
 

 

 

READERS THEATRE - Tamarind and Sufia 
 

Narrator (Tamarind’s thoughts) 
Tamarind 

Sufia 
 

 

The door cracks open, startling me. It’s Sufia. 
‘What are you doing here?’ she says, sounding as surprised as me. 
 

"Nothing...I mean, I couldn't sleep and came to get some fresh air. ‘No one's allowed 
in here, you know... especially you.' She narrows her eyes into slits. 'If Nanijee knew 
you'd been in here without her permission, she’d go nuts. 
 

I wonder if I should say that Arjun had been here yesterday as well, but I guess that's 
not going to make a difference and would probably get him into all sorts of trouble. 
 

Wearing Mum's ring is making me braver and I stand tall. ‘You come here though, 
don't you? Some one's been taking care of this place, even though it's forbidden.’ 
 

‘That's none of your business,' she says, shifting closer. ‘Anyway... why are you 
snooping around?’ 
 

‘I'm n-not snooping.' My throat feels dry and my voice comes out in a squeak. 
 

‘I’d say coming into someone else's house and then prying where you shouldn't be is 
definitely snooping and I've been grounded because of you.' 
 

‘It's not my fault.’ 
 

‘Well, I'd say it definitely is your fault. There isn't anyone else you can blame it on, is 
there?' She's glaring at me, and even in this dim light I can see she's really angry. 
'And the sooner you're gone the better!’ She spits the words out like the worst taste 
ever, ‘What's that behind your back?' Sufia circles me, as if she's a wolf stalking a 
wounded animal. I snap my hands to the front, folding them across my chest, hiding 
the ring. She's way taller than me and peers down. I try to hold myself tall but my 
stomach clenches as she faces me and yanks my hands out. 
 

She stares at my finger, at the ring. ‘What's that?’ Before I have time to react or stop 
her, she grabs my hand and forces the ring off my finger, holding it high above her 
head. 'It's Auntie Chinty's ring,' she says, her eyes widening, as if she's speaking to 
herself. ‘The one from the old photos - she wore it everywhere when she was young. 
She clenches her jaw harder. ‘Where did you get it?' 
 

It's as if wearing the ring has woken something inside me, a power I didn't know I 
had. I feel stronger than before. Just when I think I'm about to crumble to dust, my 
spirit rises like a mythological bird spreading its wings. 'Don't shout at me,' I say, in a 
quiet, determined voice. 'I have every bit of right to be here as you do.' I try to keep 
my voice from quivering. ‘Everyone has welcomed me, apart from you, but it doesn't 
matter. I was born here and it's my home too... my mum would have wanted me to 
see it, I know she would.’ I falter, swallowing to control myself. And she would have 
wanted me to have her ring - so give it back. I hold out my hand. 



 

 

 

 

Sufia is silent, but her cheeks are red and strangely die looks like she might cry. 'No,' 
She clutches it tightly, holding it firmly to her chest. 
 

Without thinking, I launch into her, snatching at it, trying to prise it away. But she lifts 
it even higher. ‘Can't get it now, can you?’ She glares at me, her eyes sparkling with 
fury. ‘You don't know the first thing about your mum and you never will.’ 
 

Sufia slips the ring into her pocket and grabs me by the shoulders. Her fingernails 
pinch my skin as she shoves me out of the hut. 
 


