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A Family Decision by K S Sandhu 

In our small town near the mountains, my family has always been close. My 

parents, my brother Banta and I live together in a house full of love, but also 

full of debates! Last month, a big problem arrived when the local government, 

along with most of the town council, decided to build a new sports centre. The 

news spread quickly. 

Rickets is a disease caused by a lack of vitamin D, and doctors say children 

need more exercise and sunlight. Our town has very little sunshine in winter, 

so the committee thought a modern centre with indoor facilities was a good 

idea. But not everyone agreed. 

Both my brother and sister have lived here all our lives, and we love running. 

Banta dreams of competing in the Olympics one day. He says, “The 10,000 

kilometres is the longest walking competition in the Olympics, but I prefer 

running!” I laughed and told him that distance events require patience. 

Our family argues a lot about money. Dad thinks economics is really interesting 

and says the project will cost too much. Mum disagrees: “A lack of courage is 

not what stops us; it’s an anxiety about getting seriously injured if we don’t 

invest in health!” She pointed out that information on late Renaissance 

Florentine artists, which she studies for fun, shows how communities built 

beautiful things together despite difficulties. 

Then came the surprise: a famous band from London announced a concert to 

raise money for the sports centre. That band always has a reputation for 

performing better in the studio than live, but their fans love them anyway. 

Everyone in town was excited! Tickets sold out in hours, and the local 

committee was busy organising food stalls and decorations. 

The majority of the people in India don’t eat meat, in particular beef. But our 

community doesn’t mind eating roast beef and Yorkshire pudding now and 

then. So we prepared this dish for the band when they performed in our town. 

My mum and aunties worked all day in the kitchen. Roast beef is tender and 

juicy, and the Yorkshire pudding rises perfectly with a crispy edge—there’s 

nothing more delicious on a cold evening! … 

The local police are interviewing several suspects in connection with recent 

attacks on building sites, so some people worry about safety. However, the 

government has voted to continue the plan. 



I first felt the desire to visit Venice when looking at a painting by Canaletto in a 

book. Now I dream of travelling, but first we must decide about our town. 

In the end, the town committee is meeting again. What my brother really 

wants us to buy him for his birthday are some new Nike trainers. He says they 

will help him train! My sister and I think the sports centre will bring more than 

just exercise—it will bring hope. 

We developed a passion for community decisions at home. There’s nothing 

more delicious than seeing a town come together, like lamb with mint sauce 

on a special day. In the end, unity wins. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

  



 

 

 



   Answers 

 

 

        Or you can write … - jeans and an old shirt are fine. 


