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stories from many regions. Unfamiliar words from different

languages are explained with the help of Wordbirds that streak

worpeikp  through the pages, giving readers access to a multicultural,
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Ismat the shoemaker had been very busy.
Tomorrow was Eid. All day, people had
been trying out new shoes and now they

were all sold out.

“Ah!” sighed Ismat.
“At last I can go and buy some gifts
for my family.”

He closed his little shoe stall and
walked down to the clothes shop.



“Asalaamu alaikum, Hamza,” Ismat
greeted the shopkeeper. “I want to buy
my wife a burqa for Eid!”

“Wa alaikum salaam,” replied Hamza.

“I have just the one for her.”

“And perhaps a dupatta for my
mother?” asked Ismat.

“And some bangles for my daughter.”

Hamza showed Ismat hundreds of
bangles. It was very hard to choose,
they were all so pretty.

Ismat was pleased with the gifts.
He paid Hamza and turned to leave.

“How about this one?” said Hamza
pulling out a bright blue cloth
embroidered with tiny beads.
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full of patches. Why don’t you buy yourself a new pair?”
“Ah, perhaps I will,” said Ismat.

But when they looked they found only one pair of trousers.
Ismat held them up to his waist. “Four fingers too long,” he
said. He pulled on his beard and then looked up at Hamza
with a smile. “Could you shorten them for me, please?”
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“I'm so sorry,” replied Hamza. “Not today. I have to get ready
for Eid. Why don’t you ask your wife?”

“That’s a good idea,” nodded Ismat and hurried home.
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“This 1s beautiful!” exclaimed Yasmeen, when she saw the
burqga. “I love the colour. I will wear it for Eid!” Then she looked
at Ismat and said, “Did you get anything for yourself?”

“Yes,” said Ismat, “a pair of trousers.”

Yasmeen held up the trousers and frowned. “These are four
fingers too long,” she said.

“Yes,” said Ismat. “Could you shorten them for me?”

“Not today,” she replied. “I have no time. Tomorrow is Eid and I
have to make biryani. Why don’t you ask your mother?”
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Sheerkorma
is a sweet made with
vermicelli, coconut
and dry fruit

Ismat went to see his mother, Habiba. “Amma, I have brought you a
gift,” he said and pulled out the bright blue dupatta.

“This is beautiful!” exclaimed Habiba. “I love the colour. I will wear
it for Eid!” Then she looked at Ismat and said, “Did you get
anything for yourself?”

“Yes,” said Ismat, “a pair of trousers.”

Habiba held up the trousers and frowned. “These are four fingers
too long,” she said.

“Yes,” said Ismat. “Could you shorten them for me?”

“Not today,” said his mother. “I have no time. Tomorrow is Eid and
I have to make sheerkorma. Why don’t you ask Mahjabeen?”
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Ismat went to see his daughter. “Mahjabeen, I have brought you
a gift,” said Ismat. He pulled out the bangles.

“They are beautiful, Abbu!” Mahjabeen exclaimed. “I love the
colours. I will wear them for Eid!” Then she looked at her father
and asked, “Did you get anything for yourself?”

“Yes,” he replied, “a pair of trousers.”

four fingers too long,” she said.
“Yes,” said Ismat. “Could you shorten them for me?”

“I’'m sorry, Abbu. Not today,” said Mahjabeen. “I have no time.
Tomorrow 1s Eid and I have to make samosas and take care of
the baby.”
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Then he hemmed up the edges.

So Ismat went back home, took
a pair of scissors and cut off a
few inches from the bottom of
his trousers.

“My trousers are ready for Eid!”
he said and folded them neatly and
placed them on the table.

Then he called to Yasmeen and said
he was going to visit the poor and
sick and give them money for Eid.




While Ismat was out, Yasmeen said
to herself, “Ismat is such a good husband!”

She unfolded his trousers,

cut off four fingers from the bottom,
hemmed the edges,

folded them again

and put them back on the table.

Then she went into the kitchen to finish
her cooking.
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While Habiba was making sheerkorma,
she thought, “O, Ismat 1s such a good son!”

So she went to Ismat’s house,

took his trousers,

cut off four fingers from the bottom,
hemmed the edges,

folded them again

and put them back on the table.
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Then she went back home to finish
her cooking.

While Mahjabeen was making samosas, she thought,
“Abbu is such a good father!”

So she went to her father’s house,
picked up the trousers,

cut off four fingers from the bottom,
hemmed the edges,

folded the trousers again

and put them back on the table.

Then she went back home to finish her cooking.




In the morning, everyone came to Ismat’s house so they could go
to the mosque together. Yasmeen wore her burqa, Habiba wore her
bright blue dupatta and Mahjabeen wore her pretty bangles.

“Ismat!” said Yasmeen. “Try on your trousers!”

Just then Habiba came in. “Son!” she said. “Try on your
trousers!”

Mahjabeen came along too. “Abbu!” she said. “Try on your
trousers!”
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I Ismat looked at them and thought, “They are so wonderful.
I : . . :
i Even if they didn’t have time to shorten my trousers, they are still
[ very wonderful!”

: He went to his room to put on his trousers.
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His wife and mother and daughter all waited with big smiles on
their faces.

Suddenly from the bedroom came a howl: “Ohhhhh! Aaah!
Ya Allah!”

“What happened?” cried Yasmeen.
“What’s the matter?” cried Habiba.
“What’s wrong?” cried Mahjabeen.

Ismat stepped out of his room.
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Yasmeen and Habiba and Mahjabeen all gasped and
covered their mouths.

“I cut them by four fingers,” said Yasmeen.

“But I cut them by four fingers,” said Habiba.

“I cut them by four fingers too,” said Mahjabeen.
“And I cut them by four fingers,” said Ismat.

For a moment there was silence. Then Ismat began to laugh,
and they all began to laugh!

His new Eid trousers hung up to his knees!



“Let’s sew the pieces back,” said Yasmeen.

“Yes, yes, yes!” said Ismat and watched while

Mahjabeen and Habiba and Yasmeen worked
on his trousers.

In a short while they were ready and,
as Allah would have it, they fit perfectly!

\©
T,

TTHUIRS



f
# ! \ Y 2 3
b @ N
i ¥
9 b L‘Q,. *V
*
' \
b & b 4
A A Y &
| J 4 8 p .
#
G 2
- & ’ 4 J V4
é$ P 4 4 P 4

am cw ‘ & A
~ — =44 | N ¢,
- = § R 5 » s ! o 4
s : ” g G R | \ \ PP i
- o= r's « w 2 ‘\: & 4 v,'{? o
- ew GB WS W W = ~‘ A Wi e o
o an o o X l @ & - o \ ¥ ﬁ V 4 . 7
b I - . ) % L. g P - E
: “ ) 0l > = - -
& % i & - & P, \Q{") N b % ‘ i s e y 148
¥ '/ ‘ i 6 ; . il o % p— i e G il \m: WD i 5
%; ¢ ; " ﬁ i — A & w%m. @z ' ) ! g ‘ -: .mu?; —— oy omw o= GUghi f o
Vg IS T T T n T Do Vo F0
. v g ﬂ ‘; . - e i i - - i‘s ‘ i ' ' ‘ f ] ’ o {
. ] ‘oo o= o o e - ‘ W | o AR ] : byt
4 p i ihs B v i ® - - en wm = sl e 4 b | S ‘ ' § (
i [ | : g % "‘ ‘ ' n o ® a R % & - i Pl i 5 3 ,j ?“‘ \ | ; ‘ ‘ m%ﬂ.l;.ﬁ
) i \ ; p ‘ ; \ ‘ 'S v . Y e . pe amp e oo @D OB s | . ‘ ,‘ ‘ ‘l. ‘ ‘ : v i A
A5 3 f yj § ¥ ' ‘ ‘ ' q,s:\ \4 > # @ @ @ e o @ 4 i% ; ‘ i i z y i | Q '5; /’ ’ y
y O T ' b ’ i 5D { am 3 - e i“ " i‘% / 3 ' ‘ f"\ 4
O - : ) A g 7
] i ﬁ ‘ ‘ ;”& B o - s G an e o o I T i g ' yay p
& ‘ g i ‘ £ % : ~«‘ 3 Y 5\" T s £l & il cmhs v P " ‘,,- "" <i> ; i Jﬁi ¥ & 4
v ‘ ‘ ' 3 v ‘ % ‘ v ‘ N N\ l\\ L : - - oy o i." i ¥R "‘\J LW J &
T o D s L e
‘ ‘ S § | B '\ N\ ‘)“ - 3 ¥ i i . - ” N /: SEIAEY o Pr . 4 3 "’ AV,
S le@‘%gi \”\ ~ BN r 4 ff‘x..'.uw*"""\ \ L
! ‘ : \‘«" NN - e N\ 7 ’
‘ 4 % ‘ 3 % g N N qi:\ N \\ % ~ 2 » /" # g “ i > 7 -~ \“* 2 7 ;
S 3 s g i P S N 8 » o & = s A 4 &
s V ' % i f $ \ L TR N\ b N P - NN N\
L ' gV 8 B ! L4 \ N\ w -« '«K\"‘ ~ » gy f & o g ol e “ 9‘ \
| e o T Ny N \ p D O A T G R
Vi 1Y) e i, B o\ ) , 7y e . \ \
i th i v ! - gy = = m\ b @ \ ¢ B A \ \ X \ - -
- — aw o= - - g e ":__l’ L . - e e P i‘ ! I P ' A P / TG , \ ‘\ \ \ - ws = o
N IR S, SRR R B e ¢ D A
L e o s e Sonad B o> = @ ‘m‘s s A P i S : i | \ \ B
. .’ Lt ol R e s o | e i ' . S i e : 4" ;0 | ' 0
- > and P cup SmS o A8 - > B S Sumy . e — gy
I ; 3 o Bl Vi i O T - s we w5 TN VS gmb W — g A gy W AN e oy e St B et
, i ) > W W — T me =S e Gy =y PRACERRE Lh i W e = WY » w - s -_—0 L. =" tmP o
4 s - —— T i - S aw a» e we a» =P = W e T e ‘ — -
4 b ‘ 0 - \ i _. seAW o d éﬁ U s ¥ i o 4 o S R - - —
A & b . - — ‘ B st S it S owp @O emo e=e
.Q A Ve aw T O o s aud a N 4 P 4 P e | w1 e | o (w— AR o
“' N Q \3 -y - T s e wm ame & !' " 4 , : /l QI = oy g Ny W Y G
% 5‘\‘ %\ W e @ e : 4 / , ¥ - T — . »
¥ ; - o= - oy =1 4 4 F 4 [} - e -
' A ‘ { \?\ - - o 4 ] e e
4 NN . - - - - - / P AV 4 29 ¥V > s 5 >
L \ L I, - o
(] NN N A T — s W, e 2 2207} Vor o . T Ve
1N X \ ‘ - o P) » Y | 4 v - - -
[] YA\ o ‘, \ - o > o w7 7/ i t ) e e a» ay - ewm o
e\ & \ \ o - Y S g / ! | . —
DI‘CS d 1 1 [ ! L A N - T 0 ; '! /v Yy § ) i WL e e o
sed in their new Eid cloth TR RN N D ovwmypliby ¢\, B
clothes, off th » \ RN B S e i Sl IREY T e ~ - - -y
’ ey went to th i T \ -/ / wE - -
emOSque! 1)1 {1 W NN L o=/, 0 il : \ S o g
1 g'!%\‘" N\ N 4 S -— - ”/ il .!!&Q!,.& '3—__“"’_
. "A .. N\ % Q N & r.\‘, - ; ," ‘ zﬁ‘ W ‘ - o, o O S
L | N \ N 8 ‘a\ . o ) | | " | B Y ¢ 2 e i £
g r Y - " \ N6 \ s 4 4 [} | b ¥ [ B R | 2 2 .
. [ ] . . 4 \ % \ 4 4 v ‘ \ E [ 4 ) ) ' y o
NN N ‘nv%"\oll;uado!! ; W EALERARRNE SRR AN
\ N SR # % ' .
ST RTE I AR RO AR \’:w«'ﬁlz";'”k"el’*'«n"g” 1!
X N\ & ' g * | N L s : |
hl¢ﬁ“g\\_\‘\\ _x.\,\«‘g’fﬁn!,g"‘ls'g,:‘.'|‘,-_u QMQ'Hw
- . e N Ty ) gL '
N giat-g } . ! X ‘ ¥ X ! tqt! p ! ] )2 g [ R . L N 3
S e A T [ B p. "
[ AN | a8



m
%)
4
@]
o]
I

WORDBIRD

ISMAT’S EID is a crisp adaptation of a delightful Turkish
tale. Ismat the shoemaker is a happy, contented sort and on
the occasion of Eid, decides to buy his family special gifts.
He is persuaded by the shopkeeper to buy a pair of trousers
for himself but there is only the one last pair on the shelves,
and it’s too long. Long trousers can always be shortened,
can’t they? So Ismat takes his gifts home. Eid arrives, and
with it comes a shock and a surprise.

To be able to laugh and to be willing to adjust: these little
life-affirming qualities are highlighted with affection and
detail as text and pictures come together seamlessly in
this story replete with cultural resonances.

Fawzia Gilani-Williams worked as a teacher for 12 years in Britain
and the USA, and is now an international educational consultant based
in the UAE. The author of many children’s books, she loves stories that
empower children to make the world a better place. Her other books
with Tulika are Munna and the Maharajaand Adil Ali’s Shoes.

Proiti Roy is a well-known illustrator whose nuanced sense of form
and colour evoke many emotions. Among her acclaimed books for
Tulika are Putul and the Dolphins, The Snow King’s Daughter, Gulla and the
Hangul, What Shall I Make?and Unhappy Moon. She lives in Shantiniketan.
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