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Introduction	
I	remember	with	great	fondness	reading	Le	Petit	Nicolas	

stories	 in	 college.	 Childlike	 in	 their	 innocence,	 they	were	 a	
welcome	 break	 from	 the	 more	 serious	 literature	 in	 the	
syllabus.	This	inspired	me	to	create	Mido	for	Arabic	students.		

The	 stories	 in	 this	 book	 are	 light-hearted	 and	 easy	 to	
follow,	 but	 also	 engaging,	 all	 the	 while	 providing	 excellent	
reading	practice	in	Modern	Standard	Arabic	for	students	who	
are	perhaps	not	yet	ready	to	tackle	Arabic	literature.		

The	first	chapter	serves	as	an	introduction	to	Mido	and	his	
family,	as	we	take	a	peek	at	the	household’s	typical	morning.	
Mido’s	 father,	mother,	 brother,	 and	 sister	 each	 feature	 in	 a	
chapter	showing	a	day	in	their	lives.	And	Mido,	our	hero,	stars	
in	the	remaining	chapters.	

The	Arabic	texts	appear	on	even-numbered	pages,	while	
the	English	translations	follow	on	odd-numbered	pages	along	
with	cultural	and	language	notes,	as	well	as	photographs.	

Dozens	of	beautiful	illustrations	can	be	found	throughout	
the	 book	 to	 help	 the	 reader	 better	 understand	 the	 texts.	
Professionally	 recorded	 audio	 is	 available	 to	 stream	 or	
download	for	free	from	www.lingualism.com.	

I	would	like	to	thank	Mona	Mohamed,	Mohamed	Ibrahim,	
Amel	 Shafii,	 Lilia	 Khachroum,	 and	 Remon	 Maher	 for	 their	
contributions	 to	 this	project.	And	 I	wish	 to	extend	a	 special	
thank-you	to	Mariam	Khaled,	who	listened	to	my	ideas	about	
Mido	 and	his	 family’s	 adventures	 and	 turned	 them	 into	 the	
wonderful,	vivid	stories	in	this	book,	which	would	never	have	
been	 possible	without	 her	 creativity	 and	 hard	work.	 Thank	
you,	Mariam!	

I	 hope	 you	 enjoy	Mido:	 In	 Modern	 Standard	 Arabic	 and	
improve	your	Arabic	along	the	way.	

Matthew	Aldrich	
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The	Mido	Series	
Mido:	in	Egyptian	Arabic	 is	available	 in	paperback,	Kindle,	
and	PDF	eBook.	Written	 in	 the	 colloquial	dialect	of	Cairo,	 it	
offers	 a	 unique	 opportunity	 to	 read	 and	 listen	 to	 Arabic	 as	
spoken	 by	 Egyptians	 in	 their	 daily	 lives.	 Study	 Mido:	 in	
Modern	 Standard	 Arabic	 alongside	 Mido:	 in	 Egyptian	
Arabic	 to	compare	 the	differences	and	similarities	between	
these	two	varieties	of	Arabic.	

	

	

The	PDF	eBook	version	of	this	book,	
available	 at	 www.lingualism.com,	
includes	 an	 unvoweled	 version	 for	
those	 who	 prefer	 reading	 without	
tashkeel.	

	

 

Supplementary materials for Mido in Modern Standard Arabic 
are available at www.lingualism.com/mido-msa: 

• Free audio files 
• Free PDF with page-by-page 

vocabulary lists and an 
alphabetical glossary 

• Anki flashcards with audio 
(available separately) 
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 وُديِم ُةَِلئاَع :ُل-و+الا ُلْصَفلا

 "!ىَتَف اَي ِحاَب4صلا ُروُباَط َُكتوُفَيَس ا-ِلٕاَو ْظِقْيَتِْسا !وُديِم"
 

 ْو+ا MيِنِيتوOرلا Mيِحاَب-صلا ِديِش-نلاَك ِةَسَرْدَمِْلل وُديِم ُظِقُوت َيِهَو وٍرْمَع Mمpا ُتْوَص َحَبْص+ا

 .ِتوُيُبلا Mلُك ِيف اَم-بُر ْو+ا وُديِم ِةَِلئاَع ِتْيَب ِيف Mيِمْوَيلا Mِيتْو-صلا ِليِجْس-تلاَك

 

 وديِم َعِمَس "؟اًِمئاَن Oيِبَغلا اَذَه ُلاَزَي اَل" :ٍبَضَِغب َلاَقَو اَِهتْوَص ىَلَع وٍرْمَع وُب+ا َظَقْيَتِْسا

 :َلاَقَو اًعِرْسُم ِريِر-سلا َنِم َزَفَقَف ِهِتَفْرُغ ْنِم ُبِرَتْقَت ِهِيب+ا ِتاَوُطُخ

 !ِيب+ا اَي ُتْظَقْيَتِْسا — 

 * .اَهَباَوْب+ا ُةَسَرْدَملا َقِلُْغت ْن+ا َلْبَق ُلوُسَك اَي ْضَهِْنا ا-يَه — 
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Chapter	1:	Mido's	Family	
	

“Mido!	Come	on,	Mido!	Wake	up!	You’re	going	to	miss	the	
morning	assembly	at	school!”	

The	voice	of	Om	Amr	calling	for	Mido	to	wake	up	is	like	a	
daily	 morning	 anthem	 or	 a	 soundtrack	 in	 Mido’s	 family’s	
house	and	probably	in	every	house.	

Abu	Amr	woke	up	because	of	the	noise.	Annoyed,	he	said,	
“That	 stupid	 boy	 is	 still	 sleeping?”	 Once	 Mido	 heard	 his	
father’s	 angry	 footsteps	 approaching,	 he	 jumped	out	 of	 bed	
and	said,		

“I’m	up,	Dad!”	

“Hurry	up,	lazy,	before	the	school	doors	close!”		

 

ِحاَب-صلا ُروُباَط  (lit. morning line-up) is 

the morning assembly that 
begins each school day in 
Egypt. Students line up in the 
school yard for the national 
anthem and physical exercise.  

*The school door is normally 
locked fifteen minutes after 
the start of the first class, after which students who come late must 
wait until the next period to enter. 
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 وُب+ا"َو "وٍرْمَع Oمpا" ِهِمْسِاب ُهاَوَب+ا ى-نَكُي يِذ-لاَو( وٍرْمَع ِرَبْك+الا ِهيِخ+ِال وُديِم َرَظَن

 ِةَعِسا-تلا ِيف ُهَتَسَرْدَم -ن+ِال َِكلَذَو ُهَظاَقِيٕا ُلِواَحُي َدَح+ا اَلَو اًِمئاَن ُلاَزَي اَل ُه-ِنٕا .)*"وٍرْمَع

 ْم+ا َباَه-ذلا ُديِرُي َناَك ِْنٕا اًضْي+ا ُراَيِتْخِالا ُهُنِكْمُي اَمَك .ُهَلْثِم ِفْصMنلاَو ِةَِعبا-سلا ِيف َسْيَلَو

  "؟ُديِرpا اَم ُلَعْف+اَو وٍرْمَع َلْثِم ُحِبْصpاَو ُرُبْك+اَس ىَتَم" :ِهِسْفَن ِيف وُديِم َر-كَف .اَل

 

  :ِهيِداَُنت َيِهَو ِِهتَِدلاَو ُتْوَص ِهِراَكْف+ا َلْبَح َعَطَق

 ْيَتَريِطَش َكَل ُتْر-ضَح ْدَقَل !َِكباَهَذ َلْبَق ِروُطُفلا ِلُواَنَِتل ْعِرْس+ا وُديِم اَي ا-يَه — 

 .ٍةَواَلَح ىَرْخpاَو ىàبَرُم َةَريِطَشَو ،ٍنْبُج

 

 َجَرَخَو ِط-طَخُملا ِضَيْب+الا ِصيِمَقلا َعَم -يِلْحُكلا َقَرْز+الا ِةَسَرْدَملا -يِز وُديِم ىَدَتِْرا

 .ِروُطُفلا ِلُواَنَِتل

 

 .اًئْيَش ىَسْنَت ا-ل+ا ْصِرِْحا ِةَبيِقَحلا ِيف َكِِرتاَفَدَو َكِبُتُك -لُك َتْعَضَو ْلَه — 

 .ُهُجاَتْح+ا اَم -لُك ُتْعَضَو .يMمpا اَي يِقَلْقَت اَل — 

 ْنِم اَُهتْر-ضَح يِت-لا َة-يِلْقَملا َسِطاَطَبلاَو َِلفالفلا ِلَواَنَتَو َزْبُخلا ِلَواَنَت ،اًِذٕا ا-يَه — 

 .َكِلْج+ا
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Mido	looked	at	his	elder	brother,	Amr,	the	eldest	son	in	the	
family	(and	that’s	why	his	parents	are	called	“Abu	Amr”	and	
“Om	Amr”).	He	was	still	asleep	in	bed	without	anyone	waking	
him	up	early.	That’s	because	he	can	wake	up	late	as	his	high	
school	leaves	the	door	open	until	9:00	a.m.,	and	not	7:30	like	
his.	

Amr	also	gets	 to	choose	whether	he	wants	 to	go	or	not.	
Mido	thought	to	himself,	“When	will	I	grow	up	like	Amr	and	
do	what	I	want.”		

His	mother’s	voice	interrupted	his	thoughts	as	she	called,	
“Mido!	Hurry	so	you	have	time	to	eat	breakfast.	 I	made	you	
two	cream	cheese	sandwiches,	one	jam,	and	one	halva”.	

Mido	put	on	his	navy-blue	school	uniform,	with	a	white	
striped	shirt,	and	went	to	eat	breakfast.	

“Have	you	put	all	your	books	and	notebooks	you	need	in	
your	bag?	Careful	not	to	forget	anything.”	

“Don’t	worry,	Mom.	I	got	everything.”	

“Here.	Take	this	loaf	of	bread	and	eat	the	hot	falafel	and	
French	fries	I	made	for	you.”	

 

ورْمَع  – Notice that the final و in the name ورْمَع  Amr is silent, but it helps 

distinguish it from another common name, رَمُع  Omar. 

*Such names are ٌةَيْنُك  (teknonyms), whereby parents are informally 

known by the name of their eldest son, or, in the absence of a son, 
their eldest daughter. 
ٌةَواَلَح  halva is a dense, sweet, crumbly confection made with tahini and 

sugar, sometimes containing nuts or dried fruit. 

                                                             Sam
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 .يMمpا اَي اًنَسَح — 

 ؟َمْوَيلا َكَل ِسيِرْد-تلِاب ُلاَنَم ُةَذاَتْسpالا ُموُقَتَس ْلَه — 

 .ْلَج+ا — 

 ِة-رَملاَك َسْيَلَو ٍةَدMيَج ٍةَجَرَد ىَلَع َلُصْحَت ْيَِكل َكِدْهُج -لُك ْلُذُْبا .اًنَسَح — 

 .َكاَوَتْسُم ْنَع ًةَيِضاَر ْنُكَت ْمَل اَمَدْنِع ِةَِقبا-سلا

 

 ìدِعَتْسُم ُه-ِنٕا .َة-يِلْقَملا َسِطاَطَبلا Oبِحُي اَمَك ِهMلُك ِمَلاَعلا اَذَه ِيف وُديِم ُهOبِحُي َءْيَش اَل

 :ُهُِدلاَو ُهَل َلاَق اَمَدْنِع ِهِروُطُِفب ُعِتْمَتْسَي وُديِم َناَك .ِءاَشَعلاَو ِءاَدَغلاَو ِروُطُفلا ِيف اَِهلُواَنَِتل

 َنِم اًسيِك َيِرَتْشَِتل ٍتاَهْيَنُج َةَسْمَخلا ِهِذَه ْذُخَو َكِدِعْوَم ِيف َلِصَِتل ْك-رَحَت ا-يَه"

 ".ِةَسَرْدَملا اَيِريِتفاَك ْنِم اًريِصَع ْو+ا ِتاَشَمْرَقُملا

 

 ْتَعَضَو اَمَنْيَب ِهِِدلاَو ْنِم َدوُقOنلا وُديِم َذَخ+ا

 ٍمْوَي Mلُك َلْثِمَو ِةَبيِقَحلا ِيف َِرئاَط-شلا ُُهتَِدلاَو

 اَي" :ِةَبيِقَحلا ِءاَِدتِْرا ِيف ُهُدِعاَُست َيِهَو ْتَلاَق

 ُلِمْحَت+ا !اàدِج ٌةَليِقَث ُةَبيِقَحلا ِهِذَه !يِهَِلٕا

 "؟اًبُتُك ْم+ا اًراَجْح+ا اَهِيف

 

 اَياَصَولا ُُهتَِدلاَو ُهَل ُلوُقَت اَمَنْيَب ِلِزْنَملا َنِم َجَرَخَو ِهِرْهَظ ىَلَع ُهَتَبيِقَح وُديِم َعَضَو

 َعَم ْث-دَحَتَت اَل .ِةَِلفاَحلا َنِم َِكلوُُزن َدْنِع ْل-هَمَت .يِبيِبَح اَي ِةَماَل-سلا َعَم" :ِةَداَتْعُملا

  "!ِهللا ِناَم+ا ِيف .ِءاَبَرُغلا
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“Yes,	Mom.”	

“Is	Miss	Manal	teaching	you	today?”	

“Yes.”	

“Okay,	do	your	best	so	she	gives	you	a	good	grade,	unlike	
last	time	when	she	wasn’t	so	happy	with	you.”	

There’s	nothing	Mido	likes	more	in	the	world	than	French	
fries.	He	would	eat	them	for	breakfast,	lunch	and	dinner.	Mido	
was	enjoying	his	breakfast	when	his	father	said	to	him,	“Get	
moving	so	you	arrive	on	time,	and	take	these	five	pounds	to	
get	the	microbus	and	buy	yourself	a	bag	of	chips	or	juice	from	
the	cafeteria.”	

Mido	took	the	money	from	his	dad	while	his	mom	put	the	
sandwiches	in	his	backpack,	and	just	like	every	day,	she	said,	
“Dear	God!	This	bag	is	so	heavy!	What	do	you	put	in	it,	rocks	
or	books?”	

Mido	put	on	his	backpack	and	 left	home	while	his	mom	
said	her	usual	commandments,	“Goodbye,	honey!	Get	off	the	
microbus	carefully.	If	a	stranger	talks	to	you,	don’t	reply.	God	
protect	you!”	
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 ِةَسَرْدَملا ىَِلٕا اَهِداَلْو+ا ِدَح+ا ِباَهَذ َدْعَب اَهَساَفْن+ا َطِقَتْلَتَو اًليِلَق َحاَتْرَِتل وٍرْمَع Oمpا ْتَسَلَج

 ِيف ُسُرْدَت يِت-لا ىَرْبُكلا اَهِتَنِْبا َةَبِه ىَلَع ُرْو-دلا َءاَجَو .ِِهتَوِْخٕا َعَم ِمْلِفلا ِسْفَن ِراَرْكَت َلْبَق

  .ِسْف-نلا ِمْلِع ِمْسِِقب ،ِبآَدالا ِة-يMلُك ،ِةَرِهاَقلا ِةَعِماَج

 

 يِضَهْنا ا-يَه !ُةاَتَفلا اَهُتMي+ا".اَهْيَلَع ْنِم َءاَطِغلا Oدِشَتَو اَهOزُهَت َيِهَو "...ُةَبِه اَي ...ُةَبِه اَي"

  ".َٓنالا ُةَنِما-ثلا اه-ِنٕا .ِةَعِسا-تلا ِةَعا-سلا ُةَرَضاَحُم ِكَتوُفَت اَل ى-تَح َٓنالا

 

 اَل َةَعا-سلا ِتَدَجَوَو ،َةَعا-سلا َد-قَفَتَِتل ٍنْيَع ِفْصِِنب اَهِِفتاَه ىِلٕا ُرُظْنَت ،ًةَعِزَف ُةَبِه ْتَضَهَن

 اَهَل اَِهتَِدلاَو ِعاَدِخ ِبَبَِسب ٌةَبِضاَغ َيِهَو اَهِشاَِرف ْنِم ُةَبِه ْتَضَهَن .اًثُُلث ا-ِلٕا َةَنِما-ثلا ُلاَزَت

 ِتا-يِرْصِملا ِتاَه-مpالا Oلُك َِكلَذ ِيف اَهَلْثِمَو .Mيِقيِقَحلا ِتْقَولا ِْنٔاَِشب ٍمْوَي -لُك

 .ِتاَليِص+الا

 

 .ِرْو-دلا اَذَِهب َيِه َموُقَِتل َمْوَيلا وٍرْمَع ِظاَقِيٕا ِةاَناَعُم ْنِم اَهMمpا َءاَفِْعٕا ُةَبِه ْتَر-رَق

 َسوُرُد اًليِلَق َرِكاَذُِتل ْو+ا ِةَسَرْدَملا ىَِلٕا َبَهْذَِتل ا-يَه ؟َظِقْيَتْسَت ْنَل+ا ...وُرْمَع اَي — 

 !وُرْمَع اَي ،ِخيِرا-تلا

 !يِنيِكُرُْتا !اًليِلَق يِتُكُْسا — 

 .ٍءْيَش -ي+ا َكَل َكُرْت+ا ْنَلَو ِسِطاَطَبلاَو ِِلفاَلَفلا -لُك ُلَواَنَت+اَس ا-ِلٕاَو ا-يَه — 

 .ُتْظَقْيَتِْسا ْدَقَل !اًنَسَح !اًنَسَح — 

 

 .اَهMمpاَو اَهِيب+ِال ُةَبِه ْتَلاَق .يMمpا اَي ِرْيَخلا ُحاَبَص .ِيب+ا اَي ِرْيَخلا ُحاَبَص — 
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Om	Amr	sat	down	to	rest	a	little	now	that	she	had	gotten	
rid	of	one	of	 them	and	 to	 catch	her	breath	before	 the	 same	
scene	would	play	out	with	his	brother	and	sister.	Now	it	was	
Heba’s	turn,	her	eldest	daughter,	who	was	at	Cairo	University,	
Faculty	of	Arts,	department	of	psychology.	

“Heba...	Heba...!”	She	shook	her	and	pulled	off	the	covers.	
“Hey	girl!	Hurry	to	catch	your	lectures	at	nine.	It’s	eight	now!”	

Heba	jumped	up,	freaked	out,	and	looked	at	her	cell	phone	
to	 check	 the	 time,	 and	 saw	 it	 was	 still	 7:40.	 Heba	 got	 up	
annoyed,	not	believing	how	her	mom	could	pull	that	over	on	
her	every	time,	exaggerating	the	time.	Just	a	typical	Egyptian	
mother.	

Heba	decided	to	save	her	mom	the	fuss	of	waking	Amr	up	
this	time	and	to	do	it	herself.	

“Amr,	aren’t	you	getting	up?	Go	to	school	or	study	for	your	
history	class	a	bit.	Amr!”	

“Shut	up!	Leave	me	alone!”	

“Get	up	or	I’ll	eat	all	the	falafel	and	French	fries	and	not	
leave	you	any.”	

“Arghhh!	Okay,	okay!	I’m	up.”	

“Good	morning,	Dad!	Good	morning,	Mom!”	Heba	said	to	
her	parents.	
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 ُبوُك ِهِدَي ِيفَو ِلوُمْحَملا ِِهبوُساَح ِيف ٍزيِكْرَِتب ُرُظْنَي اَهوُب+ا َناَك .ٌدَح+ا اَهْيَلَع -دُرَي ْمَل

 ُهَِسباَلَم وُديِم َكَرَت اَمَدْعَب ِداتْعُملاَك ِلِزْنَملا ِبِيتْرَت ِيف ْت+اَدَب ْدَق اَهOمpا ْتَناَكَو .ِيا-شلا

 .ًةَرَثْعَبُم ُهَءاَيْش+اَو ُهَبِراَوَجَو

 

  :ْتَداَنَو ِروُطُفلا ِلُواَنَِتل ُةَبِه ْتَسَلَج

 ؟ِيب Mصاَخلا ِبيِلَحلِاب ِيا-شلا ُبوُك َنْي+ا ...يMمpا ...يMمpا — 

 .َدُرْبَي اَل ْيَِكل اًرMكَبُم ُه-بُص+ا ْن+ا ْدِرpا ْمَل .َٓنالا ُهOبُص+ا اَن+ا اَه اًنَسَح اًنَسَح — 

 .ُةَبيِبَحلا ي-مpا اَي اًرْكُش — 

 

 .اَهMمpاَو اَهِيب+ا ْنِم ٌةَل-لَدُم اَم öدَح ىَِلٕا َيِهَف اَِهتَوِْخٕا َنْيَب ُةَديِحَولا ُةاَتَفلا َةَبِه -ن+ا ِراَبِتْعِِاب

 .اًعيِمَج ْمُهْنِم َرَثْك+ا ُُهتَِدلاَو ِهْيَلَع ُفاَخَت يِذ-لاَو ِدوُقْنُعلا َرِخٓا وديِمك َسْيَل ْنِكَلَو

 

 ؟ِةَعِماَجلا ىَِلٕا ِكَعَم ِهيِذُْخٔاَِتل اًئْيَش ِكَل َرMضَحpا ْن+ا يِنَنيِديُِرت ْلَه — 

 يِرَتْش+اَس !اَل ِعْب-طلِاب ؟يMنِم اوُرَخْسَي ْن+ا ْمُهَنيِديُِرت ْلَه ؟يMمpا اَي َنِيلوُقَت اَذاَم — 

 .ِةَعِماَجلا ىَهْقَم ْنِم اًئْيَش

 !ِلاَؤOسلا ِنَع اًرْذُع !اًنَسَح — 

 

 ِهْجَولا ُبMطَقُم َوُهَو ٍماَلَك ِنوُِدب ِةَِدئاَملا ىَلَع َسَلَج .ِروُطُفلا ِةَِدئاَِمل وُرْمَع َرَضَح اًريِخ+ا

 ُه-ن+ِال ِجاَزِملا ُر-كَعُم اَذَكَه َوُهَو َم-لَكَتَت ْن+ا ْنِم ًةَِفئاَخ ِهْيَِلٕا ُرُظْنَت ُةَبِه ْت-لَظ .ُلُْكٔاَي +اَدَبَو

   .اًرِكاَب َظاَقيِتْسِالا ُهَرْكَي
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No	one	responded.	Her	father	was	focused	looking	at	his	
laptop	 with	 a	 cup	 of	 tea	 in	 one	 hand,	 while	 her	 mom	 had	
already	 begun	 her	 daily	 routine	 of	 picking	 up	 the	 house	
wherever	Mido	left	his	pajamas,	socks	and	things.	

Heba	sat	down	to	have	breakfast	and	called,	“Mom!	Mom!	
Where’s	my	cup	of	tea	with	milk?”	

“All	right,	all	right,	I’m	making	it.	I	didn’t	want	to	pour	it	
for	you	earlier	or	it’d	get	cold.”	

“Thanks,	my	lovely	mom.”	

Heba,	being	the	only	girl	among	the	children,	was	more	or	
less	 spoiled	 by	 her	 parents,	 but	 not	 as	 much	 as	 Mido,	 the	
youngest	child,	whose	mother	worried	about	him	the	most.	

“Do	 you	want	me	 to	make	 you	 something	 to	 eat	 at	 the	
university?”	

“What	are	you	talking	about,	Mom?	Do	you	want	people	to	
laugh	 at	 me?	 Of	 course	 not!	 I’ll	 buy	 sandwiches	 from	 the	
cafeteria.”	

“All	right,	sorry	I	asked!”	

At	last	Mr.	Amr	showed	up	to	breakfast.	He	sat	down	at	the	
table	 without	 saying	 a	 word.	 He	 was	 grumpy	 and	 started	
eating.	Heba	 looked	at	him	scared	 to	 talk	when	he	was	 that	
fussy,	as	he	really	hates	waking	up	early.	
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 .َة-ِيلَدْي-صلا َحَتْف+ا ى-تَح اَن+ا ُبَهْذ+اَس ُداَلْو+ا اَي اًنَسَح" :وٍرْمَع وُب+ا َلاَق ٍليِوَط ٍتْمَص َدْعَب

  "؟اًئْيَش َنوُديُِرت ْلَه

 

 :ِتْقَولا ِسْفَن ِيف ُةَبِهَو وُرْمَع ا-دَر َةَلْمُجلا َيِهْنُي ْن+ا َلْبَق

 !َفوُرْصَملا ُديُِرن — 

 اَي يِل-ضَفَت .ُذاَتْسpا اَي ْل-ضَفَت .اَذَهَك اًئْيَش اَيَسْنَت ْن+ا ٌليِحَتْسُم اًعْبَط اًعْبَط — 

 .ُةَذاَتْسpا

 .ِيب+ا اَي اًرْكُش — 

 

 -زَه ".َِكتَدْوَع َءاَنْث+ا ًةَهِكاَف ِداَلْو+اِلل ْرِضْح+ا .ِةَماَل-سلا َعَم" :وٍرْمَع اَب+ا وٍرْمَع Oمpا ْتَع-دَو

 .َباَبلا َلَفْق+اَو ُهَْسٔاَر وٍرْمَع وُب+ا

 

 .ِتاَرَضاَحُملاَو َةَسَرْدَملا اقَحْلَِتل ِناَنْثِالا اَهOي+ا ا-يَه — 

 .ِتْقَولا ِسْفَن ِيف ِناَنْثِالا ا-دَر "يMمpا اَي ٌرِضاَح — 

 

 .وٍرْمَِعل ُةَبِه ْتَلاَق "؟اàيِوَس ِقاَفْن+الا َراَطِق َبَكْرَن ْن+ا ُديُِرت ْلَه — 

 .يئاقِدْص+ا َعَم ُبَهْذ+اَس .اًرْكُش اَل — 

 .اًنَسَح — 

 

 اًريِخ+ا ".ِهيِدَتْر+ا اَم -يَدَل َسْيَل" :ٍمْوَي Mلُك َلْثِم ُرMكَُفت ِِسباَلَملا ِةَناَزِخ َماَم+ا ُةَبِه ْتَفَقَو

  :ِمْوَيلا ِيف öدَحَت َرَبْك+ا +اَدَبَو اَهَباَجِح ْت-فَلَو ٍزْنيِج ِلاَطْنَبَو ٍصيِمَق ىَلَع ْت-رَقَتِْسا
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After	a	long	silence	Abu	Amr	said,	“Okay,	kids,	I’m	taking	
off	to	open	the	pharmacy.	Do	you	need	anything?”	

Before	he	even	finished	his	sentence	Amr	and	Heba	both	
replied,	“We	want	our	pocket	money!”	

“Sure,	sure.	You	can’t	ever	forget	something	like	that.	Here	
you	are,	sir.	Here	you	are,	miss.”	

“Thank	you,	Dad.”	

Om	Amr	walked	Abu	Amr	to	the	door	and	said,	“Goodbye,	
buy	 some	 fruit	 for	 the	 kids	 on	 your	 way	 home.”	 Abu	 Amr	
nodded	and	closed	the	door	behind	him.	

“Hurry,	 you	 two,	 so	 you	 don’t	 miss	 school	 and	 your	
lectures.”	

“Okay,	Mom,”	they	said	in	unison.	

“Do	you	want	to	take	the	subway	together?”	Heba	asked	
Amr.	

“No	thanks.	I’m	going	with	my	friends.”	

“Okay.”	

Heba	stood	in	front	of	her	wardrobe	like	every day.	“I	have	
nothing	to	wear.”	Finally,	she	picked	a	blouse	and	jeans	and	
tied	her	head	scarf	and	started	the	most	challenging	part	of	
her	day:	

		

 

ٌباَجِح  headscarf – Egyptian women typically do not wear headscarves at 

home. They will put them on shortly before leaving the house and 
take them off upon arriving home, as long as only relatives or other 
women are present. They will leave their headscarves on in the 
presence of company or male cousins. Of course, women must cover 
their heads to perform prayers, as well. 
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 ِحْسَملا َنِم ٍتْقَو َدْعَب .ْرِنَْيال ْٓيالا ُطْبَض

 ًةَرْظَن ْتَقْل+اَو اَهِت-مِهُم ِيف ُةَبِه ْتَحَجَن ِطْب-ضلاَو

 ".يMمpا اَي ءاقMللا ىَِلٕا" .ْتَجَرَخَو ِةٓاْرِملا ِيف ًةَريِخ+ا

 ْن+ا اَهOمpا َعيِطَتْسَت ْن+ا َلْبَق ِباَبلا َةَيِحاَن ْتَرَجَو

 يرMيَغ ؟ُقMي-ضلا ُلاَطْنَبلا اَذَه اَم" :ِةَداَعلاَك َلوُقَت

 "!ِرْوَفلا ىَلَع ِكَباَِيث

 

 ِِسباَلَملا ِة-لَت ْنِم ُهاَدَي ِهْيَلَع ْتَعَقَو اَم َل-و+ا اًيِدَتْرُم ،ِهِتَفْرُغ ْنِم اًضْي+ا وُرْمَع َجَرَخ

 َباَبلا َحَتَف -ُمث .ٍراَرْز+ا ِنوُِدب اًصيِمَقَو ِنْو-للا َدَوْس+ا اًلاَطْنَب :Mيِسْرُكلا ىَلَع ِةَس-دَكُملا

 .َجَرَخَو

 

 "؟...وُرْمَع"

 

 َوُه وُرْمَع -ن+ا ْنِم َد-ك+اَتَِتل ِنوُحOصلا َليِسَغ ْتَهْن+ا اَمَدْعَب ِخَبْطَملا َنِم وٍرْمَع Oمpا ْتَجَرَخ

 اَذاَم" :اَِهتَداَعَك ْتَلاَقَو ،ِلْعِفلِاب اوُجَرَخ ْدَق َعيِمَجلا ِتَدَجَوَو .ِلِزْنَملا َباَب َحَتَف يِذ-لا

 "؟ِءاَدَغِلل َمْوَيلا وُهْط+اَس
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Matching	the	eye-liner!	After	a	while	removing	and	adjusting,	
she	completed	her	mission	and	took	a	final	look	in	the	mirror	
before	 she	 left.	 “Goodbye,	 Mom!”	 And	 she	 ran	 to	 the	 door	
before	her	mom	could	say	anything	like	“Those	pants	are	too	
tight.	Go	change!” 

Amr	also	left	his	room,	wearing	the	first	thing	he	saw	in	
the	pile	of	clothes	on	the	chair:	black	pants	and	a	t-shirt.	He	
opened	the	door	and	left.	

“Amr?”	

Om	Amr	went	out	of	the	kitchen	after	she	finished	washing	
the	dishes	to	check	that	it	was	Amr	who	had	opened	the	door	
of	the	house.	She	found	the	house	empty,	and,	as	every  day,	
she	said,	“What	should	I	cook	for	lunch	today?”	
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 ُةَئِطاَخلا ُة4طَحَملا :ِينا-ثلا ُلْصَفلا

 .ِِهئاقِدْص+اَو وُديِم ِناذٓا ِيف ىَقيِسوُملا ِةَباَثَِمب َوُه ِةَريِخ+الا ِة-صِحلا ِءاَهِتِْنا ِسَرَج ُتْوَص

 Mف-صلا ِباَب ىَلَع ٌموُجُه .ٍقيِرَح ِراَذِْنٕا َةَِرفاَص َعِمَس ْنَمَك ِهِعاَمَس َرْوَف ُعيِمَجلا يِرْجَي

 يِذ-لاَو Mيِديِدَحلا ِباَبلا َرْبَع ِةَسَرْدَملا ِبا-لُط Oلُك ُرِشَحْنَي اًريِخ+اَو ِِملاَل-سلا ىَلَع ٌُعفاَدَتَو

 ِةَعا-سلا ُذْنُم َةَظْح-للا ِهِذَه اوُرَظَتِْنا َنيِذ-لا ِبا-لOطلا Mلُك ُةَياَغ َوُه ُهْنِم ُجوُرُخلا ُرَبَتْعُي

 .اًحاَبَص ِةَِعبا-سلا

 

 ْتَطَقَسَل öمpا Oي+ا اَهْت+اَر ْوَل ٍةَلاَح ِيف ِناَيْبMصلا Oلُكَو وُديِم ُجُرْخَي ِفاَرِصْنِالا ِةَكَرْعَم َدْعَب

 ِرَدْصَملا ُةَلوُهْجَمَو ٌةَفِلَتْخُم ٌعَقُب ،ِلاَطْنَبلا َجِراَخ يMلَدَتُمَو ٌد-عَجُم ٌصيِمَق :اَهْيَلَع اàيِشْغَم

 .ِطاَبMرلا ُكوُكْفَمٌ ءاَذِح اًعْبَطَو ،ِصيِمَقلا ىَلَع

 

  .ِةَسَرْدَملا ِيف ِليِو-طلا ِمْوَيلا َنِم ٍةَقَهْرُم ٍةَئيِطَب ٍتاَوُطُِخب وُديِم ىَشَم
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Chapter	2:	The	Wrong	Station	
	

The	last	class’s	bell	is	like	music	to	the	ears	of	Mido	and	his	
friends.	Once	the	students	hear	it,	everyone	runs	as	if	it	were	
the	fire	alarm.	Everyone	rushes	to	the	classroom	door,	pushes	
down	the	stairs,	and	finally	the	whole	school	gets	jammed	at	
the	iron	gates	[of	the	school],	getting	through	which	is	the	goal	
of	all	the	kids,	who	have	been	waiting	for	this	moment	since	7	
a.m.	

After	the	battle	of	leaving	[school],	Mido	and	all	the	kids	
are	in	a	such	a	state	that	if	any	mother	saw,	she	would	faint.	A	
wrinkled,	 untucked	 shirt,	 various	 stains	 from	 unknown	
sources	on	the	shirt,	and,	of	course,	loose	shoelaces.	

Mido	 walked	 slowly,	 exhausted	 from	 the	 long	 day	 at	
school. 

 

ىَلَع ٌموجُه  (lit. an attack on) is used as a battle cry: Chaaarge! 
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