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translated from the pashto by said adrees sadat

Brief Introduction of the Author:

Sayed Idris Sadat opened his eyes to the world in the year 1382 in the Shamshto refugee camp during the difficult times of a lost Afghanistan, born into a religious and educated family. The economic situation of his family was very poor at the time of their migration from the country. However, upon returning to the homeland, Allah Almighty granted them a beautiful life.

His father, Sayed Sherin Pacha, served in the field of mine clearance in Afghanistan for a full thirty years, providing lawful sustenance for his children.

Sayed Idris Sadat has five brothers, all of whom are known in the community for their various services to society. This knowledgeable and dedicated family continues to serve their beloved homeland in every field.

During the time of the American invasion, he sought refuge in the life of migration from Afghanistan with his family. Sayed Idris Sadat began his studies in 1390 at the famous Gamarkh School in Nangarhar, and in 1400 he graduated as a Hafiz of the Holy Quran from this school.

He completed his worldly education at the Nangarhar Independence High School and successfully passed the entrance exam to the Faculty of Pashto Literature.

Currently, this work is in your hands; I hope you enjoy it.

Don’t forget that Sayed Idris Sadat has other novels in addition to this work, including "Najwana Najli," "Loy Imperator," and others.

You can obtain any of his books from the Momin Publishing House in Nangarhar.

Director of Publications at Nangarhar National Radio,

Saeed Jawad

Respectfully!

It was four o'clock in the morning; I was asleep.

Suddenly, I felt strands of black hair brushing across my face; I woke up.

I rubbed my eyes, and after rubbing them, I opened them wide, astonished.

It was Humaira.

She said to me:

"I wish I were still asleep; you look so beautiful in your dreams!"

I replied:

"I haven’t fully woken up yet; you’ve seen your old crazy habit again."

She said:

"What can I do, my dear?

Your love is no less than addiction!"

I replied:

"Listen, don’t talk to me about these trivial and filthy matters of love!

I am a shepherd, and my love is only for my God and then for myself; the same God who created me, and after that, for these animals; look at them, how affectionate they are, and you always harm them so ruthlessly."

She replied:

"I don’t know if you will marry some of these mixed and ugly ones like the Hindus, or if you will find a beautiful-faced woman for yourself?"

I said:

"Forget these talks; you don’t wake up before sunrise, how come you got up at dawn today?"

She said:

"You are like a lump of clay, and your lazy behavior shows it.

Then you also argue that you love animals.

My ears are tired of this black cow; I couldn’t sleep all night because of it.

Look at it, your beloved!

What are you saying?

This has become too much.

Am I going to carry it all the way back?

This is not a short journey; it’s eight days uphill."

She laughed out loud and said:

"This is a calf; why are you so worried about it?

If it gets lost, what will you do then?

This is no joke; when you ride it back after eight days, you will understand."

She said:

"I am ready to live with you until the nine months your baby turns in my belly; I think eight days will be nothing in comparison."

"Look at you; you have become very clever!"

"I will tell all this to Anaya; you just wait, we will reach well."

She said:

"Whatever you do, come on, let’s pray.

I got up from my place; below the mountain, cold water was flowing, and the chilly water, cascading down, made sounds like a lover pouring his heart out when gazing at his beloved, expressing his warm affection in melodic notes.

It was spring, so time was passing in the open meadow!

But still, we had set up tents for safety.

I dipped my hand into the water; it was very cold.

The chill made me shiver, and with the intention of performing ablution, I plunged my arms in. The flowing water joyfully dripped from my body, bidding farewell as it raced toward the Kunar River!

I quickly performed my ablution; my teeth were chattering from the cold!

I climbed back up to the mountain top; the cold air was biting my skin.

Jai Namaz was sitting there, and I said to her:

"Leave the Jai Namaz so I can pray."

She wouldn’t let me!

"Why won’t you let me?"

"Hurry up, or your prayer will be missed."

She said:

"Say whatever you want, but I won’t let you have the Jai Namaz."

I thought for a moment and said:

"What do you want?"

She pointed her finger toward the corner of the tent and, in such a manner, seemed deep in thought.

I was shivering from the cold.

She said:

"First, turn off this air conditioner!

It’s not as cold as you think."

"Second: sit down and get up ten times, then I’ll let you go up."

I said:

"What? What did you say?"

She said:

"What you heard is what I said!

Otherwise, get up!"

What could I do? I noted it to myself!

Whatever happens, I’ll take a lesson from it.

To ensure I don’t miss this prayer, I accepted her condition!

So, I quickly got up and sat down ten times.

Humaira turned green with laughter and said:

"Henri! Do you know?

You accepted my command to fulfill God’s command too!"
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