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			To Nora, Scott, Hooyo iyo Aabe,
and my entire family.
In loving memory of 
Adeer Mohamud Ali Musa.
—SB

			To my parents, who always encouraged
 and supported me in living my dream 
of becoming an illustrator.
—MC
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			Kiin’s family moved often, as Somali nomads did, chasing the rain and following the rhythm of each season in their search for greener pastures. They wanted miles of dense grasslands all to themselves so that their animals would have plenty of space to graze.

			Kiin loved the moves during gu season because the rainy season came with short, easy travels through vibrant green landscapes: the fresh, earthy scent of soil after rain; the countless cheerful, friendly animals along the way. But most of all, she loved being nestled inside the camel saddle basket, swaying gently with the camel’s every step.

			Wrapped in her favorite yellow-and-green wool blanket (she’d named it Udgoon) and with her goat, Kaah, snuggled beside her, Kiin enjoyed her favorite part of the move: peeking out of the saddle basket and watching the sights as they passed by. Her two younger siblings, Dahir and Bilan, sat on the other side of the saddle basket, squirming as usual and always wanting whatever Kiin had.
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			“Can we have your blanket?” they asked.

			They wanted Udgoon, but Kiin didn’t want to share. Without Udgoon, some nights would have been unbearable, like three years ago when Bilan had been born, and Kiin had to sleep in her canopy in the dayd with her older siblings. Everyone said that the baby needed more space and that Dahir needed to stay close to Hooyo in the aqal, and Kiin was too old to be in there, too. She never understood why. Her older siblings each had their own canopy in the courtyard outside the hut, and Kiin wanted to be just like them, so she decided to sleep alone, too. But she was so scared on her own that it was hard to imagine anyone needing to be in the aqal with their mother more than her. Alone in her canopy, Udgoon’s warmth had been the only thing that had kept Kiin from crying herself to sleep.

			Other nights were even scarier, like when Kiin discovered her older siblings sneaking out of the dayd to attend a dhaanto circle. From far away, she could hear clapping, stomping, singing, and ululations. It sounded fun, but Kiin wasn’t allowed to go, and she hated being left alone.

			Even after Bilan grew older and started sleeping through the night, Kiin didn’t ask to return to the aqal. She was a big girl now and knew older kids didn’t need to sleep near their mother. Sometimes, Kiin felt the urge to run to Hooyo in the aqal or to Aabe, who slept outside the aqal during the dry seasons to watch for predators but shared it with Hooyo and the younger kids at night during the gu season; her parents always made her feel better. But she needed to stay put. She couldn’t let anyone think she wasn’t brave. Instead, she would clutch Udgoon tightly and wait. By the time her siblings returned from the dhaanto circles, tired and giddy, Kiin was cuddled up in Udgoon and pretending to sleep. Let them think I don’t know about their nightly shenanigans, she’d think. But she was still happy to see her siblings back, safe and sound.

			* * *

			It was clear that no one else would understand how much Udgoon meant to Kiin, but she needed to make sure the children knew they couldn’t have it.

			When Dahir asked again, even perfecting his Somali to sound more convincing, his sweet, soft little voice made Kiin feel a little guilty. Dahir had always been Kiin’s most reliable playmate, and she loved both Dahir and Bilan dearly. She could share anything else with them, but not her Udgoon.

			“No,” Kiin said, pulling Udgoon tighter around her. “It’s mine. And Kaah is using it right now, too.”

			“Kaah doesn’t care about a blanket!” Dahir said with a laugh. “She’s just a goat!”

			“It’s called Udgoon. And Kaah needs it to keep the babies in her belly warm!” Kiin said.

			“No, she doesn’t,” Dahir said. “She doesn’t even know what a blanket is or that it’s called Udgoon.” Bilan agreed with a screeching laugh.

			“Yes, she does!” Kiin said.

			“No, she doesn’t!” Dahir and Bilan said together.

			Kiin ignored them, trying to act like the grown-ups, who were nowhere to be seen, busy tending to the animals and guiding the camel Kiin and her siblings rode on. If it had been one of her older siblings or her parents, she knew they would have been patient with the children’s antics, so she decided to be patient, too.

			She carried on with her sightseeing, and Udgoon stayed right where it belonged, with her and Kaah and no one else.

			It didn’t matter how much the children or even her older siblings teased her for naming her special blanket Udgoon. It was true to its name. It really did smell good. It smelled like the green, clean scent of fresh acacia leaves, the calming smell of air after rain, and the gentle warmth of Kaah’s fur.

			* * *

			“We’ve arrived!” Aabe called, pointing to a patch of land between tall acacia trees. He repeated the shout, signaling for Hooyo and the older siblings to gather the animals and stop at their new home. Everyone looked to Aabe with excitement, as he was the only one who knew where they would resettle. He had come alone weeks earlier for the sahan, scouting the land for their next move.

			Kiin looked around and smiled.
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			Kiin’s family resettled midmorning in their new home, in a greener and quieter part of their region of the vast grasslands of Haud. Then the family divided tasks among the parents and Kiin’s three older siblings, as usual. 

			Aabe took their large herd of camels; Kiin loved how her father had a way with them and how they trusted him in return. Her eldest brother, Bari, herded the cows. Her eldest sister, Mahada, went to the nearby village of Farisjoog to buy the family’s monthly supply of sugar, flour, barley, and beans. And her older sister Shankaroon took the goats and sheep to the pasture. Hooyo stayed behind to build their aqal. Kiin hoped she would one day learn to build the hut like her.

			Dahir and Bilan played near their settlement on a tall, thick termite mound that was damp from a recent rain. They tried to figure out what animals lived in each hole by closing their eyes and sticking their hands into each, until they caught ahold of whatever was inside.

			“Watch out for anything that bites!” warned Kiin lightheartedly.

			The kids sat still for so long that the wet termite mound soaked their clothes while they watched and waited to see what came out of the holes. Kiin loved letting them play and make as much of a mess as they wanted. The worst that could happen was one of her parents or older siblings would ask her to handwash the kids’ clothes if they got too dirty to wait for the regular monthly family laundry day.

			So, Kiin was left to watch the children. But if you asked her what was really left for her to do, the answer would be absolutely nothing at all.
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