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12.05.03 Try again. Once again.  I will try to remember.

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

Shin Act-A:  Fear & Ignorance

The young, maroon headed boy felt lightheaded, a lemming trapped in a dream.  He made his way to the monitor, taking reassurance from its soft, warm glow.  Then there was a click and tingle of chains.  Iori looked down to his feet and saw a pair of manacles that looked like large handcuffs, locked at his knees.  The infamous 3 foot leather belt that was strapped between Iori's legs were replaced by metal and chain.  Halfway between the chain was another longer chain that prevented Iori from walking any further.  Like a dog, he was chained within a circular boundary.  At the end of the chain, replacing a wooden peg was a Katana. 

He was again in a familiar room.  A dark room that surrounded him with menacing monitors.  It was a familiar sight.  However, unlike it was before the room was darker.  The television monitors that drove him insane were now dark and silent, taunting him with the fear.

In the middle of the vast room that trapped him were three screens that lay side by side.  Slowly the boy could tell that their life was slowly fading.  It was as if their life energy was slowly being sucked away.  His terror overcame him and he refused to blink, forever trying to engrain in his mind the last few images that flew across his face.  On the leftmost monitor he saw a purple haired adult kneeling in pain, the man grasped at his abdomen in disgust but at the same time – in disbelief.  The man looked up, and the boy could see his blood soaked face.  Instead of the rage he expected to see in the monitors he saw... fear, and loss.  Without warning the monitor flickered and died out, leaving only two.

“Oi, Iori, it’s 5:00 already.  Time to put down the books.  The guys are going to the bar after work.” Seirimi smiled invitingly and pulled Iori by the hand, motioning him to get up from his desk.

Iori smiled a bit and sighed.  He shrugged his shoulders and put his pen down beside his record book.  “Well, I guess…” he began nonchalantly…  but before he could finish his sentence the monitor, like the first, flickered and died.

“HEY!!  Iori-sensei-chan!” his kindergarten kids called from the distance, beckoning their teacher to come play.  The third and final monitor called out.

The young boy knew what would happen next, but he believed and prayed in his heart that it wouldn’t.  <Don’t leave me…> the boy begged.  <Please, don’t leave me alone in the darkness.>

His calls were for naught because as he knew from the bottom of his heart but could not bring himself to believe, the third monitor began to flicker its dying breath.  The boy leapt up from his squat, unable to be submissive to fate.  He reached out with all his strength, and he truly believed that he could stop the last monitor from dying.  The monitor did not die out immediately, but seemed to respond to his chained passion.  Despite the obvious fact in this video land.  The boy was chained and unable to move freely he still thought he could reach the screen and somehow prevent his fate from controlling him.  He gnashed his teeth and growled in defiance.  There was only one thought in his mind.  His clawed hand was in front of him and he reached out to his future, BECAUSE he [KNEW] he could change.  If he [BELIEVED] he could – then he could fight.

As if to respond to his calls, the purple haired man stopped his advance towards his kindergarten students.  The children gathered in the distance, the sunset was their backdrop.  The boy opened his mouth, sure of himself, but no words came from his mouth.

The man stopped, his thoughts were silent from us.  The words MUTE bannered the bottom of the screen.  In this diversion, the boy made himself smile a bit. Maybe he could make something happen, his fingers grasped for air towards the crackling brightness.  Just inches from salvation he felt the slight warmth.  A warmth that reminded him he was still alive – that indeed he still existed.

As if to mock him, only 2 inches from the buttons on the monitor the chains that bound him screamed like hungry jaws.  And he fell.  The boy’s legs, bound by chain stopped and pulled back, he fell on his chest, yet still grasping at the warmth.

If to mock him, the purple haired man looked over his shoulder, staring directly at the boy’s eyes.  [Don’t go… please] the boy’s lips curled, but no words came from his mouth.  Drowning in the darkness he reached out and begged for the man to save him.   

But he turned around anyways ignorant of anyone watching, and walked away.  In the end the monitor flicked shut, as if a fuse had blown… leaving only a silver line on the screen before it disappeared like a star burning out.

Then, there was darkness.

<it’s cold.  It’s so, so very cold.> the boy cried – but he couldn’t reach anything, and lay on the floor broken.

…


The moon rose high tonight, accenting the damp hazy fog that blanketed the entire place, making the dewdrops on the leaves around him glisten sweetly.  He was trapped, surrounded by tall iron fences, spiked on its top, trapping all his desires in him.  Chains tied the granite tombstones around him, preventing thieves from stealing them for their own selfish gain.

“What has happened to us, darling?” He leaned back, putting all his weight on his left leg, the sole leg which propped him up.  Both hands in pockets and looking in the deep darkness above the iron fences that surrounded him.  

“I don’t feel anything.” The masterless ninja paused, almost as if he expected an answer.  Slowly realizing none would come, he shifted his weight back on both legs and looked to the side sluggishly.  

“Just like you said didn’t you?”  He imagined her face, sad yet determined, “You said that our hatred would burn out, and we would forget and break this cycle of revenge…”

“I guess you were right.”  He admitted to the silence, “but...  I won’t let it happen.”  He grunted.  “Because if I did, then it means that [they] were right; and I would have justified their [evil] actions – and Masa and Mikaido’s deaths would’ve been in vain.”

His hands came together in prayer and bowed low for a moment.  he paused with eyes closed, but despite that, was fully aware of his surroundings.  He could hear the gates swing and the leaves drop from the trees onto the cold cobblestone cemetery path.  He even heard a pair of middle-aged ladies gossip behind him, mumbling things about his actions.  It must be horrible when you can’t even pray peacefully in public now.

In such an open minded place, where everyone DEMANDS respect, they can’t even give it if its not convenient for them.

This is New Hong Kong.  A story in a place where everyone collides, and people sacrifice their freedom for security.

EIJI KISARAGI broke from his stance and put his hands back in his navy blue trench coat.  He adjusted his winter facemask, making sure it was tight around his mouth and ears but loose around his spiked hair.

“TEN GOKU he yokozo! (Welcome to the paradise!)” he exclaimed to his departed comrades.  Every story must have an ending.   

…    


Wedding bells accented the air in this lazy yet bright Sunday morning.  A slick haired, blonde haired man smiled towards the crowd.  The man’s name was Geese Howard.  He had lost count, maybe it was his fifth wedding.  He smiled anyways to the armada of guests that occupied his celebration.  It was an open park next to the towering church in the middle of the town.  A safe haven for sinners and saints alike.


The man who looked from afar wondered sometimes. Did his own mother have the honour of such a memorable and wonderful event as a wedding?  Paying no attention to Howard he looked at his bride-to-be’s face.

Without a doubt, it was plain to see – that she was happy – at least for this moment.  What a wonderful event.  

The man leaned against a tree like a stranger, his hands at his side.  He knew the gentleman – blonde haired like the groom handing the couple a pair of rings.  He was handing his father a pair of rings, his name was Topper.

<Did my mother have a wedding?  Father?>  The stranger asked in his mind.  <Was she happy too?  At least, for that shot and timeless moment?>  Oh how he begged an pleaded it was so – and that he could’ve been there. Maybe in that moment he would feel okay.  He would feel warm in the darkness because he could cling to that moment where seconds seemed to slow.


Distraught from the pain of defeat and betrayal the stranger still wanted to cling to it, that one special moment that would keep him going on.  Maybe if that moment had happened, maybe if that [moment] was true, he could justify his loyalty.


It was never true, but if you believe it to be can you go on?   Can you believe that your actions and crimes could be justified in the end?  He pushed himself against the tree as if to transfer his own selfish pain into the earth below him – that the earth could make his sorrows alright.


“It’s time to go.” A coarse voice grunted from behind him.  Eiji Kisaragi, arms crossed, said to his pupil.  


“I’m…  I’m not done yet, old man.” He retorted in half surprise, yet the other half as if he practiced the line in his mind for 25 years.


We’re now 25 years old , and look at what’s become of us…  We can’t return to the past and we’re afraid of the bleak, bleak future.


“It’s better we go.” Eiji corrected, a little more forcefully – hiding any tones of concern he might or might not have had.


“I’m coming, fucker.”  Billy cussed under his breath and stood up straight.  He felt for his sidearm, a 3-sectional red staff that hung from his side.  “I’m… I’m gong…”   


“Good.”  Was Eiji’s only reply.  Eiji walked away into the dimly lit forest path, leaving pink petals in his way.


BILLY KANE followed, a scowl on his face had nothing to say to anyone.  He walked slowly following his arrogant master’s path.  Eiji disappeared in the thicket beyond them.


For a moment, Billy stopped.  He stood still and couldn’t take another step as his shoulders weakened.    He bit his lip.  He rolled his eyeballs up and made sure no one was watching and ran the back of his forearm across his eyes to wipe the [tears] from his eyes.  He continued walking.  


Eiji stopped mid-step and breathed a sigh.  He continued walking silently after that.  

“Aho. (Fool.)”


If only I could’ve seen her face, maybe I could go on…   Running both arms extended, towards the paradise.

