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2006	Book	from	Kiran	Desai	The	Inheritance	of	Loss	First	US	Edition	Editionauthorkeran	DesaicountryIndiaLanguageEnglishGlishgenovelpublic	Bisesantic	Monthly	Monthly	Print	(US)	Hamish	Hamilton	(United	Kingdom)	Publication	(Hardback	&	Paperback)	Pages336	(Hardback	Edition)	ISBN0-241-14348-9	(Hardback)	OCLC65764578Perline	In	the
orchard	of	Guava,	the	heitage	of	the	loss	is	the	second	novel	by	the	Indian	author	Kiran	Desai.	It	was	published	for	the	first	time	in	2006.	He	won	a	number	of	prizes,	including	the	Man	Booker	award	for	that	year,	the	National	Prize	of	the	Cretts	Circle	Fiction	Award	in	2007,	[1]	and	the	Vodafone	CruCinWord	2006	award.	It	was	written	for	a	period	of
seven	years	after	his	first	book,	the	critically	acclaimed	hullabaloo	in	Guava	Orchard.	[2]	[3]	Among	its	main	themes	there	are	migration,	living	between	two	worlds	and	between	past	and	present.	Summary	History	focuses	around	Biju's	life	and	you	know.	Biju	is	an	Indian	life	in	the	United	States	illegally,	a	chef's	son	who	works	for	the	grandfather	of
Sai.	You	know	it's	an	orphan	who	lives	in	Montosa	Kalimpong	with	her	mother's	grandfather,	Patel	Jemubhai;	The	cook;	And	a	dog	named	Mutt.	Mother	of	him	was	a	Gujarati	and	father	of	him	a	zoroastrian	orphan	himself.	[4]	The	author	desires	alternates	the	narration	between	these	two	points	of	view.	The	action	of	the	novel	takes	place	in	1986.	Biju,
the	other	character	is	an	illegal	alien	that	resides	in	the	United	States,	trying	to	make	a	new	life	for	himself,	and	contrasts	this	with	the	experiences	of	Sai,	an	Anglicized	Indian	girl	Liking	with	her	grandfather	in	India.	The	novel	shows	both	internal	conflicts	within	India	and	tensions	between	the	past	and	the	present.	Desai	writes	the	refusal	and	yet
fear	of	the	way	of	living	English,	opportunities	to	get	money	in	America	and	the	squalor	of	life	in	India.	Through	the	critical	portrait	of	the	grandfather	of	Sai,	the	retired	judge,	the	comments	of	the	Desai	on	the	Indians	who	were	considered	too	angldo	and	forgetting	of	the	traditional	ways	of	Indian	life.	The	judge	retired	Jemubhai	Patel	is	a	man
disgusted	by	Indian	modes	and	customs	-	so	much,	who	eats	Chapatis	(a	wet	asian	focaccia)	with	knife	and	fork.	Leading	Patel	other	Indians,	including	the	father	with	whom	he	breaks	the	ties	and	his	wife	abandoning	her	father's	house	after	tortured	her.	And	yet	Patel	is	never	completely	accepted	by	the	British,	despite	the	education	of	him	and
adopting	mannerisms.	The	main	theme	that	runs	during	the	inheritance	of	the	loss	is	a	closely	related	to	colonialism	and	the	effects	of	post-colonialism:	the	loss	of	identity	and	the	way	he	travels	through	generations	as	a	sense	of	loss.	Some	characters	release	those	who	embody	the	way	of	Indian	living,	others	are	irritated	by	the	Angly	German	Indians
who	have	lost	their	traditions;	No	one	is	happy.	The	Gorkhalland	movement	is	used	as	the	same	historical	background	of	the	novel.	Reception	Natasha	Walter	found	a	novel	"Grim",	highlighting	"how	individuals	are	not	always	able	to	communicate".	[5]	The	observer	found	some	excellent	comic	book	sets	in	the	middle	of	hardness.	[6]	The	New	York
Times	claimed	Desai	"manages	to	explore,	with	intimity	and	intuition,	almost	every	contemporary	international	issue:	globalization,	multiculturalism,	economic	inequality,	fundamentalism	and	terrorist	violence."	[7]	In	2020,	Emma	Lee-Potter	of	the	independent	strip	as	one	of	the	12	best	Indian	novels	[8]	references	^	"All	the	previous	winners	of	the
critics	of	the	book	book	and	finalists	Ã	¢	â,¬"	Page	2	"(Press	release).	Bookcritics.org.	Recovered	6	July	2011.	^"	The	inheritance	of	loss:	Kiran	Desai	"(press	release).	Booker	Prize	Foundation.	Recovered	6	July	2011.	^"	Interview	with	Kiran	Desai	".	Jabberwock	(	Blog).	January	20,	2006.	Recovered	on	June	14,	2011.	^	Kiran	(1	December	2007).	The
inheritance	of	the	loss.	Open	Road	+	Grove	/	Atlantic.	Pp.ã,	29	Ã	¢	â,¬	".	IsbnÃ,	978-1-55584-591-9.	^	Walter,	Natasha	(August	26,	2006)."	Mutt	and	Mathematics	Tutor	".	The	Guardian.	^	Hughes,	Sarah	(September	3,	2006).	"Uncle	Vasino	and	other	truth	guides".	The	IL	^	"Wounded	by	the	West".	New	York	Times.	12	February	2006.	^	Lee-Potter,
Emma	(5	August	2020).	"12	best	Indian	novels	that	everyone	needs	to	read".	The	independent.	Abstract	23	December	2020.	Kiran	Desai's	external	podcasts	talking	heirs	of	the	defeat	on	World	Book	Club	BBC	Review	from	BBC	news	Boston.com	review	of	NY	Times	review,	includes	author	mp3	reading	from	Roy's	book,	Pinaki.	"The	inheritance	of	loss:
a	brief	re-reading".	World	English	Literature:	Bridging	UnitÃ.	Eds.	Nawale,	Arvind	and	Pinaki	Roy.	New	Delhi:	Authors	Press,	2013.	pp.Ã,	13a	29.	Isbnã,	978-81-7273-705-4.	Previous	Press,	DATHE	MARCHby	El	Doctorow	National	Book	Critics	Circle	Award2006	Successed,	DATHE	Short	Wondrous	Life	of	Oscar	Waoby	Junot	Diaz	Extract	from	"	All
Day,	the	colors	were	those	of	the	twilight,	the	fog	moved	like	a	creature	of	water	through	the	large	sides	of	the	mountains	holding	ocean	shadows	and	depth.	Briefly	visible	above	the	steam,	Kanchenjunga	was	a	great	ridusse	peak	of	ice,	collecting	the	last	of	the	light,	a	highly	blown	snow	plume	from	the	storms	to	his	summit.Sai,	sitting	on	the
veranda,	was	reading	an	article	on	squid	Giant	in	an	old	National	Geographic.	Every	so	often	he	looked	at	Kanchenjunga,	he	observed	his	phosphorescence	wizard	with	a	shudder.	The	judge	was	sitting	in	a	distant	corner	with	his	chessboard,	playing	against	himself.	Stuffed	under	the	chair	where	he	felt	safe	was	Mutt	the	dog,	snoring	gently	in	sleep.
A	single	bald	bulb	rocking	on	a	thread	above.	It	was	cold,	but	inside	the	house,	it	was	even	more	cold,	the	darkness,	freezing,	contained	by	stone	walls	several	feet	deep.Here,	in	the	back,	inside	the	cavernous	kitchen,	was	the	cook,	trying	to	turn	on	Wet	wood.	He	touched	the	ignition	carefully	for	fear	of	the	scorpions	community	living,	loving,
reproducing	in	the	pile.	Once	he	HeÃ	¢	d	found	a	mother,	plump	with	poison,	fourteen	children	on	his	back.	In	the	end	he	took	him	fire	and	placed	his	boiler	on	the	upper	part,	as	a	battered,	as	encrusted	as	something	excavated	by	a	team	of	archaeologists,	and	he	waited	boiled.	The	walls	were	burned	and	fradic,	garlic	hanging	from	muddy	comes
from	charred	beams,	ragurved	soot	stains	bat	on	the	ceiling.	The	flame	thrown	a	polished	orange	mosaic	through	the	cooka	s	face,	and	its	upper	part	became	hot,	but	a	medium	foat	tortured	the	arthritic	knees.	Through	the	fireplace	and	out,	the	smoke	mixed	with	the	fog	that	was	collecting	the	speed,	sweeping	more	dense,	obscuring	things	at	half
partsÃ	¢	a	hill,	then	the	other	half.	The	trees	transformed	into	silhouettes,	laped	back,	were	submerged	again.	Little	by	little	the	steam	replaced	everything	with	sés,	solid	objects	with	shadow,	and	nothing	remained	that	it	didn't	seem	to	be	modeled	or	inspired	by	it.	Breath	Saia	S	flown	from	the	nostrils	in	drifts,	and	the	diagram	of	a	giant	squid	built
with	fragments	of	information,	dreams	scientists	¢,	is	completely	sunk	in	darkness.	He	closed	the	magazine	and	came	out	in	the	garden.	The	forest	was	old	and	thick	at	the	edge	of	the	lawn;	The	thirty	feet	pink	bamboards	in	the	twilight;	The	trees	were	moss-launched	giants,	Buned	and	deformed,	tentacular	with	orchid	roots.	The	caress	of	the	fog	in
the	hair	looked	like	human,	and	when	he	kept	his	fingers	out,	the	steam	gently	took	them	in	his	mouth.	Gyan	thought,	the	math	teacher,	who	should	have	arrived	an	hour	ago	with	his	book	of	algebra.	But	it	was	already	04:30	and	she	apologized	to	the	thickening	fog.	When	she	looked	back,	the	house	was	no	longer;	When	she	climbed	the	steps	back	to
the	veranda,	the	garden	vanished.	The	judge	had	fallen	asleep	and	gravity	that	On	the	Slack	muscles,	pulling	on	the	line	of	his	mouth,	dragging	his	cheeks,	he	showed	you	exactly	what	could	look	like	he	was	dead.	Where	is	the	tea?	A	woke	up	and	asked	about	her.	Ã,	hea	s	late,	told	the	judge,	which	means	the	cook	with	the	la	Not	gyan.	Ã,	Ia	LL,	to	do
it,	you	offered.	The	gray	had	permeated	inside,	as	well,	are	deposited	on	the	silverware,	nosing	angles,	turning	the	mirror	into	the	passage	to	the	cloud.	You	know,	walk	to	the	kitchen,	he	saw	herself	muffled	and	reached	the	time	to	impress	his	lips	on	the	surface,	perfectly	formed	kiss	movie	star.	Ã,	hello,	one,	said,	half	itself	and	for	someone	else.	No
human	being	had	ever	seen	an	adult	giant	squid,	and	even	though	they	had	big	eyes	like	apples	at	the	dark	area	of	the	sea,	theirs	was	a	very	profound	loneliness	that	could	ever	meet	another	of	their	tribes.	The	melancholy	of	this	situation	washed	above	Sai.	Have	you	ever	fulfilled	your	loss	of	her	feel	more	deeply?	She	decided	she	decided	that	love
must	surely	reside	in	the	gap	between	desire	and	fulfillment,	in	the	absence,	not	contentment.	Love	was	pain,	anticipation,	withdrawal,	all	around	it,	but	emotion	itself.	The	boiled	water	and	the	cook	raised	the	kettle	and	lurked	it	into	the	teapot.	A	terrible	one,	he	said.	Ã,	my	bones	maliciously,	my	hurta	joints	can	also	be	dead.	If	it	weren't	for	Biju.	.	.
.Ã	Biju	was	her	son	in	America.	He	worked	at	Don	PolloÃ	¢	or	was	it	hot	tomato?	Or	Ali	Babaa	S	Fried	Chicken?	Father	of	her	could	not	remember	or	understand	or	pronounce	the	names,	and	Biju	changed	work	so	often,	as	a	fugitive	in	runners	without	documents.	A	yes,	ita	there	is	so	misty,	a	sai	said.	A	I	Dona	t	think	that	the	Tutor	as	Ã,	ia	ll	take,	one
offered.	A	careful,	attentive,	you	said	scoldingly,	later,	with	a	milk	enamel	basin	for	mutt.	Seeing	you	can	swim	back,	spoons	make	a	nervous	music	on	the	tin	deformed	sheet,	mutt	raised	his	head.	A	tea-time?	It	is	said	that	her	eyes	as	the	tail	came	alive.	Ã,	because	there	is	nothing	to	eat?	At	the	judge	asked,	irritated,	raising	his	nose	from	a	tangle	of
pedestrians	in	the	center	of	the	chessboard.	He	seemed	at	the	sugar	in	the	dish:	dirty,	micricalike	granules	sparkled.	The	cookies	seemed	cardboard	and	there	were	dark	imprints	on	the	white	of	saucers.	Never	and	then	it	was	never	the	tea	served	the	way	it	should	be,	but	he	asked	at	least	one	cake	or	muffins,	macaroons	or	cheese	straws.	Something
sweet	and	something	salty.	This	was	a	farce	and	dissolved	the	very	concept	of	time	of	tea.	It's	just	cookies,	a	saying	you	know	for	the	expression	of	him.	Ã,	the	left	baker	for	his	daughterÃ	¢	s	Wedding.Ã	¢	to	i	donÃ	¢	t	wants	biscuits.Ã	¢	know	sighed.	Is	it	how	she	dared	go	for	a	wedding?	Is	this	the	way	you	manage	a	business?	The	madman.	Why	Can
Cana	T-cook	do	something?	Ã,	Ã,	thereÃÃ	¢	s	no	more	gas,	not	kerosene.Ã	¢	Ã	¢	because	the	devil	can	not	make	it	more	wood?	All	these	old	chefs	can	do	pies	perfectly	well	with	the	construction	of	coals	around	a	tin	box.	Do	you	think	they	used	to	have	gas	stoves,	kerosene	stoves,	first?	Basta	Now.Ã	¢	Too	lazy	the	cook	came	to	run	out	with	the
chocolate	pudding	leftovers	heated	on	the	fire	in	a	pan,	and	the	judge	ate	the	beautiful	brown	puddle	and	little	by	little	his	face	assumed	a	reluctant	expression	Contentee	pudding.	They	sipped	and	eaten,	all	existence	passed	from	non-existence,	the	gate	that	leads	anywhere,	and	have	looked	at	the	tea	spilling	copious	ribbonly	curls	of	vapors,
watching	the	breath	are	united	the	fog	slowly	twisting	and	turning,	turning	and	turning	.	No	one	noted	the	boys	crawling	through	the	grass,	not	even	Mutt,	until	they	were	practically	up	to	the	stairs.	Not	that	I	wouldn't	care,	because	there	were	no	stops	to	keep	them	out	and	nobody	inside	calling	distance	except	Uncle	Potty	on	the	other	side	of	the
Jhorone	Jhore,	which	drunk	on	the	floor	from	this	time,	it	still	lies	but	feeling	spot	aboutÃ	¢	Ã,	gives	you	sorry,	love,	one	has	always	said	you	know,	after	a	drink,	opening	an	eye	owl,	ã,	ia	ll	just	lie	down	here	and	take	a	while	'of	remains	ã,	they	had	come	through	the	forest	on	foot,	in	leather	jackets	from	Kathmandu	Kathmandu	market,	khaki	pants,
bandanasÃ	¢	Universal	guerrilla	fashion.	One	of	the	boys	was	carrying	a	gun.	Subsequent	reports	have	accused	China,	Pakistan,	and	Nepal,	but	in	this	part	of	the	world,	as	elsewhere,	there	were	enough	weapons	floating	around	for	an	impoverished	movement	with	a	ragged	army.	They	were	looking	for	anything	that	could	Finda	kukri	sickles,	axes,
kitchen	knives,	spades,	any	kind	of	firearm.	They	had	come	to	the	judgeÃ	¢	shotguns.	Despite	their	mission	and	their	clothes,	they	were	unconvincing.	The	older	of	them	looked	under	twenty,	and	a	yelp	from	Mutt,	they	screamed	like	a	bunch	of	schoolgirls,	they	retreated	down	the	steps	to	cower	behind	the	bushes	blurred	by	the	fog.	A	did	not	bite,
uncle?	My	God!	Ã	Ã	in	there	shivering	in	their	camouflage.	Mutt	began	to	do	what	he	always	did	when	he	met	strangers:	he	turned	a	furiously	wagging	bottom	to	the	intruders,	and	she	looked	around	from	behind,	smiling,	conveying	both	shyness	and	hope.	Hate	to	see	if	the	same	to	her	about	her	degrade	herself	thus,	the	judge	reached	for	her,
whereupon	seppellÃ¬	his	nose	in	her	arms.	The	boys	are	back	up	the	stairs,	embarrassed,	and	the	judge	has	become	aware	of	the	fact	that	this	embarrassment	was	dangerous	for	had	the	boys	projected	unwavering	confidence,	they	might	be	less	inclined	to	flex	their	muscles.	The	one	with	the	rifle	said	something	the	judge	could	not	understand.	a	no
Nepali?	She	ã	¢	sputÃ²,	lips	sneering	to	show	what	she	thought	of	this,	but	she	continued	to	Hindi.	a	cannon	A	A	We	did	not	find	guns	here.A	a	GET	them.A	A	You	must	be	misinformed.Ã	¢	Ã	¢	Never	mind	all	this	nakhra.	Get	them.A	Ã	¢	I	order	you,	He	is	the	judge,	to	leave	my	property	to	once.Ã	¢	said	a	Bring	weapons.Ã	¢	Ã	¢	¢	chiamerÃ²	police.Ã
This	was	a	ridiculous	threat	because	there	©	'was	no	phone.	They	laughed	a	laugh	of	the	film,	and	then,	even	if	you	like	a	movie,	the	guy	with	the	gun	pointed	gun	at	Mutt.	A	Go	on,	do	it,	or	will	kill	the	dog	first	and	second,	cook	third,	ladies	last,	a	he	said,	smiling	at	Sai.	IA	You'll	get	them,	a	she	said	in	terror	and	overturned	the	tea	tray	as	she	went.
The	judge	sat	with	Mutt	in	his	lap.	The	guns	dated	from	the	days	of	him	in	the	Indian	Civil	Service.	A	BSA	five-stroke	of	the	pump	barrel	gun,	a	.30	Springfield	rifle,	and	a	double-barreled	rifle,	Holland	&	Holland.	What	it	is	not	so	even	locked	away:	they	were	mounted	at	the	end	of	the	hallway	above	a	row	of	dusty	green	and	brown	duck	calls	painted.
It	Chtch,	rusted.	Why	©	Dona	t	you	take	care	of	them?	A	but	they	were	pleased	and	their	bravado	bloomed.	Ã	¢	tea.Ã	We	will	join	you	to	a	tea?	You	know	churches	in	numb	terror.	A	tea	and	snacks.	Is	this	how	you	treat	guests?	Sending	us	back	out	into	the	cold	with	nothing	to	warm	up.Ã	¢	They	looked	at	one	another,	to	her,	looked	up	his	eyes,	down,
and	strizzÃ²	the	eye	of	her.	She	felt	intensely	with	feminine	fear.	Of	course,	all	the	boys	were	familiar	with	movie	scenes	where	the	hero	and	heroine,	befeathered	in	the	cozy	winterwear,	drank	tea	served	in	tea	services	in	silver	shiny	servants.	Then	the	fog	would	roll	in,	just	like	she	did	in	reality,	and	they	sang	and	danced,	playing	peekaboo	in	a	nice
resort.	This	was	classic	cinema	set	in	Kulu-Manali	or,	preterrorist	days,	Kashmir,	before	gunmen	came	bounding	out	of	the	mist	and	a	new	kind	of	film	had	to	be	done.	The	cook	was	hiding	under	the	dining	table	and	trascinÃ²	out.	A	to	AAA,	the	AAAA	has	joined	hands	together,	begging	them,	Ã	please,	IA	m	a	poor	man,	please.Ã	¢	she	raised	his	arms
and	rannicchiÃ²	as	if	from	an	expected	blow.	a	he	hasnâ	t	done	anything,	leave	it,	he	said	you	know,	Seeing	him	humiliated,	or	even	more	to	see	that	the	only	street	open	for	him	was	to	humiliate	himself	further.	Ã	Please	live	only	to	see	my	son	please	donÃ	¢	t	kill	me	please	ia	m	a	poor	me	replacement	man	The	lines	of	him	had	been	refined	over	the
centuries,	handed	down	from	generation	to	generation,	for	the	poor	necessary	some	lines	;	The	script	has	always	been	the	same,	and	they	had	no	choice	than	to	ask	for	pity.	The	cook	knew	he	knew	How	to	cry.	These	family	lines	have	allowed	children	to	facilitate	even	more	in	their	role,	which	he	had	delivered	to	them	as	a	gift.	Who	wants	to	kill?	Ã	¢
They	told	the	cook.	Ã,	we	are	alone	hunger,	thatÃ	¢	is	all.	Here,	your	Sahib	will	help	you.	Go	ahead,	Ã,	they	told	the	judge,	a	know	how	the	properly	should	be	done.	¢	T	move	judge	didn't,	so	the	man	pointed	the	gun	to	mutt	again.	The	judge	grabbed	it	and	put	it	behind	him.	Ã	¢	too	soft	heart,	SAHIB.	You	should	show	this	kind	side	with	your	guests,
too.	Go	ahead,	prepare	the	table.Ã	¢	The	judge	found	in	the	kitchen,	where	it	had	never	been,	not	even	once,	mutt	staggering	on	him,	you	know	and	the	chef	too	afraid	to	look,	looking	away.	It	came	to	them	that	they	could	die	everyone	with	the	judge	in	the	kitchen;	The	world	has	dropped	each	other	and	anything	could	happen.	To	nothing	to	eat?	Ã,	Ã,
only	cookies,	one	said	you	know	for	the	second	time	that	day.	Ã,	La!	What	kind	of	Sahib?	Ã,	the	leader	asked	the	judge.	No	snack!	Do	something	then.	We	think	we	can	continue	on	an	empty	stomach?	A	lament	and	pleading	for	the	lives	of	him,	the	fried	pakora	cook,	a	beater	to	hit	hot	oil,	this	sound	of	violence	that	seems	to	be	an	adequate
accompaniment	to	the	situation.	The	judge	tets	a	tablecloth	in	a	drawer	stuffed	with	yellowed	curtains,	sheets	and	rags.	You	know,	the	trembling	hands,	wet	tea	in	a	pan	and	tense,	even	though	he	had	no	idea	how	to	properly	tea	so,	the	Indian	way.	He	knew	only	the	English	way.	The	boys	played	a	home	survey	with	some	interest.	The	atmosphere,
they	noticed,	was	of	intense	solitude.	Some	fragments	of	shaky	furniture	superimposed	with	a	cuneiform	Termites	remained	isolated	in	shadows	along	with	some	cheap	metal-folding	tube	chairs.	The	wrinkled	nose	from	the	wild	smell	of	a	small	place,	although	the	ceiling	had	within	the	reach	of	a	public	monument	and	the	rooms	are	spacious	in	the	old
way	of	wealth,	windows	placed	for	snow	views.	They	peeked	to	a	certificate	released	by	Cambridge	University	which	had	almost	disappeared	in	an	overlap	of	brown	spots	that	bloom	on	the	walls	that	had	grown	up	with	moisture	and	swelled	back	as	sails.	The	door	had	been	closed	forever	on	a	storage	room	where	the	floor	had	sold.	The	storage
supplies	and	what	appeared	to	be	a	reasonable	number	of	empty	or	tuna	cans,	had	been	stacked	on	a	broken	ping-pong	table	in	the	kitchen,	and	only	a	corner	of	the	kitchen	has	been	used,	since	it	was	conceived	in	Origin	for	the	asserved	servants,	not	the	one	left	servo.	A	house	needs	a	lot	of	repairs,	Ã,	recommended	kids.	A	tea	is	too	weak,	Ã,	they
told	the	manner	of	mothers-in-laws.	A	And	not	enough	salt,	a	said	Pakora.	The	Marie	and	Delusi	cookies	are	immersed	in	the	tea,	they	have	developed	the	liquid	hot	noisily.	Two	logs	found	in	the	bedrooms	are	full	of	rice,	lentils,	sugar,	tea,	oil,	meetings,	Lux	Soap	and	Ponda	s	Cold	Cream.	One	of	them	assured	you	know:	only	one	elements	needed	for
movement.Ã	¢	a	cry	from	another	alert	the	rest	to	a	locked	locker.	Ã,	give	us	the	key.Ã	¢	the	judge	went	to	take	the	hidden	key	behind	the	National	Geographics	which,	as	a	young	man,	visualizing	a	different	kind	of	life,	had	taken	in	a	store	to	have	bound	in	leather	with	the	gold	letters	years	.	They	opened	the	wardrobe	and	found	Bottles	of	Grand
Marnier,	Amontillado	Sherry,	and	Talisker.	Some	of	the	bottles	¢	content	was	completely	vanished	and	some	had	turned	into	vinegar,	but	the	boys	put	them	in	the	trunk	anyway.	Ã,	cigarettes?	Ã	¢	There	were	no.	This	made	them	angry,	and	even	though	there	was	no	water	in	the	tanks,	they	defecated	in	the	bathrooms	and	let	them	smelly.	Then	they
were	ready	to	go.	saying,	Jai	Gorkha,	ã,	Ã,	told	the	judge.	Ã,	Gorkhaland	for	Gorkhas.Ã	¢	Ã	¢	Jai	Gorkha.Ã	¢	voice	in	chapter,	Ã,	I	am	a	fool.Ã	¢	Ã,	Ã,	I	am	a	fool.Ã	¢	Ã	¢	aloud.	Cana	t	feels,	Huzoor.	Tell	him	Louder.Ã	¢	told	him	with	the	same	empty	voice.	Ã,	Jai	Gorkha,	ã,	said	the	cook,	and	a	gorkhaland	for	Sai	said,	even	though	they	hadn't	asked	to	say
anything.	Ã	¢	â,¬	"I'm	a	crazy,	Ã	¢	â,¬,"	said	the	cook.	Upset,	the	boys	left	the	veranda	and	out	in	the	fog	carrying	the	two	trunks.	One	was	painted	with	white	letters	on	the	black	tin	that	reads:	Ã	¢	â,¬	Å	"Mr.	JP	Patel,	SS	StrathnaverÃ	¢	â,¬	The	other	laws:	Ã,	Â	«Miss	S.	Midertry,	Convent	of	Sant'Argusto."	Then	they	had	gone	abruptly	as	if	they	had
appeared.	Ã	¢	â,¬	"went,	I	am	Go,	Ã	¢	â,¬,	"Sai	said.	Mutt	tried	to	respond	despite	the	fear	that	his	eyes	still	lived,	and	tried	to	shake	his	tail,	although	he	continued	to	bend	in	his	legs.	The	cook	broke	a	strong	lament:	Ã	¢	â,¬	"Humara	Kya	Hoga,	you	have,	Humara	Kya	Hoga,	Ã	¢	â,¬"	Let	her	voice	go	away.	Ã	¢	â,¬	Å	"You	have,	you	have,	what	will	you
become?	Ã	¢	Â,	¬	"Yes,	Ã	¢	â,¬,"	said	the	judge	and	thought,	these	damned	servants	were	born	and	brought	to	scream.	Heself	sat	the	straight	bolt,	his	tight	expression	to	prevent	his	distortion,	tightening	the	arms	of	the	chair	tightly	To	limit	a	violent	tremor,	and	although	he	knew	he	was	trying	to	stop	a	movement	that	was	inside	him,	it	seemed	that
it	was	the	world	agitated	with	a	devastation	force	that	was	trying	to	keep	against.	On	the	dining	table	there	was	a	tablecloth	that	had	spread,	white	with	a	screw	design	interrupted	by	a	garnet	stain	where,	many	years	ago	he	had	poured	a	glass	of	harbor	as	he	was	trying	to	throw	him	to	his	wife	to	chew	in	a	way	That	he	disgusted	him.	Ã	¢	â,¬	"So
slow,	Ã	¢	â,¬"	The	boys	had	taunted	him.	Ã	¢	â,¬	"People!	Without	shame....	It	can't	do	something	alone."	Both	you	know	that	the	chef	had	avoided	their	gaze	from	the	judge	and	from	his	humiliation,	and	even	now	their	glances	avoided	the	Tablecloth	and	took	longer	through	the	room,	if	the	cloth	has	been	recognized,	there	was	no	saying	as	it	could
punish	them.	It	was	a	terrible	thing,	the	downning	of	a	proud	man.	He	could	kill	the	witness.	The	cook	has	drawn	curtains;	Their	vulnerability	seemed	highlighted	by	the	glass	and	seemed	to	be	hanging	exposed	in	the	forest	and	night,	with	the	forest	and	night	hanging	from	their	dark	dark	enhancers	on	them.	Mutt	saw	the	reflection	of	him	before	the
fabric	was	drawn,	exchanging	him	for	a	jackal	and	jumped.	Then	he	turned,	he	saw	him	shadow	of	him	on	the	wall	and	jumped	once	again.	It	was	February	1986.	Sai	had	seventeen	years,	and	her	love	story	with	Gyan	The	math	tutor	was	not	even	a	year.	When	the	newspapers	reached	the	road	blocks,	read:	A	Bombay	a	band	named	Hell	no,	did	not
perform	the	Hyatt	International.	In	Delhi,	a	technological	fair	on	cow	dung	stoves	was	taken	by	delegates	from	all	over	the	world.	At	Kalimpong,	high	in	the	north-east	of	the	Himalayas	where	they	lived-the	retired	judge	and	the	chef	of	him,	you	know,	and	Mutt-There	was	a	relationship	of	new	dissatisfaction	on	the	hills,	collecting	insurrections,	men
and	guns.	It	was	the	Indian-Nepalese	this	time,	tired	of	being	treated	as	the	minority	in	a	place	where	the	majority	were.	They	wanted	their	country,	or	at	least	their	state,	in	which	to	manage	their	business.	Here,	where	India	became	blurred	in	Bhutan	and	Sikkim,	and	the	army	made	pull-ups	and	push-ups,	keeping	their	tanks	with	the	KAKI	paint	in
case	the	Chinese	have	grown	hungry	in	the	territory	Tibet,	had	always	been	a	messy	map.	The	documents	seemed	resigned.	A	great	amount	of	war,	betraying,	the	barter	occurred;	Between	Nepal,	England,	Tibet,	India,	Sikkim,	Bhutan;	Darjeeling	stolen	from	here,	Kalimpong	torn	from	there	"Although,	ah,	despite	the	fog	by	loading	like	a	dragon,
dissolving,	canceling,	making	the	design	of	the	borders	ridiculous.	Borders.
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