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Jiya and Urmila were born during the
same stormy July, nine years ago.

They both had black hair, brown

eyes, ten fingers and ten toes.

Both their families lived in Mumbai.
In fact, both families lived on Dr Dalvi
Road. So Jiya and Urmila grew up just
two banyan trees and one wall away
from each other.



But, strange as it may seem, Jiya and
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Perhaps this was because Jiya lived
on one side of a wall and Urmila lived
on the other.

-L\DYV IDWKHU ZRUNHG L
He wore crisp shirts and striped ties.
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scooters. He wore faded t-shirts and
rubber slippers.
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Hindi and worried about the price of
tomatoes.

Jiya went to school in a red-checked
uniform and Reebok shoes. Urmila went
to school in a grey pinafore and black
rubber sandals.

After school, Jiya rushed to tennis
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or ballet. Then she did
homework and read books.

After school, Urmila played
hopscotch on the pavement
with her brother and his gang.
She helped her mother cut beans
or potatoes for dinner. Sometimes, if
TV was awfully boring, she did a little
homework.

Jiya lived in a sunny apartment
with her own bedroom. Urmila lived
in one room, which she shared with ®
her parents, her brother, an uncle and a
grumbling grandmother.

For nine years, Jiya and Urmila lived
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bit like the blue lines that run across the
pages in a school notebook.

Then one day, somebody somewhere

crumpled the paper. The lines met and
-L\D DQG 8UPLODYYV OLYHYV



