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FIRST-YEAR
HOMEROOM CORRIDOR
MID-MORNING BREAK

SORA MINABE.
16,

HE'S BEEN TRACKING
THIS DREAD FOR
WEEKS NOW.

DIFFUSE AT
FIRST.

BUT IT SHARPENS
DAY BY DAY,

A COUNTDOWN
HE CAN'T READ.

LOW-GRADE
TENSION,

NOTHING
EXPLODES.

YET.

SOMETHING
NN CLOSES IN.

SPECIFIC.
SEVERE.
b\ PRIVATE.

[ | I -

MIYAMOTO SAKI.

AND TWO OTHERS.
HE ASSUMES
4 THE DREAD

BELONGS TO
WHAT'S RICHT
IN FRONT OF
IT.

HE'S WRONG.




APRIL 12
SHOVED IN
HALLWAY.
NO APOLOGY.

APRIL 28
DPELETED PHOTO
FROM GROUP

ABOUT
hl:R FAMILY.
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IFI
INTERVENE
LL')NBEL:'UENLE‘,
— RETALIATION
— ESCALATION
— ISOLATION
— VIOLENCE?

AND IF T DON'T..

SHE KEEPS
DISAFPEARING.

BOTH PATHS
LEAD TO HELL.

OBSERVATION
WAS THE EASY
PART.

ACTION I5 THE
NLY THING LEFT.




MIYAMOTO SAKI, 16.

AFTER e _
CLASSES. ~= SHARP-FEATURED.

EAST COURTYARD.

CONFIDENT,
UNNOTICED HiM.

SORA MINABE, 16,

SMALL.
UNREMARKABLE,
INVISIBLE.

UNTIL TODAY.

HIS BODY
SAYS NO.

HIS FEET ' HE'S

EEF'P SAYING SPEAKING?
YES.

RELIEF.
INSTANT.
UNGLIARDED.
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THE INVISIBLE BOY...
NOTICED Us?




YOU STARTED
THE RUMOR ABOUT
MR. TAKEPA TAKING

MONEY FROM PARENTS.

YOU WROTE IT IN
YOUR HISTORY NOTES.
PAGE 127.

AT

THAVE
PRACTICE.

IT WORKED.

THE RELIEF ON
MY FACE IS REAL.

AND, THE FRAMING
MAKES CLEAR, ABOUT
TO BE PREMATURE.




THE DAY'S
CRISIS...
SOLVED.

| THE WEIGHT
ON MY

SHOULDERS...
GONE.

I CAN
FINALLY
BREATHE.

Bim

THIS ISN'T
MIYAMOTO.

"
= »
FACES I DON'T ”
i ”_“"3:_&
(%

THIS I5 THE
PROBLEM MY
GIFT WAS
WARNING ME
ABOUT.

AND IT'S
SO MUCH
WORSE.

THREATS I
CAN'T SEE.




THE AFTERMATH
DOESN'T ARRIVE
WITH NOISE.

IT ARRIVES
WITH EYES.

HE DIDN'T WANT
TO BE A HERO.

HE JUST
COULDN'T WATCH
ANYMORE.

NOW HE WISHES
HE HAD.

ALARM.

SHE CAN'T
PLACE WHY.

BUT SHE
FEELS IT
ANYWAY.

HE STOOD UP FOR WHAT WAS RIGHT.

-Dip You
, SEE THAT?

&

MINABE
ACTUALLY
WENT AT HiM.

LOCK AT HiM.
PRETENDING HE'S

SUPDENLY,
THE INVISIBLE BOY
BECOMES A STORY.

FUJITA YUKI, 16.

SHE HEARD
ENOUGH.

NOT CURIOSITY.

SOMETHING
ELSE.

HE DOESN'T
UNDERSTAND
WHY HIS STOMACH
DROPS WATCHING
| HER FACE
CHANGE.

NOT YET.

NOW HE PAYS IN WAYS HE NEVER IMAGINED.



EVERY STEP
SOUNDS
LOUDER
THAN IT
SHOULD.

JusT
ANOTHER
BOARD.

FLJITA YUKI

JusT
ANOTHER
NIGHT.

“msene i

MISSING

FUJITA YUKI

Age: 16 Height: 52" Hair: Brown Em Bw

Last sem 05/23 near Enliﬂwt Bridge
'Nwhn wuniform, 1

TOMORROW'S
DATE.

A DAY
THAT

[~

DOESN'T =

EXIST

[



THE DREAD THAT
ED SHARPER

/




PUBLIC SWIMMING P!

PC THE SIPE GATE -
NEAR FUJITA'S NEIGHEURHOOD 15 UNLOCKED. J—"\"T'
CLOSED FOR THE EVENING. : :

g Al _{\
* ’ s (2
| oy 1 T
- . - e K
4 - T LK AN INSTINCT
= , g : I CAN'T
— = —— . iz f ARTICLLATE
= — ‘-T-—_—u-—-: = - | PRAWS ME
- - bt 3 = a IN.
E _% - n \ —
o - —— s
- 5
-
. A
LT ’ !
- Fe— -
- E | — & d
THE WATER'S - Mgl
REFLECTIONS - f —
MOVE VERY = k- *
SLIGHTLY WRONG. - 3
- = . "'-‘ \ H“:..L
OUT OF SYNC = b \
WITH THE WIND. \ b R,
A oy
A

SUBJECTIVEIROVS

A SHAFE
BENEATH
DREAD THE SURFACE.
HEIGHTENS
PERCEFTION.
BUINK:]
WHEND UNHEARD LINTIL IDPONT
THIS EXACT ANSWER T,

MOMENT.

NOTHING.

I Just
STARE.

AND THE WEIGHT
A NAME MY

PHONE HAS

OF FUTURE
CONSEQUENCES
CRUSHES SILENTLY
POWN UPON ME.

NEVER SHOWN
BEFORE.

—




SORA MINABE, 16.
THE POOL DEC HTINUOUS.




I've
NEVER
KNOCKED g i
posey EVEN
NEAR- KNOW
STRANGER'S |+ 1« | ol
oty , I wolLp
BEFORE, o -
NOW THAT
THE MOMENT
HAS

ARRIVED.




FUJITA YUKI'S - | SORA MINABE
APARTMENT, ABOVE G Tuc g rgy 7| | BUILDING ENTRANCE, BELOW |/

B
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FUJITA YUKI

s |
@ oxuor T
Hey Minabe /
is Bt true about Fujita? kol l(.
| VELETH CUT (SYNCHRONISED)
—
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SAME LIGHT. f-% { /e~ <
SAME COLD. <) : U 1
NO SOURCE.
; NO CAUSE. =
7 Ny
il ONLY REACH. N
= L |
A RUMOUR A QUESTION |
SHE CAN'T HE NEVER
i
ANSWER, WANTED TO
HEAR.
L]

TWO PEOPLE. P (IS u
y
TWO ROOMS, /
- P
w; = ONE COLD

THREAD.



TWO BLOCKS | : . .. : TEXTS FROM SORA.
FROM FUJITA'S | ) “ig ; ' HOURS AGO.

APARTMENT.

MINUTES

LATER. ¢ RN ! ; : . TRACKED HIM
- : - ‘ THROUGH AN APP.

IcAN DO

CAN WE
TALK

FIRST?

WORRIED.

NONE OF Us
REMEMBER
AGREEING TO
INSTALL IT.

I

THE EPISODE 3
RECOIL PATTERN,

INVERTED.

AND WORSE.

NEITHER OF US
FOLLOWED.



HER CHAIR.

PUSHED IN WITH UNNATURAL
PRECISICN.

THE GARBLED RUMOUR FROM YESTERDAY
METASTASISED OVERNIGHT—

BIGGER. UGLIER. CRUELER.

MOTHING TRUE. ALL OF IT.

3
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\ .
THE HOMEROOM TEACHER

ENTERS WITH THE SPECIFIC
GRAVITY OF SOMEONE WHO
HAS JUST BEEM GIVEN NEWS
SHE NEVER WANTED TO HAVE
TO SHARE,

SHE CHOOSES HER WORDS
LIKE THEY MIGHT BREAK
SOMETHING.

BECAUSE THEY WILL.

SORA MINABE,

LATE TO HOMERCOM.
UNLUCKY AS ALWAYS,

EXCEPT THIS TIME—
HE WALKS INTO
SOMETHING WORSE
THAN DETENTION.

HE SEES HER CHAIR.
HE SBES THEIR FACES.
HE UNDERSTANDS
EVERYTHING,

THE CONSEQUENCE HE
SPENT ALL LAST NIGHT
DREADING HAS LANDED,

NOT THROUGH
MIYAMOTO,
NOT THROUGH
ANYTHING HE
COULD HAVE
PREVENTED.

BUT THROUGH THE
SPOTLIGHT HIS OWN
WELL-INTENTIONED
INTERVEMNTION
FULLED ONTO

A GIRL HE NEVER
SPOKE TO ONCE.

HIS FACE DRAINS
OF COLOR.

THE WHITES OF
HIS EYES ARE
STARK AGAINST
HIS WaRM
COMPLEXION,

HME CARRIES THE |
WEIGHT OF A CRIME
HE DIDN'T COMMIT
AND CAN'T MAKE

RIGHT, [




Episode 5: Aim

THE
FUTLIRE [£
A MAP...

HE HAD [ i s . e : ¢ . 4 ; HAD I
AlME - il s X : b oo SIMPLY NEVER |
CORRECT ; dosinc : / y [

CUT TO BLACK.



