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CHAPTER 1

WE WEREN’T SUPPOSED TO LOOK at our phones during school hours, but I slid mine out of my pocket anyway. I had to see if the new edition of the Hawking Observer had posted. My middle school’s newspaper was hosted on the school website. We had a sportswriter, an advice columnist, a reviewer, and one intrepid investigative reporter (that was me).

I loved seeing my byline, Riley Dunne, beneath a story. Though one of these days I had to get a new photo. The one they used was from two years ago, when I’d entered Hawking Middle in sixth grade. Sure, I still had the same mousy-brown hair and wore the same hoodie-and-jeans ensemble most days. But now I was two years older and had recently gotten my braces off.

This new article was a biggie. I’d completed an in-depth investigation into the supposedly gluten-free chicken nuggets at lunch, which had given my friend Cee a no good, very bad day. She had celiac disease, so eating anything with gluten was harmful. After some before-school cabinet snooping, I’d found that our cafeteria’s food supplier had switched brands, and the new breading was certainly not gluten-free.

I refreshed the page again. Still no update. I hoped my editor hadn’t killed the story. But Ms. Bhatt was usually pretty cool about my investigative reports, and she hadn’t mentioned having a problem with the article.

Math class was going to start any minute, so I put my phone away. Then I looked up and saw the new girl, Julia Alpert, coming down the aisle in white jeans and a cute purple top that stopped right at the waistband. She seemed sweet, but kind of shy.

Stella Duval looked her up and down from one row over. “You’re not supposed to wear white pants after Labor Day. You know that, right?”

Stella had more rules for fashion than the entire US government had laws. She dressed each day like school was a beauty pageant, which wouldn’t be bad if she didn’t judge other people who didn’t go all out. Personally, I thought if you wanted to wear sweats, go for it. You wanted to wear a dress and heels when it was snowing out? Get it, girl. But Stella had somehow appointed herself the unelected fashion judge of our school.

Julia didn’t respond. She just stared down at her desk. I opened my mouth to make a snarky comment back to Stella, but before I could, Mr. Barlow blew into the room like a human tornado. Papers flew off the top of the pile he was carrying, and he nearly knocked over a cup of coffee on his desk when he laid them down.

“I have your tests graded,” he announced, and a rumble of nervous chatter went through the room. Chairs squeaked as kids shifted in their seats.

With that news at the forefront of my brain, I stopped thinking about my article and started worrying about algebra. It was a tough class in general, but that test had been even harder than most. Mr. Barlow walked the aisle, passing the exams back facedown on students’ desks. This was supposed to somehow keep students’ grades private. But you knew exactly how someone did as soon as they flipped their test over. Eighth graders weren’t exactly known for their poker faces.

I watched as Ava, my best friend, got her test in the seat beside me. Her face fell, and I saw a flash of a seventy-something as she slapped the test back down. She hadn’t studied much. She hadn’t had time. Ava was a competitive gymnast. Her parents drove her forty minutes almost every day to an award-winning gym because she’d surpassed the one here in town. Even weekends, for hours and hours. Ava was good. Like Olympics good, in my opinion. But because of all the time she put into gymnastics, she didn’t have as much time for other things—like grades, having a social life, etcetera. I was the only friend she actually spent time with outside of school. We’d lived next door to each other our whole lives, but it was getting harder to find time to get together.

Mr. Barlow headed down my row next. My stomach curled up into a tiny ball. I tried to look for any hint in his face, like disappointment, or OMG, you totally rocked this. But I saw nothing. This test was so hard. What if I’d bombed it?

He placed the paper facedown and moved on behind me. I gingerly turned it over. Eighty-nine! I blew out a breath so hard it almost blew my test off my desk.

“I know this test was difficult,” he said, returning to the front of the classroom. “But I’m not here to hand out easy As. I’m here to challenge you. And I think every single one of you can rise to that challenge if you put the effort in.”

He lifted a marker and wrote a problem on the whiteboard. “Everyone got number three wrong, so we’re going to go over that one together. I need a volunteer for the board.”

No one raised their hand.

“Okay, I’ll just call on someone.” His eyes scanned the room. I immediately began rummaging in my backpack on the floor. He certainly wouldn’t call on me if I was super busy looking for a pencil or whatnot.

“Julia.”

It worked!

Poor Julia, though. What a day. First Stella called her out on her post–Labor Day wear, and now this. But as she stood up to walk to the board, things suddenly got way, way worse.

Julia had an uninvited guest—Aunt Flo, the most obnoxious, unwelcome visitor. And Julia certainly hadn’t been expecting Flo to show up. I didn’t think she even knew she was here. But due to that dark red stain on her white jeans, the whole class would know soon.

Julia started her walk down the aisle.

I yanked my hoodie over my head. I’d be cold in just a T-shirt, but this was more important. I ripped a sheet of paper from my notebook and stuffed it in my pocket. Then I dashed down the aisle, swooped my arms around her, and quickly tied the sweatshirt around her waist.

“You need this,” I whispered.

I continued down the aisle and tossed the crumpled-up piece of paper from my pocket into the trash. Then I casually walked back to my seat. Nothing to see here. Just had to throw some scrap paper away.

But unfortunately, some people had seen. Bad people. The front of the class was oblivious, but Brody Scruggs and a couple of his buddies from the back were snickering and laughing with one another.

Mr. Barlow turned around. “Is there a problem?”

They clammed up and shook their heads. But as soon as Mr. Barlow turned away to hand the marker to Julia, evil grins spread across their faces once again.

Ava gave me a nod and whispered, “Good work,” under her breath.

I only wished I’d been faster. Or that Julia’s Aunt Flo hadn’t decided to visit on a day that she got called up to the board. Or that she hadn’t broken the Labor Day white-pants rule.

“I hope you’re not going to take that sweatshirt back,” Brody sneered.

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked, giving him a fake bewildered look.

He rolled his eyes. “You know why.”

I shrugged. “I really don’t.”

Mr. Barlow turned around. “Is there a problem in the back of the room?”

I nonchalantly began scribbling numbers in my notebook, not a care in the world. Brody huffed beside me. But I doubted that he was upset about getting in trouble for talking. He got in trouble a thousand times a day. What had really gotten under his skin was that he was unable to get under mine. I didn’t give him the satisfaction of getting upset, and I wouldn’t let Julia do it either.

I smiled as I looked at the numbers I’d written down. It was time to introduce the new girl to the Red Club.
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CHAPTER 2

WHEN THE BELL RANG, JULIA turned in her seat. “Riley, thanks for the… um…”

I waved her off. “No worries. Give me my sweatshirt back another day. But in the meantime, before you go to lunch I have something to show you.”

She raised one eyebrow, which was pretty cool. I tried to do that in a mirror once, but I only looked like a really confused person painfully raising both eyebrows.

“Just trust me,” I said.

Ava sidled up next to us as we walked out of the classroom. “Riley, heading to lunch, right?”

“Yeah, I just have to show Julia the thing.”

“The thing?” Julia repeated, a little nervous now.

“You know.” I widened my eyes at Ava. “The thing.”

Ava let out a little groan. “Oh. The thing that I’m not in.”

“Yet!” I reminded her. Then I guided Julia by the arm. “This way.”

Ava went on her own to lunch, which she didn’t seem happy about. But as a club member, I had a responsibility. Lunch had to wait.

Hawking Middle School was shaped like a giant square, with four connecting hallways and a big open courtyard in the middle that we never really used because it was cold most of the year in Massachusetts.

“I really need to stop by the bathroom,” Julia whispered.

“I know. That’s all part of this. Don’t worry. We’re almost there.”

My eyes scanned the locker numbers as they counted down. We were in the thirties, then twenties, then teens.

“Here we are,” I said, stopping at locker number one.

Julia looked from the locker to me as if I were crazy. “You brought me to your locker?”

“I brought you to our locker.”

“ ‘Our’?” Julia looked even more confused now.

“This is the locker of the Red Club, which you are now a part of.” I handed her the sheet of paper I’d written the numbers on. This was always my favorite part. Like I was bestowing an honor on a fellow member.

But she didn’t look impressed. “I don’t get it.”

And I forgot. She was new to our school. She didn’t know.

“That’s the combination.” I motioned to the lock. “Open it.”

Still skeptical and probably desperately wanting to hit the bathroom, Julia spun the numbers on the dial and pulled open the door.

Nothing amazing happened. No music played. No Red Club banner adorned the inside. It looked plain, actually, with a paper grocery bag on one shelf and a plastic bag on another.

“What is this?” she asked.

“This is our emergency stash,” I said. “Once you’re a Red Club member, you have the combination and you can use it if you are in need.”

I reached for the bag on the top shelf. “Pads and tampons are in here.” Then I showed her the bottom shelf. “Three pairs of sweatpants in there, various sizes. Just wash them and return them to the locker.”

Her face brightened. “I can change into a pair of those right now?”

“Yep! And do you need a tampon, or do you have one in your bag?”

“Um, I don’t…”

I scrunched up my forehead. “Is this your first time?”

“No, I had it once before, over the summer. But then it didn’t come again for a few months.”

I nodded quickly. “That happened to a friend of mine in the club. People expect to get it on the regular right after their first one, but it doesn’t always work that way.”

Julia stared at the bag of period paraphernalia, looking overwhelmed.

“Just take a couple of pads for now,” I said. “We’ll talk more at the meeting this afternoon.”

“Meeting?” she repeated.

“The Red Club meets in the library after school every Wednesday. You don’t have to come. But I think you’d really like it if you did.”

“It’s like a support group?” she asked.

“That and more.”

The tightness in her shoulders seemed to release. “That sounds nice. I’ll be there.”

Julia bounded off to the bathroom, pads and sweatpants shoved in her backpack. I reached across my shoulder and gave myself a little pat on the back. Job well done. And now, time for lunch. My stomach growled angrily. But Ava would be even angrier. She hated it if I missed lunchtime with her for any reason. She was my best friend and I loved her, but sometimes she acted like she was my boss. I quickened my step, even though I was only a couple of minutes late.

The intercom clicked on and the principal’s voice boomed through the hallway speakers. “Riley Dunne, please report to the office.”

I swallowed hard. It looked like I was about to be very late.
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CHAPTER 3

THIS WASN’T THE FIRST TIME I’d been in Principal Pickford’s office. I wasn’t a troublemaker, not in the traditional sense. But I didn’t back down from the truth, and that sometimes landed me in this uncomfortable, stiff-backed chair staring at the framed photographs Pickford kept on his walls. Most of them looked like Florida, and one was my favorite—a single palm tree on a beach.

“Riley,” he said, pulling my attention away from the beach and toward him. He wasn’t mad. I knew his angry face. And there was a rumor that his shiny dome of a head glowed red when he got really upset, though I’d never seen that for myself. Today he just looked… tired. “You’re a good student.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He clasped his hands on the top of his dark wood desk. “I don’t like bringing you in here.”

“I don’t like being in here, sir.” I added quickly, “No offense.”

He considered me for a moment through his circular wire-rimmed glasses. “Do you know how busy I am?”

I assumed this was a rhetorical question, so I stayed silent.

He continued. “Very busy. This is a twenty-four-hours-a-day job. I get phone calls and e-mails around the clock. I am responsible for every teacher, staff member, and student in this building. Sometimes I lie awake at night thinking about the problems I’m going to have to face the next day. So, do you know who my favorite students are?”

Assuming this was another rhetorical question, I kept my mouth shut.

“The ones I never have to see,” he answered. “The ones who don’t make me get frustrated e-mails or angry phone calls. The ones who don’t cause trouble for me—”

“Sir,” I interrupted. “Why am I here?”

He jiggled the mouse on his mouse pad, and the screen saver on his monitor dissolved. Behind it was today’s edition of the Hawking Observer, with my story at the top. It had posted!

“This story went up thirty minutes ago,” Principal Pickford said. “And I’ve already gotten two phone calls. Two.”

“From people thankful that the cafeteria is going to be more careful now?”

He let out a groan. “No. They were not… thankful.”

I straightened my shoulders. “Well, they should be. Because of that investigative report, the cafeteria will be extra careful from now on when their supplier changes ingredients.”

“Because of that article,” he said, “people are going to panic and think that their children aren’t safe here. This is all blown out of proportion. The cafeteria made a simple oversight—”

“An oversight that caused Cee to miss half a day of school,” I cut in.

He sighed heavily. “If Cee felt that something was improperly labeled, she should have gone through the appropriate channels, not to an eighth-grade school-newspaper reporter.”

I crossed my arms. “The bottom line is this. Cee had been eating those gluten-free nuggets for two years. But then they changed brands, didn’t check carefully, and didn’t remove the words ‘gluten-free’ from the menu. Now, because of my article, they’ll check everything carefully when there’s a change. And not just for gluten, but for allergens like peanuts. You wouldn’t want a careless supplier to cause a child to go into anaphylactic shock, would you?”

He snorted. “Of course not.”

I slid out my reporter’s notebook from my bag like I was going to take a quote. “You’re not telling me I should have covered up their mistake, are you?”

“No, I’m not saying that!”

“Then what are you saying, Mr. Pickford?”

He pinched the bridge of his nose. “You’re dismissed, Riley.”

I stood up quickly, shoving my notebook back into my bag. “Okay, Mr. Pickford. Thanks!” I tried not to let him see my giant smile of satisfaction on the way out.

By the time I got to my lunch table, Ava had nearly finished her salad. I pulled the sandwich out of my brown paper bag and took a huge bite.

“What was that about?” Ava asked as she reached up to tighten her blond ponytail. She wore her hair in a ponytail all the time, even when she wasn’t practicing. “I heard your name on the intercom.”

I chewed for a moment. “My latest investigative report didn’t go over too well.”

Her eyes widened. “Are you in trouble?”

“I was at first, kind of, but not anymore.” I tore off another bite and chewed it quickly.

“How did you get out of it?”

“I used words.”

She nodded. “You’re good with those.”

My dad had this theory that everyone was born with something special. He called it a superskill—like a superpower, but instead of being able to fly, you could just cook really well or whatever. Ava was an amazing gymnast. My friend Cee had a head for business. My grandmother could take the most pathetic, half-dead plant and bring it back to life, every time. So far, my little brother’s only gift seemed to be an unlimited supply of gas. But my dad said that sometimes it took years for someone to find their superskill. I was lucky: I found mine early on.

Words.

I used them to change people’s minds, to change people’s moods. They were just a selection of letters put together in different ways, but words were so powerful. They could change the world.

“So, long story short, I was thinking that I could fit you in today.”

Unfortunately, I hadn’t been listening to Ava’s words. “Um, today?”

She nodded with a big smile. “Yeah, right after school for like an hour. We could hang out at my house. I could show you the video of my competition last week.”

Ahhh, she wanted to hang out. “I can’t today. I have a club after school.”

“I have ice cream,” she offered, knowing my love for ice cream had no bounds.

But I had to say no. Not even my beloved ice cream could pull me away from the Red Club. “I really can’t. I have a meeting.”

Ava’s smile fell. “So skip it. This is the only hour that I have free this week.”

I stared down at my sandwich, the jelly oozing over the side of the crust. I felt bad that Ava was so busy all the time. And I was the only one she really hung out with outside school. But I couldn’t just drop my plans when she finally had an hour free.

“I can’t,” I said. “This is an important meeting.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’ll just go with you, then. At least we’ll be hanging out together. What is the meeting for? The newspaper?”

I chewed on my lower lip. “Um, no. You know what I have on Wednesdays.”

Ava’s face reddened. “Oh. The club I’ll never get to join.”

“That’s not true,” I protested.

Ava had been frustrated lately that she hadn’t gotten her period yet. She claimed that she was the “last eighth grader on earth” without it, but obviously that wasn’t true.

I reached across the table and grabbed her hand. “Remember what your mom said. Everyone has their own timetable. And because you’re so active, and your mom got hers later, you’ll probably get yours later too.”

Her eyes glistened. “I just feel like such a weirdo. Everyone else is going through this thing together, and I’m the outsider. You’ve had yours for years!”

“I haven’t had it that long,” I said. “And believe me, it’s not that great. Once you get it, you’ll wish you hadn’t been in such a hurry. We’re talking cramps, zits, bloating, mood swings. Sometimes I look in the toilet and it’s like I sacrificed a goat.”

She burst out laughing. “Stop! Oh my gosh, stop.”

“Feel better?” I asked.

She nodded. “Except now my cheeks hurt from laughing.”

I felt a swell of pride. I’d taken a friend from hurting to laughing. I’d done that with my own words. And after school the Red Club would make Julia feel better too.
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CHAPTER 4

AS SOON AS THE LAST bell rang, I hopped up from my seat and hurried to the school library. My friend Cee Butler was already there, her feet propped up on a desk. Her hair fell in long black braids, with one of the front ones wrapped in purple. A book about business marketing covered most of her face.

Even though the Red Club never technically had presidents, Cee ran the meetings this year. Cee’s real name was Cynthia, but we’d started calling her CEO a couple of years ago when she started her own business. Along the way that got shortened to Cee-O and then eventually just Cee. She didn’t mind the nickname. She said it was quicker to say than Cynthia and therefore more efficient.

I dropped my backpack on the floor and took the seat beside her. “I’ve been meaning to ask you—how’d you do at that garage sale?” Cee bought old jewelry at garage sales and cleaned it up. Then she took pictures of the pieces on cute models with flattering filters and resold it for much more online.

“Pretty well,” Cee said from behind the book. “I got a brooch for a dollar and resold it the same day for twenty. It’s amazing what people will pay if you use the word ‘vintage’ instead of ‘old.’ ”

Cee had an eye for business and fashion. I would never know if a random piece of jewelry on a yard-sale table was worthless trash or treasure. But she had an instinct for it. She’d take a dowdy-looking necklace, pair it with just the right blouse to bring out its “potential” in the photo, and boom—sale.

She lowered the book just enough for me to see her big brown eyes. “I heard you had a busy day. Saved the new girl from embarrassment and got in trouble for the article.”

I shrugged. “Mild trouble. I’m not worried about it. It’s more important that you can trust the food you’re given.”

“Thanks, Riley. I can always count on you.” Smiling, she shoved the book into her bag and brought her feet down from the desk.

Stella strolled in with Camille Flores beside her, whispering in each other’s ears. They were best friends, though they argued as much as they got along. They were opposites in many ways, but the Red Club had brought them together. The Red Club was always building bonds and forming friendships.

Stella, fashion queen, had fiery red hair against her pale face. Camille’s long black hair hung to her waist and swished back and forth when she walked. She had tan skin and the perfect bone structure of her mother, who’d been a model in Brazil before she came to the United States. But Camille wanted no part of the modeling world. She wanted to be a stand-up comedian, which raised eyebrows when she told people—especially grown-ups. But she was legitimately funny, and I thought she could totally do it.

A bunch of other girls arrived, but still no Julia.

“Is the new girl coming?” Stella asked, holding her hand out to examine her manicure. “If anyone needs some Red Club today, it’s her.”

“You didn’t exactly help make her day shine with your comment about her clothes,” I pointed out.

Stella looked up at me. “Well, I was right, wasn’t I? If she had followed the rule, she wouldn’t have had to deal with Brody taunting her all day and calling her ‘Bloody Julia.’ ”

Ugh. He did? All day? I gritted my teeth.

As if we had conjured him by saying his name, Brody and one of his friends loudly stopped near the open double doors to the library. His friend, in full soccer gear, was holding a towel to his profusely bleeding face.

Brody ran a hand over his spiky black hair and said, “Cool, man. You really ate it out there. Let me see.”

The boy tentatively lifted the towel.

Brody reared back. “Wow! Bloody nose and a missing tooth! Oh man.”

They continued toward the nurse’s office while Brody’s laughter carried down the hall.

My hands curled into fists. “Does anyone else see the irony in that?”

Cee snorted. “Blood from a boy’s nose and mouth in a horrific injury is ‘cool.’ But blood from a girl in a natural monthly process is disgusting.”

“And shameful,” I added. “He shamed her all day. For something normal and natural.”

A giggling group of seventh graders piled in and sat in the back. Julia snuck in behind them, head down, eyes shifting around nervously. I knew she wouldn’t want to be the center of attention, so I didn’t mention anything about her induction.

“Call to order,” I whispered to Cee.

Nodding, Cee stood and clapped her hands. “Good afternoon, Red Club members. Who wants the floor?”

A normally quiet sixth grader named Kristy who’d been inducted last month raised her hand. “My cramps are so bad. I feel like there’s an angry little man in my stomach, just repeatedly punching my uterus.”

“My angry little man squeezes,” another girl said. “Like my insides are his stress ball.”

“Have you tried a heating pad or a hot-water bottle?” Stella asked. “It really helps.”

“Sure, when you’re at home,” Kristy said. “But I can’t whip out a heating pad in the middle of English class.”

“Or can you?” Camille stood and pulled something out of her backpack. “I just put a couple of these in the special locker. My mom bought them for me, and they worked so well I knew we had to have a stash for the club.”

She passed them forward, and I took a look. It was like a big sticker. “You just pull the back off and stick it on?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Camille said. “It heats up and stays warm for a long time. You can’t see it under your clothes, either.”

I handed it to Kristy, whose face had lit up. “Cool, thanks! This is going to help.”

A warm feeling spread through my chest. That was exactly what this club was for—helping one another. I loved it so much. And I always learned something new at every meeting. Until a minute ago, I hadn’t even known stick-on heating pads existed.

“Anyone else?” Cee asked.

From the back, a tiny hand popped up into the air. Julia’s hand.

“Julia,” Cee said, pointing. “We’re all here if you need to vent about today.”

“Um, no,” she said, blushing. “I just have a question.”

“Go for it,” Cee said. “You can say anything here.”

Julia’s face turned even redder. “Um, my mom says you have to be older to use a tampon. Do any of you use tampons?”

Stella piped up. “Of course! Listen, you totally want to use tampons. Pads feel like diapers.”

“But pads are easy,” Camille said. “I’m scared of tampons.”

Stella rolled her eyes. “They’re not scary. You can’t even feel it if it’s in right. And you can go swimming.”

“It’s October!” Camille said. “No one is going swimming.”

“Guys, guys,” Cee cut in. “I appreciate your Team Pad and Team Tampon enthusiasm, but there is no one right choice. And it’s for Julia to decide, not us.”

“Anyone else poop more when they have their period?” a seventh grader, Paige, blurted. Her friends giggled beside her. “I feel like I have the pooponic plague.”

A few other girls laughed nervously. But I’d sat in so many of these meetings over the last two years that I’d heard it all. I’d spent the first year listening and learning, and now I could give back.

Stella gagged. “TMI, Paige. C’mon, gross.”

I raised a finger in the air. “No, not gross! That’s the point of this club. It’s where we can ask questions and talk about this kind of stuff and not be judged. Not be called gross.”

“Riley’s right,” Cee said. “It’s all natural. And yes, I poop a little more during Shark Week.”

Stella rolled her eyes as if this was all a bit too uncouth for her. But at the same time, she had the hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth. After all, if she didn’t like the club, she wouldn’t keep coming back. Membership wasn’t forced on anyone. Most girls just came to meetings now and then, when they needed some support. Stella was here every week.

“Anyone else?” Cee asked.

“Can I ask a non-period question?” said a small voice from the back. It was a girl from my grade named Hazel. I didn’t know her well. This was only her second meeting. She was quiet and artsy. I didn’t know who she hung out with.

“Of course!” Cee said enthusiastically. “We’re here for support, for anything.”

Hazel took a deep breath. “Last night, my parents told me that they’re separating. They’re setting me up with, like, an adult professional to talk to, but I would also like to talk to someone my own age who has been through this.”

“I have,” Julia said. “That’s part of why I moved here.”

“Could we…?” Hazel’s voice trailed off.

“Do you have first or second lunch?” Julia asked.

“First,” Hazel said. “Though I usually just eat in the library.”


OEBPS/e9781534435742/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		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


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250








OEBPS/e9781534435742/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534435742/fonts/Righteous-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534435742/fonts/Spectral-RegularItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534435742/images/9781534435742.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534435742/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534435742/images/title.jpg
KIM HARRINGTON

ALADDIN
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781534435742/fonts/Lato-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534435742/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534435742/fonts/Lato-LightItalic.ttf


