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Extract 1

A Young Lady

~ Bend it Like Beckham, pages 34/35/36
By Narinder Dhami, (based on the original screenplay), 2002

Jessie (= Jesminder) was playing football with the boys in the park. She scored a
goal and one of the boys embraced her. Jessie’s mother saw the scene.

‘Chi! Chi!” Mum was wringing her hands, standing
in front of the picture of Guru Nanak. ‘He was
touching you all over, putting his hands on your bare
legs.” She glared at me. I was sitting on the sofa, still

swearing my Harriers kit. “You're not a young girl
any_jnore, Jesminder. And you showing the world
your scar . . . Hai Bhagvan . ../

‘Jessie, now that your sister’s engaged, it's
different,” said Dad. He was at the bar in the corner,

» getting himself a whisky. I didn’t drink, but right
now I could have done with one myself. “You know
how our people talk.’

‘She’s the one getting married, not me!’ I said
resentfully.*

5 ‘I was married at your age,” Mum snapped. "You
don’t even want to learn how to cook daal!’

I didn’t see what that had to do with it. ‘Anyway,
I'm not playing with boys any more.” Maybe that
would shut them up.

16 ‘Good.” Mum headed off towards the kitchen.
‘Gaal kuthum, end of matter.’

‘I'm joining a girls’ team,” I went on. “They want
me to play in proper matches.’

Mum and Dad stared at each other.

'8 ‘The coach said I could go far,’ I added, looking
hopefully at Dad. He was always more of a soft touch
than Mum.

‘Go far? Mum snorted. ‘To where? Jessie, we let
you play all you wanted when you were young.

# You've played enough.’

‘But that's not fair,’ I cut in. ‘He selected me.”

L.14: resentfully: avec ressentiment
1.43: spoil: gater
1.62: behave: se comporter

‘He?” Mum pounced like a cat on a mouse, and
turned to Dad. ‘She said it was girls!’

“The coach is called Joe,” I explained patiently.

2% ‘See how she lies?” Mum shook her head at Dad.
‘What family will want a daughter-in-law who can
run around kicking a football all day, but can’t make
round chapattis?’ She looked sternly at me. ‘Now
your exams are over, I want you to learn full Punjabi

40 dinner. Meat and vegetarian!’

‘But, Dad—' I began.

Dad started to say something, but Mum jumped
in again. ‘Look, this is how you spoil”her,” she
said loudly. ‘This is how it started with your niece.

45 The way that girl would answer back! Then she
runs off to become a model wearing small-small
skirts.’ '

‘Mum!’ | tried to get a word in edgeways. ‘She’s a

fashion designer!’

50 ‘She’s divorced, that's whaf she is,” Mum pointed
out triumphantly. ‘Cast off after three years married
to a gora with blue hair! Her poor mother, she hasn’t
been able to set foot in the temple since. I don't want
this shame in my family.” She held up her hand.

s5'That’s it. No more football!’

She stormed off to the kitchen. I slumped on the
sofa. I couldn’t believe it. I'd finally found something

| Ireally wanted to do and now I wasn't going to be
x allowed to do it.
Dad

looking at me awkwardly. ‘It doesn’t look nice.

¢o ‘Jessie, your mother’s right,’ said,

You must behavé®like a proper young woman
now.’

There was no point in arguing. I swallowed hard,

6strying not to cry. It looked like my footballing days

were well and truly over.

* * *
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