
room, at the yellow canopied bed with matching flounced curtains, at framed 
class pictures mounted on white and violet papered walls, at the penciled 
inscriptions by the closet door where my father had recorded my height on 
each of my birthdays. But the more I tried to distract myself, the more I 
began to convince myself that Mr. Pirzada’s family was in all likelihood dead. 
Eventually I took a square of white chocolate out of the box, and unwrapped 
it, and then I did something I had never done before. I put the chocolate 
in my mouth, letting it soften until the last possible moment, and then as 
I chewed it slowly, I prayed that Mr. Pirzada’s family was safe and sound. I 
had never prayed for anything before, had never been taught or told to, but 
I decided, given the circumstances, that it was something I should do. That 
night when I went to the bathroom I only pretended to brush my teeth, for I 
feared that I would somehow rinse the prayer out as well. I wet the brush and 
rearranged the tube of paste to prevent my parents from asking any questions, 
and fell asleep with sugar on my tongue. i

o one at school talked about the war followed so faithfully in my living 
room. We continued to study the American Revolution, and learned 

about the injustices of taxation without representation, and memorized 
passages from the Declaration of Independence. During recess the boys would 
divide in two groups, chasing each other wildly around the swings and seesaws, 
Redcoats against the colonies. In the classroom our teacher, Mrs. Kenyon, 
pointed frequently to a map that emerged like a movie screen from the top 

i
   
THEME AND 

CHAR ACTER 

Reread lines 201–247.  
Think about the internal 
conflict Lilia experiences.  
How has her interest in 
Pakistan changed since the 
beginning of the story?  
Explain who or what has 
prompted this change. 
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