
1 
 

 



2 
 

 سێ يىزار ماچ
 سێ کورتى چیرۆک

 محىمىد فىریق حىسىن
 

 
 

 
 

 وەرگێڕاهی لى کوردیىوە بۆ ئیوگلیزی
 پ.ی.د.مىحىمىد عىزیز سىعید

 يىولێر –زاهکۆی سىلاحىددین 

 يىرێمی کوردوستان

 ١٢١٢ی هىورۆزی ٢ – ١٢١٢ی ئاداری ١٢

 

 

 

 



3 
 

 پێشىکی:

ناچ، کۆلارەی شێ ًٌزار  "شێ ًٌزار ناچ شێ کَرتًچیرۆکی کَردییً
" ىَوشًری کَرد ڕێزدار "ڕەىگاوڕەىگ، نًشیح بً ئاشهاىی پاریصًوە

ىی" ًٌر شێ وىَشیَ (خًنًفًریق خًشًن )ندًنًد فًریق خًشًن 
 وە شًریان ًٌڵداوە وچیرۆکًکً لً ڕووداوی ڕاشتًكیيً کَرتً
 "َەيبًخظبً ىَوشًر  یانئیلٍان

لً بًر گرىگی چیرۆکًکان و بً ٌیَای دەوڵًنًىد کردىی کتێبخاىًی 
لاواوەکاىهان و بۆ  کَردی بً شًرچاوەی فێربَوىی زناىی ئیيگلیزی 

و بً کۆنًڵگای ىێَ دەوڵًتی بڵێیو  طارەزابَون لً طێَازی وەرگێران،
نێژوونان ًٌیً،  وەکَو ًٌنَو گًلاىی دوىیا، ئێهًی کَرد لێرەیو،

 ١١/٣/٠٢٠٣ً ىێَان ل "ڕۆناىهان ًٌیًچیرۆک و ً، ئًدەبهان ًٌی

ًٌرشێ کَرتً چیرۆکًکًنان وەرگێڕاوەتً شًر  ٠٢/٣/٠٢٠٣تاوەکوو 
" ٌیَاداریو ، بً تێکًڵ کَردی و ئیيگلیزی ىَشیَناىًزناىی ئیيگلیزی

لاوەکاىهان شَودی لێ وەربگرن و کًلێيێکی کتێبخاىًی کَردیهان پڕ 
دەتَاىو لً ناڵپًڕی تایبًت بً وەرگێر ئارەزوونًىدان " کردبێتًوە

  بً ٌیَای کاتێکی خۆش""""بیاىخَێييًوە"

 مىحىمىد عىزیز سىعید وەرگێڕ: د.

  ١٢١٢ئاداری  
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Forward: 

Three Thousand Kisses are three Kurdish short stories 
“Three Thousand Kisses, The Colored Kite, and Christ in 
the Sky of Paris”. The Kurdish Writer Mr. Mohammed Fariq 
Hassan (Hemefariq Hassan) wrote them. The three short 
stories we emerged from true events, inspired the writer. 

Due to the importance of the stories, and to enrich the 
Kurdish library by learning language resources, and to tell 
the international community that we are the Kurds, exist, 
and like all other nations of the world, we have the 
history, literature, stories and novels,. In addition, in order 
to provide the Kurdish young generation with suitable 
English learning resources, I have translated them from 
Kurdish language into English language, in the period 
March 11th to march 21st, 2023. And published them 
mixed, paragraph after paragraph. The reader will find 
them on my website ( https://www.mazeez1953.com ) 
under page Translations. Hope you enjoy it….  

Dr. Mohammed Azeez Saeed.  

March 2023  

 

 

 

https://www.mazeez1953.com/
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 (یىکىم) 

 Three Thousand Kissesسێ يىزار ماچ  

وەک ڕۆژاىی پێظَو، ڕێبَاری ٌاوشًرم، خًوتی بًیاىی لً خًو ڕابَو" 

پێَە گرتبَو، دوای ئًوەی لًخًو ڕادەبَو، شَوکێ  ئًو خَڵلًتی

دەشتی بً كژندا دەٌێياو بً ٌێهيی ناچێکی ڕوونًتهی دەکرد" ئًوجا 

 خۆی دەگۆڕی و دەچَو بۆ ىاىکڕیو"

Like the days passed, my husband “Rebwar”, at 7am woke 

up, he used to, after he woke up, softly he passed his hand 

through my hair, and quietly kissed my cheek. Then he was 

dressing up, going to buy some fresh bread.  

نيیض بً چاوی خًواڵَوەوە، لًشًر جێخًوە گًرنَگَڕەکًم 

دەتلانًوە و ًٌشتم بًرانبًری ىًدەجَوڵا، بًڵام ناچی ئًم 

وەختێ ئێهً بًیاىییًی، دۆخی ئًو ئێَارە نێژووییًی بیر ٌێيانًوە، 

بًیادی دەشاڵًی ٌاوشًرگیریهاىًوە، خێزاىی لً چێظتخاىًیًکی 

 بًىاوباىگی طاردا طێَنان دەکرد"

I, between a sleep and a wake, rolling on the warm bed 

and I did not have any emotional feeling to him, but in that 
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morning cheek kiss, reminded me the historical evening, 

where on the tenth marriage anniversary, we went to a 

famous restaurant in the city to have a dinner.  

ظًوە، بۆ ئًوەی کچً ان بۆ بێت، ڕێبَار شًری ٌێيایً پێبًر لًوەی ىاىه

تاكاىًکًنان لً ڕازی ىێَاىهان خاڵی ىًبێت، دەنی ىا بً گَێهًوە، 

 چرپاىدی# 

Just before the dinner served, Rebwar (my husband), 

approached his head close to my ears, in order for our 

only daughter not to understand what is between in our 

hearts, whispered; 

ی نو و تۆ بًرًٌنی ۆ ٌاوشًرگیریخگًردىبًرزی پڕچلَول،  " 

چًىدان شاڵ خۆطًویصتییً، نو لًبیرنً ًٌنَو بًیاىییًک ناچێک 

لًو ڕوونًتً ئاڵًی تۆ بکًم، کًچی تۆ جارێک لً جاران لً بیرت ىًبَو 

 "نو ناچ بکًیت، شارا گیان!

“My lovely high neck, you know our marriage is the fruit of 

many years of love, I do not forget, every morning to kiss 
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your soft cheek, while, you never attempted to kiss me, 

my beloved Sarah!” 

نيیض ئًوەىدە بً كَرشی ىًنگرت" بً زەردەخًىًیًک وەڵانم دایًوە، 

ًویض لًشًری ىًڕۆیظت" دوای ىزیکًی ًٌفتًیًک، بًیاىییًکیان ئ

تازەکی ڕێبَار چَوبَو بۆ ىاىکڕیو، زرم زرم، لًشًر یًک و كایم لً 

 دەرگًنان درا، کارەباطهان ًٌبَو" نو دڵم داخَرپا و ڕابَوم"

I did not pay attention too much, answered him through a 

smile, and he did not argue. After about a week, Rebwar, 

was just went to buy fresh bread, heavily the door 

knocked, one after another, we had electricity supply, my 

heart trembled, stood up.  

ًٌر بً شۆل و جلکی خًوەوە، طًپ طًپ جَوڵام" ًٌتا گًیصتهً 

دەرکًیان کَتایًوە" کاتێ  دەرکًی دەرێ، چًىد جارێک بً تَىدی

 دەرکًم کردەوە، خاجی ڕۆشتًنی دراوشێی دەشتًڕاشتهان بَو#

Still in my sleeping dress, steadily moved. By the time I 

arrived at the door, heavily and repeatedly, the door 
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knocked again and again, and when I opened the door, it 

was our right hand side neighborhood Mr. Haji Rostam: 

 "ددان بً خۆتا بگرە و پێ ًٌڵگرە، با زوو بیگًیًىیيً خًشتًخاىً!"

گَڕم دایً خۆم، ًٌتا گًیظتهً شًری، دوو جار بً دەندا کًوتم و 

پێدا ىًنابَون" طًش خًوت ڕێبَار ، لً ًٌڵصانًوە" شۆلًکاىیظم لً 

ڕێبَاری ٌاوشًرەکًم کۆبَوبَوىًوە" کاتێ بًم طێَەیً نيیان بیيی، 

 کظاىًوە و ڕێیان بۆ چۆڵ کردم"

“Calm down, and hurry up, let us take him quickly to the 

hospital!” 

I pushed and strengthened myself; I fall on my face twice 

and stood up, lost my slippers. Six to seven travelers, 

gathered on my husband, Rebwar. When they saw me in 

this situation, they went back apart and opened the path 

for me.  

ڕێبَاری باڵابًرز یًکتًختً لًشًر گازی پظت کًوتبَو" چاوە 

نی دا چًكابَو" ىًنزاىی چۆن بً كاوەییًکاىی زەق کرابَوىًوە و دە

ًٌر لً وێدا ىًنردم! ڕەىگً شَور و شپییًکًی بیيیيی ئًو دیهًىً تاڵً، 
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بَوبَو بً پًلکً پیاز" لًشًر پیادەڕەوەکً، لً پاڵیدا درێژ بَوم و شًرم 

 ىا بًلای چًپی شیيگیًوە، گَێم لً دەىگی دڵی ىًبَو"

The long tall my husband was fallen and laid on his back. 

His brown eyes and his mouth were opened. I did not 

know by seeing this bitter view, why I did not die! His 

white reddish color was become like onion leave. On the 

pavement, I laid down beside him, and put my head close 

to his left chest, and I did not hear his heart bit. 

 "خَا عافَوی کا، جًڵدە لێی داوە! "

یًکێکیان بً دەىگێکی ىًرنی غًنگیو وەٌای گَت" نيیض وەک طێت 

دوو چًپۆکی كایهم بًشًری خۆندا کێظا" كژم ئاڵۆشکا  ًٌڵبلۆكیهًوە"

یًدا، كصًکاىی ئًو ئێَارەیًی خۆیم و دەنم وطک بَو" لًو ًٌىگانً

خۆ ٌاوشًرگیری نو و تۆ"""" کًچی تۆ جارێک لً جاران  )بیر ٌاتًوە# 

 (لًبیرت ىًبَو نو ناچ بکًیت، شارا گیان!

“God forgive him, a heart attack!” 

   Someone with a very soft sad voice said so. And I, like a 

mad person, stood up, I bit strongly my head twice. My 
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hair became disrupted and my mouth dried out. At this 

moment, I remembered what he told me in that evening ;( 

the marriage of you and me….. You never attempted to 

kiss me, my beloved Sarah!). 

 ئاشتی شًریدا چۆکم دادا"، لً نو بً دڵی پڕو چاوی فرنێصکًوە

لێَی لًرزیَم ىا بً ڕوونًتی زەرد ئًژىۆم ىایً شًر پیادەڕەوەکً" 

شێ جاران لًشًر یًک ناچم کرد" بًڵام دەروىم بًو ًٌڵگًڕاویًوە، 

ناچاىً ئارام ىًبَوەوە" ڕاشتبَونًوە" تَىد کێظام بً ئًشتَرایی 

 ڕاىًکاىهدا" طڵپًیان ٌات"

 I, with heart broken, and my eyes full of tears, sat next to 

his head. I put my knees onto the pavement. Touched my 

vibrating lips to his yellowish cheek, kissed him three 

times. But my soul was not relaxed by these three kisses. 

Stood up and I bit strongly my thigh, waved. 

اش چی؟ تازە ئًگًر شێ ًٌزار جاریض ناچت بکًم، تۆ ًٌشتی جا پ "

 "پێ ىاکًیت، گظت کًشًکًم!
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گَت و لً گًڵ خاجی  ی بًرز، لً پێض ئًو پیاواىً وەٌامنو بًدەىگ

 دراوشێهاىدا، بً نردوویی ڕفاىدنان بۆ ىًخۆطخاىً!

 "٦٢٦٦ی خَزەیران  ٦٢شلێهاىی 

“After what ? Too late, not only three kisses, even if I kiss 

you three thousand times, you never feel it, my beloved 

husband!” 

In front of these men, with a loudly voice, I said so, and 

with my neighborhood Mr. Haji Rostam, rushed him to the 

hospital, passed away! 

Sulaimane, June 26th, 2022. 
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 )دووەم(

 The Colored Kite کۆلارەی ڕەهگاوڕەهگ 

بً دوىیایًک ىیگًراىی و ًٌودایًک ئَنێدەوە، کًشَکارو دۆشتاىی "

 ""باوان چاوەڕواىی پًرجَویًک بَون

ًٌریًکً باڵێکی باواىیان گرتبَو، دوو زرتً زەلانی چَارپًل كًوی، 

دایاىبًزاىد، باوان لاوێکی وەختێ لً ناطێيی تایبًتی زیيدان 

ًوە زىجیر کراوە، دەشتًکاىی لً یباریکًلًی گًىهڕەىگً" لً كۆڵًپێ

دواوە کًلًپچً کراون" دوو زەلانی زەبًلاح چَوىًتً ژێر باڵی" بً 

ًٌىگاوی کَرت و خاو گًیاىدیاىً طَێيی ئانادەکراو" لًوێ شًریان 

 "خصتً بان نێزێکی تًختً

“With all the worries of the world and with a great hope, 

the family and friends of (BAWAN) were waiting for a 

miracle.” 

Two big body men, with strong arms and legs, each 

holding an arm of Bawan, they got him out of the 

convicted prisoner’s vehicle. Bawan was a slim brown 
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wheat color young person. His feet were tightened with 

chains; his hands from back were tighten also. The two 

men steadily walked him to the defined place. They put 

him on a wooden table.  

لًگًڵ ئًوەطدا ئًو ئاشایی دیار بَو" ئًو بًدەم ڕێَە و لًکاتی 

" وەک ئًوەى بً بێزاری و بًرگری ىًدەىَاىدشًرخصتيیدا، 

چارەىَوشی خۆی كایل بێت" جَوتً زرتًزەلانًکً، بً کلێتًی ڕەش، 

ڕووی خۆیان وەٌا طاردبَوەوە، ىًدەىاشراىًوە" ئًوان تًىیا چاو، 

 کًپَو و زاریان بًدەرەوە بَو"

Beside of all, Bawan showed up quite normal. During the 

walk and getting in and out of the vehicle, he did not show 

any resistance and did not showed to be worry.  As if he 

was convinced by his destiny. The two big men were 

covered their heads by black clothes, in order not to be 

recognized for anybody. Only their mouths, noises and 

eyes were not covered.  
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ئًو  باوان، لً ڕوخصاریدا تَوڕەیی و تَێژاڵێک خًم ىًدەخَێيدرایًوە"

نێزە تًختًیًی، باواىیان بۆ شًرخصت لً شای کرێيێکی زەردی 

ژەىگگرتَودا جێی گرتَوە" پًتێکی گرژی ئًشتَور، بً ئًڵلًیًک 

 شًری" کۆتایی دەٌات، لً کرێيًکًوە داکظابَو بۆ ئاشتی 

The angriness and sadness on the face of Bawan were 

obvious. The wooden table, where Bawan put on, was 

fixed with an oxidized Crane machine. A thick long robe 

ended with a ring extended to the level of Bawan’s head. 

رخصت، پۆلێک پًڕەشێلکًی شًر ًٌر ڕێک لًو دەنًدا کً باواىیان شً

بَوىً ئاشهاىی شاناڵ" لً بًرزاییًوە، بً دەوری ئًو وەر باڵڕەش

گۆڕەپاىً جًىجاڵًدا بێَچان دەشَوڕاىًوە" جًناوەرێکی ىتم و نات 

لًگًڵ کًشَکاری باوان، وەک درەخت لًوێ ڕابَون" ئًوان 

 چاوەڕواىی ڕاییکردىی کارێکی فرە شانياک بَون"

 At the moment of putting Bawan on the table, a flock of 

black wing Ababil birds (Sparrow) were gathered in the 

clear sky, circulating over that crowded square. A mass of 

people together with Bawan’s family like trees were 
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standing there, quietly and silently, shocked. They were 

waiting for a horrible task to happen.  

ٌێزێکیض لً پۆلیصی زیيدان بً ئاشایض بً بًرگی ڕۆژاىًى خًڵکًوە، 

چًکَچۆڵ و بًرگی خاکیًوە لًوێ ئانادەباش بَون" باوان، چاوی بًو 

خًطاناتً بێدەىگًدا گێڕا، کً بۆ بیيیيی دوا ًٌىاشًکاىی ژیان و 

 ًٌڵَاشیيی ئًو ٌاتبَون" لً ىێَ ئًو ئاپۆڕا نات و بێدەىگًدادیهًىی 

 شًرىجی بً ڕووی نيداڵێکی خًوت ًٌطت شاڵاىًوە گیرشایًوە"

Security team wearing ordinary civil clothes, a group of the 

prison policemen, wearing earthly color clothes and well 

equipped with guns and other facilities, were all standing 

up and ready for any expected masses reaction. Bawan, 

was shocked by the masses people gathered around him 

waiting to see him hanged to feel his last life breathe.  

Among the silent, sad crowded masses of people, he saw a 

seven or eight year’s child.  

تًىیا ئًو نيداڵًش، بً ڕووی گًش و بًدەم زەردەخًىًوە پێظَازی 

لێ کرد" ئًو کَڕێژگًیً، بً بًرائًت و شۆزەوەوە بۆی دەڕواىی" ئًو بً 
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جَوتێک کالًی شپی و پاىتۆڵی ڕەطی دەڵپًوە، وەک ئًوەی ٌی 

كۆڵًکاىی براگًورەکًی بێت، لًگًڵ کراشێکی طیيی نیلدار، کً شًر

 كًد کردبَو، ٌاتبَوە گۆڕەپاىًکً"

Only this child was received him, with a smiley, bright face. 

This youngster boy was looking at him emotionally and 

innocently. The child had a white shoes, white big striped 

blue shirt and a black trouser, as if they belong to is older 

brother, was in the square waiting. 

ڵپڕ ىًٌاتبَو" ئًو بً ئًو نيداڵً، وەک گًورەکان دەشتبًتاڵ و د

کۆلارەیًکی کاغًزیيی ڕەىگاوڕەىگًوە لًوێ بَو" کۆلارەکًی لً ئاشتی 

ێر شایًی کرێيی بَو، وەٌا کً باوان لًشًر نێزی، ژشًری خۆی ڕاگرت

بً پًت و ئًڵلًوە بیبیيێت" باواىیض، وەک ئًوەی پًتی لً کرێو 

جی بً ئًو شًرىپێَەىدی بًوەوە ىًبێت، شًرىجی ىًدان"  ًٌڵخراو،

کَڕێژگًکًوە ىَشا" كژی ڕەطی باوان لً بًر تاڵًتیظکی خۆرەتاوەکً 

 دەبریصکایًوە" ئًو ڕدێيیظی پاک تاطیبَو"

The child was not empty handed and was not sad. He was 

holding a colored paper kite. He was holding the kite in the 
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level of his head, in such a way; he could see Bawan clearly 

on the table under the crane machine suspend a robe 

ended by a ring , to be put around Bawan’s neck. Bawan 

did not pay attention to the robe, but he was paying 

attention to the child, and the black hair of Bawan under 

sunlight was shining. Bawan was shaved well. 

پظتَێيی طاڵی لًشًر ڕاىکَچۆغًی طیيێکی کاڵ بًشتبَو" لًگًڵ 

طاڵی گَڵ شَوری ئێراىی، کً دوای پتر لً ىیَ شًدەش ٌێظتا لًبًر 

هًىی شۆفییًکی لاوازیی جًشتًی، دی چاوی لاوان ىًکًوتَوە"

لێَی  ىَوراىی پێ بًخظیبَو" شهێڵً ڕەطًکًطی کً ًٌتا دابڕاویی

 ٌاتبَو" وەک کرێهی لێ دابێ دەچریصکایًوە"

Tighten a waistband  shawl on his light blue Kurdish style 

dress, with Iranian red rose shawl, for over half a century, 

the young people still like it. His weak body seemed to be 

like a bright face of a mysticism man. His black long 

mustache, covered his lips, was shining, as if he had 

creamed it.  



18 
 

ئًو نيداڵً کۆلارە بًدەشتً فریاد بَو، کً لًگًڵ باواىدا ناڵیان لً 

ًٌنان کۆڵاىی طارە" لً ژێرەوە بًدەشتی ڕاشتی کۆلارەکًی بًرز 

شایًی پًت، ڕاگرتبَو" دەشتی چًپیظی بۆ شڵاو لً باواىی بو 

 ، خێرا خێرا ڕایدەطًکاىد" ًٌڵبڕیبَو

The child’s name, who had the kite, was Fryad, his house 

and Bawan’s house was in the same city alley. Fryad was 

holding the kite raised with his right hand. While with his 

left hand, saluting Bawan, who was under the hanging 

robe.  

چاوە ڕوطيً كاوەییًکاىی دەبریصکاىًوە وەختێ خَىچًی لێَە 

طيًی طًناڵ گًنًی  بًو  تًىکًکاىی زەردەخًىًیان دەڕژاىً شًر"

ڵاىًی پرچی دەکرد کً ڕژابَوىً شًر ًٌىیًی" لًو بًرزاییً بًشانًی ات

وەڵانی ژێر شایًی پًت و ئًڵلًوە، باوان بً زەردەخًىًیًکی گًطتر 

" پًىجًکاىی دەشتی لً پظتًوە کًلًپچًکراوەکاىیظی بۆ دایًوە

 جَوڵاىد"

His brown bright eyes were shining, while his thin lips 

were flowering smiles. The gentle wind was playing with 
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his head hair, spread over his shoulders. At that frighten 

height of the hanging table under the tall ringed robe, 

Bawan answered the child with brighter smiles. Moving to 

the child, the fingers of his hands which were tighten at his 

back. 

شًریان لً ىێَاىخۆطی ئًم دواىً  ئًواىًی لًوێ ئانادە و بً ئاگا بَون،

و" وەلی کًس بً دروشتی ىٍێيیی ئًم ىێَاىخۆطییًی شَوڕ نابَ

ىًدەزاىی" ڕێک لًو ًٌىگانًیًدا، یًک بً یًکی پًڕەشێلکًکان بً دەم 

 نًودای فڕیيًوە وەک دەىکً ًٌىاری گًیَ، شَور شَور ًٌڵگًران"

The people were there, surprised by the nice view 

between the child and Bawan. No body felt this happy 

relation between these two. At his moment, the Ababil 

birds in the sky, were flying, red and reddened like 

pomegranate seeds.  

ئًم پًرجَوە، کً یًکًنجارە لً نێژووی ىاوچًکًدا بیيرابێت، شًری 

ًٌڵبڕی و  بًو خًڵکً، بً پۆلیصی ئاطکرا و ىٍێيییظًوە، بًرەو ئاشهان

ًٌىدێک لً بًشاڵداچَان کًوتيً ناطاڵڵا گَتو و شًڵاواتدان" ئًو 
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خًڵکً بێئۆكرەیًی، کً لً غًنگیيتریو چاوەڕواىیدا بَون، 

 خًپًشاواىً شًرو ًٌىاشًی تَىد و خێرایان ًٌڵکێظا"

This miracle, which was for the first time in the history of 

the region were seeing, made all the people and police 

around to raise their heads and looking at the sky, and 

some of the elderlies, started praying and saluting, while 

all the people, sad and waiting, were shocked, breathed 

deep and fast.  

 وا لًشًر زەوی بًڕێَە دەچێ و ئًوەی وا لً ئًوان لً ىێَان ئًوەی

یان دەگێڕا و شًرىجیان ئاشهان دەگَزەرێت بًرز و ىزم چاو

دەگَاشتًوە" ًٌىدێک لًوان، لً چاوەڕواىیی پًرجَویًکی دیکًطدا 

و لً ىَێ بيَشێتًوە و بَون" پًرجَویًکی وەٌا، تًنًىی کَڕەلا

کًشَکاری باواىیض لً خۆطیاىدا طاگًطکً بکات" ئًوان چاوەڕوان 

" دەشتێک، بً بَون، ٌا ئێصتا ٌا چرکًیًکی تر، ئًو پًرجَوە ڕووبدات

ٌێزتر لً ًٌنَو ئًو ٌێزە ئاطکرا و ىٍێيییًی وا گًنارۆی 

 گۆڕەپاىًکًیان داوە، باوان ڕزگار بکات"
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They were moving theirs eyes aloft and low, looking at 

what is happening on the ground and that happening in 

the sky. Some of them were waiting for another miracle. A 

miracle, may write the new age for the young man, and 

bring back the happiness to his family and his relatives. 

They were waiting for the miracle, to happen in any 

moment. A hand, stronger than all these visible and 

invisible force, surrounded the place, may rescues Bawan. 

کًشَکاری باوان، خًنبار و شًرکز چاوەڕواىی ٌیههًتی ئًو دەشتً 

لً یًک ىًدەکرد" ئًوان لًىاخًوە باڵایً بَون" ئانادەبَان، پرشیاریان 

نژوول بَون" نیيا دارکاژ، كيج و كیت لًوێ وەشتا بَون" کًشَ کاری 

کً  ن" ئًوان ًٌر ئًوەىدەیان بیصتبَو،باوان لً یًک طت ئاگادار بَو

گیراوە"   باواىی بۆ ًٌڵَاشیو ئانادەکراو، بً ىانًیًکی چَکلێتییًوە

 ىانًیًک و ٌیچی تر"

Bawan’s Family, with all sorrow and weakness, were 

waiting for this strong hand. They did not ask each other. 

They were shocked inside. Mina Darkazhe, was standing 

normally over there. Bawan’s family was aware of one 
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thing. They were aware of that Bawan has been sentenced 

to death by hanging, were red-handed and accused, by 

having a chocolate cover letter, a letter nothing else.  

چًىد ًٌىاشًیًکی دی، ىانًیًکی ىًفرەتی، کً بریتیً لً پًىچکێک 

کاغًز، کَڕەلاوێک لً ژیان ًٌڵدەپچَوڕكێيێت" لً باوەطی گًرنی 

پێرێ" نًگًر لً پڕێکدا بًر پرشێکی دایکی دەیفڕێيێ و بً نًرگی دەش

باڵا، بً ناطێيێکی دوا نۆدێلًوە، بً خۆی و دەشتًیًک خیهایًوە، 

 بگاتً گۆڕەپاىًکً و دەشتی بًزەیی بڵيد بکات و بً نیرغًزبان بڵێت#

Saw some breathes, a damned letter, a small piece of 

paper, taking away the life of a young person. Taking him 

away from his mother’s warm cuddling, and sending him 

to death. Dreaming that a person of great and high power 

authority, with a group guards, suddenly shows up, rising 

his emotional hand telling the Mirkhazban: 

بً بڕیاری شًری شًرەوە،  خَێياوییً ڕاگرن! ییًدەشتبًجێ ئًم طاىۆ-

 فًرناىی لً دارداىی باوان ڕاگیرا و کرا بً زیيداىی ًٌتاًٌتایی!
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ًٌر لًو ًٌىگانًیًدا، پۆلیصًکان بً ئاطکرا و ىٍێيییاىًوە، ئاواتًخَاز 

بَون بێ دەردیصًری کارەکًیان ڕایی بکًن و بًشًلانًتی بگًڕێيًوە 

 فًرناىگً و ناڵی خۆیان"

 

-Stop immediately this bloody theatrical! By the order of 

the top high commander, the decision of hanging Bawan 

was stopped, and changed to the life prison sentence!  

At this moment both public and secret police, wished to 

work on their task and going back to their office and their 

homes safely.  

ئًوان دەطیاىزاىی، کً یًکًم جارە شزای لً دارداىی ئًم جۆرە پرشً، 

بً ئاطکرا، بً ڕۆژی ڕوون و لًبًر چاوی خًڵک و کًشَکار، جێبًجێ 

روبًر و دەنژنێرەکاىی " ئًوان شًرىجی وردیان لًشًر دەودەکرێت

 نًچًکیان بَو"

They knew, it is for the first time that this type of hanging 

sentence is executed in the daytime in public and in the 

presence of the people and family. They were 
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concentrating on their around, and on the watch in their 

wrist. 

ًلًپچًی، پێبًزىجیری دۆشت و خزناىیض چاویان لً کَڕەی دەشتبًک

نیرغًزەبی بازۆڵً ئًشتَور، لً بًرزاییدا ڕاگیراو بَو، ، کىً جَوتێک 

ًکی باڵێکیان کرتبَو" ئًوان خێرا خێرا، چاوی کراوەیان لًشًر تَىد ی

نيداڵی زار بًخًىدەی کۆلارەبًدەشت دەگَاشتًوە بۆ شًر 

و" پًڕەشێلکًی ڕەىگ ًٌىاری، کً بێ ًٌدادان بً دەوریاىدا دەفڕی

لًوێَە بۆ زەردەخًىًی شًر لێَی کَڕەلاوی ژێر ئًڵلًی طۆڕی لً 

 کرێو بًشتراو"

The friends and relatives, were looking at the young boy 

who was tied by robe on the table of the execution 

penalty, where two ugly strong arms persons holding the 

boy’s under arms tightly. They steadily changing their 

looking from the child with simile and a kite in his hand to 

the flock of pomegranate color Ababil birds in the sky, 

were continuously flying over, to the young boy who was 
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tied with a long robe ended by a ring, suspended by a high 

crane machine. 

باواىی بً ًٌڵَاشیو شزادراو، لًم شاتً وەختًدا، تًنًىی وەک تیری 

شاردە کًوان ًٌڵدەٌات" کًچی ئًو وادەٌاتً پێض چاو وەک ئًوەی 

باکی بً شزای ًٌڵَاشیو و بً جَوتً نیرغًزەب و بًو نێزەر شپیً 

و پۆلیصً ئاطکرا کی بًاکًواوشًڵتً لً بًری نًلای زیيداىیض ىًبێت" ب

و ىٍێيییاىًش ىًبێت، کً نًخکًم ڕێَبان و گۆڕەپاىًکًیان دۆرپێچ 

 کردووە"

Bawan who was waiting for hanging, his age was like spear 

of cold bow, escaping. But he seemed to everyone that he 

does not care for his hanging, does not care about the two 

strong arms persons holding him, does not care about the 

jail religious man, who was wearing a white religion’s 

clothes. He was not paying attention to all the public and 

secret police, which controlled the rods and the place of 

his death execution.  
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وەک ئًوەی بڕوای بًو ئًنبَلاىصً شپییًش ىًبێت، کً بۆ 

ە" وەک ئًوەی، ئًو گَاشتيًوەی تًرنی ئًو ، لً وێيدەرێ ڕاگیراو

وا تَىد باڵیان گرتَوە برازاوا بو" ئًنبَلاىصی  جَوتً نیرغًزەبًی

 شپی، پًڕەشێلکًی شَور و نًلای نێزەر شپی

As if he does not believe the white ambulance, stopped 

there waiting to transfer his body after his death. As if, the 

two men holding his arms tightly are bridegroom’s 

brother, the white ambulance and the religion man with 

white dresses. 

کً  باواىی بو شایًی کرێو، بروشکًیًکی ئًو ڕۆژەی ٌاتًوە یاد،

فریاد، ئًو نيداڵً زار بً خًىدەیًی لً کۆلاىًکًی خۆیان بیيی، وەک 

ریا و لً خۆی دەبَوەوە" ئًوی بً کَڵ دەگبێيًوایًک دەکڕووزایًوە" 

بێ باوک، دایکً بێَەژىًکًی ًٌڵپێچابَو، داوای کۆلارەی لێ دەکرد" 

ًٌشتی ٌاوشًرکًنی، تَىد تێی ئاڵابَو" کاتێک نيداڵاىی گًڕەکی 

دەیبیيی ًٌر یًکً خاوەىی کۆلارەی ڕەىگاوڕەىگی ىرت و ىَێی 

َوکێ بً خۆیًتی" لًو ًٌىاشًیًدا، باوان بێدەىگ چَوە پًىایًوە" ش

 گَێیدا چپاىد#
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At this moment, Bawn under the hanged crane machine, 

remembered the thunder of that day, when the smiley 

child, Fryad. The one, who lost his father, was crying and 

begging his widow mother to buy him a kite. Feeling to be 

a single mom was rolling her. While the child was seeing 

the children around him each have his own new colored 

kite. Bawan silently approached Fryad, and whispered into 

his ear: 

 ێ دەکًم، بً دڵی خۆت بێت!، نو ئێصتا کۆلارەیًکی وەٌات بۆ چفریاد

بً وادەیًکی کَرت، کۆلارەیًکی ڕەىگاو ڕەىگی بۆ تًواو کرد و دایً 

دەشتی" نيداڵی تایيیض لً خۆطیاىدا وەختابَو خۆی ببێت بً کۆلارە 

 و بفڕێت"

Fryad, now I will make a kit for you, the one you like! 

In a very short time, Bawan made a colored kite for Fryad, 

and he was so happy, just about to fly himself. 

ئێصتاش لاوی دەشت و پێ بً کًلًپچً و زىجیر، شًری لً وەفا و 

پێزاىیيی فریادی خًوت ًٌطت شاڵان و لًوەش شَوڕ ناوە، چۆن 
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ناوەیً، کۆلارەیًکی کاغًزیو بپارێزێت! لًو دەنًدا،  تَاىیَیًتی ئًم

ریاىی بً کَڵًوە ی ئًو شاتً وەختً بَو، چۆن لً گکً باوان بیری لا

فریادی خصتً كاكای پێکًىیو، ئًڵلً زبر و ئًشتَور و با خَاردووەکً، 

 وردە وردە دادەکظا" 

Till now, The young man, whose hands and legs were 

tightened with chains, was shocked by the faithfulness and 

acknowledgement of the seven or eight years old boy and 

how, till now managed keeping the colored kite the entire 

time safe, Bawan was thinking about that time, he 

managed to change Fryad from crying state to a laughing 

and happy state, the long robe with the ring was steadily 

coming down.  

ًٌر لًو ًٌىگانًیًدا، فریاد بً کۆلارەکًیًوە بلًز دوور کًوتًوە و لً 

بازىًی چًکداراىی دەوری گۆڕەپاىًکً چَوە دەرێ" پۆلیصً ئاطکرا و 

ایًوە و وێڵیان کرد" فریادیض بً ئاوڕیان لێ دگَرگ ىٍێيییًکان

خرۆطی نيداڵاىًی  شاکارەوە، کۆلارەکًی ًٌڵدا" دای بًدەم شروەی 

باوە" ئًڵلًکاىی کلکی کۆلارەکً، کً زۆر لً ئًڵلًی پًتی ًٌڵخراو 
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ىًرنَطلتر و لً ڕەىگی نردووی کرێيًکًیض بً طًوكتر بَو" بً وادەی 

کً بێدەىگ و چًىد ًٌىاشًیًک، بًرز بًشًر ئاپۆرای ئًو خًڵ

خًنياکًوە، بً ئاشهاىی طیيی، بان شًری باواىی کَڕی گًڕەکًوە، 

 چَن ئاڵای ڕەىگاوڕەىگ ڕادەکظا" 

At this moment, Fryad, with his colored kite, moved far 

away and went out from the ring of the security police. 

The public and secret police wolf-like looked at him, and 

let him go. Fryad, a happy simple child, flied his kite via a 

gentle wind. The rings of tail of the kite were softer than 

the ring at the end of the hanging robe, and the colors of 

the rings were brighter than that the dead color of the 

Crane machine. Within a few breathes, the kite flied high 

over the head of the sad people into the blue sky over 

Bawan’s head, the boy of the same alley. 

کۆلارەیض بێ لًنپًر،  فریاد، بێپًروا دەزووی بًدەم کۆلارەکًوە دەدا"

ا" لً زەویيیظًوە، پًت و بًرەو بًرزایی و طیيایی ئاشهان ًٌڵدەکظ

ئًڵلًی پًت، بۆ ئاشتی شًر و گًردىی باوان دادەکظا" پۆلً 
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پًڕەشێلکًی شَوریض بً دەوری کرێيًکًدا ، بً بان شًری باوان و 

خًطاناتًکًوە، تًىَورەیان لێ دەدا" ئا لًو ًٌىاشًیًدا، کً جَوتً 

نیرغًزەبی ڕەطپۆطی دەشت بً دەشتکێظی ڕەش، ئاڵلًی زبری 

ًیان دەکردە گًردن، بۆ دواجار، بً ڕاوەشتاوەکاىدا ًٌڵیڕواىی و پًتًک

چاوی لًشًر دایکی ڕاگرت" کۆلارە ڕەىگاوڕەىگًکًی فریادیض، 

  دەبیيرا" ، بًئاشتًنێبًىاخی ئاشهاىدا دەچَو

Fryad was extending the thin fine thread to the kite, and 

kite was flying up and up in the blue sky. On the ground, 

the robe and the ring was lowering to the level of the head 

and neck of Bawan and the red Ababil birds in the sky over 

the people during this tragedy event were circling. At this 

moment, the two big men, were covered their heads with 

a black cover and wearing black gloves, about to put the 

ring of the robe onto Bawan’s neck , and for the last time, 

he looked at the people standing and he saw his mother, 

concentrating at her. And Fryad’s kite going up deep into 

the sky, and was barely visible.  
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وەختێ ئاڵلًى زبری پًت کً لً گًردىی زەردی کَڕەلاو تَىد بَو و 

نێزەکًیان لً ژێر پێ دەرٌێيا، پێیً بً زىجیرەکاىی بً خًواوە کًوتيً 

شَوری پۆطیبَو، دەشتی بً جَوڵً" دایکی باوان، کً یًک پارچً 

بابی چاویًوە گرت و كَڵپی گریاىی لً ئًوکی خۆیدا بًىد کرد" 

کۆڕەلاویض تف لً گًرویدا وطک بَو" ٌێيدە كایم نصتی بً ڕاىی 

  ئاوڕی بً یًک بً یًکی ئًو خًطانًتً خًنياکً دایًوە"خۆیدا کێظا، 

When the ring tightened in Bawan’s yellow neck and the 

table was pushed out, he remained hanged and his tied 

feet were moving. Bawan’s mother, who was dressing, 

completely red. Covered her eyes by her hands, and hold 

her crying in her throat. The young boy’s father, his throat 

was dried out. Hit his groins by heavy strong boxes, all the 

people around looked and turned toward him. 

ًٌىیصکی بً زۆربًیان ًٌڵکێظا و دەشتیان بً چاوی خۆیاىًوە گرت" 

ًٌر لًو ًٌىاشًیًدان فریاد شًرەداوی دەزووەکًی بًردا و 

کۆلارەکًی بۆ تًطلی ئاشهان ًٌڵکظا و جارێکی دی ىًٌاتًوە شًر 

   زەوی"
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Most of them felt sorrow, and covered their eyes by the 

hands. At this moment, Fryad released the kite and the 

kite went up deep into the sky, and never came back to 

the ground.  

بۆ  شێ لاوی تَوڕە و ڕاشاو لً شًرباىی ناڵێکًوە، دووراودوور

ن نصتًکۆڵًیان بًرز ڕاگرتبَو و دڵیظیان دیهًىًکًیان دەڕواىی" ئًوا

ژاىی دەکرد" لًو لاتر کچۆڵًیًک بً کراشی شَوری ئاوداناىًوە، کً 

دەتگَت دار ًٌىاری گَڵگرتَوە، بً فًكیاىًی طۆڕی ئًو کراشً 

شَورە، داىًی فرنێصکً گًرنًکاىی دەشڕی" لً بًر خۆیًوە دەیگَت 

 و دەیگَتًوە#

 ًوێڵی ئاشهاىًوە!باوان بَو بً ئًشتێرەیًک بً ت-

 ٦٢٦١ی ١ی ٣کۆپيٍاگو 

Three young boys at the roof a nearby house were looking 

at the event, holding their arms up tightened their fingers 

furiously and their hearts were hurts. On the other side, a 

little girl dressing red looked like the flowered 
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pomegranate tree, wiping away her tears, saying and 

saying: 

-Bawan became a star on the roof of the sky! 

Copenhagen, January 1st , 2021. 
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(سێیىم )  

Christ in the Sky of Paris  مىسیح بى ئاسماهی پاریسىوە 

شیگارکێض! بً بًردەوانی ٌانظۆی نو کاشۆلیکم، ىً نًیيۆطم ىً  "

 "کًىیصً دەکًم و نرؤڤێکی ئاییيیم!

ژىًی پرچڕەش، طان و نل ڕووتی بًزەردەخًىً کظاو ، لًو طَێيًدا 

ی -و بًم جۆرە خۆی ىاشاىد" ئًو زیاتر ڕووی لً طارۆ وەكَت بَوە

ٌاوگًطتم بَو" لًو دەنًدا، لً چَار چێَەی گًواڵً ًٌورێکی بازىًیی 

شپی شپیدا، ڕووی گًطی نًشیدم بیيی، شًرىجی پاریس و ڕووباری 

 ی دەدا"-شێو

I am a catholic, I don’t drink and I don’t smoke! Always 

constantly going to the church and I am a religious 

person!” 

 A black hair lady, naked shoulder and neck, smiley lip, 

suddenly appeared in this place, and in this way she 

introduced herself. Mostly, she was mostly facing my 

travel friend,”Sharo”. At that moment, in the frame of an 
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isolated very white circular cloud, I saw the bright face of 

the Christ, steering at Paris and the Seine River. 

پرچی ڕەطیظی  ژىً، لً گًڵ جَوڵًی گًردىی زەرد و بًرزیدا،

ًىجًی ئاناژەی، کردە ئًو شێ چَار دەجَوڵا، شًری پ

م بَو" ىًختێک پێض لاىًی، کً طارؤ پێیان شًرشاایکنۆتۆرش

دەرکًوتيی ئًو ژىً، لً چًىد لایًکًوە بً کانێڕای ئایفۆىًکًی وێيًی 

گرتبَون" ئًوجا بً شًری دوو پًىجً، ئاڵلًیًکی تۆکهًی زێڕی بًرەو 

 ڕووی طارۆ ڕاگرت، گَتی# 

The lady, with the motion of her yellow and high neck, her 

black hair was moving, pointed her finger to the three or 

four Motorcycles, where Sharo liked. Just before 

appearing the lady, from different directions Sharo took 

some pictures of them using his iPhone camera, then with 

her two fingers, hold a solid golden ring toward Sharo’s 

face, and said: 

نو ٌۆ لًوێ، لاوی ئًو نۆتۆڕشایکلً ڕەطً ئًم ئًڵلًیًم دۆزیًوە"  "

زاىیظم، کً ٌی تۆیً" دەطێ تۆ ئًم ئًڵلًیً ىایابًت لً پاریس 
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فًرنَو، با ًٌر پیرۆز بً خۆت بێت کۆڕەلاو" وەک پێظتر  کڕیبێت"

 "گَتم، نو کریصتیاىی کاشۆلیکم!

“I, in that place, near the black motorcycle, found this 

golden ring. I knew it is yours, may be you have bought 

this excellent ring in Paris, please take it, it is worth you 

have it, young boy.  As I said before, I am a Catholic 

Christian!” 

اىیظًوە ڕوخصاری ىَوراىی نًشیح لً چَار چێَەی بً طیيایی ئاشه

گًواڵً ًٌورە شپیًکًدا دادەطکا و ىزیک كَللە و شًرباىی تًلارە 

بًرزەکان دەبَوەوە" خًزرەت، تَێژاڵێک خًم، بً ڕوویًوە دیار بَو" 

تًىیا ئًو گًواڵً ًٌورە طیرییًم پێَە چًىد چاوم بً ئاشهاىدا گێڕا، 

دوو پًىجًی ژىًکًیض، لً بًر ًٌتاوی بیيی" ئاڵلً زێڕەکًی ىێَان 

پاطيیَەڕۆی ناىگی ئاب، دەبریصکایًوە" ژىًکً ئاناژەی بۆ دیَی 

 ىاوەوەى ئاڵلًکً کرد" بً ئیيگلیزییًکی تێکظکاو گَتی#

In the blue sky, the bright face of Christ within the white 

isolated cloud was appearing, approaching the towers and 

the high roof of the buildings. No subjugation on his face. I 
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looked all around the sky, I did not see any other cloud, 

except that isolated milky cloud. The golden ring between 

the two fingers of the woman, in afternoon sunlight of the 

month of August, was shining. The woman pointed to the 

inner side of the ring, with broken weak English, said: 

نو وەختێ شًیری عًیارەکًیم کرد، زاىیم ًٌر دەبێ پارچًیًکی بً  "

 "ىرخ بێت، کۆڕەلاو!

شًرشَوڕناىیی خۆی بظارێتًوە، طارۆی ٌاوگًطتیظم ىًیتَاىی 

 گَتی#

" ئًوەی ڕاشتی بێت نو ئاڵلًم لً پًىجًدا خاىهًکًشَوپاس بۆ تۆ  "

 "ىًبَوە، ًٌتا لێم بکًوێت" نو دەزگیراىداریض ىیم!

ئًو زیاتر دەشت و پًىجًی ىاشک و بً ئًڵلًی بۆ طارۆی ٌاوگًطتم 

درێژ کرد" بً دەم زەردەخًىً تایبًتییًکًیًوە ئًبرۆ ڕەطً 

 باریکًکاىیظی بًرز و ىزم دەجَوڵاىد، گَتی#

“When I looked at the karat of the ring, I knew that it must 

be a valuable peace, young boy!” 
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My travel friend Sharo was unable to hide his admire, and 

said; 

“Thank you lady, in fact I did not have any ring in my 

finger, for to fall. I addition, I do not have a fiancée!” 

 She extended her hand with ringed in fingers to my travel 

friend Sharo, more and more.  With her special smile, she 

was moving her thin eyebrows, and said; 

جا ئًگًر ٌی تۆیض ىًبێت، با پیرۆز بً تۆ بێت" ًٌڵیبگرە بۆ  "

و تًناخی زێڕ و  کاشۆلیکمطاییًکًت" بیرت بێت، نو کریصتیاىی 

 "زەنبًرم ىیً!

نو لًو بًیيًدا چاوێکم لًشًر دەشت و پًىجً و ئاڵلًی ژىًی 

پرچڕەش و چاوێکیظم لًشًر ڕوخصارە ىَوراىیً لًىگًرگرتَوەکًی 

ئاشهان بَو" ڕووی عیصا، خًنبار دیار بَو" پێم وابَو، بێجگً لً ژىًی 

داىیظتَاىی پاریس شًركاڵ کاشۆلیک و طارۆی ٌاوشًفًرم، تًواوی 

و شًرشانی ئًم دەرکًوتيً ىَێیًی خًزرەت بَون، کً ڕەىگً دوا 

 پًرجَوی نًشیح بێت ئًواىیض وەک نو بًرز دەیاىڕواىی"
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“Even, it is not yours, take it, you deserve it, keep it for 

your wedding. Do not forget, I am a Christian Catholic, I do 

not aspire gold and jewelries” 

In between these two cases, I kept an eye on the hand and 

ringed fingers of the blacked hair lady and an eye on the 

bright balanced appearance of the sky. Jesus face 

appeared anxious. I believed, beside that catholic woman 

and my travel friend Sharo, all the residence of Paris, were 

busy and astonished of this newly appearance of Jesus, 

and it may be the last miracle of Christ. All like me, they 

were looking high to the sky. 

لًو دواجار طارۆ، بً طًرنێکی نيداڵاىًوە ئًڵلًکًی لێی وەرگرت 

، ئیتر ئًڵلًکً لً ىێَان پًىجًکاىی طارۆدا چًکً شاتً بً دواوە

دەدرەوطایًوە" طارۆ چًىد شًرىجی پیتً ًٌڵکۆڵراوەکاىی دیَی 

ىاوەوەی دەدا، لێی خاڵی ىًدەبَو" نيیض ٌیچم لێ ًٌڵيًکڕاىد ڕاشتت 

دەوێت" لً چاوێلکًکًطم کًوتهً گَناىًوە" خاىهی کاشۆلیک خَا 

 ً ىێَان ئاپۆڕای خًڵکدا دیار ىًنا"خافیزی لێکردیو و ل
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At the end, Sharo, with a childish shame, took the ring 

from the woman. Since that moment, the ring between 

the fingers of Sharo was shining. Sharo was looking into 

the engraved letters in the inner side of the ring, and did 

not understand them, in fact I did not understand either, 

and I doubted of my glasses too. The catholic lady farewell 

us and among the crowd people disappeared.  

ئێهًش بً دەم پیاشًوە، لً دوکاىی زێڕىگًرێک ىزیک دەبَویيًوە" لًو 

ًوە" بًرەوڕوونان ٌات" ٌێظتا دەنًدا خاىهًکً دیصان دەرکًوت

پاطهاوەی زەردەخًىًیًکی تًىکیض، بًشًر لێَە گۆطتيً 

" پرچیظی شَورەکاىیًوە نابَو" ڕووەو طارۆ گًردىی بً لارەوە گرت

 بًو لایًدا ڕژا، گَتی#

And we were walking, approaching a goldsmith shop. At 

the moment, the lady showed up again. She came toward 

us. Still the residual of the smile on her fleshy lips was 

obvious. Turned her neck toward Sharo, and her black hair 

to a side, and said; 
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طًرنیض دەکًم بیڵێم" بڕوا بکً ٌیظتا بًرچاییم ىًخَاردووە،  "

 "ەلاو، تًىیا شێ یۆڕۆ!ڕبًڵکَو شێ یۆڕۆم بدەیتێ کَ

وەختێ بًرز ڕواىیم، بًجارێک شًدان پۆرترێتی نًشیدم بیيی" 

وەرببَوىً ئاشهاىی پاریس و ڕووطیان لً طارەکً بَو" خًزرەت وەک 

لً پرشًی نًریًنی دایکیدا بێت" خًم لً ڕووی دەباری" چ نو چ 

طارۆ، کً تازە بً پًرجَوەکًی زاىیبَو، شًرنان لً پێکًوە دەرکًوتيی 

ی تًناطای ئًو ەیًشَع شَوڕ نابَو" بۆ ئًوئًم خاىهً و خًزرەتی 

دیهًىًی لًدەشت ىًچێت، کً ڕەىگً تاًٌتایً دووبارە ىًبێتًوە، طارۆ 

کرد" ژىًش  دەرٌێياو پێيج یؤڕۆییًکی بۆ دریژ بً پًلًپًل جزداىًکًی

، لً ئاشت کًپَوە بۆ چًىد ًٌىاشًیًک، ًٌردوو دەشتی بً کراوەیی

  كيجًکًی،پێکًوە ىَشاىد"

 “I feel shy to say, believe me till now I did not have my 

breakfast, can you spare me three Euros, young boy, just 

three Euros!” 

When I looked high, I saw hundreds of Christ’s portraits in 

the sky looking at the city of Paris. Christ looked like as if 

he was at the condolence of mother Mary. His face was so 
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anxious. Either me or Sharo, just knew the miracle, were 

shocked for the instantaneously appearance of that lady 

and Jesus together. In order not to lose this view, it may 

not appear again forever; Sharo quickly took his Wallace 

out and gave the lady a five Euro bank note. The woman 

for a few breaths, her two open hands on the level of her 

beautiful nose stuck together.  

ئًوجا دەشتی برد و پێيج یۆڕۆکًی لێ وەرگرت" ئًوەىدەی بڵێی یًک 

زەڕەىگًرەکًی ىزیکهان ، لًوە دابَو و دوو لً چاوان ون بَو" 

 دوکاىًکًی دابخات، کاتێ طارۆ ئًڵلًکًی پێظان دا و پرشیی#

 "ڕاتان لً شًر ئًم ئًڵلًیً چییً، بًڕێز؟ "

ىگًرەکً لً تًوكی شًریًوە تا کًڵًئًىگَشتی پێی، طارۆی دایً ڕەزە

بًر شًرىج" چاوێکیظی بً نيدا خظاىد، تیلًی چاویظی، لً شًر 

 َو، گَتی# ئًڵلًکً ب

Then she extended her hand and took the five Euros. And 

immediately, she disappeared. The goldsmith near to us 
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was about to close his shop, Sharo showed him the ring 

and asked: 

“What do you think about this ring, Sir?” 

The goldsmith, from the top of the head to the hallux 

valgus of the foot looked at Sharo, steered at me too, and 

an eye on the ring, said; 

 "ئۆو، تۆ یًکًم کًس ىیت، ًٌر گَێظی نًدەرێ! "

زەردەخًىًیًکی تاڵ لًشًر گۆطًی لێَی نو و طارۆ ىیظتًوە" 

ًٌڵبڕی، شًدان وەختایێ پێکًوە شًرنان بۆ ئاشهاىی پاریس 

ڕووخصاری نًشیدهان بیيی، ٌۆن ٌۆن فرنیصکیان دەباراىد و بً 

طَێو یًکدا ڕووەو تاكی ئاشهان ًٌڵدەکظان" نو چاوم لً شًریان 

بَو ًٌتا دوا ڕوخصاری خًنباری لً چاوان ون بَو" طارۆش بً 

 ًٌشتێکی شاردەوە ئًڵلًکًی خصتً گیرفاىی کراشًکًی"

  ٦٢١١ی ١١ی ١١شلێهاىی 

“Oh, you are not the first one; do not pay attention at all!” 
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A bitter smile landed on the corner of my and Sharo’s lips. 

Together, we raised our head to the sky of Paris, we saw 

hundreds of the appearance of Christ, steadily, were 

falling tears, and one after the other climbing up to the 

sky. I could see them until anxious on their faces 

disappeared, while sharo, with a cool feeling, put the ring 

into the pocket of his shirt.  
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 #شًر لً چًىد دێڕێکداوىَ 
  (خًنًفًریق خًشًن )ق خًشًن یندهد فًر

 لً دەڤًری كًرەداخ لً دایک بَوە" ١١٩١لً شاڵی 
كَتابخاىًی شًرەتایی لً كًرەداخ و ىاوەىدی لً 
ًٌڵًبجً و خاىًی نانۆشتایاىی شلێهاىی لً شلێهاىی 

 خَێيدووە"
شاڵ لً گَىدەکاىی دەطتی دزەیی و دەڤًری شلێهاىی و ىاو  ٣٢ىزیکًى 

 طاری شلێهاىیدا نانۆشتا بَوە"
بً شکرتێری ئیداری للی شلێهاىی یًکێتی  ١١٩٣تاوەکَو  ١١٩١لً شاڵاىی 

 ىَوشًراىی کَرد ًٌڵبژێردراوە"
دا بً شًرۆکی للی شلێهاىی یًکێتی ىَشًراىی  ١١١١لً ڕاپًڕیيی ئاداری 

 کَرد ًٌڵبژێردراوە"
 بًرًٌنًکاىی#

 )بەرگ(کۆچیرۆک ١١کَرتً چیرۆکی ىَوشیَە و لً شًر طێَەی   ١٣٢زیاتر لً 
 بً چاپی گًیاىدوون"

 کتێبُ ىَوشیَە" چًىدیو
خیکایًتی کۆکردۆتًوە و لێکۆڵیيًوەى لًشًر کردوون و بڵاوی  ٣٩زیاتر لً  

 کردووىًوە"
 بیصت و پێيج کَرتً چیرۆکی نيداڵاىی ىَوشیَە"

 کَرتیلً چیرۆکی ىَوشیَە" ١١٦زیاتر لً 

 وەدەشت ٌێياوە" ٦٢١٢خًڵاتی خصیو عارف بۆ چیرۆکی کَردی 
 انبدات"تَێژیيًوە ئًىج ١٣تَاىیَیًتی 

 بًرًٌنی تر بڵاو کردۆتًوە" ١٢وەرگێڕان لًگًڵ  ٩شێ ڕۆنان و 
ىَوشًر زۆرتریو چیرۆکی ىَوشیَە لً نێژووی ئًدەبی کَردیدا تاوەکَو 

 ئێصتا "
 وە لً وڵاتی داىهارک دەژی" ١١١٩لً کۆتایی شاڵی 

   004571412727نۆبایڵ# 
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     وەرگێڕ:                                                                                    
 پ.ى.د. مدمىد عىزیز سىعید

 .لى شارى كىڵادزێ لى دایک بٌوە ٧٢/٩/٣٩٩١لى 
دواهاوەهدى يىر لى  ،هاوەهدى ،سىرەتاییخٌێودهٍ 

 .كىڵادزێ تىواو کردووە
زاهکۆى  /کۆلێژى زاهست / بىپلىى یىکىم بىشٍ فیزیا ٧٢/٢/٣٩٢٢لى 
وەزیرى خٌێودهٍ باڵا خىڵاتٍ سىرۆککۆمارى  .ماهٍ تىواو کردوەێسل

 .پێبىخشیٌە
بڕواهامىى ماستىرى لى بٌارى کىشواسٍ لى زاهکۆى  ٣٧/٣٧/٣٩٩١لى 

 دەست يێواوە.بىام لى وڵاتٍ بىریتاهیا بىرموگً
لى بٌارى گىردووهواسٍ لى بىشٍ دکتۆراى بڕواهامىى  ٧٩/٩/٧١١٣لى 

 زاهکۆى بىغداد وەدەستًێواوە. /کۆلێژى زاهست /گىردوون
کۆلێژى پىروەردەى  /بىشٍ زاهستٍ گشتٍئێستا مامۆستایى لى 

 زاهکۆى سىلاخىددین  /بوىڕەت
 بىريىمىکاهى:

زاىصتُ و وێژەیی لً ڕۆژىانًى ٌاوکارى، گۆڤارى دەیان بابًتُ 
 کاروان، گۆڤارى زاىکۆ پرێس بڵاو کردۆتًوە"

کَرتً چیرۆک لً ئیيگلیزیًوە کردویً  22لً کًىارى ئاوەکاىُ بابیلۆن، 
 "2022بً کَردى" کاىَوىُ دووەم 

باڵى تێکشکاوەکان. جبران خلیل جبران.. ڕۆمان... وەرگێڕ لى 
 .2222ى کٌردی. خٌزەیران ئیوگلیزیىوە کردویى ب
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ڕۆبوسن کڕۆسۆ. داهێڵ دیفۆ.... وەرگێڕ لى ئیوگليزیىوە کردویى بى 
 2022کٌردى. ئاب 

 .2022بوىماکاهٍ زاهستٍ بىرگٍ يىوا.   ئاب 
بىفری ڕەش. يێلین عبدالجبار پاڵاهی... ڕۆمان.... وەرگێڕ لى کٌردیىوە 

 .2222کردویى بى ئیوگلیزی. کاهٌهی دووەم 
ئاسماهی پاریسىوە.. خىمىفىریق خىسىن. وەرگیر لى مىسیح بى 

 .2222کٌردیىوە کردویى بى ئیوگلیزی. ئادار 
سێ يىزار ماچ.. خىمىفىریق خىسىن. وەرگیر لى کٌردیىوە کردویى بى 

 .2222ئیوگلیزی. ئادار 
کۆلارەی ڕىوگاوڕەهگ.. خىمىفىریق خىسىن. وەرگیر لى کٌردیىوە 

 .2222کردویى بى ئیوگلیزی. ئادار 
 07504622954: مۆبایڵ
 mohammed.aziz@su.edu.krd: ئیمێڵ
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Mohammed Azeez Saeed 

Date of birth: September 27th, 1953 

Place of birth: Qaladze, Sulaimane, 

Kurdistan Region-Iraq 

Studied primary, intermediate and high school in Qaladze 

On June 26th, 1977, graduated, B.Sc. degree, as a top first 

rank student from Physics Department, College of Science, 

University of Sulaimane. On the same day, the president of 

Iraq awarded him an Omega Golden watch.  

On December 12th, 1980, he received M.Sc. degree in the 

field of Meteorology and Applied Climatology from the 

University of Birmingham-UK. 

On August 25th, 2001, he received Ph.D. degree in the field 

of Astronomy from the University of Baghdad-Iraq. 

Currently he is working as Assistant Professor at the 

Department of General Science, College of Basic 

Education, Salahaddin University-Erbil, Kurdistan Region-

Iraq. 
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Activities: Translation of 22 short stories (novels) from 

English language to Kurdish language during the period of 

coronavirus pandemic spread.  

The Broken Wings, Gibran Khalil Gibran…A novel 

translated into Kurdish, June 2022. 

Robinson Crusoe… A novel translated into Kurdish, August 

2022. 

Basics of the Atmospheric Science, in Kurdishm, August 

2022. 

The Black Snow, Helen Palany… A novel translated from 

Kurdish into English, January 2023. 

Three thousand Kisses, Hemefariq Hassan, translated from 

Kurdish into English, March 2023. 

Christ in the Sky of Paris, Hemefariq Hassan, translated 

from Kurdish into English, March 2023. 

The Colored Kite, Hemefariq Hassan, translated from 

Kurdish into English, March 2023. 

Mobile phone: 00964 (0) 750 462 2954 

Emails:  mohammed.aziz@su.edu.krd 
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Three Thousand Kisses 
Hemefariq Hassan 

Three Kurdish short stories 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Translated from Kurdish language into English 

By Dr. Mohammed Azeez Saeed 

Salahaddin University-Erbil, Kurdistan Region-Iraq 

March 21st, 2023---Nawroz 1st, 2723 


