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TZeasons w‘(‘\j Mobeewn aV\d

Reewmd ave wy best Friends:

\. we' ve practically velated.
reema s Abbu is Wy A’ S,
’auw&‘»e‘s' nex+—door
vxeuﬂxbour‘s, cousin. And
Mobeew and | shave the
vespowsibility of being NUMBER
ONE Clhicken Wing Champions at
Uddin' s Fried Chicken.







For one night only, there would be no,
‘Because | said so, Mina.’ (My Ammu)

No, ‘Duro, beti!' = (my Ammu again) — which

I'm pretty sure means, ‘YOU SILLY GOOSE
LADYY in Bengali.

And no, ‘Tu manush na goru?’ which almost
sounds like a compliment, and then you find out
it means ‘Are you a human or a cow?’ (I hear this
one a lot from my big sister, Sairah AKA Affa.)

‘| really hope we get to share a room,

Mina.” Reema smiled at me as she slurped her

Cherry Ice-Blast Explosion. ‘I wrote your name

right next to mine in BIG BLACK CAPITAL
LETTERS so Miss Khan takes us EXTRA
seriously. Obviously, | told her that if she doesn't
put us together, well . . . she'd, you know . . .

regret it.’




Mobeen sniggered, glancing

quickly at me, "Yeah . . . she definitely
didn’t say that.’

‘Maybe if we both pray EXTRA hard for a room

together instead of a popcorn machine, just for

tonight, it might be enough.’

| REALLV wanted a popcorn machine.

Reema agreed and nudged me just enough to
knock Mobeen off his tightrope. ‘Okay, so
wmaybe | didn't say that exactly, but | swear | was
thinking it!" A slow smirk spread across her face as
she watched Mobeen tumble onto the road and
burst into a fit of giggles.

‘| don't even care who I'm with as long as | don't
have to share a room with Bilal the Bully . . . or his
minions," shuddered Mobeen as he got back up.

‘What if he shaves off my eyebrows?' Mobeen



| giggled, and Reema did too, but neither of
us expected Cherry Ice-Blast particles to shoot
out of her nose like torpedoes.

In less than twenty-four hours, we would be
on the trip of a lifetime. | SER'OUSLY had to
BEG Ammu and Baba to let me go, because,
if they didn’t, my life would definitely be over.
EVERYSODV who was ANVSODV was going.
It took some major work to convince them.

A whole, entire month of being on my best

behaviour in fact.

Things | had +o do:

o Cleavn my bed

o Help Ay plav
o Stop Wy \itdle brother Yusut from

L ber exotic plants

eating pavevr
o Cut Abbu's +oenails



But if | was Mobeen, | would be scared too.
Who knows what Bilal the Bully would do to him
with no grown-ups around. | don't like to make
it public knowledge, but my Ammu was friends
with Bilal's Ammu once. That was until my Ammu
accidentally said out loud that Bilal the Bully was
a shaitaan (an actual DEVIL).

We spent the rest of the walk home finalising
our essentials for our
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TOP SECRET
MIDNIGHT
FEAST
EXTRAVAGANZA

and trying to convince Mobeen that ringing 999
and demanding a SWAT team to take down the
biggest bully in the universe wasn’t one of his

best ideas.



We finally came to a stop at the top of my
street, and at first, we didn’t notice the extra car
parked in front of my driveway. It was only
because of the nose tingling curry smell radiating
from my house. It's the kind of smell that makes
your bogeys run away.

‘G‘ROSS" laughed Mobeen as he buried his
head inside his school jumper to avoid curry
contamination. ‘I didnt want to have a shower
for at least another week!”

| pinched the bridge of my nose just as
Mobeen’s giggle turned into a gag. Although, I'm
pretty sure his SMELLY armpits were the culprit,
and NOT the stink bomb hovering over us, made
up of ginger, garlic, onion and spices, secondls

away from detonating.




Uh oh.
| freeze.

My eyes land on the fly-splattered Toyota on

D

Lt ‘No stopping off at the park on the way

the driveway.

Vo b

home from school today, Auntie Salma
and the kids will be over for dinner.’

7 A

Baba'’s voice echoes in my ears. V
Shiremoor Oaks had taken up ALL of my brain

power and |I'd completely forgotten who was
waiting for me at home.

Abbas, Azeem and Abdul. My cousins, though
that's still debatable. I'm yet to see proof that
we're actually related. Abbas alone makes Bilal

the Bully look like a cuddly teddy bear.
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to the top of the street to avoid any more
curry contamination. | flung the door open . . .
| could almost taste the freedom.
Almost.
A big waft of fermented fish crawled into

my nose as | threw my school bag in the air

and lunged towards the stairs. —

Ol NO!




