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Introduction
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I’m a dabbler in many languages. In this story I dabble in Japanese. This chapter would be called Kishoutenketsu in Japanese. 

Satoru’s Boukenshousetsu is a story about a young man who is writing an Adventure Story. I stumbled across this term and found it fascinating to start looking into another culture’s story forms.

As I said, I’m a dabbler, so there may well be better ways to say these terms in Japanese. However, this story happens in some future where space travel is common place and so are parallel dimensions. So this may be the way these things are said in the Japanese of that time and planet.

While Satoru is writing his boukenshousetsu, another story is weaving its way through his life, doing bizarre things to his body. Satoru tries to keep his kibyou (strange disease) hidden from his girlfriend Julie. Meanwhile Satoru’s best friend David is trying to find a way for Satoru to finally be free of his curse.
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Octopus Mom
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The fire was the color of jelly beans. Satoru took one and ate it. It burned his tongue. He ignored the pain. He was, after all, too engrossed in writing his latest adventure story, his boukenshousetsu. He was stuck. He was trying to write a haiku to insert into the story at a certain point. He had come up with a few really good ones, but he was writing for a mainly English-as-a-first-language audience, so the haiku had to also flow poetically in an English way of saying things.

Being bilingual sometimes sucked!

His space capsule was coming in for a landing. It was not big enough to be called a spaceship, but it could take off, fly, and land without any help from a mother ship. Just then, a giant octopus reached out her tentacles to reel back in her wayward offspring. A tentacle latched onto Satoru’s cheek. His video-phone rang, breaking his connection with the octopus mom.

Julie exclaimed, “What happened to your face?!” 

Satoru turned the v-phone to mirror mode. Then he returned it to normal mode. He replied, “Oh, ith nothing.” 

“And, what’s that black spot on your tongue? Did you get a piercing without me?” 

Satoru shook his head no and shrugged his shoulders.

“We’re taking you to the medic when you get back.”

“No, really! Ith nothing!” 

Julie just glared at him. 

Then in desperation he lied, “I’ve already checked with the robo-medic on board.”

It was time to land. Satoru said “Goodbye, See you soon.” Then he broke off the connection.
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Emerging
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Julie hugged him almost before he had exited his capsule. After a very long hug, she let go and let him finish emerging. “Emerge”, that was the word he needed to use in his haiku.

“Hey! Your face is ok!” 

“It must have been the hug.” 

“And your tongue.” 

Satoru quickly checked his internal watch. Yep, about 30 minutes from when the marks appeared until they had disappeared. That was the normal amount of time.

“O genkidesu ka?” David asked.

“Umaku.” Satoru replied.

“And the boukenshousetsu?” 

“Emerging.” 

Julie crossed her arms. 

“Hi, how are you?” “Just fine.” David translated. Julie didn’t speak any Japanese other than Hai, Shinai, and Ai; that is, “Yes”, “No”, and “Love”. She said Ai to Satoru a little too much, but he didn’t seem to mind. She hated when he and David spoke Japanese and didn’t translate for her. She was sure they’d said more than “Hello”, but she was also sure they weren’t going to elaborate.

Satoru would be safe now, well safer from his “seikon” or “stigmata”. That was his term for the marks which appeared in his flesh, though he was certain they had no religious significance, or if they did, it was totally lost on him. 

When he was with Julie, the marks appeared much less frequently. Sometimes they were not painful, like the time he grew wings. That was before he had met Julie. David knew about that. He and David had been friends for a very long time. David knew about a lot of things, many of which Satoru didn’t know. Yes, now Satoru would be safe.
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