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Heav’n has no rage like love to hatred turn’d,


Nor hell a fury like a woman scorn’d.


– William Congreve, The Mourning Bride




Introduction


SHINIE ANTONY


DEMURE, SHY, MODEST, soft-spoken, self-sacrificing. Popular clichés limit women to the male imagination. For many an era, women have either tired of toeing the line or downright rejected the much-publicized ideal prototype. Every fight a long-drawn-out one: the right to be born, to an education, to cover breasts, to vote, to work, to want whom they want, to walk down a road at midnight, to use the armrest in a plane.


Poets have devoted verse to every part of her: face like the moon, lips of rose petals, hair bolts of silk. She is doe-eyed, ox-eyed, starry-eyed, lotus-eyed, almond-eyed... That’s on a good day. On bad days, women have an agenda, an axe to grind, a poisoned apple to hawk. Medusa, Jezebel, Shurpanakha, Lilith, Salome, Circe. Giving everyone something to talk about.


The stories in this book explore retaliations only provoked women are capable of. Vengeance, vendetta, the silent strike, swift and lethal. Mothers, brides, girlfriends, goddaughters, ghosts, faithful family retainers, scheming aunts. Here the heroines are freely emotional, at their dramatic best, or slyly mute, going after what’s owed them – respect. First, they play nice. Then. Eyes stop twinkling, the cheek stops dimpling. They curse freely, these uninvited witches at fairy-tale christenings.


The world has long grown indifferent to the sight of men losing their shit. Their aggression is legend. They go to war, slay dragons, get into drunken brawls in back alleys – they bore the world with their little-boy games. Women, on the other hand, keep calm until betrayed. Then all bets are off. A woman who plots revenge reinvents herself, reclaims the planet: ‘This place is mine too.’ She is not waiting for applause or a pat on the back, for the history books to record – just righting wrongs. Taking into her own hands what she is told she can’t. Third person suddenly first person. Emerging like a moon from behind dark clouds to claim an entire sky.


She will tell you, if you ask her, she is looking after herself at last. Whispering ‘I love you’ to the mirror, kissing glass. It is called survival. Don’t cross her. You don’t want her coming after you. Claws out, fangs bared, hackles raised, slit-eyed, baying for blood.


Run, little man, run.
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Madhavi Mahadevan is the author of three novels based on the Mahabharata: The Kaunteyas, Bride of the Forest: The Untold Story of Yayati’s Daughter and The Forgotten Wife: The Story of Hidimbi and Bheem. She has written two collections of short stories, and contributed to the anthologies Boo, Why We Don’t Talk and An Unsuitable Woman. She is also an award-winning author of children’s books.
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According to her, retribution is a timeless trope. In several ancient mythologies, the presiding deity of justice is a goddess. Maat in ancient Egypt; Nemesis, Themis or Dike in Greece; Justitia in ancient Rome; Mahadevi, Mahamaya, Parashakti, Durga in India – many names, always a woman.
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The Woman Who Lost Her Head


MADHAVI MAHADEVAN


WHEN A WOMAN realizes that she’s about to be beheaded, what does she do? She runs.


I ran.


It had taken Rama Jamadagnya a moment or two to grasp what he had been commanded to do. It dawned upon him that if he did not obey his powerful father, he too would meet the same fate as his elder brothers: dust unto dust. They lay before him, indistinguishable from each other, in four small heaps. A single curse was all it had taken to reduce them to ashes.


And I knew – even as he was still making up his mind – that, unlike his siblings, Rama would obey Jamadagni. With that premonition, I ran.


Of their own choice, my feet took me along the narrow mud path that led deeper into the forest. Through light and shade, low scrub and wild banana groves, past a herd of deer, a family of partridges, I twisted and turned, with no guiding thought except to keep moving. I had to stay ahead – my life depended on it. This pursuit was a ghoulish reversal of how it had once been. Then he had taken playful baby steps away from me, and I, his mother, had followed, laughingly calling out, Rama, I’m going to catch you, just you wait! This time he was chasing me. He was hunting me down, as if I were a prey that he would hound to the margins of the universe if need be.


He was bigger than I. Younger, stronger and more focused. However, the thick vegetation was a camouflage. For several minutes he lost track of me. Yet my pace was flagging when the river appeared. The flash and sparkle of her mud-green waters through the trees was enough to give my flight a fresh impetus, a clear direction. Above the pebbles and the soft sand of the riverbank, on firmer ground, stood a single hut, almost indistinguishable from the surrounding bamboo thicket. A woman of low birth, a fisherwoman, lived in it. I had always avoided going there before, but now I made for the hut, praying that I could give him the slip.


To one side of the front door was an upturned boat, festooned with a fishing net. A pumpkin vine scaled the mud walls, on the beaten earth floor of the front yard, fish scales shone like splinters from a broken rainbow. The morning’s catch lay neatly arranged on sal leaves in two cane baskets slung on a bamboo pole, ready for sale in the village market. But where was she? Where had the fisherwoman gone? The last time I had seen her by the river, she had flashed a smile and waved but kept her distance, as she always did.


I banged on the front door. It wasn’t locked. I went in and quickly fastened the bolt. All was silent inside the single room. The air was still smoky from a doused kitchen fire. Murky light filtered in through a narrow window at the back, allowing me to make out the shape of things. Embers glowed in the hearth under a covered clay pot; a few utensils were arranged on a crude wooden rack; a rolled-up reed mat was propped against a wall; a piece of driftwood gathered from the shore and a string of cowrie shells lay on the floor. These were the odds and ends of a meagre existence so disconnected from mine that it was difficult for me to comprehend. Yet, for a blessed moment, I had a sense of respite. Safe! I am safe. He will not come here.


Before long, however, my ears caught the sound of his tread. His footfall was slower now, heavier and more measured. It came to a stop outside the front door. Slower his breathing too, it had dropped back to its normal rhythm. Next came the axe. A few quick blows and the flimsy door cracked open. He stepped in, filling the space with his massive body. It took him a minute or two to get accustomed to the dimness inside. His shoulders relaxed. He had spotted me backed into a corner. He let out a sigh and stepped forward.


‘Son, have mercy. Do not kill me!’


What did he make of my words? Nothing. He was emotionless, just doing his duty.


He swung the axe up, tightened his grip and adjusted his stance. The skin on his face stretched, his muscles grew taut as he leaned back, drawing his entire body into an arc. He looked down. I stared into his eyes. They were purposeful, dispassionate, yet radiating a strange comfort. One blow. A clean job of it. It will not hurt at all. The blade’s sharp edge caught my eye, and the illogicality of the situation struck me. The ordinary woodcutter’s axe with which he was about to slay me had hung on my wall at home for years. Rama, the strongest among his siblings, would take it to the forest to bring back firewood. It was his particular chore. That morning too he had gone into the forest when his father summoned his siblings and gave them an order.


Well. Here we were.


There’s nothing quite like having a sharp axe suspended above your neck to make you change your outlook. Fear drained out of me, replaced by an odd calm. Nothing I could say to Rama would make any difference to my fate, neither argument nor an appeal for mercy. After the deed was done, he would quietly go away, climb a high mountain and perform yet another tapasya... They, father and son, would go on with their lives, while I would fade away from memory, leaving not even a tiny scratch on the sheen of their reputation. I would die and nobody would know why. In those last, miserable moments of my life, the thought came to me: Why should Rama be allowed to forget that for the nine months I carried him, that it was my lifeblood that nourished him? When he left my womb, it was with that same blood streaked all over his body.


Even so, I knew that for Rama this was not at all about me. He had not judged me, his father had. The word of a father is the word of God. Impure, Jamadagni had called me, my body... Despite that, my other four sons had outright refused to obey him. A father’s command must be obeyed, but matricide? It was unthinkable, they said, no matter what her misdeed. Like a king who punishes rebels in his kingdom with death, the righteous Brahmin had incinerated his own sons for disobeying him. Filicide was no sin, apparently. Rama had understood then that though his journey had barely begun, it was all about the one bloodline through which he was travelling and the binding loyalty he owed it. It was that which had made him realize that he had no option but to obey the outrageous command: Behead her!


Crime and punishment – when it came to these matters, erudite men like my husband always have the last word.


Jamadagni came from a long line of great rishis, seers who had won special powers from the gods after eons of tapasya. In the genealogy of these men, a sense of purpose ran strong. Their special destiny was to uphold righteousness in the world. To fulfil it, these selfless, enlightened beings strode across time and space, impervious to the constraints of both. They drew up the laws by which everyone else had to live. Those who broke them were never left unpunished.
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After our wedding, on the first occasion that we were completely alone, Jamadagni had unlocked a wooden chest that stood in the corner of the bedroom and taken out a sheaf of palm leaf manuscripts wrapped in soft linen.


‘May I read out something to you?’ he asked.


His voice was deep, eyes magnetic. I wanted to keep looking at him. I nodded silently.


He began reading, saying the words perfectly, as if they were pearls dropping from his lips. ‘If the wife is radiant with beauty, the whole house is bright. But if she is destitute of beauty, all will appear dismal.’ He stopped and looked at me steadily.


I blushed in confusion. ‘I didn’t know you wrote poetry,’ I said. ‘But then I know almost nothing about you. When did you write this? Was it after you saw me on the riverbank?’


A half-smile curved his lips. My naiveté had amused him.


At that time, the story doing the rounds was this: Jamadagni had seen me at dawn on the riverbank and was smitten. A few days later, he had sent an emissary to my father’s court asking for my hand.


‘King, consider yourself lucky,’ Rishi Agastya said to my father. ‘Jamadagni, on whose behalf I bring this proposal of marriage, is the scion of a line of great sages. Shukracharya, the guru of the Asuras, was his forefather. Jamadagni, too, is an expert in the science of archery. Kings fall at his feet seeking admission for their sons in his school. He is among the most influential Brahmins of all time... the right sort of connection for you to have. In my opinion, the princess can’t get a match from a pedigree more ancient or more illustrious than his. You don’t need to think twice.’


A look passed between my parents. Father cleared his throat, a sign of his nervousness. ‘I am aware of the honour, Rishivar,’ he said solemnly. ‘But a match between a Kshatriya princess and a Brahmin rishi, no matter how magnificent his bloodline...’ his voice tapered off. ‘Do you really recommend it, Mahamuni?’


‘I do,’ the sage said. ‘Haven’t I married a princess of Vidarbha? Besides, Jamadagni’s mother, Satyavati, too was from a Kshatriya family. Her father was the ruler of Kanyakubja. You are, indeed, fortunate that your daughter has caught the eye of an eminent rishi.’


‘Is that so?’ My father turned to look at me, surprised. ‘How did you, er, catch his eye?’ I replied with a blank look and a silent shake of my head. He raised his eyebrows and asked my mother, ‘Where has this daughter of yours been roving? I thought you were quite strict about these matters.’


‘I am!’ Mother said indignantly. ‘Renuka is escorted by reliable servants and the royal guards everywhere she goes.’


Agastya smiled. ‘I am not suggesting that she was doing anything inappropriate, but the princess does spend a lot of her time by the river. It was there Jamadagni spotted her.’


They were, all three, looking at me oddly. I felt my face redden. ‘I go to the river to collect mud,’ I said, thinking how boring it made me appear, as if I were a cow who had been let loose to graze. ‘For sculpture and pottery,’ I clarified.


‘You are very good at it, I’ve heard,’ Agastya said, with a faint tinge of condescension. ‘Jamadagni spoke of your artwork.’


Father scoffed. ‘What artwork? She makes dolls, toys, lamps, pots. So do hundreds of women in the villages along the riverbank.’


‘Nevertheless, Jamadagni was impressed by your daughter’s skills,’ Agastya said. As if settling the matter, he added in a tone of sage-like prescience, ‘I would say this union is ordained.’


‘Maybe he’s right,’ Mother said, after Agastya had left. ‘Nothing else explains the rishi’s sudden decision to marry Renuka. Maybe it is ordained.’


A rishi had seen me in passing and now he wanted to marry me. What had he, given his extraordinary vision, seen in me that captivated him so completely? Could it be love? I wondered silently.


‘Ordained?’ Father looked skeptical. ‘It has certainly been ordered. You know, as well as I do, that refusing a proposal from an eminent Brahmin that has come to us through another eminent Brahmin would mean offending...’


‘Two eminent Brahmins,’ Mother concluded with a shudder. ‘You are right. We can’t afford to displease these all-powerful Brahmins. They are quick to anger, and their curses can be quite inventive. We must hope for the best... I’ll start with the preparations for the wedding.’


Listening to them, I felt slightly aggrieved. Marriage, I knew, was inevitable for me. When a proposal arrived, one’s parents decided, based on their own consideration, whether it should be welcomed or politely rejected. But I was a princess; I had expected to be consulted too. I wanted time to consider, to talk about the proposal with my mother, to feel reassured that it would all turn out well. However, everyone, it appeared, had suddenly become very busy. As my mother said, ‘She may be marrying a forest-dwelling sage, but for us it’s still a royal wedding.’


Even so, in the days before the wedding, she found the time to chat with me. ‘You have been brought up in a palace and they may find your ways strange,’ she said.


‘They?’


‘The community at the hermitage.’


‘Rishi Jamadagni’s mother too was from a royal household. Surely that will make me less like an outsider...’


‘On the contrary, the pressure to conform may be greater.’


I opened my mouth to protest, but she cut me short. ‘No, don’t interrupt. I know what you are thinking. Royal families support hermitages. Your father, too, has been the patron of yagnas and we have stayed in the forest several times. However, living in a religious community for the rest of your life is going to be a challenge for you.’


‘But I will be living with him as his wife,’ I said. ‘Doesn’t it mean the same thing everywhere?’


Mother smiled. ‘When it comes to a woman’s work, the day-to-day running of a household, you are right. I am not worried on that account, you are well-trained. You will adapt too. However, in a hermitage, though the rules are stringent for everyone, there is very little leniency for women. As rishipatni, you will naturally have respect. You must ensure that you never lose it... Always remember that a virtuous woman is honoured by all.’


‘All!’ I echoed. ‘Does that include the whole world, or only the men in it?’


She shot me a pained look. ‘Men and women. In our world, a virtuous woman is honoured by all.’


‘Just as, in our world, a violent man is respected by all?’


‘That tongue of yours!’ she exclaimed in irritation. ‘You really must learn to curb it.’


‘What did I say that was wrong?’ I protested. ‘Kshatriyas use swords, maces and bows to subdue their enemies, but Brahmin rishis merely utter curses that destroy lives. Who is feared more?’


‘If you carry on like that, you’ll invite a curse on your head on the very first day there,’ she said drily. ‘Don’t go off on a tangent... Honour is important to everyone, man or woman. We must, each one of us, guard what is most important to us.’


‘So, you are saying that a woman must defend her virtue at all cost.’


‘Exactly!’


‘But where does a woman’s virtue lie?’


‘In her body... where else?’


‘Not in her head?’


‘Her character lies in her head.’


‘In that case,’ I said, laughing, ‘I would rather be a woman of character than of virtue.’


My mother was unamused. ‘It’s not like you have a choice, Daughter,’ she said. ‘You have to be both. You must be both. Once you lose your head, the body follows. Remember that, in this world, it is a woman’s body that brings her shame. Do not allow either your head or your body to betray you.’
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I saw Jamadagni for the first time on the wedding pandal. He appeared older than I had expected, perhaps due to the look of reserve on his face and a peculiar quality of stillness, a coiled energy, about him. It made the priests performing the rituals a bit nervous, I noticed. As for me, I found him exciting and attractive. He was tall and well-proportioned. Unlike our kinsmen, the obese kings who had been invited for the occasion, his body was lean and well-toned and his face had perfect symmetry. His eyes were a honey brown, skin pale, which in itself was unusual in our part of the world.


‘I’m surprised that you find the time to write poetry,’ I said to him when he read out the verse. ‘And that I was the inspiration...’


Still smiling faintly, he returned the manuscript into the box. ‘Though it may sound like that to your ears, this isn’t love poetry,’ he said in a pleasant but precise tone, as if mildly censuring me. ‘What I quoted to you is from a sacred text composed by Swayambhuva Manu. It’s called Manusmriti. My ancestor Bhrigu, too, contributed large sections to it.’


‘I’ve heard of it,’ I said, cautiously.


‘Good!’ He seemed pleased. ‘Then you will not find it difficult to adjust to your new life. Self-control is the key to righteous living for everyone, particularly women. But I noticed that about you from the beginning, when I saw your creations on the riverbank.’


‘Are you referring to the sand sculptures?’ I asked curiously. ‘It’s just a skill I have, nothing more.’


‘Your modesty is appropriate. It may be a skill for others, but in your hands, it’s sheer magic.’


His approval made me glad. Though my parents had never said it, I had always felt that they thought of my love for sculpture and pottery as a useless pastime. My mother, in particular, had always urged me to learn more practical household skills. And now, I’d finally found someone who was encouraging me.


‘I watched you for a long time,’ he said. ‘Your single-pointed focus. It revealed that you are not like other women. As the...’


‘I’d love to make something especially for you,’ I offered impulsively. ‘What would you like? I could...’


Frowning at the interruption, he raised his voice a notch. ‘As the Manusmriti warns us repeatedly, women are, by nature, wayward. Only a woman who has succeeded in reining in her mind and senses entirely can achieve that precision, that purity which I seek in my wife.’ He looked at me searchingly. ‘Do you understand what I mean? I want you to attain that integrity.’


Precision, I understood, but purity? Integrity? What did he mean? He was looking at me, waiting for a response. ‘I will try my best,’ I said, not knowing what else to say.


‘I know you will. I want everyone to see what a woman can do if her mind and body are pure. Tomorrow morning, when you go down to the river, bring a sand pot full of water for the prayer ritual.’


I gasped. What was he talking about? Even a child knew that sand was porous. Surely, he was joking. But when I looked into his eyes, instead of lightness, I sensed its opposite: a ruthlessness. It was gone the next instant, but it left me thoughtful. He was a sage with a deeper vision than ordinary men. Why was he asking me for the impossible unless he knew that it was within my grasp?


He drew me into his arms, tilted my chin up and looked into my eyes. ‘And now, since you seem to prefer love poetry, let me say it. You are, indeed, a beautiful woman.’ He pushed my hair back and kissed my ear with his warm breath. ‘I could not have asked for a better ardhangini.’


One half of him. Love words? They sounded like that, or maybe I was eager to hear them that way.


As a child, I had always liked to play with sand. There was a stretch along the river outside my father’s palace, where the sand had the perfect texture for being turned into anything you wanted. Passing the soft, moist grains through my small fingers for the first time, I had felt a current run through my fingertips. The toughness of rock, the fluidity of water – how was it possible for a tiny, insignificant grain to contain both? Yet that was the very essence of sand. It was a material from which I had learned to fashion my heart’s desire. With the riverbank as my canvas, I had taught myself to draw figures with broken bits of sticks left by the waves. Circles, spirals, triangles. Once I had learned the lines, my fingers began to understand silhouettes, to create shapes. When I built my first sandcastle and the water rose at high tide and swept it away, I had laughed. I would be there the next day. The river, sand, sky – it would all be there, too, waiting to draw me in. I was Renuka, a particle, a granule, but the life force that flowed through creation ran through me too.


Sculpting living creatures was what I liked best. My creations were admired for being lifelike. Lion, elephant, bison, deer, fish, tortoise, alligator, swan, peacock and crane... as my hands shaped them, the spirits of untamed creatures entered me. I shared their world, their feral energy. I enjoyed their freedom of being.


But Jamadagni wanted something else from me.


At dawn the next day, I went to the river. My father’s kingdom was further upstream. The water flow there was swift, the silt along its edge coarser, of a slightly different shade. But along this stretch it was different in an ineffable way. Walking on the silt, my feet sank in, they felt the change in texture, soft yet springy. I was fascinated by the submerged pebbles, flashing like iridescent jewels. Holding a stone in my hand, watching the drops of water slide away, I was reminded of something I had felt in the hermitage in the few days that I’d been there: a distinct vibration in the air. It was here too, in the wavelets, the sunrise, the kingfisher sitting on a rock... How often had I seen these exact scenes in the past, yet they had been nothing like this, saturated with an exuberance that rippled out from within into the world, as if the space that I occupied was the beating heart of all creation.


I knelt by the water’s edge and lifted a handful of wet sand, letting it slip through my fingers, feeling its touch. Breathing in its scent. Breathing out. In that confluence of breaths, something began to spontaneously come together.


The pot created quite a stir in the hermitage. No one had seen anything like it. I watched them as they stared in silent awe. My body felt strangely drained but every cell within me was still pulsating with the excitement of what I had done. It was the best piece I had made, but I still didn’t know how it had come into being. Jamadagni didn’t say a word. He took the pot from me and, raising it to the sun, closed his eyes and poured out the libation of clean river water. Then he dropped the pot and it crumbled again into sand.


A collective sigh breezed through the gathering. Was it relief they felt? Their eyes, I noticed, were on him, shining with worship. But when they looked at me, it was as if they were gaping at an object: his creation.


Puzzled, oddly desolate, I looked at my husband for reassurance, at his impassive face.


‘Repeat it tomorrow,’ he said.


Every day, I created a single pot. Every day I filled it with water and took it back to the hermitage for the ritual offering. Word spread, as it was probably meant to, and legend grew about my virtuousness, its power to make a sand pot hold water. It earned me some respect and awe, but not as much as my husband. Meanwhile, what had once added beauty and meaning to my life turned into a mechanical duty. I never admitted, even to myself, how joyless a ritual it became. There were other things that kept me alive and for these I was grateful.


In the hermitage, time, every minute of it, was to be used meticulously. My days acquired a razor-edge exactness. There were religious rituals, household responsibilities, community obligations, the births of my five sons. Without realizing it, I had moved far away from the comforting ambiguity of my earlier, softer life. After a while I no longer wondered why my parents had stopped visiting, taking at face value the reasons they gave: old age and its attendant ills, too many preoccupations. For a time, they lived in my memory and dreams – a gesture of my father, an air of my mother, a way of smiling or saying something in that easy companionship they had always shared – and then the warmth, languor and vividness of that earlier life, too, faded away. I stopped missing my former self.


That year, spring came later than usual, but it leapt out of the ground, intent on charming everyone. Its magic was irresistible. There were mild showers, wildflowers everywhere. Birds burst into fluty notes that left the air trembling with hope. In the hermitage, too, there was a light relaxed mood. The women were easily distracted and dawdled at their tasks, children were more playful and chattered incessantly. Everyone smiled more.


The morning was already golden when I set out for the river. The water rushed past, but below the rock on which I dried myself after my bath, I noticed a large shoal of fish, lingering. I looked for the fisherwoman. She was out deeper in the water, her lower garment pulled up to her thighs, revealing her strong legs. Her upper body was bare, gleaming like polished ebony in the sunlight. As if sensing my gaze, she turned. There was a red flower tucked behind her ear. She smiled, even at that distance I could see the whiteness of her teeth. She waved. I nodded. She had always kept a respectful distance, and these were the only salutations between us, but we greeted each other every day. I knew nothing about her. She had come one day with a man who had helped her build the hut. After it was ready, I never saw him again, but she had been living there alone for several months.


After making the sand pot and filling it with water, I headed home, passing on the way a loop in the river created by a small island a short distance away. There was a grove of trees on the isle, covered with thick curtains of vine. Migratory birds came every year to nest among the trees: herons, grebes, ibises and many kinds of ducks. Their slow circular motion in the air cast fleeting shadows on the land. At first, when the shift caught my eye, I mistook it for the moving shadow of a bird. Then I looked again: Two bodies, naked, flesh on flesh. A man. A woman. He stood against a honey-coloured boulder on the water’s edge, she leaned against him. As if they had just emerged, magically, from the intermingling of the rock and the river, so closely were their silhouettes merged. Entwined in a single form, a braid. One of his hands was on her breast, the other on her inner thigh.


How strange to stand naked in the open like this! Weren’t they afraid of being seen? But they had eyes only for each other. Their abandon shocked me. Their ardor made my skin burn. Were they celestial beings – an apsara and a gandharva? I should not be here, I thought guiltily, I should not see this... My gaze was a molestation. But I was mesmerized. How wonderful to let go uninhibitedly, to share your body with another, to have something to give... Had I ever known that wanton pleasure of seeking fulfilment in another? When had desire itself slipped away from me?


I hurried on, unseeing. I could not blot out the picture from my mind. Distracted by my thoughts, the sensations they caused, somewhere along the way, I stumbled. The pot flew out of my hand, the water in it rose in an arc, fell, splashing across the front of my garment. Panic filled me; this had never happened before.










OEBPS/images/P11-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Common2.jpg





OEBPS/images/h-title.jpg
HELL HATH NO FURY





OEBPS/images/Common.jpg





OEBPS/images/Common1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		Cover



		Half-Title Page



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Table of Contents



		Introduction



		1. The Woman Who Lost Her Head



		MADHAVI MAHADEVAN









		2. The Thorny Apple



		JAHNAVI BARUA









		3. Rückenfigur



		ANIL MENON









		4. The Man Who Types



		A.T. BOYLE









		5. Bhavanam



		SHOBHA THAROOR SRINIVASAN









		6. Wretched



		ANUJA CHANDRAMOULI









		7. Following



		IRENOSEN OKOJIE









		8. The Night of the Supermoon



		KIRAN MANRAL









		9. Three Days in Hong Kong



		CATHERINE MCNAMARA









		10. When Carl’s Café Closed Its Door on Me



		RUDRAKSHI BHATTACHARJEE









		11. Vibha



		ANUKRTI UPADHYAY









		12. True Carnivores



		ROBIN MCLEAN









		13. This Little Heart of Mine



		SHINIE ANTONY
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