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يحلا قشاع ةیاور نم
ةیر وبأ فسویل

4002 لالھلا راد

 ،يوشملا كمسلا ةحئار لیزیل ،ةرم نم رثكأ ھیفك كلد ،ضوحلا ىلع هدی لسغیل ةدئاملا نع ماق
.هایانث ىلع ةمكارتملا ریجرجلاو لجفلا تاتف بحسیلھنانسأ نیب نوجعملاب ةاشرفلا كرحو

.ةحیر يد ىلع رتاس ای-

 ،مونلا ةفرغ ىلإ ھعم اھبحس يتلا ةضفنملا يف باقثلا دوع قلی ملو ،ارتابویلك ةراجیس لعشأ
 دوع كرحیو ،ةھارشب ناخدلا سفن دشی ،ریرسلا ىلع ھلوط ددمو ،ونیدوموكلا ىلع اھعضو
.بنیز ای انھ ياشلا ِتاھ :لخادلا نم ھتجوز ىلع ىدان .تاتفلا جرخیل ھنانسأ نیب باقثلا

 تدعأ دق اھدجوف اھیلع لخد دق ناك .يقوسد ذاتسألا هراج ةیاكحب اھربخأ ذنم ةروعذم ةأرملا
 نوكراعی دالوألا اھلوح قلحت يتلا ةلواطلا ىلع ةفغرألا تعزوو ،يوشملا كمسلا قابطأ

.بألا راظتنإب مھعوج

.ةداعلا ریغ ىلع ترخأت :ةركنتسم ھل تلاق

.تیبلل عماجلا نم ؟ينعی نیف حوراح ً:اطخاس لاقو ،ریجرجلاو لجفلا ةفل ىمر

.ةالصلا متخیب وھو نوفوركیملا ةعماس انأ-

.ِكیروی ام هللا .. يقوسد ىلع تیدع-

.ریخ ھلعجإ مھللا ریخ-

.ھنم طقلا اھفطخ ةریمس تسلا-

!!ھیإ :دحاو توصب اوخرصو ،ةیئاجف ةكرحب هوحن مھھوجو دالوألا راداف

.نیدعب .. نیدعب-

.لجار ای ھیإ طق-

 ءام امھیلع حتفت يھو تلاق ،قبطلا ىلع امھدرفتل خبطملا امھب تلخدو ،نیتطبرلا تكف

.روبنصلا

.ينمھف ىلاعت-

.دالوألا ھعمسی ال ىتح ضیفخ توصب لاقو ،ھسأرب اھیلع لطأ



 ،ةریمس تسلا نع ھنیع شعفر ام دوسأ طق مھیلع لخدو اودغتیب اوناك ..ً العف لصح يللا اد-
.اھدخو لاحلا يف ھمالك عمس ".اھدخ ؟كابجع" ھل لاق يقوسد انوخأ شادھ ام انبر

 نارماعلا اھایدث جرجرتو ،میحللا اھعارذ زتھاف ،ةنایرلا نادیعلا ترصعو قبطلا نع ءاملا ترثن
.سمالتلا دنع ةعقرفلل نیتأیھم نیتریبك نیتنولبك نازرابلا

.لھاتست-

.ِكیلع مارح-

 دلو ریغ نم شیعت شردقت ام اننم ةدحاولا وھ ام .. كتلاحل جالع يفوش ةرم نم رتكأ اھلتلق-

.اھسنوی

؟ھیإ بابھو ھیإ دلو-

.ھقحتست يللا اھلاج ،داولا ع تومتح ينیع نن ای تنبلاو ،ةفلخلا يف شولام يقوسد كبحاص-

؟ھیإ يف الو ھیإ يف انحإ-

 يھو ،ھسفن فوشی كزوج يلخ بیع شیكیفام اھلولاق خیاشملا لك ،عوضوملا سأ هد وھ-

.عطق درق ةقشلا يف ةدعاق اھیلخ "ينینھم اد .. ًادبأ ھنع شانغتسا ام" ةرصم

.ِكیلع مارح-

 يف ،غارفلا يف ةقدحم مھنویع تلظو مھعوج اوسن نیذلا دالوألاب قحتلیل ةلواطلا ىلإ داعو
 ماقو ،ةأجق ریغصلا دلولا خرص ،ةفغرألا ىلإ مھیدایأ اودمی نأ لبقو ً.اببس ھل نوفرعی ال ،بعر
. ھیلع ًایشغم ةداجسلا ىلع طقس ىتحً اضفتنم

 ،كمسلا ةحئار ممشتی ،ةلواطلا تحت ىفختو ،براوملا بابلا نم ةلفغ يف لخد دق طقلا ناك
 دلولا قاس ھلیذ سمال ىتح ةریح يف لجرألا نیب رودی لظ ،ضاضقنإلل ةصرفلا نیحتیو
.ریغصلا

 بابلا قلغأو ،ةقشلا نم ھجرخأ ىتح هدراطی لظو ،خبطملا ىلإ قورملا لبق بألا ھقحال
.موی لك ھفوشتب يللا طقلا اد :هدھدھی دلولا ىلإ داع مث ،سابرتلاب

 ای شفاختام :يسركلا ىلإ ىرخأ ةرم ھعفرتو ،ھعومد حسمتل بابلجلا لیذ مألا تعفر-
.كاعم انحإ .. يبیبح

 لدسملا ةذفانلا نع ھینیع عفری نأ نود ةیناثلا ھتراجیس لعشأو ،نأتب ياشلا يلع ذاتسألا فشر
.ریرسلل ریادك اقباس مدختسا يذلا لیتنادلا نم ةریصق ةراتس اھیلع

 موی يف انتمكح يد ططقلا نإ شفرعیام يقوسد ىقب .. ةیبرعلا ةغللا سردم ىلع ينیع ای-
.مایألا نم

 ةینوعرفلا بقحلا يف تممع يتلا طقلا ةدابع نع ھتامولعم لك– خیرات ذاتسأك– داعتساو
.ةرخأتملا



Adam Talib

He got up from the table and walked over to the sink to wash his hands. He had to 

scrub his palms a few times to get rid of the smell of grilled fish and then brush his 

teeth to get rid of the little pieces of radish and rocket stuck between them.

“Good lord. That smell!”

He lit a cigarette—a Cleopatra—but rather than toss the matchstick into the 

ashtray he’d brought to the bedroom with him, he set it down on the bedside table 

and lay back on the bed. He took deep drags of his cigarette and picked his teeth 

with the end of the matchstick. Then he called out to his wife, “Zeinab. Bring me my 

tea in here.” She’d been in a state ever since he’d told her the story of their neighbor 

Dessuqi.

That evening he’d come home to find she’d already finished grilling the fish and 

laying out the bread on the table where the kids were sat, restless with hunger, 

waiting for father to return home. “You’re late,” she said. “That’s not like you.”

He tossed a bundle of radish and rocket on the table. “Where do you think I’ve 

been? Mosque, then home.”

“Come on. I could hear when prayer ended from the loudspeaker.”

“I stopped by Dessuqi’s place. God spare you.”

“What? What happened?”

“His wife, Samira, was abducted by a cat.” The children all looked up at him at the 

same time and shouted in unison:

“What?!”

“I’ll explain later.”

“A cat? What are you talking about?” his wife asked. She undid the bunches and 

took them into the kitchen to put them on a plate. “Come here and tell me what 

happened,” she called to him as she started washing the bunches in the sink.

He poked his head around the corner and, softly so the children couldn’t hear, he 

said, “That is what happened. They were sitting there, eating dinner, when a black 

cat came in and just started staring at Samira. It wouldn’t take its eyes off her. 

Dessuqi just wasn’t thinking so he says to it, ‘If you like her so much, why don’t you 

just take her?’ The cat did like it was told and snatched her away there and then.”

As she shook the plates dry and wrung out the supple, wet stems, her fleshy arms 

began to jiggle and her ample breasts—looking like massive balloons ready to pop at 



the slightest touch—began to quiver.

“She had it coming,” she said.

“How can you say that?”

“How many times did I tell her to go find out how to fix the problem? I mean 

women like us can’t not have a boy in the house.”

“What does having a son have to do with anything?”

“Look, your buddy Dessuqi’s no good at making babies and that poor girl, dear me, 

she was dying to have a son. Now she’s getting what she deserves.”

“What in God’s name are you talking about?”

“Don’t you see that’s the whole point? All the sheikhs told her she was fine and 

she needed to tell her husband to go get checked out, but she just kept saying, ‘I 

could never live without my sweetheart.’ Fine. If she wants to be stuck in that empty 

nest all by her lonesome, what do I care?”

“You’re really something else,” he said as he walked back to the dining table, to 

the children who’d forgotten how hungry they’d just been and were now staring into 

space, terrified, though of what they didn’t know. Before the family had even take 

their first bite, the younger boy screamed and jumped out of his chair, and then 

fainted and fell to the ground.

A cat had snuck in through the front door and hidden under the dining table. It had 

smelled the grilled fish and was biding time, stalking beneath the table, waiting for its 

chance to pounce when its tail rubbed against the youngest boy’s leg.

The father cut the cat off as it was about to dart into the kitchen and then he 

chased it around the apartment until it ran out. He slammed the door behind it and 

bolted it shut. Then he went over and cradled his young son. “Come on now. That’s 

the same cat you see every day.”

The mother dried the boy’s tears with the hem of her gallabeya and set him back 

down on his chair. “There’s nothing to be scared of, honey. We’re here.”

He slowly sipped his tea and lit a second cigarette without taking his eyes off the 

window, which was covered by a short lace curtain that had once been a bed skirt.

“The poor bastard teaches Arabic. Dessuqi had no idea these cats used to rule 

over us back in the day,” he thought to himself and—consummate history teacher 

that he was—he thought back on all he’d read about the cult of cat worship, which 

had spread so widely in the later pharaonic period.



Randa Aboubakr

He stood up from the table and went to wash his hands in the sink, repeatedly 

scrubbing them so as to rub out the smell of grilled fish. Then he moved the 

toothbrush, dipped in toothpaste, up and down his teeth, to remove bits of 

radish and rucola caught up between them.

—What a stink!

He took a cigarette out of his local cigarette pack and lit it up, but did 

not cast the match in the ashtray, which he took along to the bedroom. He put 

the ashtray on the nightstand and stretched out on the bed, voraciously 

drawing on the cigarette and picking his teeth with the match stick so as to 

remove yet more food crumbs. He then yelled at his wife from the bedroom: 

Bring the tea here, Zaynab!

The woman has been terrified since he told her the story of Mr. Desuqi, 

their neighbor. When he returned home, she had already laid down the plates 

of grilled fish and the pita bread on the table. The kids had already been 

seated there, fighting their hunger and waiting for the return of their Dad.

She said disapprovingly: 

—You are unusually late.

He threw the sheaves of radish and rucola on the table, and said in 

exasperation:

—Didn’t go nowhere. Come straight from the mosque.

—I heard it in the microphone when the prayers finished.

—I passed by Desuqi. Oh Lord! Freakish stuff!

—Bless us! What’s up with him?

—It’s Sitt Samira. The cat snatched her away from him.

The children suddenly turned their heads towards him, screaming in unison: 

—What?!

—Later, later!

—What cat, man?

She untied the two sheaves of radish and rucola, and went into the kitchen to 

spread them out on a plate, shouting as she was running tap water through 

them:

—Come here and explain!



Sticking his head through the door, he whispered so that the children 

wouldn’t hear him:

—This is really what happened. They were eating lunch when a black 

cat got in and kept his eyes fixed on Sitt Samira. Our brother Desuqi did not 

see God’s guidance and said to the cat: “Take her if you like her.” The beast 

obeyed and took her right away.

She sprinkled water on the plate and squeezed the fresh stalks, which 

caused her fleshy arm to sway, and her full swelling breasts to jiggle like two 

big balloons ready to burst on contact.

—Serves her right!

—You’re mean!

—I told her again and again to find a cure for her problem. No woman

can live without kids.

—Such crap!

—Your friend Desuqi can’t have children, and the woman was dying for

one. Now she has found what she’s worth.

—And what has this got to do with anything?

—That is the whole thing. All the Sheiks told her she was OK and she

should tell her man to go find a cure. But she kept saying: “I can’t live without 

him. Am happy with my life.” And there you go. She ended up alone in the 

house, like a lonesome monkey.

He went back to the table to join the kids who had already forgotten 

about their hunger, and kept staring at nothing. Before they started eating, the 

youngest boy suddenly screamed, got up, and then fell unconscious on the 

floor.

The cat had stealthily got through the door left ajar and hid under the 

table, sniffing around for fish, and waiting for a chance to jump. He moved 

confusedly around their feet until his tail brushed against the youngest boy’s 

leg.

The father reached him before he could whisk into the kitchen, chasing 

him out of the flat and bolting the door. He then went back to the boy to 

comfort him.

—It’s the cat you see every day.

The mother grabbed the end of her housedress to wipe the boy’s tears 



with, and then carried him back to the chair. 

—Don’t be scared, honey. We are all here.

Mr. Ali slowly sipped at the tea and lit up another cigarette, without 

taking his eyes off the window covered with a short lace curtain that formerly 

used to be the fringe of a bed cover.

—An Arabic teacher! Go figure! Didn’t Desuqi know that those cats 

used to rule us one day?

As a history teacher, he recalled all he knew about cat worship which 

prevailed during the late pharaonic era.



Adam Talib

He got up from the table and walked over to the sink to wash his hands. He had

to scrub his palms a few times to get rid of the smell of grilled fish and then 

brush his teeth to get rid of the little pieces of radish and rocket stuck between 

them.

“Good lord. That smell!”

He lit a cigarette—a Cleopatra—but rather than toss the matchstick into the 

ashtray he’d brought to the bedroom with him, he set it down on the bedside 

table and lay back on the bed. He took deep drags of his cigarette and 

picked his teeth with the end of the matchstick. 

Then he called out to his wife, “Zeinab. Bring me my tea in here.” 

She’d been in a state ever since he’d told her the story of their neighbor 

Dessuqi.

Randa Aboubakr

He stood up from the table and went to wash his hands in the sink, 

repeatedly scrubbing them so as to rub out the smell of grilled fish. 

Then he moved the toothbrush, dipped in toothpaste, up and down 

his teeth, to remove bits of radish and rucola caught up between 

them.

—What a stink!

He took a cigarette out of his local cigarette pack and lit it up, but did 

not cast the match in the ashtray, which he took along to the bedroom. 

He put the ashtray on the nightstand and stretched out on the bed, 

voraciously drawing on the cigarette and picking his teeth with the 

match stick so as to remove yet more food crumbs.

He then yelled at his wife from the bedroom: Bring the tea here, 

Zaynab!

The woman has been terrified since he told her the story of Mr. Desuqi, 
their neighbor.



That evening he’d come home to find she’d already finished grilling the fish and

laying out the bread on the table where the kids were sat, restless with 

hunger, waiting for father to return home. 

“You’re late,” she said. “That’s not like you.”

He tossed a bundle of radish and rocket on the table. 

“Where do you think I’ve been? Mosque, then home.”

“Come on. I could hear when prayer ended from the loudspeaker.”

“I stopped by Dessuqi’s place. God spare you.”

“What? What happened?”

“His wife, Samira, was abducted by a cat.”

The children all looked up at him at the same time and shouted in unison:

When he returned home, she had already laid down the plates of grilled 

fish and the pita bread on the table. The kids had already been seated 

there, fighting their hunger and waiting for the return of their Dad.

She said disapprovingly: 

—You are unusually late.

He threw the sheaves of radish and rucola on the table, and said in 

exasperation:

—Didn’t go nowhere. Come straight from the mosque.

—I heard it in the microphone when the prayers finished.

—I passed by Desuqi. Oh Lord! Freakish stuff!

—Bless us! What’s up with him?

—It’s Sitt Samira. The cat snatched her away from him.

The children suddenly turned their heads towards him, screaming in 
unison:



“What?!” —What?!

“I’ll explain later.”

“A cat? What are you talking about?” his wife asked. 

She undid the bunches and took them into the kitchen to put them on a plate. 

“Come here and tell me what happened,”  she called to him as she started 

washing the bunches in the sink.

He poked his head around the corner and, softly so the children couldn’t hear, 

he said,

“That is what happened. 

They were sitting there, eating dinner, when a black cat came in and just 

started staring at Samira. It wouldn’t take its eyes off her. 

Dessuqi just wasn’t thinking so he says to it, ‘If you like her so much, why don’t 

—Later, later!

—What cat, man?

She untied the two sheaves of radish and rucola, and went into the 

kitchen to spread them out on a plate, shouting as she was running tap 

water through them:

—Come here and explain!

Sticking his head through the door, he whispered so that the children 

wouldn’t hear him:

—This is really what happened. 

They were eating lunch when a black cat got in and kept his eyes fixed 

on Sitt Samira. 

Our brother Desuqi did not see God’s guidance and said to the cat: 



you just take her?’ 

The cat did like it was told and snatched her away there and then.”

As she shook the plates dry and wrung out the supple, wet stems, her fleshy 

arms began to jiggle and her ample breasts—looking like massive balloons 

ready to pop at the slightest touch—began to quiver.

“She had it coming,” she said.

“How can you say that?”

“How many times did I tell her to go find out how to fix the problem? I mean 

women like us can’t not have a boy in the house.”

“What does having a son have to do with anything?”

“Look, your buddy Dessuqi’s no good at making babies and that poor girl, dear 

me, she was dying to have a son. Now she’s getting what she deserves.”

“What in God’s name are you talking about?”

“Take her if you like her.” 

The beast obeyed and took her right away.

She sprinkled water on the plate and squeezed the fresh stalks, which 

caused her fleshy arm to sway, and her full swelling breasts to jiggle 

like two big balloons ready to burst on contact.

—Serves her right!

—You’re mean!

—I told her again and again to find a cure for her problem. No woman 

can live without kids.

—Such crap!

—Your friend Desuqi can’t have children, and the woman was dying for 

one. Now she has found what she’s worth.

—And what has this got to do with anything?



“Don’t you see that’s the whole point? 

All the sheikhs told her she was fine and she needed to tell her husband to go 

get checked out, but she just kept saying, ‘I could never live without my 

sweetheart.’ 

Fine. If she wants  to be stuck in that empty nest all by her lonesome,  what do 

I care?”

“You’re really something else,” he said as he walked back to the dining table, to 

the children who’d forgotten how hungry they’d just been and were now staring 

into space, terrified, though of what they didn’t know. 

Before the family had even take their first bite, the younger  boy screamed and 

jumped out of his chair, and then fainted and fell to the ground.

A cat had snuck in through the front door and hidden under the dining table. It 

had smelled the grilled fish and was biding time, stalking beneath the table, 

waiting for its chance to pounce when its tail rubbed against the youngest boy’s 

leg.

—That is the whole thing. 

All the Sheiks told her she was OK and she should tell her man to go 

find a cure. But she kept saying: “I can’t live without him. Am happy with 

my life.”

And there you go. She ended up alone in the house, like a lonesome 

monkey.

He went back to the table to join the kids who had already forgotten 

about their hunger, and kept staring at nothing.

Before they started eating, the youngest boy suddenly screamed, got 

up, and then fell unconscious on the floor.

The cat had stealthily got through the door left ajar and hid under the 

table, sniffing around for fish, and waiting for a chance to jump. He 

moved confusedly around their feet until his tail brushed against the 

youngest boy’s leg.



The father cut the cat off as it was about to dart into the kitchen and then he 

chased it around the apartment until it ran out. He slammed the door behind it 

and bolted it shut. Then he went over and cradled his young son. “Come on 

now. That’s the same cat you see every day.”

The mother dried the boy’s tears with the hem of her gallabeya and set him 

back down on his chair. “There’s nothing to be scared of, honey. We’re here.”

He slowly sipped his tea and lit a second cigarette without taking his eyes off 

the window, which was covered by a short lace curtain that had once been a 

bed skirt.

“The poor bastard teaches Arabic. 

Dessuqi had no idea these cats used to rule over us back in the day,” he 

thought to himself and—consummate history teacher that he was—he thought 

back on all he’d read about the cult of cat worship, which had spread so widely 

in the later pharaonic period.

The father reached him before he could whisk into the kitchen, chasing 

him out of the flat and bolting the door. He then went back to the boy to 

comfort him.

—It’s the cat you see every day.

The mother grabbed the end of her housedress to wipe the boy’s tears 

with, and then carried him back to the chair. 

—Don’t be scared, honey. We are all here.

Mr. Ali slowly sipped at the tea and lit up another cigarette, without 

taking his eyes off the window covered with a short lace curtain that 

formerly used to be the fringe of a bed cover.

—An Arabic teacher! Go figure! 

Didn’t Desuqi know that those cats used to rule us one day? As a 

history teacher, he recalled all he knew about cat worship which 

prevailed during the late pharaonic era




