Chapter 6: Risen


“I need a room.”


The clerk behind the counter lowered his newspaper and then dropped it. Snow towered over the counter, staring down at him, “I said, I need a room.” The man shook his head, the blood draining from his face, speaking hurriedly in a language Snow couldn’t understand.


Snow’s face darkened, and he shifted, letting an arm fall away from the prone bulge beneath his trench coat. He winced as his bloodstained hand, still dripping, dipped into his pocket, “I need a room.” He slowly drew out a wad of bills and placed them on the counter, barely maintaining his composure, “And I don’t want questions. Do you understand?”


The man nodded quickly, nervously reaching forward to grab a key before tossing it onto the counter. Snow snatched it with a winced, gritting his teeth, leaving the cashier to sort through the bloody bills.

666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666


Snow’s eyes opened, the scream continuing. The yakuza stood above him, the gun still held in his hands. He was looking at his chest, his white undershirt quickly turning red. He looked back at Snow and opened his mouth. Another shot rang out and Snow watched the color fade from the gangster’s eyes. The man collapsed, slamming into the ground with a dull thud, the sound of his gun hitting the cement muffled by his body. Snow blinked and the girl was on the body, screeching as she bludgeoned him, smashing in the back of his skull again and again with the pistol one of them had dropped.


Snow couldn’t stop watching, sitting there gaping as the girl pounded his head into a bloody mass. The gunman’s face was soon unrecognizable; his skull left in tatters, the meaty pulp of his neck becoming the top of his body. Still she screamed, the pain and anguish spilling out in her ferocious, unceasing assault. The sound of metal striking concrete finally drew Snow back, and he managed to push himself to his feet. He stood, watching her waif thin body fall on the corpse again and again, trying to punish him even now.


He didn’t even realize he grabbed her hand until she struggled. It all seemed so surreal. She looked up at him, her eyes haunted. He felt his head shaking, “No. No more.” He wasn’t sure she understood. He was almost sure she didn’t, but she stopped struggling. He slowly let go of her and they looked at each other, ignoring their own pain. Snow knelt down in front of her, and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her freezing body to his, bundling her up inside his coat, and then he ran.

666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666666


Snow sat down on the toilet seat, looking at the girl floating in the bathtub. She had passed out not too long after he had put her in there, probably while he was still stitching up his shoulder. He scowled, mostly at himself. Normally, it wasn’t exactly safe to leave someone who was probably suffering horrible frostbite in a pool of water where they could drown and then let them fall unconscious. Then again, after the hell she had been through, just from the first time he had seen her, he wouldn’t exactly call this a normal situation.


He picked up her outfit and looked it over again. Despite the fact it was soaked to the core with blood, he could still see the patterns. He was not familiar with Japanese fashion, but just from the look of it, from the details he could see, even the way it felt, it didn’t seem like something just any girl could afford. He did not see a label either… meaning it was probably custom made.


He sighed heavily and tossed the bloody dress into the garbage. He would burn it later. He was tempted to clean it, if nothing else than to have something for her to wear, but having her prance about in public with a bloody dress would draw the sort of unwanted attention that got people killed. He’d have to give her something of his to wear and then go get her something. He hated the thought of leaving, but having her walk around naked drew a whole different sort of unwanted attention that got people killed.


He pulled out the little traveler’s dictionary he had brought with him, thumbing through it. It didn’t take long to confirm there was no section devoted to questioning young traumatized children, not that he had expected any, but he found a few helpful phrases. He was trying to pronounce one of them when he heard her splash. He looked over the book and saw her looking at him, blinking. “Hey.” She stared at him like a deer in headlights. “Oh, um… yeah.” He laughed weakly, opening the book again and leafing through the pages.


“Are you feeling any better?” He murmured in butchered Japanese, “Are you still cold?” She blinked, still staring at him. He swallowed nervously, ‘Boy I hope I’m pronouncing this right…’


The girl shook her head, sitting up in the bath. She looked at herself, looking at the bloody water. Snow bit his lip, “Look.” She turned, looking up at him, “I… I want you to listen to my voice. I know you probably can’t understand what I’m saying, but listen to how I’m saying it.”


She stared at him blankly, watching as he talked at her. “I want you… to realize that I’m not here to hurt you. I don’t know what happened before. When I was chasing you… that… was a mistake. I didn’t mean to…” He trailed off when he saw her stand, tears forming in her eyes, “Oh no, don’t cry, I don’t even know how I’m supposed to—” She leaned forward, almost falling, arms outstretched. Snow’s eyes widened and he caught her, her arms wrapping around his. She buried herself in his chest, tears mingling with the bloody bathwater as she hugged him. 
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The screaming had finally stopped, but Mika remained standing, her body hunched forward, blood beginning to seep from the wound. Tears trickled down from her eyes, her blade falling from her limp hand, twisting in air and bouncing harmlessly off one of the mangled corpses beneath her.


John swallowed the hard knot at the back of his throat. He had heard a sickening crack when his pistol had struck her. He had hit her so hard that his arm had gone numb, and still, she stood. “Why?” He murmured, staring at her, “Why won’t you fall?”


Mika trembled as she knelt, trying to retrieve her knife. She grabbed it, her fingers curling around it, struggling to hold it even as her body failed her. She weakly tried to drive the blade into one of the bodies, “They haven’t suffered enough.”

