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Qateeni Gabbara: A William Daniel’s Legacy

William Warda & Edward Odisho, Ph.D.

Biographical Notes  

   William D. S. Daniel was born in 1903 in Urmi, Iran.!!!! He lost his mother when
he was only three years old.  His father, a prominent physician, died from an
infectious disease while caring for thousands of his compatriots suffering from
typhus, typhoid and cholera under the worst health conditions of overcrowded
Assyrian refugee camps during WWI. His three sisters disappeared along with
thousands of other young Assyrian women who were either lost in the stampede,
perished on the way or forced into conversion. He himself was only fifteen years
old when the massive Assyrian flight and march out of their homeland into the
unknown began.

   He traveled to Europe and received a decent education in classical music after
which he returned to Iran to work for the artistic and cultural advancement of his
people and put his musical talents at their service.  In early 1940s, he founded the
first Assyrian musical and dance group which performed some of the musical
compositions and songs that he had created. He was first introduced to the folk
tales of Qateeni in 1946 and was profoundly impressed by them. It was then that
he contemplated the initiation of a massive poetic work to be later known as the
Epic of Qateeni Gabbara. The work is in three volumes containing some 6000
verses. The three volumes were published several years apart.

Introductory Notes

   The Epic of Qateeni Gabbara as created by William Daniel contains some of
the most beautiful poetry in the contemporary Assyrian language. The native epic
is a chain of folk tales recited by the Assyrian storytellers in the mountains of
Hakkari and the villages in the plain of Nineveh [Mosul] for as long as any one
can remember.  Daniel has taken the core of those tales, embellished them with
stylistic and poetic ingenuity, and artistically transformed the tales into a
complete epic that is in and of itself an exquisite piece of artistic creation.
Perhaps, being a gifted poet and a refined musician had much to do with this
enhancement of the tales into an epic.

  The folk tales of Qateeni are most well known among what Maclean calls the
Ashiret group of Assyrians, especially the Tiari and Tkhuma.1 One of the
                                                     
!!!! Passed away on December 10, 1988 in San Jose, California.
1 Arthur John Maclean, Grammar of the Dialects of Vernacular Syriac (Cambridge: At
the University Press, 1895), xiv.
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authors2 relates that his father, an illiterate person, was able to recite hundreds of
verses from those tales accompanied by some simple melody. As a child, Odisho
grew up in a family where the tales of Qateeni were commonly sung during
social gatherings of his paternal relatives. According to Hozaya,3 segments of the
original tales are also still being recited by the villagers living in the plain of
Nineveh [Mosul]. A short specimen of the original version is translated at the end
of this article to give the reader a comparative view of Daniel’s version of the
epic and the various versions of it in circulation before him.

Translating poetry is always a difficult task. The difficulty is attributed to the
cultural and linguistic contexts in which the poetry is embedded and the stylistic
skills and craftsmanship of the individual poet.  The multiplicity of the strands of
a culture- any culture of any nation or people- and the complexity of its texture
conveyed by the language-specific linguistic structures result in poetic
constructions that are primarily unique of a given language or culture and
ultimately of a given poet. This should not deny some degree of universality and
commonality in human language and culture, but the specifics of a culture and
the linguistic [phonological, morphological, syntactical and semantic] modes of
expression render poetry quite difficult to translate without some extraordinary
poetic skills and linguistic talents. There are hardly any one-to-one cultural and
linguistic cognates across languages; however, there are always approximates to
those cognates. The accuracy and proficiency of the rendition of poetry from one
language to another depends on the extent to which approximates in the two
languages match.  It may be easier to translate the meaning of words, in general,
but poetry is more than just meaning.  Poetry is meaning, melody, imagination,
rhythm and rhyme all collaborating in an infinite number of patterns and
formations.  In the process of poetry translation, it is the transmission of rhyme,
rhythm, imagery, melody and sensations that is more challenging. Consequently,
poetry is at its best when it maintains its native cultural and linguistic habitat.

   Evidently, it was never the intention of the writers to embark on the translation
of Daniel’s poetry. However, a limited attempt at translation is made for the sole
purpose of affording those who cannot read the Assyrian language an image of
what Qateeni's epic as envisaged by Daniel is all about.  To truly enjoy the
beauty of Daniel's poetry, one has to read it in the Assyrian language. This
explains why some of the citations are deliberately meant to remain untranslated.
Certainly, much greater enjoyment is guaranteed through direct listening to
Daniel passionately reciting his own verses.

                                                     
2 Edward Odisho’s father was from Lower Tiari and his mother from Qarajalu of Urmi.
3 Younan Hozaya,  “Hoomasa d’katine w’swootan omtanayta,” JAAS  10, no.1 (1996):
70-86.
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 Poetic and Aesthetic Values of the Epic

   It was pointed out earlier on that poetry is not solely meaning; it is the artistic
construction of meaning that is further enhanced and embellished through the
skillful crafting of rhythm, rhyme and melody and the majestic choice of words.
The poetic value of the Epic is the depth and breadth of meaning that Daniel
manages to exquisitely instill in his words, between his words and all throughout
his poetic compositions. Whichever way one moves between and along his
verses, there is always concatenated semantic enhancement both vertically and
horizontally.  This is not solely attributed to the popularity of the Epic’s theme
and its historical intimacy with the psyche and soul of the Assyrians.  It is equally
attributed to a careful survey of the sources of the oral tradition through which
the tales of the epic have been transmitted across centuries.  Undoubtedly, as one
will notice in due course, Daniel’s profound nationalistic passion and his artistic
talent, both as a poet and as a musician, have much to do with the magnitude of
meaning he could charge his poetic structures with. The last two talents have
tremendous role in making Daniel the best poet in the modern history of the
Assyrians. Obviously any poet labors on his works more than a reader may ever
envisage. This is not a weakness, but rather a keen intent on the part of the poet
to create the best work possible. However, regardless of how much a poet
consciously constructs his poetry, no creative works will be brought into being
without an innate artistic talent- a quality that Daniel certainly possessed. [ see
lines, 17-20 and 212-215 of the translated specimens below]

    A poet is said to work with five elements; thought, tone, imagery, melody and
rhythm.4 Daniel excels in the implementation of those five elements and he
blends them both dynamically and artistically. Very much like other creative
poets from other nations, his poetry is rich in metaphors, similes, imageries.
What is interesting to note, however, is that as an Assyrian poet, Daniel had the
artistic sensitivity and acuteness of a musician, which often enabled him to
produce excellent rhyming structures governed by dynamic rhythm. For instance,
in describing the boyhood village of Qateeni, readers marvel at his use of
imagery:

@ cčòä&Ü×ŁìÀ‘@dÀŽîčÔië@dÀčn¶@ZcčòÀãŁëñ‰þìÇ‹@cčòÀčß@ač†ÀÀy@ìčç
@ cčëòÀflB…@dÀčßŁìÐÛ@ cčëô@Ý&ÓŠđÇ@Zcčëžóí@òma…@dčänÓ@dčnÇŠđß
@ ač‰ëč†ÀÀÀÀÛ@ač‰ëč…@O@dÀÀÀÀÀč’yflŠi@Zač‰ìÀÀÀč‘Šđ‘…@dÀÀÀčîÜfly@hÀÀÀčÜčÓ
@ dÀčîčÜß@cčëRµ@cčñŁìÀíŠ&Ði@ZdčîčÜÀ‘@óÀTÛ@cčëžóÀÀí@òîđÛ…@eŁëŠčß‹

                                                      

4 Edmund Fuller and B.J. Kinnick, Adentures in American Literature. (New York:
Harcourt, Brace & World, Inc., 1963), 249.
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@ dÀÀÀÀÀÀčäčÜma@áÀÀÀÀđÇ@dÀÀÀÀčäčÜma…@ZdÀÀÀÀčäčÜîđy@cčëžóÀÀÀÀí@dÀÀÀÀč‘č‰Łë…
@ ač‰óÀÀđB@À@oÀÀ’àfl‘ë@dÀÀčàč·bi@ZaRŠÀÀčÔzfli@óÀÀÀĆäč]@ž†Àđy@ÝÀ×
@ aĆ…ŁìÀÀÀçŠđß@ÝÀÀÀ&ÜflÇ…@cčëRóÀÀÀÀi@ZaĆ…ŁìÀÀíŒđß@óÀÀĆßìčÔÛ@ač‰ŁìÀÀy
@ óTÜÀÀÀÀÀ’&Ï@dÀÀÀčßìčÔi@dÀÀÀčÔnÓđ…@ZóTÜÀÀÀ’&ÛŁì•…@dÀÀÀčà×@dÀÀÀčÐčÜĆy
@ aRŠrÀÀđy@ñflìÀÀí@dÀÀčßč‰@dÀÀčßìčÔi@Zač‰ŁìÀÀÀy@dÀčÓ@ëe@ôĆŠÀflßža@cĆô
@ dÀÀčànÜy@oÀm…@ƒíđbÀß@”ŁìÀÏ@aĆ…@ZdÀčànÜÇ@ñflìÀm@æfla@dÀčäma
@ púčú@ÝÀÀÀÀÀđÇ…@hgÜčÜfljäÀÀÀÀÀÀđiß@ZpûÀÀÀÀčy@Oë@oÀÀÀÀBžŠT×@O@æfla
@ oÀÀäč–čy@ñþìÀÀyñ@òÀÀfl’îčÏ@òÀÀÀžãđa@ZoÀäči@oÜÔÀč‘@oÀßìčÓ@ÝÀđÇ
@ cčòÀÀ’flà’flßë@ač†ÈÀÀč‘@ŁìÀÀÜč×@ZcčòÀÀ‘fl……@cčñžŠÀÀĆyža@cčòÀÀÀčÏ@ðfÀß
@ dÀčíRóÜfli@dčîËRŠÀ‘@ač†Ày@ ƒíđbß@ZdčîčäÓŁìp@dč]đòi@hgÜnÔB
@ aĆ‡ŁìÀÀy@oÀÀië@dÀÀrÐčÜĆy@oÀÀi@ZaĆ‰ŁìzÀÀÀiđß@dÀčznã@æþësµ@cĆëô
@ dÀÀÀč’čÈ’fli@eŁìÀÀBìč×@fÀÀčÜİfljy@ZdÀÀč‘č‰Łë…@côčbÀÀi@c₣‹@dÀÀčàİfli
@ ôvŁëòÀÀÀÀÀÀčÈiŞú@O@dÀÀÀÀÀÀÀčÐčİäfli@ZşôŁëòÀÀÀÀÀčîÏþìİčäi@cč‰čòÀÀÀÀÀzfli
@ cčòÀÀÀäđç@fÀÀčÜØÛ@fÀÀčãflŠzŁìÇ…@ZcčòäčàÀÀifli@cčñ‰RìÀÀy@cčòÀÀÇđ…
@ dÀÀÀÀŽãaĆñë@dÀÀÀÀčzŁìÜđi@cčòÀÀÀÀÐflç@ZdÀÀÀÀÀĆãž̂ Ćyža@dÀÀÀčič‰@c₣‹@dÀÀÀč|…đô
@ cčòÀÀn¬ŁìÓ@ač†ÀÀÀy@O@ž†Àđy@ÝÀ×@ZcčònväÀflB@ÒŁëa@ač‰ñŁìÀàč×
@ óÀÀÀĆäč]@ž†ÀÀÀđy@ÝÀÀÀ×@aRŠÀÀÀÀčÔzfli@ZdÀÀŽäčÜma@ïÀÀčÜ×@æþëµ@cĆëô
@ dÀÀÀÀč’čÜÐ&Û@ïÀÀÀÀÀč’nã@cčëžóÀÀÀí@hÀÀÀTÛ@ZdÀÀÀč‘č‰Łë…@cčôčbÀÀÀi@dÀÀÀčäma
@ cčòÀÀÀîčäčî×@cčñŁëñŠÀÀÀčí@ðe@ZcčòÀÀÀîčÜm†Û@cčëžóÀÀÀÀí@cčòÀÀíõŒzđß
@ dŽãč…ìÀÀÀÀÀÀčB@dÀÀÀÀŽäčßŒflßĆói@ZdÀÀÀÀŽäčßŁìí…@cčëžóÀÀÀÀí@cčñŠđjÀÀÀÀÈđß
@ dčàčÛŁìÀÀ‘@hÀÀÀčÛ…@cčñŁìrčrÀ’i@ZdčàčÜÀ‘ë@dÀčiŁì¡@ëčëžô@oÀîđ¡

@
The tempo and mood of Daniel’s poetry change depending on the emotional

content of his verses. For instance, the structure of his poetry is upbeat, but when
Qateeni’s mother describes how she was expelled by her brothers because of
marrying the man who was not of their choice, the mood of the verses reflects
somberness of the subject.

@ dÀÀÀč’n’đÓ@áÀÀđÇ@ÙÀÀ&Üčß@dÀÀĆäÓfl…‡Rìy@ðĆ‰ñ@dÀÀčÓ…@ðfÀÀi
@ dÀÀÀÀÀÀÀÀč‘Ć‰@oÀÀÀÀÀÀÐ&Øđß@dÀÀÀÀÀÀčÈnÓ‰@ÒŁëa@dÀÀÀÀÀÀčÇ‰đa@ÒŁëa
@ dÀÀÀĆäčq‡ëč‰@ðĆ‰ñ@dÀÀÀÀĆãđa…@cčëô@dčÔrÀÀč‘@ðe@æfla@[cflô
@ dÀĆãč‡Łìz…@dÀčàÜčÇ@ÝÀîĆi@aRŠrÀđç@fÀčÛ@ëčëô@oz–À’đß
@ ðôŁëñŁë†ÀÀnÜm…@c₣‹@åÀÀÀđí@ðôŁìÀË‰đ……@cčòÀÜflÇ@O…@ëe
@ ðôŁìÀÀ×Łë…@fÀÀčÛ@cčëô@ÕÀÀÀĆič…@ÙÀTÜčß@áÀđÇ…@cčëô@|ÀĆ’čy
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@ dčäčîÀÀiflã@hÀÀčÛ…@eŁìÀÀj&Û@،aR�ÀÀđy@hÀÀčÛ…@،ðe@dÀÀčäma
@ dÀÀÀčäčzčz@†ÀÀÀÀđy@dÀÀčÓ@À@ fl̃ô@_oÀÀäčß@dÀÀčÓ@À@óÀÀčÜfliôŁìí
@ dÀÀčičiÏ@fÀÀčÛ@ëčëô@oÀÀÀqóčí@dÀrØTÜčß@åÀTØßŁìß@žïÀ|ač…
@ dÀÀÀÀÀčičÐifli@ðôŁìÀÀÀÀy‰fla@ìÀÀÀÀčç…@dÀÀÀÀčäčzčİÛ@aRŠčrèÀÀÀÀ&Û

@

Cultural and Nationalistic Values of the Epic

   Like most of the Assyrian poets of the twentieth century, Daniel’s poetry is
influenced by nationalism both historical and contemporary. The Epic’s hero,
Qateeni, is willing to sacrifice everything to liberate his nation from the evil
forces aiming at destroying it. [see lines, 255-258 and 277-2792 of the translated
specimes below] According to Odisho, the Epic’s pivotal theme is the struggle
between virtue and vice; virtue symbolized in Qateeni, the hero, and vice
symbolized in Shidda, the Monster. The author creatively, but very indirectly,
charges his verses with political overtones that render Qateeni the hero and
Shidda the enemy.5

   Symbolically, Qateeni represents the Messiah that every Assyrian hoped would
come one day to save his people. Throughout Daniel’s Qateeni, the message of
deliverance recurs frequently in different forms and styles. [see lines, 267-272
and 276-279 of the translated specimens below]

   Culturally, the work mirrors scores of folkloric and social events of the daily
life of the Assyrians in their native homeland foremost of which being
appreciation of courage, sacrifice, profound respect for the elderly, and the love
of accompanying the herd to the pastures.6

@ dčäčîÀÀÀÀiflã…@dÀÀÀÀč¤ë‰@aRŠrÀÀÀÀđç@ZdÀÀÀÀčäčãëčô@ÙÀÀÀÀÀTÜčß@ôĆŠÀÀÀflßža
@ @dÀÀÀĆíč‡þëñča@æča…@dÀÀÀĆÇ‡�‹@ZdÀÀÀĆíč‡Łìz@åÀÀÀđäyđa@��ìÀÀÀí@hÀÀÀ&Û
@_æđòÀÀčÏ@fÀÀčÜí@cčòÀàn×@dÀč|…čô…@ZæđòÀčÓ@cčòÀäčîÜčß@fÀčÜí@hÀTÛ
@ æ�ìÀÀÀčç@aĆ‡ëč…@O@ač†ÀÀÀčîÈÛ@ZåşÀÀÀÀčrčB@åÀÀÀÀđjčjÛ@fččÜÀÀí@cčòÀÀÐ&Øã
@ æđñRóşÀÀÀÀÀÀčqđa…@cĆñč‡òÀÀÀÀÀđî½@ZæđñRìÀÀÀşj&Üß@|ÀÀÀđÔÛčñ@áÀÀÀčßđñ…
@ óÀTÛ@��ŠÀàđz@åÀđ‘Ć‰@ïÀÀčÏú@”Łìi@_óTÛ@��Šàđ×@æđòîđjß@dčy‰đa
@ dÀÀÀÀĆãčñ@òÀÀfli@æþëòÀÀmŠÔđi…@ÝÀÀØß@ZdÀÀŽäčßŒflßĆô@dÀÀĆãđa…@ƒÀÀíđa

                                                      
5 Edward Y. Odisho. “Comments on the Epic of Kateeny,”  JAAS, 1 (1987): 47-48.
6 Ibid., 47.
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@ aĆˆm†y@dčäí@aĆ‡Łìç@dr−Łì]@ZaĆˆnrÇ@aĆ‡ëč†i@cŽóčç@dčà×…
@ dÀÀÀÀÀčäči‰đ…@ž†ÀÀÀÀÀÀđ§@hÀÀÀÀčÜčİÔ&Û@ZdčãRìØÀÀÀÀfl‘@ž†ÀÀÀÀđ§@dÀÀÀÀčičÜj&Û
@ oãčbÀÀß@æþìÀÀß@cĆëô@hÀÀÀčÛ@æþëòÀyđa@ZoÀãđñ@hÀTÛ@ač‰ŁìÀç@aŽ†ÀčrÇ
@ dÀÀčãč†Ç@ŁìÀÀ•@æþëòÀÀÀmŠàč×@hÀčÛ@،dÀčãõûÛŁëbi@óÀTÜm…@dčíòÀmü

@
  Those who were close to Daniel know that he was well aware of the ancient
history of Mesopotamia and the Epic of Gilgamesh. Thus, it is only natural for
the reader to find some similarities between the Epic of Gilgamesh and the Epic
of Qateeni in both the theme and the characters. Of particular interest is Daniel’s
use of Shidda for the monster. Readers should be aware that in the authentic folk
tales of Qateeni as recited by Hakkari Assyrians the monster is named Lilitha. In
any case, both appellations of Shidda and Lilitha are as old as the Mesopotamian
mythology is.

At Tuma's Castle                                            dčßþëañ@ÙTÜčß…@ač‰ûđÓ@ìčç

@ ،dč¤ë‰@aRŠÏŁëú@cčëžóí@dč¤òÏ
@ Ndčßþëañ…@ač‰ûđÓ@ìčç

@ ،dčič‰@dčàÜčÇ@cčëžóí@dčÈnº
@ NdčßŁë‹ë@cčòžäm†ß@O

@

A vast table was spread,
In Tuma's castle
Where a large crowd had gathered,
From the resort and the town (4)

@ ،dTÔmò‘@dĆjmòí@dĆäÓflfl…‡Rìy
@ Ncčòäđ»đòi@dĆänİi
@ ،dTÐn×@ïč‘Ć‡@aĆ̂ čjžäđç
@ Ncčòäđ’đy@Þđëôđbi

@

The white bearded sat silent
Filled with thoughts         
The braves had their head bent
In distraught. (8)

@ ،dčîčäčÜ×@dčÇŠđß@žð…Łìß
@ Ncčëžóí@dčÔnÏñ@ïčni

@ ،dčîčî‘Łìä×@cčëžóí@dč’đy@žð…Łìß
@ Ncčëžóí@dčÔnäy@ïčØzT]…

@

What contagious disease
Did they all have?
What common sorrow,
Chocked off their laugh? (12)

@ ،dčÈm†žíë@cRóàđ’ß@aRŠÏŁëú@cžôčc
@ NcĆñčëč‡ñđa@ìčç

@ ،aŽ†črÇ@ëčëô@oİÜčÏ@ófläflß
@ NcTòčíŁë č̂jžäđç…

@

This famous table
Known in several lands,
Where countless brave deeds
Had begun. (16)

@ ،dčÓŁìp@aRŠàđy…@cčòà&Ûđñ
@ NdčÇ‰đòi@cčëô@aRŠrčÈi

@ ،ač‰sòčjÛë@aRŠÏŁëûÛ@dčänÈÛ@O
@ NdčÇ‰đü@cčòčîÓ@hčÛ…

@

The jar of the red wine
Would enter through the door  
From the barrel and beyond
It would not touch the floor (20)
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@ ،ač†mü@ač†mbß@ëčëô@ač‰ìč‘
@ NdTÓŁìÐđB@eŁìÇòđß

@ ،cčòm†y@dčØzflç@aĆ‰Łëô‰đô
@ NdTÓŁì’äđß@eŁìßŁìÏ

@

It would bounce from hand to hand
Pouring its contents  
Giggling, laughing, having
Pleasure in being kissed on the lips (24)

Today she too was sad,
Sitting by Malik  
Not moving at all
Like an elderly cat. (28)

@ ،cčòäč’đy@ðe@ÒŁëa@âŁìí…fla
@ Ncčòrmòží@ÙTÜčß@�&ØÛ

@ ،eŁìÏìč’ß@dčuRìvfli@cčëžóí@hTÛ
@ NcčòrnB@þìİčÓ@ƒíđbß

@
What awful tragedy
Had destroyed their fun?
What devilish creature
Had silenced their laugh? (32)

@ ،cčòãčëõú@cčëžóí@cčñŁìª@žð…Łìß
@ ،ïčÐîčØÛ@fčÜqflŠyŁìß…
@ ،dčîčäčİčB@dčíòma@žð…Łìß
@ _ïčØz&]@óTÛ@dĆpŁìß

@
Why! Haven’t you heard
Of the new destruction
The monster inflicted  
On the people and the beasts? (36)

@ ،dĆÈn�@æþëòí@hTÛ@p…ŁìàčÓ
@ NcŽñ†đy@dĆĆič̂ y@ñŁìi

@ ،aĆ‰†flß@ač†fl‘@fčÛ@dTİßŁìß
@ NcŽñRìîđ§ë@dč’čãsü

@
As if the hell fires
Were tearing up her chest
Could not be extinguished  
By rivers and creeks. (40)

@ ،dŽã�óĆç…@ač‰Łìã@æfla…@ƒíđa
@ Nač‰čòifli@eþë‰…�ûÛ

@ ،dčÈčà–fli@cčëžóí@hTÛ@bčÈčà•
@ Nač‰óđãë@cčònÔđ’i

@
Not even the seas
Could quench her thirst
Blood was what she craved for
Of young men and maidens. (44)

@ ،p‰òđß@æþësµ@c₣ûß@hčÛ@eŁëëôRûÛ
@ Ncròčàčí@hčÛ@ÒŁëa

@ ،dčÈčjfli@ðe@cčëžóí@dčßfl…
@ Ncròčäië@hgÜčí…@ëe

@
By her boundless magic power
She grew big and wide
No creature felt her mercy
All on her altar died. (48)

@ ،dr»đòß@hčÛ@eŁŁì‘Šfly…@hčÜîđ¡
@ NfčÜBflë‰Łìç@fčÛ@cTòÏ

@ ،dT»đ‡@óTÛ@c₣Œy@hčÛ@dčíòma
@ NfčÜi&Üi@eŁì¡†đ½@†đ×

@
How many more young braves
Should leave
Abandoning their wives and kids  
In tears and in grief.(52)

@ ،dčäčç…@dŽĆznq…@aĆˆčjžäđç
@ NosÛ‹ča@åđ·a@Þđô

@ ،ðčñčòş‚đjÛë@ïşÀÀčÜčîÛ@oÔrč‘
@ Np‹čñë@dčî‚fli@ìčç

@
The agony of Tuma's plight  
Had no end
If more young men he sent 

@ ،dčßþëañ…@Ýčny…@aĆ̂ č¬Łìç
@ Næþësµ@cčëô@òîđÛ@hčÛŁìî×
@ ،aĆˆčjžäđç@aĆ‰†flß@‰Ć†č‘
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They too might die. (56) @ Næþësµ@ëčëô@ònß…@dččßìčÓ
@

Death will arrive  
One way or another.  
In his mind Tuma decided
To raise the cup. (60)

@ ،cčččëô@cĆñča@òfli@‰đô@cččñìčß
@ Ndč|…čô@åđí@ač…čô

@ ،ðôŁìäčîÇflŠi@dčßþëañ@ó&ÜÈ&İÓ
@ Ndčy†đÓ@ðôŁìßŁëŠđ½

@
He filled the cup with wine,
And stared at the mighty
His awaited declamation
He conveyed with this song: (64)

@ ،aRŠàđy@O@dčič×@óTÛ@hTÜß
@ NôĆŠfly@aĆˆčjžäđ]ë

@ ،óĆm…@cčñ�ÐB@cčñ†čî•@ð µ
@ ZôĆŠflß‹@aĆˆjđy@æčbi

@
Who is the mighty man,
The mightiest of this time?
Who will cross the plains and deserts
The valleys and the highlands. (68)

@ ،aRŠčjžäđç@ëe@óTÜí@oäčß
@ Nač‰č……@aĆ̂ rđç…@aRŠrđç@ëe
@ ،dčmŠđië@cčò‘fl†ß@dĆzčß…

@ NdčnÜđç@ìRèß@cčòßŁë‰@ÝđÈß
@

Will pass over the mountains
And all the awful places.  
Soar like an arrow in flight
To reach the monster's orchards. (72I

@ ،dĆãč‡Łìz@ÝđÇ@O@ŠĆjčÇ
@ NdŽãčëõú@dŽäč×Łë…@O

@ ،dTİčB@dč¤òß@ač‰bĆç@ƒžíđbß
@ NdTİčß@ač†fl‘…@cròčäđ]

@
The most fertile farmlands
And the greenest of the fields.
Find the monster as it sleeps
Beat her till death (76)

@ ،dŽänàđ‘@”Łìi@dŽäčØÛŁì½
@ NdŽänÓ@”Łìi@æča@dĆäčß đ̂ØÛ
@ ،fčÛ@|fl–’đß@čÅÈnÜz@ač†fl‘
@ NfčÛ@�TòčÏ@eŁìÜđÇ@ôTò’&Óë

@
Dump her body in the deeps
Into the hell from where she emerged,  
Open up the water dams
Give new life to dying lands. (80)

@ ،fčÛ@aĆ‰č…@drÔßŁìÈi@eŁë†đÜ‘
@ NfčÛ@cĆñža…@dčØíđbß@dŽã�óĆèi

@ ،dşÀčnß…@cŽñRìčØÛ@�TòčÏ
@ NdčmŠđi@ač‰ñđü@dflzđß

@
Can I see this mighty man
The greatest man of our age
Who will dare to drink this toast
That he may leave but not return?" (84)

@ ،aR�žäđç@ëe@óĆãĆŒčy
@ Nač‰č……@aĆ̂ rđç…@aRŠrđç@ëe
@ ،TÅč‘@dčiŁìy@ë µ@‰fl†šđÓ…
@ NcĆñča@hčÛ…@dčßìđÓ@óTÛ₣‹ža…

The echoes of his song
Had not yet died out  
When a crowd spilled into courtyard
Singing this other song. (88)

@ ،aĆ‡Łìß‹…@hgÜčÓ@žñč̂ i@”flô@†đ×
@ NaĆ‰Łìèã�Œß@dĆîÜfl‘@ëčëóí@hTÛ
@ ،cčñ‰đ…@ìčç@óTÜ‚&Ð‘@dč’ä&×
@ ZcčñŠčß‹@cčôčü@aRŠčßŒfli

@



14                                                        Journal of Assyrian Academic Studies

Behold the Assyrian,
Coming down from the highland
He is tall his shoulders wide
The earth sinks beneath his stride (92)

@ ،dčíč‰þëñčü@æþìß₣Œy@ž†đy
@ NdčîčÛûfli@dĆãč‡Łìz@O

@ ،dčÇč‰…@ž†đy@óĆ’öfl‰@ž†đy@Ý×
@ NdčÈčjİfli@ôĆñŁìyžñ@dčÇ‰đa

@
Qateeni the mountain leaper
His chest is strong as stone
He drinks wine by barrels  
Is there one among the braves
Who will fight with Qateeni?
Qateeni the mountain leaper. (98)

@ ،aĆ‡Łìz@dĆÈİčÓ@dčänİčÓ
@ ،dŽämìčÇ…@dč‘Łì‘@ôĆ‰…�ú
@ ،dŽänÈÜi@aRŠàđy@óTÛ@cTòč‘
@ ،dŽän’đÇ…@cRìRèi@ž†đy@òma
@ _dĆänİčÓ…@dčàđÇ@“TÜčÏ…
@ NaĆ‡Łìz@dĆÈİčÓ@dĆänİčÓ

@
If there is a mighty man  
Who can ascend the frightful peak
Defeat the devilish creature 
This is the only one,
Qateeni the mountain leaper." (103)

@ ،dčäči‰�‹@aRŠrđç@òma@æfla
@ ،dčãčëõú@ač‰ŁìİÛ@ÕĆBča…
@ ،dčäčİčB…@dčÇ‰�ŒÛ@dĆzčß
@ ،dčäčíûčß@ëe@óTÜí@cčôča
@ NaĆ‡Łìz@dĆÈİčÓ@dĆänİčÓ

@
As Qateeni enters
The crowd gasps
Before his mighty body
The doors collapse (107)

@ ،aRŠčrÈflfli@dĆänİčÓ@ëeë
@ NdĆyŁëìđÓ@dčàÜčÇë

@ ،aRŠčjžäđç@dčßìčÓ@ëe…@âž†čÓë
@ NdĆyŁìjàđç@dĆÇ‡đñ

@
Qateeni:
Should I enter for fight or for peace,  
My uncle Tuma?  
I want this quarrel to cease
On this very day". (111)

@ ZdĆänİčÓ
@ ،dčč’čÜÐi@åđí@æĆŠrčÇ@dčàčÜ’i

@ Ndčßþëañ@oÜčy@dčí
@ ،dč‘č‰Łë†Û@|đÓŠčÏ…@åĆÈči
@ Ndččßìčí@âŁìí…fla@‰đô

@
Malik Tuma:
Welcome my nephew
In peace and tranquility
Come forward 
With blessing my beloved. (115)

@ Zdččččßþëañ@ÙTÜčß
@ ،oíõ‹‰Rìy@„ŁìÛ@cĆñža@dčäîđ’i

@ ،dččàčÜ’đië@dčäîđ’i
@ ،oíč…@ojči@ëe@čÅrđİi

@ Ndčßž†čÔčÛ@„ŁìÛ@ačñ
@

Qateeni:
Before I am welcomed  
Oh judge of the people
Declare verdict in the case
of your sister's disgrace. (119)

@ ZdĆänİčÓ
،„ŁìäčäÇč‡†i@oÛ@ò&ÜjđÓ…@âž†čÔß

@ NdŽààđÇ…@dčäčíđ…
@ ،„ŁìäčîÇflŠÛ@åflÈàč‘…@åĆÈči
@ Nc&bàđz@„Łëòčy@ñŁìi

@
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Malik Tuma:
Come sit, and hear the question
That brought us together today
Later the virtues
Of my sister Kurikmu we will discuss. (123)

@ Zdččččßþëañ@ÙTÜčß
@ ،aRŠčÓŁìi@óTÛ@ÉT�@tŁëñ@cčñ

@ þìí…fla@óTÜí@åđÈßŁìu…
@ ،aRŠčÔmü@|đ‘‰č†i@cčñŠčysbi

@ NŁìà×fl‰Łì×@pòčy…
@

Qateeni:
Beautiful words
Are not enough  
To mend the shattered hearts  
Or to resurrect the dead.
Insults to honor and name
Which bring forth shame
Can only be cleansed
By the payment of life.
The accuser or the accused, 
Whoever is at fault
Shall be punished by my hand
I swear to God." (135)  

@ ZdĆänİčÓ
@ ،aĆ̂ nÐđ‘@dŽäčßŒflßĆô
@ NdŽäčîÜčß@dčäží@hTÛ

@ ،aĆˆnqñ@cŽñRìj&ÜÛ@oàiđi…
@ NdŽãčñìč½@ozđßë

@ ،aRŠčÔma…ë@dčččččččččččàfl‘…@dčØđÛ
@ NcsòĆîđß@dT×@čÅÐ&Øã…

@ ،aRŠčÔÈTÛ@cĆñčb×@oØyđa
@ NdŽîđy…@dčànz@†đîi

@ ،dčànÔB@åđí@dčäčàÔčB@åđí
@ NcRóčäç@aĆŠčß…@Ý×

@ ،dč·ñ@”TbčÏ@òfli@p†mbi
@ NcRóčÛđbi@åĆàčí

@
Malik Tuma:
About the innocence of my sister  
I have been enlightened
After being misled by
A cursed man." (139)

@ Zdčßþëañ@ÙTÜčß
@ ،pòčy…@dčî|fl…@dčàfl‘@ñŁìi
@ ،dčİnÜÏ@æflìí@ač‰óđjÛ

@ ،pòčÓ@ó&ÜßflŠÏŁìß@dčiŠfly
@ NdččİnÛ@dč’čãža@ž†đy

@
Sitting among the nobles
Was a mighty stranger  
From his wicked heart
Ceaselessly dripping evil (143)

@ ،dčrmòí@aĆˆrđç@ÝîĆi@cčëô@òma
@ NdčíRŠ|Łìã@dč»đ‹

@ ،dčrmŠy@óĆj&Û@O@áflíč…
@ NdčîčÛûfli@čÅ’ni

@
Stranger:
You are tricky as a fox.  
He said to Tuma  
With flattery you want to kill
The bastard orphan.  
Or may be your heart trembled
Because of his broad shoulders
Therefore with false words of praise  
His claims you hope to erase.  
Length of body and limbs  
Though symbols of youth 
Are not solely enough

@ ZdčíRŠ|Łìã
@ ،hčÜÇđñ@ƒíđbß@ñflìí@dčãč†ä&Ï

@ Ndčßþëañ@dčÓ@ŠĆßča
@ ،hčÜčİÔ&Û@òĆÈči@aĆ̂ İfl’i…

@ NdčßŁëòđí@dč•ŁìjÛ
@ ،óTÛ†flç‰@„Łìj&Û…@dčíëRó×@åđí

@ NðôvŁìãŁìíò&Ï…@dčzİ&Ðß
@ ،hgÛ†fl‘…@aĆ̂ jđy@†đîi@„ŁìÜÈfli…

@ NðôŁìãŁìj’&§@ò&Ðîč‘
@ ،dŽĆäčÔč‘…ë@dčßìčÓ…@dč|‰Łìí

@ NdčÔäđ’nã@æfla@Òča
@ ،dŽäčîÜčß@dčäží@hTÛ@ïč’÷đäi
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To make a man.” (155) @ NdčÔã�ìu@ž†đy@oäči…

Malik Tuma:
"Shut your filthy mouth
The depraved of the desert
I never found out
Where you came from (159)

@
@ Zdččččßþëañ@ÙTÜčß

@ ،dčãčòzfl‘@„ŁìßŁìÏ@ë µ@âŁì–Ç
@ NdčmŠđi…@dčrmŠy

@ ،dčãča@oÜÇfl†í@hčÛ@dčÇđ†í
@ Ndčmñža@ñflìí@dčØíđbß

@
Stranger:
I am the very man
Who gave you my advice
For putting up with you  
You are paying me thus." (163)

@ ZdčíRŠ|Łìã
@ ،æflìí@dč’čãža@ëe@‰đô@dčãča
@ ،oíač‰@æflìí@eŁìqôŁìí…

@ ،æflìí@dč‘RŠèfli@„ŁìàđÇ…@ð µ
@ NoÇRŠÐfli@ñflìí@Łë…

@
Malik Tuma:
To hell with you
And your advice
Tell me of your aim
In my sister's case.  
If we ever survive the hell
Looming over our head,
be warned stranger,
I will decide your fate (171)

@ Zdččččßþëañ@ÙTÜčß
@ ،„Łì‘Ć‰@O@oÜ|ča@„Łìíač‡
@ NpòčÏ@â†čÓ@O@ÖŁìÛñ

،„Łì’nã@cčëžóí@p…Łìß@‰Łìßža@åđí
@ Npòčy…@ñ�û&Ó@ìčç

@ ،dčã�óĆç@cžôčbß@åđÜÓflŠÏ@æfla
@ ،dčîčÛûfli@åč‘ĆŠi…

@ ،fčãfl†rčÇ@òfli@„ŁìãRìm…
@ NdčíRŠ|Łìã@dčí@ÊĆ†í

@
Qateeni;
Don't let your judgment err  
My uncle Tuma
From father to the son
All rights are inherited.  
He deserves to earn his pay
For what he has done  
And shall receive it right away
By this very hand." (179)  

@ ZdĆänİčÓ
@ ،oÜčy@dčßþëañ@„ŁìãRìm…

@ NhčÛúđô@hčÛ@drİÜfly
@ ،oÛõû×@dčãþë�Û@dčjči@O

@ NhčÛúđa…@drÓ…Ş‹@Ý×
@ ،dčäčÇ‰ŁìÐÛ@ëe@óTÜí@dčzn’y

@ Nač†nrÇ@dčäčzÜ&Ï…
@ ،dčãč†Ç@cžôčbi@óTÜfljčÓ@òflië

@ Nač†ma@cčôčbi@‰đôë
@

The leach of the society,
And the spreader of disease,
Qateeni with one blow
Smashed him on the floor. (183)  

@ ،cčñìÏčñìč‘…@hčÛflë&òÛë
@ ،dčÇŠđß…@dčäčBŠčÐÛ

@ ،cčñŁìª@ač†¡@‰đô@dĆänİčÓ
@ NdčÇ‰đa@ÝđÇ@óTÜi&Üi

@
All this event sank  
In the ocean of time
But it is only remembered
When the devil is cursed. (187)

@ ،čÅß�ìđÓ@cžôča@ÒŁëa@ğóčÜÈfljz
@ Ndčãč†Ç…@dčàčí@ìčç

@ ،čÅßflŒßŁëô@ğóčÜ’&Ï@o–yđa
@ NdčäčİčiÛ@čÅzìčÜi
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Malik Tuma’s Invitation @ dčßþëañ@ÙTÜčß…@cčñ†čî•
The old cup of gold  
The sad Malik, @  
Filled with old wine  
Sweet and fine. (191)

@ ،dčqôđ……@dčÔmòđÇ@dčič×
@ ،dčäč’đy@ÙTÜčß

@ ،dčrčB@aRŠàđy@O@óTÛ@hTÜß
@ Ndčäč‘@ƒíđbß@dčîÜfly

@
Cup in hand he stood
Staring at the nobles.  
His voice thundered in the castle  
As he shared@this song: (195)  

@ ،ôĆ†ma@ìčç@dčič×ë@{óTÜà&Ó}
@ NôĆŠfly@aĆˆčjžäđ]ë

@ ،óTÜàflç‰Łìç@ač‰ûđÔi@óTÜčÓ
@ ZôĆŠflß‹…@cčñŠčß‹@ðfi

@
Who is the mightiest man @  
The man who will never retreat
Who will drink a cup with me
Here now for all to see (199)

@ ،aRŠčjžäđç@ëe@óTÜí@oäčß
@ Nač‰sòčjÛ@‰Ćač……@óTÜÐ&Üí@hčÛ…
@ ،óĆTÛ@cTòč‘@oÛ@cTò‘…@dčy†đÓ
@ óTÛ@dTÐiđß@dčäni@ač†¡@‰đô

@
Who will take the stride that I took  
Whatever I command he will do  
He will travel from dry land
Dry of water and pastures (203)  

@ ،ôĆ‰flìč‘@p‰flì‘…@ač‰Rì‘
@ NôĆŠfličñ@hčÛ@oãč†ÓŁìÏ
@ ،dčmôú@ač‰ñđa@O@dflzčß
@ NdčnÇŠđß@hčÛ…@dčnß@hčÛ…

@
Cross the frightful mountain
His head wrapped in gloom  
Find the monster as she sleeps
with his arrows bring about her death (207)

@ ،dčãčëõú@ač‰ŁìİÛ@ÞŞ‹ča
@ NdčäčäÇ@ìčç@dč·ŠÓ@óĆ‘Ć‰
@ ،fčÛ@|fl–ž’đß@čÅÈnÜz@ač†fl‘
@ NfčÛ@�Tòčß@eŁìÜđÇ@ôTò’&Ó

@
Dump her body in the deeps
Wreck its dams and levies  
Let once more the water flow
Revive again the desert below (211)

@ ،eŁë†đÜ‘@drÔßŁìÈÛ@fčÛ@áfl–àđ•
@ NevŁë†đBë@eŁë č̂i@æþëµ@|TÛčñ
@ ،dşÀÀčnß@ač‰ñđa@ìčç@o‚Ðč‘

@ NdčmŠđi@aĆ‰†flß@dĆîđy
@ @@@

Pick from its garden and bring
An armful of the plant of life
That restores a blindman’s sight @@  
It’s smell revives those who died. (215)

@ ،csòĆîđß@eŁìßŠđ×@O@dĆjčç
@ NdŽîđy…@hčÜflç@dčÔčÐy@ž†đy

@ ،čÅnp@dčäîđÈÛ@�TòčÏ…@ëe
@ NčÅnß@ÒŁëa@“ĆÇč‰@óT°ĆŠi

@
Who will drink to the love  
That he may leave but not return to?  
Who is the brave man  
The bravest one of this time? (219)  

@ ،cTòč’i@dčiŁìy@ë µ@oäčß
@ NcĆñča@hčÛ…@dčßìčÓ@óTÛŞ‹ža
@ ،aRŠčjžäđç@ëe@óTÛ@oäčß

@ Nač‰č……@aĆ̂ rđç…@aRŠrđç@ëe
@
@
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Then Qateeni the great
Whose presence inspired hope  
Held up his cup and spoke  
And shook foundation of the house (223)

@ ،aRŠrđç@dĆänİčÓ@óRèíe
@ ،aRŠrđB@dĆíŁìzđß@ðôŁìßìđÓ
@ ،dčič×@ôĆ†mbi@،óTÜßŞŒßŁëô
@ NdčBčñaŁì’ß@čÅîđi@óTÜ’ĆÈ‘

@
Qateeni's Song: ZdĆänİčÓ…@cčñŠčß‹

He said to Malik:
I will drink the cup with you  
Will take the stride you took  
Will accomplish what you say. (227)  

@ ،dčãča@cčô@ÙTÜčß@ÀÀ@ŠĆßča
@ ،dččãbčß@ðôŁìíčò’&Û@„ŁìàđÇ
@ ،„Łë‰flì‘…@ač‰Rì‘@óĆãfl‰ìč’i
@ N„ŁëŠflßža…@p†äflß@åflàflßđòi

@
Neither the lands without water  
Nor the fires of the desert
Not the frightful mountains

Or the burden of the task  
Will ever tire my soul. (232)

@ ،dşÀčnß@hčÛ…@rÅčî‘fl…@hčÛ
@ NdčmŠđi…@ač‰Łìã@ëe@hčÛ
@ ،dŽãčëõú@dĆãč‡Łìz@hčÛ

@ ،dŽäčİčB…@cčñŁëòma@hčÛ
@ ،hčÜnr‘@ìčç@cčñìÔiđÇ@hčÛë
@ NfčÛ@ozfl–Øđß@hTÛ@oyŁë‰

@
I will ascend the mount of affliction
Even if studded with blades
From my sword, the breed of lightning,            
The monster cannot escape. (236)  

@ ،cŽñRìzđß…@ač‰Łìİi@å&ÔBčbi
@ NrÅčänØii@cõŒmŠy@æfla@ÒŁëa

@ ،dčÓŠfli…@dčãþëŠi@oÐîđB@âž†čÔß
@ NdčÓŠčÇ@dčíûčß@hTÛ@ač†fl‘

@
I will dump her corpse in well  
Will wreck her dams and spells  
Fill up my empty cup
With the oldest wine  
Which I'll drink to the greatest love
That shakes even the mountains. (242)

@ ،eŁë†čÜ‘@drÔßŁìÈi@åTÏđ‰@òfli
@ ،eŁë†đBë@eŁë č̂i@å&§čñ@òfli

@ ،dčÔnÐB@oič×@óTÛ@æŁìß@hTÜß
@ NdčÔmòđÇ@”Łìi@aRŠàđy@ëfß
@ ،ač‰Łìç@dčiŁìy@ë µ@æTòč‘
@ Nač‰Łìz@ÒŁëa@†Ćçč‰@óĆßž†čÓ…

@
But my uncle tell me what is wrong  
Why did you wink your eye?  
I wish I knew the secrets of your heart
Before I depart. (246)  

@ _„ŁìÛ@dčß@‰Łìßža@oÜčy@dčäma
@ _„ŁìÛ@cõŒnØÛ@„ŁìäîđÇ@þìàčÓ
@ ،cčëžô@åsÛ₣‹ča…@âž†čÓ@O…@dčqŁìz
@ Ncčëô@æ₣Œčy@„Łìj&Û…@cRì’&İÛ

@
The ever-ready heroic braves  
Sitting around this table  
Your cups are pretty dry
Your cups of silver and gold.
Why are your voices hushed?
Why do you all look pale?
Why are your cups empty?
We’ve not yet been crushed.  

@ ،c₣Œm‡‹ë@aĆ̂ n’đ×@aĆ̂ rđç
@ Nc₣Œmˆy@aRŠÏŁëú…@aĆ‡þë†č§
@ ،c₣Œmˆi@dčäíčëžô@æþì|ìčič×
@ Ndčqôđ…ë@dčßbĆB…@æþì|ìčič×
@ _dčÔmò‘@æþì|ìčÜčÓ@þìàčÓ 
@ _dččÔmŠÇ@æþì|ìRèãđ‰@þìàčÓ
@ _dčÔnÐB@æþì|ìčič×@þìàčÓ
@ NdčqRŠy@åđ·ñ@óTÜí@hTÛ@”Ćô
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Let's drink to the greatest love  
Stronger than all bonds
Which has saved us to this day 
The love of our ancestors. (258)

@ ،ač‰Łìç@dčiŁìy@ µ@�đòč‘
@ ،ač‰ŁìBfla@ÝØß@dčäčÜîđy

@ ،ač‰ëč…@cčôčü@óTÛ@æ��İã…
@ NdčrčB@dččjči…@dčiŁìy@ëe

@
@ ،dčÈİ&Ó@ž†đy@cčëžóí@hčÛ‹flŠÏ@dĆänİčÓ…@hčÜčİčß
@ NdčİnÔÛ@dčäč•fl‰Œđß@dč’č−…@rÅčîãŁìèv�¶

 Qateeni's shield made from one metal sheet                  
@@ Was decorated with many colorful beads                      

@ ،ač‰ñđa@ìčç…@dr»�‹@”Łìi@dr»�‹@drÔã�ìu@dč’àđy
@ Nač‰òflã@ÒŁëa@dčÇ‰đa@O@ðôŁìuŁëìvđ½@æþësµ@c₣ûß@hčÛ

 Five strong men, the mightiest of all                              
  Could not even lift it from the ground (262)                  

@ ،ôĆ‰&òãŁëñ@óĆ’öfl‰@ÝđÇë@óTÜčàflB@oi@óTÜÔnq…
@ NôĆŠfly@ðôŁìrčr’i@ž†đy@Ý×@dčjčuŁìÈi@dŽäčíŒčy

 He threw it on his shoulder by left hand                        
  Onlookers were truly amazed                                        

@ ،dčßčñ…@æča@aRŠčßbĆi@dčäÇč‰……@hčÜîđy@dč|…čô
@ Ndčßč‰@hčÜčÔi@pŠßčaë@ÀÀ@âŁìí…fla@Þđô@åđÛ@c₣Œy@hčÛ

 At the kind of strength they hadn’t seen                        
 Proclaimed those in attendance (266)                            

@ ،ač‰RŠ‘@O@ñflìí@aRŠrđç@dĆänİčÓ@áđÜčÈÛ@oy  
@ Nač‰óđi@ò&Ófl‰Œđß@òžãđa@dčäí@dčØ’fly@ìčç…@oãčü

 Long live Qateeni you are truly mighty                         
  Shed light on those in darkness trapped (268)               
@@@@@،æđòčrşÀmòØi@fčÜí@čÅàn‘‰…@„Łìm…@ñŁìi@fčÜí@hTÛ@cčô

@ _æđñčòşÀÀÜđîÛ@æđ…ŁşìÜđîÛ@c₣ûčÏ@òfli@cĆñča@òfli…
 @Are’t you the one of whom our books have prophesied?

 That shall come to free our boys and girls? (270)          
         

@ ،dčäčäÇ…@dŽäčÐÛŁìç@ÝđÇ@hgÜčÓ@oãča@æþësµ@dTİB
@ Ndčãčëčú@ač‰Łìz@ëe…@dčÐä&×@ÝđÇ@æþësµ@dTİß…@Þđô

 Glided those voices on the wings of the cloud              
  Till they reached the summit of that frightful mount     

@ ،eŁìäčîäfli@óTÛ†flç‰…@ƒíđa@ač†fl‘@eŁìj&Û@óTÛ†flç‰
@ NevŁìäčßìčí@ëčëžóí@dĆîäflß…@eŁìj&Û@eRŠflßča@áđÓ

The monster's hearth trembled and her foundation shook
  In her heart, she knew that her days were few. (274)     
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@ ،dŽäčÜîđy@”Łìi@oãča@óĆm…@drØđ•@dčäma
@ NóĆäčç…@dčÐîđB@c₣₣‹@hčÛë@hčÜčİčß@hčÛ@ačëô@hTÛ

 His mightiest weapons                                                   
  Were not the shield and the sword.                                

@ ،aĆ̂ č¬Łì @dčäfli‰Łë‹@cčëóí@dčj&Û@ž†đy@hčÛflc
@ aĆ‡ëč…@dčà×ž†đy@O@cčô@ðôŁëòßŁëa@cčëžóí@ïč‘RŠèfli…

 It was his heart hardened with pain                               
 That his nation for centuries endured, (278)                  

@ @@@@،čÅäflj×Łì•@dčäčîqŞûi@cčëžóí@dčyŁë‰@ač†y@hčÛfla
@ NčÅßŁëa@dčÓ@dčzčÜÐ&Û@dč’m†đÓ@dčäčîqŞú

 It was desire armed with determination                         
  A sacred yearning to serve his nation. (280)                  

Variations in Oral Renditions of Qateeni’s Folk Tales

   Below is a translation of an original segment of Qateeni's epic as recited by the
villagers in the plain of Nineveh including, Karmilis, Bar-tella, Alqosh and Tel-
keepe.7

Qatteeni the mountain leaper
His width the length of poplar
Qateeni the stables masher
Day and night he is on the move
He is the great of the greatest
Jumping up from roof to roof
Walks from one plain to the next
And drinks the blood and the vine
Ascends to Lillita's orchard
The most frightful Lilitha
Picks an armful of the scented plant
Holding it in his wide hands
Its smell gives the blind eye its sight
Resurrect from grave those who died

aĆ‡Łìz@ÉTİčÓ@dĆänİčÓ
aĆ‡Łìy…@dč|‰Łìí@óĆãčëò&Ï
dŽßŁìç@ÉTİčÓ@dĆänİčÓ

dŽßìčîië@hgÜîđÜi@ač‰č†zfli
aĆˆrđç…@aRŠrđç@óTÜí@dR¹đa
aĆŠčçža@aĆŠčçža@óTÛ@‰Ćìč‘…
dčzİ&ÐÛ@dčzİ&Ï@O@†ĆîčÏ
dčy†đÓë@dčßfl…@óTÛ@cTòč‘
cČčònÜTÛ…@dčßŠđØÛ@ÕĆBča
cČčònäčÇ…Œđß@cČčònÜTÛ
dĆäč°Ć‡…@dčÔči@†ĆjčÇ
dŽäčíòčÏ…@ač†mbi@aĆ‰č…

ðóîđÜyTòčÏ@aĆ‡ôŁìç@dŽäîđÇ
ðóîđÜàflzđäß@aRŠrđÓ…@rÅnß

                                                     
7 Younan Hozaya, Journal of Assyrian Academic Studies, Vol.10 No. 1, 1996,  p.78
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   In the English rendition of Qateeni’s folk tales hardly any difference can be
detected between the so-called mountain versions and the plain versions simply
because the theme and the historical scenario are the same.  In both versions, the
focus is on the heroic deeds of the mighty Qateeni and the devotion of his powers
for the salvation of his people and his nation from the evil powers.  However, if
the native Assyrian renditions are taken into consideration, there are some
linguistic differences. Each version represents a given regional dialect [e.g., Tiari
versus Alqosh and the surrounding villages] with some minor phonetic, lexical
and cultural variations. Some such dialectal variations in Qateeni’s folk tales are
reflected in Daniel’s Epic.  In one instance, his dialect is that of Baznayi [ rau ! =
exclamation ]or Jilwayi/Quchisnayi/Salmasnayi [biseema = pleasant or thank
you] at others it is Tiari [la = for  ]or Marbishu [yalloodi = boys; yaltati = girls].
There is a colorful blending of dialects that is striking to the ear especially in the
verses under the section of “The Messenger and Malik Tuma” beginning on page
40 through 48. Linguistically assessed, this section is full with non-Urmi and
non-standard words and expressions that are typically representative, according
to Maclean’s classification, of the modern Assyrian dialects, of the Northern
group including Salamas, Quchanis, Gawar and Jilu.8 What seems to be obvious
is that in this particular section the Jilu dialect is prevalent, a fact which might
imply that Daniel’s informant(s) [contact persons] on Qateeni’s folk tales were of
Jilu descent.  The rationale for such an assumption is the sudden shift in Daniel’s
pronunciation of the two typical Assyrian palatal plosives of [c ]Ú@, F]ê ] into
the velar plosives of [ k, g ], the latter sounds being typical of Jilu dialect. It
should be pointed out, however, that other dialects have also their linguistic
presence though to a lesser extent.

   According to Odisho there may be different reasons behind this dialectal
variation: firstly, to remind the reader of the folkloric nature of the Epic;
secondly, to imply an element of antiquity since the Assyrian dialects are as old
as the history of the Assyrians.9 Moreover, a third reason seems inevitable; the
reason may perhaps be the unfamiliarity of Daniel with the dialectal differences
among different Assyrian tribes and regions. Any pronunciation that was unlike
Modern Standard Assyrian or general Urmi was footnoted by Daniel as Li¯ za
Úuraya BdÀčíč‰Łìz@cõŒÀÈ&ÛB “ Mountain Dialect”. This trend is readily noticeable

especially on pages 24-27.10

                                                     
8 Maclean, Grammar of the Dialects of Vernacular Syriac, xiii.
9 Odisho. “Comments on the Epic of Kateeny,” 47.
10 William D. S. Daniel, Epic of Qateeni Gabbara, Vol. 1 (Tehran: Assyrian Cultural
Society Press, 1961).
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For any linguist investigating the dialects of Modern Assyrian, the label of Li¯ za
Úuraya is too generic to be accurate. Virtually, there are as many mountain
dialects among the Assyrians as the number of their villages. Nevertheless, it is
not unlikely that a romanticist poet with a musical bent such as Daniel would
intentionally infuse words from different native dialects of the Assyrians to
highlight the folkloric strand in the linguistic mosaic of the Epic.

 Lessons to be Learned and Conclusions:

   Undoubtedly, through the Epic of Qateeni Gabbara Daniel has proven, beyond
any doubt, that he is the only Assyrian poet who has achieved brilliant success in
creating modern written literature on the premises of long standing oral tradition.
This is a skill that only artistically brilliant writers and poets may possess.

   In the realm of literature, especially among the modern Assyrians, any literate
person is entitled to crown him/herself a poet, but genuine and creative poets are
those who are crowned by their audience/readers only through the deep
appreciation of their works. Daniel is, unquestionably, foremost among those on
whom the title of poet was bestowed by the audience; this is deservedly so.

   Daniel’s example in the domain of poetry is clear evidence that to be a creative
poet one does not have to have high academic qualifications. Except in the
domain of music where he received some education in classical music and
composition, Daniel established himself as a poet through self-education coupled
with artistic talents that nature had conferred on him. The latter had much to do
with what Daniel was.

   William D.S. Daniel was, and still remains, a towering figure in the modern
Assyrian literature. In every sense of the word, he is a great poet; indeed a master
poet. Of all the works he had created, his legacy will be best symbolized by his
literary masterpiece- Epic of Qateeni Gabbara.  

                                                                                                                                   


