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CHAPTER ONE

DECLAN



AUNT SARAH SAT IN HER PRIUS UNTIL I ACTUALLY opened the door to my house. Sometimes I like this—it’s a stupid little gesture that helps me feel like I’m cared for. Other times—like that afternoon—I find it kind of annoying. I mean, I’m sixteen years old. I’ve had my own key to this house for seven years, and it’s not like Dad’s going to change the locks.

Still, Aunt Sarah didn’t drive off until I actually turned my key in the lock and waved at her.

I could tell something was wrong as soon as I walked in the door. Dad was wearing his we-need-to-have-a-Serious-Talk face.

I was immediately reminded of the last time we had a Serious Talk, which was over a year ago. Dad had finally discovered the reason his computer was running so slow, and instead of just going, Oh, somebody’s downloaded some rather large video files, and let me just delete them to free up some memory, he had to go and actually watch them. And then he had come into my room for a Serious Talk.

“Listen,” he’d said, “it’s not like I didn’t have a stack of Playboys under my bed when I was your age …”

“Still got ’em? They’re collectors items—we could like sell ’em on eBay and probably—”

“Dec—” Yeah, to most people, “dec” is a slab of wood behind the house where you sit out and grill things and the parents get buzzed on margaritas while the kids play capture the flag in the yard. To me, it’s my first name. Short for Declan. My parents were—well, Dad is, and Mom, of course, was, because every verb about Mom is in the past tense—big fans of Elvis Costello, who looked like a kid who gets a swirlee in the locker room. I mean, I’ve been dodging bullies for ten years, and I look at the guy and I want to give him a swirlee. And his real name is Declan. And so’s mine.

“Dec,” Dad had said, “I don’t still have them. The point is this: it’s not like I think it’s some great sin to look at dirty pictures. Or, in this case, movies.”

I knew it was wrong, but I just couldn’t stop myself. “How’d you enjoy The Ass and the Curious?”

“You know—wait, is that really what it’s called?”

“One of ’em, yeah.”

Dad had worked very hard at that point to suppress a smile. Eventually, he won. “Anyway, it’s not that that’s so terrible on its own, and it’s not like the death metal is so awful on its own, though I really did think you outgrew songs with Cookie Monster on vocals when you were about five”—he had given me this sly smile, like, Hey, isn’t it funny I don’t understand a thing about the music you love? I had just glared at him. “And it’s not like the incredibly violent video games are so bad on their own, but put all this stuff together, and it makes me really worry about you.”

“Why, Dad?”

“Because, Dec, it just doesn’t…It’s all so…It’s all so bleak. Antiseptic phony sex scenes, guys screaming about demons eating their flesh, and hours and hours in front of the TV pretending to be a sociopathic killer. It just—geez, Dec, there’s a scary amount of rage on display here.”

I’d just looked at him. What could I possibly have to be enraged about? I was, at the time, a freshman boy, the lowest possible form of life in any high school. I had been desperately horny, and not into either sports or drugs, which pretty much cut out the two major avenues into the pants of eligible girls. Oh yeah, and my mom had died in a car wreck while driving me to soccer practice when I was nine. I was in the backseat and didn’t get injured. I can’t really say I walked away without a scratch, because they tell me the EMTs had to pull me, screaming and crying, off my mom’s body. So I didn’t walk. But I really didn’t have a scratch.

At least Dad had never blamed me for that. Or, anyway, I never thought he did.

“So, listen, Dec,” he’d said at the conclusion of last year’s Serious Talk, “I’ve talked to your aunt Sarah, and we’ve agreed that you’re going to spend Saturday nights over there and then go to church with her on Sunday mornings.”

“Church? Church? You’re kidding, right?” I had heard my dad talking to his sister Sarah after mom died and saying that any God who’d take my mom away wasn’t worth getting out of bed for on Sunday.

“No, Dec, I’m not. I want…I feel like I’m not doing a great job—I mean, I bought you the games I’m complaining about, right? I want you to have some female influence in your life, and yeah, I do want you to go to church, even if you hate it, so it’s not all demons and killing.”

I had been so angry I was actually speechless, which rarely happens. “And you know, I mean, Dec, it’s important for you to know that porn isn’t real. I mean, they’re really having sex, but that’s not what real sex is like. Real sex is—”

“Dad, I swear to God I will go to Aunt Sarah’s house and spend the night and go be the minister’s helper if you will promise to never, ever tell me what real sex is like.” I mean, who wants to hear that from their dad? Well, son, when your mother and I used to hit it … No. Not what I want to hear at all. Ever.

Dad had paused, looking like he was thinking about getting mad, and then he’d smiled. “Deal.”

So that’s how I came to spend weekends with my aunt Sarah, the minister at First Church, and her partner, Lisa. And how I got a job as the First Church sexton. That sounds a lot more interesting than it actually is. The sexton is actually the church janitor. So I go and sweep up the parish hall, dispose of the mouse corpses that collect in the kitchen, set some new traps, maybe rake some leaves, that kind of stuff. And the whole time, I try to figure out how I can ever say, “Yeah, they call me the sexton, ’cause I’m bringin’ a ton of sex.” Which doesn’t even really make sense, but it amuses me when I’m doing the parts of the job that are less interesting than rodent disposal.

And I guess Dad’s evil plan of a year ago kind of worked. After spending around fifty weekends at their house and three afternoons a week doing sexton stuff at the church, I now think of Sarah and Lisa a lot like real parents. I love them and they bug the shit out of me. I still listen to death metal, I still play M-rated games where I deal death and destruction, and I still look at porn.

I am now a high school sophomore, but no closer to getting to see a real girl naked, so I have to make do with digitized fantasy women, or scenarios my own fevered imagination cooks up about Neilly Foster. It sounds like a cheesy song or something, but this girl is so hot I think maybe it should be illegal. I only ever see her at lunch and in the halls—she’s a junior, after all—which is good, because if I had any classes with her, I would probably fail. I once saw her eating a Popsicle in the caf and had to go home for the rest of the day.

Too bad she goes for jocks and muscleheads, which means I have exactly the same shot with her as with anybody I download on Dad’s computer. There are decent girls who go for the stoners, too—bad, dangerous-looking girls, some of whom look like they might just find it interesting to introduce an innocent like myself to the mysteries of the flesh.

But here’s the thing. The dildo who killed my mom was driving under the influence of alcohol, marijuana, and a couple of prescription medications. I guess it was a hell of a party.

So it’s hard for me to think of the normal high school drinking and drugging as harmless party activities. I have a pretty hard time keeping my mouth shut about what weak-minded idiots people who get wasted are.

I don’t get invited to a lot of parties.

But I do have some friends, though I guess they’re really more school friends than home friends—the kind of people you sit next to in study hall but never call on the weekends. And I have my weekends at Sarah and Lisa’s house, and I’ve got my metal (Did you know the coolest black metal comes from Norway? True fact!) and my games, and I choose to believe what my dad tells me—that once I get to college, girls will go crazy for a smart guy they can have a conversation with. It’s hard to think about suffering through another two years of high school to get to that, but I’m comfortable enough, I guess.

Or I was, until I walk in the door—a year after our last Serious Talk, during which time I had vainly hoped that we were through with Serious Talks forever—and I see Dad wearing that face.

“What?” I say as soon as I see him.

“Declan, we need to talk.”

Oh shit. The full name. It’s never good when you get off the nickname basis. I just look at him. “Well?” I say.

“Declan, I…I don’t know how to tell you this. It’s kind of a…I mean, I certainly never expected…Well, as we know all too painfully, life hands you surprises. But you know what I’ve found out? Not all the surprises life has in store are bad ones. Sometimes you think you have things figured out, and then, zap! Things change.” He looks at me like he’s just said something.

“Dad, what the hell are you talking about?”

“Declan, I’m getting married.”
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CHAPTER TWO

Neilly



HOW I ENDED UP AT A LITTLE RAINBOW-FLAG-FLYING church in the next, much cooler town over, being comforted by a guy who looks like he might just become the next big serial killer, is a pretty complicated story. For the sake of sanity—yours and mine—I’ve broken it down into the following heinous personal equation:

Take four stomach-acid-inducing words: We need to talk.

Multiply by three. (I’ve never believed in any superstitious stuff like bad things come in threes before, but after today, I just might start.)

Subtract one boyfriend and one best friend.

Add a formerly unknown, soon-to-be stepfather. (That makes two for me in the near future—one with my mom, one with my dad.)

What does it all equal?

My life. And if you hadn’t already figured this out, it’s an epic mess.

The gory details: so I pretty much understood it wasn’t going to be an enjoyable conversation when my boyfriend of half a year, the very sweet, very sexy, not-a-Rhodes-scholar-or-anything-but-who-cares-with-a-bod-like-that Sam uttered those words to me as I walked from AP history to media arts.

“Neilly, we need to talk.”

As everyone knows, we need to talk is the kiss of death—to short-term plans, long-term goals, and, most especially, relationships. The second clue I was in for it: he didn’t immediately shove his hand in my back pocket and pull me in close. And when he couldn’t meet my eyes? Strike three, I knew for sure I was outta there.

The combo platter of what he’d said and what he hadn’t done made my heart leapfrog up into my throat. “About what?” I asked, trying to keep my face as neutral as possible.

Sam stared down at his untied Pumas and took a deep breath. “I think we should see other people.”

His words hit me like bullets, leaving me way more wounded than I would’ve expected. I mean, it’s not like I was in love with the guy. And granted, he could be a total Neanderthal on the football field, as well as when he was with his boys. But over the past six months, I’d gotten to know the real Sam—not the big musclehead everyone at school seemed to be a little bit afraid of, but the gentle, protective teddy bear he was when it was just us two—and I’d discovered I truly liked him. A lot.

“Since when?” I felt compelled to ask once I was sure I wasn’t going to croak. As far as I knew, things had been totally warm and cozy between us lately.

He shrugged, his eyes still on the floor. “This weekend, I guess.”

This weekend, my dad had surprised me with a little father daughter bonding trip to San Francisco. And in between visiting Alcatraz, Chinatown, and Ghirardelli Square, he’d been sure to point out all the happy same-sex couples. Probably so I’d know everything was going to be cool, even after he married Uncle Roger.

But the thing was, I was already fine with his lifestyle. Yeah, it had taken a while to get over the shock of his leaving my mom for a guy, and I’d definitely had to toughen up a lot to survive the shit I took after the kids at school found out, but really. He didn’t need to fly me all the way to California to convince me he wasn’t defective. I was the one who’d spent the past two years defending him, the one who was always ready to throw down anytime I heard some cretin say “That’s so gay!” when really he meant something was stupid. So my dad had no worries when it came to me—I was already on board.

Sam, maybe, not as much. But even if he wasn’t quite as comfortable with the whole thing as I was, he’d always stood up for me—in his own silent way, puffing out his chest and glaring at any kid who dared to bring up the subject around him. That counted for a lot in my book, and it was just another thing I was going to miss about having Sam in my life.

 “Is this about my dad’s commitment ceremony?” I asked gently, wondering if his mom and dad were giving him a hard time again about attending my father’s wedding. “I told you, it’s gonna be fine. Your parents will understand that being my date only means you’re supporting me, not necessarily gay marriage.”

“It’s not about your dad’s…thing. Or even my parents’ opinions,” he mumbled. “I just think we need some time apart, you know?”

Clearly, Sam wasn’t going to explain whatever was going on here. And probably there was a whole lot more explaining to do. If I were the kind of person who didn’t mind public displays of emotion, I would have definitely been bawling by now.

Good thing I am not that kind of person at all, at least not anymore.

When my parents first announced their divorce and I found out the reason why, I’d been as fragile as an eggshell. If anyone even looked at me the wrong way, I’d fall to pieces. But as time went by—and more and more kids decided the situation was funny, the stupid assholes—I’d transformed myself into the absolute queen of control. Nerves of Steely Neilly. Pinch a thigh, clench my jaw, count to one hundred backward in my head—anything so they wouldn’t see me cry. I’d be damned if I was going to give anyone the satisfaction of knowing how much they’d hurt me, and Sam breaking up with me in the halls between periods three and four was no exception.

“That’s cool,” I finally said with a little shrug that I hoped he’d interpret as meaning I really didn’t care one way or the other.

Sam dared to really look at me then, a relieved smile curving up at the ends of his lips. The ones I’d never get to kiss again. Damn. “I’m so glad you’re not mad at me, Neilly. I was worried you might freak out or something when I told you.”

I reached up and patted his cheek, my hands already regretting the fact they wouldn’t be touching his soft-but-stubbly face anymore. “I think you know me a lot better than that.”

Sam gave my shoulder an awkward squeeze and turned to walk away. He was almost halfway to the gym when he stopped short and turned back around. “Hey, Neilly?”

I was probably hoping for a movie-style ending. You know, like a touching romantic declaration—something along the lines of I’ll always remember the great times we had together. You’re the only one who really understands me—that would make the pain of the last five minutes bearable, because then I’d know the previous six months had really meant something. Instead, I got this:

“Don’t listen to what anyone says. It’s not you—it’s me.”

Though I thought I’d handled myself pretty well up until that moment, now I was this close to losing it. It’s not you, it’s me is such crap. It’s what people say when it really is you but they don’t have the balls to be honest about it.

I quickly put out the distress signal to my BFF. Thumbs moving furiously, I texted 3rd fl bathroom. Bldg C. Now!!!

She hit me up immediately, just like I knew she would. Coming. I could always count on Lulu to have my back.

I made a beeline to the girls’ room and locked myself in a stall, fingers pressing hard against my temples. I waited until I felt positive I wasn’t going to cry, then flushed the toilet to make it seem like I’d been peeing the whole time, washed my hands, and splashed a little cold water on my face.

“You okay, Neilly?” I looked up to find Suzy Melendez, wannabe Gossip Girl, peering at me in the mirror like maybe if she looked long enough, she could just skip the questions and go straight to reading my mind.

I patted my face with one of those horribly scratchy brown paper towels that absorb nothing and gave her a fake smile. “Sure, fine. Just freshening up before class.”

“Oh, good,” she said, sounding way more disappointed than happy. “I thought maybe you were upset about what happened Saturday night.”

It obviously had something to do with Sam and what he’d been up to while I was out of town with my dad. Whatever it was, I didn’t want to give Suzy the satisfaction of being the one to tell me all the sordid details and then witness my sure-to-be-horrified reaction, so I bluffed my way out of it. “I know what happened this weekend,” I said. “It’s totally cool.”

Suzy’s eyes got so big and round she ended up looking like an anime character. “Wow, that’s loyalty. I wish I had a friend as good as you.”

I crossed my arms over my chest and leaned back against the sink—all casual, all cool, all the time. “Yup, that’s me. Loyal as hell.”

Before Suzy could push it any further, Lulu came flying through the girls’ room door, her face all red and sweaty. I was touched she’d made such a humongous effort to get to me before the final bell, and I was just about to tell her so when Suzy started stirring things up again.

“Hey, Lulu, you’re so lucky to have Neilly as a friend. I mean, she’s not even mad at you for kissing Sam at Crane’s party! I guess you guys really do share everything, huh?”

I blinked hard. So my best friend and my boyfriend had hooked up while I was in San Fran? I’d only been gone for two days, for chrissakes! I knew high school guys were total horndogs, but couldn’t Sam have waited until I got home if he needed to make out with someone so badly?

“I wouldn’t exactly say everything.” I could barely see Lulu through the narrow slits that had suddenly become my eyes.

“Neilly, please. We need to talk,” Lulu said, like I hadn’t already figured that one out.

Suzy just stood there, probably taking notes in her head to blab and blog about later. “I thought you already heard all about this?”

“Oh, I’ve heard everything I need to hear,” I spat, taking off with Lulu hot on my trail and Suzy stalking right behind her like the paparazzi.

“Neilly, will you please just stop and listen to what I have to say?”

Um, no, Lulu. I didn’t want the entire universe to witness my complete and utter humiliation, so I picked up the pace. But just when I thought I was home free, Lu grabbed a hunk of my hoodie and stopped me dead in my tracks.

“Neilly, it’s like this. Sam and I were just talking,” she began, then turned to Suzy. “Do you mind? We’d like a little privacy here.”

Suzy reluctantly left us alone, but I still wasn’t about to let Lu get away with her lame-ass excuses. “The last I knew, talking and hooking up weren’t exactly the same thing.”

Lu twisted a clump of auburn hair around her finger, a habit she tends to fall back on when she’s (a) nervous, (b) caught in a lie, or (c) both. I assumed it was “c” in this instance. “Please, Neilly, you have to believe me. It wasn’t like that at all.”

“Then what was it like, Lu? What could you possibly say to make this okay?”

She shrugged pathetically. “I don’t know.… I wasn’t feeling well so I was lying down…and then suddenly there was Sam, telling me how much he loved you…and how he was worried about going to your dad’s ceremony…and then …”

Her story totally wasn’t working for me, so I made up a better ending. Too bad it was only make believe. “You pulled a tragic rock-star move, choked on your own puke, and he had to do mouth-to-mouth to save your life but everyone mistakenly assumed you were making out?”

Lulu opened and closed her mouth several times before any words came out. “Not exactly, but—”

“No buts, bitch. You’re officially dead to me.”

I stormed away as Lu yelled, “Neilly, I’m sorry! I never meant for it to happen, and it will never happen again! I’d take it all back if I could!”

It’s three miles to my house from school, I am currently carless, and I was wearing fashionable but uncomfortable moccasins at the time. None of that stopped me from running like hell to get home. I just wanted to crawl under a blanket and nurse my wounded pride with Wubster (my nearly-worn-through stuffed bunny), a few episodes of The Secret Life of the American Teenager (my drama is nothing compared to those kids), and a pint of Cherry Garcia (my absolute favorite comfort food).

All of which was a great idea, except when I finally made it to my front door, I couldn’t find my key anywhere. I patted all my pockets, checked all over the ground, searched every inch of my backpack. Still nothing. So I limped around to the backyard—blisters had replaced the things formerly known as the backs of my heels—and retrieved the spare from its hiding place inside a fake rock. (Like robbers totally wouldn’t be able to tell the gray plastic thing was different than the other real brown rocks back there—but whatever, it makes my mother feel better knowing I won’t ever be locked out.)

Gimping back up front, I turned the key in the lock. I wasn’t expecting my mom for another five hours or so—maybe even more, since she’d been working late and traveling on business a lot more in the past few months—and I was actually grateful to be alone in my misery. My plan was to wallow a bit, rage a bit, and then make my mom feel really sorry for me when she got home so she’d totally baby me.

But a triple whammy hit me instead. I walked inside my house to find that not only was my mother already there but she was also making lunch in the kitchen wearing nothing but a towel. What’s worse, a nondescript middle-aged guy, dressed in the same appalling way, was chopping vegetables right next to her. And the final kicker: he was nibbling away at the red peppers and my mom’s ear.

“What are you doing here?” my mom finally squeaked after she was done screaming and throwing a hand over her terrycloth-covered chest.

“I’d ask you the same thing if it wasn’t so obvious.” The Secret Life marathon, ice-cream pity party, and TLC from Mommy Dearest clearly weren’t meant to be.

“Neilly, we need to talk.”

My mom—the one who had always prided herself on being so open with me, the one I told almost everything to and thought told everything to me—had just been revealed as a complete and utter fraud. I had no clue who the guy was, leading me to believe I didn’t know who my mother was anymore, either.

“You’re a grown woman. You don’t have to ask my permission to get laid,” I shot back at her.

My mom got that look on her face—the one where her top lip quivers right before the waterworks start. “No. But I would like your permission to get married,” she said softly.

It was the final straw. After my dad announced he wanted a divorce in order to be with “Uncle” Roger—his new law partner who soon became his new life partner—my mom told me she’d sworn off men forever. I believe all the good ones are gay were her exact words. And now…this. Total shocker, and I don’t mean that in a good way.

“Permission not granted!” I yelled, and slammed right back out the front door.

I quickly dialed my dad’s cell, but it went directly to voice mail. I didn’t even bother to leave a message, just started walking again. Eventually, I looked up and realized I had no clue what part of town I was in and no one to call to come get me anyway.

The only thing that saved me from going completely insane was the cute little church at the end of the block. It was white clapboard with an old-fashioned steeple, and it had a sign out front that read ALL ARE WELCOME, ALWAYS. I figured that must include me.

So I walked inside, looked around to see if anyone was there—it was completely empty—and plunked myself down on a worn wooden pew. And then I just sat there, staring from a stained-glass window of Jesus to the rainbow flags lining the walls to the statue of Buddha on the altar and back again, wondering what crazy kind of religion believed in all those things.

I also wondered what the hell to do next. I’d given up on church once I realized my dad wouldn’t be welcome anymore in the one we used to go to. And I’d also pretty much given up on any God that would condemn a person for falling in love with someone just because they were the “wrong” gender. So I couldn’t exactly sit there and pray, because if there was a God, he was probably just as pissed at me as I was at Him.

So instead, I did the only thing I could think of—I put my head in my hands and cried like a baby. All alone, with no need to pretend I didn’t have feelings like I do all the time at school, my body was flooded with total relief.

Until I realized I wasn’t alone at all.

“I think I know exactly how you feel right now.”

For a second, I thought maybe God, Jesus, or their mutual friend Buddha was making a private appearance. But then I saw through my tears that the voice had actually come from a scrawny, scraggly-haired guy in a black Opeth T-shirt. Though he looked like he’d never spent a single day in the sun—he was so pale I could’ve easily been convinced he was an honest-to-goodness vampire—and he clearly liked listening to music designed to make people want to kill themselves or each other, there was something about him that made me feel like maybe I could trust him. Which was a good thing, since I didn’t have much of a choice now, did I?

“I am not crying,” I told him, wiping away those stupid tears. “And don’t you ever tell anyone I was, or I’ll have to kill you.”

It was such a dumb thing to say in a church, especially to a guy who looked as if he’d more likely be the one to kill me, we both started cracking up like long-lost friends.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/NotesFromTheBlender.css
.chapterNumber	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 5%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 10%;

	margin-left: 10%;

	font-weight:bold;

	font-size: 200%;

			}



.centerImage	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 6%;

	margin-bottom: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 0%;

			}





.centerImage1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 0%;

			}



.centerImage2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 20%;

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 0%;

			}





.chapterAuthor1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 10%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 180%;

			}



.chapterAuthor2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: 10%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-style: italic;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 200%;

			}





.italic	{ 

	display: inline;

	font-style: italic;

			}



.bold	{

        display: inline;

        font-weight: bold;

        }





.smallcaps {

	font-size: 80%;

}





.para	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:3%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right:4%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.paraNoIndent	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}





.paraNoIndent1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 4%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;	

	text-indent:0%;

	margin-right:4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left:4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.chapterAuthor3	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	margin-bottom: .5%;

	text-align: center;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	font-style: italic;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 200%;

			}



.font	{ 

	display: inline;

	font-style: italic;

	font-weight: normal;

	font-size: 190%;

			}

.font1	{ 

	display: inline;

	font-weight: bold;

	font-size: 120%;

			}



.paraNoIndent2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 5%;	

	text-indent: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align:  justify;

			}



.paracenter {

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 5%;

	margin-bottom: 2%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

	font-weight: normal;

}



.paracenter1 {

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 1%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

	font-weight: normal;

}



.paracenter2 {

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 6%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-align: center;

	font-size: 100%;

	font-weight: normal;

}





.copyrightTextA	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size:  90%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 2%;	

	margin-bottom:  0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align:  center;

			}



.copyrightTextA1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 3%;

	font-size:  90%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent:   2%;	

	margin-bottom:   0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align:  center;

			}



.copyrightTextA2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 10%;

	font-size:  90%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent:   2%;	

	margin-bottom:   0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align:  center;

			}





.tocEntry	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align:  center;

	font-size: 100%;

			}



.contentsHead	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 2%;

	margin-bottom: 3%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;

	text-align:  center;

	font-size: 200%;

			}





.dedicationText	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 15%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align:  center;

			}





.dedicationText1	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 8%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align:  center;

			}



.dedicationText2	{

	display: block; 

	margin-top: 0%;

	font-size: 100%;

	margin-right: 4%;

	margin-left: 4%;

	text-indent: 0%;	

	margin-bottom: 0%;

	font-weight: normal;

	text-align:  center;

			}





.chapterHead	{

	display: block; 

			}



OEBPS/images/frontcover.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
<ade:template xmlns="http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml" xmlns:ade="http://ns.adobe.com/2006/ade" xmlns:fo="http://www.w3.org/1999/XSL/Format"><fo:layout-master-set><fo:simple-page-master master-name="full_page" margin-bottom="0pt" margin-top="0pt" margin-left="0pt" margin-right="0pt"><fo:region-body/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:simple-page-master master-name="single_column" margin-bottom="1.5em" margin-top="1.5em" margin-left="0.5em" margin-right="0.5em"><fo:region-body/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:simple-page-master master-name="two_column" margin-bottom="1.5em" margin-top="1.5em" margin-left="0.5em" margin-right="0.5em"><fo:region-body column-count="2" column-gap="10pt"/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:simple-page-master master-name="three_column" margin-bottom="1.5em" margin-top="1.5em" margin-left="0.5em" margin-right="0.5em"><fo:region-body column-count="3" column-gap="10pt"/></fo:simple-page-master><fo:page-sequence-master><fo:repeatable-page-master-alternatives><fo:conditional-page-master-reference master-reference="three_column" ade:min-page-width="80em"/><fo:conditional-page-master-reference master-reference="two_column" ade:min-page-width="50em"/><fo:conditional-page-master-reference master-reference="single_column"/></fo:repeatable-page-master-alternatives></fo:page-sequence-master></fo:layout-master-set></ade:template>



OEBPS/images/spaceornament.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitlepage.jpg





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg





OEBPS/images/mix.jpg





