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Sona Sharma lives in a large joint family full of
happy people who argue sometimes. Relatives
come over unannounced, the phone rings often,
and everyone is welcome whatever the time.

These are Sona’s
S
people:
Amma – Sona’s
S
mom. She is a
music teacher
teach
and singer.
She’s always
humming a song
or listening to music.
– Sona’s dad.. He works with
computerss all day and
sometimess at night too.
Thatha – Sona’s grandfather.
He knowss a lot of things. And
when he doesn’t
n’t know about
something, he tells a story about something else.
Paatti – Sona’s
So
grandmother. She makes the
best sweets in the
t
whole world.
She always
laughs at
Thatha’s jokes.
jokes
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The President
nt – Sona’s
other grandmother.
other.
Sona doesn’t’t know
her real name.
ame. The
Presidentt used to be
the president
sident
of some college, so everyone calls her that still.
She lives in the only orange house in the entire
neighborhood, called the Orange.
Joy and Renu – Sona’s friends from school.
They live a street away and go to school with
Sona in an auto-rickshaw.
Mullai – Sona’s auto-rickshaw driver. She
picks up Sona, Joy, and Renu, in that order,
to drop off at school. In the evening she takes
them home—
ho
Renu
ﬁrst, Joy next,
n
and
Sona last.
las She’s
never late
la and
recites a lot
of Tamil
poetry.
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Elephant – Sona’s best friend. He ﬁts
perfectly in her toy bag and her cuddly chair
and next to her on her pillow. Sona never goes
anywhere without him, except, of course, to
school.
Sona and Elephant often play in the garden.
Sona’s favorite part of the garden is the bench
in the shade of the mango trees, next to some
banana plants. Elephant loves to hang from the
mango-tree branches above Sona’s head. They
read books, make up stories, and watch noisy
squirrels race around.
On hot summer days Sona waters the hibiscus
bushes, the jasmine and curry-leaf plants, and
Paatti’s tulsi plant so that she and Elephant can
play with the garden hose all afternoon. This
is where they were both sitting on a drizzly
afternoon after school, thinking about
Amma’s new baby.

“You’re going to be a big sister,” Amma had
said the night before. Again. Everyone knew
that, even Elephant.
“That’s a good thing, no?” asked Elephant,
reading Sona’s mind.
“I don’t know,” said Sona. “It was nice being
the only sister.”
“I know what you mean,” said Elephant. “I’m
the only elephant in your room.”
“I don’t want to share,” said Sona.
“The room?” asked Elephant.

“Not just the room,” said Sona. “I don’t want
to share Amma, Appa, Thatha, Paatti. Anyone!
Even the President. I don’t want to share
anyone!”
Elephant nodded. He knew that families were
not as easy to share as coconuts or bananas.
Sona and Elephant came back into the house
through the back door. The ceiling fans whirred
loudly in the dining room, right outside the
kitchen.
The kitchen is the most important room
downstairs, where everything important
happens. When important things happen, the
grown-ups always drink coffee, like they were
doing then. Someone was playing the ﬂute on
the stereo, but no one seemed to be listening.
Amma was on the sofa, with a book on her
lap. But she wasn’t reading. Paatti, Thatha, and
the President were sitting in the wicker chairs.
They were talking about the baby. The baby! They
talked about the baby all the time.

“In our family, it’s always one boy and one girl,
just like Gopi and Lini,” said Thatha, pointing at
a photo of Lini Aunty and Sona’s dad, Gopi.
“If the baby kicks on the left,” said Paatti,
“thereʼs more chance of it being a boy.”

“Your nose is swelling, so it could be a girl,”
said the President.
Amma hummed a song. That was what she
did when she was bored.
“I ate a lot of ice cream when I was carrying
my ﬁrst, and it turned out to be a boy,”
continued the President. “Are you eating sweet
burﬁs or sour mangoes?”
Amma sighed and shrugged.
“If you were at my house, I wouldn’t have to
ask,” said the President.
Sona sat next to Amma on the sofa. The
President was always saying that Amma should
move to the Orange before the baby was born.

How could Amma move to the Orange when
Sona was here?
“It’s our custom,” said the President. “Or the
neighbors might think I’m not a good mother.”
“Mother!” said Amma. “No one will think that.
Besides, Sona is here and I’d rather stay here
with her.”
“Sona can come and live in the Orange too.”
Sona clutched Elephant tightly. No, thanks!
The President only made toast for breakfast.
“What do you think, Sona?” asked Amma.
“Shall we go to
t the Orange?”
“No, thanks,”
than
said Sona quickly.
The President
Presid
grunted and said, “Children
these days . . .”
. She got up
and Sona thought
th
she
was going home.
h
But she wasn’t.
was
She came right
ri
back with a piece
p
of paper and
an
tore it in two.
tw

Then she pulled an orange pen out of her
enormous orange handbag and wrote on the
two bits of paper, folded each one, and held
them out to Amma.
“Pick one,” she said.
“Go ahead, Sona,” said Thatha. “Pick the best
one.”
“One bit of paper says ʻboyʼ and the other says
ʻgirl,ʼ ” explained Amma. “It’s just for fun, to
guess about the baby.”
Everyone was holding their breath. The only
noise in the room came from the ceiling fan.
Sona looked around and thought, What if I
pick the wrong one? That didn’t sound like fun.
Sona hesitated over the paper on the left. And

then she thought about the one on the right.
And then she changed her mind again.
“Pick one!” said the President. “Krishna will
help you.”
Sona stared at the little bits of paper. She
didn’t want to be a big sister, she didn’t want
to go to the Orange, and she didn’t want a new
baby in the house. Sona was the baby of the
family and she wished everything would stay
that way.
Tears welled in Sona’s eyes as she threw the
folded papers on
folde
the ﬂoor,
ﬂo grabbed
Elephant, and ran
Eleph
upstairs to her room.
upstai

Back in her room, Sona walked in circles
like Appa did when he was mad. That made
Elephant dizzy.
Then she pulled out her art box. But she was
in a hurry, so all the little paint jars fell out.
“Iss everything OK in
here?” asked Amma as
she opened the door.
Sona threw the art
box down. “Nooooo!
Noooo! Nooo!” she
shouted. “Nothing is
OK. You’re not OK. The
President
sident is not OK. The
baby’s not
ot OK.”
Amma rushed in
n and held Sona.
“Hey, hey,” she said. “Shh!”
“NOT OK!” shouted Sona.
Amma sat on the bed and pulled Sona onto
her lap. Amma’s bump nudged Elephant and he
fell onto the ﬂoor.
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“Why is nothing OK?” asked Amma.
Sona snifﬂed. “Because everything is changing.”
“Like what?”
“Like . . . like . . . you,” said Sona.
“I’m much bigger,” said Amma, patting her
bump.
“And everyone. No one likes me anymore.
Everyone just wants the new baby. Even the
President wants to take you to the Orange.”
Amma held Sona tighter and started to sing.
She sang the song Sona used to like when she
was inside Amma’s tummy.
Amma gently rocked Sona
as she sang.
“Come to me, bright
golden moon,
slide down the mountains,
jump over streams,
bring me the
scent of valley
blooms.

Come to me, bright golden moon,
walk through the forests, hop over lakes,
bring me the sounds of silent stars.
Come to me, bright golden moon,
Come to me . . .”
When she’d ﬁnished singing, Amma
whispered, “Sona chellam, everyone loves you.
Nothing will change that. Even the new baby
will love you.”
“You’re just saying that,” said Sona.
“Let’s lie down and pretend we can
c see the
moon through that
skylight,” said Amma,
ma,
pointing at the ceiling.
ng.
They lay down.
Elephant did too because
se
he was quite sleepy.

“There are new stars born every day up there,
in the sky,” said Amma. “The moon and the
other stars don’t get angry about new stars.
Our family is just like that.”
“Why don’t they get upset with new stars?”
asked Sona.
“Because the sky is big enough for many
more stars. It always makes room for the new
stars. Just like our family. When a new baby is
born, we will always make space for it, in our
home and in our hearts. Just like the sky—
big-hearted and full of beautiful colors.”
“Hmm,” said Sona.
“In our family, a new star will be born soon,
right next to the big star,” said Amma.
“I think the big star is you,” whispered
Elephant. Which Sona already knew.
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“We will open our hearts and make a little
more space and a lot more love for the new
baby. Won’t we?”
“Hmm,” said Sona.
“Hmm,” said Elephant.
That night Sona gazed through her window
and thought some more about the big sky and
the new baby. “Will I be angry about the baby
all the time?” she asked.
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