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The train ride through the mountains hadn't kindled the emotions Satori had been expecting. No sense of homecoming at all. Just empty towns, and ashen clouds that drifted low over the steep valleys. It was hard to believe her brother would have come as far as Kobe without trying to find her and her mother. Perhaps he had.

She'd cut her hair short, hacked at it with blunt scissors. Satori had grown used to the necessity of going unnoticed as she traveled throughout Japan, though it was getting more difficult lately with the new zoning and migration laws.

Her eyes watered. Perhaps the cedars, she thought, it was the end of February after all. The winds carried less of the dry freeze, a trickle of warm moisture on the currents. The Seto Sea appeared gray and lifeless, a few tankers in the fog like sentinels, far out from Kobe's harbor. She wondered how safe the air could be this close to Osaka, and rubbed the dark rings either side of her nose. 

Still, Kobe smelled the same, waves of sea salt and fried fish, a promise of spring drifting down from the mountains. 

The gangs had completely moved in since the war had ended. A few peacock boys strutted the main neon drags, their costumes probably more elaborate than their actual gang credentials, she figured. But the real menace lay deeper, nasty bastards who worked for the bosses in Tokyo. People went missing.

She hadn't started out looking for Takeshi. He was supposed to be dead. She'd just wanted to get out of the temporary refugee camp, as it had become less than temporary, and her situation didn’t look as though it was about to change. She applied for a relocation permit to move to Tokyo after their mother had been taken by the poisons. That had been her plan at least. But life inside the camps had been tough at best, and she'd been turned down once the authorities worked out what she'd been doing to secure an income. 

Screw them. Hypocrites. She felt no shame. Why should she? And her mother probably knew anyway. But it was dangerous. More than once she'd been on the receiving end of a particularly vicious beating with no money to show for her pain.

She'd been searching since she read that first post about her brother on the government run missing persons forum. It hadn't even been sent to her, a friend had passed it on. None of the leads had panned out so far. Always so many trolls hiding behind avatars who seemed to delight in raising people's hopes, only to let them fall so hard. Some people just had bad wiring, she thought.

But, now she had another name- Kenji Miyoshi, a security guard at the docks who had supposedly worked with her brother, according to the message. 

She didn't have an address, but the forum posting had included a grainy image and information that Miyoshi San had a penchant for prostitutes. It hadn't been difficult to track him down amid the dirty neon and the cramped shot bars. 
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