



























































































































































































































































By Rahila GuptaT

Loauing FHome

PIKED HAIR WOUNDING THE SKY with its hard
Qpink tips, she stood against the railings of Tooting

Broadway, contemplating the smoke that billowed out
of her mouth. With her free hand, she felt absently in her
bag for a knitted cap which would swallow up her spikes
before she turned the key to the front door. Garish posters
advertising Dhulan (Bride), the latest outpouring of cine-
matic diarrhoea from Bombay, triggered off a nervous
twitch in her left eyelid. Weakened by the length and bre-
adth of the strange looks that her skin-tight, shiny black
trousers were drawing, she inhaled quickly. Butting out the
cigarette with a smart twist of her booted heel, she walked
into Oriental Tandoori and demanded a sweet paan which
she would suck all the way home on the train to absorb the
pungent, stale smell of smoke on her breath.

She had lived this schizophrenic life ever since she could
remember. It was the overlap she was afraid of, the un-
noticed leaking of one world into the other. She toyed with
her latest idea of leaving home, undaunted by the memory
of her past hundred failures. This time it was fool-proof.
Mum and Dad were not so bad really, considering what
Shammy was lumbered with — if only their love did not
hover quite so close to oppression, if only they had not res-
ponded to living here by closing up. And living meekly to
put others on the straight and narrow was just not her
scene. Anyway, did they really think that Tahir and Sajeda
would follow their eldest sister’s deviant path? What with
their diet of Hindi films and Disco Diwane, that was hard-
ly likely. The red stain of the paan juices gave a fiendish
edge to herblack painted lips as she relished her latest plan
with a vigorous chomping of paan. This weirdo, she thought
with a giggle, was going to ask her parents to approve her
marriage to a nice Muslim boy from the same tiny village
in Pakistan, and what is more, from a cosy and quite ac-
ceptable niche of that hierarchy. Not all your culture runs
colour in the multi-cultural wash.

HE SEEMED AN OKAY FELLOW, a bit reticent for a po-
litical activist, but at least their cultural divide would ex-
clude any possibility of romance. That she could not face.
She could not even meditate on the plan in peace in case
someone trespassed on her thoughts. Secrecy was so im-
portant. As the train rattled into a station whose advertise-
ments she recognised, she picked up her huge bag and made
for the door. She popped into the public loo to do her Cin-
derella act, whipped out her cleansing cream and cotton
wool, wiped off her lipstick,brushed the gel out of her hair
and tucked every straying pink wisp into her knitted cap.
She pulled out her black T-shirt from her trousers until it
hung over her knees, a crumpled but quick churidar kame-
ez. Only the incongruity of black lace-up boots, which al-

ways jarred on her mother’s sense of femininity, hinted at
what had been.

She walked up the garden path, suddenly noticed the
fraying black lace gloves on her hands, tiptoed back a few
steps until her silhouette merged with the shadow cast by
the overgrown hydrangea, and slowly, nimbly removed the
gloves so that they would not fray further. She went for
the controlled effect — frayed but not torn. The key had
barely turned in the lock when her mother’s voice whined
out over the Hindi video film, ““Zara, is that you?”

“Yes, mum. Did you think that the local cat-burglar
would use the key?”

“In that skin-tight black churidar,1 can hardly be blam-
ed for thinking so. Anyway,what’s kept you so late? Your
chappatis are in the oven.”

Zara dished out her food. Bhindi, mmm, her favourite
vegetable. She would miss that. It would be eggs and bread
after a few days. She took her plate out into the lounge.
“Mind if I eat out here? Promise [ won’t wipe my hands
on the settee.”

“Shsh. . . the film’s just ending. If the father dies, then
the widow can’t object to Hema Malini’s romance with
Dharmendra.”

As the music reached a deafening crescendo, so that
the man could breathe his last in time with the music, Zara
experimented with her opening lines, ‘Mum, I'm going to
be married. . . Ammijan,I’ve found the boy of your dreams
... Mummyji ...’

The hum of the blank video interrupted her thoughts.
“Where’s dad?”

“At the Islamic Centre. He’ll belt you if I tell him what
time you came home. You better have a good reason if you
want me to keep quiet.”

Zara set her plate down, squeezed in on the armchair
between the armrest and her mother, wiped her hands
discreetly on her mother’s dupatta, and said in honeyed
tones, “Mum, I’ve the best reason in the world and it’s so
good, I don’t mind you telling dad at all. In fact, you must
tell him. A Sunni boy from Ferozepur has proposed to me.
His father owns 20 acres of land and Ahmad is the eldest
son. And, with your permission, I'm going to accept. Now,
there’s no need to look cross just because I beat you to it.
and found a more eligible boy than any of your sisters
could conjure up!”

Her mother stood up, switched off the TV and with
hands on her hips, tried hard not to look pleased. “So,
what’s so special about him? You turned down all our sug-
gestions because boys from Pakistan were ‘Pakis’. Anyway,
at 21, it’s high time you were married. If the boy’s from
our community and his background is suitable, then I'm
sure it will be OK with dad. What’s his family name? Dad
can start making inquiries tomorrow.”

“Khan.”

“Oh. . . Khan. . . Find out if his father’s land is by the
railway-line. It stretches from the signal-box to the first
crossing just outside Ferozepur. He might be a cousin. No,
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don’t worry, at least four times removed. That’s a good
family.” Zara’s mother lapsed into counting the generations
that had passed between the first blood-brothers down to
the present day, keeping track of which children belonged
to which of the wives.

“I'm going to bed,” said Zara relieved, ““it’ll take you
at least two hours to sort out the family tree. Not quite the
kind of gripping stuff which keeps me awake!”

THE NEXT MORNING, after her fortnightly dose of de-
pression at the dole office, she was shocked to find the
family assembled in the living-room. Her father’s eldest
brother and his wife were also present. Her father, looking
slightly embarrassed, made the faintest visible gesture of
‘come here’ with his head while his voice choked on beti:
marriage was not an easily broachable subject with one’s
daughter. “Your uncle knows the family and the boy. The
background is OK, but, do you know that the boy is seek-
ing political asylum, and his application was rejected twice
by the Home Office. I hope he isn’t going to ditch you af-
ter a couple of years. Your uncle and I want to have a chat
with him.” !

Zara wondered which act to put on: the shocked and
horrified one or the quiet, smug ‘I know all about that’ one.
The first would have alerted them that this was not quite
the madly-in-love story. So,she took the second tack. “Oh,
yes! He told me the whole story. You know why he’s a
political refugee though, don’t you? His politics are the
same as yours, dad — Pakistan People’s Party and Benazir
Bhutto, zindabad"”

“He’s a PPP man?”” her father smiled approvingly. ““That
rogue, Zia, must’ve made his life intolerable. Right, when
are you going to bring your young man home?”

“Whenever you want, dad.”

So the following Sunday was fixed. Ahmad would lunch
with them, after which Zara would have to retreat upstairs
to her bedroom while the men talked. .

That night, she phoned Pradeep, Ahmad’s friend and
middleman, to arrange a meeting with Ahmad at Pradeep’s
office the following day. To Pradeep’s suspicion-laden
voice, Zara whispered, ‘“Tell you tomorrow,”” and hung up.

The next day Zara went to the City to meet them.
Ahmad was already there in a kurta pyjama, looking irrita-
tingly ethnic, thought Zara, with a maroon embroidered
jacket amongst all the City gents. Pradeep took them to a
quiet little cafe round the corner for a beans-on-toast meal,
and demanded, ““What’s up now?”

“How many apples in a bunch of grapes?” countered
Zara.

“Wha. . . at. Be serious.”

“You think I'm silly because I've got no sense?”’ giggled
Zara.

“Look, I don’t have much time,” Pradeep’s voice rose a
threatening decibel or two.

“Well, my dad wants to see Ahmad on Sunday. Lunch
at our house and all that. But, you can’t come. Haven’t told

the folks about the monkey in the middle or gooseberry,”
she disclosed, looking at his hairy arms.

“Ahmad can’t talk about such things; these are delicate
matters. He might let the side down. He can talk politics
but romance is entirely my forte.”

“You can tell him what to say. But you. . .”” Zara warn-
ed, forming the sign of the cross with her index fingers as
if warding off Dracula, “you’ll mess it up.”

“Now listen! If youtwo are supposed to be staying with
me temporarily after marriage, then, as your best friend,
I've every right to be there.”

“OK. OK. But for goodness sake, not a word,” pleaded
Zara.

“There’s something else I’'ve got to tell you. You realise
that after you marry Ahmad, he won’t have any rights here
for at least a year; he won’t be able to work or claim dole
or anything. Now, seeing that he’s doing you a favour,
helping you to leave home, plus we’ll both be lying like
mad for a year to your family when they call or phone:
‘Zara’s in the bath’, ‘she’s just popped out, she’ll call you
as soon as she returns. . .” Well, that kind of support doesn’t
come cheap or easy.”

FEAR BEGAN TO CREEP UP ZARA'’S SPINE into her
eyes. “What do you mean? What are you asking for?”

“£5,000,” said Pradeep triumphantly, on noting her
fear.

“I don’t have that kind of money! You’re a friend, you
can’t do that. People in Ahmad’s position pay to arrange a
marriage, whereas I'm doing you a favour. You scratch my
back and I’ll scratch yours.”

“Well, as he’ll be staying with me, rent won’t be a pro-
blem. O K. £2,500 will do or the whole thing’s off.”

“My parents wouldn’t let me go to art college, and you’re
not going to stop me either by taking all my savings. Bit
pointless leaving home then, don’t you think?”

“I'm sorry, art college or no, I can’t accept less than
£1,000. There’s plenty of other fish. . .”

“Suckers. . .” muttered Zara under her breath as her
eyes misted up as she thought of the £3,000 in her Abbey
National account. So close to success, she could not let it
slip from her fingers. She would just have to live on the
grant or make it up in holiday-work. What the hell!

“Done,” she said, and slapped her hands on Pradeep’s
outstretched palms.

Sunday dawned. Zara lazed in bed lamenting the prec-
ious cheque she had posted to Pradeep. Her thoughts were
constantly being punctured by her mother’s “Zara, come
and make the salad,” “Zara, come and do the washing up,”
until her sister, Sajeda, her sleep disturbed, answered. Fin-
ally, with half-an-hour to go, Zara strolled to the bathroom
in her knitted cap to wash the pink dye out of her hair.
Out came the silk salwar kameez, the heavily embroidered
dupatta and golden chappals. When she made her appear-
ance downstairs, her mother’s delight was apparent as she
hugged Zara, saying, “even you have your soft spot.” At
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least it has had its intended effect, Zara thought as she ex-
tricated herself from her mother’s embrace and rearranged
her dupatta.

LUNCH WAS A STARCHY AFFAIR with everyone ex-
changing meaningful glances with Zara who looked hazily
at the picture of the large-eyed cherub with a tear on its
cheek, giving every outward sign of being in love. She
thought of the different meanings each person’s glance
conveyed and suppressed a smile. She swam in and out of
the conversation, drowning yet, at the same time, feeling
that her head was above water; and answering, yes and no,
as expected of the bride-to-be. In short, her behaviour was
exemplary. After lunch, she withdrew to her room as plan-
ned and sat on the edge of the bed, biting her nails and
hoping that the scent of the burning incense would
camouflage the smell of cigarette-smoke. After two hours,
her father called her down. Ahmad and Pradeep had left.
It was all fixed; a buffet-lunch would be hosted at the local
school-hall for 300 people. Zara sighed with relief.
Tomorrow she would start her own preparations. Whilst
her mother grumbled that there was little time to prepare
her trousseau, Zara was out visiting her friends to check that
the housing association flat had come through, to collect
the keys, to look the flat over, and to start furnishing it with
basics. Over the next few days, she bought a second-hand

bed and mattress, a gas-cooker, a tiny fridge and crockery.

Any luxuries like coffee-grinders and toasters would hope-
fully come as wedding gifts. Zara was brimming with excite-
ment. She would open the door to the flat and stand there
for five minutes gloating over what was hers, kissing the car-
pet in a pope-like gesture and fingering the black refuse
sacks that were doubling up as curtains. Mine, mine, all
mine, she thought. A daily dose of her flat helped her to re-
main patient, and even friendly, as her mother dragged her
from shop to shop in Southall, worrying about the colour
of her gharara, whether imitation pearls or diamonds should
be woven in with silk embroidery, and the amount of gold
in the jewellery and the clothes for Ahmad. Freedom was
within grasping distance so Zara held on to her sanity.

As the day drew closer, she phoned Pradeep to make
arrangements for transport after the reception. She want-
ed to leave separately and be driven straight to her flat.
Pradeep was furious, protocol had to be maintained. She
and Ahmad would have to drive together to his house, after
which she could change and leave by minicab. She thought
it over and sighed. How long this protocol, this etiquette,
she screamed silently.

Meanwhile, the endless vulgar consumerism continued.'

Her mother was surprised at the ease with which Zara suc-
cumbed to her choices for this ‘the’ most important day of
her life, when she had clung to the knitted cap and lace-up
boots for daily dressing beyond the frontiers of good taste
and the understanding of lesser mortals like herself. Even a
little discussion on shades and matching garments, a little
argument which lends piquancy to the whole enterprise of

shopping, was absent.

It was with the greatest amount of self-restraint that Zara
passed those few days. The impatience that lit her eyes on
her wedding-day made relatives remark on her radiance.
The stream of congratulations, the hugging, the kissing, the
smiling made her want to rush to the toilet and do her Cin-
derella act. Not long now, she thought.

WHEN THE RECEPTION WAS OVER, she hugged her
family long and hard. An unexpected show of emotion from
Zara, but marriage changes a girl, thought her mum indul-
gently. Ahmad and Zara sat in the heavily decorated Merce-
des which was driven by Pradeep. She closed her eyes and
lay back in sheer exhaustion.

“Your punk gear is in a carrier bag in the boot,” Pra-
deep’s voice boomed out, forcing her back into the imme-
diate. She felt Ahmad’s eyes fix on her and realised that
he was still holding her hand.

“Cut that out,” Zara remarked sharply, “the act’s over;
the loving bridegroom — that was for public consumption.
By the way, Joey was going to wait for me at your flat,
Pradeep. Did you leave the keys under the mat?”

“She’ll be let in, don’t worry,” was the curt reply.

As they approached the house, Zara could see a crowd
of silhouettes against the net curtains. ““A party,” she gasp-
ed, ““can’t face this.”

“Time to celebrate the success of our little plan. You've
escaped from home and so has Ahmad.”

“But it’s meant to be a secret.”

“It is. Friends think it is a post-reception reception for
the younger lot.”

“Exactly what I can’t handle now.”

Zara was handed a glass of champagne. “Sorry. Couldn’t
wait to open the bubbly stuff,” said an eighteen-year old
who looked as if he was about to pass out.

“Be my guest.” Zara’s sarcasm was completely wasted.

Pushing back her anxieties into an unreachable part of
her mind, she decided to enjoy herself. At least this crowd
would not have any high expectations of propriety.

With the fourth glass of champagne, Zara was in abubble
frothing over with relief; tension released, she floated
around to the guests she knew in common with Pradeep.
Ahmad was now tailing her closely, a protective groom now
that he was no longer prospective. And each time she sway-
ed dangerously forward to make her point forcibly in
some random but intent conversation with a guest, she
would teeter almost as far back on her heels, and Ahmad’s
arm would shoot out and wrap itself around her midriff.
Zara, vaguely aware of the tingling pleasure which arose
from human touch, pushed at him clumsily, and when she

“Tound that she could not dislodge him without creating a
minor stir, she let his hand stray behind the heavy folds of
her pallay.

A responsible thought asserted itself. She must stop
drinking. This was an unwanted complication although with
any other man, she might have said, “Your bed or mine’.
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For the next two hours she hung on to the same drink and
desultory strips of conversation, feeling the bubbles sink
slowly down to her feet, bringing the heaviness of sobriety
in their wake. Eyes bloodshot with fatigue and drink, she

made her excuses which were vulgarly interpreted. With %

any other man, maybe, she thought, as she graciously with-
drew, Ahmad in tow.

Joey had been waiting, but Pradeep insisted on dropping
Zara. For appearances, Ahmad had to tag along. Zara was
too tired to complain. When they arrived, Pradeep decided
to make coffee whilst Zara changed in the bedroom. When
she emerged, she found Ahmad sitting on the living-room
floor with no sign of Pradeep around. “Where’s Pradeep?”
she inquired.

““He’s gone back to the party.”

“Why did he leave you behind?”’

“BECAUSE IT’S OUR WEDDING NIGHT.” Eyebrows
shooting up lustily, he stood up, and before Zara could es-
cape, he had her against the wall. Her knee moved up slow-
ly, deliberately, in a text-book manoeuvre on how to pros-
trate a male attacker. As he writhed on the floor with the
classic symptoms of a man with his manhood injured, she
ran to the bedroom and locked the door. She felt like a
heroine in a Hindi movie only there was no Prince Charming
running to her rescue. For an hour or so she heard nothing
and wondered whether a kick in the groin could kill. Then
she heard him tiptoeing about and with relief, the flat door
banging shut. She did not particularly feel like venturing out
to see whether the door had been locked from the outside.

That night, she slept fitfully, nightmares weaving in and
out of her sleep, walls parting with riderless horses rearing
up near her mattress. She was up at six. She decided to
move to the squat where Joey hung out, where protection
could be bought in return for cleaning duties.

As Zara turned the corner of her short street, two sicken-
ingly familiar figures who had been lounging against the bus-
stand ran towards her. Taking her by the arm and squash-
ing her between them, they started walking her away from
the tube-station down a heavily deserted street. Pradeep
panted that he would ring her parents and tell all if she did
not do her wifely bit by Ahmad. . .

A milk van clattered to a halt ten yards away. Zara stuck
her elbows into their sides and, as they momentarily loosen-
ed their grip, made a dash for it. The milkman’s suspicious
glance rooted them tothe spot, looking sheepish and unsure.

She took the tube into Central London. She needed to

be surrounded by people. Aimlessly loitering amongst the
throbbing mass of people rushing to work, Zara felt as if
she would be trampled underfoot at any moment. She had

been born into the wrong time and space. She stepped side-

ways into a newsagent, and hung around the magazine-
racks behind the glass-frontage through which the sea of
people heaved sickeningly into a tidal wave. Her eyes
caught the word Asha (Hope). She picked out the magazine,
a monthly for Asian women. She had never seen a magazine

for Asians before, at least not one published here, other
than those imports from the subcontinent which her mo-
ther bought. There was a whole new world waiting here,
some of it impinging directly on her life. Going through
the classified section, she noticed an advertisement for a
community centre — advice and -counselling offered to
Asians on immigration, welfare rights, marital problems. . .
the works. Well, what about this, then? she mused. She
had reached a dead end. She had messed up even this care-
fully planned escape. She had to seek help. She hoped that
the centre was not run by Pakistanis just in case someone
recognised her. She paid for the magazine and walked back
to the station.

By coincidence, the woman at the centre was also called
Asha. Zara’s path seemed to be littered with hope-laden
omens. Asha’s friendly eyes hardened after a surreptitious
glance at Zara’s hair. Zara looked at the rings on her well-
manicured fingers and thought bitterly that appearances
do, after all, bear some relation to reality.

Asha listened to Zara in fascination, as if hooked by
the decadence of this generation of Asian girls. “I think
youhave made a serious mistake,” she said, reprimanding her
gently. “There are two ways out of it. You have misunder-
stood the depth of the love of parents in our culture. They
were only trying to do their best for you by giving you a
comfortable, secure home and planning a good marriage
for you. By going your way, you’ve landed yourself in hot
water. Go back and ask their forgiveness. If you like, I will
talk to them. The other way out is to go back to your hus-
band. After all, he was only demanding his rights, nothing
unreasonable. When you make your vows, they’ve got a
right to expect something in return.” :

Zara walked away, head bowed, dragging her feet, all
exits closed.

“You win some, you lose some,” Asha sighed. “Poor
girl. Don’t know what’s going wrong nowadays. Our girls
want too much — like these goris they go to school with.”

ZARA COULD NOT GO BACK to her flat. It was not safe.
She could not go home either. Her head swam with the
events of the last two days. She needed to sleep. Some-
where, from the corner of her eye, she could see soft, green
grass nodding away into the horizon. Would she dare? A
street tramp. What would her family say? She walked, un-
decided, towards that inviting patch. A contemptuous
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sneer from a well-dressed passer-by decided it for her. What
the hell! 1 am the pits in any case, she thought as she
closed her eyes.

When she awoke the day was not quite finished. The sun
was shining miles higher than the horizon. It was only seven.
What would she do between now and nightfall? When was
the best time to return to her flat? She was hungry. She
went back to the footpath and walked towards the shops.
Stopping at a Wimpy’s, she picked up a hamburger and as
the first bite sank into the depths of her stomach, she de-
cided that a well-packed pint of beer could easily take her
up to ten o’clock. With that pleasant thought filling her
up warmly, she started looking around for a familiar sign.

“Hey you! Oi you!” someone shouted from across the
road. Zara only dimly registered this as she was still engros-
sed in her search for a pint. That someone came sprinting
across, “Hey, Zara, didn’t I go to school with you?”

Zara looked at her, “Suri, am I glad to see you!” she
exclaimed and hugged her warmly, as if they were long-lost
friends. Suri stood, embarrassed, not sure if their acquaint-
ance merited such a warm reception.

/ “Look, I need your help desperately. I'll tell you about
it over a drink,” Zara gushed effusively.

At the Cock and Bull, Zara launched into her narrative
about Ahmad’s furtive passion for her. Suri was overcome.
When she had finished, Suri hugged her until tears came
streaming down Zara’s face in remembrance of things
past. “Look, I'm working for this women’s centre that
some of us black women helped set up. We’ll get you out
of this mess.”

Zara looked wary, “I know all about you lot. Go home,
you'll say. Do you know Asha? Sorry, mate, can’t take up
your offer.”

“Meet me tomorrow at 11.00 sharp. Not taking no
tor. o 28

“Suri, where will I hang out between now and tomor-
row? Can’t go home,” Zara hissed between clenched teeth.

“Oh God! Yes...You could come and kip in my
lounge, I suppose, until you sort yourself out.” Zara’s re-
lief was so total that the slight note of reluctance in Suri’s
offer went unnoticed.

NEXT MORNING, ZARA TRUDGED grudgingly up to
the centre with Suri, her pessimism not uplifted by the
peeling unmarked door squashed between a takeaway and
a newsagent. Suvarna, Suri’s co-worker, was waiting for
them at the top of the dingy stairs.

Sitting around an electric heater, Suvarna listed the
options briskly. “Right, your first need is housing. Can’t go
back there. I'm going to ring up the council, get you on to
their homeless list. You should be able to get bed and break-
fast tonight. But getting a flat may take up to six months.
Being a black woman helps. Being single with no kids,
doesn’t. When they ask about violence, say he kicked you
around. They do not recognise rape in marriage, so don’t
talk about his raving hands. If you don’t fancy the council

option, get on to your housing association, explain the
situation and ask if they’ll exchange the flat for some-
where else.”

“Third,” Suri butted in, “come and kip out  in my
lounge whilst you’re sorting yourself out.”

“Now, the next thing you need to do is to get out an
injunction so he can’t touch you. It’s not quite as casy as
it sounds. It can take ages and if he’s untameable he might
still try, and it’s very hard to get the police to enforce it.
Considering his immigration problems, he might lie low
with an injunction waving around in his face. There is an-
other way of putting-him out of reach. Far, far more ef-
fective. But it’s an option I can’t help you with. It would
be politically against my principles. But women in D V
Cases: ... 1

“Sorry?”. . . interrupted Zara.

“In domestic violence cases, women have written to the
Home Office revealing how theirs was a marriage of con-
venience and got their husbands deported. But, as we also
get involved in campaigns against the immigration laws, |
can’t help you there. However, threatening to use that last
resort might get your money back. And you’ll need that
little nest-egg while you’re looking for work.”

“Thanks Su. It’s been wonderful talking to you. Just
one last thing. My parents. If Pradeep squeals, I'll have lost
them forever.”

“That is entirely upto them.Ican ring them if you like,
and tell them your side of the story. But whether that
opens or shuts doors is another matter altogether.”

“OK. I'llhhandle that side of it. Can I use your plione?”
Zara dialled Pradeep’s office-number with a joy she hadn’t
felt for some time, the joy of having the upper-hand.

“Thought you’d come round eventually, sweetheart. A
bit quick on the uptake, though,” crooned Pradeep smugly.

“That’s right. 'd like my money back in full, no ex-
penses deducted. You wouldn’t want to drive your dear
friend to Heathrow to catch the next flight back to Pak-
istan, now, would you?” said Zara thickly in a ‘one-up to
me’ voice. She caught Pradeep saying, “Your parents al-
ready know. . .” as she put the receiver gently back into
it’s cradle. “That was the sweetest connection British Tele-
com ever allowed me to make. Thanks,” said Zara squeéz-
ing Su and Suri’s hands.

THAT EVENING, accompanied by Suri, Zara dared to
visit her flat, pick up her belongings and shift to Suri’s. As
she opened the door, she saw an envelope addressed to her
in a handwriting that made her heart jump. “Mum,” she
whispered and tore open the envelope. Darling Zara, it be-
gan, Pradeep rang us today and gave us your address. We
know everything. If we had only realised that you wanted
to leave home that badly . .. As long as the relatives think
you are still married, we won’t lose face, Please contact us.

Carrying a suitcase and three carrier bags, they made
their way to the nearest unvandalised call-box and joined
the queue. ¢
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Shopkeepers of India,Rejoice!
Important information to help you
increase your business turnover

is on the way!

On the 20th of each month, Tamil and Telugu for the South),
100,000 and more shopkeepers products as they come on the

are to receive a monthly market. In the months and years
magazine — Consumer ahead the market will be flooded
Products Finder’— which will with new consumer products of all
show with colour photos and kinds and shopkeepers will need
illustrations, and in simple words quick information to be selective.
simultaneously in thirteen ‘Consumer Products Finder’
languages (one edition in English, can help. We are confident this
Hindi, Assamese, Bengali, Oriya, new magazine will do for the
Punjabi and Urdu for the North; retail trade what the ‘Industrial
and another in English, Gujarati, Products Finder’ achieves for
Kannada, Malayalam, Marathi, India’s industry.
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Fill in & mail this coupon for a free sample copy:

Consumer Products Finder, Business Press Private Limited,
Post Box No. 6105, Colaba, Bombay 400 005.

Yes, please send me ‘Consumer Products Finder’

[ am the owner/manager of a shop: (Tick ( V') what is applicable)

My name:
The Shop’s Name:

What we are: Grocer/Store/Super Market/General Store ( Tick( V) what is applicable.)
Address:

-----1

Wepreferthe ____ language.
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Editor: R.V. Pandit. Published for Business Press Private Limited, Surya Mahal, 5 Burjorji Bharucha Marg, Bombay
400 001, by D S Sanvordekar and printed by him at Western India Art Litho Works Private Limited, 107, Marol
Coc-)perative Industrial Estate, Andheri-Kurla Road, Sakinaka, Bombay 400 059, by photo-offset.




Not just non-stick
but good looking too!

Trupti cook ‘n’ serve ware

Yes! The new Trupti Ruby
Range can be used for cooking
and serving.

That’s because outside, it’s
coated with an attractive two-tone
HTR finish. No peeling off. No
scratches. It remains as good as
new.

And inside, it’s coated not with
two but three layers of Non-Stick
coating. The extra third ‘lustre
layer’ makes it truly non-stick.

The HTR finish outside and
Non-Stick coating inside, makes
cleaning much easier, inside and
outside.

Just cook the food in Trupti,
and serve it directly at the dining
table.

just for you.

Available at all leading stores,
INCS and CSD canteens.

Tm)n‘n

UBY RANGE

The ultimate in cookware.
Anywhere.

Roxy Chambers,
Mama Parmanand Marg,
Bombay-400 004.

Werite for free brochure.
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‘. ‘deemork .of“‘-— Proline Sportswear Put. Ltd; Maker Chambers“l.\/, 14th\ﬂoor,' Nariman Point, Bomba* 40992]-.
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