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Plagiarism Live

These are stories from the Plagiarism Live Tour, told between songs. The Japanese text was
transcribed by somebody who attended the live, and translated to English by CapC0, IAmRelapse,
theyleaveshadows, Wobb, and taru in the Yorushika Fan Zone Discord.

This was transcribed by ear so there may be mistakes and missing information.
Transcription Source

I 5Bf& - Reminiscence
Tsuioku

| climbed the hill. Trudging along the arch of the hill, | would hear cicadas chiming.
Gazing at the houses lining the sea, hearing the sound of the wind chimes alongside the
sounds of cats crying - it was the type of summer day that could smother you. | wiped
the sweat off my brow and naturally picked up my pace.

At the end of the twists of the road | could see a wooden bus stop. It had become her
routine to sit there. | could see her absentmindedly looking at the sky. “It sure is hot,” |
said as | sat down next to her. She briefly smiled at me. Following her line of sight, she
was looking at crimson flowers. They were the crape myrtles that covered the bus stop.
| realized that she wasn't looking at the sky but the flowers above her. A single petal
shook in the wind and fell.

| felt a dizzying sense of deja vu. | could hear the sound of the bus from far away. As
the clanging of metal rang out, she took my hand and stood up. A gentle summer scent
was in the air.

| suddenly became aware that this was a dream.
That's right, this was a memory of a summer day when | was young. From a summer
that | spent with my wife in our hometown. The memory slowly flowed over my skin like

sweat. It soaked into my body. It flowed into my blood vessels. My heart slowly moved.

| will make a persona of stolen things. The idea bounced around my body like a red
blood cell. My heart would be crystal, my eyes, beads of lapis. My eyelashes safflower


https://discord.gg/wdam3HB
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and fingers lead. | would long for those things. Countless dust and tubes would make
the center of my body. A mass of scrap iron and copper wire would make my heart.
When | thought of crooked things many of them would become manifestations of the
soul. A tranquility like thick mortar that | could form from experience.

What did | see.

What did | hear.

What did | eat.

What did | get.

What did | do.

What did | make.

With each of these elements collected into a massive body, | would create a form
myself like lead. The words we say depend on our soul. Forgotten memories, what our

soul thinks.

That is exactly what plagiarism is.

I /NX%[%YT Getting Off the Bus

Basu wo Orite

The doors to the bus opened. A gentle breath, like that of someone sleeping, enveloped
our skin. As if being pushed away by the chill of the inside, we stepped off the bus.

"It sure is hot," she said, after we made a run to the nearest tree for shade. Passing
homes and the shadows of stone walls, we crossed under a tunnel, and then ascended
a set of stairs. Right beyond them, there was a train station platform. Sitting on a bench
at that unmanned station, we waited for the train.

That's right - | already know how this dream goes. It's from back in my tender years,
when my wife and | always used to talk to each other. It's a memory of the two of us.



The plan was to spend an hour crossing over the mountains on the only train going to
the countryside, taking us to the neighboring town. Taking us to the fireworks festival.
But the train never arrived, no matter how long we waited. Apprehensive, we stood up to
take a look at our surroundings. Then, we heard a voice down the path following the
railroad.

There was a man standing there, wearing a straw hat. Once we heard him out, we
learned that there was an accident. The train wasn't going to come anymore. Suddenly, |
found myself disheartened, and a feeling of anxiety bit down, deep within my chest.

But she took my hand and said,

"It's okay, let's walk there."

| remember.

I LM EHE Mountain Meadow

Yama no Sougen

“I met a ghost when | was little”, she told me as she twirled the summer grass around
her finger. After walking a bit from the unmanned train station, we took a rest in a
meadow on the way over the mountain.

“A ghost?” | asked, and she nodded with a serious look on her face.

“There’s a bus stop near my house. It was where we would meet up in the mornings,
with crape myrtles blooming next to it. And there he was,” she said, adjusting herself.

“Is it a scary story?” | asked. She smiled and shook her head. And then, she told me the
story, about how, long ago, she had met a ghost who was waiting for someone at the
bus stop. Taking the form of a semi-transparent boy, he was always sitting there, waiting
to see someone.

“Do you believe in past lives?” she asked a bit shyly. | looked at her, befuddled. “Lives
we've lived before we were born.”



| gave it some thought. | didn’t really understand it all that well, but that sort of thing
probably does exist.

“The ghost believed that, when people die, they're reborn as something else. That's why
he was waiting at the bus stop, because that person may come to see him one day.”

“Hmm.” | said, following along. “Isn’t it weird that a ghost would believe in such a thing?”
“I don't think it's because he was a ghost, " she said.
“So what happened next?”

After a bit of hesitation, she answered. “One day, when we were talking, he looked at me,
and he..” She stammered. “And then he vanished, like he was satisfied.”

| looked at her, and the sun began to set. | couldn’t tell if she was joking or if she had
made it all up. She couldn’t get any words out, it was like they were stuck in her throat.

“He was always looking up at the sky from the bus stop. Just like this,” she said while
seated, lifting her face up. Her hair flowed in the wind.

“I wonder if he was looking at the clouds.” | laid down on the ground. The summer grass
tickled me.

“I don’t know,” she said, looking at me. She then opened her mouth slowly. “Maybe he
was looking at the crape myrtle flowers that were blooming just above his head.” | was
somehow surprised, and nodded along appropriately.

The wind was blowing.

“If | were to be reborn, | would want to be a flower next.” She touched the anemones that
were blooming nearby, and laid on the ground next to me. It was as if we were in the
ocean, on a meadow flowing with the waves. Drifting through a forest of seaweed, on a
relaxing journey through the vast world. With the blue surface of the water far above our
heads, the clouds looked like waves.

“The heart-revealing anemones that we are laying down within”



| could hear somebody humming. It was the haiku that she liked.
“The heart-revealing anemones that we are laying down within”
“The heart-revealing anemones that we are laying down within”
“The heart-revealing anemones that we are laying down within”

| took one of the flowers and secretly inserted it into her hair.

“The heart-revealing anemones that we are laying down within”

I V E%%Y Summer Festival

Natsu Matsuri

The pine needles clad in fresh leaves were dyed a dark madder. It was around early
evening.

On both sides of the stream that runs between the mountains, festival stands lined up
abreast. The sound of the taiko drums resounded as if they were shooting at my heart,
resounding to the core of it.

The curtain of night fell.
As we advanced through the path, the festival music gradually became louder. Lead by
the hand, | watched the crowd sporadically begin to increase. We bought some candied

apricots from the stalls and headed back into the hustle and bustle.

Every time my feet would get tripped up at the gravel-mingled path as | looked up at the
passing crowd, guiding fingers would gently tug me along.

We crossed the bridge and headed for the opposite shore. In the tightly-crammed mass
of stalls and throngs of people, she weaved through the crowd deftly, as if she were

swimming. Before | knew it, the festival music stopped.

| can't hear that heart-piercing sound anymore.



She exited the crowd a bit and stopped for a moment. Then, she looked at my face.

Behind her head opened radiantly glistening flowers. In an instant, they would wither.
Facing me, she said with delight, "It's begun."

| wonder what | was thinking then. That the fireworks are beautiful, or something. That
the festival spiraling around the two of us is exciting or something. That her knot is
pretty, or something. No, | was thinking about none of those.

As | stared at the big clouds floating in mid-air, | just thought about the crape myrtle
flowers at the bus stop we'd always meet at.

The uphill train started moving. We got on on our punctually arriving trip and made our
way home. We sat next to each other, and were swung by gently thrusting vibrations.
The strength with which she held my hand had abated, so | looked at her face. She must
be tired. She's nodding with her eyes gently closed. At the back of her hair, the flower |
placed there still hadn't fallen off. | felt somewhat delighted by this and motionlessly
stared at it.

The flower sways as the train sways. We're also swaying. | wonder how long it will stay
there. She might not even notice when she comes home.

Perhaps the next time we meet, and the time after that, until we become adults and go
on our separate paths, it may still be there.

When | thought about that, | gradually became more delighted and continued staring
motionlessly at that tiny flower.

Forever,
forever.

My eyes are always watching the dream from that day, forever focusing on her.
Everything else is blurred out.

V Hijtt Past Life

Zense



Turning my back from the unmanned station; the bus ran, retracing the path that | took
in the morning.

In just a few minutes on the ride, we arrived at that bus stop.

She says 'she's tired' as she stretches and finishes up behind the school building.
Then, she sat down on the bench provided.

"Do you remember the story about the ghost?"

| nodded.

She looked up as she pulled her legs together.

It felt like | knew this scene already.

A strong, dizzying sense of déja vu came to me.

"We met here. When | was still a child. They were certainly here."
The wind blew.

| sat next to her, just as she did. Then | looked above my head.
As if to cover us, a grown crape myrtle flowered right above.

It swayed as the winds picked up again, one of its flowers, gently scattered as it was
illuminated by the pale, bright moonlight.

It was at that time it happened.

Something ran through my head.
Something very important like a revolving lantern. Riddling the surface of my soul.

My heart vibrates minutely.

It's at this moment.
I'm about to awaken from the dream that | spent in this place.

Memories are ghosts.
They dissipate like mist and dries up like evening dew on the grass.
| see ghosts.



She sat next to me, staring anxiously at me.

That's right.

| am sure of what | thought of that time.

The stories she told me about the ghost, the story about past lives, somehow, | couldn’t
make myself believe they were all lies.

The way she looks at the crape myrtle brings me a sense of déja vu.

It may be a funny story.

But nevertheless, one can freely choose to believe in it.

What a wonderful thing it would be if it were true.

If my past life was the ghost that she saw, reincarnated, once more, to come see her
again.

| held her hands tightly as | slowly opened my mouth.
The world darkens and softly blurs.

| knew | was waking from my dream.

| was telling her something that day.

| couldn't see her face.

The corners of my vision gradually blanken.

| desperately tried to see.

Behind my eyelids, | saw something.
Then, after a few moments of silence, everything was enveloped in a gentle light.

In my eyes, it reflected her, embracing me.
Under the crape myrtle of the bus stop,
Only visible at night,

In that long dream.

My heart vibrates minutely.



My soul is a set of memories.

That Heart is a Crystal.

Eyes as beautiful as Lapis Lazuli beads.

Eyelashes of Safflower.

Fingertips of Chigiri-e, Legs of Brass, longing, added to that list.

For some, an ugly mishmash. But to me, she radiates it as if it was jewelry shining with
value.

The center of my body has been invaded countless times.

With copper wires cladded with iron scraps as a heart, | thought of crooked things, many
of which would become manifestations of the soul.

Only to be shaped by experience in the form of a thick, sloppy mortar.

You could say they're memories.

The words that | utter and think depend on my soul.
and all of that, shaped by you.

Right here and now, with miscellaneous things pasted inside,
| am distorted, yet brought to life,

A mishmash.

A certain soul in this world.

That is, indeed, "Plagiarism".
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