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Part I






November 2, 2007

BLUE NOTEBOOK

I have two diaries now. The first is the hardbound red Daily Reminder of the type I have been writing in since 1994, when we had Florian. You gave me the first book in order to record my beginning year as a mother. It was very sweet of you. I have written in a book like it ever since. They are hidden in the bottom of a drawer in my office, covered with ribbons and wrapping paper. The latest, the one that interests you at present, is kept in the very back of a file cabinet containing old bank statements, checks left over from defunct accounts, the sorts of things we both vow to shred every year but end up stuffing into files. After quite a lot of searching, I expect, you have found my red diary. You have been reading it in order to discover whether I am deceiving you.

The second diary, what you might call my real diary, is the one I am writing in now.

Today I left the house and drove to the branch of the Wells Fargo Bank that is located in uptown Minneapolis beneath the Sons of Norway Hall. I parked in the customer lot and walked in, through two sets of glass doors, down a spiral staircase, to the safe-deposit desk. I tapped a little bell and a woman named Janice appeared. She assisted me in the purchase of a medium-size security box. I paid cash for a year’s rental and signed my name, three times for signature verification, on the deposit-box card. I took the key Janice offered. She matched my key to another key and let me into the safe-deposit area. After we slid my box from its place in the wall, she ushered me into one of three private little closets, each containing no more than a desk-height shelf and chair. I closed the door to my private room and removed this blue notebook from the big black leather bag that you gave me for Christmas. Ten or fifteen minutes passed before I could begin. My heart was beating so fast. I couldn’t tell if I was experiencing panic, grief, or, possibly, happiness.

* * *

As soon as the sound of Irene’s car motor vanished into the general low din of the city, Gil sat up. The towel he used to shade his eyes slipped off his face. He often lay down on his studio couch when he needed to refresh his eyes, and sometimes dozed off. He could sleep there for as long as an hour, but more often he jerked awake after fifteen minutes, refreshed and startled, as though he’d been dipped in a cool underground stream. He sat up patting for his eyeglasses, which he sometimes balanced on his chest. Sure enough, the wire ovals had fallen onto the floor. He retrieved them, hooked them behind his ears. His thick hair started low on his brow and he swept it straight back, smoothed and retied his short, gray ponytail. He stepped up to the painting of his wife and regarded it. His eyes were close-set, cold, curious, and dark. He pressed a knuckle to his chin. His thin cheeks were flecked with yellow paint.

He peered at Irene’s likeness, then he frowned and looked away, blinking like a person who can’t quite make out some figure in the distance. Suddenly he bent over, and added a few terse strokes. He stood back, wrapped his brush in an oiled cloth, then put the brush and palette into a Ziploc bag. He deposited the bag in a small refrigerator, then left his studio and went downstairs to the kitchen. He took the one can of Coke he allowed himself per day from the refrigerator. Sipping, he descended the rest of the way and entered his wife’s basement office. He went at once to the sand-colored metal file cabinet and opened a drawer labeled Old Accts.

* * *

November 1, 2007

RED DIARY

What an odd day this is with the house so empty and Gil upstairs endlessly reworking a painting. I expect he is having trouble asking me to sit for him again. Flo and Stoney are okay now after fever. Riel never gets sick, but she is having a difficult time at school this year. Stoney is making a board game for some afterschool project that involves the habits of black bears. Very Minnesota. I think I’m going to lose my mind over what I’m doing.

* * *

He actually thought he could feel the blood drain from his heart when he read those words. I think I’m going to lose my mind over what I’m doing. He put his head down on the cool oak of Irene’s desk, but then thought, as he always did when he came across some hidden reference to the other man, what the hell did I expect? I let myself in for this. I looked for this. He tried to discipline his reaction, and forced himself to consider other explanations: she could be referring to her history thesis. Or that old article on Louis Riel. Before the children, she had published several pieces that were considered brilliant; she was a very promising scholar. Her work had included new material that shed light on Riel’s mental states. She’d kept working after Florian was born. But after she became pregnant again, she had abandoned her work—except that she’d named their daughter after the depressed Metis patriot, a man to whom his own family was distantly related. Riel was eleven. And now that Stoney was in first grade, Irene was trying to finish her Ph.D. thesis, so that she could start looking for a job. Her subject was now the nineteenth-century painter of Native Americana George Catlin.

Perhaps she was suffering from academic frustration? Losing her mind—over George Catlin’s earnest depictions of people who, Catlin absurdly claimed, feared he could take their souls. No. Not with that clumsy brushwork. Gil himself could not bear to look at Catlin’s work. The tragic irony of it offended him. And for Irene, a poor excuse.

I think I’m going to lose my mind. Well, good, it proved that something remained of Irene’s conscience. She deserved to suffer somehow—secretly, internally, if not publicly—for what she was doing to them all. Careless, careless, reckless! He reared up, slammed his hands down. A few drops were flung from the can of soda, but it did not tip over. He drank it all before he put the diary back exactly the way he’d found it. He thought of dialing Irene’s cell phone, but he doubted she would answer it. Irene grew restless in the afternoons and did errands before she picked up the children. She always returned with some loud proof of what she had accomplished—a bag of groceries, a plastic tub, deposit slips. Or she exercised—she was strong and had an offhand self-confidence about her body. She thought she could do anything. She was an excellent swimmer. There was, of course, nothing wrong with that. Plenty of athletic people were emotional wrecks. He shook his head and squeezed his eyes shut.

Irene America was over a decade his junior and had been the subject of his paintings in all of her incarnations—thin and virginal, a girl, then womanly, pregnant, naked, demurely posed or frankly pornographic. He’d named each portrait after her. America 1. America 2. America 3. America 4 had just sold in six figures. If only he’d kept some of the earliest, the best portraits. They were selling for more. The series was becoming famous, or was already famous. Before Irene, he’d painted landscapes, reservation scenes that reminded people of Hopper. He’d been called a Native Edward Hopper—irritating. He hadn’t gone to art school, but he’d read, and painted, and painted, and observed. And then he lived in New York for two years, working for galleries, installations for other artists. Every night he’d gone home and spent his evenings at his own work. For a time he’d taught at a small college. But the students had seemed conceited and entitled. He lost patience with them. He’d scrounged together a little money and started painting full-time. The paintings sold. He did not look back. He’d become successful, if not widely known. He was an artist who could support a family with his work—no small feat. But now he was losing confidence and control. His paintings were hiding from him because Irene was hiding something. He could see it in the opacity of her eyes, the insolence of her flesh, the impatient weariness of her body when she let down her guard. She’d ceased to love him. Her gaze was an airless void.

* * *

Gil was still sitting at Irene’s desk when the children slammed through the door upstairs, throwing off their coats, stepping out of their boots. He heard their backpacks thud just over his head and then their footsteps fading toward the kitchen. They were quieter, opening the refrigerator, murmuring as they grazed. Irene kept the snack drawer and fridge stuffed with food that could be eaten immediately, while Gil bought dried beans, rice, frozen meat, pasta in huge quantities, and kept his stashes deep in the cupboards and freezer. Now he heard the children rummaging around like squirrels, their paws in the cellophane bags of cookies and chips. He thought of going upstairs and stopping them, but before he made a move they’d pounded up the stairway to their rooms and things were quiet again.

* * *

For years now, he thought, he had been mourning a death without knowing exactly who had died or how it had come about. He had felt the grief in their lovemaking first, but got used to it. She gave him pleasure, but they’d stopped searching each other’s faces and the words of arousal they both used seemed perfunctory. Then, over time, making love became something darker, more painful.

It was as if she weren’t really there, but watching him from underwater. He had the notion that she’d gone to wrestle with some deep interior drama whose plot he would learn only after it was resolved. He already feared the outcome would not be in his favor. So he tried. But he could get her attention only by force, in bed, and he found their anger—scratching, biting, even striking each other—both torrid and embarrassing. On days he didn’t have the strength to woo her with surprise gifts, he used the children to get to her. He’d blow some little crisis out of proportion. But afterward she always slipped through his fingers again.

Once upon a time she had been eager to sit for him. There had been a softly electric quality, a constantly changing force field, between them while he painted. Gil had given his entire attention to her youth first, but after that he devotedly painted the effect of experience on flesh. The imprint of his own mouth on Irene’s mouth. Age, time. Snow slipping off a tree limb until it crashed whitely down. Irene’s weary softness after giving birth. Her breasts, hot with fever as her milk came in, swollen to a gorgeous size and so sensitive that her milk let down at the lightest touch. She’d nursed in his studio, naked, with pillows to prop the baby, and he’d have two paintings going, one for each side as she changed. That was happiness. After the babies became toddlers, then small children, he painted her body as it drew back into itself and toughened. For a time, he’d abandoned her and painted other subjects. But he’d been working on a mythic level with the portraits—her portrayals immediately evoked problems of exploitation, the indigenous body, the devouring momentum of history. More than that—he’d progressed to a technical level that allowed him an almost limitless authority. Abstract expressionism had been the tyranny of the day, but he’d stuck defiantly with figurative painting and now his control of old master techniques looked almost radical.

Irene’s distance aroused in Gil a desolate craving. Her secrets drove him to a manic despondency in which he began to do the best work of his life. No matter what her sin, he believed he saw her with pure eyes. People called him a charming hypocrite, but in his art he wanted only to get at the truth. So how could he blame her body, he thought, painting himself into the picture, himself in the mirror like Velázquez, like Degas creeping up on a prostitute in her bath. If his brush were merely the eyelash of a cat and he had one canvas to work on for the rest of his life, it would be a painting of Irene.

She had loved him intensely. She had looked up to him and trusted him. She had believed that he was the most extraordinary man in the world. Actually, she still said this. Only she said it now in a way he found patronizing.

He stood and pushed the chair back. He stretched, picked up the can, and closed the door carefully as he made his way back up the stairs. It was his night to cook. The man she was seeing didn’t cook. He was pretty sure of that. He didn’t even know how she could really be seeing the man he suspected, a man who’d been Gil’s friend. Germaine lived about a thousand six hundred and fifty-two miles away, on a hillside in Seattle with his wife, Lissa, a vulnerable humanitarian whose good works fortunately took her around the world without him. Germaine Okestaf-Becker had a joint name, yoked by a hyphen, which was all so barfingly PC. Plus he was more Indian than Gil, three-quarters as opposed to one-quarter, and so Germaine had him by a half quantum, which was a big plus as mixed-blood women are generally suckers for darker men and Irene probably was too, though she was careful not to say so. Yet Gil was pretty sure he was more than sexually adequate—in crude terms, well never mind . . . she’d chosen after all to have her children with him. Native women of whatever blood quantum are extremely discriminating about the men they have their children with, not only because of genes and so forth but because of tribal enrollment issues and government treaty-right benefits, which extend even to eventual college preference. Having children was the big thing.

Irene must have loved him very much to have his children when his tribal roots—the wrong fractions of Klamath and Cree and Montana Chippewa—weren’t recognized. So of course he had no casino per cap and had to live by his art. He was pretty sure she had married him for his art and then slowly found that his art was no fun to live with. His talent was not him; his talent made him boring, as a person, and he drank too much at night because the concentrations of his day exhausted him. But then, increasingly, so did she—drink too much and exhaust him.

He was drained now, and lonely for Irene. This blue hour between her day and his day made him feel invisible. He poured himself a glass of wine and looked around the kitchen, focused. He took eggs, butter, aged cheddar, milk from the refrigerator. A few weeks ago, Irene had said something about a cheese soufflé. He’d surprise her; she’d love it. He took out his favorite cookbook, held the page open with a transparent weighted page marker especially for cooks, and began to follow the directions with extreme care. He loved cooking, like laundry, because something done perfectly according to instructions could have immediate and positive results.

* * *

Gil surveyed the organized table. Very satisfying. Green plates, yellow napkins. The cheese soufflé. Crusty baguette. A fresh salad of baby spinach, toasted walnuts, pears. A bottle of chilled white.

So, what did everyone do today? asked Gil. Stoney, you first.

Stoney was a shy six-year-old with a bewildered way of shaking the shaggy hair that curled behind his ears. His eyes were lighter than his skin, which would one day make him strikingly attractive. Right now, he was confused, awkward, and one of his bottom front right teeth was missing. Gil saw his son as another artist already. He saw himself in Stoney’s natural love of drawing and painting. At the same time, he envied his son’s advantages and even coveted the handsome materials that Irene bought for him. Sometimes Gil picked up a thick piece of paper that Stoney had discarded after only a few pencil marks. Gil brought these cast-offs up to his own studio to use and remembered drawing with a ratty ballpoint pen, the stub of a pencil, or a wax marker stolen from the grocery store. His own first works were scratched out on scraps of cardboard, the inside of macaroni and cereal boxes, and on wrapping paper rescued from a store’s trash.

What did you say? What did you do? Gil asked Stoney.

I painted.

What did you paint?

Like, scenes. For a play.

We don’t begin sentences with like. Could you rephrase that?

Stoney’s glance flickered from side to side for help. Irene put her hand on Gil’s arm, patted his wrist until he looked at her.

Scenes for a play.

Complete sentence?

Stoney painted a scene for a play, Gil. That’s a cool thing for a six-year-old to do. Irene took some salad, and then said in a more ingratiating tone, Your soufflé is amazing. You’re a great cook!

Who would think an artist of such stature could also deal so brilliantly with the humble egg? said Florian. His face was faunlike, subtle with malice. Of them all, he looked most like Gil.

Gil turned back to Stoney. How is your black bear project coming?

It’s not black bears, Daddy.

Oh? It’s not? What is it?

Wolves.

Irene’s fork paused over a crescent of Bosc pear. She put her fork down beside her plate. Wolves. Black bears. She’d made the same mistake in her diary, and written it down. She sat there staring at her plate for so long that Gil looked at her. She was breathing quickly.

Are you all right?

I don’t feel well, said Irene.

The children’s faces froze; they looked extremely frightened. Riel—raffish, sloppy Riel—started up from her chair to touch her mother’s sleeve.

Mommy . . .

I’m all right, really, just a little headache! Sudden! I have to go. . . .

Their heads craned after her as she left the room.

Don’t gawk, said Gil. He poured the rest of the wine into his glass. And don’t finish your milk until after you finish your meal. Florian, your salad?

Yes, Dad.

Just one piece of bread, Riel, and go easy on the butter.

Is Mom okay?

In many ways, yes, in some ways, no. Now stop asking questions.

* * *

November 2, 2007

BLUE NOTEBOOK

You’d grown careless and I’d been having these odd feelings for a while. As though you were reading my mind or anticipating my thoughts. You were meticulous about replacing my diary exactly as you’d found it and also disturbing nothing in my room. But it was more than that. I couldn’t imagine it. It was a failure of imagination on my part. Or at least I thought so at first. But now, as I sit here in this little bank closet, I realize that I didn’t include many truths in my red diary. And I hid it. I must have known you would not be able to resist looking inside, trying to find the secret.

You have painted me for nearly fifteen years. In that time, I have had secrets. I have let them rest like dragonflies on the surface of my body. Once, you even painted an elaborate, transparent, veined wing on my inner thigh and I thought—he sees!

Our children were born into your hands. What more can there be for you to know?

I have been taught to think that life proceeds inevitably from its formative starting point and that its course is difficult to change. If it’s the same with love, then there were bad omens from the beginning: The night before our wedding I dreamed that I was savagely attacked and pulled apart by wild dogs. You hardly knew your father and your mother had a strange weakness all through the left side of her body that made her tilt toward you in a sinister way. You are an unlucky thirteen years older than me. But here is the most telling thing: you wish to possess me. And my mistake: I loved you and let you think you could.

After I left the pleasant dinner you had prepared, I walked downstairs to my office and drew up the chair. Black bears. Wolves. And the soufflé. It was transparent. I put my hand on the cool oak of my desk and touched the circle where you’d set your can and noticed the tacky place where you hadn’t wiped up the sugary spill.

* * *

Irene went upstairs to the kitchen and did the dishes that the children had carefully stacked on the counter. They were in their rooms doing homework now. She would bring them down one by one and go over their lessons and piano lessons. Gil was watching CNN just off the kitchen, in the den. The sound was off and he was talking on the telephone. Things were proceeding inexorably toward bedtime. The dogs were sleeping in the hallway, in front of the main staircase.

Wherever the family was, these two dogs, both six-year-old shepherd mixes, took up their posts at the central coming-and-going point. Gil called them concierge dogs. And it’s true, they were inquisitive and accommodating. But they were not fawning or overly playful. They were watchful and thoughtful. Irene thought they had gravitas. Weighty demeanors. She thought of them as diplomats. She had noticed that when Gil was about to lose his temper one of the dogs always appeared and did something to divert his attention. Sometimes they acted like fools, but it was brilliant acting. Once, when he was furious about a bill for the late fees for a lost video, one of the dogs had walked right up to Gil and lifted his leg over his shoe. Gil was shouting at Florian when the piss splattered down, and she’d felt a sudden jolt of pride in the dog.

* * *

Once the children were asleep, Irene slipped into the bathroom, locked the door, ran a bath, and lowered herself into the stinging water. It was a long, deep, old-fashioned tub and Irene could lift her hips slightly and stretch her legs to the lapping overflow drain. If she had been born an Indian two hundred years ago, she hoped she’d have been lucky enough to belong to a tribe with a hot spring. She would have fought the whiteman fiercely for a hot soak. A life without hot water would be hard to bear. She supposed this made her a weak creature, greedy for comfort, in some ways limited. But it was not just the blissful sting of the water. It was her nakedness. That she could be alone with her nakedness. And there was no demand on her nakedness, not from her husband, whose reaction to her nakedness was much too complex, nor from her babies, who when they were toddlers thought her nakedness a happy joke, or even from the mirror, which demanded that she assess her nakedness as a woman does, through the eyes of others.

When she went out with Gil, she cultivated an air of neglect. She knew she was an arresting woman, even so. She wore her hair coarsely tangled and painstakingly applied unfashionable shades of makeup. Bright green eye shadow. Heliotrope lipstick. Rouge. Sometimes she powdered her face thickly white, like a geisha. She was rangy, dark, tall, and inarticulate. An art dealer had called her pantherlike and Gil had repeated this for weeks, amused, but Irene had liked to think of herself as alluring in her silence, rather than awkward and tongue-tied. Any power she owned lay in her feigned indifference.

She had to shed the weight of Gil’s eyes. Exist unobserved. That way she could gradually soothe the ache of self-awareness. The baths were therefore spiritual. They didn’t simply cleanse, they restored. Irene could sink her awareness into purely physical sensations—weightless ease, the languid suspension of her hands, the light sweat at her forehead, her scalp tight as a cap, the slight burning behind her closed eyelids, the panic beating in her throat.

* * *

The words were still in his mind, I think I’m going to lose my mind over what I’m doing, when Gil tapped on the bathroom door.

Can I come in?

It’s locked. I’m in the bathtub.

What are you doing?

Taking a bath.

For how long?

I’m reading, too.

What are you reading?

Irene swirled the water over her breasts, and
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Praise for Shadow Tag

“A tightly written close-up of a destructive marriage, written with great reserves of power and wisdom. . . . Erdrich’s characterizations in Shadow Tag are marvels of both economy and compassion. . . . Shadow Tag resonates with an almost unbelievable power.”

—Christian Science Monitor

“A fierce, eloquent novel. . . . A gifted novelist at the height of her powers.”

—Chicago Sun-Times

“A page-turner. . . . A most compelling novel.”

—Dallas Morning News

“Shadow Tag accomplishes the literary miracle of making a reader ravenous to finish it, while stinging with regret at how soon it must end. I wound up rationing the pages. . . . A reader feels caught up, breathless, bewitched by the danse macabre. . . . Readers will shiver to recognize certain elements of relationship conveyed in some of the most shapely, beautiful sentences imaginable. But Erdrich’s skill is such that we scarcely notice their beauty: only that they are clear, urgent, deep as a swift river. My heart was beating hard, against my own resolve, as I pushed past my daily ration toward the book’s necessary, fitting, yet startling conclusion.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“A masterpiece. . . . A captivating work of fiction. . . . This profoundly tragic novel captures that lament [‘It’s too hard to be human’] in some of Erdrich’s most beautiful and urgent writing.”

—Washington Post

“An exquisite, character-driven tale. . . . Its piercing insights into sex, family, and power are breathtaking . . . . A masterfully concentrated and gripping novel of image and conquest, autonomy and love, inheritance and loss.”

—Booklist

“Shadow Tag is astonishing in its depiction of Irene America. . . . Like Irene, we soon learn that emotional truth is hard to come by, that love can be perverse, and that even when there is trickery involved, marriage is never a game.”

—O, The Oprah Magazine

“The novel’s final chapters contain a series of shocks . . . twists, and revelations. But the character to whom, in the end, Erdrich assigns all agency, all authorial power, changes our understanding of everything that has come before. The choice feels wistful, possibly noble, and almost unbearably sad.”

—New York Times Book Review (front cover review)

“Powerful fiction. . . . A wrenching portrait of an unraveling marriage and family. . . . A bitterly wise book, masterfully written.”

—St. Petersburg Times

“Erdrich is a muscular and fearless writer, and she explores her characters with both compassion and criticism and through lyrical and visceral prose. . . . It is her superb telling of this story that makes it real, her stellar writing that brings powerful truth to invented worlds.”

—BookPage

“A domestic drama that builds an almost thriller-like momentum . . . that Erdrich draws with enough precision and realism to make Stephen King flinch. . . . A novel as dark and tragic as it is difficult to put down.”

—Houston Chronicle

“Into this deeply personal novel about marriage, family and individual identity, Erdrich also weaves broader questions about cause and effect in history . . . to create a small masterpiece of compelling, painfully moving fiction.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“A brilliant cautionary tale. . . . Reading it is like watching a wildfire whose flames are so mesmerizingly beautiful that it’s almost easy to ignore the deadly mess left behind.”

—Library Journal

“A fearless portrait of a marriage in free fall.”

—Vogue




Also by Louise Erdrich

Novels

Love Medicine

The Beet Queen

Tracks

The Bingo Palace



Tales of Burning Love

The Antelope Wife (1997; revised editions, 2012, 2014)

Antelope Woman (2016)

The Last Report on the Miracles at Little No Horse

The Master Butchers Singing Club

Four Souls

The Painted Drum

The Plague of Doves

Shadow Tag

The Round House

La Rose

Future Home of the Living God

The Night Watchman

The Sentence

Stories

The Red Convertible: New and Selected Stories, 1978–2008

Poetry

Jacklight

Baptism of Desire

Original Fire

For Children

Grandmother’s Pigeon

The Range Eternal

The Birchbark House Series:

The Birchbark House

The Game of Silence

The Porcupine Year

Chickadee

Makoons

Nonfiction

The Blue Jay’s Dance

Books and Islands in Ojibwe Country




Copyright

This is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents, and dialogues are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

A hardcover edition of this book was published in 2010 by HarperCollins Publishers.

SHADOW TAG. Copyright © 2010 by Louise Erdrich. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

Cover design by Milan Bozic

Cover illustration by Aza Erdrich

First Harper Perennial edition published 2011; reissued 2016.


Digital Edition NOVEMBER 2021 ISBN: 978-0-06-323594-6

Version 10062021

Print ISBN: 978-0-06-153610-6 (pbk.)


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
SL&C]OW Tag

LOUISE ERDRICH

NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN





OEBPS/images/9780063235946_Cover.jpg
VvV
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

Author of the National Book Award Winner The Round House

A

LOUISE
RDRICH

“A fast-paced novel of exceptional artistic, intellectual,
and psychological merit. ... Nowhere have love's complica
been better illustrated.” —Boston Sunday Globe

SHADOW






OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Contents



		Part I



		Part II



		Part III



		Part IV



		Part V



		Riel



		About the Author



		Praise



		Also by Louise Erdrich



		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Part I


















		iv



		v



		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



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		a



		b



		c



		d



		i



		ii



		iii



		256



		257



		vi














