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Disclaimer

This novel is based on the following assumptions

That a South Asian Canadian writer named Fauzia R found the ‘Ego Book’.

That the ‘Ego Book’ contained notes written and coded by Ego Feathers, a Researcher/Historian from Quenada, about the life and times of Peenutstan’s famed Relentless Warrior SahebaN.

That Fauzia R aka Rafique F was later hired by the International Society of Ancient History (ISAH) to write SahebaN’s biography based on Ego’s notes.

That the country named Civil Magicia was ruled by the Civil Magician, and that they were both abbreviated as ‘CM’.


Foreword

SahebaN, the Relentless Warrior

SahebaN the Relentless Warrior held the attention of the world because of her courage and determination to acquire knowledge of certain things. Her struggle began as soon as she was born in the Vital Parts, and an important encounter is recorded in the Holy IT when she was four.

She began her career as an unpaid Apprentice Cook at seven when she began to receive on-the-job-training from her mother Jattee. From then on, SahebaN continued to train for the next four years without getting paid. In the fourth year of apprenticeship, at eleven, she walked out on both her future employer over unpaid wages, and her then supervisor over withheld information about a specific form of women’s clothing in Coming of the Clothes.

At that time, a charitable foreign agency was offering job training programs to a vast number of disadvantaged youth in the still developing world. Headed by Ego Feathers, a feminist historian and activist who later became SahebaN’s mentor and official biographer, the Magic Civilian Program (MCP) was a global attempt to enable a portion of the World’s unfortunate youth to become Magic Civilians (MCs). The MCs were the unskilled, untrained, uneducated workers who were ‘willingly willing to work on the minimal minimum wage’.1 The MCPs were trained to do anything from traffic control during power outages to cooking and serving, to picking up a body or a valuable object, to standing as protesters in rallies to malign the actual protesters, to offering shoulders, arms, or anything required by a lawful employer. SahebaN completed the MCP training with proverbial flying colors in the Magic Civilians, carrying out a smooth transition from domestic to civilian service as both required similar skills.

At the completion of her MCP Certification, SahebaN was again fortunate to have inspired Ego Feathers, the Executive Director at the time of QIDA’s Asia Pacific Regional Office, to create a brand new position for her instead of sending her back into the same saturated job market. In that much-coveted special seat of Trainee MCP Office Assistant, within the next four years, SahebaN passed her middle and then matriculation exam and worked under Ego’s patronizing patronage till she was fired by QIDA. At that juncture when SahebaN’s own job position disappeared with Ego, her mother Jattee left her steady domestic-cook career to do something she had always wanted to do.

Still, SahebaN was retained by the MCP though we cannot say that she did any justice to the career opportunity when within a couple of months she was found by her new male supervisor to be in ‘criminal contempt of the valuable values of the MCP’ and according to the partisan account given by Ego, SahebaN was ‘literally kicked out’ in Duty Bound. Not only was she kicked out but she was thrown all the way to Fearsome Pits, the home of Hallah School of (little or no) Thought where she was fit to be charged for four death-deserving crimes, and where she was reputed to have saved four generations of ‘females’ in one go.

The two characters with whom SahebaN enjoyed late but lifelong partnerships outside of Peenutstan,2 Power T. Kicks and Endland, come together in Royal Hope & Dignity.

Later, it still may have surprised some people when, after being trained for a local conservative service industry, SahebaN went on to work as a freelance warrior in the global arena. I have gone through ten cardboard boxes of legal-size paper containing Ego’s notes on SahebaN’s life and times and let me tell you that it was not a decision, so to speak, made by SahebaN but an action spurred by chance. SahebaN’s narrow escape from the treacherous Love Heights in The Unnecessary and her fateful interaction with Marital Delight Foundation in Lord Bliss had caused her to take a left instead of the recommended r!ght turn, landing her close to a job fair organized by the Underground Women Warriors Association (UWWA). It is speculated that the UWWA may just have hired SahebaN because of her inherent physical ability to represent cultural diversity and to affirm affirmative action in The One Who Has Your Voice, and not because of her as yet unproven skills in global non-violent warfare.

The term ‘tokenette’ was coined that day, and from that creation no one could have guessed that SahebaN, in The Benevolent Ruler, would challenge the very magic of Civil Magicia; the magic that had enabled that country to become the r!ghtful employer of the whole wide world.

SahebaN, the Folk Hero

The name `SahebaN’ comes from ‘Sahib’ meaning respectable, an Urdu word coined to address the representatives of a previous compulsive colonial power. As a woman’s uncommon name, SahebaN captures our attention through an undersold Punjabi folk story of love called ‘Mirza SahebaN’ Mirza being SahebaN’s unr!ghtful lover.

I must stress here that ‘SahebaN’ is not a popular name for women, and it is strange that Jattee, our SahebaN’s mother, named her only daughter after SahebaN and not after any of the other famous heroines of Punjabi folk lore such as Heer of Heer-Ranjha, Sassi of Sassi-Punnu, Zulekha of Yousuf-Zulekha, Sehti of Sehti-Murad or Sohni of Sohni-Mahinwal. Among the four women, Heer of Sial is the most admired of all; the rest can file cases of numerous human r!ghts violations against proponents of Heer for being sidelined, over-looked and pushed-aside; but SahebaN is the only one who gained actual notoriety.

Indeed, it is due to the deep shadow cast by her on some important aspects of Muslim male culture, for example, a Muslim woman’s loyalty factor. A woman’s Loyalty-to-the-Man factor is almost as important as a woman’s Virginity-of-the-Woman factor. As a result, we are not allowed to forget that Mirza and SahebaN indulged in pre-marital sex though i can’t see what the problem was because in the whole country at the time, pre-marital sex was almost the same as the marital, post-marital, extra-marital and non-marital sex. Still, a new proverb was added to the rich library of Punjabi, the dual-scripted regional language of the divided province of the Punjab: ‘19 lovers passed before Mirza brought on the 20 – Unee aashiq guzre te Mirzay veeh pujai.’

Bringing-on-the-20 means doing something outrageous and unacceptable to a social set. Example: 19 centuries passed before Bobbitt3 brought on the 20. Wait, this may have made some readers uncomfortable including myself, so allow me to change the line of this argument. Mirza brought-on-the-20 by indulging in whatever-marital sex, but did he do it alone? Was SahebaN not a party to the sinful crime? But here you will notice that contrary to the widespread cultural norm of placing the responsibility of all negative occurrences on the most visible woman in the vicinity, this proverb places the responsibility of whatever-marital sex on Mirza alone.

By placing the total responsibility of that-marital sex on Mirza alone, the social set is telling us what? Not that SahebaN was absolved! Her role is overlooked because it was undesirable for that social set to award her recognition at the proverbial level of their only mother tongue.

The reason: SahebaN lost her virginity to Mirza (or did she?) without the required intervention of any priest; eloped with Mirza when all her kin were at her house to marry her off to WhatWasHisHame; and then when her brothers caught up, she threw Mirza’s quiver up on a tree. Both got killed. SahebaN’s death occurs somewhere in the footnotes while Mirza’s death at least is mourned by Peelu,4 author of the first version of Mirza SahebaN.

It was Poet Peelu, that one sour berry or more, who wrote this verse where he advises Mirza, the young Punjabi gun, as to the nature of women:

‘Cursed is the friendship of women, whose wisdom melts away – Bhit ranna.n di dosti, khuri jinhan de mutt’.

The line forged another over-used proverb in the same rich library of the same dual-scripted language of that same divided province.

SahebaN may have had another story to tell and it may have been different from what we got from poet Peelu.

Imagine a scene outside a nondescript village in the vast and flat countryside of the Punjab. SahebaN and Mirza, after striking an unforgivable blow to the ‘honor’ of the peoples of both Sial and Chadhar, have eloped on Mirza’s much-praised-by-now mare, Bakki. On the way, in self defence, Mirza has killed one of SahebaN’s brothers in front of her. Now, after covering some distance, they stop to rest. Mirza reclines, SahebaN implores him to continue on, Mirza responds by telling her how he is going to kill the rest of her brothers and kin, and how after killing them, his mare Bakki will take them to safety. Despite SahebaN’s protests, Mirza decides to fall asleep in an insecure Siali territory, not to mention the miserable shade provided by the skimpy Jund trees. SahebaN hears her brothers approach, and without explaining anything to poet Peelu, she throws Mirza’s quiver up on the Jund, and out of his immediate reach.

The thought did not seem to have crossed Peelu’s mind, or Mirza’s, that SahebaN may have loved her brothers and other members of her family, and she may have hoped that if Mirza did not kill another of them first, reconciliation was still possible. Or that if Mirza was unarmed, the two had a chance of being taken alive.

Instead, she was pushed up and down the loyalty cliff, and from that point, Mirza was alone on one side while the other was crowded by SahebaN’s brotherhood. The brotherhood as usual stood supported by fatherhood, motherhood, aunthood, unclehood, neighborhood, and, at least a portion of the sisterhood. I think, SahebaN was dead right there, and so was Mirza. But even in death, SahebaN gained the unparalleled notoriety of being a woman who wavered in her loyalty both to her family and to her lover. I will not question Mirza’s loyalty to his family because i am trained to not question the loyalty of Muslim men.

The Two SahebaNs

I notice that somewhere in this discussion our SahebaNs have gotten confused. It is hard now to differentiate between SahebaN the Folk Heroine and SahebaN the Relentless Warrior. For the rest of this Foreword, we will use SahebaN F (Folk hero) and SahebaN R (Relentless warrior) to keep us on the r!ght track.

Not only do they both have the exact same name but their gender and ethnicity are also the same. In addition, both face persistent allegations of what-marital sex; and, both were known to have sported lovers who were passionate about their respective means of transportation.

As for heroes, in the Muslim world, warrior-princess Xena will never cut it and she may actually cast another harmful shadow on both if compared with either of the SahebaNs. But if Xena was to modify her image she might see large profits emanating from that mysterious, and now almost ruined world. First of all, a change of name will help (Binte Laden? Noori?) because the word ‘Xena’ when written in Arabic, Persian, Urdu or in the better half of Punjabi, looks and sounds a lot like ‘Zina’ meaning ‘Adultery’. Adultery is a disallowed sexual interaction initiated by male members away from, but within, the Marital Delight Foundation. No heroine named ‘Adultery’ would be openly worshiped by the masses in the male Muslim world for the sheer fear of exposing by accident their own daily adulterous routines. And when i stretch my mind, another form of ‘Xena’ appears, and that is ‘Zeena’ meaning a ‘Flight of Stairs’ alluding to yet another suspicious, prostitutish aspect of womanhood that leads the knowledgeable to the word ‘KoTha’ or ‘First Floor’ where men keep destitute women for male gratification. Now, i hope you can see how ‘Xena’ is never going to work.

In addition to the name change, Xena’s top must never have highlights on boobs, the shape of the bottom should be similar to baggy pants, and she should learn to reveal everything through a plain and uninviting robe. I would take the liberty to advise the screenwriters of Xena to immerse themselves in the 130 novels written in Urdu by author Hasim Nijazi to improve the Warrior Princess’s mannerisms by bringing her close to a respectable, purdah-clad, horse-riding, man-awaiting, brave Muslim woman. This also may help Xena to learn how to get the men to do the fighting while she enjoys her time waiting for them in their matrimonial home.

Apart from the popularity factor, comparing Xena to SahebaN R is like comparing Osama Bin Laden to David Suzuki. Too much! None of these comparisons will improve SahebaN R’s image; they may actually make it worse. Don’t take me wrong, it’s not Xena, Osama or David- comparing SahebaN Relentless with anyone is not easy. The difficulty is this: Who wants a hero who uses no firearms, drives nothing, flies nothing, and, has no license for hero worship?

So, let me just say that the stories of both Folk and Relentless SahebaNs have remained undersold because of discrimination against them by high intellectuals, partial historians and global institutions. This project endeavors to correct some erroneous assumptions at least about SahebaN R if not F.

Fauzia R.


1. Vital Parts

SahebaN vs. the First Crisis of Identity

From the time of conception to her birth, SahebaN’s mother, Jattee assumed her daughter to be a son. As a result, her inner voice when speaking to SahebaN in the womb, was elating, loving and in awe of the unborn. This sense of perpetual comfort available to male fetuses or assumed male fetuses is very relaxing for the fetus. As a result, in the womb of her mother, SahebaN grew strong, developed high self-esteem, and learned to feel comfortable with her body.

When she came out, however, the situation changed with drastic implications and uncontrollable speed. SahebaN came out eager to see her mother; Jattee responded by taking SahebaN onto her post partum lap. But instead of providing a warm hug as was expected by the newborn, Jattee went for SahebaN’s baby blue cover cloth.

Okay, maybe she wants to see my body first. People have the right to be different, why get alarmed, SahebaN thought as she noted panic rising in young motherly eyes. What is she looking at? SahebaN tried to figure things out while she observed Jattee scrutinizing the vicinity of her thighs. And that’s when Jattee wailed in such pain that SahebaN had to jump into a state of shock from her floating state of wonderment.

‘You don’t have it!’ Her mother cried.

‘What?’ SahebaN asked. ‘What do I not have?’

‘The thing between your legs!’

‘The thing between my legs?’ SahebaN wriggled and came right back into the comfortable fetal position. Her head snug between her two knees, she had an excellent and clear view of between-her-legs. She looked with intensity. Indeed there was something between her legs. Amma did not look close enough, SahebaN thought with a sigh of relief. ‘It’s here,’ she said to her wailing mother.

Jattee did not acknowledge her.

‘It’s here, Amma, it is,’ SahebaN said.

Jattee broke the continuity and rhythm of her wailing and said ‘That’s not IT.’

‘But it is between the legs!’

‘I know.’

‘So why do you say that that’s not…?’

‘It’s not…’

‘Then what is it?’ SahebaN asked.

‘THAT’ Jattee said.

‘That?’

‘Yes, just THAT.’

‘Okay, so, what’s that?’

‘It’s not IT.’

‘I already got that,’ SahebaN said.

‘What did you get?’

‘Something between my legs that’s not IT but THAT.’

‘Yes, you got that.’

‘So, what’s THAT?’ SahebaN began anew.

‘That’s not IT —’

‘I already got that Amma, now listen to me… do not get anxious… just listen.’

Jattee did.

‘What is ‘IT’?’ SahebaN asked.

‘It’s not—’

‘No, Amma, tell me IT’s name? What do you call it?’

‘P-pee-nuss.’

‘Pee-nuts?’

‘Yah.’

‘Now, Amma, what is THAT’s name? What do you call that?’

‘Aa… aa...andaam-e-Nihaani.’

‘Sorry?’

‘Andaam-e . . . Andaame-e … ni-haani… ’

‘What does it mean?’

‘It means, Hide That Hidden Part That Everyone Wants To See.’

‘Wow… and how do you say it, again?’

‘Andaame… don’t make me, it’s not even Funjabi. Give it a rest, I just gave birth… I…’

‘Okay, okay, forget it.’

‘They’ll never let you.’

‘Why not?’

‘Everyone thinks it’s my fault but no, it’s the Will of Hallah.’

‘What’s the Will of Hallah?’

Jattee turned her face away, and began to wail to announce an IT-less birth.

‘Amma! Don’t do that to me.’

Jattee continued to wail.

She turned away, SahebaN thought, for something that I forgot to bring with me. Something called Pee-nuts that’s between the legs. It must be important because she says it also is the will of someone called Hallah. Maybe it got left behind in her womb somewhere. Oh, I miss that place!

At that point, Jattee hugged infant SahebaN and began to utter loud and sustained lamenting cries.

‘O nee my Daughter nee, Helpless Daughter neeeeee O (O Nee meriye dheeye nee, nomaniye dheeye neeeeee O)! ’

The lament rising from Jattee’s heart bore the fateful tune of the call of the folk love story ‘Mirza SahebaN’ that we had the opportunity to discuss in Foreword.

I must try to get it back, Amma is going nuts, SahebaN thought, feeling an overwhelming pull from the place of her previous abode.

As chance would have it, just at that moment a doctor entered, grabbed the infant away from her mother and dropped her on cold white plastic.

‘Where is my Pee-nuts?’ SahebaN inquired of the authoritative figure.

The doctor responded by clanking together a pair of sharp public health scissors.

‘Where is my IT?’ Now nervous at the glint of twin blades, SahebaN offered him an alternate term from her expanding vocabulary.

The doctor continued to observe and probe the area of her hurting navel.

‘Don’t do that!’ she shouted.

Clip! He cut the only umbilical cord SahebaN had, taking with it most of her hopes of returning.

‘Why?’ SahebaN had to scream for an answer to a question she felt should not have been allowed to rise.

The doctor had never bonded with babies so he thought she was screaming and crying for no reason, and he continued to cut and sew her body parts.

Now this is the scene in the labor room: an important cord belonging to SahebaN is in a bloody can doing nothing, Jattee is wailing for everyone to hear, the doctor is still sewing and poking the Infant’s body, and, all this while the Infant is trying to have a dialogue with the Aggressor!

At this point, i nearly refuse to accept SahebaN as my hero... till the question of her age crosses my mind: ten mean minutes!

Ego Feathers, SahebaN’s official biographer, says:

‘Clearly Infant SahebaN had little choice but to fight this silencing and forced invisibility. In her struggle to gain a voice and to assert her right to be heard, she did what she could do under her circumstantial limitations.’




And then, something unprecedented happened in the labor room: it was alleged that the doctor on delivery duty was attacked by a just-delivered infant. Before we go on to explore that incident, we must take a moment to acknowledge that being born without the expected IT was the first of three unprovoked attacks on SahebaN’s identity, carried out by enemies too treacherous to overcome. Still, the somewhat questionable methods of SahebaN’s resistance in this first crisis have been praised by many a feminist and most of the woman-positive men as the ‘heroic struggle of a newborn’.1 The same heroic struggle of the same newborn has also been tendered as proof of her ostensible urge ‘to commit violence against men’,2 an allegation leveled against SahebaN by most learned male historians.

The fact is that SahebaN practiced a non-violent infant-hood even when faced with a short term crisis situation at ten minutes of age. And contrary to the awkward position held by the above segment of society, she made several attempts to begin a dialogue with the doctor encouraging him to talk, and we know how far that conversation went.

In this battle, Infant SahebaN had employed High-Pitched Verbal-Protest (HpVp), the scratched cheeks were an accident. This is what had happened: As the doctor was finishing up cutting and then sewing the area of her stomach, SahebaN’s arms were shooting up and falling down in pain and protest. The doctor, thoughtless as they sometimes can be, did not hesitate to put his face in the way. As a result, ten tiny soft nails inflicted ten pink vertical bruises on two large clean-shaven cheeks.

The doctor, who had IT between his legs instead of THAT, also had a fragile ego. It is obvious that he could not put Infant SahebaN out of his mind when a few years later she was found to have lost another important cord, rather membrane, belonging to her body in The Unnecessary, and then this doctor came out with his sob story. But let us not forget that this is not where it all began. The doctor was not responsible for SahebaN’s actual demise, the emergency caused in the labor room by that one missing body part, or two; maybe three.

Ego provides ample evidence in The Ego Book to prove that like most babies born in the world, SahebaN’s identity was put in crisis by the regional Keepers of the Pure Penisoids (KOPPs) when she was in the process of becoming a fetus. An armed establishment of top harmy brains, the regional KOPPs was instrumental in implementing a number of programs to lead the people of the country in various useless directions. Foremost in such programs was Fragment KOPPsys, a recurrent regional portion of the global program KOPPsys offering International Baby Spec Submit Form that was recognized as the most popular interface among users worldwide.

Fragment KOPPsys served millions of users in Peenutstan, yet there was only one common-user interface to access the submit form, and the only way to get to it from anywhere was by air. The minimum one-way for both parents amounted to an overwhelming 32,000 Air Miles. SahebaN’s parents Jattee and Jigr, at the time of SahebaN’s conception, only had about 1 Air Mile between them.

We are bound to develop a grim view of SahebaN’s father Jigr after reading a few stories but the fact is that we cannot charge him with laziness. Trainee Jigr guarded the house of a Master who was afraid of getting killed even by a pigeon flying over his mansion. The Master’s fears and Jigr’s own zeal to pay off the accumulated debts of a family of twelve siblings, five parents and five grand parents, required for him to work at least twenty-two hours a day. He guarded the house all night to allow the head guard, his old maternal uncle, to rest. During the day, he was seen resolving problems and offering on-the-spot solutions in diverse situations of the daily difficulties faced by an influential Peenutstani household.

Before Jigr’s arrival, Jattee was working in the same house as an assistant to a Gritish cook who had made it clear to the hiring authorities in Gritain that he would not touch anything that was not on a stovetop or hotplate or inside an oven. For Jattee, it meant doing everything but stirring the concoctions. Within a few weeks, she realized that the Exalted Immigrant was not just stirring but was at the same time reading a big book in English. Jattee was spellbound. She remembered how hard it was to read when she used to go to the religious school in her village but to be able to read with one hand while cooking with the other was almost unthinkable. It took her a few days to figure out that the Exalted was taking cooking instructions from the book. The realization loosened his spell on Jattee but did not make the recipes accessible.

Jattee was at a loss till she came upon Master Munna, the spoiled son of her employer who was screaming and throwing stuff around during his lesson with the local Respected Religious Teacher (RRT). A small bottle of blue ink had been splashed over the spotless white clothes of the holy man forcing him to leave ahead of time. The Mistress had her arms full with five-year-old 200lb Master Munna while Jattee grabbed the stain-lifter and went to work on the silver-blue brocade tapestry of the sofas and the sky blue carpet while picking up educational items scattered around. Collecting notebooks, pencils, rubbers, rulers and sharpeners she recalled her childhood when she was learning to read and write. Carrying the stationery back to Master Munna’s room, she entertained the possibility of holding a pencil in her hand again; and to make a mark with it. Placing the things on the desk, she lingered over a thin copybook, an early English text book, and a bitten lead pencil. The next moment, she picked them up, placed them under her armpit and pulled her cover-cloth over them.
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