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Parvez felt his son's eccentricity as an injustice. He had always been 

aware of the pitfalls that other men's sons had stumbled into in England. 

It was for Ali that Parvez worked long hours; he spent a lot of money 

paying for Ali's education as an accountant. He had bought Ali good 

suits, all the books he required, and a computer. And now the boy was 

throwing his possessions out! The TV, video-player and stereo system 

followed the guitar. Soon the room would be practically bare! Even the 

unhappy walls already bore marks where Ali's pictures had been 

removed.  

 Parvez had been a taxi-triver for twenty years. Half that time 

he'd worked for the same firm. Like him, most of the other drivers were 

Punjabis. They preferred to work at night, when the roads were clearer 

and the money better. They slept during the day, avoiding their wives. 

They led almost a boy's life together in the cabbies' office, playing cards 

and setting up practical jokes, exchanging lewd stories, eating 

takeaways from the local Balti houses, and discussing their problems.  

 But Parvez had been unable to discuss the subject of Ali with his 

friends. He was too ashamed. For years, Parvez had boasted to the other 

men about how Ali excelled at cricket, swimming, and football, and 

what an attentive scholar he was, getting As in most subjects. Was it 

asking too much for Ali to get a good job, marry the right girl, and start 

a family? Where had he gone wrong? 

 Even as he poured out his account of the situation, the other men 

shook their heads and gave one another knowing glances. "Tell me what 

is happening!" Parvez demanded. The reply was almost triumphant. 

They had guessed something was wrong. Now it was clear: Ali must be 

taking drugs and selling his possessions to pay for them. That was why 

his bedroom was being emptied. 

 Parvez's friends suggested he watch Ali scrupulously and be 

severe with him, before the boy went mad, overdosed, or murdered 

someone. Parvez staggered out into the early-morning air, terrified that 

they could be right. His boy - the drug-addict killer! 

 Parvez began his vigil gratefully. Now that he knew what the 

problem might be, he felt better. And surely, he figured, things couldn't 

have gone too far yet?  He watched each mouthful the boy took. He sat 

beside him at every opportunity and looked into his eyes. When he 

could, he took the boy's hand, checked his temperature. If the boy 

wasn't at home, Parvez was active, looking under the carpet, in Ali's 

drawers, and behind the (now empty) wardrobe - sniffing, inspecting, 

probing. 

 One night, after drinking coffee with the other drivers, Parvez 

came home particularly late. Reluctantly, he and his friends had 

abandoned the drug theory, for Parvez had found nothing resembling 

any drug in Ali's room. Besides, Ali wasn't selling his belongings. He 

threw them out, gave them away, or donated them to charity shops 

 Standing in the hall, Parvez heard Ali's alarm clock go off. 

Parvez hurried into his bedroom and observed his son through the crack 

of the door. 

 The boy went into the bathroom to wash. When he returned to 

his room, Parvez sprang across the hall and set his ear to Ali's door. A 

muttering sound came from within. Parvez was puzzled, but relieved, 

too. 

 Once this clue had been established, Parvez watched him at 

other times. The boy was praying. Without fail, when he was at home, 

he prayed five times a day. Parvez informed the men in the taxi office. 

His friends, who had been so inquisitive before, now became oddly 

silent. They could hardly condemn the boy for his devotions.  

 


