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Secret

A white cloth was draped underneath a Pine tree. As I approached the tree and turned over the
cloth, a child appeared from below. The child glared at me. “what are you doing?”. The child's
eyes were thin, but eyebrows thick. It made it hard for me to tell whether it was a boy or a girl.
“Ah, sorry”. I apologized, but the child continued to glare. “Are you playing hide and seek or
something?” The child shook its head side-to-side.

“No, I live here”

A big cloth about the size of a furoshiki. The boundless grass grew around the child’s legs. I took
a step back and started to leave. I felt the child's gaze on my back as I walked away. The child's

hair was downy and strong. The next day the same cloth was draping from below the tree. |

thought to myself there was no way [ would pull the cloth off, but just then the child sprung out.

“let’s go!” Promptly said the child before turning to head down the road.

It was not my intention to follow them, but the child was heading down the same path back to
my room. Naturally I decided to follow along. The child just walked up to right before the room
door and then waivered. “open the door” the child arrogantly said. The child’s tone made it hard
to go against letting them in.We entered the room together. The room became a place to settle
down. The child did not eat much, which saved me. The child was also unexpectedly a good
listener. The child would listen to my stories of job failure, indifferent lovers and eagerly nodded

while listening.
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Secret cont.

The child gets excited after taking a shower. They would dance wildly across the room while
naked, their small weiner bobbing up and down. He seemed to be a boy after all. At times, he
would suddenly go out. Sometimes he would be gone for a week, so I would return to the Pine
tree and find him below the tree, underneath the white cloth, sleeping.

“Why did you leave?”” I would ask

“I don't know” he often answered

I was starting to doubt if he was really human or not. Well, nevertheless it didn’t matter to me.
He continued just like that for 30 years. After 30 years he is still here. He hasn’t changed, he still
eats light and is a good listener. After his showers he still does that strange dance and the way he
suddenly disappears hasn’t changed either. Because there hasn’t been much change after all these
years, [ was certain that he can’t be human.

Humans change over time.

That means I am definitely a human. Now I am older and stubborn. Despite that I have become
fond of the child, though that was not the case in the beginning.

I bought an apartment. I owned a small dog. And three cats. I became scared of death.

The dog died, and the cats too. Leaving only the child and I. One of these days the child will be
the only one remaining.

“Why did you come here?”” I once asked him

The child thought about it for a second.



“It’s a secret” he finally answered.
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Chicken Hell

“There is a hell that people get banished to for picking on chickens. If you get sent
there, there is a big chicken that appears and spits fire on you, pecks at you, and
tramples you for an eternity” said the old man and | listened.

The old man and his family are the biggest branch of farmers in this area. They are
called farmers but they had to sell most of their land. And now there are lots of
apartment complexes and housing developments on the land they once owned. The
old man took care of the goats and chicken in his yard, but the main family had nothing
to do with agriculture. All the younger people went on to become office workers in
central Tokyo at places such as Shinbashi and Shinagawa. He had about 10 . Some
chickens were fine and nicely combed, while the others looked worn out and shabby.
“The strong chickens peck at the weak ones.” he told me.

| really wanted to see the chickens get pecked, but no matter how intensely | watched, it
was of no use. Rather they would scatter across the field, one after another seemingly
without a care where the others are. The old man was missing an eye. He told me he
lost it in war. He wore an artificial eye that never moved instead. Sometimes he would
say “Look!” as he took his eye out and showed it to me. The eye was a cloudy white and
was bigger than the biggest marble I've ever seen. He knew that it terrified me so he
would yell “look! look!” as used his right hand to push it towards me. | had recently gone
to a big art museum and saw the art exhibit painting of chicken hell. Here this whole
time | thought the old man was making it up. Pictured in the 12th century Hell scroll. A

national treasure. It pictured a giant scaly-breast rooster with both its wings spread.



Sometimes the old man was cruel to his own chickens. When he would put the feed in
their feeding box and they would come gathering, then he would deliberately kick them
away. When he was in a bad mood, he would scare the chickens by chasing them
around. His chickens laid a lot of eggs, which he would just let pile up inside a bamboo
basket. | never got a single one no matter how yearningly | looked. Once a chicken
stops producing eggs the old man keeps the chicken alive. “I don't like killing them,” he
said. | once saw him bury a dead chicken in the back yard. | proceeded to ask him “Isn’t
it good to eat?”. “| won’t eat them if they died naturally” he replied. | don’t have a clue
what he is doing these days. | stopped visiting him around middle school and that was
it. Now a small white building stands where his house once was. The first floor is filled

by an antique shop and pastry shop. Their Mont Blanc cake is delicious.
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| can’t remember her name. “Grandma” is what is used to call her, but, now that | think about it,
she could have been in her mid forties. Every two to three days | would always stop by her
house on my way back from elementary school. Playing with her was much more fun than
playing with my friends. My friends were savages. Grandma was always alone. She told me that
she was just house-siting and that | should come in. It was a big house. There were a few times
when | saw a little boy younger than I, but he always scurried to the back of the house.
Grandma’s room had a kotatsu, colorfully intricate origami paper, hanafuda cards, and her tea
set ( a teapot, teacups, and a tea caddy to store her tea. The two of us always played cards.
Originally, Hanada is supposed to be played with three people, however since there were only
two of us, the cards in our hands ran out pretty quickly so we had to flip the cards on the table.
When three people play, you rarely get any of the bonus cards like the four and five cards or the
red and blue ribbon card, but since it was the two of us we ended up collecting them all
ourselves.
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From time to time, grandma would ask “10 yen please?”. At the time | didn't carry money on me,
so the next time she asked for money, | already had it with me. She praised me that time and
after that | started to carry one 10 yen coin around, but yet when she asked for it all | was met
with was a “hmph” after handing it to her with great pride. Sometimes grandma was extremely
grumpy. She would sit there sullenly, not saying a word while folding fukusuke dolls, a big
headed dwarf, dazzlingly dressing them in kamishimo ceremonial costume and a hakama made
from a paper of different design but just as flashy. Then she would toss them all into the corner
of the room.
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Grandma's room was where | heard the word “hell” for the first time. “You know they say hell
smells like fish liver oil” she suddenly said one day. During school lunch break, cod liver oil was
given out in the infirmary, but only those whose parents applied and paid for it. “| want some” i
would say, but my mother said it was “a waste of money” and flatly rejected the idea. When
Kyoshi Akai and kanae came back from the infirmary they said “ugh, this is nasty” and that | was
lucky.

“Does cod liver have a smell?” | asked grandma.

“It smells stinky,” she replied.

If it's smelly, then | am glad | don’t have to drink it, | thought. Grandma had been wearing a
weird hair style for a little bit. Her bangs sticking out like a visor, all while a small bun is
surrounding the nape of her neck.

When | asked, “Can | touch the front?”, she glared at me. Not too long after that | stopped
visiting grandma. | would say “let’s play” to her from outside her window, but she would just
crack the window enough to stick her face through, and say “No”, in a cold, indifferent tone.
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Grandma was hospitalized for some time. | had thought that she was dying, but | guess she was
well enough to be discharged from the hospital. | started to visit her again once in a while, but
by then | had already become a third grader, so | didn'’t visit often. “Did you have to drink fish
liver oil at the hospital?” | asked her, but all she did was shake her head. “It's not that simple”
she said to me in a conceited tone. She was hospitalized two more times after that, and both
times she was discharged. After that, she swiftly became a normal old lady, taking care of the
garden, racking the fallen leaves on the path, and taking care of children.

EFEZE The Office #5
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He called it his office, but really it was just a gazebo at the park. Even though he barely attended
school, he always wore the old school uniform. The usual black color of the uniform had faded,
it was so old it looked the color of a yokan. When you would get closer, you’d catch the smell of
mothballs. He rarely ever spoke. He had about 3 kinds of phrases he would say, “Would you
like me to stamp?”, “Please settle the payment”, and “It sure is raining a lot today isn’t it?”, that
was it. No matter how sunny it was, he would always say, “it’s raining a lot, isn’t it?”.
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He would always bring a flat floor cushion and a notebook with him when he went into his office.
He would then draw pictures on his notebook with a short stubby pencil. He would sit criss cross
on the bench in the gazebo without laying the cushion down. When | would approach him
closer, he would offer me the cushion. He would turn the cushion over and slide it toward me. |
was scared to talk to him alone, so Kanae and | would always go together. Kanae was a little
mean. She would even boss him around, ordering him to recite the 2-times tables. “Should |
stamp here” he would mumble, then go silent.
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| only ever went to see him by myself twice. The first time was when we got news that a severe
typhoon was about to come. | became worried about him and went to check on him, but he
wasn’t there. The second time | went to visit him alone was right after that, when | brought him
leftovers of deep fried bread from my school lunch. | placed the bread on top of his knee, but he
pushed it away and gave it right back to me. “Final payment, please,” he said. | was kind
enough to save what was left for him so obviously | was upset, so | stomped my foot. He
flinched. Then he shut his eyes and covered up his ears with his hands.
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| only found out he was four years older than | when | entered junior high. By that time he had
stopped going to the office. Sometimes we would encounter each other on the street. | would
say “Hello” and he would say “should | stamp here?”, “Okay” | would answer “Final balance,
please” he would continue. After that, even if | shook my head “no” or “yes”, he would always
quickly walk away.
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He had an exhibition of his drawings featured at the children's center, so | went with kanae. The
sheets of drawing paper were filled with drawings of animals, ships, and flowers drawn in
crayon. Were they good, were they not good, | wasn’t sure, but | still thought they were
amazing. He had started appearing on TV and had become slightly famous. He also stopped
wearing his school uniform and started wearing denim overalls and striped shirts. When we ran
into each other on the street, as usual, he asked “should | stamp here?”. At one point, | didn’t
answer at all. “Deep fried bread is delicious," he said. It was the first time | heard him say a
phrase other than what he usually says. He walked away quickly without hearing my answer.
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He passed away at the age of 33. After his death, a copy of his collection of pictures was sold,
surprisingly it sold well. | browsed through the book while at a book store, | compared the
pictures to the ones | had seen at the children's center at one point, but the art book print was
oddly flat.

MDHH% Brains #6
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Kanae had an older sister. Her hair was long and straight, and she had eyes that were a tinge of
blue and green. The color looked like a foreigner but, she had various different eyes on her but,
her flat face itself was definitely japanese. “That person is not my sister, that's a stranger” kanae
would say once in a while. Kanae was always mean. Despite Kanae’s older sister being 2 years
above her, she was always the one who was timid. Kanae’s house was two stories high. The
living room and kitchen were located on the lower floor, while the children's and parents'
bedrooms were upstairs. The parents' bedroom had a double bed, which in those days was
uncommon.
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| looked forward to secretly sneaking in with kanae and jumping on the bed. One day while we
were energetically jumping on the bed, | saw Kanae's sister standing in the doorway watching
us. “If you tell on me to mom, I'm going to get pay back”, Kanae let out in an eerie voice. She
turned around and ran down the stairs. Their mother immediately came upstairs, and swung the
door open. Of course Kanae and | got down from the bed already. Next thing you know she was
sitting next to the bed with an ignorant face, pretending to play with dolls. Because we had
heard their mother footsteps, kanae hurriedly brought the dolls from the room. Driven out of the
room, we went to the girl’'s room, her sister was there. “Time for revenge” said Kanae and then
started to tickle her sister. Together, we began to tickle her. | thought we were having an
enjoyable time as we continued to tickle, but the look on her face began to feel strange. At first,
it sounded like convulsive laughter but soon it turned into a distressing sound, like hiccups or
weeping.
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At last, when we stopped, she was laying stretched out on the floor. “You’re weak compared to
this big sister”, Kanae said lightly, flipping her sister who was laying face down to face up. A little
drool was dangling from her mouth, but her eyes were open and she was still breathing, which
gave me peace. Her bluish green eyes were cloudy. After a while , | went back to Kanae’s
house. Kanae had gone somewhere to play and it was only her older sister there. “Don’t enter”
she said to me, for some unknown reason, | couldn’t resist. We went into the girls room, she
pulled a small box out of the desk drawer. With a ‘pop’ sound she opened the lid.
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Inside was something white and flabby. When | asked her what it was she answered “brains”.

[t}

“Doll brain’s”. Look. They're from Tammy, up on that shelf. She pointed at the blond doll that
Kanae had last pretended to play with in her parents bedroom the last time | was there. “Liar” |
said back, but Kanae’s sister was just faintly smiling. | ran down the stairs and went outside.

Trampling the heels of my shoes while | ran. One shoe slipped off, but | hurriedly put it back on
and continued running. The doll brains were not pure white; they were darkened and filthy
around the edges.

JEIFRF Enka Singer #7
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Kuro was vicious. Kuro was the black dog owned by Kyoshi Akai. He called the dog “John”, but
there was nothing “John” like about the dog. He was just like any ordinary Japanese black dog
that could only be called Kuro. Kuro barked a lot. Not just barking, but biting too. And when he
bit, they weren’t gently playing kind, they were serious bites, the kind that drew blood. There
was so much blood. There would be victims that would run into Akai’s house yelling “What are

you doing about it?” all the time, but Akai and his mother would always look unconcerned.
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Akai would always let kuro roam free until the early evening. Kuro would go look around the
neighborhood and patrol each and every house like it was his territory. He’d thrust his muzzle
into the hedges, sniffing continuously. If he happened to find you, then he would bark furiously,
and if you tried to flee, he would chase after you. If you kept running, he would eventually catch
up and bite you. Whenever a big dog would come up to kuro and bark, everyone would root for
the big dog. In moments like that, kuro would bark back a few times, then he would quickly
change his direction and run off. His tail tucked between his rear. “It serves you right”, everyone
would say. But there weren’t many big dogs within the neighborhood, so Kuro ruled most of the
territory. Shimizu’s older brother devised a plan to kill Kuro by poisoning him. They planned to
put detergent inside the meat and have him eat it. It was planned that during the day while Kuro
was out, Shimizu’s older brother would give Kuro the laced meat. He ate all of the meat, but was

still perfectly fine. The detergent didn’t work on him at all.
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Kuro once caught a thief. Two houses down from Kanae’s house a burglary was taking place
and Kuro barked at the thief with incredible force. When the thief tried to hurry up and bolt out of
there, Kuro just bit down. Usually whenever he would snap at someone he would immediately
let them go, but this time he continued to bite, not letting go of the thief's leg. Apparently, the
thief began to cry. He kept saying “it hurts, it hurts” while shedding tears. “Heh, what a sloppy

thief” said Shimizu’s older brother. But after that, Kuro’s poison scheme was scrapped.
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Three years after catching the thief, Kuro passed away. He was hit by a dump trunk on the main
street. Akai dug a grave for him in the garden with an angry look on his face. Everyone disliked
Akai in the same way they disliked Kuro, but when that happened, we kind of felt sympathy for
him. But after that, to get everyone to stop feeling sorry for him, he soon placed a weird
statue-like thing near Kuro’s grave in the garden. The statue was made out of clay and seemed
to resemble the appearance of Kuro. Akai had always been bad at art and crafts, so the statue
was all squashed. It also did not resemble Kuro in the slightest. After being exposed to the wind
and the rain, the oil clay made sculpture soon started to fall apart. Akai would take the broken
clay and attach them back on the statue. It started to resemble Kuro less and less. Several
years later Akai moved away. I've heard rumors that Akai grew up to be an incredibly handsome

man and even debuted as a enka singer, but | don’t know if it is true or not.



