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Foreword

In the name of Allah, the Most Gracious, the Most Merciful.

Thank you so much for choosing to read my book! It’s very surreal that lil’ old me even undertook the mammoth task of writing a book, let alone people being interested in reading it.

I’d love you to enjoy it, laugh at the funny bits, cry at the sad bits, nod attentively at the interesting bits. And really, I’d love you to develop a deeper understanding of what it was like for a young British Pakistani Muslim kid growing up in 90s northern England. I was the generation that was abandoned by Thatcher, that Enoch Powell wanted erased, that Tony Blair tried to embrace. It was truly a fascinating time. Also, who doesn’t love a bit of cheeky 90s nostalgia? Bonbons, anyone?

Lots of people have asked me why I decided to write this book. I guess there isn’t one clear answer. First and foremost, there were some things I needed to get off my chest.

I also wish there’d been a book like this for me growing up, about the generation of Asians who grew up in the 60s and 70s, and so I’ve written one for people who want to look back at what it was like in the 90s. And I wanted people to know about the struggles. That things aren’t handed to people who come from where I come from and that while setbacks and drama are a part of life, they needn’t define us.

And . . . actually . . . my life was kinda interesting and it seems like the best way to take you into that world is through a book.

I’ve always viewed my childhood through rose-tinted specs, so to properly rake through my memories and realise how much I went through was really eye-opening, and it’s only with hindsight that I can truly appreciate how goddam annoying I must’ve been to my teachers.

It’s been a real hoot and I had such a laugh reminiscing with my family and friends about the stupid things we got up to and got away with. I really hope it makes you laugh.

Some things to note:

The title aside, this is one person’s experience – mine. Yes, there are some universal experiences, but this is my story, not the story of the entire British Muslim/Asian/Pakistani experience. While there will of course be some parallels, a black Muslim kid growing up in Birmingham or London will have had very different experiences to me, as will a middle-class Gujarati kid growing up in Canterbury. So please don’t make any sweeping generalisations, positive or negative, based on my words. Ta.

Now, you might be thinking, wow Tez, I didn’t realise you kept a diary when you were a kid! I didn’t. The account here is based on memories and extensive conversations with my nearest and dearest. I also kept my Record of Achievement, my report cards and my certificates, which built a nice picture.

I did have a college diary, which was useful for some dates, but useless for actual real experiences, though I could tell you in which round Amelie Mauresmo was knocked out of Wimbledon in 2001,* because that’s the sort of thing eighteen-year-old me thought was useful to record [image: illustration]. Which is all to say, this is a genuine account of what went down. I’ve tried to be as honest as possible. Uncomfortably so. By accident, I have probably given teen me a little more foresight in some places than I might actually have had at the time – but then, as you’ll notice, I was very intelligent and talented so there’s a good chance I really would have predicted that our country would peak in 2012 as we hosted the world for the Olympics and then take a nosedive as we submitted ourselves to populism, making a series of bad decisions which will lead to the collapse of our economy and society in 2025. Lol.

Having stepped back into the mind of thirteen-year-old me, it felt only natural to write the diary from the perspective of my teenage self in the style in which I spoke at the time. So it’s written in a colloquial way, which I personally prefer in books to long tricky words (you’re welcome). I promise you’ll understand it all . . . but just in case you think it’s an error, yes, ‘but’ is supposed to fall at the end of sentences: we used it interchangeably with ‘though’. And anything else you think is a typo is also purposeful.

In addition, I have a pretty large family and had a fair few friends (humblebrag), so I’ve included a character list at the front in case you forget who anyone is.

Oh, also . . . awkward . . . I know how my people are with rude bits. This is a teenager’s diary. Sorry. There are three entries that could be considered a bit blue. They’re clearly marked in the entry heading, so if you’d like to avoid that sort of thing, feel free to skip those.

Finally, for the non-Muslim and/or non-Punjabi speakers reading this, you’ll likely come across words you don’t recognise. Don’t panic: there’s a glossary. The first time you see a new word, it’ll be asterisked to remind you of the glossary’s existence. After that you should know the word, so you’re on your own. There isn’t a test at the end of the book, but remember, Allah is always watching. Speaking of Whom . . . may Allah please forgive me for any errors in this book and for anything that I have written that upsets anybody or displeases Him.

Ameen.



 

_______________

* Third round.
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