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1. Introduction  

 
A. Source Text Analysis 

 

The novel I choose for this translation project is called Hammam Al Dar: The Riddle of Ibn Azrag 

أزرق ابن  أحجية  الدار   by Saud Alsanousi, who is a Kuwaiti novelist and journalist. I chose to حمام 

translate 30 and a half pages of the first section of this novel, which was published in 2017. The 

novel is made of two parts that total 182 pages with few pictures that represents the subsections of 

the novel. The first section of the novel depicts a novelist with more than 30 years literary 

experience who struggles in completing a script of a novel he created. So, he illustrates to the 

reader the events of the incomplete script in five different mornings about an old guy called Erzal 

Ibn Azrag who lives in an apartment. The first section of Alsanousi’s novel, which refers to the 

morning of Erzal is full of unsolved riddles and mysteries represented by script’s referral to old 

Erzal’s past via his diary. The second part of the novel is about how the script was completed by 

replaying the five mornings with a little tweak to the events played out by a different guy called 

Minwal. The pasts of Minwal are used as the key to resolving the riddles and mysteries presented 

by the first half of the story. Alsanousi’s novel presented somewhat of a challenge to the readers 

for they need to read it more than once in order to make complete sense of what is going on. Some 

critics even called this style of writing a novel as unique (Elshair & Husam 2021). 

 

B. Aim 
 

What led me to choose this kind of translation genre being literature is because I adore literary 

works like stories, novels, TV shows and any work that falls under literature. Furthermore, I would 

like for those who love riddles, mysteries and like reading to get a taste of all three of them in a 

novel. 

 

2. Framework of Translation  
 

Due to the nature of the novel, I have chosen to use the translation theory called Domestication 

and Foreignization coined by the American translator Lawrence Venuti in 1995. This theory has 

two parts Domestication and Foreignization. Domestication is to replace the cultural elements and 
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values of the Source Text (ST) by the cultural elements and values of the Target Text (TT) during 

translation (Yang 2010, P.78). This means the translation will be smooth and clear because it is 

devoid of the foreignness of the ST in TT (Yang 2010, P.78). Foreignization is to keep the cultural 

elements and values of the source text in the target text when translating it (Yang 2010, P.78). It 

is a form of resistance against the cultural aspects of the target text (Yang 2010, P.78).  

 

3. Analysis of Data (Target Text)  
 

My translation was mostly based on the Domestication approach, while Foreignization was used 

to translate few things. The name of the characters presented in the novel were kept as is using the 

foreignization approach to the translation: 

 Muneera ‘the wife of Erzal in the mornings of the → (منيرة) ,’Erzal ‘the protagonist → (عرزال) 

script and wife of the narrator of the novel’, (أزرق) → Azrag ‘the father of Erzal’, (بصيرة)   → 

Baseera ‘Azrag’s grandmother and Erzal’s great grandmother’, (غادي) → Gady ‘one of the seven 

pigeons Azrag owns’ and the first to arrive from the long travel, ( سفار) → Safaar ‘one of the seven 

pigeons Azrag owns and one of the pigeons’ group to return from the long travel’, (عواد) → Awaad 

‘a pigeon owned by Azrag and one of those who returned from the long travel’, (رابحة) → Rabeha 

‘one of the seven pigeon owned by Azrag and one of those pigeons’ group that returned from the 

long travel’, (رحال) → Rahal ‘one of the youngest pigeons owned by Azrag who got lost on his 

way from the long travel’, (زينة) → Zaina ‘a young pigeon like Rahal owned by Azrag and who 

got lost on her way from the long travel’ and ( فيروز) → Fayrooz ‘A pigeon, who is the mother of 

aforementioned six pigeons, owned by Azrag and also the pigeon sitting on the window sill of old 

Erzal’s apartment’. The reason I chose to keep the name as they are in the TT because the Arabic 

name Azrag is symbolic and it is used in several instances to emphasize the hate the protagonist 

has to his father ‘Azrag’ through linking it to anything that has to do with the color ‘blue’ which 

is the translation of the word Azrag. Baseera is also another name kept as is in the TT because it 

means ‘a female person who can see or someone who knows hidden things’ but in the Novel she 

is blind even though she knows few things unknown to the protagonist.  So, if I were to domesticate 

the names of the characters then the symbolism and meaning of certain contexts will be lost to the 

readers of the TT. The translation will be regarded as inconsistent if I kept Azrag’s and Baseera’s 

names foreignized and domesticated the rest of the names.  



5 

 

Other elements of the translation that adopted the foreignization approach were the following:  

 Ibn. The actual translations of those words are → (ابن) Al Dar and → (الدار ) ,Hammam → (حمام)

‘Pigeons’, ‘House’ and ‘son of’ respectively and it was provided in a footnote in the TT. The 

reason for such an approach to the translation is because I wanted the translation of the title to be 

short and consistent because it contains two transliterated character names.  

 

The rest of the translation of this novel is based on the domestication approach to translate accurate 

meanings of words, short phrases and long Arabic sentences. Some sentences were tweaked by 

recreating them a bit so that the meaning is clarified for the TT audience. The following are 

examples of words that have multiple meanings in Arabic but only the one that accurately transfer 

the meaning of the ST into the TT using domestication was chosen:  

The ST Arabic word العهد from the phrase العهد القديم was translated into ‘The Old Era’. This phrase 

is considered the title of the first part of the novel (Alsanousi, 2017). The word العهد in Arabic has 

more than one meaning in English; it can be ‘Testament’ or it can mean ‘Era’. The issue with using 

the former meaning instead of the latter is that the TT audience may believe that the phrase ‘The 

Old Testament’ refer to the bible. Therefore, to avoid this complication, which is a result of literal 

translation, I opted for the second option being the word ‘Era’. Another example of an Arabic word 

that has multiple meanings in English is ‘ساعة’ from the phrase ‘ساعة تأمل’ (Alsanousi, 2017). The 

tricky part about this word is that it can mean ‘time’ or ‘one hour’. I chose to the word ‘time’ 

because this is the actual meaning that the ST refers to not ‘1 hour’, where the protagonist would 

spend a long time pondering about his script. Thus, the accurate translation would be ‘A pondering 

time’ not ‘A 1 hour of pondering’.  

There were certain phrases that where domesticated because the English meaning of them is wrong 

and inappropriate:   

The Arabic phrase اللقيط  & produces two different meanings one of them is inappropriate النص 

inaccurate and the other one is the correct one (Alsanousi, 2017). The word لقيط in Arabic refers to 

an abandoned child; one who is the result of a forbidden relationship and the other word نص can 

mean ‘text’ or ‘script’. When the two words are combined then you end up with inaccurate 

translation ‘Bastard Text or Bastard Script’ both are incorrect. By looking at the context of the 
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novel then the accurate term for the word لقيط is ‘abandoned’ and the accurate term for the word 

 is ‘script’ because ‘script’ is a word that describes a writing for novels but ‘text’ means any نص

kind of writing. Thus, based on domestication theory I chose the translation that produced clarity 

and appropriateness for the TT readers which is ‘The Abandoned Text’.  

Another similar phrase to the previous one is فتاة مغناج, which means in Arabic a female who excites 

a man using her voice or body movement (Alsanousi, 2017). The English translation of such a 

phrase would cause misunderstanding. As a result, I domesticated the Arabic phrase into ‘a loving 

young girl’ to avoid the promiscuous meaning of the word and provide intelligibility to the TT 

readers. So far what is discussed is the translation of words and phrases. However, the translation 

done to ST sentences involved breaking a long sentence down, tweaking the meaning of the ST 

sentence by somewhat recreating the sentence in TT or simplifying the sentence to the reader. The 

following sentence is an example of simplified translation (regular domestication):  

The Arabic sentence “لم أكن لأنتبه إلى غياب انتابني أثناء الكتابة لولا ارتفاع الأذان من المسجد القريب من بيتي” was 

translated into the target text by rearranging the syntax of the ST to fit the TT and avoid literal 

translation (Alsanousi, 2017). Furthermore, I domesticated the phrase ‘ارتفاع الأذان من المسجد’ into 

‘sound of the mosque’ because the TT audience are not familiar with the Islamic culture of the ST. 

Consequently, I ended up with the following translation “If it was not for the sound of the mosque 

next to my house, I would not have known about how much time has passed”. This section of the 

commentary will present an of example of a long Arabic sentence broken down into two and 

another one that was carefully tweaked meaning-wise:  

Based on domestication theory the long Arabic sentence “  أنا لا أزعم ما يزعمه بعض الكُتَّاب حول ما يشبه

الماورائيات التي يحدثون عنها، كأن يردون أصل كتاباتهم إلى وحي أو إلهام، متوسلين مزاعمهم أن تمنح نصوصهم الفارغة حالة 

 was split into two in the TT (Alsanousi, 2017). The reason ”زائفة تبهر قارئا محتملا، لكنني كنت أكتب وحسب

for splitting the sentence because of what is called a run-on, where two complete sentences is fused 

together. English does not favor run-on sentences. Another thing about this long sentence is that 

this part ‘ رغة حالة زائفة تبهر قارئا محتملامتوسلين مزاعمهم أن تمنح نصوصهم الفا ’ was simplified into ‘begging 

their oracle to bless their writings to impress a potential reader’, because English is not an 

expressive language like Arabic and to simplify the meaning to the TT audience. As a result, I 

produced the following translation “I was just writing unlike those pretenders who claim that their 
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writings originate from some form of revelations, begging their oracle to bless their writings to 

impress a potential reader”. 

The ST sentence “الدار لاتخون أفعى  يغيب  الدار لا  أهلها، حمام  الدار يصير من   was carefully ”كل من عاش في 

translated using the domestication theory (Alsanousi, 2017). The meaning of the word ‘ الدار’ was 

translated in to ‘house’ not the other meaning to it which ‘room’ for accuracy, while ‘حمام’ and 

 were translated into one word ‘members’. The reason for this careful domestication is ’أفعى‘

because this sentence, which is considered a saying, is repeated a lot across different contexts in 

the novel and to clarify it to the TT readers. Therefore, the complete translation of it is ‘Whoever 

lived in this house becomes a part of its family, the members will always come back to it even if 

they leave it and they will never betray each other’.  

 

 

4. Conclusion  
 

This text presented somewhat of a challenge because it is literary text (specifically a novel) and it 

contains some cultural references that required careful translation. Another thing with this 

translation is that a specific sentence required precise translation. The reason for this is because it 

is used in multiple contexts, which required the words that make them up fit these different 

contexts without the need to change them. 
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Glossary  

 

No. Term Translation 

ى   1  Sorrowful sigh زفرة حرَّ

 Kiss تلثمِ  2

  Glossy صقيلة 3

استخدامها   ت  ب  دَئِ  4  Always use 

  Just happened ألفيت ني  5

  Characters الشخوص  6

  Window sill دكة النافذة  7

  A loving young girl مغناج 8

ه  و  ع ت   9  Arrogance  

  Compliance مذعنه  10
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Target Text  

 

Hammam(1) Al Dar(2) 

The Riddle of Ibn (3) Azrag (4) 

A Novel By 

Saud Alsanousi 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

(1) Hammam: means ‘pigeons’ 

(2) Al Dar: means ‘the house’ 

(3) Ibn: means ‘son of’. 

(4) Azrag: one of the characters in the novel and it means the color ‘blue’. 
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The Old Era 

Erzal Ibn Azrag’s Mornings 
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A word 

…He lived for more than 50 years and 20 years of them 

were devoid of any events until a pigeon changed everything! 

                                                                          Patrick Süskind 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



39 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Before a Pondering Time 
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Before a Pondering Time                                                                                                             (6)  

  

 

 

 

((Enough of this nonsense!)) 

 

 

Enough of this persistence on writing that will not be written. There is nothing that compels me to 

keep on writing. NOTHING. Sometimes a writer should acknowledge his inability to write 

anything and stop trying. 

I have been in the office since the morning complaining with a heavy heart to my wife whom I 

long for. I lean my cheek on the palm of my left hand as my right palm is still stinging. My eyes 

are fixated on papers lying between my elbows on my desk, which contain writings of a script I 

am confused about. My wife pats my shoulder. Then her patting hand moves down my shoulder, 

passing my arm, reaching my bandaged stinging right-palm and rubs it.  

 ((Do you still feel the pain of the burn?)). 

I let out a sorrowful sigh and my heart is in pain. I carefully press the tip of my index finger and 

my thumb together. I draw them near my face and look at them. I answered her in a semi-relieved 

manner:  

((As long as I can hold a brush or a pen...)). 

I shake my head in affirmation: 

((I am fine..)). 

She waves the burn ointment packet at me. I shake my head:  

((I do not need it, Muneera!)). 
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Hammam Al Dar                                                                                                                         (7) 

 

She smiles and leaves the packet at the edge of the desk. She places her palm on my bald head 

rubbing it gently. She reminds me of thirteen novels, over eighty stories, four plays, two movies 

and dozens of artistic paintings all of which are regarded as my most successful works. Successful 

works that were produced in my literary and artistic journey of over thirty years. My eyes are still 

fixed on the script. My wife places both of her palms on my shoulders and squeezes them while 

both of her thumbs are pressing on my neck:  

((It seems you forgot something!))  

I turned my head towards her with an inquiring look on my face. She smiled. She leaned forward 

and kissed my cheek. I could smell her fresh breath:  

((Today is an exceptional day.. prep yourself so that we can celebrate)). 

I sighed and did not answer her. She pinched me in the same area that she kissed before leaving:  

((My love! This is not the first time! Your lower drawer is full of unfinished scripts and your 

painting studio has dozens of unfinished paintings!)). 

She does not understand. This script is unlike the rest. It is not because of what I wrote in it but 

the impact it has on me.   I wanted to explain this to her but as confuse as her. I decided to stop 

thinking about the text and call it quits yesterday evening. Then early in the morning I placed a 

glossy white paper atop the first page of the incomplete script as a cover. A fine paper written in 

its bottom left corner the phrase <A Novel’s Project>, which I always use as a good luck charm, 

whenever I begin a new writing work. I held the pen and I decided to write a temporary title at the 

bottom of the script’s cover page called: <The Abandoned Script!>.  

I do not know what pulled me away from my other postponed writing project. 
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Before a Pondering Time                                                                                                             (8) 

 

I found myself drawn to a character that came out of the blue and forced me to write something 

about it so that I come back to it later. An incomprehensible character that pulled me towards it 

and away from everything else. I pulled out a new white paper to jot down my thoughts about this 

thing that suddenly sprung out into my mind. I found myself writing non-stop about a disturbed 

person named Erzal Ibn Azrag!. The name is unfamiliar to me, I do not know where it came from. 

I did not have a prior imagination about what I wrote. I do not know the time, place and the 

characters that surround the protagonist. A protagonist?! The word itself adds a doubtful value to 

the character!.  I happened to be just writing without thinking. I write about something unknown. I 

write with a burnt palm. I was just writing unlike those pretenders who claim that their writings 

originate from some form of revelations, begging their oracle to bless their writings to impress a 

potential reader. I write for an unknown motive. I write to witness the suicide of that character, 

however, when I was about to write its suicide scene I could not do it!. I began writing yesterday 

before sunset and ended up with an incomplete script that was written in one sitting. I completely 

forgot about my burnt palm. If it was not for the sound of the mosque next to my house, I would 

not have known about how much time has passed. When I looked outside the window it was dark. 

How long was I writing for?! The answer to my question revealed itself when the sound of the 

mosque ended. I looked at the clock and was alarmed at the fact that I was writing for twelve 

straight hours! I was looking around the office as if I have not written inside it for hours. I hear my 

heartbeats in my ears, from where did this desire to write come from? I am supposed to spend time 

on my other projects instead of wasting it.  
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Hammam Al Dar                                                                                                                          (9) 

 

I treaded inside my office back and forth thinking about what happened to me. I am not alright. 

There are a lot of characters to write about in my other postponed projects and Erzal Ibn Azrag is 

not one of them!. I washed my face and prepared a cup of a coffee. I returned to read ‘The 

Abandoned Script’ that was written without prior incentive. I tried digging deep in my mind to 

recall a distant memory about a previous situation or an old thought that I was saving for my next 

writing work. However, I could not remember anything. This script was written without incentive! 

What was it that I wanted to convey in my writing? And who is this boring character that I am 

writing about called Erzal Ibn Azrag?. My wife Muneera interrupted me as I was about to finish 

my sentence carrying the burn ointment.  

Normally, I tend to have some idea about my novels’ characters before I write them down on a 

paper. Afterwards, I get to know them even more during the writing process as if they are telling 

me about themselves. The more pages I write about them the more they reveal about themselves. 

However, I know very little about this supposed protagonist that came into my mind before I 

started writing about him. He did not even reveal more about himself during the writing of his 

story. I tried to resume writing the script hoping that I would reach to an understanding. Anything 

that would explain to me the reason I was so indulged in writing about a character, I have no clue 

about. ‘The Abandoned Script’ is in the form of five chapters, which represent five mornings of 

an old, disturbed, strange and boring old man. He has almost no interest in anything except few 

insignificant and strange ones; reading mysterious diaries, prying on a pigeon nesting on a small-

spaced window sill. He also dreams everyday which I can only see fragments of it and my 

imagination could not help me complete it. This character was supposed to commit suicide by 

throwing itself from the window, but for some unknown reason it does not. Usually, whenever I 

struggle in writing a script, I give myself a pondering time.  
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Before a Pondering Time                                                                                                           (10) 

 

I spend it sitting crossed-legged on my chair behind my desk in silence while my eyes are shut. 

Thinking about the unwritten details of the script, to the point that I travel to a place I wrote about 

in my deep ponder or I summon the characters to my office. I ask them to sit on the seats in front 

of me or in a circle on the floor. I check their anxious expressions in my presence and give them 

features that were not present in my mind. For example, removing a mole from a crazy old 

woman’s cheek and placing it under the lips of a loving young girl, which excites me to write 

about. Giving an old man a deep voice, which would give him level-headedness that suits his age, 

cursing a chatterbox with a stutter that would put a stop to her talks, and castrate a muscular man 

to destroy his arrogance and ego about his body!. I finish molding the characters while they present 

before me in compliance. I talk to them in order to get them to tell me about themselves and ask 

them questions about anything related to the script. I get to know them further by pushing them to 

converse with each other and even make one of them say something that would bother the other 

character. Perhaps this incitement would enable me to get what I want. Their reactions and 

conversations may enable me, as I assume the role of a spectator, to overcome the writer’s block 

and continue writing ‘The Abandoned Script’.  

This is what I plan on doing with this mysterious new character that suddenly came to my mind 

twelve hours ago. Perhaps I may find something about Erzal Ibn Azrag if I come back to The 

Abandoned Script sometimes later. Anything that would enable me to end his tale by killing him 

through suicide in the form of throwing-himself from the window of his cold room. This would 

conclude the script, that was written with a burnt palm, or at the very least would enable the rest 

of the characters to add more to the plot of the script without him and avoid the issue of the script 

remaining incomplete.  

 

                                                                                                                                       M.A 
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 A Novel’s Project  

 ((The Abandoned Script)) 

 

 

(11) 
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A First Morning 

(12) 
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A First Morning                                                                                                                          (13)        

 

((…then he bit the side of his clothes and starting running like a madman!)).  

Erzal woke up frightened and shaking on his bed as if he heard the sound of thunder and kept his 

eyelids closed. He kept thinking about the everlasting ‘blue’ nightmare, patiently waiting for the 

part where he runs like a madman and attempting to hold on to it perhaps he can see his loved 

ones. He feels his heartbeats in his chest and calms down. The taste of salty sweats dissipates from 

his mouth. He ponders. He swallows his saliva with difficulty while wiping his sweaty bald head. 

Erzal Ibn Azrag wakes up every day in this state since yesterday.  

Erzal opens his eyes and avoids looking at the ceiling. He turns towards the window. The pigeon 

is on her way to his home or at least she will be after a short morning departure. She will return to 

the window sill of his lonely apartment’s room that overlooks the sea. An apartment, which he has 

been living in it for the past thirty years during the time of his marriage according to his diary. The 

window sill is a like a balcony opened to the world. The pigeon has always been living on the 

window sill since a day he cannot remember. Perhaps he remembers the time when he liked the 

pigeon’s company, early in the days, when her goofy and big body would land on the window sill. 

She clumsily lands between other smaller birds that are startled by the faintest sound coming from 

the street. The pigeon is aloof and minding her business. You cannot tell which place her round 

red-like ruby eyes with a black dot in its center are looking at. 
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Hammam Al Dar                                                                                                                         (14)                     

 

He likes looking at her. When she is compared to other pigeons she is special. Her body has a 

gloomy dark grey color and a bright turquoise color around her neck.  She does not seem to care 

about anything just like Erzal as she is living her life without understanding anything.  

He wakes up at the sunlight of every morning. His window is curtainless since the curtain was 

dropped by the twins in a morning he always believes it to be the morning of yesterday. He 

remembers when one of the twins apparently pulled hard on the curtain until it fell. He got upset 

on that morning and screamed at them. They got startled. They were standing still with the curtain 

lying on the floor between their feet. The boy says she did it and the girl says he did it. He 

remembers their accusing-little fingers pointing at each other. The man recalls a scene which is 

almost a memory. He sits in front of the canvas and uses his painting brush to add his final touches 

to it. The young twins run towards him. Wow! It looks so cool daddy!, when the twins begin kissing 

him the scene disappears. He scratches his bald head: When was that? It was yesterday. It matters 

not. What matters is the fact that the window must remain curtainless as a tribute to the young 

twins who allowed the entry of the sunlight into Erzal’s cold room. Was the pigeon around on the 

window sill when the curtain fell? Perhaps, but when was that?  

He rubs his eyes using the back of his hand. In his wakefulness he ignores questions, which came 

to his mind, about the occurrence of things he does not remember. He asks himself questions that 

begin with ‘when’ because he gets bothered about things that involves time. He only knows time 

as a past and the past is always ‘yesterday’. Also, he only remembers a little bit of yesterday: I was 

born yesterday. The pigeon landed on the window sill yesterday. The curtain fell yesterday. He 

also phoned his ex-wife as soon as he woke up yesterday: I miss the young twins. She interrupts 

him as soon as she recognizes his voice: run you coward! 

He yawns. He sits upright on his bed. He makes a phone call.  
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A First Morning                                                                                                                          (15)            

 

Nobody is picking up. He felt sad. He looks at the window, where the pigeon is at, with half shut 

eyes: There is a chance she is not here! He removes the blanket from his scrawny body. He runs 

in his dark grey pajamas towards his small kitchen to prepare his coffee. He left the water on the 

stove to boil and runs to open a closet in the hallway. An old newspaper with yellow pages falls 

between his feet. He picks it up and holds it close to his chest with his eyes shut, as if he is hugging 

it, before putting it back in the closet with his other stuff. He puts his hand in a plastic bag. He 

takes it out and brings it closer to his nose with barley in it. He sneezes and then smiles: It smells 

like father!. He gets disturbed whenever he thinks of his father. He misses him but does not want 

to meet him. He misses many things that only come to his mind in the presence of something he 

dislikes. For example, when he gets a fever a gentle person’s hand would touch his forehead to 

check for his temperature, then tucks him in a warm bed and prepares his favorite hot soup. He 

notices some movements outside his window which interrupts his nostalgia. It was the wind 

moving a palm tree frond. With a handful of barley, he quickly moves towards the window. He 

checks on the pigeon to see if she is there because he does not want to scare her. As soon as he 

opened the curtainless window cold air blows in his face. The palm tree in front of his window 

looks clean with wet fronds. Did it rain while I was asleep? He turned towards the blue sea in front 

of him, which stretches into the horizon. The tide is high. He closed his eyes to avoid anything that 

has to do with the word ‘blue’ which scares him. He took a deep breath which has a scent that he 

likes. It is the scent of old pigeon droppings, which reminded him of yesterday. He lowered his 

head and opened his eyes to look at the dusty and small window sill. He scattered the barley in his 

hand on the window sill next to the old pigeon droppings, a heap of dry sticks, feathers, threads, 

and fine wires. This pigeon is about to lay an egg! His face lit up but frowned when he raised his 

head and looked at the sea again. He raised his head even more and saw a clear sky.  
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Hammam Al Dar                                                                                                                                 (16) 

 

He detests anything that has to do with the word ‘blue’. He detests the sea, the sky and his father. 

The colors attributed to certain events from his memory bothers him. Erzal is like the color grey, 

which is gloomy and is not associated with any happy memories. He chose this color to represent 

his life, it is the color of the end, smoke, ashes, house rubble, a person’s remains and nothingness. 

The old Erzal remembers himself as a child, when he was four or maybe five years old. His father 

was playing with him by tossing him in the air. His mother shouted at Azrag, fearing for her kid 

from falling: Watch it Azrag...the kid will fall!. Erzal the kid cried in terror. Azrag angrily shouted 

at his wife: your son is a coward!. He held little Erzal again and tossed him in the air disregarding 

Erzal’s panic. Azrag said: If you cry again I will throw you high up into the sky. Erzal bit his lips 

and did not cry. However, he definitely hated the sky.  

The old Erzal looked away from the clear sky. He closed the window and turned around slowly 

walking to his wooden chair. He then turned to face the window a few meters away. The smell of 

the bird droppings mixed with the dust of the window sill is lingering in his nose. It took him to a 

very far place, to yesterday. An awful smell can be tolerated if it reminds you of a time you love. 

He shook his head in affirmation. Your time does not necessarily have to be beautiful, what matters 

is that you were a part of it.  

((Waiting for what may or may not Return)) 

I was eight years old, when I was sitting on a wooden box on the spacious roof of our old house 

with my shirt tucked in. while I was sitting on the box, I started looking between many big pigeon 

cages. The roof has the usual smell which is a mixture of dust, birds’ droppings, and barley. I look 

at my father’s anticipation before sunset. 
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He looks towards the south. He counts the hours and begins to worry. He is waiting for the return 

of his six pigeons that he released at the southern border early in the morning. The weather that 

morning in the desert was extremely windy. I, as a kid, do know that my father’s pigeons will 

return. I do not care about the windy weather and the great distances the pigeons must cross. 

Furthermore, I do not count the hours for their return because they will return even if they are late. 

‘Whoever lived in this house becomes a part of its family, the members will always come back to 

it even if they leave it and they will never betray each other’; This is a saying that Baseera said to 

me two years ago before the pigeon situation occurred. She is my father’s grandmother or perhaps 

great grandmother; I do not know because she is really old. She sits still in the corner of our old 

house lobby underneath the stairs wearing black clothes that covers most of her body. Why is she 

sitting underneath the stairs? I have never asked myself before about things that I grew up on 

seeing. Things that exist in an old house with small rooms that overlooks a roofless lobby. It is the 

lobby, where Baseera resides and whom I have never seen open her eyes before as if they were 

sewn together for a long time. Like the pigeon sitting on the window sill, she was always sitting 

underneath the stairs on a mattress in the lobby. Baseera never leaves her mattress not even to use 

the toilet. She would soil her clothes without batting an eye as if she is sneezing or yawning or 

spitting. Her spot has never changed like the house’s furniture; the bed is in the bedroom, the stove 

is in the kitchen, the sacks of rice, lentils, and sugar are in the storage room, the wide floor sofas 

are in the lobby and Baseera is sitting on her mattress underneath the stairs. She always sits in her 

favorite spot, whether it is winter or summer, while half of her body is covered in a stiff and brown 

blanket. She leans her back on a tattered sky-blue pillow with a yellow stain in its middle.  
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I was very young so I only knew who she was after my father kicked out all the slaves he owned, 

while she remained. I understood right then that she is part of the family. Bassera always sits still 

to the point that we sometimes forget she exists. Whoever sees her thinks that she is dead if it was 

not for a specific sound she makes occasionally to alert others about her existence. The sound she 

makes is when she spits out her accumulated chest mucus from her mouth into a ceramic bowl 

placed on a rug next to her. She always hits a bullseye. Whenever Baseera’s throat rattles in 

preparation to spit out her mucus, I eagerly look at her. I push my long hair bangs upward to see 

clearly. I stare at her lips and the ceramic bowl. As she makes the sound of gathering mucus in her 

mouth, I look carefully at her lips. She moves her jaws like a sheep chewing on grass. Ptooey! She 

spits out the mucus in the center of the bowl. I raise a fist of victory, when Baseera landed the spit 

in the center of the bowl, as if I have scored a goal against my friends during a football match in 

our old neighborhood. When I look at the old lady’s features, I smile: What if you could see!? 

I doubt she is blind. To test my doubts, I use wooden crayons to draw smiling faces on a paper. 

Then I place the paper in front of her face and Baseera smiles although her eyes are closed. I place 

another paper that has drawings of sulky faces in front of her face and she frowns. I tell my father 

about the old lady’s reaction and he laughs: your delusions will be your doom someday! 

Erzal 

 

The old Erzal is bored and is waiting for the return of the pigeon that keeps his mind busy in her 

all the time, while sitting in his room. He sighs and looks around at the details of his room as if it 

is his first time he has been in it. He lowers his head to look at the dark wooden floor and the 

tattered red carpet.  
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Erzal turns his head leftward to look at his copper bed frame and old brown blanket made of wool. 

Then he looks over his shoulder to see a wooden frieze on the wall, which surrounds a skylight 

that used to have a hatch. On Erzal’s right side there are two pictures of his twins hanged on a 

yellowish-white wall, which reminds him of a painful memory. He closes his eyes as he remembers 

the painful memory. He then opens them up with tears welling up in them and the white part turned 

red, while sighing and looking at the cracks of the roof. If only you could talk! He shakes his head 

in dissatisfaction, while looking at his diary on the nightstand.   

((A Voice for Something that has no Voice)) 

I was six years old when I spotted a little brown snake covered in spots, that poked its head from 

a small crack in the wall of the sheep pen in our old house. It pulled out its forked tongue at me as 

if it was trying to make a sound. I screamed and freaked out the chickens. I bolted towards Baseera 

and hid under her blanket while trembling. The old lady calmed me down by uttering a sentence I 

have never heard before: ‘The members will always come back to it even if they leave it and they 

will never betray each other’. When I heard the husky voice, I stood up while being terrified. It 

was like an echo of a voice I have never heard before. I crawled away from Baseera. This new fear 

topples the one I had from the snake of the wall. I looked at her from over my shoulders. Mother 

Baseera! She turned her head towards the ceramic bowl and prepared to spit out some mucus. 

Then Ptooey! She spat out the mucus, my father did not believe me when I told him about the 

voice: Boy! Baseera is blind, deaf, and mute. I begged him to wait and listen to her himself as I 

was holding onto his sleeve. I begged Baseera: Mother Baseera! She did not let me finish what I 

was about to say and decided to aim at my forehead. Then Ptooey! Spat at me. My father laughed: 

Hey you wimp beware from the treachery of others!.  
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He kept on laughing as he was going to the roof to wait for the return of his pigeons, which he 

regularly releases at a distant place. I was frighted of the lingering thought that the snake might 

reappear although the elderly women believe that snakes are blessed creatures. Also, they accept 

the fact that every house has a loyal snake living in it. Even after hearing stories about how a snake 

living in a house repelled a thief that snuck in and rocked a baby’s crib to put him to sleep, I am 

still freighted. My father labels these stories as legends; however, I sometimes believe them and 

other times ignore them.  

Erzal 

 

The pigeon Fayrooz, holding a straw in her beak, has just landed on the window sill of old Erzal’s 

bedroom. As the sun rises, the bright turquoise color around her neck glows even more. Erzal 

thinks he named the pigeon – Fayrooz – after the turquoise color around her neck. He thought that 

it seemed stupid to name a creature that he cannot approach to or call out to it.   The idea of naming 

the pigeon gave him a sense of affinity he has been missing since ‘yesterday’. Fayrooz dropped 

the straw on the window sill and started picking up the seeds before getting closer to her incomplete 

nest. Then she picked up the dropped straw and started tucking it in the incomplete nest made of 

straws, wires, feathers and threads. Erzal felt extremely cold. He left his chair and walked slowly 

towards the clothes rail in the corner. While looking at the pigeon, he extended his hand to slowly 

take a turquoise shawl to avoid scaring her. He wore the shawl around his shoulders and pinned it 

below his neck using a pin. Erzal sat on his chair again while trying to keep his sight on the pigeon. 

He follows her movements and looks at the extension and contraction motion of her neck. 
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When Erzal looks at the blue sky his mind drifts away from Fayrooz to a distant memory; the 

memory of ‘yesterday’. UGH, what do you want from me Azrag? He frowns and resumes looking 

at the movements of gray Pigeon.  

((Waiting for the Return of the Pigeons)) 

My father sighted a moving black dot in the horizon from the roof of our house. Looking at him 

being excited, while standing on the tip of his toes with his neck extending upward to have a better 

view, made my heart skip a beat. I got up from the wooden box and untucked my shirt. I carefully 

walked, barefooted, leaving behind me footprints on the dusty roof. It pleased me to hear the 

cracking sound of the old birds’ droppings as I tread upon them. I approached my father and held 

onto the side of his clothes with one hand, while I pushed my hair bangs aside with the other one. 

My father looked at me, while smiling, then he looked back at the moving black dot in the horizon 

and shook his head in affirmation: It is Gady. He uttered the name in a deep voice. His voice is 

always loud and clear unlike Baseera’s soft and husky voice. I confirmed what my father said with 

a nod. Gady always comes first because he is the fastest. Then I started counting on my little fingers 

the remaining pigeons. We are only missing Saffar, Awaad, Rabeha, Zaina and Rahal. Gady landed 

on the surface of the big cage, in which his mother pigeon lives in it, to check for his spot. I joyfully 

approached Gady with my lips rounded and mimicked his cooing: Gruu Gruu. My father was 

looking south, while holding the bowl of barley in his hand. Three faraway black dots appeared in 

the horizon. My father looked worried as he was feeding Gady some barley, while looking at the 

direction the pigeons are supposed to come from during sunset. He mumbled, while standing on 

the tip of his toes with his neck extended upward: Saffar, Awaad and Rabeha.  
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I do not know how can my father recognize his pigeons, while they are faraway in the sky during 

sunset. I can only identify them when they get closer by looking at their leg bands. My father shook 

his head in sadness: They will not come back. I knew he was talking about, the stepsiblings of the 

pigeons that returned, Zaina and Rahal. This is the first time he released them from a great distance 

such as the border. Perhaps the tiredness, thirst and strong winds prevented their return because 

they were tiny. I went back inside and passed by Baseera on my way to the sheep pen. I was 

repeating what my father said: They will not come back. Then Baseera whispered: ‘The members 

will always come back to it even if they leave it’. When she whispered the saying, I was not paying 

attention. So, I immediately turned towards her: What did you say?. She replied with, Ptooey!, a 

spit in the center of her ceramic bowl.  

Erzal 

The old Erzal left his chair and snuck into the kitchen like a thief. He prepared coffee for himself 

by mixing hot water with coffee powder. After that he held the cup using both of his hands and 

felt its warmth. Then he went back to his room to sit on the chair. Upon his return, he did not find 

the pigeon on the window sill. She flew away to gather more straws before she coming back, ‘The 

members will always come back to it even if they leave it’. He took a sip of coffee from the cup 

before placing it on a small table next to him. He stared at his window, which was covered in piles 

of birds’ droppings. Erzal was annoyed and angry at the fact that the birds would get scared and 

fly away whenever he enters his room. Even when he enters it slowly, it does not work. Therefore, 

he started entering his room in reverse. ‘Yesterday’, he tried to enter his room with his back facing 

the window and pretended to not care about the birds sitting on the window sill behind him. Using 

the mirror placed in front of him, he would look at the birds’ reflection.  
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The birds only flinched when he entered the room and did not fly away, oddly enough!. Their 

necks contracted, while they awaited Erzal’s next move. They were about to fly away but they did 

not. So, the birds only kept on watching him with his back turned towards them in preparation to 

fly away if needed. Erzal sat on his chair, which was in front of the mirror and watched the birds’ 

movements behind him. The Birds were carefully observing Erzal after which they dropped their 

guard down when they confirmed his inattention to them. He carefully turned around. The moment 

his eyes made contact with the birds they flew away in terror. He screamed: You Cowards!. The 

grey pigeon Fayrooz was the only bird that remained in her place unlike the rest of the birds. This 

would only happen if Erzal kept his distance between the window and his wooden chair.  

 

((The Clash of Doubt and Certainty)) 

I woke up before sunrise and scooped a bit of water from our magical well to test the taste if water 

before I decided to drink from it. Our magical well’s water was salty on that day, which meant it 

was going to be an ominous day. This is this way in which we lived out our days. If the well’s 

water came out fresh we would rejoice, however, if it came out salty then we would despair for 

the rest of the day. I ran to the roof to see if Zaina and Rahal perhaps have made their way back 

home. When I got up there I found that my father had unusually arrived to the roof before me. He 

was standing there, as tall as he was, looking southward and did not notice my presence. I looked 

atop the open cages and inside them. However, I did not find the two little pigeons. I tucked my 

shirt in my pants and sat on top my wooden box behind my father. Then just like him, I looked 

southward. I was looking for two moving black dots in the horizon. There was no sign of the two 

pigeons amongst other birds that were flying in the sky or were scavenging for food. We waited 

for a long time, while my father was standing in the same position scanning the sky with his sight.  
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Did you not say they will not come back? He shuddered when my question interrupted his absent-

mindedness. He noticed me sitting behind him. Using his index finger, he pointed to his head: This 

part says they will not come back. Then using the same finger, he pointed at his chest: However, 

this part says maybe they will. My father remained quiet for a little bit and sighed before he talked 

to himself: They are tiny, the distance to cross is great and the wind is strong. I changed my 

position on the wooden box in preparation for a deep pondering session after hearing what my 

father said. He walked towards the stairs then I called out to him: Baseera says. He interrupted me 

by yelling: Baseera did not say anything! then he went downstairs without looking back. When he 

was gone his voice appeared from downstairs: Do not waste your time waiting because only a well-

trained pigeon will return and so they will not return.  

Erzal  

 

It has been so long since Fayrooz’s departure. The old Erzal poked his head out of the window to 

look at the window sill: Is it possible that the pigeon is sitting in the corner, where the nest will be 

built?. There was nothing in the corner. So, Erzal got sad: Could it be that she found another place 

to lay her two eggs?. A nightingale landed on a palm tree’s frond and was nervously looking 

around. Birds do not perch on the fronds, which sways during a windy weather, for an extended 

period of time. It is almost spring, had I replaced the palm tree with a buckthorn would the birds 

perch on it for an extended period of time?. Erzal sighed and nodded in disapproval: but the palm 

tree is ‘part of [this house’s] family’. The nightingale was still nervously looking around on the 

swaying frond; the bird is hesitantly folding its wings and extending them. After that, the 

nightingale was about to take off. Erzal’s eyes were looking up into the sky. Then they were 

lowered down to look at the sea. He then wiped off tears using the back of his thumb and heard 

the whispering sound of the nightingale: Erzal! ‘The members will always come back to it even if 

they leave it’.  

 



59 

 

A First Morning                                                                                                                         (25) 

 

Erzal quickly turned towards the nightingale but did not find it. He rubbed his bald head wondering 

what happened. He remembered the missing Fayrooz: Is it possible she lost her way in the sky? 

Was she swallowed by the ‘blue’ sky too?. As Erzal was wondering about her whereabouts, 

Fayrooz interrupted him by landing on the window sill carrying a dried leaf in her beak. She placed 

the dried leaf in her nest to continue building it before flying away. 

((The Gift of Mind and its Curse))  

I do not understand why did my father release Zaina and Rahal at the southern border, when they 

were not experienced like the rest of the pigeons?. Also, why was he waiting for their return on 

the roof if he knew they will not return?!. I was sitting on my wooden box cross-legged and waiting 

for the pigeons’ return on the roof, while being confused about the two questions I posed. A part 

of me believed what my father said and the other part rejected it. I disbelieved Baseera’s saying 

and at the same time I wanted it to come true. After the sun rose, I went downstairs and cleaned 

Baseera’s ceramic bowl from her spits. Then I returned the clean bowl to its usual place next to 

Baseera, while my eyes were fixated on her. I sat next to her on a rug located on the floor. I made 

her listen to what I was saying to myself: Azarg said that only a well-trained pigeon will return, 

however, I will say what Baseera said, which was ‘The members will always come back to it even 

if they leave it’. I gazed at her mouth after I talked to myself on the off chance that I can witness 

her lips moving if she says something. The old lady coughed and her throat began rattling in 

preparation to spit out. She accumulated the mucus in her mouth and was about to spit it out. I 

extended my legs to push the bowl a few inches further than its usual spot. After that, I patiently 

waited to see what will happen. Baseera spat the mucous out, Ptooey, and unsurprisingly landed it 

inside the bowl!.  

Erzal 
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The old Erzal got up from his chair to go to the bathroom after having a cup of coffee and watching 

Fayrooz. His bathroom has no door. He hates closed doors because he fears that his imagination 

might depict something awful behind them. If I remove them then no more imagination about what 

is behind the door! This is what he decided to do ‘yesterday’. His apartment has no doors except 

the front door. Erzal entered the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror to look at his face. His 

face was gloomy like the color of his grey pajama and his eyelids were droopy. He removed the 

pin of his turquoise shawl and loosened the shawl around his neck. Then he rubbed his chin with 

the back of his hand and felt his grey beard. How strange! I was just a kid ‘yesterday’! He withdrew 

his head between his shoulders and frowned his eyebrows. Then he lowered his jaw to his chest 

and puffed up his chest: Gruu Gruu.  
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((..He started waiving his hands and calling out to them: RAHAL...ZAINA! then he bit the 

side of his clothes and starting running like a madman!)) 

Erzal curled himself up underneath his blanket and his grey pajama was stuck to his sweaty body. 

He pretended to be sleeping by keeping his eyes closed voluntarily. He does not want this 

nightmare to end. This is considered a blackmail! To only be able to see your loved ones in a 

nightmare indicates that you are okay to call your nightmares a sweet dream. He looked at the 

window and saw Fayrooz sitting at edge of the window sill. He reached out his hand to the 

nightstand and picked up the phone as if it was a morning routine he performs since…‘yesterday’. 

He held the phone to his hears and said I miss the little ones. His ex-wife on the phone, unable to 

forget what he did: run you coward! Then she hung up. Erzal ran off to the kitchen to boil some 

water.  

((One who Lost Something may be Compensated)) 

The sun was about to set, the sky was red and gloomy, and I was still waiting on the wooden box. 

There were only few clouds in the sky and I got bored of waiting. I got up from the wooden box 

and dusted off my clothes. Then I walked towards the cages of the two missing little pigeons, while 

my hands were in my pockets. The mother pigeon was sitting on two new squabs inside a cage 

covered in pigeon droppings. She was looking at me with caution and anger because I abandoned 

her two little babies in the desert. 
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The poor thing it is as if her job is to only produce pigeons that would go missing and never come 

back. I reached out my little hand to console the mother pigeon by rubbing her back. She withdrew 

her head in her chest and cooed in anger: GRUU. The pigeon slapped me with her wing when I 

was about to touch her back. My hand was still near the pigeon’s body so I decided to give it 

another try: Are you still upset?. She slapped my hand even harder. Therefore, I pulled back my 

hand: Do not worry, Baseera said ‘The members will always come back to it even if they leave it’. 

The mother pigeon kept on watching my hand as I was putting it back in my pocket. I smiled at 

her and she calmed down: Even you believe Baseera, Gruu.  

Erzal  

 

The old Erzal carefully entered his room in reverse and got close to the window, where the pigeon 

Fayrooz was nesting. He slowly turned around to face the window and Fayrooz got startled. She 

walked away from the nest towards the edge of the window sill revealing two eggs and then she 

flew away. He gazed at the nest with astonishment, while both of his hands were on his cheeks 

and his jaw dropped to the floor. Fly away you coward! His eyes were still fixated on the nest. 

How could she leave her two eggs like that? He grinded his teeth in anger. Disbelieving what 

happened, he opened the window and got exposed to cold air. Then he flinched: Those two eggs 

will freeze! Erzal kept going back and forth in his room, while biting his nails. You stupid and 

coward pigeon! While standing in one of the room’s corners, he looked at the window. The two 

eggs were in the nest, while Fayrooz was nowhere to be found. He stomped the ground like a 

furious kid who wants something. Fayrooz does not deserve you two! He screamed: Come back, 

please come back for the…for the sake of your chil…!. He stood on his tiptoes and looked at the 

two eggs. 
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Erzal made a creepy smile on his face as if he came up with a bright idea. He quickly moved 

towards the window sill and scooped up the two eggs with his shivering hand. The two eggs were 

still enveloped in Fayrooz’s warmth. He stared at the two eggs as if he can see inside them through 

the eggshells’ whiteness. They contain two little meek creatures. Erzal was about to cry; his eyes 

welled up, his lower lip and nostrils quivered. He walked back and forth in his room while talking 

to himself. The two eggs were in his hand: Zaina and Rahal! Yes, you two are Zaina and Rahal 

He dreamed of this moment since a distant ‘yesterday’. He nodded in confirmation and laughed: 

‘The members will always come back to it even if they leave it’.  

 

((A Blueness that Opens its Gates to an Inevitable Fate))  

I remember my father bending down towards the cage of his six pigeons in the desert near the 

border. The cage was semi-circular and made of fine wires. The wind was extreme to the point 

that it would hit my face and brush my hair bangs from over my forehead. My father opened the 

cage door and shooed at his pigeons to get them to fly away. The pigeons flew away one by one. 

I listened to the flapping sound of their wings and the howling winds. I looked at them as they flew 

with confidence knowing that they will find their way back to the roof of our house although the 

wind was strong. The birds hovered over us in the blue sky before deciding to fly north towards 

the city. The first one to fly north was Gady followed immediately by his siblings Saffar, Awaad 

and Rabeha. However, the stepsiblings Rahal and Zaina landed on the ground. I knew it was them 

due to their tiny size and the leg bands’ color. Rahal had a sky-blue leg band, whereas Zaina had 

a pink one. It irked me to see the little pigeons nervous and running towards the cage to shelter 

themselves. My father intercepted them by clapping his hands. Then he assumed a scarecrow pose 

to frighten them and get them to follow the rest of the pigeons.  

 

 

 



65 

 

Hammam Al Dar                                                                                                                                  (31) 

 

The little pigeons changed their direction and walked clumsily towards me instead of the cage. I 

sat on the ground waiting for them with an open arm. I was a little worried and eager to hug them. 

My father stomped the ground and shouted. The little pigeons panicked and changed their direction 

again. They flew at a low altitude and fell to the ground. My father ran after them, clapped his 

hand hard and whistled at them by putting two fingers under his tongue. The little pigeons hovered 

over us in the sky before they finally flew north towards the city. I kept looking at them as they 

flew away. It seemed to me that they were looking back at me while they were flying. I traced their 

little bodies with my eyes as they were flying north until they disappeared into the blue sky. I 

repeated their names – the names that I gave them four days after they hatched – deep down inside 

of me; Zaina and Rahal. 

Erzal. 

 

The old Erzal noticed that the warmth of Fayrooz enveloping the two eggs in his hand had 

disappeared. He panicked and gently wrapped his hands around them. He brought his hands to his 

lips and started blowing gently on the two eggs. This is ridiculous! He returned the eggs to the nest 

and closed his window. He kept looking off into distance for the coward mother pigeon. Perhaps 

this is her first-time laying eggs! Stupid pigeon! She does not know what is inside the two eggs. If 

she knew she would have wing-slapped my hand if I reached it out towards her instead of flying 

away!. The sea in front of him stretches into the horizon and its waves are high. For the first time 

since ‘yesterday’ he kept looking at the sea; staring at the waves with red eyes full of hatred.  

Erzal’s mind traveled back to a distant memory. He was, in his soaked white underpants, carried 

in his father’s arm.  
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His mother was on the beach screaming, when Azrag entered the sea until the water level reached 

his shoulder. Azrag whispered into little Erzal’s ears: If you drown once then you will learn how 

to swim. Erzal drowned more than once and swallowed a lot of water. Erzal was about to cry: If 

you cry I will leave you to drown!. Erzal kept smacking the water with his hands and was moving 

his legs in all direction. He got closer to his father and reached out his hands to him. Erzal held 

onto his father by wrapping his arms around Azrag’s neck. His father pushed him away and 

presented Erzal with two options; either he drowns or turns into a man who knows how to swim. 

Fill up your lungs with air so that you float…Swim boy and stop crying, swim!. Erzal never swam 

and was never able to swim. He did not cry but he definitely hated the sea.  

The old Erzal looked away from the sea trying to avoid remembering the ‘blue’ memory, which 

was the time from when he was about to drown. He worriedly gazed at the two cold eggs. He 

stepped a few feet away from the window. How can Erzal avoid anything that has to do with the 

color ‘blue’?. How can he avoid facing Fayrooz, who is  nesting on the window sill?. Does he need 

to earn her trust by not showing himself in front of her until her two eggs hatch?. Erzal raised his 

head up and looked above the window: If this window had a curtain? This window did have a 

curtain! He started crying.  

((The Alliance of the Opposed Disbelievers against the Helpless Believer)) 

I soaked Baseera’s blanket, that was covering her legs, with my tears. They did not come back! My 

eyes were closed shut. If I keep them closed, maybe she would talk and calm me down by saying 

that they will come back. She stroked my head. I raised my head to look at her. She looked calm 

and collected. Her face pointed upwards in the direction of the stair bottom she was sitting under, 

which was two inches away from her head. She appeared to be disconnected from the reality. I 

started looking at the roof above Baseera, which is the bottom of the stairs; it seemed close yet so 

far. Mother Baseera! She prepared to spit, while I squeezed her leg perhaps she would say 

something. Say Something! She turned her head then Ptooey!. Then she raised her face upward 

again until it became near the stair-bottom. 
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Hammam Al Dar                                                                                                                                    (33) 

 

I held onto the sleeve of her clothes and screamed: MOTHER BASEERA! My father came to us 

due to my scream. He yelled at me: Boy! and leaned down towards the old lady. He started clapping 

several times next to Baseera’s ears and started whistling by putting his fingers under his tongue. 

The old lady did not bat an eye. She is blind, deaf and mute! He said that to me and pointed at his 

head: Boy! Have you gone mad?! I stood up and started bolting towards the roof of our house. 

Upon reaching the roof, I heard my father’s voice: Cry boy! And wait for what may not return! I 

cried because of Rahal and Zaina’s absence, Baseera’s silence and my father’s cruelty.  

Erzal.  
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