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For my mum, your mum, every mum

“I don’t want to marry a boy from Bangladesh!”  

“Why not? You better because you think you’re Beet-ish?”

“No, not because I think I’m British. But I am British-Bengali, mum. That’s a fact. I’ll have nothing in common with a boy from back home.”

“How you know you nothing in common? You not even met. You find things in common later. I had nothing in common with your father and we be fine.”

She snigger to herself like child. “I wouldn’t say you’re fine.”

“Heh? What you saying?”

“I’m saying I want more, mum. More from life. More from a husband. I want someone who shares the same goals. Who wants to travel. See the world. I don’t want to be just fine.”

“You can travel, and do all those things after you married.” I raise my finger so she no get any ideas of funny business before wedding.

“At least look at his photo. He be very handsome. Maybe bit chubby but kind face.”

“Mum, I think we both have very different views on what makes someone handsome.”

I huff. This girl making me tired with her modern thinking ways. I knew it was a mistake her watching so many Bollywood movies with her older sisters. “I know what handsome is. You think I not know handsome? I seen your film heroes. And who that star everyone talk about? Brad Feet? I not so sure about him, but if you girls say so. Anyway, he no Brad Feet but-”

“I think you mean, Brad Pitt, mum.”

“Okay, whatever. Brad Feet. Your middle sis mention him. I think his eyes be a bit small but this boy be better. His eyes nice, big and round. Round face, too.”

She says nothing and instead just roll her eyes. Disrespectful. 

“Anyway, still look at photo. You may get nice surprise.” I raise my eyebrow because I think it will get her interest. 

She still refuse to look.

I getting annoyed with this girl. “You know I try my best to find you a good boy. I do so much hard effort for you. Making samosas for suitors and their whole families to visit. Paying Mr Choudhury to find you a match. Asking everyone if they know anyone, even your stirring auntie, who never do anything good for us. I asking because I don’t want to leave it too late. You 26 now. I no want to wait until we be desperate. I have to ask everyone’s help now.”

“I never asked you too,” she mumbles.

“I know you didn’t. You never ask. You never ask me anything.” 

***
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NO ONE EVER ASKS THE MUM HOW she feel.  What she want.  What she need.  She just expected to go on.  Cook dinner, clean house.  Keep everyone and everything together.  Everyone think we mums are just housewives.  Can’t speak good English, can’t work, can’t make a life in outside world.  Always stuck at home.  But truth is, we mums do it all.  It’s the hardest job in the world.

Nobody knows what we do and how much.  This because we do it quietly. We no shout about it.  We no get pay rise. We not even get pay.  We just... carry on.  If we stop, world would end. Men can’t cope.  Dads not used to taking care like we do.  We are the invisible army.            

One day, I hope my daughter appreciates how much I do.  Why I make choices I do.  She have different life, good career, everything.  She thinks she English.  I know she believes she better than mum, I’ve heard it from her own mouth. One day, when she have children, she’ll understand.       

“At least look at his picture,” I tell for millionth time.

“No.  I don’t want to see it.”

“Oh, come on.  He got nice face.”

She takes a look.  She tries to hide a lit-ool smile.  Good, she’s happy.  She should be.  He’s got a face you can tell won’t give too much trouble or be too mouthy. Not like those movie stars with square jaws and sharp noses. Bet they got sharp tongues, too. We don’t want that.  

Now she be laughing. I no understand.

“Are you serious?”  My silly daughter keep laughing but I don’t see funny joke. Maybe she gone mad.

“Why, yes!  Why you think I no be serious? You think he be ugly?”

“No, it’s not that.”

“Too fat?”  

She still laughing. “No!”

“What then?”  

“Look, mum! Look at what he’s wearing! It’s his pizza boy uniform. Complete with the cap. Like that would impress anyone.”
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