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Grumble

Sometimes at home the water cuts off.
When that happens, we hear some strange
sounds coming out of the pipes in the walls.
One time those strange sounds were coming
from my stomach.

Grumble 3rumble 3rumble...

Besides grumbling, my stomach hurt too. I
was suffering doubly. I kept my arms on my
stomach.

“Ohhhh!”

“Shirin, are you okay?”

“Mom, I have a stomachache.”

“What did you
eat?”
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| think you’ve
caught a chill from
your bare feet. Put
these socks on.
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After my mom gave me the socks and
a blanket and told me to lie down on the
sofa, she left again. I wanted to go to sle-
ep but the grumbling in my stomach just
wouldn’t stop.
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Why didn’t they warn me? I heard that,
then I heard my mom coming back into
the room with heavy steps. I knew it was
all over. The evidence had been found. The

time for me to defend myself was coming,

and fortunately I had prepared for it.




“Shirin! Did you drink the giant bottle of
soda that was in the fridge?”

“It wasn’t giant.”

“It’s no wonder you have a stomachache.
Someone who is hungry and drinks that
much soda instead on an empty stomach will
definitely get a stomachache.”

“It was just big. Not giant. And I wasn’t
hungry...”

“We haven’t had dinner yet. How could you
be full?”

“T ate two slices of bread with chocolate and

salami. Then I was thirsty, so I drank the soda.’/ /
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“I couldn’t decide between salami or cho-
colate, so I put the chocolate on the bread
then the salami on the chocolate. Delicious.”

“Then you drank a giant bottle of soda.”

“A big bottle. Besides, you're the one who
bought the soda. Isn’t soda for drinking?”

“I got it so we would have it when guests
come over. I didn’t buy it for you.” About an
hour ago, my mom came home from shop-
ping. She had gotten chocolate cream, bread
and salami, because there was a sale at the
store. They gave her the soda for free as a pro-

motion. She never would have bought
soda on her own. I thought sa-
les were a good thing, but
now look what’s happe-
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Naturally, after my mom had put all
that good food in the fridge, I went to eat
it. When my mom opened the packages
and put the food on the plates, she said
that I could taste them. So, I tasted them.
But I couldn’t quite understand the taste,
so I had to taste them again. And again.
And again...

About an hour later, the plate was empty
but my stomach felt like it was about to
explode. And since I had just eaten a con-
tainer of chocolate cream and a bunch of
spicy salami, I was
thirsty.
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Of course, I drank it right away, but when
the lamb-like soda met with the lion-hearted
salami and chocolate in my stomach, things
got ugly. It felt like there was a brawl in my
stomach. The salami was chasing the cho-
colate and the soda was trying
to break it up. When
I thought it had
stopped, they

would start
up again.
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My dad came home. My mom made
herbal tea for me.

“Here Shirin, drink this. You’'ll feel bet-
ter.”

I sat on our biggest, comfiest sofa and
began to drink my tea. My favorite show
was on TV. It reminded me of days when

I stay home sick from

school.



While I was thinking about that, the
phone rang. Some of my parents’ friends
wanted to come over that night. My mom
said that I wasn’t feeling well and apologi-
zed to them.

“But mom, I'm fine. Why don’t you
have them come over?”

My mom put her hand on my forehead.

You haven’t got
anything right now but it could
come later. We have
to be careful.




Sure, there is something wrong with my
stomach, but that doesn’t mean I'm sick.
My body just has a lot to say. It’s not a
sickness.

Grumble 3rumble 3rumble...




One day I was really sick, and this wasn’t
a funny sickness like grumble sickness. I
had spots all over my body. Even on my
face. They itched like crazy, too. I could
barely keep myself from scratching them.
The doctor called it Chicken Pox. I had ne-
ver heard of a crazy name like chicken pox.
Chicken is a good thing. It’s delicious. And
it doesn’t itch. And the spots don’t look

like chickens, either. They're just spots.




Maybe they should call it “itchy spots” instead
of “chicken pox”. But the shapes of the spots
are so weird that they don’t even look like
spots. You could call them splobs. They look
more like splobs than spots. “Splobs” doesn’t
mean anything, and since the spots don’t look
like anything, we can give them a meaningless
name. So “chicken pox” can be “itchy splobs”
instead. I like making up words like this. They

contribute to the richness of our language.




Last year I took the job of finding na-
mes for things very seriously, because our
teacher said that our language was under
a borrowed word attack. We even have an
institution to stand against this attack. It
worked to find a new English word in exc-
hange for the words that we had borrowed
from other languages. I tho-

ught I could help them. I

worked like a busy bee
and found a lot of good
words. I wanted my
teacher to see what I
had produced in just
one week and to send
them to that institu-
tion.
But what
happened?
When my teacher saw

1 Nigh, her €¥eS bugged out of her hedd:
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