Story 4:  Nasteha’s story

“Is that a new watch?” asked Maggie, looking down at her friend Nasteha’s wrist as she hung her jacket in the school cloak-room.  

“Yes, my cousin gave it to me for my special day yesterday,” replied Nasteha.  

“Special day?” asked another friend Jack, raising his eyebrow.  “What special day?  I thought your birthday was last month.  Or was it your mum or dad’s birthday?”

“No, it wasn’t a birthday,” replied Nasteha, taking her reading book out of her bag. “It was our New Zealand citizenship ceremony. I’ve been counting down the days towards it.  And I was so excited when the day finally came yesterday.”
“I know you and your family came from Kenya when you were little, but you’ve been living in New Zealand for years,” said Maggie.  “Why didn’t you become New Zealand citizens when you first moved here?”

“We couldn’t become New Zealand citizens straight away,” answered Nasteha.  “You have to live here for a few years first before you can apply.”

“So what happened at the citizenship ceremony?” asked Jack.
“Well, we went to a big building in town.   There were lots of other people there who were also becoming citizens.   All of us had to swear an oath…”

“What, you had to swear?” asked Jack in amazement.

“Not swearing like saying bad words,” laughed Nasteha.  “Swearing means that you promise something – it’s called swearing an oath.  Some people swear their oaths while they hold the Bible, but because our family is Muslim, we held the Koran.  Holding a special book means you take your promise very seriously.”

“Did everyone have to hold a special book?” asked Maggie.

“No. If you wanted you could make an affirmation instead of swearing an oath, where you don’t have to hold any book at all, but you still take the promise very seriously.” 
“What did you have to promise … er, swear … about?” asked Maggie.

“We promised to be faithful to the Queen, to obey New Zealand laws and to do our duty as New Zealand citizens.”

“So then what happened?” asked Jack.

“The mayor gave us our certificates of citizenship which said we were New Zealand citizens.”

“That certainly sounds like it was a special day,” agreed Maggie.  “So now you’re a real kiwi!”

“That’s what I love - I’m still a Muslim girl from Africa, but now I’m also officially a kiwi – this is my home.”

“Well, if you look at your new watch, the three of us will soon be kiwis who are late for class,” laughed Jack.  They walked off towards class, giggling happily.
