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Interlude or Prologue D, Masaomi Kida


May 3, inside a Shinkansen


“These bullet trains are amazing, aren’t they?”


Her eyes shone like the sea at night as she gazed out the window.


The scenery flowed past like wind and occasionally left nothing but the reflection of the car interior against the glass.


He met her eyes in that reflection and smiled gently. “What about it is amazing?”


This question would normally prompt certain answers: the speed of the train or the fact that such a huge piece of metal could move at all. But he knew that the girl sitting next to him was too old to consider such innocent, childish thoughts worthy of mention.


She craned her neck to look straight at him this time and gave him a meek smile.


“How straight it is.”


The abstract answer put an awkward look on his face. He replied, “You’re always going to be weird, Saki.”


“Is that a fact? Not as much as you, Masaomi,” the girl named Saki said, the grin still stuck on her face like a doll’s.


“Really? Am I that weird?”


“Yes. You hate Izaya so much, but you’re perfectly content with running errands for him. You’re really twisted, you know that? Like a Tokyo subway map. But I like that about you.”


She beamed like a little boy who’d just caught an impressive stag beetle. He shifted his face away from her uncomfortably but turned his eyes in her direction.


“And you never fail to be blunt about the things that are hard to say, Saki.”


Masaomi Kida was riding the Shinkansen back to Tokyo with his girlfriend, Saki Mikajima.


For personal reasons, he had quit school and now lived together with her. Masaomi’s parents practiced a hands-off approach, so they didn’t have any apparent intention of scolding this behavior.


Once Masaomi and Saki became former high school students, they found that it was difficult to be independent—and so Masaomi ended up doing odd jobs for Izaya Orihara, the very man who had put him in his current predicament.


Masaomi understood that Izaya’s encouragement had caused him to lose many things.


But he also knew the responsibility for taking those steps forward lay in no one but himself.


The Dollars and Yellow Scarves were two gangs that made their home in Ikebukuro, and a midscale conflict arose between them.


Fortunately, they were able to resolve the situation before it went truly large-scale, but over the course of events, Masaomi had created an enormous rift between him and the friends he truly cared about.


He had dug that rift.


Perhaps the others could simply leap over the crevice without worry.


But Masaomi could not step over it himself.


He was too afraid of seeing his old self in the darkness at the foot of that chasm.


Ultimately, Masaomi was unable to jump over it and unable to back away. His method of fleeing the situation was standing still, right on that very spot.


Inward, always inward. To ensure that his own shell couldn’t overtake him.


Dragging the half-broken girl at his side with him.


Now he was on the Shinkansen, heading back to Tokyo.


As an errand boy for Izaya Orihara, he’d just been in a city in the Tohoku region of northern Japan. The trip ran longer than he expected, and he’d been away from the capital for a week.


The final few days sent him so far into the mountains he could barely get a cell signal, which cut him off from the rest of the world. Saki had never been addicted to the Internet or cell phones, but Masaomi found the experience to be alienating.


The Internet continued onward without his knowledge. The sensation that he was being left behind filled him with an awful unease.


“You’re way too tied down to the Internet, Masaomi. What are you, a masochist?” Saki laughed.


“What do you mean, masochist? Don’t you know how handy the Net is?”


“Even the people you can just meet in person, you only contact through the Internet.”


“…It’s not strictly by choice. I can’t see them in person.”


“Convincing yourself of that is what makes you masochistic. You’d feel a lot better if you just saw them.”


She hit him right in the sore spot again.


He snorted in denial, but on the inside, Masaomi was examining his own heart.


The fact that he always considered himself to have absolutely no addiction to the Internet only made this feeling of being left out all the more troublesome.


Maybe I’m just getting homesick because I can’t goof around in the chat room with those guys like I always do.


…I can’t even talk to Mikado except online, too.


Every time he pictured the face of the friend he’d cut himself off from, he’d shake his head and scold himself for wallowing in emotions. It wasn’t his style.


After repeating the process a few times, he forgot about his feeling of haste.


Therefore, he hadn’t yet noticed something.


Within the impatience bubbling inside him at being cut off from the Internet, there was a small but sharp foreboding he felt about the sudden mission that Izaya sent him on.


Neither did he notice that the tiny premonition was absolutely correct.
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May 4, morning, Tokyo


Masaomi and Saki got back to Tokyo on the night of the third, and because he had to report to Izaya and handle some routine tasks, they were still awake when morning came.


He booted up his PC when they got back to his apartment. For some reason, the desktop came up instantly, as though it had been on sleep mode the entire week he was gone.


“What’s up, Masaomi? Going to surf the Net before you sleep?”


“Yeah, just gonna check the chat room for the first time in a week.”


Izaya had introduced him to this chat room. Mikado was one of its frequent members.


Not only was it a handy connection to his friend, it was also a useful place to gauge what things were like in Ikebukuro.


Masaomi opened the page, hoping to find out what, if anything, had changed in the week he was gone. The chat room was in a blank, initialized state—there was no backlog to it at all.


“…Huh. The backlog is gone. Did they have another spammer?” Masaomi wondered aloud briefly, then dismissed the thought and typed in a generic greeting.


“Maybe everyone vanished.”


“Don’t be scary,” he replied, laughing off her joke.


A part of him felt a momentary shiver at Saki’s words, but he told himself it was nothing.


Because he had been away from the Internet for a week, he had no inkling about what had happened.


He had no idea that someone had taken his username in the chat room (Bacura) and adopted it to manipulate the mind of his best friend.


Nor did he know that his friend was currently rushing headlong into a terrible disaster on account of it…


Not the slightest inkling.















The Black Market Doctor Gets Sappy, Part Four


Excerpt from Shinra Kishitani’s journal


April 30


Celty was cute again today. She always is.


A month has passed since spring arrived, but her loveliness never changes.


Even after the world ends and I’ve turned into dust, the truth that Celty was cute will remain a constant fact.


I’ve been keeping this journal for about half a year, and upon consulting it, this is about the twentieth time I’ve started an entry this way.


It just goes to show you how cute she is.


That’s a good thing.


That alone allows me to record that today was a good day.


Speaking of which, when did I first experience romantic feelings for Celty?


I think I realized it was love in middle school or high school.


If youth is the season when you fall in love with love, then mine is undoubtedly happening at this very moment.


Speaking of which, how do kids these days spend their youth?


I look back fondly on my days at Raira Academy. Things were a bit rougher back then. The school was packed with the types who spent their younger years fighting.


But I was no good at that, so I couldn’t join in on their style and saw no reason to, anyway.


Some of Celty’s acquaintances are current students at Raira.


They’ve been to our place a few times, and when they were, I told them that they weren’t like kids nowadays, for good reasons and bad. But in a way, they’re more futuristic than the youth of today.


Of course, just being comfortable enough to know what Celty is and still hang around her makes them unlike normal kids.


I understand full well just how adorable Celty is, so I can be with her forever.


If only the people of the world understood her beauty better.


Then everyone could love Celty.


Dullahans aren’t monsters; they’re fairies.


On top of that, Celty’s a cute one. That’s really something.


Personally, I’d love to be able to explain all her charm, but I couldn’t possibly cover it all.


And if I relayed how bewitching she is as a woman, I’d instantly create thousands of rivals for her love.


Speaking of which, what about Mikado and Anri, the kids who came over recently?


I thought they were a couple, but they seemed oddly distant. Hardly the intimate soul mate situation.


Perhaps they’re still at that “more than friends, less than lovers” stage.


Too formal to be the childhood-friend type, but not platonic male-female friends, either.


Maybe they’re just before the romantic confession.


I think they should live as they desire.


Compared to our high school days, it’s a much more healthy way of life.


They seem to have their own problems to worry about, but that’s fine.


There’s no law that says you can’t balance love and battle.


Yes, you need to compartmentalize and use self-control, but I also think that a lack of desire is a problem.


People shout and carry on about the Dollars and Yellow Scarves and whatnot. I think it’s just youth.


But there’s one thing you shouldn’t get wrong.


You can’t just escape the responsibility for your mistakes by hiding behind the excuse of youth.


Hang around in bars, and you’ll hear salarymen boast about their past indiscretions by saying, “I used to be a bad kid.” They’re mistaken about that.


If you can laugh off the bad things you did in your youth and brag about them, you weren’t bad as a kid. You’re still bad now.


As the sayings go, “A leopard cannot change its spots,” and “What is learned in the cradle is carried to the tomb.” These men haven’t changed, and their sins give them no guilt.


You might consider that a criminal youth who goes to juvenile hall has paid the price for his crimes, but if they brag about it years later, they haven’t really atoned.


I don’t disallow children the right to act stupid.


But I also don’t disallow the necessity to pay the appropriate price for it.


I suspect that the evil deeds I’ve done in the past will demand a day of reckoning eventually.


But if possible, I hope that when the moment comes, it does not cause Celty grief.


I think that’s the one atonement I can provide to make up for hiding the location of her head.


Is that selfish of me?


Wow, I really got serious there for a moment.


I will now transition to my daily practice of listing outfits that I want Celty to wear.


Just can’t get a good night’s sleep unless I do this.


Imagining Celty in the outfits I describe here actually makes it more difficult to sleep, but that’s a very trifling problem.


—Celty dressed as a Wild West sheriff. Maybe she’d exhibit a wild eroticism like Sharon Stone in The Quick and the Dead. She can’t be killed with bullets, so she’s an invincible sheriff, until the day she fell in love with me, the outlaw with a bounty on his head. No, wait, maybe I should be the sheriff who falls in love with Celty, the wanted outlaw. Since she doesn’t have a head to begin with, I could secretly save her by mocking up a sham of a hanging to throw everyone off her trail. Yep, that should work.


—Celty in a school-issued swimsuit. On the nametag on her chest, it would say SERUTI in hiragana, like a kid would write. That might be kind of cute. I’m not particularly into young girls or older ladies as a rule, but I know for a fact that I could love Celty, no matter what form she comes in.


—Stripper clothes. She works a job where she shows off her body, but around me, she doesn’t even like to show off her arms. But as a matter of fact, I secretly pay money to see her strip show every night. (← Veto this. It makes me sound like a normal old pervert, which Celty wouldn’t like.)


—School sailor uniform. I’ve actually brought this one up several times before, so I’ll discuss a black-based outfit in this case. Set the scene: the library after school. As the student librarian, I return in the evening to pick up something I forgot. Who should I see but Celty the nerdy bookworm, so wrapped up in her book that she never heard the bell ring, her headless body trembling in the dark… (← Bingo! This is some fantastic work. I’ll ask her about re-creating this one later.)


Every single time, just rereading what I wrote nearly gives me a nosebleed.


They say that love is not a true affliction, but my case of it is pretty severe.


Only Celty can cure me now.


She’s currently sitting behind me, watching last week’s episode of Mysterious Discoveries of the World.


She probably couldn’t even imagine that I’m right behind her, indulging in fantasies of her dressed in various outfits. I love how innocent and unsuspecting she is.


Uh-oh, I think she’s going to take a look at my journal.


writing this in real time by hand as I try to hide this journal from Celty  if she sees my journal of fantasies        I can’t even begin to guess what she’ll do to oh no! her shadow caught me around the ankl~~~~~[image: image] — ~ —


(The rest of the page is blank except for a few spots of blood.)


(Between the blood spots are a few lines of text written in a different hand.)


Just say these things out loud, rather than hiding them there. Also, I think I stained your journal with your own blood. Sorry.


Also, that sailor uniform scenario seems less like a romance and more like a scary school story.


But I might not be against wearing more normal clothes.


If I feel like it.
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Chapter 4: The Escapees Intertwine


May 4, midday, Ikebukuro


Outside of Ikebukuro, there was a dull sound.


It was the sound of the fist of a man wearing a motorcycle gang uniform connecting with the cheek of another man in street gang fashion.


“Gah!” he yelped, falling to the ground. The victim glared upward at the biker with furious loathing. “What the hell?! Do you have any idea who we are?! Huh?”


He tried to get to his feet as he clutched his cheek, but the man in biker attire caught him in the face with a kick.


“Yeah, I do. You’re the Dollars, right?” the attacker said coldly, standing over the fallen gangster. “Come on, you can’t possibly be this weak. I guess it’s true that the Dollars are a random bunch. Though we don’t got much room to talk ourselves.”


“Wh-who the fuck are you people?!”


“Hey, what’s going on here?!”


Three other street gangsters standing nearby seemed to have finally processed the situation before them.


A man wearing an ostentatious motorcycle gang uniform had just asked the four if they were Dollars. With the scorn reserved for the kind of guy who’d wear a biker gang outfit in broad daylight, one member had answered, “What if we are? You gonna offer us a donation, Captain Handlebars?” Then, the uniformed man punched him.


“You think this is a joke?! What gang you with?!” they shouted, tensing in anticipation of the answer.


If the biker was with Jan-Jaka-Jan, a street arm of the Awakusu-kai, then one wrong move could quickly send this situation spiraling out of control.


But if they gave up and backed down, while it might not do much to the Dollars’ name, it would certainly lower their standing.


They gave him a piercing examination from head to toe and noticed a piece of decorative stitching on the sleeve of his uniform reading TORAMARU.


“…Ahhh?” one of the gangsters mocked, the relief palpable in his expression. “What’s this? You’re with Toramaru from Saitama?!”


“…What if I am?”


“You guys just came here and got your asses whupped the other day!”


“Don’t you know that your people got absolutely wrecked?”


“Maybe they don’t get a network signal over in Saitama.”


Spurred on by having lost the physical initiative, they taunted and mocked him to show the superiority of their mental position.


It would have been more efficient to hit him instead, but they weren’t used to fighting, and one of their companions had just been felled in two blows, so none of them was able to take the leap from words into action.


“Besides, do you really think you can take all of us on your own? Huh?” one of them shouted.


The biker merely sighed. “Aren’t you going to ask me why I attacked you?”


“Shuddup! You think we care?!”


“Yeah! Stop actin’ like you’re in control here!” one said, nearly about to set upon him.


The man in the biker uniform calmly continued, “I’m pretty sure that I’m good enough to take on scrubs like you alone…”


The next moment, the gangsters’ spines froze.


“But I don’t wanna get tired out on chumps like you. It’s gonna be a long, long day.”


Behind his back, at the entrance to the alley, a crowd of nearly a dozen appeared, all wearing the same uniform.


“…!”


They turned in the other direction and saw that more Toramaru members were advancing from the other side.


“Wh-why…? Who are you guys?!” the gangsters pleaded, practically crying.


The man cracked his neck. “You said the answer yourself. Why would you ask me again?


“…We’re Toramaru. The same team you Dollars beat the shit out of…”
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A few minutes later


In a parking garage not far from the alley, the gangsters were sitting formally on the ground, their faces swollen and their voices weak.


“N-no, you got it wrong—we ain’t really Dollars! I—I mean, we aren’t Dollars, sir. We just signed up online. We don’t even know what their leader looks like,” they pleaded pathetically, as the man in the uniform stood over them, wooden sword in hand.


“Hmm, well, the thing is, I don’t really care about that.”


“…”


“Using a name means assuming some level of risk, see? In this case, you were using the Dollars name to act big around here—it’s a very simple example.”


“Sowwy, we won’ do ih angymow,” the young men apologized in unison, their enunciation getting worse with the soft tissue swelling.


The man from Toramaru took a phone out of his chest pocket and tossed it at their knees. “Call them.”


“Wh-whuh?”


“You do stuff through texts, right? Call as many of them as you can. Message every person you know in the Dollars.


“You have no other option.”
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Twenty minutes later


“Hey, this ain’t a sideshow! Get lost!”


Toramaru members were chasing off a small group of boys who were watching the events of the parking lot at its entrance. They ran off, screaming. In their hands were cell phones.


“…Hey, are those kids Dollars, too?”


“I—I don’ know. I juft added aw da namef on da maiwing wift…”


“There was that teenage girl and those salarymen who peered in, too.”


“We’ve probably been reported by now. Let’s move,” one member advised.


Their erstwhile leader sighed in annoyance. “Tsk! So I guess literally anyone could be with the Dollars.”


He imagined even the little boys from a moment ago descending on them with fists balled, and he scowled sourly.


“Whoever came up with your gang is smart but a real son of a bitch.”
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Awakusu-kai office, Tokyo


The headquarters of the Medei-gumi Syndicate’s Awakusu-kai organization, one of several groups with territory in Ikebukuro—


At first glance, it was the kind of office building a large company would use, except that there was no sign at the entrance, and while it was open now, there were heavy shutters on all the entryways. Anyone perceptive enough to notice that something was odd with the building naturally found a way to avoid looking too closely.


The Awakusu-kai office was situated on the building’s middle floors.


Depending on the room, sometimes you could see the expected trimmings like expensive desks, picture frames, and black leather sofas, like the decorations seen in TV shows. Other rooms were absolutely the real deal, with pictures of the Medei-gumi boss (the kumicho) and the head of the Awakusu-kai, a traditional Shinto shrine, and hanging paper lanterns. But most of it looked just like any other office building.


In a meeting room tucked away in a corner of the building, a number of men huddled together.


Half of the men were clearly not in the “upstanding citizen” mold, just based on their appearance. The other half of them looked just like normal businessmen—if it weren’t for the fierce respect they commanded amid the tension.


One of them, a young man with a reptilian look to his sharp eyes, said, “And…did you get Shizuo Heiwajima?”


He was Kazamoto, an Awakusu lieutenant. Sitting across from him was an imposing-looking man smoking a cigarette.


“Who the fuck said you were in charge, Kazamoto?”


Kazamoto responded to this challenge without looking at the other man. “Please, Mr. Aozaki, don’t do this to me. I only asked a question. I wasn’t trying to take charge.”


“I’m not so sure of that.”


Unlike Kazamoto, who was calm and collected, the man named Aozaki openly stared down his fellow yakuza. He was over six feet tall and very broad. There was a good mix of muscle and fat on his large frame, and his poorly fitted suit seemed likely to rip at any moment. His predatory attitude only increased the menace in the room.


Then another man’s voice cut the tension.


“Knock it off, Aozaki.”


The meeting room fell silent.


“Director,” muttered one or more of them unconsciously, and as if on cue, they all turned to look at Mikiya Awakusu, the “business director” and young leader of the Awakusu-kai.


He was the son of Dougen Awakusu, the “company president,” and was considered to be the most likely candidate to take over the organization next.


In recent years, it was growing less and less likely for groups such as theirs to pass down control to the leader’s own son, but as Mikiya fully intended to follow in his father’s footsteps, he was content to be the waka-gashira, the underboss who oversaw operations.


He was Dougen’s second son. The firstborn was not a yakuza but lived on the straight-and-narrow path, which was a sign that Mikiya’s presence among them was completely voluntary.


Some in the group assumed that he had only achieved his position through nepotism, and because he had no real history or infamy, other yakuza groups in their vicinity thought of him as the weak link of the Awakusu-kai; he was under pressure from both inside and outside the organization.


In fact, most of the other members of the organization were still reserving their judgment on him, waiting to see if he had what it took to inherit the operation and lead them all.


He narrowed his eyes and lobbed a question to prompt more discussion.


“I don’t know this Heiwajima kid…but is he really the kind of guy who can kill three of ours in a basic fistfight?”


This simple question seemed to chill the room even further.


About thirty minutes earlier, the bodies of three Awakusu-kai members had been discovered. This simple, clear fact cast a complex pall over the entire organization.


It happened on the morning of May 4, just as the rest of society was enjoying the climax of the Golden Week extended holiday.


Mikiya had direct control over a subsidiary group of the Awakusu-kai called the Mahoutou Company. Although it labeled itself a “company,” it was, of course, a front for their activities.


For all outward appearances, it was a gallery for art sales, with the Awakusu officer Shiki acting as company director, but in fact, Mikiya was the one in charge. A portion of the money they made went to Awakusu headquarters, while another portion went further up the chain to the Medei-gumi.


And at one of the three offices the Mahoutou Company owned in Ikebukuro, in the area of the building where they did their real business away from the public’s eyes—


An incident occurred.


There were four men on duty at the office. Technically, only three of the four were present.


When the fourth, a younger member, came back to the office after a several-hour work shift, he found a man in a bartender outfit, along with the pulverized remains of his coworkers. By the time he returned to the room with a weapon, the man was gone.


That was what the young man told his boss, Shiki. He swore up and down that it was Shizuo Heiwajima, without a doubt, and now Shiki had his men looking everywhere for Shizuo.


The guy was apparently collecting outstanding debt from the members of a hookup hotline, but he was still a non-yakuza. Was it really possible that he could kill three fully fledged members of the underworld?


It was this doubt that led Mikiya to ask about Shizuo.


His answer came from a man wearing a loud-patterned shirt. This one was about as tall as Aozaki but much more trim and slender. He wore expensive-looking sunglasses, and there was a Western-style walking stick sitting next to his chair, although he didn’t seem to have a limp.


“It’s not always with his fists. Depending on how he feels, he’ll use anything nearby.”


Despite the murder of his fellow Awakusu-kai members, this man had a cocky, lazy smile on his lips. But his eyes were sharp behind the tinted brand-name glasses, and the scar on his face and reactions from the others present made it clear that he was on the combative side.


“You know him, Akabayashi?”


The man named Akabayashi leaned over, creaking his chair, to respond to Mikiya. “You’ve been coming and going overseas so much and spending so little time in Ikebukuro, I don’t blame you for not knowing. I’ve seen him fight at a distance before… He will use weapons, but he doesn’t carry any around. He just uses whatever’s there.”


“Well, sure. Even a kid who’s been in his share of fights knows you can pick up a sign, or a rock, or…”


“No, I’m not talking about that. I mean vending machines and guardrails.”


“…? Yeah, that’s normal. Like smacking people’s heads into them, right?” Mikiya said, confused at Akabayashi’s vague answers.


“No, no, I mean he throws them.”


The furrow in Mikiya’s brow deepened. “What?”


“He’ll throw a vending machine and pull a guardrail right outta the ground. He even yanked a streetlight outta the sidewalk once, I hear.” Akabayashi chuckled. Mikiya was ready to admonish him for joking around in a crisis, until he recognized that something was amiss.


About half of the people in the room were staying conspicuously quiet, their eyes wandering. If Akabayashi was joking, then Kazamoto or someone else would have scolded him by now. But Kazamoto was looking down without a word, and Aozaki was scowling bitterly.


Then, Mikiya noticed that behind Akabayashi’s tinted sunglasses, his eyes contained no hint of mirth. That told him that the things Akabayashi was describing were not at all a joke.


He didn’t quite believe it yet, but there was no denying that many of the people in the room were very tense at just the mention of the name Shizuo Heiwajima.


“…Anyway, our reconciliation with the Asuki-gumi is coming soon. It’s not in our best interest to have any failure on our part coming to light. So, as quietly as you possibly can…


“…find this Heiwajima guy and bring him to me before we expose any of this calamity to others.”
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Building, 3F, somewhere in Tokyo


It was an Awakusu office, the one attacked by some unknown assailant.


The bodies were discovered not half an hour ago, but a conversation was taking place in the room that bore little resemblance to the grisly scene.


“Thank you for coming, as always.”


“Oh, it happens all the time.”


“When I was a youngster, I owed a lot to th’ late Master Awakusu.”


“It’s a privilege to serve again.” “Lookit how big young Mikiya’s grown.” “Hasn’t he?”


Shiki, officer of the Awakusu-kai, was greeting a number of ancient old women bent over at the waist. They were dressed like a cleaning staff, but the trim of their uniform was so sharp that if they added the proper helmets, they might look like a germ warfare unit or perhaps wasp exterminators.


There were quite a few old women around the room, busy pushing mops and spraying cleaning solutions even as they exchanged pleasantries.


“…”


Shiki stood in the corner, silently watching their process.


“Well, it’s a good thing they didn’t bleed too much. If they ran a lumino-whatsit-called test, it’d pick up a dang nosebleed. You could change out th’ whole wallpaper, and it’d still pick up the blood.”


“The police don’t trust us enough to take our word for an excuse like that. But they’re not going to get a forensics team in here. We’re cleaning it up to ensure that doesn’t happen.”


“Well, o’ course.”


“Ha-ha,” Shiki laughed politely to the cleaning women, then turned to the man next to him. His face was covered in bandages—the young member of the Awakusu-kai who screamed when Celty took her helmet off and was punished for his transgression.


“Have you got custody of Shizuo Heiwajima yet?”


“Er, not yet… We’ve found him, but…”


“It’s all right. I realize that kid’s not exactly easy to haul in. And I’m telling you, no weapons yet. So…how many of ours went down?”


“Actually…,” the subordinate said hesitantly.


Shiki’s gaze drifted a bit. He asked coldly, “What’s the matter?”


“He’s only been running… He hasn’t struck back at us at all.”
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Near Toshima Ward office, Ikebukuro


“You must be Shizuo Heiwajima.”


Shizuo was walking down a street a short ways away from Ikebukuro’s shopping district when the voice hailed him.


“…”


The wanted suspect, dressed in his signature bartender outfit, silently turned toward the voice.


He saw a number of men walking down the sidewalk, spread out to block his path. They were all well-built and carried the air of people who did not work under the light of the sun.


He spun around and saw that, sure enough, similar-looking men were on the other side, glaring at him in the same fashion and blocking his way.


A black van pulled over to stop at the curb, completely blocking him in.


“…What do you want?” he asked, exasperated.


One of the men said roughly, “Don’t play dumb. You know what you did.”


“It wasn’t me who did that, but I don’t suppose you’d believe me,” Shizuo said flatly, neither claiming ignorance nor affirming the man’s accusation. The group of men took a step closer.


“It ain’t up to us whether to believe you or not. Get in the car.”


“I refuse. I’m on the way to sock the crap out of Izaya, since he’s the one who framed me. Please don’t try to stop me.”


Shizuo’s tone of voice was still calm. In fact, given the polite way he was speaking to the older men, he even seemed in a better mood than usual—if you just paid attention to the words he was saying.


But the men who were actually present thought differently.


They could see that while his words were directed toward them, his eyes were looking elsewhere.


Instead, they burned with rage at some unseen target.


Naturally, the men were members of the Awakusu-kai organization, and some of them were the same age as Shizuo.


Anyone who’d been in high school in Ikebukuro at the same time as Shizuo had heard the legend of the “fighting puppet,” and many of them had seen his ferocity for themselves.


The sight of a human being flying through the air often leaves a deeper mental impact than one would imagine. And the younger crowd in the Awakusu-kai witnessed it.


Shizuo Heiwajima.


In Japanese, this name was peaceful, even pastoral, but the sound of it in their ears brought only cold, bitter sweat.


Several of these young professionals in the art of violence felt overwhelmed, threatened, by his presence.


Just as they steeled themselves to wield that violence and subdue Shizuo’s unfathomable strength—something unexpected happened.


The youngster in the bartender outfit, seething and nearly ready to explode, simply turned his back to them and began to flee in an open direction.


Neither the direction of the sidewalk nor into the street.


The building next to them had no entrance door to a store or office, merely a vending machine resting against its wall. So Shizuo chose to escape in the one direction that was not covered by his would-be abductors.


Up.


The moment he started moving in the direction of the vending machine, several of the other men assumed he would pick it up.


But rather than reaching out for the machine, Shizuo jumped.


The strength in his legs was enough to effortlessly kick a motorcycle down the street.


So when applied to a simple jump, his legs were easily strong enough to propel him straight on top of the machine, where he could grab onto the sill of a second-story window.


As the men stared in awe, he lifted himself up by only the strength of his arms until he stood on the sill. They figured he would just break the window to get inside, but instead, he jumped again, this time onto the metal fittings keeping the adjacent building’s sign attached—and up, and up, and up—just as fast as he had been running before.


“Y-you’re not gettin’ away!”


One of the men regained his wits, at least. But by the time he shouted, Shizuo had already disappeared over the roof of the building.


There is an athletic skill known as parkour.


It is described as a “skill” because it exists somewhere between the categories of sport, art, and method of movement.


It is the ability to run through any setting, urban or natural, with total grace, freedom, and efficiency.


That’s all it boils down to, but it’s not just running on dirt or asphalt. Masters of parkour identify a course taking them over various obstacles and utilize it to move smoothly and continuously to their destination.
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If there’s a gap in the roof, jump over it. If there’s a wall, climb over it. If there’s a handrail, run on top of it and use the added height to run to higher ground.


Sometimes practitioners travel along walls, sometimes they leap over fences, sometimes they jump back and forth off alternating walls until they eventually reach the top.


They might as well be considered modern-day ninjas, and they go by the French term traceurs. Out of this movement came the development of “freerunning,” which adds the expressive elements of acrobatic tricks and flourishes to parkour that are unnecessary to reach the goal.


As movies and games exhibit these skills to a wider audience, familiarity with these activities has grown around the world.


But there was no such information stored in Shizuo Heiwajima’s brain.


And yet he was successfully racing through the town of Ikebukuro with absolute freedom.
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MAIRU: Look, Kuru, look!
Someone’s flying!
KURURI: Exasperation.

[There you go again
with this nonsense.]

MAIRU: |t's true! Just look!

It’s Shizuo!

Flying through the air!
KURURI: ...Yearning... Sadness.

MAIRU: No, | mean Shizuo’s
the one flying!
He just jumped!
KURURI: ...Doubt...?!

[That can't be
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