[bookmark: _GoBack]“Noor, what are you doing?”
That is my brother, Khalid, speaking. He has come into my room to annoy me. 
“Mum wants you to come and help her prepare dinner”, he says
“Can’t you see I am busy drawing? Why don’t you help her instead”.
“Hah! Don’t be silly,” he replies. He walks over to see my drawing.  “Why don’t you add some red to the flowers in the corner of the picture – they look too pale”, he tells me.
I don’t say anything. But I don’t add color either. What I want to say is “Look, this is my picture not yours – why do you think you know better than me what I want to put in it?”. But I don’t say anything because he is my brother, and even though he is younger than me, he always thinks he knows better than me. 
Khalid leaves the room. 
I go to the kitchen.
“There you are” says mum, and hands me a bowl. 
I ask her what she wants me to do, but inside I am asking her something else: ”Khalid’s just watching TV, why couldn’t he help you?” 
My Aunt comes over to eat with us. She asks Khalid what he has been studying in school. They talk about what he is doing for a while. Then she turns to me and asks “Have you been a good girl today?” 
I don’t answer her question, but I tell her about my day at school. I tell her about the science test and how well I did and how I want to be a scientist when I grow up. She smiles at me and says “you’ll change your mind. It is hard to be a scientist and a mother at the same time.”
I go to get my picture to show my aunt – I am really proud of it. When I get back the women are in one room talking and the boys are watching a game of soccer in another. I want to watch soccer too, but I go into the room where the women are. 
My aunt is talking about her work. “Women are different”, she says, “they feel things more deeply than men do, and they share their feelings with each other better than men do”. My Aunt is a social worker. I wonder if what she is saying is true. I wonder if Khalid feels emotions as strongly as I do and whether he shares his feelings with Mohammed, his best friend, the way I do with Aiya.
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