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Editor in Chief(]Straight Ahead!

Editor-in-Chief [1Straight Ahead!

"Rejected.”

Haruhi said flatly, thrusting the manuscript back.
"It's no goo~d?"

Asahina-san raised her voice to a near-scream,
"But | really, really thought about it......
"Yup, no good. Totally. It doesn't strike any chatd

Leaning back on the chief's desk, Haruhi took te that had been on her ear into her hand and
continued,

"First, this introduction is too common. 'Long, tpago, in a certain place......" whatever; that's
such a stale and ordinary way to start a storye@ia little more twist. The beginning part
should go for the catch, okay? First impressioescaucial.”

IIBut,II

Asahina-san nervously said,

"l thought that was how fairy tales are......"

"That mindset is obsolete!"

Haruhi handed out the rejection with a thorouglelly-snportant air.

"The transformation of ideas is necessary. If yumember hearing this or that somewhere, think
about the opposite first. Then you might just gigh to something new."



This feeling like we were rapidly straying from theint was the result of Haruhi's thought
system. It's not like the pick-off motion of a iy that let a fast runner get on first base, and |
don't think it'll be good if you just do the opptesieither.

"Anyway, this is rejected.”

After making it a point to write "retake" over thepy paper of the manuscript with a red pen,
she lightly tossed it into a cardboard box besigledesk. Within the box that had been originally
loaded with oranges now was a mountain of wastesgehad decided to send to the
incinerator.

"Write something new."

"Rejected."

With shoulders drooped, Asahina-san dejectedlymetlito her seat. She was just too pitiable.
The sight of her gripping her pencil, arms wrappszlind her head, brings out burning
compassion and sympathy.

On a whim, my eyes shifted to the perfectly nondpscorner of the table, and there was,
precious for this clubroom's scenery, the figur&lafgato-not-reading.

Though it was Nagato keeping silently frozen asstheed at the notebook computer's display,
touching the keyboard and entering something, ingeap again, and then hitting keys with a
tap-tap. So, she's become an ornament again.

What Nagato was using was a notebook computer aeakan from the Computer Club as a
prize for a game competition. Incidentally, similaings were in front of Koizumi and me, and



with nothing much to think about, the CPU cooliag fvas already spinning noisily to cool its
brain down. The sight of Koizumi's fingers movirdythmically and the sounds as he punched
keys annoyed me like hell. So he's settled on Whatas going to write, isn't that nice.

Although Asahina-san, who had shown such a sikyyglice against machines, had been writing
on copy paper by herself, she now came to a comptep as if she had synchronized with me.

Ah yeah. Even though | have nothing to write, sdde typing something?

"Okay, all of you as well!"

Haruhi alone was abnormally cheerful.

"Hurry up and hand in your manuscripts, if we deteirt the editing, we won't make it in time
for publication! Get into gear! You can write quigkf you just give it a little thought, can't you?

Because you're not making an entry for a literaigepin long story writing or anything."

From Haruhi's cheery face bloomed a self-confidéhaehad sprung from somewhere | didn't
know, as usual. She seemed like she was goingilte &er prey at any moment.

"Kyon, you aren't moving your hands at all! Jusirglg at the computer screen like that won't
make your article! Anyway, write something firdten print it and show it to me, and if | think
it's amusing then it passes, and if | don't thisrr@ected, okay?"

My sympathy for Asahina-san transformed into sél-zpVhy do | have to do such a thing? Not
just me, but Asahina-san, who was moaning besideanteeven Koizumi, who was facing me
while smiling; shouldn't the few of us be raisihg signal to mutiny?

Well, even though SOS Brigade Chief Suzumiya Hasgpecial characteristic was not listening
to what you were saying, why was she willfully gegtinto a role like this?

My eyes moved from Haruhi's itching-to-slap-peapl@anuscripts-down-the-cardboard-box
smile, to the armband on her arm.

On the armband that was usually labeled BrigadefCand formerly Great Detective and Ultra-
Director, a new title was written in big letterstive magic marker.

This time, it was "Editor-in-Chief."

The beginning goes back a few days.



It was a day in the third school term, and thedtegis of the end of the year were gradually
hitting my ears. | wish there could've been adittlarning at least, but it had come out of
nowhere on a lunch break that should've been palacef

"Summons."

The one who said that was Nagato Yuki. Besidefbesome reason, was Koizumi Itsuki's
slender form. I've never even had a micron of &rfgehat this pair would be coming side-by-
side to my classroom, and although it was | whoth&dn a break from digging through my
bentoto come to the corridor, | just wanted to hurryawmal return to my own desk.

"What'’s that about a summons?"

| could only think of my current situation. Afteamiguchi, who had just returned from buying
and was carrying a variety of breads and a melan dionk, said "Kyon, your companions are
here," | went out and there were these two stanaliognd. Though it was an unexpected
pairing, | couldn't think of any partner that woudd suitable for Nagato to be acting as a couple
with.

| took in the sight of the alien girl who had besqpressionlessly standing there after stating that
single mysterious word at the beginning, gave tgr afaiting for three seconds, and looked at
Koizumi's handsome face.

"Care to explain?"

"Of course, that's what | came here for."

Koizumi craned his neck into classroom five anduined,

"Suzumiya-san won't be returning anytime soon?"

She had rushed out right after the fourth periadiedn She should be munching away at a table
in the cafeteria right about now.

"That's convenient. I'd rather this doesn't reaahdars.”

| have a feeling that | wouldn't want this newsdach my ears as well.

"That’s true."

Koizumi's voice was lowered in a serious tone.dmparison, you seem like you're happy.
"Well, it's up to the person whether or not it'snebhing to be happy about."

"Hurry up and say it, already.”



"An official writ came down from the President bktStudent Council. It's an order to appear at
the Student Council room after school today. Inrshibis a summons."

Aha.
| understood in an instant.
"It finally came?"

A summons from the President of the Student Counel—it's not that | didn't know my own
place that | would think of asking "What for?" Img one year, the SOS Brigade has, regardless
of whether it was inside the school or outsidesadiup a storm, as |, being too much of a good
person, feigned ignorance to its misdeeds. Whatelbave first? The case of the computers that
were hauled from the Computer Club? No, that sheeldeen settled by the game showdown at
autumn last year. As | hear it, the President ef@omputer Club had unconditionally

withdrawn the complaint they had filed at the Stud@ouncil after their defeat.

Was it because of that nonsensical film? That veere djuite some time ago, and the Student
Council must have had elections after the schativia. Did the current President remember the
tasks that the previous President had left forjoshnow? Or could our personal descriptions
have just recently arrived at North High from treegiboring shrines that we had rounded? We
visited too many temples here and there for the stahe New Year.

"There's no helping it."

| shrugged, gazing at the absentee chief's deskegdrmost one by the windows.

"Haruhi would be really happy to go off at the Ridest. Depending on the other side's attitude,
this just might turn into a brawl. As Koizumi isetimediator, I'll leave it up to you."

"You are mistaken."

Koizumi denied eloquently.

"The one being summoned is not Suzumiya-san.”

So is it me? Come off it, that doesn't make angsedust because Haruhi has so much resiliency
that it's like a spring made of whale whiskersyatuld be at the height of injustice if I, still jus
hearing about it, had to bear the full brunt @lit Though I know that the Student Council is

just the school's radio-controlled puppet, | chelp but be disappointed that they'd go so far as
acting like cowards.

"No, it isn't you, either.”

Looking happy for some reason, Koizumi was getimgeasingly invigorated as he said,



"The one being summoned, is Nagato-san alone."

Say what? Isn't this just getting more and moreia¥sAlthough she’d make a competent
lecturee as she quietly listens to whatever you theeye won't be any sense of accomplishment
since there's little doubt that she will just stiokher silence.

"To Nagato? The Student Council President?"

"Your object and subject are correct. That's righe, President has designated Nagato-san."

Nagato's face showed no thoughts for herself astsioel there distantly. When she got hit by
the beam of surprise that fired from my eyes, [args just gave a little sway.

"What do you mean? What business could the Presadé¢he Student Council have with
Nagato? It can't be that he wants to employ heearetary of the Student Council?"

"They already have a secretary, so that's wrongoofse."

Just say it already. Do you speak in that arrogaayt because the nature is carved into your
DNA?

"Forgive me. Now then, | shall tell you what | knowhe reason why Nagato-san was
summoned is simple. Aside from an interview abbatltiterature Club's activities, it is for
discussing the question of the club's future caiion.”

"Literature Club? But what——"

| was about to ask what the relation was, but bb&on to his lines.

Nagato was gazing at end of the corridor withouvimg.

The white face that once wore glasses was as adiysitent as that time. | still can't forget
when she slowly raised her expressionless fadeeirclubroom where Haruhi had jumped into as
she dragged me along.

"| see, the Literature Club, huh. So that's hois.ft

This must be about how the SOS Brigade has beelnigahe Literature Club room as its
headquarters for a while now. The only official nmof the Literature Club has been Nagato
from the beginning, while we were merely freeloader some otherwise illegal occupants.
Haruhi probably thinks that we had long ago acqlite rights to the place, but the Student
Council will surely assert a different universatiatandard opinion.

Koizumi probably read my expression and said,



"The memo was for the President to be able to hawatk personally after school. It came to me
first. Then | passed it on to Nagato-san."

Why did it go to you?

"Because it would probably be ignored if it werele$sed to Nagato, don't you think?"

On the other hand, you have as little to do witledature Club activities as me.

"That may be, but it isn't as simple as you sayng$icould get very difficult. Since we're not
members and we've done nothing even closely retatkgrature in the Literature Club room, it
wouldn't be surprising if it weren't just the Statl€ouncil that feels suspicious...... No, it's
already become common knowledge, so | should s#yitth been overlooked until now."
Koizumi, who had spoken sensibly, wore a smile thatle me wonder whose side he was on.
They may be accusing me of being one of the leatlatsvhy has it come now? Like a lazy
landlord who doesn't repair a leaky roof, has®@t$tudent Council been leniently ignoring the

SOS brigade as well?

"The Student Council from before was like that. leer, the current President seems to be
more complicated.”

Koizumi smiled, showing his white teeth, and glahaeNagato from the side.

As expected, Nagato gave no reaction, and just tchbeeeyes from the end of the corridor and
focused them on my feet. It somehow seemed likevsisesaying sorry for the trouble.

And of course, Nagato has never given me any pnobl#’'s been decided. As far as | know,
there is only one person who scatters troubletimtcair whenever she moves. These messes
have———.

| said, exhaling into the empty air.

"Always been brought about by Haruhi."

Since the day she had shouted that "This club rigayar club room from now on!"

"Please keep this a secret from Suzumiya-san.”

Koizumi said.

"Because | think it will only make things worse. &ter school, please go to the Student Council
room so she doesn't find out."

"Yeah, | got it." | was about to say, before | baaught on.



"Wait a sec. Why do | have to be the one to go’hbina person that gets carried away so easily
that | would thoughtlessly march over there eveugh | wasn't invited."

Of course, if Nagato had wished for me to accomgeeryl would have been happy to go, but
Koizumi has no business asking me. Besides, wdultn'other party be terrified if Nagato came
alone, | thought.

"The other side is well informed. That's why | veagointed as the messenger. Though | could
go on and act as Nagato-san's representative tédeyg&m worried that there might be some
trouble later, as being an agent isn't part of oy }Well anyway, to put it simply, you are
Suzumiya-san's representative."

"Can't Haruhi go, herself?"
"Do you really mean that?"
Koizumi popped his eyes in an exaggerated manner.

| snorted in response to his bad acting. If youygayunderstand it, then even | can understand
it. If a bomb-girl like that is thrown at the StudeCouncil, | don't think it will end with a simple
explosion. Considering the concern she had showNd&gato at the winter lodge, if she found
out that a summons had come for Nagato from théestuCounci———she'd fly off just at the
"for Nagato from the Student Council" part, she st smash the door as she charged to the
Student Council room, she might even push aheadtack the staff room or the principal's
office by mistake. Though that might make her faster, it will undoubtedly be me whose
stomach is hurting later. Unlike Koizumi, | don'amt to change schools without any personal
reasons.

"Well then, let's do our best."

Koizumi had known my answer from the start, anddete a smile as he said,

"I'll tell the President. Let's meet at the Presttéeroom after school.”

Though he showed attitude while Haruhi was awayzi lightly moved his long legs as he
went away from classroom five. Afterwards, whiletebang Nagato walk away to follow him
until I could no longer see her small figure, llkg&elt that the end of our one year had begun.
Whatever has been said, perhaps Koizumi and Nagate completely content with the SOS
Brigade's reputation. While acting as a group nimaber of things we were keeping from
Haruhi was increasing on a monthly basis.......

No need to get sentimental.

Thanks to that, | didn't get to ask Koizumi whyvisgs going on normally as the Student Council
President's carrier pigeon.



By the way, with Haruhi's superb perception, she aticed my suspicious
behavio———though she was totally unaware——Dby the break after the fifth period.

A sharp object had been insistently poking my backl when | turned to look at the seat behind
me,

"What are you being so restless about?"

Haruhi said as she twirled a mechanical pencikinfimgertips,

"You look like you've been called out by someone."

For such a time, | had planned something that amehled-percent cannot be found false.
"Yeah, Okabe asked me to see him. He specificaltyrhe to come during the lunch break."

| answered with a nonchalant look.

"It seems to be a request to talk about my grddepending on the results of my end of term
exams, they may even arrange to notify my paréiisut how | should reform myself right now
if I'm thinking about going on to university or sething.”

Though I don't have enough heart and all thatfrarme myself, and | cannot change what isn't
there, what | say isn't always utter nonsense.giehi had said something that sounded roughly
the same but with different words, and the conolusigot from the information sharing was that
our homeroom teacher was worried about one oftbgests' future and that he was a teacher for
whom a fraction of sympathy was enough.

But then, because I'm near someone like Tanigwdio,s so easygoing that even | just go along
thinking it's okay, the feeling of tension is dédt | sometimes think that Kunikida maintaining
decent grades was stranger.

IIEh?II

While Haruhi propped her elbows on her desk angkddser chin in her hands,

"It's suspicious that you would get such gradesd Athought you were listening in class as
diligently as me."

She said, and gazed outside the window. The bréskokthe streaming clouds showed the
strength of the wind.



| don't want to be lumped in with your brain. Thezopant of my head has nothing to do with
space-time distortions, information explosionsthat damned grey space. Compared to Haruhi's
unprecedented variety, it is about as cute as &atane dachshund.

"Listening without understanding is nothing but aste of time."

| said instead. Though | said it without any coefide.

IIHmm?II

With Haruhi's eyes still fixed on the scenery aigsishe said to the windowpane,

"If you like, | could help you with your studieswion't mind, we'd just be repeating the lessons
anyway, and if it's World Leaders, I'm confiderattlgou'll get more from my teaching method

than class."

"They suck, those people,” Haruhi muttered to Herden gave me a glance before quickly
looking away.

While | thought about how | should answer,

Haruhi muttered to herself, then gave me a glance before quickly looking away.

"Also, Mikuru-chan has been flapping about, togriashe? This school, although it's
prefectural and gives a strange impression, dasalicollege preparatory school, so this season
is hard on the second years as well. They're &g} vith special classes, trial exams, and all
that. And the school trip was nothing but a conglésaster. If that was the case, they should
just have the trip sometime within the year. THéy4t have to have the school festival in spring
instead of autumn. Don't you think?"

She spoke briskly, then appeared to be watchingttkaming clouds again. It seemed like she
was waiting for my answer, so | said,



"Yeah."

| went along and watched the clouds as well.

"l just want to go on to the next year safely."

If, by chance, | do get held back a year,

"Hiya, Suzumiya-senpai."

"Ah, stupid Kyon, go buy me sanshokibread. I'll pay you later.”

Resentfully, it ended up like one of our ordinalybroom conversations. | can avoid the penalty
if I could make Haruhi prepare a question guidetierterm exams. Wait, it would also be good
to add Nagato to the manufacturing staff. | beliesecan sell the end-product at five hundred
yen per copy. We could make a small fortune. Mipfelfailure Taniguchi can buy one with a
thirty percent special service discount.

"That won't do."

Haruhi dismissed my profitable proposal.

"You won't really learn anything that way. Thatistja short-term thing. You'd go all panicky if
the questions were just a little off. If you ddmiild up your knowledge by getting a perfect
understanding of things, you'll just end up bemgked by some bad folks. Well, relax. If you
seriously keep at it for half a year, even you lsarin Kunikida's level."

You don't need to be that fired up about it. Angm@omes to mind of Haruhi all-too happily
letting me have it with a "Wrong! Why can't you @nstand such a simple thing? Stupid, stupid,
stupid!" through a megaphone every time | bringqan@nswer that I've figured out as | sweated

nervously, and while | was telling myself not tefpire such a scene,

"Just ask me about the things you don't undersaadd'll teach you. The rest will take care of
itself, somehow."

"If it'll just happen somehow, then why hasn'tappened already?"
Did | just say such an irritating thing out loud@sy | sure did.
"Why do you have to be so stubborn?"

Haruhi turned to the front with lips that seeméae lihey were about to explode, and boldly
thrust her chest forward.

"Because | won't allow a scandal such as a dropamming from my SOS Brigade to happen. If it
does, the Student Council or whatever might go l@bk at this!" and come forward with a



complaint. That's why, so you don't miss this cleayou must motivate yourself even just a
little. Got it?"

After spitting out such unusually sharp lines vatbdexterous expression of frowned eyebrows
and a smiling mouth, Haruhi kept scowling at me fadned until | expressed agreement with
her demand.

The end of the school day had come.

Having left the classroom, | acted like | was hegdff to the staff room and parted with
Haruhi, then went directly to the Student Counadm. Since it was right beside the staff room,
there would be no need to make a detour to hidéestination, and | should arrive without any
problems.

Even so, when it comes down to it, some feelinggn$ion was still coursing through my body.

I had no idea what sort of face the Student CouPrakident had, even though | had seen him
somewhat during the Student Council elections #ffieischool festival. Now that | think about
it, though | remember hearing every candidate'sdpén the auditorium, as a perfectly non-
affiliated voter, | wrote down the most ordinarymaon the ballot, and promptly forgot about it.
Just what kind of guy became president? In anyteVensure it's a sophomore, since someone
you call President is probably a higher year studgomeone with more dignity than the
Computer Club's President, I'd think.

While | was hesitating in front of the Student Coiifor a moment,

"Oh, Kyon-kun! Whacha doing?"

Coming out of the staff room, a long-haired ladg bamped into me. It was Asahina-san's
classmate and honorary consultant of the SOS Beigatich made it subsequently clear that
she was no ordinary second year girl.

Even if she has to raise her head to somebodypéngon would still make him fall.

"Hiya."

At my varsity group-level enthusiastic greetingg stent,

"A-haha! Hiee!"



Tsuruya-san raised a hand with a hyper-lookingesraihd fixed her eyes on the door | was
standing next to,

"What have we here! You have some business witlsthdent Council?"

| went to this place just to hear what this bussrissThat doesn't mean | have something to do at
the Student Council.

"E-heh?"

Tsuruya-san, who approached in that vigorous wayabking that closely resembled Haruhi's,
drew her mouth close to my ear as | teetered badsv&he then said in voice that was quiet for
her,

"Hmm? By any chance, are you spying on the Stu@enncil ?"

Tsuruya-san's face was in point-blank range, likeesserious spies were listening in. This
person, who is unforgettable for her cheerful gggglo matter what was happening, wore an
expression that | could not recognize on her. Baresreason or other, | felt that it was necessary
to give an explanation.

"Umm, well, you see......

What can | say, Tsuruya-san. If | were a spy follmysomebody's secret order, | shouldn't be
getting into such trouble right now.

"That's true."

Tsuruya-san stuck out her tongue,

"Yeah, sorry for being suspicious. | just happettelddear some things. There are rumors of
mysterious people creeping around the dark sidieeoStudent Council, working in the shadows,
didn't you know? It also seems like many thingspesyed after the presidential election before.
Sounds like a bunch of lies, don't you think?"

First time I've heard of it. It's hard to imagirtet a shabby prefectural high school’s elections
for President of the Student Council would havéhdhngs happening behind the scenes, so it's
all probably a false rumor. Though Haruhi woulddavif there really were such a conspiracy
story on our campus.

"Tsuruya-san."

It was my turn to ask her. There were things | liknow that were probably already well-
known to her.

"Do you know what kind of person the President is?"



Though | had wished she could tell me somethingiatie guy,

"I don't know much, myself. We're not in the sarfass. He's an arrogant but good guy, and he
seems to have a pretty sharp head on his shoultlgosl talk about the Romance of the Three
Kingdoms, he gives an impression similar to ShibatYooks like the slogan he proclaimed was
for the improvement of student independence. Theipus Student Council had just seemed
like hishimochiin-the-sky."

It bothered me that | couldn't immediately picthre real character even with the comparison to
a famous historical figure, and | was suspiciousudlwvhether hemochimetaphor was accurate
or not.

"Anyway, why were you at the staff room, Tsuruya®a

"Hm? I'm on day-duty today. | came here to deliver daily reports.”

After answering casually, Tsuruya-san patted m#hershoulder and said in a big voice,

"Kyon-kun, keep up the good work! If you get intéight with the Student Council, I'll give you
a hand! And Haru-nyan and the others are all om g€, of course!"

That's really encouraging. However, | don't wanbigo that far. | wonder what kinds of tricks
Haruhi, who'd be ecstatic at discovering a formidamemy, will employ; just thinking about it
is wearing out my brain. | already feel like thingiof something else.

"Laters", Tsuruya-san waved, having finished sawilh¢hat she had wanted to say, and departed
briskly.

Like always, this person gets to the point evemeuit saying anything. She is a match for
Haruhi when it comes to the power of conceptuabratShe's probably the only student in
North High who could form a combination with Haramd show comparable power. Where she
differs from our troublesome brigade chief is thla¢ hasn't completely left behind all common
sense.

However, judging from the thinness of the wall &inel door, | can't help but think that Tsuruya-
san's last shout must've passed right on througtetmside. Haruhi-like behavior must be lying
dormant within her somewhere.

Well, | can't just go changing my mind now.

To avoid any adverse effects, | knocked politelgtfi

"You may enter."



The voice resounded abruptly from inside. You matge so there really people who speak like
that among the high school students. And it wah sucool voice that it could be used to dub a
veteran actor in a foreign movie.

| opened the sliding door, and my body was plungtmthe Student Council room for the first
time in my life.

Although the Student Council room boasts a somewidsr area than the Literature Club room,
it wasn't very different from any other clubroomtire old shack. Without an exclusive desk
where a triangular pyramid with something like "$tdent" written on it was placed, it looked
bare compared to our clubroom. It would be simfigust call it a meeting room.

Koizumi, who had arrived before me, gave me a grget

"Thank you. It's good that you could come.”

Standing by the entrance, and lined up with Koizlikei she was also waiting for me, was
Nagato.

Nagato sagely darted her eyes to the windows, afatdthem was the President.

The President...... huh.

He was a tall student, | realized. He was lookintsile the windows for some reason, and he
was unmoving as he held his hands together atdais. @he setting sun coming in from the
south-facing window served as backlighting, makirggform ambiguous.

There was another person; this one a shadow sittiagorner of the long table. It was a female
student, her face hidden as she opened a notelooddng like she was getting ready to take
down the minutes with the mechanical pencil inlieamd. It seems like this person is the

secretary.

The President still hasn't moved much. What coelddinteresting about the scenery outside;
the tennis court and the empty pool shouldn't bélg, but the profound silence stretched on.

"Mister President.”
After a moderate pause, Koizumi called out in hishitoo exhilarated voice.
"All the people you have invited are now gatheredehPlease proceed with your business.”

"Very well."



The President turned around slowly, and | was liyretble to assess his face. He was an
exceptionally slender, glasses-wearing secondstedent. Though it was in a different way
from Koizumi's budget-idol face, he was a prettpdsome bastard. It seemed like all of his
thoughts were focused on a desire for improventaatg was a cold-blooded look in his eyes
that made one think of a young career person, aeflieively thought that he was not here to
make any friends.

Expressionless, though in a different way from Naghe continued,

"Though | think you may already have heard froma<oni, | will say it once more. | wanted
you all to come here. Regarding the Literature Glabtivities, the Student Council is giving its
final notice."

Final, how? Has there ever been any sort of notinte this moment? Even if there were, it

seems Nagato hasn't been complying meekly to ymitations, which is the reason we were
able to make the clubroom our home base.

Nagato was without any reaction or concern as thsiéent coldly spoke.

"Currently, you have been reduced to being a LiiteeaClub in name only. Do you agree?"
She's no good except for reading quietly in théram, as | thought.

Nagato was silent.

"You are already at a level of not even functiorasga club.”

Nagato looked mutedly at the President.

"l will state it clearly. We, the Student Coun@gnnot see any reason for the current Literature
Club's existence. These are the findings of outicoaus all-aspect investigation."

Nagato was keeping still.

"Therefore, we are announcing the indefinite susjoenof the Literature Club. You are to
promptly vacate your clubroom.”



Nagato was quiet all the same. Though | knew why.
"You are Nagato-kun, huh."
As the President coolly caught the unyielding Nagagtyes,

"You leave non-members in your clubroom, and neglear duties by doing nothing about it.
Besides that, what have you been doing with theraitire Club's allotted activity budget this
year? Are you saying that the filming of that mowias an activity of the Literature Club?
According to our investigation, the credits fortthaovie in question said that it was produced by
an illegal group, the SOS Brigade; there was notimemf the Literature Club's name anywhere.
And generally speaking, the film itself was madéwut the permission of the school festival's
executive committee."

It pains me to hear you say that. Koizumi and Nagaay have willed it to stop right from the

start, but ending Haruhi's tyranny was my sworrydétl for the sake of Asahina-san, who had
been made the heroine by force.

You couldn't tell what Nagato was thinking to hérf@m her profile. Though that's just an
amateur's observation.

Either the President is misunderstanding her nanti@n as a sign of obedience, or he is just not
shaking off his arrogant manner.

"Tentatively, as a step in the Literature Club'spansion, you will be prohibited from entering

the clubroom until new members join in the nextosttyear. Are there any objections? If you
do, you should speak up. I'm all ears."

Though not even a hair on Nagato was moving\ifeite Haruhi, Asahina-san, and Koizumi,
they might've understood. And, if my colleaguesldainderstand it, then it would already be
obvious even to me. | know that much from the arhese.

She seemed to be quietly angry.

"Hm. No objections, then?"



The President moved the tips of his lips in disgliebugh there was no change in his cool
expression itself,

"In the Literature Club, Nagato-kun, there are rembers other than you. You are the de facto
head. If you would consent, for the preservatiothefclubroom we will start the immediate
removal of all foreign objects by taking out aéirits unrelated to club activities and disposing of
them, or having them stored here. Retrieve theopatsffects that you have left there at once.”
"Wait a sec."

| interrupted the President's one-sided declaraBefore Nagato's silent anger reaches the
critical point,

"Saying that all of a sudden is too much. Neglegtia until now, and then springing this on us
without any warning isn't fair."

"You, of all people, should say that."

The President poured a cold look on me, going "Helttt his lips in an annoying smile.

"I had the club establishment application you'viersiited shown to me. It was so bad, it was
funny. If we approved every association that gaxehsandom details, this school would see no
end of it."

That despicable, smart-ass upper classman pushied gfasses in a dramatic gesture,

"You should study your words some more. You, egdgcishould be working on your studies in
general. | don't think your grades are good endbghyou can play around after school doing
nothing."

Just as | thought. The President has been platoisgrap the SOS Brigade from the beginning.
That stuff about the Literature Club was a simplger At least Haruhi the ultra-director wrote
Nagato into a scenario that was somewhat excusable.

"Saying that you will join the Literature Club iseless now."

The President said, forestalling me even thougiveh't even thought of it.

"Look. For argument's sake, even if you could glhesyear as official Literature Club members,
you couldn't do even one thing that can be recaghés a Literature Club activity. Just what
would you do?"

The President's glasses were flashing for no reaserthose special effects?

"We may have appeared tolerant. You were talkirmuathe SOS Brigade? It was formed
without authorization, and utterly does whatevgiéases. Not only did you light fireworks on



the rooftop, you threatened teachers, loiteredamnpuis in lascivious clothing, inexcusably
cookedNabewithin a fire-prohibited building, and just beeibig problem otherwise. Just who
do you think you people are?"

I knew that what he was saying was generally ctrtewas certainly bad. But | think they still
should've conferred with us to get a single wordtiteast. | don't think they'd approve no matter
what | would have answered, but | just can't gdhvwihatever they say.

"You have a dirty mouth."
| was taking Nagato's fury for my own,

"If that's how it is, then you should have called Blaruhi and talked to her directly. Why'd you
summon Nagato if you were just going to shut dolmnltiterature Club?"

However, my counterattack seemed to have finislhaddeethan | had estimated.
"Of course."

The President was not shaken at all. Rearrangsgrims to look cool, with an expression like
that of an elite section chief who had just findmeading a written review plan submitted by a
blundering subordinate, he continued,

"Because there is no such thing as an SOS Brig@tienwhis school. Am | mistaken?"

Has it really come to this, | thought.

No matter how much the Student Council or the etreewffice had persisted, they couldn't take
down the SOS Brigade. Because, on paper, suclyadericould not exist in this school. That's
about as true as saying that losing more of whatdam't have is like how anything multiplied
by zero becomes zero. Fumble around and it worlitrbied to just not getting the result of
multiplying a negative by a negative; if you poke girl called Suzumiya Haruhi the wrong
way, you won't know where she'd fly off to.

Like aiming at a split with a hooking ball and dnugg the ten pins in the neighboring lane, her
personality was unreadable.

Even if you attack her with a straight ball, she& going to smash a high-speed foul into your
team's dugout; doing so is just useless, and abdéoBtudent Council and their conclusions, they
were probably filling up a moat when they had drayerthat plan first.



Specifically, that the SOS Brigade has been illggakiding in the clubroom section on the third
floor of the Old Shack, which was the Literatureil$ clubroom.

If the Literature Club is forfeited and gets dowedgd, the SOS Brigade's site will automatically
disappear as well. We could only stay there regutscause Nagato, the one-and-only
Literature Club member, had said "Okay," thoughpps no human being other than Nagato
would've replied so when asked to "Lend me youbrdam."”

If the Literature Club is terminated, as it is, M&gwould no longer be a Literature Club
member, and the room where she could quietly reatdeveryday would disappear, and the
five of us would lose the place where we could gatbgether after school.

What an excellent strategy. | would commend it. bhad thing is, because of what we had done,
Nagato gets the roles of both the victim who gle¢sshort end of the stick, as well as a co-
conspirator.

What's difficult with the situation on this sidetisat even | know that a counter-argument cannot
be constructed; at the very least, the one to waateflag would be Haruhi, and though | have to
guestion whether the President realizes it, ittfep#ly clear that a Nagato-call was folded

within.

So Nagato must be reaching her limit as well.

The silent pressure building up within this pefigeire in a sailor uniform was well known to

me. Just what would happen if she were to relelagiead Although the world would by no
means be reconstructed, perhaps she could flyitifthe President's memory and turn him into
a puppet. Or perhaps, like Asakura, she could nudatip data and change this clubroom and the
President along with it into something differenheTmemory of how Nagato Yuki went wild,
during that game war versus the Computer Clubfédisttame back to me forcefully.

As the Student Council President moved away andgwgth his back to the setting sun, | was
nervously wondering whether I should tell him whaeally was,

And while the invisible, pregnant atmosphere kdpbs it disappeared.

"Hm?"

The crystalline aura (at least it felt like it) tiveas emanating from Nagato was disappearing like
a lie. By chance, when | had looked at Nagato's,faer unblinking gaze was directed at

someone other than the President.

| turned to look as well.



Kimidori-san gave a gentle smile, and her eyes met mine before she swung them over to Nagato.

The female student, who was looking down at thetimgeninutes as she moved her pen, and
whom | had guessed was a second year girl actitigeasecretary, slowly lifted her face.

That stupid sounding voice was mine.

Why was this person here? Her name didn't inmdgliateme back to me...... ah, | remembered.
It was summer. There was a strange incident a slole after the end of Tanabata. And then,
though | had not forgotten what | had seen, I'Heatay that with that meaningless incident.......
"Is anything the matter?"

The President said in a voice that was all busjness

"Ah, | haven't introduced you. She is my Studenti@il's top executive, and is acting as our
secretary——"

The female student's hair moved lightly as she #eitent bow.

"This is Kimidori Emiri-kun."

The giantkkamadoumaame back to my mind with thunderous sound effects

"Kimidori-san?"

Starting from the SOS Brigade website's abnormadifyroblem consultation about the
Computer Club President going AWOL led us to aerakte space, and though she was one of

the people caught up in those debilitating everitisinvthat chain of stupidity, she was
pretending not to recognize us at all as she gsttien a corner of the Student Council.



Kimidori-san gave a gentle smile, and her eyesmeé before she swung them over to Nagato.
Their eyes appeared to thin a little. Adding ta titaseemed like they were even giving each
other looks. And even more, it looked like Nagadweya small, reluctant nod.

What? Was there some kind of telepathy going owéen these two?

Now that | think about it, that incident was evérasger than | had considered. Though she had
said she was the Computer Club President's gimtiriélater learned from the guy himself that
he didn't have one. Well, although Kimidori-san leadhe to the SOS Brigade for a consultation
for some reason, | felt certain that Nagato hadaknddowever, for them to stare each other
down after happening to meet in this place, | dhirik that this was just a coincidence.

Like a Partisan Boy Soldier hearing the soundstok&Dive Bombers flying in formation, | was
struck by a scare,

Bang!

A sound like a balloon bomb exploding boomed frowa back. My heart smashed against a rib
and almost leapt out of my chest as | was compiéaétl in the lurch,

"Hold it right there!"

Raising a battle cry as she swung the Student Glawaen door wide open, there was no
mistaking the master as she released a voice dsdy @xceeded 100 decibels. The voice that
made rippling vibrations on my eardrums kept gang

"You quack of a Student Council President! Whatdo think you're doing, shutting away three
of my loyal servants in such a place! | would'varfd out sooner or later, but if it was something
so interesting, you should have told me first! Avight did you do? You couldn't have been
bullying Yuki, could you? It'd be okay if it weragt Kyon, but if it's Yuki, | totally won't allow

it! I'll beat you senseless and toss you from tihedaw to the pool!”

Jumping in with a threatening poise like a mamatleatt had picked up her kitten, ah, only one
person fits the profile.

Although there was no need to turn around, | lodk&ck to see the expression on that person's
face. | knew it. It was my violent and lively clasate, whose whole body was radiating a
happiness that just screamed, "I've found someihiegesting!"

"You can't hope to keep me out of this. | am thgreme leader of the SOS Brigade, after all!"
As Haruhi banged out her with her big mouth, shatted the last boss in an instant. The huge

pupils which seemed to be crammed with whole ctastégalaxies locked onto the lanky figure
holding down his glasses.



"Are you the Student Council President? Alrighttéke you on, head-to-head! It's the Chief
versus the President, so the purse should be denivaou got nothing against that, right!?"

How did you know we were here? As | was about atesthis naive question,

"Hey, Kyon! Shouldn't you be doing something ingteéjust standing there, watching quietly?
Don't hold back just because it's the Student Gbénesident. If we all jump him and tie him
up, that should be it. I'll put him in a lock, souyget the rope ready!"

Those eyes were going to burst with lava and flgréo make a caldera any time now. In
contrast to this,

Nagato did not move an inch, like a frontline comigher ignoring the arrival of reinforcements
she had not asked for, and kept staring at Kimidani like a dormant volcano. However, instead
of jumping the Student Council President or goiffgasearch for some rope, | spied the
expression on the person who was exposed to thigler's threat.

It was a strange sign. The President's brows weoddd, and he was turned toward somewhere
beside me with accusing eyes. It was at Koizund, fan some reason, he seemed to shake his
head a little. He had a bitter smile on his lips] & seemed to me like these two had just
completed some wordless communication; let's jusgfeft | ever noticed anything.

"And what was that! If you're going to summon sood | should be the first priority! You
people may be the Student Council and all thathbut could you leave me, the Chief, out!?"

"Please calm down, Suzumiya-san."

Koizumi nonchalantly placed his hand on Haruhisuster,

"Let's hear the Student Council's side first. Weenstill in the middle of our discussion.”
He suspiciously tried to meet my eyes. Damn yost,\jthat do you want me to do?

The one thing | do know, is that our Excellencyjearuhi, had gallantly come running for us
in our predicament,

"Now that it's come to this, I'm declaring totalnwBecause, for your information, we take on
any challenge from anyone, anytime, anywhere! T8 8rigade is made up of nothing but
women (and men) of valor, who are invincible andwmo mercy or fear. Even if you cry or
kneel on the ground, we will not forgive you!"

It seems like she's just making the situation nooraplicated.



Tsuruya-san, who had declared she would participatee war in advance, Nagato, who was
right at the verge of rage, and, as a bonus, Kimiskn, who had made her unexpected return
here; this much would've been complicated enough.

Incidentally, even Koizumi and the President wead pf the picture for some reason.
"And Kyon, just what do you think you're doing? @&tudent Council Presidents should take
on Student Council Presidents. It should be theestthing to realize that he's not our enemy

character. Don't do battle here; take the fighteohere else. Just glare at him with a more
resolute attitude!"

The Student Council versus the SOS Brigade, huh....

If only someone, somewhere would step on the svitickhis event that I'd rather avoid. By no
means do | want to think | have to be the one.

While looking at Haruhi, who, for some reason, seéno be as delighted as she was angry, |
had to consider if | should just go with the flomrh here, though, in any case, the conviction
swirling around in my chest wasn't that much.

"Ah, well."

Is, well, something natural to be murmuring, licelto think.

And in fact, they've just let out some not-so-gtiudg.

Haruhi, whose job had changed from Brigade Chié&dtor-in-Chief, was commissioned to
turn us brigade members into instant authors antpose some quasi-novels, which is a

situation as unprecedented as the Jupiter Ghasgj lseimpletely targeted by Stinger anti-aircraft
missiles.



The Student Council versus the SOS Brigade, huh...

Haruhi, like a short-fused street fighter who hadhe to the battle grounds after coming across a
letter of challenge that had been sent to somelsee e

"Come now, you corrupt President! Attack me any way want! No referee stoppage so no
holding back, and we'll be going with the nashifnasle with no rope break, got it!?"

Spouting off in an overbearing voice as he stoothbywindow, the Student Council President
thrust out a finger with a snap.

At the same time, the President, without hidingahaoyance on his face, said,

"Suzumiya-kun. Though | do not know what sort ofithdo-hand combat you practice in your
spare time, | have no intention of helplessly entepa battlefield that the opponent had prepared.
The rules you talk of are at the pinnacle of badmar Repulsive. And most of all, for the Student
Council, fights within the school are impermissifide any reason. Do remember this."”

Haruhi, without looking away from the President,

"Well then, what contest do you feel like? Wanraypllahjond? Even if you bring out your ace
pinch-hitter, it won't matter against me. How abawbmputer game competition? It's an offer
you can't refuse."

"There will be ndMahjong and no games."

As the President elaborately took off his glassebwiped them with his handkerchief, before
putting them on again,



"l had no intention of holding a contest, or suchin the start. Do you think we have as much
free time as you do to go playing around?"

As Haruhi lifted her foot to valiantly charge forkgal stopped her by grabbing on to her
shoulder.

"Wait a sec, Haruhi. Who told you we were here?"
| asked, and she turned to me with a glint in lyerteat exposed her fighting spirit.

"I heard it from Mikuru-chan. And Mikuru-chan sate heard it from Tsuruya-san. When |
heard that it seemed like you were called by thel&it Council President for something, it
struck me. Yuki and Koizumi-kun weren't in the chadom as well. Huh-hmm, | immediately
knew that the Student Council had moved at lasceShe knew that he'd lose to me for sure, he
thought of attacking a weak spot. It was obviousvbald use such a cowardly, small-time
scoundrel move."

The President was unperturbed even when he wasi@aBmall-time scoundrel. The tall figure

of the sophomore gazed in annoyance at Haruhirééi® once again looked at Koizumi with a
complaint in his eyes,

"Koizumi-kun. Would you please explain it to thefie reason why | had invited Nagato-kun."

"By your leave, Mister President."”

Though Koizumi, the carefree-smiling lover of exgios, had opened his mouth in order to
enlighten us,

"There's no need to explain anything."

Haruhi swiftly refused.

"After all, you've probably just served us falsaudes in order to destroy the Literature Club. If
Yuki is no longer a club member, then we woulde'able to use the club room, right? You
thought that since Yuki was an obedient, goody-gagd, you could simply wheedle her out,
but that won't do with me. If the SOS Brigade istsan eyesore for you, you should've just
come and said it to us up front, not that sneakgaeavring from the side!"

Haruhi got excited by her own line. At any rate;, imuition was as expected. Under these
circumstances, if you think that Koizumi would bsappointed that he wasn't able to explain
away,

"l thank you for minimizing the time needed to edpl It is as you have said."

Koizumi didn't lose his smile as he feigned relief,



"However, we were still in the middle of our talkerhaps the President has more to say. Any
way you look at it, forcing the Literature Club, afficially recognized club, to suspend its
activities with no grace period at all is unreasseaAlthough | don't think the Student Council
has that much authority, what is it that you a@psing, Mister President?"

He finally explained it. Seeing that he was feeling mood to watch such a transparently cheap
play, the President acted more and more like aohstudent.

"Of course, we in the Student Council do not waiahsa useless disturbance to occur. If the
Literature Club had held activities fitting for theerature Club, there wouldn't have been one
complaint in the first place. What we see as alprabis that there has not even been one such
activity."

"Do you mean that we could alternatively changeabuip activities instead of the forced
suspension?" Koizumi responded at once.

"It is not an alternative, it is a requirement.”
The President, in a troublesome manner,

"Even if it's just once, you must hold an activiigfitting the Literature Club. If you do that, then
the indefinite suspension of club activities wél temporarily frozen. We will even allow your
continuance in the clubroom."

Haruhi put down the leg that she had been raisiiogvever, with a face and voice that remained
combative,

"It's good that you understand things. While yoalré, aren't you going to recognize the SOS
Brigade? Just go straight to making us a club aad act like a study group. And then you can
make allocations for our club expenses, can't you?"

That was written in the student handbook. But ttesident, who could grant a two-rank special
promotion to the brigade and it still wouldn't belab, without losing his sharpness,

"l know of no such brigade. There's no way | cathaxize the club activities of a brigade which
officially does not exist, nor can | make more @dlbons from our meager budget.”

The President, who was slowly putting his arms ttogle met Haruhi's scowl directly. To prove
that he was not bluffing, the President didn't dveeee drop. Just where was this composure
coming from?

"l don't want to hear anything more about any legain front of me. The topic right now is the
Literature Club. | have no interest in finding evtat sort of brigade you all had formed without
permission. Even though | don't know about itf leiaches my ears, it will only become a
problem for the Literature Club. More than thatuym@n just go on without giving me any
discomfort."



Though it would've been good if we had just gonaywo matter what kind of sleight of hand |
use, it would just be a matter of time before Haasgsaulted the Student Council room. No
doubt she'd leap into action before the day is.o&ed I'm certain she'd be dragging me by my
necktie as she went.

"But of course, not everything can be called ariaitere Club activity. Holding a reading circle
in the clubroom, writing book reports on the chobenk for the day-——copying grade
schoolers won't make the cut. I, at least, wouldhdw it."

"So what would you do?"

The glint in Haruhi's eyes didn't fade as she inedliher head a little.

"Kyon, aside from reading books, what does therattee Club do around here? Any ideas?"

"Not one."

What | said had come from deep within my heart. ¥bauld ask something like that from
Nagato.

"There is only one requirement."”
The President said, ignoring our conversation.

"You have to publish an organ. According to ourores, even though the past generations of the
Literature Club were always stricken by a shortaigmembers, they were still able to issue one
volume every year. This activity is most likelygive you exposure. The Literature Club, self-
explanatorily, is a club that infuses art into theation of sentences. You don't get a story from
just reading.”

So that means Nagato hasn't been doing what anedmhber is supposed to at all for the last
year. She’s done nothing but read since whenevelOh that Nagato.

My head shook involuntarily. | did not want to remiger that bespectacled Literature Club
member who wore a troubled face in front of an ated computer at a time like this. Seeing her
in my dreams at night is enough.

"l disapprove.”

Seeming to misunderstand my behavior, the Presiderd an even more disapproving face,
himself.

"Do not forget that this is the minimal concessiBg.all rights, we could have announced this
plan during the Culture Festival. | want you tol fadittle obligation to me for waiting so long.
Then again, if it were anyone other than me, youl@probably go on free interminably."



Setting myself and Nagato aside, only Haruhi waudoht to go on free.

"l cannot let that happen. | won the election foedident of the Student Council by pledging for
school reformation. As you have known, the Studsmincil then was just the Student Council
in name, and there was no room for student indepresed Following the plans that had been
drawn up in the staff room, | made serious on wiatd said like a body of air."

The President delivered such a rousing speecHeneliftly.

"l wished to break away from that situation. Studemanting more items to be added to the
cafeteria menu while getting better value for tipeirchases; even such trivial matters have to be
discussed, and | thought that by negotiating orsitie of the school, the way to realization
would follow."

Though I'm grateful that he's working so hard foe sake of the students, how about listening to
a single student's wish to be recognized a&ubl] or [1Study Group! instead of a
"1Brigade]?

"I am making serious reformation my slogan. If infi@lly approve such an unserious brigade,
my reputation would crash to the earth. | will actept it."

The President, after rejecting my request,

"The term is one week. One week after today, yostriimish publishing two hundred copies of
the Literature Club magazine. Otherwise, | willaganend that the Literature Club be
suspended, and you must surrender the clubroonsohhplaints will be considered.”

Anyway, about that journal. Is it something likeamthology?

"Fine, then."

Haruhi accepted simply. Nagato should be the opgahat, not you.

Nagato would speak nothing, of course, but evémiight’ve been better for Haruhi to respond

since there was nothing more to say, | feel thadtl@s silence here was different from her
usual, taciturn disposition.

Nagato had been staring at Kimidori-san the whiale tand they both did not turn their eyes
away at all. Nagato was expressionless, and Kimgior had on a weak smile.

Looking happy for some reason | didn't understéaduhi didn't seem to recognize Kimidori-
san, the SOS Brigade's first and only client, lattadeems like she's been so busy glaring at the
President, that her thoughts hadn't even turnditetgecretary. Maybe she doesn't remember her
face. She never saw tha@madouma



Haruhi, with a face like a mathematician that hast proven a proposition,

"A journal, a club journal, huh? Is it somethinkgliadoujinsh? People writing stories, essays,
columns, poems, and stuff?"

"The contents are not of my concern," the Presidaiit. "You may use the printing room as you
wish. You may write whatever you wish. However rénes a second part to the requirements.
We will establish a time table for the productidrttee journal, and you must follow it. And
though it should go without saying that distribatwill be free, you must follow this as well.
Promotional activities and personal deliveriesrareallowed. That includes going out as bunny
girls, among other things. Not one person shouwldisirnly neglect this, because if all copies are
not out within three days, a penalty will be impdse

"What kind of penalty?"
Haruhi, who was a sucker for penalty games, ledomdard with glittering eyes.
The President, in an annoying manner,

“When that time comes, we will inform you. But yaull want to be prepared. We can start with
performing volunteer activities, indefinitely. Adéive repeatedly said, this is a concession."

The arbitrary destruction of a home giving way eénftict would be unfortunate, the President
seemed to be thinking. Even if you haven't reachtb®ry of theAkouclan, it's easy for anyone
to guess. Furthermore, the opponent was Haruln't think that the President is pleased with
himself even in his own head. The pitiful schosklf would run away.

Although I'm leaving whether this is submissioraaroncession to future judgment, this "Organ
Publication” is just a way of evading the mattettios Student Council's part. And even if you
call it an organ, it's in no way related to Koiztgrbackground, so it should just be a journal. Or
maybe Literature Club publication. You say yougelsng the fruits of artistic writing borne of
our club activities, but just how are we to do thétho's going to do the writing? Even more,
why do | see Haruhi looking strangely delighted?

"Well, isn't that interesting!"

Haruhi showed a smile like a child who had justrea a new game.

"An organ, a journal, or doujinshiis okay. We'll do it even if you say there's ne ustrying.

For Yuki's sake. She'll be troubled if the Literatlub is no more. That room already belongs

to me, and what | hate more than anything is wioenething of mine is taken."

Haruhi's arm wasn't on me, but was stretched arthendape of Nagato's neck.



"Well then, if that's been settled, we will go irganeeting without delay. Yuki, I'll credit your
name as publisher in the copyright page. I'll kenigcare of everything else, of course, so don't
you worry. First things first, let's all go and astigate how to publish an organ!”

Haruhi held the back of Nagato's collar,

She lightly pulled on Nagato, who had been standingtly, as if Nagato were a balloon,
opened the door with a bang, then started runnitifgavforce like the initial velocity of a rifle
bullet.

Though | saw Nagato floating on only her tiptoesewh looked over my shoulder, the sight
disappeared in an instant; Haruhi, who had comadiog into the Student Council room like
the wind, grew into the power of a typhoon befdre passed.

"Such a noisy girl."

The President, who had spoken such a sensible $sipre shook his head, and swung his eyes
to the nearby table.

"Kimidori-kun, that is enough for you as well. Yauay leave."

"Yes, Mister President.”

Kimidori-san meekly bowed her head in assent, dakse minutes, and then quietly stood up.
After returning the notebook to the bookshelf, sbdded lightly to the President before starting
to walk.

As she passed by, she gave me a quick bow. Witheating my eyes, she exited through the
door that Haruhi had flung open. From that lasit, fatter of her hair, came a most wonderful

smell. It was gone before | knew it.

As | was thinking about the connection between Magad Kimidori-san, the President snorted
through his nose and spoke.

"Koizumi, close the door."
Sensing the complete change in tone from a white axy eyes went back to the President.
Koizumi closed the door, and the President, afbefioming that it had been locked, pulled a

nearby pipe chair to himself and sat down rougthign threw his legs over the table.

What?



However, it was still too early to act surprisetieTPresident frowned while searching around in
his uniform pocket, and just as | was thinkingwees bringing out a cigarette and a lighter, put it
to his lips and lit it, and did he just start paoffiout smoke?

It was an act that you'd never think the Presidétite Student Council would do. As | was
feeling like | had discovered the scene of an ateahwas committed by a fireman,

"That'll do, Koizumi."

The President left the cigarette in his mouth atobk off his glasses, and, instead of a cell
phone, brought out an ashtray he had been keaping pocket,

"Even if the plans changed a little, it happenest as you said. But it is a real pain, having to ac
like an idiot. Put yourself in my position. Talkimgntinuously in that damned serious voice is
tiring."

The President left the cigarette in his mouth as he took off his glasses and brought out an ashtray he had
been keeping in his pocket

Tapping the ash from his smoldering cigarette theoash tray, the cool expression that the
President had maintained until then changed corilglet

"What's with being Student Council President anywalpn't want to be something like that. It's
nothing but trouble. Moreover, all I'm doing is nrakan enemy of that girl with the over-active
brain. Talk about a stupid job."

The President, who, in an instant, had completetyed prickly, pushed the cigarette, which was
giving off some nasty fumes, to the side of thetasrto put it out, then he pulled out a new
stick and turned to me.

"Do you smoke?"



"I'll pass.”

| shook my head, and as | finished, | took the oppuoty to give Koizumi's smiling profile a
stabbing look.

"Is the President one of your associates?"

Probably, | thought. | tried to make a strange sbgaye contact; if you're going to talk about the
Literature Club, you shouldn't go through Koizumdacompany and just go straight to calling
on Nagato. | don't have to think much; there shdw&aho reason for me to take the Student
Council's side.

Koizumi caught my look, and showed off his smilfage in reply.

"If you call him an associate then he is an asseckat he's an associate in a difference sense

from Arakawa-san and Mori-san. He isn't necessaribart of the 'Organization’.

Koizumi glanced at the President, who had beennmthe smoke of his second cigarette up to
the ceiling,

"He is our agent within the school. To talk a &tHit about his motives, he provides us assistance
in exchange for certain conditions. If Mori-san dradle part of the inner sanctum, then he is of
the nave."

It's okay no matter how many you people are, but'thgou get the President of the Student
Council to do that for you?

"You could say that it is the result of tremendetfsrt on my part. | made him, half-hearted as
he is, stand for candidacy, strove to make hinehding contender with the recommendation of
the previous Student Council President, and gaardtor of the constituency, and after getting
the votes of the majority, we worked on our elemfcampaign to get an even bigger advantage,
until finally we succeeded in putting him up asgdent. It was rather laborious work."

What an appalling story.

"For his success with the presidential polls, teeassary cost was about the same as the expense
for a trifling political party to run in the snateetions for the House of Representatives."”

The story went beyond appalling, and was now causie life to drain out of me.
"According to Koizumi's story."
As the President coughed up smoke in irritation,

"Before that idiot girl Suzumiya thinks up somethpstrange or something like that, it was
deemed necessary for me to become president. Beoétlss, | was made to take on this role



and wear a face suitable for the Student Counetsiglent. Could there really be a story so
ridiculous? | was even made to wear those glasseshbw."

The story had become even more appalling than &efor

"After comprehensively investigating the image dfavSuzumiya-san pictures the President of
the Student Council to be, we found him to be the most fitting in this school. Under the
circumstances, we did not consider his nature. k@uld atmosphere alone were material."

And he was also careless enough to be convincé&bizymi's explanation.

Tall, handsome, and bespectacled; it was irreletretthe was a pompous upper-classman. He
was also taking the unpleasant duty of filling Heruhi-type bad guy position as the Student
Council President that was using his station togda bevy of false accusations on a tiny
cultural club.

Indeed, that is what Haruhi has been waiting faquiek and easy villain.

However, the fact that you went to all that troutdlgoroduce a Student Council President to
Haruhi's satisfaction, means that Haruhi isn'treaipotent after all. If she really was an
almighty and all-knowing god, you wouldn't haveatork so much or anything. And working
hard for all that maneuvering; isn't that exactlyatvyou did?

"But because of our exertions, a president thaedBuzumiya-san's wishes was produced as a
result, and since that was still her desire, canryat say that it was realized through her being
almighty? Since, consequently, that is still whappened."

He's rationalizing again. Only Tsuruya-san caniealtiKoizumi's mouth.
The President put out his cigarette in irritation,

"Anyway, Koizumi. Next year, you better declare éandidacy and become Student Council
President. If you're saying you want to preventuwason where Suzumiya or someone declares
for candidacy, this time you should just do it yself."

"Well now, what shall I do? I've been relativelyslguand I've got a feeling that the Suzumiya-
san of these days wouldn't be a problem even ibslkame Student Council President.”

More like a big problem. If Haruhi personally setd to subjugate the school, what are you
going to do? | have a premonition that we're gabge dragged into a troublesome situation
somehow. She may be planning to SOS Brigade-izéhNtigh's entire student body. That girl,
she might just assume that every student is the@eBtuCouncil President's subordinate. The
whole school will become alternate space.

Well, I don't think Haruhi's going to get the se&the President of the Student Council as long
as the voting is done honestly, so | guess it'y.okstill believe that North High students have



common sense, if not good sense. Unless Koizuns domething strange, no matter what kind
of election activities are done, Haruhi probablymvget to reign at the top of the whole school.

As | let out a sigh,

"In other words, Koizumi, this is another one otiygcenarios. The Student Council plotting to
scrap the Literature Cldb——or pretending to be, you have again sowed the deettsat girl

to kill some time."

"But itis only a seed."”

Koizumi blew into the smoke that had been hangmihe air,

"What happens from here on is unknown. If we geh&osettlement date for the club journal,
and we haven't finished, or if we are not able &ehthe requirements....... !

He nimbly shrugged his shoulders.
"When that time comes, we'll just come up with &eotgame. Your brain alone would suffice."”

Participating as an observer is okay, but if ifmaition where | have to question myself on
problems that I've been saddled with, then I'mysd@enerally, how will doing such a thing
benefit me?

"About my acting as the Student Council Presidesdijti the delinquent President. "l do it
because it is delicious. First is the grades. Vet the biggest incentive that Koizumi used to
persuade me. And you said that I'll have an edgaynollege exams. You better not forget
that."

"Of course | remember. Naturally, we are makingagements for this to happen.”

The President turned to Koizumi with eyes that &mbkke they were interrogating a suspicious
person and, hfff, let out a breath through his nose

"l should hope so. Being the President of the Stu@euncil is just too much work, but I've
come to understand a few things these past fewhmomhe Student Council from before was
really just a bunch of useless suits. It didn'tteraf they were there or not. Meaning, we can
play around with things as much as we want."

That was the first smile the President had showou@h it seemed to have a bit of vileness, it
was a much more human expression than his calnc@sidnask.

"Respect student independence; that's such an estgggn. Just how do you interpret that? My
interest is particularly piqued by the budget. Nbat is yummy to lay your eyes on."



The President was getting more and more surpridingt's just like what Haruhi would expect.
He's a villain, all right.

"Though a little abuse of authority is permissibkegizumi said calmly, "please don't get carried
away. Even though we are covering for you, theeelimit."

"I know that. | won't goof up like getting cockythithe teachers, or I'll lose my hold on the
executives' sympathy. We should create an adege@sen to sweep out the noisy remnants of
the old Student Council. Then there will be no tmdefy me any longer."

The President was really getting into it. Whileviies talking nonsense, for some reason | felt a
strange force pulling me in. | feel uncomfortaldgiag that this guy's okay, but.......

Suddenly, Tsuruya-san's face came back to my naradaam klaxons went off. What she said to
me when we bumped into each other in the corridas mow clear. That girl possessed such
keen intuition, that she had perceived that theeciPresident of the Student Council had a
hidden side. The Student Council's spy-—wasn't me, but Koizumi, Tsuruya-san. And he was
not just a spy; he was the mastermind.

Though I'm not particularly concerned about howPRhesident is taking advantage of his post
and his predisposition for evil, if, by any chank@yuhi realizes this, she might propose an
immediate recall and recommend Tsuruya-san todaeht president. And | have a hunch that
Tsuruya-san would charge right in alongside hehwaiburst of laughter. If that happens,
Koizumi and | will automatically be pulled in to Hdi's side, and the President will be
overthrown.

| wish you luck with your shadow endeavors, MifRReesident. Just do as you please in the
places that we do not see.

Well, you probably planned on doing so even ifdrdi say it, and even though you'll be playing

a role that will frequently go against Haruhi, lggoyou don't make a mistake in choosing your
angles.

| got beside Koizumi after we left the room, andweswalked along the school corridor on our
way back to the clubroom, | remembered somethiaglthad to ask him.

"As | understand it, the President is under yous@eal supervision. Then what about the
secretary? That Kimidori-san, is she one of yolleagues?"

"You are mistaken."



Koizumi, like it was nothing,

"Kimidori-san had taken the secretary post befaredn knew it. Truth is, she was already there
when | had become aware of her, so | didn't conogrself about it. At the early stages of the
present Student Council, we had felt like we shaygdoint a different student as secretary.
When we investigated it later, the records showeatishe has been the secretary from the very
beginning. In everyone's memories as well. No araduding the President, had questioned it.
Even if they had falsified everything, it was asflitation beyond common sense."”

If it is beyond common sense, why don't you spetlk avlittle more surprise?

"My surprise is to such an extent, that if somegmmore surprising were to happen, | might have
cardiac arrest."

As we leisurely walked on, Koizumi turned his faoce¢he window in the corridor,
"Kimidori Emiri-san is one of Nagato-san's colleaguThere's no mistaking that."

That's just as | thought. Kimidori-san coming tonith a request at the time of tkemadouma
that's just too much of a coincidence. If it wast jinat, | might have been convinced that the
whole thing was just arranged by Nagato and thatyghing was good, but considering the
current situation, our encounter back then wasaealant. Thinking about what kind of
colleague she is worries me.

"There was also the case of Asakura Ryouko. Tlsetgowever, no need to worry about that
point anymore. It seems like Kimidori-san and Nagsdn have a somewhat closer connection.
At least they haven't shown any hostility betweacheother.”

| have an idea why. It didn't appear like they wemegood terms. But it didn't seem like it was
going to get worse.

"We in the 'Organization’' wanted to evaluate otelligence gathering capability a little. Though
they weren't that many, the '‘Organization’ conthsteame TFEI's similar to Nagato-san, in an
attempt to understand their intentions. While theye by no means cooperative, we were able
to make some deductions based on bits and pieawérsation. It seems like Kimidori-san
was dispatched by a school within the Integrateth [3&ntient Entity which is different from
Nagato-san's. However, it is different from AsakRs@uko's; we know that they aren't
aggressive."

I, having listened to Koizumi talk about that gpssilso had the same hunch, and since nothing
was going to start anytime soon, neither KoizunriIngere anxious.

Despite knowing that even aliens must have diwerfit sure Kimidori-san is one. She seemed
to warn Nagato, who had become absolutely furiaube Student Council room, to inaction, so
she might be from a peaceable school.



"That may be so. We concluded that there was nd teebe overly conscious of her. What |
think, is that Kimidori-san is Nagato-san's chapetd do not know since when, but it seems she
has settled into that role for now."

Koizumi spoke with his voice sounding like he waghe middle of an expedition to climb a
mountain, so | left it at that. As for Nagato, wars memories of her were inside me. If | could,
I'd just go on keeping more and more of those thiognyself. Even though we're all members
of the SOS Brigade, I'd rather not explain thirg&oizumi often. But | could play back my
memories any number of times even if | just retafigs by myself.

For some reason, | silently hurried on my way ®d¢lubroom, and Koizumi also kept his mouth
closed as he followed.

If you input weird information in rapid successiovhat you hear afterwards will surely remain.
Therefore, | didn't forget.

That Haruhi, who had flown away after snatching &tagwas probably inside.

I went into idle thought about the outlaw Presideithe Student Council and Kimidori-san.

As | opened the door to the Literature Club rooraruti's thunderous voice brought me back
from my daydreaming.

"You're late, Kyon! And Koizumi as well. What weyeu doing? Dangit, time is limited! You'd
better start moving quickly!

She seemed so happy, it was like there was notiiniitat the moment. Haruhi had that look on
her face that she gets, without fail, wheneverresedecided to set her sights on whatever goal.

"We've been frantically looking for the club joutm#he Literature Club had made. | asked Yuki
but she said she didn't know."

Nagato was sitting on an isolated seat by a cahtire table. What she had been staring at, was
the screen of a notebook computer the Computer Rdddeft us.

Asahina-san was fidgeting as she stood in her s@stume with a worried look on her face.
"Is someone going to make a book? Is it us? i@t might we be writing......?"

| didn't forget that either. Haruhi was going blynéhto the making of the Literature Club's

journal as the Student Council President had teltbudo. For Nagato's sake. Nagato was the
only member of the Literature Club, and the truttswthat she had another face as the member of
an illegal school organization that had been psssgsheir clubroom despite being outsiders.



But since the chief of the brigade gave her theypikdnad become the collective responsibility

of the SOS Brigade to make the club journal. Sonaltely, a part of that responsibility will be
certainly dumped on my head, and more than thatyetddn't be able to complete the club
journal if somebody doesn't write something, arad Homebody does not exempt any brigade
member, including me.

"Now then, pick one."

Lying in Haruhi's palm, were four folded scrapgaper. The paper lots were like those used for
classroom seating assignments. Though | was ddwditbut what these lots were going to
decide, | picked one up with my fingers. Haruhnged just as I did.

Koizumi looked amused, and Asahina-san was nerasukey each took a scrap of paper into
their hands, and as Haruhi passed the last loagatd,

"You will be writing what is written there. That Wihen be placed in the club journal. Once
we've settled everything, you will immediately tajaur seats! It's time to start writing!"

As an unpleasant premonition went through the fapyhead, | opened the paper lot that was
made from a cut-up notebook page. Haruhi's hanishgrjumped out like a freshly-sliced fish
that was served as-is.

"Romance story."

Came from my mouth as | read it out loud. | was edrately plagued by agony. A romance
story? Me? | have to write such a thing?

"Right you are."
Said Haruhi, with a smile like a tactician that walking advantage of a person's weakness,

"It's been decided fair and square by lottery. hitvaccept any complaints. Well then, what are
you doing, Kyon? Get in front of the computer riglov."

I looked around, and there on the table were aguate number of notebook computers that had
been left in startup status. Although time andréffoen't needed to prepare well, can we write
quickly when you've only just told us to write?

While | was considering the scrap of paper in miychigke it was a grenade with the pin pulled
out,

"Koizumi, what did you pick?"
| asked as | looked for a way out, but while | wiaigking that we could possibly switch,

"Mystery...... is what | got."



Koizumi answered with his refreshing smile as befbiis face did not look particularly worried.
Then Asahina-san, with her face embarrassed ag usua

"For me, it's a fairy-tale. Fairy-tales are aimedtlaldren, so, um, will a bedtime story do?"

You don't have to answer that even if you heardBuog,. from a mystery to a fairy-tale?
Between those and a romance story, which wouldpyeter?

| turned my attention to Nagato. As Nagato quiefgned her scrap of paper, she noticed my
look, and lightly turned her wrist to show me Halsihvely handwriting. What she had written
there was "fantasy horror."

Though | didn't know what the difference was bemvadantasy horror and a mystery,

"I'm relieved that it's not a romance story atieBecause if it were me, | don't think | could
write something like that."

Koizumi said, as if he were trying to tweak my resrand made an obvious show of being
relieved. | want to know the secret to how you aanso relaxed.

"That is simple. In my case, there were the mystiaryes that we conducted in the summer of
last year and winter of this year, which | coulektras real events and novelize. After all, those
were my scenarios from the start.”

Koizumi coolly turned to the table, and loosenesiéxpression as he began working on the
notebook computer. Nagato lowered her eyes tadhéll crystal while keeping perfectly still.
She could've been pondering what a fantasy horast wr maybe she was just thinking about
Kimidori-san.

There was no need for explanations, but panic maeke swirling within Asahina-san's eyes as
she went all nervous, and | was probably the s3imen | thought about it more. There were
only four scrap paper lots. And the SOS Brigadefhadmembers.

"Haruhi.”

| said, standing like an image of the two Deva kiafier inhaling some laughing gas,

"What are you going to write?"

"Oh yeah, what I'm going to write."

Haruhi sat at the chief's desk, and raised an amd that had been prepared in advance.

"But you see, there's a much more important jobrfer Listen up. A lot of work goes into the

making of a book. There has to be someone whahaiildle all the supervision. And I'll be the
one who's going to do that.”



Haruhi, after swiftly putting on the arm band, deel as she puffed out her chest in pride.

"For one week starting today, | will be temporasbaling my role as the Brigade Chief. Since
this is the Literature Club, a different positienaippropriate.”

The brightly shining new arm band told the wholergt

And thus Haruhi arbitrarily selected herself tathe Editor-in-Chief, ignoring the bewildered
Asahina-san and me as she flamboyantly spoke.

"Okay then, everyone! Get to work at once! Youdhriting anyhow, so no grumbling! And it
better be amusing!"

Haruhi laid back in the chief's seat as she stegtcut her legs, and lorded over the miserable
brigade members.

"Of course, if | don't find it amusing, then it'e good."

So———.

In the week following that day, we stationed owrsslin the Literature Club room, and for that
matter, we were diligently working on a Literatu@ésb-like activity.

Running bravely on the forefront was Asahina-sdthdugh it's been decided that a fairy tale
suits her, if someone were told to write withoutrmimag and that someone started writing
without any objections, then it would be simple &wyone to become a fairy tale writer.

Still, Asahina-san was a hard worker. With an estrface, she would read from a mountain of
books she had borrowed from the library, stick ptssanywhere and everywhere, and then
diligently push her pencil.

Haruhi, meanwhile, was grinning as she gazed thra@adpujinshishe had borrowed from the
Manga Club as a resource material.

Asahina-san was steadily submitting manuscriptd,Haruhi steadily kept on rejecting them.
"Hmm."

As Haruhi hummed, she continued to read the maipigbat Asahina-san, who was growing
weak, had submitted who knows how many times,



"It's a lot better, but it still lacks impact. Athat's it, Mikuru-chan, go and add in some drawings
Make it feel more like a picture book. People Ww# attracted with just one quick look, and
you'll bring out the flavor that text alone canhot.

"Drawings?"

Asahina-san seemed to weep at the additional, somedle demand. However, to overturn
something Editor-in-Chief Haruhi has suggested @ree is no ordinary feat, so Asahina-san
gave in once more and wearily started drawing.

The all-too sincere Asahina-san, went to the AdibGind attended a lecture on sketching, then
continued on to the Manga Club to study how toeniaur panel comics, showing perseverance
without saying anything more, and since makingdewaturally difficult, | had to silently sip on
tasteless green tea that Koizumi and | had madkpassed the time in inactivity.

And so, there's no romance story yet. But if itevarcat observation diary, I'd have as much
material as | need.

Only Koizumi was harmoniously making progress Witk pen, as Nagato occasionally hit some
keys. Though her high speed touch typing duringyimae war was unbelievable, it seems like
she wasn't having much success transforming tleenation in her head into words. | began to
think whether there were some reason for her slgat all the same, the fantasy horror that
Nagato was writing was pulling on my interest, geéred into her display,

Nagato quickly turned the notebook computer sidesyvpyotecting the display from my eyes,
and expressionlessly looked up.

Come on, just a little bit.
"NO_"

Nagato said in a small voice, and every time btt®look, she would change the angle with
perfect timing. No matter how many times | trigtdyas impossible. That just got me a little
more interested, and a little while later, | trjachping out from behind Nagato, but | could not
surpass Nagato's reflexes, and finally,

Nagato pierced me with a silent look from the satg] | was easily repelled. Returning to my
own seat, | went back to monitoring the white sorekthe word processor where not a single
character had been written——.

Well, the events that were unfolding in this clelom, were how these past few days had felt
like.



Things came to something of an impasse, but evagthit had become a sort of flying
sensation, a change of pace came at the samedifsahina-san gave an advanced introduction
of her fairy-tale picture book.

Having been continually rejected by Editor-in-Chitfruhi, and then having drawings added
under orders, Asahina-san's work continually trediiier, so when | saw her agonizing over
word selection, | had to throw in my suggestioms] inally, it was completed after the Editor-
in-Chief put in her own revisions.

Well, I'll give it a look for the time being.

]

It was not so long ago, but it was a story
from before the present.

Deep in the forest of a certain small
country, there was a lone mountain
cabin.

And there lived Snow White together
with the Seven Dwarves.

Snow White had not been driven out, |
had run away from the castle by herse
and come here. Life in the castle was |
so interesting to her, it seems. Since it
was a small country and she was their ©
princess, they had decided to make us
of her by arranging a marriage of .
convenience. Isn't that detestable? Snow
White thought so, too.

However, she was slowly getting tired of



living in the forest as well.

Thanks to the Dwarves, | don't have to
worry about food, clothing, or shelter,
and I've become good friends with the
animals in the forest, but | wonder if the
castle is doing well by itself, she came to
think.

Those egotistic words just jumped out,
but the castle was filled with nothing but
good people. On the date when the
arranged marriage was supposed to
happen, the Small Country had to take
hostages and form alliances just so they
could get strong enough to survive.

[]

At around the same time, a mermaid who
was swimming in a beach near the forest,
had just rescued a prince who had been left
abandoned on a shipwreck.

The mermaid moved the Prince to the
shore, but the unconscious Prince just
kept on sleeping. He didn't wake up nc
matter what she did. The worried
mermaid then made up her mind to tat
him to where Snow White was.

Snow White had been her friend since
the time she had gone to the forest. Ar
the mermaid remembered that Snow
White had said, "If you find something
interesting, bring it to me!"

The mermaid asked the Good-Natured
Witch to change her fish tail to legs, and
she carried the unconscious Prince to the
Dwarves' cabin.



But even when she saw the Prince that
the mermaid had brought, Snow White
wasn't delighted much. What she
thought of as interesting was a little
different. A prince that just kept on
sleeping was not something she found
that appealing.......

Although having to take care of some
was exciting at the beginning, Snow
White was becoming more and more
bored with it. Because he never opened
his eyes at all. She was getting tired of
looking at his sleeping face.

| wonder if he'll wake up if I hit him
hard, she started thinking, when an
express messenger from Snow White's
castle had come.

This is what the messenger said. Our
neighbor, the Great Empire, has
mobilized a vast force to cross into our
borders, and lay siege to the castle, and
the way things were going, it's going to
fall soon, if it hasn't fallen already.

How dreadful.



U

When Snow White heard that, she left the
Prince, who never woke up no matter how
long they waited, in the care of the
mermaid, and left the forest with the Seven
Dwarves. The first place they went to was a
craggy mountain. There, the Tactician who
had become a hermit lived by himself. If the
tales were true, then he would not
associate with someone unless they had
visited him three times, but Snow White
ordered the Dwarves to capture the
Tactician, and she appointed him their
Chief-of-Staff. The Tactician smiled bitterly,
and with a "Well, okay | guess," he gave his
allegiance to Snow White.

Thus the number of Snow White's part
grew to nine, and as soon as they had
climbed down from the mountain, they -
gathered volunteer soldiers in the towr =
and villages where the Empire's forces ;k) i
had not yet been to. They were totally =~
unable to assemble enough people to
match the Great Empire's troops, bute /)
the same, Snow White raised an anti- — "»*‘r
imperialist banner and set out for the R (
castle. They defeated the Imperial Fer |
that had been sent to intercept them one

by one, and garnered a series of victories

in various places, until they finally

recaptured the castle, after which they
pursued and annihilated the retreating
Imperials, then went on from there by

making a counter-invasion and

overthrowing the Empire in the blink of

an eye, and the country became a part of

her own dominion. How surprising.

It did not end there. Snow White, the
Tactician, and the Seven Dwarves,
formed a big army and ran through all of
the countries in all of the land, and using



various strategies and conspiracies, they
were able to unite the continent. The
Age of the Warring States was ended,
and they were visited by a period of
peace and harmony.

[]

Snow White, having nothing more to do,
left the rest to the Tactician and went home
to the forest. Though she was no longer
concerned about the arranged marriage,
returning to the castle would just mean
getting bored everyday. Playing freely in the
forest was better.

Snow White came back to the cabin
along with the Seven Dwarves, and we
surprised to see that the Prince was st
sleeping. She had completely forgotter
about him.

Ah, during that time, the mermaid had
been taking good care of the Prince.

Snow White grabbed an apple the For:
Bear had brought while visiting, and
used it to hit the Prince on the head.

"That's too much sleep already, now
wake up!"

It is said that the Prince opened his eyes,
three days later.

What happened to everyone after that,
no one knows.

Still, I feel certain that everyone became
happy. And | wish that they all did.



...... How do | say this, that was just so like Asaksan; even though it was a fable of jumbled up
fairy-tales mixed in with war stories, the feeliobdesperation reaches through to us like it was
our own. This was already more than adequate. Wtacts Haruhi had her hand in, | leave to
your imagination.

Okay, enough about Asahina-san's worries, the enololow is how the task that's been given to
me is still untouched. That plot to make me wrigt@y was unreasonable from the start, but if
you add in the romance theme, then it moves watyyrasasonable and goes straight into the
world of foreign concepts. Just what can | do?

On the other hand, it surprised me how Haruhi lrghged in activities that were relatively
appropriate for Editor-in-Chief.

Between us four, the number of pages for the maipiseas running short, and Haruhi, who
had brought up that we were lacking variety, finadlsorted to outsourcing for some writers.

The very first to become victims were Taniguchi &uohikida, and then continued on to
Tsuruya-san and the Computer Club President getimgosition of holding the deadline that
Haruhi had established.

It seems like everyone had become Associate Brilysetabers as far as Haruhi was concerned,
but they were all totally unrelated to the LiteratClub.

Though 1 didn't have any time to feel sorry for miysl'd still prefer it if the responsibility of
having to write would just disappear. But | dohlhk Haruhi would ever let it pass if | ran away
from my article.

As the time limit that the evil-acting Student CoilfPresident had set drew closer and closer,
Taniguchi let out, "Why do | have to write an Irgsting Days essay or whatever!" in a resentful
voice, and, "Now, now, Taniguchi. That's bettemthay twelve-part Subject-by-Subject-Study-
Aids column, isn't it?" Kunikida's easygoing vosteuck my ears while we were waiting for
morning homeroom one day.

Haruhi, who had come to school later than me, ttsose copy paper at me without saying
good morning.

"What's this?"
"Yesterday, Yuki submitted her manuscript whenaswime to go home."

Haruhi made a face like she had swallowed someatiiting that had broken off along with
some toothpaste,



"l read through it carefully at home, but it's @fty strange story. Even though fantastical horror
is still horror, | had trouble evaluating it. Angsionly as lengthy as a short-short story. Here,
you read it for a bit."

If it's the article Nagato had written without sayianything, then I'll read it as much as | can.

| took the copy paper from Haruhi, and startedofwlhg the printed text with my eyes.

“1Untitled 11 Nagato Yuki

| am a ghost, said the girl when we met about 111 before.

When | asked for her name, "l do not have a namas'her answer. "Since | do not have a
name, | am a ghost. You are probably the same ditheontinued.

That is correct. | am also a ghost. If a beingoie @0 converse with ghosts, then that being must
also be a ghost. Like | am now.

"Well then, shall we go?"

She said, and | followed. The girl's steps werbgid, she looked completely alive. "Where will
you go?" the girl asked me, as she stopped mowndelet and turned around.

"You can go anywhere. Was there a place you wantgd to?"
I was lost in thought for a moment. Where havettegoto? What is this place? Why am | here?
As | stood still, I couldn't help but gaze into thid's dark eyes.

"Weren't you thinking of going tal [1(111?"



White things were falling from the sky. Numeroiny, fluttering, agueous crystals.

The girl had discerned my answer. When | heardethasds, | finally understood what my own
role was. Yes. | was on my way there. How couldrgét? For this important matter, | had a
reason to live and exist.

It is something | must not forget.

"So, that's that, then."

The girl smiled happily. | nodded, and expressedimayks to her.

"Good bye."

The girl disappeared, leaving me by myself. Shegratiably returned to her place. And in the
same way, | had to return to my place.

White things were falling from the sky. Numerousyt fluttering, aqueous crystals. They fell to
the earth and vanished.

It was one of the wonders that filled time and gpéa this world, such wonders were common. |
stood absolutely still. The passing of time had itssmeaning.

Those wonders of bound cotton continued to fale after another.
This shall be my name.

And with that thought, | was a ghost no more.



"Hmm......?
| raised my face after reading that much.

Before morning homeroom, students were arrivingditg; a familiar scene that was spreading
throughout the classroom. Ordinarily, Haruhi wolbkldgazing outside the window in the seat
behind me, or poking at my back with a mechaniealqgd, but this time, Haruhi was stretching
out her neck as she peered into my hand, lookougpted, and my face was thoughtful as |
chased letters on the copy paper with my eyes.

Well, | was probably making a face that closelyerabled Haruhi's.

And it was all because of what had been writtenn@enade to read that first thing in the
morning is more than a little difficult, | feel.

As | recall it, the lot that Nagato had drawn w&Ssantasy Horrar!.
Having lifted my eyes from Nagato's story, | turrsedeways to face Haruhi's profile.

"Hey Haruhi, | might not be familiar with fantasy leorror, but are recent fantasy horrors like
this?"

"I'm not familiar with it, either."

Haruhi put her hand on her chin, and tilted hedHée an editor who was facing a writer that,
in her judgement, had written something troubling.

"It feels like a fantasy, but it's not much of afoo. But, hmm. Doesn't it feel very Yuki-like?
Maybe, Yuki gets scared at that stuff.”

If there was something that made Nagato feel scéned I'd probably be terrified the most and
the worst if | were to see it. | really don't waaimething like that to appear. Even if it's just
inside a story.

"By the way, you."

As | viewed Haruhi's confused face with fresh thutyg

"If you didn't know anything about Fantasy Horrossy did you make her write such a thing?
You should've considered that when you were degidmthe genres."”

"I did consider it. A little."

Haruhi confiscated the first sheet of copy papemfimy hands,



"| felt that a simple horror wouldn't be interesgtirso | added fantasy to it. That's the result when
| deliberated on which genres to write on the |8tsnystery, a fairy-tale, a romance
story———if you consider these, all that's left is horren't it?"

You missed Sci-Fi. Moreover, | don't think you spany more than three seconds to deliberate
on the genre selection. You probably just scriblledn what you randomly thought of one by
one.

Haruhi gave a slight smile,

"l thought I'd make you all write something diffatehrough miscasting. Since Sci-Fi is Yuki's
specialty, that wouldn't be any fun, don't you k#h

| jerked involuntarily, but an invisible hand pattee on the chest. Setting aside whether or not
it would be Sci-Fi, Nagato could write somethingmrac without blinking an eye. Since she was
an alien, anyway. Though | thought that Haruhi rhigdve noticed something, the many Sci-Fi
books in Nagato's collection probably made it obgieven to Haruhi, so it isn't strange that she
would know Nagato's specialty.

No, wait. If that was the case, then the same wbalttue for mysteries.

"Yep, if | could help it, | wanted Mikuru-chan ooy to write the mystery. Seeing what kind of
crazy thing you'd submit would've been interestBgt if it was sci-fi, it would've been allowed
even if it wasn't wild, is why. So | had to crossut even if it broke my heart."

Though | wanted to retort about how biased that, weasn if | made something out of the
contents of the lottery or the results, the timen\Wwbe reset. At this stage, the order to write a
TRomance Story that | had been saddled with won't be cancelled far that matter, even if |
could've written a mystery, fairy-tale, or fantdsyror, they're not that much better than a
romance story. If only it were sci-fi, then | cowlel used some of my experiences as a basis. But
then, | don't think | should let Editor-in-Chief Heni know about any of my actual experiences
asitis.

As Haruhi flapped Nagato's fantasy horror shortysédout,

"Well, it's good that Koizumi-kun got the myste@f course, if there isn't at least one thing that
could be read respectably, then we wouldn't haslalajournal. If we made everything too
original, then the readers will run away."

This girl, she seems to be planning to go rightaochanging the Literature Club journal into a
periodical. The urgent thing right now is to fighe Student Council President's plot until the
end. There's something we have to remember. TheB3i@&de doesn't come in a package with
the Literature Club, and is just living off of it.

"I know that. There isn't one thing that | haveask you to teach me, in or out of school.
Because | am the Brigade Chief, and you are jssigle Brigade Member."



Haruhi showered me with sharp looks,
"But that's okay. Yuki's story has a continuatiGio. read the second page."

| dropped my eyes to the remaining copy paper irhand, and began reading the article that
had been printed with a prettyling (typefacejont that made me think of Nagato's handwriting.

“1Untitled 21 Nagato Yuki

Until then, | had never been by myself. | was ohmany. | was a part of the set.

My group was bound together like ice, eventuallganded like water, and finally diffused like
vapor.

And a single patrticle of that vapor, was me.

| was able to go anywhere. | went to various plaaad saw various things. But | did not learn
anything. There was only the act of seeing, fot s the only function allowed me.

For a long interval, | was like that. Time was plass. All the phenomena in that artificial
universe held no significance.

But in time, | found meaning. Proof of my existence
Matter attracts matter. This is the truth. | waavdn in, because it possessed form.

Light, darkness, contradiction, and common senkBadlencountered, and connected with each
one. Those functions were not in me, but perhapsght not mind having them.

If I were allowed to, | would have them.
As | continue to wait, will those wonders keep aHifig?

Those tiniest of wonders.



The second part ended with that.
"Hmm-hmm......
| twisted my head, as | read it over and over.dsward to call it horror or fantasy horror, and it
didn't even really feel like a story; if anythingseemed more like an autobiography. Or maybe
her thoughts; it also felt like she had simplyd&tdown whatever words came to her mind.
Nagato's story, huh.......

As | was reading through it, | thought of somethatge. No matter what | did, | would never
forget anything about that December of last yead At the heart of that, is the other Nagato. At
that time, when Nagato was in the Literature Caduld she have been writing a story? With an
outdated computer, all alone inside the clubroom...

Whatever she was thinking about my silence, andhbeghtful look on my face, Haruhi seized
the second sheet of copy paper from my fingers,

"And now for the ending, page three. The more dlrigethe less | understand the story. So I'd
really like to hear your impressions."”

“Untitled 377 Nagato Yuki

A black coffin remained in the room. There was nuglelse.
Above the coffin in the middle of the dark club nocsat one man.
"Good day."

He said to me. He was smiling.

Good day.



As | kept standing there, a white cloth alighteghirbehind the man. In the middle of the
darkness, the cloth was enveloped by a pale light.

"Pardon my lateness."

The white cloth said. Or rather, the person who wearing the big, white piece of cloth.
Through holes cut out where the eyes would be kigpapils were looking at me.

It seemed like the one inside was a girl. | coaltlftom her voice.
The man laughed in a low voice.

"The recital has not yet started.”

The man did not move from above the coffin.

"There is time, still."

The recital.

| was remembering something. What was | going &s@nt here? Quickly, now. But | could not
remember.

"There is time."

The man said. He was smiling at me. The apparafdhe white girl danced around happily.
"We will wait. Until you remember."

The girl said. | gazed at the black coffin.

There was only one thing; | remembered why | was he

My place was within the coffin.

I had come from there, and | had come back hetegold return. But the man was sitting on
the coffin. As long as he doesn't leave, | canmmoing

However, there was nothing in me to present. | Wagmlified to join the recital.
The man started singing in a low voice. Synchrargznith the white cloth's dance.

As long as he doesn't leave, | cannot go in.



"Hmm. This is pretty disturbing."
Dropping the third page on my desk, | sympathizéd Waruhi.

As I'd expected from Nagato, she even writes cegfiyi. It felt like she had completely ignored
the fantasy horror theme, and it turned out mde & poem than a story.

"But it doesn't look like your ordinary poem."

As Haruhi piled up the three pages of copy papet,sauffed them into her bag,

"Hey Kyon. To me, it doesn't seem like Yuki justote this without thinking. Really, it made me
feel like it was reflecting Yuki's inner self. Bilte ghost and coffin, what do you think those are
metaphors for?"

"How should | know."

| answered, but the truth was, | felt like | waseatio read into it on some level, somehow. | don't
think the 717 from the story could be anyone but Nagato. Bdbaghe other characters, the
[1Ghost GirlJ, theTMan(], and the'JApparition Girl, it seemed like the ghost and the
apparition are the same person, but somehow aga&man seemed to be Koizumi, and the girl
gives a feeling like Asahina-san. Perhaps she hatkhad the characters after people who were
nearby at the moment. Haruhi and | may not haveecouat, but as far as the desire to make an
appearance, | was not too self-conscious about it.

"That's okay, isn't it?"

| gazed outside the window, and as | looked dowth@empty tennis courts,

"It's a story that Nagato wrote in her own way.ifigyto read the author's inner thoughts from a
story, is just troublesome. Such a question is golyd for Modern Literature.”

"Oh, well."

Haruhi also looked out the window. There wasn't smyw falling out of season, but with eyes
that looked as if they were observing flurries, slr@ed to me, smiling like a spring flower.

"For Yuki's part, I'm okaying this. Who knows whatr&vill go if | tell her to retake it. Koizumi-
kun seems to be doing well in his writing, and Mikichan's picture book seems to be going as
planned.”

That smiling face was transforming from the Brig&teef to the Editor-in-Chief.



"And then? How about you? | haven't received yootqgue yet, but when are you going to
finish?"

I was hoping that she'd forgotten, but | was wrong.
"I'm telling you."
Haruhi smiled eerily,

"You better write a proper story. Of course, Hjact it if it isn't romantic; no horrors, mystesje
or fairy-tales. And don't try to deceive me in sostrange way."

I looked around the classroom in search of salaatio

Truth is, | haven't written a single line. Whichositd be no surprise. What'll happen if | don't
write something that looks like a romance storyatiquestion was now running around inside
my body faster than my resistance against theenfta virus; | had thought of hiring Taniguchi
and Kunikida, fellows who had also not written agke line, as my reinforcements, but my own
two friends, who had kept sneaking peeks this vgathay huddled covertly some time ago,
averted their eyes together, and at the time wheaslcrossing myself as it seemed like Haruhi
was going to crush the allied troops, the chimé sigmaled the start of class had rung at last.

So, | was able to avoid the up-and-coming burdem fhort time; although | couldn't totally
escape, | had succeeded in putting it off for adgoauple of minutes anyway.

But you, about the romance story.

As | pretended to take the period's lessons ditlgehwas thinking as deep as a sunken ship that
had fallen in the Challenger Deep.

Well now, what to write?

After classes, when | went to the club room to peddaruhi's manuscript demands,

"How about writing something from your real expages?”

Koizumi said as his fingers glided over the keylbloafrhis notebook computer non-stop.
"Has romance ever gotten you all tangled up? Iftssould be practical to just write it as it is,

and stick to declaring that it's fiction. | reconmdethat you write it in first-person perspective.
In your case, it shouldn't be a problem to tramafgour usual thinking into writing."



"Is that sarcasm?"

| replied negligently, before I turned my eyes baxkvork gazing at the screen saver being
displayed on the notebook computer screen.

The club room had become a place of temporary eeds reason being, Haruhi was not at her
desk.

Haruhi, who had been planning on waging total witin ¥he Student Council, displayed such
shrewdness that | wanted to attach "Demon" to aqoof the "Editor-in-Chief" arm band, and
was now running around here and there.

Her very first targets were the nearby classmatasiguchi and Kunikida. As soon as
homeroom ended, Haruhi swiftly captured Taniguchowad thought of escaping from the
classroom, and with "I'm going home" and "You cgn'thome" the rebellion was unfurled, and
with Kunikida, who had been watching the failedagey, also in hand, she forcibly sat them
down, and then pushed a sheaf of blank loose-kgaémin front of them as she made a
declaration.

"There will be no going home until you finish wng!"

With her face looking strangely delighted, what wasdon't know if she'd woken up to a new
hobby of inflicting pain.

Taniguchi kept pouting and complaining, while Kudi slowly shook his head as he grasped
his mechanical pencil. Though Kunikida was somewbatposed, Taniguchi looked seriously
annoyed, and | could see that everything Haruhideiisg was leading him to missing the bus
ride to heaven in the future, so to speak. | knosvfeeling. If they didn't immediately write an
interesting essay as Haruhi had said she was enggetttey couldn't even think of escaping.
"Just what is this interesting days essay, anywagriguchi said.

"Kyon, your days are probably all interesting. Yshould be the one to write this."

No way. I'm already full up with my own work.

"Suzumiya-san, isn't twelve parts too much for mmm?" Kunikida leisurely said, "Can't we go
with five parts at most? English, Math, ClassicBe@istry, and Physics are my specialties, but
I'm poor at Biology, Japanese History, and Civics."

That many specialties is plenty, so I'll also becgmating your manuscript. Twelve columns of
Subject-by-Subject-Study-Aids. If these are rebBypful, there's nothing I'd want to read more.

Haruhi said to the captive twosome,

"I'll be back in one hour. If you have nothing laat time...... You understand, don't you?"



After making the clear threat, she dashed out@tthssroom. She must be busy with other
things, this Editor-in-Chief of ours.

On the other hand, | have to add that there weie @ople with free time who had willingly
accepted Haruhi's writing commissions.

One of those people, needless to say, is Tsuruyarée upper-classman who was, perhaps, as
skillful in everything as Haruhi,

"You okay to write something?"

At Haruhi's abstract request, she readily and dyigave her consent,

"When's the deadline? Okay, I'll make sure to Frby then! Wahaha, how interesting!"
She answered with a smile. Just what is she plgronnwriting?

And there was another person, or should | saypaof persons. The Computer Research Club.
In addition to the course of the fixed computer gamar, they had also called on Nagato now
and then, and the original Brigade Chief, who lespt into the Computer Club that she had
completely changed into the SOS Brigade SeconddBramtypical Haruhi fashion, got their
definite promise to write a Complete Reviews of the Latest Computer GanTdse Game-
Breaking Primer!, something totally unfamiliar to me, before combagk. For some reason,
everyone in the Computer Club, from the Presidedtlzelow, seemed to be fairly eager.
Incidentally, since | haven't played any legitimgéenes on the computer, | wasn't interested one
bit.

Her very first targets were the nearby classmates, Taniguchi and Kunikida.



Haruhi's work did not end with that. Haruhi hadubbt of making the cover of the club journal
a little better, so she took off on foot to the &ttub, asked who the best, most expert club
member was at drawing, and coerced a one-pagerdydmm that person, and since it wasn't
flowery enough with only text, she had thought #rafllustration was also necessary, and she
placed a rush order with the Manga Club. | thoughas just too much trouble, but
unfortunately, since | wasn't synchronized with hawch other people were troubled, | left
Taniguchi and Kunikida in the classroom, and heddethe club room.

Haruhi's figure was nowhere in the club room. Shiststill be running around school for the
aforementioned reasons, and although | shouldgfesitly relieved by that, the time | spend
staring at the screen saver is far from relaxing.

"Hnn, hnn."

Sitting at the table with a grim expression onflaee, was the rare sight of Asahina-san in her
sailor uniform.

At this time, Asahina-san's chic picture book famle was not yet finished, so all | can see was
her figure leaning her head over the table as shethher pencil over the paper, and | had to
become the tea server myself.

Beside her, Nagato was maintaining her usual aosuAd that figure, who looked like an avid
reader type with a hard-cover book open beforethersense of a finished task was drifting
about.

With the three-page short short that she had stéxinid Haruhi, it was judged that her own
duties were concluded, and she had completelyrmedlito being the Nagato of before. The
invisible aura she had formerly displayed in thed&nt Council room seemed like it was just a
lie.

And if it were a lie, | must honestly confess thdtbe lying if | said | wouldn't be worried by
such a Nagato. What feelings did Nagato have whemsote such a strange pseudo-story, or
wasn't she thinking anything by letting Haruhi geer how | wished she would make an
author's note on just what kind of story it wagrthwere many questions | wanted to ask her,
but rather than talk about it in front of Asahiresand Koizumi, I'll just have to wait.

When it's just the two of us, I'll grab the chance.

| took my eyes off the Literature Club member whasvin her Normal Mode as she
expressionlessly read a book. There were only tvoputers running on the table. Like its
owner's lips, the notebook computer in front of Btaghad its lid shut like a shellfish and had
been put away to the side.



If I could, | wanted to do that, too. My body, whiwas feeling remorse for wasting the Earth's
limited resources, should just immediately turntb# switch of the computer that had been
given to me. Powered up as it was, it was just stevaf energy, and while | was at it, | wanted
to turn off the switch to my head and go into ajeleep at once.

| was giving a sigh as | was thinking all of thahen Koizumi chimed in.

"There's no need to think about it so deeply. Yioousd just write the facts.”

It must be easy for you to put what's already iarywead to writing, but | can't think up
something from scratch. Tell me about your romaexigeriences, will you. | could write a
lovely story with you as the leading part.

"I'd rather hold off on that."

Koizumi rested his touch-typing hands, and turreeché with a questioning smile. And with a
soft voice,

"You really have nothing? In all your life up tilbw, to be a captive of love, and to go out with a
girl? No, maybe not this first year of high scheel-—since you can't write about that, how
about something from before? What about middle siétio

As | looked up at the ceiling and consulted my pasinories, Koizumi's voice grew softer and
softer,

"Do you remember what | told you during the grastsbiaseball tournament?”

How could I, you're a bastard who talks about afdhings. | won't even try to keep your lines
memorized in detail.

"Since Suzumiya-san desired it, you became theatdatter; | think you remember our chat
about that."

I looked suspiciously at Koizumi's gentleman-likeile. That again?
"Yes, that again. In short, your drawing of theftmtthe romance story was not by chance.”

I, too, have long been doubtful of the odds indoés. | know that you can make someone draw
a particular lot even if you're not a magician.

| glanced at Nagato; she didn't seem to be paatityulistening. And Asahina-san looked like she
was doing her best to make friends with the pearwd the eraser.

"That is to say, | think Suzumiya-san wants to kradut your previous romantic patterns. And
so, she had made one of the genres a romance Atounreservedly romantic
experience-——since she's never had one, Suzumiya-san had eggressie hesitation."



Just where is there anything like hesitation withém? She's the kind of person who just bowls
you over without any restraint or greeting.

Koizumi smiled lightly,

"It's in that part of her that we call the heareésY Suzumiya-san looks like a person who knows
exactly where that thin line lies. But it was prblyaunconscious, and assuming it were, then we
can add that her senses are brilliantly keen.dt) &he has never acted like she would step into
our hearts with her shoes on. Or at least shelsrramted that way to me. Well, on the other
hand, | could only go into Suzumiya-san's mindtéelbit."

And I've only gone about twice, now that you mentio

"But I'm still not conceding the line that she igid without restraints."

| said; | could offer that much resistance, attleas

"Otherwise, she wouldn't have kicked down the do@nter the Student Council room, or
commandeer the Literature Club in the first pl&d@emade me write such a thing."

"That's okay, isn't it? This is enjoyable work. Activity to protect a small and weak club; high
school students making a resistance against thangigpowerful Student Council....... "

Koizumi had become rather eerie as his refreshyeg got this distant look in them, before he
regained his smile.

"The truth is, | have fantasized about such a delifeo More and more, | am acknowledging
Suzumiya-san's divinity, and at times I've felelikwanted to kneel down and worship her.
Because she has granted me my dream."”

That was through your own scripting. If you're pjugdlthe other end of the string, then how is
that the realization of your dream? But | apprexctae effort.

"Nevertheless, your drawing of that lot was notrgf manipulation. Let's go back to what we
were talking about before. What I'm saying is,etsy to understand that Suzumiya-san is
hoping you will write something like your philosgpbn love. And if | may say so, I'd like to
know that as well."

Koizumi, in a bit louder voice,

"From what I've happened to hear, wasn't therelggi were close to in Middle School? How
about something like that episode?"

So you keep saying. But there's totally no suchysto



As | narrowed the space between my eyebrows, dvgeduit with my fingers, | stole a glance at
the faces of the other two people in the clubroom.

Asahina-san was focusing all of her heart at waykin her illustrated fairy-tale, and it didn't
look like our conversation was reaching her ears.

As for Nagate——,

Though she also seemed to be concentrating altrobjptic nerves on reading, | couldn't be sure
about the sensitivity of her ears, and besides tmaally don't think it's possible to hide
something from Nagato no matter how much | lowervoige.

That main thing is, why was | getting this guilgefing? How did Kunikida, Nakagawa, and all
my other classmates in middle school come to swsthaage misunderstanding all together? It's
nothing short of a mystery.

"At any rate, | don't plan on writing that storyther."

| declared. To that bastard whose eyes were smiliaghusement in particule——hey

Koizumi, what's with the knowing look? Becauseallsnrong. And it isn't because it's
something | forgot from the past, either. It's al raeaningless story, anyway.

"Let's leave it at that, then."

Though what he said irritated me, Koizumi went ad gave a new suggestion without stopping.
"So please, hurry up and recall one thing from yoemories that you could write about. Just
how many of those could there be? Somebody youldatemewhere, or a confession from
someone."

None.

| was about to say, but | stopped with my moutl-bpen. Seeing that, Koizumi's smile grew
wider.

"There is something? Yes, of course there is. Alitly Suzumiya-san, it's a story that | want to
know, incidentally. Please write about that."

Since when did you become Assistant Editor-in-Chi¥bu should just be diligent and go
novelize the case of Shamisen's disappearancellas ean decide what I'm going to write by
myself.

"Of course, the decision is yours. I'm simply asetver; the most | could say would be an
adviser. | just felt like speaking on Suzumiya-sd®half right now."



Koizumi shrugged his shoulders, finishing up hiewarsation with me as he turned his
fingertips back to his own notebook computer.

| began thinking.

Sorry Koizumi, but you still guessed wrong. Witlyour imagination, there might've been
something about a middle-school-me having trulydigeschool-student-like boy-girl relations
whirling around, but, though I'm not proud of ig ane has ever confessed to me or anything
like that even up to now, and I've never given @ither. My first love was my cousin Nee-chan
whom | didn't see for years, but that Nee-chandrated up eloping with some good-for-nothing
guy. Though that was somewhat traumatic, it was along time ago.

There have been no confessions, much less any dates

| gave a sigh as a scene floated on the insides/ayelids.

It was a scene from about a year before, whenrdmdugtion ceremony for middle school was
ending, at that period of time just before | camte this school. With not so much as a
mosquito's leg of thought that my high school Vifeuld be so hectic; it was the carefree,

lethargic spring break at the end of middle school.

Originating from the time my little sister broughte telephone receiver to my room, it was a
short episode that was barely caught within theksaf my brain.

After staring up at the ceiling for a while, 1 lidgrsnorted my nose and moved my hand to the
notebook computer's track pad.

The screen saver flew away somewhere, and thaaéstoof the text editor that | had been
neglecting brought back the white screen.

As | sensed Koizumi making a foppish smile from skdke, | tried hitting a key.

Well, | was just breaking in my fingers. When | ¢gatred in the middle of my writing, |
immediately deleted the whole paragraph.

Thinking of the task as sifting out gold dust frtime deep pool of memory with a sieve, |
transmitted the sentences | had composed in mytoaag fingertips, and began writing the
introduction.

For the time being, let's just do this by feel.

11t was before | entered high school; a time wham$ just passing through what remained of
the last spring break of middle schooll.l...



It was before | entered high school; a time whera$ just passing through what remained of the
last spring break of middle school.

Though | had already received my middle schooladra, | still didn't feel like | was going to be
a high school student, and if | could, I'd keep #tatus forever, | remember thinking.

As a result of being sent to private tutoring by mgther since | entered third year, getting
through the entrance exams without a hitch wad, easy enough. However, when | went there
for a preliminary inspection before the examsoutipht that having to go up that slope that just
went on and on for three years of high school wagetdreally tedious. Come to think of it, in
relation to the division of the school districtdgidd some good friends in the municipal next to
my neighborhood, but because they'd decided to gartaway private schools, | felt my
feelings of loneliness would worsen whether | likiedr not.

At that time, | had no idea | would be meetingrarsge girl as soon as high school started, and
never saw my name getting on the member list ofesbirarre brigade even in my daydreams,
so as | looked back at my middle school days, | saasewhat anxious about the unknowns of
high school life, which, in short, is the reasonroy eagerness.

And so, | buried that loneliness that had takerr aMarge part of my heart, kept sleeping
lethargically up 'till noon, opened the game toumeat that was supposedly the farewell party
for the people going on to other high schools, thent on to watch a mowe——which was

fun and all, but passing day after day like thattgesome before long, so, after having brunch, |
just idled away that early, pre-April afternoonnty own room like a cow.

After sleeping, waking up, eating, and then lyimgnoy bed to sleep again, the ringing melody of
the house phone started up and reached my ears.

Having no extension in my room, | left it for my maoor sister to answer, but a moment later,
my sister came into my room carrying the cordldssne.

It felt like she's been doing this for a while ndwit whenever she came to me with the phone in
her hand, this peculiar feeling would well up irside.

However, though | might be repeating myself, theahthat time was still pure, and my
experience points were overwhelmingly insufficient.

"Kyon-kun, phone~"

My sister gave me a strange smile,



"Who is it?"
"It's a girl~"

My little sister pushed the receiver to me, grinmedely, twirled her body around, and then left
my room with a hop, step, and a jump.

Strange. Usually, she wouldn't budge from my roaril lidrove her out, so why was she in
such a hurry?

Anyway, just who could this be? As | scrolled asrtdse main menu in my mind for the face of
the girl who could've called me, | pushed the talkon on the receiver.

"Hello?"

A moment passed,

It was a girl's voice for sure. However, my seardde didn't finish as | couldn't recognize who
it was. But it was a voice | had heard somewheferbe

"It's me. Yoshimura Miyoko. Good afternoon. Are famling well right now? You're not busy,
are you?"

As | started thinking, the scrolling in my head @to a complete stop. It was no surprise that
she sounded familiar, since she was someone | leadnamy times. | just had difficulties
realizing it since she had said her full name.dswoshimura Miyoko, nicknamed Miyokichi.
"Ah, it's you. Yeah, I'm not busy at all. Too mucke time, actually.”

"Wonderful."

She said with heartfelt relief, making me feel teedi Just what did she want with me?

"Are you free tomorrow? The day after tomorrow lsoagood. But it won't do if it goes into
April. Would you lend me some of your time?"

"Um, you're asking me?' (1)

"Yes. I'm sorry for saying it so suddenly. Tomorrowthe day after tomorrow. Are you going to
be busy?"

"Not at all. I'm free all day for either one."



"Wonderful."

She let out an honest, whispering voice that ogednasounded like it had come from the bottom
of her heart,

"l have a favor to ask of you."

Miyoko shifted to a nervous voice in some way, aadtinued.

"The whole day tomorrow will do. Would you pleaseogt with me?"
As | gazed at the gap in my door to chase aftesltfaelow of my sister who had just left,
"Me?"

"Yes."

"With you?"

"Yes."

Miyoko lowered her voice,

"Just us two. Is this no good?"

"Nope, there's nothing wrong with that.”

"Wonderful."

| heard her give an exaggerated sigh of reliefragmd with a voice that sounded like she was
working hard to restrain her cheerfulness,

"Well then, I'll be looking forward to it."
| could picture Miyoko's figure bowing through ttedephone line.

After that, she proposed a time and place for teeting, worrying about whether they were
convenient for me, while | simply said "Got it" anent along,

"I'm sorry. For calling so suddenly."
"It's okay. | wasn't doing anything, anyway."
After responding vaguely to that girl who was mddeghe end, | hung up. If | didn't end it right

there, | was sure Miyoko would go on giving tharda!g indefinitely. Yoshimura Miyoko,
nicknamed Miyokichi, was that kind of girl.



To return the phone to its original location, Itexli to the corridor. As soon as | did, | found my
sister waiting there while looking giddy for son@ason, so | pushed the extension onto her.

"Nyahaha~"

My younger sister laughed out like a fool, wavihg teceiver around as she went away. As |
worried about my little sister's future, | recalld@ calmness of Miyokichi's voice. )

And then, the next day.

| don't plan on writing too much about the detdiisvould be troublesome to say even a single
word. This is a story, not an activity report shap's log. Much less my diary or something like
that.

Being the writer, | will do whatever | like. | cato that, can't 1?

On that day, as | went to the appointed locatiaaw that Miyokochi had arrived earlier and
was waiting for me as | walked hurriedly to meet Mghen she noticed me, she turned her face
towards me and gave me a bow.

"Good morning."

After greeting me with a very thin voice, she $&t $ash of her hand bag on her shoulder, and
then raised her head, making her ponytail swishratoShe was wearing a light blue cardigan
over her flower-pattern blouse, and for the bottehg had on slim, seven-tenths length jeans. It
suited her slender figure well.

| gave her a "hey" as something of a return, beffgtewly took in the surroundings.

We were in front of the station. This would becdiamiliar when we make customary use of it
as the gathering point for the SOS Brigade. Howeatethis time, it would be several months
later before | become attached to that ambiguogadbe, and | had no idea that | would be
pushed around by my chin because of a Brigade @iefwould break into this world and reign
supreme, so | just gazed normally around the \igiflihere should be no reason to think that
there'd be trouble if someone were to see me @idl meeting as a pair. Wouldn't you think that
way, as well?(13)

"Um..."

Miyokichi said with a trace of nervousness on Hegant face.



"There's someplace | want to go to, is that okay?"
"That's fine."

So we went. If | didn't plan on going, then | wdukdjust broken it off yesterday through the
phone. And there was no reason for me to flatlygefMiyokichi's request.

"Thank you."

To not make it overly polite, Miyokichi only gave® bow at a time,
"There's a movie that I've been wanting to see.”

Of course, she didn't have to worry about iteklen buy her tickets.

"There's no need for that. | will pay for myselin& it was me who had unreasonably asked you
to go."

After stating it clearly, she beamed. It was what yould call a smile that knew no impurity.
An innocent smile that differed in meaning from httfe sister's.

Incidentally, there were no movie theaters in tteaaMiyokichi and | turned to the station,
bought passes, and took the train. The movie ti@at\anted to see wasn't in the cinema
complex or the big theater; since it was a mintaiabf an up-and-comer, it was just out as a
small, single-hall preview.

At the intervals when we were shaking in the trahlee would hold onto the town guide and gaze
outside the window the whole time, but she woulthetimes remember to look up at my face,
and give a quick bow.

It wasn't that we were both totally silent, since @id have our conversations, but | won't write
anything about that. We just chatted about randongs. | remember talking about what school
she would be going to after that spring, and aboytittle sister. (14)

It was the same when we arrived at our stationveadiled to the movie theater. However, it
seemed like she was getting a little nervous. Tieatousness went on until we arrived at the
theater and made it to the front of the ticket ¢eun(15)

Though it was almost time for the next showingégih, the queue for the ticket counter was
empty, showing how low the attendance for the flas. After glancing at Miyokichi, | turned
to the glass window where an old lady seemed idllvegy away,

"Two students please.”

| said.



...... After writing that much, | lifted my fingefsom the keyboard, leaned back on the pipe chair,
and stretched out widely.

Because | wasn't that accustomed to it, it canttddyped that my shoulders went stiff. As | turned
my head from side to side,

"This is pretty well written, isn't it?"
Koizumi smiled as he interestingly said,

"Please write that way until the end. Though tluhtis, I'm happy with just being allowed to
read it at all."

You'll regret it, Koizumi. You can bet on it. I'\g®t to say, it won't be something you'd enjoy
reading. It'll be far from being a romantic story.

"Nevertheless."

Koizumi said as he picked at the liquid crystahf notebook computer with his finger,

"l am intrigued by what you have written. The tekbuld contain even a little of what the writer
is inside, shouldn't it? The voice that we can loeming from between the lines is nothing less
than the author's voice. More than Nagato-san ahiig-san's writings, it is your story that
makes me anxious."

There's no need for you to trouble yourself oveBihce when did you start working as
something other than Haruhi's mental health expsn® psychoanalysing me outside of your

duties?

"Considering that Suzumiya-san's mental conditivenges depending on you, that is something
you can't declare unconditionally.”

You're a bastard as always.

Dropping out of the exchange with Koizumi, | swapt gaze over the room. Haruhi had not yet
returned, while Asahina-san was still in the midofienaking her drawings.

"Hnnnn, hnnnn...... "



The airy upperclassman, Asahina-san, was turnedrtba piece of paper with a bewildered
expression on her face, as she childishly graspegdncil, drew a wobbly line, erased it after a
little thought, and then again going,

"Hnnnn."

Without raising her head, she continued workindnesiastically. Although Asahina-san's
picture-book style fairy tale has already beeroihticed, she, at the time, was actually just
starting it. Looking at the finished product, yoautd really say that her efforts were fruitful. It
had become a work that was very much in charadterAgahina-san.

And accordingly, for the one who had already fieidlner own work,

At the end of the table, Nagato was quietly readifgpok in her usual spot. After submitting
that untitled super-short trilogy, the light-anagbt-as-can-be Literature Club member had
completely zoned the cheerfully-skipping-about Hiaand the groaning Asahina-san and | out,
making the effort to read as soundlessly as shielcou

If it were up to me, | would at least request s@uthor's notes for Untitled 1, 2, and 3 from
Nagato, but | somehow felt like it would be bettet to ask for anything; what | should be
worrying about right now is the "Romance Story“tthiaad just started. Though | had busted my
gut writing that,

"It's boring. Rejected.”

With that single word, | would not have been ableld anything had she summarily tossed them
straight into the garbage. However, writing sonmeghwhile thinking about what would please
Haruhi would also irritate me. Why can't | justdet about her when it's such a useless thing?
As | was starting to get more and more angry, #fieeshing smile came again from the side,
"That's not true, is it?"

It seems like he's rebuking my soliloquy. As Koizwontinued his touch-typing without lifting
a finger from the notebook computer,

"If you wrote a document about a past experierrosn before you met me or Suzumiya-san, |
feel that Suzumiya-san would be interested in readi”

Being able to write while having a conversationasmean feat, but how can you be so sure?
"For example."

Koizumi seemed to get somewhat happier,



"Haven't you thought about wanting to know aboutpagt? What | was doing and where | was
before I transferred to this school, or what | khabout as | pass the days by; don't you feel like
getting a glimpse of that?"

Well, you....... If you tell me which one it isgllike to hear it. If it's a nonfiction piece abdbé
daily life of an esper, then I'd be jumping witrcggment to read it, if | were still a grade school
student. What happens within th®©rganizationias an institution, is something that stimulates
my intellectual curiosity even now.

"Even if you do get to know it, you will just besdippointed. It won't be a very interesting
episode. As you also know, | am an esper who tsicesd by place and time."

Koizumi went on saying,

"However, it is certain that | pass my ordinary slayfferent from ordinary people. Someday,
when things have cooled down, I'll think about wigetl should write my autobiography. If | do
write one, I'll put your name in the dedication.”

"You don't have to."

"Is that so? In that case, | would certainly thadout giving you a complimentary copy, at
least."

Without answering, | stretched out my hand to askda. The teacup in my hand was already
empty. Since Asahina-san was devoted to workingesrpicture book, | had no choice but to
bring in a second cup by myself, and as | stootbugo so,

Bang, the clubroom door opened, letting in the awitdtive girl.

"What's up, everyone? How's everything going?"

With strangely high tension, Haruhi walked hasitiito the clubroom and took her seat at the
Brigade Chief's chair, then after tossing a bundleaper at her desk, she turned to me with a

mysterious light in her eyes.

"Ah, Kyon, if you're bringing out tea, then get imee too, please. Mikuru-chan is in the middle
of her work, and I'd hate to interrupt.”

There was no way I'd awkwardly oppose her likerstg kid for this. As my little symbol of
defiance, | gave a sigh upon hearing her, befp@ired hot water into the teapot, filled up
Haruhi's cup and mine with tea, then turned intenaporary waiter as | brought them to the
Brigade Chief’s seat.

Haruhi was in a good mood as she took a sip framehcup,

"What's this? It's just hot, light-brown coloredtera Change the tea leaves, the tea leaves!”



"You do it. I'm busy."

Since | was, in fact, busy, this much mutiny shdugdforgivable, even if the chief would be
grateful. You can't say that serving tea is a higimrity than making the club journal.

"Hmm?"
Haruhi grinned widely,

"You wrote something, did you? Finally? Well domeell done. Just in time for the deadline. It
wouldn't do if we didn't go into the layout workoso"

As | sipped on the tea that | had poured mysealgadrched for the source of Haruhi's good mood.
For some reason, it seems like the pile of A4 shinett she had dropped at her desk was the
main cause.

"This?"
As Haruhi sharply sniffed out my gaze,

"These are the completed manuscripts. From thelpéd@ad commissioned. Everyone really did
their best. But since Taniguchi said he couldnitenmo matter what, | gave him an extension
until tomorrow. And Kunikida was half-done. Theytiéigent, so they should be submitting
them tomorrow."

As she hummed, Haruhi plucked each sheet one byoarteeck through the manuscript,

"This is the illustration | had requested from tManga Club, and this one is the rough sketch of
the front cover | had requested from the Art Clsbd these are from the guys at the Computer
Club. It seems like they worked on so many pagdsatvthey wrote was pretty bland, but, well,
that's okay. Their enthusiasm shines through, fgpelaple who understand this read it, they'll
find it interesting, I'm sure."

Indeed. In short, it seems like she's found hagsine the steady advancement of the creation of
the club journal. Making a tangible thing from niatl the process as we steadily approach
completion, is something that even I find enjoyalile sort of like assembling a plastic model,

or being on the path that brings you to the lasshno an RPG. That should be fun. I've never
been in the situation of a plastic model part ar-ptayer character, myself.

"What are you mumbling about?"

Haruhi gulped up her tea in an instant, and assfes with her cup, she showed me a satisfied
smile,



"Hurry up and get back to your seat, and like, keeping. With the outsiders from the
Computer Club working hard like this, you're loaibad with your reputation for goofing-off.
By all rights, this is a match we had accepted @lues, after all.”

Haruhi was in high spirits from having found a tigaganization that was formidable. To get her
mad, | almost wanted to tell her about the Stu@@mincil President's true character right then. |
wanted to talk about it while | had the chance. étttbe false charge he had set against Nagato
being a Literature Club member in the beginninghsd you, being a curious onlooker that had
suddenly rushed in from the side, would end upngkeadership somehow. Until you put on
that Editor-in-Chief armband.

| glared at Koizumi's profile, and started thinkialgout what chapter we were on in the
confusing plans for Haruhi's boredom. With the I@tend definitely being the first, was the
jinxed snow mountain the second part? No, waiteteas Kimidori-san'kamadouma———or
was that Nagato's?

As | reminisced about that nonsense, a knockinggeghoed in my ear.

"Pardon the interruption.”

Opening the door without waiting for a reply, tlad figure invaded the clubroom.

Pi-king———.

| was probably the only one who heard the sountiviiag like piano wire being cut by a nipper.
Just like the mid-boss of a shooting game, thee&tu@ouncil President had suddenly appeared.
And behind him to his side was Kimidori-san.

The President was in diligent mode with his glasgeskling meaninglessly, and as his eyes
slowly traveled the room,

"This clubroom is pretty good. More and more, Ilnmking that it is being wasted on you."
"What did you come here for? Did you come backebig the way of our work?"

Haruhi switched to bad tempered mode faster thepeaial effects hero's transformation.
Folding her arms as self-importantly as the Pregidshe stayed right in her seat.

The President met Haruhi's murderous look attaakl lom,

"Think of it as observing the enemy's movemenksaJe no intentions of becoming your
perennial foe and a wall that you'd have to clinabroThough | only came to see the situation, |
have a responsibility since | presented the reqmergs. To confirm whether you were working
diligently or not, | had thought about making tlemds. Hmm. From what I've seen, it seems



like you've been pretty busy with your work. Thafswell and good, but you don't always see
the amount of effort translate directly into resultet's just say that you should never ever
neglect your diligence."

Though | wanted to say it myself, the Brigade Ckype€sently, the Editor-in-Chief) responded
ahead of me.

"Shuddup.”

Kyururi. It was like | heard the sound effect for Harubiygs transforming into inverted acute
triangles.

"If you came here to be sarcastic, then tough lualon't fire any comebacks at such a weak
opening.”

"I don't have that much free time."

The President snapped his finger in a forced gesiurough he looked like he was going to
shout "Garcon!" anytime now, the shrewd StudentrCouPresident was not calling for a server,

"Kimidori-kun, the things."
"Yes, Mister President.”

Kimidori-san held up the bundle of booklets she baen carrying in her arms, and advanced
gracefully in front of Haruhi.

Turning her eyes back to the pages of the hardrcsheehad on her lap, Nagato kept perfectly
still.

While Kimidori-san's smile widened, giving the iregsion that she had not even noticed
Nagato,

"Here you go. Reference materials."

She presented the multitude of musty old bookkztdaruhi.

"What's this?"

Haruhi didn't hide the annoyance in her face, mdesshe was someone who would take
anything you gave her even if it were cursed, sheertheless accepted the old booklets, and

raised her brows conspicuously.

As the President toyed with his glasses in a cygesture,



"Those are journals that the old Literature Cluld peoduced. Use it as a reference as much as
you can. Considering how you think up such disiwectheories, there was a likelihood that you
would misconstrue what literature, as a word, melosneed to thank me. If you feel any
obligation, then turn it towards Kimidori-kun. Tlh@e who took the trouble to look around the
bookshelves in the archive room was her."

"Hmm, thanks. Though that doesn't really make nppha

Wearing a face like the feudal lord of Kainokunianmad been given salt even though they
weren't running short, Haruhi dropped the bundlbawklets on the Chief's desk with a thud,
and then, looking like she had found what the nregses face was reminding her of for the first
time,
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The President snapped his finger in a forced gesture. Kimidori-san held up the bundle of booklets she had
been carrying in her arms, and advanced gracefully in front of Haruhi.

"Oh, you....... Eh, you're in the Student Council?"
"Yes. Just this year."

Kimidori-san replied gently, gave a bow, and thettimed to the Student Council President's
side with graceful steps. Haruhi, like she couldatt less,

"How's your boyfriend doing?"
The boyfriend Haruhi mentioned was no other th@Qbmputer Club President.

"I'm really grateful for that time."



Kimidori-san's smile didn't waver one bit,

"But, we've already broken up. Thinking about itvpd feels like we really didn't have much of
a relationship from the start; it's all a distargmory."

Even though she had answered in a roundabout weg & hunch that | knew the reason. I'm
sure the Computer Club President would also agrteme. He wasn't even aware they were
going out. He was only getting punished for cheglsomething like the SOS Brigade site. Well,
it was somewhat pitiable, | guess.

Nagato flipped to the next page of her book.

At that point in time, it felt like Nagato and Kidwri-san were having an Actively-lgnore-the-
Other-Person Battle with each other. However, sht@gato was usually like that whoever the
other person was, it was probably just me. Mostmdy, it felt like | had been made to wear
strange-colored glasses.

"Hmm, is that so?"
Haruhi made a funny shape with her mouth,
"Well, you're young. Lots of things happen.”

So you say, but you're even younger—I had no plan on throwing such a vulgar comeback.
Ignorance was the standard here. Besides, Kimghoris real age was probably about the same
as Nagato's. It was doubtful whether she had sgni@ould she have been a second-year
student just by chance, | thought.

However, we can't talk about something like thglhtrinow. Judging from Nagato's response,
Kimidori-san was not an enemy. | nonchalantly stddhsahina-san from the corner of my eyes.
She had known that Nagato was an alien officeriteelpr slightness. Her astonishment when
she was first brought here showed that. If | wersense that she was that worried again, then
that would justify the racing of my heart.

However———.

"Hmm, ah. Err, huh-hmm."

That lovely upperclassman, in all her fuss as she ther picture book with all her heart, did not
even notice the two intruders that had come intoctibroom, it seems. Should | be admiring

her powers of concentration, or should | be worabdut how she was steadily getting closer to
being thedojikka? If it's the latter, then that's just the restildaruhi's training.



In the time that | was standing there blankly, Ha@and the President had been trading verbal
attacks back and forth.

"It seems like you've been working on the storyedtd'
The President said with a nihilistic voice.

"But can you really write anything decent?"

"I'l keep saying it as many times as | need. Tolughk."
Came Haruhi's resolute voice.

"I'm not worried one bit."

Haruhi wore a face that was so full of confidedoganted to investigate which wormhole it was
all springing from,

"You don't have to teach us or anything; writingtary is simple. Even this stupid Kyon can do

it. Because, most people can write characterst tteay? If you can write characters, then you
can write sentences, and then you can just cotines¢ sentences. You don't need any special
training to write characters. We're already highost students. So there's no need for something
like practice when you're making a story. You juave to write."

The President slid his glasses up,
"l can't help but admire the optimism of your viemmqt. However, that's just too childish."

Though I generally have the same opinion, | wishvhas a little more discreet about stirring up
Haruhi. Even if that line was assigned to somedkeethe President, all of us here would have to
bask in Haruhi's burning aura.

Sure enough, Haruhi's eyebrows rose steadily tn@yl were shaped like sharp knives,

"I don't know how big you think you are. But! Eviéryou really were all that, | really hate
people who think so high of themselves. And if yatithat way even though you're actually no
good, then that's even worse!"

If it's a mouth-off, then she's someone who dogmt'teft behind. The way things stand, it
seems like they'll just fling words at each othetdfinitely. At any rate, the President seemed
more self-important than Haruhi. Though this wasgt pnother performance, acting cool while
Haruhi was burning with anger nearby was no sneall.fThe President, and Kimidori-san, as
well.

"Mm. Even if | was not particularly important. Yaue measuring a human being on whether or
not he's proud, aren't you? If | had somethinga@imud of, it would be that | am in this position



as the result of a fair election. And so, how didi gome to be sitting on that seat? Oh,
honorable Brigade Chief?"

As expected, | should tell Koizumi that he'd choageal man of talent; this President was the
owner of one thick core. A person who could faceudaand grandly make sarcastic jabs; there
must be no one else in this school but him.

However, Haruhi is the best at being Haruhi. I'm éimne who's saying it, so it's no mistake.

"There's no use in provoking me."

Instead of getting angry, the boss of an illegghaization within the school let loose an
ominous smile.

"The Student Council might want to destroy the Edif§ade at the same time as the Literature
Club, but you won't be able to."

Haruhi gave me a quick glance. What's with thoss@y

Her sparkling pupils immediately moved to pierce Bresident.

"Because | will absolutely not move from here. [ want me to tell you why?"
"By all means," the President said.

Haruhi, if her voice were made of microwaves, spaké a volume that made me feel like it
was more efficient than any kind of microwave oven.

"Because this is the SOS Brigade's clubroom, aad&MS Brigade is mine!"

She said what she had wanted to say, and aftendnasid what he had wanted to say to Haruhi,
the President, and Kimidori-san who was accompanlyim, left.

"Ooh, how irritating. What did he come here for aay, that Stupid President."

Haruhi pouted her lips while grumbling, and flippadough the pages of the old Literature Club
journals that Kimidori-san had brought.

Because of Haruhi's war cry, Asahina-san had finaiticed that visitors had come, and though
she was about to prepare tea in a panic, it waa@rtoo late, but thanks to that, | was finally
able to refresh my heart with Asahina-san's dalgia, and | could make progress with my
writing............ nope, didn't happen.

For some reason, once my spirit was dampenedp l@ds my will. More so, because, of the
theme that was decided through lottery, and my past episode.



But | can't talk about that, either. Haruhi's meralhich had been set ablaze by the President's
appearance, had now ended up burning the clubrgoim the ceiling.

"Okay, everyone."
Haruhi opened her mouth like a duck’s and said,

"Now that it's come to this, we'll make that Clduthal even if we have to die, and even more,
we'll make it so amazing that it'll sell out. Welwiot spare even one copy, and take down the
Student Council. Got it?!"

A Club Journal is something you distribute, not,sd though | wouldn't mind dying for
something like that, even if | don't die for viokeg the deadline, it seems like I'll be subjected t
punishment games until death. Really, even thotighis role, isn't the President overdoing it?
And Koizumi too; is this an occasion for you towearing such a satisfied smile?

"As for me," Koizumi whispered to me as he usudlty. "I am exceedingly satisfied. Because as
long as Suzumiya-san's eyes are turned towardsaoyioccurrences, | can stay outside those
spaces of ours."

That's fine by you, | guess. But what happens taheaa? | just wish they would forgive us for
rushing into a school conflict with the Student @oli Though | knew that the President was
just pretending, Haruhi, who didn't know, had neadvhat she had just started. Should we be
unable to pass the President's conditions for ngeatkia club journal this time, Haruhi wouldn't
just obediently surrender the clubroom. If I'm gpto be besieged in a place like this, | wouldn't
want to end up being held responsible for provision

"You're thinking about it too much. What we needdous on right now is completing the club
journal. Then it'll happen somehow. If it doesA+—"

In that gently smiling face, a scheming expressiotidenly appeared,

"Let's start another scenario. A siege battle; Wwaild also be good."

According to Tsuruya-san's perceptive eyes, thdetuCouncil President gave off a feeling like
Shiba Chuutatsu, but for her, | wonder who woulKbe&umi's match? Someone like Kuroda
Kanbe?

As | was feeling like the lord of Takamatsu Castleen their water supply had been cut off, |

prayed that Koizumi, who seemed like he had arratspn for campus conspiracies, wasn't
serious about hatching that scheme.



As it turns out, | was not able to complete my nsamipt that day. Since the time the intruders
had entered, | wasn't able to progress by evercloaecter.

Fortunately, when Haruhi had finished checking nanoscript so far, she left the clubroom in a
rush. Did she think of a new outside source, orsthiel set off to give out pep talks......?

Haruhi returned just in time as the chime signathmgend of the school day had started, and
Nagato closed her book right then in perfect haynarke Koizumi, who was making good
progress on his writing, and Asahina-san, who weastriously doing her best, | stood up with
my bag in hand.

Contrary to my expectations, Haruhi did not telka®ring our notebook computers home and
continue writing there. Though she might have faggotten because of her seething anger, |
was still grateful.

Next year, if a first-year student who wanted to jihe Literature Club were to appear, would
that person be automatically included in the SOgdgie———was what | thought about on the
route that everyone takes on the way home fromadche my body was hit by a cold breeze that
seemed like it had come down from a mountain, thdugas sure it was just the breath of
spring, until | arrived at home.

With that, it was after school the next day whetakted writing the continuation of my
autobiography-like story.

Let's see, how far was | able to write? Ah yestaughe point where | was buying tickets.

Well then, let's resume from there.

After being admitted without a hitch, Miyokichi ah@vent to our seats in the middle of the
single-hall theater; it was hardly what you wouddl spacious. Regarding how small the
attendance was, the number of people entering avapagse that it was virtually empty.

As for the kind of movie, it was one of those gboyrors. To be honest, it wasn't a genre that |
liked very much, but just for that day, | couldmlp but listen to her wishes. At any rate, her
tastes didn't seem to fit her quiet looks. Did tadly want to see it that much?

During the show, she turned into an eager movietashe showed an appreciation for the
screen, but here and there, during the scary stkaewere characteristic of horror films, she



meekly gave a little start, turned her face away, grabbed my arm once, which calmed me
down for some reason.

But other than that, her eyes were glued to thg@saand she looked so serious that if they
were to see her with that much concentration, éverilm makers would be satisfied.

At first glance, if | were to reveal my impressiasfghe film point-blank, it would go something
like "This is a B-movie, isn't it?" which is sometg | couldn't just say. Though | don't think |
lost anything by watching it, | didn't gain anytbjreither. | couldn't even recall learning
anything from advanced reviews at all; they musthave done much work on their advertising.
Why could she have picked this movie?

| asked her,

"An actor that | like appears in it."

She replied with a bit of embarrassment.

The ending credits hadn't finished scrolling whiea ¢urtains closed, and we exited the theater.

It was past noon by then. Are we also going fochusomewhere? Just when | was thinking if it
was time to go home, she said in a voice that sedindthing but humble,

"There's a shop that | want to go see, but isdgkay with you?"

When | looked at her, she was circling the corrie¢he open page on her guide book with a red
pen. The store was in an area that we could wdlitoto here.

After | considered it a bit,
"It's decided, then."

| answered, and started walking according to thgpk# map printed on the magazine page. As
silent as ever, she walked diagonally behind mennWist have talked about a few things, but |
don't really remember.

After walking for a while, we arrived at a cozy-long tea shop. Seeing the stylish facade and
interior, it seemed like it would take an extraoatly amount of courage for a guy to enter by
himself; he'd feel like a fish out of water. | hadiconsciously frozen at the front of the store, but
when | came to look up at Miyokichi's worried fagdgelt natural as | pushed on the manually-
opening wooden doors.



As | had expected, most of the customers occupyiegtore were girls. It was spectacular. For
some reason, | felt relieved at how many mixed terifhere were.

The waitress who had led us to our seats, lookd&tiyatkichi and me with a smile, brought
glasses of water with a smile, and finally askedbiar order with a smile.

After scanning the menu for thirty seconds, | oedea Neapolitan and an iced coffee, while she
got the deluxe cake set. It seems like she hadidé@n what to order from the beginning, From
among the ten types of cake the waitress had bt@sgbamples, she pointed at the Mont Blanc
without hesitation.

"You're okay with just the cake set?"

| expectedly asked.

"Won't you still be hungry with just that?"

"No, I'll be okay."

She straightened her back, put her hands on heskaad said with a tense face.

"l don't eat much."

Was her unexpected response. Maybe because | baddzking at her steadily, she lowered her
face. Panicking, | rushed to explain myself, arititfeat way until | had succeeded in getting her
to smile again. Thinking about it now, | said sechbarrassing things that it had made me sweat.
It would be useless to write something like, ule slas totally cute just as she was. But,
Miyokichi was indeed a beautiful girl. | would tikinhat about half of the boys in her class must
be enamored with her.

Once they had arrived, she took about thirty mistidenibble on her Mont Blanc and sip her
Darjeeling Tea. As for me, | finished my meal qiycht took just enough time for the ice in my
iced coffee to melt.

| had quite some time in my hands, but | still ¢l understand her, and as | threw some
random subjects at her, she would just nod or shakéead....... Well, considering it now, |

don't think | paid that much attention to it. | wast a bundle of sensitivity back then. And
probably all nervous.

| was going to pay for the tea shop bill. But sheulgn't listen, insisting to the end that she
would pay for her own share.

"Because I'm the one who wanted to go out today."



She said as her point.
Having finished settling our accounts, we startetkimg around in the bright sunlight. After the

horror movie, and that gorgeous little tea shopeedid she want to go next? Or was it time for
her to go home?

As we strolled, she went silent for a long whilenxd®some time later,
"There is this one last place......

The place she revealed in a small voice, was myehom

After all of that, | took her back to my home, amith my little sister, who seemed like she had
been waiting for us to arrive, the three of us pthgames together.

"Phew."
Having written that much, | stopped my fingers.

The only other people in the room were Koizumi &ladjato. Haruhi was running around as
usual, while Asahina-san went out to the Art Clabd final check on her drawings.

As | scrolled to the beginning of the article | hadtten, Koizumi's face came into my field of
vision from the side.

"Have you written to the end? Or is there more?"
"No idea......"

| answered, but despite what | said, it felt likattwas enough. If you think about it, what was
the point of writing that stuff so diligently? Ftre Literature Club's sake, and, by extension, for
Nagato's sake——you could be enthusiastic about that, but it whgiat a way for the SOS
Brigade to continue keeping this clubroom as isdogiarters, and just one part of the plan to
alleviate Haruhi's boredom. With Koizumi pullingetktrings behind the curtains, the president,
who held abuse of authority deep within his gutsWaizumi's pseudo-puppet. So to speak, this
case was just one big roundabout put-up job.



At the same time, | had a feeling that Koizumi wagping to avoid the second stage turning into
all-out war against the Student Council. But mqstlywas Nagato who was at the forefront. |
think 1 would want her to enjoy a peaceful studdatas much as she could. I'd like to believe
that I'm not the only one whose heart is set at@@en gazing at Nagato quietly reading a
book in a corner of that clubroom.

"Well, that's fine, isn't it?"

Setting my jaw, | showed it to Koizumi.

"Before | show it to Haruhi, | want to hear younmipn. So read it."

"Then | shall read it, gladly."

As | looked at the thoroughly-absorbed Koizumisefd manipulated my touch pad.

The notebook computers that had been providediga&e Members were connected through a
LAN, with the desktop computer on the Brigade Chidesk acting as the server. With a little

fiddling around, | was able to initiate the printkeat had been placed in a corner of the
clubroom, and it began spitting out the printedsbrets.

A few minutes later.

Koizumi smiled after he finished reading, and magecomments.

"Well, I thought | was the one who was supposeddd on the mystery assignment.”
As | had thought, was he able to see it?

"What do you mean?"

| said, feigning ignorance.

"l wasn't intending to write something like a mygté

Koizumi's smile widened more and more,

"And there's another problem. It also didn't tuat @mantic.”

If that was the case, then what did | write?



"This is just bragging. About how you went out odade with a cute girl."

| guess that's how it is if you read it normallyowever, Koizumi. You must have noticed
something else. In which part did you get suspgtou

"From the beginning. It was obvious, the way youwmad. It's impossible to say that it isn't
suspicious."

Koizumi set the manuscript in order, picked up lhen, and then started putting marks on
some sheets. They weremarks. That is, he was the one who put in therarks above.

"You're a pretty generous person, aren't you? Ydurpseveral clues one after the other. Even
the most thickheaded readers should be able topsee(41)."

As | kept acting like I didn't know anything, | cked my tongue, and turned to the side. |
thought that by looking at Nagato's unmoving figureould calm my heart down. Though my
eyes were set at ease, Koizumi dealt a final blomy ears.

"The way it stands, isn't it missing the conclu&idrherefore, | have a proposal. Why don't you
add one or two lines after this? The part that giile out the secret, so to speak. That shouldn't
take a lot of work."

As | had thought, it'll be better that way, huh?

| resented having to follow Koizumi's advice, btuitreat moment, | had felt like | should just
listen to him. If it's about psychoanalyzing Haruthien this guy's the expert.

But, wait a sec? Why should | be worried about Hesbook review? She was the one who had
brought up that nonsense about writing a romararg,dbut the one who actually had to do that
nonsense was me, the same as Asahina-san and Nagatoe going to assign blame here, it
should be on Haruhi, who had arbitrarily takengbsition of Editor-in-Chief.

As | gazed at the liquid crystal display, Koizumi but a chuckle.

"l don't think you have anything to worry aboutn& | could recognize, it's unlikely that
Suzumiya-san wouldn't. Before you could get to sf@samining......ah."

Koizumi reached into his blazer pocket. It was sbng off like an insect buzzing.
"Excuse me for a sec.”
Koizumi pulled out his cell phone and took a glaatéhe screen,

"It seems | have some minor business to attenklitbe stepping out for a bit. No, you can
relax. It's just a report | have to make regulankyt one of those cases."



As if to support those words, Koizumi kept a snaifehis face as he left the clubroom. Contrary
to expectations, could he, himself, be going ouh&®t some schoolgirl somewhere, in the
shadows? Considering how clever Koizumi is, it vdoutl be strange if he's been doing
something so normal in some place we didn't knoguab

And so, that left only me and Nagato, who was stithersed in her reading.

Nagato never lifted her face. | felt like | shoglaly something, but | was lost in the middle of my
thoughts. Should | just accept it and write in thahecessary addition?

In that silence, | closed the file for the pseudorance story that | had written, and opened up a
new text file. A pure white screen was displayedrgnmonitor.

For the time being, shall we see what | could Wrikes Koizumi had said, let's finish it in two
lines.

I hit the keys with a tak-tak-tak, and since myisen wasn't at all lengthy, | put in the
command to print it as it was.

As | gave the sheet of paper that had come outeoptinter a thorough look, | had wanted to just
go and delete the whole paragraph. This is no gédde embarrassing even if it were a folk-
tale.

| folded up the sheet that had ended up becominglasyng page, and stuffed it inside the inner
pocket of my uniform's blazer.

Then, at that same moment,

"Taniguchi ran away again. Tomorrow, he'll be vagtieven if | have to tie him up. You too,
Kyon. If you don't complete it soon, the Editor@ief is gonna get angry."

Haruhi had entered the room.

And then my manuscript, which Koizumi had left op bf the table, caught her eye.

No, wait!l pleaded in vain as Haruhi plundered the prirdgatisheets with god-like speed. She
then sat down in her own desk, and started realovgy.

My thoughts were split between "Oh god" and "I hbpet a swift death so | can go get myself
reincarnated quickly" as | watched our power-momggEditor-in-Chief's face.



Haruhi was grinning widely at the beginning, turreegbressionless somewhere in the middle,
though her expression had faded away as she pé@ssadh a number of sheets, and when she
finished reading the last page, her expressionggthagain.

Oh my, how unusual. | never knew | had it in meniake Haruhi's jaw drop.

“That's it?"

| nodded quietly.

Nagato was saying nothing as she kept her eyed finea page of her open book. Asahina-san
was out somewhere. Koizumi had left for some reashare was no human being anywhere
who would give Haruhi any unnecessary information.

And sG———.

After dropping my manuscript on her desk, she tdrioeface me again.

And, she was smiling in a way that | didn't likdnéTsame way Koizumi did.

"And where's the conclusion?"”

"What conclusion?"”

| played dumb.

Haruhi smiled so sweetly that it was eerie,

"There's no way it ends with that, right? And thkyokichi girl, what happened to her after
that?"

"Who knows, maybe she's living happily somewhere?"

"Liar! Who are you trying to kid?"

Haruhi joined her hands on Brigade Chief's des#,jast like that, she jumped over the desk and
soared toward me. In no time at all, she had gréinie by my necktie. That idiotically strong

girl; was she trying to choke me?

"If you want me to release you, then start talkiAgt be honest!"

"What should | be honest about? It's a story. Afidteon at that. The that's written here isn't
me, it's just a character in the first-person pectipe story that | wrote. And so is Miyokichi."

Haruhi's smiling face drew closer and closer, drelgeld my neck with more and more power.
This is bad; I really am in danger of suffocating.



"Just you keep lying."

Haruhi continued in an overly refreshing tone,

"From the beginning, | never thought you could vatwhole made-up story. At most, you
might've been able to transcribe something you neloee hearing from someone you know. By
my intuition, | can tell that what | read here vised on a true story. And that it's yours."
Haruhi's eyes sparkled glaringly.

"So who's Miyokichi? What kind of relationship drdu have with her?"

As my necktie got tighter and tighter, | finallyrdessed the truth.

"She occasionally comes to my house and eats dbefere going home."

"That's all? Don't you have something more to say?"

| reflexively checked the chest of my blazer. Taetion was enough for Haruhi to notice.

"AHA! So you've hidden the rest of the manuscrpre, huh? Hand it over!"

Just how sharp was her nose? | couldn't help lliefsense of admiration. However, just as |
was about to speak my words of praise, Haruhi hatwn and resorted to force.

As | was struggling, she thrust her right leg betweny thighs and executed, as | remembered
from somewhere, a brilliant inside leg trip.

"Umph!" I lifelessly raised my voice.

Putting all her weight on my body, Haruhi then pegsime down to the floor. Haruhi rode me
like a horse, getting in the mount position. She trging to slip her hands inside my blazer. But
| still resisted somehow.

"Yuki, lend me a hand here! Go grab Kyon's hands!"

As she said that, Haruhi had started taking myesla#. Hey hey hey, shouldn't you be ashamed
of yourself!? Is stripping Asahina-san not enoughybu, you perverted girl!?

"Hey! Stop it!"

| turned to Nagato as my eyes sought help, but wicenfronted her delicately expressionless
face, | got the impression that she was puzzliryatvhat she should do.

Before | knew it, Nagato had opened the cover ofcbenputer.



From when was that again? Since she had the skik¢k into the Computer Club's computer
and rewrite their program, peeking into my computeuld be an easy victory for her. But,
umm, what would she see?

Nagato didn't help either of us, and just watchesl one and Haruhi's ground battle with calm
eyes.

And then, after that,
"I'm back———EHHH!?"

Enter Asahina-san. She sure has perfect timingwhet was she thinking when she saw me on
my back, and then Haruhi on top of me as she coadimer reverse sexual harassment,

"I, I'm s,sorry! | didn't see anything! Honest!"

She shouted misguidedly as she ran away.

While Nagato kept waiting watchfully.

"Didn't you hear what the Editor-in-Chief said? Ndwand it over!"
And Haruhi smiled ferociously.

As Haruhi handled me with both hands while in tharg position, a prayer went out from my
heart.

Koizumi, you're the only one | can rely on, now!rHuback!

About that last sheet that had been printed. Bedideng hidden in the inside pocket of my
blazer, this was what was written on it.

By the way, Yoshimura Miyoko, nicknamed Miyokiclias my little sister's classmate, as well
as her best friend, and at that time, she was-gdanold, fourth-year student in Grade School.



Enter Asahina-san. She sure has perfect timing. Just what was she thinking when she saw me on my
back, and then Haruhi on top of me...

Even one year ago, Miyokichi had such an adult-$igpearance, that you wouldn't think she
was my little sister's classmate. Her height madeskeptical about how she could be a light
eater, her figure was good, the expressions youdrsuddenly see on her were good, and it was
all at such an extent that she looked about asmgrgnas Asahina-san. With such un-grade-
school-student-like looks, the person at the titdagith of the movie theater and the part-time
ticket collector would probably overlook it.

Though even if they did notice it, it would be aegtion of whether she would be stopped each
time. They'd sell you tickets at the student paeen if you don't present your student ID.

The movie that we went to see had received a P@ei@nation due to the Eirin. That is to say,
it was required for children younger than twelvd&accompanied by a guardian. | was okay,
since | had already turned fifteen.

The problem was Miyokichi. Even though she knewqmtly well that her own appearance
couldn't be seen as less than twelve.

However, she couldn't bring herself to go alonac8iner parents were relatively conservative in
character, they wouldn't understand a gory, B-graamteor movie, and she'd be told off if she
said she wanted to go see-i——was the explanation | heard from her.

But the only friend she could invite was my owtlditsister, whom you couldn't see in anything
but early grade school, even up to now. The mostasving would be for most of that March,
and then it ends. She would lose her chance td eshe didn't hurry.



So she thought through it. Which person could shtogether with that they were likely to sell
tickets to, normally?

That was me.

I've always been fond of small children from a Idimge ago, if | do say so myself. With most of
my cousins being younger than me, | think it becarhabit after being made to look after
everyone when we were all gathered in the counteysi

Of course, having to deal with my little sisteriefids was an everyday occurrence. Among
those was Miyokichi, so she also knew me pretty.wel

The big brother of a friend who was always in tbeide where she often went to play, and a guy
who seemed to have a lot of free time during spbiregk. It turned out that | was someone who
came to mind as being in the circle of friendsarhe fourth graders.

She thought that way as well. On the occasionaifrfovie, it also comes as a place that would
be difficult for a kid to enter alone. And alon@#e lines, she had selected that tea shop. The
waitress at that time turned out to be pretty @aadt was a shop that a grade schooler standing
on her tiptoes would feel awkward to enter alome, @ven |, as a Middle School student, still

felt nervous in that position. With Miyokichi andenat that tea shop. Even from the eyes of
outsiders, we couldn't have been seen as anythinigrother and sister.

Currently in fifth grade, and soon to be sixth grallliyokichi, Yoshimura Miyoko. If you wait
five more years, you just might become a rivalAsahina-san.

Though somewhere, at Haruhi's look, | had stoppkihg.

And now, it will be the post-fin from here.

We managed to finish the Club Journal by the daadlt was just a booklet printed on copy
paper that we stuck together with a gigantic, imdaissized stapler, but as for the
content———removing any bias | may have——you could say that it was fairly substantial.

Of particular excellence, was the Adventure Stbat Tsuruya-san had written. Every single one
who read her romp of a short story entitled "Hah®€se! The Tragedy of Boy N" had to hold

his side in laughter. I, myself, had laughed sdlthat tears came out. That there was such an
amusing tale in this world——I had this feeling for a long time after that. Tavdy one who

read it and didn't even move a muscle on her faaeNagato, but that slapstick story in
Tsuruya-san's lively writing style was so funnyatthwondered if even Nagato would secretly
read it in her own room and let out a few giggles.



Though I've thought about this a little, | felt agthat it was true. Could she be some kind of
genius? That person.

As for the other SOS Brigade affiliates, there wiregs like the terrible and uninteresting days
essay written by Taniguchi, Kunikida's trivia-likeudy column, four-panel comics drawn by
someone in the Manga Club; thanks to Haruhi eagariging everywhere to commission
writers and demand manuscripts, it had turnedsotaething that was plenty thick for a
Literature Club journal, and though it took sonmediand effort to bundle and staple each copy,
the two hundred copies we prepared sold well indaewithout us having to do any
advertising. Maybe all of Haruhi's running around dutsourcing had inadvertently turned into
advanced publicity, | thought.

But that Haruhi, after saying "I'm gonna write sénweg, too!" only contributed a short piece
aside from the self-important editorial postscript.

Entitled "Save the world by Overloading it with fUdection One A Memo on the Formulae

for Looking at Tomorrow," the article was loadediwiigures or symbols which, according to
Haruhi's explanation, are to be considered fop#rgetual continuation of the SOS Brigade, and
though that just seems like something she wouldlsay least, could not make any sense out of
the text.

Order in chaos, is a figure of speech that expsetdse uncertainty, and while it carries with it
the impression that the contents of Haruhi's heatljiist spilled out on it, so to speak—.

However, what surprised me was how Asahina-sarelddike her legs were about to give out
after reading that pseudo-atrticle.

"But that's....... If that was how it was.......

Since she had looked so shocked and her eyes scop@h that it seemed like those cute pupils
of hers would pop out, | asked her why, but Asatsaa replied,

"l can't talk about it much since it's classifieformation, but......
After giving her refusal,

"This is the central foundation of the time plahedry. In my time period......erm, for people
like me, it is the very first thing we learn. Buhwthe originator was and which time it came

from, has always been a mystery...... That it woutd out to be Suzumiya-san......"

She was speechless after that. | went along witlah@ said nothing, although coincidentally, a
wild idea had sprung into my mind.

Haruhi would probably be bringing home at least ooy of the club journal we had made. And
that club journal, you can't say that there woa'ahy chance it would catch that Hakase-kun-
like, bespectacled kid's eye. Haruhi was that bgpecial tutor, after all. Although Asahina-san



and | had already given that Hakase-kun a lot escuguess that wasn't all of it. Would Haruhi
become the root cause, after all? Even if she tlitimould probably be a mix of various
elements. The number of questions | wanted to asthiva-san (big) had just increased by one
again.

After completing the distribution of the club joatron that same day, Haruhi purposefully
marched to the Student Council room to give thabre And it goes without saying that an aura
of pride was flooding from her body.

The Student Council President couldn't even mosepebrows at Haruhi's break in and
matching introduction, and as his glasses simpiyish

"A promise is a promise. | will approve the contation of the Literature Club. However, there
is more to be concerned with yet regarding the 8@&ade's existence. Do not forget that there
is quite some time left on my term of office.”

Leaving us with that crystal-clear parting remdr&,turned his back.

Taking that as a declaration of defeat, Haruhirretd triumphantly to the clubroom, and danced
victoriously with Asahina-san in front of Nagatosie watched indifferently. Ah well.

At any rate, I've told you about that one distudsas everything ended. After that, there was
nothing left but to wait for spring to arrive inlfu

As it is, if nothing more were to happen, we woalldnove on to the next grade. If | had to say,
it would probably be about spring break by the tiHaguhi perpetrates something for the
remaining events.

It's hard to say if it's been a long or short ya@#uis is a secret, but I'm putting a circle on one
spot of the calendar on April this year. The samgah April as last year's Opening Ceremony.

Even if somebody were to forget, or even if Harugiself didn't remember, | will remember the
anniversary of that day without fail.

The day when | first met Haruhi. The day I'm coefitll will never forget my whole life.

Provided | don't lose my memory.

(End of Editor-in-ChiefiStraight Ahead!)



Wandering Shadow

The volleyball went down hard on the floor, makagurprisingly melodic 'Thud~' before it
bounced back up. A loud round of cheers then rargughout the gym and, as if mimicking the
volleyball, bounced off the walls and ceilings ajadhered around me.

| was wearing slightly dirty gym clothes, sittingtivmy hands behind my back and my feet
stretched forward. If you were to ask me why wasduch a relaxed pose, the answer is simple.
| was merely a spectator, watching the volleybateh before me. And why was | doing this,
you ask? Also simple, it's because | had nothirtgeb& do. Since the school does not permit
students leaving with an 'l have nothing bettedtdbexcuse, my only option had been to head
down here and watch other students play volleyball.

| was sitting in a walkway, complete with handraitstead of the bleachers, secretly suspecting
that it was built for people like me who didn't wam be in the middle of such an atmosphere. |
wasn't the only one who had dragged his lazy bddpeaway to this walkway to get away from
the crowd though. It seems that there were otheplpebesides me with too much time on their
hands.

Sitting beside me is my good friend, Taniguchi.

"The girls in our class sure are athletic.”

From the tone of his voice, it seemed that he wasawe, but kind of disappointed instead.
"Yeah."

| uttered this half-hearted response while contiguo watch the ball fly around the court. The
opponent began her serve, and the ball traveled mrc, before being projected upwards by the
other side's setter.

From behind the 3-meter line, a girl clad in gymtkes ran forward, then leapt high into the air.
At the apex of her jump, the hitter raised her trigtm, and viciously spiked the ball downwards.
The angle was perfect, as the ball flew steeplyrdand landed in the corner of the opponents'
court. A member from the volleyball club, who watig as a stand-in referee, blew his whistle.
A perfect back attack indeed.

Once again, cheers rang throughout the gym.

What a powerful spike. That girl must have beetiydmred up till now.

"Hey, Kyon, let's make a bet, which side do yomkhwill win?"



Even though Taniguchi was the one making the suigge$ie didn't seem enthusiastic at all. It's
a good idea, but the odds are highly stacked aigdia®pposition.

Before Taniguchi could say anything further, | said

"Class 1-5 will win. I'm sure of it."

Upon hearing this, Taniguchi immediately shut h@uth, frowning.
"Isn't that obvious? She's in our class, you know."

After returning to earth, the aforementioned hittened around, revealing a bright smile full of
self-confidence. She wasn't looking at me though, even if she had been, her smile was
different from the one she usually revealed indload room. This seemed like more of a, "that
was easy, too easy!" kind of smile that she wasvstgpher teammates, who had come running
over to congratulate her.

Our class had already reached 15 points. It wasdslide victory.

Just like we predicted, Class 1-5's Girls Teamh{&@d managed to sweep through the opposition,
and their major scorer, their trump card, was culyeduried among her teammates, gently
beating her fists upon their open palms.

As she left the court, she suddenly caught sighit@three of us squeezed inside the corridor by
the wall. Her footsteps slowed down, as her gaaeeted towards me. | instantly shifted my
gaze elsewhere.

She was a super utility player, one who had mantmgdd anything perfectly. Once she tasted
victory, she would only long for more, and thatluded scoring all the points in this current
match.

Ah, there's no need to try to sound mysterious amgnil his girl, who was currently sitting on
the substitute bench drinking the beverages tha tesd brought, was, without a doubt,
Suzumiya Haruhi.

It was now March, and the end of term exams hatckjuded. Many schools were already
making holiday preparations, and that of courstiged North High. Now normally this would

be the time to quietly wait for the school holidalyat apparently someone had suggested "Don't
we have better things to do instead of waitingtifoe to pass?" As a result, various intramural
sports had been planned, and incorporated intedheol's holiday preparations.

Maybe it was done out of the school's concerndtiinlg students have a break after the end of
term exams, but if you ask me, I'd pick longer thajis over intramural sports activities anytime.

In case you're wondering, this year's intramuratitspevent was soccer for the guys and
volleyball for the girls. | was originally in myas$s's Boys Team (B), but we had been eliminated



by Class 1-9 in one of the knockout rounds. | ladh@l myself disliking them even more now,
and having Koizumi in that class doesn't help eitBéass 1-9 was a class for those interested in
the Science and Mathematics Field, so it was nifusamprised of sharp-witted know-it-alls
who did nothing but study. It would be downrighinhitiating to lose to them in soccer, all right.

Which is why Taniguchi and I, as well the rest ¢4$3 1-5's boys population were feeling so bad
right now.

Having nothing better to do, all of us came dowith®gym to support the Girls Team instead.

"Suzumiya-san's really something, isn't she?"
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Haruhi was enjoying a game of volleyball with her fellow classmates on the volleyball court.

The soft-spoken Kunikida, who was also sitting 8esne, said. Thanks to Haruhi's hyper-
activeness, Girls Team (A) had managed to advapd¢kailadder and into their 3rd match, while
the Boys Team were scrapped and turned into spestattheir second match.

"Why isn't she in some sports club? Not everyoreesugh talent like her."

| agree completely with him. If Haruhi had joindgbtathletics (track and field) club, she would
have been able to compete in the nationals rigivt ille same goes with any kind of sport. She
would probably be one of the top athletes aftesrogs training. After all, | haven't seen anyone
who likes the words "First Place" and "Victory"rasich as her.

As | continued to watch another match that wasakilace beside the first court, | gave
Kunikida my reply.

"That girl has much more important things to dathasting her youth on things like sports.”

Suddenly, | wondered if by any chance Asahina-sadsagato would be in the gym cheering her
along too. Unfortunately, they were nowhere to dsens



"The SOS Brigade, eh."
Kunikida said through one of his smiles.

"Yea, that seems just like Suzumiya-san. She'srnearted to be an ordinary student ever since
she began high school. It's fitting that she'd wamglay some weird games with someone like
you, Kyon."

| didn't even have the strength to reply.

No matter how you viewed it, my first year was fdsiwing to an end. Since there would be no
activities after the intramural sports, class timae been shortened. After that would be spring
holiday, and when the cherry-blossoms start torbldovould be in my second year already.
One thing many worried about was which class woly be sorted into, because it could very
well determine how well their future school daysulbgo. | had no bad feelings towards
Kunikida or that idiot Taniguchi, so even if | habe in the same class as them for another
year, | definitely wouldn't mind.

As | was deep in my thoughts, Kunikida suddenhhadcforward, drawing my attention.
"The next match is about to start, | think."

As | peered downward, | saw Haruhi walking forwlké the Team Captain, with her other
teammates surrounding her.

Spring would arrive soon, but since this school siigated on top of a mountain, it was still
quite cold. Or maybe that was just me, due to v&egimy end of term exam results just days
ago.

| was pretty pleased myself with those results,umfiortunately it seemed that my mum wasn't.
She didn't say it out loud, but from the way sheulght home various flyers about tuition centers
and cram schools, | could pretty much take a Bumst the sight of them had made me feel weak
in the stomach. My mum had suggested | enter aeusily, be it a local one or a private one.
Okabe-sensei had written the same things on mytrepad. But give me a break man, it's just
too demanding.

Haruhi had spoken to me about the same issue &Geeahe to think of it, the only reason my
marks weren't hovering dangerously above the drbdelass” line was all thanks to Haruhi. She
had specifically become my private tutor, giving seee last-minute "Studying tips" in the club
room after school. A few days before the exams hslteslammed an entire stack of reference
books and self-made notes on my desk and said:

"I won't let you fail and sit for miserable tuitimtasses and re-examinations during the holidays!
| won't let something so trivial come between yod ¢he SOS Brigade's activities!"



Once she started rambling about Brigade Activitileat girl would hear nothing from anyone
else. | had originally wanted to ask her what wgshourly pay for contributing to Brigade
Activities, but held back after rationalizing thay entire wallet might be confiscated at the
mention of that sentence.

Compared to spending the last few days of schaabsooped up in a packed class room being
forced by teachers to study, I'd rather sit indlud room and enjoy Asahina-san's tea while
playing board games with Koizumi. That was the sebson why | had asked Haruhi, who had
an armband bearing the words "Supreme Instructon’, to help me with my homework.

Haruhi's method of study was simple, and that wasntuition. She would memorize any
guestions or topics she deemed important, andyltkehppear on the sheet of my question
papers. | had a feeling that Haruhi's intuition \ddoe very accurate, so | listened carefully to
her while nodding my head, Of course, if | werastt Nagato, she would probably recite out the
entire question paper for me, complete with the ehadswers. If | were to ask Koizumi instead,
he might use some weird powers to magically whigkquestion papers over from the staff
room to the club room. Since | possessed no forESR, the only thing | could do was study
hard.

It would have been better if | could just sit baeid do nothing but watch a happy Haruhi, who
had specially prepared a teacher's cane and afpapectacles to look more like a "Supreme
Instructor”, waltz around the club room, but | knthat it was impossible. It was for my own
good, after all.

| was pretty sure Haruhi wanted to sit behind ma&raguring the next semester, and every so
often poke my back with her mechanical pencil aad SHey, Kyon, why don't we..." before
proceeding to spout out some nonsensical ideaythagt no consideration whatsoever to how
others or | felt. In order to accomplish that, &lael to be in the same class as me next semester,
and that would mean having me pass the exams dargeheetained for another year. Hence it
was only natural that she monitored my grades. Wiwyld she go all the way to do that, you
ask? Well that's because she's the multi-tale®@& Brigade commander after all. It's just like
how a commanding officer cannot win a war withaaltigers, and how soldiers would be
disorganized on the battlefield without a reignaognmander. Haruhi would be the commanding
officer in question here, giving out various ordevkile | would be her loyal soldier, faithfully
executing each and every one of them.

That's basically how things went last semester,la@ticbngly believe that next semester will be

the same too. | have a hunch that's also what Haashin mind, and in order to accomplish her
goal, she would use any methods, including thos@fitlne bounds of logic. Heck, | might even
have to spend my entire life repeating my firstry&@oundhog Day style.

| really hoped that nothing like what happened faggust would happen again. I'm pretty sure
Haruhi doesn't either. At least, that is what ided.



Why? Do you even need to ask? It's because theamesd the SOS Brigade has given Haruhi
many happy and memorable moments, and she wouldnttthose happy memories to go to
waste. This | can definitely confirm.

I mean, just look at Haruhi's current state.
| once again looked at the match before me.
Haruhi was leading the volleyball team to victory.

She was attacking savagely, spiking at every chakua before you ask, let me clarify that |
wasn't peeping at her belly that occasionally slibwkenever she made a high jump. | was
looking at the expression on her face.

When | first met her during the month of April aayexgo, she was an individual who completely
distanced herself from the class. During that tialleshe had was a scowl! on her face as she sat
behind me, never smiling, not even once. Upon ggtiis, | began chatting with her in order to
liven up the atmosphere. Even though she wouldsiacally reply to my questions, she still

kept a sizable distance from her fellow female siaastes. Well, not any more now. Even though
she didn't have a bunch of really good friendsunaass, she had nevertheless warmed up to
our classmates, instead of rejecting them likehsltkbefore.

It must have been the SOS Brigade's influence.Befbe became the eccentric person she was
during high school, | believe that she used torbadive, cheerful and playful person. | don't
think the SOS Brigade changed Haruhi. Rathernktitireverted her back to her original self,
reawakening her cheerful personality that was avafter she entered junior high.

| don't think I've ever known Haruhi before juntdgh, seeing that we've never met before. |
think | heard something about Haruhi from one offignds who happened to study in the same
junior high school as she did, but | can't readisnember.

In the gym, Haruhi was enjoying a game of volleybath her fellow classmates on the
volleyball court. For some reason, | felt as if skes holding herself back. Was that bright,
million-watt smile she usually revealed during minment-games reserved for us brigade
members only? It's a shame then, Haruhi. I'm sueeyene would like to see it.

Having successfully performed yet another backcattigick, Haruhi slammed her fist into one of
her teammate's wide opened palms.

The volleyball game then ended, and as so todelytso$ activities came to a close.



Students who had club activities proceeded to he#akir respective club rooms, while the
others headed home. Being SOS Brigade membershi-ard | proceeded to walk to the all too
familiar literature club room, with Haruhi lookireyen more pleased than usual.

There was no doubt Haruhi was pleased after wintliagolleyball match, but that was not all.
The reason Haruhi looked even more pleased thaal wsis because she had successfully
thwarted the student council's plot in overthrowing SOS Brigade. Having defeated the
student council's president, there was probabligingtthat troubled Haruhi anymore, save the
promotion to being second year seniors.

Since Koizumi said that anything Haruhi wishedviauld become true, Nagato, Koizumi and |
had come to the conclusion that there was a verpbssibility Haruhi wished for all of us to be
in the same class. Even though Koizumi was in "Bawkn” class, defying logic was the least of
Haruhi's powers. After all, there have been everenugic-defying instances of Haruhi's
powers, like for instance Asahina-san shootingrlasams out of her eyes. The main catch was
Haruhi didn't know she had such powers. If sheitlidpuld probably be the undoing of the SOS
Brigade.

That wasn't the only thing Haruhi didn't know. Hairbad no idea Nagato had the ability to
manipulate data, or that Koizumi could possiblyiaeé anything with the '‘Organization’ on his
side.

I'm a very positive guy. Even though | would beeeimg my second year of high school soon, |
would still want to sit in front of Haruhi. And lade say that if the SOS Brigade was disbanded, |
would be very sad, as sad as | was when | foundiauhg December that Haruhi had
disappeared.

But come to think of it, if the SOS Brigade wasliyedisbanded, that wouldn't necessarily be a
bad thing, and | don't think I'll come to mind sach. Because if the SOS Brigade was really
disbanded, it would mean that Haruhi's powers el calmed down, and just like Koizumi
said, that was not a bad thing either. | wondémig is what they mean by triple-crossing.

It's just --- If that really happened, | think K pretty lonely.
"What's the matter?"

Maybe it's because | had the words "Depressedtguisall over my face, as the energetic
Haruhi looked at me and said:

"You certainly are acting strange today. For a mainyeu look silly, and all of a sudden you
look serious. What's up, face muscle cramps? @dise to depression since losing the soccer
match? To be honest, you guys are really pathetic.”

Well it's not completely my fault. The teams weeeided by drawing lots, and all of the athletic
guys were selected to join Team A. | had to playrtile of Defender for Team B, along with
Taniguchi and Kunikida. We had managed to stogsttiker by clinging on to him as if our lives



depended on it, but | never expected him to pasbah to Koizumi, who then kicked the ball
into the goal. But what a pity. Class 1-9 lostlass 1-6 in the semi-finals. Although this was
nothing to be surprised at, | had a feeling thavileg things half-accomplished wasn't Koizumi's
style. Perhaps he had lost on purpose?

"What are you mumbling about?"
Haruhi said as she suddenly laughed.

"But since it's Koizumi-kun we're talking about;dn't say that it's totally impossible. Maybe
they just wanted to prove you wrong. The only thyeg and Taniguchi perceive them as are a
bunch of useless book-worms right? In the end wdad to stop them miserably and in the
process made fools out of yourselves. What a bohaforons. Although they are some pretty
cocky students in Class 1-9, | don't think that/tteethat bad as a whole."

As | was recalling the match, | found myself beftite club room door, having arrived here
before | even knew it. Haruhi wrenched open ther @oal proudly strode inside. Don't you have
any manners at all? And what happened to "knoctrbefou enter"?

"Mikuru-chan~ How did your matches go? Is there eolg tea? I've been playing volleyball
ever since this morning, and my throat feels drgbpbly due to lack of water."

All the brigade members had already assembledkirclttb room. Nagato and Koizumi had
resumed their usual seats, and Asahina-san hadcagage donned the maid costume as she stood
by the door, holding a tea tray in her hands, loghike some elegant maid. | wonder if she
plans on becoming Rembrandt or Ruben's model oyf2 da

"Erm, I'm sorry, there's no cold tea.”

Asahina-san frantically apologized, as if she handedsomething wrong.

"I-I'll cool it down right away by putting it in #afridge... I-Is that okay?"

Now that you mention it, there was really a fridgehis club room. Even though it was only a
small one, it was nevertheless enough to stufffemacans of carbonated drinks. But since my
main purpose of visiting the club room was to sa¥sahina-san's tea, the fridge was about as
useless as the stove after Christmas.

"There's no need to."

Haruhi generously said.

"Even though it wouldn't take long for it to coalthe freezer, freshly brewed tea is still the
best."



Asahina-san swiftly brought Haruhi and me two capsteaming tea. It seems that her tea-
brewing skills have improved yet again. Just ag$ whinking whether or not to compliment on
her skills, Asahina-san suddenly said:

"Hmm... Cold tea... Should I buy a water coolert@e&x

Sometimes | wonder, did Asahina-san bring anytleisg from the future other than knowledge
on tea leaves? Even though she looked like a tttieerhaid, she was nevertheless a time
traveler from the future.

Koizumi was playing Othello all by himself.

"Why bring out this nostalgic relic now?"

| said to Koizumi as | sipped my tea. Come to thohk, this was the first board game to be
brought into the club room, and | was the one wioaght it.

"It's because the brigade has been around for alngsar now, has it? | was thinking maybe we
should go back to where we started.”

Even though Koizumi was pretty courteous on theasptield, he had returned to his original
smiling state now. Before | had the chance to anéwe, he had removed all the pieces from the
Othello board and returned it to its original staéek on the table.

Asahina-san swiftly brought Haruhi and me two cups of steaming tea.

Back to where we started, eh?

Even though | haven't lived so long as to look baeét reminisce on my past, there was
something I've always wanted to say.



| picked up the magnetic Othello board and shatlevgys glance. A year ago, | saw a person's
shadow when | entered the club room. That shadosvnea sitting in a corner of the club room,
quietly reading a book on foreign literature.

It was Nagato Yuki, silently reading a book in ttwener. | clearly remember the one time this
alien-made interface revealed any signs of ematibrgas when Asahina-san and | were
playing Othello.

Now that you mention it, | don't think I've eveapéd Othello with Nagato before. | don't think
I'd have any chances of winning, though, unlessadadecided to lose on purpose. Now if my
opponent was Koizumi, that'd be another story. Eskeoizumi was also deliberately losing to
me all this time.

I had noticed that after plopping herself down lbe tcommander's chair, Haruhi would be silent
for a short period of time. First, she would tumthe computer and connect herself to the
internet. That was a somewhat daily routine to ibe next thing she would do was access the
SOS Brigade's miserable home page. This was theneoter's duty, | suppose? Finally, she
would begin surfing the Internet for all sorts aéivd and unknown stuff. She would also
occasionally download freeware from random sitasiastall them. | have no idea what's on the
computer and what's not anymore. If she ran ingooalem, Haruhi would simply summon up
the Computer Society's President and have hinhings up immediately. Talk about using a
tool to its fullest.

On this lazy winter's evening, each and every dnesdrigade members felt tired after that silly
intramural sports event. All | wanted to do wasénaw evening pass peacefully.

Playing Othello was not such a bad idea, and Asasam's tea was even tastier than usual. It
seemed that today would pass in peace too, andesargh we would be able to head back
home.

--- If only that were the case. They say all pealcgays must come to an end some day.
Back to where it all started.

Because someone who had hoped for this happerdde into the SOS Brigade's club room.

Yes, a client. This time, it wasn't one of our praaged plans, and | highly doubt it's something
Haruhi wished for.

After knocking on the door, our client politely ered our club room. Perhaps it was due to her
politeness, | felt as if | was witnessing a shesferea tiger's den.



Our client then proceeded to say something thaenktatuhi very excited.

"I think there are spirits wandering around my feuSould you please help me investigate the
matter?"

"Spirits?"

With eyes sparkling, Haruhi repeated our clientsds like a parrot learning to mimic.

"Have they appeared before?"

"Yes."

Our client, Sakanaka-san, said as she nodded.

"There have been plenty of rumors lately aboutitsgaehind everything."

Sakanaka who? I've already forgotten her given natheremember is that she's in the same
class as Haruhi and me. Sakanaka-san sat on thesphaially reserved for clients, looking
anxious as she sipped Asahina-san's tea.

"It's happened just recently, about three days Egaalso confused about this matter..."

Sakanaka-san said as she drank her tea. She tloehugt and started walking around the club
room, looking very much bemused, especially whenagiproached Asahina-san's costume rack.

| suddenly recalled Haruhi's volleyball match. Sliag beside Haruhi, the setter for Girl's Team
(A), was this particular girl --- Sakanaka-san.

Truthfully speaking, | had a very vague impressdbher in class. The only person of Class 1-5
who stood out the most in my memory was the clegeesentative Asakura Ryouko, who had
since transferred to Canada. Since then | havda@who the class representative was, or if her
former position was still vacant. The other pedphas familiar with would be Kunikida and
Taniguchi. If put in terms of the solar system, Kaohe and Taniguchi would be like what Venus
is to Earth, while my other classmates, Sakanakarsduded, would probably be the planet
Uranus.

Haruhi, however, was one who did not care about tistant she was from her classmates.
"Please tell me everything you know. Spirits, eBpirits... Say Sakanaka-san, you're sure it's
spirits who are behind everything, right? If thatise, then it should be time for the SOS Brigade

to act!"

From her looks, | was pretty sure she wanted topwn armband that said "Spirit Detective”
and rush straight to the scene of the crime.



"Erm... Wait... Suzumiya-san..."
Sakanaka-san said as she frantically waved hershand

"l can't guarantee its really spirits, it's justrehing that resembles spirits, that's all. Oeast
that's what the rumors say... Although | do findtthlace to be really creepy..."

When Sakanaka-san found the gazes of all five 8egaembers, Nagato included, focused on
her, she quickly lowered her head, and said:

"Erm... Was it right for me to come here..."
"You were absolutely right, Sakanaka-san!"
Haruhi roared.

"Be it ghosts, spirits, specters, wandering somigtever. As long as they're supernaturally
related I've got no problem with them. | can'tssill after finding out about this kind of
incident!"

You've never been able to sit still in the firshqs.

"Kyon, | would appreciate it if you'd stop intertupm me with your silly side comments. We're
talking about spirits here, spirits! Don't you wémssee one? Or have you already seen one
yourself?"

I've never seen one, and | sure hope | never do.

Haruhi looked like a kindergartener who had juske&moup from her 30 minute nap.
"Unfortunately we can't depart now. I've still gotwork out the details.”

I'm sorry but | don't think there's much to work.ou

Haruhi's eyes flared up brightly in excitementvbiged her gaze as | looked at Sakanaka-san
who was sitting beside me, opening her mouth sldfhad something to say, but abruptly
closing it all of a sudden.

Why did Sakanaka-san bring up the subject of sgut as the term was about to end? Speaking
of clients, she would probably be our second clgntar, the first being Kimidori-san. After
Kimidori-san had given us the trouble of locatihg missing Computer Society President, | had
tore down our advertising poster and tossed ittimobin. That seemed to have worked, because
since then no one had bothered to visit the SO§aB&. | doubt many even knew of an SOS
Brigade anyway. Is that to say Sakanaka-san meatbtiee contents of the poster before I tore it
down? If that was the case | felt sorry for heibzlls, for they could have been used to
remember even more useful things.



To my surprise, Sakanaka-san shook her head.

"That's not it. | remembered that | had receivetiething like a flyer for the SOS Brigade some
time ago but had forgotten to throw it away on nmaywwome. When | saw the flyer, | suddenly
thought that this was the best place to come to."”

Sakanaka-san said as she retrieved a piece of frapeher bag. Upon seeing the old and
crumpled paper, Asahina-san backed away like a irampeing a cross.

"T-t-t-t-that's...."

That was the first ever official flyer of the SO&d&ade, which was actually printed using the
school's photocopier.

It was the SOS Brigade's founding principle.

If I'm not mistaken, this is what was written o tityer:

"We at the SOS Brigade are currently searchingufigrparanormal activities in this world.
Those who have experienced, are experiencinggebtifat they will experience a paranormal

event soon are welcome to come seek us. We witlurybest to solve your problem..."

This flyer was written by Haruhi, who wished to ket all the paranormal activities in the
world, and distributed by two bunny girls by thésal gates.

Oh boy. It seems that the seed Haruhi had planye@drago had now sprouted and came back to
us. And during the end of the school terms, tooo\Wad wanted such a thing to happen? | didn't
scream out "encore”. Is this what "back to wherestaeted" meant?

I wonder if Sakanaka-san felt the uneasiness Asatanm and | radiated, as she too grew uneasy.
"... This is the SOS Brigade, am | right? It's vleasnous now... From what I've heard, it was
Suzumiya-san and you guys who were involved ingbaty incident..." [Translator's note: The
word used for scary is ambiguous. It could meaaris;cident” or "act of terrorism™.]

I'm sorry, Sakanaka-san, but I'm afraid we don/elenyone talented in that field. The only ones
we have are a book-loving alien, an esper who liketeduce and a time traveler that will

greatly soothe your tired eyes. We would probalgyriore talented in the science fiction field
instead. Of course, all of this doesn't apply todyold normal me.

As | sat down quietly without uttering a word, acpkar expression appeared on Haruhi's face.

"You see, Kyon, someone did bother to read ourslyEHow can you say that it's a waste of time
now? Maybe we should resort to distributing flyagain in the future.”

Honestly. | think that even Haruhi had forgotteatthe whole flyer incident as well.



"Well, rest assured, Sakanaka-san! Since we'rsrola®s, I'll solve this for you free of charge!”
Truthfully speaking, Haruhi never once charged aeyaho came here. After all, the greatest
reward Haruhi could ever expect would to be to cammontact with some paranormal event. As
long as a client came to visit our club room, Hambuld be overjoyed. It was the same with
Kimidori-san's kamadouma case as well.

"Spirits eh."

Haruhi said as a smile creased her lips.

"Our goal is to exterminate those evil spirits, batore that, I'll have to know each and every
detail regarding them! Oh, and we'll be needingcmera and camcorder too."

Haruhi said to herself, getting excited over a eradtl of us brigade members clearly weren't.
This wasn't good. If this went on, spirits mighdlig appear... Wait, did Sakanaka-san say
spirits?

Ahaha. Those spirits might be nothing more thapgtrcal illusion. If word got out that spirits
really did exist, then all the foundations of sderthat man had spent years to accumulate might
very well crumble.

"Erm... | think we'd better wait. | can't reallyayantee that spirits really are behind this. Maybe
they aren't, but | can't seem to find any othedanattion for it..."

Sakanaka-san started to fumble with her words.
"Hey, Haruhi."

| interrupted. Why, you ask? It's because that idéml already began running towards the
equipment closet.

"Calm down, would you? Or at least, hear what Sakarsan has to say."

"You're in my way."

Haruhi said as she frustratedly sat back down ercétmmander’s chair, crossing both her arms
at the same time. She shot Sakanaka-san and rok théd suggested we should hurry up and
finish what we had to say. | ignored her and gldrateKoizumi and Nagato's expressions, which
I had not done since Sakanaka-san had enteretutire@m.

| shouldn't have looked.

The two of them looked indistinguishable from noknkaizumi still wore his trademark, foxy
smile, and Nagato didn't display any expressiaallajust as usual.



However, they seemed to be taking interest in Salt@san, and for some strange reason, |
suddenly felt that the both of them had the sarmadhts running in their minds.

--- Spirits? What is she talking about?
That's what | could read from the looks on thetefa

Since we're on the subject of spirits, let me futatify that | don't believe in ghosts. | had flym
believed that those supernatural shows you'd seéel@rision were no more than cheap
entertainment, and were definitely not real.

However, all that | had previously believed in tgghe out of the window ever since last year.
Do you still have to ask why? It's because I've eambo contact with aliens, time travelers, and
even an idiotic esper. I've even gone through npamginormal events myself.

Due to this, it would come across as no surpriselshspirits, demons or angels suddenly
materialize before my eyes one day. But just like hever had the chance to meet a slider, I've
never had a chance to say hello to a wandering sfilter. Seeing that I've never come across
any spirits before, it would be useless to worrgwdtihem. If they really decided to show
themselves before me, I guess that | would hatle thoice then. However, | was not so
desperate as to go searching for them myselfnkthil of you should understand the current
situation I'm stuck in now, no?

Besides, I'm not the only one stuck in this mess.

"Spirits eh... Hmm..."

Haruhi said as she rubbed her chin, appearing to 8eep thought.

"Erm, about this matter... Well..."

Asahina-san said as she looked suspiciously atlzant.

Nagato was quiet, just as usual.

It was as if all of the brigade members had theesdraughts as | did, be it Nagato, Koizumi, or
Asahina-san. At the mentioning of the word "spjréll of them became dead serious all of a
sudden. Haruhi was obviously the only exceptiorabAsa-san looked as if she had little idea of
what the word spirit truly meant, as she stooddlvath a blank look on her face. Maybe

sometime in the far future, religion will be a thiof the past. That's too bad, Asahina-san.
Maybe | should teach you a thing or two about religWell, maybe some time in the future.



Even though | wasn't a very sociable person, atéhg least, Haruhi wasn't the only person that
| spoke to in Class 1-5. | would occasionally awdh Taniguchi, Kunikida and some of my
other male classmates. Female classmates, thoega amother story altogether. | had almost
zero experience in socializing with girls. Thattsput it simply, | rarely talked to any of the
girls in my class.

Even after racking every single corner of my braieguld still not recall any incident where |
had talked with Sakanaka-san. But even so, fronobsgrvations, Sakanaka-san was one of
those girls who rarely talked.

"| first started suspecting the presence of spinigéks to Rousseau.”

Sakanaka-san said to an attentive Haruhi.

"Rousseau?"

Haruhi frowned upon hearing the name.

"Erm... It's the name of my dog."

That's some way to name a dog.

"Every morning and evening, | would bring Roussgawa walk along the same path. When my
family first got Rousseau, we used to take manfedght paths, but that was no longer the case. |
would now take him for a walk on a fixed route, {glteking a stroll at the same time."

You can skip trivial details like that.

"I'm sorry but could you get straight to the point?

"Kyon, be quiet." Haruhi snapped at me as she $Bidase continue, Sakanaka-san."

"Rousseau used to like the path we would takepbatday..."

Sakanaka-san's voice grew fainter as she gulpednga sound as if she was about to dictate a
horrifying ghost story.

"About a week ago, Rousseau suddenly refused &othakfamiliar path. Even though | pulled
him along his leash, he would not budge.”

Sakanaka-san demonstrated a pose that | was Hghllyar with --- With both her hands
clawed tightly on the desk, she resembled Shamefesing to get off my bed at night.

"How was it possible for me to not be shocked atrbaction? He had been fine all along, it was
only after approaching that place that he startdéidg@weird. The same thing happened the next
day, and the day after that, so | had no choicedoahange our usual route."



Sakanaka-san paused and drank a cup of tea.

So that's what happened. A dog, which happeneldai@she same name with a famous
philosopher, suddenly disliked its original rouféhat did this have to do with spirits?

Haruhi beat me to that question.

"What about spirits?"

Haruhi asked loudly.

"Erm... That's why..."

Sakanaka-san said as she lowered her tea cup.

"That's why | said I'm not sure if it involves gfsr It's just a rumor I've heard lately."

And where did that spirit rumor originate from?

"Lots of places. Many people keep dogs as petsyiamsa. | would occasionally meet up with
them whenever | took Rousseau for a walk and sydprba chat. The first time I've heard the
rumor was when | was talking to Minami-san, whotkeg Shar Peis as pets. According to
Minami-san, both of her dogs also refused to wldk@that path, as if they were troubled by it."
Could it be something we humans can't sense?

"Yeah, | think so, because | certainly never feljthing when | passed by."

We're getting more and more off topic here. Whatualspirits?

"Well, you see..."

Sakanaka-san said, as if she was deeply troubléaeyncident.

"From that day onwards, all dogs in that area eus approach that place. Soon, it became a
hot topic among dog owners, and it seemed like cagen't the only ones who disliked that
place either. There used to be a couple of streyigdhat area, but ever since then, even they
have disappeared from there.

All this while, Haruhi was listening very carefullghe would occasionally make random notes
with her pencil, as if taking down important cluBsit when | took a peek, all | saw were a

couple of childish drawings of cats and dogs.

"There must be spirits nearby, that's why animalsa dare to approach that place. It could be a
spirit that only appeared before cats and dogshbuhumans. Am | right?"



"Yes, that's the case."
Sakanaka-san said as she nodded her head.

"Oh and there's another thing that's been bothenegl have a friend named Higuchi-san who
lives in the same area. She owns a lot of dogs|'anfitiends with each and every one of them."

Sakanaka-san then used a scary tone as she said:

"This morning, | noticed that she didn't bring arfdher dogs out for a walk. When | asked her,
she told me that he had fallen sick last night. @da't go into the details, but from what | heard,
it seems that he was sent to a vet."

"So do you think spirits have anything to do witis® Suzumiya-san?"
"Hmm... I'd say there are, but..."

Haruhi crossed her arms, lowered her head, shugyesr and was soon deep in thought. From
the expression on her face, | could roughly guesstwhe was thinking. "But if that's all that's
happened, then it'd be too boring. Throwing inigpto the mix makes things seem more
interesting."

"But from our current situation, | can't confirmyaining yet."

Hearing Haruhi say something as down-to-earth atsdéfinitely surprised me. But shortly after
that, she said:

"However, the possibility of this case involvingr#g is very high. Maybe it's some spirit only
dogs or cats can see. That girl — what was her rmeyam? Her dog must have seen the spirit and
suffered from major shock. That's why it fell sick.

| couldn't say that | completely disagreed with tar | had seen Shamisen stare at an empty
corner of my room for long periods before, as dkimg at something | couldn't see. But
apparently cats were different from dogs. Evehdiytreally did see a spirit, they wouldn't fall
ill. As a cat owner, | think | understand this vevgll.

As | was thinking about Shamisen, Haruhi suddetdgd up, threatening to kick the chair she
was previously sitting on high into the air.

"I've basically understood the situation we'reigit now."
The only thing | understand is that there's soraeglvhere dogs and cats can't enter.
"That's more than enough. Instead of staying hexkimg pointless deductions, we should hurry

to the scene. If we're lucky, we might run into stihng that apparently drives fear into an
animal's heart. It could be a spirit, a ghost, aybe even a monster!



A monster? Isn't that even scarier than a spiu$? therely thinking of the various monsters that
roamed Europe during the 19th century had madeshtvavel up my spine. If it was a
wandering spirit we encountered, we could perhagagh to it and convince it not to harm us in
order to be reincarnated into the next life, buttsfmonsters or demons we're talking about, then
you shouldn't have come here in the first plac&aBaka-san! What would happen if one of us
were to be possessed?

Thinking of this, | suddenly found myself lookingagato.

Since the last client we had, Kimidori-san (who was®/ the student council secretary by the
way) was related to Nagato in a way, could Sakasakabe related to her too?

| immediately expelled that idea from my mind. Thets because Nagato had already put away
her book and was keenly listening to Sakanaka@arthat pale, white face of hers was an
expression only | could fathom, something that $ weeatly proud of. From what | could tell,
Nagato seemed to be in deep thought, meaning #kain@ka-san's weird spirit-talk was
something totally new for her.

| then turned my head suspiciously towards Koizuksiwe locked sights, Koizumi shrugged,
and revealed a sort of pained smile on his fac#,asking what | wanted. "It's none of my
business" --- That was apparently what Koizumi wgisig to say, based on his body language. |
felt as if I had begun to understand Koizumi ddithore.

The only person left would be someone | neednk kido know her answer. Asahina-san
revealed an expression that plainly said "I knowhimy at all". In fact, | doubt if she even knew
what we were talking about, or what was going on.

"Well then, everyone,"”

Haruhi said energetically.

"Let's go now, we have a camera... But we lackasgtrap. Now if only we had some paper
strips with Tangut Inscriptions on them..."

"It's also important to have maps of the area."
Koizumi added, as he tossed Sakanaka-san a lighet. sm

"l would like to start a serious investigation &st Would you mind if | asked for Rousseau's
help in assisting this investigation?"

Seems like he's also pretty keen on starting tivisstigation himself.
It would be pointless searching all over the amastispicious spots. If we did what Koizumi

said and have Rousseau lead the way, we wouldlbeabave a lot of time and head straight to
our destination.



"Alright.”

Sakanaka-san said as she nodded towards Koizusnisbme face.

"I'll bring him out for a walk then."

Asahina-san's eyes bulged as she said:

"Erm, if we're really going, then I'll have to clggnfirst..."

All this while Asahina-san was furiously gripping ber maid outfit, looking very anxious, as if
she was half expecting herself to be dragged otltanoutfit if she did not hurry up and change.
That made sense, though, as Haruhi would definitedg her along in that outfit should she get

in the way of her investigation.

"Hmm, that's right Mikuru-chan, you'd better getinbed. You can't be seen in that outfit
outside."

Haruhi had finally made a logical statement.

"Okay."

Asahina-san said as she revealed a relaxed exgmeasid proceeded to reach for her hairclip.
If that was so, Koizumi and | would have to leave.

There was no way I'd let Koizumi taste some frez @ndy.

As | turned my back and prepared to leave, Haraidi something shocking.
"Mikuru-chan, you're not allowed to wear your umifo"
IIEh?II

Ignoring Asahina-san's troubled "Eh", Haruhi strémleards the costume rack, and smiled
sadistically as she withdrew an outfit.

"This is it. It's perfect for spooky occasions likes!"

Haruhi said as she raised a long white-and-red konti was one which reminded me of ancient
Japan, and that is to say...

Asahina-san stepped back instinctively.



"T-that's..."
"A miko outfit. A miko!"

A wicked smile lit up Haruhi's face. It was a snilet appeared whenever she had one of her
brilliant ideas. Thrusting the miko outfit into Asaa-san's arms, Haruhi said:

"Since we're going on an exorcising trip, thishie best costume we have. If only | had known
earlier, | would have definitely prepared somegielils robes. Since we can't have Mikuru-chan
dress up like a nun or monk because it's too erassirrg, the only choice we have left is to have
her dress up as a miko... How's that, Kyon? I'momet who would bring in different costumes
without considering! Isn't this costume just petfiec the occasion?"

Even though school was already over, | still feWas better to discuss whether the maid outfit
or the miko one would draw more attention fromshedents. However, before | had a chance to
express my thoughts, Haruhi had already shooednah&aizumi out of the club room.

The sounds of Haruhi's glorious shouts, mingledh wisahina-san's cute yet horrified screams,
soon drifted out of the club room.

"Koizumi."

"Yea? Before you ask, let me first clarify thatdrd think spirits are involved."

Koizumi said as he brushed his hair, and once agagnled his trademark, fox-like smile.
"So what do you think it is this time?"

"l can't guarantee anything at this point. All hado is make educated guesses."

Ah, whatever. Just spill it.

"From what Sakanaka-san said, there was a placg dwys couldn't enter. That brings me to
my question. What do animals, especially cats ag$ dhave that's superior to us humans?"”

"The sense of smell?"

"That is correct. There should be something onpa#t that dogs do not like, or perhaps
something buried there."

Koizumi tidied his hair once again, and said wisitiling:

"The first thing that came into mind would be aemass bomb, or something of the sort. Maybe
it had fell off an army truck while being shippedwho knows where."



You moron. If something as sensitive as a bombcctall off the back of the truck, what was the
point of using the truck to transport it in thestiplace?

"Another possibility would be radioactive materidtowever, | have no idea how keen animals
are towards radiation."

Let's just ignore gas bombs and radioactive substafor a while. | find something like an
unexploded bomb to be much easier to believe.

"Hmm, that's actually possible too. What about trie? Maybe a bear happened to hibernate
nearby after coming down from the mountains. Noat tt's going to awaken anytime soon, the
dogs are all fleeing in fear..."

Don't be ridiculous! We don't even have wild baaearby, never mind wild bears.

"That's why," Koizumi said as he elegantly crossisdarms, "If the only clue we have is that
there's something going on that's related to sme&lould be possible to formulate all sorts of
wild theories. The only way to solve this mysterguld to be to gather all the information
possible, analyze it with a calm and deductive minfér a plausible hypothesis with the help of
an imaginative mind, and finally follow the lineathyour gut tells you to. Only when such
procedures come together can we unveil the truioSthe first step, we have to make sure all
the information comes from a reliable source. Doharee all the information needed now?
There's no way to know. That's why it's not as ¢asplve a mystery as it looks."

If you want to give your opinions on deducing anfiiring, you should go to a research facility.
What was the point of bringing it up here? Just Haruhi said, all we needed to do was head to
the scene of the crime, and search for anythingisiosis, as simple as that. For all we know,
Haruhi might end up digging up something weirdeldncient coins from the Chinese Empire. If
that really happened, the archeologists over thidwaeould probably be stumped, so it's better
not to hope for something like that to happen.

To make a long story short, if you want to make daegluctions, or as you call them, educated
guesses, Koizumi, save them for the next club megeti

"Finding out the truth via simple logic, that cowmery well be one of the greatest secrets of
deduction. But then again, if the truth could beeiled that easily, then this case would be far
too unentertaining, eh?"

As Koizumi was muttering some complicated-soundirap again, | felt the door | was leaning
on suddenly budge, as it began slanting sideways.

And, as the door opened, an energetic brigade comendaugged a miko version of Asahina-san
out to meet us.

"Preparations complete! You look good in that, Mikehan! Any wandering spirit would
certainly be shocked right back to the afterlife!"



Asahina-san lowered her head in embarrassmeneast@bd out for our viewing pleasure,
looking very wobbly. After the Hinamatsuri festivah the 3rd of March, | once again got to see
her in such an outfit.

When was that kimono made, | wonder? It was dowmisgnilar to those kinds of kimonos used
only by shrine maidens, complete with one of thememonial staves, and if she performed a
miko-mai in this while reciting random incantatiohslon't think evil spirits were the only ones
who would descend to the afterlife. Simply putstbutfit was so cute, it was made for the Kill.

Behind the both of them was Sakanaka-san, who reasidally saying "Erm... There's no need
to go this far actually..." and Nagato, who wastmahsparent but who's existence resembled a
spirit. As all of them left the club room, it apped that all preparations to leave the school were
indeed complete.

Are we really going off to exorcise spirits? Asadsan was forced to become a miko now, and
if this part-time miko did indeed wave that exomgsstaff around in a miko-mai, | fear that
she'd accidentally hit her shoulders with it or ettimg. To all the real priests and exorcists out
there, we're terribly sorry for the humiliation.

Finally, early spring had come. During this seasowas common to exhibit strange behaviors,
be it people, cats or dogs.

Theoretically, that is.

Haruhi had a very excited expression on her facaiasearch began. | felt as if we were going
to be dragged into some other strange event afgaithe other brigade members Koizumi,
Asahina-san and even Nagato had begun operatingdadlly. Sometimes | wonder if | should
actually do something instead of just standing adou

However, | was the only brigade member that wdsnind to any faction, so the only thing |
was capable of doing was standing here and fiddlitig my own thoughts.

And come to think of it, the one who was leadinguwas no more than an ordinary dog-loving
female classmate of mine. Based on the story S&kasen had told us, | wondered if spirits
would really materialize before our eyes.

If spirits that couldn't be exorcised by Asahina‘sancantations did exist and were really
floating all around town, they would have floatédidtlae way into the club room a long time ago.
The most important thing was that such a festiwabhosts had yet to appear.

No, wait. | take that back. The most important ghmight very well be---



Something even harder to explain than spirits, i conveniently not materialized since none
of us had even thought about it.

After walking down the steep slope beyond NorthiHlige boarded a train at the train station,
switched railways once, and finally took a differémain to the area where Sakanaka-san lived.
Since it was located in the opposite direction fittv train station the SOS Brigade used to
meet, | had never been to that area before. AlleMkwas that it was a high-class residential
area.

Since there were plenty of rich businessmen livinthhe area, it was obvious that Sakanaka-san
was pretty rich herself. Her father was the CE@arhe large company, while her brother was
pursuing a degree in medicine at a famous uniyerstian't believe that | only noticed | had
such a rich classmate at the end of the term.

"It's nothing much actually."
Sakanaka-san said as she clutched her hands hombig train.
"My father's only managing a small company, whilg lnother's studying at a local university."

That is to say that aside from her family beindprieer brother was also a smart guy. | wonder if
Sakanaka-san calls her brother "Onii-chan"? I'mrbegg to miss that calling now.

An image of my sister smiling popped into my mihdismissed it by glancing all around the
train.

Since all of us were headed to Sakanaka-san's hbwses natural that the five members of the
SOS Brigade, plus one of my classmates, were hdddgether in one spot. For some people,

six may seem too big a company, but thankfullyreéhveere other students boarding the same

train. Since most of them were girls from Kouyouigh School, we North High students were
forced to a corner. But even in a train full ofinigchool students, | felt that we were definitely
drawing in too much attention.

That would be due to Asahina-san sobbing as shdytigeld on the handrails. That can't be
helped. There was no way a sobbing girl in a miktiioboarding a public train wouldn't attract
any sort of attention.

Asahina-san had once boarded a train in a bunhgjiiit, and was even forced to run round the
shops in that area in the same outfit. That's whgirited to console her by telling her she was far
better off this time. At least she was dressedaénsaume that didn't reveal much skin.



"Mikuru-chan, do you know any incantations, spelksses, or anything of the sort?"
"... Sob... N-no..."

Asahina-san said softly as she lowered her head.

"Well that's to be expected."

Even though she faced an ashamed Asahina-san, iHizdat bother lowering her voice. She
certainly didn't care how Asahina-san felt, alhtig

"What about you, Yuki? Have you read about anyttndo with exorcism in your books
before?"

Nagato was staring at the passing scenery outsaddin window when Haruhi asked her. She
spent two seconds to briefly shake her head, beésteming her original pose once again.

I had a feeling | knew what Nagato was about to Bagppeared that Haruhi did too, as she said:

"Is that so. Well, | guess it's only natural thatane remembers any spells or incantations. But
fortunately for you Mikuru-chan, | happen to reaBmall portion of an incantation, so repeat
after me..."

What type of incantation are you planning on teaglsahina-san anyway? If that incantation
turns out to be some sort of summoning spell, dontb blame Asahina-san when something
happens. And don't bother looking for me eithed,lblse the first one to run away.

"Don't be stupid.”

Haruhi said happily.

"If I did know such a powerful incantation, | wouhéve tried it out ages ago. Now that you
mention it, | remember buying a spell book wherabwn junior high. Even though | followed
everything written on it, nothing happened. Sorhedo the conclusion that those spell books
you buy in shopping districts can't be genuine.”

"Hmm, I've just thought of something fun."

For a fleeting moment, | pictured a light bulb sedly lighting up above Haruhi's head.

"For our next city-wide search, why not head to eaiu bookstores or antique shops? We'll be
targeting suspicious old shop owners, and askieagitto hand out their genuine magic spell

books or magical artifacts! If we're lucky, maylengps will appear after we give the artifacts a
rub!"



If a genie would grant me three wishes and theattyuietreat back into his lamp for another
thousand years of slumber, then | might have betenasted. Unfortunately, | had a feeling that
the genies Haruhi had in mind were those dark sersevho were sealed into lamps during
ancient times which, upon being released, wouldged to wreak havoc upon the entire Earth.
Thinking about this, | was a little uncertain abbaving Haruhi venture into some old antique
store and proceed to give everything around habaAll | wished for was for the "old
bookstores" and "antiques shops" of Haruhi to duiclose their shops for the day before
Haruhi suddenly changed her mind and decided tanizg a city search today.

Needless to say, our conversation had alreadedrétvay from "magical incantations" and was
now focused on "magical artifacts".

"Huhuhu~"

As if reading my mind, Koizumi let out one of hiddhuhu~" laughs. Since he had both of his
hands full, he wasn't able to grab a hold of thedinail and as such wobbled dangerously as the
train ran along its tracks. He had his own bagne band, and Asahina-san's in the other. And
since we're on the topic of bags, aside from my sa@hoolbag which was sitting in my right
hand, | had another bag slung over my shouldeiddrihat bag was Asahina-san's school
uniform. Asahina-san needed to change into heraddahroform before she went back home,
right? If we had left her uniform at school, shewdbbe forced to either wear the miko costume
to school or skip school altogether. And since sarye person would choose to skip school, |
had no doubt that Asahina-san would too. If thatawe happen, what would become of my
daily dose of Asahina-san's tea? What would | dringuench my dry throat then?

"Relax. | can handle that for you if such a sitoatever arises."

Koizumi said to me, sounding quite relaxed for soneewho just offered to shoulder a big
responsibility.

"Even though I'm no good at making tea, | have waymake sure Asahina-san attends school. |
can arrange a car to pick her up if you wish."

Faced with such an offer, all | did was remainrgile

The person driving would most likely be someonenftbe ‘Organization’ anyway. Now if it
were Arakawa-san, | would have no qualms withut,ibit were Mori-san, whose age remained
a well-kept secret, | would feel uneasy aboutaem8times | wonder if she's Koizumi's superior.
If it were someone else from the 'Organizatiowpuld definitely be worried about letting them
send Asahina-san to school. Even though they osgistad us during the Asahina Michiru
kidnapping incident, | still couldn't bring mysedf fully trust them.

Koizumi went "Huhuhu~" again, as he said:

"That's a pity then. And after all the trouble Iwef asking Mori-san for help. It seems that I'm
going to be a laughingstock at the office again."



The train made a creaking noise, as it shook awlgldecelerated. It seemed that we had
reached our destination at last.

Now's not the time to worry about Koizumi's 'Orgaation’, or whatever Haruhi had in mind for
our next city-wide search.

It was time to find out what was bothering Sakarséa's dog so badly.

After stepping out from the station, all of us preded to follow Sakanaka-san as she led us to
her house. Although it was located uphill, it wasis' steep as the mountain leading to North
High, and maybe it's just me, but why are the d¢idee prettier than usual?

Luckily, no one stopped to glare at Asahina-sank®mostume, nor did any police officers take
us into custody for suspected kidnap of a shrinelema After 15 minutes or so, we finally made
it to Sakanaka-san's house.

"Here we are."

After seeing Sakanaka-san casually point at the bugding before us, multiple synonyms of
the word "unhappiness" immediately ran through niriydnThe building before us was
undoubtedly a grand bungalow, and it was painfoblyious that whoever lived in there must
have been really rich. The walls, the door, andhelie front gate of the three-storey bungalow
radiated an aura of superiority, and to top it bfflso had a huge garden in the front yard.

Although it wasn't as wide as Tsuruya-san's trad#i-style mansion in terms of land, it
nevertheless displayed a sense of modernity aisd that even an outsider like me could detect.
By the door was the obligatory security companyeladnd in the huge, roofed garage, two cars
were parked. One of them was a locally-made ca tlae other was an imported one. By the
looks of the garage, it seemed that it could adlommodate a third car. | wonder how much
karma | needed to amass before | could be bormased in a wealthy family like this.

As | was wallowing in my self pity for not being tmorich, Sakanaka-san quickly opened the
front gate, and beckoned for Haruhi to enter. Hafing her usual self, strode royally into
Sakanaka-san's house, as Nagato, Koizumi and Assahimfollowed tightly behind, with me at
the rear.

"Please wait a moment."

Sakanaka-san withdrew a set of keys from her badypeoceeded to open the front door, which,
by the way, had three sets of different locks.

"This is so annoying..."



Sakanaka-san said as she began unlocking the@ouold it be that no one was at home? Nah,
that can't be it. Sakanaka-san mentioned earlkehier mother was in. It was probably a habit to
lock all the doors tightly even though there wasisone in then.

"Where's your dog you mentioned earlier?"

"Erm, he'll be here soon."

Sakanaka-san pushed open the doors, as---

"Woof woof!!"

With a series of excited barks, a small, whiteddrdog leapt out of the door, and began
wagging its tail and playfully nipping at Sakanada's skirt.

"Kyaa-~ It's so cute~"

Asahina-san's eyes gleamed as she knelt down gaah Ipatting the puppy. The puppy peered at
Asahina-san with its small, black eyes and plategdaw upon Asahina-san's hand. It then
proceeded to run in circles around the miko-octétd Asahina-san. No matter how you look at

it, this was one normal puppy, and | bet that theas a certificate somewhere in Sakanaka-san's
house that proved that it was a pure breed.

"Rousseau, sit."

Upon hearing its owner's command, Rousseau imnedgisaét down on all fours. It was clear
that this was a well-trained puppy. Asahina-saik thés opportunity to once again pat its head.

"Erm... Can | carry him?"

"Why, Sure."

Asahina-san clumsily picked up the puppy and begadling it in her arms. Rousseau yipped
happily and licked Asahina-san on her face. Nothig was the kind of treatment every dog
could have, then | wouldn't mind being reincarnatéd one during my next lifetime.

"This is Rousseau eh? He looks like one of thostetyaoperated toys! What kind of dog is it?"
Haruhi said as she patted the little puppy on tedhEven though it was being cradled tightly
by Asahina-san, Rousseau still behaved well andireed silent. It seems that it originated from
a good breed.

"A Scottish Highlands White Terrier,"

Koizumi responded faster than Sakanaka-san, memgj@nkind of breed that seemed more like
a sacred race to me. Revealing a knowledgeable Kaxzumi flashed a charming smile as



Sakanaka-san said, "you're pretty knowledgeablkifeviooking fondly at her own dog, who
was cradled in Asahina-san's arms.

"He's cute, isn't he?"
Yup, really cute.

With a coat of thick, snow white fur, and a setleép black eyes that were almost concealed
behind that thick fur, Rousseau looked just likdwsh doll all right. Rousseau's upbringing must
have resembled that of a noble's, while that tioieml cat of mine, who was probably lazing off
in my room right now having nothing better to desembled a peasant. But let's not forget that
Shamisen is in a totally different class from hAnthe very least, that cat once spoke before.

Nagato was behaving eerily like Shamisen, stariragght at the white terrier, not blinking for a
full ten seconds. But after a while, Nagato shitted glance elsewhere, as if she had lost interest
in the dog. Sigh.

"Now hold it right there, Mikuru-chan. Just how tpare you planning on hogging him all for
yourself? | wanna play with him too, you know?"

Since Haruhi had said so, Asahina-san had no clwitce® part with Rousseau. Maybe it was
just me, but | noticed that Rousseau seemed ty éingospotlight, as he jumped eagerly into
Haruhi's arms. Is there a theory that dogs tergetanore excited when surrounded by
strangers? Even though Haruhi's method of handimgsseau was pretty rough compared to the
way Asahina-san cradled him, Rousseau didn't evenevHe even wagged his tail furiously, as
if enjoying the whole experience.

"You're such a cutie, aren't you, JJ?"

'Hey, Haruhi, stop giving stupid nicknames to otbeople's dogs' was what | was about to say,
when Sakanaka-san beat me to it and said:

"Ahaha~ Suzumiya-san, you're using the same nickrfamhim as my father does."

| was pretty sure Haruhi didn't like being labetedsharing the same taste as Sakanaka-san's dad.
However, the look on her face suggested that it"dimbther her one bit, as she happily carried

the puppy, who shared the same name with a cdttairch philosopher, high in the air.

"So JJ found out something unusual during one ofMalks, did he?"

Even though Haruhi was questioning the dog, Rowsdibnothing but simply wag his tail. It
was his owner, Sakanaka-san, who replied her aqurelsti nodding her head.

"Yeah, that's the case. Even though I'm not suvednausual this is, other dogs besides
Rousseau have also detected it, and have begungstayay from that area, as if mighty fearful
of it. That's how the rumor of spirits originated.”



Even though | felt that Sakanaka-san and her fiseguaesses seemed kind of farfetched, | had no
right to say that out loud, having known time trave, aliens and espers. Who knows, maybe
Sakanaka-san's spirits did exist, after all.

But come to think of it, Asahina-san, Nagato andzkmi had physical bodies, and could be
seen via the naked eye. Those "things" that on§jg @md not humans could detect, were they
really spirits?

After that, even though Sakanaka-san invited usfoup of tea in her house, Haruhi, who was
eager to uncover paranormal events, declined. Karféka-san went to get a change of clothes,
her mum came out to greet us guests. No matter lhaok at it, Sakanaka-san's mum resembles
an elder sister more than a mother, be it in teshspeech, fashion, or gestures. She gave me the
impression of a perfect lady.

Sakanaka-san's mum looked curiously at Asahina-saikb outfit, before asking us why had we
come here. Upon hearing our explanation, Sakanaka-sium laughed and said, "that girl
spoils Rousseau too much. I'm sorry for all thelte she's caused.” Haruhi then responded as
usual, saying it was no big deal. Being able taks® politely in front of such a graceful
woman, you're truly great, Haruhi. Me? | was sovaaes that | found it hard to even bow, and
even felt as if my dirty pair of sneakers wouldildetheir doormat.

Sakanaka-san's mum then told us that we had tdgtope day as guests, for all the trouble her
daughter had put us through. As if on cue, Sakasakdinished changing into a casual outfit,
and promptly came out to meet us.

"Sorry for the wait."

After leaving our bags in Sakanaka-san's housesixhef us plus one dog proceeded to exit the
front gate, heading towards the scene of the chikfaes | the only one sighing? | guess so.

For some reason, Haruhi had Rousseau's leash imahdr as she led the way and sprinted
forward.

"Let's go, JJ!"

'‘Can't you drop that stupid nickname?' | wonderetkzegan following her sprint. J.J. Rousseau
didn't seem to mind that the person holding itsheaas a total stranger he had just met less than
an hour ago, as he happily ran along with Haruhi.

"Erm, Suzumiya-san, that's not the way! We're sspgdo go this way!"

As | saw Sakanaka-san chase after Haruhi, who avaghing all the time, | suddenly wondered:
Would the two of them wind up as good friends adlethe smoke had cleared?



Sometimes | wonder if dogs have genetic mutationvgeird sicknesses that make them like to
go for walks. Rousseau was no different, as haujtyyfrotted in front of Asahina-san, who was
smiling and trying to catch up. Even though herlsmias always ravishing, for some reason |
felt that her current smile was even more charrttiag before, a smile that would only appear in
a fantasy world.

Now since Haruhi didn't know where to go, she cotildossibly lead the way, so she had no
choice but to hand over Rousseau's leash to Sakasaak All of us followed behind, as if taking
a relaxed stroll.

"Which way should we go? Can't you go faster, Jdffy hurry!"

Haruhi, who was standing right beside Rousseateradrim on with her words of
encouragement.

"That won't do, Suzumiya-san. We're supposed timga walk, not a run."
Sakanaka-san gently replied as she held onto Rauisdeash.

Nagato was silent, as always, while Koizumi wasylgiadying a map of the area.
Curious about what Koizumi was doing, | said:

"What's up? Spot anything mysterious on the map?"

In response to my question, Koizumi withdrew a fysem his pocket, and said:

"I'm marking the places dogs do not dare enteonltahink it'll be necessary for us to go and
search every one of them. Just a rough estimatidghemap would do."

Oh well, I'll leave this up to you then seeing thati seem to be developing a weird liking for
drawing and shapes lately. After seeing Sakanaka-gag look so healthy, I'm not worried
about anything, even though there are places thgg tkally don't dare enter. All | want to do
now is enjoy my walk with Rousseau. Speaking ofolthl had a sudden urge to keep a dog as a
pet. Of course, | didn't expect for one as expenaid as high-classed as Sakanaka-san's. A
normal, mixed breed would be enough. It appearadHiaruhi had the same thought in her mind
too, as she hopped along with Rousseau like a/figiseé bunny, the word 'Spirits' totally driven
out of her mind, it seems.

The only one clad in casual clothing was Sakanaka8ehind her, four school uniform clad
high school students and a miko followed. | wondgbkat other dogs would think of this, as we
followed Sakanaka-san and Rousseau on their ewepath.



Sakanaka-san walked elegantly as she led the wdlyislwhat she's like in school? Or is this
part of her true personality? Based on my calcuhati it seemed that we were headed due east,
and unless I'm atrociously mistaken, we should wapchear a river soon, the one which had
cherry-blossom trees growing by its edges. Rivekbame really the best places for taking dogs
out for walks after all.

As | was busy thinking about trivial, unimportatif§ like those above, Sakanaka-san abruptly
stopped.

"He's stopping at the same place again."”

I quickly turned to Rousseau. He had all four af pws planted firmly into the ground, and no
matter how hard Sakanaka-san tried to pull him@lbe wouldn't budge an inch.

Aww~ was what his owner said, apparently disapgaint believe everyone present felt the
same too.

"Huh?"
Haruhi said as her eyes bulged wide, apparentlgnéoering what we were truly here for.
"I don't see anything suspicious."

Even though we were in the middle of a residemtiah, due to the fact that we were
approaching the riverbank, there were more tre@sigg here. | could see a huge mountain in
the distance. From what I've heard, even thougt kélars have yet to appear, there were
sightings of a wild boar once, in this area. Buhét was true, why hadn't | heard about it
before? | had frequented the riverbank often, artdp it off, this place was situated near the
train station. If wild boars were really sightedwldn't it have caused some sort of ruckus? Why
didn't I know anything about it till now?

Sakanaka-san was still holding on to Rousseatst |exen though it was clearly obvious he
wasn't going to go in any further.

"He's always been fine with this path, right untie week ago. We would go up the stairs, walk
along the riverbank, make a huge U-turn, and coatk bere, before back-tracking all the way
back home. We've been using the same route fanasds | can remember. It all started a week
ago, when Rousseau suddenly refused to budgdikeiste is now."

Asahina-san squatted down and began scratchingdb&udusseau's ears. Upon seeing this,
Haruhi begin tugging upon her own ear.

"That river seems mighty suspicious. Maybe sometumeped toxic waste into it! | wonder if
there's a factory further upstream."



How did you come up with such an idea? We NorthhHitydents should know that there was no
such thing, because if we followed this river upatn, we would end up walking along the
familiar path to school. And since I've been watkup that darned path for a whole year now, |
know that there's nothing there but trees. Theix@'®ven a restaurant along the hill, never mind
a factory.

"Nope," Sakanaka-san said. "Rousseau has no qadlowg going further upstream or further
downstream. It's just this specific spot that tlesthim. The same goes with Higuchi-san and
Minami-san."

"l see."

Haruhi silently observed Rousseau while he keeoketl Asahina-san. Without warning, she
suddenly sprang like a flash of lightning at Roass&nd proceeded to pick him up in her arms.

"If that's the case, JJ, let's have you first brisgdo this suspicious spot! When we reach that
specific spot, bark loudly twice to let us know!"

Haruhi took Rousseau's leash from Sakanaka-sam¥ hafore proceeding to drag Rousseau
along. But the distance she managed to cover vadmaply as short as the leash in her hand,
because Rousseau started to howl pitifully the nmirHaruhi began dragging him along.

Hearing Rousseau howl like that, Sakanaka-san stigds if fixed to the spot. She had a
pained expression on her face, which resembledrnibeRousseau had too. It was pretty obvious
that she didn't want to see her beloved dog in sumimdition.

"I don't want Rousseau to be mad at me."

Sakanaka-san said as she took the leash from Hahamds, before proceeding to comfort
Rousseau by slowly patting his head.

"I've heard stories of dogs being mad at their aain@/hen a cold war erupts between a dog and
its owner, the dog would inevitably feel rejectadd soon die of a broken heart. If that were to
happen, | don't know how | would continue to live &o..."

Sakanaka-san is really a dog lover, to say the.IBmsmatter how you look at it, she has clearly
pampered Rousseau. If | brought Shamisen to hesehfmu one night, I'm sure it would resemble
Heaven for him.

Even Haruhi had nothing to say. All she could de walook at Sakanaka-san with her mouth
opened wide. Asahina-san, on the other hand, seenagtee with what Sakanaka-san had said,
as she furiously nodded her head. | really envy, YRmusseau. To think that you managed to win
Asahina-san's heart in such a short period of time!

"We can't drag him to somewhere he isn't willingto"



Koizumi said as he opened his map wide, and pracktzisay:

"This is where we currently are.”

Haruhi took Rousseau's leash from Sakanaka-san's hand, before proceeding to drag Rousseau along.

Using a red pen, Koizumi made a small mark on thp.m

"This is the exact spot that dogs start to senegeataEven if we were to move along this path, |
believe that Rousseau would feel uneasy all the Wegther words, he isn't afraid of a specific
spot but rather, a specific area. We won't be &bf@npoint anything even if we were to venture
further forward."

So what are you suggesting?

Just as | was about to open my mouth to ask, Kaizamied warmly and said:

"Let's head back for the time being, and have Reaisgnjoy a stroll on another path."

We ended up following Koizumi's suggestion, andkbacked all the way to the crossroads.
From there, we proceeded to the left, due northceSive were fast approaching the train station,
the crowd was thicker, but apparently Asahina-sas more worried about Rousseau than about
her outfit, as she totally ignored the stares efdtowd.

Koizumi was leading the way, something he rarely a@hance to, with his map in his hands,
his elegant smile ever present on that smoothdabeés.

"We should head here next."

Taking a turn, we now found ourselves moving esstye continued to follow Koizumi's lead.



After five minutes or so...

"Auu~"

Rousseau abruptly stopped and refused to contorwafd.
"So it's really that river eh."

Looking in the direction Haruhi was pointing, weifal ourselves once again gazing at the river
bank and cherry-blossom trees.

After confirming our exact location based on a dewgs signboards and number plates, Koizumi
once again marked another spot on the map.

"I think I get it now, but just in case, can wetgoyet another place?"

I've got no idea what Koizumi has figured out, and just silently follow him, walking
northwards. Fortunately, we didn't have to backttacs time, because Koizumi had
conveniently chosen a place that could be reaclzed gouple of back lanes and alleyways. If
we continued in this direction, | knew that we wbabon reach the sea. However, | personally
feel that the sea is far too much of an exaggeratind | doubt Koizumi had the patience to
track all the way towards the ocean.

After about 5 minutes, Koizumi turned east, andcaetinued walking along the new path.

3 minutes later,

lIAuu~II

Rousseau stopped for the third time, and howleflijytagain. Seeing the doll-like Rousseau
howl like that, even | felt troubled. Sakanaka-samediately rushed forward to pick him up. |
understood her feelings perfectly, and even mytheas swayed by her actions.

Asahina-san looked as if she was about to cry,enidgato looked indifferent than usual.
Koizumi, however, revealed a very confident smalejf he had understood everything, and said:

"l see."
Placing a final mark on his map, Koizumi turned &ogs us, as if ready to announce that it was
time for us to do battle. Even though | knew thaathe was about to say couldn't be good

news, | still found myself unable to ignore him.

"So what's happening?"



| wanted to know the truth behind everything. Itsvees simple as that. Even though | wanted to
totally ignore what he wanted to say, | found myiasity getting the better of me. There! | said
it! So hurry up and tell us what you know!

"Take a look at this map."

As if on cue, all of us peered at the map in Koizsitmands.

"These red marks indicate the specific spots Ra@usssfused to ventured further within. There
are a total of three spots, our current locati@tuitbed. For simplicity's sake, I'll name them A, B
and C, with A being our first location and C bemg current. Studying the three dots, do any of
you find anything odd about them?"

Huh? Are you trying to give us after-lesson classesomething?

| had already given up on anything beyond my basidculum, and thus refused to answer his
guestion. Haruhi, on the other hand, immediatenaaned without first raising her hand.

"If measured in a straight line, the distance betwA, B and C are the same."

"You're sharp, Suzumiya-san. That was the reasgnl\Wwhd us go along these routes."
Koizumi said happily, just like a teacher gettingeafect answer from one of his students.
"What's important is that these points do not seddhif viewed individually, especially point B.
No matter how you look at it, it seems like a reguydoint. However, if | connect them like
this..."

Koizumi once again took out his red marker, andabedrawing on the map. With B as the
center point, Koizumi traced an arc from A to C king a small ripple form on the surface of
this 1: 10000 scale map.

"Oh | see.”

Haruhi came to a conclusion before anyone elsedcoul

"Kyon, don't you get it? What does this curve ldigk?"

What would a curve look like other than a curve?

"That's why you're so bad in math! You have toymar intuition sometimes! Lend me that for a
while, okay? Koizumi-kun."

Using the red marker she had just acquired fronzioi, Haruhi began drawing on the map.



"If we extend this curve, while maintaining itsgirial angle, and join them together, we'll get a
perfect circle, no?"

You've got a point there. The shape that Haruhijhsitraced did resemble a perfect circle.
Just like those circles you see indicating burtedgure in treasure maps.

| finally understood. So that's what this is albat?

"In other words, dogs are unable to enter thidesimght?"

"That's merely my speculation.”

If that area is really shaped like a circle, thes places dogs dare not approach should be the
ones outlined in this map. Even though we can'tleie if this is caused by spirits or has some
material cause, at least we can confirm which atteagdare not enter.”

Koizumi pointed at the circle he had just createtth \Waruhi.

"If there really is something behind this, theshbuld be somewhere in this area. And the most
suspicious point would be the center of the cirBlace | only used these three points as
reference, | can't really say where the centdus] think I'll be able to make an educated guess.

The center of the circle should be located---"

Before Koizumi could point out the location, Hartiaid already beaten him to it, as she used the
tip of the marker to pinpoint the exact location.

"It's really the river, after all."

| don't need to hear Haruhi explain any furthere Tanter point of the circle marked on the map
should coincide with a very long row of cherry-ldom trees. And opposite those trees would be
a bench Asahina-san and | were definitely famikéh.

"Incredible~~"

Sakanaka-san said in awe.

"To think you'd be able to think of such things,iKoni-kun, you're amazing!"

"It's no big deal, really."

Sakanaka-san has a very impressed look on herdashe stares at Koizumi's smiling face.

Erm, Sakanaka-san, I'd advise you to stay away thasrfellow. There's no knowing what's

going on in his brain. He also possesses thewahiliturn himself into a glowing red orb that
could manifest itself at any time. He's just likenatant!



Even though | wanted to warn Sakanaka-san abajtittound my lips tightly sealed shut, as |
quietly studied the map.

| just realized that unless something weird is lesyapg to me, | would find it incredibly hard to
travel to that location, as if someone is warnirggmot to go. | don't need to save yet another boy
from an accident, do 1? During that incident, oABahina-san and | were present. This time,
however, the SOS Brigade is fully assembled. E¥sarmething were to happen, I'm sure at
least someone would lend me a hand, right?

Especially so, since the all-important Brigade Cander is here!

"Let's go."

Haruhi said, appearing cheerful.

"Let's head for this suspicious place then! Restiigsl, Sakanaka-san, JJ! After we take some
pictures of the spirits, I'll be sure to exorciserh for good!"

"E-exorcise?"

As if finally realizing what outfit she's wearingsahina-san wrapped both her arms around her
shoulders, and began trembling. Haruhi grabbedavhist, and said,

"This is an emergency! We shall head out now!"

With that, Haruhi began dragging Asahina-san, prdoey towards the river.

Thanks to Haruhi's 'this is an emergency! all®fjot to the riverbank relatively fast. According
to Koizumi's deductions, the most suspicious plaas none other than the riverbank lined with
cherry-blossom trees.

Haruhi had already taken the map from Koizumi, bedan staring hard at it, as if trying to find
the most precise point of the circle. Too bad Haralhyour efforts are in vain. | have a feeling
that Koizumi already has it calculated in his head.

"Perhaps that's the spot?"

"That side?"

For some reason, if it ever came to it, | wouldifoizumi's cool and composed answer more

reliable than Haruhi's, who is still busy starindgree map. Could he have found out something
suspicious?



Only the 5 members of the SOS Brigade were preSakianaka-san and Rousseau were at
home, patiently awaiting news from us. In otherdgyiSakanaka-san had refused to come along
with us, stating she couldn't 'let Rousseau goftaee he detested such'. Even if she had tagged
along, | doubt that she would have been of muchang®ay, so that's why Haruhi and | didn't
protest much about her leaving. Of course, | knlo&t t'm one to talk, seeing that I'm just some
random guy Haruhi picked to join her Brigade, miiké a stand-in comedian somebody got off
the streets.

"Mikuru-chan, I'm sorry to keep you waiting. Itiedlly your turn to step up on the stage.”
"Y-y-y-yes."

To Haruhi, Asahina-san was probably the most usefalin this situation. That's why she had
Asahina-san dress up all like that. If we had jeyed all the way here without doing at least
something which had connections with spirits, th®le miko outfit would have been a waste.

"B-but w-what am | supposed to do?"

"Just leave it all to me! I've done all necessagpprations beforehand! Mikuru-chan, stand over
there. And raise your ceremonial staff high too."

After ordering Asahina-san to stand by the rivekband raise her ceremonial staff high, Haruhi
withdrew a something from her pocket, which wadezlimto the shape of a cylinder.

"This is it."

Haruhi said as she put her arm menacingly on Asasam's shoulder.

"Now let's start the exorcism!"

"Vajrac... chedika?... Prajnapara...mi... ta...dblea..ri."

For a while there | wondered what sort of incantatdaruhi had cooked up. It turned out to be
nothing more than a simple Sutra of Wisdom PerdectHowever, seeing Asahina-san clad in a
miko costume chanting out Buddhist Scriptures nraddeel uneasy, as if there were going to
be a divine intervention at any moment. But if ybink about it, maybe this way would be

better. Maybe the combined forces of Shinto anddBigim would be enough to exorcise the
spirits.



...seeing Asahina-san clad in a miko costume chanting out Buddhist Scriptures made me feel uneasy, as if
there were going to be a divine intervention at any moment.

After looking at the Sutra Haruhi had written, atdAsahina-san frantically trying to recite the
lines, | really feel the need to apologize to ladl true priests and shrine maidens in the world.
All' I can do is silently pray they don't mind us.

Haruhi played the role of an assistant, as shei¢ally flashed Asahina-san the different verses.
"Demons be gone... Demons be gone..."

As Asahina-san was trying to recite the verses évengh she was a fake miko, | shot a glance
at someone | knew who cared very much. | thinloggywithout explaining who this particular
person is, N0?

Nagato's eyes resembled a chime in the night vesidhe gazed at Asahina-san. There was
nothing wrong about her. It's just that her eyesawizked on Asahina-san instead of a book this
time.

After seeing this, | was relieved.

I didn't think it was going to be of any use foralina-san to continue on chanting like that,

since we're not even sure if the whole ruckusde&d caused by spirits. But one thing | know

for sure though, is that be it spirits, paranoreadnts or things that science can't explain, Nagato
was with her, and there is nothing that could esd¢d@gato's attention. And once Nagato
detected something, there was no way | would faildtice it. Of course Nagato would try to
notify me if she had detected anything strangé,likes that incident with the kamadouma.



Perhaps she had noticed that | was staring abkeguse Nagato suddenly turned her head
towards me, as if saying, 'What are you thinking?'

"Nothing."”

No bombs, no hibernating bears, no radioactive efds) or any weird titanium rods?
"No."

Not even a trace?

"Nothing | can detect.”

Nagato replied in a monotonous voice, as if regitier times tables.

"No traces of anything paranormal.”

Then why were Rousseau and the other dogs afraldsoplace? Shouldn't there be something
strange or unusual here?

Like a chime in the wind, Nagato shook her heaghdlly, as she shifted her gaze behind me.
As if following her lead, | too turned back.

A tall, well-built guy was walking upstream. As Approached us, | shot a glance at him. It's not
like he was particularly attractive or anythingg just that---

He had a dog with him. A Shiba Inu to be exact. Nmaer normal circumstances, | wouldn't be
surprised. After all, it was just an ordinary Shiba, nothing special about it.

The problem was, wasn't this an area where no dagsl to enter?
"Huh?"

It seemed that Haruhi had finally noticed, as wi#ahina-san too, for she had abruptly stopped
chanting the verses. In her shocked state, altshkl say was:

"Impossible... How..."
"Hmm."

With a puzzled look in his eyes, Koizumi eyed tligy gvalking with his dog.



This Shiba Inu definitely didn't share the sametiea as Sakanaka-san's Scottish Highland
White Terrier. In fact, it looks happy, as if enjoy this walk with its owner. It was panting
steadily as it followed its owner on all fours.

By rough estimation, I'd say the dog's owner wasigersity student. He eyed us suspiciously,
before continuing on his walk with his dog.

"Wait a second! Wait!"
Haruhi yelled as she jumped forward to block highpa
"I'm sorry, but can | ask you something?"

Haruhi eyed the Shiba Inu with a gaze so terrifytimg it would halt anything in its tracks,
before saying:

"Can | borrow a bit of your time? Why is your ddgleto pass through this area? Because you
see... Erm, well... It's a long story."

With that said, Haruhi grabbed me by the collad dragged me towards the Shiba Inu's owner.
The guy stood there with a bemused look on his, fas& wondering,'who are these people?’
Even the Shiba Inu rolled out its tongue, as iirsgyhat it didn't understand what was going on.
Haruhi shot a slanting glance at them, before gayin

"Come on, you tell them, Kyon!"
Me?

As | was about to drag Koizumi here, | found myseiéble to move, undoubtedly shot by
Haruhi's terrifying glare. Seeing that she hadaalyedragged me along, | have no choice, do 1?

Beginning with a simple "I'm sorry for interruptirygur walk”, | slowly began to explain to
them what was happening. | heard that about a wgekthe dogs in this area begin behaving
strangely, apparently refusing to come here foatkwAfter hearing about this from one of my
friends, this struck me as highly unusual, hencanhe here to investigate. The same friend |
mentioned earlier came here with her dog, and mhitdeehaved as if it didn't want to approach
this place. That merely deepened my suspicion] dedided to come here to investigate once
more. Just as | was beginning my investigatiomdidenly saw you having a stroll with your
dog, which is seemingly unaffected. That's why swepndering, could you shed some light on
this?

"Oh, so that's what it is,"

Said the guy, who was probably in his twentieshAspoke, he curiously eyed Asahina-san,
who was still clutching the ceremonial staff in hands.



"It's true that sometime last week, this fellowg' $aid, pointing at the Shiba Inu, "suddenly
hated his original route, which was supposed ttrdra here to further upstream. No matter what
I did, he just wouldn't budge. Even | was stumpieithat point.”

This athletic guy shifted his gaze to a spot betwidaruhi and Asahina-san, and continued:
"However, in my opinion, this place was still theshsuitable place to have a walk. A thought
suddenly struck me then. Why not try pulling hirared by force? About three days ago, |
decided to give it a try, as | forcefully pulledvhalong. Even though | met some resistance
initially, after a while, he eventually began td gecustomed to this place again. Now we're able
to take a stroll here like we always used to."

While | know nothing about animal psychology, teg looks perfectly healthy to me, as it sits
obediently by its owner's side. It has its eyesnepewide, with a relaxed look on its face.

"I'm guessing that if your friend pulled his or lterg along by force, they'll be able to recover
instantly. Even though I'm not sure what happehddfinitely feel that there's something
unusual about it. Maybe it's a scent left behinéItybernating bear or something."

As expected of a university student. Even his dedns were the same as Koizumi's.

"So can | go now?"

"Oh yes, thank you so much for your time and vaeiaiformation!"

Haruhi thanked the guy sincerely, as he once dgaked at Asahina-san's outfit. For a second
there he looked as if he was about to say somethirign the end, all he said was "Well, take
care then", before he continued his walk with lag.d

And so the only ones left were Haruhi, who wag kBbtlding the Mahayana Sutras in her hand,
Asahina-san, who resembled a miko who got lostesmiay to the shrine, Nagato, who was still
looking at the river, Koizumi, who was busy scratghhis chin, and me myself. We look more
like the Five Stooges of the SOS Brigade here.

"What's going on here?"

It's just like you just heard.

"What about the spirits? | was really looking fordi@o spirits materializing!"

| told you from the start there wouldn't be suchiag.

"Then what's going on here?"

No idea.



...... You seem to be happy about this. | wondeyvibecause | for one am not happy about this
at all!"

Are you trying to pick a fight? I've been seriollslas time. I'm not happy that something you
wished for didn't come true, and | never once wisagainst you either.

"Liar."

With that, Haruhi took off with great strides, l&ay before my startled eyes.

The SOS Brigade once again gathered, and leftdha®ka-san's house, leaving the row of
cherry-blossom trees far behind us. Not only didwed to report our findings to Sakanaka-san,
we also needed to retrieve our bags, which we &fadhl her house before we departed.

Trying to avoid everyone else's gaze, | loweredvimge, and said quietly to Asahina-san.
"What do you think the real reason is? Rousseanag¢o hate this place.”
Before Asahina-san could reply, Koizumi abruptlyted in, and said:

"According to what that guy said, his dog had beany of this place until three days ago. That
means that there was something here that wouldarsuspicion in his dog then, something that
no longer exists now. From what Sakanaka-san stidy dogs, including Rousseau, dared not
approach this place, even till now. My best beha&t there is something in their memory that
scares them from coming here. If that Shiba Inwsey hadn't dragged him along by force, I'd
say that it would still be afraid of this place.U8seau, on the other hand, clearly refuses to enter
this place. Maybe he's got a better memory thainSh#pa Inu."

Nagato walked silently without saying anything. §made me happier, though. As long as she
didn't mention anything, chances were that notlumgof the ordinary had happened. | could rest
assured that no bear had recently awoken here dlageseago.

It was already dusk, and our surroundings becamkeicdll of us tried to match Haruhi's swift
footsteps, as we hurried back to Sakanaka-san&ehtwvas rare to get a client, and having
everything end so abruptly without a conclusion s@sewhat disappointing. If we were to
hand in such a report to our client, I'm afraid itk shatter Haruhi's pride as a Brigade
Commander. But even so, | know that she'll get awedatively fast. Even though she had an
angry scowl on her face, I'm sure that she'll foeyerything in a while. Haruhi wasn't that kind
of person that would obsess on lost opportunitfesomething didn't turn out well in the past,
then so be it. She would immediately focus hemétte on another matter.



As we arrived at Sakanaka-san's house, we couwdtlyfienter as guests. After being served
delicious treats hand-made by Sakanaka-san's maétharhi softened up a little, as she began
eating in big bites.

"This is amazing! It's really, really delicious! ¥@ould open a restaurant with these! I'm sure
they would sell very well!"

In such a luxurious mansion, even the treats appeaxceptionally high-classed and the sofas
exceptionally comfortable. If | put Shamisen on oh¢hese sofas, I'm sure that he'll be able to
sleep for 12 hours straight. Rich people are readiffgrent after all. With such a beautiful
mother, and such a high-classed dog, even the ptrams here seemed different. If Haruhi had
been brought up in such a place, she might have eveed up like Sakanaka-san.

As we were busy indulging in our treats, Koizunpaged our findings to Sakanaka-san, who
was cradling Rousseau in her arms, and noddingaiii went on. After Koizumi had
finished explaining everything though, a pecul@Hl appeared on her face.

"l understand what you mean, but there's still 4bing that's bothering me."
Sakanaka-san said as she looked at Rousseaa ittty ears.

"Rousseau still seems to dislike that place. Uh&lday where every other dog will have a walk
there without being forced, | won't be bringing Reeau along that route. It just seems too
pitiful.”

That's up to you to decide then. What a good owaoarhave Rousseau, even though | think
she's spoiling you too much.

Seeing Haruhi and Nagato eating non-stop, Sakasaka-mother continued to prepare more
and more treats for us. For some reason, our t@mcsuddenly shifted to Sakanaka-san's dog,
and we laughed as she told us about Rousseau'angst Rousseau was slumped by Sakanaka-
san's side, as he cocked his ears, as if tryingderstand what we were saying. In the end,
however, he seemed to lose interest, as those blaskof his began drooping. Asahina-san was
looking tenderly at Rousseau, her eyes full ofcits.

"You're such a good owner, Sakanaka-san. Your dagg be really happy now."

Maybe humans weren't allowed to keep pets in thed®@ But to tell you the truth, 1 would
choose Asahina-san over a pet any day. Clad inidumégorm, and greeting me every day, from
"Good morning" till "Good night", wasn't that bettban having a pet? Plus, wasn't that what a
maid was supposed to do, as opposed to brewirig tdab rooms?

Ah who cares. It's all just a part of my fantasywsay.



So in the end, all we did today was visit Sakansdals house, play with her dog, take him out
for a walk, let Asahina-san recite some BuddhisipBares while clad in a miko outfit, and taste
the delicious cooking of Sakanaka-san's mothemrbetturning home. In other words, it was
just like visiting a friend's house to play.

After that, | thought that what really happened ldaemain a mystery, as the incident slowly
disappeared from my mind and Haruhi's...

However, a few days later, something unexpectegdragd.

It was Friday. Everything had ended, includingdneaded end of term exams and intramural
sports. Now all that mattered was to wait for thess distribution and spring holidays. The
graduation ceremony had already been held backbrnuary, and one third of North High
students had already left, making the school seene peaceful than before. After the holidays,
however, the new stressful term would begin, andynhings would change.

The first thing that would change would be my statwonder if I'll have anyone to call me
senpai? But come to think of it, | doubt anyone ldqain the SOS Brigade. | wonder what
Harubhi thinks of this?

After the second period, | found myself looking ofithe second window from the back, as |
enjoyed the warm, spring sunlight. | was beginrimgtretch my arms when:

"Kyon."

The person sitting behind me said as she jabbedithéher mechanical pencil.
"What is it?"

If you want me to persuade new members to joirSiB& Brigade, you can forget it.
"That's not it. There's something else | have {toyta1."

Haruhi said as she pointed her mechanical pengdrs the front of the class.
"Sakanaka-san didn't turn up for class today. Digbni notice?"

"l didn't... Is that so?"

"Yeah. She's been absent since this morning."

That was really shocking, hearing Haruhi talkingatiour other classmates! The only others she
had ever talked about were the idiot TaniguchiAsakura Ryouko.



"She's one of our clients, remember? | had oritgnahnted to ask her if she had resumed her
original route, and how Rousseau was doing. Dinitnotice she wasn't here at all? Don't tell
me you've forgotten all about her and her adordbtg and those delicious treats too!"

Normally, | would have been glad that Haruhi hawfiiy shown some concern for a female
classmate, but if she hadn't told me about thagyuldn't have noticed at all. Sakanaka-san had
indeed asked for our help to investigate a cettarbidden area’ where dogs dared not approach
near her home, but what's that got to do with leémdabsent? Sure, we did leave the whole case
unsettled, but | don't see any connection betweahnand being absent. After all, being absent
once in a while is hardly out of the ordinary.

"Maybe it's because of the change in seasonsltkeataight a flu or something? Besides, it's
almost the end of the school term now. Skippingva diays of class is hardly surprising.”

"Maybe you're right."

Faced with my solid deductions, Haruhi can onlyeagr

"The same goes with me. If it weren't for the SOtg&le, | would have skipped school entirely.
But, that doesn't strike me as something Sakanakaveuld do. She's not the type to suddenly

turn the calendars red — or at least that's wttahk."

For someone who uses our holidays for SOS Brigati@tées, | don't think you follow the
calendar too strictly either.

"Hmm..."
Haruhi said as she bit her pencil.

"Let's go check that place out one more time, sha®® We'll have Mikuru-chan dress as a nurse
this time."

What's the point of having someone dress up assemhen they don't even have basic first aid
skills? Why don't you just admit that you want mbrgh-class treats?

"That's not it, you fool. | want to see JJ. Havgoti ever wondered if his fur will grow back
after being completely shaved, like a sheep?”

Haruhi began twirling her pencil in her hands inoged fashion, as the bell for the third period
rang.

School progressed as usual, with nothing even#ppkning. Soon school was over.



Koizumi and | were once again playing chess indhbroom, while Asahina-san, dressed in the
maid uniform that was much more suitable for henpared to the miko costume, was busy
brewing tea.

Just then Haruhi, who was supposed to be lateadass duty, barged in the room and shouted:

"Kyon, it's exactly as | thought!"

Even though Haruhi said so with a smile on her,faceuld detect an aura of anxiety radiating
from her. | had a bad feeling about this.

"l finally know why Sakanaka-san is absent fromasthShe says that she's not really well
today."

"But the truth is, the one who's not really wellis She even brought him to a vet, but even they
couldn't diagnose what was wrong with him. Sakarsdawas really worried about him, and
therefore decided to skip school. When | talkedepover the phone about it, it seemed that she
was on the verge of tears. She hasn't eaten agytmne this morning, since JJ didn't, and that
made her feel even worse---"

"Calm down."

That was all | could say, faced with Haruhi who walking non-stop, but my comment seemed
to further anger her. She glared at me as if | ermeone who refused to save a dying person,
and said:

"What's wrong with you? JJ's sick, and yet you stilhsit down here peacefully and continue
drinking tea? JJ hasn't drunk a sip of water soo@ay, and that has further weakened him!"

If drinking tea is an offence, then Koizumi and Ase-san should be equally found guilty.
Furthermore, how was | supposed to know you woaldebarging in here, and that so many
things had happened in the Sakanaka residence?

"As | was doing class duty, | suddenly had the uogghone Sakanaka-san, and when | did---"

I am shocked. That's the second time Haruhi hasssanething that surprised me. | wonder
when had they exchanged cell phone numbers?

"Now's not the time to be doing class duty."
Haruhi said as she withdrew her cell phone frompoeket.

"There really is something there! | bet that itistthing that caused JJ to fall sick! Didn't
Sakanaka-san say that before? Other dogs in thbl@hood have also mysteriously fallen ill."

Now that you mention it, there was something | wdrtb confirm.



"If it's the same disease they're having, then ---"

"It's the same sickness all right.”

Haruhi interrupted shakily.

"l just heard from Sakanaka-san that when she Italyto the vet, he said that he had treated
dogs with the same disease a few days ago. Cushagyressed on, only to find out that the
dogs in question were Higuchi-san's."

Who's Higuchi-san again?

"Oh, you're such an idiot, Kyon! Didn't Sakanaka-&l us about her the day she came to visit
our clubroom? Higuchi-san's the one who has magg.ddhe lives near Sakanaka-san, and one
day one of her dogs fell ill. Weren't you payiny attention then?"

Well, pardon me for not being attentive enoughét that you forgot all about her until you just
made that phone call minutes ago! Why are you bigmie then? And, even though Rousseau is
sick now, why do you seem so excited about it?

"What sickness is it?"

"Didn't | say earlier? It's an unknown sickness."

It seemed that Haruhi had forgotten all about tben@ander’s chair, as she continued to talk
while standing upright.

"Even the vets are baffled. Physically, he's pelfdme, but it seems that he's too unmotivated
to do anything. The same goes with Higuchi-sanghiiel! They won't even budge to eat!”

Haruhi shot her glance straight at me, as if sugygs'it's all because of you that they're sick
now, you moron!" | avoided her glare, and check&dtthe other Brigade members' reactions
were.

Asahina-san had apparently freaked out after legrthiat Rousseau was sick, because she was
tightly hugging the tea tray in her hands. Nagatd lifted her gaze from her book, and was
quietly listening to what Haruhi had to say. Koizumad already put the chessboard back in its
box.

"We need to investigate again."”

Koizumi said while revealing a smile that resemtdeckt trying to persuade a sick pet's worried
owner not to worry.

"This is, after all, something that Sakanaka-s&e@sis to help her with. Now that things have
taken such a turn, | don't think we can just ignbte



"T-that's right! Why don't we go visit Rousseau?"

Upon hearing Koizumi's suggestion, Asahina-sarofigly nodded her head.

Nagato merely closed her book and stood upright.

Every Brigade member was worried about Rousseallsheing. Even though we had only
been together with him for a day, each member séémbe fondly attached to him. I'm afraid
that this is one of the qualities that only dogsg@ss.

"What about you?"

Haruhi said as she glared at me, as if pickingjlat fi

"What about me?"

Even if it was lazy old me, upon hearing that cdtdl-like dog fall sick, | couldn't just sit down
and do nothing. Unlike Shamisen, this was a dog bath a silver bowl in its mouth, a high-
class, pure-bred Scottish Highland White Terrias lhealth shouldn't be that bad.

I ignored Haruhi and looked at the other members.

The girl who had assured me there was nothing wwdgtigthat place had an unusually weird
expression on her face. It was as if Nagato Yuls imadeep thought.

After Asahina-san had finished changing, the fifaran out of school, as if competing in a
race to the station. After reaching the stationfeuad the train about to depart, and after
running at full speed, barely managed to get o@rice Haruhi put her mind to something, her
battle capabilities easily exceeded that of a Mdiagaavalry captain.

It didn't take us long to arrive at the high-classeighborhood, as Haruhi anxiously pressed
Sakanaka-san's doorbell.

“I'm coming..."

Sakanaka-san came to get the door. From what ¢éidell) it seemed that she had thinned down
a lot, as her face was full of worry, and her exggsfrom crying.

"Please come in, Suzumiya-san. Thanks for evergthin

The five of us entered at Sakanaka-san's invitatind proceeded towards the hall. We
immediately saw Rousseau sleeping lazily on thgaglesofas. Maybe it was due to his bad



mood, but the glistening luster that used to beegeon his snow white fur was gone. As he slid
down the sofa, he passed us without botherindttbi§ head for a glance, nor did he bother to
wag his tail or move his ears.

"Rousseau-chan..."

Asahina-san was the first one to approach Rous&teuknelt down and patted Rousseau's small
nose, which in turn caused him to look back atviién his little black, sad eyes. After that, he

laid down on the floor, as if too lazy to do anyidpielse. Even when Asahina-san placed her
hand on his little head, Rousseau merely respohyditking his ears. There was something
very wrong with him, all right.

"When did he start behaving like this?"
Haruhi asked. Sakanaka-san weatrily replied:

"Around yesterday evening. At first, | thought thatwas just tired and wanted to take a nap, but
when | woke up this morning, | found him slouchedtlee same spot, not moving at all. He even
ignored his dinner. That's why | didn't bring hior & walk this morning, and instead took him to
the vet..."

Everything had happened just like Haruhi had saithe club room. Right now, we could
confirm two things: One - the reason of the disees& unknown, and two — it was the same
disease some other dog had earlier.

"Yes... Higuchi-san's Michael is good friends wRbusseau..."

Asahina-san slowly patted Rousseau's head, asifocbng a patient using her tenderness. Her
sadness seemed infectious, as even | was begittnfegl sorry for Rousseau. In order to stop it
from spreading, | secretly punched myself in thesth

"Oh yes, there's something | would like to ask.”

Said the shameless Koizumi.

"If I'm not mistaken, Higuchi-san's Michael shonlave been infected by this disease five days
ago, right? If so, how is his condition now?"

"l gave Higuchi-san a call this afternoon. Accoglto her, Michael's still as weak-spirited as
before. Because he refuses to eat anything, Hieggarhis forced to bring him to the vet for
nutrition shots. If the same thing happens to Reaisswhat am | going to do?"

If things go on like this, he'll become weaker arehker. Thinking back about the energetic
Rousseau | had met just days ago, compared ttféiess dog lying on the ground, | suddenly
realized how big the difference was. | also thowgfdut Shamisen lying down on my bed lazily,



without moving at all, but | guess they're totalifferent circumstances, huh. This is worrying,
all right.

"There's another thing | would like to ask." Koizuzontinued. "Are Michael and Rousseau the
only dogs who are infected with this particulané$s? You seem to know many friends who
have dogs in this neighborhood."

"I haven't asked anyone else, but it was only wierhael fell ill that the rumors spread. If other
dogs had fallen ill too, I'm sure that | would hdeard about it somehow."

"Then where does Michael's owner, Higuchi-san,ive

"Erm, just opposite my house, three houses awasy.?"

"Nabh, it's nothing."

Koizumi said as he finished his questioning session

Sakanaka-san lowered her head and said:

"Spirits are really behind everything, eh? Evenuéedidn't seem to know what was going on..."
Haruhi replied with her face full of anxiety:

"There's always a possibility... But it's definjtsttrange. Plus, we can't be sure if spirits are
really the cause. Now's not the time to be plagraund though.”

From the look on Haruhi's face, it seems that shg magret wishing for how spirits would come
flying, and how she made Asahina-san dress upra&aand start chanting some weird
Buddhist Scriptures. Now you know that it's impbsito exorcise spirits by merely dressing as
a miko, eh? Haruhi is really troubled, all right.

"Yuki, did you notice anything odd?"

Even though it's rare for Haruhi to ask Nagato himg, upon hearing her request, she politely
put down her bag, walked towards Rousseau and #oelh beside a worried Asahina-san,
before staring at Rousseau straight in the face.

| stood beside her and watched, not daring to éema breath.

Nagato placed her finger beneath Rousseau's diad, his head, and looked straight into
Rousseau's small, black eyes. She had a very sdaoki in her eyes, like a sensor trying to read
data off a DVD. She brought her head closer to Beaus, until they practically touched each
other, and stared like that for 30 seconds.



Nagato slowly stood up like a drifting spirit aretlirected her gaze at the original spot she was
standing before. Very slowly, she shook her head.

Haruhi sighed loudly.
"Even Yuki can't tell anything, huh. Sigh..."

I don't know what she expected from Nagato, bse&ms that the current situation is out of
Nagato's simple healing powers. Even aliens hacln®, eh? Just as | was about to despair, |
suddenly felt a strong gaze penetrate my back.

I turned to look back, only to see Nagato staringight at me. Her eyes could probably see
things smaller than a microscope; she suddenlyemdtien drifted away again.

Haruhi, Asahina-san and Sakanaka-san must havedri¥agato's actions, seeing that they were
too occupied with Rousseau. But there was one pédrkoew who would always be watching
Nagato-san's every move.

"l think it's time to head back."

Koizumi whispered into my ear.

"There's nothing we can do even if we remain hEhnat includes you and me."

Koizumi gave me a soft laugh before continuing. Dkeep on whispering in my ear. It's gross.

"Even though Suzumiya-san has yet to explode y fuom the looks of it, she can't calm down
either. You know what Suzumiya-san does when smeaged. If she does go on a rampage, I'm
afraid that even I'll be terrified. We need to ¢nid soon, and the only one who can do that
would be ---"

Koizumi elegantly turned his head towards Nagdtentturned back to wink at me. Ugh. That's
disgusting.

'‘What do you mean?' was what | was about to say, lmad a feeling that Koizumi knew that |
understood what he meant perfectly. Maybe it's igedm a smart person overall. Why is it that
| can be so smart when it comes to reading Nagitaal expressions or Koizumi's hidden
clues, but fail to answer every single test que&tisigh. All right then, but please note that I'm
not doing this for your sake, Koizumi. | just dowa@nt to have Rousseau and Sakanaka-san
dragged into all of this.

I may get beaten up for that.



After leaving Sakanaka-san's house, it seemedHéehi and Asahina-san had each left part of
their soul there with Rousseau, as they contintfieléssly towards the station. They were silent
all the way to the station, in the station, andneafter leaving the station, just like breathing
corpses. It seems that Sakanaka-san's depressianféated them as well.

I understand these feelings of depression wellin§esomething so lively and energetic become
so frail and sickly is a painful process. But isstef being cooped up in depression, we would
be better off taking a stroll to soothe our mirBssides, there's nothing we outsiders can do.
After all, we aren't dog experts --- That was Kaoiz's icy conclusion.

"The only thing we can do is standby and watch.dut't worry. The vets aren't idiots. They
must be formulating a plan now, right?"

If only they could find out what the cause of theedise was via research. But what if they
couldn't? 1 don't want to attend Rousseau's fuptratertain.

"It's a good thing | know a few vets. I'll try ghg them a call. Maybe they've got leads on this."

Even though Koizumi was trying his best to cheerdhls up, it didn't seem to be working on
Haruhi and Asahina-san at all. They remained sdsite from the occasional 'Oh's and 'Hmm's.

Since it was pointless continuing on in this sombenod, the five of us decided to call it a day.
If we hadn't done so, we would all probably stél §tuck in front of the station, staring blankly
into space.

As Haruhi and Asahina-san shuffled forward, Koizamd | stayed behind. We usually take the
same path as Haruhi, seeing that it was closenitthames, but Haruhi didn't seem to notice this.
After a while, the two of them gradually disappebi®m our sight.

How | wish Asahina-san had stayed behind! It'sta thien. It seems that she won't be able to
step up on the stage this time.

After witnessing the two girls head home, Nagatoed and started towards her own apartment.
However, all she did was face the direction ofdqgartment. She herself remained rooted on the
spot.

"Nagato."

As the short haired, sailor-suit clad girl turnextbto face me, | wondered if she had predicted |
would call her name?

Upon looking at the expression on her face, | was that she knew something. Without
wasting any time, | asked her:

"What's up with Rousseau?"



Nagato hesitated a while, before answering:

"Data lifeforms."

After listening to her 'explanation’, the only thihcould do was remain silent.

Is she aware that I'm not sure what she's sayirg8isg my confusion, Nagato added:
"Paragenetic silicon-based data lifeforms."

As if sensing that | was still lost, Nagato opehed mouth to say something. However, she
abruptly shut it, and fell silent once again, asat wanting to add anymore.

And so the both of us looked at each other in séen
"In other words, Rousseau is infected by some ettwetdly being, am | right?"

Koizumi suddenly interjected, as if attempting teate a shortcut of his own. Nagato paused for
a moment, as if seeking confirmation from somedbeéyre replying:

"YeS."

Nagato then nodded her head.

"So that's how it is. These 'data lifeforms' arialty things that humans aren't capable of
seeing. Or to be more precise, things that humargbean't possibly see, since they don't have

an actual physical form. They merely 'exist', anght?"

"Does that mean that they are beings similar tdritegrated Data Sentient Entity? Much like
the kind that infected the Computer Society Pregideomputer and spread via the Internet?"

"Compared to the Integrated Data Sentient Entitgy tare of different status. They are classified
as a more primitive being."

"So are there any similarities between them? Ifitbhegrated Data Sentient Entity decided to
latch on to a human being, just like the 'Parager@licon-based Data Lifeforms' decided to
infect Rousseau, would there be a similar result?"



He's really something special, that Koizumi. Hown@naged to remember that long,
complicated name after hearing it just once | havédea. Faced with Koizumi's incoming
barrage of questions, Nagato calmly replied:

"Viral."

"What do you mean by 'viral'? The dog's body, he,dog's mind, was the first to display any
irregularities... Does that mean that these symptara caused by the 'data lifeforms' breeding
rapidly in Rousseau's body, just like viruses do?"

Koizumi asked this as he flicked his hair with finger.

"And one more thing — What are these 'data life®moing on earth? Why are they infecting
dogs?"

"Perhaps,”

Nagato replied simply.

"Because of the silicon that is present in thetad@mmposition, they are attracted to the Earth's
gravity, just like how meteors are. The silicon gasitions were destroyed due to friction with
the Earth's atmosphere, leaving behind only tha damposition. Even if their physical silicon
bodies were destroyed, their data compositionsnitefghis is why they can continue to remain
on the Earth."

"They happened to be scattered around the areauhedogs frequently had walks. As the
unsuspecting dogs passed by, they took the opptrtoriatch onto them."

"Maybe it's because these 'Silicon Lifeforms’ hagesous structures similar to those of dogs."”

"But since they are an external lifeform after tley have caused the dogs to weaken after
infecting them."

During this endless Q & A session with Koizumi, M&gopened and shut her mouth rapidly.
After Koizumi's questions had apparently ended,agened her mouth again and said:

"These 'data lifeforms' are planning to expandrtimamory circuit."
What does that mean---

Even though | was lost in the dark, Koizumi seetoekdave understood perfectly.



"One dog wasn't enough to perform such a feat| @'t think two are sufficient either. In
order to expand their brains to the sizes of thied® data lifeforms' memory capabilities, how
many dogs would that take?"

"According to the minimum estimations of the 'Silicdata lifeforms' memory capabilities, it
would require at least every single dog on thegtlém perform a large scale data transmission..."

"Wait a second."

| had a very bad feeling about this.

"Rousseau and some other dog are infected by sosmic virus, this | understand. These
viruses originated from outer-space and are likeeors, this | understand too. But the one thing
| want to know is, in the wide universe, aside frommans like us, and these 'data lifeforms’
which are made up of an accumulation of data assyalj Nagato... What else is out there?"
Nagato fell silent, as if in deep thought, befdne blinked once and said:

"The answer to this question would be incomprel®ado organic lifeforms like you."

She stared at me with her clear eyes, as if triyordraw me into her pupils.

"But as these 'Silicon-based data lifeforms’ h&aeaigght processors within their composition, it
is very likely that other similar lifeforms exist."

That's easy for you to say. | know that I'll neskep well after learning the answer to this
guestion.

Since I've already come this far, | might just aslask her more.
"What is this 'silicon’ you keep mentioning?"

Sorry about that. | don't get along well with myeatistry teacher, and my chemistry grades have
never been good either.

"Simply put, it is the silicon element, Si,"

Koizumi answered.

"It's a very famous semi-conductor.”

Koizumi then threw Nagato another deep smile.

"l think what Nagato-san mentioned earlier is whiatcall a ‘Mechanically Subconscious being'.

It's another form of Artificial Intelligence we huams have yet to discover. Somewhere in the
huge universe is a type of 'Mechanical Sub-constiess' that is not artificially manufactured.



In other words, it is a non-living thing that h&e @bility to process thoughts on its own. Or
maybe | should say that throughout the entire use/ghese beings are fairly common. It's just
us humans that are different.”

Nagato, on the other hand, was totally ignoring tWw@zumi had to say as she continued to
stare at me. It was as if she were trying to telthe key to everything.

| suddenly recalled the first time Nagato lent m#oak. There had been a single bookmark in it,
and from the instructions written on the bookméaikad gone out to meet Nagato for the first
time. It was then that she told me---

--- It is impossible for organic lifeforms, who relimited data collection and transmission
ability, to be able to acquire knowledge.

Koizumi scratched his chin instinctively.

"Maybe these 'Silicon compositions' are no more trainary materials. Only after the 'Data
lifeforms' latched onto them did they gain knowledg

Nagato looked up at the sky, made a gesture tiggiested she was acquiring permission, before
assuming her original pose and saying:

"Knowledge..."
She made a brief pause, before continuing:

"Is based on how much data one has collected andradated based on one's current data
handling abilities."

Nagato hasn't spoken for so long in quite a wiilee last time | remember her ever talking for
so long was when she revealed to me her identigytasnanoid interface for the Integrated Data
Sentient Entity. It seems that if a topic catchesditention, she'll go on talking on and on about
it.

"The 'Data composition' resides in the 'Silicon position'. Through mutual interaction, they

are able to assist one another in thought procesbese 'Data lifeforms' are nothing more than
isolated data clusters. In order to obtain new,da&y attach themselves to any suitable material
present. Both parties form a mutual interactiontf@ir individual benefit."

But what about these so-called 'Silicon lifeformsfeforms that can survive even after
immolation within the Earth's atmosphere?

"They are lifeforms that have reached an evolutipd@ad end,”

Nagato said simply.



"They are capable of nothing else save thoughtgsses. The universe is very, very wide. These
lifeforms constantly drift around the universe, &ese they are capable of processing nothing
more than thoughts of self preservation.

Then what are they doing, drifting all around timéverse?

"Their thought pattern is not something that orgdiféforms like you can relate to, because of
the inconsistencies between basic thought patterns.

So it seems that we can't interact with them. Tirguress there's no point of calling in NASA to
investigate. Even though contact was made, it weatde no point.

"Sheesh."

How in the world did Sakanaka-san's 'spirits’ finto cosmic beings? Isn't this exaggerating too
much? And forget knowledge or thought patternauld@n't even understand one of Nagato's
science fiction novels.

So it's hard to put this to an end, eh. It wasmitething modern science could explain,
philosophers could understand, or religion couldesdJnseen 'Data lifeforms' composed mainly
of 'Silicon'... A simple way to put it would be isfs', en?

"Probably."

A weird thought suddenly struck me. The first tiB@kanaka-san approached us, she had told us
some rumors about spirits.

"Do spirits really exist?"

'Data lifeforms" without any physical being thatneafrom outer space. Even though their
'‘physical silicon compositions' were destroyedytbentinued to live on by depending on their
'data compositions'. After landing on Earth, theyuld latch on, or possess, any suitable host
they found. Would these qualify as spirits?

"What about humans? We have our own thought presesmsd consciousness too. Do you mean
to tell me that even after | die one day, my soilll@@ntinue to live on?"

Oh whatever --- No wait, on second thought, | calilthke things so lightly this time. This was
something important, after all. To know whetheohtinued to exist after my death was an
important thing | needed to know. | dare say thatjito's answer here will influence my entire
life.

Nagato didn't reply. She had a very weird expressioher face. | couldn't tell what it was, but |
knew that something was off. Even if no one weredtice it, | would always be able to read
Nagato's emotions. After all, I've been togetheéhwaer for almost an entire year now. All the
time spent observing her this past year has be#énient to read her emotions, | dare say. Plus,



there were many incidents last year that practidaliced me to read her emotions. So, | don't
think that I'm wrong on this one.

Was still not willing to say anything. And her egpsion was definitely weird. It was as if she
was trying to tell me something ---

Nagato looked at me, as if | had just cracked algnke. Can't you at least smile?
Nagato's response finally came. Needless to sasgstvery short and simple.

"That's classified information."

I heard a very loud sigh, before realizing thatalswhe one who had emitted it. Classified
information, eh. Now where have | heard that bétdree next time someone asks me a question
I don't understand, I'm going to reply 'Classifistbrmation’. I think I'll try it out the next tima
teacher asks me something in class.

Has Nagato ever cracked a joke before, ever sireddy she was born? This was another
guestion | had in mind, but let's ignore it for thme being. Now we should be focusing on
Rousseau, and how do we rid him of that pesky cosmis.

"Just think of a way to get rid of that virus, ok&jagato?"

"Alright.”

Nagato seemed very reliable whenever she said that.

"First we have to force the ‘data composition® submission, before attempting to compress
them into the smallest size possible. We will theed to render their activities to zero, and this

can only be done using a working network interface.

Even though | had no idea what she was talking abaould tell that it was very troublesome.
Can't we just exterminate them altogether?

"We cannot exterminate them."

"Why?"



"Because it is not allowed."

Your bosses aren't allowing you to exterminate them

"Yes."

Don't these 'Data lifeforms' pose a threat towénduniverse?

"They are actually beneficial towards the univérse.

They seem more like lactobacilli or Escherichia tmus humans though.

I think it's time to pass this annoying soccer baKoizumi. Seeing him standing there with a
bemused look on his face made me angry, for soasore

"Why don't we just stuff these Silicon beings iatoontainer, and shoot them back into outer
space with a rocket? Your 'Organization' shoul@lle to handle such a simple feat, no?"

Koizumi gently shrugged his shoulders, before sgyin

"First of all, we would need a silicon casting @nger to place them in. After that, if we
organize some big scale economical or politicavdigs, we should be able to amass enough
funds to purchase a Hydrogen Rocket. The only prablies in capturing these Silicon
lifeforms."

So you can't do it after all. No... Wait a secand..

Something suddenly flashed in my mind. Not long,agguruya-san had dug up something
strange from the mountain behind her house, andstprobably dated back the Genroku period.
Can't we use that now? That mysterious object ttopast?

According to Tsuruya-san, that rod was made otitarfium-cesium alloy. If her ancestor had
unveiled such a device during the Genroku perigdneramataikoku would become a peaceful
place to live. Since he had no idea how to usa ihow to dispose of it, the only things he
thought of were to seal it up and preserve itherfuture. | really don't want to stumble upon
one of those things again. Let's just hope thatithpure coincidence.

As | was lost deep in my thoughts, Koizumi's vaicdted by my ears, forcefully pulling me
back to reality.

"It's a good thing the current situation isn't togent. We only know of two dogs that have this
current sickness, the first being the one mentidne8akanaka-san, and the second being
Rousseau. There is a margin of five days beforesBeau was affected, so if we think of
something these few days, we should be able teeptexore similar cases from happening.”



But time on Earth is different from time in the Warse, right? Should we be happy that these
viruses had decided to adopt Earth's time?

"We'll go visit Sakanaka-san again tomorrow. Evesugh it's a weekend, | think we'd better
think of an excuse before visiting her. It woul@severy suspicious if we were to visit her two
times in a row. Oh and we'll have to think of acw®se to see Higuchi-san too..."

That was as far as | listened to. You should betieto take care of such excuses, since we've
already troubled Nagato with the task of findinguae.

"So we'll meet tomorrow. I'm sorry to trouble ydt we're counting on you, Nagato."

Just like how Haruhi and Asahina-san seemed to ledtvineir souls in Sakanaka-san's house, |
too seemed to have lost my spirit. My head wasrspgqwith thoughts of other-worldly beings
and cosmic lifeforms. As | was ready to leave fgrimuse, | suddenly felt as if someone was
pulling me strongly from behind. What was it now?

| turned around, only to find Nagato pointing at bejt, not saying anything. If you want to get
my attention, Nagato, couldn't you have at least samething? Or tug my sleeve or something.
However, seeing that | had asked her for a favdecided to remain silent about this matter.

Nagato moved her lips, without a change in facipression.
"Preparations need to be made."

"What do you need?"

"A cat."

Just as | was about to utter out an astonished, Nalgato quickly opened her mouth, as if she
had expected it, and said:

"l would like to use your cat.”

After Koizumi, Nagato and | had finished planning battle strategies, we each headed back to
our respective houses. As | was on my way honagHl but my cell phone and gave Haruhi a
call.

"Hello, Haruhi? It's me. Now about Rousseau, after had went home just now, Nagato said
that she had read about Rousseau's condition saenewha book before... Yes, there was even
a cure for it. They even guarantee that he'll recovOh, yes | understand. Should we give it a
try? Nagato says she knows what to do, so I'm fpihiat we can go to Sakanaka-san's house
again tomorrow... What, now? That's too demanding,t you think? We haven't even done the
necessary preparations yet. We'll head there géitdwering tomorrow. Don't worry, Nagato says



that his condition won't worsen... Yea, so I'm agkyou to inform Sakanaka-san about it. Oh
and by the way, there's another dog with the smillfeess right? Higuchi-san's Michael... Tell
Sakanaka-san to bring him along to her house tawoiifll inform Asahina-san about this. So,
we'll meet at 9 tomorrow, at our regular spot befire station.”

When | arrived at the station the next day, allrfembers of the SOS Brigade had already
gathered. Even though | had arrived 20 minutesrbdfee scheduled time.

However, the only ones who looked normal were Nagatd Koizumi. Asahina-san had a very
worried look on her face, while Haruhi looked lik@meone who had invested all her money into
purchasing the day's lottery, and was eagerly fapkorward for the winning number to be
revealed.

"You're late!"

Haruhi said while giving me a very weird glance.

This was one of those rare days where | wasn'tnedjto treat all Brigade members for a drink.
Haruhi grabbed my wrist, and pulled me towardstthm station.

"l heard everything from Koizumi-kun before you aatnHaruhi said as she bought tickets for
everyone. "But is it true that Yuki knows an ob&ctalk remedy for that iliness, Hinekobyou?"

Hinekobyou? What's that? Some kind of new speadesd in Polynesia?
"It's the disease that Yuki suspects is infectiogi$seau."

After receiving my ticket from Haruhi, | hurried ewvto the automated gates. Trying to cover up
for my previous slip, Koizumi said:

"If an active dog suddenly loses all its motivatannd lies down lazily like a cat in the sun,
they're suspected to have this particular disdBse very rare disease that isn't even reconded i
medical books. Some experts say that it isn't @adis but merely over-tiredness."

Koizumi shot me a glance, as he continued:

"--- That's what | heard from Nagato-san, who setntmve read about it in an old book."

Abruptly, as if agreeing to everything that hadrbsaid, Nagato slowly nodded her head. So
they discussed this earlier on, eh.

Nagato looked at the plastic bag in Koizumi's hamdsch bore the infamous supermarket logo,
before shifting her gaze to the cardboard box irhauyd.



"MeOW"'"

Shamisen purred as he began scratching the walhe alardboard box with his claws, as if
trying to say 'hi' to Nagato.

Haruhi gazed strangely at the box in my hands.

"To think that you'd require a cat to cure a diseaghat a strange sickness indeed. Are you sure
this'll work, Yuki? Can we trust that book?"

From the way things seemed, exorcising Rousseaubmaybetter word to substitute for ‘cure’.
But of course, | couldn't say that to Haruhi. Foce | appreciated Nagato's silence.

Without uttering a word, Nagato nodded her heddtlyg as she stretched her hand towards me.
That's too bad, Nagato. Even if you offer me yoamdy there's nothing I can give you. Even my
hands are full carrying this Shamisen in this lobey.

"Cat."

Nagato said in an emotionless monotone.

"Lend him to me."

After entering the train, | placed the cardboard bn Nagato's lap, thus freeing my hands of
their burden. Maybe it's because we're in the tiaim Nagato sat eerily still without saying
anything at all, as if she were trying to tell noenething. Shamisen too quieted down, as he laid
down still in his box.

As if trying to sandwich Nagato in-between, Harahd Asahina-san each sat beside Nagato. It
was then that they finally noticed the box, and 8taamisen was lying inside. However,
compared to him, I think the plastic bag in Koizigniands is more suspicious.

"Don't worry. All necessary preparations are cortgle

Haruhi shouldn't be able to listen to two men c¢hgtby the train door. Koizumi shook the
plastic bag, and said:

"Since | only had one night to prepare this, | naast that it's not really good, but it's the best |
can do. The rest is up to Nagato-san.”

| had faith in Nagato's abilities. | believed tsae could cure Rousseau, all right. What I'm
worried about, however, is what she's going to @b those cosmic viruses.



"That's where | come into play. Even though I'misgyhis based purely on intuition, things
shouldn't turn out to be too complicated. Just labsuzumiya-san. The most important thing for
her now is to have Rousseau cured. Once this ig,doyn mission will be accomplished.”

Let's hope that things go so smoothly.

| avoided Koizumi's glance, and tightened my gmgtle handrails, as the train picked up speed.
There were only two stations left to Sakanaka-sagighborhood. There wasn't much time left
to think.

The Sakanaka-san that came out to welcome us teasigompletely similar to the one who had
greeted us yesterday, but maybe it's becauseza sliver of hope that | detected a faint aura
of determination in her eyes.

"Suzumiya-san..."

Sakanaka-san sounded as if she was about to cnyhitéaexpression turned serious, as she
nodded her head, before turning back to face the& owdstanding member of the SOS Brigade,
who was dressed in a school uniform that seeméd &pecially made for her.

"Just leave it to us, Sakanaka-san. Even thougimslyenot look like it, Yuki's actually a very
knowledgeable and capable girl. I'm sure JJ wilfibe in a moment.”

We entered the living room once again, only to f8akanaka-san's mother and another woman
waiting for us there. Based on her looks alonesd she's a university student. She's probably
Higuchi-san, whose dog was also infected by theesdisease — this | guessed based on the
worried expression on her face. The little terimeher hands should be Michael.

Rousseau was still as unhealthy as he was yestasidne lay still on the sofa, not moving at all.
Even though his eyes were open, he seemed to bmgpmaut, as if staring straight into
something no one else could see. The same wentitbiael.

| think it's about time we began. | looked at Nagatnd Koizumi.

The three of us had decided yesterday that we wealte Nagato in charge. | would serve as
her assistant, while Koizumi was to prepare allrteeded equipment. Even though | have no
idea where he got it, | was relieved that | coally on him at times like this, because | had no
idea where we were supposed to get a silicon aogt&iom.

The first thing | did was draw the curtains shuocking all forms of sunlight from entering the
room. | then proceeded to turn off the lights, lsat in the end the room was almost pitch dark. |
retrieved a big, thick candle from Koizumi's pladiag, before placing it on a big altar. 1 lit the
candle, then lit some joss sticks, also placingtloa the altar. As | did so, the living room was
filled with all sorts of weird smoke and aromastekithat, | gave Nagato a signal.



Nagato took Shamisen from the box, and cradledihiner arms. Truth to be told, Shamisen
detested being carried this way, and he would nlblyreeratch and claw his way out of it.
However, seeing him remain totally still and silemde me realize that even he couldn't hope to
stand against the prowess of the alien Nagato.

"Excuse me... Is it alright if you place that dagsidle Rousseau?"

| asked to the young, tastefully dressed Higuchissho, upon seeing us set up everything as if
it were a ritual, had begun eyeing us suspiciolu&ly.in the end, she followed what | said, and

soon there were two lifeless dogs lying on the dofaking as if their spirits had been extracted
out of their bodies forcefully.

Carrying Shamisen in her arms, Nagato headed t@whedsofa, before kneeling down.

Seeing that all preparations were now completegsged the 'Play' button on an electronic tape
recorder. Pretty soon, a piece of weird, eerie onfiléed the air. To tell you the truth, | was
beginning to wonder if we had gone too far; buKagzumi said, if we're going to do something,
we might as well go all the way.

In the midst of flickering candlelight, mysterioasomas and weird music, Nagato began her
strange ritual.

Even in this dark room, Nagato still appeared s pad emotionless as ever. She slowly placed
her left hand on Rousseau's head and strokeckwy &irnes, then put her right hand on
Shamisen's forehead. Even though he was in aytataiamiliar room with two dogs, Shamisen
still lay down quietly without making a sound.
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In the midst of flickering candlelight, mysterious aromas and weird music, Nagato began her strange
ritual.

Nagato even placed Shamisen before Rousseau'sumié®oth their nose tips touched. Very
slowly, Rousseau's black, beady eyes began to nasv@hamisen's wide opened eyes began to
slowly close. As if trying to transfer somethingrn Rousseau into Shamisen, Nagato frequently
stroked their heads alternatively with her hande& $ame thing was happening to Michael, as
Nagato's lips moved silently, as if she was chgngimmething. We couldn't hear what was she
chanting, but it did make me wonder if she did tmspurpose. | think the only ones to realize
this were Koizumi and 1.

Finally, Nagato pressed Shamisen's forehead fiupbn both dog's nostrils, before standing up,
and, without uttering a word, placed Shamisen lacis original cardboard box. She then
picked up the box, returned it to me, and finalids

"It's over."
Of course, everyone present could only stare aniteout saying anything. Even I, with the

cardboard box in my hand, didn't know what to sewer mind Haruhi, Asahina-san or
Sakanaka-san.

Haruhi stood there with her mouth opened widef asnting to say something, but didn't know
what to say. After a while, she finally managedhoke out:

"It's over? Right now? Yuki? What did you do justwr?”

Nagato turned her head, and looked at both dogktedbng us ‘These are the ones you should
be looking at'. Taking a hint, | turned towards sloéa.

And on the sofa---

Even though the two dogs appeared pretty confusatkt | could tell from their eyes that they
had already regained their energy. The looks oin tiue faces suggested that they were looking
for their owners...

"Rousseau!”

"Michael!"

Sakanaka-san and Higuchi-san immediately ran fah&ad hugged their beloved dogs tightly.
The two dogs let out a simultaneous "woof~" andapelgcking at their owner's faces. They
wagged their tails rapidly, as if in response tirtbwners' sudden actions. Even Asahina-san
wept tears of joy.

After a few minutes, this living room finally revted to its original lively state, as if a dark,
depressing curse had finally been lifted.



As Rousseau and Michael were in the kitchen budylging in the cooking of Sakanaka-san's
mother, we of the SOS Brigade sat on the sofathegevith Sakanaka-san and Higuchi-san.

"What you just witnessed was Nagato performing ldrfak remedy by using cats as a form of
treatment.”

Even though | could tell that Koizumi's story wal®asy one, it seemed that his charming smile
and fluent speech had everyone else fooled.

"The candles and joss sticks contain special spia@sdogs are especially sensitive to, thanks to
their superior sense of smell. The weird music \agqd earlier apparently helps them relax."

Even though I felt that crap should only be spotitea certain degree, for this once, | let
Koizumi spout as much crap as he wanted to. All thattered was that Rousseau and Michael
were back to normal, and everyone was happy. Higgari should be happier than the whole lot
of us, seeing that her dog was now fine, and S&leasan’'s mother should have been even
happier, now that both her beloved dog and herldaugvere back to normal. In order to show
us her gratitude, she prepared more high-clastsstfeaus, which Haruhi had no qualms about
devouring.

But of course, the happiest of us all was undouptBdkanaka-san.

"You're really something, Nagato-san. You managedite a disease that even professional vets
know nothing about!"

"That's to be expected of Yuki! She's the most begpmember of the SOS Brigade after all.”

Nagato said nothing, but instead continued to detrwitreats. Haruhi, on the other hand, was
busy talking non-stop.

"Yuki reads a lot, that's why she's so knowledgelabb top it off, she's also really good with the
guitar, baking, and sports too!"

"It's a good thing Nagato read about this diseas® fin old book of hers,"
Koizumi added as he elegantly sipped his tea.

"It seems that even modern science can't provetralajtional folk medicine have such healing
properties. Maybe old folk remedies aren't suchthadys after all.”

If you continue on like this, Koizumi, everyone Wkhow that you're nothing but a liar.

Having served their purpose, the candles and jadssvere carelessly thrown back into the
plastic bag. | had initially thought of taking Shiaem out from his cardboard box, but decided
against it after considering the fact that he mightve a few claw marks on Sakanaka-san's
expensive furniture. He had begun meowing madly siee he left Nagato's arms, and was



frantically scratching at the walls of the boxh# were to scratch any of Sakanaka-san's
furniture, 1 don't think I'd be let off the hook tijust a few stern warnings. Having this in mind,
I ignored him, hoping that he would eventually gakto sleep.

To tell you the truth, the various equipment theege purely for aesthetic purposes only. The
one who played the biggest role in this was Shamtigmself, but this was something only
Nagato, Koizumi and | knew.

All Nagato had to do now was freeze the data lif@f®solid. That was all she needed to do.

We had originally planned for Nagato to just freéze data lifeforms within both dogs.
However, even though it was the simplest approaciould also produce nasty side-effects.
Even if Higuchi-san's Michael or Sakanaka-san'ssBeau one day died, the data lifeforms
would still remain in their bodies. There was aspossibility that the data lifeforms would
suddenly unfreeze and infect their hosts once adhiat's why the best way we could think of
was to transfer these lifeforms into another org&mst and closely monitor them. Any organic
host would do --- even Haruhi and me. However, Mabad specifically requested that
Shamisen be the host, because the lifeforms wauddroéf any harm to Shamisen apparently.
This was a cat that once had the ability to spediuman tongue, even though only for a short
time. | don't think inserting a couple of cosmieforms in him would do him any harm. Even if
there might be nasty side effects, we wouldn't haweorry, since | would be the first one to
notice. That's what we decided.

'Oh well," I thought, 'l don't mind being a saaidil goat for this operation too much,' as | stdffe
another high-class treat into my mouth.

Even though this had begun as an unfortunate dististSakanaka-san, the perpetrator behind
the disaster had been transferred into my cat.90areone here please feel sorry for me?

If Nagato's apartment doesn't forbid keeping cafsets, maybe | should just give Shamisen to
her. But if | really did that, I'm afraid I'd hate console my sister for a very long time. Plus,
even | seem to have taken a liking to Shamisenju€ttforget it. You live as long as Puss in
Boots for me, you hear, Shamisen?

Seeing Sakanaka-san liven up once again, | thisketben Shamisen wanted to open his mouth
and say something.

As we left Sakanaka-san's house, Rousseau and &llichd already recovered with
unbelievable speed, and were now as healthy asigedless to say, Haruhi and Asahina-san
cheered up too, as they took turns hugging thelitiie puppies, with big smiles on their faces of
course.

Sakanaka-san's mother had prepared several giftsestis for us to take home, Nagato's goody
bag being the biggest of us all. But that's toXqeeeted. After all, she did help out the most. As



we were chatting earlier, we found out that Higesdun was a university student after all. She
had also planned to give us something in returnHaumuhi politely refused.

"You don't have to, honestly. This was somethiniggBaka-san asked us to help her out with
after all. I'm already satisfied with hugging Mi@taFurthermore, the SOS Brigade isn't some
organization where we absolutely need money inrdsurvive. | think that seeing the both of
you happy over JJ and Michael's recovery is alr¢hadyest reward. Isn't that so, Yuki?"
Nagato didn't say anything but merely nodded.

Koizumi was still as composed as ever, as he sa®8hkanaka-san:

"If any other dogs are infected with the same disess Rousseau, please do let us know. Even
though the possibility of that happening is lovg till better to be safe than sorry."

"Alright, I'll ask around the next time | take Reesu out for a walk,"
Sakanaka-san said, nodding earnestly.

"So, see you in school then!" Haruhi said as sheedido our classmate happily. As | followed
her from behind, | suddenly thought:

If Haruhi and Sakanaka-san could be classmaten agai year, that would be a good thing too.

Haruhi seems to have already forgotten all abaitdpirits' incident, as she chats merrily away
with Asahina-san about dogs while we walk towal#sdtation. That's a good thing for me. At
least | don't have to think up an excuse for theleimcident.

When we reached the station, we decided to calday. Haruhi, Nagato and Asahina-san
decided to get off the train one stop earlier, sithevould be closer to their houses that way.
Even though it was already noon, perhaps it wasa@having consumed so many treats already,
| didn't want to enter a restaurant. Either thatdidn't want to bring Shamisen into one. So with
that, today's SOS Brigade activities came to aeclos

Koizumi and | passed through the automated gatesexrited the station.

Since the normally noisy girls of the SOS Brigade hlready left, things seemed unusually
quiet as the esper and | walked on the streets.

"What a day."

Even though Koizumi said so while facing me, | lagi@éeling that he was actually saying it to
himself.



"Since this was a pretty difficult problem to hagdlve had no choice but to ask for Shamisen's
cooperation. Nagato-san is really something, eheCio think of it, something like this
happened last year too, when Kimidori-san camestimuhelp. It was thanks to Nagato-san that
we were able to rescue the Computer Society Prasidem those data lifeforms... It seems that
Nagato is connected to each of our clients, danitagree?

"What are you trying to say?"

"That Nagato-san has truly become an irreplacaakl@ber of the SOS Brigade. However, this
is merely my opinion. Compared to this, I think yetthe one with something to say, am |
right?"

Unfortunately, I'm not someone who loves to talkragch as you. The only thing | wanted to
know was why kamadoumas and cosmic viruses alike s attracted to our planet, as if it
were a magnet or something. Maybe Nagato knowarbkeer for this. But nah, Nagato only
came to Earth a few years ago to observe Haruhi---

| suddenly froze on the spot.
Haruhi.

That couldn't possibly be the answer, could it?dBse of a massive 'data flare', the Integrated
Data Sentient Entity sent Nagato here. So doesrtban that the kamadouma in the Computer
Society president's case, as well as the cosmisegrthis time, were actually attracted to
Haruhi? But that can't be so, can it? After allghl® said that the former had already come to
Earth millions of years ago.

Now if Haruhi's powers could unconsciously break bloundaries of time, then that would be
too extreme, wouldn't it? However, Asahina-santisne traveler... Someone from the future
who had crossed the boundaries of time and arrivedr time plane...

| began thinking seriously, like the time when domcept of time was messing around seriously
in my head.

"Do you think it's all a coincidence?"

Be quiet, won't you? Koizumi resembled a waitet thas reciting his customer's order again
and again. | had a feeling that | knew what he g@sg to say.

"Stop beating around the bush. I've got no timeeg@laying mind games here with you."

"Those cosmic life forms happened to land on ttrse$ near our houses, and even attached
themselves onto a North High Student's dog. Thet Saident then consulted the SOS Brigade,
and had us take action... The truth was finallyowmeced by Nagato, who in turn cleaned up the
entire mess. For everything to happen so smoothlyoatlined to be a coincidence, the only
time it'll ever happen is when it's the plot ofaibn novel."



Even though he had a point, this was one time wheoeldn't just let laziness get the better of
me and not make a retort. This doesn't mean tinad' Haruhi's side, though.

"To hell with fiction probabilities. We do have tvdifferent cosmic entities appearing before us
at the same time. What's the probability of thaggeaming? If you're not going to label it
coincidence, what else are you going to call it&t ke how you came up with your own
detective script last winter, why can't you let Bgcome up with her own script once in a
while?"

"That should be impossible. | think the one thitlly scripting everything is probably the
Information Data Sentient Entity, or some othemaizsentity we haven't met till now. And | can
guarantee this is not something Suzumiya-san wifgné's

What are you trying to say actually? Why are yalli®terworking your mind thinking about
these pointless probabilities when it's almostrgphreak now? Plus, everything's over for the
moment. Just let it rest.

"I've said it before, haven't I? Suzumiya-san'schingradually stabilizing. As happy as | am
about it, there are also others who are undoubtiidgppointed with the current state of affairs.
This is where the problem lies.”

| remained quiet, signaling for Koizumi to go oroiKumi placed a finger on his lips, and said:

"There may even be some who think that things wbeldneaningless if Suzumiya-san
continues to stabilize. Be it a data flare, a taqneke, or a dimensional disruption, | think that
there are people who are secretly manipulatinggthin the shadows, trying to evoke Suzumiya-
san's unbelievable powers.

| suddenly noticed that Koizumi's smile had begutobk very odd, eerily resembling the one
Asakura Ryouko had on her face the day she tri&dltme.

"That's why, what I'm saying is, this incident nay be the prologue to something even more
sinister."

What are you talking about? If everything coulddpedicted, as you seem to suggest, someone
would undoubtedly run a predicting service, andobee the next Nostradamus.

Koizumi's smile suddenly turned bitter.

"These cosmic entities suddenly landing on Earl, regght before our eyes too — | don't think
it's something you can dismiss with a mere 'comead’. You should know the truth better than
anyone. These 'aliens’ could actually be hidddnt bgfore us. There might be other cosmic
intelligent lifeforms here on Earth aside from humnaterfaces."

"Hmph."



| didn't want to mask my words any longer. You kn§@izumi, it's hard for me to accept what

you're saying after you've occasionally revealeohéothat deceptive side of yours. If you want
to call Nagato a human interface, then do so tiglier face. |1 don't really mind, seeing that it's
the truth anyway, but:

"What | do mind are these 'other aliens' you jushtioned.”

"There have been reports from within the 'Organratthat is why | know a little more than
you do. Even though I don't know everything abbent yet, | think it's sufficient to say that |
know them quite well."

Koizumi's smile finally returned to normal.

"Let's just leave the other aliens to Nagato. dleeided that my priorities are to help the
'‘Organization’ in combating its rivals. Similarify/there are any rival time travelers, then | leave
it to Asahina-san. | have a feeling that sometlisngpbout to happen.”

From Koizumi's expression, | could tell that he wwagous, because his thoughts were exactly
the same as mine. The only thing | disagreed withvaas to leave the fighting to Asahina-san.
That should be left to the other Asahina-san inféinéuture. | didn't worry about Nagato at all,
since | was sure there was nothing that had grealipower than she did. Oh and Koizumi, |
hope you haven't forgotten the promise you madmdudine snow mountain incident.

"Of course | haven't. It's always been in my miBdt even if | do forget, I'm sure you'll be there
to remind me, no?"

Koizumi laughed as he waved goodbye.

"Then, we'll save the chatting for another day."

"Ah, you're back Kyon-kun!"

When | reached home, | found my sister sprawledhgrbed, happily reading my manga.
"Where did you take Shamy to?"

| didn't say anything, as | lifted Shamisen outhe box. Upon being released, the tri-colored cat
immediately leapt onto my sister's back, and begalking up and down her spine, as if giving

her a massage. My sister laughed as she waveddseml midair.

"Kyon-kun, get Shamy off me, | can't stand it!"



| gently picked Shamisen off my sister's back, plagded him by her side. The fifth-and-soon-to-
be sixth grader put down the manga in her handbkperceeded to stroke Shamisen's back,
while playfully tickling his nose.

"l smell something yummy --- What is it?"

| gave my sister the bag of treats Sakanaka-sastlsemhad prepared, before going to pick up a
thick, hardcover book on my desk.

About a week ago, after the end of the end of Exams, | had borrowed this book from
Nagato. "Are there any interesting books here? Bab&t suit my current feelings?" | asked her.
Nagato stood before the bookshelf for approximabatyinutes before slowly picking the book
that now lay before me. After reading about halfhaf book, | found out that it was a simple

high school love story between a boy and girl. €heere no traces of science fiction, nor were
there any annoying deductions — just a normal gtetyn a normal world. However, because of
various unexplainable reasons, | found this nowéle extremely suitable for me. That's why |
don't think Nagato should become an astronomeet.&She should become a librarian instead.

I lay down on my bed, and started to pick up whérad previously left off. My sister had
already brought the treats downstairs, and wasgiiglbusy finding something to drink.

I had no idea how much time had passed when ---

| suddenly noticed Shamisen scratching at the rdoan. He was probably signaling for me to
open it up and let him out of the room. | usuadift my room door half open for his
convenience, but | suppose that my sister had estatly closed it tight when she left my room
earlier.

| inserted a bookmark into the novel | was readihgn got up to open the door for Shamisen.
Shamisen immediately darted out of my room, andfall sudden turned back and meowed at
me. Is this his method of saying 'thank you'?

However, when Shamisen began looking over my sleouldelt uncomfortable and too turned
around.

All I saw was a corner of the ceiling. There washinay else.

Shamisen's round eyes were locked on the ceilefgy® they slowly moved, finally landing on
the wall outside my room. His eyes seemed to tagoath in the air, as if trying to tell me that
something | couldn't see had traveled from tharggiio the outer wall.

IIHey.II

Even though I called out to Shamisen, he remaindkat pose for a couple of seconds, before

waving his tail in midair and strolling off. He wa®ost probably headed to the kitchen to find
something to eat. | left my door half closed, jgle enough for a cat to squeeze in, before



giving Shamisen's actions more thought. Animalsldiosually pay attention to things that
humans would mostly ignore. Even small noises datsiould sometimes distract them.

But what if Shamisen had seen something | coujdstta moment ago? What if something
invisible had attached itself to my ceiling, befstewly floating past my wall and out of my
room?

--- A spirit?
--- | think it's better not to think about it.

What if some data lifeforms had arrived on Earthdnis and billions of years ago, and chose
humans as hosts instead of dogs? What if humana tadlly different reaction to them? Is this
how the early humans gained their huge intelligdaaps?

If that were the case, then all Nagato's bossedetket® do to overcome their evolutionary dead
end would to be to attach some of these lifeformte themselves. Of course, this would mean
that they hadn't achieved evolution on their owut,rather through the help of some other
worldly beings.

| wonder if the Information Data Sentient Entitydnectually considered that possibility before.
Even though it would be against the way of nataraybe some cosmic entities had actually
infected primates billions of years ago, whichumtcaused them to develop their superior
intelligence and evolve to the modern human nowhdf was the case, then all queries regarding
evolution would have been solved.

"What am | saying?"

| was already mumbling to myself. How could someghas preposterous as that possibly
happen? We should not think about things that ekoee brain capacity. | should just leave all
these difficult scientific questions to Koizumisjuike how he wanted to leave aliens to Nagato.
When the day that | finally understand what hisseces mean comes, I'll be sure to prepare a
suitable counterattack.

Even if Koizumi was really occupied with his 'Orgaation’, to the point that he couldn't spare
me some time, | would still have others to turnTibe first person | would ask help from would
be Tsuruya-san. If | manage to sway that cheergada our side, I'm sure even the higher ups
in the 'Organization’ would be in a fix.

What should I do if such a situation ever aroseyloat new situations would be brought into
play, these | had never thought of before. You kmdwat they say. 'We'll cross that bridge when
we come to it'.

"... Ah forget it. Thinking's not my specialty, eftall.”

All I needed to do was to focus on being good ot hwas I, no more, no less.



Actually, if the time ever comes, | guess I'll caodite a little to thinking. But that's in the fuéu
If you tell me to think any more before that hapmdhen | might just as well ignore you.

Just as | was in the middle of these random thayghy cell phone on the desk began to vibrate.
Would it be from some unknown entity from an unkmawme? As | picked my cell phone up, |
saw it display the caller as 'Haruhi'.

"What is it?"
"l forgot something important, Kyon!"

Cutting straight to the chase without bothering\ten say 'Hello', that was exactly what Haruhi
would do, all right.

"Even though I'm happy that JJ and Michael aregfhit, don't you think the illness is kind of
strange? | believe that they were scared stiff aeing a spirit!"

Now do you understand why I'm so frustrated wheihes to thinking, Koizumi? Haruhi is
one very annoying girl who likes to think aboutmttess stuff, and to top it off, share those
thoughts with me.

"l think it's due to that path that we took a wejo. According to my deductions, they may still
be lurking there, floating around like wanderingdbws."

"Even though I'm not sure what kind of spirits tteag, we should exorcise them as soon as
possible!"

"So all members are to gather in front of the statigain tomorrow! I'm going to take a photo of
the spirits this time for sure!"

"How in the world are you planning to take pictucdspirits?"

"Since it's impossible to take them in the morningjll just have to take them at night! We'll
sniff out those spirit-infested areas, and takeuwpte of photos of them! If we're lucky we may
even manage to net 2 or 3 photos!"

Haruhi then proceeded to tell me the time and veveigvere supposed to meet, and promptly
hung up. It was as if she had never once considenether | had any plans for Sunday. |
assumed that a few seconds later, some other lrigathber got the exact same call from her. |
had a feeling that the next day's 'city-wide sedocimysterious events' would turn out to be a
‘close-encounter with midnight spirits' event.

| put down my phone, glanced at one corner of tloey, and was soon lost in thought.

Sakanaka-san's 'spirits’ case had finally beereddivanks to Nagato. | believe that spirits don't
exist in this world, and I'm sure Koizumi is ofiengar opinion. The problem was that Haruhi



did believe in them, and indeed hoped that theyldvoome to pay her a visit every few hours. It
seems that our brigade commander's wishes haviatestiom aliens, time travelers and espers
to spirits now.

The task of mapping out 'spirit hotspots' | leav&bizumi. Oh and if we do shap any pictures of
spirits, Koizumi, do me a favor and whip up somierstific excuse on the spot. What was |
going to be in charge of, you ask? That's simfléod the one in charge of hugging Asahina-san
if she ever screams out in the dark.

Walking about in the dark while mysteriously snaygpphotos, that seems mighty suspicious all
right. I'm sure it would seem weird if we were &l some bystander that we were trying to take
a picture of a spirit that we didn't even know whanight look like. And if we did really run

into an emergency, all we needed to do was havhiAgaan put on a miko costume and start
chanting out some Buddhist Scriptures. Maybe thihsatisfy Haruhi's ‘exorcising mission'.

But even if spirits really do exist in this worlkin sure that we won't bump into them simply by
taking a walk in the dark. Plus, | don't think Hairceally wants to run into any spirits either.

After being with her for almost an entire year ndw, sure that everyone understands, right?
What that girl wishes for is not spirits, but rathige process of trying to find them together with
everyone.

Then, what do | think about it, you ask?

"Oh well, let's just treat it as a night outing."

I looked at the ceiling Shamisen was looking atlong ago while talking to myself. After that, |
continued reading my book, which was set in a wtited was much more normal than the one |

was currently living in now. Even so, | didn't entyyat normal world one bit, or at least that's
what the current me thinks now.

Author's Notes

Author's Notes

About books.

A few days ago, for no particular reason, | raitteglcardboard box that holds those sorted
junks. Inside of them are the books that | have redhe past.



By the way, | don't have the habit of disposingn$eeasily. That said, | don't have a lot of boxes
filed away since | tend to think about what | whaetore | buy. Although these books have been
around for close to a decade, looking at them fideddooking at myself of the past, and it gives
me a feeling of saying that "ahh, it's alright".

Looking at these books, | can't help but to thihk@~y my thought pattern is shaped by having
read all of them. Of course | would be unable taliehe fine details in the volumes but the bits
and pieces of memory of that reading process a&plgengrained in my head are still setting
right now.

Time is of foremost importance. While you read yould be moved and impacted in ways hard
to express. However, if | am to read the booksradhe impacts and emotions would definitely
be different from those days.

It can be said that the books | have read arerédepessors to everything that | have written. |
can't help to conclude that should I lack one okthbooks this epilogue might not exist.

With my thoughts trailing to this point, | closdtetcardboard boxes once more being utterly
touched as | make up my mind to find some time ginel those books another read and put the
boxes away. Additionally | hope that perhaps | czap more from the books that | read
henceforth.

Cats

| am afraid of the cold. | have to have a wintekgt on for most of the year. Due to this | have
been the butt of great many jokes. However, | wauiswer with: "I might have been a cat in my
past lives". Let's not discuss if reincarnationeial or not for now. | just think from time to time
that if my previous incarnation was a cat, woultina@ have previous incarnation? If a cat was
once a polar bear, then would the cat be afratieheat or of the cold? If the cat becomes a
penguin next what then? Is reincarnation spedaificttman? Doesn't seem to be that way, give
that there used to be a television show callstlologer of Pet's Previous Livesich did pretty
well. But | would think that | could do the samevesl!

| spent my days thinking of such trivial things.

Editor in Chief [1Straight Ahead!

1000 What would happen if SOS Brigade does anigctivound the Literary club? | thought
about that since the beginning. As such, | havétewrisome Nagato one-shot and a piece called



“Digest ¢ Literary Club Activity”. Although | renember having written such things, | have
forgotten where on the hard drive they have good, teok awhile to hunt them down.

The earliest drafts also include such thingStslent Union Finally on the MoM@iscuss ¢
Computing Clube Despondendgaruhi’s DisappearanceSporting Matchwhich | kind of miss.
Although | have pen several other works, but sinfaed them either reveal too much story
ahead or lacking meaning, | had them set asidey moe sit at a corner in my hard drive. From
day to day | have been clicking about with my mowugseding through all the files trying to see
if | can make a new discovery. If you're willingdiefree to help.

Wandering Shadow

It has always been worrisome whenever | have toecopwith a title for the book or even just
the subtitles. When | just can’t stand it anymos@mply jot down some Katakana and call it at
that. Originally this title was temporary callBdifting Shadow(originally [ 7777) which |
translated into English, nothing special with this.

Come to think of it, as with the caseMélancholy of Suzumiya HaryHididn’t bother to give it

a second thought and just took ten seconds to rpakeutitle. Subsequently the names are by no
means eloquent. | tend to start writing withouhknng about the topic only to go back when |

am done. | know thought that | lack talent in th@partment so | would simply give the piece
just anything | can think of. Who is willing to dbe work for me next time?

The combination of a series of headings formsabsent-minded work, and it already is at its
eighth volume. That of course is due to the massifarts of those involved with the production
and circulation and most importantly, the contineisupport from the broad reader base. With
my thanks to all that that have been helping amgsting me of the releases of media other
than novels, see you again.

Tanigawa Nagaru





