My blue iris

Chapter I

„This is purely impossible,” Shadow the Hedgehog murmured to himself, giving the thick book in front of him a death glare. The said book was called Ikebana – the art of arranging flowers, and he was currently trying to mimic one of the tutorials the book contained. 

Well, it was easier said than done – he ended up with tender lily leaves getting dark marks from being bent over, some of them even falling down, and with his arrangement looking, well... ridiculous to say the least. His tiny flower vase looked like it begged him to set it free – or so it would do, had it had the mind of its own. 

It is true that he picked up this new hobby pretty recently, so he shouldn’t expect great results so soon, but he was really jealous of all those pictures in books. He wanted to reach this level already. 

Ever since Eggman’s forces were defeated, and together with the resistance the world was restored to its former glory, broken buildings rebuilt, life has gotten... pretty silent. Eggman or Infinite didn’t show up ever since, and while it is important to stay on guard just in case... there’s just nothing to do nowadays. 

And thus, Shadow the Hedgehog realized he just has way too much free time and decided to find himself a hobby to keep himself occupied.

 At first, he came up with the obvious idea – he enjoyed reading books, however, he usually just stuck to reading horror stories, never giving other book types a try. So he started experimenting with all sorts of different book types, wondering if maybe other genres he never took into consideration could pick his interest after all – from romance, through thrillers to comedy – he tried pretty much everything. 

It worked, he quickly discovered he enjoys all sorts of different books, as long as they are well written. However, as much as enjoyable reading is, if it’s the only thing a person does in their life, it can get pretty boring. 

He wasn’t quite sure what pushed him into practising this art style specifically, still in the process of figuring both himself out and the said technique, but so far he just focused on the fact how he felt oddly at peace gently touching soft leaves and smelling the sweet scent of flowers. 

So here he is, in his tiny apartment, his living room filled with all sorts of flowers – lily, blue iris and fairy rose to name a few – scattered not so neatly around, comforting plant aroma filling the air. Despite the fact that scattered flowers give the impression of the room being messy, the rest was very tidy and well arranged – if it weren’t for flowers, it wouldn’t be possible to spot a thing being out of place – every book on a bookshelf was height arranged, light wood of the furniture contrasting nicely with a warm hue of brown on the walls, all of this combined with beautiful landscape paintings gave the entire room a very calming, soft vibe. 

However, not even those pleasant surroundings could stop the frustration from piling up in obsidian hedgehog when he kept making a mistake after mistake, delicate flowers looking worse with each movement he made. At last, with a heavy and loud sigh, he pulled the lily along with the bamboo out of the vase and threw them across the room. 

Time to call it a day. He could always try again tomorrow. 

He looked out of the window, noticed the setting sun and decided to check the time on his phone: 8PM showed on a digital clock. It surprised him to realize just how much he lost track of time. The day was already ending, which indicated he spent more than five hours practising, but... it felt like he started barely few minutes ago. 

‘Well, I guess it wouldn’t be so bad to go strolling before sleep,’ he thought to himself and stepped out of his apartment, making sure to lock the door and check twice- well, maybe three times if the door is locked properly. Bad habit, but at least he won’t be stressing himself out during his walk. 

The moment he walked out of his apartment, he was surprised to see how little this city slept – sure, Park Avenue has always been pretty busy, but one would’ve thought that at this hour not many people would be eager to leave the house. However, considering it’s a friday evening... perhaps it’s not so surprising after all. Even the stores are still open. 

All of the stores in sight in fact, so maybe, just maybe... his recent favourite too? 

Less than five minutes later, Shadow was already standing in front of Iris flower shop, and found himself feeling very content when he noticed that indeed – store is open until 9pm on fridays. Perhaps for last minute friday dates? 

Regardless, the dark hedgehog went inside the store, the door bell jingling violently upon his entrance, temporarily breaking the usual, pleasant silence of the store, much to his disappointment.

Now that he thought of it... Perhaps this was one of the reasons he became so interested with flower arranging in the first place? He enjoyed nothing more than peace and quiet, so company of flowers was much appreciated.

He was just supposed to look around to see if miss Shana got a delivery of some new flowers today, but whatever new species the delivery people would bring in, they wouldn’t surprise him as much as what he saw. Sonic, wearing the gray flower shop apron, clumsily putting fresh flowers in vases.

What the...? 

Blue hedgehog turned his head around upon hearing the jingling sound, and the situation that followed could be described in one word. 

Awkward.

