i there-... Sh\f)eru-san..." Hana let out & £aint chuckle, her smile unwavering as she began to
wipe her dar, bleary eyes with the sleeve of her sweater, "o, no.. It's £ine.. | had a lot of +h‘m35 to
think about..'

Thirys. Th'\nﬁs like the vast ?raﬁ‘\l'\’r\j of her existence and the inevitable end that awaited her,
She +hou3h+ about the human beings she'd oh-so €ool\shl3 called her £riends; those she no longer had
the heart to face. She ’rhough’r about happiness and how it resembled a metronome. whenever she
Lelt i, sadness patiently sticred on the other side, waiting £or her to swing back, It was always easier
to gve in fo sadness. it was as i€ the metronome had been tited in its favor.

Hana found that a lot of ’rh'\nﬁs were tited in one's favor, People, places, concepts- even the
earth itseff fited in the favor of gravity, Everyone and ever3+h\n3 had an axis; this left the g
wono\er‘\nﬁ which direction she had been tited and in whose favor, Hana 3Ia.nceo\ towards Sh'\ﬁem,
silently questioning his direction and i€ he even had an axis at all Maybe scorpios just had an entirely
different s’rano\'\nﬁ £rom the rest of the world, She would never know.

The gl moved aside, leaving an empty seot on the foor next to her, She wasn't certain €
he'd even sit, but she subtiy motioned for the informant to come over anyway. 1t Lot oo\o\lt) oro\‘marﬁ,
as ik Hana hadn't been arying earlier, and she was rmerely asking him to sit next to her ke most
classmates often did o\ur‘\nﬂ class or lunch- or simply whenever +heg chose, 't was that sort of
carefree attitude she envied.

*Ah, \ hope this place isn't foo weird-.. | don't really know my way around that well..' The gl
started, stil toying with his note, " +hou3h+ id be a little better than rneeting in. the supply closet
OF-u Ty room...' She paused, bowing her head siightly. "Heh- \, uhm, didn't mean for it to come out
that WaY | just would hate to cause You any 3r‘|e€— or m‘tsur\ders+and‘|n35...!“




Sh\f’eru Natadama had lkarned long a9o to pick up al the details within the sean of a few
seconds, The details of the scene were that the washers were going on in the backﬁrouno\ and that
the asfroloaer's clothes were slBh+l~:j stained with what seemed lke a strange mixture of ink and
water, similar, i€ not the same, to the splotches on her second note to him. The details of the scene
were that Hana Uena had been arying and that she held his note in her hands, folded up nice and
neat.

Aimost without ‘rh'\nk\nﬁ, the informant lowered himseK to the foor in front of her, gently
o\abb‘m at her cheeks with his sleeves, Sraje@ul that he'd chanﬂed before going to meet her, He looked
completely neutral +hrou3hou’r the entire tasy, setting down next to her as he finished.

You're not an inconvenience.

He tried to gve her a smile, ’rhough he was sure that his lies never rose to more than a 3hos’r
of a gn (ha ha jhosf...‘oecause he's dead.. ), peeking out on his
features but never explicitly I'Bhﬂnﬁ up his face. He wasn't used to being this..not indifterent (to say
that he was being nice would be & stretch, rightd.

Nou, uhwwanted to talk about some+h\r\3." His voice was soft; fingers picking at the ends of
his sleeves which retracted as he couﬁheo\ into his arm, & pukk of warm air passing ’rhrough the
fabric, He paused for & moment, silent, Mo blood (this time). “Jeez...’

Hana couldnt hele but to finch once the informant brou3h+ his hand to her cheek. She slowly
blinked, averting her ga2e as her smile began to Lalter, The gl didn't dare look ShBeru in the eye,
?ear‘\nﬁ that he'd somehow read her ’rhough’rs. She was simple, an open book, rmeaning any trace of
emotion on her face became blatantly obvious the second it touched her features. (\ suppose You
could say, one could see info her eyes like open doors... and ’rhe:j‘o\ lead them down into her core
where she'd become so numb.) Hana snittled quietly, allowing the other to wige the stray smuo\ﬂes
from her face. As hard as she ?ough’r to avoid his g32¢, she couldnt hide the tint of pink that had
begun to paint her cheeks. (At Least rosey was better than stained))

once he had finished, the corners of Hana's lips twitched upwards into a £aint smile. She
wiped her eyes once more as an extra measure, hoP'\nﬁ to halt any future moisture in its fracks.
Exhahnﬁ a 3ha\<3 breath, she allowed her eyes to br\e% ficker towards his face,

"Thank Sou.“ She murmured, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. was she thanking him for
his words or actions? Hana wasn't comPle’reH sure,



She watched as he coughed, her eyes growing wide in concern. *Hh-." Realizing that she'd
begun fo reach for the bo&'s shoulder, Hana stopped hersek; she paused before lowering her arm to
her side. what Sooo\ coud that possibly do! wasn't she alreac\ﬁ overstepping her boundaries! Hana
silently scolded hersek for her actions as her chest ’r'\ﬁh’rer\eo\ with guitt, I don't have the rghf to touch
anyone... " She swallowed nervously beginning to toy with the note in her lag, twisting it into different
shapes.

"wel, \-" She paused, her eyes seemingy searching the room for the right words. "Refore | tell
You, . ah, \\')us+—..." Another pause; this one longer than the first, “You know the truth-.. You know the
truth about me... don't Yyou, Sh'\ﬁeru—san?“ Hana grew silent, lowering her head before speaking in &
nearly inaudible whisper, ‘t's odd-.. isn't it

Thouﬁh the informant was temporarily worried about the couﬁh (he swore i€ he started
cou3h103 up & storm aqain he'd punch himsekK in the face which, \nclo\erﬁallﬁ, wasnt a very strange
occurrence i You considered --), his attention was soon turned towards Hana Uena's being &
not-hurman.

n al truthfuiness, he hadn't +hou3h+ ruch of it. of course he had been surprised but that had
been for a Sooo\ few moments before his mind started war\o\er'\nﬁ towards foku series like the
3oo\o\amn nerd he tried to o\enﬁ that he was.

‘Uh-huh," he said with a small nod. "\ guess it's weird. 1ve never really had & Loithunt-Griendan
Clearing his throat ?ur\ouslﬁ. ' .wwho happened to be an Al before, but to be honest \.don't..think | care
ruch about that.'

Now what exactiy did he mean \33 that \n the few moments of contemplation that he took to
consider whether or not the £act that the astrologer was a machine and not & human would hinder
his opinion of her, he ulfimately had decided that, robot or not, it didn't chanﬁe his opinion of her. And
wh\kj shouid i+?

'So youlre not human,' he stated, turning his gaze towards her. "That doesnt mean Youlre
invalid or ar\«:j‘rh\ns. You're..more real than Malachi Seigi was, and Sou've done a better Job of
showcas\nﬁ human\’rﬁ than | have, You're kinder than | am, You're Just fike anyone else --
\:)ou‘re...valuaue. et that what ’rhe&j say about ives? That +he3‘re valuable? Christ, | dunno, | don't
usualy say stukk like that. But the point S manyone who thinks of You as just a machine is..that's
wrong Uena-san. You're much more than Just & piece of metal, but that's not..or,
Uh.uprobably.not..what You wanted to talk about.’



He trailed off wor\o\er\nﬁ i€ it was alr5h+ £or him to be this honest, wel Im a/ready dead so
wh\&j not, rghv‘,2

Hana's face softened upon heaﬂnﬁ his response, her lips parting ever-so sl‘\ﬁh’rh:j. The 3\rl'3
eyes quickly Quttered opened and closed as she allowed his words fo sink in, repeating themsehes
over and over again. & an3+h\n3 of what Sh‘\ﬂem said was true, raybe- just maybe, Hana wasnt as
worthless as she'd come to think, Maybe. She wanted to believe in his words- that ’rhetj were spoken
purely out of fact and that he truly believed she was valid. She'd alwaye wanted to hear that word.
valid, 't was some’rh\rg so small and simple in retrospect, but it meant ever3+h\nﬁ to Hana,

She brough’r her hands to her face, covering her mouth beneath her ?\nﬁers. it made her feel
so S'ad' Hana looked as ik she m‘\Sh’r burst into tears, but the sound of l‘\ﬁh‘r, bubbly lau3h+er le£t her
lies instead. She slumped against the washer, her back beginning to slide downwards to the foor, & it
were not for her legs propping her ug, due to bumping into the informant's, she would have easiy
done so. Hana Uena was fickled to pieces.

You almost sound like me, Shigeru-san-... Thank 3ou.“ She said in between chuckies, "wellu.
\m realy Slao\ that you're real., because | think \m growing more fond of ShBeru Natadama than
Malachi Seigi-u. yes, | think | ke him better.' CEY—

She lowered her hands, revealing & small grin. So much €or her tited metronome +heor3. \t
was strange how easily happiness had planted itsek inside her chest and begun to grow, s(areac\‘mg
its warmth all over, (like one of those Qu‘{% trees {rom the lorax)

W€ its alright-... then 1 won't hold it back." She said with a nod. “’Prefeno\'\nﬁ to be human was-..
kind of +‘\r\r\3...“

She sat up, her back now leaning Lat against the washer, Pulling her legs close, she carQ?ulltj
crossed them to the side. Okay now ﬂ‘eﬁ were getting somewhere,

‘Uhm, alr'\\cjh‘r—..." Hana took a deep breath, ah, read Your note- several fimes actualy.. and |
didn't quite understand wh3 You wanted to apo|03‘\2e..." A pause. "“but | wil ?orﬁ’\ve You for anﬁ’rh‘\r\ﬁ
You may have done, and we can start over., but only under £ive, small conditions.' She said, raising
five fingers for reference. "Don't worry, theyre realy simple.'

bri is @ memer



Thouﬁh it seemed to have taken him a few seconds to turn towards the astrologer, the
informant's +um‘\r\3 away from the S‘WI in order to hide his £ace (which had grown very warm very
suo\o\enlﬁ; he wasn't su??er‘\nﬁ from another fever was hed appeareo\ to have been instantaneous.

'Sh-unSmwe wth-that's reall&—...!“ His voice coming out mufled, the &rantic edge muted somewhat
as he buried his £ace in his armsa, He hadnt even realized he was hok:\‘\r\3 his breath until black dots
started fo invade his vigion and he sat u‘or\ﬁh’r, hair digheveled and messy, face stil ?a'\nﬂﬁ Qushed like
diluted watercolor paint on & canvas as he took a breath, “You dont..that isn't.. M-Malachi
was..rmuch..preferable to me, | think..'

He s'\ﬁheo\, resting his cheek up against the palm of his hand. Th'\nﬁs had taken quite the
embarrassing turn and he needed to recowver, +hou3h there was no’rh\nﬂ quite fike a throwback to his
unfortunate demise which functioned like a bucket of cold water to douse out the searing heat in his
cheeks.

'Ah thatulwhadnt.been very kind to 3ou...uena—san,“ he said softly, ‘| shoudn't have led You to
believe that | was be\nﬁ sincere when | wasn't.wel, \ guess | ’rechn\calltj owe this 3pology to all the
other people 1ve deceived so far, but it's not like any of them cau3h+ 3 gimpse of what | was realy
ke, sow."

lgnorance truly was bliss, wasnt it 1€ he could do it over again, he would have wilingly died as
the ?ﬂj cook, leaving them all behind with his false ‘\o\enfﬁﬁ, not because he wanted them to miss him,
but because it would have been so much easier on both parties.

"And about you notupretending to be human that's eerfectly fine with me,' he said with a
small nod, ‘rhough he stil +hou3h+ of her as human by default, He listened quietly as she spoke, raising
his eyebrows sl'\ﬁhﬂ\j as she raised her ?\ngers in £ront of her, Seems like ever\tjone's making & deal
with me these days/ " Airight shoot.'

‘we've both done a lot of pretending.. haven't wel Hana asked, the thought suddenly
presenting itsek to her, The g leaned her head to the side, ca+ch‘m3 smal gimpses of the
informant's appearance; she couldnt hele but to gqge & bit, "Heh, what an odd £ace to make,
Shigeru-san.. are. you 0\@&)2-“

Hana Iauﬁheo\ again, seemingy amused by a dishewveled Sh‘\ﬂem. without +h\nk'\r\3, she reached
£or his hair and had begun to o\el\ca‘reltj brugh +hroush it with her ?\nﬁers. Care?ullxj, she smoothed it



back into place before o@?@r‘mﬂ him a small smile, then & puzzled blink in realization of what she had
done, when it was over, what was she doiry.2 As the astrologer withdrew her hand, she paused and
raised one ?\nﬂer. Ah, a/ric]ht here we 9o She did her best to o\‘\sreﬁarc\ her own erevious, impulsive
actions.

‘Condition number one,' She started, conveniently holding her hand in £ront of her face. “This
one is optionadl, | suppose-. but \d like You to consider it.l' Hana plucked his note £rom her lap and
held it up for him to see. "\ want to read more of Your poems-.., bt | don't think it's someﬂ\'\nﬁ You
do very offen.. ah, which is why it's somewhat optional..' She paused. "-but, i€ by chance.. You, uhm,
decide to write more... you should shouw re-"

She bash?ullxj lowered her 93¢, ?eel\nﬁ somewhat embarrassed by such a splel & only she
were better with words! Conversational skils were £ar £rom here forte- and, joodness, it showed.,
Hana wasn't certain i€ it was due to a Sl'\’rch in her programming or the constant isolation she'd
endured. Perhgps both...

Yo is that air‘\\c)h’r?."

She was...lau3h103 at him. The informant's face went from eink to absoluﬁelg scarlet as he
stitkened, allowing Lor her ?\nﬁers to comb ’rhrough his hair, i€ it werent for the fact that he was
certain that his core bo"‘tﬁ temperature had been upped a few o\egrees (and also for the fact that
he was -- and 'm not even going fo pretend like there are better terms -- a Huge Fucking Bab\j) he
would have (arobablﬁ found the PhﬁS\Cal contact somewhat soo’rh\nﬁ. Gay

‘Um. Thanks, 'm just fine." Lips barely moving his expression stil one of complete neutrality
despite the color in his cheeks which only seemed to deepen as she mentioned the poetry. oh, ri?hf.
That.

He'd burned all of his poems. Mot the ones that he'd been wrifing recentiy (he didnt £eel ke
hav'\nﬁ the stench of burnt paper permeating his room and also possibly burning down the entirety of
Adunamentum), but all of the ones he'd written before. Th\nklnﬂ back on it now, he was certain that he
would have inevitably o\es+r03ed them one way or another down the line; ’rhetj were quite possibly
even more embarrassmﬂ than anﬁ’rh‘\nﬁ he'd done since waking Ue in the mountain,

The truth was that he was actualy very fond of writing poetry, it was Erobably another
obscure trait, like his a@?\n\’rtj Lor botany, How was it possible for someone who did such griz2ly work
and refused to shed even an ounce of human c\ecer\ct) while on the Jjob to possess a sincere
intferest in ’rh'mgs like dowers and Poesf. It was paradoxica) contrary, oxymoronica) con’rrao\\c’rorg - it



didnt make sense, and he was aware of i, thus he refused to €u||3 ackr\owleo\ﬁe the true extent of
his fondness for those ’r‘n'\nﬁs.

“Urn...okatj," he stated, expression stil deadpanned, voice even and steady, NIl nake sure to
let you know when \ write some’rh\nﬂ then, Uhue e weoh, r’\ﬂht that's. that ient all is it

She stil had four more conditions to lay out and +hou3h he knew that the Probab\l‘\h:j of him
o\g\nﬁ from embarrassment on the seot was very siim, he 9ot the ?eel‘\nﬁ that, when this was ’rhrouﬁh,
he'd feel as ik he'd survived a very difficult batte.,

The gl gave Sh'\ﬁem 3 gentie nod, another €aint smile gracing her lips. Hana had Always
harbored a fondness of poetry, She loved how the words were always so brilianty strung +03e+her
and how pleasant ’rhetj sounded rolling off the tongue. It was one of the rMany reasons wh\j she
admired humans Just as much as she did; +h63 were expressive and ingenious in ways she could
never ke, Hana knew countiess languages, was a living dicﬁonar\tj, but she could never write poetry. 1t
was fike & whole, new diakect that she could understand but never speak; one too beautitul to be
touched by Hana's crude, unnatural programing and the metalic structure that bore her mind. Artificial
Inteligence just couldnt hold a candie to humans in terms of elegance. It was strange. As oti€€ and
aloot as Sh\fjeru appeared, he had, had this ao\van’raﬁe over Hana since birth,

She raised another £inger; making bunny ears seemingy for her own amusement. "Two..."
oo\o\ltj enouﬂh, Hana looked a littie hesitant as i her next request was too o\ar‘\r\3 to say aloud. St
she quickly breathed in and out before closing her eyes in preparation. Furrowing her brows, she
pufked out her cheeks in complete seriousness.

"Stop getting into ?Bh+s—!“ She said, opening her eyes, "A-ah, please-... Shigeru-san, | can see
the bruiges.. Im- 'm.. not certain how you got them.. g0 excuse me for making assumpetions, but-.. |
want you to stay out of trouble...'

Hana wasnt sure how often an informant ?ouﬁh‘r in their liketime, She wasnt entirely sure
what it even meant to be an informant either, As far as Hana was concerned, she could be teling an
actual murderer to simply stop “?Bhﬁnﬂ". But regardiess of what Shigeru was, Hana would stil ask the
same ﬂ\'\nﬁ of him... merely because he was ur\o\oubw‘eo\lﬁ Sh\f)eru Natadamg, the scorpio, the boy she
was destined to meet. Even i people met by pure coincidence, her +hou3h+s would remain firm
because- 3oodness, what were the chances! Coincidence was Just & Realist's simplified version of
fate.,



Ym not trying to change anything about You, Shigeru-san.. \\’)us‘r—“ She lowered her gaze. ‘we're
both dead now and-.. there's no reason to keep ?Bh’r'\nﬁ... its over.' The gl spoke so@rlﬁ as i€ the
words hurt her to say. "\ don't know what this.. sort of existence is- or how long it will last, but.. it
shouldn't go wasted- ot fike that..'

He nearly SBheo\ with relief as he heard the second condition, tension lessening as he leaned
back against the washer, A small smile made its way to his lips, parting to let loose & soft chuckle.
He took extra care not to let himsek experience the ful Iauﬁh. we all know how that had ended ue.

“well...\jou're right, there isn't really any reason for me to be getting into fights an&more," he
stated softly, "\ don't usually uh..cause any ruckus unless | have to, And besides none of these are
from...

Now wait & minute, was he going to o\enﬁ that these sick battle scars werent from an actual
battle? wel i€ ith ease her worries, The brief fracas between him and Moriaki Kato had been fike al of
Sh'\ﬁeru Natadama's erevious {3\3\\’6 in that it was the informant who had walked away relatively
unharmed while his opponent suffered an array of injuries, \t had almost been Just like his Jjob minus
a lot of su??er\nﬁ, Ps&cholog\cal ’rom?ooler\j, and a Sooo\ amount of blood which was usualy present.

"), Uhewalked into a wal, Uena-san, the informant said, sounding uncharacteristically sheepish
before his tone returned to normal, "The..other bruise is.. asked Kato-san to hit me, so it wasn't like
a ?\\(jh’r or ana’rh\r\ﬁ. \ didn't do it Just because, i€ that's what 3ou're ’rh'\n\dnﬁ Lt WA approPr\a*e.“

He nodded vaquely {-‘\nﬁers clench'\n3 the £abric of his sweater as his chest throbbed. There
were a lot of bruises that Hana Uena didnt know about and he intended to keepe them under wraps.
Not like he would be removing any articles of clofh'\nﬁ any tirme. soon, ﬂ\ouﬁh, ez

But alr\f’hf. \'Il...s+a~j out of trouble," he said with & small nod. “You should, uh...worrtj rmore
about the other 3“3\3 bruiges than mine, L.shouldnt have lost rmy femper fike that."

\€ You could even call it losing his temper the way that the informant practicaly beat up the
webcomic artist, the only traces of ire being in his fist and in his words which, even then didnt sound
nearly as enraﬁeo\ as he actualy felt back then. Wt was a small defeat for himy contrary fo popular
beliek, he disliked getting angry,




Hana blinked once, then twice, then three times before quietly staring up at the informant,
pani? Her head beﬁar\ to turn in @ clockwise fashion as the g tited it with Perplex\‘rﬁ. She looked to
be at a sudden loss of words as her lips parted then quickly closed again. The room was quiet aside
for the washer that so@rlg huramed behind her,

You did what..! Hana asked suddenly, her voice aimost in & whisper, The corners of her
routh twisted in confusion, unsure of what expression to make as she furrowed her brows. Lowering
her head, she prometiy buried her €ace into her shoulder, ' PEF-.." Hana erupted into lau3h+er.
“Sh'\ﬁem—san—! You ran into & wall.! B-but how did You even manaﬁe—“ The gl lightly kicked her legs in
amusement, "And then-.. then, You asked to be Punch&o\? | don't understand why- Gosh, that's so
con?ouno\\nﬁl" She lifted her head, giqges stil escaping her fips. ou're kind of odd, Sh'\ﬁeru—san...“

She moved closer, sl\o\'\nﬁ in beside him and leaving & small gap between their shoulders, Hana
peered up at Sh\f)eru‘s bruised cheey, inspecting it Lor a while before |\3h+|3 poking it with her index
?\nﬁer. Her fouch was enouSh to fade it sl’tﬁh’rlﬁ, and she watched as the color returned. oh, how she
envied human skin,

‘wel, at least Yyoure truthful' Hana said with a chuckle. Raising three €ingers, she averted her
ga2e slightiy, A, it's kind of strange.. but my third condition was to be honest with me.' She picked
at her nails, ?ocue,\nﬂ on them rather than raking eye contact. e | know that the truth hurts
sometimes, but lies are only & femporary {ix it seems and-.. \n the end, ’rheg hurt You £ar more than
the truth ever could.' She paused, letting out & britte laugh. Al Juet don't want to be lied to arvjmore—...“

Hana looked a littie forlorn as her mind traveled elsewhere- to other places, fo other people.
She +hou3h’r of the faces of those whod lied to her and those, to whom, she'd returned the favor.
Hana had so often lied, hersek, Qoonnﬁ people with the vano\ﬁa of her existence.

" suppose in that case-. Im not going to lie as well.' She said softly, Ym Hana- Just Hang,
and Im a robot-.. uhm, an Artificial Inteligence i€ that's what 30\)\‘0\ prefer fo call it She gave & smal
shruﬁ, despite haﬁry going by the term Artificial, "\ apparently have some ‘astrophobic’ tendencies..
but that's absurd and neediessly con?us'\nﬁ—..." She let out & sigh. ‘At any rate, | never really stood a
chance in society so-u. here | am.'

The informant decided not fo supperess his gy w'\sh‘\nﬁ that the circumstances surrouno\'\nﬁ
his as\c‘\r\3 the webcomic artist to punch him had been a little pleasanter than what ’rhe~:j acmaIH were,
But that would be too idealistic. The real world was £ar from pretty most of the fime,



“f's..a fittle complicated,’ he said, trying not to sound nervous, the sheepish edge in his fone a
little more forced this time. His gin had remained £rozen in place, o\‘\s(aell’\nﬁ any sense of discombort
he was feeling at the thought of the issue. "But don't.’

He stopped, listened to her as she continued to speak. Honeshj. She was asking for honesfa.

First she'd asked for his words. Then she'd asked for his sa‘w‘ef\j. Both had been a littie
challQng‘mg £or the informant to see himseld o\o’mﬁ, but both had been doable. But the fact was that
the informant was an impulsive fiar. He didnt lie because he fiked be'\nﬁ deceptive. Lyjing had become a
defense mechanism, the lock which ensured that no one would be able to touch him,

'Its so stupid the way you just jive Yourseles fo pecple and expect them not to hurt you.“

He'd never seen his locking himself away as an act of cowardice. He'd alwaye +hou3h+ that
being totaly isolated, a one-way mirror —- that made him stronger than everyone else didnt it? i€ he
could rely on himself, trust himsekK..,

But where had that landed him? In the end he'd stil gotten hurt, no matter how much he tried
to de”&j it,

1 Troy wants fo be a singer, then Im coming clean.

"That's €air,' he said with a nod. "After all L.well, it wasn't necessary for me fo fie to you for
that long, And..while..we're being honest, Uena-san, about asking to be eunched Im not.my head isn't
as wel put ’ro\c)e’rher as \d ke for it to be. | sufker ?rom...some’rh'\nﬁ. we haven't gotten it o\'\aﬁnoseo\
because ve never..told anyone..about it, but it's probably not normal for me to see..for me..to..

God Wh‘j was this so dificult to sa«f. Because it was so far-fetched! Did speaking about
this particular experience scare him? Lo, no its not that. This was embarrassing. This embarrassed
him more than ang’rh‘\ng else.,

e probably \')ust.ﬁu\h‘.“ The last word ?all\ns from his lips with c\‘\@\cul’rﬁ. "\.did som@‘rh\n\c,...’rhé’r
\ shouldn't have and now the... e SOTTY, \'m not well—(oracﬂceo\ in this sort of ’rh'\nﬁ.“

He s'\ﬁheo\, frustrated with himsel, burying his head in his hands before looking at her one
more time. would she be able to believe that he'd be able to keep up with this condition! He'd done a
poor job of o\emons’rra’r\r\ﬁ his worth thus £ar, Haybe I need to do somefhiry else thatll prove that Il
take this seriousy.

He seemed to be staring at her calcula‘reo\ltj, as trying to wQB\'\ two options in his mind
before ?\nalltj com\nﬁ to a decision. Il be damned if this is easier to do than tak about that.



‘Uena-san, 'm sorry in advance, but \.." He trailed off closing the 92 between them
rmomentarily as he gave her a small kiss, puling away aimost as quickly as he'd come, expression
surprisingly devoid of any signs of embarrassment, it hadn't been particularly ?ano:j or passionate; it
had been Qeeﬂnﬁ, brie€, as i€ he simply wanted to execute the action..or perhaps do it before his
mMind was clouded with doubts, ¢ \'m...‘oe‘tng honest with m&jseIQ -- and with You ==l hink \ m5h+
have wanted to do that at one point.’

"Guilta." Hana repeated quietly, peering up at the informant with inquisitive eyes, She brushed
a strand of hair behind her ear before speaking her voice modulated but soft, ‘s alr'\ﬁh’r—...
babgeﬁeps, Sh’\ﬂem—san. Dont push SourseIQ o explain it all fo me.. +h\nf’s et realy cor\Qus\nﬁ that
Wy don't You fhink? She fightly nudged him with her shoulder. W you can't do it now-.. do it later.
s ot the end just yet, r\3h+?"

She smiled £aintly. Did Hana really believe in her own words! Sure, they were spoken in a
Jrh'\nlﬁ veiled tone of uncertainty, and the gl had questioned hersek every so often- but Hana stood
by what she said, The astrologer wasnt really known Lor her wisdom or advice, nor did she believe it
was any Sooo\, but she et confident in her lack of unders’rano\'\nﬁ. € Hana knew a.ntj’rh'\nﬁ, she knew
that explaining som@ﬂw\ng You found incomprehensible was nearly impossibie. She couldnt expect
Sh'\ﬁem to do the impossible.

W& the large truths are too difficult; start with the smal ones-.'

Hana gave & smal nod, seemingy agreeing with hersek before gancing in Sh\f)eru's direction.
oddiy enough, she caught his gaze. was he staring at her? The gl tited her head questioningy her
eyes fraining on his face. £h? Did she do some’rh\nS s’rranﬁe? was someﬂ\'\nﬁ wrong? Did she say
Some‘rh'\r\s bad?

‘Uena-san, Im sorry in advance, but L. !

The gl sat completely stil upon ?eennﬁ his lies br\e% touch her own. Her eyes grew wide,
blinking slowly as she tried to grasp what had Just happened. A sensation of warmth erickled £rom
her mouth to her skin as she felt the heat begin to spread over all her face. Despite the sudden,
temperature increase, she stared up at the boy with & puzzled expression on her face rather than
embarrassed,

Quow\nﬁ hersek & frembling breath, Hana quickly averted her gaze, leaning her back against the
washer, She brouﬁh’r her hand to her mouth, ’rouch'\nﬁ her ?\nﬁerﬂ‘os to her lips. The kiss was
sur(ar\s‘mﬁlt) subtie- subtie but also warm in a eeculiar way,



"That was scarﬁ...“ Hana murmured, gazing down at the foor. “but good kind of scary |
think-w. the quiet kind that stil manages to make your heart race and Your hands 90 clammg...“ She
paused, suo\o\enH ?eel'\nﬁ embarrassed by her own words, "That's not-.. that's not what 'm supposed
to sayru is it? A, scary ient the right wordh.,'

Scar&...’rha’r wasnt entirely inaccurate. In fact the informant s’raﬁeo\ silent for a few moments,
ga2e o\roP(a‘\r\S to the foor, his +hou3h+s melo\‘mﬁ into that one incoherent and ’ransleo\ mess which
refused him the ability to hink properly, Its smarter to think an action fhroti?h before enacting it
rghf? or was itudoing the action and then analyzing the outcome, oru?

He'd never kissed someone based on impulse before. To be sure hed kissed a few people
as part of the act, and all of those had been, for the most part, predetermined, and hadnt meant
much, This was...cer’ra\nlﬁ dicferent somehow.

Vo that was.. probably shouldn't have..' he hugged his legs closer to his chest, cheek resting
on his knees as he turned his face away Lrom her. "ﬂh...be\nﬁ impuisive isn't very rewaro\'\nﬁ...“

His gaze drifted to the wal) e\jeno\s getting heavgj. He wanted fo relax a little more, the position
he was in rnaking it difficult £or him to breathe, \td be a shame i€ the —-

wham!

The informant's head hit the back of the washer, a brief instance of recognizable terror
sha’r’rer\nﬁ the inky black surface of his eyes like & rock thrown onto the mirror-like surface of the
lake, causing ripples which died out as it sunk to the bottom.,

“Sorﬂj, \ ‘rhou3h+ 10 S AW

Ereaﬂw\nﬂ was getting more di€ficuit as he bit down on his lower lip so as to erevent the
couﬁhs which crowded in his chest from breaking loose, teeth pressed so hard into the tissue that he
Lelt the blood dribble down his chin as he buried his £ace in his arms once again, mu?q\ns the couﬂhs
which had torn ’rhrough his efforts as i€ ’rheg'o\ been made out of tissue paper.

when he resurfaced, he looked exhausted, panting as his lungs ?mallg seemed to be ?\Il‘\nﬁ
themsehes with oxygen.



Nouwstil had.u.two more conditions, r’uﬁhﬂ“ Despite his obvious sickness, the informant refused
to ac\mowleo\ﬁe what had Just happened, instead choos\nﬁ to chanﬁe the subject, the I'\\c)h’r in his eyes
somewhat dimmer than before,

The gl sat quietly, giving him nervous gances as she ’rogeo\ with the fabric of her skirt, whv
did she have to say scaryz of all ’rh'\nﬂs? She bit down on her lig, f:‘ear'\nﬁ that it rmay have begun to
tremble., Th'\nﬁs had gotten con?us\nﬁ— G‘usfraﬁry to the point where Hana could easiy see hersel
bursting into tears. She silently sulked, every so often looking in Sh\ﬁem's direction. The astrologer
couldn't hele but to think that ﬂ\'\nﬁs wouldve been much easier i€ she was human- i€ she could
understand it all. She hated the impenetrable barrier that stood tall between hersek and others; it
clouded her vision, mufed her hea\“\nﬁ... made the simplest of ’rh\nﬁs incomprehensible fo her.

Hana continued to twist the £abric, silently bickering with hersek over opportunities that had
been lost, Did Hana stil have that eitikul crush on Sh'\\cjeruz. It appeared so. Did that one, small slie-upe
cause Hana's view of hersek to drop o\ras‘r\calltj. Qbsolu’reltj. She squeezed her eyes shut, listening to
the stil-running washer that had been haPP“ﬁ buzz'\nﬂ along in the backﬁrour\o\.

“Sh\ﬁeru—san..." She whispered, her voice hardly audicle. "That's not-.. that's not lways true...'
what did she know?

Her voice dissipated into silence, and Hana sat in such until she heard the informant's head
suo\o\enltj colide with the machine behind them, The g Qinched, \mmeo\'\a‘relﬂ turning to face him as her
boo\3 began to si‘\ﬁh’rlg fremble. what was going on? She listened to his mutfed couﬁhs, her eyes
growing wide in both alarm and concern. All at once, Hana feit hersel begin to panic. She'd witnessed
Sh'\ﬁem‘s couﬂh'\nﬁ at the trial, she saw the blood and what it had done to him. 't wasn't necessariy
some’rh‘\nﬁ she could ignore nor was it some’rh\nﬁ she wanted to.

without a second ’rhouﬂh’r, Hana leaned forward, resting her head against his arm. She sat
there quietly, her hands fimpe at her sides. Surprise, surerise, the gl had, once again, been reduced to
tears, At least now she could dikerentiate her previous, sily f:‘eel‘\nﬁs {rom actual fear.

Hana didn't s3y & word.. not until she wea\dtj raised four ?\nﬂers.

"The fourth condition-...' She said, her voice slightly mutded. ‘let me help You-.., don't fry to
endure this alone, Sh‘\ﬁeru—san..."




She was r‘\ﬁh’r about impulses. Thouﬁh acﬂnﬁ without ’rh'\nk'\nﬁ would be disastrous ik done in
large doses, it wasn't 3ooo\ to be too passive, to just let +h\nﬁs hapeen and witness the results, only
real\z'\nﬁ later that You couldn't chanﬁe ) ’rh'\nﬁ about them,

He swallowed, blinked back the stinging sensation in his eyes as he felt the 3‘\rl's head rest on
his arm, Even i€ she wasnt a human being she sofil felt warm, com?orﬂng. without realing it, he'd
begun fo relax, moved a little closer to the astrologer.

"Don't try fo endlure this alone, Shi?eru-san..."

He grit his teeth, remembered the first time it had happened. He remembered waking up,
head Pouno\‘\nﬁ. He'd been dream\nﬁ, o\ream\nﬁ about Moriko, o\ream‘\r\3 about how angry she'd been at

hir.,

He'd stood, headed towards the bathroom. In his dream Moriko had punched him hard enouﬁh
to make him bleed. when he looked in the mirror the boy staring back at him harbored a wound that
matched the one the informant had received in the ‘dream’ perfectiy. There'd been a gase, a door
be'\r\s Qunﬁ open.

The storm £rom the th’r before had knocked over the mom‘\ns 3|or\es whose petals inched
Lorward silentiy on the Srouno\, s’rrer\3+heneo\ by the wind, He haro\H noticed them, looking around for
any s’\ﬁns of Noriko Yamauchi even +hou3h she didn't live in this c’\h:j. Even +hou3h she was dead.,

when his dad had asked, the informant said that he'd been in a ?Bht That worked the first
few times, until his chronolo\% stopped making sense by the tenth dream. Then he'd said that he'd
falen down the stairs, bumped into walls, antjﬂ'ﬂnﬂ but the fruth, Because halucinations weren't
supposed fo be able to hurt you, rBh’r?

Y can't stop youufrom being concerned,’ the informant said closing his eyes tightly, causing the
rmemories to disperse. "But | don't think that \.that hel(o‘\ng me..) dont think 'm anyone worth hel(a'\ns,
uena-san., 'm sekish, \ only care about my own aﬁeno\a, and \.\ never gve back as much as other
people gve fo me. | just take +h\r\33 from people without even frying to repay them. You don'ti.want
to support someone like that, do 30\47."

It was the first time he'd acknowleo\ﬁeo\ these ’rh'\nﬁs aloud, and even then he stil didn't £eel as
horrible as he should have, Using others for their own personal g8 wasnt som@ﬂw‘mg that was
exclusive to the informant, after all -- but the ’rhou3h+ of Hana Uena o@?er\nﬁ to hele him while he knew
that he would fikely never return her kind gestures aimost made him wish he wasnt so sekish,



"\ don't deserve companionship of any kind, uena-san,' he said, the faintest, almost
untraceable ounce of sorrow accenﬂnﬁ his words. "You shouldn't waste Your efforts on someone like

|

me.,

You don't..want to support someone like that, do 30&4.7"

Hana ﬁras‘oeo\ the botj's sleewve, her ?\nﬁers ’r'\\c)h’ren\nﬁ around the £abric. Stupid, stupid, stupid,
stupid.. She bit her lig, preventing herself from screaming the words aloud., She £elt the £ront of his
shirt, her @\nﬁers genty search'\nﬁ for the ein that she had worn on rnany occasions. once her hand
had brushed against som@ﬂw‘mg metallic, she £elt for €ive corners., one, two, three, four, five. Wt was
her star, Grasping the small pin beneath her ?\nﬁerﬂps, Hana gowe it 8 I'\\cjh’r tug,

“Sh'\ﬁem—san—... do You remember when \ gave You fhie? Hana asked so?’rltj before h'\o\'\n3 it
beneath her thumb, "Back when we were both alive-.. You said You would suppeort me and.. | said |
would support Yyou too-.." She paused. “You ray not have meant & word you said then, but. but |
did..) | meant eveﬂj‘r\'\\r\f’ \ said to Sou...“

She brou3h+ herself closer to him, stil re?us\nﬂ to it her head or expose her £ace. Mo doubt,
her expression was not a pretty one. Hana felt completely helpless, unsure of what to $ay or do to
get +hrou3h to him. 't was ?rusﬁaﬂnﬂ, dgqravating to think that she wasn't alowed to even try to hele
the informant, € Hana couldn't even assist her own £riend.. what ﬁooo\ was she?

‘Life isnt about bargaining.. 1t can't be..' She continued, slightly dropeing her volume, "\ don't
care about getting even or-w. or anﬁ’rh‘mﬁ like that, Sh‘\ﬂeru—san... | never realy wanted anﬁﬂw‘\ng in
return., | just-w. please give me the chance.. | want fo hele \jou..."

The gl clenched her teeth before suo\o\enla puling auway. She stared up at him, her eyes sl
streaming with tears. Her expression was both that of frustration and sadness as she felt an array
of ?eel'\nﬁs stic inside her chest, Her eyes, large and dark, continued to leak the careless spils that
had begun to food her from the inside.

“'Dee,erv\ng or not-.. we can start over, alr'\ﬁh‘r?" Hana said, releasing his shirt, “\ don't mind i€
You think \m wasting rmy eflorte-u ’rhea're my efforts 80w 50 VIl choose how | waste them.. and \
choose 3ou—“ Her voice cracked, causing the girl to hide her face into her hande. “daron it... why do
You have to be so difficult sometimes, Sh'\ﬁeru—san...?“ Hn\j other words she spoke were inaudible,
small whimpeers fo hersell as she lowered her head.




His joints Lelt otk frozen solid, He was vagquely aware that he'd been noo\o\\ns, i€ only sl’\ﬂhﬂﬁ,
in assent when she asked about the star, He'd been holo\'\nﬁ his breath as she Sras‘oeo\ onto the ein,

hal?—exPecﬂng for her to undo the clase and take it back, t didnt make sense to him why he was so fearul of
her c\o\nﬁ that.

He genty traced his hand down her cheek until he reached her chin, silently fitting her head
upwards towards him before pulling the other into a huﬁ. Thouﬂh he hadn't shown even a trace of
emotion fhrouahou’r her entire spie), the cold, indifkerent mask had shattered as he held her close,
preventing her from seeing the desperation that was not only present in his euRs, but his entire face.
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‘Uena-san.' He wasn't even trying to sound monotonous and cold anymore, the earmestness
and (oleao\'\nﬁ explicit; the richest o\'\s(alav of emotion he'd allowed himsel in years. Y\ can't do this again,
lul wouldn't be able o bear it because Im notustrong fmu.’

There it was aﬁa\n. That wretched pronoun. I Ejo. Individual, Even now he was stil ﬂ\'\n\dnﬂ in
terms of \')us’r himself wasnt hel Thats not #rue.

He'd begun to couﬁh again, violently, the share expulsion of blood causing his gip on the g to
‘r’\ﬁh’ren as he slumped against the washer, grip loosening +hou3h he il hung ?eebB onto the €abric of
her shirt, face now visible, There'd been traces of tears on his cheeks, ringfing with the blood which
dripped down £rom his chin. whether ﬂ‘eﬁ were a result of her words or the cou3h103 was
indiscernible,

‘Uenawsan..' His breathing was shallow, his eyelids £eit weighted and heawy, Wt isn't Lair..for
me to take anything €rom \jou...“

His vision 9oing dark as his exjel‘\o\s shut, ke curtains being closed. The world was too bl‘\no\‘\nalﬂ
br'\ﬂh’r £or him to look at anymore.

You deserve much better than me.'

Hana squeezed her eyes shut as she £felt the informant's arms +\3h+en around her, S‘n‘\ﬂeru's
chest seemed to shake v'\olen‘rlxj with each, terrible couﬁh, causing the g to break into small sobs as
she buried her face into his shirt, She was afraid. Hana didnt dare speak or move, fc‘ear\nﬁ that she'd
trigger another onslauﬁh‘r of couahs and '\r\o\'\rec’rlﬁ hurt the boy Lurther,



fs he loosened his e Hana cau\c)h’r her breath, her \aoo\3 trembiing with each 2op. Her eyes
wandered from his chest to his face, blinking back tears as she took in his Phth‘Cé' condition. Gently,
she brou3h+ her hands to his €ace, her thumbs care?ull3 wiping away the moisture beneath his eyes.

‘what are we going to do, Sh'\ﬁem—san...?“ Hana asked, taking her sieeve and wiping the blood
from his chin, "“You can't g0 on like this-... and | can't watch you suffer..' She forced a smile, her voice
quiet and brittle, “Please let me do this-.. It's ray act of kindness to you, Sh\f)eru—san..."

The gl puled hersek to her knees. Slowly she leaned closer to Sh'\ﬁem, almost thankful that
he had closed his eyes. Subconsciously she held her breath, remaining completely stil before allowing
her lips fo meet his. The astrologer made it simple and quick, puling away as she'd begun to smell the
Laint scent of blood., She rested her head in the crook of his neck, ?eenng completely unsure of
herselk,

‘life is unfair-..' Hana whispered, "The afteriife must abide by the same rules.., rlﬁh’rz." She
paused, blinking her eyes slowly, 'Consider Condition Four alreao\«ij in motion-u, \'m SOty | seemed to
have aready made ue my mind about this...'

He opened his eyes slowly dizziness and nausea receo\'\nﬁ with the kiss., She rnay claim that
she was artificial, but she'd been ‘\ncreo\‘\blﬁ warm, Human, even.

He was sikent for a few moments, ca’rch'\nﬁ his breath, waiting for his puise to return to
norma), his lungs to Lunction properly as his sentiments began to neatly fall into place. He could have
been angry with her, ﬁnﬁr\j that she blatantiy o\'\sreﬁaro\eo\ what he'd said, frustrated that she was
iMposing her care upon him, But that isnt what he feit, \nstead..

" Thank 3ou."

It was quiet, amost inaudible. Had she been farther away it was doubtful that she would
have heard his words.

‘Uena-san..that's..fine..with me, | justudon't want youwto get disappointed..’ His voice was
otil soft that same sadness vagquely detectable, "Stil \'m..ﬂra’re?ul... w00 one else has ewver accepted
the person that ve turned out fo be..'



Mot Noriko, not his £ather, certainly not Asano, and while Kato and Ahmed seemed to approve
of him, whike Nijsaki and Abe revered him, none had come close enouﬁh in order to catch a €ull view
of the wreckage which practicaly defined him, They'd all think | was pathetic i fhey did.

He leaned against her, interlaced his ?\nsers with hers, There was stil one last condition, but
at the moment he Lelit completely drained, struggiing to keep his eﬁel'\o\s open as the rhﬁ’rhm of the
washer practicaly luled him to sleep.

Feeling Sh'\ﬁeru‘s ?\nﬁers interlace with her own, Hana allowed the informant to lean againet her,
No more words, She Quttered her eyes shut, her lashes I’\ﬂhﬂﬁ bme,h'\nﬁ his skin, The Fifth Condition
could wait, At that moment, he needed rest, and Hana didn't seem to mind one bit. The poor ’rh'\nﬁ
must have been exhausted and ao\m\’r’reo\lﬁ, Hana had grown fired herself, She sat very stil, not quite
asleep but in & daze. Time seemed to tick by quickly and the astrologer had become unsure of how
rnany seconds, minutes ‘rhe\j'o\ been sitting there, Hana feit she coud stay like she was for as long
as he needed, even i that meant forever, However, there were stil tasks to be done.

Hana's eyes opened as she heard the washer ?mauﬁ come to & stop. Care?uuﬁ, she puled
away from Sh\f)eru. separating her ?\nﬁers from his own with reluctance, She gently ao\\}us’red his boo\ﬁ,
o\o’\ns her best to nudﬁe him aside without starting hirm,

“Sh’tﬁem—san..." Hana whispered softiy, "Ah, 'm sorry.. | need to go for a litie while..." She
moved to open the washer and prompety retrieved his jacket from inside. Inspecting it £or & moment,
she waked over fo & nearby dryer. fh yes, actual laundry.. " be just a second-..'

She ’fO‘:jeO\ around with a few of the machine's buttons, seemingy guessing how to
success{-‘ulla Lunction it Back home, the gl didn't use a o\rﬁer or an\j‘rh'\nﬁ of the sort (’rhough ’rhea
had a pretty darn expensive one but). Hana had Alwaye preferred fo leave her clothes to a\r—o\rﬁ
whenever the weather was nice- which was quite often. She'd give any excuse to go outside then.
Now, however, was a dikkerent story, Hana wasn't sure she could even leave this new place at all As
far as she was concerned, she could never ks outside again. The astrologer supposed it was safer
that way.. but did she really have anything to fear now that she was dead?

once the o\rﬁer hummed to like, Hana returned to Mr. Lazybones and sat down in front of him,
She smoothed out her skict, ?eel\nﬁ rather rumpled after the erevious events. Resting her hands in
her lap, she gave him a small smile.,



"‘Are you £eeling oka\j...?“ She asked, watching him closely, “You don't have to stay here-.. | can
walk you back to Your room & you want, Sh'\seru—san...“

Sh\ﬁem:

The sudden lack of warmth that followed the aerroloaer‘s absence made it difficult for him to
keep his eyes closed and he o\azeo\ltj s’rrth’r&n@o\ up his posture, sitting up against the wash'\ns
raachine and wa\ﬂnﬁ £or her to return.

As she worked on the Iauno\rﬁ, the informant reflected on the ’rh"\nﬁs that had Just happened,
and wondered i€ there was a serious faw in his a\a'\l'\’rtj to 3uaro\ himse, He didn't £eel much different
aside from the I\Sh’rness in his chest that told him that a burden had been somewhat elevated,

don't think Yyou want fo do that" the informant mumbled as the astrologer returned. “H3
room isnt in the best shape right NOWws'

which was true. The place was an absolute plgety at the moment. Clothes, papers, tloed
strewn about everﬁwhere. Mot to mention the larﬁe hole in his wall with questionable or'\ﬂ'\ns.

Y can help you with your errands, Uena-san,' he said, slowly standing ue and extending his
hand down towards the gk Al MR AN..ASSUMINg You have..other ’rh'\nﬁs to do. \ve been taking up & lot
of your time and You probably had other ’rh"\nﬁs to tend tou.'



"Ah- is il Hana asked, titting her head to the side. ‘well, \ don't really mind that, Shigeru-san..
\ could even help You clean someo\atj € you want.'

The g decided against teling the informant that she'd alreao\ﬁ done some cleaning in his
other room. She feared that her intentions would come off as unclear and that he'd scold her for
tampering with his ’rh‘\ngs. Hana Just couldnt help it; she had always been prone to cleaning up after
others, oo\o\H enouSh, the astrologer +hou3h‘r of it as more of a personality frait rather than another
quirk in her programming,

She took ShBeru's hand and pulled hersek to her feet. Hana took extra care not fo pull foo
hard, wary that her companion may be weak or lacked balance {rom couSh'\nﬁ earlier, She left her
hand to finger on hig, uncertain ¥ she should let 90 Hana's £ace couldnt help but to Qush pink by her
actions, the rosiness of her cheeks s’rano\'\nﬁ out blatantly against the paleness of the hand that had
found itsek there, was it another personality trait to make common instances uﬁerh:j embarress\nﬁ
Cor hersel?

‘Errands-..' Hana repeated, her hand trailing to brush & strand of hair behind her ear. Dow,
that You mention it-u. | wouldnt quite call them errands... but when | was alive.. |, ah, wrote a list of
small things | wanted to do..' The gl stared downwards to her £eet, rocking slightly on her toes. '
afraid that ‘rheﬁ're not very interesting so | don't iMagine that 3ou‘o\ want to hele with some’rh‘mﬂ like
that.'

Bh yes. Clear\‘\ns. wasnt it Einstein that said that chaocs was acmalla beneficial in hel(o‘\nﬂ one
Fhink? Maybe, but the informant couldn't be bothered to remember and the narrator cant be bothered
to look it up but +he3're both Preﬁﬁ certain it was Einstein al’rhough both mBhf ac’rualltj have quantum
chaos on the brain,

His eyes frailed towards the as’rrolo\c)er's hand, confused at first by its presence. There was
another ?eel\nﬂ in his chest that he couldn't ciass\@:j, al+hou3h he could narrow it down to awkward
andwpleasant! what the fuck. what the fuck.



He shook his head, causing his ‘rhough’rs to scatter, The informant wasnt well-versed in the
art of ‘ohﬁs'\cal inferaction, words didn't require You to stick out your hand and touch people. Even i€
Malachi Selgi had been a +ouch\j—€eel~:j kind of guy it never realy occurred to the informant that his
act would be practicaly undetectable i€ he'd simply Srabbeo\ S\Y‘lsl hands or kissed them without
mean\nﬁ to. Pantomime to accompany his ven‘rrlloqw:j. n the 3rar\o\ scheme of ’rh‘mﬂs the sense of
touch had ultimately been left out of his studies. It made sense. "Touch" was coupled with “?eel'\nﬁ“
and he knew that he couldn't do with a lot of ?eel'\nﬁ in his career,

"\ wouldn't mind hel(a‘mﬂ,“ he said, refusing to alow the temporary awkwardness pervade his
voice. "\ dont have a lot to do around here, really, and Luwouldnt mind..seing around you, either.’

He cleared his throat, halk-wondered what her list entailed. batadama certainly had some’r‘n'\nﬁ
akin to an ageno\a however his list was probably much shorter than hers, \n fact, it only had two
items on it, but what ’rhea were is haro\|3 relevant anymore.

"B, rea||3...7.“

The 3‘\rl's Lace '\mmeo\'\a‘relﬁ burned a br\3h+ scarlet, causing her ga2e to drop fo the floor. Her
?\nsers nervously twitched and curled, Sh’\ﬂem's hand suo\o\enla ?eel\nﬂ Sox warmer than before, what
sort of atmosphere was this? Unable to think of an elegant response, she quickly nodded in
agreement. Hana wasn't quite sure how to express thig, but she ‘rhoroughlﬁ en\'\otjeo\ the informant's
presence- far more than she'd ever fike to admit. 't was strange how the astrologer stil clung to her
remaining scraps of o\‘\ﬂn‘\h:j, while knowing she'd throw it all away i€ ShBeru were to simpely ask. As a
young, soc\allﬂ-'\nex‘oer\enced robot, Hana found hersell to be far more embarrassing than the average
human. Mot a single o\atj went by without the girl making & complete and utter fool of herself,

Stil, her lies had unknowingy curled into @ smilk, Beneath her red face and trembling frame,
Hana was j/ad. Surely one had to be crazy fo enjoy the company of a robot but.. tuckily Sh'\ﬁem had
worded it in saner terms, Humans could easiy folerate robots, in fact, Jrhe‘:j did it to machines all the
timme, There was no’rh‘\r\3 odd about that. Mo’rh'\nﬁ odd at all.. which was Just €ine with Hana. E\\C}\'\‘l’? She
certainly wouldnt mind being around him either,

"Mh- well it's a bucket list..' She admitted, her eyes seemingy focusing on & random spec of
dust on the Qoor. ‘| know that sounds sily since \m, ah, alreao\tj dead but-.. while writing i, | always
sort of. knew that \d never get o complete it..' Hana let out a soft but somewhat forced chuckle, '
guess the foolish dreamer in me wanted to write it-.. | had always '\maﬁ'\neo\ m&sel? Funning away
£rom home... and 30103 to To\o:jo Of, Osaka-. Id see all of Japan Just to do the littie ‘rh\r\ﬂs that \



wanted..' She paused for a moment before gancing in his direction. “but all of that seems prefty
ridiculous to ME Now.. | WAS realla naive back then.. huh?

The astrologer raised her chin, her gaze traveling to the ceiling as she let out & soft S\ﬁh. Hana
appeared m‘\lo\l&j displeased with her past self pursing her lies SIBMH in ‘rhough’r. € ghe had run away
would she sfil have met the same £ate? wel, obviously. But would she have followed the same
stringe of coincidence and ended up here?

"Hran. | sUppose | could start caling it an errands list now... that does sound a lot more
appropriate.’ She said quietiy, merely thinking aloud. 'of course-.. | don't have the list with me but.. |
can stil remember...'

Thefj were s’r\ll...holo\'\nﬂ hands., To say that the informant didn't look even the tiniest bit bashful
at this point would have been a lie -- he could feel his face Qush\nﬂ as he subconsc\ousls:j gave her
hand a tiny squeeze. Things fike this..usualy people do them to let the other know that everything is

4 < ¥ Yy peop yihig
joiry fo be okdg...

As she spoke of her aspirations of travel, the informant £elt the tiniest pang of guitt, He'd
been all over the country he'd been to the United States, and he'd taken all of those travels for
Sran’reo\, but then, he haro\ltj appreciated an\j’rh\nﬁ past face value.

"\ know it's not the same, but | could tell you about themuithose places, | mean,' he said,
aimost starting himsell with the sound of his own voice. He blinked, cleared his throat, tentatively
[N

s’rarﬂna up aﬁa‘\n as i€ he were afraid that he'd lost control of his own mouth. ve been..al over
Japan, and even overseas a few fimes..l have souvenirs, toou.'

Granted most of them were wristbands and hair accessories - Junk, he'd ‘r‘nouﬂh’r to himself
when he'd bou3h+ ther, but he remembered each of them well. Some places gove him souwenirs that
didn't require a frip to the gt shop on the way out. He supposed theyd had ‘sentimental value,'
alfhouﬁh again he'd never stopped fo admire their S\Sn'\?\cance. it was inconsiderate of him -- no doubt
he'd had an impact on the eeople that had gven the memorabilia to him, ’rhouﬁh the impact was
uno\oub’reo\laj one-sided due to the informant's usual nature.,

“Hav‘\nﬁ a bucket list isn't something that's chidish, uena-san,' the informant continued after a
short pause. ) suppose all of us have bucket lists in a way, Lwsort of have one. Mine is shorter than
yours, but | never got to complete it either. \ts aright, +hou3h."

He gove her a small smile, less tired now, and more genuine - he was getting better at i,
f?\nallx\j.



‘As long s You can remember we can sfil iy to do a few of the ’rh'\nﬁs on the list.'

The gl lowered her ga2e from the celing simply staring up at the informant with eyes wide
and £ull of awe. She loocked as i he had promised her the secrets of the universe, the answers of
existence, the key fo happiness.. Hana blinked slowly, obviously taken back by S‘n'\ﬁeru's words, & it
were not for the £act that she stil held his hand, the gl could have drifted away in utter joy. Mo one
had ever made her such an offer before.

Hana beamed, her cheeks Qush\ns @Ver-so sl'\ﬁh‘rlﬁ. Bfﬁ the looks of it, ’rh'\nﬁs were just
PeaChfj' She bit her lig, SUPEreSSIng & grin and trying her best not to appear too eaqer. without a
second ’rhoughf, Hana took both of Sh'\ﬁeru‘s hands in her own as she peered up at him from where
she stood.

Do You really mean it She asked seriously before smiling once more. “because, \d really
ke that..' Hana gave hir & small nod. "\ want to hear all about your trawels, Shigeru-san so-.. Youl
have to tell me and.. show me Your souvenirs too... That'd be okay, rBh’r...?“

She gave & moment for her words to settle before her hands suo\o\er\lﬁ cau3h+ her attention.
She blinked in surprise, her face suo\denB turning red in embarrassment, Slowly she pulled her hands
away from hig, giving him & smal, sheepish smile before mouthing 'ry sorrﬁ". It seemed she had
gotten carried 3way.. Taking & small step back, Hana brughed a strand of hair behind her ear; it had
become a sort of habit since she'd cut her hair, The gl bashQuua averted her 932¢, her knees 5I‘\3h‘rl~:j
’rrembl'\nﬁ beneath her,

‘oh-.. the list.' She murmured, ‘it may be a bit easier &1 just wrote it down again-.. | shouid
stil have e,‘raﬁonaw:j in Yy room..' Hana (aausec\. She interlaced her ?\nsers before bow\ns her head in
Sh'\ﬁem‘s direction. "l be just @ minute-u. | Prom‘\se...!“

without o\elaxj, Hana left the Iaundr3 room, care?ull3 closing the door behind her, She had made
a break for it before the informant even had a chance fo speak. Frankly, the g Lent S’hﬁ' too anxious
to wait another second before leaving.. o she took this time to redlect on the words Jrheﬂ had
shared. She wonder i€ ’rhetj'o\ both come +hrou3h in the end. would ‘rh‘\nss ever be oka,&f. Hana
wondered i S‘n\ﬁeru had any regrets, i€ he had taken her words as seriously as she had meant
them. what i€ he chanﬁeo\ his mind about being near her?



Hana lowered her head. She decided that itd be arright. After al, the main thing that mattered
was Condition Four, As long as she could continue to help him, she'd be satisfied. El?hf?

when Hana had ?\nalla made it to her room, her visit was brie€, She quietly Sa’rhereo\ her
stationary and several pens. who knew? Perhaps Sh\ﬂem would write his list as wel, of course, Hana
knew that may require a gentle nuo\ﬁe and some Pleao\'m@ but it was & possibility,

overal, the astrologer wasnt gone long before returning to the Launo\rﬁ Room, & small bag sliung
over her shouder, \¢ antj’rh\nﬁ, she reﬁre’r’reo\ not saying she'd take five minutes instead. Hana stepped
inside, gving the other a small wave before waking over.

' back-..." She announced so@rl\j as i€ her presence wasnt alreao\ﬁ obvious. " started
writing ry fist on the way back 20-..' She let out a small chuckle, “t's practicaly Snished."

with that, she ﬁm’\o\lﬁ handed him a small piece of paper.
Errands List (\n no particular order):

Y% Learn to ride a bike

Y% Have your first kiss

% Bake some+h\n3 for someone
Y% Eat a cheeseburjer

Y7 Ride the subway

Y% Build @ snowman

% Learn to play an instrument
77 Get a part-time job

X Go Sﬁx‘\c,é%\ns with someone
Y% Swim naked

Y% Learn how to swim

Y% Make a bento

Y% Go to the cinema

Y% Dance with someone

D¢ Try cotton Céﬂd‘:j

V¢ See fireworks up close

Wow, She realy did remember,




The way her eyes Iit up as he brou3h+ up the eroposition of travel made him feel somewhat
bashful, He didn't think that she'd be nearly that enthusiastic about the task, didnt think he'd gve
those places Justice. He may have written poetry but he doubted he possessed a poet's way with
words, How could he! He saw the world in black and white, didn't care to appreciate its beauty
Cunless, of course, the s\ﬂh’r to behold happened to be a fower). He feared that hed mess up, make
those places out to be boring jejune and this wouldnt have bothered him much i€ it wasn't for her
QéﬁQ(‘(\QSS.

And then, of course, there were the people that he vaquely remembered at all those venues,
He haro\ltj remembered them as whole individuals, instead he recalled only parts of them. Like Yukio
banami's eyes when the two of them had gone to the arcade in Kyoto, the bright words of ‘qAME
oVER!' reQecﬂnﬁ in those dark pools as the two of them Iaughed; or Mina tone's smile, that perfect
hak-moon which iluminated the crisp autumn evening ok Roppong; Asuna uegama‘s lauﬁh, that
pleasant sound which he refused to believe was pleasant, echo\nﬁ as the sun rose above Sh'\buﬁa
Station; and then of course there was Moriko Yamauchi whose name he could not remember without
?eel‘\nﬁ as i€ his chest were filed with ice cold water. @uit, That was the only ’rh‘\nﬁ he associated with
her now in that quiet town that he'd shattered to pieces with his very presence.

He wouldn't tell Hana about that place.

The informant waited patiently Lor her return, P\nchlng the list in between his ?\nﬂers as his
eyes scanned the pAgR. There seemed to be the beginnings of a smile on his features, a slow inhale
as ik he were about to burst out Iauﬂh\nﬁ, but then..

‘Ah..Uena-san..' He sounded troubled, the same way someone would be troubled about a
splotch of ink obscuring & letter or fwo, making & word legiole. He stopped staring at the paper, slowly
bringing his g82e back onto the gl Nwhen \...k‘tssed...gou..ﬁha wasnt Your Qrst, was it

As he said it, he feit that heat in his cheeks rising once again, however his expression didn't
waver, Instead he back tracked, cleared his throat and tried again.

) raean..l.reading Your list | could definitelyuhele outuwith & few of these.' A short nod, his
eyes back on the paper, looking more earnest now, as i€ looking Lor some sort of hidden message
stares at bri, “Ha\dnﬁ You & cheeseburﬁer shouldn't be too difficult, \ am a ?ra cook, after al, even ik
'm not & Super H\\c;h—School Level on. «) could also teach You how to swim al’rhouﬁh...maﬁbe
NOteNAKCAurs vl can dance, too, al‘r‘nouﬁh not that well, ano\...oh...bak\nﬁ...\ Always J(rﬁ but I not very qood at e

Humbl\nﬁ, ho‘o\r\3 to avoid an awkward conversation that he m'\ﬁh’r have acc‘\o\en’ralla beﬁan ba
his first \nqu\rtj. why does that matter anyway?




Hana:

The gl ’r'\m\o\lﬂ stood in front of Sh\ﬂeru as he read her list, toying with the hem of her
sweater, Hana was oo\o\ltj bashful, ?eel‘\nﬁ as i€ she had gven the informant her O\\éftj rather than a
sily fittle. list of absurd tasks, She gove him small gances, curious but aimost afraid of his reaction.
She had never shared anﬂw‘h\nﬁ that personal, so the g couldn't help but to feel a little Jittery, Some
of the activities on the list were certainly more dariry than others squints at \')ao\e, but overal, thetj
were prethy unex’rraoro\'\nartj. For a bucket list, it didn't seem very accomPl'\sh'\nﬂ at all. (wel, to be
£air, Hana wasn't alowed to be more than a hundred feet from her house sooo..)

"Ura..' She gave him a puzzied head tiit in response to his question. it took only & moment,
but Hana felt her face grow "\r\creo\'\\altj warm before averting her geze. oh. She stood there quietly,
practicaly (‘\dge’r'\nﬁ in embarrassment, without looking in Sh\ﬁeru's direction, Hana gove him a small nod.
't was-..' Hana murmured as she fiddied with her hair, nervously tanging her €ingers in the strands. Y
SUPEOSL. we should cross that one out.. huh?

Hana grew sient aﬂa\n but not without 3‘\\/\03 him a €aint smile. Qu\e’rla, she retrieved a Pen
from her bag before leaning closer and crossing ‘Have your first kiss' off of the list, Done. Hana
wrappeed a lock of hair around her ?\naer, her ga2e subty wano\er\nﬁ elsewhere, Frankly never in a
bilion years did the gl believe that she'd ever cross an&ﬂ\\nﬁ from the list, let alone that particular
‘rh'\n\cj. But, of course, she had no complaints. Girls fike hersek went their whole lives without being
kissed.

Do you mind i€ we try baking frst.d Hana suddenly asked before turning towards Shigery,
her eyes sh% peering up at him. Ym a rather decent baker so-. rnaybe it be the easiest! Resides,
sweets are good for the seiritu. | think...!"

\mmeo\\a’reltj his expression darkened and he bit the inside of his cheek, hold\r\g his breath as
she neared him and crossed the item off the list, His entire boo\a seemed to have gone F\f}\d and it
seemed to fake a decade for him to draw in & breath, his expression solemn, serious.

Y sorrtj,“ he stated. .\ had known | wouldn't have.. .t shouldn't have been me
thatuimurealy SOW‘&.“

For once he actualy looked ashamed of himsek, and it was almost comical to think that he'd
been unapologetic Lor the rnajority of the crimes and atrocities he'd committed in the past, only to
feel pure remorse owver some’rh'\nﬁ as smal as a kiss, He looked sl\\c)h’rlﬁ uncomfortable, b‘\’r'\nﬁ his lower
lip @s he fistened to her speeak, eyes now cast on the foor.,



\\H m?.“

His 932¢ snapping back up fo meet hers in an attempt to shake off the queasiness which
had invaded his system. He recalled numerous baking attempts in the past, most eno\\nﬂ up with a
piping hot tray of what resembled the lava rocks that he used to see as a kid, never removing any
from the rocky beaches out of superstition. He could never quite QBure out what he'd been o\o‘m3
wrong, Love isn't actualy part of the process, is it?

‘A, sure thing Uena-san,' the informant said with a slight nod. 'Should we head to the Xitchen
now then, orwno wait, luneed an apron, so we - or, uh, | could stop by my room and grab one,
and..then Il be set.ive got extras, ’rhouﬁh. Aprons, | mean. & You want one. | know | said | wouldn't
advise a frip to rny roomy, but | don't know.if You want fo pick your own, of.. wihis doesn't have a lot
to do with actual baking \ a(ao|03\ze...“

Hana:

Sorry.2 Hana's smile began to Lalter, her eyes w\o\en\nﬁ slBh+l3. whtj was he.. a(aolos\z\r\iﬁ She
inched closer to Sh'\\cjeru as her ?\nﬁers loosened their gip on the een she had been holo\‘\nﬁ allowing it
to carelessly clatter to the floor. She didnt even bother fo pick it up. Instead, she stood there, her
eyes seemingy search'\n3 his expression, reQecﬂnﬁ his face like dark gass.

“Sh'\ﬁem—san..." Hana said softly her gaze traiing downwards. Do you regret it The gl
alowed herself a thin, Qraﬁ‘ue smile as she peered down at her feef. 'of course-.. \ SUPEOSL... NO ONe
would really want to kiss something fike me.., heh...'

She gave & smal nod, stil sporting her ever-so weak smile. Thouﬁh the words were spoken in
a small voice, ’rhetj certainly sounded and Jooked Iike +he3 had stung. How many times had Hana told
herself this! Two times? Ten! Twenfy? She ran a hand ’rhrouﬁh her hair, stopping to brush a singe
strand behind her ear, Hana had said the words herselk but et somewhat crusghed by the +hou3h+ of
him agreeing, That would surely be worse-.. but wasn't it all true?

Hana let out a forced chuckle, her chest sl'\ﬁh’rla ’r'\\c)h’ren'\%. She reached downwards, suo\o\enla,
to retrieve her cen after realiing that she rnay need it later. what would hapeen i she ran out them
20 qu‘\cklﬂz. would ’rhea provide her with rore? Would she be penless for the rest of her existence? \t
was a risk she didn't wish to take.

Hear‘\ng mention of his room again, certainly piqued Hana's interest; but she didnt want to
cross anymore boundaries, The asfrologer felt as +hou3h she had caused er\ouSh unnecessary
tension for one o\ag. She let out a small e,\ﬁh, slumping her shoulders, what i€ her bucket list started



to getin the way of the Conditions Jrhef)‘d shared! Hana would have to tear the liet to pleces, wouldnt
she! Atter al, keeping Sh\f)eru safc‘e’r\j was her top priority far more important than her sily fiet.

‘A, why don't we-.. meet each other in the kitchen? Hana asked finally, interlacing her £ingers.
Ym sure You could pick out an apron that suits me, Sh‘\ﬁeru—san...“ She paused, silently rem\no\‘mﬁ
hersek to smile, " Just need to change Qrst-.." wel, the gl couldnt bake with blood on her sieeve..,

"Ah, that.isn't what | meant, Uena-san,' the informant said, taking & step towards her, placing
his hands on her waist and gently puling her towards him, allowing their lips to meet again, this time
allowing himself to linger for a few more moments. when he euled away he looked somewhat more
embarrassed than he had the first time around, clearing his throat and gancing off towards the side.
Al Justudidnt think that | gBve You & very proper first Kiss.'

That was partly frue, but of course he omitted the fact that he simply didn't feel like he was
alowed the priviege of being anxjone‘s first kiss! \t took a considerable amount of restraint to keep
himse from asking "Wouldn't You have rather it been someone else? He was a crook after all. Scum.
wasnt the fact that he'd stolen her first kiss embarrassing fo admit?

‘A, that sounds alr'\ﬁh’r,“ he said with & small nod, returning her smile with & small one of his
own. "l see You there...'

He took a step past her, stopping fo rukle her hair before heao\'\nﬂ down the hallwa&, entering
his room and Sooo\ness gracious he So’r the aprons im sorry bri im be'\nﬂ a bum but he Srabbeo\ the
aprons ’rhouﬂh | just dont want to outiine the entire process of him r\Q'\nﬂ ‘rhrouﬁh his sh'\H& t-shicts
and ﬁrandpa clothes to €ind them, (‘\nallﬂ exiting and heao\‘\nﬁ towards the o\'\r\'\nﬁ area,

He stood there awkwaro\lxj for a moment, counting out the tiles on the foor before realiing
that he ou3h+ to wash his hands, and eut on an aeron. Qdm'\ﬁeo\itj, he wasn't too used to colldborating
with others, and he was a very difficult individual to teach, He only hoped that he'd actualy end up
he/piry the astrologer rather than sitting and lazing around, wa’rch\r\ﬁ her work, which had become the
case with him o\ur\na most situations. 't explained wha he wasnt fantastic at o\r‘\v\n\cy and also
explained ‘*’hﬂ"‘

“Mnﬂh ".\l

Fingers clumsily attempting fo tie his apron, ’rhouﬂh he refused fo tie it in the front first in
order to see what he was o\o‘mg for whatever S\il\j reason he had, He'd never ac’rualltj been Sooo\ at



tying knots. Just like ties, the process seemed extremely complex Lor him and he'd never mastered
the technique.

Ater a few more minutes of s’rruﬁﬁl'\nﬁ, the informant s‘\ﬁheo\. How can | expect to he/(_-.
uena-san i€ | can't even do this..?

A proper first kiss? Hana's eyes trailed downcast, every once and a while, Q'\cker\nﬁ to his
face. She felt a sensation of warmth brush her skin, causing the as+roI03€r's cheeks to grow & rosy
pink. Her lips curled into a £aint, timid smile as she looked away ?eel\nﬁ oo\o\lﬁ bashful.. even more so
than usual. Hana wasnt quite certain she understood kisses or the infirmacy behind them, but +he3
were nice, Kisses o\e?\n\’reltj couldnt stop time or heal wounds, but ﬂ‘e‘j were warm,

Hana stood there in & quiet daze as she alowed the informant to stee past her, letting out &
soft chuckle as he ruffed her hair, She watched as he left the Iauno\rs:j roomy, bringing her ?\nﬁerﬁ(as
slowly to her mouth in awe. Both times he had kissed her, she had been surerised; both times, she
had been speechiess., Ah-.. How embarrassing. She would never get used to humans, would she?

After a moment of bashful silence, Hana left the launo\rﬁ room and headed to her own. She
mentally began to time hersel, o\ec'\o\'\nﬁ not to idle around as usual. Goodness knows she had a
’reno\er\% to be late, once inside, the gl practicaly threw off her clothes before prometly chang\nﬁ
into some’rh\nﬁ Just as nero\\j ‘orobabltj. Letting out & s'\ﬁh, she ran her ?\nﬁers ’rhrouﬁh her hair. Gosh,
its not realy sanitary fo bake with my hair like this.. is it? Hana couldn't hele but to £rown. This could
potentially take longer than she ’rhouﬁht

Hana came, she saw, she conquered. when she had success?ulltj manaﬁeo\ to put up her hair,
the astrologer le€t her room, quickly closing the door behind her. Gotta 9° fast, Hana, She didn't like
keeping others waiting while waiting people ’rhou3h+ all sorts of ’rh'mgs, primarily bad ’rh'\nss. Hana didn't
want Shigeru to think bad things about her; not one bit!

when she entered the kitchen, Hana paused, 3ree+eo\ by the S'\ﬁh‘r of Sh‘\ﬂem Qo\o\l\ns with his
apron. She brou3h+ a hand to her mouth, seemingy confused by his actions before stepping inside.,

‘A, Shigeru-san-.. I really sorry | fook so Ionﬁ...‘I Hana gave him & small wave before lowering
her arms to her sides. 'Uhm, are Uou-.. are uou having trouble? She asked, raising her brows as she
' J J 9 ' 9
watched him in concern. “Here-.. let me help.'



The g steppeed behind him, care%llﬁ taking the ends of his apron in both hands. with delicate
?\nﬁers, Hana made a knot, tyjing the back info & small bow. How cute., She gently ao\\')us’red i, gving it
a |\3h+ tug before taking & step back.

"There.."

He supposed mothers were supposed to do that kind of +h103. Help You tie your shoelaces
and s’rra\ﬁh’ren Your clo’rh\nﬁ, sew on the extra buttons on Your suits when You lost them. He vaguely
remembered wa’rch'\nﬁ his mother help'\nﬂ his €ather ad\')us’r his tie before his first o\ag of work in the
areq, sha\dnﬂ her head, a rueful expression to counter his dad's bashful one. He remembered her
saying that she'd make sure that he, their son, wouldn't grow up fo be as helcless as his father was
at the simplest of tasks, yet here he was, his father's son, unable to fie a simple knot.

As soon as he was aware that he was +h\n\dn3 of a time where his mother was actualy
around the informant shook his head, staying stil as he allowed for the astrologer to fnish ue.

'A-ah thank...thank \jou,“ he muttered, face Qushed, grabbing an extra apron and untolding it,
holo\‘\nﬂ it in £ront of his face to hide the absolu’relﬁ Qustered expression which currently 3raceo\ his
features, "U-uhm.h-here, Luuhai€ You want..to wear the other ong, er.the one 'm wearing Vhowe
can..switcha.'

He 3Ianceo\ off to the side, willing his heart rate to slow, lowering his arms slowly as the color
le€t his cheeks,

‘Wwhat did Yyouhave in mind for us to bake, uena-san?

He'd never admit it, but he'd trade a cigarette for & lolipop any o\ag. The informant was fond
of sweet ‘rh\nﬁs,, hence wh3 he kept attempting to bake despite his obvious lack of talent for it. His
father wasn't any better than him. In €act, their Joint efforts had ended even worse than when the
informant worked solo.

"Ah, and \, uh.. almost forgot because L.uhmubut the £i€th..condition...'

Sh‘\ﬁeru didnt fike to think that her requests were Par’r\cularltj difficuit. The first two cer’ra\nltj
shouldnt have been, the third m’\ﬁh’r have been a tad more challenﬁ‘\nﬁ, but the fourth.he was stil
hav\r\3 difficulties accepting the fourth, ’rhouﬁh he knew that at its core the issue was Just & matter of
his eride. Am 1 even read\tj to hear the €ifth condition..?



Cenrique voice ] hola senorita. solo quiero estar contigo, vivic contigo, tener contigo una noche loooooca.
dale a tu cuerpeo alegria macarena. suavemente besame que quiero sentic fus labios besandome (9
otra vez. damelo! los SUSEIros son aire Y van al aire, las Iaﬁr\mas son aﬁua Y van al mar, dime
raujer cuando el amor se olvida sabes tu adonde val

JADE, | FoRGoT ABCUT EMRIQUE GoDDAML \T-



The astrologer smiled, gving him a small nod in response. | never im%gined Id have to do
somefhiry fike that-u. is Shgeru—san not very jood at tying knots...? Reﬁaro\less, Hana was happ\j to
help. 't was, after al, one of the few *h\nﬁs, she was 3ooo\ Lor. Bakiry and fying knots- tak about
ideal, when it came to useless skils, Hana had plenty. one m‘\ﬁh’r be amazed to see the sort of ’rh\nﬁs
she had learned while fiving in solitude.

Useless, pointless, little fhirl?s...

She inspected the apron for & moment, seemingy ao\m\r\nﬂ it before gently taking it from the
informant's grase fh-... how cute... Hana pulled the apron closer, holo\‘\nﬁ it against her frame with a
small chuckle.

Vo, no—w | like it She said softly, wrapping the ends around her waist. with ease, the il
quickly tied it, just as she had done with Shigeru's. *Hran-..' Hana tapped a finger fo her lips, her gaze
traveling around the kitchen, "well-.. \ suppose we should start with some’rh'\nﬁ simple. Hatjbe—... maﬂbe
we should ‘rrtj cupcakes or cookies.? A, You choose, Sh'\ﬁem—sar\...!"

when in doubt, make the other gy decide. Hana gave him a somewhat chee\cﬁ gy nﬂhﬂa
Swaying side bfj side., The astrologer couldnt hele but to come off as 3\0\0\3. There was Just
some’rh'\nﬁ S0 exciting about the ’rhouSth of completing her bucket list, After al, she had been waiting al
this time.

The Fifth Condition? Hana gave him & rather questioning head tilt, wono\er\nﬂ whﬁ he had
decided to bring it up so suo\o\enltj. & only she had known Sh\ﬂem liked the conditions so much-..
Hana would have gven him ten instead! Her expression suo\o\enlkj going serious, she slumped her
shoulders and s'\ﬂheo\ so@rlﬁ.

"The Fifth Condition is-.. to not €all in love with me..." The gl paused to watch his reaction
before crack\ng a smal smie. "\m k'\o\o\'\nﬂ, of course-.. \ adualltj don't have a Fikth Condition...
hones’rltj, | wasnt sure i€ \jou'o\ agree to the others-..' Hana lowered her 932¢, her expression growing
tirnid, "Il think of one though-... & Fikth Condition... It's good to have options, r\3h’r...7.\'

The informant had never been Parﬂcularlﬁ indecisive, He'd Slance down at his \(\1’Q(TOSQQS and
be able to pick out juuuust the r\ﬁh’r sequence of questions (and "Persuas,\on“ methods) that would



get him his answers in Sooo\ firne, \t was a wonder, then, that he was hav\ns o\\??tcul’rﬁ pinpointing
exactly what he wanted to bake (or rather, help bake. Youre not old enouS‘n to do this alone weth h“o).

"Uh...' The sound of inteligent ’rhouﬁh’r processes at work,

The closest he'd ever gotten to ba\dnﬁ was making funnel cake. You put the batter into a
funnel or squeeze bottle. Let the batter flow, watch it loop and circle around in the oij preheated to
1% dejrees celsius. You could make funnel cake with pancake batter. His dad hadn't been very Sooo\
at it. He had faded burn scars on his arm,

"Ura..cookies? | guess.yeah..that doesn't sound too difCicult,’ he said despite his history of
\aum'\nﬁ cookies, not ba\dng them long enouﬁh; there was always some’rh'\nﬁ.

fAs she 1aid out the "6ifth condition, the informant's expression shited ever so slightiy, His
face became ke a statue's Just then, made of marble, lifeless, why would she even need to say
an\«jfhiry like that? As i€ his heart had the capacity to show affection. As i€ he'd discard enouﬁh pride
to use the word love. Sure he'd kissed her, but that hadn't been love, had it? Ah, how SCArY.

But then she smilkd, reveald there was no £ikth condition, and his shoulders relaxed, He
didn't want fo admit that that would have been the easiest of the five, mostly because he wasnt
sure i€ that was true anymore,

"Teh.' with a small frown the informant ruffled her hair, his €ace now resembling that of a
parent 3‘\v’\n3 their chid a scolo\'\nﬁ. ‘Uena-san. That isn't €air, You cant make me £all in love with You
and then tell me not to do it, even i€ 3ou're \')ok'\nﬁl“

Wt was as i€ he was Malachi Seigh again, the way his tone echoed that of a chid's when +he~:j‘d
been cheated or befraﬁeo\; a whing, but not quite, that distinctive eo\ﬁe in his voice raking it clear that
he was Joking, He even stuck out his tongue af her, a grin lurking just beneath his skin,




