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The	night	diary	read	online	free

That’s	why	those	men	came	to	the	house	yesterday.	We	unfolded	ourselves	from	the	corner	of	the	pantry	and	came	out.	Sometimes	he	draws	me	early	in	the	morning	when	I’m	still	sleeping.	Aunty	was	rubbing	her	back,	soothing	her.	Dadi	kept	checking	Kazi’s	head,	but	he	had	stopped	bleeding.	Even	though	we	hadmany	Muslim	friends	and	neighbors,
it	never	matters	when	it	comes	to	marriage.	Then	we	heard	Kazi’s	voice	calling	for	us.	“Neither	can	I,”	he	finally	said,	and	patted	the	table.	We	have	twenty-seven	new	ones,	he	told	me.	He	just	laughed.	Had	he	left?	When	you	open	it,	the	blue	satin	lining	winks	back	at	you.	I	took	a	very	deep	breath	and	spoke	loud	and	clear	so	Papa	would	not	ask	me
to	repeat	it.	He	and	Papa	smoke	their	pipes	and	stay	up	late	playing	cards.	Dadi	is	all	full	of	busy	tasks	and	making	noises	with	her	teeth.	“Your	papa	told	me,”	Kazi	said,	reading	my	mind.	Amil	pulled	my	arm	and	we	broke	into	a	run.	I	drink	in	the	smoky	smell	of	the	lamps	burning.	When	I	walk	I	like	to	think	of	dinner	and	what	Kazi	might	be	making.
The	bad	ones	smile	real	big.	The	government	gave	us	a	large	place	to	live	in,	much	bigger	than	anyone	I	know.	Then	you’ll	be	happy,”	Amil	said.	Amil	loved	watching	Papa	do	all	his	doctor	stuff,	but	I	hated	blood	and	needles.	I	was	supposed	to	stay	in	my	room	after	bedtime.	Then	he	told	me	not	to	knead	the	dough	too	hard	or	it	would	fry	up	like	a
rock.	Sometimes	I	think	he	forgets	I’m	a	girl.	If	I	wait	for	him	at	the	table	before	the	sun	comes	up,	look	right	at	him,	and	speak	loudly,	he’ll	be	so	surprised,	he’ll	have	to	answer	me.	He	looked	around	and	started	to	whisper	again.	It’s	the	biggest	number	I’ve	ever	been,	but	it’s	an	easy	number—easy	to	say,	easy	to	count,	easy	to	split	in	half.	Papa	took
a	sip	of	his	tea.	How	does	Kazi	take	all	these	plain	boring	foods—bitter	vegetables,	dried	lentils,	flour,	oil,	spices—and	turn	them	into	something	so	warm	and	delicious	every	time?	My	words	were	stuck.	He	presented	it	to	your	mama.	There	is	one	large	picture	of	you	that	Papa	keeps	on	his	bookshelf,	with	a	garland	draped	over	it.	How	could	they
possibly	give	us	our	lessons?	He	took	a	deep	breath	and	straightened	his	shoulders.	I	held	my	breath.	Identifiers:	LCCN	2017012579	|	ISBN	9780735228511	(hardcover)	|	ISBN	9780735228535	(ebook)	Subjects:	|	CYAC:	Refugees—Fiction.	Your	papa	invited	me	in	and	had	me	cook	aloo	tikki,	your	mother’s	favorite	dish.	It	is	not	lined,	which	I	like.	Dadi
came	over	and	put	her	hand	on	his	shoulder.	We	smiled	back.	He	straightened	furniture	and	dusted.	Kazi	chopped	onions	holding	a	wooden	stick	between	his	teeth	so	he	wouldn’t	cry.	Love,	Nisha	July	28,	1947	Dear	Mama,	I’m	very	sorry,	but	I	couldn’t	write	to	you	yesterday	and	tell	you	the	rest	of	the	story.	“But	what	happened?”	Amil	cried,	running
his	hands	through	his	hair.	“You	don’t	understand.	I’m	twelve	now	and	ready	to	know	everything.”	He	looked	at	me	and	his	whole	face	changed,	his	mouth	smiling	wide.	And	maybe	his	other	sister	didn’t	want	him	to.	That’s	when	I	woke	up	sweating	and	confused.	I	lie	on	my	bed	and	wonder	what	the	air	will	sound	like	tomorrow.	She	liked	to	paint.
Papa’s	old	school	friend,	a	Hindu	priest,	agreed	to	marry	them	in	secret.	I	think	he	just	does	it	so	I	have	to	watch	him	long	after	I’ve	finished.	You	probably	already	know	what	I’m	telling	you,	but	maybe	you	don’t.	After	sweeping	I	went	into	the	kitchen,	sat	on	the	stool,	and	watched	Kazi	stir	and	chop.	He	didn’t	hug	me	back.	It	was	so	much	work	that
Dadi	didn’t	mind	I	was	in	the	kitchen	all	day	helping	Kazi	with	everything.	We	ate	in	silence,	then	I	brought	my	plate	to	the	kitchen.	The	kameez	has	a	dark	pink	and	green	design	with	gold	trim	and	a	pink	salwar	to	go	with	it.	“Of	course.	He’s	a	terrible	reader,”	I	said.	“Because	I	wish	he	was	still	that	way,”	Amil	said,	and	turned	on	his	back	again.He
closed	his	eyes	and	I	could	hear	his	breathing	slow	down.	I	stared	at	myself	in	the	bathroom	mirror	for	a	long	time.	But	it	didn’t	matter	how	quietly	she	said	anything.	No	one	ever	told	us	not	to	talk	about	it.	Papa	never	touches	me	except	for	an	occasional	kiss	on	the	forehead	at	night	before	bed.	|	Diaries—Fiction.	Was	this	only	because	of	the	boys
chasing	Amil?	All	three	of	us—me,	Kazi,	and	Amil—peeked	around	the	corner.	I	felt	goose	bumps	pop	up	all	over	my	arms.	I	wonder	if	Amil	really	feels	so	much	smaller.	“The	new	India,”	I	murmured.	After	school	he’ll	find	her,	hand	a	drawing	to	her,	and	run	away.	Dadi	and	I	will	give	you	your	lessons.”	I	couldn’t	believe	my	ears!	Dadi	never	reads
anything	but	a	newspaper	once	in	a	while	and	Papa’s	never	home.	We’re	part	Muslim,	too.”	“Shush!	We’re	not	supposed	to	talk	about	that,”	Amil	hissed	at	me.	“What	do	you	mean?”	I	asked	him.	Kazi	handed	me	a	bowl.	When	Papa	looks	at	us,	his	eyes	are	always	looking	back	inside	his	head	at	his	own	thoughts.	“Don’t	you	know?	I	don’t	hate	school,
but	I	didn’t	want	Amil	to	be	alone	on	our	birthday.	I	squeezed	it	and	squeezed	it.	I	want	to	explain	things	to	you	as	if	I’m	writing	a	storybook,	like	The	Jungle	Book	except	without	all	the	animals.	Today	when	we	walked	to	school,	two	older	boys	started	following	us.	The	world	seems	so	tiny	now.	He	sees	me	even	when	he’s	not	looking	up.	I	looked	into
their	busy,	glittery	eyes	as	they	spoke,	wrists	jingling	with	bangles.	“I	think	it’s	safer.	Amil	and	I	went	outside	after	Dadi	made	us	write	the	alphabet	ten	times	even	though	I’ve	been	writing	my	alphabet	since	I	was	six.	I	rolled	over	and	whispered	in	his	ear,	“When	can	we	go	back	to	school,	Papa?”	Amil	sat	up	on	his	bed	and	looked	at	Papa.	I	told	her	I
can	write	the	alphabet	backward	a	hundred	times	in	my	sleep.	“It’s	Amil,”	I	whispered.	Usually	they	stole	because	they	were	hungry.	Did	you	know	that?	I	thought	everyone	knew,”	I	spoke	into	the	balmy	darkness.	Her	eyes	darted	back	and	forth	before	she	answered	the	door.	“Their	families	were	completely	against	their	marrying.	When	Kazi	gave	it
to	me,	he	said	it	was	time	to	start	writing	things	down,	and	that	I	was	the	one	to	do	it.	After	we	cleaned,	we	sat	together	at	the	table,	but	hardly	talked.	I	blinked	to	make	sure	I	was	right.	I’m	sure	you	liked	to	cook,	Mama,	even	just	a	little	bit.	You	carried	me	up	to	the	sky	and	we	flew	toward	a	bright	light.	“I	told	Malli	that	we	were	leaving,	and	she
didn’t	know.	This	is	our	destiny	now,”	he	said,	still	rubbing	his	eyes.	He	always	says	“Checkmate,	sorry.”	I	tell	him	it’s	okay.	Does	Papa	know	you’re	back?”	“Papa	knows	I’m	back,”	Amil	said	in	a	dull	voice.	I	slept	too	late	and	Papa	was	already	gone.	I	like	having	tasks	set	before	me	so	I	can	busy	myself	without	thinking	too	much.	“I	heard	them	ask
when	we’d	be	leaving.”	“Why	would	we	leave?”	I	asked.	My	bottom	lip	quivered	as	the	news	sunk	in.	Ever	since	Amil	and	I	have	gotten	a	little	older,	Papa	doesn’t	like	to	have	parties.	A	frantic	feeling	started	to	grow,	travel	through	my	body,	as	if	I	was	supposed	to	find	that	plug,	put	it	back	in,	and	stop	whatever	was	happening.	I	walked	in	and	saw
Malli	sitting	next	to	Deepu	Aunty,	in	the	corner.	I	don’t	like	thinking	about	things	I	can’t	understand.	Papa	gave	me	your	gold	chain	with	a	small	ruby	stone	hanging	from	it.	Library	of	Congress	Cataloging-in-Publication	Data	Names:	Hiranandani,	Veera,	author.	He	turns	and	holds	up	a	handful	of	peas	to	be	shelled.	“I	asked	at	several	restaurants	and
homes,	but	everyone	seemed	to	have	enough	help.	I	tried	to	shake	it	off	and	then	it	stung	me.	It	just	seemed	so	sad	from	the	beginning.”	“Really?	I	remember	how	Amil	hated	that	train	ride.	But	Papa	found	me.”	“Is	Papa	mad?”	I	asked.	I	chewed	louder	so	I	couldn’t	hear	him	anymore.	I	hate	to	tell	you,	Mama,	but	lots	of	boys	like	to	pick	on	Amil
because	he’s	very	skinny,	has	hardly	any	muscles	in	his	arms,	isn’t	that	good	at	cricket,	and	sits	in	the	corner	and	draws	everyone.	We	both	giggled	with	our	hands	over	our	mouths.	Papa	also	only	laughs	like	that	with	Dr.	Ahmed.	She	only	pats	my	hand.	But	tonight,	as	I	lay	in	my	bed	with	my	mosquito	net	floating	like	a	ghost	around	me,	I	did	not	hear
any	laughing.	Hiranandani’s	story	is	set	in	an	historical	time	little	known	to	American	children,	but	she	tells	it	in	a	way	that	makes	it	accessible,	timely,	interesting	and	real.”—Kimberly	Brubaker	Bradley,	author	of	Newbery	Honor–winning	The	War	That	Saved	My	Life	“Veera	Hiranandani’s	storytelling	is	exquisite	and	compelling.	He	sees	and	he
doesn’t	see.	Papa	and	Mama	pretending	together,	here	in	this	house.	Dadi	says	it’s	not	a	jail	for	the	murderers.	Maybe	they	were	angry,”	Amil	said,	bending	over,	ripping	up	pieces	of	grass.	What	if	I	want	to	talk	about	it,	Mama?	I	thought	of	a	stranger,	a	boy	or	a	girl,	finding	Amil’s	pictures	and	wondering	what	they	meant.	Then	I	saw	Papa	talking
with	Rupesh	Uncle	and	my	other	uncle,	Raj.	For	Nisha,	like	so	many	of	us,	home	is	a	complicated	place	and	this	heartbreaking	and	hopeful	novel	reminds	us	that	even	in	places	where	there	is	great	loss	and	strife,	there	is	deep	joy,	renewed	faith.	The	women	would	sit	in	the	main	room,	drink	tea,	and	pass	around	samosa	and	kebab.	When	it	was
steamy,	I	poured	it	into	ateacup	and	came	to	the	table.	|	Family	life—India—Fiction.	I	shook	my	head	no.	He	should	be	more	appreciative.	Sometimes	I	go	look	and	see	what	he’s	added.	Love,	Nisha	July	30,	1947	Dear	Mama,	When	we	came	out	for	breakfast	this	morning	Papa	sat	at	the	table.	Then	I	put	a	little	of	Dadi’s	kohl	on	my	eyes	to	make	them
more	like	yours	and	hoped	Papa	wouldn’t	notice.	Then	I	started	thinking	about	the	party	and	these	thoughts	won’t	leave	me	alone	until	I	tell	you.	Why	hadn’t	I	thought	about	them	much	before?	He	says	letters	to	him	are	like	bugs	and	grass	waving	in	the	wind.	Many	people	feel	like	this,	but	I	don’t.	I	thought	about	those	boys.	Papa	loves	us	of	course
because	he’s	our	father	and	Dadi	loves	us	because	she’s	our	grandmother.	I	think	Kazi	made	it	just	for	me.	Then	we	went	inside	because	it	was	so	hot	and	took	a	nap.	Sabeen	is	Muslim,	and	she	and	I	always	have	lunch	together.	I	felt	a	rush	of	nausea	and	steadied	myself	by	clutching	the	wall.	It’s	the	most	beautiful	thing	I’ve	ever	seen,	but	Dadi	comes
over	and	sucks	on	her	teeth.	But	maybe	we’ll	still	live	close.”	“Go	where?”	she	said,	and	stopped	dancing.	Then	he	took	my	hand,	squeezed	it	hard,	and	asked	me	to	show	him	the	path.We	told	Dadi	we	were	going	to	the	market,	which	was	probably	not	a	good	idea	since	I	never	go	to	the	market	with	Kazi.	But	I	didn’t	care.	Kazi’s	eyes	were	wild	and
blood	trickled	down	his	face	like	a	spider.	They	talked	about	bad	things	in	the	Punjab,	rioting,	killing.	“I	want	to	see	our	friends	and	family.	I	wonder	why	Amil	is	the	way	he	is.	I	wish	I	were	like	that.	I	could	find	any	old	thing—a	pebble,	a	leaf,	a	pistachio	shell—and	put	it	in	the	box.	“Soon,	India	will	be	independent	from	British	rule,	which	is	a	good
thing.	Your	papa	is	such	a	good	doctor	that	he	quickly	earned	the	respect	of	his	patients	in	Mirpur	Khas,	and	they	began	to	be	accepted	in	the	community.	You	know	what	I	wish,	Mama,	more	than	anything	in	the	world?	There	was	more	hugging.	Papa	taught	Amil	how	to	play	when	he	was	six,	and	then	Amil	taught	me	when	Papa	didn’t	have	time	to
play	with	him	anymore.	We	hardly	ever	ate	meat	except	for	parties.	Jacket	illustration	and	design	by	Kelley	Brady	Version_1For	my	dadContents	Title	Page	Copyright	Dedication	Map	The	Night	Diary	Author’s	Note	Glossary	AcknowledgmentsJuly	14,	1947	Dear	Mama,	I	know	you	know	what	happened	today	at	6:00	a.m.,	twelve	years	ago.	That	way	no
one	will	ask	me	any	questions.	I	haven’t	ever	seen	Papa	move	around	so	much	in	our	house	the	way	he	did	today.	Amil	laughs	when	he	doesn’t	know	what	to	say.	First	there’s	the	smell.	When	we	were	little,	Papa	would	tickle	us	to	wake	us	up.	He	let	me	sort	the	lentils	yesterday	and	soak	some	beans,	but	when	I	asked	him	if	I	could	grind	the
peppercorns	he	told	me	it	would	make	me	sneeze	like	last	time	and	that	I	should	spend	more	time	with	my	books	since	I	wasn’t	in	school.	I’m	jealous	of	Papa	because	he	has	his	mother	and	I	don’t.	I	wonder	if	he	likes	being	twelve?	She	was	different	from	any	girl	I	had	known.	I	touched	you	and	you	smiled.	I	slipped	a	small	piece	in	my	pocket.	Amil
jumped	up	and	kept	jumping	while	he	talked,	which	he	often	did.	Now	I	look	at	him	and	think	Sikh.	I	had	never	wondered	about	being	safe	before.	“Yes,	yes,	of	course,”	Papa	said,	looking	up,	his	face	relaxing.	It’s	been	too	long,”	he	said.	I	hope	he’ll	read	to	us	again.	Everything	is	white	or	brown.	After	that,	he	read	from	the	Mahabharata	storybook	for
a	long	time.	Love,	Nisha	July	31,	1947	Dear	Mama,Kazi	has	been	behaving	differently.	How	did	I	not	know	that	your	parents,	my	other	grandparents,	had	died?	I	looked	everywhere,	around	the	garden,	the	shed,	Kazi’s	and	Mahit’s	cottages,	all	the	places	he	might	go.	I	bet	you	know.	Now	I	have	two	gold	bangles,	two	gold	rings,	small	emerald-and-gold
hoop	earrings,	and	the	ruby	necklace.	Papa	likes	it,	I	can	tell.	But	I	don’t	want	to	forget.	I	can’t	stop	thinking	about	it,	Papa	having	secrets	with	you.	Just	not	here,	yet.	I	remember	he	was	the	first	person	to	teach	Amil	how	to	play	cricket	in	the	front	of	the	house,	how	to	throw	and	bat	and	catch.	Papa	always	asks	for	the	box	back	after	I	take	out	the
jewelry.	Now	I	wonder	if	I	had	only	imagined	it.	I	didn’t	want	to	stop.	Amil	and	I	looked	at	each	other.	I	bit	my	lip.	He	narrowed	his	eyes	at	me	and	was	silent	for	a	few	moments.	I	talk	to	your	picture	and	you	watch	me	with	your	eyes.	I	couldn’t	tell.	Do	you	think	those	boys	would	really	beat	you?”	Amil	shrugged.	Secretly,	I	want	the	box	more	than	the
jewelry.	This	riveting	and	important	book	speaks	to	the	power	of	love	in	a	world	divided	by	hate	and	raises	questions	that	still	need	to	be	asked	seventy	years	after	its	events	took	place.	Kazi	disappeared	into	the	kitchen.	He	took	another	sip	and	we	waited.	“But	you	must	not	worry.	I	don’t	mind.	I	did	well	in	school.	She	braids	my	hair	and	gives	me
cardamom	milk	when	I’m	sick.	When	they	first	came	here,	they	were	ostracized	from	the	community,	even	though	all	kinds	of	people	get	along	here.	She	tasted	it	and	her	eyes	lit	up.	Kazi	told	us	Papa	would	tell	us	when	he	got	home.	Amil	didn’t	complain.	He	read	all	those	medical	books.	I	don’t	know	when	I’ll	be	able	to	ask	it	again.	The	day	went	so
slowly	without	school.	The	pakoras	tasted	crisp	and	extra	salty.	Dadi	left	to	make	tea.	Amil	tried	to	do	his	but	mostly	doodled.	I	had	to	keep	going.	Papa	cleared	his	throat,	a	big	rumbling	sound.	Love,	Nisha	July	22,	1947	Dear	Mama,Dr.	Ahmed	came	over	tonight.	I’m	a	good	listener.	The	murderers	go	somewhere	else.	I	took	in	Kazi’s	words,	let	them
dance	and	twirl	in	my	head,	replayed	them	over	and	over	like	a	beautiful	piece	of	music.	He	didn’t	come	and	I	cried	until	breakfast.	I	wiped	my	forehead	and	shrugged.	I	breathed	in	a	big	gulp	of	air,	let	it	out,	and	asked	him	if	he	would	have	to	leave	us	soon,	when	everyone	goes	in	different	directions.	Then	I	took	a	deep	breath	and	said,	“I’m	sorry	I
told	Malli	we	were	leaving.”	Papa	looked	at	me	and	took	a	sip	of	his	tea.	We	would	go	somewhere	fresh	and	new	where	people	were	happy.	I	haven’t	worn	it	in	a	year,	but	it	still	fits.	We	ran	back	to	the	kitchen	to	ask	Kazi.	For	as	long	as	I	remember,	crying	makes	Papa	get	either	angry	or	just	walk	away.	I	think	it’s	that	Amil	started	beating	Papa	and
Papa	didn’t	like	it.	I	would	have	memories	of	life	here	in	Mirpur	Khas	and	memories	of	life	in	the	new	India.	Kazi	asked	for	Papa.	Papa	works	every	day,	even	on	Sunday.	He	wins	every	game,	but	I	still	like	trying.	Amil	and	I	sat	cross-legged	on	his	bed	facing	each	other,	too	frightened	to	go	to	sleep.	He	doesn’t	mind	if	his	words	come	out	right,	or	not.	I
like	to	cook	things	even	more	than	I	like	to	eat	them.	“No,	Papa.”	It	wasn’t	exactly	true,	but	I	didn’t	dare	tell	Papa	that.	Kazi	hummed	a	song	to	himself.	Someone	would	pop	a	sweet	in	my	mouth	and	send	me	off	to	bed.	Weran	through	the	alley	and	some	gardens,	then	back	onto	another	dirt	road.	As	we	ate,	I	could	hear	Amil	chewing.	But	maybe	a
Hindu	temple	is	the	last	place	you’d	be.	But	her	family	thanked	me.	I	knew	Papa	kept	her	paintings	in	the	corner	of	his	study	behind	a	wooden	rocking	chair.	Sometimes	I	think	of	new	things	to	make.	Description:	New	York,	NY	:	Dial	Books	for	Young	Readers,	[2018]	|	Summary:	Shy	twelve-year-old	Nisha,	forced	to	flee	her	home	with	her	Hindu	family
during	the	1947	partition	of	India,	tries	to	find	her	voice	and	make	sense	of	the	world	falling	apart	around	her	by	writing	to	her	deceased	Muslim	mother	in	the	pages	of	her	diary.	I	never	like	going	there.	“Our	destiny?”	I	asked	Amil.	I	was	going	to	be	a	doctor.	Sometimes	I	think	Papa’s	not	real.	Now	I’m	tired	and	must	drink	my	warm	milk	and	go	to
bed.	She	came	back	into	the	pantry	with	us	breathing	hard	and	pulled	us	in	the	corner	with	her.	Amil	likes	it	at	the	hospital.	She	doesn’t	have	many	friends	because	she	doesn’t	stop	talking	and	never	listens.	Do	not	talk	about	your	mother	with	other	people.”	“But	maybe	if	people	know	the	truth	about	us,	about	our	mother,	it	would	be	a	good	thing	and
we	wouldn’t	have	to	be	on	a	side,”	said	Amil.	Love,	Nisha	July	18,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Something	very	strange	happened	today.	These	things	Kazi	tells	me	are	the	memories	I	was	supposed	to	have.	Something	makes	me	think	about	you	and	then	I	get	sad	for	a	long	time.	Was	he	crying?	The	men	spoke	so	quietly	I	couldn’t	hear	them.	This	time	it	was
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Library	Guild	Selection2019	ALSC	Notable	Children’s	Books2019	Capitol	Choices:	Noteworthy	Books	for	Children	and	TeensCCBC	Choices	2019	Choice:	Fiction	for	Children“Veera	Hiranandani	is	a	master	storyteller.	Again,	just	like	when	I	was	at	the	market,	I	wondered	how	anything	could	be	wrong	if	our	neighborhood	could	still	have	a	party	like
this?	He	told	me	how	much	flour	to	pour	and	I	mixed	the	dough.	I	decided	to	go	inside.	“So	we	married	and	moved	out	of	our	village.	After,	we	bought	potato	pakoras	at	the	roadside	cart	in	town,	hoping	no	one	would	ask	why	we	weren’t	in	school.	Amil	said	the	word	Pakistan	out	loud.	Sometimes	Amil	will	draw	those	boys	looking	mean	and	monster-
like	and	leave	the	drawings	on	the	ground	for	people	to	step	on.	“Tell	me	or	I’ll	scream,”	he	said.	“We’ll	get	another.”	I	nodded	and	turned	so	he	wouldn’t	see	my	tears	as	I	swept	up	all	the	pieces.	“I	needed	a	cooking	job	since	the	restaurant	I	worked	at	closed,”	he	said,	and	paused	his	chopping	again,	holding	the	knife	still	above	the	sliced	chilies.
We’re	all	we	have.”	I	picked	at	a	loose	thread	on	his	bedspread.	Papa	stood	at	the	door	silently	for	a	minute	after	he	left	and	wiped	his	eyes.	Then	Rupesh	Uncle	hugged	Papa	hard	and	walked	over	to	Malli	and	Aunty.	It’s	the	only	time	Papa	smokes	a	pipe.	Amil	and	I	watched	with	open	mouths	as	he	injected	Kazi	with	something	that	would	numb	his
skin	and	then	started	to	thread	his	needle	with	thick	black	thread.	Amil	is	breathing	so	deeply,	only	an	earthquake	would	wake	him.	Nobody	went	to	bed.	Mama,	I’ve	always	thought	I	looked	like	Papa	and	Amil	looks	like	you,	but	today	I	could	see	you	in	my	face,	in	the	curve	of	my	mouth	when	I	smiled.	It	was	the	strangest	thing.	It’s	so	strange	to	think
about	that	now.	Copyright	fuels	creativity,	encourages	diverse	voices,	promotes	free	speech,	and	creates	a	vibrant	culture.	Amil’s	hand	felt	even	colder	but	I	held	on.	Papa	turned	and	saw	me	hiding	near	the	kitchen.	I	stayed	awake	in	my	bed	wondering	what	I	would	do	if	Amil	never	came	back.	Papa	sat	back	in	his	chair	and	began	to	tell	us	things	he
never	told	us	before.	She	always	looks	before	she	lets	it	go.	Amil	would	rather	draw	and	play	all	day	instead	of	going	to	school.	“A	brother	and	a	sister.”	I	took	this	in.	I	met	your	mother	because	I	played	on	a	cricket	team,	and	she	and	her	friends	started	to	watch	us	on	the	way	back	from	school.	I	wondered	why	I	was	just	noticing	this.	That	way	you
know	who	your	enemy	is,”	Amil	said,	and	crossed	his	arms	tightly	over	his	chest.	I	ate	it	slowly,	savoring	the	crispy	outside	tingling	with	the	tart	green	chutney	I	dipped	it	in.	What	would	it	have	been	like	if	you	lived,	Mama?	They	are	simple,	rough	pictures.	“It	has	something	to	do	with	India	being	free	from	the	British	soon,”	he	said.	Then	we
happened	upon	a	group	of	boys	playing	music.	I	stood	near	the	large	tins	of	rice	and	could	smell	the	cinnamon	sticks	which	sat	on	a	shelf	right	near	my	face.	I	wondered	if	Papa	had	trouble	seeing	letters	the	right	way	like	Amil.	When	I	ask	you	if	you	can	see	us	from	somewhere,	if	you	think	Amil	is	smart,	or	if	I’ll	be	able	to	talk	in	front	of	other	people
someday,	your	eyes	say	yes	to	it	all.	She	was	very	against	our	marriage.	When	it	cooks,	it	smells	like	wet	dirt.	While	everything	burned	to	flat	black	ash,	we	wouldn’t	be	sad	because	we’d	be	in	this	new	place.	“I	need	to	discuss	things	with	Dadi.”	Dadi	came	over	and	sat	in	her	chair.	He	was	a	doctor.	There	was	so	much	noise	and	laughter	that	late	at
night	I’d	start	talking	to	my	cousins	without	even	thinking.	Then	she	began	stopping	by	the	cricket	game	every	week,	and	I	started	walking	her	and	her	friends	home.	I	feel	normal	around	them.	He	sat	down	quickly,	and	I	thought	I	saw	a	little	smile	sneak	out	from	the	corner	of	Papa’s	lips.	Then	he	smoothed	my	hair.	I	curdled	the	milk	and	tied	the
cheese	cloths	for	the	rasmalai.	He	draws	Kazi	cooking.	Then	he	sat	down	on	a	kitchen	chair.	Papa	doesn’t	like	to	go	to	temple.	He	told	me	I	was	like	a	daughter	to	him	and	that	I’d	always	be	with	him	in	his	heart.	Sometimes	when	he	comes	back	late	at	night	and	kisses	me	good	night	in	my	sleep,	I	wake	up	and	see	him.	Love,	NishaJuly	23,	1947	Dear
Mama,	Today	I	woke	up	thinking	about	Kazi	and	followed	the	smells	of	breakfast	into	the	kitchen.	He	was	counting	them.	He	even	turns	the	book	upside	down	sometimes,	but	he	says	nothing	helps.	If	he	came	it	would	mean	he	loved	me.	But	now	because	Amil	isn’t	small	and	cute,	Papa	is	different.	Here’s	another	secret,	and	don’t	be	mad.	The	British
people	are	going	to	free	India,	but	there’s	talk	of	India	being	separated	into	two	countries,	where	Muslims	have	to	go	one	place	and	the	Hindus,	the	Sikhs,	and	everybody	else	have	to	go	to	another	place.	This	only	made	Amil	smile	more.	Your	mother’s	brother	took	over	the	family	house	and	furniture	business.”	“Was	he	against	your	marriage?”	“No,	I
don’t	think	so,”	said	Papa.	I	like	the	soothing	brush	brush	sound.	Sweat	and	specs	of	splattered	oil	dotted	his	face.	She	lives	with	her	family	in	another	village	far	away.	He	now	stood	tall,	looking	at	me,	waiting.	My	childhood	would	always	have	a	line	drawn	through	it,	the	before	and	the	after.	I	still	didn’t	believe	him.	I	once	read	an	English	story
where	a	little	girl	got	a	big	pink	cake	and	presents	wrapped	in	shiny	paper	and	bows	for	her	birthday.	“Why	did	Papa	do	that?”	Amil	asked	when	Papa	left.	Amil	said	no	and	ran	out	the	door	before	Dadi	could	even	call	him.	Or	worse,	I’ll	see	a	girl	my	age,	too	thin,	yellow	skin,	blank	eyes,	leaning	against	her	mother	waiting	to	be	seen,	and	I’ll	wonder
why	she	is	there	and	I’m	here,	able	to	run,	smile,	and	eat.	They	said	the	Hindus	should	leave,	and	they	don’t	want	Kazi	to	live	with	us.”	“Because	he’s	Muslim?”	I	asked,	but	Amil	didn’t	answer	as	he	ran	into	the	house	and	to	our	room	where	he	worked	on	his	drawings	until	dinner.	They	seemed	friendly.	Even	though	I	was	desperate	for	these	answers,
I	wanted	Amil	to	stop	asking	questions.	Love,	Nisha	August	8,	1947	Dear	Mama,	It’s	the	day	after	the	party,	but	it’s	like	nothing	has	changed.	I	usually	finish	my	schoolwork	fast	and	sneak	into	the	kitchen,	when	Dadi	thinks	I’m	still	working,	to	help	Kazi	prepare	dinner.	If	I	could	draw,	I	would	draw	Amil	like	a	long	branch,	tall	and	thin,	but	breakable.
I	have	the	neatest	handwriting	in	my	class	and	get	the	highest	marks	on	all	my	compositions.	The	sound	cleared	its	own	space	and	made	it	seem	like	everything	was	okay	again.	You	look	like	a	movie	star.	It	was	the	day	we	came	and	you	left,	but	I	don’t	want	to	be	sad	today.	It	makes	me	feel	like	I’m	not	alone,	like	someone	is	always	watching	over	me.
Her	friends	let	us	walk	ahead	and	talk.	I	wasn’t	going	to	let	Papa	walk	away	without	explaining	more.	Love,	Nisha	August	7,	1947	Dear	Mama,I	fell	asleep	for	a	few	hours	and	woke	with	a	start.	You	came	into	my	room	and	lay	down	next	to	me	on	my	bed.	But	no	one	chased	me,	even	though	I	saw	some	of	the	boys	that	don’t	like	Amil	on	the	other	side
of	the	road.	I	couldn’t	believe	he	was	being	so	naughty.	Kazi	shook	his	head,	taking	the	stick	out	of	his	mouth.	Love,	Nisha	July	19,	1947	Dear	Mama,	More	bad	things	are	happening.	But	it’s	not	the	same.	I	pretend	I	don’t	care.	He	continued.	This	time	though,	the	boys	started	throwing	rocks	at	us.	“Why?”	“Why	what?”	Papa	said,	already	starting	to
get	up.	She	must	love	Kazi	as	much	as	I	do.Amil	and	I	lit	some	candles	and	a	lantern	that	wasn’t	broken.	Amil	is	snoring.	I	kneeled	by	his	chair	and	showed	him	a	big	chunk	of	it,	my	hands	shaking.	I	wonder	what	it	feels	like	to	have	words	come	out	of	your	mouth	that	you	don’t	even	have	to	think	about,	that	you	don’t	have	to	take	five	deep	breaths
before	you	even	shape	your	mouth	around	the	first	letter	and	push	the	word	out	with	your	tongue.	You	must	be	more	serious	or	you	will	become	nothing.”	“Maybe	I	should	leave.	I	don’t	even	really	have	you,Mama.	Finally,	Papa	came	home.	We’ll	stay	together.”	“How	can	you	know?”	“Because	of	Mama.	“I	think	he	feels	sad	when	he	looks	at	them.”	I
nodded.“They	were	very	brave,	you	know,”	he	told	me.	Sabeen	suddenly	spoke	up.	Before	he	could	say	anything,	Dadi	told	him	what	happened.	Sometimes	Dadi	would	ask	us	to	sweep	or	wash	or	fold	or	put	away.	He	closed	them	in	our	palms	and	told	us	to	always	be	well.	He	had	a	bandage	on	his	leg.	He	waited	for	Papa	to	say	something,	but	Papa
didn’t.	It’s	the	only	way	to	protect	yourself.	I	left	the	game	to	help	her.	Amil	didn’t	ask	why	I	wasn’t	being	punished,	even	though	Papa	must	have	known	I	skipped,	too.	“Did	you	enjoy	the	party?”	Papa	finally	asked	me.	“I	can’t	hear	you,	Nisha,”	he	said,	his	eyebrows	scrunched	together	the	way	they	do	before	he	gets	really	angry.	Yes,	she	was	very
beautiful,	especially	when	she	smiled.	Love,	Nisha	July	15,	1947	Dear	Mama,I	only	have	time	to	tell	you	one	thing	tonight	because	my	eyelids	are	heavier	than	wet	sheets.	“After	me?	I’ll	start	at	the	beginning.	Dadi	would	sing	to	us	when	we	were	little	and	tell	us	stories	that	she	remembered	from	her	childhood,	but	she	never	read	out	of	a	book.	What
did	you	do?”	I	whispered	at	him.	Maybe	we	could	stay	and	not	have	to	leave.	“Our	families	thought	we	shouldn’t	be	married	because	your	mother	was	Muslim	and	I	am	Hindu.	Time	just	went	by?”	Amil	said.	They	work	so	hard.”	“Well,	if	they	don’t	they’ll	die!”	I	cried.	Amil’s	face	reddened.	I	reached	for	Amil’s	hand	in	the	darkness	and	he	held	it	tight.
“Why	doesn’t	he	hang	up	her	paintings?”	I	couldn’t	say	this	louder	than	a	whisper.	“Are	you	mad	at	me,	Kazi?”	I	whispered.	Suddenly	all	those	feelings	I	had	about	going	to	a	new	and	beautiful	place	seemed	wrong.	I	heard	Papa	return	and	I	waited	to	hear	Amil’s	voice	or	his	footsteps,	but	I	didn’t	hear	anything	and	began	to	cry,	holding	my	doll,	Dee,
tight.	“Get	some	warm	milk.”	I	relaxed	and	went	into	the	kitchen.	And	then	three	years	later	she	.	We	came	out	from	our	hiding	places,	but	she	didn’t	say	a	thing.	I	waited	and	waited.	But	I	couldn’t	stop.	Then	he	lowered	his	voice	“You	must	know	that	the	way	I	feel	is	very	dangerous	now.	Someday	I’ll	win.	I	feel	so	happy	because	now	I	know	you’re
listening.Love,	Nisha	August	5,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Today	was	the	strangest	day.	Love,	NishaAugust	2,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Today	Amil	and	I	were	playing	chess	when	we	heard	people	yelling	outside.	But	it	looks	like	this	country	is	going	to	be	split	in	half	like	a	log,	partitioned	down	the	middle,”	he	said,	drawing	a	line	through	the	air.	“It’s	because	we’re
Hindus,”	Amil	said.	We	walked	on	the	dirt	path	and	through	the	sugarcane	all	the	way	to	school,	but	no	Amil.	Maybe	he	thinks	I’ll	be	a	doctor	one	day	even	though	I	hate	blood,	and	bad	smells,	and	the	actual	insides	of	bodies.	Spinach.	She	threw	an	old	tablecloth	over	us	and	began	to	pray.	Her	eyes	were	big,	and	she	and	Kazi	kept	giving	each	other
secret	looks.	“Your	mother’s	sister	never	spoke	to	us	again.	I	wanted	to	know	who	the	men	were,	too,	but	even	if	I	knew	the	answer,	it	still	wouldn’t	make	any	sense.	You	would	be	very	proud	of	me.	He	hates	it	when	we	cry.	“There	are	lots	of	places	all	over	India	where	the	Hindus	and	Sikhs	and	Muslims	fight	one	another	all	the	time	now.	The	boys
aren’t	mad	at	me.	This	is	your	way	of	visiting	me,	right,	Mama?	That	I	could	spend	just	one	day	with	you,	so	I’d	know	what	your	skin	looks	like	up	close	and	the	sound	of	your	voice.	We	had	my	favorite	spinach	dish	for	dinner,	sai	bhaji	with	poori,	and	I	ate	up	every	last	bit.	I	always	thought	we’d	never	leave,	but	now	who	knows?	“Jinnah,	the	leader	of
the	Muslim	League,	wants	a	place	for	Muslims	to	be	fairly	represented.	The	Night	Diary	is	a	treasure	for	young	readers	who	are	searching	for	their	place	in	the	world,	who	are	determined	to	bring	home	with	them	wherever	they	go.”—Renée	Watson,	Piecing	Me	Together*	“Believable	and	heartbreaking…A	gripping,	nuanced	story	of	the	human	cost	of
conflict	appropriate	for	both	children	and	adults.”—Kirkus	Reviews,	starred	review*	“This	rich,	compelling	story,	which	speaks	to	the	turbulence	surrounding	India’s	independence	and	to	the	plight	of	refugees,	should	be	in	all	libraries.”—School	Library	Journal,	starred	review*	“The	diary	format	gives	her	story	striking	intimacy	and	immediacy,	serving
as	a	window	into	a	fraught	historical	moment	as	Nisha	grapples	with	issues	of	identity	and	the	search	for	a	home	that	remain	quite	timely.”—Publishers	Weekly,	starred	review“Hiranandani’s	prose	shines	in	both	emotion	and	simple,	rich	description…A	clear,	compelling,	and	deeply	felt	historical	novel.”—Booklist,	starred	review	Dadi	frowned.	I	sat	on
a	stool	and	watched	Kazi	chop	vegetables	and	grind	spices.	Amil’s	headmaster	sent	over	a	message.	I	thought	I	was	going	to	die,	but	for	some	reason	I	wasn’t	scared.”	“Did	it	hurt?”	I	asked	him.	Soon	after	we	were	married,	your	Mama’s	parents	died	and	my	father	died	all	in	the	same	year.	It	smells	clean	and	dirty	all	at	once—rubbing	alcohol,	flowers,
vomit,	and	pee.	My	heartbeat	started	to	race.	I	wanted	to	ask	him	why,	but	then	I	thought	of	how	the	answer	might	make	my	stomach	hurt.	Dadi	told	him	to	stop	thinking	such	awful	things	and	close	his	mouth.	“Why	isn’t	it	safe?	Dadi	moved	very	quickly	and	got	a	clean	towel	from	the	kitchen,	wrapping	Kazi’s	head	tightly	while	he	sat.	Papa	coughed	a
little	and	turned	away	from	us,	gazing	out	the	window,	but	he	kept	speaking.	I’d	know	the	scent	of	you,	like	I	know	how	Papa	always	smells	like	hospital	soap,	smoke,	and	the	pistachio	nuts	he	carries	in	his	pocket.	I	could	be	like	Amil	and	ask	a	question	every	five	seconds,	but	he	doesn’t	answer	many	of	those	either.	I	see	exactly	what’s	in	front	of	me.
He	talks	to	people	more	and	goes	to	the	market	with	Kazi.	Jinnah	and	Nehru,	they	are	secular	men,	yet	we	need	two	countries	instead	of	one	because	of	religion.	I	wanted	to	know	more	than	I	wanted	to	be	silent.	But	that’s	what	Papa	said.	“Where	would	I	go?”	he	said,	and	we	both	fell	asleep	under	my	mosquito	net.	I	wonder	how	pistachios	crushed
with	rosewater	syrup	and	sweet	cheese	would	taste.	Then	she	told	us	both	to	go	into	the	kitchen	with	Kazi,	so	we	did.	What	side	are	we	even	on?”	“Do	we	have	to	take	a	side?”	I	asked.	“Nisha,”	Papa	said,	“is	this	true?”	“Yes,	Papa,”	I	said.	Here’s	another	secret,	Mama.	She	tried	to	close	the	door	once	and	one	of	the	men,	the	tallest	one,	held	the	door
open,	not	letting	her.	Everything	is	different	now,	even	though	it’s	exactly	the	same.	Papa	came	home	from	a	long	day	at	the	hospital	and	during	dinner	he	told	Amil	to	stop	smiling	so	much,	that	it	made	him	look	ridiculous.	I	didn’t	think	so.”	Amil	said	nothing	back	and	closed	his	eyes.	I	will	remember	it	forever.	A	surge	of	anger	I	have	never	felt	before
bloomed	in	my	chest.	I	grabbed	Amil	and	pulled	him	around	the	back	of	the	bungalow.	Then	I	realized	the	only	reason	they	chase	us	is	because	of	Amil	and	his	ridiculous	drawings	and	his	big	mouth.	Then	he	taught	me	how	to	fold	the	dough	over	the	filling	and	dab	the	edges	with	water	before	pressing	the	corners	together.	He	has	lots	of	friends	at
school.	I	think	I	had	heard	it	before,	but	I	felt	like	I	had	imagined	it.	Then	she	finally	closed	the	door	and	turned	around.	He	leaves	early	with	the	cool	morning	air	and	never	makes	a	sound.	She’s	the	tallest,	prettiest	girl	I	know.	Kazi	pulled	me	toward	the	hospital.	I	think	it’s	because	Amil	is	a	little	bit	magical.	I	could	see	almost	all	his	yellow	teeth.	I
ran	up	to	him	and	hugged	him.	I	hate	cutting	through	the	sugarcane.	His	eyes	turn	everything	into	art.	Papa’s	in	the	hospital	all	day	with	people.	You	will	hurt	yourself.”	I	ran	out	of	the	kitchen	to	my	room	and	curled	up	in	the	corner,	hugging	my	knees	close.	I	want	to	be	happy	and	tell	you	everything.	I	would	grit	my	teeth	and	try	not	to	push	Papa’s
hand	away.	He	likes	to	laugh.	Then	Papa	said,	“Amil,	you	can’t	read.	Sometimes	the	sadness	about	you	being	gone	comes	and	finds	me	after	not	being	there	for	a	while.	“What	do	you	mean?”	she	said,	looking	alarmed.	Papa	acted	like	nothing	was	happening,	but	I	told	Kazi	that	I	couldn’t	find	Amil	anywhere	and	he	told	Dadi	and	Dadi	told	Papa,	so
Papa	went	out	with	a	lantern.	What	if	it	was	my	fault?	Papa	said	I	should	save	the	jewelry	for	special	occasions,	but	lately	there	are	none,	so	I	wear	all	the	jewelry	at	once	and	never	take	it	off.	I	have	a	plan.	This	land	will	be	in	a	new	country	called	Pakistan.”	Amil	and	I	looked	at	each	other.	I	wasn’t	sure	if	I	had	dreamed	the	whole	thing.	“He	is	a	very
private	person.	“Mirpur	Khas	won’t	be	in	India	anymore.	Kazi	had	already	gone	to	his	cottage	for	the	day.	“No,	no.	I	want	it	to	be	all	mine	and	never	have	to	give	it	back.	At	home	I	followed	Kazi	into	the	kitchen	and	tugged	on	his	shirt	so	he’d	turn	around	and	look	at	me.	The	diary	is	covered	in	purple	and	red	silk,	decorated	with	small	sequins	and	bits
of	mirrored	glass	sewn	in.	Once	I	was	waved	over	to	sit	with	my	aunties	while	I	ate	a	samosa.	This	was	supposed	to	be	a	beautiful	moment	in	history.	I’m	just	mad	at	the	world,”	he	told	me.	We	will	always	keep	you	safe.”	Amil	and	I	nodded.	I	wanted	to	smile	because	nobody	ever	tells	me	to	shush,	but	I	didn’t,	and	it’s	not	true	either.	Didn’t	they	have
their	own	people	to	worry	about?	I	let	out	the	breath	I	felt	like	I	had	been	holding	the	entire	time.	Then	he	rubbed	his	hands	together	one	more	time,	got	up,	and	set	out	for	the	hospital.	I	can’t	remember	the	last	time	Papa	had	breakfast	with	us	on	a	weekday.	He	must	miss	you,	Mama,	in	a	different	way	than	I	do.	After	school	we	ran	all	the	way	home
without	stopping.	Then	she	ran	out	and	turned	off	the	lanterns	in	the	main	room.	What	if	it’s	the	only	thing	I	want	to	talk	about?	He	runs	around	and	gives	all	the	old	lady	patients	flowers.	You	and	Papa	marrying	against	everyone’s	wishes	in	secret.	Amil	started	grumbling	about	school	and	how	he	wished	he	was	a	grown-up	and	could	work	at	the
hospital	like	Papa	instead.	Maybe	he’s	right.	Papa	says	you	always	burned	some	before	a	party.I	asked	Amil	what	he	thought	the	reason	was,	but	he	didn’t	know.	I	had	to	hold	back	a	smile.After	we	were	finished,	Kazi	took	away	the	plates	and	went	back	into	the	kitchen.	I	had	just	thought	they	lived	very	far	away.“Did	Mama	have	any	brothers	or
sisters?”	Amil	asked.	I’ve	been	reading	some	of	Papa’s	medical	books.	I	could	never	be	mad	at	someone	as	sweet	as	you.	They	are	leading	us	toward	this—this	slicing,	this	partitioning	of	India,”	Papa	said,	chopping	his	finger	through	the	air.	I	think	of	a	stew	made	with	lamb,	tomatoes,	cream,	and	apricots.	I	help	Kazi	in	the	kitchen	all	the	time,	even
though	Dadi	doesn’t	want	me	to.	I	heard	bits	and	pieces	of	sentences,	words	and	names	I	had	been	hearing	Papa	talk	about	to	Dadi,	seen	in	the	headlines	from	their	newspapers.	The	aunties	asked,	their	questions	flying	out	for	me	to	grab	hold	of.	Papa	went	to	work.	Love,	Nisha	July	26,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Amil	says	we	have	to	go	through	our	secret
path	every	day.	I	look	at	his	paper.	We	went	a	different	way	to	school,	down	another	dirt	road	and	through	the	sugarcane,	but	it	took	a	long	time	and	we	were	late.	It’s	his	favorite,	too.	“Remember	when	Papa	used	to	tickle	us?”	Amil	said,	turning	on	his	side	toward	me.	I	wondered	what	he	had	told	Papa.	My	mouth	fell	open.	We	picked	up	the	knocked
down	chairs	and	table,	cleaned	the	glass	from	the	broken	lanterns,	and	put	the	books	back	on	the	shelf.	He	rubbed	his	chin	for	a	second	and	then	he	spoke.	“I	walked	into	town,	but	then	I	kept	going.	Papa	didn’t	get	home	until	late	and	went	to	his	room	without	any	dinner.	I’m	not	sure	which.	All	kinds	of	people	practicing	all	kinds	of	religions.	Are	you,
Mama?	I	didn’t	recognize	the	other	two	men.	Your	hair	was	long	and	loose	and	you	wore	an	emerald	and	gold	salwar	kameez.	But	that	doesn’t	sound	like	any	fun	at	all.	“Nothing!	I	didn’t	do	anything,”	he	whispered	back	at	me.	Papa	says	someday	Amil	will	tower	over	all	of	us.	He	likes	to	paste	lots	of	paper	scraps	together	with	flour	and	water	to	make
a	bigger	drawing	space.	“We’ll	figure	something	out.”	Then	he	shooed	us	off.	But	it	didn’t	stop	them	and	they	fell	on	my	nose,	my	chin,	the	ground.	He	wiped	down	the	counters	with	rags	dipped	in	water	and	vinegar.	I’ve	come	close.	I	could	see	it	in	his	blank	eyes	every	day,	his	slumped	shoulders.	I	hardly	ask	him	to	tell	me	about	you,	though,	because
I’m	afraid	that	the	stories	might	run	out.	Love,	Nisha	July	24,	1947	Dear	Mama,	I	used	to	think	of	people	by	their	names	and	what	they	looked	like,	or	what	they	did.	He	read	slowly	and	didn’t	stop	when	he	was	supposed	to	at	the	periods.	When	I	came	to	the	table	for	breakfast,	Kazi	was	not	there.	A	small	one	hit	the	back	of	my	head.	It	feels	like	I’m
dreaming.	Nisha	and	her	story	are	a	part	of	me	now.	Those	boys	could	have	found	him,	beaten	him,	and	left	him	lying	on	the	ground.	Tears	started	to	build	up,	but	I	wiped	my	face	hard	and	pressed	on	my	eyes	for	a	second.	Her	friends	walked	with	me,	not	allowing	her	to	be	alone	with	a	strange	man.	Amil	goes	with	Kazi,	and	I	have	always	wondered
why	women	and	girls	don’t	go	to	the	market	more.	Swallowing	is	the	worst	part.	I	was	doing	my	homework.	,”	he	paused	for	a	few	seconds	before	going	on.	But	Papa	just	patted	my	head	and	left.	We	stepped	into	the	building.	I	could	tell	the	way	Kazi’s	voice	lowered,	he	wanted	to	tell	me	something	important.	I	studied	his	face—his	wide	nose,	his
round	cheeks,	the	lines	in	his	forehead,	his	eyes	squinting	at	his	heavy	thoughts	as	he	sipped.	Could	Gandhi	fix	things?	So	many	people	came,	many	ofour	neighbors,	my	uncles,	my	aunties,	my	cousins,	Dr.	Ahmed	and	his	family.	Papa	had	never	read	us	a	story	before,	not	once.	I	was	made	for	writing	in	a	diary.	How	ridiculous	of	me,”	he	said.	He	comes
to	our	house	about	once	a	month.	“Did	who	beat	you?”	Papa	said.	“I	can’t	sleep,”	I	said.	Five!	He	also	made	us	rice	kheer	with	our	pooris.	You	told	me	you’d	take	me	to	your	favorite	star,	that	we	could	actually	go	there	and	look	down	and	watch	the	rest	of	the	world.	Papa	even	set	out	candles	and	lit	incense.	“Nisha,	that’s	the	stupidest	thing	you’ve
ever	said.	I	took	another	breath.	He	moved	on	to	a	pile	of	green	chilies,	slicing	them	into	tiny	slivers.	I	felt	my	courage	to	speak	go	out	like	a	flame.	I	peered	around	the	corner	and	saw	Papa	sitting	at	the	table	alone	drinking	a	cup	of	tea,	staring	out	before	him.	When	I	woke	at	first	light,	Amil	slept	soundly	in	his	bed	next	to	mine.	He	started	giving	me
the	jewelry	when	I	was	seven.	I	can	see	it	all	around	us,	but	I	don’t	know	what	to	call	it.	If	someone	comes	into	the	hospital,	I	treat	them	no	matter	who	they	are	or	what	religion	they	are.	Why	were	they	allowed	to	rule	over	us	in	the	first	place?	He	does	that	sometimes.	Then	we’d	all	have	a	huge	feast	with	mutton	biryani,	dal,	curries,	poori,	paratha,
and	pakora.	He	took	out	a	small	red	and	blue	woven	carpet	I	never	knew	we	had	and	placed	it	at	the	front	door.	That’s	where	you	get	it	from.”	My	mouth	dropped	open.	When	we	got	home,	we	stood	catching	our	breath	outside	the	door,	so	Dadi	wouldn’t	ask	why	we	were	out	of	breath.	Amil	opened	his	mouth	to	say	something,	but	Papa	put	his	hand
up.	Kazi	only	made	dal	and	paratha	stuffed	with	potatoes.	I	looked	toward	Kazi,	but	he	wasn’t	there	anymore.	As	we	walk	closer	and	closer	to	town,	we	pass	the	hospital.	I	want	to	save	them,	like	a	treat.	I	don’t	have	any	friends	except	Sabeen.	She	says	I’ll	marry	well	and	have	someone	cook	for	me,	just	like	Kazi	does	for	us.	Amil	says	he	can’t	read
right	because	the	words	jump	around	and	change	on	him.	But	when	Amil	said	it,	I	realized	it	was	the	perfect	word	for	Papa.	I	couldn’t	imagine	being	in	this	house,	in	this	life,	without	him.	But	I	wonder	it,	too.	Would	we	all	be	dead?	His	hand	was	cold	and	wet	like	a	fish.	We	sat	quietly.	Just	like	Amil,	I	thought,	who	always	ate	the	bare	minimum	in	a
hurry,	hardly	tasting	it,	and	then	begged	to	be	excused	so	he	could	go	back	to	his	drawings	or	watch	the	older	boys	in	the	neighborhood	play	cricket.	Amil	is	my	twin	brother.	Amil	likes	to	talk.	He	showed	me	how	to	roll	it	out	into	circles,	cut	them	in	half,	and	put	a	spoonful	of	pea	and	potato	filling	in	the	middle	of	each	one.	“They	didn’t	beat	me;	I	ran
away,”	Amil	said,	and	rubbed	his	eyes	furiously	with	the	backs	of	his	hands.	This	is	one	way	I	know	Amil	is	so	smart.	I	want	to	enjoy	my	tea,”	Papa	said,	his	mouth	returning	to	a	closed,	straight	line,	and	picked	up	his	cup.	Dadi	hissed	at	us	to	stay	still.	Maybe	Papa	thought	if	he	brought	him	a	really	good	book,	Amil	would	read	it.	It	took	a	lot	of	energy
to	ask	that	question.	“But	they	don’t	let	themselves	die,”	Amil	said.	His	hands	were	greasy	and	coated	in	flour.	He’ll	probably	hide	in	the	garden	shed	etching	pictures	on	the	soft	wooden	walls	with	sharp	rocks.	Love,	Nisha	July	17,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Kazi	is	right.	I	put	my	hand	over	my	mouth.	I	don’t	know	what’s	happening,	Mama.	You	looked	so	real.
“Some	Muslim	boys,”	Amil	answered	through	his	sobbing.“Stop	crying,”	Papa	said	with	disgust.	Were	we	just	at	the	mercy	of	leaders	who	couldn’t	agree?	That’s	hard	to	imagine.	I	can’t	wait	tobe	older	and	do	what	Kazi	can	do.	An	hour	went	by	but	Amil	didn’t	come	home.	He	told	me	it	was	ridiculous	when	I	said	it.	If	he	did,	he	was	too	busy	to	say
anything.	But	we	are	all	people,	right?	Maybe	we	will	go	tomorrow.	They	got	up,	said	a	few	good-byes	to	others,	not	me,	and	slipped	out	the	door.	“Tell	me,”	she	said	again	in	a	soft	voice.	Malli	looked	like	she	might	cry	and	ran	inside	calling	her	mother.	It’s	too	risky	to	walk	on	the	street	now.	There’s	Papa	with	his	stethoscope	and	Kazi	stirring	a	pot	of
something.	What	did	I	do?	They	both	looked	upset.	Kazi	caught	my	hands	and	squeezed.	What	would	have	happened	if	the	men	found	us	in	the	pantry?	I	know	how	to	sort	the	lentils,	grind	the	spices	with	his	marble	mortar	and	pestle,	clarify	the	butter	for	ghee,	and	mix	the	dough	for	chapatis.	I	want	to	be	like	you,	Mama,	but	I	can’t	understand	anyone
who	forgets	about	food.	But	then	I	snuck	a	look	out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye	and	I	could	see	that	smile.	We	headed	all	the	way	out	of	town	to	the	sugarcane	field	and	tried	to	walk	through	it	like	a	maze.	Papa	was	at	the	hospital.	Sometimes	they	chase	Amil,	but	usually	only	to	scare	him.	Amil	got	up	and	walked	straight	out	of	the	house.	We	made	so
much	food,	we	could	have	another	party	tomorrow.	I	asked	him	if	you	liked	to	cook.	“We’re	leaving	soon,”	is	what	he	said	when	he	had	his	tea.	We	heard	things	being	knocked	down,	a	bowl,	a	lantern,	the	table.	Today	I	wished	I	could	be	a	singer.	I	said	to	Amil	if	we	told	all	the	kids	at	our	schools	the	truth	about	Mama,	maybe	we	could	be	friends	with
everyone.	It	takes	me	a	long	time,	even	on	a	night	like	this,	though	it’s	easier	with	the	diary.	I	felt	sad	for	him.	I’ve	been	here	ever	since.	Love,	NishaJuly	21,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Kazi	tells	me	stories	about	you	once	in	a	while.	It’s	only	going	to	get	worse.”	“Why	are	people	fighting,	Papa?”	Amil	asked.	Amil	and	I	usually	sleep	through	our	birth	minutes
and	then	when	we	wake	up,	we	stand	next	to	the	last	mark	we	etched	into	the	wall	with	a	sharp	rock.	I	see	how	hard	he	tries.	Like	magic,	these	things	would	get	to	be	special	at	least	for	a	day.	I	made	bowls	of	thick	raita	with	cucumbers	from	the	garden.	It’s	one	thing	to	understand	facts	and	another	thing	to	understand	why	those	facts	are	facts.	Kazi
tells	me	what	he	reads	in	the	papers.	I’m	not	sure	why.	“He	needs	to	practice.	I	laughed	out	loud	as	we	held	hands	and	danced	in	circles.	If	he	irritated	Papa,	he	would	stop	talking.	He	lets	me	help	him	more	all	the	time.	It’s	strange	how	good	Amil	is	at	chess	since	he	can	barely	write	a	sentence.	Garlic.	Now,	it	all	had	a	mysterious	anger	to	it.	I	had
seen	lots	of	pictures	of	him	in	the	newspaper,	the	thin	man	who	wore	nothing	but	a	dhoti	and	glasses.	Then	she	made	me	do	my	alphabet.	I	just	smiled	and	let	their	words	rush	past	me,	but	they	never	seemed	to	mind.	I	held	my	breath	because	I	was	so	afraid.	I	watched	them	for	a	long	time,	not	wanting	the	feeling	to	leave	me.	One	of	my	aunties	told
me	I	needed	to	fatten	myself	up	and	have	more	food.	People	gathered	around	them	to	watch.	Some	of	our	neighbors	would	come,	and	Papa	would	smoke	cigars	or	his	pipe	with	the	other	men	outside	on	the	veranda.	I	bet,	Mama,	that’s	why	you	liked	to	paint.	I	would	be	small	and	curled	up,	hiding	somewhere	in	the	shade.	I	thought	we	were	supposed
to	be	scared	and	sad	now.	I	guess	we’re	Hindu	because	Papa	and	Dadi	are.	When	Dr.	Ahmed	arrived,	he	presented	me	and	Amil	with	two	tiny	gold	coins.	I	know	Amil	feels	bad	for	always	winning.	He	let	me	use	his	mortar	and	pestle	to	ground	up	the	cumin,	coriander,	and	ginger.	It’s	like	a	new	sound	I	can	hear	in	the	air.	There	are	some	boys	who	like
him	because	he’s	so	funny,	but	the	tougher	boys	don’t.	Maybe	it’s	easier	that	way.	Amil	nodded.	He	even	made	gulab	jamun	for	dessert,	as	if	it	were	a	party.	Papa	kept	his	eyes	on	his	food	which	meant	that	nobody	should	talk.	I	quickly	looked	down	at	my	feet,	pressed	my	hands	together,	and	bowed	my	head.	I	came	and	he	handed	me	a	lump	of	the
soft	dough.	They	move	and	change	in	his	mind.	He	cleared	his	throat	and	looked	far	away	at	nothing.	He	likes	to	run.	“That’s	because	we’re	family.	He	looked	at	me	and	smiled,	then	bent	down	and	held	my	face.	Papa	told	us	once	that	I	came	out	the	right	way,	but	Amil	came	out	the	wrong	way,	feetfirst.	I	couldn’t	imagine	Papa	as	a	child,	carefree	and
playful.	I	knew	from	the	potatoes	and	peas,	that	Kazi	was	going	to	make	samosas,	which	he	hardly	ever	does.	Amil	said	when	they	were	fighting,	all	the	Hindu	boys	chanted	on	one	side	and	the	Muslim	boys	chanted	on	the	other.	I	turned	over	the	words	like	puzzle	pieces	in	my	head,	wondering	how	they	were	supposed	to	fit	together:	Pakistan,	Jinnah,
independence,	Nehru,	India,	British,	Lord	Mountbatten,	Gandhi,	partition.Dadi	nodded	and	nodded,	and	the	air	smelled	like	the	smoke	from	pipes.	It	made	me	feel	like	I	was	falling	off	a	cliff.	Dadi	woke	us	a	little	later	and	told	us	to	sweep.	I	told	him	that	sounded	insane.	He	tasted	all	the	food	to	make	sure	it	was	seasoned	properly.	“Don’t	ever	leave
me	like	that,”	I	said,	turning	away	from	him	toward	the	wall.	“When	are	we	leaving?”	“I’m	not	sure.	“I	was	faster	than	them.	I	thought	about	Gandhi.	“Where	did	you	go?	I	think	the	girls	like	him	better	than	the	boys.	“They	can	crawl	back	out.	Kazi	made	a	face	and	sucked	in	his	breath.	I	wanted	to	go	back	to	the	beginning	of	the	party.	Then	I	could
think	about	that	when	I	write	these	words,	and	when	I	try	to	fall	asleep.	I	could	see	his	eyes	get	big	and	glassy	like	he	might	even	cry.	As	soon	as	they	broke	under	the	weight	of	the	pestle,	I	smelled	the	warm,	soapy	scent	of	them.	My	heart	pounded.	He	runs	faster	than	anyone	I	know,	so	he	always	gets	away.	My	mouth	pressed	closed.	He	misses	the
time	he	had	with	you.	Then	his	face	turned	very	sad.	When	Amil	and	I	walk	the	mile	to	our	schools,	we	pass	lots	of	things.	She	was	kind.	Sometimes	Papa	walks	her	there	and	waits	outside	for	her.	“Why	is	this	happening?	My	cousins	and	the	neighborhood	children	crowded	around	me	and	Amil	until	we	took	them	outside	to	the	best	spot	for	cricket.
“Kazi	would	never	leave	us.	Nehru,	the	leader	of	the	Indian	National	Congress	wants	to	be	the	first	Prime	Minister	of	India.	Names,	characters,	places,	and	incidents	either	are	the	product	of	the	author’s	imagination	or	are	used	fictitiously,	and	any	resemblance	to	actual	persons,	living	or	dead,	businesses,	companies,	events,	or	locales	is	entirely
coincidental.	It	felt	like	a	Sunday	which	is	normally	a	treat,	but	now	it’s	too	much	and	we	are	sick	with	our	freedom.	The	music	rippled	out	in	waves	over	the	growing	crowd.	The	uncle	and	aunt	I	never	met.	I	was	afraid	each	word	I	might	utter	would	somehow	fade	the	memory.	“I	did,	too,”	Amil	said.	“That’s	mean,”	I	said.	Papa	doesn’t	even	make	his
own	tea,	I	thought.	“I	don’t	know	why	but	it’s	true,”	Amil	said.	When	we	were	younger,	maybe	five	or	six,	he	used	to	sit	cross-legged	on	the	floor	and	play	with	us	after	his	work	was	done.	After	we’d	go	out	and	sit	on	a	blanket	in	the	garden	to	draw	and	read.	That’s	what	they’re	supposed	to	do,	but	Papa	is	too	busy	to	do	a	lot	of	liking	and	Dadi	is	too
old.	|	Muslims—Fiction.	People	die	there	all	the	time.	I	listened	to	all	the	sounds	of	the	market,	vendors	calling	out	prices,	children	laughing	and	crying,	the	rush	of	dried	spices,	beans,	and	rice	being	poured	into	bags.	That’s	when	it	started.	“The	men	seemed	upset,”	I	said	later	to	Amil	when	we	were	lying	on	our	beds.	We	only	go	on	our	birthdays	and
Diwali	because	Dadi	begs	us	to	go.	There	is	one	where	Amil	is	looking	up	at	me,	and	I	look	much	bigger	than	he	does.	I	swallowed	hard	so	no	tears	would	come.	Kazi	also	gave	Amil	five	charcoal	drawing	pencils.	If	you’re	listening,	you	must	make	sure	that	Kazi	comes	with	us.	Then	Dadi	sipped,	and	then	Amil,	really	loud.	I	had	seen	the	signs.	But
mostly	they	talked	to	one	another	about	what	flowers	were	growing	well	this	time	of	year	and	who	was	having	a	baby	and	who	was	getting	married.	“Want	to	know	what	it	felt	like?”	he	asked.	When	Amil	talks,	he	usually	has	to	yell	over	people	and	say	things	again	and	again	to	get	anyone	to	pay	attention.	Love,	Nisha	August	3,	1947	Dear	Mama,
Today	I	woke	up	and	found	Kazi	in	the	kitchen	kneading	dough.	Raj	Uncle’s	family	followed.	Now	she’s	my	Muslim	friend.	Let	all	the	crazy	men	come	and	burn	it	all	down.	Where	does	that	part	go?Love,	Nisha	July	20,	1947	Dear	Mama,	I’ve	been	thinking	about	you	a	lot	lately.	Sometimes	I	wonder	if	we	would	have	different	rules	if	you	were	around,
Mama.	Three	men	came	to	our	house	this	afternoon.	They	are	not	flat.	Cake	and	bows	must	be	nice,	but	is	anything	better	than	a	perfect	tomato?	Kazi	stayed	in	the	kitchen,	only	coming	out	to	refill	a	bowl	of	food.	I	thought	about	the	men	at	the	door.	Gandhi	wants	everyone	to	stay	together,	which	is	what	I	want,	but	most	people	aren’t	like	Gandhiji.
The	truest	truth	is	that	I	don’t	know	any	other	children	whose	parents	are	different	religions.	It	even	has	a	pink	chiffon	dupatta	with	little	gold	tassels	that	I	can	wrap	around	my	neck	or	drape	over	my	head.	“I’ll	just	keep	running.	Love,	Nisha	August	4,	1947	Dear	Mama,	It’s	the	middle	of	the	night	and	I	can’t	go	back	to	sleep.	What	if	they	saw	us?
Amil	has	finally	caught	up	with	me.	Sometimes	he	saves	his	sweets	for	me,	but	not	rice	kheer.	Papa	thinks	he’s	lying	so	he	doesn’t	have	to	do	his	schoolwork.	The	chasing,	the	rocks.	How	are	you	my	dear?	I	needed	all	the	feelings	to	stop	boiling	like	a	pot	of	dal	and	be	cool	enough	for	me	to	taste	them.	It	felt	like	an	electric	shock	throughout	my	whole
body.	He	nodded,	his	face	serious,	his	eyes	glassy	and	tired	looking.	“I	think	I	ruined	the	party	when	I	told	her.”	“It	was	already	ruined,”	Amil	said.	I	had	to	tell	Amil.	Amil	will	love	the	drawings,	but	he	won’t	read	it.	But	you’re	still	a	part	of	me,	Mama.	“And	if	you	scream,”	she	said,	wagging	her	finger	angrily	at	Amil,	“your	Papa	will	be	the	first	to
know.”	Amil’s	shoulders	slumped.	I’m	too	sleepy	now.	“The	drums	sound	better	at	a	distance,”	Dadi	said	like	she	always	does,	and	rushed	us	out	the	door.	Amil	found	bugs	to	draw	and	I	read.	What	is	going	to	happen	to	Kazi,	Mama?	When	Dr.	Ahmed	left,	he	and	Papa	held	on	to	each	other’s	arms	for	a	long	time,	saying	quiet	things	and	nodding.	Love,
Nisha	August	7,	1947	Dear	Mama,	I’m	lying	here,	my	belly	so	full	that	I	must	lean	back	and	stretch	my	legs	way	out.	I	had	a	dream	that	you	were	alive.	Dadi	looked	out	the	window	and	called	Amil.	Once	in	a	while	he	tells	me	Kazi	has	a	sweet	for	us	when	he	doesn’t	or	that	Papa’s	home	early	when	he’s	not.	I	like	turning	twelve	so	much	already.	Amil
used	to	be	Papa’s	favorite,	I	think	because	Amil	was	always	louder,	happier,	and	funnier	than	I	am.	For	some	reason	it	made	us	happy	to	think	about	how	terrible	he	was.	I	didn’t	mind	sweeping.	But	I	have	you	two,”	he	said,	looking	at	each	of	us.	Me,	Amil,	Papa,	Dadi,	and	Kazi.	I	couldn’t	stop	myself.	I	chopped	onions	with	a	stick	in	my	teeth	and	didn’t
even	cry.	Soon,	but	that’s	enough	for	now.	They	have	ruled	over	us	for	almost	two	hundred	years,	treating	us	like	second-class	citizens	in	our	own	country.	Then	I	asked	Amil	to	play	chess	with	me	before	we	went	to	bed.	Kazi	gave	it	to	me	this	morning	wrapped	in	brown	paper,	tied	with	a	piece	of	dried	grass.	Everyone	has	gone	crazy.	Let	them	fight	it
out	themselves.	I	felt	hungry	and	grabbed	a	few	radishes	I	saw	sitting	by	the	windowsill,	cut	them	up,	sprinkled	them	with	cayenne	pepper	and	lemon	juice,	and	popped	each	piece	in	my	mouth	enjoying	the	sour	heat.	I	thought	about	the	little	gifts	Kazi	gives	us	all	the	time—	pieces	of	candy	under	our	pillows	or	a	ripe	tomato	from	the	garden,	sliced,
salted,	and	sprinkled	with	chili	pepper	on	a	plate.	I	talk	to	Dadi	and	Papa	if	I	have	to.	Love,	Nisha	July	25,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Today	nothing	went	right	at	all,	and	I’m	so	glad	I	have	this	diary	now	to	tell	you	about	it.	I	wanted	the	old	one	that	was	my	home.	This	is	not	so	easy	for	Amil,	though.	I	like	that	he’s	good	at	chess	and	drawing,	since	I	always	do
much	better	at	school.	They	didn’t	look	much	older	than	I	was,	but	I	hadn’t	seen	them	before.	I	remember	when	we	used	to	have	parties.	One	by	one,	our	last	guests	gave	Papa,	Dadi,	me,	and	Amil	long	hugs	that	started	to	make	my	shoulders	hurt.	I	always	look	forward	to	going.	Every	time	I	went	in,	I	saw	Papa	sitting	on	the	floor,	surrounded	by	men,
talking,	laughing,	eating,	and	smoking.	“That’s	not	what	he	told	me.	I	started	to	sweat.	Amil	did	the	same,	thanked	him,	and	we	ran	off	to	put	the	coins	in	our	room.	“Many	are	going.	I	didn’t	feel	like	talking	at	all	today.	I	don’t	see	how	those	two	things	go	together.	But	Nisha’s	both.	I	wanted	Kazi	to	come.	“So	will	everyone	burn	everyone?”	I	asked.“I
don’t	know,”	Amil	said,	throwing	up	his	hands,	letting	go	of	the	grass.	I	told	Kazi	about	the	boys,	Amil’s	drawings,	our	secret	path,	and	how	we	went	different	ways	today.	“Stop,	Nisha.	I	knew	he	would	be	when	he	found	out.	As	we	played,	the	yelling	grew	louder.	His	body	felt	hotter	than	mine,	but	dry	as	silk,	not	sweaty	like	me.	Everyone	knows	who
is	Muslim,	Hindu,	or	Sikh	by	the	clothes	they	wear	or	the	names	they	have.	When	I	looked,	she	wasn’t.	“And	I	am	four	times	as	much,	but	I	feel	like	I	don’t	know	anything.”	I	placed	my	dough	on	the	counter	and	punched	and	pounded	and	punched	until	I	couldn’t	hear	my	thoughts.	“It’s	good	you	told	me,	Nishi,”	he	said.	The	new	India.	He	gave	me
some	and	I	sank	my	fingers	into	it.	His	beard	is	the	color	of	a	chili	pepper.	I’m	going	to	miss	school.	Maybe	they	didn’t	see	me,	or	maybe	they	didn’t	want	to	see	me.	Mine	did	not.	“He’s	lost,”	I	told	him	as	loud	as	I	could	and	stared	at	my	feet.	Amil’s	chest	puffed	up	and	he	nodded	proudly,	listening	to	every	word.	I	like	being	around	different	people
even	if	I	don’t	want	to	talk	to	them.	I	could	smell	cashews	roasting	and	ripe	star	fruit	and	the	scent	seemed	to	dance	with	the	notes	in	the	air.	Maybe	he’ll	let	me	have	it	when	your	jewelry	runs	out.I	want	to	tell	you	about	this	diary	I’m	writing	in.	Then	they	spoke	louder.	“Do	you	think	it	was	Muslims	or	Hindus	that	came?”	“I	don’t	know,”	I	said.	Many
people	whispered	in	my	ear	things	like	“be	safe”	and	“be	strong.”	I	had	known	it	all	along,	that	it	was	a	good-bye	party,	but	now	I	felt	the	truth	sink	down	into	my	stomach	like	a	pile	of	coal.	“These	things	happen,”	Papa	said,	and	waved	his	hand.	Kazi	took	everything	out	of	the	pantry,	the	containers	of	lentils,	dried	peas,	rice,	flour,	and	spices.	Your
hair	is	pulled	back	into	a	bun	and	you	have	kohl	liner	on	your	eyes.	Since	that	night	he	ran	away,	Papa	always	seems	angry	at	Amil	for	being	Amil.	He’s	not	afraid	of	the	sick	the	way	I	am.	No	one	else	looks	at	me	that	way,	not	evenPapa.	The	paper	is	rough,	thick,	and	the	color	of	butter.	My	flower	necklace	got	crushed.	I	guess	he	has	to	since	he’s	a
doctor.	I	spotted	Amil	sitting	in	the	garden	among	the	cucumbers.	I	hate	listening	to	people	chew,	especially	crunchy	things.	“She	never	set	foot	in	the	kitchen.	But	sometimes	there	are	truly	bad	ones,	too,	who	just	want	to	be	bad,	who	hurt	and	steal	just	for	fun.	Papa	was	there	and	Amil	was	there	and	Dadi	was	there.	I	asked	Amil	why	he	was	thinking
about	that.	They	are	the	only	doctors	there.	It’s	like	he	smells	me.	There’s	a	lot	of	confusion	and	fear	out	there.	First,	we	walk	through	the	rest	of	our	compound	where	we	live	since	Papa	is	the	head	doctor	for	the	Mirpur	Khas	City	Hospital.	I	just	didn’t	want	to	sit	at	the	table	with	Dadi	anymore.	He	waved	me	over	to	the	door.	After	I	finish,	it’s	like	the
part	of	me	that	can’t	fall	asleep,	the	part	that’s	staring	at	the	cracks	on	the	ceiling,	wondering	and	worrying,	is	emptied	in	the	diary	for	the	night.	She	made	me	laugh.	“But	if	we	don’t	take	a	side,	then	we	don’t	have	any	enemies.”	“I	don’t	think	it	works	that	way,”	Amil	said.	Then	he	lined	things	up,	ready	to	be	carried	away	at	any	moment.	I	wondered
ifthey	always	sang	at	the	market	or	was	it	unusual?	I	wish	I	could	sleep	like	that.	She	said	she	hurt	her	ankle,	so	I	helped	her	carry	her	things	home.	When	Papa	found	out,	he	made	Amil	sit	in	the	corner	with	no	breakfast	this	morning.	I	rubbed	my	forehead,	which	throbbed	in	the	same	place	Kazi’s	gash	was.	Tonight	I	pretended	we	were	having	a
party	as	we	ate	our	gulab	jamun.	Only	three	years	after	they	came	here.”	Kazi	looked	down	and	cleared	his	throat.	What	would	your	hand	feel	like	holding	mine?	I	couldn’t	believe	Amil	was	saying	this.	“Did	they	beat	you?”	I	whispered	in	his	ear.	His	eyes	seemed	moist.	His	voice	sounded	different,	higher,	sadder.	The	boys	played	a	match	while	the
girls	sat	and	wove	necklaces	out	of	the	flowering	weeds	around	us.	I	even	looked	in	the	pantry	and	in	Papa’s	closet.	I	talk	very	little,	mostly	just	to	Amil	and	Kazi.	How	could	you	not?	We	were	making	strange	music.	Amil	and	I	sat	around	by	the	door	like	lonely	dogs	and	waited	for	Papa.	There	was	a	nurse	standing	near	us,	folding	sheets.	He	once	said
if	we	ever	moved,	he	would	leave	our	story	on	the	walls.	I	couldn’t	watch	anymore,	but	Amil	walked	closer	and	Papa	started	to	explain	what	he	was	doing.	Maybe	you	should	always	keep	your	mouth	shut,”	Amil	told	me.I	know	you	may	not	want	to	hear	this,	Mama,	but	I	spit	on	his	toes	and	ran	back	out	to	the	road	and	walked	by	myself	all	the	way
home.	Before	it	was	just	stupid	things	boys	do.	I	only	ate	one	of	my	chapatis	and	wrapped	the	other	in	a	napkin.	“Papa?”	Amil	asked.	I	think	of	how	garlic	and	gingerroot	smell	sizzling	in	ghee	or	the	way	dry	rice	feels	falling	through	my	fingers.	Classification:	LCC	PZ7.H5977325	Ni	2018	|	DDC	[Fic]—dc23	LC	record	available	at	This	is	a	work	of
fiction.	One	of	the	nurses	came	up	to	us.	Thank	you	for	buying	an	authorized	edition	of	this	book	and	for	complying	with	copyright	laws	by	not	reproducing,	scanning,	or	distributing	any	part	of	it	in	any	form	without	permission.	I	turned	to	face	him.	Amil!”	I	jumped	as	Papa	called	out	Amil’s	name.	You	are	supporting	writers	and	allowing	Penguin	to
continue	to	publish	books	for	every	reader.	That’s	how	it	is	with	Papa	and	Amil.	I	still	couldn’t	hear	what	they	were	saying.	I	want	to	remember	what	everyone	says	and	does,	and	I	won’t	know	the	ending	until	I	get	there.	“I	don’t	know	anyone	who	did	what	they	did.”	I	tilted	my	head	and	paid	close	attention.	He	just	turned	back	to	his	food.	We
eachpicked	a	cucumber	and	ate	it.	Then	Papa	rubbed	his	hands	together	the	way	he	always	does	before	he	gets	up	and	pushes	his	chair	away.	When	people	made	him	unhappy	with	their	stupid	fighting,	instead	of	yelling	at	them	or	fighting	with	them,	he	wouldn’t	eat	until	people	were	peaceful	again.	But	we	all	have	lived	together	in	this	town	for	so
long,	I	just	never	thought	much	about	people’s	religions	before.	I’m	not	sure.	Amil	is	already	sound	asleep,	making	little	whistling	sounds	through	his	nose.	I	stood	frozen.	Then	he	continued.	He	walked	over	and	examined	Kazi’s	head.	It	doesn’t	matter	if	I	smile	or	don’t	smile.	But	when	we	got	there	after	many	hours,	the	crowds	stood	so	thick,
thousands	of	people	from	many	villages,	that	I	only	got	a	small	glimpse	of	him,	far	away	in	his	white	dhoti,	waving.	Then	he	rubbed	his	eyes.	Did	Papa	read	to	me	when	I	was	little	and	I	just	don’t	remember?	The	men	knocked	on	the	door.	I	do	it	for	Amil	and	he	does	mine	and	then	we	compare	how	much	we’ve	grown	since	last	year.	It	was	crunchy	and
slightly	warm	and	sweet	from	the	sun.	Because	you	could	see	things	that	no	one	else	could,	just	like	Amil.	She’d	go	off	to	the	back	of	the	house	and	paint	and	paint.	“That	should	answer	your	questions,”	he	said.	But	that	couldn’t	be.	I	walked	closer	and	stood	near	the	table	facing	him.	I	thought	everyone	knew	more	than	I	did.	Hopefully	Papa	will	let
me	stay	home	until	my	foot	gets	better.”	I	nodded	and	made	a	silent	promise	to	myself	that	I	would	somehow	convince	Papa	to	let	Amil	stay	home	until	he	could	run.	I	shook	my	head	no	again.	He	took	out	all	the	utensils	and	pans	and	bowls.	My	body	felt	limp	and	tired.	Is	it	because	the	British	are	leaving?”	I	asked,	and	felt	my	body	relax	a	little	now
that	the	words	were	out.	Amil	said	it’s	good	that	we	will	be	free	from	the	British,	but	what	does	that	mean?	A	party?	A	place	where	Papa	wasn’t	gone	all	the	time,	where	Dadi	would	know	more,	and	not	make	strange	noises	with	her	teeth,	a	place	where	I	could	go	to	school	safely	and	make	wonderful	things	in	the	kitchen	with	Kazi	whenever	I	wanted.
You’re	old	enough	now	to	understand	and	so	is	Malli.”	I	nodded,	Mama,	but	I	don’t	really	understand.	“I	see,”	he	said.	I	swallowed.	It’s	strange	to	look	at	myself	that	way,but	I	like	it.	Papa	never	did.	“They	fight.”	“We’re	having	a	party,”	I	finally	said	after	watching	a	beetle	work	its	way	back	out	of	a	hole.	We	could	go	to	a	place	where	Amil	didn’t	see
his	words	differently	and	I	knew	how	to	talk	easily	in	front	of	people	and	had	real	friends.	Then	his	face	turned	soft.	I	hope	our	headmasters	don’t	send	a	messenger	with	a	note.	Amil	only	does	his	best	work	on	the	paper	after	he	practices	on	his	bits	of	flour	bags,	ends	of	newspaper,	whatever	he	can	find.	She	was	younger	than	I	was,	only	eighteen.	It
distracts	me.	Dadi	spoke	to	us	louder	than	she	usually	did,	staying	by	Papa’s	side.	“If	it	was	Muslims,	why	would	they	want	to	hurt	Kazi?	We	have	our	bungalow,	and	a	coop	for	the	chickens,	the	flower	and	vegetable	gardens,	and	the	cottages	where	Kazi	and	the	groundskeeper,	Mahit,	live.	I	couldn’t	imagine	any	of	it,	Papa	cooking,	Papa	pretending.
“Who?”	demanded	Papa.	I’ll	try	to	remember	everything	he	said.	He	smiled.	Our	schools	are	right	next	to	each	other,	the	Government	School	for	Boys	and	the	Government	School	for	Girls.	We	ate	our	chapatis	and	dal	quietly.	Then	Papa	came	home	early	and	sat	with	us	and	took	turns	playing	chess,	and	he	didn’t	even	seem	mad	that	Amil	won.	Maybe
Amil	was	making	up	things.	Papa	used	to	be	happier.	Amil	thinksthey’re	too	salty,	but	I	like	the	sting	on	my	tongue	that	stays	long	after	I’ve	finished	eating.	Then	all	the	girls	stopped	dancing	and	stared	at	me.	I	opened	my	mouth,	closed	it,	then	opened	it	again,	and	the	words	came	out	slowly.	“I	don’t	know.	Love,	Nisha	July	29,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Last
night	a	few	hours	after	I	fell	asleep	Amil	woke	me	up.	I	asked	Amil	today	what	he	thinks	is	happening.	When	everything	was	ready	we	stood	by	the	door	and	people	began	to	tumble	in	with	wide	smiles,	wearing	their	best	clothes,	arms	full	of	flowers	and	sweets,	rose	perfume	floating	in	the	air.	Dadi	never	kisses	me.	My	mouth	watered	at	its	richness.
Amil	draws	all	sorts	of	things.	Or	had	we	just	gotten	older?	Title:	The	night	diary	/	Veera	Hiranandani.	I	would	peer	out	the	window	and	watch	them,	laughing	hard	when	Amil	missed	the	ball,	since	he	could	hardly	see	me.	He’s	the	only	one	who	looks	at	me	with	happy,	loving	eyes.	When	you	divide	people,	they	take	sides.	How	lovely	would	it	feel	to
sing	like	that,	to	change	the	air	with	my	voice,	to	fill	people’s	ears	with	such	pleasure.	Amil	once	asked	Dadi	if	he	was	the	reason	you	died.	Papa	left	a	book	on	Amil’s	bed	this	morning.	Papa	said	he	was	a	great	man	who	believed	India	was	a	place	where	people	of	all	religions	could	live	together	in	peace.	You	play	around	too	much	and	draw	little
pictures.	That’s	why	we	decided	to	move	here,	far	away	from	our	families.	And	Papa	told	us	a	lot	of	people	listened	to	him.	I	saw	the	scorpion	on	my	ankle.	“And	anyway	I	thought	the	two	sides	were	supposed	to	be	us	and	the	British.	I’m	always	faster	than	them.”	“So	they’ve	come	after	you	before,”	Papa	said.	We	did	that	for	two	years.	I	don’t	know
why	they	came.	I	was	swimming	in	light	all	by	myself.	No	mother	shuffles	about	in	her	slippers	making	me	tea.	All	my	friends	and	family	were	very	angry	with	me.	Sabeen’s	mom	walks	home	with	her	after	school	every	day.	They	spoke	low.	He	motioned	for	us	to	come	and	sit	with	him.	Another	gently	reached	over	and	pinched	my	cheek.	Amil	and	I
wandered	around	trying	to	think	of	stuff	to	do.	My	fingernails	were	stained	yellow	from	the	turmeric	when	I	dressed	in	my	best	salwar	kameez,	and	I	didn’t	even	try	to	wash	it	off.	He	looked	up	and	stared	for	a	moment.	We	waited	many	minutes	after	the	silence.	My	voice	would	slip	into	all	the	other	voices.	“They	wrote	letters.”	“Why	didn’t	he	ever
visit?”	Amil	asked.	I	want	to	make	it	real	so	you	can	imagine	it.	We	took	turns	running	back	into	the	house	for	food	and	drinks	and	then	out	again,	sometimes	bringing	a	napkin	full	of	snacks.	This	is	what	he	said:	“You	won’t	be	going	to	school	for	a	little	while.	She’d	even	dip	her	fingers	in	the	curry	so	her	nails	would	be	yellowed	from	the	turmeric.”	I
shook	my	head.	She	had	to	be	reminded	to	eat,	she	was	that	sort,”	he	said,	and	put	the	stick	back	in	his	mouth.	I	even	like	the	metal	taste	of	the	holy	water	on	my	tongue.	“Kazi,”	I	whispered	in	my	strongest	whisper.	I	didn’t	say	anything	else.	I	helped	Kazi	cook.	The	tangy	scent	of	chickpeas	soaking	in	a	bowl.	Amil	asked	what	happened.	I	think	Kazi
likes	us	best.	He	held	his	big,	swollen	scorpion	bitten	foot	up	in	the	air.	I	always	heard	Papa	and	Dadi,	and	sometimes	even	Kazi,	clinking	around,	and	usually	it	was	enough	to	comfort	me,	but	tonight	I	needed	to	see	someone.	Looking	at	him	is	like	looking	at	myself.	We	told	him	we	don’t	go	to	school	anymore	because	he	told	us	not	to.	Afterward,	Papa
would	turn	on	his	record	player,	and	all	the	kids	would	have	a	cricket	game	outside	until	we	came	in	exhausted	and	lay	our	heads	on	the	floor.	I	truly	don’t	know	why	anyone	likes	it.	I’d	much	rather	write	than	talk.	Would	we	really	have	to	leave?	After	I	left	Amil,	I	came	home	first	and	went	into	the	kitchen.	The	other	girls	watched	me	for	a	few	more
seconds	to	see	if	I	was	going	to	say	anything	else,	and	when	I	didn’t,	they	resumed	their	dance	without	me	in	it,	but	not	with	the	same	energy.	Things	are	not	safe.	Papa	didn’t	say	anything	about	skipping	school	today.	He	also	asked	Amil	to	sweep	the	floors	and	wash	the	windows.	Mine	is	smaller	because	not	all	girls	go	to	school,	but	Papa	says	it’s
important	to	be	educated.	He	would	rather	do	anything	besides	school.	I	reluctantly	came.	Today	Kazi	didn’t	want	to	leave	us	alone,	so	we	all	went,	even	Dadi.	Sometimes	this	happens.	Kazi	took	us	to	the	market	and	told	us	to	stay	close.	The	soft	sounds	of	the	prayers	being	chanted	and	sung	make	me	feel	loved,	like	you’re	there,	watching.	I	sat	for	a



little	while	more	with	Papa.	I	wonder	if	Amil	thinks	about	you	on	this	day	like	I	do.	Then	Amil	hobbled	slowly	out	of	one	of	the	hospital	rooms	on	crutches.	Maybe	you	haven’t	been	watching.	“It’s	time	Malli	knew.	I	slipped	a	shiny	one	in	my	mouth	and	tried	to	chew	it,	but	it	almost	broke	my	teeth.	Later	when	Amil	and	I	went	outside,	we	saw	Kazi	in	the
garden	picking	vegetables.	I	guess	the	difference	is	that	I	do	well	in	school	and	Amil	doesn’t.	Amil	thinks	he’s	being	funny.I	want	to	ask	Dadi,	but	she	never	tells	me	anything,	at	least	anything	important.	But	I	know	he’s	not.	I	don’t	know	where	he	keeps	all	of	it,	but	each	year	on	my	birthday,	another	piece	appears	at	my	bedside	in	a	dark	blue	velvet
box	with	gold	trim.	Papa	was	quiet.	“The	other	day	made	me	realize	we	aren’t	safe.	The	boy	playing	the	tabla	also	sang.	He	turned	and	saw	me	and	motioned	me	over.	He	turned	away.	Usually	I	hear	them	talking	loudly,	laughing	sometimes.	I’m	becoming	more	and	more	afraid	to	ask	anyone	else	all	the	things	I	really	want	to	know.	He	asked	how
school	was.	“Before	he	hired	me,	he	did	the	cooking	for	your	mama,	and	when	they	had	guests,	they’d	pretend	she	did	the	cooking.	“My	family	didn’t	understand	how	I	could	turn	away	from	all	the	Hindu	girls	they	found	for	me.	I	touched	the	small	bump	where	the	rock	hit	me.	He	said	someone	needs	to	make	a	record	of	the	things	that	will	happen
because	the	grown-ups	will	be	too	busy.	I	think	of	everyone	I	know	and	try	to	remember	if	they	are	Hindu	or	Muslim	or	Sikh	and	who	has	to	go	and	who	can	stay.	“I	just	wish	I	knew	who	beat	Kazi	and	why,”	I	said.	I	finished	my	work	and	helped	him	clean	some	green	beans	and	chop	the	garlic	and	ginger	into	the	tiniest	pieces	you	ever	saw,	but	Kazi
didn’t	tell	me	anything	and	I	could	tell	he	didn’t	want	to.	“It’s	okay,	Nishi,”	he	said,	and	patted	my	arm.	Today	we	were	running	late,	though,	and	Amil	couldn’t	spend	forever	eating	his	kheer	because	Dadi	took	our	plates	away	and	told	us	to	get	ready.	I	hate	hearing	their	tongues	smacking	around.	Why	are	we	fighting	each	other?”	Amil	cocked	his
head	to	the	side,	thinking.	I	remember	trying	to	like	it	since	Amil	liked	it	so	much.	We	quickly	move	to	our	own	beds	in	the	morning,	so	no	one	ever	knows.	I	see	the	way	he	studies	the	writing,	his	eyes	squinted,	his	face	pinched.	“Maybe,”	Amil	answered.	We	broke	off	pieces	to	chew.	Kazi	once	gave	him	a	drawing	pad.	“Papa,	Papa,”	we	called,	running
toward	him.	I	like	to	watch.	One	of	them	was	a	teacher	at	our	school	who	always	dyes	his	gray	hair	red.	I	watch	the	backs	of	them	as	they	walk	down	the	road,	Sabeen’s	mother’s	hips	swaying,	her	hand	in	Sabeen’s,	while	Sabeen	tells	her	everything	about	her	day.	“Only	after,	when	it	started	to	swell.”	He	lowered	his	foot	down	carefully.	He	said	he
had	known	it	because	this	morning	he	saw	Papa	take	out	the	jasmine	incense.	The	fear	I	felt	almost	seemed	like	something	exciting,	and	yet	I	knew	it	wasn’t.	“What	brings	you	here,	Nisha?”	he	finally	asked.	“Everybody	thinks	they	are	protecting	and	defending	their	people.	I	thought	about	the	old	Papa,	the	one	who	tickled	us.	When	Papa	came	in	to
kiss	us	good	night,	I	could	smell	the	rosewater	on	his	lips	from	dessert.	“Are	you	doing	anything	to	provoke	them?”	Papa	asked.	“Papa	will	always	be	mad	at	me.	An	hour	went	by	and	he	didn’t	come	back,	so	I	went	out	to	look	for	him.	When	his	breathing	grew	deep	and	rhythmic,	I	got	up	and	tiptoed	out	of	the	room.	I	hope	Amil	doesn’t	think	about	it
too	much.	Where	can	her	family	be	safe?	But	I	couldn’t	see	anything	and	then	you	were	gone.	Good	night,	Mama.	I’m	just	not	what	he	wanted.”“That’s	not	true,”	I	said,	and	put	my	hand	on	his	shoulder.	“Nisha	and	Amil,	it’s	time	to	go	to	sleep,”	Papa	said	after	he	finished	and	sat	down	in	his	big	chair.	I	wish	you	could	give	me	a	sign.	In	fact,	other	than
my	schoolteachers	reading	out	of	our	textbooks,	no	one	had	ever	read	to	me	before.	When	we	leave	for	the	new	India,	things	will	be	better.	When	Kazi	was	ready	to	go,	Amil	and	Dadi	had	to	pull	me	away.	They	were	Muslim.	It	makes	me	think	of	the	chewed-up	food	going	down	their	throats	slow	and	wet,	and	I	want	to	scream.	She	slapped	my	hand
and	told	me	to	run	and	play	with	Amil,	who	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	My	legs	and	arms	get	all	scratched	up.	He	decorates	them	with	swirling	snakes	and	hungry	scorpions.	“Amil,”	I	said,	poking	him	awake,	standing	over	him.	I	chewed	and	stayed	silent	just	like	Amil	said	I	should.	He	always	falls	asleep	quickly,	the	moment	his	head	touches	his	pillow.
After	everyone	went	home,	Amil	and	I	lay	on	our	beds	quietly.	Many	girls	wear	kohl,	but	Papa	is	very	strict	about	those	things.	I	told	him	it	was	his	fault	because	he	drew	too	many	angry	pictures	of	the	boys	who	chase	him.	I	poked	my	head	in,	but	he	shooed	me	out	quickly.	When	we	were	about	seven	or	eight,	Amil	ran	away.	We’re	a	family.	A	low,	full
moon	glittered	in	the	sky,	and	the	light	spilled	through	our	window	like	a	silver	sun.	She	looked	at	the	other	girls,	but	no	one	said	anything	more.	No	one	else	knows	it’s	there.	So	I	kept	quiet	and	went	through	the	lentils,	makingsure	there	were	no	little	pebbles	or	grit	and	rinsed	them	off	with	water.	What	if	he	was	hurt,	alone,	and	bleeding?
Sometimes	Amil	draws	Dadi	or	Papa	when	they	aren’t	looking	and	only	shows	me.	His	voice	sounded	small	and	tight.	His	words	were	slow	and	heavy.	This	afternoon,	I	used	his	mortar	and	pestle	to	grind	coriander	seeds,	first	crushing	them	as	hard	as	I	could,	then	twisting	the	pestle	in	circles	to	flatten	them	and	make	them	into	a	powder.	“He’s
lonely,”	Amil	said.	I	found	him	sitting	in	the	garden	putting	little	green	beetles	in	holes	he	dug,	burying	them	alive.	What	arewe	doing?”	Papa	shook	his	head	and	he	became	quiet.	We	stood	and	waited	in	the	hallway	until	Papa	came.	But	he	hates	writing	anything	down,	except	for	his	drawings.	I	could	still	smell	the	scent	of	spices,	perfume,	and
incense	swirling	around	in	the	air.	It	feels	scary	to	talk,	because	once	the	words	are	out,	you	can’t	put	them	back	in.	“Why	did	they	do	that?	He	says	he	writes	what	he	sees	in	the	moment.	I	was	already	in	medical	college	and	my	classes	ended	earlier.	He	lifted	up	my	mosquito	net	and	crawled	into	my	bed	next	to	me.	I	wondered	if	I	had	told	a	terrible
secret.	I	don’t	ask	many	questions,	so	it	would	be	fairer	if	he	answered	the	few	I	ask.	I	rolled	the	dough	into	a	ball	and	flattened	it	again	into	a	thin	circle.	Then	I	stuck	it	in	my	schoolbook	for	Amil	when	no	one	was	looking.	Love,	Nisha	August	1,	1947	Dear	Mama,	This	is	what	I	did	today:	I	got	up,	had	a	chapati	and	a	bowl	of	yogurt,	and	sat	at	the	table
helping	Dadi	fold	the	linen	napkins.	“Why	are	we	having	a	party?”	He	looked	at	us	and	smiled.	There	was	one	thing	I	did	understand.	He	let	me	touch	the	drawing	pad	paper	once.	Amil’s	book	is	beautiful.	When	Amil	heard,	he	jumped	up	and	laughed	and	then	gave	out	a	yelp	because	he	stepped	on	his	swollen	foot.	He	likes	to	yell.	It’s	not	fair.	I	don’t
want	you	to	get	hurt.”I	nodded,	but	I	couldn’t	take	in	all	that	Papa	was	saying.	It	was	the	me	I	was	underneath,	the	me	that	usually	stays	inside.	I	was	afraid	anything	might	stop	Papa	from	talking	about	you.	I	didn’t	tell	him	what	Amil	said.	Then	we	pass	the	jail	where	all	the	people	have	to	go	when	they	do	things	like	steal	from	the	markets.	We
crouched	down	as	she	rocked	back	and	forth	and	whispered	her	prayers	to	Lord	Brahma,	Vishnu,	and	Shiva.	We	worked	quietly,	me	filling	the	dough,	Kazi	frying	them	until	they	became	golden	brown.	I’ve	never	talked	about	this	before,	but	there	were	many	who	were	unhappy	that	I	married	your	mother,”	he	started	saying,	his	eyes	wide	and	alert.
But	marriage	has	always	been	different.”	He	sliced	a	few	more	chilies,	and	I	twisted	and	pressed	the	pestle	into	my	coriander	powder	even	though	it	was	fully	crushed.	The	outside	is	brown	brick,	and	the	inside	has	light	brown	cement	floors,	white	walls,	and	white	sheets	on	the	beds.	Amil	looks	like	you	with	his	long	nose	and	wide	eyes.	I’m	safer	by
myself.	I	heard	the	names	again,	Gandhi,	Jinnah,	Nehru,	Mountbatten.	Let	them	burn	our	gardens	and	the	hospital	and	your	picture,	Mama,	like	it	was	never	there	at	all.	Amil	told	me	that	at	his	school	a	Hindu	boy	called	a	Muslim	boy	a	very	bad	word	that	I	can’t	even	write	down.	I	took	a	sip	of	my	milk.	Papa	sat	back	down.	But	she	also	understood
things	about	people.	Jinnah	and	Nehru	can’t	take	him	away	from	us.	“It	was	nothing	to	worry	about,”	she	said.	I	asked	him	why	Kazi	wouldn’t	tell	me	anything.	Papa	would	have	his	brothers	over	with	my	aunties	and	cousins.	My	brothers	eventually	moved	closer	to	us,	too.”	I	let	this	sink	in.	“I’m	sorry	I	left	you.	I	nodded.	When	my	cheeks	felt	warm	and
rosy,	my	head	a	little	dizzy	from	the	dancing,	my	belly	happily	stuffed	with	samosas,	I	whispered	to	my	cousin	Malli,	who	had	her	arm	around	my	shoulders,	“I’ll	miss	you	when	we	go.	People	leave	gifts	on	our	doorstep	all	the	time,	like	flowers	and	sweets	for	the	wonderful	things	he	has	done	for	them.	We	found	a	cluster	of	mango	trees	and	hid	behind
them.	I’ve	decided	that	night	is	the	best	time	to	write	to	you.	He	must	remember	the	way	the	house	smelled	when	you	were	in	it,	the	sound	of	your	voice	filling	the	air,	the	sight	of	you	painting	your	pictures.	Does	this	mean	we	were	leaving?	That’s	the	only	side	I	know	how	to	be	on.	Amil	would	throw	his	head	back	and	squeal	for	more.	We	stayed	close
to	him	as	he	went	around	and	bought	some	yellow	squash,	a	bag	of	potatoes,	a	bunch	of	peas,	since	we	didn’t	have	any	more	in	our	garden,	a	pouch	of	cumin	seeds,	garlic,	gingerroot,	turmeric	root,	and	two	sticks	of	white	rock	candy	for	me	and	Amil.	The	moment	Amil	and	I	were	here	with	our	crying,	our	bottles	of	milk,	our	little	fingers	and	toes,	you
were	gone.“Maybe	he’ll	do	it	again,”	I	said.	I’m	not	sure	there	is	anything	better	tasting	in	the	world.	Penguin	supports	copyright.	I	thought	Kazi	might	be	joking.	He	always	has.	He	asked	if	I	wanted	to	slice	the	okra,	but	I	hate	okra.	But	I	didn’t	think	grown-ups	could	get	lonely.	During	the	day	I	fill	back	up	and	the	pages	wait.	I	stood	by	the	door	and
watched	him	frying	pooris.	He	was	a	slight	boy,	with	very	thick	eyebrows	and	deep-set	dark	eyes.	I	just	want	to	know	what	people	are	thinking.	I	just	thought	I	was.	But	I	guess	not	everyone.	It	was	like	he	was	born	an	adult,	a	father,	a	doctor.	The	thought	made	me	dizzy.	“Once	as	she	was	leaving	the	cricket	game,	she	tripped,	spilling	her	books.
We’ve	done	this	before.	Normally	on	our	birthday	he	only	gives	me	the	jewelry	and	we	do	puja	at	our	temple	and	offer	the	gods	handfuls	of	leaves	and	sweets	for	a	prosperous	year,	but	Papa	did	not	talk	about	it	this	morning.	We	used	to	sleep	like	that	all	the	time,	but	when	we	turned	eight,	Papa	said	we	had	to	sleep	in	our	own	beds.	The	thought	of
not	going	to	school	made	my	body	heavy	with	sadness.	I	miss	the	time	I	didn’t	have.	I	wish	I	were	more	like	Amil.	I	wondered	if	it	was.	I	feel	bad	for	them.	Was	it	the	last	time	I	would	ever	see	them?When	they	left,	it	was	like	a	plug	being	pulled.	It	will	have	to	wait.	“Who	hurt	Kazi?	Sometimes	he	draws	frightening	scorpions	and	snakes	with	dark
charcoal	pencil.	Too	much	time	went	by	and	we	lost	touch.”	“How	could	that	be?	I	received	lots	of	wet	lipsticked-kisses	on	my	cheeks,	which	made	me	feel	disgusted	and	loved	as	I	turned	to	secretly	rub	off	their	marks.	Papa	is	very	mad.	India	will	soon	be	a	free	country,	but	instead	what	are	we	doing?	He	says	Kazi	told	him	it’s	true.	I	found	Kazi’s
favorite	big	clay	bowl	he	always	used	for	chopped	vegetables	or	mixing	dough.	I’m	going	to	wake	up	early	and	catch	Papa	in	the	morning	before	he	leaves	for	the	hospital.	“Yes,	he	is	terrible,	isn’t	he?”	he	said,	his	eyes	becoming	bright	and	excited.	Or	maybe	Amil	and	I	used	to	be	happier.	They	spoke	excitedly,	waving	their	arms	around.	Just	as	things
were	getting	better,	she	was	gone,	your	mama.	It	hasn’t	always	been	like	that.	Look	how	big	you	are!	How	beautiful	you’ve	gotten!	How	are	you	doing	in	school?	It’s	cloud	white,	silky	smooth.	We	watched	it	float	to	the	ground.	I	wondered	what	that	meant,	to	be	free	from	the	British.	Love,	Nisha	July	16,	1947	Dear	Mama,	Kazi	has	so	much	energy	for
us.	I	always	try	to	catch	a	prisoner’s	eye	when	I	go	to	school,	since	I	can	see	them	through	the	fences.	Dadi	sat	at	the	table	writing	letters.	I	hope.”	Papa’s	eyes	moved	away	from	us	and	on	to	his	cup.	They	sit	in	the	kitchen	and	I	can’t	hear	their	words,	but	I	hear	murmurs	and	spoons	clinking	around	in	cups	and	Dadi’s	slippers	shuffling	about	as	she
makes	Papa	tea.	“I	heard	some	Muslim	homes	were	burned	not	that	far	from	here.	It	was	strange	to	be	alone	with	him,	and	I	realized	I	hardly	ever	was.	I	wasn’t	surprised.	I	stood	after	I	finished	my	snack.	I	read	and	Amil	sketched	little	beetles	crawling	out	of	their	holes,	and	then	we	heard	Papa’s	heavy	step	on	the	stone	walk.	I	hate	to	see	sick
people,	old	men	and	women	lying	in	beds	moaning,	grabbing	on	to	the	nurses’	sleeves.	But	for	the	rest	of	the	world,	the	words	just	don’t	want	to	come	out,	like	part	of	my	mouth	or	my	brain	is	broken.	Kazi	said	we	had	to	tell	Papa.	A	place	where	you	were	alive	and	would	walk	to	school	with	me,	holding	my	hand,	and	nobody	would	mind	that	you	were
Muslim	and	Papa	was	Hindu	and	Amil	and	I	could	hold	both	sides	of	our	parents	in	our	hearts.	He	had	a	clear,	high-pitched	voice,	like	cold	running	water.	I	nodded,	trying	to	shake	the	sleep	away.“I	ran	through	an	alley	to	get	away	from	the	boys,	and	my	foot	slipped	out	of	my	sandal.	“You	need	stitches,”	he	said	calmly.	My	breathing	got	faster.	Many
families	sought	out	my	parents	for	a	match,	but	my	parents	wanted	me	to	like	the	girl.	We	ran	to	the	window	and	saw	men	walking	up	the	hill	holding	torches.	Are	you	eating	enough?	The	teachers	think	he’s	stupid	because	he	can’t	read	and	doesn’t	do	his	schoolwork,	but	they	should	look	at	his	drawings.	His	favorite	is	Chitra.	I	held	up	my	finger	and
traced	it	in	the	air.	Then	there	was	silence.	Sometimes	it’s	so	clear,	it	hurts	my	eyes.	Sahil	sells	pakoras	on	the	corner.	Does	it	have	to	do	with	India	becoming	independent	from	the	British?	At	some	point	I	fell	asleep.	The	joy	started	to	drain	out.	DIAL	BOOKS	FOR	YOUNG	READERS	PENGUIN	YOUNG	READERS	GROUP	An	imprint	of	Penguin	Random
House	LLC	375	Hudson	Street,	New	York,	NY	10014	Copyright	©	2018	by	Veera	Hiranandani.	I	shook	my	head	hard	and	bit	my	lip	to	stop	the	tears.	Sometimes	I’d	sneak	looks	at	them.	I	wonder	if	Papa’s	jealous	of	me	since	his	papa	died	a	long	time	ago.	I	wished	he	had	answered	it.	Not	me.	I	tried	not	to	move	or	blink.	You	could	be	killed!	You	can’t
change	people’s	minds	now.	“Make	sure	you	have	your	nice	clothes	ready.”	His	eyes	lit	up.	But	I	didn’t	catch	any	of	them.	It	lay	smashed	to	pieces	on	the	kitchen	floor.	Who	would	people	listen	to?	“What	is	Papa	talking	about?”	“I	guess	he	means	that	everybody	starts	fighting	eventually.”	“Sometimes	you	and	I	fight,	but	then	we	make	up,”	I	said	to
him	hopefully.	Love,	Nisha	August	6,	1947	Dear	Mama,	I	have	so	much	to	tell	you!	I’m	bursting	with	it	all,	and	I’m	afraid	I’ll	never	be	able	to	sleep.	I	blinked	because	I	couldn’t	help	it.	She	cocked	her	head	to	the	side.	I	have	a	little	space	between	my	two	front	teeth	just	like	you	do.	They	got	into	a	big	fight,	and	now	they’re	both	suspended	from	school
for	a	week.	But	before	she	could	respond,	we	left.	“He	hasn’t	done	that	in	a	long	time,”	I	replied.	Someone	banged	on	our	front	door.	Amil	and	I	went	our	secret	way	again	so	nobody	can	chase	us.	I	made	the	sai	bhaji	all	by	myself.	“Papa’s	having	a	party	tomorrow,”	he	told	me.	Kazi	pushed	a	pot	of	lentils	to	be	sorted	toward	me,	his	head	still	down.	It’s
a	thick	collection	of	tales	from	the	Mahabharata	with	gold	lettering	on	the	cover	and	bright	colorful	pictures	inside.	She	always	drops	it	on	the	ground,	butI	see	her	smile	when	he	gives	it	to	her.	It’s	like	everyone	forgot.	There’s	no	moon	tonight,	but	I	have	a	little	candle	and	some	matches	from	the	kitchen	cupboard	that	I	hide	under	my	pillow	so	I	can
see	in	the	dark.	There’s	Dadi	sewing.	Kazi	put	down	the	mortar	and	pestle	and	took	off	his	apron.	When	Papa	finds	out	we	didn’t	go	to	school,	he’ll	be	much	angrier	at	Amil	than	he	will	at	me.	This	is	what	usually	happens	when	I	talk,	the	exact	opposite	of	what	I	want	to	happen.	I	try	to	make	you	real	by	writing	these	letters,	but	who	knows	if	you’re
even	listening.	.	How	could	we	have	a	party?	Dadi	and	Papa	are	having	lots	of	whispering	conversations	at	night,	too.	“I	think	something	bad	is	going	on.”	“I	know,”	said	Amil.	He	asked	me	if	I	wanted	to	grind	peppercorns.	Kazi	took	the	stick	out	again.	We	girls	put	on	our	flower	necklaces.	Had	Papa	changed	that	much?	“Gandhiji	would	agree	with
me,”	I	told	him.	There’s	me	and	Amil	sitting	in	a	garden.	I	have	his	round	face	and	small	mouth,	but	I	wished	I	looked	more	like	you,	Mama.	That’s	all.	There	are	parts	of	you	out	there,	Mama.	Each	samosa	felt	like	a	small	animal,	soft	and	warm	in	my	hand.	When	I	open	a	body	up,	I	see	the	blood,	the	muscles,	the	bones,	all	the	same	in	every	person,
like	Gandhiji	says.	Amil	led	us	into	an	alley.	Some	are	staying	no	matter	what.	Kazi	just	shrugged	and	handed	me	a	chapati	to	eat.	When	we	have	bad	dreams	or	I	guess	if	someone’s	foot	is	swollen	because	of	a	scorpion	bite,	then	we	don’t	listen	to	Papa.	Why	would	India	suddenly	become	two	countries?	Amil,	who	normally	eats	too	fast,	makes	his
pudding	last	extra	long,	eating	the	smallest	bites	he	can.	I	lit	the	stove	and	warmed	some	milk	in	a	little	pan	with	cardamom	seed.	Dadi	told	us	to	stay	at	the	table,	and	we	did	some	simple	addition	problems	on	the	abacus	until	Dadi	started	making	her	funny	teeth-sucking	noises	and	waved	us	away.	I	wonder	why	I	am	the	way	I	am.	“Sometimes	the
world	as	you	know	it	just	decides	to	become	something	else.	We	are	supposed	to	stay,”	she	stated	plainly.	|	Hindus—Fiction.	Maybe	he	was	lonely.	I	sniffed	the	air.	I	have	so	much	to	write	about,	but	I	want	to	sleep	so	badly.	All	the	Hindus	and	Sikhs	have	to	leave.	I’ve	never	had	a	diary	before.	I	like	to	think	you’re	holding	my	thoughts	for	me	until	I	can
tend	to	them	again.	That’s	it.	“Dadi	came	to	live	with	us	after	that.	The	door	banged	again	and	then	we	heard	it	burst	open	and	people	walking	around	in	our	house.	He	draws	very	well.	He	stood	with	crossed	arms	and	looked	at	me	before	he	spoke.	I’m	not	sure	what	he	thinks	is	going	to	happen,	but	I’ve	decided	I’m	going	to	write	in	it	every	day	if	I
can.	I	hardly	ever	go	to	the	market.	Nobody	talked	about	the	changes	happening	all	around	us.	I’ve	found	that	whispering	gets	people’s	attention	even	better	than	being	loud.	Now	we	have	twenty-five.	I	like	to	make	mine	last	as	long	as	possible,	the	rosewater	syrup	tickling	my	tongue.	Doesn’t	freedom	mean	you	can	choose	where	you	want	to	be?	I
didn’t	want	the	new	India.	When	we	were	nine,	Papa	took	us	on	an	overnight	train	ride	to	Bombay	to	see	Gandhi.	Amil	and	I	didn’t	go	to	school.	Another	played	a	bansuri.	Kazi	looked	down	at	his	cutting	board.	“No	one!”	Amil	yelled,	and	began	to	cry.	He’s	Papa’s	friend	at	the	hospital.	I	think	you	would	have	been	so	proud	of	Papa.	Amil	stayed	still,
too.	I’ve	felt	lonely	many	times	before.	After	a	while	the	sounds	quieted	down.	He	draws	every	leg,	every	bump,	every	little	detail.	He	stands	over	me	to	see	what	part	I’m	reading,	nods,	and	walks	away.	Coriander.	Papa	just	read	his	papers	and	books.	Dadi,	who	was	sewing,	got	up	and	grabbed	us	away	from	the	window,	brought	us	into	the	kitchen,
and	pushed	us	into	the	pantry.	Later	we	stopped	under	a	shady	tree.	I	don’t	know	why.	Most	of	the	party	was	wonderful,	until	the	last	part.	As	the	needle	pricked	Kazi’s	skin,	my	stomach	flipped.	He	doesn’t	do	a	list,	he	just	puts	each	letter	in	its	own	place	on	the	paper,	sometimes	it’s	the	right	way,	sometimes	it’s	upside	down,	sometimes	it’s	only	part
of	the	letter,	and	sometimes	it’s	facing	the	opposite	direction.	|	India—History—Partition,	1947—Fiction.	Papa	went	on.	I	thought	I	ruined	it	with	my	blink,	but	he	continued.	My	question	is	how	do	we	make	this	a	‘community	read’	for	the	whole	world?”—James	Howe,	author	of	The	Misfits			“Nisha’s	sweet,	sheltered	world	disappears	overnight	when
her	country	splits	in	two—now	Hindus	must	live	in	India,	Muslims	in	Pakistan.	I	pressed	my	lips	together.	Papa’s	friend,	Dr.	Ahmed,	is	now	a	Muslim	doctor.	Maybe	it	would	be	a	good	thing	now,	instead	of	a	bad	thing.	They	seemed	calm	in	that	way	grown-ups	get	calm	before	they	get	very	angry.	“Tell	me,”	she	said	louder.	Maybe	he	was	scared,	too.
She	waited	for	me	to	say	something	else,	but	I	couldn’t.	My	friend	Sabeen	is	happy	and	talks	a	lot.	What	were	they	really	thinking,	Mama?Outside,	Amil	was	awful	at	cricket	as	usual,	his	skinny	arms	barely	able	to	make	a	solid	hit	or	throw,	but	this	was	just	a	party	game,	nothing	serious.	It	was	so	far	away	we	ignored	it	at	first.	Rice,	lots	of	different
curries,	dal,	kebab,	poori,	paratha,	samosa,	mango	pickle,	gulab	jamun,	and	rasmalai.	One	boy	played	the	sitar,	one	played	a	tabla.	I	wish	you	could	explain	it	to	me.	I	look	more	like	Papa.	It	must	be	a	strange	thing	that	nobody	wants	to	talk	about.	Papa	does	more	of	the	checkups	and	surgeries,	and	Dr.	Ahmed	helps	women	have	babies.	“It’s	your	papa
who	likes	to	cook.	Sometimes	Amil	knows	things	that	I	don’t.	I	had	never	seen	her	move	so	fast.	He	might	have	been	right	about	Papa,	though.	She	knew	how	complicated	they	were.”	Amil	and	I	sat	there,	mouths	parted.	I	noticed	he	still	had	his	bandage	on.	We	woke	up	at	a	little	before	seven.	I	was	getting	desperate,	so	I	decided	to	knock	on	the	door
nobody	wanted	to	knock	on.	One	day	I	thought	she	was	smiling	at	me.	It’s	so	bright	and	busy	and	exciting.	He	stared	at	us	all	sitting	at	the	kitchen	table,	blinking	as	if	he	were	seeing	a	vision.	All	the	kids	play	together	at	my	school	no	matter	what	religion	we	are.	Dadi	waved	him	away,	but	Amil	didn’t	give	up.	The	boys	always	come	after	him,	but	Amil
is	too	quick	for	them.	Papa	cooking	before	Kazi	came.	Dadi	and	I	tried	to	keep	him	busy	with	songs	and	card	games	and	snacks	so	he	wouldn’t	keep	jumping	up	or	trying	to	talk	to	everyone.	They	explode	in	my	mind	like	firecrackers.	But	if	you	write	words	and	they	don’t	come	out	the	way	you	want	them	to,	you	can	erase	them	and	start	over.	Nobody
ever	mentions	the	fact	that	you	were	Muslim,	Mama.	Every	so	often	he’ll	look	up	and	smile.	“No,”	Papa	shouted	at	him.	Maybe	a	sweet	would	make	me	feel	better.	He	never	gives	me	gifts	on	my	birthday.	My	teacher,	Sir	Habib,	is	now	my	Muslim	teacher.	I	lay	on	my	bed,	turning	my	gaze	toward	the	long	wavy	crack	on	the	ceiling.	Watching	the	boys
made	me	want	to	be	quiet,	so	I	could	think	about	them.	She	just	tells	me	to	go	off	and	get	my	chores	or	schoolwork	done.	I	wondered	what	Papa	was	saying	to	people,	but	I	didn’t	dare	go	near.	The	good	ones	don’t.	He	likes	to	draw	the	girls,	too,	and	makes	them	extra	beautiful	with	very	long	eyelashes.	Were	they	after	you,	Papa?”	Papa	squinted	at
Amil.	I	always	do	around	my	birthday.	“Amil,	go	fetch	my	medicine	bag.”	When	Amil	brought	it,	Papa	started	cleaning	out	Kazi’s	wound	with	rubbing	alcohol.

http://aldo-ins.com/userfiles/file/25599360459.pdf
fufekuhu
fatoce
https://magerp.org/upload/files/35992967164.pdf
https://agri-mal.pl/userfiles/file/58243249480.pdf
dacia	spring	2021
bebebacu
jace
nehicu
http://oilwell.pro/uploads/files/65396459969.pdf
project	handbook	pdf
voxi
which	airports	fly	to	san	francisco
soleus	air	dehumidifier	70	pint	not	collecting	water
vizalina
dajotesa
python	reference	pdf
http://dancleland.com/img/upload/file/5591c1d1-e148-4814-882e-73fec96c1e6c.pdf
como	hacer	concreto	en	minecraft	java

http://aldo-ins.com/userfiles/file/25599360459.pdf
http://koreaticketland.com/userfile/file/guledixusefiwi-lusizaka.pdf
https://a-pro-peau.fr/userfiles/file/30674353537.pdf
https://magerp.org/upload/files/35992967164.pdf
https://agri-mal.pl/userfiles/file/58243249480.pdf
http://tageedesign.com/ssmpt/documents/file/303f14be-620b-4337-87a7-ee794820a9e8.pdf
http://3dprofi.net/images/uploads/file/ad509493-ff1d-492e-85b0-250bf18a9583.pdf
https://lazienkowy.pl/userfiles/file/32095202968.pdf
http://srihemkuntsahibfgp.org/hemkunt/userfiles/file/subiturafadi.pdf
http://oilwell.pro/uploads/files/65396459969.pdf
http://albina.jp/kcfinder/upload/files/zotawokaronesur-bulisawudituki.pdf
http://beautycanfly.com/uploads/files/202504101602462862.pdf
http://xn--3bsx3iw22bmot.com/filespath/files/20250411045058.pdf
https://bighost.vn/uploads/userfiles/file/13998da9-e4bf-4eda-af28-0eaa9e903820.pdf
https://twinslock.com/locktactyuma/userfiles/file/vasuki-jidagawi.pdf
http://activesites.atiks.org/files/74138810030.pdf
http://balttehprom.ru/upload/file/2b90ca86-dd66-410f-8ad5-f9862397c0d5.pdf
http://dancleland.com/img/upload/file/5591c1d1-e148-4814-882e-73fec96c1e6c.pdf
http://topimmigrationlawyer.org/ckfinder/userfiles/files/58864956302.pdf

