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			Chapter 1

			Secrets

			[image: KJ]	Seoul 	2057-07-18

			I’ve never been good at keeping secrets. Just the thought of them makes me queasy.

			Secrets are like sand badgers. They’re nocturnal, hunting in the darkness. But when the sun rises, they hide.

			Secrets can come from anywhere. Like when my cousin Ha-Joon shared the special code for extra boba pearls at Tea Town. But sometimes secrets come unexpectedly, like the night I found the mysterious canister in Glideon. It was the same night I found Dr. Grapethorne’s journal and nearly died in the shadows of Scorch Mountain.

			Why did I keep that secret? And why for so long? I guess because hiding in the darkness is more alluring than I thought . . .

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			A Bridge So Far

			One week earlier

			Busan, Korea, 2057

			Yeonghwan Jeong’s funeral was the event of the year.

			For some, it was the event of the century.

			For the people of Korea, the life of Yeonghwan Jeong symbolized the past, present, and future. That’s why his death was particularly bittersweet.

			For Kwan, it was also a time to grieve and remember his great-grandfather.

			Kwan’s mother, Ji-ah, oversaw the preparations. She arranged the memorial table, choosing a youthful portrait of Yeonghwan taken at his military enlistment oath. The black and white image, yellowed by the years, projected the aura of a primitive but promising time. She assembled a clutch of incense for the attendees to light. She prepared a garland of white chrysanthemums. She placed the ceremonial meal—tteok (rice cakes), yukgaejang (spicy beef soup), and sliced chamoe (Korean melon)—on the table.

			Hye Jeong, Kwan’s father, represented the family and fulfilled the role of chief mourner. He greeted visitors, led the rituals, and performed memorial rites. He stood closest to the altar. To fulfill his duty, he postponed two critical international conferences. Reunification funding was slow in arriving from Western nations. Every minute was precious, but the funeral required Hye’s attention. He honored the family way as the world waited.

			

			Due to the large number of attendees, the funeral was held at a grand church in Busan. Fortunately, the church was available on this Saturday in late July. Unfortunately, it was the hottest day of the year, and the fusion microreactors responsible for cooling the building failed to keep up with the sweltering heat.

			Kwan dabbed his forehead with an extra memorial armband. He then put it in his pocket and folded his hands at his waist. His hair was slicked back for the occasion. He glanced at Ha-Joon, who stood next to him similarly dressed in a black suit with a yellow armband. Ha-Joon naturally assumed Kwan’s glance was an invitation to talk.

			“One hundred and nine years old. What a life!” Ha-Joon exclaimed.

			Several bowed heads tilted toward Ha-Joon.

			“Quiet, Ha-Joon,” whispered Kwan, elbowing his cousin.

			“You have to admit,” Ha-Joon whispered back, “less than twenty percent of people live that long.”

			“Show respect,” Kwan hissed, staring straight ahead.

			“I’ve been showing respect for hours,” Ha-Joon continued, his hands fidgeting with a shiny black button on his jacket.

			

			The boys nodded to the next mourner, a mother dragging along twin girls, their pigtails done up with white rose clips. They looked as restless as Ha-Joon.

			“See, they get it.”

			“They are two years old, Ha-Joon,” Kwan said under his breath. He shook his head and exhaled.

			Kwan looked at the women’s side of the room where his mother, aunts, and cousins stood as stoically as the male members on his side. The women were arrayed in traditional black hanboks with a modern twist. Each outfit was modest yet sleek, with a waist-ribbon fashioned by dual layers of red and blue. In the right light, they reflected a purple sheen, emblematic of the two countries in one life. The legacy of Yeonghwan Jeong. Clipped in their hair was a single white silk ribbon. The men matched Kwan and Ha-Joon in black suits with yellow armbands.

			The long procession of mourners continued down the center aisle from the parking lot, as they had been doing for hours. They signed the guest book and paid their respects. Well-wishers and curiosity seekers came from near and far. Distant relatives, elected officials, even foreign dignitaries. Many wanted to mark this moment, regardless of their varied opinions on Korea’s future.

			Over one hundred years earlier, the Korean peninsula was beset by terrible violence. Invaders from the North pushed into the South, and within weeks, Seoul, the capital city, was overtaken. The war raged for three years, activating soldiers from the United States, Great Britain, Australia, Canada, India, New Zealand, and South Africa. They fought against troops from China, supported by the U.S.S.R., until millions of soldiers and civilians were dead. Perhaps exhausted by the horror of all the casualties, a military ceasefire was declared. A boundary line was drawn, and a demilitarized zone was established and patrolled by the United Nations. On July 27, 1953, an armistice was created and the North and South agreed to stop fighting.

			

			For the next century, a tentative cease-fire remained, but the specter of war loomed. It wasn’t until 2053, after the election of the new prime minister in the South, and the poor health of the aging Kim Jong Un, that the possibility of reunification arose. Though it was tumultuous, Kim Jong Un finally relented. The Chinese support he had so long relied upon had crumbled, along with their population. Without their powerful ally, the North Korean leader could no longer withstand international pressures.

			Late on the night of October 13, 2055, he amended their Constitution and signed the peace treaty that made the lifelong dream of many a reality. While resistance remained, the goal was set. And the endless scrutiny of Kwan’s family amplified from merely constant to positively intrusive.

			Kwan’s great-grandfather was among the last to cross from North to South before the armistice. He was five years old. A hundred years later, as word spread that Yeonghwan might be the final living Korean who crossed the bridge between the two nations, his life captivated the world with questions of what might have been, and what could yet be.

			Reporters camped out on his street, broadcasting his daily routine. A walk to the corner store with his beloved yellow lab, Bori, became national news. A simple bowl of soup on his back deck overlooking Songjeong Beach attracted swarms of tourists. The frenzy reached a fever pitch, and his loss of privacy and freedom led him to move in with Kwan’s family. He relocated north to Seoul and lived with them during his final year. The memorial service was still held in Busan, his hometown for the last half century.

			

			The tantalizing aroma of the buffet dinner from the food hall wafted ever stronger, and Kwan’s stomach rumbled.

			“See,” Ha-Joon whispered. “Even your gut knows we’ve been standing long enough. All our younger cousins are in there with full bellies, playing hwatu.”

			Kwan rolled his eyes and then glanced over at the table where his father now sat, receiving guests and their token monetary donations, a long-standing Korean custom.

			He couldn’t see his father. All he could see was the back of an enormous man, dressed in a flowing blue silk robe. The man’s ensemble contrasted with everyone else’s dark dress. In the center of his robe, just below his shoulders, was a large, embroidered red star, framed in a white circle. Kwan stared at the figure.

			“He can’t wear that,” whispered Kwan. “The prime minister banned all clothing with symbols of the North.”

			The man bowed slightly before Kwan’s father. He turned and joined the procession. A tuft of white hair encircled his otherwise bald head. Dark, inscrutable eyes peered over pudgy cheeks and a wispy gray beard. Large hands, clenched in fists, swung from bell-shaped sleeves as he approached the memorial table.

			

			Kwan looked back at his appa. His dad remained poised, but his face was ashen, like he’d seen a ghost.

			Kwan glanced over at his eomma. Their eyes met. She slowly tilted her head and arched an eyebrow, guiding Kwan’s line of sight to the unexpected visitor. Kwan held his palms out and shrugged his shoulders. His mother shook her head and brought her right hand up, palm facing Kwan. She tucked her thumb into her palm and folded her fingers over it.

			“Danger,” Kwan whispered.

			His view of his mom was abruptly eclipsed by the blue-clad giant who stood in front of him.

			“What danger?” the Northerner asked. The bass rumble of his voice hit Kwan squarely in the chest.

			Kwan looked down.

			“Young Jeong boy, my father was friends with your great-grandfather before he fled to the South. The end of the North may be near. But your choices remain crucial. The greatest danger you will face is denying your destiny.”

			Kwan looked up. Only then did he notice the shiny red flag pin on the man’s lapel. Gold piping sparkled on its border. In the center of the flag pin, a picture of a smiling bespectacled man in a gray suit stared back at Kwan.

			Their Dear Leader, Kwan thought and gulped.

			“Remember this, boy,” the man instructed, “to deny your destiny is to deny greatness. Don’t make the same mistake many have made.”

			Kwan looked away. A quiver swept through his body.

			The man from the North walked away, staring at Kwan’s appa as he exited the room.

			

			“That was creepy,” said Ha-Joon out of the corner of his mouth.

			Together, they watched the large man in blue pass through the arch into the lobby.

			“Who was that?” asked Ha-Joon.

			“That was General Kim Yong Bok,” replied Kwan.

			“I thought he was dead,” Ha-Joon stammered.

			“We all did.”

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 3

			Head Games

			“Not now, adeul,” said Kwan’s mother.

			Kwan froze, his hand hovering over the key panel next to the pocket door.

			“Your appa is very busy catching up on meetings. After General Kim’s appearance at Great-grandfather’s funeral, he is on edge. Would you like to help me instead?”

			Ji-ah motioned to two vinyl cases on the kitchen table.

			Kwan turned away from the office door and asked, “Are you still leading the prayer meeting at church tonight?”

			“I am, and I sure could use your help. Things have been hectic since we got back from Busan.”

			“I can help!” Ha-Joon’s voice boomed via the holoprism frame above the fireplace. “Kwan may be your only child, but he’s not your only son!”

			“Sure, Ha-Joon,” Ji-ah replied. “Come on up!”

			Kwan wiped his hands on his chest, patted his pockets, and cracked his knuckles. He swept his hair out of his eyes and popped the lid off the first case. Its interior compartments telescoped open like a tackle box. A jumble of cords and LED projectors, and a mishmash of bubble speakers and fiber-optic relay switches awaited. Kwan dug around in the case while his mother organized a few trays of snacks.

			

			Kwan retrieved two bubble speakers and placed them between a pair of silver antennas. He looked at the speakers, as if expecting something to happen.

			“They’re not charging, Eomma. Is the electrostatic field still down? Velma, where’s the insta-charger?”

			A whirring sound came from Kwan’s bedroom, and a sleek silver robot wheeled down the hallway into the kitchen. Its white owl-like face gleamed with chrome trim. The V-Lux 9.0: every family’s favorite household assistant.

			Velma’s geometric input sensors scanned the room.

			“Velma, play my favorite hymns,” Ji-ah instructed. “Level two.” She twisted her shoulder-length black hair into a bun, securing it with a metal chopstick.

			“As you wish,” said Velma.

			O Lord my God

			When I in awesome wonder

			Consider all the worlds

			Thy hands have made . . .

			The slow-building vocals of “How Great Thou Art” filled the room.

			Velma rolled up to Kwan, holding a black disc the size of a tea saucer. “Here you are, Kwan,” she said.

			Kwan set the two speakers on the insta-charger just as Ha-Joon walked through the door.

			“Bokchoy, Bori! Come here, boys!”

			

			A flurry of scraping sounds echoed from the laundry room, followed by yelps and howls and the thud of a hind end colliding with a wall.

			Ha-Joon knelt at the corner of the kitchen island, ready for an avalanche of canine affection. Two bodies—one of golden fur, the other cinnamon, both with streaks of white—rolled into Ha-Joon.

			“Please calm down,” Ji-ah said, but the dogs only got more excited.

			Bori, Great-grandfather’s yellow lab, knocked Ha-Joon to the floor, as Bokchoy, their spaniel mix, darted in and around the pile until it latched onto Ha-Joon’s shoelace and started playing tug-of-war.

			“Jin-jeong-hae—Calm down!” Kwan commanded. Bokchoy released the shoelace and sat at attention. Bori, however, was still riled up.

			Ha-Joon wrestled with the yellow lab, while Bokchoy eagerly waited for a treat.

			“Ha-Joon, you’re not helping,” Kwan urged. “Jin-jeong-hae!”

			“Okay, okay,” Ha-Joon said with a breathless laugh. He pushed Bori to the side and stood to his feet.

			“Here you go, Bokchoy. Such a good boy.” Ji-ah slipped a bit of jerky to the spaniel.

			Bori bounded toward her, but Velma’s telescopic arm snatched him by the scruff of the neck just in time.

			“Thank you, Velma,” said Ji-ah. She turned toward Ha-Joon and said, “Must you rile them up every time you visit? If you weren’t my nephew, I’m not sure what I’d do with you!”

			

			Velma released Bori and shooed the dogs back to the laundry room.

			“The speakers are almost charged,” Kwan announced. “What time do you need to leave, Eomma?”

			“I’ll hop on the 6 p.m. Hyper Train. That’s plenty of time.”

			“Can I come?” Ha-Joon asked.

			Kwan’s mother shook her head. “While I appreciate your desire to pitch in, you boys have schoolwork to complete. Since my dear adeul was admitted to the Académie, he’s been logging two to three hours on research and development every night. I don’t want him to fall behind, especially with his big presentation coming up.” She smiled at Kwan.

			“But tomorrow is Saturday!” pushed Ha-Joon. “Can’t our wonder boy take a day off?”

			Kwan replied, “Not yet. My compound presentation is next week. I must replicate my results a few more times in the Académie lab.”

			“L’Académie de la Révolution Exsangue!” Ha-Joon exclaimed. He held his hands up to his lips and played an imaginary trumpet. “Doo-doo-dee-doooo! The most prestigious school in all of Korea.” He darted around the island, threw his arms around his cousin, and whispered, “At least I get to go to school with the Académie’s most prestigious student!”

			Kwan said, “Let’s see if I win anything.”

			

			“A humble head makes a healthy heart,” Kwan’s mother said, her eyes radiant with love.

			“You’ll definitely win the Pony Chung Young Leader Award!” Ha-Joon added. “Your construction compound could make all your appa’s work come together. And save our country like two hundred billion won!”

			Kwan looked down. He traced the edge of the kitchen countertop with his finger. He squinted at the edge and slid his finger to a spot a few centimeters to the left. “The counter isn’t level,” he whispered.

			Bokchoy suddenly appeared at Kwan’s feet and jumped against his shins. Kwan picked up the pup. A wry smile formed and faded as Kwan looked down at the perpetually crusty-eyed creature, whom he adored.

			“I just want to honor Appa’s work,” said Kwan. “And the Jeong family name. I’m not going to deny my destiny.”

			“What destiny?” asked Ha-Joon.

			“Well, Great-grandfather was one of the last to cross the bridge from North to South. I will be one of the first to rebuild it . . . if Appa will let me,” said Kwan, staring at his father’s closed door.

			“He will,” Ji-ah consoled him. “He’s just terribly busy right now.”

			“Aigo,” Ha-Joon sighed, “can you imagine how peaceful things would be if people didn’t start wars in the first place?”

			Kwan’s mother replied, “It’s been going on far too long. The Mongols, the Manchu invasion, the Japanese . . . our culture has been assaulted and our heritage obliterated. But now we are here, at this moment, trying to reassemble after a century of division.”

			

			“There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you, Eomma,” said Kwan. “Remember that creepy general at the funeral? He dishonored Great-grandfather, claiming that he avoided his destiny and greatness. As though he should have stayed in the North out of some false loyalty.”

			“He said what?” Ha-Joon erupted. “Just more head games from those propagandists!”

			Ji-ah looked alarmed. She then spoke sternly, “We are wise to ignore the voices of the fool and the liar. ‘Trust the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding.’ I believe this proverb intentionally placed the heart above the head. Align your heart with God’s love, and the lies of the world will not infect you.”

			“Easier said than done,” said Kwan.

			Ha-Joon nodded in agreement.

			“I can’t just ignore the lies of that general,” said Kwan. “The Jeong name and legacy are at stake. I must preserve and protect our family’s image.”

			“Kwan, please remember the only image that matters.”

			“What’s that, Eomma?”

			“The Imago Dei. The image of our Creator, imprinted within.”

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 4

			Turbulent Tea

			The next morning, the door to Appa’s office was open, indicating that Kwan could enter.

			Unaided by Ha-Joon’s “help” the night before, Kwan had worked late and only slept a few hours. He broached the threshold to his father’s office, yawning, a steaming cup of tea in hand.

			His dad looked up from his worktable, its surface covered with paper scraps and tablets. His salt-and-pepper hair was deceiving; though he was aging, he could still outwork and outsmart anyone in his field.

			“Come in, Kwan. I need your help. Can you check on the two holoprisms over there?” Kwan’s dad pointed toward two silver rectangular frames, held in place by nearly invisible bronze wiring.

			“What’s the issue?” asked Kwan.

			“They’ve been distorting all week—and I only have ten minutes before my meeting with the prime ministers of Australia and South Africa.”

			“Did you reset the phase equilibrium calibrators?”

			“I’ve been too busy to mess with that. Your great-grandfather’s funeral cost me nearly a week of work.” Kwan’s father sighed. “I have to get the numbers hyperaccurate to secure the funding. Thankfully, since the National Assembly conditionally approved the use of your bridge compound, the projections have been much lower.”

			

			Setting his tea down, Kwan slid his hand into the holo-prism remote glove interface. He tapped his index finger and thumb to illuminate the prism settings virtual display.

			“I misspoke,” his dad continued. “Not about the projections. About your great-grandfather’s funeral. It is an honor to memorialize him. And of course, our family means everything . . . but I have so much to get done. Death is never convenient, I suppose.”

			“I know. You have an extraordinary amount to manage.” Kwan double tapped his pinky and his thumb and flicked the setting display by lifting his index finger. The holoprism frames blinked green.

			“Reset complete,” said Kwan.

			“Thank you.”

			“Appa, can I ask you a question about Great-grandfather’s funeral?”

			“Quickly.”

			The holoprism display glowed once more, an opaque window of sky-blue light. An emerald-green 6:17 displayed in the center of the screen. The meeting countdown was underway. 6:16, 6:15 . . .

			“It’s back on,” Kwan announced. “And it’s synced to your calendar. Just over six minutes before your meeting.”

			“Thank you, adeul.”

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			

			“I’ll be quick,” said Kwan. “What did General Kim Yong Bok say to you?”

			Kwan’s father’s eyes flashed a momentary anger before settling into a bemused stare. “He paid respect to your great-grandfather in his own way. He also said I was on a fool’s errand with the reunification project. Don’t worry about that angry old relic. His kind will soon be no more. To summarize the great physicist Max Planck . . .”

			“I know,” Kwan finished his sentence. “Change happens one funeral at a time.”

			The holoprism beeped, “Five minutes.”

			“Quiet now, Kwan. I need to focus.”

			Kwan sat at a side table, silently sipping his tea. The next half hour was all spreadsheets and diplomacy, with a dash of construction timelines and funding disputes. Kwan offered his father answers via direct message whenever the compound came up. And then, the American representative interrupted his father’s call.

			Kwan’s father excused himself and transferred to the American holoprism. A tight-lipped woman with a platinum blond bob appeared. Her arms were crossed and her gaze held steady.

			Mr. Jeong didn’t hide his agitation. “Senator Maxwell, I thought our meeting was in an hour.”

			“Something’s come up, Mr. Jeong, and it’s urgent.”

			“I see,” Kwan’s father replied slowly. “What’s the issue?”

			“Is Kwan available?”

			“Just a moment,” Kwan’s father stood up from his worktable and tapped his glasses. At the same time, he turned his left palm toward Kwan. He tucked his thumb into his palm and folded his fingers over top. He then tapped his glasses a second time.

			

			“He’s not showing up on the visualization field of our apartment, Senator Maxwell.” He tightened his necktie and sat down, folding his hands atop the table. He leaned forward.

			She uncrossed her arms and her eyes narrowed. “We have information about his compound that I need to verify before my subcommittee will bring this funding to a vote.”

			“What information would that be, Senator?”

			Kwan fidgeted in his seat.

			“I’ll be straight with you, Hye,” she continued. “The possibilities of this compound, at least as our intelligence tells me . . . well, it seems like an impossibility. I just don’t think your budget accurately reflects the cost. And I know the kid will tell me the truth.”

			“Excuse me!” Kwan’s father stood and slammed both hands on the table. “I was in the middle of a meeting, and I interrupted it for you, Senator—only to have you disrespect me and call me a liar! Goodbye!”

			He tapped the control and the senator disappeared.

			“Two minutes before auto-disconnect,” the other holoprisms announced, reminding Kwan’s father that the Australian and South African prime ministers were still waiting.

			“Go, Kwan. I’ll manage the rest of the meetings without you.”

			“But—” Kwan protested.

			“Now!” his father said, locking eyes with Kwan.

			

			His stare forced Kwan to slowly rise from his seat and take a step back. Kwan slid along the wall behind him and glanced at the threshold to the kitchen. “But I thought you wanted my help today?”

			“You helped where you could, but you’re not ready for these conversations.”

			“You mean deceptions?” asked Kwan, immediately regretting his words.

			“One minute until auto-disconnect,” said the holoprism.

			“Withholding is not deception,” his father replied. “I never told the American you weren’t home. I merely said you were not showing up in the visualization field. Which was true. Some secrets must be kept until true motives are revealed. This is a delicate game we’re playing.”

			“What game is that?” asked Kwan.

			“Diplomacy. Collaboration among nations. For a great destiny and future. Now go, Kwan.”

			“Thirty seconds,” chimed the reminder.

			Kwan slipped out of the room, down the hall, and into the solace of his bedroom.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 5

			Atlas’s Assent

			[image: KJ]	Seoul 	2057-07-14

			Sometimes I wish I were just me. Just Kwan, and not a member of the renowned Jeong family. Not trapped inside the expectations of my ancestors. And nowadays, the expectations of my entire nation—and, apparently, other nations as well!

			The Jeong name has become such a burden. It feels like the weight of the world on my shoulders. Or like Atlas, the weight of the heavens. Except Atlas is a myth, and I’m just a teenager. I am not mythic. Or even heroic. But my ancestors sure seemed to be.

			Especially Appa. He is cunning. He knows how to deflect without denying. How to evade without avoiding. Like he did with the American senator. He’s smooth, wily, and street-smart. I’m systematic, formulaic, and book-smart.

			All I can do is suppress. Avoid. Pretend. Appa says keeping a secret is not lying. Withholding every detail is essential to achieving the mission, to figuring out your opponent’s true motives.

			Is this the way of my ancestors? Was Appa always this way?

			Should I become this way?

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 6

			Downtime

			Kwan traced the “J” in his initials and closed his journal. He glanced at a family photo, thumbtacked to a small corkboard on the wall. The image was from a vintage Polaroid camera. With its yellow tint and gentle blur, it was the only picture Kwan truly cherished. It had been taken years earlier, when they spent two weeks in Busan, visiting his great-grandfather. Kwan was seven years old.

			“The summer he taught me to surf,” Kwan whispered. “I miss him.”

			He folded his arms on his desk and laid his head down, closing his eyes. He listened to the hum of the city, forty-seven stories below, and the static buzz of the drones and autopods above. The cooling system wheezed in the walls, fighting off the heat from outside.

			A knock at the door roused him. “Come in, Eomma,” Kwan mumbled.

			He felt his mother’s hand gently pat his back. Then he felt warm pressure against his shin.

			“Bokchoy,” Kwan said and smiled, his face still buried in his arms.

			

			“Shall I play some hymns?” Velma asked from the hallway.

			“Thank you, Velma,” Ji-ah replied. “How about ‘Great is Thy Faithfulness’?”

			“As you wish,” Velma answered.

			The music played as Kwan’s mother sat beside him, gently rubbing his back, just as she did at bedtime years ago. Her gentle touch and reassuring presence always soothed him.

			Great is Thy faithfulness, O God my Father,

			There is no shadow of turning with Thee;

			Thou changest not, Thy compassions, they fail not

			As Thou hast been, Thou forever wilt be . . .

			“Oh Kwan, my adeul, what’s troubling you?”

			He slowly lifted his head from the desk and sighed. “Dad kicked me out of his meeting.”

			“I’m sorry,” she said as she looked into Kwan’s eyes. “I’m sure it has more to do with him than with you.”

			“I hope so.”

			Kwan stood to his feet and glanced about the room. To the side of his hammock bed sat a server rack loaded with multiple simulation tablets. Along the window ledge sat half-completed modeling kits of all types of bridges—suspension, draw, pillar, cantilever, arch. The floor was cluttered with clothes and papers. A paperback copy of A Wrinkle in Time sat against a bundle of T-shirts, a ruler wedged in place for a bookmark.

			“I really need to clean up,” he said.

			

			“You can worry about that later. Right now, you need to focus on your presentation.”

			Kwan smiled and said, “Thanks for keeping me on track.” He paused. “Eomma, I see you’re wearing your favorite T-shirt. A not-so-subtle reminder?” he asked.

			She looked down at her faded blue top, with its barely readable embossed white letters, SNU. Also on the shirt was a crest formed by two laurel wreaths encircling a torch, a pen, and an open book. On the book was the Latin phrase Veritas Lux Mea.

			Bokchoy returned to Kwan’s feet. Kwan reached down and scratched the spaniel behind the ears.
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