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A young man of Japanese descent looked out the helicopter, at the place that he was born. There was no familiarity about it, simply a feeling of emptiness… void, almost. After all, that’s all there was. It was getting to be like that everywhere in the world these days.

“It’s hard to believe that this place used to be Tokyo.” He said out loud, prompting a nod from the two others in the helicopter.

“Sixteen years ago, this place was a metropolis, with people moving around every centimeter of land… and in the course of a year, it got turned into this dump. The only things left around here these days are demons and the lost souls that couldn’t escape.” The other passenger stated, looking out over the blasted landscape below them.

Indeed, as he said, it didn’t take long to turn Tokyo into a crypt. He imagined it all started about a month before the nuclear weapon was launched, but in truth, it ran far before that. This sort of thing had happened before, but not with such devastating weapons as nuclear weapons available. 2000 years from now, no matter how this war ended, it would happen again.

Assuming, of course, that there was anything left when the dust settled. With all the devastation that occurred within the first few months, most of humanity was wiped out, and two main religions were formed: The Mesians and the Gaians.

The Mesians sided with the “good” demonic invaders, claiming that “God will purify all the evils in the world and start over, starting now”, whilst the Gaians sided with the “evil” demonic invaders, promising a “golden age where demons and humans live together”. He himself had lost all concept of good and evil long ago. When it came down to it, both the angels and the demons had their own selfish desires in mind, both claiming to be the epitome of good.

The man sighed, before speaking again.

“Well, at least it’s good business for us.”

The Japanese man nodded, muttering an agreement, though not really meaning it. What was the point of money if there wasn’t anyone left to give it to? It didn’t matter in the end. It was only a matter of time before everything got wiped out. Whether it was by the angels, claiming to have “purified their souls”, or the demons, claiming that the “natural state of evolution required their deaths”, it would have the same result in the end. The other passenger seemed to notice this moment of dark clarity and once again spoke to him.

“Makoto, do you know WHY we’re hunting demons?”

“To make money off the misfortunes of others, unable to fight off the demons themselves.”

“Wrong. What we’re doing is wiping out those invaders too dangerous to allow them to live, whose very existence would merely mean more and more deaths. We’re helping humanity to survive, one creature at a time. Though we might do little good at all, if we can just slow humanity’s destruction down enough to survive this war…”

The man sighed again, allowing his age to once again show itself. Amazing how before all this chaos, he would still have been considered fairly young, but he himself had lived in the world before all this. At thirty-five years of age, he was considerably older than many of the people that remained in this world.

“We should arrive in the next thirty seconds… but this might get a little bumpy, the area’s weather conditions have been unstable ever since the four guardians appeared.” The pilot stated, examining the gear in front of her. Indeed, this was her first time to the Tokyo area, and for good reason: most people who went this far in never came back. Whether it was because of the constant battles between the Mesians and the Gaians in this place, the huge amount of demons that had made it home, or the unstable weather she didn’t know, but most people would rather not find out. But then, this was her job, whether she liked it or not.

Upon landing, the usual query was done. The man asked the pilot the same questions as always.

“Do we have enough fuel to get back, or are we going to have to scrounge for a way out?”

“We should have enough to get back, but if the winds get really harsh we’ll be cutting it pretty close.”

The man nodded, before grabbing the gear he brought along, and passing it to everyone: Three swords, and three pairs of goggles.

“What are these goggles for?” Makoto asked. The man quickly explained.

“Medusa’s technique uses light reflected from her eyes to turn people into stone. So long as we wear these, we should be able to prevent most of the light from getting in, thus making her technique useless. Is everyone ready?” He said, quickly wearing the goggles and wielding the sword with his right hand.

The other two quickly followed suit, and headed towards their target.

“It should be down this cave here.” The pilot said, pointing at the entrance to a cave, which went directly underneath a derelict bullet train. The three quickly headed in, heading through the narrow tunnel until they reached a large, circular room-like section of the cavern. However, there still remained no sign of the Medusa anywhere. It was Makoto who noticed it first.

“Hey, what’s that on the wall?” Makoto pointed out, as the rest examined it.

Upon closer inspection, it turned out to be three characters of Katakana writing, written in blood on the wall: “Ta”, “Ka”, and “Shi”. The three characters were repeated, over and over, and upon further investigation, covered the walls in varying sizes, but always being the same three characters, the same order.

“What the hell happened here…?” The man muttered, searching the area, and finding the remains of the Medusa, torn apart completely, except for the head, which remained virtually unharmed, excepting that it was missing its left eye. He lifted the head of the Medusa, and examining it, verifying that it was indeed what they were after.

“Well, looks like our work’s done, but… what could have done this… Everyone, I want every spot in this room checked.” With that, the three quickly went to work, in a systematic fashion. It wasn’t long before they found something else. The pilot quickly shouted out to the rest of the group.

“I’ve found another exit in this room!” As soon as that was said, the three quickly gathered once again, down yet another tunnel, delving even further into the ground. Eventually, the cavern ended, and at the dead end was a child, about the age of 14, with short blond hair, sleeping against the wall. To Makoto, it looked as though the teenager was in a night-mare, unable to wake up. He looked to the older man for approval, and he simply shook his head. Maokoto spoke up.

“Why? We can’t just leave another human being in this place to die, can we?”

“Makoto, maybe you don’t realize, but… this kid was probably here for a reason. It’s not our business to just pick people up and bring them back out of…” This time, the pilot spoke up, not allowing the man to finish his sentence.

“But didn’t you say yourself that we’re trying to let humanity survive? And yet, we would leave someone in a demon cavern to die? How is this ‘helping to save humanity from extinction?’ It certainly sounds like you’re going to let it die out.” The man, under the relentless assault of the pilot, simply backed away and gave in.

“All right, but understand, he’s your responsibility from hereon.” The two partners-in-crime smiled, and went to work on carrying the child back from this place.

It wasn’t soon after they had managed to return to their “home base” so to speak, that the newest member of their group awakened. Opening his eyes, allowing the light to reflect the emerald shade of them, he gazed around the room, somewhat lost. He stood up, and played with some random things on a nearby desk, trying to understand what was going on.

Makoto entered the room, to check up on the recently awakened person, noticing he was awake and greeted him.

“Oh, are you feeling any better now? We managed to get you out of that cavern, but we still don’t know what exactly happened…” The child jumped slightly, as though he was not aware of Makoto’s presence until he spoke. The child quickly turned around and faced Makoto. The boy’s eyes had quickly changed to an almost predatory examination of Makoto, causing Makoto to wince slightly under the force of the gaze. Makoto thought it was only fit to introduce himself.

“…I’m Makoto… I don’t remember my surname, to be honest… most of my family was in Tokyo when it was destroyed… but then, your family would have been survivors of it, wouldn’t they?” The boy’s face quickly changed to one of curiosity.

“…Family? What’s a family?” The boy actually spoke excellent Japanese. While this admittedly shouldn’t have been too surprising, it for some reason surprised Makoto. He berated himself for it, silently asking what he expected the people of the destroyed Tokyo to speak, some sort of ancient language? Whilst he continued to do this, the child seemingly waited for an answer. Eventually, Makoto got around to giving an answer.

“A family is… well, it’s people which share your genetic bloodline, your lineage…” Makoto struggled for an answer, and found himself unable to describe it as much more than that. After all, it had been long enough ago that he had forgotten what life was like in a family. Regardless however, the child seemed to get the idea.

“So… a family is a group of people like me?”

“Well, not quite, but that’s close enough I guess…” Makoto said, before realizing something.

“Oh wait, I still don’t know your name!”

“…What’s a name?” Upon hearing that, Makoto sighed again, silently thinking that this could take a while.

“A name is… what people call you. That’s the best way to describe it really.”

“Oh! My name is ‘Omae’!” Makoto blinked slightly, trying to figure out what made him think that his name was one of the words for “you”.

“Um… why do you think that your name is ‘Omae’?”

“Well, Makoto calls me ‘Omae’, so if a name is what people call me, then my name is ‘Omae’!”

