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Fallacy 1.




Retro Tar.
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A week after Maximum Impact's seemingly unprovoked attack on the Saint Annia's All Girls Catholic High School, thanks to a diligent effort at repairing the damages, one wouldn't even guess that there was a riot on campus at all.

In spite of this, said damages initially posed some challenges when keeping classes operational.

A bloodied music room, injured students, and blast residue from grenades scattered across the roof, among many other problems are all things that students on campus had to work around this past week.

With today being a weekend day that is free of lessons, everyone of note has been taking it upon themselves to attend to their own business.

A rather deep and profound question one might be tempted to ask themselves...
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..."What does a Saint Annia's All Girls Catholic High School student get up to when they have a day off?"...
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Well, the answer to that question depends on which student it is you're talking about.

Right now Bambi is currently in the middle of walking into the campus chapel in the early morning, a practice which is common for her as she likes to regularly attend to her morning prayers here.

Even though he knows she doesn't exactly have to pay a visit to the house of God in order to reach him... she just feels like it's the right thing to do whenever she has the chance.

In something of a change of pace for her, however, Bambi does not simply stop at mere prayers. And some time, roughly a half hour after arriving in the chapel, she makes her way up to the lectern situated in front of the pews.

Here, Bambi imagines herself facing the students in the congregation as she remembers the hymn that Bianka sang to her a while back, which she begins to sing now.

And in respect to why she is doing this, all that can be said is...
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..."Why shouldn't she test her vocals cords, she is on her own, right?"
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Well the simple answer to that question is...
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..."Wrong!"...
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There is indeed someone else in the chapel right now.

Two people in fact.

Up on the second floor, lying naked underneath a blanket just behind a protective barrier that overlooks the open-roofed view of the lectern and seating down below, Kaija and Trind are only now waking up after having spent yet another passionate night together inside the house of God.

Yes, this is indeed a stark abuse of the choir club's privileges. But Kaija doesn't care. She's more fixated on cutting deals that benefits her, along with doing whatever the hell she wants.

But in respect to this place being considered her own personal safe haven (at least on a Saturday), it's safe to say that it is indeed shocking to see someone else renting up space in the area to practice the very thing she's supposed to be working on herself.

Now...don't misunderstand, Kaija is in actual fact a tremendous singer. It is the sole reason she is head of the choir club, after all.

What is shocking her here is the fact that there is an undocumented singing talent that exists on campus that she's never even heard of.

Sure, she knows of Bambi as Bianka's subordinate, but she's never heard the girl sing.

More specifically Kaija has never heard Bambi sing one of the hymns she is struggling to teach other club members to nail so resoundingly well in comparison.

From this display alone it suggests that Bambi is either a closeted, diligent practitioner of the verbal musical arts...or more realistically, she is just naturally gifted in vocal music with the added bonus of being passionate about the source material in which she is singing about.

A God-loving choir girl that could actually sing in a choir. Despite how strange it may seem to the rest of the world, this is something of a rarity here in this school as of recent times, so it's kind of making Kaija salivate at the thought to the point that she once again starts drooling over Trind who is still lying on the floor trying to get to sleep next to her.

This prompts Trind to eventually call her up on this saliva discharge.

Trind: Hey, Kaija, do you think you could drool somewhere else...like ... I dunno, a sink maybe?

Kaija: Sorry, I couldn't help myself. Can't you hear that beauty sing?

Trind: (Yawns)... Huh? Are you listening to more choir CDs again?

Kaija: What you're hearing right now is not the result of a man-made laser reflecting from a CD disc image, this is the real deal.

Trind: What are you talking about?

Kaija: Just sit up and look down at the lectern, would you?

Trind: Alright, but I-...What the crap!?

Trind eventually catches up to Kaija's speed in this moment of shock when she realises that it's not a CD playing the music she's hearing, and instead it's just a single girl, at a lectern under the eyes of God singing his praises.

A sight that leaves Trind's jaw hanging in awe for sometime until Kaija pulls out some duct tape and says to herself.

Kaija: I must detain this talent and recruit her to my club.

Trind: What!?

Kaija: What are you finding so shocking about this, I ask you?

Trind: You can't just go kidnapping someone if you want to recruit them into your club.

Kaija: And why can't I? It's the only way they'll listen. If I don't get to her first then she'll be snapped up by the country western club. And I'd sooner die than let that voice start singing about pick up trucks and cattle on the horizon.

Trind: Not all country music is so stereotypical, Kaija. There's some really good artists in the genre.

Kaija: I'm not disputing their talents. I'm denying them the acquisition of one more because I'm selfish. There is a glaring difference between the two.

Trind: You're right there, I suppose. It's all “finders, keepers” in this day and age when it comes to talent pools.

Kaija: Which is why we need to get on top of her!

Trind: Already? We were up all night having sex, Kaija..I don't think I have it in me to do a three-way right now.

Kaija: That's not what I meant. The girl's clearly too innocent for that. We can only lure her into a deal with persuasive, wholesome God worshipping.

Trind: We can't actually lure this girl into doing anything as she already works for Bianka, remember?

Kaija: Damn! You're right... (Sighs)... And no matter how ruthless I am, I can't go back on my word to such a divine, buxom tyrant as Bianka Nakahara. OK, new plan.

Trind: I all ears.

Kaija: We go to Bambi, make the pitch of how great both the choir club and her talents are, and then we try to wedge in a meeting with Bianka to request we make use of the girl's talents.

Trind: Will that work?

Kaija: There's only one way to find out. After all, if you don't ask you don't get.

Trind: Alright then, lead the way.

Heading for the stairwell in the back of the church, the two of them run down to meet with Bambi at the lectern to make some kind of all-purpose pitch for recruitment without actually suggesting that Bambi join the choir directly.

It's a gamble, and Kaija isn't exactly sure it'll work, but it can't hurt to try in her mind (because if she can't get anywhere with Bambi, then the country western club most certainly will not be able to, so it will put her mind at ease).

As this continues on at one part of campus, over at the Hayashida private dormitory building Chieko is only now stepping out of the balcony doors in her room to take a moment to breathe a single breath of fresh air to greet the day.

This is something she does every day, whether lessons are on or not.

So naturally she would typically expect that she should be able to do this without incident.

However, for today at least, Chieko would be wrong. As there is something of a major interruption in the Hayashida dormitory lawn's peace and tranquillity that causes her to stop and do a double take as she asks herself.

Chieko: What the fuck is that!?

As she looks on at two casket-sized packages sitting on her front lawn which appear to have not long been left behind by the Saint Annia island mail-man.

Frieda is quick to heed her superior's call as she peeks her head out from behind the curtains at the nearest window with a video recorder in hand as she asks.

Frieda: You rang me, Miss President?

Chieko: Well that depends, are you the one responsible for littering by dumping those large packages on my lawn?

Frieda looks to the two coffin-esque boxes out front and scratches her head before conceding to the fact that she has no fucking clue where they came from.

Frieda: Oh wow, would you look at that? What the hell are they?

Chieko: If you don't have answers then would you mind going down to investigate for me?

Frieda: Sure thing, Miss President. Just tell me what you need me to do.

Chieko: Go check the addresses on them and make sure, for the love of Christ, they're not oversized letter bombs!

Chieko says this as she lifts and tosses Frieda off of the higher level balcony of her dorm building all the way down to the front lawn where Frieda's body crashes through a lawn chair and part of a picnic table.

Not letting the unholy impact impede her abilities in any way, shape or form, Frieda soon leaps back up to her feet and proudly shouts up to Chieko.

Frieda: Don't worry about me, old buddy! I'm doing fine down here! That fall wasn't enough to break me!

These words do nothing to impress Chieko, as the student council president throws her alarm clock out to strike Friead in the forehead in effort to move her along as she responds by shouting.

Chieko: Would you hurry up and check the address on those boxes, already! I want to know if I can offload them onto someone else, or if I have to deal with them.

Frieda: Yes! Of course! You can count on me!!!

Frieda runs and trips over the first of the two boxes in her excitement, causing a student who is passing by to look on in concern as she asks.
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..."Oh my God, are you alright?"...
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But this is promptly misconstrued as an offensive attack on Frieda's part as she stands up and points to the girl whilst screaming.

Frieda: Hey!!! Are you laughing at me!?!

The girl, caught off guard by this, looks both ways wondering if it is her that Frieda is talking to.

After realising that it is indeed a matter of Frieda assuming she was laughing at her for some reason, the girl is quick to try to correct this misconception.
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..."I'm sorry, please do not misunderstand. I wasn't trying to offend you. I was just wondering if you were seriously OK, because that looked like a nasty fall."...
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Not willing to fall for the girl's attempt at “being nice”, Frieda rips a garden trowel out of a nearby planter and she stabs it into the girl's throat to kill her as she screams in her face.

Frieda: Don't you dare laugh at me!!! I don't like the laughing!!! I'm perfect and won't be laughed at!!! You hear me!?!? No laughy laughs!!!! AAAAAHHHHHH!!!!

In the time it is taking for Frieda to deal with this mild disagreement, Chieko has resorted to taking a couple of painkillers for her head, as the simple process of watching Frieda tend to this "chore" is starting to become unbelievably stressful in the most headache-inducing way conceivable.

Eventually, after the nice girl is dead, Frieda stands tall with one of her boots trampling the dead girl's corpse as she chants...

Frieda: I am king! I am king! I am king!

Over and over and over again, until Chieko calls out to her once more in order to get her attention and distract Frieda from diving off the deep end into the pool of insanity.

Chieko: Frieda, my dear child, are you quite done yet?

Frieda: Oh my, yes, Miss President! As you can see I've become the undisputed king of all combat sports!

Chieko: Yes, yes, well now that you've taken care of that, would you mind actually doing the very thing I asked you to, instead of wasting my fucking precious time on this harsh and cruel Earth!

Frieda: Ah, yes! The address! Give me one moment! Miss President!

Chieko: (Sighs)...One moment for you is a moment too many...

Frieda: What was that, my stunningly beautiful and perfect president?

Chieko: Nothing, just get on with it.

Frieda, in spite of her haywire brain chemistry, is actually reasonably smart in her own right, so it doesn't take her long to actually take care of this task when she puts her mind to it.

Within a few short moments she has the address Chieko was searching for, and much to the Hayashida heir's delight, these oversized packages have been wrongfully delivered to her address.

Frieda: It says the packages in question are for one...Byakuren Jo, that junior first year gymnast with a poor grasp on the fundamentals of how reality works.

Chieko: (Mutters) You're one to talk...

Frieda: What was that you just said, my champion of divine bliss and merriment!?

Chieko: I said, good, now we can call the Nakahara dormitory and tell them to deal with it. I was worried I was going to receive a letter from the principal for failing to maintain my end of our agreement in land leasing. But now it's Bianka's problem.

Frieda: Shall I call them now?

Chieko: I think it's for the best if I do it. No doubt if you deliver the message, it'll become mutated, distorted and contorted in a way that makes it sound like the illegitimate bastard child of an inbred Ox and a toothless hippo trying to convey words of peace.

Frieda: Huh!? That is so not me, I'm more of a purebred ox, with a fang-loaded hippo kind of vibe, in my humble opinion...

Chieko: ...

Chieko doesn't say anything in response to this as she has already headed indoors to make the phone call in question, leaving Frieda hanging as she calls out in expectation of some praise.

Frieda: Wouldn't you say so, Miss President? ... Miss President? ...Hellooooooo?

Frieda continues to stand outside on the Front lawn of the dormitory looking up in hopes that someone will respond to her eventually, meaning Chieko is free to search out the Nakahara dormitory phone number in peace.

Meanwhile, over in said dormitory, Jo is currently in the middle of frying something inedible in a frying pan within the dormitory kitchen, singing a song to herself that seems to be remixed from a classic movie to pass the time that goes as follows.
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Oh you, jolly Joey Jo Jo,
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Joey Joey Jo Jo

Me Wuv Stew.

And, in

Joey Joey Jo Jo

Joey Joey Jo Jo

What we'll do.

Near, far, in our pan-o-char. Oh what a smokey food we'll turn-into-isobars.

Jo Jo Joey Joey Jo Jo

Our fine poor scorched nosh-up.

Jo Jo Joey Joey Jo Jo

Our fine poor scorched nosh-up.

Oh you jolly Joey Jo Jo

Joey Joey Jo Jo

We wuv you.

And, our

Jolly Joey Jo Jo

Joey Joey Jo Jo

loves us too.

Thai, dough, anywhere we sow

on Joey Joey we depend.

Jo Jo Joey Joey Jo Jo

Our fine poor scorched nosh-up.

Jo Jo Joey Joey Jo Jo

Our fine poor scorched nosh-u-....
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This linguistic abomination of lyrical ear trauma is put on hold when Daki finally arrives in the smoke-filled kitchen to stand by Jo's side and shout.

Daki: Just what in the name of our lord are you doing!?

Jo: Oh, hey there, Miss Murayama. I was just singing a soul-healing song whilst kicking the breakfast in to ninth gear, you know what I mean?

Daki: No. Unless that's your way of telling me you're trying to burn the dormitory down?

Jo: Don't be silly. I love this place. If it's on fire then I wouldn't be able to go to sleep without burning to death.

Daki: ...

Jo: Is your silence code for you wanting to chime in and sing with me?

Daki: No. Though it wasn't my original intention, I'm relieving you of kitchen duty for now. As

























































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Liam HalpGI 5 >4 ,\






d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





