Prologue
Secret Rift

When the apricot flowers were in bloom
and rain fell on their petals, I stole a diary of a
young lady and accidentally touched a wonder-
ful buried experience.
Rather than looks, I first notice the secret
rifts of people. Where the sun never sets, the
azure sky is never swallowed by the night. Ev-

eryone is different. However, it sometimes dries
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