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The Heist of Hooded Light was written during the author's stay as the Artist—
in—Residence at K11 ARTUS, a private residence where true luxury means

having the time and space to relax and contemplate.

The Artist in Residence programme welcomes selected creatives on a cultural

journey where insights are shared and inspiration is found.

Each thoughtfully curated work of art opens the door for ARTUS's residents
and artisans to travel through art and discover inspiration for their own

masterpieces.

The Heist of Hooded Light was intended to do just this
for young bibliophiles.

ARTUS
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CHAPTER

One

The Ma family checked into the squiggly building on the sea on a cold,

wet day in January.
“We'll have a nice staycation for a couple of days,” said Mum.
“It will be a restful break before you go back to school,” said Dad.
“It will be boring!” moaned Marigold.
“T want to go home,” groaned Marvin.

“Stop complaining,” scolded Mum, and she sent them to sit to the side

while they checked in.
A chipper gentleman wearing a grey waistcoat and warm smile skipped
up to Mum and Dad. “Welcome, Mr and Mrs Ma!” he greeted. “My name is

Quentin. We're delighted to have you at K11 ARTUS.”

Dad smiled.

Mum smiled.
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Marvin and Marigold looked at each other.

Quentin looked at the children and beamed. “We thought that you might

like an art tour of your new art home. What do you think?” he asked.

Dad nodded his head vigorously.

Mum nodded her head vigorously.

Marvin and Marigold looked at each other.

“Wonderful!” Quentin exclaimed. “Right this way, we can start in the

Sky Lobby. This is a piece called ...or... No.1. It's a curious name, isn’t it?”

Quentin showed Mum, Dad, Marvin, and Marigold a wibbly, wobbly,
wooden sculpture. It connected into a bendy circle. It stood alone in the Sky
Lobby with Victoria Harbour and Tsim Sha Tsui sprawled below. Quentin led

the tour around the sculpture. It looked different from every angle.

Quentin sauntered along towards the Living Salon with the Ma family

marching along behind him.

“These are a pair of famille-rose porcelain hexagonal vases from the 10™

century,” Quentin explained.

“Ooh!” said Dad.
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“Aah!” said Mum.

Marvin and Marigold did not say anything. They were bored, bored,
bored!

They didn’t care about art! It was boring, boring, bor—

“Oops! I beg your pardon,” said a very tall man in a very bright coat.

The man was so tall that he hunched over his own shoulders to avoid

hitting the ceiling. The coat was so bright that it stunned everybody into silence.

He had bumped into Dad
while rushing through to the
Library. Before Dad could
speak and before Mum
could gasp, the Very

Tall Man in the Very

Bright Coat shot off

again.

He had places to be.
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CHAPTER

Two

“Here is a fun sculpture,” Quentin said. “Come see, children. This is
Relief Sculpture. Tt shows rigid geometric shapes on one side and organic

flowing texture on the other. Isn’t it just marvellous?”
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Marvin noticed a big stone hole behind a small white slab. “T do like the
hole,” he said.

“That’s not part of the artwork, Marvin,” Mum snapped.

“Well,” said Quentin, “the great thing about art, and specifically about
ARTUES, is that anything can be art. Everywhere you look, anywhere you go,
inside or outside, it’s art if it feels like art to you. You just need to be a real art
lover.”

“I like that,” mused Marigold.

“TI don’t know about that,” mused Dad.

Quentin moved along down the corridor to a tall, black, wooden

sculpture. We call this Hooded Light,” said Quentin.

“It looks like okra,” said Dad.

“It looks like a cave,” said Mum.

[ don’t like it, thought Marigold.

[ don’t get it, thought Marvin.

Hooded Light was like okra. It had holes all the way down its length.
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It was also like a cave. When you looked at it from behind, a small

opening curved back like the letter C.

“T will let you in on a secret,” said Quentin conspiratorially. “This

sculpture is magic.”

Marigold’s ears perked up.

Marvin’s eyes widened.

“Magic?” they chimed. “What do you mean by magic?”

Quentin smiled and reached both hands into his pockets. He produced
a skinny, wax candle from his right pocket. He produced a slick, silver lighter

from his left pocket.

“Let me show you,” he said with a wry smile.

Marvin and Marigold held their breath. Even Mum and Dad looked

intrigued, and they did not believe in magic.

Quentin brandished the lighter in his right hand and lit the skinny
candlewick in his left. The flame danced as Quentin placed the candle within

Hooded Light's cavernous hollow.

The Ma family watched in rapture as the room flooded with light. The

feeble flickering flame from the candle was not bright on its own, but as it
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shone through the holes in Hooded Light, it beamed out — brightly and boldly

— across the Living Salon, drenching everybody in a golden glow.
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“Wow-wee!” cried Marigold.

“Woah—ho-ho!” shouted Marvin.

Mum and Dad did not know what to think. They had not been expecting
anything this spectacular. They thought Quentin had been teasing the children.

“T have a question!” Marigold demanded, jumping up and down on the

spot with her hand in the air.

Quentin blew out the candle and the room faded back to dusky blue.

He waited for Marigold’s question.

“Why doesn’t the wood catch fire?”

“Marigold!” Mum scolded. “Don’t ask difficult questions!”

“It’s not a difficult question at all,” said Quentin. “It's a grear question.
Wood should catch fire, shouldn’t it? Well, this wood has been treated in such
a special way with artisanal oils and varnishes that it cannot catch fire anymore.

Instead, it amplifies the light that flows into it.”

Marvin and Marigold found that fascinating. Hooded Light truly was

magic.

Maybe their staycation at ARTUS would not be so boring after all.
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CHAPTER

Three

Quentin led the Ma family through the Library and stopped when he

came to a life—sized chessboard.

Opposite the chessboard sat a statue of two

giant, white dogs.

The left one hunched low but had a tall flower

shooting out of its tail.

The right one stood tall but had a small

flower shooting out of its tail.

“T like them!” Marvin commented. “Dogs

are my favourite.”

Quentin chuckled and led the
family closet. “We call this kopek,”

he explained. “It means dog in

Turkish.”
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He turned on his heel and then pointed at the wall. There was a
humungous painting: a blood orange canvas with a big red blob in the middle.

Marvin and Marigold stared at it. It was so bright that it felt like fire.

“This is called vermilion,” Quentin said. “Do you know what ‘vermillion’

is?”

Mum and Dad were quiet. They did not want to look ignorant.

I0
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“Is it a million very bright colours?” Marvin offered.
“Marvin,” Mum rebuked, “don’t ask ignorant questions!”
Quentin ignored Mum. That made Marvin like Quentin.
“Close, Marvin!” Quentin said, grinning from ear to ear. “Vermillion is
a colour. This very bright orange-red colour. This painting is meant to show

the sun on the horizon. This painting is named after the colour.”

Marigold had been staring at the piece with great interest. She had seen

vermillion before. She knew that colour. But from where?

Her thoughts were interrupted when Quentin clapped his hands together.

Clap!

“Righty—oh!” Quentin said. “Let’s keep going. I am going to show you

my favourite room in ARTUS, but unfortunately, it’s under renovation.”

“What does ‘under renovation’ mean?” Marvin enquired.

“Don’t be so nosy!” Dad hissed.

Quentin ignored Dad. That made Marvin like Quentin even more.

II
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“It means that we are working on making this room even brighter and

even better than it already is,” Quentin explained.

Quentin guided the Ma family through wooden double doors that led to

a corridor. The first door on the left towered over the twins.

K11 CRAFT & GUILD FOUNDATION, it read in big block silver letters

over a plinth.

The plinth was a big marble rectangle that stood next to the door and

under the sign.
A shiny doorknob protruded from its side. The doorknob read: PULL.
“Do notpull it,” Mum murmured, reading her children’s minds.

All that Marvin and Marigold wanted to do was pull the doorknob and

peek inside the room.

Quentin looked at the door to the mysterious room, then turned back to

the Ma family and beamed.

“That was the art tour,” he said. “T hope you enjoyed it. I can now take

you to your residence.”

Marvin and Marigold’s faces fell.

I2
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“We want to go inside the secret room!” Marvin complained.

“ Please, Quentin!” Marigold begged.

“Maybe next time, children,” Quentin said. “Maybe next time.”

3
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CHAPTER

Four

The twins started their first morning at ARTUS far too early and far too

mischievously for any grown—up’s liking.

It was six o'clock. Breakfast had not started yet in the Commune
restaurant. Mum and Dad were still sleeping in the room next door. There was

only one thing to do to pass the time: sneak out and explore.

Marvin and Marigold dressed and brushed their teeth. Marigold took a
key card from Dad’s jacket pocket. Marvin closed the door slowly behind him

and his sister as they tiptoed into the corridor and into the lift.

The twins rode the lift up to the 10 floor. The morning sky was golden

outside the big glass windows.

Hooded Light was amplifying the sun’s rays all over the Living Salon,
all over the Library, all over the Sky Lobby, all over ARTUS itself. The sunlight

bounced off the walls, off the artworks, and off the magnifying glasses hanging
over the lightbulbs.

There was a man in a bright yellow coat across from the children. He

was playing with the life—size chess set. He was playing by himself.

4
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As Marvin and Marigold approached, they recognised him. It was the
Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat who had bumped into Dad yesterday.

Only now, he wore a new coat. This coat was as golden as the sun.

The children watched as the Very Tall Man in the Very
Bright Coat moved a black chess piece forward, crossed
to the other side of the board, and moved a brown chess
piece forward. Back and forth, back and forth, he

played the game alone.

Marvin’s curiosity could no longer contain
itself. He approached the Very Tall Man in the
Very Bright Coat and piped up, ‘“hello,
mister! Who are you playing
with?”

Iy
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Marigold chased after her brother and stood behind him, feeling nervous
and jittery. She had never seen a man so tall or a coat so bright. This coat was

even brighter than yesterday’s.

Marigold suddenly caught sight of vermilion out of the corner of her eye.
Of course! She thought to herself. She recognised vermillion from the Very Tall
Man’s Very Bright Coat the day before.

“Good morning, children,” the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat

said. “Is it not obvious? I am playing against myself.”

Marvin and Marigold did not know what to think of that. What was
the fun in playing alone? Surely, you'd need someone to play wzth? They would

have hated not having each other when it came to playing games.

This must be what it’s like not to have a twin, Marvin thought.

“T've never heard of playing chess against yourselt,” said Marigold.

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat laughed. He had a funny
way of laughing. Because he was so hunched over from being so very tall, when

he laughed, his head bobbed up and down on his curved shoulders.
“Why, playing against yourself is the besr way to play,” he chuckled,

“because your opponent always knows what you are thinking. That makes the

game challenging. That makes the game fun.”

16
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Marvin and Marigold looked at each other.

What a very odd, very tall man, they thought.

Marigold looked back at vermilion. The rays from Hooded Light made
it burn brighter than ever. She then looked back at the Very Tall Man in the
Very Bright Coat and asked, “What colour is your coat, please?”

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat looked from the pawn he
was manoeuvring across the board, up at Marigold, and then down at his very
bright coat.

“Oh this?” he replied, “Why, this colour is called aureolin.”

Aureolin, the twins thought. They had never heard a word like it before.

7
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Five

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat stopped his game and stood
up straight. Since he was perpetually hunched over, standing up straight for
him was still not that straight to Marvin and Marigold.

“How are you enjoying ARTUS?” the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright
Coat asked.

“Some of the art is nice,” Marvin answered.
“Some of the art is boring,” Marigold added.

“Boring?” the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat repeated. He did

not sound angry. He sounded bemused. “What makes it boring?”

“Well,” Marigold responded, “it looks... easy.” She gestured at vermilion.

“This is an orange—red blob on an orange—red background. 7could paint this!

And I'm a kid!”

Marvin gulped. When Marigold said things like this, Mum often got very
angry. But Mum was not here. Mum was still curled up in bed, snoring with

Dad.

18
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Would The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat get angry?

No. The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat laughed!

“T see,” he guffawed. “Well, I believe that it’s not about how the art is

made. It’s about how the art makes you feel.”

Marigold felt stumped. She did not know what art made her feel. Usually,

it just made her feel bored or confused.

“Art makes me feel bored and confused,” she said. “I don’t like it.”

“TI don’t get it,” Marvin added.

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat nodded his head slowly. He

was thinking.

“I think you dbo like it,” he said to Marigold, “and I think you do get it,”

he said to Marvin.

Marvin and Marigold blinked.

“When Quentin showed you Hooded Light yesterday, you were both
enthralled,” The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat reminded them.

After bumping into Dad, he must have seen Quentin shine the

candlelight through the sculpture, Marvin thought. He must have seen us react.

19
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“T saw your eyes widen. I saw your eyebrows lift. I heard you ask a
question,” the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat said to Marigold. “You
wanted to know why Hooded Light did not catch fire. The art made you feel

something. The art made you feel curious.”

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat was right, Marigold thought.
She did feel something. She did feel curious.

“When you think about it,” The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat
continued, “kopek made you feel feelings too.” He gestured to the two dogs

with the flower tails. “You said you liked dogs after seeing these two beasts.”

“I did like the statue!” Marvin chirped. “I like how the louder dog has
the smaller flower, but the quieter dog has the bigger flower. It makes me feel
confused... but in a happy way? You would think that it should be the other

way around! A loud dog with a big flower. A quiet dog with a small one.”

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat snapped his fingers, pointed
at Marvin, and cried, “Exactly! You've got it! The art is making you feel —

confused, happy — all sorts of things!” Marvin nodded. Marigold nodded too.

“kopek is telling us that things are not always as they seem. Quiet can

be strong. Loud can be small. It’s like chess, in fact.”
The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat turned his attention back to
his game and placed his bony, long fingers on a brown pawn. “This pawn is

going to win white the game.”

2.0
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The twins knew that pawns were the least significant players in chess.
How could the brown pawn beat the black rook, the black bishop, the black
knight, the black gueen?

“Many players will not use their pawns or will underestimate their
opponent’s pawns, but kopek teaches us not to. Sometimes the smallest are the

mightiest.”

Marvin and Marigold liked that. They always felt very small. It was nice
to feel mighty.

22
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Six

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat finished his game and
excused himself, leaving the children to explore some more. Breakfast had not
yet started in the Commune. Mum and Dad had not yet burst through the

doors in search of the twins.

Marvin and Marigold wandered down the corridor behind the wooden
double doors and happened upon a lift lobby. Marvin pressed the down button
to return to their room. Marigold pressed the up button.

“We live downstairs, Marigold,” Marvin said with a frown.

“We're exploring upstairs, Marvin,” Marigold said with a smirk.

Scared to leave his sister alone and aware that he would never win an

argument against her, Marvin joined Marigold in the ascending lift.
“Idon’t think we can even go higher,” Marvin pointed out. Our key card

is only for the 8" floor. Marigold frowned and beeped Dad’s stolen key card

against the sensor. She pressed the round button next to the silver 17. It lit up.

23
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Marvin did not know what to say. Marigold smiled smugly. They
travelled up, up, up to the 17% floor.

“I wonder how high the floors go,” Marigold
mused as they ambled down the corridor to anotherlift

lobby that invited the children to travel even higher.

‘I wonder if we are even allowed up here,”

Marvin whispered.

Marigold jabbed at this lift's button and pulled
her brother inside with her. She pressed the highest
floor — 21 — and hopped nervously from one foot to

the other. She was excited to see what they would find.

Another lift? A penthouse apartment? A secret

society?

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

24
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The lift chimed with a delicate ding/ and the doors slid open. Marigold
stepped gingerly out into the foyer of a lift lobby. It looked like someone’s

home.

25
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In front of the lift doors was a small bench. To the right was a front

door, cracked open ever so slightly.

Warm, aureolin light glowed from the crack. The children could smell a
thick, industrial, oily smell. It smelt of construction. It smelt of medicine. It

smelt and it felt like they should not be up here.

“I-T'll hold the lift,” Marvin stammered as his sister ventured closer to

the door.

Marigold pushed the door open further and a loud creceaaakkkkk

reverberated around the lift lobby, breaking the silence.

The hinges swung the door fully open, and the children saw the Very
Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat, except now he sported another curious

dCCESssory.

Balancing on the crooked bridge of his crooked nose were a pair of
ginormous spectacles with thick lenses that blew up his eyes to the size of

doorknobs.

The spectacles were helping him paint tiny details on an ornate porcelain

vase with a very fine brush.

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat looked at Marigold through
his bug—eyed goggles.

26
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Marigold looked at The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat through

her startled eyes.

27
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CHAPTER

Seven

Into the open lift Marigold scurried.

Marvin slammed Dad’s stolen key card against the sensor.
They zoomed down to the 17% floor.

They ran left down the corridor. They ran right.

They ran east up the corridor. They ran west.

Where were the lifts? Where were they?

They were in trouble — the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat had

seen them!

“Oof!" yelped Quentin as Marvin ran smack into his gut. Recovering

from the wind knocked out of his chest, Quentin heaved and spluttered.

“ There you two are!” he finally said. “Your parents have the whole of

ARTUS looking for you!”

2.8
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Marvin and Marigold tried to speak but did not know what to say.
Quentin rolled his eyes, but he was not angry. He guided them back downstairs

to the Commune where Mum and Dad were eating breakfast.

Dad had a big plate of scrambled eggs. He stuck his fork into a chunky

sausage and ate it in one greedy chomp.
He slurped bacon and guzzled a jar of yoghurt. Mum had a bagel piled

so high with salmon, avocadoes, and eggs that it wibbled and wobbled until
she gobbled it up.

29
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The children were so nervous that they could barely eat. They were in
trouble with Mum. They were in trouble with Dad. And they most certainly
were in trouble with the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat.

Over the sound of Dad’s chomping and Mum’s munching, Marvin
whispered to Marigold, “The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat was

painting a vase like the twin vases we saw on the art tour.”

30
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“So?” Marigold replied sulkily. She liked to be naughty but did not like
to get caught. Getting caught sneaking around the upper floors had put her in

a bad mood.

“Quentin told us that those vases were rwins,” said Marvin. * 7wins
means two. We retwins. We're two. If there were another one of us, we would
be triplets. But we're not triplets. Like the vases, we're twins.”

“Marvin,” Marigold replied, “you're not making any sense.”

“Why would the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat be painting a

third vase in a twin set?” Marvin asked.

Marigold was not sure. Quentin did say that there were only two vases

in the twin set.

“He feels odd to me,” Marvin murmured.

Marigold agreed. “His eyes were big and scary. You did not see his
eyeballs under those glasses. They were amber. Almost vermillion. 1 jumped

out of my skin!”

Marigold showed Marvin her forearm. It was dotted with goosepimples

and tiny hairs standing on end.

“We need to be careful,” Marvin said. “The Very Tall Man in the Very
Bright Coat is up to something.”

3I
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CHAPTER

Eight

Sophia Hotung

Mum and Dad wanted Marvin and Marigold to stay out of trouble while

they worked in the morning,.

Mum and Dad ran a very secretive, very

powerful security company. Dad knew all about

cameras, microphones, and surveillance.

Mum knew all about passwords,

codes, and keys.

32

And although it
was the winter
holiday for Marvin

and Marigold, Mum
and Dad had to

work.

“Why
don’t you two
look at the art
some more?”

Mum suggested.
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“Quentin was telling us that there are
eight artworks hidden around
ARTUS,” Dad said. “They are all cut-
out pictures that show a man and a
woman hiking Mount Fuji. They are
easy to spot, displayed on walls behind
magnifying glasses or something. Go
hunt them down and put them in

order.”

“That will kill some time and
keep you out of trouble,” Mum said,
more to comfort herself than to

encourage the children.

Marvin and Marigold set to

work looking for the eight artworks.

“I found some!” Marvin
hollered to Marigold from across the
Sky Lobby.

“Shhhhhh! shushed Mum from

her seat in the Library.

“No yelling!” yelled Dad. “We

can hear you from here!”

33
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Marigold tiptoed over to her brother and, sure enough, there were four

artworks magnified against the walls between the lift doors.

“This one shows the couple walking under long, spindly branches in a

wood.”

“This one shows the couple resting by a campfire and pointing at the

view in the distance.”
“This one shows village houses nestled in a glade.”
“This one shows the couple holding hands as they climb steppingstones.”
“So, what order do they go in?” Marigold wondered. “I don’t know the
way to Mount Fuji! How are we supposed to put these pictures in order when

we have never even been there?”

Marigold must have been yelling now, because Quentin came over to

offer help.
“You're trying to order the Mount Fuji artworks?” he asked.

Marvin and Marigold nodded eagerly, hoping that Quentin would be

able to give them the answers.

34
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It was clear from the way that Quentin talked about the art, walked
around the art, and looked at the art that he loved the art. He would surely

know the correct sequence for the eight pictures.

But he didn’t. Quentin only laughed. It made the twins

feel very indignant.

“There is no order!” Quentin clarified. “It’s up to
you to tell the story. You can decide
whether the couple encounter the
houses  first, hold hands
on
steppingstones second,  or
navigate the woods third.”

“But what if the sequence isn’t right?” Marvin asked.

3y
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“Or what if we make up different sequences that we both think are right?”

Marigold enquired.

“Then you have two stories. Looking at these pictures is about the
feelings you get and the story you create for yourself to believe. Everyone can
believe something different, and everyone can be right. What might be wrong
to one person is correct to another person. It's our job to find our own

understandings.”

Marvin and Marigold were stumped. They knew 2 + 2 = 4. They knew
ABC came before XYZ. You couldn’t just make up facts!

Quentin could tell that the children were confused. He tapped his temple

twice with his index finger and winked.

“You'll understand one day,” he said.

Marvin and Marigold were not so sure.
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CHAPTER
Ni

Mum and Dad were still tap—tap—typing away at their computers in the
Library. Marvin and Marigold wanted to go back to the residence.

“Please may we go back to our room?” Marvin pleaded.

“We finished the Mount Fuji challenge just as you asked,” Marigold said.

“Very well,” Dad conceded, “but no exploring.”

“We promise,” promised the twins.

Marvin and Marigold started towards the double doors. They were to
march straight through the doors, past the locked door to the Craft & Guild
Foundation, to the lift lobby, into the lift, down to the 8" floor, along the

corridor, and into their room. No detours.

And they did try. They made a very good try of it... until they got to the
liftt lobby.

37



The Heist of Hooded Light Sophia Hotung

The doors of the middle elevator dinged, and the Very Tall Man in the
Very Bright Coat stepped out, except now his coat was no longer aureolin. It

was purple—ish. It was pink—ish. It was grey—ish.
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It's the colour of cough syrup, Marvin thought.

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat jumped at the sight of
Marvin and Marigold. He had not expected them to be dawdling right outside

the lift.

In the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat’s arms was an oblong

package tied up with string and wrapped in brown parcel paper.

“Oh! Hello, children,” the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat

stammered. “How are we this morning?”

He is acting as though he has not already seen us this morning, Marvin

noticed, even though he has seen us... twice!

At least he’s not angry at us, Marigold thought, or worse... disappointed

in us for snooping around the upper floors.

The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat did not wait for a reply. He
crossed the lift lobby and skulked awkwardly with his package towards the

double doors that led to the Commune.
However, he did not go through the doors. Instead, Marvin and

Marigold watched, unblinking, as the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat
placed his long, bony fingers on the doorknob that read: PULL.
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The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat yanked the knob towards
him. The children heard a faint click. The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright
Coat pushed the door inwards and disappeared into the Craft & Guild

Foundation.

“We need to go straight to our room,” Marvin reminded his sister. He
could tell that she desperately wanted to follow the Very Tall Man in the Very
Bright Coat into the Craft & Guild Foundation.

“We need to come back tonight,” she grinned deviously.

“There is no way,” Marvin shook his head. “We are nor coming back

tonight.”
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CHAPTER

Ten

Marvin and Marigold came back that night.
Marigold used both hands to pull the doorknob on the plinth outside

the Craft & Guild Foundation. The twins held their breath until they heard
the click of the lock.
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They were in...

The children entered a dimly lit, carpeted room. It smelt of that same

medicinal varnish that had wafted out of the door on the 21* floor.

To his right, Marvin spotted a gargantuan porcelain bowl. It looked odd
to him. Illustrated people decorated the insides and outsides of the bowl. They

were drawn to look like they were celebrating in a Chinese courtyard, but the

bowl itself looked like a European  punch  bowl...
Chinese people did not use those...
To her left,
Marigold noticed a
tea set. It looked odd
to her. Ornate flowers and
patterns decorated all the wvarious
components of the set. There were teacups
with handles atop saucers. There was a milk jug. Chinese people

did not use those either when it came to teatime.

“What a peculiar collection of bits and bob,” Marigold whispered,

turning to see what Marvin thought.
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But Marvin had frozen still. He stood in the archway of a second room
off to the side. The dim light that illuminated the punch bowl and the tea set
was coming from this second room. It was coming from a lamp, a lamp that
also illuminated the hunched silhouette of the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright
Coat.

“I thought you might visit me in here,” the Very Tall Man in the Very
Bright Coat said. His purple—ish, pink—ish, grey—ish coat looked yellow—ish

too now in the warm lamplight.

Marvin and Marigold trembled and eyed the Very Tall Man in the Very

Bright Coat’s worktop. He was tending to the same vase he had upstairs.

The third vase in the twin set.

“Well,” the Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat tutted, “don’t just
stand there. Come in. I'm curious to know what you think of the K11 Craft &

Guild Foundation, or as we call it here, the KCG.”

Marvin looked at Marigold. She rarely was lost for words. “W-w-we

don’t understand it,” Marvin stuttered.
“What an odd place full of odd things!” Marigold interjected.
The Very Tall Man in the Very Bright Coat laughed again, his head

bobbing up and down. He lay down the very thin brush that he had been

wield