But really | was not anne’

Little Miss Minerva was with me.

: She was my frientd. R o . \_\’\

Her job was to take photos of Old Itokawa P B
| could hesthe voice of - j///
&  my Dad, the Earth. - : e .
He was cHeering me on.
-
.
.
Keep going,
keep going. .
. -



