Author’s Notes:

First off, I’m going to state the painfully obvious … These characters are not mine! They are the creation of Naoko-san. Now much of this – the idea, most of the story line, as well as some of the script – is from one song from a song from “Phantom of the Opera.” And if you have ever seen the play, or if you have ever listened to the two disk soundtrack score, than you know what I mean. The main idea came form the song on the second CD, song four: “Wishing You Were Somehow Here Again … Oh, and FYI, so you know, I listened to a lot of depressing things while typing this up – it helped with a few minor add ins. Mainly I listened to Loreena McKennitt’s “Please Remember Me.” In the beginning of the song, before any words are spoken, there is a beautiful piano and violin duet – This of which of course brought tears to my eyes while writing the part about the concert – Anyhow, I hope you don’t mind a lot of drama readers … -.- It’s the story of my life. Enjoy!

PS! -.- Heavens, I almost forgot … Baka … Anyhow, the translation to the epitaph is: “I want to have a secret. I want to feel guilty.
Even though I know what’s happening with you,
I pretend that I don’t.
Even if my heart pounds in Fall, or I feel blue in Winter,
I’ll be ok if my precious love bears fruit.” Don’t worry, you’ll understand when you get there. That is from a song called “My Heart … Iidasenai, Your Heart … Tashikametai.” And that is a song from Ah! Megrim-sama! And finally, PHS -- "Personal Handyphone system" ... basically a cellular phone in Japan.

Kyoko S.

Wishing You Were Somehow Here Again

Little Michi thought of everything and nothing…

Her father promised her that he would send her her guardian angel…

Her father promised her…

Her father promised her…

Slowly Michiru drifted down the worn cobble stone path of the darkened cemetery. The hem of her dark navy dress flowed gently about her ankles as she continued about the ever so familiar path; walking rhythmically, subconsciously counting each and every step that she took. Slowly. One foot, then the other. To Michiru, all of her limbs felt unusually heavy, and they only grew heavier as she went along.

Why did it all happen that way that it had? Why so soon? … How could Fate be so cruel?

Allowing her eyes to roam slowly about the empty cemetery, she began to raise her a shaky hand to her face, brushing back a long stray wave of aqua that had fallen before her eyes.

It was then that she spotted it.

Taking in a deep and calming breath she started towards the one headstone that held her gaze. In her mind now all that surrounded her was gone, replaced by complete darkness, with not the slightest hint of light. All that was left in the world in her mind was herself and the large headstone that she had her eyes set upon.

Closer, getting closer … A little closer … It wasn’t much further now, only a few feet left.

She stopped.

For a brief moment she closed her eyes, slowly kneeling before the large, gray marble headstone. And though her eyes were tightly shut, she could clearly see every inch, every crease, every crevice and flaw of the monumental marker. Once settled on the ground, she extended a gentle hand towards the marble; her fingers blindly running over each of the words that had been engraved to become the epitaph:


Himitsu mochitai na. Tsumi o kanjitai.


Anata no news shittetemo



shiranpuri.


Aki ni tokimiete fuyu ni nay ande mo



daiji n akoi ga minoreba ii yo ne.

Michiru’s head dropped down, looking towards the cold earth on which she kneeled. Her delicate and pale fingers lingering on one word in particular that had been engraved.

Love.

“You were once my one companion … you were all that mattered…”

***

“Michiru … Did you – Honestly –“ Haruka’s voice gradually trailed off into the wind as she locked her eyes onto the gauge on her motorcycle. She could feel Michiru’s body – or at least her shoulder – resting gently against her back. She closed her eyes. Why was she so close – so very close? Why did she want to be?

“I meant every word,” Michiru whispered in response. The soundlessly, gradually, she raised her hand to rest upon the blonde’s firm and unmoving shoulder, giving an ever so gentle squeeze.

Then there was contact.

Not once did Haruka look back either before or after resting her hand on top of Michiru’s…

***

“You were once my friend and lover--,”

***

…Slow, quick, quick, slow … quick, quick slow…

Michiru silently listened to her partner’s quiet and rhythmic breathing. She allowed herself to move her fingers slowly about the blonde’s slender neck, who in turn held her close in a secure and warm embrace. She sighed, burying her face in her lover’s neck, becoming intoxicated with her scent. The scent and essence that was the Wind.

“You are a person who won’t let yourself lose to anyone. And a person who is always honest to her own feelings. And you will always be like that, until you die, won’t you?” She paused. “When I met you, I understood at once. You were that person. You were that person I searched for, and at the same time I was afraid of … I have decided to stay forever by you, who knows loneliness, with love…”

***

“then my world was shattered…”

Michiru opened her eyes and bated her lashes twice, forcing back the burning tears that she would not allow to fall. Now when she closed her eyes she could see the end. Over and over again it played in her mind. Like and echo in a never ending tunnel; faint, but still there nevertheless … The clear image of herself standing in the doorway of their home, the belt of her long silk robe tied securely around her waist. In the not too far distance, just across the lush green lawn, she could see Haruka. Her motorcycle had stalled in the street just before the driveway – she was trying to rev it back up still.

Haruka, please! Don’t just sit there in the road like that!

Her voice echoed in her head. She knew then that the road was never busy – especially at such an early hour of the morning. But even still, it wasn’t safe. Their home was around a sharp corner. And though few cars passed through, it was dangerous to simply sit in the middle of the road like that. There needed to be a sign, a warning – something.

And then…

Haruka!

Michiru had dashed from the door of the house and across the front lawn as swift as her legs would carry her. Only a few feet down the road the car had spun and stopped catty-cornered in the middle of the road, blocking both lanes. By this time the driver was jumping form the car and staggering to the fallen rider’s aid.

I didn’t know! I didn’t know! Is he all right? I didn’t see him there! I’m so sorry – is he breathing?…

By now Michiru had collapsed to the ground, her eyes wide with fear and he lips trembling. She held Haruka’s wounded body securely, gingerly rocking her to and fro while listening to the man try and contact the nearest hospital on his PHS.

Her breath was fading … gradually … slowly. Her breaths were beginning to come less frequently now … And then…

“I’m wishing that you were somehow here again … wishing you were somehow near … Sometimes it seemed that if I just dreamed – then somehow you would be here … Wishing I could hear your voice again … knowing that I never will … Dreaming of you won’t help me to do all that you dreamed I could…”

***

It had been – at the very least – two years since Haruka’s passing. And, as a tribute to her one and only, Michiru sat for a moment – in silence – trying to prepare herself for her first big concert in two years … It would be her first performance alone since she had met the Great Ten’oh Haruka. If Haruka was not on the stage seated upon her piano bench wearing an elegant black tux and awaiting Michiru’s entrance, then she would be seated in the audience – front row, center – looking just as dashing and waiting still.

But not tonight.

Tonight Michiru would perform a solo piece, completely alone. Sure, Usagi, Mamoru and the girls had come to her concert as support, but it wasn’t the same. And it never would be again.

After making her way onto the stage, Michiru gave her usual elegant bow, then rose both her violin and her bow, ready to perform.

 And so she began. In the beginning the piece was happy; the violin merging the notes written for both the parts of the piano and the violin – it was a piece Haruka had written some time before … “A Duet of Lovers,” as she had called it with her usual charming smile. But it wasn’t long before Michiru began to stray from the happiness of the piece; her sorrow affecting the joy in the music.

In the corner of her eyes she could see a piano, cast off to the side of the stage and out of the spotlight. Her heart ached. Suddenly she stopped, and dropping her bow to the floor, Michiru collapsed into a weak pile on the floor of the stage, crying as if her heart had been pulled from her chest right before her very eyes. She couldn’t go on with the performance – there was absolutely no way! Not without her love. Not without her Haruka…

***

“Passing bells and sculpted angels – so cold and monumental … They seem, for you, the wrong companions – you were warm and gentle,”

A harsh and cold feeling tugged at her heartstrings as Michiru raised the red rose of which she held in her hands to her lips. And after placing a small kiss upon its petals she placed it on the ground before the headstone, right where the marble met the earth.

Then she spoke again, unaware that her voice had risen to an alarming cry.

“… Too many years of my fighting back tears – Why can’t the past just die!?” Her eyes burning with the tears that had finally found their way to the surface, Michiru forced her eyes closed once again, only to feel then fall to her cheeks and drizzle down the length of her face and neck. “I wish that you were somehow here again,” she sobbed. “Even though I know I must say goodbye … I must try and forgive the Fates … learn to live on; just give me the strength to try!”

She stopped.

Suddenly she felt her body calm and her muscles relax. She lifted a hand to wipe away the many tears that had fallen, drying her eyes so that she could once again see clearly.

She shook her head, running her fingers over the cool marble once again. “No more memories, no more silent tears …No more gazing across those wasted years of mourning…” Again she paused, but this time it was because of the feeling of a warm hand resting on her shoulder. With a slight jump, she opened her eyes, and glancing to either side of her she noticed both Hotaru and Setsuna standing over her. Each with a gentle smile on their lips.

Michiru kindly returned the smile. “Help me say goodbye?”
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