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Dedication

For Diane, the light, love,
and lunch lady of my life.—P.N.

This is for my nephew, Jadon Dinesh Rao.
I love you, but seriously, put down the iPad.—R.R.


Contents

Dedication


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48




Back Ad

Credits

Copyright

About the Publisher




Chapter 1
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Alex Filby walked into the living room to find his little sister, Ellie, aiming a blaster at the television.

“Watch me, Alexth!” she demanded—with a lisp. “I’M GONNA BLOW THITH THLIME-THUCKING FREAK INTO A GATHILLION THPATHE-CHUNKTH!”

Not only did this strike Alex as oddly familiar, it also struck him as odd. Especially since the television wasn’t turned on. Even if it had been, his mom had dismantled the AlienSlayer video game console and filled its insides with MightyGlue.

He grabbed the video game blaster out of his five-year-old sister’s hand. “Ellie, knock it off. You’re gonna make us miss the school bus. Besides, you know Mom doesn’t want you even pretending to play video games.”

“You’re jutht jealouth—becauth I’m vithual.”

She meant visual, and all that meant was she had a vivid imagination. Big deal, Alex thought. What little kid didn’t? So she had about seven hundred fifty or so stuffed animals and had given each one its own name. And its own nickname. And favorite color, family history, food allergies, and shoe size (for the ones with feet). Okay, so Alex had to admit she had an impressive imagination. But jealouth—er, jealous? Please. He mainly thought she was annoying. And spoiled. Oh, and super bossy.

“MOM! ALEXTH HATHN’T MADE ME MY THINNAMON RAITHIN TOATHT!”

“What? You never asked me to make you cinnamon rais—”

“Alex, please!” Mrs. Filby rushed in, buttoning up her best gardening smock. “I asked you to help get your sister breakfast and see that she’s ready for school! Why is she watching television? You’re going to make her late for the bus!”

“Mom, I—”
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“Alex, you know I have an important Merwinsville United League of Community Harvesters meeting this morning. I need you to get your sister ready!”

Alex’s mom was the president of M.U.L.C.H., the local community gardening group. They were a bunch of ladies who basically just grew flowers and vegetables in the community gardens down at Merwinsville Public Park. And in Alex’s opinion, they had way more meetings than they really needed.

“Mom, Ellie can get her own cinnamon raisin toast.”

“No, Alex, she can’t. She’s only four.”

“I’m five!”

Mrs. Filby beamed at Ellie. “Almost, my little rutabaga! Not till Saturday!”

Alex rolled his eyes and headed for the kitchen. Until very recently, Alex’s mom used to call him sappy, embarrassing names. That was when she’d thought he spent his time playing spaceman with his friends. Since he quit that and was now going into sixth grade, his mom had decided to stop giving him nicknames like her babushka and start giving him responsibilities like taking care of his sister. It wasn’t easy—there were times when he missed being called a babushka.

He also didn’t need reminding that his sister’s birthday was this Saturday. It was all everyone in the house had been talking about for weeks.

“Hey, sport! Excited about your sister’s big birthday this weekend?”

Alex’s dad was sitting over a cup of coffee and smiling down at a toy catalog.

“Uh, yeah. Sure.”

“I’ve got a big surprise being delivered for Ellie Saturday morning. Wanna help me assemble it? I’ll let you use my monkey wrench again.”
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Before Alex could think of a way to say no, Mr. Filby suddenly jumped up and wiped his mouth. “Oh! Look at the time! I’m late for my M.E.G.A. meeting! Gotta blast off!”

Until very recently, Alex’s dad had been into alien-blasting video games. Way into them. His mom had decided enough was enough, dismantled the game, and sent Mr. Filby to a class to help people overcome the urge to blast aliens on their televisions. Alex’s dad came back a changed man with a new outlook on otherworldly visitors. He also came back a member of the Merwinsville Extraterrestrial Greeters Association, a group of grown-ups who not only believed there were other forms of life in the galaxy, but that they could show up any day and would need someone to welcome them and show them around town.

“If I’m late to the meeting, they’ll assume I was abducted again!”

Alex’s parents were weird.

The funny thing about his dad being a member of M.E.G.A. was that Alex could have told him his club was totally right about the existence of aliens. He also could’ve told them when they’d show up (in about fifty years), what they looked like (large, blobby, squidlike creatures with fake wigs and mustaches), and what they were called (G’Daliens, because they spoke with nonthreatening Australian accents and tended to say nonthreatening Australian-type things like “G’Day!”).

Alex had met G’Daliens. Real, live ones. Lots of them. He and his next-door neighbors Herbert Slewg and Sammi Clementine were in fact quite well-known by the entire G’Dalien race. You might even say they were famous.

[image: Image]

All through last summer, Alex, Herbert, and Sammi had enjoyed access to a wormhole that connected them to the future. Specifically, to their little town of Merwinsville one hundred years in the future. The wormhole was located inside the tube slide on Alex’s backyard jungle gym. Herbert had invented what he called Negative Energy Densifyer suits, which enabled the wearers to activate the wormhole as well as pass through it. Without a working N.E.D. suit, both the wormhole and the future world it connected to would be hidden and sealed off forever.
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Which is kind of exactly what had happened. At the end of the summer, Alex, Herbert, and Sammi had decided the responsible thing to do was to stop messing around with time travel. They said good-bye to the future, returned to the present, and sent the suits through the wormhole to be destroyed, closing the wormhole forever.

Alex stopped buttering his sister’s cinnamon-raisin toast and looked up.
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The future was awesome. It was filled with not just G’Daliens, who were friendly, but all the amazing stuff they gave to future earthlings—the kind of stuff any member of M.E.G.A., M.U.L.C.H., or the entire human race would’ve found very helpful. And in the future, Alex, Herbert, and Sammi had been superheroes, because everyone there thought they’d defeated a different race of decidedly unfriendly aliens. They hadn’t, but everyone thought they had, which made them known and loved by just about everyone. And it was, well, awesome.

But now Alex could never go to future Merwinsville again. Worse, he couldn’t even talk about it. This was because he, Herbert, and Sammi had agreed to what Herbert called a “sacred vow of solemn silence.” This meant that not only had they shut themselves off from the future, but they had to shut their mouths about it, too. And as a former ultra-famous, beloved, superhero AlienSlayer who, until very recently, lived for dangerous adventures and loved bragging about it, this sacred vow of solemn silence was really beginning to bug the sacred crud out of Alex.

“ALEXTH! WHERE’TH MY THINNAMON RAITHIN TOATHT?”

“Alex, please hurry. Your sister’s hungry.” Alex’s mom rushed into the kitchen, adjusting her gardening hat, the one with the red ladybugs printed on it. She kissed Alex on top of the head. “See that she’s not late for school. They’re throwing her a birthday party in class today! Isn’t that exciting?”

“Yeah,” Alex said, flicking a raisin off his thumb.
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Chapter 2
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“WAIT! WAIT! HOLD THE BUS! HOLD UP!”

Visions of futuristic, G’Dalien-designed pneumatic pedestrian transporters, vapor-fueled jetpacks, and antigravity basketball sneakers rushed through Alex’s brain as he huffed and puffed to catch the bus, which was about to pull away. SCRREECH! It came to a stop, and the doors opened with a whoosh. Alex grabbed the railing and bent over to catch his breath. “Sorry,” he said, panting to the bus driver. “Little sister ... had to say good-bye ... to all of her ... stupid stuffed animals.” He looked back at Ellie strolling down the sidewalk, holding her best stuffed teddy bear, head held high, with a proud grin on her puffy little face.

She stepped over her winded brother. “I told you they wouldn’t leave without the birthday printheth.”

Alex walked toward an empty seat near the back of the bus. Amid the sea of heads, he immediately noticed one wearing a strange-looking helmet with wires, computer chips, and antennae sticking out of it, as well as a black glass visor in front, hiding the face of the kid who was wearing it. Alex knew exactly whose face was in there.

Alex sneered at his neighbor. “New invention, genius?”

Herbert pulled the helmet off his head, which made his hair stand up even funnier than usual. Ignoring Alex, he set the helmet in his lap, adjusted his glasses, and began making tiny adjustments to its tiny electronic panel with a tiny screwdriver.

“Don’t even try,” said a girl’s voice behind him. “He’s in a mood.”

Alex turned around to see Sammi Clementine smiling at him.
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“Well, that makes two of us,” he said.

“Not this again,” Sammi said. “Just give it up, already.”

“Exactly! That’s what drives me crazy! Why’d we give it up?”

“Because. It could cause problems, in our time or in”—she lowered her voice—“the other one. So we gave it up. That’s what we decided.”

“That’s what he decided.” Alex nodded to Herbert, who was furiously tinkering with his weird helmet, getting more frustrated by the second. “I honestly don’t know why we agreed to it. I was a superhero! I went on awesome adventures with my 111-year-old self! Who happens to be awesome! I was half of a butt-kicking, alien-slaying, city-saving superduo! Here I’m just a boring kid making boring cinnamon raisin toast in a boring town—totally bored!” He stopped ranting and squinted at Sammi. “C’mon. Admit it. So are you.”

Sammi stared back at him. Of course she missed the fun of traveling to the future, the adventure, and especially all the wonderful friends she’d met there.

“Sure, life’s not quite as exciting as it was, but I guess I just feel—”

“She feels—” Herbert spoke from beside them, his eyes staring sternly at Alex. “She feels what I know. That the potential for disaster in what we were doing was too great. Destroying the suits was the only logical thing to do. Hence our sacred vow of solemn silence.”

“Look who’s eggheaded his way into the conversation,” Alex snapped back at him. “Why don’t you take a break from working on your electro bike helmet there and whip us up a few new N.E.D. suits so we can be future-heroes again, Brain-Boy?”

“You don’t think I want to sometimes? You don’t think I miss the incredible technological advances and inventions we saw? You don’t think I’m bored with my inventions? Look, I ‘invented’ you something, for your disgusting hot dogs-onna-stick.”

Herbert riffled through his oversize backpack, pulled out a small remote control toy tank and placed it on the bus floor. Alex leaned down to watch as Herbert used the remote to drive it toward him. Its cannon slowly raised, took aim at Alex and—SPLORT! The cannon shot out a spurge of bright orangey-colored cheese right in Alex’s face.

[image: Image]

“Aaauuugggh!” Alex fell backward in his seat as Herbert quickly picked up his invention and stuffed it back in his pack.

“See? Even my Goopy-Cheeze Battle Blaster doesn’t work properly. The calibration is—”

“SLEWWWG!” Alex’s goop-covered face was suddenly diving toward Herbert. He tackled him into the aisle as the other kids cheered on the fight.
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Sammi sat back in her seat and finished her thought to no one. “What I was going to say was I feel that at least the three of us became friends.” She sighed sadly.

Twenty minutes later, Herbert and Alex stepped out of the principal’s office to find Sammi waiting for them on a bench in the hallway.

“They gave us a warning, but they confiscated his Goopy-Cheeze Battle thingy.” Alex shrugged.

“For what it’s worth, I thought it was pretty cool,” Sammi said.

“Phh,” Herbert spat angrily. “All I do is repurpose toys and household objects into slightly dangerous—”

“Or annoying—” Alex added.

“—pseudo-inventions. I can’t make things like the G’Daliens. I’m no inventor.”

“Dude, you invented the greatest invention ever invented!” Alex said. “You came up with the N.E.D. suits that allowed us to pass through the wormhole! All you gotta do is whip up a few more of those suckers, and we’re back in business! You get to hang out with your Old Man self and drool all over the G’Dalien gadgets, I get to reunite with my Old Man self and have adventures, and Sammi—”

Alex stopped. He and Herbert both looked at Sammi, remembering that she never got to meet her future self. “It’s okay.” She shrugged. “I never really wanted to meet my 111-year-old self. It seems to me that turning into a grown-up is weird enough without knowing the parallel universe version of who I might turn out to be.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Herbert suddenly snapped. “We agreed. The power to travel through that wormhole created a potentially cataclysmic threat to the balance of the time/space continuum. Especially if it ever fell into the wrong hands.”

“Right. Like GOR-DON was going to squeeze his blobby butt into that little suit and pay a visit to your mom.”

GOR-DON was a particularly mean and nasty G’Dalien they’d had the unpleasant experience of making their enemy in the future. Having him show up in the present would not be a good thing. And he did have quite the blobby butt.

“Again, it doesn’t matter,” Herbert repeated. “We all agreed that it’s over and that we’d stop talking about it. So we’re going to stop talking about it ... NOW.”

“Why? Because of your stupid silent vowel of silence?”

“It was a sacred vow of solemn silence. And yes, precisely.”

“Ugh. I swear, if I hear you say that one more time ...”

“I shouldn’t have to say it at all, you adventure-seeking dimwit! That’s the whole point of it being silent! You don’t bring it up, you don’t change it, and you can’t undo it! AND THAT’S WHAT MAKES IT SOLEMN—GET IT?”
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A few students looked over at them. Herbert, red-faced, quieted himself.

“Guys, let’s just drop it,” Sammi said. “The important thing is we got to share this cool adventure together and now we’re friends.”

“Please,” Herbert said. “Like I have anything in common with this superhero wannabe.”

Alex’s eyes narrowed at this. “Or this genius inventor never-was.”

“What are you guys saying?” Sammi asked. “So you’re not friends?”

Alex glanced at Herbert. “No, we’re not. Friends don’t make friends take sacred solemn vows that are seriously stupid.”

“Stupid?” Herbert was seething again. “Did you say stupid?”

“Yes!” Alex stepped forward so he was nearly nose-to-nose with Herbert. “Stupid because we stupidly promised that we’d never talk about, mention, or even hint at the fact that the three of us were—”

He stopped himself. Herbert glared at him. Sammi quietly shook her head no. Alex looked over at the crowd of students then back at Herbert. He took a deep breath and suddenly bellowed to everyone in the hallway:
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There was a heavy silence. Herbert and Sammi stared wide-eyed at each other. Even Alex couldn’t believe what he had just done. They all turned slowly to face the students. Everyone was staring at them.

“Check it out, you guys!” A burly kid, Moose Herrington, suddenly shouted. “Filby’s even better at making up imaginary friends than his baby sister!”

The entire lobby burst out laughing. Adriana Catalina, a long-haired sixth grade girl, chimed in. “Gee, Sammi! So that’s why you dropped out of dance class—to travel to the future and fight aliens with your two boyfriends!”

The kids walked off laughing, leaving Alex, Herbert, and Sammi standing shell-shocked for a moment. Herbert turned to them.

“I was wrong,” he said to a stunned Alex and Sammi, who had never heard this phrase fall out of the mouth of Herbert Slewg. “Apparently, Alex, you can disregard our sacred vow of solemn silence. I should’ve theorized that no one would believe a babbling idiot like you anyway.”

“Herbert!” Sammi gasped.
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Ignoring her, he pulled his helmet out of his backpack, put it on his head, and turned to walk away.

“SLEWWWWWG!” In an instant, Alex was on top of him. Herbert’s helmeted head hit the floor with a loud CLUNK! Sammi raced to pull the two of them apart as they continued to yell terrible names in each other’s faces.

“Eggheaded, science-loving, nerdy know-it-all!”

“Brainless, boneheaded, thrill-seeking simpleton!”

In the struggle, Sammi suddenly fell backward, slamming loudly into a locker with a CRASH! She slumped to the floor and began to cry. Alex and Herbert stopped immediately and rushed to her. She pushed them away and stumbled to her feet.

“Get away from me, both of you!” Sammi said. “I’m tired of your stupid fighting. I’m tired of both of you! You’re right—one of you loves science and technology, the other loves adventure and being a hero. But you’re forgetting that you had two things in common—that wormhole and me as a friend! We gave away one, and you just lost the other. So go ahead and hate each other now. Just leave me out of it, and leave me alone.”

Sammi gathered her backpack from the floor and ran down the hall. Alex and Herbert looked at each other with mouths hanging open. Neither knew what to say. A horn caught their attention, and they looked up to see a parade of kindergartners pass carrying a large golden Birthday Throne complete with balloons, glitter, and streamers. Sitting atop it was Ellie, wearing a sparkly birthday crown, looking like a very tiny but very bossy Queen of Egypt.

“Perfect,” Alex said to himself. “Just perfect.”
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Chapter 3
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“All right, you slime-sucking freak! Get ready to be blown into a gazillion space-chunks, courtesy of Alex Filby—the greatest AlienSlayer in all the known universe!”

Alex crouched fiercely in his best tiger-warrior pose, bravely wearing his super-flexible El Solo Libre uniform: tighty-whities stretched over his N.E.D. suit, flowing cape, and Mexican wrestler mask. He leered up at a gigantic Six-Clawed Corinthian Space Crab. It stood thirty feet tall on its tiny hind legs and snapped its giant razor-sharp claws in the air. SHIK! SHIK-SHIK! Alex smirked as he narrowed his gaze at the crusty-shelled creature. Then suddenly he leaped—soaring straight at its armored midsection.

WUMP!

Alex bounced off and fell backward. The Space Crab advanced, snipping the air with crabby glee. CRUNCH! One of its claws came smashing down, just missing Alex as he rolled out of the way. CRUNCH! CRUNCH! Two more claws narrowly missed him as he tried to scramble to his feet. CRUNCH! An open claw crashed down, pinning Alex to the ground. The giant space-crustacean let out a delighted squeeeal! It raised a boulder-size claw twelve feet above Alex’s head. Helplessly held in place, Alex shut his eyes as the claw drew back and—

CRUNCH!
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“Aaaah!” Alex sat up in his bed. He looked around his bedroom, then checked to make sure his head wasn’t a mushy stump. Whew! It had been a nightmare. Or rather, a morningmare, seeing as the sun was streaming through his window.

CRUNCH!

Alex jumped out of bed, ran to the window, and looked into his backyard. CRUNCH! Alex saw his dad seated in a small tractorlike machine. Printed on the side of it was WRENT-A-WRECKING-BALL. His dad pulled a lever and the crane swung back a giant steel ball. He pushed the lever and it swung again—CRUNCH! The ball slammed into Alex’s jungle gym, smashing the tube slide into giant pieces.
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“Nooooooooo!” Alex screamed all the way down the stairs, through the kitchen, onto the back porch, down the steps, and into the backyard. He couldn’t believe his eyes. His jungle gym was demolished—just a big heap of scrap.

“Oh, hey, Big Guy!” His father waved to him excitedly from the cockpit of the Wrent-A-Wrecking-Ball. “Change your mind about helping me with your sister’s surprise?” Dumbfounded, Alex looked to see a giant box near the back of the house. Printed on it in bright pink and purple was Fluffy Stuff ’n’ Pals Teaparty Townhouse (SOME SERIOUS ASSEMBLY REQUIRED).

Alex bent and picked up a chunk of what used to be his tube slide.

“I know you outgrew that old jungle gym,” his father said over the rumble of the idling wrecker. “Never see you and your friends play on it like you used to. Well, you had some fun times out here—now it’s your sister’s turn. Right, Champ?”

Alex didn’t answer. He turned from the heap that used to be his wormhole, trudged into the yard next door—and stepped straight up to Herbert’s front door.

Ding-dong-VROOM! Staring ahead, Alex automatically ducked as a small vacuum hose with a fake nose-and-mustache sprang out of a small panel beside the Slewgs’ front door. The DoorSmell—just another one of Herbert’s stupid inventions. It missed Alex and snapped back into its compartment. Mrs. Slewg opened the door.

“Alex! How nice to sniff you!” she chirped. Alex nodded and headed up.

Ignoring the KEEP OUT signs plastered on Herbert’s door, Alex entered. Providing Herbert with a place to sleep was not the primary function of this bedroom. Herbert used it as a lab—a place to work on his inventions, conduct scientific experiments, and figure out elaborate mathematical equations. He had a bed, of course, but it was used for sleeping only when absolutely necessary. To find Herbert standing in the center of his room wearing his weird electronic helmet wasn’t actually a strange occurrence. Alex watched him yank it off in frustration and go to pick up his tiny tool kit to make an adjustment. Then he realized he wasn’t alone.

“Ahh!” he squealed, startled. “What are you doing here?”

“I know we’re not friends or anything, but in case you were thinking of making a new N.E.D. suit, don’t bother. It’s over. It’s really, finally, completely over.”

He nodded toward the window. Herbert set down his helmet, walked across his cluttered room, and looked out at Alex’s backyard. He watched as Alex’s dad swung his Wrent-A-Wrecking-Ball too aggressively, accidentally demolishing the Filbys’ built-in barbecue.

“Great,” Herbert said. “Now I’ll never figure out how to get this to work.” He crossed back and picked up the helmet. “Just another failed invention.”

“What are you talking about?” Alex asked. “What is that thing, anyway?”
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Herbert looked at him. “It’s supposed to be a Parallel Universe Perspective Enhancer. I began working on it as a concept with Old Man Me before we left the future. I built it here but can’t get it to function correctly. I can’t— I’m not ... smart enough.”

Alex looked at him. He’d never seen Herbert Slewg look so defeated. “So you wanted to go through the wormhole again, too, to figure out how to get your hat to work! Why didn’t you do it? Why didn’t you just make another N.E.D. suit, go through, and figure it out?”

Herbert tossed the helmet on his bed, crossed to his closet, and opened it. Hanging there were at least a dozen silver suits. On the floor were even more, crumpled and discarded like some sort of aluminum laundry pile. He scooped them all up and stormed to his window.
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“I tried, okay? I was just lucky the first time. Turns out, I’m not even smart enough to reinvent something I invented. This was all just a waste of time!” He dumped the silver suits into a bin marked FAILED INVENTIONS. Alex looked out the window and saw that the bin emptied through the wall into a large Dumpster below.
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Alex turned back to see Herbert sitting on his bed, his head in his hands. He walked over to him, picked up the helmet, put it on, and slid down the dark glass visor. “So what’s it supposed to do?” His voice was muffled from inside the helmet.

“My 111-year-old self had begun developing some theories about alternate parallel versions of the same person. He sensed a kind of telepathic link between himself and me even before we physically met. Once we did meet, our parallel paths overlapped, and together we began testing his theories in the SlayerLair lab. We isolated a synaptic cerebral signal and eventually designed a transmitter that could harness and transmit that signal in the form of mental images between the two parallel versions of the same person—from opposite ends of the wormhole.”

Alex took off the helmet and blinked. “Hi. I’m Alex. I speak English.”

Herbert took the helmet from him and sighed. “If I were a good inventor and could get mine to work, I’d be able to put it on and communicate with Old Man Me while he wore his. I would see my world through the visor but also get a fuzzy glimpse of what he’s looking at, on a smaller holo-screen. And vice versa. He sees what I see, an entire century and alternate universe away.”

“Kinda like a video wormhole walkie-talkie dealio. Cool.”

“Er, kinda. I’ve got the components right but can’t figure out the proper connection schematics to get it to work. And now”—he looked out the window at the rubble that was once the tube slide, jungle gym, and their personal wormhole—“I’ll never be able to ask the one person who could’ve taught me how to finish building my Parallel Universe Perspective Enhancer.”

Alex stepped up beside him. “I know this is probably a bad time to point this out, but you do realize those letters spell P.U.P.E., right?”

OEBPS/9780062231499_page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg
REE oF US WERE SUPERHERD
ALIERS ERS WHO TRAVELED THROUGH
THE WORMMOLE A HUNBRED YEARS INT®





OEBPS/images/f0019-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0022-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0015-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
AR

AEROSTAR AND THE 3%- POINT PLAN OF VENGEANCE
[eler Nelson Rohitash Ran

HARPER
Anlmprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/f0007-02.jpg
LAST SUMMER

TIME T® GO





OEBPS/images/f0008-01.jpg
WHAT WERE

WE THINKING?






OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0007-01.jpg
o @mgws"m






OEBPS/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg
’S THUPER.

THAT






OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg
\\\\\\J |






OEBPS/images/cover.png
HEKBERTJ

Pe{er Ne|Son
Rohitash Rao





OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0030-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0031-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0025-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0024-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0029-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0026-01.jpg





