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Shards of sunlight filtered through the blinds in his bedroom as a coughing fit woke Hiroshi. 
Breath stuttering, he sat up, tilting his head backwards against the wall away from twisted 
roots and protruding thorns. A month ago, he was on top of the world but that was a distant 
memory now. Ever since the thorns and roots ensnared his house, Hiroshi could only count 
the days until his last breath. Hand quivering, he reached out to touch the thorns that 
adorned the walls.  
 
A tender prick. The caress of the wind, white curtains flowing. White faded into red, a figure 
basking in its hue. Human, like Hiroshi, and yet not at all with their quiet presence easily 
drifting into the room. Eyes like black ores settled on him, and Hiroshi’s shoulders sagged. 
 
He drew out a shaky breath. “H-hey. Can you help me?” 
 
The figure glided forward, pale hand reaching out to drape the fluffy blanket around 
Hiroshi’s shoulders. He snuggled down into the warmth.  
 
“Thank you,” he lifted his head slowly, “how have you been?” 
 
The figure sat beside him on the bed, red spilling around them. Their eyes softened like 
dying embers. “It pains me to see you in such a state.” 
 
Hiroshi chuckled. Ever since that day, when he accidentally pricked his finger for the first 
time, the figure had watched over him with worry. Hiroshi didn’t mind; the company was 
pleasant.  
 
“The thorns. They could be a symbol of the waste that corrupts your garden. Have you 
cleansed it recently?” 
 
Hiroshi leant forward, the figure’s hands hovered in front of him hesitantly. “Help me up 
then.” 
 
As arms steadied his weight and they shuffled towards the door, Hiroshi turned to the figure 
with a small smile. “After all this time, you still haven’t told me your name.”  
 
The figure paused. Shards of sunlight drizzled all over them, an orange lustre in their wake.  
 
“Ro.” they said. “Call me Ro.” 

~~~ 
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The grass prickled his skin as Hiroshi tore out the weeds that plagued the garden. His 
mother’s garden truly was a myriad of growing colours and Hiroshi’s only wish was that his 
mother could see it now.  
 
He sat up, wiping soil covered hands on his sweatpants. “Most of the plants here are 
apparently harmful – Daffodils, Hydrangea – but they’re stunning, aren’t they?” His fingers 
skimmed over bright petals. “The price we pay for even just a fragment of beauty.”  
 
Ro’s eyes flickered over Hiroshi before travelling all over the garden. Not far behind, the 
willow tree loomed, a lumbering beast with trails of leaves cascading down like scraggly 
hair.  
 
Hiroshi followed their gaze and smiled. “Behind the leaves sits my first flower I planted with 
mom. A rose – her favorite. I thought it was quite cliché but out of all the flowers, that’s the 
one I love the most.” Ro nodded and moved towards Hiroshi when he shifted to stand.  
 
“The weirdest thing is,” Hiroshi turned to the willow tree, confusion clouding his expression, 
“the rose never grew thorns.”  
 
He collapsed in Ro’s arms. No weed was in sight.  
 

~~~ 
 
 “I guess picking the weeds out wasn’t enough.”  
 
Ro’s face crumpled as they spoke. “What else can we do?”  
 
Hiroshi turned to the thorns with a grimace. As the days flowed into one endless cycle of 
suffering, he came to appreciate the thorns. Staying home was only a reminder of changes 
that unravelled the tightly woven strings of his life and left him the bitter ache of loneliness. 
Before Ro, the formidable presence of thorns comforted him.  
 
Hiroshi gripped the garden shears, knuckles white. “This could work, Ro. I’m still alive- that 
tells me I still have a chance.” Ro placed a hand on Hiroshi’s shoulder and squeezed gently. 
 
The roots snap with pressure of the blades, thorns decorating the floor. That’s all it took.  
 
Hiroshi turned to Ro with a smile. “See! It-“ 
 
In his abrupt silence, the curtains fluttered.  
 
“Ro?” 
 
 

~~~ 
 



His mother was the one who taught him how to look after her garden. He mellowed out as 
he grew up with the constant guidance of his mother and the ability to nurture life.  
 
Hiroshi stared at the thorns numbly. His mother taught him everything she knew.  
 
“Stems.” He whispered in shock. “Prickles. Not thorns.”  
 
A bolt of energy surged through him, and he staggered to his feet. With every step to the 
garden, his body creaked with fatigue. He gasped as he swept away the willow tree’ leaves 
and came face to face with the Rose.  
 
Hiroshi crumpled to his knees, hands trembling as he pricked his finger once more. His blood 
seeped to the grass and Hiroshi was consumed by a blinding light.  

 
~~~ 

“You’re killing me.”  
 
Ro floats behind the Rose, red kimono flowing around them. Even now, with the truth 
revealed, Ro’s gaze on Hiroshi was delicate.  
 
“I was told believing in spirits like you was a waste of time but that never stopped me. Your 
name, my Rose, my blood gives you strength…” Hiroshi stared a Ro, face blank. “You’re 
killing me.”  
 
Ro shook their head frantically. “You’ve only ever been kind to me. Even after your mother 
died, you took care of me. I just wanted-“ They stopped, voice wobbling and for the first 
time everything was loud – Ro’s emotions, fears and desires blossoming around Hiroshi. 
 
I wanted to stay with you.  
 
Hiroshi swallowed, eyes stinging. “I want you to.” 
 
Ro gave him a sad smile. “Spirits can easily take advantage of your kindness. Your spiritual 
power. You’ll die soon… because of me. I can’t let that happen-“ 
 
Hiroshi grabbed Ro’s hand. “Please. Stay with me, even if it’s for a second.”  
 
The pain resided, body wilting. The memories they made together only resonated with the 
reminder that the bitter ache of loneliness could be soothed. Hiroshi smiled as tears blurred 
his sight. He wouldn’t lose this. 
 
A tender prick. Rising sunlight glinted through the leaves. Their fingers intertwined and 
warmth bloomed.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 


