watching me. And Nishina-senpai’s there too.”
 “Really?”
 Despite being fed up with all the dubiousmơ hồ looks cast in my direction, I told her, “I’ve said this repeatedly, but I generally don’t want Akari getting involved. I only asked her last time because I had no choice.”
 “Sorry for imposingáp đặt myself on you like that,” Akari said, duckingvịt her head awkwardlylúng túng.
 “Is that true? I mean, you’re here today, aren’t you, Senpai?”
 “No, I’m just here to ask some questions this time... Anyway, if you believe us, that’s great and all, but could you do me a favor and not tell anybody else? I don’t want any more people learning about the Otherside.”
 “Uhh... Even if I told them, I don’t think anyone’d believe me.”
 “Come on... I’m being serious here. I really need you not to tell anyone.”
 When I pressed the point, Natsumi pulled back, seemingdường như a bit dauntednản lòng.
 “I get it. I won’t say anything.”
 “Promise Akari, not me.”
 “Huh?”
 “You’re more likely to keep your word to her than to me, right?”
 “Seriously...?”
 “Come on, Nattsun.”
 At Akari’s urging, Natsumi scowledcau có but ultimatelycuối cùng noddedgật đầu. “I promise, Akari.”
 “Okay.” Akari was satisfied and they shared an embarrassedlúng túng smile. I watched this saccharineđường hóa học display, unable to take much more.
 It was a pain having more people involved. I really wanted to keep the Otherside just to Toriko and myself. That hadn’t changed.
 But I also felt like there was no choice but to tell Natsumi.
 During the T-san incident, I ultimatelycuối cùng chose to involve Akari of my own free will. That had established for me that, at some point, she had become someone I couldn’t throw away so easily—my one and only kouhai.
 I could have pointed to her somewhat stalker-ish behavior as a reason. Akari never missed a chance to find openings to insertchèn herself into my life. But that would probably be hiding the truth. Despite my constantly giving her the brush off, Akari pressed on with indomitablebất khuất spirit in an attempt to be my friend, and I had given in...or gotten used to it, rather.
 I think that once I decided Akari was my “cutedễ thương kouhai” I started feeling a sense of responsibility for her. From that point on, I stopped being able to turn a blind eye to any trouble that happened between her and Natsumi because of me. That’s why I couldn’t turn down Akari when she asked to tell Natsumi about the Otherside.
 “Um, I dunnokhông biết if I should be asking this, but...” Natsumi was glancing at me.
 “What?” I asked.
 “You know how we had that girls’ party in January?”
 “Ah! Uh, yeah...” I mumbledlầm bầm, trailing off.
 “I feel like things got weirdkỳ quặc then too... Was that the Otherside too?”
 “I’d forgotten...”
 “Huh?”
 “Forget about it!”
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 “What’d you go and tell Natsumi about the Otherside for?” Toriko asked coldlylạnh lùng when we gathered at Kozakura’s place so I could let them know how things went at Akari’s.
 I avertedngăn chặn my eyes. “It’s just, I didn’t expect her to start crying...” I mumbledlầm bầm.
 “A little waterworksnhà máy nước is enough to get you to talk, huh?”
 “No, it’s not like that...”
 “This, after you just said we should be the only ones to go to the other world not that long ago.”
 “If you’re going to say not to tell anyone, and then you go and leakhở the information yourself, you’re beyond help,” Kozakura said in an exasperatedbực bội tone. There was nothing I could say to that.
 “The only thing Natsumi’s interested in is Akari, okay?”
 “So it’s fine because she’s not interested in the other world? Is that it?”
 “Yeah, you got it. If she thought Akari was in danger, she might’ve called the copscảnh sát on us, right?”
 “Sorawo-chan, it’s too late to change things now that you’ve already told her, but since you have, you’re going to need to look after her properly,” Kozakura said.
 “Well, yeah...”
 After being told off for a long time, I was finally able to get back to the topic of Satsuki Uruma. When I explained that Akari didn’t remember much of anything about her former teacher, Toriko seemed nonplussednon nớt.
 “Really? I can’t believe it.”
 “Yeah. I asked her a whole bunch of questions, but she’d only say things like she was pretty, or she was mature, or abstract stuff like that. It seemed like she had a reasonably strong sense of respect for the woman, so that surprised me.”
 The Uruma-sensei that Akari spoke of was this vaguemơ hồ, low-resolution image, to the point where you’d doubt she ever existed. That was a marked departuresự khởi hành from Toriko’s stronger feelings.
 “What do you make of it, Kozakura-san?”
 “You’re asking me? Well... Satsuki was involved with a lot of people, but she didn’t interacttương tác with everyone the same way.”
 “Hm? What do you mean?”
 “Maybe Satsuki wasn’t that interested in Seto-chan? If she’d really wanted to seducequyến rũ her, she could’ve done it in a second. Right?”
 That last bit was directed at Toriko. She looked reproachfully at Kozakura, but said nothing.
 “What she did with the amuletbùa hộ mệnh to help with her exams might not have been out of maliceác tâm so much as...a test,” Kozakura suggested.
 “A test?”
 “To see how Seto-chan would handle trouble from the Otherside.”
 “Kozakura, I can’t believe she’d do something so awfultồi tệ...” Toriko objected, but Kozakura responded with a smile that only touched her lips.
 “Oh, yeah? I wouldn’t put it past her. She could do some pretty brazentrơ trẽn stuff. It seems mysterioushuyền bí because she vanishedbiến mất before seeing the results of her experiment, but I figure she was seeing how well she could ‘use’ the girls she set her eyes on, and if Seto-chan had passed the test, she’d have pulled her in real quick.”
 “How pragmaticthực dụng,” I said.
 “Besides, she must have had a more promising subject at the time.”
 She didn’t have to spell that one out. She was talking about Toriko.
 “She didn’t test me like that,” Toriko said, her voice hard.
 “Oh, yes she did. Taking you to the Otherside is the easiest test there is. If you didn’t get scared, that’d tell her she could use you.”
 That must have triggeredcò súng some memories, because Toriko’s face darkenedtối tăm and she got really quiet.
 “What was it like for you, Kozakura-san?” I asked, and she glaredánh sáng chói at me.
 “I failed Satsuki’s test.”
 “You failed?”
 “She took me to the Otherside through the elevatorthang máy in Jinbouchou, the same as Toriko. I was totally hopelessvô vọng. Nothing even happened, but I was too scared to take a single step. She gave up on me, and after a while she brought along Toriko.” Kozakura sneeredchế nhạo at herself. “I thought we were still close friends after that, but I’m sure I was just an assettài sản that had suddenly crashed in value to her. It’s only recently that I was finally able to swallownuốt that.”
 “That’s good,” I said, relievedan tâm, and Kozakura’s eyes widenedmở rộng.
 “Did you just say it was good? Are you picking a fight with me?”
 “No, I’m not. That’s not it... I meant it’s good that you’ve been able to come to terms with your feelings for Satsuki-san. I’ve been struggling with the question of how to convince you to accept what we’re going to do.” I’d chosen my words as carefully as I possibly could have, but Kozakura only scowledcau có harder.
 “Now there’s a preamblelời mở đầu that does nothing but worry me. Just what’re you planning, Sorawo-chan?” she asked, and I was finally able to move on to the main topic.
 “Why don’t we have a funeraltang lễ? For Satsuki-san.”
 “A funeraltang lễ...”
 “You haven’t had one, right?”
 “What do you mean by that? We go to the templengôi đền, have them read some sutras, and put her in a gravephần mộ?”
 “If that helps you get over her, sure, but first we need to exorcisetrừ tà her so she never shows her face in front of us again.”
 Seeing the dubiousmơ hồ look on Kozakura’s face, I explained my idea and what led me to it.
 “Did you already hear about this, Toriko?”
 Toriko hesitantlylưỡng lự noddedgật đầu in response to Kozakura’s question.
 “Hmm...” Kozakura stared into midairgiữa không trung, slowly swivelingxoay her chair back and forthra as she mullednghiền ngẫm it over. It was a more level-headed response than I’d expected. I had figured she’d really tear into me. “There’s a monsterquái vật that looks like Satsuki out there, and she’s been trying to get her hands on Sorawo-chan, huh?”
 “What do you think, Kozakura?” Toriko asked.
 “About what?”
 “About Sorawo’s idea. Is she right? I don’t think I can think about this clearly.” Toriko cast an irritatedbị kích thích glance in my direction as she asked Kozakura that.
 “I’m a little surprised by Sorawo-chan’s total lack of tactkhéo léo, but sometimes there are things that only people like her can say... It stands to reason that we need some sort of ritualnghi thức to allow the living to severcắt đứt their attachment to a person they understand isn’t coming back and to allow them to move on. In that sense, I’m in favor of it.”
 Kozakura looked back to me and continued.
 “But what you’re talking about isn’t a ritualnghi thức to make Toriko or me accept the way things are, now is it? When you’re talking about exorcisingtrừ tà her, what you really mean is slayinggiết người her, right?”
 “I got complaints when I was that direct about it.”
 “Ha ha.” Kozakura let out a dry laugh. “I’ve got things I want to say, but whatever. What, precisely, are you proposing to do?”
 “I only had a vaguemơ hồ idea myself at first, thinking I’d go around to each of the people who knew Satsuki-san and see if I could find an opening that we could exploitkhai thác. After talking to Akari, I’ve got something a bit more concrete.”
 Toriko interjectedxen vào. “I thought you didn’t learn anything, though?”
 “About Satsuki-san, sure. This was something I figured out talking to Natsumi...”
 I sorted through it in my head before I started explaining.
 “First, I thought about how we were going to ‘exorcisetrừ tà’ her. It’s a word that’s been around since ancient times, and I tend to associate it with Shinto and other traditional religions, but once you peelbóc off that religious texturekết cấu, it’s all the same no matter who’s doing it.”
 “Hmm?”
 “When Akari tried to explain the Otherside to Natsumi, she said the air gets all weirdkỳ quặc. I think she ended up expressing it that way because she’s only seen the interstitialxen kẽ space, though. Anyway, after that, Natsumi asked if the exorcismtrừ tà was needed to take that weirdkỳ quặc air away, and that’s when I realized.”
 They were both listening with dubiousmơ hồ looks on their faces.
 “That’s just how ghostbóng ma stories are, right? Before something happens, the air changes. And unless the air changes again, the bizarrekỳ dị stuff keeps happening, and there’s no escape. Basically, to deal with a ghostbóng ma story, you need to do something about that air, not a specific phenomenon—at least, that’s what makes sense to me.”
 “To deal with a ghostbóng ma story—is the right way to phrasecụm từ it?”
 “In our case, I think so. The Otherside entitiesthực thể approach us through the frameworkkhuôn khổ of ghostbóng ma stories, so I think what we’re really facing isn’t the Kunekune, or Hasshaku-sama, or any other visible apparitionsự xuất hiện but the frameworkkhuôn khổ that they’re a part of.”
 “If anything, that’s their main body, huh?” Toriko said, looking down at her left hand. “Could that be what my hand touches? The frameworkkhuôn khổ of the ghostbóng ma story?”
 “Oh! Yeah, that could be it!”
 A chillsự ớn lạnh ran down my spinexương sống. Not of fear, though. I thought Toriko had hit on something essential. I felt all the disparatechênh lệch parts that had been scatteredrải rác around inside my head coming together like a jigsawghép hình puzzlecâu đố.
 “Hey, are you okay?” Kozakura called out to me, concernedlo âu by my sudden silence.
 “Sorry, I got lost in thought there for a second. Erm...”
 “We were talking about how we can exorcisetrừ tà Satsuki,” Kozakura said.
 “Oh, right. Like I was saying, if an exorcismtrừ tà is a matter of changing the air, then even if Satsuki Uruma shows up, what we need to do is find a way to change that air. I’m pretty confident in this... The truth is, there’s sometimes ghostbóng ma stories where people survived because the atmosphere changed.”
 “In what way?” Kozakura asked.
 “The one I’ve heard a lot of is stories where they talk about sexygợi cảm stuff,” Toriko said.
 The two of them looked incredulouskhông tin, so I hurried to explain.
 “No, it’s true. There’s stories where they were in a real bad situation, but then they started saying all sorts of lewddâm dục things and they survived. I don’t tend to say that ghostsbóng ma are this way or that, but sex is the source of life, so that makes it the polarvùng cực opposite of ghostsbóng ma, which belong to the world of the dead... At least, there’s that sort of reasoning. It’s an idea that’s been around since ancient times. Hey, Toriko, do you remember? Runa Urumi’s mother kept making that sign against evil towards me.”
 The memory made Toriko furrowrãnh her browlông mày unhappilykhông vui. “Oh... That’s what that was?”
 “It’s called the manu fica, or figquả sung sign, and it’s said in Christianity and Judaism to wardphường off the evil eye. That’s why she used it towards me.”
 “I don’t even know what to make of this... Ghosts are scared of sexual stuff? So, what, if Satsuki shows up, we all just suddenly start chatting about indecentkhiếm nhã things? That’s hilariousvui vẻ,” Kozakura said, half laughing. I almost laughed too, but shook my head.
 “That’s the reasoning, but I don’t think we could actually do it once we’ve got her there in front of us. When it comes to Satsuki, honestlyThành thật, I never really got it when I was just listening to the two of you, but now that I’ve met her myself, I do. She’s...bad news.”
 The two of them noddedgật đầu as if to say, Go figure.
 “I don’t know whether I should say I’m glad you understand now,” Kozakura said.
 “Up until now, I’ve encountered Satsuki’s shadow, or another version of her, I guess you could say, a number of times. When she showed up in front of Runa Urumi, she was seriously bad news, but...the worst of all was the time she talked to me normally. It was almost easier to deal with her when she was a total monsterquái vật that was impossible to communicate with.”
 “You talked to her directly this time, right, Sorawo-chan? And that still didn’t make you think she’s human?”
 “Not in the slightestmảnh dẻ. She’s assumed a human form, but I think this current Satsuki Uruma is something like T-san. A high-grade interfacegiao diện, you might say... Her appearance is the same as when she was alive, and I think she’s inheritedthừa hưởng the same function for seducingquyến rũ people.”
 “A function, huh?” Kozakura murmuredthì thầm, her lips twisting. “If the woman who judged people based on their functional value to her was swallowednuốt up by the Otherside and is being used for her functions, that’d be pretty ironicmỉa mai. I’m starting to think we need to have this funeraltang lễ and lay her to rest too.”
 I thought Toriko would have something to say, but she made no comment, so I returned to the main subject.
 “The thing about ghostbóng ma stories is that for all its other indiscretionssự cẩu thả, it’s an elegantthanh lịch genrethể loại in strange ways. There’s not a lot of bawdytục tĩu stories in it. Maybe that’s because if you’re trying to scare someone, and then sexual elements get involved, it hurts the atmosphere. Anyway, I only brought up the sex stuff as an example of how the atmosphere can get changed. It’s too weak to be her weakness. There’s some real nastybẩn thỉu ghostbóng ma stories with sexual elements, and there are people who’ve had scaryđáng sợ experiences at love hotels.”
 “Like the weirdkỳ quặc stuff that happened at our love hotel girls’ party,” Kozakura noted.
 “Can we not talk about that anymore?”
 I was sick of people dragging that story back up.
 “Here’s another famous one. They say you can exorcisetrừ tà spirits with Febreze. That seems connected to this idea of ‘changing the air.’ The scenthương thơm has a direct effect on the air, after all. It’s probably the same with burning incensehương. There’s also the method of making sounds. You always have bells at templesngôi đền, after all. I’ve seen stories where a ghostbóng ma shows up and they turn on all the lights, put on music, and keep it up until morning too. They’re all attempts to change the scaryđáng sợ atmosphere.”
 “If it’s just a matter of changing the atmosphere, I feel like traditional religious methods should be good enough. Burn some incensehương, read sutras, ring a standing bell...” Kozakura said.
 “Yeah. But do you think that will be enough to exorcisetrừ tà Satsuki-san?” I asked. They both got bewilderedhoang mang looks on their faces.
 “I don’t,” Toriko said.
 “Me either,” Kozakura agreed.
 “Didn’t think so. Now as for why, I think we’ll all probably be overwhelmed.”
 “By the air around Satsuki, you mean?”
 “That’s right. I’m thinking airs can be stronger or weaker. And whoever has the stronger air dominates the room. It’s hard for the weaker air to destroy a stronger one. That’s not just limited to ghostbóng ma stories. I think it applies to living people too. And one way of strengthening an air is ritualsnghi thức.”
 “That makes sense. You’re starting to understand people pretty well, Sorawo-chan.”
 “Huh? Thanks.”
 Was that a complimentlời khen? I wondered. Toriko frownednhăn mặt.
 “I don’t get it. Are you saying Satsuki has a strong air, so we can’t resist her?”
 “No, it’s like...let’s say there’s this rowdyồn ào kid at an elementarytiểu học school. He’s noisyồn ào, won’t do what he’s told, and pushes the other kids around. But if he did the same things during a formal event like their graduationtốt nghiệp ceremonylễ, which is a sort of ritualnghi thức, everyone would look at him like, what does this guy think he’s doing, before the teacher had time to tell him off for it. He’d feel really awkwardvụng về and ostracizedtẩy chay.”
 “I get what you’re trying to say. And?”
 “Now what if, at that same graduationtốt nghiệp ceremonylễ, a strange man showed up, and he was swinging around a butcher’s knife. Everyone would freeze stiffcứng, right? No matter how quiet and dignifiedđứng đắn, nghiêm túc the occasion, there are times when one person can take over.”
 “Maybe, but...isn’t that just a matter of if he’s using violence?”
 “That’s certainly a part of it. I mean, violence is a highly effective means of assertingquả quyết control of a situation. I think that’s why our guns have been so helpful in helping us avoid being swallowednuốt up by the air on the Otherside.”
 “But without your eye and my hand, the guns aren’t—”
 “Right, they aren’t able to do anything. They’re just noisemakersmáy tạo tiếng ồn. In our case, our abilities meshedmắt lưới in a way that made them work, but without that we’d have ended up in one of those horrorkinh dị movie scenarioskịch bản where we run away as our bulletsđạn bouncenảy off the monstersquái vật ineffectivelykhông hiệu quả.”
 “I guess if the reverse was true, and you only had your eye, and had to rely on your wimpy punchescú đấm instead of a gun, then it wouldn’t make any difference,” Kozakura noted.
 “Yeah, that’s right. We wouldn’t be able to break the enemy’s air in that case.”
 “So, what then? Do you just open fire, no ritualsnghi thức, no nothing?”
 “If that would work, I’d be fine with it, but we already know that we can’t strike a decisivequả quyết blow like that.”
 “By which you mean?”
 “I’ve shot things that looked like Satsuki-san several times now...”
 They were both as taken abacksửng sốt by that as I expected. I continued.
 “That’s what made me think a ritual’s necessary. We need to suppresskìm nén the air around Satsuki Uruma with a stronger wind, then make it clear that there’s no place for her here anymore.”
 “Can we do that...?” Kozakura tiltednghiêng her head to the side doubtfully.
 “The Otherside tends not to approach us the same way over and over. T-san hasn’t shown up once since that time. I don’t know if that’s because they’re trying different methods, or it’s just a matter of random chance, though... I think the reason Satsuki Uruma keeps showing up in front of me is that they’ve decided that’s an effective way to make contact with me.”
 “You personally, Sorawo-chan?”
 “I didn’t want to think so, but probably. When I think about why Satsuki Uruma’s been showing herself to me, and not to you or Toriko who have a past connection with her, I have to conclude that I’m the one she has her eye on now.” After I’d said that, I suddenly got worried. “Um, maybe you just haven’t been telling me, and she’s actually been showing herself to the two of you too?”
 “No...”
 “She hasn’t.”
 Kozakura and Toriko both deniedtừ chối it with similar looks on their faces.
 “Good. Okay, I just need to get her to stop stalkingrình rập me, then. That makes things simpler,” I said casuallytình cờ, ignoring the complicatedphức tap emotions on their faces.
 “What kind of ritualnghi thức are you trying to perform, Sorawo?” Toriko asked.
 “I’m still thinking about that. The one thing I can say for sure is that I’ll need both of you to help.”
 “Of course I will.” Toriko was quick to agree.
 “What? I don’t wanna...” Kozakura was not.
 Toriko raised an eyebrowlông mày at Kozakura who was fidgetingbồn chồn unhappilykhông vui in her chair. “This is Satsuki’s funeral. You have to be there, Kozakura.”
 “No way. I just know it’s gonna be scaryđáng sợ.”
 “I don’t know for sure what’s going to happen, but there’s a good chance that you’re right,” I admitted.
 “See? I’ll send incensehương, so you go ahead and do whatever you want without me.”
 “If you don’t take this chance to cut your ties with her too, she may start showing up at your place next, Kozakura-san.”
 Kozakura pressed a hand to her foreheadtrán. She was silent for a while before murmuringthì thầm, “I can’t have that...”
 “I know, right? If she showed up while you were alone in the house, I think that’d be ridiculously scaryđáng sợ.”
 “Yeah, it would, but it’s more than that... I wouldn’t know what to do if she turned back up at this point. It’s too late,” Kozakura said, letting out a long sighthở dài. “Fine. When you figure out what to do, let me know.”
 “Thank you.”
 “What should I do?”
 “You come to DS Research with me, Toriko.”
 “What for?”
 “There’s one more person with a deep tie to Satsuki Uruma, isn’t there?”
 “Oh...” Toriko scowledcau có as hard as she could. I noddedgật đầu.
 “Yeah. I’m thinking of getting Runa Urumi to help.”
 
  
 



6
 “You came, Kamikoshi-san. Yippee!”
 I don’t see what there is to “yippeeyippee” about, I thought as I looked through the glass at Runa Urumi.
 We were in a room in DS Research’s medical wardphường that was brightlyrực rỡ lit with fluorescenthuỳnh quang lights. It had been speciallyđặc biệt soundproofedcách âm, and Runa Urumi was smiling as she held a little whiteboardbảng trắng for writing messages to people outside.
 It was just me and Toriko facing her on the other side of the thick acrylicacrylic glass. Migiwa was in another room, watching through security cameras.
 Runa waved at Toriko who was standing beside me. It might seem like she was being politelịch sự, but you could tell that she was treating us like idiots. She wrote something on her whiteboardbảng trắng, then turned it so we could see.
 “What brings you here today?”
 I turned on the micmicrô. “Can we come in?” I asked.
 I could tell the answer even before I heard her surprised, “Huh?” There was no need to wait, so I pressed my hand against the fingerprintvân tay scannermáy quét on the door. When we came to check on the medical wardphường after T-san’s attack, they’d registered our prints so we’d be able to open the door too. The door opened with a slightmảnh dẻ gustgió giật of air as the seal broke, and then we went inside.
 The door closed behind us. Runa still looked nonplussednon nớt. “Wait, am I being released?”
 It was a question said as a joke, but when we didn’t laugh, her expression grew serious.
 “What is this, out of nowherehư không? You’re scaring me here. I mean, the way you’re acting, you’re either here to executehành hình me, or release me... One of the two, right?”
 “We came in because it’s annoying waiting for you to write,” I said.
 “What, what, what? This is scaryđáng sợ.”
 “There’s something we want to talk to you about. Sit down.”
 “Wh-What are you going to do?”
 “We don’t have our guns. See? We’re just going to talk.”
 Finally noticing we were empty-handed, Runa sat down on the bed, a look of suspicionnghi ngờ on her face. We were still standing. “You can use the chair over there, Kamikoshi-san. There’s only one, so Toriko-san will have to stand. Sorry.”
 Toriko didn’t move. She didn’t bite at Runa’s little provocationskhiêu khích, just staying silent. Even Runa had to be a little unnerved by that. When Toriko just looked down at you, silent and expressionlessvô cảm, she was really intimidatingđáng sợ. I knew from repeated firsthandtrực tiếp experience.
 “What do you want to talk about...?”
 “Runa, how do you feel about Satsuki Uruma?” I cut to the chase. Runa gave me a goofyngốc nghếch grinnụ cười toe toét.
 “Oh, gosh. What are you asking me? You know I just worshiptôn thờ her. I’m so touched that they left these stigmatathánh tích on my adorableđáng yêu face, and—”
 “Enough of that,” I cut off the stream of drivelcon nít coming out of Runa’s mouth. “I know you’re pissedbực mình that she killed your mom. No need to act cutedễ thương for our sakelợi ích.”
 The expression vanishedbiến mất from her face. I’d been half guessing, but it looked like I’d hit the mark. “Could you not talk like you understand?”
 “Sorry, but I’m not able to act consideratethận trọng.” I pulled up the only chair in the room and sat down facing Runa with the back of the chair in front of me. “We’re having a funeraltang lễ for Satsuki Uruma.”
 “Satsuki-sama’s not dead, though, is she?”
 “Not yet.”
 “Not yet?”
 “I’ve got one question for you. What did you do the last time you called Satsuki Uruma?”
 “It’s not like I called her, right? She came of her own accordphù hợp.”
 “Ultimately, yes. But you were doing a bunch of stuff before that, right? At the Farm.”
 Runa Urumi had remodeledsửa sang lại the Farm in order to make contact with Satsuki Uruma and tried recreating a variety of ghostbóng ma stories. Basically, she was testing out the theory that said: “When you tell ghostbóng ma stories, ghostsbóng ma will appear.”
 “Well, sure, I did a whole bunch of stuff. What’s it to you?”
 “In order to lay Satsuki Uruma to rest, we need to call her again first. I want to know what the decisivequả quyết factor was.”
 “Calling her to lay her to rest...” Runa looked at me dubiouslyđáng ngờ. “This isn’t sounding peacefulhoà bình. Are you trying to do something to Satsuki-sama?”
 “She started this fight, okay?”
 “Kamikoshi-san, are you planning to fight Satsuki-sama?”
 “No holds barred this time. I’m gonna see to it that she never shows her face in front of us again.”
 Runa was quiet for a while. Then, in a low voice, she said, “It’s not like you didn’t consider how I might react to hearing you say that, right?”
 In the corner of my eye, I saw Toriko’s hand twitchco giật. The air was tensecăng thẳng.
 “If you wanna keep covering for the woman who tore your cheeks open and murdered your mom, then that’s up to you. You can go on pretendinggiả vờ to worshiptôn thờ her all you like. I know it can’t be easy to have a change of heart so fast. But I think you’d benefit from being more honest with yourself.”
 “I’d benefit?”
 “Runa, do you want to live here the rest of your life?”
 I gesturedcử chỉ to the room. It was a sterilevô trùng, white cell, cut off from the outside. Runa opened her mouth to say something, but I cut her off.
 “Keep any insipidnhạt nhẽo lies like, ‘It’s so comfythoải mái in here,’ to yourself. They’re a waste of time. I get that it’s become a habit for you, though. We’re here for some serious talk, and we’ve taken the risk of coming into your room to do it, so think good and hard before you say anything.”
 She closed her half-open mouth, then hesitantlylưỡng lự opened it before closing it again... It seemed like she didn’t know what to say, so I asked her again. “Do you want to be here?”
 “I don’t...” Runa finally admitted. “There’s no way I want my life to end in this dumpbãi rác. I want out. But that’s not happening, right? My voice is too dangerous, so I know that’s too much to hope for.”
 “The reason we haven’t let you out isn’t because your voice is dangerous.”
 “What else is it, then?”
 “We don’t know what you might do,” I said, pointing to my right eye as I continued. “My eye can drive people insaneđiên cuồng just by looking at them a little. You don’t need to think for long to see just how absurdlyvô lý dangerous that is, right? And yet, unlike you, I haven’t been locked up. Why do you think that is?”
 “Because you’re friends with the people here?”
 “Because they think I won’t go driving people insaneđiên cuồng.”
 “I wouldn’t either...”
 “You already did. And I don’t see any sign that you really regret it.”
 “So what? The problem isn’t that I’m a criminal, it’s that I’m not repentantăn năn about it?” Runa snapped at me.
 “I don’t care if you repentăn năn or not. That’s about how you feel. If you want to do it, you go right ahead. No, what I want to know is if you’re gonna do the same thing again.”
 “I don’t get it. What are you trying to say?”
 “DS Research doesn’t know what they should do with you. They aren’t the police, and this isn’t a correctionalcải huấn facility. So they’re a private entitythực thể, not law enforcementthực thi, and they’re keeping a minor locked up. You aren’t sick either, so it’s not like you’ve been hospitalizednhập viện. But since your Voice is so dangerous, they need to keep you under a ridiculously heavy amount of security. You don’t have any rich backersngười ủng hộ, so that means they’re the ones footing the bill for all of that. Nobody wants to keep you locked up for life.”
 I was just repeating stuff I’d heard from Migiwa. As I was about to say more, Runa suddenly blew up at me.
 “Oh, yeah?! The people here are gonna throw me out too, huh?!”
 “Uh?”
 Punching the bed that she was sitting on in anger, Runa spewedphun ra words in a fit of agitationkích động. “Go figure! They want to get rid of me! Nobody wants me! Yeah, I knew that! Well, could they just leave me alone, then?! Let me out! Now! You don’t have to tell me to leave! I’ll go on my own!”
 I didn’t see that response coming. Her face turned red as she shouted, making the white scarsvết sẹo on her cheeks stand out more.
 Toriko glanced at me, ready to step forward. I shook my head. Runa wasn’t using her Voice. She was just angry.
 “Listen, I told you we can’t let you out because we don’t know what you’re going to do,” I said, rather than responding in kind.
 “Well, what do you want me to do about it?! Promise I won’t do anything?!” Runa shouted in frustrationthất vọng.
 “Yeah. That’s right.”
 “Huh...?”
 “Can’t you do that? Promise you won’t do anything. Say, ‘I won’t use my Voice indiscriminatelybừa bãi.’”
 Runa stared at me, her mouth hanging open. “That’s...all?”
 “Is there anything else you can do?”
 She’d half risen from the bed, but she slowly sat back down.
 “I just promise that, and you’ll let me out? I can’t believe what I’m hearing.”
 “Yeah, I’ll bet not. But that’s really what I wanted to say.”
 “I know it’s weirdkỳ quặc for me to be asking, but... Are you nutsquả hạch?” Runa looked from me to Toriko. “You agree with her, Nishina-san?”
 “I was against it,” Toriko said, speaking for the first time since we’d entered the room.
 “Go figure. Whew, I was thinking I’d lost my mind for a second—”
 “I was against it. But if we need you in order to give Satsuki a proper farewelltạm biệt, then maybe we have no other choice.”
 “Wha...? You’re really okay with that?”
 Runa looked at Toriko like she was creepedleo out. Toriko didn’t say another word, though, so I interjectedxen vào.
 “We talked it over at length. What we were going to do with you. Everyone figured that keeping you locked up indefinitelyvô thời hạn wasn’t going to work, but we didn’t know how we could let you out of here in a way we could feel safe about.”
 “Seriously? I was betting you’d off me eventually.”
 “If that’s what we wanted to do, we could have done it at any time. And if we weren’t willing to go that far, we could have surgically removed your vocalthanh nhạc cordsdây.”
 “Scary. So why didn’t you?”
 “Because we already saved you once, didn’t we? This is kind of a medical facility. And you’re still a kid, so it’d have weighed on our consciencelương tâm.”
 “You have a softer touch than I’d expected.”
 “Toriko and I don’t really hate you enough to want to kill you. I dunnokhông biết how the people you brainwashedtẩy não or their families feel, though.”
 “Okay, I’ll buy that you feel that way, Kamikoshi-san, but Nishina-san’s ready to kill me any time, right?”
 “I didn’t want to seem like I was trying to make you owenợ us one, but it wasn’t just me who tried to save you after Satsuki Uruma nearly tore your jawquai hàm off. Toriko did too.”
 “Huh?” Surprised, Runa looked closely at Toriko. Toriko frownednhăn mặt, glaringtrừng mắt nhìn back at her.
 “What? Should we have left you for dead?”
 “...”
 “Let’s not dwelltrú ngụ on the past... Runa, I want your help too. I’ll let you out of here. But in exchange, I want your word that you won’t go around brainwashingtẩy não people at random ever again,” I said.
 “What good is my word on that? It’d be all over if I broke my promise.”
 “Yeah, but... You know, I think people like us have no choice but to put a lot of stockCổ phần in verbalbằng lời nói agreements.”
 “Why’s that?”
 “Because we’ve already stepped outside society and the law. If something happens, we can’t count on society’s systems to help us. That means we can only live by the promises we make to one another.”
 “I’m not sure I get it...” Runa mumbledlầm bầm, looking confused.
 “Well, the reasoning doesn’t really matter. Here’s what it boilsđun sôi down to: If you’ll be a good girl and help me, I’ll get you out of here. You may even get to see Satsuki Uruma’s face at the end of it.”
 “I’d be helping you with this...funeral for Satsuki-sama?”
 “Yep.”
 “To lay Satsuki-sama to rest... Are you serious?”
 “I wouldn’t go to all this trouble if I wasn’t.”
 I stood up and returned the chair to its original position. “Think it over. Oh, and try to remember what you did to call Satsuki Uruma. Because I’ll be asking again.”
 Runa watched in silence as we left the room. She didn’t use her Voice.
 “That was exhaustingmệt mỏi...”
 After leaving Runa’s room, we returned to the conferencehội nghị room where Migiwa was waiting, and I rested my head in my arms on the table. Toriko leaned a bottle of tea on the back of my defenselesskhông phòng bị head. It felt cold.
 “Here, since you’re so tired.”
 “Give it to me normally...” I reached up, took the bottle, and then raised my head. “Sorry for making you hold it in, Toriko. You wanted to clobberngười ăn trộm her the whole time, right?”
 “I’m not that violent!”
 I opened the bottle of tea as Toriko protested. The completely nondescriptkhông có gì đặc biệt tea felt good as it spread through my body.
 It was too dangerous being in the same room as Runa for any length of time. Her Voice was still a threat, and if she caught us off guard when either of us wasn’t focusing, we were done for. We needed to get it over and done with quickly rather than take things at her pacenhịp độ. That’s why I’d pushed her and pushed her, then left. I’d tried my hardest because there was no one else who could do it, but it was really exhaustingmệt mỏi because I wasn’t used to it.
 I’d had a lengthydài dòng talk with Toriko and Migiwa about how I could get Runa to cooperatehợp tác. I wanted to know what methods would be effective for summoningtriệu hồi Satsuki Uruma and, if possible, to be able to use her Voice, but I realized as we were talking that she wouldn’t be that easy to use. There was a good chance she’d stabcú đâm us in the back, so the whole idea of having her make a promise, letting her out, and then using her Voice at the right time seemed a little unlikely.
 But I wanted to get her involved in the plan in some way. The major thing wasn’t her experience or abilities, but rather that I felt like it was a bad idea to leave someone with such a deep connection to Satsuki Uruma alone.
 I was acting on a gutruột instinctbản năng, not anything logicalhợp lý, but I thought it was best to go with my gutruột on this one. The causes of ghostbóng ma stories centered around the bonds between people and things. If we held a funeraltang lễ for Satsuki Uruma without Runa, that would be like cleaning the viruses off a computer but leaving a gapinghổng security hole unaddressed. As long as the hole remains open, the system will get infectedbị lây nhiễm again sooner or later. If we wanted to be safe, we needed Runa to participate in the funeraltang lễ and finish things properly.
 After further deliberationsthảo luận on how to do that, with an eye to possibly reformingcải cách her, we decided we needed to have DS Research release Runa Urumi and put her under our management. I hadn’t been exaggeratingnói quá to Runa. The other plans were to keep her locked up for the rest of her life, kill her, remove her vocalthanh nhạc cordsdây, and other brutaltàn bạo options that the doctor with the shavedcạo head registered a clear objectionsự phản đối to.
 “Even if her actions have been problematiccó vấn đề, from the standpointquan điểm of professional ethicsđạo đức, I can’t approve of doing those kinds of things to a healthy individual, and a minor at that,” he’d told us.
 This was the same guy who’d been shot by her cultistsngười sùng bái during the attack. What a saintthánh nhân.
 “I can see that took a lot out of you. What do you think, now that you were able to talk to her?” Migiwa, who was sitting across the table from me, asked, closing his laptop.
 “The conversation was kind of all over the place, but I think she got what I wanted to say...or at least I hope so.”
 “Sorawo, do you think Runa’s really going to reformcải cách?” Toriko asked.
 “Hrmm, it’s hard to define what it even means for her to do that. Like she said, we’ll never know what she’s really thinking. But if she cleans her act up, that’s good enough for me.”
 “Aren’t you being soft on her?”
 “I’m not interested in her. Don’t worry.”
 “That’s not the problem.”
 I think it was reasonable for Toriko to feel uneasykhó chịu. I might have been acting naivengây thơ. But what else could I do? The fact of the matter was that, dangerous as she might be, it wasn’t easy to just off another person. We weren’t the yakuza or some secretivebí mật governmentalchính phủ organization. Even if Migiwa felt like he could be a member of either of those...
 “What do you think, Migiwa-san?”
 “Even as a person who has done a lot of things myself, and who would do them again if I were placed in a situation where I truly had no other choice, I cannot say I am enthusiasticnhiệt tình about this,” Migiwa said plainly. “As I have repeatedly told you, if we release Runa Urumi, we will be taking on a major risk from that point onwardtrở đi. Nevertheless, I will support your decision, Kamikoshi-san. The next issue is whether you two can manage her on your own.”
 “Just for reference, I wanted to ask: in a situation like this, are there any sort of established methods?”
 “For?”
 “Taking a dangerous person by the reinskiềm chế and keeping her under your control...”
 That was exactly what Migiwa had been doing with me. I’d realized that when we put together the contract regarding management of the Farm.
 “For a person with a position or family, you would normally use those weaknesses, but...”
 “That’s going to be difficult, huh? Runa has nothing to lose.”
 “I believe it is dangerous to threaten Runa Urumi to begin with. If she decides we are her enemies, we can reasonably assume she will eventually dominate and bring us under her control... Instead of a direct threat, one method would be to provide continuous financial assistance while putting her in a situation where the loss of it would be disastroustai hại to her lifestylecách sống. It might be effective to loan her land or a storefrontmặt tiền cửa hàng and make it so that she is successful in business. She would be unable to run away from that.”
 “Well, how about giving her a place to live? I bet she demands something supersiêu extravagantngông cuồng, though.”
 “Well, I suspect letting her come and go from her room freely will be enough in the beginning. We can see how she reacts and think about what to do when the time comes.”
 “What if she betraysphản bội us while we’re still waiting to see?” Toriko asked.
 “I do not think there is any risk of her suddenly killing us,” Migiwa replied in a calm voice. “I expect she would use her Voice to brainwashtẩy não us first. I will arrange for one of our people to contact you regularly, and you can assume that something has gone awrykhông như ý if that stops. You will need to come save us in the event that happens, so I will give you the authoritythẩm quyền to enter the facility for the time being.”
 “The authoritythẩm quyền—”
 “Specifically, I will give you a key to the input panelbảng điều khiển in the elevatorthang máy and the key code. There are a number of other preemptivephủ đầu measures we can take, so I will arrange things such that, in the event of an emergency, word will get to the two of you somehow. I would like nothing more than for my concern to be unfoundedvô căn cứ, but it will be a serious matter if anything does occur, so let us take every preventativephòng ngừa measure possible.”
 “Huh? You said it pretty easily, but are you sure you want to give us a key? Having one would mean we could come and go whenever we liked, wouldn’t it?”
 “Yes, it would.”
 I was confused and turned to look at Toriko. “Okay, maybe it’s necessary, but are you really sure? We’re not DS Research employees. Not even Kozakura-san has a key, right?”
 “I hope you will consider this a sign of my trust.”
 When Migiwa, who was supposed to be so experienced and cautiousdè dặt, said that to me, I only worried more. If you looked at it objectively, Toriko and I were the same as Runa: Fourth Kind contactees with dangerous abilities. I wasn’t selflessvị tha or even a good person, and Migiwa had to be well aware of that fact.
 “You find it strange?”
 “Yeah, to be honest... I can’t see why you trust me so much.”
 Migiwa smiled, amusedgiải trí by my response. “Indeed. Since this also applies to the incident with Runa Urumi, I will explain a little... Why do you think it is that antisocialchống đối xã hội groups often take on the form of an artificialnhân tạo family?”
 “Antisocial groups... You mean like yakuza?”
 “Yes. Criminal syndicatesnghiệp đoàn like the yakuza and the mafia often create pseudo-familial relationships like an ‘old man and his children’ or ‘blood brothers’ between members who are not blood related. There are a variety of reasons, but we could say that the most important is the logic that the ‘family’ comes before any rules from outside the organization. In a criminal organization that operates outside the law, violence and money decide who is right, but, at the same time, that also means there is a risk that same violence and money will lead to the collapse of the organization. If those things were truly the only standard by which they made decisions, then the optimaltối ưu move would be for anyone who amassedtích lũy enough power and money to overthrowlật đổ the higher-ups.”
 Migiwa gave this explanation so smoothlythông suốt it made me think he could teach at a university.
 “No matter how powerful you are, you cannot keep those underneath you satisfied at all times. And in a group where might makes right, it becomes easy for people to push through unreasonablevô lý demands. That is why a system where people are evaluated on things other than money or the number of people who follow them is necessary. The frameworkkhuôn khổ of a family is effective because there is a taboođiều cấm kỵ against opposing your ‘father’ or ‘big brother.’ They are looking after you, so you have to do your part as a member of the same organization.”
 “That’s kinda like what Sorawo was saying to Runa earlier,” Toriko said.
 “Huh? Really? What’d I say?”
 “We can’t count on society, so we need to put a lot of stockCổ phần in verbalbằng lời nói agreements.”
 “Ohh... Is that similar?”
 Now that she mentioned it, maybe I did say something like that. I just kept saying whatever came into my head, not wanting to let Runa take control of the conversation, so I honestlyThành thật didn’t remember that well.
 Though, if I was saying something similar, that meant I was thinking the same way that antisocialchống đối xã hội groups did. I didn’t like that.
 As I frownednhăn mặt despite myself, Migiwa continued.
 “I believe you understand the essencenước hoa of it, Kamikoshi-san. No matter how we were to try to control Runa Urumi, there would inevitablytất yếu be times when that is not possible. If she uses her Voice, it is all over for us. She is simply too powerful. Without the two of you, there would be nothing we could do.”
 I was graduallydần dần figuring out what Migiwa wanted to say. “So, if I’m getting this right, if we’re going to reformcải cách Runa or have her cooperatehợp tác with us, we need to bring her into our ‘family’?”
 “That is correct. Setting aside whether you actually use the word family or not.”
 I shook my head. “Nah, family is shit.”
 Migiwa burst out laughing. “This is new, hearing you use a word like that, Kamikoshi-san.”
 “Huh? Is it?”
 “I was under the impression that you were holding yourself back.”
 He was, huh? I’m supposed to be easy to read, so that’s a surprise. Though, maybe I’ve got it backwards. Maybe he feels that way because my face is like an open book, but I don’t say any of it.
 “You may not like it, but the main takeawaymua mang về here is how effective the frameworkkhuôn khổ of a family is with people.”
 “That suckshút...”
 “You hate it that much?” Toriko asked and I noddedgật đầu.
 “I never had a good impression of the idea of family to begin with, but I hate it even more now.”
 “I don’t think it’s all that bad...?”
 “Yeah, you would say that, Toriko.”
 Seeing the way her eyelasheslông mi droopedrủ xuống, I decided to tone things down. I didn’t want to insultsự sỉ nhục the family that she’d lost. “Well, anyway, I get the point. Basically, we get her tied up in something that makes it hard for her to stabcú đâm us in the back. And a family is an effective model for that.”
 “Precisely.”
 “Hey, we’re talking about reformingcải cách someone, right? I don’t know if this is the right way to talk about it...” Toriko, who was supposed to hate Runa, said, sounding hurt.
 “You’re so gentle, Toriko.”
 “You... You think so?”
 Toriko thought about it for a while, seemingdường như confused. “Speaking of family... Have you heard Kozakura-san is taking Kasumi in?” I asked Migiwa, having remembered that.
 “I have been informed, yes. It helps us out a lot. Did everything seem okay? I suspect it will be a lot of trouble for a woman who lives alone to suddenly have a preschoolertrẻ mẫu giáo who can appear and disappear on a whimý thích moving in with her. I do hope she’s not pushing herself too hard.”
 “She seemed pretty set on doing it.”
 “Did she? I suspect we will be asking for your assistance in regardsvề to that matter as well. I am sure it must be an impositionáp đặt, but please do continue to look after the two of them.”
 That was the end of the conversation. Migiwa said he still had some work to do, so we said our good-byes and left the conferencehội nghị room.
 “Phew, I’m beat,” I said, stretching. “What do you think Runa’s gonna do?”
 “If she used her ability, she could get her hands on money and a place to live herself, so she’s probably gonna be demanding. Just giving her a one-room apartment might not be enough.”
 “I’m jealousghen tị. I mean, all mine can do is drive people crazy.”
 “Mine’s even less useful. I can touch creepyrùng mình stuff I can’t even see. That’s like, so what?”
 “So, what do we do if she asks for a high-rise apartment in Minato?”
 “I dunnokhông biết about that. Maybe she’ll want an old house out in Kamakura instead.”
 “That’s way too tastefultrang nhã. No way she’s gonna ask for that.”
 With the tension finally broken, we talked about a bunch of silly stuff as we walked down the hallwayhành lang to the elevatorthang máy hall. Just before we got there, Toriko suddenly slowed down.
 “What’s up?”
 “Hey, come here for a second.” Toriko pulled me into the stairwellcầu thang.
 “What? What?”
 Before I could process what was happening, she pushed me into a position where we weren’t visible from the hallwayhành lang and huggedôm me tight.
 “Uh? Wh-What? What’s this for?” I blabbered, caught off guard.
 “You were so cool...”
 “Huh? Oh, I was? When?”
 “The whole time you were talking to Runa. I’ve been resisting the urge to hugôm you this whole time.”
 “And you couldn’t hold it in anymore...”
 “You were using this low voice, and you had this intensitycường độ about you. It’s just not fair.”
 Hm? That matches Akari’s descriptionSự miêu tả of “Uruma-sensei”...
 When that thought occurred to me, it kind of made me want to bullybắt nạt her a bit. She had me pressed to the wall and I couldn’t go anywhere anyway, so I brought my lips to her ear and deliberatelythong thả lowered my voice. “You’ve got a thing for low voices.”
 Toriko jerked back in surprise.
 Oh, it worked...?
 She covered her ear, staring at me in disbeliefhoài nghi. Looking closer, I could see she was quiveringrun rẩy.
 “What’s wrong?”
 “Th-That was foulHôi play.”
 “Oh, was it?”
 “You can’t just do that, out of nowherehư không...”
 “It’s paybackhoàn vốn for you biting me.”
 “...!”
 Just as Toriko, totally flusteredbối rối, was looking for a comebacksự trở lại, we both noticed a little shadow standing right next to us.
 As we screamed and jumped apart, Kasumi looked up at us suspiciously. She’d been dressed in a fluorescenthuỳnh quang pink jumperáo len that crinklednhàu nát when she moved, so normally we should have been able to see her coming from a hundred meters away. I doubt it did much good with her, though.
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    “Whoa! You startledgiật mình us,” I managed to say as I tried to calm my racing heart. It looked like Kasumi had caught Toriko by surprise too. Her head was down and she had a hand on the wall for support.
 “Wh-What’s up? Are you getting along okay?” I asked.
 “Woman.”
 “Huh?”
 Kasumi pointed down the stairs and said it again. “Woman.”
 That’s all she would say, so I looked over the railing, wondering what the heckchết tiệt she was talking about.
 A bit of the hallwayhành lang floor was visible through the door at the bottom of the stairs. I could see a faintmờ nhạt light shining in the darkness.
 If I was remembering correctly, the floor below housed a bunch of research labsphòng thí nghiệm, but there were no regular staff and they were hardly used. Toriko and I had only been there twice. The first time was the Kotoribako incident, when we went to investigate Satsuki Uruma’s labphòng thí nghiệm. The second was when Runa Urumi attacked the building.
 A woman, she says?
 I had a bad feeling about this. As I slowly looked up, my eyes met Toriko’s. From the look on her face, she was thinking the same thing I was.
 We set our bags down and took out our Makarovs. We checked our ammunitionđạn dược, then made up our minds to head downstairstầng dưới. When we reached the landing, I turned to look back. Kasumi hadn’t moved. She was crouchedKhúm núm and looking down at us.
 “Stay there,” I said in a quiet voice, though it was a bit late for that. Kasumi didn’t answer.
 Does she get it? I wondered.
 “Call the old man,” Toriko said to her.
 “Who’s the old man?” I asked.
 “Old man Migiwa.”
 “Ohh.”
 Kasumi tiltednghiêng her head to the side, but still didn’t move.
 “Well... So long as she stays put, it’s fine,” Toriko said. “Let’s go take a look, and we can call if we need him.”
 “Gotcha.”
 The fact of the matter was, when it came to the Otherside, we were the “specialists,” not Migiwa. The word had seemed wrong to me when Akari first used it, not really knowing our situation, but now reality had caught up with her and we really were specialists.
 We headed down the rest of the stairs, and peered into the dark hallwayhành lang. One door in the middle of the hall was half-open, and the light spilledtràn out of it in a fan shape across the floor.
 “Hey, isn’t that...”
 “It’s Satsuki’s room,” Toriko said, her voice hard.
 I knew it...
 We carefully advanced down the hall. We looked for light switches as we went, but found none, so we were walking in the dark all the way. When we reached the doorwayngưỡng cửa, I cautiouslythận trọng peekednhìn trộm inside. Nothing was out of the ordinary as far as I could see. The lights were just on. I signaled to Toriko with my eyes, then stepped into the room.
 Nobody was there. Satsuki Uruma’s labphòng thí nghiệm was the same as it had been the first time we came. The room had a high ceilingtrần nhà, no windows, and a large desk surrounded by steel bookshelvesgiá sách. The board on the wall had maps, newspaper cutoutscắt ra, and notes pinnedghim to it... Runa Urumi hadn’t ransackedlục soát this room. It looked like no one had touched it since then, and there was a thin layer of dust all over it. Aside from that, it was exactly as I remembered it.
 Huh...?
 Sensing something off, I suddenly furrowednhíu lại my browlông mày.
 There was something weirdkỳ quặc here. Even though I was sure nothing had changed...
 With our Makarovs in one hand, we checked every nookngóc ngách and crannycái hố. I didn’t see anything suspiciouskhả nghi in my right field of vision. I started to worry I was overthinking things, but, no, I couldn’t be. This room was the only one with the lights on, and Kasumi said she had seen something—a woman. Given the situation, it was impossible for something that seemed so significant to just be a mistake on my part.
 There had to be something here. Some reason someone had drawn us in...
 I circled around behind the desk, surveying the room once more. Ceiling... Walls... Shelves... Floor...
 On top of the desk. As I looked down, I spotted it.
 A thick B5 size notebooksổ tay had been left out there.
 Bound in black leather was...
 Satsuki Uruma’s notebooksổ tay!
 I’d figured out what felt off. It was that nothing had changed since we were last here. That, in and of itself, was abnormalbất thường. Runa Urumi had stolen this notebooksổ tay and then it had vanishedbiến mất with Satsuki Uruma. It wasn’t supposed to be here!
 The top of the desk beneath it and the pilescọc of research reports and writing tools around it were all white with a thin layer of dust, yet the notebooksổ tay was nothing but black. As if it had just been left there.
 “Toriko, this is it!”
 I looked up. Toriko was by the wall right in front of me, her face frozen in an expression of shock. Her left hand was stretched out a little unnaturally to her side.
 “Sorawo,” Toriko said, her voice tremblingrun sợ. “Do you see someone beside me?”
 Surprised by the seriousnesssự nghiêm túc of the situation, I hurriedlyvội vã shifted focus to my right eye. Nobody was there. Just Toriko.
 “No one’s there.”
 “Yes, they are.” Toriko shook her head. “They’re holding my hand.”
 “Huh?!”
 I looked and I looked, but there was nobody beside Toriko. But her fear was palpablecó thể sờ thấy. The fingers of her exposed hand were spread for some reason, almost like she was forming clawsmóng vuốt. If someone I couldn’t see had their hand over hers, their fingers intertwinedđan vào nhau, that’s probably what it’d look like...
 “This hand, oh, no way, I know this hand,” Toriko said, her voice a weak moankêu van. “It’s Satsuki’s hand.”
 That one word was all it took to snap me to my senses. I ran around the desk, and raced to Toriko’s side.
 “Toriko!”
 “Sorawo, what do I do? What should I do?” Toriko stumbledtình cờ gặp and I caught her. Her face was pale and drainedráo nước of blood.
 “Is she there? Is Satsuki Uruma there?!”
 “She is! I’m sure of it! This feeling...it has to be Satsuki, but—” Toriko’s voice was nearly a scream. “Her hand—it’s cold!”
 I stared at the space beside Toriko so hard that I could have burned a hole in it. It was no good. I couldn’t see her. No matter how much I focused on my right eye, nothing appeared.
 I pointed my gun at the empty space, hesitatinglưỡng lự. Should I shoot? Would I even hit her if I did? Toriko was the one touching her, I couldn’t perceivenhận thức her at all. This hadn’t come up before. Had the opposite happened, where I could see something, but Toriko couldn’t touch it? I didn’t think so.
 Before firing, I swept my hand through the space. It passed through without resistancesức chống cự. Which meant... It wouldn’t work. My hand and my gun were both physical. Even if I shot, I wouldn’t hit.
 “Toriko! She’s grabbed your hand, right?”
 “She has! I can’t shake her off!”
 “Shoot her!”
 “Huh?!”
 “It won’t have any effect if I do it, but you should be able to hit her!”
 “I can’t—”
 As Toriko hesitateddo dự, she suddenly pitched forward like there had been a powerful jerk on her arm. Since I was supporting her, I nearly fell over with her. Having somehow managed to hold my ground, I looked at Toriko’s hand and was shocked. It was vanishingbiến mất. Her hand had already been translucentmờ, but now it was meltingtan chảy into the air, fingers first, like it was being thrustđẩy into the surface of some water.
 She’s gonna take Toriko away!
 “Shoot! Hurry and shoot!!!” I shouted, driven by fear.
 Toriko raised her gun, her finger hoveringbay lượn over the triggercò súng.
 Hurry! Hurry and shoot!
 Despite my urgencykhẩn cấp, Toriko’s finger stopped. She was hesitatinglưỡng lự at the very last moment. Reflexively, I put my right hand over the hand she held her gun with. With a gaspthở hổn hển, Toriko looked back at me. I noddedgật đầu, and with our hands overlappingqua nối chồng, I pressed down. Her index finger which had frozen stiffcứng, the one on the hand beneath mine—moved.
 The gun fired.
 “Ah...!”
 The hand pulling on her seemed to suddenly let go, and Toriko lost her balance, falling over backward. This time, I did fall with her, and we landed on our backsidesmặt sau.
 The gunshottiếng súng echoedtiếng vang, and the muzzlerọ mõm flash was burned into my retinas. Toriko raised her left hand, her fingers all there, right down to the tips. That was a relief, but we sat there a while, too dumbstruckchết lặng by this unprecedentedchưa từng có attack to do anything. When Migiwa, who had heard the gunshottiếng súng, rushed to the scene (with Kasumi as an extra bonusthưởng), we still were.
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 “Satsuki’s notebooksổ tay came back...?” Kozakura looked disturbed as she rosehoa hồng from her chair.
 As I silently showed her the notebooksổ tay, Kozakura brought her face closer to it, scrutinizingxem xét kỹ lưỡng the black leather cover for a while without saying a word.
 “Why...?” Kozakura slowly backed away, collapsing back into her chair.
 “I think Satsuki Uruma came to DS Research and left it there... Probably.”
 “Did you see her?”
 “I didn’t see her. Or rather I couldn’t. But...” I turned back to Toriko, who noddedgật đầu, her face quite pale.
 “She grabbed me by the hand. I’m absolutely sure that was Satsuki.”
 “Seriously...?” Kozakura said with a groanthan van, crossing her legs again as she sat in the chair.
 “Toriko nearly got dragged off somewhere.”
 “Sounds dangerous.”
 “It was dangerous.”
 “Why’d you bring the notebooksổ tay here?”
 “It felt like a bad idea to leave it there...”
 “I don’t get it. Not at all. I’m amazedngạc nhiên you can bring yourself to touch the thing.”
 “You said you’d investigated it a lot yourself, didn’t you, Kozakura-san?”
 When I pointed this out, Kozakura shook her head vigorously. “Not since then I haven’t. I’m scared to even see it.”
 “Since when? The incident with Runa Urumi?”
 “Yes!”
 “I’ll ask, just in case, but do you want to see what’s in the notebooksổ tay?”
 “I’m not gonna look! Wait, you people looked inside it again?”
 “Nuh-uh.” Toriko shook her head.
 “We haven’t looked. She chuckedmâm cặp a Kotoribako at us last time, after all.”
 Initially, I kept quiet about what had happened that time, but once the secret came out I told the two of them everything. Or confessedxưng, more like it. The part of the notebooksổ tay I’d read was a triggercò súng to summontriệu hồi Satsuki Uruma. Thinking about it later, I realized that probably wasn’t Satsuki Uruma herself, but a precursortiền thân to the vision that would later stalkrình rập me. Still, incorporealhợp nhất though she was, that vision was far from harmlessvô hại. She threw that Kotoribako like a grenadelựu đạn. It doesn’t get more maliciousđộc hại than that.
 “If she went to the trouble of bringing the notebooksổ tay back... Do you think it’s another trap?” I asked.
 “That would be the normal thing to assume, yeah,” Kozakura agreed.
 “I think it was reading it aloudlớn tiếng that got us last time.”
 “Don’t even try it. We don’t know what’ll happen if you try reading it in your head.”
 “Yeah,” I said, but Toriko, who was next to me, seemed to notice something.
 “Ohh... I think I might’ve figured it out,” she said.
 “What’s up?” I asked.
 “You were asking Runa what she did last time, when she called Satsuki, right?”
 “Yeah.”
 “Originally, she was doing all sorts of stuff at the Farm to try and call Satsuki, but Satsuki never ended up appearing there.”
 “I’ll bet you’re right. If she had, Runa’d have acted all smugtự mãn about it.”
 “But think back. When Satsuki appeared in the DS Research warehousekho, it was right after—”
 I clappedvỗ tay my hands together as it hit me. “The notebooksổ tay! After she read the notebooksổ tay!”
 That was right. I remembered that the Thank You Woman—Runa Urumi’s mother—had snaggedkhúc mắc Satsuki Uruma’s notebooksổ tay from her labphòng thí nghiệm.
 “Huh? But wait. She hadn’t actually read it yet, right?”
 “Hadn’t she?”
 “I mean, she couldn’t have. Not without my eye... Yeah, that’s right. I remember now. She was trying to steal the notebooksổ tay and take it to the Otherside where she could read it in an attempt to summontriệu hồi Satsuki Uruma.”
 “Oh, yeah? So reading the notebooksổ tay wasn’t the direct cause. Well, what made her come out, then? Now that I think about it, I don’t really understand that. We were suddenly on the Otherside, and Satsuki was standing in front of me... Huh? But you said she’d come right before that too...?”
 Toriko seemed mystifiedthần bí, so I awkwardlylúng túng explained.
 “That’s because, uh... I was keeping it a secret that only I could see her...”
 “Oh, that makes sense! So that’s why. Weren’t you the first to notice, Kozakura?”
 “I don’t even remember,” Kozakura replied. “After I got hit by her Voice, I was in this hazymơ hồ, dreamlikethơ mộng state the whole time until the shock of being thrown into the other world snapped me back to my senses.”
 I had been at my limit psychologically as well back then, so the memories started coming back to me as I heard their perspectivesluật xa gần. Toriko walked in front of Satsuki Uruma, and...I fell into a state of panic, but Kozakura shouted at me.
 That’s not Satsuki! Quickly! Catch her! Toriko’s going to go away!
 “Kozakura-san... You were the only one there who said it wasn’t Satsuki Uruma. It was Runa’s first time seeing her, so we’ll set her aside, but even Toriko was fooled. How were you able to tell the difference?”
 “Don’t say I was fooled...” Toriko said, sounding displeasedkhông hài lòng. A strained smile came to Kozakura’s face.
 “She just wasn’t the Satsuki I knew,” she said.
 “What do you mean by that...?” I asked.
 “Satsuki didn’t treat people like people, but even with that and all her other faults, she herself was still very human. The thing that showed up there, it was dressed up as Satsuki, but it wasn’t. Everything I’d seen while I was with her was gone... She was an empty shell. You can tell that sort of thing at a glance.”
 “I...couldn’t,” Toriko said, her voice gloomyảm đạm. Kozakura snortedkhịt mũi.
 “Don’t beat yourself up over it. You were just a kid, after all.”
 “You don’t have to say it like—”
 “You worshipedtôn thờ an idolthần tượng, so you got tricked by an idolthần tượng. You weren’t much different from Runa, in that sense.”
 I wincednhăn at how little Kozakura was holding back. Toriko bit her lip in chagrinsự thất vọng as Kozakura continued to provokekhiêu khích her. “How about this time? Are you going to be okay?”
 “I’m not like that anymore,” Toriko replied, glaringtrừng mắt nhìn angrily.
 “Here’s hoping. Those who like idolsthần tượng look for another to worshiptôn thờ when their first breaks... It lets many of them get away with never having to wake up. You both seem like you’re at risk of that, so watch yourselves or—”
 Just as she was seamlessly transitioningchuyển tiếp into a sermonbài giảng, her phone convenientlythuận tiện happened to ring.
 “You’ve got a call,” I said.
 “Yeah, I can tell... It’s from Migiwa,” Kozakura said as she checked the screen of her phone. “Hello? Ohh, thanks for that. Yep. Uh-huh. Huh? They’re here. Yeah. Have they told me what? If it’s about the notebook—ohh, about Runa Urumi. Yeah, I heard. You’re trying to reformcải cách her? Sounds rough. Nah, ha ha ha. No, no, you know I’ve already got my hands full with Kasumi... Whaa? Yeah? Huh? Wait, what are you saying?”
 Kozakura leaned her ear to the phone, looking at us with questioning eyes. What? I had no idea what this was about, so I shook my head. That made Kozakura frownnhăn mặt for some reason, and she looked at her PC monitors.
 “A call...? You mean with video? Huh? You’re seriously sure that’s going to be okay? She’s being cooperativehợp tác xã? Hmm, well, that’s great and all, but isn’t it a bit soon for this? Even with a screen between us, it’s still dangerous... Well, yeah, you have a point. Of course. And they are both here. It’s good timing, in a way. But still... No, okay, it’s fine. I get it. We’ve gotta do what we’ve gotta do. Did I have your address? Oh, okay. Well, we’ll be waiting then. Bye.”
 Kozakura hung up and then let out a sighthở dài.
 “What was he calling about?”
 “Someone wants to do a teleconference.”
 “Migiwa-san?”
 “No...”
 There was a notificationthông báo sound from the PC, and the invitation dialogue for a teleconference appeared on one of the monitors.
 “Oh, should we be here too, then?”
 “What’re you talking about? Without you two, there’s no point,” Kozakura said irritablycáu kỉnh before clickingnhấp chuột on the invitation. The teleconferencinghội nghị từ xa program opened, and on screen was...
 “Oh! I see you! I see you!” Runa, her voice full of excitement. Because of the scarsvết sẹo at the corners of her mouth, it looked like a woman with a tornbị rách mouth that went from ear to ear was smiling wide.
 “Kozakura-saaan, long time no seeee!”
 Kozakura turned back to look at me with a shudderrùng mình and a look of exhaustionkiệt sức. “Hey, is this really going to be safe? Keep an eye on her, would you?”
 “I-I’m looking, I’m looking.”
 “You too, Toriko.”
 “Okay.”
 When Toriko and I walked up beside Kozakura’s chair and appeared on screen, Runa waved at the camera with both hands. “Yoo-hoo, Kamikoshi-saaan, Nishina-saaan. Can you hear meee?”
 Yoo-hoo? Seriously?
 “Huh? Did I have it mutedtắt tiếng? Helloooo.”
 “We hear you,” Kozakura replied grumpilygắt gỏng.
 “Oh, good. Wow, I haven’t talked at a computer like this in so long! It’s like I’m streaming again.”
 This was the head of a cultgiáo phái, someone who’d ruinedđổ nát the lives of so many people, acting all giddyham chơi, so of course I got annoyedkhó chịu.
 “Do you understand the position you’re in?”
 “Oh, gosh. Are you mad, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “I told you I’d see about improving your conditions if you cooperatedhợp tác, but it’s not like if you just do the job that’s good enough. If I’m not convinced we can let you loose, the deal’s off.”
 “You’re sounding like a school counselornhân viên tư vấn.”
 “...”
 “I get it, okay? No need for the scaryđáng sợ look. I mean, like, I’m gonna do my part right. You managed to convince me last time.”
 “Did we really?” Toriko mutteredlẩm bẩm almost too quietly to hear. I was really suspiciouskhả nghi of her too. I knew I was making a dangerous gambleđánh bạc. We’d talked this over a number of times, and come to the conclusion that this was the only long-term solution, but now that we were actually going through with it I felt uneasykhó chịu. What we were doing was like letting a highly toxicđộc hại animal out of her cagecái lồng, after all. We were doing this online, and Toriko and I were watching her, so even if she tried to use her Voice the effect would be limited, but still...
 “Oh, right. I wrote down what you asked me about last time. Migiwa-san should be sending it to you.”
 “Hmm...? What’d I ask for again?”
 “Huh?! You asked me a favor, so isn’t it kind of awfultồi tệ of you to forget? You asked me about what I did to summontriệu hồi Satsuki-sama, remember?”
 “Oh...”
 “You said you’d be asking again, so I did my best to remember. It’s not everything. I mean, duh. I wasn’t in the room when the work was being done most of the time. But I wrote down everything I remember. Is that impressiveấn tượng, or what?”
 “Yeah, sure.”
 “If you act too uninterestedkhông quan tâm, I’m gonna poutbĩu môi, okay?”
 I ignored Runa’s lazy provocationskhiêu khích and checked my email on my phone. There it was, just like she said. A file from Migiwa. Inside was a list of renovationscải tạo Runa’s cultgiáo phái had made to the Farm and the ghostbóng ma stories, accidents, and incidents they had used as motifshọa tiết.
 “An incident where someone died alone in the bath. They boiledđun sôi until the water ran out.” “A house where they stepped on a gravestonebia mộ every day.” “A child no one in the family knows? Or something like that.” “A shifting ceilingtrần nhà??? I forget.” “The toilet of a farm in the mountains.” “The round hole in the basementtầng hầm.” The list went on... Most of the entries were vaguemơ hồ, and there were many blanktrống spaces. Frankly, it was so sloppyluộm thuộm I was hard-pressed to call it a list at all. That lack of skill actually made it feel more sinisternham hiểm in an unrefinedchưa tinh chế way, like a child’s drawings of a ghostbóng ma.
 “See. I wrote it all down, right?”
 Runa smiled proudly, seemingly unawarekhông biết of just how childishtrẻ trâu an effort this was. Suddenly, it became a whole lot harder for me to deal with this. This cheekytáo tợn ex-cult leader with an awfultồi tệ personality was still just a high schooler...
 “Well, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “Uhh, yeah. Thanks. I’m sure it’ll come in handytiện dụng.”
 Runa looked surprised. Toriko and Kozakura both furrowednhíu lại their browslông mày at me too.
 “Are you not feeling well, Kamikoshi-san?” Runa asked.
 “Nah, I’m fine.”
 “Well, okay... I wasn’t expecting you to thank me.”
 “Oh, shut up. When you do a good job I’ll treat you reasonably.”
 I’d ended up acting combativehiếu chiến to shake off my internal turmoilhỗn loạn. I decided to move the conversation along before we could get into another argument.
 “Runa, do you remember what happened to the notebooksổ tay after you attacked DS Research?”
 “Satsuki-sama’s notebooksổ tay? No clueđầu mối. I haven’t seen it since I passed out.”
 “It came back.”
 “Huh?!”
 When I held the notebooksổ tay up to the camera, Runa’s mouth opened in surprise. “Why?”
 “I don’t know either.”
 I could only assume Satsuki had left it there, but if I said that this part of the conversation was boundràng buộc to drag on, so I dodged the question.
 “Give it to me,” Runa said.
 “Huh? Why?”
 “It’s a holythánh thiện relicThánh tích of Satsuki-sama. You don’t need it, right, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “You’re still saying stuff like that?”
 “What do you mean, ‘still’? I’ve always—”
 I let out a sighthở dài. “Runa, don’t you remember? Think about what happened to your mom when she read this notebooksổ tay.”
 On screen, I saw Runa fall silent. I didn’t stop though.
 “Your mom got taken out. By her. Because she read it on the Otherside.”
 “The idiot did that on her own.”
 “She was trying to save you! To set her daughter free from your ‘Satsuki-sama’!”
 Before I knew it, I was yellingla hét. Runa looked away from the camera and hung her head.
 “Uh... Sorry. I didn’t mean to raise my—”
 “What do you even know?” Runa’s voice was quiveringrun rẩy as she suddenly looked up at me. “What do you know, Kamikoshi-san?! Could you keep your mouth shut about family stuff that has nothing to do with you?! She tried to protect me?! Hah! If she was trying to act like a good mother right before she died, it’s too late! If you think that does anything to make up for her religious fanaticismsự cuồng tín, the money problems, what happened with dad, or anything else, you’re dead wrong!”
 There was a harshthô ráp glintlấp lánh in Runa’s eyes. I’d never seen her so emotional before.
 “Augh, I’m so pissedbực mình off! At mom! And Satsuki! And you! I wish you’d all just die!”
 I turned to Kozakura. “Is there a mutetắt tiếng button for her?” I asked.
 “Huh? Yeah...”
 With a clicknhấp chuột of the mouse, Runa’s torrentdòng chảy of verbalbằng lời nói abuselạm dụng was cut off midstreamgiữa dòng. The room was quiet.
 Runa quickly noticed and stopped her tiradeti lệ. When we unmuted her, she had a serious look on her face. “You’re unbelievablekhông thể tin được.”
 “You were too noisyồn ào,” I said.
 “Unbelievable. Do you even have a heart?”
 I was about to say, That’s rich, coming from you, but Toriko opened her mouth before I could.
 “She does.”
 “Huh? Okay...” Runa said with a deflatedxì hơi sighthở dài. “Fine, whatever. I’m tired. Let’s get this over with. What do you need me to do?”
 “Like I was saying last time, I’d like you to attend Satsuki Uruma’s funeraltang lễ. We’ll come pick you up at DS Research and then head to the Otherside together.”
 “By the ‘Otherside’ you mean the Blue World, right?”
 Oh, yeah, that was what Runa called it, huh?
 “Yeah. When Satsuki Uruma showed up, we were in a big grassynhiều cỏ field, remember? That’s the place.”
 Runa’s expression got a little grimnghiệt ngã. “So that really was it...”
 “Is something wrong?”
 “No. It’s just a little different from how I imagined it.”
 You’re realizing this now? I thought and nearly burst out laughing. Just what delusionsảo tưởng had she been holding onto about this Blue World of hers? That it was a serenethanh thản, beautiful, blue world? That was probably it. It wasn’t really my problem, but didn’t she think anything of the gap between her image of the place and what she was doing to get there?
 She was betrayedphản bội by the ideal she’d crafted for herself, paid no mind by Satsuki Uruma when she showed up, had her mother killed in front of her eyes, and then almost died too... When you list it all like that, it makes you realize nothing good ever happened to Runa when she went to the Otherside. That made me feel a little—only just a little—sorry for her.
 “So we go there...and then what? You were saying before that we’re going to call Satsuki-sama, right? Are you going to try the methods on my list?”
 I chased the sympathysự đồng cảm out of my head. “Yeah, sure, they may be of some help too. But now that we have the notebooksổ tay, we’re trying it first.”
 I’d have felt bad belittlingcoi thường the work Runa put into making the list, so I ended up muddyinglầy lội my response. Even though I didn’t have to.
 “So you’re going to do the same thing as back then? Won’t you get taken out too, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “I’m not planning on reading it. It’s too dangerous. But I get the feeling she probably plans on showing up on her own if we take the notebooksổ tay to the Otherside.”
 “You get the feeling? Do you have any basis for that?”
 “I’d actually like to turn that question back on you... I get why, as a fan of hers, you’d have wanted to get your hands on the notebooksổ tay. But why did you think you’d be able to use it to summontriệu hồi her? Even if it did belong to her, isn’t that a bit too much of a logicalhợp lý leap?”
 “I had a reason to believe it. First, I learned from Kozakura-san that Satsuki-sama’s notebooksổ tay was in her labphòng thí nghiệm, and when you read it, a Kotoribako showed up. When I heard that, I was like, ‘Wow, it’s a spell book that summonsgiấy triệu tập things from the Blue World!’ So I was sure that if I could get my hands on the notebooksổ tay and research your eye, I’d be able to find a spell to summontriệu hồi Satsuki-sama!”
 “Oh, I see...” The answer came to her more easily than I’d expected and I didn’t know what to say in response. It made me look silly, always relying on intuitiontrực giác and dealing with things in the heat of the moment.
 “She made me spilltràn my gutsgan ruột, after all...” Kozakura said, cringingco rúm lại and covering her ears with her hands as she remembered what Runa had done to her with the Voice.
 “Mom said we’d be able to read the notebooksổ tay if we took it to the Blue World. She’d always been looking into all sorts of stuff for me, so that’s how she noticed. That’s why I thought we might be able to read it without you, but...well, that turned into a real messsự lộn xộn, didn’t it? Ah ha ha.” Runa’s laugh felt a little hollowrỗng.
 I remembered all the files that the Thank You Woman had stuffed into her bag. It all seemed like cultistngười sùng bái nonsensevô lý, but if you look at how things went, she was closer to the Otherside than you’d have expected. Still, when I looked through what was left behind after the attack on DS Research, it all looked like nonsensevô lý to me. It seemed different people had made contact with the Otherside in a variety of ways, but what had worked for one might not necessarily be effective for another.
 I noticed my thoughts digressinglạc đề and got back on topic. “In the end, Satsuki Uruma turned up before she could read it. I think just holding it is enough to bring a person closer to her.”
 “Hmm...? That feels like weak reasoning, but if it works for you, Kamikoshi-san, then sure, whatever. Even if I don’t get to meet Satsuki-sama, I’ll get to go for a nice walk outside.”
 Runa seemed to only half believe this was going to work, but I shook my head.
 “You’ll be able to meet her. There’s no way she wouldn’t show.”
 “You’re awfullykhủng khiếp confident. Okay. Well, should I get ready to head out? When are we doing this?”
 “Tomorrow or the day after. Something like that.”
 “That’s pretty quick. Roger dodgertinh ranh. Any other questions for me?”
 “If any come to mind, I’ll get in touch later. If you need anything, talk to Migiwa.”
 “Oh, boola ó. You’re not letting me go right away?”
 “Soon enough. Hold on for a day or two.”
 “Tch, I was all set to go eat ramenramen... This thing’s connected to Kozakura-san’s place, right? I’m bored in here, so have her keep me company.”
 “No way,” Kozakura immediately refused. “The moment you end the call, I’m blocking Migiwa.”
 “Noooo, I don’t wanna end it. We’re talking already, so let’s chat a while, okay?”
 “Not a chance! I’m busy.”
 “Aww, I’m so lonelyyy.” Even as she said that, Runa started cocking her head to the side. “Kozakura-san, you know, you come across kind of differently when you’re on the other side of a screen.”
 “Huh?”
 “I get this vaguemơ hồ feeling that I know your voice from somewhere. Have you ever streamed anywhere?”
 “No, I haven’t,” Kozakura forcefully deniedtừ chối it.
 “Oh, is that right? Maybe I’m imagining it.”
 “Are you done? I’m hanging up.”
 “Okaaay. Buh-bye, Kamikoshi-san, Nishina-san. Talk to you lateeer.”
 Runa waved to us and cut the call, acting so cheeryvui vẻ you wouldn’t have thought we were arguing not that long ago. Maybe her old habits as a streamertruyền phát hadn’t died out.
 Migiwa took her place on screen. “Thank you for taking care of that. What kind of conversation did you have? She appeared rather worked up in the middle of it.”
 “What, weren’t you listening in?” Kozakura asked.
 “It would be dangerous for me to listen, so I watched with the audioâm thanh mutedtắt tiếng.”
 “Oh, yeah. That makes sense, huh?” Kozakura said.
 “I tried the auto-generated subtitlesphụ đề, but they were completely uselessvô ích.”
 “They’re really bad at understanding Japanese, yeah,” Kozakura said with a laugh, glancing over at me. “Sorawo-chan’s the one planning all this, so I’ll let her do the talking.”
 “What do you think, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “Oh, right. From the look of it, she seems willing to cooperatehợp tác. She won’t shut up about Satsuki-sama this, Satsuki-sama that, but I’m sure Runa’s got her own issues with her... She got pretty mad in the middle there, and lost control of her emotions, but she didn’t use her Voice. That surprised me a bit.”
 “That actually makes it harder to evaluate. If she is not truly in the process of reformingcải cách, that could mean that she has a terrifyingđáng sợ degree of self-control and is able to maskmặt nạ her hostilethù địch intentions.”
 Migiwa’s concerns were reasonable, but because of my right eye I had a slightly different perspectiveluật xa gần on it.
 “I doubt she has that kind of complete control over her Voice. There was a time Kasumi suddenly brought the three of us into her room, and I saw the Voice inside her mouth for just a moment then. It seemed to come out reflexively when she was surprised. It wouldn’t have been strange for it to come out when her emotions were running high, but it didn’t. If she hated me, I think the Voice would leakhở out more and she wouldn’t be able to hide it.”
 “Very well. I will abidechịu đựng by your decision on the matter, Kamikoshi-san.”
 Kozakura frownednhăn mặt, a look of doubt on her face. “Is this really going to work? I know Runa already said this, but the whole idea that Satsuki will show up if we take the notebooksổ tay to the Otherside is just a guess on your part, right, Sorawo-chan?”
 “She’ll come. Definitely.”
 “How can you be so sure?” Toriko asked, mystifiedthần bí.
 “I mean, she went to all the trouble of leaving it there. She even chose a time when we were at DS Research!” I was so annoyedkhó chịu at Satsuki Uruma that I raised my voice without meaning to. “That had to be intentionalcố ý! It’s a challenge! Showing up in front of me and provokingkhiêu khích me like that, trying to kidnapbắt cóc Toriko without showing herself... I’m seriously pissedbực mình, okay?”
 “You’re totally acting on a personal grudgeác cảm here. Are we gonna be okay?”
 “I don’t care if it’s a grudgeác cảm or not, if I don’t do something in response she’s gonna take me lightlynhẹ nhàng, and this fight’s going to get a whole lot worse. I don’t want to let her be the one who keeps taking the initiative. She’s dead. So dead!”
 Kozakura pulled back, weirded out by my anger. “Wasn’t this supposed to be an exorcismtrừ tà?”
 “Oh...! Yeah, it was.”
 Kozakura let out a heavy sighthở dài. “This is making me nothing if not worried, but whatever. If you say we stand a chance of winning, then we probably do. I’ll be there.”
 “Thank you.”
 Even as I thanked Kozakura, I was formulatinglập công thức a plan in my head.
 The plan for Satsuki Uruma’s funeraltang lễ.
 
  
 
   File 23: Funeral of the Moon
 The records all identify the yobukodori as a bird of spring, but none states definitively which bird it is. One Shingon text says that a soul summoningtriệu hồi ritenghi thức should be performed when the yobukodori sings. In that instance, it is a thrushbệnh tưa miệng known as the nue.
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 As we came down out of the station at Tameike-Sannou, we noticed Kozakura walking in front of us. Toriko chased after her, calling her name, and Kozakura turned around.
 She was in mourningtang chế clothesquần áo. A black dress, stockingscòn hàng, and a jacket with no collarcổ áo. There was a ribbonruy-băng in the shape of a black flower on her chest. As for shoes, she was wearing a simple set of black pumps. When she saw us, Kozakura scowledcau có. “What’re you doing, dressed like that?”
 “I don’t have mourningtang chế clothesquần áo...” It only occurred to me last night that, since I said we were doing a funeraltang lễ, I might want to wear something that suited the occasion. Honestly, this was only an excuse for me to lay Satsuki Uruma to rest permanently, so my thinking never extended to the formalitiesthủ tục of it. I didn’t own any formal wear, and it was probably too late to rent any, so I decided it was too much hasslerắc rối and came with my usual explorationthăm dò kitbộ dụng cụ.
 Kozakura let out a sighthở dài of dismaymất tinh thần. “I figured as much. It doesn’t look like you’re wearing a mourningtang chế badgephù hiệu either.”
 “At least I avoided bright colors or camongụy trang and went with a black parkaáo khoác dù.”
 “That’s not the issue.”
 “Is my outfittrang phục no good either?” Toriko asked, looking down at her own clothesquần áo. She looked even more like her usual self than I did. Toriko had a wardrobetủ quần áo, and changed up her adventuring attiretrang phục all the time, but this was one of her darker outfitstrang phục.
 “I thought you’d at least have dress clothesquần áo.”
 “Well, in Canada, the dress code for funeralstang lễ isn’t that strict, eh?”
 “There you go, acting like a Canadian whenever it’s convenientthuận lợi for you.”
 We reached the DS Research building as we were chatting. From there, we walked down the slope into the undergroundbí mật parking lot. I’d never once gone into this building through the front door.
 At the back of the lot, I stopped in front of the elevatorthang máy and called Migiwa. “I’m here. We met up with Kozakura-san on the way, so it’s the three of us.”
 “Thank you for coming. I will be down right away.”
 “Does he want us to go up?” Toriko asked me once I hung up.
 “Nah, sounds like we can wait here.”
 Five minutes or so later, the elevatorthang máy arrived. The doors opened and Migiwa emergedhiện ra with Runa Urumi in towkéo.
 Runa was dressed the same as when we first met her, in a sailorthủy thủ suit and cardiganáo len with a light-colored coat over top. She had a small backpackbalo hung over her right shoulder. Since she’d spent all her time locked up in DS Research wearing a hospital gownáo choàng that looked like a yukata, it was the first time in a long time that I was seeing her dressed in proper clothing. The clothesquần áo were the only thing proper about her appearance, though. Half her face was covered with a heavy-duty, black leather mouth gagbịt miệng.
 “Congrats on getting out,” I teasedchọc ghẹo, and she shot me a dirty look.
 “Mmph.”
 “Hey, it had to be this way. It’s clearly too dangerous to let you use your mouth freely here in this world.”
 “Mmph!”
 “If you keep quiet, I’ll take it off for you later.”
 “Mmph...”
 “You understand what she’s saying, Sorawo?” Toriko asked.
 “Nah, I’m just guessing.”
 “Mmph!!!”
 “Quit messingsự lộn xộn with her and take this seriously.” Now I had Kozakura mad at me too, not just Runa. “You’re the one who decided that we’re gonna do a funeraltang lễ, Sorawo-chan. I’m here because you convinced me you need the frameworkkhuôn khổ of a funeraltang lễ service to lay Satsuki to rest. If you’re gonna messsự lộn xộn around, I’m going home!”
 “Uh, right...”
 That serious scoldingtrách mắng left me feeling awkwardvụng về. I looked at Toriko, and she gave me a disapprovingkhông tán thành look too.
 “Sorawo, it’s not good to get carried away like that. Or to teasechọc ghẹo someone who can’t argue back.”
 “Urgh... Sorry.”
 “Don’t apologizexin lỗi to me, apologizexin lỗi to her.”
 With no other choice, I turned to Runa. “Sorry.”
 “Mm.”
 Runa responded with a look that said, Oh, whatever... It was so frustratinglàm nản lòng.
 Still, their anger was reasonable. Out of the four of us who were going to attend a funeraltang lễ, everyone but me had a powerful emotional connection to Satsuki Uruma. If I was the only one acting goofyngốc nghếch, it wasn’t going to be received well. But she was just an irritatingkhó chịu enemy to me, nothing more...
 Migiwa, who was ignoring the awkwardnesssự lúng túng in the air, pulled out a little key. “I leave the key to her gagbịt miệng with you. Urumi-san’s other belongings are in her bag.”
 “Her belongings? What else does she have?”
 “Her walletcái ví and student ID, which we retrievedlấy lại from the Farm, as well as a change of clothesquần áo and some small personal items. Our nurse was the one to handle them, so I am not aware of the precisechính xác details.”
 Basically, she had everything she needed to head out, then.
 “Got it. Well... We’re off, then.”
 “Do take care,” Migiwa said with a politelịch sự bowcây cung.
 “You’re up, Toriko.”
 “Okay.” Toriko removed her glovegăng tay and walked to a spot a short distance away. There was a white line, about three meters long, drawn in the middle of the floor, indicating the location of the gate.
 We’d done this again and again, so she was used to it now. Toriko stuck her hand out in midairgiữa không trung, moving her hand to the side like she was shifting aside a heavy curtain. The space warpedcong vênh, opening into a gate rimmedviền by silver phosphorescencelân quang.
 “Let’s go.”
 I took the lead and headed through the gate. On the other side was the basementtầng hầm of the Farm, fifty kilometerskm away, where a massiveto lớn metal ring had been installedcài đặt in the vast, concrete space. A dustybụi bặm smell assaultedtấn công my nostrilslỗ mũi. I could also feel it was just a little colder. It was pitch dark when I first entered, but the sensorcảm biến next to the Round Hole detected me and the lights turned on. They were the kind used on construction sites; narrow, but strong, and felt awfullykhủng khiếp bright if you accidentallyvô tình looked straight into them.
 Once I’d taken stockCổ phần of the situation around me, I turned back to the gate. “Okay. Come on through.”
 Kozakura timidly entered the gate and Runa followed behind her unconcernedkhông quan tâm. Toriko brought up the rear, crossing the Round Hole and then letting go with her left hand, allowing the tear in space to close again.
 “Oh, it’s this place...” Kozakura said, not happy about it. This was where Runa’d had her at her mercynhân từ, so she had unpleasantkhó chịu memories of the place.
 “Mm! Mm!” Runa was gesturingcử chỉ with her chincái cằm. It looked like she wanted the gagbịt miệng off.
 “I’ll take it off once we’re on the Otherside, so deal with it for now.”
 “Mmph!”
 With that angry grunttiếng càu nhàu, Runa opened her backpackbalo, and out came the whiteboardbảng trắng she’d used in the medical wardphường.
 “Take it off. I’m not going to cause trouble now.”
 “Why? Do you have something you want to say here?”
 “Mmph!”
 I looked at the other two. They both furrowednhíu lại their browslông mày, expressing their concern nonverbally.
 “If it’s something you can communicate with that board, then write it down.”
 “Mrrgh.”
 Runa wrote furiouslygiận dữ.
 “What’s that?”
 “That?”
 I turned to look where Runa was pointing. By the rear wall, there was a large pileĐóng cọc of construction materials and equipmentthiết bị.
 “Ohh. You know how your cultgiáo phái was digging out the back of the building so you could bring cars down here? We’re thinking we’ll take over construction and make it so we could go up to the surface from here.”
 “Why?”
 “Well, it’ll be convenientthuận lợi to be able to bring vehicles in and out when we’re using this place. I mean, it is connected to the parking garagega-ra at DS Research, after all.”
 “Use it for what?”
 “For what? You guys created a whole bunch of gates for us, so...”
 I got that far in my explanation, then realized Runa hadn’t had the basic premisetiền đề explained to her yet.
 “Oh, right. Sorry, sorry. So, yeah, this building? It’s mine now.”
 Runa blinkednháy mắt at me.
 “Huh?”
 “It’s mine now.”
 “You’re making no sense. I never gave it to you.”
 “Well, you won’t be needing it anymore.”
 “That’s not the problem. It’s mine, okay???”
 “No, it’s not yours. You made someone prepare it for you, and then used it as you pleased.”
 “Mmph.”
 As Runa groanedthan van with displeasurekhông hài lòng, I continued. “I had Migiwa-san look into it, and he says no one else is going to object. So I took it for myself.”
 Runa looked at me in disbeliefhoài nghi, her markerđánh dấu running across the whiteboardbảng trắng.
 “You’re kidding.”
 “No one’s using the building, so you just took it over?”
 “Did you come here from the Sengoku Period or something, Kamikoshi-san?”
 “Pfft!” Toriko burst out laughing in a voice that didn’t suit her face at all. That last shot at me must have really tickledthọc cù lét her funny bone, as a fit of wheezingthở khò khè laughter left her unable to move for a while.
 “Why are you laughing...?” I asked.
 “B-Because! That’s just how you are, Sorawo...”
 “I get it. Sorawo-chan’s got that sort of barbaricdã man side to her, doesn’t she?” Kozakura said.
 “Mmph!”
 “Kozakura-san... What do you mean, ‘barbaricdã man’? I don’t think you should throw that word around so casuallytình cờ.”
 Kozakura snortedkhịt mũi at my complaint. “It’s touching to hear you starting to talk like a university student.”
 “I am a university student. Have been for years.”
 “Why shouldn’t she say it?” Toriko asked, having somehow recovered from her laughing fit.
 “We need to learn the lessons of nineteenth century colonialismchủ nghĩa thực dân.”
 “Maybe pick up on the fact that I’m saying you operate on the same logic as a nineteenth century colonialistthực dân.”
 “Hey, it’s more recent than the Sengoku Period.”
 “Mmph!!!”
 I didn’t care what Runa’s complaints were, I wasn’t listening to them. The fact of the matter was that Toriko and I were the only ones who could properly manage the Farm.
 “Listen... We can’t leave a place this dangerous to anybody else. The building next to this one was absolutely nutsquả hạch. The rooms were all full of gates. There’s no telling what might happen if a normal person went in there.”
 “Mmmm?”
 “Yeah. I’m sure you couldn’t see them, but they were there, and the way things were going even you would’ve gotten hurt. Once we make it so we can come here directly from DS Research, we’re going to seal off the road that comes up here, and make it so no one else will come here.”
 “Mmm.”
 “And you’ve brought us to this crazy, dangerous place...?” Kozakura shudderedrùng mình. “Let’s hurry up, get this over with, and get out of here. What do we do next?”
 “We choose a gate upstairstầng trên and head to the Otherside. Then we summontriệu hồi Satsuki Uruma.”
 “How?”
 “That’s where Runa comes in.”
 “Mm?”
 “We’re going to have you call ‘Satsuki-sama.’”
 The three of them were giving me dubiousmơ hồ looks, so I filled them in on the plan I had come up with.
 “It’s been a mysterybí ẩn all this time what kind of ability Runa’s Voice is. It can brainwashtẩy não people who hear it, and that would be more than powerful enough on its own, but...would coming into contact with the Otherside really end up giving her such a convenientthuận lợi ability?”
 “You’re saying there’s side effects?” Toriko asked, looking at her own hand.
 “Not quite. Take my eye, for example. Sure, it can drive people crazy, but that’s basically just a nice bonusthưởng. Its primary ability is to see through the layers of phenomenahiện tượng from the other world, allowing me to perceivenhận thức something deeper, their true form. I think that driving people mad is just a coincidencetrùng hợp ngẫu nhiên. It’s what happens when you try to do the same thing to a human.”
 “That’s the side effect, then,” Kozakura said with a nodgật đầu.
 “Yeah. I don’t know if the layers I see exist in reality or if they’re merelyđơn thuần a texturekết cấu being applied by my brain, though.”
 “Then my hand is—”
 “The same way, I think. It’s strictly an ability that allows you to perceivenhận thức things from the other world through the sense of touch, and you’re coincidentally also able to use it to plungelao xuống your fingers into human bodies. We don’t know what applications that could have yet, so maybe we should look into it more.”
 “R-Right...” Toriko replied noncommittally, clearly not that keensắc sảo on the idea.
 “Mmm?”
 “Yeah, so, I figure it’s the same way with you, Runa. If my guess is right, your Voice is able to call entitiesthực thể from the Otherside.”
 Kozakura’s eyes buggednghe lén out. “Sounds dangerous...”
 “It sure is.”
 “I thought brainwashingtẩy não was crazy enough as is, but that’s...even worse.”
 Toriko, who seemed to have noticed what I was getting at, spoke up. “Doesn’t that mean she could suddenly call up the kind of things we encounter in the depths of the Otherside...?”
 “Yep, she might be able to call them the moment we enter the gate and are in the shallownông parts of the Otherside.”
 “That’s nutsquả hạch...”
 “So Satsuki-sama will come if I call?”
 “I think there’s a good chance that something that looks like Satsuki Uruma will show up, at least.”
 As I was trying to explain to Runa, Kozakura got this panicked look on her face. “Whoa, whoa, hold up. If your guess is right, Sorawo-chan, then some supersiêu scaryđáng sợ thing from the depths of the Otherside will get summonedtriệu hồi in the shape of Satsuki? Those things drive you crazy just by thinking about them a little...”
 “That’s what I’m expecting, yes.”
 “If one of them shows up, it’s just gonna go the same as before, right?! This won’t be a funeraltang lễ, it’ll be all of us getting messedsự lộn xộn up and killed!”
 “If we weren’t prepared to handle it, yeah.”
 “...And are you?”
 I noddedgật đầu. I wouldn’t be carrying out a plan like this otherwise. “If the thing we call up is changed by our perceptionsự nhận thức of it, then we should be able to turn that against it.”
 “By changing Satsuki into something else, you mean?”
 “Yeah.”
 “But even if the shape she takes changes, what’s inside won’t be any different, will it? Like how whatever was inside Satsuki last time was still a monsterquái vật.”
 “I agree...” Toriko piped in. “What do you plan to turn her into? A stuffed animal or something?”
 “If we did that, we might have an experience so scaryđáng sợ you’d never be able to look at stuffed animals the same way again,” I said before shaking my head. “I don’t think turning her into something ridiculouslố bịch will help. Even if we could force her into that sort of form, if it’s not convincing enough to us, we’ll just be taken in by her air and it’ll all be over. Something scary’s coming, and we’ll just have to deal with that. So it’s better to find a form that’s just scaryđáng sợ, but not harmfulcó hại.”
 “A form that’s scaryđáng sợ but not harmfulcó hại...? Is there anything that convenientthuận lợi?” Kozakura asked.
 “There is. I’ve got just the story for it,” I said, looking around at the three of them before continuing. “Have you ever heard of Cow Head?”
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 The ghostbóng ma story that is said to be the scariestđáng sợ of all—Cow Head, or Ushi no Kubi.
 A story so frighteningđáng sợ it would shake anyone to the corecốt lõi.
 Some said you would die merechỉ là days after hearing it, while others suggested speaking about it alone was enough to invite calamitythiên tai. Now, if you’re wondering what it was about...
 Nothing.
 It was about nothing.
 The story called Cow Head had nothing to it.
 —There’s this supersiêu scaryđáng sợ story. It’s called Cow Head. You ever hear it?
 —No, I haven’t. Is it that scaryđáng sợ?
 —Yeah, it is. It’s so scaryđáng sợ, once you’ve heard it, you’ll wish you never had... But worse than that, horrifyingkinh hoàng things happen to those who hear it, and who tell it. It’s a really scaryđáng sợ story...
 Nothing more ever came out about the story.
 Basically, Cow Head was a story we knew was scaryđáng sợ, but didn’t know anything else about it. It was a ghostbóng ma story about ghostbóng ma stories; what you might call a meta ghostbóng ma story.
 When I explained this, Kozakura, who’d had her hands ready to plugphích cắm her ears at any moment, lowered them, looking almost disappointed.
 “That’s all...? Really?”
 “There’s nothing more to add. Don’t worry.”
 “It’s not so much a ghostbóng ma story as a storylet.”
 “But depending on how it’s told, it could be scaryđáng sợ, right?”
 I was happy to hear Toriko say that. “Yeah, that’s right. That’s why it’s treated as a ghostbóng ma story. If it ended with them just going, ‘It’s scaryđáng sợ, it’s scaryđáng sợ,’ it’d be disappointing, and you’d be like, ‘What was that all about?’ But a story so scaryđáng sợ it’s like nothing you’ve ever heard, and just telling it could bring consequenceskết quả... If you handle that right, it could be pretty spine-tingling. That’s why, while it’s not a true ghostbóng ma story, I happen to like this one a lot.”
 “Okay, so how do you plan on using this meta ghostbóng ma story?” a sober-eyed Kozakura asked me.
 “Oh, right...”
 I’d gotten carried away talking about it. I cleared my throat, then started explaining again.
 “First... Let’s hypothesizeđưa ra giả thuyết that the Otherside reads our knowledge of ghostbóng ma stories, then outputs phenomenahiện tượng in line with the text of them in an attempt to communicate through the medium of fear. The process up until now was for them to make contact with us. The phenomenonhiện tượng of Satsuki Uruma has been one part of that, and I think they’ve used her over and over because she’s been so effective.”
 “Effective... Effective at what?” Toriko cocked her head to the side.
 “We don’t have nearly enough evidence to guess at how they might measure that, but to make it real simple I’ll suggest maybe it’s because we’ve had such strong reactions to her. They get complex responses, different from being ignored, or us unloadingdỡ hàng on them with firearmsvũ khí. They’ve probedđầu dò us in a variety of ways, like with Michiko Abarato and T-san, and they noticed Satsuki Uruma always gets a reaction out of us.”
 Complicated expressions appeared on Toriko and Kozakura’s faces. Runa, I couldn’t tell. The gagbịt miệng made her expression hard to read. They didn’t seem to have any questions, so I continued.
 “But if Satsuki Uruma’s form is only a temporary guisechiêu bài they assume, we should be able to influence it. If we don’t get overwhelmed, and can modify our perceptionsự nhận thức, then we should be able to get the phenomenonhiện tượng that’s putting on a Satsuki Uruma display to change into another form. My eye’s able to see the layers of the Otherside, so I’ve already tested this in other cases.”
 “Really? Haven’t you told me that you’ve run into a bunch of monstersquái vật that didn’t change when you looked at them, Sorawo-chan?”
 “It’s a weak point in my theory, I’ll admit. Satsuki’s form didn’t change when I looked at her in Oomiya either.”
 “I’m uneasykhó chịu about this.”
 “But when I look at monstersquái vật using my right eye, even if I see their ‘true forms,’ I feel like many of them still reflect the ghostbóng ma stories they were based off of. The thicknessđộ dày of the layers of perceptionsự nhận thức and the way they overlapchồng lên nhau isn’t uniform, so there may be cases where I have to peelbóc back many layers before reaching a different form. When you put it that way, I think this Satsuki Uruma’s a thick, hard layer, and one it’s hard to break through perceivingnhận thức.”
 “And you’re going to use Cow Head to break her down?”
 “That’s the plan. We force the phenomenonhiện tượng that appears as Satsuki Uruma to believe that, no, you’re Cow Head. We turn a supersiêu scaryđáng sợ woman into a supersiêu scaryđáng sợ story that has no substance to it. Imagine it as one ghostbóng ma story supplantingthay thế another.”
 “Hmm...” Kozakura touched her lips as she ponderedsuy ngẫm this.
 “What do you think?”
 “It’s easier to overwriteghi đè lên something scaryđáng sợ with something that’s scaryđáng sợ but harmlessvô hại than it is to overwriteghi đè lên it with something that’s not scaryđáng sợ at all... It’s a neatgọn gàng idea. I almost forgot my fear for a moment.”
 “I know, right?”
 “And if it doesn’t work?”
 “We bailbảo lãnh immediately. That’s why the plan is to do it right by a gate. If we think it’s failing, we’re gonna turn tail and run in an instantlập tức, so be ready for that.”
 “I’m glad to see you’re still just barely sanelành mạnh,” Kozakura said in a monotonegiọng bằng bằng voice.
 “Well, are we all good now? Let’s go. We’re going to go into the Otherside upstairstầng trên. I know a number of gates that it’ll be easy to retreatrút lui through, so even if Satsuki Uruma doesn’t appear at one of them, we can try doing it at a few different spots.”
 With the prospecttiềm năng of going to the other world becoming more and more inevitablekhông thể tránh khỏi, Kozakura was getting pale. I put my hand on her shoulder, trying to reassuretrấn an her. “It’s going to be fine. If you get too scared to move, I’ll drag you with us, so don’t worry.”
 Kozakura just gazednhìn chằm chằm at me resentfully, unable to respond.
 “I’ll be watching Kozakura, so you look out for Runa, Toriko. Okay?”
 “Okay.”
 Toriko’s response was always perfect. When you consider how many feelings she had to be suppressingkìm nén about this “funeraltang lễ” I’d concoctedpha this time, it felt like a human-shaped hole had opened up beside me, and I suddenly got scared. I shook off the feeling, and raised my voice.
 “Okay, let’s go.”
 We crossed the basementtầng hầm and reached the double doors. I pulled on the cool metal handles, then stepped into the dark tunnelđường hầm that led to the stairs up. I noticed a silver phosphorescencelân quang in the corner of my eye.
 “Hm...?!”
 The moment after I let out that grunttiếng càu nhàu of recognition, a warm, moistẩm ướt gustgió giật of air blew against us. My hair got in my eyes, and for a moment I couldn’t see anything. When I brushed my hair aside and opened my eyes, I gulpednuốt chửng.
 This wasn’t the undergroundbí mật tunnelđường hầm. It was outside.
 We were standing in a sparsethưa thớt woodlandrừng cây. The ground at my feet was grassynhiều cỏ, and looking up to the sky there were low clouds that looked ready to start pouring on us at any moment.
 It was quiet. Not a bugsâu bọ to be heard.
 This familiar silence... I knew for sure that we had to be in the other world.
 “Heyyy!” The silence was broken by Kozakura shouting. “We’re on the Otherside! Was this the plan? I don’t think so, right?!”
 “I-It wasn’t, no,” I confirmed.
 “Time to bailbảo lãnh! Let’s head back!”
 Yeah, but what about the gate...?!
 I hurriedlyvội vã turned to look, but all I found behind us was more nondescriptkhông có gì đặc biệt woodlandrừng cây. Even with my right eye, I couldn’t find a hint of phosphorescencelân quang.
 “The gate’s gone.”
 “Of course it is! Shit!”
 “Kozakura, shh!” Toriko put a finger to her lips as she shushedsuỵt her. “When you shout like that, your voice carries a long way.”
 Kozakura covered her mouth as she realized that. “That’s why I hate this place.”
 As she mutteredlẩm bẩm under her hands, someone pokedxô me in the shoulder.
 “Mmph.” Runa was pointing to her gagbịt miệng.
 “Uh... Yeah.”
 “Mmph!”
 What she was trying to say was clear. You said this thing’d come off as soon as we got to the Otherside! But if she could express herself so well with gruntstiếng càu nhàu and gesturescử chỉ, did I really need to remove it?
 “Mmm!!!”
 “Yeah, yeah, I know...”
 I took out the key Migiwa gave me and took another look at the gagbịt miệng. It had a surprisingly complex design, made of many overlappingqua nối chồng belts. I had to search a while before I finally found the lock. There was this little padlockổ khóa holding together the metal fastenersdây buộc of the belts where they met at the back of her head.
 I insertedchèn the key and turned it, then helped her remove the belts. The whole thing loosenednới lỏng, and once she was able to remove it herself I let go and left her to it.
 “Bweh... Peh! Peh!” Runa spatkhạc nhổ out her spitkhạc nhổ after removing the mouthpiececơ quan ngôn luận that had been holding her tongue inside her mouth.
 “Aghh, finally, I got this thing off.”
 We watched, feeling tensecăng thẳng, as Runa spoke in a hoarsekhản tiếng voice. Even Kozakura was silent. Runa seemed unconcernedkhông quan tâm by the looks we were giving her, looking down hatefullymột cách đáng ghét at the gagbịt miệng hanging from her hand.
 “Could you hold onto it for me?”
 “Huh? Sure...” Kozakura reflexively accepted the gagbịt miệng as Runa unceremoniously passed it to her. Holding it by the belts as she stood there, unsurekhông chắc chắn what to do, Kozakura stared down at the thing in her hand like a child who’d just picked a particularly sinisternham hiểm potato out of the field.
 Runa opened up her backpackbalo, taking out a bottle of water which she used to rinserửa sạch her mouth before spittingsự khạc nhổ it back out. She then took one more sipmột hớp before putting the cap back on.
 “I couldn’t talk, and it was hard to breathe, and it was making me droolnước dãi, and it tasted weirdkỳ quặc,” she grumbledcàu nhàu as she pulled out some moistẩm ướt towelettes. “I know I agreed to wear it, but this thing’s seriously nastybẩn thỉu... Oh, I’m good now, pass it here.”
 When Kozakura returned the gagbịt miệng, Runa carefully wiped the mouthpiececơ quan ngôn luận and other bits that had been in direct contact with her mouth.
 “They won’t wash it for me if I just leave it like this, so I have to do it myself. It’s a pain in the butt, and kind of humiliatinglàm nhục...” Runa looked up and scowledcau có as if she’d just noticed I was looking at her. “What?”
 “Nothing...”
 I’d been taken abacksửng sốt by how used to doing it she seemed, but... If you think about it, they needed to make contact with her for tests and other stuff, so she probably put it on and took it off a lot. I felt some sort of a stirring in my chest again. I was secretly taken abacksửng sốt to realize it was something bordering on sympathysự đồng cảm.
 If I were in her shoes, I wouldn’t be able to take it. I’d try to run away as fast as I could, and I wouldn’t hesitatedo dự to injure anyone who got in my way. And yet she accepted it—even seemed inuredốm yếu to it.
 What’s been getting into me latelygần đây... I wondered. I’d brought Kasumi in despite hating kids, accepted Akari despite not having any use for a kouhai, and now I was feeling sympathysự đồng cảm for a nastybẩn thỉu ex-cult leader, of all people? I’m starting to feel uneasykhó chịu about this. Have I lost it?
 “Sorawo?”
 “Am I crazy?”
 Toriko leaned in to peer questioningly at my face.
 “Well? Am I as nutsquả hạch as I think I am...?”
 “Ah... That’s, uh... It’s a hard one to answer...” Toriko seemed to be choosing her words carefully. “I’ll say this at least... You’re a little weirdkỳ quặc to be asking that now.”
 “Thanks. How about you, Kozakura-san? What do you think?”
 “I must’ve told you you’re out of your mind a hundred times by now. Did you lose your hearing too?”
 “You’re the craziest person I’ve ever met, Kamikoshi-san. Does that help?” Runa tossedquăng a casualbình thường insultsự sỉ nhục my way as she put the gagbịt miệng away in her backpackbalo after cleaning it. It was a mistake to feel any sympathysự đồng cảm for her.
 “Hey, Sorawo, what do you think that is?”
 Looking in the direction Toriko was pointing, I saw a tall, white, rectangularhình hộp chữ nhật sign on the other side of the trees. There was something written on it in black characters.
 “A sign of some sort...?”
 Nothing stood out as suspiciouskhả nghi to my right eye. I pulled out my binocularsống nhòm and peered through them. On the sign was a thick arrowmũi tên pointing to one side, and...
 I shudderedrùng mình, looking away from the binocularsống nhòm.
 “What?”
 “You look.”
 I passed the binocularsống nhòm to Toriko who looked through them then stiffenedcứng lại in surprise.
 “No way.”
 “What? What? What is it? You’re scaring me here,” Kozakura said, unable to bear the suspensehồi hộp.
 “You know how they put up signs in front of the station and other places, to show the way to a funeraltang lễ? ‘This way to such and such family’s funeraltang lễ site.’ That sort of thing,” I said.
 “Yeah...?”
 “Well, that’s what it is.”
 Kozakura narrowed her eyes, squintingnheo mắt at the sign in the distance. “I’ll ask, just in case, but...whose funeraltang lễ does it say it is?” Kozakura’s voice quiveredrun as she asked the question.
 “Satsuki Uruma,” Toriko replied.
 There was a short silence, and then, with incongruousphi lý cheerreo hò, Runa said, “Looks like the cat’s out of the bag on your plan, huh, Kamikoshi-san?”
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 We cautiouslythận trọng approached the sign. I had to watch for danger in the area while also keeping an eye on Runa, so it was several times more nerve-wracking than usual. Toriko and I just had our Makarovs with us today. We’d left the riflessúng trường behind out of what, in retrospectnhìn lại, was a misplacedđặt nhầm chỗ concern for how appropriatephù hợp it was to have them at a funeraltang lễ, but that left us less encumberedvướng víu, so it turned out it was the right decision.
 Runa didn’t look like she was going to rebelnổi loạn against us right away, at least. It might be that she was strictly obeyingtuân theo the paths I pointed out because I’d already impressed upon her that glitchestrục trặc were dangerous. She’d seen up close what the patients at DS Research looked like, so she had to understand that one carelesscẩu thả misstepbước nhầm could spell death.
 Brainwashing someone with her Voice wasn’t instantaneoustức thời. There was an inevitablekhông thể tránh khỏi time laglỗi of several seconds between her speaking the commands and her thrall answering them. That was fine against a defenselesskhông phòng bị ordinary person, but the two of us could detect and defend against her Voice, and we were watching her with guns in hand. Runa would’ve had a hard time against us.
 [ ← Satsuki Uruma Funeral Site ]
 “Who put this up?” Runa wondered aloudlớn tiếng as she looked at the sign tied to a tree with wire.
 “I’ll bet no one,” I replied.
 “Huh? But someone made a sign, brought it out here, and put it up, right?”
 “These sorts of things may look man-made, but I think more often than not they’re naturally occurring. If it was brought in from outside, that’d be different, though.”
 “Hmm...? How can you be sure about this sign?”
 I pointed at it. “You can read it, right?”
 “Yeah, of course I can read it.”
 “When you bring text from the surface world to this one, it becomes incomprehensiblekhó hiểu. If we can read what it says, that means it was written...or I should say formed, here on the Otherside. Try taking a look at the things you brought with you.”
 Runa made no attempt to hide her doubt as she pulled a bottled drink out of her backpackbalo. She tried to read the label, and let out a cry of surprise.
 “Gross! What’s with this?!”
 As Runa recoiledgiật lùi from the bottle in her hands, Kozakura succinctly explained. “Our brains are being affected right now. They’ve invadedxâm lược our language processing facultieskhoa.”
 “Wah, that’s nutsquả hạch... Creepy.”
 After she was done with her little outburstbộc phát, Runa seemed to think of something. “So, what if we were to read this sign in the surface world?”
 “It’d be incomprehensiblekhó hiểu over on that side instead. Like Satsuki Uruma’s notebooksổ tay,” I explained.
 “Oh! So since we were able to read her notes on the Otherside, that means...”
 “Now you’re getting it.”
 “Hmm. You wanna take this thing back too? I mean, we’re here already.”
 “We shouldn’t. It’d cause bad stuff to happen.”
 “What do you mean?”
 “Like, if you were to set it up on a street somewhere, it might lurethu hút the people who see it to a funeraltang lễ they didn’t know about, or they might go home and find there was a funeraltang lễ happening at their house, or the name on the sign might be theirs, or...”
 “Hey! No scaryđáng sợ stories!” Kozakura complained. Ever since we’d started moving, she’d been clingingbám vào to the hemđường viền of my parkaáo khoác dù and wouldn’t let go.
 “Are there ghostbóng ma stories like that?” Runa asked.
 “I just came up with those off the top of my head,” I replied.
 “I’m telling you, don’t make up scaryđáng sợ stories!”
 Unlike Kozakura, Runa seemed interested.
 “Aww, but that stuff’s neatgọn gàng. So, if we were to come here, and make something similar, we could make all the cursednguyền rủa items we could possibly want?”
 “Yeah, don’t do that... Your ideas are downrighthết sức evil,” I said.
 It shows that she was the one who coordinatedphối hợp the design of the Farm... I thought, so I decided not to give a straight answer. It might well be possible. Making “cursednguyền rủa” items to carry the influence of the Otherside back to the surface world—was that what Satsuki Uruma had been doing? Her research notes were one example, and maybe the “amuletbùa hộ mệnh” she gave to Akari wasn’t something she’d just picked up somewhere, but something she made here in the other world...
 We kept walking in the direction the arrowmũi tên pointed and were soon out of the woods. There seemed to be a depression up ahead as the ground suddenly stopped and started going down.
 Looking down from the edge of the steepdốc đứng slope, I saw a small village spread out below. It had a mix of crudethô thiển wooden hutstúp lều and thatched-roof houses, making it feel a bit like an old Japanese town in the mountains. At a glance, it didn’t seem inhabitedcó người ở. A number of collapsed houses stood out, and many of the remaining buildings were green, overgrownmọc um tùm with ivydây thường xuân and mossrêu.
 Looking to the right, I saw there was another sign like the one before a little ways up ahead. The hill stretched down from there, descendinggiảm dần into the depression.
 “Can you see anything?” I asked Toriko as she used binocularsống nhòm to survey the abandonedbị bỏ rơi village.
 “Nothing moving, but there’s a sign in the village too.”
 “How conscientiouscó lương tâm of them, showing us the way there.”
 I looked through my binocularsống nhòm too. Taking a sweeping view of the area while focusing on my right eye, I was able to see silver phosphorescencelân quang dottedsay mê around. There wasn’t much of it in the village, but the surrounding slopes looked like they had glitchestrục trặc on them.
 I lowered my binocularsống nhòm and turned to look behind me.
 “Let’s go. We’ll be fine taking the road, but it’s dangerous to go off it even a little. Try not to reflexively run away if something happens.”
 “Something’s going to happen...?” Kozakura asked.
 “I’d be more surprised if something didn’t.”
 Although I was talking to Kozakura, it was meant just as much for Runa’s ears. I didn’t want her getting any stupid ideas now.
 “I can’t help but feel like...they’re luringthu hút us in. Is that okay?” Runa asked. I noddedgật đầu.
 “We keep going. If the Otherside is reading my mind, then it’s not so strange that they’ve prepared a funeraltang lễ for Satsuki Uruma.”
 “Feels like a trap to me, though.”
 “Even if it is, that doesn’t change what we have to do. We go in there and messsự lộn xộn it up. Whether it’s a human or a monsterquái vật we’re up against, it’s all over the moment we let them spooksợ hãi us.”
 Runa shared a look of dismaymất tinh thần with Kozakura. “She really is a barbarianMan rợ.”
 “I know, right?”
 With the two of them having come to that disrespectfulthiếu tôn trọng conclusion, Toriko quickly joined in. “But even Sorawo has a heart.”
 “Toriko...”
 Come on, she should have been able to come up with something a little better than that to support me. No, wait... Maybe she wasn’t trying to support me. Was she being sarcasticmỉa mai? I couldn’t tell which it was, looking at the side of Toriko’s face.
 Well, whatever. I didn’t have time to sweatmồ hôi the small stuff.
 We descendedđi xuống the hill and headed towards the village. It was a compactedgọn nhẹ dirtbụi bẩn road, not a paved one. Kozakura had to walk slowly so as not to trip while wearing heelsgót chân.
 When we got close, it was readilydễ dàng apparentrõ ràng the village was deserted. Collapsed walls, broken glass, and rustygỉ corrugatedgợn sóng iron roofs. Was the mechanicalcơ khí wreckageđống đổ nát under the collapsed eavesmái hiên over there a tractormáy kéo or an old-timey motorcyclexe máy? On some houses the storm shuttersmàn trập and shojitướng quân screens were all broken, letting you see right through to the other side. In the middle of all this rural decayphân rã, the brand new signs pointing to the location of the funeraltang lễ were the one thing that seemed out of place.
 There was a large tree in the middle of the village. The branches that spread out above the gnarledxương xẩu trunkThân cây bore no leaves. At the base of the tree, there was a rock that had just barely managed to retain the shape of a Jizo statuebức tượng.
 A short, stone bridge passed over a dry canalcon kênh. Next to it was what looked like a collapsed waterwheelbánh xe nước house. The wooden waterwheelbánh xe nước had fallen, its axletrục having rottedmục nát away, and was now no more than a green lumpcục bướu covered in mossrêu.
 We’d traveled through about two-thirds of the village, following the arrowsmũi tên, when a black and white stripedsọc curtain appeared up ahead. It looked like we’d found where they’d been pointing. We approached cautiouslythận trọng, keeping alertbáo động of our surroundings. Even now, there was no sign of anyone around, so we were apparentlyrõ ràng the only ones attending this funeraltang lễ.
 The curtain was awfullykhủng khiếp tall. Maybe five meters or thereaboutsgần đó. We proceeded along the edge of the curtain, which continued for a long way like a hedgehàng rào, until we finally found an opening in it.
 I hesitantlylưỡng lự peekednhìn trộm in, and was taken by surprise. There was a space the size of a house in there, wrapped all around with black and white stripessọc. The curtains even covered the roof. They seemed to be held up by bamboocây tre polescây sào running horizontallychiều ngang along the walls. It was strange enough to see a curtain so tall you had to look up to see the top of it, but one that covered the roof too made for an eye-popping experience. The floor was baretrần trụi earth, with not so much as a bladelưỡi of grass growing in it.
 There was a small table by the entrance with a white table clothvải drapedtreo lên over it, possibly intended to be where guests signed the registryđăng ký book. Beyond it there were lines of pipe chairs, and then an altarbàn thờ set up at the very back of the room. On the altarbàn thờ, covered in so many white flowers that they overflowedtràn ra, sat a plain wooden coffinquan tài.
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 “See anything?” Toriko asked as she stood at my side.
 I carefully scanned the funeraltang lễ site with my right eye. Nothing looked any different. The curtain flappedđập nhẹ in the wind, letting in outside light that illuminatedchiếu sáng the inside of the building in an irregularkhông thường xuyên way.
 Turning back, I saw Kozakura and Runa standing around awkwardlylúng túng. Kozakura’s face was pale with fear, while Runa was tensecăng thẳng but distractedbị phân tâm.
 “You okay, Kozakura-san?” I asked.
 “No, I’m not okay,” she responded, her tone stiffcứng like she was numbtê from the cold. “Why am I even here again?”
 “To attend Satsuki Uruma’s funeraltang lễ.”
 “Oh... Right, that.”
 Her eyes were glazedtráng men over, like she was in a dream. She might have exceeded her tolerancesức chịu đựng for terrorkhủng bố. When I touched her arm, she clung to my arm, possibly without even meaning to do it.
 Accepting this was just how things were going to be, I gave her a patvỗ nhẹ on the head and let her stay like that for a while, but she suddenly cried out and tore herself free.
 “Oh, good.”
 “D-Did you just patvỗ nhẹ me on the head?!”
 “Sorry, couldn’t help myself.”
 “Well, help yourself! I told you never to do that again, didn’t I?!”
 After watching Kozakura throw a tantrumcơn giận dữ, a mystifiedthần bí Runa spoke up. “Kozakura-san’s not good with horrorkinh dị, huh? Count me surprised.”
 “It really pisses me off when you ask that like I’m a streamertruyền phát who plays horrorkinh dị games.”
 “You wanna do some horrorkinh dị games together some time?”
 “Not a chance!”
 Turning back to the front, I was greetedchào hỏi by Toriko looking somewhat less than satisfied.
 “What?”
 “Nothing...” Toriko turned her head away, focusing her eyes on the coffinquan tài by the altarbàn thờ, then let out a sighthở dài. Kozakura seemed to have regainedgiành lại her senses, so I shifted gears.
 “Let’s go,” I said. I heard Kozakura wordlessly whimperrên behind me.
 We stepped into the empty funeraltang lễ site and approached the altarbàn thờ. The only sound was clothvải flappingvỗ in the wind. The rows of pipe chairs on either side of us were unevenkhông bằng phẳng in places, leaving an impression like the attendeesngười tham dự who had been sitting in them until a moment ago had suddenly vanishedbiến mất.
 A sweet fragrancehương thơm waftedlượn lờ from the flowers burying the altarbàn thờ. When they noticed it, Toriko and Kozakura gulpednuốt chửng in unison.
 “It smells like Satsuki...!” Toriko murmuredthì thầm to herself. I turned to look at Kozakura whose eyes were wide with shock. Based on Runa’s expression, it didn’t mean anything to her. It was only the two of them who’d known Satsuki when she was still human who were shaken up by it.
 The coffinquan tài was open. I peered inside, gun held at the ready, and it was packed full of white flowers too. The body that should have been in there was nowherehư không to be seen. Like she’d gotten up to go for a strollđi dạo somewhere...
 Lowering my gun, I looked at the others.
 “Looks like she’s not here. What now?” Runa asked, looking up at the altarbàn thờ.
 “She sets up a funeraltang lễ site for us, then doesn’t show? What gives?” Kozakura asked angrily. I thought about it as I answered.
 “This site is likely an attempt to approach us. It reflects our will more strongly than other areas in the Otherside,” I said.
 “Approach us for what?”
 “That, I don’t know, but I get the feeling she’s observing us... Seeing what we’ll do,” I said.
 “She’s messingsự lộn xộn with us...” Toriko grumbledcàu nhàu, more angry than I was.
 “So they understand we’re here for Satsuki’s funeraltang lễ... Though we don’t know how far that understanding of it extends,” Kozakura said.
 “I think that’s a good way to look at it. But they didn’t place the woman we’re here to see here.”
 “Why not? To provokekhiêu khích us?”
 “I can’t imagine their intentions are that easy to understand. They may just feel it’s an effective scare tacticchiến thuật,” I replied.
 “It’s true that the body being missing is more unnervinglàm mất tinh thần...”
 “Can’t shoot her if she’s not here, after all.”
 “There you go, talking like a barbarianMan rợ ag—” Kozakura started to say, scowlingcau có, but stopped mid-word as if she’d realized something. “Do you think that could be why?”
 “Huh?”
 “After all the times you’ve shot them, maybe they’ve changed tacticschiến thuật? Because you two start shooting so easily...”
 Toriko and I looked at one another without meaning to.
 She could be right...
 Recently, a lot of their attempts to approach us had involved sending pseudo-humans to the surface world. Considering that we’d responded to T-san with guns and karateVõ karate, I had to conclude she might be onto something.
 “If the monstersquái vật that appear in front of us are probesđầu dò from the Otherside, then it wouldn’t be strange for them to see what they can do to change our response to them, right?” Kozakura asked.
 “If that’s what it is, it doesn’t feel good,” I said.
 “Does anything about the Otherside ‘feel good’?”
 “If there wasn’t anything, we wouldn’t be here doing this,” I countered.
 Kozakura shook her head vigorously. “Forget it. I should’ve known better than to ask you, Sorawo-chan.”
 But I gave you a serious answer, I thought, a little miffedPhật ý. Suddenly, Runa seemed to remember something.
 “Come to think of it, Kamikoshi-san, you were saying Satsuki-sama would show up if we had the notebooksổ tay, but it doesn’t seem to have done anything, huh?”
 “Yeah, it looks like it’s not that simple. I guess just carrying it’s not enough, we have to use it.”
 “You’re gonna read it...?” Runa said in a low voice.
 “Nah. I’m not going to read it, there’s other ways to use it instead,” I said, setting my bag down on the ground. “Toriko, could you bring that table over?”
 “The small one? Okay.”
 When I pulled out the notebooksổ tay and started preparing, Toriko went and fetchedtìm về the table by the entrance that seemed to be for a guest book. It was about the size of the desks they use in elementarytiểu học schools, which made it a perfect fit for what I had in mind.
 Once she had the table set up in front of the altarbàn thờ, I opened up the notebooksổ tay on top of it. Not from the front cover, but from the back. Two blanktrống pages lay open on top of the tableclothkhăn trải bàn.
 “We’re going to summontriệu hồi Satsuki Uruma with this. Work with me here.”
 “With this...?” Kozakura said, looking at the blanktrống pages dubiouslyđáng ngờ, as if she expected something to crawlbò out of the lines.
 “Yes. The four of us are going to do Kokkuri-san.”
 Three sets of eyes looked back at me without any comprehensionbao quát.
 “What’s Kokkuri-san?” Toriko asked, tiltingnghiêng her head to the side.
 We have to start there, huh?
 “You know what a Ouija board is?” I asked.
 “Ohh, yeah.”
 “It’s like that, only Japanese.”
 “Hmm.”
 “Kozakura-san, can you get a ten-yen coin out real quick? My wallet’s in the bottom of my bag,” I said.
 “Sure, but... Wait, wh-what are you talking about? Why’re we doing Kokkuri-san?”
 “I spent a long time thinking about what we could do to summontriệu hồi Satsuki Uruma, and I think this is the best way. Kokkuri-san is simple, and it’s easy to make use of our special qualities. I considered ‘one-person hide-and-seek’ as another candidateứng viên, but that gets a little noisyồn ào, you know?”
 “I don’t understand a word that comes out of your mouth at this point, Sorawo-chan.”
 “That’s okay. You’ll figure it out quick. Everyone get around the table.”
 I crouchedKhúm núm over the notebooksổ tay with a thin pen in hand, quickly writing down the characters we’d need for the ritualnghi thức. The Japanese syllabary and numbers, then the words “Yes” and “No” above that, and a mark like a torii gate at the very top.
 As I finished writing, I looked up and my eyes met theirs.
 “Here, ten yenđồng yên... Is that good?” Kozakura asked.
 “Thank you. Okay, now everyone rest your fingers on it.”
 The four of us put out index fingers on the ten yenđồng yên coin that was placed over the torii gate.
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    “Oh, Toriko, you use your left hand.”
 “Huh? Is that how it works?”
 “Yeah. Take off your glovegăng tay too.”
 “Um... The ten yenđồng yên coin’s a little crowded with four of us, right?” Runa objected.
 “There’s no need to push down hard on it. You can just touch the edge lightlynhẹ nhàng,” I said as our preparations were complete.
 “Now, Runa,” I continued, “I’d like you to repeat after me...”
 “Right...”
 “I want you to use that Voice.”
 “Huh? You want me to use it?”
 “That’s what you’re here for. Ready? Here we go.”
 I took a deep breath, then spoke.
 “Satsuki Uruma, Satsuki Uruma, please come. If you are here, please move to the ‘Yes.’”
 I looked at Runa.
 “Say it.”
 “Satsuki-sama, Satsuki-sama, please come.”
 Here she was, mixing it up on me from the very start, but honestlyThành thật her version sounded more appropriatephù hợp to me. I didn’t call her on it, so Runa kept going.
 “If you are here, please move to the ‘Yes.’”
 I was watching Runa’s Voice with my right eye. It didn’t manifestrõ ràng the way I’d anticipatedđoán trước. Up until now, whenever I’d seen it, the Voice had been a silver stream rushing through the air towards her targets. What I was seeing now was more like phosphorescentlân quang fireworkspháo hoa launching out of her mouth. Was it because she had no specific target? Their trajectoriesquỹ đạo and velocitiesvận tốc were all over the place, and they meltedtan chảy away into the air.
 “I’m not sensing anything,” Runa said.
 “Keep going. Repeat it,” I told her, then added, “And try to find a place where you do feel something as you do. Search for Satsuki using your Voice.”
 “Huh? Could you not make difficult requests all of a sudden?”
 Despite her complaints, Runa repeated the words.
 “Satsuki-sama, Satsuki-sama, please come...”
 Her tone was no different from before to my ears, but my right eye could see the Voice changing every second. Runa was searching the space around us, like I’d asked her to. It looked like my guess that she could do something similar to what I could do with my eye and Toriko could do with her hand was right.
 Suddenly, Toriko twitchedco giật. “It’s cold.”
 The moment after she murmuredthì thầm that, I felt a change at my fingertipđầu ngón tay. Without warning, the ten yenđồng yên coin slid across the page, moving off of the torii gate.
 “Kamikoshi-san. My voice, it touched something, just now,” Runa said, surprised. “It feels supersiêu weirdkỳ quặc... What is this? Or who? It’s something really big, really scaryđáng sợ, and completely inhumanvô nhân đạo...”
 I recognized that descriptionSự miêu tả. I’d heard the same words from Runa’s mouth before. When, and where, though...?
 Kozakura realized something and said, “Hey, that’s the thing from the ASMR.”
 I remembered it at the same time. When we got abductedbắt cóc before, Runa had talked about it. Something big and scaryđáng sợ that appeared inside a mysterioushuyền bí video titled Blue World.
 “It’s God...” Runa whispered, her expression enrapturedsay mê.
 That moment, my finger on the ten yenđồng yên coin suddenly felt a lot heavier. As if something I couldn’t see had silently come down from Heaven.
 “Wh-What the hell...?!” Kozakura murmuredthì thầm. It looked like we’d all felt the same thing. The coin beneath our fingers shook as if under incredibleđáng kinh ngạc pressure.
 “Runa, keep going,” I urged her, and Runa hurriedlyvội vã compliedtuân theo.
 “I-If this is Satsuki-sama, please move to the ‘Yes.’”
 The ten yenđồng yên coin moved with a bizarrekỳ dị smoothnessêm ái before coming to a sudden stop on top of the “Yes.” We were all speechlesskhông nói nên lời. Even me, who had planned this whole thing out hoping that this would happen.
 “None of you are doing this, right?”
 We all shook our heads in response to Runa’s question.
 “Toriko, can you sense what’s going on?” I asked.
 “My left hand feels like it’s immersedđắm in a cool flow. Kinda like T-san’s blue path...”
 I focused with my right eye once more. There was definitely some sort of flowing power that was overlappingqua nối chồng with the handwrittenviết tay characters on the paper. Was the reason I couldn’t see it clearly because it wasn’t permeatingthấm the layer of reality very well?
 With this flow connected, was it possible for us to communicate without going through Runa now? I decided to open my mouth and test that.
 “Tell us your name,” I said. The ten yenđồng yên coin moved. It moved to the syllabary, choosing one character after another.
 —I...KI...SU...TA...MA.
 Then it stopped.
 What? I looked at the paper in confusion.
 Ikisutama? Was that a word that meant something? In a foreign language, maybe...? It took a moment, but I finally made the connection. Ikisudama! A living spirit!
 “Cool...” I whispered without meaning to. The other three looked at me with expressions that said, “Huh?!” I ignored them and asked the question again.
 “Tell us your name.”
 —A...O...I...ME. (Blue eyes.)
 “That’s not a name. Tell us your name.”
 —U...RU...MA.
 Here it comes!
 —SA...TSU...KI.
 “She gave her name...” Toriko murmuredthì thầm, in a dazemê mẩn. I was excitedhào hứng too. We had a conversation going. We were communicating with something the Otherside was calling Satsuki Uruma using Kokkuri-san.
 “Where did you come from?”
 —A...O...FU...CHI.
 I didn’t get it. Aofuchi? Blue... Edge? Spot? Wisteria?
 Before I could ask a follow-up question, Toriko spoke. “Where are you now?”
 The ten yenđồng yên coin didn’t move. Toriko asked again, louder this time.
 “Where is Satsuki now?”
 —KO...KO. (Here.)
 Something moved at the edge of my vision. I looked towards it to see one of the flowers that were spillingtràn out of the coffinquan tài falling to the ground.
 There was a soft rustlingxào xạc of petalscánh hoa, and then I saw a human figure rise up out of the coffinquan tài. In my right field of vision, it was pure blue, like a humanoidhình người hole in space. The blue was the light leakinghở through that hole. I reflexively avertedngăn chặn my eyes.
 No—We can’t look at it! That thing will drive us insaneđiên cuồng!
 “Don’t turn around!”
 The other three jumped a little as I shouted.
 “There’s someone there, but you absolutely must not look. Keep your eyes on the ten yenđồng yên coin.”
 There was the sound of hard solessol on the ground. Whoever had emergedhiện ra from the coffinquan tài was slowly walking towards us. When they were right next to the four of us, they began circling around behind us clockwisetheo chiều kim đồng hồ with steps like they were walking through water. I caught a glimpsecái nhìn thoáng qua of a black skirt in the corner of my lowered eyes. The offertorylễ vật flowers smelled incrediblyvô cùng close.
 “Satsuki...” Toriko said her name in a hoarsekhản tiếng voice. There was no response.
 “What’re we supposed to do about this?” Kozakura asked in a hushedim lặng voice. “You managed to call her up... Now how do we exorcisetrừ tà her?”
 Yeah, the important part’s just getting started.
 I took a breath to calm myself before opening my mouth again. “Are you aware that you’re dead?”
 No response. One more time.
 “Are you aware that you’re already dead?”
 —No.
 “You were swallowednuốt up by the Otherside, never to return. That’s right, isn’t it?”
 —Yes.
 Toriko was silent, shaking her head as if she didn’t want to accept it. Her breathing was raggedrách rưới.
 “Do you realize there’s no longer any place for you in the surface world?”
 —No.
 “Now that you’re no longer human, what do you think you are?”
 —U...RU...MA...SA...TSU...KI.
 “You’re not Satsuki Uruma anymore. I’m right, aren’t I?”
 —No.
 “You are not Satsuki Uruma anymore. Please say ‘Yes.’”
 —No.
 “Toriko, warplàm cong her answer.”
 “Huh?!”
 “Don’t let it go to ‘No.’ Make her say ‘Yes.’”
 “Wh-What are you saying, Sorawo-chan? Can we do that?”
 Without looking up, I responded to Kozakura. “We’re touching the flow of power that makes up the Otherside. I’m watching that flow, so Toriko’s hand should be able to rewriteviết lại it.”
 I remembered the ghostbóng ma town we entered during the incident with the Time-space Man. In that town full of glitchestrục trặc, I jumped between layers of reality, and was even able to turn Kozakura into a flower by rewritingviết lại my perceptionsự nhận thức. If we did the same thing here, we could forciblycưỡng bức change the answers Kokkuri-san gave us.
 “No way... I’ve never heard of anyone hackinggian lận Kokkuri-san,” Kozakura murmuredthì thầm in awesợ hãi.
 “I’m asking again. You are no longer Satsuki Uruma. Please say ‘Yes.’”
 The ten yenđồng yên coin began moving towards “No,” but then another power began acting on it. Toriko’s finger was trying to change the course of the coin, and the entangledvướng víu flows of power on top of the paper with it.
 “It’s heavy...!” Toriko said through grittedsạn teeth. Still, the ten yenđồng yên coin was slowly moving. I stared, unblinkingkhông chớp mắt, as the ten yenđồng yên coin came to a dead stop between “Yes” and “No,” not moving a millimetermi-li-mét.
 “Is it no good? You can’t move it anymore?”
 “It’s heavier than before... Is someone pressing down?!”
 No way, I was about to say, but Runa, who had been silent for a while now, opened her mouth before I could.
 “I am.”
 “Huh?! What’re you doing?!”
 Is she gonna betrayphản bội us at the last second? I shudderedrùng mình and prepared for the worst, but Runa continued without paying any attention to me.
 “Satsuki-sama, I truly thank you for bestowingban cho these stigmatathánh tích on me. I had been longing to see you for so, so long, and it was such a huge, huge honor, so I was really happy.”
 The words she was spewingphun ra made her sound like a fanaticcuồng tín, but her tone wasn’t filled with passion or excitement.
 “But, I’m sorry, there’s just one thing, really, just one, that I’m gonna need you to explain. Please, tell me.”
 Runa continued, her tone still inscrutablekhó hiểu.
 “Why’d you kill my mom?”
 The ten yenđồng yên coin slid across the page, as if the resistancesức chống cự before meant nothing.
 —NO...SO...N...TA.
 “Nozonda? Who wanted it?”
 There was silence, then Runa murmuredthì thầm...
 “Me?”
 —MO...U...I...RA...NA...I. (Didn’t need her anymore.)
 As soon as the ten yenđồng yên coin finished spelling that out, Runa shouted.
 “I didn’t want that! I never wanted that!!!”
 Her finger on the coin trembledrun rẩy with anger.
 “Screw you! Who’re you to go around, killing people’s moms?! I never asked you to do that! Not once!”
 Runa’s voice was shrillchói tai with ragecơn thịnh nộ.
 “The hell is your problem?! Showing up out of nowherehư không to wreckxác tàu đắm my life! You didn’t need her any more?! Oh, yeah?! I see how it is! I get it. Hey, Kamikoshi-san! I’ve got a good idea. Why don’t we see if this voice of mine, my gift, works on Satsuki-sama?!”
 “Runa, sto—”
 “Just watch me, I’m going to try...”
 As Runa raised her face, spurredthúc đẩy by violent emotions, her words caught in her throat with a chokingnghẹt thở sound.
 She’d looked directly at Satsuki Uruma.
 I could only catch a sidewaysmột bên glimpsecái nhìn thoáng qua of Runa as she faintedmờ nhạt, eyes rolling into the back of her head and vomitnôn mửa spewingphun ra from her mouth.
 For a time, the only sound was the raggedrách rưới breathing of the three of us who remained.
 “She dead...?” I asked, my eyes still lowered.
 Toriko tiltednghiêng her head towards Runa a little before she answered. “She’s still breathing.”
 “Is she on her back? Or her face?” a thoroughly terrifiedsợ hãi Kozakura asked, her voice as tiny as a mosquito’s. I checked with the corner of my vision.
 “She’s on her side.”
 “That’s fine, then...”
 We wouldn’t have to worry about her drowningchết chìm in her own pukenôn ra, at least. Chasing any thought of Runa out of my head for the moment, I got back to the original question. You’re not Satsuki Uruma anymore. Right?
 “Well, Toriko? Can you move it?”
 “It’s no good. Someone’s pressing down on it again.”
 “That’d be me...” Kozakura said weaklyyếu ớt.
 “Don’t look up, okay?” I warned. “If you look at her, you’ll end up like Runa.”
 “I don’t need you to tell me. I’m not looking. Satsuki has no right to look me in the face anyway.”
 Kozakura let out a long sighthở dài.
 “Satsuki, just give it up already. There’s no place for you here anymore. And that’s your own fault, just so we’re clear. Maybe if you’d shown a little more sinceritysự chân thành to people, it’d have been different, but... Yeah, no point in saying that now, huh? You were an inhumanvô nhân đạo monsterquái vật from the beginning. You know what the difference between someone who’s human and inhumanvô nhân đạo is? Humans still have a place after they’re dead. Inhuman monstersquái vật like you don’t even get that. If you don’t treat people like people while you’re alive, well, that’s what happens to you.”
 Kozakura continued on, as if talking to herself.
 “If you’d treated anyone, just one person, like a fellow human being, that’d have been enough. But you didn’t choose that path. And it seriously could have been anyone. That’s why you ended up like this. After screwingbắt vít around with so many people’s lives, you up and vanishedbiến mất without cleaning up after yourself. It’s patheticđáng thương hại. You’re such an idiot. That’s what you are.”
 Kozakura let out a dry laugh.
 “I thought I’d have loads more to say, but I guess not. I’ve got nothing left. No attachment to you, no regrets, nothing. I’m glad I could tell you that to your face. It felt good. See ya.”
 Kozakura suddenly finished talking. I felt the weight of her finger leave the ten yenđồng yên coin.
 “Will it move?” I asked.
 Toriko shook her head.
 “You’re not pressing down on it, are you, Sorawo?”
 “Huh? Me?”
 I only realized once she pointed it out. It was true—unconsciously, I had been pressing down too, holding the coin in place. I was bewilderedhoang mang by my own unexpectedkhông ngờ tới reaction. Did it mean I didn’t want Satsuki Uruma to ceasengưng being Satsuki Uruma?
 “Yeah, no...” I tried to let the tension out of my finger as I said, “Go to the mountains by yourself, Uruma-san.”
 I wasn’t sure what I’d have done if my hand refused to listen, but thankfullyrất may it did. Secretly relievedan tâm, I looked at Toriko.
 “How about now?”
 “It won’t budgenhúc nhích. Which means, basically... That, huh?”
 I didn’t say anything. Toriko needed to sort out her feelings on her own. She was quiet for a while before opening her mouth.
 “Hey, Satsuki. I’m really gratefultri ân to you. You found me when I was all alone, and led me back out into the sun again. You took me all sorts of places. And taught me so many things.”
 Her voice was peacefulhoà bình, gentle. I was shocked. I never thought I’d hear Toriko use such a warm voice, so full of emotion, with someone other than me.
 I felt something squeezevắt kiệt tight in my chest. There was a strange pressure below both my eyes, in the area around my cheekbonesgò má and upper jawquai hàm. When I realized it meant I was on the vergebờ vực of tears, that really freakedkỳ quái me out.
 You’re kidding me, right? Have I gone crazy after all?
 “When you disappeared, I was really worried, and lonelycô đơn, and I couldn’t just sit around and do nothing. I tried my best to save you from the Otherside...but it was no good. I’m sorry I couldn’t catch up to you. Really, I mean it.”
 Toriko stopped talking. I thought she might cry, but she didn’t. When she opened her mouth again, her tone was a little low.
 “But... You had other girls like me too, didn’t you? You were pretty, and cool, so it’s not that weirdkỳ quặc, but still. I was honestlyThành thật shocked when I found out. I thought you were mine and mine alone. But it was never true. I was such a kid, huh?”
 Yeah, you tell her! The woman’s terrible.
 Toriko continued, unawarekhông biết that I was mentally cheeringHân hoan her on.
 “But even knowing that, I still wanted to see you. I believed you were still alive, and I felt like I’d be able to accept it all once you came back. In fact, when we met again, I was so happy that nothing else mattered anymore. But... When we held hands, it was different.”
 Toriko shudderedrùng mình. I felt it through the ten yenđồng yên coin.
 “I never knew just one touch could tell you so many things. In that instantlập tức, I knew that the Satsuki I knew was gone. I don’t want to touch you now, and I don’t want you touching me either. So, yeah... It was over. I mean, if I don’t want to touch you, if that’s how I feel, then... We’re through, right?”
 Toriko moved her finger’s position on the ten yenđồng yên coin a little so hers was touching mine. It was unusual for her to try to touch me with her ungloved left hand.
 “When I heard you’d gone after Sorawo, I was mad. I don’t want to touch you anymore, and I don’t want you touching the people I care about either. You and I are through. You’re gone now, Satsuki. Don’t show up around me anymore.”
 Then, in a whisper, Toriko added:
 “Bye-bye, Satsuki—I loved you.”
 When I felt the strength leave her translucentmờ finger, I immediately asked the question again.
 “You’re not Satsuki Uruma anymore. Right?”
 This time, the ten yenđồng yên coin moved. Smoothly, as if that was where it was going to go all along.
 —YES.
 Yes! We got through!
 “Toriko, when I ask the next question, move it to say Ushi no Kubi.”
 Toriko silently noddedgật đầu. I asked the next question.
 “Tell us your name.”
 The ten yenđồng yên coin moved.
 —U...SHI...
 Yes, it’s working, or so I thought for the briefest of moments before the coin went on to spell something I didn’t expect.
 —O...NI.
 Ushi-oni?
 For a moment, I thought it was a mistake, and looked up at Toriko. When our eyes met, she vigorously shook her head.
 “It wasn’t me—It moved on its own!”
 The moment after Toriko shouted, we both realized in unison that the Satsuki Uruma who had been circling us the entire time had come to a stop behind Toriko. The altarbàn thờ tiltednghiêng, spillingtràn the coffinquan tài onto the ground. The flowers, which had been arrayeddàn trận up there without any gaps, slid off like water overflowingtràn ngập from a bathtubbồn tắm.
 The exposed surface of the altarbàn thờ was completely covered in a rough textiledệt may like windmillcối xay gió palmlòng bàn tay hempcây gai dầu. The unknown mass moved slowly, as if waking from slumbergiấc ngủ.
 It looked like a festival float in the shape of a beastquái thú so massiveto lớn that you had to look up at it. The body that stretched out behind it was swollen, like a sakelợi ích bottle laid on its side, and it held its head high like a waterbirdvịt nước as it looked around menacinglyđe dọa from behind a frighteningđáng sợ oni maskmặt nạ. The gapinghổng mawdạ dày and two bull-like hornssừng caught my attention. It was so big the tips of those hornssừng were grazingchăn thả the black and white stripedsọc curtain above our heads.
 Obviously, this was no time for us to keep huddlingtúm tụm around the table. We took our fingers off the ten yenđồng yên coin. Kozakura had reached her limit, and collapsed without so much as a scream.
 I searched my memory for any ghostbóng ma stories involving a creature like this, but then realized it was something else.
 This was an Ushi-oni. If I was remembering correctly, there was a festival float like this somewhere in western Japan.
 “The hornedcó sừng face has come,” another voice, not either of ours, suddenly said.
 At some point, right next to Satsuki Uruma—I had appeared. It was my doppelganger. Hood low over her face, head hung so she couldn’t see Satsuki Uruma. And yet, not leaving her side.
 “I made a promise, so I have to go.”
 It was the first time the doppelganger had spoken to me. Her voice should have been the same as mine, but it sounded so young, so childishtrẻ trâu. The voice of someone who’d gone cynicalHoài nghi, made all sorts of walls, and become totally unlikablekhó ưa. But at the same time, that dissatisfiedbất mãn version of me was incrediblyvô cùng scared, and she hated it.
 Satsuki Uruma extended her hand. The doppelganger slowly raised her own hand to take it.
 No, I can’t. If I go with her, there’s no coming back.
 Even as I thought that, for some reason, I couldn’t move. I was laid low by resignationsự từ chức to the idea that I’d made a promise then, so I had no choice now.
 Ohh, I’m going to take Satsuki Uruma’s hand. She’s going to take me away to the mountains...
 As I watched, powerlessly, Toriko moved into action.
 She strode forward, grabbed my doppelganger from behind, and dragged her away as far as the table. The doppelganger and I stared at one another with Toriko between us.
 “Stop it, Satsuki! I’m not gonna let you lay a hand on Sorawo!” Toriko shouted at Satsuki Uruma. “I said bye-bye, didn’t I?! You and I are through! I love Sorawo now!”
 Toriko huggedôm me tight as she said that, pressing her lips hard against mine.
 “Whoa, hold on...!”
 I tried to get away, but I couldn’t. As Toriko’s lips made me go weak in the knees, I struggled to keep my witsmưu mẹo about me. I could see my doppelganger watching from the other side of Toriko. For a moment, I wondered if the other me felt lonelycô đơn, because I was the only one to get a kiss, but then I saw the smugtự mãn sense of superiorityưu việt on her face and all thought of that vanishedbiến mất.
 Why you... The night I met Satsuki Uruma in Oomiya, you went to Toriko’s room and got your kiss first, didn’t you?!
 I understood that in a second. I was dealing with myself here, after all.
 “That... That’s enough, Toriko! Hey! Stop it!”
 Struggling to breathe, I pushed Toriko away. I shot a glareánh sáng chói at her, but I couldn’t stay mad when I saw the satisfied look on her face.
 The sense of resignationsự từ chức I’d been struck by before was long gone now. That had to be thanks to the kiss, or my irritationkích thích at my doppelganger.
 I looked towards Satsuki Uruma—no, the thing that had been Satsuki Uruma, carefully making sure not to look at it directly. There was the Ushi-oni, whippingđánh đòn its long neck around, and the woman in black, standing there. Come to think of it, I think I’d heard that in some of the legendshuyền thoại of the Ushi-oni, it appeared together with another youkai, the Nure-onna. Maybe when we failed to turn Satsuki Uruma into the Cow Head story, she’d settled into something close to it.
 I couldn’t help but associate this beastquái thú that danced wildlyđiên cuồng at the festival while wearing an oni maskmặt nạ with the lioncon sư tử dancersvũ công who’d crashed our love hotel girls’ party. When I made that connection, I realized the Barong dance I’d been too drunksay rượu to remember had been a premonitionlinh cảm, a sign of things to come, or perhaps even a dress rehearsaldiễn tập for this. Why? Because I knew the exact words I needed to say, here and now, to completely exorcize Satsuki Uruma.
 Runa, Kozakura, and Toriko each had something to say to her. As a fellow attendeengười tham dự of her funeraltang lễ, it couldn’t end without me saying something too.
 Still, I never saw myself having to say this...
 With conflictingmâu thuẫn emotions, not sure I was whollyhoàn toàn convinced, I opened my mouth and spoke to Satsuki Uruma.
 “I’m gonna look after all the girls you messedsự lộn xộn with. So don’t show that face in front of me again.”
 Now that we’d started this ritualnghi thức, we had to finish it properly. I reached out over the table, placing my finger on the ten yenđồng yên coin once more. Toriko did the same from the other side of the table. In some stories, they say you mustn’t take your finger off the coin while doing Kokkuri-san, but it was just as pronedễ bị to local rules as a popular card game was, so I decided to ignore the ones that worked against me.
 Toriko and I traded glances, then I said the words:
 “Satsuki-san, Satsuki-san, please return.”
 Toriko didn’t wait for a response before forcefully moving her finger. The ten yenđồng yên coin went to the “Yes,” and then back to the torii gate. Then we said the last words.
 “Thank you. Goodbye!”
 Even though I hadn’t told her what to say, Toriko’s parting words matched mine perfectly.
 One moment later, there was the loud sound of wind, and the curtain rolled up in the air. I covered my face as we were suddenly exposed to the wind outside blowing against us.
 When I opened my eyes again, the sceneryphong cảnh around us had changed entirely. We were standing on an embankmentkè overlookingnhìn ra the sea, no sign of an abandonedbị bỏ rơi village anywhere. It was the surface world. The ushi-oni and all the pipe chairs that had been at the funeraltang lễ site had also vanishedbiến mất. There was a loneđơn độc school desk, likely exposed to the elements for many years, in front of us, and a gustgió giật of wind blew the notebooksổ tay that was sitting on top of it shut.
 Looking down at the sandycát beach below, I thought I saw a woman in black clothesquần áo standing there, but only for a moment. When I looked again, she was gone, as if she’d walked off into the sea.
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 At a later date, I visited Kozakura’s mansionbiệt thự on my own. After returning safely...or alive, at least, from the funeraltang lễ, Kozakura still seemed to have lasting psychologicaltâm lý damage, so I was worried about her.
 When she met me at the door, Kozakura was far more energeticmãnh liệt than I’d expected her to be. Still grumpygắt gỏng, as always, but she looked like she had a new leasecho thuê on life.
 When I told her as much, she noddedgật đầu, saying I might be right.
 “It was buggingsâu bọ me all this time, you know? Of course it would. Someone I was so close to just up and vanishedbiến mất. There’s no way it wouldn’t,” Kozakura said as she sat on a chair in her comfythoải mái, den-like living room. Her tone was calm.
 “I have to thank you for giving me an opportunity to sort my feelings out, Sorawo-chan.”
 “No, I don’t think I really did anything you should thank me for...” Her meeknhu mì words of gratitudelòng biết ơn actually made me feel more uneasykhó chịu. “I just kept pushing things forward, figuring it was going to be okay. I knew the three of you had way stronger feelings about Satsuki-san than I did, after all...”
 “So you can be consideratethận trọng, after all, Sorawo-chan.”
 “It was just something I was thinking. I didn’t really do anything special to take care of you all.”
 Her jabscú thọc at me were more restrainedhạn chế than usual, so I got worried. “Are you okay? I mean, really?”
 “I’m totally fine. Toriko and Runa had it far worse.”
 Maybe because of the strain put on her body by seeing the depths of the Otherside through her contact with Satsuki Uruma, Runa had been sent back to DS Research. She’d regainedgiành lại consciousnessý thức, but she was going to be layingđẻ around in her soundproofcách âm room again for a while until she recovered. I wondered if she was kvetchingkvetch about how bored she was, or if she was in no state to even do that.
 Toriko told me she’d been able to sort her feelings out, but she’d been keeping contact to a minimum since. If she was in mourningtang chế, though, that wasn’t that strange. It sounded like she was eating properly, so I was just going to give her some time.
 “Things between Satsuki and me ended long before they did for Toriko. I’m not gonna get too depressed over this long after the fact.”
 “Well, okay then.”
 “The fact is, even now, she kept showing herself in front of you and Toriko, but she never showed her face in front of me, not even once. Like, even now that you’re a monsterquái vật, you have no time for someone you can’t use for something, huh? It made me so mad.”
 “You should be glad she didn’t show up. I mean, if her ghostbóng ma turned up, you’d have been scared, right?”
 “That’s a separate issue,” Kozakura said, her eyes focused somewhere in the distance. “We had our good times too. The two of us sat on that sofaghế sô pha you’re sitting on now, eating, chatting, just killing time together. We could each just be doing whatever we wanted, and the other person wouldn’t mind at all. We spent times like that together too...” There was a cynicalHoài nghi smile on her face. “Well, since she was seriously inhumanvô nhân đạo, that didn’t last long, though.”
 I took a fresh look around me. When I thought about how the sofaghế sô pha I was sitting on all the time had once been used by Satsuki-san, it felt kind of strange. As I was looking, I spotted a single photo in the gap between the back of the sofaghế sô pha and the cushionscái đệm. I pulled it out. It was a picture of Kozakura. I guess it was what you’d call a street photo? It was taken in front of the gate to her mansionbiệt thự and she was facing the camera. She wore a mature outfittrang phục consisting of a dress with a shirt over it.
 The way her expression was relaxed told you she was with someone she trusted. It showed none of the grumpinessgắt gỏng that she had when she was meeting with me or Toriko. Her natural, shyxấu hổ smile was genuinelychân thật cutedễ thương. It looked like it was taken in spring. The sun was bright, creating a vibrantsôi động contrast with the shade of the mansionbiệt thự and trees behind her.
 On the street, just in frame, you could see the shadow of the photographernhiếp ảnh gia holding the camera. I could just barely tell it was a long-haired woman.
 “This was in the sofaghế sô pha,” I said, passing it to her. Kozakura silently accepted the photograph, looking at it in silence for a time.
 “It’s a good photo,” she finally said.
 “Yeah,” I agreed.
 “Here I was, thinking she wasn’t going to show her face, and she sends me a photo instead? Talk about being the incarnationhóa thân of ingratitudevô ơn.”
 That was all she said before looking back down to the photo, as if she were silently reminiscinghồi tưởng.
 “U-Um... You’re not going to cry, are you?” I asked, shaken up by the vortexdòng xoáy of emotions I sensed in that silence. I was slowly starting to realize that I had a hard time handling it when people cried, got angry, or otherwise showed raw emotion in front of me.
 Kozakura scoffedgiễu cợt. “Sorawo-chan... You’re really gonna ask me that?”
 “Sorry.”
 “It’s fine. Let me tell you a little something.”
 Kozakura smiled more placidly than I’d ever seen from her.
 “The thing about being an adult is you don’t cry in front of kids.”
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■ File 21: A Midterm Report on the Mysterious
 This chapter does not use any particular ghostbóng ma story as its motifhọa tiết. For the discussion on cultural anthropologynhân chủng học, I referenced Part 1, Chapter 4: “Genjitsu to Isekai ‘Kamoshirenai’ Ryouiki no Fieldwork” [Reality and Other Worlds: Fieldwork in the Domain of If] (Miho Ishii) from the book Bunka Jinruigaku no Shikouhou [Ways of Thinking About Cultural Anthropology] (Keiichirou Matsumura/Osamu Nakagawa/Miho Ishii, Sekai Shisousha, 2019). In my own school days, I was enrolled in the cultural anthropologynhân chủng học course, but I’ve since moved away from it, so this book, which draws from a variety of domainslãnh địa in order to introduce the most recent ways of thinking about cultural anthropologynhân chủng học, was just what I needed. There are a variety of approaches to viewing humans, and cultural anthropologynhân chủng học teaches us that rather than starting with “society,” we can also begin with the vaguemơ hồ concept of the self, and carefully pay attention to individual examples. I think that anyone interested in what Sorawo and the other people in her seminarhội thảo are doing should look into it. Cultural anthropologynhân chủng học is fascinatinglôi cuốn, you know?
 There is a model for Professor Abekawa: a cultural anthropologistnhà nhân chủng học named Toshiharu Abe who taught at Saitama University. I was just an ordinary student who attended his lectures, but even the small amount of contact I had with him was enough to convince me he was an incredibleđáng kinh ngạc person. I was a poor academichọc thuật, and didn’t advance to graduate school, so that was the end of my connection with the professor, but I still think back and wonder how things might have been if I hadn’t dropped out and became a scholarhọc giả under Abe-sensei’s tutelagesự giám hộ. Toshiharu Abe passed away in 2016.
 
  
 



■ File 22: Toilet Paper Moon
 This chapter does not use any particular ghostbóng ma story as its motifhọa tiết. The title was one the artist, shirakaba-san, left as a placeholdergiữ chỗ for the cover image (even though I hadn’t specified anything), but I liked the sound of it so much I ended up using it. I almost wanted to make it the title of this entire volume, but I gave up on that because it didn’t feature a single toilet ghostbóng ma story.
 I hesitateddo dự to write this here, but there’s actually a model for Youichirou Migiwa: the cosplayer Bishoujo who passed away in 2021 (who was male, despite his name meaning “pretty girl”). When I decided how Migiwa would look, I said he should be lean and tall, with long arms and legs, and a gentlemanlylịch sự but villainoushung ác appearance... I’d used him as a reference without asking permission, and I was never able to tell him that. That’s partiallymột phần because, while we were acquaintedhiểu biết, we hardly ever talked, and I was embarrassedlúng túng. He passed away suddenly, and I regret not telling him when I still had the chance.
 
  
 



■ File 23: Funeral of the Moon
 As Sorawo notes in the story, “Ushi no Kubi” [Cow Head] is a ghostbóng ma story that is said to be scaryđáng sợ, but has no substance to it. It first came to public attention through Komatsu Sakyou’s short story anthologytuyển tập, also titled Ushi no Kubi, but it seems the original had been discussed by writers long before that. (Refer to the online serialnối tiếp: “Yuuki Kishida no Irui Sousakuki vol. 6: Saikyou Kaidan Ushi no Kubi ni Kakusareta Himitsu” [Yuuki Yoshida’s Oddity Search Log vol. 6: The Secret Hidden in the Ultimate Ghost Story Cow Head], Yuuki Yoshida, Shobunsha, 2020). Yasutaka Tsutsui heard about it from Aran Kyoudomari, so it may, surprisingly, have come from something related to sci-fi. If there’s no way to trace it back any further, could Aran Kyoudomari have been the one to come up with it...? I like Aran Kyoudomari, so I think it would be neatgọn gàng if that were true.
 Incidentally, there is also a ghostbóng ma story told on 2channel called “Ushi no Haka” [Cow’s Grave]. This story from “Shinu Hodo Share ni Naranai Kowai Hanashi wo Atsumete Minai?” [Do You Want to Gather Ridiculously Scary Stories?] threadchủ đề 130, posts 518-529 (24/5/2006), takes place in a school where a story called “Ushi no Haka” [Cow’s Grave] or perhaps “Ushi no Baka” [Cow Idiot] is being told. The reporter’s friend investigates the story, only to discover that “Its cursenguyền rủa only affects women who learn the truth of the story”... It’s a fascinatinglôi cuốn story that resemblesgiống “Ushi no Kubi,” but has a lot of fine details.


 I know I always say this, but there are many other true ghostbóng ma stories and net loretruyền thuyết from which I have taken direct or indirectgián tiếp influence. Thank you for always enjoying and being frightenedsợ sệt. And thank you especially to all the people, living and deceasedngười chết, who have left a major influence on me. I hope this book is able to repaytrả lại my gratitudelòng biết ơn in some small way.
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