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’What are you drawing, Maya?’ asked Miss
Sudha.

’This is a picture of my brother and me,’ I
replied.

’What nice eyes you have made. Please tell
me more about your picture.”

’Do you want to hear the long story or the
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short one?’ I asked.

’Tell me the whole story,” she answered.
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This is my story—

A baby was growing inside of my mother. I
was very happy. I couldn’t wait to climb trees
with the baby, keep secrets, play dress-up,
and ride together on my bicycle.
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At home I took care of my mother. I brought
her water to drink, closed the curtains, and
turned the lights off for her. I even told
her she did not have to read to me at night
because she looked tired.

’Be careful, Mama. What if the baby pop outs
and gets hurt?’ I told her one day.

’No Maya. The baby will not pop out like that.
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The baby will be born in the hospital and the
doctors and nurses will make sure that the
baby is safe and healthy.’
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I was so excited that I was going to have a
baby. But I found it difficult to tell my friends
about it.
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At home my father put me on his lap and
said, ’You know Maya, if the baby is a girl she
will be just like you, but if it is a boy he will be
like your cousin Nico.’

’No Baba,’ I replied. ’The baby will not be a
boy and she will not be like Nico. She will be
a girl just like me. We will climb trees, keep
secrets, play dress-up, and ride together on
my bicycle.’

7



At school, I was finally ready to tell my friends
the secret. I told them that I was going to
have a baby sister. They were all very happy
and asked if I had chosen a name for her yet.

’Maya, are you sure that the baby is going to
be a girl?’ my teacher asked.
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At home my mother said, ’We have to choose
two names, Maya. One for a girl and one for a
boy. We don’t yet know whether you’ll have a
sister or a brother.’

I said, ’No Mama. I’m going to have a sister.
We will climb trees, keep secrets, play dress-
up, and ride my bicycle together.”
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At school, I told my friends that I had chosen
a name for my sister: it would be ‘Asheela’.

They said, ’What a nice name, ‘Asheela’.’
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Finally, my mother went to the hospital for
the baby to be born. I could not wait to go
and meet my baby sister.

But when I arrived, Baba pulled me aside. ’
The baby is not a girl, Maya.’

I looked at the baby boy and did not like him
at all. That day I was very angry and also very
sad. How could I ever love a baby boy?
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Back at home, my father hugged me for a
long time. I fell asleep in his arms.
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I woke up early the next day and said to
my father, between sobs, ’Baba, I wanted a
sister named Asheela. We would climb trees
together, keep secrets, play dress-up, and
ride my bicycle.’
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When I went to school the next day, everyone
asked about my baby sister. I cried and told
them that I had a brother instead. I told my
teacher that I did not love the baby.
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Then my teacher spoke to the whole class. ’
How many boys have a baby sister at home?
’

Three boys raised their hands.

’Do you love your sister?’

’Yes, we do!’ they all shouted.
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’I would love a baby sister too,’ I said. ’We
would climb trees together, keep secrets, play
dress-up, and ride my bicycle’.
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Then my teacher asked, ’Girls, how many of
you have a baby brother?’

Four hands shot up, and my friend Ira said, ’I
adore my baby brother. He gives me the best
hugs in the world!’

’My brother doesn’t hug me,’ I said.

But Ira said, ’He will Maya, just wait till he gets
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a little bigger.’
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That day when I got home, I ran into the
house to take a good look at my brother.
He was very small, but he was very cute. It
looked as if he were stretching out his little
hands to hug me. Maybe he was not so bad,
after all.
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Mama came quietly into the room. She
watched us for a while. Then she picked the
baby up and put him in my lap. My brother
looked right into my face and moved his lips.
Was he smiling at me?
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I whispered into his tiny ears, ’When you get
bigger, we will climb trees, keep secrets, play
dress-up, and go out for a ride on my bicycle,
OK baby?’
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Now my baby brother is three years old.
Yesterday we played dress-up. Look, he is
wearing my dress and is all made up. Isn’t he
cute?
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Publisher Notes:

In Nepal, Rato Bangala Kitab is working
to fulfill the lack of children’s book. Since
publishing for the first time in 1994 with
’Mangal Chan’, the publication has continued
its effort in the development of storybooks
and textbooks for children. This publication
publishes cultural literature in English and
various textbooks in Nepali.

The goal of this publication is to bring out
content according to the age of children.
Although a lot of progress has been made in
the last two decades ago, we believe there
is still more potential in producing quality
children’s book.

In our view, children’s book that are filled
with imagination, knowledge, information,
and recreation helps children to establish
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reading habits. When children love to read,
they become better students, artists, and
writers. With this in mind, Rato Bangala Kitab
(RBK) strives to deliver high-quality reading
material for children in Nepali and English,
with the hope that they become life-long book
lovers.
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