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AN EVENING WITH

DEBORAH ELLIS

Author reading / Book signing with Canadian
Award winning author Deborah Ellis

Thursday, April 22, 2004

W.R. Castell Central Library
John Dutton Theatre

616 Macleod Tr. SE. Calgary

Admission is FREE!

Deb will discuss her best-selling trilogy:
The Breadwinner

Parvana’s Journey
Mud City

which illustrates life in Afghanistan from a child’s
perspective.

6:30 p.m. Doors open
7:00 p.m. Program

You and your children (Grades 4 and up) will find this to be an
enjoyable and informative evening.  Seating will be on a first
come, first served basis.

Deb Ellis is very keen to see young people involve them-
selves in books, reading and writing.  Recently, a member of
the Calgary Chapter of CW4WA, Wendy Mitchell, submitted
an article written by a young friend,  Kiran P., which illus-
trates how moved she was by Deb’s work.  Kiran’s short
story, based on her own understanding and imagination, sug-
gests another “chapter” in Parvana’s life.

When the latest Deb Ellis book Mud City arrived at our
local chapter meeting, it was snapped up by the adult
members anxious to continue the journey.   I had often
wondered if children liked them as well as we did, so I asked
my educator friends about the feedback they received from
their students.

Bonny, a teacher, had taught Kiran P. last year in Grade 4 at
her previous school and went to great lengths to contact
Kiran and make arrangements for us all to share in Kiran’s
wonderful story.  The story is a result of Kiran’s imagination
and interest in the story of Parvana, another young girl on
the other side of the world.

PARVANA’S TRAGIC TALE

By Kiran P.

Chapter 1
“Parvana come here,” said Asiff as he muffled a laugh.
“What?” said Parvana, annoyed.
“You’re stupid,” he said, giggling.
Parvana sighed.  That was the fourth time Asiff said that
today.  Husaan was sound asleep.  Parvana managed to smile.
She felt good about saving a young infant trapped in a house.
Then she got back to her work.  She finally finished.  Parvana
sat down and was thinking about her father when Husaan
woke up and started crying.  She ran to him but her mother
picked him up.  Suddenly Husaan started pointing toward the
field.  Parvana squinted.  In the distance she could see a
person.  She thought it was a Taliban soldier.  “No,” she
thought.  As the figure became clear she saw that it was a

Wendy writes:
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woman.  Parvana went to greet the woman.  But when Parvana
saw the woman’s face she gasped.

Chapter 2
Parvana stared at the young woman.  She wanted to say
something, but no words came out of her mouth.
“Good to see you again, Parvana,” said Shauzia happily.
“Good to see you again too,” stammered Parvana.  Noria
came out of the  tent.  When she saw Shauzia she nearly fell
down in surprise.
“Oh, Shauzia.  Where have you been all this time?” cried
Noria worriedly.
Shauzia told her the story.  Just then Mariam came out.
“Where’s Husaan?” she said.
“But I put him in the tent,” said Parvana’s mother, startled.
“I checked, but he’s not there,” Mariam said quietly.
Then everyone got up and started looking for Husaan.  Finally
Noria spotted something in the mine field.  Suddenly there
was a horrible sound in the air.
“Oh my gosh!” yelled Parvana.  Husaan was in the mine field
lying as still as a statue.

Chapter 3
There was a long silence.  Then Parvana ended the quietness
and broke into tears.
“Calm down, Parvana,” said Noria sadly.
Parvana started walking toward the mine field, but her mother
stopped her in time.
“Leave me alone, ma.  I need to get Husaan from the mine
field,” said Parvana sternly.
“Are you crazy?!” cried Noria.
Parvana stared blankly at everyone.  She didn’t know what
to do or what to say.  She noticed that Shauzia was staring at
her. Suddenly Parvana started to sweat really badly.  She
was walking around in circles and then she stopped.  She
started breathing really heavily.
“What’s the matter, Parvana?” said Parvana’s mother,
surprised.
Then Parvana grabbed her head and fell to the ground
very hard.  Everyone looked around worriedly.

Please use your imagination to complete the story just as
our young reader has used hers.

Postscript from Afghanistan
By Carolyn Reicher

Carolyn Reicher and Janice Eisenhauer recently returned from a 2-
week visit to our project partners in Afghanistan.  A special edition
of this newsletter (to replace last February and March) will be
published shortly in which their messages and pictures will be
highlighted. What follows is a wrap-up of their visit...

We’re Back!!

It was about halfway
home that I realized I was
already starting to miss
Kabul.  I think I’ve had
only a tiny little taste of
that “thing” that others
have talked about
regarding Afghanistan -
that when you experience
the country, it sort of

takes hold of you and infiltrates your psyche. So, what are
my final thoughts and impressions? Here’s what sticks
with me most:
-Chai, chai, chai, chai - tea several times a day, every day!
-Dust and dirt - the sight of taxi drivers wiping the dust off
their vehicles with equally filthy rags
-The Afghan hospitality - everyone, wealthy or poor,
invited us to come to their homes, share their meals and
spend time with their families
-Traffic jams on weekdays that make the driving slower
(and therefore, less nerve wracking), but which result in
overheating in the back of taxis!
-The proliferation of tiny, tiny, tiny shops and stalls that
are set up EVERYWHERE, including the areas under the
collapsed buildings
-The stares of the Afghan men, and the warmth and kisses
of Afghan women (3 on alternate cheeks if you’re meeting
for the first time, 5 on alternate cheeks for good friends,
and up to many more for really close friends and relatives -
and that includes a lot because everyone seems to be
related to everyone else!)
-The majestic, inspiring mountains that surround the city
-The desolation of the countryside
-The morning vendors, calling out to the population
-The dogs - mangy looking and prone to fights in the early
hours of the morning (another one of our alarm clocks)
-The oranges (like tangerines) that are brought from
Jalalabad - sweet and very juicy
-The bananas, tiny - 1/4 the size of the ones in Canada
-The non-Afghans and their varying degrees of interest/
concern for the country. Many with energy and
enthusiasm, some with a colonial mentality, some highly
stressed from the demands of what they’re doing, and
some realizing they have been bitten by the Afghanistan-
bug and likely may not ever return to their own countries
-The thrill of the children when they got a chance to see
our video camera or when we would take their pictures
-The unbelievable warmth of the Afghans we met
-The unbelievable amount of work that is being done, but
that still needs to be done to reconstruct the country in a
way that brings dignity to its people.

Reicher


