Newroz, the singer:
| grew up in a small town in southern Kurdistan on the border of Iran. My father used to

sing a lot especially when was sick. He always sang when he was sick. The people in the village
sang in order to get well again and to recover faster. That was the usual thing in this village.
Actually, | suppose you could assume that when you walk through a village and hear people
singing, that maybe they have a temperature — that they are comforting themselves that way.
And that's how | learned to sing.

Studio Smithy Street, Stepney, London, 2018






Zembilfiros zembila tine
Delalo zembila tine
Kolan bi kolan digerine
Nan G dahné pé distine
Zarokan pé ditevrine

Gava ew zembila tine
Xatln li bircé dibine

Bi esqa dil dihebine
Agil dice sewda namine
Ha dil were, ha dil were
Kesé ji dil neki bawere
Ji mirovanti hatiye dere

Basket seller, brings baskets
Good man brings the baskets
And street by street embrangling
For to buy bread and cereals

To feed the children

When he brings the baskets
The lady sees her in horror
This love is boiling

She losing mind and heart
Come on heart, come on heart
She is not herself any more

Xatln :

Kuro sélka vir de bine
Mir dixwaze te bibine
Buha buha ji te bistine
Lawiko ez brindar im

Lady:

Boys bring here the baskets
The lord wants to see you.

Buy the baskets with high value
Boy I am in love

Zembilfiros:

XatGna min a delal e

Min bihistf Mir ne li mal e
Bazara'm bi malé helal e
Xatlné ez tobedar im
Delalé ez tobedar im

Basket seller:

My beautiful lady

I heard the lord is not at home

I dont have anything in mind than selling baskets
My lady, I have repented

My beautiful I have repented



Ha dil were carek bi cos
Car car vexwe serbeta xos
Dilginyata Zembilfiros

Oh come on once let yourself
Once drink from syrup of gush
Dont be stubborn basket seller

Xatln :

Zembilfiros lawiké beyan 1
Ez dibéjim tu pé dizani
Min bo esqa dil te ant
Lawiko ez evindar im

Lady:

Basket seller you foreign boy

I say and you know what I mean
I brought you for heartfelt love
Boy I am in love

Zembilfiros:

Xatlina min a zerin e
Qusur li ser te get nine
Lé dilém kesi nahebine
Xat(iné ez tobedar im
Delalé ez tobedar im

Basket seller:

My lady is golden

There is nothing wrong with you

But my heart does not harbor anybody
My lady, I have repented

My beauty, I have repented

Hay hay hay hawar e hawar e
Hay hay hay hay..

Xatln pir evindar e

Li ber rehma Xwedé xwar e

Ji esgé maye bé par e
Evindar e ma bécare

Xatln li jor kar dike
Zér li eniyé par dike
Kalén sedsalan har dike

Hay, hay, please, please

The lady is totally in love
Pleasing for abundance from God
She did not get any share of love
She is desperately in love

The lady is hanging at upstairs
Gold shines on forehead
She’s making the grandfathers crazy



Xatln :

Cavén min mina eynan e
Biské min mina geytan e
Dirané min mina mircan in
Eniya min mina fersan e
Beré min mina fincan e
Fincanén mir ( pasan e
Singé min mina zozan e
Zozanén haft esiran e
Zembilfiros, lawiké derwés
Lé bike kéf (1 seyran e

Zembilfiros lawiké derwés e
Keremke tu were pése
Heqé zembilén xwe bibéje
Lawiko ez evindar im

Lady:

My eyes are like a mirror
My hair is like cotton silk
My teeth are like coral

My face is like moon

My chests are like cup
Cups on hands of Pasha’s
My chest is like a plateau
Like plateau of seven tribes
Basket seller, son of Derwes
Come in and enjoy

Basket seller, the son of Derwes
Come in, come forward

Tell me the price of your baskets
Boy I am in love

Zembilfiros:

Lé lé &, & 1é Xatlné

Cavén te mina zeytlné

Ya Xat(in ez tobedar im
Tobedaré Xaligé Cebar im
J'ser toba xwe ez nayém xwaré

Basket seller:

Hey my lady

Your eyes are black like olives

I'm afraid I'm going to the fire

Lady, I am repented

I repented to the God

I will not come down from my repentance

Xatln :
Zembilfiros lawiké feqir e
Were ser doseka Mir e



Bidim te guliyén herir e
Lawiko ez evindar im

Lady:

Basket seller, poor son

Come to the bed of lord

I will let you touch to my silky hair
Boy I am in love

Zembilfiros:

Tu Xat@na li birc Gvan 1
Li ser text G li ser seran 1
Tu ji min re nabf kevani
Xwedi zarok G eyal im
Zarok tazi G birgi li mal in
Xat(iné ez tobedar im

Basket seller:

The lady of palace

Lives on throne and behind curtains

You will not be the wife for me

Me, I have children

At home the children are naked and hungry
Lady, I have repented

Xatln :

Zembilfiros lawiké nenas 1
Tena derpi G kiras 1

Tu ji destém nabi xelas 1
Lawiko ez evindar im

Lady:

Basket seller you are a foreigner
Your dress torn, full of rips and tears
You can not get out of my hand

Boy I am in love

Zembilfiros:

Xatlina gerden bi mori

Qet nabe bi kotek G zori

Tirsa min ji wi Reb € joré

Xatlné ez tobedar im

Tobedaré Zerdesté Kal im

Ji ser toba xwe get nayém xwaré

Basket seller:

lady with necklace from glass bead

Never force, it does not work with fame and power
I have promise to my God

Lady, I have repented

Repentance to the old Zarathustra

I never come down from repentance


















To some of the many very different people who make up the quality of life of this city,
a connection has emerged, which is growing into a friendship.

We invited these people to our party in Smithy Street and many came. Exchange - singing -
eating - world leaps - talking - drinking - listening - watching - marveling - dancing - and
singing over and overagain - listening and singing together. Zembilfiros is a very old Kurdish
- maybe even ezidi- song. It tells of a prince of Mervanlir. The Mervanlir was the Kurdish
Mervan dynasty that ruled from 938 to 1085 and was centered around the present-day city
of Amed / Diyarbakir. The legend revolves around the life of a young prince who had lived
for years in the lap of luxury. By encountering the Light (God), he radically changed his
lifestyle, turned his back on material wealth, and from then on he went through the
countryside as a beggar and basket vendor, earning a living for his children, his family.
Melaye Baté, a Kurdish scribe (born in 1417) and history collector brought the sung legend,
and many others to paper. Even today, in all four parts of Kurdistan, and in the Diaspora,
old and young can sing the song - there are three voices - the narrator, the wife and the
basket seller.

The artists thank:

Annie, Arno, Asmahan, Annette, Binia, Camille, Catherine, David, Flore, Guilaine, Gulistan,
Isis, Karwan, Katerinz, Mike, Miguel, Michele, Max, Marema, Mustafa, Patrizia, Rasfan,
Roni, Rupert, Selina, Souheil, Sheenwar, Siti, Samra, Sandra, Suzanne, Tobias, Tony, Walid



Zembilfiros

(In and Out of Translation)
Artist Book

Printed in London

© The authors: Newroz, Anina Jendreyko, Daniela Keiser

2018



