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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives
Connecting Generations

Since 2017, following the influx of Rohingya into Bangladesh, a new generation of
Rohingya children has been born in the camps. These children have never seen
Myanmar, their ancestral homeland, yet they have heard its stories through the voices
of their grandmothers and grandfathers. But time is passing. The older generation—the
storytellers who carry the memories, traditions, and folklore—is gradually disappearing.
Along with them, the rich freasure of Rohingya fairy tales and folklore faces the threat
of being lost forever. The goal of this book is o preserve these stories in written form,
so that the Rohingya children of foday and fomorrow can read, learn, and connect with
their heritage.

To ensure the originality of the narrations, we adopted an “as original as possible”
methodology. In 05 FDMN Camps, we organized 25 sessions with Rohingya elders
renowned in their communities for their exceptional storytelling capabilities. A total of
500 elders participated in these sessions where 300 female and 200 male elders from
the community actively took part in the storytelling process. These elders, who listened
to the stories from their ancestors in person, were the main source of our anthology.
We listened to them, recorded the stories, transcribed, and finally published those
stories in several languages.

Through these tales, we hope 1o instil a sense of pride, love, and understanding of their
country, traditions, and culture. By safeguarding this intangible heritage, we aim to
ensure that the spirit of the Rohingya people—its history, values, and imagination—lives
on for generations to come.

The folk and fairy tales were collected through community-based storytelling sessions.
Elder community members and local storytellers shared stories that have been passed
down orally over generations. Each session included approximately 20 participants
and was conducted at the Mukti Protection Shed / Multi-Purpose Shed. The collection
process focused on documenting traditional versions commonly known in the community,
without altering the original narrative style.

Audio recordings were used during the collection process to accurately capture the
storytellers’ words, tfone, and expressions. These recordings were later

are securely preserved in a QR Code.
No video recordings were taken, as the focus was on preserving the oral
narrative content of the stories.




The stories were translated by local language experts and educators who are fluent in
the Rohingya language and the English languages.

* English translation was completed by Rafi Al Imran (Publication Officer, Mukti Cox's
Bazar).

* Burmese translation was conducted by a consultancy firm named Shahidul Islam,
Ziniya Computer from Cox's Bazar.

All translators have strong knowledge of local culture, expressions, and storytelling
traditions, which helped preserve the original meaning and cultural context of each
story.

After translation, all stories were reviewed and cross-checked against the original audio
recordings and written transcripts. This validation process ensured that the translated
versions accurately reflected the original meaning, message, and cultural nuances,
while remaining clear and accessible to a wider audience. However, no reference books
were available.

The English translations were validated by Saruar Alam (Communication Officer, Mukti
Cox’s Bazar), and the Burmese translations were certified by Tanusri Das (Education
Officer, Mukti Cox's Bazar). In addition, the presence of similar stories across different
camps further indicates the authenticity and originality of the narratives. Moreover,
the Camp in Charge formed a committee comprising Burmese language experts and
granted approval affer conducting a thorough review and verification process.
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(CBVs) with consent. All images are free of copyright. The perspectives and voices
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reflect the views of the Australian Government, DFAT—Australian Humanitarian
Partnership (AHP), Oxfam in Bangladesh, or Mukti Cox's Bazar.
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Preface
By the Chief Executive, Mukti Cox’s Bazar

It is a matter of absolute pleasure that I present “Rohingya Folk Tales: Voices of
Heritage”, an anthology illustrating the legends, sagas, myths, cultural heritage, and
collective memory of the Rohingya community. This collection is a connecting thread
among generations who have been detached from their cultural roots because of
the displacement. To preserve age-old Rohingya traditions and fransferring the
wisdom those narratives bring for the upcoming generations, these stories will play
a pivotal role.

This anthology contains 19 stories. Each story shared here reflects the authenticity,
resilience, creativity, and cultural identity that continue to thrive even in the face
of forceful displacement. Under the Centrality of Protection in Protracted Crises
(CPPC) Project, implemented by Mukti Cox's Bazar in partnership with Oxfam
in Bangladesh, this publication embodies our shared commitment to celebrating
diversity, promoting cultural understanding, and ensuring that communities are
seen not only through the lens of their basic needs but also through the richness
of their heritage.

My sincere appreciation to the storytellers, illustrators, cultural researchers and
the patrons whose dedication and ftireless effort made this publication possible.
This curation of stories honors the living history of the Rohingya people — a history
rooted in compassion, dignity, and hope.

I believe that our anthology will inspire us all to listen deeply, to value culture as
a form of strength, and to work together toward a future where every voice is
preserved and every identity respected.

Bimal Chandra Dey Sarker
Chief Executive
Mukti Cox’s Bazar
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Introduction to the “Rohingya Folk Tales: Voices of
Heritage” By Abu Saleh Mohammad Obaidullah

Folk tales and fairy tales have always served as mirrors of collective identity, capturing
the hopes, values, struggles, humor, and spiritual imagination of a community. Across
continents and centuries, human societies have relied on storytelling as a way to
pass down memory, safeguard moral lessons, and transmit cultural heritage from
one generation to the next. In times of stability, tales flourish as part of everyday
life—woven into evening gatherings, seasonal festivities, or quiet moments between
elders and children. In times of displacement, suffering, or diaspora, these stories
become even more important. They become repositories of memory, cultural
resilience, and emotional survival. For the Rohingya people—one of the world's most
persecuted and displaced communities—folk tales serve precisely this role: they
preserve a sense of belonging, continuity, and identity in a context where physical
homeland, land ownership, and traditional ways of life have been violently disrupted.

This collection of Rohingya folk tales originates from oral narratives shared by elders,
parents, and grandparents—stories told after dinner in bamboo houses, whispered to
children during storms, narrated during fishing nights, and remembered from village life in
Arakan. They reflect the memories of a community deeply rooted in the hatural landscape
of mountains, forests, rivers, paddy fields, and coastlines. Storytelling has long been a
central thread in Rohingya cultural life, offering wisdom in simple, symbolic, and often
humorous ways. Like all oraltraditions, these tales have evolved across generations: details
shift, metaphors deepen, characters transform slightly, but the core values remain intact.

For generations, Rohingya elders, parents, and community storytellers have preserved
their heritage through oral narratives, passing them from one generation to the next
around evening fires, village courtyards, makeshift shelters, and refugee camp gatherings.
These stories express the Rohingyas' deep connection to land, nature, family, faith, and
morality. Even amid displacement and adversity, the Rohingya people continue to transmit
corevalues—kindness, resilience, justice, humility, and wisdom—through the telling of tales.

This collection of fairy tales and folklore, gathered and retold in English, is an
attempt not only to preserve these narrative traditions but to highlight their cultural
meanings in a modern context. Each story is simple in structure, but embedded within
are layers of cultural symbolism and moral guidance. From clever animals to wise
elders, from brave children to greedy villains, the characters represent archetypes
rooted deeply in Rohingya cultural consciousness. Many of the tales revolve around
themes such as hospitality, justice, humility, community interdependence, and
reverence for nature—all of which reflect the fraditional values of Rohingya society.
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The Rohingya people historically lived in the coastal and forested areas of Rakhine
(Arakan), where daily life was intertwined with rivers, hills, mangroves, and farmlands.
Not surprisingly, animals—crows, peacocks, monkeys, snakes, tigers—feature
prominently in their stories. This echoes a universal pattern found across South
Asian and Southeast Asian folklore, but the Rohingya versions incorporate distinctive
moral fones shaped by Islamic teachings, agrarian lifestyles, and communal ethics.
For example, narrative justice—where good ultimately triumphs and wrongdoing is
punished—reflects the community’s belief in moral accountability. Acts of charity,
hospitality, and protection of the vulnerable also mirror Rohingya social norms,
shaped by a long history of hardship and mutual support.

What do these tales signify?

To understand the significance of these tales, it is helpful to begin with a broader
view of folk narratives around the world. Aesop’s fables—ancient Greek stories
dating back more than 2,500 years—remain among the most famous examples.
Aesop used animals to represent human personalities: the clever fox, the proud
crow, the patient tortoise, the foolish donkey. His tales carried moral lessons about
honesty, humility, hard work, wisdom, and self-control. They were short, simple,
and memorable, making them ideal tools for teaching children and engaging adult
audiences alike. Even foday, “The Tortoise and the Hare” or “The Boy Who Cried
Wolf” is known across the globe.

What connects Aesop’s fables to Rohingya folk tales is not shared geography or
historical contact, but something much deeper: the universality of human moral
imagination. Both traditions use animals as symbols, humor as instruction, danger
as metaphor, and community as moral judge. Both reflect the social environment
of their respective cultures. Where Aesop reflects the agrarian and philosophical
world of ancient Greece, Rohingya tales reflect the agrarian, coastal, and faith-
infused world of Arakan. Both see storytelling as a way to shape character, o guide
the young, and to reinforce collective identity.

But Rohingya tales also contain features uniquely their own. They carry echoes of
a community marked by seafaring traditions, rice cultivation, Islamic teachings,
extended family dynamics, and the natural dangers of wildlife-rich environments.
They reflect the logic of survival in a pre-modern rural society—encounters with
tigers, journeys through forests, warnings about greed, warnings about deceitful
relatives, stories of lost children, of divine justice, of clever animals outwitting
stronger foes. These narratives hold within them the worldview of people who lived
close to nature and close to each other, “in families where ten people ate from the
same pot and slept under the same roof,” as one Rohingya elder recalled.
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The Rohingya oral tradition is especially rich in stories involving animals—tigers, foxes,
monkeys, snakes, crows, peacocks, and Kkites (birds of prey). These animals were once
common in the forested hills of northern Arakan, and their presence in daily life shaped
how Rohingya children were taught to understand danger and caution. Many tales warn
children not to wander too far into the forest, not to trust appearances, not to speak
foolishly, and to rely on careful observation. The story “The Twisting Tail,” for example,
uses humor and danger to emphasize the importance of discernment: a young prince
mistakes a tiger for a horse because of darkness and haste, nearly causing his own
death. This mirrors Aesop’s consistent warnings against arrogance, carelessness, and
acting without reflection. In both traditions, the world is full of risks, and wisdom is
essential for survival.

Another major theme that emerges from Rohingya tales is family dynamics, especially
the relationships among siblings, in-laws, and co-wives in extended households. In
Rohingya society, where large families historically lived together, maintaining harmony
was essential. Folktales reveal the tensions that often arise—jealousy, greed, conflict
between sister-in-law and younger siblings, favoritism, and betrayal. The tale “Dula and
the Seven Brothers” exemplifies this social reality. It highlights the protective love of
brothers for their sister, the destructive potential of jealousy among sisters-in-law, and
the ultimate triumph of truth over deceit. Such themes resonate strongly in Rohingya
cultural life, where moral order and family honor are deeply intertwined. The story
teaches that wrongdoing within a household does not remain hidden forever, and that
justice—whether through divine intervention, community action, or fate—will prevail.

This logic parallels Aesop’s moral framework: the idea that virtue brings safety, that vice
leads to downfall, that truth is a force stronger than deception. For example, Aesop’s
“The Lion and the Mouse” teaches that kindness is never wasted, even across unequal
relationships. Rohingya tales similarly emphasize compassion and reciprocity: the weak
can be unexpectedly powerful, and the powerful must act with restraint.

Beyond family life and personal behavior, Rohingya folktales also preserve spiritual
and ethical teachings. Many stories contain Quranic echoes or local Islamic moral
interpretations: justice, honesty, humility, patience, and trust in divine wisdom. Even
when a story does not mention religion explicitly, its moral framework often aligns with
Islamic values. This is natural in a community where religion has been central to daily
life, guiding both ethical thinking and social relationships. Elders often narrated stories
at night after prayers, blending folklore with religious guidance. Children learned moral
principles without formal preaching; the stories themselves became a form of ethical
instruction.
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Another important dimension of Rohingya storytelling is humor—playful, sometimes absurd,
offen exaggerated depictions of animals and people. This humor reflects the Rohingya
cultural preference for indirect tfeaching rather than confrontation. Serious lessons are
often wrapped in jokes or surprising twists, making them more memorable and less harsh.
“The Twisting Tail," for instance, turns a night of danger info a comedic misunderstanding
among animals debating whether the mysterious human is a “Night Rider” or a “Twisting
Tail” In this sense, humor becomes a tool for survival—mentally, socially, and culturally.

Folk tales also serve as archives of environment and geography. They reflect landscapes
that Rohingya people once inhabited: the paddy fields where farmers dried rice, the dense
forests of Kadamba frees, the canals where children fished, the mountains where figers
roamed, and the coastal winds that shaped everyday life. Such stories help preserve
memories of a homeland that many Rohingya refugees can now only describe fo their
children in words. In refugee camps, where physical space is limited, traditional games,
free movement, and natural exploration have become difficult or impossible. The stories
thus serve an emotional function: they reconnect younger generations to a world they
cannot physically experience but can inherit through memory and imagination.

This sense of cultural preservation echoes global patterns. Among Indigenous peoples,
exiled communities, and diasporas worldwide, folk tales often become symbols of continuity.
For example, Jewish folk tales in diaspora preserved memories of ancient Judea; African
American folk tales preserved pre-slavery identities; Tibetan and Kurdish fales keep alive
memories of homeland under occupation. Similarly, Rohingya folk tales keep the spirit of
pre-surviving Rohingya life alive.

Folk tales also maintain linguistic identity. Rohingya language is primarily oral, with no
single standardized script across history. This means stories, proverbs, and rhymes have
been one of the primary tools for transmitting language. Every time a story is fold, the
storyteller reinforces vocabulary, idioms, metaphors, and phrases specific to Rohingya
culture. In this way, folk fales become unofficial language teachers for younger generations,
especially those growing up in exile.

Furthermore, folk tales encode social expectations, especially regarding gender roles,
cooperation, and respect. Many Rohingya tales highlight the importance of siblings
caring for one another, wives working together, children obeying elders, and communities
maintaining justice. These expectations may be traditional or conservative by modern
standards, but they reveal the historical social fabric of Rohingya life. They illustrate
how gendered responsibilities were understood, how disputes were managed, and how
collective survival depended on cooperation. Even when these tales illustrate negative
behavior—as in the cruelty of a jealous sister-in-law—they do so in order to reinforce the
opposite value: kindness, fairness, and responsibility.
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The Rohingya oral tradition also emphasizes consequences. Wrongdoing—whether
caused by greed, deception, arrogance, or laziness—never ends well. The stories vividly
demonstrate how small acts of cruelty or foolishness spiral into larger dangers. This
moral logic is consistent across cultures. Aesop’'s deceptive fox, the foolish crow, the
lazy grasshopper, and the ambitious frog all meet consequences tailored to their flaws.
In Rohingya tales, the eldest wife in “Dula and the Seven Brothers” faces punishment
for her malice. The prince in “The Twisting Tail” nearly dies for his carelesshess. These
narratives feach listeners that actions have results, that moral order is a natural law,
and that fruth is ultimately stronger than falsehood.

At the same time, Rohingya folk tales celebrate intelligence, adaptability, and resilience.
Characters who survive dangerous situations often do so through quick thinking
and courage. This reflects a sociocultural reality shaped by hardship, deprivations,
maltreatments, environmental challenges, and social inequalities. The Rohingya people
have historically had to navigate complex political situations, natural threats, social
restrictions and economic limitations. Their stories thus emphasize the importance of
wit, cautious judgment, and collective support.

A particularly distinctive feature of Rohingya tales is the interplay between fate and
agency. Many stories present that certain events are destined, but individuals still bear
moral responsibility. This reflects a blend of traditional beliefs and Islamic understandings
of gadr (divine decree) and amanah (moral responsibility). Characters often encounter
unexpected events—being taken by a kite, meeting wild animals, suddenly losing family—
but the resolution depends on their courage, wisdom, and moral choices. Storytelling
thus becomes a gentle way of teaching children how to navigate uncertainty with faith
and good character.

Another important cultural layer is the intergenerational relationship embedded in
storytelling. In Rohingya villages, stories were told at night when families gathered
after work and prayer, sitting on woven mats, sharing seasonal fruits, or drinking tea.
Grandparents played a central role in transmitting tales. This ritual not only conveyed
moral lessons but also strengthened emotional bonds. In camp settings, where family
structures have been disrupted by tfrauma, loss, or migration, these stories help rebuild
connections and offer young people a sense of continuity with their cultural lineage.

The tales in this collection also preserve traditional knowledge—wisdom about nature,
animals, seasons, and social risks. For instance, the idea that kites (large birds of prey)
can snatch fish—and even small animals—is true to local ecology. The warning against
walking alone in forests reflects real dangers from tigers, snakes, or steep terrains
in Arakan. The narrative imagery is therefore not imaginary; it arises from real-life
experiences.
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One of the most powerful features of Rohingya tales is their ability fo hold light and
shadow together—that is, to convey both joy and suffering within a single narrative
world. There are moments of laughter, absurdity, playfulness, and sibling affection.
There are also moments of danger, cruelty, and sorrow. This emotional balance mirrors
Rohingya history and identity itself: a people who have experienced both deep cultural
warmth and extreme adversity. The stories express the resilience of a community that
has survived for centuries despite repeated waves of displacement.

Finally, folk tales reinforce ethical identity. For the Rohingya people—scattered across
camps and countries—storytelling remains one of the clearest ways to articulate who
they are. The tales show that the Rohingya community values qualities and norms like
family unity, protection of the vulnerable, honesty, justice, caution, cleverness, humility,
faith and hospitality. In the stories, these principles appear in concrete narrative forms
that children can remember and adults can interpret symbolically. They show how the
community understands right and wrong, how it explains misfortune, how it envisions
justice, and how it feaches hope.

The folk tales in this collection stand as cultural mirrors—reflecting both the timeless
values shared across humanity and the unique experiences of the Rohingya people.
They echo Aesop in their use of animals, moral clarity, and simplicity, yet they remain
deeply rooted in Rohingya landscapes, family dynamics, and spiritual understandings.
They preserve a sense of place, language, and identity that displacement cannot erase.
In gathering and recording these stories, we not only honor the narrative heritage
of the Rohingya but also contribute to sustaining their cultural memory for future
generations.

Each tale in this collection carries its cultural and ethical significance within the Rohingya
context. These tales, by and large, reveal a worldview that emphasizes compassion over
cruelty, wisdom over pride, humility over vanity, and community over selfishness. They
demonstrate how stories can become moral compasses, feaching younger generations
how to live honorably, especially in tfimes of uncertainty.

“The Motherless Girl and the Farmer's Young Wife” explores vulnerability, injustice, and
divine justice within a patriarchal household. After her mother’'s death, a young girl is
reduced to servitude by her stepmother, denied education, and sent to guard distant
fields, while the stepmother’'s own daughter enjoys privilege. Enduring hardship with
patience, the girl ultimately encounters a magically transformed prince in the form of
a snake, whose marriage proposal—supported by her grandmother—brings her honor
and miraculous reward. Blinded by greed, the stepmother attempts fo secure the same
fortune for her daughter, only to meet fragic consequences, exposing her cruelty.
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Rooted in Rohingya oral tradition, the fale serves as a moral warning against abuse of
power and jealousy, while affirming a deeply held belief that integrity, endurance, and
faith are ultimately rewarded, and injustice inevitably destroys itself.

“Prince Shah Emran and Lalmoni” is a Rohingya folktale that weaves tfogether devotion
to knowledge, moral testing, love, and the interplay between human and supernatural
worlds. The story follows Shah Emran, a prince who abandons privilege for scholarship and
is drawn info a life-altering journey after encountering the fairy princess Chandraman,
whose sudden appearance awakens longing and propels him info hardship, exile, and
self-discovery. Through trials marked by humility, service, and courage—tending goats,
guarding palaces, and risking his life fo defeat a demoness—Shah Emran proves that
honor is earned through moral action rather than inherited status. Central to his
success are Lalmoni and Phulmoni, whose resilience, wisdom, and solidarity reflect the
Rohingya belief in endurance, mutual aid, and ethical companionship. The narrative
affirms that tfrue worth lies beyond outward appearance, that justice ultimately prevails
through patience and faith, and that resilience guided by compassion allows dignity to
survive adversity, making the tale not only a romantic fantasy but a moral map rooted
in Rohingya cultural values.

“The King of Fools” is a satirical Rohingya folktale that uses humor and absurdity to
expose the fragility of power divorced from wisdom. When a village woman secretly
withesses a ridiculous palace game in which the king literally “pass under the winner’s
legs” after losing, she records the scene on the palace wall, provoking the king's fury
and public search for the writer. Confronted by the woman's quiet courage and truth,
the king chooses to buy her silence rather than face public humiliation. Rooted in
Rohingya oral tradition, the tale sharply critiqgues arrogant authority, celebrates the
insight of ordinary people—especially underestimated women—and affirms a central
moral lesson: power without infelligence and ethical grounding is hollow, and even kings
must yield o fruth revealed through patient observation and wit.

“The King's Strange Law: Anger Forbidden” satirically exposes the dangers of authority
exercised without wisdom or understanding of human nature. When a king outlaws
anger and threatens brutal punishment for its display, fear silences the people while
injustice quietly spreads. A cunning shepherd exploits the law by obeying its words but
violating its spirit, causing harm and even death while shielding himself behind forced
calmness and legal obedience. Rooted in Rohingya oral tradition, the tale uses irony and
exaggeration fo critique arbitrary rule, highlight the vital distinction between law and
wisdom, and affirm a central moral lesson: when governance suppresses natural human
emotions and ignores ethical responsibility, it empowers wrongdoing and denies justice,
allowing cruelty to flourish under the guise of order.
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“Jumuluk and Shamaruk” is a classic Rohingya romance that blends the human and
supernatural worlds to affirm the power of compassion, loyalty, and perseverance. Prince
Jumuluk’s love for Shamaruk, a fairy princess of Hemapur, drives him on a perilous
journey across realms, where his kindness in rescuing a magically giffed stranger earns
him the knowledge and strength needed to overcome impossible barriers. Though their
union is threatened by a greedy rival who imprisons Jumuluk in a deep well, his moral
integrity, courage, and patience enable him fo escape and defeat injustice. Rooted in
Rohingya oral tradition, the tale teaches that true love, guided by virtue and faith in
divine justice, ulfimately triumphs over greed, separation, and fate itself.

“The Story of the Crow and the Peacock” symbolically explores identity, dignity, and the
dangers of envy. A crow, captivated by the peacock’s beauty, covers himself with fallen
peacock feathers and imitates its movements, only to be exposed and humiliated when
other birds strip away the disguise. Through this failure, the crow learns that borrowed
beauty cannot replace self-respect. Rooted in Rohingya oral tradition, the tale uses
animal characters to address human insecurities and communal values, teaching that
true worth lies in accepting one’s own identity rather than seeking validation through
imitation, and affirming that every being has its own inherent dignity and purpose.

“Tales Unheard Story” critiques absolute power while celebrating wit born of poverty and
lived experience. An emperor, driven by ego, vows to marry his daughter to anyone who
can tfell him a story he has never heard, executing all who fail. When kings and scholars
perish, a poor orphan boy succeeds by presenting an absurd yet logically unanswerable
claim, frapping the emperor in his own decree. Rooted in Rohingya oral tradition, the tale
contrasts cruel authority with humble intelligence and affirms a central cultural lesson:
power without wisdom is self-defeating, while clever reasoning and moral resilience allow
the powerless o overcome even the most tyrannical rule.

“Tripan Path” is a reflective Rohingya folktale about the difference between formal learning
and lived wisdom. When a devoted madrasa student is challenged by his widowed mother
to learn the mysterious “Tripan Path,” he embarks on a journey that leads him to an
elderly woman who feaches him through silent endurance, concealment, and fear rather
than books. Forced to hide, wait, and survive escalating trials—including the threat of
fire—the boy comes to understand that patience, discretion, and resilience are essential
lessons of life. Rooted in Rohingya oral tradition, the fale affirms that frue knowledge is
gained through experience and perseverance, and that education is complete only when
learning is tested and strengthened by hardship.

“Friendship is a Single Soul Dwelling in Two Bodies” highlights the depth of lifelong
friendship, moral integrity, and faith in divine justice. When Rashed accidentally strikes
his friend Jasim during work, he fears he has caused his death and is consumed by grief.
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Through divine providence, Jasim recovers, and Rashed's innocence is affirmed. The
story emphasizes patience, compassion, and the sacred bond of friendship—likened to a
single soul in two bodies—while illustrating the Rohingya belief that ulfimate justice and
truth are guided by moral and spiritual order rather than human judgment, tfeaching
that understanding and faith must temper fear and haste.

“Emperor Akbar and the Marriage of His Seven Sons” explores jealousy, loyalty, and
forgiveness within family life. When an emperor marries his seven sons to Hasina's seven
daughters, harmony initially prevails, but envy soon leads the elder brothers to betray
the youngest prince after he risks his life to save them. Left injured and abandoned, the
prince is restored through the devotion of Hasina's youngest daughter. In the end, love
and forgiveness overcome jealousy, reaffirming a central Rohingya moral belief: while
envy destroys, patience and mercy restore balance and peace.

“Dilbattar” is a classic Rohingya folktale that centers on destiny, wisdom, and moral
accountability, beginning with three poor but keenly observant men who astonish a
king by accurately describing his stolen mare through logic alone; threatened by their
intelligence, the king challenges them to predict a newborn’'s gender and promises
his daughter in marriage, but when a boy—Dilbattar—is correctly identified, the king
attempts to defy fate by abandoning the child and later plotting his death. Despite these
abuses of power, Dilbattar survives through communal care, and divine justice ultimately
infervenes when a royal death order is miraculously transformed into a marriage decree,
forcing the king to honor his broken promise. Deeply rooted in Rohingya oral tradition,
the tale affirms the triumph of practical intelligence over unjust authority, the inevitability
of destiny, and the belief that those who misuse power and break their word invite
humiliation, while truth, resilience, and justice ultimately prevail.

“A Badsha and His Seven Daughters” powerfully critiques injustice, patriarchy, and the
misuse of authority while affirming faith in divine justice. When a dying king asks his
seven daughters what inheritance they desire, the youngest makes an unconventional
request for his spiritually gifted Qudrati aunty, provoking the king's anger and leading
him to abandon her in the forest. Protected by Allah’s mercy through miraculous shelter
and sustenance, the girl survives, later choosing a life of dignity by marrying a poor
laborer who lives by honest work. In contrast, the king recovers from illness only to
lose his kingdom and fall info poverty, eventually encountering his abandoned daughter
without revealing himself. Through this reversal of fate, the tale reflects core Rohingya
values: righteousness, patience, and faith are rewarded, while arrogance and injustice
lead to downfall. Rooted in Rohingya cultural consciousness, the story serves as a moral
parable warning against discrimination and abuse of power, and affirming that divine
justice ultimately prevails.
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“Dula and the Seven Brothers” is another classic Rohingya folktale emphasizing sibling
duty, communal justice, and the consequences of cruelty. After their parents’ death, seven
brothers lovingly raise their sister, Dula, but harmony is disrupted by the eldest brother’s
Jjealous wife, whose resentment leads to Dula being carried away by a supernatural kite.
Surviving in the forest by singing lullabies to the kite's chicks, Dula is lafer discovered
by her brothers, who rescue her and expose the wives” deceit, including a false grave.
The eldest wife is punished, restoring justice and family harmony. Through its blend of
familial loyalty, supernatural intervention, and moral resolution, the fale highlights key
Rohingya cultural values: protection of the vulnerable, patience and strategic wisdom,
and the inevitability of truth prevailing over cruelty and deceit.

“The Land Where Humans Turn fo Silence” is a haunting Rohingya folktale about two
motherless brothers, whose innocent lives are shattered by a cruel stepmother’s jealousy
and a father's blind authority, forcing them into exile. Saved from death by a compassionate
old woman, the boys wander info an unknown land where hardship separates them, and
the younger brother—deceived by false kindness—is sacrificed to supernatural forces
beneath the river. Though he briefly restores life to a silent girl frapped by dark magic,
his compassion ultimately draws the attention of demons that condemn him to an
eternal state between life and death. Rooted in Rohingya oral tradition, the story reflects
collective experiences of injustice, displacement, and the vulnerability of children, while
its fragic ending underscores a powerful moral lesson: obedience without understanding
can be deadly, and authority without compassion leads only fo suffering.

“Golden Flute House" is a Rohingya folktale about Chunaikka, a poor but determined boy
who strives to win Princess Kajili Koinya's hand by building a golden flute house, a task
deemed impossible even by the wealthy. Undeterred, he seeks blessings from his elders,
and with their guidance and a magical bundle from his grandmother, he succeeds where
others fail. The king honors his word, and Chunaikka marries the princess, ruling happily
alongside her. The stfory reflects key Rohingya cultural values: perseverance, respect
for elders, moral integrity, and the transformative power of blessings, illustrating that
diligence, virtue, and community support can turn even the impossible into reality.

“Fairy in the Form of a Monkey” is a Rohingya folktale about the youngest son of King
Domo Satra, who is inifially disappointed when his bride arrives dressed as a monkey,
unlike the other six princesses. During the wedding celebrations, however, he discovers
her extraordinary secret: by night she transforms into a beautiful fairy. When he burns
her monkey skin fo keep her from returning to her magical form, she initially leaves,
testing his true love. His sincere devotion eventually brings her back, and they live
happily together. The tale reflects key Rohingya cultural values, including the importance
of looking beyond outward appearances, the transformative power of love and loyalty,
and respect for the mystical and supernatural.
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It also emphasizes patience, perseverance, and the moral lesson that true beauty and
virtue lie within.

Together, these tales illuminate the richness of Rohingya oral tradition, revealing a culture
shaped by resilience, moral wisdom, and deep connections to family, community, and the
natural world. Through stories of clever animals, virtuous heroes, magical inferventions,
and everyday human struggles, they convey enduring lessons about justice, patience,
courage, humility, and faith. Beyond entertainment, the folktales serve as vessels of
cultural memory, preserving language, ethics, and identity across generations, especially
amid displacement and adversity. In celebrating both the joys and challenges of Rohingya
life, this collection affirms the power of storytelling fo sustain a people’s heritage, values,
and sense of belonging.
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The Motherless Girl and the Farmer’s Young Wife

A very long time ago there was a wealthy farmer who had two wives. One day his first
wife suddenly died, leaving behind a Makhtab-going daughter. After the elder wife died,
the responsibility for all the household chores fell to the younger wife, which became
difficult for her.

The young wife then devised a cunning plan to stop
the elder wife's daughter from studying and make
her do the extra household work. In this way, the
elder wife's daughter would act as a servant.

She insisted the farmer to stop the girl from
attending the school and made her do even the
oddest jobs. Meanwhile, the young wife’s own
daughter was sent to a good school for education.

The farmer had two kanis (80 decimal) of paddy
land. He entrusted the elder wife's daughter with
guarding the fields from birds. When the birds
landed on the paddy, the girl would blow a bamboo
flute to scare them away.

But one day, when she blew the flute, a boy from the nearby hill also blew his flute in reply.
After returning home, she told her grandmother that she would not guard the paddy field
anymore because a nhaughty boy was bothering her. The grandmother warned her that
if she refused, the family would punish her. She told the rest of the family, eventually, the
young wife beat her severely. The step mother said:

“If the boy ever plays the flute and talks about marriage,
you should agree.”

The girl had to go back to guard the paddy land, suddenly a wind blew so strongly that
she fainted. With the wind came a "hissing” sound. It was not a snake, but the son of
a famous king from another kingdom who had taken the form of a shake. They got to
know each other, talked about their likes and dislikes, and eventually the prince proposed
for marriage. The girl fell in love with him and agreed.

When she returned home, she fold her grandmother everything that the “snake” was
actually a prince who wanted to marry her. The grandmother understood her feelings
and arranged the marriage. The moment the girl said “Kabul” during the wedding

13
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ceremony, her entire body was covered with gold ornaments, from her anklets to her
neck, all thanks to the prince’s magical powers.

Seeing this, the younger wife became desperate to marry her own daughter to a snake as
well. At first the farmer refused. Due fo the young wife's constant pressure, he announced
at last:

“Whoever could catch the largest snhake,

would be rewarded with one lakh Kyat.”

Soon, they caught a huge snake and arranged the marriage with the young wife's
daughter.

However, this snake was unconscious when captured, so it could not say “Kabul” during
the wedding. In ifs unconscious state, it was placed in the bridal chamber next fo the

young wife's own room.

At midnight, the snake regained consciousness and it was extremely hungry. First, it
swallowed the bride’s legs up to the ankles. She screamed:

“Mother, mother!
The snake is eating my feet!”

The mother replied from the next room, “No, dear! It is putting heavy gold ornaments
on your feet”

Then it swallowed up tfo her knees. She screamed again:
“Mother, it has eaten my knees!”
The mother replied, “No, it is putting gold up fo your knees.”
Finally, the snake swallowed her whole and left.
In the morning, when they opened the door, the mother saw blood and realized

her daughter was dead. The farmer scolded the young wife, calling her greedy, and
condemned her for causing her own daughter’'s death.

Moral of the story:
Greed is the root cause of destruction.

Mohammad Haresh (54) from Block A5, Camp 12.
14
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Prince Shah Emran and Lalmoni

Once, in a distant land, there lived a great king
nhamed Sequan. He had only one son, Prince Shah
Emran, who was known not for his love of pleasure,
but for his devotion to knowledge. From an early
age, Shah Emran showed no interest in women
or worldly joy. Learning was his greatest treasure,
and through great effort he completed his higher
education.

Wishing fo respect his son’s nature, the king built
a large palace in the middle of a vast orchard, far
from the noise of the court. There, Shah Emran
taught a few students and lived a quiet, solitary life.

One night, a fairy princess from the fairy realm was traveling across the sky in a chariot
made of light. While passing over the earth, she noticed a newly built palace shining in
the darkness.

“This palace was not here before,” she murmured in surprise.

Curiosity led her to enter the palace through the roof. Inside, she saw a handsome young
man sleeping peacefully. This was prince Shah Emran. The fairy sat beside him for a
while. Feeling playful, she fook a betel leaf from his tray and ate it. As she was invisible,
Shah Emran did not notice her. Before leaving, she accidentally spat red betel juice onto
his blanket.

The next morning, Shah Emran’s students saw the stain and laughed among themselves:

“Teacher, all say you don't like women.
Then how did this mark get here?”

Embarrassed and angry, Shah Emran scolded them.

The following night, the fairy came again. This time she took Shah Emran’s blanket and
left her own scarf The scarf was so beautiful that it was impossible for any human to
make it. Next morning, the students laughed again and said:

“Teacher, we heard that you don't like women,
then why are you wearing a woman'’s scarf?”

18
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Fed up Shah Emran announced an urgent notice to identify the owner of the scarf. He
called an assembly and enquired if anyone knew a person wearing the scarf. None had
the answer. A brave young woman came forward and said:

“You are the prince,
How could any of us have clothes like this?

Understanding the logic, Shah Emran held a test. A young man and a woman were
summoned to inspect who comes to visit the palace at night. Chili powder was placed
before one, and sandalwood paste before the other. They were told to dip their fingers
in those substances to remain awake at night fo see who come.

That night, the fairy came again. Shah Emran pretended to be asleep. When she
attempted to leave, he suddenly seized her.

‘Are you a demon? Azrael? Fairy? Or something else?”
The fairy replied:

‘T am a fairy, Chandraman. I bring no harm, only truth.
I crossed worlds to find you”

They passionately gazed at each other until Shah Emran fainted. When he regained
consciousness, the fairy said:

“The moon-shadows are shifting, and my time in your world draws fo a close.
I must leave before the first light fouches the clover,
for I cannot remain here a moment longer.
But if you come to Sukan Rajya, we can be united.”

Saying that the fairy disappeared. From that day onward, Shah Emran became restless.
He wandered like a madman, crying out only:

“Hai Chandraman! Hai Chandraman!”

He stopped eating and sleeping. Alarmed, the students informed the king. An astrologer
was summoned, who declared, “Your son has been bewitched by a fairy.” Shah Emran
grew so uncontrollable that he fried to throw himself into fire and water. Seeing no other
solution, the astrologer advised, “Let him go. If fate allows, he will return.” The king gave
his son a ring and some money, and Shah Emran set out on his journey.

19
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After crossing countless rivers, hills, and lands, enduring hunger and suffering, he
finally reached the fairy realm. There, a king noticed him wandering in a shabby state.
Recognizing noble manners beneath the rags, the king questioned him.

Shah Emran replied:
‘T am the prince of another land.”

The fairy king, who was Chandraman’s father, appointed him fo escort his daughter fo
school and fend goats, festing his patience and humility.

In that fairyland, the minister's son Hamid Kumar was the leader of the boys. On the
other hand, Chandraman was the leader of the girls. One day, they had an argument
over studies. They studied keeping a curtain between boys and girls. Over the arguments,
Chandraman angrily lifted her veil, Chandraman and Hamid's eyes met, and both fainted
again. When they got sense, Chandraman said:

“You are the vizir's son; they will never let me marry you.
Let's run away.”

They planned to meet under the Suban tree before the first light of dawn.

Shah Emran overheard their plan from his hut and disguised himself as an astrologer.
He bought the outfit of an astrologer with the money he had. Wearing those ouftfits, he
was wandering in front of Hamid Kumar's parents. As Hamid's parents were looking for
an astrologer for a long time, they called him. Shah Emran said, “I have an important
task, you have fo leave me.” Then the parents requested him fo stay for a while. Shah
Emran said, “You have great luck tfoday. In your fate, I can see your son Hamid Kumar
is going to flee with Chandraman. Before fleeing, he will come to you and ask for money
for his tfeacher. When your son asks for money you would say, all we have is yours. Take
the keys and grab all you want. When he enters the room, you must lock him.”

On the other hand, before eloping with Hamid, Chandraman completed her last cooking
for her parents. Chandraman had a female friend. With that friend she left the home.
They reached another fairy land hamed Rasedong and walked to the river bank. Shah
Emran had reached the spot before them. Hamid Kumar remained locked inside his
home.

When Chandraman and her friend arrived, Shah Emran took them away by boat. While
eloping, they saw Shah Emran as a mad, shabby man. Chandraman got angry and could
not identify Shah Emran, but didn't say anything and crossed the river and found shelter
in an old woman's wooden house.
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The two girls ridiculed Shah Emran as he looked poor. That night, Shah Emran fell from
the bed to the floor where the two girls were sleeping. Chandraman screamed:

“Wretched soul, haven't you ever slept on a bed before?”

That hurt Shah Emran. He went to the market that morning, went to a laundry shop,
and directly asked the laundry owner for a loan of 10,000 Kyat. He showed the laundry
man the King's ring (given by his father) as collateral. The laundry man thought that he
must have come from a well-off family and trusted him. With the money, Shah Emran
bought a few dresses, took a deep shower, and cleaned himself.

Later, Shah Emran went o the city and bought three different uniforms, similar to those
worn by today’'s police, army, and havy. With his broad, straight chest, each uniform looked
exceptionally smart on him. Wearing those uniforms, he rode past the royal palace three
times. The king noticed his frequent comings and goings and grew increasingly curious.

The king of Rasedong finally summoned Shah Emran and offered him work for a high
wage in his palace. Shah Emran added a condition to work for the palace. The condition
was to suspend the rest of the staff of the palace. Emran was entrusted with the security
of the kingdom.

There was a terrible custom in that kingdom—every night, a person was thrown to a
demoness as food. One night, a woman was mourning as her son’'s wedding day had
come, but he was chosen to guard against the demoness. Shah Emran volunteered to go
to the demoness instead of the woman's boy.

That night, a dreadful “Ha-ha" sound was heard. Shah Emran attacked and wounded the
demoness with his dagger. He obtained a rare blood-red gem fall from the demoness
called “Laal.” The gem was as worthy as the treasures of seven kings.

The Laal was placed in one corner of the palace. Seeing this, the suspended vizier tried
to create a conspiracy. He went close to the king and whispered:

“Dear King, you have kept the Laal in only one corner.
The other three corners remain empty, and they make the palace look ugly.”

The king ordered Shah Emran to bring three more such gems in seven days.

While searching, Shah Emran followed a river fo its end beside his kingdom. He moved
through the river by diving, and while diving along the water stream, he found three Laals
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on the way. Thinking that the king might order a few more in the future, so he saved a
few more. Then he thought if the king ordered again, he would have to find the source
of the Laal. Following the water stream, he found a sleeping girl called Lalmoni. She had
been imprisoned by a demoness. Every day, the demoness left her in a death-like state
with a magic spell, reviving her at night.

“How have you reached this cursed place?”
She gasped, her voice trembling like a dying breeze.

“You must flee! I am bound here by the Demoness’s dark silk,
and her heart knows no mercy.
If she finds you, she will kill you.”

Shah Emran asked how she survived for such a long time. She said they brought food
and a large hammer, and they needed to beat on the muscles so that the demoness
felt relaxed.

Shah Emran quickly hid under the bed as the demoness approached, holding his breath
and waiting. When the demoness came and smelled a human, the demoness said to
Lalmoni, “Today I failed to manage a proper meal. Why am I getting the smell of Insaan
(human)?” Lalmoni pretended to cry in front of the demoness. The demoness asked why
she was crying. Lalmoni said, “You are getting the smell of humans because your meal
got short. I am afraid that someday you might eat me” Lalmoni looked at the Demoness
with soft, sad eyes. In a voice as sweet as a tiny bell, she asked:

“If you ever die, who will be here o wake me up?”

The demoness “I will not die so easily,” she hissed. “My life is not kept inside my body;
it is hidden far away. I can only fall if the son of King Sequan, the brave Shah Emran,
finds his way here. He would have to dive through the deep-water streams to reach me.
He would have to find the sacred bamboo and break it fo release a golden bumblebee.
Only by crushing that bee can he end my life”

Shah Emran listened from the shadows, memorizing every word of the secret. He waited
in silence until nightfall, and when the sun rose again, the Demoness left her lair to hunt.

He moved quickly to the bamboo grove. After a long search, he found the enchanted

stalk. With a sharp crack, he broke the bamboo, and a large golden bumblebee flew out,
buzzing with the Demoness’s dark soul.
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Shah Emran caught the insect. Remembering the prophecy, he tore off its left leg and
right wing. Far away, the Demoness let out a final, ferrible scream and crumbled into
dust. The spell was broken. Lalmoni was free, and Shah Emran took her hand fo lead
her home.

Then Shah Emran said he needed to leave, as his seven days to collect the three Laals
were ending and his assignment was complete.

Lalmoni noticed Shah Emran holding the old Laal and scolded him, asking why he was
still keeping them. She playfully asked him tfo tickle her, and as she laughed, more Laal
fell from her laughter. Then she asked him to pinch her, and diamonds dropped from
her tears. He gathered all the tfreasures and returned to the king; The king rewarded
him with his full wage.

True to his honorable heart, Shah Emran gave all the wages to the laundry man who had
once loaned him money. The laundry man became wealthy and started a gold business,
living prosperously ever affer.

The vizier proposed that the King give Shah Emran a new, difficult assignment: he must
arrange a dance of the fairies. The task was nearly impossible. A drummer can play
twenty-two beats, but the fairies will only stand still. They will only dance if the drum
strikes a twenty-third beat. This rhythm is so fast and magical that ho human has ever
mastered it.

With no other choice, Shah Emran returned to Lalmoni shared about the task assigned
by the king. Seeing his exhaustion, Lalmoni asked him to relax and then told a hame of
her close friend Phulmoni, who had six sisfers. Lalmoni explained a plan. All the sisters
would bathe together in a pond. Five sisters would keep their clothes in one place, while
one sisfer’s clothes would be kept separately. Shah Emran had to steal the clothes that
were kept apart.

When the bathing ended, the five sisters found their clothes and left the pond, but the
remaining sister—Phulmoni—could not come out of the water. At that moment, Shah
Emran secretly dropped a lefter info the pond for her, asking for help fo arrange the
fairy dance.

Phulmoni agreed. Soon, preparations for the fairy dance began. Lalmoni revealed a
clever plan: Shah Emran would strike the drum and keep the rhythm alive until the stroke
of midnight. The sound would be so powerful that it would draw Lalmoni’'s grandfather
from his celestial home. When the old king arrived to ask why the drum had beaten for
so long, Shah Emran would seize the moment tfo formally send his proposal to marry
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Lalmoni. She and her friend Phulmoni would both marry Shah Emran. This way, the two
friends could stay together forever, just as they had promised long ago.

To prepare for the King's assignment, Shah Emran was given a magical bath. The water
washed away his weariness, leaving him radiant and handsome. He emerged with such
irresistible charm that a great crowd of fairies gathered, drawn by his new light. Among
them was Chandraman, who had once despised him for his shabby looks; seeing him
now, her heart changed, and she fell deeply in love with him.

That night, fairy dance reached its climax. Shah Emran took up the drum and played
with a divine rhythm until deep intfo the night. As the drum reached the magical beats,
the fairies descended and danced with breathtaking grace. The impossible task was
finally fulfilled.

Lalmoni's grandfather appeared, drawn by the power of the drumming. He looked af
the young man and asked what he desired. Shah Emran stopped the music and replied
boldly:

‘T want your granddaughter, Lalmoni.”

At the same time, Chandraman also wished to marry Shah Emran. In the end, destiny
unfolded in an extraordinary way. Shah Emran married three women at the same time—
Chandraman, Lalmoni and Phulmoni.

Thus, the impossible tasks were completed, the fairy dance was achieved, and Shah
Emran’s journey ended in a resolution filled with magic, love, and fate.

Moral of the story:

Greatness is not found in a prince’s crown, but in his
character. By choosing to tend goats, serve a
laundryman, and risk his life for a stranger’s son,
Shah Emran proved that true nobility is earned
through humility and sacrifice.

& K3

(| B 2

Hamid Hossain from Block A5, Camp 04.
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives

The King of Fools

Every night, a village woman would quietly leave
the house while her husband was still asleep and
go somewhere in secret.

One day, she walked and walked until she reached
a royal palace. There, she saw the king and the
queen playing a game. The game had a rule:

“Whoever loses, would have to
pass under the winner's legs.”

The winner would bend forward with legs apart, and
the loser had to crawl through the gap between them.

That day, the king lost the game, and according to the condition, the king passed under the
wife's waist. The village woman was hiding nearby. She saw the entire scene and remembered
it well. Before leaving, she secretly wrote on the palace wall about what she had seen.

In that message it was clear that:

The king himself is the humber one fool, the most foolish of them all!
And his wife? The second fool, second only to his absurdity.

When the king woke up the next morning and saw the writing, he was furious. He summoned
his minister and declared, “Man or woman whoever tells me who wrote this, I will give him/
her half of my kingdom.”

The announcement was made by beating drums all over the kingdom, even announced in
the mosques.

Hearing the announcement, a young woman said to her grandmother, “Grandmother,
go and tell them to stop beating that drum. I know who wrote it. I will go to the king's
hearing, and there I will reveal the truth.”

When the day of the hearing arrived, a great assembly gathered before the throne. The
king stood and asked, “Who wrote this, and why?”
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She stepped forward and said:

‘T know who wrote if.
While my husband was asleep, I wandered outside.
One day I saw, with my own eyes,
the king and queen playing the game.”

The king understood immediately. He stopped her from speaking further. Since the
matter is embarrassing, concerning his personal impression and dignity, he quietly
rewarded her fo ensure silence.

Moral of the story:

Sometimes, paying attention quietly can
uncover what others cannot see.

Amena Begum (53) from Block A5, Camp 12
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives

The King's Strange Law: Being Angry is Forbidden

Once upon a time there was a king who made
a strange law in his kingdom. The law was that
no one was allowed to be angry at anyone. If
anyone showed anger, their ears would be cut off
as punishment.

One day a man became angry. Another person
reminded him, “Have you forgotten the law?”

The angry man replied, “No, I remember very well.
That's why I'm keeping quiet.”

One day, a man saw a shepherd sitting silently. He
asked:

“Are you angry?”
The shepherd replied:

“No, I'm not angry.
If I were, my ears would be cut off”

In those days, shepherds were usually hired for one year. But this shepherd had been
hired for only one month. When the paddy ripened, he harvested it and brought it home.
The owner told him, “Store the paddy wherever my mother tells you to.” The shepherd
went to the elderly mother and asked, “Where should I keep the paddy?”
In anger, she replied:

“Put it on my head!”
So, the shepherd did exactly that. He placed two large containers of paddy on her head.
As a result, the old woman died. When the son came home and asked where his mother
was, the shepherd said:

“Your mother told me to put it on her head, so I did.”

The son became furious but could not show his anger because of the king's law.
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Another day, the Muslim shepherd returned from the scorching sun and went fo bathe in
a pond. He told a boy fo come to the bank, but when the boy didn't come, the shepherd
grabbed his leg, dragged him up, and pushed him onto the steps. Later, the boy's mother
came and asked, “Were you angry?” He replied, “No, I wasnt angry”

The owner’s family gradually became fed up with the shepherd. Unfortunately, they
couldn’t drive him away as they couldnt show their anger. So, they devised a plan to send
him deep info the forest with other shepherds for seven days.

But instead of going there, he cut some bamboo and returned home. When the owner
asked, “Did you do the work properly?”

The shepherd replied, “I came back just as I went empty handed. My mind wasn't calm
enough to work.”

Later, the owner sent him to trade cattle. Without telling the owner, the shepherd sold a
cow and used the money to buy gold jewellery for his wife. When everyone came to know
the matter, he said, “Deduct it from my wages.”

In this way, the shepherd always stayed within the limits of the law and kept causing

trouble. Therefore, no one could punish him because no one dared to show anger.

Moral of the story:

Blindly enforcing laws without wisdom can
lead to unintended consequences.

Hamid Hossain Block A5, Camp 04
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives
Jamuluk and Shamaruk

In a distant kingdom, a great king had one son
nhamed Jamuluk. One day, Jamuluk went hunting
in the forest with his companions. Despite days
of effort, they couldnt cafch a single deer
Exhausted, they rested when suddenly, a chariot
made of light landed nearby. From it emerged a
stunning fairy-like girl named Shamaruk. Jamuluk
was mesmerized.

She looked at him with eyes like shining stars and
asked:

“Who are you?”

Jamuluk trembled and replied:
‘I... I am a human.”
She smiled mysteriously and said, “I am a fairy.”
At once, Jamuluk fainted, overwhelmed by her beauty. The fairy gently sprinkled water
over his eyes, and slowly he came 1o his senses. As the sun began fo set and time slipped
away, she looked at him with urgency in her eyes and spoke her last words:
“I'm a fairy princess of Hemapur.
One day, a demon disguised as beggar came to our home.

My mother promised him anything he wanted, when I was in her womb”
Shamaruk looked at Jamuluk with eyes like shimmering lanterns over the river and said,
“You are human, and I am a fairy. We cannot meet again, for your lifespan will not match
mine.”

And like the morning mist of winter, she vanished.
JamuluK's heart burned with longing. With his companions, he crossed swamps, dense
forests, and rolling hills, searching for her. One day, along a dusty village path, he saw a

strange dog tugging his lungi. Jamuluk followed it to a small hut where an elderly woman
sat weaving mats.
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‘Do not fear this dog,” she said. Her voice was as soft as the sea breeze. “It is King
Shahpur, cursed long ago by a woman whose clothes were hidden while she bathed in
the pond. That curse turned the mighty king into a dog.”

Recognizing Jamuluk's determination, the woman gave him a mocha of rice and a golden
crown that could make him invisible. She taught Jamuluk three magic tricks: The first
was fo become invisible. The second was to return to normal, the third was to become
extremely strong. The crown had immense power to destroy any harm. Soon, deep in the
forest, he discovered a black demon trapped under a giant rock. With courage, Jamuluk
liffed the rock and freed it. The demon bowed low and said:

“You have released me from a long curse.
Tell me, how can I repay you?”

Jamuluk replied:
“T am searching for Shamaruk, the fairy of Hemapur”

The demon warned, “You cannot go there. The journey is long, perilous, and you as a
human- your lifespan is short, you may die on the way. But I can guide you.”

The demon transported Jamuluk to Shamaruk’s palace, a shining structure on a hill
with a roof sparkling like stars. There he saw eleven loyal helping hands who fulfilled
the fairy's every need. The demon also whispered the magic words fo him to summon
Shamaruk. The Golden Crown or Jamuluk's human presence acted as a “key” that
allowed the demon to bypass the palace’'s magical defenses.

When the helping hands departed after their chores, Shamaruk smelled the human near
her, though she was a fairy. Shamaruk also liked Jamuluk at the first meet up. She was
looking for Jamuluk. She whispered:

“If you have come for me, show yourself!”

Jamuluk removed the invisibility crown and revealed himself. Overjoyed, they fainted in
each other’'s arms, the magic of the forest and the scent of jasmine surrounding them.

Shamaruk, astonished, asked:
“How did you manage to come here, across hills, rivers, and danger?”

He explained everything.
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Shamaruk ordered her helping hands to bring rice three times daily, but each time, the
aroma seemed fo whisper Jamuluk's a human presence. The eldest helper, Loki Shuki,
said:

“Fairy, the walls have no eyes, yet the heart sees all.
A fragrance of the earth has filled this palace, and the rice whispers a name.
Is it the mortal Jamuluk, of whom you have spoken in your sighs?
If he is here, do not hide the sun behind a veil. Let him be seen.”

Shamaruk tried o hide him, Jamuluk took shower in fairyland, the magic of the river
water and the moonlight made Jamuluk glow with radiance, even more handsome.

Excited, Loki Shuki ran fo tell Shamaruk's grandparents. Shamaruk was requested by
them to reveal Jamuluk. In a ceremony by a sparkling pond, water swirling like silver
threads, Shamaruk and Jamuluk were married. Fish leapt and lotus flowers opened as
if celebrating.

But danger was not gone. The black demon, aware of Jamuluk, arrived at the bridal
chamber. As the demon entered the bridal chamber, its form began to shiff. The black
shadows fell away to reveal the tattered rags of the beggar who had cursed the Queen'’s
womb years ago. T have used you fo find my prize,” the beggar hissed. But Jamuluk
stood firm. Raising the golden crown, he unleashed the light of a thousand suns. With
the magical crown, with a mighty beam of light, Jamuluk struck the demon, beating it
fiercely until its bones crumbled to dust and defeated the beggar. Their love triumphed.

Moral of the story:

True love defies boundaries—between
worlds, species, and fate itself.

Rashid Ahammad (60) from Block A6 Camp 12.

39



gya Folk Narratives

ion of Rol

lect
O)OO@ 336(3]

C
0 COD

o
o

C
C

c
Q00D 320

IL

C

C
C

(¢}

23
°GOO’)C\)&?

IL
o

C

oD

o
o

3l

€ q
31
weg(oge

(¢]
C

o

©p)]

ODSLCD

(78]

c
o

o
o

ULYRO34S qoeog0d

c

P50
C
C

9°9P

c?’)

5
@II U)@Gi

o
o

o
o
C

L

001610V

o C

QOE20D OOC

o

O CN

%

o

o
o

060l

cocC

CDQ)SH?('D 6O

QoD

o
o

¢ (9]
oD
Lo

C
i>leplov]l|

o

C
(T)G[g

N

(9]
o
o
¢
(00)
(¢]

U)(gGOO’)(VS (78.1‘?@
@(X%C\% (@p]0]210)
¢ oglye

o
o

(28]

o
o

C
00 600D C

]

IL

®G<?°
QIéU)’J JG%OD?LI cO

C

99° elopadome(op

ONLB

o
o

C [2] "'
22030l OO
(2]

Hep)
IL

(9]

3206000

C
C
(033
C
ol

C 2]

N

C

(Tg_l?@(f) G(DG’)(IfG]_ GL?U)OD@

"

C C
0)03&"

it

L

(9}

¢

¢

o
o

(58]

40

o
o

C

| (78]?6

o
o

90

N

o
o
CN

IL

00000008’)
¢}
IL

2o
L

C

L

G302C30

C
C

o
o

C\I?GU)OO

(c]eppleV) GST

o

CON VOO

C

P

C
]
Lo
Olons”

o

"
9

c
[0]
GJ]G

o
o

00 8]

o

T

C
0 69

o
o

%5

83’BCQﬂ’)

L



C

OOOcLIOM

[
o

MGeCO

o
o

IL
o
o

8?’)

C u8
30D CVDOD
&

P
?O\)@II 90

IL

Wggo>

D0
GO0

2}
OD@S({Pg
C o

C

¢
2020000CE2D ?Cf)

c

ODO’JOD[E G(DQ’J(I{qO?O Gq_)

IL Lo

(9}

o

41



Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives

The Story of the Crow and the Peacock

Once upon a fime, people lived a happy and
peaceful life in a quiet village. In a distant country—
like Burma—people migrated and setftled in an
unknown land. There lived a crow with the people.
We locally call this bird a Kaowa. One day, the crow
saw a peacock. The crow was fascinated by the
peacock’s physique, colorful feathers, charming
dance, and attractive posture.

Looking at himself, the crow suddenly began to
suffer from an inferiority complex. His thoughts—
My skin color is so dark, how vibrant the colors
are on the peacock’s body! The crow muttered:

“Oh! If only I were as beautiful as the peacock!
If only I had such colorful feathers, if only I could dance..!”

To make his dream a reality, the crow started wandering around the forest gathering
fallen peacock feathers. One by one, he started putting all the feathers on himself. He
tucked the peacock feathers in between his own black feathers, until his black feathers
eventually got covered by those of the peacock’s. Immediately after that, he went near
a pond to look at his reflection in the water and uttered:

“Wow! See how beauftiful I look!
Now I am as gorgeous as the peacock!”

Then he started walking and dancing like a peacock, practicing peacock moves, gestures
and postures for a long time. The birds around the crow easily noticed his peculiar
appearance and unusual behavior.

In no time, they understood that it was not a peacock, but a crow. The crow's feathers
might be black in color, but they are very smooth. It's true that the peacock feathers
changed the crow's color and external look, but the feathers looked rough on him,
which was easily noticeable to anyone.

The birds started criticizing the crow in a harsh tone, saying:

“This is deception!
He wants to hide his own identity and take the form of someone else.”
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The birds were irritated at the crow's denial of his own species. At one point, everyone
got angry and tore off all the feathers the crow painstakingly put on. The crow was

humiliated. Because of his action, the entire crow species was stigmatized. At that time,
a peacock said:

“The crow made a mistake by forgetting his lineage.
He forgot that true beauty and dignity lie not in
external appearance but in self-respect.
One cannot maintain one’s honor by wearing someone else’s attire,
it is humiliating and non-permanent.”

These words had a profound impact on the crow. He understood— Thinking oneself
inferior to others, hiding one’s identity and always frying to be like others is a form of

self-denial. Everyone has a unique identity, a different beauty, and a self-identity given
by nature.

Moral of the story:

We should accept ourselves the way
we are and learn to improve ourselves positively.

Fr
1

Hossain Ali (62) from Camp 22, Block D1
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The Unheard Story

Once upon a time there lived an emperor. He only
had a daughter and no other children. When the
princess reached her age, when she was ready for
the marriage, the emperor announced:

“T'll marry my daughter off to the groom
who tfells me a story that I've never heard before.”

The emperor added, “My only condition is that
T'll sever their heads whoever tells me any stories
that I've already heard.”

This competition continued for twenty-four (24)
hours. Highly intelligent and educated kings,
princes, and young men from home and abroad participated there. But hone could tell
the emperor any such stories that were “Unheard” to him. Whatever the participants
said, the emperor had heard the stories before. As a result, the throats of many young
men were cut off. As innumerable young men lost their lives, the whole area became
almost as male-free as present-day Burma.

A young boy from a poor family told his mother that he wanted to take part in the
competition. The father of that boy had died when he was young and had left no wealth.
At first, his mother was terrified and forbade.

As the boy was determined on his decision, the mother permitted at last. She cooked
chicken for her son and fed the boy with care and compassion. But the mother was
worried, thinking that her son might not return to her. Reaching the royal court, the
boy said:

“My grandfather crafted a basket bigger than a kani of land!
And he owed that one basket silver coin from the emperor”

If the emperor had heard that story before, then perhaps the boy would have been
beheaded. The mother of that boy would have been very rich if he had not heard that
before. Moreover, the boy could marry the princess.

The ministers asked the emperor, “Your Highness! Have you ever heard of this story?”

The emperor thought for a long time and realized that he could not manage one basket
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silver coin even if he sold his entire kingdom. Therefore, the king said:

“T've never listened fo this sfory.
You may take my daughter”

The king was shocked as he had never heard of such a thing before! The ministers

enquired too. They also found that the king had indeed never heard of such a thing

before. Consequently, according to the emperor’'s declaration, the poor boy married
the princess.

Moral of the story:

Like a fairy tale, justice is inevitable.

Abdul Jalil (65) from Block D4, Camp 19.
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Tripan Path

In a village of Burma, there lived a widow with her child. The boy studied at a madrasa.
Every day he would go to the madrasa, and at home he would sit under the lamp in the
evening and study.

Seeing such hard work, one day the widow mother called her son and said,

— "I see you study a lot. Tell me, have you read the Tripan Path?”

The boy, surprised, asked,

— “Tripan Path? I have never even heard of such a thing!”

The mother said,

— “Then go, learn the Tripan Path. Without learning it, one cannot know the true lesson
of life.”

The boy asked, “Where is it taught? How is it learned? From whom should I study it?”
The mother replied, “If you set out to learn, you will find the answers yourself. That is
the way of learning.”

So, the boy set off, determined to discover what
the Tripan Path was.

On the road, he met an elderly woman. She asked
him,

— “"Where are you going, my child?”

The boy replied,

— "I am going to learn the Tripan Path.”

The woman laughed and said,

— “Then come, learn it from me.”

The lesson began. The boy went with the woman.
She said:

“My husband has gone to the shop.
Your task is to make sure that no one in this house sees you except me.
Not even my husband. If he sees you, he will be furious.
You must hide wherever you can. For now, hide behind the door”

After a while, her husband returned, stayed in the house for a bit, and then went out
again. The woman said:

— “Now, eat your rice—but quietly.

Even if the house were full of people, no one should know you are here.”

A while later, the husband returned again. This time, she hid him under the bed.
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The lessons continued—sometimes hiding under the mat, sometimes inside the cup-
board, sometimes inside a large cooking pot with the lid shut tight.

Every time the husband came, the boy would be hidden somewhere, and the time
spent hiding was often very long. Slowly, the boy began to understand—this hiding,
this silence, this holding of breath—was like life's many hard moments when one must
restrain oneself, make oneself invisible, and endure quietly.

But over those days, the husband began to suspect that there was a third person in the
house. Every day he searched here and there, but each time he was disappointed.

One day, the woman said,

— “Today is your final lesson. Now, go and hide inside the water fank.”

The boy did as fold. This time, the husband searched the whole house but left out only
one place—the room beside the water tank. He thought to himself, If my suspicion is
correct, then the only possible place left is this room beside the water tank.

So he said, I will set fire fo this room. If anyone is inside, they will burn fo ashes; if

no one is there, my suspicion will end. And so, he set the room beside the water tank
ablaze.

The boy, trembling with fear, stayed inside the water tank. After a while, he came out.
The woman then told him,

— “That was the final lesson of the Tripan Path. You have passed. In every stage of life,
a person must hide, endure, and, in the end, come out with courage.”

The boy returned home and told his mother,
— “Mother, I have passed the Tripan Path.”

Moral of the story:
True education comes from the experience of
facing the harsh realities of life.

iy

Ummey Honey (63) from Block B7, Camp 19.
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Friendship is a Single Soul Dwelling in Two Bodies

Once there lived two friends, named Rashed and Jasim. They grew up together since
childhood. They even ate, played and slept together for eight years. In a word, they were
each other’s shadow for a very long time.

One day they went out in search of work. They
found a job in the village. The job was to dig soil
with a spade and shovel. Although the work was
hard, they agreed. Taking the spades in hands,
instantly, they both started working.

But suddenly, there was an accident! While
working, Rashed’s spade unintentionally slipped
and hit Jasim's head. Jasim instantly fell to the
ground- unable fo move. Rashed trembled with
fear and started crying profusely:

“T killed him...! Oh, my dear brother...!
He was everything to me...l”

Just then their employer arrived.

The employer said, “Why are you crying now? The man you killed was created by
almighty Allah. Whoever has the right to create, also has the right to kill. Who are you
to kill or destroy someone else’s creation?”

The employer wasted no time and immediately called the police. The police arrived and
arrested Rashed and took him to the police station.
Police Officer said:

“You've committed a murder. You may be hanged for this crime.
Do you have any last wishes? Do you have anything to say?”

Rashed said sadly, “My parents are very old. I just want to see them once.”
The Police Officer said, “But promise me, you will come back after meeting them.”
Rashed (Wiping his eyes):

‘T promise, I will refurn.”

The police let him go.
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Time passed. Rashed did not return. Finding no other way, police arrested the employ-
er, as he was the only withess of the incident.

Just right then, another miracle happened—Jasim, whom everyone thought was dead,
smilingly walked there.

People said with surprise:
“Is this you Jasim!

Didn't you just die?”

Jasim said, “No brother, I was unconscious as the spade hit my head. Now I am per-
fectly alright!”

Everyone was shocked! In the end, it was proven that Rashed did not do anything in-
tentionally. Thus, the truth friumphed.

Moral of the story:

Mistakes happen, and they should not be judged
without understanding the full context.

Hosen Ali (62) from Block D1, Camp 22.
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives
Emperor Akbar and the Marriage of His Seven Sons

Once upon a time there was a benevolent emperor named Akbar. He had seven sons.
He made each of them educated and scholars. When the sons reached the age of
marriage, the king consulted with his wife:

“It is time to get our sons married.”

The emperor’s wife said, “If you marry our seven
sons off to daughters from seven different
families, jealousy and hatred may arise. Instead,
find a family where there are seven daughters—
only then will the brothers live happily together”

Pleased with this advice, the emperor sent his two
trusted courtiers—Wazir and Nazir—to find suitable
families and daughters. Affer much searching,
they found a noble woman named Hasina. She
also had exactly seven daughters. Her home was
in Kohe Kaaf. On behalf of the emperor, Wazir and
Nazir proposed to the noble woman Hasina for
the marriage of seven princes. Hasina said:

“My daughters are willing to marry the emperor’s sons.
But the grooms must come from the kingdom of Oman.
So that I can say that I have married my daughters tfo grooms from Oman.”

Upon hearing the condition of Hasina, the emperor accepted that and called his sons.
He told everyone about the woman's proposal. Everyone agreed for the marriage except
the youngest son. He said, “Father, o whom will you leave such a large kingdom while
you stay in Kohe Kaaf? Leave me here, I will take care of the kingdom.”

The emperor accepted his youngest son's point of view with pleasure and set off for
Kohe Kaaf with his six sons. The marriages were arranged. But then Hasina asked the
emperor:

“T have seven daughters, why did you bring only six of your sons?”

Hasina's youngest daughter said, “My marriage has already been fixed, I will go o Oman
and start a family with him.” Hasina agreed, and put all her seven daughters on the ship.
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On their way back, a huge storm hit, and the ship sank. They floated o an unknown
island. There lived a huge python. The snake’'s breath made six princes unconscious.
Right at that time, the youngest prince dreamt that his brothers were in danger. He left
the kingdom to rescue his brothers. He had his beloved sword in his hand.

The youngest prince confronted the snake and cut it info pieces with his sword. Final-
ly, he rescued his brothers. But his six brothers, blinded by jealousy, could not believe
him. One by one, they cut off the hands and feet of their younger brother and threw
them into the woods.

The youngest daughter of Hasina (Whom the youngest prince was supposed to marry)
saw the youngest prince and began to take care of him. The prince suggested 1o her,
“If you ever love someone, remember that I will be there. If you see a young man on
the way, call him ‘brother’, and if you see an old man, call him ‘father'”

Refurning home, Hasina's youngest daughter discovered that the prince was nowhere
to be found. She set out again in search of him. Then she met a bird-seller who fold

her that a young man with his arms and legs cut off was lying under a tree. The girl

realized that he was her future husband. With the help of a local snake charmer, she
brought medicine and cured the youngest prince.

Meanwhile, one day, a huge fair was held in that area. The prince half-buried a sword
in the ground and announced:
‘T will marry the girl who liffs this sword!”

Many tried and failed. Finally, the princess came, and lifted the sword easily. They were
married.

After the fair, the prince regained his strength, and forgave his brothers. He returned
to the kingdom and lived in peace. Seven daughters of Hasina, who was living in Oman,
also lived happily ever after.

Moral of the story:
Jealousy destroys, but love and forgiveness restore peace.

Jj__li

Mohammad Ishaque (60) from Block B5, Camp 19.
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives
Dilbattar

Once upon a time, in a certain land, there was a king who owned a special mare. One
day, the mare was stolen. The king summoned his ministers and courtiers, and together
they set out to search for it.

On that same day, three men from a nearby village were also traveling in search of work.
As they walked, one of them said, “The horse that passed this way has one broken leg.”

Another said, “Not only is one leg broken, but the horse is also blind in one eye.”
Then the third added, “Not only is it blind in one eye, but it's also a mare.”

While they were talking, one of the king's men, searching for the stolen horse, overheard
them. Suspecting them to be thieves, he captured
them and brought them to the royal court.

When the king asked why they had stolen his
horse, they replied:
— “We did not steal your horse.”

The king challenged them:

— "If you didn't steal it, then how do you know it
is a mare, that it has one broken leg, and that it is
blind in one eye?”

They explained:

— “While walking along the road, we saw a puddle
of horse urine in one spot. From its smell and
appearance, we could tell it was a mare. We also saw that it had eaten grass only from
one side of the path, which told us it was blind in one eye. And along the road, we saw
sefs of three hoofprints, with one leg never tfouching the ground — that's how we knew
one leg was broken.”

The king was impressed yet curious, then asked,
— "If you are so clever, can you count and predict things as well?”
They replied, “Yes.”

The king then gave them a challenge:

— “Tomorrow morning, a woman in this village will give birth. I want you to tell me, after
you wake up in the morning, whether the child will be a boy or a girl. Whoever guesses
correctly will marry my daughter”
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The three men began to think deeply about how to answer correctly. They discussed
it among themselves. The king's daughter, while going to fetfch water from the pond,
overheard their conversation. One of the men quietly went to the house where the birth
would take place, hoping to get some information. When he arrived, he heard the adhan
(call to prayer) coming from inside, which told him a baby boy had been born. The boy
was named Dilbattar.

The princess learned that they had discovered the baby's gender and realized this
meant her father would give her in marriage to the man. She began crying and begged
her father not to let it happen.

The king went to the baby's house and said,
— "I want to buy Dilbattar. He will live in my palace, and you can visit him whenever you
wish.”

The family agreed. The king took Dilbattar, placed him in a box, and set him afloat in a
canal so that no one could prove a boy had been born. Later, someone from another
household found the box and raised the boy. Dilbattar grew up and was eventually
enrolled in school.

One day, while Dilbattar was reading aloud, the king passed by on his way 1o the city and
heard his voice. The king thought to himself, “There are no children in this house... who
could this boy be?”

When he asked the family, they fold him they had found the boy abandoned. The king
realized this was the same child he had tried fo get rid of years ago — the one who was
destined to marry his daughter.

Determined to avoid this fate, the king devised a plan. He told the family:
— "I need to send a message to my palace. If I send the boy with the lefter, will you allow
him to go? I will even give him some money.”
They agreed.
In the letter, the king wrote instructions for his vizier:
“As soon as this boy arrives, kill him.”

Dilbattar set out with the letter foward the king's palace.

Meanwhile, the three men from years ago — the ones who had made the original bet
with the king — saw him and immediately recognized him as Dilbattar. Realizing he might
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be in danger, they asked to see the paper he was carrying. When they held it up to the
sunlight to read, by Allah’s will, the writing miraculously changed.

The new message now read:
“As soon as this boy arrives, marry him to my daughter”

When Dilbattar delivered the lefter to the vizier, the vizier read it and immediately
arranged the marriage between Dilbattar and the princess.

When the king returned from the city, he was shocked to see Dilbattar playing in a swing
with his daughter. He demanded an explanation. The vizier replied:

— "Your Majesty, we followed your leffer exactly as it was written. We married your
daughter fo the boy.”

The king snatfched the lefter and read it, only fo see the miraculous words: “As soon as
this boy arrives, marry him to my daughter”

Humiliated, the king fled his country in shame.
Moral of the story:

Keep your words as you promised otherwise
you will be humiliated

Anowar Begum (60) from Block C1, Camp 4.
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives
A Badsha and His Seven Daughters

Once upon a time, there was a Badsha who had seven daughters. One day, the king fell
ill. As his illness worsened, he called his seven daughters and said:

— “Oh... my dear daughters, I have become seriously ill. I may even die soon. Before I
die, I want to divide my wealth and possessions among you. Tell me, what do you each
want?”

One daughter said, “T will take your carpet”
Another said, “I will take your property.”

Another said, “I will take your royal crown.”

In this way, each daughter named what she wanted
— until the youngest said:

— "I want your aunty.”

Now, this request greatly displeased the Kking
because the aunty was a woman of divine nature
(Qudrati aunty). Out of anger, the king decided to
take his youngest daughter far away and abandon
her.

One day, the king told his wife to prepare a mocha (food bundle wrapped in cloth). He
took the bundle and set off with his daughter, walking deep into the forest. After they
had eaten the food, the king led her intfo an even more desolate part of the jungle. As
they walked, the daughter became weak and asked her father to stop so she could rest.

She soon fell asleep.
Taking advantage of the moment, the king quietly left her there.

When the girl woke up, she found her father was gone — and all around her she could
hear the growls of tigers and bears. She began to scream and cry out of terror.

Her cries shook the very Throne of Allah, and by Allah’'s command, a tree split open
before her eyes. Just as the tiger and bear were rushing toward her, she ran into the
crack of a tree. The tree-crack closed and protected her by Allah’s will.

Inside the tree, she found food provided miraculously by Allah, and she lived there for
some tfime.
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When her menstrual period came, she could no longer stay inside the sacred tree. The
tree opened, and she sfepped outside. There, she found — by Allah's command — a
raised bamboo platform (tong) built for her, where she could be safe from wild animals.
Crying, she took shelter on the tong.

One day, some woodcutters came 1o the forest to cut trees and bamboo. They saw the
girl and asked:
— "“Oh little one, are you a ghost, a spirit, or something else?”

She replied:

— "I am not a ghost or a spirit. My father was a king. When he asked us what we wanted
from him, I asked for my Qudrati aunty. Out of anger, he abandoned me in this forest”
The news of the girl's beauty and mysterious sftory spread quickly, and soon a crowd of
people came fo see her.

Among them, one man said, “T will take her”
Another said, “No, I will fake her”

Four men wanted to marry her because she was
extraordinarily beautiful.

The girl said:

— "I do not care if @ man is rich or poor. I will go
with the one who can feed me through his own
hard work.”

So, she went with one woodcutter, married him,
and had children with him.

Meanwhile, the king recovered from his illness — he had not died. But over time, he lost
all his wealth and became a beggar.

One day, while going door fo door begging, he arrived at the house of the youngest
daughter he had abandoned. He did not know it was her home.

From inside, the daughter recognized her father but chose not to reveal his identity to
protect herself in her in-laws” home. Instead, she sent one of her children fo give him

some food.

On the other hand, the king also caught a glimpse of his daughter and recognized her
— but he, foo, did not reveal himself.

71



Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives

When he returned home, he fold his wife:

— "Ah... How great is Allah’s power! In the deep forest, among figers and bears, my
daughter has survived.”

Hearing this, the queen’s heart ached to see her daughter. She asked the king to take
her there.

But the king replied with despair,
— "How can I take you? I have done a terrible thing..”
And so, they could not go.

Moral of the story:

Discrimination, injustice, and wrongdoing
lead to ruin

Tahera Begum (55) from Block A3, Camp 4.
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Collection of Rohingya Folk Narratives
Dula and the Seven Brothers

Once upon a time there was a king who had eight children. Among them was one girl
named Dula and seven boys. The king and the queen passed away immediately after the
children were born. Affer their parents’ death, the seven brothers raised their one sister
with love and care from childhood. Gradually, all seven brothers got married. Among
the brothers’ wives, the eldest wife had to do all the work. Because of this workload, she
looked like an elderly woman.

One day, the eldest wife fold her sister-in-law,
“‘Come with me to the field.” Dula and the eldest
wife went to the field, and the seven brothers went
to a distant land to work. In the past, people used
to seek work in faraway lands.

The eldest wife spread out the paddy to dry, and
birds came there to eat the paddy. So, the eldest
wife said, “Dula, chase away the birds, drive them
away.”

Just then they saw a kite (bird of prey) carrying a
big two-handful fish in its beak! So, Dula said to the
eldest wife, “Sister-in-law, look the kite is bringing
such a big fish!” Then the eldest wife said:

“Oh kite, instead of the fish, take my dear Dula.”

Then the kite dropped the fish, grabbed Dula with its big feet just as it would lift a load
high up, and carried her far away, flying and flying. The kite took her to a place where
there were many big Kadamba trees. In those trees, the kites had built nests and were
raising chicks.

When the eldest wife returned home, and when the other sisters-in-law didnt see Dula,
they asked:

“Where is Dula?”

The eldest wife answered, “She went to check the paddy, and there a kite came and flew
away with her!!”

The other wives then said, “When the brothers get back from work, what will we tell
them?”
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The seven wives were in frouble. They were just thinking, “What will we do now?”

Finding no other way out, they made a plan. Inside the house they dug a grave and
buried a banana tree, aligning it north-south. They said that it was Dula’s grave. They
would sit under the tree, rest, and enjoy the breeze.

After a month, the brothers returned home. They bathed and came to sit under that tree
for fresh air.

One day, the seven brothers went fo the market. They heard that somebody was singing
a lullaby on a Kadamba tree:

“Sleep far from the kite's place, sleep, whoever you are.”

Upon careful listening, the youngest brother recognized the voice and told others, “This
is our sister Dula’'s voice!” Then the seven brothers asked:

“Why would our sister be up in this free?”

Thinking this, one brother after another climbed
the big kadamba tree.

There they saw that their sisfer's hair was tied to
the free branches, and there was the kife's nest
and kite chicks in it. The brothers cut her hair and
brought her down.

Then they asked her how she got there. Dula
fold them, “Dont tfake me home now, keep me
somewhere else and first ask the wives what they
say.”

They went home and called the wives, asking,
“Where is our sister?” The wives said, “You just
came from outside, rest, wash your hands and face, and slowly we will tell you Dula's
story.”

The brothers said, “We will not enter the house. Bring our sisfer first. We seven brothers

gave our only sister to you seven wives, and you could not take care of her? You must
return her to us.”
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the wives replied, “Right after you left for work, she became ill, and because of her severe
sickness she died. We could not find people to bury her, so we buried her near the
house.” They showed them the burried banana tree aligned north-south, saying:

“This is your sister's grave.”

Two brothers went to bring Dula, while the others dug the grave. When they dug, they
saw there was no corpse in there, but a banana tree. Then the two brothers brought their
sister and sftood her by the door.

From this it became clear how the sister-in-law (eldest wife) tormented and mistreated
Dula.

Dula explained everything to the other wives — how the kite had taken her away. Affer
hearing the whole story, the six other wives together dug a big pit inside the house, threw

the eldest wife into it, and covered it with soil. From then on, everyone lived happily ever
after.

Moral of the story:

Cruelty and deceit will be exposed - Lies and
mistreatment may hide the truth for a while,
but eventually the truth comes to light.

Setara Begum (45) from Block D4 of Camp 19
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The Land Where Humans Turn to Silence

There was a king who had two sons. One day, the
mother of the children suddenly died. A few days
after her death, the king remarried.

A few days after his marriage, his two children
from his previous wife started going to school.
They went to school on time, studied regularly,
and then came back to play. The two sons offen
passed the time by playing with the Danguli. While
playing with the Danguli, the stick flew off and fell
in the yard. This annoyed their stepmother. She
considered the matter a nuisance and became
angry. She shouted:

“When the boys return from school, the father is not sending them to herd the cows, nor
is he sending them tfo the river fo fish, why are the boys bothering me so much!”

Saying this, the stepmother took away the Danguli. Two brothers went fo their step
mother and begged her fo give them back.
But the mother did not! Two sons fought and forcibly took the Danguli from their mother.

In anger, the stepmother decided to take revenge. She resorted to hypocrisy.

The stepmother ruffled her hair and sat at the kitchen door of the house. Sitting there,
she waited for the king. When the king came home, he called his wife as usual, shouted
loudly and kept searching. But the wife did not speak.

“Why are you not speaking, wife?” He did not get any answer,

“Why are you sitting like this?”

The wife said, “What else can I do? You have leff so many devils in your house! Look
what your sons are doing to me! If your sons are in this house, I will not stay. I will leave.”
Hearing this, the king became angry and said:

“Today I am going to kill them both.”

He brought a stick and kept it in the house, so that when the sons finish playing, they
will kill them. There is an old woman next to their house. The old woman was observing
everything from the beginning, before things got worse, she called the boys.

“Come here, grandson.”
The boys said, “What happened, grandmother?”
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The old woman said, “Your mother complained fo your father that you had beaten her!
Now your father might punish you.”

The boys said, “Grandma, what should we do now?”

The grandmother said, “Don't go home now. Stay in my house”

When night gradually fell, the old woman slaughtered the chicken she had, cooked it and
made two rice cakes for two brothers. As soon as the king left the house at the time of
the Fajr prayer, the old grandmother sent the boys out. She said:

“Go wherever your eyes fake you.”

The boys started their journey fo an unknown destination. They went on and on and
reached another kingdom. The two boys went there and did not know their home, nor
their father. They went to a hill and sat down.

Sitting down, the younger brother rested his head on the elder brother's thigh and soon
fell asleep. The elder brother worried that his sibling might be thirsty, and thought,

“T must bring some water”

Gently, he placed the younger brother’'s head on the ground and prepared fo go. Buf a
thought struck him:

“If I go to fetch water, my brother might wake and not see me”

Determined, he tore his shirt info pieces to mark his path and set out in search of water.
As he walked, he tore his shirt piece by piece and left a mark. When the shirt was gone,
he fore his lungi and continued onward. At last, just as the final piece was used, he found
water. While collecting water from the well, he met another prince of that kingdom and
told him about their helplessness.

The younger brother woke up and saw that his elder brother was not there! He saw his
brother’s shirt torn. He followed the pieces of his elder brother’s shirt and found the forn
pieces of the lungi. Then he found the water, but did not find his brother.

He met another old woman, who had gone there for water. The old woman said:

“Whose son, whose grandson are you?
You are playing with water here alone!”

To answer her, the boy told her that he is in a lot of frouble. He has no parents, and no
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place fo stay. The old woman was very sad, she felt it was her responsibility fo help the
boy in such a crisis. Thinking that God had sent the boy to the old woman for help. The
old woman said, “Okay! Come, come with me.” The old woman kept the boy in her room.

There was a ship owner in that kingdom. He used to sail ships from the river fo the
oceans. He had a dream that if he wanted fo be safe, he would have to give a boy fo the
invisible demons in the sea, sacrifice him. When he didn't find any boy elsewhere, he
requested the king fo do something.

Then the king revealed to him a secret:
A boy was hiding in the house of an old woman.

The ship owner went to the old woman and demanded the boy, but she refused fo hand
him over.

At last, through clever words and false kindness,
the ship owner persuaded the boy fo play near the
river. The river flowed directly into the sea. While
playing Danguli, the stick slipped from his hand
and fell into the water.

The ship owner noticed this at once and asked,
“What was that which fell info the water?”

The boy replied innocently, “Those are my Dangulis.”
The ship owner ordered him, “Go into the water
and bring them back”

The boy said fearfully, “How can I go info such
deep water?”

The boy was forced. With no other choice, the boy

went info the water. As he dived deeper in search of the Danguli, he suddenly discovered
a hidden path beneath the waves. Following it, he came upon a small boat resting silently
in the depths.

A young girl was laid inside that boat. She looked motionless and pale like a corpse. She

did not breathe, and her senses were gone. The boy was shocked and thought,
“Why is there a dead girl here, under the water?”
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As he stood wondering, he noticed two knives—one placed near the girl's head and the
other near her feet. Understanding that this was no ordinary magic, the boy carefully
swapped the knives, placing the one near her head by her feet and the one near her
feet by her head.

At once, a miracle occurred.
The girl gasped for breath, her eyes fluttered open, and life retfurned to her body. As
soon as the boy entered the land of the demons, they caught the scent of a human.

Enraged and alert, the demons rushed foward him with terrifying speed.

Using their dark magic, the demons seized the boy and bound him forever just as they
had done fo the girl—trapping him between life and death, frozen in silence for eternity.

Moral of the story:

Not every hidden path is meant to be walked, and not
every command should be obeyed. Those who act
without understanding may fall into traps set by fate.

Hajera Begum (60) from Camp 22.
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Golden Flute House

A long time ago. The king of a Rakhine kingdom had only one daughter, her name was
Kajili Koinya. She was unique in appearance and qualities. One day, he came to the royal
court and annhounced—

“The one who builds a golden flute house for me, I
will marry him. And the one who fails, a shameful
punishment awaits him in the small market”

This news spread throughout the kingdom. Rich
and poor, princes and saints, everyone started
thinking—how will they build this miraculous
house?

In that kingdom, there was a poor boy named
Chunaikka. As soon as he heard this, he ran to his
mother,

“Mother, let me try. I will go and build a golden flute house!”

Mother said,

“Dear son, you don't even know how big a condition that is. Kajili wants a house made
of golden aukili, golden shield, and golden flute! You are the son of a poor family, how
can you do that?”

But Chunaikka was adamant. The mother’'s heart melted. The next morning, the mother
cooked rice for him and tied him up in a towel. The boy quietly set off on an unknown
journey along the village path. As he went, he remembered that anything is possible
if there are the blessings of the elders. He took the blessings and went forward with
courage.

He first went to his uncle.
On hearing this, his uncle said,
“What kind of nephew are you! A boy from a poor family wants to build a house with a

golden flute!”

Chunaikka was speechless. He visited one uncle’'s house after another and finally
reached his grandmother.
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Hearing everything, his grandmother took a deep breath and said,
“Dear son, fake this one bundle. Open it when the sun rises, not before. Your blessings
are in this bundle.”

Chunaikka returned to the kingdom. At that tfime, a competition was going on in the
palace. Many rich people had built houses—sometimes made of silver, sometimes of
gems, but none of the houses could touch the
heart of the Kajili Koinya.

Just then, Chunaikka came and stood quietly.

He untied the bundle as the sun rose. Immediately,
light shone all around! From that bundle came
a golden pole, a golden flute, and a miraculous
building power.

Chunaikka built a perfect golden flute house with
his own hands.

Everyone was surprised! The king could not
believe his eyes. He had kept his word. He married
Princess Kajili koinya to Chunaikka, the son of that poor house.

Chunaikka and Kajili ruled the kingdom together in happiness and peace for many years.
And that golden flute house became a symbol of love and unwavering commitment.

Moral of the story:

With blessings, hard work, and perseverance, even
the impossible becomes possible.

Nur Bahar from Block B20, Camp 03.
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Fairy in the Form of a Monkey

In a faraway kingdom, there lived a kind king hamed Domo Satra. He had seven sons.
One day he decided to marry off his sons. He found seven brides from seven provinces.

Six princesses from six provinces came—beautiful, educated, and virtuous. And the
bride from one country came in a completely different way!

She came dressed like a monkey—with a dangling
tail, a mask on her face, and a completely strange
outfit!

This strange girl was the fate of the youngest son.

The youngest son was saddened.

—"All the brothers have such beautiful wives, and
mine is like a monkey!”

He felt sad.

There was a rule. Affer the wedding, the wives of

the seven brothers would celebrate a day at their father's house one by one. The eldest
wife started, then everyone else.

Everyone's ceremony included a variety of food, decoration, music, and fun games.
The second eldest also celebrated with all her heart and skill, decorated the house with
flowers, preparing the finest desserts, and inviting her family o celebrate the day.

On the last day, it was the youngest wife's turn.
Consequently, the six sons’ wives each celebrated their own day, filling the house with
laughter, music, and feasts. Now, it was the turn of the youngest wife to hold her celebration.

The little boy thought, “How will T celebrate with a wife like a monkey?”

Then the little wife smiled sweetly and said,
—"Dont worry, I also have a family. You'll see what a real celebration looks like!”

The next morning, the youngest wife's parents came from a distant land. They brought

food cooked in golden pots, sweets on silver plates, and beautiful decorations. There was
Saffron Kurman, Polao, Sun Peda, Starry Jilapi.
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When the king woke up, he squinted his eyes and saw that it was like a hew kingdom in
the palace!

Everyone said, “The youngest wife's celebration was the most beautiful!”

But the youngest boy noticed,

During the day, his wife was like a monkey,
And at night she became a fairy of wonderful beauty!

Because she was not an ordinary woman;
He thought, “Surely she is a magical fairy!”

One night, he quietly saw his wife take off her monkey skin and stand in the moonlight
as a fairy. She was so beautiful, he couldnt take his eyes off her.

The youngest boy thought, “She’s like the queen of dreams. I don't want fo lose her”

So he quietly burned the monkey skin so that she wouldnt be able to refurn to her
monkey form.

The fairy saw that her secret had been revealed.

She cried and said,

“You didn't love me even though you knew my frue form. I'm going back to the land of
fairies.”

Saying that, she flew into the sky. This was a test of love from the fairy!

The youngest boy was very sad. He knew that fairies were on guard, so he went fo the
mountain and started looking for her. At one point, he fell asleep crying.

Suddenly, he opened his eyes and saw his fairy wife standing in front of him!
The fairy said,
‘T came back because you really love me. “From now on, we will be fogether”

Then they returned to the palace, and their happy life began.

And the girl who no one could understand in the form of a monkey—that was the
greatest blessing!

Moral of the story:

Never judge by appearance—true beauty shines from within.

The story was shared by Md. Nazir Hossain (60) from Camp 03, Block BO5, a tale he
first heard from his grandmother during his childhood.
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