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Today’s the first day I’ve ever written a journal.


It being the first time, to be honest, I’m still having trouble figuring out what I should write.


“Write about what happened that day,” he said, but it’s not like a lot of things happen around here worth writing about. It feels kind of pointless.


Ahh, but I’m just being a pain. I owe him at least this much. Let me try again.


Oh, right! Something did happen today. I brought my daughter out of the house for the first time.


Her eyes practically lit up at everything around her as she asked me what “this” was and what “that” was. It was like watching a mirror image of myself at her age.


Oh, and when she started chasing a big bumblebee around, you couldn’t say he was in a panic.


I tried swatting it off, but then it started chasing me around. My daughter and I had a nice laugh about that.


It’s almost summertime. I’m not sure how many it’s been since we started living here.


Come to think of it, it was about this hot and humid when we came here, too. Stiflingly so.


Looking back, it’s always so surprising. How quickly time flies!


How many more summers will the three of us see together?


How many more times will the three of us laugh and smile together?


I should probably stop thinking about it. No point getting all despondent about it.


Journals like these are all about reading them long after the fact and savoring all the things that seemed so important to you back then. I better try to make this journal as enjoyable as I can.


If I’m going through the effort, I shouldn’t just focus on the day’s events. I should write about all the things I’ve seen and heard up till now, too.


Yes. That should work.


If, whenever my daughter takes an interest in the outside world, this journal does anything to help her out, then I couldn’t ask for anything else. That’s how I think about it, anyway.


I’ll try to spice things up some more starting tomorrow.


It’s not every day he gives me a present like this, besides. I need to write in it daily, if I can.


And I think I’ll wrap things up that way today.


Here’s to another great day tomorrow.


xxx














I was in a dark place.


There was no left, no right, no up or down.


It didn’t feel cold; it didn’t feel hot.


That kind of place.















REAPER RECORD I



I don’t know how much time I spent in there. Not even now, after I found out what “time” was.


When I was in there, I shouldn’t have even had any concept, or sense, of what “dark” meant anyway.


It wasn’t until I encountered “bright,” somewhere during the process, that it dawned on me that “oh, I was in a dark place, wasn’t I?”


That’s how the world works, much of the time.


Whenever you run into something new, that helps you understand things from your past for the first time.


Encountering “today” makes you realize what “yesterday” was. Encountering “morning” teaches you what “night” means.


It was just a little while ago when an encounter with “winter” made me realize what “summer” was all about.


Once I learned how to discover all of these things, I realized for the first time that this world is in a constant state of dramatic change.


After the darkness that ruled over me up to now, this world, and all the wide variety of things that covered every inch of it, seemed to transform every time I blinked.


I first took an interest in this world, this place I wasn’t even conscious of before, at the end of my first blink.


The “sky,” cycling between light and dark at regular intervals.


The “sea,” soaking in the sunlight from above to shine a gleaming blue.


The “rain,” falling upon the “land.”


And the “life” that followed soon behind.


Without being directed to by anyone in particular, I stared on at these “things” in the world, and one by one, I kept making the connections that helped me understand.


It was one discovery after another, among all the things that were born and decayed away…I spent a great while doing this, or so it felt.


I watched over the world as it changed, for so long that I felt there was nothing I could rely upon any longer apart from my own wits.


Then, one day, I realized:


Once this line of thinking begins to spin up, it absolutely detests the idea of stopping.


Even if I tried sitting there without a thought in my mind, like how it was back in the darkness, the “knowledge” I gained continually lobbed questions at me, one after the other.


“What’s this?”


“What’s that made out of?”


“Why is this here?”


There was nothing I could do to suppress the curiosity bursting from my mind. I had no reason to. Instead, I set my body adrift in the sea of questions, pressing on with my daily journey of discovery and understanding.
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One day, I ventured inside a cave. I followed a narrow trail until it opened up into a large cavern, a pond spreading out across the interior.


Cracks ran here and there across the exposed rock ceiling, the sunlight that wriggled through them flickering against the pool’s surface.


As I looked at one of the faint points of light on the water, I spotted a tiny figure on its surface.


It looked quite unlike any creature I had seen before—just standing there, as if peering intently at me.


It didn’t particularly concern me at first. I knew by now that life wasn’t a rare thing. There was no telling what you might find in your travels.


The surprising thing, though, was that it seemed like this creature “recognized” me.


Having someone stare at me so attentively was a wholly alien experience.


I wasn’t sure why, but even though creatures seemed capable of noticing and interacting with each other, not a single one of them ever took notice of me.


This figure, meanwhile, was looking straight at me. He didn’t have any “eyes,” but I could tell regardless.


I took an interest at this sight, returning the gaze for a little while. Then I realized the figure was none other than myself.


What a shock it was.


It seemed strange that I failed to notice until now. Just like every other form of life, I had my own physical form.


This chance encounter with my own form filled my mind with curiosity.


I looked over every curve and crevice of my body. “How long have I looked like this?” “What does this do?” “Why am I shaped like this?”


But I failed to come up with an answer to any of the questions that came to mind.


It honestly felt strange.


As if I knew not even the slightest thing about “myself.”


I fully comprehended all the many forms of life I had learned of, yet…


A question floated into existence, instantly drowning out all other thought.


“Who made me?”


In terms of what I knew, maybe I could have been defined as a “creature” that just…appeared one day.


But if I fell under that definition, that meant there had to be some being out there to give birth to me. In all the time I spent in this land, I never encountered anything like that.


I knew because I had an intimate view of how “creatures” began, at least once. And judging by the sight, the way I was given life must have fundamentally differed from that.


That, and even though these creatures eventually grew unable to retain their forms over “time”—even though they seemed to face their demise before they even had a chance to breathe—I had no sense that would ever occur to me. Perhaps it was more natural for me to think of myself as “something” completely different.


But…


“In that case, what am I?”


I had been on a journey of understanding, putting the pieces that appeared before me together to blaze a trail to the answers I sought. But I had never thought about “myself” before.


So I began to think deeply, trying to root out an answer to the question in my mind.


I closed my eyes, plunging into the darkness that lay ahead.


It conjured memories of the all-too-familiar darkness that once surrounded me.


I need to track it down.


Once more. From the beginning.
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…There was no telling how much time passed.


For a long time—quite a long one—I stood there and went on a journey through my memories, trying to find an explanation for “myself.”


Relying on all the knowledge I built up to that point, I focused my ponderingly massive thought process down one path, then another, in careful order.


It was enough to make my head swim…not that I feared that would happen, but the journey proved so long and arduous that I felt close to such a phenomenon for a moment.


And then, this journey of thought, propelled by nothing less than pure curiosity, finally reached its terminus.


I had completed my exhaustive analysis of every memory in my mind, from the first one I could still remember until the moment I closed my eyes.


But the result:


“…I don’t know.”


The conclusion slipped out of my mouth. It was the sole conclusion I could make, but I still found it utterly disappointing.


The core of it was this: There was no way, no method whatsoever, for me to explain myself.


Although it occasionally took some time, there was nothing I encountered before that I couldn’t eventually gain an understanding of. Not this time.


I tried again, running across my reminisces for another cycle, but still to no avail.


Coming face-to-face with a question that so doggedly refused to give up its answer was, frankly, a source of intense frustration.


Frustration…?


There’s one thing I gained from the journey, at least.


As the thought occurred to me, my concentration loosened, and I finally opened my eyes.


The water’s surface in front of me still showed my reflection. The dark figure. A shadow. No head, or legs, or tail, but just an inky dark presence.


The frustration I felt earlier grew exponentially at this inexplicable shape before me.


It’d be nice if I at least had a form that was easier to understand, to explain.


If I at least had all the basic parts—the head, the legs—it might be at least a tad easier to understand matters than the way it stood.


As I ruefully lodged the complaint with myself, the dark shadow reflected in the water suddenly grew two red points of light.


They shone a deep red, like the blood shed by living creatures.


I was somewhat surprised at this turn of events, but my mind remained oddly serene.


Are these…“eyes”? I don’t think these were there before…


But…ah. Yes. I have “eyes” after all.


That at least made me resemble a living thing more, but would that be enough? If I’m this noncreature “thing,” then what do I have to do next…?


Seizing upon this new bit of information, I decided to think it over once more. Just as I did, I heard the sound of small pebbles grinding against themselves behind me.


It startled me, but my head calmly processed the situation.


I knew this sound. Living creatures made it as they trudged or slithered across the ground.


Instinctively, I turned toward the sound. Whatever made it must be traveling down the same subterranean path I was.


Judging by how it seemed to be approaching me, it sounded like a small creature walking on two legs. Several of them, actually.


And as I pondered over this, I was greeted by exactly the sight expected: a group of small creatures, before me.


But these, too, were unlike any I had seen before.


What made them different were the “sticks of flame” they held.


The flames must have lit up the dark cavern as they proceeded along.


Driven by curiosity, I peered intently in their direction. Finally, one of the creatures noticed me.


As they approached, their forms grew more distinct to me underneath the flames.


They were wrapped in a sort of pelt, something organic woven into fine threads.


Some of them also held what looked like small, sharpened bits of mineral, probably for self-protection.


Judging by the wielding of fire, they must have been rather intelligent.


They swiveled their heads around the cavern, as if on the lookout for something. Predators, perhaps.


Indeed, given their collective size, a larger creature could’ve swallowed them up in one gulp.


As I sat and watched, adrift in my thoughts, the group came to an abrupt stop, turning their flames in my direction and emitting loud, harried cries.


They were shrill, wailing, as if a moment away from being preyed upon. Caught off guard by this, I swiftly began to think.


Who are these people? Why are they launching into such a pained hue and cry like that?


Ignoring my silent query, the creatures began whirling their handheld flames in the air, their caterwauling still as loud and disquieting as ever.


The crimson afterimage of their fire danced in the darkness.


“Flame”


The phenomenon that “burns” things.


That, I knew. But why were they swinging it around like that?


Their frenzied act, as if trying to ward some unseen enemy off, was beyond my understanding. But the moment a tendril of fire lapped against me, the purpose thudded into my mind.


My calm, composed line of thought stopped cold, and instead, a fearsome emotion dominated my thoughts like nothing before.


“Hot”


Hot, hot, hot, hot.


The sharp, painful feeling threw me into a state of confusion.


What could it be?!


The pain!


It’s hot!


This pain! I don’t understand it! I cannot bear it!


The creatures illuminated by the fire stared, eyes wide open and clearly pointed at me.


A dull, distasteful feeling shot across my brain, now wholly dominated by the intense pain.


I tensed my body in a panic, and the flame swung up at me and traced an orange arc in the air, failing to land a second strike.


Twisting my body to remain at a safe distance, I found it difficult to summon the strength to continue. I felt an oozing pain in the burnt areas.


There was no escaping these waves of hurt. Once I realized it, I felt “fear” for the first time in my life.


Why?


I was never burned by fire before now. Not even once.


In fact, I had never made physical contact with anything in this world. Why was this happening?


Troubled, I tried my best to think it over. But this new sense of “fear” seeping into my body proved to be a substantial obstacle.


The creatures acted surprised at my rearward leap, but soon they were thrusting their flame at me once more.


I squirmed and writhed, trying to escape from this place at once, but I couldn’t.


My mind and body were unable to cope with this stunning situation.


All I could do was quiver at the sight of these creatures, ceaselessly trying to inflict me with yet more pain.


I’m scared. Who are these people? What am I supposed to do?


Do creatures attack other “things”? What purpose would there be to…?


“…Are they trying to eat me?”


The moment the thought came to mind, I was consumed by fear.


The reason why creatures attack one another in this world.


Much of the time, it was to capture “prey.”


Predation upon other creatures, so that you yourself might survive.


Yes. I knew that.


So am I going to die, consumed by these attackers, like the strong prey upon the weak?


That must be the case.


It explained why these people relentlessly tormented me, even as I tried to flee.


Ahh, they’re going to kill me.


I might get eaten.


Will I die?


What happens when I die?


Will I be able to think any longer?


Suddenly, one of the flame bearers took out an oddly shaped item at its side.


Some kind of liquid was sloshing around inside.


Without a moment’s hesitation, the creature splashed the contents toward me.


The next moment, the flame in the creature’s hand roared to life, jumping over to my body.


The fire burned high enough to obscure my sight. Pain ripped across me.


I tried to shake it off, but my body refused to listen, stiffened in fear and unable to move.


Only one thought raced across my mind.


“I can’t…The burning…I don’t want to die. I don’t want to die. I don’t want to die!”


My body trembled in anguish. Just as I resigned myself to it all being “over,” the cries of one of the creatures made me doubt my ears.


“I’ll kill you, you monster!”


There was nothing different about the echoing cry from before.


But now, to my mind, the cries of the creatures before me took on that meaning as they bounced against the cavern walls.


There was no point trying to comprehend this new sense of mine. My “consciousness,” a presence I was starting to curse with every fiber of my body, had already begun to gradually fade away.


The scene around me grew indistinct, then began to darken. As if on cue, the pain of the fire, along with the fear, slowly seemed to resolve itself.


With no way to resist, no way to see anything, and my consciousness about to disappear, all that echoed in my mind were the creatures’ cries.


“…What’s wrong?! What happened?!”


“Snake! Agh, dammit…Watch out! They’re still crawling around!”


What were these people going on about?


What’s a snake?


I didn’t know what the word meant, but whatever it was clearly struck fear into the creatures’ hearts.


That, at least, I could vaguely understand.


Shortly afterward, one of the creatures to the rear shouted out.


“Go back! Go back!”


I heard the sound of feet against hard ground.


They must have taken off in a hurry.


But why would they leave so quickly?


Was that how much this snake creature made them quiver in fear?


I was still unable to see anything, but that helped make the meaning behind the echoing sounds all the more clear to me.


The other creatures dashed off in a mad flurry, following the first one. They seemed to be heading for the exit.


And may they stay away forever, I prayed with all my heart.


Even after the panicked group’s frenzied footsteps faded away, the remnants of sound they left behind reflected again and again off the stone walls, ringing pointedly for a while longer.


For whatever reason, the group was gone. I managed to escape with my life.


Or did I? I wasn’t sure.


I still couldn’t see the cavern around me, and the pain was already gone.


Perhaps I was dead, well and truly.


As the thought occurred to me, I heard something pulse, a loud thump in the silent darkness.


It wasn’t from the outside. In fact, it seemed to come from within me…


“…Nh?!”


Suddenly, the burnt parts of my body screamed in pain, sharply stabbing at my brain and making me groan out loud.


As if on cue, my vision returned, and my muddled mind began to kick back into gear.


Taking a hurried look around, I found that the pondside creatures were truly gone.


They had opted to retreat after all.


I breathed a sigh of relief, but intense pangs of pain, accompanied by a loud, throbbing sound from within me, shot across every inch of my body.


Pain. A sensation, unerringly linked to fear, that was difficult to cope with.


Judging by how that rabble acted before, they were presumably subject to the same sensation as well.


“Pain” gives birth to “fear”…


I feared I knew that all too well now.


The continuous pain I felt indicated to me that it was going nowhere very soon. But even though this “pain” remained, it felt like nothing too drastic compared to the specter of death.


It was a surprise to me, how my body seemed so suddenly vital and precious.


As my mind gradually restored itself to normal, it naturally began to dwell on the events that just took place.


Who were those…things, these creatures that carried fire with them?


They clearly had murder on their minds. They had tried to kill me.


The more I reflected upon them, the more terrifying they seemed.


From my perspective, they must have been my “predators.”


My body began to shiver again, much to my anguish.


Fear. A sensation I wish I had never known about.


I wanted to forget about it as soon as possible, but it had already rooted itself deep within my body. I doubted it would be forgotten anytime soon.


…That must have been it. The expressions I beheld on the creatures the moment they faced death. That must have been what caused it—fear.


The foreboding I had just had, the thought that everything I was made of would be lost for eternity; the feeling of falling into a bottomless darkness.


Here in this world, moments of such abject desperation were endlessly repeated, day after day, a countless number of times.


As I thought about that, the world began to feel terrifying to me.


Look at me. I had only the most cursory, superficial knowledge of the world, of myself.


That was how much the transformation within me was changing my view of the world.


And just as I gained that full concept of exactly how clueless I was, I simultaneously began to feel that, as of right now, I was a part of the planet.


The thought never occurred to me before that I had anything to fear. Perhaps it was best to let my own body figure out how best to endure this monumental change.


…Come to think of it, they shouted “snake” toward the end as they shuddered in fear. What was that, anyway?


Curious, I turned to the area where they were standing, only to find something creeping and wriggling on the ground.


It was a deep shade of black, long and tentacle-like, as it knotted itself up and slithered around the pond.


“Ee…!”


The moment I recognized it, my mind fell to pieces once again.


Fear was apparently something that came back far too easily once it was learned. It was proving to be quite an adversary.


Is that the “snake” that made the creatures bearing fire tremble in horror? It looked like there were several of them; would they go after me next…?


I shivered, sensing the danger to my physical form, but what I imagined to be one of the “snake” creatures ignored this, crawling right up to where I was.


It appeared my recent transformation allowed other creatures to sense my presence now.


That I knew well enough. But I had no way to defend myself against them.


If I was attacked again, I doubted I could do very much any longer.


I flexed my muscles, preparing myself to flee from this approaching terror.


But, as before, my body wasn’t listening to me.


The strength I called upon failed to materialize, dissipating off into space, as if I had completely forgotten how to move my body.


But even as I helplessly flailed about, in a useless attempt to run away, the snake came close enough that a single strike was all but guaranteed to do me in.


“Agh…D-don’t, don’t kill me!”


I instinctively let out a cry, my mind in a panic.


The voice echoed off the cavern’s stone walls, repeating itself over and over again.


It was the first time I had done anything like that, of course. The surprise at what I did sent a tingle across my entire body.


For whatever reason, I felt an odd sense of embarrassment, my mind entangled in an even deeper jumble than before.


I knew what I meant to communicate with my cry. But did it come across that way?


The “snake” stopped moving at once, flicked its tongue out a few times, then began to speak.


“We attacked the humans because they are onerous creatures who threaten to destroy our home. We have no reason to kill you.”


I was able to clearly comprehend the snake’s consciousness.


It said they wouldn’t kill me. That was how it sounded, at least.


Whether they heard this statement or not, the pile of writhing snakes by the side untangled themselves and slithered off, disappearing in all directions.


This cavern must be where they all reside, I supposed.


So much time must have passed as I sat and thought over things, enough that these creatures were born and thrived while I wasn’t paying attention.


Then—perhaps out of my happiness at sharing my will with the “snake,” perhaps out of relief at their lack of hostility—the area around my eyes began to grow warmer.


“What, are you crying?”


“…Crying? What’s that?”


“Oh, you don’t know? …Hmm. I see. You don’t know anything, do you?”


The snake coiled itself as it spoke, offering two flicks of its tongue.


For some reason, the snake’s accusation made me feel a touch of anger.


“Of course I do. I’ve looked on at this world for far, far longer than you have. I know most of what there is to know.”


I blurted out the words, even though I had only just realized how much of the world I truly had no idea about.


Regret began to swirl in the back of my head. I could have been honest and admitted to my ignorance, but no. Why did I have to brag like that?


“All right. In that case, who are you?”


As I should have expected, the snake’s question stopped me cold.


Whether it was aware of this or not, it fired a salvo unerringly at the subject I knew the least of all about.


This vicious bully, I thought to myself, resentment pooling in my stomach. But, since resenting the question wouldn’t solve anything, I decided to be truthful.


“I…That, I don’t know. I was just thinking about how I wanted to learn.”


Saying “I don’t know” was not exactly painting me in a positive light, but that was the only answer I could reasonably offer.


If I boldly proclaimed that I did know, it would inevitably come back to bite me. I resolved to avoid saying anything that needlessly painted me into a corner.


The snake gave a straightforward “I see” to my response.


It sounded chiding, judgmental, and I felt the anger return to my head. I held it back as the snake continued.


“Well, sorry about that. I was just wondering, since you were using our language. But why do you want to know about yourself? You’re a strange creature.”


I could hear the snake’s words, but failed to understand them.


It’s “strange” to want to learn about oneself?


I had no idea what the creature meant.


“What are you talking about? Do you know what I am at all?”


“Not really. I couldn’t wager a guess.”


The snake mockingly flicked its tongue at me again.


“Oh, but perhaps the humans could offer guidance to you. They seek to understand what they are as well. Maybe they could serve as a ‘mirror’ to you.”


I pondered for a moment over what “humans” were. When I realized it meant the creatures that attacked me earlier, I flew into a rage.


“You want me to mingle with them? They almost killed me a moment ago! How could they ever teach me anything about what I…”


I stopped suddenly, the words vanishing from my mouth, as I recalled one of the words the humans lobbed in my direction.


“…Monster!”


Yes. They called me a “monster.”


And given the total lack of hesitation they showed as they called me that, the humans must have known something about me.


But…


“…Indeed. Judging by their words, they seemed to know me well enough. But they nearly killed me as well. If I ran into them again and they attacked, it would be an unwinnable battle.”


It was true. I was afraid of another strike.


It filled me with inscrutable fear, giving me an all-new appreciation of why all the creatures of this world strove to avoid it.


“Would it? Well, it would be best for you to decide what to do. You are the only one here capable of knowing anything.”


“Ngh…But what should I do?”


If I didn’t make an effort to meet the humans again, I would never learn what I was.


But if they brandished their fire at me again, I would have both no knowledge and no life to spend learning it.


The snake, perhaps sympathetic as it watched me agonize over this, slowly spoke up.


“Hmm. Then think about this. Why did the humans attack you?”


“…Because I am different from them, I imagine. Another breed. That’s how all the other creatures I’ve seen acted.”


“So what can you do to avoid being attacked?”


I thought for a moment.


“What can I do? …Would looking the same as them keep them calm?”


The snake cocked its head to the side. It apparently meant it as a signal to look back toward the pond.


“…Huh? You want me to see my reflection? What purpose is there to that?”


The snake did not respond, instead repeatedly cocking its head back in an effort to coax me toward the pond.


“What is with this creature…?”


I ruefully began to stir myself in an effort to reach the pond, but my body still doggedly refused to listen to me.


“Grh…and what is with me, for that matter…?”


But compared to my last round of flailing, things had improved somewhat. It took time and effort, but I finally managed to begin moving.


Why am I doing any of this at all?


My mind was filled with resentment, aimed toward the snake and its wordless command.


It wasn’t like anything would change from the last time I saw my reflection. It would be the same shadowy form as before. What point was there to double-checking?


And when this inevitably accomplishes nothing for me, what should I do to make the snake pay for it?


Oh. Wait. The snake was strong. A predator. I could do nothing against it.


Slowly dragging my body along, I finally made it to the edge of the pond.


Even traveling this short distance filled me with intense fatigue.


Nothing like this had ever happened to me before. I felt a tremendous sense of injustice at it all.


As I did, I peered into the pond’s surface, only to be rendered speechless at the sight spread out before me.


On the pale green water’s façade, there was a creature, light orange in color.


It was clearly, obviously, the form of a human being.


My body jolted, startled at this unexpected shock. I let out a surprised yelp.


But the human reflected in the water showed no signs of hostility, instead rearing back itself in the same way, its facial expression difficult to put into words.


Regaining my wits, I slowly, hesitantly examined the image.


It required only a few moments of thought before the meaning behind this vision became clear.


“Is this…me?!”


It was a dark shadow not long ago, but now, floating on the water’s surface, it had somehow morphed into something highly reminiscent of a human.


Compared to the humans from earlier, it was a smaller, less robust-looking body. But there was no mistaking this form, these contours.


It did not bear the strange pelt worn by my attackers, but its structure was more or less identical to them.


“What…what…!”


I was thrown into a vast confusion, a feeling worryingly familiar to me as of late.


As it would be to anyone, I suppose, going face-to-face with this constant barrage of extraordinary events.


The figure on the surface’s mouth opened wide, mirroring the emotions in my heart as its expression grew more and more enigmatic.


So this is how I looked whenever I felt flustered. It seemed natural enough to me.


I applied my strength to an arm. The arm on the surface moved along with it.


Then I put both hands into the air, using them to feel the contours of my body. The sensation on my palms and across my skin told me that this, before me, was my own corporeal form.


The faint warmth that emanated from my body felt different than the flame from the humans.


As I felt around it, the sense that this truly was my own body began to grow clear in my mind. Then, as if willed into consciousness, all my senses from head to toe seemed to make themselves known.


So the voice I unconsciously let out came from this throat?


And if I used these legs for transport, that would explain how much of an ordeal moving around had suddenly become.


I continued examining my body, curiosity getting the better of me, as the snake appeared in the water’s surface I was so carefully inspecting.


“That was how you looked to me, up to now. But it doesn’t seem you were aware of it, were you?”


“…I just noticed now,” I said, bringing my exploring hands to rest. “But it makes no sense to me. What’s happening to me, really?”


“Who can say?” the snake replied. “I certainly cannot. What I can say is that I’ve never seen a creature like you before.”


I didn’t know how many more creatures were born into this world while I was here, pondering in this cavern. But this one had seen nothing like me…in its own life, at least.


From my body to the power of speech, I had gained much. But not even these gifts seemed to provide me with any immediate answer to my one all-consuming concern.


Considering all the suggestive questions this creature was asking, it was proving to be surprisingly unhelpful. As I thought about this, it spoke again, saying “But…” before falling silent.




OEBPS/images/Art_insert2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316318242.jpg
- 4

N\
— — —<dIN (SHIZE';I_;[\I}C};TEKI-P)L

y ~ ILLUSTRATION BY:SIDU
. ]\ -
7 |
) A

F/ 3






OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_insert1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316318242_c.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
KAGEROU DAZE
VOLUME 4: THE MISSING CHILDREN

JIN (SHIZEN NO TEKI-P)
ILLUSTRATED BY SIDU

ea)vsu

NEW YORK






