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"Chidori.  Let's hold hands." 

Kaname's ears turn hot at his sudden words. 





And the crisis continues.  

Behemoth fires three missiles. 

The violent shock runs at Mao's machine. 





"Just say it.  Who am I?  What's my post and rank?" 

It was the same, sweet tone of voice she always used. 

But her words were tinged with a dark intensity. 
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Prologue 

 

The sky was leaden, and the sound of breaking waves could be heard in the distance. 

In a deserted cemetery facing a beach on the outskirts of Portsmouth, a row of irregular 

crosses extended out into the horizon.  Walking alone, Teletha Testarossa made her way through 

the silent dead. 

She was clutching two bouquets of red flowers in her hands. 

The cold North Atlantic wind stung her cheeks. 

She remembered the location very well.  It was just ahead.  Ah, there it is... 

She finally came to a stop in front of a pair of crosses lined up close together.  Engraved on 

each were the names and the dates of birth and death of her parents. 

Tessa bent down and gently placed a bouquet on each. 

It was six years today. 

It felt like such a short, as well as such a long amount of time. 

So many things had happened since then.  So much had changed. 

There was no more warm fireside.  She was no longer able to freely exhibit the vast amount 

of knowledge she had so innocently learned.  She would probably never again see those people on 

the street who would smile and say hello. 

Because she could never go back. 

That little girl, who, with no one else to depend on, had thrown herself sobbing on the 

sleeve of her twin brother, was gone. 

The mad wheels of time would probably never turn back. 



So she had chosen to fight.  Whether or not that would connect her with something to save- 

even that was uncertain. 

A gentle voice said, "Well, this is a surprise." 

A young man was standing in the middle of a cluster of gravestones.  His silver hair waved 

in the wind, and his eyes were as peaceful as a spring.  He- Leonard Testarossa, was also carrying 

two bouquets. 

"But, I see you came after all." 

"I'm also surprised," she said, not looking especially astonished. 

"It seems you still remembered about Mother and Father." 

"I remember.  That's the problem." 

Leonard smiled innocently. 

"You've grown, Teletha.  You're stronger and more beautiful than ever.  I wonder if riding 

around on that toy has been a good experience for you." 

"Yes, very." 

She stared at him, dispensing with the small talk. 

"I've lost several of my subordinates.  If I haven't learned anything from that, then I disgrace 

their lives." 

"The dead have no honor or dignity." 

"If that's true, then why are you here?" 

"I thought I might be able to speak to you.  And- that maybe here, I might be able to take 

you with me." 

"It's no use.  Because, you see-" 





The silver-haired girl messed with the scarf wrapped around her neck, and slowly untied it.  

The wind caught it and flapped it around. 

"You're my enemy now." 

An instant later, the space behind her shook.  A pale phosphorescence appeared and danced 

around.  A white AS appeared as if it had seeped in through the atmosphere.  It was the ARX-7 

Arbalest. 

Having now cancelled its ECS, the Arbalest was in a kneeling position, pointing the end of 

a shot cannon straight at Leonard. 

At the same time, however, Leonard gracefully raised his right hand over his head, as if he 

were conducting a waltz.  The same phenomenon then took place behind him.  The figure of a red 

AS instantly appeared wrapped in a small flash of lightning.  It was Venom. 

There were now two giants, each accompanying the brother and sister. 

It was gun muzzle opposite gun muzzle.  They each held their own in the cold, blustery 

wind. 

Finally, Leonard broke into a smile. 

"I see.  It seems you're ready to finish it.  However- let's call it quits for today.  Doing it 

here would, in your words, disgrace the dignity of the dead." 

The Venom, still carefully holding its gun, presented its right hand to Leonard.  With 

refined and polished movements, he sat down gracefully in its palm. 

"Goodbye, Teletha.  And to you over there, as well." 

The Venom stood up.  Through the dancing wind, Tessa yelled, "This is the final warning.  

Stop helping them." 

"Teletha.  You yourself should wash your hands of those people." 



"I can't do that." 

"Take care of the flowers.  Lay them on the graves for me." 

The Venom, stepping backwards, operated its ECS. 

There was a squall of wind and dust.  A flash of light and a crash. 

The enemy was gone.  The sound of its propulsion system moved off. 

Tessa and the Arbalest were left behind in the empty graveyard. 

<...Captain.  Are you hurt?> 

The dark voice of the pilot- Sousuke Sagara, resounded over the white AS's external 

speakers. 

There were a number of chaotically broken gravestones.  He had probably left them- Tessa, 

picking up the dropped flowers, feebly mumbled, "No... I'm fine.  Let's withdraw.  Please call the 

helicopter." 

 

***** 

 

Chapter 1: The Prediction and Visit 

 

[#990129_2342 IP:xx.xxx.xxx.115] 

[#title/The Pacif and a certain city school] 

[#name/none] 

 

[#Even though there was the Pacific Christmas sea jacking incident on the 24th of last 

month, the people around here have come to the conclusion that it has nothing to do with Shun On 



high jacking incident?  It didn't really get reported on because Bush's son was blown up the same 

day, but there's no way I can believe that it's just a coincidence that the same school was involved 

in both] 

[#That conspiracy theory again?  It's old news.  Get over it] 

[#Die!] 

[#It's strange for you to get so serious about it.  It's definitely unusual when the same school 

is involved in two terrorist attacks in eight months, but there probably isn't a reason] 

[#Isn't it obvious?  It's the intentions of the people running a certain country.  They're trying 

to kidnap a lot of our high school girls for love brothel(following omitted)] 

[#Was that the particular wish of the last girl rescued from Shun On?] 

[#She's just a dog.  Not worth knowing] 

[#Oh really?  The photograph in the paper was blurry, but I thought she looked pretty cute] 

[#She's got big breasts, too.  I saw them with my heart's eyes] 

[#Careful, Echelon's watching] 

[#Looks like Echelon's entered "big breasts" as a keyword recently] 

[#What's Echelon?] 

[#Hide] 

[#Seriously, can someone tell me what that girl's origins really are, and not what's just in the 

news?  I heard her dad's an official in the UN] 

[#Probably environmental high commissioner Chidori.  But he's not a high official.  The 

scale and budget is completely different from that of the refugee high commissioner you hear about 

in the news all the time.  It's a new, small position.  If they were going to take hostages, there are 

more valuable targets] 



[#In other words, it's OK to say that Chidori chick is a big-breasted beauty?] 

[#I wish you'd upload that picture] 

[#This is the first time I've replied here.  I have an acquaintance from college who is a 

reporter for a certain newspaper.  When we were drinking, catching up on old times, he complained 

about the story.  It seems that the higher-ups were insisting that they take the victims' rights into 

consideration and hold back on collecting data about the school in question.  One of his colleagues 

that nevertheless tried to collect information about it was sent to some remote location in 

Tajikistan.  There's something in that school] 

[#If there is something lol] 

[#That's what I'm saying!  The people at the top want young high school girls!  If they are 

opposed, then they'll take the Tepodans, and(following omitted)] (*1) 

[#Die] 

[#I'm more interested in the picture of what they call an M9 taken by a student at Shun On.  

Isn't that the latest high-efficiency AS?] 

[#That picture's been doctored.  Since the M9's still in the testing stages even in the US 

Army, there's no way that they could use it for such a delicate operation.  Besides, the 

monomolecular cutter it's holding is way too big, and the head sensor and blade antenna is 

completely different from the M9 they're testing now] 

[#But in the initial M9 blueprints, weren't there sketches of a similar-looking command 

machine?] 

[#Oh, that.  When it was taken, they were selling the 1/48 Itareri kit (out of print).  Its name 

is also XM9.  That plastic model is based on the sketches published by the Pentagon back in those 



days.  But the Edge had a bad reputation for 'gimme gimme' lol.  Right now the most accurate one 

is the Tamiya kit] 

[#I remember an F-19] 

[#Military geek.  Go away] 

[#My cousin goes to Jindai High, and he says it's pretty weird.  He's a third year student, so 

he wasn't involved in any of the incidents, but he said there's always trouble around that girl.  

Violent accidents and small fires and stuff.  And it's all been ignored] 

[#Just talk to a psychic about it.  So that girl has big breasts?] 

[#Shuttup] 

[#This is a serious conversation.  That Chidori guy has been investigating the problem of 

illegal dumping of hospital waste, like all those needles in sacks marked 'biohazard' they discovered 

in the mountains in the Phillipines and stuff.  They say that certain Japanese companies and the 

government are all throwing away their garbage in Southeast Asia.  Don't you think that someone 

like that Chidori guy, who made a lot of enemies during the NGO era, is being threatened by some 

kind of power?] 

[#So highjack the plane and ship his daughter's riding?  That's a little far out on the logic] 

[#That girl's an alien.  She receives electromagnetic waves from the planet Vega to bring 

forbidden technology to Earth.  Arm Slaves and stealth fighters, all of it's technology from Vega] 

[#Electromagnetic waves idiot.  Go away] 

[#Either way, that girl is strange] 

 

***** 

 



It was sixth period in the gymnasium.  The candidates stood on a podium in front of the not-

very-enthusiastic student body, speaking warmly about their own ambitions. 

"-Whereas!  I can declare to you that the closed manner in which the current student council 

runs is only protecting the interests of a portion of the clubs and committees!  If I am elected, I will 

implement a more liberal student council, and I promise a bright school life.  So please, vote for 

me, Tarou Yamada!" 

Sparse applause.  The second year student, wearing boyish glasses, raised his shoulders up 

and down, bowed, then walked briskly off the stage. 

"Thank you.  Next up is Ryouichi Sugiyama from 2nd year, class 5 to give his pledge-" the 

soft female voice of the student council secretary reported from the mike in the wings.  A member 

of the music club, wearing an acoustic guitar strapped over his shoulder, passed beside her and 

headed up on the stage.  It was the student who had placed the bet with Sousuke in the flirting 

battle for the clubroom some time ago. 

"What's up?  I'm Sugiyama, and I'm announcing my candidacy.  If I'm elected, I wanna have 

a concert in the gym once a month." 

(Awesome!) 

Half-interested hooting came from a portion of the students. 

"Alright, then.  I've prepared a song for everyone today.  I'd like you to listen to it." 

The candidate strummed the guitar and began to sing enthusiastically. 

The teachers looked on grimly, but couldn't cut in.  It had been agreed that there was to be 

"no interference with the contents of the speeches" for the sake of a democratic election, but there 

had been no exchange between the current student council president and the teachers' camp. 

Kaname Chidori, who had been listening to the amateur's boast from backstage, just sighed. 



"...he's using this more as an opportunity for a solo than to give a speech." 

"Is that so?" said Sousuke Sagara, standing beside her.  He surveyed the assembly hall 

carefully, then whispered into the radio in his hand, "Headquarters to Alpha One.  Is there anything 

unusual?"  

"This is Alpha One.  There's nothing unusual- I think," replied the first year student in 

charge of equipment over the radio. 

"'I think' is problematic.  Your report should be definite." 

"Roger-" 

"Stay on alert as you are.  Over and out." 

Sousuke turned off his radio, and Kaname gave him a sideways glance. 

"...what've you been sneaking around since earlier for?" 

"Security.  Because of the election of the student president.  There's no guarantee that 

someone hasn't plotted the assassination of an opposing candidate." 

Sousuke was given the questionable post of head of security/aide to the student president by 

the student council.  To say it plainly, he was responsible for security, but in reality it was a way to 

keep him busy with odd jobs.  But whenever there was an event like this, Sousuke would try to 

fulfill his duty, and do more than was necessary. 

"Although naturally, I had wanted all students to oblige to a hand bag check and metal 

detector inspection." 

"Oh, god, not this again... there's no way that someone's plotted an assassination, is there?  

If we were to do such a thing, how many hours do you think it would have taken to get everyone in 

the gym?" 

"That's why I gave up on the idea." 



"I can't tell whether or not that's progress..." 

It had already been nine months since Sousuke had started school here.  Indeed, the number 

of overblown disturbances that had taken place in the beginning had dwindled as time passed. 

"It's my last job in this current student council.  I wanted to do my best," he said in a tone of 

such candidness that Kaname was denied her fretfulness. 

Kaname, who served as the student council vice president, wasn't announcing her candidacy 

in this election, because she would soon be a third year student, and would have to take exams.  

From the start, the student president and vice president would customarily assume office as a first-

year student, then pass through most of their second year.  The current student president, who was 

in his third year and would be graduating soon, was a bit of a different case. 

The music club member's performance continued.  It was just the right bit of savviness.  

There was Japanese love mixed in with that snappy, Yutaka Ozaki-like melody.  The lyrics were 

quite amateurish. 

 

Everyday I spend with you shines brightly 

Just like I've seen the sun 

Just like that smile you gave 

But time passes, and we can't go back 

All of the sadness, anger and love 

 

The winter air in the gym was cold.  In particular, the area backstage was, for some reason, 

freezing.  Even though they were only about ten meters from the cluster of several-hundred warm 

students. 



"I don't like this song," Sousuke suddenly muttered.  Since it was rare for him to express 

such an opinion about these kinds of things, Kaname was more than a little surprised. 

"...this one?" 

"Yes.  It's unpleasant." 

"You think so?  Well, I guess it's just your common, run-of-the-mill emotional song." 

"But I don't like it." 

"I see..." 

Was it possible that he was in a bad mood? 

Kaname thought, and started to casually move a half-a-step away, when Sousuke uttered, "It 

was just a thought.  Don't worry about it." 

"Okay." 

The performance ended.  The music club member left the stage amidst applause. 

"How many people are left?" 

"Four, I think.  We'll run a little late, but that's okay." 

The next candidate, a female student, started to move towards the platform during the 

announcement.  She was a first-year student that had been helping out the student council, and was 

a member of the swim team as well.  For now, it looked like she was using a sex-appeal strategy- 

because, despite the fact that it was freezing inside, she was wearing a racing swimsuit.  Her 

slender shoulders were trembling slightly.  Her tightly-tensed bottom looked cold indeed, and her 

lips appeared to have turned purple. 

"Umm, are you alright?" 

"Of course I am, Miss Chidori!" the girl answered Kaname with a smile as she clenched her 

fists.  Flames of something burned brightly within the depths of her large, round eyes. 



"You just kind of look like you're shaking." 

"No, I'm just shaking with excitement, because I'm going to be the successor entrusted with 

the future of the student council!  I'm completely calm so that I will be elected!" 

"I-I see.  Well, good luck, then." 

"Thank you!  Just watch me, because I will win for sure! ...allll right!" she yelled, getting 

into the fighting spirit and slapping her cheeks with both hands.  She then energetically jumped up 

on the stage. 

"Hellooo!  My name is Yui Morigawa, and I'm running for the next student council *star*  

It's a little embarrassing, but since I'm in the swim club, I thought I'd come dressed like this *star*" 

Suddenly the assembly was filled with roaring and cheering.  Kaname watched the scene 

with half-surprise, and Sousuke said lightly, "She looks like a person I saw at the school festival." 

Indeed, her performance closely resembled the performance Kaname had seen during the 

"Miss Jindai" contest at the school festival. 

"...what're you saying?" 

"Nothing," Sousuke feigned ignorance and reached for his radio. 

 

It took over six hours on the day that they counted ballots for the results to be determined. 

It was quite dark-looking beyond the window of the student council room.  In front of 

Kaname, the members that comprised the student council, and the consulting teacher, the second 

year election committee student read the results of the vote out loud. 

"-Kaoru Takasaki, 157 votes.  Ryouichi Sugiyama, 214 votes.  And... finally, Yui 

Morigawa, 249 votes.  There were 128 bad votes." 

The management committee member cut him off. 



"...very well.  It looks like the 54th student council president will be first year student Yui 

Morigawa.  The vice president will be first year student Hiromi Sasaki, the secretary will be first 

year Kashi Sogata, the treasurer will be first year Hiroshi Kurata, and the auditor will be second 

year Ren Mikihara." 

"Right!" 

"Thanks for all the hard work, everyone." 

"Good job, good job." 

All present gave a polite round of applause.  Those who had been elected were student 

council regulars and people who had held various posts until now, but because they were 

candidates they were not there. 

"Okay, that's all," the supervising teacher- Eri Kagurazaka, said easily, then turned her gaze 

on the student council president, who was sitting in his official chair. 

"Well, didn't this go exactly as you speculated, Hayashimizu?" 

That student- the 53rd student council president, Atsunobu Hayashimizu, looked down and 

shrugged.  He was a young man with clever looks, a tall figure and pale skin.  He wore elegant 

glasses on his long, slit eyes.  The bridge of his nose continued straight down. 

"What I speculated and who the students voted for are unrelated, Miss Kagurazaka.  This 

was always a democratic election," he said in a very calm voice. 

It was well known that Hayashimizu, who possessed far more bargaining power and ability 

to make use of talent than an underhanded politician, had recommended Yui Morigawa for the 

position of president.  The swimsuit fan service at the assembly had certainly been effective, but it 

was a fact that a number of the students had chosen based solely on Hayashimizu’s 

recommendation. 



Policies and budget management weren't that difficult to discuss. 

Virtually everyone in the school had fond memories of the two years he had served as the 

council president. 

He had improved the equipment and facilities of every club, had accrued petty 

championships in all ballgame tournaments, athletic festivals and art contests, and had done away 

with many various regulations concerning the programs at the Culture Festival.  He had brought 

music magazines and fashion magazines into the library room, increased the selling scope of the 

bakery and added a full menu, and made it possible to go into the upstairs area that had been shut 

off in the old days.  He had also opened up the gym, grounds and pool for health days.  And starting 

next year, the students would be given a large say in regards to the destination for the school field 

trip. 

The total sum of all this was very valuable. 

"My intention is to just be free to graduate." 

When Eri Kagurazaka heard Hayashimizu's words, she grinned cheerfully. 

"That's rather ominous.  Your name as a reputed statesman will remain in history!  What do 

you think about that?" 

"That's quite an honor.  If that does happen, then I will try to refer to you as my teacher in 

the autobiography I write in my last years," Hayashimizu replied in a manner that neither indicated 

joking nor seriousness. 

"Thank you.  But we mustn't make fun of adult society, right?" 

"I will take that to heart." 

"Okay, then, we'll post the results of the election on the bulletin board.  Thanks for 

everyone's hard work," she said in closing, then Eri left the student council room.  The election 



committee members and several others went home.  As Kaname made her preparations to follow 

suit, she said to Hayashimizu, "Well, well, it's all over, isn't it?" 

"You've done very well, too, Miss Chidori." 

"Thanks.  You, too," Kaname grinned. 

Kaname, who had, since her first semester of first year, kept an eye on and argued with 

President Hayashimizu, helped out with this and that for the student council, and finally ended up 

serving as the vice president- also had many things come to an end that week for her, as well.  The 

fate of about a half a year.  Naturally, she felt very strongly about it. 

"Sagara, I want to thank you, as well." 

"Not at all, Mr. President," Sousuke said, standing straight up. 

"Mr. President, huh?  But what will you call me after next week, I wonder?  I'll just be a 

normal third year student," Hayashimizu said, to which Sousuke replied without any hesitation, 

"Previous Mr. President.  And after next year, I hope you will allow me to call you Former Mr. 

President." 

Hayashimizu gave a pained smile. 

"Well, so that I don't disrespect that honor, I will have to conduct myself accordingly in my 

life hereafter, it seems.  However, for the time being, just call me 'Sir'." 

"Roger." 

When the two of them talked, Kaname always felt a little isolated.  Their relationship was 

different from a simple friendship, or the bond between boss and subordinate.  Probably the best 

word to describe it was "sympathy".  There was something that ran through the foundation of these 

two, whose upbringings and personalities couldn't be more different- the standards for behavior and 

values- not feelings, but a fundamental part that understood one another. 



They respected each other. 

If, by some chance, either one of them lost that respect, then, at that moment, their 

relationship would probably end. 

Sousuke's relationship with Hayashimizu was essentially like that of his with Kurz Weber, 

Melissa Mao, Andrei Kalinin, and everyone else in Mithril.  It was different from his relationship 

with his classmates like Shinji Kazama, Tarou Onodera, Kyouko Tokiwa, and his homeroom 

teacher Eri Kagurazaka.  Of course, it wasn't as if Sousuke despised or shunned his classmates, but 

it was different from "trusting" them.  He "depended" on them as innocent friends, but he didn't 

"trust" them.  When push came to shove, he didn't try to rely on Shinji, Kyouko or any of the 

others. 

But Sousuke trusted Hayashimizu.  He might even rely on him.  Hayashimizu also trusted 

Sousuke.  Kaname knew that because of all the strange disturbances that had taken place in the past 

nine months.  That meant that finding a person like Atsunobu Hayashimizu in this type of school 

society was an exception to the exception. 

(I guess that makes him a strong comrade...) 

She thought vaguely. 

If that was so, then what did that make her? 

"Chidori?" 

"Huh?" Kaname came back to herself when she heard Sousuke's voice. 

"What is it?" 

"Oh, it's nothing... speaking of which, Hayashimizu.  I know it was a conversation you had 

with Miss Kagurazaka, but do you really have your aim on politics?" 



"Hah hah.  Of course not," Hayashimizu shook his head at himself.  "Between 1,000 

opponents and one hundred million opponents, the liberties one can take are much too different, 

although there were times in middle school when I considered such a path.  Many things have 

happened to change that since then." 

"...and that means what?" 

"I was interested in people.  People with an entirely different meaning from politics and the 

like." 

"..." 

Kaname suddenly remembered the picture of his old girlfriend whom he lost. 

"I think I will try out different things in college.  There are a limited number of 

recommended public institutions out there, but another has an assistant professor who wrote a book 

that I've had my mind on, so I'm going to try and take the exams to get into there.  I was going to 

try and take some sham examinations on the side, but- well, those won't be a problem in the first 

place.  Unless I end up in a traffic accident on the day of the exams." 

From how Hayashimizu talked, passing was probably most certain of the two. 

"Ugh, it's annoying that you have all that free time.  I'm going to be studying for the next 

year." 

"Really?  But when it comes to subjects like science and math, I thought the same thing 

applied to you, as well." 

"Uh..." Kaname choked on her words for a moment. 

"I heard about the term test rankings.  I also read the second year exams.  The evil tricky 

questions were left alone, but- even I couldn't have gotten such perfect scores." 

"..." 



There was no jealousy or sarcasm in Hayashimizu's tone.  Kaname knew very well that he 

wasn't such a small man to be led by those kinds of motives.  His way of speaking suggested that it 

was out of simple interest and doubt to test and see how she would respond. 

"...no, I'm sorry." 

He probably guessed at the somber look in her eyes, and Sousuke's subtle tension.  

Hayashimizu looked a little regretful, cast his eyes downward and waved his right hand. 

"Well, anyway, you should treasure your abilities." 

"Ah... okay.  You're right.  Ah hah hah hah," she forced a laugh and scratched the back of 

her head.  "W-well, I should be getting home.  Sousuke, what about you?" 

"Yes.  We should be going." 

"No- Sagara.  I have something I'd like to talk to you about," Hayashimizu got the better of 

Sousuke as he started getting ready to leave. 

"What is it?" 

"It's just a simple thing.  Would you stay for a bit?" he said, and looked out over Kaname, 

the treasurer and everyone from the election committee.  Everyone other than Kaname had 

exchanged glances, muttered "good job" and left the student council room.  Hayashimizu's gaze 

rested on the remaining Kaname. 

Somehow, she was in the way. 

"Yeah, yeah, I get it- it's a guy-thing.  Then I'll wait for you in the entranceway, Sousuke," 

she said kindly at last and shrugged. 

"Roger." 

"Sorry, Miss Chidori." 



Leaving Sousuke and Hayashimizu behind, Kaname walked out of the student council 

room. 

 

Hayashimizu waited a bit after Kaname had left, then said, "Do you think she can hear us?" 

"No," Sousuke replied after concentrating a little bit. 

"Let's go to the roof just to make sure." 

Hayashimizu rose from his official chair and grabbed a bunch of keys hanging in one corner 

of the student council room. 

"...?" 

The two of them left the student council room.  The ballot-counting operation had taken 

many hours, so the school was already completely dark and no one was there.  The corridor seemed 

frozen by the winter air.  They walked silently, up the stairs and out onto the rooftop of the south 

building.  The sound of opening the rooftop door lock echoed very loudly in the silence. 

The stars twinkled in the cold winter sky.  It was already night time.  The muffled sounds of 

car engines passing back and forth on the nearby metropolitan streets resounded throughout the 

area. 

Standing next to the air conditioning unit, which was making a muddled, clunky sound as it 

ran, Hayashimizu said, "Sagara." 

His loose hair was blown around by the compressor's gentle breeze. 

"What I'm about to tell you is just my nosing about.  Just think of this as advice from a 

naive friend who doesn't know any of the details." 

"....okay." 



The soon-to-be retired student council president was silent for five, six seconds; then he 

broke the ice with, "I don't think you can carry on like this anymore." 

Those words carried pain.  Those words carried weight. 

Those expected words of Hayashimizu felt as if they had hollowed out the inside of 

Sousuke's chest.  Of course, he hadn't told Hayashimizu about Mithril, himself or Kaname's history.  

Such a conversation had never taken place.  He had avoided it. 

But- 

It wasn't as if this clever young man wouldn't realize the various problems relating to it. 

It wasn't as if he wouldn't notice. 

"..." 

 

"You're not the problem.  If you tried a little harder, you might become a somewhat 

ordinary man.  You're already learning enough to compromise with our society.  In time I think 

you'll settle down into the level of just "your average eccentric person".  I know this because I've 

watched you put forth the effort.  However-" 

Hayashimizu then looked in the direction of the main entranceway.  That was where 

Kaname was supposed to be waiting for Sousuke. 

"-the problem is her." 

The dark look on his face as he said this was something that Sousuke had never seen before. 

"I don't know what it is she has.  I'm not going to try to make any guesses or suppositions.  

But I can vaguely imagine the reason why you are here, as well as the reason why a number of 

incidents have taken place.  And what is that?  Her.  Everything centers around her.  It's not just the 





highjacking or the sea jacking, either.  In the truly serious incidents, everything, without exception, 

has centered around her." 

If he did a little investigating- and listened to the students' stories- he would soon 

understand. 

That's right. 

It wasn't like he wouldn't notice. 

"At first, I thought it was probably because of her father's position in the UN.  But it's not, 

because that wouldn't explain everything.  And there was another element that came out of the 

events she was involved in- your invariable absence, and the armed forces of unknown affiliations." 

"..." 

"That's all I know.  I refrained from being too nosy, but it's something that I have even felt 

so far.  It's only a matter of time before other people start making a fuss... and after next week, I'll 

just be an ordinary student.  Then next month I'll be gone.  I will no longer be able to accommodate 

you out of simple courtesy, and neither will Morikawa or any of the others elected today.  Not only 

will she not have that kind of power; on the contrary, it's possible that she could become your 

enemy.  She and the others may even try to exile you from this paradise which I have prepared for 

you.  Why?  You understand, right?" 

"...because if Chidori and I were gone, this place would be safe." 

"It's unfortunate, but true.  It's probably not your fault, but when I heard about the Christmas 

incident, I really regretted my attitude so far.  What if students had been hurt?  What if they had 

been injured and died?  I-" 

Sousuke's jowl stiffened. 

"I... it was supposed to be a safe mission." 



He couldn't hold it back.  Hayashimizu was the one person he couldn't help but want to 

vindicate things to.  It didn't matter if it was confidential.  Sousuke repressed his own confusion, 

and arbitrarily started explaining matters furiously. 

"We... we needed a clue as to who was targeting her.  That was what the mission was for.  

We had always been on the defensive up until then... we wanted to do something.  If we eliminate 

their colleagues' positions and money, then the interference would stop.  We have to do something.  

Then it should be safe.  That's why the Intelligence Department and Research Department are 

collecting analyses.  It will only take a little longer.  That's all the power that my unit has.  If we 

only had some more time-" 

"I told you already.  Your time is almost up." 

It was the first time that Sousuke had ever heard Hayashimizu speak in such a dark tone of 

voice. 

"I-" 

"I don't want to say 'That's why you should leave.'  Like I said at the start of this 

conversation, this is just advice.  However- it's not hard for someone like me who doesn't know the 

details to imagine this ending painfully... and now that my successor has been decided, my last 

concern was about you and her.  I wanted to go ahead and tell you about the situation.  I think you 

should discuss it with her," Hayashimizu said in the serious voice of a prophet with a melancholic 

look in his eyes as he leaned against the fence. 

"If you don't leave, you'll be tortured by regret later." 

Sousuke swallowed. 

"I... I like it here." 



"So do I.  Everyone's so innocent.  They're naive and virtuous, but- they are human, after 

all.  If they get scared, they become anxious.  They also can become-" 

He exhaled a cloud of white breath. 

"-cruel." 

For a moment, an image froze in Sousuke's mind. 

Hostility. 

The animus looks of those in their class, the student council and others.  Hostility, mixed 

with terror, and without a shred of compassion- that sinister hatred.  Unpleasantness, persecution, 

and resentment.  And the figure of the girl who would be bearing the full brunt of it all. 

It was a terribly frightening image. 

Hayashimizu must have read the look on Sousuke's face, because he then gave a little shrug 

and, returning back to his usual, carefree tone of voice, said, "But this may just be a problem of 

pessimism.  In the end, this is only a school.  Just a route." 

"A route...?" 

"They're forgetful.  Life goes on.  Even many years from now... here." 

Hayashimizu handed Sousuke the keys to the roof. 

For some reason, that key ring felt very heavy. 

"I'm going to go first.  Someone's been waiting for me.  Please put the keys back for me." 

Hayashimizu walked towards the roof exit alone.  The secretary was waiting in the 

doorway.  She didn't look as if she had heard their conversation. 

(Sorry to make you wait) 

(Not at all) 

(You knew I would be here, didn't you?  You looked for me) 



(Yes.  Well, just a little... he he) 

The black-haired girl gave him a refined smile.  She gave a small nod over to Sousuke, then 

following after Hayashimizu, disappeared from the roof. 

 

***** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translator’s Notes: 

 

1. The Tepodan was a short-range missile in Korea. 
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