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CHAPTER 1 — Haru’s Quiet Life in Vancouver
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The soft click of Haru’s camera echoed through the quiet kitchen, followed by a faint buzz of static in his microphone—the kind he always meant to fix but never got around to. Morning light filtered through the sheer curtains, gentle and pale, brushing the wooden countertop in a way that made everything look softer than it felt.

He adjusted the bowl, lifting it slightly toward the window. Steam curled up from the miso soup he’d made for the video—“5-Minute Breakfasts for Busy Parents.”

Behind him, tiny footsteps padded against the floorboards.

“Papa...” Sora’s voice was small, still thick with sleep.

Haru lowered the bowl immediately. “Morning, sweetheart.” He turned, smiling. “You woke up early.”

The four-year-old rubbed her eyes with the back of her hands. Her hair stuck out in every direction, soft and messy like a baby sparrow.

“Come here,” Haru said, kneeling.

She walked straight into his arms.

Her warmth grounded him more than the sunlight, more than the camera in front of him, more than the online world that waited on the other side of the screen.

“You hungry?”

She nodded into his shoulder.

“Okay. I’ll cook again. This one’s for work.”

“Video?”

“Mm. Just a short one today.”

He set her gently on the stool beside him. She blinked slowly at the camera on its tripod.

“Say hi?” he teased.

Sora shook her head violently and buried her face into her palms.

Haru laughed softly. “Okay, okay. No pressure.”

He turned the camera off, the tiny click sounding louder in the quiet kitchen.

Silence settled. The good kind. Warm. Familiar.

But beneath it—Haru always felt it—the faint hum of something unsteady. Like the static from the mic that never fully disappeared.

Haru sliced tofu with practiced motions, the knife tapping rhythmically against the cutting board. Sora rested her head on the counter, watching him with half-lidded eyes.

“You can go back to sleep,” he murmured.

“No. Stay with Papa.”

He smiled.
“Okay.”
His phone buzzed on the counter—three soft vibrations.

NOAH:
bro are u alive??? hello???
Another message followed immediately.

NOAH:
u posted at 7am... are u okay??
Haru exhaled through his nose, amused. He put his phone on speaker.

“Calling Noah Clarke,” the automated voice chimed.

It rang once.

Then—

“HARUTO AIZAWA.” Noah’s voice blasted through the room, loud enough to make Sora jump.

“Morning, Noah,” Haru said, stirring the miso.

“No, no, don’t morning-noah me. Are you okay? Did you sleep? Did you eat? Is this a hostage situation? Blink twice if you need extraction.”

Haru held back a laugh. “I’m fine. Just working early.”

“Early? Haru, it’s Saturday.”

“So?”

“So? Normal people don’t film cooking videos at dawn!”

Sora leaned toward the phone. “Uncle Noah loud...”

“I KNOW I’M LOUD, HELLO PRINCESS,” Noah boomed, immediately lowering his tone after. “Sorry, sweetheart.”

Sora giggled.

Haru ladled miso into a small bowl and handed it to her. “Eat slowly.”

Noah sighed dramatically through the phone. “Okay, listen. I’m coming over at eleven. Kenji-san and Amelia-san asked if you need anything.”

“I don’t—”

“You do.”

Haru blinked. “I didn’t say anything.”

“You never do. That’s the problem.”

Haru looked down at Sora, who was carefully blowing on the tofu in her bowl.

“Just... come for lunch,” Haru murmured.

“Already planned on it. Love you, dude. Don’t fight me.”

Click.

Haru set the phone down. The silence returned, curling around the kitchen like steam.

Sora tugged his sleeve gently. “Uncle Noah loud but nice.”

“Yes,” Haru said with a soft smile. “Very loud. Very nice.”

After breakfast, Haru opened his laptop. The screen cast a pale light on his face, contrasting with the warm glow of the house. Notifications blinked in the corner—brand emails, comments, algorithm updates.

All harmless.
All part of his daily routine.
Still... something tightened in his chest each time he saw the word engagement.

Silence hummed inside the house as he scrolled. Only Sora’s quiet humming—some melody she made up—cut through the stillness.

Sponsorship request for a cookware brand.
A reminder to post by noon.
A DM from a manager he didn’t work with anymore.
He clicked open one message.

SUBJECT: Re: Family-Friendly Collab Proposal!
BODY:
We love your gentle-father energy—such a refreshing contrast to the influencer world...
He skimmed it, eyes empty. The words blurred.
Gentle-father energy.
That’s what they all said.
Like Haru was a brand.
Like parenthood was a marketing angle.
His throat tightened.

“Papa?”

He closed the laptop instantly.
“Yeah?”
Sora held up a plush toy missing one button-eye.

“It fell.”

Haru exhaled. The tension eased.
“Want me to fix it?”
She nodded eagerly.

He took the plush and threaded a needle. The tiny popping sound of thread pulling through fabric felt soothing—real, human, small.

Nothing like the noise online.

By eleven, the living room smelled like simmering broth. Haru was stirring it gently when he heard the familiar knock—three slow taps, one fast.

“Otōsan,” Haru called out, smiling.

The door opened. Kenji stood there, windbreaker zipped up, hair slightly damp from the Vancouver drizzle.

Amelia followed behind him, carrying a bag of fresh vegetables.

“Haru,” she greeted warmly. “You’re cooking? Again? I thought we were the ones bringing lunch.”

“You did,” he said softly. “I... added a little.”

Kenji sniffed the air. “A little, he says. Smells like a feast.”

Sora ran toward them. “Grandpa!”

Kenji knelt and hugged her tightly. “There’s my sunshine.”

Amelia knelt next, brushing Sora’s hair gently. “Did Papa feed you already? Of course he did. He’s the best.”

Haru’s cheeks warmed. “I just made breakfast.”

Amelia smiled knowingly. “And lunch. And dinner. And tomorrow’s snacks.”

Kenji chuckled. “Let the boy cook, Mel.”

“It’s coping,” Amelia whispered loudly to Kenji.

“I can hear you,” Haru said.

She winked. “Good.”

The house filled quickly with movement—Kenji washing vegetables, Amelia arranging the table, Sora dancing with her plush toy, Haru chopping scallions.

The soundscape was soft but full—running water, clinking dishes, gentle chatter.

Warmth settled into Haru’s bones.

He didn’t realize how much he needed this until it surrounded him.

At eleven-thirty, the door flew open.

“HARU! I BOUGHT COFFEE—oh, hi, Aizawa family!”

Noah stumbled in, balancing four iced coffees and a bag of pastries.

Sora squealed. “Uncle Noah!”

He crouched dramatically. “There she is—the cutest child in British Columbia!”

Kenji raised an eyebrow. “Only BC?”

“Fine—Canada. Happy?”

Sora clapped.

Noah dumped the coffees on the table and turned to Haru. “Dude, you look tired.”

Haru blinked. “I’m fine.”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what tired people say.”

Amelia swatted Noah’s arm with a dish towel. “Be gentle. He’s doing his best.”

“I am being gentle. This is my gentle voice.”

Kenji snorted. “That’s terrifying.”

Noah grinned, unbothered.

But when he caught Haru’s gaze—really looked at him—his smile softened.

“...You okay?” he asked quietly, just for Haru to hear.

Haru nodded.

Noah didn’t believe him, but didn’t push.
That was Noah’s loyalty. Loud in every other area of life—except when Haru needed silence.

While they set the table, Amelia frowned suddenly.

“Haru, where are the small wooden spoons? The ones you always use for soup videos?”

Haru paused mid-motion. “In the top drawer.”

“No, I just checked.”

He wiped his hands and walked over. He opened the drawer.

Empty space where they should’ve been.

His brows knitted. “Did... I move them?”

Noah leaned over his shoulder. “Maybe Sora used them?”

Sora shook her head. “No...”

Kenji glanced around. “Did you wash them?”

“They’re not in the drying rack,” Amelia added, checking.

The house fell into a small pocket of quiet.

Nothing dramatic.
Nothing ominous.
Just... off.

Haru stared at the empty spot in the drawer.

He remembered something faint—days ago, a sound in the kitchen at night. Like a drawer sliding shut. He thought it was the house settling.

He blinked it away.

“It’s fine,” he said quickly. “I’ll use different ones.”

But Noah’s eyes lingered on him.
“...You sure?”
Haru nodded.

The drawer shut with a soft wooden click that felt louder than it should.

Lunch was lively—Noah talking about almost getting chased by a goose during a travel shoot, Amelia giving cooking tips, Kenji quietly enjoying the chaos, Sora trying all the side dishes with serious concentration.

Haru sat between them, listening, smiling.

But every now and then, his mind drifted.

To the missing spoons.
To the glitching mic.
To the silence of the house at night.
To unread messages sitting in his inbox that he hadn’t opened yet—ones from people he no longer spoke to.
Noise surrounded him, warm and safe.
But somewhere inside, a quiet pressure pushed against his ribs.
He kept breathing through it.

Amelia noticed. “Haru?”

He looked up. “Hmm?”

“You spaced out.”

“Just thinking.”

Kenji nudged him gently. “Too much work?”

“A little.”

Noah’s foot tapped his under the table. “You should take a break. Seriously.”

“After this week.”

“You say that every week.”

Haru didn’t respond.

Because he wasn’t sure how to explain it—the need to keep moving, keep creating, keep proving that he was still here, still okay, still enough.

If he stopped, the quiet would catch up.
And he wasn’t ready for that.

When everyone moved to the living room, Haru washed the dishes.

The running water drowned out the laughter behind him.
It also drowned out the faint buzz of his phone vibrating on the counter.
Another brand email.
Then another.
Then a DM from a name he recognized too well.
He froze.

The screen lit up again.

Another message.

He didn’t open it.

“Haru?”

He flinched. Kenji stood behind him.

“You don’t need to answer anything now. It can wait.”

Haru swallowed. “I know.”

Kenji placed a hand on his shoulder. “You’re doing really well.”

Haru forced a smile. “Thank you.”

But behind the smile, his heart thudded unevenly.
He hated how easily old wounds resurfaced.
He hated how one notification could shake him.
He dried his hands.

“I’ll join you guys in a minute.”

Kenji nodded and left.

The kitchen grew quiet again.

The house hummed—soft, steady, but too still.

Haru exhaled shakily.

By late afternoon, Kenji and Amelia said their goodbyes. Noah lingered, helping Haru put leftovers away.

“You okay?”

Haru set a container into the fridge. “Yes.”

“That was lie number seven today.”

Haru sighed. “Noah...”

Noah leaned against the counter. “I’m not asking for a spiral. Just... talk to me. Or Kenji. Or Amelia. Anyone.”

Haru closed the fridge. “I’m fine.”

“Okay.” Noah pushed off the counter. “But if you ever aren’t, you better call me.”

Haru nodded.

Noah ruffled his hair. “See you tomorrow, gentle dad.”

Haru groaned softly. “Don’t call me that.”

“It’s your brand!” Noah yelled as he left.

The house fell into quiet once more.

The evening light dimmed, washing everything in gold.

Sora tugged Haru’s pant leg. “Papa?”

“Yes, sweetheart?”

“Can we watch cooking show?”

Haru smiled gently. “Of course.”

They curled up on the couch. Sora leaned against him, tiny hands warm on his arm.

As the TV flickered softly, shadows moved on the walls—nothing alarming, just the natural shift of light. But Haru’s breath caught.

For a second, it felt like someone else stood in the kitchen doorway.

He blinked.

No one.

Just the wind outside, rattling a loose window latch.

He held Sora closer.

When Sora fell asleep on his chest, Haru reached for the remote, the screen dimming into darkness.

The house settled.

Warm.
Safe.
Quiet.
But as the silence thickened, Haru felt it again—

that faint, electric tension in the stillness,

as if something unseen had been here earlier
and was waiting to return.
And in the soft glow of the muted TV, Haru wondered if quiet mornings like this would last... or if the silence was only the beginning of something he wasn’t ready to face.
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CHAPTER 2 — Flashback: A Childhood Shaped by Loss
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The sound of the front door slamming echoed through the small Osaka apartment, sharp enough to rattle the thin glass in the hallway frame. Six-year-old Haru froze mid-step, a tiny hand still holding the corner of his mother’s shirt.

He blinked at the door.

Then blinked again.

His mother didn’t come back.

Not even to say goodbye.

Only the faint perfume she wore—sweet, floral, fading—lingered in the air like a question he would spend years trying to answer.

The silence felt too big for his small body.

“Grandma...?” Haru whispered.

From the kitchen, his grandmother turned off the stove. Her face appeared in the doorway—lined, tired, but calm in the way only people who have survived their own heartbreaks could be.

“She’s gone, Haruto.”

Haru’s fingers curled around the fabric of his shirt.
“...When is she coming back?”
Grandma paused. The steam from the pot drifted up behind her like a ghost.

“She’s not,” she said softly. “Come here, child.”

Haru sat cross-legged on the tatami floor, the faint smell of miso and bonito flakes still in the air. The muffled voices from the bedroom broke through the thin walls.

His father’s voice—tired, low, stretched thin.
His mother’s—sharper, rising like wind before a storm.
Haru clutched his plush bear to his chest.

He didn’t understand the words.
He understood the tone.
“You always leave!” his mother shouted.

“I’m trying to support this family—” his father snapped back.

“Then support me here!”

“You knew my job would take me overseas—”

“I never agreed to raise a child alone!”

Silence.

Then a soft, broken sob.

Haru flinched.

Grandma shut the bedroom door gently, blocking the sound. She knelt beside him.

“They’re adults,” she whispered, brushing his hair from his forehead. “Sometimes adults forget how to speak with kindness.”

Haru looked up at her. “Are they mad because of me?”

Her eyes softened. “No, no. Listen to me.” She cupped his cheeks gently. “You are the one thing in this house that is precious. Don’t ever blame yourself.”

But he did.

Even at six.

Children always do.

Two suitcases by the door.
A passport sticking out from his father’s jacket pocket.
A taxi waiting downstairs.
“Haru,” his father said, kneeling. His voice wavered. “I’ll only be gone for a little while.”

Haru looked at the floor. “Promise?”

“I promise.”

But grown-ups break promises, and children remember broken ones forever.

His father hesitated, then pulled him into a hug.

“I’m doing this so you and Mama can have a better life.”

Haru didn’t say anything.

He didn’t know what better meant.

He just knew his family would never be the same again.

The elevator dinged.
His father let go.
The door shut.
And that was the first time Haru learned how silence could hurt.

Haru found her packing by the door one afternoon.

“Mama?” he whispered. “Are we going to see Papa?”

She didn’t look at him.

She snapped shut her suitcase. “No.”

“Where are you going?”

A pause.

“...Somewhere else.”

Haru reached for her sleeve. “Can I go too?”

She pulled her arm away as if his touch burned.

“No, Haru. Stay with your grandmother.”

He stared at her, confused.
“But I can be good. I’ll be good.”
Her mouth trembled, but she didn’t kneel, didn’t touch him, didn’t even soften.

“I can’t do this anymore.”

And before he could ask what this meant, she walked out.

Grandma shouted something behind her—anger, heartbreak—but it didn’t matter.

All Haru heard was the echo of the door.

All Haru felt was the space where her hand should’ve held his.

Haru became quiet.

Soft.

Careful.

As if too much noise might break the fragile world around him.

His grandmother tried to fill the silence:

	cooking simmering rice

	humming old folk songs while folding laundry

	brushing Haru’s hair gently before school

	cutting fruit into perfect shapes for his lunchbox


“You’re safe, Haruto,” she told him every night.

But he still woke from dreams where he chased someone he could never catch.

His mother’s shadow always vanished just before his fingers reached it.

One evening, Haru found a stack of envelopes in a drawer—letters from his father.

Unopened.

Dozens of them.

His grandmother froze when she saw him holding them.

“Haru... those are for me.”

He blinked. “Why don’t you open them?”

A long silence.

Finally, she said, “Because sometimes keeping a letter closed hurts less than reading words you wish were different.”

She took the letters gently from his hands, placed them back in the drawer, and closed it with a soft click.

That sound stayed with him.

The sound of things left unsaid.

The sound of hope sealed shut.

Later that night, Haru lay awake hearing that drawer’s echo in his mind, like a door closing again and again.

One morning, the postman came, bowed politely, and handed over a single envelope.

Exactly like the others.

But Haru felt something different in the air.

Grandma opened this one.
Her hands trembled by the second sentence.
“Haru... your father’s job... they’re transferring him permanently. To Canada.”

Haru stared at the tatami floor.

“Is he coming home?” he whispered.

“No.”

And that was when the letters stopped holding hope at all.

Grandma didn’t tell him she was sick right away.

He noticed in small ways:

	She held onto walls when walking.

	Her cooking smelled fainter.

	Her humming stopped.

	She slept longer.

	Her breath sometimes stuttered.


One night, she dropped a bowl in the kitchen.

The shattering sound jolted Haru from his seat at the table.

“Obaasan!”

She leaned on the counter, breath shaky. “I’m fine,” she insisted. “Just a little dizzy.”

But the next morning, she couldn’t get out of bed.

The doctor spoke in a quiet voice.
Grandma kept her gaze on the ceiling.
Haru sat beside her, gripping her hand tightly.
That was when he realized loss could come slowly, step by step, the way a shadow crawls across the floor at dusk.

His father’s voice through the phone was distorted, far away—static breaking up every sentence.

“Put Mom on the line,” Kenji said.

Haru held the phone weakly. “She’s sleeping.”

“I can’t hear you—Haru? Haru—?”

The line crackled.

Then cut.

Haru stared at the silent phone.

He didn’t try calling back.

He didn’t know how.

When the end came, it was gentle.

Silent.

Haru sat beside her, holding her thin, soft hand. Her breathing slowed.

“Haru...” she whispered.

“Yes?”

“You must go to your father.”

“I don’t want to.”

A weak smile crossed her lips. “He loves you. Even from far away.”

“He left.”

“He had to,” she murmured. “Life is full of hard choices, child.”

Haru shook his head, tears slipping down his cheeks. “I’ll stay with you.”

“You can’t.”

He bent closer. “Obaasan—”

She hushed him with a trembling thumb across his cheek.

“Be gentle with yourself,” she whispered. “The world will not always be.”

Those were her last words.

The silence after was too heavy for the room, too cold for his small hands, too endless for his young heart.

Haru pressed his forehead to her still hand, and in the suffocating quiet of the room, he learned that silence did not always mean peace—sometimes, it was the shape of goodbye.

Rain tapped sharply against the paper doors, each drop a tiny echo in the empty apartment. The tatami floor felt colder than usual beneath Haru’s knees as he knelt beside the incense his grandmother’s friend had lit.

The scent—soft, smoky, sweet—filled the silence she had left behind.

He didn’t know what to do with his hands.

He placed them flat on his thighs. Then folded them. Then unfolded them. He had seen adults do this at funerals, but nothing felt right.

A neighbor woman approached gently.

“Haru-chan... do you want something to eat?”

He shook his head.

“It’s been two days. You should try.”

“I’m not hungry.”

She hesitated, then stepped back. “We’ll check on you again later.”

When she left, the rain seemed louder.
Or maybe the house was quieter.
Either way, Haru felt surrounded by a kind of silence he didn’t know how to breathe through.

The living room buzzed softly with adult murmurs from the funeral gathering—voices he recognized, faces he didn’t.

“Poor thing... all alone now.”
“Where is the father?”
“Canada, they said.”
“Someone should contact him.”
“He should be here.”
“He isn’t.”
Haru’s throat tightened.

He backed away from the doorway before anyone noticed him listening, retreating toward his grandmother’s bedroom, where everything still smelled like her—lavender, old paper, and the faintest hint of worn cotton.

He placed both hands on her pillow and waited for it to feel real.

It didn’t.

After the funeral, everyone left.

A neighbor dropped off food. Another brought fresh flowers. An aunt he barely knew patted his shoulder awkwardly and said, “Be strong, Haru.”

Then the door closed.

The apartment felt enormous.

Every small sound startled him:

	the heater clicking on

	a pipe settling

	wind brushing the balcony railing

	the light buzz of the refrigerator


Everything felt too loud without his grandmother humming softly in the kitchen.

Haru curled up on the couch, hugging his knees.

He stared at the wall until the sun set.

Then he stared into the dark.

The phone rang late at night.

Haru jumped.

Its sharp tone cut through the silence like someone shaking him awake from a dream he didn’t want to have.

He approached it slowly.

“Hello?” he whispered.

Static crackled on the other end, then a familiar voice broke through.

“Haru? Haru, it’s me.”

He swallowed. “Otōsan?”

Kenji exhaled hard, relief and panic tangled together.

“I heard what happened,” Kenji said, voice thick. “I—I should have been there.”

Haru said nothing.

The silence stretched long enough that Kenji’s breath wavered.

“Haru... talk to me.”

“...She’s gone.”

Kenji’s voice cracked. “I know.”

Haru sat on the floor, back against the wall. The phone cord twisted around his small fingers.

“What should I do?” he whispered.

There was a pause on the line—the kind that felt like someone swallowing pain.

“You’ll come here,” Kenji said finally. “To Vancouver.”

Haru blinked. “Why?”

“Because you need family.”
His voice trembled. “And I should have been one sooner.”
A lump formed in Haru’s throat.

“Do you want me there?” he whispered.

“More than anything.”
Kenji’s voice softened, urgent and gentle at the same time. “Haru... you’re my son.”
The word son hit something deep, a place Haru hadn’t named before.

He curled the phone cord tighter in his hand.
“...Okay.”
“I’ll send the ticket tonight,” Kenji said. “I’ll arrange everything. Just—stay safe. Stay inside. Don’t be alone too much.”

Haru almost laughed.
He was nothing but alone.
“Okay.”

“I’ll call again tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

“Haru?”

“Yes?”

Kenji hesitated. “I’m sorry. For all of it.”

The static grew louder for a moment.

Then the line went silent.

Haru hung up and walked slowly into his grandmother’s room.

He reached for the drawer she always kept locked.
The one with the unopened letters.
His heart beat unevenly as he touched the wooden handle.

It slid open without resistance.

Inside, nothing had been disturbed.

Still—

Haru could’ve sworn he heard this drawer close the night she died.

He shook his head. Maybe grief made sounds echo strange.

He touched the letters gently.

Most had yellowed edges.
Some were crisp, newer.
All addressed to his grandmother in his father’s handwriting.
He picked up the top one.

His hands trembled.

He didn’t open it.

He simply held it to his chest as the silence pressed in again.

A week later, a woman from social services came to help him pack. She spoke kindly, but her words felt distant.

“You’ll take the essentials, Haru-kun,” she said. “Your father will help you with anything else once you arrive.”

Haru nodded without looking up.

He packed slowly:

	school uniform

	two pairs of socks

	a sweater his grandmother mended

	his plush bear

	a book he couldn’t read without hearing her voice

	and the stack of letters


The woman noticed the last item.

“Are those for your father?” she asked gently.

Haru shook his head. “They’re for me.”

She nodded, understanding enough not to press.

Before leaving Osaka, Haru asked to visit the local shrine—where his grandmother used to sweep the entrance and chat with the old priest.

The air smelled of pine and cold stone.

Haru stood before the offering box, holding a small envelope of coins the social worker had given him.

He bowed once.

Then again.

Then pressed his hands together and closed his eyes.

“Obaasan...” he whispered. “I’m going now.”

The wind brushed past him, cool but gentle.

He swallowed. “I don’t know what to do without you.”

The wind blew again, lifting his hair softly.

Almost like a touch.

He opened his eyes and exhaled shakily.

“I’ll try,” he whispered. “I promise I’ll try.”

The airport felt too large for one child.

Announcements echoed in languages he didn’t understand.
Rolling suitcases clattered past him.
Cold air from the glass doors drifted over his thin jacket.
The social worker placed a hand on his shoulder. “Your father will be waiting when you land.”

Haru nodded.

“Are you scared?” she asked.

He didn’t answer.

His grandmother used to say fear was just love trying to protect you.

If that was true, Haru wondered who he was trying to protect now.

His boarding call echoed through the terminal.

The social worker knelt. “Be brave, Haru-kun.”

He opened his mouth to say goodbye—

—but no sound came out.

She gave him a soft smile. “You don’t have to say anything.”

He bowed lightly.
Then walked toward the gate.
Each step felt like pulling a thread from his heart, leaving pieces behind until he wasn’t sure what remained.

The seatbelt clicked.
The plane hummed.
The engines roared.
Haru looked out the window as Osaka shrank beneath clouds.

His reflection in the glass looked too calm for someone running away from everything he’d loved.

He touched the letters in his backpack.

He whispered, “Obaasan...?”

The engine’s roar swallowed his voice completely.

The plane lifted off the ground.

His world disappeared.

Everything ahead of him was uncertain.

Everything behind him was gone.

The plane window was fogged with Haru’s breath as it descended through heavy clouds. Vancouver appeared beneath him in fragments—patches of gray sky, wet roofs, lines of pine trees swaying in the winter wind. Everything looked muted, washed in a cold blue light that made the city feel distant, unreal.

A voice crackled through the speaker.
“Welcome to Vancouver.”
The announcement faded under a low hum of passengers unbuckling seatbelts. Haru stayed still, fingers gripping the straps of his backpack until his knuckles whitened.

Canada.
His father.
A new life he didn’t ask for.
The letters rustled quietly inside the bag on his lap, like ghosts reminding him he was not arriving empty-handed.

The hallway outside the gate stretched long and bright. Fluorescent lights buzzed faintly overhead. Haru stepped forward hesitantly
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