The garden was bursting with flavours.
Long, spindly Bora beans, shiny, plump tomatoes,

- and the gorgeous scent of rosemary.

F&uq wanted to try them all. He proudly

- She was too busy humming along 5 7
7_to the radio. She pointed out of the window. plucked "“;° lea\;e: f"]‘:"i‘ t.: ay tree
B “I forgot de bay leaves. Go fetch dem : and raced back inside.



“I'm going to be a cook too!” he exclaimed.
Ajee shook her head and let out a heavy puff of air.
“Nah be troublin” wit dem ideas again. Study is more important.
You gon’ be a doctor like your father.” - ‘

o  She told him to go and
/ / o= play footbdll in the garden

. until dinner was ready.
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It was hot and damp outside.
The palm trees glistened in the low hanging sun,
and the wiri wiri peppers glowed like clusters

of twinkling fairy lights.

-

Faruq didn’t want to be a doctor.
“I want to make cook-up rice like Ajee,” | : 3
he muttered, “and bake bread and lime cookies.” | B £ That kick was harder than

He swung his leg towards the ball. A he expected.




The ball bounced off the mango tree A small voice drifted out from
and rolled straight into the wiri wiri plants. deep inside the bushy branches.

WHATS SO

ROUT YU
g ANYWAY?

Farugq felt around with outstretched arms.
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