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 دیاری

 

 !ٔٗی بێی ٘ٗبْٛٚ چ ٘ٗبٛٚٔٗک بۆ کریٗ تٗرخاْ

 

Dedication 

 

It is dedicated to An Existence That nothing 

exists without! 
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 ضۆپاضی

 

 تٗٔگیا دي ٚێ بۆ ٚێٕٗ بێ ضۆپاضیٗکا تػتی ٘ٗر بٗری       

 ٔێسیکی دا د٘سرێ ِٓ ٔێسیکی ٘ٗڤاٌێٓ کری، بٙێس ِٓ خاِٗیێ

 ِٓ ٘ٗڤاٌێ بۆ ٘ٗڤبٗر بێ ضۆپاضذاریٗکا .دا اضتیێڕد کریٓ ِٓ

 بٛٚ ٘اریکار یێ گٌٗٗک کٛ ئٗکرەِی بٗدراْ کاک یسڕبٗ یێ

 خٛداْ یێٓ دا گٗٔجاْ دأٗٔیاضیٕا ٚ ٔڤیطیٓ کرٔا دکَٛ ِٓ دگٗي

 ئٗز یێ ضٗلاحی ٌێٙات ِٓ ٘ٗڤاٌێ بۆ ضۆپاش .بٙێس خاِٗیێٓ

 .ئٕگٍیسی زِأێ ضٗر بۆ ٔڤیطیٕا ٚەرگێرأا بۆ ڤٗدایُ پاي

 ٚی ٘اریکاریا بۆ عٛضّاْ ئٗبابٗکر ٍٍِٗت ضتاۆِاِ بۆ پاشۆض

 بۆ بطٗٔگ زێذە ضۆپاضذاریٗکا .کِٛپیٛتٗری کارێٓ گرێذای

 ِٓ دەِێ دکر ِٓ ٘اریکاریا کٛ ئٗٚا پیتٗرضٗٔێ کارلا خاتیٓ

 ب ٚێ دکرْ، ڤرێ بۆ ئاٌۆز یٕێٓڕدەرب ٌذٚر خٛ پرضیارێٓ

 بۆ ضۆپاضی .دداْ بٗرضڤ ٚ ٚەردگرتٓ خٛغکێٓ یڕپ دٌٗکێ

 ِطتٗفا ِ٘ٗیاْ ضٗربارێ ِٓ دگٗي ٘اریکار ٘ٗڤاٌێٓ ِ٘ٗی

 .خاٌذ
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 پێػٗکی

 

 ڕۆٔذکێٓ"گٌٛبژێر پٗرتۆکا .ٌٛڤاْد ٚ ِٗزْ خٛدایێ بٕاڤێ       

 ٔڤیطیٕێٓ ژ د٘ێت پێک "ژێگرتی خاِٗیێٓ ژ گرتی خٛیطار

 ٚ کٛرت دەربڕیٗکا ٚەک ٘ایکٛ ٚاْ ژ پێٕج .ٔڤیطٗراْ ٔٗ٘ـ

 ٚ دئٗڤیٕییێ ٘ٗبٛٚٔێ ِرٔێ، ژیأێ، دەربارەی ڕاکێع ضٗرٔج

 :یێٓ ٚەک ٔڤیطیٕٗ دا جڤاکی

 دگٗي بْٛٚ ٘یڤی بێ ٚ ٚەضتیاْ پتر کٛ بازی ێئٗحّٗد

 دەربارەی د٘سریت عٌٗی حٗکیُ .دگریت بخٛڤٗ ِٚأطیٗتێڕ

 پێ ٔیٕٗ ٌێ تػت چ کٛ ٚەلاتٗکی ٚ ڕی ٚ ڕەخ بێ زأیٕٗکا

 بێ جأیٗکا ب دٌػێر حِٗیذ .ِٔٗای دیار عٗغمٗکا ژبٍی بژیت

 دزأیت حطێٓ ِٗجیذ .بٗری ڕک ب ٌێ ٔڤیطیٗ ڕکبٗر

 ڕۆٔذک بٙێت ڕۆژەک بگِٛأٗ یێ ٌێ چیٗ بٗختٗٚەری

 یا دا ژیأێ ٚێ د درەٚێ ٚ ڕاضتیێ غٗرِێ، تێکٌٙٗی اٚەضتٓڕ

 ەٚغاڕ گرێذای غعر ب بٗغذارە یٗعمٛب ِ٘ٗسە .٘ٗی بۆ

 عٗردی ٚەک ژی ئاضّاْ کٛ غٗ٘یذاْ داییکا ٚ کٛردضتأێ

  .٘ٗبیت ٚی ئٗڤیٕیا دگٗي جٛدا٘ی بێی بٛٚیٗ کاڤً
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Introduction 

 

       In the Name of Allah The All-Merciful, The 

Most-Merciful. The collection book "The 

Frosted Tears of the Chosen Pens" contains of 

the writings of nine writers. Five of them have 

written haiku as an attractive and short 

expression about life, death and existence in love 

and society like those of: 

Ahmad Bazi‟s ones include fatigue and 

frustration with romanticism. Hakeem Ali thinks 

about a boundless knowledge and a country 

therein is nothing to live on except a disappeared 

love. Hameed Dilsher has written about 

matchless beauty but obstinately. Majeed 

Hussein knows that what the happiness is, but he 

is doubtful about a day comes on which the tears 

stops together with shyness, truth and lie in the 

life available to him.  Hamze Yaqub is 

participant with poetry relating to Kurdistan 

situation and martyrs‟ mother that even heaven 

is devastated like Earth without having 

difference from his love. 
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 کٛرتٗ ب ٌێ ٔاڤبری یێٓ ٚەک پػکذارْ دی ٔڤیطٗرێٓ دٚٚ

 ٚی ٘یڤیێٓ پیر کٗضٗکێ ٚەک ئٗکرەَ بٗدراْ .ڤٗ چێڕٚک

 .فرٚتیٕٗ ٚێ ژبۆ ژی ٘ٗیٓ ێٓئٗٚ. ِایٕٗ دا دزاڕۆکیٕیێ

 ٘ٗژاریێ ب ٘ٗژارێٓ کٛ کٌِٛٗگٗ٘ٗکیٗ ٌذٚر ڕٚکێچ

 خاٌذی ِطتٗفا. ِرٚڤاْ پیطٗ ٚەک بیٓ زۀگیٓ ٔٗڤێٓ ضٗرخٛظ

 گریٗکی ب تێذا ژی ئٗٚ کٛ دا دخٗٚٔٗکێ ژبٍی ٔٗدیتیٗ ژیاْ

 .یٗ باغیێ لایٗٔێ ٚ چارەیٗ بْٛٚ ئاخ دبیٕیت ٌٗٚ .کٗٔی کریٗ

 بێ دەرگٗ٘ێٓ پێٕج ٌذٚر ئێک ژی ٚی چیڕٚکێٓ کٛرتٗ دٚٚ

 ٘ٗردٚٚ ٌێ ڕْدزڤ دِٚا٘ی ب تبٍێٓ پێٕج ٌذٚر ئێک ٚ دِٚا٘ی

 .ٔٗجڤیأٗ کٛ ددەْ ڕاِاْ ئێک

 ژی ئٗٚ. بٗژدارْ چیڕٚکاْ کٛرتٗ ب بتٕێ دی ٔڤیطٗرێٓ دٚٚ

 دەضت کا٘یٕی ێٓچیرٚک ضێ .عبذٌّٚٗجیذ عادي ٚ کأی کا٘یٓ

 ٚ دٚٚێ یا بٗرەف تِٗاَ ٔٗ ٚ ِرٚڤ بێ باژێڕەکێ ژ دکْٗ پێ

 دِٚا٘یک. بگٗ٘یت تێ کٗش بێی بتٕێ یا ٌێ دٌّٗزْ خاتیٕٗکا

 بۆ ِٗزٔٗ ٘سرەکا کٛ ِٔٗرٚڤ ٚێ لٛتابیێٓ یا زیٕذأٗکٗ ژی

 دٚٚ ب عٗبذٌّٚٗجذ عادي دِٚا٘یێ ي .کٗش بێ ِاِۆضتایٗکێ

 ٚ ضپی یێٓ ژی ٘ٗبٓ ِرۆڤ ئٗگٗر کٛ دکٗت دیار چیڕٚکاْ

 پاڤژ
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Two other writers are participants like the 

mentioned ones but with their short stories.  

Bedran Akrem, as An Old Person, his ambitions 

have stayed in childhood. He has sold those 

which still remained with him for the sake of 

her. The story is about a community that the 

poor who are drunk with poverty do not want to 

be rich like the filthy people. Mustafa Khalid has 

not seen the life except in a dream which he 

laughed at a weep in. So, he sees that being soil 

is solution; and he is (supporter of) the goodness 

side. His two stories; one revolves around five 

doors without end and one around five fingers 

with end, but both have one meaning which is 

motionlessness. 

Two other writers are participants only with 

short stories. They are Kaheen Kani and Adil 

Abdul-Majeed. Kaheen‟s three short stories start 

with an incomplete city without humans towards 

the second one and a big-hearted but alone 

Madame without anyone understands. They 

conclude with a prison which its pupils are not 

human, and it is a big idea for a friendless 

teacher. In the end; Adil Abdul-Majeed makes it 

clear with two stories that even if human beings 

exist, those who are white and clean (virtuous) 
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 بٛٚی خراب یێ ِ٘ٗی ِرۆڤی ەگٗزێڕ ٚەضاْ ٘ٗر ٚ دکێّٓ

 .بچٓ بٗردیٕٗیی چٗرخێ بٗرەڤ ٔٗچارْ ٚ

 خأذەڤأی ٌذەف پرضیار ٕ٘ذەک خأذٔێ پػتی ٚ بٗری دبیت

 ٌ٘ٗبژارتٓ؟ ٘اتیٗ گٗٔجا کِٛٗکا بۆچ :ٚەکی ٚأا ژ ببٓ چێ

 ِفای؟ جٙێ بیتٗ دێ اْڕٚەرگێ چٗٚا ئٕگٍیسی؟ زِأێ ب بۆچ

 کٛرتٗ دگٗي پٛضتٗر غعرا ٚ ٘ایکٛ ٚەک کٛرت ٔڤیطیٕێٓ بۆچ

 بۆچی دا؟ پٗرتۆک دئێک کرْ تێکٙٗي ٘اتیٕٗ چیرٚکێ

  ڤٗکرٔٗ؟ ڕاضت ٚ داچْٛٚ پێ بێ یا پٗرتۆک

 ٘اتیٗ ٘ػیاری ب ٘ٗ کِٛا ئٗڤ کِٛٗک، ٚەک ژبٍی ڕاضتی ب

 ٘اتیٗ دأێ، بڕیار پػتی .زاخۆ ٚ د٘ۆکێ لاٚێٓ ٚەک گرتٓ ژێ

 ٚ ئازار داکٛ گرتٓ ژێ بٙێٓ گٗٔج زاخۆ ٚ د٘ۆکێ ژ کٛ ڤیاْ

 بٙێٓ بٗرفرە٘تر ٚ باغتر گٗٔجا تٗخا بیرێٓ ٚ ٘سر ٚ دەرْٚ

 ٚ ژاْ پڕی یێٓ دا دِٚا٘یێ ضاٌێٓ دڤاْ بتایبٗت کرْ خٛیا

 .دەردەضٗری

 زِأێٓ ژ پتر ِٗ ێٓڕٚەرگێ بْٛٚ، ٌێ گٛ٘ـ ٚ دیتٓ ٘اتیٗ ٕ٘ذی

 چٗٔذێ ڤێ بٗرٚڤاژی یێٓ ٚ کٛردی دکٗٔٗ بٗرِ٘ٗاْ بیأی

 ئٕگٍیسی زِأێ ضٗر بۆ بتایبٗتی أێڕٚەرگێ بۆ کٛي پێ. دکێّٓ

 بٗرِ٘ٗێٓ دأٗٔیاضیٕا بۆ کٌٛٗ پێ جیٙأی زِأێ ٚەک

 ضٗرچاٚێٓ زێذەکرٔا ٚ ِ٘ٗیێ جیٙأێ بۆ کٛرد ٔڤیطٗرێٓ

 ٔڤیطیٓ ٚەک ئٗگٗر بتایبٗت فٗر کارەکێ ٘ٗر بۆ گرٔگٗ

 دِاٌپٗڕێٓ بٓ دبٗردەضت
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are few. Besides, all human race has been 

vicious and are compelled to go towards Stone 

Age. 

Some questions may occur in reader(‟s mind) 

before and after reading. Of them like: Why has 

a group of youths been chosen? Why (is it) in 

English? How will the translation be useful? 

Why have haiku poetry and short story been 

mixed in one book? Why is the book without 

revision and editing? 

Actually except as a group, that group has been 

chosen carefully as the youthful of Dohuk 

and  Zakho. After deciding, it is preferred that 

the youths should be chosen from Dohuk and 

Zakho so that the pains, psychotic situations and 

ideas of youth class (can) be revealed better and 

clearer especially in these last years which are 

full of soreness and mishap. 

As much as it is seen and heard, our translators 

mostly translate the works from strange 

languages into Kurdish, and not vice versa. 

Trying to translate especially into English is (an) 

attempt to introduce Kurdish writer‟s works to 

the whole world and to increase important 

sources for any necessary work especially if they 

are available on Internet 
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 ٔا٘ێٕٗ ٚ دِیٕٓ پٗرتۆک ٚەک بتٕێ ِخابٓ ٌێ .دا ئٕترٔێتێ

 .پٗڕیلا ڤی ٔڤیطیٕا دەِێ تا ٔٗبٓ کێُ دِاٌپٗڕأذا ٘اڤێتٓ

 فێربٛٚٔێ بۆ ِفاییٗ جٙێ اْڕٚەرگێ کٛ ئاغکٗرایٗ ٚ دیارە یا

 دٚٚ ٘ٗر ژ ئێک بۆ جٛدا ٔٛغیٕٗکا ٚەک زێذە خأذٔٗکا یاْ

 ْخأذەڤا ئٗگٗر بیت لازأج ب یا دێ پتر ٌێ .پٗرتۆکێ زِأێٓ

 بکٗرێ ئاضایی ٚ ضٗرەکی بػٛەکێ کٛردی ڕضتا کٛ بسأیت

 ٘ٗڤاٌکار ٚەک کاری چاٚۀیا ٚ دەَ ٚ جٙـ پاظ ٚ د٘ێت ڕضتێ

 دٚٚ کار ئٗگٗر .کار ٚپاظ د٘ێت بٗرکار دا ددیڤ ٚ د٘ێٓ

 لایٗکێ ژ .دا ٚاْ بٗرا دٔاڤ کٗفتٗ بٗرکار دێ بیت پارچٗ

 بٗرکار ٚ کار ٚ د٘ێت دەضتپێکێ ي بکٗر ئٕگٍیسی ضتاڕ دیڤٗ،

 تێک ڕێسبٗٔذیٗ ئٗڤ ٘ٗرگاڤا. ٘ٗڤاٌکار ٚپاظ د٘ێٓ دا ددیڤ

 جٙێ ٘ٗر ي ٚەضاْ ٘ٗر. ئیٕاْ بکار ٘ێتٗ بێٕٙٛک دێ بچیت،

 ڕاِأێ، دأا تێک جٙێ ببیتٗ ٚ بیت گٛٔجای ٔٗیا ئٕگٍیسی پٗیڤا

 ي چ ڕاِأێ کرٔا ڕٚ٘ٓ یاْ ڕضتێ یا درضت ڕێسبٗٔذیا یاْ

 یا دی پٗیڤٗکا ب یاْ دا دٚکٗڤأاْ بٗرا دٔاڤ یاْ لاپٗڕی ژێریا

 .کاریٗ دەضت ب
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sites and homepages. Unfortunately; they stay 

only as books, they are not thrown into sites 

except a few till the time of writing this page.  

It is clear that translation is a benefit field for 

learning or extra reading as a different taste for 

one of book languages. However, it will be more 

useful if the reader knows that (in) Kurdish 

sentence mainly and simply subject comes. Then 

the time, place and modality as adverbs come 

after it. (After that,) the verb comes (and finally) 

the object. If the verb is two parts, the object 

occurs between them. On the other hand; the 

subject comes in the beginning of English 

sentence, the verb and object follow each other 

then the adverbs. Whenever this arrangement is 

disordered, a coma is used. Also whenever 

English word is not suitable and becomes a 

deterioration for the meaning, either the correct 

arrangement of the sentence or clarifying the 

meaning of the sentence is manipulated whether 

in the bottom of the page or between two 

brackets or by another word. 
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 ِٗرەِٗک چٗٔذ چیرۆکێ دگٗي کٛرت دەربڕیٕێٓ کرٔا تێکٙٗي 

 ٔڤیطیێٓ ژ زِأی بٛٚٔا فێر بۆ ٚەرگرتٓ ِفا پتر: ٚاْ ژ ٘ٗٔٗ،

 .پٗیڤ تێر پتر ٚ درێژ یێٓ بۆ بٗرفرە٘ـ ڕاِاْ ٚ کٛرت

 یا ٚاْ ڕەٚغا دگٗي پێکڤٗ غیاْ خٛداْ کٗضێٓ پتر دأٗٔیاضیٕا

 گٗٔج ٚەک کٛرد ٓچێکٗرێ ٘ایکٛ ٚ ٔڤیص چیرۆک کا ٘سری

 تا ڕضتٗکێ ژ دەربڕیٕێ یێٓ ٚاْ غیأێٓ زێذەباری د٘سرْ چ

 .کێُ ێٓڕلاپٗ چٗٔذ

 بۆ باٌکێػٗ کێػٗکا ڤٗکرْ ڕاضت ٚ داچْٛٚ پێ ٚەک بڕاضتی

 .دٚضتا ٚ ٘ٗڤاي گٌٗٗک ژ کریٗ ڕاپرضیٓ بتٕێ ِٓ .خأذەڤأی

 ب ٔڤیطٕا ٕ٘ذەک دڤێت ٘ٗٔٗ پٗرتٛکێ ڤێ ٔڤیطٗریێٓ ٕ٘ذە

 .باکٛر کرِأجیا ب ٕ٘ذەکاْ ٚ بٕڤیطٓ خٛ دەڤٗرا دەڤٛکا

 ب خأذٔگٗ٘ێ یا ڕێ ب ٚەرگرتٓ ٘اتیٗ ٚاْ زأیٕا ژ ٕ٘ذەک

 دبیت ٌٗٚڕا .خأذیٗ ضٛرأی ب پێػتر کٛ ضٛرأی دەڤٛکا

 چاٚأیا ب خٛ ڕێٕڤیطا ژ ٕ٘ذەک (.رٚٚی رٚٚ، ڕی،) بٕڤیطیت

 پێ دڤێت ٚی یا ٚێ ژی یاْ دکْٗ چێ دا خٛ دەڤٛکا د گٛٚتٕێ

  .بٕڤیطیت
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Mixing short expressions with story has a 

number of intentions. Of them: Obtaining more 

benefit for learning language from short writings 

with wide meaning to long ones with more (and) 

full of words. Introducing more people who are 

capable (of writing very well) together with their 

ideological situation as what Kurdish story and 

haiku writers as youths think in addition to their 

abilities of expressing from one sentence to 

some few pages. 

Truly as review and edition is an attractive case 

for the reader. I have only interrogated many 

friends and fellows. There are some writers in 

this book want to make some writings in the 

accent of their area and some in Northern 

Kurmanji. Some of their knowledge has been 

acquired in school by Sorani accent. The 

syllabus was Sorani before. Therefore, he may 

write (the word “face” as) (rri, roo or rooy). 

They spell some of their words as how it is 

pronounced in their dialogue or in which he 

wants to write in.  
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. دیتٓ ٘اتیٕٗ غێٛاز دٚٚ دای ٌێک پٗیڤێٓ ٕ٘ذەک ٔڤیطا ڕێ

 (پێذاچْٛٚ) پٗیڤ ئێک ٚەک ٔڤیطیٓ بٙێتٗ پێکڤٗ پٗیڤ دبیت

 (.داچْٛٚ پێ) جٛدا جٛدا ژی یاْ

 ٔیػأا تایبٗت ب بکارئیٕایٕٗ خاٌبٗٔذی ٕ٘ذەک ٚاْ ژ ٕ٘ذەک

 درضتٗ یێ خۆ جٙێ ي ٔٗ ئٗٚ کٛ بٗرچاڤٗ یا)!(.  ضٛرِاْ ضٗر

 لایٗکێ ژ .٘ٗیٗ پێ دیار ِٗرەِٗکا ٔڤیطٗری کٛ دیارە یا ٌێ

 ِٗ ڕاضتڤٗکٗرێٓ پڕأیا ڕا، کاٚدأاْ ِ٘ٗی ڤاْ دضٗر دیڤٗ؛

 یٗ ئاضایی ٚ دچٓ دا خٛ دِێػکێ ٔٗگٛڕ بِٕٗایێٓ ٕ٘ذەک ٌذیڤ

 گٌٗٗک ٚەکی کٗت خٌٗٗتیا دێ ٘ٗر ِرۆڤ دا خۆ دضرٚغتێ

 یێٓ ڤٗکرْ ڕاضت ٚ داچْٛٚ پێ ٌٗٚا .پێذاچْٛٚ ب پٗرتۆکێٓ

 .ٔٗڤیایٕٗ

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



XVI 
 

Two forms of the spell of some compound 

words have been found. The word may be 

written together as one word “pedachon” (e.i. 

revision) or as a separated one “pe dachon”. 

Some of them have used some punctuations 

especially the exclamation mark (!). It is obvious 

that it is not in its correct position, but it is clear 

that he has a definite intent by (writing) it. On 

the other hand; in spite of all these 

circumstances, most of our editors follow some 

invariable bases in their mind, and one naturally 

will do make mistakes as many books with 

revisions. So, revision and editing are not 

preferred.
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 ىباز  ێئةحمةد

Ahmad Bazi 
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 دٔاڤ ٘اتی ٚ بٛٚی پٗیذا ژیأێ ٌّ٘ٗا ژ یا عٗغمێی پٗکاۆدٌ تٛ

 ضٗر ب ٚ ِرٔٗک ببیٗ بارأێ دگٗي دا دا، ِٓ لٗدەرا ٘ٗٚرێٓ

 !بباری دا ِٓ

 

You are a drop of the love which has existed 

from the life steam and has come in my fate 

clouds so that you become a death with the rain 

and rain over me! 

.......... 

 

 ئێذی خٛارْ غکٗضتٓ ٘ٛضا ِٗ ٘یڤیاْ گٗ٘ػتٕا ٚ تاِکرْ ژبۆ

 !بساڤ دبێژٔێ کٛ تػتٗکێ ٘ٗر ژ بٛٚیٗ ەظڕ ِٗ دٌێ

 

For tasting and gaining hopes, we failed in a 

very (painful) way that we have loathed 

anything that is called struggle! 

.......... 
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  چیٗ؟ خْٗٚ  ـ

 ...ٚەلاتٗکٗ خْٗٚ -

 .دژیٓ تێذا عاغك ٚ ٘ٗژار بتٕێ

 

- What is the dream? 

- The dream is a homeland... 

only the poor and lovers live in. 

..........  

 

 ...بکْٗ باٚەر

 .ٔا٘ێت پێک پیتاْ چار ژ ژیاْ

 ؛دخیُٕ پٗیڤێ ٚێ ئٗز ضاٌٗ ٔۆزدە ئٗڤٗ

 !زأیٗ ٔٗ ٚێ اِأاڕ ِٓ ٘ێػتا

 

Believe (me that)...  

life does not contain of four letters. 

It became nineteen years that I read that word;  

I haven‟t known its meaning yet! 

.......... 
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 ٚیذای،ڕ دا دِێژٚٚیێ کِٛکٛژیا ِٗزٔتریٓ دیتٕا بۆ

  ...ٔٗچٗ دٚیر

  دٔاخێ ئٗڤێٓ ٘یڤیاْ ٚاْ ضٗحکٗ

 .ٓیِر دا برضی زک کٗکێۆڕزا

 

For seeing the greatest genocide which happened 

in the history,  

don‟t go far... 

Look at those *
1
Hopes that died in the interior of 

a hungry-abdomen child. 

..........  

 

 ۀگأذی،ڕ تٗ چاڤێٓ ب ِٓ یێ ژیأێ کٗڤاٌێ ئٗٚ

  ئێک ضٗر کٗڤٓ ژەکێۆڕ دێ دکر ٔٗ ٘سر ِٓ

 !ِیٕیت تێذا دێ ەظڕ ۀگێڕ بتٕێ ٚ

 

That life portrait which I coloured with your 

eyes; I didn‟t think that one day they will fall on 

each other, and that only the black colour will 

remain in! 

.......... 

                                                           
1
 ‘Hopes’ are personified. 
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 دەڤی ژ خٛظ ئاخفتٕا .ٔٗ گٛلاڤێ غیػٗیا ٚەکی ِرٚڤ ٕ٘ذەک

 !ٔٗکٗی ٚاْ ٌطٗرێ پێ تٛ دەرٔاکٗڤیت ٘ٗتا

 

Some humans are like perfume bottle. The 

pleasant speech does not get out of (their) mouth 

unless you tread on their heads! 

..........  

 

 جٛأٗ، یێ ضتێراْ ب ئٗضّاْ

 !تٗ چاڤێٓ ب ژی ئٗز

 

The sky is beautiful with stars, 

and me with your eyes! 

.......... 

 بَٛٚ، ئٗٚ ئٗز 

 .ِر ئٗٚ ٚ

 !بژیُ چاٚا بێژْ

 

I was she, 

and she died. 

Say, "How I (can) live!" 

..........  

 



7 
 

  …غٗڤ

 دبیت، پٗیذا ژێۆڕ ٔٗبٛٚٔا ژ

 .تٗ ٘ٗبٛٚٔا ب ژی ئٗز

 ...ژۆڕ

 دبیت، گٗظ غٗڤێ چٛٚٔا ب

 .تٗ ِأا ب ژی ئٗز

 

Night... 

exists from the non-existence of the daytime, 

and me with your existence. 

Daytime... 

glows with the night‟s going, 

and me with your staying. 

.......... 

 !ڕەغٗ یێ چٗٔذ ِٗ بٗختێ

 دا، دەضت ژ ژیاْ تٗ

 !دٚٚ ٘ٗر ٘یٓ ژی ِٓ

 

How black our luck is! 

You lost life,  

and I (lost) both of you! 
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 عٌٗی حٗکیُ

Hakeem Ali 
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 ِاچٗک

 دا کٌٗٗخاْ دٚٚ دٔاڤ یا

 !دکٗت ترضێ جٗٔگا

A Kiss, 

between two corpses, 

is fighting (against) the Fear! 

.......... 

 .٘ٗبٛٚ دا دۀگ بێ یا تٗ دچٛٚٔا ضٗبٗبٗک 

 .بٛٚ ِٓ دۀگیا بێ ِ٘ٗی ژی ضٗبٗب ئٗٚ

 .بٛٚ ضٗبٗب بێ ژی ِٓ دۀگیا بێ

 

A reason was in your silent departure. 

All of that reason was definitely my silence. 

My silence was definitely reasonless. 

..........  

 ژی گٗ٘ػتیٓ تێ ئٗٚێٓ. گٗ٘ػتیٗ ٔٗ ڕاضتٗلیٕٗ دژیأا کٗش

 !غکأذْ ٚ ئێػأذْ ٘اتیٓ تٛٔذی ب ئٗٚێٓ ِرٚڤٓ ئٗٚ ٘ٗر

 

Nobody understood the real life. Those who 

decidedly understood are indeed the ones who 

were hurt and derogated roughly! 

.......... 
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 ِٗزٔتر تػتی ٘ٗر ژ بٛٚ، بچیکتر خٛدێ ژ بتٕێ تٗ چٛٚٔا

 !بٛٚ

Your departure was only smaller than God, it 

was greater than everything! 

..........  

 

 تٛ ٘ێذی پێتڤیٗ ِرٚڤ،. چٛٚٔٗ ژٔاڤ ڕۀگا ِ٘ٗی ب ژیاْ

 ژ ژی ب ڤیاْ ٚ عٗغك ب بگٗ٘ی، خٛ بٛٚٔا ِرٚڤ د٘ٗضتێ

 !عٗردی ٌطٗر خٛدایٗ ژ ڕٚح ٚ ڕٚحٗ ژ عٗغك بٗرکٛ

 

The life is downfall completely. (O) man, you 

have to understand the feeling of your being 

human from now on, live with love and affection 

because the life is of the soul and Soul is of God 

on the Earth! 

..........  

 

 داکٛ ٌ٘ٗگرتی خٛدا دضیٕگێ یا ژٔٗک ٘ٗبیتٓ زەلاِٗکیێ ٘ٗر

 .ٔٗکٗتٓ ژبیر ٘ٗتایێ ٘ٗتا بۆ

 

Each man has held a woman in his chest so that 

he does not forget forever. 

..........  
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 !ضٗیرە چٗٔذا

 ٘اتی ِٓ بۆ ِاچا ئٗٚ

 !دکٗت ِاچأێ دی ِاچێٓ ٕ٘ذەک دگٗي یا

 

How wonderful it is! 

The Kiss that has come for me 

is kissing (as playing) with some other Kisses!  

..........  

 

 .بژیٓ پێ ئَٗ ٔیٕٗ تػت چ دا ٔیػتیّأی دڤی

 .بّریٓ عٗغمێ بۆ ٔٗچاریٓ اڕٌٗٚ

 

In this homeland, there is nothing for us to live 

on. Therefore, we are forced to die for the love. 

..........  

 

 

 .ٔیٕٓ ٚێ ئیٕایٕا دِٚا٘یک ژبۆ خٗیاي چ .دەریایٗکٗ زأیٓ

 

The kowledge is a sea. There is no imagination 

for ending it. 

..........  
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 :جٗٔگٗکٗ عٗغك

 تِٛاردکٗتٓ ٚیێِٚێژ ٔٗ

 .دکٗتٓ بٗحص ربأیاْۆل ٔٗ ٚ 

 

 

Love is a war:  

It neither records the history nor talks about the 

victoms. 

..........  

 

 .کٛرتترە خٛە ٔاڤێ پیتێٓ چار ژ ژیاْ

 !بکٗیٓ بۆ ِٗزْ کارێٓ بۆچیٗ ِا

 

Life is shorter than its four name letters. 

Why we do great things for! 

.......... 

 ٚ ٙێُب بذاٚی ضُدتر. ُٔڤیطد تٗ یێ زئٗ ،چٛٚی ٛت ئٗڤٗ

 !یتٛٔٗ٘ێ

 Since your going (apart), I am writing you. I am 

afraid to finish, and you do not come (back)! 
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 حةميد دلشيَر

Hameed Dilsher 
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 ضتێری، ِچکۆل غٗڤٗکا

 ٔٗجڤیأێ زاریا ژبێ ئاٌیای دتٗ ٘ٗبٛٚٔا

 ژیٕٗ؛ بێ

 ددەیێ تٛ تاریاتیا ژبٗر جڤیأێ ژ ڤٗکٗت ڤِٛچکا

 !ژیٕٗ بێ

 

You are a night with star buttons. 

The Existence which is folded around you is 

without life caused by the boredom of 

motionlessness. 

If he moves and opens the buttons, (again) he is 

without life because of the darkness you give to 

him! 

..........  

 

 ٔٗ بٗرْ ژی ٘ٗبٓ ئٗگٗر. دبرْ ٔٗ دي ٘ٗباْ، دي دٌبٗرا ئٗگٗر

 !بٗڕ

 

If the *
2
heart-takers had hearts, they wouldn‟t 

take the hearts. Even if they have, *
3
they are 

stones not rugs! 

.......... 

                                                           
2
 the beloved 

3
 ‘they’ refers to the hearts not to ‘the beloved’ 
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 ضٗرباز بٛٚیّٗ ئٗز پػتی"

 ,تٗ ٚەلاتێ ي

 کرٔا دتالی بٛٚ ٚێ ئاخفتٕا "ِٗزادێ، دأأٗ خٛ پطتاٌێٓ ِٓ

 .گٛٚت ٚە بتٕێ بٛٚ ٔٗضٗرباز ٌێ دا دخٗٚٔێ

 

"After I have been soldier 

in your country; 

I put my boots in the auction," it was her speech 

in the exam in the dream, but she was not 

soldier. She just said so. 

..........  

 

 یسێپا ێٓزەر بٌٗگێٓ ەِێد

 ,تٗ ٍِێٓ ضٗر ٗکڤٕد

 بٕٗڤٗد غیٓ

 ػک٘ ارەکاد ٘ٗر کیٚە

 !یێدا خٛ لاپا تٗ یا

 

When the yellow leaves of autumn 

fall on your shoulders, 

they grow again 

like each dry (i.e. withered) tree  

on which you leant!      
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 دژیُ ژاۆڕ ِ٘ٗی

 !ٔٗبیت تٗ ژدایکٗبٛٚٔا ژاۆڕ

 بٗردەضتٓ، ژۆڕ ِ٘ٗی

 !بٗربٗضتٓ ٔاِا ٕ٘ارتٕا ژێٓۆڕ

 بٙٗضتُ، ژاۆڕ ِ٘ٗی

 !ضٗرِٗضتُ تٗ دیتٕا ژێٓۆڕ

 

 

I live every day 

except your birthday! 

Every days are available, 

the days of sending messages are obstacle! 

I have feelings everyday; 

on the days of seeing you, I am drunk! 

..........  

 

 تٗ ٔیٕٛکێٓ کرٔا تا بْٛٚ ٌگٗي

 ٔٗغیػتی ِریێ جٍکێ

 !بٛٚ ِری ِٗزٔا ٘یڤیا بطاخی

 

Being with till making your nails 

the clothes of the unwashed dead (man) 

was the great dream of the dead (when) alive. 

.......... 
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 ڤٗ ئٗڤیٕیێ دارا بٌٗگێٓ دبٓ تٗ کٗزیێٓ

 تٗڤٕٗ،

 !پێڤٗ تٗ ٚەک ئٗزَ ٘ٗلاٚیطتی ِایٗ کٗش دِٚا٘یک

 !چێکَٗ ژێ خٛ کفٕێ ٚ ێطُڕب دا بیٕٗ

 

 

Your locks, under the love tree leaves, 

are (spider) web. 

The last person being hung on am I like you! 

Bring them (to me) to knit and make my shroud 

from! 

..........  

 

 دەِار بێ ٚ ٔازک یێ تٗ دەضتێ ژأا

 دا ئٗڤیٕێ گٗٔیا خیٕا اڕدگٗ

 !دەٚار ِٗزٔتریٓ اضتیٗڕدٌ دا ِٓ ٔیػا

The pain of your soft hand which is without 

vessels, 

in the fetid blood of love‟s pond, 

taught me that true-heartedness is the greatest 

*
4
jackass! 

..........  

 

                                                           
4
 Kurdish word refers to all kinds of animals used for loading. 
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 تٗ، یێٓڕ دکَٗ ِاچ دەِێ

 !د٘ێت ژێ ٘ٗتاڤێ تاِا

 تٗ یێٓ ضتێر چاڤێٓ ٌٗٚ

 !ٔٗ ٘ٗیڤێ ٚٔا٘ییاڕ تاِا

 

 

When I kiss your cheeks,  

they taste like that of the sun! 

Therefore, your star eyes 

are the taste of the moonlight! 

..........  

 

 

 دیتٓ کچ بێ جٛأی گٌٗٗک ٚ دیتٓ ڤٗ جٛأی ب کچ گٌٗٗک ِٓ

 !ٔٗبٛٚ تٗ ٚەکی چ ٌێ

 

 

I saw many ladies with beauty and much beauty 

without ladies, but no one was like you! 

.......... 
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 دڤێت ِٓ! ٔٗژیایّٗ ئٗز ٘ێع ٌێ ضاٌٗ ٘ٗغت ٚ بیطت ِٓ ژیێ

 ێڕضیخٛ دضیٕگێ خٗٔجٗرەک ببّٗ ِای یێ ٔٗژیای ژیێ بۆ

 !اڕ ەظڕ دیپػکا

 

 

I am twenty-eight years old, but I haven‟t lived 

yet. So, I want to become a dagger in the chest 

of the black Scorpion‟s Porcupine (= secret 

agent) for the rest of the life which hasn‟t lived! 

..........  

 

 

 بژی، ِایٗ ِٓ پػتی گٗر

 ژی ِٓ گٛڕێ ئاخا ضٗر دأٗ ٛخ پێ بٕێ

 !ژی ژأێ ٚێ ێژیڕدا ژێ دا

 

 

If you *
5
stay alive after me, 

put your foot bottom on the soil of my tomb, too, 

so that you extract that pain from (it) too! 

 

 

                                                           
5
 Kurdish verb is past. 



20 
 

 

 

 

 مةجيد حسيَن

Majeed Hussein 
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 .یٗ ژیأێ پێکرٔا ٘ٗضت بٗختٗٚەری

 

 

Happiness is the feel of the life. 

 ..........  

 

 .غٗرِٗ گٛٔٗ٘ا دژی چٗک بٙێستریٓ

 

 

The strongest weapon against sins is shyness. 

............ 

 

 .درەٚێ پػت ي یا بٛٚیٗ، ٔٗ ٕ٘ذا اضتیڕ

 

 

The truth has not lost, it is behind the lie. 

..........  
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 .بێژیت تٗ دێ اضتیڕ بێژی، ٔٗ اضتیێڕ ئٗگٗر

 

 

If you don‟t say the truth, the Truth will say you. 

..........  

 

  جار چ اضتیڕ 

 .بیت دەضتٙٗلاتذار درەٚ گٗر ٔاژیت حٗتڕ

 

 

The Truth will never live comfortably if Lie is 

ruler. 

.......... 

 تٗ ب جا چ ئٗز 

  ِٓ باٚەریا تٗ چٛٔىی باٚەرٔابُ

 .دٚٚدٌیێ دەضتێ دا

 

I will never trust you  

because you delivered my trust 

to the hand of Hesitance. 

.......... 
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  دگریُ یێ ئٗز 

 .دا خٛە چاڤێٓ ٔذوێتۆڕ دٔاڤ

  ڤٌٛىأا ِیٕا ٔذوێٓۆڕ ئٗٚ

  دپٗلیٕٓ چیا

  دوٌٗیٕٓ دەریا

 دٔاڤ اضتیٗنڕ ژبۆ

 گٗڤسأذْ، ٘اتبیتٗ ٔٗ دا درەٚاْ

  چاڤا ضٗد جٛأیٗن ژبۆ

 گرتی ٔٗ ٌبٗر خٛ

 .بٛٚیٓ وٛرٖ ٚ

  گٌٛٗن بۆ دگریُ یێ ئٗز

 ِٔٗاٜ، دا دٚێ ٚێ بێٕٙا

 عٗغمێ چٗرخێ ژٔاڤ دٌٗن بۆ

 .ڤِٗای

 !بگریُ چٗٔذ ِا

  ڤاْ دێ داٚیٗن گٌٗٛ

 ئاغىٗت؟ ٔذواۆڕ

  وٌٗٗڤاغىٗت؟ بٛٚٔێ وٛرٖ ٌبٗر ێد یاْ

  ژەوێۆڕ بگِٛأُ

  ببیُٕ زٚ٘ا خٛ چاڤێت ئٗز

  جار چ ئێذی ٚ

  ٔٗبٓ دٚگیاْ ٔذواۆڕ ژ

  ٔذنۆڕ چ ٚ

 ...زێٓ ٔٗ ژێ

.......... 
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I am weeping 

inside the tears of my eyes. 

The tears like volcanoes 

blow the mountains; 

boil the seas. 

(I‟m weeping) for a truth 

that hasn‟t been caused to roll in the lies, 

for a beauty that hundred eyes 

have not resisted (against) 

and become blind. 

I am crying for a Flower 

whose smell has not remained in, 

for a heart that turns back to the Love Age 

remains. 

How much I weep! 

O people, will an end 

soothe these tears?  

Or will (it) make sprawled compared with 

blindness? 

I am doubtful 

to see my eyes dry 

one day 

and are never impregnated by tears 

and no tears  

spring to (them)... 
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 دا ٔٗبٛٚٔێ دضیٕگێ ٘ٗبْٛٚ

  ,٘یڤیا ژ ضٍٗ یا

  .اضتٗڕێیاڕ ژ دٚرە یا

 ٔٗبٛٚٔێ، ٔاڤ ي یا ٘ٗبٛٚٔٗ

  داگیرٖ یا

 ئاٌیاْ، ِ٘ٗی ژ

 .ضیرە ٚ غیٓ دەریایٗ

  ٘یڤیا ٔٗ

  دحٗٚیٕیت

 .دخٗٔذلیٕیت خِٗا ٔٗ

 کٗٔگی ٔسأُ

  دٌٛڤأی ٔٗبٛٚٔێ

 !بریٗ  ٘ٗبٛٚٔێ ب

  وٗٔگی

  ٘ٗبٛٚٔێ پارزیٕێ

 !چێىریٗ خَٗ ٔٗبٛٚٔێ بۆ

  ٘ٗبْٛٚ بلا

  بگٗڤێسیت خٛ

 .دا ٔٗبٛٚٔێ جٗرگێ دٔاڤ

  ٔٗچارٖ ٔٗبْٛٚ

  ....دەربێخیت خٛە جٗرگێ ژ ٘ٗبٛٚٔێ

.......... 
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Existence, in the Inexistence‟s chest, 

is in quarrel with Hopes. 

*
6
She is far from the righteous. 

It is Existence who is in Inexistence, 

She is invaded 

from all sides. 

The sea is blue and salty. 

It neither harbours the Hopes 

nor sinks the Sorrows. 

I don‟t know that when  

Inexistence has showed mercy 

on Existence! 

When 

Existence‟s *
7
bag 

has made sadness 

for Inexistence! 

Let the Existence 

roll herself around 

in Inexistence‟s *
8
interior. 

Inexistence is impelled  

to take the Existence out of his interior... 

..........  

                                                           
6
 The pronoun refers to the existence. 

7
 shepherd’s bag 

8
  Literally ‘liver’ 
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  ِٓ ٘ٗبٛٚٔا

 .ٔٗبٛٚٔٗ تٗ ٘ٗبٛٚٔا بێی

 بێی ِٓ چٛٚٔا

  تٗ چٛٚٔا

 .ڤالایٗ یا چٛٚٔٗ ٔٗ

 بێی ٘ٗبُ ئٗز

 !٘ٗبی تٛ

  ؟بىَٗ چ

  یێت ٘ٗردٚٚ ئَٗ

 ٘ٗیٓ

 !٘ٗبْٛٚ بێ

 

My existence 

without your existence is nonexistence. 

My going without 

your going  

is non-going, it is empty. 

(In case) I exist without that 

you exist! 

What do I do? 

Both of us  

are existent 

without existence... 

..........  
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  ٔاژیُ ئٗز

  .ژیأێ بۆ

 !دژیت ِٓ بۆ ژیاْ

  ِٓ بۆ یا ژیاْ چٛٔىی

  چێىرْ، ٘اتیٗ

 ئٗز ٔٗ

  ٘اتیّٗ ژیأێ بۆ

 ...چێىرْ

 

 

I do not live 

for the Life. 

Life lives for me! 

Because the Life  

has been created to me, 

it is not that I have been created for the Life... 
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 هةمسة يةعقوب

Hamza Yaqub 
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 ئازادیێ بٍبٍێٓ

 ِٗضتٓ، ضٗر ۆئٗڤر

 دترضٓ؛ ڕپ ٚ ٔٗ ٘یڤی بێ

 .بٗضتٓ ٘ات ٚاْ ضتٛیێ ي ٚەریص

 ...خٛداٚۀذا ددأێٓ

 .گٗضتٓ بٗٔذەیاْ ٌێڤێٓ

 ...چاڤاْ ٔژیٕاڕگ ژ

 .نتسەو ان راج وچ 

 ٔێووب ر٘ػیا ژ ێٍٗوک

 .ضٗربٗضتٓ ٔٗ

 "!ٔٗ" ٔابێژْ،

 غێرا غیرێ گٗر

 !خٛەضتٓ بێت ژێ

The freedom Bulbuls 

are drunken today. 

They are frustrated and fear greatly; 

the rope was frozen around their neck. 

The teeth of the gods… 

bit the bondsmen‟s lips. 

Of the eyes‟ smile… 

they will never get tired. 

The servants are not free 

concerning awareness. 

They will not say, "No!" 

(Even) if the lions‟ milk  

is required from. 

.......... 
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 ...ۆئٗڤر 

 ِرٔێ خٛەزییێٓ

 .بْٛٚ غاد ژیأێ دیتٕا ب

 ...ۆئٗڤر

 ٘یڤی جاردْ

 دا ٚێ کرٔا خٛیا یا ێڕ د

 .بْٛٚ ٘ار

 ...ۆئٗڤر

 پاغیڤ دِٚا٘یک

 دا ژیأێ دخٗیاٌێٓ

 .بْٛٚ خاڤ ٔأێ

 ِرٔێ چایێٓ دٚٚ

 دا ەبْٗڕ دپٗیاٌٗیێٓ

 .بْٛٚ ضار ژیأێ جٛأیا دیتٕا ژ

  ِرٔێ ٘ٗضتێ

 گٗردٚٚٔی خٛدیکێٓ بٗراِبٗر

 .بْٛٚ لاي ٚ کٗڕ

 ٘ٗژار بیٕیکێٓ پێ

 دەرکٗتی ٔٛ ٘ٗیڤا دێّێ ٚٔیاڕ ژ

 .بْٛٚ بریٕذار

 ِری ٘سرێٓ

 دیذارەک دخٗیالا

 ٘ٗڤپار

 .بْٛٚ غاظ ەڕ ژیأێ ب

.......... 
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Today... 

Death‟s Wishes 

became glad to see the life. 

Today… 

Again, Hopes got provoked 

in finding her way. 

Today... 

the last *
9
post-dinners 

were raw bread 

in the life illusions. 

Two Death‟s teas, 

in the *
10

poor Glasses, 

got *
11

unemotional of life beauty. 

Death‟s Sense 

became deaf-mute 

in front of universe‟s mirrors. 

Poor *
12

eyes 

of the light of Moon‟s face which newly rose 

became wounded. 

The dead Thoughts 

in the imagination of a mutual meeting 

got confused about the life. 

..........  

                                                           
9
 ‘Post-dinner’ is literal translation of Kurdish meal eaten after 

dinner at late night in Ramadan. 
10

 It may mean ‘nun’. 
11

 Literally ‘cold’ 
12

 Literally ‘seeing-by’ 
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 اد  ێ وچاڤێٓد

 ضٗرژێکری ئارِأجٗک

 پرتکی ٘یڤیٗک ٚ

 ددەْ باز

 .پێخاضی ب

 پاک دەضتێٓ ب گٗٔی پێلاڤێٓ

 .دکت ڕی دٚٚ

 ژیأێ کٍیٍێٓ

 دا غکٗضتی ٘ٗضتێٓ دضٕذٚلا

 .بْٛٚ گرت ژۀگێ

  خٛەدیێٓ ي ٔٗفرەت

 .بٓ درەٚ ٚ ڤالا حٗزێٓ

 ",دیارە ٚێ ۀگێڕ ژ"دبێژْ،

 دبیٕی تٛ ٌێ

 ,بێسارە خٛە گیأێ ژ ژیاْ

 تێر بٛٚیٗ تێر

 ؟بارەڕپ ِرٔا ڤێ ژ

.......... 
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In her eyes, 

a beheaded Target 

and a smashed Hope 

jump 

barefoot. 

Fetid shoes with clean hands 

make hypocrisy.  

The life keys 

in the box of broken feelings 

had got rusty. 

Curse be upon the owners 

of empty and mendacious hopes. 

They say, "It is clear from its *
13

appearance," 

but do you see (that) 

Life is uninterested in her body; 

she became full, full 

of this very repeated Death? 

..........  

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
13

 Lit. colour 
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 ِاضیٗڤأٗکێ ٚەکٛ

 تٗ، دٌێ کٗٔارێٓ ي

 .ددا ٔێچیرێ ٘ٗٚلا ِٓ

 کری، ٔٗ ِٓ ٔێچیرەک ٘یچ ٘ێػتا

 ٘ات؛ ٚێٕٗکێػٗک

 ڤٗکر دار ب خٛە تابٍٛیا

 .کرَ ۀگڕ ٌطٗر ٚ

 .بٛٚ درٚضت ژێ درەٚ یڕپ کٗڤاٌٗک

 دکر، دیار تێذا ِٓ ٔذکێٓۆڕ ۀگێڕ ٔٗ

 .د٘ات ژێ تٗ ٔژیٕاڕگ بێٕٙا ٔٗ

 ...ژیاْ

 دا تٗ ٚ ِٓ بٗرا دٔاڤ دیٛارێ ئٗڤ

 .دەرزە یڕپ

 .بٍڤٍڤٗ ژی تٛ

 .بکٗ خٛە ٘ٗضتێ ب ٘ٗضت

 !بٗرزە ِیٕیٓ دێ کٗٔگی ٘ٗتا

.......... 
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Like a fisherman 

in your heart shores, 

I was trying to hunt. 

I haven‟t hunted any prey yet. 

A painter came, 

he hung his tableau on the tree 

and painted me on. 

A painting full of lies consisted of. 

Neither my tears colour was clear in 

nor did it smell your smile. 

(O) Life… 

the wall which is between me and you 

is full of cracks. 

You, move too. 

Feel your feel. 

Until when we will stay astray! 

.......... 
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 فڕەک

 ِرٔێ رٚیطاتیا ژ 

 دە ِٓ ٌٗغێ ضٗر ب

 .خٛار د٘ێتٗ 

 ِرٔا ئٗٚ

  ---ِٓ بٛٚٔا دایک ژ بٗری ژ ---

 ٘ٗغتێ ئٗضّأێ ژ

 .خٛار کٗفتیٗ 

  ئٗضّاْ

 جٗٔگێ، ِٗیذأا بٛٚی یێ

 فریػتٗیاْ

 .کر کاڤً ِ٘ٗٛٚ

 دبێژْ، خٗٚ ژبٗر

 ".جٗٔگٗ دۀگٗ"

 جٛاْ ٘ٗیڤا

 .کر ڕا خٗٚێ ژ 

.......... 

 

 

 

 

 

 



38 
 

A sip 

of the Death‟s nakedness 

is coming down 

over my body. 

The Death 

--- before my birth--- 

has fallen from  

the eighth heaven. 

The heaven  

has been the battle field. 

The angels 

ruined all (of it). 

In the sleep, they talk, 

"The sound of war." 

They awakened 

the beautiful *
14

Moon 

.......... 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
14

 In Kurdish culture ‘moon’ symbolizes romanticism. 
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 چٛٚی، تٛ دەِا

 بارأذْ؛ ڕەظ ٔذکێٓۆڕ ئٗٚراْ

 دارەکا ٘ٗر

 دبٙیطت تٗ پێٕگاڤێٓ دۀگێ

 .دٚەرأذْ ضاڤا کٌٛیٍکێٓ

  غٗ٘یذا دایکێٓ

 ڕەظ کراضێٓ

 .خِٗلأذْ بٗژٔێ ي

 ئازادیێ تڤٗٔگێٓ

 بْٛٚ؛ بێسار ییاْڕلێ ژ

 .چِٗأذْ خٛە ٌیٍیێٓ

 کٗت، غیٕی

 .ڤٗ غٗڤێ ٌێڤا ب یا

 بٛٚ، ئاڤا ژۆڕ

 ٘ٗلات، ٔٗ

 .ڤٗ ڕێ ب یا ٘ێػتا

.......... 
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When you went, 

the Clouds rained black tears (over a wide area). 

Each Tree, 

(when) hearing your paces‟ sound, 

was shedding the new-born blossoms. 

The martyrs‟ mothers 

adorned black dresses 

around the stature. 

The freedom Rifles 

became disinterested in shouting  

(and) bent their barrels. 

There got condolence; 

it is (hung) on the Night‟s lip. 

The sun set; 

it didn‟t rise. 

It is still on the way. 

.......... 
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 !ردارەۆز غٗڤٗکا چ

  ۀگڕ

 دایکێٓ کراضێٓ ژ

 عٗغمێ، غٗ٘یذێٓ

 دۀگ

  بٍیٍێٓ تٍیٍیێٓ ژ

 .دەغتێ ٘ٗلاِٗتێٓ

 خٛداٚۀذا ٘ٗضتێٓ

 .بٗضتێ بٗرێٓ بٛٚیٕٗ یێٓ

 کریٕٗ درێژ ٚژداْ

 .داربٗضتێ ضٗر ي

 .بّرْ زٚی"دبێژْ، یێ

 گٛٚتی یا خٛدێ

 ".بٙٗغتێ ي ٘ٗیٓ یێت حٛری

  ۆئٗڤر

 ضاڤا کٌٛیٍکێٓ بٛٚیٕٗ ٘ار

 .کٛژەک ٘ٗضتێٓ ب

 زاڤا، دبٓ لٛلاچکاْ ي

 ,دا ەٚغتیڕ یاخیبٛٚٔا بأگێ

 ."ئاڤا چٛٚیٗ ژۆڕ ژِێژەیٗ"

.......... 
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How an unjust Night is! 

The colour (is) 

of the mothers‟ dresses 

of the love martyrs. 

The sound (comes) 

from the pipes‟ ululations 

of the plain scarecrows. 

The gods‟ feelings 

have been (lime)stones of winterbourne. 

Consciences are lying 

on the bier. 

They are saying, "Die soon. 

God has said 

„There are Nymphs in the Paradise.‟  "  

Today,  

New-born Blossoms became provoked  

with fatal feelings. 

They become grooms in the corners. 

The call of morality rebellion was made, 

"The sun has set long before". 

.......... 
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 غٗڤێ جٛأا ڕٚی

 .ببت خٛیا دخٛەضت

 دە ئاضّأی کٛلأێٓ د

 .یاڕدگٗ لٛلاچکٗکێ ي

 کٛر چاڤ ئٗزێ

 ِٗضت ضتێرەکا ِیٕا

 جٛأی ٚێ اباڕغٗ

 .دبیُٕ ٚێ دێّێ ٚٚٔیاڕ

  دخٛەضت ِٓ دٌێ

 .بکُ ٌێ ڤٗ ٔێس ژ ضلاڤٗکێ

 ضپی ڕی یٗکاڕلێ ب ٌٗٚ

 .کر زٚ٘ا خٛە گٗٚریا ِٓ

 ضیڕلٗ گٌٍٛـٗیٗکا ب ٌٗٚ

 .کر ئازاد خٛە ٚحاڕ ِٓ

 برضی ِاچٗکا ب ٚ

 .کر تێر خٛە ٘ٗضتێ ِٓ

.......... 
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The beautiful-faced (lass) of the night 

required to appear. 

In the sky‟s alleys, 

she was searching for a corner. 

I, who is deep-eyed 

like a drunk star, 

see the drink of that beauty (and)  

her face light. 

My Heart wanted me 

to greet her nearby. 

Therefore, I dried my throat 

with a *
15

white-faced Shout. 

Therefore; with a frozen bullet 

I released my spirit, 

and I made my feeling full 

with a hungry Kiss. 

.......... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
15

 Proud, not scandalized  
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 ِرٔێ ِٗییا جاردْ

 .بٛٚ یاخی ژیأێ پێکێ ژ

 غکٗضتٓ، ٘یڤی

 گٌٛٗک ضتێرکێٓ بٛٚٔٗ

 عٗغمێ، ئاضّأێ ي

 .چٗریاْ غیری ددأێٓ ب

 برضیٗ، بریطییٗکا پێٕٛش

 ٘ێس ب گٛٚتٕێٓ

 .غاریاْ دا ٚی دزکێ

 رٚیطٗ، دەریایٗکا ئٗڤیٓ

 پاک پٌٗێٓۆڕ

 .ٚەریاْ ٚێ پٗرتٛکا ژ

 پیطٗ، ٘سرەکا کٗرب

 پرش ٘سارە٘ا

 .یاْڕگٗ دا ضاڤا دکٍٛخێٓ

 خٗٚٔاْ ٔیػتیّأێ ي

 فتٓ،ڕ٘ٗ خٗیاي

  کٛرە ٘سرێٓ

 .گریاْ ٚاْ ژبۆی چاڤاْ ٘ٗردٚٚ ب

.......... 
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Again, the death Liquid 

rebelled from the life *
16

pêk. 

The hopes broke (down and) 

became a flower‟s  little stars 

in the love sky. 

They pastured with *
17

deciduous teeth. 

The Pen is a hungry Thunder. 

The strong speeches 

irritated in his belly. 

The Love is a bare Sea. 

Clean *
18

waves 

fell from her book. 

The Hate is a filthy thought. 

Thousands of questions 

roamed in new-born skull. 

In the dreams‟ native land, 

the fantasies broke into pieces. 

The blind Thoughts 

cried for them with *
19

both eyes. 

.......... 

 

 

                                                           
16

 An amount of wine 
17

 Lit. milk teeth. 
18

 Lit. pages 
19

 ‘both eye’ is used as emphasis in Kurdish speech form in this 
manner and the like. 
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 .دٚضتێ ئٗی ابٗ،ڕ 

 ٘ٗضتاْ پاکٗ خٛەٌیا

 تڤٗٔگێ، داییکێٓ .بٍڤیٕٗ

 بٗ٘ٗغتێ کٍیلا تٍییا

 دەضتاْ ٘ارە ٘ٗردٚٚ ٚ

 تیژ یٗکاڕلێ ب

 بکٗ پاک ٚەلاتی

 .ەغٗچٗتاْڕ لڕێژا ژ

 !تِٗاغٗکٗ

 .کٛردضتاْ ِٗ داییکا ٔژیتٓڕدگ یا

 .خٛار تٗ کٌٗٗخێ ژیأێ

 گٛرضتاْ، کر تٗ ژبۆ جٗٔگێ ِٗیذأا

 تٗ ٚحاڕ ٌێ

 .٘ٗٚار دکٗتٗ ئازادیێ ضیبٗرا ٌبٓ یا 

 ٚێ ٘یڤیٗکا

 ئاضێ ٔٙاٌێٓ دەرزێٓ ي

 .ڤٗخٛار ضٗرخٛەبٛٚٔێ ئاڤا تٗحٍٗ
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O mate, stand up. 

Move the ashes of (people) with pure feeling. 

(O) mothers of the rifle (and) 

the Finger of the Paradise Key, 

clean the country 

with both provoked hands 

(and) a high-pitched shout 

from the black gangsters. 

Behold! 

Our mother, Kurdistan, is smiling. 

The Life ate your body (i.e. that of Kurdistan). 

*
20

She made the battle field graveyard for you, 

but your Soul 

is shouting under the Freedom‟s shadow. 

One of *
21

her hopes 

drank a bitter water of independence 

in the cracks of obstructive chasms. 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
20

 ‘she’ refers to life. 
21

 ‘her’ refers to the soul. 
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 بةدران ئةكرةم

Bedran Akrem 
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 دکر، غٗ٘ـ ِٓ اڕپٛ  خٛە تٍیکێٓ ب ئٗٚا

 دە داٚی بێ دخٗیاٌٗکا یا ٔٙا

 .کێع ٚێٕٗ بٛٚی

 بٛٚیّٗ ٚێ ٘اتٕا بٗٔذا ي ژی ئٗز

 !کێع دٚٚکێً ِٗزٔتریٓ

 

The one, who combed my hair with her small 

fingers, 

now has become a painter 

in an endless imagination. 

I, indeed in awaiting her coming, have become 

the greatest smoker! 

..........  

 بۆ ژیأێ ِٗزٔاتیا...! ِا دە کیٕیێۆڕدزا بٛٚ ٘یڤیٗک ژیاْ

 ...!ِا بێٙیڤیێ

 

Life was a hope stayed in childhood...! The 

maturity of life remained for hopelessness…! 

..........  
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 فرٚتٓ ِ٘ٗٛٚ خٛە ٘یڤیێٓ ِٓ

  ئاڤێ پٗکۆدٌ بۆ

 .تٗ ٌێڤێٓ اباڕغٗ غٍٗ ژ

 

I sold all my aspirations 

for a water drop 

of your lips‟ liquid drinking. 

..........  

  بێٕٙا ٘ٗی یا ڕێ ئٗٚ

 .د٘ێت ژێ تٗ پیێٓ غیٓ

 ...دکَٗ تێذا پٗیاضٗیاْ خٛە ضیتاڤکا دگٗي ئێڤار ٘ٗر اڕٌٗٚ

 

The way which is *
22

there 

smells your footprints. 

So, I roam in with my shadow each evening... 

..........  

 ٘اتٕا ب ٚ دکٗت، اضتیێڕ گازی یێ یٗ بۆچی ئٗزِاْ ئٗٚ 

 !دٌٗرزیت درەٚا

 

What the tongue, which calls the truth and 

trembles with the lies‟ coming, is for! 

 

                                                           
22

 Lit. existent 
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 .د٘ێت یا گٛرگا ٌیرا ٌیر

 :دٌٗرزْ ِری ٚ ضاخ

 دِیٕٓ؛ بێذۀگ ِری

 .دگٗ٘یٕٓ بریٕذارا ضاخ

 ...!پیر ئٗزێ

  بّیُٕ بێذۀگ ِریّٗ ٔٗ 

 .بگٗ٘یٕٓ ِٓ ضاخ بریٕذارَ ٔٗ

  چارەِٗ بێ پیرەکێ

 .دِیُٕ دا تٗ دەضتێٓ دٔاڤ

 

 

Here comes the wolves‟ howl. 

The alive and the dead tremble: 

The dead stay mute; 

the alive transport the wounded. 

I am--- who is old..!--- 

neither dead to stay mute 

nor wounded so that the alive transport me. 

I am a sick old (man) 

staying in your hands. 

..........  
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  بچٛٚک ئٗزێ

 .دبیُٕ ِٗزْ خٗٚٔێٓ

 خٗٚٔێٓ دِٗزٔا٘یا

 دە، خٛە

  بێ داربڕەکێ

 .بڤرَ

  ِٓ یاۆئٗڤر

  خٛزیێٓ ژ ەڕپ

 .ضٛبا

  ِٗزْ داخازا

 دکُ، ٚٔێٛب

 ِٗزْ ئٗزێ چاٚا کا

 :دٔڤێطُ خٛە بچٛٚکیا

  گٌٛٗیٗکا

 بارٚتُ؛ بێ

 دٖ کێ ٔێچیرڤأٗ دتڤٗٔگا

 .ِایُ چریک

  بتٗلُ دڤێ ِٓ

 .دە خٗزاٌٗکێ دضیٕگێ

  ژبٗر خٗزالا ئٗٚ

 ...فٗرەضتی گٛرا دەڤێ

  ٔێٓٚٗخ دِٗزٔا٘یا

  دە بچٛک ِٕێ

 .ِێٙڤاْ بٛٚی

.......... 
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I who is young 

see great dreams. 

In the greatness of my 

dreams, 

I am a woodcutter 

without axe. 

My today 

is full of wishes 

of tomorrow. 

I ask for maturity 

as me who is mature 

writing my childhood: 

I am a bullet 

without (gun) powder; 

in a hunter‟s rifle, 

I‟ve stayed unshot. 

I want to explode 

into a *
23

Deer‟s (i.e. Fox‟s) chest. 

The Deer that  

has bolted from the Wolves mouths... 

(and) became guest 

in the greatness of the dreams of me 

who is young. 

..........  

                                                           
23

 ‘Deer’ refers to a foxy lady in Kurdish calture. 
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 بٗری دٚەریٕیت ژیأێ دارا ژ با٘ٛز بٌٗگٗ دِٚٚا٘یک ِرْ 

 !ِٓ ٘یڤیێٓ بٛٚٔا غیٓ

 

Death is the last leaf (that) the storm sheds from 

the life tree before my hopes growing! 

..........  

  ژیأێ اضتیێٓڕ پێٕٛضٗکُ ئٗز 

 .دٔڤێطُ

  پێلاڤٗکٗ خٛە ب ژیاْ

 ...!ددڕیٕیت خٛە پیێ ي لٗدەر

 

 

I am a pen writing the life truths, 

life itself is a shoe that 

Fate tears (when she wears) on her foot...! 

.......... 
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 تابٍٛیٗکٗ ژیاْ

 تٗ کٗزیا ب ئٗز

 ...!دٔٗلػیُٕ ٌطٗر ٚێٕا

  دۀگێ اڕدبٗ

 ئاٚازێٓ د٘ێت بٍبٍٗکێ

 .دژۀیت جٗٔگێ

  دە تٗ اڤێٓچد

  بٛ٘ارەک ِیٕا ژیاْ

 .داٚییٗ بێ

  دٔاڤبٗرا دڤێت ِٓ

 دا جٗٔگێ ٚ ژیأێ

 .ببَٗ دخٗٚ تٗ

 تٗ باٌگٛ٘ێ

 بٓ، بٛ٘ارێ گٌٛێٓ ژ

 تٗ بٛٚٔا بخٗٚ چیرٚکا

  گٛرِا گٛرِٗ ژ

 بٓ، جٗٔگێ خٗزەبا

 .بٍبً

.......... 
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Life is a tableau 

I decorate pictures on 

with your lock...! 

Together with (designing) comes 

the sound of a Bulbul playing 

the war tunes. 

In your eyes, 

life is like an eternal 

spring. 

I want to make you sleep 

between life and war. 

Let your pillows 

be of spring flowers; 

let your making sleep story 

be of blasts of 

the condemnation of the war, 

O Bulbul. 

.......... 
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 ،دبێژیت فرٚغٗک ِٗی

 ِٗی بێ خٛغٗکێ ضٗر"

 دە غٗڤێ دٔاڤا

  دەضت خِٗاْ دیٛأا ي

 .بٗردا ژیأێ ژ

  ِٓ دٚٚکأا دیٛارێ ٌبٗر

 .بٛٚ یٕػتیڕ

 دداْ، ٘ٗڤ ي ڤالا غیػٗیێٓ

  ٘اٚار، دکرە جارا

 ."ٔژیڕدگ ژی جارا

 دبێژیت، فرٚظ ِٗی

  ِٗی بێ ٚە٘ا خٛرتٛ؟ خێرە"

 "!دکی خٛیا خٛظ ضٗر

 دبێژە، خٛرت

 غیػٗکا حٗلێ ِٓ فرٚغٛ، ِٗی"

 .ٔیٕٗ ِٗی

 ژیأێ خِٗێٓ ب ٌٗٚ

 .دکَٗ ضٗرخٛظ خٛە

  دگٗي ضِٗایێ ٘ێسا ِٓ

 .ٔیٕٗ تٗ دٚٚکأا فرٚغێٓ ٌٗظ

 .ددەَ ٘ٗڤ ي ڤالا غیػٗیێٓ ٌٗٚ

 ٔیٕٗ کاڤٍٗک ِٓ

  ٚی ضیڤأذا ٌبٓ خٛە ضٗرێ

  .بکَٗ ڕغٛ
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A *
24

barkeeper says, 

"(Someone) drunken without drink 

gave up the life  

in the sorrow assembly at night. 

Next to my shop wall, 

he was sitting (and) 

hitting the empty glasses against each other. 

Sometimes he was shouting; 

sometimes he was smiling." 

The barkeeper says, 

"O *
25

boy, what is wrong with you? You are 

without drink like that, 

you seem drunk!" 

Youth says, "O bar-keeper, I don‟t have the fee 

for a glass of wine. 

Therefore, I make myself drunk 

with the life sorrows, 

I don‟t have dance energy with  

your shop prostitutes. 

So, I hit empty glasses against each other. 

I don‟t have a ruined (house) 

to *
26

bend my head  

under its eave.  

 

                                                           
24

 Literally alcohol-seller 
25

 Youth or adolescent  
26

 Be satisfied anyhow 
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 دبیٕی تٛ دڕیای، جٍێٓ ئٗڤ

 !د٘ێت پێ ِٓ ٔژیٕاڕگ چاٚا

 تێٕڤیص ٘سار دزأی تٛ

 ,ەغأذیٓڕ خٛە ٔذکێتۆڕ ب یێ ِٓ

  ڕێ ٚ ئاضتٗٔگ ٘سار

 ؟غٗلأذیٓ خٛە ٘ێسا ب یێ ِٓ

  ژی غٗڤٗ ئٗڤ

 تازی جادەیا ڤێ ِێٙڤأێ ئٗز

 .تِٗٗ دٚٚکأا دیٛارێ ٚ

 بٌٙٗیت، ضپێذە بٗری

 دزأیت تٗ خٛدایێ بٗش

 ".ِ٘ٗٗ کیڤٗ ي ٚ بُ کیڤٗ ي دێ

 فرٚظ ِٗی

 خٛرتٛ،" دبێژە،

  دِٗی خٛە ضٗرێ دڤێت تٗ

  بٍٙیٕی؟

  دباٚەغا دڤێت تٗ

  دا فرٚغا ٌٗظ

 بخٛیٕی؟ بێذۀگیێ ضرٚدا

 دا گٗرَ ٔڤیٕێٓ دٔاڤا دڤێت تٗ

 بٗزیٕی؟ ب خٗٚێ ضٕٛرێٓ

 ضێرەبٗٔذەکێ ِیٕا ژی یاْ

 " ؟...!بترضیٕی خٛە ژ ترضێ
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These torn clothes, you see 

how I smile at! 

Do you know that I showered  

thousand notebooks with my tears? 

Thousand obstacles; tracks 

I have traversed with my strength? 

Tonight; 

I am guest of this *
27

nude road, 

and your shop wall too. 

(Before) early morning comes up, 

only your Lord knows 

where I will be and where I will exist". 

Barkeeper Says, "O guy, 

Do you want to dip your head in the liquid? 

Do you want to read 

the song of silence 

in the prostitutes‟ *
28

lab? 

Do you want to exceed  

the boundaries of the sleep 

in the warm beds 

or like a magician  

frighten the Fright from yourself…!?" 

 

                                                           
27

 According to writer’s accent 
28

 embrace 
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 دبێژە، خٛرت

  چاٚا ٚێ فرٚغٛ، ِٗی"

 گٛٚتیٓ تٗ تػتێٓ ئٗڤ

 اضتی؟ڕ ببٓ

 دە خٛیٕێ دٔاڤ ٚێ فرٚظ ٌٗظ ئٗٚ ٚ تٛ

 .گٗڤاضتٓ بٙێٓ

 زڕ زڕ غیػٗیا ئٗٚ کٗت، تژی ڤالا غیػٗیا ٚێ دێ خٛیٓ ئٗٚ

  د٘ات؛ ژێ

 .ەڕپ زک ٔٙا ٌێ

 کَٗ غً لٗدەرێ کاڕل دێ خٛیٕێ ٚێ ب

 ِٓ ِیٕا کٗضێٓ بٗش دا

  یصڕ ٚ پێخاش

 تٗ ٚەکٛ ِٔٗٗردێٓ دٚٚکأا ٌبٗر

 خار؛ یٕٕٗڕ

  تٗ ٚەکٛ پیطێٓ دي دا

 بٕٗ ٔٗ ِٗ ضٗرێ ٌطٗر غٕی

 .ٚەفادار غێخێٓ

 بٛٚ غیػٗ ئٗٚ ئٗڤٗ

 بێکٗضیێ کٛلأێٓ ي یا

 .ڤٗددا دۀگ

  بٛٚٔا تٕێ ضیٕگێ یا بٛٚ غیػٗ ئٗٚ

 کری، غٗق ِٓ

  غیػا پرتێٓ دگٗي بٛٚٔا تٕێ ئٗٚ

  "...ٓیکر بریٕذار ِٓ دٌێ لٛلاچکێٓ ي ٘ٗضت
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The guy says, 

"O barkeeper, how  

will these things you said 

be reality? 

You and those prostitutes will be 

rolled around in the blood. 

That blood will fill up that empty glass, 

the glass which chinks; 

but now the abdomen is full. 

I will wet the neck of the Fate with that blood 

so that the people like me 

barefoot and naked 

do not sit down 

next to the shop of the ungenerous like you; 

so that the dirty-hearted like you 

do not only just become 

loyal sheikhs over our heads. 

This was that glass  

which in the alleys of *
29

friendlessness 

was echoing. 

It was the glass which has penetrated 

the heart of my loneliness, 

the loneliness that with glass pieces 

wounded the feelings in my heart corners…" 

                                                           
29

 Literally ‘kinlessness’ 
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 ژ ژیاْ ٚ پٗلأذْ ِرٔێ گٛ٘ێٓ ِٓ دۀگیا بێ یێٓ یڕلێ ٔگێ دٖ

 بٗرزٖ دا ٚێ دۀگیا بێ دٔاڤ ئٗز ژیأا ئٗٚ .ور أٗڕ خٗٚ

 .ٚەرز دٚٚ یا ٚێ ضالا ژ پێٕجێ ٚەرزێ ٘یڤیا ي بٛٚیُ

 

The voice of my Silence‟s shouts made the 

Death‟s ears explode and didn‟t awaken the Life. 

The Life which I have been lost in her silence 

and waiting for the fifth season of her two-

season year. 

.......... 

  

  ضاڤا ئٗزێ دا دخٗٚٔێ

 ەظڕ جٍێٓ ب

 .گرٜ دورە خاتیٕٗوێ دەضتێٓ ٌطٗر

 فاِا زێ ئٗ ٌبٗراِبٗر

 !ٝٔٗو دورە ێیگر ٚێ ب دارەوێ ضیبٗرا ٌبٓ

 

I, who is baby 

with black clothes, 

was crying on a madam‟s hands 

in the dream. 

In front of (him), I who is mature 

was laughing at that weep under a tree shadow! 

.......... 
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 اْ،ڕرگێ ٖٚ ڤٗ لایاْ چار ژ ژیأێ پٗرتٛٚوا ێٓڕلاپٗ ِ٘ٗٝ ِٓ

 !ٔٗبیت ژیاْ تٕێ وٗفت ِٓ چاڤێٓ رٗب ب تػت ٘ٗر

 

 

I browsed all pages of life‟s book from the four 

sides, everything *
30

occurred in front of my eyes 

except (for) the life! 

.......... 

 

 

 اضتێڕ یێ ِٓ دەضتێ رە،ۆز چٗپێ یێ ِٓ دەضتێ ٘ێسا

 .بػىێٕیت دترضُ... ادوێػیتڕ

 !بگرٜ ِٓ دەضتێ ٘یڤییٗ ِٓ

 

The strength of my left arm is a lot, it draws my 

right arm... I am afraid, it may break it. 

I beg you to grip my (right) hand (as help)! 

..........  

 

 

 
                                                           
30

 Kurdish idiom ‘everything occurred in front of my eyes’ means ‘I 
saw everything,’ but ‘everything’ is subject.  
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 دەِٗ. بىَٗ ْٚ٘ٛڕ تٗ یا ێڕ دا ضٛت خٛ ِٓ غِٗاٌىێ ِیٕا

 !ٔٗ دگرتی تٗ چاڤیٓ ٘ێػتا بکٗڤیت، ِٓ حٌٗیأا چپکا دِٚا٘یک

 

 

I burnt myself like candle to lighten your way. 

The last drop of my melting is about to fall, your 

eyes are still closed!   

..........  

 

 

 !بٛٚیٓ ٘ػیار ژێ یێٓ ِرٜ تٕێ... خٗٚٔٗوٗ ...ژیاْ

 

 

The life... is a dream... only the dead have been 

awake of! 

..........  

 

 !بٛٚ تٗٔگ فرە٘یێ بێٙٓ ژ ِٓ بێٕٙا

 

My breath became hard (because) of the 

patience! 

..........  
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 .ٔاوْٗ ِٓ بریٕێٓ ڤٗغارتٕا تێرا جیٙأێ ڤێٓۆِر ِ٘ٗٝ دەضتێٓ

 ...!٘ٗیٓ یێٓ بریٕذار دەضتێٓ دٚٚ ِٓ تٕێ

 

 

The hands of all world people are not enough to 

hide my wounds. I only have two wounded 

hands...! 

.......... 

 

  

 ٘ێػتا ...ئٗز. گرتٓ بٙێتٗ ژٜ دِٚٚا٘یێ دەرگٗ٘ێ ِٔٗایٗ ٕ٘ذ

 … !ُ٘ڕٗدگ ئێىێ دەرگٗ٘ێ وٍیلا ي یێ

 

 

The last door is about to be closed. I am... still 

looking for the first door‟s key...!  

.......... 
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 دٌٗوێ ب جیٙأێ یێٓ ِٗزٔا٘ی ِ٘ٗٝ یا بچیىٗ دٔذوا ئٗٚ... ئاخ

 ڤێ دٌّٗزٔیا ژ چٗٔذ بچیه ئٗزێ .چٕٗ دوٗتٗ دا خٛ دٔاڤ ِٗزْ

 !دوَٗ حٗز ئاخێ

 

 

The Soil... is a little grain that makes all world 

greatness nothing in herself with a big heart. 

How I--- who is little--- like the big-heartedness 

of that Soil! 
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 ...!دەضت

 

 دەرٜ دا اٚضتیاٜڕ وٛتأێ دەرگٗ٘ێ پػت ي چٗٔذٖ ئٗڤٗ       

 یێ ٜٚ دەضتێ .غێت ٔٗ ٌێ چٗرێ بٗردەتٗ پٗزٜ ٚ ڤٗوٗت

 دا تٕێٗو ترضا ژ ,دڤٌٗٗرزیت یێ گٛپاٌٝ ضٗر ي چٗپێ

 دپػت اضتێڕ یێ خٛ دەضتێ .بٗردەت گٛپاٌٝ ٔٗٚێریت

 جار یێ ٌێ دٚٚردەرێ، دگٗ٘یٕیتٗ ٚ دبٗت اڕ وٛتأێ ٘ێدەرگٗ

 ٌێ ٚ دەردئێخیت دەرٜ پػت ژ تبً بێ یێ خٛ دەضتێ جار

 ي ٜٚ بیرا. دٌ٘ٗىێػیت وٛیر ٘ٗٔاضێٓ ٚ دوٗت تِٗاغٗ

 ژیێ دەِێ وٛ بٛٚیێ گٛٚت ٜٚ دایىا. د٘ێت ٜٚ رابردٚٚیێ

 باپیرێ یێ چراٜ ٜٚ گٛڕیا ضٗر بٛٚ دأا خٛ تبلا ضاي ضێ ٜٚ

 دٜ جارەوا. دخأذ ٌبٗر لٛرئاْ غٗڤ ب دا یٛأێٗئ دٔاڤ ٜٚ

 وٗ ترضا ژ بٗردەت گٛپاٌٝ دٚٚدٌٗ یێ ٔێڕٜ چٗپێ دەضتێ ي

 دەِێ ضاٌیێ ضێ ٚ بیطت بٗرەف چٛٚ ٚ دٜ ضتێەد زڤرٜ. تٕێ

 ِێٛێ وٗزاختٕا دبٗر ِارٜ پێڤٗدأا ب داٜ دەضت ژ دٜ تبلا

 درۀگا ئێڤارەوا دغٗرێ ژٜ ئٗٚ ٔیٕٗ، پێڤٗ ژٜ ضیێ تبلا . اڕ

 ٚضێ ضیٙـ ي بٛٚ دا دەضت ژ گٛٔذٜ ِاٌباتٗوا دگٗي دا ئٗیٕیٗوێ

 .گٌٛٗیٗوێ ب خٛ ضاٌیا
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The Hand...! 

 

       This is a while that he has stood behind the 

door of the corral to open the door and put the 

sheep to pasture, but he cannot. His left hand is 

shaking on the walking stick. From the fear of 

falling, he does not dare to release the walking 

stick. He stretches out his right arm to behind the 

door of the pen and reaches over the *
31

dorder. 

But he sometimes repeatedly takes his fingerless 

hand from behind the door, looks at, inhales 

deep breaths and thinks of his past. His mother 

had told him that when he was three years old, 

he had put his finger on the flame of the candle 

which his grandfather was reading Koran under 

its (light) in the veranda at night. Again looking 

at the left hand, he is hesitant to release the 

walking stick from the fear of falling. He twisted 

his head to the other hand and went towards 

being twenty-three-year-old when he lost the 

other finger with the snake biting together with 

the pruning the grapevine. The third finger is 

lost too. That one he lost in a Friday late evening 

brawl with a clan of the village in his being 

thirty-three-year-old by a bullet. 

                                                           
31

 ‘dorder’ is a type of old Kurdish key used for closing pen’s doors. 
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 دەِێ ٘ات ٜٚ بیرا .بٛٚ ِفا بێ ٌێ بر خٛ دەضتێ دٜ جارەوا

 یا ٜٚ تبلا اڕ گّٗٔٝ دریٕا دبٗر ضاي، ضێ ٚ چً ٜٚ ژیێ

 ٔاوٗت ٚ دوٗت یێ ٌێ. بڕیٗ ٚ غاٌۆوێ بٗر وٗتیٗ ژٜ چارێ

. بیٕیت پێٕجێ تبلا دأا دەضت ژ چاٚأیا ٚ دەَ ي خٛ بیرا ٔٗغێت

 ٜٚ ەغیاڕ بٗخت ژ ٚ بٛٚریٗ ضاٌیێ غێطت ژ ٜٚ ژیێ ٔٙا

 ..!.وچٓ ِ٘ٗٝ ٜٚ وێٓۆڕزا
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He stretched out his arm again, but it was 

useless. He remembered that when he was forty-

three years old, he has his fourth finger cut by 

sickle while reaping the wheat. With all 

difficulty, he cannot remind himself of the time 

and modality of losing the fifth finger. Now, his 

age is above sixty years old. Unfortunately, all 

his children are girls…! 
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  ...!دەرگٗ

 !دا ٚغىٗوێڕ دخْٗٚ

 ئارِیػی دەرگٗ٘ٗکێ. دبٗزیُ پێخاش غً ێیٗکاڕ ئاخٗ ضٗر ي

 یێ ٌێ یٗ خٛیٕێ گِٛٗکا .کٗتُ ٚرٚژ ب ٌێذاْ بێ. دیت ِٓ

 کٛ ێیداٚی تا َڕبب خٛیٕێ ببُ ضۆر بێی کاری ِٓ بَٛٚ ٌِٗٗڤاْ

 داری دەرگٗ٘ێ .بٛٚ دٚٚێ دەرگٗ٘ێ ێکاڕ دەضتپێکا داٚی ئٗٚ

 ٚرٚژ ب دەضتیری، بێی ٚ ڤٗکر ِٓ چٗپێ دەضتێ ب .دیت ِٓ

 ِٓ. ڤٗ دیر ژ رۆض گٌٛٗکا ژبٍی ەغاتیێڕ ژ ٔٗدیت چ ِٓ. کٗتُ

 دیرتر پێیاْ دٚٚ ئٗٚ ِٓ، پێٕگاڤٗکا ٘ٗر دگٗي ٌێ .کرێ لٗضت

 .بٛٚ زیڤی ژ کٛ ضیێ دەرگٗ٘ێ گٗ٘أذیّٗ تا دچٛٚ

 ٔٗغیاَ. ٚەردگرت خٛ ەخێٓڕ چرایێٓ دٚٚ ژ خٛ ٚٔا٘یاڕ

 ڤٗبٛٚٔا دگٗي .بذەَ ٌێ اضتێڕ دەضتێ ب بَٛٚ ٔٗچار ڤٗکَٗ،

 .بٛٚ ضار یا ٌێ با بێ بیابأٗکا ژ بْٛٚ ڕپ ِٓ چاڤێٓ ٚی،

 یێ چارێ دەرگٗ٘ێ تا بٛٚ تٗضک ٘ێذی ٘ێذی بِٛٚێ، دەرباز

 .بػکێُٕ بَٛٚ ٔٗچار ٚی، ڤٗکرٔا ٔٗکاریٕا ژ .بٛٚی خٛیا یڕزێ

 ٔٗ ٌێ دا دٔاڤ چِٛٚٗ دٚٚدٌی، بێ .بٛٚ ئاگرەک ٚی پػت ي

 .بَٛٚ ِأذی زۆر .٘یر ٚ ٔٗرَ بٗفرەکا باریٕا ژبٗر ضٛٚتُ

 غیػٗکێ کٛ دیت پێٕجێ دەرگٗ٘ێ ِٓ خٛ، ضٗرکٗتٕا دگٗي

 ژ بػکێُٕ ٔٗ ٚ ٌێذەَ ٔٗ ڤٗکَٗ، ٚێریاَ ٔٗ ٌێ بٛٚ؛ ضادە ٚ ٚ٘ٓڕ

 .دا "غٗغێ" دەرگٗ٘ێ ترضا 
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The Door…! 

In a daydream, I was running barefoot on a wet 

soil way. I saw a silk door. I entered without 

knocking. It was a pond of blood, but I was 

(capable of) swimming and could pass through 

without being red till the end which was the 

beginning of the second door. I saw the wood 

door; I opened with left hand and went in 

without permission. I saw nothing from 

blackness (e.i. darkness) except a red rose from 

distance. I went towards it; but with each of my 

steps, it went away two steps until it took me to 

the third door which was of silver. It was 

obtaining its light from two torches beside. I 

couldn‟t open; I am impelled to knock at it with 

right hand. With its opening, my eyes became 

full of a desert without air, but it was cold. I 

passed through, it was getting narrow step by 

step till the fourth golden door appeared. For 

being unable to open, I‟m forced to break it. 

There was a fire behind. Without hesitation, I 

went into, but I was not burnt because of 

snowing smoothly and delicately. I became very 

weariful. Together with my ascending; I saw the 

fifth door which was a clear and transparent 

glass, but I didn‟t dare to open, knock at or to 

break from being afraid of the SIXTH DOOR. 
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 كاهين كانى

Kaheen Kani 
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 !داٚیێ بٗرەف گٗغت داٚی

 

 

 ِ٘ٗی !بگرە ٔاِٗیاْ ي ێسێڕ ٚ بپارێسە دۀگیێ بێ       "

 غێٛەی ڤی ب "چ؟ بیٗ دێ تٛ .خۆ حٗزێٓ بٛٚیٕٗ یێٓ ڤۆِر

 گٗغتێٓ یاردایڕب یادگاری باژێڕێ داٚی دەرٚکێ ب ٔاِا ئٗٚ

 دەِا ضٗیر؛ تػتێ .بٛٚ ٔڤیطأذی یا بیٕیت داٚی ب ٌێ خۆ

 ٕ٘ذەک بتٕێ! ٔٗدیتٓ ِرۆڤ چ دا، باژێڕی دٔاڤ چٛٚیٗ یادگار

 !بٗرچاڤا کٗتٓ !ٔٗرَ جادەیێٓ ٚ ٔٗخػأذی دارێٓ ٚ پٗیکٗر

 

 ي کٛرضیکاْ ٚەک ِٗزْ دٌٗکێ ی،ڕزڤ چٗپێ لایێ بۆ یادگار

 ٚی ضٗرٔجا ٚێ دیّٗٔێ .بٛٚ بٗردای ِٗیخأٗک بٗردەرێ

 ٚ یٗ کٛرضیکێ ضٗر ي ٔاِٗیٗک .کر ٔێسیک پتر ۆخ .اکێػاڕ

 ٚ تٗ بۆ ِٓ ژێکرٔا حٗز بٗر ژ ِٓ، خٛغتڤیا" تیٗ،ٚگٛ تێذا

 ژ حٗز تٗ بگُٗ٘ ئٗز ێیاڕ تاکٗ ٘ٗضتپێکر ِٓ ِٓ؛ ژ تٗ دٚٚریا

 ٌێ .ازێُٕڕ ب دا خٛ دٌێ د ِ٘ٗٛٚیاْ ٚ بکَٗ ِرۆڤاْ ِ٘ٗٛٚ

 " !ببٗ خۆ گٗي ي ِٓ دیت ٔاِٗ تٗ گٗر

 ٚ صیپ ٔاِٗیٗک .دیت بچٛٚک  ئاڤا٘یٗک خٛارتر چٛٚ یادگار

 ڤێ ي" بٛٚ، ٔڤیطأذ ضٗر ي .بٛٚ پێڤٗ د٘اتٓ ژێ ٔٗخۆظ بێٕٙێٓ

 بێٕٙاْ، ٚاْ بٗر ژ ."بکٗ پالژ بٗراِبٗر بێ ۆخ ٚحاڕ دەرێ

 .دا ئاڤا٘ی ٚی دٔاڤ بچیتٗ ٔٗغیا
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The Last Travel towards the End! 

       "Keep quiet and respect the messages! All 

humans have been their desires. What will you 

be?" In this manner; that message, on the door of 

the last city which Yadgar decided to terminate 

his travels in, was written. The wonderful thing 

(was that) when Yadgar went into the city, he 

saw no human beings! Only some statues, 

designed trees and soft roads occurred in front of 

the eyes! 

Yadgar turned on the left, there was a big heart 

like chairs beside the door of an evacuated bar. 

Its sight attracted his attention. He got nearer. 

There is a letter on the chair, and in it is said, 

"My dear; because of my love for you and your 

distance from me, I felt that the only way I get 

you is that I should love all human beings and 

cause all of them to lie in my heart. But if you 

*
32

see the letter, take me with you!" 

Yadgar went down, he saw a small building. 

There was a filthy letter being hung on (building 

wall) from which unpleasant smells were 

coming. On it was written, "Clean your soul here 

with no fee." Because of those smells, he 

couldn‟t go inside the building. 

                                                           
32

 Kurdish verb is past. 
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 ٚ بْٛٚ کرَ دتژی دیتٓ پێلاڤاْ کتێٓ ٕ٘ذەک ی،ڕزڤ دٚٚر ي

 ٘ـٗج ئٗٚ یادگاری بٍٗز ٘ٗر! بْٛٚ درٚٔػتی ضٗر ي ِێع

 .ٔٗخٛأذْ ٚاْ ٔاِێٓ ٚ ٘ێلا

 ڕێڤٗ ٚ کرْ ٘سر ئٗگٗرێ ژ .باژێڕی یێ اضتێڕ لایێ چٛٚ

 ژ بٛٚ ڕپ یێ دیت جٛاْ گٌٗٗک باخچٗک .ببٛٚ ِأذی چٛٚٔێ،

 باخچٗی دەردٚرێٓ ي .دبػکٛرْ ٔٛٚی ژ کٌٛیٍکێٓ ٚ گٛي

 ٘ٗٔاضٗک ٚ گیای کرە دەضت یادگاری .بْٛٚ پٗلاتیٕک ِ٘ٗٛٚ

 .ازاڕ دا دٔاڤ ٚ کێػا کٛٚر

 پێکٛلا یێ ٚحڕ ٕ٘ذەک پێکر ٘ٗضت چٛٚ، پێڤٗ چٗٔذەک

 ٚاْ ژ خۆظ بێٕٙێٓ ئٗٚ زأی ٚی ٔٛ ژ .دکْٗ ٚی کرٔا ِ٘ٗبێس

 ٔٗ ٔاِٗ چ ٌێ یاڕگٗ ٔاِێ ي ٚ ابٛٚڕ یٗکطٗر یادگار. د٘اتٓ

 پرتٗکا یٗکێ ٘ٗر ٔێڕی پٗلاتیٕکا ي کر، بٍٕذ خٛ ضٗرێ .دیتٓ

 دەضتێ ضٗر فڕی ٚاْ ژ پٗلاتیٕکٗک .یٗ ڤێ پیڤازی کاغٗزەک

 ٔڤیطأذ تێذا .٘ێلا ٚی بۆ ٚێ ڤ ئٗٚا ٔاِێ پرتا ئٗٚ ٚ ٚی،

 بٛٚ،

 پرت یا ٔاِٗ "...ٌێ دکر ِرٚڤاْ ِ٘ٗٛٚ ژ حٗز گٌٗٗک ِٗ"

 بچیتٗ دڤیا یادگاری .ٔڤێطیٓ بٛٚ ٔٗ٘ات تێذا ِ٘ٗٛٚ بٛٚ، پرت

 !دبْٛٚ ٔێسیک ٚحڕ ٚ !یٓڕدف ئٗٚ ٌێ دی پٗلاتیٕکێٓ ٔک
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He went around it. He saw some single shoes 

(one of each pair) full of worms, and the flies 

were sitting on! Immediately, Yadgar left that 

place and didn‟t read their letters.  

He went to the right side of the city. Due to 

thinking and walking, he had got tired. He saw a 

very beautiful garden. It was full of flowers and 

blossoms that are *
33

smiling only just. All 

around the garden were butterflies. Yadgar 

touched the grass, took a deep breath and lay in.  

A moment later, he felt that some spirits are 

trying to hug him. He newly realized that those 

pleasant smells were coming from them. He 

directly stood up and looked for the letter, but he 

saw no letters. He raised his head and looked at 

the butterflies. With each one is a piece of a 

pinky cartoon. One of those butterflies flew onto 

his hand and left the piece of the letter which 

was with it to him. In it was written,  

"We loved all humans, but..." The letter was 

ripped up. All was not written in. Yadgar wanted 

to go to the other butterflies, but they were 

flying (away)! And the spirits were getting near! 

                                                           
33

 Blooming or flowering 
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 .چٛٚ ٚ دا باخچٗی دٔاڤ ٘ێلا ٔاِێ پرتا ئٗٚ بٛٚٔێ ٘یڤی بێ ژ

 بٗرچاڤێٓ کٗتٓ ِێری ٕ٘ذەک ئٗردی ي ٚ ٚی ضیٕگێ بٗر ي

  .ٚی

 ِٗٔذە٘ٛظ یادگار ٌێ .دکر ئاخ بٓ ِری یا دی ِێریٗکا ئٗٚاْ

 ٚێ کٌٗٗخێ ژ پرتٗک ٚ ٘ات ِٗزْ ِێریٗکا دیتی دەِا ِا

 ٌێ ڤٗ، ڤٗغێرٔٗ ب داکٛ ٘اتٓ ٚێ ٘ٗڤاٌێٓ دیطاْ !چٛٚ ٚ ڤٗکر

 جارێ ئٗڤێ .بر ژی دی پرتٗکا ٚ ٘ات ِٗزْ ِێریا ئٗٚ ٘ٗر

 .چْٛٚ ٚ ٘ێلاْ ٚێ کٌٗٗخێ ٚ بْٛٚ بێسار ٚێ ٘ٗڤاٌێٓ

 ِٗزْ ِێریا دەِا ٌِٗٚا .بٛٚ تٛڕە گٌٗٗک دیّٗٔی ڤی ب یادگار

 حٗز "گٛٚت، خٛ ٘ێسا ِ٘ٗی ب ئٗٚی ببٗت، ِ٘ٗیێ دا ٘اتی

 ژ ٚ غأذڕ٘ٗ ڤٗ خٛ پێ دبٓ ِٗزْ ِێریا ٚ ."ٔاکَٗ خائیٕاْ ژ

 .چٛٚ جٙی ٚی

 خٛ پرت، پرت ِێریا ٚێ دیّٗٔێ ٚ ٘سر کاریگٗریا بٓ ي

 دٔاڤ ٚی ئٗٚێٓ ضٗیر تػتێٓ ئٗٚ .دیت دا تاری کٛلأٗک دٔاڤ

 دێّێ بػێت ئٗٚ تا ٚی ٘اریکارێٓ ٔٗبٛٚٔٗ دیتیٓ دا یڕباژێ

 .بڤٗغێریتٓ ڤٗ خٛ دێّێ دبٓ ِٗٔذە٘ٛغیێ

 ٚێ ٔێسیکی خٛ .دیت ٚٔا٘یٗکڕ .چٛٚ دا کٛلأێ دٔاڤ

 ڤێ" .دەضتپێکٗ ئٗڤٗ" بٛٚ، ٔڤیطأذ ڤٗ ەخڕ ب .کر ٚٔا٘یێڕ

 گٗر ٚ تػتی؟ چ دەضتپێکا". کر ِٗٔذە٘ٛظ یادگار پتر ٔاِێ

 ي دەضتپێک بۆچی ٚ کیػکٗ؟ دِٚا٘ی بیت، دەضتپێک ئٗڤٗ

 یٗ؟ دەضتپێکێ ي ٔٗ ٚ ڤێرەیٗ
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From disappointment, he left that piece of letter 

in the garden and went (away). Some ants 

occurred in front of his eyes on ground ahead of 

him. 

They were burying another dead ant. But Yadgar 

stayed astonished when he saw a big ant came, 

detached a part from its body and went! Again; 

its friends came to rebury it, but that ant itself 

came and took another part too. This time its 

friends became exhausted, left its body and 

went. 

Yadgar got very angry by this sight. Therefore; 

when the big ant came to take all, he said by all 

his strength, "I don‟t like the betrayers." And he 

shattered the big ant under his foot and departed 

from that place. 

Under the influence of the thoughts and sights of 

that torn-up ant, he saw himself in a dark alley. 

The wonderful things that he saw in the city 

were not helpful to him so that he can hide the 

face of amaze under his face.  

He went through the alley. Seeing a light, he got 

near to that light. Beside it was written, "This is 

the beginning." This letter made Yadgar more 

surprised. "The beginning of what? If this is the 

beginning, which one is the end? And why is the 

beginning here and is not in the beginning? 
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 خۆ دٚٚف ي ٔاِٗیٗکێ ٚ ببیُٕ خۆ ٚ داٚیێ بگّٗ٘ٗ دڤێت ِٓ

 ٚ یڕف ضپی بإٌذەیٗک دا، ٘سراْ ٚ پطیار گٗرِا دبٗر" !بٙێٍُ

 !خٛارێ کٗت ٔاِایٗک ٘ێذی ٘ێذی
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I want to arrive at the end, see myself and leave 

a message behind!" Together with the warmth of 

the questions and thoughts; a white bird flied, 

and a letter fell down slowly! 
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 ٔاکَٗ ٌێ خیأٗتێ ۆکڕزا دکٗتٗ ِٓ ضترأا ئٗٚ

 

 دی یێٓ خۆ ضٗرێ ِٛٚیێٓ ژبٍی. دەرکٗت ضٗرغٛیێ ژ       

 ژ ٘اتیٓ ٚێ بۆ دیاری جٍێٓ ٚاْ دا دەضت .کٛغتیٓ یێٓ ِ٘ٗی

 دەِێ ٘ٗتاکٛ. بٗرزەیٗ ِرۆڤٗک ---ڤٗ تایبٗت کٗضێ ٚی لایێ

 ِٗٔذە٘ٛظ ٕ٘ارتی، ٚێ بۆ ژ ٚی پارفیِٛا کرییٗ بێٙٓ ٔازکێ

 !ِا

 تایبٗت ِێٙڤأێٓ ٚ زەلاَ گٌٗٗک کریٗ بێٙٓ یا ٔازکێ ژبٗرکٛ

 چ ئٗڤٗ دبێژی تٛ". د٘ات ٔٗ ژێ بێٕٙٗ ئٗڤ ٚاْ ژ کٗضێ ٌێ

 خٛ ي خٛدیکێ بٗر ي دیطاْ ِا بێذۀگ" بیت؟ پارفیِٛا جٛرێ

 ."بیت خٛ ٘ٗڤاٌێ بتٕێ ِرۆڤ ضٗیرە،" گٛٚت، ٚ یڕٔێ

 .بٛٚ تێذا ٚ٘ٓڕ ٚ ەظڕ گٛرەک دیاریا، یا دی چأتا دا دەضت

 دگٌٗذا ٌٗپک دٚٚ .دچٛٚ دا ٚێ دضٗرچٛکێٓ ٘ٗتا خٛ پیێٓ کرە

 ئێخطتٓ .بٛٚ ڤٗ پێ ٔٗخػأذی تٌٛٗک ٚاْ ضٗرێ .بْٛٚ

 .ئالأذ خٛ کِٗاخا دٚٚر ي ٚ گٛرێ ضٗرێ

 ب یا ئیٕایٓ، جٗ٘ـ ب ِ٘ٗٛٚ ٚی داخٛازیێٓ ٔازکێ کٛ پػتی

  ٔائیٕیت جٗ٘ـ ب ٚێ داخٛازیێٓ ژی ئٗٚ کٛ بٛٚ ٔٗ گِٛاْ
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I will not Betray the Song that Makes me Child 

 

       She got out of the bath. Except the hair of 

her head, she has *
34

killed all of the others. She 

carried the clothes that came to her (as a) gift 

from that special person--- he is an unseen one. 

Till Nazik smelled the perfume which he has 

sent to her, she got amazed! 

Because Nazik has smelt a lot of men and 

special guests, but no one of them smelt (like) 

this. "What the type of perfume is this you 

think?" She stayed silent. Again, she looked at 

herself in front of the mirror and said, "It is 

wonderful that (some)one is friend only with 

himself." 

She carried the other bag of gifts. Therein were 

black clear socks. She wore on her feet till they 

went up over her knees. There were two grips 

with (them), an adorned *
35

tolek was attached to 

their heads. She attached them to the tip of the 

sock and folded around her waist. 

After Nazik carried out all his requirements, she 

was not doubtful that he won‟t carry out her 

requirements either 

                                                           
34

 Shaved and picked 
35

 ‘tolek’ is like a fine piece of veil or tutus. 
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 بۆ داخٛازیٗ ئٗڤ ٌێ دکر؛ ژێ حٗز ٚێ ضترأا ئٗٚ تایبٗتب 

 کٗضێ ،کرٔێ گٛ٘ذاری دەِێ ي !بٛٚ ضٗیر یا کٗضاْ ِ٘ٗٛٚ

 .ٔٗدبٛٚ دۀگاْ چ ي گٛ٘ـ

 ٌێ بْٛٚ، ڤٗلٗتیای ئێک ژ یێٓ ِٛٚزیکێ پارچێٓ ٕ٘ذەک بتٕێ 

 ٚی ي گٛ٘ـ باظ ِٓ ٚ ...دخٌٗٗتٓ ْ٘ٛٚ" دگٛٚت، ئٗٚێ

 ."دگێڕیت ڤٗ ِٓ ژیأا دا ِٛزیکێ ڤێ دٔاڤ ئٗٚێ ٘ٗیٗ دۀگی

 ئٗٚ باخچٗی دیّٗٔێ دەربکٗڤیت، ِاي ژ ٔازک بٗری

 بریٓ بٗر ژ ٔٗخٛغی ٕ٘ذ ٚێ گٌٛێٓ ئٗٚ دیتی پػتی اٚەضتأذڕ

 .ِایٓ یێٓ ضتری بتٕێ ٚ بڕیٓ ٘اتیٓ یێٓ ِ٘ٗی

 بٛٚ، تژی یێ ٚی دەڤێ .بٛٚ بٗٔذێ ي کٗضٗک دەرٚکی بٗر ي

 .بٛٚ کٗضاْ جٛرە ڤاْ فێری یا ٔازک !چٛٚ ٚ ٔازکێ کر تف

 دٔاڤ بکێػیتٗ ٔازکێ دغیا ٔٗ کٗش ٌێ دڤیا ۆخ ٚەک ئٗٚ ئٗٚاْ

 دی زەلاِٗک ٚ کٛلأێ ضٗرێ گٗ٘ػت ٔازک .دا ۆخ حٗزێٓ

 ٔازک. دکرْ ٌێ ٔفریٓ ڕا ٌێڤاْ دبٓ ٚ یڕٔێ ٌێ کٗرب ب

 .دِا ٚاْ بۆ ٚێ پارفیِٛا بێٕٙا بتٕێ ٚ دچٛٚ

 یێ ٚی بابێ ٚ زارۆیٗک .بٛٚ دەرباز دا یڕبازا دٔاڤ ٔازک

 .دیتٓ دا ئٗٔذاِاْ کێُ دکٛرضیا رٚٚٔػتی
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especially the song that she liked though this 

song was wonder for all people! When listening, 

no one heard any sounds.  

They are only some inharmonic musical pieces, 

but she was saying, "You are wrong… and I hear 

that sound well, which narrates my life in this 

song." Before Nazik gets out of the home; the 

look of the garden stopped her after seeing the 

flowers, which she got so sorrowful of, all have 

been cut, and only the thrones are left.  

Next to the door is a person whose mouth is full, 

he spat at Nazik and went! Nazik was 

accustomed to (dealing with) those types of 

people. They liked her *
36

like themselves, but no 

one could attract Nazik into his desires. Nazik 

arrived at the head of the alley, and another man 

looked at her with contempt and cursed her 

*
37

under lips. Nazik was going (far), and just her 

perfume smell remained for them. 

Nazik passed through the market. She saw a 

child and his father sitting down in wheelchair.  

 

                                                           
36

 In accordance of their desires 
37

 As whispering 
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 ئٗٚێٓ دا ۆکاْڕزا یاریێٓ دخٗیاٌێٓ بْٛٚ چ دٚٚ ٘ٗر کٛ

 ٔازک ۆکیڕزا دەِێ .بٗرچاڤکریٓ ٘اتیٕٗ دا دٚکأێ دپٗٔجٗرا

 دٌێ ضٗرٔجڕاکێػتر، ِ٘ٗٛٚیاْ ژ یاریا ٚێ دایٗ دەضت ٚ دیتی

 بابێ ٚ یڕٔێ ٌێ دٌٛڤاْ دەیکٗک ٚەک .بٛٚ غاد گٌٗٗک ٚی

 یێ چٗٔذ دێ کا بکٗتٓ ٘سر دٚێریا ٔٗ ۆخ ەٚغاڕ ژبٗر ژی ٚی

 .ٚی ٘ٗڤژیٕا ببا خاتٛٚٔٗ ئٗڤ ٘ٗگٗر بیتٓ بٗختٗٚەر

 خٛزی" گٛٚتێ، ٚ کر ۆکیڕزا ٚی پێػکێػی یاری ٔازکێ

 داٚی ب کٗٔیبا، پێ ِرۆڤ دەِێ ٘ٗر. با پێکٗٔیٕٗک ژیاْ

 ."٘اتبا
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Both had gone into the children‟s toys 

imaginations which were shown in the shop 

window. When the child saw Nazik carring the 

most attractive toy, his heart became very glad. 

She as a merciful mother looked at him, and his 

father--- because of his circumstance--- didn‟t 

dare to think that how happy he *
38

would be in 

case this Madame was his wife. 

Nazik offered the toy to that boy and said to 

him, "I wish the life was a joke. Whenever 

someone laughed at, it would finish". 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                           
38

 Kurdish sentence tense is future. 
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 ٚٔا٘یێڕ ضٛفێ یٍٗ فٗ

 !ِاِۆضتا  دبیتٗ چیا چاخێ

 أذْڕزڤ خٛ یاٌێٓ خٗ وێػا، وٛٚر ن ٔاضٗ ٘ٗ جاراْ ضێ         

 .دور  ٔٗ دژیت ٌێ جٙێ ٚ ئٗ یٕاڕدگٛ٘ ٘سر ٚی. ضتپێىێ دٖ خالا

 ێژاڕتی ٚێ ي ڤاٌیٕیی ٘ٗ ب .دی ن ضٗ وٗ ببیت دڤیا  ٔٗ ضاْ رٖٚ ٘ٗ

 ي .ِێٙڤاْ  دبیتٗ ٌێ دا ٚی زیٕذأا را ٔجٗ دپٗ ٚا ئٗ ٔێڕی ڕۆژێ

  ورٖ ضلاڤ چاڤاْ ب یڕزڤ اضتێڕ یێ ۆخ ٍٍِێ ر ضٗ

  .رٚوی دٖ غٛٚغىێٓ

 ژ .بْٛٚ ر رٚبٗ ضٗ بێ رتٛوێٓ پٗ ٔذ چٗ ٚی رضیٕگێ بٗ ي

 ي خٛ تێبیٕیێٓ دور ز حٗ ِا دٖ ِی ٘ٗ دأێ، ڤٗ ضت دٖ رێ گٗ ئٗ

 رتٛواْ پٗ ٔذێ چٗ ڤێ ر ژبٗ .دا ٚێ دٔاڤ ت بىٗ رتٛوێ پٗ ر ضٗ

 .دور خٛیا زٔتر ِٗ ٔٛرِاي یێ خٛ بارێ لٗ ژ

. "٘ات ژی چٛیچه  ڤٗ ئٗ ئا٘ا".. .ٔذا بٗ ي یێ ش بێىٗ ِاِۆضتا

 .گٛٚت غٛٚغىاْ ٚاْ ژ ئێه "یٓ؟ ٔاوٗ ٚأێ ب ضت دٖ َ ئٗ ِا"

 ٚی ئٗ .بٛٚ خۆظ یف وٗ چٛیچىێ بٛٚٔا حازر ب ن ٌٗ گٗ ش بێىٗ

 ٔابٓ؛ ێژڕتی بێ ڕۆژ چ ٔابٓ، رٚن دٖ بێ زیٕذاْ چ دزأی
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The Philosopher of the Light 

The Era (in) which Mountain Becomes the 

Teacher! 

       He inhaled a deep breath tree times (and) 

took back his imaginations to the starting point. 

He didn‟t think in changing the place where he 

lives in, and also he did want to be another 

person. He in a friendly manner looked at the 

sun Beam which becomes guest for him through 

the jail window. He turned on the right shoulder 

(and) greeted the door *
39

Bars by eyes. 

There were a number of untidy books in front of 

him. Due to manipolating, he always wanted to 

make his notes (which are) on the book inside it. 

Because of this, the books seemed bigger than 

their normal size.  

The teacher Bekes was waiting... "Oh here 

comes the *
40

Bird too". "Don‟t we start the 

lesson," said one of those Iron Bars. Bekes 

became very happy with the Bird‟s attending. He 

knew that there are no prisons without door, no 

days without beams; 

                                                           
39

 ‘bars’ are personified as a student. 
40

 ‘bird’ is personified as a student. 
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 ٘سری رخٛدأا بٗ ِێژٚٚیا دٔاڤ یاَ پٗ ٚ غیاْ خٛداْ ن ٌٗ گٗ ٌێ

 ٚی ٚا ئٗ  بٛٚیٕٗ  ٔٗ تػت یاْ ش وٗ چ وٛ ر ژبٗ  ِایٕٗ ٔاڤ بێ دا

 غاد یا خٛ ٘اتٕا ب ژی چٛیچه ضاْ رٖٚ ٘ٗ .٘یٕٓ بگٗ دڤێت

 ژبۆ ٌێ دفێٍبازبْٛٚ، زیٕذأێ ضتێروڤأێٓ اضتیڕ ب .بٛٚ

 ٚ ۆخ ێٓڕ رپٗ ضٗ ددأا خٛ ٚحاڕ ٚێ ئٗ ضی بێىٗ ٚأێٓ ٘أذٔا گٗ

 .یڕدف

 غاردأێ یاریا غذاری بٗ ٚێ ئٗ فتی وىٗ پٗ ضێ وٗ ٚ ئٗ بۆچی"

 "؟ورْ بٙێٓ ٚی ژ  گازٔذٖ  پێذڤیٗ ڤیت وٗ ٔٗ ر ضٗ ب ٚ دبیت

 ر ضٗ ڤأێ زێرٖ دیطاْ". ضتپێىر دٖ  ٚأٗ پرضیارێ ڤێ ب ضی بێىٗ

 ٔػتێٓ تٗ ي ظٖ ڕ یێ خٛ دارێ دی وا جارٖ دێ ٚ ئٗ .٘ات ٘ػه

 رڤاْ بٗ ي دغێت وی ِا. اببٓڕ ٚ ژخٗ ٔڤطتی یێٓ داوٛ ت دٖ  ِٗ

 بۆ پێٕگاڤ َ ئێىٗ ي دگٗ .بْٛٚ ق دحٗ غٛٚغه "!بٕڤیت ٔگاْ دٖ

 ب ٔگێٓ دٖ ي گٛ٘ـ ِرۆڤی بتٕێ زیٕذأێ یا  ٚرڤٗٚدژ چٛٚٔا

 .ددیتٓ ترش ب ٚێٕێٓ ٚ دبٛٚ ترش

 رێ گٗ ئٗ پتر  گٛٚتٕٗ ڤ ئٗ دبیت" گٛٚت، غٛٚغىاْ ٚاْ ژ ئێه

 رٚٚدأاْ تٛغی جاراْ ن ٌٗ گٗ روٛ ژبٗ بیت ضتاْ ٘ٗ ئازریأا

 ِییێ ٘ٗ جٛری ٚی َ ئٗ دا دٚٚڤ ي ٚ تػتاْ، ن ٕ٘ذٖ ي دگٗ دبیٓ

 بٛٚ بٍٕذ ن ٔگٗ دٖ دٚٚێ یا رضڤذأا بٗ ي دگٗ ."یٓ دوٗ ٘بار گٛٔٗ

 ي دگٗ یر ضٗ تػتێ "!َ ٔاوٗ  تٛبٗ ز ئٗ... َ ٔاوٗ تٛبٗ زئٗ" دگٛٚت،

  !ِریٓ دڤٗ بێ وارٖ ئاِیرێٓ  ٚی ٔگێ دٖ بٛٚٔا بٍٕذ
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but a lot of owners of ability and message stayed 

nameless in the history of struggle because no 

one or thing became what he wants them to 

deliver. Also the Bird was glad for her coming. 

Actually, the jail snipers were cunning; but she 

was putting her soul on her wings and flied for 

handing Bekas‟s lessons over.  

"Why does the disabled (one), who participates 

in the race (game) and does not win, have to be 

scolded of?" Bekas started the lesson with this 

question. "Again the stone-headed guard came. 

He will hit his black baton at our flanks so that 

the sleepers wake. Who can sleep under (the 

effects of) those sounds!" The Bars were right. 

With the first step towards the entrance of the 

prison, one only heard the horrible sounds and 

saw the terrible *
41

looks.  

One of those Bars said, "This speech may be the 

reason behind arousing the feelings more 

because we suffer accidents with some things 

many times, and then we accuse all that type." 

With answering the second one, a voice raised 

and said, "I will not repent… I will not repent!" 

The marvellous thing is that the electric 

instruments shut down together with his voice! 

                                                           
41

 pictures 
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 گٛٚت، ٚ ٚاِیێ ردٖ بٗ ر ضٗ ي بٛٚ ژدڕ یێ ش بێىٗ ِاِۆضتا ٌێ

  ٖٚ ٘ٗ ي ظ گٗ یا ژیأێ ٚٔا٘یاڕ ٚ ئٗ ٘ێٍٓ ٔٗ بٙسرْ، باظ"

 ".ِریٕٓ بڤٗ

  گازٔذٖ  پێذڤیٗ" گٛٚت، ٚ دا رضڤبٗ ری باٖٚ ب دٚٚێ یا ِٚا ٌٗ

 لً ئٗ خٛداْ ضێ وٗ وٛ ر ژبٗ ورْ بٙێٓ ِرۆڤاْ  جٛرٖ ڤاْ ژ

 ئأىٛ .ٌگریت بٙٗ غێت ٔٗ پاغاْ ٚ اڕ وی بارٖ دبٓ ٔائێخیت خٛ

 غذاربٛٚٔێ بٗ ری بٗ ٚی ربٍٕذیا ضٗ ٚ ّ٘سارورْ غٗ یاراڕب

 ".بٛٚ دا ٚی ضت ددٖ

 لیا رٖ دي ب ٕ٘ذی ور ٔٗ دا ٚاْ دأا رضڤ دبٗ ٘سر ٕ٘ذ ضی بێىٗ

  د٘ێتٗ خٛ زێٓ حٗ ر ژبٗ ِرٚڤ بۆچی". ئێػای دٚٚێ یا

 ئازاد ٔٗ ِرۆڤێٓ ضت ددٖ ئازادیێ وٍیلا بۆچی ورْ؟ ٘بار گٛٔٗ

 ِاِۆضتا،" " ...ٌێ دبێژْ اضتڕ دٚٚ ر ٘ٗ ْ٘ٛٚ" "؟ دایٗ

 ن ضٗ وٗ ٚ ئٗ ر گٗ ٘ٗ" گٛٚت، بچٛن غٛٚغىا ٚێ ئٗ "ِاِۆضتا،

 ِی ٘ٗ ".چیت ِٚبێٍێڕت ب ٚ گریت وی غٛفێرٖ دا با ئالً ب

 جارێ ڤێ ئٗ ٌێ بْٛٚ ییێ لیٕٗ اضتٗڕ دٚٚری ٚێ رضڤێٓ بٗ ِا دٖ

 ٚاْ ٔیا وٗ ب ِٚا ٌٗ .واری بْٛٚ ئێخطت خٛ غییأێٓ ِی ٘ٗ

 .ور خٛ ژ رَ غٗ

 اضتڕ تٛ" گٛٚتێ، ِٚا ٌٗ .بٛٚ رخٛ ضٗ یێ َ ردٖ ٘ٗ ش بێىٗ ٌێ

 . ڤٗ یڕزڤ ٚێ ب ٚێ ریا باٖٚ ن پیچٗ" .دبێژی
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But the teacher Bekas was insistent on 

continuousness and said, "Think well, don‟t let 

them shut down the life light against you, which 

is glow." 

Therefore, the second one believably replied and 

said, "There must be scolds against these types 

of people because the person who is clever does 

not bring himself under a burden and then 

cannot hold. It means the decision for the 

scandal and prosperity was in his hand before 

participation." 

Bekas didn‟t think in replying to them as he 

hurts by the second one‟s hard-heartedness. 

"Why is the man accused because of his desires? 

Why is the freedom key in the hands of the un-

free humans?" "Both of you say truthfully 

but…" "Teacher, teacher," the little Bar said, "If 

he was an intelligent person, he would take a 

driver and go by car." Her answers always were 

far from the reality, but she worked on all her 

abilities this time. So, she felt shy with their 

laughter.  

But Bekas was always careful. Therefore, he 

said to her, "You say the truth." A little self-

confidence turned back to her again.  
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 ن ٔڤیطٗ چارٖ ضتخطتٕا دٖ ب ژبۆ پێٕگاڤ َ ئێىٗ ٘اڤێتٕا ي دگٗ"

 ر گٗ ٘ٗ .بیت ٔٗ تێ ِرٚڤ بتٕێ دبیت ٘اریىار تػت ر ٘ٗ ظ گٗ

 دا ٚ ئٗ ٔٙا ترضأذبا، ٌىی خٗ ٔیٕا وٗ ٚ  أٗڕت ژ خٛ ضی وٗ ڤی ئٗ

 دِرٚڤ بتٕێ  ٔٗ ِرٚڤاْ بٙایێ. بیت ِری یێ دا غێ ٔگٗ گٗ دڤێ

 دئیرادٖ ٚاْ بٙایێ ، یٗ دا ٚاْ ِرٔا دچاٚأیا ژی ٔٗ ، یٗ دا بٛٚٔێ

 ژێىرٔێ ز حٗ ٘ێسا ٚ غیاْ ٚێ ئٗ رێ ئٗ . دایٗ ٚاْ زورٔا حٗ ٚ

 "ورْ؟ تێٓ ٚی ژ  گازٔذٖ بیت، ٔٗ

 ور پێػٕیار چٛچىێ ضتٛٚیریێ دٖ پػتی ٚ دا ِی دٖ دٚی ر ٘ٗ

 چاڤێٓ ٔاڤ ---رگریت ٖٚ رچاڤ بٗ دأێ لٛربأی ٔێ لایٗ

 ي !ئێػای یڤاْ پٗ ڤاْ ب تٛ دزأُ ز ئٗ" ---تێکچْٛٚ بێکٗضی

 ِێ دٖ  ٖٚ ئٗ ضات وارٖ دگٛٚت پێػیێ ٚأێٓ ي  تٗ ِا دٖ  ِٕٗ بیرا

 ر ضٗ ي ٚ دی یێ ر راِبٗ بٗ ادبیتڕ خٛ روێ ئٗ ب رتػت ٘ٗ

 حٗزا ئٗضّأی ي ضتێرا جٛأیا جاراْ ن ٌٗ گٗ ٌێ ت، ِٕٗ  تٗ بىٗ

 ٔٗ چ ِٗ تٛفأاْ ٚ بریطی ژبٍی ٚ دئازرأذ ِٗ دەف ي یٕێڕف

 "!ددیت
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"Together with having the first step for earning a 

glowing destiny, everything is helpful except for 

human. If this person frightened himself about 

people‟s (ironical) joke and laughter, now he 

was dead in this argument. The value of humans 

is not only in being human nor in the modality of 

their death; their value is in their will and desire. 

Is there complain against the one who has not 

ability to will?" 

Indeed at that time and after permission, the Bird 

suggested to have an eye on the sacrifice side--- 

Bekas‟s face (expressions) deteriorated (i.e. 

frowned)--- "I know that you hurt by these 

words! I remember when you were saying in the 

previous lessons, „The disaster is that when 

every being performs his duty in front of the 

other and make Mana on him.‟ But many times 

the beauty of the stars in the sky arouses the will 

of the flight to us; and except the thunders and 

floods, we see nothing!" 
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 کٗکاضپیٔبیردا

 یێ ٚێ بٗرێ ڕک ٚ ڕک ٚ دەرگٗ٘ی دایٗ یێ خٛە ٍِێ       

 ٘ٗر .زێرڤاْ بٛٚیٗ یا ڕۆژ ٘ٗر ٚەکی. گٛلاْ باخچێ ي

 ئٗٚ دا خٛە د٘سرا .کٗضٗکٗ ۀگٗکڕ ٘ٗر ۀگٗکٗ؛ڕ گٌٛٗک

 غیٓ ر،ۆض زەر، دیتیٗ، ٔٗ ٘ێژ ٚ کریٓ کَٛ یێٓ ِ٘ٗی کٗضٗ

 گٗٔگٗغا ئٗٚ !دیتیٗ ٔٗ ضپی ۀگێڕ ٌێ ...پیڤازی بٕٗفػی،

 دیکیِٛێٕتٗکێ دا ٚێ دجیٙأا ٘ٛضٗیا ئٗٚ دا، ٚێ دضٗرێ

 داٚی ب ِٓ تابٍٛیێ" دگٛٚت، دا خٛە ددٌێ .بٛٚ ژأٗۆڕ

 ضپی ۀگێڕ کٛ گاڤا ئیُٕ داٚی ب ٘یٕگێ دێ بلا ٌێ ٔا٘ێت،

 گازی ٚێ دایکا ڤٗ ٔیػکٗکێ ژ دا، ٘سراْ ٚاْ دگٗي ".دبیُٕ

  :کرێ

 گٌٛێ؟ ...گٌٛێ -

 !دادێ ٘ا -

 بکٗی، غٛٚ دێ ترضٗ ٔٗ بٛٚی؟ زەر تٗ رۀگێ خێرە تٗ -

 .زٚٚیٗ ٘ێع

 ئٗز ئیٕایٗ، ٔٗ داٚی ب خٛە تابٍٛیێ ِٓ دادێ (ڤٗ ٔژیٓڕگ ب) -

 .دکَٗ ٚی ٘سرێٓ یا
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A White Memory 

       She has propped her shoulder against the 

door and is gazing at the garden of flowers. She 

has been watchful as usual. Each flower is a 

colour; each colour is a person. In her thought, 

she has brought all of those people together and 

hasn‟t seen yet, yellow, red, blue, violet, pink... 

However, she hasn‟t seen the white colour! That 

argument which is in her head (or) that uproar 

which is in her world was a daily document, 

saying *
42

in her heart, "My painting will not end, 

but „yes,‟ I will finish it at a time when I see the 

white colour." Together with her thoughts, her 

mother called her, 

"O Gule... Gule?" 

"Yes! Mum" 

"What is wrong with you? Your *
43

face is pale. 

Don‟t fear, it is soon, you will get married." 

With smiling, "I haven‟t terminated my painting, 

I am thinking about it." 

 
                                                           
42

 To herself 
43

 Literally ‘color’ 
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 ژ ِ٘ٗی کٗضٗ ئٗٚ .باخچٗی ٔاڤا چٛٚ ٚ بٛٚری ژێ ٚێ دایکا

 باخچٗ ٚ ەغیٕکیڕ ئاڤ دا دەضت .دەرئێخطتٓ خٛە کچا جیٙأا

 .دا ئاڤ

ٚ  تٗ دادێ،" گٛٚت، دا خٛە ددٌێ ٚ دایێ خٛە بٗرێ ٚ ِا گٌٛێ

 ژیأا تابٍٛیێ دڤێت تٗ .ٌ٘ٗبژارت دٚٚ ٘ٗڤ ٘سر بێ ِٓ بابێ

 خٛە ژٚٚرا د چٛٚ" .بیت اِاْڕ بێ یێ ٘ٗٚە یێ ٚەکی ژی ِٓ

 ٘ٗر. کر ۀگڕ تابٍٛ دی جارەکا ٚ ۀگاْڕ دا دەضت ٚ ڤٗ

 کٗضک، ەظ،ڕ :ددا ۀگٗکیڕ ي خٛە فرچٗیێ جارەکا

 ٔٗ بکار ضپی ۀگێڕ ٘ێژ ٌێ ...رۆض ِٛر، غیٓ، پرتٗلاٌی،

 دٚٚ .ۀگڕ یڕپ جیٙأٗکا کرە تابٍٛ فرچٗی ٌێذأێٓ ب .ئیٕایٗ

 ب ٚ کرْ ٘ٛٚر خٛە چاڤێٓ چٛٚ، پػت ٚ پػت پێٕگاڤٗکاْ ضێ

 تٛ" گٛٚت، ٔسَ دۀگٗکێ ب ,دایێ خٛە بٗرێ ٘ٛٚری

 ئاڤ ٚی ب ئاڤٗک دەرڤٗ، ژ ٘اتٗ" !اِأیڕ بێ تابٍٛیٗکێ

 دی جارەکا .رٚٚٔػت ٚ کر خٛە چاڤێٓ ٚ ضٗر ي ەغیٕکیڕ

 دجٛأٓ ٔٗ ْ٘ٛ" گٛٚت، دا خٛە ددٌێ ٚ گٛلاْ دا خٛە بٗرێ

 یێ ضٗری لایێ ب بٗر ".ٔیٕٗ ٘ٗٚە ٔاڤ ي ضپی چٛٔکی

 ژٚٚردا ٚ گٛلاْ ضٗرێ ضٗر دأا خٛ دەضتێ چٛٚ، ڤٗ باخچٗی

 ٚێ تبٍێٓ غْٛٚ ژ گٛي ٘ێژ یڕزڤ خٛە پػت ي خار، ٘اتٗ پێذا

  دٌڤیٓ،
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Her mother passed by her and went to the 

garden. She took all those people out of her 

daughter‟s world. She held the watering pot and 

watered the garden.  

Gule stayed (amazed,) looked at her (and) said 

to herself, "Mum, you and my dad chose each 

other without thinking. You want my life portrait 

to be as meaningless as yours." She entered her 

room, held the colours and coloured the portrait 

again. Each time she was dipping her brush in a 

colour: black, green, orange, blue, violet, red... 

but she hasn‟t used the white colour yet. She 

made the painting a world full of colours with 

brush taping. She got back two or three steps, 

miniaturized her eyes (as) focusing on it, said 

with low voice, "You are meaningless 

*
44

Painting!" She came out, washed her face by 

that watering pot and sit down. She looked at the 

flowers again, saying by heart, "You‟re not 

beautiful because the white is not among you." 

She went towards the right side of the garden, 

put her hand on the top of the flowers and got it 

down in attachment to them. She turned back, 

the flowers are still moving from her 

fingerprints.  

                                                           
44

 ‘painting’ is personified  as spoken with. 
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 ٚەکی ْ٘ٛ" گٛٚت، ٚ ٘ٗژأذ خٛە ضٗرێ ٚاْ ِیٕا ژی ئٗٚێ

 گٌٗٗکێ ضپی ٌێ ۀگٗکٗ،ڕ ٘ٗٚە ژ ئێک ٘ٗر. ِٕٓ ێڕباژێ

 تابٍٛیڤٗ ب یێٓ ۀگڕ دیت .چٛٚ خٛە ژٚٚرا بٗرەف "!کێّٗ

 ۀگێڕد ٚ اکرڕ خٛە فرچێ کر، ٔێسیک خٛە .بٛٚیٓ ٘ػک

 دا، تابٍٛی ددٌێ کر بازٔٗیٗکی بچێکرٔا دەضت .٘ٗلأذ رۆض

 ٚ پاظ دا خٛە دەضتێ پاغی .کر ِٗزْ ٚ کر ِٗزْ ٚ أذڕزڤ

 تابٍٛی پػتا ژ فرچٗی ضٗرێ .کر اڕ تابٍٛی ددٌێ فرچٗ

 .ئاخێ کٗفتٗ فرچٗی ژ دٌٛپ دٌٛپ ضۆر ۀگێڕ ٚ دەرکٗفت
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She like them shook her head too and said, "You 

are like my city, each one of you is a colour; but 

the white is very few!" She went towards her 

room; saw that the colours have been dry on the 

painting. She got near, took her brush and 

dipped it in the red. She started making a circle 

in the heart of the Tableau, rotated and enlarged 

it again and again... Then she took her hand back 

and penetrated the brush into the Painting‟s 

heart. The head of the brush got out of the back 

of the Painting, and the red colour got down 

from the brush (to) the ground in drops. 
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 تٗلٕێ ۆٔذکٗکاڕ

 یٚ دەضتێ جارێ ئٗڤێ .ٚی خٍٛەتگٗ٘ا ببٛٚ گٌٗیٗ ئٗٚ       

 ضٗر ي یا ٚ ڤٗ ِٗربێٍێ ب یێ دی دەضتێ ٚ تێذا یا ئاڤێ ضٗتٍٗکا

 ضتٛیێ ي گێڕی بٛٚیٗ ٌٗحافا ئٗٚ ٚ درێژ ضاکٛیێ ئٗٚ .ٚی ٍِێ

 دەڤێ ٌّ٘ٗا ٌێ بکْٗ، گٗرَ پیچٗکێ ٚی ٌٗغێ بْٛٚ غیا ٚی

 دیت .بٛٚ خٛە جٙێ ٔێسیکی .گٌٗی ٚی دابٛٚ دی ِژەکا ٚی

 ضٗر ژ بێًڕِٗ ٚ دأا خٛە ضٗتلا. خٛار د٘ێتٗ ژٚٚردا جۆیٗکا

 .چٛٚ ڤٗ جۆیێ ضٗرٚکأیا ب بٗر ٚ غار کرە !کٗفت ٚی ٍِێ

 دکرْ، چێ ٌێ ِیچک ٚ خیچک تبلا ب جارا جار ئاخا ئٗٚ

 غیٕٛارە ئٗٚ ٚ د٘لاڤێت ئاخێ جٗرگێ ژ خٛە کأیاْ ِیٕا ئاڤٗکا

 ٚ خٛە تٗٔػتێٓ ئێخطتٓ خٛە دەضتێٓ. ٔخافتیٓ خٛەڤٗ دبٓ یێ

 خٛە ِ٘ٗبٗر چیایێ ٚی ي کر، ئٗڤراز ضٗر خٛە ضٗرێ

 پیر تٛ ِا لایُ رٚٚ ٘ٗی" گٛٚتێ، ڤٗ لێری ب ٚ دٔێریت

 ٚ اضتێڕ یێ خٛە چۆکێ ضٗر کٗفتٗ ٚ چِٗأذ خٛە "ٔابی؟

 ئاڤ دٌۆپ دٌۆپ .کر بٍٕذ ٚ دا جۆکێ ٚێ د کرە خٛە دەضتێ

 تٗ یێت ٔٗبْٛٚ، بٗش ئاخێ کۆڤأێٓ" کٗفت، ٚی تبٍێٓ ژٔاڤ

  " .ضٗر ٘اتٕٗ ژی
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A Mud Tear 

       That valley had been his loneliness (i.e. 

meditative place). This time; a bucket of water is 

in one of his hands, the other hand is in 

attachment of the spade, and it is on his 

shoulder. That robe and that scarf which became 

loop around his neck had been able to warm his 

body slightly, but his mouth steam had given 

another fog to that valley. He got near to his 

place (and) saw a drain streaming down. He put 

down his bucket, and the spade fell down from 

the top of his shoulder. He ran towards the 

fountainhead of the drain. The soil that he was 

sometimes making scratches on with his fingers 

a water like springs gushed of its interior and 

covered those traces under itself. He put his 

hands on his flanks, raised his head and looked 

at the Mountain ahead of him saying with shout, 

"O cheeky, won‟t you be old?" He bent, knelt 

down on his right knee, dipped his hand in that 

water and raised it. The water fell from among 

his fingers in drops, "The sorrows of the soil are 

not enough, yours increased too". 
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 ٘ٗتا خٛە دەضتێٓ ٚ ئێخطتٓ خٛە پێلاڤێٓ دا ضٗرِایێ ٚێ د

 یڕزڤ .ضٗری برٔٗ چۆکا ٘ٗتا خٛە دەٌٕگێٓ ٚ ٍ٘ذاْ ئٗٔیػکا

 .ئیٕاْ خٛە دگٗي دٚٚ ٘ٗر خٛە بێلاڕِٗ ٚ ئاڤێ یا خٛە ضٗتلا

 ٔٗ ٌێ بٛٚ،ڕتٗ تاَ یا ئاڤێ دەٚرٚبٗرێٓ ي ئاخا ئٗٚ چٗٔذە ٘ٗر

 ئاخێ گرەکێ ٘ٗتاکٛ کۆلا ئاخ ٚ اکرڕ خٛە بێلاڕِٗ .تٗلٓ ببٛٚ

 ئاخێ ي ٚ ٘ٗلأذ دئاڤێ خٛە ضٗتلا ٚ چێکری بچٛٚک یێ

 .بٛٚی ٔیطٗک ٘ٗتاکٛ کر ٘ٗڤیر پێیاْ ب پاغی .ەغأذڕ

 ضٗر کرە تٗلٓ ٚ ئیٕا فٗرغاْ ِیٕا بٗرەکێ ٚ دأا خٛە ضاکٛیێ

 ضاز پٗیکٗر ٔٗ چٗٔذە ٘ٗر .کر پٗیکٗرەکی چێکرٔا ب دەضت ٚ

 گٗ٘ػتٗ .دا ٘ٛٔٗری دٚارێ ٘ٗبٛٚ باظ غارەزاییٗکا ٌێ بٛٚ،

 چێکرٔا ب دەضت ٚ" .ٔاکَٗ ِٗزْ تٗ زکێ ئٗز" تٗٔگێ، ٔاڤ

 یێ ڤٗ، اکرەڕ پٗیکٗر .ئیٕای داٚی ب ٘ٗتا کر، ژی ٚی پیێٓ

 پاتکا ب ٚێ ضٗرێ ٚ لٛتا ٚی دپػت بێًڕِٗ ٌِٗٚا. بٛٚ خاڤ

 دەضتێٓ .خٛە چۆکێٓ ضٗر کٗتٗ ٚ ٚی ِ٘ٗبٗر یڕزڤ .ڤٗٔا ٚی

 ٕ٘ذەک ي یێ ٘اڤییٗکُ ئٗز" گفاغتٓ، ٚ ٚی ٍِێٓ ئێخطتٓ خٛە

 .ُ٘ڕدگٗ ٔٗیی بٗرضڤێٓ ٕ٘ذەک ي یێ ئٗز ُ٘،ڕدگٗ اضتیاْڕ

 .بٙیطتٓ ٔٗ بٗرضڤ چ ٚ ئاڤ کرە خٛە ئاڤێ ژبۆ تٗیراْ فٗلیێ

 ٌێ کرْ، تٗڕ ۆٔذکاْڕ ب پٗرتٛکاْ گٌٗٗک ێٓڕلاپٗ ژی ِٓ

 .بسأُ ئاخێ ٘ٗبٛٚٔا ژ اضتیاْڕ چ ٔٗغیاَ
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He took his shoes off in that coldness and rolled 

his sleeves up to his elbows and his leg openings 

up to the knees. Turning back, he brought both 

his bucket and spade with him. Though the soil 

around the water was wettish, but it hadn‟t been 

mud. He carried his spade and dag the soil till he 

made a small hill of the soil. Then he made it 

(as) dough with feet till it became adhesive. He 

put his robe, brought a stone like *
45

farshes, 

discharged the mud onto it, and started to make a 

statue. Although he was not sculptor, he had a 

good experience in art field. He reached the 

waist, "I will not enlarge your abdomen." He 

started making his legs too, till he terminated it. 

He carried the *
46

Statue, he was flexible. So, he 

drove the spade into (the ground) behind him 

and fixed the spade head to his neck. He turned 

to ahead of him and knelt. He put his hand on his 

shoulders and squeezed, "I am a being searching 

for some facts; I am seeking some inexistent 

answers. Faqi Tayran made himself water, too, 

for the water and didn‟t hear any answers. I, too, 

wet the pages of many books with tears, but I 

couldn‟t find any facts about the soil‟s existence. 

 

                                                           
45

 A rock with wide surface 
46

 ‘Statue’ is now treated like a person. 



113 
 

 دزأُ ئٗز ٔٗ، ڤٗکیۆِر ٘ٗر پێکٙێٕٗرێٓ ئاڤ ٚ ئاخ دزأُ ئٗز

 ئاخ بێی ئاڤ ٔٗ ٚ دژیت ئاڤ بێی ئاخ ٔٗ دزأُ ئٗز ژیأٓ، ٘یٓ

 ژی ٘یٓ ئٗرێ ِٓ بێژە بٗش" گڤاغتٓ، پتر ٚی ٍِێٓ" ,دژیت

. ِٓ بێژە دێ... بذە ِٓ بٗرضڤا دپیص؟ ڤۆِر ئَٗ ٚەکی دپیطٓ

 بابٌٗیطکٗکا" .ئافرأذْ ٘اتیٗ ئاڤێ ٚ ئاخێ ژ یێ ٘ٗر ژی تٛ

 تٛز تژی ٚی چاڤێٓ .چٛٚ ٚ أذڕزڤ ٚاْ دیٛأا ي خٛە تٛز تژی

 ڤٗ پٗیکٗری ب ئیٕای خٛە دگٗي گٍێػێ ٚ پیع ئٗٚ. کرْ

 تٛ" پٗیکٗری، گٛٚتٗ ڤٗکرْ ٘ێذی ٘ێذی خٛە چاڤێٓ .ٔطیاْ

 " .بْٛٚ ڤاْۆِر بێٕٙػکێٓ ژی ئٗڤٗ باٚەرَ ب ئٗز بٛٚی، پیص

 ٚ ِٗ٘ی دا دچاڤاْ تٛزە ئٗٚ ا٘ێلاْ،ڕ ئاخیٕکٗک چٗٔذ

 .باخڤیت ٔٗ٘ێلا ٚی گریا" ،...ٔٗ ئٗز". بارأذ تٗلٕێ ٔذکٗکاڕۆ

 ئاخ !خٛەدا دضرٚغتێ زیۆپیر چٗٔذا تٛ ئاڤ، ٚ ئاخ ئٗی تٛ"

 ٘یٓ بٛٚی، ٌێ گٛ٘ـ ِٓ ٕ٘ذی کٗرەضتٗٔٗ پالژتریٓ ئاڤ ٚ

 تٗ دٚیف ب پیطٗ ٔڤػێ چ ئٗڤٗ !پالژی چٗٔذا تٛ ئاخ .٘ٗبٛٚٔٓ

 ٘ٗر .بٗردایێ یا کرِا ٚ ِرارەک بٛٚیٗ یێ تٗ جٗرگێ کٗفتی؟

 ئێک کٛ بێی دِێژْ ٚ دٌ٘ٗکێػٓ تٗ جٗرگێ ژ یێ بڤێٓ تػتێ

  .تٗ بذەتٗ تٗ ِافێ درٚضتی ب

 

 

 

 

 



114 
 

I know that the soil and water are the 

constituents of each human being. I know that 

you are lives. I know that neither Soil lives 

without Water nor does Water without Soil." He 

squeezed his shoulder more, "Only tell me. Are 

you dirty too as we humans are? Come on, reply 

to me... Tell me. In fact, you are created from 

soil and water too." A whirl full of dust whirled 

itself in their presence and went. It filled up his 

eyes with dust. The chaff and rubbish that it 

brought with itself fixed to the Statue. He 

opened his eyes and said to the Statue, "You 

became dirty. I believe that those were human‟s 

sneezes." He bewailed. That dust fermented in 

his eyes, and he made a muddy tear. "I am 

not…" his weeping didn‟t let him speak, "You, o 

Soil-and-water, how sacred you are in your 

nature! Soil and water are the cleanest as much 

as I heard. You are existence. (O) Soil, how 

clean you are! What is this filthy race that is 

descended from you? Your interior has been a 

corpse, and worms spread on. Each thing they 

want, they are licking and extracting from your 

interior without that any one gives you your 

rights correctly.  
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 تاٚاْ ِٗزٔتریٓ ۆک،ڕزا بێ دایکٗکا بٛٚیٗ یا تٛ دا دئٗڤرۆکٗ

 ڤٗ غیر ٘ێػتا ۆکێڕزا. کرْ د٘ێٕٗ تٗ ضیٕگێ ٌطٗر یێ

 زتریٓۆپیر دکر ٘سر ِٓ .خٛیٕێ دکٗتٗ تاَ یێ ٔٗخٛاری

 ٌێ ٔابیت، ژیاْ ٚێ بێی ٚ یٗ ِێیاتی دا د٘ٗبٛٚٔێ ەگٗزڕ

 ٚێ لٛرِێ بٗردایٗ یا کرِا ژیأێ دارا .ِٔٗا ژی ئٗٚ کٗۆئٗڤر

 لٛرَ ٚ ٘ـڕ ٔاکْٗ، فایذە ژی کرْ پێک ٚ کٗزاختٓ .ژی

 ب پێتڤی کٗضٗک ٘ٗر ئاڤ! ٘ێت ڤٗ چٗلاْ ب چ دێ زیٓ،ڕ

 زەلاٌتریٓ غٍٗی، پاڤژتریٓ ڤاْۆِر دەضکاریا بێ تٛ .تٗیٗ

 تٗ ٔٗ ۀگٗڕ تٗ ٔٗ چٛٔکی گٛٔٗ٘ی بێ جٛأتریٓ کٗرەضتٗی،

ٚ  خٛغتریٓ تێٕٙی ٚ ٘ػک تػتێ ٘ٗر ژبۆ ٌێ تاِٗ؛ تٗ ٔٗ بێٕٙٗ

 بٛٚی، پیص دا ۆدئٗڤر یا ژی تٛ بٗش !تػتی تاِتریٓ ب

 پالژکٗرا تٛ چٗٔذە ٘ٗر .چێکرْ د٘ێتٗ تٗ ژ یێ تػت پیطتریٓ

 دبی جار .پالژ ٔٗ٘ێلای ژی تٛ ڤاْۆِر ۆئٗڤر ٌێ پیطاتیێی،

 گٌٗٗک ٚ گاز دبیٗ ژی جاراْ کارەب، دبیٗ ژی جار ِٗی،

 جاراْ ٕ٘ذە ئٗز .تٗ ٌطٗر دەضتکاریٗکٗ پیطاتی... دی تػتێٓ

  .ٔٗ ڤالا٘یێ ژ ٔٗ ئاخێ بیڤٌٗٗرزێٓ ٚ بْٛٚ غٗق کٛ دکَٗ ٘سر
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Today, you have become a mother without 

children. The greatest crimes are being done on 

your chest. The baby, who hasn‟t drunk the milk 

yet, is tasting the blood. I believed that 

femininity is the holiest gender in the existence. 

There is no life without it, but it doesn‟t exist 

today either. Worms have spreaded in the trunk 

of the life tree too. Pruning and grafting are 

useless too. The stem and trunk decayed. What 

will grow on the branches? O Water, each one 

needs you. You are the cleanest liquid, the most 

transparent element; the most beautiful sinless 

without human‟s manipulation because you have 

no colour, smell and taste... but you are the 

tastiest and most delicious thing for any dry and 

thirsty being! However, you have been dirty 

today too. The dirtiest thing is being made from 

you. Though you are cleaner for the dirt, but 

tody humans didn‟t leave you clean either. You 

sometimes become alcohol, sometimes do 

become electricity, frequently become gas, and a 

lot of other things... Contamination is 

manipulation against you. Sometimes I think 

that the split and earthquake are not caused by 

emptiness.  
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 ژبٍی .ٔیٕٓ اییێڕٛەخ ژ ژی ئاڤێ فأێٓۆت ٚ ٌٗ٘ی دیطاْ

 ٚ دی تػتێٓ دٕ٘ذەک ئٗز ضٗلای، کارتێکرٔێٓ ٚ ژیٕگٗ٘ـ

 جاراْ گٌٗٗک .دکٗڤُ بگِٛاْ ٚ دکَٗ ٘سر دا ٚاْ ئٗگٗرێٓ

 یاْ تٛفاْ جٙاْ ٕ٘ذەک ي دەِا دکَٗ خٛە ژ پطیارێ ئٗز

 پیطاتیا ئٗڤٗ ٔابێت کی ِا' دبێژَ، ئٗز دبٓ، چێ بیڤٌٗٗرز

 ِا بْٛٚ؟ ەڕتٛ ئاڤ ٚ ئاخ ٔابێت کی ِا دبیت؟ دیار ڤأٗۆِر

 یاْ بػۆت پیطا دڤێت ئاڤێ ٔابێت کی ِا غٗزەبٗ؟ ٔابێت کی

 بێ دگٗي ٚی ددأێٓ چٗلا چٗق "'داعیریت؟ پیطا دڤێت ئاخێ

 یێ ژی تٛ ئاخڤی، ٔا ژی تٛ". بٛٚ فایذە بێ یا پٗیکٗری دۀگیا

 دژٚار یٗکاڕلێ" .ٔاکٗی ئازاراْ ڤاْ ب ٘ٗضت ژی تٛ ِری،

 ِیٕا .ئالأذ دپٗیکٗری خٛە ضاکٛیێ ٚ خٛە ضٗر ابٛٚڕ ٚ بٗردا

 برْ، اڕ پٗیکٗری دبٓ خٛە دەضتێٓ. پێچا ٌذٚر ەظڕ کفٕٗکێ

 ئاخ ٚ اکرڕ بێًڕِٗ .کٛلای ژێ ئاخ ئٗٚا دا لٛرێ دٚێ کرە

 ِیٕا ڤٗکر ژێ بێٍێڕِٗ ضٗرێ کری، بٗرزە پػتی ٚ ضٗر بٗردا

 کر، پێذا ئاڤێ ضٗتٍٗکا پاغی .لٛتا ٚی ضٗرێ دپػت کێٍیٗکێ

 . کٗفت تٗحتی ٚی ضٗر ب ٚ اکرڕ بێٍێڕِٗ دەضتکێ
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Also, the flood of water is not free either. Except 

environment and climate influence, I think in 

other things and their reasons, and I become 

doubtful. I often ask myself. When flood or 

earthquake happens, I say, 'Who does not say 

that this is human‟s pollution that appears? Who 

does not say that the Soil and Water got angry? 

Who does not say that this is condemnation? 

Who does not say that Water wants to wash the 

filthy or Soil wants to swallow the dirty?'" His 

teeth‟s chattering was not profitable with the 

Statue‟s silence. "You do not speak either, you 

have died too, and you do not feel these pains" 

he shouted sharply, stood up and wrapped his 

rode around the Statue. He covered around him 

like a black shroud. He stretched out his arms to 

under the Statue (‟s shoulders and) put it in the 

pit that he dug. He held the spade and threw soil 

onto him. After burying, he detached the spade 

top from (its handle and) drove it like a 

tombstone behind its head. Then he poured a 

bucket of water over it, he carried the spade 

handle and climbed that rock.  
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 چیای رٚٚیێٓ ٚ ضٗر کٗفتٓ، بٗفرێ پٕیێٓ ٚاْ ب ٚی چاڤێٓ

 دێ تٗ دگٛٚتٗ ٔٗ ِٓ ِا" گٛٚتی، ڤٗ دژٚار کٗٔیٗکا ب .ڤٗگرتٓ

 ٌٗحافٗ ئٗٚ تٕێ کر، یصڕ خٛە ٚ ئێخطتٓ خٛە جٍکێٓ "بی؟ پیر

 کر تیژ بٗراْ ب ێڕِٗ دەضتکێ ضٗرێ .کر ڤٗ خٛە پێطیرا ب

 دا بٗفرێ پٕیێٓ دٔاڤ ٚی ّّ٘ٙا .بٛٚ پیر چیایێ ٚی ٍ٘بازی ٚ

 .بٛٚ چک
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He saw those snow spots that covered the 

Mountain‟s head and face. He said with a sharp 

laughter, "Wasn‟t I telling you 'you will get 

old?'" He took off his clothes and bared himself. 

He only tied scarf around his crutch and 

sharpened the tip of the spade handle with 

stones. Climbing that old Mountain, his 

humming became mute among the snow spots. 

 


