Haru Saitou

It was the morning of Saturday the 21st of October, 2004. Haru Saitou sat in front of his washing machine, watching the clothes spin round. The week’s load was more than usual. Outside the sun hung low, preparing its ascent, the wind was still and silent, small raindrops fell soundlessly on his kitchen window, only the hum of the machine and grating of some metallic object could be heard. Haru Saitou lived the life of a domesticated human. Thirty-two years old, he awoke every morning, went to work, and came home in the evening. On Saturdays he did his laundry, on Sundays he went shopping. It’s the life he’s been living since the age of twenty-one. His marriage to Emily felt like it could, and almost did, end this way of living. But one and a half years later she was gone, leaving only a note with a single word written on it; ‘sorry’. It was two months after this moment though, that his life began to change, two weeks prior to this moment.


On that Friday evening, of the 6th, work had finished late. Not an unusual incident by any means. Haru was waiting for the late bus home. It was on this day that he met Yume Yamamoto. It was a chance encounter, a momentary glance. In a parallel universe the same event would be missed, in another it would be ignored. Later on Haru would play the scene over in his mind, he would apologise to a girl for staring, then board the waiting bus, regardless of it being the wrong one. If he had said ‘no’ seventeen months ago, would this chance meeting have occurred? Or could the events following have turned out differently? The following Saturday, on the 14th, Haru woke up next to Yume, in a £50 a night hotel room. A silence fell over the pair, before Yume finally spoke.


“You’re married, aren’t you?” she said with an  expressionless face.


Haru’s stomach fell flat, dumbly he stared up at the ceiling, and began to imagine ‘I do’s but no love. “Yes” he said at last.


Without a word, she slid out of the bed, and began to change.


“She left, a couple months ago” Haru said, giving a hopeful glance in her direction.


Yume looked back, “divorced?”


“Not yet”, Haru looked to where she had once lay.


“Do you love her?”


“No”. He leaned back in, staring up at the ceiling once more. It was too easy.


Yume continued getting changed, and before leaving stopped and looked Haru over. “When it’s over, there’s a note in your wallet, read it”, and with that, she left.

The note is still in Haru’s wallet, untouched by his hands. The day before this day of the 21st he bought a new wallet, and has started taking a new route home. Though he realises what he does, things that were, will still be, regardless of whether he sees what reminds him of these moments. But for now, having no hope is easier to face.


In another scene, a black cat with a torn ear crosses the road, and his momentary glance is diverted. 

Standish

​

The day began, much like any other. I awoke in Podcity, work had been slow since I split from The Company, though I’m not so far gone as the Free World just yet. I wonder about the surface, is it sunny today, or cold? windy, raining or snowing? I long for weather.


My office is a post box, number 1118, 10 by 10 cubed. It’s been a while since I found anything in it. So, what should I say my job is? Data carrier? well, that’s part of what I do. It’s a front, behind that I do whatever the client wants. The phrase ‘the customer is always right’ runs all too true in my line of work. Sometimes I like to think of myself as a private detective. Steven Standish, private dick,  a little fantasy of mine. Being private, I’m more discreet than The Company. As a result the jobs I get can be a little more dangerous. 


So I was surprised when the letter that appeared, detailed only a simple courier job. 

‘Inside the envelope is a key, it will open the post box under yours, take the object you find to The Dango Hotel, zone 6, level A. Drop it off at the counter.

Redflower

P.S. Don’t open the box.’


As well as the letter and the key, there was also a cash card, and an upper-ground travel pass. I opened the post box under mine, and as described, there inside was a small box. The box was small enough to fit into the palm of my hand, its weight was next to nothing. It felt empty. I shook it, but it made no sound.


I hadn’t seen ground level for over a year till this day. Though it remained to be as I remembered it. Ground level’s not so impressive when you get there, and it’s cold as well. I’ve become too accustomed to the heated lower levels. The Dango was much like any other hotel in this zone, full of company men and foreign business men working in the inner zones. 


The hotel entrance led straight into the lobby, where men in suits sipped coffee at small round tables. At one end stood a grand piano, not far from that a bar, where drinks were being served to yet more men in suits. At the far end of the lobby stood the front desk, and beyond that a two grand staircases on either side which met at the top, leading into the rest of the hotel. Approaching the desk I suddenly had a feeling that things would not be so simple. The letter was signed ‘Redflower’, but I wasn’t told who I should leave the package with. The desk was manned by two identical looking men, both wearing the same red suits. It was obvious from my attire, a slept in suit, un-ironed shirt, loose tie, that I would not be staying here. But why make up pretences? 


“Can we help you?” they said in unison, looking down their nostrils at me. Not a nose hair in sight.


“I have a package” I said, placing the box on the counter.


Both looked at each other, and exchanged some same expression, then turned their glance back to me. “As to whom would you like to leave this for?” said the one on the right.


I paused for a moment, “Redflower”.


There faces remained expressionless, “I’m sorry, but we do not have anyone staying here under a name like that.”


“I was told to leave this here, at The Dango Hotel”. I studied their expressions, hoping for some sort of recognition, but their expressions didn’t budge.


“We are going to have to ask you to leave now” the one on the right said, gesturing to a heavy set man at the door, who then started to make his way toward the front desk. 


“Okay.” I raised my hands in compliance, then took the box and started to make my way out.


“Mr. Standish?” came a penetrating voice. Turning round I caught sight of a man in a black lounge suit making his way down one of the staircases. He was tall and thin, neatly shaved, the suit he wore was impeccable, his hair was long and covered his ears. Ignoring the front desk he walked right up to me. “Please, come this way”, he said politely, then bowed. As he bowed, I caught a glimpse of his left ear, torn at the top. 


I followed him up the staircase, then down the corridor, always keeping two steps behind. He finally came to a stop, in front of a door that bore no number, opened it, then beckoned me to enter. The room was blacked out as I entered the door slammed shut behind me. Next I felt something hard hit the back of my head, my legs went weak, I found myself falling to the ground, then all went blacker than black.

The Time Traveller’s Dream

​​​​​​

The clock’s display blinks zero hour, a hand moves out and pushes it face to the wall. The boy then sits up in bed, he looks towards the clock, the reflected LED lights glow on the wall. Turning the clock back to face him, he presses a series of buttons till it reads one minute past midnight. The blinking steadies, and he feels himself relax. A moment later they black out, then return to zero hour, blinking on and off. Again, he pushes it to face the wall.


The tireless blinks now penetrate his thinking. With a deep sigh, he pushes one foot out of his bed, then the other, reaches down underneath his bedside table, and pulls out a plug. Sitting back he turns the clock to face him, its numbers still blink. Wrong plug. He leans forward a second time, this time grabbing hold of the other plug, as he is about to pull he hears the faint flick of his TV switching on. His heart freezes, he checks on the floor, to make sure he has not trodden on the controller, but it’s not there. 


A silent image appears on the screen of a quiet train platform in some unknown countryside. A small train pulls in, a single passenger gets out, then it pulls out in the direction from which it came. The woman, dressed in a bright yellow dress suit, with long black hair, tied in a pony tail, makes her way down the platform. She holds a phone against her ear as she looks about her surroundings. Midway point down the platform she comes to a stop. She stands like this for a moment, mobile phone now by her side. Slowly she moves her phone back to her ear, says something, then places it into her handbag. She then starts to walk, then quickens her pace to a light run. As her final remnants go out of view, the screen flicks off.

(No Name)

“What should we do with him?” a mans voice comes out from the darkness.


After a brief pause a woman’s voice speaks, “Did he bring the object?”


“Yes, it’s right here” replies the man. “Do you want to make sure under the light?”


“No need.”


“So, what shall we do with him?”


“Throw him over the wall” the woman says coolly.

Lake House

Haru Saitou awoke not knowing where he was. He began to think he must be dreaming, but as time passed his state remained unchanged. He began to feel somewhat odd. The room he was in was bare, but for the bed he was laying in. A single window looked out onto a landscape of green trees and a pleasant blue sky. How long it was till the door opened he didn’t know, when it did a woman wearing a bright yellow dress suit entered.


“I see you’re awake” she said, with a pleasant smile.


Haru stared at her, but didn’t know what to make of the situation.


“It’s been a long time, wouldn’t you say?” she continued. “Almost ten years now” she breathed a heavy sigh.


Haru returned his gaze back to the window, then back to the woman in the yellow dress suit. 


“I wasn’t sure if I’d see you again here”, she smiled, then looked to the side. She paused, then continued, “You don’t remember do you.” Her smile left her.


“I don’t remember” Haru repeated softly, as if to himself.


“You don’t remember what?”


Haru stared up at the ceiling, then back to the woman. Smiling he reached his hand out to scratch the back of his head.


“What’s wrong, did you hit your head?”


“Maybe.”


“Okay” she replied softly. “Well, I just wanted to make sure you were okay. I need to go now, but I’ll be back soon, okay? Take a walk, it’s a lovely day” she said, looking toward the window. With that, she turned and exited the room, leaving Haru alone once more.

Redflower

Time passed, and the woman in yellow hadn’t returned. The sky was still light outside, though a less intense shade of blue to before. Haru was considering whether he should get up, or stay in bed, when there came a gentle tapping, like the sound of a door knocker. He stayed sat in bed, did he hear someone knocking on the door? or was it something else? Sitting up, he concentrated on his hearing, and any sound his ears may pick up. Another knocking came, this time louder than the first. It was definitely someone knocking against the door. Haru got out of bed, and made his way to the door. The house, it turned out, was very small, and only on one level. The furnishings too, were as sparse in the rest of the house. He got to the door, opened it, only to find no-one standing there. Directly in front of the house he saw a large lake, beyond that something that looked like a forest, to his right and left sides several other small houses, just like the one he was in, spaced out by some considerable distance and joined by a small dirt path. There was a slight chill in the air, so rather than take a walk he chose to stay indoors. He closed the door and began to make his way back to bed. Another knock came. 


Haru opened the door, only to find once again that no-one was there. Looking down, he saw, on the ground, a pair of shoes. Slipping his feet into them he stepped outside. He walked out onto the small dirt path, as winter sets in it will become muddy, as for now, it’s still dry enough to walk on. The lake is still, but for the odd ripple on the surface. Haru looks right, then left, which way to go? The path on the right looks shorter, he goes left.


It was getting colder when he approached the first of the little houses, though the wind remained relatively still. In front of this house was a small garden, fenced off by a small picket fence, which was full of bright red flowers, the front door was the same shade of red. Haru looked through the window, and saw a woman sitting inside, with her back facing him. She was staring straight ahead of herself, at a box, set on a small table.


“Excuse me!” Haru called out.


She didn’t respond. Haru tried calling out again, but still, she did not stir. 


“She can’t hear you” came an unknown voice. Then from nowhere a black cat with a torn ear jumped up onto the fence.


Haru took a step back.


“I’m sorry, let me introduce myself” the cat said, jumping down from the fence, then standing up on its hind legs continued, “I am Yusaku Yamadera.”


“You’re a cat.”


“You imagined a cat, so that’s what you got. Imagine a human, and you’ll get one of those.”


“Did I imagine her too?” Haru gestured to the woman in the house.


“No, she doesn’t belong here.” He licked his paw, then brushed it through his hair. “I was in a fight.”


“Okay... so who is she?”


“She” began Yusaku Yamadera, “she is Redflower.”


“Who is Redflower?”


“Redflower is she.”


“So… why?”


“This is your head, I don’t know the answer.” With this Yusaku Yamadera returned to all fours, and proceeded to walk away.


“But if you’re in my head too, shouldn’t you also know?” Haru called after him.


The cat laughed in reply, “Very good Mr. Saitou”, and with this, disappeared.


It was now dark, the woman sat as still as ever, in her dark room, and the wind was blowing a little more. Ripples like small waves lapped at the shore of the lake. Haru was cold, and hungry, he returned back to the house that was either his, or the woman in yellow’s. Each day Haru came back to the house with the red flowers, till on one of these the woman was gone. 


The flowers in the garden had all lost their heads, green stems poked up from the ground.


“Redflower has gone” Yusaku Yamadera said, reappearing. Standing on all fours again he continued, “nipped at the buds, she won’t come back”.


Haru stepped over the small fence, and made his way to the red door.


“Time has passed, since she said ‘don’t wait’”


“What?” Haru said, looking back, the cat was now standing in the garden.


“Bitterness goes, and comes, but not so much.”


“What are you saying?”


“Anger dried up, turned to sadness, now to nothing.” The cat continued, ignoring Haru.


“I really don’t get it.”


“She’s gone, she’s gone.”


“She’s gone?”


“Redflower, she’s gone.” The cat came to a stop at the door, then stared Haru in the face.


“What was that?”


“Your words Mr. Saitou. You should know that. Wake up.” The cat began to bat his paw against the door. The sound it made was slight to begin with, but with each knock the sound became louder and deeper. With the beating on the door the wind picked up into a howl, and the ripples turned to waves,  and crashed down, over the bank, then the path, and engulfing the house.

Haru woke up in a cold sweat, to the sounds of someone knocking on his door. This time he was back home, the home he knew, where washing gets done on Saturdays and shopping on Sundays.

Goodbye Silent Lover

Dear Emily,


I realise now that you are not coming back, but really, don’t apologise for this. In truth, I don’t want you to come back. We can say many things about what happened between us, that it was too soon would be a starting point. I did like you, but it was never love, and I realise now, that you never loved me either. My feelings for you amount to a little more than nothing. I no longer feel any sadness, or anger, the loss has gone. There are still pangs of regret, they come and go. In time I’m sure this will pass as well. In time, I’d have forgotten all about you. The thought of this is a pleasant one. I know this may sound bad, how can I say such things? We were once close. Though this closeness was only ever physical. I wonder sometimes, about when we met. Just why did you choose me? In the end it doesn’t matter, knowing why doesn’t change that it happened, neither does regret. Regret hangs heavy on my heart, and in some ways I blame you for this, for the happiness I can’t have. I realise what we did, we both did it sober. Knowingly, we both said ‘yes’. Isn’t it funny though, how they never once asked if we loved each other? Do you think, if they did, we’d have got married?


I may need something from you soon, really I’m not sure how this works. Of course, I’ve never had to get a divorce before. But I’ll be seeing someone this Wednesday about it. I’ll be sure to let you know what happens, till then, I’ll be seeing you, and soon enough, goodbye.

Haru

End

Haru opened the door, behind it stood a man in a yellow delivery suit. He was a couple inches taller than Haru, from under his cap his hair sprouted out, covering his ears.


“Mr. Saitou” he said with a bow. “If you could just sign here.”


Haru took the clip board and pen handed to him. “What is it?” he asked, signing his name.


“It’s something for you, of course” said the deliveryman, taking back the clipboard.


“Who sent it?”


“Open it, find out” he replied, handing Haru a small, cube shaped box. “Good day Mr. Saitou” he gave another bow, then left.


Haru closed the door behind him, then, taking the box went to his kitchen, and placed it down on the table. Pulling out a chair he sat down and stared at it. No marks were on the exterior of the box, and it was almost weightless. Pulling it closer he began to look for ways in, when another knock come at the door. 


He opened it, but no-one was there, on the doorstep lay a folded piece of paper with his name written on it, picking this up he returned to the kitchen. 

‘Did you read the note I left in your wallet? Not that it matters now, in the end I decided not to stay here. Meet me once more, okay? Do you remember the restaurant we went to the first time? I’ll be there at 8, don’t be late.

Yume’

Haru then took the box, and ripped open one side. The head of a red flower fell out onto the tabletop.
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