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This is the fourth instalment
in a fiction series about a

family navigating the woes of

immigrant life. It is the story
of a father who suffers from
psychotic breakdowns and a
woman navigating different
identities—that of a wife, a
mother, a woman who wants to
be set free, who wants to know
what it is like to hold liberty

in the palm of her hand. It is a
story of magic and ghosts and
of a village by the hills. And a
story of a young woman who

is gifted with an unwanted
family heirloom that threatens
her sanity—yet she chooses to
carry it with her, allowing it to
flourish, till it consumes her too.

In this edition, caught up in
the whirlwind of leaving home,
a teen tries to navigate life in
Bangladesh after growing up
abroad, tackling loneliness and
fear, trying to learn her mother
tongue and always, always
planning her next big escape.
Will she succeed or will she
forever be caught up?
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The packing began months ahead of time,
even before they had officially decided to
move, even before tickets were purchased,
even before the children could talk to
their school and tell their friends that
they were leaving home yet again. Much
like how the family had once moved
from their home to the Middle East, the
decision to move back to Bangladesh also
came quickly and abruptly. There was not
much family discussion around the great
move.

Nauroze heard her parents discuss
over dinner one night, after her father
had returned to the Middle East, from a
vacation. It was that very vacation that
had changed the course of their lives.
Nauroze's father had fallen sick during
that trip to Bangladesh and things had
refused to revert back to normal after
that.

Her father, Shafiq, had not fully
recovered and refused to have his
medicines on most days. It was difficult
for a man like him to even admit he
had a mental health problem and
would require medication to manage
the condition all throughout his life.

His business was failing and there were
rumours of another Gulf War, making
him more and more restless.

The life that they had built so
painstakingly in this foreign country
needed to come to an end because Shafiq
was finding it increasingly hard to keep
up with it.

On a Saturday night as everyone sat
for dinner, Shafiq brought up the big
question, “Don’t you think we should go
back home? It would be good for all of
us.”

UPROOTED YET AGAIN
Minu readily accepted the question
guised as a statement.

Nauroze and her little sister Nahla,
looked at their parents as they ate their
Lebanese bread, lamb curry cooked in
deshi style and aloo bhaji, and Nauroze
felt a tinge of excitement course through

________
|||||

ILLUSTRATION: INAN ANJUM SIBUN

her as she realised they would set sail for
Bangladesh soon. But for now, she would
be starting her senior year at school,
while Nahla would start class two. Ma
made them quickly finish their meals
before tucking them into bed.

Nauroze wanted to talk to her mother
about this move but Ma seemed to be in
a hurry.

Minu rushed back to talk to her
husband about how they could navigate
this move back home. She wondered
what would happen of the children'’s
education, where Nauroze would study.
Her daughters did not even know how to
read and write in Bangla, the medium of
education back home. But Minu was not
given any choice. Her husband’s illness
robbed them of it.

“I1 WILL BE GONE FOREVER"

For her first day of classes as a senior,
Nauroze wore her new grey skirt and
sky-blue top. She pinned her prefect
badge proudly before jumping into the
car. As usual, her father drove them to
school—past the small Indian shops, the
big supermarket, the sprawling desert,
the shuk jumma (open-air market), and
another little desertscape before she

could see the maroon gates of her school.

She looked forward to being a senior

at school. Senior school would mean
loads of new subjects and Nauroze was
especially looking forward to her History
and Civics (mostly because she liked the
word “civics”) classes.

Come civics classes, Nauroze, however
found herself drifting into her thoughts
of the big move as Miss Princey went on
and on about governance structures and
the historical significance of polo games
in present day Bengaluru.

By the end of the school day, she had
told her best friend and most of her
favourite teachers, which even included
her initially strict librarian Miss Shweta
that she would be leaving forever. It
surprised Nauroze that they were all so
worried and so full of fear for her. She
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could not understand it. Wasn’t she
returning home to her grandmother, their
big sprawling house by the hills and tea
gardens, to her cousins, especially to that
cousin, the one who could see through
the darkness?

A whole year went by in between
the announcement of leaving and their
actual flight back home. But the packing
continued, relentlessly, painstakingly.

Nauroze slowly cleared out her
bookshelf. From her tattered Tinkle and
Archie comics to her Blyton collection
to all her encyclopedias—she started to
fill out the boxes designated to her and
her little sister Nahla by Ma. The process
took longer than expected; it went on for
months in fact. Mostly because as she
packed, she would pluck out a book, lay
near the box and leaf through the pages
for hours upon hours, sometimes getting
lost in the adventures going on inside
the Malory Towers, or sometimes solving
mysteries with Poirot.

By the time their flight rolled around,
the whole house had been stripped
naked. The green walls, painted by
Shafiqg many years back, looked even
more sallow and forlorn without any
contrasting furniture to offset the
darkness. Nauroze and Nahla ran around
the empty house, from room to room,
gazing out the tinted window onto the
big main road, with the huge desert
sprawling just beyond the high-rise
apartments that had slowly filled out
their block over the years. There was not
much to do in those final days, and even
less to do on the day of their flight.

They did not have many relatives in
the foreign country. So, the goodbyes to
bid were few and with little fanfare. On
D-day, migrant workers who worked at
Shafiq’s factory arrived with two Nissan
pick-up vans to transport all of their
boxes and near about ten suitcases.
Crossing the immigration gates at the
airport, knowing they would never
return, did not bother the family one bit.
Perhaps they had not quite registered the
finality of the moment.

Nauroze definitely did not understand
the consequences of their move. And
Nahla and the little baby were too small
to even remember this life they were
leaving behind.

BANGLADESH

This return to Bangladesh was nothing
like the vacation Nauroze remembered.
Somehow the fanfare and excitement of
her last summer in the village was gone.
She was more grown up now, so much
so, that her aunts forced her to wear the
traditional salwar kameez instead of
the t-shirts and pants she was used to
wearing. They would not even let her

go play with Nahla and the other kids,
because she was a big girl now and would
attract undue attention.

All of this felt strange to Nauroze. Was
she not touched all over, in all the places
that she now has to cover with a scarf,
by a man she had never seen before and
would never see again, save that one mad
year? Still, she did not protest. She did
not have the capacity to even voice what
it was that had disturbed her about their
strange impositions.

They stayed on in the village for
another few months, before Nauroze's
parents decided it was time for her to be
sent back to school.
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