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INTRODUCTION

There were a lot of people at the Step in India restaurant that
night. It was holiday time and Chester was full of tourists. So
Sanjay and Sita came downstairs from the flat over the restaurant.

‘Can we help, Mum?’ asked Sita.

‘Well, just for half an hour. Thank you, dear,’ answered
Mrs Gupta. ‘ Everyone in Chester wants an Indian meal tonight!’
She laughed.

* Have you packed yet, Sita?’ asked Mr Gupta as he came
into the kitchen with some plates.

“Yes, Dad, of course I've packed,’ said Sita. ‘Don’t worry!’

‘ What about Sanjay?’

‘* What about me?’
washing up.

‘Have you packed?’

‘Dad, we're not leaving tonight, we’re leaving tomorrow
afternoon! ’said Sanjay. ‘But yes, I have packed... all my
things, all your presents for the family, the camera. .. Don’t
worry !’

‘Oh, you know your father, Sanjay — he’ll worry all the
time, until you're home again! ' laughed Mrs Gupta.

‘ Maybe you're too young. Maybe you shouldn’t go

y

Sita’s brother looked up from the

alone.

‘Dad, we're not going alone. I’m going with Sanjay and
Sanjay’s going with me!’

“And,’ said Sanjay,‘ I'm 16. Uncle Rajeev married when
he was 16!’

¢ All right, all right. But go up to bed now, please. We'll
be OK and you two must sleep. ’
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“I can’t believe it,” thought Sita as she closed her bedroom
‘We're really leaving tomorrow !’
For the hundredth time she took her uncle’s letter out and

read it.
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Sita smiled. She put the letter on the table by her bed and
looked round her room once more. Her case and her rucksack
stood by the door, packed for the trip. She could see her pass-
port in her bag on the desk. Her anorak was over the chair.
Everything was ready. 20

“And tomorrow the great adventure begins, ' she thought
as she turned off the light.

“India, here we come!’
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 CHAPTER 1

Manchester Airport was always quite quiet in the afternoons.
A lot of flights landed and took off in the mornings and in the
evenings. And there were lots of charter flights to cities and
holiday places, in Europe at this time of the year, too. But the
afternoons were usually quiet.

“Hurry, hurry, ' said Mr Gupta as the family arrived in the
departure hall. ‘It says on your tickets: “Check-in time is one
and a half hours before departure. "’

“Yes, Dad,’ said Sita. ‘It’s 3 o’ clock now and our flight
doesn’t leave until 1830 — that’s half past six, three and a half
hours from now! 'They all laughed.

Sita and Sanjay went with their cases and rucksacks, their
tickets and their passports to the check-in desk.
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‘Hello,’ said the woman behind the desk. ‘How many
cases are you checking in?’

‘These two,’ said Sanjay.

The woman looked up. ‘Are you two travelling alone?’

Sanjay laughed : he remembered his father’s words. ‘ Well,
we’'re travelling without our parents,’ he said.

The woman smiled. ‘ Here are your boarding cards,’ she
said. ‘I've given you a window seat and the seat next to that. ’

‘That’s great!’ said Sita. ‘Thank you.’

‘Have a good trip!’

They took their boarding cards and their rucksacks and went
back to their parents.

*1s everything all right?’ asked Mr Gupta.

“Of course it is, Dad,’ said Sanjay. ‘Let’s go and have a
cup of tea. ’

‘Good idea!’ said Mrs Gupta.

‘Is there time?’ asked Mr Gupta.

‘Dad, for goodness’ sake! It's 3:35. Our plane leaves in
about three hours. We’ve got time for twenty cups of tea,’ said
Sanjay.

On the way to the airport café Mr Gupta took his son’s arm.

‘Now, Sanjay, please remember. . . you must look after
your sister. . .’

*Of course, Dad,’ said Sanjay.

‘... and you must always keep an eye on the cases and the
rucksacks. ..’

‘Oh Dad, don’t fuss!’

‘...and keep your passport and your money with you at
all times. .. Oh, have you got our phone number?’

* Of course I have, Dad, and the restaurant number and the
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fax number and Uncle Kumar’s number in Delhi. Sita and I will
be ail right. Really. ’

At the caf¢ Sanjay bought his parents tea and two doughnuts.
Sita and he drank cola.

* Sukriya,’ said Mrs Gupta.

¢ “Thank you” in Hindi, right, Mum? ’said Sita.

‘Right!’ said Mrs Gupta.

For the first time that day Sanjay looked a bit worried.

‘What is it, dear?’ asked Mrs Gupta.

*My Hindi isn’t very good. Sita’s is much better. Will
people understand me?’

‘You’ll be all right,’ said his mother. ‘ You'll learn lots
of new words and when you come home, you’ll be able to talk
Hindi all the time!’

‘ Poor Sally!’ whispered Sita.

¢ Shhh!’ her brother whispered back. He didn’t want to ex-
plain to his parents about his new girlfriend, not now.

‘ What are you talking about, you two?’ asked Mr Gupta.

‘Nothing, Dad,’ said Sanjay. ‘ Would you like another
cup of tea?’

‘No. No, thank you. Maybe we should go to the depar-
ture gate. .. 7’

‘Dad, it’s still only 4:15. Don’t fuss! You’re making me
nervous! ' said Sanjay.

‘I know, let’s go to the shops and get them some sweets
said Mrs Gupta to her husband.
said Sita.

and magazines, dear,’
‘ Great idea, Mum,’
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CHAPTER

‘Ladies and gentlemen, welcome on board this Boeing 747.
Our flight time from Manchester to Rome will be two and a half
hours and the flight time from Rome to Delhi will be about
seven and a half hours. ..’

Sita looked out of the window of the plane. She knew her
mum and dad were there somewhere , but she couldn’t see them.

Suddenly she was frightened. They had told her so much about
India — about the family and the village, about the colours and
the smells and sounds. Her school friends knew fairy stories
about dark forests and witches and good fairies — she knew
stories about Khera and Grandma Gupta when she was young
and the Maharaja who rode into the village on an elephant and
wanted to marry her. But now here she was, on her way to the
real India.

‘ Sanjay,’ she said.

‘*Yes?' He looked up from a magazine.

‘1 think mum and dad really love India, ’she said. ‘I
hope we love it, too.’

Sanjay smiled at his sister. ‘I know what you mean. They
haven’t visited grandma for twelve years. Maybe it’s all very
different now. Ah well, we’ll see!’

The plane moved away from the airport building. It
moved faster and faster and then — quite suddenly — it was
no longer on the ground, it was in the air. For a few
minutes Sita and Sanjay watched the houses and fields and
roads below the plane. Soon they were very, very small and
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then they disappeared: the plane was in the clouds.

*Oh. ..’ said Sita. But just then the plane came up
through the clouds: the sky was blue and the sun was brilliant.
Maybe this was a fairy story, t0o?

‘Would you like a drink?’ asked the flight attendant.
‘Cola? Orange juice? Water?’

‘No,’ thought Sita. ‘ They don’t give you cola in fairy
stories! ' She smiled; ‘I'd like some water, please. Thank

[}

you.

After their stopover in Rome, a nice Indian flight attendant
brought everyone earphones.

‘There’s a really funny film after dinner,’ he told Sita.
And just a little bit later he brought them dinner — a fish salad, a
curry and a cake. There were more drinks and a chocolate at
the end. It was great.

After dinner, Sanjay watched the film and laughed a lot, but
Sita didn’t really want to watch. She took out her book about
India and began to read the chapter about Hindu festivals
again.

‘Holi is the Hindu festival of colour — or spring festival. It
celebrates the harvest and the Hindu god Krishna. There are
many legends about Krishna. In one of these legends Krishna
was born between Delhi and Agra. ..’

‘Hey, Sanjay, did you know. .. 7’

Sita looked up. Sanjay couldn’t hear her. She started to
read again; ‘... Krishna was born between Delhi and. ..’
Suddenly the plane seemed to jump in the air. The sky was dark
now, but as Sita looked out of the window, she saw a flash of
lightening.
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‘Ladies and gentlemen, as you can see, the captain has
turned on the seat belt signs. Please return to your seats. ’

Sanjay turned to Sita.

‘Don’t worry, Sita, ’he said.

‘I'm not worrying, Sanjay. This is really exciting!’ said Sita.

‘Oh?7’ said Sanjay as the plane jumped again.

‘ Everything all right, Sir?’ asked the flight attendant.
“You know, you needn’t worry; this is quite normal. ’

Sita and Sanjay slept for a few hours. Sita woke up first. A lot
of the other passengers were still asleep — Sanjay, too. She
looked out of the window. In front of the plane — far, far in
front — was a bright red line. Sita watched: ® What is it?’ she
thought. The line seemed to grow bigger. Then she saw that the
black sky above it was no longer black — it too was red. Then
the red changed to orange — and the sky grew lighter. Now Sita
understood what it was.

‘Sanjay, Sanjay,’ she whispered.

‘Huh ...’ He woke up. ‘What is it, Sita?’

‘I’m sorry, but you must look out of the window. Look
it’s sunrise!’ Together they watched as the sky grew brighter
and brighter.
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‘T’s wonderful!’ said Sanjay. ‘ We're flying into the

sun. ’
‘No, the sun is coming to meet us! Soon we’ll be in

India!’

After seven hours and thirty-five minutes in the air the an-
nouncement came .

‘Ladies and gentlemen, in a few minutes we will land at
Indira Ghandi International Airport, New Delhi. ’

‘Is Uncle Kumar waiting for us down there, do you
think?’ said Sita.

‘Yes, I'm sure he is, ’ said Sanjay.

‘ There's so much to put in my diary, ’said Sita. ‘I have
to write in my diary every day — [ promised dad. ’

Sanjay smiled. He looked at his sister, thought for a
moment and then said; ‘I made a promise, too. I have to write
a postcard every day. ’

*To mum?’

‘No, not to mum, to Sally.’

Sita laughed. Just then there was a bump and a lot of
noise; they were back on the ground.

‘ Welcome to New Delhi!’

As they stood at the door of the plane Sita took a deep
breath. She smelled the smell of dust and hot sunshine, and
people and animals.

‘Indial’ she said.

An hour later they came out of the baggage hall with their ca-
ses. There was a sea of faces,but Uncle Kumar was at the front
of the crowd and saw Sita and Sanjay at once.

‘Here 1 am, here I am, my dears. Welcome! Welcome to
India!’
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CHAPTER 3

Well, here we are in India, The flight was great — nice meal,
beautiful sunrise, Uncle Kumar met us at the airport and
Look us home, Then, in the afternoon, we went with him to

the Red Fort - it really is fantastic! And we saw a bit of Old
Delhi,

My first impressions of India are these:

® people - pecple everywhere - hundreds, thousans,
wherever you look. In the narrow streets of Old Delhi you
can't move, it's so fulll Quite scary. And in New Delhi - the
traffic and the noisel
® heat - awall of heat as we came from the plane (very
different to March in nglandl)

® thelight - golden light everywhere. | have never seen light
like this,

Uncle Kumar and Aunt Rupa are very kind, They say they
want to come and visit us in Chester next year.

Tomorrow the train to Agra leaves at six o'clock in the
tmorning (ugh!), but Uncle Kumar will take us to the station,
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Delhi station at six o’clock in the morning was full — people,
people, people.

“It’s always full — day and night,” Uncle Kumar told Sita
and Sanjay ‘In fact,’ he laughed, ‘everywhere in India is full|
Now, come this way, my dears. I have your tickets. We must
go to platform 2. The train is waiting. ’

Uncle Kumar took Sita’s case and the bag with food from
Aunt Rupa. Sanjay followed with his case and rucksack. As
Sita hurried after them, a poor woman with a baby in her arms,
touched her arm. Sita stopped. The woman held her right hand
up to her mouth. She was hungry. Sita took two rupees out of
her bag and gave them to the woman. The woman disappeared
into the crowd. Suddenly there were lots of hands — they pulled
at Sita’s arm, at her clothes, at her rucksack. She was fright-
ened.

“Help! Where are Uncle Kumar and Sanjay?’ she thought.

‘My dear girl! ’ She saw Uncle Kumar’s face. ‘ You
mustn’t stop and give them money! Hurry, now, hurry. We
must find your seats. > He took Sita’s hand and walked quickly
through the crowd.
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The train — the Taj Express — was already full. There were tour-
ists, there were Indians, there were children and bags and
boxes.

‘Don’t worry!’ said their uncle. ‘ You have seats in the
first class. ’

‘But Uncle. ..’ Sita began.

‘No, no; you must have nice seats. It’s your first train
journey in India: you must enjoy it! Ah, here we are!

As the train left the station, Sita and Sanjay waved to their
uncle from their two first-class window seats.
‘Goodbye, Uncle. And thank you for everything!’
‘Goodbye, my dears! Give my love to your grandmother
and to all the family. Goodbye, goodbye. .. ’

They sat back in their seats and looked out of the window.

For a time the train travelled past the streets of New Delhi,
the Indian capital —big, important-looking buildings and beau-
tiful old bungalows, like Uncle Kumar and Aunt Rupa’s.

And then, at last, they left the city behind them. Instead of
houses, there were fields — brown and dry and dusty.

‘Do you remember that film about India? We watched it on
TV last month, Sita,’ said Sanjay.

* Heat and Dust?’

‘Yes. The country looked a bit like this. ’

‘Yes, it did,’ said Sita. ‘I read the book - it was. ..’

‘A very fine book!’

They turned. The old man in the corner smiled at them. ‘I
enjoyed that book very much,’ he added. He was Indian and
maybe seventy or seventy-five years old. He wore traditional
clothes and a turban and he looked very kind.

‘My name is Rajat Singh. Good morning, ’ he said.
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*Good morning. I'm Sanjay Gupta and this is my sister,
Sita. ’

‘ Are you from England?’

‘Yes, we are, ’ said Sita.

“Is it your first time in India?’

‘Yes, it is, said Sanjay. ‘We’ve come to visit our family. ’

*Oh, that’s very nice, ’the old man smiled.

Sita watched the dry brown fields through the window.

‘Excuse me, Mr Singh,’ she said after a few minutes,
‘but where is the rice? I haven’t seen any rice yet. ’

‘No, it’s too dry here. The rice grows near the River
Ganges. Do you eat patna rice at home? Well, the town of
Patna is only six hundred kilometres from here. ’

Sita smiled. * Only six hundred kilometres?!’ she said.

‘Yes, my child — India is a very big country. ’ Then he
went on; ‘ So — you are Guptas, like the great kings”’ Sanjay
didn’t want to talk. He just looked out of the window. But Sita
turned.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘But, our mother and father don’t have
a kingdom. they just have a restaurant!’

The old man smiled. ‘There were many wonderful writers
and painters and scientists at the time of the Gupta kings,’ he
said. ‘Many. ’

‘ When did the Guptas live? ’asked Sita.

¢ At the time when the Romans lived in England, ' said the
old man, ‘ About two thousand years ago.’

‘Wow! Did you hear that, Sanjay?’ said Sita.

‘Yeah, yeah,’said Sanjay.

‘Yes, my boy, India can teach you many things. ’
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