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      This one is for Shin-woo. He isn’t real, but he made me love him anyway. Here’s the happy ending I would have written you, Shin-woo.

      

      
        
        And with many thanks to CNBLUE’s Jeong Yong-hwa, whose music I listened to constantly while writing this book, and whose name I stole.
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        Note: These terms are in Romanised Korean, a phonetic form of the original Hangul.

      

      

      

      Abeoji/Abeonim: “Dad”/respectful “Father”

      Agassi: “Miss” (spoken of/to younger ladies)

      Ahjumma: “Lady/miss” (spoken of/to older ladies)

      Ahjussi: “Mister”

      Aigoo: Indistinct; can be “Goodness!”/“Sheesh”/“Aw”/ “Darn”

      Aish: “Bother”/“Darn”/“Damn”

      Ani/Aniyo: “No”/respectful “No, sir/ma’am”

      Caja: “Let’s go”

      Dae/Nae/Ye: “Yes”/respectful “Yes, sir/ma’am”

      Dongsang: “Little bro/sis” (spoken by older males/females about younger males/females)

      Eomma/Eomeonim: “Mum”/respectful “Mother”

      Gayageum: A traditional Korean instrument, wooden, stringed

      Hajima: “Stop it”

      Hyung/Hyungnim: “Big bro”/respectful “brother” (spoken by younger males to older male friends/older brothers)

      Komawoyo: “Thank you”

      Matda: “That’s right”

      Miane/Miyaneyo: “I’m sorry”

      Mwoh/Mwohya?: “What?”

      Nuna: “Big sis” (spoken by younger males to older female friends/older sisters)

      Oppa: “Big bro” (spoken by younger females to older male friends/older brothers)

      Sajang/Sajangnim: “President”/respectful “Mr. President”

      Seonbae: “Teacher/senior” (spoken to a senior at work/ more experienced teammate)

      Seonnim: “Guest”

      -ssi: “Mr./Miss/Mrs.”; a polite particle attached to a person’s name

      Unni: “Big sis” (spoken by younger females to older female friends/older sisters)

      Wae: “Why”

      Ya: “Hey”

      -ya/-a: A familiar particle attached to a younger person’s /close friend’s name

      -yo: A suffix added to any word to make it more polite
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      I don’t remember when I first started to Dream. I don’t know why I began to Dream, either, or even how the way I Dream is possible. It could have been because I was bored. Perhaps it was because I’m nosy. Yes, that’s far more likely. I was bored, and nosy, and for the first fifteen years of my life I couldn’t walk, so what else was there to do but Dream?

      I didn’t know I was spying on people. Not at first, at least. And when I did find out, what was there to be concerned about? I couldn’t stop the Dreams, and it was pointless to feel badly about something I couldn’t help. The Dreams came by night or by day, intruding upon the real world until it was almost impossible to tell which was real and which the Dream. My nights were long, but my days were longer, and the Dreams were a welcome distraction from the beige ceiling and the window from which I could see only grey sky. In Scandia the sky is always grey and the ceiling always beige; there’s probably a moral in there somewhere.

      You have questions. That’s all right. Ask away.

      Oh, that’s a clever one; no one has asked me that before. Did the Dreams come first, or the paralysis? I don’t know for sure, but I can guess. I think the Dreams came first, tugging my soul away from my body, and I became so used to being away from my body that I never learned how to use it or really live in it.

      But it’s more than that. I’m left alone in my quarters most of the time, simply forgotten. People don’t see me. Servants sweep past me without bowing, and if I’m not very careful, I get left out in the garden when I take the air on my chaise longue. I used to think it was because I was actually dead, and perhaps I wasn’t so far off.

      After all, what is a body without a soul, and why should a soulless body be seen?

      

      The year that made me nineteen, my Dreams of Eppa began a few weeks before I actually arrived in that country for my annual visit. It wasn’t unusual for me to Dream about Eppa, though I didn’t often Dream about it when I wasn’t there. My Dreams chiefly follow people rather than places, and I normally Dream of the people I’m with. Unless it’s Jessamy, of course. I Dream about Jessamy no matter where he is. That’s probably why the Dreams began early, if it comes to that.

      I was a perpetual nomad, flitting between Eppa and Scandia, and though my father made sure I spoke both Eppan and Scandian, my real home was Scandia. My house was small and light, one of a long line of seaside houses that faced the bare, open shore—a great waste, since I couldn’t see the water from my windows. I spent the bulk of my time on my chaise longue, my view alternating between beige ceiling, empty, window-framed sky, and the Dreams that visited me by day and night.

      Despite insisting upon my coming to him in Eppa every year, Father didn’t otherwise concern himself with me. He had never said so, but I knew he was ashamed of a daughter who not only looked like the wife who had abandoned him but was crippled into the bargain. He still made the correct overtures, however: once I was thirteen, summer meant Eppa and three months in the house of Kang Eun-hee, one of Eppa’s brightest, richest, and most social widows. She loved me unreservedly, for whatever reason, and though I didn’t have the capacity to love anyone but Jessamy, I was fond of her in a distant sort of way.

      After the summer came the autumn, when I would be conveyed from Eun-hee’s estate to Father’s estate to spend the next two months. He would see me on the first day I arrived, his face blank and unreadable, to remark, “Are you walking yet, Clovis?” and for me to reply, “Aniyo, Abeonim.”

      Then he would leave me entirely alone for the remainder of the two months, until the last day came and he appeared in the doorway to ask, “You’re to return tomorrow?” and hear me reply, “Ye, Abeonim.”

      By then, unless Jessamy had also visited the estate, I would be thoroughly chilled with boredom, my mind far from my body with Dreams and slow to be recalled even by the return to Scandia. The small amount of walking that I was periodically capable of was always just a little bit harder than usual in the weeks after my return, the disconnection from my body leaving me less responsive to my surroundings than usual and without any interest in my arms and legs.

      It was therefore no surprise to me, two weeks before my expected journey to Eppa, to lose sight of my breakfast tray in the surge of a powerful vision of elsewhere. It was a surprise to find that I wasn’t Dreaming of Scandia; the street I was seeing was filled with Eppan faces and Eppan fashions, colourful and outlandish by contrast with the more modern, pinched Scandian ones.

      My Dream had me outside a familiar restaurant; Father quite often met business acquaintances and potential clients of his publishing house at this restaurant. Approaching the entrance from different directions were three men, who met and bowed on the stairs as they recognised one another.

      I recognised all three straightaway. Jessamy was the easiest; he’s my brother. Half brother, actually, and unlike me, he looks properly Eppan. My mother’s Scandian blood never sullied his complexion, so my father’s creamy brown skin sits oddly beneath Jessamy’s dyed-blond hair. That dyed hair is an Eppan affectation that I don’t much care for, but on Jessamy it looks bright and happy instead of pretentious. The fact that he has such a mobile, expressive little mouth that’s always making odd grimaces and amusing jokes only adds to his brightness. I’m always glad to see Jessamy again, though I would have preferred to see him in real life. We’re so different, but he’s the only person I love. He’s the only person I’m capable of loving.

      The second was a tall, thin, elegant man with what seemed to be a permanent scowl, and wild black hair. The hair would have you believe he didn’t care how he was seen, but it was so artfully done that I knew it must take at least an hour to work it into such a careful disarray. His name was Park Hyun-jun, and he was an author of some fame. Truth be told, I enjoyed his books but found the author himself too much work to enjoy his company. We’d met once or twice before, both of which times he’d stared at me with that disturbing scowl for a full half hour before abruptly rising and striding from the room. At first I’d thought my paleness disgusted him—or that he, like most others, simply hadn’t seen me and had been staring through me—but a few years later I found myself written into one of his books, drawn with such care and desolation that it was obvious my inability to walk had hit him unexpectedly hard. I wondered whom I’d reminded him of and from then on dismissed the scowl as a defensive mechanism to keep at bay anything that might cause him to feel more than he chose to feel.

      The third man I recognised almost as easily as I’d recognised Jessamy. Not his name, but himself. I’d never seen him before, but I knew that faint air of languor, that flitting look he sent around the street in search of any distraction. This man, whoever he was, was utterly, achingly, numbingly bored. He was a beautiful thing, his hair perfectly combed and worn long over the forehead and ears in the true Eppan style, and a diamond earring glittered in each earlobe. An exquisitely moulded mouth was set softly closed below heavy-lidded brown eyes that didn’t quite seem to be awake. I saw the long-fingered hands that were playing aimlessly with his silver-topped cane and wasn’t surprised to hear Hyun-jun address him as Ma Yong-hwa, a famous Eppan composer and musician. Besides composing music, he played both the gayageum and the violin, leading me to wonder exactly why such a talented man was obviously as bored as I was. But he smiled when he saw Jessamy, and that smile was a warm, faintly affectionate thing very different from his cool boredom. I decided that I would like him.

      My father met them in the vestibule as they removed their shoes, a young agassi standing quiet and neat beside him. That was new, so I was already watching her when her eyes flew to Hyun-jun’s face in horrified consciousness. Had she had an unpleasant meeting with him previously, or was she simply shy? Unpleasant meeting, I decided. That was particularly likely when it came to Hyun-jun.

      The agassi’s head dropped forward to provide a screen of hair as my father said in the deep, welcoming voice he uses only for clients, “Ah, Hyun-jun-ssi! Come and eat.”

      He bowed, as did the agassi, her hands clasped at her waist. Her bow was just a little too shallow at first and then a little too deep as she hurriedly atoned for her mistake. Fortunately for her, she was a little behind my father, who didn’t see, but Hyun-jun’s lip curled slightly as he followed them both down the hall. On Yong-hwa, the botched respect had quite a different reaction: there was a faint glow of interest in his sleepy brown eyes as Jessamy ushered him into a different room.

      There were no other Dreams to be had, and the room around my physical body was coolly white, creating an open emptiness around me that didn’t invite me to stay, so I followed the Dream with a weary half interest to where Jessamy and Ma Yong-hwa were discussing the publication of Yong-hwa’s music. That puzzled me at first. Father was undoubtedly meeting with Park Hyun-jun, and Jessamy might be the only son, but he was still only sixteen. Moreover, he was a junior assistant at Father’s publishing company, and the idea that someone as important as Yong-hwa had been fobbed off to a junior assistant seemed odd. I had been listening to their conversation for only a few moments before I understood it, however: Jessamy was discussing Yong-hwa’s compositions with a passion and quickness that I hadn’t realised he was capable of. Jessamy had attended the famous Silver Heart College of Music for the last four years, but my Dreams of him had most often caught him either off the campus or in mischief. Nor had we previously had the opportunity to discuss music, and since Jessamy had always struck me more as a large, clumsy, happy puppy than an insightful student of anything, the discussion was something of a surprise.

      Ma Yong-hwa knelt at the table, watching him with a soft line of amusement to his lips.

      “We’ll have to redo the fingering,” said Jessamy. He was kneeling with his elbows planted on the table between them and poring over the sheets of handwritten music. “Of course you can manage it, Hyung, but normal people can’t change position that fast. Or right there.”

      “The position affects the sound,” countered Yong-hwa. “If the fingers aren’t in position on the D string, the mellowness of the notes will be ruined.”

      “There isn’t going to be any mellowness anyway,” said Jessamy. “Rich parents will want to buy music by the great Ma Yong-hwa for their little brats. And those little brats are going to make a huge mess of third-position fingering on the D string.”

      “My music is not for little brats.”

      Jessamy grinned. “With the kind of skill you’d need to play it, it’s not really for anyone but you, Hyung; but if you want it to be published, you’ll need to make some concessions. What if we keep your original fingering, and add a second set below that?”

      Yong-hwa gazed at him in silence for a long moment, and Jessamy’s mouth grimaced upward hopefully. A reluctant smile stole over Yong-hwa’s face. “Very well: two sets of fingering,” he said. “Don’t think you’ve won the game, Jessamy-a. I will be very capricious with the rest of my demands.”

      “All right,” said Jessamy cheerfully. “There’s food. Let’s talk about it.”

      One of Yong-hwa’s long fingers was tapping against the tabletop. “Yes,” he said. “We’ll discuss it. Jessamy-a, who was the young agassi who met Park Hyun-jun?”

      “Oh, that,” Jessamy said, with an obvious lack of enthusiasm. “That’s Ae-jung-ssi. She’s pretty useless, but everyone seems to like her a lot.”

      “Everyone,” murmured Yong-hwa, with a brief look at Jessamy’s scowling face. “Yes, I see. Your father finds her useful?”

      Jessamy’s scowl deepened. “I don’t know why. She keeps making silly mistakes.”

      “Such as?”

      “Don’t worry, she’s not part of your publication team,” said Jessamy, hunching his shoulders. “I won’t let her touch anything I’m working on. Anyway, I don’t need help. Hyung, why are we talking about a boring girl?”

      “I really have no idea,” said Yong-hwa. I thought he looked faintly amused, and I couldn’t tell if he was amused at himself or at Jessamy. But his curiosity about the agassi had in turn faintly interested me, and I left them to their discussion of finger positions and pushed the Dream after Park Hyun-jun and Ae-jung.

      I found them both with Father in their own private room. Unlike Jessamy and Yong-hwa, who had begun discussion of their manuscript almost before they sat down, Father and Hyun-jun were still in the midst of a rather abrupt form of small talk while Ae-jung poured tea for them. She wasn’t very good at it, and besides trying to keep a screen of hair between herself and Hyun-jun, she often forgot to position her hands correctly. She remained lucky, however; Father was pretty fully occupied. I don’t often see Father in my Dreams, and I was rather distantly amused to see that while he was exceedingly good at small talk, Hyun-jun wasn’t. Father was persevering, but his mouth wasn’t usually so thin and tight. One side of my mouth curved up briefly, and I turned my attention back to the young agassi, Ae-jung. Beyond her muffed bow, nothing seemed obviously out of place, but I could feel the same tickle of puzzlement that must have bothered Yong-hwa. He had seen something that I hadn’t—or had, at least, understood something from what he had seen—which was mildly annoying. What was it about Ae-jung that struck me as wrong?

      I spent the evening drifting in and out of my Dreams, alternately watching Ae-jung and Yong-hwa and Jessamy. Yong-hwa and Jessamy proceeded from dinner to soju at a covered stand somewhere in the city streets, Jessamy louder and merrier as the evening proceeded and Yong-hwa more inclined to smile into his hand, his eyes glowing. He wasn’t exactly lively, but he was certainly not as painfully bored as he had been earlier in the evening. That didn’t surprise me; I defy anyone to stand proof against Jessamy’s tongue lolling and tail wagging. I can’t do it.

      Ae-jung was less lucky. She was stuck with Park Hyun-jun, on my father’s orders. When I found them again (with some difficulty, since my Dreams of Jessamy tend to be tenacious), Father was gone and Ae-jung was showing Hyun-jun around the room Father had rented for him in a nearby boardinghouse. I raised my brows a little at that; there must be a lot to discuss about Hyun-jun’s new manuscript if Father was renting a room in the city for him. Perhaps Hyun-jun wasn’t turning in his promised chapters on time. Father had just acquired Hyun-jun from another publishing house, and I could only imagine his frustration if Hyun-jun had succumbed to writer’s block at this juncture.

      “There are three eateries within walking distance of the front door, Seonbae,” said Ae-jung. The shoulder nearest to Hyun-jun was awkwardly hunched, her hair still hiding her face. She would end up falling over if she couldn’t see where she was going. “The counter ahjumma will provide breakfast, and you can buy lunch boxes at the⁠—”

      Hyun-jun’s terrifyingly wild eyes widened in a sort of frenzied recognition. “You!”

      “Aish!” moaned Ae-jung to herself. She emerged from her hair with a pained smile and met Hyun-jun’s eyes for a brief moment. “About last time, Seonbae⁠—”

      “You!”

      “Seonbae, it’s like this: I really didn’t steal your lunch box! And perhaps I shouldn’t have tried to struggle, but it was my lunch box and I didn’t mean to let go right then⁠—”

      Hyun-jun, who seemed to have frozen on the one concept, said one last, strangled “You!”

      “Ye, but about last time, Seonbae,” squeaked Ae-jung. She was looking more and more pained by the moment. “I didn’t know there was a fishpond just there and I really thought the lid would be tighter on a custom-made lunch box, so⁠—”

      Hyun-jun drew himself up, taut and positively quivering with rage. “There were prawns in my hair. I found more of them in there the next day.”

      “Ah, ye.” Ae-jung sounded a little strangled herself. “That is, I apologise, Seonbae; it was completely my fault.”

      “My trousers got torn on the pebbles in the bottom of the pond,” said Hyun-jun, his voice sinking into the most menacing quietness I had ever heard. In direct contrast, his eyes grew more fixed and wild with every level his voice sank. “I had to walk the entire length of the street with the back of my trousers in ribbons.”

      Ae-jung made a small sound that could have been a cough or a quiet sort of choke. I thought at first that she was laughing, but her face was genuinely horrified. She took a faltering step toward Hyun-jun, one hand half-outstretched. “I—really, I—Seonbae, I didn’t mean to⁠—”

      Hyun-jun’s eyes grew to an almost impossible size, his gaze as rigid and glazed as a stuffed owl’s. “Stop! Don’t touch me! Stay over on that side of the room!”

      “Ye, Seonbae,” sighed Ae-jung, her head dropping. “Perhaps I’d better go. The ahjumma will also prepare dinner if you prefer to eat in your room, and there’s a small coffee shop next door, if you care for coffee. Sohn Sajangnim has instructed me to bring you tea or coffee each morning when I, um, come to type for you.”

      I was watching Ae-jung’s wincing face as she spoke, and it wasn’t until the silence grew heavy that I turned my attention on Hyun-jun. He looked offended—no, appalled—his dark eyes fixed on Ae-jung’s troubled face.

      “You, type for me? Aniyo. I type for myself.”

      “But Sohn Sajangnim⁠—”

      “That’s none of my concern,” said Hyun-jun coldly.

      “I’m very sorry,” said Ae-jung, miserable but resolute, “but Sohn Sajangnim has instructed me to present myself here every morning. I will return at nine o’clock tomorrow morning, Seonbae.”

      She bowed sadly to Hyun-jun and took her leave while that gentleman was still staring after her in a combination of shock and outrage. I followed her on a whim, and heard Hyun-jun say in a strangled voice as she left the apartment, “Nine o’clock? I’d rather die!”

      Ae-jung either didn’t hear him or pretended not to, hurrying down the stairs with her head ducked. I wafted along behind her, my interest tepid, but my interest in returning to my cold, silent room even more so. Ae-jung was moaning to herself again, a tiny, keening wail of babbling words: “Why was it him? How could it be him? And it wasn’t all my fault, after all!”

      When she was safely out of the boardinghouse she crouched against the courtyard wall, burying her head in her arms. She stayed like that for a few moments before emerging with a frustrated growl.

      “Aish! I’m going to be fired! Why did it have to be him? When his books are so good! Aigoo, I was so excited to meet him! I’m going to die of embarrassment.” She gave vent to another low wail of despair and ran her fingers through her hair with the abandon of anguish.

      Fortunately, just as I was beginning to think that she planned to spend the night below Hyun-jun’s balcony in a kind of demonstration of self-flagellation, Ae-jung gave one last soft wail of regret and climbed sadly to her feet. She took to the street again, her steps lagging and heavy, and walked a few streets until she could board one of the city’s Contraption trolley carts. Much to my surprise, the trolley cart took her higher and higher through the city until she was in the richest area, looking down on the lights and noise. At first I thought she was simply taking in the nicer parts of the city as an exercise in cheering up before she went home, but I found myself dwelling on her bowing faux pas and the clumsiness with which she had served tea, and was unsurprised to see her spring lightly from the trolley car somewhere high on the hill. Ae-jung wasn’t clumsy and ignorant because she was new to her position—any young Eppan girl growing up with limited means would have been very well aware of exactly how much respect she needed to show in her bowing as well as her serving. No, she was a very well-born young woman who was used to being waited upon and having respect shown to her.

      Sure enough, she entered one of the palatial residences on the hill by the front door, which was opened to her by a small, bent butler, who did so with a furtive look around. Ah, so he was in on the secret, was he? What was a well-born agassi from the Hilltop district doing hiring herself out as a publisher’s assistant?

      I pulled away from the Dream at length, thoughtfully. Did Father know? I very much doubted it. This was turning out to be a very interesting Dream.

      When I woke the next morning, I was back in the Dream immediately. Since I had roughly the same opinion of the dawn hours Hyun-jun seemed to have of nine o’clock, I wasn’t exactly pleased with the turn of events. I rang for Carlin to bring me breakfast, and tried to push the Dream away, but long before he arrived I had been irresistibly swept back into Dreams, my sight consumed by Ae-jung’s Hilltop house. The door was opening as I recognised it (I always seem to have particularly good timing in my Dreams), and Ae-jung was just slipping out.

      Her butler, his venerable old brows knit in worry, said, “Ae-jung-ssi, won’t you reconsider? You can’t keep up the pretence forever! Eomeonim was so distressed to hear that you didn’t go to the party last night, and I had nothing to tell her.”

      “Last night!” sighed Ae-jung. “I really couldn’t help that. And you know I can’t stop now, Ahjussi! Not while Eomma is still with us. She grew up in this house, and I won’t let it be sold if I can earn enough to keep her in it. The move would be enough to kill her. Please keep the secret just a bit longer. The doctor said she doesn’t have much time left now, and what else can I do?”

      “You could get married.”

      Ae-jung stiffened so briefly that I almost missed it. “Trick one of the families into marrying a penniless girl? I couldn’t live with myself. It’s no good talking about it, Ahjussi. While Eomma is alive, I’ll keep working to pay for the food and staff. It’ll be soon enough to sell the house and find a smaller one when she’s gone.”

      “You know—” The butler stopped short, then looked away and said in a rush, “You know you don’t have to pay me, Ae-jung-ssi. Not right now. You can pay me later, when things are better. I have no wife or child to support. What do I need the money for?”

      Ae-jung made a sound that could have been a small laugh or a small sob, and said, “Oh, Ahjussi! You’re so good to me! I wouldn’t stop paying you by so much as a single penny!"

      “No, Ae-jung-ssi,” he said, taking her hands. “It is you who have been good to me. Go along to work then. I will look after our eomeonim.”

      Ae-jung didn’t take the trolley car that morning. Instead she walked briskly through the streets, her tiny booted feet twinkling past each other at a great rate.

      Lucky! I thought. Not only did Ae-jung have perfect little feet, they were graceful in motion. I gave a soft laugh and dismissed my envy, because there was something else happening;  a small, sideways tug to the Dream. Was I getting another Dream at the same time? No, this was a tug in the Dream. I drew back to give myself a little perspective, and through the rooftops, along a connecting street, I saw the languid stride of Yong-hwa. His cane swung idly in one hand, tapping the street with its silver ferrule every third or fourth step. At that pace he was very likely to meet up with Ae-jung, who, although moving more swiftly than he, had farther to go before she reached the connecting of the streets.

      Well, now. How would she explain her being in the Hilltop district?

      They met at the corner just as I had calculated they would, Yong-hwa swift to recognise and wonder, Ae-jung all surprise and dismay. They bowed, Ae-jung quick and stiff, Yong-hwa elegantly affable.

      “Good morning, Seonbae,” Ae-jung said, recovering herself quickly.

      “I’m beginning to think so,” agreed Ma Yong-hwa. “Are you on your way to work, Agassi?”

      Ae-jung shook her head hurriedly. “Aniyo, aniyo. There was a—a—delivery to be made in the Hilltop district.”

      Yong-hwa’s voice was the epitome of polite surprise. “So early! Who is up to receive deliveries at this time of day?”

      “Well, Seonbae,” said Ae-jung, who seemed to have seen and resented the slight glint of amused challenge in his eyes, “you are!”

      And then, to my surprise and the evident surprise of Yong-hwa, she bowed quite firmly and hurried away. He stared after her, blinking, and suddenly smiled. He was obviously in a playful mood today, and I didn’t think he had expected to be challenged. I left him to his amusement and followed Ae-jung once more.

      I wasn’t surprised to find my Dream accompanying Ae-jung all the way to the offices. This deep in a Dream, I couldn’t see my clock or even hear its chimes, but I was quite sure that I had been woken ridiculously early. Why was she up and about so early when she didn’t have to report to the reluctant Hyun-jun until nine o’clock?

      She was a dedicated little thing: she started up the Contraption coffee machine and arranged both coffee cups and teacups on several large trays, ready to be used. It was a job beneath Ae-jung’s apparent rank, and I wondered if she was really that dedicated to her job, or if she was deliberately making herself as indispensable as possible. I watched her for a little longer, wondering, because I hadn’t thought of her as the conniving type. Was she the sort to try to entrap my father? I huffed a small laugh and wished her luck if so. Jessamy’s mother was dead now, and mine hadn’t been seen for years, so the playing field was open. It might be interesting to see how Father responded to a match-seeking young lady.

      I wasn’t quite convinced, however, and since Ae-jung did nothing more malevolent than thoroughly set up the coffee-and-tea stand and leave a paper or two on the desk in Jessamy’s tiny office, I pulled myself enough out of the Dream to find that my footman and man of all work, Carlin, was talking to me. He often did talk to me, and didn’t seem to expect me to speak in return, which was just as well, since I usually didn’t know what he had said. He was one of the few people who always saw me, no matter how far from the present Reality I was drifting.

      When I was far enough out of the Dream to hear, he was saying, “—and it’s a fine day outside, after all. It’s been a while since you took a turn by the seaside.”

      “It has, hasn’t it?” I said, the words pushing unobtrusively through Carlin’s bobbing flotilla of chatter.

      He stopped at once, grinning. “Hallo, miss! Shall I prepare the Contraption chair?”

      “Yes, please,” I said, and added, “and some bread.” It had also been some time since I fed the seagulls.

      It’s always such a bother, getting changed. Whether in Scandia or Eppa, even an invalid is expected to be fully dressed at all times, and though the standard of dress is different in each country, it is an unarguable expectation. I keep to the simplest of clothes; it’s so much trouble to get the maids to notice me that I usually dress myself, slowly and laboriously, and I prefer as little trouble as possible. What with the fuss of getting dressed and the fueling of the coal-run Contraption chair, it was nearly nine o’clock by the time Carlin and I chuffed back into the house. I was settled on my chaise longue in the sitting room downstairs by way of a change from my own room. There were gleaming picture windows down here, with a view that was by turns beautiful and interesting as a series of people passed on the street outside. Sadly, this panoply with its background of blue waves was wasted on me. As soon as my chaise longue was brought down from my room and I was settled on it, I gave in to the Dream again. It had been pushing at my consciousness ever since I left the house, and now that something was really happening again, it was more insistent.

      I drifted away from Carlin as he arranged my pillows and talked to my unheeding body, and caught a quick glimpse of Jessamy in his office. He was just entering, his hair ruffled at the front as if he had been pulling at it. What was he worried about? Jessamy always clutched at his fringe when something was wrong. His eyes fell on his desk, and I had a moment of comprehension just as they lit up. So that’s what Ae-jung had been doing earlier! Jessamy had lost some important papers, and she had found them for him and put them on his desk.

      I murmured a soft “Hmm” and distantly heard Carlin’s voice reply. I ignored him. Was Ae-jung angling for my father after all? If so, it was undoubtedly a sound plan to get on Jessamy’s good side: he didn’t seem to like Ae-jung much, and Father paid at least some attention to what Jessamy did and didn’t like. She hadn’t left a note, though, and what was the use of helping out Jessamy if he didn’t know who had helped him? Or would Jessamy be expected to know?

      I let the Dream slip on past Jessamy and followed it back to Ae-jung without too much trouble. That was new. If there was a Dream of Jessamy, it was usually very difficult to follow a different one. There was still so much I didn’t understand about my Dreams, but one thing of which I was very sure was that they always concerned Jessamy, myself, or those who actively interested me. Ae-jung was obviously connected with Jessamy—since I didn’t count my father in the number of people who interested me—but what was the connection with Hyun-jun? Even Yong-hwa, with his friendly rapport with Jessamy, was more understandable than Hyun-jun. Still, I had noticed that the connections were sometimes tenuous, and sometimes related to future friendships rather than present ones. I wondered, with a faint smile, if Ae-jung was so very present because she was Jessamy’s future stepmother, or if there would be another, closer connection to him. It would be amusing to see Jessamy in love, and Ae-jung had certainly affected him, even if that effect was a negative one.

      Ae-jung was just entering Hyun-jun’s boardinghouse when I caught up with her. She bowed to the ahjumma at the counter, who bowed back in a familiar kind of way; Father must keep important guests there quite often.

      It took her five minutes, stopping and starting, walking back and forth, to finally knock at Hyun-jun’s door. That didn’t surprise me; with my lack of sensibility I’m not very susceptible to scowling looks and unpleasant people, but Hyun-jun’s wild eyes are something to be respected, even by me.

      An instant after she knocked, the door was wrenched open inward. Ae-jung jumped, her eyes wide and flying up to meet Hyun-jun’s scowling ones.

      “You’re late,” he said curtly.

      “Ye,” Ae-jung murmured, bowing. “Sorry. Good morning, Hyun-jun-ssi.”

      Hyun-jun strode back into the room. “Sit over there. Don’t touch the typewriter. Don’t touch the papers. As a matter of fact, don’t touch anything.”

      “Ah, ye,” said Ae-jung, this time even more uncertainly. “What will I be doing, then?”

      “Sitting there without touching anything,” said Hyun-jun. “I told you, I don’t need anyone to type for me.”

      “But—”

      “What were your instructions?”

      Ae-jung sighed faintly. “To report at nine o’clock and make myself useful by typing and such.”

      “This is what is useful to me,” said Hyun-jun, with a grand air. Was he pretending that the conversation yesterday had never happened? Why? Was it to salve his pride, or was he just as dependent on my father as my father was on him? He could have tried to get rid of Ae-jung, after all. Hyun-jun, perhaps, was not as well off as his clothes would make a person think. “Don’t make any noise. I prefer to think aloud and I don’t want you distracting me.”

      “Ye, Hyun-jun-ssi.”

      I did the mental equivalent of rolling my eyes ceiling-ward and tried to drop away from the Dream a little. It would be nice to have breakfast.

      Unfortunately, the Dream was still happening when I finished eating, and despite my best attempts to read a book, I floated wearily back to it. Hyun-jun’s voice, murmuring at first softly and then louder and louder, sounded in my ears. I gave a small hiss of laughter between my teeth. He really was working aloud! Ae-jung was listening intently, her hands clasped in her lap and her eyes wide; she obviously didn’t find Hyun-jun at all laughable. And he was definitely preening, despite his outrage toward Ae-jung. The set of his shoulders and the angle of his chin told me that he was very well aware of the admiration in her eyes, and even if he resented Ae-jung for his humiliation on their first meeting, he was man enough to court her admiration. So long as she sat still without moving or speaking, he would accept her interest as his due; and, buoyed by that flattering attention, he would throw up his chin and pose at the window for as long as he chose.

      It would behoove Ae-jung to be very, very still, in fact. And yet, as I watched, I saw her make a faint, convulsive movement just as Hyun-jun reached a pause in his narrative.

      Hyun-jun stiffened and ceased to speak immediately. “Did I or did I not tell you to be entirely silent?”

      “Ye,” said Ae-jung, ducking her head. “Only . . . only, Hyun-jun-ssi—that was wrong.”

      Hyun-jun’s eyes widened in outraged disbelief. “Excuse me?”

      “The seating arrangement,” she said. “It’s wrong. The point you’re trying to make rests solely on the seating arrangement, doesn’t it? Seonbae, no hostess would arrange the seating like that.”

      “The seating—The point—What do you know about the point I’m trying to make?”

      “Oh, well, it’s just that . . . ” Ae-jung’s voice faltered away under the fierce heat of Hyun-jun’s eyes.

      I saw satisfaction flash across his face, then the smallest trace of uncertainty. “And what’s wrong with the seating?”

      “I’m sure Seonbae knows what he’s doing,” she said hurriedly. “Please excuse me, I spoke without thinking.”

      A muscle in Hyun-jun’s jaw jumped. He said through his teeth, “Tell me exactly what you meant.”

      Ae-jung, giving herself up for lost, said recklessly, “Your hostess knows all of the guests, but she still put your antagonist and protagonist opposite each other to eat. Unless she was hoping for unpleasantness, she wouldn’t have done that.”

      “You—” Hyun-jun stopped, biting his lip. “There’s a reason!”

      Ae-jung bowed. “Of course, Seonbae. I apologise.”

      Ae-jung returned to the offices with a discouraged tread. How many days did my father expect her to meet with Hyun-jun, only to be snubbed and annoyed and treated like a nuisance? If I knew my father at all, he would expect her to go there for as long as it took to get Hyun-jun’s manuscript. Another short laugh escaped me, but insofar as I was capable of feeling sorry for anyone other than Jessamy, I did feel sorry for Ae-jung. She obviously held Hyun-jun in high esteem; she must be a particularly compulsive reader of his books. How long would that esteem survive the treatment it was receiving?

      She was trudging up the stairs when Jessamy met her. In one hand he clutched the paper she’d put on his desk earlier, and his mouth was sullen.

      “I don’t need your help,” he said, thrusting the papers at her.

      Ae-jung blinked at him, her eyes suddenly very tired. “Ye, I understand. You may as well take that one, though. It’s just a copy; the clients have their own, and I was only going to file it.”

      “Oh,” said Jessamy, disconcerted. “I might as well keep it, then.” He withdrew his hand again, and Ae-jung smiled at him, a warm, friendly smile. This time, Jessamy was the one who blinked. Ae-jung might not be technically beautiful, but that smile of hers was very effective. He said uncertainly, still inclined to be gruff, “I suppose you already told my father.”

      A light of understanding came to Ae-jung’s face. “Ah, aniyo. There was the extra copy, so what was the point in upsetting Sohn Sajangnim?”

      Jessamy said, “Oh” again. And then, in a completely altered tone of voice, “Hyung! You’re here!”

      Ae-jung looked over her shoulder, startled and a little bit pink. She recovered herself quickly, bowing politely, then hurried away up the stairs. I turned my attention to the bottom of the stairs and wasn’t surprised to see Yong-hwa there, leaning at his ease on his cane. I was certain he was amused, though he wasn’t smiling. When he is amused, Yong-hwa’s eyes light with a soft glow, his cheeks sharpening in preparation for a smile. The smile rarely seems to come, but that sharpening of his cheeks is as good as a smile. He is very beautiful.

      “Why did you come back to the office, Hyung?” asked Jessamy. “I can bring over anything you need.”

      “Ah, that.” Yong-hwa caught up his cane and climbed the stairs. “Your father keeps guests somewhere in town, doesn’t he?”

      Jessamy nodded, opening the door to his tiny office. “I thought you had a place?”

      “Nae,” agreed Yong-hwa, settling himself elegantly in the shiny guest chair that was too new even to have a dent in the seat. He was looking particularly jaded now, the amusement that had briefly touched his face at the sight of Ae-jung completely gone. “It’s become . . . boring over there.”

      “The nunas all chasing you?” Jessamy grinned. He took in Yong-hwa’s still, closed face, and I saw his eyes narrow with laughter. “They are, aren’t they? All right, I’ll set you up with a room.”

      Yong-hwa shifted infinitesimally in his seat. “Thank you.”

      “I’ll get you a good view and everything,” promised Jessamy. “And no women; they don’t take women boarders there. Well, Ae-jung will be there, but she doesn’t count.”

      Yong-hwa’s cheeks sharpened slightly again. “I have two questions but I’m not sure I have the energy to ask them at this moment.”

      Jessamy blew out his cheeks. “Aigoo, you’re so elegant! Why are you so exhausted?”

      “It’s the company I keep,” said Yong-hwa.

      “Ya, that’s rude. How am I exhausting?”

      “It could be your excessive energy,” Yong-hwa said. Though his cheeks didn’t sharpen any further, I saw the warmth of laughter in his eyes. “But I’m more inclined to think it’s your general attitude of determined ignorance.”

      Jessamy immediately sat forward in his seat, eyes narrowed on Yong-hwa. “Hyung, you’re keeping secrets from me again, aren’t you?”

      “There’s no need to keep secrets from you,” said Yong-hwa, still very much at his elegant ease. “You’re entirely oblivious to the things that happen under your own nose.”

      “That’s because I’m a genius,” said Jessamy, matter-of-factly. He held his expression for one solemn moment and then dissolved into giggles. “My mind is too far above petty things.” He turned a reproachful look on Yong-hwa and added, “You shouldn’t keep secrets from me, Hyung. What questions did you have, then?”

      “I’m curious to know why Ae-jung is staying at a boardinghouse that doesn’t accept female boarders. I’m even more curious to know why she doesn’t count.”

      “Well, she’s not staying there,” objected Jessamy. “She’s just helping Hyun-jun-ssi. Typing and that sort of thing. She comes and goes while the downstairs door is unlocked.”

      “I see.” Yong-hwa was gazing down at the silver head of his cane. “I don’t think I’ll bother with my other question, in that case.”

      Jessamy grinned. “Why? Already know the answer, do you?”

      “Almost certainly.”

      “Then tell me your secret instead,” Jessamy said, his eyes bright.

      “You wouldn’t understand it if I did tell you,” said Yong-hwa, his eyelids dropping. He looked elegantly bored again, but I was certain the gleam of fondness was still in his eyes. He probably knew as well as I did that any sign of affection or encouragement would lead to Jessamy’s badgering him for the rest of the day—or the rest of the week—to reveal his secret. “Figure it out yourself. It will help if you don’t think of Ae-jung as someone who doesn’t count.”

      Jessamy’s lips curled in a grimace. “What, it’s her secret? Hyung, I thought it was something good.”

      Yong-hwa smiled faintly. “Then take me to this boardinghouse, Jessamy-a. Tell me if you change your mind.”

      Jessamy was up like quicksilver, his face brightening. “Off we go, then!” He preceded Yong-hwa through the door, screwing his head around to ask, “Change my mind about what, Hyung?”

      Yong-hwa’s smile grew. “Never mind.”

      They left together, but the Dream seemed inclined to linger at the publishing house, and I heard Jessamy’s voice floating back to me, demanding to know why Yong-hwa had a secret of Ae-jung’s in his keeping. I didn’t hear Yong-hwa’s reply, but I wasn’t sure whether that was because he was moving away or because he didn’t think it necessary to reply.

      The Dream tried to sweep me away upstairs when they were gone—to Ae-jung, I guessed. Since it didn’t suit me to stay Dreaming of Ae-jung when I could be Dreaming of Jessamy, I resisted its pull and brought myself out by stages until I was back in the downstairs parlour, where Carlin was waiting with lunch.

      When my mouth was working enough to form the words, and my tongue inclined to obey me, I said, “Is everything ready for my journey to Eppa, Carlin?”

      “Already, miss? There are still two weeks until we leave.”

      I felt the familiar deadening touch of time stretching out into boredom. “Is it really? I suppose it must be. I’d forgotten. I’m not hungry, Carlin.”

      “Yes, miss,” said Carlin, arranging the lunch things on my side table.

      I looked up at him in surprise. “Did you hear what I said, Carlin?”

      “Yes, miss,” said Carlin, pouring a glass of lemonade and sliding it closer to me.

      “I don’t think you did.”

      “You said you’re not hungry.”

      My eyes narrowed. “You did hear me! Then why are you still preparing my lunch?”

      “You need to eat. Miss.”

      “I’ve warned you about those pauses of yours.”

      Carlin arranged a selection of the lunch things on a plate small enough for me to hold. “Yes, miss.”

      “You’ve gotten awfully cheeky lately, Carlin,” I said.

      “Yes, miss,” agreed Carlin. “Chicken or ham?”

      I pointed at the plate. “You’ve already put both on my plate.”

      “You’ve been looking a little pale lately, miss. I wanted Cook to prepare some beef, but she didn’t have any, so the ham and chicken will have to do.”

      “Give me the lemonade,” I said. It was within reach—everything was, but I felt as though I wanted to teach Carlin a lesson. He passed it to me wordlessly, like the perfectly trained footman he pretended to be most of the time, and I jiggled it at him. “I said that I’m not hungry. What are you going to do if I tip it out on the floor?”

      My eyes met his just before he managed to banish his grin. He stared back at me very gravely and said, “I would clean it up, miss.”

      I made a face at him. “Of course you would. Oh, pass the plate as well. Are you happy now?”

      Carlin bowed. “Yes, miss.”

      “Now go away. I want to eat in peace.”

      “Yes, miss,” said Carlin, and didn’t go.

      He stayed behind me until I’d eaten, and when I found myself sinking back into Dreams, I could hear the faint sounds of Carlin clearing away the lunch things.
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      I got to see the inside of a train engine once. It was one of the Contraption types rather than a magic-run Energy Engine—all oil and gears and moving parts and steam. Jessamy took me there, carrying me about on his back, as heedless of stares and laughs as usual. We got very grimy and smoky, but it was worth it to see those pieces move in such well-orchestrated, precise, and powerful motions.

      People think that magic is Commands and Power. Even you do, I think. Nature bowing to our every request if we can only Speak strongly enough. It’s not, though. Magic is the spark that fires up the engine. It’s the cogs and wheels. The grease. The irresistible pumping of pistons and the inevitable turn of the rotary shaft. You just don’t get to see it.

      I see it all.

      Mwoh? No, never in my Dreams.

      Magic is what I see when I’m awake.

      It’s always difficult to notice spells in my Dreams. The reason for this is that in my Dreams, I can’t directly see magic. I can see the effects of it, but not the act itself. The inability offends me. Silly, I know; after all, when I’m awake I can see magic very well, and when I’m deep in Dreams, I can see things that no one else sees.

      It could be the arbitrariness of it that annoys me; why can’t I see magic in my Dreams when I can see it while awake? Why one way and not another? And yet it still makes a certain kind of sense: though I can see magic in my Reality, I can’t do it. In both Dreams and my Reality, I’m strictly an onlooker. I see different things in each medium, but the core tenet of my separateness from my surroundings never changes. In my Dreams I look on without being able to change anything, and in my Reality I look on without being able to change anything.

      Well. That’s not quite true.

      Every now and then, if I care enough, or if I’m feeling distant enough from my body, I can just nudge things in the Dreams, changing the course of a Dream with one tiny difference. It’s one of the reasons that Eun-hee’s estate has come to be considered lucky for lovers: in my boredom and endless free time I make a habit of playing with all the lovers and potential lovers who come within my reach.

      Even in my Reality, if I have enough energy, I can make people see me. It’s a petty thing to rejoice in, but sometimes I enjoy making the effort.

      Magic, though? I’ve never been able to affect anything with magic.

      
      Waking up is always slightly confusing. At first it’s hard to tell, you see, whether I’ve woken up into a Dream or into Reality.

      The next morning, I woke into Dreams.

      “So annoying,” I sighed. Ae-jung was knocking at Hyun-jun’s door, her face a trepidatious mix of anticipation and entirely understandable anxiety. “Go away,” I said to her, and, hearing a vague echo of that sentiment from the direction of Hyun-jun’s apartments, I twitched my sight through the wall. He was at his desk, shoulders hunched in irritated distraction and fingers stuffed in his ears against Ae-jung’s knocking.

      She didn’t stop knocking, though, and at last Hyun-jun flung himself away from the desk with a wild look. He thumped one fist against the panels of the door, startling Ae-jung into silence, and shouted, “Go away!”

      The silence stretched out, but before Hyun-jun had time to do more than smile sourly at the door and shift his weight to move away again, Ae-jung cleared her throat and said, “It’s me, Seonbae. I’m here to assist you.”

      “I told you I don’t need you! Go away!”

      “Ye, Seonbae,” came Ae-jung’s voice. “Only I can’t, you know. Please let me in.” Her voice was soft and sad, and I was amused to see that Hyun-jun’s fingers had closed around the doorknob, though I didn’t think he noticed.

      He said, in a more reasonable tone of voice, “I don’t need a typist. You’re wasting my time, and my time is very precious.” He seemed to notice his hand around the doorknob for the first time. Looking at it in a perplexed sort of way, as if it had betrayed him, he let it drop to his side.

      What? Was he afraid he’d let Ae-jung in if he opened the door a crack?

      “Seonbae,” came Ae-jung’s voice, even more softly and reasonably, “please let me in. I really won’t bother you. I’ll sit quietly, just like yesterday.”

      Hyun-jun subjected the door to a look of horror and hastily slapped the lock across. “You didn’t sit quietly yesterday; you interrupted and threw me off. You’re not to come in.”

      “But Seonbae⁠—”

      “I’m going out on the balcony now,” said Hyun-jun loudly. “I can’t hear you.” He walked in place for a few moments, his footsteps at first heavy, then growing softer. When he had finished his charade, he put his ear to the panels of the door and listened carefully. I raised my brows at him and took a quick peep out at Ae-jung, who hadn’t moved in any other way than to slide to the floor in a defeated sort of crouch. The door cracked open cautiously and Hyun-jun’s head poked out into the hall, his eyes flicking down just in time to meet with Ae-jung’s hopeful, upturned gaze. He froze, the whites of his eyes showing bright and panicky, while she said joyfully, “Oh! Seonbae!”

      The door slammed. Ae-jung sighed and sank back down, resting her arms on her knees. I heard the distinct sound of her stomach grumbling, and commiserated with her silently. Neither of us could leave, and neither of us could eat.

      Hyun-jun made another sally later in the afternoon, this time more cautiously. I don’t think he’d counted on Ae-jung’s determination, because when he saw her still crouched wearily outside his door, he snapped it shut again with a decidedly impolite mutter.

      He didn’t emerge again until after it was time for Ae-jung to go home, and when he did so, it was through his balcony door, not the hallway door. By that time, Ae-jung was turning into the street from the courtyard, while over on his balcony, Yong-hwa was silently watching.

      What an unexpectedly present person Yong-hwa was. I couldn’t really find fault, of course, since I do exactly the same thing, but it still surprised me. It would appear that Yong-hwa had a talent almost as distinct as mine for being in the right place at the right time for all the interesting things. He watched Ae-jung dragging her feet down the street, and then I saw his eyes slide up and across to where Hyun-jun was also watching her, as prickly and outraged as usual. His eyes began to glow softly; he rose and made his way through the apartment and into the hall, then downstairs to the service counter. What was he doing now?

      When the ahjumma arrived, he said, “There’s a young agassi sitting outside Hyun-jun-ssi’s door during the day. Please bring her a lunch box every day. She’ll be there . . . oh, every day this week, I should think.”

      Well. That was a little bit interesting. Yong-hwa ordering food for Ae-jung? Dear me, her feet really didn’t touch the ground, did they? What was he playing at? Did he actually like her? That was less interesting, but it was slightly amusing. Fortunate Ae-jung! I was unlikely to be as fortunate in being fed if these Dreams proved to be as sticky as they had started out.

      
      The Dreams were irregular for the rest of the week. Mostly I was whisked away from my Reality for the (very slight) amusement of seeing Ae-jung trudging over to knock fruitlessly at Hyun-jun’s firmly shut door. If I had been at Eun-hee’s manor I would have been lazily considering the idea of playing with them a little; Hyun-jun had so much of an air of determined and almost terrified prickliness that it was obvious he found Ae-jung attractive, even if he wasn’t aware of it himself.

      Some time toward the end of the week I was pricked from sleep by an evening Dream that showed me a patchily tangible Hyun-jun walking through my bedroom door. That was slightly unnerving, so I was a little quicker than usual in allowing the Dream to pull me in. My bedroom faded away while the walls around me took on the discoloured wallpaper of the boardinghouse’s receiving hall, which was almost as unnerving as Hyun-jun seeming to walk through my door. I was used to seeing Hyun-jun in the environs of his own room. Hyun-jun out of his room was like a snail out of its shell: thin, worried, and inclined to look around in a hunted fashion. What was this? Why wasn’t he shut up in his room as usual?

      He rang the bell at the counter, wincing at the sound of it, and wiped his hand fastidiously on his trousers. When the ahjumma arrived, fat and pleasant and smiling, he said, “There’s a girl who sits outside my door all day.”

      The ahjumma gave him an astonished look. “Ye?”

      “She sits out there all day,” repeated Hyun-jun.

      The ahjumma, with obviously no more idea than I what was expected of her, said, “You want me to have her thrown out next time?”

      Hyun-jun, radiating prickly dislike, said after a pause, “No. Bring her up a lunch box next time.”

      “Ye?”

      “Lunch box,” said Hyun-jun firmly, and turned on his heel. He was halfway back to the stairs when the ahjumma caught up to him on her short, chubby legs.

      “Seonnim? Someone has already ordered a lunch box for her every day.”

      Hyun-jun stiffened and turned an incredulous look on her. “Mwoh? Who?”

      “Oh, that.” The ahjumma looked down at her hands, which were twisted into the skirt of her apron. “I can’t tell you, Seonnim.”

      “But—” Hyun-jun stopped, biting his lip. “Never mind. Forget it!” He strode for the staircase again, ignoring the ahjumma’s plump flutterings, and took the stairs two at a time. Behind him I saw Yong-hwa stroll into the receiving area with a faint smile, his cane swinging.

      A breath of laughter passed my lips. Did I have a rival in the art of matchmaking, or was Yong-hwa simply bored enough to interfere in his neighbour’s life? Either way, this Dream was beginning to be more interesting than I’d expected.

      The next day the Dream began to nudge at me as Carlin carried me in from my biweekly sunning in the garden. I swatted it away impatiently, but it proved both insistent and persistent, and we hadn’t even gained the cool shadow of the house before my head dropped down on Carlin’s uniformed chest, insensible to everything but the Dream.

      To my weary distaste, the Dream was of Ae-jung again. She didn’t look any happier than I felt, dawdling her way to the boardinghouse and up the stairs with a reluctant tread. This time, instead of knocking, Ae-jung immediately crouched beside Hyun-jun’s door with her back against the wall, staring blankly at the wall opposite her. She was becoming inured to it, then.

      I sneaked a quick look at Hyun-jun and was immediately glad that I had: he was craning to see Ae-jung through his peephole, his teeth bared in annoyance. I must have mumbled a laugh into Carlin’s neck, because I felt him twitch. I knew exactly what Hyun-jun was thinking: he had meant to let her in today—if only to prevent her from being fed by anyone other than himself, apparently—but Ae-jung hadn’t knocked to be let in. After his earlier behaviour, there was no way to let her in without losing face.

      I watched them both through the morning, amused enough to linger despite the lack of action. Hyun-jun paced in front of the door and periodically glared through the peephole, becoming more and more annoyed as lunch approached. Ae-jung, by comparison, perked up a little—looking forward to her lunch, no doubt.

      I’d begun to feel mildly anticipatory myself by the time Yong-hwa’s provision arrived for Ae-jung—this time a lunch tray instead of the usual segmented box. Gleefully intent upon the food, Ae-jung didn’t notice the door opening beside her, nor the offended look Hyun-jun directed at the tray. She didn’t even notice his foot tapping, happily stirring black-bean sauce through her noodles while he fairly quivered with outrage. When it was obvious that she wasn’t going to acknowledge him, Hyun-jun threw the door outward so that it cracked against the wall. Ae-jung, startled into dropping her noodles, sat down rather suddenly.

      “You,” Hyun-jun snapped. She looked up at him with wide eyes, and was dragged to her feet by one wrist. “What are you doing? Inside!”

      Ae-jung squeaked in surprise, jerked into the room without so much as a moment to reply, and gazed up at Hyun-jun in astonishment. He looked back down at her with a peculiar combination of helplessness and frustration that made me hiss softly with laughter. They stayed so for longer than I would have found endurable, but at last Hyun-jun’s eyes flicked away to stare at a point somewhere over Ae-jung’s left shoulder. As if that had broken the spell, he turned on his heel and strode away to the window, leaving Ae-jung blinking and confused behind him.

      “Sit down and don’t touch anything,” he said over his shoulder. “Lunch will arrive soon. You can eat that.”

      He didn’t speak a word to her for the rest of the day, and she sat where she was told, doing nothing but what she was told to do until it was time to leave. I began to find them wearisome and visited Yong-hwa instead, only to find him smiling to himself on his balcony, his eyes very far away and amused.

      “You’re boring, too,” I said, and bestirred myself to the effort of finding Jessamy instead.

      
      The next day, a week before I was to leave for Eppa, I woke directly into Dreams that didn’t let me go for two days. I don’t often make mistakes nowadays, but I had severely underestimated the strength of these new Dreams. I’ve gotten more adept at managing them as I’ve gotten older, and it was now very rare for me to be taken by surprise

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/wr-logo-transparent-sRGB-75-70.jpg
k2





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Acknowledgements
      


      		
        Glossary of Korean Terms
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Newsletter
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image1-sRGB-228-70.jpg





OEBPS/images/wr-logo-transparent-sRGB-210-70.jpg
&5





OEBPS/images/ladyofdreams_fc_nt2-sRGB-1200-70.jpg
W$R. GINGELL






OEBPS/images/image3-sRGB-197-70.jpg






OEBPS/images/image3-sRGB-220-70.jpg





