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Translator’s Note

I first encountered Mojaffor Hossain’s stories through their unsettling quietness. They are brief, often deceptively simple, like Robert Frost’s poems, yet they continue to echo in the reader’s mind long after they end. As a flash fiction writer myself, I was immediately drawn to his work and wanted to translate it into English. What began as a modest attempt to translate a handful of stories soon gained new momentum when one of the stories, Even Though I Am Against Murder, I Have Murdered Someone, was nominated for a Pushcart Prize by the U.S.-based magazine Chewers by Masticadores. That recognition reinforced what I already sensed as a reader: that these stories, though rooted in a specific language and place, had the power to travel.

After I brought together thirty of Mojaffor Hossain’s flash fiction pieces into a collection, I discussed possible titles with the author, and together we considered several options. In the end, we chose The Town Where No One Has Ever Seen a Murder, a title suggested by the editorial team of Doshor Publications. This title is important because it captures the spirit and underlying tension of the book. At first glance, the title sounds calm, even reassuring. A town where no one has ever seen a murder suggests safety, order, and moral stability. However, as the stories unfold, this sense of certainty begins to crack. The title reflects the central idea of the collection: the gap between what people believe about themselves and their world, and what actually happens beneath the surface. This tension between appearance and reality, belief and action, runs throughout the book. 

The stories in this collection come from ordinary worlds, yet they are shaped by strange and unexpected situations in which logic often breaks down and moral certainty disappears. Faith clashes with desire, love turns into violence, and right and wrong are no longer clear. A man who believes in strong principles commits a terrible act. A man without a shadow steals the shadows of others. An unborn child tells the story of his own death. These moments are not meant to shock the reader, but to reveal hidden truths about society and human behavior.

Most of the characters in these stories are ordinary people: teachers, lovers, sons, daughters, villagers. Yet they find themselves in extreme situations that expose injustice and inequality. Themes such as class exploitation, corruption, and moral hypocrisy appear again and again, often told with irony or dark humor.

Love is also shown in difficult and uncomfortable ways. It is often secret, painful, or incomplete. A character named Ira appears in several stories, carrying feelings of loss and longing. Through her and others, the stories explore intimacy and show how love can exist alongside fear, regret, and guilt.

Although these stories are rooted in South Asian society, they are not limited to one place. They move between villages and cities, between old myths and modern life, and between personal experience and political reality. The stories are very short by design. Each one can be read quickly, but it is meant to stay in the reader’s mind long after.

Translating The Town Where No One Has Ever Seen a Murder was not only a matter of changing words from one language to another. It was also an imaginative task. I tried to remain faithful to the emotional precision and strangeness of the original texts. Hossain’s writing is simple and direct. His language is spare, his images are vivid, and his tone is often calm even when the events are disturbing. One of the central challenges of translation was to preserve this balance: to resist explaining too much or making the stories more “accessible” at the cost of their ambiguity. These narratives depend as much on what is left unsaid as on what is stated directly.

The social and cultural background of the stories is specific to South Asia, shaped by issues of class, gender, faith, and power. Still, their emotional meaning is universal. Rather than overburdening the text with explanations or cultural glosses, I trusted the stories to speak for themselves, allowing readers to encounter unfamiliar worlds with the same sense of curiosity that I felt when reading them in the original language.

Another challenge was translating the author’s use of surrealism and dark humor. These elements are quiet and subtle. They appear naturally, without warning. In English, I tried to keep this same tone so that the strange moments would feel surprising but not forced.

What stayed with me most during the translation was the author’s compassion for his characters. Even when they make cruel or harmful choices, the stories do not judge them harshly. They also do not offer comfort or clear answers. Instead, they invite readers to live with uncertainty and to think about how fragile human lives and moral choices can be. 

This translation is my attempt to carry Mojaffor Hossain’s voice across languages without changing or softening it. Any mistakes that remain are entirely my own. I hope readers will enjoy these stories as much as I enjoyed translating them, a process that also helped me grow as a writer. I believe English-language readers will find in these stories the same unsettling beauty, sharp irony, and deep humanity that moved me to translate them.
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The Distance
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The morning fog lingers all day. Or is that my imagination? Once, the sun didn’t rise for seven days straight. The municipal lights across the city grew so exhausted that they fell asleep. I have never minded the darkness. But when I told Ira how I spent those seven days in the dark, she insisted nothing like that had ever happened. But it did happen to us. And Ira witnessed it too. 

During those seven days, we were in a comma.

In that blurred, half-awake existence, I search for Ira. She always understood truth and lies better than I ever could. But now she lives at the far edge of my solitude, and only in the hollow of loneliness can we meet face to face. 

Ira comes. The light is too bright today, she says. The line of light stretches farther and farther until the night dissolved into a void. I don’t mention the fog again. We see the world differently now. I sit in the mist, Ira in the light; both so intense that we can’t see each other clearly. 

It’s our distance that brings us closer. Does Ira know that? Is this why we deliberately stay away from each other? 

She is so far away that I can’t even ask her, Ira, how are you? A butterfly that once wandered freely through flowers and fields now finds itself stranded in a city without trees, trapped in a room with no window. Ira, how can I reach you? 
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Face to Face



[image: ]


“We got married,” the man said. “In the winter, five years ago.”

“Okay. A lot of weddings take place in winter. I got married in winter too,” I said.

“She left me in the summer. It was very hot that day,” he said.

“Divorce? There are too many divorces nowadays. It doesn’t matter if it’s winter or summer. It’s the destructive side of women’s empowerment, once women start earning, families start breaking. Too many families fall apart these days.”

“No, not divorce,” the man replied in a slightly grumpy tone.

“Extra marital affair? It happens all the time. Having an affair with a friend or a boss is practically normal these days. In many cases, wives and daughters even sleep or run away with the driver. Too many cases,” I said encouragingly.

“Not that either,” the man said. “Death.” He stared ahead, annoyed, as if death itself were an inconvenience.

“Accident? There are too many deaths on the road. Nearly sixty-four people die in accidents every day. Can you imagine?” I said happily, as though we were not talking about death but something amusing.”

“No. Murder,” the man replied unmindfully.

“Is that so? Was it looters? It happens a lot in the city, in alleys, gullies, even on the main roads. Even in broad daylight. Murders have risen too. One can get killed just for slapping someone. It’s a daily occurrence,” I said, trying to comfort him. 

“I killed her,” the man said in a calm voice. “The driver is a proven killer. He is in prison now.” He stopped speaking and looked toward a young girl coming out of a shopping mall across the street. I stand still, transfixed. The girl crossed the road and walked straight toward the man. 

With a smile on his face, the man said to the girl or perhaps to me, "We'll get married some winter." "Let's watch that movie again," the girl said cheerfully as she held my hand. 

The man vanished in an instant. Watching a movie or simply having fun with a driver’s wife is a rare thing in the city. It almost never happens. Why does it happen so rarely? I wondered as we walked toward the narrow alley leading to the movie theatre.  
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