Mumbai, wow, what a
bustling city; S full of
/ife.

Unfamiliar Sounds and
smells enga//' the Streels
and alleyways -

And ook, such diversity of
wonten! Sore in colorful
sSaris,

Others sporting jeans and
Some wearing 7‘/{/’&56.




I head out to see my childhood £riend

Smurti........

On my
Zrain ride, I notice that many /ocal

quys are /oo.(’ing at me. Is this why
ZhesSe wonren wan? 2o wear a #{jaé?




L spend the whole
afternocon in a hot, humid

day o buy a ¥ijab.

My friends 2hink I am a
/itt/e weird for do/hj Zhis.
Z f}'na//y £ind a /itt/e Shop.
The shop ocwner is a

Sweet /ady named Kamana. I
buy a ijab for Bs. 4so.
She shows me Aow

Zo wear /7.




Once the I wear Zhe )V{jaé
I experience in the
different way, the thing veil
between me and others goes
up, and with it my privacy.

wWhat a /iéeraiing f’e,e/ing.’

How interesting to watch
peocple without them
/oo.é/'hg at me. And local
quys /leave me in peace.
L enjoy ry new Ffound
Freedom shopping o buy a
shaw! for my sister in Zhe
local style and enjoy eating
spicy * momos’ on the
& streets, my Ffavorite.




As Z go 2o sleep I can 2
help Lhinking what a
fantastically surpris l‘hj
experience it 's been.

Can't wa't For other
adventures o wunravel.




