


[image: A cover page titled ‘Nadia Islam, On the Record’ by Adiba Jaigirdar features three children in a small wooden boat on water, one writing in a notebook while another looks up at the sky, and an older girl stands paddling as birds fly overhead near village houses and trees.]






[image: Nadia Islam, on the Record by Adiba Jaigirdar]
www.hachettechildrens.co.uk






Contents

Title Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: Nadia Is Not Excited for Summer Vacation

Chapter 2: Nadia Prepares for Her Greatest Adventure Yet

Chapter 3: Nadia Goes on the Longest Flight in the History of the World

Chapter 4: Nadia Visits Bangladesh for the First Time Ever

Chapter 5: Nadia Arrives at Her Family Home

Chapter 6: A Delicious Welcome-Home Feast

Chapter 7: A Family Game Night!

Chapter 8: A Ramadan Challenge Is Issued!

Chapter 9: A Climate Disaster!

Chapter 10: Nadia and Yasmin Are Not on the Same Page

Chapter 11: The Islam Family Prepares for Ramadan

Chapter 12: A Rousing Success for Nadia’s First Day of Ramadan

Chapter 13: A Ramadan to Remember

Chapter 14: Climate Change Wreaks Havoc on Bangladesh … and Nadia Sees It All!

Chapter 15: Nadia Takes a Break

Chapter 16: Nadia Pulls a Prank!

Chapter 17: Nadia Observes an Amazing Photo Shoot!

Chapter 18: Nadia Gets Pranked!

Chapter 19: Nadia Has a Major Fight!

Chapter 20: Nadia’s Plans Foiled!

Chapter 21: Nadia Needs Advice!

Chapter 22: Nadia Makes a Grand Apology!

Chapter 23: The Spirit of Ramadan

Chapter 24: Nadia Is Stuck!

Chapter 25: Reem Finds Out the Bad News!

Chapter 26: Yasmin Comes Up with an Idea!

Chapter 27: Nadia Recruits Help

Chapter 28: Nadia Becomes an Interviewer!

Chapter 29: Eid Mubarak!

Chapter 30: Nadia Goes Home

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Also available as an audiobook

Copyright




For my siblings,
Shafqat Ahrar and Labiba




CHAPTER 1

Nadia Is Not Excited for Summer Vacation

It was the last week of school, but Nadia Islam was not looking forward to the upcoming summer vacation.

“What if we went to Bangladesh after Ramadan?” Nadia asked, glancing out the car window instead of at her ammu in the driver’s seat. She didn’t want to see Ammu’s unhappy face—the one she’d had for this past month whenever Nadia brought up their travel plans. It came with her usual scrunched-up eyebrows and downturned lips. Nadia did not like her ammu’s unhappy face at all.

“Nadia, I’m sorry, but … we’ve already booked the tickets,” Ammu said.

“We could change the tickets!” Nadia said. How much could it cost to change the date to later in the summer? No big deal at all. But what Ammu was asking Nadia to do was a huge deal. She and her best friend, Yasmin, had been looking forward to spending their first Ramadan together, fasting with each other, having iftar together. They’d had it all planned out … and then Ammu shared the news about going to Bangladesh, and it was all ruined in an instant!

“You know that’s not possible,” Ammu said with a sigh as she pulled the car into park in front of Nadia’s school.

“Yeah, Nadia, we can’t give up our vacation just because you have plans with Yasmin,” Adam said from beside her, sticking out his tongue. Nadia wished that Adam was less excited about going to Bangladesh, but he basically jumped up and down with joy when he heard the news. He was excited about leaving the country and meeting the rest of their family, but Nadia felt anxious about it all. Bangladesh was just so far away, and she’d only ever seen her family through the tiny screen of Ammu’s phone.

“Be good, both of you,” Ammu said, glancing back from the driver’s seat. “No teasing, Adam. And Nadia … you and Yasmin can still support each other through Ramadan. You won’t even notice a difference.”

But Ammu didn’t get it—it wouldn’t be the same at all. Nadia wanted to sulk in the back seat of the car, but she knew it wouldn’t change Ammu’s mind.

So, she just said, “Okay,” even though it didn’t feel fair and the last thing Nadia wanted to do was tell Yasmin the bad news. Nadia and Adam got out of the car and strapped on their backpacks. Nadia’s backpack felt as heavy as her disappointment about her conversation with Ammu.

“Race you to the front door?” Adam asked, almost like he knew a good race would put Nadia in a better mood.

That perked Nadia right up. She didn’t even respond; she just ran, her backpack loudly jingling behind her. She touched the glass of the front doors a minute later. She had won!
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“You lose!” Nadia said, even while gasping for air.

“No fair, you cheated,” Adam said through huffs of breath as he came to a stop beside her.

Nadia just shrugged. All was fair in their competitions; Adam should have known that by now.

Yasmin was already sitting at her desk in their classroom when Nadia arrived. Yasmin’s eyes snapped up, like she could sense Nadia. Nadia waved, hurrying over to her own desk beside Yasmin’s.

Ever since their first-grade teacher, Mrs. Waldroop, had assigned Yasmin to sit next to Nadia, they’d been best friends. And every single year, they’d beg to be seated next to each other, promising that they’d never get into any trouble. It helped that everyone loved Yasmin since she was such a stickler for the rules. If there was a rule to be followed, Yasmin would follow it. Nadia wasn’t quite such a rule follower, but she guessed it was their differences that made them such good friends.

“Did you convince her?” Yasmin asked, hope bright in her eyes. Nadia had told her last night about her plans to beg Ammu to postpone their trip until the end of Ramadan.

Nadia shook her head sadly. It had been her last chance—and it hadn’t worked.

“I guess we really won’t be spending our first Ramadan fasting together, even though our parents said that we would,” Nadia said. The two of them had made so many plans and now none of them would happen. They were going to try out new recipes together for iftar, they were going to recite the Qur’an together, and they’d even made a list of the surahs they were planning to learn during Ramadan.

Nadia wished that her parents had let her fast last year, but their rule was that both Adam and Nadia could start fasting when they were eight years old. So, Adam got to fast last year and act like he was all grown up because of it, and Nadia was left out. And even though Nadia would be able to fast this year, not fasting with Yasmin still felt like she was missing out.

To Nadia’s surprise, Yasmin didn’t look as sad about things as Nadia felt. She was biting her lip, like she was deep in thought.

“It’s not going to be so bad, you know. I mean, it’ll be kind of cool to be in Bangladesh, right?” Yasmin asked.

Nadia couldn’t believe it—Yasmin sounded just like Ammu.

“But we’re going to be apart for the whole summer!” Nadia said to Yasmin.

“We can video chat each other all the time,” Yasmin suggested. “So it’ll be like we are spending our summer together.”

“It won’t be the same, and you know it.” Nadia sighed. She wished she could feel more excited about traveling to Bangladesh. If only she could take Yasmin with her.

The bell rang, and Ms. Johnson walked into the classroom, beaming at everyone. It may have been the last week of school, but Nadia knew Ms. Johnson wasn’t about to let this last week of teaching go to waste.

“Are you ready to present your projects?” Ms. Johnson asked, clapping her hands together.

Their last project of the year was all about climate change. Just last week, Ms. Johnson had taken them on a field trip to the science museum in the next town over. They’d learned all kinds of things: different ways to harness energy and how to reduce, reuse, recycle. Afterward, Ms. Johnson had put them into pairs and given each group a topic to research and present in class.

“Yes, we’re ready!” Nadia and her classmates responded.

“Let’s see, who to pick first …” Ms. Johnson said, her eyes roaming around the class. “How about Olivia and Toby?”

Olivia and Toby walked up to the front of the classroom. They had a huge poster with different pictures cut and pasted together. Their topic was renewable energy.

They put their poster on the whiteboard with some tape and began their presentation.

“Renewable energy is energy that can be naturally replaced. There are a lot of examples of renewable energy,” Olivia said. She pointed to one of the pictures on her poster. “This is a windmill and it creates something called wind energy. The fans of the windmill turn and make the energy from the wind, so it’s natural! And then we can use this energy for electricity.”

“And this is a solar panel,” Toby said, pointing to another image on the poster. “It makes energy from the sun! We can put the solar panel on the roofs of our houses, and then we don’t even have to pay for electricity anymore!”

Everyone clapped at the end of Toby and Olivia’s presentation.

“Good job, guys,” Ms. Johnson said, joining in. She glanced over at Nadia and added, “Next, let’s have Yasmin and Nadia.”

Nadia and Yasmin didn’t have a big poster, exactly, but they had a chart that Yasmin had drawn. She taped it up on the board. Their project was all about water.

“Yasmin and I learned during our field trip how important water conservation is,” Nadia began. “That means that we need to use less water, because processing water so it’s safe to use takes up a lot of energy that we should try to save!”

“We asked our families about how much water they use daily,” Yasmin said, pointing to her chart. She had drawn a few different things: There were glasses of water, some small bottles, and then one giant bottle. “In my family, my dad uses the least amount of water, my mom uses a little bit more than him, and … I use the most! I like to take really long showers.”

“And in my family, my brother uses the least amount of water, then it’s me, my dad, and finally my mom,” Nadia said, pointing to each of the pictures Yasmin had drawn to show the amount of water each family member used. “Now that we know how much water we each use, next we wanted to come up with ways we could use less water.”

“I’m definitely going to be taking shorter showers,” Yasmin said with a nod. “And I’m always going to turn the tap off when I’m brushing my teeth.”

“I’m going to do the same!” Nadia said. “And my mom promised she would take fewer baths and shorter showers and that she would use a watering can to water our garden, instead of the gardening hose.”

“If we all figure out how much water we use and how we use it, it’s a lot easier to try and use less water,” Yasmin added.

Nadia nodded in agreement. “It’s something we can all do for water conservation!”

Everyone clapped loudly at the end of their presentation too, and Nadia felt proud as she went back to her desk. She and Yasmin were the best team. With Yasmin’s creative skills and Nadia’s journalism, they were unstoppable.

“Those were some excellent presentations,” Ms. Johnson said once the last team wrapped up. “I’m so proud of everything that you learned and shared about climate change. I know we’re all excited about the summer vacation, but let’s not forget all we’ve learned this year during the next few months, okay?”

“Okay, Ms. Johnson,” they all called back. Nadia definitely would be more careful about how she used water after her project; she wasn’t just saying it because she wanted to have the best project out of everyone.

“Now that you’re all expert researchers, I have an exciting update for those of you who want to keep reporting on important issues. Next year, you’re all going to be fourth graders. That means you’ll be more mature, and you’ll have more responsibilities. One of those responsibilities is the school newspaper.”

Nadia felt her heartbeat pick up with excitement. She had been looking forward to fourth grade for this exact reason: It was fourth and fifth graders who put the school newspaper together, and Nadia had always dreamed of working on it. One day, she was going to work for a big newspaper, but for now she had to get started with the Sweetside Elementary School Newspaper.

She shared an excited look with Yasmin, who had wanted to work on the art section for forever. If Yasmin and Nadia were both accepted into the school newspaper, they could be working side by side next year!

“This year the school newspaper is looking for writers, editors, and artists, as well as an editor in chief. After the summer, you can each submit your work to me and Mr. McGrane, and we’ll review everyone’s work and select the people we think are right for the jobs. I hope you’re all up for the challenge,” Ms. Johnson said.

Nadia’s eyes widened. She couldn’t believe it—they were looking for an editor in chief! Nadia had thought that maybe she could be one of writers for the newspaper next year, covering the stories of school picture day or investigating why Mrs. Waldroop always wore a scarf to school, even when it was hot. She had never imagined becoming the editor in chief, but maybe this was her chance.

All she had to do was come up with the perfect news story.




CHAPTER 2

Nadia Prepares for Her Greatest Adventure Yet

As Nadia and Yasmin walked from school that day, they couldn’t stop talking about the newspaper.

“You’re going to be just like Millie Davies next year!” Yasmin said. Millie was the current editor in chief of the school newspaper, and Nadia and Yasmin were obsessed with her. She was the coolest fifth grader that Nadia had ever met (maybe even one of the coolest people she had ever met). She was always nice to Nadia and Yasmin even though she was way older than they were.

Millie had been the person to start the Interview with a Teacher section in their school newspaper last year so that every edition of the paper now featured a brand-new interview with one of the teachers from Sweetside Elementary. Nadia only dreamed of doing something amazing and creative just like Millie!

“If I want to be like Millie, I have to come up with a really good article to submit!” Nadia said. She wished more than ever that she was staying home this summer. Then, she and Yasmin would have all the time in the world to brainstorm together and come up with the best newspaper article ever!

Yasmin scrunched up her eyebrows like she always did when she was deep in thought. Nadia was excited—maybe Yasmin would already have an idea for it.

“You could write all about the things you see in Bangladesh!” Yasmin said excitedly. “Nobody will expect an article about Bangladesh. Most of them don’t know anything about it!”

Nadia’s heart sank at the suggestion. She barely knew anything about Bangladesh. She didn’t want to spend the summer there and write about it. She was sure that nobody would be interested, especially since nobody even knew where Bangladesh was!

“I don’t know,” Nadia said. “Maybe I could talk to Khalamoni and ask for her advice.”

Nadia called her aunt, Ammu’s younger sister, Khalamoni. Khalamoni worked for a big national newspaper and wrote about all kinds of things. Khalamoni was Nadia’s inspiration for being a journalist. She always shared stories of her research, interviews, and writing with Nadia. Now, Nadia finally had the chance to do her own research, her own interviews, and her own writing. She had to take it seriously, and she knew that Khalamoni would help her figure out exactly what she needed to do.

“That’s a good idea!” Yasmin said. She had only met Khalamoni once, a few months ago, when Khalamoni had been working on a story nearby. Yasmin and her parents had come over for dinner, like they sometimes did, and Khalamoni had told everyone about a feature she was writing about a couple in town who had decided to get married at the age of one hundred! Nadia couldn’t believe it. She was only eight years old, so she couldn’t imagine being one hundred!

“You could ask her about the Bangladesh idea,” Yasmin added.

Nadia nodded, though she still wasn’t sure she liked that idea. “Or I could also ask her about writing about my first Ramadan,” Nadia said, the idea suddenly appearing in her mind like a light switch being turned on. “How we have to fast from dawn to dusk, the foods that we eat at sehri and iftar, even those surahs I hear Ammu and Abbu say before they break their fast!”

Yasmin nodded her head fast, like she couldn’t agree with Nadia more. “Maybe you could even include some things about Ramadan for Nigerians. Like the foods that we eat.”

Nadia liked that idea a lot. The job of a journalist was more than just reporting on one experience. She could already imagine Khalamoni’s eyes lighting up when she told her about this idea. But she wondered if it would be enough for her to get the editor in chief position.

“What are you going to submit to the newspaper?” Nadia asked Yasmin. Yasmin might not want to be editor in chief, but Nadia knew she would blow the teachers away with her amazing art!

“Hmm, I’m not sure,” Yasmin said, looking thoughtful. “I want to make something special to submit. Maybe I can draw something to do with my summer too, even if it won’t be as exciting as yours.”

Nadia wasn’t so sure how exciting her summer was going to be, but she nodded in agreement just the same.

Suddenly, Adam pushed in between Nadia and Yasmin, like the annoying brother he often was. “What are you two talking about?”

“Nadia and I are both going to work for the school newspaper next year! And Nadia is going to be the new editor in chief!” Yasmin declared proudly.

“If Ms. Johnson and Mr. McGrane like the story I submit at the start of school next year,” Nadia said. She didn’t want to be too confident about her story before she’d even come up with the idea. And definitely not before she spoke to Khalamoni. She was afraid she would jinx the whole thing.

“You’re going to be doing work during the summer vacation?” Adam asked, wrinkling his nose up. “What about Ramadan? And playing video games together?”

“You don’t even know that Nanu’s house has any video games to play,” Nadia pointed out.

“Don’t your cousins live with your grandmother?” Yasmin asked. “I bet they have games, if they’re anything like your family.”

Nadia wasn’t sure. She knew that the Islams loved games, whether it was video games, board games, or anything else. Nadia and Adam had game nights every month with Abbu and Ammu, where they would play Snakes and Ladders, or Mario Kart, or even Pictionary. Abbu and Ammu loved games and competition just as much as Adam and Nadia. Sometimes Yasmin and her family even joined them on their game nights, though they weren’t as competitive as Nadia’s family. Yasmin’s parents liked spending game night talking about politics and trading Bengali and Nigerian recipes more than they liked playing games!

“I’m going to ask Ammu if I can bring our Nintendo to Bangladesh,” Adam said in a worried voice. Adam had never gone a whole summer without playing Mario Kart. Nadia hoped their family in Bangladesh also liked games. Otherwise, who would they even play Mario Kart with?

Nadia and Adam waved goodbye to Yasmin at the crossroads near their house before walking the rest of the way home. Nadia couldn’t believe that it was almost the end of the school year, and Ramadan was just around the corner.

The house was chaos when Nadia and Adam opened the front door. There was a big suitcase open right in front of the entrance, with half of it filled with candy! Big bars of chocolate and bags full of Nadia’s favorite sweets. But there was also a bunch of clothes strewn on top of the half-packed suitcase, like someone had forgotten them there. Abbu was on the phone, having a loud conversation in Bangla, while Ammu walked toward Nadia armed with a stack of clothes so high that Nadia could only make out the top of her head.

“Nadia! Adam!” Ammu said, peeking out from behind her stack of clothes. “How was school? Were you two okay walking home?”

“Yes,” Nadia and Adam said in unison, sharing a worried look between them.

When Ammu said they had to pack for Bangladesh this week, Nadia hadn’t expected so much messiness. She wanted to tell Ammu about how Ms. Johnson had said they were looking for an editor in chief for the school newspaper. And how Nadia was going to write something to get the job. She was going to ask about calling Khalamoni so Nadia could brainstorm ideas with her. But seeing all the chaos, she wasn’t sure if it was the right time.

“School was okay. Ms. Johnson loved our presentation about water conservation,” Nadia added.

“I’m glad!” Ammu said. “I know you and Yasmin worked very hard on that project.”

“And Ms. Marsh asked us all to write short stories about our dream summer vacation. We had to use a lot of descriptive language,” Adam said.

“I hope you wrote all about Bangladesh,” Ammu said.

Adam nodded, but Nadia knew he wasn’t telling the truth. He had his arms crossed behind his back, like he always did when he lied.

If Nadia’s Khalamoni were here, she would have asked Adam a few more questions, to get to the bottom of Adam’s short story. A journalist always questioned everything, according to Khalamoni. They even questioned people’s questions sometimes.

“What did you write about Bangladesh?” Nadia asked, turning to Adam with her hands on her hips.

“Um, about … mangoes,” Adam said, nodding. “I love mangoes and in my short story I was eating all the delicious Bangladeshi mangoes.”

Nadia had to admit, that was a pretty good lie.

“The mangoes in Bangladesh are the best mangoes in the world,” Ammu said. She had a faraway look in her eyes, like she could see Bangladeshi mango trees somewhere in the distance.

According to Yasmin, Nigerian mangoes were the best in the world. Nadia wasn’t sure who was being factual about it: Yasmin or Ammu. She had a feeling it was neither.

“Exactly, and that’s why it’s my dream summer vacation,” Adam said triumphantly.

“Well, soon it’ll be your real summer vacation,” Ammu said, finally plopping down her stack of clothes into the open suitcase. “I put suitcases in both of your rooms. Do you think you can start packing?”

“Yes!” Adam said. He ran into the sitting room, grabbed the Nintendo, and disappeared into his bedroom.

Ammu shook her head. “I’ll have to take that Nintendo out of his suitcase later.”

“Why are you bringing so much candy?” Nadia asked, inspecting all the packets in between Ammu’s clothes.

“They don’t have these in Bangladesh,” Ammu said, picking up one of the bags filled with a variety of Nadia’s favorite candy. “I thought your cousins might like them. And your Khalamoni asked me to buy some extra on her behalf since she can’t go shopping before the flight.”

“Khalamoni is coming to Bangladesh too?” Nadia asked. She could feel a seed of excitement in her stomach. It was the first time she’d felt excited about this trip since Ammu and
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