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    For those who had to grow up too soon.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "When harmony is lost, the world does not end.It waits for someone brave enough to restore it."

      

    


“All I know about my father... is that he was a great man. A man who existed in stories, in whispers, in the faintest traces of memory. Before he left, before the world I knew crumbled. He disappeared when I was just two, leaving only me and my mother behind. After that, there was no childhood, no time to be small. My hometown... it was swallowed by Mongols and lords, their banners tearing through the streets, their soldiers setting fire to everything we held dear. Smoke choked the sky, and fear filled every corner. The air itself grew heavy, dense... too heavy for my mother. She fought, but she could not survive it. Her last words, barely audible through her pain, are etched into my mind like a blade: ‘Find your father.’

Since then, I have lived with stories of him. Tales of a brave and honorable man who walked away before the collapse, leaving us to face the ruin. And all I have to go on... all I have to guide me through this world of ash and shadow... is a name. A single name to lead me through the ruins, through the blood and the dust, through the memories of a life that no longer exists. I do not know if he remembers me. I do not know if he even survived what came after. But I must find him... because to survive, to understand, to reclaim even a piece of the life we lost... I have no choice. All I can do... is chase a name.”
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​Chapter 2: The Long Road North
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Morning – Okinawa Harbor

The sun rises over the turquoise waters. Sakura stands at the edge of the dock, backpack slung over one shoulder, staring at the small fishing boats rocking in the gentle waves. She takes a deep breath, clutching the small charm her mother gave her before she died.

Sakura 

“All I have is a name. Just a name... and a promise.”

She boards a small ferry bound for the main islands, the smell of salt and sea filling her nose. The island fades behind her, palm trees swaying in the morning breeze, and the horizon stretches endlessly.

On the Road – Villages Along the Way

Days pass as she travels by ferry and then by train, passing forests, rivers, and mountains. Every town brings hope... and disappointment.

Sakura stops at a small tea shop along the way. The owner, an elderly man with gentle eyes, looks up as she bows.

Sakura:

“Excuse me... do you know Hiroto Watanabe?”

Shop Owner:

He shakes his head slowly. “Hiroto Watanabe... that’s a common name. I’m afraid I’ve never heard of him.”

Sakura bows deeply. “Thank you,” she says quietly, hiding the frustration rising in her chest.

At a market later, she asks a young vendor selling vegetables.

Sakura:

“Hiroto Watanabe... Do you know him?”

Vendor:

The boy frowns, shrugging. “Can’t say I do. But... you’re traveling far for someone you don’t know?”

Sakura

“I don’t know him. I barely remember him. But I have to find him... I have to.”

She moves on, the streets growing busier as Kyoto approaches. Lanterns hang over wooden buildings, and the smell of incense drifts through the evening air.

Night – Kyoto Outskirts

Sakura sets up a small resting spot near a quiet temple, the glow of lanterns reflecting off the water in the moat. Exhaustion presses into her bones, but she cannot sleep.

Above, the stars glimmer faintly, the same ones her mother had gazed at years ago. Somewhere out there, Hiroto Watanabe lives. And tomorrow... she will move closer to him, one step at a time.
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​Chapter 3: Among the Crowds
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Morning – Kyoto Market

The streets of Kyoto are alive with sound: merchants calling out their wares, the clatter of carts, and the scent of fresh produce, grilled fish, and sweet pastries mixing in the air. Sakura weaves through the crowd, scanning faces, asking quietly, “Hiroto Watanabe... Do you know him?”

Her questions are met with polite bows, smiles, and repeated apologies.

Merchant (handing her a small pastry):

“Try this, young lady! The sweetest of the season!”

Sakura blinks, caught off guard. She quickly bites it and nods, muttering, “Th-thank you.”

Another vendor thrusts a small skewer of grilled fish toward her.

Sakura 

“Okay... everyone’s kind. But this... this is going to take forever.”

She laughs softly to herself, trying to mask frustration. Each person is polite, generous, but no one knows her father.

Midday – Trying to Keep Up

Sakura moves down the narrow aisles of the market, nibbling on whatever is offered—sweet rice cakes, pickled vegetables, grilled meat skewers. She’s grateful, but it slows her down. Her backpack feels heavier with each step, sweat and exhaustion mixing with determination.

Sakura 

“I’ve been walking all day... asking everyone, following every rumor, and still... nothing. Not a single person has heard of him. Maybe... maybe this will take months.”

She pauses by a stall selling colorful lanterns. A small child waves at her, offering a piece of mochi. Sakura smiles faintly, taking it, realizing that kindness is everywhere—even if answers aren’t.

Evening – Reflection Among the Lights
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