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For our children


Today is where your book begins The rest is still unwritten


– Natasha Bedingfield, ‘Unwritten’




You don’t know who I am. But you’ll have to trust me on this. Because I’m going to tell you something now. It’s about four people you might know. One may even be you. Or me. There are some secrets that have to stay secret.


There’s enough going on in our lives in the years after we hit twelve, without fate backstabbing us too...like the oil spots we can’t scrub away from our foreheads, the hormones we can’t control, the swagger of cool we can’t let slide, the doubts we can’t scour off our minds. We’re trying to be the best versions of who we can be, we really are. Adults don’t get that. Almost never. It’s just so tough! We feel like we’re slipping, our fingers worn out from the nail-biting pressure or the phone-tapping obsession, those fingers are too tired to hold on.


Back to the story, though. So easy to stray off topic. All that research on our nano attention spans. But we like games, right? Puzzles. Riddles. So here’s one.


Get this. Four people, high-schoolers, say, you, me, (though we’ll use aliases for now) who don’t really hang out together – hey, who don’t even like each other all that much. But there’s this one party where everyone collides. And the fireball starts rolling – and that’s just the beginning.


Nothing’s ever going to be the same after this. No backspace.


The party’s going to see a heart breaking. You can even hear the ‘crack’ right across the room, over the thumping music. In another corner, a mask will slip and reveal raw fear. Someone will be driven to the point of no return. Another is headed for a crash. Who will escape and who won’t, and who will pay for it?


So, you want to know who’s who and how they got so tangled with each other. And you want to know who I am and where you fit in. Sorry, you weren’t listening. I said right in the beginning…there are some secrets that have to stay secret.


As for those that spill out: they lie there, ticking, ready to explode in your face, daring you to deal with them.


Life’s like that.
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ALISHA


Look at me spinning. See my beads, bracelets, bands clattering as I swirl around. Orbits. Whizzing lights around me. Had too much to drink at this party, I know. Shouldn’t even drink, I know. Stop with the warnings. I want to – who’s to stop me? What if I want too much? If I want to live in a series of too-muches. Look at Alisha, they should all say, she’s Too Much! The life of this party. Except that I feel like I’m spinning too fast. Over the terrace. Over the edge. I’ll be leaving this party. On my own terms.


AK


Why’s she acting like that? Like she’s flipping crazy, dancing in those dizzying circles. Scarf, chains, skulls, beads flying. One pendant almost gouged out my eye. But I’m not cribbing. I’m here for her…her rock. No one messes with me, all right? Doesn’t she see that? Don’t they all see that? It’s time they did. This party’s going to be the place they will all learn who rules. Total domination. Now or never. So be warned. Minions! (Just thought I’d add that.)


RUHI


Should I leave everything behind and make this leap? Leave sweet little, good little, Ruhi behind in her pink-clouded bedroom and make it to the party? I can’t. What if they find out? What if my folks find out I’m not as good as they think I am? What if my friends find out I’m just too good to be true? What if I find out who I really am, and don’t like me? It’s just a party, no big deal and no big leap, there’s no harm in my going. None at all. Is there?


SHARAD


There isn’t an exam I can’t crack. But I’m illiterate – when it comes to people. I can’t read them, even though I’ve got the thickest specs in class, ha ha. So it’s pointless being here-comes-Sharad-the prize-winner when I feel they’re really saying, ‘Oye, loser!’ Well, it’s all going to change today. Tonight. At this party. Where my goddess will swish her wand and voilà – she’ll make me as cool as she is. I’m religious that way, ha ha. I worship Alisha. Just wait and watch, folks, this party is where it’s All (with a capital A) going to change. Watch!
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SHARAD


You never know what’s behind a closed door.


Nirvana, or the netherworld?


But then, it’s not every day that I’m invited by a goddess. To the top of the world – the twenty-ninth floor, people! So I’m hoping it’s the former – the happily-ever-after-place, you know.


Nine minutes later, after nine jabs at the doorbell and subjecting this huge, triple-locked door to my infamous metal-melting stare, it’s still shut. By rights it should silently swing open on its polished brass hinges to allow me entry into this penthouse party where, as it happens, the happening crowd of my class is. Right now.


Except, I’m not one of them. Should I stay or should I go?


Got it, I’ll toss a coin. Entire cricket matches are decided on that. Oh – no coin. I’ll toss the anti-anxiety pill my mom’s been prescribed instead. Heads, I head into the party. Tails, I turn tail and go home. Wait, what’s heads on a pill? Too late – tossed – swallowed.


The legend on the door reads ‘Mrs and Mr Arora’. Who are in Turkey. (May they have fun there!) Which is why Aman Arora is throwing this party. Let me get back to focusing on this door. Laser-beam stare. The sun’s rays do not burn until brought to a focus – Alexander Graham Bell says from among those dozens of quotes I’ve pasted over my walls at home.


Bell works! Doorbell or A.G. Bell – one of them has done the trick. The door is opened by a girl I don’t know. She pushes past me and storms off. Oh, well, it worked, kind of.


I walk through the portal. And – I am IN! And instantly lost. I melt into the wall, squint in the dark at blurred shapes bobbing around in the flashing lights to the throbbing music, until they morph into familiar entities. Murali, Jonathan, Mihika. I move slowly to the periphery of a cluster of my classmates who are laughing. I couldn’t catch the joke. I laugh uproariously. It feels great to be in, one of the in-gang. It would be awesome to hang out with these fun guys. But I’ve got to go find my goddess, remember? Focus! It’s what got me a lifetime of A’s.


To make it clear, I’m not some sleazy stalker. I’m not teetering on the edge of reality. See, she pinged me last week, Alisha. Some question about the endocrine system. I explained it and we ended up chatting for an hour. I couldn’t sleep the rest of the night. I mean this is Alisha we’re talking about. Alisha! She said she’d see me at the party. And when someone who’s cool orders…tells, not orders…someone who’s not… Get my drift?





Who decides who’s happening? Ever wondered?1





But now there’s no Alisha here and my eyes are bouncing about quicker than the strobe. I stop a girl with a tray of tall glasses with what I’m guessing are cokes.


‘I’m so hot,’ I tell her gratefully, downing one of the drinks. She rolls her eyes.


The second whatabrilliantcoke burns its way down like a chem experiment. Not that I am in the habit of swallowing chem concoctions. I don’t even binge-drink cough syrup. Feeling funny now. I need some more coke. Come back, curl with the gokes! She’s going up the stairs. Maybe Alisha is upstairs. Up I go then. Feeling light. Feeling trippy.


I trip over the first step.


The girlsthecokeswith says, ‘Watch it. You okay?’ She helps me up.


I make it upstairs and begin to cough. It’s oxygen-deficient here. Bodies crammed together, dancing. Hazy lights. Smoke.


If I squint, I can see shapes silhouetted against the light filtering in from the terrace. And – there – in a stop-frame, stop-time, stop-heart moment – I see her.


Alisha. I’d know the beautiful shape of her beautiful head any beautiful where, even without this beautiful coke.




She’s so beautiful I can’t breathe.2





She’s dancing with AK. He’s like the Hulk. Tall. Pumped. Green. Okay, not green. I’m green. Ha ha.


I wave. ‘Hey, Alisha!’ The music and the dark swallow it up. I push my way through to her. ‘Hey, Alisha, I’m here.’


She turns and looks at me. Straight in the eye. I give her my best cokeandnowsmoke totally irresistible smile.


She turns away. I’m in the middle of the crowd, staring at the back of that exquisite head. She continues to sway slowly, her arm thrown around AK.


I get it then. What I will never get, never be. My glass of whatwasoncecoke slips to the floor. The notcoke that’s already gone down me is coming back up the same way.


I push past the bodies and make it to the terrace where I bring out the whydidIeverthinkitwascoke into the nearest potted plant.


The party stops. The dancing stops. The world rotating on its axis stops. Everyone’s staring at me.


I look at Alisha, silently pleading – tell them now, make it make sense.


She tells AK. ‘See, I told you he’s delusional. But harmless. Come, dance.’


Someone with kind eyes gives me a tissue. It’s the girl with the cokes.


I don’t look at her. At anyone. It isn’t just the glass that shattered.


[image: image]




3


ALISHA


Look, I’m spinning. Like a crazy blur. Like fan blades gone wild. Like the dervish we saw at the only ever foreign family holiday we’ve taken. Dubai. 4D3N – 30% off if you pay now! My mother took parathas because ‘home food is healthiest’. And my sis fell ill despite all that. 2D2N out of the prepaid package tour, we stayed in the hotel room. Couldn’t even see a proper sheikh in a dishdasha. I plastered my nose against those massive glitzy shop windows to look at the glossy bags, shoes, and people inside. My father said, Come on, all that’s useless.


Can you blame me now for zoning out? For whirling the thoughts right out of my head. What did Geography Ma’am say? The world rotates at one thousand miles an hour. I should, by the laws of last-term’s Physics, be flung right off it. I’m ready – arms stretched out like wings. To be slung out to a distant planet, to meet an alien – a rich, crazy–exciting alien.


‘Hey Al, hey!’ AK’s voice. He holds my elbow. To steady me or to stop me?


‘I’m cool,’ I say. I am cool. I’m the coolest kid I know. The coolest kid you all know – don’t forget that!


Don’t stop me. I need air. The terrace! I walk out. Leaving AK standing there, scowling.


All these girls clustering around me, trying to look like me. My black lipstick and black nails, black spiked hair, the kajal drawn thick around my eyes so my face looks even paler, veins blue, collarbones sticking out like knives. Yeah, you can’t be like me. I’m the only me around.


What’s funny is that I come from boring. My family’s so dull, I want to yell at them. So content with their midsize car, midsize apartment, midsize minds. Neighbours and relatives dropping in for chatty let’s-do-potluck lunches… all of them looking and speaking alike, like bots. Ugly spots, clots, bots! So – so – plain. I’m not one of them. I’m NOT. Why do I want to cry? To stand out here on the terrace of this pricey building that my family could never even dream of living in, and to scream at the stars.


Watch me – I’m different. I don’t want their dreary straight-line lives, their small-time satisfaction, their large, happy, idiotic extended family gatherings. Look at who I really am. A brilliant diamond trapped underground, can’t you see that? Shine on me, I implore the stars, I’m one of you, not one of them.




Ordinary is the worst thing I can be.3





Getting here didn’t come easy. They call it manipulation. Like that’s a bad thing!? It’s good, it’s great, it takes masterful intelligence to twist someone around my serpent-ringed little finger. To sit with a cold eye. Watching the rest of the girls gorge on chocolate cake. Till they notice me sipping on diet soda, thin and gorgeous, and then their cake sticks in their throats. They push away their plates. Their envious eyes follow me with AK, the guy with the car, the games, the big house, the rich dad. Do I really want to be with him? Or be him?


His dad was in the papers one day, inaugurating one of the towers he’d built, star-kissing and sparkly like this one. I pointed him out to my father. Look, AK’s dad is in the news. Impress my father, challenge him, shake him out of his bifocals. He nodded over his paratha – Nice, nice, beta! – and turned the page.


I was born to be shimmering, sizzling, not plain. It’s ripping me apart and no one can see it. I can’t take the ‘plain’. And I can’t take the pain.




If I can’t stop hurting, let me hurt someone else.4





I bend over the railing and twenty-nine floors down, on the driveway, I see Sharad go stumbling out. I humiliated him in front of everyone. Why doesn’t everyone hate me? I’d hate me if I wasn’t me. He looks drunk. He probably is. He has possibly never drunk before. And I’ve made him do that today. I have the power to change people. To crush people. But why would I do that to someone who’s crazy about me?


Because I can.
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AK


What goes down must come up…and into a flowerpot. That was fun, admit it. Sharad’s solo show. Or duet – with that plant.


Loser! Class topper and all that, for what? He can’t even hold a drink – literally – ha, dropped the glass. My dad should see him, the way he goes on about Achiever Kids. No, scratch that, my dad should see me now. Anyway, back to the partaaay!


This party sucks!


Thinking of my dad has ruined it.


Nah, Sharad’s ruined it. Alisha and I had something going on before that.


Honestly, it’s Alisha. She’s ruined it. She’s moved off on to the terrace, left me here, slow-dancing with my glass. Everyone saw her, right? Walking out on me. No one walks out on me! I mean, show some respect, yeah?


No one treats my dad like this.


It’s stifling here. My head’s on fire. I walk over to the terrace, to Alisha bending over the wrought-iron railing. She looks so frail, like she’ll break. I won’t let her break. I’ve got her. I hold her elbow. ‘Hey, Al,’ I say softly.


She keeps looking down. I bend over too, and see a staggering figure far below – Sharad? Seriously? She’s still looking at him. The Amazing A-Plus Puking Party Pooper? C’mon!


A little more firm now. ‘Al, hey! Let’s go back and dance.’


‘You go. I want to stay here. I want air.’


‘Cool, let’s go get some air,’ I tug at her elbow. ‘Let’s go for a drive. Come on. I’m fed up with this party anyway.’


She stays where she is. Frail. Strong.


Strong. Stubborn. Stupid. She’s making me mad now. Being a tease.


‘You wanna come with me? ’Cos I’m leaving anyway. Now!’


A flick of her hair. ‘You’re going to drive like that? You’re drunk!’


Is she really worried? Or merely mocking me? I can’t tell – my head’s burning up. This party was rockin’, but now it’s…phew!




Why do I reach boiling point in a microsecond?5





I need to break something. I throw my glass at the flowerpot. And stomp out.


Air, yeah, I need air too. Air’s a great idea. Leave these losers behind.


I crash my way through the house to the elevator. Down. Down. Down. I’m on my way down. There’s that movie where they go right down into the underbelly of the earth. And fight their way back up. Why? I’d stay there – it seemed better than this place for sure.


I’m in the car now. My parents’ Audi, engine revving. I’m looking out at the driveway, but all I see is my living room, earlier this evening, my dad behaving like an alpha ape with a bunch of bananas. With four cars, he wouldn’t miss one if it danced out in front of him, but because I was asking for his car, it had to be a no.


My mom, who was back from some society fundraiser, threw her bag on the sofa. ‘It’s only a car. You’ll buy another with your small change.’ You’d think she was helping me out. But she was just using me as the point of her dagger. They’re always in the middle of an ongoing battle. And I make the perfect weapon. Double-edged, to cut both ways.


Dad shrugged. ‘He’s got to learn to take a no. He’s too soft. You’ve spoilt him. Painting the town red in fancy wheels.’


‘Like his father…’ She darted a quick look at me, then bit her lip. She opened her bag and threw me a key ring. ‘Take my Audi.’


‘Your Audi?’ my dad laughed. Chilling.


He’d bought her the Audi as a birthday gift last year, at the peak of the Ninety-third Battle of the Bloodthirsty Kashyap Klan. I don’t have a clue why. They posted a pic with their arms around each other and the Audi. Our latest baby, the pic said.


‘Thanks, Mom,’ I said softly, hoping to steer things back to normal.





What’s normal? Is a family that clashes like this on a daily basis normal? Or is it just mine?6





‘I’ll take good care of the car, Dad.’ I said. ‘Really.’ He didn’t even look at me.


The front door swung open and Neo sashayed in. Like she owned the place. She does. Heir unquestioned. My older sis, back on vacation from her undergrad in the US where, according to her, she’s burning the midnight oil, getting a degree in business. According to me, though, she’s burning up his money as fast as he makes it. ‘Heylo, people,’ she drawled and without breaking stride, started yapping about her boyfriend. Who, of course, is brilliant and – let me make this short – all the things Dad expects me to be. ‘You’ll never guess what Max said today!’


I didn’t look at her, of course, because I was looking at my dad. I knew what would happen next. It’s been a long-running script. His brow cleared, eyes brightened, and he turned towards her. ‘Niharika! What?’ His face was so eager, I turned away. And slipped out of the front door.


Rewind over. So back here. Me in the hard-won car. It’s been revving up a storm. I’m giving Alisha time to walk down. It’s different between Alisha and me, unlike between my folks. We’ll be there for each other, forever. She’ll walk down any minute now. I know she will.


The elevator stops at the ground floor. The doors slide open. A man trundling a suitcase walks out. The doors close.


I inch the Audi forward, till I can crane my neck to look up at the penthouse. There she is, still bending over the balcony.


Like I care. I don’t. I’ll show her I don’t.


I spin the car out on to the driveway and the Audi responds beautifully, streaking out towards the gate. The security guard leaps out of the way. That’s good, yeah! Show some respect.


World, show me some respect!


Alisha, did you see that?
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RUHI


One flick of the switch and my room’s all black. Black as velvet. Black as the little black velvet skirt. The one I haven’t worn because it’s pink-nightie time now; time for good girls to go to bed.


Look at how good Ruhi is, I can see it in my teacher’s eyes when I’m the first to hand in my paper. Look at how good Ruhi is, every mom is itching to tell her kid. I like romantic films. That’s all right. No one minds.


I like short black velvet skirts. That’s not all right.


I like Alisha. I want to be Alisha. That’s not all right. Alisha, say my parents, no, no, Baby, you’re so much better than that. She’s…well, so…poor thing!


No way Alisha is a poor thing. Ha! She’s partying right now. While I’m in my pink bedroom in bed, under my frilly, floral quilt.


Except that I’m not.


Pillows lie plumped up under my quilt. Sleep well, pillows, be good, Monday’s the Bio test.


I wriggle into the black velvet skirt. I wish my knees weren’t so chubby. They look like puffed-out cheeks. I pout at the bathroom mirror. Don’t I look good? Why does good have to be bad? Bad girls look good in short skirts. That’s not all right. These voices out of my head – I want them to leave, exit, vanish! I’m going out to have fun, and fun’s just fine. Fun’s good.




Is everything either good or bad, black or white, true or false? Yes? Or no?7





Of course, Mumma doesn’t know. But that’s only to protect her. What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her. I’m lucky I’ve got such a wonderful mother… I love my mother. I just don’t want to be her. I’m sorry, Mumma. I didn’t mean that. Good girls don’t think like that.


I line my lashes with the blue mascara I’d picked up from Arien Plaza. It’s been waiting for today, stashed away in the bookshelf, along with the skirt. Ten minutes later, I look up again at the mirror. I look at myself and see Mumma instead. I’ve got to stop this. Off goes the bathroom light! Off!


Footsteps. Outside my door. Papa asking, ‘Are you okay, Baby?’


‘Mffffff,’ I mumble. ‘Sleeping.’


‘Good. Sleep well. Wake up early tomorrow and study.’


My eyes begin to water. It’s the mascara. They love me so much. They trust me so much. I’d rather die than disobey them – disappoint them, I mean. Stupid mascara!




I’m guilty even before I do anything wrong.8





Into my balcony. A one-storey jump to the sandpit below. Or a one-step back to my warm, pink bedroom.


Should I risk it?


Do good girls take risks? Do good girls who look good in black skirts take risks?


I jump.
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SHARAD


Out on the street and bending over again, retching. No one should see me like this. I feel sick, stupid. And that’s a laugh because I’m the smartest kid in class, I’m anything but stupid. It’s a laugh, but I’m not laughing. Alisha is laughing. Or was.


A broken brick in the pavement. I go sprawling on to the street. Scrambling up, keeling over, walking sideways, swaying.


I can’t go home like this. I’d get eaten alive by my cousins. They’re vegetarian, but you know what I mean. Macho, mean guys. But they’re looking after Maa and me, so I’ve got to say Thank You. And Sorry. I’ve got to say Sorry a lot. Get my face pushed into the rice on my plate when the grown-ups are away, look up and say, Sorry, I should have eaten that faster. Get tripped by a jean-clad leg that suddenly popped out of nowhere, and say, Sorry, I should have been more careful.


How about, Sorry I’m so smart while you’re all blobs of dough? None of you even came near an A, so just manage the family business while I go on and get that brilliant college degree and the fat starting package and take my mom and me far away and Goodbye and Thank you for your six-bedroom bungalow with statues of white women in Greek tunics carrying vases in a Bangalore garden. Jab in my ribs. Sharad, stop looking at those statues, even those babes are way out of your league. Kushal cackling. Blob #1, by way of introduction.


Why are you always so angry? Maa keeps asking. You’ve got so much to be grateful for, we’re lucky. See how well my brothers take care of us. After your father, you know... How many families would look after their sister and her child like this? And your cousins love you, they’re just treating you like a kid brother. We’re all one family. They’ll all be so proud when you graduate top of your school, top of your state. Just wait and see. So proud of their smart little kid brother.


I switch off halfway. She’s delusional. Totally stark raving loony. But she’s my mother. And I’m going to lift her out of this one-loving-family farce we’re in. That’s why it’s critical I study till I know the books backwards, go on – test me. I’ll tell you what the first subhead is on any page number of any book you pick up… And I study like this so that I can slide smoothly into one of those top engineering colleges and a six-figure monthly salary. And then Alisha will say, I always knew you were a rock star. My mother, I mean, not Alisha.


Hey! Bright lights whizzing closer. Too bright – dim them, idiot! My eyes are doing their own number. Haven’t you heard of dimmers? I throw up an arm to shield my eyes. And then I realize the lights are the least of my problems. The car’s coming straight at me.


ALISHA


Sharad staggering away, AK driving away. I made them do that… Me. I’m a goddess. Strong. Powerful. Destructive. Impressive. Empty?


I shoulder my long-strapped sling bag, the one with the grinning skull painted on. Weave through the heaving bodies to the table with the food. No one’s touched it yet. Everyone’s busy screaming the totally wrong lyrics to the current song and flailing their limbs around. Eww! Like they’re laundry twitching on a clothesline. Some dignity, guys!


Quick look around. No one’s seen me. Slide the French fries off the plate into my bag. Steal a side glance at the slices of chocolate cake. No, that’s too much. Mini samosas, perfect! Into the bag. Oh, all right then, what does it matter anyway? The chocolate cake goes in too. The bag’s bulging. Stop!


That door at the end of the corridor, that’s been shut all along. I know it’s Aman’s folks’ room. No one’s in there. Turn the knob. It opens smoothly and I slip in, unnoticed. Wispy as hookah smoke, slinky as a ghost. Lock the door, and the clock’s ticking. Push open the bathroom door – it’s all marble and mirrors. That’s how the penthousers live. That’s how I should live. I sit on the marble slab holding the washbasin, and with a sudden urgency clawing at me, I begin to eat.


Down, down, don’t waste time biting or chewing, Alisha. I choke on the tip of a samosa but just swallow, my eyes watering. This is beautiful. I am crying as I eat, eat, eat. Till the bag is empty. Tears of joy. The food’s lovely. Warm. Kind. Caring. It makes me feel more loved than anyone ever has before. The food loves me whether I’m perfect or not. Who else does?




Will I find perfect love if I don’t look perfect?9










OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Table of Contents



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		After Midnight



		Talk Space



		Acknowledgements



		Author







   







   Page List





      		Page i



      		Page ii



      		Page iii



      		Page iv



      		Page 1



       		Page 3



       		Page 4



       		Page 5



       		Page 6



       		Page 7



       		Page 8



       		Page 9



       		Page 10



       		Page 11



       		Page 12



       		Page 13



       		Page 14



       		Page 15



       		Page 16



       		Page 17



       		Page 18



       		Page 19



       		Page 20



       		Page 21



       		Page 22



       		Page 23



       		Page 24



       		Page 25



       		Page 26



       		Page 27



       		Page 28



       		Page 29



       		Page 30



       		Page 31



       		Page 32



       		Page 33



       		Page 34



       		Page 35



       		Page 36



       		Page 37



       		Page 38



       		Page 39



       		Page 40



       		Page 41



       		Page 42



       		Page 43



       		Page 44



       		Page 45



       		Page 46



       		Page 47



       		Page 48



       		Page 49



       		Page 50



       		Page 51



       		Page 52



       		Page 53



       		Page 54



       		Page 55



       		Page 56



       		Page 57



       		Page 58



       		Page 59



       		Page 60



       		Page 61



       		Page 62



       		Page 63



       		Page 64



       		Page 65



       		Page 66



       		Page 67



       		Page 68



       		Page 69



       		Page 70



       		Page 71



       		Page 72



       		Page 73



       		Page 74



       		Page 75



       		Page 76



       		Page 77



       		Page 78



       		Page 79



       		Page 80



       		Page 81



       		Page 82



       		Page 83



       		Page 84



       		Page 85



       		Page 86



       		Page 87



       		Page 88



       		Page 89



       		Page 90



       		Page 91



       		Page 92



       		Page 93



       		Page 94



       		Page 95



       		Page 96



       		Page 97



       

       		Page 98



       		Page 99



       		Page 100



       		Page 101



       		Page 102



       		Page 103



       		Page 104



       		Page 105



       

       		Page 106



       		Page 107



       		Page 108



       		Page 109



       		Page 110



       		Page 111



       		Page 112



       		Page 113



       		Page 114



       		Page 115



       

       		Page 116



       		Page 117



       		Page 118



       		Page 119



       		Page 120



       		Page 121



       		Page 122



       

       		Page 123



       		Page 124



       		Page 125



       		Page 126



       		Page 127



       		Page 128



       		Page 129



       		Page 130



       		Page 131



       

       		Page 132



       		Page 133



       		Page 134



       		Page 135



       		Page 136



       		Page 137



       		Page 138



       		Page 139



       

       		Page 140



       		Page 141



       		Page 142



       		Page 143



       		Page 144



       		Page 145



       		Page 146



       		Page 147



       

       		Page 148



       		Page 149



       		Page 150



       		Page 151



       		Page 152



       		Page 153



       		Page 154



       		Page 155



       		Page 156



       

       		Page 157



       		Page 158



       		Page 159



       		Page 160



       		Page 161



       		Page 162



       		Page 163



       

       		Page 164



       		Page 165



       		Page 166



       		Page 167



       		Page 168



       		Page 169



       		Page 170



       		Page 171



       

       		Page 172



       		Page 173



       		Page 174



       		Page 175



       		Page 176



       		Page 177



       		Page 178



       

       		Page 179



       		Page 180



       		Page 181



       		Page 182



       		Page 183



       		Page 184



       

       

       		Page 185



       		Page 186



       		Page 187



                 

       		Page 189



       		Page 190



       		Page 191



       		Page 192



       		Page 193



       		Page 194



       		Page 195



       		Page 196



       		Page 197



       		Page 198



       		Page 199



       		Page 200



       		Page 201



       		Page 202



       		Page 203



       		Page 204



       		Page 205



       		Page 206



       		Page 207



       		Page 208



       		Page 209



       		Page 210



       		Page 211



       		Page 212



       		Page 213



       		Page 214



       		Page 215



       		Page 216



       		Page 217



       		Page 218



       		Page 219



       		Page 220



       		Page 221



       		Page 222



       		Page 223





       		Page 224



       		Page 225



       		Page 226



       

       

       		Page 227



       

       

       		Page 228











OEBPS/images/Common.jpg





OEBPS/Cover.jpg
JANE DE SUZA & SANGITA UNNI

Y S
R,

=2 ?w&'?






OEBPS/images/logo.gif
[5t€book
5] hachette

N





OEBPS/images/logo3.gif
-] hachette [@hpok





