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PROLOGUE


PAST

Leaves whipped her face. Branches scratched her arms and legs. Stakla rushed through the rainforest, wet and exhausted, panting and full of fear.

The ground beneath her feet was soft and squelched between her toes with every step. She stumbled into a hole; someone helped her up.

She scrambled over fallen trees and swung across the small river on a vine, almost as the wind.

She ran as fast as she could. Someone next to her shouted: »Faster, faster.« Blood ran down her arm; it hurt. Next to her were many girls and women whom she had known since birth.

They were all running towards the large clearing.

It was her family, her mothers, aunts and sisters, her tribe, the Tamanaken.

Each of them knew the forest: every tree, every bush, all the streams, plants and animals from early childhood.

The few men and boys were also running for their lives. Shimmering darkly, their bodies glided smoothly through the fading light under the dense canopy of the jungle.

Completely exhausted, Stakla stepped into the clearing with the other members of the tribe. They saw one other for one last time as they were on that day. Their queen raised a spear and quickly gathered all hundred Tamanaken in a circle around her.

Breathing heavily and exhausted, they followed her grand gesture. The children were in the front row and the women and men in the second.

They were completely naked. Only large, colourful tattooed patterns covered the bodies of the girls and women. They looked like dazzling birds of paradise. The men and boys, on the other hand, were not allowed to tattoo themselves. They stood strong and radiant between the women and girls, immersed in dignity and humility.

The sun quickly set. The large, shimmering metal moon gave off its bluish glow and bathed the clearing in the most magical of lights.

With a powerful and deep voice, the queen spoke: »You know we have no choice! A tribe of man-eaters wants to kidnap us, sell us as slaves and perhaps even worse – as they have already done to so many of us. Our scouts report that they are coming in greater numbers than ever before.«

A murmur ran through the ranks. Some women raised cries of battle.

But the wise leader said only: »Let us pray to Amalicvaca.« She took a deep breath and raised her arms high into the sky. »We will call upon our guardian goddess to make us invisible so that we may live in freedom and dignity.«

Silence, deep breathing, silence, silence.

Each of them realised what that meant. The Tamanaken had to leave everything they loved behind. Leave everything, they owned behind and set off into an uncertain future that no one in their tribe had ever seen or could even begin to imagine.

Not even the ancient legends described what would follow. Only the spell was known to them from the traditions of their ancestors from distant times.

The great and wise queen spoke the magic spell loudly and strongly, so that the spell took effect immediately. An implosion like a dull earthquake followed, trees and bushes swayed briefly. Then it was quiet.

Just a moment later, dozens of men rushed out of the forest into the clearing. They were armed with spears and blowguns, poisoned arrows and ropes. They looked around in bewilderment.

The clearing was empty. No man, no child, no woman was to be seen.

All that remained was a large, circular imprint in the wild grass, silently illuminated by the silver glow of the moon.
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PRESENT

Three Girls

Part of our story takes place in the city with the beautiful name of Berlin. It is 24 May 2010, Whit Monday, a public holiday. The parties in Mauerpark went on long into the night. Drums could be heard. Helicopters circled through the night. Singing drifted over on the night wind, through the open windows, into the bedrooms of the three girls, causing them to have some very strange dreams as they slept.

Annabell, Lara and Maya are the three heroines of this story. They live in the three houses at the end of Lortzing Street: Lara at No. 21, Annabell at No. 22 and Maya at No. 23, right next to the Mauerpark.

The district where they live has the fairy-tale name »Fountain Quarter«.

They met many years ago at Starry Sky , the international nursery school just behind their houses. They have been best friends ever since. The fact that the three girls are now in the same Year 7 class at Diesterweg Grammar School has brought them even closer together.

Lara, Maya and Annabell had been planning this day for as long as 12-year-old girls are willing to plan ahead. For days, they had been passing each other little notes at school with mysterious symbols that only they could decipher.

But even their wildest dreams could not have predicted what they would actually experience today.

INSPIRED BY

THE TRUE STORY OF

ALEXANDER VON HUMBOLDT’S

ORINOCO EXPEDITION

Quotations in italics
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PAST

Alexander von Humboldt

Almost exactly 210 years earlier, the adventurer and naturalist Alexander von Humboldt and his companion and best friend Aimé Jacques Alexandre Bonpland began their day. That was on 24 May 1800.

They were far away from Europe, deep in the South American rainforest on the Orinoco River, one of the mightiest rivers in what was then known as the »New World«, which was also called, more accurately and elegantly: »Latin America.«

The two explorers covered the 2,250-kilometre journey on the rivers through the rainforest in an indigenous canoe, a pirogue. This was a tree trunk hollowed out with fire and axes, thirteen metres long and about one metre wide.

They had now covered about half the distance and, yes, you guessed it, they still had just as many kilometres ahead of them. Humboldt and Bonpland had ventured far into an unknown green world that fascinated them greatly, but also caused them considerable suffering. Humboldt noted in his diary: »It is difficult to imagine how miserable one feels on such a wretched vehicle.«

They had now covered about half the distance and, yes, you guessed it, they still had just as many kilometres ahead of them. Humboldt and Bonpland had ventured far into an unknown green world that fascinated them greatly, but also caused them considerable suffering. Humboldt noted in his diary: It is difficult to imagine how miserable one feels on such a wretched vehicle.
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PRESENT

Lara

Lara stretched, yawned loudly and welcomed the new day. Then she heard her brother in the hallway. She jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom to get there before him. She made it just in time. She was rushing. Her big brother groaned outside the locked bathroom door. He knew that Lara would be in the bathroom for a very, very long time, just like every day, and even longer during the holidays.

Sometimes her mother or even her father had to intervene with words of warning to urge Lara to hurry up.

But today was entirely different. After a few minutes, Lara threw open the bathroom door, shouted: »I’m ready!«, and stuck her tongue out at her brother, who was sulking outside the door, rushed past him and disappeared into her room.
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PAST

Alexander von Humboldt

On 24 May. We left our camp before sunrise. In a rocky cove where the Durimundi had lived, the aromatic scent of the plants was so strong that it bothered us, even though we were lying in the open air and our nervous system was not very sensitive due to our acclimatisation to a life full of discomfort. We could not determine what kind of flowers were spreading this scent: the forest was impenetrable. ...

It was still dark. Only the campfire and a few torches cast their warm, flickering glow on the scene. A damp silence reigned before the forest awoke.

Their night camp was a bivouac. It was arranged in a circle under the open sky. In the middle stood the leather box with the food supplies, which the Guahibo people called Petaca. Next to it were the boxes with the instruments piled up. The folders, many hundreds of pages of notes and the mineral and plant collection were also stored here.

The cages with the monkeys and birds found their safe place for the night right next to it. All around, arranged in a closed circle, hung the hammocks of Humboldt and Bonpland and those of their five companions from the Maco and Guahibo tribes.

The outer boundary was formed by the fires they had lit to keep jaguars and other nocturnal predators of the jungle at bay. It was a restless night for Humboldt and Bonpland, who could hardly sleep in their hammocks. One of the jaguars, of which there were many in this area, came rather too close to their camp.

Only the fires prevented it from attacking them.

The large, hungry cat lurked close by in the jungle and let out its deep, growling purr throughout the night.

It was not so long ago that Humboldt and Bonpland had set up camp upstream at the same spot . The menacing sounds of the jaguar that night brought back unsettling memories.

Pegasus, their large mastiff, who had been accompanying them since Cumaña, lay under Humboldt’s hammock, listening to the sounds of the forest and especially those of the big cat.

Pegasus responded with a prolonged growling howl.

At some point, when Humboldt and Bonpland had finally fallen into a light sleep, the big dog’s hunting instinct took over.

One of the Maco saw him dart past briefly in the light of the campfire and then disappear into the darkness of the jungle.

The indigenous people, who were small in stature, were afraid of the huge dog. For them, the mastiff was like a terrifying carnivorous horse that could do whatever it wanted with them at any moment. So they let the dog run to the jaguar and left it to the forest to decide his fate.

That morning, when Pegasus could not be found in the camp, the Maco and Guahibo were to search for him in the surrounding jungle. Even after a long search, they could not find the mastiff. The explorers missed their Pegasus very much; they had become very fond of him during the journey.

But now a new day would soon emerge from the darkness of the sleepless night. Preparations were now beginning. Wake up, get up, gather self-control and go.

It took less than an hour to load all the things they were taking with them.

The Maco and Guahibo carried boxes with many fragile items from their night quarters to the slender canoe with practised ease.

The pirogue lay patiently in the current of the Rio Orinoco, which was a good 1000 metres wide here. The horizon or the shore on the other side could not be seen in the darkness anyway.

The river seemed as big and wide as the sea to them
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PRESENT

Annabell

The three of them would have loved to ride their bicycles straight to Humboldt Grove to put their plan into action.

But first, they each had to overcome the last hurdle of the morning: breakfast.

»Annabell!«, her mother called: »Annabell! Where is she?«

»I’ll go and see where she is«, said Shirley, her au pair.

Meanwhile, Annabell lay on her bed, dreaming of the days to come. In her mind, she built the magic hut, looked for suitable branches, and saw herself and her friends sitting in it, full of anticipation for what was to come.

The door opened. »Annabell, we’re already having breakfast, what are you doing?«

»Okay, okay, I’ll be right there!«

Annabell looked in the mirror and gazed deeply into her own eyes. She combed her long blonde hair forward over her shoulder.

She lifted her head confidently.

Almost ready. She chose one of the many hair clips pinned around the mirror. The large, fiery red one she had received from her mother for her 12th birthday was just right for this day.

Now she almost looked like a real adventurer.

The blue jeans with white stitching and the khaki blouse with large pockets, epaulettes and safari print were a perfect match.

She put on her green trainers too.

Finally, she took the denim jacket with the embroidered lion’s head out of the wardrobe. Perfect!

A sudden wave of melancholy flashed through her mind. As if saying goodbye, she let her gaze wander around her room one last time.

It was large, with two windows that reached almost from floor to ceiling. She loved the view of the city from her room.

She often sat at the window for a long time, watching the clouds. She especially liked it when she had other things which she was supposed to do, such as homework or tidying up.

Of the three friends, Annabell was the one who was best prepared for the big day. Pictures of magical huts she had drawn hung on the wall above her desk.

Again and again, she sketched the thick branches on a green meadow with wild, confident strokes. Once, she had even painted a large planet in the sky.

To be on the safe side, she took the best of these drawings with her.

She threw her jacket over her shoulder and went into the kitchen, where her mother and Shirley were waiting.
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PAST

Alexander von Humboldt

The five men from the Maco and Guahibo tribes were almost naked. Four of them rowed Humboldt and Bonpland’s pirogue.

One of the Guahibo was the helmsman, who knew his way around the labyrinth of small canals and waterfalls in the Raudals.

In the darkness of the early morning, their tattoos and red face paint seemed to dance in the firelight on their luminous skin. Without exchanging a word, they carried the boxes containing the precious instruments hand in hand to the canoe and stowed them at the bottom of the pirogue.

At the time, the fifty or so instruments were the most modern of their kind; today we would call them high-tech. Among them were sextants, quadrants, telescopes, various long-range telescopes, a longitude clock, an inclinometer, a declinometer, a cyanometer, a eudiometer, an areometer, a hyetometer, an electrometer, a hygrometer, a barometer, a thermometer and others that are too numerous to list here.
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PRESENT

Three Girls

That morning, the three girls were each thinking about their shared plan. Annabell, Maya and Lara wanted to build a magical shelter, like in Lars von Trier’s Melancholia.

They had stumbled upon the film by chance on a long, rainy afternoon with no homework to do.

As so often, they spent the afternoon at Annabell’s house. Her mother was at work. The flat was ‹empty’ and full of possibilities for three adventurous girls. The three rummaged through the DVD collection in the living room and found a strange new film, still in its packaging, which shimmered iridescently in its foil and attracted them irresistibly.

Kirsten Dunst, the actress they knew from Spider-Man, was on the DVD cover.

They watched the film spellbound. The same actress who was called ›Mary Jane‹ in Spider-Man and was now called ›Justine‹ looked so different in her wedding dress.

She wasn’t so nice, but somehow much more beautiful.

In the second part, a boy who was about their age played a part. They found the story extreme, somehow cool – because it was about how the Earth was orbiting another planet and then collided with it.

Kirsten Dunst, alias Justine, had the redeeming idea for her sister, her son and herself at the tragic end of the film, when everyone knew that the alien planet would collide with Earth and wipe out all life on Earth – to build a magical hut out of branches in a large grove.

The last scene of the film showed the alien planet hurtling inexorably towards Earth, growing larger and larger, filling the screen completely and finally colliding with Earth in an inferno.

Silently, the boy, his mother and Justine sat in the large grove, in the magical hut, holding each other’s hands tightly. They gave each other support at the end of the world.

»She must have learnt that from Spider-Man«, Annabell exclaimed in a high, cheerful voice.

»Funny story«, said Maya.

Annabell and Lara became euphoric.

»We want to build a magical hut like that too, just to see what happens«, Annabell exclaimed, wide awake.

»Yes, in Humboldt Grove!«, added Lara. The park was indeed the perfect place for this project. They had known it for many years and knew that they would find everything they needed for the construction there: a large meadow in a grove, plenty of branches and even magic.
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PAST

Alexander von Humboldt

As they loaded the boat, the Macos now murmured a quiet, sad-sounding chant. After the instruments, they carried the countless notes, maps, sketches and artefacts onto the pirogue.

The knowledge that Humboldt and his friend Bonpland had gathered was invaluable to the entire world.

It would bring about revolutions and influence political decisions. Even our current awareness of nature, in which everything is interconnected, as something valuable and at the same time endangered, which must be protected at all costs, can be traced back to Humboldt’s curiosity, thirst for adventure and the hardships he endured.

Humboldt was equally popular with kings, presidents, professors and students, but also with ordinary men and women.

He wanted literally everyone to be able to share in his discoveries. Alexander von Humboldt gave lectures in Berlin, to which everyone was invited.

Members of the royal family attended, as did students and professors, but also ordinary people such as shop girls and master butchers.

Alexander von Humboldt, together with Napoleon Bonaparte, was considered one of the most famous personalities of his time worldwide.

On his 100th birthday on Tuesday, 14 September 1869, a huge celebration was held for him across the globe.

In New York City, Chicago, Melbourne, Buenos Aires, Mexico City, Paris, London, Barcelona and Moscow, to name but a few, hundreds of thousands, if not millions, of people gathered to celebrate Humboldt.

His portrait hung on large posters on buildings.

Bands played. Ships in the harbours were decorated with garlands.

There were street parades, elegant dinner parties and concerts. His work was praised on the front pages of newspapers. In some places, torchlight processions were held in his honour and even fireworks were set off. Parks around the world were named after him and statues bearing his likeness were unveiled. And all this happened on the same day for one man.

The largest German celebration took place in Berlin, Humboldt’s birthplace and hometown. Eighty thousand people gathered here and were not deterred by torrential rain and cold wind from listening to the prominent speakers and choir singing. It was a unique holiday in Humboldt’s honour, on which all offices and authorities remained closed.

Wherever on our planet, every speech emphasised something very similar: Humboldt had recognised the »inner connection« between the diverse forms of nature. The major daily newspaper Daily News in London even went so far as to write that Alexander von Humboldt’s fame was »in a sense closely linked to the universe itself.«

A park newly planned in Berlin especially for this important occasion was also given his name in a ceremonial laying of the foundation stone. From now on, this beautifully designed piece of land, which was not too small – and just big enough, was to be called: »Humboldt Grove«. This park will play an important role in our story, and we will return to the real reason for its creation later.
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PRESENT

Annabell

»I’m here.« Annabell entered the kitchen energetically and sat down.

»Good morning, sweetheart. Is there anything special today?«, asked her mother.

»Oh, nothing special.«

»You’re already dressed.«

»Well, you know, today is the day I want to build a magical hut in the park with Maya and Lara. I told you about it last week.«

»Oh yes, that’s right. I’m sorry, sweetheart, I completely forgot. I thought that since today is Monday and a public holiday, we could do something together.«

»Typical of you, forgetting everything again«, Annabell replied irritably: »I can’t today, we’ve been planning this for so long and I even wrote it in our calendar.« As always, when Annabell felt more or less angry, her forehead wrinkled.

»Look, here.« Annabell went to the calendar hanging on the kitchen wall, where Shirley, her mother and she wrote down all the important dates that concerned all three of them.

»It’s right there. It’s always the same, you never know what I want to do, and then we end up arguing.«

Annabell’s mother tried to calm her down, went over to her and wanted to give her a big hug.

»My darling, I know, and I’m really sorry. Is everything alright now?«

»Yes«, Annabell replied evasively.
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PAST

Alexander von Humboldt

It was still dark on the Orinoco River.

Loading the pirogue by the light of the fire was not yet complete, and we almost missed the most exciting part.

Now it was the turn of the many colourful and unusual exotic animals. Until now, they had all been sleeping safely in their cages. Only the night monkeys, which, as their name suggests, were nocturnal, watched quietly with their large eyes as the night camp slowly dispersed. Immer noch war es dunkel am Rio Orinoko.

However, when the first cage was lifted, the peace and quiet was over. First, the seven parrots woke up with their loud morning cries and thoughtful cawing. This in turn caused the two rock chickens to start their almost unbearable shrill cries and increasingly loud chirping, which they did not stop anytime soon.

Panic spread among the monkeys.

The crew tried to calm the frightened monkeys. In vain.

Their black, round eyes were filled with fear.

With their little hands, they clung fearfully to the bars of their cages.

They just wanted to get away from the noise terror the birds were causing. All the cages had to be stowed away on the canoe quickly.

As dawn broke, the birds slowly calmed down. This new day came as quickly as yesterday had gone.

The crew hurried to secure all the cages to the wide bamboo structure at the re to the rear of the pirogue.

The young toucan raised its large beak as its cage was tied to the boat and croaked lamentingly.

From the cage next to it, the Pavas de Monte stuck its head out on its long neck and pecked silently around with its pointed beak. With fiery red eyes, it stared menacingly ahead.

Two civet cats hissed briefly as their cage was tied to the other side of the frame. There were so many different animals. The men had to watch where their fingers were so as not to be pinched, bitten or scratched by the agitated cage occupants.

Humboldt and Bonpland were the last to board and took up their uncomfortable quarters under the palm roof, which seemed too large for the narrow canoe.

When the boat finally set off with steady strokes of the oars, it resembled a colourful circus rather than a scientific expedition, with around twenty noisy animals, four local, almost naked rowing men and their helmsman, and two young adventurers from Europe.
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PRESENT

Annabell

In moments like these, when there was an argument, Annabell secretly longed for her dad. She had never met him.

Apparently, her mother didn’t know him either and wanted to raise Annabell on her own from the start.

Instead, Shirley, Annabell’s third au pair, became part of the family. She came from Australia, was super nice and very funny in her own special way.

They spoke a lot of English together and Annabell enjoyed acting as a German teacher and commenting on what Shirley said correctly and, even more so, what she said incorrectly.

Annabell’s mother was called Anna Maria Schönheim, a professor of cultural history and anthropology at Humboldt University, a single parent and a sophisticated woman who could have met the man of her dreams any day, but had consciously chosen an independent life without a partner. She loved her freedom just as much as Annabell did. Together with Shirley, they were a good team.

However, days like today had become more frequent lately.

Annabell was still 12, but she was noticeably growing up and increasingly following her own path.

Her mother, on the other hand, found herself thinking back more and more often with a heavy heart to the time when they did everything together.

Every time she did, she felt a wave of melancholy wash over her. Her own childhood emerged from the darkness of her memories.

Sometimes, when she was alone, small tears rolled quietly down her cheeks. So often in her childhood, she hoped in the evening that her dad would come home before she went to bed.

But he hardly ever did. Because he didn’t come home from his nightclub office or business dinners until early in the morning and then had to sleep during the day.

When Annabell’s mother turned 15, she vowed never again to be as dependent on a man as she was on her father to be happy. Annabell should be spared this futile, longing wait for a father or any man. Annabell’s mother remained without a man, in a well-organised team.

But now the mood was gone in this well-coordinated team of three women from three generations.

Annabell knew that one day she would do everything better with her children.

But that day was still young and wanted to be conquered. Moping didn’t help, and futile longing certainly didn’t either.
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PAST

Alexander von Humboldt

Something invisible to the men was different from usual. Barely noticeable, the pirogue sank a little deeper into the water after being loaded, and it was also a little harder to row than on previous days. But no one noticed that at the time.

In Humboldt and Bonpland’s adventure, another event took place, which now took its course, an invisible departure that 210 years later would have an unimaginable effect on the lives of three girls in Berlin.
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PRESENT

Maya

Maya was in no hurry. She opened the window of her room with relish. Yawning and stretching her arms wide, she let her gaze wander across the street. She was still wearing her orange nightdress with the little flowers.

A car drove off.

Trees in the street were in bloom.

The air was heavy with a sweet scent.

Maya could sit on the windowsill for hours on weekends, letting her mind wander, watching the clouds and dreaming. The sun was still low over Mauerpark, casting long shadows onto Lortzing Street.

Maya yawned again and spotted two boys playing football on the pavement opposite early in the morning. Their ball caught Maya’s eye like a butterfly net, bouncing in a wide arc right into its own shadow and back out again. With its splash, splash, repeating sonorously, she drifted deeper and deeper away as if hypnotised.

The ball was always there when the shadow flitted right under it, splashing down on it with a big belly flop. The shadow, for its part, tried to escape as quickly as it could as soon as the ball released it.

The ball and the shadow played their game with each other for quite a while. And only when one of the boys took the ball in his arms and held it tight did the shadow seize the opportunity and disappear instantly, escaping to freedom.

There, it probably did what shadows always did, when they weren’t needed, until they suddenly reappeared out







Imprint



Die automatisierte Analyse des Werkes, um daraus Informationen insbesondere über Muster, Trends und Korrelationen gemäß § 44b UrhG („Text und Data Mining“) zu gewinnen, ist untersagt.



© 2025 for the English edition: Henry Landers

Second edition: 2026

First German edition 2024

Three Girls Save the World © 2021 Henry Landers

All rights reserved.

From German: DeepL

Proofreading: LenguageTool

Illustration, layout, typesetting: Henry Landers

Cover design, three girls and Senshū visualised with AI by: Henry Landers

In accordance with applicable AI usage rights. Image generator: Adobe Firefly Photo of the author: © Marco Bußmann

Henry Landers

Buttmannstrasse 13, 13357 Berlin

kontakt@henrylanders.de / www.henrylanders.de




Herstellung und Verlag:
BoD · Books on Demand GmbH, Überseering 33, 22297 Hamburg

 
ISBN: 9783695141173

Bibliographic information from the German National Library:

The German National Library lists this publication in the German National Bibliography; detailed bibliographic data is available on the available online at www.dnb.de.

Sources: Among others

Alexander von Humboldt: South American Travels, Safary-Publisher, Berlin, 1979

Quotations are printed in italics

List of sources in the appendix, page →


OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		About the author



		Epigraph



		Table of Contents



		PROLOGUE



		1. PRESENT



		2. PAST



		3. PRESENT



		4. PAST



		5. PRESENT



		6. PAST



		7. PRESENT



		8. PAST



		9. PRESENT



		10. PAST



		11. PRESENT



		12. PAST



		13. PRESENT



		14. PAST



		15. PRESENT



		16. PAST



		17. PRESENT



		18. PAST



		19. PRESENT



		20. PAST



		21. PRESENT



		22. PAST



		23. PRESENT



		24. PAST



		25. PRESENT



		26. PAST



		27. PAST



		28. PRESENT



		29. PAST



		30. PRESENT



		31. PAST



		32. PRESENT



		33. PAST



		34. PRESENT



		35. PAST



		36. PRESENT



		37. PAST



		38. PRESENT



		39. PAST



		40. PRESENT



		41. PAST



		42. PRESENT



		43. PAST



		44. PRESENT



		45. PAST



		46. PRESENT



		47. PAST



		48. PRESENT



		49.PAST



		50. PRESENT



		51. PAST



		52. PRESENT



		53. PAST



		54. PRESENT



		55. PAST



		56. PRESENT



		57. PAST



		58. PRESENT



		59. PAST



		60. PRESENT



		61. PAST



		62. PRESENT



		63. PAST



		64. PRESENT



		65. PAST



		66. PRESENT



		67. PRESENT



		68. PRESENT

		PROGRAMME



		HOW THE GAME IS PLAYED







		69. PRESENT



		70. PRESENT



		71. PRESENT



		72. PRESENT



		73. PRESENT



		APPENDIX



		Further information



 

		Copyright









Page List





		7



		9



		10



		11



		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



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		6











OEBPS/images/2_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





