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Despite Abida’s blunder, Jamil hoped the response from the pir would be favourable. After all, it was his
Abida they were talking about. Rude or not, she was attractive enough to turn heads. Besides, she had
learned her lesson. Farida had beaten the poor girl to within an inch of her life.

‘Rukhsana criticises everything,” he assured a panicstricken Farida. ‘If Pir Sahab liked her enough, then
nobody will dare question his decision.’

It had been three days since the pir’s family had visited, and Farida was still refusing to eat, which was a
pity because they seldom had meat. The children enjoyed the rich gravies for two whole days before the
meat went rancid, and it was with a heavy heart that Jamil had scraped away the food from the pots
before asking Farida to cook the usual — lentils.

He spooned some lentils into her mouth, but she simply burst into tears. ‘l can’t believe she would do
this to us. After all we spent on that lunch.’

Jamil closed his eyes, striving to maintain the selfcontrol he had exercised for days. He wanted to shake
Farida, just to knock some sense into her, but he restrained himself. What kind of example would he be
setting for the children? But if he didn’t beat her, how would his sons learn to become real men?

Jamil flushed at his thoughts. What would his mother say if she saw him beating his wife?

He remembered the time when he was in class five, and his friend, Jabbar, had shown him a blooming
blue bruise on his upper thigh. ‘Got it from Abba Jaan,” he told him. He’d only smiled when Jamil gasped.
‘You should see the bruises on Amma’s body. They are all the colours of the rainbow.’

‘Why would your father beat your mother like that?’ Jamil was horrified.

Jabbar shrugged. ‘My father says that all men beat their wives. They need to be beaten or they can end
up forgetting their place.’

Jamil still remembered his chest expanding with pride. ‘My father has never lifted a finger to my
mother.

Jabbar blinked once before bursting into laughter. ‘Your father is not a man, then.’
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