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My name is Jorge Joestar. The name was taken from my
aristocratic grandfather but written the Spanish style. I asked why
Mum didn't spell it George like a proper English name, but she just
smiled and said, "Well, you were born in the Canary Islands, and if
I named you George, we couldn't very well call you Jojo, could
we?" My father — he died in a shipwreck — was named Jonathan
Joestar, and had gone his whole life by the nickname Jojo; he'd died
so soon after their wedding that Mum, still deeply in love with him,
had her heart set on my inheriting that nickname. Sadly, only
Spaniards lived on La Palma, and nobody called me Jojo; Mum and
Lisa Lisa called me 'George' and everyone pronounced my name
the Spanish way: 'Horhe'. Pointing this out to Mum just made her
look sad, so I held my tongue. Frankly, what they called me was the
least of my problems. For as long as I could remember, I was
tormented by Spanish-speaking jackanapes — this very day they'd
rubbed dog shit on my face on the way home from school. They'd
managed to get some up my nose and no matter how much I
washed my face the stink remained. But they'd been trying to make
me eat it, so I guess I got off easy. Like she always did, Lisa Lisa
found us and saved me before they could force the shit all the way
in. These pigs were born on the island and would die a useless
death here; they had no conscience, no capacity for anything like
abstract thought, and thus no notion of restraint.

"Bwa ha ha ha ha! You got saved by a girl again, Balsa
Blanca (White Raft)! Your dick wouldn't even work as an oar!"

Lisa Lisa had knocked him down and kicked him a number
of times, and his nose was still bleeding, but Antonio Torres was
getting used to the beatings, and didn't let them get in the way of a
good jeer. This hit me where it hurt. After the shipwreck, Mum
spent several days adrift on the Pacific with me and Lisa Lisa, so
Antonio and his gang had started calling me Balsa Blanca, but this
insulted Mum and my dead Dad as well, so I always got mad and
cried. Look, even I hated myself for it. I was such a damn cry baby.

It was like I had just served them all dessert. The moment I



started crying they all killed themselves laughing, and Lisa Lisa had
to drag me away.

"Come on, Jorge! You can't cry like that! Now they've gone
home happy!" Lisa Lisa was furious with me. I was in the river,
trying to wash the smell off, and this wasn't helping. The snot and
tears made my cheeks sting, but Elizabeth Straits showed no mercy.
"Your face is filthy...washing isn't helping! You're so pathetic I don't
even want to be seen walking with you! If you're so sad then go cry
alone! I can't bear watching!" She turned and left me there. This
made me feel even more sorry for myself. What did I ever do to
deserve this? Because I was the only English boy in class... I hate to
bring race into this, but all of us were white! We had an Asian kid
in our class, but nobody ever made fun of him! Damn it! Why did
they all pick on me!?

Obviously, because I was a crybaby, not particularly smart,
not particularly athletic, and not particularly funny. The Asian kid
was unflappable, quite good looking, got straight As, and word was
he worked as a detective...in elementary school. Someone like that
just isn't going to get picked on. But knowing there was a reason
why they came after me just made things worse, and now I was
crying again...

I was still crying when I got home, and Mum said Lisa Lisa
had gone straight to her room and shut the door. "She was crying,
you know? Lisa Lisa is very worried about you, Jorge. Such a kind
soul..." For a moment I thought she meant me — I supposed I was
on the kind side, for a boy — then I realized she meant Lisa Lisa,
and got very confused. There must be some mistake. Kind? How?
Violent, and sure, she saved me from the bullies but afterwards she
always yelled at me a lot, and after she got done yelling, she'd walk
away and leave me on my own. What about that was 'kind'? I was
still fuming about that when we sat down to dinner, so Mum fixed
me with a stern look.

"Jorge, we have something important to talk about tonight.
Will you listen?"



There was a sadness to her smile that was very worrying,
and I felt tears welling up reflexively.

"No!" I said.

"Don't be so dumb, Jorge," Lisa Lisa laughed. "She hasn't
even said anything yet."

I turned to scowl at her for laughing, but she wasn't smiling
at all. She looked really tense, and that really made me scared.

What was going on?

"Listen, Jorge," Mum said. "Look at me."

I really didn't want to, but I had no choice. This was clearly
important. [ had to face it.

"...what?"

She spoke slowly.

"A long time ago it was decided that Lisa Lisa was to go
stay with her adopted father, Straits, once she turns twelve. The
three of us will celebrate Christmas together, and then Straits will
come to pick her up at the start of the year. Lisa Lisa will go with
him to his home in Italy."

...what?

This was genuinely so far beyond all the bad news I had
been bracing myself for that I actually blacked out for a second.
Lisa Lisa had been protecting me my entire life, since I was a baby.
She'd step in if someone hit me, get back what they took, give me
hers or split hers with me if I dropped something, comforted me
when [ was crying, praised me if I did something right. There was
no way they could take Lisa Lisa away from me now!

"But...but! But!" I said. "If Lisa Lisa leaves, I don't know
what'll happen to me!" Actually, I was pretty sure I did know what
would happen to me — they'd kill me. For real.

But Mum had no idea how bad things were for me. The tone
she took was devoid of any comfort or reassurance. "Jorge. You
have to become strong enough, smart enough, and resilient enough



to survive after Lisa Lisa leaves. You have to live without her help,
and you have six months to prove you can. I know she's been a
great help to you. Proving you can stand on your own two feet is
the best thing you can do to repay her."

Whaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat?

God, Mum was the best at...how could I put it? She had a
way of saying things that were so right you couldn't argue, couldn't
make excuses, and couldn't disobey without feeling like you were a
very bad boy. But I was in such a fix that I didn't see how I could
do the right thing! They nearly shoved dog shit in my mouth!
Today! Just hours ago! Lisa Lisa was saving me from such dire
straits on a daily basis! Mum had no idea! Mum had no idea she
had no idea! In a state of panic I was about to cast aside all pretense
of pride as a gentleman and use the dog shit as an example of just
how bad this was when Lisa Lisa started crying. "Jorge, you idiot!
Can't you think about anyone but yourself? I have to go live with
my Dad, who I barely even remember! I'll barely ever see you or
Mama Erina again! I'm so scared and I'll miss you and here you are
just...to hell with you, Jorge!" She let the tears stream down her
cheeks, making no effort to wipe them away, sobbing loudly. I
stared, stunned. I'd never seen Lisa Lisa cry before.

Mum stood up, walked around the table, and put her arms
around Lisa Lisa. "Aaaaugh, Eri...Mama Erina...wahh...hnk...waah!
S-sorry, I'm sorry. Hnk. I can't...I can't stop crying! I didn't want to
cry, I swore I wouldn't!"

"Go ahead, Lisa Lisa, cry as much as you need. It's a very
sad thing. It's hard for me, as well. We've lived together your whole
life, and it's been such fun. We've been so happy. I've grown to love
you like my own daughter. And I promise that will never change.
Remember that always, Lisa Lisa. Know that I will always love
you."

"Aaaah Mama Erina! Thank you! For everything! I love you
too! I love you! Remember me forever! Don't forget about me!"

"Of course not! How could I forget you? You're my pride



and joy! I should be thanking you! Jorge and I have both treasured
your company."

"Waaahh, I...I don't want to go! I want to live here with you
forever! I'm sorry, I know it's selfish of me. But that's how I feel!"

"And you shouldn't be ashamed of that. Poor Lisa Lisa. Your
life upturned by a promise grown ups made for you. But you have
an important duty. This promise was made knowing the fate of all
mankind depended on it. I'm sure someday you will come to
understand, even if it's hard to accept while you're still so very
young. But if you try, you'll get through this."

"Aaaaaaaaugh! Nooo! I don't wannaaa!" With Mum's arms
still around her, Lisa Lisa began thrashing around like a toddler
throwing a tantrum. I sat watching this, surprised, and more than a
little nonplussed. Ah ha ha, wow, I thought. Lisa Lisa's just a kid.
I'd never noticed before. But of course she was. She was eleven.
Technically, at the moment I was the same age as her. It had always
felt like she was a grown up looking after me.

But she was less than a year older.

Last year, she'd been only ten years old all those times she
saved me, and now that I was eleven, I should be able to protect last
year's version of me. Antonio and his friends had bullied me last
year as well, but Antonio a year ago was much smaller than he was
now, and not nearly as strong. But I was scared. Scared, but I could
probably still take him. I was just scared. If I could just stop being
scared, I could knock him down. The only way to stop being scared
was to start being brave. I was a boy, and couldn't keep relying on a
girl my whole life.

"Okay, Lisa Lisa!"

The panic was gone, and I sounded calm...or like I was
trying to sound calm. My lips were still quivering, but I forced
myself to keep talking. "I'll be brave. Starting tomorrow, I'll beat up
Antonio myself. That might not actually happen, but I'll think of
something. I won't need your help." I smiled at her. Now it was her
turn to gape at me. Even Mum looked surprised, and maybe a little



dismayed. Neither of them believed me. Why should they? But Lisa
Lisa blinked her red eyes, and a smile spread across her wet cheeks.
"Thank you, Jorge. That was wonderful." I suddenly realized just
how pretty Lisa Lisa was. It was like her whole body was sparkling,
and I felt me heart skip a beat. "But don't try too hard. I don't want
you getting hurt," she added. Yep. Nobody believed in me.

But I had to try.

I spent all night trying to figure out how to avoid Antonio's
gang on the road to and from school, and trying to think of snappy
comebacks — quite a step down from what I'd said at dinner, but all
my plans were for naught.

Antonio Torres was found dead in the morning. He'd been
murdered.

Since I was trying not to meet Antonio's gang on their way
in from the harbor, and trying not to need Lisa Lisa's protection, I
had gone to school very early. Instead of leaving my satchel in the
classroom, I hid in a storage room around back of the school,
waited for everyone else to arrive, and slipped into class at the last
possible second. This was pathetic, but that was the best I could
manage that morning. But as I stealthily opened the door and made
a dash for my seat at the back I became aware of a bizarre silence;
these clowns were always yelling about something, why were they
quiet today? Still hunched over, I looked up. Everyone was looking
at me. I froze in my tracks. The looks they gave me were not the
usual mix of pity and scorn reserved for the class outcast. Instead, |
saw fear and anxiety, and above all...suspicion. For reasons even |
wasn't clear on, I immediately looked for Antonio Torres. He wasn't
there. But his bannermen were all glaring at me.

"O1, Jorge," His first mate, Julio, snarled. "What are you
skulking about for? Where have you been, you Limey bastard!?"

"Hunh? What are you talking about? I came to school like
always."



I couldn't very well say I'd been hiding in the storage room.

"Liar!" Julio yelled. "I went to your house this morning! I
ran straight there! You were already gone at seven!"

"Hunh? Why'd you go to my house?"

Was he planning on tormenting me there, too? Please, no!
That would be the last straw. Surely that was against the rules!

What Julio said next, I did not expect. "I wanted to see if
you know anything about Antonio's death!"

Antonio's death!?

What!? That piece of shit was dead!?

"...what are you talking about?"

"Then why did you lie? You didn't come to school like
always?"

"I mean, I did come here a little early..."

"No, you didn't! You went and murdered Antonio!"

"Eh? Wait, what? What are you talking about? Antonio was
murdered?"

"Don't play innocent!"

"No, no, I seriously have no idea what's going on! What?
How could I possibly kill Antonio?"

"Not alone!" Julio roared, his eyes gleaming with rage and
fear. "But if Lisa Lisa helped..."

"Lisa Lisa wouldn't kill anyone!" I yelled back. This was the
first time I'd ever raised my voice to Julio. It made him jump, and
he hesitated a moment before answering.

"Then where was Lisa Lisa this morning? When I went to
your house, Miss Violence was missing, too!"

???? Hunh?

"Your Mom was having fits! Neither you nor that girl were
in your rooms! You're telling me that both of you just happened to
disappear the morning Antonio was murdered? I don't believe that
for a second! You did something to him! I told your mother, if
Antonio's been killed, then you two must have done it!"

"What? You said that to my Mum!? You dick! You don't



even have any proof!"

"Nobody but you and the girl that protects you would ever
want to kill him!"

"What are you talking about? I couldn't even begin to kill
him. I don't even have the balls to fight him! I was trying to avoid
seeing him, so I came to school early and hid in the storage room
until class started!"

This admission was so pathetic and so like something I
would do that everyone but Julio let out a relieved titter.

"Can you prove that!?" Julio demanded, despite having
provided no evidence to back up his own accusations.

"I can," Mr. Hernandez said, stepping in the door. "I saw
him from the teacher's room. Saw him go in the storage room, and
come out. Julio, don't go accusing your classmates without reason.
Judging from Jorge's behavior, and what you two just said, it
sounds like you kids have been bullying Jorge. You, Antonio, and
the rest of you...all ganging up on him. You should be ashamed of
yourselves, hear?" Julio turned red, grit his teeth, and stared at the
ground.

I was pleased he'd finally noticed, but he couldn't have done
it sooner? This was exactly why I'd never expected help from him.

Julio wasn't quite done yet, though. "We still don't know
where Lisa Lisa is, do we?"

With Mr. Hernandez watching, I was a little more confident.
I allowed myself a theatrical sigh before answering.

"Listen to yourself. Lisa Lisa would never do something
like this. She may be good at fighting, but she's a girl! She could
never kill Antonio."

"Bullshit!" Julio howled. "She's no ordinary girl! You don't
know, cause she's never hit you, but we all know! Her punches and
kicks aren't normal! It's like electric running through you. It feels
like your blood's running the wrong direction. She's got some weird
power. She used her freaky power to kill Antonio! That's why he
died so weird! Cause of that freak!"



"Hunh?" He'd lost me entirely. "Maybe you should calm
down. Lisa Lisa doesn't have any 'power.""

"She does, you just don't know it. She kicked me once, and
my entire left side wouldn't stop trembling for hours. She punched
Antonio the other day, and his legs started running on their own. He
ran ten kilometers non-stop, all the way to the beach, right into the
water, nearly drowned."

"What!? That's impossible!"

"Whatever. You don't know. Useless talking to you. Point is,
Lisa Lisa has some weird power. And you'd need some weird power
to kill Antonio like that."

"........72 What do you mean? How was Antonio killed?"

"You already know! Fine, be that way. You see..." Julio
paused dramatically. "Antonio...was crushed to death, leaving him
flat as a sheet of paper. Right behind his house. No blood, no
muscle, no bones, nothing left of him but a sheet of skin!"

What the hell?

Was that really how Antonio Torres had died? If that was
real, I definitely couldn't see Lisa Lisa being capable of that, but...?
While I was still stunned, the classroom door suddenly slammed
open.

"I've been eavesdropping! And I hate to admit it, because it
does so spoil an entrance, but it's the truth! Everyone seemed so
worked up I hesitated to enter, but not only did class never start, the
discussion grew increasingly bizarre! Eventually it defeated even
my patience." The boy at the door had a long, thick tube of some
sort held under his arm. It was none other than the lone Asian in the
class, Tsukumojuku Kato. The most handsome, most intelligent,
most bizarre boy in class — when he walked in everyone, including
the teacher, paid attention. He had that air about him.

Everyone watched as Tsukumojuku shut the door behind
him, made his way to his desk, placed the cylindrical case on the



floor, and turned to face us. "Hmm...I could have sworn I just
solved the Antonio Torres case, so why do I get the sense it's only
just begun?"

We all gasped.

"Solved it!?" Julio shrieked. "What a load of crap! We found
Antonio's body, and the police had only just arrived when we left!
That was less than an hour ago! You're not a cop — how would you
even know he was dead!? And here you are claiming to have solved
the case!?"

"Because I did," Tsukumojuku said.

"But how...!?" Julio said, at a loss for words.

"You know that. Because I'm a detective, Julio Gonzales. I
happened to pass the Torres residence mere moments after you
came bursting out of it — some would say fate brought me there," he
added, cryptically. Tsukumojuku turned to look at me. "But it seems
fate is leading me in a different direction."”

As I stood my ground against his piercing stare, I wondered
how he could speak in such a grown-up, mannered fashion. Was he
really eleven? No — he hadn't had a birthday yet, so he was only ten.

Then it struck me.

This was the first time I'd ever talked to him face to face.

"Um," I said, my voice shaking. "So...you solved the murder
of Antonio Torres?" Was Lisa Lisa involved?

"So I thought."

Past tense? "So...you didn't?"

Instead of answering, he asked, "Jorge, have you ever read a
detective novel?"

"...? A detective novel? Um...I think we have some in the
house, but..."

"It's a genre of novels that began about sixty years ago, in
1841, when the American writer Edgar Allen Poe published a story
called The Murders in the Rue Morgue. The salient points of the
genre, obviously, are that the murder appears to be impossible, and
is then solved by a genius detective."



"Obviously? How would I know that? My mum said they
weren't for children to read. I don't like scary books anyway. What's
your point?"

"But you understand the concept of a detective?"

"Like Sherlock Holmes?"

"Exactly. A fictional device, a role destined to always arrive
at the truth in the end."

"So?"

"That's me."

"...okay? So what?"

"A detective surveys all evidence, understands the case in
full, and at last arrives at a perfect solution."

n n

"Looked at the other way, when new evidence comes to
light providing details previously unknown...that solution is no
longer perfect. And an imperfect solution is not the truth."

What the hell was this Asian on about?

Tsukumojuku stood up, and began moving around the
classroom, closing the curtains. "A new world lies before us!" he
announced. "Facts previously hidden from view! My solution was
not complete! I was wrong! The case! Is not! Done!"

With each of this last exclamations he swished a curtain
closed. In the darkened classroom, with all eyes on him, he returned
to his desk, and picked up the tube he'd brought with him. "This is
very sensitive to sunlight and dry air," he explained, and pulled
something out of it. He rolled it out on the desk. It was Antonio
Torres...only flat.

Holes where his eyes should be. Totally naked. Flat. Like
paper.

No blood, no muscle, no bones, nothing left of him but a
sheet of skin!

The very boy who'd said this let out a shriek of horror.
"What's wrong with you!? Why would you bring a classmate's
corpse here!? The cops are gonna be pissed! Oh god! Oh god!"



Tsukumojuku didn't bat an eye. "Hmph. I asked permission
to keep it as a souvenir, and they granted it as a reward for solving
the case. No one will scold me for it."

The flat Antonio Torres spread out on the desk had his chin
up and turned slightly to the side, his eyes partly opened. He had no
eyeballs, but it made him look like he was staring into the distance,
lost in thought. His hands were held up in front of him, like he was
trying to cover his bare chest, or trying to push something
something painful away. His hips were swiveled to one side as if
trying to hide his little penis, and his knees and ankles and toes
were all curled as well, like he was dancing. He'd been tormenting
me on a daily basis for years, but this...this was beautiful.

"Are you..." I said. "Are you sure...it's not a painting?"

"That is the solution I arrived at, Jorge. Or should I say
Jorge...Jorge Joestar?"

"What are you talking about!? That's his body! It's fucking
grooooossss!" Julio wailed.

Tsukumojuku nodded. "That, too, is correct...but it is not the
whole truth."

A stir went through the room, but by this time we were all
under Tsukumojuku's spell.

"This is a work of art created by Antonio's mother, Maria
Torres. She made it by peeling off her son's skin. The bones and
blood and flesh were not removed; rather, the skin alone was peeled
away, carefully placed together with adhesive, and hair shed over
the past few months placed carefully on the head to complete the
full body work of art. This Year's Antonio, she called it."

This was too much for all of us. I nearly forgot to breathe.

His voice shaking, Julio asked, "But...if his skin was peeled
off...wouldn't Antonio die?"

"Normally, yes, if it was done all at once," Tsukumojuku
replied, not at all perturbed. "So at first she would peel it away bit



by bit, treat it with oil, and sew the pieces together with very fine
thread. But the result was rather patchwork, and the lines where it
was sewn tended to bunch up, and it was obvious which pieces of
skin had been harvested freshly; early versions weren't what you'd
call beautiful. Maria adapted her technique, and her son's body
adapted to survive it."

"Uh..." Julio swallowed. "You mean...there's more than
one?"

"Yes," Tsukumojuku nodded. "She's been making one a year
since Antonio was a baby, so including this year's, there are twelve
in all. The early ones are not well done, but starting with last year's,
they become rather remarkable. This year's, in particular, is a bona
fide masterpiece."

With Julio at a loss for words, someone else mumbled, "So
horrible...his own mom...how could she? It's unnatural!"

"Her love for her son was hardly 'natural'," Tsukumojuku
said. "Since the invention of the photograph, Kodak cameras have
become readily available. La Palma may not have a camera shop,
but there's one in Santa Cruz de Tenerife. But Maria wanted the
skin. It was the texture she loved, I suppose. No photograph can
preserve that. Before the police took her away, Maria ran her cheek
against it, desperately trying to savor her last moments with her
art."

I could hear several of my classmates throwing up, their
vomit splattering on the floor. Yet those next to them failed to react
in any way.

I was staring closely at This Year's Antonio, but I couldn't
see any sewing or patches at all. Where they on the inside? But I
didn't dare touch it to see... "It's beautiful, isn't it?" Tsukumojuku
said, standing beside me. "There's only one seam in it, running
down his back from his neck to his rear."

Hunh?

"But...isn't this a skin quilt?"



"Heh heh, a quilt? That's one way of putting it. But that only
applies to the early ones. Like I said, she improved her technique,
and her son's body adapted to it."

" ‘7"

"Every summer his mother would peel off his skin. Even if
she was careful not to peel enough to kill him, stripping random
pieces off would have been very painful. He needed some defense
against this. All cells in the human body are replaced every seven
years; but our skin is replaced once a month — and in Antonio
Torres' case, three days before June 16™ — Maria's customary
skinning day — his skin cell production would speed up. All Maria
needed to do was make a single incision along his back, and
Antonio could slip out of his old skin. His new skin would be thin,
but fully grown; he could shed his old skin like a snake. Then
Maria would apply a thin coating of oil to the cast-off skin, inside
and out, to prevent it drying out, and seal the rear incision with
medical adhesive. That's how This Year's Antonio was made," he
said, like a waiter explaining a recipe.

"So the real Antonio Torres is still alive?" I asked. If this
wasn't a corpse, but a cast-off skin, then the rest of Antonio must be
somewhere. And I would have to form a new strategy for avoiding
Antonio.

Tsukumojuku smiled awkwardly. "I assumed he was..." He
turned to face the classroom door. "You may enter," he said.

'May'? Quite the haughty choice of words. I turned to look
at the door as it opened. Antonio Torres was standing there,
expressionless. His comrade Julio took a step forward to greet him,
but...

"Wait! Stay back!"

Tsukumojuku's bark was so loud Julio jumped, and froze in
his tracks.

I was certainly on edge at being suddenly confronted by a
not-so-dead Antonio, but at the same time...something seemed
wrong. Antonio usually laughed raucously; talked down me, his



friends, and grown-ups, bossing everyone around; he was always
on the move, never settling down, his eyes sending sharp glances in
all directions. Now he just stood there in the door, vacantly, doing
nothing. I'd never seen him so still. Normally, Antonio would have
burst in the door, and he would never have waited outside, even if
Tsukumojuku ordered him to. But here he was, standing silently,
not moving at all.

Even as I wondered, Tsukumojuku said, "You didn't say a
single word to me on the way to school, Antonio. I assumed you
were in shock — your mother had just been arrested, after all. But I
was wrong, wasn't [? I thought you smelled a little ripe, but good
manners prevented me saying anything...this, too, was a mistake.
Were there, in fact, two versions of This Year's Antonio?"

The thing standing there was not Antonio, alive. I knew that.
Antonio would never act like this.

"Would the person inside kindly step out?" Tsukumojuku
said.

The rest of the class finally realized that the thing in front of
us was someone else wearing Antonio's cast off skin. Julio and his
cronies all took a big step back.

"I have a very good sense of smell. Despite the stench of the
skin, I can clearly smell the shampoo you've used," Tsukumojuku
said. "I can't name the brand...but it's the same shampoo
Jorge...Jorge Joestar uses."

.. ee..? 777 Hunh? "What......7?" I stammered.

'Antonio Torres' sighed.

"There are things you're better off not knowing, Detective,"
a girl's voice said.

A voice I knew.

"I didn't want to frighten the children," she said. Antonio's
back split open, and Elizabeth Straits emerged from within.

Aaaaaaaahhh! The whole class screamed. I couldn't scream.



As she came out of Antonio's skin, Lisa Lisa looked so beautiful.
Even more beautiful than I'd thought the night before. Wow, Lisa
Lisa really is amazing, I thought. A strange realization that left me
weirdly calm.

Tsukumojuku said nothing, but his eyes shone with keen
interest, watching her closely. She tossed Antonio Torres aside,
wearing nothing but a corset and her underwear; nearly naked, but
not at all embarrassed. She seemed supremely comfortable — she
was like the women in the theater or printed advertisements, just
smaller, and not yet as curvy.

"Wh-what's going on here? Everyone stay quiet, I'll take
care of this," Mr. Hernandez said, and went out into the brightly lit
hall.

Lisa Lisa ignored him. She pulled her dress out of Antonio's
bag, and put it on.

"My name is Elizabeth Straits," she said. "I'm a student at
this school, a year ahead of you. What I'm about to say is very
important. The person who murdered Antonio Torres is hiding
somewhere nearby. The police and militia are searching for him,
but we will need all of your help. We won't ask you to do anything
difficult, or dangerous. Quite the opposite — for your own safety,
follow these simple instructions to the letter. First, you will all be
summoned into the yard, where they will explain exactly what I'm
about to say. From there, you must go straight home. Don't stop to
play, and make sure you pick a route that will keep you in direct
sunlight the entire way. You are not to stop anywhere. Don't go in
any shops, don't go to your friend's homes, don't step in the shade
of any trees, and avoid going near the coast at all costs. I say this
because we know the killer will be hiding in the shadows during the
day. To remain safe, it is important that you all remain in the
sunlight, and go straight home. Whatever you see, and whoever
invites you to join them, pay no attention. Just go home."

Lisa Lisa had her fist held out in front of her, her index
finger raised. We listened in silence, but the meaning of her words



was lost on us. The heat of summer was finally dying down, and all
of us wanted to play outside. I had to avoid the main play spots like
the park or the beach for fear of bullies, but even so, I wanted to at
least go to the library or the candy store.

But Lisa Lisa raised another finger, oblivious to our
discontent. "Secondly, once you have reached your homes, without
ever leaving the sunlight...lock all the doors and windows. Don't
step outside again. If anyone knocks, do not open the doors. Don't
even answer. Sit absolutely still, not making a sound, until they
give up and go away. No matter how well you know them, no
matter how rude you feel this is...today alone, you must do this. The
police have given everyone these same instructions, so anyone
knocking should know better. Today is a day when nobody except
your family is allowed inside your homes. Today you must all play
quietly at home."

Except if the doors and windows were all shut it would get
unbearably hot...? And saying at home sounded very boring.

Others in the class were starting to grumble, but Lisa Lisa
ignored them. "Third! Once the sun goes down, let no one in. Not
even family. If everyone fails to get home before sundown, then
gather in the center of the house with everyone who did come
home, and hide. If the missing people or anyone else arrive, don't
speak to them. Don't answer if they call. Stay hidden until morning.
Once the sun has fully risen, sneak out of the house, and go to the
police station, or finds some policemen or militiamen patrolling."

Lisa Lisa now had three fingers raised, and her orders were
becoming so unreasonable the grumbling grew louder. "Be quiet
and listen," Lisa Lisa snapped. Everyone shut up instantly.

"Fourth," she said, raising her last finger. "At some point
this evening, you may hear a commotion from a house near yours.
Loud voices, sounds of fighting, even screams. Don't go and see
what's going on. If you hear strange sounds or voices, do exactly as
I said before; hide in the center of the house with your family, and
wait for morning. Don't speak to anyone. Don't make any sound.



Wait for sunrise."

......... What was going to happen tonight?

As the meaning of Lisa Lisa's instructions settled in, panic
spread. Some of the girls started to cry.

"Are you done?" Tsukumojuku asked. He'd been listening
attentively this whole time.

"Yes."

"So...someone murdered Antonio Torres. This someone...is
weak to sunlight, but once the sun has set, there is a strong chance
they will attack others at random," he said, summing up the facts.
Now I was starting to get scared. Tonight was going to be really
really scary. Lisa Lisa was super cool, but also super vague...and
not exactly building my confidence.

"So what are you?" Tsukumojuku asked. "Since This Year's
Antonio 1is here, the skin you wore must be Antonio Torres' actual
corpse."

Bleeggghh. I didn't want to believe it. I looked down at the
skin on the floor. Why would she do something so horrible?

"You made it look as if Antonio Torres was still alive. Not
for my benefit," Tsukumojuku continued. "You were trying to catch
the killer's attention, and confuse him."

"Yes. And not just that..."

"You were also trying to lure him out of hiding."

"Exactly."

"Then it appears to be working. Your sunlight-hating killer
is already here."

Lisa Lisa turned, following his gaze.

The hallway had been drenched in sunlight a minute ago,
but was now dark and gloomy. The curtains had been pulled. We
could hear the sound of more curtains being pulled down the hall.
As scared as I was, somehow I found myself opening the door, and
looking out into the hall. The man closing all the curtains was Mr.
Hernandez.

Why would he...?



"Mr. Hernandez?" 1 called. He stopped in the sunlight, his
hand on a curtain, and turned towards me. There were cracks
running across his face; pieces of it were crumbling away. There
was a big hole in his forehead. The girls behind me began to shriek.
"Aiiiieeee!" "Mr. Hernandez!" "What's going on!? No! No! No!"

Shnk. He closed the curtain.

As he moved into the sunlight to close the next, his face
crumbled further. Not just his head, his entire body was crumbling
away. This wasn't 'weak to sunlight'. The sun was killing him.

Shnk.

As we watched him close the curtains, Tsukumojuku spoke
to Lisa Lisa. "So Antonio Torres really did have his blood and flesh
and bones sucked out...now what, exactly, could do that to him? I
was working on the assumption that nobody could....but that simply
means no human could. But that assumption was wrong, wasn't it?
We're not dealing with a human."

"Let me ask again. You've summoned this thing here...so
what are you? What power do you have?"

I turned to look at her.

I didn't know this Lisa Lisa. She looked right at me. "Since |
was a tiny baby, I've been able to breathe in a special way — just
like my adopted father, and, Jorge...like your father."

"What...?" I asked. I'd never heard of this before.

"As a baby, I found myself in a situation even more
dangerous than this one. I think I chose to learn how to breathe like
this to protect myself."

"Breathe how?"
"My breathing gives me power, Jorge. I promise I'll protect
you."

This made no sense, but she flashed a smile at me, and
stepped past me into the hall. The last curtain had been drawn, and
the hall was shrouded in darkness.

Mr. Hernandez stood perfectly still, clutching the last



curtain. He was clearly no longer alive. His head was completely
gone, his left arm had fallen off, his waist had crumbled and his
guts fallen on the floor, and the rest of him was crumbling into dust.
He was dead. And he'd been dead the whole time he was closing the
curtains.

I had no idea how this could be.

But I knew Mr. Hernandez had been human when he was
with us, and I knew he had been desperate to close those curtains,
but closing the curtains had killed him...so he had been closing
those curtains for someone else. Someone who hated sunlight. Who
had killed Mr. Hernandez, and forced him to make a path.

I'd never imagined anything like this possible, but I knew it
was true.

"Jorge, take a few steps back, please," Lisa Lisa said, staring
into the darkness. "If you get too close you'll get shocked."

Oh? I took a step back, but Tsukumojuku stood his ground.
When I glanced at him, he said, "Experience is everything."

I was scared. But I couldn't tear my eyes off Lisa Lisa.

"He's here," she said, her eyes narrowing.

"Mm? Hmm?" Tsukumojuku said, peering into the depths of
the hall. "Did Antonio have an older brother?"

No. "What do you...?"

"There's a young man who looks just like Antonio Torres...
standing on the ceiling."

What?

I wanted to see but I wasn't going out there. I couldn't move
a muscle.

"Seforita," a voice said, apparently addressing Lisa Lisa.
The voice had a strange sweetness to it, that made me feel dizzy.
"Have you seen my son?"

Son?

"He's all right looking, but such an awful brat. I didn't like
his guts so I ate him whole, but then I heard he went to school this
morning. I know he can't be alive, so this is quite odd."



He...ate him?

I looked down at the floor, where Antonio's skin lay.

"You mean the little turd that picked on my brother?" Lisa
Lisa said. Her voice was trembling! "Don't worry. He's dead."

"Mm? Is he? Was I mistaken?"

"I think he's better off dead. I mean, his mother's a pervert
who enjoyed peeling his skin off, and his father's such a terrible
father he ate his own son. Dying must have been a relief."

"......." The man fell silent, but I heard a sound: fushhuuuu
like a long breath.

"Alejandro Torres, if you had been a better father, my
precious Jorge Joestar might never have been tormented by your
piece of shit son. You will pay the price for that."

Suddenly, I remembered the promise I'd made last night.

The only way to stop being scared was to start being

brave.
I was a boy, and couldn't keep relying on a girl my whole
life.
Yet here I was cowering behind Lisa Lisa's back.
Fshuuuuuuuu. That sound again. Inhaling through his nose.
He spoke. "You shouldn't talk to grown ups like that, young
lady."

Lisa Lisa snorted. "First you go skulking around pretending
to be Spanish, now you're pretending to be a gentlemen? Stupid."

Her voice was still trembling. I was sure her whole body
was shaking like a leaf.

But she was facing him. Conquering her fear.

All T was doing was trembling. Nothing else. I was letting
her do everything.

"Shut that filthy little mouth! I'm going to empty out your
guts next!" The man screamed. Thunk thunk thunk thunk thunk!
Footsteps coming down the ceiling.

Lisa Lisa took a quick, deep breath, and started running.

No. It was my turn.



I ran after her.

"Ah, wait, don't be stupid!" Tsukumojuku called after me,
but I didn't stop. I raced down the hall, chasing after Lisa Lisa.

Her back looked so small, her shoulders so frail. I had to get
in front of her.

The young man on the ceiling definitely looked just like
Antonio Torres, but there were long pointy teeth sticking out of his
open mouth, threatening Lisa Lisa.

"I'm gonna eat ya! Eat ya right up, little girl! Wahahahaha!"
Laughing wildly, his feet left the ceiling. He spun in mid-air,
lunging towards Lisa Lisa.

"I am Jorge Joestar's guardian! I fight to protect his beautiful
blood line! Breathe, Lisa Lisa! Indigo Blue Overdrive!"

Her voice started as a whisper, and ended as a shout, her fist
swinging forwards...just as I passed her, and, empty-handed and
without plan, yelled, "Hey! Don't ever hit a girl!" and put myself
between Lisa Lisa and that horrible man.

My sudden appearance caught Lisa Lisa off guard. Our eyes
met for a second, but her fist didn't stop. Her lips parted to say
something, and her fist hit the floor just as the man with fangs
landed, and looked at me.

A ripple ran across the floor, a circle filled with some
complicated pattern. When it hit the sinister young man, it knocked
him back, and he instantly crumbled, like sand or ash.

"Oooooh! Wow, Lisa Lisa!" I yelled.

"You idiot!" she shrieked, still surprised. A second later my
back hit the floor, and a shock ran from my head down to my toes
like I'd just been struck by lightning. I passed out.

When I woke up, it was the next morning, and everything
was over. Straits was standing by my bed, and explained that the
remains of Antonio and Alejandro Torres had been cleaned up, that
everyone had spent a terrifying night hiding in their homes while



Straits and his friends went around the island killing monsters like
Alejandro, and that they were confident the island was safe and La
Palma could return to normal as soon as the sun rose.

"And Lisa Lisa?" I asked.

"She was out all night working with us. She's exhausted,
and fast asleep."”

"...1s she mad at me? I messed up again, and got in her way."

"...Jorge, the Joestars have never hesitated to put themselves
in danger, and you are no different. But you're still very young. Not
everything you attempt will succeed. Grow up to be a fine young
man, true of heart, and strong in spirit."

"...do I have a power like Lisa Lisa's?"

"...do you want it?"

Did I want it? I shuddered at the very thought.

"Antonio's father had fangs. And was...too young. And he
could walk on the ceiling. He said he ate Antonio."

"Yes."

"You fight monsters like that, Straits?"

"We do. And we train hard so we can have the power we
need to fight them."

"...I'm scared. I never want to see anything like that again.
If T ever did...I'm sure I couldn't move a muscle. My legs would
freeze, and he'd eat me alive. I don't want that. I'm scared of that
happening. I don't want to go anywhere near anyone like that again.
I don't want power like Lisa Lisa's." As I said this, I felt so pathetic
I started crying. At the time, the fear had left me, but it all came
flooding back. A heavy sort of fear, that made it hard to breathe; I
was panting through my sobs. I was mad at myself for crying in
front of Straits, but at the same time I thought, look how pathetic I
am, how can anyone ask me to fight? Lisa Lisa is much more brave,
let her handle it.

I was awful. And that just made me cry harder.

"But you did move, didn't you?" Straits said, patting me on
the back. I didn't say anything. What I'd done was just dumb. I was



embarrassed.

Straits and company decided to stay in La Palma until it was
time to take Lisa Lisa with them to Italy. They said they'd started
her training in earnest while chasing the monsters. I didn't want to
hear about it, so I didn't ask. I couldn't meet Lisa Lisa's eye, and she
spoke to me less and less, and the mood in the house got so grim I
was almost looking forward to her leaving.

While I was still at home recuperating, Tsukumojuku came
to visit. When I asked how things were at school, I heard I was
hardly the only one absent due to shock. Julio, on the other hand,
had come every day, and largely taken over Antonio's role. He'd
made it sound like he had no plans to continue persecuting me,
though.

"Elizabeth mentioned it in passing, but apparently the Torres
family were actually English. I looked into it. Their real name was
Hightower. Antonio was born Anthony, and Alejandro was actually
Alexander. They simply changed their names to seem more
Spanish. They'd been in the railroad business in England, gone
bankrupt, and washed up here...and with that history in mind, he
may have targeted you."

N " I had no response to that. It was all over. The
Torres family had come to the Canary Islands broken, and had met
their fates. La Palma was a bright, happy place; I still found it hard
to believe such darkness had lain hidden in the shadows, or that
Alejandro had really walked on the ceiling, fangs bared. "Thank
you," I said.

"For what?"

"Coming to visit."

Tsukumojuku made a face. "Yeah, well...when it all went
down, I couldn't do anything."

"Ha ha, so? I don't care about that. I've never really had a
friend. Nobody's ever come over to play."



"...oh. Sorry."

"It's not your fault."

"But, truth is, I think I've treated you rather coldly."

"? Hunh? You did? I never really noticed. Why? ...because
I'm English?" I braced myself, expecting to be told he just didn't
like me.

But what he actually said made no sense. "Because I was a
detective."

?"...was? [ don't really get it, but...aren't you still?"

"Maybe. But I'm not longer sure. And you can't call yourself
a detective if you aren't sure."

"....hunh."

"Heh heh, not a care in the world, have you, Jorge Joestar?
But I don't think you'll be able to lay back and let things wash over
you forever."

" ‘7"

"The time is drawing near. Let us talk about 'certainty'. I call
myself a detective. And I am perform the role well. I have my
failures, and make mistakes, but I remain calm. Why? Because [ am
certain that I am a detective, and will solve the case. That is why I
never hesitated to call myself a detective. You understand? In my
mind, the word 'detective' is an honor. One others use to describe
you, not something you ordinarily use to describe yourself. Artists
don't normally call themselves masters, or geniuses. They don't
describe their own work as masterpieces. Describing yourself as a
detective is normally just as comical."

"...um, I guess so? But it didn't strike me as strange when
you called yourself a detective."

"That's what's weird. Why do we feel like I won't get it
totally wrong? You, others, even me. The cases a detective gets
mixed up in are always extremely complicated, and filled with
surprises. The criminals always use elaborate tricks, and there's
always at least one last minute plot twist. It should be completely
impossible to reach the truth without any mistakes. Maybe once,



but every time?"

"Mm...but you said you do make mistakes."

"Yes. But in the end, I always find the truth, and solve the
case."

"Isn't that good?"

"But isn't it also weird?"

"Um...are you under a lot of pressure? You mean everyone
expect you to succeed, and that's getting you down?"

"Not once. I've never felt pressured. I always find the truth."

"Hunh. So what's the problem?"

"That's my point! There is no problem, and that's the
problem! I'm just a ordinary boy. Guaranteed success should be
completely impossible."

"So even though you always succeed, you think it's weird
that you do?"

"Exactly," Tsukumojuku said, very earnest. "Human beings
do not generally have such clearly defined roles."

"Mm...so you think you lack modesty?"

"No. I think I have no need of modesty. I'm confident that
lack of modesty will never be a problem for me."

"...so everything always goes your way, and you know it
will?"

"Yes! I think we're getting somewhere," Tsukumojuku said,
watching me intently. "My 'certainty' comes from that. I don't
believe the world was made for me; I know it was. I'm not talking
about the small boost to confidence than comes when things are
going well for you. I mean I was chosen by the god of this world.
And T know that I was. That's why I can call myself a detective
without a trace of shame, and have that cause no problems at all."

".....uh....well, you've been very lucky. But I don't see that
this is a bad thing."

"We're drifting away from the point again, so let me say
this, Jorge Joestar. I've been playing the role of the detective all this
time, and I know exactly how it feels. Something like this cannot



occur without the arbitrary will of a 'god'. I have something
watching over me, something like a god, yet not God."

"? .........ah ha ha, people do say, 'God is with us."

"Gods do not care about the individual. They don't play
favorites. Even if they do give someone a role to play, they would
not manipulate matters to the point of disrupting the natural order.
What I have has the power of a god, but one that works only for
me."

n n

Holmes. Then I'm certain that I have something outside of this
world serving as my Arthur Conan Doyle. I am as certain of this as
I am certain that [ am a detective. And I have a name for this thing
guiding me from somewhere not of this world. I call it: Beyond."

He was delusional, I thought. He was too smart, and too
successful, and got carried away or genuinely sick in the head. Or
his natural modesty had been repressed and twisted until he had to
believe in this guardian.

Tsukumojuku wasn't done spouting nonsense. "But here |
am speaking in the present tense, when really, this is all in the past.
Like I said at the start, I no longer have the certainty required to call
myself a detective. My Beyond has abandoned me. I'm still me, but
my role in this world is no longer guaranteed by Beyond. Beyond
has chosen a new protagonist for this world...for this story. You,
Jorge Joestar. This is the last thing I'm certain of."

Hunh? What in the...?

"And the only reason I need to be sure it's you is that I'm
jealous of you. I would never have imagined that it could be this



terrifying to have the reason for your existence snatched away. I've
never had thoughts like these before. It really drives home just how
much I took for granted my position, and the peace of mind it
brought. Sure, I had my rough patches, and things happened that
were sad, or painful. But as long as I fulfilled my role, I was
satisfied. And a life filled with satisfaction is something to be
grateful for. I know that much, even at eleven. And because I'm
eleven, I'm a little jealous that you've stolen my position. I'm just a
kid, after all."

I was pretty sure I wasn't to blame for whatever he was
accusing me of, but beyond that it made no sense. "So does this
mean I have to become Sherlock Holmes, and act like a detective
instead of you?" I asked.

He blinked at me. "Ah! Ha! Ha! No, I doubt it. Your story
already has monsters and mystic powers in it, so I doubt you'll end
up being a detective," he chuckled. "I think you'll play the character
of Jorge Joestar in a story called Jorge Joestar."

Sure. "Normal, then. I planned on doing that anyway."

Tsukumojuku gave me a very serious look. "That'll never
happen. With Beyond at your side, your adventure will be without
compare. Let me give you one piece of advice: You should believe.
Remember that. Believe in Beyond, and you will overcome your
fate."

He made it sound prophetic, but I couldn't take it seriously.

But I did become friends with Tsukumojuku. Pretty much
by the end of that day we'd become best friends, like I'd always
dreamed of having. We talked about everything. My stories were
always pathetic, but the tales Tsukumojuku told of his adventures
were highly entertaining. He was Japanese, and his name could be
written in kanji. The kanji used were the numbers 9, 10, 9, 10, and
9. Even in Japan, nobody else had a name like that. He'd been born
in Fukui Prefecture, in a small town called Nishi Akatsuki. When



he was three, his archaeologist father took him to Africa, and when
he was five he came to the Canary Islands with his mother. When
he was six he began working as a detective, not just in the Canary
Islands, but on the Spanish mainland, too. He'd even been called
away to Egypt to solve a mystery. The cases he'd solved were as
bizarre as he'd promised, and after solving so many incredibly
complicated cases I could see why he'd start to wonder if some kind
of god was on his side.

I never did go back to school. Instead, I spent all my time
playing with Tsukumojuku. It was almost time for Lisa Lisa to
leave, but I was so busy enjoying friendship I'd barely spoken to
her in weeks. I'd expected to be sad, but it was starting to look like
a tearless farewell. Straits and his mysterious companions came
over for dinner, and ate and drank a lot. Mum cried, and Lisa Lisa
seemed to be as emotionally uninvested as I was.

She just told everyone, "I will follow my destiny," and didn't
really try and talk to me at all.

I wasn't...happy to have to go, but I had a new friend, and
Antonio Torres was no longer around to torment me, so [ was no
longer that worried about the future, and I figured Lisa Lisa was
glad she didn't have to protect me all the time now. I didn't tell her
that, though.

What I did say was this.

After the big, noisy dinner, after the others had taken their
drinks to the cigar room or the terrace, I heard a voice call my
name, and turned to see Lisa Lisa standing there, in her green dress.

"Hey," I said, and then didn't know what else to say. I knew
there was a lot I should say, but none of it seemed right.

"Since I was a little girl, I've always wondered why I wasn't
a Joestar," Lisa Lisa said. "I wished I could have been. Then Mama
Erina would be my Mum, and you'd be my little brother, and I'd be
your big sister."

"..mm."

"But as I grew older I started to think maybe it was better



this way."

"Why? Would I have made things harder for you if you were
my sister?"

She laughed. I hadn't seen her smile in a long time. "Don't
be stupid, Jorge. No. What do you think, Jorge? Would you want
me to be your sister?"

"Eh? I can't even imagine it. I don't know what to think.
You'll always be Lisa Lisa to me."

This was true. The idea has certainly crossed my mind, but I
just couldn't imagine a world where she was really related to me.
And it had never occurred to me to wonder if it was a good thing
that she wasn't.

"Good," Lisa Lisa said, smiling.

"What?"

"Well, if we were brother and sister, then we couldn't get
married."

"Hunh?"

"I don't really get love, or any of that stuff yet, but...I am
glad that I could marry you."

Married? To Lisa Lisa?

"I can't imagine that," I blurted out. That wasn't something
to admit to any girl, least of all Lisa Lisa.

"Heh heh, you're so rude!" she said, laughing.

"I love you, Lisa Lisa," I said, quickly.

I had no idea why I said that.

"Me too, Jorge. I love you, too."

What were we talking about?

We went to bed, and when we woke up in the morning and
went to see her off she just waved at me, and I can't remember if
she said anything else. Mum and I went back to the house alone,
and [ went out to play with Tsukumojuku.

In the new year, Tsukumojuku and I both turned twelve.



Being with him, we often encountered mysteries, and just in the
Canary Islands I got mixed up in no less than three serial killer
cases.

"What the heck? I can still do this detective thing just fine,"
Tsukumojuku said, scratching his head. But he was really, really
smart, and I couldn't even manage to be as useful as Watson.

When we were thirteen, we solved fifteen locked room
mysteries, and when we were fourteen, we captured two serial
killers, and when we were fifteen, we discovered the fifteen locked
room mysteries from two years before were actually the work of a
single criminal and captured the real killer. By 'we' I mean mostly
Tsukumojuku.

I thought we would spend high school in the same way, but
shortly after capturing the killer behind the fifteen locked room
mysteries Tsukumojuku had to go back to Japan, and I cried a lot. |
really didn't know how I could go on alone.

"Ha ha ha, that's where Beyond comes in," he said, standing
on the docks. I hadn't heard that word in a while."

"This isn't funny," I said, but I knew he never joked.

"I'm serious. Do you remember what I said the first time we
talked? The thing I told you to remember?"

Believe in Beyond, and you will overcome your fate.

I did. But I wanted to focus on how unhappy I was to be
saying good bye to my first and only friend, and didn't want to talk
about that crap at all. There was no point in talking crap about how
I was the protagonist of my own life here. I just really didn't want
to say goodbye to this handsome detective, who'd solved so many
mysteries with me at his side.

"I'll come to Japan someday. I'll come find you, even on the
other side of the world. And we'll solve more cases together!" Or
he'd solve them, at any rate.

"I kinda get the feeling that won't happen," Tsukumojuku
said, laughing. I couldn't believe it. He had no tact at all.

"No, I'm coming!" I insisted.



"If Beyond wills it," he said, gave me a Japanese dictionary,
got on a ship, and sailed away.

Three days later the boat carrying Tsukumojuku vanished
off the coast of Florida. Five days later news of this reached the
Canary Islands. I prayed every night for two months, but when the
army found the boat at the bottom of the sea I had to settle for
feeling deeply betrayed.

I cursed God, and cried. I don't know what plan you had, but
the price for stealing my friend was very, very high. He was my
first and only friend. He was amazing. He should have been the
main character!



Chapter 2
Nishi Akatsuki
FamE



My name is Jorge Joestar. I'm fifteen years old, and live in
Fukui Prefecture, Japan. I'm English...but | look and probably am
Japanese. For reasons I've never known, my Japanese birth parents
were unable to look after me, or never intended to do so; without
even giving me a name | was handed over to the authorities, and
adopted by the Joestar family. So | was given a name that could be
either English or Japanese. According to Japanese law, when | turn
eighteen I'll have to pick either Japanese citizenship or English; at
the same time, | have to select a formal name. Currently my official
name is spelled out in katakana, with no kanji or Roman letter
spelling set. The Roman letters in my passport read JOJI JOESTAR,
which is super lame. If | go with Japanese citizenship, on my
eighteenth birthday I'll have to pick kanji for the name, and
currently I'm leaning towards the kanji for 'transferred' and 'child'
(%!R) in keeping with the Japanese idea that one's name should
describe you. But since | was raised English, trying to act like I'm
Japanese now feels like I'm pretending; I'm used to the katakana,
and don't really care what my Japanese name is. As far as the
English name, despite the strong objections of my family, I'm dead
set on Jorge, so | write it like that any time | get the chance. I'm not
the least bit Latin, but my friends all call me Jojo, and | get called
Detective Jojo a lot. But if | went with George Joestar the nickname
Jojo would be impossible. If nothing else, Joji wouldn't cause any
problems with the nickname, but if | let any native English speakers
read it, they'd never pronounce it right. Joji is a reading by and for
Japanese speakers. If details don't add up right | get agitated, and
start searching for a better way. This trait has lead to my room
being very clean, and made me a great detective.

And that very trait is getting up my nose right now.

Something had been bothering me for a while, and was
coming to a head.

This particular itch had been nagging me for the last couple



of years, ever since | solved fifteen locked room mysteries in a row,
but two serial killer investigations had distracted me for basically
this entire year. But now that I'd successfully caught the triplet
dismemberment psycho, Guruguru Majin, and had received word
that they'd finally tracked down the serial torturer Nail Peeler after
his daring escape six months back | was finally able to relax. | made
a full report of my escapades to my father, who — a victim of a
particularly misguided attempt at selecting a Japanese sounding
name — was named Jonda Joestar. Then | went to bed, and finally
remembered the source of my discontent.

Specifically, a newspaper article that laid out the locations
of the fifteen locked room mysteries on a map of Fukui Prefecture.
All the cases had happened in the Northern half of Fukui, in the
area called Reihoku. The newspaper article numbered them in the
order they'd been committed; in other words, the order the
victims died. This made sense from a news perspective, but my
immediate thought was that it was totally the wrong approach to
these particular cases. The trick to locked room mysteries lies in
their discovery. The realization that the room has been locked from
the inside is what defines them. The killer's job ends with the
discovery.

| made a mental map of them numbered in order of
discovery.



Something about this map had been tickling the corner of
my mind for a while now. My instincts told me this order had
meaning.

My first thought was that the locations were drifting slowly
south. Each of the fifteen cases had a killer, and we'd found no
links between the killers, the victims, or any other aspects of the
cases. But the cases did occur more or less from north to south,
moving like a cold front across the map. Fukui's Reihoku area



wasn't terribly large; fifteen locked room mysteries happening in
rapid succession was enough to make you wonder if the urge to
commit a locked room murder was somehow communicable. An
outbreak of the locked room murder syndrome. | had a vague
memory of some expert suggesting as much on the news.

Maybe it worked like dismemberment; it was a known fact
that once the idea entered the public consciousness that cutting
up your victim made it easier to carry, to hide the body, and to
throw investigators off the track, we saw a sharp rise in the
number of mutilated corpses. But if that was the case, the
influence would have spread to the whole country, and the trend
would not have died out after only fifteen cases. But it had. As far |
knew, in the year since the fifteenth cases, there had been no
locked room mysteries at all. This fifteen were an isolated group.
They looked like they had no connections...or someone was
making them look that way.

| opened the mental map again, and stared at it. Was there
a pattern that lay beneath the seemingly random spread? Some
principle at work? Something beyond the general spread to the
south, a boundary, or...border?

These were locked room murders; they took place in
enclosed areas. If there was some sort of border around each of
them? Why had the word border caught my attention? Maps have
an outline around them, marking the borders of the location or
place depicted.

| felt sure the scenes of each crime weren't scattered at
random, but carefully placed at appropriate distances, placed as
far away from each other as the border allowed. But | couldn't
quite see where the boundaries were. Why not?

There had been no cases discovered in the city of Takefu,
leaving a big white space, and that felt like it was getting in the way
of me seeing the pattern. If a sixteenth case had happened there,



then the map would make a lot more sense, | thought...and
suddenly | saw it. That gap had its own borders, dividing up the
nap neatly. A large 4x4 grid laid over the map; it had been right
under my nose all along, but the blank space had blinded me to it.

Looked at this way, | instantly knew that blank space, the

empty square, was the key to everything. This was a giant 15-
puzzle.
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| solved the puzzle an instant later. It was easy. | only had to
move each piece a single square.

Each number was only one square away from sequential
order. Since they'd moved in different directions, it appeared
random; but order lurked right next door.
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Having solved this two year old puzzle, | wondered what it
meant.

A 15-puzzle.

If there was a puzzle, then someone must have designed it.
And if it was hidden, that meant it was a message to whoever
discovered it. Was someone trying to tell me something?

When this flood of locked room murders had happened
two years ago, the police and | had, of course, searched thoroughly
for any connection between them, and verified countless times



that there was no such thing. Was there really someone directing
all the individual killers? The tricks they'd used were all different.
No connections, no pattern, and we'd been unable to figure out
exactly where the killers all got the idea to use a locked room trick.
They all insisted it had just seemed like a good idea, and we had no
choice but to take them at their word. | knew perfectly well that
human imagination did not always have a clear foundation, and
certain criminal actions could trend without any contact between
the perpetrators.

But the police and | didn't take the killers at their word, and
had searched high and low for any indication that someone had
helped them. How had we missed it? Had there really been
someone who tracked down would be murderers and supplied
them with plans for a locked room trick?

There was. There had to be. This 15-puzzle proved it.

But we'd caught all the killers. I'd explained the case, and
they'd confessed, explaining their motives and essentially turning
themselves in. They'd been very cooperative with the police and
prosecutors afterwards...was this all a performance to protect the
designer? What kind of person could inspire such loyalty in all
fifteen killers?

This was no good. | couldn't started doubting the designer's
existence now. Throughout the case we'd been constantly of the
opinion that there should be one, but the evidence said otherwise.
That made it hard to believe, even now | knew the truth. | had to
stop. If this puzzle existed, then someone had to have made it.

I had to focus on deciphering the message contained within
the puzzle. | looked over my mental map of the puzzle again. A
simple 15-puzzle, each number moved a single square away from
the starting position. Starting from the blank space, all you had to
do was move the number that belonged there into the gap and the
puzzle solved itself... | checked the order of moves again.
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Was this...supposed to indicate a Domino Murder Exchange
sequence?

If the victim from the tenth case was killed by the killer of
the fourteenth case, and the victim in fourteen was killed by the
thirteen killer...if the killers had traded places, allowing those with
actual motives for the killing to establish alibis at the time of death
and evade suspicion, would that make sense?

But in that case there was no indication who could have
killed the victim in the fifteenth case. If the Domino Murder
Exchange were to complete, the murdered in case ten would have
to kill the victim in case fifteen, but that wasn't shown anywhere in
the puzzle.

If I was to correctly read the implications of this puzzle in
terms of a Domino Murder Exchange, the tenth case's killer would
have killed the victim in the blank space, an as yet undiscovered
sixteenth locked room, and the killer in the fifteenth case would
have committed the murders in both the eleventh and the
fifteenth cases. The true killer in the sixteenth case would have
kept his hands clean...so did that mean he was the one behind the
whole shebang?

No, no, no. | was trying too hard to find answers in this
puzzle. The whole point of exchanging murders was to get yourself
a cast iron alibi and keep yourself off the list of suspects. But in all
fifteen cases, the killers had been arrested, confessed, sent to the
courts, and were starting to stand trial. With the possible
exception of the killer in some hypothetical extra case that might
occupy the blank spot, nobody got away with anything. If they had
been so desperate to avoid suspicion that they'd do something as



risky as trade murders, hadn't they been caught a little too easily?

No, no, no, no, no, no. These fifteen murders may have
taken place in the relatively short time period of a year, but it
wasn't like they happened all at the same time; they were spread
evenly out across the full twelve months. So the first locked room
mystery had already been solved by the time the third was
discovered, the killer identified. The cases were being steadily
solved as the new locked rooms were found. It was absolutely
impossible for the ninth killer to have actually committed the
thirteenth murder, as the puzzle implied; by the time that case
happened, | had already identified the killer in the ninth case, the
police had taken him into custody, and he was safely behind bars.
For the same reasons, the killer from the fifth case could never
have murdered the ninth victim, and the killer in the first case
could not have committed the fifth crime.

This could only fit the model of a Domino Murder Exchange
if | had been wrong about all the killers 1'd caught, if all those on
trial were taking the fall for the real culprit...but that was
impossible. Why? Because | was a detective, and if | felt | was right
about something, | was never wrong. These killers were the killers.
The Domino Murder Exchange theory itself was wrong.

If I had the right killers, than those cases were closed.
Solved.

Then if | focused less on the numbers themselves, and
more on the nature of the 15-puzzle, was the intent to suggest that
the locked room murders had each occurred somewhere other
than they would normally have happened? The tenth case would
have happened in the blank space, the fourteen would have
happened where the tenth was discovered, with each successive
murder committed in the wrong location? Did that work?

56 Not in the least, | decided quickly. There was nothing
unnatural about the locations of the murders. Of the fifteen cases,



two had occurred in tourist attractions, but the others had all
occurred in homes belonging to the killers, the victims, or friends
thereof. Each trick had been tied specifically to the layout of the
room in questions, and no particular contortions had been
required to make the tricks work. The trick used to lock the room
in case fourteen would never have worked at the location used in
case ten. It was impossible to divorce the tricks from the rooms
they locked. A locked room trick can only be manufactured from
the geography of the room. The placement of furniture, accents, of
cracks string or wire could be run through, of hiding places — these
specifics were different at each location. What the killer could
physically do was different in each case, as different as the people
involved. It went without saying that finding tricks that could be
used at fifteen locations was highly improbable.

No, it was impossible. Four of the fifteen cases had taken
place in four of the strangest buildings in Fukui, and used the
bizarre nature of those buildings as an essential component of the
trick. No trick that involved moving walls and floors, or ceilings that
turned upside-down could possibly be used anywhere else.

The locked room murders had been used in the right place,
by the right people. | had solved each of them correctly. Those
cases were over. So what was this puzzle? If | assumed that | had
solved everything correctly, then the meaning of this could not be
that the real solution would only be seen if | shifted everything.
There must be something else, something new.

The fifteen locked room mysteries were of no importance,
and | had to examine the meaning of this puzzle from the surface.
The simplest reading was the correct one — namely, that because
each number had been shifted, a new, extra space had been left
behind.

The man behind the fifteen locked rooms had created a
new mystery, one that had only just begun.



Then what | had to do was try to find this new, extra space.
| got out of bed, dressed, got on my bike and rode north towards
Takefu. What was | looking for? Something sort of locked room, |
supposed. But the borders I'd found each covered an area ten
kilometers square. Trying to find something locked room-esque by
aimlessly pedaling around country roads in the middle of the night
seemed hardly productive...but as | came down route 365,
entering the outskirts of Takefu, | found a house on fire.

It was so sudden | almost didn't recognize it as a fire. But |
took a bizarre comfort in the knowledge that this was what | was
supposed to find, that it had been prepared for me. | barely even
had to look.

The farmhouse on fire belonged to the Kato family of Nishi
Akatsuki. Kato Serika's parents had died recently, and she'd been in
town to deal with their empty house.

As | furiously pedaled closer, | found her standing outside
with her husband Satoshi and their four-year-old son Seshiru,
staring blankly at the fire.

"Are you hurt?" | asked.

When Serika and Satoshi failed to respond, Seshiru piped
up. "There's a pool in the house and a stranger swimming in it!"

? What the heck did that mean? | looked in the window of
the burning house, and Seshiru was right; the house was filled with
water, and there were jets of it spitting out of every crack. The
water was moving through the house at whirlpool speeds, and the
front door seemed to have been shut by Satoshi to protect his
family from the current and the furniture hurtling along in it. As |
gaped, | caught a glimpse of a human figure rocketing past a
second story window. But it didn't look like he was swimming to
me.

Was he dead?

Was this another locked room mystery?



| tried asking the Katos again. "How did this happen?"

"I dunno," Serika said. "We...were eatin' dinner, when
suddenly water started pourin' down the stairs. We rushed outta
the house and...it just started burnin'."

"It came from upstairs?" Water? "Did you have a tank up
there?" | looked up at the house, but it was a normal looking
building, no sign of any water tower.

"No, no," Satoshi said. "That's no ordinary water, neither.
That's sea water."

"? Sea water?"

"From the sea. It was salty, like."

"Yeah, that's salt water, alright. It reeked of it," Serika said.
Seshiru laughed, and nodded.

It certainly did smell like the sea. But we were a good forty
kilometers from the ocean, and there were several mountain
ranges in the way. How in the hell had so much salt water suddenly
appeared on the second floor?

At any rate, there was definitely somebody inside, so this
would soon be a crime scene. I'd like to preserve it as much as
possible, but that was hard to do with it being on fire and all. |
looked up at the second story window again, and saw a young man
clinging to it, looking down at us. His hair was in his eyes, thrashing
in the current, but for a moment, our eyes met.

I'd just assumed he was already dead. Guess not.

"Okay, you guys better move farther back," | shouted, and
ran to the nearest window. Between the weight of the water and
the fire the walls were ready to burst...the indoor pool was no long
for this world. Did | have time? | broke the glass on the nearest
ground floor window. There was a crack, and water burst out,
sending shards of glass and bits of broken window frame rocketing
past me. Zsshhhaaaaassh! | barely dodged out of the way in time,
and quickly broke another window. The spray on my face



confirmed that house was filled with salt water. But this wasn't the
time to ponder that mystery. | reached the front door, put my hand
on the knob, but before | could open it the hinges gave up, and a
wave of water burst out, sweeping me and the door away.

There was a roar as the water filled the front lawn, and
when it subsided | found the second story man lying on the ground
in front of me, coughing up water.

"Perddn," he said. "éQué pasd? ¢DAnde estoy?"

Spanish. He might be wet, but this guy looked Japanese. He
was very handsome, but looked about the same age as me.

"This is Japan? | have no idea what's going on, though," |
said.

"Oh! Japanese!" he said, in Japanese.

Behind him there was a deafening rumble, and the Kato
residence collapsed into a pile of wet bricks. At least the fire was
out!

There was another rumble — thunder. | looked up, and the
clouds covering the sky were swirling. | saw something shaped like
a funnel retreating back into the sky. It was dark, and hard to make
out, but...had that been a tornado?

But tornadoes generally dragged things off the ground, not
dropped them off. And for it to do a pin-point touchdown on the
Kato residence on tonight of all nights, at this exact time, with no
other damage...

| had no choice but to accept it. That tornado had brought
this boy here. From somewhere that spoke Spanish.

"You okay?" | asked.

He brushed his wet hair out of his eyes with both hands,
and blinked up at me. "That's a tough question. I'm not injured, at
any rate. What day is it?"

"July 23"

"Okay, same day...but | was on a boat, and we'd just sighted



the coast of Florida."

?

"Florida?"

"Between the Atlantic and the Gulf of Mexico."

M ? What's the Atlantic? Never heard of this gulf, either."

"Hunh? The Atlantic...it's an ocean."

"...sorry, but there's no such thing."

M ? What do you mean?"

"There's only one ocean. The Ocean."

".....no, that's......um? This is...where, in Japan?"

"Fukui Prefecture. Nishi Akatsuki."

"Hunh? Then I'm home? How...?"

"? What, you're from Nishi Akatsuki? So | am! How old are
you? I'm fifteen, sixteen this year."

"Same age. My name is Kato Tsukumojuku. My address
here is Nishi Akatsuki-cho Nishi Akatsuki 3-21."

Weird name, but | gulped for a totally different reason. |
turned to the Kato family by the gate. "He's related to you?"

The address he'd just given was the empty home where
Serika's parents had lived. But the Katos didn't answer. They just
stared in horror at the remains of the house they'd just built a few
years earlier.

| looked back at Tsukumojuku. "Your name written 9, 10, 9,
10, 9, then?"

"Ah, Fukui dialect...yes, it is."

"So you made quite the bizarre entrance. What do you
remember?"

"Well... was on a boat, crossing the Atlantic from the
Canary Islands to the America."

"The Canary Islands?"

"Never heard of them? Small islands, owned by Spain, off
the west coast of Africa."



"Okay...and the Atlantic?"

"...the Atlantic ocean lies between the North and South
American continent on the one side, and the Europe and African
continents on the other. Doesn't it?"

"No. Also, what are you talking about, American and
African continents?"

"....what continents do you have?"

"Panlandia."

M this doesn't sound like an issue of education," he said.

| nodded. "I'm very well educated," | said. He gave me a
dubious look, so | added, "I'm a detective, after all."

His eyes opened wide, then he grinned. "Oh. So am I."

"Oh yeah? You're shittin' me? The great detective Kato
Tsukumojuku? Never heard of you, and it sounds like that ain't
cause you operated abroad."

"Right."

"Better introduce myself, then. My name is Jorge Joestar.
Everyone calls me Jojo. Detective Jojo. Welcome to the new world,
where the Atlantic and the Canary Islands don't exist."

Tsukumojuku just gaped at me for a while.

"...what is Beyond playing at?" he asked, at last. "What role
does it have in mind for me?"

This made no sense, but it seemed like he was talking to
himself, so | let it pass. No idea where he came from, but it was a
place with weird ass tornadoes. Didn't seem like somewhere you
could just up and go as you pleased. What he'd just said was
probably some sort of religious grumbling, nothing | could do
about it.

The way he'd appeared was so bizarre | wasn't really all that
surprised by anything any more, but by the time he was through



getting checked out at the hospital Tsukumojuku had gone straight
through surprise to clutching his head.

Firstly, while it was indeed July 23", it was 2012, not 1904.
He'd traveled forwards in time over a hundred years.

We quickly proceeded to comparing world maps...of
course, there were no world maps that looked the way
Tsukumojuku described his world, so he had to draw his freehand.

He produced a very detailed sketch of a very strange world.

His world looked broken.

| showed him ours, and he said, "This...is impossible."

My sentiments exactly.

When Tsukumojuku said nothing more, | said, "There's no
way the land shifted this much in a hundred years."

Continental drift was a matter of a few millimeters a year,
and that was on the active side. It would take hundreds of millions
of years for Tsukumojuku's world to become mine. The continents
moved on the plates, forming a giant continent, breaking up, and
moving together again. Plate tectonics showed this had happened
and would happen again. Even if his continents had just merged
together once to form my world, that would have taken forever.

But | didn't see this change happening so easily. The pieces
were all mixed up. To get this far, they'd have to trial and error it
for billions of years — longer than the life of the Earth. It had been
roughly a hundred million years since the first humans showed up,
so if Tsukumojuku came from the same planet as me, he would
have had to have been through several continental divides, but if
he came from a billion years ago his clothes, manners, and
Japanese were much too similar to our own. | couldn't see more
than a hundred years difference between us.

| was pretty sure the only possible explanation would
involve parallel world theory. That sounded fun! This proved
parallel worlds not only existed, but that it was possible to travel



between them! Wah ha hal

While | worked myself into a tizzy, Tsukumojuku sat on the
hospital bed, comparing the two maps closely, muttering surprise
at the location of one place or another, confused about the
location of others.

"I say," he said at least, "l don't see England anywhere."

"English is a phantom country, not on any map," | said — the
stock, self-deprecating description all English citizens used.

A group of Anglo-Saxons living in Maine in the 19" century
had declared independence, calling themselves the Kingdom of
England. They even fought a war. The American government never
officially recognized them, but several other countries did...only for
them to collapse from within, and be swiftly swallowed back up
into the United States. Having lost their country, the English
scattered across the world. There were many families like the
Joestars, that would have died out if they hadn't adopted.

"Oh," Tsukumojuku said, gravely. "Well, at any rate, | have a
theory as to how | came to this world."

Ehhhhhhhhhhh!? Already!?

"You're some detective!" | said. | was used to hearing this,
but I'd never said it myself before. | was a little miffed, honestly,
but | didn't have enough data to form a theory of my own yet.

"It's just a theory. I've no proof of any kind," he said, and
pointed down at the map he'd drawn. "l was headed here, towards
the Southern tip of Florida. If you connect Florida, this island,
Puerto Rico, and then these islands, the Bermudas, you get a
triangle shaped area of ocean. Legend has it that many ships
vanish entirely as they pass through this area — sometimes just the
passengers vanish, and the ships around found empty. We call it
the Bermuda Triangle. Like | said, just before | passed out | was
gazing at the coast of Florida on deck, then went down to my cabin
to stow my luggage. The boat was headed due north, right through



this point on the triangle. Now, this area of Florida is located at 25
degrees north, 81 degrees west...which is exactly where Japan is in
this world."

Ooh, | thought, and took a closer look at the maps myself.
Even on the hand-drawn map it was clear the two points
overlapped. Then | noticed something, and said, excitedly, "And if
that theory is true, then we've basically figured out how to get you
back."

Since Tsukumojuku still didn't quite know his way around
the world, | pointed.

"See, there's a bug gulf in the center of Panlandia, with a
peninsula and a bunch of islands. That's Florida, Puerto Rico, and
Bermuda all right on top of each other, right? The Bermuda
Triangle's basically the Bermuda dot. And according to your map,
this is right on top of your world's Nishi Akatsuki."






"Really?"

"Ha ha ha! This is straight up telling you where to go to get
back home, isn't it!?"

"Yeah...but...it's kind of scary, isn't it? Like someone made
this happen. Like they summoned me..."

| agreed. "'Like' nothing, someone clearly did."

"Sure, that's scary, but | got your back on this. I'm hella
interested in what's happening to you."

"But I'm not the target here," Tsukumujuku said, pointedly.
"You are."

Eh? "Wha? I'm more like an innocent bystander that just
got mixed up in this mess."

"But you aren't. Why were you there tonight? How did you
find me?"

Good point. | explained how I'd solved fifteen locked room
murders two years ago, then found a 15-puzzle that had eluded me
at the time, solved it, and took off down route 365 to verify the
answer. | had to admit, he might be right. | was lead right to him.

"...guess neither of us were there coincidentally."

"Not only that. You said you solved fifteen locked room
murders two years ago. In my own world, | did exactly the same
thing."

"Hunh?" Did how?

"In the Canary Islands, on the island of La Palma. I'm sure
the details of the cases are different, but..."

The two of us compared notes on the salient points of each
set of fifteen. They were completely different, of course. It was
impossible to divorce the tricks from the rooms they locked. A
locked room trick can only be manufactured from the geography
of the room. The same tricks could not be used in a different
country and time. But the order of discovery in Tsukumojuku's



cases was identical; and the 15-puzzle they formed matched as
well.

"I never noticed," Tskumujuku said, gloomily.

"I just noticed myself like an hour ago. Betcha woulda
figured her out soon enough."

He looked up at me. "You ever worked a case with another
detective?"

"Nope. Only like 800,000 people even live in Fukui. Lotta
cases for the country and | ain't the only detective around, but |
never bumped into any of the others on a case. If we hear
someone else is on the job the others all stay away, | suppose. |
have heard it happens to Tokyo or Osaka detectives all the time,
though."

"I've never even met another detective. The Canary Islands
were not much more populated. So let me ask you this; if several
detectives are on the case, and one solves the case before the
other does, is the slower one still a detective?"

Ugh. Who gave a crap? Just 'cause | solved the 15-puzzle
first didn't mean he had to sulk about it. His case was a hundred
years ago — maybe — so we weren't exactly racing, here.

"Depends on the next case," | said, at last. "If the slower
detective gets there first the next time they team up, they're
even." Honestly, | was just trying to make him feel better.

He wasn't buying it at all. "Detective isn't a title earned
over a lifetime. You don't look back over your deeds and realize
you're a detective. You know you are, and introduce yourself as
such."

"True enough."

"If you can't solve a case, you aren't a detective."

"Hmm...certainly, in that moment, other people might say
you weren't qualified."

"Detective, in the sense we use it, is an honorary term. The



moment people deny it, you lose the right to it."

"And you can get it back on the next case."

"You're thinking in lifetime terms, again. You can't be a
detective your whole life. You're one on each individual case."

M " Fuck this. "Okay, okay, so you feel like you aren't a
detective any more? Do better next time."

"I haven't believed | was a detective for some time. Even on
the Canary Islands, | wasn't sure why — why | could continue to act
like a detective in spite of it. It never felt real."

"? | don't know what you're driving at, but if you solved
cases, you're a detective. | might have got to the 15-puzzle before
you, but you solved all fifteen cases, right? You did your job."

"If someone got to the truth before you, would you still call
yourself a detective?"

"... might keep a lid on it till the next time, yeah."

"There will be no next time," Tsukumojuku said. "I'll never
call myself a detective again. Not now I've met you."
II?II

"You are the Jorge Joestar who will steal my title."

"What the fuck are you talking about!?"

| finally slipped and swore in front of him, but he didn't
seem to mind. He even laughed.

"Been a long time since a Jorge Joestar spoke like that to
me."

What? "Are you memories getting confused, or...?"

"My memories and mind are clear, Jorge Joestar. | can safely
say my mind and headspace have never been so free of clutter. My
role as detective may have ended, but | believe | have been given a
new one. | am here to explain Beyond to you."

What is Beyond playing at? He'd whispered. | instantly
knew | didn't want to hear any of this, but that | needed to hear it
all the same.



"In my world," Tsukumojuku said, "There is another Jorge
Joestar."

What? Q© Really!? ©QOQ This was getting fun! QOO0Q

He told me about this other Jorge Joestar. The story of a
bullied kid who made friends with a detective, and had adventures
on a South Seas Island that didn't exist in our world. The fifteen
locked room murders weren't the only similar cases. The three
serial killer cases I'd closed the year before that, had also been
solved three years ago by Tsukumojuku and his partner, 'Jorge
Joestar'. Likewise, they'd caught psychos remarkably similar to the
Guruguru Majin and the Nail Peeler 'last year'.

Was this synchronicity? Or was history repeating itself?

Before | could think further, Tsukumojuku said, "And this
year, Jorge and | captured the true mastermind behind the fifteen
locked room murders. The man who invented all the locked room
tricks, and controlled the killers from the shadows."

Haaaaaaaa? Waitwaitwaitwait "Stop!" | yelled. "I haven't
done that bit yet let me think!"

Tsukumojuku recoiled from my sudden ferocity. "It's not
that complicated," he said.

"You wanna steal the detective role back from me?"

"I don't mean to do that, and | doubt that would happen..."

| ignored him and began thinking furiously.

So there was a mastermind? Obviously that made sense, of
course there was. Fifteen locked room murders had happened all
in a row, all in Fukui, all in Reihoku. But like | said before, the police
and | had suspected there was a mastermind/controller in the
shadows, and left no stone unturned in our search for one. Had we



missed something? | didn't think so. | was sure we'd been
thorough. And correct. There were no connections of any kind
between anyone related to any of the fifteen cases. The police and
forensics people had been over every detail; we'd even tried
hypnosis and every occult technique we could think of to no avail.
We even tried voodoo dolls.

| had not been wrong.

Those fifteen locked room murders had ended with the
summoning of this other detective from a bizarre alternate
universe. | had been so sure the fifteen cases had each been
independent, even though they'd lead me — coincidentally or
otherwise — to what seemed awfully like a magical phenomenon.

But perhaps that notion was my mistake. | definitely hadn't
overlooked anything; I'd checked every detail. Even now, | felt
comfortable removing that option from the table.

So if | hadn't overlooked anything, then, logically, there
must be something | hadn't looked at yet.

The man who invented all the locked room tricks, and
controlled the killers from the shadows. If someone like this was
behind the cases in my world too, then this shadow controller's
shadow must have touched each of the fifteen killers. But that was
impossible. One of the cases had happened inside a prison, and
the killer was serving a life sentence, with limited visitation rights.
And we'd checked every visitor thoroughly. Another locked room
case involved a shut-in son who killed his father; the son hadn't
spoken to anyone outside his direct family, and we'd found no
records of any suspicious contact online, either.

This shadow controller could not physically exist.

In other words, he had to exist in some non-physical form.

This wasn't that surprising an idea. We'd already
entertained a number of occult theories, and tested them
thoroughly. We'd done occult. So what else was there?



Where did they meet?

Where could they meet without meeting?

"Dreams," | said. "Or daydreams." | wasn't talking to
Tsukumojuku. | was just thinking out loud. | kept going. "Not
daydreams...that's just thinking, no way for someone else to
control you. Unless you had a delusion that you were being
controlled? But that would still mean they created the locked room
trick themselves. So it must be dreams." Were dreams 100%
produced by your own mind?

At this point | noticed Tsukumojuku watching me. Half
surprised, half impressed. From this | knew | must be right, but
really? Dreams?

It was my idea, though. Dreams, then. Could this shadow
controller have manipulated the killers in their dreams?

"The killers in my world all met a clown in their dreams
called the Locked Room Maestro," Tsukumojuku said. "He forced
the plans for the murders on them. Since everyone forgets their
dreams, they all thought they came up with the tricks themselves."

Had he watched Inception or something? But that was sci-
fi, and a movie, and you couldn't actually jump into someone else's
dream. | must have looked skeptical, but Tsukumojuku carried on
expositing.

"This so-called Locked Room Maestro wore clown clothes
and makeup, and appeared in the dreams of the killers, working
his way into their hearts, and drawing forth the darkest emotions
within. That part wasn't too hard. All he had to do was find
someone they hated, or had trouble getting along with, or just had
trouble communicating with, even just simple disgruntlement.
Once he found those emotions, the Locked Room Maestro would
appear in their dreams, and blame all those problems on this one
person. Nobody can escape their nightmares. The Locked Room
Maestro would twist their fear, making it seem like their eventual



victim was the source of it all. No matter how forced the reason,
logic and sequential progression have no place in dreams; only the
emotional response matters. One the seed was sown, the killers'
fixations would give them even worse dreams. The Maestro would
keep a firm grip on the reins, whispering that it was all their
victim's fault, and his targets had no choice but to believe him. This
vicious cycle continued until they were entirely under his control.
The Maestro persisted, driving them deeper, even torturing them if
he had to. The killers would find themselves murdered in their
dreams, but their eventual victims, or by the Maestro himself.
These dreams were so terrifying they'd awaken in a nervous frenzy,
and this persisted until the real world felt like a dream to them.
Physically, there's nothing wrong with them, but that just makes it
worse. They're spending all their times in a state of panic, and
don't remember the dreams that caused it, so the frustration is
building up inside them with no way to escape, and no clear cause.
Eventually someone they would never have dreamed of killing
begins to seem like someone they have to murder, and they act.
But the Locked Room Maestro never once met them in person; he
kept his distance, remained hidden in their dreams. The only
reason we ever found the evil clown is because the girl he tried
targeting next had a pathological fear of clowns. The Maestro's
guise was so terrifying she remembered the dream clearly, spoke
to those around her about the horrible clown that kept coming
into her dreams and whispering about locked room murders, and
this, in turn, attracted our attention. Nobody she'd spoken to
believed a word she'd said, but we did. We spoke with the fifteen
killers, and they all began to remember him. From what they
remembered, we were able to piece together his identity. Aside
from the red nose and poofy wig, he was just wearing make up.
From their descriptions, we were able to put together a composite
sketch. He'd also talked about himself quite a bit in their dreams;



he was so sure they wouldn't remember anything, he let slip a
number of details that helped us identify him. | suppose after
fifteen successful remote control murders, overconfidence is
unsurprising. He was young, too. Still in high school, wanted to be
a mystery novelist when he grew up. But he had the power to slip
into other people's dreams. When we burst into his house, police
in tow, we found the clown outfit and makeup; we assume he
purchased them to make that part feel real. We found notebooks
filled with locked room tricks. But no novels. It seems he didn't
have what it took to be a writer."

"Hell, you can catch the guy, but you can't try him," | said.
"No way you can prove the ability to enter dreams, and even if he
demonstrates it, nobody would remember."

"...there was no trial. The Spanish police on La Palma beat
him to death with their nightsticks, and sank his body in the sea at
night. Jorge and | were powerless to stop them, and his mother
didn't even try. If word got around that her son was a witch, and
the church got involved, her whole family would be persecuted."

Yikes. Country life a hundred years ago sounded harsh.

"If you don't mind me veering off subject," Tsukumojuku
started. | stopped him.

"Hang on, sorry, let me check up on this, see if there are
any connections between the dreams of my side's killers."

| pulled out my phone, called Shirai Masami at the Fukui
PD, and asked him to interrogate the killers about the dreams,
using hypnosis if necessary. "Dreams? There you go again with the
weird ideas, Jorge," he said, but | knew he'd get it done.

| hung up. "That's a modern phone?" Tsukumojuku said.
"It's so small, and there's no line, and there are little pictures
moving behind that glass panel."

Surprising, certainly, but everything he was experiencing
was. We had no time to stop and discuss the culture clash.



"Look, if we start down that road, it'll never end. America's
about to put a man on Mars."

"...yeah, leave it for another day," Tsukumojuku said. "Back
to the point...or rather, the tangent."

| wasn't sure what the main point was any more, but | let
him run with it.

"Truth is, | don't think Javier Cortez — the true killer — was
born with the power to enter dreams. The cause of his problems
lay with his mother, Leonora Cortez. Just before the cops made him
disappear, Javier confessed everything to Jorge. He asked Jorge,
'Do you know why | always did locked rooms?' Jorge shook his
head. 'Because all deaths take place in locked rooms. I've slipped
through the dreams of any number of people, and convinced them
to kill someone in a locked room, but the one | really wanted to
die, the one | really wanted to kill...was myself. When | slept, | was
trapped in a locked room with my mother.' When Jorge repeated
these words to me, | finally started asking the question | should
have been asking...now that | had the answer. In other words, why
was it Javier spent so much time dreaming. It takes a lot of time to
drive someone so far into a corner that they'll commit a locked
room murder. Javier wasn't working on the fifteen killers one at a
time. | don't think he did them all at once, but he was always
working on several simultaneously. And those are just the people
he succeeded with; there must have been other targets that
proved less susceptible. He traveled through all their dreams, even
showing up in their daytime naps if they got too scared to sleep at
night. Which means Javier was sleeping all day, too. That's an
unhealthy amount of sleep. Why did Javier spend so much time
sleeping? 'When | slept, | was trapped in a locked room with my
mother.' Locked in a room with Leonora, he slept, escaping into
other people's dreams, hoping to find someone who would kill
him. What caused such anger, and self-loathing? Why would being



locked in a room with his mother make him sleep, and make his
hatred erupt across the dreams of strangers? What was his mother
doing in that room that would lead to such hatred?"

These weren't questions.

| knew the answer. There was no need to speak it.

"I assume some sort of abuse was involved," Tsukumojuku
said. "The desire to kill himself is the desire to make his flesh
disappear. Sleeping and escaping into dreams were ways of
escaping his flesh while he was in that locked room with her.
Whatever was happening to his flesh was so horrific he had to
escape it. Which implies the abuse was likely sexual. But we'll
never know the truth. Javier was killed, and Leonora killed herself
before her seaman husband, Juan Rovira, returned home. With his
family gone, he spoke briefly to Jorge. Whatever happened may
have been going on for more than ten years. Juan was absent from
home for long periods of time, and quite the philanderer. When
Javier was young, Juan often made Leonora cry, but at some point
the tears stopped. "l've got Javier," she said. He'd seen the boy
comfort her when she cried, so Juan assumed she'd gotten over it,
and thought no more about it. He certainly noticed that she doted
on the boy, but since that meant less strife for him, he was
pleased. In that sense, the cause of the cause lay with Juan Rovira
Cortez. One person hurt another, that person hurt someone else in
turn, and that person developed a strange power that let them
harm a number of strangers, and those strangers created locked
rooms and murdered people in them."

The core pattern behind so many of the world's problems.

"Reality is what it is, and webs of misery are all around us,
but my point is that Javier Cortez's ability to enter stranger's
dreams was a power born of the suffering his mother inflicted. It's
nothing but a hypothesis, but I've begun to believe that continual,
repetitive suffering can lead to the development of unusual



powers that help the sufferer escape."

Eh? That's quite a thought. Here Tsukumojuku explained a
case that had led to him forming a friendship with the other Jorge
Joestar. It was another case of child abuse by an insane mother.
Poor Antonio Torres, who had his skin peeled off by his mother
every year since he was a baby, and when he turned ten developed
the ability to shed his entire skin intact once a year.

"Ugh, that's gross!"

"But the cases are remarkably similar, aren't they?
Repeated suffering, supernatural abilities. No normal people shed
their skin."

"Point taken, but...can | ask a question?"

"Sure."

"It might be a little rude."

"I promise not to mind."

"Maybe the world you come from is kinda fucked up.
Maybe stuff like that just happens there."

"Hmm...I don't have any grounds to deny the possibility, at
the moment."

"I mean, I've never heard of anything like this."

"I'd never heard of anything like that before | met Jorge
Joestar. And | only have the two instances of this phenomenon to
draw upon."

"See? Sorry, but | just think it's your world that's weird.
Everything's normal here."

"I think there are many things about your world that are
strange, but perhaps the laws it operates on are simply different
from my own."

"Unnh, this tangent's getting scary. Some of these mental
images | really didn't need."



"Come to think of it, | had Antonio Torres, 1900 — his skin —
in my luggage...did it arrive here with me? | was gathering my
belongings right before | passed out, and I'm certain | had the tube
it was in slung over my shoulder."

"Jesus! | really don't want to see that, but | guess we could
ask the Katos? That house is done for, but maybe they found
something in the rubble."

"Yeah...but it's not that important. If they find it, I'd like it
back, of course. Javier Cortez's clown nose and wig were in a
different trunk."

"Holy crap."

"Ha. At any rate, that's enough of that tangent. There's
another point | really should make; something you need to hear."

"About this other Jorge Joestar?"

"No, about you."

"Yeah?"

Me?

What was he on about? What could he know about me?

"You call yourself a detective, so this shouldn't take long for
you to grasp. Have you never wonder why it is you're able to solve
difficult cases and problems that nobody else can? Have you never
found it strange that you always get to the truth in the end? When
you find a clue in a book you just happened to be reading, or have
an idea triggered by a conversation you happened to have with a
complete stranger, or when a criminal close to getting away with it
suddenly makes a boneheaded mistake, have you ever wondered if
it was one too many coincidences in your favor? Have you ever felt
like the world revolved around you? Like God himself was looking
after you?"

"Hunh? | mean, | get your drift, but isn't that what a
detective is? Luck is part of skill."

"But humans are prone to failure, Jorge Joestar. Everyone



makes mistakes...normally."

"I make mistakes all the time."

"But in the end, you're right."

"Yeah, but | work my ass off."

"Hard work doesn't always lead to results. Normally."

"Normally, shmormally, someone's doing all right you don't
stand there hoping they fuck up. What's your point? That | should
be less sure I'm a detective?"

"No, quite the opposite. There never any reason to doubt
yourself, or that you're a detective. But you should be aware that
you are receiving preferential treatment at the hand of an arbitrary
god."

"...why? Should | give thanks for it or something?"

"No. | call this god "Beyond" — and I'm certain that this god
has lined you and the other Jorge Joestar up for a reason, for some
greater purpose. It must have been Beyond's power that sent me
here."

"And not because | solved the 15-puzzle?"

"You did. But think of it this way: Beyond set you on that
path, and summoned me here. See? What most people imagine
when they hear the word god is something all-powerful, that never
explains itself to humans, that acts in a seemingly arbitrary
fashion. Irrational, devoid of logic. But not here. The god | call
Beyond prepared that 15-puzzle for you. | believe that there was a
reason why Beyond had to do that. You're a detective, and to some
extent the nature of the world becomes predictable. Lords knows,
as a detective myself, I'm sick of explaining to people that because
| am there, everything has meaning. Just like the arrival of a
detective in a mystery novel. In a sense, Beyond is a mystery
novelist. Beyond is writing a mystery novel in which you are the
detective. And you should be aware of that fact."

Hunh...I understood his point well enough, but... "But why



do | need to know this?"

"I told you. Because there is another Jorge Joestar."

"So what?"

"You said you'd never worked a case at the same time as
another detective. But you've read mystery novels where that was
the case?"

"I have?" There were a lot of them, these days. "So?"

"Two detectives, one truth. If both are detectives, then
both must arrive at the same truth. But does that happen in the
novels of this world?"

"Most novels with two detectives have one solve it, then
the other discover the real solution hidden behind it."

"At that point, are they both still detectives?"

"Hmm...they're treated like detectives, but certainly, within
that novel, the latter is the real detective. But they might switch
places in the next novel."

"If it's a series. But what I'm talking about, like | said, isn't in
terms of a lifetime, but in terms of each individual case. One
volume at a time. There is no next time. You are one of the two
detectives. Your life will prove whether you're the real one, or the
fake."

Man, this good-lookin' kid was really making everything
seem like a giant pain in the ass. | was getting sick of listening to
him lecture me.

"Fine, I'll be the fake, whatever. Your friend, this other Jorge
Joestar, he can be the real one, it's cool. Ha ha ha. It won't change
who | am. Why should | care? Not like being a detective is the only
job | can do. There are plenty of others who can do the job instead
of me, and I'm happy to leave them to it."

| meant it. Murders and murder cases were hella scary.



Seriously dangerous. Figuring out the tricks was a pain, and last act
twists always pissed me off, and | never got off on the praise or
gratitude...man, thinking like this really made me wonder why,
exactly, | was a detective at all. | didn't really give a damn. | just did
it cause | was there; if there was someone else, then I'd rather not.

| think this rattled him, but he kept his poker face, and
added, "The two of you are working in parallel, but you aren't both
detectives. You're both Jorge Joestars. Are you still fine with being
the fake?"

"Course | am," | said. "Didn't | mention it? I'm adopted. You
tell me I'm not Jorge Joestar, well...I'm not."

At last | cracked his poker face.

Didn't he think it weird when | gave the name?

"I just assumed a hundred years from now Jorge Joestar
might well be a Japanese name," he said, laughing.

"No, no, | mean, some people do have weird names, but
most people are all still "Tanaka Tarou" or other super normal
names. | guess your name is pretty dang weird, and that might
make you less sensitive to odd names? Most modern Japanese
have ordinary names with easy to read kanji."

Tsukumojuku sighed deeply. Ffffffffffffff. "I don't even know
any more."

| was starting to feel sorry for him. "Sorry, sorry, maybe |
shoulda played along more, but | never was a good liar."

"Please, spare me your sympathies."

"Cool. Anyway, where you staying tonight? They'll probably
let you sleep at the hospital tonight, but tomorrow?"

"Hmm..."

"You could go check out this non-triangular Bermuda
Triangle? | can pay your hospital bill and travel expenses. Not like
you know anyone else here."

Except maybe the Katos.



Nobody lived in the house in Nishi Akatsuki; they might be
distantly related but distant was the key word there, and when
he'd arrived he'd pretty much demolished their house, so. It might
not be his fault, technically, but it was hard to blame them if they
had it in for him. Might be best to avoid trouble. Maybe
researching their family tree might get me somewhere. "Or do you
want to meet with...some people who might be descendants of
your family?"

"Well...I'd like to check if my luggage came with me, at
least, so I'd at least like to speak to the people from the
demolished house briefly. | don't know if we're really related, but |
suppose | could try working as a detective here awhile. | don't
know much about this world, though, not at all sure | could be a
detective here. Might be easier to just get a normal job if | need
money."

"Yeah. Well, tonight just get some sleep. You had quite a
trip, and nearly drowned. You must be exhausted."

"But | wouldn't want my things thrown out with the
rubble..."

"Don't worry about that! Serika was still reeling from the
shock of it all. They're staying the night at a hotel somewhere, I'm
sure. The police will have to work the scene over, too, so we can go
check it out tomorrow."

"Okay. Thank you, Jorge Joestar."

"Cool. Hmm. If you do decide to head for the Bermuda
Triangle, I'll come with. It'll be rough traveling on your own in the
new world, and I'd love to see what going to another world looks
like."

"...thanks. But...l can't explain why, but | think you shouldn't
come to my world. There's no telling what would happen if two
Jorge Joestars met."

Some sort of time travel paradox?



"Then I'll let him be Jorge Joestar. Whatever. I'm not the
same guy as that Jorge Joestar, so how can there be a paradox?"

"...there's no telling what Beyond will have in store."

This again. | was starting to despise that word.

"Okay, okay, I'd love to see another world, but | doubt |
could survive long without the last hundred years of technology, so
I'll stay on this side. Do you even have trains or jets? Getting home
sounds like a pain."

"Mm."

"In our world, you can probably get there in three hours by
airplane, Narita to JFK."

The Bermuda Triangle point was at the tip of Manhattan
Island. I'll be anything it's right where the Statue of Liberty stands.

"Narita? From Narita Mountain?"

"Yeah. JFK is named after John Fitzgerald Kennedy, former
president, it's an airport on Manhattan Island."

"Hunh...Manhattan, so America? A president who probably
hasn't even been born yet in my world. The history of my world
and yours might be different, so maybe he'll never exist."

"Right. Truth is, if this is your future, you might be better off
not knowing much about it."

"You think so?"

"Maybe better not to think too much about it." At this point
my phone rang. It was Shirai. "Hello?"

"Jorge, you got a minute?"

"Yeah."

"Bingo, buddy. Their dreams clinched it."

"....eh! Already? Really!?"

My eyes met Tsukumojuku's. His eyes looked very sad. Did
we have our own Javier Cortez? If there was sexual abuse going on,
| was already feeling down.

"The second we brought up dreams, they all jumped,"



Shirai went on. "They'd forgotten all about them till the moment
we mentioned it. But every one of them described a man with a
hat pulled down over his eyes. He showed up in their dreams, and
told every one of them the same thing. 'When the police arrest
you, if they ask about dreams, tell them this. "If Jorge Joestar ever
comes to Morioh, I'll kill him."' He used your name, Jorge! Every
one of the fifteen said the same thing, not a syllable out of place.
Like the same guy put a message in all their dreams. They knew his
name, too. 'Kira Yoshikage.' This is fucked up, Jorge. Never heard
the like. You'd better stay the hell away from this."

Hunh? Morioh?

Where the hell was that? Who was this guy? Who was Kira
Yoshikage?

Was he not just replacing Javier Cortez as the Locked Room
Maestro, but also sending me a warning through them?

"Creepy! Hell no, I'm not going there," | said.

Shirai didn't buy it. "No, seriously, Jorge. There's danger and
there's danger, right? We still need your help on stuff here, don't
you dare go."

"I said I'm not going."

"And when you say that you always go the weirdest places."
He knew me pretty well by now.

"But man, it's like he's telling me to come!"

"Don't! This dude can enter people's dreams! That's fucked
up!"

"Ah, but you saying that is like waving a red flag."

"It's seriously dangerous. | knew we deal with all kinds of
weird stuff on this job, but some dudes are on another level. This is
definitely that other level. Beyond human comprehension."

Shit like that just made me more interested! | didn't say



that, though. | was wound up enough. "Anyway, thank you," | said,
and hung up. | filled Tsukumojuku in. "So | basically have to go,
right?"

"Hmmmmmmm...yeah," Tsukumojuku said. "But I'm gonna
stay out of it. Jorge and | already solved our version of the case,
and I've got other things to do and think about."

True enough, | supposed. "Then leave this one to me. But |
really will pay your bills and travel expenses. Tell you what, I'll take
you to Manhattan, watch you pop through the triangle to the
other world, and then go to Morioh."

I quickly did a search for Morioh on my phone. Found it.

Up Northeast, off the coast near S City. Never been there.
Never even heard of it. But someone there wanted me to stay
away.

"All right, this'll be fun. I'm off home. I'll swing by
tomorrow, bring you a phone. It'll be under my name, but give us a
way to talk," | said.

Tsukumojuku bowed, to my surprise.

"Hey, now..."

"Thank you for all your kindness. After all, we met just
hours ago. It seems both Jorge Joestars are gentlemen. | truly
believe that there is meaning in my meeting you like this."

"Ha ha, okay. Maybe there is, but no need to get all formal.
It reeks of hundred year old manners. Over here we're more
relaxed, right?"

"Heh heh, my Jorge and | were quite 'relaxed’, | assure you.
But | am grateful. | may be a burden to you for a while yet, for
which | apologize. At the moment it seems | have no one else to
rely on."

"Sure. Anyway, I'm going home. See ya."

"Tomorrow, then."

| gave him my business card, and left feeling like he was a



weird guy, and the way we met was weird, but somehow, we'd end
up being good friends. Woke up the next morning, and while | was
getting dressed word came that Tsukumojuku was dead.

His body was found in Morioh.

Shit, | thought. Someone really wanted me there.

That was never a warning at all. It was always an invitation.
Hmph.

| was going even without you killing Tsukumojuku, shit for
brains. What a waste! There was no reason for him to die.
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Tsukumojuku was missing, presumed dead, and it seemed
my days of adventure had ended. I went to school, barely spoke to
anyone but Mum, and had my nose in a book all day long, at school
or at home. Even though I'd had no friends as a child, and rarely
went outside, I'd not been much of a reader. But being friends with
Tsukumojuku and seeing how he used the information he'd learned
to help him solve cases and increase the flexibility of his thought
processes made me incapable of remaining ignorant. But I still
hated studying and never really took school seriously, so I couldn't
really keep up with the other students. So I decided to start small,
with novels. Mother had quite a collection of English novels
overflowing our bookshelves. Since there was a detective, I started
with Sherlock Holmes, but after visting the scene of real crimes
with Tsukumojuku it just seemed so tame and stiff, so I gave up. |
then tried Charles Dickens, Oscar Wilde, and Emily Bronté, but it
was H. G. Wells I fell in love with. The Time Machine, The Island
of Dr. Moreau, War of the Worlds, The Invisible Man — all science
fantasy, all terrific. They even made me like science. When Mum
saw me reading a book on science she suggested we hire a tutor.
She'd never really been one for forced study or early bedtimes, but
she had a keen eye to when I might be open to such a suggestion, so
I didn't feel moved turn her down. I had an idea who might be a
good tutor; a girl Tsukumojuku and I had met on our last case, the
one who'd helped us finally catch Javier Cortez. Her name was
Penelope de la Roza. She had a pathological fear of clowns, so
when Javier had haunted her dreams disguised as a clown and tried
to convince her to commit a locked room murder, the blow to her
system had been so extreme she'd quit school and never left the
house. She was quite the beauty, and I thought maybe sharing some
stories of good times with Tsukumojuku might help cheer her up a
bit.

But when I went to see her things didn't go so well. She
barely gave me the time of day.

"Sorry, but seeing you makes me remember the clown in my



dreams, and I get scared."

Whoops. Clearly, I'd been tactless. Now that she mentioned
it while Javier had been after her Penelope had been in a state of
panic, and was perpetually shivering, even in broad daylight.

"Oh. Sorry to just drop in like this, then. I didn't mean to
upset you," I said, and turned to leave.

"I'm sorry too, Jorge," she said, from the other side of the
door she refused to open. "You came all this way. I can't stop
myself thinking about the clown, but...I was glad to see you, and
honestly, it's something of a relief to talk to someone like this."

I was very glad to hear it.

Also, even though nearly everyone I'd met solving cases
was Spanish, they all pronounced Jorge 'George' — Tsukumojuku's
parting gift. That thought made me sad, but there was a warmth to
that sadness. I went home.

But the next evening, Penelope came to see me, looking
very upset.

"Jorge!" she yelled from outside. Surprised, I got out of bed.
I glanced at the clock; it was 1:30 AM. For a moment I wondered if
I'd dreamt it, but then she yelled again. "Jorge Joestar!"

I cracked the curtains, and Penelope was standing outside
the front door.

"What is it, Penelope?" "You've got to help! You've got to
do something!" "Do something about what? Calm down!" "How
can I? He's back! Javier Cortez is back! It's all your fault! Nothing
happened until yesterday!"

Javier? This made no sense. The islanders killed him and
dumped his body in the sea. "Okay, wait a second, I'll be right out."
I left the window, went downstairs, and burst out the front door.
Penelope was shivering in a sleeveless dress and a pair of sandals.
She did not appear to be harmed. Just terrified; she collapsed into
my arms as | approached. Her body was horrifyingly cold to the
touch. "Aughhhh!" she wailed, clinging to me. "I'm so scared!
Javier Cortez is still after me!"



"He isn't," I said. "He's dead. You saw the body." They'd
beaten him with stones and farm implements until his skull split
open. There's no way he could have survived. "It was just a dream.
Don't worry. He no longer exists."

Penelope pulled away, and glared at me. "No, it wasn't a
dream! It really happened! He came to my house!"

"He couldn't have," I said, growing melancholy. Perhaps
Penelope had genuinely gone crazy.

Frustrated, Penelope yelled through her tears, "It's true! And
he ran ahead of me on the way here, jumping out at me!"

Jumping out at her?

"What do you mean? I'll hear you out, just calm down and
start from the beginning."

"Look...after you came to visit yesterday, I went back to my
room. The door was locked from the inside, and so were the

windows. I couldn't get in."
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"It was a locked room! I thought there had to be someone in
there at first...I was scared, so I went to the kitchen, where my
mother was. But the kitchen door slammed shut right in front of
me. It was locked from the inside! I got scared, and called out, and
she started screaming! 'Ahhh! There's somebody in here!' Now both
of us are in a panic, and trying to open the door, but it won't open.
Cortez wanted me to kill my mother, remember? She knew that, so
she thought it was me again, and yelled, 'Don't do it, Penny! Stop!
Don't kill me!" I would never do that! Cortez is dead, and I'm back
to normal! I was so worried about her I tried to kick the door down,
but it wouldn't open. That's how you and Tsukumojuku used to get
in the locked rooms, right?"

In an emergency, yes. If events were still in progress, we'd
attempt to intervene, but normally we'd try to preserve the scene,
and look for a key or another way in. Or make another way in.
People making locked rooms often took a broken down door into
account, and would often try and use that to hide evidence. We



didn't want to give them the satisfaction.

"But my kick didn't do a damn thing to that door, so I started
throwing myself into it, over and over. At last it broke, and I came
rushing in, just in time to see a clown in the corner before it
disappeared. I froze to spot. I couldn't move. Mother was hiding
behind the sofa, hysterical. At last she came out and came over to
me, but she blames me for everything. She thought I was trying to
kill her again. She's sure I hate her now."

Penelope's parents had divorced four years ago, and
Penelope's mother had full custody. Penelope had blamed her for
taking away her father. Their relationship had been strained to
begin with, and when Penelope started dating a man named Edvard,
a thug who beat her and sold anything she owned of value, Isabella
— her mother — tried to convince her to break up with him. Edvard
played the two of them off against each other, leaving Penelope
alone in the world. He threatened to ruin Penelope permanently if
Isabella interfered. In the end, Isabella gave up on her daughter.
Then the clown started showing up in Penelope's dreams. Face
covered in white, with bright circles round his eyes and mouth, a
huge grin, a cheery manner, lots of big gestures and calls to the
crowd. Penelope found his ridiculous nature deeply frightening.
She couldn't move; her body covered in a cold sweat, her heart
beating so fast it seemed like it was beating right into her brain. She
couldn't even look away, and her breathing grew so shallow she
was barely conscious enough to think. Occasionally her eyes even
rolled back in her head and she fainted — while still asleep and
dreaming. The only person she could talk to about this fear had
been Isabella.

"She's the only one I can trust. I finally realized that, but no
matter how many times I tell her, she..." Penelope started crying
again. | have no idea what to do when girls cry. I just stood there
awkwardly, and waited for her to stop. "So, um," she continued,
still crying. "I went over to the window where the clown was — very
slowly, ready to run. And I found this." She held out a doll, about



the size of her palm. It had no clothes, and a shapeless face with
eyes and a wide open mouth stitched on. The eyes were white
circles with no pupils, and there was blood streaming out of the
mouth down its chin. There was a hangman's noose tied around its
neck.

"It's..."

"Dead. It's supposed to be me, I'm sure. It's a warning. I'm
going to die. Someone's going to murder me. Soon."

"That won't happen," I said, but I had no basis for this. And
Penelope knew that. Still, I thought, this was all happening because
I thoughtlessly went to see her. Nothing like this had happened
before today. "Why don't you come in?" I said. I led her up on the
porch, and tried to open the door.

It was locked from the inside.

Mum? Why would she shut us out...?

"Jorge?" Her voice came from inside. "Run!"

"? What? Open the door, Mum."

Suddenly terrified, I began rattling the knob, but the door
wouldn't budge.

"Listen to me, Jorge. You have to run."

"Mum! Open this door! What's going on!?"

"There's a clown in here."

A clown?

"Eeek!" Penelope squeaked. She backed away, almost
falling down the two steps up to the porch. "Oh...Jorge...sorry...I
think I brought it with me..."

This made no sense. Javier Cortez was dead. I didn't believe
in ghosts. Someone living must be doing this.

I'd learned that much after four years as Tsukumojuku's
friend.

There were no ghosts. There was no magic. Curses only
worked on the emotions of those that believed in them. The
Chinese were not wizards, and there were no drugs or poisons with
special properties that favored the criminals. Everything had



meaning. Everything could be explained logically.

The clown on the other side of this door could be explained,
too. Mysterious clowns only existed in dreams!

I put my back into it and kicked the door down. Crassssh!
I'd kicked a lot of doors down, working with Tsukumojuku, but this
was definitely my best ever attempt. The door broke free of the
lock, flew inwards, and did a full 180, slamming against the inside
wall.

"Mum!" I yelled, bursting in. Then I saw it; a clown floating
in the air, and my Mum facing it down.

The clown...did exist.

"Aiieeee!" Penelope screeched, behind me.

Okay, so the clown was real. Penelope could see it too. A fat
little white clown. White hair, white make up, puffy white clothes.

"Penelope! Wait outside!" I yelled, and grabbed a nearby
chair with one hand. Strike before you think! I swung the chair
through the air, and hit the clown with it. "Rraaaagh!" Schuuun!
The chair zipped through the air. The clown vanished...no, it broke
into the pieces.

What the!? The chair hit the floor. This wasn't a ghost. I'd
never seen a ghost, but this clown didn't vanish like mist or smoke,
it shattered into tiny pieces — they were hard to make out, but they
were still in the air in front of me.

"Mum, you get out of here," I said.

"Calm down, Jorge," Mum said, behind me. "I don't think
the clown means us any harm."

"? .....what makes you say that?"

"I was quite surprised when it appeared and all the doors
and windows slammed shut. But when that girl outside — Penelope?
— appeared, I understood. I don't know how, but I believe Penelope
is making that clown. She's making it to protect herself."

".....hunh...?"

"Jorge? Are you okay?" Penelope asked.

I turned around, and Penelope had come back up the steps



onto the porch, and was looking in the door.

"Penelope, don't —" come in, I meant to say, but suddenly
the door slammed shut, and the floating clown manifested in the
shadows behind it. Penelope's shrieck and my yelp of surprise
overlapped. The clown ignored us both, dragged a heavy side table
over to the door, and wedged it under the doorknob. Locking us in.

We were in a locked room.

"Jorge! Run!" Penelope screamed. "I'm so sorry! I brought
him here!"

But the clown never looked at me. It just stared at the door,
at Penelope on the other side of it.

Chair in hand, I moved slowly closer. The clown didn't turn
around. I studied it closely. There were cracks on the surface of it
here and there, and I could see inside; there was nothing in there. It
was all surface. A hollow clown.

I moved even closer. The cracks in the clown had frayed
edges. I put my face right next to it, and could see the threads. This
clown was woven out of thread. What thread?

I found a single thread dangling down from the clown's hip.
I followed it with my eyes. It ran along the floor, and through the
gap under the front door.

"Penelope, step back."

"Sniff, okay. I'm sorry."

She was crying again. I listened for her footsteps on the
stairs, then moved the side table aside and opened the door.

"Eeeeek, look out, Jorge! Behind you!" Penelope screamed.
She must have seen the clown behind me, so I stepped out on the
porch and closed the door. "Oh! Good, are you okay, Jorge? Come
over here. There was a clown right behind you!" The white thread
ran across the porch, down the steps, and over to Penelope. Hmm.
"Wait, Jorge! Your mother!? She's still in there with the clown! We
have to save her!" Penelope bravely started up the stairs again, so |
put my arms around her. She was the one who needed saving.

"Wh-what are you doing, Jorge?" she said, struggling. "The



clown!"

My hands were resting on her shoulders, and I could tell her
sleeveless dress was now held on by a single string over each
shoulder. In the night air, her shoulders were very cold.

"My Mum's fine," I said. Penelope stopped struggling. She
was still scared and confused, but she was standing still now. My
arms were around her, pulling her to me. Fighting the force of her
fear.

It had happened again, I thought. Just like Javier Cortez's
power over dreams, and Antonio Torres' skin shedding, constant
fear and suffering had given her strange powers.

I remembered how the trick Javier Cortez had wanted
Penelope to use had involved a thread running under the door to
turn the key. A very simple trick. It would have bored Tsukumojuku
to tears, but the fear it had given Penelope was so great it had led to
this mysterious power.

I cursed the fear itself silently, holding her close.

Eventually the thread from Penelope's dress snapped, a doll
in a noose dropped behind the door, and Mum brought it out. I took
it, showed it to Penelope, and unraveled it before her eyes. There
was a loose thread coming out of the doll's hip, and one tug on that
was all it took. The doll came apart that easily.

"I know this is hard to believe, but you made all of this,
Penelope. The clown, the locked room, and this doll. You are much
too scared of that clown that wanted you to commit a locked room
murder. You couldn't take the constant fear, and it gave you a
strange power, the ability to make locked rooms. But since you
don't want to do that, you make the clown do it, and because you
don't want to kill anyone, you kill this doll. And it all gets shut
inside a locked room."

Penelope didn't believe me, of course. She couldn't see
inside the physical locked room, or into the depths of her own



heart. I just had to hope she'd get used to it in time.

But wherever Penelope went, no matter what door she drew
near, her fear slammed it shut, made a locked room, a clown
appeared inside, and a doll was hung. And that just fueled her fear.

I got used to it quickly enough. I had never been afraid of
clowns, or locked rooms.

I explained it to Isabella, and had her observe the power in
action, but she remained terrified and convinced Penelope had been
possessed by the devil, so I talked it over with Mum, and we
decided to have Penelope come live with us. Our house was
probably the largest on La Palma, with plenty of rooms. Mum was
a majority stockholder in a successful English company called the
Speedwagon Company, so we didn't lack for money, and she ran a
trading company of her own with ships and warehouses in every
port in the Canary Islands. She hired Penelope to work in the La
Palma office. And to be my tutor.

Just standing in front of a door caused it to slam shut and
form a locked room, leaving Penelope quaking in the shadow of the
clown, but I went with her to work, and walked with her around the
house, and in time locked rooms stopped showing up at the office
and our house. Frankly, I was somewhat disappointed. I mean, just
standing in front of a door made Penelope's clothes unravel? La
Palma was hot all year and nobody wore that many clothes to begin
with. Penelope wore sun dresses, and maaaaybe a light shawl over
her shoulders, and that's it. Having that unravel, the surface area
rapidly shrinking...oh my. Naturally I said nothing, pretending to be
focused on the problem and not to have noticed anything, but Boys,
girls see right through this. She picked up on my furtive glances,
and rapidly covered herself with pillows or nearby bed sheets. "I
still can't believe it, but that grin on your face makes me think it has
to be true."

Eh? I was grinning? Craaap, [ mean, sorry, Penelope, you're



really scaring me here! I was all flustered every time but Penelope
was never really all that mad at me, thankfully. Would I ever be a
proper gentleman?

Apparently not.

One day in February, six months after Penelope moved into
the Joestar residence, and a while after she'd been able to go to
work on her own, she asked me to go with her again. "Sorry, Jorge.
Just for today, I promise. Yesterday I just got this idea in my head
that someone was following me. I'm scared to go on my own."

Usually my job was to go, "You made this locked room,
Penelope." Or, "The clown's made of thread, and it'll turn into a doll
in a few minutes, so there's no need to be frightened." But this
sounded more like actual bodyguard work. I was getting nervous
already. I mean, when I was working with Tsukumojuku we used to
burst in on murder scenes, and chase killers around, and catch
them, but most of the work was done by Tsukumojuku and the
police, while I hovered nearby shrieking. I didn't ever really fight at
all, and I still had no real confidence in my left hook. The only
thing I'd really gained from those experiences was courage? Or so |
thought but apparently I hadn't even managed that, because when I
tried to stand up from the breakfast table and say I'd go to work
with her my legs were shaking so much I couldn't walk straight,
and stumbled into the table. All the dishes rattled. Crap, that was a
little too frightened. I even surprised myself.

"Oh, Jorge...sorry. Are you okay? You don't have to come."
Penelope smiled bravely. "I'll be fine."

Augh, she totally knew I was scared. But even though I was
embarrassed part of me was super relieved she said that, and
looking forward to getting back to sipping my coffee. Pathetic. I
hadn't improved one iota since grade school.

But before I could say anything, Mum stepped in. "No,
Jorge, you have to go with Penelope." At least I maintained my



dignity. Maybe. But in the sense that both of them knew exactly
what I was thinking probably not at all. I suddenly had a very bad
feeling about the day.

But I left the house with Penelope. She thoughtfully chose
to be super chatty to keep my mind off things, but my head was full
of all the times Antonio's gang had come after me, and it felt like a
dark cloud was hovering over my head, that I was sure it would
bring bad luck.

Of course, Antonio Torres was dead, and his primary cohort
Julio had long since lost interest, so neither of them showed up. But
on the way to the office, there was a road that cut through the
middle of an open field, and waiting for us was Penelope's ex, the
bad bad Edvard Noriega.

I froze to the spot, my mind blank. Penelope glared at him.

"Hey, Penny! Long time no see." "..what? What do you
want?" "I just wanted to see how you were getting on." "I don't
want to see your face ever again." "Don't say that! I'm dying here."
"You heard I was working for the Joestars, right? I'm not lending
you money, and no matter what trouble you're in, you'll get no help
from me." "That's not it...I got no money, true, but I don't need that.
I...I saw something strange..."

Mm? Strange? That word finally snapped me out of it.
Edvard was nothing like he'd been when Tsukumojuku and I last
spoke to him. Where once he'd been an alpha male, and treated
Penelope like his property, now Edvard was genuinely terrified, his
voice shaking, his face pale. He was downright begging for
Penelope's help.

"Come on, Jorge. Leave him be. He's a great actor, always
was good at making people pity him," Penelope snapped.

Really? Acting? This was a performance?

"No...I'm serious! Listen, please! I saw this creepy guy, with
wings..."

"Shut up and go away!"

"I was so scared...it was too dark to see his face, but he's



after me..."

"I don't care! Take care of it yourself!"

"I just know he's gonna kill me, Penny. Have a heart...you
gotta listen. He's like a like a moth in the night, tapping softly on
the wall..."

"Shut up shut up shut up! You never once listened to a word
I said about the clown! Serves you right!"

"I couldn't be sorrier about that, honest. It was all my fault,
so please, just stop a second. Don't go digging up the past. Listen,
two nights ago I went out to see this girl I've been seeing,
Prunella..."

"I don't want to hear about it!"

"You gotta listen! I don't love her anything like as much as |
loved you, I swear!"

"I don't care! You'd better stop, or...!"

Penelope was so angry now she stopped walking. How
could she not be? When the case with Javier Cortez broke, Edvard
had split, without even saying good-bye. Even after Penelope had
shut herself in Isabella said she'd spent a while waiting for him to
come back. And now he shows up, talking about his new girlfriend,
even though he'd never bothered breaking up with his old one. The
worst thing a man could do, let alone an ex.

"So I was lying in bed with Prunella, when I suddenly woke

up.

"Did you not hear me say stop? I don't! Want! To hear it!"
Penelope roared.

I knew how she felt, but her anger was so explosive it
scared me. "Come on now, just ignore him, let's go," I said, trying
to calm her down and pull her away. Then I saw her face. There
were veins bulging on her foreheads. Her lips were curled back,
bearing her teeth. She looked downright...mad. This wasn't going to
work. Penelope was beyond the help of words.

But Edvard was too wrapped up in his own affairs to notice.

"He was standing at the base of the bed. Black as the devil,



but so quiet he hardly seemed real..."

Something red trickled down from Penelope's nose. Blood.
She was so furious there was blood running down her chin.

"If you don't stop talking I'll kill you," she said. I was too
scared to try and stop her.

While I dithered, there was burst of wind around me. Had
the wind changed? No, there was a rumbling below me, and the
sound was moving, coming closer. What the!?

I looked around, half expecting to see all the dogs and cats
on the island rushing towards me, but nope. What was actually
happening was far more terrifying.

The ground itself was moving. Scrrrrrrrrrrnch! It swirled,
gathering itself around us. A mound of earth raced by, like a
carnivore hell-bent on devouring the crops. It passed behind me,
heading for Edvard.

"I knew he wasn't a thief, or nothing. Thieves don't watch
people when they sleep. They don't wear clothes that make them
look like they got wings..."

"I'm gonna kill you, Edvard! Stop it now, or you will die?"

Both of them kept talking, oblivious to the other. Penelope's
nose bleed had dyed her chest red, and Edvard's eyes were focused
on nothing — the very fact that he hadn't noticed what was going on
was possibly the most frightening part of all this. Look!

I opened my mouth to yell, but the dirt and grass around
him heaved, and four walls shot up around him.

But Edvard didn't stop mumbling. "I was too scared to get
up. Then he spoke. 'Close your eyes, lie down, and think about
tomorrow,' he said."

He was about to be swallowed in a five meter wide square
of dirt. "I said stop," Penelope hissed, another squirt of blood
shooting out of her nose. I took one look at her and knew this was
all her doing.

"I don't know what he meant, but I knew one thing...this
black winged man was going to do something awful to me..."



Just before the earth walls swallowed Edvard completely, I
saw a black figure standing behind him. It had a round nose, and a
hat, and big hair.

A clown.

The walls closed together on top, closing Edvard in with the
dirt clown. The locked room was complete.

"If you'd stopped, you'd have lived!" Penelope raged.

Penelope had finally learned to make a locked room without
using her clothes. And the evil clown inside.

Part of me was actually impressed. Penelope's wound had
given her concrete power, and she'd turned it into a weapon.

Given the source of her powers, I immediately decided to
call it a Wound. Injury was too coarse, and Trauma sounded too
medical, and the implication that it was mental suffering was too
strong. This wound was both physical and emotional, and grew
over time.

But this was no time to go naming things! Was I an idiot? |
had time to be weirdly impressed later!

"No, Penelope! Stop!" I said, forcing myself to speak.
"Don't kill him!"

Penelope didn't even look at me. "It's not me."

Of course not. It was the clown.

"Edvard! Run!" I yelled, dashing towards the locked room.
There was no door, or window. Just the walls. Grass woven tightly
together, dirt plugging up the cracks. I tried yanking on the grass
but the holes filled quickly with more grass and dirt. The walls
were alive.

"Aaaaaaaugh!" Edvard screamed inside.

Had the clown got its noose on him?

Fundamentally, the point of a locked room murder was to
make a murder look like a suicide. But if Edvard died like this, and
someone found him, would the police think he built a room of dirt
and grass and hung himself inside?

I didn't know. But without evidence showing how the locked



room was built, without proof it was murder, would the police have
any other choice but to rule it a suicide? If so, Penelope's locked
room murder would be a success.

But I wouldn't let that happen.

I wouldn't let Penelope murder anyone!

I ripped into the grass and dirt walls, forcing a hole open. I
had to work faster than the automatic recovery. I got the hole large
enough to check on Edvard. I couldn't see most of him, but his feet
were dangling in the air, kicking. He was hanging.

"Stop, Penelope! Don't make a locked room! Break this
locked room down!" I shouted, making the hole even wider. Before
the grass and dirt could fill it in I dove in.

"No! Don't, Jorge! Come out of there!" Before Penelope's
cry finished, the wall closed behind me, muffling her voice.

I turned around just in time to see the hole close completely.
Edvard was dangling from the ceiling, a rope of grass around his
neck. Behind him, an earthen clown dangled upside down from the
ceiling.

Why had I jumped in here? "Aaaaaaugh!" I yelled. There
was a snap as the grass rope dropped down from the ceiling and
pulled tight around my neck. It yanked me into the air, hard. The
grass dug into my throat, breaking the skin, but I barely noticed.
The weight of my body nearly made me black out instantly.
Luckily, my neck didn't break, but the noose was choking off my
windpipe and jugulars, cutting off the flow of air to my brain. With
my blood not moving, my entire body gasped for oxygen. The pain
was so great | tried desperately to loosen or break the noose, but it
wouldn't budge. Instead, more tendrils slithered down, weaving
themselves into the noose, making it stronger. I was starting to
panic. The dirt clown moved its face next to mine, watching me die.
Now I was really panicking, but I couldn't! Not now! My legs
couldn't reach the ground and this clown was going to make sure I
died! I wasn't getting out of this by brute forcing my way free!

Think! I had to think!



How could I break the locked room?

Penelope!

Could Penelope save me?

No. She'd made the locked room. Penelope had no idea what
was happening inside it. Anything that happened would be the
clown's fault, in her mind. Penelope was even less aware that she
was doing all this than the clown staring emotionlessly into my
eyes. After Edvard and I were dead, she'd cry a while, tell everyone
a clown killed us in some mysterious locked room, and then forget
all about it the moment the funerals were over. I couldn't rely on her
at all!

I had to think of a way to break the locked room myself!
Without brute force!? But that just might be possible! If I could
break the idea of a locked room, somehow! The point of a locked
room was to make murder look like suicide. If I could make
provide evidence that this was murder...if I could leave that behind
somehow, so that the police would have to investigate further! Then
that would destroy the locked room's function!

"Grrrrraagh!" 1 yelled, not because of this idea but because
the pancakes and tea I'd had for breakfast had come up my throat
and were dripping back down into my wind pipe. Shit. My
breakfast was going to kill me before this noose did. I had to hurry.
But carefully. I couldn't screw this up! I pulled my knife out of my
back pocket. It was a pocket knife, mostly designed for opening
wine; the blade was three centimeters long. I kept it around for self-
defense because I was pathetic, but today I was very grateful to
have it.

I pulled my shirt up, and stabbed the knife into my bare
belly. "Glrararraaagh!" I yelled, gargling the vomit in my windpipe.
My vision was getting blurry. I could barely see. I knew the clown
was still there, though. There was a shrill ringing in my eyes, and I
was about to pass out entirely, but I couldn't panic!

I had to write!

Feeling my way across my belly with the knife, I wrote.



A message. That the clown would have to read.

"MURDER"

Nice and simple.

I barely made it. While I was writing the final R T lost
consciousness, and the world went black before my eyes. | saw a
tiny light in the darkness, and wondered if that was the entrance to
the afterlife. It seemed so warm. Should I jump on in? No, no, I
wasn't done with this world yet, but...? Just as [ was starting to feel
rather rapturous, my ass hit the ground, the ceiling opened, sunlight
streamed in, and I threw up more than I've ever thrown up before.
Blaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaarggh. Blrrrrrraaaaaaaaaaaaaarrggghh.
Brrrraaaaarrararrraaagggghhagggghgghgggghargh.

Once my stomach and lungs and pipes were totally clear I
felt so happy I wondered if I could split this joy with Penelope, who
was clutching me and crying, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

Edvard was unconscious but alive. I was relieved to see it.
My belly throbbed, but it would heal in time.

Or so I thought, but apparently I'd dug a little too deep, and
the word murder would remain upside-down on my belly forever.
When the doctor told me this I gaped at him, and Penelope started
crying again, and a familiar voice from the hospital room door
yelled, "Jorge! Who did that to you!?" and I turned to look and saw
Lisa Lisa standing there, a little taller, her hair much longer, and
even more beautiful. I hid my bare belly, and Penelope wiped her
eyes and stopped crying.

"They're still bullying you!? 'Murder'? Is that a threat?
Jorge, what have you got yourself mixed up in!?" Lisa Lisa was
jumping to conclusions. Four years had done wonders for her but



the gulf between her insides and out was already getting on my
nerves.

"No, no, I did this myself." "Don't lie to me! Nobody would
ever do that!" "I had a good reason." "Then explain it to me this
instant!" "Shut up! I don't have to explain everything I do to you!" I
said, dismissively. Lisa Lisa clamped her mouth shit, her lip
quivering, tears in her eyes.

Aw, crap.

"Um, sorry," Penelope said, standing up. "It's all my fault."

"Forget it, Penelope. It doesn't matter now."

"But..."

"This is the Penelope Mama Erina mentioned?" Lisa Lisa
said, glaring at us. "I suppose I should introduce myself. I'm..."

"Lisa Lisa, right? Jorge and Erina told me about you."

"Don't you call me Lisa Lisa. My name is Elizabeth Straits,
Sefiorita."

I cringed. Fireworks were flying between them. Penelope
looked ready to make a locked room around Lisa Lisa, and summon
that clown. I had do something, so I forced myself to speak. "What
brings you here, Lisa Lisa? You coming home with us? Mum will
be glad to see you. Or did you already talk to her? Did you go see
her first? I suppose you wouldn't know to come here otherwise. We
kept your room the way you left it so..."

"Finding you here was a coincidence, Jorge," Lisa Lisa
interrupted. "I had a question for the doctor here, and saw you'd
been hurt...I was a little surprised, that's all." Her tone had softened,
to my relief.

"A question for me?" The doctor said.

"Have you had patients coming here claiming to have seen a
man with wings? Or a man like a moth?"

So much for my relief.

I had just heard that exact story.



Listen, please! I saw this creepy guy, with wings...

Edvard's words.

Penelope looked as stunned as I was.

"Yeah," the doctor said. "We've had a lot of patients
wondering if they were having a nervous breakdown."

Lisa Lisa nodded, as if she'd expected that answer. "I
checked with the police as well. They have quite a collection of
reports of this man, and the citizens have formed a watch to search
for him."

Eh? Really? I had no idea. I barely ever left the house, so I
was out of touch with the goings on around town.

"At first I thought it was a trick of the light, or an illusion,"
the doctor said, "But more and more people came, so I was forced
to conclude it's some sort of mass hysteria. A delusion everyone
believed." He paused, and sighed deeply. "But truth is, he came to
me last night. This man with black wings. He really exists. That
was no delusion. I...don't know if he's of this world or not, but he is
real."

n 'H

The delusion even reached the doctor? Should he still be
examining people? I looked at Lisa Lisa, concerned.

"Do you remember what happened five years ago, Jorge?
When Straits and the others came, and told everyone not to leave
their houses?"

Of course I remembered. A chill ran down my spine. "Is that
happening again?"

"Yes. This time we will be thorough."

I was scared now.

"He spoke to me," the doctor said, his eyes as glazed over as
Edvard's had been. "'Close your eyes, lie down, and think about
tomorrow,' he said." The exact same line, word for word. Even
scarier.

"Don't do as he says, Doctor," Lisa Lisa said. "Lock yourself
in your house tonight, and if anything frightens you, retreat even



farther inside."

The way she put it was the scariest.

"What happened five years ago?" Penelope asked me. "I
remember locking myself in, but..." I couldn't begin to answer.

The three of us walked home in silence to find Straits and
Mum sipping tea in the parlor. The mood was hardly pleasant. In
fact, it was so tense I wanted to cry. There was no escape anywhere.
Everything on the island was terrifying.

After greeting them, Lisa Lisa said, "Mama Erina, I think
it's time Jorge knew the truth about what happened to his father."

Mum put her teacup on the table. "Yes, I suppose you're
ready to hear the story, even if it is a frightening one."

Nononononononono I definitely wasn't but I couldn't say
that or even shake my head I was already too scared to move.

"Should I wait in my room?" Penelope asked.

Mum shook her head. "You should stay, too. This story
concerns not just the Joestar family, but all mankind."

And then she told the story.

I had known the name Dio — god in both Italian (Dio) and
Spanish (Dios) — as the name of an uncle of no blood relation. My
father had uncovered a plot of Dio's to slowly poison my
grandfather, George, and when the police came to arrest him, he'd
resisted, and the Joestar mansion had burned to the ground. That
much was as I'd heard it, but the ending was different. Dio did not
die. Mum's story began with that correction.

Dio Brando — he'd kept the name, even after being adopted
by the Joestars — had stabbed my grandfather right in front of
Jonathan and the police, then put on a stone mask that had been
found in an Aztec ruin in Mexico. He'd wiped blood across the
surface of it and long needles had shot out and stabbed him in the



head. What should have killed him instead turned him into a
vampire. He destroyed the police with ferocious strength, and
fought with my father. In the end, both survived the fire with
substantial injuries. My father met a man named Will A Zeppeli
who taught him a secret method of breathing based on ripples,
called Hamon breathing. Armed with this technique, my father
fought Dio again in a small English town called Wind Knight's Lot.
Dio could rob a body of all heat in an instant, and my father seemed
close to losing, but managed to turn the tables and emerge
victorious. But he failed to confirm the kill (according to Lisa Lisa's
evaluation) and let the vampire fall into the valley. While Dio's
body had been destroyed by my father's Hamon, he managed to cut
off his own head before the Hamon reached it, and survived.

He lay low for two months, without a body, surviving with
the help of his zombies. Then he snuck aboard the ship my parents
were taking their honeymoon on, and fought my father a third time.
As my mother reached the engine room they were fighting in, some
sort of bodily fluid light beam shot out of Dio's eyes, and pierced
my father's hands and throat. On the brink of death, my father used
his last breath to send Hamon rippling through a zombie that
attacked, manipulating the zombie into destroying the ship and the
zombies on it. My mother wanted to die with him, but he convinced
her to take baby Lisa Lisa, found crying near her mother's corpse,
and climb into the special box Dio had constructed. Two days later
she was found floating in the box by some fisherman from the
Canary Islands...

When this long, insane story ended, Straits said, "Ever since
Dio opened the long lost door to the land of the dead, complex
echoes of fate and causality have led to dark powers rearing their
heads in many lands, and we have been unable to stop the fallout
from these completely. On this islands it seems another zombie or
vampire has appeared. Even though we thought we killed them all



five years ago."

I remembered the sunlight turning Mr. Hernandez to dust,
and the...the Hamon? Lisa Lisa had used to destroy Alejandro
Torres, and couldn't stop shaking. "This is an island," Lisa Lisa
said. "Vampires and zombies can't come here by land. There are
larger islands, more populated islands, but this is the second
incident on La Palma. We're starting to wonder if there's a stone
mask on this land."

Lisa Lisa looked right at Mum. "Mama Erina, we have a
question for you. We've spoken to the fisherman that rescued the
two of us. They said they found us 100 km south east of La Palma,
floating in a big black box that looked like a coffin."

Ehhhh? A coffin? Antonio Torres had called me the white
raft, but it was actually a black coffin?

Lisa Lisa glanced at me quickly, then continued. "It was big
enough to fit a full grown man. There were cushions on the inside,
and it was designed to shield the occupant from external blows. It
sounds a little excessive for a coffin, but that's what the fisherman
all called it. Was it a coffin, Mama Erina?"

I looked at Mum, and she seemed to be gritting her teeth
against some pain. She stared grimly back at Lisa Lisa, but didn't
answer.

"The fisherman also said that when you stepped out of your
coffin raft, you had a baby, me, and something else, in a bundle
made from fabric torn off the hem of your dress. They said you
clutched it closely to you...and that it was about the size of a human
head."

...the size of a head? Then Lisa Lisa thought it was a head?

"You didn't bring Dio Brando's head to the Canary Islands,
did you, Mama Erina?" Lisa Lisa asked. "You wouldn't have left
Jorge's father's body on the sinking ship, and brought a vampire's
head with you, shielding it from the sunlight? Right?"



There was a harsh gleam in her eye. This was what she'd
meant by thorough. They were not even planning on showing
mercy to family. But that question crossed the line.

"Mum would never leave Dad behind! Lisa Lisa, you're
being ridiculous!" I said.

But Lisa Lisa never took her eyes off Mum.

Why wasn't Mum saying anything? She could silence Lisa
Lisa with a word! My desire to defend her was slowly giving way
to anxiety.

At last she broke her silence.

"That...was not Dio Brando's head."

Thank goodness! Of course it wouldn't be, stupid Lisa Lisa.
I was about to yell at her when Mum spoke again.

"That was the head of my husband, Jonathan Joestar."

For the first time in my life I was scared of my Mum.



Chapter 4
Morioh

FEHT



To get from Nishiakatsuki to Morioh in the middle of the
day took a good six hours, even using planes, trains, and buses in
the most efficient combination available. By car, it was about 650
kilometers, which would take roughly the same amount of time. |
was told of Tsukumojuku's death at 6:30 AM, so Tsukumojuku must
have headed there shortly after | left him at the hospital. Either
he'd been pretending not to be interested or he'd found some
reason to care after | left. That, or someone else had taken him to
Morioh to kill him, or after killing him. Although the corpse of a
sixteen-year-old boy wasn't exactly easy to transport.

How he got there wasn't the only problem. The body of a
sixteen-year-old male wasn't small, and Tsukumojuku's body had
remained largely intact.

His throat had been slit so deep that only a single layer of
skin kept his head attached. He was found naked, wrapped only in
a red, diamond-shaped cloth. There was a broadaxe slung over his
shoulder, and he was found mounted on a bear. Obviously, the
scene was arranged to look like something out of the folk tale
Kintaro. Ever since | left Fukui the lyrics to the Kintaro children's
song had been on an endless loop in my head. This was completely
inappropriate, of course. The killer didn't arrange the scene like
this as a joke. | think.

| got off the train at Morioh Station shortly after 1 PM, and
looked over the map of the town posted just outside the station
gates. Deja vu. Had | been here before?

| was sure | hadn't. Touhoku had the famous Namahage
Detective, and he pretty much handled all the cases that required
someone like him, so I'd never been called up here. In elementary
school we went to Nara and Kyoto, and in Junior High we went to
Tokyo, so this was my first trip up north.



There were no tall buildings anywhere around the station,
but there was a lot of foot traffic, and rows of nicely turned out
shops and cafes. It was both peaceful and lively. The city had been
well-planned; there were no telephone poles in sight, and plenty
of rooms for pedestrians and cars. There was a car stumping for
the upcoming election in the roundabout by the station, but they
kept the speaker volume to a respectable level. "Kumotaku,
Morioh's son. Kumotaku, star of the north. Kumoi Takumi asks for
your vote." | was hungry, so | stopped a restaurant near the station
and had the Miso Tongue Meal — a local delicacy, apparently. It was
good. Beef Tongue is both thicker and softer than I'd imagined,
Tsukumojuku. May you rest in peace. When | finished eating, | took
stock of my emotional state. I'd only known Tsukumojuku a few
hours, since I'd witnessed his entrance into our world, and was
basically the only person alive he knew. There'd been nobody else
to report his death to, and | was basically here to bury him. In light
of this | decided not to try the sweet sesame dumplings the stall
near station was hell bent on convincing tourists to buy. | hailed a
taxi, and headed for the Arrow Cross House, where my strange
visitor's body had been found. Morioh was in a gentle valley, and
once we left the shopping area, we passed through a residential
area and soon found ourselves in farmland. The road led through
fields towards the sea. As we neared the water, round hills grew
more common, and this topography continued into the water;
there were a great number of tiny islands dotting the shallow sea.
For a moment they looked like a group of umibozu peeking out of
the water; it was quite striking. And tourism friendly, as the tour
boats sailing in and out of the harbor demonstrated. There were a
number of souvenir shops, inns, and restaurants lining the docks.

The Arrow Cross House stood on top of a round hill — the
biggest hill around, and the closest to the water -- with a fantastic
view of the sea and the harbor. White walls and a flat roof framed



against the blue sky, making it look like a dainty little museum. As
my taxi reached the top of the hill, | saw the building's owner
standing outside. He was a manga artist named Kishibe Rohan.

He was supposedly in his thirties, but to my surprise, he
looked barely out of his teens. | don't read a lot of manga, and had
never read anything by him, but | knew the name. The Pink Dark
Boy series had been running for twenty years, and had recently
started part eight. | got out of the taxi, said hello, and apologized
for not being familiar with his work.

"Then let me show you my art," he said, and his finger went
fwipfwipfwip through the air in front of my eyes, sketching a
mysterious boy in a broad-brimmed hat. Not only was | able to
make out what he was drawing in the air, | was apparently so
impressed with the quality of his art it felt like I'd been struck by
lightning fttzzz and froze to the spot, unable to move. | think | even
passed out for a moment.

| don't know if this surprised him or disappointed him, but
he gave me a dubious frown, and then said, "I'll show you around
the Arrow Cross. | purchased it quite recently, and I've only lived
here six months. Of all the rotten luck! Here | was, happy to have
acquired a bizarre building, and it gets used for a murder. What a
cliché! I suppose I'll have to turn it into something worthwhile, but
| can't just write the details of a real case into my manga. Or should
| be more concerned about finding a place to stay? Until the case is
solved?"

He spoke very quickly, and frequently changed subjects;
clearly conversing with him was going to be a workout.

"I doubt it; it's a big enough house you won't necessarily
need to use the room where the body was found, and there seem
to be plenty of entrances."

"I see! Good. | suppose both Agatha Christie and Ellery
Queen both show everyone living normally in the house after a



murder. Even though staying together just leads to more murders. |
always assumed that was forced by the needs of the plot, and
would never happen in real live, but | suppose we all believe that
one murder is enough to end things, and nothing bad will ever
happen to us. And it is such a pain to find a new place to live. Even
now someone's been murdered, | find myself quite grateful | can
keep living here."

In my line of work, I've known plenty of people who
thought like this, and then got murdered. | decided not to mention
it. Our feet scrunching on the gravel, we did a circuit of the
building. There were no bushes or flower beds, but with this view,
they hardly seemed necessary. "This is a spectacular view, Kishibe-
san. With a view like this at home, | can see why you wouldn't
want to switch to some dumpy hotel."

Below us you could see the white sands of Morioh Pearl
Beach, and countless tiny islands out in Morioh Harbor.

Kishibe glared at me, muttering, "Kishibe-san?" several
times. Crap, did | get get his name wrong? It was Kishibe Rohan,
right? "Nobody calls me Kishibe-san," he said, at last.

"Pardon me. Kishibe-sensei," | said, hastily.

"Noooo! That's not what | mean!" he exploded. "There's no
need to call me sensei whatsoever! | shudder at the very thought
that someone might think | wanted that! I'm simply not at all used
to being addressed by my family name. My editors, readers, and
even the bank clerks down in town all call me Rohan!"

Whew, manga artists sure were eccentric. | guess? What he
was saying wasn't that out there, but the over-the-top eruption of
emotions certainly made him one to watch out for. "Um, but..."

"No buts allowed!" Kishibe-sensei? san? screamed, and
went fwipfwipfwipfwip with his fingers again, drawing that boy,
and ffftzzz once again | was super impressed. Had | become a huge
fan of his this quickly, or did Rohan's art have some sort of special



power...eh?

"Rohan?"

"You can no longer call me anything but Rohan."

"Rohan...hunh? Ro...guhh...?"

The word refused to come out. | was trying to address him
by his family name, but only his given name would come out. What
was this? This was weird, right? Was something wrong with me?

Rohan turned and grinned at me. "Guhh? Please. It is but a
small change. Pray, don't worry about it. You're here to solve this
murder! Do your job. | have my own job to do, and until the Arrow
Cross Case is solved, | will be forever preoccupied with police
interviews and people investigating the scene. Like I'm made of
time!"

Change? What did he mean? Don't worry about it? So he
did do something to me? What?

He'd just draw a sketch in the air and made me go fffftzzz.
But...not just that. He'd done something else, something that
changed me. What did that mean?

This was very strange. Something bizarre was happening,
something | didn't yet understand. I'd have to be on my guard
around Rohan.

Like the name Arrow Cross House implies, the building was
shaped like a cross, with each point shaped like an arrow. There
was no dedicated front door; each of the arrows had two doors,
and any of the eight could be used to get inside.



The
ARROW - CROSS

House

SR +* Sun Room (#>JL—L4)
BR -+ Bath Room (E&)
W.C -+ Water Closet (kL)
WR --- Wash Room (¥E&EFR)
K - Kitchen (¥vFv)
DR -+ Dining Room (¥4 =>%)
P - Patio (HE)
S - Study (B%)



"The Arrow Cross is a strange sort of house," Rohan said. "It
appeared five years ago, without any of the neighbors noticing the
construction. Despite the size of it. For three years before that a
different house stood here — so to build this one they would have
had to knock the old one down, or at the least, remodel it
considerably. But no permits were ever filed. Furthermore, this
house is clearly visible from the harbor, and anyone glancing
upwards would have seen people working on it. Yet somehow the
Arrow Cross was built without anyone noticing. This is quite a
mystery, wouldn't you say? Not only were there no permits for
construction, there is no record of sale for the land. It was officially
owned by the city of Morioh, and construction was done illegally.
They spent some time attempting to locate the owner, but when
they gave up and decided to tear it down | stepped in and offered
to purchase it. My previous residence had just burned down, you
see. This place is perfect. It's quiet here, and the house itself is
fascinating — | love not knowing who built it or why. Now, the
house that stood here before this one was a very simple square
building. But it was also bizarre — it had no windows or doors. No
visible entrance at all. Heh heh heh heh. I'm sure there was an
entrance hidden somewhere; after all, if there was a sunroof or
whatever you'd never know from downbhill. Although that does beg
the question of why they'd wish to obscure such a glorious view. At
any rate, that square house — the neighbors called it the Cube
House — supposedly was moved here from a town called Nishi
Akatsuki, in Fukui. How that rumor got around without anyone
having any idea who owned the house, nobody knows."

"Eh? Nishi Akatsuki? That's where I'm from."

"I know?" Rohan purred.

I know? How did he know? It was the police who had called
me to let me know Tsukumojuku was dead, and when I'd called
Rohan, I'd had no reason to mention my current address. | suppose



he could have heard my name on the news, but | was a minor, and
had already had death threats from several psychos, so the most
specific information available given about me was always 'from
Fukui.' Or did Rohan have connections with the police or those in
power that could get him that kind of information this quickly?

Whatever. | was more concerned with what the fact that
Tsukumojuku had been murdered here, in a house that had been
transported from Nishi Akatsuki, actually meant.

"Did you know there's been more than one detective
murdered in this town?" Rohan suddenly asked.

"More than one? Really?"

"I suppose you wouldn't know. The first one happened in
the middle of the night. The news has only just started talking
about it. You wouldn't have had much chance to watch TV on your
way here, either. Tell me, was that boy...the one killed in my Arrow
Cross...was he a detective, too?"

He had said he was. "Yes. Although he was from far away,
and what cases he handled..." | knew perfectly well. He'd solved
fifteen locked room murders. In 1904, in the Canary Islands, in
another world. But bringing that up here would just confuse
things. "...I'm not sure. But he was definitely a detective."

"I see. So then he is one of the Serial Detective Murders."

"Who...who else was killed?"

"...? Do detectives all know each other? If it might come as
a blow to you, perhaps we should step inside and let you sit down
first?"

"I'll be fine. The only detective I've met is Tsukumojuku."

"Oh, in that case, a man named Hakkyoku Sachiari, and a
girl with a very strange name, Nekoneko Nyan Nyan Nyan."

I'd heard of both. They were both Tokyo detectives. We
stood outside one of Arrow Cross's doors, and Rohan told me how
Hakkyoku had been found across Morioh Harbor, at Boingy Cape,



seated on a giant stuffed sea turtle. Nekoneko had been found in
town, near a strange-shaped stone called Angelo Rock, surrounded
by stuffed dogs, cats, and pheasants. Hakkyoku had died of alcohol
poisoning; a large quantity of sake had been injected into his blood
stream. Nekoneko had suffocated from the massive quantity of
dumplings jammed down her throat.

They'd clearly been made to look like Urashima Taro and
Momotaro.

While Tsukumojuku was Kintaro.

A serial killer killing detectives? That meant | might be
targeted, too.

"Let me show you to the scene. The forensics people have
been and gone. I've looked it over thoroughly myself, but didn't
touch anything." Rohan took me through a door on the east side of
the Arrow Cross. Inside was a large triangular sunroom, with large
bay windows on both exterior sides and the ceiling. The walls and
floor were all painted white. It was very bright. All the furniture
was in exquisite taste, and were it not for the bed in the middle,
you could easily mistake it for a furniture store, or an unusually
elegant manga shop. There were books on the tables, shelves, and
floor, but not the books of photographs or other decorative books
you'd see in furniture stores. They were all manga. "Feel free to
keep your shoes on anywhere in the house. This is the east
sunroom, which | use as a bedroom," Rohan said, leading me out
into a carpeted hallway. It had no windows, so the moment the
door to the sunroom closed it seemed very dark indeed. | had the
silhouette of the bed and cabinets burned into my eyes, and had to
blink furiously the whole length of the hall. Doors to either side led
to the bathroom and toilet. At the end of the hall was a large
square room at the center of the Arrow Cross House. Every house



I'd ever been to used large open rooms like this as a place to
entertain company, but not this one. "This is where | work," Rohan
said, leading me in. It was at least twice the size of the sunroom;
windowless, dark, and gloomy, with nothing in it but a single tiny
desk perched right in the middle. There were pens and ink on the
desk, arranged in neat rows. The walls were bare, with only the
doors leading to the other arrows breaking the monotony. The
only lights came from the chandelier on the ceiling, and the
smaller lamp on the desk. "With such a great view, aren't you
tempted to work in one of the sunrooms?" | asked. "Not at all,"
Rohan snorted. "Much too bright, and my work requires no view."
Okay, then. | could swear he'd grumbled about the Cube House
wasting the view, but whatever. Rohan led me across his study,
down another hall, and into the north sunroom. The scene of the
crime. The light hit my eyes, which felt like they'd been slapped by
the soft hands of a child. It had seemed bright when | entered his
bedroom, but now it actively hurt. Walking through the dark halls
and work room hadn't helped, but there was also nothing in this
sunroom...except for the giant bear. The bear's brown fur and the
blood stains on its back and the floor — Tsukumojuku's blood,
presumably — were almost a relief in the sea of white. | looked over
what was left of the Kintaro display, waiting for my eyes to adjust
to the light.

"I don't use either this room or the southern one. This one
gets too cold in winter and the south one gets too hot in summer. |
only need a bedroom and a work room to begin with. At most, a
guest room for editors to stay in when they come to see the
sights," Rohan said, shielding his eyes from the light. "The murder
itself doesn't bother me, but I'd like to clean the place. The police
won't let me. Have to keep the scene intact, they say."

"The police took your friend's body and the axe with them.



The bear was so big they left it here, but they'll be back for it
eventually. Yesterday and last night they found two other dead
detectives, and then this morning a third, your friend. They're
rather busy. They're forming a special team to deal with things. |
had them leave a copy of the crime scene photographs and the
forensic data, if you'd like to see it?"

He had them leave it? What led to this...arrogant streak? It
didn't seem to be just a personality thing. It was like he'd gotten
used to the world bending to his will. | did want to see the
photographs, though.

Rohan brought a notebook computer, rested it on his arm,
and showed me the screen. | took a closer look. Tsukumojuku's
handsome visage was ashen. He was seated on the bear's back,
and both his body and the axe were wrapped in wire, fixing them
in place. He was leaning slightly to the right, | think; his head was
tilted in that direction, leaving the gaping wound on display to his
left.

| could tell Rohan was studying my reaction to these
images, but it didn't bother me. He didn't mean to be insensitive.
He simply wasn't aware how transparent his expressions and body
language were. We may not have known each other long, but it
was already clear that Rohan was an odd bird, but not a bad one.

"Notice anything, detective?" he asked, with a mocking lilt.
Then again, he always sounded like that, so | didn't take offense.

"From the state of his body, nothing of note."

"Oh? Nothing about the Kintaro thing? The others are
Urashima Taro, and Momotaro, of course."

"True. | don't suppose you have pictures of those crime
scenes, too?"

"I do. Impressive deduction, detective! | suppose." Rohan
quickly opened more images on the screen. "But why would the
killer pose them like this? It's hardly a professional opinion, but it



seems like rather a lot of work. Gathering all the stuffed animals,
decorating them, even matching the method of murder to the
theme."

"If you had the bear already, then the dogs, monkeys, and
pheasants would be easy to get. Even the sea turtle must not be
that hard to find in a port town like this. But getting a stuffed bear
is quick tricky. There are no bears around here — that's why they
had to use a polar bear, and finding the polar bear was likely the
inspiration for the whole stunt."

"...eh? Polar bear? This is a polar bear?" Rohan asked.

"? You didn't notice? Small head, long neck — it's obvious.
Ursus maritimus, the polar bear."

The scientific name was given by John Phipps in 1774.

"Hunh...that should narrow down the owner, then. Even
more than owning a normal stuffed bear."

"Mm? But...this is your bear, isn't it?"

"Heavens, no. There are no polar bears in my manga. If
there was, I...might consider buying one, but more likely I'd just go
to the zoo, or find some place with a stuffed one on display. No
need to own it personally. Do they even sell stuffed polar bears
anywhere?"

"The Washington Convention doesn't specifically forbid the
sale of them; polar bears are listed in Appendix Il. That means it's
up to the country of origin whether to grant permission to export
them. There were plenty available before the convention existed,
so I'd imagine they're obtainable if one desires. But you didn't buy
one, Rohan?"

"Noooo. Decorating with animal corpses is not my style."

"...I see. But getting a stuffed animal this size into your
house would be very difficult. It would take several people."



"I'd have noticed."

"The murder happened late last night or early this morning.
Did you go out at all?"

"Of course not. | was drawing until two AM, then slept until
just before dawn. | usually sleep until sunrise, but | woke a little
early this morning."

"Dawn...it starts getting light around five AM this time of
year."

"Sunrise yesterday was at 5:18 AM. | sleep in a sunroom.
Early rising is inevitable. I've never really needed a great quantity
of sleep. Three hours is plenty."

"Hmm...I've heard manga artists are always busy. By the
same token, | don't suppose you were so exhausted you would
have fallen into such a deep sleep you could have failed to notice a
group of intruders?"

It seemed unlikely, but was worth verifying.

"No, no. It may come as a surprise to you, but I'm quite
high strung. I'm not saying I'd wake at a pin drop, but | can't see
how someone bringing a giant stuffed animal in would escape my
notice."

How could that possibly be a surprise to me? He might as
well have it written on his shirt.

"But if they put it on a cart or something, and moved it
quietly into the house?"

"Quietly depends on how quietly. | like to work in silence,
and there are sound absorption panels everywhere. If they were
moving it from one room to another, it's possible | wouldn't notice.
But from outside, no normal human could ever do it. You walked
around the house with me. Arrow Cross is surrounded by gravel. As
an anti-theft mechanism. No normal human could cross it without
making a sound. Anyone delivering a bear would have made a
tremendous racket. Last night | certainly may have been more



exhausted than usual. After all, | somehow managed to pick the
wrong bedroom. The difference in the morning sky was what woke
me early."

"The wrong bedroom?"

"Yes. My bedroom is the east sunroom, the room we came
in by. But this morning | was sleeping in the west sunroom."

"? How could that happen? You work in the center room,
and your desk is right in the center of it, right?"

"Yes."

"Your desk faces north, so south is behind you, and east
and west are to the right and left. Simple. You've been living here
for six months, it hardly seems likely you walked the wrong
direction."

"But apparently | did. | like to keep things orderly, you see. |
cannot bear things that aren't symmetrical. That's part of the
reason | purchased the Arrow Cross. The east and west sunrooms
have exactly the same furniture, arranged in exactly the same way.
Beautiful symmetry is always a product of human ingenuity.
Symmetry is the basis of man-made beauty."

Hmph. "We're talking point symmetry rather than line
symmetry, then?"

"Mm? No, line symmetry. The rooms are mirror images of
each other."

"Then something even stranger is happening here. The
placement of furniture in the two rooms is reversed; you'd notice
the moment you opened the door. Yet you fell asleep without
noticing?"

"...er,um...hmm."

"Did you get in bed without turning on the light?"

"No, | turned it on, got in bed, and pressed the switch near
my pillow."

"Do you drink much?"



"I ingest nothing after nine PM. And | may have a drink on
occasion, but never to excess."

"I guess these mistakes just happen. After all, I'm not the
only one who made this mistake last night."

"Someone else did? Who?"

"My guest. I'm letting her stay here for the time being."

"....s0 there was someone else here last night with you?
Mind telling me more?"

"I'll introduce you, of course. But please don't mention her
to anyone else. She's still in high school. If word got around she
was staying at the home of an older bachelor, well...that would be
a shame, wouldn't it? She has her reasons."

"Like?"

"She remembers nothing but her name. Amnesia. So severe
even | can't read her past. So | have her help look after the place
while she tries to uncover her past, and waits for her memories to
return."

"Heh...you didn't know her before?"

"Not in the least. She's maybe a little older than you.
Showed up shortly after | moved here. | never imagined myself
capable of living with anyone, but | couldn't just throw her out on
the streets, and she seemed like a nice girl. We're getting along
well."

"What's her name?"

"Sugimoto Reimi."

"So she made the same mistake as you, and got the wrong
bedroom?"

This seemed like a fun way to live. Rohan seemed quietly
happy about it, too.

"Yes. She was in my bed, and | was in the bed I'm loaning to
her. So awkward. She made the mistake first, but that's no excuse



for jumping into hers. At least | wasn't snoring next to her. At any
rate, the light woke me up; it was on the wrong side of the sky, and
hit my eyes the wrong way. | jumped up, went to my room,
knocked on the door. She woke up, | explained the situation
through the door, and then moved away so she could get back to
her own room. Since she had to cross the work room to get there, |
went into the north sunroom. That's when | found Tsukumojuku's
body."

"Hmm..." From romantic comedy hijinks to grisly murder.

"I suppose the simplistic layout and lack of furniture make
such accidents possible," Rohan continued. "l wasn't drunk, and
I'm such a light sleeper the difference in the morning light was
enough to wake me. So | don't see how it's possible | could have
slept through someone carrying a stuffed polar bear into the
house."

"There's no need to think about that any more," | said.

"Hunh?" Rohan blinked at me. This room mix-up was
bothering me. Why would that happen? To both at once?

This meant something. But | didn't know what, yet.

"So why is there a polar bear here?" Rohan asked.

This, | knew. "The stuffed polar bear was not brought into
the house at the same time as Tsukumojuku's body. It was already
in the house, probably in this very room."

"What? Here? This gigantic stuffed animal?" Rohan waved
at it. It was two and a half meters long. If it had been standing it
would easily have topped three. "Since when?"

"Have you gone on any trips since you moved into the
house?"

"No. Not because my work schedule keeps me here. |
simply had no place | needed to research."

| didn't care. "So you were working at home every day,
which means it would be quite difficult to guess when you'd go



out. Odds are this polar bear has been here since before you
moved in."

"Hmm? Since | bought the place?"

"Yes."

"Then how do explain me living here without ever seeing
it? Do you take me for a blind man?"

"Rohan, it's almost evening. Before the sun goes down, let's
try an experiment."

"Yes! Let's!"

"But first, let me ask...do you want this stuffed animal?"

"Not at all!"

"I asked because you are technically the owner. Now, where
is your washroom?"

"What? Why?"

"I need to borrow your hair clippers."

The top of Rohan's head was nicely styled, but he wore a
strange jagged headband, and the hair beneath that was neatly
trimmed.

This did not seem like a hairstyle you would ask for at a hair
salon, so | was sure he maintained it himself. | was right; he took
me to a washroom and handed over a pair of clippers. | also
borrowed a broom, dustpan, and a towel.

"I'll have you know I'm not a fan of loaning such things to
other people! Like | said, I'm very high strung!"

"I'm not using them personally," | said. We went back to the
sunroom, and | began cutting the polar bear's hair, removing the
bits covered in brown paint. Vvvvvvvvvvrrrrrrrrrrrrerrrererer,

"Aaaaaaugh! Now | can never use those clippers again! |
hope you'll be paying for those? Augh! Augh! I'll send you a bill!
Seriously! Aaaaaugh!"

| brushed Rohan aside. "Please, you're being distracting.
Why don't you go call Sugimoto? I'd like to meet her, hear her side



of things. Wait in your work room till | call you."

"Tch...you're not going to be rude to her, are you? | won't
stand for it!" he muttered, and left. | concentrating on shaving the
bear. Eventually it looked like a polar bear again. Good.

| swept the hair into the dustpan, but there wasn't even a
trashcan in the room, so | just had to leave it in the corner. | wiped
the floor with a towel. | went to wash the towel off, and on my way
to the washroom, | found Rohan peeping in the door from the
work room.

"Just a few more minutes."

"Ahhh, you even wiped up the blood? Don't look at me
when they yell at you for destroying the scene!"

"Yes, yes, don't worry about that."

With the blood gone, the sunroom floor was bright white
again. Good. | put the towel down by the dustpan, and left the
sunroom to get Rohan. He was alone in the dark work room. Was
Sugimoto out? No matter. "The experiment is ready. Come on in."

Rohan was seated on the corner of his desk, and he jumped
up and trotted over. "So? We're experimenting with my supposed
blindness?"

"Yes."

"......I Did you hide the polar bear somewhere?"

"No. I'm just checking to see how blind you are."

"What do..." he started, but as the door swung open, his
words trailed off. "......... hunh? ............ ? The bear...? It's here?"

| thought so.

He couldn't see it. The bear had its back to Rohan.

| explained.
"Polar bears have evolved to enable them to hunt in snow.
Their hairs are hollow. The hollow serves to scatter the bright



northern light, making their entire bodies glow white, and
preventing their prey from seeing them approach. Their bodies
cast no shadow. This also allows the light to reach their bodies
directly, and warm them. Rohan, right now you are a seal in a
snowfield being stalked by this bear. In this white room, with
sunlight streaming through these massive windows, and the white
gravel and white sand beach outside the room, the polar bear's
hairs scatter the light just enough to trick your eyes as you enter
from that dark work room."

"Nyanyanyanonono!"

Rohan reacted to my deduction injection with such a
bizarre noise that | burst out laughing. Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!

This was no time for laughter. This wasn't a trick the killer
had intentionally prepared. "You were so busy working since you
moved in that you put nothing in this north sunroom, and almost
never came in here, and even if you did were blinded by the
sunlight and never saw the bear. But it was always here. And it's in
a glass room, so at other times of day or other angles...anyone
doing anything but peeking through the door after working in a
dark room would have seen the polar bear. The girl you live with
never imagined you hadn't seen it, and never thought to bring it
up in conversation, but she knew it was there. Tsukumojuku's killer
saw it too. That's why it occurred to him to use it in his Kintaro
display. You see, that was the start, Rohan. That's what gave him
the idea."

"But this is the third murder?"

"He simply chose to use it later in his spree. But because he
had the bear, he knew he could pull off Kintaro; because he could
do Kintaro he decided to do Urashima Taro and Momotaro. Based
on the difficulty of each display, that must be how he arrived at the
plan."



"Now, Rohan. Kintaro, Urashima Taro, and Momotaro. The
three famous Taros. All famous folk tales. Will there be more
murders? There are plenty of other folk tales, so why pick three
with characters named Taro?"

"I have no idea."

"There must be a meaning. But the three famous ones are
already used. Do you know any other folk tales with Taros?"

"Gegege?"

"But that's not a folk tale, and the anime song isn't a
children's song."

"Then Obake Q is out of the running as well."

"Indeed."

"I can't think of anything else."

"Neither can |. Perhaps there are local legends about
somethingsomething Taros here and there across Japan, and songs
about them, but this type of display holds no meaning if the
people viewing the display don't get it. Occasionally you'll get a
killer doing it for the art or something, but in that case, these three
are too simplistic. If there were a fourth murder, the display would
have to be based on a legend so much less famous it wouldn't fit. |
think we can probably assume that this serial detective killing has
ended at three."

"If I was the killer, | would reveal an original Taro for the
fourth murder," Rohan said. Mere distractions. | ignored him, and
reviewed my theory. Three cases. Three points. That made a
triangle. "Rohan, can you show me the exact locations of the other
cases?"

| took out the map I'd procured at the station, and Rohan
confidently pointed them out. | wasn't sure how Rohan had come
by this information, but he had it. Rohan...had some power | did
not yet understand. But | could deal with that later. | marked the
locations where Hakkyoku Sachiari, Nekoneko Nyan Nyan Nyan,



and Tsukumojuku were found, and drew a triangle. Then | took out
the hand drawn map of the world Tsukumojuku had made. The
world filled with oceans, pieces of Panlandia scattered across it. |
compared it with the Bermuda Triangle he'd described. | was right.
The triangle of dead detectives matched the shape of the Bermuda
Triangle exactly.
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Tsukumojuku traveled through time via this triangle. What
could that symbol mean here?

"..what is that strange map?" Rohan asked. "It's a map of
the world, isn't it? | see Japan. In the strangest place. The whole
world's been scrambled."

"This is a map Tsukumojuku drew for me before he died."

"It looked like you were comparing the triangle drawn on
that map with the triangle formed by these three murders. Do you
think there's some connection to that fictional map?"

"Not everything has meaning. Moments of synchronicity
seem so bizarre our minds naturally attempt to extract meaning
from them — meaning that isn't there."

| looked up, and met Rohan's eye.

"I disagree. There's a important, inflexible law that defines
the world."

e eeeeenns ?"

"Hmph. That's only true in mystery novels."

"But I'm a detective. The moment | get involved, the rules
of the world shift to my genre."

"...such confidence. Or possibly madness. So this is a
mystery novel, then? Hmm. Then let me say this — if I'm involved as
well, if this is happening here in Morioh — then no one set of rules
can define anything. The very laws of physics are distorted beyond
recognition here."

e ?" In Morioh? What did that mean? Rohan was
clearly hinting at the mysterious power he seemed to have, but
was there something specific to Morioh that caused it? Or were
there other people with powers like his here? "Rohan...you have
a...a power of some kind, right?"

"Mr. Joestar, you realize that Arrow Cross and the room in



which Tsukumojuku was found technically form a locked room?"
Rohan asked, ignoring my question.

"Eh? What's that got..." What point was there to the room
being locked? The state of Tsukumojuku's body made it perfectly
clear he'd been murdered, the body was carefully posed, and it
was the third case. In no way would it be mistaken for suicide.

"Being a locked room means nothing, here." Rohan said. So
he hadn't ignored my question.

"...because the laws of physics don't apply?"

"Exactly. There are a fair number of people in this town
who could kill Tsukumojuku from a distance, and create the locked
room."

"Yes. | could have Tsukumojuku himself lock the room, paint
the bear white, strip, wrap that triangle around himself, climb on a
bear, and cut his own head off with an axe. Of course, | would do
no such thing."

"You can make people do things? Like hypnotism?"

"Very similar. But much less ceremony, and much harder to
resist."

...... SO..........." | hesitated, then decided to say it. "This is a
super power? It this a town of people with super powers?"

"We call these powers Stands. The main difference from
typical comic book super powers is that each Stand has a visible
form. It may look like a person, an animal, an insect, a boat or a
car, a fishing rod or a key. But because these images appear to
stand beside their users, we call them Stands. And Stand Masters
find themselves drawn to one another, like a magnetic attraction.
Morioh is just one such pole."

| shuddered, at a loss for words.

Super powers?

| had to solve a case in a world where they existed? It was



too late to back out now. | was already part of this. Everything I'd
known went flying out the window when Tsukumojuku appeared.

Everything had meaning. Nothing is out of place. |
repeated my own proclamation like a mantra. | had to make my
deductions with this new information in mind, and if | was truly a
detective, | would be able to pull that off.

"Speaking of strange laws of physics," Rohan said. | knew |
didn't want to hear this, but that | had to. | needed to know
everything.

"What?"

"This morning, when | woke up in the west sunroom after
accidentally sleeping there, | looked at the north sunroom."

"Those big windows are perfectly parallel, and the doors at
the back of the arrows are also made of glass, so | had a good view
of the inside of the north sunroom. The polar bear is quite tall, and
if Tsukumojuku's body had been on its back, | would certainly have
seen it."

"..uh."

"I couldn't see it at all, Mr. Joestar," Rohan seemed to pity
me. "When | woke up, the polar bear and Tsukumojuku's body
were not in the sunroom. The sun had not yet risen, and the sky
behind the north sunroom was a dull orange. The polar bear's hairs
would not have had enough light to reflect to make it invisible. I'm
certain of it. There was no Kintaro display in that sunroom when |
woke. I'm afraid your theory that the polar bear was always in that
room doesn't hold water."

n lll

"After my coincidental glance at the north sunroom, | got
out of bed, crossed to the east sunroom, spoke a word or two to
Sugimoto, went to the north sunroom, and found the Kintaro



display. In other words, during the couple of minutes...no, one
minute that | was inside, the killer would have had to murder
Tsukumojuku, move the bear in, arrange the display, and escape
from the locked room. All without being seen by me on my way to
the sunroom, and without stepping on any of the gravel that
surrounds the house. | think it's clear this was not the doing of any
normal human, no matter how crafty."

"...it certainly seems that way."

"I don't mean to frighten you, but three other detectives
have already been murdered. You should consider your own safety.
You appear to be a skilled detective, but | doubt there's anything
someone without a Stand could do here."

Was that true?

"If everything has meaning, then my coming here means
something, Rohan," | said. "l have a role to play here — that much is
certain. Rohan, could you tell me more about these Stands?"

"People like us never share the details of our powers with
others."

"But for some reason | find myself drawn to you. Don't
misunderstand me! I'm speaking of the magnetism | mentioned
earlier. For some reason | find myself convinced our meeting isn't a
coincidence."

"Naturally," | said. "I was more or less summoned here.
Invited...by means of a threat. Rohan, do you know...um...hunh?"

What? | couldn't finish the sentence. | had known the name
a moment ago, but now it wouldn't come out. | had wanted to ask
if he knew the name.

"Mm? What?"

"Sorry. | was going to ask if you knew a name, but suddenly
| can't remember it." | was a detective. This never happened. It
could never happen. Had | simply forgotten? No, that couldn't be.



My memory never failed me. Rohan was staring at me in silence.
"Did you do something to me?"

He nodded. "Yes. If you say that name aloud, you'll die."
kill him. Was Rohan making that same threat?"

What had Rohan done to me? Stolen my memories? No.
Rohan had also forced me to call him Rohan. His power was similar
to hypnotism...so he was controlling me. Making me forget that
name. What kind of power would make that possible?

"Then you do know that name, Rohan?"

"I know the name. Not his face."

"Can you tell me?"

"No. Speaking his name means death. You explode."

"Hunh?" Explode? "What do you mean?"

"Your body is blown away. Fire and shockwaves. Everything
turns to ash, down to your hair and fingernails, until there's no
trace of you left."
kind of bomb could demolish the body that thoroughly?

"...your entire body is the bomb."

"? ...what do you —" ...mean? Before | could finish, the
doorbell rang.

It made a noise like a phony violin, and took me several
second to work out it was a doorbell at all.

"Oh, they're back," Rohan said. His eyes went dead. What
was wrong with him? | wondered. "Sorry," he said. "But could you
get them to leave? | know them well enough, but lately they've
been ignoring me. Very vexing."

Ignoring him? "Um...you should really handle that yourself."
| wasn't here to mediate childish squabbles.

"Come on, you're a detective!l Running off people who
interfere with the investigation is part of your job description.



They'll definitely get in the way, | promise."

"How do you know them?" | asked, looking. Three boys, in
school uniforms. They looked to be about my age. They were
walking around the house, moving towards us. Two of them looked
like thugs. | could see why he'd want to avoid them. "They're kids.
You sure they aren't your fans?"

"They aren't fans! Just a pain in my ass! Every time they
show up they bring trouble with them! I'm going back to my
workroom. You get rid of them."

Rohan turned, and basically fled the north sunroom. But as
he opened the door, he paused, and said, "You too, Sugimoto."

| turned to look, but only Rohan went through that door.

My head was swimming. Stands. A murder display and a
locked room made in one minute. A name hidden from my
memory. Rohan's odd behavior. Speaking his name means death.
You explode. This strange building, and the strange events inside.
The Arrow Cross House and the Cube House. There was even a girl
with amnesia, Sugimoto Reimi. Rohan was a little weird about her.
You too, Sugimoto. He'd been speaking to empty air. As if there
was a girl standing there...? | opened the door, and stepped
outside. | had to get the facts.

When the three boys saw me coming out of the Arrow
Cross, they moved into an attack pattern, placing themselves on all
three sides. The two thugs had the same face, and were probably
twins; one went to my right, and the other to the left. The boy in
front of me looked like a nice kid; he didn't look like the sort who'd
be friends with the other two. He waved, smiling.

"Hello!"

| bowed. "Good afternoon."

"There was a murder here today, but we saw you in the



window, and came to check it out," he said. He was smiling, but
also watching me carefully.

"Let me introduce myself," | said. "My name is Jorge Joestar.
| may be only sixteen, but I'm a detective."

"Sixteen? So are we. A detective? But you shouldn't be in a
place like this alone. After all, the one murdered here was a
detective, too."

"Yes, | knew him."

"Oh! | see. My condolences. So you came to investigate?"

"Exactly. You are...?"

"...friends of the owner, Rohan-sensei!"

And he told me to run you off. "I see. Well, sorry if |
spooked ya, but Rohan gave me permission to be here, so..."

"Rohan did whaaaat!?" the thug on my right snarled. "Don't
you fuckin' lie to me!" Interestingly, he made no attempt to get in
my face, the way most thugs would. He had his hands in his
pockets, and was standing a good three meters away. His body
language made it clear he was ready to pounce, and | was suitably
intimidated.

His twin kept the same distance, and was watching me
quietly. This was clearly their natural fighting distance. Out of my
reach. But they could reach me.

They had powers. Stands. That had forms of their own.

"So..." | said. "You've got your Stands out, then?"

The boy on my right snapped. "You can fuckin' see them!?"
he roared. Something grabbed me by the throat. He didn't move at
all. Something else had its hand around my neck, and was lifting
me into the air. An invisible hand. | could feel the palm, and five
fingers. It was shaped like a human, but it wasn't human. Rohan
had said some Stands were humanoid, and this was clearly one. |
tried to grab the hand, but my fingers passed right through it,
catching only empty air. When he saw that, the thug looked



surprised. "You can't...? What? You aren't a Stand Master? What
the hell are you doing here? What do you know about Rohan?"

His Stand slammed me up against the Arrow Cross window.

M what?" | managed.

"Where is Rohan? Don't you even think about lying!"

Where...?

"He's here!" | said, betraying Rohan's trust immediately. |
didn't have much choice; my vision was quickly blurring, and | was
about to pass out.

"Here!? What are you talking about!? No one's seen him for
two weeks! Don't you fuck with me!"

He was missing? Lately they've been ignoring me. But they
called him sensei, and were clearly searching desperately for him.
That's why | was dangling in the air like this. This didn't add up.
How could they perceive the situation so differently?

The other thug turned towards the house, and vyelled,
"Rohan-sensei!" The smiling one was watching me closely, saying
nothing.

The flow of blood cut off, my brain was gasping for oxygen,
but | forced it to think.

"Rohan-sensei!" Thug B yelled, again. "What?" Rohan said.
"Honestly, you're the worst," | heard him mutter. But Thug B asked,
"Reimi, has Rohan come back?" Like Rohan said, were they
ignoring him? "This ain't right," Thug B said. "This murder today,
I'm sure it was him. It's not safe for you to be here alone, Reimi." |
started sliding higher up the glass. "Eh? But he's suspicious, Reimi,"
Thug A said.

Eh? Why did he say "Eh?"

Like he was responding to something Sugimoto Reimi said,
but | hadn't heard her voice, couldn't see her at all.

| tried to turn my head and get a better look.

"See, Mr. Joestar?" Rohan sighed. "They're the worst."



Thug A spoke over him. "None of us know what he looks
like. Heh heh heh." He turned to look at me. "You could be
pretending you're a detective. But you're really Kira Yoshikage —"

Oh! | thought. The invisible hand around my throat
vanished, and | fell to the ground, almost laughing. | remembered!
That was the name! How had | forgotten it?

Wait, what was it again?

The gravel crunched under my knees, and | coughed
violently. Thug B run over to me. "Nooo! Fukashigi! Where are you,
Fukashigi!" That's a weird thing to say, | thought. Then he grabbed
me by the shirt and dragged me to my feet. "So you are a Stand
Master?" he yelled. | had no idea what he meant until | looked
around. Thug A was gone. "What the hell did you do to Fukashigi?
Bring him back right now! Or I'll retire you on the spot! You've got
three seconds! One!"

Apparently Fukashigi was Thug A's name, the one who'd
been strangling me.

And his sudden disappearance had made Thug B jump to
the conclusion that I'd attacked him. He seemed frightened.

"Wait, | have no idea what..." | saw Rohan standing next to
him. "Rohan, you saw it! Say something." Thug B saw me looking
over his shoulder, and turned to look. He spun back quickly, angry.

"What are you talking about? You're mixed up in his
disappearance, aren't you?"

Whaaat? What the hell? "Jesus," Rohan said. "Your brother
vanishes and you're still keeping this...practical joke going? What
an asshole." No. He wasn't ignoring Rohan.

Thug B couldn't see him.

"He's in on it! Kouji, Reimi, get back! Where's Fukashigi?
Tell me right now! Two!" Thug B screamed. The other boy stepped



back, keeping a close eye on me the whole while. | looked around.

They kept talking to Sugimoto Reimi, but there was no sign
of her. But she was here.

| just couldn't see her.

"I will fuck you up!"

| understood now.

"Time's up! Get ready for a beating! That's what I'm best
at!"

When the invisible hand was around my neck, I'd been
pressed up against the Arrow House window, and I'd fallen straight
down. But that window was a good two meters behind me now.

"Alright, little dog, prepare to get put down!" Thug B said,
stepping back away from me. Like Fukashigi (?), he had other ways
to attack, and kept his distance when he fought.

"Wait! | can find Fukashigi."

"Whaaat!?" he yelled. But he held off the attack. | stood up.

"I am the detective, Jorge Joestar. | can solve this case!"

It was a little theatrical, but it bought me a few more
seconds.

The other boy behind Thug B was calm, but equally tensed,
equally on his guard. Rohan looked a little shaken, but mostly just
fascinated by what was going on. None of them seemed to be
acting. I'd seen through the lies of many a killer, and my lie
detection was honed to perfection. None of them were lying. What
they said they saw was the truth. That meant Sugimoto Reimi was
here, even if | couldn't see her.

And if the four of us hadn't done anything, then Sugimoto
Reimi must have spirited Fukashigi away.

But not to harm him; she was Rohan's housemate, and
seemed to be friendly with these boys as well. So she hadn't made
him disappear; she'd hidden him.

Where? How? What had happened?



Fukashigi had vanished. | had hit the ground. The ground I'd
landed on was two meters away from the window I'd been pressed
against. When Fukashigi vanished, he didn't throw me aside. The
hand was just gone, and | dropped straight down. To two meters
away. But my back had been pressed against the glass when he
vanished.

The very laws of physics are distorted beyond recognition
here.

| had to accept this new rule. | hadn't moved.

The window had moved two meters forward, dropped me,
and moved two meters back. In an instant.

The window had moved on its own? That wouldn't be
enough to hide a big guy like Fukashigi. You'd need to move
something bigger to hide him.

But what? | went over to the west sunroom window I'd
been pressed against, bent down, and moved the gravel aside.
There was nothing but dirt underneath. The outer walls looked like
they went underground, but | looked closer, and saw a faint line
running across it.

A gap.

Forget the old physics.

Okay. | stood up, and ran through it again. Why had she
needed to hide Fukashigi? At that exact moment?

What had he done?

He'd said that name. Then vanished just as | remembered
it.

The name | couldn't remember (again) was the key. Of
course it was. Rohan had told me as much.

Speaking his name means death. You explode.

Your entire body is the bomb.

| should take that literally. If you said that name, you'd
explode, and die. But Sugimoto Reimi had prevented that.



She had put him in a vacuum to prevent the explosion.
By placing him under the Arrow Cross House.

This was Sugimoto Reimi's power.

But she was not a Stand Master, not a human. If she was,
I'd have been able to see her, just like the three boys. | couldn't see
her, because she wasn't a Stand Master. Fukashigi had proven |
wasn't.

You can fuckin' see them!?

You can't...? What? You aren't a Stand Master?

Being able to see Stands was proof you had one. And |
couldn't see Sugimoto Reimi. The girl with amnesia...or not.

She was a Stand. A humanoid one. She wasn't human, so
had no memories. Stands didn't simply stand by you, they had
powers. Sugimoto Reimi's power — difficult as it was to believe —
clearly allowed her to move the Arrow Cross. She had moved the
building to hide Fukashigi.

And one other.

| looked at Rohan. He spent most of his time at home, not
meeting anyone, and had not realized the girl he lived with wasn't
human. He was grinning, enjoying this turn of events, but he was
invisible too.

| could see him, but the three boys couldn't. If Stand
Masters couldn't see him, he wasn't a Stand. He was something
else. Not a Stand, but not alive.

But not dead, either. Hidden, just like Fukashigi.

How did being under the Arrow Cross keep Fukashigi and
Rohan alive? Was there oxygen down there? | didn't know, but it
didn't matter. The laws of physics didn't apply. What mattered was



that both were alive. If she'd intended to crush them to death
under the Arrow Cross, she could have just let them explode.

But if both Rohan and Fukashigi were trapped between life
and death, why was Rohan standing in front of me, talking?

Because he was a manga artist, and had deadlines. Too
worried about his schedule to die if you killed him.

"Rohan," | said. Thug B looked for him again, but couldn't
see him. "You can use your stand to control people, or change their
nature?"

He nodded. "I can. That is the power of Heaven's Door."

? Was that the Stand's name?

Whatever. "Okay, then first, can you make it so | can see
Stands?"

Rohan stopped smiling. "Are you sure? There are some
things you're better off not knowing. Not getting involved with."

| nodded. "I'm a detective. | need to know all the facts. If
Stands are a fact of this case, then | have to see them to know
them."

"Ok. Heh heh heh. | admire your gumption. Then | shall
open your doors! Heaven's Door!"

I'm not entirely sure it was strictly necessary to shout his
Stand's name like a fighting move, but he fwipfwipfwip drew his
manga character and | went ftttzzz.

But this time | saw it.

My face peeling away like the pages of a book.

"Aaaaugh!" | yelled. "Heh," Rohan said. "My Stand lets me
turn anyone who sees my character into a book. | can read
everything there is to know about you, and write new orders or
facts into your pages. Ha ha ha!"

Trying to keep the pages of my face from flapping in the
breeze, | glanced over at Thug B. There were strange dolphins
floating in the air next to him. Three of them.



"If you're a book," he said. "Then that means Rohan's alive,
and with us?"

"Yes."

"Who are you staring at?" he growled.

| looked at the boy next to him. He had a propeller on his
head, like something out of Doraemon. "Yeah, it's kind of lame," he
said, bobbing his head. Surprised, | almost laughed, but caught
myself in time.

"What was the missing boy's Stand like?"

"Why should we tell you?" his brother snarled.

"I need all the information to solve this case. I'm trying to
find your brother." The propeller boy filled me in. Fukashigi's Stand
was named NYPD Blue. He was a good cop, but had a foul mouth,
and an abrasive personality. Apparently he was a New Yorker to
the core. Hunh?

Finally | looked at the attractive girl next to Rohan. She
looked a little older than me. | could see her at last. "l apologize for
the delay, Sugimoto Reimi. My name is Jorge Joestar."

She smiled, and said hello, but her voice shook. She was
scared. Of what? Of the others finding out she was a Stand?

She must have seen the hesitation in my face. "Don't
worry," she said. "l don't know if the truth is always the best
course, but misunderstandings and lies will get us nowhere."

She ended with a smile. She was quite beautiful.

The best course? Those words were gospel to me.

Sugimoto reached out and took Rohan's hand, and said,
"Right, Rohan?"

"Eh? What's going on?" He said, turning bright red. | was
suddenly jealous. Of course, | thought. She was worried about this
delicate manga artist.

| took her at her word. "Rohan, next use Heaven's Door on
these boys."



"Boys?" Thug B said. "You're the same age," he grumbled.
"Make so they can see, um...not ghosts, exactly, but,
um...astral projections."

Rohan caught my meaning, and looked stunned, but the
moment Heaven's Door made the change, the two boys could see
him. Amid their cries of jubilation and surprise, | explained my
thinking, had Sugimoto let me under the Arrow Cross House to
check the suspended bodies of Rohan and Fukashigi.

Rohan stared at himself wordlessly, and then looked at
Sugimoto, who he now knew wasn't human after all.

"So what happened to all the food and coffee you had? A
waste of my supplies!" he said, making a show of sulking.

Sugimoto just smiled. "Sorry. But | wanted to eat with you."

"...look, I'm not mad about it, or anything." They were just
flirting!

We moved back inside, and | had them explain the basics of
Stand powers as we did. | had Sugimoto move the building, did an
experiment to prove a theory of mine, and was sure I'd solved
another mystery.

"So this explains how the murder display and locked room
could be created in one minute, Rohan. When you finished
working last night, you went to sleep in your own bedroom, the
east sunroom. Like you always do. There's no way you could get up
from your desk, turn the wrong way, and leave through the wrong
door. Even if you somehow did, with the furniture in the west
sunroom laid out in a mirror image of your own bedroom, you're
much too high strung — if you'll forgive the expression — to have
missed it. You went to sleep in the east sunroom, like you always
do. But when dawn arrived, the house had been turned 180
degrees, and you were on the west side. The light was odd enough



to wake you, and you assumed you must have gone to sleep on the
wrong side. You got up to trade rooms with Sugimoto, but before
you left, you glanced at the empty north sunroom — which was
actually the south sunroom. Since you don't use the south
sunroom, it was naturally empty. Rohan, did you happen to look
south at all? At the actual north sunroom?"

R no, | didn't."

"If you had, I'm sure you would have seen the Kintaro
display already completed. And it was bright enough that, if you
had stopped to look, you would have noticed that everything in
the room was backwards. Because everything was laid out the way
you were used to, you didn't notice in the few seconds you were
there. The only thing out of place was the position of the sun. So,
you left the east sunroom, which was on the west side, crossed the
work room, and woke Sugimoto in the west sunroom, which was
on the east side. When she woke, Sugimoto noticed that the
building had somehow turned, and immediately turned it back.
She did this while you were in the work room, headed for the
hallway to the north sunroom. Without you noticing, the north
sunroom moved from the south side of the building back to the
north, where it was when you found Tsukumojuku's body."

Sugimoto nodded. "That's more or less accurate. | didn't
consciously turn the building back, but when | woke up, the
building did turn 180 degrees, back to the way it normally sits."

"But...that means..." Rohan started, but | didn't let him.

"Yes, this only makes sense if the center of the Arrow Cross
House, the square room you use as a work room, does not turn
with the four arrows. That's what | just verified. As | thought, no
matter how fast the house is spinning, the center room doesn't
move at all."

The laws of physics did not apply.

Conventional logic would never have allowed me to reach



this solution; only once | absorbed the logical contradictions of it
could | reach the truth. "I believe the four arrows and this central
building are not actually linked. They appear to be part of the
same building, but are technically two different pieces."

I had my eyes fixed on Sugimoto, but | could see Rohan's
jaw drop next to her.

"Remember, Rohan, there was originally a building with no
windows or doors on this hill. Later on, without anyone noticing, it
became this building. It wasn't rebuilt; it was remodeled. The
Arrow Cross was built around the Cube House, but the original
building remains — and you work inside of it. Right?"

Sugimoto seemed very impressed by the accuracy of my
deductions. "Wow. You're absolutely right."

"In other words, Sugimoto's Stand power was originally
shaped like Cube House. But five years ago, it changed shape to
Arrow Cross House. This sort of thing happens with Stands
sometimes, doesn't it? Rohan. Sudden changes or evolutions occur
to both the visible Stand and the Stand's abilities, right?"

"Yes. Nothing like that has happened with Heaven's Door,
but it is possible."

Thug B — Nijimura Muryotaisu — was waiting outside. His
weird looking dolphin stand, Grand Blue, was originally only one
dolphin. But now it was three. Things like that happened.

And during the fight with this killer whose name | was
better off not remembering, a similar thing had happened to his
Stand, Killer Queen. When they first encountered him, all he could
do was touch things, turning them into bombs that he could
detonate remotely. Then it could split part of itself off into a bomb
that could track its prey automatically — Sheer Heart Attack. And
now it had a new power, Bites the Dust, which could make people
explode if they so much as spoke his name. Unless they defeated
this killer, or somehow got him to turn off his third power, Rohan



and Nijimura Fukashigi would have to stay under the Arrow Cross,
away from oxygen.

"I do have some questions," | said. "When you were shaped
like Cube House, what power did you have?"

Sugimoto hesitated. "...sorry. | don't remember."

| suppose she wouldn't. Sugimoto Reimi was a Stand with
the power to move the Arrow Cross House. She had replaced
whatever...personality? | guess? The Stand attached to Cube House
had had.

"...I see. Then...it seems you sleep at night like a normal
human, but during that time, what happens to the Arrow Cross? In
other words, does it frequently turn on its own, like it did this
morning?"

"Hmmm...well, I'd be asleep, so | wouldn't remember, but
this is the first time I've ever woken up and found the building
turned."

AU ? Interesting."

There were a few details we had not yet clarified, but | also
had to catch Tsukumojuku's killer, figure out how they made the
locked room, and search for the killer whose name must not be
remembered. | was about to proceed when Nijimura Muryotaisu
came into the room.

"Sugimoto, why are you moving the house?" he asked.

We went outside, and Arrow Cross House was rocking back
and forth. It had been impossible to tell from inside, but it was as if
the building sensed something wrong, and was trashing wildly to
get our attention.

"This isn't me," Sugimoto said.

| looked around.

From looking at the building and the land around us, it was



hard to tell, but once | looked up it fell into place. The clouds in the
sky were matching the movements of the house exactly.

But it wasn't the sky that was moving.

The ground was moving, and the Arrow Cross House was
staying perfectly still. The polar bear was pointed due north at all
times. "It's like a giant compass," | said.

Hirose Kouji flew up into the air on his Doraemon propeller,
Blue Thunder. A chasm had opened along the borders of Morioh,
and it had split off from the main land. It was now an island
floating on the sea, headed north along the coast of the Japan Sea.

We all stood stunned after hearing his report. "While we're
all surprised may not be the best time," Rohan whispered in my
ear. "But what sort of person are you?"

| didn't know what he meant, so | had no answer.

“I've been wondering if | should say anything," Rohan
continued. "But like Sugimoto said..."

I don't know if the truth is always the best course, but
misunderstandings and lies will get us nowhere.

"You're a detective, and seem to have what it takes."

I'm a detective. | need to know all the facts.

"So I'll tell you the truth. When | used Heaven's Door to
read your book, all your adventures as a detective in Nishi Akatsuki
were listed under the heading: Forgery."

Hunh?

"Behind your left ear, | found the Real account. It was very
short. 'Born in 1889 in the Canary Islands off the coast of Spain.



Became a pilot in the English air force, and fought in WWI.
Murdered in 1920 by an air force general.' That's all it said. | have
never met someone with real and fake books, and the real
contents are very strange. England and the Canary Islands don't
exist, and 18897 You were born 123 years ago, and died 92 years
ago. If this is truly your real life, then how old are you?"
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In the one photograph of him Mum had, taken at their
wedding, Dad was handsome; not much taller than me, but three
times as burly, with thick, straight, strong eyebrows, and gentle
eyes. There was a sadness to him, like a frightened dog, trying to
hide his weakness. His mouth was firmly closed, and he didn't seem
like he was particularly talkative. His hair seemed soft and floppy,
and tumbled over his ears and down his neck. Mum was standing
close to him as if she could not love him more, and as if she was
prepared to protect this fragile giant from anything that came his
way. When Mum led us into a basement room I had no idea even
existed, and showed us Jonathan Joestar's head, he looked exactly
like the picture, except his eyes were closed, and there was nothing
below the neck.

When she'd told us she kept the severed head of my father
for fifteen years since his death, I'd imagined a skull, with no flesh
intact. But this head looked like he'd been killed mere moments ago
—no, like he was still alive. The color of his skin was normal, with
a healthy glow; his hair and eyebrows and eyelashes were black,
like they were wet. His lips were pursed — this was an oddly
attractive severed head. Mum kept it in a beautiful glass case that
she clearly cleaned often.

"Jorge, this is your father,” Mum said, but he seemed so
alive I was afraid to say hello in case he opened his eyes and
answered.

"It...it is dead, right?" I asked.

"Don't call him 'it'"!" Mum snapped, the whip crack in her
voice at least twice as strong as I'd ever heard it. She wasn't my
Mum here; she was this head's wife.

"Sorry. But...he really looks like he's still alive," I said.
Mum didn't answer.

Eh? He was dead, right?

"Gracious," Lisa Lisa said, her hands at her mouth. This all
came as a shock to her, too. "Then the rest of him...that horrible
man who was in the box with us, he really..."



"You...remember? Lisa Lisa?"

"Yes. I thought it was a dream. That man was so scary, and
you were so scared that I...I didn't really understand, but it seemed
like you loved each other, and he seemed like Jorge's father, but
Jorge's father was never so fearsome he made the very air around
him quiver..."

Like she loved him?

What did that mean? Confused, I looked at Mum, and she
looked guilty. This confused me more. What did it mean? In that
box or coffin, while I was still inside her...what happened?

Mum sighed. "If you saw all that...of course you saw it, the
box was so very small. But to actually remember it? You really are
extraordinary, Lisa Lisa."

"Sorry......"

"You did nothing wrong. Heh heh heh. I suppose you did
remember Jonathan's final breath, after all."

"...I was scared, I think. Desperate."

"Yes. And that fear didn't end when we escaped the ship."

"Let me start at the beginning," Mum said. She had Straits
and Penelope go upstairs, leaving only Lisa Lisa and myself.

There was a couch, an easy chair and a table placed opposite
the glass cabinet. It was clear Mum came down here sometimes,
and spent time with him. Mum sat on the easy chair, and Lisa Lisa
and I sat next to each other on the couch. This did not leave us
facing her; the couches were arranged diagonally, like the letter V,
so that you could gaze upon my father's head in the cabinet no
matter which you were sitting on. It was clear Mum would
sometimes lie down on this couch, gazing at father. Just the two of
them.

Even now, her eyes weren't looking at us, but at him.

We sat there a while, but Mum didn't say anything, so I tried
to process the terrifying story I'd just heard. The horrible fate of
Jonathan Joestar and Dio Brando. My uncle had become a vampire!



I'd been a naive fool. The story of my parents and the
mystery of my birth were something I should have thought about,
doubted, asked about. But I had been too busy wallowing in self-
pity to do that.

Thinking about it now, I should at least have asked how
only Mum managed to survive the sinking of a ship with so many
passengers, especially when my father, for all his muscles, didn't.
Passenger ship were equipped with a large number of lifeboats in
case an accident happened. But if the explosion had been so sudden
nobody else survived, then Mum must have known about the
explosion at least a few minutes before it happened. If she had
known, Dad would have. If Dad hadn't survived with her, then he
must have died before the explosion, or been close to death. She
must have hidden in the box just before the explosion, with no time
to save anyone else. Otherwise Mum would almost certainly have
brought his body with her. Mum would never leave Dad behind,
even if he was dead. Lisa Lisa understood that as well, which was
why she'd leveled these accusations.

And this special box. Why was such a thing conveniently by
Mum's side in a situation so dire only she and Lisa Lisa could
escape? Why was it so strong it could survive a ship exploding?

Because someone had needed that box, and Mum was with
that someone. That someone being the vampire Dio. Mum had
witnessed him killing Dad. Dad died, and only his head remained.
Even though it was Dio who had been only a head right before the
ship exploded.

What happened to my father's body?

There was an obvious answer, but I was afraid to think it.
The terrifying man in Lisa Lisa's memories explained it. But Lisa
Lisa had said Mum and that man seemed like they loved each other.
I had no idea what that meant. I didn't want to know. But I couldn't
stand up and run upstairs. Straits and everyone were waiting up
there, and they'd laugh if I ran. I'd already shown Straits how
pathetic I was five years ago. I don't want power like Lisa Lisa's,



I'd said, sniveling. I'd refused to face this stuff. But if I ran from
their scorn and went outside, even more terrifying things awaited
me. The very things I'd incurred shame to avoid might get me.

There was nowhere on the island for me to hide.

Lisa Lisa grew impatient, and started asking questions about
the very things I didn't want to hear.

"Mama Erina, did you save Dio from that explosion?"

"Don't think I'm being unsympathetic. Just...if only Jorge's
father's head is here, then that must be because Dio stole his body.
Right? I can see why you'd want to protect your husband's body.
You could never have known just how terrifying Dio Brando really
was. You would have wanted Jonathan Joestar's flesh to survive,
even if that meant it was Dio Brando's body. Nobody's blaming you
for that. But what bothers me is the intimacy between you, so
strong I sensed it even as a baby."

"...you and Jonathan were friends as children, right? Which
means Dio was, too. I went to England, researching Dio Brando's
life. I went to the remains of the Joestar manor. I talked to people in
town. They told me that you and Jorge's father first became a
couple when you were thirteen, but that Dio Brando forced you to
split up. Some people even said you cheated on Jonathan. I didn't
believe them, but Dio Brando clearly did something that made it so
the two of you couldn't even look at each other. I'd always assumed
the man who murdered Jorge's grandfather and became a vampire
was a violent, evil man, but to my surprise, he was very popular
with people around the Joestar manor. More popular than Jonathan
Joestar. He was smart, a gentleman, had many friends, both men
and women. He was a rugby star but never lorded it over anyone;
his teammates trusted him completely, and he always had time for
his fans. He was the most popular person in town. Half of them still
believe he was innocent! He was quite popular with the ladies, but
seemingly never had a girlfriend. Many people seem to think that's



because he loved you, Mama Erina. Whatever happened when you
were thirteen has become quite the romantic legend. I guess my
point is...if Jorge's father didn't tell you anything about Dio Brando,
and the vampire's public image was of a splendid gentleman, then I
can understand you being confused on the raft."

Hmm? What was Lisa Lisa implying? The mood was too
tense for me to dare ask.

"Elizabeth," Mum said, catching her eye. It was so rare for
her to address Lisa Lisa by her real name that we both gasped.

"Yes?" Lisa Lisa squeaked.

"You are only sixteen," Mum said. "A little girl like you
should never attempt to speak of matters of the heart as if she could
possibly understand. You know nothing, yet. At the least, you have
no idea what there was between myself and Jonathan, and what
remains between us today."

Yikes!

I'd seen her scold Lisa Lisa before, but she never got this
emotional. I knew this wasn't because Lisa Lisa had hit the nail on
the head, or because her pride had been wounded, or anything petty
like that. Lisa Lisa knew that too. Mum avoided letting bitterness or
anger or other negative emotions show. The angrier she got, the
calmer she was, the more chilly her behavior. She never smiled
more than when she was faced with unpleasantness or misfortune.
But now? Her anger made her act angry. And this was clearly
because it involved my father.

"...but I suppose there are many things you couldn't hope to
understand because I haven't told you anything," she said, her tone
gentle again. I was relieved. Lisa Lisa must be as well. Except
Mum had one more snap of the whip inside her. "But that's no
excuse for speculating on puerile rumors."

Then Mum began her story.

"Dio Brando was evil from the day I met him. Sly, cruel,
and manipulative, he made no attempt to hide his lust for control.
But he was so charismatic that many people unreservedly admired



his behavior. The only people not blinded to his true nature were
those who didn't want his favor, and there weren't many of them.
The vast majority approved of his brash cunning, and realized
instinctively if they ever crossed him he would destroy them. They
may not have been conscious of it, but they were desperate to stay
on his good side. Anyone who enraged him would be cast out,
tormented mercilessly by his lackeys. People saw this, and were
afraid to get involved; they averted their eyes, and refused to even
talk about him. So the only ones who knew his true evil — who were
forced to see the blackness of his soul — were those not allowed to
curry favor, not allowed to avert their eyes. Those he directly and
methodically went after. This was primarily Jonathan Joestar. But
only for a short period after Dio joined the Joestar family. Once he
forced me and Jonathan apart, he ceased attacking Jonathan
directly, and turned his focus towards me. Not that he ever did
anything — he simply watched me closely, making sure I never
came near Jonathan. At first, I thought he was trying to force
Jonathan further into solitude. After all, when Jonathan and I first
drew close, Dio had stolen every friend Jonathan had — except his
pet dog. Shortly after I was forced away from Jonathan, I heard that
dog, Danny, had died in a horrible, mysterious accident. Jonathan
was completely alone now, I thought. But Dio completely changed
the way he treated Jonathan, like he was different person entirely.
All Jonathan's old friends returned, and he began throwing his arm
over Jonathan's shoulders with a friendly smile, as if there had
never been a conflict between them. From a distance, I could tell
Jonathan found this disconcerting. While having his friends back
was a relief, he never was quite able to shake the suspicion Dio's
about face engendered. In other words, Dio had left him dangling
on the cliffs of solitude. Being surrounded by pretend 'friends' he
could never really trust preserved his isolation permanently. If he'd
been left alone, he may well have found a real friend somewhere
else. Dio had saved himself the effort of crushing each new friend
individually. But...while the other boys were allowed in Jonathan's



company, he kept a close watch on me, keeping me from getting
close. More than anything, this convinced me of the truth. That no
matter how much Dio tried to prevent it, I alone, if we so much as
saw each other, if we so much as exchanged a glance, I could reach
Jonathan's heart. That's why he worked so hard to keep that from
happening. Knowing how awful it must be for Jonathan, unable to
trust anyone around him, I wondered for a long time if I should do
something. In the end, I gave up. After all, Jonathan could fight for
me, but he could not protect me."

I was shocked to hear Mum say this. I mean, Dad was right
over there. He may be just a head, but he seemed so alive.

Mum saw the look on my face, and laughed. "Don't worry,
Jorge. I've said as much many a time while talking with your father
down here."

Ehhh? What about speaking ill of the dead...?

"Heh heh heh. You see, there was something else I knew. |
knew Jonathan would never let Dio destroy his life. I knew fate
would bring us together again one day. But what brought that about
what much worse than I had ever imagined. I became a nurse, and
Jonathan was brought to my care from the fire at the Joestar manor,
badly injured and barely alive. A short time later Jonathan left me
again, without a word, to continue his fight. I didn't mind. I kept the
faith, and he came back to me — once again, badly hurt. He had
settled matters with Dio Brando at last, and we were married. Or so
I believed. But as I said earlier, Dio had survived — or at least, his
head had. Once again he tried to pry me from Jonathan. Heh heh.
My husband was a bit of a fool, you see. What kind of idiot doesn't
bother looking for the body of an immortal vampire?"

Mum looked over at Dad's head and smiled, not a trace of
sadness or regret, just tenderness and love. She was an amazing
woman, | thought. I heard Lisa Lisa gulp.

"Now we're getting to the heart of the matter,"” Mum said.
Lisa Lisa and I exchanged glances. "What happened when Jonathan
and Dio Brando fought for a third time, and what happened to me,



Lisa Lisa, and Jorge inside me while we were adrift on that box."
She closed her eyes for a minute, then opened them and began.
"The scene on that ship was like something from another
world. The dead were attacking the living, and every room, every
corridor echoed with screams, horrible groans, and sinister laughter.
The smell of blood and the palpable heat of madness filled the air.
And in the middle of all of that, Jonathan and Dio Brando fought. It
was all over in a flash, right in front of my eyes. Jonathan accepted
his death, but when I vowed to die with him, he pointed to baby
Lisa Lisa, where she lay crying, and told me to save her and live. |
could not refuse, so I picked up Lisa Lisa, and climbed into the box.
You could tell at a glance it was no ordinary box. It was a bomb
shelter, shaped like coffin, large enough for an adult to climb
inside. I could lock it from the inside. Just before I shut the lid, I
looked back, wondering if I could somehow get Jonathan inside,
but he had Dio's head wrapped tightly in his arms, and no longer
had the strength to stand. Jonathan was so much heavier than me I
could never move him in time, not with the machine room looking
ready to burst at any second. And Jonathan was using his last
strength to hold Dio captive. There was no chance I could have
pried Dio lose and saved Jonathan's body alone. 'Be happy, Erina,'
he said, and his smile pushed me into the box. '"Think about it, Jojo!'
I heard Dio cry. 'l can grant you eternal life!' I closed the lid, and
locked it from the inside. As I did, there was a thunderous roar, and
an explosion flung the box away. Lisa Lisa was crying in my arms,
and I tried not to scream. I remembered a lullaby I'd heard as a
child, and tried singing that. The cushions on the inside of the box
were very soft, and I had an idea the box belonged to Dio Brando,
so I wasn't as worried as you might think. Dio Brando, for all his
faults, was a clever man, and would take precautions. There were
several more explosions outside the box, and we were flung up,
down, right, and left, but the sturdy iron frame and thick cushions
absorbed most of the impact. In time, the box began to bob gently.
We must have fallen into the water, I thought. If anyone else



survived, I would have to try and save them, I thought. So I opened
the box. I knew full well that anything floating on the water might
not be human at all, but one of those moving corpses. But I allowed
myself to hope that Jonathan's body would be floating nearby, and I
had to look. I first pressed my ear against the lid, trying to catch the
cries and laughter of the dead. All I heard was the sound of water
lapping, so I turned the key, and opened the lid a crack. There was
no sign of any horror. Through the gap I could see the sky. The sun
had just set, and it was a beautiful shade of purple. The sea breeze
slipped in with the light, and it was if it carried all the madness and
horror away with it. Relieved, I opened the lid, and sat up. To my
surprise, we were over a hundred meters from the remains of the
ship. I looked around, but saw no survivors, living or dead. I put
my hand in the water, intending to paddle back to the ship. And
then I saw a hand under the box. It tried to grab my arm. I
recognized it. [ knew that arm, that hand, those fingers."

"I snatched my hand out of the water, and tried to close the
lid again...but then I realized Lisa Lisa wasn't lying next to me.
'Erina Pendleton,' a voice said. I turned, and the terrifying face of
Dio Brando was floating on the surface of the water. Below his
head was a body that had not been there a moment ago, and that
big, burly body was wearing tattered, burned clothing I knew only
too well. Dio must have escaped Jonathan's grip as the explosion
hit, and stolen his body. The grief and terror were so strong I
wanted to cry, but I could not afford the luxury. Dio had Jonathan's
feet impaled on a stick of wood embedded in the tattered side of the
box. A wave of fury crossed me at the thought of him being so
rough with my husband's body, but I did not dare voice my anger. I
could not do so because what had been Jonathan's arms were
cradling little Lisa Lisa against what had been Jonathan's chest, and
Dio Brando had his fangs bared. 'Or should I say Erina Joestar?' he
asked. Half his face had been blown away in the explosion, but that



only made his half-smile all the more terrifying. Dio's head seemed
to be barely keeping a grip on Jonathan's shoulders. He offered me
a deal. 'Your choice,' he said. 'Baby Lisa Lisa's blood, or mine.""

"I had promised Jonathan I would save Lisa Lisa's life. I
told him if he laid a finger on him, I would pull his feet off the
stake and leave him adrift in the sea. I didn't think he had the
strength to fight me, and if he had, he would not have needed to
steal Lisa Lisa and try to bargain with me. 'Then there is only one
answer,' Dio said. I said nothing, but I knew I had to accept it.
Giving baby Lisa Lisa to a vampire was not a choice I could
consider. 'If it helps, think of it this way,' Dio said. 'You aren't
keeping me alive. You're keeping your husband's body alive.' I let
this pass, but made him promise not to turn me into one of those
horrible living corpses. 'I will duly honor whoever saves me life,'
Dio said. 'The same honor I gave Jonathan Joestar I give his wife.'
But the only honor he'd tried to give my husband on that ship was a
swift and painless death. This was Dio's arrogance. I held out my
arm, and allowed him to feed. Then I took Lisa Lisa, and rested in
the box. Dio Brando was not a man prone to restraint, and had
drunk so much blood I could barely remain conscious. Before I shut
the lid, Dio said, 'l thought my meeting with Jonathan Joestar was
fated, but it appears destiny guided the three of us together.' I did
not answer him."

"Dio spent that night struggling, in terrible pain. I heard him
thrashing in the water, climbing onto the lid and dropping back into
the sea, fighting for control of the body. Sometimes he yelled at it,
other times he screamed like a madman, shaking the lid, and there
was nothing I could do but clutch Lisa Lisa and tremble. Of course
Dio was in pain. He was trying to merge with a body nothing like
his own, not even the same blood type. I was a nurse, and I knew



that would have been impossible for any normal human. The
human body rejects foreign tissue, and attacks it. If the blood type
matches, a blood transfusion is possible. But organs and bones are
not so easy. Trying to screw a head onto a different body was
unthinkable. After a long time, I stopped hearing Dio's voice, and
he stopped thrashing about. I hoped Jonathan's body had rejected
Dio's head, and Dio's attempt to steal his body had failed. I hoped
to find him reduced to a severed head again. I hoped his silence
signaled failure. But after a long time, I heard Dio laughing, and
my hopes were dashed. Jonathan's body would not be released. Dio
shouted, and this time I heard him clearly. 'The world is mine! OK,
OK. The way to heaven? Hmph! I will get there!' The pride in his
voice made me sick with fear. Trembling in the darkness of the box,
I began wondering how I could possibly bury this devil."

"Before the sun rose, Dio knocked on the lid and woke me
up. When I opened it, he said, '"Let me drink one more time before
the sun rises.' I held out my arm for him to drink. When he was
done, he said, "You must be hungry. It's hardly fair for me to gain
strength while you dwindle, and I need you to keep making fresh
blood." He showed me a fistfull of fish he'd caught. Then he
grabbed a bit of broken ship floating nearby. A light shot out of his
eyes, setting the wood on fire, and he used it to cook the fish, and
handed them to me. I knew that light was the same thing that had
stolen Jonathan's life. Yet now it was saving mine. I took the fish
from him, chewed them, and fed them to Lisa Lisa. From her size,
she was only three months old. It was a gamble, but she was losing
strength quickly. I had lost a lot of blood, and had very little
strength. I was starving, but I couldn't bear to take food from Dio.
When he saw I wasn't eating myself, he said, 'You may not wish to
eat what I provide. But if you'll feed this baby, you should feed the
baby inside you as well." At the time, I had not yet realized I was
pregnant. But I had been aware of a change in my body. I never



expected to hear such news from him. I was shaken by this, but my
feminine instincts told me he was telling the truth. When I was
done feeding Lisa Lisa, I ate the rest of the fish myself. I had no
choice. 'Eat well, make lots of blood — so much I can't drink it all.' I
had no intention of dictating how much blood he could drink. Our
deal was made, and I had nothing further to bargain with. Dio had
recovered enough that he could easily kill me if the whim struck
him. At any rate, the fish were delicious. I ate quickly, chewed, and
swallowed. My stomach set to work, and my body started making
blood. I could feel my pulse growing stronger. Blood is the power
that keeps us alive, and gives us our strength. Not surprising it
gives vampires powers humans could never have. Once I had eaten
my fill of fish, Dio began gulping down sea water. 'Once it has
entered my body, I can change it as I please,' he smirked. He turned
the water from salt to fresh, then reached out his hands, slipped
Jonathan's fingers into Lisa Lisa and me — just like he did to feed —
and injected water into our bodies. 'The sun will rise soon. I can't
do anything while it's out. I can't have you dying of thirst. Once the
sun rises, close the lid, and avoid exerting yourself in any way. The
box is designed to maintain a comfortable temperature no matter
what happens outside.' Dio began to move back in the water, to
hide under the box. But I stopped him, and told him to get in the
box. Not in the same compartment as me or Lisa Lisa, of course. I
had worked out that this box had two layers. The depth of my berth
compared to the height of the outside made it clear there was room
below the cushions for another person. An emergency second
compartment seemed like a precaution any smart vampire would
make to avoid the sunlight. Holding Lisa Lisa, I moved onto the
open lid, and Dio climbed out of the water. 'Did you think you'd be
more likely to get your chance in this box than the water, Erina
Joestar?' he asked. He'd seen right through my scheme. There was
nothing I could say. Underneath the box, Dio could easily escape. If
he swam down a few dozen meters, the sun could never reach him,
and he was a vampire — obviously he could do that. But if he was in



the box with me, all I had to do was open the lid, and the sun would
pour in. Dio knew exactly what I'd been thinking. He shook the
water off, and said, 'Let me remind you that I can kill you at any
moment. I can tear that baby to pieces, I can reach into your belly,
tear out that embryo, and eat it while you watch. Remember that.
Remember it well. The only reason I don't is out of respect. Like I
said. Each tiresome scheme you attempt lowers my respect for you.
If T cease to respect you, I will inflict the greatest indignity upon
you.' I was frozen with fear. Dio leaned close, and whispered in my
ear. 'You wanted me in the lower compartment. It was so obvious.
Are you really that stupid? No one that simple-minded has any
right to Jonathan's hand." Those words went straight to my heart,
and tore right through me. 'You will be punished. I'll take back what
the fish gave you.' His shoved his fingers in my neck, and drained
my blood again. Our deal had ended. Whatever pretense we had of
equality had crumbled in an instant.'

"'Further punishment,' he said, and snatched Lisa Lisa from
my arms. [ was too woozy to resist. He then threw me face down in
the second compartment. The cushions inside were just as thick, so
it didn't hurt that much, but Dio must have seen me try and shield
my womb. 'If you really are stupid, that baby will die,' he said. He
replaced the partition, shutting me in the bottom of the box. I heard
a click a moment later, so I assumed he had closed the lid to keep
the sun out. In the darkness I put my hands on my belly, and tried
desperately to stop myself from passing out. If I lost consciousness,
I felt my bodily functions would fade so much the baby would die.
After was seemed like a long, long, long time, I heard Dio's voice
through the cushion. 'Don't you dare die, Erina Joestar. If you die,
I'll have to eat this baby.' The thought of little Lisa Lisa in his hands
made me desperate to communicate that [ was still alive down here,
but my voice was a hoarse whisper, and there was nothing hard to
tap, just soft cushions that absorbed all sound. "You can't just make



this easy?' he growled, and flipped the box, so it was resting upside
down. Now I was lying on my back, unable to move. Right before
my eyes, a small door I'd never noticed slid open, and I could see
the blue sky up above. The white clouds and dazzling sunlight did
wonders for my spirit, and I was able to lift myself up to the little
window, and peer out. Sitting on top of the box was a bird, its
wings torn off, and its body roasted. 'Eat that. Make blood,' said
Dio's voice beneath me. I did as he said, wondering as I ate how
Dio could open this window, and prepare this meal without entering
the sunlight. I was too dazed to think clearly, and no answer came. |
understood only one thing — that Dio had some power I didn't
understand. And this new power could grab a bird out of the sky in
broad daylight, light a fire, and cook it. None of that could be done
while hiding under a box in the water. None of that could be done
without leaving the compartment beneath me, which Dio had not
done."

"I devoured the bird, and once again the fresh blood came
rushing through my body. At last my mind started working. The
first thought I had was that if there were birds, we must not be that
far from land. That improved our odds of rescue, possibly in the
near future. I had only to survive until then. And somehow protect
Lisa Lisa that long. I had given up all hope of killing Dio at sea. I
was only interested in survival. Not to save my own life, but for
Lisa Lisa, and the child inside of me. But whatever spirit the new
blood brought me was dashed away with a single roar from Dio.
'Hey! Shut the door and get back inside the box, you awful cow!
Don't let light inside my box! If you're done eating, get back in
your hole, bitch!' Nobody had ever spoken to me like that. I'd never
associated with anyone who used language like that. It was as great
a shock to me as being struck by lightning. But Dio did not even
allow me time to reel. 'I'm sick of your dainty bullshit! You could
have eaten the fish and that bird raw! I could have jammed them



straight into your stomach rather than let you feed yourself! The
only reason I didn't is out of consideration! Yet you can't even show
me the same in kind? Cut the damn sunlight off!' Such a torrent of
abuse. I hastily closed the door. With it shut, all I could do was lie
there in the darkness, and listen to Dio rant. I knew nothing of 'true
suffering'; being a nurse just proved I was 'a hypocrite'; deep down
I was really 'phony', 'slow', and 'a plague that drags people down
the more you try to help'. That's why Jonathan died, he said. 'The
reason [ had to kill Jonathan begins with you." "When we were
children, I just made a little pass at you, and Jonathan lost his damn
mind, attacked me for no reason. That's why I had to kill him.'
'Jonathan was a good guy. If he'd never attacked me, we would
have been real friends. Brothers. But you made sure that never
happened.' 'The reason Jonathan died was because you used him to
get at me.' "You killed Jonathan Joestar.' I could argue with none of
this. I just stifled my voice, and cried as quietly as I could. It was
agonizing. [ wanted to yell back, but...I couldn't. I was so unused to
being treated like this that in the back of my mind, I started to
wonder if maybe he had a point. After all, I had just lost my
beloved husband in a way that hardly seemed real. I was not in
control of my emotions. And Dio took advantage of that. He didn't
let me think. He kept the harassment going for hours, violently
changing his manner to keep me off balance. If I started crying he'd
fall silent for a minute, then change his tone. 'l said I would show
you respect. I'm sorry. I couldn't control my own emotions. I said
things I shouldn't have. Closing the door was better for you, as
well. Like I said, what I can do during the day is limited. If you
were dehydrated, I'm not sure I could save you. So I wanted you
back in the box as soon as possible, before you started to sweat.'
Earlier he'd claimed he could do nothing during the day. But he'd
been able to flip the box, cook a bird, and feed it to me. I was too
afraid to challenge him on this. His behavior was bizarre, unstable,
and unpredictable. The more Dio told me about how everything he
did was for me, the more I apologized. Saying what he wanted to



hear. 'l should have thought of that. I'm so sorry.' All I wanted to do
was get him to stop blaming me, then explaining how I'd betrayed
his respect and enraged him. But apologizing just made him change
tactics again. 'You're sorry? Sorry for what?' 'You don't even know
what you're apologizing for. Are you mocking me?' 'I'm showing
you respect, and you're ignoring it!' The hidden door flew open, and
I was dragged out of the box. How he did this, I didn't know.
Something grabbed a handful of my clothing, but I couldn't see
what. This invisible thing threw me into the water. We'd been on
our honeymoon, and I was dressed for dinner. In an instant, it was
soaked through, and heavy, and tangled with my limbs. I couldn't
swim in that, not as weak as I was; I sank like a stone. Dio left me
until I had nearly drowned, then his invisible power yanked me out
of the water again, and put me in the box. I coughed up water,
shaking, and he demanded that I show 'remorse'. I said anything he
wanted me to say, desperate not to get thrown in the water again.
Then his voice turned sweet again. He explained how worthless I
was, how much I deserved to be drowned, or have him feed on my
blood, how all of this was done for my benefit, out of kindness. He
fed me enough to restore what he drank, and then began screaming
at me again over nothing. By noon I was completely under his
control. I didn't want him to drown me, didn't want him to drink
from me, and nothing else mattered. Then for some imagined slight
Dio demanded I choose between drowning or having my blood
drained. Letting him feed was far less painful, but I was worried
about the baby, so I had to choose being thrown in the ocean. For
most of the day he tortured me with the water. And between he
would feed. Either punishment pushed me to the brink of death, but
he would always force me back to life. Sometimes I genuinely
wished he'd let me die. But Lisa Lisa and the baby inside me kept
me alive. | wanted to survive. I had to survive. I would do anything
to survive. Before the sun set all traces of my identity had been
destroyed, and without even seeing Dio Brando once throughout
this whole ordeal, I even agreed to marry him."



"No matter what I did I could not please him. The fear was
so overwhelming I nearly vomited every time I heard his voice, but
he'd drop me in the water if he noticed, so I had to put my face
underwater and throw up as quietly as I could. Dio's punishments
and assaults continued. I was not allowed to rest safely in the box. I
became dehydrated, and then sunsick. I was running a fever, unable
to think, unable to understand what was happening to me. I didn't
even know who I was. Dio had denied me everything. When the
sun sank below the horizon, Dio opened the lid of the box, and
appeared before me. He'd been sipping my blood since sunrise, and
his burns had almost completely healed. His skin and hair were
glossy, and against the clouds of dusk he appeared to be a very
handsome man indeed. My eyes did not see Dio Brando, but
someone who owned me completely. I was his toy to do with as he
pleased. There was a part of me oddly proud that my owner was so
beautiful. His strange power held me just above the surface of the
water. Dio looked down at me, and smiled. "You're wet, filthy, ugly,
and good for nothing but your blood. While I allow you to live,
give me all the blood you have. You don't have my permission to
die.' Beneath that crimson sky, I at last saw Dio for who he was.
My mind finally realized the man standing there was Dio Brando.
And T remembered. I was Erina Joestar. My maiden name was
Erina Pendleton. And I realized one other thing. During the day,
when Dio had been placing me under his control, I had wondered if
he desired me as a woman, but of course he didn't. He was Dio
Brando. Even when he'd been rough with me to tear Jonathan and
me apart, he had never actually cared about me. He had simply
been trying to isolate Jonathan Joestar. I had simply been a tool, a
pawn to make that happen. Even now, he had not broken my spirit
because he wanted me. He didn't care about me. Not ten years ago,
and not now."



"Sitting on the lid, Dio used his mysterious power to bring
me closer to him, and turned me upside down, dangling in the air.
'Give your new husband a kiss,' he sneered. 'Of your own free will.
Make it a good one and I might give you water and food." No
sooner had the words left his mouth than my hand shot out and
slapped him across the face. I scarcely even knew that 1 was
smiling. 'I can't do that. There's no muddy water to wash my lips
with.' ...I will refrain from explaining what I meant by that, but
resisting him like this, as strung out as I was, seemed to catch Dio
off guard. He looked surprised, and did not react immediately. It
was but a moment, but I had time to think. He was the same man
he'd been ten years before. His core hadn't changed. He was doing
the same thing. Repeating what had happened ten years ago. He
was dominating me to isolate Jonathan Joestar, to make him feel
powerless. He wanted Jonathan Joestar to see what he was doing to
me. So Jonathan Joestar must be close enough to see me. Dio
Brando had been a vampire without a body. He'd stolen Jonathan
Joestar's body. So what had happened to Jonathan Joestar's head?
Had he left it on the exploding ship? With his obsessive nature? Of
course not. He would have taken it with him, and then humiliated
his wife in front of it. That was the sort of monster he was. And he
had the power to keep Jonathan alive, even as a severed head. Dio
Brando was a vampire, and he'd turned the ship's passengers into
living corpses. He must have done the same thing to Jonathan. He'd
turned him into one of those horrible monsters from the ship. This
thought made me shake with sadness and fear, but it also gave me
strength. I took my eyes off Dio, and looked around me, trying not
to betray my intent. There were any number of ship fragments
floating near us. The waves had not drawn them away. This seemed
odd — odd enough. Was Dio's strange power keeping them here? He
wasn't just keeping them in case he needed a fire. If he wanted that,
he could have moved a number of them into the box, or used his
power to pile them on top of the lid, and let them dry. I had watched



him lighting the wet wood, and it took a considerable amount of
time. So he wasn't keeping them floating here for use as firewood,
but to hide something underneath. Just has Dio had hidden beneath
the box. I looked again, searching for something large enough to
hide Jonathan's head. But before I could find it, Dio reached his
hand out, and wrapped it around my throat. "Your tongue is sharp,
Erina Joestar. Heh heh. So be it. The night has just begun. I can
take my time, and let you know just how dull you are, and just how
pathetic your violent outburst was." I stared at him in silence,
thinking. A few moments ago I had been so terrified of him. But not
any more, not now that Jonathan was at my side. Jonathan Joestar
was here with me. That thought alone made me myself again. It
didn't matter if he was a monster, or the living dead. Jonathan was
Jonathan. My husband. I would not allow myself to grovel before
another man with him watching. I knew that Dio would continue to
torment me. Even if Jonathan had become a monster, if any trace of
humanity remained within him, he would not want to see me
treated like this. But he had no way of escaping...unless somebody
allowed him to die. As his wife, that was my duty. This was an
awful thought. But I felt certain Jonathan would not be able to bear
turning into one of those ugly monsters I'd seen on the ship. So my
first order of business became escaping from the grip of whatever
power kept me suspended in the air. That was easy enough, as long
as I could bear the pain. When Dio had this power throw me into
the ocean, it often left me to my own devices. Especially if he was
sure | was too exhausted to swim. My spirit might have returned,
but the fear was still very strong; it was all I could do not to tremble
or throw up. But I managed to look calm long enough to say, 'Hold
your tongue. You are no longer human, and have no right to speak
that way to me.' Dio's grin vanished. '"Not that you had any right to
speak to me when you were human. You spoke and lived and
behaved like a gentleman on the surface, but you never were one.
You have an inferiority complex about your impoverished origins,
and that prevents you from improving yourself as a human. Let me



tell you, Dio Brando. Your poverty did not make you a villain. Your
relationship with your parents did not make you what you are. Lack
of education or wealth had no bearing. You were doomed by your
own inability to look beyond the surface of anything, by your
shallow mind, and by your overwhelming self-importance."

"As I spoke these words, I realized I wasn't just trying to
make him mad. I meant every word, and genuinely believed I was
speaking the truth. And Dio's reaction made it clear I'd touched a
nerve. For several moments, he remained shaken. Then he yelled,
'Shut up, you bitch!" and used his mysterious power to shove me
under the water. When I had almost drowned, it yanked me out. He
yelled at me again, and shoved me back under so hard I almost
passed out when I hit the water. But I could not afford to lose
consciousness here. I desperately shook off the blackness, opened
my eyes underwater, and looked for Jonathan. But there were so
many bubbles around my body I could barely see. As soon as the
bubbles began to thin, I was yanked out of the water. Dio's fury — or
rather, his consternation — was tremendous, and I was in and out of
the water, swallowing it and coughing it up so fast the water
coming in and the water coming up met in the back of my throat
and formed a whirlpool. I had no choice but to endure it, though it
was hardly endurable. But I had to keep myself conscious and alive.
I nearly suffocated on the sea water and vomit, but just before I did,
Dio's power let go. I was flung a good ten meters away, and hit the
water with a thunderous splash, and sank into the churn of the
ocean. As I cleared my throat, I caught a glimpse of something
under the debris near the box. My husband's head, Jonathan
Joestar's head, bobbing up and down. It was far away, and I couldn't
make out what kind of monster he'd become, but peering through
the murky waters, I knew I had to do my duty as his wife, and kill
my husband."



"I knew this was my one and only chance to act. I had to do
it while I was far away from Dio and the box, before he noticed
what I was up to. My body and mind could not take much more
torture; I would not physically be able to act much longer. Further
violence would almost certainly lead me to lose myself again,
become Dio's toy again, and allow myself to suffer all manner of
indignities with Jonathan watching. I wanted to avoid that at all
costs. So I surfaced, coughed violently, emptying both stomach and
lungs, and then pretended to faint, allowing myself to sink beneath
the water. I knew Dio would not pull me out immediately, and I
guessed he was so angry he would leave me to drown until the last
possible moment. Once I was a few meters below the surface, |
began to swim as fast as [ could. I was never the best swimmer, and
my dress was heavy and made it hard to move at all, but I thrashed
my legs and arms with all my might, desperate to reach Jonathan
and kill him. At last I reached Jonathan...and my resolve proved to
be for naught. Floating beneath the remains of the ship, in water
still tinged orange from the sunset, was the head of my beautiful,
beloved Jonathan Joestar — not a monster, but looking for all the
world like he was still alive."

"No matter what he'd become, after a day in the water, I
expected the head's flesh to have decayed, his skin nibbled away by
fish. So this miraculous sight made me gasp. I was transfixed. I had
been so focused on laying my monstrous husband to rest....and he
not only wasn't a monster, he didn't even look dead. Hesitantly, I
reached out my hand, and touched Jonathan's head. The living
corpses on the ship had growled furiously, attacking anything living
indiscriminately, but Jonathan's eyes remained slightly open, not
looking at me, not trying to bite me, not moving at all. I took him in
my arms, and held him close, feeling the softness of his hair against
my cheek. My husband was so different from what I'd expected that



I lingered too long, and Dio's mysterious power found me. It
grabbed me by the collar, and yanked me out of the water. 'You
knew Jonathan was down there?' Dio roared. 'You fool! Do you
want your husband to eat you!?' This, and the panic in his voice
surprised me, but Jonathan's head was cradled in my arms, smiling
gently, saying nothing. He did not seem like he would ever attack
me. Perhaps even more surprising was that Dio tried to yank
Jonathan away from me, as if trying to rescue me from him. 'No!'
he yelled, and that invisible hand of his tried to snatch Jonathan
from my arms. We struggled for control of him for a moment, but
he soon stopped trying. The hand let go, I got my arms back tightly
around the head, and then I turned around to find Dio staring at
Jonathan. 'What's going on...?" he whispered. Clearly, Dio found
Jonathan's condition as surprising as I did. I could never have killed
Jonathan with him still looking this beautiful, but from Dio's
reaction, it seemed I might not have to. The relief was so great I
nearly fainted. But if I fainted, there was no telling what Dio might
do to Jonathan, so I persevered. Dio set us down on the lid of the
box, where he and Lisa Lisa stood. 'Jonathan...how long will you
pursue me? How long will our fates remain entwined?' he muttered,
glaring at Jonathan's head. I knew the danger was not yet over;
indeed, Jonathan's arrival had sent Dio into a fit. 'l won't allow it!
He'll get in my way again! I can leave no part of him! Erina Joestar!
He's already dead!' I knew I had to protect my husband's head until
this passed. I grabbed a piece of driftwood, and turned to face Dio.
'T won't let you touch Jonathan!' I cried. I put the sharp end to my
throat, and stabbed it into the side of my neck, piercing my jugular.
As a nurse, I knew this wound was fatal. I had dug deeply to ensure
it would be. I drew the jagged piece of wood all the way around,
across my wind pipe, and opened the other vein. I needed to release
a great quantity of blood at once. Blood filled my vision, spraying
out in arcs. I could feel it coating my shoulders, warm, and wet.
Good, I thought. The wound had to be deep enough to kill me
instantly. Dio screamed. 'What are you doing!? You stupid bitch!'



Heh heh heh heh. I'm pretty sure I laughed out loud. He was so
predictable. I knew it. I knew Dio couldn't kill me."

"The first sign was when he tried to separate me and
Jonathan — he believed Jonathan was a monster, and tried to rescue
me. Given Dio's obsession with Jonathan, his unnatural fixation on
causing him grief, then letting Jonathan eat me seemed like
something he would welcome, or at least not stop immediately. But
in that instant, he'd blurted out his true feelings."

You fool! Do you want your husband to eat you?

"What with the blood gushing out of my neck, I swiftly lost
consciousness, but eventually, I woke up again. Dio had given me
blood, and used his mysterious power to heal the wound on my
neck. I was woken by the sound of Lisa Lisa crying, and found Dio
collapsed next to me. He had injected me with most of the blood
he'd drunk, and while he remained conscious, he was as weak as
he'd been when he first emerged from beneath the box. Perhaps
even worse. This time he didn't even have the strength to take Lisa
Lisa hostage. He'd come close to sacrificing himself to save me,
and he looked relieved to see me awake again. I first checked the
condition of my wound. As far as I could tell, the gash on my throat
had been sewn together, the work as fine as any surgeon. Despite
myself, I was impressed. "Where did you learn to do this?' I asked.
Slumped against the corner of the box, Dio glanced at me, and
rasped, 'In a book. I liked reading. I read all kinds of things, taught
myself anything that might be useful.' For the first time, I felt I
understood just how alone Dio had always been. Outwardly, Dio
had been surrounded by friends, the life of the party. He'd never
seemed like someone who would have time to read. But now I



could imagine him slipping away early. His friendships were
shallow, for appearances only; alone, he had nothing to do but read.
Nothing Dio's ambition granted him was real. He had no one he
could share his real feelings with, nothing he'd genuinely
accomplished with his own two hands. His life was hollow. This, I
thought, was why he'd been so fixated on Jonathan. Jonathan was
stuffed full where Dio was empty; he'd grown up to be a man who
made genuine friends he could honestly share his honest emotions
with, a man who threw himself body and soul into everything he
did. Growing up in the same house with that, how could Dio not
compare himself to Jonathan? The frustration this comparison
caused him was perhaps the one genuine emotion he ever felt. And
because he was unused to such emotion, he grew confused, and was
driven to kill Jonathan and steal his body. If he wanted to be like
Jonathan, he should have just told people how he felt, and made
himself a true friend. The life he'd led before joining the Joestars
had made Dio Brando who he was, and true friendship was almost
certainly an impossibility for him...but Jonathan Joestar was not the
sort of man to push someone away just because they'd committed a
crime. If he'd allowed his feelings to show, some solution would
have been found. Thinking about it, it occurred to me that Dio had
been expression those emotions as clearly as he knew how. Hurting
Jonathan, trying to kill him — these were a backhanded way of
expressing his admiration. Had he felt that for anyone but Jonathan,
he would never have admitted it. I had seen the results of their
conflict myself, and was seeing it now, here on this little box. One
had become a severed head, and I could not even tell if he was alive
or dead. The other had become a vampire, and stolen his rival's
body, but had given his blood to save that rival's wife, placing
himself at the brink of death as well. I hugged Jonathan's head to
me, looked over at Dio, and found myself shedding tears for both of
them. I was overcome with sadness, grief, and pain. I made no
attempt to wipe the tears away, letting them roll down my cheeks.
His voice hoarse, Dio asked, 'Are you going to kill me?' 'T will not,'



I said. 'Do you cry because you pity me?' he asked. "You may have
saved my life, but I could never pity you. I just wondered why you
and Jonathan had to end up like this, and I couldn't stop myself.' Tt
was fated,’' Dio said. 'Does it have something to do with the way to
heaven?' I asked. He made a face. 'You heard that? Damn it...if |
could kill you I would.' 'Is not killing me a condition for getting to
heaven?' He did not answer. Instead, he said, 'Do you know what
blood is?""

"When I did not answer, Dio said, 'Blood is power, Erina
Joestar. Make blood to live. This is good for me. And what is good
for me is good for you.' Dio knew. He knew the wicked thought
that had entered my head when I held Jonathan in my arms."

Her long, long story drawing to a close, Mum looked at Lisa
Lisa.

"I could have killed Dio Brando there and then. But I didn't.
When the night ended, I put Dio in the bottom compartment, and
when a ship rescued us, I had them weigh the box down and sink it.
This is my sin. I could not kill Dio. Even though I would have
killed Jonathan if he'd been a monster. You see, I had hope."

Hope?

What part of this story led to hope?

Lisa Lisa's face was grim.

"Not hope that Dio would regret his actions and become a
better person. That man is incapable of such a thing."

Then what kind of hope?

Mum turned to look at my father's head.

"But as long as Dio is alive, then Jonathan's body is too."

I felt a bolt of electricity run down my spine.

Her eyes looked on my father, Mum said, "Jonathan is not
dead. And I did not want to lose the chance to get his body back. I



believed that day would come, and I've been waiting here in the
hope that it would."

This was why Mum had stayed living in the Canary Islands,
never returning home to England. She wanted to remain with
father's head, near the sea where his body slumbered.

But this also meant the vampire Dio Brando was still alive.
And...the only way anyone would ever get a chance to get father's
body back was if they faced him directly. Even if he was locked in
a box, on the brink of death, he was a vampire; and from what
Mum told us, even without moving his body, he had some strange
power that allowed him to do all manner of horrible things to her.
He seemed incredibly dangerous.

"Mama Erina," Lisa Lisa said. "This mysterious power Dio
had...it seems to have shown up when he stole Jorge's father's body.
That's not a power vampires have, and he didn't do anything like
that when he was fighting Jorge's father."

"Then you're most likely correct. That first night, when Dio
was outside the box, he seemed very confused. That might have
something to do with it."

"Mm. Um. Powers like that...some people are born with
them, and others get them after something dramatic happens, an
injury or the like. The Hamon masters call these Spirit Hamon, or
Stands. A strange name, but people with this power can see the
power standing next to them, like a ghost. So...I don't think Dio was
just confused that night. You make it sound like he tried talking to
it, and tried fighting with it. In other words, he saw this ghost-like
thing, and didn't know what it was. Stands often look like people."

Mum was hardly in a position to know for sure.
Her story done, the three of us went upstairs. Penelope
looked terrified, and threw her arms around me, refusing to let go.



"So many people died! Jorge, I'm scared. This island is a
scary place."

Hunh? I was scared too, and the way Lisa Lisa was looking
at us was scarier, but what was scariest was a fire that had broken
out in the one church on La Palma, in which seventy people
perished. Why they were in the church in the middle of the night,
nobody knew. But the doctor who'd treated my wounds had been
there, and Lisa Lisa said everyone who'd died there had seen the
man with black wings, the man who looked like a moth. And the
walls of the burned down church were covered in drawings of a
man with giant wings who looked just like their descriptions.

When the sun rose, we went to the church.

"So this is the Mothman..." Lisa Lisa said.

I shuddered. "Don't give it a scary name!"

"I didn't make it up."

Still. I couldn't stop shaking.

Every wall of the burned out church was covered in pictures
of the Mothman. Countless pictures. Before the fire had started,
everyone there must have been frantically covering the walls in
drawings. The very thought sent a chill down my spine.

"These are drawn in the ash from the fire. They were using
their own fingers as charcoal sticks. These people had been turned
into zombies, and drew these pictures before the fire killed them
again."

Even though Penelope was still clinging to me, I'm pretty
sure I let a drop of pee lose. Just one, I swear!

"It may well be this happened because we're here," Mum
said. "Jorge, let us return to England. You can come too, Penelope."

Eh!? Seriously!?

"Really? I can come too, Erina?" Penelope cried. "I'd love
to! Jorge, say I can come!"

"Of course!"

I was pleased as punch. I could finally leave this awful
island.



"But are you sure? About leaving father's body?"

"I'm sure when the time comes, we'll be brought together.
Whether I'm living close by, or far away. That's the power we
have."

Blood is power.



Chapter 6
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210  Chaos reigned.

The electric and phone lines had been severed, so there
was no TV to watch, and the land lines were useless. But our cell
phones were still working. Probably not for much longer, though.
Morioh was heading out onto The Ocean, heading south from
Japan at the insane speed of 100 knots (180kph) — much faster
than most ships could manage. We'd be out of our provider's
coverage area in no time. | first used mine to check the news. The
anchor said the SDF had scrambled planes to follow Morioh. |
looked up just in time to see six of them rocketing towards us. Two
were larger transport planes, but four of them were clearly fighters
— guarding the transport planes? | supposed they'd scramble
fighter planes either way, | thought. Then the lead F-22 exploded.

"Aaah!" we cried, and watched as the fire spread out flat.
Like it was exploding against an invisible dome ceiling...which |
guess it was. There was a dome up there. The burning plane slid up
along the dome moving southwest, then slowed. For a second it
stopped right above us, then began sliding down to the southeast,
bits of it spiraling off to either side. The trail of it made the shape
of the dome clear. The other five planes managed to pull up in
time, and avoided crashing into the dome. The burning plane hit
the water with a splash, but that was soon swallowed in the wake
left by the great ship Morioh as it sailed across the water. The wake
churned outside the walls of the dome — did it wrap all the way
around underneath?

211  "Is this a Stand?" | asked Rohan.

"I don't know. I've never seen or heard of a Stand this large.
The whole town's an island! Stands, you see, belong to a person.
They're a person's individual power. There's a limit to what even
the best of us can accomplish. We all have our limits. Right? Or is
my faith in limits betraying my own mediocrity? Damn it! I've never
been this shocked in all my life! Is this really what mankind is



capable of?" Rohan's answer had drifted into a thought, which had
turned into a sort of speech directed at himself, which was
alarming. As an artist, | could see why mediocrity would be
Rohan's greatest fear, and why he'd want to deny that humans
have limits. But this didn't seem to be an idea worth this level of
conniptions. We still didn't know what was actually happening.
Perhaps Stand Masters knew less about their own powers than
they believed, or perhaps they were too ready to assume anything
unusual was the result of a Stand. "Perhaps this is more than a
Stand," Rohan said. "If so, let us call it Beyond."

"Uh, sorry," | said. "That name's already taken."

"? Hunh? What? It is?"

Authors were frightening. Such synchronicity. Then | had an
idea, and asked Rohan about Tsukumojuku. If he found someone
dead in his house he must have read them with Heaven's Door.
"Tsukumojuku? Of course | took a look, but there was nothing to
learn. Once someone dies, their book becomes the kaniji for 'death’
repeated to infinity."

Behind him, Nijimura Muryotaisu started shouting. "Ah!
What the hell are they doing? Jesus!"

212 | followed his gaze, looking up, and saw one of the fighter
planes coming back...and firing a missile parallel to the earth's
surface.

"Augh!"

But the missile exploded in mid-air, the fire and shrapnel
spreading out, flat on one side. Like the plane before it, the missile
had hit the side of the invisible dome. They'd simply been verifying
the existence of it. If the dome had not been there, the missile
would have passed harmlessly through the air over Morioh. The
plane that had fired the missile pulled up sharply, avoiding the
dome, and flew away.

"Are we protected, then?" Muyrotaisuu asked.



"Who knows," Rohan said. "But | don't think this dome is
entirely beneficial to us. Look over there." He pointed down the
hill, to Morioh Harbor. A chunk of the bay was being moved with
the town itself, as part of the 'ship'. A great number of boats had
set off from the harbor, headed for the edge of the 'ship.' "They're
about to find that out," Rohan added.

Rohan was right. We all were. Not one of the boats was
able to pierce the dome. They'd all had the sense to slow down as
they approached the edge, and avoided significant damage to their
vessels, but we could see the fisherman clustered at the prow,
poking the dome with harpoons. It made the line of the dome very
clear. The wakes of the ships crashed against the curve of the
dome, a gentle circle encircling the bay.

A circle, hmm? "Rohan, do you have a map of Morioh?"

"? A map? Of course not! But | can draw you one."

"Eh!" Rohan pulled a notepad and pen out of his pocket,

and | watched as he went shaa shaa shaa shaaaa, drawing a very
accurate looking map. | suppose | had no reason to object.
213 "You still don't trust my power, do you?" Rohan said. "I only
need to see a thing one time to produce a detailed sketch from
memory. | promise, this is accurate." | took the map, had Hirose fly
up and verify the line of the dome in the bay from above, did a
little calculating, and soon knew the shape of the ship. The edge
was a perfect circle in the water, but followed the winding
boundary lines of the town on land.






214 It struck me that I'd seen that shape before. It wasn't quite
right, but...l recognized it. From where, | couldn't remember.

| racked my brain, but nothing came out, so | went back to
my original reasons for making the map. | had a theory. Since the
dome formed a circle in the harbor, the circle was centered on
something. If this ship was really the work of an individual...

"We have to go here," Rohan said, pointing at the circle. "If
this power is centered here, then whoever is moving Morioh will
be there as well."

"What's located there?"

"That's our school. Budogaoka Academy," said Nijimura...
Fukashigi.

What!? He wasn't underground any more!?

"Oh! You're okay!" Muryotaisu cried. Behind Fukashigi | saw
Sugimoto Reimi, and a disgruntled looking Kishibe Rohan. Wait.
There were two Rohans? | turned, but the one next to me had
vanished.

The ghost was flesh again.

"Kira Yoshikage has canceled Killer Queen's Bites the Dust
effect," Sugimoto Reimi explained. We could finally say the name
aloud. "He must have realized that the trap he'd sprung on Rohan
wouldn't be enough to eliminate his enemies. Which means he's
preparing to fight us head on."

"Why this timing? Unless...is Kira Yoshikage the one moving
Morioh?" Rohan asked.

"Hmm...hard to see it any other way. Rohan, all these
detectives have been calling you today, right?"

215 "Yes. | got fed up and stopped answering the phone."

"Look what's on TV."

Reimi held out a cell phone, where a group of detectives
were holding an emergency press conference. She had found a live
stream of it. A row of detectives stood behind a long table with a



white cloth and a number of microphones. The blonde man in the
center was holding a mic, and speaking rapidly.

"We have little time, so let's get right down to it. First, some
introductions. Including myself, the thirteen individuals gathered
here at all known detectives; each has investigated and solved a
number of cases, whether police or civil. Some of them I'm sure
you know, but | will take the liberty of giving their names anyway.
My name is Bariya Choumaru. From the right we have Dezuumi
Style, Yuagari Bobohiko, Choukuuji Kenraku, Choukuuji Kiyuu, Judy
Dollhouse, Mame Gen, Mikami Nils, Buramai 0, Tsukishimoni Nao,
Hidzuki, Kakiuchi Mama Jump, and Fuyuname Sayatarou. For the
moment, that is all of us. | say for the moment, because it seems
likely that more detectives will join the effort to solve the case in
Morioh. The case I'm referring to concerns the murders of thee
detectives: Hakkyoku Sachiari, Nekoneko Nyan Nyan Nyan, and
Kato Tsukumojuku. Hakkyoku and Nekoneko were known to be
detectives, and it seems likely Kato was as well. If three detectives
have been murdered in a single day it seems clear this is an act
that flies in the face of justice, of our efforts to unearth the truth
and force criminals into the open. | would even go so far as to call
it an act of terrorism against the detective profession. We are here
to announce that no true detective would ever be swayed by such
cowardly violence. This case will be solved. But Morioh has broken
off from Japan, and is speeding out into The Ocean, propelled by
some mysterious power, and even the SDF are unable to approach
it. Morioh has become an island, and the killer is trapped on it. We
believe this broadcast will reach Morioh, and we offer first our
prayers for the safety of its citizens. We are sure the mayor of
Morioh, Shishimaru Denta, is acting swiftly in the interests of
public safety and civil order. And there is one other individual |
would like to carefully address..."

216  Bariya Choumaru paused dramatically. I'd seen himon TV a



number of times; he was a detective and an Italian chef. | gulped.
"Kira Yoshikage. The detectives here know you were not the
one who killed Hakkyoku, Nekoneko, or Kato. We know those three
were killed specifically to draw the attention of other detectives;
their deaths were bait. The real killer deliberately killed them to
put you in a corner, and to make you suffer. So please calm
yourself, Kira Yoshikage. At this time we are not looking for you,
but for the one who killed these detectives. If you can provide any
assistance, our investigation will be over faster, and you will be
able to demonstrate that you can be cooperative. We promise no
ill will befall you. We promise we will not attempt to find you as
long as the detective killer is at large. So please. Calm down."
"Wow," | said, before | could stop myself. How did these
other detectives know that name? If they had been drawn to this
case by the murders of the detectives, they shouldn't have heard
anything about Kira Yoshikage. | knew they hadn't been involved in
the fifteen locked room mysteries, but had they all come across his
name while investigating unrelated cases of their own? Received a
challenge the same way | had, telling them he'd kill them if they
came near Morioh? | was pretty impressed they'd managed to
work out he was probably moving Morioh without even coming
here. They must already know that Stands existed, and know what
they were capable of. If they didn't, they would have assumed
someone had made a giant engine and fuel tank underneath the
town, turning it into a giant ship...whether that was possible was
highly unlikely, but they would have started with physical theories,
ignoring the possibility of superpowers entirely. But without
coming here, Bariya Choumaru had known the truth. | wondered if
he had friends who had come here?
217 | was here. Moving alone or in small groups it was very
likely that other detectives had reached Morioh before the dome
cut it off from the outside world.



Bariya Choumaru had been able to put together a press
conference with thirteen detectives on such short notice because
those detectives had all been in contact with each other. I'd always
operated independently, and never had any contact with other
detectives, but there were, of course, people who had no problem
working in groups like that.

So if they had friends in town, where were they? Not that |
wanted to join up with them immediately, but it seemed sensible
to be aware of their location. | remembered what Tsukumojuku
had said.

If several detectives are on the case, and one solves the
case before the other does, is the slower one still a detective?

Having that irritating question nagging at my backside the
whole time would be a real pain. | would have to find the other
detectives, and keep my distance from them so we could avoid
bumping into each other.

So, | wondered. The person who'd been bringing all these
detectives here and threatening Kira Yoshikage...what did that
person make of this place abruptly fleeing Japan?

Could this have been the expected reaction? The more |
thought about it the more that seemed possible.

218 If the procession of detectives tormented the explosion
killer, if their arrival wounded him...

| remembered what Tsukumojuku had said.

I've begun to believe that continual, repetitive suffering
can lead to the development of unusual powers that help the
sufferer escape.

Apparently everyone had only one Stand, but that didn't
prevent someone from developing a new power. This thought led
me to finally understand why Bariya Choumaru had addressed Kira
directly. He knew that if he could ease that pain even a little, if he
could make the presence of these detectives no longer hurt him,



then the power driving Morioh might disappear.

He must have detectives posted here, working on the case.

"Can you believe this?" Fukashigi said. | followed the
Nijimura brothers' gaze again, and looked up. An SDF helicopter
had flown up the invisible dome, and soldiers were rappelling
down to the surface of it. It was terrifying to watch.

"I dunno, should | go help?" Hirose said, putting Blue
Thunder on his head again. "Nah," the Nijimuras said. "If some kid
comes flying up to them they'll just lose their shit. Let 'em be.
They're grown men, they know what they're doing."

"I guess..."

"We oughta head to school. If the dude moving the town is
there, and it's Kira, we can finally catch him."

"But it's a week day. Summer vacation starts tomorrow. |
mean...there'll be students everywhere. None of the students or
teachers are named Kira Yoshikage."

219  "Kira's scared shitless with all these detectives here. We
just find the guy who looks scared."

"But he's been murdering people here for ages without
getting caught. | don't think it'll be that easy..."

Hirose definitely had a point, | thought. And it reminded me
of a question I'd been meaning to ask.

"Um, it might be a little late, but how do you all know Kira's
name without ever catching him? | just got here, and couldn't
actually say his name aloud, so | never got a chance...but how do
you know his name? Or that he even exists?"

Hirose answered. "Kira Yoshikage...well, it seems like he had
a thing for women's beautiful hands. We had a friend named
Yangu Shigetaka — Shigechi, for short — his stand, Stray Dog, could
control all the stray dogs in town. One day one of his dogs came
back carrying a hand in his mouth — one of the hands Kira
Yoshikage had been toying with. The nail polish on the woman's



hand was unusual enough that we were able to figure out where it
was sold, and that it had been purchased by a man — which was
unusual enough that we learned his name. We almost caught him
once. But the first of us to reach him was me, and he was sure he
could kill me and escape, so he took the time to explain his Stand
name and power. | nearly did die, but the Nijimuras caught up just
in time, and turned the tables on him. Just as we almost had him,
he slipped away. He forced another friend of ours, Tsuji Aya, to use
her power. Her stand, Face/Off, could switch the faces and
fingerprints of any two people, so Kira grabbed a random passerby
with a similar build, and had her switch their appearances. He stole
everything that could identify him. We got there just in time to see
the other man and Tsuji Aya explode. He killed Shigechi too, as a
warning. So as much as we want to make our town safe again, we
also want revenge."

220

"Yeah! We're doing this for Shigechi and Tsuji Aya! If we
stop shootin' our mouths off and DO something he'll have to take
action! Time to shut up and put up! We gotta go if we wanna get
anywhere!" Fukashigi roared, and then was suddenly flung five
meters away. Surprised, | looked around. It wasn't an enemy that
had hit him, but the corner of the Arrow Cross House. It had spun
to the left. If this giant compass had turned, then the ship/island
must have changed direction.

| looked up. The soldier hanging from the helicopter had
lost his balance, or the island's change in direction had changed
the winds over the dome and forced the helicopter off course;
either way, the line had been cut, and the soldier was sliding along
the dome. Muryotaisu was focused on his brother, but Hirose had
looked up too, and saw what was happening.

"Crap!" he said, revved Blue Thunder, and shot into the air.



| grabbed Muryotaisu and pointed. "I'll help your brother,
you help him up there!"

"Jesus!" he said, looking up finally. "Gotcha!"

"Cool."

He hopped aboard one of his flying dolphins and flew away,
and | ran down the slope.

"You okay?" Rohan called, coming after me. Fukashigi sat

up, pushing the bushes out of his way, and muttered, "This house
has it in for me..." He was unharmed, but not cause he was tough;
he'd used his stand to protect himself. It was sitting underneath
him. NYPD Blue was an odd looking Stand; a chubby bald middle-
aged man in a suit.
221  "Getcher big fat ass offa me! God damn it!" he snarled. |
jumped, taken aback, but Fukashigi was used to it. "Yeah, yeah," he
said, getting to his feet. "You're useless otherwise; least you can do
is protect me."

"Shut your corn hole, cocksucker. You watch your fucking
mouth or I'll rip you god damn head off."

Wow, this thing had a foul mouth. But Fukashigi just
laughed him off. | guess it was none of my business. But then he
turned and glared at me.

"Who d'ya think you're staring at?"

"Eek!" | quickly looked away. "Jesus!"

"Heh heh. Sorry, man. He's pretty much always in a bad
mood. He thinks he's a New York cop. He's convinced | brought him
back from America with me."

"Ha ha..."

"That's funny to you, is it, scumbag?" NYPD Blue yelled. |
jumped again, the smile wiped off my face. Then Hirose and
Muryotaisu came back.

"This is bad! Listen up!" Hirose said, flustered. "We couldn't
break the barrier or help at all, but he gave us a message for the



town's leader. Top secret! He said to tell nobody else! Apparently
there's some bad people here..."

"So? What was the message?" Fukashigi asked.

"He said if nothing changes, the American army will flip the
island!"

"What? | though they were our allies!" Not every day a long
coat wearing delinquent discusses international diplomacy, but he
had a point.

222  "Back up a minute — why should we believe that?" | said,
almost to myself.

But Hirose heard me. "Because of who gave me that
message! Look at this!" he said, holding out his cell phone. He'd
taken a picture of a soldier holding up a note with "If nothing
changes, the American army will flip this island!" written in
Japanese by a hand clearly not used to the characters. But the
soldier in question was much older than I'd expected, and I'd
recognized those blonde curls. "That's..."

"Exactly! The former president of the United States! Funny
Valentine!"

It was certainly him. Five people had been president since
Valentine, and he had to be more than 80 years old...| was surprise
to see him alive at all, much less clearly in good health. He looked
much, much younger. "His hair is still perfect..."

"I was surprised too, but it's a wig! He's kept the wrinkles at
bay with Botox and plastic surgery, apparently. But that doesn't
matter! A former president is telling us this will happen! We have
to believe him, right?"

Right, he'd taken the picture as proof. "But why is
Valentine here in person? On an SDF helicopter? Putting himself in
danger...you'd think he could just talk to the The Funniest directly."



The Funniest Valentine was the first person in history to be
named The, and was the current president of the United States. He
was Funny's grandson. Funny's son had been named Funnier
Valentine, and he'd named his son The Funniest Valentine. Funnier
was an astronaut, still in active service at the age of fifty. He'd
been on the news a lot recently, since he was the pilot for the first
ever manned flight to Mars. | wasn't sure what was going on with
the Valentines, but if The Funniest planned to attack Morioh,
wasn't Funny's action a betrayal?

223  |looked up. "Woah," | said. "Funny's still up there."

Funny Valentine was having trouble getting back on the
helicopter. | could still see him standing up there.

"Pfft, he'll be fine," Rohan said, pointing at the corner of
the picture on Hirose's phone. | looked closer, and could just make
out what looked like a frogman — small, transparent, standing on
two legs. "He's got a Stand," Rohan said. Okay, sure, if he's got a
Stand, he'll be fine, we all nodded...then shuddered as the
implications of that dawned on us. The former President of the
United States was a Stand Master...and Stands were genetic, so the
current president probably was, too.

"Ah!" Fukashigi said, so | looked up again. Funny Valentine
had just been knocked off the dome ceiling, and was rocketing
away when he suddenly stopped in mid-air, no rope or anything;
then he began zigzagging through the air up to the helicopter and
vanished inside.

"...man, | hope the SDF people are okay," Hirose said.
"Hopefully seeing a Stand in action won't lead to them being
silenced."

"I doubt the risk would be worth it," Rohan said. "The
helicopter pilot is a soldier. Anything happens to him, it'll make
waves. I'm sure Valentine's got an excuse in mind. It was over
pretty quick, and the soldiers have no way of understanding what



happened."
224

The helicopter flew away. In the distance, we heard a
loudspeaker. "This is a message from the Morioh council. In two
hours, at 6PM, there will be an emergency meeting. All citizens
should gather at the Budogaoka gymnasium. This is a message
from the Morioh council..." A council van with a loudspeaker
attached was slowly winding its way towards the harbor.

If they were gathering citizens for an emergency meeting,
then Mayor Shishimaru Denta would be there too. At Budogaoka
High School. That's where we thought the man moving Morioh
was. Where Kira Yoshikage was.

"Everything's pointing to the same place," Rohan said. "We
should go. There's nothing we can do here but watch my house
beat up Fukashigi."

"Shut uuuuuuuup!"

"Will you be okay alone, Sugimoto?"

Reimi smiled. "Thank you, but I'll be fine. Sorry...being a
Stand, | can't leave this place."

"We'll go find Kira, take him down, and be back before you
know it!"

| didn't think it would be that easy, and Sugimoto looked
like she agreed, but all she said was, "I'll be waiting. Try not to do
anything dangerous. I'll expect you back in one piece." She was a
beautiful girl, and | was suddenly rather jealous.

"How sweeeeeeeeeeeet." "How sweeeeeeeeeeet." "You're
a lucky man, Rohan." Not just the Nijimura brothers — Hirose was
making fun of Rohan too. Rohan turned bright red. "Shut up! | was
only being polite to my housemate! Come on!"

But something about the warm, fuzzy mood disturbed me.
It didn't feel right, somehow. For no reason at all. But | felt like
Rohan looked ready to cry. "Um, I'm not actually a Stand Master or



anything, so maybe | should stay here?" | suggested. Rohan looked
surprised.

225 "What are you talking about? You're the Detective, you
have to sole the case. You have to go after the killer. There's
already been a murder here, the police have come and gone,
you've arrived, Kira's Bites the Dust was lifted...what else is there
to do? It's time for a change of locale, surely."

Things were pointing that way, but...l couldn't explain why |
found myself wanting to stay here. "I've got a hunch," | said, grimly.

"Sure it's not just nerves? Stand battles do get rather
physical. They are dangerous. But we'll do the fighting; you just
work your mind. It seems like you're a real detective. I'm sure you
can find Kira for us. | mean...he turned me into a bomb and I still
have no idea who he is. Egg on my face, as the saying goes. I'm not
proud of that, but | won't let it get me down. I'm fighting back,
Joestar."

When he put it like that, | had to go.

"You're a man, ain't ya?" Muryotaisu chimed in. "l don't
care if you're English or Japanese, you need to grow some balls!
Kira Yoshikage's a scumbag who goes around murdering women!
We can't let him live another second! Stop mewling and let's get!"

Fukashigi and Hirose were both staring at me, and even
NYPD Blue was grinning and sticking his middle finger up.

"Damn it! Okay. Then...Sugimoto, call me if...oh, you can't.
Um. Is there any way you can signal us?"

"Yes. | can't stop the Arrow Cross House when it's pointing
any way but North, but | can make it spin."

"Then spin it if anything happens!"

"Good, let's go!" Muryotaisu shouted, and summoned the
Grand Blue trio. We followed his lead and jumped on their backs.
226  "Right, don't let go! Jacques! Enzo! Johana! Sky Diving! Go
Go Go!"



Those must be the dolphins' names. At Muryotaisu's cry,
the three dolphins chirped and shot away like rockets. To my
surprise, it was much gentler than physics would ordinarily allow;
G and centrifugal forces were entirely ignorable. Despite our
speed, | could barely even feel the wind on my face. Where | would
normally have been unable to open my eyes and have felt the flesh
of my face bending out of shape | felt nothing. The dolphins swept
down the hill and across the fields, just off the surface of the
ground. | wasn't sure if this was just a trait of the species, but the
dolphins bounded across the farmland, leaping and diving,
laughing all the way. "Settle down, Jacques! Don't let him wind you
up Enzo, Johana! This isn't a game!" Muryotaisu yelled. What had
taken twenty minutes by cab took two by dolphin — we were
already passing Morioh Station. | though someone was bound to
see us, but Muryotaisu led us down deserted alleys, past shuttered
storefronts, and through tunnels without any traffic to speak of.
This was his territory. Of course, with that van going around, it was
likely a good portion of the population was heading for the school,
| though. But Hirose — who was riding the same dolphin as me, his
arms around my waist — said, "Something's wrong..when we
crossed the tracks | caught a glimpse of the main road, but there
was nobody crossing. There was nobody in the roundabout by the
station, either. Are the roads so deserted we don't need to hide?"
Rohan and the Nijimuras were also looking around, suspicious and
worried.

"I guess they're all just super responsive and organized!"
Fukashigi said, brightly.

"Reality check, shit for brains," NYPD Blue said. "Look."

He pointed at the temple. It was on fire.

227 By the time we reached Jozeniji, the temple had burned to



the ground, and the fire was dying down. The main temple hall,
the structure housing the bell, and the living quarters had all
burned. We got off the dolphins and moved closer; without even
looking inside we were already struck dumb. It was clear the fire
had started inside. The walls and pillars that survived were burned
on the inside only. But what really got us was the pile of gas tanks
outside the closed doors. The air smelled of oil and gasoline. "But
why...?" It seemed they had set themselves on fire.

What little the fire had left of the walls and floor were
covered in drawings of...moths? Or butterflies? The drawings were
done with charcoal. Wait...looking closer, | could see blood, and
bits of flesh. Behind me, Hirose and the Nijimuras turned and ran,
retching. Outside, | heard the splatter of their vomit on the ground.

"They drew these pictures while they were on fire?" Rohan
asked. "But...what were they drawing?"

It wasn't an ordinary moth or butterfly. It had two burly
legs, and a large head, with eyes staring out at us. It was hideous,
and yet...

"Beautiful," Rohan said. | turned to look at him. "What?
That's what | thought," he protested, but that's not what my look
meant. I'd felt the same thing.

"This beauty..." Rohan said. "Do you feel it? They all drew
so many mothmen...these drawings appear to be some sort of
chimera of humans and moths, so mothmen seems apt. But why
did they draw so many of them? There are more drawings of the
mothman than there are people dead. Why?"

228 The word 'mothman' was oddly terrifying, and | was having
trouble getting past it. Rohan kept talking.

"They were trying to get it right. But none of the drawings
did him justice, so they had to try again. Using ash and charred
flesh from their own burning bodies." | stared at him in horror. "I'm
an artist, | can tell. | know what it feels like to fill every available



white space, desperately trying to capture the image in your head.
It was beauty they were after, beauty they sought. You remember
what | told you earlier?"

Symmetry is the basis of man-made beauty.

Oh. Certainly, the mothman was... "Symmetrical?"

My voice was hoarse. The stench of burned flesh was
making me light-headed.

"Indeed!" Rohan said, cheerily. "With their muscles
burning, they couldn't stop their hands shaking, but each of them
sought the same beauty! In a sense, this is a miracle! A terrifying
one, but no less impressive!"

In spirit or in flesh Rohan was clearly a little mad...but | had
to admit | understood how he felt.

But | was less concerned with how incredible these events
were than how they had come to pass at all.

"Who knows? When Morioh suddenly started moving
perhaps they all assumed Buddha was punishing us and gathered
here in a panic? Perhaps there's some strange Buddhist sect I'm
completely unaware of?"

"No, no kind of Buddhism teaches group suicide or self-
immolation," | said, struggling to stay on my feet. If | let my guard
down for a second I'd fall on one of the charred corpses. "What
happened here must have been some sort of mass hysteria.
Anxious people, gathered in a room, the door locked..."

Rohan and | looked at each other, the same idea in both our
minds.

There was another locked room nearby, with even more
anxious people gathered in it.

229  We turned as one, and ran out of the temple.

"I don't how you could stand it in there," Muryotaisu said,
wiping vomit off his chin.

"Summon Grand Blue! We have to get to the gym!" Rohan



cried.

The urgency in his tone was such that Muryotaisu didn't
question it; in a flash, the three dolphins hovered in front of us,
and we spend off so fast we nearly left Hirose and Fukashigi
behind.

"If you want anyone in town to survive, hurry! Don't worry
about being seen! Get us to the gym as fast as possible!"

"Rraaaaaaahh!" Muryotaisu roared, and the dolphins sped
up, no longer bounding across the ground, rocketing towards the
school. We reached the school grounds in a few dozen seconds,
crossed the sea of cars parked outside, and reached the gym to
find a few thousand people pouring gasoline on each other. They
were all muttering under their breath. No one was giving
directions. They glanced in our direction, but saw nothing — even
though we must have appeared to be hovering in mid-air. Listening
closer, | could make out what they were saying.

"Scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared
scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared
scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared
scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared
scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared scared
scared scared scared scared scared scared scared...."

| shivered — instinctively, | knew | could not afford to listen
to them for long. We began shouting, trying to drown out the
muttering. "Stop!" "What the fuck!?" "Please, stop that!" "Don't
kill yourself!" Nobody heard. It was as if they were possessed;
nothing we did stopped them from preparing for suicide.
230  Rohan was yelling, "Heaven's Door!" over and over, turning



them into books, but getting nowhere. "Damn it! All of their books
are filled with the word 'scared'! There's no white space left for me
to write any orders! What now, detective!?" What could | do?

Alter the conditions.

Scared people gathered in a locked room, preparing to set
themselves on fire.

It was hard to make them stop being scared. But we could
break the locked room.

"Can we destroy the gym?"

"The dolphins and | can break windows," Muryotaisu said,
as if it was a bad idea. He went ahead and started doing just that.
The sound of shattering glass filled the air, but broken windows
wasn't enough, and the townspeople kept pouring gasoline on
each other. Fukashigi and NYPD Blue were helping break windows,
but it was taking too much time. They were about to start the fire.

"Leave it to me," Hirose said. | turned to find him on the

ground, with Blue Thunder spinning up. A moment later he was at
the ceiling. "Watch out for falling rubble! It's better than burning
to death, right?" he yelled, and the size of his Stand's propellers
abruptly increased until they filled the entire gym. They they
started spinning faster. Vrrrrrrrreeeerererrrrrrereeeerrrrrrrooom!
231  His Stand was no longer helicopter blades; it had become a
giant shredder. It tore apart the walls, and the ceiling fell, but as it
passed through the blades it was torn to tiny pieces. Hirose had
both hands held out, with more propellers on them, blowing the
fragments to each side of him, sending them hurtling out the
windows the Nijimuras had broken. It was over in no time. | looked
around, and some of the people were looking at us. Not all of
them yet, though — with the walls this high, it was still almost a
locked room.

"Hirose!" | called. "Get the walls! As low as you can!"

"OK!" Hirose said, and shot me a thumbs up, then tilted his



giant propeller slowly forward, quickly demolishing the front wall
of the gym.

The evening light streamed in, picking out the heavy dust in
the air. Almost everyone turned to look.

The locked room was gone.

"What...?" "Gasoline? Why...?" "Ugh, it stinks!" "This is
bad!" People had come to their senses as last.

Everyone but Hirose wound their way through the crowds,
calling out. "For your own safety, please step outside, and wash off
the gasoline." Their heads clear, people nodded, and began
heading for the drink fountains, or the pool, or the shower rooms.
Nobody panicked; there was no struggling or running. They
weren't scared any more.

Just as | was about to relax, Rohan asked, "Did you see
anyone who might be Kira Yoshikage?"

| had completely forgotten about that. Unfortunately.

232  "Come on, detective! That's our main reason for being
here! Stop gawking and think!" Man, he could be kind of a dick
sometimes, | thought. He kept talking. "Not just think, look! Take a
good look at everything. Almost everyone in town is here. Think
while you look. The question is...what are you looking for? What
do you need to see? You know nothing about what he might look
like. If you ask me, changing your face and fingerprints to become
someone else isn't as easy as it sounds. Kira Yoshikage is thirty
eight! You can't just pick someone the same height; they'd have to
be the same age, and the same skin tone and build. Kira looked
after himself, kept in shape, worked out a fair amount to keep thin.
Could he easily take another's place without anyone noticing? A
wife or a lover would notice almost at once. And then there's the
matter of his occupation. Kira worked quietly in the administrative
department of an appliance company, an unobtrusive salaryman
job, but he'd been there long enough to get promoted to chief



clerk, so if his new identity was the same age, he would have a
similar level of responsibility. Could you do a different job with
different coworkers in a totally different position without anyone
noticing? | imagine it would be quite a challenge. And then there's
your home. If he had a wife and kids, he'd never be able to risk
going home the evening he changed identities. His face may look
right, but his voice is different, and he'd have no idea what his wife
and kids' names were. And even more practically, he wouldn't
remember what they'd talked about that morning. That would
certainly arouse suspicion. But these problems are all ones a
delicate, careful type of psychopath like Kira would have been well
aware of, and taken care to avoid. Yet he used Tsuji Aya's Face/Off
to replace someone else. Which means he must have believed this
was someone he could easily replace."

Mm, this logic seemed sound. "So?"

"If you look at the whole thing backwards, you'll see how
Kira got past all the problems | just mentioned. He had to have
known his victim's body, work, and family wouldn't pose a threat.
Those are the three things that would be hardest to deal with. To
get past the problem of family, you would need someone single,
unmarried or at least separated or working far from home. For
work, you'd need someone in the same line of work, or
unemployed, or you'd have to change jobs immediately after
taking over. That leaves the physical end...and if he has no family
or job to worry about, that hardly matters any more. You see what
I'm driving at?"
233 "Probably. You mean...you can't tell what someone's job is,
or what their social life is like just by looking at them."

"Yes, so..."

"The man Kira replaced was someone he knew. Someone
he had studied as a candidate to replace. But then...how could he
know he'd be able to find this person in time to avoid capture? It



was pure coincidence he wound up fighting Hirose and the others
at the tailor's, right? Of course it was. He headed for Tsuji Aya's
place...what line of work was she in?"

"She could exchange people's body parts, remember? Her
line of work was hardly legal. She wasn't a bad girl, but she walked
a very thin line. But officially she ran a beauty parlor. It was called
Cinderella."

"So he would have had to grab someone he could replace
on the way to the beauty parlor from the tailor's, right? But Kira
was a very careful man."

"He was. That lay at the root of his cursed luck. His intense
focus forced fortune and coincidence onto his side."

"Hmm. That's one way of looking at it, but if Kira knew
what Tsuji Aya's power was, then he would definitely have laid
plans in case he needed to make use of it."

"I agree."

"Yet, he could never know when he might be in that sort of
trouble. Hmm. There's only one way | can see to eliminate
coincidence as a factor."

234 "Eh? What would that be?"

"Simple. Make sure this candidate was always at Tsuji Aya's
side."

"...nlseel"

"Beauty parlors rarely have male employees, though; what
with all the changing of clothes."

"But she did! He only helped with her secret business,
though; more of a gigolo, really. | have no taste for such gossip, so |
never met the man, but Yamagishi said he was middle-aged, but
not bad looking. Yamagishi is Hirose's girlfriend."

"What happened to him?"

"No idea! But he would have worked perfectly for Kira's
needs. Gigolos have no real family, and no real job. Stealing his



body would have been no problem at alll We'd better start by
investigating that man. Standing here watching people won't get
us anywhere — | have no idea what that man looked like. Kouji!" he
yelled shrilly, stalking away.

A tall man in a suit despite the heat came over to me.

"Thank you, thank you. I'm Shishimaru Denta, the mayor of
Morioh! That was a very close call, and you have my gratitude!" he
intoned hoarsely. His suit reeked of gasoline.

"Oh, it was nothing. I'm glad everyone's safe."

"I really have no idea what we were thinking! | didn't dump
this on myself, you know! My own secretary poured it on me!
Terrifying! My right hand tried to burn me to death!"

235  "You poured gasoline on me, sir. | could say the same," said
a thin man standing behind Shishimaru. He was soaked through, as
well.

"Either way, it's dangerous, so wash that off," | said. "No
telling what might set this place off."

"Of course! We've called the fire department. By the way,
how is it you can fly?"

"Eh? | can't fly!" | said. Then again, | supposed | would have
looked as if | was. Either way, | was better off not admitting it. "You
were hardly yourself. You must have imagined it."

"No, no, I'm sure of it! You came flying in and saved us all!"

Talking to this man was like having hot air blown in your
face, and I'd nearly forgotten | had a message for him from Funny
Valentine. But | wasn't the one who'd been given the message...no,
this was no time for quibbles! And there was one more thing | was
forgetting.

"Mayor, on our way here we found a lot of people dead in
Jozeniji. | believe what almost happened here happened there."

n

secretary tapped him on the shoulder.



"Kumoi's here."

Shishimaru followed his secretary's gaze, and scowled. |
turned to look, and saw another tall man in a soaking wet suit —
this one with very thin arms and legs. He was surrounded by other
men in suits, and they were hurriedly leaving. "Eh? What, was he
listening?" "The chief of staff's boy was." "Really!?" Kumoi...oh, his
opponent in the election. The election car had been blaring the
name. Kumotaku. Now that they'd returned to their senses, the lot
of them were immediately turning their attention back to the
election. | had no idea how effective rushing to the place where
people had died and making a scene would be...no, | suppose | did.
In a town this small, the leader would be blamed for any tragedy at
all. Those that had survived here were hardly out of danger yet,
and there could well be others in danger somewhere else. At this
point, a thought struck me.

236  The others.

When we left Arrow Cross, the van telling people to gather
at the Budogaoka gym was heading slowly towards the harbor.
People from the harbor would not have been able to reach the
gym faster than us. Possessed by that unnatural fear, the gym was
hardly the only place they could be affected. Like the people in the
temple, it would take hold anywhere a large number of people
could gather.

Was there something like that in the harbor? From what I'd
seen, it was all little shops and inns. But on the hill, right next to
us, was the ideal building.

Arrow Cross House.

| ran out of the shattered gym, and look towards Arrow
Cross. But there were houses in the way, and it was too far to see.

"Hirose! Nijimura!" | called. Fukashigi showed first. "What?"
he said, running over. But he couldn't help me. "Muryotaisu!"

"What the hell?" Fukashigi said. Muryotaisu came running



up behind him. "What?"

"Check on Arrow Cross!"

"1? Sure!"

He bounded aboard a dolphin, and shot up into the air.
Shishimaru came running after us. "Ah! | knew it! You kids can fly!"

| ignored him. Muryotaisu glanced down at us, then fly off
towards Arrow Cross without another word. The other two
dolphins came down to us. "Fukashigi, come on!" "Right!" He must
have seen something wrong. Fukashigi agreed, and the two of us
jumped onto the dolphins. The dolphins fly away. "Heeeey! What's
going on!?" Shishimaru yelled.

237 1 could see it now; the Arrow Cross house was rocking from
side to side. The signal we'd agreed on. We'd noticed too late!

The dolphins were traveling even faster than before. There
was no air pressure or vibrations, just the overwhelming sense of
speed, the scenery blurring past so fast | imagined | could feel the
inertia and the wind on my face, and nearly fell off. | grit my teeth
and tried to keep my fingers from slipping off the dolphin's fin, and
at last we reached the Arrow Cross house. | could smell gasoline,
and see the empty tanks everywhere. | didn't see fire.

"Sugimoto!" | called out. Fugishigi and | jumped down, and
burst into the house to find it empty. | went through the West
sunroom into the study, but found now burned bodies, no signs
that anyone had been here; it was the same as we'd left it.

"Hunh?" We looked at each other, confused. "Over here!" a
voice called. Muryotaisu had Sugimoto cradled in his arms.

"You okay?" "What happened!?" We called, running over.
"She's unharmed," Muryotaisu said. "Just in shock. People from
the harbor came up, hell bent on burning the house down."

As a Stand capable of moving this house — or it's
predecessor, the Cube House — that must have felt like they were
trying to kill her. "But what happened to them?"



"They're all under the house. Reimi stuck them all down

there."
238  Oh...so Arrow Cross moving wasn't an SOS, but a result of
the battle! Relieved, | flopped down on the floor. "I thought my
hunch had come true," | said, still unsure why I'd had the hunch to
begin with. Was it detective sense speaking? But it really did seem
to be just some vague, baseless anxiety. If only had | some context
to tie it to...anything like that. Context?

The order of events.

"I'm gonna put Reimi in her bed. Can you stand?" She
couldn't even answer, so he shifted her weight till he could carry
her in his arms, and headed out the West door of the study.

"Even so...what's happening to my Morioh?" Fukashigi said,
and stomped out the East door.

Suddenly exhausted, | laid back on the rug the desk rested
on, and felt a strange lump under my back.

What could it be? A small depression, but it felt hard... |
peeled the rug back, and found a door.

A door in the floor.

I moved Rohan's desk aside, rolled up the rest of the rug,
and exposed the entire door. It was a rectangular door, hidden in
the middle of the interior hall. How would anyone know it was
here? The front of the door was covered in the same carpet as the
rest of the room, and the doorknob was recessed; to turn it you
had to hook a finger in and pull it out. The thing under my back
had been the small groove your finger went in. It was sheer chance
I'd found it at all.

239 If | opened this, would | see beneath the Arrow Cross,
where all the people Sugimoto had hidden there lay piled on top of
each other? It didn't seem likely.



For one thing, this door opened outwards. There was no
gap between the bottom of Arrow Cross and the ground; the
whole point was to keep air from getting to Rohan and Fukashigi.
There should be no way a door could ever open downwards...and
yet, here was a door that did. Where could it lead?

| made up my mind, turned the knob, and let the door fall
inside. It opened. The door fell into an empty space that should
not exist. Inside was a space exactly the same as the study.

Rohan's desk and the carpet were nowhere to be found,
but it was otherwise an exact copy of the room | was in. | was
looking down on it from the middle of the ceiling. On the floor
below me | saw another door. Did that open to another room
below?

| stuck my head through the door, and looked around the
room below. There were doors on all four sides, the same as the
ones in this room that led to the sunrooms. But there was no way
this room could exist in the Arrow Cross.

So this wasn't the Arrow Cross House, but a room in the
Cube House. Only the surface layer had changed into the Arrow
Cross House; the Cube House still remained within.

The laws of physics did not apply to Stands.

So of course | wanted to climb down into that room, which
meant | had to think. | didn't have a rope. | wondered if | could
weigh the rug down with the desk, lower myself a meter or two
with that, and then jump the rest of the way...but it looked a bit
too far, and | didn't think the desk was heavy enough. Then | had
an idea. "Jacques, Enzo, Johana!" | called.

240 | waited a moment, and sure enough, one of the dolphins
came swimming through the air towards me, clucking. The one I'd
ridden both times before. "Jacques?" "............ "MEnzo?" 