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---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Let’s start this story over again, one more time, from the top.

Life never ends, as long as there is tomorrow.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Act 93:  Genki Sushi

Boys are such horrible creatures.  This apparent fact can be said without a faltering tone.  Fearful of commitment in something they cannot understand, unwilling to stop fighting, only being able to comprehend how far a stone will fly when they throw it in front of them, and a desire to compensate for weakness, as if they could live forever – this confusion they feel inside too, but they just don’t realize it.


It is not even a succinct issue of love and hate, a feeling of cowardice or of bravery.  It is a moment where [substance] and [emptiness] exist in the same place. As one tries to fill a void and the void destroying matter within its voluptuous unknown darkness, it is a cycle that make streams continue their motion, it makes the air continue to flow – this is what makes the world revolve around its axis.


If you don’t understand – then you never will, because, you are a…

…


It had been only a little over a day.  It had just been 24 hours or so but the old man could already hide the aching sensation that resonated in his thighs as he took each step over the other as he made his way through the bustling evening city.  He refused to let any of it show and still cocked his shoulders back and walked forward proudly – because he was a man – and he shouldn’t let any weakness show – this was what he was taught.  Walking down the district and people passing his tattered appearance he didn’t make eye contact.  To them they pretended that he didn’t exist.  This was fine for him.  To him he walked like royalty down the open-air hallways, his subjects refusing to look up at his brow that soared up in the night sky.  Chin walked steadily even though he knew his legs should ache from the merciless battering from a day ago.


Chin looked down at his hands at that white cardboard and he matched that address to the bright restaurant in front of him.


He looked down.  The business card had a simple drawing of a smiling fish.  A speech bubble erupted from that poisson’s  mouth…  “D E S U.”  It said exuberantly.  Chin looked up and he stood in front of a sushi restaurant named GENKI SUSHI.  As an answer the same happy fish plastered itself above the wooden sliding door.

The real world will never follow you when you set foot in here, it said.


Welcome.  Welcome to Genki Sushi the sign said invitingly.

…


8:52 PM.


Chin slid the door open with his left hand with a resounding THWACK and welcomed the cool breeze from the air conditioner as he stepped forward two steps over the doorframe of heaven and into the restaurant.  A young girl leapt from her corner and smiled widely as she put her arms over her chest and began to bow.


Chin replied to her look and she stuttered in a slight confusion. He continued looking.  She was not sure how to address the rough clothed old man that stepped over the doorframe of her master’s palace.  This was genki sushi.

This was genki sushi.


“Irrashy..”  she began to welcome, stopping her bow halfway and looking up to meet him at the eyes.  To her, what looked at a tired, old homeless man stood there.  Hiding behind her plastic smile she…


“IRRASHY…”  a boy’s voice boomed over the counter without looking up, acknowledging the chine of the sliding door.  WELCOME!  He boomed loudly and proudly with no prejudice before his eyes could rise up.


 Chin had already defeated her stare in his own mind and without a thought when she broke and looked low, disgustingly unwilling to match his gaze, he looked past the girl then to the boy who stood at the ready behind the sushi bar.  

Chin looked past the façade and welcomed a challenge.  In Chin’s mind he had already steeled himself for rejection but only to confirm it, he didn’t break.  The boy looked up from wiping his chef’s knife and stared past the counter to the door, at the man who dared to lay a step into his house.  His grand palace he kept away from the world around him.


{Even if you told me to go away,} Chin thought.  {Even if you turn me away from this place – I know,} thought Chin, that I won’t be hurt, because I was ready for your arrogance and your manly ways.  Because I am a decrerepit, dirty man, I know that I don’t belong here.  [Here]. In this world you’ve molded to your liking.  If you turn me away, I am better than you because I’ve shielded myself from your arrogance, you are simply just reflecting on your own…


“Oj…”  Sie’s stammer from behind the sushi bar halted Chin’s downward spiral.  “Ojii-san (gramps)!” called Sie.  “IRASSYAI! (Welcome!),” he roared, “YOHROHSHIKU!”  Sie welcomed, putting down all the heavy thoughts he carried in his mind and bowed low.


IRRASHYAIMASSE!!!  


…Sie roared with all his heart as he slammed both palms on the wooden table in front of him.  “Sie’s platoon of waitresses, relying onto their master could do no other than to drop their conversations and look at the door – and on instinct, they just trusted him and put their hands across their aprons.  The young girl who greeted Chin by the door threw her eyes to Chin’s feet and they proclaimed.


IRRASHAYIMASSE!”  Welcome sir!


Welcome to GENKI SUSHI.  Now, you walk apart from the real world.

… 



She stood there in the snow.  The boy thought it was just a movie.  He could walk away and observe only as one watched this simple antagonistic movie.  No one had to get hurt…  In his mind he fancied a little piano concerto as he enveloped himself in a tragic scene molded carefully to his liking.  He was hurt she was hurt, but he walked away so neither of them would continue to feel [it].


He fancied it this way and didn’t even know that she didn’t even care at that point.

…


Chin rolled his arms inside his shoulder sockets and made himself relax as he shuffled around to get comfortable in the seat.  It was a while since he placed himself in this position, and it came back to him, in albeit, a difficult pace.

…


The boy’s eyes were now open.  Sie was already upon him and without inclination to hold back his blows.  It became apparent now if once before it did not – that this boy [knew] what he was doing, and if this untamed rage continued, there could only be one result…


Sie skipped on his toes, shifting his weight nimbly on the balls of his feet.  Up down, left right, forward and back.  It seemed inconsequential since the old beggar didn’t fight back, but the boy continued with the routine, almost arrogantly, trapped in his own world by conclusion from the spectators around.


…if this continued…

…


From behind the counter, Sie dipped his blade into a tall glass of rice vinegar and let it glide down the edge to cleanse the taste from the last piece of flesh he had cut and wiped it down purposely with his apron.  He set his eyes at the old man invitingly, at the corner of his vision assuring that the edge of his chef’s knife was prim and proper and clean of the flavour of the now slowly bitter becoming past.  “Ojii-san,” said Sie.  “The kitchen’s closed already but I can still serve you sushi if it’s uncooked.  Jya dozo…”  Sie welcomed.


Sie looked up, a little bit frustrated that he couldn’t let his guard down and adjust to the kingdom around him.  His lower back and shoulders was tense – not because of the aching sensation resonating in his joints, but at the unfamiliar uneasiness that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand in attention.


A young, blonde haired Japanese waitress stood behind Chin.  This much he knew.  She posed no threat, he understood this, but the mere fact that she watched him from a few healthy steps back didn’t sit well with the proud old man.  


“Don’t worry.”  He scoffed over his shoulder at the girl who cautiously cradled her fingers together and placed her hands on her lap while standing.  She looked up when called to attention.  “I took a bath today, miss.”  Chin said.  Embarrassed, the girl stammered, but coherent words didn’t form.  Her cheeks began to flush a bright red.


Sie interjected immediately.  “Ojii-san.”  The young master cut in.  “That’s not it.  Ayumi…”  Sie commanded while still maintaining his smiling face.  “Please apologize to the customer.”


“I’m sorry – I’m sorry,” she stammered bowing multiple times not quite so different from those novelty oil filled bobbing woodpeckers you find in cheap thrift stores.  “I..  I think I’m coming down with a cold, and I didn’t…”


Chin put his hand up limply, still not turning around.  “Save it.  I’m fine, miss.”  Said the old man without any effort to hide the disappointment from his voice.


“The specials are pretty…”  Sie cut in slowly, no guilt audibly emanating from his voice Chin noted…  Perfection.  He really believed in it.  He believed in himself.

…


Sie ceased his rhythmic bouncing and stretched his fists out, reminding himself to relax his shoulder.  He placed them wide past the axis of his shoulders.  Wide and open his stance was and this only told the old man to…


{Stand up, please.  Tatte kudasai…} The old master would say politely.


Chin held the convulsing sensation in his gut and steadied his thoughts.  It was getting dark, but he knew the blows had stopped for the moment, he had to focus or else he would lose those 5 dollars he was promised.  Chin swiped the air in front of him, shooing away the hazy fog that begun to attack his vision.  He kept himself moving..  he kept his mind active so he wouldn’t slip into the abyss that now extended from behind the boy, to the width of the concrete walkway, and now it was beginning to devour the old man as well.  He kept moving to maintain blood flow.  The willed his mind to stay focused thinking of sharp flashes that ran across his mind like scenes from a TV drama.  He saw those things…


Chin slapped his open palm behind him to steady himself and wobble to a stand, pride fuelling his body, his shattered brain commanded his knees to support his body – negating the pain he just thrust simple, one cent commands to his lower torso to stiffen, balance then - move!  He wobbled slightly but in a slight moment, in consistent agonizing pace, he was up.  His hands were up again.  Maybe it was instinct because he had done it before – he curled his fingers into his uplifted palm in an arrogant invitation.  COME ON, BOY.  He grinned, prodding his enemy – fanning the carnivorous flames to rise higher.


Those four, outstretched fingers curled up into his palm.  He said to him.  I’m weigh up here, in the clouds, come up to me, and face me, I’m not done yet.  Come up to me in heaven – he curled those fingers in.  COME AND GET IT.  Chin smiled.

…


Chin stopped the boy too.  “I only have money for two large beers, shonen (boy).  I won’t be needing any food tonight.”


Sie dug deep and dug hard for the next thing to say, he knew what he had to say, but he caught himself.  He kept his face up and willed the synapses in his brain to not look away from the old man.  It was easy enough, but a voice in his mind told him that offering him a free beer might and would not bode well at this situation.  He probably thought he knew this old man better – just like he knew that girl in that snowy empty road, trapped in that television drama that for some reason kept repeating in his mind.


He stayed silent, and Ayumi bowed low just standing there, her back tensing from the uncomfortable silence.  She couldn’t leave before her master did first.


“Two.”  Chin raised that limp L shaped arm again commanding her without the privilege of seeing his eyes.  Two fingers extended, “Ooki Asahi, ni hon, kudasai.  (Two large Asahi beers please.)”  He requested.  With that she bowed low and rushed back to the kitchen in a frantic escape.


…and he was left to fend for himself.  “I really did take a bath for today, Chin reassured Sie,” finally releasing them both from that cold grip of silence.  


“Oh.”  Sie nodded.  “I see…  Where do you live?”  Sie said respectfully, probably  absentmindedly, his pokerface was perfect, calm and smiling.


“At the temple up the hill.”  Chin answered.


“Oh…”

…


The boy left no time for other thought and he appeared in front of him with two long strides.  A light, quick jab from his left caught Chin’s attention when it hit the bottom of his right cheek, and in response Sie followed up, swerved his body round by his waist and delivered a merciless right cross into Chin’s face.  The old man’s cranium shook violently like a child’s plastic rattle.


Chin lumbered back, and he knew that with this boy he flew back not because he was trying to make the teen feel better, Chin realized long ago that this boy knew what he was doing – when the darkness began to eat him, the old man knew if this continued…


Toes curled once again he tried to stay focused and upright, barely staying on.  The only way he could stay in this world was to issue simple commands to his body.  Simple commands that said; BREATHE.  TIGHTEN.  BALANCE.  ONE…  TWO.  He had made his motor actions as simple so his body could understand it.  Then his mind fought away the cold with those thoughts.  


There was that boy.  Then there was that dark living room.  Then there was that alley that he remembered was burning hot.  Jesus and Satan.  Those thoughts kept the synapses sparking.  Subdividing complex thoughts that kept the human body existing through the test of time and evolution, he subdivided it into those few moments that looped like a broken record.

…


“Shonen…  (Boy).”  Chin threw the conversation aside.  Sie, cut his thought mid sentence and turned his gaze at Chin.  In the same motion, Chin reached into his pocket and slipped out a small white business card that said GENKI SUSHI - on it in large bold font, then laid it between the boy and himself.  He slid it forward with two outstretched fingers above the counter.


“Why…”  


“Why did you fight me, yesterday?”  Chin said.

…


The old keeper of the temple completed his greeting and said no word when he looked up his chores of sweeping.  Sie returned the greeting casually and after bowing to excuse himself made his way at the grand Budhha statue that loomed two stories over the peonic seeming monks that scattered themselves in the main hall.  He looked up in innocent awe and wonder at its grandness and how its pupil less eyes seemed to watch the world like the moon and the stars in the sky.


Chin brought the master back to the world and his eyes asked all the questions.


“Sir.”  He said to the older  monk to Chin.  “That boy…  he…”  trying valiantly to hide his horror.

…


“Why did you [fight] me, yesterday?”  Chin repeated.

…


Chin skidded on the hard concrete.  He couldn’t remember what just happened in the past few seconds that had transpired between then and now.  The cut above his right eyebrow gushed feverishly and began to block his vision.  While not a vital wound, it was infamous for ending fights.  The wound would continuously flow red with blood until you could see nothing else but that.  A dark red curtain that only meant an inevitable end. 


The young boy lunged over Chin who lay defenseless with his back on the ground.  Mounting over his upper chest and trapping his movements, Sie erupted with constant attacks of left and right, jostling the old man’s skull to and fro.  Chin was beyond slow conscious thought, that fact was demonstrated when he put his right arm up to deflect the oncoming barrage when he couldn’t take anymore.  Muscle memory told him that he had to do it.  While the blows still connected, it dulled the impact somewhat and he was able to focus between the red stream that swept down his eyeballs and the blinding sunlight that silhouetted the evil above him.


Everyone towered over him, and everyday he was beaten by the giants that threw those painful blows to his head.  Then silence…

…


The pain and impact that reverberated the chunks of matter in his head stopped.  It was quiet for a moment.  He gazed upwards to fight the sting of the light in his eyes.  Was it over?  


Papa.  It’s me…


Chin’s vision focused slowly but surely up high – it became clear to him.  Looming over his frail weak body was that young boy dressed in a light coloured sport coat.  Ah.

AH!  Could this be it – a cold breeze pierced between his heaving panicked chest an drenched shirt.  The muscles in Chin’s face were sore and spasmed from the constant barrage and shock, but he still slowly made a slight grin.


AH!


Papa, let’s go home.  The young man touched his crumpled, unshaven cheek lovingly, easing him back home.  Chin welcomed it and believed wholeheartedly.  When the old man curled his neck painfully to a stand, a thick gushing sound he heard – blood erupted from his ears.  He stammered a bit in a familiar tense he remembered when he drank whisky.


Blood erupted from his ears.


…but it was okay.  It was time to go home.


The boy placed his hands firmly on Chin’s shoulder to steady him, his hand rose up.

…


NOT YET!  WAKE UP!  Sie raised his fist up to heaven, and Chin had to look away.  That tense, cocked fist was a dark star when enveloped by the light as it eclipsed the will of GOD.  


WAKE UP!!


Sie swerved the entire weight of his entire upper body into that punch.  On the verge of breaking, Chin’s neck snapped and threw his face to the rough gravel behind him – hurtling him back into the world.  Chin’s knees curled with a jerk then relaxed.


Not content, Sie put his open palms on his knees and stood up – in a single motion he punched on his legs and leapt 5 feet into the air.  In mid-flight, Sie grabbed a hold of his right ankle, tucking his calf onto his thigh in a makeshift evil spear.  As it was GOD’s will he fell downwards by the chains of the earth, legs curled at the white knuckled knees poised to Chin’s neck.


There was no more time.


There was no time for being weak, there was no time to regret the past, there was no time to reminisce on what could have been if he had made another decision in the past.  In a distinct instant, Chin understood that if this continued, HE WOULD SURELY DIE!!!


He stopped looking behind him to cling to the past.  Maybe the pain he invited himself to feel – the way he invited the world to abuse him…  That emptiness he felt in heart, was filled with something else…  if only for a short while.


<I…  I DON’T WANT TO DIE!>  

…

