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  Chapter 1


Sayeed Umayr breathed in the salty air of East London marshes, and stepped across the comforting astro turf stretching out in nearly every direction he could see. Smells of heavy oak lingered in the air, from gargantuan trees flanking the football pitch in all directions like bystanders. And as he galloped into a sprint, that salty yet oaky air blew past him.  
But his teammate’s pass was overshot. Went wide. Out of bounds, ball dribbling across turf until it ran out of steam. Coach Carter shouted from the sidelines for the defence to regroup as the opponents readied for a goal kick. Whilst Sayeed turned and looked down at his muddy orange football boots with the little blades kicking into the turf during every stride. 
He breathed in again, conserving energy for now, and glanced up at the sky. He made a silent prayer, just like Imam Anhar had always told him to at evening maktab.
Make dua for everything in life, Sayeed. Even for the tiniest, littlest things in the world. Because nothing is too small for Allah to grant. And no wish of yours deserves your ignorance. 
Sayeed made dua that, under the grey expanse of shifting clouds and a hidden white sun covering the London skies, he would get the winning goal in his primary school’s final football match of the season before the summer hols. 
In the Newham Cup Final itself. 
Against the best school in the area—Plaistow Yard Primary. 
The game was tied at a deadlock—one a piece. Plaistow had banged in a screamer in the first half from twenty yards out. Straight top bins, rippling the white-turned-grey net, and even Sayeed couldn’t stop himself from admiring the strike.
A true striker’s strike, that had been. A blinder, for sure. But Sayeed’s school—East London Academy—weren’t about to back down. It took a dogged mentality to reach the final, and that mentality didn’t dwindle because of a little setback.
The next goal had been Sayeed’s. Run down the wing with the wind his companion. Receive the ball. Touch nicely down onto the grass with the ball spinning on its axis. Slow for half a second to fool the defender, before bursting into a sprint. The white shirts of Plaistow Yard had blurred before him—because Sayeed, a striker, had only one thing in his mind.
He’d sent that defender to the shops with a left-leaning shimmy and shifted his way into the box, before chipping it over the outcoming keeper for the equaliser. It was a solo goal of dreams—legendary for any eleven-year-old to score in a cup final. 
Yet, when he tried to celebrate, his eyes kept rebounding to the spectator’s stands. 
Searching for people that were supposed to be there, but weren’t. Searching for people that had promised to be there, promised Sayeed whilst looking him in the eye. And then they had broken that promise, shattered that promise. 
But Sayeed couldn’t think about that now. Not with the goal kick just taken and the game in full swing again. And Sayeed, circling Plaistow’s defensive line amongst that salty air filling his lungs and settling on his tongue, smelt victory.
Smelt it like an apex predator sniffing its prey. 
And that chance arrived moments later.
Sam, one of the star midfielders on the team, managed to shrug off the other defensive midfielder belonging to Plaistow. Ball at his feet, Sam motioned for Tyler, Sayeed’s fellow striker, to take a looping run left. 
But that run wasn’t meant for Tyler’s benefit. No, that run was so the defender on that side shifted out of position. And with tired legs at the end of a hard-fought match, that defender would struggle to return to the defensive line.
The open space left as Tyler drew the defender away—Sayeed pounced on it like a plate of rice with Nani’s signature goru gus after starving for days. 
And boy did goru gus—beef curry—smell amazing. 
Breath releasing in pants, and with his tired bones more mechanical than human, Sayeed rushed into the space left behind. Shouted for the ball to be played, screamed like his life depended on it. And Sam, ever the one to trust for a perfect pass, absolutely delivered. 
Slinked a ball across the turf like a stone being skimmed. The ball skittered across to where Sayeed ran, a sumptuous through ball, and Sayeed instantly brought it under control. Right onto his orange boots that looked like they were on fire. 
A defender closed in from his right, their white shirt telling Sayeed that attacking brought no benefit. That he should just give up and surrender, because exhaustion wouldn’t let him run forwards and score. 
But Sayeed buckled his mind into determination and stormed forwards. Oak smell bashing into him with every stride, whilst his boots felt slippery on the grass and his eyes honed in on the keeper. 
A keeper rushing out fast. 
But Sayeed’s decision making was quicker.
Instead of chipping the goalkeeper as with the first goal, he faked a shot to the far corner. The goalkeeper, and the defender, fell for it. The defender diving in whilst the goalkeeper dove to the right. 
Allowing Sayeed to swerve past on the left. 
And all that met him was an empty net. Not as white as it had been when East London Marshes had been newly built, but still glowing. Like it wanted Sayeed to score as much as he did. 
And Sayeed did just that—slamming the ball into the net so hard it was a miracle the thing didn’t rip apart. And his teammates surrounded him, a blur of black shirts, and they celebrated the win together moments later when the ref blew his whistle. 
That elation soared through Sayeed, like his heart was in a hot air balloon, feeling warm and flying higher and higher. Like he truly, finally, belonged somewhere. Even Coach Carter gave him a pat on the back and congratulated him on the goal. 
“Parents should be well proud o’ that,” Coach said with the widest smile Sayeed had ever seen. “Me own son’s only four now—God I wish he plays like you when he’s older.”
Sayeed brimmed at the praise, and glowed when he got the trophy from Sam, the team’s captain, and hoisted it in the air whilst everyone from the stands cheered. 
But, whilst the heavy trophy weighed his arms down, a heavier sensation sank into his chest. His eyes scanned the stands, where parents and siblings and uncles all shouted and screamed whilst clapping. 
Yet the people he wished for weren’t there. 
Not even for a second.






  
  Chapter 2


Sayeed was supposed to wait for his parents to pick him up, but after the match ended with them not turning up, he just stuffed his medal in his backpack and didn’t care anymore. It would take twenty minutes to head home from East London Marshes by walking, and he knew the exact route, so he was happy to take the trek after lying to Coach and saying his house was only a few minutes away. 
His body was raked in tiredness, especially after a long and hard fought game. And the high emotions of the day seemed to fall now, dragging him lower and lower with them. That had happened a lot over his life, and it wasn’t something he could change. 
He sighed and crossed the road along the zebra crossing, just like the old teachers in year two had taught him. Look both ways, make sure it’s clear, then tread calmly and carefully and always wait for the green man at a pedestrian crossing.
Too bad for them—Sayeed was smart, so he sometimes crossed willy nilly even when the red man blared at him like a warning siren. 
He grabbed his phone and scrolled to the playlist of surahs from the Qur’an that he’d downloaded. Then plugged his headphones in and began listening to the soothing recitation. A calm entered his bones as the wind of the afternoon eased into a soft breeze, and it felt like the streets of east, usually a dull grey, began glowing brighter. 
It was strange, that. Finding peace in something that you didn’t even understand the meaning of. But Imam Anhar explained that—
Allah is the source of everything—all your emotions and feelings were created by Him. So if there’s any peace to be found, would it not be in the words of the One who created peace?
Sayeed believed it, he was Muslim after all. But still, it felt like while his mind believed it, his actions didn’t, and that made little sense to him. Then again, lots in life made little sense. Like why his parents hadn’t turned up to the cup final despite promising, whilst looking him directly in the eye, that they would.
Sayeed sighed again. A full body sigh. Not one of those little ones. All whilst his mind replayed that conversation like a camera had been recording it the entire time. 
“You’ll come to the match?” Sayeed had asked, eyes wide and hopeful, whilst they all stood in the hallway getting ready to go to Nana and Nani’s house. Mum and Dad hadn’t come to a match in years, and this was the cup final. If there was any time, and any place, for Sayeed to impress, it was now. 
“Of course,” Dad had said, before ruffling Sayeed’s hair and looking him in the eye. “We promise to come. After all, why wouldn’t we, eh?”
Mum had agreed with the promise, nodding her head whilst wiping the face of Sayeed’s younger brother Kawthar, who was eight years old. 
So much for promises, that sarcastic voice in Sayeed’s mind said, and he paused that memory before flicking it over to the recycling bin of his thoughts and clearing that bin ASAP. No need to think about those kinds of things, not when he had a summer holiday to look forward to. Even if it was a bittersweet holiday, because in less than a couple of months, he’d head off to secondary school with only a few of his primary friends. 
And in secondary, the competition to make the football team was way, way worse. 
Sayeed had to practice his skills this holiday, and practice hard. Every day, in the garden, sharpening the saw as Imam Anhar sometimes said. 
Smells of pastry wafted over from the local bakery as Sayeed turned onto the bustling high street, and it was as if the recitation caressing his eardrums made the scent that much sweeter. He wished he could get something—maybe a croissant with vanilla stuffing inside—and gulp it down in about three bites. Then a chocolate milkshake on top, with marshmallows and a dollop of ice cream, just to round out the flavours. 
But he had no money on him, not at all. He’d left it all at home, thinking that if Mum and Dad had picked him up, had come to the game, then they could’ve celebrated the win with some food. But they—
“Sayeed bhai,” he heard from behind him, words spoken in Bangla, a language he just about managed to understand and speak. “What are you doing here all alone?”
The voice, low amongst the Surah Baqarah recitation soothing his ears, caused that bakery’s vanilla sweetness to erupt all over his body. Like volcanoes of happiness overflowed everywhere, and he turned as quickly as he could whilst pulling his headphones off. 
Because that voice belonged to Nani, who was Sayeed’s mum’s mother, with Nana standing tall beside her with his long, grey, flowing beard. 
And Nani and Nana—well, they were just plain awesome. Like, super-duper awesome.
See, most Bengali friends that Sayeed had said their grandparents were old and cranky, like something out of a fairytale movie. They didn’t speak much, and when they did it was just quick instructions or to scold them about one thing or another. They were about as rigid as the wrinkles along their skin. 
“Heads in the past,” one of Sayeed’s friends once said. “Like they can’t see anything after they came here. Like everything is about back home.”
Sayeed could understand the perspective, because his dad’s mother and father were like that whenever they visited, which wasn’t much.
But Nani and Nana were different, in every way. They actually took Sayeed and Kawthar places, and had this cool black-with-white-spots cat named Coco too—though, due to old age, they had to give Coco up for adoption a few years ago. And Nani let Sayeed choose her outfits sometimes when she went out, spreading out the hijabs and burkhas and letting him coordinate the colours, and Nana often came to Sayeed’s football matches and treated him to a snack afterwards. 
Except this time—
“Why didn’t you say you were having a match today?” Nana asked as they led him inside the bakery without even a second thought. “I would’ve loved to see you play.”
And that was why Sayeed loved Nani and Nana. They didn’t expect him to do anything, they didn’t hold anything over his head, they didn’t make promises they wouldn’t keep like Mum and Dad. They just listened to him, and were actually interested in him, and Sayeed loved them for it. 
In other words, they were awesome. 
Sayeed told them, whilst sitting with a brilliant chocolate milkshake and a sweet vanilla croissant, about the promise that Mum and Dad had made, and how they hadn’t turned up to the game. And all the while, that vein along Nana’s hairline, the one just above the three stress lines on his forehead, throbbed. 
But Nani rested a hand on his arm, and he managed to calm down. 
“Kawthar bhai was at the library today, wasn’t he?” Nani whispered in rapid Bangla, but Sayeed managed to catch it. 
Nana nodded, quickly, then they both turned to Sayeed as if nothing had happened. 
“Would you like us to talk to them about it?” Nana asked.
Sayeed bit into the croissant again and shrugged his shoulders. “Doesn’t matter to me.”
But he knew it was a lie. And he knew that they knew it was a lie.
And the truth bit into Sayeed’s stomach like he was a tasty vanilla croissant. A part of Sayeed, deep inside, yearned to see his mum and dad in those stands, just once. A part of him wished to score a screamer and watch them raise their hands and shout and cheer like everyone else’s parents did. 
But instead they’d abandoned him at the game alone, and gone to the library because Kawthar probably had another reading session there. Sayeed’s brother attended a class there on weekends where kids would practice reading in a group with their parents around them.
But Sayeed had the cup final of all matches. Couldn’t they turn up at least this time around?
He sighed, picked at his croissant, took a sip of the milkshake. But the sweetness of it all had vanished, like trying to catch air with your fingers. 
“Why don’t you let Nani treat you to a cup of tea at our house?” Nani suggested, smiling at him widely. She wore a dark-red hijab today, with a black abaya below it. The same outfit that, a couple of months earlier, Sayeed had picked out for her.
“And we can watch the evening match on the TV,” Nana said. “I think United has a good chance of winning today.”
Nana was never interested in football. But after Sayeed started playing, and with Nana spectating the matches, they decided to watch a game together one weekend. And from that fateful Sunday, Nana was officially hooked to the Premier League. 
“No way,” Sayeed said with a laugh. “West Ham is winning, defo. I support them so they’re the best of the best.”
“We shall have to see,” Nana said. 
Sayeed, with a rejuvenated mood, slurped the rest of the milkshake’s chocolatey goodness and wolfed down the croissant. The lights of the bakery were bright, a vibrant cream shade, glowing like the net had before Sayeed scored the winning goal, glowing like the gold medal currently stuffed into his bag.
But the lights in Nana and Nani’s eyes—they were brighter than everything else. 
Nana and Nani finished their cups of tea and set them down before they all stood up together. 
“British tea and a football game,” Nani said with an amused smile. “It is almost as if we have turned English, no?”
Nana and Sayeed laughed as they exited the bakery together and entered the high street once more, leaving the warm atmosphere behind them. But as much as Sayeed wished he could smile and laugh like everyone else, that thought still lingered in his mind. 
Because the mind didn’t have a recycling bin, and you couldn’t just erase memories completely. Whilst walking with Nana and Nani to their house nearby, that scene kept replaying in Sayeed’s brain. 
The scene of him holding the bright silver trophy, high to the white sky, whilst gazing at the spectators cheering before him. Parents who had promised to turn up, and who had fulfilled those promises to their children.
Parents of every kid who’d played in that cup final.
All except Sayeed’s.






  
  Chapter 3


After Sayeed had prayed  asr at Nana’s house and they’d sat down to watch the game between United and West Ham, the doorbell rang loud and clear like a fire drill at school. And Sayeed’s mind went to the worst scenario of them all—that Mum and Dad had come to drag him home. 
Well, he wasn’t wrong as such. They had come to take him home again, but Nani convinced them to stay and watch the match together, then head home after praying maghrib. Thankfully, Sayeed’s dad agreed, but a smouldering atmosphere overtook the living room in which they all sat. Sayeed’s mum, dad, and a bouncing-with-happiness Kawthar sat on one light blue sofa, with Sayeed, Nana, and Nani on the other dark grey one. 
Despite the tense air they breathed and the lingering awkwardness, Sayeed’s eyes roamed the living room in which he sat. Because this room was plain awesome. 
Nana and Nani’s living room was like a blast from the past—but in all the good ways, and none of the bad. On one side stood a showcase filled with all sorts of trinkets Nana and Nani had collected over their lives. Some of them were pictures of their time in Bangladesh, with Sayeed featuring in a few of those images when his family visited a few years ago. 
Sayeed loved the country, and the way the air smelt fresh in the morning, and the lovely greenery in every direction that East London just didn’t have, and the way the water rose above the plants before lowering as the days went on. 
Also, there were lots of cows around, even just walking on the roads sometimes, and they gave Sayeed funny looks and loud moos that made him laugh to no end. 
Aside from framed images, most of Sayeed’s medals and trophies from school were stored in that showcase, proudly gleaming in the circles of light filtering in through an open window. He’d won a school sports day back in year four, another football competition last year that Nana had attended, and a school science project where he’d created a volcano that exploded once you put mentos inside the fizzy drink. 
Something that kids definitely shouldn’t try at home—but Sayeed had enjoyed those science lessons alongside his friends. 
Friends that he likely wouldn’t see, come September.
A tea table with betelnut and a leaf Nani called fan sat in the centre of the room, whilst the old-style TV glowed green from the football match they were all watching. Commentary filled the otherwise silent air, but Sayeed couldn’t concentrate on what they were saying. Usually, the carpet was soft and comfy, like the sofas—but Sayeed knew he was in trouble with his parents for leaving the match on his own, so every inch of fabric felt like it was poking into his skin. 
“You look worried about something,” Nana whispered in Sayeed’s ear whilst they watched the match. “Anything you want to tell me about?”
But Sayeed just shook his head. Telling Nana wouldn’t change anything anyway. The cup final was over, and Imam Anhar often said that—
There is no way that time can reverse itself. So if you want to do something or make a change, make sure you do it now. Because now, this very second, is a time that you can never recapture.
The game was over, Sayeed’s family hadn’t attended, they didn’t watch him score the winning goal, didn’t cheer when he raised the trophy to the heavens, didn’t keep the promise they’d made whilst looking him directly in the eye. Him asking Nana for advice or telling him about things wouldn’t suddenly make the game come back, would it? Wouldn’t suddenly change his parents’ actions, would it?
So Sayeed shook his head again, all whilst pretending he didn’t notice the concerned looks Nana and Nani gave each other. 
After the game finished (United sadly won two-one), and after the teacups and plate of betelnut and fan had been put away, Nani asked to speak with both of Sayeed’s parents. Nana joined them too, and they slinked away to the hallway beside the living room whilst Sayeed was left alone with Kawthar.
The living room was quiet and silent for a second—but with Kawthar around, that silence never lasted long.
“Bhaiya,” Kawthar called, standing in front of Sayeed and raising his hands in the air like he could capture the wind. “I read a big book today—like this big.” He stretched those hands as far as his little body could, and the smile he gave almost made Sayeed grin. Almost.
“That’s like a thousand pages, isn’t it?” Sayeed said. “What about trying a book this big next time?” Sayeed then stretched his own arms wide, and since he was more grown than Kawthar, who was undersized for an eight-year-old and looked more like six, Sayeed’s arms spread further.
“Not fair, Bhaiya. Your hands are bigger than my hands.”
Sayeed just ruffled his brother’s soft hair. “You’ll get here someday, little guy.” That was what Sayeed’s dad often called Kawthar—a term of endearment he’d never called Sayeed ever in his life. 
His parents might have ignored his football games, but he couldn’t blame Kawthar for that, no matter how much he wanted to. No matter how much he wished someone would finally take the blame for ignoring him, even if it was his eight-year-old innocent brother.
“And then Amma and Abba came and watched me!” Kawthar announced. “And after I finished, they said they were proud of me, Bhaiya. Are you proud of me too?”
Sayeed didn’t know what it was, but something inside him just snapped at hearing how his mum and dad doted over Kawthar in a way Sayeed had never experienced. “No, I’m not proud of you and I don’t care about your dumb reading at the library. Just leave me alone.”
Sayeed shouldn’t have said it. But he just couldn’t stop himself.
Tears welled in Kawthar’s eyes, and his bottom lip trembled. The telltale signs that he was about to—
“Amma,” Kawthar called whilst tears dropped down his face. “Amma, Bhaiya said I’m dumb. He called me a bad word.” Kawthar then whipped around to Sayeed so fast the little boy nearly fell over. “I hate you Bhaiya. I hate you.”
Without another second passing, the door burst open and Sayeed’s mum rushed in and grabbed Kawthar and hugged him to her chest. Sayeed’s dad rounded on him, a glare in his eyes. A glare Sayeed had seen before. 
“What did you do to him?” Sayeed’s dad said. 
“Nothing,” Sayeed protested, getting up from the sofa now. “I just called his library reading dumb. Because it is.”
“Who told you to say that?” Sayeed’s mum said. “He’s your little brother, you’re not allowed to insult him like that. You should care for him and be a good brother, but instead you’re hurting him.”
“And you should be a good mum, but instead you’re hurting me!” Sayeed screamed, like a volcano inside him had burst the words out, with his mum’s expectations acting as the mentos and igniting that fizz inside his stomach.
Silence pervaded the living room for a few seconds, with his mum’s eyes wider than saucers and his dad’s face morphing into one of shock and anger. Even Nana and Nani looked like they couldn’t believe what he’d said. 
And all of a sudden, a cramped feeling entered Sayeed’s chest, and he felt like the entire world was against him, felt like everything wanted to squeeze his mind until he didn’t have a brain left. 
But Sayeed didn’t want to deal with all of that, so he legged it to the door despite his exhausted legs. Swung it open and ignored the crack, and with as loud steps as he could, stomped up the shaking stairs and entered Nana and Nani’s room, before jumping to reach the lock and bolting himself inside.
A part of him wished he could stay here, alone, forever.






  
  Chapter 4


It was fifteen minutes later—Sayeed knew from the clock slowly ticking in Nani and Nana’s room—that finally a knock sounded on the door. Only twice, though. A soft knock, one that was as hollow as Sayeed wished his mind could be. 
“Sayeed Bhai,” a voice said, Nani’s voice, through the hinge of the door. “Are you okay with coming out now?”
“No,” Sayeed said, standing a few feet away from the door. Despite being in his grandparents’ room and having had some time to think by himself, that anger still burned inside him. He’d already erupted at his parents, but volcanoes didn’t only erupt once. They could fire out hot lava again, and again, and again. “I don’t want to!”
“That’s fine,” said Nani, voice just as soft. Because she wasn’t like Sayeed’s mum or dad, who were constantly on fuses just waiting to be lit. “Then is it okay if I come in? I thought that we could pick out an outfit together like we always do.”
Sayeed paused for a moment, and let the cool air of the room wash over him. Unlike in the living room, the carpet comforted his feet. He stopped pacing the room out of jumbled nerves, then said, “Okay,” then jumped and undid the lock, then stepped back as the door opened. 
For a moment, the thought entered his mind that Nani had tricked him somehow, and that his entire family was about to burst into the room and start the second half of shouting and screaming. And this time, Sayeed would be trapped with no way out. 
But Nani would never lie to him, would never attempt to trick him, and this time she hadn’t. She entered the room alone, as Sayeed had expected, then closed it behind her. With a click, the world descended into a nice quiet again, though Sayeed could hear muffled voices downstairs discussing something.
“I’m not going to say sorry,” Sayeed said, spine straight and hands by his side. Head held high, like he was the captain of his primary school football squad. On not apologising, he was as adamant as could be. “No way. Not when they missed the cup final.”
“And I, for one, shall not make excuses for them,” Nani said. She led Sayeed over to her wardrobe, and opened it up. Clothes, stacked high and wide, nearly spilled out on top of them. Nani was a classic hoarder, at least when it came to clothes. Though she always claimed it was Nana buying her extras that she didn’t need. 
“Now, maghrib is soon,” Nani said, “and I shall need to pray. Which clothes do you believe I should wear?”
Sayeed grinned and hopped over to where Nani stood. They pulled out different scarves and burkhas and even a niqab that Nani used to wear but hadn’t in over ten years. They spread the clothes out on Nani and Nana’s double bed, neatly made of course, before shuffling through the thought process of what to pick. 
“You wore a red scarf and black before,” Sayeed said. “When we were at the bakery.”
“Yes, and I believed it was very nice, you know.”
“Have you ever wore this purple one?” Sayeed asked, hand flicking over to a scarf whose material felt more ridged than most smooth hijab fabrics. Like rubbing your hand against pure grass instead of the astro turf normally put in gardens. 
Sayeed raised it, and it smelt of Nani’s signature smell. He didn’t know what the smell’s name was, just that it smelt like a beautiful green flower with a flat top he’d discovered in Bangladesh. That flower was absolutely everywhere, hidden by water during the late summer before revealing itself as autumn’s announcements arrived. 
“Purple is the colour of your football team, is it not?” Nani said. “What was the name, ya Allah? Ham…but ham is a type of meat?”
Sayeed laughed, taking the purple scarf and placing it to one side—the signal that he’d officially chosen it. “No, the team’s name is West Ham. And yeah, ham is from pigs I think, so we can’t eat it.”
“Naudhubillah,” Nani said, her nose scrunching as she made a face that sent them both into giggles. “United is called devils, your Nana told me, and now another team is named after pig meat. Football is very strange, I imagine.”
Picking the abaya wasn’t hard—most of Nani’s were straight black. Some with little sequins on the sides and front that sparkled in the pre-maghrib, orangey light coming from outside. Others were of different shades, mostly darker shades like navy-blue and dark red. 
“I like this one,” Sayeed said, hand shifting to a dark grey abaya and pulling it out of the bunch. It matched the sofa downstairs very closely. The combination of a dark grey abaya and purple ridged scarf did look a little strange, but Nani made no complaints and neatly folded them both. They cleaned up the other clothes spread out on the bed, before Nani turned to Sayeed. 
“I do not expect you to apologise to your parents,” Nani said, voice turning soft yet serious. “Because they should not break promises unless it is a very serious situation. But Kawthar is my grandson that I love just like you. And he did nothing wrong for you to call him that. Just like you did nothing wrong for your parents to break their promise.”
Sayeed sighed. He and Nani were sitting on the bed now, letting the duvet comfort them. Sayeed leaned back until his back hit the mattress, and he placed his arms by his side as though he’d just finished a football match and had collapsed from happy exhaustion. 
“Fine,” he said, because deep down he knew Kawthar didn’t deserve to be called dumb. He was only eight, and just wanted to share his happiness with Sayeed, even if it was a little annoying at times. “I’ll say sorry to him, but not to Mum and Dad, okay. I’ll only say sorry to them if they say sorry first.”
“I’m proud of you,” Nani said, ruffling his hair from the side. “You do not need to apologise for this, but leaving on your own is dangerous, okay, especially in these parts. You have your Nana’s number—if you are alone, give him a phone call, okay.”
Sayeed gave a nod, which felt weird since he was lying down. He didn’t live under a rock, so he knew what crimes took place in East London on a daily basis. And robbers weren’t exactly the best of people towards children they didn’t know walking alone. 
“And there is a surprise for you, too, that your Nana is speaking about now with your parents.”
Now, that perked Sayeed’s curiosity. If Nana and Nani were planning a surprise, he knew it would be well cool. Since they were awesome.
“How would you like to see a sister of yours?” Nani asked.
Now, that really perked Sayeed’s interest. He had a sister—since when? All he knew was Kawthar and his parents. Another family member couldn’t just pop out of the blue, right?
Unless Nani meant that Sayeed’s mum was having another baby—
“A sister where?” Sayeed asked, because the thought of his
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