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ABSTRACT

Hayat, N., Malik, A. and Zeynoldini, M. (Eds.), 2026. Breaking Silence, Finding Voices.
Twenty-three Balochi short stories by women writers with English translations. Acta
Universitatis Upsaliensis. Studia [ranica Upsaliensia 45. 362 pp. Uppsala. ISBN
978-91-513-2950-5.

This book presents twenty-three Balochi short stories in the Balochi-Latin and Balochi-
Arabic scripts, along with English translations. The stories have been edited to correspond to
the grammatical and orthographic standards adopted by the Balochi Language Project, and
are ar-ranged according to four themes: Fear, Revenge, Nostalgia, and Hope.

All of the stories were written by women authors. Some are still alive and active, while
others are deceased. Some have had long and prolific literary careers, and others have only
just be-gun their literary journeys.

Most of the stories in this collection were written in the last ten years. They reflect a multi-
faceted society in which many women are still married off at the whim of their relatives,
while others are fighting for political freedom alongside their Baloch brothers.

The protagonists are women in several of the stories, though not all. These female protago-
nists are often depicted as having suffered poverty, rejection and injustice at the hands of both
their own communities and the state. In some stories, the struggle of women to find their role
in the public space is very tangible. The title of the book was chosen as a tribute to the
women writers who have dared to step outside the traditional comfort zone of Baloch women
and give a voice to the previously silent half of Balochistan’s population.

We, the editors of this book, also harbour a hope that motivates us to continue striving to-
wards a brighter future for the Balochi language. With this volume, we wish to provide inter-
esting reading that will encourage our Baloch brothers and sisters to actively read and write
their own language, and we hope that many Baloch will be moved to take action for the sur-
vival of Balochi.
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Introduction

This book, Breaking Silence, Finding Voices, contains twenty-three Balochi
short stories written by women authors. Short story writing is a relatively new
genre in Balochi literature, and women’s short story writing is even more so.
In fact, women’s education is a recent phenomenon in Balochistan. Nowa-
days, however, many girls receive at least a basic education, and many go on
to complete higher education as well.

We, the three editors of this volume — Noroz Hayat, Abdul Malik, and Malek
Zeynoldini — all attended an online Balochi class run by the Balochi Lan-
guage Project at Uppsala University in 2021. After a year of training, we got
involved in language development, story writing, text editing, and teaching
Balochi online. In 2022, we started editing stories written by young Baloch
authors. This project resulted in a book published in 2024 titled Md Kessaha
Karén ‘We Tell Stories’.! This book contains twenty short stories written in
Modern Standard Balochi,” with standardized scripts, both Arabic and Ro-
man. Seven of the stories were written by women.

After finishing this project, we wished to introduce Baloch women authors to
an international readership. We contacted translators who were willing to
translate the seven stories written by women into English.

When the translations were complete, we reached out to several other women
writers for additional contributions and also selected a number of stories from
the book Patantdkén Enjir ‘The Fig Tree with Wide Flat Leaves’, a collection
of literary works by Baloch women.

! Noroz Hayét, Abdol Mélek, and Malek Zaynodini (2024). Md Kessaha Kdrén. Uppsala: Upp-
sala University. Online at: https://urn.kb.se/resolve?urn=urn:nbn:se:uu:diva-556205

2 Modern Standard Balochi has been presented by Carina Jahani in 4 Grammar of Modern
Standard Balochi (2019) [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 36]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Up-
saliensis. Online at: https://urn.kb.se/resolve?urn=urn:nbn:se:uu:diva-556205 (retrieved 31
May 2026).

3 Dad, A. R. (2014). Patantdkén Enjir. Balochi Adabi Johdkar, Bahrain. It is noteworthy that, in
Balochi, the expression ‘a fig tree with wide flat leaves’ signifies female chastity and modesty.



All in all, the present volume contains twenty-three Balochi short stories writ-
ten by women from different parts of Balochistan. Some of the authors are still
alive and active, and some are no longer with us. Some have long and estab-
lished literary careers, and some have only just begun their literary journeys.

Most of the stories in this collection were written during the last ten years.
They reflect a multi-faceted society in which many women are still married
off at the whim of their relatives, while others are fighting for political free-
dom alongside their Baloch brothers.

The protagonists are women in several of the stories, though not all. These
female protagonists are often depicted as having suffered poverty, rejection
and injustice at the hands of both their own society and the state. In some
stories, the struggle of women to find their role in the public space is very
tangible. The title of the book was chosen as a tribute to women writers who
have dared to step outside the traditional comfort zone of Baloch women and
give a voice to the previously silent half of Balochistan’s population.

The book is divided into three parts. The first part is in English and contains
introductory material and English translations. The second part contains the
stories in Balochi, with Latin script. These two parts are written from left to
right. The third part runs from right to left and contains the stories in Balochi,
with Arabic script. In the first part, which is written in English, the names of
the authors and translators have been spelled according to English standards,
as they appear on webpages and/or in official documents unless the author has
expressed that he or she prefers another spelling. In the parts written in Balo-
chi, spellings that reflect the correct Balochi pronunciation have been used, in
both Latin and Arabic script.

The stories are divided into five themes: pain, fear, revenge, nostalgia, and
hope. These themes mirror four important facets of Balochi society. Of course,
many of the stories contain more than one of these themes. In each thematic
section, the stories are arranged in alphabetical order by the author’s surname.

It is not surprising that the section titled ‘Pain’ contains the largest number of
stories. The editors consider nine stories to have pain as their main theme.
Some depict the pain caused by the political situation in Balochistan and the
arbitrary abductions that deprive families of their loved ones. Others depict
pain caused by family members, deceitful individuals, the endemic poverty in
Balochistan, or even a person’s own mindset.



The section ‘Fear’ contains three stories. All three share the common theme
of fear of death, but the nature of the danger differs in each. In the first, itis a
natural disaster, in the second, the armed conflict in Balochistan. In the third
story, animals being taken to slaughter voice their fear of death, an image that
may, in fact, represent humans who are being taken to execution.

The section ‘Revenge’ addresses an important facet of the Balochi honour
code, known by the term balochmayar. Three stories are placed in this section.
In two of these, wives take revenge by leaving their husbands, while in the
third, a bullied schoolchild takes revenge on his bullies.

The section titled ‘Nostalgia’ contains four stories, all of which recount peo-
ple’s memories from earlier times. They recall what no longer exists: friends,
hopes and dreams, a destroyed settlement, and even a deceased family mem-
ber. Sweet and bitter memories merge as the protagonists return to their past.

Four stories have been placed in the final section titled ‘Hope’. These stories
offer a new beginning, something better, brighter and less oppressive. Two
of them are tangible and realistic, while the other two are more fantasy-like
and surreal.

Actually, most of the stories express some sort of pain, even those that have
been placed in other sections. After all, literature often is a mirror reflecting
the society in which it was written. Looking at the situation in Balochistan, it
is clear that immense suffering exists in this land. However, there is also hope:
hope for a better future, hope for a day when women will be given their legit-
imate rights in society, hope for a day when arbitrary killings will stop, hope
for a day when the Balochi language will be given its full rights and even be
taught in the schools in Balochistan.

We who have done the work of editing this book also foster a hope that moti-
vates us to continue striving towards a brighter future for the Balochi language.
With this volume, we wish to provide interesting reading that will encourage
our Baloch brothers and sisters to actively read and write their own language,
and we hope that many Baloch will be moved to take action for the survival of
Balochi. This language is part of the cultural heritage of the Baloch nation, but
if it is not cherished, it will wither and die in a not-too-distant future.



Therefore, we urge all Baloch to:

SPEAK BALOCHI
READ BALOCHI
WRITE BALOCHI

We hope that these stories will capture your attention and provide a deeper
insight into the struggles and issues faced by humanity in general, and the
Baloch nation in particular. We also hope that those of you who can read the
Balochi sections will find that Balochi is a rich and expressive language that
is in no way inferior to any other, and that reading it is not as huge a challenge
as you might have thought. Our wish is that readers from different dialect
backgrounds will be able to understand the stories and see that, with a little
effort, it is possible for speakers of all Balochi varieties to adopt a standard
written language.

If there are any words in the stories that are hard for you as a reader to under-
stand, please consult the Balochi-English online dictionary:
https://www.webonaray.org/balochidictionary/

If you are unable to find some words in the dictionary, please make a list of
the missing words and send it to: carina.jahani@lingfil.uu.se

Finally, if you need explanations of the grammatical forms used in the texts,
please consult A Grammar of Modern Standard Balochi (see fn. 2).

USA, Sweden and Germany, 11 June 2026
Noroz Hayat, Abdul Malik, Malek Zeynoldini,
together with Carina Jahani



About the Authors

Hani Baloch

Hani Baloch is from Tump, Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan. She wrote
some literary pieces for a few years from 2010 onwards, but then her voice
went silent. Unfortunately, we have not been able to find any further infor-
mation about Hani or her literary activities.

Karima Baloch

Karima Baloch (1983-2020), also known as Karima Mehrab, was a Baloch
human rights activist, student leader, writer and public voice from Tump,
Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan. She was the first female chairperson of
the Baloch Students Organization (BSO-Azad) and played a key role in or-
ganizing students and raising awareness of political and social issues in Balo-
chistan. After leaving Pakistan, she continued her activities in exile in Canada,
where she remained engaged in writing, speaking, and advocacy related to
Baloch issues at both national and international levels. She addressed forums
including the United Nations Human Rights Council. In 2016, she was in-
cluded in the BBC’s 100 Women list in recognition of her influence and work.

Alongside her activism, Karima’s work had a clear intellectual and literary
dimension. Her speeches, written statements, poetry and stories often ad-
dressed themes such as identity, human rights, enforced disappearances, and
the cultural and political situation of the Baloch people. These contributions
to contemporary Balochi discourse are often viewed as part of modern re-
sistance-oriented writing. Her contribution to this volume, “Message of
Light”, tells the story of a father searching for his disappeared son.



Roksar Baloch

Roksar Baloch was born in Ball Negwar, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 2005. She
began her education in her home village, but later emigrated to the United
Kingdom, where she is currently studying astrophysics at the University of
Sheffield. In her story “The Slaps”, included in this book, she recounts a first-
hand experience from her early school years. The story vividly illustrates the
methods teachers may use to reinforce learning.

Sadganj Baloch

Sadganj Baloch was born in Tump, Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan, in
1999. She attended school in Tump and Gwadar but was unable to continue her
education beyond the seventh grade. She took an interest in literature at an early
age and began writing in 2020. Her story “As I Returned to my Homeland”,
included in this volume, is more of a factual report than a fictional story. It pro-
vides an authentic picture of the ongoing conflict in Balochistan — of loss, grief,
and pain, but also of how life still has to go on even in the midst of unrest.

Sabeda Barkat

Sabeda Barkat was born in Ball Negwar, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 2000. She
began her education in her home village and later attended college in Turbat.
She currently works as a schoolteacher in Ball Negwar. Her literary production
consists of short stories. In this collection, she is represented by the story “Awful
Stench”. In it, we meet a desperate woman who has fled from her husband back
to her parents and wants a divorce. At first, her family is very upset, but they
finally come to understand their daughter’s situation and agree to help her.

Ayn Ayn Dashti

Ayn Ayn Dashti (1980—-1998) was born in Karachi, Pakistan. She completed
her primary education in Karachi, after which she continued her education at
the Girls’ High School in Gwadar. She then enrolled at Gwadar Degree Girls’
College for her intermediate studies, which is a two-year programme. She fin-
ished her first year with good marks, but passed away at the age of 18, before
receiving her second-year exam results.



Ayn Ayn Dashti wanted to become a doctor, and while pursuing her education,
she was also active as a health worker. In addition, she had a strong interest in
literature, philosophy, and history. She wrote short stories and poems and also
did some translation work. Her contribution to this book, titled “Suicide”, tells
of an illicit affair that almost ended a young man’s life.

Banul Dashtyari

Banul Dashtyari (1925-1992) was born in Karachi, Pakistan. Her given name
was Naz Bibi. She was the daughter of the Baloch poet Malang Shah, and
although she did not receive any formal education, she was given religious
education at home by her mother and later continued studying on her own.
She was particularly interested in studying poetry in any language she knew.
She married, raised children, and remained in Karachi until her death.

Banul started her literary career as an author for a Balochi magazine, writing
anonymously under the pseudonym Ballok Kapot (Grandma Kapot). In this
series of stories, Grandma Kapot and two girls, Shari and Mahbi, are the main
characters. Through these stories, Banul wished to preserve and promote the
Balochi cultural legacy, as well as human values such as compassion and
equality. Later, she mainly wrote poetry, a genre that suited her very well. She
was a close friend of Sayad Hashmi, another renowned short story writer and
poet who was also deeply involved in script and language development.*
Banul is the first known Baloch woman writer. In this collection, she is repre-
sented by one of her stories from the Ballok Kapot series. In it, Grandma Ka-
pot tells a story to warn young women against being tricked by people they
don’t know.

4 For a biography of Sayad Hashmi, see Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and Taj Baloch (eds)
(2022). Unheard Voices. Twenty-one short stories in Balochi with English translations [Studia
Iranica Upsaliensia, 40]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, pp. 59—61. Online at:
https://urn.kb.se/resolve?urn=urn:nbn:se:uu:diva-466834 (retrieved 10 June 2026).



Andalib Gichki

Andalib Gichki was born in Karachi, Pakistan, in 1989. She began her educa-
tion in Tump, Balochistan. She earned a B.A. from the Government Girls’
Degree College in Turbat, Balochistan, in 2010, and a master’s degree in Po-
litical Science from Balochistan University in 2012. During her time at school,
Andalib developed a strong interest in literature. She has published numerous
short stories in Balochi magazines, as well as three short story collections, two
in 2013, titled Rozhnémdn® and Azdtay Rékén Cherdg,® and one in 2024, titled
Asrang.” In the story selected for this collection, “Akkh...”, Andalib gives
voice to the sentiments of a calf being taken to slaughter.

Sabiha Karim

Sabiha Karim was born in 1973 in Damb, Lasbela, Balochistan, Pakistan. She
received her primary education at Government Boys’ High School in Ormara,
as no girls’ schools were available to her at the time. She completed her ma-
triculation at the Government Girls’ High School in Bela, Lasbela, her Inter-
mediate and Bachelor’s degrees at the Degree College, Turbat, and her M. A.
in Balochi from the University of Balochistan, Quetta. In 2002, she started
working as a teacher.

Sabiha began writing in her school days. Her literary journey started with
Urdu short stories, but she gradually turned towards Balochi literature and be-
gan writing short stories and other literary pieces in Balochi. Her work has
been published in various Balochi magazines. Still working as a teacher, she
continues her literary and intellectual engagement with the Balochi language
and literature. In her story, “The Last Mortal in the Scorched City”, she tells
of the destruction of village after village in Balochistan as a result of political
unrest and modernization.

5 Gwadar: Sichkan Publications.
¢ Gwadar: Sichkan Publications.
7 Turbat: Pak News Agency.
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Gohar Malik

Gohar Malik® (Gawhar Malek) (1938-2000) was born in Panjgur, Balochi-
stan, Pakistan, as the eldest daughter of the Baloch politician and poet Mir Gul
Khan Nasir. At the age of two she contracted polio and was paralysed. For this
reason, she was unable to go to school, but her father educated her at home.

Gohar Malik began her literary career as a translator from Urdu into Balochi.
She then went on to write short stories and poetry. In this book she is repre-
sented by the story “Pushing Through Life”, which tells of the hardships of a
woman who was married off to her cousin, only to find out that he had already
married an educated young woman of his own choosing without his parents’
knowledge.

Nabila Mehrab

Nabila Mehrab was born in Shapuk, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 1998, but moved
to the city of Turbat at a very young age. She completed her Master’s degree
at Sardar Bahadur Khan Women’s University in 2021. She currently lives in
Turbat. Although not formally employed, she has been teaching English in
Turbat for the past five years.

Nabila developed an interest in writing during her school years but began pur-
suing her literary journey more seriously in college. She shares many of her
works online. She has continued to write after becoming a mother, and in her
recent writings she reflects on the meaning and responsibilities of both moth-
erhood and writing. In addition to writing in Balochi, she has also published
several articles in English. Her story in this volume, “Laki”, portrays a girl
who feels a need to express herself, despite having to hide her writings. She is
not someone who silently endures oppression, but rather a courageous girl
who represents the spirit of resistance.

8 For a more complete biography of Gohar Malik, see Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and Taj
Baloch (eds) (2022). Unheard Voices. Twenty one short stories in Balochi with English transla-
tions [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 40]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, pp. 69-70.
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Shari Mollazaei

Shari Mollazaei was born in Tehran, Iran, in 1981. At the age of five, she
moved with her family to Iranshahr in Sistan and Baluchestan where she com-
pleted her secondary education. She then moved to Zahedan and studied
graphic design at the university. She now lives in Germany. In this collection,
she contributes the story “In Search of a Treasure”. In it, we meet a Baloch
woman who grew up without learning Balochi, something which troubles her
deeply and makes her feel rootless, especially now that she lives in exile.

Mehlab Nasir

Zar Jan Nasir, better known by her pen name Mehlab Nasir’ was born in Khair-
abad, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 1982. She began her education in Gurhi village,
and continued her studies in Turbat, Balochistan. She received a B.A. in Soci-
ology, History and Balochi from the University of Balochistan, Quetta, in
2002, and an M. A. in English Literature from the same university in 2006. She
then pursued a second M.A. at the University of Balochistan, this time in Ba-
lochi, which she completed in 2008. Mehlab is both a poet and a short story
writer and now lives in Uppsala, Sweden. In this collection, she is represented
by the story “Soft Hands at the End of Life”, in which the narrator returns to
her home village after a long absence and recalls childhood memories.

Nargis Nisar

Nargis Nisar was born in Karachi in 1989 and raised in Apsor, Balochistan,
Pakistan. She completed her early education at Apsor School and earned her
matriculation from the Apsor Girls’ School in 2005. She completed her inter-
mediate studies in 2007 and received her Bachelor’s degree in Literature in
2010. She went on to earn a Master’s degree from the University of Balochi-
stan, Quetta, in 2013 and later pursued M.Phil. coursework at the University
of Turbat. She has devoted herself to teaching and academic leadership. She
is a lecturer in English and also holds the position of Head of the English De-
partment at The Government Girls’ Degree College in Turbat.

® For a more complete biography of Mehlab Nasir, see Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and Taj
Baloch (eds) (2022). Unheard Voices. Twenty one short stories in Balochi with English transla-
tions [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 40]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, pp. 185-186.
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Nargis began her writing journey during her college years, when her interest
in literature and storytelling started to develop. Over time, writing became an
important part of her identity, enabling her to express ideas and experiences
shaped by her education, surroundings, and personal journey. “The Hut”, in-
cluded in this collection, is a surreal story about people confined in a hut who
are losing their facial features and gradually dissolving.

Hanol Nokap

Hanol Nokap was born in Chabahar, Sistan and Baluchestan, Iran, in 1988.
She earned a high school diploma and then began studying midwifery, but her
studies were interrupted. She now lives in Chabahar and is a housewife. She
started her literary career in 2019 and writes both poetry and short stories. Her
story “The Tree”, included in this volume, tells of a person who has to sup-
press her emotions and whose only friend is a tree.

Sammi Parwaz

Sammi Parwaz, the daughter of the prominent Baloch writer Ghani Parwaz, '’
was born in Nezarabad, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 1974. She completed her
secondary education at the Government Girls’ High School in Turbat in 1992.
In 1993, she enrolled at Bolan Medical College in Quetta to study for an
MBBS degree, which she completed in 2002. She has worked as a medical
doctor since 2003, both in Quetta and Turbat, where she now lives.

Sammi’s passion for literature stems from her father. She began writing while
studying for her MBBS, initially in Urdu, and later in Balochi. Her writings
consist of short stories, novels, and poems. In 2018, she published a collection
of Balochi short stories titled Chardahi Mdahay Gerden Kol.'' Her story se-
lected for this volume, “The Hell of Hunger”, tells of poverty and a lack of
compassion.

10 For a biography of Ghani Parwaz, see Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and Taj Baloch (eds)
(2022). Unheard Voices. Twenty-one short stories in Balochi with English translations [Studia
Iranica Upsaliensia, 40]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, pp. 75-77.

' Quetta: Balochi Academy.
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Zaheda Raees Raji

Zahida Raeesi (official name: Zahida Raees), also known by her pen name
Zahida Raees Raji is a Balochi writer, researcher, and literary activist whose
work has significantly contributed to the development of contemporary Balo-
chi literature. She initially pursued a scientific education and built a profes-
sional career in the field of information technology, but her passion for lan-
guage and literature led her to shift to Balochi literary studies, and she later
undertook M.Phil. research in this field, which she completed in 2022. Since
2024 she teaches Balochi at Karachi University.

Zahida began her literary journey writing poetry and prose in Urdu, and she
has actively participated in literary circles since the early 2000s. More re-
cently, she has dedicated herself fully to Balochi literature, and her work has
become more influential. Zahida’s literary works span multiple genres, includ-
ing poetry, short stories, novels, book reviews, translations, and technical, lit-
erary and research-based essays. Her writing reflects concerns about society,
identity, and cultural consciousness. Her contribution to this volume, “I Can’t
Fall Asleep Unless You Tell Me a Story”, is a story in which life and death
merge and are blurred.

In addition to her creative writing, Zahida has made significant contributions to
language promotion. She runs the Balochi digital library baask.com. She has
participated in numerous national and international literary events, mentored
emerging writers, and supported Balochi language learning initiatives. She has
received literary awards in recognition of her contributions, including the Azat
Jamaldini Award (2013) and the Allama Igbal Literary Award (2025).

Imrana Rasheed

Imrana Rasheed, also known as Imrana Abdul Rasheed or Imrana Baloch'?,
was born in Jusak, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 1994. She graduated with a de-
gree in English Literature from the University of Balochistan, Quetta, in
2014, and obtained her M.A. in English Literature from the University of
Turbat in 2016. She completed her M.Phil., also in English Literature, at Iqra
University, Karachi, in 2022.

12 See also Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and Taj Baloch (eds) (2022). Unheard Voices.
Twenty-one short stories in Balochi with English translations [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 40].
Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 27.

14



Imrana is a writer of short stories and literary essays in Balochi and translates
both fiction and non-fiction from Urdu and Balochi into English, and from
English into Balochi. Her stories often explore the inner lives of characters
excluded from the centre of society. This is also true of her story “Migration”,
included in this volume, which tells of a man who is marginalized both so-
cially and existentially.

Alia Shah

Moza Igbal, whose pen name is Alia Shah, was born in Dasht Pannodi, Kech
District, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 1992. She holds an M.Phil. in Balochi Lit-
erature and Linguistics from the University of Turbat. She currently works as
a Balochi radio jockey (RJ) on FM 101, where she connects with a wider au-
dience and promotes cultural and literary awareness.

As a creative writer, Alia specializes in short story writing and scriptwriting.
Her work reflects a commitment to using storytelling as a tool for social change,
particularly by highlighting issues related to women’s rights, education, and em-
powerment. Alongside her writing career, Alia is a voice-over artist. She has
recorded literary works, poetry, storytelling pieces, announcements, and adver-
tisements, demonstrating her versatility across multiple media platforms. She is
also actively involved in journalism and social advocacy, with a particular focus
on women’s empowerment and education. She is a sub-editor of the magazine
Dazgohar, where she promotes and supports emerging female writers. In this
collection, she is represented by the story “Friends”, in which the protagonist, a
teacher, becomes nostalgic during a school outing to the beach.

Shaheena Shaheen

Shaheena Shaheen (also spelled Shahina Shahin) (1996-2020) was born in
Shahi, Tump, Turbat, Balochistan, Pakistan. She completed her secondary ed-
ucation at the Government Degree College in Turbat in 2014. She went on to
study Fine Arts, and obtained a B.A. from Balochistan University, Quetta, in
2018. She also earned an M.A. in Balochi from the same university in 2019.
Tragically, she was killed in her home on 5 September 2020."

13 For more information, see e.g. https://hrdmemorial.org/hrdrecord/shaheena-shaheen/
(retrieved 12 June 2026).
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From an early age, Shaheena was outspoken about women’s rights and free-
dom. She created a platform for women writers called Dazgohar Labzanki Cha-
gerd, through which she published a Balochi magazine called Dazgohdr.'*
Moreover, she hosted a Balochi morning show on Pakistan TV Bolan and acted
in drama serials produced by Pakistan TV. She also wrote Balochi short stories
and poetry. Her literary pieces were published in various magazines. In this
collection, she is represented by the story “It Rained”, in which we meet an
elderly woman who is frustrated with her life and the people around her.

Hamideh Shastan

Hamideh Shastan was born in Iranshahr, Sistan and Baluchestan, Iran, in
1975. Between the ages of six and twenty she lived in Sarawan, where she
completed her secondary education. She then moved to Sweden, where she
studied to become a pre-school teacher. She now works at a pre-school in
Stockholm. She also studies Balochi at Uppsala University.

Hamideh is a short story writer. In addition to writing, she paints and does
pottery. Her story “Mahbano”, included in this collection, is about a premature
baby who is named after her great-grandmother. The story goes on to tell
Grandma Mahbano’s life story.

Mahganj Taj

Mahganj Taj was born in Turbat, Balochistan, Pakistan, in 1999. She holds a
B.A. in Linguistics and Literature from Turbat University and an M.A. in Ba-
lochi from the University of Balochistan, Quetta. She is currently studying
Fine Arts at the same university. Her interests include painting, sketching,
writing, and translation. She lives in Quetta, where she works as a traditional
oil painting artist. In this collection, she contributes the story “I Wish”, which
tells of a woman who receives an unexpected voice message and some pictures
at 3:45 am one morning.

14 After Shaheena’s death, her sister Masuma Shaheen continued publishing this magazine,
where Alia Shah is also a sub-editor.
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Rakhshanda Taj Baloch

Rakhshanda (also spelled Rukshanda) Taj Baloch was born in Turbat, Balo-
chistan, Pakistan, in 1989. She completed her matriculation at the Government
Girls’ Model School, Turbat, and earned her B.A. from the Girls’ College,
Turbat. From an early age, she worked as a junior artist on the Radio Pakistan
Turbat children’s programme Zahgani Diwan. After that, she worked with an
NGO called Strengthening Participatory Organization (SPO). She also served
as the Turbat District Coordinator for prison crimes with the Human Rights
Commission of Pakistan (HRCP). In 2013 she had to leave Balochistan due to
the many pressures she was experiencing there and moved to Islamabad. In
2014, she became a reporter at the Associated Press of Pakistan (APP), where
she still works today. During this time, she also completed her M.A. in Balochi
privately at the University of Balochistan. She later pursued an M.Phil. in Pa-
kistani Languages (Balochi) at Allama Igbal Open University. She is currently
working on her Ph.D. project.

In 2007, Rakhshanda took her first step into literature, although recognition
did not come immediately. Because the prolific Baloch writer Ghani Parwaz
was also associated with the HRCP, she developed a close connection with
him and received his guidance. He introduced her to the Balochistan Acad-
emy, where she began attending monthly literary gatherings and reading her
works. Her book Kandil Abadman Ant was published in 2012."* In the same
year, she received the Best Woman Balochi Writer Award. At various times,
she has been actively involved in literature, journalism, and human rights
work, making significant contributions to all three fields. Her story “I Also
Deserve a Life”, included in this collection, tells of a girl who is married off
as a payment for a crime her brothers have committed, and how she finally
finds a way to freedom.

15 Balochistan Academy, Turbat.
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About the Translators

Fazal Baloch!® is a writer and translator. He lives in Turbat, Balochistan,
where he is an Assistant Professor at the Government Atta Shad Degree Col-
lege. He has translated several works by Baloch poets and fiction writers into
English. His translations can be found online, for example in the Balochistan
Times,"” Daily Times,'® and Borderless."’

Ryan Blakesley is the Persian Languages Program Director at ILC Training
Center in Bahrain, which hosts the first Balochi language program of its kind
in the region. He has been learning Balochi since 2013. In 2021 he completed
an M.A. in Linguistics at Texas A&M University, with a thesis focused on the
history of Balochi dialect fragmentation.

Noroz Hayat, see About the Editors

Sadaf Igbal Baloch is a human rights activist and the current secretary of the
Human Rights Council of Balochistan.?’ She is also a translator with Balochi,
Brahui, Persian, Pashto, English, and Urdu as her working languages, as well
as a painter.

Carina Jahani, see About the Editors

16 For a slightly longer biography of Fazal Baloch, see Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and Taj
Baloch (eds) (2022). Unheard Voices. Twenty-one short stories in Balochi with English transla-
tions [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 40]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, p. 27.

17" https://balochistantimes.com/the-flying-birds/ (retrieved 26 May 2026); https:/balo-
chistantimes.com/the-doomsday-ghaus-bahar/ (retrieved 26 May 2026); https://balo-
chistantimes.com/moon-look-beautiful/ (retrieved 26 May 2026).

13 https://dailytimes.com.pk/writer/fazal-baloch/ (retrieved 26 May 2026).

19" https://borderlessjournal.com/2021/12/14/shorter-poems-of-akbar-barakzai/ (retrieved 26
May 2026); https://borderlessjournal.com/2022/01/14/folklore-from balochistan-the-pearl/ (re-
trieved 22 May 2026).

20 https://hrcbalochistan.com (retrieved 26 May 2026).
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Zahir Kawmi*' holds an M.A. in International Relations from the University
of Karachi. He is a co-worker at the Balochi Language Project and he also
writes short stories in Balochi. His stories have been published in the online
magazines Balochistan Times** and Labzank.”

Waleed Lal is a writer, translator, and human rights’ activist, affiliated with the
Human Rights Council of Balochistan.?* He is also a staff member at Balochi-
stan Times,» where he works as a writer and editor. Walid translates from Eng-
lish and Urdu into Balochi and writes short stories in Balochi. He is currently
based in Toronto, Canada.

Mehlab Nasir, see About the Authors

Sebastian Strid is a computational linguist. He began his studies of Balochi at
Uppsala University, Sweden, in 2016, and is currently pursuing an M.A. in
Iranian Languages with Balochi as major subject. He has also studied several
other languages at Uppsala University, including Greek, Persian, Pashto, and
Kurdish.

Mahganj Taj, see About the Authors

21 The spellings Zaheer Qoumi and Zaheer Qumi are also encountered.

22 https://balochistantimes.com/author/zaheer-qumi/ (retrieved 31 May 2026).
23 https://labzank.com/post.php?id=3191 (retrieved 31 May 2026).

24 https://hrcbalochistan.com (retrieved 26 May 2026).

25 https.//balochistantimes.com (retrieved June 10 2026).
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About the Editors

Noroz Khan, better known by his pen name Noroz Hayat,*® was born in Khair-
abad village, close to Turbat, Kech District, Balochistan, Pakistan. He earned
a B.A. with a triple major in Balochi, Sociology and Political Science from
the Atta Shad Degree College in Turbat, and an M.A. in Social Work from the
University of Karachi, where he completed his studies in 2013. In 2015, Noroz
left Pakistan for the USA, where he currently lives. He is affiliated with the
Human Rights Council of Balochistan®’ and has worked on the Balochi Lan-
guage Project at Uppsala University since 2021. Noroz is a writer, translator
and text editor. He mainly writes short stories and novels. His stories have
been published online, e.g. in the Balochistan Times™ and Branz”®, as well as
in Unheard Voices (see fn. 25). He translates fiction and non-fiction from Eng-
lish into Balochi and from Balochi into English.*® In addition to his editorial
work on this volume, he has translated several of the stories into English.

Abdul Malik®' was born in Balochabad, Mand, Kech District, Balochistan,
Pakistan. After receiving his F.Sc. from the Atta Shad Degree College in Tur-
bat in 2010 he left Pakistan for Sweden, where he currently lives. He is a
founding member of the Human Rights Council of Balochistan®? and has
worked on the Balochi Language Project at Uppsala University since 2021.

26 The Balochi Latin form of the name is Noroz Hayat, which is the form used in Md Kessaha
Karén. For a more complete biography of Noroz Hayat, see Carina Jahani, Nagoman Baloch, and
Taj Baloch (eds) (2022). Unheard Voices. Twenty-one short stories in Balochi with English trans-
lations [Studia Iranica Upsaliensia, 40]. Uppsala: Acta Universitatis Upsaliensis, pp. 169-170.

27 https://hrcbalochistan.com (retrieved 29 May 2026).

28 https://balochistantimes.com/author/noroz-hayat/ (retrieved 30 May 2026).

29 https://branzbaluch.com/?s=Noroz (retrieved 30 May 2026).

30 See, e.g., https://uu.diva-portal.org/smash/get/diva2:1926481/FULLTEXTO1.pdf (retrieved
30 May 2026) and https://uu.diva-portal.org/smash/get/diva2:1622643/FULLTEXTO1.pdf
(retrieved 30 May 2026).

31 The Balochi Latin form of the name is Abdol Malek, which is the form used in Md Kessaha
Karen.

32 https://hrcbalochistan.com (retrieved 29 May 2026).
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Malek Zeynoldini** was born in the village of Kasarkand in Sistan and Ba-
luchestan Province, Iran. His family then moved to Eastern (Pakistani) Balo-
chistan, where he lived until the age of seven. He returned to Kasarkand for
educational purposes and completed his secondary education there. During
this time, he developed an interest in reading and writing Balochi. However,
there were few opportunities to study Balochi in Iran. After moving to Europe,
he joined an online Balochi language course arranged by the Balochi Lan-
guage Project at Uppsala University in 2021, and he has been affiliated with
the project ever since. He has also worked as an editor for Branz.** He now
lives in Germany.

Carina Jahani is the chair professor of Iranian Studies at Uppsala University,
Sweden. Since the 1980s her main research focus has been the Balochi lan-
guage and its literature, and she heads the Balochi Language Project. In addi-
tion to her editorial work on this volume, she has translated several of the
stories into English.

33 The Balochi Latin form of the name is Malek Zaynodini, which is the form used in Md
Kessaha Kareén.
34 https://branzbaluch.com (retrieved 3 June 2026).
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Message of Light

Karima Baloch

Translation by Carina Jahani

Tonight seemed colder than the previous nights. The north wind was blowing
vigorously and relentlessly. The moon was shining. Its light coated the rivers,
trees and plants all around and seemed to add to the coldness of the night. The
wind continued to blow all night. The moon was shining; it looked as if hail
was falling from the sky. It was already past midnight; all the townspeople
were asleep in their homes, deeply unaware of tomorrow’s worries.

On the western side of the town was a cemetery, but there was no difference
between the town and the cemetery. The cemetery was silent. The town was
also silent. A short distance from all the other houses stood a house where a
candle was still burning. To combat the cold, a fire burned in the stove. An
old man was sitting in the house, deep in thought.

Uncle Mayar had given up on sleeping tonight. He was sitting on his bed,
staring into the fire that burned in the stove. He was lost in the depths of his
many thoughts. Suddenly, Uncle jerked his head as if he were trying to sepa-
rate it from an upsetting thought. Immediately, Uncle Mayar’s eyes fell on a
wooden box standing in a corner of the house. His heart told him to open it,
but then another thought came to him, and he changed his mind. “Forget it...”
he said to himself.

However, the second time his eyes fell on that corner, Uncle Mayar’s heart
could not resist. Without hesitation, he got up and began walking in that di-
rection. When he got there, he slowly sat down and opened the lid. Although
the top of the box was clean, the items hidden inside were covered in dust.
One could believe it had not been opened for centuries. Inside the box were
some books and hand-drawn pictures.

Uncle picked up a thick book and wiped the dust from it. He looked at the
front and the back of the book and then opened it. “My eyes are weak. Even
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if they weren’t weak, do I know how to read?” he muttered. His eyes were
weak from waiting and watching; he looked older than his years from grief
and sorrow. He put the book down and began fumbling with the other items.
He took out a hand-drawn picture and looked at it carefully. The picture
showed a mirror that had been broken into three pieces.

The three pieces of the mirror revealed the image of a woman, in whose eyes
a question seemed to be forming. She was wrapped in chains, and tears of
blood were streaming from her eyes. “Whose image is this?”” Uncle wondered.

“When he had nothing else to do, he always used to sit and make these
sketches,” Uncle thought once more. Then he busied himself with dusting the
books. “These books are really thick. Who knows all the things he has read?”
At this thought, two teardrops fell from Uncle Mayar’s eyes and landed on the
book in his hands; in them the light of the fire began to shine.

These books belonged to Uncle Mayar’s young son, Shohaz. It was Shohaz
who had drawn the pictures as well. The few pictures that Shohaz had made
were very good, for he was good at drawing. Uncle Mayar would always ques-
tion Shohaz, “My child! What kind of pictures are these? No one even knows
what they mean.” He would reply, “My father! A day will come when every-
one understands the meaning of my pictures.”

Memories had begun to swim in the depths of Uncle’s eyes. He began to think
about how four years ago, under such challenging circumstances, he had sent
Shohaz away to study at university. Shohaz was very eager to study, and this
is why his father wanted him to go, no matter the cost.

One day when Shohaz had come home for the holidays, his father said, “Son,
finish your studies and find yourself a good job so that you can live a good
life. Look at me, I’ve always been a farmer.”

Shohaz replied, “Father, in my opinion, it is not a good life if only my life is
easy. If I can find a better life for my entire nation, then I will know my life
has been well spent. So I must struggle hard to reach this goal.”

“The entire nation? Shohaz! I don’t understand what you’re saying, but for
once spend your entire break here.”

“Father! I must leave in three or four days.”
“Why, son?”

“I can’t tell you, but I have a lot of work to do.”
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“The days when Shohaz was with me all the time were so good. Where is he
now? Who knows?”” Uncle pondered.

Two years ago, Shohaz had completed his studies, but even then he rarely
came home. Then he enrolled in a course at another school and remained there.

One day, about a year before now, someone notified Uncle Mayar that Shohaz
had been abducted from his dormitory room by unidentified men. Uncle could
not believe it. In astonishment he asked, “What has my son done wrong?”’
“You should know about your wrongdoings,” replied the man who notified
him. “But I’ve heard that people are being abducted these days. Many people
have been missing for years.”

A thought suddenly struck Uncle. He remembered that tomorrow would be
the one-year anniversary of Shohaz’s abduction. “The same winter, the same
north wind, the same frozen moonlit night with all these stars... and after this
very hour of the night, the dawn will surely bring a new day. But, Shohaz, it
will not bring news of you,” Uncle said to himself.

It was around three a.m. and the night was almost over. Dawn was right around
the corner, and the darkness was losing its grip. Uncle resumed strolling
through the meadows of his memories. “I remember when Shohaz was small,
and I took him with me to the fields.”

Whenever Shohaz saw farmers and other people busy with their work, he
asked his father why farmers loved their fields so much. His father answered,
“My child, the field gives life to the farmer. Where there is a field, there is a
farmer. Since the field gives life to the farmer, surely the farmer will love the
field deeply. Just as a mother raises her child and toils for the child, in the
same way, the field is a mother to the farmer and raises the farmer. The field
is the farmer’s mother, and how can a child be without love for its mother?”

Now the first light of dawn had come. The fire in the stove struggled to stay
alive, but to no avail. Uncle was still deep in thought. He remembered a time
when he had said to Shohaz, “People ask, ‘What is your son getting up to
over there? Don’t you ask him what he’s doing?’ So tell me, how are your
studies going?”’

“Father, my studies are going very well. My exam went well too,” he said with
a smile. “Father, do you remember when I was small? You said, ‘We will
surely love the field that gives us life.” It is necessary to have a place to love.”

The fire had breathed its last. Without even realizing it, the old father’s night
had turned into day while he was thinking of his young son. The light of the
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reddish, cold morning sunrise spread all around. Suddenly from outside, the
faint sound of a crowd of people reached Uncle’s ears. Hearing these sounds,
he came back to his senses.

Light from the rising sun was coming into Uncle’s house through the narrow
gaps in the windows and doors.

Now that the day had dawned, Uncle realized he had passed the entire night
in thought. He placed the book he was holding back in the box, closed the lid,
and stood up to see what was causing such a stir on a morning like this.

When he opened the door, he saw a crowd of people talking. Going closer,
Uncle asked, “What’s going on?” Someone looked at him and answered, “Un-
cle! A little while ago, some people dumped this body here and left.”

“Body?” Uncle asked in astonishment, quickening his pace to get to the body
as fast as possible. When Uncle saw the body, the hours of waiting were over.

Just like that, the north wind kept wandering toward its destiny. Light had
driven away the darkness of the night, and the sun was anxious to rise from
behind the mountain pass.
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Suicide

Ayn Ayn Dashti

Translation by Carina Jahani

I looked at my watch. It was early evening, seven p.m. After a light stretch, I
rose from my chair, left the office through the front entrance, got in my car
and started home.

The sky had been overcast today. The weather was so beautiful I was soaking
it all in — until, without warning, someone jumped in front of my car. Had my
foot been less quick to hit the brake, he’d have surely died. I immediately got
out of the car and saw a handsome, stout young man, about 20 to 25 years old.
“If my brakes hadn’t worked, you’d be dead now,” I said harshly.

“So, what if I’d died? Why did you stop? Don’t people die in accidents in this
world?” he replied softly.

“If you don’t want to live, there are plenty of other ways to kill yourself.
Why’d you jump in front of my car?” He gave no answer to my question.
Instead, he turned around and began walking away.

“Stop!” I called out. He stopped, turned and looked at me.

“You appear to be sane. Why are you hopeless and fed up with life?” Without
a word, he turned and began walking away again.

“Hey! I won’t let you leave like this. You have to answer my question,” I said,
reaching from behind him and putting my hand on his shoulder.

After considerable persuasion, he agreed to get into my car and come home

with me. When we got to the house, I sat him down in the living room and
placed a glass of water and a cup of tea before him.
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“You still haven’t answered my question.”

When he heard this remark, he drank the water, put the glass on the table, took
a gulp of tea and began to respond.

“Why do you think I want to kill myself?”” he asked me.
I answered, “Because you don’t have a job, you’re unemployed. That’s why.”

He smiled. “No, that’s not it. If you really want to know why I tried to kill
myself, then listen. My father is a rich man in this city, he owned the KK
Factory. It all started two years ago. A poor girl worked at our factory. I loved
her so much, she was beautiful. I told my father I couldn’t live without her. I
was my father’s cherished only child, so he accepted my request and arranged
our marriage.

“Less than a month after the wedding, my father made me the sole owner of
the factory. I accepted the responsibility because he had given me everything
I needed to have a happy and comfortable life.

“My mother died when I was a child, so my father had raised me.

“Thus, my days were spent in the office and my nights were spent at home.
Sometimes the factory work took me to other countries. After a full year, my
wife expressed some frustration that [ was spending so little time with her. I had
to explain all my responsibilities to her so she could understand the situation.

“This morning, when I was halfway to the office, | remembered some paper-
work I’d forgotten at home. I went back. When I arrived, I saw that the door
to my father’s room was half open. I thought I’d go check on him. I hadn’t
said goodbye before leaving for the office. But when I got to the door, I turned
stone cold. I saw that my wife and my father...

“Now you tell me, how can I go on living after seeing that?”
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Grandmother Kapot

Banul Dashtyari

Translation by Noroz Hayat

“Grandmother, if I tell you something, you won’t get angry, will you?”” Madinah
asked me.

“Madinah, don’t say anything that will break my heart,” I replied.

“It’s not something that will break your heart, Grandmother. Didn’t Mahbi
and Shari tell you about my situation? That I’ve been going back and forth for
ten days asking for two hundred rupees?”

“No, Madinah.”

“Grandmother, Shari and Mahbi never hide anything from you. Why didn’t
they tell you what happened to me?”

“Madinah, you need to ask Mahbi and Shari that. Now tell me why you went
back and forth ten times asking for two hundred rupees.”

“Grandmother, it’s because I’'m desperate. The children’s clothes are ready to
be picked up from the seamstress, and we have a lot of other expenses coming
up. Mahbi and Shari help everyone in need, but they didn’t give anything to
poor me. Nobody cares about poor people. Two hundred rupees might be a
lot, but they didn’t even give me a hundred. I'm desperate. I’'ll go back and
talk to Mehrok.”

“Madinah, don’t talk to Mehrok. Neither she nor Mahbi or Shari will give you
anything.”

“Mehrok won’t give me anything either?”
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“Madinah, they have sworn they won’t give anyone a loan.”

“Sworn how? What did they swear on? God’s beloved prophet? The Holy
Book? For goodness sake! Where should a poor person like me go, Grand-
mother? What on earth could have made them take such a solemn oath? Still,
there must be someone who will give me a loan.”

“Madinah, don’t people say ‘once bitten, twice shy?’”

“Yes, Grandmother. You’re right.”

“I will now tell you why they won’t give you a loan. One day, Mahbi and
Shari came to see me, but about an hour after they arrived, Mahbi’s son Akram
came too.

He said, ‘Mama, come. Someone wants you.’

‘Akram, who is it?’, Mahbi asked.

‘An old man,” Akram replied.

‘Who is the old man? Akram, tell me the truth. Is he at the house?’

‘No, he left. He said he’d come back tomorrow at ten o’clock.’

Then Mahbi asked me, ‘Grandmother, is it okay if we leave? Goodbye. Shari,
should we go? Don’t be offended, Grandmother. We’ll come back on Friday.’

Although it wasn’t Friday yet, [ saw Akram coming back to my house.
‘Grandmother,” he said. ‘Come, mother wants you.’

‘Is your mother well?’ I asked him, concerned.

“Yes.” Akram replied.

“You go then,’ I said. ‘And I will come.’

Madinah, you know I have an anxious heart. They had come the day before,
and now they were calling for me again.

34



So, that same day, after the afternoon prayers, I went. I saw that Mahbi was
saying her prayers and Shari was busy smoking her hookah.

I asked, ‘Children, is everything okay?’

“Yes, Grandmother.” Shari replied. Although Mahbi was distracted, she fin-
ished her prayers and then came and sat next to me.

I said to Mahbi, ‘You sent Akram to get me. Is everything okay?’
Shari let out a laugh and said, ‘Yes, everything is fine.’

But Mahbi didn’t say a word.

“Shari, tell me what happened,’ I urged.

Shari laughed loudly. ‘Mahbi, tell Grandmother what happened! Why are you
so quiet?’

Mahbi became angry and replied ‘Grandmother, what can I say? Shari is
laughing at me, but honestly, I feel like laughing at myself, too. Remember
when Akram came running to us yesterday, saying, “Come, Mother, someone
wants you”? That someone turned out to be a cheat.’

‘A cheat?’ I asked.

“Yes, Grandmother. I didn’t know who he was. Akram was playing with the
kids when that old man came up to him and asked, “Whose child are you?”
Akram replied, “Mahbi’s.” The old man asked what his father’s name was, so
Akram said, “My father is dead. My uncle is Dost Mahmad and he’s in Dubai.
He’s my mother’s brother.” The old man said, “Go tell your mother that her
brother has sent her some clothes, a watch, and two blankets.” Akram an-
swered him, “My mother isn’t here. She went to Grandmother’s house. I’ll go
and get her.” The man said, “No. I’ll come back tomorrow at ten. Don’t tell
anyone. Just tell your mother.””’

Mahbi continued, ‘Yesterday, Akram didn’t tell me that his uncle had sent us
clothes, blankets, and jewellery. He only told me when we got home. At half
past ten the next day, there was a knock on the door. Akram went to see who
it was and found the same man standing there. Akram called me and said,
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“Mum, it’s the same uncle.” I went and let him in. What else could I have
done? I thought he was a good man.’

Shari interrupted, laughing loudly, and said, ‘Ooh yes, well, and he also had
nice clothes, jewellery, and a Rado watch from Dubai.’

“Shari! Just be quiet! Let Mahbi finish talking,” I snapped.
‘Grandmother, Shari has been laughing at me ever since she came,” Mahbi said.
‘Forget about her and finish what you were saying!’

Mahbi continued, ‘Well, Grandmother, after we exchanged greetings, I asked
him if my brother Dost Mahmad was well. He said, “Yes, he is well. He misses
you a lot. He also said he plans to send you on the pilgrimage to Mecca this
year.” Oh my, I thought. This is the same brother who never even sent me a
headscarf before, and now he’s sending me on the pilgrimage? 1 was so happy
I felt like I could fly! My brother had sent me so many things! The man con-
tinued, “It’s been a month since I came back from Dubai, but you know how
it is in Karachi. [ was with my friends and I’ve been so busy. Oh, and by the
way, customs for these items cost me one hundred rupees.” When I heard
about the hundred rupees, I said to myself, / must give him a hundred rupees.
No — two hundred rupees! Then he said, “I have to go back soon, so if you
want to send your brother anything, you can write him a letter and give it to
me. But he’s also planning to come to Karachi soon.” Then I remembered,
Mahbi, you haven'’t asked the man if he wants tea. Forget about the tea, you
haven’t even asked him if he wants water! “Uncle, sit. I’ll make you some
tea,” I said. The man sat down, and Akram stuck to him like glue. The man
drank the tea and then got up to leave. I invited Uncle to stay because it was
lunch time, “Have lunch with us and then go on your way.” He replied, “I’'m
afraid I can’t, my dear. God bless you.” I gave him two hundred rupees.

He got up and said, “Send someone with me to bring the clothes inside.” I
said, “Yes, Uncle.” Then I asked him, “What’s your name?”” He replied, “Ya-
kub.” I said to Akram, “Go and get Abdorahim.” Abdorahim came and I told
him, “Abdorahim, my son, go with Uncle and fetch our clothes. My brother
Dost Mahmad sent me some clothes.” He asked, “Which Dost Mahmad?” 1
said, “My brother who is in Dubai. He said he’ll send me on the pilgrimage
this year.” Abdorahim congratulated me and said, “Uncle, since you have a
bicycle, I will rent a bicycle and come with you.” Uncle said, “No, I’ll just
walk my bike. We can talk as we go.””
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Mabhbi took a breath and continued, ‘Uncle took Abdorahim to Alsaudi Res-
taurant and had him sit down. Then he said, “Have some tea. The clothes are
at my house. I’ll be back soon.” Abdorahim thought that Uncle’s house was
nearby. He sat and waited until ten that night. He was exhausted. Uncle had
disappeared without a trace, and Abdorahim returned home empty-handed.””

“Madinah, my daughter, this is why they have sworn not to give out any loans.
God allows his people to suffer loss so that they will learn from their mistakes
and be more careful in the future. God willing, I will tell you more about Uncle
Yakob’s story and just how much money this man has taken from other peo-
ple. He took two hundred rupees from Mahbi, but he has taken tens of thou-
sands from others. Our homeland has bad people like this as well.”
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The Last Mortal in the Scorched City

Sabiha Karim

Translation by Noroz Hayat

Ometan was the last representative of mankind in this scorched city. He lived
on in the hope that someday someone would return to this place, and it would
once again be inhabited and alive.

The entire village had been pulverized by bombs and was now left desolate,
without the presence of man or beast. The aerial bombardment had destroyed
all of the houses. Some had burned down and others had simply collapsed. All
that remained of the village were burnt pieces of wood and the rubble of de-
molished walls. With the exception of Ometan, there was not a trace of hu-
manity left in this village, once home to some two thousand people.

Next to this abandoned village, the foreigners were building a large road. Pa-
kistani soldiers were stationed there to protect the labourers as they worked.

But in Ometan’s village, only he remained, as the guardian of the rubble. He
lived in the wreckage of a collapsed room. At sunrise, beams of light spread
directly into his shadowless quarters, but the sun’s hot rays did not bother him.

There was no one left in the village with whom Ometan could talk. God only
knew if they had all died in the bombing or had simply fled to a safer place.
But fear of death had not compelled Ometan to abandon his country, his land,
and the house of his fathers.

Now it was dusk, and the sun was setting. Ometan began to talk to the walls.
“People don’t understand me when I speak,” he said. “And I have no com-
plaints against anyone... But do you not understand me either?” He looked at
the walls and strained to hear them, for he believed that the walls were listen-
ing and even responding to him.

“My grief is not that my children have died and my houses have been de-
stroyed,” he continued after a pause. “See, this ground that you are now
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standing on... I received it from my father and my grandfather.” He placed
his hand on a broken wall. “Today no one is here because they fear death. Yet
one day the villagers will surely return. Until then, this is my grief: your de-
struction and ruin. But a time is coming when you will be inhabited again...
After all, everyone has times of hardship.”

The ruined wood and walls were the only companions Ometan had to listen to
him. They never answered, but his heart grew lighter when he spoke to them.
Day after day, his only hope, the one thing he lived and waited for, was that
one day the villagers who had left would return to their homeland, and that
this village would regain its former glory.

Next to the village, the Chinese and Pakistani governments were busy building
their large road. The Pakistani army had bombed and desecrated every village
that the road happened to pass by, claiming they were “destroying Baloch
Freedom Fighters’ camps,” though there were no such camps in these villages.
Ometan’s own Jan Mohmad Village had been pulverized by the military’s
bombardment. So many men, women, infants, children, and elderly people
had died in the bombing. Those who remained had abandoned their homes and
lands to save their lives, and now who knew where they all had gone?

Ometan’s entire family had died. His wife and children, brothers and sisters,
mother and father... Not one had survived. During the evacuation after the
bombing, the villagers begged Ometan, saying, “Come with us, don’t stay
here... The army will kill you, too!” But Ometan refused to give up his home-
land and his demolished house.

Now the sun was setting, and Ometan was afflicted by hunger. He stood up.
“I’ll be right back,” he said to the ruined walls.

To quench the hellish flames of hunger in his stomach, Ometan would go to a
nearby village where the people would give him morsels of bread. Thus, he
spent his days in this routine.

The villagers there often told him that he should stay with them and not return
to his scorched city. “Give up your ruined home,” they told him. “The army
will kill you and no one will even know about it.” But his answer was always
the same: “I won’t abandon my land and my house.”

Now, as Ometan was passing the large road, the Pakistani soldiers recognized
him and laughed at him. Although he felt as if the full length of a dagger had
pierced his heart, he passed them in silence. The soldiers called to him, “Come
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here and have some food!” But he walked by without a word. The enemy’s
food disgusted him.

Ometan arrived safely at the nearby village. However, it turned out that on this
same day the military attacked this very village where he often went to beg for
food. The army seized many people and took them away, Ometan among them.

Now, finally, Ometan’s village was utterly deserted. The burnt wood and demol-
ished walls waited... But after more than a week, there was still no sign of him.
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Lakki

Nabila Mehrab

Translation by Zahir Kawmi

Lakki came out of her house, stepped down from the cement porch, and began
to run towards the corner of the housing compound. She covered her mouth
and cried as she ran towards the desert acacia tree that had grown there. In her
mind, she saw her mother’s pain, her moans, and her sickly face.

It was about two o’clock in the afternoon, in the scorching heat of Turbat in
June, when birds die in flight. She was soaked in sweat as she ran towards the
shade of the tree, in a corner of her compound where people rarely went. When
Lakki got there, she started digging, with tears in her eyes. She lifted a box
out of the hole, cleaned it with the corner of her headscarf, and then opened it.
Inside was a diary and a pen.

Lakki and all her sisters shared a single room with only one wardrobe. She
couldn’t keep the diary and pen inside it because if she did, she would be
caught, and all her writings would be burned or torn up.

Her father always used to say that girls from good homes never make a bad
name for themselves. So the quieter they were, the better. Her father also never
liked writers. He said that writers had no honour, and so women from good
homes would never accompany men to literary events or get involved in po-
etry. However much Lakki tried, though, she couldn’t kill her desire and pas-
sion. And her passion was literature.

She had got herself a diary and would write all her feelings in it. She never
revealed to outsiders what was going on in her home, but she wrote everything
that she felt and saw in her diary and then went and buried it when no one would
see. Today’s events, too, had forced her to channel the full magnitude of her
pain and emotions onto the tip of her pen and spill it onto the pages of her diary.

Lakki had seven sisters and one brother. Because the house was small, Lakki
and two of her sisters always slept in their mother and father’s room. Most of

43



the time when she woke up during the night, she would see her father having
intercourse with her mother. She saw that her mother was suffering greatly —
that she was being hurt and abused and yet couldn’t say anything. This made
Lakki feel wildly distraught during the night and she would start to tremble.
She wanted to scream, but bit her scarf so that no one would know.

Lakki always wondered: Why does my mother suffer so much and yet, like an
animal, she never speaks up? Her mother’s suffering and animal-like submis-
sion consumed Lakki from within.

When her father was drinking, he would curse and slander Lakki’s mother in
front of everyone. Because of this, she had no honour at home. In fact, Lakki’s
mother-in-law and sisters-in-law tormented her to such an extent that there were
many times when she slaved away in the kitchen day and night while they rested
in the bedroom. Even as a newlywed, Lakki’s mother was harassed in this way.
Her sisters-in-law took back the gold their family had paid her as her bride-price.
Then, during her pregnancies, she was the one who sat by the dirt oven, baking
bread for them. Still, no one took pity on her. She couldn’t share her thoughts
with a sister, nor did she have a friend to whom she could confide her pain.

One time, Lakki’s father got so drunk he locked Lakki’s mother in the bath-
room all night.

Because he only had one son, he used to say, “I will get another wife, since I
only have one child.” As she wrote these words, Lakki’s tears spilled onto the
page of the diary. Lakki had seen all these things with her own eyes since she
was small. Day after day, they gnawed at her from within, and yet in her soci-
ety they were nothing new.

How many years had her mother been ill and no one had believed her or even
taken her to the doctor, because in their eyes it was the way of women to
complain and make themselves ill? Now her mother was bedridden but still
had to do the housework.

Today Lakki had taken courage and was writing down everything she had
seen. But as she wrote, tears fell into the diary. She always spoke up, yelled
and screamed, and condemned wrongdoing, and so she was not considered a
good child. Lakki’s family called her ignorant; they didn’t think she was good,
because their idea of a good child was one who was silent, who didn’t put up
a fight, and who did what the family said...

“Lakki! Unlucky Lakki!”

At the sound of her brother’s voice Lakki flinched and jumped up. She hur-
riedly closed the diary, placed it in its box, and buried it as fast as she could.
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The Tree

Hanol Nokap

Translation by Zahir Kawmi

I was the owner of a tender heart, but society treated me in such a way that I
took my tender heart and buried it in the ground, and every day I spilled my
tears there.

My tender heart grew and became a sapling. I nurtured that sapling with tears.
The sapling continued to grow and became a bushy tree. The shade of the tree
was very pleasant and cool. Sitting under the tree, it was as if my soul found
peace. All my laughing and crying, my conversations and social interactions
were with that tree. I felt that the tree understood me and my speech. [ wrote
my every thought on its branches. Every day I wrote down a hurt. The tree
gladly made my hurts its own and continued to grow. The tree was very affec-
tionate towards me, which is why I named it Affection.

The tree was dense and wide and spacious. Every morning, doves and pigeons
made sweet cooing sounds in the tree. The tree was the habitat of all kinds of
birds. Its interior was full of birds’ nests. I loved these birds like my own life.
The bees made honey in the tree. It was like a bazaar. I loved this tree so much
that I gave up all my other walks and recreations. It was my refuge from the
icy winds of winter and from the hot winds of summer. The tree was so ac-
customed to me that, from the way I saw it, you would think it was troubled
when it was without me. For this reason I never left the tree alone.

Time kept passing in this way. It seemed as if the time just fled, and day by
day the tree got taller.

More time passed. The tree grew very tall, so tall that its shade no longer

reached the ground. Its leaves drew away from me. As the tree grew tall, the
shade left, and I was at the mercy of the sun. I couldn’t reach the tree’s
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branches. The thoughts I’d written became very distant from me, and I
couldn’t write anything more on the branches. My winters became very cold,
and the summer winds scorched me. I couldn’t hear the cooing of the pigeons
and doves, even from afar.

Then, once again, I took my tender heart and buried it in the ground...
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The Hell of Hunger

Sammi Parwaz

Translation by Zahir Kawmi

I don’t know what the fires in hell are like, but today the hot wind was like a
sword that pierces the skin. It was hotter than the heat of a brick oven. In the
sky, the sun towered above the highest tree branches, setting fire to everything
with its taunting heat.

But beneath the hot wind and summer heat, Grandma Morti was guided by her
walking stick and held on to her orphaned granddaughter Kapot’s shoulder.
They were going to Aunt Sharan’s house. Grandma Morti’s hands were weak
and shaking, and her head was spinning like a millstone with hunger. Little
Kapot felt the same way, but both grandmother and grandchild continued to
drag themselves along. When they arrived at Aunt Sharan’s hut, they threw
themselves on the straw mat as if they were breathing their last breath. Sharan
was happy to see them and said to her youngest son’s boy: “My child, there’s
bread and a sardine in the basket. Go and give them to Grandma Morti to eat.
The poor one is destitute. God will reward us.”

“Okay, mother.” The boy took the basket and headed for the hut, but Sharan’s
daughter-in-law Solti snatched the basket, took the sardine and threw it to the
cat. The cat immediately grabbed the fish, pulled it aside and began eating.

“My auntie! Have you completely lost your mind? Every day we give this
blind woman and her granddaughter some food as charity. Her sight won’t be
restored, and she won’t be able to embroider any dresses for your children or
grandchildren. But if you give this cat a small piece of fish, she’ll keep your
house free of mice.” Solti gestured mockingly with her hands and spoke as if
she thought herself wise.
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“Hey there, how can I make you understand?”” Aunt Sharan shook her head,
and said with disappointment: “Should the grandmother just go hungry today?
How can you be so coldhearted?”

“There’s no need for all this grumbling,” Solti said angrily, picking up her
sewing basket and leaving the hut. Morti’s grandchild Kapot, brought the food
basket closer, looked at the dry bread miserably, but said nothing. Grandma
Morti felt around for the bread. She had already realized that there was only
hard bread and nothing to go with it, and she wondered how she’d be able to
swallow it.

For a moment a dark shadow spread across her expressionless face. Slowly
waves of emotion took shape on the ocean of her forehead. And she began to
drown in the waves. She heard a little girl being coddled by her mother. “No,
no, [ won’t eat this,” the child fussed. “I don’t like sardines. [’'m telling you to
give me bread and cheese curds. Give me bread and cheese curds! Are you
deaf?” the child demanded petulantly, shouting at her mother.

“Don’t cry my love, my everything! I’ll do anything for you, my dear Morti!
I’ll make you some cheese curds and bread right away. Meanwhile you should
eat this jujube fruit, okay?”

Meanwhile, Aunt Sharan watched as the grandmother and child dipped the

hard bread in warm water in a bowl and ate it. Grandma Morti’s tears were
falling like raindrops, and the water in the bowl turned salty from these tears.
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It rained

Shahina Shahin

Translation by Carina Jahani

At daybreak, as I opened my eyes, I saw the sky through the open door. I rose
and went outside. I looked up and, lo and behold, misty black clouds had taken
over the sky. I stood there, gazing at them. The vegetation all around was beau-
tiful, and the lovely voices of perching birds made the weather even better.

Today’s weather was different, it was so pleasant. I sat down on some stones
in front of the house. Oblivious to the world, I became enthralled with the
weather. Suddenly, a sound struck my ears. I turned around and saw Aunt
Zolayka sweeping and grumbling in front of her house. She caught my atten-
tion. I wondered what she was saying: Who is she berating?

“Look at Golatun’s daughter-in-law. Look at Naz Bibi’s children. They get up
in the morning and do all the household chores without being told. They put
their mother at ease. But how can I call you my children? You’ve wounded
my heart. God shouldn’t have given us any children if they were going to turn
out like this. When you see other people’s children, they capture your heart.
But when you look at your own children, your heart flees.”

Aunt Zolayka kept sweeping and grumbling in front of her house. But this is not
just today’s problem. This is her daily routine. After she gets up in the morning,
she sweeps the area in front of her house and grumbles again and again.

I tried to turn my attention back to the weather, but now [ was completely focused
on Auntie. I couldn’t help but wonder what her issue was. What was she always
grumbling about? Every day she gets up and scolds her children, grumbles and
curses them, saying, “look at so-and-so’s children, look at so-and-so’s daughters-
in-law.” I wonder what their children and daughters-in-law are like, and what
Zolayka’s are like. What is Zolayka’s problem? Is it just hers or is it every
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woman’s? Is it a real problem, or is there something she can’t let go of? Is she
envious, or does she have some grievance? In my pondering, I arrived at this
thought: Why can’t a woman endure another woman’s success? Are these issues
unique to our society, or are they typical of women in every nation?

More than anything else, women’s greatest problem is that they don’t have the
strength to progress. If they see another woman getting ahead, they can’t stand
it and try to hold her back. I believe there’s a race going on between the women
in our society. But in this race, none of the women are making any effort to
run faster or win. In this race, everyone is trying in some way to trip each other
up, so that others fall and they win. If everyone had simply tried to run faster,
then by now not a single woman would have fallen behind.

I was still deep in thought when my mother called out to me, “Come do your
house chores. What are you doing sitting there?”

“Yes, Mum! I’'m coming,” I replied, but my thoughts were still fixed on the
question. Nothing came to mind about what I should do. Or what I could do.

By all means, I had to figure this out. I stood up and headed towards Zolayka’s
house. When I arrived, I took the broom from her and left it on the ground. I
grabbed Auntie by the hand and led her into the shade of the neem tree, un-
rolled a straw mat and sat her down on it.

Auntie looked at me in astonishment, but before she could say anything, |
asked her, “Auntie! What do you want?” When I asked her this question, she
lost her ability to speak. Her eyes welled up with tears. She wanted to say so
much, but all that came out of her mouth was, “uhh, uhh...,” nothing else.

I laid my head on Auntie’s lap. She stroked my head with her hand. Tears
began to well up in my eyes as well. At that moment Auntie’s daughter-in-law
and daughter came out of the house with brooms in their hands and started to
give me angry looks. Aunt Zolayka’s daughter spat out, “So you’re the one
giving her ideas! You come to mother, fill her up with a bunch of ideas, and
then she yells and screams at us.”

“She certainly doesn’t have anything else to do,” Auntie’s daughter-in-law

screamed. “She’s not like other aunts. Night and day she wounds our hearts.
She doesn’t understand. Okay, so you’re the one who stirs her up against us!”
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They were both shouting and screaming, shaking their hands accusingly at me.
[ was stunned. I stood and looked at them both, then at Aunt Zolayka. I looked
at their house, and then towards my house, and finally at myself. Speechless,
I went on my way.

Now the rain began falling.
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I wish

Mahganj Taj

Translation by Sadaf Igbal Baloch

I was asleep when the notifications started going off. I was getting a lot of
messages. The noise woke me, and I reached for my phone. Rubbing my eyes,
I touched the screen to check the time; it was 3:45 a.m. I opened the messages
and saw that an unknown caller had sent me a whole lot of pictures along with
two voice messages. My internet was very slow, so the pictures and voice
messages took a long time to load. I didn’t go back to sleep, though. I waited,
wanting to see the pictures. Who could the sender be, and what kind of pictures
had they sent?

After a while, I opened the chat again. Before playing the voice messages, 1
tapped on the first picture. The moment I saw it, the phone slipped from my
hand and fell, breaking as it hit the ground. In the picture, I saw your naked
body, so unrecognizable that it was hard to tell whether your hands had fingers
or if your body even had hands and feet. Because my phone was broken, I
couldn’t listen to the messages. I didn’t know who the sender was, or what
your condition might be like in the other pictures. That blood-drenched, mu-
tilated body still lingers in my mind, and the memory of those moments con-
tinues to haunt me.

It pains me to imagine how sad, helpless, and utterly alone you must have felt
at that moment. Perhaps you called out for me, and [ wasn’t there. You always
used to say, “I want to die in your lap”, and I would get upset and tell you to
stop speaking nonsense, and that you should wish to live with me, by my side,
for as long as I lived. You laughed and replied, “Mahalo! Death isn’t a curse,
my love. Everyone will die. Just pray that I will have a peaceful death, that I
will rest my head on your lap and die there.” Those words of yours have al-
ways troubled me. But whenever you held me in your arms, [ would forget all
the restlessness, sorrow, and hardship in the world.
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I still remember that moonlit winter’s night when you took me in your arms
for the very first time and held me so close. But when I saw your last picture,
I wished you had taken me with you. I wish I hadn’t lived to witness that
moment. [ wish I had been with you in your final moments. I wish I had heard
your last breath. I wish we could have felt each other’s warm breath one last
time. [ wish I could have held you in my arms, just once more. Or...

I wish we had never met, never known each other, never felt so deeply for
each other, never thought about each other. I wish [ had never tasted the sweet-
ness of your lips, never drowned in the ocean of your eyes. I wish we had
never known the fragrance of each other’s breath. I wish I weren’t writing this
to you now. I wish you could read this. I wish you could feel me. I wish it
wasn’t you, | wish it wasn’t us...
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Silence

Hani Baloch

Translation by Zahir Kawmi

It was spring — the rainy season. For three days, dark, black clouds had covered
the sky and it had been raining non-stop. A crisp, cold wind was blowing, and
the leaves of the date palms in the orchard in front of the house were swaying
in the wind. There was also a big jujube tree at the entrance of the house.

Sammol’s mother, Dor Bibi, was cooking. Sammol called from the house:
“Mama, O mama! What are you making for lunch today?”

“Rice and mung beans... nothing else tastes good in the rain,” mother said.
Sammol’s brother was also sitting in the house, drinking black tea. “Sammol!
Rice and mung beans and sardines are very tasty.”

“You really are crazy about sardines! But in this rain and clouds, no one is
going to bring you sardines.”

The rain came down faster and the cold wind kept blowing. “My heart says,
‘Go outside — stand in the rain!” Such a pleasant wind is blowing! It reaches
into your heart,” Sammol said to herself.

Hasan said, “You really are a different person! When it rained before, you
didn’t go outside. You hid in a corner of the house. Today, when the wind is

so strong it could kill us, you say: “I will go outside.””

“That was the summer rain, it was filled with thunder. This kind of rain, with-
out thunder or lightning, is good.”

After a while, Sammol’s mother called out: “Children! Come eat lunch.”
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Mother came into the room with the lunch. Outside, the great, heavy rain was
roaring. It had been raining cats and dogs for five minutes, and it was keeping
everyone from going outside. As Sammol picked up a small ball of rice, her
brother said, “We heard that a big flood is coming from the Kech River.”

“Eat your food — the flood won’t sweep us away,” Sammol’s mother said.
After lunch, Sammol’s brother went into the next room, turned on the TV and
said, “The electricity is still out.”

“Those electricians see one tiny cloud in the sky and they shut off the electric-
ity,” Sammol replied. “It’s been raining for three days straight. No electricity
since last night, so we can forget about it for the next two weeks.”

“My child! Come and prepare the hookah, I’ll have a smoke. It’s hookah
weather today.” Sammol prepared the hookah and mother started to smoke.

“Sammol! Where have our poor goats gone? Now the rain will slow down.
There’s a bundle of hay in the shed — give it to the goats,” mother said.

Sammol went outside. She heard the sound of the goats and the shouting of
the children, and along with these sounds came another sound, like gushing
water. When she heard this sound, Sammol began to tremble with fear.

“Mama, mama! Can you hear the sound of a flood?”

“Yes, my child! It is the sound of streams. It’s coming from the stream behind
our house.” Sammol listened to her mother’s words and started walking to-
wards the shed. But the sound of the flood was still occupying her thoughts.

“Everyone was running towards the hill,” Mahgol said.

Sammol looked back and forth between the sky and the village and thought to
herself: “This water will come and take us all, and we won’t be able to do
anything about it.” The clouds were still dark and black like before, but now
it was raining lightly. If it rains even a little harder, then this water will defi-
nitely take us.

She lifted her eyes and looked toward the next village. She saw five or six men
running toward the fields. Their donkeys and cows were tied in the fields.
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Mahgol said, “The river water is white, like saline soil. It’s also getting louder.
May God have mercy.”

Terrified, Sammol felt her heart drop into the pit of her stomach.

“There’s Maryam, coming with her friends,” said Granaz, Mahgol’s youngest
sister. Everyone looked that way.

Maryam was an old and talkative woman. “Children! The water is visible,”
Maryam said.

“Yes, the water is visible, and it’s also getting louder. This water will sweep
us away,” Sammol replied.

“This water won’t sweep us away. You are so full of fear. Kids these days! In
my time, it once rained for forty days and the water didn’t take us. Now, it’s
rained for three days and you think the water will take us?”

“Auntie!” Maryam’s nephew Bibagr said, “you’re right. In the old days, it
could rain for forty days and the river wouldn’t sweep anyone away. But the
river had an open outlet. Now there’s a big dam there. The water from all the
rivers goes into the dam. What if the dam is full? Then the surplus water will
surely sweep away the villages.”

Sammol was astonished and thought to herself: “Was this dam built for our
benefit or to kill us?”

The people standing on the hill had fixed their eyes on the water in the Neheng
River. Everyone had the fear of death in their hearts. Everyone was sailing on
the ship of their own thoughts. Suddenly someone said, “The river is over-
flowing its banks; it’s covering the lower fields. The cows and donkeys are in
the water. The people in the field are also in the water.”

The people standing there began running, some for the fields and others for
their own homes. Sammol, too, started running toward her own house. After
a little while, where once was heard the mooing of cows, the braying of don-
keys, and the cries of people, there was only silence.

The rain kept falling. The dam was full of water. But the village behind the
dam was silent.
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As I Returned to my Homeland

Sadganj Baloch

Translation by Mahganj Taj

After five years of exile, I returned to my homeland. There was already a war
on when [ left the country. People were being abducted back then, too. The
decomposed bodies of Baloch sons were being found in the forests and on the
plains every single day. Everyone was afraid. Everyone feared that it would
be their turn at any moment. Life was really hard. Nobody could get a good
night’s sleep in their cozy beds at night. Whenever a light was flashing in the
village, all the men tried to run and hide in the date groves, riverbeds and
forests. Most of them were young. And so I left my village and went into exile.

Abroad, I lived in a free society. Nobody jumped into our houses and searched
every corner, nor were there any dead bodies to be found in the forests. There
was no fear in anyone’s heart. Everyone lived a good and happy life. But in
our Balochistan, the fire still burned and was roaring higher every day.

Reports arrived daily of something new that had happened. Sometimes a stu-
dent had gone missing from an educational institution, other times a doctor
from a hospital. Educated and uneducated, young and old, politically active
and inactive, some piece of news came every single day: The army raided this
or that village, two young men were abducted from this or that place, a dead body
was found by the side of the road leading to the main city.

Village after village is being burnt down. Young men like Hayat are being
killed and their corpses dumped on the roads. But it didn’t affect my life in
exile at all. That’s why I could never have imagined how hard these times
would be, how troubled life would be, if the police attacked houses and started
searching every corner, abducting people and making them disappear.

Who can imagine the pain in the heart of a missing person’s parents? I could
never imagine the torment that families of missing people have to endure. Some
stout-hearted fathers may be able to carry on with their lives even after their
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sons are abducted and turn up dead. But the mothers, who are waiting and wait-
ing for their sons to return, either go mad or die, unable to endure the pain.

Now that I was back in Balochistan, I realised what terrible suffering this
causes. | knew how a family would feel after someone went missing. Both
their sleep and their peace of mind were ataken away.

Having returned, I saw that the military had taken over the entire village.
Schools, private houses, mosques — no place was spared. The soldiers had set
up checkpoints everywhere. Everyone was consumed by fear. It made them
stay away from their brothers, relatives and friends.

Having returned, I saw that the two main graveyards in the town had grown;
there were more graves. I don’t know how many young men in their prime
were resting in peace there. And many sons of the land had not even been
fortunate enough to receive a burial. Even the grave flags were missing.

But after five years, | was very happy to have returned to my homeland. I felt
like I was floating with joy. It was as if the feet of my motherland were also
filled with happiness, and the sky had covered itself in a pleasant dress of clouds.

One day, it rained. As the raindrops fell on the bosom of the land, the fragrance
of the soil spread all around me. And I felt that this was the only thing about
home that hadn’t changed, as if the pleasant smell was even sweeter now.

After the rain stopped, I ran to see the water streaming down the hillsides.
Times past came untied like a knot. After the rain came a rainbow. The stream
overflowed, and all the townspeople went to see the water. This rain and rain-
bow, these rivers and rainwater, the crowd of people, the talking and laughter
were like sweet music to my ears and soothed my heart. The day after the rain,
some went to the mountains for picnics, others to bathe in a wadi, or in a pool
where rainwater had collected. Every moment was truly refreshing.

The war in Balochistan was still going on, but when it rained, the people forgot
their fears for a little while. The rain had made the village more beautiful.
Busy with all these thoughts, I didn’t even notice myself falling asleep.

I woke to a loud noise. A sound like great thunder. I saw that my mum was
holding a large tray and was wiping up the water that had poured into the
house through the cracks in the roof. “Go back to sleep,” she said, “these
sounds are a part of life now.”

The night was dark. The sound of bomb blasts increased, and in the distance
the barking of dogs could be heard.
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Akkh...

Andalib Gichki

Translation by Ryan Blakesley

“They call this place Bakraperhi,” my father said as he held out his hand to-
ward the large cow paddock. “They bring cows here from all over Sindh and
Balochistan, and then they take them to Iran and other regions to sell.”

The smell of cow dung almost took my breath away. A tall, skinny old man,
bent almost to the ground, was sweeping the hay and filth in the paddock. Rain
had soaked the land, and a foul smell filled the air.

Our car eased forward a bit. The road was crammed with traffic. It was as if
the cars were a large herd of cows heading out to pasture. In front of our car
was a truck with a cow and a calf in the back. The calf had laid its head on an
iron bar, its pitiful eyes bulging as it watched the cars and motorcycles lumber
along. Its mother looked around helplessly, as if she was trying to free herself
and her child, but saw no way out, because they were tied up.

By now we were a long way from Bakraperhi. The suffocating stench of petrol
had replaced the hazy smell of cattle. The black-lipped exhausts of the motor-
cycle rickshaws, charred from long use, spewed thick smoke; a pouring cloud
of steamy darkness. It felt as if the smell was suffocating me — I who was used
to having fresh air in my face, to breathing in the sweet fragrance of mimosa,
lemon, and neem flowers with every breeze, reviving my weary heart, refresh-
ing and soothing my soul.

My eyes were fixed on the little calf being taken to slaughter. My eyes were
drowning in its yellow eyes. I saw myself in the place of the calf...

I lay my head on the iron bar, remembering my past, my first day of life. My
mother licked me tenderly as I slipped on the ground. It had rained before I
was born, and the ground was soaked and muddy. The coming and going of
many cows had only made it muddier. My mother was cleaning a place for
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me. She used her hooves to remove the muddy straw that had been thrown on
the ground.

To the mooing of the cows, I saw a tall, skinny old man enter the paddock.
There was a strong wind, and raindrops hit my face with every gust. Cows
were jostling for the hay he held, and the old man slipped and fell face first.
“Allah!” he cried out as he fell.

Mother was licking and cleaning me and looking at the hay, now spilled on
the ground. The other cows trampled the old man as they went to eat the hay.
The old man struggled up, but his turban had fallen on the ground and was
covered in mud. He tried to pick it up, but one end of the turban was in his
hand and the other end was under a cow’s hoof. He pushed the cow, saying,
“Git... git... hyah... hyah!” But of course, the cow had no idea what he wanted.

The old man’s eyes drifted to me and he cried out: “Oh dear! The calf hasn’t
suckled yet.” It was true, | hadn’t taken any milk, because I was still struggling
to stand on my feet. When I heard the old man’s words, my hunger only
seemed to increase. He lifted me up with trembling hands. Since it was my
first time suckling and I didn’t know how, my head was bobbing around. But
bravo to the old man. He helped me. When I was full, I looked at him affec-
tionately. He stroked my head with his hand and said in a loving baby voice:
“You dlank some milk? Is your wittle tummy full?”

After I suckled, a warm wave of heartfelt love flowed from me to my mother,
and she seemed to love me even more. By now | was very upset with the
cows who had made a fool of the loving, old man and stomped his turban
into the mud.

From that day on, I saw this old man every day, coming and going to our
paddock and feeding the cows. The cows would always carelessly bump the
old man, hitting him with their horns, and I said in my heart, “Look at this
poor one, how kind he is to us, and yet we push and shove him around. In our
rush to get the hay, we have no concern for the old man. How selfish we are
and how selfless that poor old man is.”

“Momma! [ want to go for a walk outside the paddock.”

“No,” my mother said as she nuzzled my head. “How could you get out, and
where would you go?” I shook my head and neck, as if I was shooing a fly
from my nose.

“Momma! Let me! [ want to go on an outing, Momma!”
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“Go!” my mother said angrily, for I was being stubborn and insistent. “Go, if
you can break these heavy gates and get to the other side.”

I looked at the fence. Yes, it was firmly made of strong wood and thick rope.
I went up to it and squeezed my head through the narrow gap between the
planks, though my body was still inside the paddock. My mother began rub-
bing her head on my neck and said in a miserable voice: “My child! You are
still small. You may be able to get your little head out between the wooden
planks of the fence, but we....”

I lay down on the ground in the paddock and put my head on the ground. My
mother came and lay down beside me. We both gazed out of the paddock. 1
started to think about the old man. Why doesn’t he open the gate so we can
go out?

One day, after the old man had given us hay and fodder to eat, we were all
lying around ruminating when a large vehicle came and parked near the gate.
Five or six young men got out and entered our paddock. At the sound of their
laughter, all the cows rose to their feet. It was as if fear suddenly spread like a
cloud over them, and they all began to moo. My mother planted her feet firmly
on the ground. She even stopped ruminating and hid me behind her. This was
definitely something scary, I felt. I curled up behind her, watched secretly.

The old man led the way, holding out his hand and presenting the cows. Some
of the youths came forward, chained several cows by the neck, dragged them
out and loaded them onto a truck. Once they were gone, the old man closed
the paddock gate, wrapped his dirty turban around his head, and left.

“Momma! Where did they take those cows? Are they taking them on an out-
ing? And why were you all so afraid?”

“My child! You are still small and you don’t know anything; you don’t under-
stand. They’re not taking them on an outing. They’re taking them to kill them.”

“Really!? Momma! How do you know this?”” I asked, looking at her.

Her eyes welled up with tears and she said, nuzzling me: “Once, after they
took some cows, they brought one back. That cow told us the story of how
they were taken away on the truck, saying, ‘There was a big slaughterhouse.
Right in front of me, they put a lot of cows on the ground and slaughtered
them. When my turn came, one of them came and said, “Let this one go. The
doctor said this one is thin. We won’t take this one.”” And now, every time a
truck comes, we’re all terrified.”
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“Momma! Did they take that cow again?”
“No, my child! It got so scared that it died.”

Ever since that day, I’ve hated the old man, and whenever he comes near me,
I turn my face away.

Now this morning, the sun showed itself briefly, but clouds quickly hid it. In
the soft morning breeze, the smell of wet chaff mixed with morning fog in-
creased my hunger. Much time had passed since I stopped suckling my
mother, and now I too ate hay and chaff. But today the old man had still not
come and we had not been brought any hay or fodder to eat. In fact, whenever
clouds and rain come, or the weather is misty or overcast, we all get more
hungry. How many months old am I anyway? And who among us cows counts
months and years? I just felt that I was no longer that young, small calf.

“QGurt... rr... Gurr... rrr...” The sound of the truck startled all of us, and we
jumped up. The old man entered with four or five youths. The dirty turban was
on the old man’s head, and now even I understood what the turban’s real col-
our was. The old man showed the cows to a youth who seemed to be their
leader, and he kept touching each cow’s hindquarters and nodding yes or no.

My mother’s eyes went wide, and as she looked at them, they kept coming
closer. Then a fly started bothering the old man. It seemed that the old man’s
attention was on the fly, and he stepped into a fresh pile of dung. He slipped
and fell face first. His turban fell to the ground, and I said to myself, “May
you fall. May you drown. May you die before you do business with our lives.”

One of the youths was laughing and saying: “Uncle, you really fell!”

The old man was on all fours, and when he stood up his sunken eyes widened
as they fell on me and my mother. The wrinkles around his pale lips receded
as he smiled craftily.

“Heh heh heh...Look at these,” stretching his hand toward us: “This little calf.
Hmm, this cow has only given birth once. It’s young.”

My heart started beating hard, and I could hear my mother’s heart beating
as well.

“Yes, they are good,” said the youth without touching us. Then two or three
of them came and dragged us away.

My mother started to cry out: “Take me, but don’t take my child!”
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But my mother’s cry was only mooing to the old man. As the old man stroked
his thin beard, he said to the youth: “Also, tell the cattle owner to give me a
little extra for all I’ve done for him.”

In the truck we were both silent. Both of us stared, our eyes fixed on the road
as we thought of our deaths. Now I knew for sure that the old man had fed us
only to kill us.

“Momma! Why are we so helpless? They are going to kill us and we...”

My mother didn’t look at me but said, “My child! We are slaves to humans.
Slaves have no power over their own life and death.”

The smell of the blood from the slaughterhouse poured forth, filling the air
with a rusty odour. It was just like the smell of the iron bar on which my head
was lying. A stocky black-skinned boy was holding a big knife. Some others
knocked me over and held me down. Right in front of my mother’s eyes, they
laid me down to kill me. My mother was screaming. Angels dressed in white
stood ready to take our spirits into their hands. My mother’s cries filled the
angels’ eyes with tears, but her crying didn’t reach the humans’ ears, and they
didn’t see the angels or their tears either. You see, we are not the only ones
who are powerless because of the humans; even the angels of heaven are help-
less. The young man put the knife to my throat.

“Akkh...”

“What happened?” my father asked, as he turned around to look. I saw that
my hand was on my throat and my head was leaning against the door of the
taxi, and the smell of rust from the taxi’s door filled my nose.
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REVENGE
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The Slaps

Roksar Baloch

Translation by Carina Jahani

We were in second grade. One day our teacher, Mr Monir, said: “I’m going to
ask a question. If you know the answer, raise your hand. If you don’t know
the answer, but raise your hand anyway, you’ll get a slap! The question is:
“When we inhale, what gas goes into the blood?”

Four of the thirty children raised their hands: Morad Jan, Belar, Hammal, and me.
Mr Monir called on Belar first. Belar said: “Carbon dioxide.”

I wanted to laugh but didn’t, out of fear of the teacher. He asked Hammal, and
Hammal also answered: “Carbon dioxide.”

Then he turned to Morad Jan. Morad Jan stuttered and stammered:
“0...0X...0X...Xy...gen!”

Then it was my turn. I said: “Oxygen.”

“Roksar and Morad Jan,” said the teacher, “your answers were correct. Now,
come and give Belar and Hammal a slap each!”

Morad Jan immediately went and slapped them, because Belar and Hammal
were always bullying him for his stuttering.

I felt sorry for them. I said: “I’m not going to slap them.”
The teacher said: “If you don’t slap them, I’ll tell them to slap you.”

Then I stood up and also gave each of them a slap. The teacher said to Belar
and Hammal: “Go and sit down, but remember — oxygen!”

As he returned to his seat, Belar whispered: “Whether or not I remember the
oxygen, I’ll never forget the slaps.”
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Awful Stench

Sabeda Barkat

Translation by Carina Jahani

That night, it felt as though the sky had fallen on me. Resentment burned in
my heart towards my husband. I cried and blamed myself. Everything in the
house stung me, like a scorpion. Even my dress stung because he had touched
it. My heart was telling me I should set fire to the house with myself in it. But
at that moment, the child that had been growing in my womb for the past five
months kicked, and my thoughts wandered off in another direction. I began
slapping my belly with both hands, because the child it contained was also his
offspring. I was unleashing my anger on myself and on the child in my womb.

My heart was wearing out. My eyes were full of tears. I lay flat on the bed facing
the wall, and began thinking about how my husband is not the only man like
this. Our society is full of men like him. How do women spend their lives with
them and have children with them? How can they stand them? Surely they can-
not remain unaware of the truth for their entire lives! I wish I had died rather
than marry this man. It would have been better never to have married at all.

I heard the creak of the door. He opened it slowly, came to the bed, and lay
down behind me. [ was at the edge of the bed, leaving most of the space for him.

My anger towards him was growing. Like an awful stench, he was everywhere
in the house, making it hard for me even to breathe. My heart was telling me
to get up, grab him by the throat, choke him, and slap him in the face until no
one could bear to look at him.

It felt like the longest night ever. I didn’t know what time it was. I couldn’t

wait for morning to come so I could get away from that awful stench. My head
was about to explode with pain.
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Just like that, he fell asleep and began snoring loudly. His snoring made my
grudge against him stronger. I got out of bed and lay down on the floor. I felt
as if there was a fire in the house, burning me to ash.

I suddenly remembered the gold earrings I was wearing. I sat up and started
removing them. My heart was so broken that tears were pouring from my eyes.
I took off the earrings and hurled them aside. My heart urged me to take them
and pulverize them on a rock, but I was unforgiving and vengeful, like a mis-
treated camel. How would pulverizing the earrings end such a grudge?

The kicks were increasing. The baby was kicking me constantly now, as if it
was saying, “Hold me. Stroke me. Please cool down. I’'m upset.” But in my
heart, the baby’s kicks only increased my anger for its father. I wondered
where my motherly love had gone. The pain my husband had caused me was
more powerful than my love.

I was squeezing my head with both hands. My eyes were burning. I couldn’t
sleep. I remained like that until the imam gave the daybreak call to prayer. |
stood up, took my chador from the wardrobe, and put it on. It also seemed to
smell of his vile body. I had bought this chador with his money. I threw it back
in the wardrobe, searched for the wedding chador my sister had given me, and
put it on instead.

If I could, I would have pulled off my own skin and thrown it away, since it
had touched his body.

I took all the money out of the pocket of my dress and threw it into the centre
of the room. Barefoot, I left the house and started down the path to my home
village. I didn’t even want to put on my sandals, because it was he who had
bought them for me a few days before.

The village was far, but [ had such stamina inside me that [ wasn’t tired at all.
By mid-morning I had arrived.

The state I was in worried everyone. They offered me something to eat and
drink, but I didn’t feel like eating. So, I only drank two small sips of water.

I was doing all I could to hold back my tears. Once I had settled down, every-

one in the house gathered around — my mother, father, sisters, brother, and
sister-in-law. No one spoke, but their eyes were full of questions.
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In a trembling voice, my mother asked what had happened: “Where is your
husband?”

Unable to control myself I blurted out, “I left him! That despicable man!”

Instantly, my mother slapped me across the mouth. It was the first time in my
life she had ever slapped me. Through tears, I told them the whole story.

They were speechless. No one said a word. Regretfully, my mother took me
in her arms and hugged me. I was crying. She comforted and consoled me.
My brother said, “Don’t worry. We’ll get you a divorce from him.”

My burden became a little lighter, but the fire in my heart still burned. I
couldn’t stand the fact of my husband’s existence. Pictures were flashing be-
fore my eyes — of the young men in my village who had gone missing and who
had been martyred, and of their mothers. Nothing could calm me down. I
wanted to get up, go to the mosque loudspeaker, and announce to everyone
that my awful stench of a husband was a spy.
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I Also Deserve a Life

Rakhshanda Taj Baloch

Translation by Noroz Hayat

Mabhpali lay face down in her room. She pressed her face against the mat,
leaving marks on her cheeks. Surprised, she asked herself: “Is this all the re-
ward I get for my whole life? Is this the result of my love? Was I a stranger to
you for you to do this to me? You paralysed me. My love, my fidelity, my
sacrifices, my staying awake at night — what’s my reward for all this? Only a
divorce? Was our relationship so weak that it had to end with you pronouncing
the irrevocable divorce formula three times? How can I believe that you’ve
left me? How can I come to terms with you cutting yourself off from me? How
can I forget the years and months I spent with you? The sweet taste of the milk
you gave me to drink on my wedding night was still fresh in my mouth when
you made me take this bitter medicine. You never stopped praising the beauty
of my face, but now you have put a huge brand on it and disgraced me in front
of the community. How can I face you again? You know everything about me.
O God! What should I do?”

She sighed in desperation and, having grown tired of lying face down, rolled
over onto her back. Her face was red from all her crying and worrying. Her
eyes fell upon the wooden beams in the ceiling, where a beetle emerged from
one hole and crept into another. She thought to herself, “This beam is the bee-
tle’s home, but where is my home now? The beetle doesn’t leave this beam
even for a little while, but me, I have spent ten years, a lifetime, in this house.
How can I leave it? I have to go, but who will take care of my little children?
Oh, my anguish! My children have become fatherless. Oh, my anguish! [ am
shattered; I am lost. Will my children be dispersed? They have become or-
phans even though their father is still alive.

When she grew tired of lying down, she got up and sat in the corner, leaning
against the wall. A basket stood there, containing the new dress she was
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embroidering for the upcoming Eid festival. When her eyes fell upon it, she
took the material and held it to her chest. “Who should I wear this new dress
for?” she thought to herself. “My time is over. Yes, my life partner divorced
me as a reward for my ten years of love and companionship. Didn’t you feel
bad about it at all? Couldn’t my love restrain you? Couldn’t ten years of com-
panionship hold you back? How could you bring yourself to tell me to go?
How could you renounce your marriage to me and say that I am like a mother
or a sister to you.”

Outside, Golam Bejjar too was lying face down, holding his head in his hands.
He was astonished at what he had done. He thought he had never been so
senseless as to do such a stupid thing before, but this time it had happened.
Now it cannot be undone. “What can I do to become my old self?”” he won-
dered. “Who can I turn to for some advice?”” He considered different options
in his mind. “Still, nobody knows that I have done such a thing.” Suddenly he
realized that there was a way out. “If Mahpali accepts this option, my home
will definitely be spared, my children won’t be left homeless.” Golam Bejjar
felt that this new step that he was about to take was a huge punishment for
him, a terrible blow to his honour, but it was something he had to do.

The story of Mahpali and Shahbaht was no big secret. Since childhood, they
had loved each other beyond measure. They missed each other desperately if
they didn’t see each other even for a short while. Besides, they were cousins.
They were constantly together. When they went to study at the Mullah’s, when
they built toy houses, when they played with dolls — Shahbaht and Mahpali
were there with the other children.

Well, such was their childhood. Months and years passed. Mahpali became a
teenager, and Shahbaht too. He grew into a tall and handsome young man with
a well-formed nose and a dark complexion. He was so good-looking that even
the stars coveted him. And Mahpali was a fair-skinned young girl with a well-
shaped head and a beautiful face.

Childhood was now over and they were both in their youth. This was the time
of fire and gunpowder. Before the gunpowder ignited, Mahpali’s mother told
her about the demands of society, but it was too late. The seed of love had
grown into a tree. And Mahpali did not know when her desire would echo in
Shahbaht’s heart. The fire had been kindled on both sides, but the Balochi
code of honour had sealed their lips. Their desires were not all that innocent,
and disgrace lurked nearby, ready to catch them, and people would think a

78



hundred times before giving birth to a girl. In any case, they never disclosed
to each other the thoughts they harboured for each other in their hearts.

Shahbaht was Mahpali’s cousin. They visited each other’s families, but
Shahbaht and Mahpali never crossed the line. Shahbaht was certain that his
uncle would take him as his son-in-law, but he was unaware that fate has
snatched many a groom from the marriage ceremony and many a bride from
the wedding-night tent.

They say that when fate is against you, a dog will bite you even if you are
sitting on the back of a camel. Yes, the dog caught Shahbaht on the camel, and
fate played its trick. Hearts were crushed. And nobody even raised an eye-
brow. Nobody realized anything. Mahpali surrendered in front of her relatives.
Shahbaht, too, calmed his heart. In his mind he wanted to put up a fight, but
in practice he did not know how to play the honour game. He respected his
uncle’s and his cousin Mahpali’s honour above all else. The traditions and
customs of the time took their toll on them.

Times were changing little by little, and people were trying not to fall behind.
So everyone claimed to be a chief, a mir, in their village. Whoever had a lot
of cultivable land was a mir, and the number of mirs was increasing.

Mahpali’s father, Mir Dadellah, was a somewhat sensible man, but Mahpali’s
two brothers, Mir Mehlab and Mir Pordel, strutted about like peacocks. Some-
times they fought with others over irrigation water, sometimes over a piece of
land. Mir Dadellah was worried and tried to make his sons understand that
they had to stop fighting, that fighting never ends well. But the sons would
reply: “What do you think? Should we be cowards and hide at home? Should
we take up embroidery and sit in a corner like women? No, that would violate
our honour. If someone does something to us, we’ll give them a taste of their
own medicine. We won’t even spare their babies. Then they’ll know who
they’re messing with. If they think they’re brave, they should face real men.”

Dadellah fell silent. He knew his sons were young and foolish, that they were
hot-tempered. He thought that, as time passed, they would learn, but fate was
standing at a distance, laughing.

The very next day Mehlab started an argument with Mir Bahot’s youngest son,

Mir Lallah, about irrigation water. The quarrel got out of hand. Lallah had his
slave Shaban with him, but Mehlab was alone. What’s more, he was unarmed.
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Lallah and Shaban gave Mehlab a proper thrashing and worked him over
good. Blood poured from him as he made his way back to his field, to Pordel.
He said to his brother, “Hey, Lallah and his slave beat me up.” Pordel could
see that Mehlab was covered in blood and found out that, of all things, his
brother had been beaten by a slave. What’s become of our honour? Pordel
took his shotgun and set out for Mir Bahot’s field together with Mehlab. When
they arrived, Lallah was nowhere to be seen. So they went to the irrigation
channel. Lallah and Shaban were coming from the direction of the well. Close
to the village graveyard, without asking any questions, Pordel fired his shot-
gun. Lallah was hit. His chest was torn open, and his intestines came out. Sha-
ban ran away. Pordel chased him, but he couldn’t catch him. Mehlab and Por-
del then left for the mountains to hide out.

The news that Mir Dadellah’s sons had killed Mir Bahot’s son spread like
wildfire, turning the village upside down. Mir Bahot collapsed, but his broth-
ers, relatives and friends swore an oath to take revenge before the first three
days of mourning had passed. “If Mehlab and Pordel can’t be found, we’ll
take revenge on whoever we can lay our hands on.”

Dadellah was terrified. He didn’t know what to do, and he couldn’t hide at
home day and night either. He took his brother Shadollah with him and went
to see a spiritual authority, a shay. He requested the help of the shays. For two
days and two nights, he begged Shay Kambar Jan to mediate. In the end Shay
Kambar Jan sent someone to Mir Bahot with the message that Shay wants to
visit him at his home together with some others, but Mir Bahot refused the
request. So Shay Kambar Jan sent a final messenger to announce that Shay
and his people were coming over to Mir Bahot’s place for dinner that evening.
Mir Bahot understood perfectly well what message Shay wanted to convey,
but he could not refuse. Goats were slaughtered and preparations were made
at Mir Bahot’s house, and then Shay arrived with five land cruisers full of
people. Mehlab and Pordel also came along. When Mir Bahot’s people saw
them, they could hardly restrain themselves, but they had no choice, because
of Shay Kambar Jan.

They all sat down in the guest room. The two adversaries sat face to face.
“Dear Mir Bahot,” Shay Kambar Jan said, “we have come with an important
appeal. Mir, we are hurting over the death of your son, but Mehlab and Pordel
are young and reckless. They made a mistake. We who are older must forgive
these children for their mistake. God will reward you. Your son is a martyr,
for sure. He will not come back. But God has given you other sons; someone
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will be there to bury you. If you want land, if you want a girl for one of your
sons, if you want money, just let us know. Mir Dadellah will compensate you.
But Mir Bahot, you should know, we will not leave empty-handed.”

Mir Bahot replied, “Sir, of course I will do whatever you say, but am I raising
children and making them good people just so that Dadellah and his sons can
kill and dump them? No, sir! An eye for an eye. He has cut down a young tree
of mine that hadn’t yet borne any fruit. [ will cut down the same kind of tree
of Dadellah’s as well.

“If you won’t forgive them, what will you do?”” Shay asked.

“I will take revenge for my son,” replied Mir Bahot. “A man will take his
revenge, even if he has to wait for ages.”

“Look, dear Bahot, people make mistakes, but forgive them for my sake. If
you take revenge, then they will take revenge again. Both of you are powerful
enough to do it. This way your whole lineage will come to an end. Do me this
favour, please.”

The discussion went on until midnight. At last, Mir Bahot announced his de-
cision: “Dadellah should give us one of his daughters to marry one of my sons.
That is my final word. If Dadellah can agree to this, then he should accept my
offer; if not, then I’1l go for revenge.” Mir Dadellah’s face turned ashen. “Well
Mir, what now?” Shay Kambar Jan asked Mir Dadellah. “Our friend Bahot
has announced his decision. What do you say?”

Mir Dadellah could not get a word out, but Pordel spoke up: “No, we won’t
do this. If Mir Bahot wants a feud, then he’ll have one. We’re no cowards.”

Dadellah began scolding Pordel. “Shut up! You got us into this mess, and I’'m
not prepared to let my clan be killed. Keep your bragging to yourself.”

Mir Dadellah took counsel with his people and accepted the offer.

Mir Dadellah went home with his two children. Startled to see her two sons
there, Dadellah’s wife asked: “What happened?”

Dadellah answered, “It went well,” and went into his room.

His wife followed him and asked, “So it went well, but how?”
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“They wanted a girl in marriage and we couldn’t refuse,” Dadellah said.

His wife erupted in fury. “You think our daughter should go live with our
enemy?” she asked.

“Well, your two bright sparks made this terrible mistake, so someone obvi-
ously has to pay the price,” Dadellah roared back.

“But I won’t give them my daughter,” she pleaded.

“Well, then give them your sons,” Dadellah replied. “Let them cut off their
heads and dump their bodies in the sewer. It won’t take long. Hayri, my dear
wife, it was your sons who started all this.”

Hayri wept and sobbed, but she also knew that there was no other way out.

So what happened? Do you know who was sacrificed? It was Mahpali... Yes,
Mabhpeali. This chain was tied to Mahpali’s neck. No one even bothered to ask
her if she agreed. She was sacrificed for the sake of her brothers.

There were no singing friends, no wedding guests, no ceremonies — nothing.
They took her from the kitchen and washed her hair with fine clay and jujube
leaves. They plaited it using sweet-scented ispaghula and nutmeg, and applied
henna to her hands. Her mother sat by her side while her hair was being
plaited. Mahpali looked at her mother like an abandoned child. Her mother
couldn’t bear to look at her and turned her face away. Again, Hayri looked at
Mahpali and saw that she still had her eyes fixed on her mother. Hayri came
closer to Mahpali and said, “Maho, my child, it is your wedding day.”

Having said this, she got up and walked away. “Wedding?”” Mahpali was aston-
ished. “Is this what a wedding looks like? But with whom is this my wedding?”’
One of the women in the crowd said, “It’s good that they came to an agreement
and became relatives. Otherwise, who knows what might have happened?”

Another woman replied, “What would have happened? There would have
been revenge. A life for a life, an eye for an eye.”

It wasn’t until now that Mahpali realized she had been given in marriage as
compensation for the murder. “I’m going to live with my enemies, but how
am I at fault?” The image of Shahbaht swept over her heart again and again,
but she controlled herself.
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They adorned her until the afternoon, making her ready for the wedding. At
sunset the groom and his people arrived. Three men entered the room where
the bride was waiting. Mahpali sat there with her head down and her eyes
closed. One of the men asked, “Who is the guardian of your marriage? Who
is the guardian of your marriage? Who is the guardian of your marriage?”

The woman sitting next to the bride replied, “The guardian of the marriage is
Mr Shay Kambar Jan.”

Then the man asked his companions, “Sirs, did you hear that?”
“Yes, we heard it.”
Another one said, “Yes, we heard it.”

So now Mahpali was getting married. She raised her head and noticed some-
thing. “This voice? This voice? How could I forget this voice? It’s Shahbaht,
but has he come to see me?”” She peeked out from behind her veil. Someone was
putting on his flip flops by the door. Oh fate! It was Shahbabht, yes, it was Shaho.

Mabhpali was lost in thought when gunshots were fired to celebrate the wed-
ding. A moment later, someone came and sat down to her left. Congratulations
were given all around. The heads of the bride and groom were brought to-
gether symbolically. Mahpali still didn’t know who her husband was. All the
women left the room. She guessed that it was Golam Bejjar.

Mahpali didn’t see Shahbaht again after this. She longed to see him very
much, but she controlled herself. She knew that she was now an instrument of
mediation between the two clans.

On the day after the wedding — the day of congratulations — the groom’s family
took Mahpali with them. As she left, her father stroked her hair to bless her
and tried to draw her head to his chest, but she backed away. She didn’t look
at anyone. She just got in the car.

Months and years passed. Mahpali became the mother of five children, yet she

never once returned to her parents’ home. Her parents and brothers came to
visit her, but she didn’t make peace with her family.
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She met with various kinds of problems, but she had promised herself never
to complain. She had grown tired of all the constant admonitions and taunts.
However, her husband, Golam Bejjar, was kind to her.

Even he got tired of all the yelling and shouting. One day, he took his wife
and children and moved to a separate house. Mahpali was also relieved. She
thought that all her troubles were over. But fate hadn’t finished testing her yet.
According to those who know, fate is written in the lines of the palm. Now, if
Mabhpali had known that her fate was written in the lines of her palms, she
would have chopped off both her hands. But nobody knows what the future
holds, as people say. Once again, fate played a trick on Mahpali. As the prov-
erb says: “Alone she mourns, whom fate scorns.”

Golam Bejjar was losing a lot of money in his agricultural business. He was
in debt as well and was very worried. One night he had had a bit too much to
drink. He stumbled home at midnight. Mahpali served him dinner, and he ate.
She sat in front of him. He looked at her, then suddenly he threw the full water
jug in her face. Mahpali jumped up.

Golam Bejjar also stood up. Without a word, he grabbed Mahpali’s two braids
and dragged her around the room, beating her. Mahpali just kept asking:
“What have I done wrong? I haven’t done anything!” Golam Bejjar emptied
his anger and frustration on her. He told her not to scream. “I’ll divorce you,”
he said. “If I kill you, nobody will give a damn. You’ll just be a carcass and
the ravens will tear your flesh apart.”

Golam Bejjar kept cursing her, but Mahpali didn’t say a word. Her silence
only made him more furious. He wanted her to shout back, but she remained
silent. Golam Bejjar screamed, “I don’t want you! I don’t need...”

He was so drunk he couldn’t speak properly. He was drooling from so much
shouting and snorted like a rutting bull. “Get lost, I won’t have you! Go wher-
ever you want,” he said.

He took Mahpali by the hand and kicked her right out of the house. “I’m telling
you, get out of my house! Don’t you understand Balochi?”

“Bejjar, don’t do this, my children will suffer. You’re not thinking straight
now,” Mahpali said, crying.
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Golam Bejjar slapped her and said, “What? So you think I’'m crazy? Y ou mean
Bejjar is crazy and you will take another husband? So you’ve found someone
else for yourself? Is that what you’re up to? While I’'m at work you’re seeing
someone else, is that right?”

Mabhpali was shattered. “No, Bejjar, no! Beat me if you must, but don’t accuse
me of that.”

Golam Bejjar seemed to have completely lost his mind. “I divorce you,” he
shouted, “you are not my wife! Go! I divorce you, divorce you, divorce you!
Go! You are not my wife! Go! You are not my wife!”

He stumbled, fell and lost consciousness. Mahpali froze where she stood. She
could not believe what she had heard. She knew that fate had betrayed her
again and again. But like this? This was huge.

Mabhpali spent the rest of the night in silence. When the sun rose, it brought
the news of her devastation. The new day announced her destruction. She lay
face down on the floor. When Golam Bejjar came to his senses, he recalled
what had happened the night before. He began hitting his head, asking himself
what on earth he’d done. He had indeed done it. And what is done is done.

“There is a way out, though” he thought. “If Mahpali is willing, that is. If she
agrees, my family will be saved from breaking up, and my children will not
be dispersed.” He entered the room, ashamed. Mahpali was sitting in the cor-
ner now, exhausted from crying and vomiting. Her face was very red.

Golam Bejjar sat some distance away with his head lowered. He didn’t know
how best to express himself — how to kill the snake without breaking the rod.
“Look,” he said, “people make mistakes; nobody’s perfect. I made a mistake
too. I’'m aware of my fault. I did something terrible — but I was drunk.”

Mabhpali didn’t say a word, but she thought to herself, “Was my father drunk
too? And my brothers, were they drunk? And my uncle and cousins, were they
drunk as well? Was my whole clan drunk when they tied me up in your stable,
like a goat or a cow?” So many questions were rising up in her heart, but she
stayed silent, because she knew that things had gone too far. What had hap-
pened could not be undone. She was thinking about her next step, what her
next move should be. What should she do?
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Her brain wasn’t working. Golam Bejjar came a bit closer, put his hand on her
shoulder and said, “Look, nobody knows anything yet about what has hap-
pened in our home. And nobody ever needs to know. If you’re OK with it,
we’ll find you a temporary husband and do a halalah. Then we can remarry.”

Mabhpali shoved Golam Bejjar’s hand away with full force and he jumped up.

What on earth was he saying? Mahpali wasn’t even listening to him. Her head
was pounding and her ears were ringing. Now she had stood up too and was
glaring at Golam Bejjar.

For the first time in his life he was afraid of Mahpali. “Enough is enough, Mir
Golam Bejjar! It’s enough now.” She enunciated her words clearly, one after
another. “You have done your part. Now it is my turn. Golam Bejjar! This
time you are not going to win. You’re looking for an orange in an apple or-
chard, Bejjar! You’re talking rubbish. You can’t get out of this now. Your bow
is broken and your dagger is blunt.”

Mabhpali continued, shouting: “Why? Why me? Why should I be punished for
mistakes [ never made? Why me? How many men am I supposed to allow to
sleep with me? How many more times will I have to be divorced, Golam
Bejjar? How many times will [ have to agree to a halalah? You committed the
wrongdoing, so why should I be punished?”

“But our children will be orphans, Mahpali,” Golam Bejjar beseeched her.
“Even motherless children grow up,” she replied.

“But Mahpali! It’s children who lose their mothers that are orphans, not those
who lose their fathers.”

“Orphans don’t die from becoming orphans,” she answered. But her heart was
aching for her children.

“I was drunk,” Golam Bejjar repeated. “Mahpali!”

She said to herself, “How drunk are you if you can still tell the difference
between your mother’s bed and your wife’s? People only divorce their wives.”
She was speaking in a calmer tone now, but a storm was raging inside her.
Then she said, “Mir! You cut your tie with me. I don’t want anything else from
you. If you give me the children, I’ll take them with me. If not, I’1l go alone.”
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Golam Bejjar knew that the situation was beyond his control. Now Mahpali
was acting like a true mir. “Take the children with you,” he said.

“Fine,” Mahpali replied.

She took only her clothes and the children. She only glanced back at the house
once. Her heart trembled, but she showed no signs of weakness. She walked
out of the house, stood outside for a while recalling her past, and then walked
off towards her parents’ village.

Again Mahpali returned to the village where she had once been sacrificed.
However, now she was not coming back to be a victim; she was coming to be
saved from being a sacrificial lamb. “People will have so many questions in
their hearts,” she thought. “My community will ask me many things. Maybe
my children will ask me questions too, but I am not obliged to answer any-
one’s questions. I am my own master now — I alone, Mahpali. Not Dadellah
or Shadollah, not Pordel or Mehlab. Others have controlled my life, but now
I am in charge. Now my true life begins.”

She walked without turning back even a single time. The farther she went, the
closer she got to herself. She sat under a tree to rest for a while. Leaning
against it, she closed her eyes. As the sun set, sparrows and doves flew to their
nests, and the leaves of the ghaff trees were closing. A peaceful silence filled
the universe. Mahpali also felt peaceful and calm, because today she had en-
tered her own world, her new life — only Mahpali and her own life. Her eyelids
narrowed, heavy with sleep. Sleep stood politely waiting for her. A cool
breeze blew. The trees shook their locks of hair charmingly. The breeze blew
elegantly. Mahpali’s eyes were half closed, and she was gradually coming to
understand the pleasure of peace and calm. Then her eyes closed.
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Pushing Through Life

Gohar Malik

Translation by Sadaf Igbal Baloch

The child placed a small photo album in her hands and said, “Aunty, these are
the photos from Lal’s wedding.”

“Are there any pictures of me?” she asked.

“Yes, Auntie,” the child replied. “There are beautiful pictures of you, espe-
cially the picture of you alone.” Then the child left.

Softly and pleasantly, she began reciting her favourite poem while looking at
the pictures.

I am that fig tree with broad leaves,
Grown high between the mountain peaks.
No storm could bend my head,

Nor monsoon rains drench my trunk.

Suddenly, a sharp pain shot through her fingers. She put away the album and
started rubbing them. She stood up, took a glass, and filled it with water from the
cooler. Then she unzipped her pouch, took out two Disprin tablets, and dropped
them in the glass. Only yesterday, she had been at the hospital to get treatment
for her hands, and the doctor had advised her to dissolve two tablets in water and
drink it whenever the pain starts. There is no other treatment for this pain. With
old age, many people’s joints and nerves weaken and begin to ache.”

She drank the water in one gulp and began rubbing her fingers again. “Have I

grown old so quickly that my joints and nerves have failed me?” she thought
to herself. “That’s the story the doctor makes up. But I believe it’s the evil
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eye, because everyone used to say, ‘Nazork doesn’t have ten fingers, she has
ten lamps.””

She looked at her hands. Her long, slender fingers, once delicate as a new-
born’s, were now swollen at the joints and aching badly. The veins were blue
and elevated like rivers on a map. It was as if they had popped out and were
floating on top of the skin.

There was no kind of work that these hands had not done. Mosom, Dartu,
Tanab, Bakkali, Pariwar, Jalar, Kappok, Nal, Tametakay Nal, Chandanay
Haray Mosom — there was not a single Balochi embroidery design she had not
mastered. And the carpets she wove were so intricate that people marvelled at
them. She had even embroidered the drapes for the bedding storage shelf. Peo-
ple often wondered how such delicate hands could create designs on those
rough, carpet-like sheets.

Many girls in the village could weave, but none like her. With light shoulders
and effortless movements, she would swing the switch so that the wool rose
like patches of white clouds. From it, she spun such fine thread that it seemed
more like silk than wool. The blankets she made were so heavy that nobody
could carry them. Each month, she tanned one or two goat or sheep skins for
storing water and other liquids.

When winter arrived, she would begin preparing for the summer ahead by
tanning animal skins in which to churn milk when spring returned. Big metal
pots were heated to make clarified butter. Her mother would sometimes get
angry and say, “Hey there, don’t you take care of yourself at all? Look at your
face, covered with dark patches from the steam of all this cooking. Look at the
other girls. They spend their whole days washing and caring for their skin. It’s
only you who doesn’t care about your body or your beauty.”

Her friends would tease her: “Oh my God, you’re really crazy! God bestows

His gifts upon those who don’t value them. If we had worked this much, our
bodies would have fallen apart, but you’re as fresh as newly drawn milk.”
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She would laugh and reply, “I’'m only fulfilling the predictions in the lullabies
my mother used to sing to me:

Naz Jan will be asked by her friends

To teach them embroidery so they master it,

To gain knowledge and embrace religious teachings,
To craft carpets and rugs,

To weave straw mats,

And to play boardgames.

“It wasn’t only your mother who sang for her daughter,” the girls would say.
“Our mothers sang similar praises for us t0o.”

“Then who is holding you back?” Nazork would answer. She worked and
worked, not only for herself and her own family, but also for all her friends
and neighbours.

As wise people have rightly said, to secure her livelihood, a woman needs
fortune more than intelligence and beauty. There is a proverb that goes: “The
pig may have a snout and head, but fortune fills its trough with bread.” This
proverb suited her well. Since childhood, she had been betrothed to her cousin
Bangol, and Bangol’s sister had been betrothed to her brother — an exchange
marriage. Her uncle had one son and one daughter. But Nazork was the only
sister among three brothers. One of her brothers married Bangol’s sister. At
the time, Bangol was studying in Karachi and had told his family not to trouble
him about marriage until he had completed his education. Nazork’s brother
already had two children, and after much begging, Bangol’s parents and sister
finally secured his consent to marry. Before taking her leave on the wedding
night, Bangol’s aunt, his father’s sister, placed the groom’s hands into the
bride’s, offered them blessings for the beginning of their new life, and wished
them happiness, harmony, and prosperity.

Bangol stood up and locked the door. He took the white scarf from beneath
the bridal shawl, spread it out, and performed a ritual prayer upon it. Then he
came and sat down beside her and said, “Listen, Nazork,” he said. “I’m no
liar, and I’ve never liked liars. Ever since childhood, I never imagined you as
my wife, and now times have progressed. Now it’s the age of knowledge and
studies, a time when competence and capability define a person’s worth. I
have studied and obtained higher education. I will be a high-ranking official
in the near future. You, too, have studied, but nowadays no one who has stud-
ied the Qur’an and some Persian literature like Panj Kitab, Gulistan and
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Bustan, which are part of your studies, is regarded as educated. In my world,
weaving carpets and mastering embroidery are not seen as qualifications. No-
body even cares about beauty. Marrying within the family for generations
makes the children retarded; they will be stupid idiots. I don’t want my chil-
dren to be mentally and physically disabled like Dorr Mahmad’s are. That is
why I have already married a classmate of mine in Karachi, who is a Muhajir
from India. My parents don’t know yet, but I’ll tell them soon. Until then, I
hope you will not speak of this to them. And do not place your hopes in me.
You are not the partner I need; it is my parents who need you. I accepted this
marriage for their sake, and also as an exchange marriage for my sister, whom
I love deeply, so that her marriage will remain secure.”

A bitter taste spread through her mouth and up to the back of her palate, as if
she had been drinking gall. She bit her red, dry lips as her eyes welled with tears.

Soon the parents, the families and relatives all learned about Bangol’s earlier
marriage. But what could they do? After all, he had married a woman, not
committed a sin. If only Bangol were involved, Nazork would have ended the
story quickly, but her father and brothers would be unable to bear the shame
that a separation would bring upon the family. Nor was she satisfied in her
own heart with this solution. She would have felt that a girl is not a red table-
cloth to be spread out before a different man every day. For me, Bangol’s
name and my uncle’s love and care are enough. Fate is written in heaven, and
I accept my fate.

Days and months turned into years. Only those who live with constant pain
know its true weight. Four years had passed since her kind uncle had passed
away. Nazork’s mother-in-law had moved in with her son, Bangol. He and his
wife were both senior officials. Their work took them from city to city, so the
house and their children needed a caretaker. It was hard to find honest servants
these days. Earlier, Bangol’s mother had lived in the village for her husband’s
sake, but now her son would not leave her there. So for the sake of Bangol’s
needs — well, as the proverb goes, old people are good at two things: cooking
and taking care of the home. Thank God, they never asked her to cook, but
she was happy to look after her son’s house.

Nazork was now the sole caretaker of her uncle’s village home. No one could
force her to leave. She lived partly on the support of her father and brothers,
and partly on the earnings of her own hands. Pieces of embroidery that peo-
ple had made for only fifteen rupees twenty years earlier now earned three
to four thousand.
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Again, she looked at her fingers. It seemed to her that the colour of the tur-
quoise gemstone on her ring finger was fading. “How come?”” She shook her
head, as if trying to drive away a memory, then shifted her attention back to
the photographs. Her gaze fell upon the picture of herself alone, and she was
drawn into deep thought.

She stood up, took the keys that hung on the wall, and opened her large clothes
chest. One by one, she pulled out her dresses, counting them “one, two, three,
four, five, six...” She had some twenty dresses. “When will 1 ever wear
these?” What should I do with them all? What use are they to me now?” She
tossed them all onto the bed and pulled out an old photo album from the bot-
tom of the chest. Again, she began counting on her fingers. “Thirty. Oh dear,
is this album thirty years old? How quickly the days and years pass.”

The small photographs, taken by old cameras, were hard to make out. She
could only guess who the people were. She wished modern cameras had ex-
isted back then. Yet among the pictures was one of her together with a friend.
They had taken it secretly at a photographer’s on Jinnah Road. She took the
photo out of the album and placed it beside her recent one. “Which one of
these two is me? The one like a fresh apple from Kalat, or the one whose face
looks like a squeezed mango?” Everything in them is different: the eyes, the
mouth, the nose, the teeth. Even I can’t recognize myself.” She burst into
laughter at the absurdity of the contrast and laughed until tears welled up.

In the middle of all this, the pictures slipped from her hand. She stopped laugh-
ing and began rubbing her fingers again.
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Soft Hands at the End of Life

Mehlab Nasir

Translation by Waleed Lal

As the vehicle approached my hometown, I longed for every alley, street,
house, place, farm, mosque, and person. It had been five years since I last saw
Kech, and I still didn’t want to come, but now I was forced to by my mother.
She had cried and insisted and asked me repeatedly. But the real reason I came
was to see the carcass of my town, the town where I had spent my childhood.
My mother always told me that the flood had destroyed everything; nothing
remained, no houses, farms, or gardens. No matter what [ had heard, I couldn’t
picture everything being gone, because that’s where I had spent my childhood.
To me, those walls, huts, sheds, and homes just had to still be the same. “Those
neem trees that were on the grounds of the house, the palm trees along the
canals, the cement water tank, the cement pillars of the gates — whatever the
flood couldn’t destroy — you can see them and remember there was a town
here,” Akmal had told me.

I was trying to picture all this in my mind, riding on a bumpy road with my
cousin. I missed my childhood games, school, strolling in farmlands, bathing
in Sari Pull, Karim Baksh’s shop, the river behind the school, Ali Baba’s pop-
sicles — everything. Now, my mother, my sister Goli, my father, and more than
anything, my uncle and Bibi came to mind.

Uncle was my father’s relative, and Bibi was my mother’s aunt. They were
childless and had two rooms, a hut, and a shed inside our complex.

I loved Bibi only at dusk. While Uncle held the rope of the calf and the don-
key, bringing them in, cursing and berating them, Bibi had already placed the
sickle against the pillar. If Bibi was a little late, dinner would be dreadful.
The minute Bibi made the tea, Goli and I ran to take our portions. Our por-
tions were always there.
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Other times, Bibi wore both us siblings out with her chores. I knew how to avoid
the chores, but Goli always did the work, ceaselessly going here and there.

Bibi had the bad habit of never giving all the instructions at once. “Take this
bowl and fill it with water from that tank, dear.” When that was done, and
before you had even reached the hut, she would take the bowl. “Wash the
kettle.” That was done quickly. “Go and get an onion; it’s on the shed.” After
you got the onion, “Clean this mat for rolling out the dough, dear. The dough
is very old now.” It was as if Bibi had decided not to let Goli rest. Later, Goli
would be too tired to enjoy the tea, but Bibi’s work was endless.

If we sometimes couldn’t go, Uncle missed us. He called us from his hut:
“Blackie! O, Talo! Come quickly. Your Bibi is finishing all the tea.” Then he
laughed. I hated these names Uncle called us by.

“Am I so black, that you call me Blackie? If my friends hear it, what will be
left of me, Uncle? And what is this Talo? I’'m studying in the 10th class now;
I’'m not a kid.”

Uncle always taunted everyone, from my teacher to my classmates, and then
laughed.

I never liked shaking hands with Uncle, either. It felt like he had been making
dough, and there was still flour on his hands that he never washed off. It was
as if his hands had been cut and sewn back up. I felt uncomfortable shaking
hands with him, but whenever he put his hand out, I had to shake it. [ was also
upset with Bibi because I wondered why she didn’t give him some Vaseline
to put on his hands and make them softer.

When I sat with Uncle for tea, he would talk nonstop like a radio. He shared
stories about his farm, his land, weirs, vegetables, palms, dwarf palms, wheat,
fava beans, watermelons, trailing plants, cantaloupes, seepweed, saltbush, salt-
wort, everything. If as much as a single extra sweet clover grew in Uncle’s al-
falfa, he would talk about it too. These farmlands, palms, lemons, and tropical
almonds meant the world to him. They were like his children and grandchildren.

Sometimes I’d ask him, “Uncle! Why is your back not straight?”

He’d reply: “My children and grandchildren are on my shoulders, my son!”
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I thought maybe Uncle had another wife and set of children, but later I under-
stood he was calling those mangoes and bananas his children. Bibi also some-
times teased him when he came back empty-handed from the fields. “Didn’t
my rival wife send anything today?”’

“You rascal! Your rival wife would send a piece of poison, and I would be-
come a widower,” Uncle said, laughing. He loved his goats and cows as
fiercely as he sometimes was angry with them.

“Look at this mischievous grin! You’re grinning at me? Okay, now you won’t
see me at the pen,” he thought, seeing the cow grin at him as humans do.

A goat wandered in front of the vehicle, and Salam braked. I was pulled out
of my thoughts. When I lifted my eyes, | saw a new place before me — a new
complex with enormous grounds. It was as new to me as the world is to a blind
person seeing it for the first time. Every sight was new.

“Is this the new Godi?” I asked in shock.
“Yes, it is,” Salam said, stretching and looking around.
“Where’s our home among all this?”” I wondered.

The complex was very long and very wide. On one side, there were two rooms
and a shed. On the west side, I saw a hut with a shed.

It was dusk. I wore my bag like a basket and walked towards the house. As |
got closer, I saw a short man lying in a corner of the shed, covering his face
with a soft Iranian chador and snoring softly. I knew it was Uncle. He woke
up from the sound of our footsteps and removed the chador from his face.
“Uncle,” I said softly, not wanting to wake him in case he was still asleep. If
he was awake, he would reply.

Uncle grunted and his big toe twitched. He moved his hand, needing help to
get up. Seeing his hand, I felt the same discomfort as always, but I was help-
less, so I held his hand. I was shocked. It felt like I had grabbed a wad of
cotton. I couldn’t believe how soft Uncle’s hands had become.

His farmlands had been destroyed by the flood, and it had been a long time

since he had put his hands to work. I quickly let go. Those soft hands felt very
unfamiliar to me.

99



100



I Can’t Fall Asleep Unless You Tell Me a
Story

Zahida Raees Raji

Translation by Fazal Baloch

Exhausted from the day’s work, I drifted off to sleep the moment I lay down
on the bed — without telling little Didag his bedtime story. He had grown so
used to hearing a tale each night that, when I didn’t speak, he gently tried to
shake me awake. But I didn’t stir. He pleaded softly: “Sister! Dear sister!
Please wake up. I'm afraid of being awake. I can’t fall asleep unless you tell
me a story. Sister! Please, wake up!”

When he broke into frightened sobs, my heart jolted me out of deep sleep. |
sat up and began rubbing my eyes. Seeing me awake, he stopped crying,
visibly relieved.

I yawned again and wiped the sleep from my eyes, wondering what kind of
story I could tell that he might like and that might gently carry him into sleep.
Then, suddenly, I remembered the dream I had the night before. I laid Didag’s
head on my pillow, stroked his hair, and began:

“...And then the elder sister arrived and stood at the doorway. Suddenly, their
uncle Dosten — who had been missing for a long time — appeared and stood beside
them. He turned to the elder sister and said, ‘Come, my beloved daughter. Come
with me. I will take you to a place so beautiful, so full of joy that your heart will
overflow with happiness. Once you’re there, you’ll never want to return.’

“The elder sister glanced affectionately at her younger sister but said nothing.
Her eyes, however, held a quiet firmness — it was clear to her uncle that she
would not yield easily. After a pause, the uncle urged her again. Sensing his
insistence, she turned to him and replied: ‘Uncle, I am still too young to go
there. I can’t come with you — not so soon. My loved ones wouldn’t be able to
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bear my absence. My little sister, she can’t live without me. Please, return to
where you came from, Uncle. I can’t go with you.’

“Disheartened by her refusal, the uncle lowered his head. After a moment’s
thought, he turned his attention away from the elder sister and toward the
younger, and spoke to her in a voice full of warmth: ‘Little one... my sweet
daughter... You’ll come with me, won’t you? Don’t leave me behind, my pre-
cious doll...’

“The younger sister listened quietly to her uncle’s words. Her bright eyes wan-
dered to her elder sister.

“The younger sister was very eager to go, but her elder sister gently placed a
hand on her shoulder, as if asking her not to leave, not to be tricked by what
her uncle said. One moment she looked at her uncle; the next she turned her
gaze toward her sister. Then, suddenly, she said, ‘Sister, dear sister, Uncle is
all alone. I can’t bear to see him go by himself. You have so many people
around you, but he has no one. Let me go with him. His place is beautiful.
When I get there, I’1l find you a good place too.’

“The elder sister pulled her into a tight embrace, trying to make her change
her mind. But the younger sister was determined to go. Afraid, her elder sister
kissed her forehead. The younger sister smiled softly, let go of her sister’s
hand, and walked away with her uncle to a faraway land.

“The moment she stepped outside the door, the earth shook violently. A power-
ful earthquake struck. Their house crumbled to the ground in an instant. The
elder sister’s world was reduced to rubble. She wanted to search for her younger
sister, to cry out her name — but there was no one there to hear her voice.”

When I finished the story, my eyes turned to Didag. He had already drifted off
to sleep, a peaceful smile on his lips. Gently, | moved his head from my pillow
to his own, kissed his glowing forehead, and lay down beside him.

At that time, I didn’t know why, but the story brought tears to my eyes. And
now, almost a month later, just as [ was about to fall asleep, I felt as if Didag’s
voice was shaking me awake. Still half asleep, I sat up and looked over at the
spot where he used to sleep. A sharp wave of pain tore through my heart. My
eyes were filled with tears. My ears longed — ached — to hear that little voice
once more: “Sister, dear sister, please wake up. I can’t fall asleep unless you
tell me a story.”
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Friends

Alia Shah

Translation by Noroz Hayat

Kalkashan was spending time with her students on the beach, but she had left
her companions and was walking around alone. Her eyes fell upon three little
girls at the water’s edge, who were collecting seashells and putting them in
the pockets of their dresses. They were playing and walking, and they kept
stopping near the boats to get fish from the fishermen. Seeing the children,
Kalkashan dove deep into the sea of her thoughts...

Hanol and Hattali were laughing at Mahdarwar, whose name means “moon-
like”, and Kalkashan was saying: “As soon as you come to the seashore, you
collect shells like this. What are you going to do with them, stupid?”

Before Mahdarwar could answer, Hanol said, “She’ll string them and wear
them, right?”

Hahaha! All three of them started laughing. Offended, Mahdarwar pulled the
shells out of her pocket and threw them away. She continued walking in si-
lence. Hattali followed behind. She started clapping and singing:

La, la, la,
Today the moon was caught by fog,
The darkness caught us on the beach.

Hahaha! Hanol and Kalkashan started running, then stopped in front of Mah-
darwar. Grabbing her hand, they said, “Why are you taking offence like this,
girl? We were only joking. Be happy, you beauty! We’ve picked up a lot of
seashells too.”
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It was sunset. The sun’s yellow glow spread across the sea, which took on a
special splendour. The sea breeze made the beach even more pleasant. The
wind buffeted the girls so much that their headscarves and hair flew in the
wind. Kalkashan played with her friends on the beach, like a seabird with wide
wings, free from all the world’s sorrows.

“I won’t be your friend,” Mahdarwar said, though affectionately. “Leave me
alone. You’re always tricking me.”

But they didn’t leave. They went on together. Mahdarwar told Hattali, “Don’t
sing about me. There’s a song for your name, too, you know:

Hattali Lal comes with the girls,
Adorned with a necklace, chain and daisies.

Mahdarwar sang this and laughed and was happy again.
Hahaha! Hattali also laughed and said, “But I like it. [ don’t feel hurt.”

Hearing this, Mahdarwar pushed Hattali into the ocean. Kalkashan and Hanol
grabbed Mahdarwar’s hand and they all jumped in. They started splashing
each other, laughing.

Suddenly drops of water hit Kalkashan’s face, startling her out of her thoughts.
She heard the voice of one of her companions: “You’re sitting here all alone
on this stone. We’ve been taking pictures over there for a while and having a
great time. It’s time to leave, and you’re sitting here like a statue. What are
you thinking about?”’

“Nothing,” Kalkashan answered with a tired voice and broken words, “just
remembering my friends. Friends were once a big part of my life too.”
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In Search of a Treasure

Shari Mollazaei

Translation by Carina Jahani

As she sipped her coffee, she felt like joining in with the song on YouTube and
singing along in a loud voice:

Come and hear about the oath of Shay Morid...

In April, after a long wait, the sun had peeped out from behind the clouds, and
the cold wind had stopped blowing. It was perfect weather for a walk outside,
an outdoor barbecue, and a hookah by the river. Even for someone who didn’t
like exercising, a bicycle tour sounded like a good idea.

She sighed from the depths of her heart and took another sip of coffee. Then
she looked at the pile of papers on the table. All of them were about Balochi
orthography — how the language should be written and read. She knew many
languages well and a few others to some degree. She had learned Persian at
school and English before leaving her country. Since moving abroad, she had
also learned Turkish and now she was learning German, too. But learning Ba-
lochi was very hard for her.

Although she had grown up in Balochistan and had lived and studied there, it
was a society where her mother tongue was being trampled. This is what had
made her into someone whose Baloch clothing was all that remained of her
Baloch identity. Whenever people spoke Balochi she felt like a deaf and mute
person. As a child, she had not had any opportunity to learn the language, and
now that she was an adult, she was ashamed to speak it with other Baloch.
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Exile has a special effect on every individual, and for her it was that she had
realised that however many languages she knew, if she didn’t know her
mother tongue, she would be like a mute person.

A new song started, interrupting her thoughts.

She placed the glass coffee cup back on the table and fixed her eyes on the pa-
pers. To her, a mother tongue now meant much more than just letters, words,
grammar and writing rules. It was a living entity that needed nourishment, care
and tending. Just like other living creatures, it must have food to survive. Oth-
erwise, only the bones will remain, buried in the ground like dinosaurs.

She took the cup from the table, ignoring the many papers in front of her, and
began remembering old times. She thought of her parents and the great sacri-
fices they had made to save up a large sum of money, little by little, so that
she could continue her studies. Of course, society had influenced her parents
to speak Persian with her so that she would not be teased for having an accent,
and so that their beloved daughter would be able to speak Persian well and
succeed in life. But this was actually the first step towards her becoming mute.

You re unaware of my situation, dear lady ...

The song changed again, and her thoughts wandered off in another direction.
It felt as if the songs were reflecting her feelings. Her heart was filled with an
intense longing for her motherland, for the hot winds of Chabahar, for Ballok
Bazaar, for the vast Darya Bozorg beach, for the blazing sun.

She thought about what her friends had said — that those who left the country
for Europe are now far away from all sorrows and troubles. But no one under-
stood what was going on inside her: how heartbroken she was about her people
and their hard life, and how much the eradication of her culture and mother
tongue through the authorities’ neglect troubled her.

As she thought about the Balochi language, her attention was drawn back to
the papers on the table. Here, in exile, she blamed herself for not knowing Balo-
chi. This feeling of guilt prevented her from leading a comfortable life in Europe.

When she went into exile, she had left everything behind: her relatives, her
friends, her past and her future. By not learning Balochi, she was also taking
part in the annihilation of her language. These things were her heartaches.
They cast a shadow over her life.
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The song changed again. It was as if YouTube had connected itself to her
feelings. It began playing the kind of song that perfectly matched how she felt:

O homeland, your meadows...

She wasn’t sure if learning the Balochi language here in Europe really would
save it, but at least making this effort was something she could do. She thought
of an article she had read in a book — it may be impossible to save all the starfish
stranded on the shore, but you can at least throw one back into the water and
give it a chance to live. She thought that if she made this small of an effort to
learn Balochi, it might produce a great harvest for future generations; it could
be a mustard seed that bears great fruit for generations to come. Perhaps these
thoughts were just empty imaginings, but she definitely had to try.

The weather was good and she could not restrain herself. She changed her
clothes and left her house. It was a bright day, the birds were singing, and their
song calmed her soul. She tried to distance herself from her negative thoughts,
to be at peace and not think about the past or the future. But her intrusive
thoughts brought her back to Balochistan once more. “I know several lan-
guages,” she thought, “and I’'m able to write poetry about a warm day and
beautiful weather, but I cannot compose even a single verse in Balochi.”

Stopping next to a tree, she looked at the green leaves that had just started to
grow. She thought to herself that a tree is a strange creature. It dies and comes
back to life. It blossoms and brings forth fruit. It does not worry about the
future of the fruit. It makes no difference to the tree if a person picks the fruit
and eats it, or if it falls to the ground and is eaten by worms — it just keeps
doing its job. The tree always maintains its goodness and generosity. It gives
of its fruit, shade, and beauty to everyone and asks nothing in return. Even
after it dies it provides firewood, or its trunk can be put to some kind of use.

Suddenly, she had an idea that burst the cage of her thoughts. To learn Balochi
you have to be like a tree. You should study the language yourself and also
teach it to others. The end result is not what matters. The important thing is
that you become a participant in the life of your language.
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She went home filled with joy and a desire to study Balochi herself, to learn
it well and then teach it to other Baloch. Now that she had found the purpose
of her life, she said to herself, “Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you
will find; knock on the door and it will be opened to you. For everyone who
asks will receive, everyone who seeks will find, and for everyone who knocks
on the door it will be opened.”
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The Hut

Nargis Nisar

Translation by Sebastian Strid

Madok sat in silence inside the hut, surrounded by people with broken and half-
broken faces. On one side, an oil lamp was flickering, its wick nearly spent.

It’s impossible to say whether the people in the hut are men or women. Most
have no facial features at all. At most, one or two might still carry a trace of

them, and they are all wearing the same kind of clothing.

The heads of everyone in the hut are bent, as if a lead collar were fastened
around their necks, pulling them down, heavy as lead, iron, and stone.

Madok is among them. Her neck is stiff, and her face is nearly erased. Only a
single eye remains, and an ear.

The people in the hut could not tell night from day; darkness closed in on
every side. With her single eye, Madok tried again and again to look around
the room but saw nothing. Now she groped blindly, trying to restore her miss-
ing features, but to no avail.

Madok heard moaning. She wanted to lift her single eye to know who was in pain.

But then a voice spoke. Not human, but something from beyond. “Unsee
what is seen!”

Hearing this, Madok immediately lowered her eye.

After a while, the moaning started again. Madok understood that she must
unsee what she had seen. But she could not do it.
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The moaning increased. From the same unearthly source, the exhortation was
repeated: “Unsee what is seen!” This time Madok raised her eye and looked.
Now two people were moaning, not just one. One was scraping at the other’s
face with a piece of cloth, whining. The other was digging into the hollow
space that once had been a face, moaning.

“Unsee what is seen!” the voice urged again.

This was the permanent situation for the inhabitants of the hut. They had
grown accustomed to living this way. But Madok found it hard to adjust. She
had adopted some of the hut’s rules and regulations as her own. It was a safe
zone. Inside, the people were protected. Outside, the jinns and spirits served
their masters. They had gathered swarms of insects and other creatures in the
sky, blocking out the light.

Again, the unearthly voice rang out: “Unsee what is seen! A caravan of ogres
and demons is passing by. Anyone in the hut whose face is still intact — destroy
it! Otherwise, a child of the jinn left behind by the caravan might strike you if
he sees that your faces still bear features.”

Madok was among the half-broken ones. They were all destroying what was
left of each other’s faces, but she would not allow them to touch hers. She
tried to raise her head, but someone placed an even larger stone on her neck.
Madok was uneasy; she wanted to go to the ogres. Actually, more than any-
thing, she wanted out of the hut.

Madok raised her head and sped straight to the corner where the lamp was still
lit just like before. The people tried to restrain her, but now their faces were
growing back. They were all becoming Madok.

She was passing through the bodies of Madoks who were melting, dissolving.

She stepped out of the hut. Outside, there was light. The wind blew, water
flowed, vegetation grew. People were gathered. Outside the hut, there was life.
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Migration

Imrana Rasheed

Translation by Mehlab Nasir

It was shortly after he appeared in the streets of the village. He was a stranger
there. The residents had made up stories about him — each tongue telling a dif-
ferent story. And each had bestowed a different title on him, according to their
own moods and ideas. Some said he was mentally disturbed, some called him
feeble-minded, and others thought he was a sorcerer who took and ate the hearts
of newly married women and women who have recently given birth. That was
why everyone was furious. No one felt safe. The kind-hearted and unassuming
among the villagers thought the man was an ascetic, a beggar, and that it was
against God and His prophets to chase him away, beat him or flog him. The
poor thing should not be spoken ill of; it will come back to haunt you.

Anyhow, no one knew who was right and who was wrong. Because of the
different opinions of the two groups, no one could say anything definite yet.
But they sensed he was different from everyone else. He did not seem to be a
man of that area, or that village, or that era. But wherever he went, fear arose
in everyone’s heart. Different kinds of fear, fear of having their children’s
hearts taken, fear of being taken from their homes, fear of losing their lives
and wealth, and then the biggest fear of all — fear that he might be a spy for
the intelligence agencies. He might be involved in the abduction of villagers,
but who knew for sure?

One day, [ was sitting in Golam Jan’s café as an excuse to drink tea and smoke
a hookah, when he entered the café and sat down on the chair at the table next
to me. After half an hour of silence, he gestured to the waiter to bring him tea.
I stared at him in silent amazement. He took out a cigarette and a lighter. It
wouldn’t light, even after several attempts accompanied by clicking noises. |
rose from my chair and sat down beside him. I took out my lighter and handed
it to him. He took it in silence and lit his cigarette.
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I waited to see if he would say something to me, but he remained silent, puff-
ing smoke. So, I asked him a question to break the silence, “Where are you
from, sir?”

“There is no place in this land where I have not set my foot. How can I say
where [ am from? Ever since village after village began to migrate, I have also
been moving along.”

“Where did you migrate from to come here, then?”

“I have not migrated from anywhere. I’ve been travelling since my birth. Yes,
villages migrate. This village will also migrate soon. Then you will move, too.
Just like me, always travelling.” He was still busy with the smoke from his
cigarette and spoke without looking at me.

I replied, laughing, “Buddy, how do villages migrate? People migrate.”

“No, people don’t migrate. Villages migrate, civilizations migrate, theories
migrate, voices migrate — leaving the places they departed from empty. Emp-
tiness spreads, in the wilderness, in villages, and in cities. It will not be long
before new civilizations and theories spread.”

“Who made you migrate?”’

“Fear... Who scatters more people than dread? Even a river changes its
course, so why shouldn’t 1?

“Fear of whom? What kind of dread?” I persisted in asking.
“Of myself! Yes, of my own self.”

“Then why have you come here?”

“I sense my own smell here.”

He fell silent. After a moment, he again asked me for the lighter, lit another
cigarette, and left the café.

Clouds adorned the sky, and the moon was passing behind them. Sometimes

it hid, and sometimes it emerged to reveal its radiant countenance before veil-
ing itself again. It was summer, and monsoon rains were expected. The
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farmers were very concerned. Now the sky was overcast every day, which was
why the wind had stopped blowing. Before, the branches of the date palms
had been moving, but now they were whispering to each other. The old palms
were frightened and waiting their turn to fall any moment, while thick dark-
ness hid the entire landscape.

In the night, a dying lantern was at the window, and fingers moved on canvas.
Some empty paint cans were scattered upside down on the floor. Among them
was a can with some paint left in it. Hands covered in paint were moving
across the canvas, and a painting was being created. It was pitch-black outside.
Nothing could be seen. How deep the dark, how deft the fingers working at
their craft. Then, with a clap of thunder, the raindrops began pouring down,
and the moving hands began to slow down too.

Suddenly, he put down the brush and stepped back. He stared carefully at the
painting for a long time, as if it was incomplete. Something was missing, but
he didn’t seem to know what.

He picked up the brush again and painted a lit lantern in the hand of the old man
in the picture. Then he let go of the brush, looked at the canvas, and smiled.

Another day, early in the morning, I was taking a walk on the beach, when I
saw him sitting on the sand gathering seashells. I asked him, “Buddy! What
are you going to do with those seashells?”” He looked up, and staring into my
eyes he said, “I suspect this ocean will migrate. That’s why I’m gathering sea-
shells, so that something will remain.”

I was very surprised at how red his eyes were. “Your eyes are so red, do you
take drugs?” slipped suddenly out of my mouth.

He burst into laughter and answered me: “No, | gaze at the stars at night. It’s
the stars that have made my eyes bloodshot.”

Then my eyes fell on his hands. “What are these colours covering your hands?”
“They aren’t colours, they’re feelings,” he replied, looking lovingly at his hands.
“And when I’m alone,” he continued, “I take these feelings and create paintings.

Then my paintings talk to me, and I never feel lonely in my solitude.”

Each of his answers made me more troubled. I asked him, “Where were you
living before?”
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This time he didn’t answer.

“Where is your home now?” I persisted.

“L, in a village... that side... at the foot of the mountain... I live there.”
“Don’t you have people? Family and relatives?”

“I had... a son.”

“Then, where is he?”

“Gone.” This time his voice seemed to be shaking.

“Where has he gone?” I asked.

After a long silence he sighed and answered: “Down the narrow path.”

I didn’t see him again after that day, but he had told me he lived in a village
on the other side of the mountain. I asked around about that village, but I
learned that people were afraid to go there. No one knew why they were afraid,
and this troubled me even more. Now I wanted to go to that village at any cost.

When I went, I saw crumbling and fallen houses, the doors of which were all
closed. The windows were open, though, and every face I saw was darkened
by loneliness, as if all the people were waiting for someone. Some were sitting
by the windows with their heads hanging out, and some were leaning against
the doorframes. But they were all wearing black, and they were all women.
There was not a single man to be seen.

The loneliness of this village made me feel restless and troubled, and I even
forgot the purpose of my visit. Suddenly, someone put a hand on my shoulder
and I shivered. A woman’s voice asked, “Who are you looking for?” I was
speechless, my hopes had been dashed.

“Go to that street over there, and you will see a house with an open door.
That’s the house you’re looking for.” After saying this, she turned around and
went her way.

The question slipped unconsciously out of my mouth: “What’s this village

called?”
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She turned and said, “The village of widows.”

I started walking and kept up my pace. I saw that the door was open and en-
tered. It was very dark. I took the lighter out of my pocket and lit the lamp by
the window. I saw some complete and some incomplete paintings hanging on
the wall, and some incomplete paintings on the floor, surrounded by empty
paint cans, brushes, and canvases lying upside down. I took the lamp and
walked to each painting, one by one. It was as if every painting told a story of
loneliness. One depicted the loneliness of the dark night, another shattered
nests of birds. Another canvas depicted pain, agony and helplessness in the
eyes of a widow. But among all the paintings hanging there, one struck me as
having been recently made because it was still drying. There was another dif-
ference between this painting and the others. In this one, the artist himself was
also pictured. It was a painting of a village. The village was burning, and the
man was holding a lantern and walking towards a dark street. I felt as if [ was
running after that man, following him forward.
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Mahbano

Hamideh Shastan

Translation by Noroz Hayat

Mahekan was weak, exhausted, and covered in sweat. She had just brought a
new baby into the world after a long and difficult labour. She had wanted to
have her husband or mother there to comfort her, but the delivery nurse would
not allow them inside.

When she held her small and fragile child in her embrace, she forgot her pain.
She looked lovingly at her baby and noticed that the child could fit neatly
into the palms of her two hands. The baby’s face was blue from crying.

The delivery nurse looked at Mahekan and said, “Your child is very weak and
she is premature too. She should be put on the ventilator right away.” When
the nurse was about to take the baby to another room, Mahekan begged the
nurse to let her hold her baby again. The nurse placed the baby on her mother’s
chest, and she calmed down, soothed by her mother’s warmth. Mahekan put
her little finger in the baby’s mouth, and the baby sucked it. Mahekan’s eyes
filled with tears because her baby was not even strong enough to nurse.

After a few moments, the nurse took the baby from her mother’s chest and
said they would need to feed her with pumped milk for a few days until she
could breastfeed. Mahekan was feeling lonely and her eyes filled with tears
again. She lost all her energy and fell asleep.

When she awoke and opened her eyes, she saw her mother, mother-in-law,
and older sister sitting around her bed. She gave them no chance to congratu-
late her; she was crying and sobbing. She thought to herself, “What will I do
if my baby doesn’t survive?”
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Mahekan’s mother, Granaz, encouraged her daughter not to worry, saying that
the nurses and doctors were caring for the baby, and if she was destined to
live, she would live. But her mother’s words brought no comfort to Mahekan,
who was gripped by fear. Mahekan’s sister, Mahnaz, had brought a special
meal to revive her after her long labour. But Mahekan refused to eat, insisting
that only mothers who can breastfeed their babies deserve this kind of food,
and that her baby was too weak to be breastfed.

Like a moody and sullen child, Mahekan turned her face away and refused to
speak any more. Visiting time was over, but Mahnaz pleaded with the nurse
to allow her to stay with her frail sister through the night. Finally the nurse
agreed. Mahnaz looked at her sister and said, “Worrying won’t relieve your
suffering. If you want your baby to be discharged quickly and go home, you
have to get up, pump some milk, and feed her.”

Mahnaz gave her sister a breast pump and helped her to pump out some milk.
Mahekan’s face brightened and her anxiety subsided after she had finished.
Mahnaz took the milk and gave it to the nurse.

Mahnaz had many children herself, but she had never held such a fragile child.
She looked fondly into the baby’s eyes, which were no bigger than those of a
sparrow. She listened to the baby’s heart, which was beating very fast. The
baby had her milk and fell asleep.

Mahnaz smiled as she told her sister that the baby drank the milk and fell
asleep. This was the best news Mahekan had heard since giving birth. Mahnaz
asked her, “Have you thought of a name for the baby?” “We’ve spent some
time looking for a name,” Mahekan replied, “and we’ve decided to name her
Mahbano, after Grandmother.”

Mahekan had fond memories of her grandmother, who had shown her much
love and care, but she had passed away some years earlier. She still remem-
bered Bibi Mahbano’s pleasant smile and brown hair. While she was alive,
there were always people around her. Grandmother cooked delicious food and
made halwa and other delicious things, and everyone loved what she made.

Grandmother was a small woman, but she was capable and clever, with a so-
lution to any problem that might arise. She was utterly devoted to her grand-
children, and she was well-spoken, charming and considerate. When people
spoke with her about their troubles, she never rushed to give advice but
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listened quietly while they spoke. Finally they arrived at their own solutions
to their problems.

Mahekan was deep in thought about these things when she suddenly realized
she had inherited her empathetic nature and passion for psychology from her
grandmother. Her older sister Mahnaz upheld their grandmother’s legacy and
often told stories about her. She would recount how Bibi Mahbano had once
been a young girl, spending her days as a nomad in the mountains and wilder-
ness of Balochistan.

In former times the nomads journeyed on the backs of their livestock for many
days. They had very few outside needs. They tended their own flocks and ate
from their own crops. They made buttermilk in the skins of their goats, curd
from the milk, and jerky from the meat. There were no hospitals, schools, cars,
or other facilities. Once, during a journey in the mountains, Grandmother was
stung by a black scorpion. No one knew if she would live or die, but after the
poison was sucked out and she was given herbal medicine, she survived.

Bibi Mahbano’s mother died while she was still a small child, so her father
raised her. When she was seven, she was engaged to be married to a much
older man named Dormahmad. The young Mahbano was terrified of her fi-
ancé. She stayed in her father’s house until she was eleven, then married and
moved into her husband’s house. From this young age, she took on the house-
hold responsibilities of a grown woman, such as sweeping and cleaning the
house, baking bread, cooking meals, and caring for the livestock.

Grandmother was pregnant three times, but each time she had a miscarriage.
Dormahmad took a second wife and had children with her. He often beat
Grandmother. Eventually, her father, Dosti, could no longer tolerate the way
his beloved daughter was being abused and brought her back home.

Some time later, Bibi was married off to a widower named Delwash. He had
five children from a previous marriage and, although Bibi Mahbano was not
any older than these children, she became their stepmother. She did her best
to create a good and restful life for them, giving them training and advice as
they helped with the household chores, looked after the livestock and tended
to the crops.

After a number of miscarriages, Grandmother bore a son who was given the

name Morad Han. A few years later her husband died, and she and Morad Han
moved to the city. Life in the city was difficult for them, but Bibi worked hard

121



to provide for herself and her son. She covered their expenses by washing
clothes and kept herself busy caring for her livestock and tending a small veg-
etable garden within the walls surrounding their house. A few years later,
when he had grown up, Morad Han continued his education. He became a
skilled engineer and found a good job. From that point on, Grandmother lived
a comfortable life.

Grandmother would often remark that in the past, there was a spirit of unity
and sharing the workload of others, and that if someone needed help, everyone
was ready and willing to lend a hand. No one ever went to sleep on an empty
stomach. Everyone’s house was open, and anyone in need was given a piece
of bread and a cup of stew. People were more compassionate. She always said
that neighbours are the hems of your sleeves, and mothers and sisters are the
hems of your headscarf. What she meant was that neighbours are closer than
a mother or a sister in hard times.

Engrossed in such thoughts, Mahekan fell asleep. Mahnaz watched her sleeping
peacefully. As uncomfortable as she was in the hospital chair, Mahnaz forced
her eyes shut and compelled herself to forget the cares of the world. Early in the
morning, Mahnaz woke her sister in order to pump some milk for the baby.

Baby Mahbano was awake and crying softly. After she had drunk some milk,
she calmed down. Mahnaz looked at her and thought to herself: “This fragile
child will one day be a smart, capable, and well-rounded young woman who
will care for her mother and father and fight for progress in her society. If
Grandma Mahbano, despite all of her suffering, was able to have an impact on
the people around her, to speak words of love, kindness and empathy, and to
have the strength, with empty hands, to fight and send her son to school against
all odds, then without a doubt one day this baby will also be a strong young
woman, striding forward, breaking meaningless traditions, and carving a path
for change in her society.”
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Rozhnay Kolaw

Karimah Baloch

Mar6chi shap gwashay cha gwastagén shapan sartter at. Goricch trond tronda
kasshagéa at, mahekani har némaga kawr o drachk o darani sara talan at o
shapay sartid gwashay gésh kanan at. E sartén shapa goricch yakpayma
kasshaga at. Mah drapshagi at. Asman gwashay trongal gwéaraga at. Shapay
do pas ke asar but, sarjamén bazdray mardom wati l6gani taha wabay ambazan
shotant o cha bandatay pegra bésama butant.

Bézaray ronendi némaga kabrestané hastat. Bale ¢ kabrestan o ¢ bazaray
nyama hecch tapawat néstat. Kabrestan hamosh at, ¢ bazadr ham hamosh at.
Cha bazaray sajjahén l6gan kammok gesta 16g¢ hastat ke kandili angat rok at.
Sartiay kamm kanagay héterd chollay tahd 4sé rok at. E l6gay taha yakk
pirmardé goén wati hayalan neshtag o jérhaga at.

Nako Mayara marochigén shapay wab cha wati chamman dur dawr datagat.
Wati tahtay sard neshtag o chollay rokén asa charagd at o warh warhén
hayalani zeray johlankia kaptag o gar at. Nakoa anagat wati sar anchén
zrombeshté dat ke gwashay nagégén hayalé cha wat sendag 16thaga at. Hamé
sahata Nako Mayaray chamm logay kondha érén daray pétia kaptant. Nakoay
dela gwasht pétia pach kan bale pada gon dega hayaléay ayaga wati eradahi
badal kort. Gwashti belli.

Pada, domi randa ke chammi hama kondha shotant, Nako Mayaray del darag
nabut. Goshad goshada pad atk o hama némaga rawaga lagget. Pétiay kerra ke
shot o sar but, madan madana nesht o pétiay dapi pach kort. Pétia, sara hak o
danz per néstat bale aiay tahay chérén chizz danz4 sarbar atant. Goman but ke
cha karnan pach kanag nabutag. Pétiay taha lahtén ketab o lahtén daskasshén
aks ¢ér at.

Nakoa zandhén ketabé chest kort o aiay haki chandhetant, é kash o a kashi
charetant o pachi kort. “Mani chamm nez6r ant. Agan nezor mabuténant ham,
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man zéna koja wanaga zanan?” N&koa jawarhet. Aiay chamm cha bazén
wadar o rahcharia nezor atant o jendi cha bazén gam o gorsatan gwashay cha
wati omra master at. Wati dastay ketabi ér kort o dazmosh kanaga lagget.
Daskasshén aksé dari kort o hurt hurta chéareti. Aksay taha yakk adénké at ke
proshtag o say bahr at.

E adénkay taha zalbuléay aks at ke sayén bahrani taha paddar at o cha zilay
chamman gwashay josté sar kasshaga at. Cha aiay chamman hoénay ars shép
geran atant o aiay kerr o gwaran sankal ér at. “Barén kai aks ent?” Nakoa jérhet.

“Modéam ke hoshké neshtag, gobn hamé aksani jorh kanaga delgésh butag,”
yakk randé pada Nako gon wat gappa at. Pada gon ketabani chandhaga
delgosh but. “Chonén zandh zandhén ketab ant. Kassa nazant ché o ché
wantagi.” Gon hamé gappa cha Nakoé Mayaray chamman do tramp ars retk o
aiay dastay ketabay sara kapt o cha dsay shahma drapshaga laggetant.

E ketab Nako Mayéray warnaén bacch Shohazayg atant. E aks ham Shohaza
jorh kortagatant. Shohaza baz kamm bale baz jwanén aks jorh kortagat.
Sharrén nakshkaré at. Nakoé Mayara har wahda ke Shohaz josta kort: “Mani
chokk! E chonén aks ant ke kassesh sarpad ham nabit?” Ai4 passawa dat:
“Mani pet! Yakk roché kayt ke harkas mani aksani manaya sarpada bit.”

Gwastagén yat nakoay chammani zera 6zhnag kanaga laggetant. Hayala kapt
ke man char sal pésar chénén nagégén jawarani tah4 Shohaz pa wanaga
yuniwarsethia dém dat. Shohaza wanagay sakk shawk at, paméshka peta lothet
ke har hala déma bwanénani.

Y akk roché ke Shohaz chotthian 16ga atkagat, peta gwasht: “Mani chokk! Nun
taw wati wanaga bass kan o pa wat sharrén karé dar géj ke tai zend sharr bebit.
Man wa wati sarjamén zenda dehkani kortag.”

Shohaza passaw dat: “Mani pet! Mani nezza sharrén zend a naent ke tahna
wati jend asudag bebit. Agan man pa wati sarjamén raja sharrén zendé shohaz
kort gorha man sarpada ban ke man wati zend sharr gwazént, o pa eshiad mana

bazén tach o tagé kanagi ent.”

“Sarjamén raj? Shohaz! Man tai gappa sarpada naban bale é randi taw wati
sajjahén chotthian hameda gwazén.”

“Mani pet! Mana say char rocha rand rawagi ent.”
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“Parcha, mani chokk?”
“Man tara gwashta nakanan. Bale mana baz kar hast.”

Chon wassh atant hama roch ke Shohaz géon man modam yakjah at. Nun barén
koja ent? Kay bezant? Nakoa jérhet.

Shohaza do sal pésar wati wanag sarjam kortagat bale wanagay sarjam kanaga
rand ham wati l6ga sakk kamma atk. Padd yakk maktabéa, dega kawrséa
déakelahi zort o hamangor jallet.

Kesas salé pésar, yakk roché Nako Mayar yakkéa hal dat ke Shohaz cha wati
hasthalay kothia nashonasén mardoman awar jatag o bortag. Nakoa bawar nabut
o pa hayrani josti kort: “Mani bacché zan4 che gonah kortag?” Aia passaw dat
ke gondha shoma wat bezanét, bale man eshkotag ke mardéchan mardom chest
kanag o bégwah kanag bayaga ant. Bazén mardomé cha salan bégwah ent.

Nakoay hayalani zera chawlé prosht. Jérheti ke banda Shohazay bégwahia salé
sarjama bit. “Hama zemestan, hama goricch, hama barp bastagén mahekanén
shap gon hama estaran... O shapay ¢é pasa rand allama bamgwaha bit. Bale
Shohaz! Bass tai gwah nést,” Nakoé gon wat habara at.

Shapay sayomi pas ham asar bayagi at. Bamgwah yakk gamé a4 dém oshtatagat
o tahari wata gar kanagay nedaraga paddar kanaga at. Nako, pada wati yatani
malgozara sayla lagget. “A ham wahdé at ke Shohaz kasan at o man wati
hamrahia dhagarani sara bort gon.”

Har wahda ke Shohaza dehkan o kara delgoshén mardoma distant, cha peta
jostia kort ke dehkan wati dhagaran parcha inchok dosta darant? Peta passawa
dat: “Mani chokk! Dhagar dehkana zenda dant. Dhagar ke hastent, dehkan
hastent. Nun & dhagar ke dehkana zenda dant, gorha dehkana allam goén a
dhagara mehra bit. Ancho ke maté wati chokka rodénit o pa aia johda kant,
hamé warha dhagar pa dehkana maté ke dehkana rodénit. Dhagar dehkéanay
mat ent o chokk pa wati mata chén bémehr buta kant?”

Nun bamgwah butagat. Chollay asa watd zendag daragay baz johd kort bale
békar. Nakoa wati hayalani hamrahdari angat yalah nadatagat. Hayala kapt ke
man yakk randé gon Shohaza gwasht: “Mardoma gwashant: ‘Tai bacch 6da
barén che warhén karan dazgatth ent? Taw jostia nakanay ke 6da ché kant?’
Taw begwash ke tai wanag chon ent?”
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“Mani pet! Wanag sakk sharr ent. Chakkas sharr gwastag,” pa bechkandag
gwashti. “Mani pet! Tara yat ent man kasan atén, taw gwasht: ‘A dhagar ke méara
zenda dant, allam gon 4ia mehra bit?” Mehra jahé darkar ent,” Shohaza gwasht.

Asa nun sah datagat. Pirén petay shap kadi gon warnaén bacchay hayalan réch
but, aid hecch sama nabut. Bamay sartén rozhn gon sohrchakén rangéa har
gwara talan at. Anagat dhanna baz mardomay bramsh Nakoay goshan kapt.
Gon ¢é tawaran, 4 cha wati hayalan dar atk.

Béamay rozhn cha Nakoay 16gay darig o darani shama logay taha ayaga at.

Rocha ke wati chamm pach kortant, Nakoa jérhet ke mani sarjamén shap gon
hayalan gwastag. Wati dastay ketabi daray pétia ér kort o pétiay dapi band
kort o pad atk ke charan barén chonén bramshé ¢ bamgwaha?

Wahdé aia dar pach kort, disti ke mardom mocch ant o habara ant. Nazzikka
rawana Nakoa jost kort ke che gappé? Yakkéa Nakoay némaga charet o passaw
dat: “Nako! Sahatéa pésar lahtén mardoma ¢ lash eda ér kortag o shotagant.”

“Lash?” Nakoa pa habakkahi jost kort o pada zutt lashay kerra sar bayagay
johda gami trond tronda chest kortant. Nakoa lash ke dist, wadaray sahati

asar butant.

Goricch hama daba sar janan dém pa menzela rawan at. Rozhna shapay tahari
poshta dawr datagat o roch cha kandhagay poshta pa dar ayaga bétahir at.
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Watkoshi

Ayn Ayn Dashti

Man wati dastay garhial charet, bégahay hapt baj butagat. Yakk sobakkén
jankasshéd pad cha wati korsia pad atkan. Man cha apisay déma wati garhi
zort o dém pa l6ga rahadag butan.

Mar6chi dsméana jambaran bastagat, mosom baz jalwanak at o man hamé
mosomay delkasshid gar atan. Anagatd yakkéa mani garhiay déma dawr kort.
Agan mani pad berekkay sard makaptén o man zutt berekk majatén, allama a
mortagat. Man damana cha garhia ér atkan o dist ke 4 dhawldar o jana porrén
warnaé o omri kesas bist tdn bist o panch sala bit. “Agan mani gérhiay
berekkan kar makortén, taw ¢ donyaya naatay,” man pa trondi gwasht.

“Belli mortagatan, taw berekk parchad jat? Zana ¢ donyaya thraypekay
hadesahan mardoma namerant?” 4ia pa narmi darraént.

“Tara agan wati zend dost naent gorha pa watkoshia dega rah baz ent, mani
garhiay déma parcha dawret kort?” Aia mani jostay hecch passaw nadat o
démi tarrént o rawaga lagget.

“Bésht,” man tawar kort. A dshtat, chakki jat o mané charaga lagget.

“Gendaga wa taw sarén mardomé ay, taw parcha cha wati zenda bézar o
naomét ay?”” Hecchi nagwasht, démi tarrént o rawaga lagget.

“Enna, man tara ché rawaga naylan, mani jostay passawa beday,” man cha
poshti némaga aiay kdpagay sara dast ér kort o gwasht.

Man mazanén koshestéa pad a razig kort, wati garhia swar kort o wati loga
awort gon. A man wati 6taga nadént, gelasé ap o kopé chah awort o déma dat.

“Taw taningah mani jostay passaw nadatag.”
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Gon € gappay eshkongé aia gelasay ap wartant o gelas thébalay sard ér kort,
cha chaha gotthé gepti o habar kanaga lagget.

“Tai hayald man wata parcha koshaga 16than?” aia cha man jost kort.
Man passaw dat: “Kar o rozgar nést, taw bérozgar ay, paméshka.”

Aia bechkandet. “Enna é gapp naent. Agan taw mani watkoshiay barawa
zanaga l6thay gorha gosh dar. Mani pet € shahray sér o hazgarén mardomé o
KK Pekthriay wahond ent. Do sél pésaray gapp ent. May pekthria garibén
jenekké kara at. Mana sakk dost but. Dhawldarén jenekké at. Man gon wati
peta gwasht ke man bé eshia naban. Man petay yakkén o larhokén chokk atan,
paméshka peta mani gapp naprosht o mara suri dat.

Arésa taningah mahé nagwastagat ke mani peta wati pekthriay drahén
zemmawari mana dat o man ham petay gapp zort, chéa ke peta mana zenday
drahén wasshi o asrati datagatant. Mani mat hama wahda béran butag ke man
kasan butagan o mana peta rodéntag.

E payma mani roch apisé o shap 16ga gwastant. Gon pekthriay kéran baré baré
dhanni molkan ham mani raw o a but. Porrén saléa pad mani 16gia kammé
nawasshi zaher kort ke man 4id kamm wahd dayagé an bale man wati drahén
dazgatthi aiay déma paddar kortant o sarpad kort.

Marochi apisa rawaga atan, némraha tranaga kaptan ke man wati apisay lahtén
kagad loga shamoshtag. Pada watarron kort. Wahdé 16ga sar butan, gendan ke
petay kamrahay darwazag némpach ent. Man gwasht rawan o peta charan.
Apisa rawaga pésar man pet ejazat nakortagat. Bale anchd ke darwazagay
dapa rasetan, seng o syah butan. Man dist ke mani zal o mani pet...

Nun taw wat begwash ke € nedaragay gendaga pad man zendag buta kanan?”
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Ballok Kapot

Banol Dashtyari

“Ballok! Habaré bekanan shoma zahra nagerét?”
“Madinah! Taw anchén habaré makan ke gon habara del mani do kapp bebit.”

“Choshén habar¢ naent. Ballok! Mahbi o Sharia mani héal shomara nadatag?
Madinaha dah réch ent ke pa do sad kaldara rawt o kayt.”

“Enna, Madinah!”

“Ballok! Shari o Mahbi yakk habaré cha shoma chéra nadayant, mani halesh
shomara nadatag, chéa?”

“Madinah! E jostay padd Mahbi o Sharid bekan. Nun taw begwash dah rand
pa do sad kaldara taw datag, chéa?”

“Ballok! Wati lacharid. Zahgéni god mashina kaptagant. Sara granén roch
pédak ant. Mahbi o Sharia harkasay gatth goshad kortagant, bale bezan mane
garibara datesh nakort. Garib wa kassi syad naent. Do sad wa do sad ent, mana
sad kaldaresh ham nadat, bale lachar an, pada rawan Mehroka gwashan.”

“Madinah! Mehrokd magwash, parcha ke Mahbi o Shari o Mehrok tara
nadayant.”

“Mana Mehrok ham nadant?”

12

“Madinah! Eshan wam o badalay dayag sawgend kortag, sawgend

“Chéay sawgend? Hodaay dorrén Nabiay sawgend, Pakén Ketabay, tawbah
tawbah. Mani dhawlén garib koja berawt, Ballok? Anchén habaré butag ke
choshén zandhén sawgendesh chest kortag? Agan na wam o badalay mat
namortag.”
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“Madinah! Nagwashant ke maray wartagén mardom cha sada torsit?”

“Haw, Ballok! Sharra gwashay.”

“Nun tard begwashan ke ¢ wam o badala nadayant, chéa. Yakk roché Mahbi
o Shari mani gendaga bezan kayant ke rawén Balloka charén, bale eshani
ayagay sahatéa rand Mahbiay bacch Akrama kayt.

‘Amma! Bya tara mardomé 16thit.’

‘Akram! Kay ent?’

‘Pirén mardeé.’

‘Pirén mard kay ent? Akram, rast begwash 16ga neshtag?’

‘Enna, & shotag. Gwashti banda kayan dah baja.’

‘Ballok! Mara ejazat ent? Wassh ent. Shari, berawén? Ballok! Del4d mayar,
jomaha pada kaén.’

Jomah wati jagaha at, charan Akram pédak ent.
‘Ballok! Bya mat shomara lothit.’

‘Tai mat jorh ent?’

‘Haw.’

‘Taw beraw, man pédak an.’

Taw wa zanay Madinah ke Kapotay waswasén del. Zi atkant o mar6chi pada
naparesh kort.

E domi réchay bégéh ent, asoray nomaza rand man shotan, chardan Méhbi
nomaza ent, Sharia chelimm sutth man sutth ent.

‘Han, chokkan! Hayr ent?’

‘Haw, Ballok!” Sharia darraént. Mahbia pa hillaté nomaz halas kort o atk mani
kasha nesht.
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‘Taw Akram pa hayri dém datag?’

Shari kandagé lagget o gwashti: ‘Ji haw, pa hayri.’

Bale Mahbia trekkag nakort.

‘Han, Shari! Taw begwash ché butag?’

‘Mahbi! Balloké halan beday. Taw hayran ay.” Sharia thahké dat.

Mahbi zahr gept o gwashti: ‘Ballok! Ché begwashan? Shari mani sara kandit,
bale mana wati jenday sara kandaga kayt. E Akram ke zi tachan tachana atk
ke bya amma, tard mardomé 16thit, mardom bezan thaggé butag.’

‘Thagge?’

‘Ji Ballok! Barén kay butag? Bezan Akram gon zahgan layba bit, ¢ pirén
marda kayt o josta kant, taw kai zahg ay? A gwashit, Mahbiay. Petay nama
josta kant. Akrama gwashit, mani pet mortag, mani naké Dést Mahmad ent,
Dabaia ent, mani matay brat ent. A gwashit, wati mata begwash ke tai brata
pa shoma god o garhyal o do kambal dém datag, bale god baz ant. Akram aia
passawa dant ke mani mat eda naent, Ballokay 16ga shotag, rawan tawaria
kanan. A gwashit ke enna, man banda kayan dah baja, dega kassa magwash,
éwaka wati mata begwash.

Akrama zi mana nagwasht ke aiay Nakoa god o kambal o saht dém datag. E
gapp pada mana l6ga atk o gwashti. Dah baj o néméa darwazag thokkaga bit,
Akrama rawt o charit, hama mard ent. Akram mana tawéara jant ke amma,
hamé Nako ent. Man shotan o tawaron kort, bya Nako. Man chon bekortén,

mani hayal at sharrén mardeé.’

Sharia gappay taha thahk dayana gwasht: ‘Huuu, sharr ent, o domi Dabaiay
god o saht o radho garhyal.”

Man gwasht: ‘Shari! Taw bass kan, Mahbi belli habara puraha kant.’
Mahbid gwasht: ‘Ballok! Shari hama ent ke atkag, mani sard kandagé ent.’

‘Taw Sharia bell, wati gappa bekan.’
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‘Ballok! Wasshatk o drahbatia rand joston kort ke mani brat Dost Mahmad
jorh ent? Gwashti, haw jorh o dhaddh ent, shomara baz yata kant o ¢ ham
gwashtagi ke gohard man ¢ sal4 hajja déma dayan. Ohe man, hamé brata yakk
sarigé pa man dém nadat o ¢ mana hajja déma dant! Man nun gala bal an ke
brata inchok chizz pa man dém datag. Aid gwasht, mand mahé bit ke cha
Dabaia atkagan, bale shoma zanét molk Karachi ent, dost o sangat, domi sakk
dazgatth butagan. Sad kaldar kasthoma geptag. Sad kaldaray ndm man eshkot,
dela gwashton, Mahbi sad na do sad kaldar beday. Aia pada gwasht parché ke
pada mand zutt rawagi ent, shomara agan salam o kagadé dém dayagi ent,
bedayét mana, bale 4 wat ham zuttana kayt Karachia. Hamedéa man yat kort ke
Mahbi, wéjakara chahd wa bell, taw apay ham josta nakanay? Man gwasht,
Nako shoma nendét, man pa shoma chah jorha kanan o kayan. Mard ba nesht.
Akram aiay kasha lecchet. Marda chah wart o pad atk. Man salah jat, Nako
sobaregay wahd ent. Sobareg bekan o beraw. Gwashti, na mani mat, Hoda
ganj bedant shomara. Man do sad kaldar dat.

Gwashti, mana yakk hamrahé bedayét, godana karén. Haw, Nako. Hameda
man jost kort ke shomay nam kay ent? Gwashti, Yakub ent. Man gén Akrama
gwasht ke beraw Abdorahima tawar bekan. Abdorahim ke atk, man gwasht ke
Abba Abdorahim, taw Nakoay hamrah bay, may godan byar. Mani brat Dost
Mahmadéa pa man dém datagant. Aia gwasht, kojam Dést Mahmad? Man
gwasht, mani brat ent o Dabaia ent, gwashtagi Mahbia ¢ sala hajja déma
dayan. Abdorahima mand mobarakbati dat, pada gon Nakoa gwashti, tara
saynkalé gon. Man ham saynkalé zuran kréhi. Nakoa gwasht, na saynkala
dasta geran. Doén brat gapp janana rawén.’

Mahbia wati ginn bala kanana gapp déma bort o gwashti: ‘Abdorahimi bort
Alsaudi Hothala nadénti o gwashti ke taw chah war, god 16ga ant, man annun
kéyan. Aiay hayal at ke zana 16gi hamé tal o tokana bit. Abdorahim tan dah
baja nesht, dami bort. Nako pahk bégwah but. Abdorahim gon hoshkén dastan
per tarret.””

“Madinah! Tawe mat ay, hamé sawaba eshan wam o badalay sawgend wartag.
Hoda wati bandaha tdwana dant ke déma wata bepahrézit. Haw, Naké Yakubay
kessaha agan zendag butan, padd Madinah tara gwashan ke é marda barén
chinchok mardomay zarr zortagant. Cha Mahbia wa do sadi zort, bale cha lahtén
mardoma dah dah hazar kaldari ham poletag. May € golzemina choshén radén
mardom ham hastent.”
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Sotkageén Shahray Goddhi Baniadam

Sabihah Karim

Ométan € sotkagén shahray goddhi baniddam at. Bass hamé 6sta zendag at ke
kasé kayt o € bazar dobar abada bit, zendagia bit.

Téwagén métag bamban droshtagat, tabdh at. Na baniadam, na sahdar...
Hecchay gwah néstat. Métag wayran at. Bass proshtagén o sotkagén dar o
diwalani hesht o dhok atant. Géshterén 16g o jagah kaptagatant. Bazéné man
darag butagat. Hawai bambaria drostén 16g o jagah proshtagatant. E métag ke
yakk wahdé¢ kesas do hazar mardomay hankén at, nun Ométanay yakkén sara
abéd enséan o ensani zatay dega hecch nam o neshan néstat.

Métagay nazzikka yakk mazanén daggé jorh bayagé at ke 6da dhanni mardom
kara atant o pa dyani janay pahrézaga pawj oshtatagat.

Métagay hesht o dhokéani panpaia bass yakkén Ométan sar atkagat. A proshtagén
banéay taha neshtagat. Roch ke chesta but, rozhn o branzi tachké ¢ bésahegén
bana talan atant bale & cha rochay garmén branzan takansor naat.

Métaga dega kass néstat ke Ométan gon aia gappé bejant. Alldh bezant cha
bambaria métagay drostén mardom mortagatant ya laddhetag o dega jahé
shotagatant. Bale Ométana markay torsa wati dhéh, zemin o pet o piroki ges
yalah nadatagatant.

Nun magrebay wahd at, roch ér rawagé at. Ométana gon diwalan gapp janag
bendat kort. “Mani gappan kass sarpada nabit. Mana gon kassé gelag nést bale
shoméa ham mani gappan sarpada nabét.” Aia diwal charetant o pada goshi gon
diwalan kortant. Ancho6 sama bayaga at ke diwal aiay gappan gosh daraga ant
0 pada aiay gappani passawa ham dayagi ant.

“Mana é gam naent ke mani zahg mortagant o 16g o jagah proshtagant. E
zemin ke taw eshiay sara 6shtatagay, ¢ mana cha pet o pirokan rasetag.” Aia
dast proshtagén diwaléay sara ér kort o gwasht. “Mardchi eda cha markay
torsa kass nést bale métagay mardom yakk roché watarra kanant o pada
kayant. Mana shomay tabahi o barbadiay gam ent. Yakk wahdé kayt ke
shoma padé abada bét. Sakkiay wahd harkasay sara kayt.”
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Ométanay éwakiay hamrdh métagay proshtagén dar o diwal atant ke
Ométanay gappesh gosha dashtant. Jwabesha nadat bale Ométanay del
sobakka but. Ométan hamé yakkén ométa zendag at o wadarig at ke shotagén
mardom watarra bant o padd dhéha kayant, métag pada pésarigén dawr o
nawbatana bit.

Métagay kasha Chin o Pakestdnay mazanén dagge jorh bayaga at. Har métag
ke daggay kash o kerrana kapt, pawja sarmacharani kaympay namahd hawai
bambaria kort o tabaha kort. Jan Mahmad Bazéar ham cha pawjay bambaria
tabdh butagat. Shirmechén zahg o pir o warna o mardén o janén bazéné cha ¢é
bambaria mortagat. Pasht kaptagén mardoman pa wati sdhay rakkénagéa wati
zemin o 10g yalah datant o barén koja shotant?

Ométanay logay drostén mardom mortagatant. Jan o chokk, brat o gohar, mat
o pet, kass sar nayatkagat. Métagay mardoman laddhagay wahda Ométan
mennat kort ke bya gon, eda majall, € pawj tard ham koshit bale Ométana wati
zemin o proshtagén 16g o jagah yalah nadatant.

Roch jahl rawan at. Ométan shoda béwar kortagat. A pad atk.
“Man annun kayan,” 4id gon proshtagén diwalan gwasht.

Ométan, lapay dozahay asay tosaga modam nazzikkén métaga shot o métagay
mardoman chondhé nagana dat. Hamé warha & wati zenday rochan télank
dayan at.

E métagay mardoman baz gwasht ke taw hameda benend, maraw. Wati métagay
proshtagén 10g o jagahan yalah kan. Pawj tara koshit o kass sahiga nabit. Bale
aiay passaw modam hamesh at ke man wati zemin o jadgahan yalaha nakanan.

Wahd¢é Ométan daggay kerra gwazaga at, pawjian pajjah d&wort o aiay sara
kandetesh. Ométana purah hanjaré deld lagget bale bétawaria gwast.
Sepahigan tawar jat ke bya eda warag bwar, bale 4ia hecch nagwasht o rawan
but. Dozhmenay warag aiay dela baz atant.

Hamé métaga ke Ométan har wahda nanay pendhaga shot, mardchi pawja
hamé métagay sara orosh kort o bazén mardomé dazgir kort o gon wat bort.
Eshani tahda Ométan ham hawar at.

Ométanay métag wayran at. Proshtagén dar o diwal aiay wadara atant bale
haptagéa gésh at ke Ométanay hecch gwah néstat.
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Lakki

Nabilah Mehrab

Lakki cha wati 16ga dar atk o cha talléay sara ér atk, dém pa logay kampanay
kondha tachdn but. Aia wati dap bastagat, gréwan o rawan at dém pa
chegerday drachka ke dyani 16gay kampanay kondha rostagat. Aiay chammani
déma matay dard, ndrag o zard tarretagén dém zaher butant.

E wahd kesés réchay do at, Torbat o Junay mahay taptagén garmaga ke morg
bala merant, 4 cha héda janshod at o dém pa chegerday sahega tachan at. E
jagah aiay logay kampanay kondha at o 6da mardom sakk sakké narawant.
Lakki ke 6d4 sar but, gon gréwanén chammé hamé jagaha kalondhaga lagget.
Chérkondhén dhabbahé dari kort, wati goshanay lambi zort o sapai kort o pada
pachi kort. Dhabbahay taha dhéerié o kalamé man at.

Lakki o diay sajjahén goharani kothi yakkén at o kothiay almari ham yakkeé at.
Aia kalam o dhéeri 6da ér kort nakortant ke agan 6d4 éresh bekant, gorha
geraga bit o aiay nebeshtah kortagén drostén chizz sochag y4 derraga bant.

Aiay petd modam gapp gappay taha gwasht ke sharrén 16gani jenekk hechbar
watara nam o dapa nakanant. Paméshka, haminchok ke hamosha bay, sharter
ent. Aiay petd nebeshtakar wa hechbar dosta nabutant. Modama gwashti ke
nebeshtakaran hecch ezzat nést, sharrén 16gani janén mardéndni hamrahia
labzanki diwanana nanendant o shayr o shéaeria nakanant bale Lakkia satar
johda kort, wati é hobb o wéhagi koshta nakort. Aia labzankay shawk at.

Aia pa wat dhéerié zortagat. Wati har mareshti hamé dhaeria nebeshtaha kort.
Hechbar wati 16gay gappi dhanna nakortant, bale har chizz¢ ke maret o disti,
hamé dhéeria nebeshtahia kort o modam anchén wahdéa shot o dhéerii kalla
kort ke kassi magendit. Mar6chigén jawaran ham & lachar kort ke drostén
baladay dardan gon wati mareshtan kalamay nebba bekant o wati dhaeriay
takani sara ér beréchit.
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Lakkiay hapt gohar atant o yakk braté at. Log kasén at, paméshka Lakki o diay
do gohar modam wati mat o petani kothia wapt gon. Aia shapay néma ke bosta
kort, géshter wahda disti ke mat o pet wapt o waba ant. E ham disti ke wapt o
wabay wahdd mat chon azab ent o chon janag o prenchaga bit bale hecch
gwashta nakant. Hamé sawaba Lakki shapay néma ganok butag o larzagéa
geptag bale wati goshani dapa man chetag ke kass sahig mabit.

Lakkia modama jérhet ke mat chéa cho azab ent o angat gongodamay payma
heccha nagwashit. Matay ¢ azabi o gongodam bayagéa Lakki cha taha halas
kortagat.

Peta ke sharaba wart, drostani déma mati zah o bada kort. Paméshka
Lakkiay mata logay taha hecch ezzat néstat. Tru o doskichan 4 anch¢ azab
kortagat ke baz wahda aiay jend shap o réch cholld kaptagat o kothi
doskichan dast geptagat. Noksuria ham Lakkiay mat ancho tang butag. Sohr
doskichan bortagant o lapporriay wahdan ham tarunay sara neshtag o nani
patkag bale kassa aiay sara bazzag nabutag. Na gon wati goharéa gappi kort
kortag, na ke dazgoharé butagi ke wati dardan darshan kort bekant.

Yakk randé Lakkiay peta sharab wartagat o neshah at. Lakkiay mati sajjahén
shapa chamshoda band kort.

Lakkiay petd modama gwasht ke man dega jané geran ke mani chokk yakké. Gén
¢ gappay nebeshtah kanaga Lakkiay ars petth pettha dhaeriay takay sara retkant.
Lakki cha kas4ni é drostén chizz chamme wat distagatant. A, roch pa roch wata
cha taha waran at bale ¢ drostén chizz pa aiay chagerda nokén chizz naatant.

Chinchok sal at ke diay mat bimmar at bale kassa bawara nabut o daktara ham
nabortesh ke zang janag o watara bimmar kanag janénani adat ent. Nun aiay
mat tahtay bahoth at bale angat logay kari sara atant.

Lakkia mar6chi hemmat kortagat o sajjahén chamdistan nebeshtah kanaga at
bale nebeshtahay hamrahia aiay ars dhaeriay sara rechaga atant. Chonaha aia
modam habara kort, kukkar o jaka kort, badara bada gwasht, hamé sawaba a
sharrén chokké 1ékaga nabut. Lakkiay l6gay mardoman aiay nam jahel
kortagat. Kassa & sharra naléket. Ayani hayald sharrén chokk hama ent ke
gong ent, dawa nakant o hama hesaba rawt ke 16gay mardoma gwashant...

“Lakkd! Oo shummén Lakki!”
Lakki cha bratay tawara gorhet o jah serret. Damana dhaerii band kort o

dhabbahay taha kort o eshtap eshtapa bari dat.
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Drachk

Hénol Nokap

Man néazorkén hayaléay wéahond atan, bale chagerda mané anchosh kort ke man
wati nazorkén hayal zort o zemin4 kall kort o har roch hamé jagaha arsa rétk.

Mani nazorkén hayal rost o nehlé but. E nehal man gon arsana rédént. Nehal
rodan but o s6lén drachké but. Drachkay saheg sakk wassh o sért at. E drachkay
chéray nendaga gwashay mani arwaha tahira raset. Mani kandag o gréwag, gapp
o diwan drost gon hamé drachka atant. Mand anch6 goméana but ke drachk mana
sarpad bayagéa ent o mani gappan pahmaga ent. Man wati har hayal¢ drachkay
shahani sara nebisana kort. Har roch yakk dardé man nebeshtaha kort. Drachka
pa galé mani dard watiga kortant o rodana but. Drachk gon man sakk mehrawan
at, paméshk4 man drachkay nam kortagat Mehrawan.

Drachk sakk baz at o prah o shahegéan at. Har sabah shantol o kapot drachkay
sara gon wasshén taward kuku kanaga atant. Drachk warh warhén morgani
hankén at. Drachkay tah o tok cha morgi kodoha porr at. E morg mané ché
saha dost atant. Bénagmakeskan ¢ drachkay sard bénag bastagat. Drachk
purah bazaré at. Mana é drachk ancho dost at ke man wati tarr o tab, dhannay
dar ayag, drost yalah kortagatant. Zemestana é drachk mani goricchay panah
at o garmaga lewaray. Drachka ham anch6 gon man adat kortagat ke bé man,
pa mani chamman gwashay molur at. Man paméshka drachk tahna nakort.

Wahd hamé warha gwazan at. Zendagi gwashay tachan at o drachk roch pa
roch borz rawan at.

Moddaté gwast. Drachk sakk borz shot, ancho borz ke drachkay saheg jahla
nayatk. Drachkay tak cha man dur butant. Gon drachkay borz rawaga drachkay
saheg shot 0 mana rocha gept. Man drachkay shah o lambana narasetan. Mani
nebeshtagén hayal cha man sakk dura shotant o man dobar padé drachkay shahani
sard hecch nebeshtah korta nakort. Mani zemestan sakk sart butant o garmagay
lewaran mana sotk. Kapét o shantolani kuku man cha dura ham naeshkotant.

Gorha man wati hayal pada zort o zemina kall kort...
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Gozhnay Do6zah

Sammi Parwaz

Mana nazanan dozahay s chon ent, bale mardchi tabd cho zahmayga shikkan
at o garm cha taruna garmter at o roch gwashay 4 borzén kahuray borzterén
shahay sara arhetagat o cha wati garmagi tazhna har chizza man daraga at.

Bale ¢ tabd o garmay jald Ballok Morti gon wati chorahén nomésag Kapota
wati lattha jekk dayan at o wati nomasagay kopagi geptagat o dém pa Tru
Sharanay 16ga rawaga at. Aiay dast cha nezoria drahan atant o sari cha shoda
cho jentera chakarragé at o gwandhén Kapotay hal ham cha 4ia jeta naat. Bale
doén, ballok o nomésag watd gerran kanan o rawan atant. Ancho ke Tru
Sharanay dodapay chéra rasetant, tagerday lamba doénan watd dawr dat.
Sharana ke distant gorha diay chamm rozhna butant. Aia gén wati kasterén
bacchay chokka gwasht: “Mani chokk! Beraw, a ticchay toka nan o lujjaré
man, Ballok Moértia beday, wartesh. Bazzag garibé, mara sawabé rasit.”

“Sharr ent, amma!” Nomasaga ticch zort o dém pa dodapa rawaga at ke
Sharanay neshar Soltia ticch kaponcha kort o lujjar cha ticcha zort o pisshiay
déma dawr dat, pisshia lujjar amb chet o yakkerr kort o waraga lagget.

“Mani tru! Tai wa hosh pahka shotag. Har roch hamé korén Ballok Morti o
aiay nomasagay wasta chanug éra kanay. Eshiay chamm noki pada pacha
nabant o tai chokk o nomasagani wasta kanthok o jalara nadochit. Angat hamé
pisshia chondhé beday, tai 10ga cha moshkan sapa kant,” Soltia yakchekka pa
tazhn doén dast soréntant o wati manna pa zantkari gwasht.

“Ay, tara man chon sarpad bekanan?” Tru Sharana wati sar sorént o pa apso6zi
gwasht. “Marochi gorha ballok shodlap bebit? Chonén bébazzagé ay taw.”

“Nun inchok norondhaga naléthit,” Soltia pa zahr gwasht o goday kathuri

chest kort o cha dodapa dar kapt. Ballok Mortiay nomasag Kapdta ticch
nazzikka kenzént o pa bazzagi hoshkén nan charetant, bale hecchi nagwasht.
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Ballok Mortia ndn dazmoésh kanan kortant, 4id pésara pahmetagat ke nan
hoshkén ant, 4 ham taruni nan ant, gottha chén éra rawant?

Aiay seng o syahén démay adénka yakk taharén sihegé daméanéa atk o iay
péshanigay daryaya gwashay chawl janan but. A ham chawlani toka boddhagé
lagget. Aia yakk hordén jenekké dist ke diay mat 4ia pa larhoki sahrhénaga
ent. “Enna enna, man eshana nawaran. Manda lujjar wassha nabit. Mana
gwashan mana shillanch o nan beday. Mana shillanch o nan beday. Taw zana
karr ay?” A chokka pa kédeki grét o gon wati méata gwasht.

“Taw magréw, mani jan! Mani sdhay badal! Man hayrat an, mani Morti!
Man annun tai wasta shillancha chépan o gradan. Annun taw é konaran
bwar, sharr ent?”

O domi némagé Tru Sharan gendaga at ke ballok o nomasag, doén tarunay

hoshkén nanan réday garmén apan per janag o waraga ant o Ballok Mortiay
ars cho hawra gwaraga ant o cha aiay arsan roday ap sortam bayaga ant.
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Hawra Gwart

Shahinah Shahin

Gwarbama ke man chamm pach kortant, cha pachén darwazaga asménon dist.
Pad atk o dhanna shotan, chamm 4dsmanay némagé shankon datant. Charan, ta
asman syéh o gobarén jambaran geptag. Oshtatan o 4smana charaga laggetan.
Kash o gwaray drachk o dar brahdar atant o dyani sard neshtagén morgani
wasshén tawara moésom washter kortagat.

Mardchi mésomay jetaén rangé at, baz delkassh at. Gesay déma dhokani sara
neshtdn o cha donyaya chath bésama, gobn mosoma delgosh butan. Anagat
tawaré mani goshan kapt. Man chakk tarrént, ta diston masi Zolayka wati
l6gay déma ropaga ent o norondhaga ent. Man wati hayal gon masi Zolaykaya
kort ke barén ché gwashaga ent? Kai sara koppaga ent?

“Golatunay neshara becharét. Naz Bibiay chokkan becharét. Sohba pada
kayant, bé gwashaga wati 16gay drostén karana kanant. Matesh asudag kortag.
Bale shoma nun chokk butét? Mani del shoma résh kortag. Allaha mara ¢é
chokkani badala chokkay jend madatén. Degaray chokkana genday, del mana
bit. Wati chokkana genday del cha chokka rawt.”

Masi Zolayka wati l6gay dapa ropan o norondhan at. Bale é tahna mardochigén
habaré naent. E masi Zolaykday har réchigén kar ent, sohba ke pada kayt,
péshgaha répan ent o koppan ent.

Man pada wati hayal mésomay némaga tarrént. Bale nun mani hayal cha
moésoma géshter masi Zolaykday némaga shot ke masiay jérhah ché ent?
Hamok réch pada kayt, koppit o norondhit o wati chokkan dwa o bada kant
ke pelaniay chokkan becharét, pelaniay nesharan becharét. Zana ayani chokk
o neshér chon ant o Zolaykaay chén ant? Ché ent Zolaykday jérhah? E jérhah
éwaka masi Zolaykaayg ent ya hamok zalbulay? E jérhahé ya zedd o hasadd
o kénagé? Man pegréa kaptan ke yakk zalbulé domi zalbulay sobmandia chéa
bardasht korta nakant? Ewaka may chagerd anchosh ent ya hamok rajay
zalbulay jérhah hamesh ant?
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Zalbulani cha drostan masterén jérhah esh ent ke watd, déma rawagay
tawkalesh man nést o agan dega zalbulé déma rawaga begendant, bardasht
korta nakanant o adiay déaragay johd4 kanant. Mani nezza may chagerda
zalbulani raysé bayaga ent bale ¢ raysay taha har zalbul ¢ johda naent ke man
tézter betachan o bekatthan. E raysay taha har yakké hamé johda ent ke warhé
na warhéd domiga ran bekanan ke bekapit o man rayséa bekatthan. Agan har
yakké hamé johda butén ke man tézter betachan, mardchi yakk zalbulé ham
poshta pasht nakaptagat.

Man angat gon jérhahani zamzildn man gisshetagatan ke mani matd mana
gwank jat: “Bya gesay karan bekan. Odé neshtagay, ché kanaga ay?”

“Ji amma! Pédak an,” man passaw dat, bale mani hayal angat gon hamé jérhahan
at. Mani sar hecch per nabayaga at ke ché bekanan? Y4 man ché korta kanan?

Mana ¢ jérhah har warha gisshénagi at. Man pad atk o 6shtatan o dém pa masi
Zolaykaay 16ga rahadag butan. Oda ke rasetan, mésiay dastay ropag pachon
gept o bona ér kort. Man masi dasta gept o sherisshay sahega bort. Man tagerd
pach kort o masi nadént.

Masi hayran hayrana mana charaga at. Cha ed o pésar ke 4 mana jost bekant,
man cha 4ia jost kort: “Masi! Taw ché 16thay?”” Gon mani € josta gwashay
masi Zolaykaay goyak shot. Aiay chamm arsa golgol butant. Masi mané bazén
gappé gwashag l16thaga at, bale cha aiay zobana béde “an... an...”, dega hecch
dar nayatk.

Man wati sar masiay kottha ér kort. Aid wati dast mani sara ér mosht. Mani
ham ars dar ayagi butant. Hamé wahda masiay neshar o jenekk cha gesa dar
atkant o mana zahra zahr charaga laggetant. Ropagesh dasta at: “Ammaay
pamp kanok bezan taw ay, han? Kaay mata pampa kanay o mat may sara
kukkar o jaka kant,” masi Zolaykaay jenekka dap pach lagdsht.

“Eshia wa dega kar nést. Tru wat cha a truan naent, shap o réch may deli résh
kortag. Nasarpadé. Han bezan taw ay ke mara mérhénaga ay!” masi Zolaykaay
neshara ham kukkar kort.

Doén jak o kukkara atant o mani némaga dast o dasshania atant. Man hoshk o
hayran atan. Oshtatan o doénon chéaretant o pada masi Zolayka charet. Pada
eshani 16gon charet o pada wati gesay némaga charet o pada wati jend. Man
hecch nagwasht o rah geptan.

Nun hawra gwart.
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Drégatén

Mahganj T4;j

Man wéb atan. Mobael baz awaza at, bz maysej pédak at. E d4waza man
gorhetan o mobéelon dast jat. Chamman latdrana man mobéel pach kort o
wahd charet, shapay 3:45 at. Man maysej pach kortant ta nokén nambaréa
gapparh¢ aks dém datag o do &wazi ham dém datag. Mani kerra neth nezor at,
paméshka diay dém datagén aks o tawarband doén baz wahda rand pach
butant. Bale man pada nawaptan, man wadar kort ke aksana chéaran, barén kay
ent o chonén aks ant?

Kammo déra rand man pad4 hameshiay chayth pach kort. Awazay gosh daraga
pésar man awali aks pach kort o hamé sahata mobael cha mani dasta kapt o
prosht. E aksay taha man tai brahnagén jon dist ke hecch zanag nabayaga at
ke dastan lankok per ent ya jesma dast o pad. Man a mardomay tawarband
naeshkot, chéad ke mani mobéel prosht. Man nazant ke 4 kay ent o ¢ dega
aksani taha tai arwah chon ent. A honén o thappigén jon angat mani déma
paddara bit, hama sahatani hayal mana angat bétdhira kanant.

Mana jérhan a sahata taw chinchok nawassh butagay, tahna butagay, nakas
butagay. Buta kant taw mana tawar per jatag, bale man 6da nabutagan. Taw
modam gwashtag ke man tai zansaran sah dayaga l6than, o man modam zahr
geptagan ke choshén sellén gapp makan, taw mani zansaran mani hamrahia
zendaga bay. Taw kandetag o mana jwab datag: “Mahald! Mark dwaé naent
jan, drosta merant, bass dwa bekan ke mana asudagén marké nasib bebit, man
tai zdnsaran wati sara ér bekanan o hameda sah bedayan.” Mana tai ¢ gappan
modam bétahir kortag. Bale wahdé taw mana wati ambazan zortag, man
donyéaay sarjamén bétahiri, nawasshi o sakki béhayal kortagant.
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Mana angat yat ent hama zemestanay mahekani shap, wahdé awali bara taw
mana wati ambazan zortagat, wati sakk nazzikkéa awortagat. Bale man wahdé
tai goddhi aks dist, man jérhet, drégatén taw mana gon wat bebortén gon,
drégatén man ¢ sdhat madistén. Drégatén man ¢ sahkandanén sédhata gén taw
hamréh buténan. Drégatén man tai goddhi sah sama bekortén. Drégatén man
o taw goddhi bara yakdomiay garmén ginn saméa bekortén. Drégatén man tara
goddhi bard ambaz bekortén. Ya...

Drégatén ma hechbar dochar makapténén, yakdomi mazantén, sama makortén,
hayal makortén. Drégatén man tai shirkenén lonthani tdm machashtén, drégatén
haméa daryaén chammani johlankia gar mabuténan. Drégatén ma sahay
washboia bésama buténén, drégatén man annun pa taw nebisagd mabuténan,
drégatén taw € want bekortén, drégatén taw mana sama kort bekortén, drégatén
¢ taw mabuténay, drégatén ¢ ma mabuténén...
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Bébramsh

Hani Baloch

Hawrani baharméchén moésom ent. Say roch ent ke syah o taharén jambaran
man shantag o hawr yakkassha gwaraga ent. O sart sartén gwaté kasshaga ent.
Loégay dém pa démay bagay macchani pisshan loddhénagé ent. Logay dapa
baldhén konaré ham hastent.

Sammolay mat Dor Bibi kanwara at. Sammola cha 16ga tawar kort: “Amma,
00 amma! Marochi sobarega ché addha kanén?”

“Batth o mash, hawra dega hecch warag wassh naent,” mata darraént.
Sammolay brat ham l6ga neshtagat o Solaymani chdhé waraga at. “Sammol!
Batth o mash o lujjarén mahig sakk wassh ent.”

“Taw cho naay pa lujjarén mahiga, bale ¢ hawr o jambara kassa narawt, pa
taw lujjara nayarit.”

Hawr tézter bayan at o sartén gwaté kasshaga at. “Mani dela gwashit dhanna
beraw, hawray sara bosht, chonén wasshén gwaté kasshaga ent, purah delay
taha poterit,” Sammol gon wat gappa at.

Hasana gwasht: “Taw wa dega warhén mardomé ay. Pésari hawra taw wa
dhanna dar nayatkagay, barén 16gay kojam kondha kaptagay. Mar6chi ke mara

gwahra kosht, taw gwashay ma dhanna rawén.”

“A garmagi hawr atant o jambaran sakka grandet, hamé warhén hawr wassh
ent, na geroké gon, na grand.”

Sahatéa rand Sammolay mata tawar kort: “Byaét chokkan sobareg bekanét.”

Mata sobareg gén ant o 16ga kayt. Dhanna hawray balahén dradéay tawar ent,
panch menetha bit ke hawr delay taba gwaraga ent o dhannay dar dyaga naylit.
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Sammol4 ke batthay daparé chest kort, aiay brata darraént: “Ma eshkotag ke
Kécha baldhén haré pédak ent.”

“Waraga bwar, kawray ap mara nabart,” Sammolay mata gwasht. Sobarega
rand brat domi 16gé shot o thiwiay bathani jat o gwashti: “Layn gar ant.”

Sammola darraént: “E mardakar jambari potthahé gendit, laynana bart.
Marochi say roch ent ke hawr yakshala gwaraga ent. Do haptaga laynan ancho
yakimm bebay ke doshigén shapa.”

“Mani chokk! Bya chelimmé per kan, damé kasshan. Marochi chelimmi
moésomé.” Sammola chelimm per kort o mat chelimmay kasshaga lagget.

“Sammol! May pas bazzag barén koja shotagant. Annun hawr narma tarrit,
l6thoké kah koddhua ér ent, pasana bedayi,” mata gwasht.

Sammol dhanna dar atk ke paséani peléngag o gwandhoani jak o kukkar at,
hamé pasani peléngag o gwandhéani kukkarani taha yakk zhimb zhimbéay
awaz ham man at. Sammola pa tors o larzé zhimb zhimbay awaz gosh dasht.

“Amma, amma! Zhimb zhimbay awaza eshkonagé ay.”

“Haw mani chokk! Shépani awaz ent, ¢ &waz may logay poshtay shépayg ent.”
Sammola matay habar gept o dém pa koddhud rawaga lagget. Bale hayali
angat gon apay zhimb zhimba4 at.

Mahgola gwasht: “Drah pa drekk o maydan dém pa dhupaga rawaga ant.”

Sammola baré asmanay némaga charet o baré wati bazaray némaga o dela
gwashti ke € apa kayt, mara drostana bart o ma hecch korta nakanén. Jambar
hama warha syah o tahar at o hawr kamm kamma gwaragd at. Hawr agan
kammok téz begwarit, gorha € ap allama mara bart.

Chammi chest kortant o démay bazari charet ke cha 6da panch shash
mardom tachana molkay némaga rawaga at. Eshani har o gok dhagarani sara

bastagatant.

Mahgola gwasht: “A kawray ap ent ke chd métha espét ent. Awazi ham
borzter bayan ent. Allah wat rahm bekant.”
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Torsokén Sammolay del cha lapa lakosht. “A Maryam ent gén wati parthia
pédak ent,” Granaza gwasht. Granaz, Mahgolay kasterén gohar at. Drost hama
némaga charagé laggetant.

Maryam eshani pirén o gappién janéné at. “Chokkan! Ap dar4 ent,” Maryamé
gwasht.

“Haw ap zaher ent 0 awazi ham trond bayan ent. E 4p mara bart,” Sammol4
gwasht.

“E ap mara nabart, shoma dela kaptagét, shoma annugén chokk ét. May wahdé
yakk randé chell rocha hawra gwartag, apa mara nabortag. Marochi say roch
hawr ent. Ap méra bart?”

Maryamay goharzatk Bibagra gwasht: “Mani tru! Taw rasta gwashay. Pésari
wahda chell chell réchd hawra gwartag, bale kawra kass nabortag. Bale pésara
kawray dap pach butag nun apay dapa baldh balahén dhaymé bastag. Drahén
kawrani ap déma rawan ant. Dhaym ke apa porra bit, gorhda padnenda ap
allama bazarana bart.”

Sammol wati dela hayran at o jérhaga at ke ¢ dhaym may paedagay wasta
bastag ya may koshagay wasta?

Dhupagay saray oshtatagén mardomani chamm Nehengay kawray apa atant.
Harkasay deld markay tors hastat. Har yakké wati hayalani bojiga swar at.
Anagat yakk awazé atk ke apa molké bortag o chéri dhagarani sara rasetag.
Gok o har apay toka ant. Hama mardom ke molkani sara butagant, apa ant.

Dhupagay sara 6shtatagén mardom tachana lahtén pa molka o lahtén pa wati
l6gan shotant. Sammol ham tachana wati 16gay némaga shot. Damanéa pad
gokani bansag o harani sarrag o mardomani kukkar kanagd pad yakk
hamoshiéa man shant.

Hawr angat gwaraga ent o 4smana angat jambaran man shantag o dhaym angat
cha apa porr ent. Bale dhaymay 4 démay bazar bébramsh ent.
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Man ke Watarr Kortagat

Sadganj Bal6ch

Man panch séalay darandhéhia pad métaga wétarr kortagat. A wahda ke man
métag yalah dit, 4 wahd4d ham jang at. A wahd4 ham mardom chest kanag
bayaga atant. Har roch jangal o patth o maydanan Baloch bacchani shirchetagén
lash dast kapagé atant. Harkas torsay amach at. Harkas deltrakk at ke ¢ dam na
4 dam nun mani barig ent. Zendagi sakk gran at. Shap4 kassa wati gesa bapén
nepadani tald wapta nakort. Métagd ancho ke laythéa shahma kort, sajjahén
mardén dém pa machkadag o kawr o jangalana tatkant o chéra butant. Eshani
tahd géshter warna atant. O man métag yalah dat o darandhéh butan.

Darmolka man azatén chagerdéa neshtagatan. Na kaséa may logan dawra kort
o sajjahén kondha patthetant, na jangalan lash dasta kapt. Kassi dela torsé
néstat. Harkasay zend wassh o washhal at. Bale may Balochestana as hama
warha rok at, angat géshter jambur butagat.

Roché halé atk. Baré cha wanagjahéa nodarbaréay gar o bégwah kanagay hal
at o baré cha hespetala daktaréay. Wanendah o nawéanendah, pir o warna, syasi
galéay bask ya gayrsyasi mardom, har roch halé atk: Pawj pelan métaga man
retkag, cha pelan bazara do warna barag butag, mazanén shahray rahay kasha
lashé dast kaptag.

Métagani métag pawja man dashtagant. Hayat Janay rangén salonkén warna
keshk o charrahani sara koshag o dawr dayag bayagé ant. O darmolka mani zend
asarmand bayaga naat. Paméshkd man hechbar ¢ andazah jata nakort ke ¢
chonén granén sahat ant. Zendagi chon azaba bit, agan pawj 16ga dawr bekant
o0 kondh kondha patthan bebit, mardoman chest bekant o gar o bégwah bekant.

Bégwah kortagén mardoméay mat o pet chonén dard o dérani &macha bant?
E baldhén granén dard ke bégwahén mardomani 16gay mardomesha saggant,
mana € dardani hecch andazah néstat. Lahtén mazanjagarén pet wati bacchay
gar bayag o pada lashay dast kapaga rand ham déma jonzana kant, bale mat
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wati chokkay watarr bayagay inchok wadéara y4 wa gandka bant ya ¢ darda
saggeta nakanant o merant.

Nun ke man watarr kortagat o molka atdn, nun zdnaga atan ke ¢ chonén granén
dardé. Man nun zant ke kaséay bégwah bayagé pad 16gay mardom kojam hala
bant. Ayani chammani wab ham bégwaha bit o delay karar ham.

Man ke watarr kortagat, nun man dist ke métagay charén némagan lashkara
bonjal jorh kortag. Eskul, mardomani l6g, masit, hecch jagah pasht nakaptagat.
Har jagah pawjian chawki bastag o neshtagatant. Harkas torsa gar at. Hamé
torsa hamok mardoma watara cha wati brat, syad o azizan dur dashtagat.

Man ke watarr kortagat, man dist ke métagay doén kabrestdn master butagant,
kabr géshter ant. Barén chont salonkén sar hamé kabrestana nun pa émeni wab
at o angat barén chont zeminzadagén sara kabr ham nasiba nabutag. Kabrani
sara jatagén bayrak ham gar atant.

Bale man sakk gal atan ke man panch sala pad molka atkagan. Mani pad cha
gala zemina éra nabutant. Gon mani ayaga gwashay golzeminay pad ham gala
chest atant o 4smana ham watara pa dabé man poshetagat.

Yakk roché hawr but. Tramp ke golzeminay delbanda kaptant, mani charén
atrapan hakay washbo shenget. O man dist ke molkay hamé yakkén chizz
matth nabutag, ¢ washbo nun gwashay angat géshter meskatar at.

Cha hawra pad man drekk butan o shotan ke shépani apan sayla kanan. Charan,
gwast cho granchéa botk. Hawra pad sanja jat. Shépa ap awort. Sarjamén bazar
shépay apani charaga dar atk. E hawr o sanj, é kawr o nokap, é mardomani
mocchi, gapp o kandagani tawar ke wasshén zémeréay warha talan at, mani dela
tahir dayaga atant. Hawray domi rocha kasé dém pa koha pekneka shot o kasé
komb o garani apa janay shodaga... Hamok daman sakk wassh at.

Molka jang wa hama payma barjah at, bale hawra ke gwart, métagay mardom
cha torsa kammé peramosh butant. Hawra métag brahdarter kortagat. Hamé
ger o chillan golaésh atan o hecch sama nabut ke kadi wab kaptan.

Baldhén tawaré but o man jah serretan. Purah baldhén grandéay tawar at.
Gendan mata talé gon o logay rétkagén apan sholonchaga ent. Mata gwasht:

“Bwaps. E tawar nun zendagiay bahr ant.”

Shap tahar at. Bambani tawar gésh bayan at o dur dura kochekkani changagay
tawar ham pédak at.
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Akkh...

Andalib Gechki

“E jaha Bakraperhia gwashant,” mani petid gokani mazanén pallay némaga
dast thal kort o gwasht. E jaha cha Send o Balochestinay bazén damagan goka
karant, pada cha hamed4 Eran o ¢ dega damagéna barant o bahéesha kanant.

Gokani leddhani béd mani dam gwashay band bayaga at. Borz o lagarén
piroké pallay bona dotal at o hoshkén kah o leddhan ropagé at. Hawra drdhén
zemin misséntagat o pallay nedetagén bo gwata hawar at.

Garhi kammé déma shot. Dagg sakk rassh at. Garhiani bazid anch6 sama
bayagad at gwashay mazanén goéromé dém pa charagjahd rawaga ent. May
garhiay déma thrakké rawaga at o aiay poshta yakk goké o gwaské at.
Gwaskay sar asenay patthahay sara ér at, chammi dar gorhetagatant o gon
bazzagén chammé poshta dyokén garhi o parpathan charan at. Aiay mat gén
béwasén chammé ingor angor charaga at. Begenday a wati o chokkay ajoiay
johda at bale hecch rah gendagé naat chéa ke a bastagatant.

Nun ma cha Bakraperhid dur atén. Gokani sakanani boay jaha dutt o petrolay
deltdsén boé at. Cha rakshahani syahén lonthan dar atkagén syahén dutt atant
ke bazén tachénaga taharok atant o cha ayani dam kasshaga syahén duttay
gakk dar ayaga at. Begenday € bo bass pa man deltds at ke man sap o tdzagén
gwatd dam kasshaga héldar atan; gwatay har yakk shikkéay taha chenal,
limbo o sherisshay pollani wasshén bo atar at o anchoé ke shikkag dap o
démana laggit, gimmortagén del boda karit, jabin sarta bit o tahira gipt.

Mani chamm hamé gwaskoka sakk atant ke pa koshaga baraga atanti. Mani
chamm gwaskokay zardén chammani taha ér bokketant. Man wata hamé

gwaskokay jaha dist.

Mani sar dsenay sara ér at o wati gwasta yat kanaga atan. Mani zenday awali
roch at. Mani mat mana pa mehré chatthan at o man zeminay sara sheteran
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atan. Mani péda bayaga péshter hawra gwartagat o zemin cheddh o mén at.
Cha gokani bazén raw o ayan zemin géshter cheddh at. Mani mat pa man
jagahé sap kanaga at. Zeminay sara retkagén o cheddhd ménén hoshkén kahan
gon wati padan dur kanagi at.

Cha gokani bansagan man dist borz o lagarén piroké palla poteragé ent. Gwat
trond at o gon gwatay shikkagén tramp mani dap o déman laggaga atant.
Gokan pa kahan enzar bast o pirokay pad shetert. Pirok gon kdhan dém pa
chér kapt. Gon kapagé cha diay dapa mazanén Allahé dar atk.

Mat mana chatthan o sap kanan at o bona retkagén kahan chéraga at. E dega
g0k piroka lagat dayana kahani waragé laggetant. Pirok pa azabé pad atk bale
pagi bona kaptagat o cheddhén at. Aia 16thet ke chesti bekanan. Yakk saré
dasta ati o domi sar gokéay srombay chéré at. A, goka télank dayaga lagget.
“Ishko... ishko... issh... issh...” Haram bat, goka soddé per néstat.

Pirokay chamm pa man kaptant, borzén tawaréad gwashti: “Abborhi...
Gwaskoka nametkag wa.” Rast at man angat shir nametkagat, chéa ke man wa
angat wati padan oshtat nakanagd atan. Gon pirokay ¢ gappa mani shod
gwashay géshter but. Aia mana gon larzokén dasté chest kort. Awali bara man
shiray mechag nazant, eda o 6da saron jat. Piroka aparin bat mana komakki
kort. Wahdé man sér kort, gon mehrawanén chammé pirokon charet. Aid ham
mani sara dast samarana chacch6 o dostnakén galwaréa gwasht: “Sil walt?
Lapok tai shél but?”

Shir mechaga pad mani delda gwashay matay mehr géshter but o mat ham
gwashay mana géshter dost daraga at. Mana nun hama gokani sara bad ayaga at
ke mehrawanén pirokesh kamsharap kort o aiay pagesh cheddhani taha lagat dat.

Nun man har r6ch hamé piroka dist ke atk may palla goki kah o kadimma
kortant. Gokan modam pirok dhakkara jat o man dela gwasht é bazzaga char,
chon mehrawan ent pa ma o ma eshia angat dhakkara janén. Pa kaha ancho
eshtapiga bén ke pirokay hecch hayala nabén. M4 chénén watwah én o € pirok
bazzag chonén bétamahé.

“Amma! Mana l6than cha palla dhann sayla berawan.”

“Enna. Taw ché koja shota kanay?” mani mata mani sar b6 chenana gwasht.
Man wati garden ancho chandhént gwashay ponzay sara makeské neshtagat.

“Amma! Bell mana. Mana rawan sayla, amma!”
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“Beraw, agan taw ¢ zandhén darén prosht o cha palld 4 dém shota kanay,”
mani mata zahra zahr mana gwasht parcha ke man zedd kanaga atan.

Man pall charet. Haw, gon zandhén dar o saidan mohr bastagat. Man pallay
nazzikka shotan, darani shama wati sar gott dat bale mani jon pallay taha at.
Mani mat wati saragd mani gardend moshan but o bazzagén galwaréa gwashti:
“Mani chokk! Taw angat kasan ay, wati hordokén sara cha ¢ daran & dém
kassheta kanay bale ma...”

Man hamé pallay bona waptan o saron zemina ér kort. Mani mat ham mani
kasha wapt. Ma har doénan wati chamm cha palla dhann shank datant. Man
pirokay babata jérhagé laggetan ke ¢ pirok parcha pallay dapa pacha nakant
ke ma dhanna berawén?

Yakk roché piroka mara kah o kadimm kortagat, ma drost waptag o ashkada
atén ke mazanén garhié may pallay dapa atk o 6shtat. Panch o shash warna
pallay taha potert. Gon eshani kandagan drahén gok pad atk o dshtatant. Ayéni
déma gwashay bimmay danzéa man shant o 4 bansaga laggetant. Mani mata
wati pad zemina sakk datant, mat ashkada ham naat, o mana wati poshta chéri
dat. Man maret ke allam torsi gappé. Man ham poshta nazz korretan o chérokai
charaga laggetan.

Pirok déma at o dasta thal kanan o gokan pésh daran at. Lahtén warna déma
atk o zamzilesh hamé gokani gottha datant o gokesh gerran kort o thrakka sar
gétkant. Eshani baraga pad piroka pallay dap bast o wati légarén paga bandan
but o shot.

“Amma! E gokesh koja bortant? Balkén sayla barantesh? O shoma drost
parcha torsaga atét?”

“Mani chokk! Taw angat kasan ay, heccha nazanay, nasarpadé ay. Eshan pa
sayla enna, pa koshaga baraga ant.”

“Haw, han? Amma! Shoma choéna zanét?”” man wati mat charana jost kort.

Aiay chamm arsa golgol butant o mana bé chenana gwashti: “Yakk randé,
hamé gokesh ke bortant, yakké pada awortesh. Gorha hamaia wati kessah
awort ke maré thrakka kort o bortesh. Oda mazanén koshtarjahéa, mani déma
bazén goké dhagara dat o helaresh kort. Mani barig ke atk, yakké atk o
gwashti: ‘Eshid yalah dayét, daktara gwashtag ke ¢ lagar ent. Eshia ma
nazurén.” Nun hama ent, é thrakk ke kayt, ma drost deltrakka bén.”
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“Amma! A gokesh pada bort?”
“Enna, mani chokk! A deltrakk but o mort.”

Nun cha hamé rochd mana pirokay sara bada kayt o ancho ke 4 kayt, man
déma dega némagg¢ tarrénan.

Sohbay sard rocha kammé zaheri kort bale zutt néddn andém kort. Sohbay
saminay nazorkén shikkagani tahd pogay tarrén bo hawar at ke nodan
misséntagatant. Cha ¢ boéa mani shod waddet. Nun sakk dér at ke mana mata
shird pach kortagat o man ham kah o poga wart. Marochi pirok angat
nayatkagat o mara kah o kadimmi nakortagat. Chonaha ke jambar o hawra bit
ya nod o sachana bit, gorhd shod gwashay géshtera waddit. Barén mana chont
mah butagat, bale ma gokani kerrd méh o salani hesab koj ent? Man bass hamé
maret ke man nun 4 gwandhokén gwaskalok naan.

“Gurr... rrr... Gurr... rrr...” € hama thrakkay tawar at. Ma sajjahén jah serretén.
Pirmard gon char panch warnaya potert. Pirokd hama légarén pag sara at o
man ham maréchi zdnaga atan ke é pag asla che rangé. Yakk warnaé ke
gwashay eshani sarok at, pirok aiad gokan pésh daran at o 4, gokani wangan
dast janan o sara pa haw o enna sorénan at.

Mani matay chamm dar gorhetagatant o hameshan charag at. A déma ayan
atant. Yakk makeské piroka delsyah kanaga lagget. Pirokay delgosh zana gon
makeska at ke padi sampéa kapt o 4 shetert o dém pa chér kapt. Aiay pag ham
bona kapt. Man deld gwasht: “Kapatay. Gark batay. May markay sawda
janagé pésh taw bemeratay.”

Pirok dhoko bayan, pad dyaga at o warna porkandagén galwaréa gwashaga at:
“Nako! Taw kaptay wa.”

Ancho ke pirokay chamm pa man o mani mata kaptant, ér bokketagén chammi
dhanna dar atkant o aiay zardén lonthani kashay chall gon aiay chalbazén

bechkanda poshta kenzetant.

“Hén hén hén... eshan bechar,” 4i4 dast may némaga thal kort: “E gwaskoka.
Han, é gok awalzanké, kasan ent.”

Mani del zora drikkaga lagget. Man wati matay delay drikkagdn ham
eshkonaga atan.
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“Haw, € sharr ant,” warndya béde may dast per kanaga gwasht. Do say warna
atk o mara gerranesh kort.

Mani mat peryata lagget: “Mana barét bale mani chokk4 mabarét.”

Mani matay peryat pa piroka bass bansag atant. Pirok wati chotthokén
risshan samarana gon warndya gwashaga lagget: “Sétha begwash, mani
charaga bekan gon.”

Thrakkay tahd ma doén hamosh atén. May doénani chamm dagga sakk atant.
Ma wati markay babata jérhaga atén o nun man sharr zanaga atan ke piroka
mara pa koshaga sathetag.

“Amma! M4 parcha cho béwas én? Mara pa koshaga baraga ant o ma...”

Mata mani némaga nacharet o gwasht: “Mani chokk! Ma ensanani golam én.
Golama wati zend o markay sara was nést.”

Koshtarjaha honay bo sheng at o cha retkagén honan zangay bo pédék at. E
gwashay hama asenay bo at ke mani sari sara ér at. Habshigonagén bachakkéa
mazanén karché dasta at. Lahténd mana dhagard dat o dasht. Mani matay
chammani kalld mand pa koshagd wapéntagatesh o mani mat peryata at.
Espétposhén malaek pa may arwahani dast geraga oOshtatagatant. Cha mani
matay peryatan maladekani chamm ars butant, bale é ensanani goéshan na mani
matay peryat kapaga atant o na ke 4, maldek o dyani arsan gendaga atant. E
ensanani dasta tahna ma béwas naén, 4&smani malaek ham béwas ant. Bachakka
karch mani gottha ér awort.

“Akkh...!”
“Ché but?” Mani peta poshta chakk jat o jost kort. Man charet mani dast mani

gottha ent, mani sar thayksiay darwazagay sara ér ent o zangay bo cha
thayksiay darwazaga chest bayan ent.
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Champath

Roksar Baloch

Ma doa wanaga atén. Yakk roché ostada, wajah Monira gwasht: “Man josté
kanan. Hama ke zant, dasta chest bekant, agan nazant o chesta kant, champathé
wart! Jost esh ent, ma ke ginna taha barén, kojam gays hona rawt?”

Siay taha chara dast chest kort. Morad Jana, Belara, Hammal4 o man. Wajah
Monira awalsara Belar pad kort. Belara gwasht: “Karban dhayaksaidh.”

Mana kandag atk, bale wéjahay torsd man nakandet. Wéjaha cha Hammala
jost kort. Aia ham gwasht: “Karban dhayaksaidh.”

Pada wajaha Morad Jan pad kort. Morad Jana mokket o mokket o gwasht:
“A...4k...si...si...jan!”

Pad4 mani bérig atk. Man gwasht: “Aksijan.”

W4jaha gwasht: “Roksar o Morad Jan! Shomay passaw rast ant. Shoma byaét
o Belar o Hammala champathé champathé bejanét.”

Morad Jan damana shot o ayana champathi jat, chéa ke Belar o Hammala
yakkasha Morad Janay mokkagani gégana gept.

Mana bazzag but. Man gwasht: “Manesha najanan.”

Wajaha gwasht: “Agan tawesha najanay gorha Hammal o Belara parmayan,
belli tara champatha janant.”

Gorha man ham pad atkan o doén champathé champathé jatant. Wéjaha gon
Belar o Hammala gwasht: “Berawét, benendét, bale aksijana yat kanét.”

Belara wér wara gwasht: “Aksijan yata bit, nabit, chdmpath yata bit!”
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Badén B6

Sabedah Barkat

A shapi mani sara gwashay 4smén kaptagat o dela 4s rok at. Mand wati marday
sard sakk konnat bayaga at. Man grét o watd dhobaret. Logay har yakk chizzé
mana choé zumma dajagé at. Gwaray pashk mana konthag janaga at ke aia dast
jatagat. Del gwashaga at ke loga wati hamrahia méan dar, bale hamé damana
mani lapay panchmahi chokka lagaté jat o mani hayal thagaléntant. Man doén
dast zortant, wati lap shahmat pa shahmat kort ke aiay tokay chokk ham
hamaiay bar at. Man aiay zahra wati o wati lapay chokkay sara kasshaga atan.

Del tosaga at. Chamm ars atant. Man nepadani sara tachk butan, dém gon
diwala kort o jérhagd laggetan ke choshén mard wa éwaka mani naent.
Chagerd cha choshéna porr ent. E zal che paym gén dyan zenda gwazénant,
che paym chokka kérant, chon dyana saggant? Sajjahén zenda wa cha € rastia
naashna nabant! Man bemorténan cha ¢ marday geragd. Sajjahén zenda
kalmanth buténén sharter at.

Darwazaga tawar kort. Aia war wéara darwazag pach kort o atk o mani poshta
wapt. Man palangay kerroka atan o géshterén jagah pa aia yalah at.

Mani zahr pa 4id waddan at. A ch6 badén boéa 16gay tokéa sheng at o mani sahi
béwar kortagat. Mani dela gwasht pad a, aiay gottha beger o kans kan,
haminchok shahmati bejan ke démi charag mabit.

Shap gwashay drajter at. Nazanan che wahd at. Mana hecch sabr bayaga naat
ke kadi sohba bit 0 man cha ¢ badén bda gesta ban! Mani sar cha darda
trakkagi at.

A anché wab kapt ke trond tronda garrarhaga lagget. Aiay garrarhag mani

kénaga pa 4ia gésh kanan atant. Man cha tahtay sara pad atkan, shotan bona
tachk butan. Mani dela ¢ 16ga asé rok at ke mana s6chag o por kanaga at.
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Anéagaha man wati goshay sohray nalokani tranaga kaptan. Pad atk o neshtan
o nalokan kasshaga laggetan. Mani del ancho gréwaga at ke ars yakshala
rechan atant. Nalok man kasshetant o sardast kortant, yakk kerréd. Yabbara
deld gwasht nalokan zur, sengay sara chop, bale mana oshteri kénagé man at.
Pa nalokéani chopagé chon halas bebutén?

Nonnokay lagat gésh bayan atant. A saht o daméan mani lapé lagat janaga at.
Begenday gwashaga at ke mana dast jan, samar, sard bay, man béwar an. Bale
mani dela nonnokay lagat éwaka mani zahra pa aiay petd gésh kanan atant.
Mani mati mehr nazanan koja shotagat. Cha marda rasetagén dard cha ¢ mehra
zOradwarter at.

Man gén doén dastan wati sara prenchagé atan. Chamm sochagé atant. Wab
gar at. Ancho ancho tan mollaya pajaray bang dat. Man pad atkan, wati chader
cha almaria kasshet o sard kort. Mana anch6 sama but ke chader ham aiay
jonén boa kanaga ent. E chader man hamaiay zarrdni sara zortagat. Man
chader pada almaria chagal dat o hama chader ke mani gohara mana sura
sawgat kortagat, shohaz kort o sara kort.

Agan mani dasta butén, man wati janay post ham lakdshtag o chagal datagat
ke gon aiay jana yakjah butagat.

Mani pandola har zarré ke man at, man kasshet o 16gay dela kurratant o cha léga
dar atkan o shepada dém pa wati bonokki métaga rah geptan. Mani champal
ham hamaia chizz¢ roch pésar zortagatant. Deld nagwasht ke pada bekanesh.

Meétag dur at, bale mani taha anchén hathigé atkagat ke man dam nabort o
rocha gwar bastagat ke man métaga sar butan.

Mani ¢ jawara drost paréshan kortant. Mana ap o tamesh kort, bale mani dela
hecch nakasshet, man bass do gotth ap wart.

Man pa zo6ré wati chammani ars dashtagatant. Man ke gég o gwar butan, logay
drostén mardom mani kerra neshtant, mani mat, pet, gohar, brat o neshar. Kass

hecch gwashaga naat, bale drostani chamm cha josta porr atant.

Mani mata gon larzokén tawaré jost kort ke ché butag? Tai mard koj ent? Man
wata dasht nakort o dapay porra gwasht ke sotkag man, € mard.

Mata yabbara mani dapa shahmaté jat. Mani zenday awali rand at ke mata
mana shahmaté jat. Man gréwana téwagén hal ayana datant.
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Drost gong butant. Kassa hecch nagwasht. Mata pa pashomani mané gept o
golaésh kort. Man gréwaga atan. Aia mana tasalla dat o sahrhént. Brata gwasht
taw hecch paréshan mabay, ma cha eshia tai sawnana gerén.

Mani delay bar kammé sobakter but, bale mani del angat bon at. Aiay hasti
mana hecch paymé bardasht bayagéa naat. Wati métagay bégwahén o shahid
butagén warné o ayani matani aks mani chammani déma oshtatagatant. Man
hecch warhd tahir geraga naatan. Mani dela gwasht pad 4, beraw masitay
lawdhay dapa jar bejan o begwash ke mani badbdén mard charigé.
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Zend pa Man Ham Bebit

Rakshandah T4j Baloch

Mabhpali banay taha dém pa chér kaptagat. Démi banay tagerda sakk at o golli
thapp atant. A hayran at ke mani drahén zenday mozz mana é raset? Mani
mehray éasar ¢ but? Man kay atan ke taw gon man ¢ warh kort? Taw mana
hecchigi nakort. Mani mehr, mani wapd, mani korbanig, mani shapani nyad,
mana ¢ drahénani mozz ché raset? Tahna say gaddhag? Anchd nezor at may
syadi ke say labza halas but? Man chon bawar bekanan ke taw mana yalah
dat? Man watara chon besahrhénan ke taw cha man sest o jeta butay? A sal o
mahan chon béhayal bekanan ke man gon taw gwazéntagant? Mani dapa
nekahay shapay shirani tdm angat naproshtagat, taw pésara mani dap cho
kocchald zahr kort. A péshanig ke taw diay tawsipa bassa nakort, hamé
péshanigay sara taw balahén dagé per kort o mana chagerday taha aybwar
kort. Man nun chon tai déma kapta kanan ke taw mani zéher o batenay yakk
yakk gappéa sarpad atay. Off Hod4! Man chon bekanan?

Aia pa bazzagi opparé kasshet, dém pa chéria ke dami bort, del pa lap but.
Inchok gréwag o jérhaga démi sohr tarretagat. Chammi banay konthan kaptant
ke yakk dhomboé cha konthay yakk thongéa dara kayt o domia poterit. Aia
hayal kort ke ¢ konth dhémboay 16g ent, bale nun mani 16g kojam ent? E
dhoémbo yakk sahaté ¢ kontha yalaha nakant. Man dah sal, yakk omré ¢ l6gay
taha gwazéntag, gorha man chon é 16ga yalah data kanan? Man4 allama rawagi
ent, bale mani nonnokan kay podit? Abborhay mati! Mani chokk bépet butant.
Abborhay babi! Man gar butan, man nabutan. Mani chokk bahr kanaga bant?
Petay zenda mani chokk chorah butant.

Wapsaga ke dami bort, pad atk o banay kondha tekkahi dat o nesht. Dochagi
goday kathuri ér at, chammi wati aiday pashka kaptant, choth o jalari kanaga
at. Godi zort, delay sarai dasht ke nun man pa kaya darés bekanan? Mani dawr
halas but. Haw, bezan mani zenday hamraha mani dah sdlay mehr o
hamrahdariay mozz say gaddhag dat. Tai dapa dard nakort? Mani mehra tai
jig kabond nakort? Dah salay hamrahdaria tai pad nabastant? Taw gon kojam
dapa mana gwasht ke beraw, taw mani mat o gohar ay?
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Bénay dhanna Golam Bejjar ham dém pa chér kaptagat o dasti sara atant. A
hayran at ke é che karé ke man kort? Aia hayal kort ke man beh cho béhosh
nabutagan ke choshén kaptagén karé bekanan, bale gobn man nun but. Tokk
zemina kapt. Man kojam warh bekanan ke pada hama beban? Ai4 sar jat, domb
jat ke man gon kaya shawr o salah bekanan. Angat kass sahig naent ke man
choshén karé kortag. Anagat hayali kort ke han yakk rdhé hastent. Agan
Mabhpali bemannit gorha allama mani loga rakkit, mani chokk saransara
nabant. Golam Bejjara maret ke mani ¢ nokén gam ke man chesti kanagé an,
pa man balahén sezaé, mani gayratay sard yakk trondén latthé laggit, bale
mana kanagi ent.

Mahpali o Shahbaht chérén kerd naatant. Doén yakdomiay sara apa chakarrénant
o warant. Yakdomia sahaté magendant, wahdesha nagwazit. Pada nakoézatk
atant. Har wahda doén yakjah atant. Mollaay gwara jozay wanag bebit, koddhoki
bebit, dottokay nadag bebit, Shahbaht o Mahpali ¢ dega gwandho6ani hamrahia
hamdoda atant.

E wa kasaniay gapp atant. Méh o sal jonzan butant. Mahpali warndiay daré sar
but. Shdhbaht ham warna at. A yakk drajborrén, borzponzén o wasshén sabzé
at, bale hama sabz ke estar cha 4iad delmanaga bant o Mahpali ham gerdsar o
gerddémén espétkochakén jenekké at.

Nun gwandhodiay dawr o nawbat halas atant o warnaia watara paddar kortagat.
O ¢é anchén dawré ke as o apors. Eshia pésar ke apors as begipt, Mahpaliay
mata aiarad chagerday jahl o borz sarpad kortant, bale nun dér gwastagat.
Mehray tohm drachké jorh butagat. Mahpalia ham nazant ke kadi mani
wahagani tawar Shahbahtay zerday chammagé trinz trinza kant. As doén
némagan rok at, bale Baldchi lajja ayani zoban lagdm datagat. Wahag inchok
ham bémayar naatant ke rozwai wati panjagan ér bedant o raj pa jenekkay
wadi kanaga sad randa hayal bekant. Yakkéa domi beh ¢ sarpad nakort ke kay
pa kaya delay taha ché o chonén hayala darit.

Shahbaht Mahpaliay nakézatk at, logay taha raw o a hastat, bale ayan hechbar
cha lakira a4 dém wati gam ér nakortagatant. Shahbaht dela deljam at ke mana
nako allama zamata kant, bale aia nazant ke bahta salonk cha nekaha pad
kortagant o banor cha kellahan bortagant.

Ancho gwashant ke baht ke kapit, oshteray sara ham kochekka wart. Bezan
Shahbaht oshteray sara kochekka hab jat o baht o nasiba wati layb pésh dasht.
Zerd wayrandan butant. Také ham cha wati jaha nasoret. Kass cha kassa sahig
nabut. Mahpalia wati rajay déma sar jahl kort. Shahbahta ham wati del
sahrhént. Dela jaheli baz kort, bale Shahbaht4 gayratay layb nazantagat. Aia
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wati nako o nakozatk Mahpaliay gayrat cha har chizza dostter at. Zamanagay
rasm o rawdjan cha ayan baj bort.

Wahd mizdn mizand jonzan at o baniddam ¢ koshesta atant ke méa cha wahda
pasht makapén. Hamé wastd harkas wati kallaga shay but. Kaséay gwara ke
dhagér o hangam gésh at, 4 mir at, o métagay taha mirani kesas géshter bayan at.

Mahpaliay pet Mir Dédellah angat sarpadén mardomé at, bale Mahpaliay doén
brat Mir Mehlab o Mir Pordelay sonthani sar 4smané at. Baré kahnani sara jang
o bar¢ zeminay chondhéay sard jang. Mir Dadellaha del lapa naat, aia wati bacch
baz sarpad kortant ke jang makanét, jangani asar sharr naent. Gorha bacchéan
passaw dat ke tai hayal ché gwashit ke lagor bebén o 16ga chér bebén? Ya
janénani warha godé kondha bekanén o banay kondhéa benendén? Na, ¢ habaray
jend may gayratay helap ent. Kasé ke gon ma kant, ma aiay chetkan mana darén
0 ayani gwanzagian ham naylén, gorha 4 nun zanant ke dyan wati dast gon kai
razanan jatag. A ke zahmardag ant gorha gon mardan hamdap bebant.

Dadellah hdmosh but. Aia zant ke warnaén hon ant, josh ant. Wahday
hamrahia sarpada bant, bale baht o nasib dur 6shtatag o kandaga at.

Domi rochay jendda Mehlabay gon Mir Bahothay kasterén bachakk Mir
Lallaha éapay sara dapjangia bit. Dapjangi dura rawt. Lallaha wati nakib,
Shaban hamraha bit o Mehlab yakké ke éwaka bit o domi tahné dast o gosha
bit. A doénan Mehlabay také kasshet. Ayan delay mayla wati dast wassh
kortant. Mehlab hon réchana bit, dém pa wati basta Pordelay gwara rawt, wati
brata gwashit: “Bya ke mana Lallah o aiay nakiba jatag.” Pordel wati bratay
hénana gendit o é sarpada bit ke yakk nakibéa ham brat jatag. Gorha ma
zendag én? A charrahia zurit, Mehlaba hamréha kant o dém pa Mir Bahéthay
basta rahadaga bit. A doéna rawant, bale Lallah basta nabit. A dém pa kahna
rahddaga bant ke Lallah o Shaban cha boérenga pédaka bant. Métagay
kabrestanay kerra, Pordel na josté na porsé gwaria dant charrahi tiré¢ ke
Lallahay sénag bahr bahra bit o roti dara kayant. Shaban dara rawt. Pordel
Shabanay randa kapit, bale & dasta nadant. Mehlab o Pordel dém pa kéha dara
kapant o bagia bant.

Oda métaga asa laggit ke Mir Dadelldhay bacchan Mir Bahothay bacch
koshtag. Mir Bahoth cha hosha béhosh but, bale aiay syad o wares o brat o
mardoman sawgend wart ke Lallahay sayay apani réchaga pésar ma wati béra
gerén. Agan Mehlab o Pordel dasta nakapant, gorha may dasta harkasa kapit,
ma wati béra gerén.

Dadellah iméana yalah kortagat. Aia nazant chon bekanan. Shap o roch 16gay
taha chér but ham nakant. Aia wati brat Shadollah hamrah kort o Shayay
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gwara shot. Dasti pa shayan dawr datant. Tan do shap o do rocha Shay Kambar
Janay sara kapit, gorhd goddhia Shay Kambar Jan saldhay hatera Mir Bahotha
napar pera kant ke ma tai 16ga poterén, bale Mir Bahoth dasta pa jana naylit.
Gorhé goddhia Shay Kambar Jan Mir Bahotha pada napar pera kant ke ma
enshapi tai mehman én. Mir Bdhoth sharriay sard sarpada bit ke Shay ché
gwashaga lothit, bale Shaya makan korta nakant. Pas o kosha bit, hayya pa
deha bit. Shay gon panch Kol6zara Mir Bahothay 16ga shot, Mehlab o Pordel
ham 4ia gon atant. Mir Bahothay mardoméan ke Pordel o Mehlab distant,
bébardasht butant, bale cha Shay Kambar Jana majbur atant.

Mehmanjahay taha kamarzani bandag but o nendag but. Doén dawadar dém pa
dém butant. Shay Kambar Jana gwasht: “Mir Bahoth Jan! Ma yakk arz o
peryatéa atkagén. Mir! Mara tai bachalokay rawag wa dard ent, bale ¢ chokk
ant, nasarpad ant. Eshani dasta radi¢ butag. Bayad ent ma masterén ¢ chokkani
radia bebakshén, tarda ham sawaba rasit. Tai chokk wa shahid ent. A wa pada
nayayt. Tarda Hodaya dega chokk datag, tai janazaha kopag dayoka bit. Agan
taw zemina lothay, sanga 16thay, zarra lothay, taw bass begwash. Mir Dadellah
tai maldméni porr kanok ent. Bale Mir! E habara beshkon, ma hérkén dastan
wétarra nabén.”

Mir Bahotha gwasht: “Wajah! Tai pad o mani chamm, bale man chokka
rodénan o laheka kanan ke Dadellah gon bacchan koshan o dawr dayan
bekant? Na wajah! Man saray mattha gon sara kanan. Aia mani anchén nehalé
dawr datag ke angat burr o bara nakaptag. Man ham Dadellahay yakk anchén
nehalé jahlada kanan.”

Shaya pada gwasht: “Taw agan pahella nakanay, gorha ché kanay?”

Mir Bahotha gwasht: “Man wati bacchay béra geran, marday bér pa déri gara
nabit.”

“Bechar Bahoth Jan, radi cha mardoma bit, bale ¢ hona mana bebaksh. Taw
wati béra geray, ¢ pada wati béra gerant. Shoma cha yakdomia kamter naét.
Anch¢ ancho shomay nasl halasa bit. Mane Shay Kambara bechar.”

E mérh tin némshapa hast but, goddhid Mir Bah6tha paysalah kort ke Dadellah
mara wati jenekké bedant. Mani paysalah hamesh ent. Agan Déadellaha sojjit,
gorha déma bekenzit, agan na, gorha mani gapp hama ent. Mir Dadellahay dém
syah tarret. Shay Kambar Jana gon Mir Dadellahd gwasht: “Héan Mir! Gorha
nun? Bahoth Jana wati paysalah dat, barén taw ché gwashay?”

Mir Dadellahay tawar cha gottha dar nayatk, bale Pordeld alhan kort: “Enna, ma
¢ warha nakanén. Agan Mir janga 16thit, gorhd sangaw ma ham dasta nakortag.”
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Dadellaha Pordel man bast: “Bass kan taw. Taw wati déma moshtagant, bale
mana wati kothom kosharénagi naent. Wati gorragan wati gwara bedar.”

Mir Dadellaha goén wati mardoman shawr o salah kort o razamandi dat.

Mir Dédellah gon wati doén bacchan 16gé shot. Dadellahay 16gia wati bachakk
distant, gorhet o gwashti: “Héan barén ché but?”

Dadellaha passaw dat: “Hayr but.” E warhi gwasht o bana shot.

Aiay 16gi 4iay randa bana shot gon. Josti kort: “Hayr but, bale chon?”
Dadellah4 gwasht: “Ayan sangé 16thet o ma enna kort nakort.”

Aiay 16gi branz gept: “Tai hayala may jenekk nun dozhmenay 16g4 rawt?”

Dadellaha as lagget: “Gorha ¢ tai doén margdoshan wati déma ke moshtagant,
zaher ent ke yakké na yakkéa eshiay mozz wa dayagi ent.”

Aiay 16gia pada kwaret: “Bale man wati jenekka nadayan.”

Dadellaha gwasht: “Gorhd wati bacchan beday, belli sardnesha borrant,
jonanesh gathard dawra dayant. Ayani dastan déra najant. Bechar nékén zal!
Tai bacch pésh kaptagant.”

Hayria grét o petthorént, bale 4id ham zant béde é raha dega hecch rah nést.

Gorha ché but? Korbaniay brak zanay kay but? Mahpali... Han Mahpali but.
E tawk Mahpaliay gwara dayag but. Kass4 aiay raza jost kanagay taklip ham
nakort. A wati bratani nama korban but.

Na hamgangalan sawt jat, na 16thok but, na kellaha nesht, hecch nabut. Cha
chollay sara padesh kort, saresh gon méth o konartakan shosht, dastesh henni
kortant, saresh gon danich o jawzwakan gwapt. Saray gwapay wahda 4iay mat
aiay kerra neshtagat. Mahpalia ch6 békaséa wati mat charet. Mata 4 charet
nakort, wati démi angor kort. Hayria pada charet, disti ke Mahpali angat 4ia
charaga ent. Hayri Mahpaliay nazziktera 4tk o gwashti: “Maho, mani chokk!
Tai sur ent.”

Aia gwasht o pad atk o shot. Sur? Mahpali hayran at ke sur é warha bant? Bale
gon kaya ent, mani sur? Cha mocchiay tahéa yakk janénéa gwasht: “Sharr ent
ke eshan paysalah kort o watmanwat butant. Dega barén ché butagat?”

Dega yakk janénéd gwasht: “Dega ché butagat, honay badal hon butagat.
Saray matth sar butagat.”
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Nun Mahpalia hayal kort ke man honay déma dayag butagan. Man wati
dawadarani 16g4 rawagi 4an, bale mani gondh o mayar? Aiay delay yakk
kondhéa Shahbahtay aks chawl janan but. Aia wati del moshté kort.

Tan bégaha 4 sambahéntesh, tayaresh kort. Magrebay wahda nekdhay mardom
atkant. Say mardén bandray bana potert. Mahpaliay sar jahl at, chammi band
atant. Hameshani taha yakkéa jost kort: “Tai nekahay pet kay ent? Tai nekahay
pet kay ent? Tai nekahay pet kay ent?”

Kashay janéna passaw dat: “Wajah Shay Kambar Jan ent nekahay pet.”
Pada hamé marda gon wati hamrahan gwasht: “Wajahan! Shoma eshkot?”
“Haw, ma eshkot.”

Yakkéa randa gwasht: “Haw, ma eshkot.”

Mahpaliay sur at. Sari chest kort o hayali kort. E tawar? E tawar? E tawara
man choén béhayéla kanan? E Shéhbaht ent, bale Shahbaht mani josta atkag?
Aia cha goshanay thonga charet. Banay dapa yakké wati champalan pada
kanaga at. Haw, arhay kesmat! E Shahbaht at, Shaho at.

Mabhpali hamé hayalan at ke watdsan tawar kort, sahatéa pad kasé atk o aiay
chappén kasha nesht. Mobarakbadi dayag but. Sar dhikk dayag butant.
Mabhpalia angata nazant ke mani mard kay ent. Janénadam drah cha bana dar
atkant. Mahpalia korhi zant ke mani mard Golam Bejjar ent.

Mabhpalia ¢ randa pad Shahbaht nadist. Mahpaliay deld wa baz kasshet
Shahbahtay charag, bale Mahpaliay jenda naléthet. Aia zant ke man nun do
kothomay myanjia yakk rahé an.

Mobarakiay rocha Mahpaliesh laddhént. Laddhénagay wahda aiay peta aiay
sara dast ér mosht o sari ambazan zuragay koshest kort, bale Mahpali poshta
kenzet. Aia kass ham nacharet o garhia swar but.

Sal o mah jonzan butant. Mahpali panch chokkay mat but, bale petay 16ga
yakk baré ham watarr nabut. Aiay pet o mat o brat aiay charaga atkant, bale
Mabhpaliay del gon wati kothoma sap nabut.

Aiay sara warh warhén nawbat atk, bale 4i4 off nakangay sawgend wartagat.
Har wahday pant o shegana aiay gosh gwat datagatant. Bale diay mard Golam
Bejjar aiay sara sharr at.

Inchok jak o kukkara Golam Bejjara ham dam bortagat. Yakk roché aia wati
jan o chokk zortant, jetaén 16géa nesht. Mahpali ham asudag but. Aiay hayala
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mani drahén dard o dor halas ant. Bale baht o kodrata aiay chakkésag band
nakortagat. Kawwasa gwashant ke baht dastay lakirani taha ent, bale agan
Mabhpalia bezantén ke baht dastay lakirani tahd ent, gorha aia wati doén dast
goddhetagatant. Bale gwashant ke démay karan kassa nazant. Yakk randé
pada bahta wati dastay sapai pésh dasht. Gwashant baht ke nakant yari, gon
kaya gelagdari?

Golam Bejjar dhagarani sara baz thoth waraga at. Wamdar at ham. A sakk
paréshan at. Yakk shapé aia kammok géshter wartagat. Shapay nehengama a
tattarana loga atk. Mahpalia 4idra nan dat, nani ham wart. Mahpali diay déma
neshtagat. Aid Mahpali chéret o pad4 jag gon apan Mahpaliay sar o goshan
jat. Mahpalia trinz bast.

Golam Bejjar pad atk. Na josté na porsé, aia Mahpali doén motthan gept, banay
charén kondhan chakarrént o jati, chakarrént o jati. Mahpali tahna haminchok
gwashaga at ke mani gonah o mayar ché ent? Man hecch nakortag. Bass Golam
Bejjar wati zahr o hasadda éiay sara darshan kanaga at. Gwashaga at ke kukkar
makan. Man tai sawnana dayan. Man tara bekoshan, kass tai némagd ham
nayayt. Ancho bezéan ke taw yakk dhundhé ay o tard gwaraga chondhant.

Golam Bejjara 4 mati o gohari har warhén bad o rad kort, bale Mahpalia haw
ham nakort. Aiay hamoéshi Golam Bejjara géshter porr kanaga at. Goldm
Bejjar hamé 16thagd at ke Mahpali kukkar bekant, bale Mahpali hecch
nagwashaga at. Golam Bejjara kukkar kort o gwasht: “Man nun tara nazuran,
taw mana darkar...”

Anchosh neshah at ke gappi dara nayatkant. Inchok kukkara dapay lebzi
rechaga atant, chd mastén goka punshaga at. Gwashti: “Beraw man tara
nazuran, har jahé raway, beraw.”

Aia Mahpaliay dast gept, tachka dhanna dar kort. “Man tara gwashan, dar 4
cha mani 16ga. Taw zana Balochi sarpada nabay?”

Mahpalia grét o gwasht: “Bejjar, chd makan, mani chokk bazzaga bant. Annun
taw wati hosha naay.”

Golam Bejjara a chapdasté man kasshet o gwashti: “Tai hayal ché gwashit,
man ganok an? Taw gwashay ke Bejjar ganok ent o man dega mardé geran?
Taw bezan yakké pa wat dar gétkag? Bezan tai kar hamesh ent? Mana rawan
kara, taw bezan wati déma syaha kanay, han?”

Mabhpali purah ganok but. “Enna Bejjar, enna. Mana bejan, bale mana bohtam
majan.”
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Golam Bejjar marochi purah ganokian zortagat. Aid gon kukkéra gwasht:
“Man tara nazuran, taw mani mat o gohar ay. Beraw, man tai sawnana dayan.
Yakk talak, do talak, say talak! Beraw, taw mani mat o gohar ay! Beraw, mani
mat o gohar ay!”

A tattaran tattarana kapt o tost. Mahpali wati jagaha seng o syah at o dshtatagat.
Aia wati goshani sard bawara nabut. Aii wa zéntagat ke mani baht mana har
jaha drohit, bale é warha drohit, é sakkén mazanén habaré at.

Drahén shap Mahpalia gon béwanki gwazént. Roch ke dar atk, ¢ rocha
Mahpaliay wayrandaniay kolaw gén at. E réchd Mahpaliay wayrandaniay
jar jat. A banay taha dém pa chér kaptagat. Golam Bejjar ke wati hosha atk,
aia gwastagén shapay kessah gir atk. Nun 4ia wati sard chanpath jat ke ¢
kojay karé ke man kort, bale nun wa but. Tokk ke zemina kapt, pada wa
chenaga nabit.

Bale yakk rahé hastent, agan Mahpali sarhi bebit. Gorha allamé mani 16g
cha proshaga rakkit o mani chokk saransara nabant. A hajalat hajalata banay
taha atk. Mahpalia inchok gréwag o shanaga dam bortagat, banay kondhéa
neshtagat, démi sohr sohr at.

Golam Bejjar kammok gesta neshtagat o sari jahl at. Aia nazant ke man wati
habara chon darshan bekandn ke mar bemerit o latth ham maproshit. Ai4
gwasht: “Bechar, radi cha mardoma bit o ensana shire haram metkag. Cha man
ham radié butag. Man wati mayara sarpad an. Man sakk najahén kortag, bale
man neshah butagan.”

Mabhpalia hecch nagwasht, bale 4ia dela hayal kort ke mani pet neshah at?
Mani brat neshah atant? Mani nak6é o nakézatk ham neshah atant? Mani
drahén raj neshah at ke mana gok o pasay warha tai banjaha bastesh?
Chinchok jost diay dela pédak at, bale a hamosh at, chéa ke aia zant, nun habar
cha halwata gwastag. Tokk zemina kaptag, bale 4 wati démay gamay barawa
hayal kanaga at ke nun man bekanan gorha ché bekanan? Ché bekanan?

Aiay agl kara naat. Golam Bejjar kammok nazzikter but, diay kopagay sara
dasti ér kort o gwashti: “Bechar, angat kass cha kassa sahig naent ke may
logay taha ché butag. Agan taw belothay, angat ham kass cha kassa sahiga
nabit. M4 halalaha kanén.”

Mahpalia gon zora aiay dast shapt, Golam Bejjar cha wati jagaha setthet.

Mabhpaliay sar o gosh trakkaga atant. Barén Golam Bejjar ché ché gwashaga
at? A gosh ham nadaraga at. A pad atkagat o oshtatagat o Golam Bejjara cho
markayga charaga at.
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Zenday taha ¢ awali rand at ke Golam Bejjara cha Mahpalia bimm pédak at.
Mabhpalia wati yakk yakk gappé jat o dar kort. “Bass, Mir Golam Bejjar, bass!
Nun bass ent. Taw wati kortagant, bale mani hastant. Golam Bejjar! Taw ¢é
randi baja nabaray. Taw nun gar kortag hakan, patthaga ay poran. Bejjar! Taw
dur gar kortag. Tai nun bandikkay sar gar ent. Tai nun kaman proshtag o kathar
konth ent.”

Mabhpalia wati habar déma bortant. Kukkar kort o gwashti: “Parcha? Man
chéa? Man parchd nakortagén gonahani sezdyd wati sard bezuran? Man
parcha? Chinchok mardénd man wati baladay zyarat bekanaénan? O dega
chinchok randd man sawn bezuran, Golam Bejjar? Chinchok randd man
halalah bekanaénan? Gonah taw kortag, seza mana parché berasit?”

Golam Bejjard parparroki jat o gwasht: “Bale may chokk choraha bant,
Mabhpali.”

Mabhpalia gwasht: “Mortagén matani chokk ham rodant.”

Golam Bejjara gwasht: “Bale Mahpali! Chokk cha mata choéraha bit, cha
peta na.”

Mabhpalia darrdent: “Chorah pa chorahia namerant.” Bale Mahpaliay del pa
wati chokkan dard kanaga at.

Golam Bejjara gwasht: “Mahpali! Man neshah butagan.”

Mahpalid gon wat gwasht: “E chénén neshahé ke 4 zant mani matay taht kojam
ent o janay taht kojam ent? Sawn tahna jana dayant.” Mahpaliay galwar narm
tarretagat, bale diay dela tuppané chest at. Padd gon Goldm Bejjara gwashti:
“Mir! Taw wati band cha man sest. Man cha taw dega heccha nal6than. Mana
agan taw chokkana dayay, manesha zuran. Agan na gorh4 man anchosha rawan.”

Golam Bejjara zant ke nun mani kadday gapp naent, nun Mahpali ham wati
miriay raga shotag. Aia gwasht: “Chokkan bebar gon.”

Mabhpalia gwasht: “Sharr.”

Aia tahna wati god zortant o chokk randa kortant. Tahna yakk nezaré 16gay
saré jati. Aiay dela parparroki jat, bale wata nezor paddari nakort. A cha 16ga
dar atk, dhanna oshtat, wati gwastagén wahdi gir awort o pada wati babiay
halka rahadag but.

A pada hama halka pédak at ke 6da yakk randé korbanig butagat, bale nun
Mahpali korban bayaga pédak naat, cha korbanig bayagay rakkaga pédak at. Aia
hayal kort ke mardomani delay taha chinchok josta bant. Chinchok josta kant
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mana donya. Buta kant ke mani chokk ham mana jost bekanant, bale man kassi
passawani dayagay paband naan. Man wati master o kaster wat an. Na Dadellah
o na Shadolléh, na Pordel o na Mehlab, tahna Mahpali ent. Mani zend degaran
gwazéntag, bale nun man wati zenda wata gwazénan. Nun mani zend bendat ent.

A rawaga at o poshta chakk ham janaga naat. A haminchok dur rawan at,
haminchok gén wat nazzikter bayan at. A yakk drachkéay chéra nesht, damé
bala baragay hatera. Watd gon drachké tekkahi dat, chammi band kortant.
Roch ndki sed o banday taha at, jengol o shantol wati ramay hamrahia wati
kodohan rawagé atant. Kahurani tak band bayan atant. Jahana yakk portahirén
hamoshi¢ at. Mahpalid ham tahir rasaga at, chéa ke Mahpali ham mardchi wati
donyaya wati zenday taha rawaga at ke 6da tahnd Mahpali o aiay zend at.
Mabhpaliay mechach jall o majall bayan atant. Wab aiay chammani kosani sara
atkagat, gon adab Oshtatagat. Sartén gwaté kasshaga at. Drachk wati zolpan
pa nazé chandhénaga atant. Samin o sabah pa laybé mallagé atant. Mahpaliay
chamm némbal butant o cha tahiray lezzatéa sarpad bayan but, bayan but, bayan
but, tin chammi band butant.
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Zenday Gwargend

Gawhar Malek

Zahga pothoani kasanén albamé aiay dasta dat: “Tata! E Lalay arésay potho ant.”
“Mani potho atkagant ke na?”

“Haw! Tai baz jwanén potho atkag. Tai tahnaén potho sakk sharr dar atkag.”
Zahg cha gesa dar atk.

A narm narm o wassh wasshd wati delpasondén shayra gwashan péthéan
charaga lagget.

“Man hama enjir an patantdikén,

borz man kohi sarshaman rostag,

sar mani hecch gwata nachandhéntag,
basshami hawran bondh namisséntag.”

Hameshiay taha 4iay lankokan bétigatén dardé bena kort. Aia pothoani
ketabok jahla ér kort o wati lankokan prenchaga lagget. Pad atk, bolori zort,
cha kulara api man kort. Pada dazdanay chirrii pach kort o dhesperinay do
déanagi dar kort o 4pani taha dawr dat. A zi wati dastani darday elaja hespetala
shotagat. Daktara aiara hamé soj dat ke hardén tai dastani darda bahand kort,
do karho dhesperin apani taha méan kan o bwar. E dard4 dega elaj nést. Chéa
ke mazansennia bazén mardoméay rag o band nezéra bant o darda kanant.

Aia boloray 4p yakséha tengetant o pada dasténi prenchagé lagget. Wati dela
gwashti: “Man pa hamé zutti anchd pir butan ke mani rag o bandan mana jwab
dat. Daktar ancho jaka jant. Mani dastan zalur anchén nezaré but. Harkasa
hamé gwasht ke Nazorkay dah lankok naant, dah cherag ant.”
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A wati dastén charagé lagget. Aiay draj o baragén lankok ke chorikay rostagén
chuchoka atant, cha darday zahmatd bandani dapd gokk bandagéd atant.
Dastani poshtay rag, nakshahay daryayani pésh daragay neshanay warha sabz
o thengertagatant. Gwashay cha posta dar atkag o sarbora ér atant.

Kojam kar butag ke aiay ¢ dastan nakortag. Mosoma gwashit man, Dartua
gwashit man, Tanab o Bakkali, Parhiwar, Jalar, Kappok o Nal, Tamétkay
Nal, Chandanay Haray Mésom, hecch choshén doché nést ke cha aiay dastan
rad bebit. Anchén tawnia gwapt ke mardom pa charaga hayrana but. Aiay
baronkay démay shapi gon harirén mohran aiay wati dastay gwaptagéné.
Harkas hayran at ke gon ¢ nazorkén dastan konthani zebrén shattan chon
mohréna chent.

Halka mohrchénén jenekk baz at, bale na ke cho aia. Gon wati sobakkén
bardastan anchén shippankia jat ke pazhm cho espétén kokera pada atkant o
anchén baragén jallakia rest, gwashay pazhm naant, abréshomay tab ant. Aiay
sanjarién thappor kassa ér korta nakort. Mahé yakk o do mashk o kalli aia
zalur ranga kort.

Zemestan ke shorua but, 4ia pa bahargahay shiran hinzakay rajag shorua kort.
Kasshonay mazan mazanén thin per atant o lahrh atant. Aiay mat baré baré
zahra gept ke oo masi, tard wati janay sama hast ke nést? Bazén kasshonani
gakkan tai déméa ram bastag. A dega jenekkan bechar, drostén rocha wati
shosht o shod o mosht o mésha ant. Yakké taw ay ke na wati janay sama ent,
na ke wati rangay.

Aiay dazgoharan gon 4ia maskara kort o gwasht: “Hodéaay hayrat an, chonén
ganokdadé. Hamaia hama chizza dant ke aiay kadra nazant. Agan ¢ kar ma
bekorténant, ma thokkor thokkor butagatén, bale tai dém cho shiray paterka ent.”

Aia kandet o gwasht: “Man wati matay nazénkan puraha kanan. Mana
nazéntagi ke

Naz Jana jenekko lothant,
dochay dochag o ostdi,
elmay wanag o molldi,

joll o galiay bongéja,
sechkanen tagerday gwapad,
sengi gaddhagay layba pa.”

“Tahna tara tai mata nazéntag? Mara ham may matan anch6 nazéntag.”
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“Gorha shomay dast kaya dashtagant,” diay passaw at. Aia tahnd pa wat na,
pa drostén dost o kas o dar o hamsahegan kara kort.

Bale danayan rast gwashtag ke janén pa baht nana wart, pa agl o shegl nana
nawart. Batalé gwashant ke hukkay saré bit, bahtay thokkoré bit. E batal ai4
matth kaptagat. A cha kasanid wati nakoéay bacch Bangolay nama at o
Bangolay gohar aiay bratay nama, bezan ke badali atant. Nakoay yakk bacch
o yakk jenekké at. Bale 4 say bratay yakkén gohar at. Aiay bratay aros but. A
wahda Bangol Karachia wanaga at o gwashti tanke man wati wanag halas
nakortag, gén man sur o drosay nama magerét. Aiay bratay gesa do chokk
péda but, gorha gohar o mat o peta Bangol pa warié ar6sa razi kort. Ardsay
shapa trua, petay gohara salonk o banor dast man dast kortant o pa dyani nokén
zenday wasshi o tepaki o asudagia nékén dwa lothet o dar atk.

Bangol pad atk, darwazagi bast. Pada aia banori goshanay talay espétén
goshanay sara do napl want o atk, Nazorkay kasha nesht o gwashti: “Bechar
Nazork, man dréogbandén mardé nadn o na ke mana drogbandén mardom dosta
bit. Taw cha kasanid mana pa jani dést nabutagay, nun zamanag déma shotag.
Nun elm o wanagay zamanag ent, 1aheki o kabeliatay zamanag ent. Man wantag,
mazanén talimé kortag. Banda mazanén apsaré jorha ban. Haw, taw ham wantag,
bale Koran Sharip, Panch Ketab o Golestan o Bostanay wanokan mardchan kass
wanendaha nalékit. O na ke koth o gali gwapok o dochay ostadia mani chagerday
taha kasé laheki hayala kant. Rang o shekla kass nashddit o nawart.

Posht dar posht yakkén kahola sur o arésa zahgani taha zehni pasmandagi péda
bit, zahg ahmak o abdala bant. Mana nal6than ke mani zahg ché Dorr
Mahmaday zahgan gandk o mazur bebant. Paméshka man Karachia gon wati
hamsabakkén Hendostani Mohajerén jenekkéa ards kortag. Mat o pet man hal
nadatagant, bale zutt halesha dayan. Man ométa kanan ke taw gon ayan &
babata hecch habara nakanay o na ke cha man mazanén omété daray. Chéa ke
taw mani zalurat naay, mani mat o petay zalurat ay. Cha ayani gwashaga man
g6n taw aros kort o domi wati goharay hatera ke taw aiay badali ay o mana
wati gohar sakk dost ent.”

Aiay nokk tan nadokan anché tahl but, gwashay marmétkay pakkié bé apa
éri bort. Wati sohrén o hoshkén lonthi gatth chetant o chammani golgolén
arsi €r bortant.

Mat o pet, raj o kahol cha Bangolay ar6sa sahig butant, bale chéesh kort? Jané

gepatgi, gonahé nakortagi. Bangolay raza butén, gorhd aiara déri halasi
kortagat, bale na ke aiay pet o bratan é bannami zort, na ke aiay wati dela
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choshén gwahié dat. Aia gwasht ke jenekk sohrén parzonagé naent ke roché
yakkéay déma pach bebit. Mana tawe Bangolay nam o nakéay mehr o dosti
bass ent. Kesmatédni paysalah man 4sména bit, harché ke mani kesmat.

Padé réch o mah man salan badal butant. E hamaiay sara ke gwastagant, hamé
zant. Mehrabanén nakoa maréchi char sala bit ke 4 yalahi datag, tru gon
Bangola ent. Mard o jan, har do mazanén apsar ant, ¢ shahr o 4 shahra dawraha
gardant. Ges o zahgén sambaloké 1othit. Marochan imandarén nawkar koja
rasit. Awala petay hater at, nun pa kaigi mata bellit. Yakké donyaay garaz,
chonaha batalé ke pirén pa do kara sharr ent, dégay gradag o gespani. Hayr
Hodaay sawaba, wati bacchay dégay gradagi naparmayant, wati bacchay
gesay panegi o sambalaga aiay del sarda bit.

Nun a tahna nakoay hankénay paneg ent. Kass pa zor kasshetia nakant. Wart
wati pet o bratanigd ya wati dastay puriatd. Hama god ke bist sal sari pa
panzdaha dotkantesh, hamayani keréh mardchi say o char hazar ent.

Aia pada wati lankok charetant. Aiay zarri lankokay pérézahay challah pa aiay
chamman gwashay meran at. E chén? Aia wati sar chandhént gwashay hamé
hayala dur kanaga 16thet o pada pothoani charagd lagget. Wati tahnaén
p6thoay charaga gwashay yakk chortéay taha shot. Pad atk, diwalay méhay
sara dratkagén keliti jahla kortant 0 mazanén méhdanén sonduki pach kort o
yakk yakka pocchani kasshaga lagget. Yakk, do, say, char, panch, shash. Bisti
hesab kort. Eshani gwara kanagay wahd kadia kayt? Man nun eshan chona
kanan? Mani che kara kayant? Drosti tahtay sara chagal datant. Cha sondukay
bona yakk kwahnén albamé dari kort. Pad4 lankokani sara hesébi jat. “Si. E
albama si sal ent? Array... Roch o sal chona gwazant.”

Péshi kaymerahani geptagén kasan kasanén pothé aiay nezara nayatkant. Aia
pa dalila zant ke é kay o a kay ent. Sheklesh pajjaraga nabutant. Drégatén ¢é
kaymerah hama wahda bebuténant. Bale hameshani taha aiay yakk pothoé at
ke aia gon wati dazgoharéa chérokai cha Jennah Rodhay pothograparéa
kasshaéntagat. Aia hamé p6thé cha albama dar kort o gon nokéna barabar
dasht, cha doénan man kojam an? E ke ch6 Kalatay nok patkagén sropa ent ya
¢ ke démi cho chussetagén amba ent. Eshani harché park ent, chamm, dap,
ponz, dantan. Man watéra wat pajjaha nayaran. A wati sara wat kandaga
lagget. Ancho kandeti ke aiay ars dar atkant.

Hameshiay taha p6thé cha aiay dastd kaptant. Aid kandag bass kort o wati
lankokéni prenchag bena kort.
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Zenday Asar Lahmén Dast

Mehlab Nasir

Garhi anch6 ke mani métagay nazzikk bayan but, mana wati métagay har
damk o dagg, 16g 0 jagah, molk o masit o mardom gir ayan butant. Mana panch
sal at ke man Kéch nadistagat o angat ayag dela naat, bale ¢ padi matay bazén
berhi berhi o gréw o grashan mana majbur kort. Bale asld masterén sawab esh
at ke mana wati métagay jon charagi at, hama métag ke 6d4 man wati kasani
gwazéntagat. Mata mana modam hala dat ke hara hecch pasht nagétkag, na
16g, na molk, na bag. Man harché ke eshkot, goméana a aks man jorh korta
nakortant ke nun 6déa hecch ke hecch pasht nakaptag, ché4 ke man wati kasani
hamoda gwazéntag o pa man angat 6day ban o koll o kapar o péshgah hama
warha atant. “Hamé sherissh ke 16géni dapa butagant, joani saray macch o
semetthi thanki o gaythani semetthi menok, bezan hama chizz ke apa bort
nakortagant, mardom ayana gendit, nun tranaga kapit ke eda métagé butag,”
Akmala mana hal datagat.

Man wati gomana hamé eshkotagén gappani aksa jorha kanan, wati métagay
némaga gon wati truzatkd garhiay taha loddhan o jamp waran, jonzan atan.
Mana wati kasaniay layb o gwazi, wanagjah, molkan wayl bayag, Sari Pohla
jan shodag, Karim Bakshay dokkan, eskulay poshtay kahur, Ali Babaay kolpi
o0 har chizz gir ayan but. Nun mana mat, mani gohar Goli, pet o cha drostan
gésh Nako o Bibi déma zaher bayan butant.

Nako mani petay syad at o Bibi mani matay tru. Eshan wata chokk néstat o
may pasilay tahad do ban, yakk koddhoké o yakk kaparé hastatesh.

Mana Bibi tahna magrebay wahda dost butag. Wahdé Nakoa madag o gwask
mahar butagant o &wortaganti, dwa o zaha dayan butag, gorha Bibia tas cha
pésara kaparay menoka man jatag. Kammé ham dér butén, bezan Bibiay sham
kahrkaptag o kahrnapas at. Anché ke Bibia chah grast, man o Goli tachan
tachana wati bahray geraga shotén. May bahr modam ér at.
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E dega wahdan Bibia may, bezan doén brat o gohéarani sah geptag pa kar.
Man angat tachagay warh o payma zantant, bale Goli bazzaga mort o éra but
paraw o a.

Bibia badén adaté gon at ke kari hechbar yakjagaha nagwashtant. “Beraw do! A
thankia ¢ tisa ap méan kan o byar.” E but o tanigah koddheka sar nabutay, api
dast geptant. “Chaynaka mosh o byar gon.” E kir man tachagay porra kort.
“Traddola janan bay, pimmaz¢ cha kaparay sara byar gon.” Pimmaz raset, gorha:
“E shékena chandh goén do, arti sakk kwahn ant.” Bibia gwashay paysalah
kortagat ke Goli bazzag nendaga naylagi ent. Goli tost o palar but o randa hamé
petthokén chahi del o jana nakapt, bale Bibiay karan haldsia nazant.

Agan baré baré ma gona nakaptén, gorha Nakoa bé mayga wassha nabut. Cha
wati kaparay bona gwankia jat: “Syaho! Oo Thalu! Zutt kan bya ke tai Bibia
pa chaha harhakkah kortag!” Pada thahkia dat o kandeti. Mand Nakoay
bastagén namani sara sakk bada atk.

“Man zana anché syah an ke taw manad Syahoa gwashay? Mani sangaté
beshkont, pa man ché pashta kapit, Nak6? O ¢ Thalu nun chéé? Man nun
daha wanaga an, gwandho6é naan.”

Nakoa modam mani mastharan beger tan mani dahén jomaet kach o lacha
kortant zaha o sharra kandeti.

Dega mana Nakoay dastani gerag beh wassha nabut. Gwashay arti tarr
kortagat o modam hama art dastani sara lecchetagatant o Nakoa beh
nashoshtagatant. Nakoay dast gwashay tal tal kortagatant o pada trekk
jatagatant. Mana Nakoay dastani gerag belbelaukia but, bale man majbur
atan, wahd¢é dastia shahart, gorha mana gept. Mana Bibiay sard ham zahra
atk ke parcha Nakoa wasaliné nadant ke wati dastan charp bekant, tanke
kammé lahm bebant.

Nakoay kerra ke pa chahay waraga neshtay, gorha ché ridhua chalua but o
halasa nabut. Wati molkay kessahia kortant, dhagar, band, sabzi, macch,
konar, gallah, bankalénk, kutthag, wall, téjag, simsur, sérechk o pozzho o
hecchi pashta nagétk. Agan yakk zyadahi shemshé ham Nakoay espostay taha
rost o Nakoa dist, aiay hali ham goén at. Nakoay hast o nést hamé dhagar o
macch o limbo o biddam atant. Hamé gwashay aiay chokk o nomasag atant.
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Man ke baré baré¢ josta kort: “Nako! Tai posht chéa komp ent?”
Gwashti: “Hamé mani mirén bacch o nomasag mani kopagé swar ant, mani pe.”

Man dela gwasht Nakoa balkén dega jan o chokk hast. Bale rand4 man zéant
ke Nékoé amb o mézan wati chokk o nomésag gwashagé ent. Bibia ham baré
baré Nako kalaga gept wahdé 4 cha molka hoshkén dasta 16ga atk. “Hapoka
hecch dém nadat gon mar6chi?”

“Kahrnapas! Hapok pa taw zahri porhi¢ déma dant o mana béjana kant,”
Nakoa thahk dat o gwasht. Pas o goki ancho dost atant ke baré baré cha ayan
zahria kort.

“Kahrkaptagay pecchokan bechar! Mana pecchoka dayay? Sharr ent, nun taw
mana warha genday,” Nakoay deld goka cho mardoma pecchoka dat.

Garhiay déma pasé atk o Salama berekk jatant o man cha wati hayalan dar
atkan. Man chamm ke shank datant, nokén jagahé. Nokén pasil o prahén
perhé. Pa man ¢é jagah ancho nok at ke koré awali randa donyaya begendit o
donyéay rang pa aia nok bebant.

“Esh ent nokén Gorhi?”” man hoshk o hayran jost kort.
“Haw. Hamesh ent,” Salama jané kasshet, kash o kerri charetant o gwashti.
“Barén cha eshan may 16g kojam ent?” man dela gwasht.

Pasil sakk prah o draj at. Pasilay taha yakk kashéa do ban o kaparé o kammé
robarkati némaga kollé gon kaparéa man dist.

Rolahay wahd at, man wati bayg cho sapta baddha kort o hamé 16gani némaga
rahadag butan. Nazzikka ke rasetan, gendan pathakkén mardé kaparay chéra
yakk némagéa tachk ent. Dertagén Erani dazmalé déma peri datagat o narm
narma gorraga at. Man zant ke Nako ent. May padbramshan Nakoa dazmal
cha déma kenzént. Man angat narmén tawaréa “Nako” kort ke agan agah ent,
gorha tawar pach bedant o agan wab ent, magorhit.
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Nakoa “on” kort o paday mati lankoki drahet. Wati dasti shahart o pad ayaga
komakki l6thet. Aiay shaharén dast ke man dist, mana modami payma belbelauki
but, bale man néeldj atan o dast gept. Man wang butan. Gwashay mocché karpas
man dasté kort. Nakoay dast anché narm o nézork atant ke man hayran butan.

Nékoay dhagar hard bortagatant o chont wahd at ke Nékoa wati dast kar

nabastagatant. Man alanjahi Nakoay dast yalah kort. Nakoay ¢ lahmén dast pa
man sakk daramad atant.
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B¢ Kessaha Mana Waba Nayayt

Zahedah Rais Raji

Cha bazén karan ancho zhand o pand atan ke ancho ke tachk butan, del waba
shot bale kasanokén Didag ke pa kessahay eshkonaga ancho héldar at ke hama
shapa ke man pa 4ia kessaha najat o waptan, a4 anch6 bétdhira but ke mana pa
z6r cha waba padia kort o agan mani deld mana cha granén waba pad ayaga
naesht, gorha mennatia kort ke: “Dada, oo dada! Pad 4, na. Agahié mana torsit.
B¢ kessaha mana waba nayayt. Dada, oo dada! Pad 4, na.”

Wahdé¢ cha torsa gréwagi bena kort, gorhda mani deld mana cha granén waba
jéh serrént o chamman latarana pad atk o neshtan. Gon mani gendaga 4 ham
tahir gept o gréwagi bass kort.

Man gehasan o chamman latarana wati majg zor dat ke barén chonén kessahé
byaran ke Didag jana wassh bebit o wab bekapit. Anagat do shap pésar distagén
wabay tranaga kaptan. Man Didagay sar wati sarjahay sara ér kort o diay mudan
samarana kessahé bongéj kort.

“Pada masterén gohar gon kasteréna kayt o darwazagay dapa oshtit. Anagat
eshani nako, Dostén ke dér ent gar butag, eshani kerra kayt o gon masterén
gohara gwashit: ‘Bya mani larhokén jenekk! Gon man bya gon. Man tara
anchén shawkén jahé baran ke tai del gala bala bit. Cha 6da pada hechbar
watarr kanaga nalothay.’

Masterén gohar wati kasterén goharay némaga pa mehrawania charit o heccha
nagwashit. Nako cha aiay chammana marit ke 4 pa hamrahia razig naent,
gorha damanéay hamoshid rand sakk baz mennatia kant. Masterén gohar
wahdé charit ke nako6 baz mennat kanaga ent, gorha gwashit: ‘Nako jan! Angat
mani wahd sakk dur ent, cha & wahda pésh man gon taw atka nakanan. Mani
jetaia mani watig saggeta nakanant. Pada mani hordokén goharok wa bé mana
nabit. Nako jan! Taw cha hama raha ke atkagay, hama raha watarr kan ke man
tai hamraha naban.’
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Néko cha masterén goharay enkard pad sakk molura bit o sard jahla kant.
Damané deld jérhit o masterén gohara yalaha dant o wati delgésha gon
kasterén gohara kant o pa mehrawéni jostia kant: ‘Dottok! Oo mani dostnakén
dottok! Taw mani hamraha nabay? Bechar, taw ch6 makan.’

Kasterén gohar nakoay gappan pa delgosh gosha déarit o wati masterén
goharay némaga charit.

Kasterén gohar pa rawaga sakk delmanaga bit bale masterén wati dasta diay
kopaga éra kant ke 4 ndkoay gappan rad makapit. A baré nakéa o baré wati
masterén gohara charit. Pad4 anagat gon wati masterén gohara gwashit: ‘Dada,
0o dada! Nako tahna ent. Mana wassha nabit ke naké éwaka berawt. Tai gwara
bazéné hast, bale nako 6da tahna ent. Mana bell ke nakoay hamraha ban. Nakoay
jéh sakk wassh ent. Man ke 6da ban, pa taw ham sharrén jahé shohéza kanan.’

Masterén cha torsa kasteréna ambaza kant o wati sard pa enna sorénit bale
kasterén pa rawagéd mennat o layla kant. Masterén gohar pa delwaragi wati
kasterén goharay péshaniga chokkit. Kasterén gon bechkandéd masteréna
yalaha dant o wati nakoay hamrahia durén menzeléa rawana kant.

Ancho ke kasterén cha logay darwazaga dara kapit, zeminchandhé kayt o
logay charén mohrén diwal bustaga kapant. Masterénay sarjamén donya
badala bit. Nun a pa kasteréna sarsara jant bale kash o gwaran kassa nabit ke
aiay tawara beshkont.”

Man wati kessah halas kortagat o mani chamm pa Didaga kaptant ke washwab
at. Aiay lonthani sara bechkandé talan at. Man war wara Didagay sar cha wati
sarjaha chest kort o aiay jenday sarjahay sara ér kort ke magorhit, aiay
rozhnaén péshanig chokket o pada wati nepadani sara tachk butan.

A wahda man nazant ke ¢ kessaha mani chamm parchd arsig kortant bale
marochi, mahéa pad del ke noki waba shotagat, gwashay Didagay gréwagay
tawara mana cha waba jah serrént. Del cha bésamaia dém pa agahia at. Chamm
Didagay modamién jahay sara kaptant, dela trekkagé jat. Arsan dawr kort.
Gosh talwasaga atant ke kasé begwashit: “Dada, oo dada! Pad a, na. Bé
kessaha mana waba nayayt.”
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Dazgohar

Aliah Shah

Kalkashan gon wati nodarbaran tayabay lamba sayla at, bale 414 wati hamrah
yalah datagatant o éwaka gardaga at. Chammi say kasanén jenekkoa kaptant
ke tayabay lamba kochk chenag o pandola kanaga atant. Layb o gwézi kanana
rawan atant o ndhoda o yaddarani kerra mahig pach geragay wastd 6shtan
atant. Gon hamé gwandhoédni gendagé Kalkashan wati hayalani johlén zera
ér kapt...

Hanol o Hattali Mahdarwaray sara kandaga atant o Kalkashan gwashaga at: “Taw
hameé ke tayaba kaay, ¢ warhén kochka chenay, eshan chona kanay, ganok?”

Cha Mahdarwaréd pésar Hanol4 passaw dat: “Eshan kamait o gwara kant,
haw na?”

Hahaha. Har sayén kandaga laggetant o Mahdarwara zahr kort, wati pandolay
kochki kasshet o dawr datant o hdmoshia rahadag but. Hattali Mahdarwaray
poshta rawan but o chap janaga lagget o nazénagi bendat kort:

“Larhay larhay larhay,
marchi mah mojan geptag,
mdra tayaba taharia geptag.”

Hahaha. Hanol o Kalkashan tachana shotant, Mahdarwaray déma man tarretant
o0 aiay dastesh gept o gwashtesh: “Jenekk! Taw cho chéa zahra kanay, ma wa
maskara kanaga atén. Wassh bay, arhay sharrang! Ma ham baz kochk chetag.”

Roézarday wahd at. Réchay zardia zeray sara man shantagat o zera dega jalwahé
awortagat. Gwatay shikkaga tayabay zébai géshter kortagat. Gwat ancho
kasshaga at ke dazgoharani sarig o mud gwata bal atant. Kalkashan gon wati
dazgoharan cho zeri morga tayabay lamba gon wati pachén banzolan layb o
gwazi kanan at, cha donyaay drostén gaman bésama.
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Mahdarwara pa larhoki gwasht: “Shomay dazgohéara naban, yalah dayét mana.
Shoma rada dayét modam mana.”

Bale ayé4n yalah nadat o hamrah butant. Mahdarwara gon Hattalia gwasht:
“Mani sard nazénk majan, tai ndmay sara ham sawt hastent:

Hattali Lal gon jenekkan kaytent,
kandhig o har o jawakkan kaytent.”

Go6n hamé galan pada wat kandeti o wasshan but.

“Hahaha,” Hattalid ham kandet o gwasht: “Mana bale ¢ gapp wassha bit,
natawrit.”

Mahdarwara gon hamé gappa a télank dat o zera dawr dat. Kalkashan o Hanola
ham Mahdarwaray dast gept o zera dawr kort. Yakdomia 4p per réchaga
laggetant, kandaga atant.

Angaha Kalkashanay déma éapay trinzok laggetant o 4 gorhet. Cha wati
hayalan dar atk, chareti ke mani hamrahéay tawar ent. “Taw eda sengay sara
éwaka neshtag o ché jérhaga ay? Oda ma drost kadigén ent ke aks kasshaga
én o chon wassh ent. Nun wa dar kapagay wahd ent o taw cho sengay bota
eda neshtagay.”

Kalkashana gon wati zhandén tawara o proshtagén labzan passaw dat: “Hecch,

bass wati dazgoharani tranaga kaptan. Dazgohar ham zendagiay zendagén
bahré atant.”
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Ganjay Shohaz

Shari Mollazahi

Anch¢ ke kahwah tdmok kanagé at, 16theti gobn Yuthubay sawtd gon bekapit
o0 pa borztawari bwanit:

Shay Moriday wartagén bya kawl o sawgenda bechar ...

Béazén théméa rand Aprélay méaha rocha cha jambarani poshtd sar dar
kortagat o sardén gwata kasshag bass kortagat. Pa dhanna kadam janag o
kabédbay pachag o kawray kasha chelimmay kasshagéd delkasshén mosomé
at. E wasshén mésoma saynkalay swar bayag pa hamaia ke warzeshi dost
naat ham annun wassh at.

Cha delay johlankia ahé kassheti o kahwaha dega gotthé gepti o kagadani
jomp ke mézay sard ér at, chareti. E sajjahén kdgad Balochi rahband o Baléchi
wanag o nebeshtah kanagay barawa atant. Bazén zobané sharriay sara o dega
lahtén zoban kammoka zanti. Parsi zoban wanagjaha dari bortagat o Engrézi
zoban ham cha darmolkay rawaga pésar dari bortagat. Cha laddh o boja rand
Torki zoban sekketagati o nun Jarman zobana ham sekkaga at. Bale Balochi
zobanay sekkag pa aia baz gran at.

Bell toré Baldchestana rostagat, bale anchén chagerdéa zendi gwazéntagat o
darsi wantagat ke 6da mati zoban lagatmal bayaga ent. A paméshka anchén
Baloché jorh butagat ke cha aiay Baldchi pajjara bass Balochi pocch o poshak
pasht kaptagatant. Har wahda ke mardoman Balochia kort, & karr o gongéay
payma at. Kasania mohi nabutagat ke Balochi bwanit. Nun balegia lajjia but
g6n 4 dega Balochan Balochi zobana habar bekant.

Darandhéhi har mardomay sara hasén asaré kellit o pa 4ia é hasén asar hamesh
at ke zanti har chinchok zoban bezanan, bale wati mati zobana ke nazanan,

gorha gongé an.

Sawt badal bayaga at o aiay hayalani bandikk sest.
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Kahwahay gelasi mézay sara ér kort o kagadani némagé chammi sakk kortant.
Nun pa 4id mati zobanay mana bass alep o bé o ab o labz o rahband naatant.
Mati zobéan pa aia cho zendagén sahdaréa at ke kédh o kadimm o ger o déra
16thit. E dega sahdarani payma zoban ham pa zendag o barjah managa ward o
waraka 16thit, agan na gorha dhidenasoray payma zeminay chéra bass haddhi
pashta kapant.

Pada kahwahay gelds cha mézay sara zorti o hama bazén kagad ke déma ér
atanti, mani nayawortant o hayali gwastagén zamanaga shot. Aid wati mét o
petay barawa jérhet ke ayan gon mazanén zahmatéa kamm kamma bazén zarré
chetag o ér kortagat ke aia bwanénant. Albat diay mat o peta cha chagerda asar
zortagat o gon aia Parsi habaresh kortagat ke mardom aiay lehjaha kalag
magerant o ayani dostigén chokk sharr Parsi habar bekant tanke wati zenda
kamyab bebit. Bale asla ¢ diay gongiay awali kadam at.

Taw mani hala sahig naay, banok...

Sawt pada badal but o hayali dega némagéa shotant. Aia anchosh maret ke
sawt mani mareshtani payma ant. Deli kapp but pa mati watana, pa Chahbaray
lewara, pa Ballok Bazara, pa Darya Bozorgay mazanén tayaba o pa rochay
béhaddén tapa.

Aia wati dazgoharani habarani hayal atk ke darmolk o Yuropa shotagén
mardom cha dradhén gam o jérhahan dur ant. Bale kass aiay delay hala sahig
naat ke & pa raj o rajay granén zend, pa dod o rabedag o pa mati zobana ke cha
wakdarani dhalcharia gar bayan at, gamig o delprosh at.

Gon Balochi zobanay tranagay kapaga delgoshi yakk randé pada dém pa mézay
kagadan shot. Darandhéhia Balochi zobanay nazanagay sawaba aia wata
mayérbéra kort. E mayérbaria naesht ke 4 Yuropa asudagén zendé begwazénit.
Darandhéhia, aia wati syad o wares, sangat o sari, gwast o bandat pahk molka
yalah datant. Gon Balochi zobanay nasekkagd, 4 wati zobanay gar o gomsar

kanaga ham sharikdar at. E diay delay dard atant ke diay zenday sara séheg atant.

Sawt padd badal but, gwashay Yuthubd wata gon aiay mareshtan bandok
kortagat, hamé paym ke 4 maraga at, Yuthuba hamé dhawlén sawté bongé;j kort.

Ji watan tai malgozaran...
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Nazanti barén gon Yuropay taha Balochi zobanay sekkagé hakk o del Balochi
zobana rakkit, bale kamm cha kamm hamé johd aiay dastéa but. Nebeshtankéay
tranagd kapt ke ketdbéay tahd wantagati, taydbay hoshkia pahkén estar
rakkénaga nabant, bale kamm cha kamm yakkéé pada apay taha man kanag o
zendag bayagay moéh dayag bebit. Hayali kort ke buta kant mani Baldchi
zobanay dar baragay ¢ kasanén johd pa ayokén nasl o padréchan mazanén bar
o0 samar¢ byarit, arzonay tohmé ke pa ayokén padréchan mazanén bar o samaré
bedant. Balkén ¢ drost diay damagay wahm atant, bale har hala aia wati was
kanagay zalurat at.

Wasshén mosomé at, aiay del darag nabut, wati poéshéki badal kortant o cha
wati 10ga dar kapt. Roch rozhna at, morg chiri chiri kanagé atant, morgéni
tawara aiay arwah sokun dat. Johdi kort ke waté cha chapp o ch6thén hayalan
dur bedarit o ¢ daména pa émeni zend begwazénit o gwastagén o ayokén
wahday hayala makant. Bale aiay hayalan 4 pada dém pa Balochestana bort.
Hayali kort, man chont zobana zanan o twanan ke garmén roch o wasshén
moésomay barawa shaeri bekanan, bale natwanan Balochi zobana yakk bandé
ham per bebandan.

A drachkéay kasha 6shtat o sabzén téki charetant ke noki rodaga atant. Hayali
kort ke drachk ajabén sahdar¢, merit o pada zendaga bit, burr o bara jant o
nibaga rodénit. Hecch pegri nést ke € bar o samarani bandat ché bit. Pa aia
hecch parka nakant ke mardomé chent o wartesh ya4 dhagara kapant o
kermesha warant. Drachk har wahda wati kara golaésh ent. Drachk modam
wati néki o baksheshay kara barjaha darit. Drachk harkasa wati nibag o saheg
0 z€ébaia mopta dant. Marka pad ham dar ya konthéay rangd mardoman
paedaga dant.

Anagat aiay hayala sassaé atk o pahkén hayalani diwali prosht, pa Balochi
zobanay sekkaga zalurat ent ke mardom drachkéay payma bebit. A wat zobana
bwanit o é degardn ham dars bedant. E has naent ke é karay asar ché bit.
Allami esh ent ke 4 wat zobanay zendmanay bahré jorh bebit.

A pa galé gon é wahaga dém pa 16ga shot ke & wat Balochi bwénit o besekkit
o démtera dega Balochan ham bwanénit. Wahdé 4ia wati zenday maksad dar
gétk, gon wat gwashti: “Belothét, shomara dayaga bit. Shohaz bekanét,
shomara rasit. Darwazaga bethokkét, pa shoma pach kanaga bit. Chéa ke
harkas belothit, 4id dayaga bit. Harkas shohaz bekant, aia rasit. Harkas
darwazaga bethokkit, pa aia pach kanaga bit.”
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Koll

Narges Nesar

Madok goén karotkagén o némkarotkagén sheklay mardoman yakk kolléay
taha bé trekk o taward neshtagat. Kollay yakk kerréa cheragé rok at, bale
watthi békesas jahl at.

Kolla neshtagén mardom zanaga nabant ke mardén ant ya janén. Géshtera
démay aza per naant, agan kaséa per ant gorhd yakk o doa. Pocch ham
drostéani yakk ant.

Kollay taha sajjahénani sar yakk warha jahl ant, gwashay eshan sropay tawk
gottha. E tawk cha poshti némaga wazandarter ant. Zana srop o 4sen o sengé

porr ant?

Madok ham gén hameshan hawar ent. Aiay garden hoshk ent o démay 4za
géshter lerhetagant. Tahna yakk chammé o yakk goshé pasht kaptag.

Kollay tahd mardoman nazant ke shap ent ya roch ent, hamok némag tahar at.
Madok gén yakkén chamma kollay charagay yakkui johda at, bale hecch
nagendaga at. Nun 4 dazmoésha at ke chizzé na chizzé aia dast bekapit o 4 wati

démay azayani naksha wati démay sara pada jorh bekant, bale sobén nabut.

Madokay gosha neherdagay tawar at. Madoka wati yakkén chamm chest
kanag lothet ke bezant kaya wayléa geptag?

Bale yakk gaybi tawaré chest but. “Gend o magend kan.”
Gon tawaray eshkonaga Madoka wati chamm damana jahl kort.

Sahaté bétawaria pad, dobar neherdagay tawar but. Madok sarpad at ke gend
4ia magend kanagi ent, bale kort nakanaga at.
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Neherdag géshter bayan atant. Cha gayba gend o magend kanagi aylan ham
talan at, bale Madoka ¢ randi chamm chest kort o charet, yakk mardomé nalaga
naat, do kas atant. Yakké gon pocchéd démay mardomay shekla kar6jaga at o
nalaga at o domi, karotkagén jaha kalondhagé at o neherdagé at.

“Gend o magend kan,” jar boland but.

Pa kollay nendokan ¢ dhawlén jdwar pa modami at. Mardoméan hamé warha
zend gwazénag hél kortagat. Bale pa Madoka ¢ paymén hélkari gran at. Kolla
lahtén jorh butagén rahband aiay adatay bahr butagatant. Koll napsar ent.
Eshiay taha mardom mahfuz ant. Kolla dhann ogdah o hazrat kortagén jenn o
jatug ant. Warh warhén lullok o jujokéani halkat eshan &sméanay déma arhéngah
kortag, rozhn bigér kortag.

Gaybi tawar pada boland at. “Gend o magend kan. Baldh o déhani karwané
gwazaga ent. Kollay tah4 harkasay shekl o 4za nakarotkagant, bekarojétesh.
Cho mabit ke jenni chokké cha karwana pasht bekapit, shomay déma gon
azayan begendit o champath bekant.”

Madok némlerhetagén mardomani reda at. Drah yakdomiay shekla kardjaga
atant, bale Madoka wati démay kar darag kassara naesht. Madok sara chest
kanagay johda at, kaséd Madokay gawka masterén sengé ér kort. Madok
takansar at, a gon baladhan dochar warag lothaga at. Asla cha kolla dar ayag
l6thaga at.

Madoka sar chest kort, tagi zortant, sest pa kollay kerri némaga, haméda ke
cherag angat hama warha rok at. Madoka kollay tahay mardom daran atant,
bale gwashay nun ¢ mardomani dap o dém rodan atant, drost Madok atant.

Madok, Madokani jasadani tahd gwazan at. A, ap bayan atant. Madok cha

kolla dar atk. Odé4 rozhn at, gwat at, ap at, drachk o dar at. Mardom mocch
atant. Cha kolla dhann zendagi at.
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Laddh o Bo;j

Emranah Rashid

Dér naent ke 4 ¢ métagay damk o daran dardi kanaga at. A pa é métaga
daramadé at. Métagay mardoman aiay babatd warh warhén kessah jorh
kortagat. Hamok dap, hamok gapp, o padéa harkasa wati hayal o tabay hesaba
aiara pajjaré ham datagat. Lahténd gwasht ke ganoké, lahténd pawrhahé
gwasht o lahténay hayal esh at ke jatugé, kaptok o noksurén zalbulani delana
kasshit o wart. Paméshka harkas hezhm geptagat, kassi del lapa naat. Métagay
narmdel o bazzakarén mardomani hayal esh at ke mard pakiré, nanpendhé.
Eshiay tachénag, janag o latth dayag Hoda o aiay paygambarani helap ent.
Bazzag bayad ent bad o rad kanag mabit ke hakka dant.

Chonaha kassa nazant ke kai gapp rast ent o kai drog, paméshka doén tholiani
jetaén hayalani sawaba tan ¢ wahdi kassa hecch gwashta nakort. Bale anchosh
sama but ke gwashay zana & cha drahén mardoman jeta at. A gwashay é
halkay, ¢ métagay, ya ¢ ahday mardomé naat, bale a har jahé ke shot, 6da
mardomani deld bimmé rost. Warh warhén bimm, chokkani delani kasshagay
bimm, 16gani dar kanag, jan o malay bimm o pada cha drostan masterén bimm
hamesh at, begenday chérén karendahani jasu o pasu kanokén mardé¢ bebit.
Buta kant métagay mardomani awar janag o chest kanaga marday dasté man
bebit, bale kay zant ke...?

Man yakk roché pa chah o chelimmay nimmoénd Golam Janay hothala
neshtagatan ke 4 potert o kashay thébalay kerra érén korsiay sara nesht.
Ném kalakay hamoshia pad wankasshara chahay aragay esharahi kort. Man
wang wanga chamm sakk datant, charet. Aia segréthi thalé kasshet o pa rok
kanaga laythari dar kort. Laythar trekk trekk o bazén johdéa pad ham rok
nabut. Man cha wati jaha pad atkan, aiay kerra neshtan, man wati laythar
kasshet o aiay némaga thal kort. Aid bétawara mani dastay laythar zort o
wati segréth rok kort.
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Man wadara atan ke balkén & gén man gappé kant, bale bétwar at o gon
segréthay duttan layba at. Gorhd man pa hamoshiay proshagé cha aia josté
kort: “Wéjah, taw kojay mardom ay?”

“E golzemina choshén jahé nést ke 6da mani pad nakaptagant. Man ché chéna
gwashan ke man kojay mardomé an. Métagani métag ke laddh o boja ant,
gorha man ham hama ent jonzan an gon.”

“Gorha taw cha koja laddhetag o eda atkagay?”

“Man naladdhetagan. Man wati pédakia pad hama ent ke sapar kanaga an.
Haw, métag laddh o boja kanant. Déra nakant, ¢ métag ham laddh o boja kant.
Pad4 taw ham jonzay, mani warha sapar dar sapar.” A angat gén segréthay
duttan delgosh at, bale bé mani charaga gapp janan at.

Man kandéana passaw dat: “Arhay, métag chona laddhant? Mardoma laddhant?”
“Na! Mardoma naladdhant, métaga laddhant, ddodmana laddhant, 1ékaha
laddhant, tawara laddhant o pada a jah haliga bit, horki talana bit, kucchaga,
halka, o pada shahra. Déra nakant pada dega nokén dodman o 1ékah chapp o
chagerda kanant.”

“Tara kaya laddhéntag?”

“Torsa... Cha bimma masterén sardhahor dayok kay bit? Kawr ham koccha
jant, gorha man kay an?”

“Kai tors, chonén bimm?”” man dega josté kort.
“Wati! Haw, wati jenday.”

“Gorha taw eda chéa atkagay?”

“Eda mana wati jenday boa bit.”

Ched o pad aia géshén gapp najat. Damanéay bé trekk o tawaria pad aia cha
man pada laythar 16thet o wati domi segréthi bon dat o cha héthala dar kapt.

Asmén jambari potthahan sambahéntagat o mah hamé jambari potthahéni

nyama gwazan at, baré thappet o baré wati gonapay jalashki paddara kort o
baré mawjera but. Garmagay mosom at o basshi hawray goman at. Dehkan
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delwarag delwarag atant. Nun har roch jambar jorh kanan atant o hamé sawaba
gwat ham band butagat. Macchani pissh pésara soraga atant, bale nun gon
yakdomiad halwat kanaga atant. Garhélén macchani del lapa naat o end o
naendd wati barigay wadara atant. Domi némaga lonjén taharia hamok
nedarag andém kortagat.

Shapay wahda mermerankén kandilé darigay dapa rok at o lankok kenwasay
sara soraga atant. Lahtén haligén paynthbdks shakundém kaptagat o haligén
paynthbaksani nyama yakk dhabbiéay taha kammé rang pasht kaptagat.
Kenwasay sara rangd ménén dast soraga atant o aksé jorh bayan at. Dhann
sakk tahar at, chamm pa chamma maym bayaga naat. E naharén taharia kamal
ent hamé lankokan ke chon wati kéara kanagd atant. Gon grandéa trampan wati
sar yalah dat o pada dastan ham wati sorag kamm kamma4 yalah dat.

rrrrr

aks pa delgosh charet, gwashay zana chizzé pasht kaptagat, chizzé angat
nasarjam at, bale gwashay a zanaga naat ke ché¢.

Pada anagat 4 jahla kaptagén borussha chesta kant, aksay tahay pirmarday
dasta rokén cheragé jorha kant. Pada borussha cha dasta yalaha kant o aksa
charit o bechkandit.

Man dega roché sohba mahallah tayabdapa pad janaga atan, gorha diston ke &
tayabay dapa neshtag o karkénk mocch kanaga ent. Man jost kort: “Arhay!
Taw ¢ karkénkan chona kanay?” Chammi chest kortant, pada mani chamman
gon wati chamman dhokkarénana darraénti: “Mand gomén ent ke é zera
laddhit, paméshka man karkénk chenaga an ke chizzé pasht bekapit.”

Mana aiay chammani sohria sakk hayran kort o anagat cha mani dapa dar atk:
“Tai chamm cho sohr ant. Taw zana neshaha kanay?”

Balahén thahké jati o mana passawi dat: “Na! Man shapan estala charan.
Hamé estal ant ke mani chammesh honig kortagant.”

Pad4 mani chamm pa aiay dastan kaptant. “E chonén rang ant ke cha eshan
tai dast mén ant?”

“E rang naant, maresht ant,” 4ia wati dast pa mehr charetant o gwasht. “O

wahdé man éwaka ban, gorha é mareshtana zuran, aksa sachan. Pada mani aks
g6én man habara kanant o man wati tahnaia ham beh tahna naban.”
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Aiay hamok passaw mana géshter takénsar kanaga at. Man pada jost kort:
“Taw pésara koja nendok butagay?”’

E randi passawi nadat.

“Annun tai 16g koja ent?” man dega josté kort.

“Man métagéd... angor... kohay bona... hamangor neshtagan.”

“Tara mardom, kas o syad nést?”

“Butag... yakk bacché.”

“Gorha koja ent?”

“Shotag.” E randi gwashay tawari larzaga at.

“Koja shotag?” man dega josté kort.

Aia mazanén hamoshia pad ginsarté kasshana darraént: “Tachkén raha...”

A réché rand man padé 4 nadist, bale 4i4 mana gwashtagat ke man kohay 4
déma métagéa neshtagan. Man hamé métagay babata jost o pors kort, bale
mana hamé sarpadi raset ke mardom é métagay rawaga torsant. Bale parcha
torsant, chosh kassa nazant o é gappa mana géshter takansar kort. Man 16thet
ke nun allam ¢ métaga berawan.

Man wahdé 6da shotan gorha gendan ke dhoretagén 16g ant o hamé logani
darwazag band ant. Darig pach atant o har mardomé ke man dist, aiay déma
abétkiéa man shantagat o gwashay drahén mardom yakkéay wadara
neshtagatant. Lahtén mardom darigani dapa neshtagat, gardenesh 16nj atant.
Lahtén chanthani sara mélank atant, bale drah syahpdsh atant o drah zalbul
atant, yakk ham mardéné gendaga nabut.

Mana é métagay abétkia sakk bétahir o takansar kort o man cha eday ayagay
mol o morada ham béhayal butan, bale anagat yakkéa mani kopaga dast ér

kort o man pach larzetan. “Taw kaya 16thay?”” Man bégoyak atan, delay wahag
jawr butant.
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“Taw & démay damka beraw o genday ke hama logay darwéazag ke pach ent,
bezan hamdiay 16g ent ke taw l6thaga atay.” E gappay janaga rand 4id dém
tarrént o rahadag but.

Bésamaia cha mani dapa dar atk: “E métagay nam ché ent?”
Aid dém tarrént o passaw dat: “Jan6zamani métag.”

Man wati rah gept o rawan rawana gendan logay darwazag pach ent. Man loga
potertan. Log sakk tahar at. Man cha wati kissaga laythar kasshet o darigay dapa
érén cherag rok kort. Mana gendan ke lahtén sarjamén o lahtén nasarjamén aks
ant ke diwala dratkagant o lahtén nasarjamén aks bona ér ant o atrapa rangani
haligén dhabbi, borussh o kenwas dém pa chér kaptagant. Man cheraga zuran,
yakk yakka drahén aksani kerrd rawan. Hamok aks gwashay abétkiay yakk
kessah¢ at. Yakk akséay taha shapay tahariay abétki sachetagat o dega yakk
akséay tahd morgani karotkagén kodoh. Dega yakk akséa jandzaméay
chammani tahay dard o tawresht o béwasiay maresht kenwasay sara sachetagat.
Bale ¢ drahén aksani nyama yakk anchén aksé dratkagat ke mana sama but ke
nok jorh butagat, parcha ke angat tarr at. E aks o 4 dega aksani nyama dega
ham tapawaté hastat. E aksay tahd marday jenday aks ham maén at. E yakk
métagéay aks at. Métag sochaga at. Marda cheragé goén at, dém pa taharén
damkéa rahadag at o man anché maret gwashay man ham hamé marday
domba kaptagan, rawan an gon...
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Mahbano

Hamidah Shastan

Mahekan baz bétwan o béwak at o aiay jan gon héd o horméan yakk at. Aia noki
kasanén nonnoké donyaya awortagat o aiay kaptoki pa sakki o sori gwastagat.
Aia 16thet ke mani mard ya méat mani kerra bebutén o 4i4 mana delgarmi
bedatén, bale kaptokjahay hezmatkara ejazat nadat.

Wahd¢ aia wati kasan o nezorén chokk ambézan gept, wati dardan béhayal but.
Ai4 gon mehré wati kasanén chokk chéret o disti ke aiay kadd o balad cha do
dastay delé géshter naent. Nonnokay chehrag cha bazén gréwagan syah o tahar at.

Hezmatkara Mahekan charet o gwashti ke tai chokk sakk nezor ent o cha
wahda zutter péda butag. Bayad ent zutter dazgdhay taha kanag bebit. Wahdé
narsa lothet chokka dega kothiéa bebart, Mahekana cha aia dazbandi kort, bell
ke wati chokka pada ambazan begeran. Narsa chokk matay delbanda ér kort o
chokk cha matay delbanday garmia aram gept. Mahekana wati kasanén lankok
chokkay dapa dat o chokka aiay lankok metk. Mahekanay chamm arsig butant
ke aiay chokka chonaha shiray waragay twan ham néstat.

Damanéa rand narsa chokk cha matay sénaga chest kort o gwashti ke
chokka lahtén roch tai doshtagén shirana dayén, tanke chokk twan begipt o
tai sénaga gept bekant. Mahekanay chamm cha abétkia arsig butant, a béwak
but o wab kapt.

Wahdé¢é Mahekana wati chamm pach kortant, disti ke wassig o mat o masterén
gohar mani tahtay kerrd neshtagant. Mahekana gon arsigén chamm o
gréwokén tawara ayana moh nadat ke mobaraki bedayant. A hiskaraga at o
jérhaga at ke agan chokk mamanit, man ché bekanan?
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Mahekanay mat Granaza & delbaddhi dat ke deltaparkah mabay, déktar o nars
chokkay hayala darant o agan chokké zend nasib bebit, zendaga manit. Matay
gappan hecch payméa Mahekan aram nakort, tors aiay jana potertagat.
Mahekanay gohar Mahnaza narosht o tasapi awortagat, bale Mahekéan waragi
naat o gwashti ke kaptoki wardk pa hama matan ent ke twéanant wati chokka
shir bedayant, bale mani chokk anché nezér ent ke natwant mani shiran bwart.

Mahekana chokkéay payma zahr o zapta watd 4 dém kort o naldtheti habar
bekant. Gendokay wahd halas but, bale Mahnaza gon bazén mennaté cha narsa
l6thet aia ejazat bedant ke shapa wati nawasshén gohéaray kerra bedarit o
godhsara narsa mannet. Mahnaza Méahekan charet o gwashti ke tai moshkelay
hall delparéshani naent. Agan l6thay wati chokka zuttan 16g4 bebaray, bayad
ent pad byaay, wati shiran bedéshay o chokka sér bekanay.

Mahnéza shirdoshén dazgahé Mahekanara dat o pa shiray doshaga komakki
kort. Méahekanay hal shirani doshaga rand gehter but o dardi kamter butant.
Mahnaza doshtagén shir bortant o narsay dasta datant.

Mahnazay jenda baz chokk awortagat, bale hechbar choshén nezorén chokké
nadistagati. Mahnaza pa mehr o dosti chokkay chamm, ke cha jenjeshkay
chamman master naatant, charetant o chokkay delay tawar, ke trond trond
janaga at, gosh dasht. Chokka shir wart o wab kapt.

Mahnaza bechkandana wati gohar mestag dat ke tai chokka shir wartag o wab
kaptag. E gehterén habaré at ke Mahekan cha kaptokiay wahda rand
eshkonaga at. Mahnaza wati gohar jost kort ke barén taw pa wati chokka namé
dar gétkag? Mahekana aiay passawa gwasht ke man o chokkay pet chont wahd
ent ke ndmay shohaza butagén o paysalahen kortag ke ballok Mahbanoday
nama bezurén.

Mahekana cha wati ballok Mahbanoa, ke chont salé cha aiay béran bayaga
gwastagat, baz wasshén yat hastat o cha aiay némaga bazén mehr o dostié
distagati. Mahekan angat aiay shawkén bechkand o sohrén mudani yat o
tranaga at. Wahdé ballok zendag at, hamok wahda aiay kerr o gwara mardom
hastat o aia washtamén warak o halwa o dega dega washtamén chizz addha
kort o aiay addh kortagén chizz har mardoma dost atant.

Ballok kadd o balada kasan at, bale hozzhar o chalakén janéné at o pa har jérhah

o moshkeléa rahé hastati. Aia watara nomasagani nadr o kawliga kort, washgapp
o0 hayaldarén mardomé at, drostan wati arh o janjalani barawa gon aia shawra
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kort o bé eshid ke kaséay barawa shawr beborrit, mardomani habari gosha
dashtant o godhsara harkasa pa wati arh o janjalay gisshénga rahé dara gétk.

Mahekan hamé pegr o hayalay tok4 at ke andgat sari kort ke gon tabzantia
mani dosti o gébn mardoman mani hamdardi ballokay mirds ant ke mana
rasetagant, has ke Balochestand mardom hamok wahda pa tors o paréshani
zenda gwazénant. Mahnaz ke aiay masterén gohar at modam ballokay yati
zendaga dasht o aiay sargwasti kessaha kort. Aia gwasht ke Bibi Mahbano
ham yakk wahdé kasanén jenekké butag o aia kohbalochani daba koh o
damagén zend gwazéntag.

Kadimman mardom pa rawag o dyaga olakan swar butagant o dyani saparan
baz roch laggetag. Ayan bazén chizzéay héjat nabutag, ramagdariesh kortag o
cha wati jenday kesht o kesharan wartagesh. Ayan gon hinzaka dog o meskah
addh kortag o cha pasay shird shilanch o cha pasay goshta tabaheg addh kortag.
A wahdi nadrahjéh, wanagjah, garhi o dega 4srat nabutag. Kohani taha yakk
saparéa syahén zumméa ballok dhang jatag o kassa nazantag ke & zendaga
manit ya na, bale gon zahray chussag o 16gi dawa o darmana aiay jan rakketag.

Wahdé¢ ballok kasan butag aiay mat béran butag o peta rodéntag. Hapt salay
omra balloka deshtaré bit o aiay deshtar Dormahmad cha aia baz mastera bit.
Kasansalén Mahban6a cha wati deshtara tors o bimm butag. Ballok tan yazdah
salagia wati petay 10ga mantag o ar6sa rand wati marday 16ga shotag. Aia cha
kasania cho rostagén janénéa 16gay karani zemmah zortag, bezan 16gay ropag
o sap kanag, nanay pachag, warakay addh kanag o dalwatani sambalag.

Ballok say bara lapporra bit bale kasansaliay sawaba chokk eshkanda bant.
Dormahmad ham 4 zamanagay rasm o rawdjay reda, ke mardénan baz jan
butag, gon dega janénéa sur o arosa kant o cha aia chokkia bit. Dormahmad
baz bara balloka latth o kottha kant o ballokay pet wajah Ddsti wati nazakén
jenekkay azar o aziata nasaggit o balloka wati 16ga bart.

Moddatéa rand sar6zamén mardé ke aiay nam Delwash butag o bazén chokkéay
pet butag goén balloka sura kant. Bibi Mahbané kasanén omra panch chokkay
matda bit o chokké aiay hamkadd o hamomra bant. Ballok wati johda kant ke
wassh o aramén zendé¢ pa ¢ chokkan addh bekant o chokkan sar o soja dant ke
l6gay kar, kesht o keshar o dalwaténi darag o hayaldaria komakk bekanant.
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Lahtén chokkay eshkand kanagé rand balloka mardénchokké bit o aiay nama
Morad Héna kanant. Chont séla rand ballokay 16gwéjah wapata kant o ballok
0 Moréad Hén shahra rawant o nenddoka bant. Shahra zend gwazénag pa dyan
grana bit o ballok pa wati o chokkay lapay kasshag o 16gay harch o darchan
godshodi, dalwatani sambalag o wati 16gay hadd o abéla gwandhén kesht o
kesharéa golaésha bit. Lahtén sala gwazit, Morad Han mazana bit o wati
wanaga déma bart. Mazanén mohandesé bit o sharrén karé rasiti. Cha ed o
rand balloka asrat o asudagia rasit.

Balloka modama gwasht ke kadimman tepaki o hamkari géshter butag o agan
kaséa komakk pakar butag, drostan komakk kortag o hechkasa gon gozhnagén
lapa shap nagwazéntag. O sajjahén mardomani logay dap pa béwasén
mardoman pach butagant o harkasa chondhé nan o narosht rasetag o mardom
rahmdelter butagant. Balloka modam € batala jat ke hamsaheg sare astunk ant
o mat o gohar sare sarig ant. Aiay maksad esh at ke hamsaheg sakki o soriay
wahda cha mat o gohara nazzikter ant.

Mahnéza anagat sar kort o Mahekani charet ke shirkenén waba at. Harchont
ke bimmarestanay korsiay nendagé nagég at, bale johdi kort ke wati chamman
nazz bekant o cha donyday pegr o hayalan dur bebit. Sabdha mahallah
Mahnaza Mahekan pa chokkay shiray doshaga agah kort.

Mahbano agah at o gon jahlén tawaré gréwaga at. Chokka ke shir wart, aram
but. Mahnaza a charet o gon wat pegri kort ke € nezérén chokk yakk roché
chalak o lahek o karzantén jenekké bit o wati pet o matay asrati o chagerday
démrawiay johda bit. Agan ballokén Mahbanda gon drostén sakki o sérian
twantag wati chapp o chagerday mardomani sara asar bellit o mehr o dosti o
hamdeliay kolawa bedant o gon haligén dastan o bazén johdéa wati bachakka
wanagjaha dém bedant, béshakk é kasanén chokk ham yakk roché shérzalén
jenekkeé bit o kadam kadam déma rawt o bémanaén dodana proshit o pa wati
chagerda nokén zendmané dara géjit.
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