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“You speak English well,” I said as we walked down the hall to the
science room.

“In my country everyone but the poor people speaks English. All the
schools are —were — English.” She had, in fact, an English accent.

“I guess you're finding everything different,” Kim said from Bindu’s
other side.

“Yes. What is your country?”

“T'was born in Korea. I'm going back as soon as I can. I hate Canada.”

“I'm going back to Uganda too,” Bindu said. “As soon as I can.”

I wanted to say, “You can both go right now as far as I'm concerned,”
but instead I asked, “Have you been here long?”

“One month. I couldn’t start school until we found a house. In my
country houses are much cheaper. There are more of them too. And the
gardens are much nicer. We had pawpaw trees in ours.”

T curled my lips and wondered if I could leave the two Canada-haters to
look after themselves, but then I thought, if I left, it would look as though
Kim had won.

“In my country,” Bindu continued, “we don’t wear pants to school, and
certainly not jeans.”

“Yeah?” Kim and [ said at the same time. Kim finished, “We do here.”

Kim opened the science room door. I stood back to let Bindu through
but Kim pushed in front and the door banged my shoulder. I managed to
step on Kim's toe and get to Mr. Zilbe first so I could introduce Bindu.

Tjust love Mr. Zilbe. He's short and fat, but he knows a lot of chemistry.

“Uganda, eh?” He smiled sympathetically. “That's quite a trip. Look
through Michelle’s lab book to see what we're doing. Things will be
different for a while. Take your time getting used to us.”

T led Bindu to a table and placed her between Kim and me. It was a
squish and Kim had to move over to the corner. She had hardly enough
room for her books. I opened the lab book to the section on light.

“Don’t you have a text? I did this last year.”

“We use lots of different books.” I dug out an old report on copper
sulphate. “Have you done this?”

“Yes. At my old school we had a very advanced program.”

“My,” I said. “Did you do much microscope work?”

“We had a microscope. All those with good marks were allowed to look
through it. We saw human hair and pond water.”

“When we do anything with microscopes we all get our own to use. Last
vear we learned to prepare slides. We saw pond water too. Did you see any
rotifers? I think they’re cute. They look like bugs on bicycles.”
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“You speak English well,” I said as we walked down the hall to the
science room.

“In my country everyone but the poor people speaks English. All the
schools are —were — English.” She had, in fact, an English accent.

“I guess you're finding everything different,” Kim said from Bindu’s
other side.

“Yes. What is your country?”

“T'was born in Korea. I'm going back as soon as I can. I hate Canada.”

“I'm going back to Uganda too,” Bindu said. “As soon as I can.”

I wanted to say, “You can both go right now as far as I'm concerned,”
but instead I asked, “Have you been here long?”

“One month. I couldn’t start school until we found a house. In my
country houses are much cheaper. There are more of them too. And the
gardens are much nicer. We had pawpaw trees in ours.”

T curled my lips and wondered if I could leave the two Canada-haters to
look after themselves, but then I thought, if I left, it would look as though
Kim had won.

“In my country,” Bindu continued, “we don’t wear pants to school, and
certainly not jeans.”

“Yeah?” Kim and [ said at the same time. Kim finished, “We do here.”

Kim opened the science room door. I stood back to let Bindu through
but Kim pushed in front and the door banged my shoulder. I managed to
step on Kim's toe and get to Mr. Zilbe first so I could introduce Bindu.

Tjust love Mr. Zilbe. He's short and fat, but he knows a lot of chemistry.

“Uganda, eh?” He smiled sympathetically. “That's quite a trip. Look
through Michelle’s lab book to see what we're doing. Things will be
different for a while. Take your time getting used to us.”

T led Bindu to a table and placed her between Kim and me. It was a
squish and Kim had to move over to the corner. She had hardly enough
room for her books. I opened the lab book to the section on light.

“Don’t you have a text? I did this last year.”

“We use lots of different books.” I dug out an old report on copper
sulphate. “Have you done this?”

“Yes. At my old school we had a very advanced program.”

“My,” I said. “Did you do much microscope work?”

“We had a microscope. All those with good marks were allowed to look
through it. We saw human hair and pond water.”

“When we do anything with microscopes we all get our own to use. Last
vear we learned to prepare slides. We saw pond water too. Did you see any
rotifers? I think they’re cute. They look like bugs on bicycles.”
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“You speak English well,” I said as we walked down the hall to the
science room.

“In my country everyone but the poor people speaks English. All the
schools are — were — English.” She had, in fact, an English accent.

“I guess you're finding everything different,” Kim said from Bindu’s
other side.

“Yes. What is your country?”

“I'was born in Korea. I'm going back as soon as I can. I hate Canada.”

“I'm going back to Uganda too,” Bindu said. “As soon as I can.”

I wanted to say, “You can both go right now as far as 'm concerned,”
but instead I asked, “Have you been here long?”

“One month. I couldn’t start school until we found a house. In my
country houses are much cheaper. There are more of them too. And the
gardens are much nicer. We had pawpaw trees in ours.”

I curled my lips and wondered if I could leave the two Canada-haters to
look after themselves, but then I thought, if I left, it would look as though
Kim had won.

“In my country,” Bindu continued, “we don’t wear pants to school, and
certainly not jeans.”

“Yeah?” Kim and I said at the same time. Kim finished, “We do here.”

Kim opened the science room door. I stood back to let Bindu through
but Kim pushed in front and the door banged my shoulder. I managed to
step on Kim’s toe and get to Mr. Zilbe first so I could introduce Bindu.

Ijustlove Mr. Zilbe. He’s short and fat, but he knows a lot of chemistry.

“Uganda, eh?” He smiled sympathetically. “That’s quite a trip. Look
through Michelle’s lab book to see what we're doing. Things will be
different for a while. Take your time getting used to us.”

I led Bindu to a table and placed her between Kim and me. It was a
squish and Kim had to move over to the corner. She had hardly enough
room for her books. I opened the lab book to the section on light.

“Don’t you have a text? I did this last year.”

“We use lots of different books.” I dug out an old report on copper
sulphate. “Have you done this?”

“Yes. At my old school we had a very advanced program.”

“My,” I said. “Did you do much microscope work?”

“We had a microscope. All those with good marks were allowed to look
through it. We saw human hair and pond water.”

“When we do anything with microscopes we all get our own to use. Last
year we learned to prepare slides. We saw pond water too. Did you see any
rotifers? I think they’re cute. They look like bugs on bicycles.”
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Bindu said, “I can see you girls are not friends.”

“I guess we're not,” Kim replied, “since one of us can't stand the sight
of the other.”

“Oh, which one?” Jennifer asked with delight. There’s nothing she likes
better than someone else’s business.

“None of your business,” Kim said, before I could.

Bindu looked totally confused. “I'm sorry you have to bother with me.
I can manage.”

“You’re no bother,” I lied, feeling horribly guilty.

“Do you skate?” Jennifer asked and for once I was glad she’d butted in.

“Oh yes, in Uganda everyone skates. The sun shines so much, not like
here, all the children skate.”

Jennifer laughed. “I meant ice skating. Did you think I meant roller
skating?”

Kim glared at her. “How’s she to know, for goodness’ sake?”

Bindu said stiffly, “In my country we do not have ice. It is too hot. In
my country it doesn’t rain like this drizzle, drizzle, drizzle.” She waved her
hand up and down. “I find it very cold in Canada. My mother has had a
stuffed head and arthritis since we came here. I do not think I would like
he skating on ice. It would be too cold.”

“This isn't that bad a place,” Kim said. I stopped chewing, I was so
zmazed. “You just have to get used to it. Why’d you come here, if you don’t
ke it?”

“We had to.” Bindu folded her wax paper neatly and put it in her bag.
“The government made my father give them his business and said, ‘Get
out of the country.” All the people who weren't true Ugandans had to leave.
v said we weren't true Ugandans because we look different. My great-
zrandparents moved to Uganda from India seventy-five years ago. How
“ong does it take to become a true Ugandan?”

She paused, sounding as though she’d asked that question before and
=25 still waiting for an answer.

“We lost our house and our two stores and our country. They want
zanda to be black and African. ‘Get out, all you East Indians!’ That's what
v said. But my family isn’t East Indian any more.”

“But a government can't kick people out of a country, not if they’re born
“ere!” Kim said.

“Uganda did.”

I was stunned. Fancy being told your country doesn’t want you any
e. Sort of the opposite of Kim’s problem. She has two countries—
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Bindu said, “I can see you girls are not friends.”

“I guess we're not,” Kim replied, “since one of us can't stand the sight
of the other.”

“Oh, which one?” Jennifer asked with delight. There’s nothing she likes
better than someone else’s business.

“None of your business,” Kim said, before I could.

Bindu looked totally confused. “I'm sorry you have to bother with me.
I can manage.”

“You’re no bother,” I lied, feeling horribly guilty.

“Do you skate?” Jennifer asked and for once I was glad she’d butted in.

“Oh yes, in Uganda everyone skates. The sun shines so much, not like
here, all the children skate.”

Jennifer laughed. “I meant ice skating. Did you think I meant roller
skating?”

Kim glared at her. “How’s she to know, for goodness’ sake?”

Bindu said stiffly, “In my country we do not have ice. It is too hot. In
my country it doesn’t rain like this drizzle, drizzle, drizzle.” She waved her
hand up and down. “I find it very cold in Canada. My mother has had a
stuffed head and arthritis since we came here. I do not think I would like
he skating on ice. It would be too cold.”

“This isn't that bad a place,” Kim said. I stopped chewing, I was so
zmazed. “You just have to get used to it. Why’d you come here, if you don’t
ke it?”

“We had to.” Bindu folded her wax paper neatly and put it in her bag.
“The government made my father give them his business and said, ‘Get
out of the country.” All the people who weren't true Ugandans had to leave.
v said we weren't true Ugandans because we look different. My great-
zrandparents moved to Uganda from India seventy-five years ago. How
“ong does it take to become a true Ugandan?”

She paused, sounding as though she’d asked that question before and
=25 still waiting for an answer.

“We lost our house and our two stores and our country. They want
zanda to be black and African. ‘Get out, all you East Indians!’ That's what
v said. But my family isn’t East Indian any more.”

“But a government can't kick people out of a country, not if they’re born
“ere!” Kim said.

“Uganda did.”

I was stunned. Fancy being told your country doesn’t want you any
e. Sort of the opposite of Kim’s problem. She has two countries—
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Bindu said, “I can see you girls are not friends.”

“I guess we're not,” Kim replied, “since one of us can’t stand the sight
of the other.”

“Oh, which one?” Jennifer asked with delight. There’s nothing she likes
better than someone else’s business.

“None of your business,” Kim said, before I could.

Bindu looked totally confused. “I'm sorry you have to bother with me.
1 can manage.”

“You're no bother,” I lied, feeling horribly guilty.

“Do you skate?” Jennifer asked and for once I was glad she’d butted in.

“Qh yes, in Uganda everyone skates. The sun shines so much, not like
here, all the children skate.”

Jennifer laughed. “I meant ice skating. Did you think 1 meant roller
skating?”

Kim glared at her. “How’s she to know, for goodness’ sake?”

Bindu said stiffly, “In my country we do not have ice. It is too hot. In
my country it doesn’t rain like this drizzle, drizzle, drizzle.” She waved her
hand up and down. “I find it very cold in Canada. My mother has had a
stuffed head and arthritis since we came here. I do not think I would like
the skating on ice. It would be too cold.”

“This isn’t that bad a place,” Kim said. I stopped chewing, I was so
amazed. “You just have to get used to it. Why'd you come here, if you don’t
like it?”

“We had to.” Bindu folded her wax paper neatly and put it in her bag.
“The government made my father give them his business and said, ‘Get
out of the country.’ All the people who weren't true Ugandans had to leave.
They said we weren’t true Ugandans because we look different. My great-
grandparents moved to Uganda from India seventy-five years ago. How
long does it take to become a true Ugandan?”

She paused, sounding as though she’d asked that question before and
was still waiting for an answer.

“We lost our house and our two stores gnd our country. They want
Uganda to be black and African. ‘Get out, all you East Indians! That's what
they said. But my family isn’t East Indian any more.”

“But a government can’t kick people out of a country, not if they’re born
there!” Kim said.

“Uganda did.”

1 was stunned. Fancy being told your country doesn’t want you any
more. Sort of the opposite of Kim’s problem. She has two countries—
in a way.
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Why wasn’t Kate like some other mothers? Why didn’t she stay home
sometimes? Why did she have to work so much? Even Mrs. Ferris baked
cookies and she worked. Why did I call her Kate anyway?

I started calling her Kate one day a year ago, just for fun. It made me
feel grown-up. She’d seemed to like it, so I kept on.

I'sighed and rolled over, but the movement made my head throb. Why
did things never come out equally? Why was there always too much or
not enough? I wished the world were like a chemistry experiment. If you
did things exactly right, you could count on the results. Things didn’t get
mixed up for no reason.

“Mommy,” I said aloud.

Then the tears came, great stinging welts of them, hot and hurting. I
wished I were dead. Nothing happened if you were dead. You could just lie
there. I wished I hadn’t been born.

I must have fallen asleep, for I suddenly became aware of the doorbell
ringing. It was dusk already, close to seven. Where was Kate? Had she
forgotten her key and had to ring the bell?

It was Kim, holding a brown paper shopping bag.

“Here are your things,” she said stiffly. “I think I found them all.”
“Thanks.” I took the shopping bag.

games here. But some of the work we're doing
now, like in math, I did before I came here, so I
find it very easy.

OMAR: My school in Barbados didn’t have four
closed-in walls. Two of the walls were open,
because the weather is always warm.
INTERVIEWER: Can you remember anything funny
that happened to you when you first came here
because you weren’t used to things?

AL-KARIM: I remember when snow first came
piling down, I thought it was like fluff and
jumped on it. I didn’t know it would be so cold.
omar: When 1 first arrived I got lost in the
elevator in my apartment building. I forgot my
floor number, and when the doors opened the

Omar Nurse, Farhaneh Khalani, and Al-Karim
floors all looked the same. Datoo after settling in to a new ife in Canada.
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“What do you mean— nice? I thought you'd be pleased!”

“I said it was nice. Congratulations. What more do you want? Do you
want me to admire you all the time so you can step on me too?” My anger
of yesterday was growing again. “I'd think you’d want your real Korean
friend that you left in the orphanage as a baby to be proud of you — not your
second-hand Canadian friend! I'm just like your parents —I don’t count! So
don’t expect me to be pleased!”

There were great tears in the corners of Kim’s eyes and I was so mad
I didn’t care. She opened her mouth as if to say something, then closed
it again, and quietly walked up the stairs into school, her shoulder blades
making punctuations of sadness through her jacket.

And still I didn’t care. Well, not rauch. She was being so stupid. She had
everything and all she wanted to do was hurt people. So, I'd hurt her first.
Let her go back to Korea. Who cared? Not I. Well, not much. I looked at
my foot. It was prying a piece of moss loose from its crack in the sidewalk.

I wanted to ask the teacher if I could change desks but he was busy
with a new girl. I sat on the very edge of my seat away from Kim and stared
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