
[image: Cover: Aarzu All Around, by Marzieh Abbas.]




[image: Aarzu All Around, by Marzieh Abbas. Simon & Schuster Books for Young Readers. New York | Amsterdam/Antwerp | London | Toronto | Sydney/Melbourne | New Delhi.]






For all the hijabis.

May our stories be celebrated, our voices heard,

and our dreams realized.

Ameen.




   

   CRICKET VOCABULARY

       
	BOUNCER:

	a short-pitched delivery that bounces once on the pitch and reaches the batswoman/batsman at head height, usually meant to take a player by surprise and force them onto their back foot so they play a defensive, rather than an attacking, shot

	BOUNDARY:

	the rope around the edge of the cricket field; a ball that is hit hard enough to cross the rope is also called a boundary

	CORK BALL:

	a ball made of cork and covered with leather, used on hard pitches in games such as cricket

	DOT-BALL

	a ball (bowled by the bowler) from which no runs are scored (by the batswoman/batsman)

	FIELD SETTING:

	the way the fielding/bowling team positions their players; this involves strategy and planning

	GOLDEN DUCK:

	when the batswoman/batsman is out on the first ball

	MAIDEN:

	when the bowler delivers an entire over without the batswoman/batsman managing to score a run

	OVER:

	a set of six legal deliveries bowled by a bowler to the batswomen/batsmen on the opposing team

	PITCH:

	A cricket pitch consists of the central strip of the grassy cricket field that lies between the wickets. It is twenty-two yards long and ten feet wide. The surface is flat and is normally covered with extremely short grass but can be completely dry with dusty soil. The batswomen/batsmen take their places at either end of the pitch.

	PROTECTIVE GEAR

	(also called pads/guards): guards worn by batswomen/batsmen to protect themselves from the impact of a ball hitting them

	SIXER:

	six runs scored when the batswoman/batsman hits the ball directly over the boundary

	WICKET:

	a structure made of three long, vertical sticks (called stumps) that balance two short, horizontal sticks (called bails). Each end of the cricket pitch is fitted with a wicket. Wickets also refer to the number of batswomen/batsmen dismissed, as in “taking wickets” or “losing wickets”

	WIDE:

	a kind of extra ball where the bowler bowls too far off for the batswoman/batman’s bat to make contact with the ball

	YORKER:

	a ball pitched at the bottom of a batswoman/batsman’s bat, making it difficult for them to execute a shot








BASIC RULES OF CRICKET

CRICKET IS A BAT-AND-BALL GAME played between two teams. It is played on a circular or oval grass field with a rectangular area at the center called the pitch. The pitch is a hardened, smooth surface that is twenty-two yards long and ten feet wide. It is where most of the action, including batting and bowling, occurs.

Each end of the pitch has a structure called a wicket. Each wicket is made of three long, vertical sticks (called stumps) that balance two short, horizontal sticks (called bails).

Each team consists of eleven active players. Spare players join the active squad if an active player gets injured.

Games are composed of sides take turns at batting and bowling (pitching); each turn is called an “innings” (always plural).

The fielding team will have a bowler bowl (pitch) the ball to the batswoman/batsman, who tries to hit the ball with their bat.

A bowler bowls (or delivers) six balls to complete an over. The next over is bowled by another bowler on the same team.

The fielding/bowling team tries to get the batswoman/batsman out by…


	hitting the wickets with the ball when bowling,

	catching a batswoman’s/batsman’s shot before the ball touches the ground,

	hitting the batswoman’s/batsman’s leg with the ball in front of the wicket (LBW, or leg before wicket), or

	hitting the wickets with the ball before the batsmen can run to the other end of the pitch (run out).



Each time the batswoman/batsman runs one full length of the pitch, it equals one run. The players try to score as many runs as possible before getting out, by…


	hitting the ball, running between the wickets, and making it to the other end before the fielders can hit the wickets with the ball,

	hitting the ball to the boundary along the ground, which equals four runs, or

	hitting the ball directly over the boundary, which equals six runs.



The fielding team must get ten batswomen/batsmen out before they can switch places and start batting.

Extras are the runs scored by methods other than striking the ball with the bat. An extra scored by, or awarded to, a batting team is not credited to any individual batswoman/batsman. There are five types of extras: no balls, wides, byes, leg byes, and penalty runs.

The aim of the game is to score as many runs as possible. The team with the most runs wins.

Learn more about the laws of cricket here: lords.org/mcc/the-laws-of-cricket







Match Day


The final match of the

international Cricket World Cup

is today.

My team, Pakistan,

plays the defending champions, Australia.

Match Day is always a good day—

unless Pakistan loses.

In which case

Match Day is the worst day.







We peer down


onto the dirt road

from our third-floor balcony.

The slums of Karachi are

PuLsInG

with a carnival-like atmosphere—

a sea of white and emerald green,

the color of Pakistan’s flag.

The aroma of freshly fried samosas wafts up

from a kiosk at the entrance to our building,

along with a whiff of

cardamom-flavored,

sugar-drenched jalebis;

crispy-on-the-outside,

chewy-on-the-inside.

Boys with melty kulfi sticks in hand

line up like dominoes

snaking around the narrow lane,

continuing around the curb,

to get their faces painted green

for a rupee each.

Occasionally one pushes another

and they topple

topple

topple

over

one another,

making my sister, Sukoon, and me laugh.








Upstairs


I balance my new cricket journal

in one hand,

with Sukoon’s lab reports

carefully sandwiched between its pages.

I clench a pen firmly between my teeth

and leave one hand free,

to alternate between

parting the leaves obscuring my view,

cheering for our team,

and swatting the flies that irritate my face.

Sukoon and I

keep our heads low,

just in case Khaloo glances up.

If he catches a glimpse of us,

our uncle will come home nagging

about how girls shouldn’t be seen

on their balconies

and what girls should

and shouldn’t be doing….








Pitching In


My cousins, Irfan and Arsal,

have pitched in

a total of sixty-five rupees,

along with their friends

from our neighborhood,

for the projector

and loudspeaker rental

that have been hoisted up in our lane for Match Day.

I know because I helped them

count their money…

my way, the smart way.







Smart


I made my younger cousin, Irfan, arrange his coins

in stacks of five.

(That’s how old he and my sister, Sukoon, are.)

It’s also the highest number

Irfan can write and count to

in both English and Urdu.

His coins made thirteen stacks.

(That’s how old I am going to turn.)

Then I made Arsal

count by fives.

I’m glad he remembered

the five times table

I’ve been teaching him

for the last month.

One stack—five coins,

two stacks—ten coins,

… fifteen, twenty, twenty-five…

all the way up to sixty-five!

This quick calculation

made Irfan swoon and say,

Aaru Aappi, you’re soooooo smart!

But Arsal just rolled his eyes

because never in a million years

would he have thought

of counting

my way…

the smart way.








Not Smart


My uncle, Khaloo, their father, didn’t think

his sons were being smart when they gave away

all that money for the screen rental.

SIXTY RUPEES?

His voice boomed as

he crossed his arms firmly over his broad chest,

side-eyeing his wife, our aunt, Khala Ammi.

His up-curled mustache twitched in disapproval.

We could’ve bought

a pound of potatoes and just enough onions

for your mother to make sabzi,

with sixty rupees….

Sixty-five, Baba.

It was five more than…

Arsal’s voice

t r  a  i  l   e  d

when Khaloo stared him

D

O

W

N.

But I could tell

from Khaloo’s not-so-angry voice

when he spoke about the trade-offs

that he was just as excited

as his sons

about watching the match

on this special makeshift screen

in the company of friends and neighbors.







Allowed


The boys are allowed

to join the men

in the neighborhood chai café

to watch the match

on a makeshift screen

projected against

a whitewashed wall.

The cheering crowd

thickens downstairs.

I spot my cousins,

Arsal and Irfan,

their names glistening

on their deep emerald jerseys,

just like the uniform

the international players wear.

I wish I had a jersey

with my name,

Aarzu Raza, in glittery gold.

My eyes linger on the boys

sharing a green Pakola soda,

huddled together,

rooting for our team,

on a woven charpoy with friends.

I long for the day

when I can do the same….







Not Allowed


I wish we still had a TV at home

on which we could watch the match,

but Khala Ammi says Khaloo refused

to buy another after Irfan,

as a toddler,

smashed theirs to pieces

while reaching for a toy

placed above the TV.

My knees grow sore

from crouching

between the purple periwinkle

and magenta bougainvillea

clay pots lining the balcony.

But I don’t want to miss

even a minute of the entertainment.

Sukoon joins me on the balcony.

It is a rare day when her body isn’t swollen

or she isn’t burning in fever.

Her ailing kidney

must be doing okay today, I guess.

She fits into the space between

the white jasmine and orange marigold pots.

She’s holding her crescent-and-star flag

that we painted together

and stuck to a used straw.

Every time Pakistani players take a wicket

during Pakistan’s bowling innings

and every time a Pakistani batsman

scores a boundary

during Pakistan’s batting innings,

Sukoon waves her straw flag.
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Khaloo thinks





	girls should

	girls shouldn’t





	be in the kitchen.


	be on their balconies.





	serve the men and boys of the household.


	eat until after the men and boys have eaten.





	study in public, all-girls schools if they must study at all.


	study beyond grade ten.





	train young to be housewives.


	play outdoors. (Oh, how my hands twitch to hold a cricket bat in an open cricket field, or even downstairs in our lane, where Arsal goes to play.)













Baba


Thankfully, all men are not like Khaloo.

My baba was the opposite of him.

He was fearless and caring.

The earth s

w

a

l

l

o

w

e

d Mama and Baba whole,

and their bodies were never recovered

from the heaps of rubble

the earthquake left behind.

I am happy they

have each other

and am glad Sukoon and I

have each other

and the best memories with them.

Baba used to say

Prophet Muhammad (peace be upon him)

stood up in respect

for his daughter Fatimah (peace be upon her).

Baba did the same for us girls.

You are my flowers,

not just my daughters….

I want to see you bloom, he’d say.

Baba was a cricket player

(one of the best on the Pakistani team)

and dreamt we girls

would also play cricket someday.

There’s nothing you can’t do, he’d assure us,

as long as you find a way to do it!







Mama’s Fondest Memory


Mama always smiled

when she recalled the time

Baba bought me a plastic cricket bat and ball

from a roadside thella.

He ripped off the packaging,

knelt on the ground,

placed me on my pudgy baby feet,

and held my sagging diaper sides,

steadying me.

Mama would

laugh out loud

when she got to this bit:

She can barely stand,

I’d told him…

but Baba was adamant.

He repeated the words bismillah, bismillah

and made me take my first steps

toward the cricket bat and ball

that he balanced in his lap.

He stretched his hands forward

on either side of me

to catch me if I fell.
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Mama


My mama was a teacher,

a literature teacher.

The verses of Iqbal and Faiz,

Rumi, Mir and Ghalib,

flowed from her lips

like the water that gushed

from the mountains that surrounded our home.

Since Mama was

one of few women who taught

in our village at the foot of the mountains,

the whole of our small town

called her Teacher Aunty,

a title that made her cheeks blush rosy pink.

She taught me so much,

but no amount of knowledge

will ever add up

to what Arsal and Irfan have

just being born

boys.








Keeping Score


Arsal, my cousin, is a mini version of his dad, my khaloo.

And because Arsal is the same age as me,

I keep score with him

like in a cricket tournament.





Tournament Scoreboard


	 

	Aarzu

	Arsal





	Academic achievement

	1

	0




	Long lashes

	0

	1




	Sucking up to Khaloo

	0

	1




	Veg-chopping skills

	1

	0




	Helping Khala Ammi

	1

	0




	Athletic ability

	1

	0




	Responsible

	1

	0








I’m better at most stuff.

But because Arsal is a boy,

it makes no difference

that I am more athletic,

that I am smarter at schoolwork,

that I am better at housework,

that I am more helpful to Khala Ammi;

no virtue is good enough.

Nothing else matters.

In Khaloo’s house,

being a boy

gives him a million points >>against<< any girl!







Cricket Journal


During commercial breaks,

when the clamor and clanking of soda cans

and plastic water bottles

fill the space

between the overs,

I flip to the first page

of the new journal

my new best friend, Nazia, gifted me,

and doodle a border

of cricket bats, cork balls, and wickets.

With thirteen runs required off six balls by Pakistan,

I work out the possibilities to victory—

a necessary skill for a future cricket player.

The journal is divided into two halves

by a single

separator.

I wonder what I will use

the second half for.
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Interruptions


Aar-zuuuuuuuuu!

Su-kooooooooon!

Jaldi aao, jaldi aao,

time to make the rotis,

Khala Ammi yells

loud enough

for the entire five floors

of our building to hear.

Khaloo and the boys will be home soon.

Cut the lemons.

Pluck the coriander.

Lay the table!

I bite my lip,

bring myself to my feet,

scratch the back of my left leg

with the tip of my right foot,

and blink away tears.







Timing


Perfect timing, Khalajaan!

I jab the lid back onto my pen.

Snap my journal shut.

The commentator’s pitch rises to a shriek.

Ten runs required off five balls.

Khan, Pakistan’s current best batsman

[and Baba’s ex-teammate],

steals three runs

where there seemed to be only a double.

Aaaaand, he scrapes through,

just making his ground…

barely avoiding a run out.

The crowd cheers and chants his nickname.

BOOM-BOOM, BOOM-BOOM.

I glance back one last time

to blow a prayer toward our players.

Sukoon, already inside the house,

furrows her brows,

tugs at the end of my kurta,

urging me to hurry inside

as if she is the older sister.







I want to tell Khala Ammi


it is the last over of the match.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

my favorite player,

Baba’s best friend,

Uncle Baseer Khan,

is the striker.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

I need to do my part for Pakistan;

blow       b l o w       b l o w

prayers to the players

like Mama used to

toward the TV screen,

toward Baba

when he played for Pakistan.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

I hate making rotis.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

I hate crouching

into invisibility.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

I miss my baba,

who’d haul Sukoon up onto his shoulders

and carry me on his hip

for a better view

when he took us to watch

matches at the stadium.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

it could’ve been my baba

batting right now

(the expert pinch hitter

always pulled up the order

when quick runs were needed),

if he hadn’t died

in that fateful earthquake.

I want to tell Khala Ammi

we can buy the rotis

from the tandoor wala in our lane.

I scratch the back of my left leg

with the tip of my right foot.

The only words I whisper are:

I wish I were a boy!







Kitchen Fun?


Even though my whisper is soft,

softer than the crackle of curry leaves in the pan,

Khala Ammi hears me and gives me her

you-didn’t-really-mean-to-say-that look.

The aroma of perfectly stewed korma

swirls up our nostrils.

I savor it, letting it fill my insides

with a deep belly-breath.

Beads of sweat, the size of sesame seeds,

dot Khala Ammi’s forehead and nose.

Larger sweat beads,

the size of coriander seeds,

speckle her upper lip.

When the beads grow close,

they join together into rivulets

and trickle down her neck.

Khala Ammi wipes them away

with the edge of her cotton dupatta.

her    into

She playfully dodges, jabs rolling pin  my arm,

before blowing me a kiss

off her flour-dusted palm.

A puff of white lands on my cheek.

She blows another puff of white

to Sukoon as she hands her

a bunch of fresh coriander stalks

to pluck for the korma garnish.

Khala Ammi’s single dimple

plays hide-and-seek on her left cheek,

just like Mama’s….

It makes me want to forget

about the match,

drop the rolling pin,

cup her face in my palms, and stare at her.

Khala Ammi has already made rotis,

perfect fluffy discs of flatbread,

for Khaloo and the boys.

Now it is my turn

to practice my dreaded roti-making skills

(not that I ever want to perfect such an art)

on rotis that Khala Ammi, Sukoon, and I will eat,

no matter what shape they turn out to be.



[image: A steaming stack of flatbreads on a plate with chopsticks.]





Pressure


Fleming bowls a wide,

a delivery bowled too far out

for the batsman to reach with his bat.

An extra run is awarded to Pakistan,

and the ball doesn’t even count!

Oh, that’s a fast one!

It’s beat the wicketkeeper’s gloves.

It’s racing away to the boundary…

five free runs to Pakistan!

Pressure! Pressure!

I imagine Fleming, the Australian bowler,

wincing at his folly—

these extras could cost his team the match

and the tournament.

I lurch up and punch the air with the rolling pin.

A pot and two sieves

hanging from nails

that jut out above the kitchen counter

come clanking down onto me.

I roll my torso into a ball

to shield myself from the falling utensils.

Sukoon giggles and says,

Aapi, you look funny!

Sukoon’s giggles are so rare,

with all her health problems,

that I do a slow-motion repeat

of the sieves falling on me,

with exaggerated facial expressions,

just to hear her laugh again.







Aaru!


Aaru!

Khala Ammi pitches her voice high.

Arms akimbo,

she pretends to be upset

with my clumsiness in the kitchen.

But her lips twitch

before curling at the corners.

Her dimple sneaks up

to her left cheek

as she too bursts into laughter.

I love it when she calls me Aaru—

it literally translates to “peaches,” and

it’s the name my parents called me.







Match day food


is always special.

If Pakistan wins the match,

Khala Ammi says

the meal serves as a celebration.

If we lose (God forbid),

the food serves as a balm,

calming tense nerves.

So, no matter how simply we eat

all week long,

Match Day food

is never simple.

Sometimes it’s biryani

(my favorite dish, and thankfully, Khaloo’s too),

aromatic and flavorful

long grains of basmati rice

tinged golden with saffron,

layered with meat and potatoes: spicy and yum.

Sometimes it’s dum ka keema,

smoked mincemeat

cooked in butter and ghee,

topped with green coriander leaves,

ginger sticks,

and a generous squeeze of lemon juice.

Today, whether

we win

or lose,

Khala Ammi’s menu

is a winner.







A Winning Menu


Main course:

Korma:

ginger and garlic sautéed in hot ghee.

Onions fried deep golden.

Goat meat braised in yogurt

spiced with coriander, cumin,

turmeric, and red chili powder.

Slow cooked.

A sprinkling of garam masala:

ground cardamom pods, black peppercorns, cinnamon.

Garnished with ginger sticks,

coriander leaves, and love.

Side:

Baingan Raita:

eggplant, grilled.

Spiced with pink Himalayan salt.

Topped with yogurt.

Tempered with curry leaves and mustard seeds.

Drinks:

Lassi:

sweet and salty

yogurt whisked by hand.

Topped with a layer of thick cream

from a pot of freshly boiled buffalo milk.

Two cubes of ice top off each glass.

Dessert:

Shahi Tukray:

bread slices cut into triangles,

fried in ghee,

topped with sweet saffron milk,

sprinkled with cardamom.








Guilt


and hunger

gurgle inside me

when I see Khala Ammi’s feast

bubbling in pots—

I wish I’d helped her out more

in the kitchen.







Totkas


Khala Ammi has remedies for

everything.

Just like the magic of Mama’s hugs,

Khala Ammi’s totkas can fix

all.

Bad throat?

Squeeze ginger juice into honey, sprinkle pepper. Gulp.

Voila, throat is fine!

Stuffy nose?

Cut an onion in half, leave by your bedside.

Get up with an unblocked nose!

Stained shirt?

Sprinkle talcum powder and dissolve in vinegar and soda water.

Boom! No stain.

Burnt hand?

Dip hand in egg white and cold flour.

No blisters!

Hard poop?

One tablespoon of castor oil. Swallow.

BLAST!

Today she has mistakenly added

a bit too much salt in the korma.

She asks me to drop a ball

of unsalted aata dough into the curry.

It’ll suck up all the excess salt

as it sits in the simmering pot

without interfering with the flavor.

The casual tone of Khala Ammi’s instructions

tells me this is a tried and tested totka.

I wish Khala Ammi had a tried and tested totka

that could suck up my guilt

for not helping her with meal prep,

while still allowing me to enjoy the match!







Final Tense Moments


I roll aata dough into a ball,

then flatten between my palms into a disc

before rolling it with my bailan for a roti.

My shaky hands and sweaty palms produce an

uneven-on-the-edges, elongated roti…

more the shape of Pakistan’s map

than the perfectly circular

planet shape it should be.

Team Pakistan just needs

two runs from four balls, Khala Ammi!

I will optimism into my words.

But we only have one player left to bat, Aaru!

says Khala Ammi matter-of-factly.

BOOM! BOOM! turns to BOO! BOO!

Cheers change to jeers

telling us another wicket has

fallen.

Khan is OUT.

Khala Ammi bites her lip.

I scratch the back of my left shin

with the tip of my right foot

and smack my rolled roti onto the hot tawa.

Sukoon plucks the coriander leaves extra hard.

We’re down to our last player.

If we lose the tournament after coming this close,

I doubt even Khala Ammi’s food will soothe

our tense nerves.

But before I can flip my roti,




OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/Fresca-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/Jaldi-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/images/f0009-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665970433/xhtml/nav.xhtml


CONTENTS



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


    		Cricket Vocabulary


		Basic Rules of Cricket


		1. Match Day


		2. We Peer Down


		3. Upstairs


		4. Pitching In


		5. Smart


		6. Not Smart


		7. Allowed


		8. Not Allowed


		9. Khaloo Thinks


		10. Baba


		11. Mama’s Fondest Memory


		12. Mama


		13. Keeping Score


		14. Cricket Journal


		15. Interruptions


		16. Timing


		17. I Want to Tell Khala Ammi


		18. Kitchen Fun?


		19. Pressure


		20. Aaru!


		21. Match Day Food


		22. A Winning Menu


		23. Guilt


		24. Totkas


		25. Final Tense Moments


		26. Victory Songs


		27. Victory Dance


		28. The Best Day


		29. After Dancing


		30. Cricket Journal Entry


		31. Aarzu Raza’s Journal


		32. Aarzu


		33. Mama’s Lullaby


		34. Sukoon


		35. Green


		36. Forbidden Treasure


		37. Price for a Treasure


		38. Totka Success


		39. Air-Conditioning


		40. Cooling Down


		41. I Have an Extra


		42. If


		43. Sukoon’s Diagnosis


		44. The Things We Disclose


		45. Handing Over


		46. Heated Up


		47. Worst Day


		48. Huddle Hug


		49. S e p a r a t e d


		50. Khaloo’s Dictionary Definitions


		51. Sunday


		52. While Khaloo naps


		53. Arcs of Hope


		54. Monday


		55. Before I Get Ready for School


		56. Private School


		57. Public School


		58. Nazia


		59. Nazia Says


		60. Achaar


		61. Mama Was Right


		62. The Streets


		63. Zoned Out


		64. Downtime


		65. Lies


		66. Sukoon’s Disease


		67. Prison


		68. Cricket Is Life & 69. Life Is Not Cricket


		70. Spill


		71. True Friend


		72. What Next?


		73. Practical


		74. Options


		75. Impractical


		76. Impossible


		77. Possible


		78. Try


		79. Sukoon’s Face


		80. Pale


		81. Lunch


		82. Sting


		83. Spaced Out


		84. When I Wake Up


		85. More than Aarzu


		86. I Have to Earn


		87. Cricket at School


		88. Comet


		89. Earn


		90. Equals


		91. Thursday Ritual


		92. Ramadan


		93. Guilty


		94. Ache


		95. Totals


		96. Fried Onions


		97. My Braid


		98. Savings


		99. Measuring Up


		100. Tears and Onions


		101. Choices


		102. Back-to-School Weekday Routine


		103. Stained Hands


		104. Gullak


		105. Addition


		106. I Remind Myself


		107. Division


		108. Recurring Dream


		109. Straw Strategy


		110. Peeking In


		111. First Glimpse


		112. Furious


		113. On the Way Home


		114. Debating


		115. If I Was a Boy


		116. Possibility


		117. While I’m Doing My Homework


		118. Corn Silk


		119. Uniform


		120. Trust


		121. Confiding


		122. A Connection Lost


		123. Secrets


		124. Identity Switch


		125. The Gate


		126. Inside


		127. The Interview


		128. Nazia’s Questions


		129. Mode Switch


		130. When I Reach Home


		131. I Promise


		132. Roti Face


		133. No One Asked


		134. Chores Assigned


		135. Servants of Servants


		136. Sukoon’s Appointments


		137. Chotai Sahib’s Little Sister


		138. Own Room


		139. My Own Room


		140. Things I Notice


		141. Unacceptable


		142. Acceptable


		143. Prayer Mat?


		144. Zoya Hums a Song


		145. Zoya’s Brother


		146. Zoya’s Baba


		147. Zoya’s Mommy


		148. Eased


		149. Dis-eased


		150. The Way You Look at Your Hands


		151. List of Things That Do Not Change


		152. Changes at Home


		153. Miss


		154. Don’t Miss


		155. The Way It’s Said


		156. #TheHashtagLife


		157. Cricket Tryouts


		158. Cricket Fever


		159. All-Rounder


		160. Weekday Routine


		161. It Feels Like a Dream


		162. Aaru Aapi, Wake Up!


		163. Cold


		164. Faizan’s Drone


		165. Drones


		166. Close Call


		167. Inside Story


		168. Sukoon’s Doctor Says


		169. Dialysis


		170. Free Care


		171. First Dialysis


		172. With My First Salary


		173. Another Gullak


		174. Cricket Journal Update


		175. Play?


		176. F


		177. Tell Me


		178. Embrace


		179. Wedding Preparations


		180. Things Zoya’s Family Keeps Count Of


		181. Things My Family Keeps Count Of


		182. New Chores


		183. What a Catch


		184. Champion for the Day


		185. Please, Amma


		186. Onward


		187. Nazia Doesn’t


		188. I miss Nazia’s


		189. Zoya


		190. If Sukoon Met Zoya


    		191. Things I Teach Zoya & 192. Things Zoya Teaches Me


		193. Basant


		194. Quick Thinking


		195. Girls’ Team


		196. Tell Me More


		197. Back Home


		198. Khaloo


		199. Arsal


		200. Khala Ammi


		201. Irfan


		202. Sukoon


		203. Dropped


		204. The Next Day


		205. Uniform Design


		206. Identity


		207. Sponsors


		208. The Pakistani Flag


		209. Unpredictable


		210. Sister Time


		211. The Power of Politicians


		212. Transplant


		213. Hang in There


		214. The Right Way


		215. Spinning


		216. Dragonflies


		217. T – 5 Days to the Wedding


		218. #Napkin_Ghazal


		219. T – 1 Day to the Wedding


		220. Stained Hands II


		221. Informed


		222. Partnership Broken


		223. Golden Duck


		224. Arsal Smirks


		225. Khaloo Jeers


		226. Irfan Sobs


		227. Sukoon Says


		228. I Wish…


		229. Suspended


		230. Detention Lines


		231. The Next Morning


		232. Maiden


		233. Know?


		234. Creases I Want to X


		235. Creases I Don’t Want to X


		236. Pretend Play


		237. Seven


		238. Sister Joke


		239. Selected


		240. Double Penalty


		241. Rain


		242. Inspection


		243. Actions Are Judged by Intentions


		244. Sujood


		245. Locked Words


		246. I_Will_NOT_Blend_In


		247. Visit to the Mangroves


		248. Questions and Answers


		249. Lessons from Islam


		250. Culture Is the Culprit


		251. Gol Rotis


		252. Enough


		253. Bouncing Back


		254. Confide


		255. Khala Ammi Understands


		256. “Back in the Game”…


		257. Surprise Parcel


		258. A Note


		259. I Empty My Milk Crate


		260. Absent Hurt


		261. Team Huddle


		262. What Will People Say?


		263. Warning


		264. Arsal’s Apology


		265. Flying Chappal


		266. Chappal Mark


		267. Apology


		268. Game Plan


		269. Match


		270. Rent-Free


		271. Moving


		272. They Say & 273. I Say


		274. One Last Task


		275. Leaving Behind


		276. I notice


		277. When Sukoon meets Zoya


		278. Dialysis Day


		279. Khaloo at the Bungalow


		280. Back at School


		281. Words of Wisdom


		282. Make Amends!


		283. Hiccups


		284. On the Field


		285. Across the Line


		286. Change in Strategy


		287. When I Was Little


		288. My Dream of Playing


		289. One More


		290. Crossroad or Crossword?


		291. Make Up


		292. Like Old Times, but Better


		293. A Perfect Match


		294. Tune In


		295. Payback Time


		296. Our Match Day


		297. Stained Hands


		298. New Innings


		Glossary


		Types of Poetry in This Book


		Khala Ammi’s Shahi Tukray Recipe


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Long Descriptions


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Cricket Vocabulary


		Basic Rules of Cricket


		Glossary


		Types of Poetry in This Book


		Khala Ammi’s Shahi Tukray Recipe


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Long Descriptions


    		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		IV


		VI


    		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		V








OEBPS/e9781665970433/images/9781665970433.jpg
>
&
y
{ f;‘¢
‘ y
/
Y/

P47 AROND |
& 1og






OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/JosefinSans-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/JosefinSans-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/images/f0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/ArchitectsDaughter.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/PatrickHand-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/Mali-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665970433/images/f0013-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665970433/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665970433/images/title.jpg
AARZU
ALL
AROUND

MARZIEH ABBAS

Simon & Schuster Books for Young Readers
NEW YORK AMSTERDAM/ANTWERP LONDON TORONTO

SYDNEY/MELBOURNE NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781665970433/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


