A few days have past since he was arrested, yet Makenshi still remains silent. Silent to his identity, which he still does not fully comprehend. Silent to his reason for smashing the glass on Frank’s pawn shop and stealing the sword, which now lies locked in an evidence closet. He merely sits quietly in his cell or the interrogation room. Everyday, the same sequence of events.

But today, something has changed. 

”You have a visitor,” a guard says as he opens the human-cage door. “This way.” He leads Makenshi on. Opening the door to the visitation room, the guard directs him into the room, containing only a table, two chairs, a brown-haired woman, and her briefcase.
As the door is shut behind Makenshi, another guard asked, “Conjugal?”

“Doubt it,” the first replied. “She’s a lawyer.”

“Oh.”

Back inside the room, Makenshi remains silent. The woman breaks the silence, “So, you’re the mysterious ‘fog-maker’ I’ve heard of, huh?”

“You’ve heard of that? Who are you?” Makenshi inquires.

“Firstly, I’m Gloria Maranda, Attorney. Secondly, a group of thugs were arrested yesterday. I was here looking for a case to work on. You were being brought out of Interrogation as they were being brought in. As you may recall, they freaked out. Thus striking my interest in you. I asked for a copy of your case file, and got started. I talked to Frank, the owner of the shop you robbed, and I managed to make an agreement with him. He said he’d drop the charges if the window was paid for, since you stole nothing else. Also the sword will be returned to him.” Makenshi cringed at this thought. “But I asked if he would give it to you if it was paid for. He agreed, though he raised his initial price steeply. I have it all in writing and signed, minus your signature, of course. All costs will be taken care of by me. Oh, by the way, what is your name?”
Makenshi sighed, “I don’t know. I don’t remember. I have some memories, yet the rest lie in the sword.” 
Gloria grimaced, “May pose a problem, but can be remedied. Just write an ‘X’ here on this line.”

“An… ‘X?’” Makenshi boggled at the thought. Gloria grabbed a scratch piece of paper and unsteadily drew an X on it. “Oh, I see, but… you were a bit unsteady, it seems. Is something the matter?”
“Well, I’m blind,” she replied, “but not entirely. You see, I’m what everyone calls a mutant. A freak accident made me blind, yet I saw, but only in electric signals. Oh, and I also have some control of electricity. I’ll give you the details later. But please reveal this to no one.” 
“I won’t.”
