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The one sleeve shirt 

Fatima is a little girl. She is eleven years old and lives with her father, in clean 

and lovely district in where she has made friends from either sex. They are spending 

long time in district gardens together enjoying, playing and having fun. They are telling 

each other the nice tales whether which they already heard from their parents or which 

they weaved from their fantasy. 

Fatima tends strongly to play the Hopscotch game. In the playtime, she draws 

squares on the ground with the chalk. They interchange the role with each other playing 

with small square stone. 

Fatima is a pretty girl. She always likes to look clean and in good shape. 

Therefore, she cares for her colored clothes, combing her hair and polishing her fitted 

shoes. Fatima is hardworking pupil at school.  

Although she always appears very happy, she is suffering from deep grief. She 

tries always to hide it from someone else. She is bothered and disturbed by her left 

sleeve shirt that it waves right and left whenever she performs a movement. If she turns, 

it turns around her. If she springs, it also springs above her head. 



Each evening Fatima comes back from the school. As soon as she takes off her 

clothes, she starts to feel her missing-arm shoulder and wonders how she has lost her 

arm. "Why do I not look like my friends? Why do some of them treat me jeeringly?" 

All these questions remained without responses and increasingly caused her much 

pain. 

One day, while Fatima was feeling her shoulder and staring at the mirror as usual, 

the father knocked on the door of her room. As he came in, He found her chest-nude 

and very gloomy. The tears are about to fall, whereas her hand is feeling the missing-

arm shoulder.  Without a simple word, he hugged her and sat her on the bed trying to 

wear her clothes she had taken off. 

As he finished, he talked to her nicely: “Please my sweetie, don’t take off your 

clothes once more, so that you could catch cold.” 

In very childish innocence, she turned to her father and asked him: "Dad, my dad! How 

did I lose my hand?" 

The question seemed to him a strong clap on the cheek and she added: "The sleeve of 

my shirt bothers me, and I don't bear any more to play wearing this kind of the shirt." 

The father looked at his countenance's daughter for a while, then he came closely and 

said:   

 - "How can the shirt disturb you whereas you look forcibly bewitched?" 

- "But where is my hand? Dad!" 

- "You are born without it, daughter!" 

- "Why only me? All my friends have two hands."  

- "Look my sweetie! It does not matter. You are nicer than they are. Moreover All 

people loves you because you are friendly and hardworking." 

She was silent for a while and said: "Dad! I have been taught in the school if someone 

steals something , his hand must be cut. Have I ever stolen something?" 



- "No, don't say that again and stop asking! The matter is your died mother gave you 

birth with one hand, and this is not shame. Many babies are born black, white, ill, or 

even dead. It is the God's decision and we should give thanks to Him although." The 

girl was not satisfied with her father's answer, but she pretended understanding and 

asked: "Can I say a request?" 

- "Yes, sure." 

- "Dad! Bring me a shirt with one sleeve so that I can play with no trouble." 

Because of his daughter’s wish, he was amazed and said: "what? I never saw a shirt 

with one sleeve. Where can I get it to you?  All the shirts in this world are made with 

two sleeves."  

At once, the father recognized that his answer was quite cruel. He nicely led her 

daughter to the kitchen and asked her to sit there while he will be preparing for her a 

delicious meal. 

The father started washing the dishes and peeling the vegetables in order to 

prepare the meal. After just an hour, the different foods were ready on the well-done 

table. He stretched his hand to have a cup of water. As he finished drinking, he noticed 

her daughter asking him to cut her a piece of bread. He said to himself: "if I'm not with   

her, who helps her to do her stuff? Her mother, who helped me, died two years ago 

whereas I am busy with my job and …."  

Fatima broke his wandering and said : "Dad! I am still waiting your respond about the 

shirt with one sleeve." And she added coldly: "you, like others, have two hands but I 

have one, so I want a shirt with one sleeve." Suddenly the father got silent and said that 

he needs time to seek for it.  

Fatima was happy of this, and asked: 

- "How much time do you need for this?"  

- "One week, after coming back from the travel." 

She turned to her father and said: "are you travelling? Dad!" 



- "Yes my daughter. I have some work to do outside and I will back home in one week."  

- "Will you buy me the shirt?" 

- "Yes, I will.” 

Immediately after this dialogue, Fatima figured out that he will have stayed alone 

at home. She asked her father : " may I stay alone or .. ?" 

The father said: "since your mother died, I have not travelled. Look! now you become 

wise girl and little bride. I will cook you some foods and put them in the fridge. Also, I 

will talk to the grocer near the school to have what you need. Be careful with fire and 

lean on yourself!" 

Although she did not like her father to leave her alone for this long time, but she 

felt pleasant to get the shirt with one sleeve that she can play easily and forever. 

In the evening, she finished her daily work and went to sleep after her father 

prepared her the bed.  As she put her head on the pillow, her mind wandered and said to 

herself: "how will I look in shirt with one sleeve? And she said again: what about my 

classmates? Will they jeer at me when they see me in the shirt with one sleeve? In this 

moment, she had back the self-confidence and said: I don't care; I will wear the one 

sleeve shirt."  

It is 06:00 am. The father woke up on the alarm clock and switched on the light. 

After he performed the ablution and prayed, he packed some baggage in suitcase. He 

put a kiss on front's daughter before he left her some money and went out.  

Fatima woke up at 07:00 am as usual. After she washed the face and changed her 

clothes, she caught out a cup of milk from the fridge and took a piece of bread. She 

tried to polish it with some butter and jam, but she found the act difficult to do, 

particularly she is accustomed to depend completely on her father. In the spite of so, she 

felt happy because she realised she prepared alone the breakfast for the first time. 

After she had held the schoolbag, polished her shoes and worn her smock, she 

rashly went out to the school. 



As the father had left the house, took a taxi to the train station. Suddenly the taxi 

broke down on the way that caused him to miss his train.   

At the train station, He went to buy his ticket and sat in the café having the 

breakfast and waiting the train. Suddenly it came to his mind her daughter whom he left 

alone at home. Then he harried to the phone nearby and dialled, it rang again and again 

without response. He repeated calling but in vain. He became more worried about his 

daughter. As he tried calling again, he heard the arrival of the train. He left phone kiosk 

to have a seat in the train but he is still full of worries. 

The father spent six hours alone in the wagon wondering why Fatima did not 

respond on the phone.  

As soon as he arrived, he became more worried about his daughter. He called a 

hometown friend to care about his daughter.     

- "Don’t worry about it, I will send my daughter to stay with her. Relax my friend!" 

- "Thanks a lot! I feel deeply grateful to you for this favour." 

As soon as Fatima reached her home back from the school, she found a beautiful girl in 

eighteen years old, holding a small basket covered with blue kerchief and standing in 

front of the house. At first, she greeted her and asked her: "can I help you? Girl! There 

is no one else at home except me." The girl put the basket on the ground, tapped on the 

Fatima’s shoulder, and said: “actually, I’m coming here for the sake of you. You are 

Fatima. Aren’t you? Your father travelled to Oujeda city and he will back after a week”.  

Fatima got a bit surprised and asked her again: “how have you got informed of this?“ 

The girl answered: “my father asked me to stay with you until your father back home” 

While the two girls were discussing outside, the phone rang inside. Fatima 

harried up to open the door to hold the receiver. 

"Yes, Dad! it's me… I just back from the school and I found a girl waiting for me…" 



The father replied: "get her in. I talked to a friend that her daughter will stay with you 

until my return." Before she put the phone down, she said loudly: "don’t forget the shirt 

with one sleeve!" 

Fatima welcomed her warmly and got her inside. She said: "what’s your name?" 

- "Amal". 

 

"Nice name! I would like first to show you our house. This is bedroom, this is 

sitting-room and that is my father's room. You can put your clothes in my room while I 

will bring you a drink from the fridge."   

Amal thanked Fatima for the warm welcome and asked her: "where can hang my 

jellaba?" 

"Here, on the hook."  

As soon as Amal took off her grey jelabba , Fatima got amazed of what he had seen and 

said : "Are you too like me !?" 

Amal : "what is the matter ?" 

Fatima : "is your hand cut, isn't it ?" 

- "Yes, it was cut as I was child." 

- "It certainly costs you a hard labour?"  

- "No! Never. I lead a normal life with my family.  

- "Fatima! Why do you question me this way?"  

- "Because I have one hand. Sometimes I feel much awkward within my classmates. 

Moreover, I confess that I do not feel comfortable at all in this shirt during playtime. 

Therefore, I have asked my father to bring me a new shirt with one sleeve."  

- "Where do you expect your father will find this shirt?" 

- "I don’t know." 

Amal got in to the room and started to clean the house. After that, she returned to the 

kitchen where she washed the dishes and gave very good sweep to the floor, whereas 

Fatima was watching her with much admiration how she managed to do this housework 

just with one hand. She asked her: "How did you learn this?" 



- "I learnt it alone." 

- "Just with one hand?" 

- "Yes, many girls have two hands but they do not manage to do the same thing." 

- "Have you ever gone to school?"  

- "Yes, I have. Moreover, I can read and write and I am good at painting." 

- "Wow! You can do all this with one hand ?!" 

- "Also I am being in training at the computing." 

 - "How much time do you need in this training?" 

- "In seven years I will have been an engineer in computing science." 

- "That really motivates me. I will do my best to be like you: Ambitious, hardworking 

and self-reliant."  

- "Yes, you can."  

After they had lunch together, Fatima started to clean the table and to throw the 

food rest into the waste bin. At the same time, Amal already washed the dishes. Both 

they sat for learning that Amal is reading a interesting novel whereas Fatima started to 

revise her lessons. It was the fifth day that Fatima much learnt how to care about herself 

and the house. 

On the sixth day, while the two girls were sitting at home and revising together 

their lessons, the phone rang. Right away Fatima held the receiver. 

- "To whom I’m talking?" 

- "It’s me, my little. How are you?" 

- "All right. I miss you dad."   

- "So do I. How do you find my friend’s daughter?" 

- "She is very nice and hardworking. She is like me; and I have learned much from her." 

She added happily: "imagine dad! I can wash the dishes, cook, clean my room and 

revise my lessons alone. She helped me very much." 

- "Thanks God." 



- "Dad! We go shopping together." Before she hung up, she added: "Do you still 

remember my request?" 

"Yes of course! Today I will search for it anywhere." 

"Listen Dad, don’t waste the time! I do not want this shirt anymore. Since I have known 

Amal, I feel so satisfied with my clothes and with my look. Now I can buy the shirts 

that suit me." 

"Shall I not search for it?" 

"No! thank you. I’m sorry to bother you dad! But I would like you only to buy a big gift 

for my friend Amal." 

"Agreed! And an anther one for you." 

Amal could hear the conversation between the father and his daughter. She felt 

happy of Fatima before she asked for permission to back home before the father's 

arrival, but Fatima insisted on her to stay together at home. 

Early on the next day Fatima woke up. She was able to prepare alone a delicious 

breakfast on the table. She went to wake Amal up, but she did not find her in the room 

as well as in the other. Suddenly she heard someone knocking on the door.  

Fatima rushed to open the door. At last, dad back home! She greeted him and 

asked him to help her for looking for Amal who taught her how to do her home- and 

housework without help of someone else and to be proud of herself. 

The father, in turn, searched but in vain. While they were having the breakfast, 

the phone rang. Fatima hang on and realised the caller is Amal telling her that she is 

proud to be friend of her. In addition, she will visit her as possible as she can.  

How much happy the father is when he saw her daughter has become very self-

reliant. 
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