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Those two witnessed something in the 
mountains, shrouded in mystery— 
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Just what was the light that she saw? 
 
June 23rd, 1891 A.D. Located somewhere in the Himalayan mountain range. 
 
Two people who should already have lost their lives were walking. One of them was a woman, a 
mage who should’ve passed away in her sleep on a certain day in May. One of them was a 
man, a gentleman who should have reached the end of his life at a Swiss waterfall on a certain 
day in April.  
 
“The air is so fresh!” 
The woman exclaimed, standing under that perfectly clear blue sky— 
 
As she walked along the rough mountain road, speaking English with a slight accent, she didn’t 
yet appear to be an adult. She had wrapped her slender limbs in a thick winter cloak, and the 
pretty, frilly clothes that she wore made her look more like a girl in her mid-teens. For all intents 
and purposes, we may as well actually call her a girl. But despite her innocent, childlike 
features, the look in her eye was more akin to a wise old sage who had lived a good many 
years. 
 
She was a young girl who acted more like an adult. Or rather, a grown woman who acted more 
like a young girl. Either way, she was a petite young woman who gave anyone who looked at 
her a rather mismatched impression. 
 
“Why, just take a look, Mr. Sigerson. The sky seems so unbelievably clear.” 
 
“It’s quite an amazing sight, to be sure. These Himalayan mountains which may as well stand at 
the end of the earth, and the princess descended from the Dolgorukov royal family who stands 
overlooking them, are both quite a sight to behold. Watson would no doubt be envious, but I 
suspect he would complain that such a tale would seem highly fantastical and far too 
unrealistic.” 
 
By comparison, the man was extremely tall. 
Unlike the girl who was dressed quite lightly aside from her cloak, the man looked prepared to 
challenge the steep mountain climb: he was clad from head to toe in exploration equipment, 
complete with sturdy, mountain-climbing boots and a huge, heavy backpack. He took in the sight 
of the girl standing on the Himalayan mountain road quite calmly, his gaze full of reason and 
intellect. 
 
Even as he stood in the middle of the highest mountain range in the world, nested between the 
Indo-Gangetic plain and the Tibetan plateau, the man looked as comfortable as if he were 
reclining in his living room armchair. 
 
Traveling to an unexplored, sparsely populated region alongside a foreign princess— 



Even amidst such a fantastical scene, he paid no mind to such dreamlike sights, and his gaze 
looked only at reality. 
 
“By the way, little Dolgorukov princess. Could it be that you’re making such exclamations 
because you intend to climb the whole mountain?” 
 
“Of course not. Could you not tease me so?” 
 
“Oh my, how rude of me.” The man touched the brim of his hat apologetically. “But well, you see, 
I did think it was rather curious.” 
 
“What was?” 
 
“‘Theosophy’ involves the search for divine wisdom. In the past, through a combination of 
Gnosticism, medieval alchemy, and the genealogy of Kabbalah put forth by Neoplatonic 
scholars such as Paracelsus, you managed to bring the idea of modern theosophy to life across 
western Europe, the new world, and parts of Indian society.  
However… how strange it is, to think that the famous Ms. Blavatsky, responsible for such a 
forward-thinking point of view, is actually interested in researching the existence of demonic 
beasts!” 
 
“I don’t appreciate your sarcasm. Surely it’s not really so surprising?” 
The girl— 
Or rather, Elena Blavatsky let out a small laugh. 
“Even though we(occultists) live in the modern age, some of us are still interested in such things.” 
She informed all of this to the tall gentleman, whose name was Sigerson.  
 
Elena Blavatsky. And Sigerson, a man who claimed to be Norwegian but who was actually a 
British explorer. As far as the rest of the world knew, these two people should have already 
passed away, but they nonetheless proceeded across the Himalayan mountain range together 
as they cooperated with one particular goal in mind. 
 
In other words, they were there to investigate a mystery that was rumored to secretly still exist in 
the present day, at the end of the nineteenth century: a winged demonic beast, said to be 
cloaked in a mysterious light. 
 
- - - - - - 
 
“I wish I could be a bird or a butterfly.” 
 
Even now, I still remember saying something like that once. I really must have been quite a little 
girl at the time. 
 



Yes, when I was a girl I’m quite sure that I always wanted to have wings. Back when I still lived 
in my homeland(Russia) I would walk along the shores of my favorite place, Lake Volga, and talk to 
the birds, small animals, and bees. Yes, that’s right. Bees, too. Out of all insects, I think bees 
were the best for conversing with. I wonder, does that make me strange? 
 
No, no, I’m quite sure that it wasn’t one of those little daydreams that children tend to have 
sometimes. All of it really happened. Or at least, I choose to believe it did even now. 
 
While dreaming that I might someday sprout wings and fly away myself, I would talk to the little 
winged creatures around me, and sometimes I would even catch sight of fairies and spirits.  
 
…Oh my, would you like to know if the spirits were the same as the divine spirits of Gaia that the 
Clock Tower teaches about, or if they were the four elemental beings of the earth theorized by 
Paracelsus? Well, now. Hehe… who can say? All I know is that when I was a child, I used to 
play with so many invisible friends that the adults around me couldn’t see. To me, spirits and 
fairies were just a few of them. 
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My father often gave me a sour look whenever I would mention such things, but my mother was 
different. 
 
“Now, now, Elena. So you played with Viy today? You’re not injured, are you?” 
 
My mother was a famous writer, often cited as the "George Sand'' of Russia and quite 
acclaimed by the famous literary critic Belinsky himself. She was also the daughter of Princess 
Yelena Dolgorukov, a member of the Romanov family. And speaking of the descendants of that 
royal family… no wait, let’s not. I’m already telling you about the Dolgorukovs, so let’s not get 
caught up on the other details. No matter what the details of my mother’s birth may have been, I 
have always simply been myself. Truly, I think my family life was very blessed. 
 
My father was a member of the von Hahn family and a general in the Russian army. He was 
very strict at times, but also very kind. And I remember that when he was small, my younger 
brother would often trail along behind me, clinging to my back as we walked. He was such a 
cheerful child, so adorable, really. And my younger sister was very much the same. 
 
Hm? Oh yes, it’s true. I did have special powers. 
And very strange powers, at that—I was often able to do things without even moving my body. 
Was it some sort of supernatural ability, or was it magic? Well, who can say? But I was able to 
lift impossibly heavy objects as though they weighed nothing, find objects whose locations I 
should have had no way of knowing, and I could get animals to do what I wanted just by 
speaking to them with my mind. At first my family was surprised, in awe, and just a tad afraid of 
me, but eventually they became quite comfortable with all of my occult powers. 
 
…Hehe. I’m a bit surprised at just how dramatic and direct I’m being, baring my heart to you like 
this. But to you, Sigerson, this must be like nothing more than watching a play. I doubt that such 
emotional appeals would work on you. Do you carry talismans to ward off attacks on your 
psyche, or is your mental fortitude just that strong? No doubt, in your case the answer is most 
definitely the latter. 
 
A crow talisman? My, do those exist? That certainly doesn’t sound like something out of the tale 
of King Arthur. I wonder if it’s some charm from the Far East? Oh, it’s a tale from the Kumano 
province in Japan? You’re truly a mystery to me, Sigerson. I’ve been to the Far East as well, yet 
you seem vastly more familiar with it. You say that perhaps you knew of some grand Far 
Eastern legend that I wasn’t aware of? Oh yes, perhaps. It doesn’t even have to be a legend 
necessarily. I’m sure there are plenty of smaller children’s tales I’m unaware of as well. 
 
Do I like such stories for children, you ask? 
Why yes, although in proper English I suppose they’d be called fairytales. 
 
“Mommy, mommy, will you tell me another story?” 



When I was little, I used to pester my mother every night by asking her such things. Fairytale 
legends, stories where brave knights defeated the dragon, even tales about suspicious 
alchemists in their towers—I liked all of them. I’d listen to tales about anything, whether it was 
about St. George, the fae realm, the little household spirit Domovoy, Paracelsus, or the 
Philosopher’s Stone. I think that perhaps—something in me was drawn to such otherworldly 
tales. 
 
Hm? What’s that? You say I sound as though I was a rather adorable child? 
Hehe. I suppose so. But you know, I think I was unimaginably self-indulgent for a little girl. If I 
hadn’t been so willful, I doubt I would have perused the shelves of the library left by my 
great-grandfather, Pavel Vasilevich Dolgorukov, searching for any books I could find on magic at 
age fifteen. And by age seventeen, I surely wouldn’t have been so fascinated by that bald old 
egg Nikifor, and all of his interest in the occult. 
 
Oh yes, absolutely fascinated. I mean it, you know. 
At the time, my private tutor was quite perplexed by my fascination, too. 
 
“What you feel for Sir Nikifor isn’t true love, child, heavens. Just how long are you going to keep 
entertaining such childish thoughts, Miss Elena?” 
 
She would always say something along those lines. But you know, if I had truly gotten serious 
about it and gone all out trying to show off my more feminine charms, I’m quite sure I could’ve 
gotten a proposal out of that old Nikifor Blavatsky even sooner, within three days at most. 
 
…Ahem. Well, I suppose that’s beside the point. 
I was rather taken with the idea, and so we had quite the sudden marriage. Then, I experienced 
life as a bride for the next few weeks, and just as suddenly I washed my hands of married life. 
That’s right. I left him. Back in those days, you couldn’t exactly get a divorce, but I couldn’t keep 
living as Nikifor’s wife, either. I suppose my tutor was right, and such a thing was simply 
impossible for me. Deep down, I was still an unimaginably self-indulgent little girl. 
 
So you see, there was nothing particularly adorable about me after all. 
I was truly like a migratory bird, flying wherever I wanted of my own accord. If you think I was 
adorable, you should have seen the people I met once I left him, when I began traveling the 
world. 
 
I met Mr. Thomas Edison you know—quite a talented man, but I’m afraid his recklessness 
meant he never put his talent to proper use. And there was Nikola Tesla, too—that one was a 
real genius, but he always remained so self-isolated. I suppose you could say they both had 
their flaws, but they were honestly very pleasant people. They were both fully grown by the time 
I met them, but still they acted like little boys at heart. Even Colonel Olcott, forever my 
right-hand man, bless him, still retained something of that boyish quality as well. 
 
Back in those days, everyone’s eyes were sparkling with hopes and dreams— 



Oh yes, such hopeful eyes. I’ve just remembered, there was also the sweetest little boy, whose 
eyes would light up just like theirs as he would rush in the room and call my name with a smile. 
He was so adorable and precocious, I feel as though he could have easily become on par with 
Mr. Edison and dear Nikola themselves! 
 
“Miss Elena!” 
I remember the way his voice would ring out, as clear as a bell. 
Hehe. It’s all coming back to me now. I met him while I was in India. You know, I’ve traveled so 
many places across the world, but I think if someone asked me which one was my favorite, I’d 
have to say India. 
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It’s a land full of mystery, where I first learned about the philosophy of Advaita and the Arya 
Samaj religion, and the Brahmin I met while I was living there always treated me so well. India 
may be quite a divided place, but I truly liked everything about it. No, I loved it. 
Everyone there was so warm and kind, always so sweet. 
 
I wonder, just what was that child’s name…? 
Was it Naidu? Yes, I think it was. I’m sure that was his name. He was the youngest boy of an 
Indian family that had spared me quite a lot of their time and charity, and he was quite talented, 
with a real sensitivity for the supernatural. That boy, he never stopped smiling, whether at tea 
time, or meal time, or while he was reading. Even when he would take a nap, I swear the smile 
never left that boy’s face. 
 
He really did have the most beautiful eyes. He used to look up at me with those eyes, sparkling 
like polished obsidian, and say, 
“I hope I can see the world the way you do one day, Miss Elena. I want to hear Mahatma’s 
voice, too!” 
 
And the smile on his face whenever he would say that was the most precious thing in the world. 
 
- - - - - - 
 
“...the most precious thing in the world.” 
Finally, her words trailed off— 
And Elena Blavatsky took a long, deep breath. 
 
Perhaps she was a bit dizzy because she had been talking for so long as they traveled the 
mountain road, up high where the oxygen was very thin. As a result, she wasn’t watching where 
she put her feet very closely. She swayed a bit, first to the right, then to the left, and finally 
lurched forward as though she were about to fall. If no one had intervened, she surely would 
have plummeted to the ground face-forward. 
 
“Do be careful, my lady.” 
Just before she could actually fall, the explorer reached out his reassuringly sturdy hand in front 
of her and caught her. With a nod, Elena took his hand. 
 
“Thank you, Sigerson. I do believe I got a bit carried away with telling my story.” 
 
“Perhaps it’s time for you to take a break. You must have spent quite a long time weaving such 
a masterful tale of esoteric truth, after all.” 
 
“Yes, you’re right.” 
 



As if she were in the middle of some high-class social gathering, she gave him an elegant smile 
and a small bow. 
And as she released Sigerson’s hand, with the same hand that she had once clutched her 
cane— 
 
“But that’s not quite right. If you’re referring to the ‘secret doctrines’ of our esoteric philosophy, 
I’m afraid you’re mistaken. They really aren't anything so dramatic. Those doctrines would make 
for about twice as good a book as my previous work, ‘Isis Unveiled,’ but that’s about it. They 
aren’t works that contain the truth itself, so much as they’re…” 
She trailed off rather suddenly. 
 
Even though English was a foreign language to her, she spoke it so often that she felt she 
should be rather used to its vocabulary by now. Still, she often found herself at a loss for words.  
While she had still been an old woman, she had tried rather hard to hide this fact from others, 
but now that she had taken on this form again, she felt as though it might be okay to show when 
she was struggling. 
 
“A starting point?” 
 
“Yes, that’s right.” In the end, he had to extend her a helping hand with that, too. My my, she 
thought. “A starting point. Like a flight of stairs that leads you up. That’s all that I intended them 
to be. The way I felt when I was reading Paracelsus’ books at age fifteen… I wanted other 
people to be able to feel that way.” 
 
In reality, she felt quite embarrassed at having to be guided on the correct words by a 
gentleman who was many years her younger, and so she played absentmindedly with a strand 
of her purple hair. She had been caught a bit off guard. However, getting angry over something 
so trivial was beneath her. Back when she wrote her last book, just one word was enough to set 
her off, but by now, she wasn’t quite so short-tempered. She could still remember what it was 
like to be pressed by those skeptics who all looked down on occultism, how they would try to 
shoot everything down with logic, but still, she refused to get angry. 
 
And so, she decided to smile instead. 
If possible, she wanted to keep smiling even until the moment she died. 
Because she wanted to remain the kindest version of herself. 
 
“...But well, that’s all in the past. From now on, I’m done acting like the quirky, eccentric Auntie 
Elena who founded theosophy and was obsessed with everything occult. From now on, I’m 
determined to live my life like a quiet, well-behaved young woman full of hope and brimming 
with possibilities!” 
 
The explorer beside her didn’t respond. 
He neither refuted nor affirmed her words. He simply waited patiently for whatever she might 
say next. 



 
Then, Elena looked up at the sky above. So vast, so endlessly blue, as though it might go on 
forever. 
 
“I’m free now! Free from the British Society for Psychical Research(SPR) who kept pestering me 
with their incessant sarcasm, from my old home, the Theosophical Society, and from their 
beloved Mahatma, too!” 
 
She spread her arms wide and spun about like a bird. 
Although there was no way for her to actually take flight, she was here on this elevated 
mountain road, so far from the ground below. Surely it couldn’t be much different from soaring 
through the sky. 
In all the many years that she had lived, so full of ups and downs, she had never once achieved 
the miracle of sprouting wings. But this was comfortable in its own way. 
 
“Miss Irena1 Blavatsky, you are truly beautiful. Your skin looks clear and youthful, your eyes are 
sparkling with excitement, and you look so lively when you talk. And with your hair dyed purple, 
well, you look every bit the same as when I met you in London when you were a young woman.” 
 
“Oh? Wasn’t I blonde at the time?” 
She stopped dancing around long enough to throw him a smile. 
“I really am quite an old lady, you know. It’s only thanks to Mahatma’s power that I can freely 
adjust my body at will like this.  
 

1 I know the official localization used “Yelena” in Lostbelt 2, but I can’t agree with that translation. Helena 
Blavatsky’s actual name in her native language is actually Yelena, and she repeatedly notes in this story 
that Sigerson is not calling her by her name and corrects him constantly. I don’t want to claim that he’s 
referring to her as “Irene Adler” either, so I’m going with a more neutral “Irena,” especially as he talks 
about both “Irena” and “Elena” stemming from the same root of “Helen” later on. 
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Or if you were to put it in Clock Tower terms, I suppose I have the same background as a mage, 
or someone with psychic abilities?” 
 
“Mahatma, you say?” Sigerson asked, narrowing his eyes. “I’m not particularly knowledgeable in 
your field of study, so I can’t say for sure whether your great teacher(Mahatma) actually exists or not. 
Madame, I’m certain others have probably asked you the same question many times, but—” 
 
For a moment, he pondered how to phrase it. 
But ultimately, he decided not to beat around the bush. 
In the end, he asked Elena in a very straightforward manner: “Does the Mahatma you always 
speak of really exist?” 
 
It’d be a simple matter to give him a straight yes-or-no answer to his question. At the very least, 
the icy, level-headed composure with which the man before her always regarded the truth left 
her feeling considerably annoyed. Here, she thought, was a man who was most definitely not 
accustomed to being bested by a woman. And why the hell did he keep calling her Irena? 
 
“Well, I suppose if you actually read that book(doctrine) then you’d have your answer.” 
 
She gave a mischievous laugh as she said it, as though she were playing a prank on him. By no 
means did it sound like the laugh of an old woman— 
No, she was quite confident that in that moment, her face had looked like that of a fifteen year 
old girl. 
 
- - - - - - 
 
The Theosophical Society was said to have been founded in the United States, in New York. 
The peerless mystic(occultist) herself, Ms. Helena Blavatsky, had dedicated her entire soul to 
studying theosophy. One might say that the Theosophical Society itself was an agglomeration of 
all her wisdom, a crystallization of all the mysteries and secrets of theosophy that she had spent 
her life in pursuit of understanding. 
 
She reinterpreted many ancient Indian myths and legends which would become the basis for 
her society’s own beliefs, including Buddhist mythology, the philosophy of Advaita, and the Arya 
Samaj religion. And after studying the myths about the lost continent of Mu, or Lemuria, put forth 
by Philip Sclater, she asserted that ancient records left by indigineous peoples who lived on the 
western coast of the New World indicated otherwise.  
 
According to her, they said that such a landmass existed not in the Indian Ocean, but 
somewhere along the Pacific Ocean instead, and that it had once been home to a super-ancient 
civilization. Such a drastically alternative theory made quite the impression and it began to 
spread rapidly—even people without a lick of interest in occultism like Watson may have heard 
of it. 



 
After she moved to British-occupied India, her theosophical movement received strong support 
from the local Indians living there, particularly the backing of the influential Brahmin class, and 
for some time it seemed as though the movement would continue to spread and develop. 
However, those prosperous days wouldn’t last long for her. 
 
The Society for Psychical Research, or SPR, which existed on the British mainland… 
They released a report claiming that Ms. Blavatsky was a fraud, and that her theories were 
massive falsehoods meant to trick people by appealing to their emotions instead of reason. 
They denounced her work completely, and in an instant all of the hard-earned credit and belief 
that she had accumulated disappeared. However, that still wasn’t enough to make the lady give 
up. 
 
Even as she continued to face relentless criticism from most academics, she nonetheless stood 
her ground in her beliefs and wrote a new book, compiled from all the knowledge she had 
received from the transcendental being known as Mahatma. That book became what is known 
as “The Secret Doctrine,” though it was originally published under the pretense of being an 
update to her previous work, “Isis Unveiled,” a book still beloved by many occultists today. “The 
Secret Doctrine” was a two-volume work written with an incredible level of persistence. 
The book itself had an undeniably huge impact on the future course of occultism. 
However, she passed away before she could see the final volume published. 
 
She passed on, unable to see how the Theosophical Society that she herself had founded might 
develop or decline in the future. —Or at the very least, let’s just say that’s what happened for the 
time being. 
 
(The above was an excerpt from a record left by the explorer, Sigerson) 
 
- - - - - - 
 
There were many secluded, seldom-explored areas within the hinterlands of the Himalayas. And 
it’s often rumored that those areas are inhabited by strange and mysterious creatures which 
forego the limits of common sense, unrecorded in the museums of natural history and only 
conveyed in detail by the traditional oral tales of the indigineous peoples in the surrounding 
area. Were they simply hereto-undiscovered fauna or flora, or were they perhaps some sort of 
phantasmal species, brought to life as a true manifestation of mystery made real? 
 
Mr. Sigerson seemed to believe that it must be the former. 
 
But Elena wasn’t so convinced. The people who lived at the base of the Himalayan mountains 
told tales of all sorts of paranormal phenomena, including sightings of strange beings engulfed 
in light, or mysterious winged creatures. They sounded too different from the Indian myths of 
Garuda, or Karuraten. Surely it must be some sort of divine beast, no doubt. But no—even if it 



were a phantasmal species, it was just too unlikely that a divine beast would be alive here in the 
nineteenth century. So it must be a demonic beast instead. 
 
“It’s a story my old gran heard when she was a girl, from her own gran. Supposedly, there was 
some kinda creature that managed to fly between this world, and the world o’ the dead.” 
 
That was what an old man who lived in a village at the foot of the mountain had told them. 
 
“It was bathed in light? Or somethin’ along those lines? Apparently some folks can see it, and 
some folks can’t.” 
 
Of the two gentiles who stood listening to his story, the one who nodded along as though he’d 
just understood something wasn’t Elena, but the tall British explorer—as expected of Mr. 
Sigerson, no matter how long he walked along the mountain road, he never seemed to grow 
short of breath, and his gaze never wavered. 
 
The two foreigners were old acquaintances, but it wasn’t as though they had made a promise to 
meet up in this specific place. 
 
Their reunion was by pure coincidence. And neither Elena nor Sigerson commented on the 
strangeness of their chance meeting. All Sigerson said was that he believed there were no 
coincidences in the world, only the inevitable, and that everything was the logical consequence 
of some other action. 
 
“I’ll just be happy if this mysterious creature is related to the Indian mythos in some way.” 
 
“I wonder about that. The exact opposite could be true, you know.” 
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“You mean, the creature itself could have resulted in those myths and legends existing in the 
first place?” 
 
“It’s simply a possibility.” 
 
Whatever the answer was, it didn’t really matter. 
 
Elena smiled as they walked across the tall mountain range, her breath exhaling in white puffs 
of steam. She refused to answer whenever Sigerson would ask why she was smiling, only 
replying with a yet-more-mysterious smile in return. It was true, after all, that this journey of 
theirs to an unexplored region didn’t have any particular deeper meaning to it. 
But it was the act of traveling itself, after being freed from all her shackles, that was fun. 
 
“This little path can hardly even be called a mountain road anymore. Do you think this vast white 
world that we’ve found ourselves in already counts as an unexplored region?” 
 
“Who can say? Though I do wonder if I should’ve hired one of the Sherpa people to guide us.” 
 
“Perhaps you should have. But still, this place is so beautiful! Just look at how blue the sky is 
here!” 
 
At her words, Sigerson squinted upwards. It was almost amusing, really—he looked a bit like a 
bird of prey, honing in on its prey with its keen-eyed vision. 
 
“In any case,” he said, “this entire mountain range seems to stretch on forever. If only we had 
the device that Mr. Thomas Edison invented recently, we’d be able to capture some measure of 
this place’s beauty and take it back with us to the civilized world.” 
 
“Oh, do you mean the Kinetograph?” 
 
“I thought you might know of it. As expected, word gets back to you quickly.” 
 
“Well, it’s an achievement by quite an important friend of mine, you know.” 
Saying that, she exhaled deeply and finally came to a stop. 
 
She was quite tired from walking around so much. Even though she was now in the body of a 
young girl and full of physical vigor, and even though she had secretly strengthened her body 
further with magic, it was only natural that she would eventually become fatigued after climbing 
a mountain for such a long time. 
She was ready to take a break, in any case. 
 
While she had been training in the village at the foot of the mountain she had made 
preparations to take a break once she got to this area, but she felt that saying so now would 



make her seem rather like a frail old woman, so she wanted to avoid saying it herself if at all 
possible. 
 
“Shall we take a break, Irena?” 
 
What lucky timing. She’d expect no less from a British gentleman. Elena gave a thankful nod, 
before quickly stopping and shaking her head. 
 
“...Wait just a minute, that’s not right. My name is Elena, you know. Though sometimes in Britain 
they do call me Helena instead.” 
 
“Well, both Elena and Irena are names derived from Helen of Troy.” 
 
“You mean Helen, the most beautiful woman in all of Greece? How nice. However,” she said 
with a shrug, “I’m not nearly such a nice or beautiful person. Call me Elena properly next time, 
Mr. Sigerson.” 
And with those words, she snapped her fingers. 
 
A moment later, there was a low vibration, and one corner of the snow-covered cliff wall before 
them began to change. Despite the fact that this was an unexplored area that even the locals 
avoided, a man-made “door” clearly began to appear on the rocky cliffside of the mountain. 
More specifically, it was a door in the British classicist architectural style. 
 
“Was that your magecraft?” 
With a hand on his chin, Sigerson carefully examined the door while quirking one eyebrow. 
 
“Hmm, well, you can think of this place as a sort of rest camp. Open sesame!” 
 
The mechanism unlocked as soon as she said the magic words, and although it looked heavy, 
the “door” was surprisingly light as it swung open and allowed them to enter the “room” inside.  
 
There was no entrance hall: instead, they came upon the reception room and the study all at 
once. Further inside, there was another study, a parlor, a kitchen and dining room, a bathroom, 
a bedroom, and a research laboratory. All in all, it was about the size of a somewhat normal, 
unassuming small mansion, as long as you didn’t consider the unusual location. There were 
quite a lot of books and ancient relics lying about, though. 
 
In any case, it was their first time coming across a reception room and a study in quite a while. 
The air inside was chilly, but if they lit a fire in the fireplace, it was sure to warm up quickly. The 
explorer wanted to keep studying the entrance—Elena felt a bit bad for him, but she 
nonetheless told him, “The cold will come in if you stay like that, so please come inside and shut 
the door behind you.” 
 
“Pardon me for the intrusion.” 



Sigerson did as she asked and followed her into the room. 
 
She hadn’t expected the secret mansion to make him exclaim with wonder and amazement, and 
sure enough, he didn’t show even the slightest sign of surprise. His expression was fixed with 
the same mask-like calm as always. Elena sighed, thinking that there were some predictions 
she would rather not have come true. 
 
“Welcome to my unconventional little home, Mr. Sigerson.” 
 
“Did you connect this space to somewhere else?” 
 
“Heavens no, I used the autopilot to fly here first. My mobile research laboratory is genuinely in 
this place. Though I’m afraid I’ll have to avoid giving you a more specific explanation than that.” 
 
“It’s like something out of a dream.” 
 
If he was going to say something like that, the least he could do is have a more dreamlike 
expression while he said it, Elena thought with some exasperation. 
 
With a nod, Sigerson began muttering to himself as he examined the rows of books lining the 
bookshelves against the walls. Then he noticed a little bearded doll, who was sitting atop a 
stack of books that had accumulated on the desk. 
The doll was one of many more just like it, which were scattered here and there all over the 
room. 
 
“Is this doll supposed to be a dwarf? No wait, I imagine the beard is supposed to resemble 
Colonel Olcott’s?” 
 
“Hehe. It’s cute, isn’t it?” 
 
While saying that, she began to take off her heavy winter clothes. 
At that moment, the bearded dolls in the room began to move on their own and gently floated 
through the air. With dexterous movements, two of them picked up the clothes that she had just 
discarded and put them away in the closet. 
 
“Are they your familiars?” Sigerson murmured. 
 
“They’re my little Olcotts. They’re very convenient.” 
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She felt better now that there was no longer so much weight on her shoulders. 
Since she’d removed the thick winter cloak that she’d been wearing, the skin of her neck and 
shoulders was now exposed. Come to think of it, her thighs were, too. Considering the freezing 
cold temperatures outside, she seemed far too lightly dressed, but fortunately a fire had now 
been lit inside the fireplace. As a result, she was actually quite comfortable in such light clothes. 
 
“Hmm…” 
As she raised her arms above her and stretched, she realized that Sigerson had turned his face 
away. 
 
What on earth was the matter with him? She was about to ask him, but then with a start, she 
suddenly realized and closed her mouth. Sheepishly, Elena thought to herself that she should 
be more aware of her own appearance. She didn’t need to look down to see that the pale skin of 
a young girl(herself) was exposed. 
 
Despite the fact that she looked like a young fawn stretching its neck, so cheery and full of life, 
inside she was nonetheless an extremely old woman who had lived quite a long time. But 
considering her outward appearance, it was only natural that he may have felt that staring at a 
young lady’s exposed skin would go against his pride as a polite British gentleman. 
 
“Hehe. Could you ever forgive me?” 
 
“My goodness. You really should be more aware of yourself, lady.” 
 
With a sigh, Sigerson took out a pipe and lit it. 
Apparently he had decided to try and put himself at ease. He could have used magecraft to light 
the pipe, but he was set in his ways, and lit it with a match instead. 
 
“...I must say, you’re remarkably stubborn, Mr. Sigerson.” 
 
“I’m well aware that true magic exists in this world, but nonetheless I’d like to refrain from using 
it myself.” 
 
“It’s that part of you that I’m calling stubborn. You’d do well to take a leaf out of Mr. Doyle’s book 
instead.” She paused and turned to give instructions to one of her Olcott dolls, then said, “Would 
you care for a bath? I could have one prepared right away.” 
 
“Allow me to refrain for now. We’re in the hinterlands of a desolate, unexplored region after all. 
As grateful as I am for this brief glimpse of civilization before my eyes, I don’t think I’d be able to 
maintain the appropriate state of mind if I indulged for too long.” 
 
“I see. Well in any case, I think I’ll take one…” 



Elena began to walk, but suddenly stopped in her tracks as the meaning of his words suddenly 
occurred to her. She tilted her head as though curious. 
 
“Could it be, you’re actually quite surprised by all this?” 
 
“You might say that.” 
 
She let out an unintentional laugh in response. 
 
“You’re losing out, you know,” she said. “You should let your expressions show on your face a 
little more than that.” 
 
Elena laughed again, and in that moment—she saw a sudden movement out of the corner of 
her eye, like the flapping of wings. But when she tried to focus and look for it again, she couldn’t 
find anything. 
 
It couldn’t be… Had she really seen the shadow of a demonic beast? 
 
- - - - - - 
 
They rested for about half the day, then left. 
 
After that, Elena and Sigerson happened upon a cave. According to what the old man at the 
base of the mountain had told them, some winged creature lived in this mountain range, and it 
usually lurked in dark, secluded spaces. From this, they supposed that the demonic beast might 
have made a home for itself in a cave somewhere. But there could very well be plenty of caves 
all over the mountain, so they couldn’t be certain that it was living in this specific one just yet.  
 
They could hardly just run around or yell while looking for the beast, so they had no choice but 
to explore as they went, starting with the first cave they came across. 
 
“Transient light!” 
 
With a short chant, Elena brought about a floating light, composed entirely of magical energy. 
And the darkness of the cave lessened slightly. 
 
In the meantime, Sigerson lit a lantern for himself. 
 
They had no idea how dangerous this demonic beast might be. Its temperament could be calm, 
timid, or incredibly ferocious. There were no oral tales in the village of anyone ever having an 
encounter with the beast and making it back alive, so both of them agreed that they needed to 
be extremely cautious while they searched.  
 



They progressed slowly through the cave. And of course, the further in they went, the less they 
exchanged words. 
 
And after the two of them had spent about an hour going through the cave, exploring several of 
its branching paths, amazed at its depth— 
 
—The monster finally appeared. 
 
It was a four-legged beast, somewhat similar in appearance to a lion, though it wasn’t a lion at 
all. Lions didn’t have compound eyes like insects, after all. Nor did they have tails that whipped 
around, ending in the head of a serpent. 
 
The muscles of its torso and font legs seemed to have developed abnormally. They were so 
hardened that they resembled a crustacean’s shell, covering the creature’s entire body to the 
point of grotesqueness. Anyone looking at it might have thought that it was covered with metal 
armor instead. Elena had initially been hoping they might find something incredible, but when 
the beast finally emerged from the back of the cave, she let out a small scream, not even trying 
to hide her disappointment. 
 
“But that’s just a synthetic beast(chimera)!” 
 
“It would appear so.” 
 
“I mean, I suppose they’re a type of demonic beast… but they’re man-made, so they don’t really 
count. And whoever made this one was absolutely tasteless… it doesn’t have any wings, 
either…” 
 
She hadn’t come searching all this way for something like this. 
Without a doubt, some mage from the Clock Tower had probably created this creature. 
As Elena sighed and shook her head, the five-meter-long chimera let out a low growl and leapt 
at her. 
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Needless to say, the creature was several times heavier than her: if an enormous beast like that 
leapt on top of her with its huge body, she wouldn’t be able to get it off even if she pushed with 
all her strength. She didn’t have time to amplify her physical strength with magic, either. Her 
only options were to let the beast tear her pretty white throat out with its fangs, or let it rip her 
whole head off. And that would be the end for her. 
 
It wasn’t as though she had no means of resisting, but she still wasn’t particularly good at 
fighting. However, Sigerson was there with her. 
 
“— !” 
His sharp inhalation echoed throughout the cave. 
 
And in the next moment, he slammed the huge beast against the cave wall, just before it could 
pin Elena to the ground. The creature’s whole body began to make a cracking, snapping sound 
as Sigerson pressed it to the wall, crushing its skeleton. It was over in the blink of an eye. And 
then that fearsome chimera, which was twice as long and tall as a lion and covered with armor 
that could have repelled bullets, was flung away effortlessly by Sigerson, who was well-versed 
with a form of oriental martial arts that Elena wasn’t familiar with. 
 
“Third light!” 
 
At once, the magical power exploded into flames, guided by Elena’s words. The flames were as 
hot as an incinerator, and without even being given a chance to move, the chimera was burned 
away until nothing was left but a pitiful pile of dust. 
 
“...Rest in peace. I’m sorry.” 
 
She closed her eyes for a moment as she offered a silent prayer to the beast. 
She didn’t want to get angry. So at the very least, she would grieve. She muttered that reminder 
to herself under her breath as she sighed. 
 
“Well now, what could this be about? Did I do something for those mages at the Clock Tower to 
target me? That’d be ironic, considering when I was alive they told me that Mahatma didn’t 
exist, so I was free to do whatever I liked as long as I stayed far away from them.” 
 
“Most likely, someone was wary that you may have faked your death.” 
Sigerson suggested, his eyes sharp as he stared at the back of the cave. 
 
“Wary? But why?” 
 
“The Great Genius, Madame Blavatsky, who popularized occultism across western civilizations, 
may have finally moved to the true, authentic realm of magic by erasing her public position with 
her own two hands—perhaps that was their train of thought.” 



 
“Was I really such an important person?” 
 
“Hm. I’m merely suggesting that the person in question may have regarded you as such.” Then 
with a nod, Sigerson said, “My lady, the occult is in the middle of an unprecedented boom in 
popularity throughout western Europe right now, here at the end of the nineteenth century. Even 
though you never actually reached the realm of magic in your lifetime, there are a good many 
more people who believe in ghosts and paranormal phenomena than you might think, nor are 
they swayed much by the SPR’s public denunciation of you. 
It’s become a social phenomenon by this point. You can’t completely deny the possibility that the 
Mage’s Association might be involved. Of course they’re aware of your influential status!” 
 
“I see…” 
Elena tried to match Sigerson’s level of energy, but couldn’t quite manage it. 
Without meaning to, she gave him a rather lonely smile. 
“You know, I really had just planned on leaving the rest to Annie2. All I ever wanted t was to be 
free.” 
 
- - - - - - 
 
“Okay then, let me ask you again. Where is the manuscript for the fifth volume of ‘The Secret 
Doctrine’ located now?” 
 
“I’ve never heard of any such manuscript existing.” 
 
“Are you sure?” 
 
“Well, I… She left me in charge of her manuscripts, but it’s not as though I knew everything 
about her. She was whimsical, marched to the beat of her own drum. Just like a butterfly, 
floating on the breeze.” 
 
(—from a certain organization’s audio recording from a conversation with Annie Besant) 
 
- - - - - - 
 
Shadowy figures emerged, as if the darkness had taken shape. 
 
They were clad in black, heavy winter clothes from head-to-toe, from their gloves, to their hoods. 
Even though Elena knew they were dressed like that in order to attack them from the darkness 
of the cave, she still couldn’t help but wonder. Just what would they all have done if they had 
come across each other outside instead, in the sheer white vastness of those mountains?  
 

2 Annie Besant, a reformer who joined the Theosophy Society and was appointed by Helena to be the 
new head of the Blavatsky Lodge in 1890. 



Those black clothes would’ve stood out like a sore thumb. Had they maybe prepared a second 
set of of equipment for each of them? Or perhaps they would’ve just used magic to change the 
appearance of their clothes? 
 
It’d be ridiculous to use mana for something so trivial, so no doubt they’d have to use a charm. 
Maybe they really had just come prepared for anything. 
 
“So those Clock Tower mages really do want me dead, I see.” 
Elena Blavatsky murmured those words aloud, in a voice that was hardly above a whisper. 
 
She and Sigerson were now both some distance from the scorched remains of the chimera, 
though she had used invisibility magic to erase their figures from view. And while they crouched, 
idly watching the black-clad assassins who were searching for them— 
 
“I can’t believe they thought this was a seven-person job.” 
 
“All of them must be mages. Although I don’t know if they’re all Sealing Designation Enforcers 
sent by the Mage’s Association, or if they’re rogue mages from one of the other departments 
who came here of their own accord.” 
 
Sigerson was standing a little ways away from her, but by using magic they were still able to 
communicate telepathically. 
 
Unlike Elena, who was staying as still as possible while hiding out of sight, Sigerson was in the 
middle of setting up traps near the back of the cave. 
 
According to that tall, reliable British gentleman, they should be able to get through those 
assassins without a problem. As long as they were careful, they could probably beat them 
easily.  
 



 

https://i.imgur.com/IQAFLcr.jpeg


 
Without a doubt. With the two of them here—a man who had defeated a chimera in a single 
blow with a mysterious, incredibly strong martial art, and a woman who could manipulate nature 
to her whim and was privy to the world’s mysteries through the wisdom of Mahatma—they could 
surely kill every single one of those assassins. 
 
Tear their flesh and crush their bones. 
Engulf them in light and burn them with flames. 
Freeze them, shock them, corrode them with acid or disintegrate them. If she really made up her 
mind to do so, there were any number of methods they could use to kill the assassins. 
 
However, Elena didn’t want to. 
 
“Don’t kill them. If possible, I’d like for everyone to make it out of this alive.” 
 
“That request is a bit…” 
 
“Please, Mr. Sigerson.” 
 
No matter who they were, she didn’t want to kill them. 
 
Not even the people from the SPR who had trampled all over her dignity, or these mages who 
had been sent here to kill her. When she was writing her book a few years ago, she had often 
grown impatient and lashed out at her disciples, telling them to all go to hell, but she felt 
differently now. Now, she didn’t want to take out her anger on others. She wanted to remain 
calm and composed, to treat everyone with equal kindness, just like Mahatma used to. 
 
Yes, she wanted to treat everyone with an almost motherly kindness. And also— 
 
“You know, I really am quite an old lady. I never had any children or grandchildren in my lifetime, 
but if I had, I imagine they’d be around the same age as those young people over there. And I 
don’t think I could possibly cut their lives short, when I think of it like that. After all, I’m technically 
already dead.” 
 
“Lady, your ‘death’ was merely an illusion.” 
 
“Yes, it was. But still, I might as well have died the moment that I cut off my relationship with the 
rest of the world.” 
 
“...I’ll do my best to honor your request. Stay right there for a little while longer.” 
 
“Thank you.” 
She nodded and closed her eyes. 
 



After that, it was a truly simple matter. 
 
In the blink of an eye, Sigerson set off all of the traps that he had placed around the cave, which 
sent the assassins flying. Although a few of them suffered some broken bones in the process, 
none of them were killed, and none of them were injured beyond repair. Soon, he had them all 
completely cornered. Thinking about it, while they were technically seven people against two, 
one of those two(Elena) was sitting still for the duration of the fight, so there were probably many 
opportunities for them to turn the tables if they had tried. But sadly, they couldn’t regain their 
composure enough to do so. 
 
One by one, the assassins began to make a run for the entrance of the cave, trying to escape. 
As she saw one of the assassins trip and fall over a black steel wire, hurting their leg quite 
badly, Elena was so worried that she almost reached out to help. 
 
But these were seven assassins sent to kill her. Mages. She shouldn’t feel sorry for them. 
 
Still, she couldn’t help it. They were up against Sigerson, after all, and the man’s knowledge in a 
fight was terrifying. Even in this terribly bleak situation where they were vastly outnumbered, 
with very few means of escape, this man, one of the smartest in the entire world, would surely 
find a way out. And even if there was no way out, he was determined enough that he would 
make one himself. 
 
With that in mind, Sigerson considered that these assassins might not have been sent by the 
Clock Tower after all. 
 
That would certainly explain their inexperienced style of fighting. 
If they weren’t rogue mages sent as part of some conspiracy by the Sealing Department, they 
could very well have been sent by some private client.  
 
But no matter who had sent them, Elena only hoped that it would all be over soon. 
That way no one else would have to get hurt. No one would have to die. 
No one would have to get hurt because of her, just because she’d been trying to enjoy her little 
“afterlife” like this— 
 
And then, it happened. 
She had closed her eyes, praying for some sort of miracle to occur, and it happened at exactly 
the moment that she opened them again. 
 
She caught a glimpse of something out of the corner of her eye. 
Something that seemed to be flying. Emanating light. Something with wings. Could it really 
be…? 
 
“...A butterfly?” 
 



Unconsciously, the word slipped from her lips. She had said it aloud, not telepathically. The 
sound of that single word reverberated off the walls of the cave. 
 
And in that moment, she lost the concentration that she had needed to maintain her invisibility 
magic, and her form was suddenly exposed again. 
 
“Elena Blavatsky!” 
 
One of the assassins shouted her name, his voice muffled behind his mask. 
 
His black-clad figure was only a little ways away from her. By now, the other six assassins had 
escaped through the cave entrance, so this was probably the remaining seventh one. 
 
This lone mage had been the only one to endure Sigerson’s horrific traps all the way until the 
end without giving up or running away. Judging by appearance, he seemed to be a young man, 
perhaps in his twenties or thirties. He stood about four meters away from her, and since Elena 
wasn’t particularly skilled at close combat, she knew she would need to use magecraft instead. 
But unfortunately, in the heat of the moment, she couldn’t remember any magecraft that would 
capture someone without killing them. 
 
She didn’t have any choice, then. 
After all, if she didn’t do anything now, she would be killed for sure. 
 
“...I’m sorry.” 
Instead of casting a spell, she mumbled that small apology. 
 
She didn’t need to say anything aloud in order to use magic. She could use her innate 
supernatural abilities to destroy things instead, without relying on magecraft. And as she thought 
that—Elena met the assassin’s eye, peeping out behind the gap in his mask as he stood in front 
of her. Their gazes locked. And she couldn’t look away. 
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His eyes were beautiful, the same dark color as polished obsidian. 
 
“Huh?” 
 
She couldn’t do it. 
Her whole body went stiff as she looked into the assassin’s eyes. 
 
And then, the assassin collided into her with his whole body. She didn’t feel any pain at all. She 
only felt as if the center of her chest was burning. And something hot suddenly began to 
overflow from deep within her chest. Was the painful feeling clogging her chest because of the 
blood now pouring into her lungs, or was it because of the strong emotions rushing through her 
mind as she thought about the connections between the past and the present? 
 
“Naidu—” 
Elena had meant to call his name… 
…But bright red blood came leaking out of her mouth instead,  and she couldn’t manage to get 
the word out. 
 
“Miss Elena, I don’t think I’ll ever forget the things you taught me—not for my whole life.” 
 
She felt as if she could still hear him saying that to her. 
Oh, Naidu. Naidu! 
 
He had been such an innocent boy. She wondered if his blossoming talent had been recognized 
by the Clock Tower, if they had had eventually designated him to become one of their 
mysterious Enforcers. No, perhaps that wasn’t right. Maybe he’d been sent instead by the 
Church or one of the many other organizations that were known for hating Elena Blavatsky? 
Whatever the answer, it didn’t matter. She didn’t care. 
 
She had a blade sticking out of her chest. And the one who put it there might be Naidu. She 
could tell exactly which magical techniques and charms he had used at a single glance. He had 
reinforced his physical strength. And he was also unnaturally calm. According to the “Travels of 
Marco Polo,” and “The Count of Monte Cristo,” the assassins in those tales had often used a 
drug(hashish) to keep themselves calm whenever they were sent to kill. Had he used some sort of 
magic to do the same? 
 
Suddenly, he pulled the large knife out of her chest, then thrust it back in again. 
And this time, he stabbed her directly through the heart. 
 
Perhaps it was still possible to heal the wound with magic… 
…Ahh, Elena realized suddenly that he was now taking out another knife. Was he going to stab 
her in the neck, or cut off her head? Either one would be the smart answer. Both options left the 



target with no chance of survival, and in her current condition she was unable to fight back. 
Naidu had always been such a smart boy, she thought. 
 
She prayed that he wouldn’t miss. 
Aim well, and kill me now, she thought. 
You’ve always been so brave even at the most difficult times, and I know your hands are steady 
enough to do it— 
 
“Irena!” 
 
Whose voice was that? Oh right, it must be Sigerson. This wasn’t good. He couldn’t let anger 
cloud his judgment. 
 
Don’t kill Naidu, she wanted to tell him. 
And also, at least call me Elena for once, here at the very end. 
 
- - - - - - 
 
In an instant, I sent the assassin sprawling to the ground. 
 
He still hadn’t let go of the knife, even when I’d struck him hard from behind. I had to commend 
him on his courage, attacking her(Irena) of all people. But I refused to give him any further 
opportunities. I decided to cut all possibility for retaliation off from this assassin, and I began to 
prepare my hands to deliver the killing blow. 
 
“Don’t, do it…” 
Blood spilled from her mouth as she uttered those words. 
Her purple eyes were screaming at me to not kill the man. 
 
I nodded and decided to only eliminate the prospect of immediate danger instead, promptly 
knocking the assassin unconscious. 
 
“Thank, you… Mr. Sigerson… No, I… I suppose… I should call you… Sherlock…” 
She said with a smile. 
 
It was the same beautiful smile that she’d worn when I had met her in London for the very first 
time. 
 
“These types… of coincidences… do happen… Or should I, call this… fate… I wonder?” 
 
I knew this feeling quite well. 
The feeling of watching all the life and light go out of someone. She would definitely die from 
this injury. Very soon, she would meet the end of her life here. 
 



Was she unable to use magecraft to heal herself? 
As her hand began to tremble, I clasped it tightly in mine. 
 
And then, I saw it. 
 
Was it truly the embodiment of all the mysteries said to inhabit the Himalayan hinterlands? 
Or was it a silver ship that had traversed the sea of stars, sent by that transcendental great 
teacher to honor their beloved disciple, here at the end of her life? 
 
“Hey, Sherlock… Do you, see it…?” 
 
“I do.” 
 
“That, light… It’s so, bright—” 
 
Or perhaps. 
Did I only see the glint of the tears that spilled from her eyes as she closed them one last 
time—? 
 
 
 
(Fin.) 


