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Story Characters : 

Jameela:  a ten -year -old girl who lives with her family in a rural 

 area of Afghanistan.  

Ahmed : Jameelaõs five-year -old brother.  

Abdullah : Jameelaõs fifteen-year -old brother.  

Haleema : The childrenõs mother. 

Merza: The childrenõs father. 

Bibi Jan : The paternal grandmother.  

Kaka Ghulam:  The paternal grandfather.  

Yunus: The childrenõs uncle who killed by a landmine at age 

 20, youngest son of Bibi Jan and Kaka Ghulam.  

Fatima: The childrenõs aunt, young widow of Uncle Yunus. 

Aly: The childrenõs uncle, who lives in the city. 

Aisha: The childrenõs aunt, Alyõs wife, who lives in the city. 

 

Story Synopsis: 

Jameela lives with her family in a village in Afghanistan. They were 

already experiencing a great deal of difficulty during the 

domestic struggles of their homeland when tragedy struck. After 

coming in contact with a landmine while working in the field, her 

Uncle Yunus was killed and her father Merza lost his leg.  

In òJameelaõs Gardenó, Jameela and her younger brother 

Ahmed try to understand the anger and estrangement 

demonstrated by their older brother Abdullah. With the guidance 

of their grandmother, Bibi Jan, they learn how they might help 

him get over the loss of his Uncle Yunus, with whom he was very 

close.  



 òThe Wisdom of Bibi Jan ó further demonstrates the grandmotherõs 

role as comforter and adviser. Abdullahõs concern over the 

change in personality of a school friend due to the trauma of the 

war triggers Jameelaõs revelation that she is having nightmares, 

and Bibi Jan provides her with a special cure for her fears.  

Much more of what is troubling Jameela is presented in òMaking 

Cookies ó. Her fear of landmines is so strong that, much to 

Abdullahõs annoyance, she is frightened walking along a path 

that has already been cleared. Bibi Jan uses the opportunity of 

making cookies to help Jameela come to terms with her fatherõs 

injury, as well as finding for Fatima a positive means of expression 

of grief for Yunus.  

Jameela is finding it very difficult to fathom the mysteries that are 

locked up inside òMerzaõs Heartó. She mourns the loss of the 

cheerful father she knew before his injury, the one who was full of 

stories. Her innocent questions bring him to tears, but they also 

remind him of the man he used to be, and create the yearning in 

him to be that way again.  

 

Healing Elements:  

 Healing images and symbols : laughter, giving, humour, dreams of 

happiness and peace.  

Modeling of peaceful and virtuous interactions: compassion, 

patience, kindness, empathy, helpfulness, physical comfort, praise 

and recognition of virtuous acts.  

Problem Issues : grief, depression, loss, isolation, remorse, sadness.  

Healing Strategies : story telling, consulting, emotional support, 

empathy, emotional release, physical comfort.  



It was the middle of the morning. Jameela watched her 

father Merza come out of the house. She was happy because she 

was no longer afraid to look at the stump of his leg. Merza was 

leaning on his crutch and moving very slowly.  





He sat down on the old wooden bench in the yard and put 

his crutch on the ground. His shoulders were slumped and he was 

quiet, just looking at the ground.  

Merza had been a happy man before the accident. Before 

the landmine killed Yunus and took off Merza's leg, Merza used to 

laugh and bring little presents to Jameela. Sometimes he would 

tell stories like Bibi Jan. Jameela would run up to him and say, òTell 

me a story, Daddy!ó 

 Merza would pretend that he couldnõt remember any more 

stories. òStories?ó he would say. òOh, I think Iõve used them all up! 

There arenõt any left!ó  

But then he would smile and say, òWell, I do remember one 

little story about something that happened a long time ago,ó and 

off he would go. Sometimes they were sad stories, but usually they 

were happy and funny.  

Ever since the landmine, Merza was an unhappy man, and 

sometimes he got angry for no reason. He hadnõt told Jameela 

and Ahmed any stories for a long time.  





 Jameela looked at her father sitting on the 

old bench. He didnõt look angry today, but he 

looked very, very sad. Jameela wanted to make 

him happy, so she walked up to him and smiled.  

òTell me a story, Daddy!ó 

 

Merza looked at Jameela. For a long time 

he said nothing.  

 

At last he spoke.  

òThe stories are 

all gone. There are no 

more stories.ó Then he 

turned away from 

Jameela and looked 

down at the ground 

again.  



Jameela frowned. She didnõt understand. This time her 

father didnõt seem to be joking. He looked very serious. But how 

could his stories be all gone? Jameela went to Bibi Jan.  

òBibi?ó 

òYes, dear,ó her grandmother answered. 

òDaddy says his stories are all gone.ó Bibi Jan listened while 

Jameela told her what Merza had said. Bibi Jan was quiet for a 

few moments. She was trying to figure out how to explain Merzaõs 

sadness.  



òJameela,ó Bibi Jan said at last, òa heart holds a story the 

way a nest holds a beautiful bird. That bird is happy to be in the 

nest. It rests, it sings, it has babies. But what if there is a terrible 

storm and the wind blows so hard that the nest gets torn apart? 

Now there are holes in the nest! Little pieces of nest fluttering in 

the wind! That bird is not able to stay there. Maybe it has to fly 

away. Now, your fatherõs heart is like that nest. It has many holes 

in it. The stories have flown away. Who knows where they are 

now? Perhaps they have flown to the mountains.ó 

òWhy did his heart get holes in it?ó Jameela asked, puzzled. 

òOh, Jameela! When Yunus stepped on the landmine, that 

was a bad day! Your father lost his brother! And he lost his own 

leg! Jameela, that landmine blew many holes in your fatherõs 

heart!ó  

òWill his heart ever get better?ó the saddened child asked. 

Bibi Jan put her arms around Jameela. òYou must be         

patient. Hearts take a long time to heal. You must be kind to your 

father, and you must let him talk about the things that make him 

sad.ó 

òBut will the holes get fixed? Will the stories come back?ó 

Bibi Jan thought for a moment. òRemember when I said a 

story is like a bird? Well, that bird might be happy in the mountains 

for a while, but then it would get lonely for its old nest. Iõm sure 

there is a story right now that is lonely for its old nest in Merzaõs 

heart. Now, off you go to help your mother. And remember to be 

patient with your father.ó 





All the rest of the day, as Jameela helped her mother 

Haleema, she thought about her fatherõs heart. She kept thinking 

of his heart as a little nest, hanging down from the tree with bits of 

grass and twigs falling out.  

òHow does a nest get mended?ó she wondered to herself. 



òDaddy?ó 

In the afternoon, Jameela went outside the house, and 

there was Merza, still sitting on the old wooden bench, still looking 

down at the ground. Jameela went to him.  



Merza looked at his daughter.  

òDaddy, can I tell you a story?ó 

 òA story?ó her father responded. òWhat...what do 

you mean?ó 

 òBibi says a story is like a bird and a heart is like a 

nest. She says when the birdõs nest gets holes the bird 

flies away to the mountains. She says your heart is like a 

little birdõs nest with holes.ó 

Merza was looking at his daughter now, listening.  

òBut I think a bird is the only thing that can fix a 

birdõs nest,ó Jameela continued. òSo maybe a story is 

the only thing that can fix a heart. I could tell you a 

story.ó 

And then something very shocking happened. 

Merza began to cry! He put his head on his knees and 

cried and cried. Jameela didnõt know what to do! She 

had never seen her father cry!  




