Heaven on Earth  
“You too will understand - this [tragedy], boy; even when others never will…”  

- this is simply just another story of [m].
07.04.1990 - Grassy field.  The lazy Sunday afternoon was coming to an end and soon, the sun would begin to set deep into the horizon, leaving the young boy to his own devices.  He pushed his back up against the tree behind him and slowly watched the shadows run across the green grass beneath his feet.  He just stood there with a smile on his face.  As always his big brother would come to pick him up and take him home from the long day from his part time job, from the long day that passed by – this everyday – every single day that passed across his eyes.  It was the same old day, his only purpose was to wake up and welcome what tomorrow would bring.  <What wonderful thing would tomorrow bring,> he thought to himself as he examined each blade of grass that stood under his black shoes.  The boy’s hair swung with the slight cool breeze.  Each grey block of his spiked hair waved in unison – they danced together, because this was just another day.

This is to the one I love…  the one I will love forever.

It was getting late, maybe his brother had forgotten about him - what to do.

…


“Sorry I’m late” Shuuhei heaved as he scratched his head, revealing his tell-tale elbows scabbed and scratched from yet another one of his meaningless fights.  His fingers ran through a hairstyle, blocky and vertical, similar to his baby brother.  However, in his case, the grey chunks held a slight tinge of blonde, in a fiery pattern that erupted from his scalp.


This was a familiar scene, a familiar memory.  The boy looked up from his cross legged Indian sit, and looked at his big brother disappointedly.  “Ahia (big brother)!”  He scolded as he always did.  “You’re late.”  He stated the obvious with the twisted half frown – half smirk that came naturally to him.  “Ahia…  You got in a fight again.” He said upset.

…


Indeed he was late again tonight, the boy mused.  He put his hands onto his toes and rocked back and forth on the grass.  The grey haired Chinese boy rolled his eyes back into his head in frustration, hiding behind a tense grin.  “Ahia…” 

…


“Easy!!  Easy.”  Shuuhei’s faced grimaced as his little brother replaced the day old bandages around his ribs.  Underneath, the purple and red bruise erupted from the day old injury.  


The boy held no remorse; with a forceful grunt he tugged tight onto the bandages. He then dug deep into his ranger first-aid kit for a fresh roll of bandages and patches.  He taped the pads on and after spreading some foul smelling Oriental ointment, then proceeded to completely bandage the wound.  “Who was it this time, Ahia?”


“Ichiro got me REAL good, kiddo.”  Shuuhei said, his teeth grimacing at his baby brother’s rough motions.  “Ow!  That hurts, buddy.”  He reminded.


“Serves you right,” was his younger brother’s reply. “Getting into fights all the time.  You’re fuc....”  He stopped himself.  “You’re a stupid head.”  He came back, still remembering his place as the younger brother.


Shuuhei draped his right hand over his bare left shoulder, and grinned as he looked back at his brother.  “One day you’ll understand, kid.”


“Don’t call me kid.”  He said yet again, once again as he did time and time again.


Shuuhei paid no heed and continued “Idiot, you’re just a baby...”


The boy tugged hard on the bandage, and that reminded Shuuhei to just pipe up.

…


The young boy ran his index finger along the top of his shoe – he couldn’t help but snicker as he remembered his big brother’s grimace whenever he pulled those bandages tight.  “You’re a fuckin’ idiot.”  He murmured, only when he was sure no one was around.


…and so he wondered yet again, why he blindly followed such a stupid man.  Maybe it was just destiny, that young boys want to become great men as their big brothers showed them.  In the end, that was all he had, there was no father, there was just a beaten old mother who trapped herself in her own world & never really had the time to tell him, the boy, that he was [good].  All he wanted was someone, anyone, to tell him he was a good son.

…


“Why do you keep on fighting?  With Ichiro, and with Akira?”  he asked.  “Don’t you want to do good in school?  Don’t you want to make mom happy and get a good job, a pretty wife, get a nice car, so we can escape from this…  this life?  That’s what I want to do.”  He said, grabbing, clawing desperately for guidance from him.


Shuuhei didn’t move from his place next to the boy, he couldn’t give him the false lies - the false truths that would make him sleep sweetly at night.  He merely looked to his side.  “I don’t know if this is the [right] way,” he said absentmindedly.  “…but one day, maybe you’ll understand too, kid.”  Shuuhei smiled widely.  His mouth taut from a baffling glee, even though his eyes seemed to stay the way they were, the sad way they always were - in that mysterious look.  “It’s all up to you now, buddy,” he said, “One day, you’ll understand too.”


The boy shook his head, “I don’t understand, Ahia.” He replied.  “Aren’t you scared of fighting?  Aren’t you scared of being hurt?  What if you die?!?  Then you won’t be happy.”


“There are more fearful things than dying, bro,” Shuuhei replied.  “So what if I died?”


“SHUT UP!” his brother interjected, even the kid didn’t realize that he had leapt to a stand, tensing his fists by his side.  “I DON’T WANT YOU TO DIE!  If you die… I’ll be all…”


Shuuhei looked over his shoulders, stopping his line of thought.  He turned around, palms wide and bade his brother to come forward – and he welcomed him in a reassuring, and firm hug.  “Shio-tii (little brother).”  He said.  “One day I will show you – that I can’t [ever die].”  Shuuhei tugged his grip and held it there, just holding the moment for just a little longer.  “One day.  I will never ever leave you.”  Shuuhei’s voice now breaking, tears had broken the still peace from his eyes, his voice cracked.  He braced himself on his knees and lumbered up to a stand.  It was time to go home.  It’s time for heroes to go home.    

…

[SIC TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDI] – was what [men] said, when heralding a new GOD to Earth.

…


It became a harsh reality that his big brother wouldn’t come to pick him up tonight.  He sat there, knowing the sun would set soon.  There was no one around save him in that grassy field, in that soon to be, lazy Sunday afternoon.  The boy, all of 10 years old let his gaze rise up from his shoes, and in front of him was a grey, granite tombstone.  On it was chiseled – ‘SHUUHEI KUROSAWA’.  There was no one there to mourn him.  No one cared.  


[One day Shuuhei Kurosawa had died.]


The bright, illusion of a smile never reached his eyes – the boy ripped his fingers into his knees, the expression in his face breaking into a contorted sob.  Tears ran down his cold cheeks. 



“I DON’T UNDERSTAND.”  He roared, each syllable pained.  “Ahia. I don’t understand it.”  He said again.  


The green grassy field was wide and clear – but its peaceful serenity was broken with stone blocks, tombstones that littered in a neat order.


“<Why did you have to die…  WHY’D YOU LEAVE ME ALL ALONE?>”  he stammered in between sobs in his own native Chinese-Fookien tongue.  “Nobody’s here.  I’m all alone…” he whispered yet again, over and over.  “NO ONE CARES, NOBODY REMEMBERS YOU!”

…


On his brother’s tombstone, [SIC TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDI].  ‘One day you too will understand,’ was what he always said.  [As a boy], trapped in the world, you can’t help but question your existence – of what your elders strived before you.  “Sho Kurosawa...” Shuuhei finally uttered his younger brother’s name.  Heaven and its G_O_D looked on, downcast…


“I hate this city.  Money has no meaning.  Material things have no meaning.” he said.  “When you die, it won’t matter…  In the end, there’s only one thing I can take with me…”

…


“I don’t understand!!!”


“Sho, you will understand, maybe one day…”

…


“Shut the fuck up, jackass.” was what broke the boy’s thoughts.  The sun had finally set and now the darkness had enveloped the graveyard, with only the dim flickering lampposts breaking the mystery around him.  The boy dragged the seat of his pants backwards until it wouldn’t go any further.  A high school gangster dressed in long dark purple garb stood in front of him menacingly, a wooden sword slung on his shoulder.


The child knew the colours well – he didn’t dare move.  Just as the ruff took a step forward, a cocked fist racked the back of his head, topping him over slightly.  “Fuck off.” Came a deeper, more menacing tone, and the child’s fears were realized.


“I..Ichiro…”  He stammered, calling out his big brother’s arch nemesis.


Ichiro put his hand up and grabbed onto his subordinate’s jacket and pulled him back, toppling the goon behind him, back to his place amidst the cloud of his faceless 88 loyal men.  He said nothing else and lifted his chin up snobbishly, looking down his nose arrogantly at the marble tombstone [and the boy].


The purple suited punk swerved to the side, letting his unorthodox coattails sway in a circular breeze.  The rising, revving motorcycle engines slowly whispered to a silent hum.  It took a moment for his eyes to focus from the sharp lash of their headlights, but in front of the barrage of mounted motorcycle gangsters, a broad shouldered Caucasian man took two steps forward. He held his place, tilting himself upright snobbishly, and he let his mink fur collar rest on his equally impressive long black coat.  The tinkle of chains mixed with the slow silent revving. Blonde wavy hair was combed back and the trimmed sides were dyed black, his eyebrows were thin and grimaced tightly as he stared with hateful eyes at Ichiro.  


Yet again, without warning, a new horde of teenaged roughs marched in perfect unison, rapping their heels proudly on the midst of gravel and soil.  The small army of a hundred or two split in half – the black high school jackets parted, just as Moses through the red sea, a tightly kept, beautiful, pearl white uniformed youth walked calmly through the dark crowd.  His coloured blonde hair slicked back neatly on his skull – and in front was a block of hair curled in a talon - the young man held a tense look on his visage, unwilling to let go.  “You’ve finally defeated us all, Shuuhei…” he said.


<Sai…  Isobune.> The child braced himself onto the tree trunk, now totally petrified, and unwilling to make a move.  The white sleeves perched those perfectly circular, purple spectacles onto the bridge of his sharp nose.  His look disgusted at the presence of the pair.

He knew the flags, the colours, and the symbols on their banners well.  Near a platoon of five hundred young boys of high school age gathered like locusts into this one moment of peace.  The boy knew them well.  The three great kings, as his brother had mentioned to him time and again.  His big brother’s three greatest [enemies] – the three great kings, and their armies, together, brandishing their colours in this one night.  It was one night.


“Fucking Shuuhei,” the man mumbled.  He rolled the balls of his shoulders back and around, heaving his mink fur collared trench coat.


“TEN OH!  (Emperor of heaven)”  

“Ten oh!”  a lone voice shouted amidst the army behind Shuuhei’s most hated enemy, Ichiro.  There was a momentary silence, then a grunt and laugh from their master, Ichiro looked upon the boy with a grim yet stern, purposeful look that Sho couldn’t hope to comprehend.  His lips curled up halfway to a grin, but his eyes remained stern and angry remained as they were.  Ichiro pushed his right foot forward, engraving the Japanese character TEN (heaven) into Earth in front of him with the toe of his shoe.

Ichiro threw his right hand back, his hand a knife slicing between his jacket and shirt, threw the tails of his jacket up and dove, he fell downwards.  It was as If time had stopped for a moment, no one dared make a move…

“TEN OH!!” Putting his palms onto the dirty ground, his forehead perched onto his knuckles.  Ichiro held his pose, bowed lowly on his knees in front of the grey tombstone.

Without another note of command whatsoever, his 88 men made the ground thunder as each pair of knees rammed into the soil.  The chorus didn’t leave moment to pause, 100, 200, the proud flags fell Earthwards into the soil - then 500 pairs of knees thundered to the ground.  Leaving the boy stammering in utter confusion – oh how the army suddenly humbled themselves selflessly.  The city had eased to a silence – 500 men surrounded that cold, grey stone, bowing with all their heart, having no remorse, having no regret…

…

One day…

…


G_O_D’s gaze focused from Sho’s widening pupils then outwards, to his face, then his entire body, rushing skywards, enveloping his omnipotent view of the green earth.  The green graveyard underneath his great power suddenly littered itself with colours as bright as yellow, black, white and purple.  One by one the colours erupted as he gazed from the sky.  Skyward - the light that emitted from moving cars stopped.  The city below him halted.  This was the Earth G_O_D gazed upon, the plain emptiness that suddenly erupted in a flash of colour much like a flowery meadow as they threw their heads downward in worship…

…

[SIC TRANSIT GLORIA MUNDI]; and so thus, the glory of this world passes…

…in this world, only those of flesh and steel will always fade and lose their luster … 

