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1. Introduction  

 
A. Source Text Analysis 

 
The book I chose to translate is called )ةحلاص ةقان(  or as I translated it as (Salehah’s Camel) by the 

author Saud AlSanousi. Saud is a Kuwaiti author that is part of Kuwaiti Writers Association. He 

won the International Prize for Arabic Fiction. The book was published in September 2019. It has 

a rating of 3.7 on Goodreads and many seem to enjoy it. It is the fifth work of the Kuwaiti novelist 

Saud AlSanousi, published by the Arab House of Sciences. The book revolves around Kuwait 

before the discovering of oil, in a tribal prescriptive. It talks about a girl, Salehah’s who’s tribe 

forced her to marry her cousin from her father’s side, Saleh, even though she loves her cousin from 

her mother’s side, Dakheel. The book ends with the tragic death of the beloved Salehah. The 

chapters are not numbered, instead they are named after who’s point of view it is. I chose to 

translate these following pages: 49-92, which is in total 43 pages. These pages fall upon the point 

of view of Salehah.  

 
B. Aim 

I chose to translate this book because I have been always intrigued by translated literary works. 

For example, I am a huge fan of Fyodor Dostoevsky, but I am always let down with the way that 

translators chose to translate the works. Therefor I chose a book written by a Kuwaiti to translate 

to show the western literature lovers the talents of our local authors. I have also read this book 

before to review it for another project and was amazed with how this book was written and the 

terminology that was used. With all the different literature books that I have read in my life I have 

always wished that there was a book written that was enriched with the old Kuwaiti culture, to 

show how simple and beautiful it really is. And I think that this book shows how beautiful and 

simple the culture really is even though it ends with a tragedy. It will also make them learn some 

of the tribal customs and much more. Most people are familiar with typical love stories or 

tragedies, but what makes this book stand out is that it is indeed a tragic story but with a cultural 

twist. Another reason for my choice with translating this book is to this day people are suffering 

because their families disapprove of their marriages. These types of stories are best known in the 

middle east. It has been going on forever and will go on for years due to different doctrines, 

ideologies, and family backgrounds. I also adored how this book was rich with terms that were 
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new even to me. That is why when it was time to choose a good book to translate, this book 

immediately came to mind.  

2. Framework of Translation  
The translation theory I chose for translating this book is by Venuti. I chose Domestication and 

Foreignization because I wanted to show the beauty behind the text and did not want to change 

much of it. And if there is anything that I wanted to change it was just broad terms and not 

important ones that will confuse readers. Wenfen Yang briefly gives a broad example about both 

domestication and foreignization and how it affects the text. “Domestication and foreignization 

are two basic translation strategies which provide both linguistic and cultural guidance.” (Yang, 

2010, p. 77). Domestication is used to minimize the foreignness of the text. On the other hand, 

foreignization is basically leaving the text as it is with its foreignness. In some cases, I used 

foreignization because I wanted to preserve the cultural sense from the Source Text into the Target 

Text. In other cases, I chose to use domestication because as much as I want people to know about 

our culture, it is also very important to me that they understand it.  

3. Analysis of Data (Target Text)  
 
Challenges and Examples  
Most challenges I faced with this text are the conversations that happen in Bedouin slang. For 

example: "نادیع قوفرِّیوَح دلج هارت"  in this case I domesticated that phrase and translated it as “it’s a 

calf’s skin on top of twigs”. The reason for my choice of domesticating this phrase is because in 

this part he was describing what the instrument, the rebab, is made of. The rebab is a singular string 

instrument that is known in the Arabian region, but it might be new to other readers. Another 

challenge I faced is the terms of relation in the text, for example "يلاخ نبا ،يمع نبا"  both translate 

into “My cousin” even if it is a female. So, I found myself explaining in specific detail on who is 

that person. Therefore, I would say something along the lines of “My cousin from my mother’s 

side/ father’s side” to explain the relationship. One key challenge is I was faced with some words 

that are considered as taboo in culture. AlSanousi wrote a paragraph describing the mating of two 

camels and how the character Salehah seemed to remember her first time sexual experience with 

her husband by staring at these camels. I was hesitant at first and was not sure how to translate it. 

But I overcame this challenge by translating the words in a scientific sense. For example, I 

translated: "اھجرف"  as “genitalia” and "اھترخؤم"  as “buttock”. Domestication came in handy when I 
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wanted to translate words that would be better off as transparent, for example:  I  "لاقعلا و ةرتغلا"

chose to domesticate and translate it as “traditional headdress” and the reason for my choice is that 

all nationalities are familiar with the men’s Arabian headdress, therefore I did not want to over 

complicate things. Another thing that I found better off to be domesticated was:  ، جفرعلا و ثمرلاب"

"عیبرلا تاتبن لك و مامثلا و ةدنلعلا  all of these are considered plants of the spring, and all the have an 

English Scientific term, but no one is familiar with those terms because they are scientific, and 

these plants are not found in other regions, only desserts. And to understand the name of these 

plants you would have to be a botanist (plant scientist). So, the way I chose to translate the plants 

is: “flowers of the spring”. If I had named these plants one by one, it would’ve sounded tacky and 

boring to the reader. Now in the other hand foreignization came in handy for words I could not 

find an equivalent for, so what I did is foreignize it and then add a foot note explaining what it is. 

For example: "وبلا"  I translated it as “A baw”, lucky for me the text already came explaining that 

term, so I translated it and then translated the explanation; “Baw is the skin of the calf filled with 

straw, wool, and leaves. Then they would take the Baw and leave it next to the mother so she can 

sniff it and be assured that her little one is still there. This process is used so that the mother would 

keep on lactating.” A challenge I found interesting was unfamiliar animal names. For example: 

"يدامرلا درصلا"  which is a bird, and the equivalence is “great grey shrike”. I chose to use the 

equivalence because if I translated it into just (grey bird) it would lose its beauty. A word that I 

was excited to know that there is an equivalence for is: "ةبابرلا"  which is a Middle eastern string 

instrument, the equivalence for it is “rebab”. I considered translating it to (traditional string 

instrument) but again it would lose its beauty. The most challenging word of all was: "جولخلا ةقانلا"  

and the reason for that is first English language users are usually westerns, and westerns do not 

really use camels to get around in the past, but Arabs were known to that. There for Arabs have 

many terms that describe camels. And "جولخلا ةقانلا"  means a female camel that has lost its calf 

(death). The most suitable translation that I found was “grieving camel” because according to the 

text camels have similar feeling and behaviors as humans. So as a human when you lose someone 

to death you grieve. Another reason for my choice on the word ‘grieving’ is because the camel 

usually produces sounds like groaning and grunting when it loses its calf. 
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4. Conclusion  
In conclusion, to me and many others this is an indeed iconic piece of literature. And I chose to 

translate it because there are many cultural and local references in it. Even though it talks about a 

time before oil, it is still relatable. For example, still a lot of people in Kuwait suffer from their 

family’s disapproval when it comes to marriage, and I think that this book sheds light on this topic 

but in a different era. Saud AlSanousi did a great job with the point of view of the characters and 

with choosing the perfect terminology for that era. Literature books are always fun to translate but 

it can be difficult to capture the beauty from its original source text. That is why I chose a literary 

text to translate, it is nice to be up for a challenge. And yes, I was faced with many challenges 

when translating which included words with no equivalence or taboo/frowned upon words. But I 

took upon Venuti’s Domestication and foreignization because it is what is best suitable for this 

text. As said before it is important to me that I capture the beauty of the source text, and I did not 

want to change much.  
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Glossary  
 
No. Term Translation 

 Grieving Camel جولخَلا ةقان 1

لویسلا 2  Torrents 

ةبابرلا 3  Rebab 

  Bleating ءاغثلا 4

 Sexually driven تاقبشلا 5

يدامرلا درصلا 6  Grey Shrike 

مامثلاو ةدنلعلاو جفرعلاو ثمرلا 7  Spring Flowers 

  Ditch لحدلا 8

عجعجت 9  Grunting (camel sounds) 

ءادرد 10  Toothless  

 
  



8 
 

 

Source Text  
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Salehah 

 

I might lie to tell you the truth, that is the truth. 

 

Saleh, my child, and I camped away from our tribe to see if the torrents have reached the reefs 

after constant rainy days. We waited in order to go back and tell our tribe about it before the 

crescent that indicates the start of Eid al-Aldha. But the ground was dry and there was no water in 

the reefs. Perhaps it would reach us tomorrow. 

I was braiding my hair thinking about the incident that occurred a few hours earlier in front of the 

sunken earth cracks, and why I got annoyed at Saleh. He was staring at a specific place in the 

desert knowing that I love it and love staying on it every spring because of its water and greenery. 

“Salehah’s home” he said smiling. 

I was not happy with it being named after me. 

“Yes, I love this place, but I’m not worthy of it having my name.” 

Saleh sighed and turned his back on me: 

“The home of fresh water..” 

He walked away concluding. 

“.. I meant homes good for living” 1  

I slipped into my small tent, surprised by the feeling that struck me. Why did I feel insulted? As 

soon as I finished my second braid, I heard the call of Wadha, my favorite female white camel. 

Our tribe calls her Salehah’s camel because we are so attached to each other. They also call me 

Salehah “daddy’s girl” because my father has no other children but me. I was his daughter and son 

at the same time. 

Saleh held her down, tied her legs, and blindfolded her before taking her calf that had just turned 

one to heat brand it with the tribe’s mark. Wadha was left grunting and curling her head into the 

ground looking for little one’s scent. I ran to Saleh who was straddling the little calf that was tied 

down to the ground. My little boy stood next to Saleh with his eyes wide and his mouth agape, 

dripping saliva. My little boy loves that calf as much as I love the mother camel. I gripped my 

 
1 Salehah in Arabic means good and suitable. That is why when he named the place after her and she didn’t like it 
he quickly changed it where it seemed that he meant the place is good to live in. 
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husband’s arm before the fiery iron wand touches the calf’s neck. He turned to look at me with a 

shocked look on his face, wondering why I would refuse such a normal ritual. I carried my little 

boy on my waist and begged his father not to brand the calf. No one heat brands a calf at that age. 

“What’s wrong with you?” he exclaimed angrily. 

“I have a son.” I said. 

Saleh understood because he is very fond of our son. I did the same thing a couple months ago 

when my little boy turned one. I remember clasping the arm of the oldest lady of the tribe; Um 

Daham, as she held with her shaking hands a sharp razor to circumcise my boy, which I think will 

never happen. When he grows up, he could get rid of his foreskin himself if he wanted. The old 

lady did not like what I did. With a face similar to a goat, she looked at me and squinted her eyes. 

She told me with a voice like bleating: 

“How dare you disobey god’s orders little girl?! Your son’s soul is far more important than his 

foreskin.” 

 

The other ladies disapproved my stubbornness. Um Daham pointed at my son and warned with 

her teethless old mouth: 

“If he lived with his foreskin, his soul will be cursed... that is if he lived.” 

Frowning, I carried my son and went to my tent. My son was cursed ever since he was in my 

stomach, well a curse upon a curse will hurry us towards doom and I do not care. I set him down 

in his bassinet and sat next to him hugging my knees to my chest. I placed my forehead on my 

knees and plugged my ears with my fingers to shut out that old lady’s angry screeches who 

described me as dull and stupid, as well as screaming some frightful words about damnation, life, 

and death. My only way of escaping is hiding in my tent, in fact I was known for it ever since I 

was a child. I always hid in my tent after doing something stupid, as the women outside would 

say: “daddy’s girl is in the tent.” And then they would look for a fire or a carcass or a victim that 

I left behind. But this time they did not search for anything, because my “victim” was sleeping 

inside my tent next to me with his foreskin still intact.  

Saleh let go of the flaming hot iron wand and threw it on the sand. I went to untie the calf’s limbs 

and walked him to his mother that undid her blindfold herself by rubbing her head on the ground. 

She got up in a hurry looking for her little one, sniffing him and checking for his safety. Saleh 
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came to us lifting the blindfold of the ground while shaking his head. He sighed in relief, but that 

sigh did not seem to relieve his anger: 

“If you hadn’t stopped me!” 

Saleh wouldn’t’ve escaped my camel’s revenge if she saw what he did to her calf. Thank God I 

beat him to it before he did anything stupid. Camels are very similar to us when it comes to their 

tempers. A camel is loyal if it loves, but is moody, and would hold the abuse in their heart and 

does not forgive those who have wronged them. Saleh knows better than this, since a similar story 

happened to one of our ancestors; where he abused his male camel and didn’t give him enough 

food and water even when it grew old. Then one day when they were traveling the camel ran away, 

our ancestor chased it until he reached a high hill and stared at the raging camel below. After a 

long wait on the rocky hill, he decided to go down to the camel on the fourth day. The camel met 

him halfway and bit him on his shoulder and sat on top of him smashing him into mush. 

The camel returned to the tribe a few days later with its owner’s blood on its white fur, chest, and 

between its front legs. From that incident we took our tribe’s name Al Mahroos, thus my name 

being Salehah Al Mahroos.1 People started referring to the camel that killed our grandfather to 

Hares after the incident2. The breed of these camels is known for being crazy and ferocious, from 

the south of the desert, they’ve said that they have interbred with camels Jinns3 a long while ago 

and that is why they are that way.  

Wadha lowered her neck and rubbed it against me grateful for bringing back her little one. I patted 

her wool covered neck to reassure her. Her lint was getting stuck in between my fingers then 

scattering away as the wind blows. It reminded me of how the dandelion seeds fly away when the 

kids blow on them. Because of the sun and dust her wool gets rough, so every spring she sheds all 

of it and it regrows back soft before winter. When it regrows, it reminds me of white clouds that 

reflect the sun’s rays, giving her a more attractive appearance right in time for mating season, to 

attract her stud “Sari”. 

Her little one hid in between her legs sucking her breast. While I was looking at them 

sympathetically, my own breast started leaking milk wetting my dress. I sat on the ground hugging 

my child to my chest and started feeding him. Um Daham loved my camel Wadha after the tribe 

 
1 Mahroos in Arabic means smushed, thus the reason the tribe is named that after the incident. 
2 Means something that smushes. 
3 (in Arabian and Muslim mythology) an intelligent spirit of lower rank than the angels. 
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started calling her Salehah’s Camel. She says may God grant her the blessing of prophet Saleh’s 

camel. I always like to stare at her and focus on her details; she’s graceful with tightfitting humps, 

small flat-headed, and splayed thighs. She’s white like hail in the middle of dark mud in winter. 

She has beautiful wide eyes with amazingly long lashes. Every feature of hers indicates that she is 

from an authentic breed of camel; Wadha the descendant of Hares. 

**** 

 

 

Wadha was born three years before my first period, and I loved her instantly because we are very 

much alike. My mother passed away the moment I took my first breath, and the toothless old lady 

Um Daham raised me. Every time I asked her about my mother, she’d point at the sky and say: 

“She’s with God” 

Ever since I was a child, I believed that what happens with God is unknown. I always wished I 

was born four years earlier in order to be breastfed by Saleh’s mother and so it wouldn’t be possible 

for us to wed.  maybe by then I would’ve married my cousin Dakheel whom I always loved. 

Wadha’s mother also passed away while giving birth to her first born. I remember how sad my 

father was with her death to the point I wondered if he got this sad with my mother’s death, but at 

that time he had three other wives instead of her. Why would the death of a camel make him cry 

if every Eid he happily forces me to slaughter a sheep? He would hold my right arm which I don’t 

know how to use, clasping my palm around the knife and says: “Bismillah, Allahu Akbar.” I close 

my eyes when I hear the sheep cries and bellows as its kicking and thrashing moves my whole 

body. My father finds it amusing and laughs at the sight of his daughter that forgot how to cry, 

because of his treatment to me as a boy I started to giggle at it too. 

It was the first time that I saw my father crying like a child who was forced to accept an irreversible 

matter. He did not bother to hide his tears as he helped his beloved camel with her birth. He pulled 

his sleeves up and slid his hand inside her wet genitalia. Her first born’ head “Wadha’s” head was 

crowning as well as her front legs. The mother started grunting and swinging her head, laying on 

her right side, and surrendering to my father as the blood flowed from her genitalia. My father 

knew she was slowly dying, the newborn barley got out halfway when my father removed the 

sticky membrane from her face and blew in her nose to remove the remains that are stuck in it. His 

fists clenched on her forelegs as he pulled her under the rays of the desert sun. she twisted her neck 
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as if begging to look at her newborn one last time. Finally, her head rested on the sand with teary 

eyes. 

My father pulled Wadha on the ground and took her to her mother’s head so that she might wake 

up to see her first child, but she did not wakeup. My father’s lip quivered as he sat down and 

grabbed her head and rested his forehead against hers. He gritted his teeth silently shivering. 

I spent the next week nursing Wadha from other camels’ milk. After that week my father heard 

that one of the camels that my cousin Dakheel inherited just lost its calf because it fell in a hole, 

just after a week of its birth.  To solve the problem of her longing to her newborn they would create 

A Baw; Baw is the skin of the calf filled with straw, wool, and leaves. Then they would take the 

Baw and leave it next to the mother so she can sniff it and be assured that her little one is still there. 

This process is used so that the mother would keep on lactating. But now in this case who will be 

able to retrieve the calf’s skin if the calf is dead in a hole? 

 

 

My father sent Saleh, his nephew, to meetup with Dakheel, my cousin from my mother’s side. My 

father was seeking permission from Dakheel to make that grieving camel a mother to Wadha. I 

was so glad they found a new mother to the orphan. 

 

Within a half day we saw from far away a camel, next to her was Saleh on his camel alongside 

Dakheel on his horse. I was unfamiliar with him at first. He grew much older than the last time I 

saw, him which was last year when his father passed away on his trip to Hajj. Unfortunately, his 

father’s grave was lost and no one knows where it is located.   He came with his grieving camel 

who still is not over the death of her calf. It is said that every night she goes missing and they go 

look for her, only to find her next to the ditch where she lost her calf wailing for her calf that fell 

and shattered its bones.  

I did not allow Dakheel to leave with Wadha and I asked my father and insisted on him that I leave 

with them to the nearby ditch. Both Saleh and my father disagreed. I think my father did not want 

me to go because he did not want me to witness what will be done. But Hasna my father’s fourth 

wife convinced my father to let me go with them as she pointed how attached I am to Wadha ever 

since her birth. 
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“Salehah sees herself in Wadha.” Said Hasna to my father to reassure him. He silently nodded his 

head approving my request. That made Saleh furious. 

 

The next morning Um Daham told me to not go with Dakheel. She placed her shivering palms on 

my forehead and stated:  

“The day is very long, and the sun is scorching hot” 

I frowned and turned my back to her and walked away with Wadha heading towards my cousin 

and his camel. We headed towards the ditch where the camel lost its calf. Dakheel gestured with 

his hand not to come closer so that the camel does not notice the presence of Wadha. He never 

looked at me when he talked to me, instead he would look down at my hands. I kept staring at him, 

a man in his boyhood. He carried his sack on his shoulder and his rebab1 walking in a desert where 

he knows all its routes except the route to his father’s grave. 

 

Dakheel caressed his camel until she stopped wailing. He sang to her with a voice that soothes any 

wild animal. The camel did not bother to notice the greenery around her, instead she treated it like 

a wasteland. The ground was covered with all the flowers of the spring, but she did not stop to eat 

any of them. Suddenly she started to increase her speed while wailing again, so I knew that we 

were close to the ditch. She hurried and scattered the mud behind her leaving Dakheel behind. She 

flopped next to the ditch and started wailing as she moves her long neck left and right. Dakheel 

turned to me and gestured to stay away and not come closer as he expertly went to her to fix the 

problem. He took out a rope and pole covered with a leather rag from his sack.  He sat behind the 

camel tying her legs tightly. He lifted her tail and pushed the pole inside her genitalia harshly. He 

intended to make her feel the pain to remind her of the pain of giving birth. He then tied her tail to 

one of her hind legs so she wouldn’t swat the pole out. It pained me to see that camel in pain, but 

I knew that this pain that she is feeling will bring a happy life for her and for Wadha. He took out 

a rag out of the sack and tied it around the camel’s nose because she will be able to distinct if the 

calf is not hers. He left her next to the ditch grunting, calling her calf, and moving her neck around 

like a snake in search for its prey. Wadha and I sat a little far. Dakheel came to us and sat down. 

 
1 The rebab is the name of several related string instruments that independently spread via Islamic trading routes 
over much of North Africa, Southeast Asia, the Middle East, and parts of Europe.  
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He opened his sack and took out three pieces of dates. He offered me some and did not stop staring 

at my left hand which I took the dates from.1 

“Seems like this sack contains everything.” I spoke. 

He smiled before answering: “This sack is my home.” 

 

After that, and because of him I started carrying around a sack as well. I started taking it 

everywhere I go. I carry in it my kohl, a wooden comb, henna powder, some accessories, and dates 

with dried buttermilk. 

 

I removed the seed from the date and mushed it before giving it to Wadha because she is still too 

young to chew on it. I ate my date and stared at Dakheel whos’ mind was with the camel that was 

still wailing at the ditch.  

 

What I love about Dakheel is his looks, as well as his knowledge about everything, although he is 

only fifteen years old, he has the knowledge of a wise old man. He wore the traditional head dress 

from a young age. I love his eyes; his eyes are wide and lined with kohl. His eyebrows look like 

they were drawn to perfection, but they were always furrowed. One of his eyebrows has a scar that 

was left by Saleh five years ago, and it left a white hairless line down his eyebrow. I love his newly 

grown moustache, because it reminds me of the feathers of a great grey shrike. He has two braids 

coming out of the headdress he wore that secured them down. I love his two braids as well; they 

are longer than mine. He is quiet, as opposed to Saleh who would not shut up about his made-up 

heroic stories about himself. I love everything about Dakheel, except his silence and the fact that 

he never looks at me. He turns his face away or stares at my palms when I talk to him. 

 

After swallowing the date, Dakheel held his rebab between his knees, closed his eyes, and took a 

deep breath. But before he could sing any word, I cut him off by asking: 

“Where did you get it from?” 

 
1 In Arabic and Islamic culture, it is frowned upon to receive things with your left hand, that is why he was shocked 
when she took the dates from him with her left hand. She is lefthanded. 
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He opened his eyes and stared at my eyes that were fixed on his rebab, but he didn’t stare at them 

for long. It’s probably the first time that he looked into my eyes. He lowered his gaze and stared 

at his instrument: 

“I made it myself”. 

“Are you serious?!”, I asked 

He traced his finger on the instrument: 

“I made it with wooden twigs, skin of a calf, a cane, and hairs from a horse’s tail”. 

He smiled without looking away from his instrument and asked: 

“Do you like it?” 

I was staring at his face when he wasn’t looking at me: 

“Wadha loves the sound of the rebab, when you do not sing of course” 

His face turned red from embarrassment. I do not know why I did not admit to liking his voice. He 

furrowed his eyebrows and said: 

“How dare you not like the sound of the rebab little girl, It’s a calf’s skin on top of twigs” 

 

He closed his eyes once again. Dakheel moved the bow on the rebab’s single string producing a 

beautiful sound. He sang words describing his despair about his father’s lost grave. The lyrics of 

the songs say that he will not let anyone dig his grave. Instead, he will beat death by one day and 

dig his own grave on his own when he is old and grey. Then he will slit his throat as he lays down 

inside of the grave. As I pictured the lyrics I got scared, but I still loved the lyrics. His headdress 

almost fell off as he was swinging left to right while he sang. I held it before it fell and repositioned 

it on his head. He opened his eyes and looked left and right as is he just traveled to another 

dimension and smiled at me. It’s like he forgets who he is when he’s with me. I asked him: 

“Are you serious on digging your own grave and slitting your throat?” 

He smiled sadly and replied: 

“I sing what I cannot do”. 

I thought about what he said, it seemed like a good idea that a person can choose the time of their 

death. 

 

After a few hours the camel started to groan uncomfortably because of the gases that formed due 

to the pole being shoved inside of her. She started making groans and sounds different than the 
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cries she made over the loss of her calf. Dakheel rose from the ground, but this time I noticed that 

his eyebrows were not furrowed as they usually are. He asked me to follow him with Wadha and 

stay behind as he distracts her from looking at us. I was looking at him in astonishment. How can 

this boy that is older than me in only four years know everything about everything? I learned from 

him new things including the different names of wind, plants, and stars. And I am pretty sure that 

if he stayed with us for longer, I would learn even more things. 

 

He motioned with his head for me to come closer as he held the grieving camel’s head in his hands 

so she would not catch a glimpse of me and Wadha. He threw me a rope so I can tie the limbs of 

my little calf Wadha and asked me to lay her down behind the grieving camel as if she just gave 

birth to her. I caught the rope and stood there frozen while staring at the wailing camel and my calf 

that started to take a couple steps behind. He shouted: 

“Stop thinking!” 

I stared at him dumbfounded as he continued: 

“Don’t think, just do!” 

I quickly laid Wadha down and straddled her to tie her up as I repeated his words in my head: 

‘Don’t think just do… Don’t think just do’. Dakheel was staring at me with a large smile on his 

face as I tied up her limbs. 

 

When the camel’s pain started to get unbearable, Dakheel pulled tied up Wadha from behind the 

wailing camel as if she just gave birth to her. He left Wadha Infront of the camel for a while. 

Dakheel stood there observing them, while I stood there observing him. The camel was unsure at 

first and started sniffing Wadha to see if she truly gave birth to her. But the rag was tightly tied 

around the camel’s nose. She started staring at Wadha emotionless unsure if it is really her calf. 

Dakheel picked up his rebab, closed his eyes, and started playing a song. The grieving camel finally 

calmed down, even though there is a pole still stuck inside of her buttock. To test is she got attached 

to Wadha, Dakheel walked towards Wadha and started throwing sand on her and started making 

crazy sounds as if he is trying to hurt her. When Wadha started being scared the grieving camel 

started groaning angrily trying to get up to protect the calf. But she failed because she was tied up 

which made her more furious. Dakheel was happy with the outcome, so he undid the rag, and 

removed the pole from her buttock. I started to untie the little calf as well. As soon as the camel 
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was untied, she got up on all her fours and rubbed her face against Wadha’s body. Dakheel was 

laughing that the plan worked but I was crying at the sight of my Wadha drinking the milk of her 

new mother. I don’t understand why I cried, was it because I was sure that I was happy that she 

has a new mother, or was I sad because I must let go of her now? I was jealous of that camel. How 

dare she take her from me? What if I took her calf before it fell in that ditch? How would she feel 

then? It seemed like Dakheel heard my thoughts and took out a bowl from his sack and gave it to 

me. I took the bowl and bent down underneath the camel and started milking her. I filled the bowl 

and went to give it to Dakheel, but he refused to drink before I did. Her milk tasted so good because 

she ate some of the flowers of the spring. After I had a sip, I gave the bowl to Dakheel. He drank 

it and started laughing as a line of milk foam sat on top of his moustache, and said: 

“So…you finally learned how to milk, huh?” 

He turned his back to me, and I couldn’t help to be embarrassed. That feeling was unfamiliar to 

me, to be embarrassed because of a boy. I remember years ago when he held my wrists and taught 

me how to milk in the sheep pasture. Stupid sheep if I may.  

“Don’t remind, me I was a child” 

His shoulders started to shake as he laughed harder. I would’ve gotten angry if I wasn’t so in love 

with him. Or if I wasn’t so stupid that day then Dakheel wouldn’t be laughing at me right now. I 

was going to yell at him for laughing at me, but I couldn’t because his voice makes my heart skip 

a beat. 

 

All of us walked back to the tribe, and the camel did not stop to look back at the ditch, which was 

a good thing. I was dreading the moment that Dakheel was going to leave with both the camel and 

Wadha. Because now the Wadha is the camel’s calf. 

“Won’t you please leave the camel?” 

“I’d kill her in a glimpse if she ever left me for someone else.” He replied instantly. 

My heart started beating so fast. Dakheel loves me, I just knew it. 

 

My father was so happy when he saw all if us approaching. Dakheel left alone that day carrying 

the rebab on his back and leaving both the camel and Wadha to me. After that day in the ditch, I 

could not stop thinking about how he said he’d kill his camel if she left him for someone else. 
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Ever since that day Saleh hated Dakheel more than ever. Dakheel left on his horse at sunset, and I 

never saw him again. I forgot most of his few words. He was saying his farewells to me as he 

stared down at my palms. He told me that he found out the reason that the henna designs on my 

palms were different. I kept staring at his eyes, but he did not do the same to me. He kept on going 

and said that his mother, my uncle’s wife, always compliments my henna designs. She told him 

that all the brides sit in front of the little girl that is the henna prodigy, as she draws them beautiful 

designs of flowers, leaves, and stars. 

“You are left-handed”, He said as he still stared at my palm. 

I did not answer him thinking that if I stayed quiet, he would eventually look into my eyes. But he 

didn’t. He kept on saying: 

“You cannot do anything with your right hand. You drew on these impressive henna designs on 

your right palm, and you left your left palm to be drawn horribly by another girl.” 

 

I am not wrong when I say that he knows everything about everything. He was completely right. I 

do not know how to do anything with my right hand, except slaughtering sheep as my dad taught 

me. I did not reply to Dakheel, I just wanted him to look at me. Just one glance so our eyes would 

meet for a while. But he did not, as if I was invisible. He furrowed his eyebrows and smiled: 

“I love the henna drawings on you right palm.” 

I answered him: 

“Will we meet again?” 

He turned to look at Wadha knowing that I love her. 

“In the eyes of the camels” 

I did not understand him as I do not understand most of his few words. He turned his back to me 

and started heading towards his horse. I walked quickly and stood in front of him: 

“Other than in the eyes of the camels, will we meet again?” 

He answered me as if he did not answer: 

“Only God knows” 

 

He left after saying a couple of last words. He left without letting me down which is a good thing, 

yet he left me without a glint of hope which is a bad thing. I lifted my head up and stared at the 

sky feeling the world spinning around me, as I remember the last words he left me with. All I 
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remember was closing my eyes from the sun. I suddenly awoke with Um Daham’s old face. She 

gave me a drink of water and wiped the sweat from my forehead. She got closer and whispered in 

a voice that sounded like a goat’s bleat: 

“That’s what happens when you stay in the sun for too long” 

I was hallucinating. I was remembering things and forgetting others. I wiped my lips from the  

water that she made me drink and said: 

“Dakheel loves my henna drawings on my right palm”. 

She slapped me across my face. I started getting my thoughts back. It was not a ‘wake-up’ slap, or 

maybe it was I am not sure. She gave me her back and yelled: 

“Stupid girl!” 

 

That day Saleh approached me and stared right into my eyes. He asked me about what Dakheel 

told me before he got on his horse and rode away. I did not hide anything from him and told him 

that I asked him if we will meet again or not. Pubescent Saleh asked me angrily: 

“And will you two meet?” 

 I told him Dakheel’s answer. Saleh squinted his eyes and looked at the sky, he then looked back 

into my eyes, and I saw something that is broken. I did not know what I saw, was it love? And is 

it possible I realize what love is? Even before I get my first period? I don’t remember anything 

except Saleh’s eyes those day.  

 

Three years later Faleh came to my father angrily swearing that he will kill Dakheel, saying that 

Dakheel wrote a poem flirting and complimenting me. The poem also cusses out his and Saleh’s 

father who is my uncle. He heard the poem being told by others. He then sent him mother to ask 

my father for my hand. 

“That disgraceful weasel! He did it without honoring our shared blood!” 

 I was confused, his cusses towards my uncle were so rough. But the flirting poem verses came 

from a heart that misses me. These verses made me forget everything except the weirdness of his 

doing. Why would he cuss his uncle and then send his mother to ask for my hand? 

 

*** 
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I finished feeding my child and stared as Wadha, Sari, and their calf graze on the flowers of the 

spring. Every time I look at those three, I cannot help but imagine what my life would be if Dakheel 

was mine, as we walk with our child between the flowers of the spring. Then we would get inside 

our tent, and I’d sit on the ground listening to him as he played his rebab. 

 

I do not doubt that camels have a brain just like ours. I am always astonished on how smart they 

are. Just look into their eyes that are surrounded by thick eyelashes and you can feel how sublime 

they are. You can feel their reverence in their silence, as opposed to the stupid sheep. It is said that 

camels are created from fire, just like Jinn and demons and prophet Mohammad agreed upon that 

saying. I truly love their eyes, but I can only see death in their eyes. But ever since Dakheel 

promised me our next meeting will be in their eyes, I could not stop myself from looking at them.  

 

If the camels could talk, I would’ve asked Wadha if she really loves Sari or is she forced to love 

him for the sake of their child. And does her child deserve all that patience and sacrifice? What if 

her calf was not Sari’s calf? Wasn’t she scared the first time she saw him two years ago? I 

remember how cold it was that time of year. Sari was looking for a mate, but he got to a point that 

it was so dangerous for any female camel to get closer to him. He moved crazily as he produced a 

smell from his mouth worse than the smell of a skunk to attract the sexually driven female camels. 

 

I was peeking from my tent as he was doing everything a stud would do to call for mates. He was 

spreading his urine by moving his tail right and left as he grunts loudly and produces foams from 

his mouth. Before my marriage I never noticed how male camels act in mating season, but after 

marriage I started to pay attention on how they act so that perhaps I would understand why Saleh 

acts this way. 

 

That winter Wadha was ready for a mate. She sat on the ground between the flowers raising her 

tail and urinating showing off to the male studs what they want to see. When they mated, I saw in 

them what happened to me the first time with Saleh. I remember how bad it hurts, just like a knife 

being driven into my guts. I remember his sweaty body on my back and his rapid breathing beind 

my ears. It was a painful experience that ended with Saleh snoring next to me. I never understood 
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how other women from my tribe talk about how good of an experience it is and how their body 

shivers with delight. I also did not learn anything from Hasna, she made sure I knew what I was 

doing before my first night. Hasna was known between the women of the tribe that she knows her 

ways in bed. What I love about Hasna is that she does not go on explaining the details, because 

then she would be showing my father in an awkward light. 

 

I remember how sari came closer to Wadha as he moved his tail aside to show off his large testicles. 

He put all his weight on top of her, biting her neck just as Saleh does. All a camel could do at that 

moment is groan loudly. Either groaning from a pleasurable moment I never experienced or 

groaning from pain which I am familiar with. I usually hide my pain by biting on to my wrist to 

hide any sounds. But I do wonder, am I sinning when I imagine Dakheel in those intimate 

moments? I imagine him handling me gently as he handles his rebab, worried that he might hurt 

me. Only Um Daham knows the reality of my imaginations. She always scolds me as in why I 

won’t draw a henna design with Saleh initials. It is because my heart still belongs to Dakheel.  

I look into his eyes and answer: 

“I didn’t draw them on my wedding to draw them now.” 

She exhales from her nose in a mocking way: 

“You’ll be blessed with a child soon enough that will make you forget all about him.” 

I gritted my teeth and answered: 

“I’ll kill it!” 

 

That old lady blames me for my attachment to Dakheel, she wouldn’t even mention his name. she 

shakes her head showing how sorry she is for me as she says to not dwell in the past and concentrate 

on the future. But what is the point of a future without Dakheel in it? 

 

Saleh is never mean to me until he stares into my eyes, because in my eyes he sees his enemy, 

Dakheel. Unfortunately for him, he always does. He is always gentle with me when he thinks im 

sleeping. I usually pretend that I am asleep to give him the hint that I want to be left alone. I can 

feel him at night stroking my face, lips, and hair gently. And if he notices that I am awake he turns 

his face away. I know that Saleh loves me and doesn’t want to hurt me. And I know that this 

treatment is just because he is broken. Ever since our first night together when I did not bleed. 



67 
 

 

He sat down on the floor with his head in his hands: “He did not respect you” he said in despair. 

Even though he knows last time I saw Dakheel was at that ditch three years ago and never again. 

He knows that nothing happened between me and Dakheel. But at that moment he was full of 

doubt, and I didn’t even bother to calm him down or defend myself because I wanted him to suffer. 

 

He was kicking the ground and spinning around himself like a camel that is infested with fleas. I 

did not care for his pain; all I could remember was Dakheel’s words: “I would kill her if she left 

me for someone else.” I wished Saleh would kill me. That he would pull me outside the tent from 

my hair and slit my throat, or fire at me with his gun. But none of this happened, instead he 

proceeded to make love to my while staring deeply into my eyes, knowing this would make me 

suffer. 

 

I put my son down to sleep and made food for Saleh. I cooked some rice, jerky, and truffles. He 

barley ate my food because he never loved my cooking. He shook off his hand into the plate and 

scolded me: “As if I’m drinking sea water!”. I tasted the food to check if it is salty, it wasn’t. He 

never even tasted sea water, he only heard of it from Quran verses or traveling tribes that came 

back from the Arabian Gulf. Saleh sat down underneath Wadha started milking her. Suddenly we 

heard speeding gallops. We turned and saw Faleh, Saleh’s brother, on his camel. He was telling 

his older brother that the forces of the Amir of Kuwait and his allies were doing a good job. They 

got over the cities of Najd and captured Zulfi, Buraydah, and Unaizah. And that Riyadh was given 

to Ibn Saud without a fight. Faleh furrowed his eyebrows and turned to me halfway before 

resuming what he was saying: 

“A messenger from Ibn Sabah came to us, requesting you by name for battle on top of a camel” 

Faleh bent down and whispered something into Saleh’s ear. I grew worried when I saw them both 

glancing at my direction. 

 

Faleh left with his camel that was racing with the wind. Silence surrounded Saleh and I as we 

looked at each other. He entered the tent to retrieve his English rifle and walked towards Sari to 

prepare him for leaving. I asked Saleh: 

“What did you brother whisper to you?” 
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He did not turn to me as he was securing the saddle on top of his camel, he answered: 

“Ibn Sabah men are preparing to meet Ibn Rashid at Al Sureef.1” 

I let out a gasp: 

“My Uncles!” 

Dakheel came to my mind. Is my tribe fighting his tribe? Does my cousin from my father’s side 

fight my cousin from my mother’s side? Saleh looked at me over his shoulder. 

“Uncles from your father’s side are more reliable.” 

He got up and came to me and gave me his dagger: 

“May god forgive you and not forgive him”. 

He held my hand, placed the dagger inside it, and closed my fingers around it. He looked into my 

eyes and said: 

“I longed to shed your blood, but your blood wasn’t mine from the start.” 

I didn’t say a word as he held my little boy hugging him to his chest, and I held his dagger to mine. 

He got on top of Sari who stood tall, as if he knew that he is about to join a war. Saleh secured the 

head dress around his nose and mouth as he told me not to tell anyone his whereabouts: 

“When are you coming back” 

He stayed quiet as he was preparing to return to the tribe to stock up on ammunition. He stared at 

me with red eyes filled with tears. His voice trembled as he said a phrase I memorized with my 

heart: 

“Only God knows”. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
1 Al Sureef is a war that occurred in 1901. 
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