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PROLOGUE

dsn& there something really scary about people who
knowingly, consciously,use others as steppingg r ml ¢ q = =

Hmm. | wonder.

Actually, it % the people who unknowingly  with all the
best of intentions and delusions of just cause use other
people who are way more disturbing.

«Haha!Butyoupp ¢ _ e mmb heshuckledpgef r ==

Thankfully, whether or not | 2@n a good guy has nothing to
do with anything. Instead, it3 like this: it3 not about two
different ways of thinking, it% about different ways of living
life. About the absolute and enormous difference between
people who can get through life without even needing to walk
over others  and those who arerit even worth walking over.

Yeah, | guess thats what this is really all about.

Like a painter without a style.

Like a scholar whose studies are complete.

Like a chef who has already tasted success.

Like a fortune-teller who has transcerded too far.
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The women on that island were far too different. Both the
host and the guests were of a hopelessly different breed, of an
unstoppably different breed, of a different breed you would
never want to stop. Their existence was so out of reach, so
distant that you could never even hope to muster a desire to
approach it.

And thenj

« Gl mrfcp umpbgqg?* @VHagiggeniug, and o0 s ¢
what isn®?? Now, being incompetent that®s what’s best,
really. To be completely obtuse. To be so oblivious as tonever
think for a secondabout one?s purpose in life, to never think
about the meaning of life, to never think about the value of
life. Then this world would be a paradise. Calm, peaceful, and
serene. Trivial things would be major and major things trivial,
andlfeamsj b ~c¢c jgtcb rm grq dsjjcqr

Surely that was indeed the case.

The world is harsh to the brilliant. The world is harsh to
the competent.

The world is harsh to the beautiful. The world is harsh to
the attentive.

The world is kind to the unkempt. The w orld is kind to the
incompetent.

The world is kind to the corrupt. The world is kind to the
oblivious.

But if you figure that out, if you realize that, it already
over right then. It3% a prodem with no solutions and no
interpretation. It % over beforeit® begun, and by the time its
over, itdss complete. | guess its that kind of story.

For example:

«Essentially, people live in one of two ways. Either they
live in awareness of their own worthlessness, or they live in
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awareness of the worthleseess ofthe world. Two ways. Either
you allow your value to be absorbed by the world, or you
chisel away at the world®s value and make it your own=-

Which should take precedence, the value of the world or
your own value?

To accept the world as boring or acceptoneself as boring?

Which is really more agreeable?

There®s bound to be some amount of ambiguity and
uncertainty.

Is there really any defined criteria there?

Is it really just a choice between A and B?

Do you really have to choose?

MWhereistheline” cruccl eclgsqg _I b | mr

Where is the line between what is true and who is a lie?

Where is the line between who is true and where is a lie?

You must not ask.

Fc ql mprcb awlga_jjw, «Qm f mu _
Well
«Fmu bmcqg rfcwmspisb | mmi rm

To me, after having experienced that island. To me, there
next to the blue. To me, now with this person before my eyes,
it was all just mindless babble. It wasrit even worth the
trouble of even thinking of an answer.

And so | said nothing. Instead,| looked away and thought
of something else.

So, how does the world look through this persorfs eyes?
Just how did I look in this personds eyes?
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Kunagisa Tomo,
genius engineer.



1

SAVANT BLUE

Don & be so edgy.
Relax, okay?

The third morning of our life on Wet Crow % Feather Island
was just greeting us. | awoke in a daze, trying to distinguish
between the dreams | had just had and the relity yet to come.

The high, rectangular window admitted just a bit of light,
so the room still remained dim. Since the room had no lights,
I would just have to wait for it to get brighter: the sun had
only just risen, and it was maybe around six a.m., judgjing by
my internal clock. | suspect this way of determining the time
has no more than a fifteenminute margin of error. But even
supposing | was an hour off, its not like it would be a
problem.

« Ecr r g I mumilad,*ard slowly rose from bed.

The room was mostly empty, its only furnishings a chair
and a futon. Aside from that, it was completely bare. Its high
ceilings gave it an even more spacious feeland that hollow,
dead atmosphere that evokes so vividly images of solitary
confinement or something. | couldn? help but feel a little bit
like an inmate on Death Row.
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It was the second time in my life 12 woken up with that
feeling.

But while this was in fact not solitary confinement, neither
was it originally a bedroom. It was formerly a storagespace.
When | asked Akari to show me the smallest room in the
mansion, this was where she brought me. The smallest room.
Even so, it was infinitely bigger than my room at the lodging
house. Boy,was that ever depressing.

«L jfittg u_w ~ cwml blsdiddomyselff qgl e * -

Now then. | switched my cognitive channel from Death
Row Inmate Mode to Routine Mode.

Wondering what time it really was, | glanced at my
wristwatch, but the LCD screen displayed nothing. Maybe the
batteries had died while | was sleepimg. But wait, |18 changed
them just a little while ago. There had to be some other
problem. Well, | could always ask Kunagisa to fix it.

Clearing my sleepfogged mind, | did a couple of simple

stretches and then left the room. | walked around for a while.
The carpet was thick, bright red, and looked like (and most
probably was) superhigh quality. It eventually led to the
spiral case, which is where | bumped into Reisan and
Akari-san.

«Mf* emmb kmpl gl e, Wms rum _poc
common courtesy to greet them, but they simply passed by
with no more acknowledgment than a silent headbow.

« E s ¢ q dre thefquiewtype,-1 muttered to myself.

But to be fair, they were probably working, and | wasn
cv_arjw _ «escqgr*- ncpwithgtheir gm
lukewarm response. If | expected anything more out of them,
lad have to throw my arms out wide and cry out, O( I x UT O
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feelinlh 1 U AOAA A, fexdkly,Bl ljudt gidro® have the

energy.
Handa Reisan and Chiga Akarisan were maids employed
at the mansion. Reiq _ | u_g rfc «fc_b k o0

subordinate. And there were two other maids at the mansion,
of the same rank as Akarisan. A total of four maids.

Considering who owned the mansion, and the sizeof the
mansion, it seemed as ifa stff of four maids would be too
small. But these women carried out their duties with the
swiftness and skill of true specialists.

The mistress of the mansion, and the person these maids
served, was Akagami Iria. She was the proprietress of the
island, as vell as the mansion. And furthermore, she was the
one who had invited me and Kunagisa here.

«@sr u_gr* oviteg=-G G argsi cjb wkwqgcj d

Now just how old was Akari-san? You could tell just by
looking at Rei-san that she was probably in her late twaties.
It3 not easy for kids like me to tell exadly how old a woman
that age is,but that3 definitely the impression | got from her.
Akari-san was the real challenge. | didf think she was
younger than me, but still, she looked ridiculously young. She
was one of those women you see downtown who can get away
with paying half-price for everything when they%e actually
adults. As | went up the spiral staircase and headed down the
secondfloor hall, my mind tilled with nonsense. Maybe she has
a thing for yaing guys.Yeah, just babbling.

| was headed for Kunagis& room. Two days ago, when we
arrived at the island, a room had of course been prepared for
Kunagisa, but not for me. This was to be expected: even | had
had no idea | would be visiting this weird little island until
that very morning, when Kunagisa called me.
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Akari-san prepared a room for me at the last minute. But
I8 politely refused it. Why? The reason hit me as soon as |
opened the door.

| knocked once, then went ahead and opened it.

The interior was vast. Pure white carpet and pure white
wallpaper complemented pure white furniture. Even | knew
that white reflects light. Kunagisa was crazy about the color
white, so somebody had deorated this room this way
deliberately. In the center of the room was a luxurious sofa
and a wooden table. A chandelier hung from the strangely
high ceiling. The bed was like something straight out of a
movie set in medieval times; it even had a canopy.

«Wc & *| Gtcp ecr _Iw gjcen f

And so | had Akari-san $iow me to the storage room on
the first floor. Meanwhile Kunagisa, lacking my more delicate
sensibilities, lay there drowsily on her pure white sheets.

Looking at the enormous, antique, mechanical clock on her
wall (also everso-thoughtfully selected in w hite), | saw that it
was, in fact, six dclock, just as Pd guessed. Pondering what to
do now, | sat on the side of her bed, enjoying the feeling of
the thick, fluffy carpet beneath my feet.

Kunagisa rolled over. Her eyes opened, just slightly.
« Fk kGh, li-af _ | =~

cpc,

Somehow she had sensed it was me, but at any rate she

seemed to be avake. She pushed her mussed, | lAwaiian-blue
hair away from her face and regarded me with sleepy eyes.
« Mf *  _ fcHiafj * um@m@; You came to wake me up,
didn wms = Rf _[| i wms , =

«Actually 1 came here to tuck you in, but what 2 this?
Tomo sleeping at nighttime? That’s pretty rare. Or did you

hsgr ecr rm °~ cb=-4h&dtoapblogize.u q r f
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« S-6 f She shook her head.

d think | slept for three hours. Cuz y%now, yesterday,
well, some stuff happened, li-chan. Give me five more
seconds

«Emmb k mp | &laé&ight, Brisk*morgimg, isn& it? -
She sat up, her petite little body popping up. Flashing me an

earto-c _p epgl* qgqfc grpsai _%smowl kg
bright out at all. | don & like this. | like for the sun to be way

fgef sn gl rfc qgiw ufcl G u_ic s
«WApsc r _jigle _"msr rfc _drcplm

«C* cgrfcp u_w, Rf _r u_qgq gmkec
gf c i cnr ni#npretty guie ¢ dJotetq bedkaGthree a.m.
Some really bad stuff happened yesterday and | just huffed off
to bed. Y&know, cuz sleep is the best thing when youre
feeling really terrible. 1t like sleep is the one and only gif of
salvation God gave mankind. Now, li-chan= -

« Wc _ fk*m=Rim

«Qr_w qrgjj dmp _ qca, -

Withou t even giving me time to be confused, she hugged
me. Or to put it more accurately, she draped herself on me,
burdening me with the entirety of her bodyweight. She rested
her tiny head on my right shoulder, with our bodies stuck
together, her slender arms wrapped around my neck.

Squeeze

Not that she was heavy.

«Sf* |1 sl _egq_=n~

«Rechargingn

Evidently she was recharging. Thus, no moving allowed. |
gave up on the idea ofresistance and supported her wight.

But hey, what was |, anelectrical outlet or something?

Looking at Kunagisa, | noticed she had slept with her coat
on. As far as | knew, she wore it all the time, indoors and
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outdoors, summer and winter. A jet-black mend coat. On a
girl of Kunagisés tiny stature, the largesized coat easily
touched the floor. But she seemed to be madly in love with it

anyway. | had told her millions of times to at least take it off

when shé’s sleeping, but to no avalil.

One thing was for sure: Kunagisa Tomo did tiings her own
way. In that sense, she was kind of like me.

«Mi*wrf _|iqg - gfc qgq_gb* _1b
fulll Now,let)g em d_ac _I mrfcp b_w,

With a grunt she rose from bed, blue hair bouncing. She
walked over to the computers by the window opposite her
bed. They were the three computers she had brought from
her home in Shirosaki. All three were tower models. The two
on the left and right were of typical size, the one in the middle
was exceptionally large. They were all white, of course.| just
didn® get why she was so into a color that was so easy to get
dirty.

The three computers were on a Ushaped rack, with a
cushiony rolling chair in the center. Kunagisa plopped down
in the chair and leaned back. That way she could
simultaneously control all three computers. But no matter
how you counted it up, she still had only two hands. Why she
would ever think to use three keyboards at the same time was
beyond me.

| looked over her shoulder. The three keyboards were
neither ASCIl nor JIS nor Oasis, but instead some weird,
mysterious key alignment. But to question the unnaturalness
of it would be futile. For an engineering whiz like Kunagisa
Tomo, designing a keyboard from scratch was probably like a
walk in the park.

J
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Incidentally, Kunagisadidir s qc _ kmsqcke @ca.
rmr _j u_grc md rgkc*- gfc umsj
the sight of a mouseless computer was unnerving, just totally
impossible to get used to. Not that that® the worst feeling in
the world.
«i@af |, =
«Wc _f ==
«Rgec kw f _gp sn, =
Got it. | went up to her chair. | slipped some hair bands off
her arm and tied her hair into two braids.
« K _ Wé&sh your hair already. My fingers are getting oily
here.~
d hate taking baths. Cuz yknow, your hair gets all wet and
stufd , -
«Ucjj* md am$gaqge¢, rdmmi j sc gqg ec
« G asmeemy own head. Hehehe, if | leave it like it is, it 4l
turn ultramarine. Thank you, li-af _ I *=- qfc q_gb*
lower lip with a giggle. | just looked back at her with an
innocent, confused smile.
«Sf* Im npm jck* pc_jjw, -
Even as we talked, her fingers never stopped moving. They
moved with the accuracy of a machine at a constant rhythm
with every keystroke. Her movements flowed so smoothly it
was as ifshe were unconsciously &rrying out some preplanned
assignment in some preprogrammed way. Incomprehensible
English characters and numbers streamed along on all three
monitor displays at an unbelievable pace.
«Rmkm* uf _r _pc wms sn rm* | wtu
« Kk k * u c jAjhink yeu abgetlit evenif | told you. -
«Fkk, Wms pc_jjwrlnm chbhsaigirj=-r f pc c
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Qf ¢ e_tc kc _ nclpn, jthssvorebin themmi
middle isn®a PC,itlg _ umpiqgr _rgml*- qgfc q

« Uf 3 aworkstation?leg | mr _  NA= -

« L mn é&s*diffegent. Well, | guess PCs and workstations
are similar in that they%e both intended for individual use,
but, it % like, workstations are way more top-of-the-j g1 ¢, =

«?f* gm _ umpiqr _-egmb NA=4 gGc
openly displaying my ignorarce.

Qf ¢ e p m-chag, la PC is &SRC and a workstation is a
workstation. They&e both GPCs, but think of them as two
amknjcrcjw bgddcpclr rfgleq, -

«Ufi@gr  ENA=-

She looked atme asifG ucpc gmkc i glb md
chan, you dor®t know _ | wr f gl e* bm wms=- q
rmsaf md bgq cjgcd, «Uf _r cv_arj

rfmgc dgtc wc_pg=-

«Mr fcp-rfgleq,

Qf ¢ ggefchb, «Mi _w* mi _w*Then qf c
she resumed her work as ifa switch had been toggled in her
brain. Letters and numbers that looked like hocuspocus to
me continued to stream by on the displays.

| wanted her to tell me a little more about the different
classifications or what have you, but Pm not really that
intellectually curious. Besides, it would be rude to interrupt
whatever she was working on. That, andd mp | «msrqghb
me to try to follow this nerdy cupca ke®s explanations seemed
as if it would just lead to a headache, so with that | ended the
discussion.l massaged her shoulders for aib, then decided to
borrow her sink, where | washed my face and changed my
clothes.

« ey, Tomo,1%k eml | _ em dmp _ u_ji, -
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Without looking up from her work, she gave me a
halfhearted wave. The other hand kept on tapping keys. |
shrugged and left the room.

2

I8 be lying if | said | knew all that much about the Akagami
Foundation. They¥e not exactly the most well-publicized
organization in the world. Plus, since they mostly operated out
of the Kanto region, someone like me who was born in Kobe,
grew up in Houston, Texas, and lived in Kyoto wouldn? know
that much about them.

Putting it simply, the Akagami mansion was the home to a
storied legacy of business barons. That business might have
been some kind of trade, or a system in which money just
poured in on its own. I?m not sure what exactly it is that they
did, but whatever it was, one thing was for sure: the Akagami
Foundation was loaded.

Holding property not just in Japan but all over the world,
the Akagami Foundation was the owner of Wet Crow3s
Feather Island as vell. And the owner of the Western-style
mansion found in the center of the island was none other than
Akagami Iria.

As you might guess from her name, Iria was related to the
head of the Akagami Foundation his granddaughter, in fact.
She was a lorn-and-bred pedigreed princess, for whom no
obsequious praise was too obsequious. Over time, she had
inherited vast amounts of enormous wealth and unbelievable
power and ruled over a great many underlings. But then, the
head of the Foundation himself had completely cut her off. So
maybe this is all really better expressed in thepasttense.
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Cut off.

| don® know what she did to deserve it, but it must have
been something big.

Supposedly she was permaently removed from the family
five years ago, at theage of sixteen. At that time, the head of
the family left her with a small severance package (which was
probably still an unimaginable sum to a regular de like me)
and this island, floating around in the Sea of Japan.

In other words, she had been exiled.

Maybe these days that seems oldashioned. But far be it
for me to butt into other people % ways of doing things.
Especially if those people belong to a powerful institution
thatds practically its own world in and of itself.

Anyway, Iria had spent the last five years here with her
four maids, not once setting foot off the island. Five years on
this godforsaken island in the middle of nowhere, with no
amusements, no nothing. In a sense, it was life in Hell, though
| would speculate that, in a different sense, it wa also a little
like life in H eaven.

But was Iria=san lonely or bored? Indeed, you could say
Kunagisa had been invited to the island to stave off Iri&s
boredom. But it wasn% just Kunagisa. In the same way, it
would be no exaggeration to saythat Akane-san, Makisan,
Yayoi-san, and Kanamisan had all been brought here for the
same purpose.

Well, okay, maybe it%s a little bit of an exaggeration.

So, anyway, forbidden to leave the island, Iriasan said,
QVell, if thatd f mu g r progegded-to initd) as her
guests, the worldPs most prominent figures.

Lmu* gr «npmkglclr dgespcg- gm
try putting it another way. Iria had decided to invite so-called
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geniusestoherm | g g ml , Gr u_qlcartgogtk nj ¢

thck* rfcw a_| amkc rm kc, =

Famous and unknown alike, all those who possessed
genuine talent and amazing skill were summoned by Iriasan,
one ater another after another. And, of course, all expenses,
including accommodations, were covered by Iriasan. In fact,
visitors to the island were often given money, so it was pretty
much always a winrwin situation for them.

To me, it seemed like Iria-san was going for that whole
ancient Greek salon image, collecting and cavorting with all
these artists and geniuses and thereby living a fruitful life. To
be sure, it wasrft the most typical idea around, but yes, there
was something amazing about it. Aside from the mansion and
the forest, the island was essentially mpty  almost a desert
island  and for those world-weary men and women of talent
who needed to rest oth the body and the mind, it w as the
perfect place. And thus had Iria-sarfs plan been a tremendous
success.

Now then.

Walking around aimlessly on this empty island, basking in
the forest, it was by an extremely distant cherry blossom tree
that | suddenly ran into Shinya-san.

« Mf *r ft pr gq* G -skncsaid, Waving @ hand tav _
epccr ki quitecthénearly bird there, eh? Misterj er,
what was your hame again? Sorry, my memorss a little weak,
ydsee -

He had a good four inches onme, and his designer clothes
were much better than mine. His expression was mild
mannered, his way of spealkig was mild-mannered, and so
was, somehow, his clothing and stature, but whether or not
Shinyasan really was mildmannered, | couldr® say. | dorft
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have the skill to judge someone just based on their
appearance, and dm the last person to jump to conclusions
after knowing someone for just a couple of days.

ddon¥ "~ cjgctc G ctcp rmjb wms*
«%m just Kunagisa Tomd?s sidekick. No need for a sidekick to
haveaname_ k G pgefr =-

« R fas_awfully modest of you. Not that it % any wonder,
being on this island, but speaking of sidekicks, | supposéin in
rfc g_kc ~ m_r -sangaidvamisnirked. Qf gl w _

Yes, Shinyasan and | were no more than tagalongs. It
probably goes without saying at this point, but | wasrft here
walking around on this island because | was any kind of
ecl gsgq, Il sl _egg_ Rmkm wu_q rfc -
nothing more than her attendant. If shehadifr q _gb -r m kc
chan, it turns out 138l be going to some island, so come with
me,® w=- pgef rwoulddmiseen in myKyot four-
tatami-sized room getting ready for school.

No question about it: the main character here is Kunagisa
Tomo. Let3s just make that clear.

Now then, as for who Shinya-san was accompanying, well,
she was right under the cherry blossom tree. With those
thoughtful, thoughtless eyes, she gazed at the fluttering cherry
blossom petals.

She had blue g/es and hair of gold. Her dress, pale in color,
was out of some French movie, and was accented with
dazzling jewelry. Just one of her necklaces or bracelets was
likely worth more than my liver. Even if | sold off every part
of my body | still couldn @ pay for it.

Ibuki Kanami. One of the geniuses.

Having, supposedly, suffered problems with her legs from
birth, she was confined to a wheelchair. And thus Shinyasan,
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as her caretaker, had tagged ahgy on the trip. As 14 heard it,
until a few years ago, shehad also been totally blind. Her blue
eyes were not a sign of foreign blood.

Kanami-san was a painter.

Even |, without the slightest knowledge of that field
whatsoever, had heard of her. She had earned a reputation as
a painter who possessed no sgle style. | had never actually
seen any of Kanamisarfs paintings, but | thought that maybe
she was gazing at the cherry blossoms in that way so as to later
portray them on canvas.

«Uf@gr gfc bmgl e=~-

«?q9q wms a %lwatchiog the chefryc blossoms. It
won& be long before the petals start falling. She has a
fondness for tha @oment just before death? if you will, the
cnfckecp_j rfgleqg gl jgdc, -

Most of the trees on the island were just your standard
fare, but for some reason, there was one cherry blosso tree.

It looked quite old, and the fact that there was only one on
the whole island was nothing short of bizarre. Most likely,
Iria-san had transplanted it here.

«Qm rfcw q_w bc_b "mbgcqg _pc
rpccqg* cf =n-

«Fmu bpc_bdsj, -

Ouch.

| was just trying to make conversation, but instead ended it
in one fell swoop. of course, itwas pretty dreadful.

«Hsqgr hmi gdnédghed.Qf gl w_

«Ncpgml _jjw* G rfgli gr umsij b
legend was about a plum tree. But then | guesst would n& be
alegend, butamyth?H f _f _ =
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«@w rfc u_w* T mw* f _tc wms en
island yet? Thisis your third day here, right? Um, how long

ucpc wms nj _Illgle rm qr _w _e_gl =
«? ucci, Qm wuc f _tc _Imrfcp dcu
«Kkk* ®tdobad~ fc q_gb* wugrf _ rgl

« Uf 3 too bad™
« Mfit®s just that | hear Iria-sarfs favorite will be coming
here in a week. But if you?re leaving in four days, youl just
miss each oher, won? you? That® justtoo™ b, -
« Mf *  Gnoddedcand-thought about it for a moment.
Iria-sarfg «d _t mpgrc, -
In other words, the genius of geniuses.
« ? af cd* -teller, canspholar,l an artis, and an
engineer. Whatcouldbc | cvr =+
«Ucj j* a@eard any spkcifics myself, but apparenty
this person is capable of just about anything. Not a@pecialist?
but a @eneralist? Hikari -san tells me this peson is as sharp as
atack and fu |j md il mujcbec* _I'b f _qg | ¢
Hmm. Yet another totally amazing person. Let’s assume it
was just some ridiculously overthe-top rumor. The fact that
such a rumor even existed suggested that this particular genius
was® just anyone. 12 be lying if | said | wasrt intrigued.
« A ms¥ hiort to meet this person, | guess. What do you
say to askng for an extension on your visit? Pm sure Iria-san
umsjb kmpc rf _| wucjamkc wms, -
«Qms | bqg lalgutj I prdbably looked less than
excited. «To be honest, this island is a little stifling. For a
pcesj _p igb jgic kc* G kc_I|I *=- G
Shinyasang dd _ucb ~mgqrcpmsqj w, « L m
now, now, now there, lad. Is that how it is? Kanami-san and
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Akane-san and all of them haverdt given you a complex, have
rfcw=n-

A complex. Even supposing it wasrit something you could
put so bluntly, what | felt w as certainly something similar.
Shinya-san gave me a firm pat on the shoulder.

«There®s no reason to feel inferior to that lot, right? Let®
keep it together, brother! Whether it be Kanami-san -
Kanami-san glanced up fromunder the cherry blossom tree.
AVhether it be Akane-san, Yayoi-san, or even Kunagisechan,
if they were to play the two of us in rock-paper-scissors, they
would only win one out of three times. | suppose Maki-san
umsjb ~c¢c _ I cvacnr gml rfcpc* " sr

« R fé arpretty bluntwayr m nsr gr , -

Not to mention Shinya-san had just referredto his own
cknj mwcp _qg n |3pnot sayng they fvererat gaahr , -
otherd throats or anything, but maybe Shinyasan and
Kanami-san wererft quite the best of friends.

« R _j c& gucha bid deal. In fact, I, for one, am glad |
don? have any. Talentistk umpr f qgngr , =

«Ufégy rf _r ==

« Gydudve got a talent, yourve got to exert effort. Being
ordinary is a breeze. Having nothing to master is an advantage,
if wms _ qi k san said@ithgal cynical shrug.d think
we got a little off -topic. Anyway, | don& think it would be a
terrible thing if you were able to extend yaur stay, if you ask
me. And hey, just maybe this @eneralist will beat us in rock-
papergagqqgmpq _jj rfpcc rgkcqg, -

« U c j4j télk it over with Kunagisa It would hardly be
right for the tagalong to decide something like this on his
mul , =
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G rfmsefr gm*¥e _f ¢ mg_gdghy, c«Wmg -
looking me in the eye.

His gaze was deeply disconcerting. It gave me that
uncomfortable feeling you get when youfre being watched.

«Kc _I'b wms= ?jgic= Fmu bm wms

« B il sound so happy about it. In particular, youde
practically identical in holding the idea that you yourself are a
n_pr md rfc umpjb, -

Seemingly with no intention of explaining himself any
further, he broke his gaze and looked back at Kanamsan.
Predictably, Kanamisan was still staring at the cherry
blossoms with complete concentration. She was surrounded
by a sort of transcendence, as if just that one spot was isolated
from the rest of the world. She had the air of being
unapproachable, even sacred.

«Qm | -shiigk g c c | n_glrgle ctecl qggl

« U c | 3 moredike she came to this island to paint That3s
really all she does, after all. | suppose you could say she lives
to paint, A wms © e jsppketwith agtinge-of F
frustration, but if you took his words at face value, it sounded
like an incredibly enviable existence; a life where what you
want to do and what you have to do are directly connected. It
was a way of life | could never even hope for. I, who had
discovered neither what | wanted nor what | had to do.

| noticed that Shinya-san was watching me with a wicked
smile, like he had just remembered a bad prank. | recoiled a
little. | was getting a bad feeling, like a premonition. And then
Shinyasan, with _ ] mmi mi| f gq ldejuwthadag gd
revelation from God, -clapped his hands deliberately.

« R fas right! It3 such a prime opportunity, so why don
wms r pw k nebsetjmg lagde as | Btood at a loss for
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words and unable to comprehend his, and faced Kanamisan.
«Fcc a_jjcb, «I _1 kg Rfgqg dcjj
wmsp kmbcj =

«U_gr * -qgQfl g I-w_D gihg thesitvatienpl spun in
front of him. 4dcan¥ hsqgr* G kc_I * egtc kec

«Lmu* | mu* ufw _pc wms gm ck  _y
wmsp af _p_arcp, -

| don& think so. Asking Kanami-san to paint me? That was
an incredibly intimidating idea. B ut Shinyasan blew off my
npmrcqr ugrf nowgognknj cc «@fmw* | b
for an answer from Kanamisan.

Kanami-san adjusted the direction of her wheelchair and
took a look at me. She scanned me up and down, from the tip
of my head to the tips of my feet, observing me, assessing me,
andsab* «Qm wms u_I| r Shesounded tulygl r
irritated.

This was a difficult question to answer. With someone as
talented as Kanamisan, the simple act of hesitating would
have been rude. | was weak inthese situations. A real
pushover. A nineteenryear-old boy whoa spent his life going
with the flow has not the power to alter the flow of a tale.

«Wecg* _ " gmjsircikgt bged wmg _lgil

Kanami-q _ | ggknjw jmmicb bgqglrcpc
byttfc _rcjgcp rfgg _drcpl mml, -~ ¢
wheelchair back toward the cherry blossoms. She spoke with
heartfelt apathy, but at least she had taken pity on me.

« Ugc, jthiat®s settled then. Are youfpcc rfgq _drec
Shinya-san said, strangelyoyful.

| told him | was free and decided to get going before | got
into any more trouble.
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| returned to the mansion and visited Kunagisds room once
again. Kunagisa was just as | had left her, sitting in her
revolving chair, her three PCs (I mean, two PCs and one
workstation) in front of her. Right now she was focused on the
workstation, and the two PCs had their power switched off.

«Uf _r ucpc wms sn rm* Rmkm=n-

No reply.

| went up to her from behind and tugged both her braids.

«Muu* - qf c astrange poicdy segniing to at last
notice my presence. Without changing her position, she gaped
at me in bewilderment. Surely | appeared upside down in her
eyes.

« Wmriqthtan. Yo ¢~ _ ai dpmk wmsp u_ji

«Wc _ffF Quaj*j gg rf_r _ K_a=-

The monitor on the workstation opposite Kunagisa was
displaying some kind of Mac OS screen. As far as | had heard,
Mac OS only worked on Macs.

«Yeah, it%s Mac OS. Yesee, there are some applications that
onlyrunonMac OS,solkk psl |l gle gr ml _ tgp

«fTgprs_j k _afglc=-

« @_ q g% _maKing theBworkstation think there 8 a Mac
inside it. In other words, 18m tricking the software. Of course
Windows is in here, too. Most OS3% are installed on this

umpigqr _rgml* gm gr a_lI bm _ | wr fg
« ?if =

| didn® really get it.

«Rfgq g9gq _ bsk™ oscqgrgml* " sr
bgddcpclr* _ | wu_w=-

She gave my truly amateurish question a momerfs
rf msefr e diff&dnt because different people use
rfck*- gqfc _lqucpcb* wuvugrf _I _gp
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«Ucj j* atfctrud, butj r Well, forget about that. So
an OS is like the core softvare, right? | think that 3 right. So
thenittg j gic rfgq amknsrcp f _qg ksjr
dt®sastrangeme _nf mp* ~sr wms amsj b q
«Qm r fcl r f _r NA hat’sdtpcbre corm@PS?qg r _ r
Like with multiple personalities you have a @nain? personality,
pgefr ==
«Ecmagbc, -
«Lctcp fc_pb md rf _r, Gg gr jgi
« R f3 Unix, with a @o0? sound. Come on, you studied
abroad; you should know not to pronounce the alphabet like
Romanized Japanese, ichan. It makes you sound so stupid.
Uh, well, it is compatible with Unix. But it 3 an original OS
developed by a friend of yours truly.
«? dipgcl
Kunagisd&s friend. The only friend of Kunagisés who
could®e developed an original operating system was someone
dpmk rf -bpwkcrk,r | mrmpgmsqg «r c _
Several years back, in the last century, during the time
when the Japanese network was stil underdeveloped, that
epmsn _nnc_pchb, Mp * & thenorrest _nnc
expression.
They never for an instant let their visage, nor their shadow,
nor even their smell grace the public eye. They never
announced their name; whatever name they had ever ben
known by had been applied by others. Whether you called
them a virtual club, cyberterrorists, a crack unit, or a gang that
made mountains out of molehills, it didn& matter to them,
and they probably wouldn® respond.
They were completely peerless, spcies unknown. How
many people were there, and just what types of people
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amknpggcb rfgg «rc_k-= Rfcqgc
mystery.

And what did they do?

Everything.

They did everything, that was all you could say about it.
They did so much of everything, there was nothing they didn3
do. They wreaked havoc, havoc, and more havoc. | wash in
Japan at the time, so | didrt get to see it firsthand, but they
say it was sich full -on, ludicrous havoc that it was practically
refreshing, lending no hint as to their motives or aims.
Beginning with pure hacking and cracking, they also had their
hands in corporate advising and fixer fraud. s also quietly
speculated that, backthen, they controlled a number of large
corporations.

But you couldn® say they existed solely as a nuisance. For
better or worse, it was thanks to them that the overall level of
network technology improved drastically. You could even say
they forced it. If you looked at it through a fine -toothed
comb, sure there were losses, but in the big picture, the gains
outweighed them tenfold.

But, of course, the fat cats upstairs saw them as little more
than pesky, lawbreaking criminals, a hacking, cracking

r f

eyeore. Thusthe«w ¢ _k= wuclr ml* bcgngqch

they were never caught, and exactly what they were doing
was never brought to light. Then, sometime last year,
suddenly and without anything in particular having happened,
they were never heard from ajain. It was as though they had
just burned out and vanished.

« Wm* @unfongr li-chan? Yopc osgcr

Nahi | mr fgl e, =

She flipped her hair with a giggle.
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«Wc _f* ®nothegi vq g

It was in that way r f _r r f cmet«vhat was,—in a
sense, an anticlimactic end. Who would believe the leader of
that now-defunct team was this happygo-lucky girl still in her
teens? Exactly who in their right mind would believe
something so nonsensicalhat it couldn® even be mistaken for
a sick joke?

But if that wasn¥ the case, Kunagisa would@ have been
invited to this genius-ridden island. Not as a communication
and systems engineering specialist.

« ew could I not have a complex, Shinyasan™

«Fsf = Bgw gvmilsc riklngdisa glanced up at me
for a moment.

«Hsqgr T 7 7] g | @etcide 2 @oegt_tlgab mean« Q m
@arth murdera= -

« Ws ©f all the existing OS3s, it% probably the most
awesome. Geocide is number one. Even the RASIS is perfect.

«Qmkcr gkcqg usetmosediy words jossto tick me
oft Whatqg _ P?2QGQ=-

« &ran acronym for reliability, availability, serviceability,
integrity, security. But of course, thatq g | Cthe sagl@ f * -
bit irritably.

«@ gga_jjw gr kc | g qresahghgr w,
performance system, but it worft cause errors or anything like
rf _r, K_I* rf_r 2?2raf _|I pc_jjw gg

«?raf _I@msflsbfg= j gi ¢ wms rum _pc

«Fkk= Hc_j msiqk=+kdgf=c Fq_gb wugrf
pleased tone and naughtv q k g {s okay. Idikeryou best of
-, -
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«?f* @epaaterthat- G qf psedwlthangé b r p
rfc qgs  hcigsrsuch an@sazing @9, why not market

it? If it sold like Windows,youd k _ i ¢ _ dmprslc, =

«Lm a | b m, Wms i hgmeturns, right® r gl
With an OS this different, we @ never catch up. Business goes
“cwmlb qigjj mp r_jclr, =

Gl apc_qgle pcrsplagqg, Rfc j_u md
kmpc wms f _tc* rfc kmpc wms ecr
what you don® have. It had been awvhile since I°d studied it, so
Ididn®* pckck > cp gr tcpw ajc_pjw*
significantly problematic difference has appeared, it is
gknmggg jc rm “spw rf _r bgddcpecl
to skill or money, it seemed to make no dfference.

« @ides, Atchan was satisfied |yst by creating Geocide.
Atchan®s averyselfg _rggdgcb ncpgml , =

«Ew* wc_f* ksqgr ~c¢c tcpw f_nnw, -

«Ct cl g d & thé case, ludorgy think it would be
possible to market it. Even though it% just core software, it
requires some pretty outrageous specs. Seriously astronomical
dgespcq, Ctcl kw k_afglc hsaqr

« F k k , ow Fnany gigs is your hard disk? About a
fsl bpchb=n-

«Ml ¢ fslpbpcb rc

Different unit.

« Rraj that® the opposite of pico, sq athousandtimes a
gig™

«Lmnc* [*.02 rgkcq, -

Nitpicky chick.

«K_PR*c @ ctcp qccl _ f _pb bgaqgi |

«Rm "¢ g s cnatgad lpad *disk;g ifs  holographic
memory. Unlike hard disks, which record data with magnets,
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this records data onto asurface. It capable of one tea per
second rapid transfer. What youd find on the market is, well,
quite a bit slower. This is the kind of media they@e using in
rfc bctcjmnkclr md gn_ac rcafl mj
She had those kinds of connetions, too?
She belonged b an altogether dubious community.
« Mcourse, this goes for the mahine® capacity as well,
but if the motherboard specs are customized home brew as
well, youde probably out of luck. Atchan just makes things
without considering any of the surrounding circumstances,
y3see. Sothey just end up like this. He doesrt try to suit
rfgleqg rm mrfcp ncmnjc, =
«Kmrfcp m_pb fmkc “~pcu= Rfcpc _
«Jgic wmspg rpsjw* dmpwitmhec, - Q
thumb.
That®s right. She was an engieer, after all. She mustve
“cecl rfc asjnpgr npmtgbgle fcp «
and software thatwerc r m ~ ¢ rfcgp kyogl « u
thought about it, it was fairly disturbing. It was one thing to
develop a seemingly unmarketable OS like th& but to take it
and build your own motherboard for it was just plain freakish.
«Kp, C_prf Ks p bitcyomu evey gdngideredf _t ¢
selling this stuff? Like that motherboard youde so proudmd = -
« %@ the self-satisfied type, too How @out you, li-chan?
«Fkk* G umlbcp, -
Regardless of talent or lack thereof, in the end all people
are classified into two groups: those who pursue and those
who create. My own case notwithstanding, Kunagisa was
overwhelmingly the latter.

«@cqggbcqg* _ qcodcemed, |2 gokpiehtycand g g
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then some. Pm not thinking about making any more right
nmu, -

«?f* I m umlbcp, -

That was true. Kunagisa was# in a position that
demanded she immediately go into business. It wouldf@ be
much of an exaggeration to say she spenmoney like it was
water. A nineteen-year-old occupying a high-class, twofloor
condo in Shirosaki and spending money as fast as she could. |
didn® know how many people out there had more money
than Kunagisa, but surely no one individual spent as much.

Between the Akagami Foundation and the Kunagisa
household, who held the greater power was beyond my realm
of knowledge, but either way, they both possessed enough of a
fortune to enjoy the best things in life and still get change
back, that much was certain.

Speaking of which, Kunagisa resembled the master of this
island, Iria, in that she, too, was sentexiled from her family.
Perhaps they were similar people. In the three days | had
spent on the island, signs indeed pointed to the contrary, but,
well, they were both eccentric, that was for sure. So much so
that it would have been impossible br them to blend into any
group or be members of any organization.

Surely that®s how it was.

In which case, this island

The meaning of this socalled idand of wet crow3s
dc_rfcpaqij

Kunagisa returned to her typing.

«¥Aagonnagof _tc “pc_id_qr, uf _r _

«L m* rf 1 iq, 3 mating $easbre fclwan, gdGr
_fc_b m wmsp mul, C_r dmp kc*

Gotcha, | said, and headed for the dining room.
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3

Akane-sanwas in the dining room.

| tensed up.

She sat alone at the round dining table with her legs
crossed in an elegant, somehow wdapanese pose, having her
breakfast. Or no, she had already finished breakfast and was
enjoying an aftermeal coffee.

« Mf Kmmpb gl e - Gr u_qgq rfc "~ pge
Akari-san in the midst of cleaning the dining room. No, wait,
it wasn® her. Akari-san never greeted me bright and lively.

That wasnit the Akari -san | knew. Which meant;

« F #likari -san;~| said, determining that it was Hikari-san.
Evidently | was correct, as she then grinned at me and bowed.

Chiga Akari-san and Chiga Hikarisan.

They were sisters. Twins. To be sure, there was a third
sister as well, their silent younger sister Teruko. Teruko
apparently had poor eyesight and was recognizable by her
glasses with their black lenses. Akarsan and Hikarisan,
however, were perfectly identical, from the length of their
hair to their clothes, to the point that they weren & just
« q g k-ghpy were the same.

But unlike Akari-san, Hikari-san was an incredibly kind
person. Even though wasi# _ r psc «escqr* -
the same as everyone else.

«@pc_id_gr= U_gr mlc kmkclr* nj
around and hustled off to the kitchen. She must be so god at
spinning because shi&s small, | thought.

With Hikari -san gone, | was suddenly left alone with
Akane-san.
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After a split-seconds hesitation, | went ahead and took a
seat near her. | thought to greet her, but she seemed
completely immersed in thought, mumbling to herself in a
semi-audible voice, not even looking in my direction. It was as
though she hadrt noticed me. What in the world was she
thinking about? | pricked my ears to listen in.

« Qc | -6, pawidj Kote 8-4, pawnj Sente, same pawn
Kote 8-7, pawnj Sente 84, rookj Kote 2-6, pawnj Sente
3-2, silver general] Kote 9-5, pawnj Sente 44, bishop;j
Kote 5-9, gold general, takg Sente 27, knightj -

Meaning unknown.

That® what you get from one of the Seven Fools; even the
things they mutter to themselves are different, | thought,
thoroughly impressed. But listening closely, it sounded like
she was reciting a shogi game record. Wow, blind shogi.

And by herself, no less.

Is this what she always did in the morning?

« | mr-3 pa@n, checkmate, Sete fmpdcgr q* - qf c
ej _lacbh mtcp _r kc, «?2f* G u_q |
fcpec gr rsplcb msr rm ~ ¢ wms, Em

«Emmb kmpl gl e, -

«Fcf f &s$hogitaught? The pieces move around a lot
more than in chess. | was playing Kote just now It was a close
tgar mpw, -

«Fsf , =

There®s a Sente and Kote in singleplayer shogi? Maybe
Akane-san was able to divide her mind like a dolphin. Yeah, it
seemed likely for someone like her.

«?pc wms emmb _r qgqgfmeg* mp afco

dwouldntsaysd | m, =

«kKk* gq rf _r gm=-=
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«Pc_bgl e nfsrhimdpisiin c wj dmpr c, -

« Mf Il m= Fkk* G g%engotntwatckind ofir w
d_ac* - qflcsawlyonbrancthe ,window a little earlier.
Our dmp _ kmplgle u_ji* ucpc wms-=
«Wc _f* _ u_ji gl rfc ummbg, -
«?f = Ui g bw nicé. cVeryu niten bThe* f

phytoncide released by the trees creates a bactericidal effect
_I'b gsaf, =

What the hell?

In Houston, Texas, in America, there® a research facility
called the ER3 System. There, brilliant minds from around
America, nay, around the world, gather, and it is referred to as
the ultimate bastion of learning, from economics to history,
political science to cultural science, physics and advanced
mathematics to biology, electronic and systems engineering,
metapsychology, indeed, anythihg that could be called a field
of study or research.

It3 also known as the Comprehensive Research Center. It
was a gathering placefor those who loved learning and
research above all else. A nest for those inhuman humans
whose desire for knowledge exceeded even their natural,
biological desires. An entirely nonprofit organization, they
dared not sell their knowledge or research findings, and they
were in a sense a closed and introverted sort of secretive
organization.

There were only four basic rules:

Have no pride.

Have no principles.

Have no attachments.

No whining.
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They were to unbegrudgingly cooperate with one another
to the fullest of their ability, t o never be unproductive, even if
the world should perish, and to never quit halfway, come Hell
or high water.
The ultimate destination for those who wanted to do
research, who wanted toknow, who had to know, with means
and end in complete harmony, it was the ER3 System. The
people gathered there ranged from highly esteemedcollege
npmdcggmpqg rm «dpmlrjglc- pcqc_p
truly pride -free assembly of all manner of individuals. Their
reputation was seemingly so bizarre that the media ridiculed
rfck _q _ «wasjrgqf n_ai md mtcpc
But their research had yielded great rewards: the
demystification of Dalevio nonlinear optics, the overwhelming
advancement of volume hologram technology, and the
establishment of the nearmagical DOP as a sensory
technology were all thanks to the ER3. Not the work of
individuals, but rather team efforts, and nonprofit work at
that, they declined all awards and other various honors, and
thus had not come to draw much attention, but their
reputation within the academic world was certainly high. It
was a research centewith a relatively brief history ~— not even
a century old  but it was already globally networked.
And within this research center existed the transcendental
group known as the Seven Fools. Seven individuals selected in
rspl "w r fc gqgcj c age ofthe angwers mthe ml r
universen Rf cw ucpc rfc rpsc «eclgsgq
One of these seven individuals was Sonoyama Akanean.
She had beautiful black hair, cut ruler-precise to lend her
an air of intellectualism. She was tall for a woman, with a
stylishly slender build. There was no part of her that wasrit
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overflowing with elegant femininity. She was a Japanese
woman scholar of the highest order.

The ER3 System is relatively unknown in Japan. The fact
that the ER3 itself is so exclusive is nodoubt part of the
reason for this, but the main reason is likely that the
uncategaizable nature of the center doesrit fit with the
Japanese way of doing things. Butnevertheless, Akanesan
had, asa pure and innocent Japanese woman (and in her
twenties, no less) risen to the ranks of the ER3 Seven Fools.
It would come as no surprise if one day she was a household
name in Japan.

Now, this may all beg the question: if13m just a «pure and

gl I maclr=- H_n_lcqgqc ncpgml* r mm*

But there® no special reason, really. B not that I°m
particularly well informed, it & just that the ER3 and | have
crossed paths a bit.

You see, in preparation for the longterm, ER3 System
implements a study-abroad program to educate the youth of
the next generation. For five years, beginning with my second
year of junior high school, | participated in that program, so
naturally 1 knew of Sonoyama Akané’s reputation as one of
rfc Qctecl Dmmj g* _qg ucjj _q
And that3 why | was so surprised to discover Akanesan here
on this island. Pm not at all the type who surrenders
unconditionally at the first sniff of authority or talent, but |
carft help but be nervous. What exactly do you say to one of
the Seven Fools?

| was sitting there, all clammed up, when Akane spoke to
k c, « @w rtHat bluerhaivedl girl Kunagisachan, |
k c _ [, =

«?f, Wcqg=n-
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« Qfscjust lovely. Last night | had her do some
maintenance on my PC. Shés incredibly skilled, isrt she? We
have techies at ER3 as well but 3¢ never seen one with
such; mechanical precision. She made it look like routine
work. This may sound rude, but for a moment | wondered if
she was really human. | was sure Irissan would absolutely
_bmpc fcp, -

«?2f* pc_jjw=%@bothmpcmpgfcl wrfygl e,

She let out a chuckle.”d¥ms gms |l b j gi c _ v
A baby stroller. Once again | had suffered an unfounded
~gqgcqggkclr, «\Wmes-kc | _  ° "~ w
«Ucjj* rfcw "mrf kc_|I rfc q_Kkec
«? qrpmjjcp gq _ iglb md a_ppg._

«?fpgefr*- qfc | mbbch,
For all her evident ability in math and science, it seemed
Japanese was not Akanearfs forte.

«Ucjj* cgrfcp u_w, Qf ¢ u_gqg I m
Well, duh.

«Rf cl e _gl * gfc qcckcb _ T gr
type. | don# think she listens when people are talking. And as
pcgsjr* kw NA ctmjtcb _ msr ru

« @s r 3% adtually the improved Kunagisa. She used to be
terrible to talk to. Just starting and stopping whenever she felt
jgic gr, Gr u_gq npcrrw pmsef dmp
«Hmm . If you want my opinion, | think there 3 a certain
af _pk rm fcp sl _nmjmecrgal cqq, -
«Cfk I mr gspc G _epcc ml rf_r, =
«F_tc gr wms@m_u_wfpseieche «@w
_jgm fc_pb dpmk fcp rf _r wms wucp
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« F s fThatblabbermouth had let the cat out of the bag! |
thought | told her to keep that quiet. Not that | wasn & fully
aware theré’s no point trying to keep that girl quiet.

« Wms vie okl jnb. We could®e had quite a chat. |
feel as if wetve wasted two days. | dorit suppose you were
holding back by any chance”Please dof get me wrong, 1°m
Il mr gsaf _ “~ge bc_j, -

« L m#% naj thatj | guess it was just hard to bring up.
And also, even though | was in the program, | quit midway
rfpmsef, =

The program is a tenyear study. | dropped out after my
fifth year. From there | returned to Japan and reunited with
Kunagisa. Luckily | was already qualified as a high school
graduate from my second year in the program, so | was able to
transfer directly to Kyoto Rokumeikan University.

dt3 still a big deal. Regardless of wat a sprain it became
dmp wms j

« R fas a@train.2—

«Pce_pbjcgq md uf _r _ qrp_agl (
program? entrance exam is a great obstacle todve overcome.
You should have a little more pride about your
_aamknjgqgfkclrg, -

The ER programfs entrance examwas unusually difficult.
Even in the applicatione s g b ¢ = mmi gr g pghs* «Rf
This does not guarantee your future. No one will come to
rescue you. We offer only an environment in which you may
sate your intellea r s _ j a yqb gilinaditg candtdates from
around the world gathered to take the test. So it was true,
merely passing the test was something to boast about.

But.

| hadn® completed the program.
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« Rf & papoint if you drop out halfway. End results are
ctcpwrfgle gl rfggqg umpj b, =

Actually, | happen to think everything in this world is a
resulti Or are you one of those @ genius is a genius is a
genugncmnjc=- Qfc f_b rfc qgjogefrec
rml c, « P nat a togesl Japan, you often see people
who take pride simply in th e effort they give, don% you? @ve
endured great hardships, regardless of the end resulésthey
say. They say theré& merit in effort alone. | think that 3 a valid
outlook. Saying @ worked hard? is a fine conclusion in and of
itself. What | have a problem with is lowlifes who spout
absurdities like @ could have done that if 1 wanted® or @
couldn® do it because | just wasrit trying 2 or @said | can do it,
but that doesn® mean | will.2 That® all ridiculous. There
reallyareallsory md ncmnjc gl rfgg umpjb

« G Wtgyldcauselcould bm gr, =

« F k khehehe, you know, youwve sort of got this world-
uc _pw O0OS_jgrw _ " msr wms, -

dt)g npm> _ " jw hsgr kmbcqgrw, =

«@gl em, =

The right part of her lip curled up in a half -smile and she
produced a pack of cigarettes from her pocket. In graceful,
fluid motions, she put one in her mouth and lit it.

«Umu* wms kqlgmipmpg@Gcb, -

«?pc wms r fc ?likerwomen dwhm gtk mé @ l= -

«Ucjj* I m* I mr umkcl n_prgasj _¢f
health, you know.-
«Fc_jrf ggq ~ _b dmp wshe gtorigk mi g |

slowly exhaling smoke. Therés that Seven Fools wit, |
rfmsefr?* s gf ¢ gkgpi é&hastpidgr f C
argument, huh? Don& mind me. It @ be awful if you ended up

ZAREGOTO: THE KUBI KIRI CYCLE 34



thini gl e G u_q rf _qfcgfbgmd «@pgmj
the subject? You know, | was actually in Japan all the way
rfpmsef fgef qgafmmj, -
«Pc_jjw== G u_q _ judhoughtabougspnp
gr* gr u_q pc_jjw Im kwgrcpw, «U
«Hs gr wms p ectutalsghook It wasrip particularly
well-known. | was in the girls? karate club back then. | didn®
like it at all at the time, but in retrospect it was really fu n.
Gee, that takes me back. Iés already been more than ten
year§ The skirts back then were this long. | didrét have the
best grades, but | was good in math and English. Th& why |
ended up at an overseas universityMy family was very against
it, but | defied them. After all, don& they say @ you love
someone, set them ablaz&-
«Lm, =
«?1 wu_w* gr u_q jgic rf_r* gm
from my family and crossed over to America on my own. It
was a hell of a big move for someone like me backth | , =
And thus she ended up in the Seven Fools. Maybe
Cinderella was in this story, too.

«Qm wms bm jgic k_rf, G f_b C
«Ucjj* wms #idislikeuit* In i8gh bchdol | liked
how there was always one concrete answer, no vague
components, somath was all | did. | liked clear-cut things. But

in college, at the ER3 System, | came to realize that was#i

necessarily the case. f5 just like shogi or chess. You just have

to get a checkmate, but there are an infinite number of ways

togetthere.ldcjr _q gd G f _b “ccl qugl
«ike when a lover shows an unfamiliar side of themselves

rm wms =~
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Qf ¢ j _sefcb _g gd rm gq_w* «?

«But | was also a little touched, you know. In my high
school days, | always ijured math wouldn® be of any use
once | got into the real world, but in f act there really are cases
where you have to use calculus and cubic equations and such.
You use factorials in everyday life. | was definitely touched by
rf _r d_ar, =

« understand.~l nodded.

| really did.

Shesmiledin_ g _r g gq A gdo a mathwpersor, too?
On average, men are much more likely to be mathematically

pn

inclined than women.Becaux md rfc u_w rfcgp

«Ggqg rf_r qgqm=n-

«Ucjj* ~_qcb ml gr _rggroga_|j

«Qmsl bg jgic gcvgqr b_r_ rm

Besides, statistical evidence is pretty unreliable.flyou roll
a die one hundred times and it lands on six every single time,
that doesrft necessarily mean ifll be a six the next time, too. |
told her this, but she protested.

df it lands on six one hundred times in a row, it a die that
only lands on six. It too significant a difference to be written
off as a coincidence or leaning odds. Maldemale statistics are
kind of like that, too, though. Hehehe, so you®e a feminist.
Or are you just being polite around me? Well, unfortunately
I?m not a feminist. Listening to talk about expanding women?as
rights and women?3s liberation makes me sick to my stomach. |
mean, right? Theyde obviously spouting nonsense. Sure, ¥ a
man?s world, but it not gender equality we need, ifs equal
opportunity to apply our abilities. Men and women are so
different that you can practically call them genetically separate
creatures. So | believe they have separate roles. Of course,
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that rests on the major assumption that your role and what
you want to do are separate, and the minor assumption that if
you have to choose between the two, what you want to do
should come first. Ah, and maybe the medium-sized
assumption that you can do what you want to do first. But
saying you cait do anything sounds like a convenient excuse
rm kc, -
«Rfgpcjgm rfc d_armp md cltgpml
«Cltgpml kcl r* fsf= @sr u_gq rf
women were forbidden from writing, or from sculpting?
Regarding recent trends, 1% become more inclined to
sympathize with men. | feel as if they%e closer to my own
point of view, but also, until the modern day, the workplace
was alwaysexclusively marfs domain, right? So it%s no wonder
they got angry when women wantedto™ srr gl , =
«Rf cw ucpc hsqgr p%pdttouhlekfor up ml
rfc kcl,- G umlbcpcb ufw G f _b r
«Fkk*-= qgfc | mbb&eright. 4 don¥really wms
know. But | can understand why women get angry at men,
too. Even though they%e just carrying out their roles and
we®e just carrying out ours, they still act all big about it and
put on airs. Itd% no wonder women get angry. Just so long as
they don& try to mix me up into anything. | guess what | truly
want is for feminists to just do it away from me. Whatever the
case may be, women are inherently a boring breed. Just like
you men. Hmm, come to think of it, there were more men
than women at ER3, too. Within the Seven Fools, five were
kcl , =
dncreasing returns, huh?
«CHh=Qf ¢ qcckc b @rafraidd don® know that, G
ump b, uf _r ggq gr* gmkc iglb md b
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«Gr kc_|I g @Qr, = jmgr rm TF

«?f* wms kc | rfc “g_q rfasr ma
right, to return a once male-biased world to equilibrium,
youdd have to go through quite a bit of hardship. Really, there
wouldn® be any problems if men and women wererft always
acting jealous of each other. But nobody gets it, do they? And
yet they claim there® no difference between separation and
discrimil _r g ml , =

« Wms i | musan, cdeminglfrom you this all sounds
convincing. | guess you must be going through@uite a bit of
hardshippPwms pgcj d, -

«Lctcp*=- qgqfc qgq_gb dj _rjw, « G hs

It was a loaded statement.

Suddenly | recalled something | had wanted to ask
someone ever since | first learned of the Seven Fodlexistence
at ER3.

« Q _ w*3s thefnmmber one smartest person in the entire
CP1 qwqgrck=n-

In other words, who was the smartest person in the world?
Akane-san answered wih little deliberation.

«Lsk > cp rum gg Dpmgjcgl JImtc, -

«?l'b I'sk>cp mlc=n

«Amkc ml* igb* wm&yomegracar Kkc rr
Huh.

«l gbbgl e* i gbbgl e, Fkk?* rm

seriously, the person | respect the most, or in other wordsthe

person | place above myself and all others, is probably

?29gqg9gqr _Ir Npmdcggmp Fcujcrr, Fc
Almost unspeakably accomplished, he was the single

greatest mind of the last century, and probably this one as

well. The first and probably last man to master every subject
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when he was still in his single digits. Granted special criminal
immunity by the president, he used his superior intellect to
serve the good of the nation.

If Akane-san was like a god to me, Assistant Professor
Hewlett was the very fabric of the universe.

« Ghd had been a woman, he probably wouldve changed
fggrmpw*- qfc q_gb* jmmigle mdd
curious look of admiration.

«Qmppw dmp rfec u_gr = Usgrr f c
appeared, pushing a cart. On top of it sa my breakfast. With
experienced hands, she placed it in front of me, followed by a
il gdc _ I b dmpi mi cgrfcp qgbc, «
with a bow and radiant smile, and then went off somewhere
once more. It seemed she still had lots of work b do.

Nine pieces of deepfried risotto balls on lettuce. Fish soup,
salad, and a sandwich made with Italian bread. Plus coffee.

«Rf _r Q-qqflgpmhgm f mr gr s eah* f s
muttered, eyeing my meal.

Sashirono Yayoi.

She ran the mansiofis kitchen, but she wasrt an
employee. Indeed, she was one of the geniuses who had been
invited to the island. Having already been here for over a year,
at this point she was the longestrunning guest. There was no
doubt that many of the elite visitors to the island had come in
hopes of trying her cuisine.

Officially, her specialty was Western cuisine, but she could
just as skillfully do any other type, whether it be Chinese,
Japanese, or what have you. She was a cooking master with
whom no one in the culinary world wasrft familiar  or so
went the tales about her. Personally, | was just as ignorant
about cooking as | was about art and academics, so | had sadly
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