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Monthly Editorial

nspiration can come from anywhere.
For some people, it is triggered by a
sudden flash. For others, it is an ongoing process that is present during all stages of
creation. Portraying the feeling of “true love” is another common source of inspiration. In the English
Visual Novel Community in particular, it is this desire to effectively depict this notion - in whatever
conception the writer might have for it - that is the
prevalent driving force behind the creation of a visual novel. Mikey's games, for example, put particular emphasis on “true love” or the lack of it in
some cases.
The use of an ideal form of love in original
English visual novels is as young as the EVN community itself. While there have been a few exceptions, most EVN games tend to stick to the linear
structure of having a single couple in their stories.
Even multi-path games are essentially just linear
relationships using the protagonist as a constant
and his or her partner as a variable. Simply put, a
series of single relationship paths with multiple girls
or guys as the case may be.
Moving on, EVN games also tend to use
anime archetypes in minimalist plot structures
where the writer asks the reader the question,
“How do I get legendary girl A?” This has become
such an established practice during recent times
that a large percentage EVN creators automatically
assume that this is the conventional formula for
creating a visual novel story. Yet, many people forget that the more fundamental question is: “Why
did the characters evolve into their specific personality archetypes in the first place?” The characters
should be shaped by their past experiences and the
supervening events around them. The choices that
they make should define their beliefs and, in varying degrees, affect the circumstances of people
around them. Shoujo manga are good examples of
this. In Fushigi Yugi, the seven star warriors from
all sides have unique backgrounds and their deaths
can cause a huge chain reaction that affects not
only their teammates, but past acquaintances and
family members as well. Yuu Watase utilizes the
distinct backgrounds of the different characters in
subtle ways to ultimately build up to the theme of
an idealistic love that transcends time and space.

In Gurren Lagann, Simon refuses to bring the dead
back to life with spiral power because they would
only get in the way of the living, while Nia, who
knew she would disappear after the anti-spirals
were defeated, chose to fight them anyway; believing in her clumsy but sincere feelings of love.
In short, the EVN community is just beginning to explore the many possibilities of portraying
ideal love in visual novels. Our level of development
in this field can be compared to the first feelings of
love represented by the traditional offering of
chocolates in courtship. This chocolate box of feelings comes in all shapes, sizes, colors, and flavors.
It is like a Pandora's box of prospects open to the
community of EVN developers – and this is a good
thing. It means that there are no established restrictions to how we can portray love in visual novel
stories- we are limited only by our creativity, aesthetic sense and most importantly, passion.
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This month, BTW presents a special feature by new contributorm FIA. It contains his musings on this month’s delicate
theme of “Love in EVN Stories.” FIA presents us with a
unique perspective on the subject using a kinetic storytelling
approach and old-school anime/manga references. Prepare
for a heartwarming story together with Kokoro-sensei and
the students of 3-H as the mysterious wandering tutor gives
them some insightful lessons on love and life. Curious? Then
head on over to page 12.

I remember… soft hands wrapped gently
around me. I felt so very tired, so I allowed
myself to sleep fitfully and let the stranger’s
arms carry me to wherever.

W

aking up inside my hospital room, I
had no idea how many hours I’d
slept, but it mustn’t have been for
very long. I could still hear the adults’ voices outside. When they finally came in with the doctor,
my parents tried their best to put on a brave face
for me. I didn’t want them to know that I’d overheard them earlier, so I greeted them with the
most cheerful smile I could manage. It wasn’t like
I’d fully recovered from the shock of knowing my
condition, but I was too mentally exhausted to
talk about my disease at that time.
They never told me anything. In what looked
like a carefully-staged theatrical display led by the
doctor, the three adults proceeded to tell me that
I was just brought in for a precautionary check-up
and that I would be well enough to leave the hosPage 1
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pital by tomorrow. I nodded nonchalantly and pretended to accept their explanations. I wasn’t
brave enough to tell them that I knew of my condition.
I was promptly discharged by morning the
next day. There were very few formalities and before I knew it, I was already seated in the back of
the car. The hospital nurses probably sent me off
with a smile, but I kept my head hung low the
whole time we were walking out and held on
tightly to my parents’ hands. Dad drove slower
than usual… it was torture. There was none of the
usual chatter on the trip home, and it made me
think of things that I’d rather have not. I tried to
shrug off any thoughts related to dying or of how
many days I had left. Nothing seemed to work. I
tried to think of my favorite anime shows, stuffed
animals, friends, school, comic books – all of them
somehow led back to one thing: I’m gonna die,
and I have very little time left. Time… I thought of
the stranger’s words, “You will not have seven
days to live, but one week of eternity.” At first, I

thought it was hypnosis, but I didn’t feel any differently from before… just mentally drained. One
week of eternity, was it just a play of words? Do I
even have time to think about things like that?
When we arrived home, I went up to my room
to change. That’s it, Alyssa, just keep pretending
that nothing happened, I urged myself.
How long could I keep this up? I thought.
Did it even matter? I was going to die, right?
Having changed into some more comfortable
clothes, I went downstairs to find my mother on
the sofa – totally engrossed in her laptop.
“Hello dear, are you feeling better? Are you
sure you don’t want to rest up some more?”
“No, I’m fine mom. Umm… where’s dad?”
“Your father went out to see someone important. Business matters, you know.”
“Oh, okay…”
Business matters? I didn’t understand it… no, I
refused to try to understand it. What’s wrong with
these parents of mine? Didn’t they even care that
their own daughter might not be with them anymore by this time next week?
I was bitter, but I didn’t want to show it. What
good would that have done? I certainly wouldn’t
be around anymore to feel bad about it anyway.
Certainty, that’s when it hit me. There are no absolutes in this world, right? What makes that doctor seem so sure that I was going to die? I
thought about trying to find a way to cure myself.
I’d read an article about it once in an old issue of
Reader’s Journal. About how doctors are sometimes just making guesses when they diagnose
that someone has two years, twenty years, in my
case, one week to live.
I made up my mind. It was a very long shot,
but it was a good start, I believe. I had to dig up
that old magazine. I remembered reading it in the
public library not too long ago.
“Mom, I’m going out.”

“Oh? … Okay, don’t overexert yourself, dear.”
“I wont.”
Mom wasn’t even batting an eye at me. She
was completely glued to the laptop. Luckily, it was
a Saturday so there was no school. I had the
whole day to do as I pleased.
“Oh… Alyssa.”
“Yes?” I turned around just before I passed
through the front door.
“Take care of yourself.”
I bolted out as fast as I could. There were
tears in her eyes.
Oh mom, I just don’t know what to think anymore.
I could only imagine her sobbing softly all
alone in the house after I’d left. I felt sorry for
her, but I had to do this. If there’s even a sliver of
a chance that I might make it through all this, I
wanted to take it. I just… wanted to live the rest
of my life without regrets.
I wasn’t feeling very well. I was feverish. I had
been since I woke up that morning. This wasn’t a
new sensation for me. I’d felt this way before
when I had leukemia all those years ago. My entire body had this warm burning sensation from
the inside. It wasn’t particularly painful, but it felt
very uncomfortable just the same.
A lukewarm feeling like a slow burning candle
was lit up inside my stomach. Also, I was very
weak. My body felt so light and hollow. I was like
an empty cardboard box ready to be blown away
by a strong gust of wind.
Considering my condition, I was probably lucky
to still be able to walk around this much.
With much difficulty, I finally reached the library. It was a bit frustrating on my part since the
place was normally just a fifteen-minute walk
away from home. The librarian, Mr. Liam was a
kindly bespectacled old man with a large bald spot
at the top of his head. The very sight of him would
probably have warranted a slight chuckle if Kyrie
had been there with me.
Well, no Kyrie around that time, so I just went
and asked Mr. Liam about the issue of Reader’s
Journal I was looking for. He led me to a secluded
corner of the library, which was getting dusty from
lack of use. I found the magazine and settled
down to read that article.
In the end, I didn’t really get much out of it,
but it did leave me feeling a little bit more hopeful. It was about a man who was diagnosed with
brain cancer and given four months to live. He
didn’t buy the doctor’s estimate and went into research for any medical breakthroughs regarding
brain cancer. He found a legitimate doctor who
was pushing an experimental form of surgery,
which wasn’t fully approved by the medical authorities yet at that time. He took the risk and put
all his investments into reaching the person who
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could perform that surgery, and it worked out well
for him. The tumor was completely removed, and
he was still alive at the time the article was written, which had already been three years from surgery.
Obviously, a girl like me didn’t have the means
to do this, but it was reassuring to know that the
medical experts weren’t always right. I thought
about reading up a little bit on Leukemia while I
was still at the library, but decided against it at
the last moment. I didn’t want any more depressing reminders of my illness. Thoughts of my earlier bouts with the disease came flooding back to
me as soon as I even considered doing research
on the subject - the brutally painful marrow sample extraction, the constant blood transfusions and
the cocktail of meds that lasted for months on
end. Well, at least I didn’t have to deal with that
again this time.
I returned the magazine, thanked the librarian
and headed for the exit. It was still early in the
afternoon when I got out. I was a feeling more
drained than before and was ready to head for
home.
“Meyoooooowr!”
I turned towards the sound to find a small kitten on a ledge next to the stairs. It had white fur…
almost pinkish and looked at me with these expectant eyes. It was limping, badly possibly from
an internal injury to one of its hind legs.
“Hello there!”
I offered the palm of my hand to it and was
taken aback at its reaction. Most cats, especially
injured ones, would be a bit hesitant and might
even hiss and try to scratch you; that’s what I’ve
always thought. It did none of that. Limping
slowly, it crawled up to my hand and brushed its
fur against me. Then, it began to lick my fingers
very gently. It was enough to melt my heart.
“Poor thing… I hope nobody did this to you on
purpose.”
I scooped it up into my arms and bandaged
the injured leg with my handkerchief. The kitten,
as if it knew what I was trying to do, didn’t even
so much as give a slight whimper out of protest.
I’m not really sure if I was even helping, but I
really wanted to do something for it. I never really
had a pet… Pet… why not? I thought.
“Say, do you want to come with me?”
It wouldn’t be able to answer, I knew that
much. Still, this cat looked liked it had been abandoned by its mother. With her injuries, she wouldn’t last long on her own, but I wouldn’t let that
happen. At least she still had a chance with me - I
wouldn’t deny her of that... I hesitated to let my
thoughts wander any further.
“… meowrrr!”
A weak and gentle purring; this was all I
needed to hear.
Page 3
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“I probably won’t be able to take care of you
for long, but… I hope you’ll keep me company
from now on, Rin-Rin.”
It was a name that I’d decided on the spur of
the moment, because it just somehow sounded
right.
In a way, I didn’t really gain as much as I’d
hoped in coming to the library. There was really
nothing in that article that I didn’t already know,
but you know, It felt really good to confirm some
of my beliefs in words that were more coherent,
more adult, more complete than I could have
done.
On the way home, I looked lovingly at Rin-Rin
who had fallen asleep in my arms. Her slow,
rhythmic breathing felt relaxing against my weak,
feverish body. I kinda envied how totally oblivious
she was to the fact that I might have just saved
her life. She just continued to sleep in my arms
despite my horribly awkward way of holding her fitfully, contentedly, and peacefully.
“…You shall have one week of eternity,” the
stranger’s words echoed in my mind.
This time, it didn’t fill me with depressing
thoughts of gloom and doom like before. I felt
that I could now understand the kindness that she
had tried to show me just a little bit more today.
“Tomorrow, you’re going to meet my friends,
Rin-Rin.”
I hummed a lullaby all the way home.
Alyssa’s story will continue in BTW #4
August 2009

H

ime wrote in the previous issue of BTW that
storytelling is a way of channeling one's self. I
wholeheartedly agree with her statement, as
there are studies that prove that writing from the heart
has a cathartic effect -- whatever emotions that remain
locked in the deep, dark corners of your heart are
brought out and put to good use instead of adding to
your stress and depression levels.
Especially for a single guy like me with an absolutely
zero love life.
And what's a single guy to do? Imagine himself in the
shoes of the male protagonist whenever he plays a visual
novel with romantic elements. Yes. I'm THIS sentimental.
Immersion is the name of the game here, and that is
one of the reasons why I have chosen to become a visual
novel fan in the first place. Japanese or OEL, who cares?
As long as they interest me, I go for it.
This sentimentality of mine even extends to other
game genres. Some of you, especially my fellows here at
BT, know of my current obsession over Kanonno Earhart
from Tales of the World: Radiant Mythology 1 and 2. I
liked her at first due to her cuteness, and my appreciation
for her skyrocketed as the story progressed. The rest is,
ahem, history (full of *BEEP*, *BEEP*, and *BEEP*).
So... by now, you're asking, "How are you gonna apply that sentimentality in that plucky little brain of yours?"
Easy. Write out the feelings you have. This is channeling
at work.
I have yet to produce a visual novel myself, but I
know where to pitch my future offerings and more, besides fellow VN fans: the staid realm of Philippine showbiz.
Ishmael Ahab wrote in an article entitled "Aiming for
that Kilig Factor" for the website Filipino Voices. (Kilig
being the Filipino equivalent for the squee that fangirls
bring out) that says:

In the Philippine entertainment industry, being in a
box office list does not mean that the film is good. Philippine romance/love movies are a prime example. The
story line of this genre had been in use during the golden
age of Philippine cinema decades ago and could be summarized as follows: (1) boy meets girl, (2) boy and girl
fall in-love with one another, (3) challenges like the presence of other lovers or tension between their families will
threaten their relationship (4) but in the end, the two will
live happily ever after. There might be slight variations
but the general plot and storylines are the same. Additional elements and changes were just superficial. Philippine romance movies, as genre, did not really mature.
The reason for this is that this genre is always anchored
at the love teams, if such actor will be in sync with such
actress. It does not matter if the story was just recycled
from the films of the yesteryears. The moviegoers, instead of getting tired with the ancient formulae, will troop
the cinemas and still watch the rehash films.
See? If Philippine romance films would retain the
boy-meets-girl thing (which is mandatory in romantic
works; homosexual stuff is reserved for another topic that
I may never write) but go all revolutionary on plot, characters, casting (NEVER overhype the love teams), et cetera; the producers would not only receive a boatload of
cash, but also positive responses from viewers that go
beyond "OMG (insert name of love team here) IS THE
BEST!". That is why we Filipino VN fans (and Filipino
otaku in general) have to act to save our entertainment
industry from the abyss of dullness. Oh well, if you're not
a Filipino but the romance films of your country still suck
very hard, this will still apply.
Never mind if we VN fans are currently under fire due
to the RapeLay brouhaha and the resultant "draconian"
EOCS regulations and Japanese eroge/VN websites slowly
shutting their doors to foreigners. Be "spoony bards" via
the VN's you play, channel the sentimentality through
writing, and put it to good use as a weapon of creativity
against a world full of thoughts of "make war, not love".
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Original concept by Red “KiRa_YaMaTo”
Mendoza
Written by Benedict “Moonlight Bomber”
Villariaza

Several days later...
It was a clear day at the ABS-CBN Broadcast Center. Day
in and day out. People come and go to do their business.
Security Guard: Good morning, sir.
Hattori Sohma: Good morning to you, too. Ah, have you
seen Yuki (Sohma)?
SG: I think he's in Studio 4... at the MUP1 set.
Hattori: Alright; I'll talk to Cheryl for "Salamat Dok!"2
At the ABS-CBN Reception Area...
Matsukake Butler: AH, I wanna see Mr. Gabbbyy!
Receptionist 1: Uh, sir, but why? You have an appointment? (Kyle Matsukake enters the picture)
Kyle: Hey. Have you talked to the receptionist? Please
inform her that we will meet Ninong3 Gabby.
Receptionist 1: (shock) NINONG GABBY?!
Kyle: Yup, Ninong Gabby!!! (Suddenly Katie enters the
reception area with Mirmo, Dylan, and Rima)
Katie: Um... where's the group of News PA's?4
Receptionist 2: Just go to the second floor, in the news
room, then look for...
Kyle: HI KATIE!
Katie: Hi Kyle. You're here, too? Oh, where's Murumo?
Kyle: Still at home.
Mirmo: Probably you fed him too much marshmallows,
huh? That's why he's not with you, hmm?
Kyle: (sweatdrop) Ah, uh, yeah, I-I-I didn't feed him!
Rima: Oh yeah, Dylan and I are needed for Wowowee5!
Gotta go! (walks towards Studio 3)
Katie: OK. (looks at the time) WAAA! I'm late! Let's go,
Mirmo! (runs wildly to the direction of the news room)
Kyle: She's really beautiful!
Receptionist 1: Uh, sir, you're needed at ELJ6! Sir,
SIRRRR!! Man, I think he's been hit by Cupid.

At the Newsroom, Azumi walks with 20 Betacam tapes
when... *BUMP*
Katie: Oh, sorry. I'm....
Azumi: KATIE!
Katie: AZUMI!! What are you doing here?!
Azumi: AND what are you doing here? Grr. YATCH!!!
(Yatch enters the scene)
Yatch: Why?
Azumi: Katie must be out of my sights!
Yatch: Wait, cool down!
Azumi: Why?
Yatch: I-I'm gonna go to the bathroom! (All sweatdrops)
Azumi: GRRRR... YATCH!!!
Katie: C'mon!
Mirmo: Roger!
At the ELJCC8 where Mr. Gabby Lopez's office is...
Mr. Lopez: (at the phone) Affirmative. Yes. OK. Bye!
(heads for intercom) Please call the Rosa Foetida en
Bouton and the Rosa Chinensis en Bouton (Rei and
Sachiko).
Ms. Charo9: Man, that Raymart-Claudine wedding sure
was tiring, but it's a good thing I piled up on Kazuma's
stuff. So tasty!
Mr. Lopez: The bread? (sips coffee)
Ms. Charo: Yes, it's tasty! I admire that boy! (intercom
beeps)
Mr. Lopez: Yes.
Secretary: Kira wants to talk to you.
Mr. Lopez: Let him in.
After a few moments...
Kira: Sir, reporting, sir!
Mr. Lopez: Why?
Kira: Sir. Uhmm...

At the ABS-CBN Motorpool...
Mechanic 1: Is our big garage ready?
Mechanic 2: Of course.
Kira: Hi. But why are you preparing in this big garage?
Mechanic 1: Don't you know? A big robot will be moved
here. Voltes V's the name.
Mechanic 2: Yup. I noticed that the robot's been rotting
away at the other side.
Kira: Really?
Mechanic 1: Yup. It's been in the storage room for almost
twenty years. The fools said they couldn't fix it, then
they let it rust. That's why it has switched sides. To
the Kapamilya side7.
Kira: That means...!!! WE'LL BE DISPLACED!
Mechanic 2: Not that... (runs away)
Mechanic 1: Not that you'll be displaced!

WILL KIRA SAY HIS GRIEVANCES TO MR. LOPEZ?
WILL KATIE ENTER MS. KORINA SANCHEZ'S DRESSING
ROOM??
WILL I CONTINUE THIS FANFIC?? (that's Kira's line, not
mine)10
---
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Stars Introduced So Far
Chirei, Clever Star
(An Dao-Quan, God of Medicine)
Hattori Sohma (Fruits Basket)
Chima - Devil Star
(Song Wan, the Guardian God in the Clouds)
Katie Minami (Mirmo De Pon!)
Chikaku - Corner Star
(Zou Run the Unicorn)
Sachiko Ogasawara (Maria-sama ga Miteru)

1 Short for Magandang Umaga Pilipinas (Good Morning Philippines), ABS-CBN’s weekday
2 “Thank You Dok!”, ABS-CBN’s weekend morning health show.
3 Filipino for godfather.
4 Personal assistants.
5 ABS-CBN’s ubiquitous noontime show. Its host is Willie Revillame, who will be introduced much later in the story.
6 Eugenio Lopez Junior. Gabby’s father and the maker of what ABS-CBN currently is today.
7 A little history on Voltes V’s airing on Philippine TV. During the Marcos era, it was originally aired on GMA but was later
banned by him. After Marcos was booted out several years later, it completed airing, first on IBC channel 13, then to GMA,
and then to Hero TV (hence the mention of Kapamilya).
8 Short for Eugenio Lopez Jr. Communications Center. One of the buildings situated within the ABS-CBN compound.
9 Charo-Santos Concio, one of Gabby’s best friends and currently the president of the Kapamilya Network.
10 The original writer was less motivated in continuing the story (this episode and the previous [plus the next and the first half of the
episode after], after all, was originally written by him); he was relieved when I offered to continue the story. And the rest is history.

To be continued in BTW #4 August 2009
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don't believe in impossibilities. I remember it clearly. The floor tiles were a bright
shade of red. They were freshly waxed and
were so shiny that I could see my face reflected
on the smooth surface. They felt cold against my
cheeks and legs as I happily played on top of
them with my collection of five cat's eye marbles –
totally oblivious to the world around me. At that
time, someone had told me in our native dialect,
“Enjoy your childhood. These times will surely disappear from your memories as you grow older.” I
was only three years old, yet, I remember that
moment in time so vividly that it might as well
have happened yesterday. Perhaps it could be attributed to my rebellious nature. I just wanted to
prove that person wrong no matter what, so I
forcefully embedded that miniscule sliver of eternity into my memories.
Tangentially related to this is the issue of
equal treatment of visual novels. Perhaps those of
you who are familiar with the recent trends in the
Lemmasoft Forums have already formulated your
opinions on the possible directions this article is
taking. Nevertheless, whether the community responds with a collective frown or a knowing smirk,
you have been forced into the role of a silent audience given the non-interactivity of this magazine's
format. In fact, the very idea of treating community made visual novels with a certain degree of
equality triggers a negative nearly-synaptic mental response in most of us. The usual argument is
that proponents of equality in the treatment of
visual novels just want to turn a blind eye to the
glaring differences in quality between the multichapter epic with professional-level production
values and the five minute kinetic short with art
that looks like it was drawn by a four-year old

learning to use crayons. This is unfair for those
who devote more time and effort into creating a
truly substantial piece of work - and frankly, I am
not here to deny that. What I am about to offer
you, however, is a justification of sorts - a different perspective on the subject matter.
In taxation - one of the three key features of a
sound tax system is the concept of theoretical justice, it dictates that the tax system should be fair
to the average taxpayer and based on his ability
to pay. Elaborated further, it means that similarlysituated objects of taxation should be taxed at the
same rate. This is how equality in taxation is
achieved; by using sufficient standards for the
classification of different objects of taxation so
that those who are in a similar class are taxed at
similar rates, while those of a higher or lower
class are taxed at lower or higher rates in proportion to their situation.
In connection with the concept of theoretical
justice, the courts of law recognize the principle of
using social justice in the interpretation of laws.
To quote a landmark jurisprudence:
"Social Justice is neither communism, nor despotism, nor atomism, nor anarchy but the humanization of laws, and the equalization of social
and economic forces by the state, so that justice
in its rational and objectively secular conception
may at least be approximated. Social justice is the
promotion of the welfare of the people, the adoption by the government of measures calculated to
insure the economic stability of all the component
elements of society, through the maintenance of a
proper economic and social equilibrium in the interrelations of the members of the community,
constitutionally, through the adoption of measures
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legally justifiable, or extra-constitutionally, through the exercise of powers underlying the existence of all governments, on
the time-honored principle of salus populi est suprema lex."
Simply put, without the superfluous legal parlance, social
justice seeks to achieve equal treatment by law of the citizens
of the state by adopting a liberal construction of legislative
measures in favor of the litigant when his lot in life is considerably more miserable in comparison to the adverse party. It
seeks to give to those who have less in life more in the law.
A more simplified example would be in elementary mathematics. 7 over 14 is equal to one-half, but taken individually, 7
is six more than 1 and 14 is twelve more than 2. Yet, math
recognizes each of them as equal fractions.
There is no compelling reason why these concepts of proportional equality cannot be validly applied to the treatment of
community-made visual novels in general. On the other hand,
there should be a moral obligation in each of us, as members
of the community, to apply these principles of equality in the
positive acts we make in relation to VN appreciation. While it is
true that everyone is entitled to their own opinion on a given
visual novel, I believe that as developer-players, we owe it to
our fellow creators to treat each game in the community with
equality in the way we react and post public comments on a
public message board. Hypothetically, all of us have an internal classification system in our heads whenever we play a
game. Applying theoretical justice to the treatment of visual
novels, it is therefore logical to refrain from comparing games
so glaringly far apart in terms of production values or other
aspects from each other. It is not unfair to the “bigger game”
even if one individual gives a harsh comment for it while praising the obviously low-key artwork in the “smaller game.” The
better interpretation is that the “bigger game” simply belongs
to a higher class than the “smaller game” and has therefore
reached a level where it deserves more scrutiny in recognition
of the amount of effort that went into its production.
In my case, I find that every doujin visual novel ever created is so unique, so dissimilar in its situation to other visual
novels, that each of them should be appreciated individually
for what they have to offer. Mine is an extreme example and
certainly, the casual player cannot be expected to make these
internal distinctions before making judgments. But for those of
us who are actively engaged in the VN scene. for those of us
who are properly equipped with the knowledge and/or experience of what it is like to create our own visual novels: don't
OELVNs deserve that much?

Wedding Vows
By Dizzcity

Fantasia, The Realm of
Thanos
By azureXtwilight

The Game –Chapter OneBy undertone09

Cassiopeia –Act OneCalalang vs. Williams, 70 Phil. 726 | Vitug, Tax Law and Jurisprudence p2.

By ghost_of_rhazgriz

EVN List is not comprehensive. Check http://www.renpy.org/wiki/renpy/Ren%27Py_Games for more.
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do not know what true love is, or
rather, how love can be untrue, so I will
write about love in general in the medium of visual novels and its conformities.
Most visual novel players and makers probably have a clear image of romance in the genre
already. Many games feature a first love experience between high school students or at least
something similar. The stories often portray the
inexperienced and clumsy, but sweet romantic
experiences the pair goes through, varying from
simple kisses or hugs to even lovemaking. Romantic visual novels tend to have a lot in common – why, and is it a good thing?
One of the most usual similarities is the
young age of the main characters. A lot of them
are still students, perhaps underage, and even
the supposedly old and experienced oneechancharacters are usually in their twenties at most.
A big reason to this is probably just that school
settings are simply easy to write about: the
characters have a good reason to be involved
with each other, and it is not an unusual place
for crushes and relationships to bloom, even in
real life.
Think about it in comparison to workplace
romance, for instance. To a lot of people, your

place of employment is not the place you seek
love from, and especially in some cultures it
might be considered as immoral. In addition the
portion of people in relationships, particularly
those of a serious nature, increases rapidly
somewhere between entering high school as a
teenager and being an educated, independent
working citizen, which easily ruins the idea of
meeting a whole harem-full of attainable characters in one place.
Especially in the English visual novel community, this also has to do with the middle age of
the authors, which probably is somewhere between 17 and 23 – young, just like the characters they write about. As our community mostly
consists of young people, students are easy to
write about and to relate to. An older person can
write a visual novel while thinking about his or
her teenager years, while it can be hard for an
adolescent to know what it is like to be in your
30's. Authors reflect both their own experience
and inexperience as they choose what to write
about and what not.
Another conformity that is also associated
with the age of the characters is the premature
state of the romance. There are barely any visual novels that depict serious, matured relationships: the trend is to tell how love can begin, not
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how it is maintained or how it might end. One
reason for this is to provide challenge for the
player. While everyone knows being in a relationship has its conflicts and hard times, in a
game this state of having yet to bloom brings
more challenge and chances. After all, if you
want to feature multiple heros or heroines, it
would be hard to start with characters that are
dating, unless either betrayal or a break-up is
included. Especially for those who aim for the
interactivity factor of visual novels, prematurity
is neccessary in the case of romance.
The fact that the characters rarely are in a
serious relationship with each other during the
course of the game also relieves the writer from
having to explain their previous experiences with
each other. To be able to understand complex,
developed love the reader needs a lot of information and understanding of the characters,
which is a lot more difficult to write. As the main
character knows the partner a lot better than the
player, just a brief introduction of him or her as
a childhood friend or the president of the student council is not enough anymore – you need
to actually make the reader highly involved with
the lover, and that demands a lot of the writer.
As most visual novels depict the hunt for a
partner rather than the life with him or her,
apart from how to deliver one's feelings, there is
not much conflict. Many stories even end just
when the two lovebirds finally get each other, so
that their relationship cannot even have any
conflict as the game ends before the real deal
begins. On the other hand, in stories that feature conflict the threat is often external, such as
someone else not accepting their love or something impersonal, like an illness, causing harm to
the main character's partner. Couples that have
problems with each other are rare.
I think this contributes to the innocence and
moe factors in the romance, which many find
very appealing. However the bond between the
characters can be so deep and pure it may feel
sugary, and some might find this extremely ideal
romance unrealistic. But that is not the main
problem. The lack of conflict, or even peaceful
search for each other's understanding, can simply be boring. Especially if getting to that point
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has been challenging, some might feel a little
betrayed when after all the trouble of aiming for
that lovely character all you get is the same recycled idea of perfect first love.

So the question is, are these traditions of
romance bad? Not really. The type of romance
visual novels tend to depict is easy to relate to
and fun to follow, not to mention how well it fits
the concept of visual novels. It has its good
sides and bad sides, but a lot of people seem to
like it.
But no matter how nice something is, if it is
done over again and again, it slowly starts to
lose value. There is a lack of variety in the available games, which can kill some of the depth of
these classic first love stories no matter how
good they are, and this is what I find sad about
the abudance of similarities in our stories. Many
people might even forget the medium altogether
when they get tired of the sweet, traditional love
that most visual novels portray. It is the strength
and not the kind of the stereotypes that is the
problem.
Another question that rose to my mind as I
sought the reasons for these similarities is – are
we authors avoiding the challenge? The characteristics of classic visual novel romance seem to
make the story easier to write and to relate to,
but, is the old and comfortable way always the
best? As of now, it seems most makers are focusing on doing something similar to games they
have already created or played instead of trying
new areas and perspectives on love.
By focusing on the fluff and stereotypes instead of diving into the depths and quirks, we
are missing out on a lot – not just as players,
but also as creators. Creating visual novels is not
a thing you can do on the production line by just
taking the ingredients and shaping them into
script, graphics, music, code and so on. Personally I see it as a search for a deeper understanding, like love, and thus believe you can learn
much from the process. Without challenge, it is
boring. As a writer I want to explore love atypical for visual novels – do you?

Do you agree/disagree with any of the articles featured here? Do you want
your game featured in next month’s issue? Would you like to submit an article of relevant interest to the English Visual Novel Community? E-mail us at
baka_triad@yahoo.com for your submissions/comments
Kikirin Character Art by Yvanc

