Farah’s New Nephew
Farah couldn’t wait for the baby to come. The anticipation seemed to go on for ever. At last, when the baby was a whole week overdue, Farah came home from school to hear her mother talking on the phone. She looked happy but nervous.
‘Your sister Parveen has gone into hospital to have the baby,’ she told Farah solemnly. 

‘Can we go and see him soon?’ asked Farah eagerly. (She was convinced the baby was a boy.)
‘Oh, no, it still may take many hours,’ explained her Mum. ‘And Parveen will be very tired afterwards. We must pray to Allah that the birth will go smoothly.’

They all sat around nervously and no-one felt much like settling to anything. Then Father announced that he was going out.

‘Where’s Father going?’ asked Farah.

‘To tell your Uncle Asftab that the baby is on its way. Your sister and Jamil have asked if he will say the Adhan for them so he must go to the hospital and be ready. You know that the Adhan (call to prayer) must be whispered in the baby’s ear as soon as possible after birth to make sure the baby will be raised as a Muslim. The Adhan will be almost the first thing he hears. Parveen and Jamil have chosen Uncle Asftab because he is a good, wise man.’

‘What will happen after that?’ enquired Farah.

Mother smiled. ‘A little honey will be smeared on the baby’s lips to make sure he has sweetness in his life.’

Farah liked the sound of that.

The baby did not come that night and in the morning there was still no news. There was no school the next day so Farah helped her mum and they went shopping to take their minds off the waiting. As they arrived home, the phone rang: it was Jamil, sounding very excited. Farah watched her mother’s face – she was beaming and there were tears on her face. She put the phone down and hugged Farah.
‘You have a new baby nephew!’ she said happily. Farah felt a stab of excitement - to think she was an auntie!

At last, the next day, Farah was told they were going to see the baby. She had bought a little rattle for him and couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when she gave it to him.

Jamil opened the door looking a bit tired. ‘They are through there,’ he whispered once he had greeted Farah and her parents. Farah tiptoed ahead and saw her sister sitting holding a tiny bundle. She looked closer and saw a wrinkled little face and some tufts of black hair.

‘Isn’t he beautiful?’ exclaimed Parveen. He mum certainly seemed to think so and her exclamations saved Farah from having to pretend she thought so too. She hoped he would look better when he got a bit older. She held out the rattle to him but he took no notice! Later, though, when Parveen let Farah carefully hold him, she loved the weight of him on her lap, the milky smell and his tiny, tiny hands.

‘What’s his name, Parveen?’ she asked.

‘Mother and Father must choose,’ replied her sister. ‘He is their first grandchild.’

Farah did not see her nameless nephew again until he was seven days old. This time he had his eyes open, which was an improvement, and he was starting to look quite cute. 

‘A man is coming to shave his head,’ said Parveen. Farah had heard about this before but she felt a bit shocked – his black hair was his best feature.

‘Why do you do that?’ she asked.

Her father explained it was to remove impurities. Also it made the hair grow back even stronger. The baby did not seem to mind and when it was over, Parveen carefully weighed the hair: she and Jamil were going to give an equal weight in gold to charity to say thank you for their son’s safe birth.

‘We will have a celebration soon,’ said Jamil. ‘I am going to buy a whole sheep and we will share the meat with all our family, friends and neighbours.’
‘But what about the name?’ said Farah impatiently. She was fed up of calling him ‘the baby’.

Her mother and father looked at each other and smiled. ‘We have consulted with the imam and we have chosen Raashid Aashif,’ they announced. ‘Raashid means “guided” or “intelligent” and Aashif means “bold and courageous”.’

Farah said the names to herself. Everyone seemed pleased with them.

Farah saw lots of her nephew and each time she saw him he was a little changed – he even seemed to take notice of the rattle after a little while. When he was four months old, Jamil and Parveen threw a party for Raashid Aashif. The gathering had the special name of khir-chattai which is the name of a Pakistani custom where the baby is fed a special meal. 

When they arrived,  they found quite a houseful and lots of good things to eat. Raashid Aashif wasn’t left out: although he still drank lots of milk, he was also eating a little proper food by then. The khir-chattai took place with everyone taking it in turns to feed him some delicious chicken broth and a little bit of rice on a silver spoon.
Then everyone else had their feast. At the end of a long, happy day, when she said goodnight to her nephew, Farah was sure she saw him smile.
