	Nida blinked as he stared up at the ceiling of his room.  Once again, he'd woken with a start, and could not think why, for he still couldn't recall having any dreams. There was no noise, not even from the other students' rooms on either side of him. At times, he wondered if any of the rest of the Garden students slept.  After all, he never saw any of them but a certain two walking around the dormitory area, and they never actually went into any of the rooms - not while he was there. They just walked... and talked.


	Nida frowned up at the ceiling as he remembered the events of the day before, when he'd attempted to make some friends of the other students he saw every day.  He'd barely said two words, and they'd acted like he'd threatened their lives.  Was he really that intimidating, he wondered?  But then again, it seemed that every time he saw the other students, in class or in the hallways or in the cafeteria, they seemed to be talking about the same things.  Every single day.  Maybe they were all afraid to break their comfortable routine...


	Or maybe they were all just idiots with only one subject on the brain.


	Now, now, Nida, he chided himself.  No use getting all bitter and defensive just because a few people don't want to talk to you.  Maybe it was just them, he told himself.  Maybe he'd have better luck with people he didn't see every day.


	With that in mind, he felt better enough to get out of bed, shower, and change into his Garden uniform.  If he had been a more emotional person, one who wore his heart on his sleeve, he'd have been whistling as he set off to the cafeteria for his breakfast.  He grew slightly nervous when he recognized the two girls, the jogging kid, and the guy who looked almost exactly like him; he'd apparently scared the kid and the guy, at least.  But the girls passed without incident, the kid kept on jogging as if he hadn't even seen Nida, and the guy once again nodded when Nida waved, just as they always did.  Apparently he hadn't done any harm, Nida thought with relief - it was as if nothing had changed at all.


	Including the cafeteria's normal breakfast menu, and so once again Nida ate toast.





* * * * *





	Chewing on his breakfast, Nida pondered the matter, and tried to drown out the chatter of the two students behind him playing cards and wondering what sort of cologne Instructor Trepe preferred.  He was in a rut - he'd determined that much.  It wasn't surprising that those he'd spoken to yesterday were startled, considering he'd seen them every single day since his arrival, and he'd never taken an interest in speaking to them before.  He just needed a new audience... people who wouldn't be surprised that he was speaking to them.  People who wouldn't know any better.


	Classes that day were much the same as they ever were, except that the blond guy in the white trenchcoat punched the console in front of him when he answered a question wrong.  Instructor Trepe gave him a warning look, but remained composed and continued the lesson without interruption.  The incident was never even mentioned by the rest of the students when the afternoon class ended, and they gathered their things and chattered about boyfriends and studying and the other things they always talked about.


	Nida, however, was no longer content to gather his things silently and leave class as usual.  Well, actually he was, he admitted - but a few minutes later, his routine would change!


	Instead of walking over to the training center to fight some grats as he usually did, Nida turned in the exact opposite direction when he exited the lift, heading for the quad.  It felt strange, almost unnatural, and at first it was an effort to keep moving and not turn around.  Only because I'm stuck in a rut, and I haven't done anything new for a long time, he reminded himself, and he forced himself to continue onward.


	He even managed to smile a little as he entered the wide open area, and glanced around to see who might be present.  There weren't very many students there at all, and what few there were seemed to be intent on their personal conversations; after yesterday, he thought that perhaps it wouldn't be a good idea to disturb them.  One student, however, stood by himself in the center of the area, his back turned to Nida as he looked out over the quad, hands on his hips.


	A person all alone, without friends to hang out with after classes, might be more anxious to carry on a conversation, Nida thought.  Also he had to admit that he was curious about what this other student was looking at.  After talking himself up a little, Nida put on his friendliest face and walked out to the center of the quad himself, slowing as he approached the lone student.  "Hey there... What are you doing?"


	The other student turned around, revealing a surprised expression.  "Oh... hi! I'm sorry, I didn't notice you there."


	Nida almost raised an eyebrow in surprise as well, but caught himself in time.  Though the other student's black hair was shoulder length, he'd assumed from the uniform and the height that it was a guy.  But the face was delicate - sparkling green eyes beneath thin, arching brows, lightly freckled cheeks, and curved lips that parted in a smile.  Was this other student a girl then?  If so, she was a little on the tall side, about the same height he was, and maybe they had no girls' uniform large enough for her.  And though the face was pretty, it was in an earthy way that made him uncertain.  He tried to avoid glancing at her (his?) chest to make certain, and just smiled sheepishly.  "I'm not bothering you, am I?"


	"No, not at all."  The other student turned back the way she (he?) had been facing before, hands on hips once more.  "I'm just trying to envision something."


	"Yeah?"  Stepping up next to her (him?), Nida crossed his arms and looked out over the quad as well.  "Mind if I ask what?"


	"Decorations.  Lots and lots of decorations."  The student raised an arm as she (he?) turned to gesture grandly, encompassing the entire room.  "See, I'm the head of the Garden Festival Committee.  I've got big things planned for this year's Garden Festival - I've just got to decide what might be the best way to... present it."


	"Ah, that's neat."  Nida took advantage of the momentary turn to look the other student over.  Slim waist, but hips not much larger.  That didn't help.  The Garden uniform was conservative enought that hid the chest area quite well, and all Nida could tell for sure was that this other student wasn't... buxom, if nothing else.  But the slight build could have been a tall female.  Or it could be the build of a slender male.  Thinking quickly, Nida got another idea.  "So what's your name?"


	"Wimbly Donner."  The student held a hand out to him, grinning.  "Nice to meet you.  And you are...?"


	"Nida Lorth."  Well, that name didn't help at all, Nida thought.  The handshake was firm, rather masculine really, and confused him all the more.  Wimbly's voice also offered no clues; it was strong and energetic, smooth and with a medium-low pitch.  "So... Garden Festival Committee, huh?"  That seemed like a girly job to Nida, planning parties and all that; but then, there were certain kinds of guys who were prone to enjoy things like decorating, or so he'd heard.


	"Yep - this year's going to be incredible.  See, I'm from Deling City, and I made a lot of connections back home before I decided to come to Balamb Garden for school.  I know where we can get booths for games, portable stoves for the concession stands really cheap, and I'm pretty sure I can find a few companies to donate some great door prizes in exchange for a little advertisement space in the fliers we'll be handing out."  Wimbly winked at Nida.  "My dad's an agent, and he taught me a lot about how to cut a good deal."


	"Wow, that's really cool," Nida remarked, smiling back at Wimbly despite his confusion.  Did it matter if Wimbly was male or female?  Wimbly was cheerful, friendly, and apparently pretty bright - not to mention willing to speak to him - and that mattered far more than gender when it came to friends.  "I bet the Garden's never seen a festival like that before."


	"That's why I'm working so hard on it," Wimbly told him.  "Back in Deling, there was always someplace to go, something to do... Here in Balamb, there's not a whole lot going on that's more exciting than fishing.  You guys don't even have any good bands in the area - I'm going to have to bring in some from Deling for the evening dances.  Hey, you ever heard of the King Tonberries?"


	Nida shook his head.  "I, uh, don't get out much, to be honest..." he admitted.


	Wimbly raised an eyebrow at him.  "That's too bad, why not?  You're pretty cute, you know."


	The unexpected compliment threw Nida off guard for a moment, and he stuttered for a moment before he got the words out. "Uh, er... really?"


	Wimbly nodded, smirking at his surprise.  "Guess no one tells you that very often, huh?  No girlfriend?"


	Nida almost let a sigh of relief slip.  If Wimbly wanted to know that, that must mean she was female.  "Nope, no girlfriend."


	"Mmm.  Boyfriend, then?"


	...So much for that.  "No, I'm uhm... terminally unattached."


	"Ah, I see."  Wimbly shrugged.  "Maybe we'll have to do something about that."


	What!?  Nida barely was able to keep a straight face - did Wimbly mean...?


	"Anyway, the King Tonberries," Wimbly continued, returning to the conversation at hand.  "They're ska.  Pretty good, great party music.  Their bassist used to live downstairs from me, so I should know - they threw the coolest bashes before they started getting kinda big and couldn't just go around playing wherever they wanted free of charge." Wimbly grinned at him and winked again.  "As their agent, my dad told them it gave off the impression they weren't serious about music as an actual career, just a hobby.  I'm sure he'd let them do something for Garden, though - he's really supportive of my schooling."


	"That's really great."  Nida nodded vaguely, still slightly distracted by the previous commentary.  If Wimbly was interested in him, he'd have to figure out gender at some point. After all, Wimbly was awfully cute, but...


	But what?  He'd never really checked out any girls or guys, so if he thought Wimbly was cute, that didn't change anything, male or female.


