Olidiled) o) 5 — o) T Gliiled)
AA-AA

Aot O Sy 0L G50 Gy e G O Ll 98
MJMJ@JJJSG@&/J/ Mddm@‘)ﬁ'ﬂ@ﬂw

www.afgazad.com afgazad@gmail.com
| Political | el |

La JlSe au il
YAYY eV

Gupaid ] S ddaal e 2

B il g Al 4y as

Dsom ke ) g s ol Aaie S s
il ) gl Gy da 0

Ul 8 5 b S S

sty 5 Op 5 S
BESIPENP

Ju 215 sy 5 S

Sle il a5y Ll

2R Kl g4ty b adl S

Rl 3558 S A G ye Ll s olew 30
QUS| (A8 ) v a5 San (SA
a5 (50 slele 54l 5 )y

il 2518848 (5318 o 5k

olSla i 5 5 jlay (i1 a4y

D o0 e A

v lan 43 5 (ol 43 (J) g 4

www.afgazad.com ) afgazad@gmail.com



JHE ey 52 198 5 Ha 49 )8
g oo Ul Jre 348 Qs S klA
G sl ) sled sid L e
AR ) phydibF ) jlapaaas
Cawl a0l o Adaat e e
Lod Sl 1)) el
g auldl g ;) 4 )a R
The Smile of Eid
Our Eid is the moment of a smile
That would grow on the lips of an orphan
Like a fresh flower bunch full of fragrance of happiness
In the heart of the desert of reaching his wishes
A loaf of bread, a peaceful space
A pair of new shoes, new shirt and new pants
Pen, paper, briefcase
School and the worries of school year ending
Examinations and high grades
To go to medical school to become a physician
He never forgets the pain of his father's ailment
Whooping cough, small pox and tuberculosis killed several of his friends
His father, his aunt and his dear uncle lost
To a far and long journey that has no return
His village in the soul burning fire of illness and poverty
Burning everyday
Neither medicine, nor doctor, nor hospital
The village far away, the weather cold, and winter murdering
These are the memories whirling in his head
Our Eid is the smile of the lips full of hope
That should find its way onto the face of our land's child
Our Eid is the moment of that smile.
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