F oup [eet,

~Two Sandals

\\fvntten by Karen Lynn Williams & Khadra Mohammed

llustrated by Doug Chayka
A

North Vancouver District Library -




For Khadra, a Kindred spirit, and Zanib, who asked for a book — K.L.W.
I

For ey ery retugee girl who has had o flee her home, leaving Iriends and family behind K.ML

For N.B. D.C,




I_i(nu raced barefoot to the camp entrance where relief workers threw
used clothing off the back of a truck. Everyone pushed and fought for

the best clothes. Lina squatted and reached, grabbing what she could.




The crowd began to leave. Tn the dust at Lina's feet lay a brand new
candal. [t was vellow with a blue flower in the middle, and when she

dlipped it on her foot it fit perlectly. Lina was ten, but she had not

worn shoes or two years







In the morning Lina went to do the washing, wearing one

beautiful sandal. She picked her way to the stream. careful

to keep her sandal out of the filth. Her old shoes had been

ruined on the many miles of walking from Afghanistan to
Peshawar, the refugee camp in Pakistan. She had carried
her brother, Najiib, no bigger than a water jug then. but

just as heavy.




When she looked up from her serubbing, the girl from yesterday

was standing over her. She wore one sandal that she bent over
and removed.

Grandma says it is stupid to wear only one." She placed the sandal

at Lina's feet. Then she turned and walked away.
“Wait.” Lina grabbed both sandals and followed her. *1 am Lina."
The girl turned slowly. "1 am Feroza.”

Lina held the sandals out. "We can share.”

“What good is one sandal for two feet?” Feroza frowned.

“You wear them both today, and | will wear them tomorrow.” Lina

smiled. “Four feet, two sandals.”

Feroza smiled too. She took the sandals and put them on.

“Tomorrow they will be yours.”




X Fhe two girls greeted each other as they carried their jugs for water the next day.

lina put the sandals on, and they waited together in the long line.
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home. Mama went to meetings about being

Everyone.in the camp was waiting for a new
ved in Lina's tent with Ismatu and
wwo boys, for Ismatu wanted to pull at the flowers, and Najiib

BRI The girls . They were careful to keep

the sandals away from the

wanted to chew on them.

ther and sister were killed in the war," Lina told her friend. “Mama and I had to run

with Ismatu and Najiib in the nigl

Feroza nodded and two tears ran down her cheek. “I have only my grandmother now.”




When they did not have work to do. Lina and Feroza crept up
to the windows of the school and pecked inside. The school
was small with only enough room for the boys to study. The
girls practiced their names in the dirt and brushed the marks

- . away, so no one would see their mistakes.

Sometimes each girl wore one sandal. Other children pointed

and gigaled but Lina and Feroza did not care.




E In the evenings the sky tumed deep blue and the first stars began to
sparkle. Lina and Feroza watched for the sliver of the crescent moon
that signaled the beginning of Ramadan, They shared memories and

N 3 whispered their dreams for a new home.







Lina stood on tiptoes and squinted at the sign.
Mama's name! Its here! We are going to

America.” She looked at her friend.

“My name is not there,” Feroza said quietly

She looked at her feet as she spoke.

Then she bent down and took the sandals off
She handed them to Lina. “You cannot go

barefoot to America.”

Feroza gave Lina a hug.




When it was time to leave, the relief worker gave Mama a large square white bag

with numbers on it. “All of your important papers are in this bag,” he said.
Feroza and her grandmother came to say goodbye.

Lina pointed at her feet. “Look, Mama saved her sewing money. She has bought

us shoes for America.”
Real \fhu'\" Feroza ‘ldmll'vd the new M.u‘]\ ’('.Ilh(‘l’,

Here,” Lina said. "It is your day to wear these.” The tears in her eves were not

for the sandals

\s-salaam alaykum,” Feroza said as she took the faded vellow and blue

sandals. “Peace be with you.”

Lina followed the others to the bus




“Wait!” Feroza called as she ran to her

friend. “You must keep one.”
She handed Lina one sandal
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It is good to remember.” Feroza held up the

7 other sandal. “Four feet, two sandals.”
iy







Authops’ Note

People who flee their muntry Because.‘@f
called refugees. At the time we were
more than 20 mllhoﬁ?gfugees-

are children.

This story is based on Khadra's experiences wu:h efugc

Peshawar, a city on the A@gmstan—l’akxs border. Dccadcs of
war and instability in Afehanistan have forced millions of Afghani
people to flee their homes to neighboring countries. Many of i
them live in makeshift camps in and around Peshawar. Some, Li_k.e'
Lina and her family, are able to find safe haven in resettlement l
countries in Europe or in the United States. _ 1

Though fhis&ow is based on a camp in Peshawar, the experiences
of ehildren like Lina and Feroza are shared by refugees around
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