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ABSTRACT

Jahani, C., Baloch, N. and Baloch, T. (Eds.), 2022. Unheard Voices. Twenty-one short stories
in Balochi with English translations. Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis. Studia Iranica Upsalien-
sia 40. 297+159 pp. Uppsala. ISBN 978-91-513-1404-4.

This book presents twenty one Balochi short stories in Balochi-Latin and Balochi-Arabic
script, as well as English translations and introductions of the authors in English. The stories
have been edited to correspond to the grammatical and orthographic standards adopted by
the Balochi Language Project and are arranged according to three themes: Human Relations,
Man and his Environment, and Exile.

The writing of short stories in Balochi began in the early 1950s and was mainly limited
to Eastern (Pakistani) Balochistan. During the 1950s and 1960s a number of new writers of
fiction emerged. The themes of stories by these early authors were often of a local character.
Most of the stories are plot-centred and chronologically structured. Often an omniscient nar-
rator tells the story. The writers frequently want to convey a message and depict injustices in
society, and in doing so they indirectly call for social and political reforms.

From the 1970s onward, a new generation of authors appeared on the scene. The writers
belonging to the second generation are, as a rule, better educated than those of the first gen-
eration. They developed the short story genre by trying out new techniques and bringing in
more varied and sometimes less locally anchored themes.

Since the 1990s, a large number of new authors have emerged. New trends in Balochi short
story writing include their increased readability, simplification of the language, separation of
the characters in the stories from the author’s own ideology and a weaker urge to convey a
message to the reader, as well as the treatment of taboo subjects that have not previously been
addressed in Balochi literature. The growing number of women writers has also added a fe-
male voice, where women’s issues are no longer discussed only in a male-oriented discourse.

The overwhelming dominance of writers from Pakistan is worth noting. Of the twenty-one
authors represented in this anthology, only one comes from the western side of Balochistan,
i.e. Iran. It is also noteworthy that several of the younger writers have had to leave their coun-
try and now live in exile.
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man and his environment, exile literature
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Introduction

Back in 2019, one of the editors of this collection, Carina Jahani, and her
co-worker in the Balochi Language Project, Sajid Hussain, began plan-
ning an anthology of Balochi short stories. The two of us wanted to pro-
vide Baloch readers with a selection of short stories by renowned authors.
At the same time we wanted to produce a course book for students of
Balochi at Uppsala University, in which the Balochi text of each story
would be accompanied by an English translation, in order to aid the stu-
dents with their coursework. Needless to say, we also planned to edit the
stories somewhat to follow the standard Balochi grammar and orthogra-
phy presented in A Grammar of Modern Standard Balochi.!

However, on the second of March, 2020, tragedy struck. Sajid
Hussain went missing and after almost eight weeks, on the twenty-third
of April, our fears were confirmed. The police informed us that Sajid
had been found dead in the Fyris River, just north of Uppsala. His
friends and co-workers in the Balochi Language Project’ were deeply
shaken, and it took a long time for us to regain the strength we needed
to resume working productively again.

But as we gradually composed ourselves, we decided that we must
honour Sajid’s memory by editing the book he so eagerly had wanted
to edit himself. Carina Jahani and Taj Baloch started the editorial work,
and later on Nagoman Baloch also joined in. There was no question that
the book should be dedicated to our late son, brother, and co-worker
Sajid Hussain, and that his own story, Facing Exile, Facing Taunts,
would be included in the volume.

One of the themes of the stories was thus already clear at the outset.
We would include a number of stories written in exile. The other two
themes, Human Relations and Man and his Environment, emerged as
we compiled the stories, all which have been published previously in
books, magazines or online, albeit in most cases using non-standard

! Jahani, Carina (2019). 4 Grammar of Modern Standard Balochi [Studia Iranica Upsa-
liensia, 36]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis.

2 https://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 17 De-
cember 2021).
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language and orthography. Some of the English translations have been
published previously, but we have also edited these to some extent.

Indeed, the English translations would not have attained the level
they now have had it not been for our co-worker on this editorial pro-
ject, Everett Thiele, whose input went far beyond just correcting Eng-
lish grammar and usage. Without his assistance, the translators, all non-
native speakers of English, would not have been able to make the expe-
rience of reading the stories in English a literary experience, something
that we aimed for. We hope that one day there will be native speakers
of English who are so proficient in Balochi that they can translate liter-
ary pieces from Balochi into their mother tongue.

In addition to the Balochi texts of the stories, presented in both in
Latin and Arabic script, and the English translations, we have also in-
cluded introductions to the life and literary production of all the authors
of the stories. The editors and translators are also introduced, though
more briefly than the authors. All of the author biographies were written
by the editors of this book unless otherwise stated. As of yet, there is no
comprehensive work on modern Balochi literature, and until such a
work is written, the author biographies in this volume can serve to pro-
vide basic information about a number of the most active Baloch short
story writers. Most of them are still active, but some have put down the
pen for good, and in the case of Sajid Hussain, far too early.

The book consists of four parts. The first three use left-to-right script,
and the fourth uses right-to-left.

Part 1. Introductory matters in English;

Part 2. Author biographies and English translations of the stories;
Part 3. The stories in Balochi Latin script;

Part 4. The stories in Balochi Arabic script.

As mentioned above, the stories are arranged according to three themes,
Human Relations, Man and his Environment, and Exile. There are ten
stories under the first heading, seven under the second, and four under
the third. In the first two sections, the stories are arranged alphabetically
by the authors’ last names. The third section is also arranged alphabet-
ically, with one exception. Because Noroz Hayat’s story to a certain
degree draws upon Sajid Hussain’s story, it is placed second in the sec-
tion, after Sajid’s story, although alphabetically it would come first.
There is a substantial amount of thematic overlap, particularly between
the first two sections, and, of course, human relations are also an im-
portant ingredient in the stories written in exile.

14



The section titled Human Relations is largely coloured by social is-
sues in the society where the stories were written. Some of the stories,
however, deal with human feelings more generally.

The first story, Bot (The Statues), addresses the topic of power and
oppression. Contrary to many other stories in this collection, it is not set
in Balochistan, but deals with power relations in a more general sense,
in particular the relation between a superior and a subordinate.

The second story, Syahkar (The Adulterer), on the other hand, brings
up the taboo topic of illicit affairs in a local Baloch context.

The next story, Nako (Uncle), depicts a culturally more accepted, but
often still heart-breaking issue in Baloch society, namely marriage be-
tween elderly men and much younger women. In this story a young
lover is left deprived of his beloved, who chooses to marry his wealthy
uncle instead.

Peti Miras (Patrimony), depicts old age and destitution in a situation
where a mother has been deprived of her sons in different ways, some-
thing which, unfortunately, is not uncommon in Balochistan.

The story Garén Kaldar (The Lost Coin) again treats the theme of
loneliness, but also that of love and affection. Unlike most of the other
stories in this volume, this story ends on a positive note.

The following story, Santh (The Barren Woman), addresses the issue
of childlessness and how a childless wife is often despised by her fam-
ily. It also deals with the place of women in a patriarchal tribal society
more broadly.

The theme of Jehad (Jihad) is religious persecution of the Zigri reli-
gious minority by the Sunni Muslims who constitute the religious ma-
jority, a critical issue in Baloch society and a common theme in Balochi
short stories.

The story that follows, Garmén Saheg (The Scorching Shade), again
treats the theme of a poor lover whose beloved has been married off to
a rich suitor.

In Rawt Rah o Rawt Shap (Endless Road, Endless Night) the theme
is fear, and fear of death in particular. The issue of illicit affairs is also
touched upon.

In the final story in this section, Bibi Maryam o Préshtag (Mother
Mary and the Angel), the protagonist struggles with illness and being
misunderstood by the people around him, but still manages to show love
and concern for a fellow human being in need.

The section titled Man and his Environment deals with the relation-
ship between human beings and the environment around them, but also
to a certain degree with relationships between people.

15



The first story, Pisshi o Piroko (The Cat and the Old Man), treats the
theme of fidelity and concern for others, at the same time as it demon-
strates deep insight into the behaviour of cats.

In the story Karkénk (Oyster Shells), we meet a well-educated young
man who has to resort to gathering oyster shells for a living. What then
follows is an account of how the vulnerable and powerless are mis-
treated by greedy and violent authorities.

In Hasan Sol (Hasan Sol), we again encounter the theme of child-
lessness, this time in a way that is somewhat similar to how this issue
is dealt with in Balochi folktales, namely with a magical remedy for the
problem. But the remedy comes at a cost, and the price is high.

The story Taw Mahnaza Nabay (Not as Chaste as Mahnaz) has a dog
as its main character but revolves around the issues of chastity and the
human need for love, though in disguised words.

In Bahesht (Paradise), we meet two runaway pigeons searching for
their paradise. Again, the author uses non-human characters to depict hu-
man relationships and their complications. Contrary to the other stories
in this section, both this and the previous story end on a positive note.

The story Talk (The Bird-trap) addresses the common human feel-
ings of shame and guilt, though in a local setting. The main character,
a bird-trap, tells its dramatic life-story from the top of a tree, where it is
now hanging.

The final piece in this section, Dorbani (Dorbani), tells the story of
a young girl in the Baloch nomadic community who has to cope with
the hardships of nature and three untimely deaths.

The final section, Exile, contains four stories, all written by authors
living in exile. Recurring themes are longing for the motherland, lone-
liness, the hardships of exile, feelings of guilt and shame, and survival
strategies.

The first story in this section, Dardndhéhi pa Saré o Shegan pa Saré
(Facing Exile, Facing Taunts), is partly autobiographical and deals with
the pressure of having to learn to live in totally new surroundings and
the inner struggle that a Baloch in exile may face.

The second story, Haw Mati, Tai Bacch Kohestanad ent (Yes, Dear
Mother, Your Son is Back in the Mountains) is partly based on the pre-
vious story. Here the protagonist makes a drastic decision when his
longing for the homeland gets the upper hand.

Contrary to most of the other stories in the collection, the third story,
Gawlok o Molla Charsiay Tait (The Spoilt Brat and Mullah Weed-
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head’s Amulet), exhibits a large amount of humour and satire when tell-
ing the story of a young man who has made his way to Europe without
really knowing why.

The final story, Dega Kass Nést (There Is No One Else), which also
contains many autobiographical elements, depicts two strong feelings:
loneliness and longing for one’s loved ones. The story also shows how
quickly human beings can forget each other.

As already mentioned, the stories have been edited to correspond to
the grammatical and orthographic standards adopted by the Balochi
Language Project. These are the same standards that are used in the
web-based Balochi magazine Balochistan Times and, at least to a cer-
tain extent, in the magazine Braanz, run by The Unrepresented Nations
and Peoples Organization,® as well as in Balochi courses offered at
Uppsala University. These standards have been presented in Carina Ja-
hani’s book 4 Grammar of Modern Standard Balochi (for biographical
information, see footnote 1). The names of the authors in the Balochi
texts also follow this standard, but in the English translations names are
spelled as the authors and translators themselves have spelled them in
their publications and/or on social media. Proper names in the transla-
tions of the stories are furthermore written without the letters 4, é and
6, which are part of the Balochi Latin script but do not belong to the
English alphabet.

When it comes to Balochi proper names, it is often hard to determine
what should be considered the given name and what can be taken as the
surname. In this book the final name has been used as the “surname” in
bibliographic information, i.e. when referring to works authored by the
person. However, in the authors’ introductions names are used and
shortened according to Balochi conventions. This means that, e.g., the
name Sayad Hashmi is found under “Hashmi” in bibliographical entries,
but it is shortened to Sayad in running text whenever appropriate. The
name A. R. Dad, on the other, hand is both shortened to Dad and found
under “Dad” in bibliographical entries. The name Ghaws Bahar is not
easily shortened, and therefore it is not shortened in the introduction of
this author, although it is found under “Bahar” in bibliographical entries.

At the request of the author, the dialogues in the story Dega Kass
Nést (There Is No One Else) do not conform to the written standard
language. Instead they reflect the dialect of the speakers in the story.

3 https://balochistantimes.com/ (retrieved 17 December 2021); https://braanz.news/
(retrieved 17 December 2021).
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Altogether there are 21 stories in the book. The original plan was to
include 20 stories, but after we had collected and edited all the stories
and translations, we realized there was one author who we absolutely
did not want to leave out, namely Sayad Hashmi. When we added a
piece by him, we ended up with a non-even number of stories. Of course
we could have saved one story for a later publication, but in the end we
decided to publish all 21 stories — one to read each day for three weeks.
We hope you will enjoy your reading and that it will deepen your un-
derstanding of life in general and of the struggles that the Baloch face
in particular, be they in Balochistan or in exile.

Sweden and United Kingdom, 14 February 2022
Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch and Taj Baloch
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Brief Notes on Short Story Writing in Balochi

For centuries, poetry has been the leading literary genre in Balochi. Ba-
lochi literature shares this characteristic with other literatures in what
Widmark* calls “the Persianate cultural space” and defines as “the trans-
national domain constituted by a number of societies in which elements
of linguistic and cultural influence can be traced to the legacy of Persian
language and culture”. Widmark proposes the term “poeticised commu-
nities” for such societies.” Ahmadzadeh discusses the dominance of po-
etry over prose in Kurdish and finds that nationalism is not easily fos-
tered in such a poeticised culture. He remarks that Kurdish poetry, espe-
cially classical poetry, “did not easily possess distinguishing elements
useful for the construction of a separate Kurdish identity.”®

The extent of the dominance of poetry over prose becomes clear
when one reads the Baloch literary historian Muhammad Sardar Khan
Baloch’s work A4 Literary History of the Baloch in two volumes.” Com-
prising more than 1,000 pages, this work is entirely devoted to classical
poetry. There is not even any mention of modern poetry, let alone prose.

Many parallels can be drawn between the development of prose fic-
tion in Balochi and in other Iranian languages such as Persian, Kurd-
ish, and Pashto. Some factors that are recognized as catalysts for the
development of modern fiction writing, whether in the form of novels
or short stories, have been identified in the discussion of how these
genres emerged in Persian, Kurdish, and Pashto.

One important factor that is highly stressed is the socio-political
changes that have taken place in the region from the 19th century on-
wards, including the modernization of social and political institutions
and questioning of absolute monarchy, as well as the emergence of a

4 Widmark, Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders, Prose on the Margins [Studia Iran-
ica Upsaliensia, 36]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 50.

> Widmark, Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders..., p. 52.

¢ Ahmadzadeh, Hashem (2003). Nation and Novel. A Study of Persian and Kurdish
Narrative Discourse [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 6]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsa-
liensis, pp. 140-141.

7 Muhammad Sardar Khan Baluch (1977, 1984). 4 Literary History of the Baluchis.
Quetta: Balochi Academy.
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nationalist discourse.® These socio-political changes, however, have
had a far greater impact on Persian literature than on Kurdish, Pashto,
and Balochi literature. The pace of modernization has been slower in
areas where these languages are spoken, and particularly so in Afghan-
istan and Pakistan, and the nationalist discourse has not enjoyed any
state support, at least when it comes to Balochi. Another complication
is that these three languages are spoken in several countries and have
been used only to a limited degree in state administration and/or educa-
tion during the last century.

The importance of journalism, and not least oppositional journalism,
in the emergence of short story writing is stressed by a number of schol-
ars.” One reason for this is that newspapers and magazines were suitable
outlets for short works of fiction. Shakely quotes a Kurdish intellectual,
Barzinji, who holds that the short story genre in Kurdish “is directly con-
nected to the founding of Kurdish newspapers and magazines.””!’ Behba-
hani'! also finds that “several social and historical landmarks, most nota-
bly in education and journalism, had a direct effect on the development
of the new and basically imported literary genres of fiction”. It should
also be noted that the introduction of modern printing techniques was a
prerequisite for the production of newspapers and magazines.

Another important factor in the emergence of fictional prose writing
is that students were sent abroad to study, which led to contact with,
among others, the French, English, and Russian cultures and literatures,
where the novel and short story were already established genres. The
translation of works from these languages into Iranian languages must
be seen as an important catalyst in the development of these genres in
the target languages as well.'

Bo Utas’s comprehensive article on genres in Persian literature up to
1900 makes no mention of short stories.'* In fact, Mohammad Ali

8 See, e.g., Ahmadzadeh, Hashem (2003). Nation and Novel..., pp. 69-82; Widmark,
Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders..., p. 68.

° Behbahani, Stmin (1999). “Fiction. ii(a). Historical Background of Modern Fiction.”
Encyclopcedia Iranica. Vol. IX. New York: Bibliotheca Persica Press, p. 579; Ahmad-
zadeh, Hashem (2003). Nation and Novel..., pp. 86-90, 150—155; Widmark, Anders
(2011). Voices at the Borders..., p. 68.

10 Barzinji in Shakely, Farhad (2016). The Modern Kurdish Short Story. [Studia
Iranica Upsaliensia, 30]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 35.

11 Behbahani, Stmin (1999). “Fiction. ii(a). Historical Background...,” p. 579.

12 Ahmadzadeh, Hashem (2003). Nation and Novel..., pp. 90-96, 155-157.

13 Utas, Bo (2008). “Genres in Persian literature.” In: Lindberg-Wada, Gunilla (ed.),
Literary history. Towards a Global Perspective, vol. 2. Literary genres; An Intercul-
tural Approach. Berlin: De Gruyter, pp. 199-241.
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Jamalzadeh, who published his first collection of stories Yeki Bud, Yeki
Nabud in 1921, is considered by many to be the first Persian writer of
short stories. '

During its 100 year history, the Persian short story has developed
from plot-centred chronological narratives, similar in structure to folk
tales, to modernist and post-modernist stories, often including complex
flashback techniques and psychological portrayals of the characters.
The works of several authors also convey strong ideological messages,
be they leftist, nationalistic, or religious.'” Yavari summarizes some of
the trends in Persian fiction in this way:

Almost a century old, modern Persian fiction has remained re-
ceptive to external influences and follows trends and styles as
they appear elsewhere, stream of consciousness techniques and
magical realism being cases in point. From a fictionalized re-
membrance of the nation’s idealized past, to a portrayal of im-
balances and injustices, and to the depiction of the hardships of
war and revolution, Persian fiction has remained a vehicle for
change as well as testament to its painful process.'®

Shakely dates the emergence of Kurdish short story writing to the
1910s, approximately the same time as the Persian short story emerged.
Shakely finds, as already mentioned, that journalism was decisive for
the development of the Kurdish short story, and that journalism served
to develop Kurdish politics and ideology as well as language and cul-
ture. He also finds that the translation of stories into Kurdish has been
a decisive factor in the development of short stories from a genre that
was “unsophisticated both in form and content” to one where “content
became more profound and styles became more artistic.”!”

Widmark dates the beginning of Pashto short story writing to the
1910s as well, but he notes that “the development of Pashto prose fic-
tion gets off to a slow start” and “it is not until the late 1940s that Pashto
short stories and novels are beginning to be published on a more regular
basis, both in Pakistan and Afghanistan.” Common themes in Pashto
prose literature are “social ills, the situation in the rural areas, and tra-
ditional backwardness”.!® Widmark also points out that the “utilitarian

14 https://iranicaonline.org/articles/yeki-bud-yeki-nabud (retrieved 15 December 2021).

15 Mirsadeqt, Jamal (1999). “Fiction. ii(c). The Short Story.” Encyclopeedia Iranica.
Vol. IX. New York: Bibliotheca Persica Press, pp. 592-597.

16 Yavari, Houra (1999). “Fiction. ii(d). The Post-Revolutionary Short Story.” Ency-
clopeedia Iranica. Vol. IX. New York: Bibliotheca Persica Press, p. 598.

17 Shakely, Farhad (2016). The Modern Kurdish..., p. 19.

18 Widmark, Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders..., pp. 68—69.
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function” and ideological colouring of literature, including short stories,
are prominent, as has also been noted for Persian and Kurdish. Litera-
ture should, according to the writers themselves, be a catalyst for socio-
political change. At the same time, Widmark notes that the literature
exhibits very strong local attachment."®

Widmark points to the lack of previous research on the subject when
he describes Pashto literature in general and modern fiction writing in
particular. He argues that not only has literature written in Dari (the
Afghan variety of Persian) been marginalized in the academic dis-
course, but Pashto literature has been overlooked and excluded to an
even larger extent than Dari literature. Widmark also mentions the lack
of government attention to this language.?’

The same observations about marginalization and a lack of previous
research regarding Pashto certainly apply to Balochi as well, which
makes the task of presenting an overview of Balochi short stories a gen-
uine challenge. Nevertheless, we will attempt to address the topic by
presenting the most important writers and the most common trends in
Balochi short fiction writing. This presentation should by no means be
seen as the final word on the topic, but rather as a starting point for
serious research on modern Balochi fiction.?!

The writing of short stories in Balochi began in the early 1950s, al-
most half a century later than in Persian, Kurdish and Pashto. Until very
recently it was limited to Eastern (Pakistani) Balochistan, where Balo-
chi journalism had already started in the 1930s, spurred on by one of its
forerunners, Mohammad Hosayn Anka.?? These early journalistic for-
ays were nationalistic and anti-colonial. It should be remembered that
in the 1930s Eastern Balochistan was under British dominion, and there
was strong support among Baloch intellectuals for a revival of the Kalat

19 Widmark, Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders..., p. 92.

20 Widmark, Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders..., pp. 54-55, 58.

2 When no other reference is given, the following description of Balochi short story
writing is based on a lecture by Taj Baloch, Novel and Short Story Writing in Balochi,
https://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 17 De-
cember 2021).

22 Jahani, Carina (1996). “Poetry and Politics: Nationalism and Language Standardi-
zation in the Balochi Literary Movement.” In: Titus, Paul (ed.), Marginality and Mo-
dernity. Ethnicity and Change in Post-Colonial Balochistan. Karachi: Oxford Univer-
sity Press, p. 111.
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state. This was a Balochi-Brahui Khanate that ruled major parts of Bal-
ochistan before being subdued by the British in 1839. It was never for-
mally abolished,? but joined a common “Muslim” state.

As has already been mentioned, newspapers and magazines were
ideal places for publishing short fiction. In fact, the first two short stories
in Balochi, Béwapa (Untrustworthy) by Mohammad Hasan Kalakothi,
and Sharabi (The Drunkard) by Abdul Gafur, both written in 1951, were
published in magazines, as were numerous stories following later.?*

During the 1950s and 1960s a number of new writers of short fiction
emerged. Among these pioneers, Hakim Baloch, Nasim Dashti, Naima-
tollah Gichki, Sayad Hashmi, and Murad Sahir are represented in this
volume. Prominent writers of stories in the Eastern Balochi dialect in-
clude Sher Mohammad Mari, who was also a politician, Gulzar Khan
Mari, and Surat Khan Mari.

The themes of stories by these early authors were often of a local
character. As has been reported for Pashto, the utilitarian function of the
short story can clearly be seen. Most of the stories from this early period
are plot-centred and chronologically structured, but there are also some
examples where flashback techniques are employed. In most stories
from this period an omniscient narrator is present and tells the story. The
writers often want to convey a message and depict injustices in society,
and in doing so they indirectly call for social and political reforms.

In 1970 one of the contributors to this volume, Hakim Baloch, edited
and published the first collection of Balochi stories by several authors,
Gechén Azmdnk (Selected Short Stories),”> which is divided into two
sections. The first contains translations of Russian, French, and English
short stories by Chekhov, Gorky, Maupassant, Sartre, Hemingway, and
Somerset Maugham, among others. This indicates that, like with the
other Iranian languages under discussion here, the translation of short
stories into Balochi has been an important catalyst for Balochi short
fiction writing. The second section is in Balochi, with contributions by,

2 See, e.g., Dashti, Naseer (2012). The Baloch and Balochistan. A Historical Account
from the Beginning to the Fall of the Baloch State. Sine loco: Trafford Publishing, pp.
160, 218, 358-362. Although there were Baloch rulers in Kalat before 1666, this year
is often quoted as the date of the founding of the Khanate of Kalat.

24 For a survey of periodicals in Balochi, see Dashtyari, Saba (2003). “Periodicals in
Balochi: A Brief Description of Balochi Printed Media.” In: Jahani, Carina, and Agnes
Korn (eds), The Baloch and Their Neighbours. Ethnic and Linguistic Contacts in
Balochistan in Historical and Modern Times. Wiesbaden: Reichert.

25 Abdolhakim (1970). Gechén dzmank. Quetta: Balochi Academy. Note that Hakim
Baloch is also known as Abdolhakim (or Abdulhakim).
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among others, Sher Mohammad Mari, Gulzar Khan Mari, Murad Sabhir,
Nasim Dashti, and Naimatollah Gichki.

From the 1970s onward, a new generation of authors appeared on the
scene. Of these, Munir Ahmed Badini, Ghaws Bahar, Gohar Malik, and
Ghani Parwaz are represented in this volume. Among other authors of
this generation, Mubarak Ali, Saba Dashtyari, and Abbas Ali Zaymi can
be mentioned.

The writers belonging to the second generation are, as a rule, better
educated than those of the first generation. They developed the short
story genre by trying out new techniques and also by bringing in more
varied and sometimes less locally anchored themes. Their stories still,
however, mostly centre around conveying a message and use chrono-
logical narration. One author whose stories are less ideological, though,
is Munir Ahmed Badini.

Since the 1990s, a large number of new authors have emerged. Among
the first of these third-generation writers of short fiction who have ap-
peared on the scene are A. R. Dad, Younos Hussain, Munir Momen,
Nagoman and Hanif Sharif, all of whom are represented in this volume.
Other important writers who debuted at approximately the same time are
Nazir Ahmad, Hasa Bijjar, and Makbul Naser. These were followed by a
growing number of younger writers, some of whom are already well es-
tablished as writers of short fiction, and some of whom are just beginning
their careers. In this volume, works are presented by Altaf Baloch, Noroz
Hayat, Sajid Hussain, Habib Kadkhodaei, Mehlab Naseer, Sharaf Shad,
and Shah Ibn Sheen. There are also other young writers, both men and
women, who will be introduced in coming anthologies.

The overwhelming dominance of writers from Eastern (Pakistani)
Balochistan is worth noting. Of the twenty-one authors represented in
this anthology, only one, Habib Kadkhodaei, comes from Western (Ira-
nian) Balochistan. All the others are from Eastern Balochistan. It is
also noteworthy that several of the younger writers have had to leave
their country and now live in exile, though not all of them write on the
theme of exile.

New trends in Balochi short story writing include their increased
readability, which can be attributed in part to Nagoman’s simplification
of the language in his short stories. Another trend that has gained mo-
mentum is the separation of the characters in the stories from the au-
thor’s own ideology along with a weaker urge to convey a message to
the reader, something for which A. R. Dad is a prominent spokesman.
Munir Momen and Hanif Sharif, among others, are known for using a
very poetic language in their stories, and Hanif Sharif also writes on

24



taboo subjects that have not previously been addressed in Balochi liter-
ature. Humour and satire are strongly present in the writings of Sajid
Hussain and Habib Kadkhodaei, among others. The growing number of
women writers has also added a female voice, where women’s issues
are no longer discussed only in a male-oriented discourse.

Taj Baloch notes that “with a history of less than a century, Balochi
fiction has taken a good start.”?® One of the reasons why it, seemingly,
has been somewhat slow to develop, may be the low readership. Taj
Baloch points out that the main audience consists of the writers them-
selves.?” One of the reasons for this may be that, with a few exceptions,
the language of the stories is somewhat elevated and detached from the
spoken language. An increasing interest in learning to read and write
Balochi, together with the development of a standard written language
with a unified orthography, will hopefully increase the audience for
short stories in Balochi and thus also stimulate further development of
the genre.

26 Baloch, Taj (2019). Novel and Short Story Writing in Balochi. Online lecture.
https://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 17 De-
cember 2021).

27 See also Widmark, Anders (2011). Voices at the Borders..., p. 59. Widmark makes
a similar observation about the readership of Pashto literature.
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Introduction of the Translators and Editors

Translators

Fazal Baloch is a Balochi writer and translator. He lives in Turbat, Bal-
ochistan, where he serves as an Assistant Professor at the Government
Atta Shad Degree College, Turbat. He has translated works of several
Balochi poets and fiction writers into English. His translations can be
found online, for example at Balochistan Times,*® Daily Times,*® and
Borderless.>® Two of his translations are included in the anthology Si-
lence Between the Notes.’' He has also published three anthologies of
his translations: God and the Blind Man,*> Why Does the Moon Look
So Beautiful?,** and The Broken Verses.**

Imrana Baloch graduated with a degree in English literature from the
University of Balochistan in 2014. In 2016 she received her MA in Eng-
lish Literature from University of Turbat, Balochistan. Imrana is doing
her MPhil in English literature at Iqra University, Karachi. She has writ-
ten a number of short stories and literary essays in Balochi. She has also
translated fiction and non-fiction works from Urdu and Balochi into Eng-
lish and from English into Balochi.

For Carina Jahani, see editors.

28 https://balochistantimes.com/the-flying-birds/ (retrieved 22 January 2022);
https://balochistantimes.com/the-doomsday-ghaus-bahar/ (retrieved 22 January 2022);
https://balochistantimes.com/moon-look-beautiful/ (retrieved 22 January 2022).

29 https://dailytimes.com.pk/writer/fazal-baloch/ (retrieved 22 January 2022).

30" https://borderlessjournal.com/2021/12/14/shorter-poems-of-akbar-barakzai/ (re-
trieved 22 January 2022); https://borderlessjournal.com/2022/01/14/folklore-from-
balochistan-the-pearl/ (retrieved 22 January 2022)

31 Husain, Aftab, and Sarita Jenamani (2019). Silence Between the Notes. An Anthol-
ogy of Partition Poetry. Odisha: Dhauli Books.

32 Badini, Munir Ahmed (2020). God and the Blind Man. Translated by Fazal Baloch.
Quetta: Balochistan Academy of Sciences and Research.

33 Naguman (2020). Why Does the Moon Look So Beautiful? Translated by Fazal
Baloch. Gwadar: Institute of Balochia.

34 Hashmi, Sayad (2021). The Broken Verses. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
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Hooras Sabzal graduated from University of Balochistan, Quetta, in
2011. Her majors were Mathematics, Physics and Chemistry. She re-
ceived her MA in English Literature from the University of Turbat in
2016. Currently she is doing her MPhil at Iqra University, Karachi, in the
field of English literature. In addition to her studies and research, Hooras
has translated a number of short stories from Balochi into English.

Mahganj Taj is at present finalising her BA in Linguistics and Literature
at the University of Turbat. Mahganj’s interests include painting,
sketching and writing. In 2018, she was the winner of the International
Women’s Day sketch competition at the University of Turbat. Mahgan;
writes short stories in Balochi. She has also translated a number of lit-
erary pieces, two of which are included in this collection.

Editors

For Nagoman Baloch, see pp. 143—144.

Taj Baloch is a poet, linguist, and human rights activist, and serves as
the coordinator of Human Rights Council of Balochistan. He is based
in Sweden, where he is working on the Balochi Language Project as
well as another Balochi translation and language development project.
He writes in English and Balochi on various social and human rights
topics. Some of his articles have been published in Balochistan Times.>?
He has also published a book of poetry, Sardmad (Leftovers).>® Taj
Baloch frequently takes part in discussions on Balochi script, standard-
ization, and language development.’

33 https://balochistantimes.com/author/taj-baloch/ (retrieved 24 January 2022).

36 Baloch, Taj (2016'). Sardmad. Bahrain, Baloch Club. Baloch, Taj (20207).
Saramad. Uppsala and Stockholm: Uppsala University and Sahitya.

37 See, e.g., https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=K A234iDgjkk (retrieved 22 January 2022).
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Carina Jahani holds the chair of Iranian Studies at Uppsala University,
Sweden. She began working on Baloch in the 1980s and defended her
thesis, Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language, in
1989.3% She has continued her research on Balochi, mainly focusing on
grammatical features and sociolinguistic issues, and in 2019 she pub-
lished a grammatical description of a proposed written standard Balochi
language.®® She has supervised a number of PhD theses on Balochi at
the Department of Linguistics and Philology, Uppsala University, where
she also heads the Balochi Language Project.

38 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language.
[Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis.

39 Jahani, Carina (2019). 4 Grammar of Modern Standard Balochi. [Studia Iranica Upsa-
liensia, 36]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis.
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Altaf Baloch

Introduction®

Altaf Baloch (also spelled Eltap Baloch) was born on 4 April 1977 in
Bit Buleda village, Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan. He received
his primary education at the public school in his village and took his
intermediate exam at Degree College Turbat (now called Atta Shad De-
gree College) in 1993.

Altaf earned his first MA in Political Science from Balochistan Uni-
versity, Quetta, in 2009, and his second MA in Balochi from Balochi-
stan University, Turbat campus, in 2017. He earned his MPhil in Balo-
chi from Balochistan University, Turbat campus, in 2019.

Altafis a schoolteacher in Turbat. He is the chief editor of the literary
journal Trdn (Discussion), which he founded in January 2020. He is
active in the Balochi literary movement, and from time to time he ar-
ranges seminars and webinars for discussing issues such as language
standardization, orthography, new literary developments, etc. He is also
active in other societal issues, such as the struggle against drug addic-
tion in Balochistan.*!

Altaf began writing in Balochi from a very early age, in the 1980s.
His first story Emroz (The World) was published in 1993 in the maga-
zine Kéch, run by the Government Degree College, Turbat, where he
was an undergraduate student at the time. However, most of his stories
and other writings have been published after 2000. His short stories
have so far appeared in several literary journals.

Altaf Baloch’s short story Bot (The Statues) was published in 2018
in a special short story issue of the Balochi journal Estin (Cumulus
clouds).*> In 2019 the publisher gave it the Estin Award,* which is

40 This introduction was drafted during a conversation with Altaf Baloch on 13 Oc-
tober 2021.

41 See, e.g., an interview with Altaf Baloch and Alyas Baloch on Gidaan TV carried out
by Sham Uddin Shams. https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tkxHO0IqfP50 (retrieved 22
October 2021).

42 Kech: Estin Publications. November 2018.

43 The Estin Award is given by Estin Publications, Turbat, Balochistan.
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given to outstanding Balochi short stories. Bot is an allegory about
power and the usurpation of power. The story begins with a person liv-
ing alone in a city as its ruler. This ruler decides to embellish his city
with two statues, and that is when things begin to go wrong. The ruler
remains unnamed and genderless throughout the story. This is possible
because Balochi does not have male and female gender (he and she) in
the pronoun system. Somehow, though, the character’s interests show
that he is a man, and therefore the pronoun “he” has been chosen in the
English translation.
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The Statues

Written by Altaf Baloch

Translation by Mahganj Taj

He lived alone in his city. There was no one else living anywhere in the
entire city. He was fond of his solitude. Not a single person had settled
in the city except himself. The city panorama was so pleasant that it
could bring the dead souls back to life. There were freshwater rivers
and canals everywhere, and the parks and gardens were green and flour-
ishing. All kinds of birds and domestic and wild animals could be found
in this city. Along with the delightful scenery, it was unique because of
its wonderful climate. Each day without fail, clouds covered some part
of the city, and a pleasant rain fell here and there. All the necessities
and beautiful adornments that a city requires existed there. He was the
one and only owner of the city. His solitude had never troubled him. In
fact it made him happy and blissful.

One day, it occurred to him that rather than just sitting around idle he
ought to do something useful. “Yes, something should be done. But
what?” he asked himself. He thought he should make something that
did not already exist in his city. “But everything already exists in my
city. What is left to be made?”

He pondered it some more. After a thorough brainstorming, and a long
walk, and a close inspection of the city, he decided that the city had
everything, but if anything was missing, it was a statue. A statue it was!
Everything else was there. He decided to make a nice, tall and spectac-
ular statue. He went to one of the most beautiful, flourishing and highest
peaks in the city, and there, next to a tree with nothing around it, he
placed a large stone and began to carve the statue.
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He worked on the statue for months and years. One day he felt that it
was ready. It was a statue of a tall, slim, pretty and attractive lady with
a sharp nose.

He painted it with such humanlike colour that it looked like a real person.
No one could tell if it was a real human being or a statue. The lady in the
statue had breasts that blossomed like flowers and it was as if honey was
dripping between her legs. The smile on her lips was more beautiful than
anything else in the city. In her eyes, it looked as if a world of new hopes
had begun its journey toward a bright future.

He looked at the statue and was overwhelmed by what he had designed.
He certainly had never thought he could create something of such amaz-
ing beauty. It occurred to him that if the statue stood there all alone, it
wouldn’t look as great as it could. “I will make one more statue beside
it. Let there be two of them.” He brought a stone of the same size and
began carving a second statue. After months and years had passed, the
second statue was reaching completion. The two statues were standing
very close to each other. When the second statue was finally ready you
could see that it was a statue of a man.

Having finished the statues, he was very happy and content. “Now my
city is even more beautiful than before.” The last thing that was missing
is now here. He went for another walk to take a good look around the
city. It was very big, and he had been busy carving his statues for a long
time. It took him a week to look around the whole city. Then he returned
to the place where he had made the statues, but to his shock and amaze-
ment, they were both missing.

He looked everywhere but could not find them. He was sure that the city
was secure in all directions. No one could enter without his permission,
nor could anyone leave. Overcome by thoughts and concerns, he felt
sleepy for the first time in a very long while. He fell asleep in a cool and
shady spot in the garden. When he awoke, he felt that a long time had
passed. He opened his eyes and found himself imprisoned in a dark black
cell. He wondered what was happening? Why was the world he created
himself changing in this way? “What calamity has befallen me?”

A moment later the sound of a prison door opening and the scraping of
chains reached his ears. A ray of light entered. Two people were coming
towards him, but he could not see their faces from a distance. As they
approached, the entire prison lit up. When he saw them clearly he was
stunned. They were his own creations, the statues made by his own hands.
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Then he remembered that he had made the statues beside the tree that
brings life, wisdom and knowledge to whomever is touched by its cool-
ness and sweet scent. But what was he to do now? Time had passed and
the game was out of his hands. The city was now owned by the two
statues, who ruled it in the name of their creator. They had subdued all
the animals, birds and other living creatures. The real owner was impris-
oned in a dark cell, full of regret and remorse.

A slightly different version of this translation was published in
Balochistan Times, 28 August 2019. https://balochistantimes.com/the-
statue/ (retrieved 1 February 2022).
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Hakim Baloch

Introduction*

Abdolhakim Baloch (also spelled, e.g., Abdulhakim Baluch), better
known as Hakim Baloch, was born on 25 December 1942 in Panjgur,
Balochistan. Hakim Baloch passed his matriculation exam at the Gov-
ernment High School, Panjgur, in 1957, after which he continued his
studies at Punjab University and Karachi University. His subjects of
study were English literature and political science, and he completed
his MA in 1966.%

In his youth, Hakim worked as a Balochi newscaster and translator
for the Central News Organisation of Radio Pakistan. From there he
joined the civil administration of Balochistan Province and advanced to
become the Secretary of Labour in the Provincial Government of Balo-
chistan.*® Subsequently he held the post of Chief Secretary of Balochi-
stan, Pakistan.

Hakim was a member of Warna Wanendah Gal, which later devel-
oped into the Baloch Students Organization (BSO) and its literary circle
Baléchi Labzanki Diwdn.*” He took an active interest in the develop-
ment of a standard orthography for Balochi and was one of the advo-
cates of a Roman script at the orthography convention convened by Gul
Khan Nasir in 1972.48

Throughout his busy life as successful civil servant, Hakim con-
stantly pursued his literary ambitions and never abandoned creative
writing. At one point he also worked as an editor of the monthly Balo-
chi-Brahui magazine Ulus.* He continued to be concerned about the

4 This introduction is partly based on the text written by Sultan Mahmood Niazi on
the front and back flaps of Baluch, Hakim (2010). Silver Footed Dawn. Quetta:
Balucea Luvzank Publications. Other sources will be given in successive footnotes.
4 https://bexpress.com.pk/2021/11/waja-hakeem-baloch-a-mentor-guide-and-leader/ (re-
trieved 17 January 2022).

46 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language
[Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 253.

47 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography ..., p. 28.

48 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography ..., pp. 144-145.

4 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography ..., p. 25.
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lack of development of the Balochi language and its literature, for
which he blamed both the authorities and the Baloch.>® Hakim Baloch
passed away on 12 October 2021.

In the preface of his book Silver Footed Dawn, Hakim expresses his
frustration with the lack of “linguistic and cultural liberty” in Pakistan,
and claims that this policy suppresses “cultural and artistic expres-
sion”. Writers whose first language is not Urdu have to either express
themselves in Urdu, which to some extent is alien to them, or struggle
to write in their mother tongue, a language they have not been able to
study at school.’!

In addition to Balochi, Hakim was also a prolific writer in Urdu and
English. Among his literary activities one can mention his editorship of
the Balochi short story collection Gechén Azmdank (Selected Short Sto-
ries),”? a collection of his own short stories and dramas, Asay chahr
(Trial by Fire),>® a collection of articles and short stories in English,
Tears of Resurrection,® and a collection of short stories in English
adapted from his Balochi originals, Silver Footed Dawn.>> He also
translated Voltaire’s Candide, into Balochi, and it was published in
2002 with the title Kdandit.>®

Another short story writer who is represented in this anthology,
Naimatullah Gichki, describes Hakim Baloch’s short stories as progres-
sive yet conservative, simple yet imaginative, illusory yet real and very
readable.’” These qualities can be seen in the story presented here,
Syahkar (The Adulterer),’® the plot of which is both simple and imagi-
native. The story is built around the conservative value of chastity and
contains a number of unexpected developments. This makes it very
readable, though not especially enjoyable or pleasant. At the end of the
story, the reader is left with a frightening picture of the possible after-
math of adultery.

30 See, e.g., https://gulfnews.com/uae/abdul-hakim-baluch---former-government-offi-
cial-and-author-1.418571 (retrieved 27 December 2021).

3! Baluch, Hakim (2010). Silver Footed Dawn..., pp. 12-14.

52 Abdolhakim (1970). Gechén Azmdnk. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

53 Baloch, Hakim (2000). Asay chahr. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

>4 Baluch, Hakim (2000). Tears of Resurrection. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

55 For bibliographic information, see fn. 44.

%6 Baloch, Hakim (2001). Kdndit. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

57 Naimatullah Gichki in Baluch, Hakim (2010). Silver Footed Dawn..., pp. 17-18.
>8 1t is equally possible to translate syakkdr as ‘adulteress’ or ‘adulterers’.
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The Adulterer

Written by Hakim Baloch

Translation by Fazal Baloch

The tribal council sent a detailed report on all aspects of the case and
concluded that Dawlat Khan found his brother’s wife sleeping with a
stranger and murdered them both on the spot.

Two years ago Sahti was married to Dawlat Khan’s younger brother
Mohabbat Khan. Six months after the wedding, the young husband got
a job in Dubai. A year and half later he was granted leave. He sent
word home that he would arrive on two months’ leave on the 15" of
the coming month.

Four days before his arrival, his elder brother Dawlat Khan found Sahti
in a compromising situation with a man and killed them both. It was ev-
ident from the investigation report that the murderer’s sense of honour
was aroused, and that he therefore killed his sister-in-law and her suitor
right there and then. The tribal council unanimously ruled it to be a le-
gally justified act of honour killing and accused both the man and the
woman of adultery. In his verdict the deputy commissioner recom-
mended that the honour killing should not be regarded as a common act
of murder, and that Dawlat Khan should not be sent to jail.

I studied the report thoroughly and then scrutinized it again in detail.
One witness maintained in his account that on the evening in question
the woman’s suitor came to their hamlet to buy fodder for his camel.
He said he had a long way to go to reach his destination. He feared that
he might not be able to get fodder down the road ahead. Dawlat Khan
sold him some fodder.

The traveller loaded the fodder onto his camel and was about to depart
when Dawlat Khan urged him to stay with them, as the new moon gave
no light, and clouds also covered the sky. “Stay with us for the night
and resume your journey at daybreak tomorrow.” But the young man
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politely turned down his request and got up to leave. Dawlat again asked
him to stay. “Don’t be shy. You might lose your way in the dark or
become the prey of wild animals.” Then the young traveller agreed to
stay the night. “After having dinner together, we all retired to our
houses,” the witness said. “In the morning we found out that the guest
had ‘blackened his hands and face’ by sleeping with Dawlat Khan’s
young sister-in-law.”

I didn’t believe that a woman could form a secret liaison with a stranger
and sleep with someone who was just staying for a short while. I sum-
moned the accused and the witness again. When I asked the accused
about the crime he replied: “Sir, from the day my brother went abroad,
my sister-in-law was involved in illicit relationships. Womenfolk in the
village often whispered, asking each other why Sahti’s belly was bulg-
ing out. One said that her husband’s extra wealth was causing more
flesh to grow on her body. Another said that she was chewing all day
long, like an animal being fattened, and if she gains some weight, is that
any surprise? But we never thought she was disgracing her honour and
smearing soot on the dignity of the family. Had I not seen her with the
young man that night, and my brother had found her pregnant, what
would he have thought?

In the report neither the witnesses, nor the accused, nor the members of
the tribal council had mentioned anything about Sahti being pregnant.
It was a new and important factor for me and the council, and added a
new dimension to the murder. The accused himself was asking what his
brother would have thought if he had seen his wife pregnant.

I'said: “You are right. A beautiful woman and a camel with udders full
of milk, neither should be left in another’s care.” Dawlat’s father, who
was the primary witness and advocate of his son’s honour, said without
having been asked: “Sir my daughter-in-law was an immoral woman.
God knows how long and with whom she had been blackening her hon-
our. Had we not caught her with the camel-driver that night, she would
have presented her illegitimate child to my innocent son when he ar-
rived. The midwives told us the child was almost ready to be delivered.
If the mother had not been murdered, the child would have come into
the world in a few days. How fortunate that we’ve been spared from
having to murder an innocent.”

I wondered how a pregnant woman who was about to give birth would
form an illegitimate alliance with a stranger who was only staying over
for the night. At such a time she would even refuse to sleep with her
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husband — why on earth would she copulate with a shepherd? I didn’t
believe that the guest of one night who vanished into the darkness was
behind Sahti’s murder. I therefore forwarded the case to the crime
branch to be re-investigated.

I now have two reports before me. One is the report based on the re-
investigation of the case made by the crime branch and the other one is
an ordinary crime report. Both have reached the same conclusion. After
a thorough and detailed re-investigation, the first report finds that Daw-
lat Khan, in his brother’s absence, made illicit advances on his brother’s
young and beautiful wife, and in the end got her pregnant.

When they got the news that Mohabbat Khan was due to arrive in a few
days, it sent ripples of dread through him. He feared that when Mohab-
bat Khan found his wife pregnant, he would ask her what had happened
and she would give him all the details. It wouldn’t bode well for him.
Thus to hide his illegitimate affair, he falsely accused the innocent
camel-driver of adultery. He sacrificed the traveller, the daughter-in-
law and the child in her womb to make atonement for his heinous act,
if at all possible, with their blood.

The second report informs us that Mohabbat Khan murdered his brother
Dawlat Khan because he came to know beyond a doubt that during his
absence Dawlat Khan had engaged in adultery with his young wife.
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Nasim Dashti

Introduction®’

Nasim Dashti (also spelled Naseem Dashti) is the pen name of Alam
Shah, born on 14 October 1938 in Koddan, Dasht, Balochistan. He got
his primary education in his native village Koddan and finished his se-
condary education in High School Turbat in 1961. He then went on to
study at the Inter College Mastung, Balochistan and S. M. Arts College,
Karachi, where he got his BA in 1966. Then he started working as a
teacher and during this time he continued his studies and acquired a
B.Ed., and an M.Ed. degree. In 1972 he also acquired an MA degree in
Urdu literature from Punjab University, Lahore. Later on he worked as
a headmaster in various schools and as an Education Officer in Makran,
Balochistan, until his retirement. He passed away on 8 January 1996.

Nasim was both a prose writer and a poet. He also wrote research
articles on various historical and literary topics and translated short sto-
ries by internationally renowned authors, e.g. Ernest Hemingway, Wil-
liam Somerset Maugham, Khalil Jibran, and Mahmud Ahmad Taymur,
into Balochi. His writings were published in various literary magazines
during his lifetime. They were compiled in the book Sahé Nabramshit
(Not A Soul Flickers) only after his death.®® This collection contains
most of his poetry, short stories, research articles, and translations.

Although Nasim himself belonged to a well-off family, he often ta-
kes side for the poor and weak in his stories. His language is direct and
easy and he attempts to bridge dialect differences in his writings.

In the story presented here, Nadko (Uncle), we meet a poor young man
whose beloved betrays him by marrying his own rich uncle. The young
woman herself confesses that she does not love the uncle, but that life
in the modern world demands wealth and therefore she did not hesitate
to marry him. The end of the story is open to the reader’s interpretation.

% This introduction is mainly based on Dashti, Nasim (2011). Sdhé Nabramshit.
Turbat: Balochistan Academy Kech, p. 7.
% For bibliographic information, see fn. 59.
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Uncle

Written by Nasim Dashti

Translation by Fazal Baloch

“Meet your aunt.” My uncle pointed towards a beautiful girl.
“Her...?” I asked, astonished.
“Yes, yes. She is your aunt Dorgol.”

The moment I heard the name Dorgol I slid back into a labyrinth of mem-
ories from the past ten years. The gazelle-eyed Dorgol, her beauty, fair
complexion, straight nose, beautiful arched eyebrows, and flowing hair
would drive passionate young hearts to the brink of frenzy. But more than
anything else I adored the beautiful smile that played upon her crimson
lips. I was shocked to hear her introduced as my aunt Dorgol, because I
had been in love with her since childhood. But now that she was married
and the mistress of my aged uncle’s house, there was nothing left for me
to do but wonder and reflect. Tears streamed down from my eyes. |
sighed with grief. But for the sake of my uncle I did not reveal my dis-
tress. Even so, the burden was too heavy for my weak shoulders to carry.
Sad as I was, I got up to leave without showing my emotions, but I felt
like the burden of the whole earth was on my shoulders.

“Assalamo alaykum.” I greeted my uncle and scurried out the door.
“Walaykum salam.” May God be with you.

I lay face-down on the bed in my room. The storm of worries and an-
guish swept me away. [ wondered at how our culture had stained itself
with such evil practices. Many youths like me yearned to have their
desires fulfilled, but were helpless against the cruel traditions. I was
extremely hurt by the marriage of my 80-year-old uncle to Dorgol, but
what could I do about it? Giving even a single piece of advice to an
elder was regarded as a huge insult. Therefore there was nothing left for
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me but sighs of lamentation. So in my desperation I began putting ques-
tions to God.

“O God! What have I done wrong? Why did it turn out like this? Was
this your will too, to let Dorgol, who was entrusted to me, adorn some-
one else’s home? Is this only a dream? No. This ‘dream’ is about a
real situation.” Tears streamed ceaselessly from my eyes. My world was
in ruins, and my uncle’s prospered.

The entire world was enveloped in destruction, yet stars were twinkling
in the sky. The star of my life, though, which had grown bright after a
long time, was now flickering. The world of my hopes was enveloped
in darkness. There was nowhere to turn. At last I called out to saints and
sages and walked over to the mosque to lighten the burden of my heart.
There I cried out to God:

“O God! Why did it turn out this way? Ten years ago in your sacred
house Dorgol and I vowed and promised to stand by each other’s side
through thick and thin. But what am I seeing today, after ten years? The
bright moon of my life is pouring out its light in someone else’s house.
It’s true that the world is very cruel, but you never were. Forgive me,
but were even you unable to tell them that Dorgol was entrusted to
someone else.”

One day I was on my way to see a friend when I saw Dorgol coming
the opposite way. I stopped, but she kept talking to her friends and
walked past me without even looking at me. I was astonished to see her
so full of herself.

Days turned into nights and nights into days, and I grew sadder and
sadder. I wondered why Dorgol always passed me by without saying a
single word. It was as if she did not recognize me. I decided to ask her
why she was so haughty that day. So I went straight to her house. Upon
reaching the door, I found her sitting in front of the mirror doing her
hair and putting on make-up. It was not the thing an eastern woman
would do. I was sad to see her in such a condition. I stepped in and
closed the door. I was very restless. She asked me in an arrogant tone:
“Tell me, what is the matter?”

“l...L..”
“Yes, I mean you. Tell me why you are so afraid.”
“I...I... Won’t you mind?”

“No [ won’t. Tell me.”
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“Dorgol.”
“Yes, go on.”

“Dorgol, we pledged to live together. Why did this happen after I left?
I returned with so many dreams and wishes, but all of them are reduced
to dust. I just want to know if this all happened with or without your
consent.”

She lowered her eyes and answered in a low voice, “Yes, with my
consent.”

“So all those promises we made in the mosque, you forgot them that
quickly?”

“No... but...”
“But what?”
“Times have changed a lot...”

“...and in this world of progress, one needs wealth one needs riches.” |
finished her sentence.

“You know, Karim, I’ve no interest in your uncle, but I am interested
in his wealth and riches. He will soon leave this world. Why should
someone else inherit his wealth?”

“Stop talking nonsense! I will not allow such a cheating woman as you
to live. You will get the reward of a great transgressor, so that you may
not be able to trick any other man.”

I caught hold of Dorgol’s throat like an eagle swooping onto a sparrow,
but my hands trembled, and I was interrupted by a voice:

“Why are you destroying your uncle’s world? The man who bore all the
expenses of your studies and granted all your wishes, today you are try-
ing to destroy the world of his desires.”

I went straight to the mosque and fell face down on the mat. Evening
passed into dusk and dusk into night. The hour seemed drawn-out, as if
time had come to a halt. My tears fell like pearls on the lap of Mother
Earth. I stood up and walked out of the mosque. My heart was heavy.

Sorrow, trust, love, betrayal, life, Dorgol, Uncle, pain, heart, grief, an-
ger, companion, friend, dislike, faithlessness, world, riches, wealth,
love, betrayal, death, life — all flashed by on the screen of my mind.
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“Where? Where should I go?” I asked myself. With downcast eyes I
struggled with my sorrow. What is life? What is faithfulness? What is
that thing called love? Where is my path?

Then a pain arose in my heart.

Here is the knife. Uncle is fast asleep in the embrace of his young wife.
I can see Dorgol in my uncle’s arms. Her gazelle-like eyes are closed,
and her mouth is open.

I was frowning with anger and the blood was running faster in my veins.
I bit my lip. My hand reached out for the knife, and I made my way
quickly to my uncle’s house.

All of a sudden a dog barked and interrupted my dream. I lifted my eyes.
The moon of the twentieth winter night was about to set. The earth and
sky were asleep under a sheet of light. The sky was clear and the stars
were twinkling. Fallen leaves of trees crunched under my feet like a bro-
ken heart. I fixed my eyes on the moon and stopped. The moonlight
filled my heart with light. Woe, woe, what a life. Lightning flashed in
the darkness of my heart. A wave of love steered its way through my
heart. This bright and yellow moon, these fallen leaves, these withered
flowers shared my pain, my anger, and my grief. My eyes welled up and
my heart expanded like heaven, and stars began to twinkle in its expanse.

This wide earth accommodates even a dishonest woman like Dorgol.
Of course life is beautiful for my uncle too.

May he and Dorgol live long in this flourishing world with its moon,
stars, and colourful flowers.

I turned back from the road to my uncle’s house and took another route.
I was moving with rapid steps and these words softly escaped my
mouth: “Uncle... Dorgol, forgive me.”
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Naimatullah Gichki

Introduction®!

Naimatullah Gichki (also spelled Niamatullah or Nematullah Gichki)
was born on 18 April 1942 in Sordo, Panjgur, Balochistan.®? After his
matriculation exam in Panjgur in 1958, he continued his studies in
Quetta and Karachi, earning his Bachelor of Medicine, Bachelor of Sur-
gery (MBBS) degree in 1967. He then began work as a medical doctor
in Panjgur. Later he travelled to the USA and Germany for further ed-
ucation and earned MA degrees in medicine in both these countries.

Naimatullah subsequently moved to Quetta, where he taught medi-
cine for many years at Bolan Medical College, and toward the end of his
active career he was the principal of this college. In the 1980s, he was
also head of the WHO Malaria Control Programme in Balochistan.®

As a college student, Naimatullah developed an interest in literature
and began writing short stories. His stories have been published in dif-
ferent magazines. Some were also gathered and published in a number
of short story collections, including Mehray Tayab (The Shore of
Love),% Kawray Patar (Flood Debris),% Shakkal o Zahrdp (Sweet and
Bitter),° Arwahay Ars (Tears of the Soul),%” and Tdmorén Bamgwdih
(Dusky Dawn).5®

Naimatullah translated a numbers of short stories by internationally
renowned writers into Balochi and compiled them into a book published

81 This introduction is partly based on information provided by the Balochistan Acad-
emy, Turbat.

2 https://baloch-community-sweden.blogspot.com/2009/09/how-panjgur-is-losing-
battle.html (retrieved 4 January 2022).

63 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language
[Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 255.

% Gichki, Naimatullah (2008). Mehray Taydb. Lahore: Sanjh Publications.

%5 Gichki, Naimatullah. Kawary Patdr. Publication details lacking.

% Gichki, Naimatullah (2011). Shakkal o Zahrdp. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

7 Gichki, Naimatullah (2012). Arwahay Ars. Quetta: Balochia Lavzank Publications.
%8 Gichki, Naimatullah (2020). Tdmorén Bamgwdh. Karachi: Elm o Adab Publishers
and Booksellers.
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in 2021 with the title Gat 0 Gomdn (Imaginations).®” He has also trans-
lated some of his own Balochi stories into English. Several of these,
together with his translations of selected stories by other Balochi writ-
ers, were published by the Pakistani Academy of Letters under the title
Shooting Star.”

In addition to fiction, Naimatullah has also written a travelogue, Shap
Jah o Réch Jah (Always on the Move),”! in which he retells his journeys
to various countries. He has written a book on the nationalist struggle
of the Baloch as well, Baloch in Search of Identity,”” and numerous ar-
ticles on medical topics. He is still active as an editor of a medical jour-
nal at Bolan Medical College.

The story presented in this book, Peti Miras (Patrimony), paints a
realistic picture of a conflict over an inheritance, and at the same time
depicts the situation in Balochistan, where many mothers are deprived
of their children in different ways and end their lives in loneliness.

% Gichki, Naimatullah (2021). Gat 0 Gomdn. Gwadar: Institute of Balochia.

70 Gichki, Naimatullah (2003). Shooting Star. Islamabad: Pakistani Academy of Letters.
"I Gichki, Naimatullah (2020). Shap Jah o Roch Jah. Quetta: Balochi Labzanki Diwan.
72 Gichki, Naimatullah (2015). Baloch in Search of Identity. Washington—London—Paris:
Wrigley’s.
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Patrimony

Written by Naimatullah Gichki

Translation by Hooras Sabzal

Uftff... Dear God, what shall I do? How did I become so helpless! 1
have strength, yet I'm helpless. I have relatives, yet I'm desolate.
UffftY... My throat is dry. No one gives me as much as a drop of water.
My body is entirely worn out. UffY... there’s no one to rub my feet, but
why should a stranger do it for me? Human love is lost. My child!
Strangers are strangers, relatives are a person’s heart and soul, but rel-
atives? May dust fill my mouth if I say I have no relatives. God has
blessed me with sons, they are a treasure. So how can I say I have no
strength, that [ have no one? Ah! I would die for you, my sons! But... O
my God! What have I done wrong? I have kin and yet my mouth is
swamped with flies.

[ know! My ill-fortune struck me on the day that Mazar died before me,
otherwise I would not be in this condition. But I don’t say he has died.
For the sake of what days did I feed him my sweet milk? For the sake
of what times did I sing him soothing lullabies during the midnight
watch? He’s alive. I sang wedding songs for him instead of elegies.
People mocked me. I smeared his pure blood on my hands like henna.
My heart is boiling, but his death appeased the hearts of the enemies.
He is immortal. As long as the red tulips blossom and the red roses
flourish, my lion-hearted Mazar is alive.

Uftff... Gamdar! I would die for you. May the enemies burn. May they
be immersed in constant turmoil, now that they have made me helpless
and left me with no kin! May the teeth of the adversaries spill out, those
who say you’ve become a coward. Child! Your exile pains me, but I
know in my heart that revenge is fire. It has not been extinguished, it
never will be. It is my heart’s desire that the scorching wind may never
blow over you and the morning clouds may bring rain upon you.
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But Jangian, why are you so cold-hearted? Uffff... my heart leaves my
body. I don’t say it, the enemies say that you are cold-hearted. I am
certain that you are the same person. Your blood-red eyes are not unaf-
fectionate. In the scorching heat, through the passes and canyons, your
dry lips place a burning coal on my heart. The memory of your bare
body in the freezing cold is a knife stabbing me in the heart, but don’t
worry, my head is high. I’'m helpless but my eyes are not cast down.
Even if you are not a master of a palace or a fortress, at least you are
not the captive of any ruler.

Nasib! You blinded my eyes. I am ill-fated that Nasib is imprisoned. I
know you growl like a lion. I know the silent groans of your heart will
shake palaces and fortresses. The day will come, for sure. But only fate
knows when. Uffff... is there anyone who can put some water in my
mouth? Is there anyone who can lift my head a little? I’'m so tired.

O Sardu! Sardu! You languid one! I’m gasping for breath. O my son!
My breath! Sardu, are you asleep? Poor you! Wake up for a moment.
My dress ... Let my thirst kill me, but may I not be disgraced. Strangers
are looking at me. Look there. They have all fixed their gaze on me. My
God, let me die. O my good Lord, I don’t know what to do! O Sardu!
Damn you, may you die or may I. But you, O you, the soul of my life!
I shall die for you, my son. Mazar Jan, where are you? Jangian, beware
of the leopards. Gamwar, may you stand together with your brothers!

It was Granaz, talking randomly to herself, sometimes consciously and
sometimes not. Granaz was in this condition for seven days and nights,
lying there all alone.

In her happy days, fortune and luck followed her. She was a finicky
woman. She did not even feel her widowhood. She had her precious and
invaluable sons before her. They were happy and content. But fear was
always in her heart. She knew she would face days like this. Headstrong
and powerful foes had seized their legacy. She knew that when her sons
grew up, they would want to reclaim what was rightfully theirs. When
they were children, the legacy of their father was seized by the power-
ful. Who willingly gives away their property while alive?

When they grew up and understood, they tried to claim it. This dis-
pleased the expropriators. Might won over weakness and innocence.
When her sons mentioned the issue, the fears in Granaz’s heart came
true. The blood of one of her sons was spilled, another son went into
exile, a third headed to the mountains and caves, and another ended up
in prison. All she had now was a useless wimp of a son who was good
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for nothing. He had neither vigour nor any excellence. God had given
him life, nothing more.

Granaz was a poor and peaceable woman. She earned her living with
her own hands. Now she had been unable to do anything for a full six
months. Before, she had taken pride in her health and paid no attention
to any illness. But now her health was gone. She could neither stand on
her feet nor work with her hands. She was entirely destitute. She was so
poor that she didn’t even have a second set of clothes. Her body was
dirty and bruised, and she stank.

Before, the neighbours would sometimes ask how she was doing, but
now out of politeness no one asked. Now, everyone was waiting to hear
the news of her death so that they could mourn without a single tear. At
this time, the one who “took care” of her in her destitution was her in-
capable son. He had neither ability nor aptitude. God had given him a
soul and nothing more.

Among all her fruitless endeavours, she now tried amulets and talis-
mans, but in vain. People said she hadn’t made the necessary offering,
and that’s why the spell didn’t work. She had even sought help from
every shrine and fakir. But they won’t do anything out of charity.
Wealth is a gift from God. And as for herbal treatments and decoctions,
she had knocked on every door to get this stuff, but there was no way
for her to restore her health.

This night was grim for Granaz. She had been groaning and wailing and
now she was half unconscious. At the moment, she was so weak that
she couldn’t make a sound. Sardu raised her head and poured some
drops of water in her mouth. He saw that her eyes were fixed high up,
at the roof. Sardu’s body began to tremble. He tried to wake his mother
up, but she did not respond. Sardu’s throat became all dry. His eyes
were filled with tears.

Granaz was breathing with great difficulty. Grandma Telyan came
running.

“Congratulations madam! Soba’s wife has given birth to a baby boy.”

Granaz opened her eyes a bit and looked at the sky. She had a death
rattle. Her eyes became glassy. With the second death rattle, her soul
was set free.
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Sayad Hashmi

Introduction

Sayad Hashmi, also known as Sayad Zahur Shah Hashmi (and spelled
in various similar ways such as Syed Zahoor Shah Hashmi or Hashomi),
was born on 21 April 1926 in Gwadar, Balochistan.”® He received his
primary education from the Saeedia School in Gwadar,”* but there is
only scanty information about later studies and employment. Sayad
passed away on 4 March 1978.7°

Sayad dedicated his entire life to developing his mother tongue, the
Balochi language, and its literature. He is often called the father of Ba-
lochi. He was one of the founding members of the first Balochi literary
circle in Karachi in 1952, The Balochi Zobdnay Sarchammag.’®

Sayad was first and foremost a poet. He began writing poems in Ba-
lochi in the late 1940s, when he was working at Radio Pakistan, Karachi.
Previously he had written poetry in Persian and Urdu.”” Among his col-
lections of poetry in Balochi one can mention Sestagén Dastunk (Broken
Ghazals),”® Angar o Trungal (Embers and Hail),” Bretkagén Bir (Burnt
Lightning),*° Sechkdanén Sassa (Intricate Thoughts),?! Shakkalén Shahju
(Sweet Streams of Water),*? and Gesedgwdr (Rain of Citrine).*?

73 https:/en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Syed Zahoor Shah Hashmi (retrieved 19 January 2022).
74 http:/thebalochistanpoint.com/sayad-zahoor-shah-hashmi-the-man-who-served-balo-
chi-language-all-his-life/ (retrieved 19 January 2022).

75 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Syed Zahoor Shah Hashmi (retrieved 19 January 2022).
76 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language
[Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 27.

77 Hussain, Sajid (2019). Balochi Written Poetry. Online lecture. https://www.ling-
fil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 21 January 2022).

78 Hashmi, Sayad (2015%). Sestagén Dastunk. Gwadar: Sayad Hashmi Academy. This
book was first published in 1957 (private publication).

7 Hashmi, Sayad (1962). Angar o Trungal. No furhter publication details are available.
8 Hashmi, Sayad (1962). Bretkagén Bir. Karachi: Sayad Nizam Shah Hashmi (private
publication).

81 Hashmi, Sayad (1985). Sechkdnén Sassd. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Academy

82 Hashmi, Sayad (1988). Shakkalén Shahju. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Academy.

8 Hashmi, Sayad (2005). Gesedgwdr. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Academy.

59



Sayad wrote a number of short stories as well, some of which have
been published in Mirgend (Mirgend).®* He is also famous for having
written the first novel in Balochi, Ndzok (Nazok),®® which depicts tra-
ditional life in the coastal town of Gwadar.®¢ It was later translated into
Urdu and Persian. He also wrote the screenplay for the first modern
Balochi movie, Hammal o Mahganj (Hammal and Mahganj).?’

Sayad was not only a fiction writer; he also wrote a history of the
Balochi language and its literature in Urdu, Baluchi zuban u adab ki
tarix.%®

Sayad is renowned and highly respected for his work as a language
activist. One of the areas where he made important contributions is Ba-
lochi lexicography. He travelled to different parts of Balochistan docu-
menting vocabulary in various dialects. He was also an active creator
of neologisms.®* Much of this vocabulary was published posthumously
in the dictionary Sayad Ganj,”® which is also available online.’!

Another contribution for which Sayad is famous is his work on Ba-
lochi orthography. He presented a script for Balochi with a number of
orthographic rules in his book Baléchi Sydhagay Rastnebisag.”> Known
as the Sayad Hashmi writing system, this was the first attempt to estab-
lish rules for writing Balochi.”?

In 1983, the Sayad Hashmi Academy was founded in Karachi with
the purpose of keeping Sayad’s name and contributions to the develop-
ment of the Balochi language alive.”* Other institutions have also been
named after him, including a high school in Turbat,” a library in

84 Hashmi, Sayad (1969). Mirgend. Karachi: Nadkar Publications.

8 Hashmi, Sayad (1976"). Ndzok. Karachi: Nadkar Publications. Hashmi, Sayad
(2017%). Ndzok. Gwadar: Sayad Hashmi Academy.

8 http://mariyamsuleman.blogspot.com/2013/11/a-glance-on-syeds-immense-exertions-
for.html (retrieved 19 January 2022).

87 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hammal O_Mahganj (retrieved 21 January 2022). The
movie can be watched on YouTube https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JFs8ZU4fQKM
(retrieved 21 January 2022).

88 Hashmi, Sayad (1986). Baluchi zuban u adab ki tarix. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Academy.
8 See, e.g., Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography ..., pp. 124-125,233.
% Hashmi, Sayad (2000). Sayad Ganj. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Academy.

! https://sayadganj.albaloch.com/ (retrieved 19 January 2022).

92 Hashmi, Sayad (1962). Baléchi Sydhagay Réasmebisag. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Baloch.
9 For some of these rules, see Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthogra-
phy...,p. 137.

%4 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography ..., p. 29.

9 https://x.facebook.com/shhsturbat/photos/a. 164235961604 1856/2633588403585634/
Nype=3&source=48 (retrieved 19 January 2022).
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Gwadar,” and an important reference library in Karachi founded by an-
other language activist, Saba Dashtyari, in order to gather publications
on Balochi, the Baloch and Balochistan in one place.’’

The story by Sayad Hashmi in this anthology, Garén Kaldar (The
Lost Coin), is a touching portrait of loneliness, longing, and love. Con-
trary to most of the other stories presented in this book, it ends on a
positive note.

% https://pk.worldorgs.com/catalog/gwadar/library/sayad-zahoor-shah-hashmi-digi-
tal-library-gwadar (retrieved 19 January 2022).
97 https:/shrlibrary.org/en/ (retrieved 19 January 2022).
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The Lost Coin

Written by Sayad Hashmi

Translation by Fazal Baloch

It was a summer day. The sun was high in the sky. Early in the morning
he had left for the beach and now he was sitting on the shore. There was
still a touch of last night’s chill in the sand. He cast a look at the foamy
waves churned up during the night by the north wind.

The water was very shallow and the seabed was muddy in places. In this
soft mud were many sea insects. Some had burrowed into the mud in such
a way that if someone unmindfully stepped on the mud flat, he would sink
knee-deep in it. Some fifty, sixty yards from the sea a few trees stood,
some date palms and a big neem tree. In the morning sun, the neem would
cast its shadow as far as to the sea-brink. But as the sun kept rising, the
friendship between the shadow and the sea would begin to fade.

He was sitting in this shadow. But now the shadow had left him. He
looked back. Beyond the neem tree there was a heap of sand. Its top
looked like a circular dike or the rim of a volcano, higher all around and
with a depression in the middle.

The rim enclosed some date palms. What once had been a beautiful
garden now lay in utter ruin. Not a trace of the fence was left, not even
a piece of net or a single pole or dry thorny branch. Anyone who wanted
to escape some great trouble could hide out there.

To the left was a road. Actually it was not a road, but a trail or path that
had come into being because people constantly walked to and fro on the
sand, and some of the sand had become hard and some had blown away
and gathered on the sides of the trail as it was trampled. The wind had
also done its job, and now the trail appeared like the part line of a
woman’s golden hair. To the left of that trail there were wells where
people would come to fill their empty pitchers and pots.
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All of a sudden a faint sound caught his attention. He raised his eyes
and caught sight of a blind man approaching on the right-hand side of
the dune. The blind man was led by a girl who held one end of his walk-
ing stick. He shifted his concentration from the surroundings to the
blind man, or actually to the girl. The girl led the blind man to the sea
and more than an hour later she again took hold of the stick and they
returned to the village together.

He too got up and made his way home behind them. On the way he
exchanged greetings with two acquaintances. By the time he got out of
the sand he was tired, because the trail was as narrow as a hair part, and
it was covered with sand. So the trail was all sand.

When he passed a well, his heart skipped a beat. It was the second old,
stone-walled well located at the farthest end or, if one comes from the
other direction, at the beginning of the dune. He recalled something and
rapidly shook his head to cast that old memory out of his mind, but it
refused to leave him. He pondered, but in vain, because along with this
fruitless thought his feelings had been awakened. From nowhere a burn-
ing sensation arose in his head, and his eyes were burning too. He touched
his body to determine if he had a fever, but it was not like a fever. He
quickened his pace to reach his destination as soon as possible. Then sud-
denly he whispered to himself: “Good for you that you’re going home,
but there’s nobody there either. You’ll be all alone there as well.”

He was right. No one lived in his house apart from himself. He had a
good friend, but the friend spent the whole day trying to make ends meet.
At night his friend would come for a while and they would talk together,
but his friend couldn’t keep him company for too long either because he
had to look after his family.

Again he said to himself: “Loneliness is fine but only when you need it.
Likewise, it’s nice to have someone’s company when you grow sick of
loneliness. Today even I feel as if I’ve grown sick of loneliness. I think
I only should feel such weariness and disturbing emotions after sunset,
but today it has happened at the wrong time. My mind has been stormed
in the morning.”

He kept walking inattentively, slowly and deep in thoughts. Halfway
back, a friend ran into him and greeted him, but now he couldn’t recall
who it was. He moved quickly, as if someone was watching him or had
been waiting for him for quite some time, and any sort of delay would
lead to a huge loss.
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He slowed his pace and even halted for a while, but soon he uncon-
sciously started walking again with fast steps. He was some hundred
steps away from home when his eyes caught sight of someone standing
at the corner of the wall that enclosed his house. When he saw the per-
son, he slowed his pace, lowered his head and continued, but his pace
gradually became even slower. As he drew near, he raised his head and
saw that this person was looking for something by the wall. He recog-
nized her. Every day she passed by there on the way to fetch water. He
thought she might have lost her ring or nose pin. He asked her: “What
have you lost?”

“A rupee.”
“A note?”
“No, a coin.”
“So what?”
“It’s gone.”

He also began to look for it here and there, but when he raised his head,
he saw that instead of searching for her lost coin she was standing and
looking at him. He slipped his hand into his pocket but couldn’t find
any coin there. He turned to her: “I’ve no coin on me. Wait, I’ll get you
one from my house.”

He opened the door and she followed him in. He went to his coat to find
a rupee to give her. She asked: “Is there any water in your house?”

“What kind of water?”
“Drinking water.”
“Yes, there is.”

He picked up the glass to fetch her some water, but she took it from his
hand and said: “T’ll get it myself.”

She filled the glass, came back, stood right before him and said: “Please
drink.”

“I haven’t eaten any fatty food in the morning to drink water.”

“It’s summer. It’s good to drink! By the way what did you have for
breakfast?”

“A cup of tea.”
“What else?”
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“Nothing else.”

“Alright. I’ll bring you some eggs.”
“When?”

“Tomorrow.”

He took the glass and was about to drink when she grabbed his hand
and said: “Don’t stand and drink. Sit down.”

He sat down on the bed and said: “But you are standing yourself.”
“I’ll sit down.”

After a while he broke the silence. “May I ask your name?”
“Mahal.”

“Mahal?”

“Actually my name is Mahatun, but out of affection my mother used to
call me Mahal. Are you married?”

“Are you married?”
‘GYeS-”
“Any children?”

“I have three children, but my husband has not been here for five years.
He has gone on a journey.”

“Is he angry with you?”

“No, he’s not. But he left long ago, and it doesn’t seem like he’ll come
back. Occasionally he sends us money, but...”

“But what?”
“Nothing.”
“You didn’t ask me my name.”

“I know your name! I’ve known you since the day you came to live in our
neighborhood. I’ve also noticed that this friend of yours visits you every
day, and that you sit talking to each other until late in the evening. After
midnight you come out and keep walking and talking. I wonder where
you go at those late hours? And I don’t know when you return home.”

“What business is it of yours?”

“One night I kept waiting for you and saw you come back at dawn.”
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“So, you’ve been spying on me!”

“Do you enjoy being alone?”’

“Why do you ask?”

“No special reason.”

“What do you think?”

After a moment’s silence she suddenly said: “You’re not alone anymore.”
“At least not at this very moment.”

An hour and a half later she got up to leave.

He asked: “Did you have a drink at all?”

“You drank and my thirst was quenched.”

She was about to walk out the door when he asked: “Won’t you take
your coin?”’

“Whose coin?”

“The one I said I’d give you to replace the one you lost.”
“Oh! That lost coin?”

“Yes.”

“I found it.”

She said this and started walking fast. At the door she turned around
and said: “I’ll bring the eggs at sunset.”

After she left he was perplexed. He sat talking to himself: “Did she find
the coin? When? Where? In this house?”

A moment later he was struck by a thought. He smiled and said in a
loud voice: “Oh! The lost coin!”

A slightly different version of this translation was published in Border-
less Journal, 21 April 2020. https://borderlessjournal.com/2020/04/21/
a-balochi-story-the-lost-coin/ (retrieved 1 February 2022).
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Gohar Malik

Introduction®®

Gohar Malik (also spelled Gawhar Malek) was born on 26 August 1938
in Panjgur, Balochistan. She was the eldest daughter of the famous
Baloch politician and poet Mir Gul Khan Nasir.”” At the age of two she
contracted polio and was left paralysed. Her family later moved from
Panjgur to Nushki, where she grew up. In those days it was not yet pos-
sible for girls to pursue an education, but her father gave her the oppor-
tunity to study at home.

Gohar Malik began her literary career as a translator from Urdu into
Balochi. Among the authors she translated are N. M. Rashid, Khalil Gi-
bran, and Krishan Chander. Her translations were published from the
mid-1950s onwards in the Balochi magazines Mahtak Balochi and
Nékén Dawr.'®

Gohar Malik began writing short stories in the 1960s, as one of the
first female voices in Balochi literature, and the very first female short
story writer in male-dominated Baloch society. By telling her female
characters’ stories through female eyes, she is able to depict the emo-
tions and struggles of women first-hand.

%8 This introduction is mainly based on information provided in “Bibi Gohar Malik, A Sym-
bol of Courage,” published in The Baloch News, 9 June 2017. Online at: https://www.the-
balochnews.com/2017/06/09/bibi-gohar-malik/ (retrieved 27 December 2021).

% For more information on Gul Khan Nasir, see, e.g., https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gul
Khan_Nasir (retrieved 20 January 2022) and Jahani, Carina (1996). “Poetry and Po-
litics: Nationalism and Language Standardization in the Balochi Literary Movement.”
In: Titus, Paul (ed.), Marginality and Modernity. Ethnicity and Change in Post-Colo-
nial Balochistan. Karachi: Oxford University Press, pp. 105-137.

100 For more information about these journals, see, e.g., Jahani, Carina (1989). Stand-
ardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1].
Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, pp. 25-26; Dashtyari, Saba (2003). “Period-
icals in Balochi: A Brief Description of Balochi Printed Media.” In: Jahani, Carina,
and Agnes Korn (eds), The Baloch and Their Neighbours. Ethnic and Linguistic Con-
tacts in Balochistan in Historical and Modern Times. Wiesbaden: Reichert.
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Gohar Malik was also interested in local traditions, such as customs
around marriage and traditional herbal medicine. She took an interest in
local idioms and proverbs, and frequently used them in her writings.

Another thing that was of great importance to Gohar Malik was the
legacy of her father. She kept her father’s drafts and manuscripts in her
possession, and was well acquainted with his rich poetic production. In
fact, she knew many of Gul Khan’s poems by heart. She also composed
her own poetry, but mainly kept it to herself. She passed away on 28
February 2000.

Gohar Malik’s literary style is simple, yet rich, and she is not afraid
to treat taboo subjects, as in the story presented here, Santh (The Barren
Woman). The theme is childlessness, something which is a disaster for
a Baloch woman, and in the story the couple is childless for a reason
that is not even discussed in the Baloch society. Gohar Malik succeeds
in describing a woman’s dreams and aspirations in a realistic and vivid
way. She then goes on to give an equally realistic picture of the protag-
onist’s discouragement when she finds out that the real world is far from
her dreams.
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The Barren Woman

Written by Gohar Malik

Translation by Fazal Baloch

“Get out of my house! You’ve ruined my life! Accursed was the day I
married you! Tell me, in all these ten years have you ever brought me a
moment of happiness?” He gave her a slap and then a kick. She fell
down. The barrage of invectives surged out of his mouth like a flood.
As mute as a statue she received his kicks and blows; not the slightest
complaint came from her mouth. She had been on the receiving end of
his invectives, kicks, and slaps for more than a month now. But today
he’d added the rod.

She knew that any protest, even verbal, would only fuel the fire of his
anger. He would lose his temper even more. He thrashed her until he
had drained all his rage and desire for vengeance. He threw down the
rod and went to the door, but turned back and warned her: “You must
leave before I return, otherwise you will see the worst of me.” Then he
went out the door.

She lay on the floor like a corpse, with racking pain in every bone and
joint of her body. She closed her eyes: “Hamza says I haven’t brought
him a single moment of happiness. I don’t know what he means by hap-
piness. I’ve done my best to stay on good terms with his family. Cook-
ing and cleaning, washing dishes and doing laundry, entertaining
guests, showing love and care — I’ve worn myself out trying to make
him feel at ease. I haven’t even visited my parents without his permis-
sion. [ don’t know how he measures happiness. What are his parameters
for happiness? He hits me. But who can fight with God?”

Then she recalled her childhood. When her brother Wali used to beat
her and she cried, mother would protect her in her arms. Mother would
ask Wali how he could have the heart to beat his sister. She would say:
“Your sister will not stay with us for long. Don’t you know she is a
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guest in your house?” She would embrace her mother, wipe her tears
on the hem of mother’s scarf and say: “Mother, I will not leave you and
Father and Wali.” Mother hugged her and kissed her head.

Time passed swiftly. They say a girl shoots up fast, like a plant. The
months and years sped by.

Like other girls, it had been inculcated in her mind that a husband’s
house is a girl’s real home. So she began to decorate her house in her
dreams and fantasies. She waited for her “lord” to come and take her to
her true abode where she would enjoy the status of being the “mistress.”

And at last the day she had been dreaming of arrived. Looking forward
to prosperous days ahead, she prepared to accompany a stranger to his
house, a decorated house that would be her own. Her friends bedecked
her in bridal dress. It is said that fairies lend their beauty to a bride for
three days, but her face was already glowing like the full moon, illumi-
nated by happiness over her coming good times and happy fortune.

Her friends told her to close her eyes or otherwise a famine would strike
the area, but she had already closed them lest her dream of a bright fu-
ture should slip away. Now she shut them all the more tightly. The Holy
Quran was placed before her, along with green leaves and water in a
white bowl. “Now open your eyes.” She said a prayer, then opened her
eyes and read a passage from the Quran and prayed for a happy life. She
looked at the water and prayed that with the water Allah would purify
the relation between her and Hamza. She looked at the green leaves and
prayed for the fecundity of her womb. Then locking away her love for
her parents and siblings in a corner of her heart, she went to Hamza’s
house in search of a new and prosperous life.

When she found out how hollow her parents’ and everybody else’s words
had been, it shattered her to the core. She wanted to go grab her mother
and ask: “Mother, why do you lie to your poor daughters and throw them
out of the house? Father says a husband’s house is a girl’s real home, and
the husband says: ‘Get out of my house. It’s my house. You have no right
to make decisions here. A wife is a commodity. She can be easily pur-
chased. Just as I keep or get rid of other household items according to my
own will, in the same way I do what [ want with a wife. If [ don’t like
her, I’ll kick her out and replace her with a better one.’”

She recalled Shahgol and Zinat, and started up in terror as if she had been
struck by lightning. Every year Shahgol gave birth to a child, yet her lap
remained empty. None of her children survived. The doctors said that her
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and her husband’s blood did not match. But her husband refused to get
treatment. He said: “I’ll take the money I would have to waste on treat-
ment use it to get a new wife instead.” So he threw Shahgol out, and she
went mad with grief. Zinat’s crime was that she gave birth to daughters,
and her husband divorced her. But me...? How am I at fault?

The door opened with a bang. The tangled thread of her thoughts
snapped. Hamza shouted: “Are you still here, barren woman?”” Her pa-
tience finally giving way, she turned to her husband and addressed him:
“Why do you thrash me? Fight with the sovereignty of God who ren-
dered you ‘ineffective’. Impregnate me first and you can be sure that I
will bear you a child. You men always blame women. But you too are
human. Don’t you ever fall il1? Cannot God render you impotent? Why
are the men never blamed for what God does? Do you think I’'m una-
ware of what the doctor told you? You blame me for what is your fault.
She stood up and faced Hamza. “You can divorce me and marry another
woman, but will you accuse her of being barren too?”

Hamza almost went mad with rage and shoved her with both hands. She
flew some distance and fell. “How do the doctors dare? They just talk
nonsense. They are damn liars, these doctors. Couldn’t you have proven
them wrong? Did you have to be so self-righteous? Why do you think I
introduced you to my friends? You couldn’t even secure the slightest
happiness for me from them. I deliberately left you alone in their com-
pany, but you...”

Whatever was coming out of Hamza’s mouth, it was not words. It was
molten lead being poured into her ears. It was a bolt of lightning. The
tears dried up in her eyes. She had a bitter taste in her throat, and her
eyes bulged in their sockets. She heard Hamza’s voice as if coming
from the bottom of a deep well saying: “Go away. I have divorced you,
divorced you, divorced you.”

Now she is the mother of four girls. She also gave birth to a boy, but
he died.

Hamza is a religious fellow now. He has performed the pilgrimage and
all the people address him as Hadji Sahib. He also leads the prayer in
the local mosque. Hamza remarried. But to his bad luck, his second wife
also turned out to be a “barren woman.”
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Ghani Parwaz

Introduction'?!

Ghani Parwaz (also spelled Gani Parwaz) was born on 15 August 1945
in Nezarabad, Kech District, Balochistan. He received his basic educa-
tion in Nezarabad and holds a B.Ed. and two MA degrees, one in Urdu
and one in Political Science. He also has a degree corresponding to an
MA in Balochi. He has worked as a schoolteacher, headmaster, lecturer
and professor of Political Science in Turbat. Now retired, he still lives
in Turbat.

Parwaz is a champion of Human Rights, and for many years he has
been active in the Human Rights Commission of Pakistan, where he is
the head of the Special Task force in the Makran region. He also ac-
tively advocates for women’s rights in Pakistan in general and Balochi-
stan in particular.

Parwaz has been interested in literature since a young age, and he is
a very productive author. He has published numerous works in different
genres. His non-fiction prose treats both political and literary subjects.
For political subjects, he prefers to write in Urdu, whereas his literary
criticism is mostly in Balochi. He has also published two collections of
poetry, Mésom Ent Waddaréni (It is the Waiting Season)'%? and Kassi
Nadan Matén Watan (1 am No One’s Motherland).'%

Parwaz is, however, most renowned as a writer of prose fiction, and
he has published several collections of short stories and a number of
novels. His first collection of short stories, Sdnkal (Iron Chains),'** was
published in 1992, and his latest collection, Distagén Wab o Nadistagén

191 This introduction is partly based on information from https://en.wikipe-
dia.org/wiki/Ghani_Parwaz (retrieved 10 September 2021). Some information has
also been obtained from friends and acquaintances of Ghani Parwaz, and from Ghani
Parwaz himself.

102 Parwaz, Ghani (1998). Mésom Ent Waddrdni. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

103 parwaz, Ghani (2001). Kassi Nadn Matén Watan. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

104 Parwaz, Ghani (1992). Sdnkal. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
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Miénd (Seen Dreams and Unseen Meanings),'%> was published in 2021.
Ghani Parwaz has also published five novels, the first, Mehray Hosham
(Craving for Love), in 2000,'% and the latest one, Mdahay Sar o Réchay
Chér (On the Moon and Under the Sun),'%” in 2017. Mehray Hésham
was republished by the Balochi Language Project!?® in 2015.!% Parwaz
has also written novels and short stories in Urdu.

After a journey to Sweden between December 2013 and January
2014 during which he visited the Balochi Language Project, Parwaz
wrote a travelogue which he published in 2016 under the title Wabani
Dawdar (The Abode of Dreams).'!?

In 1997 Parwaz received Mast Tauk Ali'!! award for his first collection
of Balochi short stories, Sdnkal (Iron Chains),''? and he was given the
same award in 1998 for his book of literary essays Labzanki Shargedari
(Literary Criticism)!''* and his first anthology of poems, Mésom Ent
Waddrdni (It is the Waiting Season).!'* He received a provincial award
from the Department of Information, Government of Balochistan in 2001
for his fourth collection of short stories, Mortagén Marday Pachén
Chamm (The Open Eyes of the Dead Man).!!'> He was given another pro-
vincial award by the Department of Culture and Tourism, Government of
Balochistan, for his second Balochi novel Shapjatén Rahi (Traveller
Caught by Night)!!¢ in 2007. In 2008, he got the same award for his fifth
collection of short stories, Bandén Chamm ke Pacha Bant (When the
Closed Eyes Open),!'” in 2009 for his second book of literary criticism,
Fekshan o Aiay Teknik (Fiction and its Techniques),''® in 2010 for his

105 Parwaz, Ghani (2021). Distagén Wadb o Nadistagén Mdnd. Quetta: Balochi Acad-
emy. Note that the construction for dreaming in Balochi is ‘to see dream’.

106 Parwaz, Ghani (2000). Mehray Hésham. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

107 Parwaz, Ghani (2017). Mdhay Sar o Réchay Chér. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.
108 https://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 10 Sep-
tember 2021).

199 https://www.lingfil.uu.se/digital Assets/562/c_562186-1_3-k_mehrhosham.pdf (re-
trieved 10 September 2021). The title of the republished novel is Mehrhosham.

110 parwaz, Ghani (2016). Wadbdni Dawdr. Turbat: Jamshed Publications

I Mast Tawkali is a renowned Baloch poet who lived in the 19th century. See, e.g.,
https://medium.com/@mblh/tawkali-mast-and-sammo-83¢c9338c0857 (retrieved 6
October 2021).

12 Parwaz, Ghani (1992). Sankal. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

13 Parwaz, Ghani (1997). Labzdnki Shargedari. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

114 For bibliographic information, see fn. 102.

115 Parwaz, Ghani (2021). Mortagén Marday Pachén Chamm. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
116 Parwaz, Ghani (2007). Shapjatén Réhi. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

17 Parwaz, Ghani (2008). Bandén Chamm ke Pacha Bant. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.
18 Parwaz, Ghani (2009). Fekshan o Aiay Teknik. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.
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collection of short stories Sarshapay Marg (Death of Early Night),!'” and
again in 2013 for his Balochi novel, Mehr o Hamrahi (Love and Com-
panionship).'?°

In 2010, Ghani Parwaz received the Pride of Performance award,'?!
which is given by the Pakistani president for “notable achievements in
the fields of art, science, literature, sports, and nursing.”'?? He also re-
ceived the Life Achievement Award from the Balochi Department of
Balochistan University, Quetta, in 2016 and the National Award from
the Pakistan Academy of Letters in 2017.

Ghani Parwaz has founded two literary organizations in Turbat, the
Labzdnki Kdrwan (Literary Caravan) in 1984'2° and the Balochistan
Academy.

The story presented here, Jehad (Jihad), was published in Bémenzelén
Mosdper (Traveller Without a Destination).'** Its theme is clearly in
line with Ghani Parwaz’s advocacy of human rights, religious freedom,
and freedom of thought. In the story we meet two shopkeepers, Nabi
Dad, who is a Sunni Muslim, i.e. an adherent of the mainstream religion
among the Baloch, and Golsher, who belongs to the Zigri religious com-
munity.'?® The Zigris have from time to time been severely persecuted
by the Sunnis in many parts of Balochistan,'?® and in this story, a jihad
is proclaimed from the mosque against the Zigri pilgrimage, which is
to take place in a few weeks. Nabi Dad, who is looking for a way to get
rid of the competition that Golsher’s store constitutes for him, is now
very excited and hopes that a final solution to his problem is near.

19 Parwaz, Ghani (2010). Sarshapay Marg Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

120 parwaz, Ghani (2011). Mehr o Hamrdhi. Turbat: Jamshed Publications.

12 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pride_of Performance Awards_(2010%E2%80%
932019) (retrieved 10 September 2021).

122 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pride_of Performance#List of recipients (retrieved
10 September 2021).

123 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language
[Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 30.

124 Parwaz, Ghani (1995). Bémenzelén Mosdper. Quetta: Zomorrod Publications.

125 For more information on the Zigri religious beliefs and practices, see, e.g., Badalkhan,
Sabir (2008). “Zikri Dilemmas: Origins, Religious Practices, and Political Constraints.”
In: Jahani, Carina, Agnes Korn and Paul Titus (eds), The Baloch and Others. Linguistic,
Historical and Socio-Political Perspectives on Pluralism in Balochistan. Wiesbaden:
Reichert, pp. 293-326.

126 See, e.g., Noraiee, Hoshang (2008). “Power and Religion in Iranian Balochistan.”
In: Jahani, Carina, Agnes Korn and Paul Titus (eds), The Baloch and Others..., pp.
345-364.
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Jihad

Written by Ghani Parwaz

Translation by Fazal Baloch

Nabi Dad had been at his shop continuously since nine in the morning.
But his mind was on Golsher’s shop more than his own, because hardly
a customer had turned up at his shop. Golsher’s shop, on the other hand,
was so crowded that there was hardly room for anyone to stand or sit
down. Nabi Dad lamented over the fact that although he had been in the
business of shopkeeping for the past twenty years, after only six years,
Golsher’s shop was flourishing much more than his own.

“I wonder what kind of sorcery Golsher uses to cause his shop to flour-
ish?”” Nabi Dad thought to himself, consumed with jealousy. “Our shops
are in the same street, they’re opposite each other, they’re both the same
kinds of stores, general stores, and they both have the same kinds of
items for sale. His prices aren’t lower than mine. Still, people swarm to
his shop like ants, and nobody even asks about my shop. If his business
continues to flourish like this, the day will come when I must close my
shop once and for all. So I need to do something. I definitely have to do
something or other.”

One day the Assistant Commissioner walked into Golsher’s shop to-
gether with the chief of the local Levies and some soldiers. Nabi Dad
was overjoyed that something was afoot. The Assistant Commissioner
arrested Golsher for smuggling alcohol and heroin on the basis of a
written complaint, and took him to the police station. But within a few
hours he was released for lack of evidence. Nabi Dad became sad again.

A few days later Rami, a notorious dacoit, kidnapped Golsher in front of
his shop after receiving a telephone call claiming that he had a lot of cash
and it would be quite easy to abduct him for ransom. Nabi Dad was over-
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joyed, thinking that even if nothing happened last time, this time some-
thing definitely would. But within moments a crowd of people chased
after Rami and freed Golsher, and Nabi Dad was even sadder than before.

Some time later, Ramadan arrived. One day, while Nabi Dad was sitting
in his shop deep in thought, a sudden announcement was made on the
mosque loudspeaker:

“Muslim brethren! The Majlis-e Tahaffuz-e Khatm-e Nabuwwat* have
decided not to allow the Zigris to perform the fake pilgrimage. If they
try to visit Koh-e-Namorad** and perform the fake pilgrimage, Jihad
shall be waged against them. Therefore, on the 21 of the Holy Month
of Ramadan, there will be a religious congregation at the Central
Mosque, and on the 25" all roads to their fake pilgrimage site will be
blocked and Jihad will be waged against them. All fellow Muslims are
requested to participate in both the congregation and the Jihad to fulfil
their Islamic duty.”

After hearing the announcement, Nabi Dad pondered for quite a while.
Joy and sadness rippled across his face in turn. His expression kept
changing back and forth for quite some time, from bright to gloomy and
back again. But finally the gloom vanished behind the brightness.

He closed his shop on the 20" of Ramadan and began making prepara-
tion for the gathering and the Jihad. He bought himself a new white
headscarf for both occasions. He washed a couple of outfits and kept
them ready. He took a proper shower and trimmed his grey moustache,
but at the same time he lamented over his beardless face, since he
thought that a beard was a necessity on such blessed occasions. The
next day, having dressed in his off-white clothing, put on the white
headdress, and slipped into his soft grey shoes, he looked at himself in
the mirror and saw that nothing was lacking for participating in a reli-
gious congregation and a Jihad, except for a beard.

On the 25™ of Ramadan, in the evening, the news spread like wildfire
that Golsher had got into a car and was on his way to the Koh-e Morad
along with some Zigri relatives of his, when a group of Mullahs saw
them. One of these Mullahs opened fire on their vehicle. Golsher died
on the spot and five of his relative were injured. Given the vast crowd
of Mullahs, the shooter couldn’t be identified. Even so, a few mullahs
were detained and put in house arrest.
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The final evening of Ramadan had arrived with a new development.
The arrested mullahs had been released. Golsher’s shop remained
closed, while Nabi Dad’s was packed with customers. He was busy run-
ning the business. It appeared that at long last he was experiencing the
true delight of shopkeeping.

* Majlis-e Tahaffuz-e Khatm-e Nabuwwat (The Assembly to Protect the
End of Prophethood, i.e. the religion of the last prophet, Muhammad):
A religious organization in Pakistan.

*% Koh-e Morad (Bal. Koh-e Morad): (The Mountain of Fortune) A
sacred site for the Zigri religious community located in Turbat, Balo-
chistan. Each year during the month of Ramadan, the devotees of the
Zigri sect visit this site for their annual pilgrimage. Here the word
namordd (misfortune) is used as a derogatory term.
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Murad Sahir

Introduction'?’

According to his national identity card, Murad Bakhsh, known as Murad
Sahir (also spelled Morad Saher), was born in 1929, in Shay Sichi,
Negwar, Kech District, Balochistan.'?® There is no record of the day and
month of his birth, and even the year is uncertain. The place and date of
his birth have been recorded differently in different documents, which is
not uncommon among people of his generation.'?

Murad Sahir received basic schooling at a religious madrasa in his
native village from an early age. After studying the Quran, Arabic, and
some Persian literary works, all of which were part of the madrasa cur-
riculum, he was sent by his father to Karachi to live with an uncle and
continue his studies. In Karachi, Murad Sahir was sent to a municipal
school, where he studied until sixth grade. Afterwards he returned to
his native village to help his father with agricultural work.

When Murad Sahir was about 12 years old, his family migrated to
Karachi to escape a famine in their village. They initially lived near an
agricultural district in Karachi, but later they were forced to leave and
moved to Old Golimar, where they settled permanently.

Murad Sahir first worked in construction, loading and unloading ve-
hicles that transported sand, bricks and other materials, then as an as-
sistant mechanic in an auto garage. Later he learned to drive and worked
as a driver for a company. After some time, a medical doctor employed
him as his personal driver. These were golden day for him. After drop-
ping off his boss at the clinic, he could read all day until it was time to
drive the doctor home again.

127 This introduction is mainly based on a telephone conversation held on 13 January
2021 with Rahim Mehr, who has done extensive research on Murad Sabhir.

128 This date and place of birth are taken from a master’s thesis titled “Murad Sahir:
His life and Literary Services,” written by Muhammad Asim under the supervision of
Rahim Mehr and defended at Balochistan University, Quetta, in 2016.

129 See, e.g., https://www.thebalochnews.com/2017/06/12/murad-sahir/ (retrieved 19
January 2022); Dashti, Naseem (2015). “Balochi zuban ka ek ruhani shaer, Murad
Sahir.” (In Urdu). Monthly magazine, Balochi Dunya, Multan, March 2015, p. 13.
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Later, Murad Sahir worked as a driver at the Russian Consulate in
Karachi, at the Karachi Electric Supply Corporation, and in many other
places. Finally, he bought his own small transport vehicle and worked
for himself.

Murad Sahir was a lover of flowers, literature and all forms of art. He
spent most of his spare time, often whole nights, reading literature or
watching movies.

Murad Sabhir fell ill on 16 September 1998 and was taken to a nearby
hospital. Due to the seriousness of his condition he was quickly trans-
ferred to one of the city’s largest medical facilities, Jinnah Medical Cen-
tre, where he passed away on 18 September 1998.

Although Murad Sahir is best known for his poetry, he was among
the first writers of short stories in Balochi as well. His stories deal with
traditional themes in Baloch society such as love, betrayal, rural life,
social inequality, and the lack of facilities and infrastructure in the
region, and they often have a clear social message. Some of his col-
lections of poetry are Pahar (Vapour),'** Chihdl (Scream),'! Zeray
Morwdred (The Ocean Pearl),'*? and Beshkon Mani Perydtdn (Listen
to my Cries).'*> Some of his prose writings have been collected in
Garmeén Saheg (The Scorching Shade).!3*

Murad Sahir also translated a number of short stories and articles into
Balochi. The compilation Zer Dir Ent (The Sea is Far Away)!® contains
most of his translations.

The story presented here, Garmén saheg (The Scorching Shade), de-
picts the main character’s deep love for a childhood friend. Unable to
forget her, he takes the courage to visit her after her marriage. He strug-
gles with his emotions — not only love, but also indecisiveness, fear, and
rejection, to mention a few.

130 Sahir, Murad (1970"). Pdhdr. Karachi: Fazil Academy. Sahir, Murad (1986%). Pdhdr.
Karachi: Azat Jamaldini Academy 1986.

131 Sahir, Murad (1987). Chihadl. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Academy.

132 Sahir, Murad (1995). Zeray Morwdred. Quetta: Progressive Writers® Association.
133 Sahir, Murad (2011). Beshkon Mani Perydtdn. Karachi: Murad Sahir Memorial Society.
134 Sahir, Murad (2007). Garmén Siheg. Gwardar: GAM Publications.

135 Sahir, Murad (2017). Zer Dir Ent. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Reference Library.
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The Scorching Shade

Written by Murad Sahir

Translation by Fazal Baloch

Kenagi sold the whole camel-load of unripe dates for eighty rupees,
wrapped the money in his handkerchief and slipped it under his loincloth.
Then he tethered his camel and strolled to the bazaar. He needed to buy
some essentials. The shop in his village didn’t stock such a variety of
goods. He returned from the bazaar before sunset, packed the foodstuffs
and other things he had bought in the saddlebags, saddled the camel, un-
tethered its knees, balanced and tied the load, and set out for his village.
Once he was out of the bazaar he made the camel kneel and mounted its
back. Now dusk had fallen, and the camel, ruminating and indifferent to
the surroundings, strode along narrow and meandering trails.

When a man is alone, he often slips into thoughts. Kenagi too walked the
paths of memory and had now reached the happy moments of bygone
days. These fond memories carried him to a paradise for a short time. But
this paradise of the imagination did not last for long, and soon he found
himself'back on the camel, crossing a dark plain all by himself. He looked
up towards the stars. They caught his attention, and he kept his eyes fixed
on them for a while. He was thinking “see how they twinkle in the dark-
ness of the night. Is there anyone who remembers when they were born?
These stars remember many things. Age will never creep upon them.
Why are they so bright?”” All of a sudden he heard someone chanting a
poem. He noticed a camel train was coming the other way. The camel-
driver was chanting a sorrowful and melancholic poem. The refrain of
the poem was:
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Come! Your memories leave me no peace

Maidens come, group by group, to fetch water

Like a gentle morning breeze

Of you, nobody gives me a clue

Come! Your memories leave me no peace

He had barely finished chanting these lines when a light-hearted man from

the caravan yelled out: “Don’t stop. Keep reciting, my broken-hearted
buddy! These dark nights and long roads can’t be travelled in silence.”

Kenagi’s attention turned from the stars to the hubbub. As if someone
had plucked the strings of his own heart, he too felt like chanting. He
had a melodious and strong tenor voice. This voice of his had caused
him great heartache. So in response to the camel-driver’s song, Kenagi
began to chant:

Of gardens, O sweet-voiced pigeon

In silence plod your days forth

There is no fidelity in the world

Come! Your memories leave me no peace

These few words pouring from Kenagi’s troubled heart tore through the

darkness of the night and reached the ears of the camel-drivers. Silence
engulfed both sides for a while, until the caravan drew close.

Someone asked Kenagi: “Hey sir, whose clan do you belong to?”
“Kahoda Shahsawar’s,” Kenagi replied.

“Are you coming from the coast?”

“Yes.”

“How much do unripe dates go for?” he inquired.

“Eighty rupees per load,” came Kenagi’s reply.

“Do you have any fish on you? We need a few.”

Kenagi bartered some fish for dates and they all resumed their journeys.
But the poem Kenagi had just chanted opened up his old wounds again.

A happy memory of the old days flashed through his mind, and tore at
his heart. He recalled Mahan, his childhood friend. Two years back she
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was given in marriage to a wealthy man. She was his childhood friend.
They grew up in the same village. After the wedding Mahan’s husband
took her to his village. Now Kenagi’s path would pass through Mahan’s
village. Once before, deep down in his heart, he had desperately wanted
to visit her, but he hadn’t paid any attention to his heart.

Now he was helpless before his fervent heart. He was thinking about
Mahan. He wondered how she was doing, how she was getting on, if
she still thought of him, if she still loved him. This was a question he
asked himself. But his wounded heart didn’t reply. Then he himself re-
plied that Mahan could never forget him. He would visit her at any cost.
At dawn Kenagi’s camel was approaching Mahan’s village.

Mahan, too, desperately loved Kenagi but things don’t always turn out
as they should in this world. Today, two years later, Kenagi was on his
way to her village. At breakfast time he reached the village and asked a
man for her address.

The man told him: “See the tent on that rocky field? It’s where Mahan
lives.”

Following the man’s instructions, Kenagi reached Mahan’s place. He
tethered his camel to a wooden post from which a water bag hung.
Mahan was churning milk in a goatskin. When she saw Kenagi, she left
the goatskin, pulled out a mat and rolled it out in front of the wool tent.
She greeted Kenagi from a distance. She got up, filled a plate with dates,
poured a glass of milk from the goatskin and placed it in front of Ke-
nagi. She herself went and sat down at a distance. Kenagi took a mouth-
ful of the dates with a gulp of the milk. He raised his eyes to cast a
glance at Mahan. He fixed his eyes on her, as if he was looking for
something in her face. Mahan raised her head. Their eyes met. Kenagi
regained his senses and asked her: “Do you recognize me?”

It was as if Mahan was jolted out of a deep sleep. They looked at each
other as if they were trying to recognize one another. Silence prevailed
for quite some time. Then Mahan replied: “No.”

To Kenagi this “no” was not an answer. Instead he felt as if someone
had stabbed him in the heart with a dagger. The date tasted bitter in his
mouth and his hand went limp on the plate. With great effort he pulled
his hands from the plate and wiped them with the corner of his shawl.
He got up, slipped into his footwear and untied the camel.

Mahan turned to him: “Oh! You didn’t even touch the breakfast. Stay a
little and help yourself to the breakfast. My husband will be back from
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tending the flock in a while. In the meantime you had better wait out
the midday heat before resuming your journey.”

Kenagi’s voice broke as he answered: “If you don’t recognize me, then
this cool shade is nothing less than scorching heat to me. After all, one’s
own burning sun is better than a stranger’s cool shade. Your shade is no
longer cool for me.”

He held the rein of the camel in his hand and strolled off. But his feet
were heavy. Though he was walking forward, his spirit was jumping
about on the rocky field, crying out in search of his lost partner like an
wild deer.
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Sharaf Shad

Introduction!'3®

Sharaf Shad (also spelled Sharap Shad) was born in Ball Negwar, Dasht,
Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan, on 1 February 1979. He received his
primary education at Government High School, Ball Negwar, and then
took his matriculation exam at Degree College Turbat in 1999. He earned
an MA in Balochi from Balochistan University in 2002, and an M.Phil. in
Balochi in 2016 from the University of Balochistan, Turbat campus. He
is a visiting teacher at Karachi University.'*” He also works as a host on a
Balochi TV show on Vash TV, Karachi.!®

Sharaf is mostly known for his translations of international literature,
especially fiction, into Balochi.'* He has translated and published The
Stranger by Albert Camus (with the title Dardmad),"*® Chronicles of a
Death Foretold by Gabriel Garcia Marquez (Péshgoptén Margay
Rédaptar),"*' and The Thief and the Dogs by Naguib Mahfouz (Dozz
o Kochekk).'** In the same year as Dozz o Kochekk, 2015, he also pub-
lished a collection of international short stories titled Bandigay
Péshdk (The Dress of the Prisoner).'*® A year later he published a
translation of Ward Number 6 (Ward Nambar 6) by Anton Che-
khov,'* followed by Albert Camus’ The Fall (Zawal).'* In 2018 he

136 This introduction was drafted during a conversation with Sharaf Shad himself on
14 September 2021.

137 https://bolanvoice.wordpress.com/2014/03/15/balochi-certificate-course-at-uni-
versity-of-karachi/ (retrieved 20 September 2021).

138 http://vshnews.tv/ (retrieved 20 September 2021).

139 For his translations, Sharaf Shad worked from existing English and Urdu versions
of the works. Personal communication, Sharaf Shad, 27 September 2021.

140 Shad, Sharaf (2012). Dardmad. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

141 Shad, Sharaf (2015). Péshgoptén Margay Rédaptar. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
142 Shad, Sharaf (2015). Dozz o Kochekk. Quetta: Sangat Academy.

143 Shad, Sharaf (2015). Bandigay Péshdk. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

144 Shad, Sharaf (2016). Ward Nambar 6. Quetta: Sangat Academy.

145 Shad, Sharaf (2016). Zawdl. Gwadar: Sichkan Publications.
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published his translation of Gabriel Garcia Marquez’ work Short Sto-
ries of Marquez (Mdarkwezay Azmadnk)."*®

Sharaf has also published a book of his research articles in Balochi,
with the title Labzank, Darkessahi Labzank o Shayr (Literature, Non-
fiction and Poetry),'*” a book of his essays on Mubarak Qazi, a popular
Balochi poet, titled Cherdg Tahna Ent (The Candle is Lonely),'*® and a
collection of short stories called Safarda Dam Bortagén Rahadn (In the
Exhausted Paths of the Journey).'*’

Sharaf Shad is famous for his symbolism. In the short story presented
in this anthology, Rawt Rah Rawt Shap (Endless Road, Endless Night),
the main character remains nameless and ageless and shows no individ-
ual identity throughout the story. As it unfolds, the story not only de-
scribes the lack of infrastructure in Balochistan, but also depicts a huge
social dilemma in rural Baloch society.

146 Shad, Sharaf (2018). Mdrkwezay Azmdnk. Gwadar: Institute of Balochia.

147 Shad, Sharaf (2017). Labzdnk, Darkessahi Labzénk o Shayr. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
148 Shad, Sharaf (2019). Cherdg Tahnd Ent. Gwadar: Institute of Balochia.

149 Shad, Sharaf (2020). Safard Dam Bortagén Rdahdn. Gwadar: Institute of Balochia.
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Endless Road, Endless Night

Written by Sharaf Shad

Translation by Fazal Baloch

The bus was jiggling along a bumpy road. It was past midnight and the
passengers were asleep or half-dozing in their seats. Only two people
were awake. One was the driver who was playing an old Indian song on
the radio as he tried to avoid the potholes in the road. The other was a
passenger lost in thought.

The bus was crossing a wide plain at the foot of a mountain. Some scat-
tered lights flickered in the distance. But it was hard to tell if they were
lamps gleaming in the windows of nearby houses or stars in the distant
sky shining on the earth.

The bus had covered a great distance when an unexpected shower with
no flash or thunder began to sprinkle the ground.

“Step on the gas, Captain! The river Tank still lies ahead,” shouted the
conductor, who was lying down in the last row. Heavy-eyed passengers
yawned and rubbed their eyes in the dark to catch a glimpse of the rain
through the window, then went back to sleep.

The sound of the raindrops was barely perceptible amidst the rattling of
the bus and the music blaring from the radio. But our sleepless passen-
ger was certain that the raindrops would be washing away the tire tracks
behind them. This thought brought him a sense of relief.

The city was far behind and so was his fear.

The bus stopped and his heart skipped a beat. But instead of soldiers,
two new passengers stepped onto the bus. One was a man dressed in
white, holding a small briefcase and wearing glasses. The other one
wore a silk scarf on his head. He looked like a peasant or a camel-driver.
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The conductor walked up and pleaded with our sleepless passenger,
“there are no vacant seats on the bus, and these two have an emergency.
Please let one of them take the empty seat beside you for a little while.”

“I reserved both seats because I don’t feel comfortable having anyone
sit next to me,” he replied bluntly.

Before the conductor could answer, the peasant begged our passenger:
“Sir, we’ll be getting off soon. It would be kind of you to allow the
gentleman to sit beside you for a while.”

He lifted his bag off the seat and placed it at his feet. The peasant strolled
to the last row and took the very spot that had been occupied by the con-
ductor earlier.

The man who sat down beside him was a handsome fellow. The multi-
coloured light inside the bus made his face look pale-yellow. His
clothes were a bit damp from the rain. Our passenger looked intently
out the window in a way that suggested he was not going to say any-
thing for the rest of the journey. From the briefcase, our passenger as-
sumed he was a doctor. Country doctors used to carry such cases.

The doctor took a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, offered him one,
then lit one for himself.

“A few moments ago, when we were standing in the wind and rain, [
was thinking about how terribly helpless man is against nature.” The
doctor was a soft-spoken man. Our passenger looked at the doctor but
did not say anything. “Man’s relation with his fellow human beings is
quite enigmatic. A short while ago, before we got on this bus, we had
our own individual destinies, but now all of us passengers share the
same fate. If the bus falls into a ravine, we will all die. If it breaks down,
we will all be in trouble. And if it arrives safe and sound, we will all
reach our destinations happily. Our lives, destinies and fears overlap.”

“Well, I’'m not afraid of anything at all,” our passenger replied curtly.

“I’m not only talking about you.” The doctor pursed his lips and blew
a smoke ring into the air. “But looking at it another way, I’'m wrong.
Whether or not we are on board together, our lives and deaths are our
own. If the bus rolls over, not every passenger will necessarily die.
Some of us may sustain injuries. Some might break an arm or a leg.
And some may not get as much as a scratch. But we all wish to see the
bus reach its destination smoothly without anything happening to us,
because fear of death is pouring down within us like rain.”
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“As I told you before, I’'m not afraid of anything at all.”

“Everyone fears death. Even you. When assailed by fear of death, a man
always sputters like you.” The doctor blew out another billowing cloud
of smoke. After a short pause he said: “The desire to live is more or less
the same for all of us. It is this very fear that makes me scared to travel
by bus at night. The moment I shut my eyes, I get the feeling that the
bus will roll over. That’s why I can’t sleep on a bus at all. I don’t know
how you feel.”

An impulse arose in our passenger’s heart. “Have I fled from my past?
Nobody knows. Do I have a future? Nobody knows. How can it be like
this?” But he didn’t say a word.

“I’m also afraid of darkness,” said the doctor. “But the darkness is out-
side the bus now,” he continued. “The inside of the bus is filled with a
light that is so peaceful it doesn’t disturb those who are asleep, and gives
comfort to those who are awake.”

He took out another cigarette but just held it between his fingers without
lighting it. “Man fears nothing but death. No matter whether he dies in
an accident or from cardiac arrest or cancer. At times I think that it is
the people who lose their ability to face life who actually die. I reckon
that God would never seize the life of a man who lives for a cause. |
have seen death from very close, so close that personal relationships
and the fervour of life roll like wawes.”

“Have you seen it from closer than I have?” he asked the doctor in a
hushed voice.

“What do you mean?” The doctor flicked the cigarette he had between
his fingers but soon discovered it was unlit. He extended the cigarette
to him.

“I have killed my wife.” He lit the cigarette and took a long puff on it.
“My pregnant wife. My beloved wife. Have you seen death closer than
I have, doctor?”

“Your pregnant wife.....” The doctor’s voice was trembling. “But why
did you kill your pregnant wife?”

“Because the child in her womb was not mine.”
The doctor looked at him with bewilderment.

At that very moment, the peasant yelled from the last row: “Driver,
please stop the bus! We’ve reached our destination.”

93



His hand trembled and some ash fell on his clothes. “Doctor, please
don’t go,” he whispered, “I’m afraid.”

The peasant drew close to them and said: “Let’s go, doctor. We’ve
arrived.”

The doctor took his briefcase and told him: “This man’s wife is in se-
vere labour pains. There is no doctor in their village, and he has covered
twenty kilometres to get me. In this battle of life and death, I will try
my best to see life stand victorious.”

A slightly different version of this translation was published in Daily
Times, 11 June 2018. https://dailytimes.com.pk/251820/runs-the-road-
goes-the-night/amp/ (retrieved 2 February 2022).
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Haneef Shareef

Introduction

Haneef Shareef (also spelled Hanif Sharif) was born in Karachi on 25
December 1976."%° He completed his basic education in Turbat, Balo-
chistan, and received a Bachelor of Medicine, Bachelor of Surgery
(MBBS) degree from Bolan Medical College, Quetta, in 2003.

Haneef was active in the Baloch Students Organization (BSO), which
in addition to organizing Baloch students engages in political activities.'”!
His abduction by Pakistani secret agencies in 2005 was publicly pro-
tested by local and international human rights organizations, including
Amnesty International.!>?> He was released after nine months, and in 2011
he left Pakistan. After some years in Oman he moved to Germany, where
he now lives in exile and is active as a writer, filmmaker, YouTuber, and
photographer.

Haneef has written one novel, Chegerd Poll Ent (The Chegerd Tree
is Blossoming),'>* and a number of short stories in Balochi. Some of his
short stories have been published in the three collections, Shapd ke
Hawra Gwarit (The Night When it Rains),'** Tirdndask (Tirandask),'>
and Hanipnam (Hey You, Hanip).!¢

In addition to his authorship, Haneef has directed four films in Balochi,
two in Balochistan and two during the time he spent in Oman.'>” All of his
films deal with the current political situation in Balochistan, and the main
theme is Baloch patriotism. Haneef also runs a YouTube channel, Radio
Balochistan,'*® where he publishes videos, stories, interviews and lectures
on various topics.

130 https://www.imdb.com/name/nm6289428/ (retrieved 15 January 2022).

151 hitps://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baloch Students Organization (retrieved 18 March 2021).
152 https://www.amnesty.org/en/documents/asa33/032/2005/en/ (retrieved 15 Jan-
uary 2022).

153 Sharif, Hanif (2010). Chegerd Poll Ent. Kech: Sarban Shengkar.

154 Sharif, Hanif (2008). Shapd ke Hawr Gwarit. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

155 Sharif, Hanif (2014). Tirdndask. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

156 Sharif, Hanif (2020). Hanipndm. Karachi: Elm o Adab Publishers and booksellers.
157 https://haneefbalochsite. wordpress.com/ (retrieved 15 January 2022).

158 https://www.youtube.com/c/radiobalochistan (retrieved 15 January 2022).
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Haneef Shareef’s short stories are characterized by a poetic style, and
he often discusses taboo subjects. In the short story presented here, Bibi
Maryam o Préshtag (Mother Mary and the Angel), Haneef skilfully
portrays human relationships, both problematic and respectful. He
draws on his experience as a medical doctor when describing a protag-
onist who has lofty dreams but whose kidney problems prevent him
from making them come true.
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Mother Mary and the Angel

Written by Haneef Shareef

Translated by Fazal Baloch

After a very long time he dreamed again, after about eleven years... He
had not dreamt since he was thirty-five, and now he was an old man of
forty-six. Today, as he was lying on his bed in the nephrology ward, he
closed his eyes and had a dream.

Mother Mary and the angel appeared before him, like fond memories
of his bygone days. The fog, dust and haze were gone, and the days of
scorching heat, burning hot winds and thirst were over. Today, in the
shade of the monsoon clouds, the two familiar old shadows emerged
after a long wait. He recognized both of them. Even if he wished to, he
could not forget them. What he had gained from his dreams during the
first thirty-five years of his life were the two well-known and intimate
faces... And today Mother Mary and the angel, whom he had been des-
perate to meet in every dream since childhood, had returned home after
eleven years of waiting.

As usual Mother Mary was standing one step closer to him than the
angel. She was silent. Moonlight had drenched her hair and the signs of
a long journey to her destination lingered in her eyes. He had etched
Mother Mary’s eyes into his heart. Light was pouring forth from Mother
Mary’s white robe. It seemed to him that she was surrounded by cotton
flowers and wax moths. The entire ward was enveloped in the scent of
camphor as well. He saw that Mother Mary was looking at his dialysis
machine. The machine was making a rattling sound. The tubes attached
to his arms were “breathing” his blood, which after passing through the
machine by means of these tubes and being purified, returned to his
body through other tubes. This machine was his kidneys, and enabled
him to keep pushing his book cart along.
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He wished to go on a pilgrimage to Mecca at some point, and there he
would have a dream. Under the overcast sky, in the gentle breeze, at the
foot of the high mountains where the desert began, dressed in an Arab
robe, he would hold the reins of Mother Mary’s camel, and before the
end of the dream, ahead of the falling dusk, he would lead her across
the desert. And then, by the fountains, under the shade of the blessings,
he would marvel at flowing streams of milk and trees laden with figs
and mulberries. Yet he knew that the pilgrimage was beyond his reach,
as both his kidneys had given in. He could only keep his life dragging
on with the support of the dialysis machine. He knew that once a week
he had to appear before this machine and endure the pain and solitude
of the dialysis room. But he never thought that he would have a dream
during his dialysis session on this very day.

He was quite astonished that the angel was still thirty-five. Not a day
more or less. The Angel looked the same as eleven years ago. As far as
he could remember, they had grown up together. Whenever they ran
into each other in a dream, they mulled over the same plans, did the
same things, and played the same games.

They had travelled together from childhood until the age of thirty-five.
It was the journey of half a lifetime. They shared the same age. Hence,
he always used to think the angel was his twin brother, that he lived with
Mother Mary, but sometimes would come out and look for him in the
scorching heat of noon. He didn’t look like the angel, but he believed
that he had been blessed with immortality and sent to earth. He traced
his lineage to angels; he was created from fire, and these earthly folks
were nothing. He was far superior. All the others were born from water
and clouds. He was far above all visible and tangible things, and he con-
stantly felt he was better than other human beings, but...

The facts were otherwise. He had spent his whole life selling books
from his book cart, and Kamal always tried to convince him he was a
liar. Kamal told him that selling books from his book cart was his des-
tiny, and staring at people was his obsession. “In fact, when selling
books you have sold yourself as well. But you refuse to believe it; you
refuse to accept what I say. That’s why you’ve created your own world,
an illusory world.”

He always argued with Kamal. He never wanted to see him. He never
visited his house; he didn’t even walk past his clinic. If someone from
his family fell ill, whatever illness it might be, he would stand in front
of the Civil Hospital for two hours in the middle of the crowd in the
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heat, but he would never seek Kamal’s help. Actually he and Kamal had
become like the snake and the mongoose. Besides, he did not need
Kamal. His dreams never forsook him. It never even occurred to him
that he might need anyone else. And after losing faith in his own cousin
Kamal, he never asked anyone to interpret his dreams anymore. He took
refuge in the world of his dreams.

But the season is not always blessed; the clouds don’t always bring
mercy. One evening when he was thirty-five, while he was pushing his
book cart home, he felt a stabbing pain around his waist. Glowing em-
bers were running down his sides. Thus began the never-ending visits to
the hospital. He couldn’t help stretching out his hand towards Kamal; he
became needy of other people’s help. Who would have offered him free
dialysis for eleven years, if the nephrologist at the Civil Hospital had not
been Kamal’s friend? You could put it like this: if he hadn’t been
Kamal’s cousin, the headmaster would have thrown him out of school,
just like when a schoolchild skips class after the recess bell.

Death lurked closer to him for every step he took. He thought that he
actually was not one person. Rather, his body housed two people. Both
got up early in the morning, had their breakfast and set out for their daily
duties. Gradually he felt a heaviness come down on his shoulders. He
constantly told Kamal that he felt as if he was carrying a corpse, and his
shoulders were weighed down by the burden. His strength was finished,
and he lamented that people around him would never share his burden.

Kamal always invited him to his home, treated him to tea, and saw him
off at the clinic. People noticed that he walked with a visible uneasiness.
As if he was carrying a funeral bier on his shoulders and the other end
of it was dragging on the ground.

His family witnessed something else. He lay curled up in his bed as if a
baby was sleeping beside him and he was afraid he would roll over in
his sleep and suffocate it. He spent his nights in great agony. And then
came the completely sleepless nights, as a gift. Sleep had forgotten the
address of his eyes. During those years his relatives had forsaken him.
Mother Mary and the angel had forsaken him. Mother Mary did not
send him any message and there was no trace of the angel. The after-
noons were as hot as fire and the nights as cold as ice.

He waited for many months. He deliberately tried to catch a dream and
planned to write a few letters, but to no avail. His fears grew, and again
he resolved to go on pilgrimage. He bought a clay piggy bank and started
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saving money. But he never shared his plan with his family. Eleven years
passed and the dialysis machine became an integral part of his life.

Whenever Kamal and the nephrologist met, they always pondered what
it was that kept him alive. Usually after two years of dialysis, patients
get fed up with it and seek emancipation in death. But it seemed that he
had the strength to carry this burden year after year. The desire to go on
a pilgrimage had made him stronger day by day.

He knew that he was a prisoner of this city. He could not leave Kamal’s
realm. He knew that on each occasion of mourning, his family lengthened
their prayers for the dead more and more. He felt as if they had been
mourning someone for all of the last two years. He didn’t know who was
about to die. After all he was about to go on a pilgrimage. He feared that
while he was performing the pilgrimage, someone else might breathe his
last here and die, as his dreams had done.

He was complaining to Mother Mary and telling her about his last
eleven years of loneliness and sorrows. He was about to ask the angel
where he had been when someone placed a hand on his cold forehead.
He opened his eyes and saw that the doctor was doing his rounds. He
was accompanied by two interns, the nurse and the registrar. The doctor
was asking him something, but his voice did not reach him. Besides, it
seemed to him that the doctor had seventy heads. He hated the doctor
intensely. The doctor and his team had interrupted a dream that had re-
turned after eleven years. He closed his eyes to recapture the dream. But
there was no sign of the dream. It had vanished like a road lost in the
fog. Half-heartedly he opened his eyes again.

The doctor was still standing by the head of his bed. The ward boy was
noting his blood pressure while the nurse was busy scrawling something
on the medical chart. He saw someone he recognized. It was Kamal,
who was sitting on his bed.

He wanted to tell Kamal: “You were lying when you said I’'m alone in
the world, that I’ve built up a fake world for myself, that Mother Mary
has left me, that the angel is not my twin brother, that he has forgotten
me. In my own home you called me a lunatic. You called me a dream
digger. I didn’t say anything, not a single word. My dreams had aban-
doned me. I had no witness to call upon. The door of my seeking had
been closed. But today I again received the tidings that I am blessed with
immortality. I am the last living being from the city of the angels and I
have mistakenly landed on earth. Fire is the light of my eyes. If [ want, |
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can reduce the whole world to ashes. And you, Kamal, you never be-
lieved me. You thought I was out of my senses. But today I announce
before you that I am superior to these earthly folks. I am a descendent of
heaven. You all are dependent on me. It is because of me that life goes
on. Without me nothing would exist in this world. Not you, not the doctor
and not this tormenting, rattling dialysis machine. These clouds and col-
ours all owe their existence to me.”

Kamal saw that he was pointing at the dialysis machine and trying to say
something. He assumed that Hussain was complaining about his being
late. Kamal addressed him by his name and kept repeating that he had
things to do, that he was busy and only belatedly learned that the doctor
had called him on the telephone. Kamal started coming up with excuses.

It seemed that Kamal’s voice was reaching him from afar. As if he was
speaking from behind a wall, as if his voice was coming through a tu-
multuous and bustling crowd, as if it was sinking into a marshland. He
barely managed to tell Kamal that he was unable to hear his voice.
Kamal spoke louder, but Hussain was only half-conscious, and he soon
drifted off to sleep again.

Now he had a second dream. In it, he saw Mother Mary and the angel.
Mother Mary looked as usual, but now the angel had aged; he was about
forty-six and he had grown old like Hussain. Hussain smiled. He looked
for Kamal in the alleyways of his mind, but to no avail. Darkness had
descended upon the lanes of his mind, and the doors of the houses were
locked. Before he could slip into contemplation, the angel came forward.
He was carrying some fresh blooming jasmine flowers. He placed them
on the bedside table. The fragrance of the fresh jasmine bore glad tidings
to Hussain,; it filled the suffocating room and his heart with refreshment.
The angel came close to him, sat beside him, caressed his hair, wiped the
froth from his mouth, and took Hussain’s hand in his own and placed it
against his chest. Hussain raised his eyes and saw that Mother Mary was
standing at the foot of his bed. She was in tears. The angel was looking
down. His long hair hung loose across his neck, and his wings were at
rest. The wax moths were melting and the cotton flowers were catching
fire. But the fragrance of camphor was in full bloom. The dust and haze
were thickening. It was the first dream during all his forty-six years in
which he craved for the companionship of a fellow human being. Silently
he called out the name of an intimate companion, but in the shower of
jasmine flowers his voice only carried a short distance, and then the jas-
mine started pouring down. He found it harder and harder to breathe; he
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was caught in the trap of not getting any air. The flowers kept showering
down and his breath got stuck in his nostrils.

The dialysis machine was rattling, and the tick-tock of the wall clock had
gained momentum. The fan was running faster. Amid tumult and clam-
our, nurses and ward boys were hurrying to and fro. The doctor’s sweating
forehead and sombre face disappeared in the fog before his eyes — a fog
that was a deadly monster, a mist that was a demon. Abruptly he was put
under the oxygen mask by the doctor, the oxygen cylinder started work-
ing, but his heart had ceased to beat. His eyelids had stopped blinking; the
life of his eyes had come to an end. He was no more.

The doctor looked around gloomily. Everyone was in a state of grief.
The doctor placed his hand on Kamal’s shoulder. Kamal was in tears.
His self-appointed enemy had departed, but had left him in tears. He
closed Hussain’s eyes. He blew out the candle of dreams that had been
lit for forty-six years. He covered his face with a piece of cloth.

An elderly woman who was attending a boy lying on the adjacent bed
began to wail in great grief. The boy began weeping with her. Kamal,
the doctor and the entire staff, everyone was surprised. They didn’t
know why this old woman was crying. How did she know Hussain? She
was remembering how earlier today, before going to the dialysis ma-
chine, Hussain had looked at her with compassion, greeted her in a
friendly way and enquired about the boy’s health. The doctor and
Kamal tried to comfort her, but...

It was a long time since Kamal had left the room. He had not returned,
and no one else had come to the hospital. The dead body was still lying
there, and the old woman was still sobbing unrelentingly. The rattling of
the dialysis machine had come to an end; the tubes had been removed
from his body. The wall clock was still ticking in the ward, and the fan
had scattered the jasmine flowers.

A slightly different version of this translation was published in Borderless
Journal, 14 July 2020. https://borderlessjournal.com/2020/07/14/thus-
spake-the-vagabond/ (retrieved 1 February 2022).
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Man and his Environment






Munir Ahmed Badini

Introduction'”’

Munir Ahmed Badini (also spelled, e.g., Muneer Ahmad Badini) was
born in Shareef Khan village, Nushki District, Balochistan, Pakistan in
1953. After his early studies in the village school, he went to Quetta
where he completed a BA in Sociology, Political Science and Philoso-
phy at the Govt Degree College in Quetta.'®® He later earned an MA in
Philosophy from Punjab University.

During his time as a student, Munir Badini became a member of
BSO.'®! He was influenced by Marxist literature and thinking and made
a Balochi translation of a work by Stalin, though it was never published.
He later rejected Stalinist thinking.

After completing his master’s degree, Munir Badini taught Philosophy
at the Degree College, Quetta, but in 1980 he joined the Pakistani Civil
Service. He has held various posts in the Provincial Government of Bal-
ochistan, such as Secretary of Fisheries, Secretary of Education, and Sec-
retary of Sports and Youth Affairs. He is now retired and lives in Quetta.

Munir Badini is a prolific writer who has written more than 100 books,
some of which have been awarded literary prizes. One of his early works
is the novelette Rékani Tala Halké (A Village in the Dunes),'®> which
was followed by another novelette Bell ke Mah Bekapit (Let the Moon
Vanish).!> In 2008 he published a trilogy about the social life and
changes in Quetta between 1970 and 2000. The title of the book is Shdalay

159 This introduction is mainly based on the information found about Munir Ahmed
Badini on Wikipedia. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Muneer Ahmed Badini (retrieved
29 December 2021).

160 https://web.archive.org/web/20120803023606/http://www.jworldtimes.com/Arti-
cle/82011 We Do Not Have Capable people for the Suitable Jobs (an interview
with Munir Ahmed Badini, retrieved 29 December 2021).

161 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baloch Students Organization (retrieved 18 March 2021).
162 Badini, Munir Ahmed (1993). Rékdni Tald Halké. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

163 Badini, Munir Ahmed (1994). Bell ke Mdah Bekapit. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
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Golén Bazar (The Flowery Bazar of Shal).!®* Another novel of his,
Karnani Kahrén Dhokk (The Harsh Sorrows of Centuries)'® received the
Mast Tauk Ali award in 2009,'% and in 2010 his short story collection
Hazdrén Pasani Shap (A Night of a Thousand Watches)'®” received the
same award. Among his later novels, Bahesht o Dozah (Heaven and Hell)
can be mentioned.'®® In addition to novels, novelettes and short stories,
Munir Badini has also written a fictional travelogue describing a visit to
the USA. It was published in 1996 with the title Agahén Chammdni Wab
(The Dream of Open Eyes).!®’

In 2018 Munir Badini received the Pakistan Academy of Letters’
Kamal-e-Fann Award, one of the highest literary honours in Pakistan.!”

In addition to his literary activities, Munir Badini is interested in a
number of current issues, such as education and environmental protec-
tion. In a 2011 interview, he comments on education in Balochistan,
and finds that “the status of education in Balochistan has been neglected
in the past and it will be neglected in the future too. [...] In fact, the
ruling elite in third world countries is not interested in educating its
people because of its vested interests. Education brings awareness and
freedom with it. The educated masses would ultimately change the very
fabric of the society, much to the disadvantage of the ruling elite.” He
does not foresee any rise in the quality of education in Balochistan, but
1s more optimistic about environmental protection and the development
of sports in the province.

In line with Munir Ahmed Badini’s interest in the interaction be-
tween man and his environment, the theme of the story presented here,
Pisshi o Piroké (The Cat and the Old Man), is the importance of caring
for others, be they animals or humans. It also shows the author’s insight
into the behaviour of cats, and that caring for an animal can help fill an
empty nest.

164 Badini, Munir Ahmed (2008). Shdlay Golén Bdzar. Quetta: New College Publica-
tions. Shal is the traditional name of Quetta.

165 Badini, Munir Ahmed (2009). Karndni Kahrén Dhokk. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
166 Mast Tawkali is a renowned Baloch poet who lived in the 19th century. See, e.g.,
https://medium.com/@mblh/tawkali-mast-and-sammo-83c¢9338c0857 (retrieved 6
October 2021).

167 Badini, Munir Ahmed (2010). Hazdrén Pdsdni Shap. Quetta: New College Publications.
168 Badini, Munir Ahmed (2014). Bahesht o Dézah. Quetta: New College Publications.
19 Badini, Munir Ahmed (1996). Agahén Chammdni Wab. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
170 https://tribune.com.pk/story/2243528/1-munir-ahmad-badini-wins-top-literary-
award (retrieved 29 December 2021).
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The Cat and the Old Man

Written by Munir Ahmed Badini

Translated by Fazal Baloch

Not long after we moved into our newly rented house, a cat started turn-
ing up there. Every night when we sat down to dinner, we heard meow-
ings through the air vent of the room, coming from a hungry cat on the
veranda. Drawn by the smell of food, coming from who knows what
house, she would scratch on the veranda with her paws, put her head in
front of the vent with its mosquito net and start meowing. Her eyes
sparkled like a lamp; she moved her whiskers and meowed loudly, and
then, having lost hope of getting a bone and a piece of food, she would
stroll back to her unknown home, meowing... Perhaps she had already
given up on getting anything from us.

Whenever [ wanted to throw a piece of food to her, my wife would say,
“Never feed her or she’ll make a habit of coming all the time.” I tried
to convince her that this poor cat is hungry. When we eat she can smell
it, and she comes to our air vent and gazes in expectantly. Then she
loses hope and goes away meowing... What difference does it make if
I dip a piece of bread in the stew and throw it to her?

But my wife didn’t agree. I don’t know why she loathed that cat so
much that she wouldn’t even let me throw her a single piece of food ...

The cat kept coming and meowing at our vent at dinnertime. One day |
told my wife that I could not take this animal’s disappointment any
longer. “I’m going to throw a piece of food to her. Let this poor creature
fill her stomach.”

If she did make a habit of coming every day it would actually be a bless-
ing, because I knew our house was infested with rats. If the cat began
hanging around here, that would be the end of them. But when I broke
off a piece of bread to throw, my wife grabbed my hand and said, “To
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hell with her! I hate her meows and you want to feed her... I won’t let
you. Damn her! Every night she comes to the vent, sticks her nose in
and spoils our meal... And again and again your mercy is awakened
and every night you forget about eating and listen to that cat’s meowing.
I won’t let you. To hell with her!” She waved her hands in the air to
scare the cat away. “Get lost, you filthy animal!”

The poor cat, still meowing at the air vent, had to watch and listen to my
quarrel with my wife. When she saw me stand up, she stopped meowing.
It seems she got her hopes up that this was the time when I finally would
give her something to eat... But my wife grabbed my hand and the cat
lost hope again, seeing that we were still arguing about feeding her. She
started meowing again, really loudly. I looked at her for a long time.
Then I said to my wife: “You don’t know anything about the pangs of
hunger. Ask this poor cat about it.”

“Alright. If you insist then go ahead. I’'m not going to stop you.” At last
she felt some empathy for the poor cat. I threw some pieces of food on
the veranda, and the cat leapt towards them and ate them.

Before leaving, she appeared again at the vent, uttered another meow
and set off. In response to this cheeky behavior of the cat, I turned to my
wife and said, “Look what a great favor you did for the cat. Now she’s
thanking you.”

The cat came back every night, ate her fill at our house and went away.
We began expecting her, and if she was late we would save her a share
of the food. When we heard her meowing, we would throw the food
onto the veranda.

One night we were having dinner but the cat didn’t appear. We knew
that she sometimes came late. We waited for her and kept looking up
towards the vent expecting to see her weary eyes any moment, hoping
that she would come, but so far there was no sign of her. In the mean-
while, someone began knocking on the front gate, and I got up to open
it. In the glow of the streetlight I saw a beggar standing outside, a frail,
white-bearded man at our gate: “I haven’t eaten anything for the last
two days. If there is any morsel of food, please...”

I saw that it was an old beggar with a cane who had made his way to
our gate, limping with the help of the cane. From his rapid breathing
and wheezing, [ assumed he had come a long way. When [ saw his white
beard and how weak he looked, I felt compassion for him. I came back
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in and gave this old man whatever food was left. The old man was very
happy and went his way.

I came back in and had only just sat down in the room when I heard the
sound of the cat. But I had given all the food to the old man. While
giving food to a hungry man, I completely forgot that another hungry
creature was also supposed to come.

I was at a loss what to do. Not even a single piece of bread was left in
the house. My wife and I were distressed and felt embarrassed hearing
the cat’s meowing, but there was no food left to give her that night. So
we retired from the dining room and went to the other room, leaving the
cat to meow. She continued for quite a long time. The sound of her me-
ows echoed in my ears. I felt sorry for her. Today she remained hungry.

I wish that the cat had understood my language. Then I would have told
her that there was no food left for her today. That I would definitely
keep some for her tomorrow evening and that an old and sick man took
her share today. He too was hungry like herself.

The cat stood at the vent meowing for a long time. After she gave up
hope, I heard her scratching on the veranda. “This time she left disap-
pointed,” I thought.

The next night we waited for her but she didn’t come. Nor did she turn
up on the third or fourth night. We didn’t have a clue whether she was
alive or dead.

A slightly different version of this translation was published in Daily
Times, 12 November 2018. https://dailytimes.com.pk/320983/the-
cat-and-the-old-man/amp/ (retrieved 2 February 2022).
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Ghaws Bahar

Introduction by Noroz Hayat and Carina Jahani

Ghaws Bahar (also spelled Ghaus Bahar) was born on 8 March 1954,
in Ormarah, on the Makran coast of Balochistan, Pakistan.!”! After fin-
ishing his BA, he began working as a civil servant. Soon, however, Ba-
lochi language and literature became his main interest in life, and he
later also became active in Baloch civil rights and politics.

Ghaws Bahar was an active member of the Baloch National Move-
ment,'!”? a political organization founded in 1987 to be a voice for the
independence of Balochistan.!”® A number of the leaders and members
of this organization have been killed or abducted over the years,!”* and
Ghaws Bahar, too, faced death threats due to his political activism. As
a result he had to leave Pakistan and take refuge in the Iranian part of
Balochistan.

In Iran, Ghaws Bahar was mainly based in Sarawan, where he con-
tinued his literary work and joined together with Baloch literary activ-
ists. He also started classes in Balochi for his literary friends,'” and
even wrote a book about the Baloch literary activists in Sarawan,
Mortagén Halkay Zendagén Mardom (The Living Souls of the Dead
Land). It is unclear whether this book has been published.!”®

After some years in Iran, he was diagnosed with cancer and he re-
turned to his home town, Ormarah, for treatment. The treatment was not
successful, and he passed away on 8 August 2018.!7

17! https://twitter.com/ghaus_bahar?lang=en (retrieved 15 September 2021). However,
on the back cover of his book Karkénk (for bibliographic details, see fn. 181), from
which the story presented here is taken, his year of birth is given as 1952.

172 https://twitter.com/ghaus_bahar?lang=en (retrieved 15 September 2021).

173 The original name of this organization was the Baloch National Youth Movement.
174 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baloch National Movement (retrieved 15 Septem-
ber 2021).

175 1t should be added that Western (Iranian) Balochistan does not have the same tra-
dition of reading and writing Balochi as is found in Eastern (Pakistani) Balochistan.
176 Personal communication, Abdolsalam Balochzadah, 16 September 2021.

177 https://balochistantimes.com/the-doomsday-ghaus-bahar/ (retrieved 17 September
2021). Personal communication, Abdolsalam Balochzadah, 16 September 2021.
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Ghaws Bahar was a poet and short story writer. His literary pieces
were published in magazines and in a number of books, such as Zergwat
(Sea Breeze), a short story collection;'”® Baléchi Daryab'” (Balochi
Prosody), on Balochi poetry and its prosodic system;'*® Karkénk (Oyster)
a short story collection;'8! and 4bétkén Bolér (Gloomy Crystal), a col-
lection of poetry.'%?

Ghaws Bahar also did translations from Urdu into Balochi. Among
his translated books, 4jdiay Cherdg (The Lamp of Freedom), written
by a certain Ikramullah, can be mentioned.'*?

Ghaws Bahar also took part in the discussion on Balochi orthogra-
phy. He published a book titled Baléchi Likwarh (Balochi Script),!34
and in an article published in 1984 he suggested that the Bengali script
should be used for Balochi.!®® Toward the end of his life he also wrote
a piece about the modification of the Balochi script made by the Balochi
Language Project.!%

Ghaws Bahar was a member of the Balochi Academy in Quetta.
Founded in 1961, this institution works for the promotion of the Balochi
language and its literature and has published a considerable number of
books in Balochi as well as other languages on topics concerning the
Baloch.!'®” Most of Ghaws Bahar’s books were published by the Balochi
Academy.

Ghaws Bahar engaged with societal issues not only as a political ac-
tivist but also as a storyteller, narrating in a social realist style the true
tale of the hardships of his people and his homeland. Similarly, he de-
picted criticism of his people’s disunity in his literary works. He always

178 Bahar, Ghaws (1988). Zergwdt. [Sine loco].

179 The Balochi word darydb actually means “perennial river’, but Ghaws Bahar has
used it here to denote the prosodic system (including rhyme and metre) prevalent in
Arabic, Persian, and Urdu poetry, which is also adopted by many Baloch poets. Per-
sonal communication, Nagoman Baloch, 23 September 2021. See also Jahani, Carina
(1995). “The Formal Structure of Gul Khan Nasir’s Poetry.” Orientalia Suecana, 43—
44, pp. 141-147.

180 Bahar, Ghaws (1997). Baléchi Daryab. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

181 Bahar, Ghaws (2003). Karkénk. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

132 Bahar, Ghaws (2004). Abétkén Boldr. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

183 Bahar, Ghaws (2003). 4jéiay Cherdg. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

184 Bahar, Ghaws (1997). Baléchi Likwarh. Quetta: Balochi Academy.

185 Jahani, Carina (1989). Standardization and Orthography in the Balochi Language
[Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 1]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, 149, 242.
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skning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 17 September 2021).
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wished to convey the message of unity to his people. Moreover, being
a poet, he had a poetic way of storytelling. In his literary pieces he often
painted patriotic pictures to convey the beauty of his homeland and ex-
press his genuine fear that the state would forcibly turn the Baloch into
a minority on their own soil.

The story Karkénk (Oyster), which is presented in this anthology, is
told in the first person, and the protagonist is a young man who has just
completed his education but is unable to find a job. Recalling that a year
earlier he had met an old man, Uncle Tangahi, who made his living by
gathering oysters, he decides to do the same thing. But on his first day
“at work,” he is arrested and he subsequently finds out that an even
more sinister fate has befallen Uncle Tangahi. Set in the coastal region
of Balochistan, the story is full of subtle criticism of the political system
and the people in power. Although there are clear indications in the
story that it is set on the eastern side of the border dividing the land of
the Baloch between Iran and Pakistan, the same events could certainly
happen on the western side as well.
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Oyster Shells

Written by Ghaws Bahar

Translation by Carina Jahani

I had not picked up more than ten shells when four uniformed soldiers
surrounded me. One tore the bag from my back and shook out the con-
tents onto the ground. I was at a loss what to tell them when the butt of
a rifle thudded against my back and I curled up on the ground. All four
soldiers beat me with punches and kicks, rifle stocks and metal pipes
until I fainted.

When I regained consciousness, lo and behold, I was in the holding cell
at the police station. My shirt and trousers were torn and soiled. The
watch had been spirited away from my wrist, and the sandals from my
feet. I asked myself why such a thing was happening to me. What had I
done wrong? But I could not make any sense of it.

Oysters were not that valuable and gathering them was not such a big
crime that someone like me would be beaten and imprisoned for it, and
coming to this beach was not something that would make the soldiers
so infuriated. The people in our community spend both their childhood
and their old age here.

Well, there is a difference. When I was small I came to this beach to
walk around and pass the time, while today I came in search of bread
for the day. Is it possible that such a pitiful means of securing life’s
necessities is an affront to our benevolent government? The fact that a
person who has studied fourteen grades is reduced to going from beach
to beach gathering oyster shells and earning a pittance, does this not
reflect well on the noble leaders of our country? “Is this the huge crime
for which the soldiers are punishing me?”

I thought to myself that if someone comes near my cell I will ask him
what crime I committed to be brought here and imprisoned, and how
long I will be confined to this cell. But no one came close to me. I was
isolated in the cell like a murderer. Only God knows why such a fear
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grew in my heart that my eyes involuntarily scanned my hands and feet
for signs of illness. Well, I had not been afflicted by such a terrible dis-
ease that no one would approach me out of fear of infection, unless we
count the disease of poverty.

You can’t imagine how I spent this unpleasant night in the police sta-
tion, but the memory is carved into every fibre of my body. A pile of
my own filth lay in a corner of the cell, and as for the flies and mosqui-
toes, there are no words to describe how they attacked me. The soldiers
had not given me nearly as hard a time as these flies and mosquitoes
did. The soldiers had hit me and caused me to faint, but the flies and
mosquitoes tortured me in a state of consciousness. There was a mat-
tress left in the cell from before I came. God knows what poor fellow it
had belonged to. Its musty smell filled the air, but to escape the flies
and mosquitoes I sometimes covered myself with it. Other times I ran
around the cell in circles, like a spindle.

Now it was ten o’clock on the second day. I had been hungry and thirsty
and sleepless since the day before, and it seemed like nobody was aware
that a “murderer” was imprisoned in this cell.

Suddenly a soldier passed by in front of me in the police station. My
eyes lit up. I was about to ask him something when he lifted his right
hand and put two fingers to his lips signalling me to be silent. I recog-
nized this soldier, and he knew me too. Passing the door of my cell a
second time, closer now and with his AK47 swinging on his back, he
whispered: “Mate, praise God. He had mercy on you. It’s now been an
hour since Uncle Tangahi...”

He kept walking without finishing his sentence. I’'m sure you can im-
agine the confusion that took hold of me. Has Uncle Tangahi made a
complaint against me? Did I encroach on Uncle’s livelihood? Uncle
Tangahi had surely lay behind it somehow.

Now I was filled with anger toward Uncle, and uttered some strong
curses against his old wife and his grown daughters. There were so
many oysters on the beach that even if Uncle Tangahi and I were to
gather them for years and years they would not run out. Uncle has
caused me so much torment for no reason that I wish God will torment
him the same way.

I was grumbling against Uncle when that soldier again passed close to
me. “What did Uncle Tangahi say?” I asked quickly. My forehead was
all wrinkled.
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“He hasn’t said anything. The poor fellow, this morning...” The sol-
dier’s words broke off again. I almost went crazy now. “Uncle didn’t
say anything. The poor fellow, this morning...” All these words were a
riddle to me.

This soldier passed close to me again, but perhaps someone was stand-
ing outside, because he did not respond to my question and passed by
in silence. Now every hair on my body was standing on end. I stood as
if affixed to the door of the cell, keeping a hard grip on the bars. I was
waiting for the soldier to return and give me a full account of the events.
The few words from the soldier made it clear that Uncle had not made
a complaint against me. Actually, poor Uncle, this morning... These
words made me ponder.

The soldier did not come. Had poor Uncle died this morning? Had poor
Uncle been imprisoned like myself? Poor Uncle, this morning... I was
immersed in thoughts when the soldier passed by again, and this time it
seemed like a good opportunity. “What happened to poor Uncle this
morning?” I asked quickly.

“The soldiers shot him dead,” the soldier replied.
“Wh...at.” My heart froze.

“Yes, Uncle was shot to death for the crime of gathering oysters,” the
soldier informed me. Then he walked on, leaving me wishing that the
ground would open up and swallow me then and there.

I had doubted Uncle and cursed his wife and daughters for no reason at
all. I thought I really should be ashamed of myself. My thoughts went
to Uncle’s old, lame wife and two grown daughters whose breadwinner
had been wasted by the oppressors over nothing.

Well, now I knew why I had been arrested, but I couldn’t understand
what kind of greatness had come into the oysters to make gathering their
shells a worse crime than murder.

Yesterday was my first day of gathering shells, but Uncle Tangahi had
been doing this job for a long time. I remember that it was a year earlier,
when I came to the beach to spend some time with a couple of friends,
that I first saw Uncle picking oyster shells. I was surprised because no-
body had so much as picked up a single one here before.
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For hundreds of years these oysters had been lying on the red sand of
the beach. No one ever valued them even as much rubbish. Well, occa-
sionally the small children would pick them up, hit them against each
other as if they were fighting and break them.

Astonished, I asked Uncle why he was gathering oyster shells.
He answered: “Hey mate, it is to fill a hungry stomach, a stomach.”

Uncle raised his head a bit, looked at me and slapped his stomach with
his hand. “I’m an old man. I can’t work any longer. Well, you know a
male child is a treasure from God, but in my house there is none. They
are both girls and I cannot bring myself to send them to work in other
people’s houses. The world is a bad place. Your auntie has lost her
strength and cannot go and wash dishes in other people’s houses to help
me. [ was at a loss as to what to do. God himself had mercy on us. No
doubt God is the giver of daily bread, mate. It is a miracle that he sent
someone who buys scrap iron, old sandals and rubber, clay pots and
oyster shells. So I wove myself a basket of palm leaves, and every
morning I come and gather some ten or twenty man of oysters to get
twenty or so rupees, which buys enough bread and onion for half'a day.”

“Twenty rupees for some ten or twenty man of oysters?” I was sur-
prised. “Businessmen are really mean.”

“A man is nothing, mate! A man is only two and a half kilos. What kind
of times has God brought upon us that not even twenty rupees is enough
for half a day’s bread and onion?”” Uncle went on talking and his hands
were working fast. He was constantly picking up the closed oysters and
putting them in his bag. For a long time we watched the eighty-year-old
man’s efficiency and then we took farewell of Uncle and went on.

And a full year later, after I had finished my studies and worn myself
out fruitlessly searching for a government job in different offices in
Kech, Quetta, Karachi and Islamabad, I returned home with a heavy
heart. I was at a loss regarding what to do. For us poor ones, finding
work was rarer than a fig tree coming into blossom. In our town there
was not a single factory, and educated people like me were not made to
lounge about. Therefore my many deliberations and ponderings of the
night before led me to think of Uncle Tangahi.

Yesterday morning I bought a bag for ten rupees and went towards
the seashore. I strongly sensed that people were watching me closely.
It seemed that they were mocking me, saying “why not go and study
some more?”’
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When I arrived at the beach my eyes tried to find Uncle Tangahi, but he
was nowhere to be seen, not even far away. Actually, soldiers were
measuring the ground near the shore and putting up tents, but I paid no
attention to them and went towards my daily bread.

After a lot of requests from different people, I was released from the
prison today, but first I had to swear that I would never again go to the
seashore for oyster shells. When I got out I went straight to the market-
place to buy something to eat, having gone without food for two days.

At the marketplace my eyes involuntarily fell on the shop of an oyster-
dealer and, lo and behold, before his shop two military vehicles were
parked, full of oyster shells.
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A. R. Dad

Introduction by Mehlab Nasir!'®

Abdul Razak Dad better known as A. R. Dad, was born on 20 January
1971 in Gwadar, a coastal town in Balochistan, Pakistan, where he also
received his primary and secondary education. His father was a sailor,
and his mother a traditional healer. Dad spent most of his childhood
with his grandmother in a village in Dasht, near Gwadar.

After his matriculation exam in Gwadar he went to Turbat town for
further studies, as there was no boys’ college in Gwadar in those days.
He took his intermediate exam at Government Degree College, Turbat
in 1991-92. Thereafter he got his BA in Balochi, Political Science and
Sociology, and an MA in Balochi from the University of Balochistan,
Quetta, in 2001. Currently, after finishing his M.Phil., he is doing his
Ph.D. in Balochi at University of Balochistan, Quetta, where he is also
serving as a professor of Balochi. The topic of his thesis is Balochi fic-
tion writing.

Dad served as a primary school teacher in different schools from 1994
to 2005. In 2005 he was appointed lecturer of Balochi at the University of
Balochistan, Quetta.

Dad has also worked in FM Radio in Gwadar. He was inspired by
listening to All India Radio and the BBC, and also used to write letters
to them. He was a regular listener to Quetta Radio and was much influ-
enced by Ghaws Bakhsh Saber, a Baloch newscast translator and writer.

Dad began his writing career when he was in 9" grade by writing
letters and short humorous pieces for children’s magazines. In those
days he wrote under the pen name Razzaq Arzu. Dad is still a prolific
contributor to Balochi magazines, though he now writes for an adult
readership.

Dad is best known as a writer of short stories. He has published two
short story collections titled Darigé Pacha Bit (A Window Opens)'® and

138 This biography of A. R. Dad is based on a number of interviews with him carried
out by Mehlab Nasir in March and April 2021.
189 Dad, A. R. (2009). Darigé Pacha Bit. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.
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Daryd Démd Pédék Ent (The Sea is Coming Forward).!*® His other pub-
lished prose works include a novelette titled Saheg Watarra Kant (The
Shadow Returns).'!

As a poet, Dad was inspired by the renowned Baloch poet and lan-
guage activist Sayad Hashmi, as well as by Ata Shad, another well-
known Baloch poet. He has published two anthologies of poems,
Tahdaragay Wahdd (At the Time of Twilight)!'*? and Jangalé Edd Butén
(There Should Have Been a Forest Here).'??

Dad is also a literary critic. His works on literary topics include Nyaday
Bahdrgah (The Spring of Discussion), a collection of interviews of writ-
ers and artists published in two volumes,'** and Bozergén Asmdn (Elderly
Sky),!* a long essay about the renowned Baloch poet Ata Shad. Dad has
taken a great interest in the life and literary production of Ata Shad, and
in Deld Balén (Enlighten the Heart),'”® he has compiled Ata Shad’s pub-
lished interviews and prose writings. He has also published a book on lit-
erary terminology titled Labzdnki Galband."” In his work Darkessahi
Labzank (Non-fiction Literature) Dad gives an overview of Balochi non-
fiction prose-writing (e.g., letters, biographies, travelogues, etc.),!”® and
in Patantdkén Enjir (Fig Trees with Broad Leaves)!'®® he presents a survey
of modern Baloch women writers and their works.

Another area where Dad has made a name for himself is the field of
literary translation. He has translated works by T. S. Elliot, Charles
Baudelaire, Ezra Pound, Octavio Paz, and Carlos Fuentes, among oth-
ers, into Balochi.?*

10 Dad, A. R. (2014). Darya Démd Péddk Ent. Kech: Estin Publications.

' Dad, A. R. (2017). Sdheg Watarra Kant. Kech: Estin Publications.

192 Dad, A. R. (2009). Tahdragay Wahda. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

193 Dad, A. R. (2016). Jangalé Edd Butén. Kech: Estin Publications.

1% Dad, A. R. (2013, 2014). Nydday Bahdrgah. 2 vol. Kech: Estin Publications.

195 Dad, A. R. (2015). Bozergén Asmdn. Kolwa: Ezm.

1% Dad, A. R. (2012). Deld Balén. Gwadar: Sichkan Publications.

97 Dad, A. R. (2012). Labzdanki Galband. Turbat: Balochistan Academy.

18 Dad, A. R. (2016). Darkessahi Labzank. Kolwa: Ezm.

199 Dad, A. R. (2014). Patantdkén Enjir. Bahrain: Balochi Adabi Johdkar. The figura-
tive meaning of “Fig Trees with Broad Leaves” is “Respectable Women.”

200 https://dailytimes.com.pk/119800/ar-dad-a-versatile-modernist/ (retrieved 27 Sep-
tember 2021). As the source language for his translations, Dad mainly uses Urdu
translations.
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A. R. Dad’s style has been characterized as vague and surrealistic,
and the world depicted in his works has been described as “mysterious
and tinged with fantasy,”?°! as can be seen in Hasan S6/ (Hasan Sol),
the story presented here. Dad deals with cultural taboos and myths
about the power and impact of natural objects on human life and expe-
riences. The story describes the agony of the protagonist, first when he
is faced with childlessness and then, after becoming a father, when he
is left with the options of either breaking his promise or marrying off
his daughter against his own better knowledge.

201 https://dailytimes.com.pk/119800/ar-dad-a-versatile-modernist/ (retrieved 27 Septem-
ber 2021).
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Hasan Sol

Written by A. R. Dad

Translation by Fazal Baloch

Even after so much medication and treatment, the lamp of his fortune
refused to shine. His wife had also tried everything she’d been told
might help.

One day, a colleague at the office gave him some advice: “They say
there is a jujube tree on the mountain facing this town. If you spend a
day and a night in its shade, you will definitely get a child.” He was
desperate. The sorrow of being childless had eaten away at him for the
last five years and he was worn out. That very morning, he wrote an
application for leave, left it on his boss’s desk and took off.

He walked and walked and asked the way, and finally he reached the
shade of the jujube tree. He felt as if the gate of paradise had opened
before him. For a while, he couldn’t recall why he had come, because
his body was nearly falling apart after the day-long journey. Reclining
against the tree, he drifted off. When he opened his eyes again, the si-
lence of the night and the darkness of the forest had released a snake in
the recesses of his soul. Once again he wondered why he had come here.
He seemed to have forgotten everything — who he was, what language
he spoke, the whereabouts of his home village.

He got up, stood silently under the tree and cast a glance around. “I
think I have seen this old man before, but I can’t remember when or
where. Maybe I dreamed of him.” He wondered about it and then ca-
ressed the jujube leaves. He felt hungry now too. He had already con-
sumed all the provisions he’d brought for the journey. His mouth wa-
tered at the sight of the ripe jujubes. When he stretched out his hand to
pick a few, a voice startled him.

“What are you seeking, standing here in this darkness?”
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“Sir, I am an unlucky man. I have no offspring. The people in my clan
joke that I'm sterile. I’ve been everywhere. I’ve knocked on all the
doors but to no avail. I came here with empty hands so that you may fill
them with your blessings.”

The jujube tree replied: “My name is Hasan Sol. Promise me that if it’s
a girl, she will be my fiancée and her name will be Nokmadinah. And
if it’s a boy, do whatever you and your wife wish.”

“Sir. I happily accept whatever you bestow upon me. [ won’t go back on
my promise. I belong to a clan whose people always keep their word.”

The sun had risen now. He looked around, relaxed and content. Hasan
Sol had fallen silent amidst the morning symphony of the forest birds.

Back at the office now he spoke in a loud voice, and after finishing his
tasks he distractedly tapped his fingers on the table, as if it were a drum.
His co-workers sitting nearby all looked at him curiously. The colleague
who had told him about the jujube tree was smiling.

He was no longer the man who didn’t talk to anyone from the time he
arrived at the office in the morning until he left in the afternoon. His
colleagues had always wanted him to talk with them, to have a cup of
tea and discuss their salaries and current issues in the city. But being
unconcerned about any of them, he had never talked to anyone or
greeted them when entering the office.

Now, a year later, his colleagues were worried about his loud singing
and table banging, but he remained just as indifferent towards them. He
was so elated over the birth of Nokmadinah that pain, sorrow, hopeless-
ness and all the other sufferings people would complain about were
meaningless to him. He felt nothing but happiness. In those days he
began hanging around new restaurants in the city, and he never tired of
looking at newly constructed buildings and roads. You would think he
was a newcomer to the city. For him everything was fresh. He began
spending time with some old drunkard friends.

Every Sunday, he went for a picnic with those friends, and he drank as
well. After three or four glasses, his friends began complaining about
how tough life was these days, but he seemed unmoved, having con-
sumed the drink that lets a man forget everything for a while. At such
moments he would stand up and gaze at the trees and mountains. He
never liked his friends’ complaining about the hard times.

On Monday mornings, he would get up as usual, take a shower and
leave for the office. Now he enjoyed the honking of the vehicles and
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the kids walking to school with their bags on their shoulders. Every-
thing seemed filled with meaning. He had grown so used to singing in
a loud voice and drumming on the table after completing his office
work, that it seemed to be part of his job description.

Sixteen years later he suddenly became sad again. One morning when he
was about to leave for the office, Nokmadinah, also getting ready for
school, asked him: “Dad! I dreamt of a jujube tree last night. It was as if
it wanted to tell me something.”

He smiled and replied: “It’s just a dream, my child. You can dream about
anything. Dreams have no meaning. Pay attention to your studies and
don’t give any thought to the dreams...”

He left and hurried to the office. Everything looked exactly the same to
him as it had sixteen years before. Every word the schoolchildren spoke,
the honking of the vehicles, it all reminded him of his promise to Hasan
Sol. He ran his hand across his face. It felt like the same face he had
worn sixteen years before: a bony face without any layer of flesh. When
he entered the office, a colleague took his hand to greet him but he
couldn’t utter a word, as if he didn’t know the ritual of greeting. He
went forward and sank into his chair as if someone had thrown him into
a well with full force.

“The jujube tree, Hasan Sol, Nokmadinah, and the dream...” He pon-
dered and cupped his face in his hands. His colleagues who sat near him
wondered what had happened. Today his pen did not move quickly like
before. His work was not efficient. Nor did he sing loudly or tap his
fingers on the table. It was as if he’d never done such things. As if
someone else had been occupying his chair for sixteen years, and today
that other man had finally returned, the one who didn’t know how to do
his job or to sing in a loud voice and drum on the table.

He pondered some more: “The jujube tree, Hasan Sol, Nokmadinah, the
dream, what does it mean?”

He stood up and stepped out of the office. As he walked it occurred to
him that he should go to Nokmadinah’s school and ask the teacher to tell
her not to dream about the jujube tree again, otherwise he couldn’t go on
living. Right then a car honked from far behind him. He moved to the
side, crossed the road, and kept walking. He wandered about, all the
while brooding about Nokmadinah’s dream, and did not get home until
after midnight. His wife was still awake. He said nothing to her and lay
down on his bed. Again, the thought appeared in his head: “this dream,
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this jujube tree, this Hasan Sol and Nokmadinah.” After quite some time,
he finally drifted into sleep.

As soon as he opened his eyes, he thought of calling Nokmadinah and
asking her, “Did you have that dream again?” But Nokmadinah came
by herself. “Daddy! I had the dream again and now I feel like the tree
was a man who was calling me.”

“No, no, it’s not a man, my child. It’s only a dream. Dreams don’t mean
anything.” Without even knowing what he was saying, he stood up and
went to the bathroom.

That morning, Nokmadinah went on a picnic with her friends. After
they had eaten, they climbed a knoll to take pictures and pick jujubes.
Happy and laughing, they stopped near a giant old jujube tree.
Nokmadinah studied the tree closely. She felt that it was the very tree
that appeared in her dreams at night. “No, no, it’s not that one. All ju-
jube trees look alike. It must be another one.”

When they had filled their pockets and hands, and were climbing down
from the knoll one by one, Nokmadinah’s headscarf got entangled in a
branch of the tree. As she turned to free it, she felt someone holding her
hand. She blurted out: “Ew! What kind of jujube is this.” The sound of
a voice reached her ears: “Listen.”

Nokmadinah looked around, but nobody was there. She realized that all
her friends had already climbed down. “I am the jujube tree talking to
you. When you go home, tell your father to honour his promise. If you
forget, you will find a wooden box at the head of your bed. Open the
box. A wasp will come out and sting one of your fingers and remind
you of my words.”

She freed the hem of her scarf and hurried down the slope as if being
chased by a bloodthirsty beast. She was soaking in sweat. Her lips were
trembling. She wanted to go home as soon as possible. Their vehicle
was ready, and everyone was waiting for Nokmadinah, who had be-
come separated from them. She reached home at dusk and collapsed as
if she had not slept for centuries.

As she opened her eyes in the morning, she found her father standing
before her. He was holding a box. “Did you bring this?”” Astonished,
Nokmadinah tried to remember whether she had brought it, or if it was
there before, but she couldn’t remember anything.

“I don’t know if I brought it, or if it was already here.” She and her
father both sat down in front of the box.
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It was a really beautiful box with carved patterns on all sides. When
they opened it, all they found was an old book. Its pages had turned
yellow. Her father turned the first page and read: “It is the reward of my
good deeds that I have been transformed into a jujube tree, but you ha-
ven’t honoured your promise yet.”

As she read the word jujube, Nokmadinah remembered yesterday’s pic-
nic and everything that the tree had said. She wanted to tell her father
all about it, but he had already reached the door and she didn’t want to
call him back. Just as Nokmadinah was about to ask her mother what
the relationship was between her father and the jujube tree, her mother
coughed as if something had got stuck in her throat, and before
Nokmadinah could ask her, she answered with a lie, “I don’t know, my
daughter,” and left for the kitchen.

Nokmadinah was now the cause of his worst agony. “Daddy, what does
the jujube tree want?” He could not bring himself to tell the truth and
deprive himself of his daughter’s love.

But concealing the facts was an ordeal for him too. Now most of the time
he would wander around outside not returning home until one or two in
the morning, and he would leave for the office before Nokmadinah
opened her eyes in the morning. Leaving work early, wandering along
unknown roads in strange parts of the city, and returning home at one
or two a.m. had become his routine. He no longer liked a single tree in
the town. Whenever he came across a tree by the road he would spit at
it, and if he saw a traveller standing beneath a tree, he would scowl at
him with contempt.

One day he thought to himself, “If [ happen to bump into Hasan Sol on
these roads I’1l cut off his head” and he kicked an empty cardboard box
lying at his feet. People passing by looked at him as if he were crazy,
as if he were out of his senses.

That night he spent all his money on wine. Staggering, he stumbled
home, entered the house and woke up Nokmadinah. “Every day you ask
me why the jujube tree appears in your dream or what my relationship
is with the tree. Now listen. You are that tree’s fiancée; you are the
fiancée of Hasan Sol, the old man who sent a box to our home.”

His shouting and screaming woke his wife, and she too got up.

“Come on, let’s go, I will take you to your fiancé’s village. I can’t bear
this torture any longer.” He held his daughter’s hand and was about to
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leave when his wife blocked the way. “Kill me first and then take her
away,” she said.

“Today I’'m not listening to anything,” he replied. “What is death to us?
Were we really alive before?” Pushing his wife aside, he took Nokmadinah
by the hand and left.

Nokmadinah was speechless and confused. She didn’t know what was
happening. The night was deep and dark, the road tough and steep. The
fountain of love in the father’s heart had run dry. He didn’t have any
hopes for his daughter anymore. All he was thinking was that tomorrow
he would return to life, go to the office, sit with his colleagues, discuss
what was new in town, drum on the table, and sing songs in a loud voice.

Struggling with his thoughts, he reached the jujube tree at dawn. He called
out loudly: “Hasan Sol, here is your fiancée. I have honoured my promise.”

He let go of Nokmadinah’s hand and began his descent. It was as if he
had relieved himself of a huge burden. He felt so light that covering the
long distance back to town was child’s play to him. As if he was kicking
a football on his way home. The sun had risen. Kids were carrying their
book bags on their way to school. The entire city was awake. Everyone
was heading somewhere. Without looking at anyone, he went straight
to a bathhouse, took a shower, shaved, and left for his office, whistling.

A slightly difterent version of this translation was published in Balochistan
Times, 8 November 2016. https://balochistantimes.com/hasan-sol/ (re-
trieved 2 February 2022).
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Younos Hussain

Introduction®??

Mohammad Younus, known as Younos Hussain, was born on 5 Janu-
ary 1969 in Gwadar, Balochistan, Pakistan. He passed his matricula-
tion exam at Government High School Gwadar in 1985 and his inter-
mediate exam at Urdu College, Karachi, in 1988. He is working as a
laboratory technician at Civil Hospital, Gwadar, where he is in charge
of the Thalassemia Centre.

Younos began his writing career by writing stage dramas in Urdu. At
the time, he felt that he did not know how to write in Balochi, but the
renowned writer A. R. Dad, also represented in the volume, encouraged
him to try his hand at it. His first Balochi short story, Banddtay Wab
(The Dream of Tomorrow), was published in the monthly magazine
Asap®® in 1996. Since then he has continued writing short stories, stage
dramas, and film scripts in Balochi. He has written scripts for a number
of films. Most of them are of an entertaining character and can be found
on the Khair Jan Art Academy’s YouTube channel.?** Two of the most
popular of these are Zahr Makan Zargol (Don’t Get Angry, Zargol),
and Mehrok (Mehrok).2% So far, his works have not been compiled into
a book, however.

Two of Younos Hussain’s short stories have received awards. He re-
ceived the Sayad Dad** award in 2008 for his story Bédastén Sarichk

202 This introduction is mainly based on a number of voice messages exchanged be-

tween the editors and Younos Hussain on 19 January 2022.

203 The magazine Asdp was published for a number of years in Kech, Balochistan. Its
chief editors were Ubayd Shad and Mumtaz Y ousuf.

204 https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCoWaCsBGvX9BFUeYa0oSO0XA/vid-
eos?view=0 (retrieved 19 January 2022).

205 Some other films based on Younos Hussain’s scripts are Sarichk (The Scarecrow),
Time Pass, Dajok (The Hedgehog), Commitment, Shambay Padger (Shambay the
Tracker), and Shohdz Asara Nabit (The Search Will Not End).

206 The Sayad Dad is given by Balochi Adabi Johdkar, Bahrain.
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(The Handless Scarecrow), which was published in the monthly maga-
zine Sechkan®®’ the same year. In 2018, he received the Estin Award?%®
for his story Nasarjamén Kessah (The Incomplete Story), published the
same year in the quarterly magazine Chammag.>*

Younos is General Secretary of Khair Jan Art Academy, Gwadar,
which was founded in 2000 for the purpose of promoting Balochi art
and films.?!° This academy provides a platform to Baloch artists, be
they storytellers, actors, musicians or painters. It organizes an annual
cultural festival and other cultural events.

Younos Hussain’s style is simple and communicative. He is not
afraid of writing on taboo subjects. In the story presented in this book,
Taw Mahndza Nabay (Not as Chaste as Mahnaz),?!! he treats the subject
of female sexuality, disguised in the character of a female dog.

207
208

The magazine Sechkan is published in Gwadar. Its chief editor is Jamil Imam.
The Estin Award is given by Estin Publications, Turbat, Balochistan.

209 The magazine Chammag is published in Nasirabad, Kech. Its chief editors are
Rafiq Ajez and Fida Ahmad.

210 See, e.g., https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCY 5uq9yPIGHbO1KosjUPVgg
(retrieved 19 January 2022).

211 Mahnaz is a female character in classical Balochi poetry known for her chastity.
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Not as Chaste as Mahnaz

Written by Younus Hussain

Translation by Fazal Baloch

Indifferent to everything I sat brooding on the shore.

I don’t know what time of the night it was. I was quite dismayed about
what had happened three days before. I could not eat properly, and I did
not think my boss would be looking for me anymore. The only thing that
occupied my mind was why the fish that I had shipped to Karachi got
spoiled. Was I solely responsible for the spoiled fish? Suddenly a soft
sound caught my attention. I turned around and looked. A female dog was
standing behind me. She was pregnant and started wagging her tail.

“What are you doing here in the middle of the night?” I asked.
“Don’t ask me. I’m very tired,” she replied.

“Come on, tell me.”

“Are you married?”

“Yes I am. I have four children, too. Why do you ask?”
“Then I think I can talk to you.”

She relaxed and sat down beside me. Then she began talking. “It’s a
long story, but first tell me, how many times a day does a person wash?”

“Sometimes once, sometimes twice,” I replied smiling. “But why do
you ask?”

“Are there some who wash themselves all day?’
“Yes there are, but they soon fall il1.”

“I didn’t know how to wash myself before. When I was small, my
mother was at captain Charok’s house. Then a child took me to his
house. The people there played with me and fed me really well. When
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I was full grown, I went out for a stroll one day. Lalu’s dog tricked me,
saying: ‘Let’s go to the beach and wash ourselves.” When I returned
home my fur was still wet, so the people in the house had doubts about
me. They chased me away from their house.”

She broke into tears and said, “I made a terrible mistake, washing my-
self that day.”

I caressed her head, comforted her and said, “Only those with weak
hearts cry about the past. Think of the future instead.”

She continued, “Now I’'m afraid of water. At first I enjoyed washing.
But now every drop of water feels as heavy as a sack of flour. I don’t
have the strength to lift even a single drop. Just now eight dogs chased
me and said: “Let’s go and wash ourselves,” but I ran away. [ was run-
ning, but two of them still managed to pour water on me. I’'m so tired.
My back is aching. Look, it hurts the most right here.’

She took my hand and pulled it towards her back. I pressed my thumb into
her back and asked: “Here?”

“No, a bit lower. Ye... ye... yes, the pain is right there.”

I took pity on her and asked: “If someone would take you to his house
right now...?”

“Do you want to take me along?” she interrupted.

I already have a dog in my house. But my grandmother is lonely. I’1l
take you to her house, and you know what you’re supposed to do there.”

“I know. I have to stay awake and bark at night.”

I took her along to my grandmother’s. She grumbled and said: “What
the hell have you brought along? What use is she to you?”

I tried to convince her, saying: “She’ll stay with you and go to the trou-
ble of guarding the house for you at night. If she fails to take care of
you, you’re free to thrash her.”

After that I came to see grandmother and the dog every evening. Grand-
mother was very happy with her. One of her main concerns had been that
her chickens kept disappearing. But now they were growing in number.

Then seven puppies started roaming around the house. I became even
more interested in her because my grandmother praised her the whole
time. I took better care of her and always brought her good food, so that
she could feed her puppies more milk.
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Now her puppies were growing up and were weaned. One evening
when I went to my grandmother’s house I didn’t find her there. I asked
my grandmother: “She’s not around today. Where has she gone?”

I’d barely uttered these words when she sneaked in. I kept quiet, think-
ing she might be afraid I had doubts about her.

The next night she approached me, sat down and then opened her heart
to me again: “I feel sorry for Bassham. The poor fellow has a big house.
He has a dog in his house, but he has a lot of domestic animals as well.
We’re in the middle of summer now, with warm nights. Thieves are
prowling the streets. People sleep outdoors and there’s nobody to look
after their houses. If you don’t mind, can I go there at night? The chil-
dren are here, after all. They’ve grown up now and know how to bark.”

I was about to ask, but before I had a chance she said, “I know what
you’re going to ask me. Yes Bassham’s dog is a male.”

I looked deep into her eyes. Two teardrops were about to roll down
her face.
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Munir Momen

Introduction

Munir Momen (also spelled Monir Momin) was born on 12 October
1966 in Pidrak village, Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan. He got his
primary education from the Government school in Pasni, Gwadar Dis-
trict. He took his intermediate exam at Degree College Turbat in 1984,
and earned his BA in psychology from Balochistan University, Quetta
in 1986. He lives in Pasni, Gwadar District, Balochistan.

Munir is first and foremost a poet. He is known as one of the most
versatile poets of the Balochi language and has been called an imagist par
excellence.*'? The first anthology of his poems, Negdhay Bdtenay Sapar
(Inner Journey of the Eye), was published in 1999.2!% It was followed by
Abétkén Shayrani Zémer (Melody of Melancholy Poems),>'* Daryd
Chanké Hoésham Ent (The Ocean is a Handful of Thirst),?!® Estdl Shapdda
Gardant (Stars Walk Barefoot),?'® Pdas Jandn Ent Darwdzag (The Door
is Keeping Night Watch),?'” Yakk Bechillé Azmdn (A Handspan of
Sky),?!8 and Paydpén Lacchahé Pa Taw (A Pure Poem For You).?!

Munir is known for his poetic precision and compression of words.
He uses fewer words to convey more. He is considered a poet who
speaks between the lines and expresses more than just what his words
say. His tone is often that of a monologue, as if he is speaking to him-
self. The subjects of his poetry range from love and affection to the pain
of a thinking mind, the ups-and-downs of society, loneliness, and so on.

212 https://dailytimes.com.pk/120795/munir-momin-an-imagist-par-excellence/ (re-
trieved 22 September 2021).

213 Momen, Munir (1999). Negdhay Batenay Sapar. Pasni: Miras Publications.

214 Momen, Munir (2004). Abétkén Shayrdni Zémer. Gwadar: Gam Publications.

215 Momen, Munir (2005). Daryd Chanké Hésham Ent. Quetta: Balochi Academy.
216 Momen, Munir (2009). Estal Shapddd Gardant. Oman: Baloch Sangat Adabi Majlis.
217 Momen, Munir (2011). Pds Jandn Ent Darwdzag. Bahrain: Shingkar Zuban.

218 Momen, Munir (2014). Yakk Bechillé Azmdn. Pasni: Gidar Publications.

219 Momen, Munir (2015). Paydpén Lacchahé Pa Taw. Pasni: Gidar Publications.
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Munir is considered one of the architects of modern Balochi poetry,
following in the footsteps of Ata Shad,?** who introduced blank verse
and new ideas to Balochi poetry from the 1960s to the 1990s.

Munir Momen has also written on literary subjects, and in 2019 he
published a book of his literary essays, Gédi o Sachesht (The Universe
and Creation).??! He has also written a number of short stories which
have been published in various journals and in a collection of short sto-
ries, Lilan (Lilan).???

The story by Munir Momen presented in this book, Bahesht (Paradise)
is an allegory of two pigeons, Mezar and Didar, who fall in love but are
not allowed to meet. It is not hard to draw a parallel between the world
of pigeons and the world of humans. Unlike most of the stories in this
book, however, the story of Mezar and Didar ends on a positive note.

220 Ata Shad’s name is also often spelled Atta Shad.
221 Momen, Munir (2019). Gédi o Sachesht. Gwadar: Gews Publications.
222 Momen, Munir (2016). Lildn. Kolwah: Ezm.

138



Paradise

Written by Munir Momin

Translated by Fazal Baloch

The very first ray of sunlight found its way between Mezar’s and Didar’s
necks. They shivered and began scanning their surroundings thoroughly.
They both thought they had spent the whole of last night like this.

Mezar and Didar had slipped away from their village the afternoon be-
fore. Along the way, darkness had fallen upon them, so they decided to
spend the night on this mound. It was a wide plain with a few scattered
mud mounds and nothing else. Mezar thought that paradise might be like
this. Then she tucked her head under her wing.

It is an old mud compound. The fort it once enclosed is now levelled to
the ground, but its remains still linger there in the shape of mud mounds
here and there. It appears that it was once the fort of the rulers of this
region. But over the course of time, its tenants kept changing. Now it
belongs to Bassham the goldsmith.

A rich man, Bassham has built a beautiful new house inside the com-
pound, and there are only a few last remnants of the fort. So far he has
not touched the old mud wall. It is still strong and sturdy. On its eastern
side there are large black-plum trees. It is hard to estimate their age.
They are really old trees. Nobody knows if the compound was built
first, or if the trees were planted before. Right to the southeast of
Bassham’s house lies Sabzal the mason’s house. Although it is not
small either, it is not even a quarter of the size of Bassham’s house.

Sabzal’s house has four rooms with mud walls and a large concrete dove-
cote with roosters, hens, pigeons, laughing doves, parrots, grey francolins
and many other kinds of small birds. Sabzal’s eldest son, Ramazan is an
avid bird lover who busies himself with his birds all day long.
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Chippan has built her nest on the plum tree to the right. She has two
squabs, Shepalok and Mezar. Chippan is a pigeon who made this plum
tree her abode long ago. She has lived here since her childhood, and
after she met Shepalok’s and Mezar’s father, they lived here together.

Then one day a few months ago, her squabs’ father flew off and never
returned. God knows what befell him. Now that such a long time has
passed, the mother and children are certain that he is no longer alive.

Among the birds kept at Sabzal’s house there are also many pigeons.
Every day his son lets them out and then, at the right time, he catches them
again and puts them back in the dovecote. But one pigeon, known as
Didar, always darts out of the dovecote and perches on the wall, looking
for an opportunity to fly to the plum tree. Didar thinks that it is the world’s
leafiest tree with the most pleasant shade. He takes a strange delight in
perching on its branches, a feeling he has never experienced before.

Every day Ramazan wanders about searching for him. He shuts in all
the birds, but there is no sign of Didar. Didar thinks the dovecote is like
a hellish prison. He wishes he had never set eyes on it or its owner.
Ramazan, on the other hand, curses him, thinking: “This Didar gives
me trouble all the time. This damned rascal is always missing. All the
birds are here; only Ze is out of sight. He keeps wasting my time.” After
looking for him for a long time, Ramazan sees him courting Mezar in
the plum tree. Ramazan yells at him, but the bird is unaware of his sur-
roundings. Ramazan calls out: “Didar!” but Didar pays no attention,
being indifferent to everything but Mezar. Ramazan grumbles: “So this
is what you’ve been doing all this time. Once I get my hands on you,
I’1l teach you such a lesson that you’ll never want to fly to the plum tree
again and give me trouble.”

All of a sudden Mezar senses Ramazan’s presence and tells Didar:
“Over there! Ramazan is looking for you.” When Didar sees Ramazan
he says to himself: “If only I could escape into Mezar’s eyes.” At that
very moment Mezar closes her eyes and says: “Didar! This man is not
going to let you sit here. Why don’t you make me into a ring and wear
me on your leg?”

Right then, Ramazan climbs the tree, catches Didar and takes him to
the dovecote.

Early in the morning Mezar alights on the wall. Time passes. It’s mid-
day and Mezar is still lonesome and lovesick. She feels that it is hotter
than usual. She looks around. The wind is blowing, but she wonders
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why she hasn’t felt it. Looking for a gust of wind, her eyes fall on the
dovecote. She thinks to herself that if the door of the dovecote were
opened right then, a breeze would arise and the weather would change
into its finest new clothing. But the dovecote is not opened until dusk,
and Mezar’s mother calls her back to the plum tree. For the next four
days, the air feels hot as an oven to Mezar. On the fifth day, Ramazan
opens the dovecote and lets the birds out in the hope that Didar has been
punished enough for flying to the plum tree, that he has learnt his lesson
and won’t even look in that direction ever again.

After these four days of soul-scorching waiting, today Mezar and Didar
finally have their change of season. A pleasant breeze is showering
them with ocean mist like musk. The pair think that if they are to make
this heavenly moment eternal, they must leave this village, slipping
away before dusk, before Ramazan comes.

The sun is high in the sky. There is nothing but light between heaven
and earth. Mezar and Didar are soaring like two dots high in the sky.
They have their eyes fixed on the earth, looking for a place where they
can keep their paradise.
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Nagoman

Introduction

Nagoman Baloch, (also spelled Naguman Baloch),?** was born on 5

April 1974 in Grempoki, Ball Negwar, a village west of Turbat, Balo-
chistan, Pakistan. After getting his primary and secondary education in
Ball Negwar and Turbat, he was admitted to Bolan Medical College in
Quetta, where he received a Bachelor of Medicine, Bachelor of Surgery
(MBBS) in 1998.

In 2001 Nagoman began working as a medical doctor in the Balochi-
stan Provincial Health Department, a position he held until 2012, when
he left Pakistan. He then spent a few years in Oman before coming to
the United Kingdom in 2015, where he lives at present.

During his student years, Nagoman was a member of the Baloch Stu-
dents Organization.??* He also has been a member of the Balochi Acad-
emy in Quetta and of the Sayad Hashmi Reference Library in Karachi.

Nagoman’s interest in literature began at an early age, and he pub-
lished his first story at the age of 15. In addition to stories, he has written
literary criticism and worked with developing Balochi terminology in
various scientific fields, including his own profession, medicine. He has
also written a number of articles and reviews on Balochi politics.

Some of Nagoman’s literary works are Ddray Aps (The Wooden
Horse), a collection of short stories;?>> Nagdank (Critique), a collection
of articles on literary criticism;*?® Baléch Rdji Johd: Riah o Menzel (The
National Struggle of the Baloch: the Road and the Destination)??” and

223 Note that as an author Nagoman Baloch only uses his given name.

224 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baloch_Students Organization (retrieved 18 August
2020).

225 Nagoman (2003"). Ddray Aps. Karachi: Legend Publications; Nagoman (20122).
Daray Aps. Muscat: Balochi Adabi Majlis.

226 Nagoman (2006'). Nagddnk. Quetta: Balochi Academy; Nagoman (20132).
Nagdank. Gwadar: Sichkan Publications, 2™ edition.

227 Nagoman (2007). Baléch Rdji Johd: Ridh o Menzel. Ball Negwar: Negwar
Labzanki Majles.
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Gwachen (Reality), *® two collections of articles on Baloch socio-politi-
cal issues; Balochi Galambaray Nokaz (An Update of Balochi Vocabu-
lary), a glossary of modern Balochi terminology;**° and Rdji Johd o
Zoban (National Struggle and Language),>** a collection of Nagoman’s
Facebook posts on the role of the mother tongue in the national struggle
for freedom.

Nagoman spent his childhood in the village of Ball Negwar. Many
of his short stories reflect life in the village. One of these is Talk (The
Bird-Trap), a masterpiece dealing with the issue of guilt. Although the
story is set in Nagoman’s home village, it treats a subject that is com-
mon to all human beings and cultures.

228 Nagoman (2012). Gwdchen. Ball Negwar: Negwar Labzanki Majles.

229 Nagoman (2011%). Nékdz. Karachi: Sayad Hashmi Reference Library. The 1% and
2" editions were published in 2008 and 2009 respectively.

230 Nagoman (2015). Rdji johd o zobdn. Gwadar: Sichkan Publications.
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The Bird-trap

Written by Nagoman

Translation by Fazal Baloch

I am a bird-trap. I have been entangled here for about a year now, at the
top of a high kahur tree. The hot days and cold nights, the humidity and
dryness, the wind and rain, the scorching heat of the summer winds, have
all made me very weak. My rubber parts have decayed and broken off.
The termites have eaten the wooden pin, and the iron arch has rusted.

Why do I remain suspended here in this awkward position? Who
brought me to this miserable state? Well, it is quite a long story.

It was a pleasant and cloudy morning last summer. Badal took me and
my two fellow bird-traps out of his dwarf-palm basket and set out for
his father’s field. He was taking us to where he could position us to
catch prey.

This basket was where I and my two companions slept at night. Badal
did not leave us out overnight because frogs, mice and beetles would
spring us, or ants would take the grains he used as bait. Therefore, we
caught birds in the field during the day, and rested in the basket at night,
talking about life.

Badal had built me three days before, and had begun taking me to the
field, but I had not yet managed to catch a single bird. That’s why I felt a
bit ashamed in front of my companions who had had caught so much prey.

My reason for not being able to catch anything was that on the first day
I was set so tight that the birds took my grain without springing me, and
on the second day I was set so loose, that I sprung all by myself. When
that happened, the birds on the threshing floor flew away, and even after
landing again, they stayed well away from me. So now I know — a bird-
trap should not be set so tight that the birds can eat the grains off its
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trigger without springing it, nor should it be so loose that it springs at
the blowing of the breeze.

That morning, Badal picked us up and took us straight to the sorghum
threshing floor, where the sorghum was piled up on a patch of hard
ground near the field. Many a bird visited this threshing floor. In addi-
tion to collar doves, it was common for laughing doves, black-headed
buntings, babblers, sparrows and sometimes even common mynas to
come by.

Now some laughing doves and babblers were pecking at grains. When
Badal approached, they flew away and sat on a small kahur tree a short
distance away. Badal put down the other two traps and placed me out.
He dug the earth a little, positioned me there and gently covered me
with soil. Then he blew away the soil, exposing the grain of sorghum
pasted onto my trigger mechanism with resin. He put some millet stalks
behind me to block the way of the birds approaching from behind, since
we cannot catch birds that come from behind very firmly.

Badal placed out the other two traps as well. Then with the corner of his
shawl he wiped away his footprints from around us, so that the birds
would not suspect anything. Once he was done, he walked over to a kaler
tree that stood at a distance and fixed his eyes on the threshing floor.

The weather was very pleasant. The clouds gave shade, and a cool
breeze was blowing. The birds perching on the kaler and kahur trees
around the threshing floor were intoxicated by the pleasant weather and
praised it with their sweet voices.

At that very moment, two doves came flying and alighted atop the same
high kahur tree in which I am now entangled. I was quite happy to see
the birds increasing in number. I will definitely catch one of them, I
thought. But I hadn’t caught any yet. I didn’t know if I could do it.

I was struggling in my heart as I waited for the birds to land on the
threshing floor. Hiding behind the kaler tree, Badal waited for one of us
to be sprung. The period of waiting kept increasing for all of us, but not
a single bird had landed on the ground. They all remained perched on
nearby kahur and kaler trees, singing and praising the fine weather

At last our prolonged wait came to an end. A laughing dove flew down
from the kahur tree and landed on the threshing floor. A few others fol-
lowed it. Some were close to the other traps and one was coming slowly
towards me. My heart pounded faster, and I think Badal’s did too, as he
hid behind the kaler tree.
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Pecking at grains, the laughing dove approached, stopped right in front
of me, and was ready to peck the grain on my trigger, when at that very
moment the two doves on the kahur tree glided down and landed to the
side of the threshing floor. This sudden movement startled the laughing
doves, and they flew to the very kaler tree that Badal was sitting behind.
Spotting Badal, they continued to a small kahur tree nearby.

I was very upset with the doves because they had spoiled my chance to
catch my prey. If they had not flown down, I would surely have caught
the first prey of my life. For a moment I longed to spring myself, star-
tling the doves and making them fly away. If they have caused my prey
to escape, [ will not let them forage here. But then I thought that I should
not let them off so lightly. If I scare them off, they’ll just find another
field or threshing floor and fill their stomachs. The best punishment is
for me to catch one of them.

The two doves were moving gracefully, side by side around the thresh-
ing floor. At this very moment, the laughing doves that these collar
doves had scared away also returned. I was quite happy, and my anger
with the collar doves subsided. For the first time I took a good look at
them. They were young, plump doves. One was male and the other fe-
male. Strolling side by side, they looked very beautiful. How happy
they are, I thought. The poor birds did not know that the Angel of Death
was lurking nearby, ready to take them at any moment.

For a brief second I felt a bit sorry for them, but then my desire to catch
one of them — to catch my first-ever prey, and to win good-repute in the
eyes of my companions and Badal — re-emerged and hardened my heart.

The male dove was coming towards me with the female following close
behind. My heart beat more quickly again. One of them was about to
become my prey. Now the long time of my and Badal’s waiting was
about to end. Seeing my sorghum grain, the male walked faster towards
me and pecked on my grain. My wooden pin slid out, and I snapped,
trapping his neck instantly.

The moment I snapped, all the birds on the threshing floor flew away.
But the mate of the trapped bird remained above me, circling. When
Badal saw that I’d been sprung he rushed forward. Seeing him coming,
the hovering bird retreated to a nearby kaler tree.

Badal removed the half-conscious dove from my jaws. He looked at the
bird, smiled and addressed it in a merciless tone: “Come and peck at the
sorghum, you damned freeloader!” He laughed loudly in his excitement.
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I felt sorry. What a beautiful life they had had. But it crumbled in an
instant, like the sandcastle of the crabs. How helpless and frightened
they are now, the poor ones. I wished I hadn’t caught it! With regret I
looked towards the dove held firmly in Badal’s hands. Now he is going
to kill it and its mate will die of grief. I am responsible for the untimely
death of both. I’ve ruined their happy life.

I was blaming myself with thoughts like these, but now things began to
really get out of hand. Badal took a sickle from his waistband, faced in
the direction of prayer and made ready to slaughter the male. Perched
on the kaler-tree, the female was cooing mournfully.

I regretted having taken the blood of that innocent bird upon myself.
How could I now rescue it from the lethal clutches of Death? This late
realization was of no use. The worst had already happened.

Badal put the dove’s legs under his right foot and its wings under his
left foot. He held its neck and head with his left hand and rubbed the
sickle against its throat, all the while reciting “In the name of God, God
is greatest.” Out of fear of death, the dove closed its eyes, and its female
mate again started flying in circles above Badal. The sickle cut into the
dove’s throat and its blood started spurting. It continued to twitch until
it went cold.

Badal put a few droplets of the pure dove blood onto my wooden pin,
so that I could catch even more birds in the future. But I... I was roast-
ing in the blazing fire of regret.

From that day on I did not catch a single bird. Whenever some came
close to me I set myself off, and any birds that were on the ground close
to me and the other traps flew away. This was the only way that re-
mained for me to get some slight relief from the agony of my sin.

Badal had patience with my untimely springing for a week or so, but
how long could it last? One day, when I had yet again gone off at the
wrong time, he got very angry and hurled me away with full force.
Leaving his hand I ended up stuck in a forked twig at the top of this
high kahur tree, and from that day on I have been hanging here.

Even though the rain and sun have cleansed the bloodstains on my
wooden pin, the wounds inflicted on me by the hooked dagger of re-
gret are still fresh, and whenever | hear the melancholic chanting of
a ringneck dove, a pain arises in my heart and the whole world be-
comes desolate.
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Shah Ibn Sheen

Introduction by Mehlab Naseer

Fida Ahmad, better known as Shah Ibn Sheen (also written, e.g., Shah
Ebne Shin), was born on 8 September 1992 in Dasht Maksar village,
Balochistan, Pakistan. He received his primary education in the same vil-
lage. After that his family moved from place to place for various reasons,
and he went to school in several different towns. When Shah was in the
9 grade his family moved to Gwadar where he continued his education.

After completing high school Shah moved to Karachi and graduated
in sociology from the National College, Karachi. Later he completed an
MA degree in political science at the University of Balochistan, Quetta.
In 2018 Shah participated in a Chinese language programme at Zhen-
jiang University, Jiangsu, China. Shah is currently working with an
NGO as a social organizer in the Public Primary Health Initiative
(PPHI) in Gwadar.?*! He is also a member of Gwadar Educational and
Literary Welfare Society.

Shah found himself to be interested in working with radio. He used
to listen to the Vividh Bharati Service (VBS)?** and was very much
inspired by the radio host Kamal Sharma.?** As a result of the passion
for radio that this aroused in him, Shah began working at Radio
Gwadar, Balochistan, broadcasting Balochi programmes. He also
worked in radio in Karachi and Quetta. Currently Shah is the chief edi-
tor and director of an online literary radio, Radio Zergwat, which he
founded a few years ago.

In 2000, encouraged by the Baloch poet Ahmed Abdal, who also
came from Dasht Maksar, Shah tried his hand at writing poetry in
Balochi. Ahmed Abdal edited his poems and sent them to the Balochi
magazine Mahtak Balochi for publication.

Bl See also https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/People%27s_Primary Healthcare_Initia-

tive KP (retrieved 15 April 2021).

232 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vividh_Bharati (retrieved 25 March 2021).

233 https://letstalkonair.wordpress.com/2017/04/02/a-most-experienced-and-knowl-
edgeable-radio-host-kamal-sharma-vividh-bharati/ (retrieved 15 April 2021).
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Shah took a further step on his literary journey after reading A. R.
Dad’s short story Hasan Sol, which is also published in this collection.
This story made a great impact on Shah. He began writing scripts for
radio in 2010, and wrote the script for a short film Métag (Village),
directing and recording the audio himself in 2012. He wrote three other
radio plays the same year: Daryd Tonnig Ent (The Sea is Thirsty) in
two parts, and Babol Barén Koja Shot (So Where Did Babol Go?). He
wrote another play, Atrdp (Environs), in 2015. He personally directed
and recorded these as well. Today Shah is basically known as a writer
of short stories and a scriptwriter, but he also writes poetry. Most of his
work has been published in local literary magazines.

Shah Ibn Sheen’s story Dorbani (Dorbani) offers a glimpse of the
hard life of Baloch nomads. Dorbani, the main character of the story, is
a victim of fate and cultural norms. She is driven by the harsh hand of
destiny throughout the story.

150



Dorbani

Written by Shah ibn Sheen

Translation by Mahganj Taj

The lines on my palms never showed any signs of good fortune. Still I
kept going to him to have my palm read on the first Friday of every year.
I knew that he had got tired of encouraging me, but he couldn’t say so.

His name was Shay Swali. Shay was a palmist. I don’t know who he
learned this craft from, but he used to say that he’d been a palmist as
long as he could remember. I recall that the first time I visited him, I
went with Mullah Mahatun, and we brought dried jujube fruit and lassi
to give him. When I stretched out my hand to him the first time, it was
Mullah Mahatun who held it. Shay Swali said it was the first time that
the hand he was studying was held by someone else.

I don’t know what he saw while perusing the lines that made him sigh
so deeply but say nothing. My reason for coming to him every year was
to find out when I would be married. He never told me anything about
that either.

My name is Dorbani. I belong to a Baloch nomad family. We’ve been
herders for generations. God knows how many regions and villages our
ancestors moved between before my deceased father finally reached
this region. He had pastured his herd here for five years.

I was a two-year-old child when my father left us forever. Mother told
me later it was the season of rains, and the storm winds had been blowing
continuously for six days. She said my father was an expert on the sea-
sons. He had said: “Whenever the wind used to blow like this, it would
never last for more than two days, and it would always be followed by
heavy rains. But this year, may God have mercy upon us, there are clouds,
and the storm winds have been blowing continuously for six days.”
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That very day, in the afternoon, the storm died down, and a heavy rain
began, which was to last for eight days on end. All the rivers and streams
flooded heavily. My mother told me that our two Bela goats had got lost.
She made a divination. They were both fine. Then father had said:
“Something has blocked their way. I will go and get them back.”

Mother told me: “It was late Sunday afternoon. Two bright stars were
high in the western sky. I waited for your father the entire night and
made a big fire because he might have lost his way and the light could
guide him in the right direction. But at dawn he had still not returned.
That morning, the storm began again. It was blowing forcefully. Your
father wasn’t back with the goats at noon. Later our fellow nomads
brought us his body. Your father had slipped into a ravine and died.”

In the second year after my father’s death, my mother was bitten and
killed by a scorpion. I was brought up by Mullah Mahatun. She was
also a nomad.

Mullah tells me that I had a twin and that Mullah was my mother’s
midwife. “Your twin was brighter than you, but her days ran out. She
was only seven days old when she breathed her last tiny breath. Your
mother cried a lot. Your mother got pregnant three more times, but she
had miscarriages.”

Sometimes when Mullah had prayed the midnight prayer, she folded
her prayer mat, took her lantern and went out. I always thought she
might be going for a short toilet visit, so I followed her, but she stopped
me. She said that if anyone came to the door and asked for her, I should
say she had gone to the old man’s sheepfold. But no one ever came
while she was away. I often asked her where the old man’s sheepfold
was. But she never answered.

One night when she was offering her prayer, someone called her name,
“Auntie! Are you offering prayers? We have cooked some date sweets.
Come and pray over them.”

It was a deep voice. Mullah returned the greeting saying: “May God
preserve your honour.” She took the lantern and left again. I followed
her halfway and then I returned. Now I knew where she was going. |
never asked her again.

One night she took the lantern and before leaving she asked: “My
daughter, do you know where I go now?”

I said: “Yes.”
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“You are now mature enough to understand that helping these creatures
is virtuous.”

I said: “May God protect you.”

Mullah had become very feeble over the last few months. I was worried.
I couldn’t handle the goats and sheep because Mullah was ill, and there
was no male member of the family to help either.

It was the first Friday of the year and Mullah was a bit better. We
couldn’t visit Shay Swali that Friday, but the next day Mullah said:
“When you go to Shay Swali this time, give him my regards and tell
him that I am weak now and ask him to remember my request.”

I took someone along and went to him the next day. “I waited for you
yesterday,” Shay said as soon as he saw me.

“Mullah is weak and aged. She sends her regards and asks you not to
forget her message.”

He told me to return the greeting and immediately began examining my
fortune lines. This was the first time that my hand was held by a man. He
studied my palm for a long time and then folded a piece of turquoise in
white cloth and asked me to give it to Mullah.

It was the first time he didn’t encourage me at all, or even tell me any-
thing about the lines on my palm.

Two days later, he came to visit Mullah dressed in white. He was ac-
companied by another man as well. Mullah covered me with a red
shawl, put the turquoise in my hand, softly caressed my hand and said:
“May your wishes come true.”

Shay Swali married me that day. Mullah died a few months later.

Days and months passed. There was rain that year. The pastures were
green. The herd was well fed, and I was pregnant.

Shay went to his place for palmistry every Saturday. One day, a storm
wind was blowing. It was late Saturday afternoon, two bright stars were
high in the western sky and Shay had gone to his place. Rain began pour-
ing down at dusk. All night long clouds were thundering and heavy rain
was pouring. | waited for Shay, but he didn’t return.

The next morning a fellow nomad of ours covered me with a black shawl.
“We have got the news that Shay’s workplace has collapsed, and he has
died beneath it.”
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I lost my senses. I wanted to cry but I couldn’t. I recalled the first time
Shay had held my hand and examined my fortune lines. [ wanted to look
at my palm, but I couldn’t.

A hand caressed my head. I looked up. It was the man who had mar-
ried us.

“Shay was your palmist, and he didn’t want to hurt you with the truth
of your fate, but blessed Mullah ...” He didn’t finish his sentence, yet
it was as if something pierced my chest. I looked around and caught
sight of blessed Mullah’s prayer beads, and I cried a lot.
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Sajid Hussain

Introduction®**

Born on 16 January 1981 in Nezarabad, Kech District, Balochistan, Pa-
kistan, Sajid Hussain received most of his education in Karachi. He held
a BA in Economics but his main interest was literature, and in 2012 he
completed his MA in Balochi and English at the University of Balochi-
stan, Quetta.

In 2002 Sajid Hussain joined the Baloch Students Organization
(BSO) which, in addition to organizing Baloch students, also has a po-
litical agenda.?*> After a few years, however, he abandoned his political
activities and devoted himself increasingly to writing.

As a man of the written word, Sajid Hussain was first and foremost
a journalist. His English was excellent and he had a flowing pen. He
achieved great success as a journalist, and before going into exile he
worked for Pakistani newspapers such as Daily Times and The News,
as well as for Reuters. His writings covered sensitive topics such as drug
trafficking and human rights violations in Balochistan. In 2012, he had
to flee Pakistan due to threats made against him because of his journal-
istic activities. He spent some years in Oman, Uganda and Dubai before
coming to Sweden in mid-2017.

In 2015, when he was living in Dubai, Sajid Hussain founded the
online magazine Balochistan Times.>*® This English and Balochi news
magazine addresses current issues in Balochistan including human
rights, political violence, abductions, and killings, as well as social and
cultural issues. It also contains a literary section, where pieces are pub-
lished in Balochi and English. Due to the broad scope of the work, he
recruited a number of talented co-workers to help run the magazine, and
even after his death articles and literary pieces continue to be published
on the Balochistan Times website.

234 See also https://thebalochistanpost.net/2020/05/sajid-hussain-obituary/ (retrieved
18 August 2020).

235 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baloch_Students_Organization (retrieved 18 Au-
gust 2020).

236 https://balochistantimes.com/ (retrieved 2 May 2020).
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Soon after his arrival in Sweden, Sajid Hussain got involved with the
Balochi Language Project at Uppsala University.?}” Together with Pro-
fessor Mousa Mahmoudzahi of Velayat University, Iranshahr, Iran, he
launched a Balochi-English online dictionary in February 2019.23% He
was furthermore engaged in authorship, text edition, and translation
work. Sajid Hussain was also Carina Jahani’s main source of inspiration
while writing 4 Grammar of Modern Standard Balochi, which was pub-
lished in December 2019.%%°

In an interview with him carried out by Hammal Haider in February
2020 and posted on YouTube on 1 May the same year,**’ Sajid Hussain
endorsed the orthographic system for Balochi proposed by the Balochi
Language Project. This script system was also adopted by the magazine
Balochistan Times in spring 2020.

Sajid taught Balochi at the Department of Linguistics and Philology,
Uppsala University. In January 2020 he was admitted to the MA pro-
gramme in Iranian languages at the same department and began writing
his MA thesis on Balochi argument structure as illustrated by religious
sermons and political speeches. He was busy with this work when, on 2
March 2020, he went missing. On April 23, after several weeks of search-
ing, he was found drowned in the River Fyris just north of Uppsala.

Sajid Hussain was a true lover of literature and was very well read in
both English and Balochi literature. His love for the written word led
him to engage in literary criticism as well as creative writing. The short
story published in this anthology, Darandhéhi pa Saré o Shegan pa
Saré (Facing Exile, Facing Taunts) is semi-autobiographical, and alt-
hough he claimed in a note to the original text that the characters in the
story are purely fictional, it is clear to anyone who has known Sajid and
his friends and co-workers that these personalities are largely inspired
by his close friends and acquaintances. No one will miss the refined
sense of satire in the story.

237 https://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 18
August 2020).

238 https://www.webonary.org/balochidictionary/ (retrieved 10 August 2020).

239 http://uu.diva-portal.org/smash/record.jsf?pid=diva2%3 A1372275&dswid=9941
(retrieved 10 August 2020).

240 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Troo9stFxMY (In Balochi) (retrieved 10
May 2020).
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Facing Exile, Facing Taunts

Written by Sajid Hussain

Translation by Carina Jahani

The story of my exile began on that unfortunate day when an ill-fated
interest in literature came over me. It seems that every writer I liked had
been in exile at some time. Marquez had been, Kundera too. Some had
angered the government, others the army. By following in their footsteps
I invited trouble into my hitherto trouble-free life. If I had known that
following Marquez would cause me harm, I would never have fallen into
that trap. Of course I believed that once one of us becomes a great author
the critics will write “this man is the Marquez of the Balochi language.”

Everyone does these kinds of meaningless things when they’re young.
I had a friend who always kept a stone in his pocket, and all day long
he used to scratch his forehead with it. Because in a film Mithun
Chakraborty had a red mark on his forehead. Mithun disappeared from
the public eye, but the dent on my friend’s forehead remained.

That’s why it’s better to admire a movie star than a writer. A cousin of
mine liked Sanjay Dutt. He went and did bodybuilding. I'd become entan-
gled with Franz Katka and soon was drinking twenty cups of tea and smok-
ing two packs of cigarettes a day. Because most great writers have an ulcer.

A person who is ready to give himself an ulcer to become a writer is not
likely to shy away from the sacrifice of going into exile either. So ever
since my youth it has been my desire to do something so great that the
enemy would be obliged to drive me into exile. They say that if you
wish for something from the bottom of your heart, the door will be
opened for you. In His generosity, God opened the door for me to enter
the Baloch Students Organization just to fulfil this one wish of mine,
and He bestowed upon me the blessing of exile from my country.

But mind you, since [ went into exile people’s taunts and reproaches are
killing me. If someone has indigestion in Kalatok, we’re the ones who
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face the reproach: “Here the Baloch are poor and destitute while you’re
enjoying the luxuries of Europe.”

This kind of criticism always ends with the same admonishment: “Don’t
forget you got your asylum by using the name of these poor Baloch.”

So you mean we mortgaged the whole land of the Baloch and struck it
rich in Europe by seeking refuge to save our ill-starred lives. The mere
fact that someone says hello to us here makes us happy, so how can we
cure the indigestion of the poor Baloch?

We really long to upload a photo on Facebook, but we can’t out of fear
of the pointed reprimands that follow. Sometimes you’ve just taken a
shower and are standing in front of the mirror, and all of a sudden you
feel like today’s the day to take a picture. Your skin is a little bit fairer
and your hair is thicker. On top of that, it looks like your eyebrows have
trimmed themselves. This happens by chance once a year or so. But you
know that if this nice looking fellow who’s admiring himself in the mir-
ror takes his picture today and puts it on Facebook many will burn with
jealousy. Those friends at least who are left back home without any se-
curity or even electricity and have no share in the God-given privilege
of travelling around the world will burn to ashes.

In the rain, on the lawn, in front of a tall building, now’s the time for
a selfie.

But no. The fear of reproach gets the upper hand.

I have a friend here who cleans train cars at night, sleeps until noon and
smokes hash in the afternoon. When he’s high he either engages in pol-
itics on the phone or gives us a list of the evils of exile. His European
name is ABC and back home he’s called Allah Baksh Chorasi**! be-
cause he was born in 1984. But we call him Allah Baksh Glass, because
he stacks two water glasses on each other and smokes hash in them in-
stead of in a cigarette. One day he says: “It would have been better to
graze the sheiks’ camels than to end up in Europe. At least Mum could
have sent some dates. To hell with a country where you can’t even get
a date to sweeten your mouth after smoking.”

I don’t know about the connection between hashish and the Baloch soul,
but I can testify that the Baloch in the Gulf are ten times better off than
we are. Every month there are gifts arriving for them; sometimes the
wife has sent a pair of sandals, and sometimes the mother has sent some

241 Chorasi means 84 in Urdu.
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pounded dates of high quality. The best thing is that once a year they
can travel home and see their wife and children.

And even better than going home is preparing to go home. I was in the
Gulf for some years and I saw how the Baloch in the Gulf were filled
with pride before going home. They labour on the landlord’s farm the
whole year and get along on the milk and canned fish their landlord gives
them, in order to save some money for the holidays. When it’s time for
their holiday they get a couple of really flashy outfits sewn up for them
and buy a pair of high-heeled Muscat sandals. The poor things sacrifice
their own needs and spend the rest of the money on perfume and soap for
their relatives and friends. The wife wants an iPhone X in exchange for
the ugly sandals she had sent. Mother’s rotten dates were inedible but she
needs Tang drink powder, Panadol pills, Axe Brand Universal Oil, band-
aids, incense, and some herbal medicine. If she had needed all this for
herself it would have been fine, but my friend in the Gulfis constantly in
agony because his mother puts everything in a box so that for the whole
year if a needy person appears she can solve their problem.

The only purpose of this mother’s life is that if someone in town gets a
headache or has a bad tummy, or if a guest arrives, then that someone
should come to her for help.

The people in our town have never bought a single Panadol. Everyone
knows that the medicine sold at Babu’s medical store is fake; it can
neither cure a fever nor relieve a headache. But foreign Panadol has
always been among Mullah Patomah’s belongings. Her only condition
for dispensing it is being able to prove that you or someone in your
household has a high fever. She won’t waste her foreign medicine on
just a headache or a cold.

“Mullah, Mullah, Mum asks if you could give her a Panadol?” Every
week I went to Mullah Patomah’s and pleaded for a pill.

“Who is i11?”” Mullah began her questioning.

“Mum has a fever.” My mother had told me to say that. Actually, she
had a headache.

“Does she have a fever? Yesterday afternoon she was running after you,
right? When did she get the fever?”

“Last night the mosquitoes bit her. Mum didn’t know there was a big hole
in the mosquito net! Now she’s miserable. When Dad comes he will take
her to Karachi.” When I said this, Mullah looked at me with concern and
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I knew the lies were doing the job. “Mum says that when uncle Obayd
comes from Muscat we will repay you.” Now I was improvising.

“No need for repayment,” she said. “If Mullah Patomah were repaid she
would have been drowning in money by now.” Mullah got upset but
then immediately calmed down. “But the people in this town don’t let
me keep any pills. Let me look, maybe I can find one.”

Mullah took her box into a corner and opened it just enough to be able
to peep into it. Then she put her hand into the box through the opening,
felt around a bit and took out a single Panadol.

“This is the only one left. Take it. Hopefully it will solve your problem.”

Even if there had been a hundred pills in Mullah’s belongings, she
would still have said: “This is the only one.” If you went back an hour
later to get another Panadol she would again give you a single one and
say: “This is the only one I have.”

But to set the historical record straight, I want to make it clear that Mul-
lah did get her repayment from me. [ was the one who wrote her letters.
This was in the days before telephones and mobile phones. From fourth
grade on I could both read and write a letter. If a letter came from the
Gulf, or if an elderly person or a woman wanted to send a letter, then I
was the one to call. It’s not that there weren’t other literate people in
town, but of all the children it was me and only me who could do this
job, and since I was still small, people didn’t hide their secrets from me.

The only problem was that I didn’t know much Urdu. At school they
only taught us greetings and prayers. “We are all well and we pray to
the Lord, the Exalted, for your wellbeing.” That was the full extent of
my Urdu, but I would still play around and finish the letter.

The problem was when Mullah really got into her pure Balochi mood.
“Tell me, my son, my dear Rahim, I have heard that your enemies have
caught a fever. May Allah make you well. May I give you my share of
life, my dear Rahim, you are worth everything.”

When Mullah stopped, I took the point of the pen out of my mouth and
started writing. “My Rahim Jan, I heared this days health of your ene-
mies bad. Allah make you well. My life be with you, my expensive
Rahim, I not worthy of you.”

For years and years I struggled to understand why dear Rahim should
be made well if his enemies had a fever. Only after studying Balochi
classical poetry did I finally realize this enemy was none other than dear
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Rahim himself. Mullah’s mouth and heart were not “worthy” enough to
make her say that her dear son Rahim had a fever.

After greeting her son and asking how he was, Mullah started her com-
plaining. “Your mother is old now. When I stand up I get dizzy, and
even if I eat just a little I get indigestion.”

When Mullah paused, my pen was let loose. “Your mother is old now. I
get up, my eyes bring darkness, I eat small piece, my stomach blow up.”

This was my first period of translation. Already at this young age I re-
alized how difficult it is to translate words and sentences from one lan-
guage into another. That is why even today I honour my friends who do
translation, possibly more than they deserve.

I want to make it clear to my Baloch brothers that if exile in Europe was
such a pleasant thing I would not have been nostalgic about Mullah Pa-
tomah’s letters and her Panadols. Exile is a disease, and this disease
makes you remember things at home that you couldn’t even dream of:
sleeping under a shed made of date palm leaves at lunchtime in the sum-
mer, and looking for any movement in the decomposing palm leaves;
lying on the bedding piled up on the cot outside the door and reading a
ghost story; sprinkling a sheet with water and covering yourself with it
at night in the summer; gathering outside the house with your family
each new moon, and checking who’s first to see the moon; mother’s
scolding that we should only take a little of the stew; getting a sweet
from Auntie Nazal after helping her churn butter for a couple of hours;
chasing the sheep and goats at sunset and tying them up; keeping watch
for the fox at night so that it won’t eat the chicks; gathering up the
clothes and dishes in the courtyard before a storm and running into the
house; and the moist smell after the first rain of the year.

If we have any time left after these useless nostalgic dreams in our Eu-
ropean exile, then we will go to Mr Trump and complain about Pakistan.

When we got word that Trump had won the election, our friends in exile
were so overjoyed you would think Mr Trump’s grandfather’s cousin
had been a Baloch. “This is the end of Pakistan. This crazy fellow will
do something about the Punjabis.” Allah Baksh Glass took two glasses
and went into the washroom.

“Yes, Trump actually became president of the USA just to do this very
job. He will definitely take revenge for the Baloch.” I gnashed my teeth.

Three years after Trump’s election, on a day not long ago, Glass asked
me: “Do you think Trump is aware of the Baloch question?”
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“He must be, ’cause if the Baloch question is not settled there will be
never be a solution to the world’s problems.”

The fellow did not like my answer. But when we were still in Balochi-
stan our leaders had fooled us into joining the BSO by saying that
America had made all the necessary preparations; the map of an inde-
pendent Balochistan was even ready. All that remained was for the
Baloch to make the effort. We thought if America is on our side, it
means bye-bye Pakistan.

For two years, whatever actions we took, nobody so much as raised an
eyebrow. Sometimes we burned the flag of “God-gifted” Pakistan,
sometimes we stood outside the army camps and cursed the soldiers,
but nobody took the least notice of us.

Knowing that America was on our side bolstered out confidence. We
were so certain we had dear America’s blessing upon us. Whatever
trace of fear remained in our hearts vanished, because our leaders’
words had indeed been proven true: the Baloch are brave and the Pun-
jabis are cowards. So now we went about our business more brazenly
than even animals would dare.

At least until we made the Pakistani army, the Falcons of Igbal, really mad.

When the Falcons stood up against us, they struck with such fury that
the lion cubs didn’t know which way to run and hide. The brave cubs
ran to the mountains, while the cowards, like us, ran abroad.

Now our brave leaders send messengers every day: “Go and ask Amer-
ica to tame the Falcons.” If the Americans were not aware of our pre-
dicament, then our leaders should not have lied to us, saying that the
map and all the rest were ready. If our leaders trusted in their own
strength and courage, what have we done wrong to make them taunt us,
now that we are old and worn out.

Even when we were married off nobody asked us what we wanted, so
why on earth would Trump pay any attention to us?

Four years have passed but Glass has still not been able to bring his fam-
ily to Europe. I’ve been trying to survive without my family for two
years. So it’s not for nothing that when Glass and I see a little child run-
ning around in town I almost start crying, and he runs and kisses the
child’s cheeks. I’ve told him at least a hundred times that it’s a crime
here even to touch someone else’s dog, let alone their child, but who can
make Glass understand? I can’t sleep for fear that one day the damned
fellow will bring a bad reputation on the Baloch.
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Actually, not everyone living in exile is as miserable as we are. There are
also the few odd prosperous Baloch exiles, rare as Mullah’s Panadols. If
you take Glass’s word for it, there are three kinds of exiled Baloch.

The first kind are those who live in America, Canada and Great Britain.
These countries are the most fortunate, rich and politically influential
in the world. So any Baloch who has gone there is higher in rank than
Baloch who live in the European Union. If you compare them with the
social stratification of Balochistan, we can call them the Rind and
Lasharis of the exiles. They are the noblemen among the exiled Baloch.
Most leaders of political parties and sons of tribal chiefs live in one of
these three countries, which is why “the distribution of their inheritance
is never settled” and they never stop fighting. They’re always trying to
trap each other. A few white-skinned senators know them, and some-
times they can be glimpsed in the back rows of the European Parliament
or at a session of the United Nations.

But not even these upper-class refugees ever get a chance to meet Trump.

The second kind are those who came with their families. They mainly
live in the richer countries of the European Union such as Germany,
France, Sweden, Norway and the Netherlands. At home they didn’t
even have rice and chutney to eat, but here they live in nice houses and
get a good subsidy from the government. The more children they have,
the better the subsidy. Their children go to good schools, and if you run
into them in town they will definitely tell you how quickly their child
has learned the local language. “Miran, the little rascal, he knows Ger-
man better than Balochi. The way he speaks it, you’d think his mother
was a German.” Baloch refugees of this kind have advanced so far they
praise both their wives and their children in the same breath. Well, will
any of these people who are so glad about their children forgetting Ba-
lochi ever bother to grab Trump by the collar and tell him about all the
Baloch activists who’ve disappeared? All that these refugees have left
to show they are Baloch are some sets of Balochi clothes they keep in
a closet to take out for Baloch Culture Day.

These are the “nomads” among the Baloch refugees.

The third kind are those who live in the poor countries of Europe, like
Italy and Greece. They mostly came on boats and have the lowest status
among the Baloch refugees. Their status is the same as that of slaves in
Balochistan. These poor ones have just saved their lives, nothing more.
They cannot engage in anything beyond themselves. They’re neither in
Europe nor at home. They’re happy if someone sends them a penny or
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two from home. If their situation does not improve soon, then within a
couple of years they’ll commit collective suicide. If Trump himself
came and told them, “I will give you whatever you want,” they would
ask for a decent pair of flip-flops.

How could these poor souls engage in politics?

Well, this classification that Glass has come up with is correct and based
on scientific principles, but even good things have their flaws. Faced
with this classification, the reader should not be misled into thinking
that the Baloch refugees have set aside the social stratification of their
homeland. Someone who was a low-class blacksmith at home has the
same status here. Even if he lives in America or Britain, he is not higher
in class and worth more than the unlucky refugees in Italy and Greece.
These people take part in rallies and meetings just so that someone at
home can say: “The chap socializes with tribal chiefs these days.”

Glass and I have a neighbour. A Baloch from Iranian Balochista.... oh
please forgive me, may God have mercy on me, damned Satan... from
Western Balochistan. There are many people from Western Balochistan
in Sweden, and many of them fled to Europe during the time of the
Shah. Our neighbour’s name is Mohammad Ali Irannezhad. Mr Iran-
nezhad is a European in all respects. His coat and trousers, his flat cap,
his daily routine, his dog, and his afternoon walks with the dog — all
these things are European, but Mr Irannezhad’s manners are still those
of a Baloch tribal chief.

Mr Irannezhad came to Sweden in 1980, a year after I was born. Back
home his crime was having expelled the Shah of Iran, Mr Mohammad
Reza Shah Pahlavi, and made Khomeini the ruler of the country. As soon
as the evil Khomeini came to power he began getting rid of his sympa-
thizers. Mr Irannezhad barely escaped with his life and made it to Swe-
den. From that day on, he has not glimpsed his beloved fatherland again.

Back home, he was the nephew of the tribal chief of Baho, and he still
has the manners of a tribal chief. Not that he talks about it the whole
time. He is a well-read man and also a poet, and according to him it is
the low-cast blacksmiths and musicians who have kept true Balochi cul-
ture alive: music, epic singing, weaponry, praise songs and cradle
songs, embroidery and metalwork. But to show that he is the son of a
tribal chief, he will definitely throw a few words into the conversation
now and then to make it clear he comes from a noble line. For example
he will never say “this is a good thing.” He always words it like this:
“This is a noble thing.” If he wanted to say that he was a really naughty
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boy in his childhood he would say it like this: “Do you know about my
childhood, my dear? When I was small, I had my own slave.”

Later on in the conversation he puts it more strongly: “At our castle,
each person of noble birth had his own appointed slave. If he was el-
derly he had an elderly slave, if he was a choild, he had a choild slave.”

That’s right, in Western Balochistan they pronounce the word child as
choild, and instead of spoiled they say spiled.

Well, Mr Irannezhad kept telling his story. “My slave must have been
some two or three years older than I. Now, look how naughty I was.
Every day I made this docile creature lie down on the ground and
jumped on him.”

Mr Irannezhad told this heart-breaking story just to show what a really
naughty child he was.

Allah Baksh Glass and Mohammad Ali Irannezhad are always quarrel-
ling. Just like with the elite refugees, “the distribution of their inher-
itance is never settled,” so their quarrel never ends.

Sometimes Mr Irannezhad brings his vegetarian food and visits me and
Glass for lunch. Like the European white-skins, he eats with a fork and
spoon. Glass gets all five fingers into the food, takes a good mouthful
and eats it.

Mr Irannezhad can stand this.

However, after finishing the meal Mr Irannezhad goes to the washroom
to wash his hands, while Glass clears his throat, makes some sounds as
if he is about to throw up, and washes his hands under the kitchen tap.
This habit Mr Irannezhad cannot tolerate at all. He always reproaches
Glass for it. “Hey mate, you will grow old but not grow noble. You have
been in this country for four years but your habits are just like those of
the uncivilized Baloch. Can’t you go and wash your hands in the wash-
room? You use this kitchen tap to wash food and vegetables, and then
you bend down here to wash your dirty hands.”

After giving voice to his inner anger, Mr Irannezhad felt that Glass was
hurt by his words, so he softened his voice. “You are my son; that’s
why I am giving you this piece of good advice. When you come to a
civilized country like this you should leave your uncivilized Balochi
manners behind. In Europe, be European.”

As a matter of fact, Glass had always taken Mr Irannezhad’s older age
into account and not been upset about these kinds of rebukes, but on that
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particular day, damned Glass had had enough. He interrupted Mr Iran-
nezhad: “It’s none of your business what I do. Look at your worn-out coat.
What an expert you are!”

Mr Irannezhad’s whole appearance changed. It was as if someone had
mentioned Khomeini’s name to him. He stood up, put on his flat cap
and left the room trembling with rage. Glass and I were surprised. After
all, what Glass said wasn’t bad enough to make him this upset.

But mind you, in Iran an “expert” is what they call a gay person.

Glass and I had to go to a lot of trouble to be reconciled with Mr Iran-
nezhad. When he finally accepted that it was a misunderstanding caused
by differences between Balochi dialects, he smiled and said: “Mate, this
is really oddish.”

Well, as a matter of fact, the word “oddish” does not seem to exist in
this language called Balochi. Not in any dialect spoken in Western or
Eastern Balochistan. It was coined by Mr Irannezhad himself.

But after forty years in exile, Mr Irannezhad is convinced that a word
like that is part of the basic vocabulary of Balochi.

Didn’t I tell you? Exile is a disease!

This translation was first published in Balochistan Times on 27 Au-
gust 2020, https://balochistantimes.com/facing-exile-facing-taunts/
(retrieved 27 August 2020).

It was republished in Orientalia Suecana, vol. 69 (2020), pp. 49-56.

https://www.diva-portal.org/smash/get/diva2:1465145/FULLTEXTO1.pdf
(retrieved 28 January 2022).
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Noroz Hayat

Introduction

Noroz Khan, better known by his pen name Noroz Hayat, was born on
1 February 1989 in Khairabad village, Kech District, Balochistan, Paki-
stan. He received a BA in Balochi, Sociology and Political Science from
the Atta Shad Degree College in Turbat in 2010, and an MA in Social
Work from the University of Karachi in 2013.

During his college years, Noroz became a member of the Baloch Stu-
dents Organization (BSO).?*> During this time he became increasingly
interested in human rights and in recent years he has been active in the
Human Rights Council of Balochistan.?*?

In Karachi, Noroz worked as a member of the executive committee
of the Sayad Hashmi Reference Library. Between 2014 and 2015 he
worked as a programme associate at Health and Nutrition Development
Society (HANDS), based in Karachi.?** In 2015 Noroz left Pakistan for
the USA, and he currently lives in Connecticut. In 2021 he joined the
Balochi Language Project as a text editor.”*

Since arriving in the USA, Noroz has written on social, political and
human rights issues, in both Balochi and English, with his writings
mainly being published in two web-based magazines, Balochistan
Times?*® and Balochistan Affairs.>*’ He also writes short stories where
common themes are the struggles of life in exile, alienation and nostalgia.

242 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baloch Students Organization (retrieved 18 Au-
gust 2020).

243 https://hrcbalochistan.com/about/ (retrieved 24 November 2020).

244 http://hands.org.pk/live/ (retrieved 24 November 2020).

245 http://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 12 Janu-
ary 2021).

246 https://balochistantimes.com/ (retrieved 24 November 2020).

247 https://www.balochistanaffairs.com/ (retrieved 24 November 2020).
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This attachment to a homeland is also the theme of the story pub-
lished here, Haw Mati, Tai Bacch Kohestana Ent (Yes, Dear Mother,
Your Son is Back in the Mountains), which tells of a person who is
spending his life far from his native land, and who constantly longs to
return. It is inspired by the life story of Sajid Hussain, who was forced
into exile a few years before Noroz Hayat. But the story could also be
that of anyone who has left his or her homeland, be it in search of a
career, a decent livelihood, a safe haven from oppression, torture and
war, or for any other reason, and who constantly longs to return to “the
Mountains,” the place where he or she truly belongs.
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Yes, Dear Mother, Your Son i1s Back in the
Mountains

Written by Noroz Hayat

Translation by Carina Jahani

This distress of his was increasing day by day. It felt like a century since
he had left his homeland, the Mountains. That homeland, that old coun-
try, and the people who live there, even though they were struggling
with various hardships these days, they were the ones who had given
him an identity. He wondered how they were doing now, after so much
misery and destitution.

He had actually left his homeland long ago, in his youth. But not for
reasons of exile or migration abroad. He went to live in a big city to
study. But his inner being constantly missed the moonlight of the late
nights in the Mountains. He would find himself longing to sit atop Chief
Hasan’s berm absorbing the scenery of his village, or to play cards at
the Sangin roundabout at dusk. So, packing his worn-out little bag he
would head back to the Mountains the next day.

After completing his studies he got a job in the city, and although he
was not a physically active person, whenever his yearning for the
Mountains became too strong, he would travel home. Some of the time
he was in the big city, some of the time in the Mountains. Whenever he
was travelling, he thought to himself that if his journey was just a bit
longer, he would immediately break with his beloved Mountains, be-
cause he really didn’t like all these long, drawn out and tiring journeys
back and forth.

He did not really leave his homeland for good until the year when there
was a huge flood in the Mountains. This merciless flood devastated the
Mountains completely. It swept away everything in its path, the domestic
animals, houses and farming lands of the people living there. The torrents
of the big river also took an uncle, a cousin and some of his friends.
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In fact there was always hunger and poverty in the Mountains. People
were poor and needy there. Their greatest struggle was to find some-
thing to eat for the day, and they subsisted on the hope that God would
help them find something tomorrow. Having eaten some little some-
thing, they carried on as best they could. If these little somethings were
to run out, then a neighbour, a friend or a relative would lend them some
edibles. And if no one could lend them anything to eat, then surely a
brother, a grown son or an elder of the family would find the courage
to go to a foreign land, take a menial job, and feed a mother, a father, a
child and a wife.

He, too, left his homeland and became a wanderer in search of a liveli-
hood, hoping to save himself from the poverty and destitution of the
Mountains. With the ups and downs of living abroad he also became
detached from his motherland, his language and his culture. The land
was actually nothing you could call a land. For a long time after leaving,
he had no desire to return. The language had been neglected for centu-
ries, and the sons of the Mountains had not done such a great job of
saving it either. Even worse, the Government had done what it could to
eradicate it. Therefore he never had any great desire to read and write
his own language. Also, when you resort to going abroad to find a job,
you have to wear their kind of clothing to be able to work in their com-
panies and offices. As a result he had become so used to the dress of
others that he had never since worn the dress of his own culture.

For 37 years he had lived in foreign lands, never settling down. His
sojourn in Arab countries, Africa and the West had worn him out so
much that he looked like a piece of wood eaten by termites. At this stage
he had nothing left but feeble emotions.

But the emotions were still there. He did have a motherland, he did have
a language, he did have a people and his people did have a soil. They
had been living on this soil for thousands of years, but now it was af-
flicted by war. The sons of the land were being killed. Some were exiled
from their land by force. Some were bribed, and others still were threat-
ened to keep them quiet about the violence of the regime. These emo-
tions were constantly consuming him like a fire, and the flames of this
inner fire compelled him all the more strongly to return to his land: “It
is time to return home. Enough with all this exile!”

Without telling anyone, neither his friends in exile nor his family in the
Mountains, one day he returned to his motherland with nothing but a
pair of empty hands. Before returning, he had struggled in his heart:
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“Should I tell my family and friends that I’ve had enough of this exile?
That I want to return to my motherland, I want to speak my own lan-
guage, I want to wear my own clothes? Enough depending on foreign-
ers. There is no place like home! 1t is better for me to seek refuge in my
motherland, however poor and destitute it may be.”

But all he did was smile to himself and say: “No, it is better not to trou-
ble anyone. Just as I went into exile unannounced, I will keep quiet
about my return and not bother anyone. I will go and lie down right
there in the Mountains and take some rest on my land, on my soil.”

The thoughts that had distressed him in exile proved true: the Mountains
had indeed changed a lot by now. These alleys, that township, this ba-
zaar, those villages — their appearance had completely changed. Molla
Patomah had left the village before the war and her huge compound had
fallen into ruins. Chief Hasan and the people of Nodan village had aban-
doned their habitation in the Mountains after the war, and left it to des-
olation. But not everything had changed — the breeze at dawn, the sun-
set, the duststorms, the moonlight, the scorching heat, the season of the
date harvest from the earliest dates to ripen to the very end of the season,
and the moist smell after the first rain of the year were all exactly like
they used to be.

Yes, dear mother, your son is back in the Mountains!

This translation was first published in Balochistan Times on 20 De-
cember 2020, https://balochistantimes.com/back-in-the-mountains/
(retrieved 20 December 2020).

It was republished in Orientalia Suecana, vol. 70 (2021), pp. 1-3.
http://uu.diva-portal.org/smash/get/diva2:1526287/FULLTEXTO1.pdf
(retrieved 28 January 2022).
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Habib Kadkhodaei

Introduction

Habib Kadkhodaei, also known as Habibollah or Farzin Kadkhodaei,
was born on 23 September 1992 in Bog, Kaserkand, Sistan and Ba-
luchestan Province, Iran. He holds a degree in Electrical Engineering
from the Islamic Azad University of Zahedan, which he was awarded
in the spring of 2016.

From 2016 to 2018 Habib taught middle- and high-school level
mathematics in Kaserkand, but in late 2018 he had to flee his country.
He now lives in Germany.

Already during his time in Iran, Habib wrote about social and political
issues on weblogs and different websites, but due to the repressive nature
of the Iranian regime, he always had to publish under fictitious names.
All these writings were in Persian, and although Habib had already be-
come interested in reading and writing in Balochi, he felt that he lacked
the tools to do so because his entire education had been in Persian.

In Germany, Habib has continued writing on social and political sub-
jects. His tweets and blogs are quoted in Persian oppositional media, e.g.
Zamanehmedia®*® and Iranwire.?** He is also one of the reporters for the
Rasanknews webpage.?>°

The story presented here, Gawlok o Molla Charsiay Tait (The Spoilt
Brat and Mullah Weedhead’s Amulet), tells of a person who, for no
good reason, flees his homeland and ends up in an unspecified Euro-
pean country. The story contains many subtle critical observations
about both human nature and the European refugee reception system,
combined with a good portion of humour.

248 See, e.g., hitps://www.radiozamaneh.com/556508 (retrieved 24 March 2021).
24 hitps://iranwire.com/fa/features/41065 (retrieved 24 March 2021).
230 hitps://rasanknews.com/ (retrieved 24 March 2021).
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The Spoilt Brat and Mullah Weedhead’s
Amulet

Written by Habib Kadkhodaei

Translation by Carina Jahani

From the moment I was born and first opened my eyes, I saw that all
the people in my family were filled with joy. From all directions, eve-
ryone sung my praises with different melodies. As for Auntie, she was
so happy she declared her willingness to die for me a hundred times an
hour. The apple of her eye had come to this world. Mother said her hero
had been born. Grandmother and Grandfather said that a tribal chief had
been born, whereas my sisters said that a doctor or a pilot had been born.

The members of my family were constantly on tiptoe, and if, God forbid,
I caught some slight fever or other illness, they all asked God for mercy
in their own way. One would sacrifice a sheep, another a cow, and an-
other still would make a pilgrimage to the Sheikhs’ village and pray for
me. [ was a spoilt and overprotected child that received nothing but love
and affection. Already in the cradle I was filled with joy and felt elevated
above everyone and everything. I said to myself there is nobody else like
me in the whole world. I am the only perfect one in the universe.

I was the only boy in the family. Growing up, all I heard every day were
words of praise and admiration. Everyone knows that an excess of ad-
miration will lift a person above his fellow earthlings, and I was becom-
ing more puffed up with every day that passed. I esteemed myself so
highly in my own mind that again and again I told myself that apart
from me there is not a single good-looking, smart, handsome young
man in the whole world. I’'m the only flower that smells sweet.

From the first day I started school, I never opened a single book, but
still I only got top grades. I thought woooooow! I'm really on top of
things! But the truth is, the reason I got good grades was that my sister’s
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husband was headmaster of the school, and he had told the other teach-
ers not to give his brother-in-law anything less than top grades. “He’s
the only son in his family, and his sister loves him more than she loves
me. If you give him a low grade his sister will curse me day and night.
Well, I can take being cursed, but she’ll also make me stand on one leg
in the corner for a whole night, as if I were a schoolchild.”

As I grew up and became more and more arrogant, I came to believe
that there was no one better and more knowledgeable than myself in the
whole world. If God grants me a few more years, [ will soon take charge
of the country’s affairs and become a great leader. It was with these big
plans that I began my university studies while still thinking I was the
only flower that smelled sweet.

One day, as we were studying in the classroom, our teacher began to
praise and commend himself. He told us all about his achievements. I
was very troubled by what he said and I got all upset. This was the
first time someone else had praised himself in front of me in this way.
All of a sudden I burst out: “What on earth are you saying, sir? Are
you out of your mind? How dare you boast about yourself like this? If
you and the other university lecturers were pounded in a mortar, all of
you would not add up to a fourth of my weight. Get lost and play your
tricks somewhere else.”

What I said actually upset the teacher quite a bit, and he told the other
lecturers: “Deceive this crazy boy as best you can, and don’t give him any
passing grades.” My four years at university had come to an end, but I had
not yet finished my studies. I thought to myself that if I stay any longer
people will start ridiculing me. I secretly gave up my studies, and told
others that I had got my degree but did not feel like working at the mo-
ment, and was going to take it easy for a while before looking for a job.

Every day I put on a suit to boost my self-image, went out, and walked
aimlessly up and down the streets of the village. Sometimes in the
afternoon I went down to the village madrasa where the youngsters of
the village gathered, or sometimes I walked all the way from there to
Miran’s garden.

But for some time I had been struggling mentally, telling myself that
sooner or later people would realize that I had not completed my stud-
ies. After all, how long can this lie be concealed? So I needed some sort
of pretext to leave the country, to be on the safe side and make sure no
one found out about my huge lie.
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One afternoon when, as was my habit, [ was walking the streets count-
ing the potholes, a relative of ours called Janal Petrol-Smuggler bumped
into me. I greeted him, and there and then he declared: “I hope you don’t
mind, but ’'m going to leave the country.” I was taken completely by
surprise by this. Out of nowhere I asked: “Where are you going?”” He
answered: “To Europe.” Even more astonished, I said: “My dear Janal,
it’s not that easy to go to Europe.”

But I realized there was no way to hold Janal back. He had really taken a
firm decision and said that he was going to Europe by any means. “I only
have two loads of petrol left. I’ll deliver these two loads and then sell the
car and finance my journey with the money I get.”

I asked: “How are you going to get there?”

“This is how. Europe has opened its borders. Everyone is setting out for
Europe. Don’t you know that Yakub and Mawlok also sold their sheep
and cows two months ago and set out for Europe. They’re already there.
I swear by the shaikh of Bog village, they’re so well off now that after
two months they each bought an iPhone.

So, right then and there I concluded that if I stay here, and people find
out I never finished university, I’ll lose face in front of everyone. It
would be a very good idea to leave!

I asked Janal: “When? Exactly what day are you leaving?”

He said: “Hodal ‘Benz’ has gone to Chahbahar to sell his Mercedes. As
soon as he gets back and I’'m done delivering these two loads, in twenty
days or so, that’s when we’re going.”

Then I told him to be sure to let me know before they leave. “Who
knows? Maybe I’ll come along.” Janal the Petrol-Smuggler said: “Sure,
we’ll let you know before we take off so you can get ready too. It would
be great if you came, but honestly I don’t think you’re going to. You’re
the spoilt child of your family.”

I went home and tried to bring up the subject gently. I noticed no one liked
the idea. Mother said: “If you go, may the milk I've fed you be haram.”

And Grandmother said: “My dear child, stay right here. Why on earth
would you want to go to the land of the infidels? You’ll lose your faith,
and all your habits and customs will change.”

My sisters protested vociferously: “You’re our only brother. If you
leave here, we’ll die of longing!”
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Janal’s twenty days were coming to an end, but there was no sign that
my family would be ready to send me off. One evening, when my cousin
Balanch and I were sitting in my front parlour, I told him that I intended
to leave the country, but that my family were not at all happy about it.
He said: “Don’t worry at all. I have a mullah, a superb one. He will give
you an amulet which will change all their minds to such a degree that
they’ll tell you to go themselves.

But this mullah doesn’t help everyone out like this. He only does it for
his close friends and confidants, or if someone has a lot of money or is
very good looking. But don’t worry, my dear cousin, the mullah is my
friend. We always smoke hash together. So we’ll go there on the pretext
of smoking some hash, and when he’s high and out of his senses he’ll
surely do the job for you.”

We bought some really high-quality stuff from Abdol the Lame and
went to Mullah’s house and greeted him. After a few minutes, Balanch
lit the joint. Mullah wouldn’t smoke in front of me at first, but Balanch
said: “Dear Mullah, you don’t need to worry about a thing. This is my
cousin. His mouth’s locked tight and stamped ‘Made in Japan’. Come
on and smoke some. If you don’t smoke this, it’s like you’ll be missing
out on half your life.” So then the mullah started smoking, even if there
was still some fear in his heart.

After his fourth hit, Mullah was so high that he completely forgot his
Balochi and started speaking Urdu: “Wow, my friend! What superb
hash! It takes you to seventh heaven!”

I said: “Drop dead, Mullah! The only Urdu I know is ‘Hi, how are you?
I love you.” I picked it up from a movie by Amitabh Bachchan. Now
give me an amulet that will make my family accept my going to Europe,
and get lost.”

Again in Urdu, Mullah said: “Well, this is no big deal. I’'ll give you an
amulet that will do the job in ten minutes.”

Mullah Weedhead gave me the amulet and I took it to the village. Not
a day had passed before I found out that all the people in my family had
accepted my journey. My father sold a plot of land, my mother sold her
gold, and they gave me a decent amount of money. On the seventeenth
day, Janal called and said: “We’re ready. Make your preparations, you
too, because we’re leaving in three days.”

So on exactly the twentieth day we set out for Europe. Our journey
lasted two months and then we reached Europe.
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Once we’d arrived, we thought everything was fine, but actually that’s
when the real problems began. We phoned Mawlok and Yakub: “We
don’t know anything at all. What should we do now?”

They said: “You don’t need to do all that much. As soon as you see a
policeman, just say in English: ‘I am a refugee.” He’ll take you to the
office for asylum seekers himself.”

So that’s what we did, and they took our fingerprints, and then the ref-
ugee officer sent us to this temporary camp and told us we would stay
there for two weeks. After that they would send us to a permanent camp.

We phoned our friends and said we were settled now, and that they
should come and see us. So the two of them came. The moment they
saw us they broke out laughing. We were surprised. What on earth was
making them laugh so hard? They said: “So you’re still wearing Balochi
clothes. This is not the place for such clothing. The cold will destroy
you in those things. You’ll freeze to death. Take them off immediately.”

I came to think of how right poor Grandma was when she said: “In a
foreign land you will lose your traditions, little by little.”

So with heavy hearts we changed into foreign clothes and went down-
town. As we were walking, I asked: “They told us that we must go to a
certain place in two weeks. They have some questions to ask us. What do
they want to ask us about?” Yakub and Mawlok answered: “They will
ask you what you have done in your country that puts your life in danger
if you stay there. You must provide a case that they will believe.”

I said I had no idea what to say, so what should I do?

They said: “We’ve found some Baloch who have lived here a long time
and know how things work. Let’s go and see them so that they can give
you some good advice. But truth be told, it’s either a political or a reli-
gious case that stands a chance. If you want your issue settled quickly,
you have to go for one of these options.” I said: “Neither of these is a
way forward. Don’t even mention converting to Christianity. It’s bad
enough that our clothes are gone; we mustn’t lose what feeble faith we
have as well. And more important, if Grandma finds out, she’ll have a
heart attack and be on her way to the graveyard in a coffin in no time.
And if I go for a political case, my family will end up in trouble with
the regime and face all sorts of harassment.”

So they said: “Well, your highness, in that case you should end the pro-
cess right now, return to your country and go back to loitering outside
the madrasa and walking around the village counting potholes.”
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There was nothing else for me to do than to say with a sad heart: “Damn
it. I’ll throw myself into the trouble of making up a political case. It’s
better than losing what feeble faith I have and killing Grandma.”

So I asked how I should prepare my political case and who could help
me with it? They said there was a man here who used to live in Dorap
village in Balochistan. He had also been a political adviser to the Gulf
Sheikhs for a few years. He came here some ten, fifteen years ago and
is a great political activist! He’s on top of whatever political goings on
there are in the world, and it’s rumoured that his grandfather was an
intimate friend of Churchill’s. Actually he’s as wise as Churchill!

Then I went to see this man, and as soon as my eyes fell on him, when I
saw his tall figure and broad shoulders, his suit, tie and Rolex watch, I
said to myself that there can surely be no greater political leader in the
world than he. He seems to be the kind of politician who’s spent so much
time hunched over political cases and files that his neck has disappeared!

So this man explained to me what to say and what not to say. Then he
promised to write a statement about me, which I should submit to the
court at the time of my hearing. I had nothing to worry about, and would
be able to put my new passport in my pocket within four or five days.

The time for my hearing came, and I went there and said everything this
man had told me to say. I also gave them the statement. When the judge
saw the piece of paper, he shook his head and asked who had written
the statement. I answered that it was our great political leader, the fel-
low who is a really great political activist.

The judge looked at me with suspicion and said: “I neither accept this
statement about you, nor do [ accept what you have told me.”

“How come?” I asked. “This statement was written and given to me by
this great politician, you know, the one who is in charge of running the
whole world.”

He said: “What you are telling me does not agree at all with what is in
the statement.”

In fact, that man was so careless that he had given me the wrong paper.
The “statement” was nothing but the old Balochi legend of Hani and
Shay Morid as sung by the legendary Kamalan!
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Ladies and Gentlemen!

The story about our great political leader with his Rolex watch has a
parallel. When the horses are not allowed to race, surely a donkey will
finish first. That statement-writing fellow came at a time when there
were no other activists, and had created an image of being a political
leader in charge of the whole world.

But now, having made up a political case, I too have become a political
activist and can no longer return home. And here, nobody believes what
I say. But one day I came to think of Mullah Weedhead, and gave Bal-
anch a call. I thought perhaps Mullah could give me an amulet to solve
my problem! But Balanch called back and said Mullah had told him that
this was beyond his capacity, that his magic and his amulets do not work
in the lands of infidels. If there’s anyone whose amulets and incanta-
tions have power over there, it is the Zigri Master from Palliri.

So I asked someone to go and see the Master from Palliri, and he prayed
and said a blessing over me. All I can do now is to sit here and lament
my situation, and wait to see what the Master from Palliri’s incantation
can do for me at the next asylum hearing!

This translation was published in Orientalia Suecana, vol. 70 (2021),
pp. 53-57.
http://uu.diva-portal.org/smash/get/diva2:1526287/FULLTEXTO1.pdf
(retrieved 28 January 2022).
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Mehlab Naseer

Introduction

Zar Jan Naseer, better known by her pen name Mehlab Naseer (also
spelled Mehlab Nasir), was born on 18 December 1982 in Khairabad
village, Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan. She went to school in
Gurhi village, after which her family moved to Turbat to enable her to
continue her education. She received a BA in Sociology, History and
Balochi from the the University of Balochistan, Quetta, in 2002, and an
MA in English literature from the same university, in 2006. She then
pursued a second MA at the University of Balochistan, this time in
Balochi literature, which she completed in 2008.

Mehlab worked in special education for three years, from 2007 to
2010 in Quetta, the provincial capital of Balochistan, Pakistan. In 2010
she moved to Turbat and started teaching English literature at the Girls’
Degree College and the University of Turbat. She continued teaching
until 2016 when she left the country.

Mehlab began writing in Urdu in 2007, and a year later she wrote her
first pieces in Balochi. She writes poetry, short stories and literary es-
says. She is particularly interested in literary criticism. In an interview
published online,*! she talks about the challenges that a woman writer
faces in a male-dominated society. She emphasizes that it is only when
women overcome their fear of expressing themselves through writing
that Balochi literature will be able to fly with two wings.

An anthology of Mehlab’s poems was published in 2019 under the
title of Mehlab Taw Ché Gwashay? (Mehlab, What Do You Say?).2%
Some of her short stories have been published in literary journals. She
is also a regular contributor to the web-based magazine Balochistan
Times.?> In addition to writing, she does translation work from Urdu
and English into Balochi.

2! https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wxOrG-Y labc (retrieved 13 January 2021).
232 Nasir, Mehlab (2020). Mehlab Taw Ché Gwashay? Uppsala and Stockholm: Upp-
sala University and Sahitya.

233 hitps://balochistantimes.com/ (retrieved 24 November 2020). This version is
slightly different from the one published in this volume.
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In 2014 Mehlab began collaborating with the Balochi Language Pro-
ject by taking part in an orthography workshop.?>* She visited Uppsala
several times to work on the project before moving to Sweden in 2018.
Before that she had lived in Oman for two years. Mehlab now lives in
Uppsala, Sweden.

The story presented here, Dega kass nést (There is nobody else) is
semi-autobiographical, and concerns the time when Mehlab lived in Mus-
cat, the capital of Oman. Among the feelings depicted in the story are love,
affection, selfishness, alienation, loneliness, and the pain of exile.

234 http://www.lingfil.uu.se/forskning/the-balochi-language-project/ (retrieved 12 Janu-
ary 2021).
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There Is No One Else

Written by Mehlab Naseer

Translation by Imrana Baloch

“I have taken out the books you asked for.”
“Ok mom, then send them to me if someone travels here.”

“My daughter, nowadays people don’t tell anyone when they go abroad,
but I’ll ask your father to take them to the airport. He’ll send them if he
comes across someone who by God’s grace is willing to take them
along. But it won’t work this Monday. Maybe your father can take them
there on Thursday?”

“Fine, mom.”

Then my mother went on to tell me how the world is changing. “There is
no affection between people anymore. They don’t visit each other, nor
do they care about how others are doing. In those days, there were no cell
phone or other such gadgets for communication, but there was so much
kindness. Today there are cell phones, Internet, WhatsApp and all that,
but people’s hearts are far apart.

On the surface [ was answering her, saying “yes, mom... yes,” but deep
down I was thinking that mom was talking as if she was conversing
with me face to face. International calls are very expensive, but I
couldn’t ask her to end the call. She told me as many things as she could
until there was no balance left on the phonecard. When the call was
disconnected, I closed my eyes and tears rolled down my cheeks...

How long it had been since I had talked to my mother. She became so
lonely after I left. I felt like screaming, like crying, but I wiped away
my tears. I thought that I should not think about these things and tried
to divert my attention to other issues...
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“Did he deliver the things? Your father went to so much trouble to send
them. Everyone he asked refused because they already had too much lug-
gage. Also, the employees at the airport are so greedy and stingy nowa-
days. You can’t send anything anymore. You just have to forget about it.”

“I sneaked in some pieces of dried meat and split dates. Your father was
standing over me, bless him. He kept nagging at me, saying it’s too
heavy, nobody will take it. I knew he was right, but I just couldn’t help
it ... It’s the dried meat from the Eid festival. I saved a little for you...”

Whatever mother had said to herself in her loneliness, or to my sister or
my aunt, or to anyone else who was willing to listen from Friday to
Thursday, she now told me. I kept replying “yes mom” and “right
mom,” and I was thinking how much trouble my father had taken in this
hot weather, how many people he had had to beg in order to send me
these things.

“I don’t want my books anymore.” My heart was breaking at this
thought. I felt a sensation of pain run through my blood and out to my
entire body. My eyes filled with tears.

The books were plastered like broken legs. I got some pieces of dried
meat and pitted dates. I took out the dried meat to cook it, but memories
of Fid and gatherings at home made me so uneasy and restless that [
wrapped them back up in the pieces of cloth my mother had wrapped
them in and put them aside. My heart sank further.

[ took up the books and smiled. “Look at Mom. What care she has taken.
How efficient she is!” I opened the pitted dates and began eating like a
person who’s been starving for a long time. I finished half of them.

I was missing the seasons of the date harvest back home in Gurhi vil-
lage. The memories of ripe and half-ripe dates saddened me deeply. 1
felt like dying... but how does one die like this? [ went to my bedroom,
lay on the bed and closed my eyes.

I thought I should unwrap the books, but I was feeling so lazy and lone-
some that I couldn’t even get up.

“I thought about your new shawls... But of course you don’t wear
shawls there. Our maid-servant’s daughter came to us wearing a torn
shawl. I pitied her and gave them to her out of charity. They were just
lying about. There was a pair of sandals as well. God will give you new
ones, so I gave them away to her as an act of charity too.”

“You did the right thing, mom. Did you send my diary too?”
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“I don’t know whether it was your diary or not, but I sent something
that looked like a notebook with a folded paper book cover. I put it in.
Well, I don’t recognize these things, but there was a booklet, I sent it.”

I knew I hadn’t put a book cover on my diary. Surely, mom had sent
something else thinking that it was my diary.

A week had passed since the books arrived, but I had not yet opened them.
I thought I should open them.

When [ removed the plastic tape around the books, I burst into laughter.

“Look at Mom. She sent Mano’s notebook instead of my diary. Now
Mano must be searching for it everywhere, and it has arrived in Muscat.”

The notebook was in my hand, and I didn’t know whether it was a pain
or a pleasure. I could feel the flow of blood in my veins.

I caressed the notebook softly. It felt as if it was Mano’s soft face. |
began to turn its pages. A smile was spreading on my face.

“Unit one: My family.”

The picture she had drawn of my father was that of an old man. Below
it said “Granddad.”

I laughed.

The picture she had drawn of my mother was that of a bent, old woman
wearing glasses. Below it said “Grandmother.”

This time I laughed even more.

The “Father” she had drawn was holding “Mano’s” hand.
In the arms of “Mother” she had drawn a baby.

The “Sisters” were drawn as standing side by side.

Beside the drawing of “Uncle,” under the erased drawing of a woman,
I could see an erased word, “Auntie.”
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Bot

Eltap Baloch

A wati shahra éwak at. Téwagén shahra dega kass ham néstat. Aia éwaki
wassh butagat. E shahra dega kass 4bad naat, 4i4 abéd. Shahray jalwah o
nedarag ancho delkassh at ke mortagén del boda kant. Har némaga
shirkenén dpay kawr o j6 tachagd atant, bag o bagichah sabz o 4bad atant.
Har tahray morg, dalwat o janwar ¢ shahra hastat. Abramay delkasshén
nedaragay hamrahid mosomay hesaba ¢ shahray badal néstat. Har roch
shahray yakk na yakk kondhéa jambar sahél atant o hawr gwaraga at. Har
kojam sharri o zébai ke yakk shahréay wasta allami ent, 4 chizz ¢ shahra
hastat. A, é shahray yakkén wahond at. Aidra éwakia hechbar bétahir
nakortagat o 4 wati éwakid sakk shat o gal at.

Yakk roché aia hayal kort ke cha hoshkén nendagé naay gaddhag kanag
gehter ent. Chizzé na chizzé kanagi ent. Gorha ché kanagi ent? Aia chort
jat ke anchén karé kanagi ent o anchén chizz¢ mané sazagi ent ke mani
shahra angat néstent. Bale mani shahrd wa har chizz hast. Kojam chizz
ent ke pasht kaptag?

Yakbaré padd hamé sawarhaga but. Bazén pegr o jerhahén o shahray
gard o sayla pad, 414 maret ke mani shahrd wa har chizz hastent bale
agan yakk chizzéay kammi ent, 4 “bot” ent. Bezdn diay shahra bot néstat
o dega harché hastat. Ai4 paysalah kort ke man jwanén, borz o boland
o mazanshanén boté thahénan. Aia, shahray zebéterén o sabzazarén o
borzterén tholléd mazanén drachkéay kasha ke dega hecch néstat, shot
0 mazanén seng¢ ér kort o botay trashagi bena kort.

Mah o sél gwastant o 4 gobn hamé sengén botay addh kanagé moshkul at.
Yakk roché aia maret ke bot tayar ent. E borz o bolandén baraband o
shépagponzén washrang o dhawldarén jenekki boté at ke tayar at.
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E botara baniddami anchén rangé jati ke chd ensana but o kassd ham
pajjaha nayawort ke ¢ asli ensané ya boté. Eshiay gwar chd polla
sraptagatant o padani shama gwashaygd bénag petthaga at. Eshiay
lonthani sar4d anchén bechkandé sahra bayaga at ke cha téwagén shahra
z¢ébater at. Eshiay chammani tahd gwashay ométéay donyaéa wati
bandatay rozhnéén saparé bendat kortagat.

Aia bot charet, ta wat hayran o habakkah but ke ¢ chéé ke man sharr
kort. Aia bésah néstat ke é rangén dhawldarén chizz¢é jorha bit. Aia
jérhet ke ¢ dhawldarén bot ke eda éwak bebit, jalwaha nadant. Eshiay
kasha dega yakk boté thahénan ke belli do bant. Ai4 dega hamé kadday
sengé awort o dega botéay trashag bend kort. Mah o sal gwastant o ¢
bot ham tayar but. Doén bot yakké domia sakk nazzikk atant. Domi bot
ke tayar but ta ¢ mardéni boté at.

E botani jorh kanaga pad, 4 sakk gal o wassh but ke nun mani shahr
dhawldarter ent. Hama chizzay kammi ke butag, nun sarjam ent.
Yakbaré pada & wati shahray sayl o nedaraga dar atk. Shahr sakk mazan
at 0 dér gwastagat ke 4 gon é botani trashaga dazgatth butagat. Aia shahray
sarjamén sayla yakk haptagé lagget. Haptagéa pad watarr hama jaha atk ke
6d4 4ia bot sharr kortagatant, ta hayran o habakkaha bit... seng o syaha
bit... doén bot eda naant...

Yakbaré pada téwagén shahri golet ta é botani hecch jagah soj néstat. A
jérhaga at ke € shahray charén kondh band ant, shahré diay hokma abéd
na kasé poterta kant o na ke kasé dar atka kant. Gon hamé jérhag o
waswasan, aiara marochi awali bard kochandhaga gept o 4, bagay sartén
sahegéa wab kapt. Cha waba ke bosti kort, diay nezz4 mazanén sdhaté
gwastagat. Chammi pach kortant ta sydh o taharén zenddnéa bandig ent.
A jérhaga at ke ché bayaga ent? Mani hasti o donya é ranga badal bayan
ent. E chonén esraréa mané geptag.

Daménééd pad zendanay yakk darwazagéay pach bayagay tawar but.
Zamzilani zhelikk zhelikk at. Kasanén rozhnaié themban at. Do kas aiay
némaga pédak at ke cha dura dyani dém gendag nabutant. Nazzikka ke
sar butant, ta téwagén zendan rozhna but. Aia é ke distant, hoshk o
hayran but. Chéa ke ¢ hamaiay jorh kortagén doén bot atant ke 4id gon
wati jenday dastan jorh kortagatant.

198



Nun 414 yat atk ke man ¢ bot hama drachkay kashé jorh kortagatant ke
¢ drachkay sarti o washbo harchéa belaggit, aiay taha zend, agl o danesh
wadia bit. Bale nun... B4z wahd gwastag o layb cha aiay dasta shotagat
o ¢ shahray wahond hamé bot butagatant ke wati jorh kandkay ndma
hakemi kanaga atant. Har charend o parend, sahdaresh wati tabeh jorh
kortagat o aslén wahond yakk tahdrén zenddnéa band at o cha
pashomania bashbash waragi at.

Chép o sheng: Tékband Estin, &zmank nambar, Nawambar 2018.
Bechar chérnebis 42.
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Syahkar

Hakim Bal6ch

Jergahd mokaddamhay drahén tak o pahnatani yakk sarjamén raporthé
dém datagat o separeshi kortagat ke Dawlat Hand wati neshar gon
dardmadén mardéé geptag o doén hamé jagaha koshtagant.

Sahtiay sur gon Dawlat Hanay kasterén brat Mohabbat Hana do sal sari
butagat. Sura shash mah rand, 4ia Dabaia r6zgaré rasetagat. Yakk o ném
sala rand 4idy chotthi bayagi at. Aia hal datagat ke démay méhay
panzdaha, 4 do mahay chotthia dyaga ent.

Aiay ayaga char roch pésar, diay masterén brat Dawlat Hana Sahti gon
4 mardd pa narawai dist o doéni koshtant. Cha patth o polay raportha
sahra but ke koshokay gayratd bahand kort, aid wati neshar o aiay
“ashna” har doén hama daman o hama jagaha katl kortant, o jergaha
gon yakk taward € gayrat o lajjay kosh jahi karar dat o mard o zal
syahkar Iéketant o DhiSid (DC) wati ewardh ¢ paymd dém dat ke
syahkariay kosh ché ¢ dega koshan 1¢kag mabit o Dawlat Hana kayd o
banday sez4 dayag mabit.

Man mesl bona tan sard padéa hurtid charetagat o sharria wantagat. Yakk
gwahé wati bayana gwashit ke € “ashna” pa wati 0lak4 kadimmay geraga
hama bégaha ayani halkd atkagat. Gwashti: “Mani dr4jén rahé, man pa
wati oshtera kadimma zuran, barén déma rasit ya narasit?”” Dawlat Hana
aiara kadimm pa baha dat.

Mosépera kadimm oshtera laddhetant o roksati gept pa rawagéa ke Dawlat
Hana gon 414 gwasht: “Nun tahdrmahi ent o jambar ham sara ant. Taw
shapa goén ma bejall, sohba bam ke dant, beraw.” Warndya marhéh kort.
Aiay mennati gept o pad atk pa rawaga. Dawlatd 4 pada salah jat, gwashti:
“Marhah makan, ché mabit rdha rad bekanay yd nahdréay warhali
bebay.” Gorhd warnaén mosaper jallet. M4 drostan yakjah nan wart.
Harkas wati gesa shot. Sohb4 mara sama kapt ke mehména wati dast o
dém syah kortagant gon Dawlatay bratay warnéén jana.
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Mana bawar nabut ke pa katrahé¢ o daméanééd mard o janay ashnai o do
dardmaday yakjahi o démsyahi chetawr amal buta kant. Man gwah o
molzem o drah padad l6thédéntant. Cha molzemé ke joston kort aia
gwasht: “Saheb! Mani neshara baddasti cha mani bratay darmolki4 rand
bena kortagat, chosh ke halkay zalbulan wati halwatan yakdomia josta
kort ke Sahtiay lap parcha cho gwat geran ent. Kaséa gwasht ke marday
bazén zarr o sohrani pig ant. Degaréa gwasht ke dapi cho helaria drahén
récha romosta ent, piga najant o lapa narddénit, dega ché bekant? Bale
mara ¢ goman néstat ke a4 wati déma syah kanaga ent o drahén kothomay
déma tapagé lagashagd ent. Man 4 shapi agan 4 gon é mosaperén
warndya mageptén, mani brata wati 16gi ke 1apporria bedistén, 4ié wati
dela ché gwashtagat.”

Meslay tahd, na gwahan, na molzema o na memberan Sahtiay lapporriay
zekr kortagat. E pa man o pa mokaddamahé nokén o ehmén habaré at,
gwahi o shonkéri¢ at ke 4ia jorm o jormay amalard ndkén rangé dat.
Molzem dape wat gwashagd ent ke mani bratd wati jan lapporria
bedistén, aia wati deld ché gomana kort.”

Man gwasht: “Taw rasta gwashay, sharrén jan o shiri 6lak andmati
shay naant.” Dawlatay petd, ke mokaddamahay masterén gwah o wati
gayratmandén bacchay wakil at, bé josta gwasht: “Saheb! Mani neshar
wat baddasté at. Hoda bezant cha kadi o gon kay kaya wati démi syéh
kortagat. Agan & shapi gon bagjata gerag mabutén, 4ia mani pardisién
warndyard, gon aiay sar bayagd lapay kothek pa mestdgi datagat.
Dinboan gwasht ke tai nesharay zahgd daméan o katrahéa dashtagat.
Agan mati koshag mabutén, do char rocha rand allamé wadi butagat.
Sharr but ke ma cha nahakkén honéa bacchetén.”

Lapporrén zalé ke aiay zahgay wadi bayagd daman o katrahé bedarit
chon gon daman o katrahéay mosaperéa “ashna” bit? A mah o nokiay
sanda wati jenday joda jwaba dant, gon bagjata chon joptia bit? Mana
bawar nabut ke Sahtiay mawtay sawab yakshapi mehman ent ke
taharmahén shapay syahidn gar o gomsar but. Man mokaddamah
Kraem Branchara dat ke eshiay patth o p6la cha ndksaré bekant.

Mani déma do raporth ant, yakké Kraem Branchay noksaranay patth o
pol ent o domi har réchi krdem raporth ent. Har do yakkén habaré
gwashaga ant. Awalid sarjamén patth o p6la rand pakkaia wati raporth
datag ke Dawlat Hanéa gon wati bratay sharrang o warnaén jana, bratay
rawaga rand pa zOr o narawai najahi kortag o néth aiay lap porr kortag.

Ayan hal raset ke Mohabbat Han do char rocha randa kayt o sara bit.
Dawlat Hana tors man dela kapt ke aiay brat 16gid lapporria begendit,
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aid allamd josta kant o jan aid hakkén hala zalura dant. Gorha pa aia
hayr naent. Aia pa wati syahkariani chér dayaga bécharagén mosaperén
bagjat ndhakké syahkar kort, mosaper, banor o koédak démhoni datant
ke balkén ayani hon éiay syahkarid géar bekant.

Domi raporth hala dant ke Mohabbat Han4 wati brat Dawlat Han
koshtag ke 4ia pakkéid malum butag ke diay darandhéhiay wahdan, aiay
brata aiay warnaén janay gwara wati dém syah kortag.

Chap o sheng: Baloch, Hakim (2000). Asay Chahr. Bechar chérnebis 53.
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Nako

Nasim Dashti

“Wati trud begend.” Mani nako6d yakk zébaén jenekkéay némagé wati
dast shahar dat.

“Eshia?” Man hayrania jost kort.
“Haw, haw. E tai tru Dorgol ent.”

Cha Dorgolay ndmay eshkonagéd mani déma dah salay yatani wasshén
nedarag gardaga laggetant. Aiay z¢ébai, rang o danag, aski didag,
katharén ponz, kaméanén borwan, marpéchén malgér har warnaén dela
cha bandokana sendit. Bale mand diay pollén démay sohrén lonthéni
wasshén bechkandag sakk dost ant. Paméshka man nakoay € gappa ke
tai tru Dorgol ent, baz hayran mantan parcha ke 4 cha kasdnia mani wab
o hayéalani mahdarwarén dottok at. Bale nun ke mani kamashén nakoa
wati logbanok kortagat, pa man cha pegr o hayalan abéd hecch pasht
nakaptagat. Hamé sawaba cha mani chamman arsani ragdm shaletant o
cha delay bonbanda opparan bahand kort, bale pa ndkéay kohén hatera
man wati bétahiri yakdam sahrd nakort. Bale chonaha ¢ gamani bar cha
mani nez6rén baladay saggé gésh at. Paméshka man pa dhannay rawaga
wati gdm pa gég o andam chest kortant, gwashay ke dradhén zeminay
bar mani chakka at.

“Assalam alaykom.” Man ndkoara salam dat o goshad goshada pa wati
bana dar shotéan.

“Walaykom salam. Beraw, taw Hod4ay mayar ay.”

Man wati band tahtay sara shakundém butdn o pegr o anddohani
tuppand mana man ropt. Man hayal kort ke may rawéja gon bédhawl
o badrangén karan wati ddmon chinkas pdleng kortag. Mani dhawlén
chinkas warna wati hakkén arman o wahagani wasta talwasaga ent,
bale 4 zalemén rawdjay déma béwas ant. Mana hashtad salién ndkoay
gon kasansalén Dorgola sur kanag sakk tawret bale chon kanén?
Kamashana pant o s6j kanag mazanén béadabié. Hamé sawaba pa man
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ndométiay ah o opparan abéd dega hecch pad namant o man cha
pahkén lacharia gon Hodaya jost o jwab kort.

“Oo wajah Hoda! Mani gonah o mayar ché ent? Chosh parcha but? Tai
ham wahag hamesh at ke Dorgol yakkéay aménat at, & dega kaséay
16gay z¢éb o brah bebit? E yakk wabé wa naent? Bale na. E wéab yakk
allamén ehwaléay but. Mani didagani ars ndhudagé retkant. Mani donya
wayran... o mani ndkoay donya abad but.”

Donyéay chéarén kondhan tabahid man shantagat. Hamé taharmahén
shapd dsménay estar drapshaga atant, bale mani tahdrén shapay hama
drapshokén estar ke baz déran rand dhalag butagat nun mermeranko
but... o mani ométani donya har némaga syah o tahdr at, na rdhé pad, na
dém. Cha wati delay haldhdsha zyarat o pirana tawaron per kort... Wati
granén gamani sobakter kanagd dém pa masita shotan o gon Hodayéa wa
o zarion kort.

“Wajah Hoda! Barén chéa chosh but? Cha mardchia dah sala pésh man
o Dorgola tai pakén 16ga zenday sakki o soridni taha hamrah o hamkoépag
bayagay sawgend wart bale mardchi, dah séld pad man ché gendaga an?
Mani zendagéaniay rozhnaén mah degaréay 16g4 shahm kanagé ent. Rasté
ke donya sakk bérahm ent bale taw cho bérahm naatay, tawbah. Taw ham
kassara hecch gwasht nakort ke Dorgol yakkéay amanat ent?”

Yakk roché man wati yakk sangatéay dochar kapaga rawaga atan ke
man Dorgol domi némaga ayagé dist. Man Oshtatan bale 4 gon wati
dazgohdran gapp jandn cha man shegwast o man hoshk o hayran butan
ke & parcha chosh mow4az ent.

Roch shap o shap roch bayana gwastant o man molur molur butén o har
wahda pegr jat ke Dorgol mani gward parchd ch6 bé bramsh o tawara
gwazit, gwashay mana pajjaha nayarit. Man wati deld niyyat kort ke man
Dorgola a rochay mowéziay sawaba zalur josta kandn. Paméshka man pa
aiay 10ga rahadag butan. Bale wahdé ke darwazaga sar kasshet ta diston
ke & drajén adénkay déma neshtag wati mud o malgoran randag o wati
jenday sambahénaga at ke yakk rodaratki janénéa chosha nabréhit, o cha
aiay ¢ halatda man sakk padard butan. Man aiay banay tahd potertdn o
darwézag band kort. Man sakk bétahir atan. Bale 414 gobn mazanén pahréa
darraént: “Begwash, che gappé?”

“Man... man...”
“Haw ji... ji... begwash taw chéa torsay?”

“Man... man... taw nawassha nabay?”
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“Enna... taw begwash na.”
“Dorgol...”
‘GJi 2

“Dorgol! M4 zendaganid yakké domiay hamrah o hamkopag bayagay
sawgend wartagat bale cha mani rawaga rand parchd chosh but? Man
wati deld chinchok wéhesh o arméan dashtag o 16gé atkagatan bale mani
drostén wahesh o arman hak o poran hawar butant. Marochi man tara
hamé jostd kanan ke ¢ drost cha tai wahagé butagant, agan na?”

“Haw... cha mani wéahaga.” Aia wati chamm jahl kortant o yakk
nezorén tawaréa passawi dat.

“Taw gorhad hamd sawgend zutt shamoshtant ke ma pdken masita
wartant?”

“Enna... bale...”
“Bale... ché?”
“Bale nun zamanag badz déma shotag ...”

“...0 € déma rawdkén zamanagay wasta mala 16thit sohr o zarra 16thit.”
Man aiay gapp tawam kort.

“Taw nazédnay, Karim! Mana gon tai nakoa hecch wahag nést. Bale man
gon aiay mal o dawlatd hobba déaran o tai ndké marochi na bandat ent
cha donyaya rawt. Dega parcha cha aiay dawlata pdedag bekasshant.”

“Bass kan wati puttarid. Man tai dhawlén makrbazén janén zendaga pashta
nagéjan. Annun tai hama hala bit, anché ke yakk mazanén gonahkaréay,
tanke taw cha wati locchén wahaga dega kasséa barbad makanay.”

Man yakdam Dorgol gothgir kort ancho ke yakk shdhin€ jenjeshkéay sara
hinzh bekant bale mani dast larzetant o yakk tawaré mani goshan kapt.

“Parcha wati ndkoay arman o wahagani donydya wayrana kanay? Hama
nako ke tara harch o darchi dat... wanénti... tai har thahl o nazi pojjet.
Bale marochi taw aiay wahagani donyaya tabah kanagé ay.”

Man shot o masita tagerday sard dém pa chér kaptan. Bégah, shap o
shap, némshap but. Sdhat drdj but o wahd wati jaha jekk 6shtat. Mani
arsay gawhar zeminay mati ddmona kaptant. Man pad atk o dhanna dar
atkan. Man del porr at.
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Gam, wapa, dosti, béwapai, zend, Dorgol, nako, dard, del, ranj, zahrbar,
dost, nadosti, béwapd, donya, mal, zarr, doésti, Dorgol, béwapa, mark,
zend, € koll atk o mani déma 6shtatant.

Koja...? Koja...? Man cha wati dela porset. Mani sar jahl at o gon wati
gaman jérhagd atan. Zend chéé? Wapa ché ent? Dosti kojamiay nam
ent? Mani réh kojam ent?

Delé pada dardé pad atk.

E karch ent. Nako wab ent, wati warnaén janay bagala ent. Mani
chamman dist ke Dorgol nakday bagald ent. Aiay badamén chamm
band ant o lonthi pach ant.

Mani del cha zahra porr but, hon mén ragan téz but, lonth gatth
chetant, dast pa lankay karché shot, gdm téz kortant o pa nakéday l6ga
rahadag butan.

Anégaha kochekkéa wakket o man cha wati waba dgah butan. Man wati
chamm chest kortant, borza charet. Zemestani shapay bisti mah ér
rawagi at. Cho sali nddraha mani némaga charaga at. Zemin o dsman
mahay nuray chadera wab atant. Asmén sap at o estar jarhashkagé atant.
Drachkani kaptagén tadk mani padani chéra cho proshtagén dela tawara
atant. Man wati chamm maha sakk datant o 6shtatdn. Méhay nura mani
del cha nura porr kort. Off, off, zend. Delay tahériay tah4 ger6kéa jat o
dostiay yakk lahrhé pad atk. E rozhnaén zardrangén mah, é kaptagén tak,
¢ mortagén pollan mani dard, mani zahr, mani gam bahr kortant. Mani
chamman ars atkant, mani del ché 4smané prah but, estar deld rok butant.

E thuhén prahén golzemina béwapaén Dorgola jagah hast.
E zend pa ndkéa ham wassh ent.

E méh o estari donya, é sabzén zardpollani donya naké o Dorgola
nasib bat.

Man cha wati nakoéay l6gay raha pada gasht o dega rahé gept. Mani gam
téz butant. Mani zobdna wassh wasshd ¢ labz dar atkant: “Nako!
Dorgol! Mana pahell kanét.”

Chép o sheng: Abdolhakim (1970). Gechén azmdnk. Bechar chérnebis 25.
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Pet1 Miras

Naymatolldh Gechki

“Off, mani wajahén Hoda! Man chén kanan? Man parcha ch6 béwas
butan. Wason hast, bale béwas an. Kason hast, bale békas an. Off, mani
nokk chén hoshk ent. Mana kass trampé ap dapa nadant. Janon pahk
zhand zhand ent. Off, kasé nést ke padanon beprenchit, bale degaré
parcha pa man bekant? Adami mehr bégwah ent. Babi! Degar degar ant,
wati jan o jagar ant, bale wati? Dapon senga belaggat agan begwashan
wation nést. Bacch mana Hodaya datag, ganj ent, gorhda chéon mana was
nést, chon mana kas nést? Abbaw, mabatan babi pa shoma. Bale oo mani
Hoda! Mani gonah ché ent? Kason hast, bale dapon makeska porr ent.

Mana zanan, mani badbahti hama rocha atk ke Mazar cha man pésh
shot, agan na man pa ¢ hala nabutagatan. Bale mana nagwashan ke a
mortag. Aiara man pa kojam rochan wati shakkalén shir méchéntagant.
Némshapi pasan delsahrhén 16li pa kojam sahatd éiard datagant.
A zendag ent. Aiay motkay badald man halo kort. Mahluka mana
malandh kort. Man wati dast cha diay zagrén honan ché hennia 16jetant.
Mani dela joshit, bale dozhmenani del sart but. A namiran ent. Tanke
gwarhagay sohrén polla srapant o sohrén golabay poll gamara kanant,
mani mazarbimmeén Mazar zendag ent.

Off, Gamdar! Pa taw mabatan. Dozhmenan asé kapat. Ashopéa sar o
chér batant ke mana béwas o békasesh kort. Badwahani dantan dar
byayatant ke gwashant lagor butay, babi! Zantet, zdnant ke mard pa gég.
Tai daranmolki mana dard ent, bale deld jazm an ke bérgiri asé, dela
sart nabutag, nabit. Mani zerday zardbén wahag ent ke gamay garmén
gwat tai démé makasshat o sohbi nddet sard beshanzatant.

Bale Jangian! Taw parcha cho sardmehr ay? Off, delon dara kayt. Mana
nagwashan, badwaha gwashant ke taw sardmehr butagay. Man saddak an
ke taw hama taw ay. Honchakén chamm tai bémehr naant. Garm o jalan,
gatth o garan tai hoshkén lonth mani del4 eshkaré pera darant. Aherrén
gwahran tai béposhakén janay yat mani dela karché janant. Bale delgran
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mabay. Mani sar borz ent. Béwas an, chamjahl nadn. Agan kothoi wéjahé
naay, kothdi wéjahéay bandig wa naay.

Nasib! Taw mani chamm kor kortant. Bahton kamm ent ke mani Nasib
band ent. Mana zanan ke taw shéri bashbasha waray. Tai zerday bétawarén
nehardag, zanan koth o kalatana jombénant, bale shald kayt hama réch.
Bale ya nasib. Off, kasé hast mand kammé¢ ap dapa bedant? Kasé hast ke
mani sara kammé chest bekant? Damon pasht kapt.

Oo Sardu! Sardu! Garéth! Mani dam band but. Abborhay bébi, mani dam.
Oo Sardu! Taw wab ay? Garib! Kammé hosh kan. Mani jandhén jamag
léthetag. Tonnon belli koshit, bale bépardag maban, namahramon charaga
ant. Oda bechar, drostani chamm sakk ant. U babi, mabatan. Off, mani
sharrén Hoda! Nazanan chon kanan. Oo Sardu! Ohe taw, taw mabatay ya
man mabatan. Bale taw, taw, hday, mani sdh, man mabatan pa taw babi,
Mazar jan! Taw koja ay? Jangian! Polangén hayal kan. Gamwar! Gon
bratan hamred batay.”

E Granaz at ke déme wat parhaga at. Baré hosh o baré béhosh. Hapt
shap o hapt réch at ke Granaz pa ¢ hala at, békasa kaptagat.

A wahd4 ke aiay roch atant, bahti barjah at, nasibi hamrah at. A
baznazén zalé¢ at. Wati jandzamii namaret. Tangah o teldhén bacchi
déma atant. Wassh o washdel atant. Bale diay dela har wahd4 jat. Aia
zant ke ¢€ roch pa 4id kayant. Mazanmarr o zordkén dozhmenan 4yani
goddh poshta jatagat. Aia zant har wahdé ke bacch laheka bant, wati
mirasa johant. Ayani kasansalia yani peti miras zérakan chér jatagat.
Kay pa zend o wasshén delé wati mala degarana dant?

Wahdé 4 hoshi butant, &yan wati mirdsay johagay johd kort. Godhwaran
tawret. Zoraki hilah cha nezori o dabahid gésh but. Wahdé ke ayan nam
gept, hama but ke Granazay del4 jat. Yakké gorhi but, yakké darandhéh
but, sayomia sar pa koh o garan kasshet. Dega yakké pa bandihanaha sar
but. Nun hast o nést yakk béhayrén mochdén bacché at, chath pocchi
démé. Na budé¢, na kamalé. Hodaya sahé datag o bass.

Gréanaz garib o bépasatén zalé at. Wati dastay puryata wati rochi shapa
kortant. Nun porrén shash méah at ke cha kara kaptagat. Sarid aia cha
wati shahitabid wati jan nabort gon. Bale nun jana chath dawr datagat.
Na dasti dasht na pad. Chére wat at. Cha garibi o waria badalsh6dé ham
néstati. Chell o 4zag at, boa kass abéla naesht.

Saria hamsdhegan baré baré hala gept. Bale nun kassa dapi josté nakort.
Nun harkasay gosh rah4 atant. Kadi markay halia bit ke ma béarsén
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motké byarén. E wahdé aiay é tangiay démpan aiay nabudén zahg at.
Aiay laheki hamesh at ke kerrai kaptagat.

Aia pa wati ndbudén wasa pa chetth o taita wati maskah jat, bale hecch
pa hecch. Mardoma gwashant shogranahi nabutag, paméshkd daman
nageptag. Aia pir o pakir ham naeshtagat. Bale 4 ham pa Hoda nakanant.
Hasti wa Hodai dadé. Karé pa tahlag o darua bebit, aia pachén dhakk yala
nadatag pa l6thag o araga, bale jana démay pada kanag hecch nazant.

E shap pa Granaza tang at. A cha bazén nélag o peryatan bésodd o sama
at. E wahda 4 cha trekk o tawara kaptagat. Sardua aiay sar chest kort.
Api dapa petthént. Chareti tinke chammi borza shotagant, gesay tira
sakk atant. Sarduay jana drahagé zort. Mati thohént. Bale 4id tawar
nadat. Sarduay nokk gon nadoka kapt. Chammi golgol butant.

Granaz séhay jan o gera at. Ballok Telyan tachan tachana atk.
“Bibi! Mobarak bat tara. Sobaay janén zahga drah but. Zahgi bachakké.”

Granaza kammé chamm pach kortant. Asmani charet, yakk hekkagé
jati. Chammi pasi butant. Domi hekkaga aiay bolbola bal kort.

Chép o sheng: Gechki, Naymatollah (2011). Shakkal o Zahrdp. Bechar
chérnebis 66.
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Garén Kaldar

Sayad Hashmi

Garmagi roché at, rochd gwar bastagat. A, sabaha cha 16ga dar atkag o
tayabay kerra shapay sart kortagén rekani sard neshtagat o daryday
kokarén gwarman charaga at ke doshigén shamalén gwatay sawgat atant.

E daryaay 4p baz talag ent o zemini baz jagah sakk chekkel ent. Eshiay
hamé lahmén chekkelay taha daryai lullok baz ent. Lahtén lulloka hamé
narmagén chekkel anchén rangéa gwatkag o wati 16g jorh kortag ke
agan pa nazantkéri kaséay pad hamé logay sard bekapit, tdn kondha
ména rawt. Cha tayaba panjah shast gwaz borza macch o drachk ant,
yakk mazanén sherisshé ke eshiay sdhega sabdhay roch gon tayaba
golaésha kant o har chont ke roch borz bayana bit saheg o tayabay dosti
dur bayana bit.

A, hamé sédhegé neshtagat. Bale nun é sahega aiay hamrahi ham yalah
dat. Aid chakk jat o poshta chéret. Sherisshay hami déma rekay
borzagé. Bale hamé borzag cho ke apay band ya asshanén kohay
chodaga ent ke chapp o chagerda cho ke bandé ent o toki johl ent.

Eshia lahtén bon macch ham man ent. Yakk zamanagé ¢ yakk jwanén
pallé butag bale annun wayrandan ent o warhay bandata yakk dasté
mahor ya thalé karz o yakk chotheké ham lekk naent. Eshiay nazzikka
hama kasa rawt ke watd cha masterén janjala rakkénaga 16thit.

Hamé borzagay chappa rahé gwazit. Rahé naent, keshké ya cho begwash
ke randé¢ ke mardoméani bazén raw o aya hamé rah jorh butag ke eday rék
chizz¢é badetag o dega chizzéa cha lagatmalid bal kortag o kerr o gwara
jam butagant. O gwat ham komakk butag o gwashay zana arzonrangén
mudani taha giwwaré kasshetag. Hamé keshkay chappi dasta chat ent ke
harkas gon horkén jahlaga kayt o gon porréna bera gardit.

Aiay delgosh yakk andgaha yakk bramshéa wati némaga tarrént. Charit
ta hamé borzagd o rast yakk koré pedak ent ke aiay latth yakk jenekkéa
geptag. Aia drostén némagan wati delgosh dur kort o hamé kora na,
hamé jenekka charaga lagget. Korén mard ¢ jenekka tayaba bort o yakk
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sharrén adaréa rand padé jenekka koray latth gept o hamrahia dém pa
métaga tarret.

E ham cha wati jagah4 pad atk o hameshani randa dém pa métaga
rahddag but. Rdha gon do pajjarokén mardoma drahbati but. Tanke rék
kotthet, eshia ham dam bort parcha ke pa ¢ gappa ke chd giwwara
baragén keshké jorh butagat bale ¢ keshk ham rékay taha ent, paméshka
¢ keshk ham rék ent.

Hama wahdi ke & chatay kerra gwast, diay deld yakk baré¢ drikkagé jat.
E domi kwahnén chat at ke sengband at o rékay kotthetagén sara at ya
ke chosh begwash bongéja at. Tranagéa kapt, bale wati sari dranzet ke
wata bétranag bekant bale pada ham tranag diay hamrah at. Sassai kort,
bale béasarén sassa, parcha ke gon bédsarén sassdya aiay sama zendag
bayédna but. Watsard wat cha aiay sard garmié dar atk, diay chamm ham
garm geptant, aia wati jend dast per kort gwashay zana tapa geptagat
bale tapay ranga naat. Wati padi trond kasshetant ke zutter wati jagaha
berasit. Padé yakk anagahd gon wat asta gwashti: “Loga raway jwan ent,
bale tai l6g4 ham kass nést, 6d4 ham tahna nenday.”

Rasti gwashtagat. Aiay gesa béde diay jenda dega kass néstat. Yakk
jwanén sangaté i hast bale 4, rochay drajia géshe wati garibid naent.
Shapa damanéa kayt o har do nendant, gapp o trané kanant, bale 4 ham
tan déran gon 4i4 neshta nakant ke 414 wata 16gé hast ke pa 16gbanok o
chokk o chalang ent.

Pada watsara gapp janaga at: “Tahnai wassh ent bale hamé wahdi ke
tahnai pakar bebit o hamé rangd hamrahi wassh ent, hama wahdi ke cha
tahndid mardom shezar bebit. Mardchi gwashay zand man ham cha
tahnaia bézar an. Bayad ent ke € rangén bézar o shezar choshén béwahd
o béajamén bahandan cha réchay ér rawagd rand gir bydarant, bale
mar6chi chappokaén rangéd gon sabdha rochay gwar bandagéd eshan
birh &wortag.”

A watsard wat mizzan mizzana jérhana rawaga at. Raha dega yakk
dostén mardomé gon 4id drahbati but. Drahbati but bale 4i4 ¢ sama naat
ke kay at. Wati padi kasshetant, gwashay zana kas¢é aiay rahé chéaraga
ent ya yakké dér ent ke 4iay rahchéar ent ke kammé dér kanag pa 4iad
biragén tdwana karit.

Yakk baré oshtat o wati gami sost kortant, bale pada charit ke pa
bésamai pada gaman kasshan ent. Cha wati 16ga sadé gama dur, charit
ke yakké diay logay kampanay srugad oshtatag o gon diay gendagd
eshiay gam sost butant. Sari jahl kort o démtera shot bale nun gami
angat ham sostter atant. Nazziktera wati sari chest kort o pada chareti ta
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hamé mardom diwalay boné chizzéay shohaza ent. Wahdé¢ ke aiay kerra
raset pajjahi awort ke har roch cha hamedéa gwazit o 4pa rawt. Eshid
wati deld gwasht ke balkén aiay pollok ya mondrikké kaptag ke inchok
shohaza ent. Josti kort: “Ché garet kortag?”

“Kaldaré.”

“Kagadé?”

“Enna. Trondén kaldaré.”
“Gorha?”

“Gar ent.”

Eshia ham shohdz kanagay hatera ingor angor charag bongéj kort. Bale
wahdé¢ ke sari chest kort, gendit ta eshiay jend kaldaray shéhaza ent bale
aiay jend Oshtatag o eshiay jenda charagé ent. Wati kissagi patthet bale
pachén kaldaré man néstat. Gwashti: “Mani kissaga kaldar nést bale cha
16ga kaldaré karan o tara dayan.”

Darwézagi pach kort. E ham potert gon. A, 16gay taha kothay némaga
shot ke kaldaré bekasshit o bedanti. Eshid gwasht: “Tai 16ga ap nest?”
“Chetawrén ap?”

“Waragi.”

“Bale, hast.”

Eshia gelas zort ke 4ia 4p bedant. Gelasi cha dasta pach gept o gwashti:
“Man wat apa waran.”

Gelasi cha 4pa porr kort 0 awort o aiay déma 6shtat. “Bezur. Ap bwar.”
“Man sabaha charpi nawartag ke 4p bwaréan.”

“Garmag ent, 4p wassh ent. Sharr ent, acha taw sabaha ché wartag?”
“Yakk kopé chah.”

“Dega?”

“Dega hecch.”

“Sharr ent man pa taw hayka karan.”

“Kadi?”

“Banda.”

Api zortant o 16theti ke bwartesh, dasti dasht o gwashti: “Oshtokai enna.
Benend.”

E tahtay sara nesht. “Acha, taw 6shtatagay?”

“Man ham nendén.”
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“Tai nam kay ent?”

“Méhal.”

“Méhal?”

“Mahatun ent bale mani mata déstia Méhal kortag. Taw sur kortag?”
“Taw sur kortag?”

“Haw.”

“Chokk?”

“Say chokk ant... Bale chokkani petd panch sal ent ke ed4 naent...
Moséperia shotag.”

“Zahr ent?”

“Enna... Bale dér ent ke shotag o pada déma nakant, chénaha zarr baré
baré déma dant, bale...”

“Bale ché?”
“Hecch.”
“Taw mani ndm jost nakort.”

“Tal nama mana zanan. Hama rochi ke taw may hamsaheg butagay,
man tara pajjah &wortag. Har roch man distag ke tai gesa tai pelan dosta
kayt o shoma tan dérd nendét o gappa janét tanke shapay néma pad gapp
janana rawét. Man hayran an ke taw ¢ shapay néma koja raway?
Nazanan kadi padé kaay?”

“Tara gon mani raw o aya che kar?”

“Yakk shapé man tdnke baAmgwaha neshtag o charetag, tanke taw pada
atkagay.”

“Acha, bezén taw mani charig butagay?”

“Taré tahnai wassha bit?”

“Parcha zana?”

“Wat josta kanan.”

"Tai del ché gwashit?”

Bétawaria pad yakk andgahd gwashti: “Nun taw tahna naay.”
“Annun wa enna.”

Yakk o ném adéra rand pa rawaga pad atk.

“Taw ap wart?”
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“Taw wart mani tonn prosht.”

A rah gept. Eshia gwasht: “Wati kaldara nabaray?”

“Kai kaldar?”

“Hama garén kaldaray badald ke man tara gwasht ke dayani.”
“Han. A garén kaldar.”

“Haw...”

“A man dar gétk.”

Choshi gwasht o zutt zutt rawaga lagget. Darwazagay dapa chakki jat o
gwashti: “Rézardd haykana karan.”

Cha éiay dar dyag o rawagé rand hayran at o neshtagat o watsard wat
gappa at: “Kaldar dar gétkag. Kadi? Koja? E 16gay taha?”

Yakk damanéa rand aiay sassaya kar kort. Bechkandet o pa jak gwashti:
“Hmm... Garén kaldar.”

Chap o sheng: Saymahi Drad, 2001.
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Santh

Gawhar Malek

“Dar 4 cha mani gesa, taw mani zend azab kortag. Nazanan hama
chonén shummén roché at ke man gon taw aros kort. E dah salay taha
taw mana kojdm wasshi datag, begwash?” Jati chapanthé, pada lagaté
jati, & kapt. Nashotén zah cho har o hirrdpa cha aiay dapé dar dyagé
atant. A cho bota latth o lagatani chéra kaptagat, bale cha aiay dapa off
o0 abbawé dar nayatk. E cha mahéa zyat at ke aiay ward o warak zah o
mosht o lagat at, bale mardchi latthi sarbar at.

Aia zant ke mani hamjwabi diay zahray 4sa ché gasathéla téztera kant.
Badter gandka bit. Jati, jati tdnke wat dami bort. Latthi chagal dat, tan
darwéazagd shot, pad tarret o atk. “Man wapasid tara edd magendan,
agan na cha man o gandag kass nést” o cha darwazagé dar atk.

A dhagaray sara ch6 mordaga tachk at. Aiay haddh o janay band band cha
dardé proshaga at. Aid wati chamm nazz kortant. “Hamzaha gwashit taw
mana wasshi nadatag. Aiay hadda wasshi chéd gwashant? Gén aiay
kahola yakki o tepaki, nanay dayag, ropt o rop, shosht o shdd,
mehmandari, mehr o dosti, man wati jan war kortag bale diara dsudag
kanagay johdon kortag. B¢ diay razadya man wati mat o petay charagd ham
nashotagan. Hamzahay nezza wasshiay kyas o kaylo ché ent, & wasshi
chéa gwashit? Aia mana jat. Albat gon Hodaya kaya dast o dawa hast?”
Pada 4ia wati kasani deld atk. Walia ke jat o 4i4 grét, matd aiay sar
bagala kort o gwasht: “Wali! Tara gohar dela bit? Gohar gén taw padara
nabit, taw nazanay gohér tai gesd mehmané?” Aia mat golaésh kort o
gon aiay goshdnay lamba wati chamm pahk kortant. Gwashti: “Amma!
Man tara, abbaya o Walid naylan o dega jagaha narawéan.” Mata a
bagala kort o sar chokket.

Wahday gwazagé dér nalagget, gwashant jenekk ché keshara ent, zutta
rodit. Wahd o pas mah o sélani parragan swar, bal kanana shotant.

Drostén jenekkani warha aiay majgay taha ¢ habar cha kasania rodénag
butagat ke jenekkay ges aiay marday ges ent. Aid wati delay tah4 wati
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gesay singarag o palgarag shoru kortagat o wati hayalani wéjahay
wadara at ke kadia kayt o 4ia bart o gesay banoka kant.

Pada hama roch atk ke 4ia pa wasshén rochani ométa gon yakk dhanni
mardéa wati palgartagén gesay rawagay tayari kort ke 4 ges diay wati
ges at. Dazgoharan & sambahént, gwashant banora tan say roéché pari
wati ranga dayant, bale cha d4yokén wahd o dkebatay wasshiani nura
aiay dém wat chardahi maha roshna at.

Dazgoharan gwasht ke chamman pach makan ke sal dhokkala bit, bale
aid pa wati wasshén wabani sathaga wati chamm nazz kortagatant ke
chosh mabit ke wab cha diay chammén berechant. Dazgohdrani
gwashagay pad4, 414 wati chamm goén zo6ré pretkant. Pad4 dazgoharan
Koran Sharip, sabzén tdk o espétén tdséay taha sapén ap awort o
gwashtesh: “Nun chammaén pach kan.” Aia awala besmellah kort o
chamm pach kortant o Koran want o cha Hodaya wati wasshén rochani
dwa lothet. Api charetant o dwai kort: “Y4 Allah! Mani o Hamzahay
deld watmanwatd gon apa sap kan,” sabzén taki charet o wati zenday
kesharani sabz bayagay dwai kort o pad4 aia wati mat o pet, brat o
goharani mehr man delay yakk konjéa band kortant o gobn Hamzaha
yakk nokén o wasshén zendéay gwazénaga ¢ gesa atk.

Mat o pet o donyaay gwashagay pada, 4i4 wati poshtd tiranké dat. Aiay
deld gwasht beraw matay gotthd beger o begwash o jost kan: “Mat!
Shoma gén béwasén jenekkan chéa droga bandét o ayan cha wati gesa
kasshét? Peta gwashit ke jenekkay ges aiay marday ges ent, marda
gwashit: ‘Cha mani gesa dar 4, ¢ ges ke manig ent, tara hakemi kaya
datag. Jan malé, pa baha rasit o ancho ke gesay ¢ dega mal o asbab cha
mani marzia gesa €r ant, ancho jan ham cha mani marzié ent, dost nabut,
gallénani, diay badala degaré karan.’”

Aiay dela Shahgol o Zinat atkant, gwashay 4iara naptéa gon jat, trasi
kort o nesht. Shahgola salé chokké awort bale 1ap porr o kotth halig at,
chokki sara nayatkant. Daktaran gwasht ke mard o janay hon barabar
naant. Mardé eldj nakort, gwashti: “Hamé zarran ke pa el4ja daktaran
bedayan parcha dega jané makananesh?”” Shahgoli gallént, Shahgol cha
gaman ganok but. Zinatay gonah esh at ke 4ia jenekka dwort bale marda
sawn datant, bale man... Mani gondh ché ent?

Darwazagay drahparagay tawar but. Aiay hayalani bandikkay arhetagén
tar trahkaraga sest. Hamzah4 pada habar kort: “Taw angat hameda
neshtagay, santh?” Aiay deld ham pahar kort: “Taw gon Hodaay Hodaia
dawa bekan ke tard aybi man kortag, mana chéa janay? Taw chokké
mani l4péa beday, man chon pédaia nakanan? Shoma mardén har dubaha
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janénay sara janét. Shoma ham bandah ét. Shomé bimmara nabét? Hoda
shomaré santh korta nakant? Shomé cha Hodai karan chéa mayéariga
nabét? Daktara tara ché gwasht? Tai deld man sahig naan? Wati ayba
mani sara tappay?” Pad atk, Hamzahay dém pa déma dshtat. “Mana
yalaha dayay degaré geray pada aiay sara santhiay dhubaha janay?”

Hamzah ganok but, dati dodasti télanké, & dur shot o kapt. Gwashti:
“Daktar goha warant, jakka janant, dréga bandant daktar, taw daktarani
habar drog kort nakortant, hayadér o parsa taw butagay. Man tara gon
wati dostan pajjarok chéa kort? Taw cha ayan pa man inchokén wasshié
gept nakort? Man tard pa zant gon ayan tahné nakort? Bale taw...”

E habar naatant ke cha Hamzahay dapa dar atkant, gwashay srop atant
ke Hamzah aiay goshani taha man réchaga atesh, diay sard gwashay
geroké kapt. Arsi chammani tahd hoshk butant, nokki cha nadoké cho
jawra tahl but, thélagi dar gorhetant. Hamzahay tawar dur ché ke cha
johlén chatéay tahad byayt diay goshan kapt: “Beraw, man tai sawn
datant, sawn datant.”

Aiay char jenekk ant, bacché buti bale mort.

Hamzah mazanén dindarén mardomé. Hajji kortag, drostén mardom
“h4ji sdheb” gwashanti, péshemami ham kant, dega jané gepti bale ¢é
ham aiay kesmatd “santhé” but.

Chap o sheng: Dad, A. R. (2014). Patantdkén Enjir. Bechar chérnebis 199.
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Jehad

Gani Parwaz

Nabi Dad cha sabahay noh bajay kesasa yaddhawld wati dokkana
neshtagat. Bale diay géshter delgdsh wati dokkanay badala Golshéray
dokkadnay némagi at, parché ke diay dokkana hasén gerdk dyaga naat o
Golshéray dokkana cha gerdkay bazia nendag o 6shtaga gég néstat. A
pa ¢ habara sakk apsozig at ke diay dokkandaria bist sal at o Golshéray
dokkandaria shash sala gésh naat, bale cha diay dokkana Golshéray
dokkana baz géshter démrawi kortagat.

“Nazanan Golshéra kojam karamat yat ent ke diay dokkan ché démrawi
kanagd ent?” Nabi Dad4 cha zahra tab o rés wart o wati dela hayal kort:
“Aiay dokkéan o mani dokkan har do yakkén damka ant, dém pa dém ant,
yakk warhén dokkan ant, har do jarnal esthor ant, har doénan yakk
warhén chizz méan. A cha man chizz arzantera ham nadant. Bale angat
mahluk diay dokkana ché moéra sorit o mani dokkanay josta nakant. Agan
aiay dokkanay démrawiay raptar hamé dhawla bebit, gorha yakk réché
kayt ke mana wati dokkan band kanaga kapit. Paméshkd mana chizzé
kanaga 16thit. Allama chizz¢ na chizz¢é kanaga 16thit.”

Yakk roché wahdé AySi (AC) gon laywizay jamadar o lahtén sepahiga
Golshéray dokkana potert, gorhd 4 sakk gal but ke nun allama chizzé bit.
AySid Golshér yakk kagadi shekdyatéay bonyada sharab o hirwinay
shapokiay bohtamay sara gept o bort, bale hecch sobutay narasagay
sawaba chizz¢ kaléka rand yalahi dat. O cha diay yalah bayaga Nabi Dad
pada gamig but.

Dega r6ché Rami Gondhaya ¢ thilpuni hélay sard ke Golshéra nagdi
zarr sakk baz hast o aiay agwa kanag sakk 4sdn ent, Golshér cha
dokkanay démé agwa kort, gorha Nabi Dad cha gala padan chest but ke
a randi hecch nabutagat, bale ¢ randi allama chizz¢ na chizz¢ bit. Bale
damanéa rand, baz mardom Rami Gondhdaay randa kapt o Golshéresh
pach gept. Cha eshid Nabi Dad géshter gamig but.

Chizz¢é moddata rand, Ramazan but. Yakk sabahé, a wati dokkana
neshagat o dela jérhaga at ke anagaha lodhespikaray sara jaréay tawar but.
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“Mosolmanan! Majlese Tahaffoze Khatme nabowwaté paysalah kortag
ke 4, ¢ sala Zegrian hecch suratd drogén hajja naylit o agan dyan Kohe
“Namoraday” rawag o drogén hajjay koshest kort, gorha ayani helapa
jehad kanaga bit. Paméshka bist o yakk Ramazan Sharipd, jamah masita
ejtema bit o cha bist o panch Ramazan Sharipa Zegriani drogén hajjay
drahén rah band kanaga bant o dyani helédpa jehad kanaga bit. Handay
drahén Mosolman ejtema o jehad har doénan allamé bahr bezurant o wati
eslami parza purah bekanant.”

E jaray eshkonaga rand, Nabi Dad mazanén pegréa kapt. Cha diay démaé
gal o gam har doénéni jabzah gendag butant. Tan zandhén séhatéé aiay
déma rangé shot o rangé atk. Aiay dém baré rozhna but o baré tahar.
Bale dherd kamm kamma aiay démay tahari rozhnaiay chéra chér tarret
o andém but.

Cha bist Ramazana aia dokkan band kort o ejtema o jehdday tayari
shoru kort. Nokén espétén dazmalé has hamé rochdni wasta gepti. Do
say jorhah godi shodaént o tayar kanaént. Wati jani sharr shosht o sapa
kort o mash o kanagén bar6ti thap kortant. Bale pa ¢ habard & sakk
kohtig at ke 4ia rissh per nést, parcha ke diay hayala choshén wasshén
rochani wasta rissh sakk zaluri ent. Domi rocha wahd¢ aia espétdapén
pocch per kortant, espétén dazmal sara bast o hédkirang o narm narmén
buth pada kortant o watdra man adénka charet, ta 4id ejtema o jehaday
wastd wati toka abéd cha risshay per nabayagé dega hecch ayb nadist.

Bist o panch Ramazéanay bégaha sajjahén handa 4dhahor but ke Golshér
gbon wati dega lahtén syad o waresén Zegrid garhiéa swar butag o dém
pa Kohe Morada rawagé butag o mollayani yakk rombéa distag. Cha
hamé mollayan yakkéa géarhiay sard tirgwari kortag o Golshér hama
sahatd mortag o aiay panch syadd o wares thappig butag. Molldyani
rombay mazaniay sawaba payr kanok zanag nabutag. Pada ham lahtén
molla gerag o nezarband kanag butag.

Ramazanay goddhi bégah gon nokén rangéa atkagat. Geptagén molla
yalah dayag butagatant. Golshéray dokkan band at. Nabi Daday dokkan
pach at o cha geraka dapa dar atkagat. O Nabi Dad charh charha sawdaia
delgdsh at. Anchd malum but, gwashay zdna 4 drajén moddatéa rand
dokkanddariay rastén lezzatd maraga at.

Chap o sheng: Parwaz, Gani (1995). Bémenzelén Mosaper. Bechar
chérnebis 124.
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Garmén Saheg

Morad Saher

Kénagia wati oshteray baray kolonth pa hashtad kaldara bahé kort,
kaldar dazmalay lambé bastant o ldnk4d man jatant, oshteray kéndh
bastant o bazaray tankd borzad but. Aia chizzé saman geragi at. Aiay
métagay sawdageray dokkana choshén alkdpén saman nést. Asorkazaay
wahda 4ia cha bazara watarr kort. Har saméan o téshagé ke 4ia geptagat,
drost man lachan kortant, oshtera raht per kort, kondh boétkant, tangi
sharr mohr bast o dém pa wati métaga rahadag but. Cha bazara dar atk,
oshteri joként o jammaz but. E wahdi magrebay taharid méan shantagat.
Oshter wati delay mayla barag o chapp o ch6thén rahan golath borran
at o rawaga at.

Mardom ke éwaka bit, aia bazén hayalé kayt. Kénagi ham hayalani
rongrahan borzad but o shot o hama gwastagén rochani wasshén
sahatan raset. Hamé hayalan aiara gwandhén sahaté yakk jannatéa bort
o rasént, bale ¢ hayalani jannat chand sdhat at. Damanéa rand 4 pada
hama oshterd jammaz at o yakk sydhén waddhéa éwaka rawan at. Nun
aid wati delgosh shapay estarani némaga tarrént, lagget estarani
charaga. Del4 hayali kort ke ¢ taharén shapa ¢ estar chon trepagé ant.
Erén, kaséa eshani péda bayag ham yata bit? E estaran bazén habaré yat
ent. E pir ham nabant. E cho trepnak ant ché4? Haminchoké shayréay
tawaré aiay goshan kapt. Kammé dura galagé dém pa hamé rahé pédak
at. Galagay sarban yakk pordard o s6znakén shayré janaga at. Aiay
shayray sarhal esh at:

Bya ke zahir mand naylant ent
Romb romba jenekk kayant apa
Cho sabdhay sartén gwatd
Manda kassa nadant tai shondata
Bya ke zahir mana naylant ent.

Shayr tan hameda rasetagat ke cha hamayan yakk zendadelé4 kukkar
kort o gwasht: “Begwash, arhay begwash sotkadel ke ¢ dursarén réh o
syahén shap pa bétawdaria nagwazant.”
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Kénagiay hayald cha estarani tappasaga béraw kort o hamé shér o
kukkéray némagé shot. Kasé4 gwashay zana aiay imanay tar dast jatant.
Aiara chenga naesht. Gotthi sakk boland o wassh at. Hamé washgotthia
aiarda mazanén dardé dela datagat. Aia sarbanay shayray passaw gon é
galan bena kort:

Bagani kapot washawazen

Bétawara wati rochan gwdazén

Emroza wapa néstent bazén

Bya ke zahir mana naylant ent.

Cha Kénagiay dardmandén deléd dar atkgén € charén gal shapay syahi o
taharid derran but o shot o hamé galagay sarbanani goshan ér kaptant. Har
doén némagan yakk bétawariéa man shant, tinke galag ham atk o raset.

Yakkéa darraént: “Arhay wajah! Taw cha kai mardoman ay?”
“Kahodéa Shahswaray,” Kénagia jwab tarrént.

“Taw cha bandena pédéak ay?”

Kénagia gwasht: “Haw.”

“Kolonthay che nehad ent?”

“Baré hashtad kaldar,” Kénagia gwasht.

“Tara mahig gébn? Mara char danag beday.”

Kénagia chizzé mahig ayana dat o dyan chizzé kolonth. Harkasa wati
rah gept o shot, bale Kénagiay wati gwashtagén shayra diay del kodént.

A wati gwastagén rochani yakk wasshén sahatéay delsochén tranagéa
kapt. E tranag Méhan at, aiay kasaniay hambal. Bale aiay sur do sal
pésar gon yakk maldaréa butagat. Mahan aiay kasaniay dost at. A
yakkén métaga rostag o mazan butagatant, bale surd rand Méhanay
mard4 aidra wati métaga bortagat. Mahanay métag Kénagiay rahay sara
at. Yakk bar¢ diay deld badz merr kortagat ke Mahanay jagaha man tarr,
bale 414 wati delay habar hecch kemar nakortagat.

Nun 4iay del nazanay cha éiay jend4 gésh at o 4 yaddhawla Méhéanay
barawa hayal kanaga at ke barén Mahan chon ent? Barén che hala ent?
Mahénay del4 angat mani wahag hast? E yakk swalé at ke 4i4 gon wata
kort bale cha bazén dard o gaman thapp wartagén dela hecch passaw
nadat. Padd wat jwabi tarrént ke Mahan hechbar mana béhayal korta
nakant. Man Méhanay charaga allama rawan. Hama shapay bamgwahay
wahda aiay oshter Mdhanay métagay némaga rawaga at.
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Miéhana ham pa Kénagid sakk dosti hastat bale donyaay dod ent ke yakk
payma naoshtit. Mardchi do sala rand Kénagi pa diay métaga rawagé
at. Nahariay wahdd Kénagi, Mahanay métaga shot o raset. Yakk
mardomé josti kort.

Aia s6j dat: “A dhalay démay gedana genday? Haméa Méhénay 16g ent.”

Kénagi hamé marday s6jay padd Mahanay 16ga shot o raset. Oshteri
mashkay dara bast. E wahdi Mahan shiray mantaga at. Aid ke Kénagi
dist, hinzaki yalah dat, tagerdi gerran kort o gedanay péshgaha pach
kort. Kénagi nesht. Mahana cha durad wasshatk kort, pad atk, sodagé
naya porri kort, kaddahé shiri cha hinzaka ér rétk, awort o Kénagiay
déma éri kortant o wat yakkerra shot o nesht. Kénagia cha s6daga yakk
daparé na zort o dapa kort, cha kaddahay shiran golathé gept, chamm
chest kortant o0 M4hané charagé lagget. Doén chammi Mahéanay déma
sakk datagatant, gwashay zand Mahanay déma chizzéay shohaza at.
Mahéna sar chest kort. Doénani chamm dochér kaptant. Kénagia wati
hésh barjah kort o gwasht: “Taw mana pajjaha karay?”

Mahan gwashay cha waba pach drahet. Har do yakdegard ancho
chéaragd atant gwashay zana yakdegara pajjah aragay johda ant. Sharrén
sahaté pa bétawari gwast. Mahana jwab dat: “Enna.”

E “enna” pa Kénagia jwabé naat. Gwashay zana kaséa shelsarén karché
aiay dela jat. Aia na dapa jawr butant, dast sbdagay taha hoshk tarret.
Mazanén moshekléa dasti cha sodagay taha dar kort o gon chaderay lamba
pahki kort, pad atk, swasi pada kortant, oshteri cha mashkay dara botk.

Mahéana darraént: “Taw barén ndhari nakort? Sdhaté bejall, ndhari
bekan. Mani 16gwéjah cha ramagé kayt, garma sart kan, gorha beraw.”
Kénagia gon borretagén gotthéa jwab tarrént: “Taw ke mand pajjdha
nayaray, pa man € sartén sdheg garm ent. Cha daramaday sartén sahega
watigay réchay sar sharter ent. Tai sdheg pa man nun sart naent.”
Kénagia wati oshter mahar kort o rahadag but, bale nun padan jwab
datagat. Aiay jend raha rawén at, bale diay ruh ch6 berrén dhua hamé
dhalay déma wati jeta butagén hambalay shohdza peryat kanan o serr
bandana rawaga at.

Chép o sheng: Abdolhakim (1970). Gechén azmdnk. Bechar chérnebis 25.
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Rawt Rah o Rawt Shap

Sharap Shad

Bas jamp o jolan loddhén at. Shapay sayomi pasay bétawarid mosaper
wéb o wabénag atant. Agahén mardom yakké dhréwar at ke 4ia ridhua
kwahnén Hendi sawté per kortagat o rahay kandh o béthan sar o chér
at, domi 4 at ke hayal o jérhagani tah4 gar at.

Sapar shaheganén getanéa bayaga at. Jahé jahé dur rozhnaié jalashket,
zénaga nabut 10gani darigdn sar kasshokén cherdgé at ya 4smanay estal
atant ke durid zeminay sara daré butant.

Gazalé raha pad, andgaha, na grand, na gerok, morshanzén hawréay
trampan ér dat.

“Ostad! Chekki ke Tankay kawr déma ent,” poshti sittha waptagén
kelindhara awaz dat. Wabsarén mardom kolkochetant. Basay dariga
dhann taharia hawray charaga chammesh romborhéntant, pada waptant.

Cha basay kalong kaldng o ridhuay tawara, hawray trampani tawar

sharrid goshan kapaga naat, bale 4aia zant basay poshtd trampéni pad,
basay padan kardjaga bant, hamé gappa aidra yakk warhé tahir dat.

Shahr dur pasht kaptagat, aiay tors o bimm ham.

Basa dasht. Aiay del thopp o thapa lagget, bale sepahigani badala do
mardom basd swar but. Yakkéd espétén god gwara, chashmaké
chamma, kasanén suthkaysé dasta at, domia abréshomi dazmalé sara at.
Dhill o daba ché dehkan ya sarbanéa at.

Basay kelindhar 4iay gward atk. “Basd jagah nést, ¢ mardom majbur
ant. Tai kasha yakké kammoka nendit.”

“Man do sitthay barhaw datag ke kass mani kashd manendit, mana
wassha nabit.”

“Ma4, wéjah, nazzikkd éra kaén, tai mehrabania bit agan damané wéjaha
jagah bedayay,” kelindharay gapp janaga pésar dehkdna mennat kort.
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Aia wati bayg cha sitthay sara chest kort o padani déma ér kort. Dehkan,
sitthan gwazénan, posht poshti sittha shot ke hamdédd damané pésar
kelindhar neshtagat.

Aiay kasha neshtagén, sharrazaén mardomé at. Basay rang rangén
laythani tahé aiay droshom zardrang dara but. Hawra aiay god kammé
missetagatant. Kammé charaga pad 4i4 basay darigd dhann tahéria
ancho hawray charagay koshest kort gwashay hecch gapp janagi naent.
Aia cha aiay kasanén suthkaysa andazah jat ke déktaré. Kuchagani
daktaran géshter hamé warhén suthkays gon at.

Daktara cha kissaga segréthay dhabbi kasshet, yakkéay bondh dhanna
kort o diay némaga shahdr dat. Aia zort. Domii wat rok kort.

“Damané pésar ke ma dhanna hawr o gwatay sara atén, mana goman but,
baniddam abramay déma modidm béwas ent.” Daktar narmgoptarén
mardomé 4at. Aia daktaray némagi charet bale hecchi nagwasht.
“Baniddamay yakké domia sedag o hamgranch baygay tamésha ham ajab
ent. M4 ke basd swar naatén, gorha may wati wati zendagi, wati nasib
atant, nun ke basa swar butagén, may mark o zend yakk butagant. Agan ¢
bas chilléa bekapit, mashoma drosta merén, bas harab bebit, mdshoma
drost azara bén. Pa wasshi o salamati sar bebit, mashoma drost wati
menzeld sara bén. Nun may drostani zendagi, nasib o tors watmanwat
hamgranch butagant.”

“Mana torsagd naent,” 414 goshad goshada gwasht.

“Man tahna tai gappa nadn,” daktara lonth gol kortant, segréthay duttani
challahé yalah dat. “Yakk hesabéa becharay cho naent ham. M4 ¢ basa
swar bebén sharr, swar mabén sharr, may mark o zend may wati mark
o zend ant. Agan bas bekpit, ldzom naent ma drost bemerén. Buta kant
kasé thappig bebit, bass diay dast ya padé beproshit. Cho ham buta kant
kaséay ponzé¢ mabojit. Bale méa drosta 16thén ke bas pa saldmati
menzeld sar bebit o mard hecch mabit, parcha ke may tahd markay
bimm modam ch6 hawrd gwaragé ent.”

“Man gwasht na, mana torsaga naent,” 414 goshad goshada gwasht.

“Markay gward harkasa torsit, tara ham torsaga ent, mardom ke torsay
amacha bit, gorhd goshad goshada gappa kant, tai warhd,” déaktard
segréthay duttani dega challahé yalah dat ke basay tahd lathor waran
but. “May drostani gward zendag bayagay wahag yakk warha ent,”
kammé bétawar bayaga pad daktara darraént. “E hamé tors ent ke mana
shapa basay sapara torsit. Mana ancho sama bit ke ingor mani chamm
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nazz butant, angor bas chappia bit, paméshka basa mand beh waba
nayayt, mana nazanan taw chon ay?”

Aiay dela hollé chest but. “Man wati gwasté tatkagan? Zanaga nabit.
Bandatéa sara ban? Zanaga nabit. Cho, chén buta kant?” Bale hecchi
nagwasht.

“Yakké mana taharid sakka torsit,” daktara gwasht. “Annun tahari wa
basd dhann ent,” aia gwasht. “Basay tahd anchén delaramén rozhnaié
talan ent ke pa wabén mardoman natdhiria nayarit o 4gahén mardoman
tahira dant.”

Daktara dega segréthé dar kort, rok nakort, bass lankokani shamé dasht.
“Baniadamay tors bass yakké: diay mark. Bale ¢ gapp hecch bestara
nadarit ke mardom chdéna merit. Wayléay amachia, delay drikkagay
band bayaga, kaynsaray nadrdhia, baré¢ baré mand gomana bit, hama
mardoma merant ke zenday bud o barkatd zebahra bant. Hoda, &
mardomdna nakoshit ke 4yani zendd maksadé¢ hast. Man mark cha baz
nazzikka distag, haminchok nazzikka ke watigi o zenday josh, chd
mawja chawl janan bebant.”

“Taw mark cha man ham nazzikter distag?” aia halwat kort.

“Matlab?” Daktara lankokani shamay segréth chandhet, pada charet ke
rok naent, diay némaga shaharti.

“Man wati 10gi koshtag,” aia segréth zort o rok kort, drajén sutthé jati.
“Wati lapporrén jan, wati dostigén jan koshtag man. Taw mark cha man
ham nazzikter distag, daktar?”

“Lapporrén janén, parchd... parcha koshtag taw?” Daktaray awaza
larzagé man at.

“Aiay lapay chokk mani nabutag.”
Daktara pa habakkahi diay némaga charet.

Hamé wahda cha posht poshti sittha dehkana tawar jat: “Ostad! Bedar,
may jagah atkag.”

Aiay dastd segréth larzet. Por godani sar4 retkant. “Daktar! Maraw,” ia
halwat kort. “Mana torsit.”

Poshtay neshtagén dehkan nazzikka atk. “W4jah daktar! Berawén. May
bazar rasetag.”
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Déktara suthkays dastan zort o gon 4ia gwasht: “E marday 16gi chokki
dardén ent, eshani bazard daktar nést, bist kilumitar dur atkag mani
randa, johda kanan ke mark o zenday ¢ janga zend bekatthit.”

Chap o sheng: Shad, Sharap (2020). Safard dam bortagén rahan. Bechar
chérnebis 149.
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Bibi Maryam o Préshtag

Hanip Sharip

Aia baz déran pad wabé distagat, kesas yazdah sala rand. Wati goddhi
wabi hama wahdan distagat ke omri 35 sél at o nun 4 46 sali pirmardé
butagat o mardchi nepraldji dheparthmenthay nepaday sard waptagat ke
chammi nazz butant o wabé disti.

ok k

Aia dist Bibi Maryam o préshtag aiay gwastay zahirani payma sahra ant.
Moj, danz o gobar poshta pasht kaptagatant, tabd o lewar o tonn aia déri
ér bortagatant o marochi basshi jambarani sachana peshi saheg gwashay
moddatéay wadara pad atkagatant. Aid doén pajjah awortant. Aia
belothetén ham doéni shamosht nakortagatant. Aiay 35 silay wabay
mozz do &shnaén o mahramén chehrag; Bibi Maryam o préshtag ke
kasania beger tan 35 salay hamok wabay pand 4id hameshani nimmoéna
gwazéntagat, marochi yazdah salay wadara pad watarr 16ga atkagatant.

Bibi Maryam modamién dhawla cha préshtagd gamé déma oshtatagat, bé
trekk o tawar, diay mudani sara mahekan ér retkagat o chamman dréjén
menzelay sapar angat ér at. Aid Bibi Maryamay chamm deld naksh
kortagatant. Cha Bibi Maryamay espétén godan rozhn balaga at. Aia
anch6 goman but ke Bibi Maryam karpasay pollan o momay baléan hasar
kortag, o wardhay taha kapuray bo ham étar at. Aia dist Bibi Maryamay
chamm mani ddyalesesay meshind sakk ant. Meshin garr garr kanaga at.
Aiay dasta jatagén payp séh kasshaga atant o hon hamé paypéani komakka
cha meshina gwazag o sap bayaga pad ¢ dega paypani komakké watarr
kanaga at. E meshin aiay gotthag atant o 4 hameshani barkata wati ketabay
rérhia télank dayagi at.

A delméanag at ke roché na roché hajja rawan o haméda wabé gendan.
Asmaéna shénka bant, gwat pa tabé bit, borzén kéhani bona, rékestanay
bendatd, man, arabi god, oshteray mahar kanag o wéabay haldsia sari...
shap kapaga pésar, man rékestand gwazénan o Bibi Maryamé4 hama
kappa sara kanan o padd chammagani bonzeh, rahmatéani saheg, shiray
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JO, enjir, tud, bale... bale aia zant ke hajjay rawag pa aid mazanén gappé
parcha ke diay doén gotthagan jwab datagat o & dayalesesay meshinay
sara wati zendagiay rochan hillabalah dekkah dayaga at. Aia zant ke
mana haptagé yakk randé ¢ meshinay déma allam hazer bayagi ent o ¢
gran o tahnaén sahat saggagi ant, bale wahdé ke 4 mardchi pa dayalesesa
atk, gorhd diay wahm o gomand naat ke man wéabé gendan.

skksk

Bale 4 ¢ gappay sara sakk hayran at ke préshtagay omr hamoda 35 salay
sara oshtatag, na kammok sarhakké ¢ kapp, na pohla 4 dém. A hama
dhawl at ke 11 salé sari at. Aid hosh at ke man o préshtag yakkén wahda
rostagén. Hamok waba doénan ke dhikk wartag dyani shawr, padyank
o gwazi yakk butagant.

Ayan gwandhoia beger tan 35 sild ném omray sapar jatagat. Doén
yakkén omra atant, paméshkd 4ia modam maret ke préshtag mani domi
brat ent o Bibi Maryamay kerré ent, bale némréochi garmén sahatan mani
shohaza dara kayt. Bell toré 4 préshtagay hamrang naat, bale pada ham ¢
gappay sara saddak at ke mana d4smani omré dayag butag o donyaya rah
dayag butagan. A préshtagzadagé, cha s jorh butag o é donyaay hakién
mardom hecch naant. A sharter ent. Sajjahén jambarzadag ant. A, cha
sajjahén negah o dazjanian borzter ent o aia modam hamé maret... o 4
cha sajjahén ensénan sharter at, bale...

Bale asla ché naat. Aiay sajjahén omr rérhiay sara ketdb baha kanaga
gwastagat o Kamald modam &iard hamé sarpada kort ke taw droga
banday. Rérhiay sara ketdb baha kanag tai baht ent. Pa mardoman chamm
romborhénag tai talab ent. Taw asla ketdb bahad kanagd, wat ham baha
butagay, bale tara bawara nabit. Taw ¢ gappay mannaga tayar naay,
paméshka taw wati donyaé jorh kortag, watgarhén donyaé.

A modam gon Kaméld arhet. Aia gon Kamala dochar kapag hechbar
wassha nabut. Kamalay 16gay rawag wati jagaha, 4 Kamalay klénekay
nazzikka ham nagwast. Aiay 16g4 harkas bimmér butén, har dhawlén
nadrdhiéa begeptén, 4 do do ganthah Séwel Hespetalay
mocchia rochay sard oshtat bale Kamali tawar pera najat. Asla 4 o
Kamadl jenn o gandako jorh butagatant o padd 4ida Kamal pakar ham
naat, diay waban & hechbar ham tahné nakort o 4ia ¢ goman ham nabut
ke mand mardoméay héjat ent. O cha wati truzatka bésahay proshaga
pad aia wati wabani mana cha kassa nalothet o wati wabani donyaay
bahoth but.
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Bale mésom modam sachana nabit, jambar modam rahmata nabant. 35
salay yakk bégahéa, & wati ketabani rérhid dekkah dayan, 16gé ayagé at
ke aiay kamka dardé chest but. Eshkar atant ke tachaga atant o pada
hespetalay halas nabayokén sapar bendat but o 4 béwas but ke pa Kamala
dast shahar bedant, donyai mardomani mohtaj bebit. Dega, tdn yazdah
sala kojam Séwel Hespétalay mardoma a4 mopta dayaleses kortagat agan
nepraldjiay daktar, Kamalay sangat mabutén. Taw gwashta kanay ke
agan &4 Kamalay truzatk mabutén, eskulay hedhmastara aiay ndm anché
kasshetagat ke tapriay ganthia tawar kort o 4 pasht kapt.

Bale 4ia mark moddm wati kashd wapént, aiay deld man do mardom an.
Doén sohba mahallah pada kayant, chaha warant o kara sara gerant. Aia
kamm kamma watéra gran gran maret. Modam gon Kamala gwashti ke
man joné baddha ent o mani képag jahl rawéan ant o z6r jwab dayaga
ent. Aia dam pa sahat gelaga kort ke kashay hecch mardom mana kopag
dayagé tayar naent.

Kamala modam aiard 16ga dyagay saldha jat o chahé warént o cha
kléneka roksata kort, bale mardom gwah atant ke wahdé 4 rah4 shot
gorhd gerran gerran at cho ke mardéa janazahay tahtay saré kopaga
bebit o ¢ dega bahr zemina gerran bebit.

Aiay 16gay mardoméan dega tamashaé dist. A tahtay sara ancho wapt,
gwashay aiay kasha nonnoké waptag o 4 delwarag ent ke wabay taha
lagati madayan o makoshani. Aiay shap sajjaha pa azabi gwastant o pada
aia shapani béwabiay théki raset. Waba diay chammani dhass béhayal
kortagat o hamé séhat o salani taha diay mardoman 4 shamoshtagat. Bibi
Maryam o préshtag cha 414 béhayal butagatant, na Bibi Maryamay kolaw
atk, na préshtagay darak hastat. Némroch atant ke as atant, shap atant ke
barp atant.

Aia bazén méahéa wadar kort, zor wab gendagay johd kort, kagad o
karrachay niyyat bast, bale hecch pa hecch. Nun wa 4 ganter delwarag
but o pada aiay delé hajja rawagay niyyat bast. Aia kolloké gept o zarray
chenag o ér kanag bendat kort, bale aia wati l6gay hecch mardom hal
ham nadat o pada 4 at, dayalesesay meshin at o porrén yazdah salay
koérén keshk at.

Kamal o nepralojiay daktar ke dochara kaptant ¢ gappay sard allam
jérhetesh ke & kojam chizz ent ke éshid zendag déaragd ent. Dega,
mardom do sala rand cha dayalesesd bézara bant o marka arzanter
sarpada bant, bale eshiard gwashay sal kasshagay hammali rastetagat o
domi némagd, hajja rawagay omét roch pa roch twangerter bayan at.
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Aia zant man é shahray bandig an, cha é shahra dhann shot ham nakanén.
Dhann wati jdgahd, 4 Kamalay hasarad ham yalah korta nakant o 4id ¢ ham
zant ke hamok mordashamia aiay légay mardom patidya drajkashter
kanan ant o nun do sal at ke diay l6ga chellé daraga atant bale chellé at
ke do sala rawaga at. Bale 4 ¢ gappa sarpad naat ke kay meragi ent. Aid
wa hajjé rawagi at. Cho mabit ke 4 hajja berawt o eda kasé sah kasshaga
band bekant, aiay wabani ranga.

ks

A hamé gelaga Bibi Maryamay kerra kanaga at, porrén yazdah salay
abétki o delranjian zaher kanagé at o 4 noki préshtaga jost kanagi at ke
koja butagay ke mardomé4 aiay sardén péshaniay sara dast ér kort. Aiay
chamm pach butant, disti ke daktar wardhay tarr o tiba atkagat. Aiay
kash o kerray mardom, wardhay doén hdus jabar, nars, rejesthrar sajjaha
gon atant. Daktar 4ia jost kanagé at bale diay goshan tawar narasaga at
o pada aiay dela daktara haptad sarag per at, 414 daktaray sard sakk bad
ayaga at. Yazdah sala rand atkagén wab daktar o diay mardoman wati
harjan jatagat. Aid wati chamm pad4 band kortant, 4 wati wabay
shohaza dar atkagat bale wab mojan gar bayokén sarhakkay payma
bégwah at. Aid wabi padé ham nadist o pa nadelkasshi wati némwéabén
chammi kalah¢ pach kortant.

Daktar angat aiay saruna Oshtatagat. Wardhay bachakk aiay honay
peshara tappasaga at o narsa hesthri shith gon at o nebeshtaha arhetagat.
Aia wati pajjaroké dist, Kamal aiay nepaday sara neshtagat.

Aia gon Kamala gwashag 16thet ke tawe Kamald drog bastag o mana
gwashtag ke taw lawaresé¢ ay, taw watgarhén donyaé jorhéntag, tard Bibi
Maryama yalah datag, préshtag tai brat naent, tara béhayali kortag. Taw
mani 16g4d kukkar kort, manid gandké gwasht, wabani donyaay
gorpatthay nam dat o man, man hecch nagwasht, piskag nakort. Mani
waban mand yalah datagat, mani kerrd shahed o gwahé néstat ke man
byawortén. Mani shohdzay dar band butagatant. Bale marochi. ..
mar6chi mand padé bashdrat bayaga ent ke mana préshtagani omr gon
ent. Man maléekatani shahray goddhi sahdar 4n ke pa radi zemina
atkagan, 4s mani chammay rozhn ent, man bel6than € sajjahén donyaya
sotka kanan o tawe Kamal ke mani sara hechbar bawaret nakortag, tai
deld mani gapp gandki butagant. Marochi tai déma kukkéra kanan o
gwashan ke man cha ¢ hdkién ensanén borzter an, man dsmanzadagé
an. Shoma sajjahd mani mohtdj ét. Mani sawabd zendmanay kar o bar
hastant. Man maban na taw bay, na daktar o na ke ¢ azdbén garr garr
kanokén meshina bit. Man 4n ke jambar ent, man an ke droshom ent.
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koK

Kamala dist 4 dayaleses meshinay némaga eshdraha ent o pada chizzé
gwashagay johda ent, gorha hamé sarpad but ke Hosayn mani dera ayagay
gelagé ent. Kamala Hosaynay nam tawar kort o pada ¢ gappi bena kort ke
mand kar butag, dazgatth butagan, daktaray thilpunay hal mand déra
rasetag o pada Kamala dega bazén ozré pésh kort.

Aiay dela Kamaélay tawar durd, cha diwalay hama kappa pédak ent o
pada 4id anchd goman but ke é tawar mardomani kukkaray tahd ér
rawaga ent, ména kapaga ent. Aia barén chonaka Kamalara gwasht:
“Man tai tawara eshkonaga naan.” Kamala wati tawéar borzter kort bale
Hosayna sama nabayagé at o padd 4 dwérag wab kapt.

ok k

Nun 4ia yakk baré pada wabé dist. Aia Bibi Maryam o préshtag distant.
Bibi Maryam hama ranga at, bale préshtag nun pir butagat, omri kesas 46
sal at bale Hosaynay payma piriay harjan butagat. Hosayna bechkandet.
Kamali wati zehnay damk o kothian shohdz kanagay johd kort bale
besob but. Damk tahar atant o 16gani darwazag band atant. Eshid pésar
ke 4ia wati chortay mahri tatkén, préshtag déma kenzet, diay dastad
lahtén nok sraptagén dsomi poll atant, préshtaga poll kashay thébalay
sara ér kortant. Pollani b6 kothiay mojay taha pa Hosayna mestagé at,
boa adiay del dam dat o padd préshtag kammok démterd atk, aiay
nepaday sard nesht, diay mudi samdartant. Dapi pahk kort. Létari sap
kortant o dasti zort, wati dastani deld kort o senagéd dashti. Hosayna
chamm chest kortant ta disti aiay padund oshtatagén Bibi Maryamay
chamman ap dar dyagé at o préshtaga wati sar jahl jatagat. Aiay drajén
mud kopagén ér atant o banzol jahl kaptagatant. Mémay balo ap bayaga
atant o karpasay poll 4s geragé atant, bale kdpuray bo mast bayan at,
gobar o danz waddan at o sarjamén 46 salay taha ¢ awali wab at ke pa
del o setk Hosayna mardoméay talab but. Aia bétawarid mahramé awaz
dat, bale &waz asomi pollani raman tan kammé déra rah gept o pada
asomi pollani hawr bendat but o 414 maret ke séh kasshag pa aia granter
bayan ent o 4 séh kasshagay granén sahatani shekar but. Bale poll at ke
rechagd atant, sah at ke man gisshetagat.

Déayalesesay meshin garr garr kanaga at, wardhay garhiay thekk thekk
waddetagat, pankahd wati parrag tézter kortagatant, hamé kukkérani
tahd nars o wardhay bachakkani tach o tag hor kaptagat. Daktaray
péshéaniay héd o krechkén dém diay chammani déma mojan gept, moj
at ke balahé at, gobar at ke déhé at o padéd anagat daktard dksijan mask
aiay dapa dat. Aksijan selendhar estharth but, bale diay delay drikkag
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band butagatant, aiay chammdéni koés hama jagahd o&shtatagatant,
chammay omr kotthetagat. Aia cha donyaya sapar kortagat.

kK

Daktard gon ndkamén déméd wati mardom charetant, sajjahénani
lonth hoshk atant. Daktara Kamalay kopagay sara dast ér kort,
Kamalay chamm namb atant, Kamalay watsarén dozhmen mort bale
Kamaélay chammi arsig kortant. Aia Hosaynay pachén chamm band
kortant. 46én salani wabay kandili kosht, chaderi zort o Hosaynay
déma peri dat.

E nedarag ke kashay nepaday sara waptagén gwandhoay pirzalén
hamrahé dist, gorh4 zar zara gréwaga lagget. Aiay gendaga gwandhoa
ham dap pach lagésht. Kamal, daktar o diay esthaf hayran butant, dyan
nazant ke ¢ pirzal chéa grewagé ent? Hosayna chon pajjaha karit? O
eda pirzala hamé gapp sakk gir dyaga at ke marochi dayalesesa sari €
mardoma pa mehr diay némaga charet o pa wasshén tabéa salami dat
o gwandhoéay hali jost kort, daktar o Kamala was kort ke pirzal bass
bekant, bale...

Drajén sahaté gwastagat. Kamala tdn ¢ wahdi watarr nakortagat o na ke
dega mardomé o kas o waresé atkagat. Paméshka mordag angat ér at.
Pirzélay hiskaragéani tawar barjam at, wardhay taha meshinay garr garr
band butagat, payp yakk kerr butagatant, wardhay garhiay tawar
yaddhawl at o0 Kamalay awortagén dsomi poll pankaay gwata dur sheng
o shang kortagatant.

Chép o sheng: Sharip, Hanip (2014). Tirdndask. Bechar chérnebis 155.
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Ensan o aiay Chagerd






Pisshi o Piroko

Monir Ahmad Badini

Lahtén wahd nagwastagat ke may nokén keréhi makanay taha yakk
pisshié gon bidallet. O ¢ chosh but ke har shap wahdé ma pa shdmay
nanay waragd neshtén, barandhahay borzé cha koéthiay roshendana
pisshiay myaon myaonay tawara atk. Gozhnagén pisshié at ke géon
nanay boa cha nadrostén geséa atk, barandhahay sara srap kanan may
kéthiay jalidarén réshenddna myéaon kanan wati sari ér kort ke aiay
chamm cho cheraga laggetant o 4id, wati bar6tan sorénan sakkén myaon
myaona kort o padd wahdé & cha may némaga ndomét but ke ma 4ia
haddh o ndnay lonkahé nadayén, 4 myaén mydon kandn pa wati
nadrostén gesa rahadag but. Balkén 4 bazzag cha eda ham ndaomét at.

Ancha man 16thet ke pa aia nanay kapp o chondhé¢ beshdnan, bale mani
janéna gwasht ke ndni maday, dwarag hélaka bit, harwahda kayt. Man
wati janénay razi kanagay koshest kort ke badbaht gozhnagén pisshié,
ma ke nana warén 4id boa zurit o & may roshenddna kayt o chamma
darit o myaon kanan omét o ndomét pada rawt... Che parké kapit agan
man pa 414 kappé nan naroshtay taha charp bekanan, beshanan?

Bale mani janéna mani gapp namannet. Mana nazanan 4ia cha pisshiay
ranga ham chéé bada a4tk ke 414 mana ham naesht ke pa aia lonkahé nan
beshanan?

Bal¢ wahdé ke pisshi padmdnpad may nanay waragay wahda
réshenddna myadn myadn kanana but, man wati janén gwasht ke man
¢ sahdaray ¢ ndométia saggeta nakandn, man pa eshid nanay kappé
shanan ke bell sahdér sérlapa bit.

Agan hélak but o har rocha atk, é chizz shartera bit, parcha ke mana
zant ke may gesay taha moshk ham baz ent, agan pisshi 14hé but
moshkéni hayra naménit. Bale wahdé man nanay kappé borént ke pa
pisshia shanani, mani janéna mani dast dasht o gwasht: “Gomi kan,
mana cha diay myaon myadénan bada kayt o taw zuray 4ia nana dayay.
Man tard naylan. Hod4 bejant eshid ke har shap may nana zahra kant o
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kayt roshendand wati buza éra kant... O dwarag tai rahmdeli bena bit o
taw har shap wati ndnay waragd nazénay o pisshiay myaéon myadnan
gosha daray. Man tara naylan, bell gomi kan.” Aia wati dast gwatay
tahd pa pisshid shant ke “Dur bay, mordar!”

Bale pisshi tan ¢ wahdi bazzag o lachar lachar roshendanay sara myaon
myaon kandn may mard o janénay jérhaha sayl kanan o gésh déran at o
yakdamé wahd¢ 4ia mana dist ke man pad atkan, aia chopp kort. Balkén
aid omét but ke man aia nané dayaga an... Bale dwarag wahdé mani
janénd mani dast dasht, & padd ndomét but ke pa 4ia nan dayag o
nadayagay sard tan ¢ wahdi jérhah at. Nun 4id wati sakkén sakkén
myaon myaon dwarag bend kort. Man diay sayl kanaga pad gon wati
janéna gwasht: “Taw nazanay gozhn chonén chizzé. Gozhna cha pisshiay
deld jost kan.”

“Bahtdwaria kanay gorha beraw bedayi, man tard nadaran.” Mani janéna
cha mani habardn bazzag but, 414 mana ejazat dat ke man pa pisshid
chondhé nan beshanan. O wahdé man nanay thokkor brandhahay sara
shantant, pisshia setthan o kapan thokkor zort o wartant.

Cha rahadag bayaga pésh a yakk war dwarag roshendanay sara atk o
yakk myadné jati o rahadag but. Pisshay hamé shardratay sard man gon
wati janéna gwasht: “Sayl kan, taw gon € sahdara enkas mazanén nékié
kort, nun 4 tai mennat4 geraga ent.”

Dwarag har shap pisshia atk, cha may gesa sérlapa but o shot. Nun may
jenda aiay dyagay entezar at ke baré baré a dérd atk, bale diay nanay
bahr méa esht o wahdé aiay mydonay tawara but, ma ndnay tokkor
brandhah4 shéntant.

Yakk shapé ma nan wart o halas kort, pisshi nayatk. Ma zant bar¢ bar¢ a
déra kant. Gorhd ma aiay entezara neshtén o dam pa sahat may chamm
réshenddnay némaga borza butant ke nun ma aiay zerhokén chammana
gendén ke daméa goddh 4 kayt, bale tdn ¢ wahdi 4 dard naat. Dwar may
makénay habéliay darwazag kaséa jat o man pad atkan darwazag botk.
Sarhakkay bejliay rozhnaiay taha man yakk pendhoké wati habéliay
darwazagay dapa 6shtok dist ke gon mani gendagéa gwashti: “W4jah! Man
do réch ent ke gozhnag an, agan nanay bakoé hast, mehrabani bekan...”

O man dist ke ¢ pirén pendhoké at gon lattha, latth o band kanan tan
may darwazaga waté raséntagati, nun cha diay damay tawar o hiskaga
malum but ke 4 cha durd dyaga at. Aiay espétén rissh o kamzoriay
gendagd mand rahm 4tk o man 4atkan o har chenkas nan ér at, man
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pirokoay bagala datant. Pirén mard sakk wassh but o latth o band kanan
rahédag but.

Man atkan o tan ¢ wahdi kéthiay taha naneshtagatan ke pisshiay tawar
but bale mardchi drahén ndn man pirokoard datant o yakk gozhnagén
baniddaméé nan dayagay wahda mana yat nayatk ke gozhnagén sahdaré
ham kayt.

Man hayran butan ke chon kanan? Bale nénay yakk bakoé ham
namantagat. Paméshka man o mani janén wat ndomét butén. Pisshiay
myadn myaonay déma, ma sharmendag atén ke enshapi aid nan naraset,
paméshka ma cha wati nan waragay kothia domi kothiay taha shotén o
pisshi pa myaon myaon kanagd esht ke tan déra pisshia myadén myaon
kort o mani goéshani taha diay tawar ayan but. Mana sakk rahm atk ke ¢
sahdar maréchi gozhnag mant.

Arman ke pisshi mani zoband poh bebutén, man aid gwashtagat ke
mardchi nan pa taw namantag, banda shapa pa taw zalur ndna kellén.
Mardchi tai bahr yakk nadrah o pirén ensanéa bortag ke 4 ham tai warha
gozhnag at.

Bale pisshi myaén myaon kanan tan déra roshendand o6shtok but o
wahdé ndomét but, man dist diay srap kanagay tawar brandhahd but.
“Bezan 4 naomét rawaga at,” man hayal kort.

Domi shapad ma pisshiay entezar kort, bale pisshi nayéatk. Sayomi o
charomi shapay entezara ham pisshi nayatk. Pisshiay darak nabut ke
taw mortay ya zendag butay.

Chép o sheng: Asdp, Kéch, Dasambar 1992. Bechar chérnebis 203.
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Karkénk

Gaws Bahar

Tan ¢ wahdi man dahé karkénk nachetagat ke mana lashkari darésa
p6shetagén char sepdhigd man ropt. Yakkéd mani baddhay lach chandhet
o ham¢ dahén karkénk zemina rétkant. Man pahk bah mantan ke eshan
ché begwashén ke tupaki kondakéa mani baddhé tawar kort o zemina
nazz atkan. Pada har charén sepahigan mana gon mosht o lagat, kondak
o nalén tdn hamd wahdé4 man bandan kort ke man tostan.

Wahdé man sodd kort ta man tanaha kuliéay taha kaptagan. Pa man na
sharrén pashké sar atkag o na ke gehén shalwaré. Mani dastay pasgoé o
paday chawatth Hodai mal butagant. Man biccharéa kaptan ke gon man
chosh parcha but. Mani gondh ché at? Bale mani sar hecch chizza per
nabayaga at.

Karkénk wa choshén chizzé naat ke eshiay chenag yakk anchén baldhén
jormé bebit ke mani dhawlén mardomé janag o tdnaha band kanag bebit
o na ke ¢ kandi choshén kandié at ke ed4 adyag pa lashkari sepahigan
dega tahrozi gappé bebit. May mahlukay kasansali o mazanomri doén
man ¢ kandia gwastagant.

Haw, yakk parké hastent ke man kasania man ¢ kandid pa tarr o garda,
pa sayl o sawada atkagatan o mardchi pa rézigay shohaza. Buta kant ke
choshén béhayrén rézig mehrabanén sarkaray bésharapi bebit? E gapp
ke yakk chardah joméet wantagén mardomé kandi pa kandia gardit o
karkénka chent o chér gabarra kamaénit, pa may molkay nékén sarkara
sharrén gappé naat. Paméshké4 sarkdray lashkari sepdhigdn mana ¢
mazanén hatday seza datag?

Dela biccharon kort ke kasé mani kuliay nazzikka kayt, josté gerani ke
mani hata ché at ke mana ed4 arag o band kanag butag o man tan kad ¢
kuliay bdhotha ban? Bale kass mani nazzikka nayayagéa at. Man cho
honiga éwaka hamé kulid band atan. Hoda bezant parcha mani deld
yakk torsé chest but ke mani chamm wati mayla dast o padédni némaga
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shank geptant ta mand choshén sellén hawpéa ham gwar najatagat ke
cha diay torsa kass mani nazzikkd mayayt, abéd garibiay hawpa.

Man ¢ kahrén shap man tanaha chon gwazént, mani delay bona zant.
Yakk némagé mani jenday gand o gasarh man kuliay kondhéa ér atant o
domi némaga makesk o poridn mand anchosh man bastagat ke ché
begwashan. Lashkari sepdhigan mand inkas takansari nadatagat ke ¢é
makesk o porian datagat. Ayan mana jatag o toséntagat bale eshan mana
pa sodd o sama karyab kortagat. Hamé kuliay tahd yakk gandalé cha man
sari ér at. Hoda bezant kojam bazzakarayg at. Eshiay nedetagén boa sar
gwat datagat bale cha makesk o poriani takdnsarid man baré baré hamé
gandal pera dat o baré baré kuliay tahé cho jallakéa chakarretan.

Nun domi rochay dah baj at. Man zikkén atan ke gozhnag o tozhnag o
béwab atdn o gwashay zana kassa ¢ gappay sama néstat ke man ¢ kulid
honigé band ent.

Anagat, tdnahé yakk sepdhigé mani déma gwast. Mani chamman do rok
awort. Man noki delmanag atan ke cha eshid chizzé pol bekanan ke
eshid wati rastén dastay do moérdanag wati lonthdni sard dasht o mana
bétawar bayaga kati kort. Man ¢ sepahig pajjah awort o 4ia mana ham
sharrid zantagat. Hamé sepahig domi randda pada wati baddhay
Kalashank6pd chandhénénd mani kuliay dapa nazzikterd gwast o pa
halwat darraénti: “Béabol! Shogra beger Hodaya tai sard rahm kortag.
Annun kalaké bit nako6 Tangahi...”

Aiay gapp pilah nabut 0 4 démé shot. Nun gwashay zana mana takansaria
zort. Chosh naent ke nak6 Tangahia mani arzi datag? Man ndkoay rozigay
sara orosh awortagat? Hatman naké Tangahid badmashi kortag.

Man nun pa ndkéa cha zahra gwat geptagatan o aiay pirén zal o nyarhién
jenekkana lahtén keshtagén za o bad dat. Kandia karkénk haminkadar
baz at ke man o ndké Tangahia salani sal bechetén, nakotthetagat. Nakoa
moptd mana cho karyab kanaéntag, ndkoa Hoda ancho karyab bekanét.

Man nun nakoday sara norondhaga atan ke hamé sepdhig pada mani
nazzikka gwast. “Ché gwashtag ndké Tangahia?” man zutt zuttd pol
kort. Mani anisshag krechk tarretagat.

“Hecchi nagwashtag. A bécharag sohbi...” Sepahigay gapp pada kappi
but. Mané nun gwashay zana ganokia gept. “Nakoa hecch nagwashtag.
A bécharag sohbi...” E drahén labz pa man chach atant.

Hamé sepahig padd mani nazzikka gwast bale dhanna kas¢ 6shtatagat
zana ke mani pol kanagay dija 4iad hecch nagwasht o bétawaria gwast.
Nun mani janay poth pad atkagatant. Man kuliay simbandén darwéazaga
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lecchetag o oOshtatagatdn o hamé simm mohria dashtagatant. Wadarig
atan ke sepahig byayt o mané sarjamén hala bedant. Sepahigay sayén
dankan mané ¢ wa sama dat ke nakoa mani arzi nadatag. Albat, nako
bécharag sohbi... E dankan mana biccharéa dawr dat.

Sepahig naydyaga at. Nako bécharag sohbi mortag? Nako bécharag
sohbi cho maniga bandig kanag butag? Nako bécharag sohbi... Man
bicchara atan ke hamé sepahig pada gwast bale gwashay ¢ padi pa moh
at. “Néako bécharag sohbi... ché butag?” man zutt zutta pol kort.

“Lashkari sepahigan tirbaran kortag o koshtag,” sepahiga darraént.
“Ché...¢.” Mani del ér mort.

“Haw, nako karkénkay chenagdy jorma tirbaran kanag butag,” sepahiga
mana hal dat o déma shot, bale mani dela gwasht ke annun zeminay dap
pach bebit o man ér berawan.

Man mopta nakoay sara shakk kort o diay 16gi o jenekk za o bad datant.
Man pashémania goh bwartén. Mani hayal pa nakoay pirén langén zal
o doén nyarhién jenekkan shot ke ayani réziay katthok zaleman wati
harjan jatagat.

Nun man ¢ wa zant ke man parcha band kanag butagén bale ¢ gappa
mani sar per nabayaga at ke andgahda karkénkay taha kojam sharri atk
ke aiay chenag cha hona zyat hatdwari ent.

Zi mani karkénk chenagay awali roch at bale nakoé Tangahia dér at ke
hamé dandaya at. Mana yat ent ke salé¢ sari man gon lahtén sangata
kandiay nedaragd 4tkan, ta awali randd ndko, karkénkay chenag o
mocch kanaga dist, hayran butan chéa ke eda hechbar kasséa karkénké
nachetag o mocch nakortag.

Sadan sala ¢ karkénk ancho kandia sohrchakén rékay sard kapok atant.
Kassé bucchéay jost nakortagatant. Haw, baré baré gwandhoén chetag o
watmanwata mérhéntag o proshtagatant.

Man pa wati hayraniay dur kanagé ché nakéa jost kort.

“Babald! Lapay sok ent, lapay.”

Nakoa yakk katrahé wati chamm chest kortant o mana charet o wati dasti
lapa jat. “Man pirén mardé an, kar o dandd man korta nakanan. Taw wa
zanay mani gesd mardénzahg, Hodday ganj ent, kass nést. Doén nyarhi
ant ke € pakard degaray gesd dém dayagd mana dela nabant. Donyé harab

ent. Tai tru ham nun cha padéan shotag ke yakkéay geséa razani moshtagat
o mand komakki datagat. Man wat hayran atan ke nun ché bekanan.
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Hodaya wat rahm kort. Beshakk, Hod4 rozigrasan ent, Babalo. Aia barén
cha koja yakk mardé awortag ke kwahnén asen, kwahnén champal o
labbarh, kalandhi o karkénk pa baha zurit. Paméshka man pa wata laché
gwaptag o hamok sohba kayan tdn bégahd dahé bist¢ man karkénka
chenan ke mana bisté kaldara rasit ke yakk béléa nan o pimmaza bant.

“Dahé bisté man karkénk bist kaldar?”” Man hayran mantan. Bapari ham
sharrén nathapé.

“Man chéé, babald! Yakk man do sér o ném ent. Hoddya ham chonén
wahdé awortag ke pa béléay nan o pimmaza bist kaldar ham kamm
ent.” Nakoay dap gappa at o dast tézia kara atant. A yakkoi dapbandén
karkénkan chendn o lach4 kanan at. M4 tdn dérd hamé hashtad saligén
marday goshadkari dist o pad4d nakdara “Alldhay aman” gwasht o
déma shotén.

O porrén saléa pad wahdé man wati wanag dar bort o pa sarkari nawkaria
Kéch, Shal, Karachi o Eslamabada mokhtalefén kéargesan sag janag o
gorbag eshkél kanaga pad gon ndkamén deléa 1oga watarr kort, hayran
atan ke che kér bekanan. Nawkari pa mé gariban ché enjiray polla at o
may shahra karjdhay ndm o neshan néstat o mani dhawlén wanendahén
mardom pa wéandhahid paym nabutagat. Paméshké parandoshigén bazén
bicchar o pegran mani hayal ndké Tangahiay némaga bort.

Zi sohb4 man yakk laché dah kaldara zort o dém pa kandia rawan butén.
Man sharrid sama kort ke mahluk mana hurt hurtd chéaraga ent.
Gwashay zan4d mana gwashagé ant ke angat bwan géshter.

Wahdé man kandid sar butdn yakk randé mani chamm pa nako
Tangahia shank geptant bale dur durd ham aiay gwah néstat. Albat,
lashkari sepahig kandiay nazzikka zemina map kanan o tambu mekk
kanan atant bale cha eshan bésama, man dém pa wati r6zigé shotan.

Maro6chi man mardoméni bazén mennat o layldya pad, gon hamé
manzamanid cha tdnaha yalah kanag butan ke dendaga hechbar kandia
karkénkay chenaga narawan. Cha tdnaha dyagé pad, man joptd bazara
atkan ke chizzé begeran o bwaran. Do réch at gozhnag atan.

Wahdé man bazard sar butdn, mani chamm watsard karkénki séthay
dokkanay némagé shank geptant, ta diay dokkanay déma do lashkari
mothal cha karkénké chakar, 6shtatagat.

Chép o sheng: Bahar, Gaws (2003). Karkénk. Bechar chérnebis 181.
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Hasan S6l

A. R. Dad

Mazanén daru o darmanéa pad ham, diay nasibay cherag nashahmet, na
ke 4iay janéna choshén rah o daré eshkot o rah nakapt o nashot.

Ahera yakk roché aiay kargesay kar kanokén sangatéa aiara soj dat ke
“E shahray kohdéma, gwashant konaray drachké hast. Hamaiay sahega
agan taw shapé o roché bejallay, tard allama chokka bit.” A wa chonaha
padani sara Oshtdtagat, pada poshpadéay gamd, panch sl porrén, 4id
wata cha taha wartag o russéntagat. Aia hama sohba réchéay roksati
kagadé nebesht o wéjahay thébalay sara ér kort o rahadag but.

Janan o proshan, jost o pors kanan, aher 4 hama konaray sdhega pojjet.
Gwashay pa 414 baheshtay darwazag pach but. Yakk baré wa shamoshti
ke eda chéa atkag, parcha ke sarjamén roéchéay janag o proshagé pad, a
ancho zhand at gwashay 4ia wati hecch gén nést. Gon drachkay tekah
dayaga, diay chamm band butant. Yakk wahd¢ ke aiay chamm pach
butant, ensertagén shap o jangalay taharid syahmaré aiay arwahay
bandan réh dat. Yakbaré pada aia gon wat jérhet ke “Man edd chéa
atkagan?” A gwashay cha har chizza peramésh at. E ham zanaga naat
ke “Man kay an? Kojam zoband gappa janan? Mani halkay hadd o
simsar koja ant?”

A chopp but o pad 4tk, konaray chéra oshtat o chareti. “E pirmard man
gwashay pésara ham distag, bale mana gira nayayt kadi o koja distag.
Begenday waba distag,” 4i4 del4 hayal kort o takéani marzaga lagget. A
nun shoda ham geptagat. Aia gén wat zortagén toshag mahallah
halléntagatant. Gon konaray lobbén barani gendaga diay dapa ap dat,
dasti bort ke yakk o do besendan ke tawaréa serrént.

“E taharia taw eda 6shtatagay, ché 16thay?”

“Man, wajah, bémorad 4n. Mana poshpad nést. Mani kah6l mané tazhna
jant ke man nadmardé¢ an. Man koja koja nashotagan, kai kai dar
nathokketag. Man ¢ hoshkén dast zortag o tai dara atkagan ke taw eshan
besabzénay.”
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Konaré darraént: “Gon mane Hasan Sola ¢ kawla bekan, agan jenekké
bit, gorhd mani deshtéar ent, diay ndméa ham Nokmadinah bekan. Agan
bachakké bit, taw bezan o tai jan.”

“Na wajah! Taw harché bakshday mana zuran o hechbar ham cha wati
zobana nabajjan. Man zobanmokén thakkéay mardomé an.”

Nun réch dar atkag. Gon jangalay zémerén sohba Hasan S61 ham chopp
but. Nun 4 trahetagat o aram at. E kapp o a4 kappa charaga at.

GoOn borzén tawaréd gappi jat, o wahdé cha thébalay déma érén
kagadan chotthet gorha pa bésamai dasti thébalay sara ér butant, bena
but dhokkor janaga. Aiay nazzikkd neshtagén kar kanok drah aiay
némaga charagé atant. A bechkandaga at ke 4iara drachkay séji datagat.

Nun 4 péshi mardom naat ke sohbé kargesa potert o tdn roksatia gon
kassa gappia nakort. Aidy hamkarana lothet ke gapp bejant, gon ma
chéh¢ bwart, wati pagar o shahray nokén jawarani babata gapp bejant,
bale 4 cha eshan bésama na gon kasséa gappia kort na kargesay poteragé
gon kaséa drahbat o salamé korti.

Salé bit ke aiay kargesay drahén hamkar cha diay borzén tawara sawt
janag o thébald dhokkor janaga paréshan atant, bale 4 cha ¢ drahénan
bésama gon Nokmadinahay péddeshd haminchok gal at gwashay aiay
nezzé dard o gam, ndométi o béodsti ke mardom eshani zanga janant, drah
bémanaén gapp ant. A éwaka gon wasshia ashna at o bass. Hamé rochan
a1a shahray bazén nokén hothaléa raw o 4 bena kort o nok addh kortagén
jéh o daggani sayla séria nakort. Gwashay nokén mardomé at ke shahra
atkag. Pa 414 har chizz nok at. Hamé rochan aia gon yakk o do kwahnén
sharabi sangatd nend o nyad bena kort.

Nun hamok Yakshambeh sangatani pajjiga shot o peknekia kort o
sharabi ham wart. Aiay hamrah zutt, say char geldsa pad bena butant
zamanagay gelag o zanga, bale & gwashay sahig naat ke anchén chizz¢
wartagi ke mardomé pa sdhatéd badala kant. Choshén sahatan & pad
atkagat o koh, dar o drachki charetagatant. Aia wati sangatdni hamé gon
zamanaga masiat o gelag hecch ddsta nabutant.

Doshambehay sohba pad4a hama rangé pada atk, jania shosht o dém pa
wati kargesd rahadaga but. Nun gwashay garhidni girr o gar o
chokkani, joli kopaga, pa wanagjdha rahadag bayag 4ia sakk dost
atant. Nun pa 4id har chizzd manaé hastat. Kargesa karani chotthaga
pad, borzén tawara sawt janag o dhokkor janagi anch6 adat kortagat
gwashay ¢ ham zemmawarié o aiay karani taha hawdr ent.

250



Shéanzdah sala pad yakk bar¢ pada & abétk o ménja but. Yakk sohbé ke a
sar geptagat ke kargesa berawt, gorha Nokmadinah4 ke pa wanagjaha sar
geptagat, cha wati peta jost kort: “Abba! Man doshi waba konaré distag,
gwashay mana chizz¢é gwashaga 16thit.”

Aié bechkandet o darraént: “Mani chokk! E wéabé, waba harkas harché
gendit, eshan mana nést. Taw wati delgésha wanaga beday. E wéaban
yalah kan...”

A dar kapt o pa eshtapi dém pa kargesa rahadag but, bale ¢ sarjamén
raha mardchi har chizz pa 4ia anchosh at ke shanzdah sal pésara at.
Hamok eskuli chokkéay gapp o habar, garhiani tawar o pémp 4id Hasan
Soélay kawlay tranaga perrénaga at. Ai4 dast démé samart, saméi but ke
¢ mani shanzdah sal pésarigén dém ent ke hoshkén haddh o posté o
goshti hecch per nést. Ancho ke kargesa potert, hamkaréd diay dast gept
o jorhi kanag 16thet, bale cha diay dapa hecch dar nakapt. Gwashay 4 ¢
jorhirangén hecch chizza nazant. Déma kenzet o wati korsiay sara anch6
nesht gwashay kaséa pa zor chatay taha dawr datag.

“Konaray drachk, Hasan S6l, Nokmadinah, wéb...,” 414 jérhet, dast sara
kortant. Aiay nazzikka neshtagén hamkar drah habakkah atant ke marda
ché butag. Mardchi na aiay kalamay 4 tézi, na zutt karani gisshénag,
pada borzén tawara sawt janag o dhokkor janag, gwashay hechbar aia
choshén kerd o kar nakortag. Gwashay degaré butag ke tan shanzdah
sala eshiay korsiay sara atkag o neshtag. Mardchi asl mardomay jend
atkag ke na karani gisshénaga zant, na borzén taward sawt janag o
dhokkor janaga zant.

Yakk baré pada aia jérhet: “Konaray drachk, Hasan S6l, Nokmadinah,
wab ché ent?”

A pad 4tk o cha kargesa dar kapt. Rawag rawaga aiay dela atk ke
Nokmadinahay wanagjaha berawan o aiay ostddd begwashan wati
nddarbara begwash “dega baré konaray drachkay waba magend, man
zendag buta nakanan” ke géarhié cha durd diay poshtd pémp pémp
kanaga lagget. A yakk kerr but o 4 dega dasti gept o rawan but. Ed4
0da gardana, Nokmadinahay wabay barawa pegri kort. Hamé dhawla,
sar jahld, pegr kanana, a shapay yakka 16ga sar but. Aiay janén
taningah agah at bale mardé4 hecch nagwasht o atk o nepadani sara draj
but. Padd hamé pegr, hamé wab, hamé konar, hamé Hasan S6l o
Nokmadinah... tan wahd¢ diay del pa waba shot.

Go6n chammani pach kanaga aia 16thet ke Nokmadinahd tawar bekanédn o
josti bekanan ke “Taw marochi padd hamé wab nadistag” ke Nokmadinah
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atk o aiay déma oshtat. “Abba! Ddoshi man padd hama wab distag bale
mand sama butag ke drachk mardomé, mané tawara ent.”

“Enna, enna, mardomé naent, mani chokk! E anchén wabé, waban mana
nést.” Aia nazant man ché gwasht, pad atk o pasila shot.

Hamé sohba Nokmadinah wati dazgoharani pajjiga pekneka shot. Nan
waragd pad, & akskasshi o konaray chenaga borzaga sar kaptant. Gal o
kandan, thahk dayan a dhekkén konaray déma dshtatant. Nokmadinah
yakbaré oshtat o drachki charet. Aid sama but ke hamé drachk ent
shapan mani waba kayt. “Enna, ¢ nabit, konaray drachk drah hamrang
ant, degaré bit.”

Ayan wati pandol o chank porr kortant o yakk yakka ér kapan atant ke
Nokmadinahay sarig gon 16njanén shaharhéa arhet. Aia dast bort ke
sarigd begisshénan ke samai but yakkéa mani dast dashtag. Aiay dapa
dar atk “Way! Chonén konaré” ke diay géshan tawaré rost: “Eshkon.”

Nokmadinaha ¢ kapp o 4 kappa charet ta kass nést. Inchok4 diay drahén
dazgohar yakk yakka ér kaptagatant. “Mane konar gappa an. Loga ke
raway wati peta begwash wati zoband bemok, agan taw shamoshtay,
saruna daray pétié ér ent, aid pach kan. Cha aiay taha gwamz¢ dara kayt,
tai lankoké wart, hamé tara mani gappani tranagé géjit.”

Aia wati sarig gisshént o drekk drekk4 jahla ér kapt, gwashay honwarén
rastaré aiay randa kaptag. Aiay jig cha héda micchal at, zoban larzaga
at. A zutt 10g4 sar bayag 16thaga at. Jahla yani garhi pa rawaga sajo at.
Drah éwaka Nokmadinahay rahchar atant ke cha dyan gesar butagat.
Magrebtahara 4 16gé sar but, hecchigi naat, gwashay karnani béwabé at.

Sohba ke diay chamm pach butant, pet diay déma Oshtatagat. Péti aiay
dasta at. “E zana taw awortag gon?” Nokmadinah habakkah at, 16theti
yat bekant ke € péti man awortag gon ya cha pésara hameda ér ent, bale
hecch giri nayatk.

“Mana nazénan barén man awortag ya cha pésara hameda ent.” A o pet
doén pétiay déma neshtant.

Sakkén zébaén pétié at. Har charén némagan naksh o negar at. Ayan
péti ke pach kort, diay taha éwaka ketdbé ér at ke taki zard o kwahn
atant. Aia awali tak 1éthént, nebeshtah at “mana mani nékiani barward
hamé rasetag ke konaray drachké jorh butagan, bale taw wati zoban
taningah namoketag.”

Gon konaray labzay wanaga, Nokmadinaha zikkén peknek o konaray
drahén gapp gir atkant. Lotheti konaray dréhén gappdn gon petd
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bejant, bale 4 darwazagay dapa rasetagat. Aia nalothet tawari bejant.
Nokmadinaha l6thet wati mata jost bekant ke konaray drachké4 gon peta
che syadi hast, ke mata anchén kollagé jat gwashay chizzé gottha
gatthetagi. “Mani chokk! Man zanta nakanan.” Méat4 diay jostd pésh
wati drogén passaw dat o asrokay némaga rahadag but.

Nun pa aiad masterén azab Nokmadinahay hamé jost at ke “Mani pet!
Konar zana ché 16thit?” Aia rastén gapp jat nakot ke ché mabit ke cha
aiay mehran zebahr beban.

Hamé nagwashag ham nun pa 4ia azabé at. Nun diay chawakki gésh
bayan butant. Shapay yakk o dod ayag o Nokmadinahay chammani
pach bayagd pésar dar kapag, kargesa sdhaté¢ nendag o pada shahray
bénamén rah o dardn sar kasshag o hama yakk o doa béraw kanag adiay
adat at. Nun aia wati shahray hecch drachk ham ddst naat. Rahsaran ke
drachké disti, tokké allam jati. Mosaperé ke aiay chéra boshtatén, gon
zahr o kénagi chammaén chéreti.

“Hasan S6l agan anché mana hamé rahsaran dochar bekapit, man aiay
sara goddhan,” yakk roché 4id jérhet o wati padani déma kaptagén
karthunéara lagaté jat. Gwazokén mardom aid ajabén rangéa charaga
atant, gwashay 4 ganoké, wati hosha naent.

,

E shapi 414 wati kissagay drahén zarr sharab kort o wartant, tattarana loga
potert o Nokmadinahi cha waba pad kort. “Taw harwahd josta kanay:
‘Konar parcha mani wéaba kayt?’ ya: ‘Tara gon konaré che syadi¢ hast?’
Gorhéd eshkon. Taw hamé drachkay deshtar ay. Taw Hasan Solay
deshtar ay, hamé pirmarday ke péti¢ may loga démi datag.”

Aiay hamé jak o kukkaran 4iay janén pach drahet o pad atk.

“Byd, berawén tara tai deshtaray halka baran, nun géshter azdb man
saggeta nakanan.” Aia Nokmadinah dasta gept o lotheti dar byayt ke
aiay janén déma man tarret. “Yakk baré mana bekosh, nun eshid bebar.”

“Marochi man hecch gosha nadaran. Mark dega chéé? Mashomé zana
pésara zendag butagén ke barig marochiayg ent?” Aia janén dekkahé dat
o Nokmadinah dast4 gept o dar kapt.

Nokmadinah chopp o habakkah o hayran at, nazdnaga at che gappé. Shap
cho zhimb o gara syah o tahér at. Aiay dela nun mehray chammag hoshk
butagat, pa wati chokka hecch arméan pasht nakaptagat. A éwaka hamé
pegra at ke banda pada man zendaga ban. Gon washhalia kargesa rawan,
gon wati hamkarana nendan molkay jdwarani sara gapp o trana kanan,
thébald dhokkora janan, borzén tawara sawta janan.
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Jérhan jérhand atdragay wahdé a4 konaray drachkay chéra sar but, gon
borzén tawaréd gwashti: “Hasan S6l! Esh ent, man wati zoban moketag,
tai deshtar zortag o &wortag.”

Nokmadinahay dasti yalah kort o jahlagd ér kapan but. Gwashay
mazanén baré cha aiay kopagan dur atkag. A anché sobakk at ke pa 4ia
pandéay borrag gwashay chokki laybé at. Aia gwashay bolé gon at, layb
kanana dém pa métagéa rawaga at. Roch nun dar atkagat, chokkan wati
ketabani joli gon at o wanagjahan rawaga atant. Shahr sarjamé pad
atkagat. Harkas wati menzelay némagé rahadag at. Aia kassi némaga
ham nacharet, tachkda hammaméé potert, jani shosht o risshi sat o
shézarana wati kargesay némaga rahadag but.

Chép o sheng: Dad, A. R. (2009). Darigé Pacha Bit. Bechar chérnebis 189.
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Taw Mahnéza Nabay

Yunos Hosayn

Man bésama tayabay dapa neshtagatan.

Bérén shapay che wahd ent? Gapp ham anchéné ke man say roch ent
béwat an. Na sharriay sard waraga waran, na mana ¢ sodd hast ke mani
séth mana shohazaga ent. Ewak hamé pegra an ke Karachid dém
datagén mahig parcha harab butant. Zana mahigani harabiay zemmawar
¢wak man 4n? Andgat bramsh¢é but. Man chakk jat o chéret. Mani
poshtd yakk mendhén kochekké oshtatagat ke lapi ham porr at, domba
sorénaga lagget.

Man jost kort: “Taw shapnéma eda ché kanay?”
Gwashti: “Jost makan. Man nun sakk dam bortag.”
“Barén, gapp bejan.”

“Taw sur kortag?”’

“Haw, mana char danag chokk ham hast. Chéé zana?”
“Gorha gon taw gapp janaga bit.”

Aia gég kort o mani kasha nesht, pada gappé lagget. “Mani kessah baz
dr4j) ent bale taw mana begwash mardom réché chont bara jana
shodant?”

Man bechkandet o gwasht: “Baré yakk randé, baré do randa. Taw chéa
jost kanaga ay?”

“Lathén drahén rocha jana shodit?”

“Shodagé shodant, bale & zutt nadraha bant.”

“Man saria jan shodag nazantag. Man wahd¢ kasan butagan, mani mat
ndhoda Charokay logay dapé butag. Padd mana yakk gwandh6éad wati
16gé bort. Eshan gébn man layba kort o mana sharr sharrén warag ham

dat, bale wahdé man mazan butdn yakk roché pa tarr o tdba dhanna
shotan, Laléay kochekka mana baddhet o gwashti: ‘Berawén tayaba
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jana shodén.” Padd man wati 16ga shotan, mani poth tarr atant, gorha
l6gay mardom mani sara shakk butant, padd 4ydn mana cha wati 16ga
dar kort.”

Pada gréwagé lagget o gwashti: “Man mazanén radé wart ke 4 rochi jan
shosht.”

Man aiay sar marzet o 4idra tasalla dat o gwasht: “Gwastagén gappani
sard nezordela gréwant, nun wati bandatay pegra bekan.”

Pada gwashti: “Nun mané cha &pa torsit. Awali réchan mana jan shodag
wassh butag, bale nun mani hayala trampé ap purah artay goéonié. Hamé
trampay chest kanagay zor ham mana nést. Annun hasht kochekk mani
randa kaptagat, gwashagd atant: ‘Berawén jana shodén,” bale man
tatkan. Angat doa tachag tachaga mana ap per rétk. Man sakk zhand an.
Mani srén darda ent. E jah gésh darda kant, bechar...”

Aia mani dast gept o wati srénay némagé bort. Man aiay srén gén mati
lankoka z6r per dat o jost kort: “Eda?”

Gwashti: “Enna, kammé jahltera... hm... hm... hameda darda kant.”

Man4 aiay jawaray sard bazzag bayagi at o joston kort: “Annun agan
kasé tara wati loga bebart...?”

Aia mani gapp kappi kort o gwasht: “Taw mané wati 16g4 baray?”
“Mani logéa yakk kochekké wa sarid hast bale mani ballok éwak ent.
Man tard hamaiay 16gé baran o zanay 6da ché kanagi ent?”

“Mana zanan mana shapan 4gah bayag o rashagi ent.”

Man 4 hamréh kort o ballokay 16ga dwort. Ballok norondhagé lagget:
“E che balah¢ taw awortag? E tai che darda wart?”

Man ballok sarpad kort o gwasht: “E hamedé ent. E tai hatera béwébia
saggit o agan eshid tai hayal nadésht, gorha latth tai kasha ér ent.”

Pad4 man har shapa shotan o ballok o aiay halporsia kort. Ballok cha
aia sakk wassh at. Ballokay yakk mazanén pegré hamesh at ke mani
kokkorh géar bayaga ant bale nun géshter bayan atant.

Pada 16gay taha hapt danag gollorh tarraga lagget. Mani hobb ham géshter
but parchd ke mani ballok modam é&iay tawsipa kanaga at. Man aiay
géshter hayaldaria kort o modam sharrén wardka dat ke wati chokkan
géshter shir bedant.
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Nun aiay chokk mazan bayén atant. Ayan shir ham yalah kortagat. Yakk
shapé man ke 6da sar butan, & 6d4 naat. Man cha balloka jost gept:
“Maréchi zaher naent, koja shotag?”’

Habar mani dapa at ke a potert. Man chopp butdn ke balkén a del4 karit.

Domi shapa mani kerra atk, nesht, pada gappa lagget: “Bassham sakk
bazzag ent. Bécharagay 16g sakk mazan ent. Aiay 16ga kochekké wa
hast bale 1l6ga dalwat ham baz ant. Nun garmagi shap ant. Molka
dozzani ham shor ent. Kollén mardom dhanna waptagant. Ayani 16g
ham yalah ant. Agan taw deld mayaray, man shapa hamdda berawan?
Eda chokk wa hastant. Nun mazan ant o rdshag ham zanant.”

Man lothet josti bekanan bale 4id mand gapp janagay moéh nadat o
gwasht: “Mana zanan taw ché jost geraga lothay... Haw Basshamay
kochekk narazé.”

Man aiay chammani tah4 chéret. Aiay chamman do tramp ars pa shép
geragd jarhi at.

Chap o sheng: Mahtak Balochi, March 2000.
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Bahesht

Monir Mémen

Rochay awali branza Mézar o Didaray gardenani nyama wati keshk
shohdzet o doén pach larzetant. Wati kerr o gwara sharrid chéraga
laggetant. Doén jérhaga atant ke ma déshigén tawamén shap hamé warh
gwazéntag.

Mézar o Didar zi béhgaha cha wati hankéné lekketant o eshana hameda
shapa gept. Gorha doénan jérhet ke shapa hamé jompay sard gwazénén.
E yakk waddhé at. Bass lahtén anchén haki jomp atant o dur dura dega
hecch néstat. Mézara jérhet: “Bahesht begenday hamé warhé bebit” o
padé wati sari banzolani chéra chér dat.

E yakk kwahnén geli kampané. Eshiay taha ham4 kalat ke butag, 4 nun
dhoretag o kaptag, bale diay neshan angat gelay jompani dréshomé baz
jagaha hastent. Anch6 sama bit ke ¢ yakk zamanagé ¢ handay hakemani
jagah butag, bale wahday badalian ¢ kampén o kaldtay wahond badal
kanan kortagant. Annun € jdgah Bassham zargerayg ent.

Bassham sér o azgarén mardé. Kampanay taha shawk o ndkén 16gi jorh
kortag o kalatay bass godhsari neshani pasht kaptagant. Bale kampéani
angat nasoréntag o ¢ hama warha mohr o mohkam ent. Kampanay taha,
rodaratki pahnatd jamay mazanén drachk ant ke eshani omray kesas
janaga nabit. Sakkén kwahnén drachk ant. Mardom zanta nakant ke ¢
kampan kwahnter ent ya jamay drachk pirter ant? Bassham zargeray
kampanay zerbari rodaratkd mesteri Sabzalay 16g ent. Mesteri Sabzalay
l6g ham kasan naent, bale Bassham zargeray kampanay charek ham
nabit.

Mesteri Sabzalay kampanay taha char ban man o yakk semetth o
boldkay mazanén dhabbé ham hast ke diay taha koros, nekénk, kapodar,
shantol, metthu, kapinjar o ¢ dega kasan kasanén bazén morgé hast.
Sabzalay masterén chokk Ramazan morgay sakkén shawkié o tawamén
rochéd goén wati morgén moshkul ent.
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Rastén némagay jamay sara Chippanay hankén ent. Aiay do chokk
ant, Shépalok o Mézar. Chippan kapddaré ke dér ent € jami wati
hankén kortag. A cha kasania hamed4 atkag o randa Shépalok o
M¢ézaray peti dochar kaptag. Gorha hameda butagant.

Bale chizz¢ mah pésar Shépalok o Mézaray pet yakk roché ke cha eda
dar atk, gorha pada watarr nabut. Hod4 bezant chénén waylé sarai
kaptag. Bale inchok wahd gwazagé rand nun ¢ mat o chokk ¢kimm
butant ke & hayat naent.

Mesteri Sabzalay 16gay morgani tah4 bazén kapddaré ham hast. Sabzalay
chokk eshan pa wahd o pas dhanna kasshit o pada gipt o dhabbesha kant.
Bale yakk kapddaré ke ndmi Didar ent modam ke cha dhabb4 dara kayt,
tachka rawt diwalay sard nendit o chamm o do chamm ent ke bal bekant
0 jamay sard berawt. Didar modam wati deld jérhit ke ¢ jamay drachk
donyday sabz o sartsahegterén drachk ent. Eshiay bazén shaharhéni sara
nendagd 414 anchén tahiré rasit ke 4id cha ed o pésar namaretag.

Ramazan har roch tach o taga ent, shohaza ent. Drostén morgéna gipt o
dhabb4 kant bale Didar gar ent. Didaray hayal4 ¢ dhabb pa 4i4 jahandamén
zendané. Aiay dela 16thet ¢ dhabb o dhabbay wéhonda diay chamm
makapténant. E némagi Ramazan jawarhag o dwé o pospar kanaga at ke
¢ Didarnama mana delsyah kortag. Har roch hamé shumm o shanzdah gar
ent. Tawdmén morg hameda ant bale ¢ gendaga nabit. Mani wa kér o
rozgari bortag. Tan déra shohaz kanaga rand, Ramazana dist ke jamay sara
Didar gon Mézara sonth pa sonth ent o neshtag. Ramazana tawar kort:
“Didar!” Bale Didar bésama at. Aia nazant ke gwat kai macchéan ent.
Ramazén labajaga at. “Haw. Tai kerdar bezan hamesh ent. Taw maro6chi
mani dasta bekap. Pada nagwashay ke mana rawan jamay jamka nendan o
tard tinn deld dayéan.”

Anagat Mézard Ramazan samd kort o Didar hal dat ke 6da bechar
Ramazéan tard shohdzagad ent. Didara ke Ramazan dist jérheti: “Man
genday Mézaray chammani taha jagah bekortén, chon sharr at” o
Mézara hamé daméana wati chamm band kortant o gon Didara gwasht:
“Didar! E mard wa tara edd nendaga naylit. Taw nagwashay mana
challahé bekanay o wati padéa bekanay.”

Haminchoka Ramazan jamay saré bald butagat o Didari gept o bort pa
dhabba.

M¢ézar sohba mahallah cha jamé ér kapt o diwalay sard nesht. Wahd
gwazéan but. Némroch atk. Bale Mézar angat abétk abétk at o jérhagd at
ke mardchi gwashay roch garmter ent. Kammé delgdshi kort. Gwat wa
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kasshaga ent bale parcha mana nalaggit? O pa gwati koléay shohaza aiay
chamm pa semetthay dhabba kaptant. Aia hayal kort genday agan annun
¢ dhabb pach kanag bebit, gwatay dar pacha bit o mdésom wati ndkén
godan gwara kant. Bale dhabb pach nabut tinke magreba Mézaray mata
M¢ézar tawar kort o jamay sara bort. Mézaray mésom tanke char récha
yakk hesab cho tinné taptag at. Panchomi réchd Ramazana dhabb gon ¢
jazma pach kort o morg dhanna kasshetant ke nun Didara jamay sara
rawagay seza rasetag. Nun allam ebrata gipt o & némaga nacharit.

Charén réchani arwahgradén wadara rand marochi Mézar o Didaray
moésom badal butagat. Kawsh zeray nambéan ché meské shanzan at. O ¢
doén sawarhag kanagd atant ke agan ¢ baheshtén mdésom abadmin
kanagi ent, gorha mara cha magreba o cha Ramazéanay dyaga pésar halk
réchagi o cha eda lekkagi ent.

Roéch zeminay saray bana dratkagat. Zemin o d4sméanay nyama abéd
rozhnd dega hecch néstat. Bass dur némdsmana Mézar o Didar do
kasanén thekkay warha bal atant o chammesh zemina atant pa anchén
hankénéay shohaza ke 6d4 wati baheshta ér kort bekanant.

Chap o sheng: Momen, Monir (2016). Lilan. Bechar chérnebis 222.
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Talk

Nagoman

Man talké an. Mana kesas salé bit ke edd borzén kahuréay tholla drang
an. Rochani garmi o shapéni sartid, namb o droshkan, gwat o hawran,
tabd o lewaran mana sakk nezor tarréntag. Mani labbarh sarhetag o
sestagant. Nyamdar wardkan wartag o ndl zangan geptag.

Man parchd eda bégwami drang an? Mand pa ¢ hala kaya kort?
E dréjén kessahé.
A parigén garméagay yakk wassh o sahélén sohbé at. Badala mana o

mani ¢ dega doén hamrah cha lachokka dar kortant o dém pa wati petay
dhagara rahadag but. A mara pa chér kanaga baragi at.

Mani o mani doén hamrahani shapd wapsagay jagah hamé lachokk at.
Badala shapa mara chéra nakort, chéd ke shapa mara pogol o moshk o
karhokkana srapént yA mor o solordn dana bortant. Paméshka rocha ma
molka morga gept o shapa hamé lachokkay taha arama kort o wati
sargwast o kessaha awortant.

Say roch at ke Badald mana addh kortagat o chér kanaga baraga at, bale
man taningah hecch morg gept nakortagat, paméshka wati hamrahani
kerra kammeé pashal atan ke dyan béhesab shekar geptagat.

Shekaray geraga mani bésobiay nimmon esh at ke awali rocha man ancho
dhakk atan ke mani dan morgan bort bale nasraptan, o domi rochad man
ancho sonn atan ke watsara wat sraptan o neshtagén morgan bal kort o
pada johana neshtant bale mani nazzikkd nayatkant. Hayr, nun mana
zénan ke talk ché dhakk mabit ke morg diay koblokay dana bwarant o
angat masrapit o ch6 sonn ham mabit ke kawshay kasshaga besrapit.

A sohbi, Badald mara zort o tachka sohréay johana atk ke dhagaray
gwara prahén sirkagéay sard kot at. E johana bazén morgé atk. Kapot,
shantol, drichk, pint6l o jengolan abéd bar¢ baré goldani sar ham kapt.
Annun johana lahtén shantol o pintdl neshtag o danay chenag o waraga
at. Wahd¢ Badal nazzikka raset, ayan bal kort o kammé passend, soléay
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sara neshtant. Badald doén talk bond ér kortant o mana chér kort.
Kandhoké¢ jati o mand hameshiay taha éri kort o war wara bari dat. Pada
koblokay sara gon sosorra per lecchéntagén sohrdén dani hopp jat o daré
kort. Mani poshti némaga lahtén karhabbi kandhéli ér kort tanke morg
mana poshtokdi majanant, chéa ke ma cha poshti némaga ayokén
morgan sakk sakka gepta nakanén.

Badala 4 dega doén talk ham chér kortant. Chér kanaga rand, may kash
o gwara wati padi gon chaderay lamba gar kortant ke morg mamarant.
Cha eshia rand Badal johana gestd yakk kaléréay poshtd nesht o
chammi gén johana kortant.

Mosom sakk wassh at. Jambar sahél atant o sartén kawshé ham
kasshagé at. Johanay kash o gwaray kalér o kahurani sara neshtagén
morg cha moésomay wasshid mast atant o gon wati wasshén tawara
mosoma nazénaga atant.

Hamé wahdé do kapot bal kanana 4tk o hamé borzén kahuray tholla ke
annun man drang an, nesht. Mani del wassh but ke morg baz bayan ant.
Eshani tahd man yakké allama gerdn, bale man pésard wa hecch morg
nageptagat. Barén chona ban?

Man deld jérhagé atdn o morgéani johanad nendagay wadar4 atan. Badal
kaléray poshtd neshtagat o cha ma yakkéay srapagay wadara at. May
drostdni wadéaray daman waddan atant, bale hecch morg bona
naneshtagat. Drah kash o gwaray kalér o kahurani sara neshtag o
z¢€baén mdésomay tawsipa atant.

Aher, may wadérani drajkasshén damén kotthetant. Yakk shantoléa cha
kahuray sara bal kort o 4tk o johana nesht. Aiay poshtd dega do say
shantol domb pa domba atk o nesht. Lahtén shantol 4 dega talkéani
nazzikka at o yakké war ward mani nazzikké dyan at. Mani delay drikkag
trond butant o mani hayala kaléray poshtd neshtagén Badalay ham.

Shéantol dan chendn o wardna, mani déma atk o 6shtat o pa ddnay chomb
janaga gég at ke hamé sahat4 doén kapdtan goshadia cha kahuray tholla
bal kort o johanay kerra atk o neshtant. Shantol gorhetant o balesh kort
o hama kaléray sard shot o neshtant ke diay poshta Badal neshtagat. Gon
Badalay gendaga dyan pada bal kort o dega soléay sard shot o neshtant.

Mand kapotani sard sakk zahr atk chéd ke eshan mani dastay shekar
baraéntagat. Agan ¢ mayatkénant, allama man wati zenday awali shekar
geptagat. Yakk baré¢ mani deld holl kort ke wataré srapénan, belli kapota
gorhant o cha edé bala kanant o rawant. Agan ayan mani dastay shekar
baraéntag, man ham ed4 ayan chénkay chenaga naylan. Bale pada man
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charet ke eshan choshén asanén seza¢ nadayan. Agan edd manesh bal
bedayéan, a dega johané ya molkéay sara rawant o 1apa porra kanant.
Sharterén sezd hamesh ent ke man cha eshan yakké shekar bekanan.

Doén kapot kashmankash loddhana johénay kerra gardaga atant. Hamé
wahda kapotani bal datagén shantol ham pada atk o neshtant. Mani del
wassh but o kapoétani sard zahr ér atkant. Awali randa man 4 sharria
charetant. A warna o binkasén kapét atant. Yakk naréné at o yakk
madagéné. Kashménkash loddhédna doén sakk brahdér atant. E chén
gal o shadan ant. Bécharaga nazanant ke malkamut har daméan ayani
srapa ent.

Yakk baré mand kammé bazzag but, bale padd cha eshan yakkéay
geragay wahaga, zenday awali shekéray gerag o hamrahani o Badalay
déma washndm bayagay wéahagé mani del dhaddh kort.

Narén kapdt mani némaga dyan at o madagén diay poshta gon at. Mani
delay drikkag pada trond butant. Eshani tahd yakké mani shekar bayagi
at. Nun mani o Badalay wadérani sdhat o daman kotthagi atant. Naréna
mani sohr6én dan ke dist, gdmi pa man trond kortant o 4tk o mani dani
chomb jat. Mani darok cha kobloka dar 4tk o0 man hamd damana kapot
gottha gept.

Gon mani srapagéd johadna neshtagén morgan bal kort, bale geptagén
kapotay matth mani sard chapp o chagerda chakarroki waragé lagget.
Gon mani srapaga Badalda ham drekk zortant. Wahdé kapdta Badal
ayaga dist, nazzikka kaléréay sard shot o nesht.

Badala kapot cha mani dapa dar kort ke martosag butagat. Kapoti charet
o bechkandeti. “Mozhdawar ay taw, bwar sohr6an,” Badala bébazzagén
galwaréa gwasht o cha galé krishtagé jat.

Mana bazzag but. Chonén wasshén zendé¢ at, eshani. Yakkén sahata cho
kokkoliani kalata karotk. Nun chon béwas o deltrakk ant, béchérag.
Drégatén man ¢ mageptén. Man pa pashomani kapdotay némaga charet ke
Badald mohr dashtagat. Nun Badal eshia koshit o eshiay matth gamana
merit. E doénani nawahdén markay zemmawéar man 4n. Man eshani
washhalén zend barbad kort.

Man watd malamat kanaga atan, bale nun 4p cha sard per gwastagat.
Badala cha lankéa das kasshet o dém keblaha kort o pa morgay helar
kanaga gég but. Kaléray sard neshtagén kapot nalaga at.

Sakk pashoman atdn ke man ¢ hone ndhakk parcha wati sara kort. Nun
man chon eshia cha malkamutay sahgerén panjagén rakkénta kanan.
Bale randay hettheray che darda wart. Kar wa harab butagatant.
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Badala kapoétay pad wati rastén paday chéra o banzol chappén paday
chéra kortant. Chappén dasté gotth o sari dashtant o dasa kapdtay gottha
per moshana “Bessmellah, Allaho akbar” wanan but. Cha markay torsa
kapota wati chamm nazz kortant o madagén kapot Badalay sara
chakarroki waragé lagget. Das kapotay gottha ér kapt o honan pizzhar
bast. Kapota parparroki jat tanke sart but.

Badala cha kapotay zagrén honan say char petth mani nyamdaray sara
per mosht ke man sharter o géshter morg gept bekanan bale man... man
pashomaniay jamburén 4sa sochan atan.

Cha hama roécha rand man hecch morg nagept. Har wahda ke morg mani
nazzikka atkant, man wata srapént o cha eshid mani nazzikk4a o johana
chérén ¢é dega talkani kerrd neshtagén morgan bala kort. Wati kortagén
gondhay granén baray sobakter kanagay bass hamé yakkén rah pasht
kaptagat.

Badald tan haptagé kappéa oOpar kort bale tan kadéna? Cha mani
nawahdén srapagan yakk roché sakk zahr gept o mand zoran kurrati.
Man cha aiay dasta lakoshtan o ¢ borzén kahuray tholld jamkéd man
atkdn o cha hama rocha beger tan roche mardchi hameda drang an.

Harchont ke hawr o rochan mani nyamdaray sard laggetagén honani
poleng shoshtagant, bale pashdémaniay zumsarén katharani thapp angat
tazag o azag ant o har wahdé ke kapotéay zahirnalén kukudna eshkonan,
dela dardé chesta bit o dradhén jahan abétka bit.

Chép o sheng: Nagoman (2003, 2012%). Ddray Aps. Bechar chérmebis 225.
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Dorbani

Shah ebne Shin

Mani dastani lakirdn mani washbahtiay hecch gwahia nadat, bale man
hamok salay awali adénagé wati dastay pésh daraga aiay gwara shotan.
Man zént ke 414 mani delbaddhi dayagd dam bortag bale gwashtia nakort.

Aiay nam Shay Swili at o Shay daschéré at. Chosha nazanan é honar, 4ia
cha kaya dar bortagat. Bale diay gwashag at ke tdn mand yat ent man
dascharé an. Mana yat ent ke man awali randa ke éiay kerra shotagatan,
man o Molld Mahatun atén o ma pa 4id hoshkén konar o dogén shir
bortagat gon. Awali bard ke man wati dast pa pésh daraga thal kort, gorha
Molla Méhatund mani dast wat dasht. Shay Swaliay gwashag at ke ¢
awali bar ent ke man kaséay dastd charaga an o dast degaréa dashtag.

Lakiran chardna aia barén chonén lakiré dist ke baldhén ahé kassheti bale
dega hecchi nagwasht. Man pa 4 maksadd modam wati dast pésha dasht
ke mani sur kadia bit, eshiay babata ham hechbar nagwashti gon.

Mani nam Dorbani ent. Man Baldchoké an. Ma poshti maldar én. May
pirénan barén chont halk o métag matth kortag o godhsard mani
hodamorzién petay sar hamé apbandan kaptag. Aia wati ddbaw tan
panch sald hamé gwashan charéntagant.

Man do sélay chokk butagan, mani peta mara pa modami yalah datag.
Mat kessaha kant: “Basshay mosom butag, tan shash récha hargéjén
gwata yakshalé kasshetag.” Mata gwashit: “Tai pet mésomzanté butag,
gwashtagi: ‘E gwata hardén kasshetag, gorha cha do rocha gésh eshia
nadashtag o padd mazanén hawr o harrag atkagant. Embari wéajah Hoda
wat hayré byarit, jambar sard ant o hargéja shash roch ent ke yattaba
kassagé ent.””

O padéd hamé rochay péshima gwat kaptag o koblén hasht rochd hawra
ganoki gwartag. E kohestagay drahén kawr o shépan tuppanén apé
awortag. Mat kessaha kant: “May do bélahi boz gar butag. Man masag
bastag. A har do salamat butagant bale chizzéa ayani rah dashtag.
Gorha petd gwashtag: ‘Gatthéa dashtagant. Mana rawan padesha janan
o karanesh.””
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“Séhat asor butag o roch Yakshambeh. Keblahd do estar borz butag. A
sajjahén shapa man tai petay rah charetag, as jambur kortag ke balkén
raha gar ent, begenday rozhni shahmé aid keshka begéjit, bale tan
bamsara 4 nayatkag. Hamé sohbd hargéja pada kasshag bend kortag o
sakk trondia kasshetagi. Tan némrocha tai pet gon bozan nayatkag,
gorha may hamrdhén Bal6chokén diay lash dwortag. Tai pet, shapa
kohi garéa lakoshtag o béran butag.”

Petay markay domi sala mat kohi zumméa wart o kosht. Mana Molla
Maiéhatuna rodéntag. Molla Mahatun ham Balochoké.

Mollé kessaha kant: “Shoma do jarh butagét o shomay ballok man
butagan. Tai hamshir cha taw rozhnater butag bale rochi halas butagant.
Hapt réchi chokké butag ke dap o chammoki pach butagant. Tai mata
sakk grétag. Cha shoma pad tai mata dega say chokk butag o har sayén
eshkand butagant.”

Molla, bar¢ baré shapay nehengdma tahajjodéd butag, gorhd mosollai
pétkag o battii zortag, rah geptag. Man gwashtag balkén apdastéa rawt,
hamréhi butagdn. Mand makani kortag o gwashtagi ke agan kasé
gesdapiay dapa kayt o mand tawara kant, gorhd begwashi piray
gwasha shotag bale cha diay rawaga pad gesdapia kass nayatkag. Man
baz baran jost kortag: “Molla! E piray gwash koja ent?” Aia mana
hechbar nagwashtag gon.

Yakk shapé 4 nomaza at, yakkéa awaz dat: “Bibi! Taw nomaza ay? Ma
madarén nah jatag, bya, patydesh day gon.”

Granén tawaré at. Mollaya salam tarrént o jwab dat: “Allah washndm
kanat.” O pada battii zort o rahadag but. Man tan ném rdha hamrahi
butan. Padd man wat béraw kort. Man nun zéant ke & koja rawt. Pada
man 4 hechbar jost nakort.

Yakk shapé 4ia batti zort, cha dar dyaga pésar gwashti: “Mani méat! Nun
taw zanay man koja rawan?”

Man gwasht: “Haw.”
“Taw nun mazan ay o sarpad ay ke ¢ lullokani dazboji sawéb ent.”
Man gwasht: “Allah madat bat.”

Hamé chandé mahay taha 4 nezoér butagat. Man paréshan atan. Man
dabawani dém dasht nakort ke Moll4 nadrah at o mardénadamé néstat.

Salay awali adénag at. Molld kammé jorhter at balé ¢ adénaga ma Shay
Swaliay gward shot nakort. Domi rocha Mollaya gwasht: “Taw ¢é bari
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ke Shay Swaliay gwara raway, mani salamani beday o begwash matia
gwashtag ke man nun 4jez an, mani kolawa posht majan.”

Man domi roché yakké hamrah kort o shotan. Shaya anch6 ke mana
dist, gwashti: “Man zi tai rah charetag.”

“Molla ajez ent. Tara salami kortag o gwashtagi ke mani kolawé posht
majan.”

Aia salam alayk kort o eshtép eshtapa mani dastay lakirani charag bena
kort. E awali bar at ke mani dast mardénadaméay dasta at. Shay4 mani
dast tdn déra charet o pada sabzé espétén pocchéd patat o mana dati ke
eshia Mollaya beday.

E awali bar at ke 4ia mana hecch delbaddhi nadat o na ke mani dastay
lakirani ehwali mana dat.

Do rocha pad 4ia espétén god gward at o Mollaay charaga atk. Aia
hamrahé ham gon at. Molldya mana sohrén chaderé sara dat o hamé sabz
mani dastay deld ér kort o mani sar samart o gwashti: “Moradéan batay.”

Hama roché Shay Swalia mana nekéh kort. Chandé maha pad Mollaya
wapat kort.

Roch o méh gwazan atant. Sal hawr at. Kahchar sabz atant. Dalwat
sérlap atant o man népagan atan.

Shay, har Shambehay rocha wati dara pa dascharia shot. Yakk roché
hargéjay gwat kasshagd at, roch Shambeh at, asoray wahd at, keblaha
do estar borz at o Shay wati dar4 shotagat. Magrebay wahd4 hawra ér
dat. Sajjahén shapa jambaran grandet o hawra gwart. Mani chamm raha
atant bale Shay nayatk.

Domi sohbd may hamsahegén Baléchokéd mand syahén chaderé sara
dat o gwasht: “Shayay hal atkag ke aiay dar kaptag o & chér tarretag.”

Mani saray hosh shot. Man gréwag l6thet bale grét nakort. Mana hama
roch yat atk ke Shaya awali bard mani dast gept o mani dastay lakiri
charetant. Man 16thet ke wati dastay lakiran becharan bale man dast
charet nakort.

Mani sara yakkéa dasté samart. Man chamm chest kortant, hama mard
ent ke mara nekahi datag.
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“Shay tai daschar butag o taw deli nabutagay bale baheshtién
Mollaya...” Ai4 cha eshia gésh hecch nagwasht o mani delband4 purah
chizz¢ gott but. Mani chamm baheshtién Mollday tabzian kaptant o man
sakk grét.

Chép o sheng: Takband Sdach, 2019.
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Darandhéhi






Darandhéhi pa Saré o Shegan pa Sar¢

Sajed Hosayn

Mani darandhéhiay kessah hama shummén récha shoru but ke mana
labzankay béhayrén hobbé gwar jat. Har nebeshtakaré ke mana dosta but,
gwashit bya zaméanagéa darandhéh butag. Markwéz anchosh, Kondhayra
hamé paym. Yakkéa sarkar zahr barééntag, yakkéa pawj. Hameshéani
randgiria man wati bédardén sard dardé dat. Agan man bezantén ke
Markwézay randa kapag saray zyani ent, choshén goh hechbar
nawartagat. Man wa gwashtag wahdé mardom baldhén nebeshtakéré bit,
shargedar nebeshtaha kanant ke ¢ mard Baldchiay Markwéz ent.

Nokwarnaia ¢ paymén bésuttén kar harkasa kant. Mani sangatéd
modam sengé kissaga butag o sohb o bégah wati péshanigi kakarretag
chéa ke pelméay tahd Matan Chakrawartiay péshaniga sohrén neshané
per butag. Matan gar but bale ¢ sangatay péshanig angat kandh ent.

Hamé wasta cha nebeshtakara sharter ent mardoma pelemi ektharé dost
bebit. Mani nédkézatkéa Sanjay Dat dost at. A shot o badhii addh kort.
Mani bandikk gén Franz Kafkaya arhetagat. Man roché bist pyalah
chaha wart o do do parkitth segrétha kasshet chéa ke géshter mazanén
nebeshtakaran alsara bit.

Nun 4 mardom ke nebeshtakar bayagay wasta wata alsar data kant, cha
darandhéh bayagay korbanigd ham sara nagwazit. Gorha cha
nokwarnaia shomay kasteray wahagé hamé butag ke anchén balahén
karé bekant ke dozhmen 4id cha molka kasshagd majbur bebant.
Gwashant agan chizz¢é pa del o setk bwéhay, pa taw rah o dar pacha
bant. Sakidddén Hodaya pa hamé yakkén wahagay purah kanaga mani
dar méan BiEsOa (BSO) pach kort o man4 cha dhéha darandhéh kanaént.

Bale bya ke dardandhéhid rand mand mardomani shegan o hakkaldn
kosht. Agan Kalatoka Balochéay lap gays bebit, habar bezdn ma wartant.
“Eda Baloch bazzag o war ant o shoma Yuropa ayyashi kanaga ét.”
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E warhén shegan o pogan modam ¢é biharay sara kotthant ke “E habara
béhayal makanét ke shoma hamé bazzagén Balochani nama panéh zortag.”

Nagwashay mé wati naksén sahay rakkénaga panahoké zortag, purah
Balochani molk mé rahn kortag o Yuropa jaedad katthetag. Ma
wassh én eda mara yakké dapi josté bekant, gorha ma koja bazzagén
Balochay gaysa eldja kanén?

May dela tokshit bale gébndhalén sheganéni torsa pothdé Faysbokka
data nakanén. Bar¢ bar¢, taw jan shoshtag o adénkay déma d6shtatagay,
tard andgat hayala kayt ke p6tod kasshagay roch marochi ent. Purah tai
post espétter o mud bazter ant. Ayan bell, borwan gwashay watsara
bandikk butagant. E warh sélay sara kaza yakk randé bit. Taw zanagé
ay ke ¢ sharrang ke adénkay taha wata l6nsok dayaga ent agan maréchi
wati p6thoé bekasshit o Faysbokka bedant bazéné sokiga bit. Kamm
cha kamm hama sangat wa sochant o pora bant ke bélayn o béemenén
molka pasht kaptag o cha donyagardiay Hodai dada bébahr ant.

Hawray sara, sabzagay tahda, borzén beldhengéay déma, selfiay wahd
hamesh ent.

Bale na. Shegéanay tors zorakter ent.

Eda sangaté hast ke shapa réla shodit, sohba wab ent o bégaha charsa
kasshit. Charsay neshaha, ya wa pawnay sara syasata kant yA may déma
darandhéhiay ayban heséba kant. Aiay Yuropi nAm ABC ent o molki ndm
Allédh Baksh Chorasi chéa ke 19844 péda butag; bale méa aia Allah Baksh
Gelasia gwashén chéa ke segréthay badala do gelas sar pa sara kant o
hamayani tahd charsa kasshit. Yakk roché gwashit: “Cha Yuropay
kapaga sharter ent mardoma shékhani oshter becharénténant, kamm cha
kamm, mata nahé rah data kort. A molka Baloch beséchit ke tara charsa
rand ndhé pa dapay shirken kanaga marasit.”

Chars o Baldchay ruhéni syadiay barawé nazanéan bale ¢ shahedia mana
dayéan ke Khalijay Baloch cha ma dah sari sharter ant. Har méh, pa dyan
thékié¢ raha ent: baré¢ jana jorhahé chawatth dém datag o baré mata
metagén bégamjangi nahé. Sharterén habar esh ent ke sélay sara molka
chakkaré janant, jan o chokké gendant.

O cha molkay chakkara, molkéa rawagay tayari washter ent. Man lahtén
sala Khalija butagan o distag ke molka rawaga pésar Khaliji Balochéni
bagalok chon gwata gerant. Sajjahén sald arbabay bagd dehkania
kanant, arbabay datagén shir o dhabboki mahigani sara gozarana kanant
ke chotthidni wasta zarrok marroké bechenant o ér bekanant. Chotthiay
wahda pa wat hesabi say jorhah drapshokén goda déchaénant o jorhahé
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borzén Mashkati champala zurant. A dega sajjahén zarran, Hodai
espétpas, pa wati syad o sangatdn saynth o sabuna kanant. Jan wati
garrién chawatthani badala Aypawn Eksé 16thit. Matay sénsén néh
waragi nabutag bale 4i4 théng sharbat, paynadhol goli, taparoki bam,
réshi palastar, sochoki o konderk drost pakar ant. Agan aia pa wat pakar
buténant angat dardé¢ pa do, bale Khaliji sangatay sok paméshka naserit
ke tan salé hamé azbab mata bokchahéa bastag o ér kortagant ke
hajatmandé¢ kayt aiay karé sharra bit.

E matay zendagiay maksad hamesh ent ke bazard agan yakkéa
sardardé begipt, deli bad bebit yA mehmané gwari bebit, & chizzay
pach geraga mani kerrd byayt.

May bazaray mardoman beh paynadhdl baha nazortag. Harkasé zantag
Béabuay médhikal esthoray darman nakli ant; na tapé wassh korta
kanant, na sardard¢ barant. Molla Patomahay ordan walaeti paynadhol
modam butag. Aiay shart bass hamé butag ke taw sabet bekan o beday
ke tard ya tai mardoméa granén tapé per. Pa sardard ya passhanka
mollaya wati waléeti goli zawal nakortagant.

“Molla, Molla! Amma gwashit danagé paynadhol nadayay gon?”” Man
har haptag pa goliay pach geraga mollaya panag butagan.

“Kay wassh naent?”” Mollaya wati jost o pors shoru kortagatant.

“Amma tappig ent.” Mata gwashtagat ke anchosh begwash. Chonaha
aiay sar darda at.

“Tappig ent? Zikkén bégaha wa tai randa tachaga at, tapa kadi gept?”

“Doshi makeskdn wartag. Ammaé sahig nabutag bezan bashanaga
baldhén thongé per! Nun hecchigi naent. Abba byayt, barti Karachia.”
Hamé habara Mollaya wati chamm kell kortant o0 man zant ke drog kar
kanagd ant. “Amma gwashit ndkdé Obayd cha Mashkatd byayt, tai
badala dayén.” Nun man emprowdez kanagd atan.

“Badalé nalothit. Molla Patomaha badal bezortén, mardchi korholani
toka laybia kort,” Molldya jabazzah kort, bale hama damana narm
tarret: “Bale ¢ badzaray mardom pa man goli o darman érid naylant.
Chéran balkén dédnagé dar atk.”

Molléaya wati péti yakk kondhéa bort o dapi bass haminchoka pach kort
ke tahd sarok dat bekant. Sarok dayaga rand, dasti cha pachén shama
pétiay tahd rah dat o kammé dazmosh kanagé rand dédnagé paynadholi
dar kort.
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“Hamé yakkén dénagay jend pasht kaptag. Beraw, belli shomay kar
sharra bit.”

Agan Mollday ordan sad danag butén, hamé gwashtagati ke “Yakkén
danag ent.” Taw agan séhaté4 rand pada beshoténay paynadholay pach
geragd, tard pada danag¢ datagat o gwashtagati: “Hamé yakkén danag ent.”

O tarikhi rekardhay tachk kanagay wasta man ¢ habara gisshénaga 16than
ke Mollaya cha man badal geptag. Man aiay kagadani nebeshtah kanok
butagan. E cha thilpun o mobaela pésaray zamanag ent. Man cha charomi
jomaeta kdgaday wanag o nebeshtah kanag zantag. Cha Khalija kagadé
atkag, ya kamash o janénéa kagadé rah dayagi butag gorha mardom man
butagan. Chosh naent ke bazara dega wanendah nabutag. Bale chokkéni
taha ¢ karay goshad mani yakkén sar butag o mani kasanomriay sawaba,
mardoman wati razi habar cha man chér nadatagant.

Mani moshkel ¢ butag ke man b4z Ordu nazéntag. Eskuld mara bass
saldm o dwéesh dars datagant.
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Cha ed o dém mani Ordu halds butagant, bale padd ham gaddh o
waddhon kortag o kdgadon purah kortag.

Garhbarh hamé& wahda butag ke Molld wati Balochi ragé shotag.
“Begwash, mani Rahim Jan, man eshkotag ke tai dozhmen tapig
butagant. Allah tard wassh bekanat. Tard mani omr gon bat, mani
Rahim Poll, makarzatan tara!”

Wahdé Mollaya bass kortag, man kalamay nebb cha dapa kasshetag o
nebeshtah kanagé laggetagan.
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Chinchok salda man jérhetag ke agan Rahim Janay dozhmen tapig ant
gorha Rahim Jan chéa wassh bebat. Balochi klasikal shaeriay dar baraga
rand nun man zantag ke ¢ dozhmen dega dardmad nabutagant, Rahim
Janay jend butag. Mollaay nakarzén dap o deld nageptag ke begwashit
Rahim Jén tapig ent.
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Chokkay halporsia rand, mollaya wati zang o zari bena kortagant. “Tai
mat mardchan kamash ent. Pada kdyan chamm syahia kérant. Daparé
waraga waran del gaysa bit.”

Go6n Mollday mahtal bayaga mani kalam chotthetag.
SV Ll sl 05 S 5 G o Pis ISl Ol ol
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E mani rajankkariay awali dawr butag. Hama omrd man zantag ke
habardn cha yakk zobanéd domi zobana tarrénag chon gran ent,
paméshka man roche marochi ham wati rajankkarén sangatan cha dyani
kadda géshter ezzata dayan.

Man wati Bal6chén bratan sarpad kanaga l6than ke agan Yuropay
darandhéhi choshén wasshén chizzé butén, mana Molla Patomahay
kagad o paynddholan zahirig nakortagat. Dardndhéhi nadrahi¢ o ¢
nadrahi mardoma molkay anchén chizzani tranaga géjit ke habara nabit:
garmagi némrochdn kaparay chérd wapsag o kaparay rézetagén pisshani
chérag ke kadia sorant; darigay dapa érén tahtay sara sar pa sar kortagén
nepadani sard tachk bayag o jenni kessah wanag; garmagi shapan
chaderay 4p janag o per dayag; gon har Balochi méhay shoru bayaga
l6gay déma janén o chokkani mocch bayag o charag ke kay pésara noka
gendit; matay habar dayag ke narosht kammok per bejanét; tan némbéla
addd Nazalay hinzaké mantagd rand aiay datagén pudeni; magreba
pasani randé kapag o bandag; shapa robahay pasa nendag ke mayayt o
kokkorhdn mawart; syahgwatay rasaga pésar péshgaha tapén god o
hiranani chenag o tachan tachand banay tahéd poterag; o silay awali
hawré rand missay bo.

Mara, Yuropay darandhéhan, cha hamé bésuttén zahirdn moh berasit,
nun ma rawén wajah Thrampay kerra Pakestanay shekayata kanén.

Wahdé hal atk ke Thrampa gechénkari katthetag, may dardndhéhén
sangat anchosh gald bal butant gwashay wéjah Thrampay matay petay
nakézatk Baloché butag. “Nun Pékestana mat ent. E ganokarhaé, Panjola
warhé kant.” Allah Baksh Gelasia do gelas zort o hammama potert.

“Haw, Thramp wa hamé karay wasta Amrikahay sadr butag. Balochani
béra zalura gipt.” Man wati dantan nejéntant.

Cha Thrampay gechén bayagé say sala rand, hamé zuttan, Gelasia yakk
réché cha man jost gept: “Tai hayala, Thramp Baldchani masalahd
sahig ent?”
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“Bayad ent sahig bebit ke bé Balochay masalahay gisshénaga donyaay
kar sharra nabant.”

Mani jwab sangata wassh nabut. Bale ma ke molka atén may lidharan
hamé habaray sard mara rad dat o BiEsO4 (BSO) bort ke Amrikaha
sajjahén tayari kortagant, Azad Balochestanay nakshah ham jarhi ent,
bass Balochan hemmat kanaga 16thit. M4 chéaret ke Amrikah may béra
ent gorha Pékestana boné nést.

Tan do sala md harché kort, kassd may ndma nagept. Baré ma
hodadadén molkay jandhi sétk, baré pawjiani kaympay dapa 6shtatén o
ayani mat o gohar cha Hiramandhia nawalletant, bale manah ent ke
yakké may lempén begipt?

Hamé habara ma ganter shékel butén. Nun ma deljam atén ke Amrikah
Janay dast may sard sahél ent. Kasdnokén torsé ke may deld hastat, &
ham dar atk. Pa m4, lidharani ¢ habar sabet butagat ke Baloch delér o
“Panjol” lagor ant. Cha ed o rand mé hama kar kort ke na aspa gon hara
kortag o na hara gén aspa.

Tan ma Ekbalay shahin zahr bardéntant.

Wahdé¢é shahin zedda kaptant, eshan mara hama katha jat ke shéri
gollorhdn nazént kojdm némagd déma bedayén o betachén. Delérén
gollorh kohani némaga tatkant o may paymeén lagor darmolka.

Nun may delérén lidharan har réch napar o kéased ent ke “Berawét
Amrikahd hal bedayét ke shahindn bedarit.” Agan Amrikahay sar o
goshé sahig nabutag gorha lidharan bayad ent gébn mé choshén drog
mabastén ke nakshah makshah tayar ant. Agan dyan wati jenday zor o
delériay sard bardsah at gorha may mayar o gondh ché ent ke sare
piransari mara shegénia kanant.

May jenday sura may gapp kassa nazortag, Thramp koja marad méana karit?

Char sél purah ent, taninga Alldah Baksh Gelasi wati jan o chokkan
Yuropa aworta nakant. Mand do sal ent bé chokkén dantanoka dayan.
Manah naent man o Gelasi gwandhén chokké bazara tarragd begendén;
mani lonth jarothda bant o 4 tachana rawt o gobbania chokkit. Man sad
randa gwashtag ke ed4 degarani chokk wati jagaha, degaray kochekkay
dast janag ham jormé, bale Gelasia kay sarpada kant? Man4 ganter hamé
tors waba naylit ke yakk roché Balochan bannama kant o kellit, kahrwar!

Chondha drostén darindhéh may warha shumm naant. Abadén
darandhéh ham dara kayt, danag danagé, ch6 Mollaay paynadhola.
Agan Gelésiay habara bezuray, darandhéhén Balochani say zat ant:
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Yakké hama ke Amrikah, Kanada o Bartaniaha neshtagant. E donyaay
washhal, abadter o syasi hesaba asardarterén molk ant. Paméshka har
Baloché ke eda atkag, aiay rotbah cha Yuropi Yunianay molkani
neshtagén Balochan borzter ent. Agan molkay zat o patay hesaba charag
bebit gorha mé4 eshan darandhéhay Rend o Lashar gwashta kanén. E
darandhéhén Balochani sharzat ant. E sayén molkan géshter syési
parthiani sarok o sardarzadag abad ant, paméshka eshani petani miras
hechbar bahra nabant. E modam yakké domiay ran kanagay sara ant.
Eshan danag danagé espétpostén senetharé pajjaha karit o baré baré
Yuropay Pérlimenth o Akwédme Mottahedahay diwanéa posht poshti
sitthan gendaga bant.

Bale ¢ elith kelasay darandéhéni ham Thrampay 16ga raw o a nést.

Domi hama darandhéh ant ke gon wati jan o chokkan atkagant. E geshter
Yuropi Yunianay sérén molkéan abad ant cho ke Jarmani, Parans, Swidan,
Narway o Nederlaynd. Eshan molka batth o chathani bahr nabutag bale
eda sharrén 16gan neshtagant o cha sarkaray némagé jérhokén wazipahé
gerant. Haminchok chokk, haminchok geshter wazipah. Eshani chokk
sharrén eskulan wanaga ant o agan gon taw bazara dochar bekapant gorha
¢ taripa zalura kanant ke mani chokkéd Yuropi zoban chetawr jaldi dar
bortag. “Miran kosay cha Bal6chia Jarmana zabrter ent. Anchosh
Jarmana kant gwashay méti Jarmané.” E kesmay darandhéhani kamal esh
ent ke yakkén ginnd janay taripd ham kanant o chokkay ham. Nun &
mardom ke pa € habara gal ent ke mani chokk Balochié yalah dayan ent,
a koja Thrampay kalar4 kasshit o bégwahén Balochéani hala dant? Eshani
Balochi bass haminchoka pasht kaptag ke eshani partagan jorhah jorhahé
Balochi god dara kayt pa Baloch Kalchar Dhaya.

E darandhéhay Baléchok ant.

Sayomi kesmay dardandhéh haméa ant ke Yuropay garibén molkan
neshtagant ché ke Itilia o Yunan. E géshter lanchan éatkagant o
darandhéhén Balochani nydma jahlterén darjahay mardom ant. Eshani
mana o molkay thih o g6lamani mana yakk. E bécharag saha zortagant.
Géshe wat naant. Na Yuropa ant, na molka. Wassh ant cha molka yakké
char kaldar dém bedant. Agan eshdni jdwar zutt matth nabutant ¢ say
char salay taha ejtemai watkoshia kanant. Agan Thramp wat byayt o
eshan jost bekant ke “Shoma har chizzé belothét, shomara dayani”
gorhd ¢ jorhahé Bathaay champala l6thant.

E garib koja o syasat koja?
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Chonaha Gelasiay ¢ kelasipekéshan yakk o thekk o saensi osulani sara
ent. Bale sharrd bé ayba nabit. Cha ¢ kelasipekéshand wéandk rad
makapant o chosh majérhant ke darandhé¢hay Balochan wati molkay zat
o pat yalah datagant. A ke molka ostdé butag eda ham ostaé. Belli
Amrikah o Bartaniahé neshtag bale rotbah o bestaray hesaba cha Italia
o Yunanay badnasibén darandhéhan sharter naent. E réli o jalsahan bass
hamé wasta bahra zurant ke molka yakké begwashit: “Bachakk
maro6chan sardarani hamrah ent.”

Mana o Gelasia dega Balochén hamsahagé hast. Erani Balochesta. ..
tawbah nauzobelldh, shummén Shaytan... magrebi Baldchestanay
Baloché. Swidand magrebi Baloch baz ent o bazéné cha Shahay
zamanaga tatkag o Yuropa atkag. May hamsdhegay nam ent Mahmad
Ali Erannezhad. Wajah Erannezhad dega har hesaba Yuropié: diay koth
o patlun, aiay haythkolah, diay warag o wapsag, aiay kochekk, diay o
aiay kochekkay bégdhan gam janag, drost Yuropi ant; bale wajahay
hakemi tab angat Baldchi ent.

Wajah Erannezhad nozdah sad o hashtdday sila Swidana atkag, cha
mani pédaesha salé rand. Molka wajahay gonah o mayar ¢ butag ke i
Shahe Erdn wajah Mahmad Raza Shah Pahlawi galléntag o Khomayni
molkay hdkem kortag. Naksén Khomaynid, hakem bayagay sharta wati
jenday dézwah o mohsenani janag o gar kanag shoru kort. Wajah
Erannezhad4 haminchoka wati sah awort o Swidana rasént. Cha 4 rocha
pad aia nazakén molkay dém nadist.

Molka, a Bdhoay sardaray brazatk butag o angat ham taba sardarzadagé.
Chosh naent ke wajah wati sardarzadiagia dapa réchit. A wanendah o
shaerén mardomé, o aiay parmanay hesaba Balochani asl kalchar osta
o l6rhigan déshtag, chosh ke saz o zémel, pahlawani, zahm o espar,
sepatt o nazénk, dochgeri o zargeri. Bale wati sardarzddagiay zaher
kanagay wasta & habar habaray tahd anchén habaré zalur dawra dant ke
mardom cha aiay hakemi nasla sarpad bebant. Mesalay habara, 4 beha
nagwashit ke “E sharrén karé.” A hamé habara modam é warha kant:
“E hakemi karé.” Agan aia gwashagi bebit ke “Man kasania sakkén
shaytané butagan,” & hamé habara ¢ warha kant: “Tawe dordanag ay,
mani kasaniay kessaha nabit, orhay. Man ke kasan butagan, mana wata
jetaén thihé butag.”

Démay habar aid sharter zor dat o gwasht: “May kalata, har
sardarzadaga watd naméntagén golamé butag. Pirénay pirén golam,
gwandoay gwandén golam.”
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Ji haw, magrebi Balochestdna gwandhéd gwandd gwashant o jotkian
gondh.

Hayr, wajah Erannezhaday kessah rawan at. “Mani goldm cha man
begenday do say sal mastera bit. Nun mani shaytdnian bechar man har
roch hamé gongodam zeminay sard wapént o diay sard jotkona jat.”

Dela kapp kanokén é kessah wajah Erannezhada tahna paméshké awort
ke begwashit 4 kasanid shaytanén chokké butag.

Allah Baksh Chorasi o Mohammad Ali Erannezhad modam chawk ant.
Cho elith darandhéhan, eshéani petani mirds ham beh bahra nabant.

Baré baré wajah Erannezhad wati wejethérian warakana zurit o manig
o Gelasiay 10g4d kayt pa sobaregd. Wajah chd Yuropi espétpostan
kashok o konthagay sard waraga wart. Gelasi panchén lankokan
waragay tahd ména shordénit o dapara mastera kant o wart.

Wéjah Erannezhad eda 6para kant.

Waraga rand, wajah Erannezhad hamméama rawt o dastana shodit o
Gelasi hameda kechenay naléd shakarit o 6karit o waté sapa kant. Wajah
Erannezhddd hamé adat toshé dosta nabit. Hamé kéaray sard modam
Gelésia habara dant. “Taw orhay pira bay bale mira nabay. Tara char
sal ent ¢ molkay lapa bale tai 4dat drost hama jatth o Baldchi ant. Taw
natwanay beraway hammama dastan beshoday? E ashpazay nald shoma
wardk o sabzagan sapa kanét, padd taw hameda jahlad ay kaay wati
chirkién dastana shoday.”

Wajah Erannezhada wati delay zahrani kasshaga rand maret ke Gelasia
gapp deld awortag, paméshkd narm tarret. “Taw mani chokk ay,
paméshka tard ¢ s6ja dayan. Shoma ¢ wanendahén molka ke kéaét, wati
molkay Jatth o Balochi adatan wayl kanét. Orupaya, Orupday daba
bebét.”

Chonaha, Gelasia modam wajah Erannezhaday kamashi charetag o aiay
¢ warhén hakkal deld naydwortagant, bale 4 rocha kahrwar hasadda jat
o wajah Erannezhaday habari toka borret. “Tara che kar ent mani kara?
Go6n wati suhetagén kotha! Mazanén shahokaré ay taw!”

Wijah Erannezhad anchosh sohr o syéh tarret, purah diay déma yakkéa
Khomayniay ndm geptagat. Zahra zahr, pad atk o wati haythkolahi sara
kort o drahan o larzdna cha 16ga dar atk. Man o Gelasi hayran atén ke ¢
choshén habaré wa naat ke wéjah cho zahr bekant.

Bezan nakanay ke Erana shahokar bagaya gwashant.
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Man o Gelasia wajah Erannezhad pa kochekrozwaié wasshan kort.
Wahd¢ 4 sahig but ke Baldchi galwarani parkay sawaba é “galatpahmi”
pad atkag, bechkandagé jat o gwashti: “Orhay, ¢ ajabbatén gappé.”

Jina. Aia ke Balochia gwashant, 4 zobanay taha “ajabbatay” labz nést.
Na mashreki Balochestdnd na magrebi Balochestana. E labz wajah
Erannezhada wat thahéntag.

Bale chell salay darandhéhia pad wajaha bawar butag ke ¢ warhén labzé
cha bon o béha Baldchi zobanay tahé hast.

Man shomara nagwashtagat: Darandhéhi nadrahié!

Chap o sheng: Balochestan Tdemz (Arabi sydhag).
https://balochistantimes.com/drandehi-pa-sare-shegan-pa-sare/
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Haw Mati, Tai Bacch Kohestana ent

Noroz Hayat

Aiay hamé waswas roch pa roch géshter bayan atant ke man wati
molk, Kohestan, purah yakk karné bit yalah datag. Hama molk, hama
dhéh o hama zeminay saray neshtagén mardoman, bell toré¢ & marochi
warh warhén janjalani 4&mach ant, hamdyan mand yakk pajjaré datag.
Nun barén 4 mardom chén ant, cha bazén bazzagi o lachérian o rand?

Aia wati molk chonaha kasania yalah kortagat. Bale darandhéhi o
darmolki naat. Wéanag o zanagay hatera dega yakk mazanén shahréa
wandhah at. Har wahd4 diay dela holla kort pa Kohestdnay mahekani
o shapani nespan, mehter Hasanay bandhomay saray nendag o wati
métagay nedarag kanag, ya rézard4d Sangin Chawkay sara pattai layb
kanaga, gorhé bezéan ¢ dega roché 4ia wati kalandhén baygok bastagat
o dém pa Kohestana rahadag at.

A tachokén mardé naat, bale wanag o zanaga rand pa lapay shohaz o
Kohestanay zagrén zahirdn, raw o ai kortagat. Baré mazanén shahrd at
o baré¢ Kohestand. Har wahda ke & sapara at, modam jérheti: “Agan
mani sapar toshoké drajter bebit, man daméana cha wati Kohestana
sedan, parcha ke mana bazén rawag o dyag o drdj o durén rdh o bandan
sapar kanag wassha nabit.”

rrrrr

yakk mazanén haré atkagat. E najabbarén hara purahén Kohestan
mallet. Oday mardomani mal o dalwat, 16g o dhagar, drost hara tabah
kortant. O hamé hara aiay yakk nakdéé o yakk nakozatké o lahtén
sangat ham bort.

Kohestana chonaha modam shodigi butag, tangdasti butag, mardom
garib o bazzag butagant. Oday mardomani masterén jérhah hamé butag
mar6chigén ndna warén, banda Hodd maleké, bass kdhoké warén o
rahoké rawén. Agan hamé kahoka kotthant, gorha yakk hamsahegeé,
hamrahé ya syad o waresé€ pa wam o badala kahoké dant. O agan hamé
kéhok o ndhok cha wam o badalay dazrasé dhann butagant gorha zalur
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yakk braté, masterén chokkeé ya logay kamashéa wati del dhaddh kortag
o dari molkan shotag o dega rajani kerra mozzuri¢ kortag, mat, pet, jan
o chokké lap datag.

A ham lapay shohdza o cha Koéhestinay bazzagi o lacharian wata
rakkénagéd cha wati dhéha dur shot o darpadar but. Gon darmolkiay
gissh o walan, 4 cha wati molk, wati zoban o wati dod o rabédagén
sest, parcha ke molk wa chonaha molké naat. Wahd¢é aia wati molk
yakk baré yalah kort, pada tdn baldhén moddatéd aiay dela nagwasht
ke wati molkd watarr beban. Zoban cha karnan dhélchar kanag butagat
o pada Kohestanay chokkan ham choshén shehmén karé nakortagat ke
wati zoband beddrant. Sarkara wa chonaha ganterén kar kortagat pa
ayani zobanay géshter gar o bégwah kanagd. Paméshka aia hechbar
choshén hobb o wahag nabut ke wati zoban4 bwéanit o benebisit.
Wahdé¢ pa kar o mozzuria degarani molkd wéandhaha bay, pa ayéani
kampani o daptaran kar kanagd, tard allam aydni pocch o pdshak
gwara kanaga kapant. O hamé warha aia ham goén degarani pocch o
poshakéan anché adat kortagat ke padd wati poshaki hechbar gwara
nakortant.

Arabestan o Aprikdya beger tdn Magrebi molkan, € si o hapt salay
darmolkiay darpadarian, a4 chd sarhetagén dard kortagat, anchosh
warokan wartagat, goddhid bass diay kerra abéd cha yakk némbondagén
mareshtéa dega hecch pasht nakaptagat.

Bass 414 maret, mané yakk watané hastent, mand yakk zobané hastent,
manad yakk rdjé hastent o mani raja yakk zeminé hastent ke hazaran sal
hamoda neshtag. Bale Kohestan mardchan jangéay amach ent, chokk
janag o koshag bayagé ant, cha wati zeminay sard pa zor kasshag o
darandhéh kanag bayagé ant, ya lahtén lalech o lahtén bihar dayag
bayaga ent ke sarkaray zolmay sara dapesh band bebit. A hamé
mareshtdn modam asay warhé kothént o diay tahay as géshter jambur
kort ke wati dhéha watarr bekan, nun bass ent inchok darandhéhi o
darmolki.

Yakk roché aid kass hal nadat, na darmolkay o na wati Koéhestanay
sangat o mardom, bass wati horkén chéaderi chandhet o dém pa wati
dhéhé rahadag but. Jonzaga pésar yakk baré aia wati dela sakk jérhet:
“Begwashan wati mardomén o wati sangatdn, nun bass ent mana
darmolki, man wati molka rawaga 16than, wati zobana habar kanaga
16than, wati pocch o poshakdn gwara kanaga l16than. Bass ent dega
rdjani padunan kapag, waay watan o hoshkén dar, angata rawan
hoshkén déara panaga ban, sharter ent.”
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Bale gon wat bechkandet o gwashti: “Enna, kassa delwarag kanaga
nalothan. Man hamé dhawléd ke wata darandhéh kortag, hamé warha
kassa hala nadayan o rawan wati sard Kohestanay delbanda éra kanan,
wati zemina, wati haka sahaté arama kanan.”

Aiay darmolkiay waswas rast butant, waki Kohestan nun badal butagat.
A damk, & shahr, 4 bazar, 4 métagan wati rang badal kortagat. Molla
Patomaha janga pésar métag yalah kortagat o aiay mazanén kampan
dhoretag o kaptagat. Mehter Hasan o Noddnay bazaray mardoman
janga rand wati bazar yalah datag o Kohestan wayran kortagat. Bale
Kohestanay bamsaray kawsh, rézard, syahgwat, mahekani, asén tabd,
hamén o haménay awalsaray getrdngén nah tan bégamjangi pogas o cha
salay awali hawré rand missay bd, drost hama péshigén warha atant.

Haw, mati! Tai bacch Kohestana ent.

Chap o sheng: Balochestan Tdemz (Arabi syédhag).
https://balochistantimes.com/hao-mathi-tae-bach-kohestana-en/
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Gawlok o Molla Charsiay Tait

Habib Kadhodai

Man cha mata wahdé¢ ke péda butdn o chammon pach kortant, charan
mani sajjahén kaholay mardom anché gal ant, har yakké pa démé gon
warh warhén tarip o sepatdn mana tawara jant. Tru jan pa saré gal ent o
sdhaté sad bard watd mani sard nadr o kawliga kant ke chamrok jané
péda butag. Mata gwashit mazar jané péda butag. E némagé ballok o
piroka gwashant sardaré péda butag, & némaga gohar gwashaga ant
daktar jan o paeleth jané péda butag.

Ancho 16gay mardom péadani sard 6shtatagant ke Hoda makant mana
hordén tap o nadrahi¢ begipt, harkas pa sare wat hayraté kant. Yakké
pasé koshit, yakké goké, dega yakké Shay Kallagay zyaratay swaliga
bit. Man anch6 gawlok o ndz o ndyapt an ke cha mehr o moribata abéd
dega hecch chizza nagendan. Man gwanzagay taha gald bal an, cha
zemina chest an, gébn wata hamé gwashaga an ke donyaay bématth o
békecchah man wat an o bass.

Logay mardénchokk éwak4 man atdn. Nun ke anchosh man daré daré
master bayan atan, man har roch wasshokén sarhayag o satdyan eshkonaga
atan. Shoma wata zanét bazén sarhdyag ensana cha zemina chesta kant o
mani bagal gwat geran ant. Nun man wata wati taha anché borz 1ékaga an,
gon wat gwashagd an ke mani paymén chothkoldh o chéthgiwarén
sharborr, ¢ donyaay taha néstent o éwaka boigay poll man an.

Wahdé ke man eskul bendét kort, hecch ketdbéay dapon pach nakort,
bale charan har r6ch mani nambar n6zdah o bist ant. Man pegr kort
haw... nun man an o man, bale bezan ¢ mani ndézdah o bistén nambarani
kessah o kahani esh ent ke may zamat eskulay hedhmastar ent o ¢ dega
mastari gwashtagant ke mani waserkzatka cha n6zdaha kamter madayét
ke ¢, 106gay yakkén mardénchokk ent o eshiay gohara wati brat cha man
ham dostter ent. Agan shoméa kammok nambari bedayét, gohari mana
sér cha za o habara kant. Za o habara jahndam, tan sabah4a mané nendag
o pad ayagay sezaya dant.
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Anchosh ke man roddn o mazan bayan an o bagalani gwat géshter bayan
ant, nun pa ¢ bawara rasetagan ke cha man dega hechkas sharter o
zéantkarter ¢ donyaya néstent. Hoda jan zend¢é mani nasiba bekant dega
chandé¢ sala molkay sarmasteri o lidharia dastd geran o anchosh gon
hamé dhalagén hayalan atan ke daneshgaha sar butdn o man angat hamé
hayalay toka atan ke donyday boigay poll éwaka man an.

Yakk réché mé keldsa wanaga atén, mastarji lagget wati sarhayag o
taripa. Gwashti: “Man ¢ kortag o 4 kortag.” Mana ¢ habara sakk tawrént
o gaynz geptan. Zenday taha awali bar at ke degaréa wata mani déma
cho sarhat. Man cha adaré dapa zort ke: “Taw ché gwashaga ay
mastarji? Taw sard bardbar ay? Watsarad wat, taw wati bagal gwat
datagant. Agan tara o daneshgahay ¢ dega mastaran danchopay taha
bechopant, shoma sajjahén mani chareké nabét. Berawét dega jagahé
wati golan bekelaénét.”

Bezan mastarjiara ¢ habara sakk tawrént o ¢ dega ostaddi gwashtant ke
¢ sorotthén bachakka sharr berépénét o hecch nambari madayét.
Déneshgahay char sal purah but bale man angat wati wanag pa 4sar o
saburat narasént. Bale man charet ke géshter daneshgaha bedaran,
mardom kaldga gerant. Paméshka man chérokai wanag angar kort bale
mardomani déma gwashton ke wanagon pa saburat raséntag, bale
adaroké pa karda wakona nakant o kammoké damé sasdran gorha
démtera karé dast o pada kanan.

Man har roch wéjakari kothé gwara kort o bagal gwata datant, cha 16ga
dara butan o molkay sarhakk gwaza kortant, ya ke baré baré bégahana
shotan dini madrasahay kashd ke hamoda métagay bachakka atk o
moccha butant y4 ke baré baré cha dini madrasahay kasha tdnke Miranay
pallay gwara kadamona jat.

Bale nun moddaté bayaga ent ke gon wata jérhagd an o watdra hamé
gwashaga an roché na roché asar mardom sarpada bant ke mani wéanag
kappi butag o ¢ drog tan kadéna chér o andém buta kant? Gorha yakk
paymé nimmoné bekanan o cha molka dar bekapan ke cha ¢ mazanén
droga dar gaza o dar aman beban.

Yakk bégahé, pésarigén rochdni daba sarhakk gwéz kanagé atan, may
syadé ke ndmi Janal Gazailkassh at, sarhakkay sarda gon man dochar
kapt. Man gon aia tayar jorhi kort, hamé oOshtatagén jagaha wéjaha
darrdént: “Mana sharr pahell kan, man cha molkd rawan.” Gon hamé
habaray eshkonagd ajekkah butan. Man ham cha adaré jost kort: “Koja
raway?” Passawi dat: ““Yuropa.” Man pada ajekkah butdn o gwashton:
“Janal jan! Yuropay rawag 4san naent.”
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Na, man charet, Janal Jan nun hecch payma déragay daba naent o padi
yakk kalléa kortag o gwashit: “Har dab mantag man Yuropa berawan.
Bass mani do sangaray gazail pasht kaptag, ¢ doén sangarana janan o
mashind baha kanan o zarran wati saparay nawl o barhaha kanan.”

Padéd ma jost kort: “Chonoka raway?”’

“Bale, ché rawan: Yuropa wati molkani simsar pach kortagant. Sajjahén
mahluk chandhag o rawaga ent. Zana taw sarpad naay ke Yakub o
Mawloka do maha pésar wati pas o gok baha kortant o dém pa Yuropa
shotant o annun sar butagant? Mand Bogay Gaws begipt, annun ancho
barabar ant, do mahay toka harkasa pa wat AiPawné zortag.”

Gorhd man hamoda thothal jat ke man agan ed4 bedaran, mardom sahig
bebant man daneshgah halés nakortag, mahlukay déma pashka ban.
Man ham beshoténan sakk sharr at.

Man cha Janal jana jost kort: “Kadi? Kojam roché pakka rahadaga bét?”

Gwashti: “Hodal Benzwala, benzay bahéd kanagd Chahbara shotag, &
byayt o man € doén sangaran bebaran, bisté roch dega rahddaga bén.”

Gorhéd gwashton ke shoma pésh cha eshid ke rahaddag bebét, allama
mana sahig bekanét. Charan balkén man ham atkan. Janal Gazailkassha
gwasht: “Allama pésh cha sar o sargera tara sahiga kanén ke taw ham
tayari bekanay. Sakk wassh ent agan taw byaay bale mani dela najant
ke taw gon ma byaay. Taw wati kaholay gawlok ay.”

Gorh4a man shotan 16ga o habaray saron kammoké zéher kort, charan
hechkas dast nazzikka naylit. Mata gwasht: “Taw agan beraway tard mani
shir napahell ant.”

Ballokd ham gwasht: “Baba jan! Hamed4 benend, ché kanay raway
kaperani molka? Tai iman sosta bit o tai dod o rabédag pahk géra bant.”

Goharan ham sarig gotthd kort ke taw may yakkén brat ay. Taw
beraway edd mara zahira koshant.

E Janalay bist roch tawdm bayaga ant, charan 16gay mardom hecch daba
razad nabayagd ant. Shapé baytheka man o mani ndkozatk Balanch
neshtagatén, Balanchon gwasht ke by4a mana choshén eradah o maksadé
hastent bale 16gay mardom razig nabayaga ant. Gwashti: “Hecch paréshan
mabay. Mana yakk mollaé zabardastén hast ke tara taité dant ke sajjahénan
ancho deltarréna kant ke 4 wati dapa tara begwashant ke beraw.

Bale ¢ molla pa harkasa choshén kéara nakant. Ya pa wati nazzikkén bél
o brahondagén ¢ karadna kant ya ke kaséa bazén zarré bebit, ya ke
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washrangén ensané bebit. Bale nakozatk jan! Taw hecch paréshan
mabay, molld mani sangat ent, ma modam horiga charsa kasshén o pa
chars kasshagay nimmoéna rawén, sari ke dhambart, neshahay toka
pakka tai kara kant.”

Ma4 chandé espéshalén sigari chars cha Abdol Mondhay gwara zort o
shotén mollday baytheka o salam alayk butén. Chandé meneth ke gwast,
Balancha sigari chars sar kort. Mollaya awald mani déma nakasshet,
bale Balancha gwasht: “Moll4 jan! Hecch mators, ¢ mani nakozatk ent.
Dapi kobl o karhi o ‘Mayd en Japan’ ent. Bya bekassh. Agan ¢ charsa
makasshay, tai ném omr bezan zawal but.” Gorhd mollaya gon
kammoké tors o larza chars kasshet.

Bezan mollaya charomi dam ke jat, charsa molla anché gept ke Balochi
zobani pahk shamosht o lagget Ordu kanaga ke:

S 5w sl S olend 5SS 2 2 e S 4 L "
“ = l>

Man gwasht: “Molla! Tara tapar belaggat, mani pahkén Orduay zant

‘cﬁwcﬂﬁd-?wsﬁcﬂss‘ﬁ%’

ent ke cha Amitab Bacchanay pelméa yad geptag. Sharr ent annun, taw
gark batay, mana taité beday ke mani l6gay mardom razig bebant ke
man berawan Yuropa.”

Mollayéa gwasht:
Hlgs (BCss g Ll 5SS 0 el - 2 b b S5
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Molla Charsid mara tait dat o ma bort métaga. Charén, 16gay mardom
yakk roché nagwast razig butant. Petd thokkoré zemin baha kort, mata
wati sohr bahd kortant o mara sharrén zarrok o marroké datesh.
Habdahomi réché Janala zang jat ke ma tayar én o taw ham wati chen
o bandé bekan ke say rocha rand rahadga bén.

Gorhé ma barabar bistomi rocha dém pa Yuropa rahadag butén o may
sapara do mah lagget o ma Yuropa rasetén.

Ma ke wahdé Yuropa rasetén, pegren kort ke nun dega pahkén chizz
sharr butant, bale bezan kessah o kahani noki bongéj bayagéa ant. Pa
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Mawlok o Yéakubd zangen jat: “Ma wa heccha nazanén, ché bekanén
barén?”

Gwashtesh: “Bazén chest o éré nal6thit, har koja polisé disto,
begwashét: ‘I am a refugee.” Gorha shomara wata bart mayarjalliay
kargesa sarmenzela kant.”

Ma ham¢ kar kort o may lankok o mankokani neshéanesh geptant o mara
hamé mayarjalliay edaraha adaroki jahé datesh ke edd do haptaga
bedarét o do haptaga pad shomard mokimi kaympa déma dayén.

Ma4 pada wati sangatani sara zang jat ke ma sarmenzel butagén, byaét
gendoké kanén. E doén wajah atkant. Anchosh ke chammesh pa ma
kaptant, kandagéa laggetant. Ajekkah butén ke eshan che mark ent ke
keki keki kandaga ant? Gwashtesh: “Angat shomara Balochi cholak
gwara ant, edd ¢ godani molk naent. Gwahr shomara choélakani taha
proshit, sarti koshito, zutt daresh kanét.

Bécharagén ballokay habaray hayala kaptan ke waki rasti gwasht ke
darmolka mardomay dod o rabédag kamm kamma gara bant.

Ma4 ham gon ndkamén delé gajari darésé jat o shotén dém pa bazara.
Ancho ke rawagé atén, rahay taha joston kort: “Mara gwashtagesh ke
do haptaga rand byaét pelan jagah4, mara lahtén jost hastent. E ché
l6thant jost bekanant?” Jwabesh dat: “Josta kanant ke taw molké ché
kortag ke pa 6day managa tai jan dar hatar butag? Taw bayad késé
bedayay ke 4 bawar bekanant.”

Man gwasht: “Man wa heccha nazénan ché begwashan, gorhd ché
bekanan?”

Yakub o Mawloka gwasht ke méa lahtén kadimi Baloch ke dér ent eda
atkagant dar geptag. Rawén drostana gendén ke tard sharr sar o soj
bekanant. Bale asli gapp esh ent ke eda géshter syasi o Masihi késa
chalit. Taw agan lothay tai kar zutter jérh bebant, bayad cha ¢ doén
rdhan yakké gechén bekanay. Man gwasht: “E doén réh wa nabant.
Masihi késay ndma hecch mager, bass ent ke may poch shotagant, dega
némkappién imén marawt. O mohemter esh ent ke agan ¢ hal balloka
berasit, sektahé kant o chardaray sara dém pa kabrestana baranti. O agan
syasi némagd berawédn, mani 16gay mardoméan hokumat gapchaléa
chagala dant o 4 delsyaha bant.

Gorhd mand gwashtesh ke wéjakar cha hameda band bekan o gehter ent
ke pach tarr o beraw molkéa o hamo6da pada dini madrasahay kasha bedar
o0 jadah gwaz bekan.
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Cha nachari o gon nakamén delé gwashton: “Jahndamsari, wati sara
syasi késay sallahana dayan, cha wati némkappién imanay yalah dayag
o ballokay koshaga sharter ent.”

Padd man jost kort ke gorhd chonaka wati syasi késa sarjam o tayar
bekanan o kay manéa komakka kant? Gwashtesh ke yakk wéjahé hastent
ke pésara Dorapay kallagd Balochestdnd neshtagat o chinchok sal ham
Khalija shékhani syasi moshawer butag o annun dah panzdah sali bit ke
eda atkag o yakk balahén syasi johdkaré. E donyaay toka har ché syasat
hastent, hamé marday kerra ent. O eshkonaga ¢ wéjahay pirok Charchalay
syad o hamkasag butag o wajakéar Charchalay ddbén mazanaglé.

Gorhé hamesh ent ma shotén wéjahay gendoka o anch6 ke may chamm
pa wajaha kaptant, wajakaray boland o balaén kadd o charshanagén
anddam gon koéth o patlun o krawét o Roleksén sdhata ke dist, man wati
dela gwasht: “Waki cha eshia donyday taha dega syasatter buta nakant.
Anchén syasatkaré ke modam wajahay sar inchok syési parwandahani
toka butag ke aiay gardend becharay pahk chukketag o géar ent.”

Gorhd wdjakara mard anchén sarpadi dat ke ché begwashdn o ché
magwashan. Rand4 gwashti ke man yakk kagad¢é ham pa taw nebisan o
dayén, har wahd ke dadgaha shotay, mani ¢ kdgada beday o tard dega
kar mabit o allama char o panch rochay darmyana pas tai jéba bit.

Dadgahay wahd raset o ma shotén 6d4 o har habaré ke wéjakara mara
s0j datagat ma gwasht o a kdgad ham dat. Dadgaha mardakéé kagad ke
dist, sari sorént o gwashti ke é kdgaday nebisok kay ent? Man gwasht
ke hamé may mazanén syasi lidhar na, ke sakkén mazanén syasi
johdkaré.

Dédgahay mardakoa ché chapp chappa mana charet o gwashti: “Mana
na tai kdgad kabul ent o na tai habar.”

Man gwasht: “E ch6n? Wajah! E hama mardoma nebeshtag o mana
datag ke donyday pahkén syasat hamaiay gward ambar ent.”

Gwashti: “Taw dega chizzé gwashagéd ay o ¢ kagada dega chizzé
nebeshtah ent.”

Bezan wijahay sodd o sar koja butag ke kdgaday toké cha namiranén
Kamadlanay awézan Hani o Shay Moriday kessahé nebeshtagi.
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Wajahan o banokén!

E may mazanén Roélekswalaén syasi lidharay gapp o kahani hama
kessah ent ke wahdé aspan chakkasay maydéana rawagay ejazat mabit,
gorhd cha haran yakké zalur chakkésay dheri keshka rasit o nambar
yakka bit. E kigadnebisén wajakar eda hama wahdi atkag ke hecch dega
johdkarén mardom nabutag o annun zéhera syasi lidharé ke donyaay
sajjahén syasat diay gwara ant.

Bale annun gén wati datagén késa méa ham syasi butén o na molka shota
kanén o na edd may habaran kassé bawara kant. Bale yakk roché Molla
Charsiay wahma kaptan o pa Balancha zangé jaton ke Molla Charsi
balkén mani moshkeld gon tdité saranjamé bedant. Bale Mollaya
gwashtgat ke ¢é kar cha mani wéka dar ent o mani dam o dutt o tait gon
Parangan kéra nakanant. Agan taité gon Parangan kér bekant, gorhd
bass Palliriay wajahay tait o dwa ant.

Annun ma yakk mardomé dém datag Palliriay wéjahay gward o wéjaha
ham wati nékén dwa kortagant o ma ham hamesh ent neshtag o darday
génaya janag o chdraga én ke Palliriay wéjahay dwé barén may démi
dadgaha ch¢ kanant?

Chép o sheng: Balochestan Taemz.
https://balochistantimes.com/gawlok-o-molla-charsiay-tait-2/
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Dega Kass Neést

Mehlab Nasir

“Tai hamé ketab ke taw lothetagan, man gisshéntagan.”
“Sharr en, amma. Agan kasé atk, démesh day gon.”

“Cho wa madar¢ kass kassa halo nadan, bale tai petd goshin, ayrportha
bartesh, aga yakkéd Hodaya parmat wa tai petesh démo dan, bale ¢
Doshambeha nabi, Passhambeha barén tai petesho ba.”

“Sharr en, amma.”

Amma nun mana donyaay badal bayagay halan dayaga at ke “Kass,
kassigi naen, kass, kassi l6gay dapa nayay, kass, kassi hald nagi.
Wahdan mobéel o bendhask nabuta, bale mardomgeri buta. Nun
mobdel, neth, Wassapé che balahé¢ hast, bale del dur an.”

Man zaheréd “ji haw... haw” kanaga atdn bale deld gwashaga atan ke
amma purah dém pa démé majles kanagéa ent, darmolki thilpun chén
gran ent, bale mana del nabut ke begwashani ke bandi kan. Tan mani
kardh haléas but, ammaya haminchok hal man4 dat kort, dati. Pawn ke
band but, man chamm nazz kortant, mani ars retkant. ..

Chinchok chinchok wahda pad man gon mata gappa kanan. Chon tahna
but, man dar atkdn. Dela gwasht peryat kan o begré, bale man ars pahk
kortant. Sochon kort ke socha nakanan, ¢ gappa. Hayal ¢ dega chizzani
némaga tarrénagay johdon kort.

“Barén chizzi raséntan? Kojam nasakki tai petd dém datagan. Harkasara
ke goshta, goshi may wati jenday saman baz an. Padd marchan wa eshéan
hadhakkah kota. Chizz bezan dém dayago nabi, nebah bekan mardom...”

“Toshé tabaheg o yakk kappdén ndhé man chérokai man kota. Tai pet
negba mani saray taha oshtata. Mani hoshi kassheta ke wazan baz en,
nabarant gon. Ché wa rasto goshi bale mani deld chd ér nakenzet...
Hama aiday tabaheg en, man toshé gottha basta...”
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Ammaya Jomaha beger tan Panchshambeha hamé gapp ke gon wati
éwakid, gon adddya, gon trud, o harkasa ke gosh dashtagat, jatagatant,
gbén man jatanti. O man pada “ji haw” o “rast en” kanan o jérhan atan
ke ¢ garmd mani pet chon janjal butag, chinch6 mardomay mennati
geptag o ¢ chizzi dém datagant.

“Nun man wati ketdbana nal6than.” Gon ¢ hayalan deld trekkagé jat.
Dard, gwashay hona hawar but o sarjamén jesma sapari kort, chamm
arsig butant.

Ketab proshtagén paday warha palastaran atant. Kammok tabaheg o
kappdén nahé mana sar but. Tabdhegon kasshet ke gradani bale molkay
aid o dém pa démiay trdnagdn mand ancho béwar o bécharh kort ke man
pada hamé godi thokkora ke mata patatagat, patat o ér kort. Del ér retk
o ¢ér retk.

Man ketab dasta kortant, kandet. “Ammayd genday! Choshén
pakkakari?” Kappo, man pach kort o zamanagi shodigdni payma tan
néma halas kort.

Gorhié kapatay dyagay wahd, pdgas o getrangani tranagan mana pretk.
Deld gwasht bemer... bale ch6 chon mardoma merit? Kothia shotan,
tahtay sara tachk butan o chamm nazz kortant.

Delé4 gwasht ketaban pach kan bale béwaki o abétkia pad ayag naesht.

“Man go tai nokén chader an... Bale shoma wa 6da chader sara nakané.
Masiay chokk atkaga, chaderi dertaga, mana bazzag bu, man datan
name Hod4. Hoshké kaptagan, jorhahé sayndhal atan bale tara Hoda
dega dan, man pisabilellah datan gon.”

“Taw sharr kota, amma. Mani dhéeri dém d4 gon?”

“Nazénin, yakké ché kapiay dhawla at, p6sh kotaga, man man ko. Man
wa pajjahi nayarin, bale yakké hasta, man ko gon.”

Man zant ke mani dhderi pdsh nakortag. Ammaya allam dega chizze
mani dhéeri kortag o dém datag.

Ketaban haptagé gwastagat ke datkagatant, bale man angat pach
nakortagatant. Deld gwasht pachesh kan.

Palastar ke lerhént, man prisht kort o kandet.

“Ammaya genday! Manoday kapii dém datag. E bazzag bepatthit
bepatthit kapia nagendit o kapi Mashkata sar ent.”
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Képi mani dasta at o man nazant ke dardé at agan wasshi¢, bale mani
hén mén mani ragan chawl janagé at.

Man lahm lahma kapi samart, purah Mahuay nazorkén démok at. Ték
léthénan kortant. Bechkandagé mani lonthani sard prah rawan at.

Unit one: My Family.
Abbday dhraeng, pirén mardé at. Chérd Granddad nebeshtah at.
Man kandet.

Ammaday dhrdeng, pirén kompén janéné at gon chashmakd. Chéra
Grandmother nebeshtah at.

Man géshter kandet.

Fatheray dhraenga Méanday dhraengay dast geptagat.
Motheray dhrdenga nonnokay warhén dhraengé baddha at.
Sisterani dhraeng, kashmankash 6shtatagatant.

Uncleay dhraengay kasha yakk botokkéay kath kortagén dhraengay
jahla kath kortagén Auntie man dist.

Chap o sheng: Balochestan Taemz (Arabi syahag).
https://balochistantimes.com/dege-kass-niest/
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