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Translation of “A White Rose” by Mona Elnamoury
Translation from Arabic by Abdel Wahab Khalifa
University of Leeds, United Kingdom
A White Rose (Warda bayḍāʾ -  )وردة ﺑﻴﻀﺎءis a short story by Mona Elnamoury, a Cairo based university
lecturer, creative writer and literary translator. The story was recently published in the Egyptian literary journal AlMashhad and is set to appear in an anthology of Arabic short stories soon.
He looked at his wife’s prone body on the bed, immobile. He looked at her glassy eyes fixed upon
some indefinite point in space. He could perfectly recall everything that had happened since she had
been bedridden; it seemed clear that she was dying. She used to remain motionless like this for a
long time, then open her mouth to try to say something. But when she did, she spoke indistinctly, or
murmured in a language that he could not understand. Tired of trying, she would fall silent.
Sometimes, she would nod her head towards a point in front of her. He would try to make her write
down what it was that she wanted, but she would write in a strange image-like language, similar to
the hieroglyphic inscriptions of the Pharaohs. When she first became ill, she would try with more
resolution and desire to fight for her life, as a drowning person would clutch at a floating straw.
Now, that he had sent the kids to their granny in order not to get weirded out by their mother’s
condition, she became drained of strength to carry on trying, devoid of persistence and tenacity.
Days passed by and she did not try and he kept offering her everything in the house, but to no avail.
He even brought her magazines, newspapers and photos to show her in the hope that he could see a
change in the appearance of her face, a gesture from her head or even hear a faint voice come out of
her mouth indicating her approval that this thing was what she wanted. Yet this did not happen. Her
movements became limited to drinking her juice and using the toilet. He could no longer remember
her voice or the way she used to talk. He could not even find any recordings of her to remember her
by. She was the one who tidied things in the house and he never knew the way of anything. He was
grateful to her that she had always kept his clothes and things tidy and in the front of the wardrobe
so that he could find them easily. Had it not been for this, he would not have been able to find
anything himself. Was her voice soft? Hoarse? He could not decide. The truth was, he could not
even remember whether he had ever heard her utter a long sentence. Was she content with using
only short sentences? Or was he not there to listen? He was baffled by these questions, but he could
not care less about them now that he was trying to figure out what he could do to save her life.
Oh dear! Sometimes she used to tell him stories. He never fathomed why she would always
resort to stories to get her message across instead of stating what she wanted in a simple way. A
story! The story of… the rose—a white rose in the heart of winter, so desired by a little princess
from her father, a globetrotter merchant. Her two older sisters wanted beautiful and expensive
things: a necklace and a bracelet. However, meeting their demands was much easier for the father
than finding the white rose. He nearly lost his life looking for the white rose, which was in the
garden of a bewitched monster. Grown tired of her stories, he used to laugh and say: “I am too old
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for stories, woman! Save them for your kiddos! And what has this story got to do with my question
in the first place? I asked you what you want and you’re blabbing about a white rose to me? Don’t
complain later that I don’t take care of you!” He ran quickly and bought white roses. He brought
them anxiously and put them close to her nose. She opened her tear-swollen eyes and looked at him
fervently. He pointed with his head to the roses. She looked at them and a lone tear escaped her
eyes. She tilted her head to the other side and seemed absent.
He returned to his chair, watching her. How did she end up like this? She was as active as a
bee, as smart as a whippet, brimming with energy, sometimes even anger! She was… She had been a
glorious rose! Oh, God! Maybe she had meant herself when she spoke of the rose? He scribbled to
her with big letters on a scrap of paper, “You are as beautiful as the white rose.” He held the paper
in front of her eyes. She could not have forgotten her own language after all, even though she now
spoke a weird one that seemed indecipherable to human beings. She read the caption on the paper
and cried again. Desperate, he left her and returned to his chair.
After some days (maybe even weeks), to his surprise, she lifted her head up again and fixed
her eyes on his. He was instantly alert, bemused and anxious. Then she opened her mouth, and said
many things. She was not crying or in pain as she had often been before. She opened her mouth
again, but this time she did not speak. He thought she was thirsty, and dashed to get her some water.
When he returned he found her completely silent. Unresponsive. Lifeless.
His heart was shattered by losing her, and in the midst of his mourning, he kept thinking of
a meaning for the white rose.
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وردة

ﺑﻴﻀﺎء 1

ﻧﻈﺮ إﻟﻰ ﺟﺴﺪ زوﺟﺘﻪ اﻟﻤﻤﺪد ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺴﺮﻳﺮ ﻋﺎﺟﺰﴽ ﻋﻦ اﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ ،ﻧﻈﺮ إﻟﻰ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻬﺎ اﻟﺰﺟﺎﺟﻴﺘﻴﻦ ﻣﺜﺒﺘﺘﻴﻦ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻧﻘﻄﺔ ﻣﺎ ﻓﻰ
اﻟﻔﻀﺎء ،ﻛﺎن ﻗﺪ ﺣﻔﻆ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﴼ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺤﺪث ﻣﻨﺬ أن ﻻزﻣﺖ اﻟﻔﺮاش وﺑﺪا أﻛﻴﺪﴽ أﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺤﺘﻀﺮ ،ﺗﻈﻞ ﻣﺘﺨﺸﺒﺔ ﻫﻜﺬا ﻟﻔﺘﺮة ﻃﻮﻳﻠﺔ
ﺛﻢ ﺗﻔﺘﺢ ﻓﻤﻬﺎ وﺗﺤﺎول أن ﺗﻘﻮل ﺷﻴﺌﴼ وﺗﻔﻌﻞ ﺑﺼﻮت ﻣﺒﻬﻢ أو ﺑﻠﻐﺔ ﻻ ﻳﻌﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﺛﻢ ﺗﺘﻌﺐ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻤﺤﺎوﻟﺔ وﺗﺼﻤﺖ .أﺣﻴﺎﻧﺎ
ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﻮﻣﻰء ﺑﺮأﺳﻬﺎ إﻟﻰ ﻧﻘﻄﺔ أﻣﺎﻣﻬﺎ .ﺣﺎول أن ﻳﺠﻌﻠﻬﺎ ﺗﻜﺘﺐ ﻣﺎ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﻟﻜﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﻔﻌﻞ ﺑﻠﻐﺔ ﻏﺮﻳﺒﺔ ،ﻣﺼﻮرة ﻣﺜﻞ ﻟﻐﺔ
اﻟﻔﺮاﻋﻨﺔ ،ﻓﻰ ﺑﺪاﻳﺔ ﺗﻌﺒﻬﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺤﺎول ﺑﺤﻤﺎﺳﺔ وﻟﻬﻔﺔ .ﻛﻤﻦ ﻳﺘﺸﺒﺚ ﺑﺸﺊ ﻟﻴﻄﻔﻮ .اﻵن وﺑﻌﺪ أن أرﺳﻞ اﻷوﻻد ﻟﺠﺪﺗﻬﻢ
ﻟﺌﻼ ﻳﺼﺪﻣﻬﻢ ﺣﺎل اﻷم ،ﺑَﻌُﺪَت اﻟﻤﺤﺎوﻻت وﺧﻠﺖ ﻣﻦ اﻹﺻﺮار واﻟﺘﻤﺴﻚ .ﺗﻤﺮ أﻳﺎم دون أن ﺗﺤﺎول وﻳﻈﻞ ﻫﻮ ﻳﻌﺮض
ﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ ﻛﻞ ﻣﺎ ﻓﻰ اﻟﻤﻨﺰل دون ﺟﺪوى .ﺣﺘﻰ أﻧﻪ أﺣﻀﺮ اﻟﻤﺠﻼت واﻟﺠﺮاﺋﺪ واﻟﺼﻮر ﻟﻴﺮﻳﻬﺎ إﻳﺎﻫﺎ ﻋﺴﻰ أن ﻳﻠﺤﻆ ﺗﻐﻴّﺮﴽ ﻓﻰ
ﺧﻠﺠﺎت وﺟﻬﻬﺎ أو إﻳﻤﺎءةً ﻣﻦ رأﺳﻬﺎ أو ﺣﺘﻰ ﺻﻮﺗﴼ رﻓﻴﻌﴼ ﻳﺼﺪر ﻋﻨﻬﺎ ﻟﻴﺸﻴﺮ اﻟﻰ ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﺘﻬﺎ ﺑﺄن ﻫﺬا ﻫﻮ اﻟﺸﺊ اﻟﺬى ﺗﺮﻳﺪه.
وﻟﻜﻦ ﻟﻢ ﻳﺤﺪث .اﻗﺘﺼﺮت ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻬﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺗﻨﺎول اﻟﻌﺼﻴﺮ واﻟﺪﺧﻮل إﻟﻰ اﻟﺤﻤﺎم .ﻟﻢ ﻳﻌﺪ ﻳﺘﺬﻛﺮ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﻣﺆﻛﺪ ﺻﻮﺗﻬﺎ أو
ﻃﺮﻳﻘﺔ ﻛﻼﻣﻬﺎ .ﻟﻢ ﻳﺴﺘﻄﻊ اﻟﻌﺜﻮر ﻋﻠﻰ أى ﺗﺴﺠﻴﻞ ﻟﻬﺎ  .ﻫﻰ اﻟﺘﻰ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺮﺗﺐ اﻷﺷﻴﺎء ﻓﻰ اﻟﻤﻨﺰل وﻻ ﻳﻌﺮف ﻃﺮﻳﻘﴼ ﻷى
ﺷﻲء .ﻛﺎن ﻣﻤﺘﻨﴼ ﻟﻬﺎ أﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺒﻘﻲ ﻣﻼﺑﺴﻪ وأﺷﻴﺎءه ﻣﻨﻈﻤﺔ وﻓﻲ ﻣﻘﺪﻣﺔ اﻟﺪوﻻب ﺣﺘﻰ ﻳﺮاﻫﺎ .ﻟﻮﻻ ﻫﺬا ﻣﺎ اﺳﺘﻄﺎع أن ﻳﺠﺪ
ﺷﻴﺌﴼ .ﻫﻞ ﺻﻮﺗﻬﺎ رﻓﻴﻊ؟ ﻏﻠﻴﻆ ؟ ﻟﻢ ﻳﺴﺘﻄﻊ أن ﻳﺤﺪد .اﻟﺤﻖ أﻧﻪ ﻟﻢ ﻳﺴﺘﻄﻊ أن ﻳﺘﺬﻛﺮ أﻧﻪ ﺳﻤﻌﻬﺎ أﺻﻼ ً ﻓﻰ أى ﺟﻤﻞ
ﻃﻮﻳﻠﺔ .ﻫﻞ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﻜﺘﻔﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﺠﻤﻞ اﻟﻘﺼﻴﺮة ﻓﻘﻂ أم أن اﻟﺼﺪﻣﺔ أﻧﺴﺘﻪ؟ ﺣﻴﺮﺗﻪ ﻫﺬه اﻷﺳﺌﻠﺔ  ..ﻟﻢ ﻳﻜﻦ ﻟﻴﻬﺘﻢ ﺑﺎﻷﺳﺌﻠﺔ
اﻵن وﻫﻮ ﻳﺤﺎول ﻓﻬْﻢ ﻣﺎذا ﺗﺮﻳﺪ زوﺟﺘﻪ ﻹﻧﻘﺎذ ﺣﻴﺎﺗﻬﺎ.
آه! ﻛﺎﻧﺖ أﺣﻴﺎﻧﴼ ﺗﺤﻜﻰ ﻟﻪ ﻗﺼﺼﴼ .ﻟﻢ ﻳﻔﻬﻢ ﻟﻤﺎذا ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﻠﺠﺄ ﻟﻠﻘﺼﺺ دوﻣﴼ وﻻ ﺗﻘﻮل ﻣﺎ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﺑﺴﻴﻂ .ﻗﺼﺔ؟
ﻗﺼﺔ؟ آه! اﻟﻮردة! وردة ﺑﻴﻀﺎء ﻓﻰ ﻗﻠﺐ اﻟﺸﺘﺎء ﻃﻠﺒﺘﻬﺎ أﻣﻴﺮة ﺻﻐﻴﺮة ﻣﻦ واﻟﺪﻫﺎ اﻟﺘﺎﺟﺮ ﻛﺜﻴﺮ اﻷﺳﻔﺎر .أﺧﺘﺎﻫﺎ اﻟﻜﺒﻴﺮﺗﺎن
أرادﺗﺎ أﺷﻴﺎءً ﺟﻤﻴﻠﺔ وﻏﺎﻟﻴﺔ :ﻋﻘﺪﴽ وﺳﻮارﴽ  .ﺗﻠﺒﻴﺔ ﻫﺬه اﻟﻄﻠﺒﺎت ﻛﺎن أﺳﻬﻞ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻮردة اﻟﺒﻴﻀﺎء .ﻛﺎد اﻷب ﻳﻔﻘﺪ ﺣﻴﺎﺗﻪ
ﻷﺟﻞ اﻟﻮردة اﻟﺒﻴﻀﺎء اﻟﺘﻰ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻓﻰ ﺣﺪﻳﻘﺔ وﺣﺶ ﻣﺴﺤﻮر .ﻛﺎن ﻳﻤﻞّ ﺣﻜﺎﻳﺎﺗﻬﺎ وﻳﻀﺤﻚ ﻗﺎﺋﻼ ً "ﻛﺒﺮت ﻳﺎ ﺳﺘﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ
اﻟﺤﻜﺎﻳﺎت .وﻓّﺮﻳﻬﺎ ﻟﻠﺼﻐﺎر .ﺛﻢ ﻣﺎ دﺧﻞ اﻟﺤﺪوﺗﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺳﺆاﻟﻲ؟ ﺳﺄﻟﺘﻚ ﻣﺎذا ﺗﺮﻳﺪﻳﻦ وﺗﺤﻜﻲ ﻟﻰ ﻋﻦ وردة ﺑﻴﻀﺎء؟ ﻻ
ﺗﺸﺘﻚِ ﺑﻌﺪ ذﻟﻚ أﻧﻨﻲ ﻻ أﻫﺘﻢ ﺑﻚ ".ﺟﺮى ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺔ واﺷﺘﺮى ورودﴽ ﺑﻴﻀﺎء ،أﺣﻀﺮﻫﺎ ﻣﺘﻠﻬﻔﴼ وﻗﺮﺑﻬﺎ ﻣﻦ أﻧﻔﻬﺎ .ﻓﺘﺤﺖ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻬﺎ
اﻟﻤﻨﺘﻔﺨﺘﻴﻦ .ﻧﻈﺮت إﻟﻴﻪ ﻓﻰ ﺗﻮﺳﻞ .أﺷﺎر ﺑﺮأﺳﻪ اﻟﻰ اﻟﻮرود .ﻧﻈﺮت اﻟﻰ اﻟﻮرود واﻧﻔﻠﺘﺖ دﻣﻌﺔ ﻣﻦ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻬﺎ ﺛﻢ ﻣﺎﻟﺖ
ﺑﺮأﺳﻬﺎ ﻟﻠﻨﺎﺣﻴﺔ اﻷﺧﺮى وﻏﺎﺑﺖ.
رﺟﻊ إﻟﻰ ﻛﺮﺳﻴﻪ ﻳﺮﻗﺒﻬﺎ .ﻛﻴﻒ اﻧﺘﻬﻰ ﺑﻬﺎ اﻟﺤﺎل ﻫﻜﺬا؟ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ  ..ﻛﺎﻧﺖ  ..ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺻﺎروﺧﴼ ﻣﻜﻮﻛﻴﴼ ﻓﻰ ﻧﺸﺎﻃﻬﺎ  ..ﺷﻌﻠﺔ ﻓﻰ
ذﻛﺎﺋﻬﺎ وﺣﺮﻛﺘﻬﺎ ﺑﻞ وﻋﺼﺒﻴﺘﻬﺎ..ﻛﺎﻧﺖ  ..رﺑﻤﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ وردة ﻧﺎدرة ﻓﻰ ﺟﻤﺎﻟﻬﺎ..آه! رﺑﻤﺎ ﺗﻌﻨﻲ ﻧﻔﺴﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻟﻮردة؟ ﻛﺘﺐ ﻟﻬﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ
ورﻗﺔ ﺑﻴﻀﺎء ﺑﺨﻂ ﻛﺒﻴﺮ "أﻧﺖ ﺟﻤﻴﻠﺔ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻟﻮردة اﻟﺒﻴﻀﺎء" وﺿﻌﻬﺎ أﻣﺎم ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻬﺎ .أﻛﻴﺪ أﻧﻬﺎ ﻟﻢ ﺗﻨﺲ ﻟﻐﺘﻬﺎ اﻷم ﺣﺘﻰ ﺑﻌﺪ أن
أﺻﺒﺤﺖ ﺗﺘﻜﻠﻢ ﻟﻐﺔ ﻏﺮﻳﺒﺔ ﻟﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻠﻐﺔ اﻟﺒﺸﺮ .ﻗﺮأت اﻟﻠﻮﺣﺔ ،ﺑﻜﺖ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﺔ .ﺗﺮﻛﻬﺎ وﻋﺎد إﻟﻰ ﻛﺮﺳﻴﻪ ﻳﺎﺋﺴﴼ.
ﺑﻌﺪ ﻋﺪة أﻳﺎم ،أو أﺳﺎﺑﻴﻊ ﻟﺪﻫﺸﺘﻪ رﻓﻌﺖْ رأﺳﻬﺎ ﻣﺮة أﺧﻴﺮة وﺛﺒﺘﺖْ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻬﺎ ﻓﻲ ﻋﻴﻨﻪ .اﻧﺘﺒﻪ ﻣﻠﻬﻮﻓﴼ .ﻓﺘﺤﺖ ﻓﻤﻬﺎ وﻗﺎﻟﺖ
أﺷﻴﺎءً ﻋﺪﻳﺪة ﺑﻠﻐﺘﻬﺎ اﻟﺠﺪﻳﺪة .ﻟﻢ ﺗﻜﻦ ﺗﺒﻚِ أو ﺗﺘﺄﻟﻢ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﻞ ﻣﺮة .ﻓﺘﺤﺖ ﻓﻤﻬﺎ ﻣﺮة أﺧﺮى دون أن ﺗﺘﻜﻠﻢ .ﻇﻨﻬﺎ ﻋﻄﺸﻰ.
ﺟﺮى ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺔ ﻟﻴﺤﻀﺮ ﻣﺎءً .ﻋﺎد ﻟﻴﺠﺪﻫﺎ ﺳﺎﻛﻨﺔ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﴼ .ﺳﺎﻛﻨﺔ أﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻼزم .ﺳﻜﻮﻧﴼ ﻧﻬﺎﺋﻴﴼ.
اﻧﻔﻄﺮ ﻗﻠﺒﻪ ﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ .وﻓﻰ وﺳﻂ اﻟﺘﻴﺎﻋﻪ ﻇﻞ ﻳﻔﻜﺮ ﻓﻰ ﻣﻌﻨﻰ ﻟﻠﻮردة اﻟﺒﻴﻀﺎء.

Translated and published by permission of the author, Mona Elnamoury.
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