
  
    
      
    
  


  Chapter 20 – Duplicate Rose


  Nah, nah, nah.


  You’ve seen me many times, or rather, you’ve seen me almost every day. What do you mean, ‘Nice to meet you.’ Does Arina have a twin and the other one is playing a joke on me or something? If that’s the case, Arina could learn something from you. If she acted like this, she could make a name for herself as a wonderful beautiful girl[1]. It’s ten times better than the venomous tongue character.


  “No, not ‘nice to meet you’. That’s kind of a new harsh remark.”


  “…I’m sorry. I apologize if I hurt you.”


  “Eh, no, no, no, no, Arina-san? You haven’t bitten off much today. What’s wrong?”


  “Did I bite you!? I’m so sorry! I apologize!”


  “Whoa, whoa, whoa! You can sit down now! What’s wrong with you, Arina?!”


  Hiwa Arina has completely changed into a beautiful girl.


  Her personality was the complete opposite of what it was just a few minutes ago. If the original Arina was a habanero, then the current Arina is a soft ice cream. That’s how much her personality did a 180. The current Arina is too defenseless. It was enough to make me develop a genuine desire to protect her.


  If Arina was in this state in her class, the men around her would do their best to follow her. The harem world was complete with all the pampering. Makoto would confess his feelings to her again, and the baseball club’s head would start stalking her again.


  “Sui-kun, she’s really Arina.”


  “Akakusa-sensei, I already know. Is this an IQ test?”


  “No. She’s the real Hiwa Arina.


  “Are you talking about the philosophical side of things? Something like defining identity?”


  “It might be related. As a matter of fact, she has a dual personality, a dissociative identity disorder.”


  Dual personalities.


  This was the first time I’ve seen it.


  “Dual… personalities?”


  Akakusa-sensei has studied psychiatry, and in talking to her, found out that she had a dual personality. And that was early on.


  Hiwa Arina has two personalities.


  One is the original personality, the now-gentle Arina. She’s the personality Hiwa Arina has always had since she was born.


  The second is the venomous-tongued Arina I’ve always seen. This is the personality that was born at a certain point and has been in control of Arina for a long time.


  When Hiwa Arina entered high school, she already had a dual personality. No one had noticed it. There was no such description on her health certificate.


  For some reason, the ‘Venomous-Tongued Arina’ kept taking precedence over the ‘Base Arina’, according to Akakusa-sensei.


  “The reason I asked Sui-kun to reform Arina-san is because I want her to go back to the same Arina-san she was.”


  “Isn’t that what’s happening right now?”


  “It’s only temporary. I can only wake her up for a limited time. A few more minutes, and she’ll be gone.”


  “Can’t you do something…?”


  “She’s going through some kind of trauma. I can’t help her because I don’t understand it. But Arina-san’s main, strong-willed personality could be due to her base personality’s defensive instincts. In fact, Arina-san’s unstable right now. So if her main personality starts to subconsciously believe that it’s not needed, something might change. Well, there’s absolutely no evidence to support that, though. I’m not even halfway through psychiatry.”


  “Is that why you asked me to do this?”


  “Sui-kun’s character was suitable since your personality doesn’t match Arina-san’s rhythm. Most of the time, with Arina-san’s rejection, everyone will disappear, but you won’t. That would be a factor that would prevent her from achieving her raison d’etre.” [2]


  “Ummm. Does that mean I’m going to be a hindrance to the main Arina’s goal of ‘pushing people away’?


  “Yeah. I’m sure you’re under a lot of stress, but please put up with it. And when you do, she’ll be gone.”


  I shuddered when I heard her story and realized that what I was doing was pretty heavy.


  I’d be saving one girl, but at the same time, I’d be eliminating another. In other words, the Arina I’ve been dealing with would be gone. Can I do that?


  I can’t see the venomous-tongued Arina as evil. To me, she’s just normal Arina. The mild-mannered Arina in front of me seemed more like a fake.


  But that’s what’s bothering Arina right now.


  “I wanted to tell Sui-kun about this today.”


  And soon the main Arina came back to life. That look of frustration at the world. Normally, I would feel dejected, but this time, I was filled with a sense of relief.


  “You look like an octopus. You look so ugly.”


  “That sounds like a compliment to me right now.”


  Before leaving, Akakusa-sensei said in my ear, “Please. I can’t do anything about it.”


  I’ll do it because I have to. But after hearing about her dual personalities, I knew I had to reset our goals again. It’s absolutely useless to do it properly. It would end up hurting Arina.


  Arina and I left the school building.


  We walked together.


  Silence ensues. We should say something. But what should I talk about? I have a feeling I shouldn’t be talking about our dual personalities. It seemed like taboo. A topic, a topic! I can’t think of one!


  While I was thinking this, I soon saw the school gates.


  “Ahhhhhh!”


  “Shut up.”


  “Shit! I’m leaving my sister behind!”


  “You’re brought your sister with you? You siscon….”


  “Wrong! She said he wanted to go… phone call, phone call….”


  “I’m going home.”


  “Ah! She hang up! Why are you hanging up on me?!”


  “Baaaaaaaaa!!!!”


  “What is this, a terrorist attack!? Woah!”


  I was tackled.


  A hunk of flesh dove into my stomach like a bullet and knocked me over.


  It was my sister who flew out from the bushes with a strange cry.


  “What… the hell are you doing….”


  “Waiting to surprise you! As expected, when you forgot about me and tried to walk through the school gates, I thought, ‘Fuck you’, but since you noticed, it’s okay.”


  “Sorry. I forgot.”


  “You’re terrible, the worst. So, who is this?”


  My sister’s gaze turned to Arina.


  “She’s Hiwa Arina. A dangerous creature with venom as deadly as a tarantula’s.” [3]


  “Don’t say weird things about me.”


  She crossed her arms in her usual fashion and glared at me.


  “So you were Arina-san! I’m Sakaki Ugin, Sakaki Sui’s sister! I’m a third year junior high schooler!”


  “I see. Nice to meet you.”


  It was a surprisingly weak response. Well, Arina only treats people the same age as her harshly. I wonder if there’s a reason for that as well.


  “Hey, Nii-chan, Nii-chan! Arina is such a beauty! Wow! What kind of relationship do you guys have?!”


  My sister shakes me.


  “Nothing! Like I said before!”


  “What did you tell your sister?”


  “I didn’t tell her anything! It’s okay!”


  “A year from now, you’ll be back in the ground.”


  “At least not in the schoolyard… I don’t want everyone to step on me…”


  Arina seemed to be satisfied and spun around to leave. My sister looked at Arina’s back and said, “She’s so dignified!”


  It seems that she has been brainwashed, so I’ll fix her later.


  


  Notes:


  [1] Raws call her a ‘bishoujo’ which is specifically a young and beautiful girl.


  [2] Raison d’etre: the most important reason or purpose for someone or something’s existence.


  [3] Sui-san, a tarantula’s venom isn’t actually that deadly.


  


  Chapter 21 – Us in the Cold


  The leaves were getting more and more beautiful as the days passed. It was the season when leaves started to fall, but for me, who didn’t like the cold, heading to school in the morning was a hellish march.


  The reason why I call it a ‘march’ is because the same goes for everyone else. I step on the cold concrete with everyone else, walking like the dead. The sunshine seemed to shine brightly, making us feel as if the sun was desperate to melt us. What a hell.


  When I looked at the buses that passed by, I saw people crammed inside, clutching the straps with their heads down. They looked like prisoners. It’s as if they feared the prison that awaited them. [1]


  “I wanna go home…”


  That phrase represented me in my entirety.


  Between 7:00 and 8:30 in the morning, Japanese people have probably retched inside their hearts a total of 30 million times. I’ve already contributed 100 times.


  “This sucks.”


  ‘Sucks’, a soprano echoed, in a tone that seemed to express my state of mind. I raised my face like a zombie.


  “Looking at you in the morning makes me want to die. Go dance on a highway.”


  “Ah, Arina.”


  It was amazing that she was capable of making jokes like that. I couldn’t even walk. I hate mornings. By the way, my sister, Ugin, doesn’t hate mornings. Rather, she always has a brilliant smile when leaving the house. It was like the opening scene of a shojo anime.


  On the other hand, I, her brother, am a zombie that wanders around eating people.


  “Don’t mention me.”


  “I know.”


  She knows exactly who she is. She knows that she’s not the person who was given the name ‘Hiwa Arina’. She knows that she’s a pretender.


  She was aware of it long before she met me. I wonder how she felt when she saw a man who declared that he was going to rehabilitate, no, eliminate, her.


  I can’t say she’s being honest, but she’s going along with my project. It’s like she’s actively trying to die. What the hell is she thinking?


  Arina and I walked side by side until we entered the school building.


  “Arina, what the hell are you thinking?”


  “About how I get you to Antarctica.”


  “I don’t get along with penguins.”


  “You’ll be food for the penguins.”


  So I’m like pig food.


  Stop making that face. I’m not proud of anything.


  “Well, I’ll see you in the Rose Garden.”


  “Yeah.”


  


  After the lunch war, I ate with Makoto.


  I was excited to dig into the bread from the concession stand that I had miraculously won.


  “That looks really good.”


  “Of course. The demand is high but the supply is low. Athletes are my enemy.”


  “I think you’re overexaggerating it… I’m in the badminton club.”


  “Oh, how did the fight between the badminton and tennis club end? I was only there at the start, so I don’t know how it ends.”


  “Oh, yeah. That happened before, the Hiwa Arina intrusion.”


  “So, what happened?”


  “We talked it over and it’s settled. We got to an agreement.”


  “That’s good. Arina won’t get a bad taste in her mouth.”


  “Hey, can I ask you something?”


  “What is it?”


  “What are Hiwa and Sui doing, sneaking around?”


  “Non-profit activities.”


  “Being volunteers, you mean?”


  “That’s right. Sensei gathered some weirdos.”


  I’ll say something like that. There may be some misinterpretation, but the general idea was right.


  “There’s been a rumor that Sui and Hiwa have been up to no good.”


  “What the hell? I’m not going to start a terrorist attack.”


  “Don’t do that. It’s a possibility with Hiwa.”


  “She would probably drown a prefecture in the ocean.”


  I went back to work on the mission the newspaper club had asked us to do.


  I went around asking my classmates about their dream jobs and what was going on in school. I’m sure they must have been suspicious of me slipping in and out all of the time, but if I wasn’t willing to do that, the newspaper club would never get data. Seeing the newspaper club members working so diligently, I thought they were desperate. Since they’ve asked me to do so, I’ll take responsibility.


  I guess they’re not afraid to ask, given their crowded schedule. That made me think that the information we see in the newspaper was painstakingly obtained. However, shitty content is forever shitty.


  


  “What the heck?”


  Arina wasn’t in class, so I went to the Rose Garden, and, as expected, she was reading as usual. I wasn’t sure, but there seemed to be more flowers. Was she going to turn this place into a garden?


  “Have you made any progress since then?”


  “No.”


  “Did you ask anyone?”


  “No one.”


  “Hey, hey, the newspaper club is gonna cry.”


  “That’s fine.”


  This is not right.


  Arina didn’t take the initiative to help the newspaper club, so it would seem to make sense for Arina not to help, but that would be a pity for the newspaper club that believed in her. Besides, she didn’t refuse. Even a kindergartner keeps quiet when they don’t express their intentions clearly.


  “Arina, that would be irresponsible.”


  “Is that so?”


  “This is for your own good, and the newspaper department trusts us. I wouldn’t want to betray their expectations.”


  “I see.”


  “Hey, Arina, are you listening?”


  Arina’s attitude was so infuriating that I lost my temper and said something nasty.


  “What do you think ‘Arina’ would do?”


  Her eyes widened and she looked up at me from her book as if she had been struck by lightning.


  I regretted it after saying it. I chastised myself for saying something like that.


  It was an awful thing to say.


  ‘The person in front of me turned against me and denied my existence.’


  It must have seen that way to her.


  But she quickly lowered her eyes and began to read again. It was as if nothing had happened.


  I couldn’t say anything and a few seconds of silence descended on the Rose Garden. It was always quiet, but this time the silence was a very heavy, textured, painful silence.


  Then she began to rummage through her bag and pulled out a binder with lots of papers tucked in it.


  “Do you have scissors?”


  I took a pair of scissors from the shelf and handed them to her.


  Arina cut a piece of A4 paper in half. She placed it near me.


  “Distribute them. It’s up to you.”


  The paper that was handed to me was written in the form of a questionnaire with the information that the newspaper club was looking for. It was somewhat funny that she had split the sheet of paper into two halves at the top and bottom to save paper, which was unlike Arina.


  It was typed out instead of in handwriting, and it was a cute little sentence, so the gap was great.


  “What are you laughing at? I’m going to kill you.”


  “No, it’s just so funny.”


  “I’ll leave it to you.”


  “Ah, I’m sorry, Arina.”


  “I see.”


  I stared at the paper Arina had made. It was really good.


  With that questionnaire in my hand, I have Arina a thumbs up to show her that it was GOOD[2]. Arina replied by holding up her middle finger, instead of her thumb, at me. Well, that’s it. That’s the Hiwa Arina I know.


  I’ll buy something for Arina after I finish handing out the questionnaire. I’ll buy her something to eat as well as an apology. But I don’t know what Arina likes to eat. Maybe something sweet?


  “Arina, what’s your favorite food?”


  “Is this a survey?”


  “Just a personal question.”


  “I see. Marshmallows.”


  “So you like marshmallows. That’s rare, but okay. I’ll go pass these out.”


  I was casually flipping through dozens of sheets of paper as I left the Rose Garden and found one sheet of paper that was already written on.


  As I walked, I read it. There was no name or class written on the paper, so I didn’t know who wrote this one.


  My Dream Job: Novelist


  School News: How would I know, idiot.


  I almost burst out laughing. What the heck, ‘How would I know, idiot’. The newspaper club would be shocked to see this.


  I don’t need to know who the unnamed responder was. Dreams aren’t meant to be talked about.


  I decided to secretly support this dream.


  


  Notes:


  [1] This entire part could be a nod to the Death Marches during the Holocaust. That, or I’m it wasn’t an intentional parallel to the death marches.


  [2] ‘Good’ is written in English


  


  Chapter 22 – A Villainess’ Prediction


  When we visited the newspaper club again, Arina and I immediately turned in the form made by Arina.


  Of course, all of the forms were filled out. I became an extra limb for Arina and handed them out. I was treated as a suspicious person, of course, but there’s no problem. It wasn’t like I was spreading propaganda or anything.


  I collected all of them in about three days and totaled the data. I was in charge of the tally, and I compiled the numbers that came up in each one. I was doing a complete service for them.


  The guys in the newspaper club grabbed me with a glint in their eyes.


  Asakura Toma, the president of the newspaper club, pat my shoulder.


  “Thank you! Really! Man, I didn’t expect you to get this much information for us! This is awesome!”


  “No problem. Ow, you’re hitting too hard. These were made by Arina, by the way. I just tallied them.”


  “Wow! This really helps! Thank you so much!”


  Using a lot of exclamation points, Toma showed no signs of slowing down and moved on to Arina.


  Toma firmly grabbed her right hand.


  “Arina-san! Thank you so much! We’re gonna make a pretty good story from this data!”


  “Yeah, yeah. Let me go.”


  He smiled bitterly.


  Toma apologized with a slight bit of laughter.


  The club president, Toma, didn’t seem to get any more excited, so we ran away and left.


  We didn’t have anything in particular to do, so we just headed home.


  “Toma, you were incredibly grateful.”


  “I’ll change the skin on my hand when I get home.”


  “Are you an android?”


  We left school as the sunset turned the sky red.


  


  Later on, the school newspaper was published.


  To be honest, I had never read the newspaper. Mainly because I wasn’t interested in it, but this time I looked through it.


  The data Arina and I had compiled was neatly organized in a list format. It was a pleasure to see all the information we’d spent so much time asking around about school trends, occupations, club activities, etc. to show up this way.


  I went to show Arina as soon as possible. When I entered Arina’s class, most of the students there had already gotten used to seeing us interact, so they didn’t bother raising a fuss anymore.


  Arina was looking annoyed, as usual, but I thought I saw a slight, just slight, smile at t he newspaper. That was enough. It gives Arina a little bit of color in her heart.


  “What is this?”


  Arina pointed at the newspaper.


  The article was mostly the data we’d gotten and I’d already read through it. I looked over it again, and the expression on my face grew dim. The last sentence of the article said:


  [I dedicate this article to the best couple, Hiwa Arina and Sakaki Sui]


  Arina got up from her chair.


  “I’m heading to the newspaper club.”


  “Wait, put the scissors down. Please.”


  “Fine. I’m going.”


  “Wait a minute, you put the scissors down, but leave the carving knife too. If you really want to take your carving knife with you, go to the art club, not the newspaper club.”


  “What was his name again?”


  “It was Asakura Toma.”


  “Asakura Toma, right? I’ll carve his name onto his forehead so I don’t forget.”


  “At least use a sticker instead. I don’t want to see your name on national news.”


  Arina silently muttered that she was kidding in an unremorseful tone. If she was serious, that’s pretty bad.


  “What are we doing today?”


  “I don’t have any plans. We’re done with the newspaper club business, so I’ll see what I can find.”


  Then Arina abruptly glanced away from me.


  “….You, behind you.”


  “Eh?”


  Namiki Shirona was behind me. We went to the same middle school together and were in the same class the first year of high school. Shirona was clenching her skirt and looking at me with a serious look.


  I was confused when I got caught between Arina and Shirona. What kind of chemical reaction was gonna happen?


  “What’s up?”


  “Can I have some time with you after school? Just the two of us.”


  Just the two of us. What does that mean?


  A 2nd year high schooler. A high school girl in the prime of her romantic life. Meeting with me alone. With a determined look.


  I’d like to believe that in this case I could be forgiven for misunderstanding. Or, rather, forgive me.


  “I don’t mind.”


  Ah, now I’ve said it. I can’t back out now.


  “I’m glad. Is there a place good for you?”


  “Location…. location… place… area….”


  “Why don’t you use the old staff room?”


  Arina interfered. Has this woman gone crazy to recommend the former staff room – the current Rose Garden – of all places? You want me to go to that chaotic room full of flowers?


  “The old staff room… Ah, it’s over there!”


  “Shirona. I don’t think we’re allowed into the former staff room.”


  I’m going to shut her off. The relationship between me and Arina is top secret. I’ve already told Tsuru, but I can’t let it get out any more.


  “Really?”


  “No, it’s unlocked. No one ever comes near there.”


  “That’s right! Thank you! Arina-san!”


  Arina whispered to Shirona, grinning nastily. Apparently she was enjoying this. For me, it could make my future relationships go crazy. She had the face of a devil.


  I glared at Arina. I tried to appeal to her with my eyes, warning her not to say anything unnecessary.


  But Arina made a fist and held the back of her hand to me. I was wondering what she was trying to do, but then she raised her middle finger at me. Her personality was so bad. Go live with Mother Teresa for a month.


  “So, the former staff room?”


  “Yeah… sure.”


  “Okay! I’ll see you after school.”


  Shirona went back to her seat. Yuri and Ran were talking to Shirona, curious. Don’t do that.


  Then they turned to Arina.


  “What’s the matter with you?”


  “Isn’t it fine? Enjoy your youth.”


  “You’re gonna get in trouble… and the Rose Garden is in trouble… What are you going to do with all those flowers you brought in?”


  “I’ll make sure to collect them.”


  “Seriously. Why so much?”


  “My heart whispers that to me.”


  “…Are you here?”


  I’ve never been so scared of the period after school. I’m too embarrassed to face the country’s Going-Home club members. I’m failing as a club member. It’s a good thing that there’s no such thing as a “notice of termination” in the Going-Home club.


  Please don’t let me be wrong.


  


  Chapter 23 – A Brave Mealworm and a Mocking Rose


  After school ended.


  I couldn’t concentrate on class after Shirona said she wanted to talk alone. There was no way I could. I couldn’t even remember if the current history teacher had hair or not.


  When asked if they wanted to talk alone, 90% of high school boys would think of a confession. The remaining 10% can take energy pills. Online shopping.


  While I was cleaning the classroom, I was terrified that my destiny was just around the corner. It didn’t help that Makoto doesn’t know what I’m going through, but I really wished he would stop playing Harry Potter with a broom between his legs. Come on, we’re already in high school and you have no shame.


  Suddenly, a question arose in my mind.


  Why was I afraid of a confession from Shirona?


  Of course, it wasn’t a given that she’ll confess, and it’s completely just my prediction. But I’m gonna head to the Rose Garden under the assumption that I’ll be confessed to. And that’s what I’m afraid of.


  Shirona is cute. She must be popular because she has a personality that would make you want to protect her. She asked me for advice once when she was confessed to. In the end, Shirona ended up refusing, but since she’s going to confess, she must still be going as a likable girl. I’m not wrong in my perception.


  It’s not like I don’t like Shirona, but why am I so eager to avoid her? I should be happy. But in my mind, I’m clouded with ‘fear’.


  So I hope I’m wrong.


  I want it to be an irresponsible assumption.


  My phone rang.


  I went out to the hallway to check my phone screen as I was cleaning my classroom. It was Arina.


  “Hello, this is the Algerian Embassy.”


  ‘Is the mealworm absent?’


  “What?”


  ‘I heard he has a pseudonym, but his real name is Mealworm. I wonder if you have any idea of who he is.’


  “The mealworm is hiding.”


  ‘So he got eaten by a swallow.’


  “Did you sign up for a data plan just to curse at me?”


  ‘Oh, quiet down. You’re going to the Rose Garden, aren’t you? I’ve cleaned it up for you.’


  “Wait really? You’re a lot smarter than I thought you were.”


  During the call, I casually glanced at the students passing by and saw a student I knew well holding a phone to her ear.


  “If you’re already near, just come straight to me…”


  ‘I’m cutting it off.’


  Arina shamelessly walked up and faced me.


  “I’m not going in today. Have fun.”


  “That sounds weird, so please stop.”


  “Get going, Mealworm. I’ll take care of any cleaning, so go.”


  “Eh, are you serious? That Arina would sacrifice herself for someone else?”


  “Come on, get going. You can’t keep contaminating the class. I want everyone who has your virus exterminated.”


  “I’m a creature that spits out poison, huh? You’re better at spitting poison than I am.”


  “Yeah, yeah, I’ll kill you.”


  “I’m going, I’m going. Stop making a fist.”


  Taking the broom from me, Arina walked into my class. Surprisingly, my classmates were staring. Arina seemed to enjoy the reaction neatly, and began to seriously sweep, “I wonder where to sweep” she said. I wish she could always be that energetic. It’s much more glorious than just focusing on her book.


  Reluctantly, I headed to the Rose Garden, not wanting to ruin her behavior.


  The floor the Rose Garden was on was quiet.


  The root of the reason for the quietness is the declining birth rate. The number of students was decreasing every year, so unnecessary space was increasing at the same time. Still, the school still has more than seven hundred students, so it’s still a school that continues to exist. Even so, unneeded floors are being built up like ruins. The word ‘skeleton’ is appropriate.


  I usually stay away from these floors. Occasionally, the bathroom is crowded, and I’ll head up here. There’s no one else who uses it anyways. It’s safe to say that this floor is only used by me and Arina.


  I arrived at the Rose Garden and took a breath.


  I wonder if Shirona was already there. But I can’t pull away anymore.


  I put my hand on the sliding door and opened it.


  It wasn’t Shirona that I saw, but a Rose Garden with even more flowers.


  “I thought you said you took it down!”


  There were preserved flowers everywhere. There have been many of them before, but now the Rose Garden’s in full bloom.


  I was so distracted by the flowers that I didn’t notice the paper on the desk until later.


  It was written on A4 paper.


  [Anniversaries are supposed to be spectacular, right?]


  It was written in a flat font.


  It’s Arina. She’s enjoying herself quite a bit. I’m sure she’s gloating while cleaning up right now.


  I shoved the paper in my pocket and sat down. I’ll just leave it at that for now. There’s no place to hide the flowers, and the atmosphere would become chaotic if she came in while I was cleaning them up. Let’s just accept it.


  I waited for a few minutes.


  A small knock caused my calm heartbeat to quicken once more.


  “Come in.”


  I peered fearfully at her face through the sliding door. It was Shirona.


  “Uwaa. It’s amazing. So many flowers.”


  “I didn’t know either. It was like this.”


  “It’s beautiful. Is that for decoration?”


  “Eh, isn’t this a living flower?!”


  I am sorry, Shirona-san. I know everything. I wonder why this flower is dead and why it’s here.


  I don’t seem to be good at lying. It makes me uncomfortable.


  “Are your club activities okay?”


  “Yeah. Just a little bit.”


  Just a little bit. A story that ends with a little bit.


  “Yeah, right. So what’s the story?”


  My mouth is too nervous to speak. My hands were starting to get damp.


  I was so embarrassed that I was getting caught up in the feeling that reality was diminishing.


  Shirona was silent, as if she was having trouble speaking. It must have only been a few seconds of silence. But to me, it felt long.


  She looked me in the eye. I almost looked away. But I don’t.


  Shirona was reflected in my eyes more delicately than usual. The ends of her hair and her irises don’t look like the Shirona that I knew. Even if I knew it was a part of my imagination, I was conscious of it.


  Slowly, her mouth opens and her white teeth peek out.


  “A kouhai[1] in the tennis club wants to confess to Arina-san.”


  I grandly fell off of my chair.


  I didn’t know about that.


  


  Notes:


  [1] Junior, underclassman, opposite of a senpai


  


  Chapter 24 – The White and the Yolk


  The Berlin Wall, which had once divided Germany into two, collapsed due to one man’s misunderstanding.


  The man’s name was Günter Schabowski.


  As a spokesperson, he had misinterpreted a statement about the liberalization of foreign travel and said that he was free to go to West Germany. People rushed to the gates and the guards opened them unaccountably. And so the Berlin Wall came down.


  One misunderstanding saved a country. Such a wonderful misunderstanding was possible.


  And by comparison, I don’t have to despise myself for thinking that Shirona was going to confess to me. I don’t have to writhe in shame or torment myself. But even if I kept telling myself that, it was still endlessly embarrassing for me. Ahh, I want to die.


  How likely was it that Shirona was going to confess to me in the first place? Someone, please explain this to me with statistics, or the numerical probability theory, or whatever you want to call it.


  Regaining my composure, I turned my gaze back to Shirona.


  “So someone has feelings for Arina, huh?”


  “Yeah. A kouhai on the men’s team has had his eye on her for a while.”


  I wasn’t surprised that someone would have a crush on Arina. I’ve known for a while that she’s pretty popular. it was only natural since she had some good aspects. I didn’t think that there was anything strange going on. She’s been popular all year long.


  Now the problem is, why is she telling this to me?


  “So, why are you telling me this?”


  It was a frank question. To be honest, it was pretty much just, “So what?”


  “Because I don’t really know much about Arina-san… Sui seems to be close to Arina-san, so I thought you might be able to give advice.”


  “So you mean I’m supposed to be the one helping your kouhai.”


  “Yes.”


  “How do you think I can help?”


  “You could be like a bridge?”


  So she called me out here to help her kouhai.


  But Shirona must have also known that Arina is reluctant to date anyone. So why do you want me to encourage it?


  “Well, I don’t know how much I’ll be able to help until I talk to him.”


  “Right. So, let’s go to the tennis courts.”


  


  The girls and boys were practicing on separate courts. At first glance, it didn’t seem like they were interacting with each other much. However, during breaks, they would approach each other and chat, so it turned out that the kouhais would have ample opportunity to consult with Shirona.


  Shirona pointed to one of them.


  His name is Nakatani Taku. He’s a first-pyear high schooler and was a part of the tennis club. His pretty and refreshing face seemed to make him popular with the girls. (My perception.)


  I listened to Shirona explain.


  “So, Taku wants to confess to Arina.”


  “I see, I see.”


  “And while we’re at it, how close are you to Arina?”


  “You’re probably misunderstanding something…?”


  I understand that he’s attracted to her because of her looks.


  I’ve often seen people act on the assumption that it’s ‘realistic’ to pray for a ‘yes’, which would be less likely than finding a diamond in the desert, and ‘maybe go out’. Everyone was clouded by her appearance.


  But Arina rejects them.


  I don’t know if she just hates humans. Whatever it is, she makes her words so thorny in an attempt to eliminate anyone who approaches her. That’s just Arina.


  After I was standing around with Shirona for a while, the boys’ side took a break.


  Quickly, Shirona pulled me to the student.


  “Taku-kun. This guy is Sui.”


  Nakatani Taku’s personality was as refreshing as his looks.


  “Nice to meet you. I’m Nakatani Taku.”


  “Hey, I’m Sui.”


  Shirona interrupted.


  “You should ask Sui if you have any questions. Sui is the only person in this school who talks to Arina-san.”


  Shirona’s words made Taku look skeptical. Hey, Arina and I don’t have that kind of relationship. Don’t be silly. I’ll sue you for defamation.


  “Thank you, Shirona-senpai. I’ll talk to Sui-senpai about it!”


  “Don’t worry, even though he’s a little weird, he’s not a bad person. I’m going back to the club.”


  You added an extra detail, there.


  Shirona went to change her clothes. It was just me and Taku.


  Nakatani Taku opened his mouth first.


  “Sui-senpai, what is your relationship with Arina-senpai?”


  “Don’t worry, it’s not the worst-case scenario you’re imagining.”


  Taku looked relieved at my words. He must have been quite worried since he let out a huge breath.


  “On the contrary, what do you like about Arina?”


  Taku began to mope. I don’t know if he’s that pure-hearted, but he hesitated to speak like he was shy.


  “It’s her gentleness, her beautifulness.”


  “Eh?”


  A reflexive question mark came out of my mouth.


  Arina is nice? Is this guy a masochist? If so, it must be really pleasurable to be by Arina’s side. After all, a word or two from her would make an M grateful.


  “Also her smile. It’s super cute.”


  She was nothing like the Arina I knew. Who the hell is that girl? The Hiwa Arina I knew was ridiculously pointy. In addition, she was as cold as the Ice Queen.


  Was that her other personality? If that was the case, then it makes sense, since they were complete opposites. Their personalities were so different that if they met, they would cancel each other out.


  However, I generally understood what he was talking about. It’s Arina’s other personality.


  “Taku, you’re sure the person you have a crush on is Hiwa Arina, a 2nd year, right?”


  “Yes? Is there something wrong with that?”


  “Your description and Arina’s personality are almost the complete opposite…”


  “Eh?! What do you mean?! That shouldn’t be the case!”


  “But I don’t see any similarities. The Arina I know is a thorny, venomous person. She’s too different from what you’re saying.”


  “That’s definitely not the case! She’s a really sweet person!”


  “You say that, but Arina’s been that way since her 1st year of high school. Even this year, when you started high school, she was like that.”


  “….No way.”


  “What is it?”


  “Senpai. I’ve known Arina-senpai for a while.”


  “?”


  “I went to the same junior high as Arina-senpai.”


  Taku clearly stated that.


  


  Chapter 25 – Love is all you need


  [Title is originally in English, uncapitalized words are on purpose]


  Nakatani Taku attended the same junior high school as Hiwa Arina. So he said.


  I was aware of one person who knew Hiwa Arina. And that was a third year, Mine Aki-senpai. When Arina and I were helping out the art club, Aki-senpai appeared as I was trying to figure out what to buy from a vending machine. It turned out that Aki-senpai was from the same junior high school as Arina.


  I remember the conversation we had at that vending machine. If I recall correctly, Aki-senpai said that she and Arina were close. In other words, Taku fell in love with the Arina from junior high?


  Hiwa Arina has two personalities.


  This was the shocking fact that I had recently learned.


  According to Akakusa-sensei, she had already developed her second personality when she entered high school. That was her main personality, the venomous-tongued Arina. And it was the Arina I know. The original personality of Hiwa Arina, who was born and given the name Arina, is the one I don’t know.


  The original Arina was probably the Hiwa Arina that Taku and Aki-senpai knew so well.


  “Taku, have you talked to Arina since entering high school?”


  “I haven’t. I only recently learned that Arina-senpai went to this high school.”


  In other words, Taku was unaware of the bad-mouthed Arina.


  In Taku’s mind, Arina was still the same gentle Arina. Eventually, he’ll find out. That’s when he’ll have to face a painful reality.


  When finding out that the person he likes has suddenly changed, his instincts will naturally try and resist. Even if he tries to reason with her, even if he tries to treat her as he always has.


  This was a problem of self-identity.


  What are the parts that make Hiwa Arina Hiwa Arina?


  Having a cat that looks exactly like a dead cat you once loved would never be able to replace your beloved cat. The heart will scream that it wasn’t the one, even if you don’t understand it.


  Taku will suffer as well.


  If I would dare to give him any advice, I’d say this:


  「The Arina you know doesn’t exist right now.」


  Even if I told Nakatani Taku that right now, his feelings wouldn’t waver. He won’t accept it until he sees her in person.


  But it would be unnatural if I refused to be the bridge that connected him and Arina. It would look like I was trying to prevent Taku from confessing. However, Taku’s reality is tough. I felt sorry for him.


  “Do you want to see Arina?”


  “Eh?! Yes please! Wa~, I haven’t spoken to her since I was a first year, I’m so nervous!”


  “Hm? You didn’t talk to her second year?”


  “I couldn’t. I moved at the end of my first year.”


  I see.


  So the venomous-tongued Arina didn’t exist when she was still version JC2. That meant that Arina, the venomous one, developed between the spring she entered her third year of junior high and her graduation. [1]


  As Arina entered her third year of junior high, at the same time, Aki-senpai graduated and Taku transferred to another school. Taku and Aki-senpai only knew the original Arina.


  What happened during her last year of junior high?


  “Alright, let’s see if you can meet up with Arina for the first time in a while. Give me some time to set it up. I’ll set a place for you tomorrow or the day after.”


  “Thank you! Thank you so much!”


  “Whoa, whoa, whoa. Leave it to me. I’ll get back to you soon.”


  Taku bowed and went back to practice.


  I told him to leave it to me. Now, then. What should I do?


  


  When I got home, I asked my sister.


  “Hey, Imouto. Remember Arina? The one who looked like she grew up in Antarctica.”


  “I remember.”


  “My kouhai wants to confess to her, but the Arina he knows and the Arina now are entirely different. Would it still be okay to let him confess without telling him that?”


  “Sorry, I don’t get it.”


  “Suppose there’s a piece of chocolate on the table. It looks like the famous and tasty chocolate, but it tastes super spicy.
Now there’s a fat guy dying to eat chocolate. And now, that guy is trying to grab that super spicy one. Should I overlook it, or should I stop him and make him misunderstand that I want to monopolize the chocolate. Which would you choose?”


  “In that case, why don’t you stop him? That’s cute.”


  “I guess. What if we go back to Arina’s story and think about it in that situation?”


  “Do you simply mean whether or not you should stop people from trying to confess to Arina?”


  “I’m leaving out the small details, but that’s the gist of it. What do you think?”


  Hmm. Ugin tilted her head.


  “Let him confess. It’s bad to mess with someone else’s love life, Ani[2].”


  “That was an oddly convincing way of putting it.”


  “For people who are trying to confess, stopping it will just make their feelings boil.”


  “I think he’d make a good stew.”


  “You should help him anyway. You may not get it, Nii-chan, but not being able to express your feelings will have a pretty big impact on you for the rest of your life.”


  “I understand. I’ll save this for reference.”


  “Love is all you need[3]. Let’s get this off your chest, Nii-chan.”


  “I’ll get a tattoo.”


  My sister had some good advice. I knew it was a good idea to talk to her about it.


  Now I just need to talk to Arina.


  


  [1] When Sui says ‘version JC2’ the JC2 is an abbreviation for ‘joshi chuugaku ninensei’, meaning 2nd year junior high school girl. ‘Joshi chuugaku’ means junior high girl and ‘ninensei’ means second year. This is similar to the abbreviation JK, which stands for ‘joshikousei’ and is more commonly known (amongst weebs, yeah, that’s right, I’m calling you out). The school year in Japan begins in the spring, more specifically April, and students graduate junior high their third year. So here Sui is essentially saying that the venomous tongued personality developed during Arina’s third and final year of junior high. 
TLDR: ‘JC2’ stands for second year junior high girl, Sui is saying that her venomous tongued personality didn’t develop until her third and final year of junior high


  Sorry if you read through this and it bored you 🙇‍♂️


  [2] ‘Ani’ is another way of referring to an older brother


  [3] In the raws, she said this in English


  


  Chapter 26 – Their First Reunion


  “Well then, Arina-kun. I need to talk to you about something.”


  “Shut up.”


  “Not so fast. It’s important.”


  “You’ve finally been sentenced for your crimes. I hope you get to spend the rest of your life in jail.”


  “Nah, I’m a gentleman. I would never do anything bad. Every time I look at Akakusa-sensei, I can hear a devil’s voice telling me stuff I really shouldn’t do, but somehow I keep my reasoning in check. So I’m fine.”


  “Why in the world is a sex offender like you free?”


  “You’re being a pain, so let’s get back to the topic. Arina, you’re in the center of this.”


  “I see.”


  I told her a lie that the tennis club had asked for help again. That would be the only way for Nakatani Taku to get close to Arina. Since the timeframe for him to do something is small, there’s no choice but to throw him a line.


  I didn’t tell her about Nakatani Taku’s existence whatsoever.


  I’ll only guide her to Nakatani Taku. I decided not to interfere with his love life.


  “Wait a second, I just remembered. How did it go?”


  “How did what go?”


  “When Shirona said we wanted to be alone with you.”


  “Ah —Wait, why didn’t you take down the flowers in the room? Seriously, you scared the shit out of me when I came in! How many flowers did you bring?!”


  “Fufu. It was just like a wedding venue, wasn’t it? So, did love blossom?”


  “It wasn’t a confession…”


  “What’s that about? I did a great job setting it up for you, so tell me about it, Orangutan-kun.”


  “We only talked a bit about middle school. It wasn’t about dating. Unfortunately.”


  “Well, I thought so. Your genes have a low chance of being inherited. See, your mitochondria are screaming.”


  “Shut up. I’m fine with being a single gentleman.”


  I stopped any more useless chatting since it was a waste of time. I left the Rose Garden and changed into my gym clothes inside the bathroom. The gentleman Sui-kun handed over the room to Arina-san. I think it was a second-level move.


  While I waited for Arina to finish changing, I sent a message to Shirona.


  [I’m on my way now.]


  It didn’t take long for her to answer.


  “Aye. We’re waiting.”


  Meeting up with Shirona wouldn’t be a problem. Now it’s up to how Taku does things.


  Then the door vigorously opened.


  “Did you peek?”


  “No.”


  “You peek and you’re dead. I’ll dunk you in a piranha pond.”


  “I didn’t peek, I didn’t peek. Come on, let’s get going.”


  She was rocking a ponytail, and she’s motivated, although it didn’t show on her face. I still didn’t understand her motivation switch.


  


  We got to the tennis courts and were greeted with shouts of “Fight! Fight!”. As usual, the athletic clubs love fights, don’t they? Foreigners would get surprised to see us saying that. It’s like we’re a battle tribe.


  It was more than enough for a Going-Home Club member like me. It’s in a different dimension for Arina, who’s a voracious reader. I heard that she was on the basketball team in the past, but I wonder if she remembers that. Arina was already wearing a hat, even though it wasn’t that sunny out.


  I turned my attention to the court where the men’s team were playing and looked for Nakatani Taku. He was easy to spot. After all, he was staring at me.


  “What are we doing today?”


  “Picking up balls. Grab your racket, and let’s go.”


  Arina complied. I’m sure she was actually looking forward to it. She looks so alive when she swung her racket. You tsundere.


  I was already comfortable with a racket, so I was able to hit back the balls that came flying at me. This was a great feeling. The vibration in my arm! Foo!


  


  “Break time!”


  Hiiragi Yuri, the club president for the women’s team, signaled for a break. The men’s team also took a break, as if to take advantage of that.


  Arina and I headed over to where everyone was hanging out and sat down to fit in.


  My phone rang while we were absentmindedly watching the baseball and soccer club practice.


  [Taku-kun is going to charge at Arina-san, so evacuate.]


  I decided to evacuate as I was instructed, pretending that this was an air raid.


  “Arina, I need to talk to Shirona for a sec.”


  “You’re the worst, you look like you’re in heat. Kind of like a rabbit.”


  “What kind of guy do you think I am… and besides, you’re the one who made the remark, right? Remember?”


  I hurriedly fled before I got killed, and approached Shirona.


  “Yo. What’s the situation like?”


  “Taku-kun’s coming—oh, he’s here, he’s here! By Arina-san!”


  Taku stood by Arina as she was sitting.


  Arina, much like herself, ignored him.


  “Arina-senpai, it has been a while.”


  Taku’s face was tense with anxiety as he asked that question. In contrast, Arina languidly moved her head to look at Taku.


  “Who are you? If you wanna find a date, go online.”


  Taku’s eyes darted up and his lips were quivering. He continued on with a bitter smile.


  “Do you not remember me? I am Nakatani Taku. I’m Taku, who you helped when I was a first year in junior high.”


  “I don’t know that name. Are you lying? Anyway, I don’t know you and I don’t remember you. You’re depressing, so go away.”


  “Senpai, are you mad at me? Did I do something? I–”


  “Shut up. Don’t get so uncomfortably close.”


  It was hard for even me to watch. I felt bad for Taku. He must have never expected to be rejected that much by the person he loves.


  The Arina he knew was asleep, and currently, the toxic Arina was here. I knew Arina had a double personality disorder, so I could understand the situation, but it must have been incomprehensible to Taku. He could only see her as “a senpai with a completely different personality.”


  Arina finished him off.


  “How long are you planning to stand there? It’s disgusting. Go away. Don’t talk to me again.”


  Taku sensed that Arina wasn’t joking, and he turned away, looking frustrated. His retreating back looked terribly small.


  Arina turned her gaze forward with indifferent eyes. She didn’t even so much as glance at Taku as he left.


  


  Translator’s Note:


  F.


  


  Chapter 27 – And I


  I approached Arina’s side, as if replacing Taku.


  She was usually so hostile, but now she was as quiet as a lake’s surface. I spoke to Arina like she were a sensitive bomb.


  “That was a shitty thing you did just now.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “You fired a ton of abuse at that member from the boy’s tennis team.”


  “Ah. That one was so persistent.”


  “You know him?”


  “No. I’ve never seen him before.”


  So it was their first meeting.


  It didn’t even look like she was lying.


  “Don’t you have any idea? It seemed like he knew you.”


  “No way. You’re not going to mess with my memory. I don’t know him.”


  “You don’t, hm?”


  “That’s right. I don’t know him.”


  “Do you know the other one?”


  “Maybe.”


  She stretched her back.


  “So, what were you trying to do?”


  “?”


  “That was a first year. You were probably planning something with Shirona. I hope you go to hell.”


  “You’re sharp. To be honest, Nakatani Taku is from your junior high, and he has a crush on Hiwa Arina. He was gonna confess today.”


  “Doesn’t mean anything to me now.”


  “I guess. I couldn’t tell you what was going on, and if I say anything that would stop him, Taku would think I have a thing for you. I don’t want that to happen, sorry.”


  “Why are you worried about me?”


  “He likes Hiwa Arina more than you could imagine. And it was a common belief that I’m the only student who could have a serious conversation with you. He would further misunderstand that I was special to you.”


  “Haa, sounds like a pain. And can you stop calling me ｢you｣[1]? I’m Hiwa Arina.”


  “Sorry. I was being careless.”


  “You don’t need to apologize. In fact, I’m grateful to you. Your existence is like a bunch of rat droppings. Surprisingly.”


  “Wait what?”


  “You and Akakusa-sensei are the only people who know about me. My family doesn’t know. At home, I act just like their beloved Arina as much as possible. There are only two people in the world who recognize me as a person. That’s good enough for me.”


  The uncharacteristic way she spoke baffled me. If she was being grateful, would there be a nuclear war tomorrow? She doesn’t seem to be joking around, though.


  She steadily continued talking.


  “Even I would like to know why ‘I’ developed. Am I completely separate from Hiwa Arina, or am I a part of her? I lack her memories, and we don’t share memories. I have a different personality from Hiwa Arina. I don’t have anyone to love me.”


  “Is that why you reject people?”


  “No. I don’t act like that consciously. It’s unconsciously. It’s not my intention. I think it’s proof that I’m a little more forgiving towards you.”


  “It’s better for you to be consciously tolerant of me. You can’t do that unconsciously.”


  “If that’s the case, then you really must be special to me.”


  For some reason, she let out a self-deprecating laugh. She had a weak smile, as if to say that she was foolish and miserable. Her drooping bangs converged her eyes, hiding her expression.


  For me, Hiwa Arina was the girl in front of me.


  The Hiwa Arina I had met in the infirmary was a stranger to me.


  I wonder which one I’m trying to save.


  


  As soon as the tennis club’s activities for today were finished, Arina and I decided to leave as well.


  The sun was setting faster as autumn approached. I was shivering from the cold and was about to head to the Rose Garden when Shirona stopped me. I called out to Arina.


  “Arina, go before me.”


  “I’ll wait for you in hell.”


  “Yeah, yeah, got it.”


  I made sure Arina had left before turning to Shirona.


  “That was a mess, huh?”


  “I wonder if Taku-kun is okay.”


  “Well, it must be tough for him. You would lose confidence in yourself after being beaten down so hard.”


  “Sorry for the inconvenience. You know, I’ve been thinking.”


  “Hm?”


  “Where is Arina-san waiting for Sui?”


  “What are you talking about?”[2]


  “Just now you told her to go before you, could it be in the former staff room…?”


  “U-uhm…”


  “What are Arina-san and Sui doing after school?”


  “Ah…”


  Damn it. I can’t come up with a valid excuse!


  I’ve told Shirona that we’re forced to help the teachers in various ways, but the true purpose behind it is still hidden. I need to keep this secret for Arina’s sake. Think, Sakaki Sui. You’re a human with a brilliant mind.


  Got it. The only way to make her forget about it is to drop a shocking topic.


  So what should it be?


  Come on, think about it. What would a high school girl be surprised to hear.? Think of something associated with high school girls.


  High school girls, sweets, makeup, love, skirts, thighs, breasts, skin, figure, fingertips, eyes. Shit! The only things in the second half was from my sexuality!


  I have no idea what to do! My CPU is about to be 100% capacity. Think. Feeling won’t cut it. I can’t believe Bruce Lee’s words didn’t help.


  If I don’t say something with impact, I’m done for. Something, come on, synapse.


  “Shirona. Slugs can be melted with sugar.”


  “Eh?”


  “Eh?”


  Shirona looked at me with a confused expression. I was confused too.


  However, she returned to her original expression within a few seconds.


  “Arina-san and Sui were dating after all…”


  How do you figureeeeeeeee?? If I don’t do anything, she’ll find out. The past where I made an effort to hide our involvement with each other because of the adverse effect on Arina was scattered. Wait, isn’t it fine to tell Shirona? No! I can’t risk it!


  At that time, Sakaki Sui was given a divine revelation.


  The word ‘dating’ sent a shock through my brain.


  High school girls were vulnerable to romance and were in search of it. To them, romance should be sweeter than any pastry.


  I decided to take advantage of that.


  “Shirona.”


  “What?”


  “I liked you in junior high.”


  “Eh——”


  Of course, I’ve never liked Shirona in terms of LOVE. It wasn’t that I found her unattractive. It’s just my tastes were more for a beauty like Arina.


  My precise, appropriate, and destructive words made Shirona as red as a tomato. I made a mistake, and my cheeks flushed. Turning red like tomatoes seemed to be a disease. Tomatoes are my favorite vegetable. I want tomato juice.


  Turning away from Shirona, who had fallen silent, I could hear the enemy’s surrender. I took a step forward with my left foot, every bone in my body shaking like a soldier claiming victory.


  I had won.


  I didn’t give in, and I guarded the information.


  “Wait.”


  Shirona called out to me.


  Oi, oi, miss. It goes against the philosophy of warfare to fight after surrendering you know?


  “A-Actually, I also l-liked S-Sui—”


  AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH


  If this was a movie, I’m sure Whitney Houston’s “I Will Always Love You” would have been playing.


  And I— right?[3]


  


  Notes:


  [1] Sui has been referring to Arina as ‘omae’. In Japanese using ‘omae’ is generally pretty rude unless it’s used between close friends, and even then, it’s assuming that the person you refer to as ‘omae’ doesn’t care about pronouns


  [2] Sui says this in English


  The original phrase is ｢エンダーってね」and I wasn’t exactly sure what it was saying. I thought it might have been the “And I” (1:47, this video) in the song mentioned in the above paragraph and it sounded similar enough, so I went with it. Someone please correct me if they think this is wrong!


  


  Chapter 28 – Actually, I also…


  [1]

  Actually, I also liked Sui.


  Actually, I also liked Sui.


  Actually, I also liked Sui.


  Actually, I also liked Sui.


  Actually—


  Shirona’s voice echoed like a bell.


  Actually, I also—


  I was hallucinating her voice in the silent hallway.


  I wasn’t on drugs, by the way.


  I became a ghost while fighting the turmoil inside of me. I managed to keep my ego in a hollow consciousness. The only thing I could clearly hear was Shirona’s voice.


  —liked you.


  The unexpected turn of events were disorienting at first. Shirona ran away, leaving me with a gentle heat in my stomach. My feelings were difficult to express. Both happiness and embarrassment raged inside of me.


  I had no answer. I froze, as if someone had stopped me from speaking.


  In no time, I arrived at the Rose Garden.


  Being honest, I didn’t have the confidence to remain calm in front of Arina. I had never thought that Shirona liked me.


  Was Arina setting up a flag when she added more flowers to the Rose Garden? If so, I’ll revere her as a goddess. I can’t offer her money everyday, but at least I can offer up some seaweed. It feels like I’m gonna get beaten up.


  I opened the door and a Rose Garden covered in flowers greeted me. A strange sense of security enveloped my heart. It was like home.


  In the center of my vision was Arina, who only had on a bra.


  The first thing she did when she finished helping the tennis club was change her clothes. We weren’t on any sports teams, and we were too embarrassed to go home in the school’s gym clothes. Changing back into uniform was inevitable. I came back for a change of clothes as well. Nothing wrong with that.


  There was no light in Arina’s eyes.


  Her eyes were reminiscent of zombie movies. The Walking Arina. Arina Hazard.


  She turned towards me. The style was so good that my cerebrospinal fluid[2] evaporated. Yeah, I was surprised. When the photobook comes out, I’ll buy it.


  But right now I was in a hyper-trance mode – a state of mind transcending dimensions – so I didn’t lust after her.


  In Arina’s eyes I could see a perverted bastard looking at her body with a serious expression. Who was that? It was me. It was unmistakably Sakaki Sui.


  She walked towards me slowly. The sound of Ronfer’s music was resonating pleasantly. Arina’s chest shook in rhythm.


  Actually, I also like—


  Shirona. How long have you liked me—.


  Is ignorance a sin? I have no idea.


  Arina’s breasts were getting closer – wait, no, Arina was getting closer. Everything felt so slow. So much so that I could discern each of her movements.


  Arina made a fist. This wasn’t good.


  —Sui.


  I wonder how I should act tomorrow when I see Shirona.


  Arina, what kind of face do I see in your eyes? I think it’s the face of an enlightened man, no? Isn’t he a man that will be beneficial to humanity?


  You’re about to hit that very man.


  Arina pulled her fist backward and punched. I groaned as it felt like my chest was shape shifting. I’m a real pervert, I thought. Nice breasts, though.


  Actually, I also like Sui.


  I didn’t answer.


  Sakaki Sui is ignorant and stupid.


  


  The world is shaking—


  To be precise, my vision was blurry.


  Arina’s fist hit me from the front. If you could do something like a time-lapse on an x-ray, you’d find my brain like miso. Remember the scene where Sazae-san crawled into the house. That’s what was happening in my skull.


  I fell. My temples were sore and my ears were ringing.


  I could feel the floor’s coldness on my cheeks.


  I looked out at the Rose Garden. All of the flowers made it look like heaven. So this was death.


  God seemed to take pity on me and gave me one last spectacular view.


  After she finished beating me up, Arina continued to get dress. I didn’t expect to see panties.


  So I don’t exist in Arina’s mind anymore. That’s why she didn’t kick me out. Being an invisible man isn’t bad.


  I was soon made to dogeza.


  Arina had arranged items such as cutters, screwdrivers, staplers, hammers, pliers, and irons on the desk. If I hadn’t apologized, I would have experienced hell.


  I’m glad. God still exists.


  


  “I forgive you for opening the door by mistake. After all, I didn’t even lock it.”


  “I’m sorry, Arina-sama.”


  “｢sama｣ doesn’t actually sound that bad, hm?”


  “Please put the saw away. I’ll die.”


  “Isn’t it fine? You’re absent-minded. It’s not like you’re dead.”


  “There was a lot going on.”


  “Talk to me. I’ll curse you a ton.”


  I sat upright and simply stated,


  “Shirona likes me.”


  “Hm.”


  “Your reaction is weak…”


  “It’s understandable. When I heard you guys were going to be alone, I made the best environment for you. You had different goals, though.”


  “So this is a woman’s intuition.”


  “You don’t have to be a woman to know that. And what about you?”


  “What?”


  “Do you like Shirona? What do you think of her?”


  “I’ve never had romantic feelings for Shirona. So I was surprised. And even though I didn’t like her, I said I liked her in the spur of the moment…”


  “Excuse me? Explain the situation.”


  “I needed to say something to divert the conversation from our relationship. So I said I liked Shirona. Then she told me she liked me back.”


  “You’re the worst. I want to put you into an anaconda case.”


  “Do it. I’ll die happy.”


  “First, you need to clear it up. I think you’re making her upset and unstable.”


  “Right. But I don’t know how to.”


  “You can act normal. If there’s no discrepancy in your story, neither of you will know what you’re feeling right now.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “I liked you. I liked you.[3] They’re both in past tense. Right now, you can interpret each other’s emotions in different ways. You both don’t want to be awkward, so force yourselves to agree. You used to like each other, but not anymore. If you’re conscious of that, it should be fine.”


  “Certainly, it could be interpreted like that.”


  “So, back to me, is that kouhai going to continue to hang around me?”


  “No idea. I don’t think he’ll give up that easily. First, he’ll find out what happened to you. God knows what he’ll do after.”


  “What a pain. I should hire a hitman.”


  “At least use BB bullets.”


  Both of us had a headache.


  It was laughable.


  


  Notes:


  [1] The title never had ellipsis… but it looked weird without them


  [2] Couldn’t be bothered to explain what this is, but Sui’s basically saying that his brain stopped working


  [3] To explain, what Arina says is ‘sukidatta’ and ‘sukideshita’. ‘Datta’ and ‘deshita’ are both used in the past tense. I translated Shirona’s confession last chapter in present tense since I thought it would flow better, but haha, jokes on me


  


  Chapter 29 – Habitat Expansion


  There was tomato juice on the table.


  I like tomato juice. Not only does it taste great, but it’s also a big help for my feelings. It’s reassuring and calming.


  What I usually buy at the vending machines is tomato juice. My favorite vegetable is the tomato. I don’t know why I like tomatoes so much. This is a mystery to mankind.


  It’s not a problem of human senses and qualia. Likes and dislikes can’t be standardized.


  You can’t measure senses.


  “Why are you still looking at tomato juice?”


  I was sitting across the table from Arina. The room, still surrounded by flowers, smelt great.


  It might have been because of Arina’s perfume. Do high school girls wear perfume? Let’s not worry about it.


  “Cause I like tomato juice.”


  “Weirdo. Jump before you change. Make sure you crush your head.”


  “Why are you snapping at me? Let’s go over there together.”


  I’m aware that something’s wrong with me.


  The cause of it was clear.


  Yesterday, Shirona told me, ‘Actually, I also like Sui’. It seemed to have a bigger effect on me than I thought. Today, Makoto asked me, “Are you on drugs or something?” and was jokingly worried about me.


  “Have you talked to Shirona?”


  “Question. Did I even go to your class today?”


  “I didn’t notice. I was reading.”


  “I haven’t seen Shirona. I’m consciously avoiding it.”


  “Like an idiot. Haha.”


  Hiwa Arina has started to smile more recently.


  I never would have thought that Arina would be able to laugh like this when she first spoke to me in that library. That Arina, who would always wear a scowl, was smiling and laughing.


  “What should I do? It’ll be awkward. I’ll probably die inside if we see each other.”


  “Oh, so you’ll die. Can we go to the tennis courts now?”


  “How cruel can you be?”


  “Every part of me is cruel, just like how everyone calls me a poisonous rose.”


  “That’s scary. Someone should pluck you.”


  I didn’t think we were gonna have a good time just talking. Usually, she’s a quiet reader, but now, she was eager to talk. I wonder if she changed her mind. It’s too early. What’s the reason for this?


  “By the way…”


  “What?”


  “The girl in the student council, what was her name again?”


  “?”


  “The girl who came to thank you the other day. I completely forgot her name.”


  “It was Niwatari Tsuru. The student council’s secretary.”


  “That was it. She said she wanted to see you today, and she’s coming after school.”


  “Where? You don’t mean here?”


  “I do.”


  I can’t do this.


  I moved to retrieve the flowers that were scattered all over the place. I felt like something bad was going to happen. So I’ll at least turn this strange place full of flowers back to what it should be.


  Arina stood up and yelled at me.


  “What are you doing? You don’t have to clean up. Didn’t you tell her about our relationship?”


  “I care, though. What if someone comes with Tsuru? I don’t want to hear any more strange rumors. This is for your own good, too.”


  “What a villain-like line. I wonder when you’ll be knocked down.”


  “I’m justice. I’m not tainted by evil.”


  Arina sat down and crossed her legs, seemingly disgusted by my struggling. I can’t do anything.


  Rustle


  Arina and I turned to the door at the same time.


  “U-uh, I wonder if I shouldn’t enter…”


  Niwatari Tsuru has arrived.


  Niwatari Tsuru was a natural gal. Her chestnut hair and slightly disheveled uniform made her look like a brainless idiot, but she was the top scorer in our grade. She surpassed Arina with ease.


  I’ve met Tsuru before with Arina. Even though we’re in the same class, we don’t talk, so the simple phrase ‘I’ve met’ is appropriate.


  Tsuruis indebted to Arina.


  Apparently, she came alone.


  “There’s no problem. Right?”


  Don’t talk to me! How am I supposed to explain this situation where I’m holding a bunch of flowers?!


  My shoulders slumped.


  “It’s fine, there’s no problem. Please come in, Tsuru.”


  “Ah, thank you very much. Sorry to bother you.”


  For Tsuru, I took out a chair and then sat down myself. I put the flowers in my hands on the floor, for now.


  “So, you had something to say to me, right?”


  “Yes, yes. Rumor has it—”


  “Wait a minute!”


  Arina and Tsuru were surprised.


  “That rumor… is it related to love?”


  “Hm? I think it’s different, but it feels bad?”


  “It’s okay. I’ve been having heart problems recently. It’s like an eggshell. I have to be aware of its delicacy or it’ll collapse.”


  I’m not sure what Arina was thinking, but she punched me in the side.


  “Ah, it didn’t break.”


  “The eggshells were a metaphor, you idiot. You just broke five of my ribs.”


  I stroked my flank.


  “So, what’s the rumor?”


  “I heard Sui’s been helping people.”


  “Ah~ I see. I explained it before, right? I meet up with Arina after school to cure her toxic personality. As part of that, we sometimes help out other clubs. So you’re not wrong.”


  “So that’s what it was. I was wondering if you were doing something with Arina-san.”


  “Although that’s not 100% accurate, it’s basically what we’re doing. It’s a bit off since we start by finding someone who needs help.”


  “Hmm. Are you guys doing this a lot?”


  “Not every day. We help out the tennis club, art club, tea ceremony club, newspaper club, etc.”


  “You’re like a volunteer.”


  “I guess.”


  Tsuru had a thoughtful expression like she was convinced of something.


  “You know, I’d like some help from Sui and Arina-san, if that’s okay.”


  She looked up at me and got closer. I won’t say no, so pull back! Pull back before my reasoning goes away!


  “I don’t mind, but what can we help you with?”


  “The student council.”


  Wait a minute, was the student council a club? It’s not supposed to be. It was a committee. We usually help clubs, so committees are new. Can we do it?


  “Fine with me.”


  Arina, who was reading quietly, closed her book and agreed.


  “I was in the student council in middle school. I’m a bit familiar with it.”


  I didn’t know that. It was amazing that she was on both the basketball team and the student council.


  Hm? Wouldn’t it be dangerous for Hiwa Arina to come to the student council? What’s more, that memory is from when she was in her third year of junior high.


  $10,000 for school collapse.


  


  Chapter 30 – What Should I Do?


  I’ve never been interested in the student council.


  What’s the point of raising my hand and participating? Do I want to bring attention to myself?


  Anyways, the student council isn’t on my mind.


  Do they think they can really change the school? Is the motivation to look good? The latter is deliberate and respectable, but honestly, the former is only a wistful dreamer.


  Being the student body president doesn’t give any special power and privilege, nor does it give the ability to enact change. At most, it would only be some minor changes. You can’t escape from the teachers’ control and any attempt to do so will be stopped.


  I’m curious to see how Tsuru would react if I tell her my thoughts. I don’t mean to be rude, but I’d like to know why she chose a committee that’s obviously a pain and something only show-offs would want to participate in.


  My curiosity was unquenchable. Let’s just let it loose.


  “Why’d you join the student council, Tsuru?”


  “I was forced to run. They made me run for president. I didn’t want to do it, so I agreed to be the secretary. And as it turned out, I ended up as the secretary.”


  “So you didn’t want to? I’m surprised.”


  “People say that a lot. I think it’s silly to decide who is or isn’t fit to be in the student council based on their grades. What would happen if I were a psychopath and take pleasure in murder? It’s uncomfortable to be evaluated by a number. I want my heart to be seen more.”


  I turned the conversation towards Arina.


  “Arina. Do you want to run for the student council?”


  “If I win, I’ll make a single country.”


  “Like a dictator…”


  “I’ll start by hanging you. I’ll draw the border with your blood.”


  “Don’t try and scare me like that.”


  I turned towards Tsuru.


  “Back on topic. What does Tsuru want us to do?”


  “I want you to take an executive role in the festival, mainly reporting on each club’s activities.”


  Well, it’s that time of year after all. I just help out my class since I wasn’t in any clubs, so I’m essentiallyc the same as a customer. I can’t expect to get into the center of the project.


  “Can’t you join the festival committee?”


  “No, no. The student council and festival committee are independent. I have nothing to do with it so I want to get the help of Sui and Arina-san. I want you to do the things that are difficult for the student council to do.”


  “I see. I can imagine it. What about Arina-sensei[1], who used to be in the student council?”


  “I don’t mind.”


  And with Arina’s consent, it means,


  “We’ll help.”


  “Wow! Thanks! Please treat me well!”


  Tsuru held my left hand and Arina’s right hand and smiled.


  This is going to be a pretty big request.


  


  It was two days after Tsuru visited the Rose Garden.


  Tsuru called out to me.


  While I was having lunch with Makoto, Tsuru came and asked me to come to the student council with Arina after school.


  Makoto, who was listening right next to me, asked, “Sui, what are you doing now? What are you going to do by sneaking into the student council?!”


  He seemed to think that Arina and I were plotting something horrible, and he’s been concerned about me lately.


  I appreciate his concern, but I want him to be reassured. I’m a gentleman, and I have a great sense of justice. Now for Arina— I don’t know.


  After eating with Makoto, I went over to Arina’s class and told her about it. As usual, she replied with “I see”. She’s not the type to lie or break a promise, so I didn’t pester her for confirmation.


  I turned around and my eyes met with Shirona’s.


  Actually, I also liked Sui—


  The words from that moment came back to me. I don’t know how many seconds passed. My body froze up and went as rigid as lead.


  What do I do, what do I say? I told myself that, and something started to come out of my throat, but I quickly stopped it from coming out.


  “Hey, you. How long are you gonna be a statue?”


  Arina’s words jolted me back to reality.


  “It’s nothing. After school.”


  It’s no good. It’s awkward. I don’t have the confidence to talk to Shirona. I haven’t spoken to her since then.


  I’m trying to take steps forward due to my impatience. However, I don’t know what to say.


  What should I do?


  


  Notes:


  [1] No, this isn’t a typo


  


  Chapter 31 – The Unfamiliar Student Council


  It was after school.


  Arina and I were led to the student council’s classroom by Tsuru.


  “So this is the student council.”


  As you could imagine, the room had its desks arranged in a U-shape with a large whiteboard at the front. Other than that, it was an unassuming room.


  There were a total of eight people in the room, including the president, vice president, and a group of unknown homo sapiens. I didn’t know whether this amount of people was small or large.


  Some of them looked horrified to see us. Of course, they were looking at Arina rather than me.


  I decided to introduce myself first. Although the student council wanted help, they didn’t expect me and Arina, and especially Arina, to be here. To get to know each other, I introduced myself first.


  Gotta show them I’m not an enemy, since they were wary.


  “I’m Sakaki Sui. Sui as in the ‘sui’ in ‘suisei’[1]. I’m in the second year class two, same as Tsuru. I’m a novice when it comes to student council stuff, but I’ll do my best to be of use. I’ll be in your care for a while.”


  With a bow, I finished introducing myself.


  Now came Arina, the problem.


  “Hiwa Arina. Nice to meet you.”


  Oh my god, this chick…. I couldn’t help but play the straight man.


  “Arina, you… are you going to die or something if you introduce yourself with more than ten words?”


  “Oh, shut up. I don’t want to hear that from someone who introduced themselves in one of the most basic ways possible. It’s cold.”


  She spat that out and raised up her middle finger.


  The act of raising one’s middle finger is an extremely vulgar action. I couldn’t help but grip her middle finger firmly. It was a rare version of her middle finger.


  And she slapped me.


  I think it was somewhat better than being hit with goo. I was about to faint. I don’t remember if it was with a mechanical pencil or not, but the slap was more gentle than the time I got stabbed. Regardless, the impact still blurred my vision.


  “Now then, let’s have us student council members introduce ourselves!”, Tsuru said.


  Are you sure? Arina’s like an AI reading out serial numbers. Do you really want to?


  “I’m the student council president, Seki. Seki Jun. We don’t really interact since I’m in class four. Thanks for coming!”


  He struck me as kind of a hot-headed and straightforward type of guy. He had pure and innocent eyes. What a far cry from the rose next to me.


  Just when I was thinking that, she stomped on my foot. Seems like she’s an esper. By all means, go fight head-on with Uri Geller[2]. I’ll bet a dollar.


  Although this is rude, the name Seki Jun is pretty interesting. Seki Jun, seki jun, sekijun[3]. It really is interesting.


  The vice president, secretary, the school festival officer, the sports festival officer, and so on, and so forth, followed with their own introductions. To be honest, I didn’t remember any of them. I only remembered sekijun[4]— wait, no, the student council president Seki Jun, and Tsuru.


  Human memory was like that and their self-introductions only amounted to that much. Self-introductions were very important to any organization or environment. A vivid first impression was strong. If your introduction is boring, it’ll be the only thing to determine what people think of you. Therefore, the more unique, the better.


  In that sense, it was probably a good idea to have Arina introduce herself the way she did. People want to get to know the people that stand out. I didn’t know if she herself was aware of that. But it’ll have an effect.


  Since Arina and I would be helping out at the festival, we’ll be talking with the school festival officer.


  The school festival officer is Saeki Shiho, a student in the same grade as us, who played the role of connecting the student council and the school festival committee.


  “Nice to meet you. I’m Saeki Shiho. I just introduced myself. Once again, I’ll be in your care!”


  “Same here. I wanna ask a few quick questions, okay?”


  “Of course!”


  “The festival is in about three weeks, but what can we do right now?”


  I was sure all the class and club entries should have been submitted and finished by now, and they should be slowly taking shape. Both of us thought there was nothing for us to do if we followed the school festival officer. There wasn’t really anything for us to interfere with, as the students were still executing their plans.


  What would we do then, if that was the case?


  “The opening of the festival requires the coordination of the student council, which needs cooperation with the festival committee. The student council is the main organizer with other high schools, the public, and teachers, so the student council will be busy.


  I mean, we need to flesh out the festival. So we have a lot to do.”


  I couldn’t completely understand Shiho’s explanation in one go, so I glanced at Arina to ask for help with my eyes.


  But Arina was listening to Shiho without a single glance. She was very motivated.


  She began to speak as if to prove her motivation.


  “I’ll help you. We’ll just have to make do with this paperweight.”


  “Why are you calling me a paperweight?”


  “Because you’re annoying.”


  I don’t get it. What do you have against paperweights? I decided to let it slide so the conversation could keep going.


  I think I’m starting to get how I should handle Arina. I’ve learned that I’m out of tune whenever I’m having a conversation with her. For example, I might say 1 + 1 = 2, to which she might reply, 1 + 1 = Pteranodon. It sounded impossible, but that was the kind of girl she is. It wasn’t anything to get worked up over.


  


  Saeki Shiho then briefly summarized the schedule and roles that were planned at the moment. That was the end of the first day, so we’ll actually start working in earnest tomorrow.


  Honestly, I was still worried since I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. In contrast, Arina, in a resolute manner, was listening from start to finish. I thought she was a different person.


  “Did you understand what you’re doing?”, I asked, as we walked together to the gates.


  “Pretty much. The student council didn’t give us anything specific, so some parts don’t add up, but I can pretty much imagine.”


  “As expected.”


  “Guess it’s too hard for an axolotl to understand.”


  “At least make me a mammal.”


  


  Notes:


  [1] Sui’s name is written with the kanji 彗(sui) from the word 彗星 (suisei), meaning comet


  [2] This dude.


  [3] The name ‘Seki Jun’ was written in different ways. The first is written with the kanjis 関潤 (what he introduced himself with), the second is written in hiragana as せきじゅん, and the third is written with the kanjis 席順 (translation: seat order)


  [4] Sui accidentally used the kanjis 席順 instead of 関潤


  


  Chapter 32 – Propaganda


  Saeki Shiho, the school festival officer, took me to the activity center of the festival committee.


  The committee wasn’t in a hurry, nor did it seem to be in a hurry, and the members from each class were nonchalantly presenting their opinions. It was kind of a letdown since I expected them to be busy, walking from place to place.


  Since most of the plans were already set in stone, there was no need to change them now. They were working on the small details.


  My class went with the safe plan of a café. The representatives from my class (year 2 class 2) confirmed with the treasurer where to submit fees, where to return the equipment, and so on.


  First of all, what are we helping with?


  Shiho’s role was to attend the committee meetings, keep track of activities of each class and club, and report them back to the student council. This made it easier for the student council to work together on the opening event. There were other things to do as well, like creating bulletin boards and bridging community relations. From what I heard yesterday, she hinted that we would be doing the same work as her, so we were probably doing something similar to that.


  But it seems our real purpose was different.


  “Shiho-san, Shiho-san. What are we supposed to be doing?”


  “You’ll be like temporary public order officers for the student council and guide them around.”


  “Houhou.”


  “The cultural festival is fun, but it’s also a really chaotic event. And if someone doesn’t regulate it, there’s no controlling it. That’s why the student council, which is also the executive board, plays the role of the public committee for a bit. And then there’s the guidance staff! You’ll help ordinary people who have trouble on their way around the school. That’ll be the role of Sui and Arina.”


  So she basically means security guards?


  According to Shiho, the disciplinary committee wasn’t supposed to be like security guards or monitors. It might have sounded like they crack down on people, but they’re simply encouraging people to continue to improve their appearance, awareness, and regulate rules. So, they did it themselves.


  However, since each member of the student council held an important position, there was a lack of manpower. That’s where we came in.


  “So we should remember the layout of the festival and maintain public morals, right?”


  Arina interjected.


  “Right! As expected of Arina-san. Did you get it, Sui?”


  “Yep.”


  “But there’s nothing like a festival handbook. It’s just a matter of mixing with the Student Organization and the executive committee to understand the whole picture!”


  “I see. Leave the details to us. We’ll follow you.”


  “Thank you! Please treat me well.”


  Arina and I got to work.


  The very first thing we did was tally up what each class and club were doing. We wanted to get an overall picture.


  Shiho was working on something separately.


  Arina and I were shown the materials by the person who tallies stuff up and decided to copy what we needed.


  “Well, I’ll organize each class and Arina, can you take care of the clubs?”


  “I don’t mind, but will you be okay? Do you know how to read Japanese?”


  “What am I? And who the hell are you to understand my language?”


  “It’s a lie. I wonder why I can talk to a sea cucumber.”


  According to what I’ve heard, sea cucumbers shoot out their intestines when they detect danger. Unfortunately, I can’t do that. But if I did have such a formidable self-defense feature, I would use it on Arina. I’ll give her all of my intestines. Would probably make a nice necklace.


  I thought it was a bit crude, so I tried restraining myself, but I forgot that Arina was a bit of an esper. She elbowed me in the side. There was an unpleasant sound. I think something cracked. It was that painful.


  Right now, I’m in charge of all of the classes.


  It was a treasure trove of spoilers.


  “There are so many ideas. One of them was a haunted house, as usual. There were some concerts and some plays. There’s also something that looks like a restaurant. Amazing!”


  As I flipped through the pages, I found Arina’s class.


  It was a fashion show.


  “Fashion show?”


  I couldn’t help but say it aloud.


  Arina, who stood next to me, turned her face towards me.


  “W-what?”


  “—not”


  “Hm?”


  “I’m not doing it.”


  “?”


  “I’m not doing it so don’t come to it. Get it?”


  “It’s like saying, ‘I’m doing it’.”


  “If you come, I’ll tear you to pieces. Okay?”


  “I’m sorry. I’m going to see the year 2 class 3 fashion show with Makoto.”


  “…you won’t have a good death. If you come to year 2 class 3, your life will end. The National Security Agency of America will expose your browsing history, emails, downloaded videos, compressed files, sexuality, and everything. You’ll step on dog shit every day and you’ll need to buy shoes once every 3 days.


  When you go to school, your p*rn website history will be plastered all over the walls. Every time you want to buy some bread from the concession stand, you will have to write a 10,000 word essay to reflect on your trip to the fashion show. You won’t even be able to open the door to your house without writing a reflection letter. You can’t even take a bath until you like your sister Ugin’s feet. You’ll only be allowed one hour of sleep, and the rest of the time you’ll write your reflection. In the morning, you’ll go to Hokkaido and then run all the way to Okinawa.[1]Then you have to head to school, or you won’t be allowed in. So, do you still want to go to the fashion show?”


  “Ah. I’m going. I’ve already decided.”


  “Eh? P-please don’t…”


  “Listening to you, I’ve realized that Arina is quite a pervert…”


  “No, I’m not!”


  A few people turned towards us at Arina raising her voice.


  “E-excuse me, I apologize…”


  “Don’t be so happy, Arina. Don’t worry about it, I’ll record it.”


  “Somebody kill me…”


  Needless to say, I know that she doesn’t want to be running or participating in the fashion show.


  She was probably forced to by the guys in her class. Arina was well over 170 cm tall, which is above the average height of girls. If she wore heels, she would probably be eye level with me at 180 cm. In addition to that, she had a beautiful face and a good figure, so it was no wonder why she was made to.[2]


  I guess she didn’t completely reject it. It seems she would be participating. If that was the case, maybe Arina was changing.


  I wrote down a list of what each class was going to do and summarized their requests. There was a haunted house, a café, a play, a mini-restaurant, and much more. The information from each class was brought to the student council.


  Arina was using her pen like a machine. I wanted her to get as far away from me as soon as possible since the disparity in efficiency was extremely obvious when the two of us stood side by side. There was no room on the table though, so I didn’t have a choice but to stay.


  “What did you do when you were in the student council in middle school?”


  “Vice president. I was a shadow ruler, y’know?”


  “You seem to like manipulation and propaganda.”


  “Yup. I thought about destroying the student council with my propaganda, but I played it safe and stayed the vice president. It was boring.”


  “That episode’s forbidden at the student council. I’ll be persecuted with you.”


  “You’re going to Siberia. I’ll at least give you as much as Cairo.”


  Dear God. Please throw this woman into a black hole.


  We stopped talking and concentrated on our work. We only need to have this conversation once a year.


  


  Notes:


  [1] As a point of reference, the distance between Hokkaido and Okinawa is roughly 2,228 kilometers or about 1,400 miles. God damn.


  [2] 170 cm is about 5’6″. Sui is 180cm tall, so he’s about 5’10”.


  


  Chapter 33 – Past Afterimages


  “How’s it going? With the student council.”


  It’s been three days since I started helping out the student council. In other words, it’s been three days since Saeki Shiho led me to executive committee.


  For the past three days, I’ve had to go back and forth between the student council and the executive committee after school. It wasn’t all too hard though.


  “It’s kinda interesting.”


  I replied to Niwatari Tsuru, the secretary of the student council.


  The student council was actually pretty interesting. It was an organization that was involved in all sorts of projects, so it was a good opportunity to broaden my horizons by getting to know the clubs, community, and the school board stuff that you might not normally get involved with.


  “I’m happy if that’s the case. There’s a lot of strange perspectives on the student council, so if you think so, I appreciate that.”


  Tsuru was right. My image of the student council had indeed changed.


  “But I don’t think I would actually join.”


  “Right. It’s not like I ran for office either. Fufu.”


  “What are you going to do today?”


  “I’m gonna check how many materials and tools we’re borrowing. With the girl next to me.”


  Arina agreed with a sullen face.


  “Well then, let’s get moving.”


  After relaxing in the student council room, Arina and I decided to get to work.


  The members of the student council were concentrating on making promotional posters. I thought that Tsuru, who had been talking with me, was going to go back to work on the posters, but instead, she said she was gonna follow us.


  “Tsuru, is your work fine?”


  “Yep. I’m already done. I don’t have much of an aesthetic sense, so I’m leaving the posters to them. I focus too much on the small stuff.”


  She may look like a gal, but she’s always been one of the smartest girls in the school. She might look dumb, but when you talk to her, you’ll realize just how smart she is. Her knowledge and insight are unfathomable. That’s why she’s interesting to talk to.


  “It’s amazing. You’ve got the best brains in the school and are the most beautiful girl in the grade. How can I become as extravagant?”


  “You’re already the number one weirdo in our grade.”


  “Who, me? I’m in the top three?”


  Tsuru giggled.


  As usual, Arina looked down on me, calling me a weirdo. It was the usual.


  At a time like this, I’d be happy if she would say, “No! Sui is a wonderful person!”


  “I’ll crush your eyes.”


  That would be impossible, though. Blackmail is her favorite thing to do. Come to think of it, I don’t think Arina has ever called me by my first name. Neither Sui nor Sakaki. It was either ‘you’ or ‘mealworm’. What is this blatant discrimination? Even though she calls Shirona and Tsuru by their names. I’m a real person of Japan with a name.


  We left the student council and headed for the warehouse.


  I was in the lead, and Tsuru and Arina were behind me. We walked in a triangle formation.


  I was shocked when I realized.


  In the background, Tsuru and Arina were talking amicably. What kind natural disaster is this? Arina was talking with some of resistance, but their conversation was going well. Tsuru was smiling happily. I looked behind me and saw that it wasn’t a recording being played back, but a real conversation between two humans. Apparently, Arina was really talking.


  Whenever she talked to me, she was the worst, but not with Tsuru. I was horrified to see Arina, who always hurled abuse at me, had succeeded in making contact with normal humans. It was a sign that the world is ending.


  When we arrived at the warehouse, the first thing I did was turning on the lights. The place was dusty, so we opened up the windows and doors. The girls coughed, and one particularly poisonous tongued woman told me to, “suck everything in, please.” Of course, I ignored her. I’m not a vacuum cleaner.


  “Let’s check it out. Tsuru or Arina, read the list out to me.”


  “Got it. Arina-san, here. I’ll read this one.”


  Tsuru handed one of the two lists to Arina.


  I didn’t feel comfortable asking the girls to do the heavy lifting in such a dusty area, so I decided to do it myself.


  “Then I’ll go first. Twelve ladles, nine chopping boards.”


  “Roger that.”


  I found the plastic baskets where the cooking tools were jumbled up and fished through them.


  “Twelve ladles, nine chopping boards. They’re here.”


  “Got it, check check.”


  Next is Arina.


  “Five wood, ten screwdriver sets.”


  “Okay, okay. Five wood, one screwdriver set, two screwdriver sets…. ten. Okay.”


  “Amazing. You can count.”


  “Right? I can do arithmetic too. Can you say all the letters of the alphabet?”


  I started counting the tools. Tsuru and Arina took turns reading out the lists, and I just kept searching.


  I was amused by the contrast between Tsuru, who sat elegantly with her legs together, and Arina, who sat with her legs crossed with an attitude.


  The girly Tsuru had an elegant demeanor, while the intelligent and beautiful Arina was intimidating. It was funny.


  As I became an obedient machine that listened to them, I found something interesting.


  “Oh, this is a picture from last year’s festival.”


  The slightly faded photo was a group photo. It was a small group, so it might have been a class or cultural club.


  The photo showed Mine Aki-senpai.


  She was someone I got along with in the health committee when I was a freshman. She liked to make jokes and we got along well.


  Aki-senpai also went to the same school as Arina when she was in junior high.


  “Hey, show me.”


  I handed the photo to Tsuru.


  Arina also leaned in to get a look at it.


  Not long after, Arina frowned. She wrinkled her brow as if she had just seen something repulsive.


  “What’s wrong, Arina?”


  It was obvious something was off. Arina replied with one eye closed.


  “Sorry, but I’m heading home first.”


  “What’s wrong, Arina-san? Are you feeling sick?”


  “No, I’m fine, but I need to head home today.”


  “Okay. Let me know if you need anything.”


  Arina handed her list to Tsuru and gave me a weak bow. That wasn’t like her. It’s also not like her to give me a bow.


  Arina was absent from school for two days.


  


  Chapter 34 – The Two Days Nobody Knew Of


  For two days, Arina was absent from school.


  The day after we saw the group photo, Arina took a day off of school, a rare occurrence. It seemed like the reason for her absence was that she was sick. Arina certainly did leave with a sick complexion.


  The day after that, she was absent again. The reason was the same. I thought about giving her a call, but I stopped just before committing. It felt like it would only make her grumpy.


  Tsuru was worried as well. She asked me, “Do you know anything about Arina-san?”, but I couldn’t answer her.


  However, I could guess. The timing was just right in accordance to the group photo. I wondered if there was something in the picture that made her sick. I could only look at them as glorious third-years in their youth.


  It was the third day since Arina was absent. At last, she had come to school.


  While I was having a conversation with Makoto, I caught a glimpse of Arina walking down the hallway.


  Like I had been awakened, I stood up.


  “Sorry, gotta head to the bathroom.”


  “You don’t look like you need to use the toilet…”


  “I’m going to South Sudan.”


  “Go on your own.”


  Makoto replied to me, looking dumbfounded. There were only about three minutes left of our break, but I felt the urge to talk to her. So, I left the classroom.


  I walked out into the hallway and craned my neck like an elementary kid watching for cars. Arina was just about to enter her classroom.


  “Arina! Hold up!”


  As half of Arina’s body disappeared into the classroom, she stopped and stepped back out.


  “What?”


  Arina’s face was as expressionless as a random rock lying around. She didn’t look fine, but this was the normal Arina with her venomous tongue.


  “Are you feeling all right? You haven’t been to school for two days. A cold?”


  “Yes. There’s no problem. I’m just sick of seeing you.”


  “Then that’s good. Tsuru was also worried about you. ｢I wonder if something happened?｣[1] Are you sure you’re okay?”


  “With my health, yes.”


  “You make it sound like you’ve been having problems with something other than your health.”


  “Yeah.”


  “What happened?”


  “I can’t remember the last two days.”


  The bell rang.


  The bell which signaled the end of the break cut off our conversation.


  She didn’t have any manner of the last two days? I tried to ask her about it. However, the bell signaled her to enter the classroom. It was as if a time freeze had been set back in motion by the bell.


  I can’t remember the last two days.


  The reverberations of those words rippled through my brain. What did that mean? What was going on?


  I stood there in the hallway until my teacher spoke to me.


  


  It was lunch break.


  I thought back to Arina’s words as I stared blankly at the war-like state of the store.


  Was it possible to have no memory? And for two days, at that. If I were to experience such a phenomenon, I’m sure I would be convinced I’d been through a time leap.


  Such science fiction had not yet been established in the technology of this world, so it could still be a lie. However, she wasn’t the type to lie. It really could have happened.


  As I watched the students fight for bread, I was tapped on my shoulder.


  Shirona stood beside me. My heart rate suddenly increased.


  “W-what’s up?”


  “It’s been a while since we’ve talked.”


  That’s right. It’s been a while.


  I hadn’t been able to look at her properly since Shirona said “I like you”.


  “It’s about Arina-san. Sui, do you know anything?”


  This was about Arina’s two-day absence.


  “All I heard was that she wasn’t feeling well.”


  “I don’t think so, though. Someone saw Arina-san after school the day before she was absent. She looked very anxious. She didn’t look like Arina-san. Sui, what’d you do?”


  “I didn’t do anything! I’m the one being treated badly.”


  “Really? Are you sure? Maybe you got carried away and said something awful since you’re both so close?”


  “Are we supposed to get along… Anyway, I didn’t do anything! She’s the one always saying horrible things. Basically, she doesn’t treat me like a human.”


  “Fine then, but you should look at Arina-san properly. She’s surprisingly delicate.”


  “Is that so? Why do you think so?”


  “Let’s just say, a woman’s intuition?”


  “Stop sounding like Akakusa-sensei…”


  I wasn’t telling her about the amnesia, but I’m sure Shirona already had a hunch that she took some time off for something other than being sick. Although she wouldn’t jump to amnesia.


  “So, are you here to buy more bread?”


  “Yes. But it’s like this. I don’t have a way to get close, so I’m just standing by and watching. It’s scary, like a zombie mauling a carcass.”


  “Sui, you don’t like conflicts, do you?”


  “That’s right. I hate fights. By the way, I admire Martin Luther King.[2]“


  “Fu~n? That’s just like Sui.”


  With that, Shirona left. With her skirt fluttering about, the Shirona I knew so well ran away.


  I wondered who Namiki Shirona was to me.


  The term ‘female friend’ was appropriate. Nothing more, nothing less.


  And what am I to her?


  I wondered if one day, I would know the answer.


  


  Notes:


  [1] Not really made clear, but Sui’s kinda quoting Tsuru here.


  [2] Never knew this before today, but apparently ‘Martin Luther King’ in Japanese is キング(katakana for king) 牧師 (bokushi: means minister or pastor).


  


  Chapter 35 – Decorating


  As the festival drew closer and closer, the school was becoming more energetic at an alarming rate. Since I was a helper, I felt a bit tired from all of the enthusiasm. But I knew I couldn’t get weak.


  Arina’s health had already recovered and the past few days have been as abusive as ever. However, she took her student council work seriously and I was aware that she had the integrity to finish what she decided to do.


  In the end, the truth about her memory loss wasn’t black or white. It wasn’t clear cut. I didn’t even mention it, so my eyes just ended up darting around. However, now that I think about it, there was a chance Arina wanted me to care a little.


  Perhaps people would think I was being conceited. But would she bother with telling people that she had no memory for two days? After all, it’s Arina we’re talking about. But that Arina, who didn’t want people to stick their noses in her business, went out of her way to phrase it in a manner that would arouse people’s interest.


  I was loosely thinking about this as I decorated the classroom.


  Our class was doing a café mainly focused on costumes. You could wear whatever you wanted. Be it kimonos, armor, or whatever. As long as it wasn’t too far outside the norm, it was fair game. I refrained from wearing a costume since Arina and I would be going around. All hail the student council. I’m glad I didn’t want to wear a single millimeter of costume.


  “Sui, what are you going to dress up as?”, Takane Makoto asked.


  “It’s unfortunate but I won’t be dressing up. I have another job.”


  “Eh, I wanted to see Sui cosplay.”


  “Bullshit. I can’t wait to see what you’re gonna wear.”


  “I’m just gonna buy a mask and call it a day.”


  “That’s safe.”


  While we talked about such nonsense, Tsuru, who had a paper ring on her shoulder, came over.”


  “Sui, you aren’t going to cosplay?!”


  “It’s a disappointment to end all disappointments. I’ve been given a mission to protect the security of the school.”


  “I’m sure Arina-san was looking forward to it.”


  “Yeah, no way.”


  “She was looking forward to it. She was laughing when talking to me.”


  “I’m sure she was laughing at me. I’ll have a great time watching the year 2 class 3 fashion show.”


  “Hmm. You’re going to see it.”


  “It seems interesting.”


  In fact, Arina would be a sight to behold. I’d like to catch a glimpse of her face when she does it. Will her expression be smug, embarrassed, or maybe even twisted in anger? It’ll be interesting to see.


  “Sui, you’re making a sinister face.”


  “My bad, my bad. I’ll get plastic surgery.”


  “Maybe you’ll come across an interesting sight at the festival.”


  “Huh? What do you mean?”


  Tsuru returned to her work with a meaningful smile. She looked like a modest gal, but her brain is, without a doubt, at the top of the grade. Whatever she was thinking, she’s about ten steps ahead of me. At least tell me if it’s related to my personal safety.


  


  After school, I immediately headed over to the student council. Often times, I wonder why I had to stay here when I was supposed to be a member of the Going Home Club. But then, Arina’s presence came to mind and I sighed.


  If you ask about whether or not Arina has changed, I think she’s become a little softer to the point where I would answer “slightly”. It seems like she’s able to talk with Tsuru frequently, and I’m sure the frequency will keep increasing. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I think Arina is opening up a little to me[1]. If I tell her, though, I’m pretty damn sure she’ll stab me, so I’ll keep quiet.


  “Hello.”


  Tsuru and Arina had already arrived at the student council. The order of the student council members went like this— not Seki Jun, Saeki Shiho, the school festival officer, and other mob characters. (I couldn’t remember their names since we didn’t interact.)


  Apparently they were waiting on me, so the student council president urged me to sit down.


  Student council president Seki Jun stood up.


  “The festival is only three days away. It’s steadily taking shape according to our original plan. Thanks to the student council, we’ve been able to keep up with our plans and have plenty of time to spare. Let’s not waste any of it, and put our hearts and souls into building the festival in the remaining time we have until the big day!”


  The president’s words signaled the start of the project and our work began. Everyone was full of motivation and unity. It was the kind of unity that people in a club or committee have.


  It was like an energetic fever for someone in the Going Home Club. It wasn’t bad to just take classes every day and relax at home after, and that’s what I prefer, but sometimes, this so-called “youth” wasn’t so bad. I especially wanted Arina to feel it.


  We moved on to the work, and as the president had said, there was plenty of time. The events and plans were already past the point where they needed the intervention of the student council, and each group was working on the nuances.


  Even though it was three days before the event, everyone was working early in order to correct mistakes they noticed. Busy, busy, and busy.


  Arina and I decided to confirm the original purpose of being a “temporary student council member and guide”.


  “Do you have a general idea of what the festival will entail?”


  “Yes.”


  “Shiho said that we could basically do whatever. But that doesn’t mean we can slack off. There’s no particular patrol times or shifts or anything like that.”


  “I see.”


  “I’m basically thinking that we should go around together, is that alright?”


  “……….Why do I have to hang out with you?”


  “Cause I’m afraid you might ignore something that happens and be in a bad mood.”


  “…..Well, I get it.”


  She was self-aware. It was quite humourous.


  “Oh, by the way, leave the time during the fashion show to me. I’ll be doing the rounds by myself.”


  “I see.”


  Although she replied in a very flat tone, Arina’s mouth twitched ever so slightly. I didn’t miss it. Shame for you. I’m gonna see the fashion show. In the meantime, you can remove your armband. I’ll take a closer look. Hehe.


  “I just felt a chill.”


  “Are you feeling sick? Is it bad?”


  “No. I thought it was a vile, inhuman man staring at me like a subway pervert.”


  Yes, yes, that’s me. That’s Sakaki Sui.


  I’m definitely gonna see it.


  


  [1] In the first draft of this chapter, the original sentence was “but I think Arina is opening herself to me”. And then I realized what it sounded like.


  


  Chapter 36 – Bless the Horse Man


  It was the day before the cultural festival.


  As a special touch, most of the classes spent the afternoon preparing for the festival.


  My classmates wore the costumes they had brought with them to recreate the atmosphere of the festival. I was supposed to play the role of a monitor of sorts, so I was glad to not be wearing a costume.


  The girls were chatting among themselves. On the other hand, the men seemed excited as they glanced at the girls who, as if in courtship, showed off their costumes.


  I noted that this was the epitome of breeding in the animal kingdom.


  They communicated a kind of ritualistic shared expression of love with their eyes, voices, and gestures. All in pursuit of reproduction. It was probably a long ways off, but they’re making steady progress.


  When you think about it, isn’t a uniform kind of a disguise?


  Among us young’uns, the word “cosplay” was understood easier.


  Especially those cute skirts that high school girls love. I thought it was totally like cosplay. Pretty cute.


  So it was the men who were attracted to the skirts. The thighs which peeked out stimulated us. And for some reason, girls wore their skirts short. They wanted to expose their thighs even though the school rules said that the length should go to around the knees. Tracing the principles of their behavior, it all converges to sexual appeal.


  Now they were each wearing clothes that went beyond a skirt. Yes, they were shining even more than usual.


  In conclusion, it was inevitable for the men to get excited.


  “Your face is too stiff.”


  It was Takane Makoto who commented to me leaning against the wall.


  He was wearing shorts, an aloha shirt, and a horse mask. I recognized him from his voice, but if he hadn’t been speaking, I would have shot him dead with a large caliber gun. Something like an elephant gun. It really feels like the festival is special since it allows monsters like this inverted centaur to appear.


  “I was feeling the history of life that had built up over hundreds of years. Never thought I’d be able to feel that in this class.”


  “Yep, Sui, you’re a freak.”


  “Lucky I can’t beat you up right now.”


  The horse’s mouth moved as he spoke.


  The face of the horse, which never changed its expression regardless of what it said, was strangely intimidating, causing me to flinch. Its black eyes had lost all emotion. Similar to Arina.


  “Did you buy that horse mask?”


  “Yes, yes. I bought it like I told you. The aloha is mine. You’re not gonna dress up after all, Sui?”


  “Guess not. It’s a shame, but I’m in charge of defending the school. I might visit as a guest.”


  “That Sui-like response makes me relieved. So, so, what do you think?”


  “About what?”


  “The girls. Who’s the cutest?”


  “Out of all the cosplayers?”


  “Isn’t that obvious!? There seemed to be someone who confessed at the festival! In cosplay! Uuuu!”


  “The tension’s high, huh? It’s amazing. I’mma go cook some red rice.”


  “Right. So, who do you think is good?!”


  “Probably Tsuru.”


  “Ohh! Niwatari Tsuru! You have good eyes!”


  Why you acting like an old guy in an antique shop?


  “She’s a natural gal, but also very smart, which makes her popular with the boys! And her outfit today is a European medieval one-piece military uniform. The jet black and crimson bring out her power and nobility to their limits! Wonderful!”


  “Oh.”


  “Did she buy that uniform or make it herself? No, it takes a high level of skill— or maybe Niwatari-san could do it…”


  “She didn’t buy them?”


  “Huh? Don’t come to that conclusion, Sui. The girls are doing their best.”


  I wanted to tell him that he was a pervert, but I was overwhelmed by his intimidating aura.


  “Sorry. I was being shallow.”


  “It’s alright. I got too heated. It’s too hot in this mask.”


  So apparently, Makoto’s personality changed when he wore the horse mask. It wasn’t as if he became violent, but stronger.


  “If it’s too hot, just take it off.”


  “I’m not taking it off. I’d feel like I’m losing.”


  To who?


  “Do your best. Horse-kun.[1] Lemme know when you go to the horse race.”


  “Got it. Bet all your money.”


  “Okay okay.”


  It was half a chore, so I ran away. I decided to assume that he had quit being human and had become a centaur.


  As I fixed the decorations and such away from Makoto, a girl came up to talk to me.


  “May I have a minute of your time?”


  “It’s not too late to get life insurance.”


  The voice’s owner was Mimori Ruka.


  She was characterized by her ladylike atmosphere. I think we’ve only talked a few times. First and foremost, we had no connection. I didn’t know her well enough to know if she was a member of the calligraphy club or tea ceremony club. I didn’t expect her to talk to me. So, I got a little flustered and said something about life insurance.


  “Eh, life insurance?”


  “My mistake. Forget about it. Do you need something from me?”


  I just heard Makoto talk about confessions, so a part of me went “What if?”.


  So I squashed my thoughts. I had been hurt by my ego before, so I decided not to get my hopes up.


  Still, once a person has thought about it, they can’t get it out of their brain.


  “Could it be—— love related?”


  I regretted instantly the stupid thing I had let slip out. There’s a fool. Right here. I’m the fool.


  “That is correct…..”


  Heeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeehhhhhhhhhhhhhhh?!


  You can’t do this! I’ve had my fill of love. Someone stick a needle in my belly. The word “love” will spray out like a spray of blood.


  The situation was too sweet for me. I wanted to eat some salted fish.


  “Uuuuuuum, so, what’s it about?”


  “I believe that Sui-kun is a good friend to Makoto-kun, is that correct?”


  “Guess so. Makoto and I are certainly close. Wait, no way–”


  “Shh! Be silent, please….!”


  OH MY GOD


  Makoto. Now ain’t the time to wear a horse mask.


  


  It was an after-school afternoon like any other. But after the formal end-of-school meeting, it came in earnest.


  The classrooms were usually empty, but many of my classmates stayed behind to do final checks for tomorrow.


  I had to go to the student council for final confirmation, so I packed my bag and prepared to leave.


  “Sui, you heading out?”


  “Hm? Ahh. The student council. I’m going to go over some last-minute stuff.”


  “Gotcha. Hope you have a good festival tomorrow.”


  “Yup. Let’s make it a good one.”


  –How long were you gonna wear a horse mask….?


  A good festival.


  Yes, I hope it will be a good festival.


  


  When I entered the student council room, I felt a sense of dejà vu.


  She seemed to be waiting for me again.


  As I took my seat, Arina poked me.


  “You’re worse than a turtle.”


  She poisoned me with a whisper. You guys were too early.


  Sekijun[2]— sorry, my mistake. Seki Jun, the student council president, began as before. I’ll spare you from the rest, because I honestly couldn’t remember. My thoughts were already directed at something else.


  Arina and I had a meeting. We briefly reconfirmed tomorrow’s patrol time and procedures as temporary Public Moral officers. It was all pretty self-explanatory.


  “I’ll be on my own during Arina’s fashion show. Rest assured.”


  “I see.”


  “Oh, by the way, do you remember Takane Makoto?”


  “A mammal? A reptile? I’m not familiar with birds, so I can’t answer.”


  “I dunno if you have to take it into that dimension… he’s the one who confessed to you once. He’s in the badminton team and hangs out with me a lot.”


  “Ahh–…”


  “If you don’t recall, it’s fine.”


  “So, what about it?”


  “So, a girl classmate named Mimori Ruka is in my class, and apparently she’s in love with Makoto.”


  “I see.”


  “And she asked me, as a good friend of Makoto’s, for a favor.”


  “I see.”


  “She asked if I could help her get closer to Makoto.”


  “I see.”


  “And that’s it. So what do you think I should do?”


  “I don’t know. What will happen if you lock them in a bathroom?”


  “You’re such a pervert.”


  “No, I’m not. What are you imagining, you shithead. Go die immediately.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  It was horrifying to hear her say that without an expression on her face. They were the eyes of hell.


  “I had wanted to seek advice from Arina-san, who is a 100-year-old warrior. I want to help Ruka.”


  “What a pain. Do it yourself.”


  “It is difficult for me to set up a natural way for the two to become closer. It is not good if Makoto feels uncomfortable. Please lend me your wisdom, Arina-sama.”


  “I can’t. I don’t know what to do either. Just go with the flow.”


  “In that case, if Arina-sama says so, then I have no choice. I shall see what I can do.”


  “I see.”


  I was thinking of asking Shirona, but things were still awkward. I can’t even start a conversation.


  No choice but to go with the flow then, like Arina said.


  The student council meeting was quickly broken off.


  The officers had to help their classes. I dropped by the classroom.


  The number of students had decreased, but there were still some people left. Especially those in the back. There were also some centaurs.


  There didn’t seem to be any more work to be done, so I bailed on the centaurs and left.


  Tomorrow’s gonna be an intense day.


  


  [1] Probably a pun. The kanji for horse can be read as ‘ma’ making it ‘Ma-kun’ which coincidentally sounds like a nickname that could be based off of the name Makoto


  [2] He used the kanjis for “seating order” on accident
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