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Faris was feeling happy.

“Tomorrow I'll be seven,” he thought. “I am going to invite my
friends to my birthday party.”

When they saw him coming, his friends shouted, “Taris! Here’s
Faris!”

“He can play on our side!” said some of them.

“No, on ours!” said the others.
Although Faris was the youngest, he was the quickest and best
at passing the ball.
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“Stay and play,” urged Sami. “Yes, please stay,” said Rami.
“Id like to but maybe my mother needs me,” thought Faris.
He said to his friends, “I have just come to invite you to my
birthday party tomorrow.” “But if the party is tomorrow,” said
Ashraf, “what is the hurry?”

“I'm expected at home,” replied Faris.

Sami laughed. “Boys can stay out and play,” he said.

“Don’L tell us you have to help with the housework!” jeered
Rami. Ashraf laughed. “Only girls do housework.”
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Faris felt confused.
“Why are they laughing at me?” he wondered.
“l am going to play with my cousin Amjad,” he said. “I am
going to ask her to my party.”
His friends all laughed again.
Sami pretended to be surprised. “Do you play with girls?”
“Why shouldn’t | play with girls,” thought Faris. "I didn’t realise
that girls do things that boys don‘t do.”
Faris always helped his mother with the housework. He enjoyed

it. But his friends had given him new ideas.
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When Faris got home, he decided to behave differently.
He opened the door and called, “"Mum, where are you? I'm
hungry.”
“I'm here, in the kitlchen,” his mother replied. “Come and eat.”
Instead, Faris went into the living room. “I want to eat here!”
he shouled.

Faris had not been eating well recently so his mother did
what he asked. She put his food on a plate and brought it to

him.
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Faris ate a little then he pushed the plate away.

“Take it back to the kitchen,” he commanded.

His mother noticed how rudely he spoke.

“l am busy,” she said. “Please lake it to the kitchen yourself.”
Faris said firmly, “I won't take my plate to the kitchen. Do you
think 1 am a girl?”

His mother was surprised.

“Who told you that boys don’t take plates to the kitchen?” she
said.

“Nobody told me! | just know!” said Faris.
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Just then, Father arrived. He went straight to the kitchen.
“Greal! “Maklouba'” he said. “I'll make the salad.”

“If boys don’t do housework, why is Father making the salad?”
wondered Faris.

Father called, “Where is Faaaaris who likes to help?”

And Mother said, “lle’s coming! Give him time to wash his
hands!”

Usually, Faris enjoyed helping to prepare food but today he
was worried in case someone saw him.

Faris thought, “My father helps in the Kitchen. He is a man but
he does not seem to mind. Maybe it is all right to help in the
Kitchen.”
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Faris helped his father but all the time, he kept looking at the door.
“What if my friends see me?” he thought.
“What is the maltter, Faris?” asked Father. “Is something worrying you?”
Faris said: “Whalt if someone sees us working in the kitchen?”
Father smiled. “Is that what is bothering you?”
“N...no, | mean yes,” said Faris.
“What is wrong wilh preparing food?” asked his father.
“It’s girls” work,” mumbled Faris.
Father said jokingly, “Perhaps we need a baby girl to do the

housework for us!”
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Faris thought about this.

“What would life be like with a baby sister? Would I play with
her? Would I let her do all the housework by herself? Would |
let her play outside? It might be nice to have a sister! Things
would be different but they would be interesting.”

After they had eaten, Father said (o Faris, “Get ready. We are
going Lo visit your aunt.”

Usually, Faris loved these visits bul now he was unsure.

“I don’t want to play with girls, not even with my cousin Amjad,”
he thought.

Father noticed his son’s hesitation. “Any objection?” he said.
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When Faris and his father reached his aunt’s house, they found
Amjad and her father gardening.

Amjad called excitedly, “Faris! Come and sece! There’'s a
surprise!”

She pointed at the earth. “Do you want to plant a little apple

tree like me? You can put it next to mine.”
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Amjad helped Faris to plant his tree.

Then, they took turns watering the plants.

Although Faris was enjoying himself, he decided not to show
it.

Amjad kept asking him, “Are you enjoying yourself?”

Each time Faris replied without enthusiasm, “I suppose so.”
But when the children started to water each other, Faris forgot
all about his decision. He could not hide how happy he was.
Even his father, on the other side of the garden, could hear

him laughing.
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When Father and Faris arrived back home, they found Mother making
preparations for the birthday party.
“Thank goodness you are here! 1 need your help,” she said.
“Faris, please make the cake with me.”
“What shall | do?” asked Father.
“You are good at drawing. You can decorate the cake when it is ready.”
Faris watched his father wrile his name on the cake in chocolate icing.
“Let me help,” said Faris.

“Aren’l you afraid that someone will see you?” teased Father.

“Not any more,” laughed Faris.
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Faris thought about this.

“What would life be like with a baby
sister? Would I play with her? Would I let
her do all the housework by herself?
Would I let her play outside? It might be
nice to have a sister! Things would be
different but they would be interesting.”




