Boo!

When My Sister Died

Richa Jha and Gautam Benegal



Ce—
———
. m—

i com—
D —

DECAL E’%‘“

i
oL

H
i
:

|

EJ.

2D | BAKERY AND STORE SN
3 ESTABL §

.u-.A-'

bunry ol B
INTY i)
*FF-RF-“‘:.‘E { o

', 4 " .. - # . - _-‘-;- # -
® P 4 3 _ i - e . - ..-:.. )
& e _e-'_‘ *#_1 ’ by =g o e
- f Ly, o o gl oy A e s
| & o " - B i :
N . #.k';h:'. : o 1 ¥ ; : ;
e N, L W 5 Eallr " v
Ll ™ n [V, . = L ‘. -
L h 2 < !




Boo!

When My Sister Died

Richa Jha and Gautam Benegal

(i)
R
PICHKLE %

LK BOOKS



The night my sister Zoya was away at the
hospital,y I dreamt of her.




The next morning Mummy said
Zoya was dead. '

I cried.

‘doya will always be around,
my baby, said Mummy.
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It rained that afternoon. I thought 1
saw my 40ya.

* But she was gone in a flash. #
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She had to. A dead sister cannot splash

around with my favourite umbrella. ‘
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R0 Or Boo! me back | | B Notevena
N . . r ! me back. SN ' Not even at our secret BOO! corner at school.
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Mummy said Zoya was around, always by our
side.

Tt was a 1lie, again. I knew.

Every night, I Waé scared Mummy and Brﬁho

would leave me and go to her.

‘Don’t ever do it, Bruno, I said to him one
day.

Bruno promised.



A few weeks later, ____
home. I told her I wa;

I made that up; I didxt'{
things. _“i!
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The next week, Dhara was home again.

‘Go away, Dhara!’ I said. ‘You’ll never be like
MY Zoya.
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D o there,

waiting.
I felt angry when sl
Mummy hugged her:. nYE

She was my Mummy,
not hers. . g%
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I tore the book that Dhara had
gifted Zoya on her birthday.




I dug my face and sobbed.

Mummy’s wet saree rubbed against my cheeks.
‘Noorie, my baby, she said. ‘Your sister will
always be with you.

The next day, I thought I heard my Zoya. But she
was gone in a flash, again.

Mummy said Zoya will always be around, by our
side, in our hearts. We need to feel her.

‘SILLY Mummy, I screamed. ‘You’re 1lying. The dead
CANNOT ever be with us.
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‘Noorie! Noorie! Noorie!

Was that Zoya calling out my name?
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I knew she won'tethe NNOT | It was still dark outside.



umbled. Bruno
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: ‘Bool” Ii_thougﬁt I heard Zoya. * {
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i‘ I was afraid she would be gone in a flash, &
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I felt her warm §ingrs}-;s
’ " , _
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and rolled until it was
i) . b J

Y tor seno o
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‘ i B dian’t{wgnt to/go but M
find my Zoya there toog‘
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By the timg the video ended, the <

sun was up. It W.{s raining. | i @
# '
And there was a rainbow! =
T'dashed out.
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Dhara sat by herself.
I wanted to hide.

‘Don’ty I felt my Zoya whispering and pushing me
Oon.

- l‘.-l_-."

P e Vs 5 L Y 4

LS
-

‘T’'m sorry, Dharay I finally said.
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I ate fifty thousand idlis that morning. And

, /i Dhara d:Ld not ook at me. She: St Stlll for sofiie
S N e o e e - tlme, then started to cry. ‘I miss Zoya, she said.
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Me tooy T said.
But those were not for me. ' :e G |
And we cried and cried. Did my Zoya cry too? .
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That evening, Bruno and I hid together for

hide—and-seek as Dhara loocked for us. -
]

\.

ST
i

“Bo-o"-' sald Dhara, suddenly sprlnglng from -

behind.
‘You are a TERRIBLE boo-er!’ I groaned. ‘But

When Dhara got tired of looking, she made

her clown face. I tried not to laugh.

the BEST clown in the world!



And we laughed and we tumbled and we

danced and we stumbled.
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The night my sister Zoya was away at the hospital, I dreamt of her.

The next morning Mummy said Zoya was dead.

I cried.

Mumnmy said Zoya would always be around.

She was lying. I knew.

When Noorie’s sister Zoya dies, everything in Noorie’s world becomes
silent. She knows her sister has gone forever.

But what’s with Mummy’s silly lies that Zoya will always be around, by
their side? And what is she to do about Zoya’s best friend Dhara, who

just won’t leave Noorie alone?

Boo! is a tender tale of finding strength in love and loss.
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