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      Monday Evening

      

      I am the goddess of folding laundry.

      Well, no. But I do it well. Maybe enough to get some kind of title? Princess, maybe? There has to be a way to reward me for being good at this.

      I've had a lot of practice folding my clothes. And my mother's. We've been doing all the work, just the two of us, for several years now, since my dad left and made us the kind of people who had to learn to do things ourselves. I'm proud of my clothes-folding skills, and have no problem doing it for a good cause.

      There's a week-long typhoon relief drive at school this week. Ford River College, my school as of three weeks ago. Last week a crazy powerful storm passed through the country, and left many people in Laguna and Manila homeless and needing basic supplies. You wouldn't have known it though if you see the school today. It looks untouched by the storm, or flooding. But it's up on a hill and it looks like the buildings have been designed well.

      Also my school is rich. Filthy rich.

      They're used to being the only thing standing after a major typhoon, and as soon as the weather cleared up, the relief drive began. Donations poured in. The basketball court has been transformed into a processing area for goods. Students and teachers are spending their free time sorting and sending out relief packages.

      It's past seven, and I'm the only one left here, folding clothes. They allowed me to do that, because Ms. Farrah the guidance counsellor is one of the leaders of the relief drive, and I work for her office, and she trusts me.

      I'm not as rich as the other students. I'm here on scholarship, and I have to work in the Guidance Office several hours a week to give back. It's also why I'm here, past seven, folding clothes. I don't have anything extra to donate. Nothing but my time.

      There's an awesome fundraising effort too, happening this week. Flowers For A Cause, they call it. You can purchase a really expensive bouquet of roses and have it sent to anyone in school, and the money goes to a project for the people in a Laguna fishing community. I really want to help, but I don't have any money to give. I don't want to ask my mom for more, even for a good cause.

      "Why are you still here?"

      I hear him come up behind me, but I'm not so surprised anymore. I came to Ford River as a solo agent; no one from my high school is here. Ms. Farrah told me not to worry if I didn't make that many friends right away. People want to hang out with people they know from high school, I get it. I have a few friends, right now, on my third week as a freshman. There's Sol, who's from Naga, and is a solo agent like me.

      And there's this guy.

      He's so handsome.

      And smart. And nice. He'd have to be nice to be that handsome and speak to someone like me. Never mind that I'm on scholarship...I'm nobody. No clubs yet, no talents to speak of, not as beautiful as my model-perfect schoolmates.

      He is model-perfect. He is...well, he's a junior. He's tall. He's surrounded by pretty people all the time. When we first met I thought he'd forget my name and move on, but he's said hi a lot since then. And now this.

      "I'm closing up," I say. "Aren't you heading home?"

      "I will, now. I'll wait for you."

      I blush, and look down at the shirt I'm folding so he can't see. "Thanks."

      "You can do this tomorrow."

      I shrug. "I really want to help, but I can't donate to the flower thing. I’m a scholarship kid."

      He pushes my perfect pile of folded shirts aside and sits on the table. He's right next to me now, looking at me as I fold. "You don't have to spend for it. You can sign up at the Flowers For A Cause table and someone could do the donation for you. And you get the flowers."

      "Oh, but I don't know anyone who'll do that," I say, and then...wait.

      Is that a hint?

      Could he actually...is he planning to...?

      He can't be. I'm nobody.

      It's late and I've inhaled too much detergent.

      "Thank you for the idea," I say instead. "Maybe I'll do it."

      "No problem. You live nearby, right? I'll walk you home."

      "You don't have to."

      "It's late, and I don't think I should be walking all alone at night." His smile is sweet. Almost like I can trust it. But it's teasing too, because boys...ugh, why are boys so confusing. "You should be around to protect me."

      "Fine," I say. "One last pile and then we're out of here. Thanks, Joaquin."

      "Quin."

      "Right." I almost forget the nickname he prefers people call him.

      "You're welcome, Hannah."

      Yeah, he remembers my name. That's so nice of him.
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      Tuesday Morning

      

      "You know what I think? I think he wants me to do it."

      "Submit your name to Flowers For A Cause so he has a reason to buy you flowers? Why doesn't he just buy you flowers then?"

      Sol Delloro is my closest friend in school right now, but she doesn't get it. She's rich, for one. Her family owns several businesses in Naga and the Bicol region, and a donation, or buying a bouquet of roses, is nothing to her. And she has a boyfriend. It's a long distance relationship right now because he chose to stay in Bicol to study, but still. She doesn't get it.

      Maybe Quin is being subtle.

      Or maybe I'm the dumb one, ignoring all the signs that have been laid out in front of me. He introduced himself to me. He made the first move.

      He keeps saying hi.

      He walked me home last night! Who does that?

      "Is he on scholarship too?" Sol asks. Also, "How many sanitary pads again?"

      I peek over her shoulder. "They said five per pack, but I try to put eight if I can. Who can live on five pads their whole period?"

      "But we're going to run out of donated pads if we overpack the bags."

      "Thank you for giving some, by the way. It's why I asked."

      I volunteered to sort the feminine products section of the relief effort today, because I have some time before my morning classes start. It's the least-manned section of the entire process, lacking not just assigned volunteers but also donations. I mean, sure, food and clothing should come first when recovering from a storm, but don't things like sanitary pads and shampoo start to make you feel more human? I saw yesterday that there weren't a lot of these products coming in, so I asked Sol to donate those instead. Since she was planning to buy relief goods anyway.

      "I'm not sure if he's on scholarship. I don't think so," I continue. "He's not walking around with a phone or tablet all the time."

      "And he walked you home last night, right? He doesn't have a car?"

      "Not that I've seen."

      "Hannah, Hannah, Hannah." Sol's eyes twinkle as she tears open a large pack of sanitary pads and sorts them into piles of eight. "Do you think this guy can't afford the flower thing? Why would he even suggest it?"

      "I don't know why he'd bring it up!"

      "Because if it's just the flowers or the cause, you know I can make a donation in your name."

      I shake my head. People with money, they think differently. "Thank you, Sol, but what you're doing today is enough for me. The donation to the livelihood thing, I want to earn that myself." Or at least have it mean something to the person donating in my name.

      Like, if he wants to, because the flowers would make me happy.

      That means something.

      "Sorry, what's his name again? I thought you said Quin," Sol says.

      "I did," I reply. "Quin Apolinario."

      Her eyes widen and her pile of pads falls. "No. What?"

      "What what?"

      "Oh, you don't know this because you're not into sports. Quin is...he's in the varsity basketball team, Hannah. Tall guy, right? Sort of shaggy hair, strong chin? He never mentioned it?"

      No, he didn't. He hasn't.

      "Well, this is interesting," Sol says. "He's from one of the most prominent families supporting Ford River College. Like, in the board of directors. He should have money to buy you flowers if he wants to, Hannah. What's he doing telling you to put your name up to be sponsored?"

      Oh god.

      Maybe because he wasn't being subtle.

      Maybe he was just being nice. And helpful.

      Maybe I shouldn't assume things.
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      Tuesday Evening

      

      It's early evening again, and I've been alone here packing canned goods and instant noodles for fifteen minutes.

      I know he's going to show up soon, because he does that now. He isn't someone I hope to see anymore. I know I'll see him.

      I'm excited of course, but at the same time embarrassed. Nice guys check up on their friends, make sure they don't walk home alone when it's dark out, right? That's all.

      Being nice is a long way off from buying flowers, going out on a date. Being my first kiss.

      Stop it. Oh god. Embarrassing.

      "Sardines and sausages," someone says, coming up beside me. Of course it's Quin. "Not bad."

      "Most of them with lids you can flip open," I reply, trying to be casual. "Which is so helpful."

      "You're right. No one donates can openers."

      "Quin," I sputter, "Why are you here? Don't you have basketball practice or something?"

      It sounds like an accusation. That's not what I'm actually saying, though. Him being a basketball player isn't what is making me so extremely sorry for myself right now.

      "We don't have any, because of this," he says, pointing to all the donated goods occupying most of the basketball court.

      "You could have said something," I whisper.

      "Said something about what?"

      "That you're in the team." That you're one of the most popular guys in school. That you could be talking to anyone right now, walking anyone else home.

      He is shaking his head
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