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Dedication

It is dedicated to An Existence That nothing
exists without!
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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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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)

Vil
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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

X
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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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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. | 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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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.

XVI
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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!
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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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- What is the dream?
- The dream is a homeland...
only the poor and lovers live in.
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Believe (me that)...

life does not contain of four letters.

It became nineteen years that | read that word;
| haven’t known its meaning yet!
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For seeing the greatest genocide which happened
in the history,

don’t go far...

Look at those **Hopes that died in the interior of
a hungry-abdomen child.
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That life portrait which I coloured with your
eyes; | didn’t think that one day they will fall on
each other, and that only the black colour will
remain in!

1 e
‘Hopes’ are personified.
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Some humans are like perfume bottle. The
pleasant speech does not get out of (their) mouth
unless you tread on their heads!
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The sky is beautiful with stars,
and me with your eyes!
s A A
s
Taa 50 15l 050
| was she,
and she died.

Say, "How | (can) live!"
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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.
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How black our luck is!
You lost life,
and | (lost) both of you!
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A Kiss,
between two corpses,
Is fighting (against) the Fear!
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A reason was in your silent departure.
All of that reason was definitely my silence.
My silence was definitely reasonless.
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Nobody understood the real life. Those who
decidedly understood are indeed the ones who
were hurt and derogated roughly!
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Your departure was only smaller than God, it
was greater than everything!
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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!
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Each man has held a woman in his chest so that
he does not forget forever.

10
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How wonderful it is!
The Kiss that has come for me
iIs kissing (as playing) with some other Kisses!
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In this homeland, there is nothing for us to live
on. Therefore, we are forced to die for the love.
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The kowledge is a sea. There is no imagination
for ending it.

11
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Love is a war:
It neither records the history nor talks about the
victoms.
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Life is shorter than its four name letters.
Why we do great things for!
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Since your going (apart), I am writing you. | am
afraid to finish, and you do not come (back)!

12



Hameed Dilsher
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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!
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If the **heart-takers had hearts, they wouldn’t
take the hearts. Even if they have, **they are
stones not rugs!

> the beloved
3 ‘they’ refers to the hearts not to ‘the beloved’

14



JhAs dars o A A"

’43 (;Wcj d

LS (B0 559 055 LA ") e 4y s i (ya
PP A ISP IS SR R RARE AT

"After | have been soldier

in your country;

| 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.
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When the yellow leaves of autumn
fall on your shoulders,

they grow again

like each dry (i.e. withered) tree
on which you leant!

15



@135 oA

TCus 45 U g gaSala 3155
(G A 53 ) (oA
ity o Lol i 5335
A AL B
laiuda Ao 43 Wiy (4355 )

| live every day

except your birthday!

Every days are available,

the days of sending messages are obstacle!
| have feelings everyday;

on the days of seeing you, | am drunk!
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Being with till making your nails
the clothes of the unwashed dead (man)
was the great dream of the dead (when) alive.

16



8 i is 50 (48 G S

(A

l‘\ﬁ.ﬁ‘\_\db}e‘)‘\_‘i‘;\uejy% M”Lau»‘\s«_iﬁ.éujd
TadSia (55 & 58S g and p la4dn

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!

e e 5 <S5 o A oo Ul 5
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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
*¥jackass!

* Kurdish word refers to all kinds of animals used for loading.

17
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When | kiss your cheeks,
they taste like that of the sun!
Therefore, your star eyes
are the taste of the moonlight!
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| saw many ladies with beauty and much beauty
without ladies, but no one was like you!

18
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| am twenty-eight years old, but | haven’t lived
yet. So, | 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!
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If you *°stay alive after me,
put your foot bottom on the soil of my tomb, too,
so that you extract that pain from (it) too!

> Kurdish verb is past.

19
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Happiness is the feel of the life.
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The strongest weapon against sins is shyness.
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The truth has not lost, it is behind the lie.

21



If you don’t say the truth, the Truth will say you.
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The Truth will never live comfortably if Lie is
ruler.
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| will never trust you
because you delivered my trust
to the hand of Hesitance.

22
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| 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.

| 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?

| am doubtful

to see my eyes dry

one day

and are never impregnated by tears

and no tears

spring to (them)...

24
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Existence, in the Inexistence’s chest,
IS in quarrel with Hopes.

*%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.

| don’t know that when

Inexistence has showed mercy

on Existence!

When

Existence’s *'bag

has made sadness

for Inexistence!

Let the Existence

roll herself around

in Inexistence’s *®interior.
Inexistence is impelled

to take the Existence out of his interior...

®The pronoun refers to the existence.
’ shepherd’s bag
8 ;. a: ’

Literally ‘liver

26
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My existence

without your existence is nonexistence.
My going without

your going

IS non-going, it is empty.
(In case) | exist without that
you exist!

What do | do?

Both of us

are existent

without existence...

27
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| do not live

for the Life.

Life lives for me!

Because the Life

has been created to me,

it is not that | have been created for the Life...

28



SpAL A 0 padd
Hamza Yaqub

29



The freedom Bulbuls
are drunken today.
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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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Today...

Death’s Wishes

became glad to see the life.
Today...

Again, Hopes got provoked

in finding her way.

Today...

the last *°post-dinners

were raw bread

in the life illusions.

Two Death’s teas,

in the **°poor Glasses,

got ***unemotional of life beauty.
Death’s Sense

became deaf-mute

in front of universe’s mirrors.
Poor *'?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.

° ‘post-dinner is literal translation of Kurdish meal eaten after
dinner at late night in Ramadan.

1094 may mean ‘nun’.

1 Literally ‘cold’

12 Literally ‘seeing-by’
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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 ***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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Like a fisherman

in your heart shores,

| was trying to hunt.

| 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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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 ***Moon

14 . . ..
In Kurdish culture ‘moon’ symbolizes romanticism.
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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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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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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, | dried my throat
with a *"*white-faced Shout.
Therefore; with a frozen bullet

| released my spirit,

and | made my feeling full

with a hungry Kiss.

15 .
Proud, not scandalized
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Again, the death Liquid

rebelled from the life *'°pék.
The hopes broke (down and)
became a flower’s little stars

in the love sky.

They pastured with **"deciduous teeth.
The Pen is a hungry Thunder.
The strong speeches

irritated in his belly.

The Love is a bare Sea.

Clean **®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 ***both eyes.

'® An amount of wine
7 Lit. milk teeth.
18 | .
Lit. pages
¥ ‘hoth eye’ is used as emphasis in Kurdish speech form in this
manner and the like.
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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).
*20She made the battle field graveyard for you,
but your Soul

Is shouting under the Freedom’s shadow.

One of ***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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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!
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Life was a hope stayed in childhood...! The
maturity of life remained for hopelessness...!
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The way which is **’there
smells your footprints.
So, | roam in with my shadow each evening...
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What the tongue, which calls the truth and
trembles with the lies’ coming, is for!

22 Lit. existent
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Here comes the wolves’ howl.

The alive and the dead tremble:

The dead stay mute;

the alive transport the wounded.

| am--- who is old..!---

neither dead to stay mute

nor wounded so that the alive transport me.
| am a sick old (man)

staying in your hands.
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| who is young

see great dreams.

In the greatness of my

dreams,

| am a woodcutter

without axe.

My today

is full of wishes

of tomorrow.

| ask for maturity

as me who is mature

writing my childhood:

| am a bullet

without (gun) powder;

in a hunter’s rifle,

I’ve stayed unshot.

| want to explode

into a ***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.

> ‘Deer’ refers to a foxy lady in Kurdish calture.
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Death is the last leaf (that) the storm sheds from
the life tree before my hopes growing!
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| 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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Life is a tableau

| 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.

| 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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A **parkeeper 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,

"0 **hoy, 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, | make myself drunk

with the life sorrows,

I don’t have dance energy with

your shop prostitutes.

So, | hit empty glasses against each other.

I don’t have a ruined (house)

to ***bend my head

under its eave.

24 Literally alcohol-seller
* Youth or adolescent
*® Be satisfied anyhow
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These torn clothes, you see

how | smile at!

Do you know that | showered
thousand notebooks with my tears?
Thousand obstacles; tracks

| have traversed with my strength?
Tonight;

| am guest of this **’nude road,

and your shop wall too.

(Before) early morning comes up,
only your Lord knows

where | will be and where | 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’ **°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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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.

| 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 ***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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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.

LBl (g 38 1 o5 AR

oy (s

S8 0 S0 SaiA Gy

Lald 55 40 _rsal ]

48 0 83 o R 55 0 5o pla | A 0l

I, who is baby

with black clothes,

was crying on a madam’s hands

in the dream.

In front of (him), | who is mature

was laughing at that weep under a tree shadow!
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| browsed all pages of life’s book from the four

sides, everything **occurred in front of my eyes
except (for) the life!
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The strength of my left arm is a lot, it draws my
right arm... | am afraid, it may break it.
| beg you to grip my (right) hand (as help)!

* Kurdish idiom ‘everything occurred in front of my eyes’ means ‘I
saw everything,’ but ‘everything’ is subject.
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| burnt myself like candle to lighten your way.
The last drop of my melting is about to fall, your
eyes are still closed!
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The life... is a dream... only the dead have been
awake of!
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My breath became hard (because) of the
patience!
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The hands of all world people are not enough to
hide my wounds. | only have two wounded
hands...!
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The last door is about to be closed. | am... still
looking for the first door’s key...!
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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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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 **'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.

*dorder’ is a type of old Kurdish key used for closing pen’s doors.
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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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The Door...!

In a daydream, | was running barefoot on a wet
soil way. | saw a silk door. | 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. | saw the wood
door; | opened with left hand and went in
without permission. | saw nothing from
blackness (e.i. darkness) except a red rose from
distance. | 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. |
couldn’t open; | 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, |
went into, but | was not burnt because of
snowing smoothly and delicately. | became very
weariful. Together with my ascending; | 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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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, | felt that the only way | get
you is that | should love all human beings and
cause all of them to lie in my heart. But if you
*3see 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.

*2 Kurdish verb is past.
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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 ***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 Dbutterflies. 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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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, "l 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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| 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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| will not Betray the Song that Makes me Child

She got out of the bath. Except the hair of
her head, she has ***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 **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

** Shaved and picked
> “tolek’ is like a fine piece of veil or tutus.
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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 | 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 **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
*3’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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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 **would be in
case this Madame was his wife.

Nazik offered the toy to that boy and said to
him, "l wish the life was a joke. Whenever
someone laughed at, it would finish™,

38 . .
Kurdish sentence tense is future.
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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 ***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 **°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;

* ‘bars’ are personified as a student.
0 1hird’ is personified as a student.
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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
guestion. "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 **'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... | will not repent!"
The marvellous thing is that the electric
instruments shut down together with his voice!

41 .
pictures
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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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"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)--- "l know that you hurt by these
words! | 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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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 **in her heart, "My painting will not end,
but ‘yes,” | will finish it at a time when | see the
white colour.” Together with her thoughts, her

mother called her,
"O Gule... Gule?"
"Yes! Mum"

"What is wrong with you? Your ***face is pale.
Don’t fear, it is soon, you will get married."

With smiling, "I haven’t terminated my painting,
| am thinking about it."

42
To herself

43 | .
Literally ‘color’
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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 wvoice, "You are meaningless
**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.

“ ‘painting’ is personified as spoken with.

106



S5 A" s R 5 A 0 s 5 s ()5 Line (55 5 A
é%wécd&c‘)va}&‘)&ﬂ L)-"“LS‘)V:EJL’
Ay LU Koy g5 05 )55 by Ml4aiS
Sy 5 Sy esa coa B oS ST s (g Sda
AR Rk CAJJ S Sl \_1)5\;\%.1 Caod Y48 )
5Oy e ey (LB S e s S e 5 18
Gsbl Uy 5 sAa b soAs S ) bl ol an i

_&\343545&%)55%}5&%}]3)}&&@52}%)@3

107



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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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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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 **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, "l will not enlarge your abdomen." He
started making his legs too, till he terminated it.
He carried the **°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, "l am a being searching
for some facts; | am seeking some inexistent
answers. Faqgi 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 |
couldn’t find any facts about the soil’s existence.

* A rock with wide surface
% ‘Statue’ is now treated like a person.
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| know that the soil and water are the
constituents of each human being. | know that
you are lives. | 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. | 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 | 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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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. | 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 | think
that the split and earthquake are not caused by
emptiness.
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Also, the flood of water is not free either. Except
environment and climate influence, | think in
other things and their reasons, and | become
doubtful. 1 often ask myself. When flood or
earthquake happens, | 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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He saw those snow spots that covered the
Mountain’s head and face. He said with a sharp
laughter, "Wasn’t | 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.
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