. +od her. “Don’t worry out daughter.

Before they left, Baap brushed my hand with his
and slipped me a coconut cake.

It was night when the last guest left. Mrs.
Mehta, who as Hari’s mother was now my S$ass,
took my arm, holding it as I have seen women 1n
the marketplace ‘holding a chicken’s neck betore
they killed it. i3 e TR

“Hari is sick. He must stay with us so that 1 ¢
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“You can sleep in Chandra’s room,” she said.



