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Old age and old wounds could make a smile or frown an unbearable event for Min Nm-Il.  Opening his eye an hour before a summer sunrise, he followed his usual practice of stilling his body until he could take inventory of what was possible. His pain was migratory, taking root in a different part of his body each day.  But when he turned his head minutely towards his father’s Kyeongsang desk, he found that nothing hurt. Today could be a good day. 
            He eased his legs off the single bed and sat upright without too much difficulty. He examined his parked wheelchair and confirmed that he had locked its wheels the night before.  The move from bed to chair could be difficult, but he expected success this morning. Looking across his office to the bathroom, he had a feeling that would be successful as well. Ten minutes later, repositioning his chair at this father’s desk, he took and held a long breath before maneuvering his back - a back his daughter said forced his whole being into the shape of a question mark - to bring his eye directly above a ledger book from the year 1971. Satisfied with this purch, he reached his hand far enough underneath the desk’s front edge to confirm a spiderweb-thin seam in the wood was within reach. Then he locked the chair’s wheels in place.
 
            Min was born at the end of World War I. This desk predated him by at least a century. In his seventies, when all of Korea was absorbed by news footage of beaten, bloody students being driven from the streets by the military, Min never turned on his television. He devoted some of his wealth and all of attention towards identifying the craftsman who built his father’s desk. His experts were unsuccessful. But they did  determine that it was crafted  in Kyoto sometime in the early nineteenth century. And, that whoever it was, they had used a fine-toothed, reverse-draw Japanese nokogiri handsaw for its most delicate cuts. Min looked to purchase such a saw but could find none outside of museum collections. 
While the identity of this tool came late in his life, Min discovered its unique artistry at the age of sixteen. On the morning after his father’s week-long funeral, relieved to be released from the formality of endless Wongi and Gojik ceremonies, he lay on the floor beside his father’s desk. Looking up at the desk’s underbelly, he noticed an slight imperfection in the sandalwood’s grain - a tiny wrinkle, an unexpected kink in an otherwise perfect curve. It was a button, and so the secret of his father’s life broke free to him. 

His back beginning to ache, Min squirmed for relief in his chair. Then he reached under the desk and tapped the hidden button. With a faint click, a shelf dropped into his hand, offering up an oversized, antique magnifying glass. Until Min’s original discovery its provenance was a mystery to both family and servants. But Min was certain, then as now, of the glass’ meaning: His father was a traitor. But for reasons that eluded him – and he would admit that there was much about human nature that eluded him – Min was scared to part with the glass. He used it, in fact, almost every day of his life.
Min now needed two hands to hold the glass steady for his work. It’s lens was round and thick; Its varnished mahogany handle too long and thin to balance the weight of the glass. Every ten minutes or so, when the tendons in his ninety-four year old forearms began to strain and bulge, he tipped the lens down to rest on the desk. And with each dip, the handle’s bronze end cap, engraved with an insignia of a golden eagle, swung up to meet his eye. There weren’t many Koreans – or, Japanese, for that matter – still alive that understood the meaning and import of this insignia. Golden eagles were not rare. They adorned the uniforms and implements of most units of the Imperial Japanese Army. But this one, its outstretched wings superimposed over a bright red circle, was particularly damning. It was worn only by the select troops of Japan’s occupation army in Korea.
	
He swept the glass up, down and across the ledger’s columns of figures, its day-by-day accounting of invoices sent and monies received. His inspection continued until a loud and sprawling crash of metal from the kitchen sent an uncontrollable shudder through his body. A jolt of pain rocketed through him, north and south.  Its short, sharp shock erased any possibility of conscious feeling or thought. But as it gradually eased, as his nervous system returned to its normal setting of anxiety, fear began to flood the places his pain had vacated.  Fear that he could not stop what was coming - The sour, chemical taste in his mouth, the bright blue neon aura – something he could actually see - in the fingers of his hands. And, most fearfully, his paralyzing vision. 
If asked (an impossible possibility) he couldn’t say what terrified him more: The crawling, jerky, incremental pace of his internal movie (scrolling within him like an under-cranked filmstrip from his childhood) or was it the object at the center of his film?  It was just a fountain, a pixilated, black and white fountain rising ten meters and more above and gray wasteland. It’s flow was so frighteningly glacial that Min knew it would go on rising for the rest of his life. Min found a measure of gratitude in only one thing. That his vision came to him only in shades of black and white. A splash of color would atomize his heart.
Sometimes this vision would freeze him in place. More often (depending upon the character and volume of its trigger) it would deliver him directly into unconsciousness. Either way, with only a single exception in his long and haunted life, did his powerlessness last for more than a few moments. Today, it persisted only until his wife’s curses in Jeju - the island dialect he passionately detested - broke through to him. A few moments later, his sight fully returned, Min was puzzled to see that his hands were empty. He unlocked his chair and backed away from the table. The magnifying glass lay dead center between his feet, flat on the floor. Its lens, still held in place by a now-dented bronze ring, was shattered. He had never seriously contemplated the thought of living without his father’s glass.  He didn’t know how. 
He turned his chair fully around to look down the long hallway to the kitchen. It was narrowed and constricted by a line of stacked cardboard boxes. Some were bulging and split, leaking yellowed accounting ledgers and bank statements onto the floor.
“Anae!” 
He had yelled for his “Inside Person” in this way for over half a century. It never occurred to him, not even on the night of their wedding, to use the more affectionate Yobo. 
Win You-Jin didn’t hear his call. 
There was a time when his voice would bound down the hallway and bounce back to him off the kitchen’s far wall. But his commands now died less than halfway there, muffled by real estate records of buildings long ago destroyed. The how and why of their death no longer mattered to him. He didn’t care if his properties had been stripped and salvaged by Japanese troops, or flattened by North Korean artillery. It was irrelevant to him if they had been ground to dust by Chinese tanks, or incinerated by the American Air Force. ‘Gone was gone,’ his father used to say, which was a distinctly puzzling, non-Confucian observation of an otherwise devout man. Yes, gone was gone. But there were nights when Min would awaken to consider the utter waste of it all, the punishments visited upon a few of his most doomed holdings. Buildings unlucky enough to have been destroyed by all four armies in turn, rebuild after costly rebuild. It would take Min a long time to fall back asleep on those nights, his mind busy with calculations of futility.  
“Anae, damn you!  Come pick this up for me.” 
Down the hall, Wi’s wheelchair rolled into view. She was using Claire’s gift from an earlier visit -  a mechanical claw - to pick up the cutlery that had fallen out the bottom of its drawer. 
“Do it yourself, you Ssibal-saekki. I’m busy. Claire arrives in a few hours.”
Min tightened his grip on the chair’s arms. “Tell her to take the next plane out. And listen, enough of your curses!” He couldn’t quite make out her next round of mutterings.  “Listen to me, Anae. I do not want her in my home.”
“We don’t want you in our home,” Wi yelled. 
Min shook his head. Everything cursed in his life started with women. Well, perhaps not his wounds, directly.  But he could probably connect them as well he gave additional thought to it. Min never wondered why. He knew why - The things he had done, the things he had not.  But a curse’s duration made no sense to him. Where was the logic in a lifelong curse? What time did it leave for change, for remediation? His only remaining hope, a slim one, was that his curse would die with him. This was unlikely. He had failed his ancestors. Well, the women in his life had, technically. But he fully expected that his ancestors would blame him for this. He was doomed. 
All in all, a mess. A hopeless, unavoidable, infuriating mess from the moment daughter was born. Hopeless, because the doctors told him Wi would have no more children. Unavoidable, because Wi’s gangster uncles would kill him if he took another wife or mistress. And infuriating because he had to accept a small part of the blame. In the end Min could not do what was required of him. What was required of him by women.
His mother was born on the fourth day of the fourth month of the year 1894. This rain of fours, her own mother told her, meant a lifetime of bad luck. More than a lifetime, in fact, as it would make its way down to her children after her death. But Min was a modern man, or at least he had those elements of modernity granted him by his 1939 degree from the University of Kansas. He refused to believe in luck, good or bad. And luck bestowed by something as arbitrary as a single numeral? Or by three numerals? Ridiculous. But his mother disagreed, as did the rest of his culture. Even elevator buttons still used the letter ‘F’ instead of the numeral. And the source of it all? Because the Korean pronunciation of the number sounded too similar to the Chinese word for death. Who had time for such silliness? 
But what wasn’t silly was tradition. Tradition wasn’t neither random nor transitory.  And the most foundational tradition of all was the worship of one’s ancestors. Life was too short – even his own – to grant time for more than a single focus: Producing a son.  was a A son to revere him. And even more importantly, to revere his ancestors when his own suffering on earth ended.
So damn his mother’s luck. Damn her and her incompetence. And her Gunjung? They were worse.
The Japanese had banished the Gunjung ten years before Min’s birth. But at the age of fifty-five, with the Americans in flight from Vietnam (depriving him of a good part of his income) his mother reminded him his father had died at his age. That he was running out of time to find a young and fertile wife. And, given the American’s loss and his own, a wife from a wealthy family became key.  He didn’t disagree. And while he should have, he didn’t argue against his mother bringing in the Gunjung witches. 

Min looked out from behind the edge of a curtain. The three Gunjung walked like waddling ducks in a line. They no longer, in his modern era, wore their traditional dark purple hanboks. But their long, unhemmed skirts retained their traditional ground-sweeping length. So low as to hide their shoes. Their bodies appeared to float through the air like ghosts. Min closed the curtain and paced, hands and teeth clenched. There was nothing humiliating, per se, about this interview. He just hated needing woman. But when his mother called to him, he entered the parlor and sat down as the young girl was brought out for inspection. 
She was wearing a simple white gown. She was shivering, and he could tell by her hard nipples that she wore nothing underneath. She entered the room with nervous, small steps, staring straight ahead. But Min thought he saw her take a quick, darting look at the mirror directly opposite him.  The senior witch raised her chin at Min and then pointed her index finger down the hallway to the staff quarters. “South is this way?  Min was shocked that she spoke to him without invitation. He answered with a compact nod.
“You,” she said to Wi. “Walk to the end of the hallway and stop.” Wi did so, and when the witch told her to turn around, she did that as well. The two junior witches murmured approvingly, scribbled steadily in their notebooks. Why, Min wondered, were there two assistants, two notebooks? For the preservation of evidence, he concluded, if their findings proved wrong. 
Turning to Min’s mother the senior witch said. “Very good. You see she turned to her left. A clear boy-sign. 
“Now speak, girl. Say something.”
“What should I say, eommonim?”
“You said enough.” Addressing her assistants she said “Write this down exactly as I say it, word for word: ‘No squeaky voice. Feminine indications - None.’ ”
The witch moved in for a closer look. “Nose? Not flat. Mouth? Not small. Ears? Tucked in. Well, tucked in enough, anyway. Passably smooth hair. No one would lebel it course. Not a strand of red in it, thankfully. And certainly not, god forbid, yellow. Eyebrows? Thin. These Lips? A little thick, but thin enough.” 
Looking now at Min, she said “You can leave the room.” Min stiffened, hesitated for effect, and then followed her order. He did not fully close the door behind him. 
‘Take off your robe, girl.”  She didn’t seem to understand. 
“Now. And listen when I speak to you.” 
With two small flicks of her fingers the robe fell to Wi’s breasts. She shook her torso so that the robe slipped down to the floor. 
“Body, strong enough,” the witch continued. No one would call her fragile.  Her breasts are big enough. Her nipples, very dark, good to see. Put your robe back on.” But as Wi reached down for it, the witch yelled “Stop, I forgot.” She pulled a chair over and sat with her eyes level to Wi’s navel. 
“Excellent. Truly excellent. Perfectly round. Especially deep. She will have a boy. If...”
“If?” asked Min’s mother.
“Bring him back in.”
She addressed Min thorugh clenched teeth. “She passed. I did my job. The girl will do her job. Now you have to do your job.”
Min opened his mouth, mute. He thought her heard the witch tapping her foot, counting his time, prolonging his embarrassment. Finally she broke his silence. 
“You will do your duty only on the first, third, and fifth nights of her menstruation, each and every month.  If you don’t have a son, then it will be clear to all that you did not follow my directions.” 

Min did follow the witch’s directions for the next five years and its one hundred and eighty assigned nights. And the Gunjung was right, as far as she went. Wi did not produce a daughter. But neither did she produce a son.  Min, now sixty years old, with both his mother and the Senior witch dead, was running out of time. With every passing year Gungung were harder to find. But he did find one of original assistants, who arrived in his apartment just as haughty as her old boss. She brought with her two young assistants of her own. And a mortar and pestle made of jade and made for fertility. 
Wi was ordered to lay on the dining room table, nude. The assistants took their time grinding blue salts, musk powder and mug wort into an oily paste. Wi began to cry as they applied the paste to her navel with a silver spoon.  They then lit and handed Min a blue candle.
“Light her belly on fire.” 
“I can’t,” he said. I can’t do that.”
“Your ancestors command it.”
Hands shaking, teeth gritting, certain of what the next few minutes would bring, Min brought the flame down upon Wi. Nothing happened at first, not even a puff of smoke. Min, relaxing his jaw, felt far more relieved than disappointed. But then a small explosion – “Small for you,” Wi would say for the rest of her life – rose above Wi’s belly. The flame lasted as long as Wi’s scream, but the smoke fumed above her several minutes longer. But Min’s vision, the worst and longest of his life, ground its way through him for two full days and nights. 
Four months later, with no resulting pregnancy, the witches directed Min to repeat the process. Some women, they said, required as many as two hundred flames. Min knew that would be then end of him, and refused. But the Gunjung, if no one else, were rewarded with a birth. Claire was born the following year, delivered to Min and his ancestors as his eternal punishment.

 “We never wanted you here,” Wi added. 
Min sighed and changed the subject. “Just call us the car, Anae. First of the month. Rents are due.” The last of his properties housed small scattered businesses - a noodle factory in Hondae, a taxi garage in Namdaemun. And on the first day of every month a large sedan brought Min and Wi around to collect their rents. In cash, in person. 
“No. I have made my last trip with you.”
******
Claire’s head banged against her seat’s window at touchdown.  Rubbing her eyes, she realized she had to pee. She bit her lip, knowing from experience that they were at least twenty minutes away from the gate.  She turned on her phone to find three messages, but none from Nadia, none life-threatening. Squeezing her legs together, waited for the seatbelt sign to go off, she felt invaded by a feeling she could not quite identify. With some work, she traced at least its direction of travel. It was, she concluded, anticipatory. It was dread, and dread was always about the future. She slid her passport out of her jacket and began scrolling back through all of her trips to Seoul - four a year over the last decade. Exactly which trip was it, she wanted to know, that she last saw her father? How long since he deigned to emerge from his study and stand in front of her? Was it January of ’06? Yes, she remembered the snow. Ten years ago.

	Claire knew no cold like Korea cold. It was the only place she knew where the air could be both below zero and still humid. The freezing air found its way, even in the short walk from taxi to the doorman’s desk, between her jacket’s zippered links. In Korean she asked him “Can you let them know I’m on my way up?”
“Sure, but they don’t always pick up. I think they have trouble hearing?”
“Don’t worry. I’ll knock.”
Her father had bought this four-bedroom apartment after his mother died. Claire knew  the functional difference between the second floor and the fortieth was small, but she was never comfortable with her mother living that far above the city. She noted that the building had turned toward shabby. Or maybe it always had been? The carpets really should be replaced. She knocked and heard her mother yell something from the other side of the door. Eventually she heard the door’s three locks turn and click. Min swung it open, looked past her, and then shuffled back down to his study. Claire went the other way, to the kitchen. Wi was chopping cabbage with Anseon cleaver. Without a greeting, with no accommodation for jet lag or anything else, Wi pushed a bowl of daikon radishes at Claire. Wi chopped and Claire peeled. It was a while before one of them spoke.
“Mother, I’m now licensed by the State of New York. I can make good money.” 
“Money is good. What will you do, now?” 
Claire started speaking about the economics of private verses public practice, but Wi cut her off. “I mean what will you do about a husband?” 
“Someday.  But my point is I can take care of you now, Mother. Come with me to New York, please. Be my ... roommate? Claire knew she sounded younger than her twenty-five years, but couldn’t help herself. 
“Really, now. Roommates? That’s what you want to do with your life?”
“I want what I’ve wanted since third grade. You, out of here. Come to New York with me, please?” 
“New York? Then I’d have to worry about both of us.”
“California, Florida then? Hawaii? They all have psych license reciprocity.”
“Too hot.” At this she grabbed the bowl of radishes back. “Give me that. You don’t do it right.” Claire saw that a tremor had taken over Wi’s hands. This was new. She was only fifty years old.
“How about Alaska, then?”
“Ok, we go to Alaska. Pack my bags.” 
“Be serious, Mother.”
 “Serious means I stay where I belong.”
“You hate him as much...”
“I stay while he lives. We talk about the after, after.”
“You are so stubborn. Clinically stubborn.”
“I don’t know what that means, but it isn’t true.” She was silent for a good while, and Claire gave her that time. 
“Daughter, do you know when was your father born?  
“He’s 85. That makes it 1920.
Wi peeled back time for her daughter. Did Claire know what it meant for a son – an only son - to be born into an ancient aristocratic family? A family who’s sons had been ministers to the Joseon royal court for over five hundred years. A reign that ended only with the Japanese invasion of 1910.
“Your father wasn’t born in 1920. Not really. His Korea, his family’s Korea,  hadn’t changed since 1820. You understand? And if you forget the  railroads, 1820 wasn’t much different than 1720. So you see, I married a three-hundred year old man.  I was given no choice in this. None of us were given choice, or much else. Back then his sisters – and even his mother - bathed in your father’s dirty, cold bath water. They ate only after the men, ate whatever they wouldn’t.” 
“Mommy, I’m talking about you, and now.  You’re 35 years younger than him. You were born after World War II. Hardly a time of feudalism.” 
“After that war, yes. And right before he next one. Terrible times.” Wi slid the all the chopped vegetables into a bowl. “I will follow you after he dies. Not one day before.”
“Promise?”
“Get out of my kitchen. Pay your respects. Try and behave.”
*****
Min gave one last look at the broken glass and turned back to his desk. He replaced the 1971 ledger and grabbed the thickest volume he could find – 1969. He couldn’t read it, of course, but he wanted to weigh it in his hands. Somewhere within his volume or another was proof that the US Army port in Qui Khon owed him ₩5,330,000 for a water surcharge. Somehow, and this was so unlike him,  he had neglected to bill the Americans. Min couldn’t say he’d live long enough to go through every box in his hallway. But he say two things: That the rituals of this search helped keep his fountain at bay. And that the Americans owed him the equivalent of two year’s worth of breakfasts. 
*****
The wait for the gate was long, but a flight attendant allowed Claire to use the bathroom. Back at her seat, she watched the morning sky begin to lighten. She checked the weather and was unhappy to see Seoul’s latest heatwave was still going strong. Her father’s refusal to turn on the apartment’s air conditioning would make this stay more intolerable than most. Those buttons, he wouldn’t push. But somehow he could still push hers. She bemoaned the fact that eight years of training in clinical psychology, however helpful to her clients, provided little for her own use. A new and unwelcome thought passed through her - What if he outlived her? The tragedy of that turned her stomach. To live an entire life, every second of every year, with this man a part of her life? Of course she knew that if she outlived him it would be with him front and ceter in her head until the day she dropped.  
She thought about calling her mother but decided to wait until she was in a taxi. 
*****
Claire and her Wi spent a minute watching the snow fall from the kitchen. “Behave,” Wi repeated. Claire walked down the corridor of financial records and reached for the doorknob to the study. She would not behave. Neither, she knew, would she accomplish her mission. Nothing in her training, not even in her residency with some of Psychiatry’s most difficult patients, would work with her father. Nothing would penetrate his contempt for the world. She understood, in principle, his contempt for her. And for Wi. But she had no answers for his disgust with the world at large. 
“Father, I’m a licensed psychologist now.” 
He shrugged. “Who would marry a psychologist? Some idiot American yang-ki? I doubt even one of those devils would want you.”
“I’ll never get married, Min.”
“Oh, so that’s where we are? Min? You address me like a dog?”
“And I’ll never have children.”
“Do you tell your yang-ki’s that?  Or will you lie to them, too?”
While fluent in English, it had been some years since Min actually spoke with an American. They offended him, even as a student back in his undergraduate Kansas days. Their false, noisy self-confidence made him want to scream. And the Americans he met in Korea mystified him. It wasn’t so much their obsession with the Korean War. It was their narrow interest in only a single one part of it.  They wanted to hear stories only of ice and snow, of winter battlefields littered with jammed weapons and Chinese corpses frozen to hard ground. What did it mean of their character, this obsession they had with their Marine’s retreat from the frozen Chosun Reservoir? It was embarrassing, really, this people’s near-worship of retreat. As for himself, Min barely remembered the winter war. His memories were always of summer. Of heat that denied his lungs of oxygen and replaced it with dust. Memories of dry river beds and rattling canteens. And always, of course, snaking through and around whatever barriers he could throw up against it, was his fountain.
“I’ve never lied to you, Min. And I’m no lying to you now. YUour grandchildren, they will never be. I would rather die.” 
“You hate me that much? Tell me, how much hate do you think it would take to rot our your soul?”
“You tell me,” she answered. And with that, Claire’s fear receded. She didn’t realize until now how transparent he could be.  No one alive knew why he was the way he was. Her mother didn’t. He had no friends who could explain him to others.  But her mother’s history lessons were off point.  His hatred had little to do with his past. It was about his legacy. She began to laugh out loud. Never had anyone worried so much about so little.
“Don’t worry about my soul, Min. I will go in peace knowing I have ended your line. Your stupid, reactionary .....” She paused, unable to remember the Korean word for misogyny. “Woman-hating,” she remembered. Your whole five hundred year dynasty of awful. It dies with you, you hear me? And then it will die with me.” 
	“And the meaning of your life will be what, then?”
“Life, beginning to end, is nothing more than a search for safety. I’ll find my way down that path.  You? The only thing that makes you feel safe are your ancestors and your inventory.” 
            “Get out. And don’t come back. I will never see or speak to you again.” 
“Your ancestors are gone, and your inventory will be too, soon enough.” 
            At this, Min stood up to face her. His eye socket, inches from her face, began to twitch. Claire was driven back half a step as he yelled. “Shut your evil mouth. My ancestors are not gone. They are forever, and when I join them, watch out.  We will haunt you for the rest of your life. Haunt you, you understand? We will watch you sleep, be there when you awake. We will be there every time you look over your shoulder, every time you look in a mirror. We will watch you sitting on your toilet, taking a ttong. You think your education, your so-called license will protect you from us? You are crazy. But of course only a crazy woman would choose to live with crazy people.”
It took a moment for this lesson to sink in. But when it did, she smiled. 
******
The taxi line was long and hot. When she finally got a car she asked the driver to turn up the air conditioning. A doorman she didn’t recognize was on duty at her parent’s apartment. He wouldn’t let Claire up until he got them on the phone. He dialed, and Claire could hear their phone ring at least twenty times without an answer. 
*****
The handle of Min’s bathroom door rattled. With the hallway’s clutter, wheelchairs could enter his study through the bathroom connecting to Wi’s bedroom. The handle rattled again, until the door opened with a solid kick from Wi. Her hair, increasingly wild these last few months, was now pulled straight back and knotted tight. Her eyes were more focused now than they had been all year, dimmed as they were by Parkinson’s. Min saw she bore a faint smile.  And that in her lap was a small carving knife.  
Wheelchair to wheelchair, ten feet apart, Min could see in Wi’s eyes that she wasn’t really in the room with him. He supposed she was back at Ewha Haktang, the very first girl’s school in all of Korea. Or perhaps she was back at her father’s home, the pearl merchant who’s fortune fueled Min’s businesses. But Wi’s eyes – no, her whole demeanor, led him to think that Wi had her own visions. 
From down the hallway he thought he heard a whistle, repeating a single tone over and over. It reminded him of something he could not place.   Wi’s moved her chair closer to him. He reached back to pat around the desktop until he found his father’s mother-of-pearl letter opener. Holding it in front of him, twisting it in his hands, he became intrigued by how even in this room’s dusty sunlight at a certain angle the translucent handle appeared clear as water, almost disappearing from the room.  
The annoying whistle sound returned to him, reminding him of Claire. The last time he allowed her into his study, when was that? Before he needed this wheelchair, at least. It was a truly infuriating visit. Yes, Wi had raised an unbalanced daughter, an irrational, disrespectful girl. But he had to give her credit for knowing where to attack. Claire spoke of safety? Of feeling safe? Did she mean finding safety in other people? He knew better than she, better than anyone, that people were just temporary things.  He had seen what Claire had not. That living, breathing beings could be obliterated in less time than half a heartbeat. That whole families of rice farmers could be instantly reduced to fragments too small to bury. This foolish, misguided girl saw nothing, knew nothing. While he, a man with just one seeing eye and one bleeding socket, had watched - no helped, with a broken back and a broken shoulder - sobbing villagers bury the empty clothing of people whose fragments would never be found. 
Still twirling the letter opener, watching it disappear in the sun, Min thought that if his shame could be magically erased from the accounts of his time on earth, shame over things done and not done, his whole self could just simply evaporate. Disappear like morning dew an hour after sunrise. 
            
Min didn’t understand Claire’s meaning, then.  That the half-life hatred and shame didn’t have to be forever.  But now, he did. He just didn’t fully agree with it. 
“Almost forever,” he whispered to Wi. 
And then Min’s day ended as it began. With the single thought that began and ended all of his days since the second week of June, 1950.  
That the Americans owed him a great deal.



