
where did the music go – wait, I found it  

Crackle went the sound of the old cassette being played in the small home of my family 
in Afghanistan, long before I was born. My family huddled together in front of the black and 
white television they were lucky to afford, to catch snippets of Indian songs during Friday nights. 
My grandmother probably sat in the corner sipping chai, smelling the dust and sunlight of the 
outside, and listening to the crackles of Ahmad Zahir throughout the day. She wished many 
things were mirages, but they weren’t. Reality wasn't as clear-cut as the engravings of the evil 
eye charm that dangled in many households. Maybe her foot tapped out the beat along with the 
tabla drum, as any Afghan woman would.  

My family fled before the worst of it. The country, at that worst point, was barely held 
together by its craving inhabitants, forbidden to listen to music but who were seduced by it 
anyway. Imagine banning music in a land where it streamed in the blood and culture of its 
people. Imagine cutting off the oxygen supply of a patient already gasping for air. People found 
music in the small things. The rumble and roar of a starting engine, in the footsteps of a 
merchant, in the breathing of their siblings as they huddled next to each other in the cold of the 
night. Afghanistan had long been a thunderous forte, a melodious, beautiful creature. They found 
that impending crescendo of conflict was only going to lead to the blasting of bombs resonating 
until their homes were no more. The people relearned their dynamics from the war, the political 
conflicts they never asked for. Staccato bullets fired from soldiers pacing alongside tanks gliding 
across the desert. No one else in the world seemed to remember the crackling of the fire where 
the people cook naan, of pomegranates under teeth oozing blood red juice. The war swallowed 
the beauty of the Dari language, sweet like my cousin’s rice pudding. It erased the memory of 
the kites climbing overhead Kabul before they were ordered down. The world forgot of the 
sforzando of every Afghan girl’s feet when she hears the steady rhythm of the tabla drum, of the 
dances of her people running back to her like a faint, everlasting memory.  

No one seems to remember around me, or at least wants to remember. But my parents do. 
The hopeful ones do. And they won’t let me forget. They let the voice of Ahmad Zahir crackle 
on my mom’s phone during late night road trips. Every few seconds, the background tabla drum 
hits a blasting sforzando, indicating the revival of the melody. The music inhales all the good 
things before the war, and exhales them onto me with a heated breath like a lover in despair. In 
the middle of the night, my cheek pressed against the cold of the car window, the music ignites 
the beat in me.  

And I find my feet reiterating the rhythm against the seat, as any Afghan girl would.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


