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260.183 Excerpt from The Life of Sheikh Mohammed Ali Hazin, Written By Himself\fn{by Sheikh Mohammed Ali
Hazin (1692-1766)} Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran (M) 12
1
I, a suppliant to the giver of all good gifts, Mohammed, called Ali, am the son of Abo Talib, son of Abd Allah,
son of Jemal Eddin Ali, son of Ata Allah, son of Ismail, son of Is-hac, son of Nor Eddin, son of Mohammed, son
of Shehab Eddin, son of Ali, son of Ali, son of Yacob, son of Abd Elwahid, son of Shems Eddin Mohammed, son
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of Ahmed, son of Mohammed, son of Jemal Eddin Au, son of the most illustrious Sheikh, and model of the
learned, Taj Eddin Ibrahim, known by the title of the Gilan Hermit—God sanctify their souls, and close in me
their race with the best of seals!
One of my ancestors, Sheikh Shehab Eddin Ali, having quitted the town of Asta, the home and burial place of
the Great Sheikh, took up his abode at the seat of government, Lahijan, the handsomest town of Gilan;\fn{Gilan
Province, on the shore of the Caspian Sea } and from that time forward Lahijan was the permanent dwelling of my ancestors.
My grandfather, Sheikh Jemal Eddin, son of Ata Allah, was one of the most distinguished scholars of his time. Ahmed
Khan, king of Gilan, out of regard for his ability, did his utmost to honour him, and took several degrees of science at
his instruction. Going to the royal residence of Cazvin, my grandfather gained access to the Sheikh Jalil Beha Eddin
Mohammed of Aumul,\fn{A Persian matyhematician, who lived in the reign of Shah Abbas the Great } (God have mercy on his
soul!)\fn{The brackets containing these pious ejaculations are elsewhere omitted in the text; I have, elsewhere, restored these breacketst:H } and
formed a perfect intimacy with him; so that in his Elucidation of the Miracle of the Mearaj, or Ascent of the Prophet,
one of my grandfather’s sublimest investigations, he has taken occasion in the opening of that treatise to mention his
companionship with the holy Sheikh.
Of his compositions, one is, an Explanation. Or Commentary in Persian on the Kolliat of the Canon,\fn{The Canon
is the Medical Part of the Encyclopaedia of Science called Shefa, and compiled by Avisena. The Kolliat is the sum of the aphorisms or principles
contained in the Canon} which he wrote at the desire of Khan Ahmed Khan; another is, an Epistle or Treatise on the

Confirmation of a Necessary Being, (that is, the Proof of a Divine Existence,) from which performance the magnitude
of his learning may be computed; further, a Treatise on the Solution of Obscurities in the Section of Surds or Solids (a
Treatise on Algebra). The last two compositions, in his own handwriting, I saw myself in the library of my learned
father, on whose tomb be the earth light! Further, an extensive Commentary on the Fisos, or Gems of Farabi,\fn{The
Fisos is a philosophical treatise, the author of which was a native of Farab in the province of Fars } &c.\fn{The two bracketed explanations are
here indicated as part of the text; elsewhere they are indicated as footnotes and treated as such:H}
Having completed his studies under the Lord of Investigators, Amir Fakhr Eddin of Samak of Asterabad, he felt an
inclination to the composition of poetry, and assumed the poetical surname of Wahdat, or Unity. In truth his verses are
the production of a true lover of the muses, and are incomparable for the chastity and elegance of their composition. I
have seen a divan\fn{A collection of fugitive pieces of poetry, generally of odes} of his, containing two thousand couplets, of
which the following are a specimen:
It is good that friendship produce some effect;
That the beloved have some feeling for the lover.
My heart is gone to the fire temple of Love, and returns not;
It would return, had it wings and feathers unburnt.
We are exhausted and dead with fatigue in counting the stars and planets:
Should not the night of separation be relieved by the dawn of day?

These lines are also his:
I have consumed my heart in the fire under the arch of my beloved’s eyelids;
I have burnt the lamp of the Kaba in the temple of my Idol.
Wahdat, in what state art thou, that sleep carries not away thy senses to forgetfulness?
We have exhausted our very source of breath in telling thee tales to amuse thy watchfulness.

His offspring was limited to one son, Sheikh Abd Allah, who having acquired the various sciences from his
father, became endowed with a character of piety and of abstinence from worldly pleasures. Content with but a small
part of the income and possessions he inherited, the remainder he expended on his friends and the necessitous. By
him were left three sons, Sheikh Ata Allah, Sheikh Abo Talib, and Sheikh Ibrahim.
The eldest of the three, Sheikh Ata Allah, who ranked as the first of the learned men of that country in
jurisprudence and sacred history, and was in a high degree eminent for his devotion and his frequency in divine worship,
died at an advanced age without children. Sheikh Ibrahim, the youngest of the brothers and a clever man in business, was
possessed of high parts and an acute genius. Having taken the usual degrees of science, he rose to the first rank of his
contemporaries.
He wrote exceeding well in seven different forms of penmanship, and imitated the writing of the masters in the art with
such nicety, that it was difficult to distinguish between the copy and the original. Having written out the Sacred Volume
(Alcoran) and the Sahifah Kamilah,\fn{A prayer-book by Imam Zein Alaabidin} with interpretations, he sent them to my father
in Isphahan, and from him I received them as a present. The fine writers of the greatest reputation in that city were much
benefited by the sight of them.
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In epistolary composition and belles-lettres his, ability was perfect. His productions in this department are celebrated,
and are copied into the portfolios of the connoisseurs. In poetry and the style of allegory and enigma his taste was
true. Sometimes he delighted in composing verses; and these few couplets are his:
For wine we have the blood of my heart; ask none from the flask
Pearls drop frorn my weeping eyes; seek none from the sea.
It is idle to wander after Leila like Majnoon in the desert;
What you can find in your own breast, seek not in the wilds and forests.
*
In the rose-garden of time was no confidant for my secret;
In the temporal banquet was no performer for my melody.
Secretly it is impossible to modulate:
I held my tongue as there was none to accompany my voice.

I was yet in my childhood, when arriving with my father at Lahijan I had the happiness to enjoy the company
of my estimable uncle; and in truth, whether for excellence of qualities, or purity of morals; cheerfulness of
temper, or brilliancy of conversation, I have, to the present day, seen few to compare with him. Ten years before
my revered father he passed to the divine mercy in Lahijan, leaving a son named Sheikh Mofid, and two
daughters. After a little time the son also died in the bud of youth.
2
My father, at the age of twenty, having obtained a knowledge of most of the objects of science under the
learned Mawla (Judge) Molla Hasan, Sheikh Al Islam (Chief Judge) of Gilan, was seized with a desire to visit the
learned men of Irak,\fn{ Iraq:H} and repaired to Isphahan. Here, in the college of that master of the learned, Aga
Hossein of Khonsar,\fn{One of the celebrated philosophers of Persia, surnamed from his birthplace Khonsar, a town between Teheran
and Kashan} (on whom be mercy!) the memory of whose excellences and virtues is so well known that it requires
no revelation, he applied to his studies; and having become a proficient in mathematics under the tuition of the
Ptolemy of his age, the learned Mawla Mohammed Rafia, known by the title of Rafiai Yezdi, he advanced so
deeply in reading and disputation, as but few students have the facility of doing, and till the end of his life
continued steadily in the same course.
A numerous crowd of his contemporaries arrived at a high degree of knowledge by the blessing of his
instruction. In his library were more than five thousand volumes, and not a single book of science passed under
his eye, which he did not correct and verify from beginning to end, illustrating the greatest part of them with
marginal notes. About eighty volumes, among them, The Explanation of Beidawi,\fn{A commentary on the Qur’an
called Tefsir by Cadi of Beida, a small town of Fars } The Camos Elloghat,\fn{An Arabic dictionary} The Sharh Lumaah,\fn{A
book of Muslim law according to the Shiah } the whole of the Tahzib Hadis,\fn{Explanation of Traditions, by Allamah of Hillah}
and similar books, he copied out with his own hand. He used to say, that repeatedly in a day and a night he would
pen a thousand couplets and more. His writing was exceeding beautiful and clear. I have heard him say, that his
father was still living, when he went to Isphahan, and fearing he should fix his abode in that city he sent him no
more money than was sufficient for his necessary expenditure, and that at different times in the course of the year,
so that he had not the means which he wanted for the purchase of books, and copied many of them himself.
At his father’s death, which occurred not long after, he banished all thoughts of returning to Lahijan, and
having bought a house at Isphahan, he added to its size and conveniences. Setting out for Hijaz by the way of
Syria, he had the honour to make his procession round the holy House of God (the temple of Mecca). On his
journey homewards through Bagdad he spent some time in visiting the holy sepulchres of Irak.
Returned to Isphahan, he was favoured with the friendship and intimacy of one of the native in habitants of
that town, Hajji Inayat Allah, a religious and most excellent man, who gave him his daughter in marriage. His
offspring was limited to four sons, the eldest of whom is this humble individual. Of my three brothers one died
in his infancy; the other two in the vigour of their youth.
Should I enter into a description of the admirable qualities, the perfect morals, the sublimity of mind and
disposition, the strength of genius, and the accomplishment of the wisdom and knowledge of my venerable father,
my discourse would be drawn to prolixity, and I might be exposed not improbably to the charge of exaggeration
and insincerity. Of the whole circle of sciences there was not one, wherein his subtlety was not perfect; and yet he
had none of the pride of knowledge, which is usual among the learned, but shewed politeness and affability
towards the lowest and humblest of his students. Though the length of his life was passed in disputation and
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instruction, he ever most cautiously shunned the smallest literary contention, holding the habit in abhorrence; and I
have never seen any learned man, that was equal to him in fairness of exposition and florid openness of temper.
The sublimity of his soul was such, that in the sight of his intention the world was not of the value of a handful of
dust. He never turned his thoughts to the acquisition of wealth or worldly rank, though their full possession was a
matter of facility even to the negligent pursuit of the humblest of his pupils. In his temperament there was no anxiety
for aggrandizement or bodily ease. I have sometimes heard him say, that the morsel of lawful bread, which the
supplier of sustenance to his servants had apportioned to his lot, sufficed for him, and that even should the motive
for worldly gain be the support of others and its distribution to the needy, yet it is seldom if ever obtained without
debasing a believing soul.
According to him, the height of generosity was to renounce and turn away the eyes from every thing, that is in the
hands of other men.
He never shewed any eagerness for the friendship of the lords of fortune; but rather maintained a haughty
deportment towards the princes and great men in power, who were united to him in affection and treated him with
the utmost attention to politeness. His devotion to God and his religious scrupulousness were carried to such a
degree, that in the course of five-and-twenty years which I passed with him, I never saw a single act of his that was
hateful in the eye of the law. After the midnight hour, in whatever state of body he might be, whether of health or
sickness, I never found him on the bed of repose.
Six or seven years before his death, overcome by his inclination to solitude and retirement, he broke off his public
lectures and conversations. No longer walking the circuit of domestic duties, but abandoning all authority and
management to me, he would sometimes be employed in reading, most frequently in weeping and lamentation. His nights
he passed mostly in prayer; and speaking to no one more than was necessary, he was displeased that any one should idly
speak to him.
In the year one thousand one hundred and twenty-seven of the Hejra, (A.D. 1715.) at the age of nine-andsixty, his maladies became violent, and weakness prevailed over him. On the morn ing of the day, in the
forenoon of which he died, sending for me, he committed to me the charge of his survivors, and recommended
them to my kindness and beneficence.
“In like manner as you have given satisfaction to me ,” said my father, “may God be satisfied with you. My
last commandment to you is this, that, however much the postures of the world be unsuited to the eye of your
desire, or the times fall discordant on your ear, you never resign your will to meanness, nor consent to follow in
the tail of slavish obedience. This short life is not worth such debasement. If you have the choice, make no
longer stay in Isphahan. It were meet, that some one of our race should survive.” At that time I did not
comprehend this part of his address, nor till after some years, when the dis turbance and ruin of Isphahan took
place. He added:
“On holy days and nights, as far as your means will allow you, and you have the facility of doing, forget me
not.”\fn{The author has apparently italicized his father’s statements throughout the text; and I have retained it, whilst suppressing his
italicization of all proper names:H. The meaning of this injunction to our author was, that as far as his means enabled him, he should
fuulfil the Mohammedan rite of bestowing alms on certain festivals for the soul of his father. This pious custom, however destitute of
profit to the departed spirit of the parent, is replete with benefit to the famished bodies of the poor, to whom the alms on such occasions
are distributed; and proves by its cordial observance the filial affection of the survivor }

A few hours afterwards, he departed to the world of perpetuity, and was interred in the cemetery called
Mazar\fn{Mazir means a place of vidsitation, the tombs of pious men being constantly visited and made the altars of their prayer by the
Mohammedans} Baba Rukn Eddin, close to the tomb of the learned divine Mawlana Hasan of Gilan, God pour upon
him the streams of his mercy and forgiveness, and place him an inhabitant of the gardens of paradise! I here
transcribe a few couplets of an elegy which I wrote at his decease:
The Sphere, Bright Truth! Is deprived by thy death of its purity:
Its transparent quality no longer remains to the empty glass.
Adorner of the meadow of life! Thy cherishing hand is no sooner withdrawn from me,
Than I am become, like the willow of Majnoon, a parable for the distracted mourner.
Thou art departed in the fullness of age, and I through grief for thee am old;
But my woe bears me back every moment to the remembrance of my infancy fostered by thy care.
Whilst I beheld thee, Throne of Sublimity! Towering unhidden on the earth,
I knew not that the humble soil could close up a high mountain.
Since thou hast broken asunder the bands of the bodily volume,
There remains in the world no model for the incomparable.
From a body of inward fire I have a heart inflated with sighs;
My mind no longer yields to the task of composing empty verses.
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The summary of my own history and circumstances is as follows:
My birth happened on Monday the twenty-seventh of Rabia Elakhir, in the year one thousand one hundred
and three of the Hejra (A.D. 1692.) in the royal residence of Isphahan, and I still remember some things which
passed whilst I was yet at my mother’s breast.
When I came to the fourth year of my age, I was appointed to instruction by my father. At that time the
eminent Mawla, Molla Shah Mohammed of Shiraz, (on whom be mercy!) who was one of the most learned
men of his contemporaries, arrived at Isphahan; and one day that he was a guest at my father’s house, they set
me before him for the auspicious commencement of my education under his blessed tuition. The Mawla, after
the Bismillah, made me repeat three times the following verses:
Lord, expand my breast, and lighten my work, and loose the knot from my tongue, that they may understand
my speech.\fn{Qur’an 20:17—Lord, enlarge my breast, and make what thou hast commanded me easy unto me: and loose the knot of my
tongue, that they may understand my speech. (So Sale’s translation, II, 135; italics in the text)} Then he read the Fatih\fn{The first chapter
of the Qur’an; as is throughout the Protocol my custom, I have replaced alternative spellings of this work (the author here spells it Coran) with
the spelling normally used in my time:H} and caressed me.

In two years’ time I was capable of plain reading and writing, and took an extraordinary inclination to study. No
occupation was more desirable to me than to read and write, and I perused many Persian books both in prose and verse.
Being put to learn Grammar and Etymology I soon acquired them; and was taught some treatises of Logic. This science
I took a particular affection to, and obtained an accurate knowledge of it. The master, who taught me, was surprised at
my acuteness and alacrity, and by his approbation increased my ardour still more.
From poetry my well adjusted mind received great delight, and I was much given to compose verses, but concealed
this circumstance for some time. At length my master discovered it, and forbad me this pursuit. My father also did all in
his power to divert me from it. Being unable however at once to change my turn of mind, I wrote whatever occurred
to me, and kept it secret.
When I was eight years of age, my father ordered me to be instructed in the proper reading of the Qur’an,
which I studied two years under the Mawla, Melek Hossein, a reader of Isphahan, and an excellent man, who in
that art was distinguished among his contemporaries; and having perused some treatises on the subject, and
completed this course of study, I was fitted to delight the ear with the beauty of my recitation. My learned
father, out of the great desire he had for my improvement, gave me some instruction himself, and I read with
him Jami’s Explanation on The Kafieh, Nazzam on The Shafieh,\fm{Shafieh and Kafieh are the same as Sarf and Nahv,
that is the Accidents and Syntax of Grammar } The Tahdzib and Commentary on The Isa Gogi,\fn{Porphry’s Introduction to
Logic} The Sharh Shemsieh,\fn{Explication of Logic } Notes on Elocution and Logic, A Commentary on the Guide
to Salvation, The Hikmet Alaain or Pure Wisdom,\fn{A Book on Theology} Notification and Compendium of
Rhetoric, The Tamam Motavval, or The Whole Treatise at Length, The Maani Ellibib,\fn{Arabic Grammar} The
Jafirieh,\fn{A Treatise on Law} The Mukhtasar Nafia,\fn{A Compendium of Jurisprudence } The Irshad,\fn{Law
Directory} Ways and Ordinances in Law, Every Man his own Lawyer, Fundamental Precepts of Law, and some
other writings.
My father also in my tender years conducted me to the learned in truth and science, the model of generous
seniors, Sheikh Khalil Allah of Talcan, (God sanctify his soul!) who at that time was one of the retired hermits of
that country, and intreated him to instruct and guide me. I attended him near three years, and though I read no
particular book with him, yet every day he would give me a proposition or question on paper written with his own
hand, and instruct me upon it: but it did not appear from what book the passage was taken.
On the correction and sanctification of my defective soul he bestowed so much attention and diligence, that my
tongue is unequal to their expression, and my heart incapable of gratitude for the benefits and obligations
conferred on me by that truly ingenious man. Indeed were not my ability deficient, it would ever be employed in
carrying my blessings upon the instructions and exhortations of that great man to the height, which they merit. He
was one of the greatest and most learned doctors, and a congregator of sciences both manifest and secret. Should I
attempt to give only a slight account of the qualities and excellences, the conversations and studies, the regulation
of the time and manner of life of that exalted person, my discourse would swell to a book. I will merely add, that
being himself possessed of an adapted genius, and taking occasional delight in composing verses, he soon perceived
my inclination to poetry, and so far from forbidding or opposing it, he sometimes commanded me to recite any thing
that I had composed; and from his jewel-dropping mouth was uttered my dedication to the Muses by the title of
Hazin. The following quatrain is from the poems of that model of generosity:’
O Tyrant! Come and take thy seat in the heart of a Dervish:
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Mine of Salt! Settle on my wounded heart.
On thy desertion my lap is become a rose-garden.

Sit one moment by the side of thy plantation.\fn{In Persian poetry the quality of salt is equivalent to sweetness, and a mine of salt to the source of the sweets of love. My
lap is become a rose-garden means, that in consequence of the flight of the beloved, the bloody tears of the lover, shed through the eyes from his heart, have strewed his lap with
rose-coloured spots like flowers: and on the edge of this parterre, bekanare kisheth, he invites his mistress to sit.}

About that time the Sheikh departed to the mercy of God, and my father consigned me to the instruction of the
eminent scholar, Sheikh Beha Eddin of Gilan, who had been a pupil of the lord of philosophers, Mir Cavvam, (on
whom be mercy!) and lived in retirement, devoting himself to the study of the extrinsic and speculative sciences.
With him I studied some time, and read a number of books in the various departments of knowledge, among which I
may mention several treatises on the astrolabe, and a Commentary of Chaghmini.\fn{A celebrated astronomer} Being
directed by my father to read books of ethics, and meeting every day a company of beginners in this course of study,
I passed a portion of my time in disputation with them, and repeated before them, whatever I had committed to
memory.
The Almighty bestowed a blessing and an ease of heart on this season of my life, and notwithstanding the
multiplicity of my occupations, still my leisure was not disagreeably straitened; but so restless and so much on the
alert was I held by my love of disputation and reading, that I had no regard for sensual pleasures. Repeatedly, by my
excessive lucubrations at night, the concern of my parents was excited. They exhorted and intreated me to go to rest,
but in vain. What I did not learn at lecture I read in private, and committing it to memory I used to ask my father the
difficult passages. But few indeed of the most studious scholars have found the means of perusing the quantity of
various books and treatises of fixed science, which in a short space of time passed under my view.
I had nevertheless an abundant affection for the worship and service of God, and took wonderful delight therein,
keeping with lively devotion the holy days and nights and seasons, and being assiduous in the repetition of the
appointed invocations. Not many even of the supererogatory acts of devotion\fn{ Acts observed or performed to an extent not
enjoined or required:W} and practical traditions were neglected by me; and so bright was the ray of soft warmth in my
heart and so full the gay expansion of my bosom, that it is impossible for me to describe my state, as it then was.
What I here say is by privilege of the proverb: The commemoration of former blessings is the possession of the
wretched. Alas, alas! How little I thought that my circumstances would draw to this destitution, and deadness of
heart, and cold faintness, to which they are now declined; or that it would become necessary to adapt my palate to
all this bitterness, and heart-melting poison of disappointment.
Whilst I breathed in the silent night of repose, a lotion assailed me
From the serpent, in whose teeth is a penetrating poison.

My boundless grief, and the affliction that wounds my soul, is this, that for the few breaths of life, which may remain to
me, there is no hope of better-being, nor of raising up the gale of my desire.
Where is the season of spring, that I may satiate my desire of wine?
That, like the rose-bush, I may bring out the cup from my patched habit.

How truly spoke the Commander of the Faithful (Ali), upon whom be the salutation of peace! When he said:
“Be cautious in the establishment of your prosperity, for it is not every thing which is fugitive, that
ever returns.\fn{ I.e., Secure, if you can, the permanency of your happiness, for few things, that are transient, ever return,
when once past. (Italics in the text:H) }
I is a thing, which comes not to my heart:
My time of life is not such, that I can even desire it.

About the same period, by the blessing of the fear of God and my religious scrupulousness, granted me from
heaven, I felt some perplexity and perturbation with regard to the Treatises of Derivative Practice, wherein are
subjects of dispute among theologians, and my mind was not at ease on the decisions of the lawyers and the
practice of the vulgar. I entered therefore deeply into this subject, and having made myself acquainted with the root
and origin of the traditions, I studied many of the writings on The Purification of the Judgements by Sheikh Tosi, in
the lecture-room of that industrious scholar Aga Hadi, son and successor to Mawlana Mohammed Salih of
Mazenderan, (upon whom be mercy!) and looking into the authors of Traditions, and their allegations of authority, I
referred to the books, whence the theologians draw their proofs. Having examined into their methods of deducing
answers, I passed my view over the books of derivative rules of law: and bestowing abundant diligence on this
matter, I obtained the peace of mind which my means afforded, on all the questions that oc curred to me, and on
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which I had to act. In regard, especially, to the confliction of opinion and want of correctness of some of the
Muftis, which are a stumbling to the feet and a cause of perplexity, I gained to a certain degree my freedom
from pure imitation.
At those times, after midnight, when my father arose, I used to read to him, before he engaged in his
supererogatory acts of devotion, the Tefsir Safi\fn{Clear Exposition} one of the compositions of the pious and
learned Mawla, Mohammed Mahsan of Kashan, and completed its perusal. Notwithstanding my devotedness to
study, and the variety of my daily occupations, I was fond of frequenting the society of clever and ingenious
men, and mixed in a company of that class. One day in my father’s house, a number of clever men were
assembled together, and I also was desired to join them. In the midst of their discourse on various topics, one of
them recited this couplet of Molla Mohtashim of Kashan—
O thou, in whose toil is the form of the tall of stature!
Grace being a creation of thy lofty figure!

—of which when some of the company had expressed their entire approbation, my father said:
“I have seen the Divan of Mohtashim, and he is a copi ous and masterly poet: but his style is without
salt, and he has not that degree of sweetness, which might atone for it, though saltness in style is more
pungent and always perhaps more agreeable to the taste than sweetness; as may appear from this his
opening verse. The second hemistich only is right: the first is not conformable to nature; for to say the
form is fallen into a toil is absurd. Were the word “form” away, and you said, “O thou in whose toil are the
tall of stature!” the sentence would be proper and agreeable.” The company acknowledged, what he said,
as true. Then turning to me:
“I know,” said he, “that you have not yet abandoned poetry. If you can compose us a couplet in the
same kind of ode, do so.” At that instant, an opening verse came into my mind, and as his look again fell
upon me, he comprehended, that I had thought of something, and he said:
“If you have composed any thing, recite it, and do not be ashamed .” I said aloud this beginning of an
ode:
The ringlet of thy high curling lock draws the chase from the sacred enclosure:
Alas the tyranny of thy dark musky noose!

The company moved from their places, and burst into applause. Whilst they were uttering their commendations, another couplet came into my mind, and I repeated:
From thy coming thither, the streets, where dwell thy lovers, are made the envy of Mount Sinai:
Sit down, that the bruised particles of our souls may be burnt for thee, as a perfume against malignancy.

Upon this my learned father also praised me, and said, that what he had denied to be in the poetry of Molla
Mohtashim, was found in this couplet. I recited another :
My heart’s affair through love is become difficult, and I am pleased:
Perhaps it may prove agreeable to your difficultly pleased mind.

In the same way, after a little consideration, I composed another couplet, and went on, till 1 had recited a
complete ode. The company observed, that they had thought no one capable, at the pre sent day, of composing
verses in this unpremeditated manner, and my father said,
“Now, I give you leave to cultivate the Muses, but not to such excess, as to waste your time : and made me a
present of his own pen-case to write down this ode.
*
Shortly afterwards a severe accident occurred to me, which produced a languid intermission in my affairs. It
was the fullness of spring and delightful weather, when going out one day with a number of friends into the
country, I put my horse to its speed, and the animal fell in its course. My right arm was fractured, and did not
heal in less than a year, though I was attended and dressed by skilful surgeons. I suffered bitter affliction, and
though after some time the pain ceased, still my arm was useless, and a mere burden to my neck. Being
habituated to the use of the pen, I took it in my left hand, and managed to write.
During this period of distress and sorrow, I composed a great number of verses. One of these poems was a
Mesnavi called Saki Namah, the beginning of which was thus:
12

Thou alone, O God! art acquainted with secrets;
The pure-intentioned have their bliss from thee.
For me, inebriation and a corner in a wine-house:
For my liberty, the line of a cup.

The length of the poem was about one thousand couplets, and its composition elaborate and fervid. Thus I
passed my time, till the Almighty granted me a recovery from disease and anguish, and my scattered senses
inclined again to collectedness.
4
I will now describe some of the most eminent and learned men, whom I saw at Isphahan during my early
youth, and who, within that period, passed to a better life.
Among them was the excellent Mawla, Mohammed Bakir Majlisi of Isphahan, who was Sheikh Al
Islam,\fn{This is the title given to the High Priest and Chief Judge, who presides over the administration of the law, in the large
towns of the Mahometan dominions } and one of the famous theologians and Shia Lawyers. There are some well
known writings of his. Three or four times only I saw him. At the age of seventy-two, in one thousand one
hundred and ten of the Hejra, he departed this life.
Another, a distinguished Seyyid, Mirza Aladdin Mohammed, known by the surname of Gulistani, was a very
learned and pious man, and perfectly intimate with my father. In pious exercises and study he was incessant,
and has left notes of reference on the common law books. His life was past in tran quillity and honour, and
about this time he died. His sons became defiled by holding offices at court,\fn{By the Persians, it is esteemed a degrading
contamination, for any person, connected with the religious orders of their country, to accept office under the king’s government. (So the note:H) }
and lost the honour and reverence, which had been paid to their father.
Another pious and learned man was the Sheikh Jafar Cadzi, who was one of the doctors of the town called
Kamerah, and of the best scholars of that prince of teachers, Aga Hossein of Khonsar. He was possessed of the whole
circle of arts and sciences, and his lectures were attended by a great crowd of the highest rank of literati. He lived in
great honour and splendour, and having attained the office of Sheikh Al Islam, he discharged its important duties in a
laudable manner. On account of his superior ability in state affairs, and in the forms of conversation and society, he
received intimation of his intended appointment to the dignity of Grand Vezir; but some of the lords of the king’s court,
who aspired to that high office, used their endeavours to frustrate his good fortune, and diverted the Shah from his
intention. The Sheikh died at an advanced age, and was buried near Hossein,\fn{ This is the Hossein, one of the sons of Ali,
Commander of the Faithful:H} on whom be peace. As he lived on terms of perfect friendship and intimacy with my father, I
several times had the opportunity of approaching him.
Another, a younger brother of his, was Sheikh Ali, who also ranked among the eminent men, and died a few
years after him.
Another, the Messiah of his time, was Akhond Messihayi of Kashan, a man who possessed every ornament
of learning and accomplishments, had been a pupil and son in-law of Aga Hossein of Khonsar, and gained the
admiration of all mankind by his good qualities and agreeable society. He composed much in verse, and has
left elegant compositions in prose. His poetical name was Sahib. These few couplets are from him:
The tie of your friendship is as the line of vision;
You but wink your eye, and the thread is broken.
The nightingale describes to the rose thy beauty and sweetness:
The butterfly seeks thee by the torch-light.
That I may have a pretence for turning back,
I left my heart behind me, when I retired from thy street.

He was employed in Isphahan till the hour of his death, in teaching and doing good.
Another, Mawlana Hajji Abo Torâb, was of the excellent men of that period. He was an intimate friend of Mawlana
Mohammed Bakir Majlisi. He employed himself in teaching divinity and law, and his legal decisions are, depended on
as authoritative. His life was spent in I, and he died in the same year as Mawlana Mohammed Bakir. I had the happiness
to see him several times.
His son Hajji Abo Talib was also a theologian, and died within a few years after his father.
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Another eminent man was Aga Razi Eddin Mohammed, son of the intelligent professor, Aga Hossein of Khonsar. He
was a chaste scholar, possessing a most subtle genius, and great sublimity of thought. Under him a great number of the
most eminent men had pursued their studies. He died in his youth. It was in my father’s house that I had the advantage of
beholding him.
Another distinguished scholar was Mirza Bakir Cadzi Zadeh, one of the scientific men of his time, and possessed of a
genius for poetry. As he dwelt in the district of Isphahan called Abbas Abad, he was known by the name of the Cadzi
Zadeh, or Cadi’s Son, of Abbas Abad. He was skilled in most of the sciences, and devoting himself to study, he
regulated his time with precision. Till the hour of his death, he was bound in friendship to my father. He took
delight in the composition of poetry, and these verses are his:
It is the season of the rose and of spring:
The rose-garden has the beauty and sweetness of my beloved.
Without thee, the moon-light night of melancholy lovers
Becomes dark, as the white blind eye.

Another was Mawlana Shems Eddin Mohammed, son of the excellent chief priest Mawlana Mohammed Saaid of
Gilan, who was an able man, and an acquirer of accomplishments both apparent and ideal. Having obtained a
knowledge of most of the arts and sciences, he was overcome by a desire to follow the method\fn{I.e., to follow the
first degree of Sufism, after the candidate has obtained a character and good report of obedience to the law, &c. The initiated Sufi is styled
apprentice or disciple, that is, one desirous to learn, and his master is called Sheikh } and a sober life; and being subdued and held

down by a singular agitation of mind and a deep seriousness of thought, he abandoned the apparent sciences, and
placed himself under the guidance of Hajji Abd Alcadir, of Ashik Abad in Isphahan, who esteemed himself one
of the spiritual fathers of that time, and had a number of disciples. He died in the vigour of his youth in the life
time of his father, who was one of the greatest scholars, and survived him but a short time. They were attached
by ancient friendship to my father.
Another son of the above-mentioned Mawlana Mohammed Saaid, was Aga Mehdi, a very learned man and
possessed of great ability in mathematical science. I have heard, that he is still alive and dwelling at Lahijan.
Another collector of accomplishments, was Mawlana Hajji Mohammed of Gilan. He was one of the famous
enquirers after science and truth, and possessed most praiseworthy qualities. Having fixed his abode at Isphahan,
he studied under the late Mojtahid, Mawlana Mohammed Bakir of Khorasan, one of the greatest of the learned.
He had a true taste for poetry, and his verses are known to the public. Every month he used to come once or twice
to my father’s house, and stayed some days with us. His disposition was modest and equable; his conduct chaste
and sober in the extreme. He died at Isphahan These few couplets are his:
From the melting of the wax comes subsistence to the torch’s flame:
The oppressor lives by the side of the oppressed.
I am of no use to myself or to others:
Life consumes me vainly, as a torch is burnt in the daytime.
By the amorous desire of my beloved, my heart is lighted up with brightness:
If water would be fire, it must first become air.
So, if my soul has a longing for the point of my love’s dart,
After death let my dust become stone, and that stone a magnet.

Also:
In the morning, on my approach to the wine-jar my flask fell upon a stone:
At such a time, no person’s foot even should meet a stone.

5
The number of learned and able men in Isphahan was so great, that, were I to give a full account of them, I
should fall into prolixity. The truth is, that there is nowhere in the world to be found a city, however large, that
contains the universality to be met with here.
A country, in which youth untied the amulet of my childhood:
The first earth, whose soil felt my tender touch.

Of an atmosphere so temperate, salubrious, and agreeable, as that of Isphahan; a water, so light and digestible;
a town, so clean and neat, so magnificent and splendid, with such a multitude of lofty buildings, of new and ancient
14

monuments, and with such a concourse of elegant and affluent inhabitants, no indication has been given in the habitable
world.
The influence of the place is visible, in the education and accomplishment of the minds and persons of its inhabitants,
having ever been the source and seminary of learned, great, clever, and honourable men: and however much labour might
he bestowed on the description of its fair qualities, still something would remain unsaid.
Let a sensible, experienced man, who has seen the world and made the circuit of the universe, come to this city, and,
settling there, let him have abundant time and opportunity, and he will continually be discovering properties and
qualities to distinguish it above every place on the terrestrial globe. Here goodness of living is uniform for the poor
and the rich, the stranger and the native: here the gain of every perfection and of every kind of pleasure is obtainable
and easy. The inhabitants of Isphahan are of every class of men, and they are all bred to vivacity, manliness and
courtesy.
The generality of them are adorned with the jewels of modesty and chastity, and a love for religion and the service
of God. The innumerable colleges and mosques are frequented, both day and night, by the piety and devotion of men
of fortune and seekers of truth; and by the blessing of just and wise princes, promoters of religion, and the example
and influence of learned and great men, propagators of virtue, the whole of its population is trained and practised, in
laudable rules and observances, in approved customs and proceedings.
Abominable things and blameable actions are rare in this city, and carefully suppressed. The Hakim Shefayi, a
celebrated poet, in one of his Mesnavis has exerted himself to the utmost in its description, and has said:
The revolving sphere is the father, and the pillars of heaven the mother;
But Isphahan, the daughter, is better than the parent.
Strong, as the foundation of friendship,
On its pinnacle the orbit is a fort.
Its fortifications are therefore full of twists and turns,
Because within its bowels is the fortune of the world.
Both the East and the West have place within it,
And both have taken a mansion in one street.
From the extreme extent of this greatest of cities,
A hundred hours strike in it at one and the same instant.
In this house, is the rise of morning;
In that street, is night born of darkness.
A hundred times the sun bears his head above the meridian,
Whilst yet, in another place, his face is hidden.
For the water and air of that town God be praised!
From them the intelligent mind is diffused.
Humanity, is an incomparable rose that blooms on its meanest thorns;
Intellect, the common herb of its grass-plots.
At the gate of this world of wisdom,
Greece is but a beggar, in humanity.
In every street, is an Aristotle standing up,
At every step, is a Plato on the ground.
Its merchants and traders are wise and intelligent;
They are both untiers of knots and makers up of observations.
The lowest populace are inventors of such Megistis as Ptolemy’s;
The very children carry medicine in their sleeves like Galen.
If the Celestial paradise has four rivers,
This is a paradise that has a thousand.\fn{ The Megistis alluded to is a work on the System of the World, composed by Ptolemy of Egypt in the
Greek language, and translated into Arabic, under the title of Tahrir Al Megisti, by Is-hâq Ben Honain. The French call it Almageste. Shirâzi has
written a commentary on this work, and entitled it Hall Moshkilát Il Megisti }

Until, from the murderously piercing eye and malignancy of fortune, there fell on that vast city what befell it,
of desolation and ruin, and dispersion of its inhabitants, and of its ancient and illustrious families.
Fate inevitably will one day meet thee;
Fate, who cares not, whether she tyrannize or act justly.
*
My beloved’s fair face of the pavilion I see the palace now bereft of;
Of the form of that erect cypress I see the garden now deprived.
On the place, where stood the jar and the cup, the wretched blind have set their foot.
Instead of the harp and the flute and the flageolet, is the clamour of the crow and the kite.
Build palaces, and yet you shall dwell under the ground:
What concerns it their property, that they be rolled up in a simple winding-sheet!
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Still, notwithstanding that the devastation of this great capital has been completed, it is yet the best of all the
countries in the world; and any persons arriving here who should not have witnessed its former condition, would
suppose that nothing has been diminished from its ancient splendour. In a very short time, should the excessive
iniquity and burning tyranny of its rulers be a little abated, it would return to the beauty of its pristine state, and be the
resort of travellers from all parts of the earth. May the Almighty God preserve it in justice and equity!
6
My father, out of a longing to see his brothers and relations, was seized with a desire of going to Lahijan, and,
taking me with him, he set out in that direction. At every stage where we alighted, I read with my father the
Theological Part of the Sharh Tajrid, and the Zubdat Olosol.\fn{A philosophical work and a work on Law, respectively}
Of the eminent and learned men, whom I met with on that journey, one was the excellent attester of truth Mirza
Hassan son of the late Mawla, Abd Orrazzak of Lahijan. I had the happiness to wait upon him in his old age and last
days of life at the City of True Believers, Com,\fn{ Now spelt Qum:H} which was his place of abode. He was a
miracle of science and piety, and has left some noble compositions, such as, The True Light on Articles of Faith in
Religious Practice, The Beauty of Good Men in their Works, A Pious Treatise, and some others.
Another was Hajji Mohammed Sherif, to whose society I was admitted in the same town. He was a collector of
sciences, possessed a disposition of the most unsullied purity, and was a man of perfect taste. Another was the prince
of learned men, Mir Mohammed Ibrahim of Cazvin, an assembler of the intellectual and traditional, 4 and a pious man.
I saw him at the seat of government, Cazvin. Another was the prince of excellent men Mirza Cavam Eddin
Mohammed of Seif near Cazvin, who was an intelligent scholar, and in traditional learning, particularly, was an
Imam, or Prelate. He composed well in Arabic and Persian verse, and in manners and disposition was worthy of all
praise. It was also in that town that I was introduced to his society. These two noble Seyyids lived till within the
last few years.
On our arrival at Lahijan we alighted at the ancient mansions of our family, and I visited my highly
respectable uncle and all the men of learning, rank, and ability in that country. I passed little short of a year
there, and enjoyed perfect calmness and tranquillity of mind. My father employed himself in conference and
disputation, and I attended his class as one of his pupils. By his direction, I studied under my uncle the Treatise
called Khulásat Olhisát.\fn{The Choichest Part of Arithmetic}
At times, going for a walk and recreation to the charming spots in the neighbourhood of the town, I cast my
delighted eye over heart-attracting landscapes; then reverted with cheerfulness to the sweet society around me.
7
The whole of the districts of Gilan, especially the town and territory of Lahijan, whether for verdure and
delightful scenery, or cultivation and abundance of inhabitants; for plentifulness of the finest flowers, or
superfluity of waters and rivers; or for intricacy of trees and fruit-plants both of hot and cold climates, are
without like or equal in the inhabited quarter of the globe, and form a world apart, whereof no resemblance is to
be found.
Gilan contains several considerable and populous cities, with lofty and ornamented edifices and strongly
fortified castles. Having been always since the most ancient times covered with in habitants and made the abode
of august princes, it has been for the most part divided among three powerful kings.
The air of this province is exceeding fresh and temperate. The good living of its tenantry and their enjoyment
of every delicacy are to a degree of perfection, that surpasses the lot of every other country in the world. For no
sort of comestibles\fn{Items of food:W} or variety of clothing, for none whatsoever of the necessaries of life is
there any kind of want to this kingdom from without. What in other countries is not to be grown or
manufactured, here is so obtainable and easy of production, that it bears no price or value.
In most of the forests, the passage of birds and beasts is become impossible through the close intertwining
of the trees with one another; and the power of vegetation is so great, that in the mountain is to be found no
portion of rock, on the plain no handful of soil, clear of trees, or grass, or flowers. From the multitude of trees
without autumn, such as the oak, cypress, orange, shaddock and the like, the hills and values are of a perpetual
emerald hue; and though trodden by crowds of foot and horsemen, the public roads to the towns and villages
are always covered with flowers and verdure.\fn{ The high roads in the eastern countries are merely traced passages over the
plains and hills, facilitated by the erection of bridges over deep streams and occasional pavement of marshy ground. To the remainder
no attention is given, and being unpaved it is best when covered with a thick turf of grass }
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The number of delightful spots and places abounding with game is beyond computation; and the various kinds
of prey, which both land and sea furnish, are incalculable. The natives are well known for their abundant vivacity
and ingenuity, and their continence and hospitality are celebrated.
This province has always been replete with learned and eminent men; but, as it is near the shore of the Caspian
Sea, it mostly happens, that in the course of an age, through the corruption of the sea-air, the plague spreads its
contagion more or less through the towns, and multitudes of its inhabitants are destroyed. The humidity also of the
atmosphere being excessive, in such sort that it is dangerous to sleep in the open air at night, by reason of the heavy
dew, it is not unusual for it to disagree with the constitutions of foreigners.
8
After my father had seen his friends and made his arrangements regarding the lands of his hereditary possessions, he
set forth on his return to Isphahan, and I had the honour to accompany him. Along the road he gave me instruction in a
treatise on the Demonstration of the Heavens, and in an epitome or two on astronomy.
Arrived at Isphahan, I resumed with fresh ardour and increased diligence my accustomed pursuits of conferences
and disputations, and passed my time in tranquillity and contentment. In the lecture-room of that intelligent scholar
Mirza Kemál Eddin Hossein of Fasat\fn{In the District of Shiraz} I studied the Explication of Beidáwi, the Jamia
Eljawamia of Tabrasi, and The Political Economy of the Sharh Tajrid. With the learned Mawla, Hajji Mohammed
Tahir, of Isphahan, who was one of the great lawyers of his time, I read The Istibsar of Sheikh Tosi, and the Sharh
Lumaa of the Damascan.
At this period, the fame of the knowledge of that model of philosophers, Sheikh Inayat Allah, of Gilan, (God
have mercy on his soul!) who was occupied in teaching at Isphahan, and was a friend of my father’s, gave me a
desire to profit by his instruction. With him, I began and finished the perusal of the Logical part of the Tajrid,
which is one of the valuable books on Logic,\fn{The Tajrid is the celebrated work in six parts of Nasir Eddin El Tosi, which has
beenb commented on by most of the learned modern doctors since his time. He died in 672 of the Hijra (1294AD:H) } and the book
called Najat of Sheikh Avisena. As long as this scientific philosopher continued in Isphahan, we maintained our
relations of study and instruction. Afterwards, retiring to Gilan, he died at Cazvin. He had been a pupil of Mir
Cavm Eddin, the celebrated philosopher, and was in all the wisdom of the schools, and the whole circle of the
sciences, a perfect master; of the oral traditions of the learned, a diligent collector. Having undergone great
austerities, in the attainment of high degrees, he was possessed of admirable taste, and of a strongly furnished
memory. The common and ordinary lawyers,\fn{ It must be always borne in mind, that lawyer and divine are synonymous in the
Mohammedan countries} being no object of his attention, or respect, accused him, as is their custom, of holding the
religious doctrines of the philosophers, and of deviating from the holy law. God forbid, that he should have been
guilty of such deviation!
Next, I attended the prince of profound sophists, Amir Seyyid Hasan, of Talcan, (God have mercy on his soul!)
who was one of the greatest doctors, and most noble craftsmen. He lectured with me on the Fisos El Hikam, or
Gems of Science, of Sheikh Arabi, and I employed myself in that study. I also read with him a Commentary on the
Heyakil En Nôr, or Temples of Light.\fn\fn{A work on the doctrines and mysteries of Sufism (spelt here “Sofyism”:H)} He had a
very great affection for me. In no department of science was there any branch in which his ready knowledge was
not perfect. Coupling questions of philosophy with speculations of Sofyism, he owned a vast sublimity in the
revelation of the three degrees of Unity. Strength of exposition and disputation he possessed to so high a pitch, that
no disputant had any power of speech beside him. My affection for him and love of his instruction, and his
kindness to me, were firm and constant, till the time of his death in Isphahan. Some of his vulgar\fn{ The expression
in the text [means: here is printed the actual Persian word:H] outer, superficial, external, not admitted to the inner mysteries and occult
science of the sophist} students accused him also, behind his back, with holding doctrines not drawn from the most
holy revelation; for Men are enemies of what they are ignorant of.\fn{Italics in the text:H}

One of the eminent men of the time, in that city, was the late Aga Jemál Eddin Mohammed of Khonsâr, eldest
son of the learned Aga Hossein, (light be the earth on his remains!) whose reputation is too great to allow any
necessity of his description. Though I obtained not the happiness of receiving instruction from him, I repeatedly
had the honour to be present at his assemblies. He died at an advanced age, in Isphahan, and was buried near his
father. His life had been passed in teaching, amidst honour and magnificence. He was a very holy man, and of
laudable habits and manners.
Another of the exalted doctors was, Akhond Mawla Mohammed, of Gilan, well known by the name of Seráb.
He was one of the Mojtahids, or Chief Priests of the age, and, through the fear of God, perfectly temperate and
continent. He had been long an inhabitant of Isphahan, was employed in teaching, and was provided with all the
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conveniences and enjoyments of life. With my father he was particularly united in familiarity and friendship, and I
many times waited on him to investigate questions of science. He died at a great age, and was buried in that town.
At this time, I took an inclination to the study of Medicine, and learnt a portion of the Kolliat of the Canon,
making myself acquainted with some of the objects of that science, under the Galen of the age, the celebrated
Physician, Mirza Mesih, who was a man of accomplished skill in medicine, and devoted his whole time to the
cure of diseases, and the instruction of most of the medical practitioners in the city.
One night I sat up to read, and, in the morning early, my learned father, (God have mercy on his soul!) came
near, and took a seat by me. I was surrounded and busied with books of medicine. Having asked me, and being
satisfied, that I was employed on that science, he forbad me to pay so much attention to it, or to enter so deeply
into it.
“If a person,” said he, “has confidence, that he shall have leisure to obtain what he seeks, his search is right :
but, to you, whence can such belief and confidence in length of life come? I see that your mind is devouring and
consuming your body, as a sharp sword eats its scabbard. Such a person cannot be long-lived. Labour, then, in
what is most important.” So saying he caressed me, and having said a prayer for me, he arose.
Soon afterwards, I went to attend that eminent Sophist, Mirza Mohamined Tahir, son and sucessor of Mirza
Abo’l Hasan of Cayin, who in mathematical sciences, and the middle classes of philosophy, was the phoenix of
the age. For a length of time, I studied and investigated some treatises on astronomy, the Sharh Tedzkereh,\fn{According to D’Herbelot, an historical work of Nasireddin El Tosi } the Tahrir Eucleides, the Tahrir Megisti,\fn{An explication of
the Book of Ptolemy, the work of Ibn Abi Shákir, divided into thirteen sections } and the Cavanin Hisabieh.\fn{Rules of Arithmetic}
This eminent man lived till about ten years ago, when I heard of his death. …
258.116 Tarjí‘-band\fn{by Sayyid Ahmad Hátif (fl.c.1750)} Isfahan, Persia (M) 2
O Thou to whom both heart and life are a sacrifice, and O Thou in whose path both this and that are an
offering!
The heart is Thy sacrifice because Thou art a charmer of hearts; life is Thine offering because Thou art the Life
of our lives.
Hard it is to deliver the heart from Thy hand; easy it is to pour out our life at Thy feet.
The road to union with Thee is a road full of hardships; the pain of Thy love is a pain without remedy.
We are servants holding our lives and hearts in our hands, with eyes [fixed] on Thy orders and ears [waiting]
on Thy command.
Thou seekest peace, behold our hearts; and if Thou seekest war, behold our lives!
Last night, [impelled] by the madness of love and the impulse of desire, I was rushing in bewilderment in
every direction.
At last desire for the [Beatific] Vision turned my reins towards the temple of the Magians.
Far from it be the Evil Eye! I beheld a secret gathering bright with the Light of Truth, not with the Flames [of
Hell].
On every side I beheld that fire which Moses the son of ‘Imrán saw that night on Sinai.
There was an elder [busied] with tending the fire, round about whom respectfully stood the young Magians,
All silver-skinned and rose.cheeked, all sweet-tongued and narrow-mouthed.
[There were] lute, harp, flute, cymbals and barbiton; candles, desert, roses, wine and basil;
The moon-faced and musky-haired cup-bearer; the witty and sweet-voiced minstrel.
Magian and Magian boy, Fire-priest and High Priest, all with loins girt up for His service.
I, ashamed of my Muhammadanism, stood there concealed in a corner.
The elder enquired, “Who is this?” They answered, “A restless and bewildered lover.”
He said, “Give him a cup of pure wine, although he be an unbidden guest.”
The fire-handed and fire-worshipping cup-bearer poured into the goblet the burning fire.
When I drained it off, neither reason remained nor sense; thereby were consumed both Infidelity and Faith.
I fell down intoxicated, and in that intoxication, in a tongue which one cannot explain,
I heard this speech from [all] my limbs, even from the jugular vein and the carotid artery:
“He is One and there is naught but He: There is no God save Him alone!”
*
O Friend, I will not break my ties with Thee, even though with a sword they should hew me limb from limb!
Truly a hundred lives were cheap on our part [to win] from Thy mouth a sweet half-smile.
O Father, counsel me not against love, for this son [of thine] will not prove susceptible [to counsel]!
People counsel these [others]: O would that they would counsel me concerning Thy love!
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I know the road to the street of safety, but what can I do? for I am fallen into the snare.
In the church I said to a Christian charmer of hearts, “0 thou in whose net the heart is captive!
“O thou to the warp of whose girdle each hair-tip of mine is separately attached!
“How long [wilt thou continue] not to find the way to the Divine Unity? How long wilt thou impose on the
One the shame of the Trinity?
“How can it be right to name the One True God ‘Father,’ ‘Son,’ and ‘Holy Ghost’?”
She parted her sweet lips and said to me, while with sweet laughter she poured sugar from her lips:
“If thou art aware of the Secret of the Divine Unity, do not cast on us the stigma of infidelity!
“In three mirrors the Eternal Beauty cast a ray from His effulgent countenance.
“Silk does not become three things if thou callest it Parniyán, Harír and Paran.”\fn{All these words, of which the
first and last are Persian and the other Arabic, mean silk }
Whilst we were thus speaking, this chant rose up beside us from the church-bell:
“He is One and there is naught but He: There is no God save Him alone!”
*
Last night I went to the street of the wine-seller, my heart boiling and seething with the fire of love.
I beheld a bright and beautiful gathering presided over by the wine-selling elder.
The attendants stood row on row, the wine-drinkers sat shoulder to shoulder.
The elder sat in the chief seat and the wine-drinkers around him, some drunk and some dazed,
With breasts devoid of malice and hearts pure, the heart full of talk and the lips silent.
The eyes of all, by the Eternal Mercy, beholding the Truth, and their ears hearkening to secrets.
The greeting of this one to that one, “Wassail!” the response of that one to this one, “Drink-hale!”
With ears for the harp and eyes on the goblet, and the desire of both worlds in their embrace.
Advancing respectfully, I said, “O thou whose heart is the abode of the Angel Surúsh.\fn{Surúsh, with the
Zoroastrians, like Jibra’íl (Gabrial) with the Muhammadans, is the Angel who brings revelation }
“I am an afflicted and needy lover: behold my pain and strive to remedy it!”
The elder, smiling, said to me mockingly: “O thou to whom the Guide of Reason is a devoted\fn{ Literally “with a
ring in the ear,” a sign of servitude} slave!
“Where art thou, and where are we,\fn{ I.e., how far apart are we } O thou for shame of whom the daughter of the
grape\fn{Wine, who must veil her face before the stranger} sits with veiled face?'”
I said to him, “My soul is consumed! Give me a draught of water, and abate my fire from its vehemence!
“Last night I was consumed by this fire: alas if my tonight be as my yestere’en!”
He said smiling, “Ho! Take the cup!” I took it. He cried, “Ha! Drink no more!”
I drained a draught and became free from the pain of understanding and the trouble of sense.
When I came to my senses I saw for a moment One, and all else mere lines and figures.
Suddenly in the temples of the Angelic World the Surúsh whispered these words into my ear:
“He is One and there is naught but He: There is no God save Him alone!”
*
Open the eye of the heart that thou mayst behold the spirit, that thou mayst see that which is not to be seen.
If thou wilt turn thy face towards the Realm of Love thou wilt see all the horizons a garden of roses.
Thou wilt behold the revolution of the cycle of heaven favourable to all the people of this earth.
That which thou seest thy heart will desire, and that which thy heart desireth thou wilt see.
The headless and footless beggar of that place thou wilt see heavy-headed with the dominion of the
world.\fn{I.e., even the veriest beggar in the Realm of Love exercises in this lower world such authority as do the kings and rulers of
earth, and is as much preoccupied by his responsibility as they are }
There also thou wilt see a bare-footed company with their feet set on the summit of the Guardstars.\fn{Farqadán, two bright stars in Ursa Minor, called “the Guards” or “Guardians” (from the Spanish word guardare, “to
behold”) because of their singular use in navigation }
There also thou wilt see a bare-headed assembly canopied overhead by the throne of God.
Each one at the time of ecstasy and song thou wilt see shaking his sleeves over the two worlds.\fn{I.e.,
snapping his fingers at them, taking no account of them}
In the heart of each atom which thou cleavest thou wilt behold a sun in the midst.
If thou givest whatsoever thou hast to Love, may I be accounted an infidel if thou shouldst suffer a grain of
loss!
If thou meltest thy soul in the fire of Love, thou wilt find Love the Alchemy of Life;
Thou wilt pass beyond the narrow straits of dimensions, and wilt behold the spacious realms of the Placeless;
Thou shalt hear what ear hath not heard, and shalt see what eye hath not seen;
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Until they shall bring thee to a place where of the world and its people thou shalt behold One alone.
To that One shalt thou make love with heart and soul, until with the eye of certainty thou shalt clearly see
“That He is One and there is naught but He: There is no God save Him alone!”
*
From door and wall, unveiled, the Friend shines radiant, O ye who have eyes to see!
Thou seekest a candle whilst the sun is on high: the day is very bright whilst thou art in darkest night.
If thou wilt but escape from thy darkness thou shalt behold all the universe the dawning-place of lights.
Like a blind man thou seekest guide and staff for this clear and level road.
Open thine eyes on the Rose-garden, and behold the gleaming of the pure water alike in the rose and the thorn.
From the colourless water [are derived] a hundred thousand colours: behold the tulip and the rose in this
garden-ground.
Set thy foot in the path of search, and with Love furnish thyself with provision for this journey.
By Love many things will be made easy which in the sight of Reason are very difficult.
Speak of the Friend in the mornings and the evenings: seek for the Friend in the gloaming and at dawn.
Though they tell thee a hundred times, Thou shalt not see me,\fn{The answer given to Moses when he desired to see God
face to face (Qur’an 7:139)} still keep thine eyes fixed on the Vision,
Until thou shalt reach a place to which the foot of Fancy and the eye of Thought cannot attain.
Thou shalt find the Friend in an assembly whereunto not even Gabriel the trusted hath access.
This is the Road, this thy Provision, this the Halting-place: if thou art a roadsman, come and bring!
And if thou art not equal to the Road, then, like the others, talk of the Friend and scratch the back of thy
head!\fn{Like one bewildered or undecided}
O Hátif the meaning of the Gnostics, whom they sometimes call drunk and sometimes sober,
[When they speak] of the Wine, the Cup, the Minstrel, the Cup-bearer, the Magian, the Temple, the Beauty and
the Girdle,
Are those hidden secrets which they sometimes declare in cryptic utterance.
If thou shouldst find thy way to their secret thou wilt discover that even this is the secret of those mysteries,
“He is One and there is naught but He: There is no God save Him alone!”
264.86 Untitled Poem\fn{by Parvin Shamsolhajieh (c.1785- )} Khorasan (no further delineation), Iran (F) -1
To entwine with a lover in the Spring is captivating,
To be entranced by the tulips and wild roses is captivating.
Not every color suits every mouth
But on her lips all colors are captivating
In the Rose garden, whence from eve until dawn
Like a nightingale, the murmur of Parvin is captivating
264.85 Untitled Poem\fn{by Ziaolsaltaneh Shah Beygum (1799-1873)} Iran (F) -1
O treasure and light, listen to me
to my admonition: No palaces
to build, no prizes to gain, triumphant
is the world but it will not remain.
Wrest! The shield from its assailant! Wrest!
The flowers are poisonous, the suitors insane.
Judicious be, judicious. I am daughter
of the King; I wish, and he fulfills
With pearls, diamonds, a choice of garments,
But I do not pine for the world,
I do not live for the vile.
O treasure in sight, listen to me:
Do not consign your soul to the night,
Enshrine your heart, enshrine.
271.10 Excerpt from The Book Of Events In Kashan Concerning The Jews: Their Second Conversion: “Chapters
4-10”\fn{by Babai ben Farhad (18th century)} Kashan, Kashan County, Isfahan Province, Iran (M) 10
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4
One night, while asleep, I saw Master Khidr\fn{The Muslim name of the prophet Elijah} in a dream. Ambitious-ly, I
seized the hem of his garment and received a dinar from his hand.
Upon waking I did not find the dinar, but I was happy that I befriended the khwajah.\fn{The “man of distinction,”
otherwise unknown:H} I woke up desiring to kiss his feet, as sure as Sarah is our mother! I was so happy that I made
a pilgrimage and made amends in the dust of his grave. I returned safely in order to become intimate with the
praises of God. I hope by life eternal that I shall return to that place with kindred souls.
One day, while sitting with a grieving heart, I said to myself:
“Aren’t you ashamed before God? Come, explain the events of this time so there may remain a trace of us.
Your grandfather had told of his times. First he spoke of God, then of Moses and Aaron. Then he told the history
of each town; he told it for great and small. You should also build with your words to cheer the hearts of the
helpless. First, tell of God, second, of the miracles of the prophets and then of the changing fortune of the
Kashanis.”\fn{Which he did in the first three introductory chapters of this work, not reproduced here:H } I rejoiced when I heard
God’s name for I had strayed away from the Creator of the Firmament.
Come, listen to the accounts about Kashan.
*\fn{These clarifying internal divisions are mine. I have also introduced a more complicated division of the text than that provided by its
editor; and I have, as is usual in other literary components of the Protocol, chosen to omit the synopsis which the author has attached to each
chapter division. Also, it may not appear so, but I have greatly reduced the number of footnotes, keeping or occasionally adding only those of
a specifically clarifying nature. For the purposes of the Protocol, only the author’s words are of importance:H}
The Kashanis lived in abundance, like Faridun.\fn{ A legendary Persian hero, famous for his sense of justice and generosity }

They lived joyfully each day and drank purple wines. They enjoyed leisure like shahs; they would exaggerate the
beauty of the moon faced one to the moon.
Suddenly, the eyes of the envious ones struck the nasi\fn{Hebrew for “chief”} and the Jewish community. By
chance, it was near the month of Av\fn{ One of the summer months of the Jewish calendar } that Allahyar went to the garden
of Mir Daryab. There were other Israelites there as well, drinking wine together happily. Qalandar and young
Allahyar were there feasting with a few others. Since it was a celebration they were playing the kamanchah and the
saz, reaching the top of the scale with noise an carousing.
By chance, it was the night of the twenty first,\fn{ Of Ramadan, the month of fasting for all Muslims, and also (so this editor)
the very day on which the Qur’an was revealed to Mohammed, blessings and praise be upon him:H } before the prohibition\fn{Apparently referring to an ordinance against the consumption of alcoholic beverages } had been made known. These two abject and
afflicted men were seized and were told:
“You have mocked us an you have no shame.”
They were taken to the diwan.\fn{The local religious court} Qalandar hid in a corner of his house. They took poor,
afflicted Allahyar and carried him off to the square, near the fire. He had no mean of escape whereby he could flee.
He resolved to become a Muslim in the hope that he could escape from the claws of the oppressors. The diwan
decided:
“This case does not warrant the death penalty; he is blameless before God and the Prophet.”
But Mirza Kuchik was also present. He said:
“Let him be killed on the spot!”
They chopped his flesh and bones to bits; they had no mercy on his young soul. Those oppressors tied his
hands and feet with a rope and dragged him to the top of the bazaar. They carried him to the gates of Fin\fn{ A
suburb of the city} while the people kept on cursing him. In one hour they lit a roaring fire and cast him into it.
Great injuries were committed in Kashan and Isfahan as well as in their environs. A Jew could not go to the
bazaar because the people would molest him greatly. Rumour of this had reached Isfahan. Since all had heard
the story, it even reached the [royal] Diwan:
“In Kashan there is a group of Jews who drank wine on the night of the killing. They are stubborn towards
Muslims and harbor enmity against the Faith. They mocked us in [the month of] Muharram; that is why that
helpless one was killed at once. What should be done with the others? Should they be killed or should they
pay a few gold tamans?”
The Shah of the World decided quickly and in alarm that they should be drowned in blood. However, there
was an exalted man at his throne, may God grant him all good things, who said:
“O most fortunate and perfect Shah, who should shed such unlawful blood?\fn{ Referring to the specific
reference in the Qur’an (9:24) against shedding the blood of “People of the Book”, i.e., Jews and Christians } They should pay a
fine so that they would remember it until the coming of the Imam of the Age!”\fn{ The twelfth Imam, Muhammad al21

Mahdi (born 869, disappeared 941) still alive, some say, but occluded from the world’s sight until that time when he, together with
Jesus, appears again in order to fulfill their combined mission of bringing peace and justice to the world:H } He made the Shah be
satisfied with a few thousand.\fn{ The type of currency is not mentioned }

God helped all the Jews. Some qurchis came to Kashan to take the money of the fine from the kadkhudas.
*
The Jewish community did not know about this when, suddenly, it seemed as if fire had broken out at once.
By chance it was on the Sabbath that some of the servants\fn{ Of the government } appeared right and left. The
Jews were all in the synagogue; the oppressors threw in Zoroastrians and Christians among them! It so
happened that in the time when Mr. Eliyahu was nasi of the community, a servant was wounded.
Suddenly, they locked the doors of the synagogue and tied everyone’s hands behind their backs. They drove
everyone towards the bazaar, molesting them continually. They brought all the Jews inside the building of the
diwan; none of the Jews knew what was going on. One said: “We’ll be killed on account of our sins,” while
another said: “We’ll all be killed.”
Suddenly they brought much firewood and threw an assload of it before each person. They said they would
burn the entire community, everyone, mullahs\fn{Rabbis are apparently meant:H} as well as common folk. They took
Mulla Rahamim to the fire for he was a pious man. When the Jews heard that, they said:
“We’ll give you however much money you want.”
They drew up an account in the diwan building while the kadkhudas and the Jewish community paid up the
money.
*
O Lord, bestow upon me the power of speech so that by its bonds the Redeemer may be brought. Of all these
events I have told only a part; the rest I have yet to tell. With God’s permission and grace, I wish to tell more.
O God, we are black faced before Your threshold; forgive us, for we are Your slaves. We all seek to serve You;
we are all prepared to scratch out the hearts of the enemy!
Go, Babai, sit down, you have no more to say. God granted you speech, use it wisely! Relate a tale to every
friend, by the grace of God and the aspirations of the masters.
5
What a day it was when this calamity rose from the heavens! It fell upon Isfahan from right and left.
Mahmud\fn{Mahmud Hotaki (1697?-1725), Emir of Afghanistan (from 1717), Shah of Iran (from 1722) } came upon the realm,
having found no other place.\fn{For his designs of conquest} They arrived in Isfahan all at once. That man came
swiftly from Qandahar putting all cities to the test.
Shah Mahmud came to Isfahan raising smoke from the destruction of all enemies. He besieged Isfahan
thinking that he could negotiate. He killed a few thousand youths, several rows in one hour. The unclean ones
were not grieving for one another. They had all been thirsting for the blood of the Jews.
They all went to Gulnabad,\fn{Babai ben Farhad spells this: “Gilanabad”; it was fought on Sunday, March 8, 1722: H } big and
small, rich and poor alike. The Grand Vizier fought like the Turks and Tatars; in one hour fire fell among the
people. [The two armies] looked at one another for an hour then cut each other up with swords. God decreed that
they\fn{The Iranians} should not endure, but all the Afghans survived.
O Lord, by the God of the family of Imran\fn{ The Qur’anic name for the father of Moses } protect the Jews of Isfahan.
Come, listen to their deeds and also to their words.
*
There were several thousand youths there, each one like Joseph of Canaan. Some of them were still children in
the cradle, signaling speechless to God. Others were exalted kadkhudas, but had no Cohen, Levi or rabbi among
them. There were also some newly wed women, each one carrying a child in her womb like a rose garden.
Suddenly, the evil eye fell upon the nasi and the Jewish community. They showed mercy to one another every
day a hundred times and visited one another. There were in the city, near the wall, Jews from Kãshãn, Yazd,
Shiraz and Lar.
They all ate terefa,\fn{Meat not ritually slaughtered} flesh and skin, and a plague broke out among them. There was
no one to bury them: women fell with clean clothes and faces. Many died in their homes not having eaten for
many days.
Dear Ya’qub ben Lutf was in Isfahan. He could not flee because he was accompanied by his wife. He was a
beauty like the sun above: he was not learned, yet he was better than a mullah. He was a youth who knew no envy,
a full-mouthed youth, the light of both eyes. He was pure, with good character, a good-natured youth with a moon
face. He was a youth chosen in both worlds, devoid of worldly desires. He did not eat the meat of carcasses or
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anything unclean; he went to his death prematurely. May God have mercy on him always and may Elijah, his
brother, remember him.
*
Come, listen to more of what befell them, male and female. The community of Isfahan reached such straits that
corpses were hidden in its homes. Some died from lack of strength and some had been killed by bloody swords.
Some who had saved themselves by their strength died in Julfa.\fn{ Still an Armenian suburb of Isfahan}
There was a man named Minas in Julfa who performed good deeds on behalf of the Jewish community. He did
not lay hands on one strand of their hair for he was friendly with the Jews.
O Lord, forgive fully all those who exerted themselves on behalf of the Jews!
*
Listen again to the events of the times. Shah Sultan Husayn went out to meet the Afghan. When the Shah of the
World himself went out to meet him, everyone rent their collars. The Afghans killed a few thousand who had
survived\fn{The subsequent siege of the city} but all these that I mention were unclean ones.\fn{ I.e., Shiias; the Afghans are
largely Sunni}
O God, have mercy quickly, make the people gladden the hearts of their Shahs! The Afghans killed countless
unclean ones on two or three occasions. A thousand thanks that not a hair of the Israelites was touched; the Jews
stayed in their homes, afflicted and sad.
O God, protect us so that we may not be captured again by the oppressors. Have mercy on the people of Imran,
especially on the Kashanis and its Jewish community. Set loose my speech again so that I may take wing for the
sake of the Kashanis!
6
Come, O heart, and order flood on the world; no Shah has ever completed his work. When Shah Mahmüd
sat upon the throne he conquered cities with good fortune and luck. Whoever heard his name jumped up,
even if asleep. His fame spread throughout Iran, from Ray to Rum, from Khurasan as far as Gilan. He killed
a few thousand youths and old men, each of them like a cypress in a rose garden.
He had an envoy like Ayaz\fn{ An allusion to the favorite slave of Sultan Mahmud of Ghazna (reigned 999-1030) } the
noble whose nickname was Almãs.\fn{ Sultan Amanullah, one of Mahmud’s closest Afghan generals and rivals } His
command was obeyed throughout Iran; the Shah's own command never lacked Almas’ seal. Almas was forward
with the Shah with his permission; all his business was successful and opportune. (Whenever God hurls someone
to the ground, he first elevates him, like the accursed Pharaoh.)
All the nobles who were in Isfahan were under his command. Whenever he would go to wait upon the Shah he
had approximately fifty heralds. Whenever he would go serve the Shah he would first eat new fruits and whatever
he wished. There was none smarter than he in any country; he was called “AlmAs” but he was sharper than that.
There were some people who feared the Shah. They said:
“We’ll find a solution for this.”
They poisoned the food of the Shah of Shahs. They forgot to salt it, and [their trick discovered], they were
doomed. When Ashraf found out about this affair he set out like a lion on the track of prey. He came to the Shah
of Shahs and asked:
“How are you?”
Then he suddenly killed the Shah. His soul departed to the ancestors of his native country while Ashraf
appropriated that land for himself.
First he fought Almãa and killed him, because he wanted to be Shah in his own right. They beat the kettle
drums in Ashraf’s name; the world bowed to his will that hour. He confiscated all of Almas’ property although
some relations appeared, right and left.
It then occurred to him suddenly to conquer Hamadan out of sheer bravery. He conquered some other cities as
well, all with the blow of the dagger.
It then occurred to that hero not to allow any gentiles to live in Isfahan. First he killed the powerful princes
who were the light of the eyes of the harem. Each day he took some Muslims\fn{ I.e., Shiias} to the main square.
He would hang five or six and he would kill all with arrows and rifles. If Mullah Za’faran\fn{One of Ashraf’s pirs, or
religious masters} would have permitted it, no Muslim would have survived in Isfahan.
While the impure were being killed, the Jews feared for their own lives.
*
As soon as Ashraf returned from Hamadan it occurred to him to conquer the Mazandaran\fn{ Caspian} region.
That Shah of Shahs came as far as Kashan; sun and moon trembled out of fear.
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He had a few nimble riding youths, each one worth a lion. They were carrying thousands of pieces of
artillery, each one accompanied by special soldiers. He also had thousands of swift horses as well as two pairs
of male and female lions and tigers. A few bazaar tents accompanied him also lest his subjects suffer any
deprivation.
Shah Ashraf rode in the midst of the people\fn{ Of Kashan} honoring them by talking to them. That Shah
possessed much dignity and was very generous towards the Kashanis. He gave them carpets and other things
without them paying him one dinar. He left and stayed a while in Qum and Mahsam; he had no rest day and
night, not even for a moment.
From there he went to Khurasan, arriving in Semnan and Damaghan. He fought a few battles like Pharaoh,
while Tahmasp Khan\fn{ The future Nadir Shah (1688-1747), Shah of Iran (from 1736), at this time one of Ashraf’s generals }
was like Faridun.
*
Come, O heart, value the virtue of valor; follow it and educate yourself! May no good come to him who does
evil in the world! Only bad rice can be set aside to die; a man of bad character and deeds cannot. If you have a
lantern, send it forward.
Know, O heart, whether or not you worship God [alone]. Those who walk on the right path go to the halting
place without stumbling. Those who think of deceit and mischief will always remain burdened.
Happy is he who is successful; he does work which comes to fruition in the world.
Go, rest, Babai; there is no craftsman like you. May the Life Giver light your lamp!
7
Listen again to a dirge about what happened to us in Kashan.
Many youths died in the famine and were buried with a thousand hopes in their hearts.
O Creator of the Firmament, though each one of them was like the rising moon and the branch of the boxtree,
he was carried off into oblivion. They carried sorrowful hearts to the grave; they left us in the claws of the
oppressors.
It was in the year 5490\fn{ 1730} that Ashraf became Shah. He came to Kashan and went on to war. He went to
the Mazandaran via the road to Qum fighting the qizilbash\fn{One or various of the surviving princes of the last Iranian royal
house} and the lions.\fn{The editor thinks this is likely a reference to Ottomans, rather than Russians; but she points out that “from the
beginning of his reign, Shah Ashraf was on the defensive.” } First he fought because he had lost face, but from then on he
had not a moment without fear. The kind Shah came as far as Kashan, not stopping off anywhere even for a
moment. He said:
“I have no problem with the Kashanis, so don’t play any tricks on me. If you do, I will cut you all up with the
sword and the dagger and the blows of the mace. Go, dwell in peace in your own corners and watch the outcome
from your doorways.”
He departed like a fish in water and hurried off to Isfahan in one day.
The next day Tahmasp, that clever man, arrived in Kashan. When he heard that Ashraf took off, he was very
surprised and set out in pursuit like a yoked male lion. He took off like a mortally wounded gazelle, collecting
taxes and tolls from every region.\fn{ War is expensive:H} By heavenly decree, he came as far as Kashan to take
away property and money from the kadkhzudas.
May God have mercy upon Mir Abu’l Qasim a hundred times; he was an intelligent man in Kashan. He went
out to meet the general who had an army numbering 40,000 men. Such was the lot of the enemies that day, but for
friends it was like the New Year.
In those days, David was nasi. He had seen much and had become sinful. When everyone went out to meet the
general, servants called out to him loudly:
“All Jews are inhabitants of hell; they must become Muslims at once. If not, we will kill everyone. We will not
leave one Jew alive in the province!” They were the khan’s messengers from hell, until the next day.
*
Come, ponder again the state of the households. In every house several servants were stationed all armed with
guns, swords and daggers. They struck and kicked the heads and legs of the unfortunate women and children. No
one has ever seen such injustice in the world; such a calamity occurred in our generation. Then he also wanted
money and the tribute as well as clean straw and barley for horses.
Such were the times; next they would demand women with lutes and wine!
Come, listen to what happened to the kadkhudas. They were rounded up together with all the common folk. It
was decided that the kadkhudas of the Jews would pay a few thousands.
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The nasi drew up an account at once of what would be taken of coarse and fine foodstuffs. Ashrars money was
done away with; you would say the world has turned up-side-down!\fn{ No other Iranian source mentions this, which is
apparently a payment by the Shan to the city as a bribe to secure its allegiance, now to be turned over to his rivals. The author says “it is
thoroughly in keeping with the needs and the characters of this episode.” }

Then the accursed ones set out in pursuit of Ashraf. But, because of our sinfulness, these\fn{The Afghans} did
not win; otherwise we would not have feared them\fn{ Tahmasp Khan and his troops} so much.
As for the Multanis,\fn{Hindus} they fared better than we. There were seven or eight such [families] there; five
hundred tumans were taken from them.
What shall we do, O God, what shall we do? We are all melting away like silver! God had mercy on all women
obeying their husbands. If it had not been for them, we would have forfeited our souls. How good it would have
been if we had not given up our religion!
*
It was on a Friday evening, as we were longing for the Sabbath, on the eighth of Heshwan. It became like a
week-day for the Jewish people. The day turned up-side-down, as one wishes for one’s enemies; thus several
Sabbath prayers were profaned.
The Jews had no possessions, no money and no credit while everyone held swords drawn against them.
Thousands of homes were destroyed; women, children as well as men were crying. In this manner they carried off
money as well as the nasi and some Jewish leaders.
The khan was at a banquet in the Mir’s house while they were deliberating about the Jews. The kadkhudas were
very upset; they did not have even one dinar in their hands. Among those present were Benyamin, Khudadad of
Lar, Mordechai, Rabbi and David Shahriyari, also Khwajah and Israel Gurgi, supporting one another like two
towers; Mishael Cohen as well as Mordechai Isfahani who thought that they had been invited to the banquet!
Zebulun had converted the previous Friday; his relationship with Ya’qub was like that of cat and a mouse.
Benyamin Shakshul acted the leopard; he thought he could conquer both lions and crocodiles. He recalled the
calamities that had befallen him, that his riches had been plucked away.
Those were the individuals who had gone to that council. What a pleasant gathering it seemed!
Suddenly, another cry arose:
“Pay a hundred tumans, great and small!”
The saids of the people of Kashan had arrived causing an uproar, making everyone bbw down in the dust,
saying that the Jews should give a few more tumans. The Jews replied:
“We don’t have it; we might as well strew dust on our heads!”
A thousand curses on Satan. Know for certain that he was present in that assembly! For then Benyamin
made an about face saying:
“In the generation of this Prior Master I shall reveal the shahada of Muhammad’s religion in Moses’s
words!” Nasi David was an ignoramus, quick of speech. When he heard these words from the kadkhuda he
said:
“Give me your hand; let us swear allegiance\fn{ To the new faith}, let us glorify all the Jews thereby.”
They made an agreement and set forth, entrusting themselves to the House of Ali They said:
“We are Muslims now, Ali has made us like wolves.\fn{ I.e., zealous} We gave money, offering it to the
shah; we have become Muslims and we will not renege.” Then the just khan said:
“Moses was better than anyone else. He turned the dry branch green in the world. When he planted the
branch, he plucked roses from it at once. So it behooves the followers of Moses to adhere to their religion
just as Christians should not tamper with theirs. In your hearts you have not severed yourselves from your
religion. I know this to be true even if you should bring all the prophets before me. You should abase
yourselves before us and give us the money.”
There were a few ignoramuses and opportunists there. When they heard this they raised a banner of
protest. One of them was an exalted kadhuda named Khwajah Benyamin. He said:
“We will become Muslims, heart and soul, not only we but the entire Jewish community as well.” The
khan rejoiced when he heard this speech, saying:
“Come forward, House of Imran.”
*
They went and sat down in that assembly shutting the door of happiness before their own faces. All
present congratulated them. They ate, some without reciting the grace after meal. That very hour the khan
issued a decree to the effect that:
“I exempt the new Muslims from the jizya.”\fn{The head-tax, levied at one time on all non-Muslims is Muslim lands }
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They bestowed some robes of honor on the kadkhudas who had thrown themselves in Satan’s snare. They
came out with the letter\fn{ Of the decree} on their heads, thinking that they could still embrace the Torah.
*
O God, tell us what to do, we are melting away on account of our sinfulness. We are disgraced at Your
palace; we are no longer Your servants.
What else will come from the turning of the world? The hearts of robbers rejoice over us!
What shall we do with ourselves and with those ten persons? Once again an evil decree has fallen upon us.
Grant the opportunity that they may return to their religion, that they may yet grow strong in Your Torah,
day and night. Grant Babai light, once again, for he is Your slave and You are the King.
8
Listen again to what came from the revolution of the days, where it is that they came to a halt in the end.
On Sunday, the nasi sent for the Jewish community, saying:
“Friends, woe upon you a hundred times!”
The entire community assembled and went to sit in the nasi’s house. All the kadkhudas were present as
well as nasi David and his lackeys. They talked a great deal but there was not even one intelligent man
among them. They said to David:
“You are the most exalted among us; protect us, for the sake of Moses! Go to the royal tent, before the
Shah, and hand him a petition, for God’s sake! We will all, great and small, carry out whatever the
enlightened one orders.” David was satisfied with this suggestion, but that very moment ‘Abd al-Wahhãb
arrived. He said to the community:
“Why are you sitting around paying attention to such female gossip? If you give such advice to David, it
is as if you want him to be killed. The words spoken here will throw you into the mouths of dragons. If
Tahmasp Khan should hear of them, he will kill everyone on the pretext of their religion. The religion of the
Prophet is pleasant and delightful. If they would not have wanted to become Shiias they would have paid
the money.”
Then one group said: “We will become Muslims” while another said: “We are Israelites.” When
David saw that they were divided he said to himself:
“There is a solution for them.”
He sent for the shaykhs and the qadi to determine who is satisfied with the conversio. The qadi
ordered the doors locked to establish whether they were Muslims or whether they were what they used
to be. He shouted to all:
“O Jews, the religion of the Muslims is pleasant and delightful. Consent to become Muslims at once;
don’t seek trouble for yourselves. Persevere in whatever religion you have now; tomorrow the shah is
coming to Kashan. He will summon your council harshly; he will slit your hearts with the blow of the
sword.”
When one group heard this, it jumped up and severed its heart from the Torah of Moses. Thinking to
deceive Satan, another group sided with the khan. Still another group ran into the small garden hoping
that perhaps a branch had burst into bloom. Some others turned heavenward praying, O merciful,
exalted God!
They were brought out one by one for the House of Imran had lost the certainty.\fn{ Of its faith } They
all said:
“We are fully Muslims.”
You would say that day was like the Day of Resurrection.
There was a cowardly mullah in the fortress, mullah Eliyahu, one of the sons of Pir Ahmad. He was
well versed in songs and psalms; how wonderfully he used to sing religious songs! When they brought
him forth he said:
“I am a Muslim. God is the Greatest.” Then they brought forth mullah Israel Babasha who said:
“Heaven forbid, I am not Jewish!” He was also very learned, but his eye was set on [his money]; he
did not fear the Almighty.
Mullah Natanel came forth by himself out of fear. He was the son of mullah Moshe and was like the
Redeemer.
Mullah Rahamim also testified as did his son Eliyahu who was like the prophets. Then they brought forth
mullah Zebulun, who said:
“All the prophets must be asleep!” Then they brought forth a few others by force, who said:
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“We belong to the religion of Moses.”
Mullah Rabbi was also a perfect mullah. He was the son of mullah Ya’qub and the friend of sages. He also
did not become Muslim. He was a ritual slaughterer both at home and on the road. Then they brought forth
Abraham Yazdi who said:
“How long will you be stubborn with me? I don’t want to become a Muslim; take your hands off me and
stop talking. You have become Muslims by force and through contention. But tell me, what business do you
have with me? I shall not abandon my religion. I am greatly troubled by your action. Set free this distressed
community! For God’s sake, do not be deceived by Satan! And if not, [you cannot force me], I am not from the
region of Kasaãn; I am Jewish, openly and secretly. My Jewishness does not depend on anyone; and if there is
oppression, I will emigrate from the country. You are converting us to Islam now; what did Moses, son of
Imran, ever do to you? The Prophet did not command anyone to be converted from Moses’ branch. Show
generosity and let us go; do not grieve the hearts of young and old. No one is demanding a fine from you. Do
you have such an order from that World Builder? If you behave this way towards the Torah of Moses you rob
the hearts of the helpless.” Then Mu’in jumped up at once saying to Abraham:
“You are an intelligent man. Utter the shahada and separate yourself; do not throw yourself in the midst of
dissenters. You are a clever man of the world but just now you are asleep like a rabbit. Their jizya and property
will be awarded to you. Desist, and talk no longer about this.” Abraham answered:
“O Hajji, you are wise, why do you utter such futile words? Whether I live or die, I was and remain a Jew.
Take your people and go for I am a stranger here, a traveler.” Since Abraham was a leader and dealt in riches,
he showed boldness and did not convert.
There was another pure man there, Mordechai, a rabbi from Kirmanshah. He also did not become impure, and
did not turn his face away from the Almighty. He was a generous and learned man, perfected by his special
knowledge of the Torah. He gave a lot of money for the sake of Moses’ religion and continued to keep himself
free.
*
And so, a community uttered the shahãda and departed while word of this spread throughout Iran. They
returned to their homes with hearts full of vengeance cursing constantly, hundreds of times.
Only God and no human being can know whether the nasi acted for good or bad. Although the nasi was
deceived by Satan, he too remained in the religion of Imran.
There was mourning in every home as if the Day of Judgment had appeared. There were some mourners in
every house, lamenting and wailing constantly.
O God, have mercy on the Jews; perform a miracle for the House of Imran!
*
[Life went on as usual], the merchants pursued their business, the shopkeepers all went to the bazaar. The
brilliant firmament opened every door cleaning out every workshop. The butchers were all unemployed while the
mullas cried a lot.
O God, ease this exile, send Redemption to the Jews. Whenever elephants make war on one another, the weak
lamb of Israel is full of sorrow.
Before the other day when Mu’in became a Muslim, David was a Jew like a cypress in a garden.
Now, whenever you see him you would roar like a male lion for his sake. Until he will find the opportunity\fn
{To return to Judaism} it will be a black day for David and for the community. David had not known the helplesness
of sorrow until those days when he had become its captive.
No one knew what would happen next, when these hundred days of judgment would pass over us. Since daily
we had fallen short in our prayers, they gave us prayer beads and formulas. We have not recited the prayer for
washing hands with proper devotion and now we have to wash them in a dangerous place.
O God, forgive everyone’s sins, by the God of Moses, Aaron and Ezra. We hope that Shah Tahmasp will come
and open the gates of victory for us. OGod, cast this [thought] into his heart that he may say:
“Let them all belong to the religion of Moses.”
Then, once again, Babai will return to his own faith and swiftly make a new beginning for himself.
9
With the grace of God, I wish to relate events and the decisions of the royal council. For some time
before this I was sitting in solitude saying to myself:
“I should do something so that it may end well for me. Come, make a petition, like a scroll, on behalf
of those apostates with wounded hearts. Submit it to the brave Shah, sacrifice your life, for male and
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female. I will ask permission for the religion of Moses and I will open the doors of the sixteen syna gogues.”
Therefore, I wrote a petition full of tumult and agitation and I thought that I should show it to some
superiors. So I went to some kadkhudas to see whether they were Jews or Muslims. I said:
“I made a petition and I will give it at once to the Shah of the World.” They replied:
“Hey, little man, what are you saying? When the proper course is obvious, why do you seek the wrong
one? We have signed our names ourselves into the register, we are Muslims, great and small. If this
should come to the attention of Tahmasp Khãn, he will kill us all on the pretext of religion. Our affair is
in God’s hands. God is the support of the Jews”
When [these events] were brought to the attention of Said Husayn, they\fn{The saids} gathered
together and summoned us. Ibrahim, Mordechai, and another group were there together with ten or fifteen
persons. They were all present at the said’s house; Ismail Qumi was also there.
Said Husayn showed them perfect hospitality. He brought out some light snacks and bread. He showed
them much respect and, that benefactor, complimented them profusely. He said:
“You ought to summon the nasi; bring him along and seat him in the assembly. I will weigh his
opinion as well regarding the submission of the petition.” They went to get nasi David; that sinful
community found him and they said to him:
“There is a gathering at the house of Said Husayn; they are summoning you for advice.”
He came at once and when they saw him, all rose to their feet. They were sitting there and nasi David wanted
to know what the community was doing and planning. Many words and explanations were then given regarding
the conversion to Islam of the Jewish community. He was told that they wanted to submit a petition to the Shah to
state their intentions, by the grace of God. When nasi David heard these words he persevered in his sinfulness. He
said:
“These are incompetent words. I have protected you often. You have attained the wish of your hearts; you have
all recited the shahada together. Now you have put it into your minds that you are Jews [again]; you will reap no
benefit from God!” One man said:
“This petition is very good.” Another said:
“Who will give it to the Shah?”
All the talk boded ill; nothing [concrete] came from anybody. It was decided for the Jews that they would carry
Torah scrolls to greet the Shah. As for the new Muslims, they were to carry the Qur’an for they belonged to the
religion of Muhammad. Then the nasi set out for home at once, saying:
“These words were just a pretext.” He went at once to the house of Mir,\fn{Qasim} saying:
“My lord, what is our sin? You are negligent in your business; you don’t have a dirham’s worth of shame for
the sake of Islam. I want an innocent divine to come in all seriousness before the women.” The said was pleased
with David’s words and said to him:
“Don’t despair.” He appointed a divine in the quarter who would read the prayers and eulogies to the women.
More prayers and the sura of prayer\fn{“The Opening”} [were taught]; for all those who oppress will in turn
experience oppression.
O God, what sin have we committed that we have been made captive by such injustice?
Then each quarter made preparations to gather several households in one home. There the divine recited the
shahada, words of the Qur’an, so that the women of the House of Imran would recite it as well. Imagine how,
with smiling lips and crying hearts they recited the shahada, first one, then two, then three and four.
Kebab and sour milk were brought forth for the women of that sinful community. It was as if there was
mourning in that house or as if the Day of Resurrection had arrived. They all hastened to their homes having
satisfied the nasi’s heart. But they said:
“On the Day of Resurrection our hands will grab the hem of him who made us Muslims!”
O Lord, do as you wish, bestow good on those who are good: and confound those who are bad!
*
That day passed and another arrived; news came that the shah was coming with the army. All the people
went out to meet him, great and small, young and old; they all went out to meet the Shah.
Come, O God the Creator, cause a flood!
The Shah was a moon-like youth with a sunny countenance, the pride of the world, like Alexander. He
was strutting like a drunken peacock, and the rest of the people with their bent heads looked like crushed
ants. He was like the Solomon of the age, or like Alexander on the [royal] threshold. He came as far as the
gate with the people and he was crying openly, tears as copious as the Jayhun.]fn{ The river Oxus, a favorite poetic
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reference in Persian literature }

His heart was torn for what had happened, for the fact that Ashraf had taken
everything. He spoke not a word to any youth; the people all bowed to him in obeisance.
Tahmasp Khãn sent a messenger after him and gave him two hundred\fn{ The currency is not specified } to
appear before the Shah. His message was:
“Come, sit upon the royal throne for you are the ascending light, the protector of the world. I will go as
far as China and Barbary and I will capture Ashraf and all his male and female retinue.”
The shah departed in great haste; he stayed a few days, three or four, in Kashan. An order was issued as
far as Isfahan; God knows what happened to him.\fn{ This may be a veiled allusion to the short reign of Tahmasp II and
the subseauent coup d’état of his general, Tahmasp Khan.}
*
Come, sit in a corner and finish a supplication that He may make your work well polished.
O God, one of Whose Names is “The Merciful” and Whose Mercy is Abundant, His Name is also “The
Generous.”
Go, sit Babai, and endure until the Messiah will come with his throne and splendor. Your children will
remember you and will always forgive you!
10
Now, by the grace of God, I want to dwell a while in Shiraz. I ask pardon of my own teacher and rub the dust
of Khwajah lHafiz[‘s grave] upon my eyes. Then I ask his permission to travel about in his city.
Come, my heart, refine yourself, be ever present in the eyes of the people of the world.
When Ashraf went to war in the city\fn{ Hamdan?; this would be in 1726 } of the Sultan, no other Shah had done
such a thing. He quickly killed a few thousand Osmanlis so that the heart of the entire world turned away from
well-being. He captured a few thousand janissaries and a few thousand treasures of the intoxicated ones. A few
crocodiles\fn{Persian troops} came from Isfahan; had this not been so, he\fn{ Ashraf} would have conquered all of
Iran.
Shah Ashraf killed Shah Sultan Husayn together with some prosperous princes. He killed numberless soldiers;
no one has ever heard such a story. He dragged away cannon and artillery as well as some gold-girdled youths.
Whatever wealth there was, he carried it all off to the palace in Isfahan with the tents of his pavilion. After all that,
the Sultan of Rum granted Ashraf four cities in their entirety. Hamadan, Kirmanshah, Tut and Sarkan, and all the
regions as far as Luristan.
However, Ashraf was troubled by the Shahinshah, both he, and his entire court. He waged a few more battles
going from region to region in confusion. He fought another battle in Isfahan, but his sword was not equal to
those of the crocodiles.
The Afghans loaded on the backs of mules whatever goods and money were in the treasury along with chattel
and clothing and every type of buried treasure, and they set fire to whatever they deemed useless. Ashraf did not
leave a nail in place in the wall; he carried off whatever there was of money and property. He practiced
deception, saying, “I will be waging war,” and thus carried away with him arrows and guns.
When the vanguard\fn{Of Tahmasp Khan} first came to Isfahan they saw no one, not a grandee nor a commoner.
They sent a messenger to the khan, saying:
“Why are you sitting around? Go to Isfahan, for Ashraf has fled with his entire army not leaving behind even
a nail for a picture.”
Tahmasp Khan set out that very moment. He came to Isfhan and went to Ashrars palace. When he saw that
Ashraf had fled he became displeased, saying:
“I will draw together an army to pursue him, for when Ashraf flees he returns. If I will permit him, he will
become Shah [again]. I will capture him if I can, for there is none like me among the people of the world.” He
sent a messenger to the Shahinshah, saying:
“Your fortune has grown tall at the palace; it flies wherever we go! None can contend with the hearth of Shah
Sari. Come and dwell in your rightful abode. I will fight Ashraf like at Gulnabad. May God grant favor to
whomsoever He wishes; I have no other friend and companion besides you!”
Tahmasp Khãn took much money in Isfahan from Armenians, Hindus, Jews and Muslims, They took a great
deal of money from the Jewish community which Jews from Kashan, Shiraz and Lar.
But these Jews did not gamble away their religion and gave lots of money instead, countless amounts of
money. When their purses became empty they said:
“Religion is better than anything or any wealth.”
What else shall I say about these poor ones? They all took to the road, broom in hand!
29

There were a few Jews from Kashan there who were driven to distraction by [their loyalty] to the Jewish
community of Kashan. They said:
“Why did nasi David and Benyamin and the community become sinful? Something must certainly have
happened to cause rich and poor alike to become Muslims. We should also act prudently and we will live
harmoniously with the Muslims.”
So, one, two, three, four individuals became Muslims, willing or unwilling. They wanted that that entire
community should also become impoverished, but God struck their hearts and it did not happen so. Peiaps the
Patriarchs had interceded before the Almighty. If they had become Muslims at the foot of the throne in the capital,
they would have set all of Iran on fire. On the other hand, some went ahead and walked contentedly in the religion
of Khosrow.
Some such were also in the community of Kashan; whatever one’s station, it is by God’s decree! It was
certainly God’s decree that the Jews of Kashan should have a black day!
*
Listen again about Shah Ashraf.
A part of his army went to the province of Shiraz. When Tahmasp Khan heard this news he said:
“I have been around in many provinces, but I have not seen the like of him in any country; perhaps that man is
a dragon! I shall not allow him to escape alive even if I have to go all over Iran. I will capture him and his armies;
I will throw fire on his home and property.” Then he said to the army:
“Hurry up, find whatever wealth Ashraf carried away!”
The army set out eagerly, equipped with daggers, swords and maces. Their number was greater than several
thousand besides the servants in the front and in the back. Tahmasp Khan, farsighted like a royal falcon, set out
towards the province of Shiraz to fight Ashraf. He sent a letter to Ashraf saying:
“Do you have any other statement to make besides flight? If you want to fight, be my guest; if you want to
flee, I will pursue you. If you wish to save your life, become a Muslim\fn{ I.e., follow the tenets of Shiia Islam } and let’s
cut the story short. You would become one of my servants; you would have bread and soup to eat.” Shah Ashraf
wrote in reply:
“You are welcome and honored. Even if you were the Shah of the World you could not use the ax against
yourself! I did not flee on your account nor on account of the Shah. I will defend my honor and I will fight If I
will find God’s favor in this battle I will capture you together with the entire vanguard. And if you should find
grace, do as you wish; don’t turn one into a hundred, but rather turn one hundred into one!”
*
What a battle these two lions were intent on! No such battle was ever seen in Iran. Row upon row were the
qizilbash and the Afghans; they were smashed to pieces with the blows of the cannon. They were all scattered
about, their whiteness turning into black. The thousands of the Khan’s army were tangled with Ashraf’s army, like
lions.
Tahmasp Khan captured Saidal Khan and sent him before the Shah.\fn{ Tahmasp} Saidal played another trick,
[saying to the shah]:
“I will become Muslim. I will be your friend. I will go to Ashraf and I will capture him with his entire army
and bring him before you alive.” The Shahinshah accepted this gift and said:
“What a pleasant man! We will send him to the battlefield to do his job; he will melt away Ashraf’s entire
army.”
He gave him an army and several thousand soldiers whose statures were like pointed iron styles or candlesticks. A captain went at once to Tahmasp Khan, saying:
“I am bringing you some more young men; each one is like a crocodile in war; they have no fear of guns and
arrows.” Tahmasp Khan gave Saidal a few thousand soldiers more so that he might capture Ashraf alive. Once
again he\fn{Tahmasp Khan} took his\fn{Shah Tahmasp’s} advice.
*
Listen again to heaven’s deeds. Saidal Khan went a few parasangs on the way and sent a letter to the Shahinshah saying:
“Here is your army’s chance for I am bringing the enemy to your sword. I will cut off their heads; I am your
friend.”
How glad was Ashraf when he heard of Saidal’s trick! They devastated the antire army.
Saidal returned to Ashraf with his hands full! Many tambourines, fifes, and drums were struck. The news was
brought to Tahmasp Khan:
“Saidal killed your army!” When the general heard that news he said:
“Saidal was an impostor. If I will have the chance, I will capture him and I will plant his head on my spear!”
30

*
Ashraf and Saidal set out together; where could they find refuge now? Ashraf carried off a lot of wealth from
Shiraz, countless amounts of it, especially from the poor Jews Shiraz. They gave him money on account of their
religion. The Afghans took away from the Jews whatever money, food or animals they had. They became poor as
dirt; all the kadkhudas became needy. Ashraf had a few youths, swift riders, each of them the dread of the
generation. They harbored a thousand hopes in their hearts; but how could these men bring forth water from clay?
God does not turn away from an ant the way He turned away from the Afghans of Qandahar! Ashraf turned his
eyes heavenward day and night, praying constantly for victory. He fought a few battles like a lion; their fame
spread throughout Iran. He fought Tahmasp Khan in a manner in which he did not fight [even] in Hamadan.
Know that it was like the battle of the Jews against Nebuchadnezzar.
What came [then] from the turning of the world? A dark night! What did the mother give birth to?
Fleeing once again, Ashraf disappeared in water; this much was certain before all the people of the world. The
hearts of all his princes were devastated; only God knows what really happened to his youthful soul!
He went on the road leading toward the sea. What happened then? Did he find a jewel or did his heart
burst?\fn{The editor notes: “The circumstances of Ashraf’s death are related in several versions. It seems certain that many of his
followers died on the way to the Persian Gulf, and that those who did reach it an embarked for the Arabian coast boaded ships that later
foundered. Ashraf himself was probably killed by a party of Afghans sent from Qandahar by his cousin, Husayn Sultan, who felt his power
would be threatened should Ashraf return to Qandahar.”}

*
This community suffered much oppression until Ashraf fled with such bravery. All the servants wore arms in
their belts, each one was accompanied by a hundred friends and companions. They destroyed the homes of all the
inhabitants of Shiraz; there was never such injustice in all of Iran. They went straight into their homes and
demanded taxes from every person.
When Tahmãsp Khan entered Shiraz he turned its inhabitants into the talons of falcons. Mordechai Qazvini
was a deputy there. He was married and God had granted him several children.
When the dreading Jews fled in every direction, a hundred bad things happened every minute. They\fn{ The
Khan’s men} made him\fn{Mordechai Qazvini} a prisoner because he spoke Turkish; he understood that they wanted
to plunder. He spoke to them a lot, but they struck him down with a disabling blow of the sword.
God had mercy on him and his wound was not fatal, but they wounded other Jews as well. They took away a
lot of money from the Jews on every side. Rich and poor were set apart by the blows of the sword. Whatever the
famous thief left behind, the omen-readers\fn{ The Persians} took away by violence.
*
O God. heed the cries of the Jews for they have no one beside You. In the age of Ashraf, the Jews had
tranquility while the Muslims had wounded hearts.
However, we are not waiting for him. We are awaiting the appearance of the Redeemer. We will hide under his
standard; secret mysteries will then be revealed to us.
Babai will march in the company of those dear ones and the God-worshipping Jews will rejoice!
1819
264.85a Untitled Poem\fn{by Mastoreh Kordestani (1802-1846)} Iran (F) -1
Sins nurtured and formed our futurity
And we departed without leaving a
Subtle imprint behind
When we turn into soil, and brick, and
Afterlife devalues our earthly existence
What pride will remain for us?
So many poisonous plants we have planted
So many forbidden roads we have crossed
We are the true worshippers at the mosque
Why fear the Zahid who does not preach the right
At resurrection what will the Friend ask?
We are from Him, if we have sailed
The ship through the sea or into the mud
We wrote everything but of Him
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When from Him come the name and the heart.
Persian 5 1. Autobiographical statement 2. A specimen of innuendo 3. An untitled ghazal 4. A poem in praise of
the Queen-mother 5. Verses connected with New Year’s Day 6. An elegy on the death of the Imám Husayn\fn{by
Qá’áni, son of Mírzá Muhammad ‘Alí (1807/08-1853/54)} Shiraz, Iran (M) 3
1

2
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4
Are these violets growing from he ground on the brink of the streams,
Or have the houris plucked strands from their tresses?
If thou hast not seen how the sparks leap from the rock
Look at the petals of the red anemones in their beds
Which leap forth like sparks from the crags of the mountains!
5
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6
What rains down? Blood! Who? The Eye! How? Day and Night! Why?
From grief! What grief? The grief of the Monarch of Karbalá
What was his name? Husayn! Of whose race? ’Alí’s!
Who was his mother? Fátima! Who was his grandsire? Mustafá!
How was it with him? He fell a martyr! Where? In the Plain of Máriya!
When? On the tenth of Muharram! Secretly? No, in public!
Was he slain by night? No, by day! At what time? At noontide!
Was his head severed from the throat? No, from the nape of the neck!
Who? Shimr! From what source? From the source of Death!
Was he an innocent martyr? Yes! Had he committed any fault? No!
What was his work? Guidance! Who was his friend? God!
Who wrought this wrong? Yazíd! Who is this Yazíd?
One of the children of Hind! By whom? By bastard origin!
Did him himself do this deed? No, he sent a letter!
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To whom? To the false son of Marjána.
Was Ibn Ziyád the son of Marjána? Yes!
Did he not withstand the words of Yazíd? No!
Did this wretch slay Husayn with his own hand?
No, he dispatched an army to Karbalá!
Who was the chief of the army? ‘Umar ibn Sa‘d!
Did he cut down Fátima’s dear folk? No, shameless Shimr!
Was not the dagger ashamed to cut his throat?
It was! Why then did it do so? Destiny would not excuse it!
Wherefore? In order that he might become an intercessor for mankind!
What is the condition of his intercession? Lamentation and weeping!
Were any of his sons also slain? Yes, two!
Who else? Nine brothers! Who else? Kinsmen!
Had he no other son? Yes, he had! Who was that?
The worshipper! How fared he? Overwhelmed with grief and sorrow!
Did he remain at his father’s Karbalá No, he went to Syria!
In glory and honor? No, in abasement and distress!
Alone? No, with the women of the household! What were their names?
Zaynab, Sakina, Fátima, and poor portionless Kulthúm!
Had he garments on his body? Yes, the dust of the road!
Had he a turban on his head? Yes, the staves of the wicked ones!
Was he sick? Yes! What medicine had he? The tears of his eyes!
What was his food after medicine? His food was heart’s blood!
Did any bear him company? Yes, the fatherless children!
Who else was there? The fever which never left him!
What was left of the women’s ornaments? Two things,
The collar of tyranny on their necks, and the anklet of grief on their feet!
Would a pagan practice such cruelty? No! A Magian or a Jew? No!
A Hindu? No! An idolater? No! Alas for this harshness!
Is Qá’áni capable of such verses? Yes!
What seeks he? Mercy! From whom? From God! When? In the ranks of recompense!
270.101b 1. Look Up! 2. Just Let The Wind … 3. He Has Come! 4. Proclamation 5. The King Walked In 6. Start
Shouting! 7. Morning Breezes 8. Point By Point 9. Your Brilliant Face 10. A Beauty Mark 11. In Pursuit 12. My
Head In The Dust 13. Sleeper! 14. His Drunken Eyes 15. Lovers! 16. The King Of Love 17. Listen! 18. Running
After You 19. Friends Are Knocking At The Door 20. I Am Lost 21. This Heart 22. No One Else 23. From Those
Locks: Twenty-three Poems\fn{by Tahira Qurat al-Ayan (1817-1852)} Qazvin, Qazvin Province, Iran (F) 14
1
Look up! Our dawning day draws its first breath!
The world grows light! Our souls begin to glow!
*
No ranting shaykh rules from his pulpit throne
No mosque hawks holiness it does not know
*
No sham, no pious fraud, no priest commands!
The turban’s knot cut to its root below!
*
No more conjurations! No spells! No ghosts!
Good riddance! We are done with folly’s show!
*
The search for Truth shall drive out ignorance
Equality shall strike the despots low
*
Let warring ways be banished from the world
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Let Justice everywhere its carpet throw
*
May Friendship ancient hatreds reconcile
May love grow from the seed of love we sow!
2
Just let the wind untie my perfumed hair,
my net would capture every wild gazelle.
*
Just let me paint my flashing eyes with black,
and I would turn the day as dark as hell.
*
Yearning, each dawn, to see my dazzling face,
the heaven lifts its golden looking-glass.
*
If I should pass a church by chance today,
Christ’s own virgins would rush to my gospel.
3
He’s come! He’s here to tear our veils away
He’s here! He’s come to show us God today
*
Yet masters of the mind refuse to hear
and heaven’s song is wasted on their ear
*
He’s come to bring us life beyond all praise
He lights this world: his voice is heaven’s blaze
*
Its fire burns our world with wild delight
Stripped bare we stand: we’re made of purest light!
*
Lift the veil, Táhirih! He’s now exposed!
His hidden mystery has been disclosed!
*
And say: The Lord in glowing clothes is dressed!
Praised be his beauty, and forever blessed!
4
Hear this! My one and only Cause is true.
The words I speak mean victory for you.
*
Off with rags of law and pious fashion!
Swim naked in the sea of compassion!
*
How long will you drift through this world of war,
far from the safety of your native shore?
*
Sing, Be! Our Cause stands strong, both clear and plain:
“What comes from God returns to God again!”
5
The King walked in, and no one saw him come.
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His words, how beautiful! His face, how fair!
*
Now, everyone will perish at his feet.
His lovers, drunk on joy, run to be there.
*
The sun of Glory risen high! Glory!
it shines now—sparkling, glowing in the air.
*
The mountain peaks bow low before his beauty.
They circle 'round like pilgrims lost in prayer.
*
And endless verses flow from his sweet tongue.
Prophets of old rush from the past to hear.
6
Angels! Saints! All you holy ones above!
My true lover just walked in. Start shouting!
*
Night turned to day, dark into light. He's here
without a veil to hide his face. Start singing!
*
The Sun is up, it’s rising in the West.
You armies of God’s ecstasy! Start moving!
*
Fars is set aflame, and Tehran's burning.
Pure spirit rises from his place. Start dancing!
*
At daybreak nightingales don’t sing. The cock
struts out and birds of Glory start praising.
*
When my lover asks, “Am I not your Lord?”
even the gods reply in awe, “Thou art.”
*
His mighty river overflows, and floods
a thousand desert Karbalas—to start.
*
The arches of his eyes will make the feuds
of warring faiths and creeds to disappear.
*
Moses and Jesus in heaven are stunned,
and all the holy ones are lost down here.
*
Two thousand Muhammads hear thunderbolts,
they wrap themselves in cloaks, tremble in fear.
*
The sea storms—it casts up its shining pearls.
To give way to the sun, the dawn makes haste.
*
Men melt, mountains quake before his beauty.
His majesty lays whole kingdoms to waste.
*
And me, destroyed by two strands of his hair.
The moon of his face drives me to despair.
*
Beloved, when will I see you up there,
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see the light of your face, the shine of your hair?
*
The moon now has me mad with restless love
in the agony of my separation.
7
Morning breezes, take my supplication,
to the kingdom of Bahá, no other place—
*
where only rain can wash clean the corpses
of those struck dead when they behold his face,
*
where winds of mercy blow in from Iraq
to raise the fallen back to life reborn.
*
The Western Gate has unlocked all the gates,
with bounties from the city of Tehran.
*
You Bábis from the province of pure Light!
Strip off your splendid veils, just look and see.
*
Believers, he has thrown away his veil,
so forget the verse "You will never behold me."
8
If I met you face to face, I
would retrace—erase!—my heartbreak,
pain by pain,
ache by ache,
word by word,
point by point.
*
In search of you—just your face!—I
roam through the streets lost in disgrace,
house to house,
lane to lane,
place to place,
door to door.
*
My heart hopeless—broken, crushed!—I
heard it pound, till blood gushed from me,
fountain by fountain,
stream by stream,
river by river,
sea by sea.
*
The garden of your lips—your cheeks!—
Your perfumed hair, I wander there,
Bloom to bloom,\
Rose to rose,
Petal to petal,
Scent to scent.
*
Your eyebrow—your eye!—and the mole
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on your face, somehow they tie me,
trait to trait,
kindness to kindness,
passion to passion,
love to love.
*
While I grieve, with love—your love!—I
will reweave the fabric of my soul,
stitch by stitch,
thread by thread,
warp by warp,
woof by woof.
*
Last, I—Táhirih—searched my heart, I
looked line by line. What did I find?
You and you,
you and you,
you and you.
9
When the burning sun of your face first dawned,
you dazed me by your light at my day’s start.
*
So speak the words: “Am I not your Lord?”
My heartbeat will reply: “Thou art. Thou art.”
*
You asked: “Am I not?” I said: “Yes, Thou art.”
Then disaster set up camp inside my heart.
*
Alone I gaze at the moon of your face:
When slain at Karbalá you danced and leapt,
*
but when you heard them wailing for my death,
you grabbed my things, rushed to my side, and wept.
*
You raised me up high, then tore me to rubble.
So light a spark now—set the trash afire.
*
I hear angels in ceaseless song: “Sad lovers!
Come join his feast: Eat all that you desire.”
*
Be still, with Táhirih. Will you hold back the sea?
Hear Leviathan roar: “There is no God but Me.”
10
That mole on your lip, those two curls above:
One seed, two springs—and my poor heart is snared!
*
A priest, a judge, and I—we talk of love,
but what is there that I can teach two fools?
*
Your face, your curls, turn day to night, my dove:
One day that is night—two nights in a day?
*
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The grape-vat swells with the vintner’s child of
the vine. The bastard—one dad, and two moms!
*
Cupbearer! Where’s our wine? Up, Moonface! Move!
Bill them for two—I’ll pay for mine in cash!
*
Two eyes, and I’m drunk: I’ve lost my heart’s trove:
lost in the Turk’s two cups—yet why one wine?
*
Your eyebrows’ sword slew thousands, then you drove
whole nations mad—like me—just with your eyes!
*
You broke your promise, the union of love!
Can any man who swears two vows be good?
*
Call me your watchdog, but still I won’t move.
I am your servant: one slave with two names!
11
In pursuit of your love, my idol, mad for disaster am I.
But you will not desert me, so immersed in your sorrows am I
*
You veiled your face, tortured the locks of your hair. You
threw them all behind you—but not me. Here am I.
*
You are milk and nectar, you are the tree and its fruit. You
are the sun and the moon—an atom, just a speck am I.
*
You are palm and date, you are my honey-lipped beauty. You
are the perfect master, and just a shameless slave am I.
*
You are my Kaaba, my idol, my shrine and altar. You
are high, rich, and mighty—a helpless lover here am I.
*
But half a drop in your ocean am I, and merged in you,
no more, no less—now infinite, eternal here am I.
*
My playful lover stole my heart. He said: You come to me!
Now, modest and manifest magnificence here am I.
*
Táhirih, in the dust, and drunk on the one face I see:
Alone I await your blessing: a sinner here am I.
12
I will lay my head in the dust before your face.
My idol, this is the holy law I embrace.
*
You are the Kaaba that I long to circle round.
A river of tears falls from my eyes to the ground.
*
So don’t ask me why I’m drunk: Just look at your eyes!
Don’t tell me that I’ve lost my mind. Look at your face!
*
O Lord of the worlds! Bend his heart, so unbending!
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Or else, release me from this grief where I am drowned.
*
No life flows from my soul, my tomb brings no ending. \
To be with you is life, and separation death.
*
As I lay dying, your lips moved to speak a word
of care, and that is the one thing that gives me breath.
13
Wake up, sleeper! Your lover’s come for you!
Rouse yourself, brush those cobwebs from your hair
*
Gentle Love is here, and brings you kindness
Miserable lover, your Love stands near\
*
Comfort awaits at the side of your bed
Sit up, throw off your grief—not one more tear!
*
Suffering, separate, lying there cold,
embrace your lover, who loves without fear
*
Wan and wasted, starved to death by the Fall,
Get up! Get up! At last the Spring is here
*
Our time’s renewed, for life is always new
Rise! Rise up! You corpse of that old, dead year!
14
His drunken eyes have wasted all the land!
Whoever gazes at him cannot stand!
*
He turns his head, and one glance from his eyes
will turn to sand the wisdom of the wise
*
Madder than Majnun, Layli’s tent he flees
to throw his heart at any opened hand
*
The goldsmith’s tent glows bright from his fire-brand
All veils now burn away at his demand
*
He holds the flame Moses could not withstand
It’s not that bush—so why fear his command?
*
So come, and fill my cup! That’s my demand!
I’ll spill his secrets—I know them first-hand
*
Open your eyes! Gaze at us if you can,
and see the face of God! Do you understand?
*
Naked glory fills our universe and
like the sun sheds light on every land.
15
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Lovers! Creation Creation veils his face no more!
Lovers, look! He himself is visible!
*
See! The face of God glows with glory:
Look, lovers! Bright, pure, blinding, beautiful!
*
Who made the cosmos turns earth green once more.
Rise! Rise from that dark so miserable!
*
The day of truth is here! Lies have turned to dust!
Order, justice, law are now possible.
*
Smashed, the despot’s fist! God’s hand opens:
grace pours down—not sorrow, pain, and trouble
*
Minds in darkness now burn light with knowledge
Tell the priest: Shut your book! Lock the temple!
*
Hatred and doubt once poisoned all the world.
The bloodied cup holds milk now—pure, ample!
*
Let nations hear who’s come to set them free:
Broken the chain, and smashed the manacle!
16
I hear the King of Love calling
me to the path of endless love.
*
My pen, it dares not try explain
the dazzle of his face above.
*
Everyone who learns that secret
wants to throw his life away.
*
More than the sun, His face beams bright,
lights the earth, even at noonday.
*
His longing lovers start their dance,
with joy embrace calamity.
*
His face, that sacred looking glass,
reflects for us God’s clarity.
*
The poor when once they see his face
are drowned in wealth and luxury.
*
Look! I am not the only one—
each atom sings his majesty.
*
Find this God, and you will become
the “No” before every other god.
17
Listen, holy people! I have good news for you!
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His light has dawned. His beauty calls us to his side.
*
Listen, you who are waiting! The moon was hidden;
it shines now glorious. His grace is open wide.
*
I see His deathless face, I hear His words proclaimed,
and there I find a heaven pure and sanctified.
*
The unseen King above sits on the throne of Glory,
calls out to suffering folk: “You who are my pride!
*
But if you walk this path of love, I warn you now:
In anguish and calamity you will reside.
*
If you cannot bear this, you’ve not held fast my cord,
and with the winds of doubt I will cast you aside.
*
I am timeless. I am placeless, too. Rush here then—
to my place. Be on time—for these are sacred things.
*
When, from the flames, I call out: ‘Am I not your Lord?’
‘Thou art, Thou art,’ the angels’ answer rings.
*
I am manifest. I am hidden. Every gift is mine.
I am Life! I am Salvation! I am—the King of kings.
*
I am the Lord of Hosts! The Ark that Noah built!
I am that Self without a self. I rule all things.
*
I am the Prince of Karbalá—my face ablaze:
Give me your hearts—Then give your heads! Become holy beings!”
18
So many will die of grief in their chains,
trembling with desire, running after you.
*
Although my true love comes to ravish me,
I’ll stand before his sword, and gladly too.
*
My cruel lover invades my bed at dawn,
and I see beauty—the sunrise breaks through.
*
No pagan in China has such roguish eyes.
No musk compares to his hair wet with dew.
*
You ride past God and common folk careless—
just women, horse and saddle in your view.
*
You scorn this wine, you curse who pours it, to
follow hollow penance. What can I do?
*
I’ll walk the beggar’s path—though bad—it’s mine.
It’s Alexander’s road that you pursue.
*
Ride past my camp, on your road to nowhere.
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May you have all you wish, for it’s your due.
*
19
Gatekeeper! Friends are knocking at the door.
Open the door! Why not open the door?
*
What is wrong with letting them come in?
Why must they wait in the dark corridor?
*
How long do you think they can be patient?
How long should they stay there and pace the floor?
*
At least, why don’t you raise the window curtain?
Just peek out for once to show your face.
*
They want nothing from you, except yourself.
The only thing they beg for is your grace.
*
Outside, they got drunk on love—then sober.
They didn’t care. They’re longing for your place.
*
They dropped their veils, forgot their desires,
gave up their search, and stripped to nudity.
*
Burn off the clouds now and show us the sun.
Pull off the veil. Let us see your beauty:
*
So then, the wise will be struck dumb,
and the fools will find their wisdom:
*
The selfish know their true Self then,
the saints will all get drunk with them:
*
No servant and no Lord will be,
Master and slave as one will be.
20
I am lost in the heartland of your love,
and yet you do not even seem to care
*
Look down in pity at this foreigner,
you truest ruler of the kingdoms here,
*
and tell me, love, how have I sinned, and where?
And why, my idol, does your love prepare
*
with each breath to banish me, strip me bare
like some murderer exiled to nowhere?
*
I have waited for you day after day.
I’m weary now. I’m wasted, worn away
*
to bone, a flute that sighs away my care—
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sorrows sung to the wind, and lost in air.
*
Is there a mind that knows your perfection?
A passion to utter your perfection?
*
A path that leads me to your perfection?
Beyond you, nothing, and no direction
*
And when the wandering wind reaches you,
it carries our tormented words to you
*
Look at these tear-filled eyes, this pallid face—
Can you refuse them? Whom would it disgrace?
*
Will you not come at daybreak to my bed,
with kindness ravish me, and end my dread?
*
Lift me, love, on the wings of my desire
Lift me to you, to safety in your fire
*
Only take me up, away from this place
Set me down in the place that is no place
*
Yet keep me close to you, far from strife,
since in this empty world, I have no life
21
This heart, this heart, it thinks of only you.
This heart, I swear, it sings for only you.
*
Wounded and bleeding, enchanted, undone:
this heart, I swear, it sings for only you.
*
The musk in your hair, the spell of your face:
this heart, I swear, delights in only you.
*
And just to be in heaven standing there,
this heart finds its rightful place in glory.
*
The moonlight of your eyes, and drenched in fire:
dark clouds now flee from this heart's ecstasy.
*
Be kind, generous! Take pity, take care!
End this heart’s pathetic agitation.
*
Driven from everything, drawn just to you:
freed from death in tasting your affliction.
*
Let sparks fly! This heart’s father is the fire.
This joyful heart will burn hot with desire.
22
His words—his Bayán!—broke my fantasy
Now no one else, him only do I see
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*
The name of God bums brightly in his name
as God once burned in that pillar of flame
*
Greatest of masters, most lordly of lords!
Whose garden of gardens lies beyond words
*
Exalted seats that rise beyond the sky:
Thrones called Bahá, rank upon rank so high
*
You are my God! You are, you always were
Eternal, Almighty, Grace without peer
*
With kindness look on one who is alone
Grant new life to this dead, this rotting bone
*
Let me freely tell your mysteries here
and make your deepest, inmost meanings clear
*
What other aim or end is there but you
Who else for me to laud, adore but you
*
You spoke the secret: Oneness is One
Why then must I go lost, alone, undone?
*
Bahá’s loved one loves and is loved. Dear Lover,
take your slave, take me now, this sufferer
*
Kindness blossoms like a gentle flower
Harmony stands on the carpet of power
23
Now from those locks must all my madness hang
Your ruby lips have taught me love's sweet pang
From head to toe your love about me sang
Cut off from you, how loud my weeping rang
I’m lost: You have destroyed my place
*
Although you brought me sad adversity
and I drank my cup of calamity,
my soul burns in its frozen cavity,
my heart lives on, that died in misery
Your lips are my Messiah’s grace
*
You guard the vault where I am its treasure
You keep the mine where I am its silver
I am the seed, and you are the sower
But whose body is this, if you’re its owner?
What’s this soul? You have filled its place
*
Your love has made of me a speck of dust
One single cup of wine—I’m drunk with lust
Since I have seized and hold your locks in trust:
Myself I praise—You I praise—I praise us!
I lie lost in my arms’ embrace
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*
If my heart is yours, why would you tear it?
And if not yours, why should you impair it?
With each breath you feed the flame in it,
consuming what remains of me in it
Make it your joyful dwelling-place!
*
When your love’s fire grew incandescent,
Being and Having burnt from my essence
Heathen and Muslim from my heart were sent
Prostrate, I lie beneath your eyebrow’s tent
The very Kaaba is my place
*
When the divine feather wrote upon the page
and pen kissed paper in love’s knowledge,
when Nothingness heard not Being’s homage
and His breath blew over Adam’s image,
my heart felt even then love’s trace
*
When the divine hand molded Adam’s clay,
your love sowed its seed in my breast that day,
your love became my foreknown, fated way
Not hell, not heaven can lead me astray
You alone are whom I embrace
*
I am eternal, yet destroyed in mind
From this good cup I sip a lordly wine
In the valley of doubt I’m burnt to brine
A wanderer, to exile’s wastes confined
What may befall me in disgrace?
*
Since that day my heart cried out, “Behold me!”
and I stepped in that Street for all to see,
gadding about, a shameless debauchee,
He was all myself, all myself was he—
His jewel set in my heart’s palace
*
In the dust of my Kaaba you now dwell
Your face lights the dark world with its dazzle
The waves of your hair my soul’s manacle
The arch of your eyebrows my heart’s idol
Your locks my cross in sacred space
*
I’m the captive of his high holiness
I love his lovely heart's expressiveness
I walk through the valley of my madness
wanting no other but you to caress
Love fills me with your sweet embrace
*
Then how much longer must I be restrained,
my feigned indifference to you still maintained?
How long must agitation be contained?
A prudish piety, how long ordained?
My wares banned from the marketplace?
*
I’ll drop my robe, my prayer mat I’ll discard,
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drink till I’m drunk, and none of them regard
My passion will fill their house, roof to yard
Mt. Sinai’s flame grows bright, for I’m its bard
By the tavern gate, there’s my place!
*
Love’s flag flies above my devastation
At Love’s gate stands his annunciation
Truth brims my cup with intoxication
Estranged from myself, from every nation
God bids me run this noble race
*
The tavern’s servant served us at the feast
Red wine was poured and poured and never ceased,
until the wine grew drunk and went to yeast
And all were turned to dust, even the least,
fermented by my wine’s embrace
*
Night and day have we heard Love’s voice proclaim:
It’s Love that calls each being by its name
Whoever wants to make our way his aim
shall find that suffering’s waves are not tame,
nor will the shore give his foot place
*
I am the slave on your roof keeping time,
I am the frightened bird snared by your lime,
the nightingale silent in your night-time,
the axis that stands for your name, Sublime
Not I, not we—That agony’s erased!
119.30 Excerpt from The Book Of Travels: “The Shah Visits Paris”\fn{by Nasir al-Din Shah (1831-1896)} Iran (M) 4
… Today\fn{Sunday, July 6, 1873.} we noticed a singular frame of mind in the French. First of all, they still keep
up the state of mourning that followed the German war, and they are all, young or old, sorrowful and melancholy.
The dresses of the women, ladies, and men, are all dresses used for mourning, with little ornamentation, and very
plain. Now and then some of the people shouted: “Vive le Maréchal,” “Vive le Schah de Perse;” from another one
I heard, as I strolled about by night, a loud voice saying: “May his reign and rule be firm and enduring.”
From the whole of these (circumstances) it becomes evident that there are at present in France numerous
parties who desire a monarchy; but they are in three sections, one desiring the son of Napoleon, another the
dynasty of Louis-Philippe, and the third Henry the Fifth, who is of the Bourbon family; and although this and the
family of Louis-Philippe are really one race, they have distinctions.
The wishers for a republic, on the other hand, have great power; but they are not all of one mind. Some are for
a Red Republic, which is a fundamental commonweal. Others are for a moderate republic, in which monarchical
institutions shall be found, without a monarch’s existing. Others again wish otherwise.
Among all these diversities of opinion it is now a very difficult matter to govern, and the consequences of
these incidents will surely eventuate in many difficulties, unless that all combine on one plan and establish either
a pure monarchy or a pure republic. Then, France is the most powerful of States, and all must take her into their
calculations; whereas, with all these dissidences it is a difficult matter for her to preserve her institutions.
Well; the troops drawn up today in line were nearly twenty thousand in number. This edifice, which is allotted
to us as our residence, was formerly the Council-House, i.e., the House for the meeting of the Deputies of the
nation. Since the expulsion of the third Napoleon from the sovereignty, and the establishment of a republic in
France, the Deputies and the Government have all gone to Versailles, and have left the city of Paris entirely void
of the governmental administrations. The city of Paris is now in reality the property of the peasantry and common
people, who do whatever they like, as the Government has no adequate means of repression. The palace of the
Tuileries, which was the finest building in the world, is now a mass of ruins, as the men of the Commune set fire
to it. Nothing remains of the palace but its walls. We were sadly grieved for this; but, thanks be to God, the palace
of the Louvre, which adjoins that of the Tuileries, has been saved and is not destroyed.
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The Hôtel-de-Ville, one of the fine buildings of the world, and the Palace of the Legion of Honor, were entirely
burnt. The column of the Place Vendôme, which the first Napoleon cast out of the materials of the enemy’s guns,
and on which he set up his own statue, portraying all his wars around the same, has been broken up by the
Commune,\fn{Between March 17 and May 28, 1871, Paris was governed by a proletarian dictatorship known as the Central Committee
of the National Guard.} and carried away, so that nothing of it remains but the block that was the base of the column.
Paris is a beautiful and graceful city, with a delicious climate. It generally enjoys sunshine, thus much
resembling the climate of Persia.
In the evening we mounted a carriage and drove about the city with the Mutamadu-l-Mulk and General Arture.
We passed through the Rue de Rivoli and the Boulevard Sebastopol—well-known thoroughfares, through the
Place Vendôme, and by the palace of the Tuileries, near to certain bazaars and the like. The lamps of the city are
all illuminated with gas, so that it is a very bright, beautiful, and charming city. Numbers of people were seated in
carriages and driving about; or, seated in the cafés and similar places, were enjoying themselves.
The river Seine is not like the river Thames. It has less width and less water. Large ships cannot navigate it.
Within our palace there is a pretty little garden, with a basin of water and a fountain of porphyry in three
stages. A tent, too, has been erected there. From here one can go to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, which has
been assigned as quarters for our princes. It is a grand and beautiful building, where formerly the department of
the Minister for Foreign Affairs was located. It has a very pretty flower garden, and a small fountain throws up its
water. The upper floor of our palace possesses a handsome bathroom, which I admired exceedingly, and which is
supplied with hot and cold water, so that in whichever way one wishes to have it, there is no difficulty.
*
After breakfast\fn{July 7.} we mounted our carriage and set out for a drive about town. We passed along a street
named Parc-Monceau—a very beautiful street, by a very pretty flower garden, and arrived at the Arc de
Triomphe, going from thence towards the Bois de Boulogne, where we first visited the Jardin d’Acclimatisation.
Here we alighted and entered the garden. There were some flowers, and there was a place built up of rocks, like a
natural mountain. Passing by these, we came to the park for wild animals and for birds. They had prepared
nettings of wire around rooms, and within these they had set up trees and introduced water for the use of the
animals and birds. We here saw various kinds of birds and parrots from the New World, Africa, India, and
Australia. There were also monkeys and other things. There is an animal called the kangaroo that is found in
Australia—very similar to the jerboa. It is a singular thing; it jumps swiftly, but cannot walk. Its forelegs are short,
its hindlegs long. It must jump always. It is of the size of a large jackal. The female has a pouch on the lower part
of her belly where she puts her young after they are born and so jumps and runs about. They are very swift
runners.
There were some very curious pheasants, with beautiful plumage, of all colors, that we saw also. There were
likewise two elephants on which litters were arranged, and so women and children rode about on them. There was
also a droshka in which a man was seated, harnessed to an ostrich, which drew it about easily, having the strength
of a small horse.
It is extremely difficult to write up our diary in Paris day by day and in detail. Our strolls about the beautiful
promenades by night as well as by day leave no chance for us to carry on the diary. However, all that is needful
shall be entered in a succinct manner.
*
One day after breakfast we went to the palace and park of Versailles. The weather was very sultry. We went in
state. There were great crowds on both sides of the road. We passed along the Champs Elysees, by the Arc de
Triomphe, through the Bois de Boulogne, and across the river Seine. The prefect and other authorities of the
Department of Seine et Oise, a separate department on the other side of the river, came to an audience and
delivered an address, to which we replied. We then proceeded through the town of Sèvres—famous for its
manufactory of porcelain, the village of Chaville, and the village of Ville-D’Avray, so reaching Versailles. Troops
of cavalry and infantry were drawn out, and stood in a line on either side of our road. Great crowds were also
collected.
We went to a mansion that was the residence of M. Buffet, the President of the National Assembly, and one of
the palaces built by Louis XIV; that is to say, the whole of Versailles, palace and park, was called into existence
by him. I saw some beautiful paintings and portraits in these few rooms. The whole palace is of stone, and very
solidly built. It is the first building of the Franks in point of sculptures, paintings and architecture.
M. Buffet came to meet us at the bottom of the stairs, the other Ministers of the Government being present. We
went upstairs into a room, and sat down on a chair. The wife of M. Buffet came into our presence. We then rose;
and by the same route through which we had arrived, we returned; until, at about half way, we came to a place
where Marshal MacMahon has his quarters. Alighting there, the Marshal, with other commanders, met us, and we
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went upstairs, taking a seat in a room. That place was also an. imposing, handsome, and highly decorated palace,
being part of the pile of Versailles.
The wife of the Marshal was received in our presence. She is a very noble woman. The Marshal has one son,
grown up, apparently of about seventeen or eighteen years of age; also two daughters. They came into the room.
The Duc de Broglie—Minister of Foreign Affairs—was also there.
We now descended; we and the Marshal took seats in a carriage, went into the gardens of Versailles, and drove
about. They have many basins and fountains of water, the source of which, like that of the fountains at the Crystal
Palace of London, is derived from a steam-engine. They had opened the sources and let the water on in the
fountains. There was a lake below the basins and fountains, very beautiful and spacious avenues, forest trees, the
heads of which were all intertwined so as to form a kind of roof, with every here and there a circular open space
of grass with trees around, having in the center a large basin with a fountain of great altitude. It is a very charming
place.
One spot was formed into a kind of artificial mountain, with a cascade falling from the mountain. Several
marble statues were placed behind the cascade—one, a group named Apollo, who was the specific deity of manly
beauty, of light, and of poetry. He is adorning himself, the others round him are holding a mirror, flowers, or
implements of the toilet. It was so beautiful a piece of statuary that one could not even imagine it.
I formed the desire to go up near to these statues under the cascade. The Marshal and General Arture said it
would be very difficult to go there, as the path was altogether precipitous—of rocks and steep. I said I would go; I
alighted from the carriage, and went up. It is true that the way was disagreeable; but to us, who had seen and
traversed much worse paths in the hunting-grounds of Persia, it offered no difficulty.
When we had arrived near the statues, General Arture came also; but, meeting with a fall, all his clothes were
bemired, and his sword was either bent or broken. The Marshal likewise came up, but with great difficulty, and
with the assistance of several persons. But this manner of getting up there by a Marshal and a general of France is
in no way derogatory to their firmness and courage.
Well; the statues were very beautiful, though somewhat soiled, and covered with cobwebs.
Coming down from there, we went to another place made like a circus. In the middle of it were a basin of
water and a fountain, and all round it two rows of stone columns. Between these columns was a tall stone basin on
a pedestal, from the middle of which a very lofty fountain spouted. There were about eighty or ninety basins of
water, from each one of which a fountain sprang, the whole of the columns, fountains, and floor, &c., being of
stone.
In like manner, in other parts of the garden, there are numerous fountains, marble statues, and other
adornments, with many spacious and beautiful avenues, to do full justice to which, in writing their description, is
an impossibility: what is requisite is that a person should see the whole for himself. Women and men, spectators,
had formed a rare crush; they uttered cries, they shouted hurrahs.
We turned back and went upstairs in the palace, strolling about for a while through the apartments. Marshal
Canrobert, and Palikao—who commanded the expedition to China—were received in audience, and conversed
with. Palikao is now unemployed. He said that from want of something to do, he was engaged in writing a diary
of his expedition to China. Canrobert is also out of employ, but is a very able commander, possessing judgment
and firmness. In the Sebastopol war he commanded in chief, and at the siege of Metz was under the command of
Marshal Bazaine. At the surrender of that fortress to the Germans he was among the captives, and was greatly
mortified at being under Bazaine’s command.\fn{ An event of the Franco-Prussian War (July 19, 1870-May 10, 1871.}
We next saw the sons of Louis-Philippe. In the time of Napoleon they were expelled from France and went to
England, returning to the French territory after the republic had been proclaimed. They have a claim to the
sovereignty of France, up to the point which God may ordain.
Well; after a while Marshal MacMahon came, and we went to the room in which is the bedstead, with the
bedding, of Louis XIV. After seeing these we went to table to dinner. The table was very long, the dinner very
good. The most part of those present were military commanders and officers, deputies, and the like. On our right
was seated M. Buffet, the President of the Assembly; to our left, the Minister of Foreign Affairs. Opposite to us
was Marshal MacMahon, with the Grand Vizier to his right. In like manner, the princes of Persia, with the others,
were seated along the two sides. The Saniu-d-Dawla stood behind our chair and acted as interpreter. It passed off
very pleasantly.
The dining hall was a long apartment, very handsome, and highly decorated, with numerous chandeliers.
After dinner we came downstairs, and I, with the Marshal, took my seat in a carriage, proceeding to witness
the illuminations of the palace and gardens. Armor-wearing cavalry, each man holding a flambeau\fn{Torch.} in
his hand, preceded us; and the crowds were very great. Afterwards we turned in another direction of the gardens,
where there was a lake. The further side of this was arranged in stages, over which water flowed as in a cascade,
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while fountains spouted from the basins. Great numbers of commanders and grandees, the members of the
Diplomatic Body, nobles, notables, deputies, and others, were present. They had placed a chair, and on it we took
our seat. Then all sat down, and a very beautiful display of fireworks took place. It was moonlight; the weather,
too, was extremely beautiful and pleasant.
At the conclusion of the fireworks we mounted our carriage, and went past St. Cloud—which was a noble
royal palace, but took fire, and was burnt in the German war, though its avenues and park are still left—through
the Bois de Boulogne, to the city, and home. On our road we everywhere conversed with General Arture.
*
One day we went to the Invalides, where are seen the tomb of the first Napoleon, those of his commanders and
brothers, together with others of older commanders of the days of Louis XIV, &c. At our quarters, which were
formerly the Palace of the National Assembly, i.e., at the Palais de Bourbon, there is a vast area fronting the
Invalides, with avenues full of trees. We arrived there. The aged veteran soldiers, wounded, some without arms or
legs, and some blind, were drawn up in line, and did us military honor, we returning their salute. In the court of
the Invalides are some large old cannon, mortars, and the like. The Governor of the Invalides, a very aged
personage, and palsied, was present, whose name was Martinprai. He came to meet us with his aides-de-camp and
other officers. He was formerly a Governor in Algieria, and Chief of the Staff in the Crimean and Italian
campaigns.
We entered the chapel, where was a handsome altar of stone, with gilt-work, which Louis-Philippe, the former
King of the French,\fn{1830-1848.} had set up. It is a grand structure. On the other side of the altar, under a dome,
is the tomb of the first Napoleon, whose body was brought from the island of St. Helena by Louis-Philippe, and
buried here. The stone that covers the tomb, of a pea-green color, was brought from the island of Corsica; while
the stone above that, a most beautiful Siberian stone, with a ruddy tint, was sent by the Russian Emperor
Nicholas. The general structure of this chapel of the Invalides is of the time of Louis XIV; but the altar and some
other of its arrangements were constructed by Louis-Philippe. It was the latter who excavated the interior of the
dome, in which the sarcophagus of the tomb is placed. Around it, above, is a walk to which people come to visit
the tomb. The palace of the Invalides is a very noble pile, the dome of which was gilt by Napoleon.
We saw there a few veterans who had been in the battles of Waterloo,\fn{ June 18, 1815.} Friedland,\fn{June 14,
1807.} or Jena,\fn{October 14, 1806.} who were still hale and hearty, and who gave descriptions of those battles.
On the other side of the tomb was a place where, in a glass case, they had placed the hat worn in his battles by
the first Napoleon. We lifted the hat and examined it long. We held in our hands the hat of a very great monarch
and commander. It was evident from the hat itself that Napoleon had always worn this very hat, which was a plain
hat. The sword of Napoleon that was by his side on the field of Austerlitz was also there. We took it up, and
examined it. The sword was small and straight; its hilt was of gold, but the sword was rusted and could not be
drawn from the scabbard. With the utmost veneration did we replace both articles, and came away.
We now proceeded to the museum, in which they have collected and arranged specimens of ancient and
modern cannon, with inventions relating thereto, ancient weapons of commanders and champions of old,
quantities of armor for man and horse, all ticketed with a number and with the names of their owners. There were
also other places used as armories, &c., but, as we were somewhat fatigued, we deferred to another day a visit to
them, and returned home.
The present number of inmates of the Invalides, officers and men, is five hundred and ninety souls. Of these,
thirty-five are from the days of the first Napoleon, the rest from later times. The palace was founded in A.D. 1670
by order of Louis XIV, Louvois being then the Minister of War and its builder.
There are thirty-two pieces of artillery at the gates of the Invalides, which are fired when any event of
importance occurs, such as a great victory or the like. On our arrival in Paris, too, these guns of the Invalides were
fired.
The flags taken from the enemy in battle in the time of the first Napoleon, and since, are kept at the Invalides,
as are also those taken in the days of Louis XIV, downwards. Around the tomb of Napoleon forty-six flags are
disposed, taken by himself in battles; while within the chapel, another two hundred and forty-five flags are seen,
taken at earlier periods, or later.
Three days before our arrival in France, two trains came into collision on the Cherbourg Railway, when a
number of people were killed or wounded.
M. Crémieux, one of the French national deputies, and a Jew, who was always in opposition to Napoleon III,
and is a marvelous orator, came to an audience. He is an old man, and very short. He still speaks in the Assembly
and is in opposition to the Government.
The celebrated Rothschild, a Jew also, who is exceedingly rich, came to an audience, and we conversed with
him. He greatly advocated the cause of the Jews, mentioned the Jews of Persia, and claimed tranquillity for them.
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I said to him:
“I have heard that you, brothers, possess a thousand crores of money.\fn{1 crore = 10,000,000 Indian rupees.} I
consider the best thing to do would be that you should pay fifty crores to some large or small State, and buy a
territory in which you could collect all the Jews of the whole world, you becoming their chiefs, and leading them
on their way in peace, so that you should no longer be thus scattered and dispersed.”
We laughed heartily, and he made no reply. I gave him an assurance that I do protect every alien nationality
that is in Persia.
M. Lesseps, so well known, who has joined the Mediterranean to the Red Sea—i.e., a large company having
been formed—has, through the exertions of this personage, opened that road, and by this means shortened for
commerce the passage to India, Persia, China, &c., from Europe, by about two thousand leagues—came to an
audience, together with his son, a youth. He has now a fresh scheme in his head—that of making a railway from
the town of Orenburg in Russia to the city of Samarqand, and thence on to Peshawur in British India. But this is a
notion very remote from reason and distant from practicability. …
90.58 Bibi-Sharabani\fn{by Raffi aka Hagob Melik Hagobian (1837-1888)} Salmas, West Azerbaijan Province, Iran (M)
3
To the southeast of Teheran, a not too frequently used path leads to a desert within five or six miles where a
wide expanse surrounded with high walls spreads out before the traveler. Even from the very first, it becomes
apparent to the eye that is accustomed to seeing Asiatic cities, that a bewitched city stands before him, a city
which has been swallowed up within those walls. There are no signs of minarets or towers, no signs of any
buildings whatever. There are only walls.
The bewitched city has no entrances either. The stories of the Persian old men concerning this city are strictly
legendary. They say that at night frightful sounds emerge from behind those walls which are so lifeless and
speechless during the daytime; that countless groups of ghosts wander around the walls; that they don’t go very
far, but stand near the walls, sing mournfully, and carry out satanic orgies. But when dawn approaches, everything
disappears, is silenced, and the lifeless walls once more stand out in their enormous expanse against the desert.
The Persian, so full of superstitions, never goes near this place; so not a soul can be seen there at daytime.
Only giant vultures soar over those walls, circling again and again in the air. One would think that they come from
the realm of those ghosts, that they are their embodiment.
But there, not far from the ruins, smoke rises into the stagnant air. Smoke is a sign of habitation. Like some
irresistible magnetic force, it draws me, a solitary traveler, toward itself.
The smoke comes out of a hut dug into the earth, its roof level with the ground. A narrow doorless entrance
leads on into the hut, which is as damp and dark as a grave. In a fireplace at one corner of the hut there smoulder a
few pieces of wood, as if for no other purpose than to keep a fire going there. Near the fire, on a mat made out of
reeds, there sits a very old half-naked man who is reading a book with the deepest interest. His outward
appearance instills respect and solicitude. You think that the personified image of poverty has appeared before
you: a man who has nothing to comfort him in the world and is living only for God.
He is a Magus, a priest of Zoroaster; and he is reading the holy book, the divinely inspired Zend-Avesta.\fn{The
prayer-book of Zorastrianism, an ancient religion founded by the Persian religious prophet Zoroaster (c.630-550BC), the adherents of
which still survive in small communities in modern Iran and surrounding countries. They are known today as Parsis .}

“Peace be unto you, father of holiness,” I greet him.
Persecuted by everyone, disgraced everywhere, this pitiful monk has passed half a century in his dismal cell. It
is the first time that he is hearing the voice of a stranger who steps across his threshold with peaceful greeting,
without casting fear or terror into his heart.
He shuts the book with profound gravity, places it to one side and, standing up slowly, receives his unexpected
guest. His talk of a Zoroastrian philosopher is soft and full of wisdom. He avidly tells everything to the man who
looks upon him with kindness. Nothing comforts him as much as friendliness from other men. It is evident that
the poor soul has never enjoyed affection from any of the sons of man.
But what interests me most is what has made him live in this sad and lifeless desert, near those bewitched
walls among the ruins of which wander ghostly processions.
When the question came to this, the monk raised his eyes toward the heavens and with all his enthusiasm said
some things which I could not understand, but from which the words Bibi-Sharabani, spoken in his deep and full
voice, struck my ears.
“What does that mean?”
“You will know, kind young man, if you follow me,” he said leading me out of his hut.
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I did follow him. The walls to which he took me were the same ones which I had already seen. He went to a
long ladder which had fallen beside the walls and asked me to help him raise it. When I understood his purpose, I
at once did what he asked me. He intended to place the ladder against the walls and take me up over them. This
was what I wanted to do anyway: to see what there was inside of that city which seemed so shut in, so much
under a spell.
“Look,” said the monk when we were on top of the walls.
I will never be able to banish from my mind that unpleasant impression which the woeful scene left upon me.
The whole area within the walls was one forest of human bodies, thousands of skeletons and half decayed
corpses, none with a stitch of clothing upon it, all standing upright.
It seemed to me that this was some devilish world which the sorcerer beside me miraculously had brought into
being, that I was seeing the armies of those ghosts of whom I had been told many an unbelievable thing. But what
I was seeing was real. Clearly I saw the skeletons, one beside another; the upright naked corpses were not so very
far from me; the vultures that screamed and soared through the air, descending now and then upon the corpses,
with their beaks and claws snatching at the decaying membranes, then flying into the air again, taking with them
their booty—they too were not far.
Rapturously the Magus was looking upon this painful scene. His lips were moving; it seemed that he was
praying.
I noticed that the faces of both the skeletons and of the corpses were turned toward the east. What was holding
them up were, I noticed, wooden supports inside each of their armpits; and these were so high that not only did
they prevent the bodies from collapsing, but also raised them so that their feet did not touch the ground.
“What’s the meaning of all this?” I asked, turning to the monk, who, apparently, had not yet finished with his
prayers.
“Bibi-Sharabani,” he repeated as before, again leaving me in a fog.
When I said that I still did not understand, he undertook to explain the Zoroastrian meaning of the words.
“They mean ‘Common Resting-Place,’” he said.
“Do you mean that this is a graveyard or a resting-place and you call it Bibi-Sharabani?”
“Yes, that is so.”
“Is it not your custom to bury your dead?”
He looked at me in amazement, as if he had heard some very foolish words.
“How can we bury the dead, young man? How can we desecrate the sacred earth with impure corpses?”
“But in this way you contaminate the air, which is more dangerous and can be a source of disease for the
living.”
My words wounded him. He answered with impatience.
“Do you see the god Mihr?”—he pointed to the sun—“under his divine rays everything becomes purified; they
transform matter into a living organism. It is he that makes the rotting seed grow and bear fruit. He cleanses these
countless corpses which stand before his holy altar and again gives them breath and body. He is the source of
goodness, of light and of life.”
“That is the reason why you have placed these corpses before his rays?”
“The sacred laws of Ormazd order us to do so.” Then he seemed to come out of his trance. “May the cunnings
of Ahriman never overtake you, young man. Don’t let doubts lead you away from the true path.”
I would have gained no good end by arguing against the superstitions of a Zoroastrian priest. I wanted rather to
get more details from him about that resting-place and about their religious rituals. He told me many things: that
each of those corpses and skeletons, hanging from its wooden supports, must remain in just that position until the
flesh on it has been devoured by the vultures and until all its bones have decayed and fallen by themselves into the
pit dug below it; that the priest keeping watch upon every one of these graveyards could tell from the manner in
which each corpse decayed what sort of future it was destined to have in the paradise of Ormazd. Then he told me
a few of the observations which he himself had made on those corpses.
“Look at that corpse which stands ten paces away from us,” he said. “How voraciously the hyena is devouring
its left hand. It is one of the newer bodies in this place. That hand which now is being torn away has spilt innocent
blood. You see another body there, not far from the first, on whose shoulder that huge crow has come to rest and
whose eyes it is digging out. Those same eyes always led him to that which was evil, through that path which
satanic Ahriman spreads out before his followers. There is another corpse on the skull of which stands that terrible
owl, forever pecking at the fleshless bones in which no words of truth have ever entered. There you see still
another corpse around whose feet circles a wildcat. That is the body of a famous outlaw; and now the outlawed
beast is wearing the flesh away from the feet which have never stepped through the true path.”
The monk made many such forecasts, comparing the past life of each of those corpses with its present
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condition and from that foretelling the future life of its departed soul. He spoke also of several of them who had
led just lives, saying from what signs he could tell of their having done so. But when his gaze fell upon a
whitened skeleton over which the sunlight was gently playing, he could not speak any more; I noticed that the old
man’s eyes filled with tears, as he rocked his head to and fro and then gave the signal for us to descend.
I followed him much affected. What was it that had moved the poor man so deeply? Why didn’t he tell me a
single thing about that corpse which was the cause of his tears?
We came down from the wall, then went over toward his hut and sat at its entrance. The sun hung low over the
western horizon; the desert air was somewhat less suffocating. But I could not leave; I could not suppress my deep
curiosity, as I looked upon the strange man and upon his still melancholy face.
I did not have to urge him much to tell me his story.
“The snows of a score of winters had melted,” he began, “and the beauties of a score of springs had passed
beyond the great Zab River, while I was satiating my mental thirstings and was waiting for the wisest of the wise,
Ibn-Ferhat. He was called ‘The Fountain of Wisdom.’ Holy words flowed out of the lips of the godlike man like
milk and honey. The most profound meanings were revealed to him; he knew the deepest secrets that had been
placed in the human being.
“He had a daughter, beautiful Ghamar, the namesake of the gracious Moon. Her breasts were just being filled
with the dawn of maturity; she was more graceful than the irises of Shiraz and more lovely than the roses of
Resht.
“The house of my master was a paradise in itself, where peace and quiet reigned with the blessings of the
Creator. But there is no rose without a thorn, no happiness without sorrow; many a time, the fine and beauteous
day changes suddenly into a terrible stormy one …
“The same happened in the family of my master. On one of the days of a great holiday season, when the
pilgrims of Yezd-khast, the God-pleasing holy city, were greeting the advent of the spring, a group of young
maidens had gathered out in the hills to celebrate the holiday with games and songs. Soon the governor of the city
passed by this group, returning from the hunt. He saw them and became enraptured with the beauty of Ghamar.
“A few days later, a messenger came to my master from the palace of the governor and said that the heart of
his master was sick with the love of Ghamar and that he would have her for his wife.
“The crash of the lightning with which Ormazd pursues the evil spirits of Ahriman could not have been as
terrible as those words my master heard from the lips of the messenger. At first he was wholly at a loss, then with
divine help he took a little courage and said that he could not give his daughter as a wife to some one who did not
worship in the religion of Ormazd. The messenger took this answer to the governor and filled his heart with
vengeful thoughts.
“The vengeance was not late in striking. A few days later, the holy city was filled with blood and tears …
“It has always been easy for the Mohammedans to persecute the Gabrs, who are peaceful and who only want to
be left alone to worship the Sun-god. They know well how to arouse their rabbles. It was enough to spread a few
unfounded rumors, about our insulting their religion, to cast those rabbles into the fiery heat of anger and
vengeance against us.
“And that was what happened. A false rumor was spread through the city saying that the Gabrs had desecrated
a Mohammedan shrine which was much revered by the followers of Mohammed and had become a place of
pilgrimage for them. They accused us of having cast a dead cat into that shrine in the darkness of some night.
“However unjust and contemptuous such an accusation could have been, it still was enough to arouse the rage
of the Mohammedan multitude. In such cases, they do not search for the truth or falsity; furthermore, the source
of the rumor was the governor in this case, along with some mullahs.
“It was night, one of those bottomless, dismal nights which Ahriman prepares for his evil legion. Suddenly, the
Gabrs’ sections were filled with maddened crowds. The fire and the sword began an endless, pitiless massacre of
the sons of the Holy People.
“In that time of terror, Ghamar came to my mind. I ran like a madman to the house of my master. The darkness
of the night had covered the world, but the flames of the fires lit the city like daylight. I don’t know what divine
providence helped me to arrive safe and sound at my master’s home which was going up in flames at that very
moment. I saw the bloody body of my master, not far from his burning house. But I could not go to him. I had to
find Ghamar.
“I heard the wild cries of many a woman and maiden who was being carried away, but none of them was the
voice of Ghamar.
“I searched far and long and found her in the arms of a man who was taking her toward the palace of the
governor. She was limp and unconscious. One thrust of my dagger was enough to fell the man, and I snatched
away the priceless booty from his fiendish hands.
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“I cannot imagine yet how I succeeded in taking her out of danger. I remember only that I came to consciousness in a field a few parasangs out of the city and that the sun had just stretched its rays out over us, for Ghamar
was still with me. I felt that I was wounded; when I had received those wounds and in fighting whom I could not
even recall. I was about to bandage my wounds when I saw that Ghamar was yet unconscious. And I began to
nurse her.
“Long is the story, young man, very long, and very difficult to tell you everything, all at once, although every
detail of it is fresh in my mind and I have forgotten nothing of those unhappy experiences …
“The supposedly despicable Gabr is persecuted everywhere; every Mohammedan avoids and insults him. We
were denied the hospitality of even the shepherds of the fields who are so friendly to all wayfarers. We had to stay
in hiding during the daytime and could continue on our way only at night. Our food was the manna of the desert.
Sometimes we were helped by kind-hearted Armenians or Davoodis, the ancient Israelites, who do not despise or
persecute us.
“Thus we went through Isfahan, Qum and Kashan. We carried nothing with us. We were fleeing and had to be
ready to hide and disappear readily.
“At first, Ghamar was able to keep up with me; then little by little she became weak: I often had to carry her—
something which made our condition all the more unbearable to her. Many a time she said plaintively: ‘Oh, when
will the gods take my soul, so I won’t be a burden to you any more?’
“We were coming toward Teheran so that we could throw ourselves at the feet of the Shah and beg grace and
aid from him against the cruelties of the governor. But the poor girl’s condition went from bad to worse; then a
pitiless fever came upon her. I tried all the things I knew and had learned from books, but nothing was of any
help.
“There were only a few days left to get to Teheran. We had stopped near a village, in some wheat fields. Night
came. The Moon slid across the arch of heavens. A deep silence had come over the whole world. Ghamar was in
terrible pains. I was very sorrowful but helpless. She looked at me and said: ‘Jazgerd, I am dying; pray for me …’
“Those were her last words, her wish. Half a century has gone by now from that day when I began to pray for
her. I pray day and night for her. She was as pure as the sun ray, as spotless as the light. But she loved me as I
loved her …”
248.175 Excerpt from An Islamic Response To Imperialism: 1. “Lecture On Teaching And Learning” 2. “The
Benefits Of Philosophy”\fn{by Sayyid Jamal-ad-Din al-Afghani (1838-1897)} Asadabad, Kunar Province, Afghanistan
(M) 11
1
Allow me to express my pleasure that so many Indian youths are here, all adorned with virtue and attainments,
and all making great efforts to acquire knowledge. Certainly I must be happy to see such offspring of India, since
they are the offshoots of that India that was the cradle of humanity. Human values spread out from India to the
whole world.
These youths are from the very land where the meridian circle was first determined. They are from the same
realm that first understood the zodiac. Everyone knows that the determination of these two circles is impossible
until perfection in geometry is achieved. Thus we can say that the Indians were the inventors of arithmetic and
geometry. Note how Indian numerals were transferred from here to the Arabs, and from there to Europe.
These youths are also the sons of a land that was the source of all the laws and rules of the world. If one
observes closely, he will see that the “Code Romain”, the mother of all Western codes, was taken from the four
vedas and the shastras. The Greeks were the pupils of the Indians in literary ideas, limpid poetry, and lofty
thoughts.
One of these pupils, Pythagoras, spread sciences and wisdom in Greece and reached such a height that his
word was accepted without proof as an inspiration from heaven.
[The Indians] reached the highest level in philosophic thought. The soil of India is the same soil; the air of
India is the same air; and these youths who are present here are fruits of the same earth and climate. So I am very
happy that they, having awakened after a long sleep, are reclaiming their inheritance and gathering the fruits of
their own tree.
*
Now I would like to speak of science, teaching, and learning. How difficult it is to speak about science. There
is no end or limit to science. The benefits of science are immeasurable; and these finite thoughts cannot
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encompass what is infinite. Besides, thousands of eloquent speakers and sages have already expressed their
thoughts to explain science and its nobility. Despite this, nature does not permit me not to explain its virtues.
Thus I say: if someone looks deeply into the question, he will see that science rules the world. There was, is,
and will be no ruler in the world but science. If we look at the Chaldean conquerors, like Semiramis, who reached
the borders of Tatary and India, the true conquerors were not the Chaldeans but science and knowledge.
The Egyptians who increased their realm, and Ramses II, called Sosestris, who reached Mesopotamia
according to some and India according to others—it was not the Egyptians but Science that did it. The
Phoenicians who, with their ships, gradually made colonies of the British Isles, Spain, Portugal, and Greece—in
reality it was science, not the Phoenicians, which so expanded their power. Alexander never came to India or
conquered the Indians; rather what conquered the Indians was science.
The Europeans have now\fn{This lecture was given on Thursday, November 8, 1882, in the Albert Hall, Calcutta } put their
hands on every part of the world. The English have reached Afghanistan; the French have seized Tunisia. In
reality this usurpation, aggression, and conquest has not come from the French or the English. Rather it is science
that everywhere manifests its greatness and power. Ignorance had no alternative to prostrating itself humbly
before science and acknowledging its submission.
In reality, sovereignty has never left the abode of science. However, this true ruler, which is science, is
continually changing capitals. Sometimes it has moved from East to West, and other times from West to East.
More than this, if we study the riches of the world we learn that wealth is the result of commerce, industry, and
agriculture. Agriculture is achieved only with agricultural science, botanical chemistry, and geometry. Industry is
produced only with physics, chemistry, mechanics, geometry, and mathematics; and commerce is based on
agriculture and industry.
Thus it is evident that all wealth and riches are the result of science. There are no riches in the world without
science, and there is no wealth in the world other than science. In sum, the whole world of humanity is an
industrial world, meaning that the world is a world of science. If science were removed from the human sphere,
no man would continue to remain in the world.
Since it is thus, science makes one man have the strength of ten, one hundred, one thousand, and ten thousand
persons. The acquisitions of men for themselves and their governments are proportional to their science. Thus,
every government for its own benefit must strive to lay the foundation of the sciences and to disseminate
knowledge. Just as an individual who has an orchard must, for his own profit, work to level the ground and
improve its trees and plants according to the laws of agronomy, just so rulers, for their own benefit, must strive for
the dissemination of the sciences. Just as, if the owner of an orchard neglects to tend it according to the laws of
agronomy, the loss will revert to him, so, if a ruler neglects the dissemination of the sciences among his subjects,
the harm will revert to that government. What advantage is there to a Zulu king from ruling a society poor and
barefoot, and how can one call such a government a government?
*
As the nobility of science has been somewhat clarified, we now wish to say some words about the relations
between science, teaching, and learning.
You must know that each science has a special subject and deals with nothing but the necessities and accidents
of that special subject. For example, physics treats the special features of bodies that exist in the external world,
and with its own special qualities, and does not enter into other matters that are necessary to the human world.
Kimiya, or chemistry, speaks of the special features of bodies with regard to analysis and composition. Plant
science or botany, fixes only plants as the subject of its discussion. Arithmetic deals with separate quantities and
geometry with interconnected quantities, and similarly the other sciences. None of these sciences deals with
matters outside its own subject.
If we observe well, we will learn that each one of these sciences whose subject is a special matter is like a limb
of the body of science. Not one of them can maintain its existence individually and separately, or be the cause of
benefit for the human world. For the existence of each one of these sciences is related to another science, like the
relation of arithmetic to geometry.
This need of one science for other sciences cannot be understood from the one science itself.. Thus it is that if
that science were isolated, progress would not be achieved in it, nor would it remain stable. Thus a science is
needed to be the comprehensive soul for all the sciences, so that it can preserve their existence, apply each of
them in its proper place, and become the cause of the progress of each one of those sciences.
The science that has the position of a comprehensive soul and the rank of a preserving force is the science of
falsafa or philosophy, because its subject is universal. It is philosophy that shows man human prerequisites. It
shows the sciences what is necessary. It employs each of the sciences in its proper place.
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If a community did not have philosophy, and all the individuals of that community were learned in the sciences
with particular subjects, those sciences could not last in that community for a century, that is, a hundred years.
That community without the spirit of philosophy could not deduce conclusions from these sciences.
The Ottoman Government and the Khedivate of Egypt have been opening schools for the teaching of the new
sciences for a period of sixty years, and until now they have not received any benefit from those sciences. The
reason is that teaching the philosophical sciences was impossible in those schools, and because of the nonexistence of philosophy, no fruit was obtained from those sciences that are like limbs.
Undoubtedly, if the spirit of philosophy had been in those schools, during this period of sixty years they themselves, independent of the European countries, would have striven to reform their kingdoms in accord with
science. Also, they would not send their sons each year to European countries for education, and they would not
invite teachers from there to their schools. I may say that if the spirit of philosophy were found in a community,
even if that community did not have one of those sciences whose subject is particular, undoubtedly their
philosophic spirit would call for the acquisition of all the sciences.
The first Muslims had no science, but, thanks to the Islamic religion, a philosophic spirit arose among them,
and owing to that philosophic spirit they began to discuss the general affairs of the world and human necessities.
This was why they acquired in a short time all the sciences with particular subjects that they translated from the
Syriac, Persian, and Greek into the Arabic language at the time of Mansur Davanaqi.\fn{ A nickname for the first
important Abbasid caliph (ruled 754-775 AD)}
It is philosophy that makes man understandable to man, explains human nobility, and shows man the proper
road. The first defect appearing in any nation that is headed toward decline is in the philosophic spirit. After that
deficiencies spread into the other sciences, arts, and associations.
*
As the relationship between the pre-eminence of philosophy and the sciences has been explained, we now wish
to say something about the quality of teaching and learning among the Muslims. Thus, I say that the Muslims
these days do not see any benefit from their education. For example, they study grammar, and the purpose of
grammar is that someone who has acquired the Arabic language be capable of speaking and writing. The Muslims
now make grammar a goal in itself. For long years they expend philosophic thought on grammar to no avail, and
after finishing they are unable to speak, write, or understand Arabic.
Rhetoric, which they call literature, is the science that enables a man to become a writer, speaker, and poet.
However, we see these days that after studying that science they are incapable of correcting their everyday speech.
Logic, which is the balance for ideas, should make everyone who acquires it capable of distinguishing every
truth from falsehood and every right from wrong. However, we see that the minds of our Muslim logicians are full
of every superstition and vanity, and no difference exists between their ideas and the ideas of the masses of the
bazaar.
Philosophy is the science that deals with the state of external beings, and their causes, reasons, needs, and
requisites. It is strange that our ulama read Sadra and Shams al-bari‘a and vaingloriously call themselves sages,
and despite this they cannot distinguish their left hand from their right hand, and they do not ask: Who are we and
what is right and proper for us? They never ask the causes of electricity, the steamboat, and railroads. Even
stranger, from early evening until morning they study the Shams al-bari‘a with a lamp placed before them, and
they do not once consider why if we remove its glass cover, much smoke comes out of it, and when we leave the
glass, there is no smoke.
Shame on such a philosopher, and shame on such philosophy! A philosopher is someone whose mind is
stimulated by all the events and parts of the world, not one who travels along a road like a blind man who does
not know where its beginning and end are.
Jurisprudence among the Muslims includes all domestic, municipal, and state laws. Thus a person who has
studied jurisprudence profoundly is worthy of being prime minister of the realm or chief ambassador of the state,
whereas we see our jurisconsults after studying this science unable to manage their own households, although
they are proud of their own foolishness.
The science of principles consists of the philosophy of the shari‘a, or philosophy of law. In it are explained the
truth regarding right and wrong, benefit and loss, and the causes for the promulgation of laws. Certainly, a person
who studies this science should be capable of establishing laws and enforcing civilization. However, we see that
those who study this science among the Muslims are deprived of understanding of the benefits of laws, the rules
of civilization, and the reform of the world.
*
Since the state of these ulama has been demonstrated, we can say that our ulama at this time are like a very
narrow wick on top of which is a very small flame that neither lights its surroundings nor gives light to others. A
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scholar is a true light if he is a scholar. Thus, if a scholar is a scholar he must shed light on the whole world, and if
his light does not reach the whole world, at least it should light up his region, his city, his village, or his home.
What kind of scholar is it who does not enlighten even his own home?
The strangest thing of all is that our ulama these days have divided science into two parts. One they call
Muslim science, and one European science. Because of this they forbid others to teach some of the useful
sciences.
They have not understood that science is that noble thing that has no connection with any nation, and is not
distinguished by anything but itself. Rather, everything that is known is known by science, and every nation that
becomes renowned becomes renowned through science. Men must be related to science, not science to men.
How very strange it is that the Muslims study those sciences that are ascribed to Aristotle with the greatest
delight, as if Aristotle were one of the pillars of the Muslims. However, if the discussion relates to Galileo,
Newton, and Kepler, they consider them infidels. The father and mother of science is proof, and proof is neither
Aristotle nor Galileo. The truth is where there is proof, and those who forbid science and knowledge in the belief
that they are safeguarding the Islamic religion are really the enemies of that religion. The Islamic religion is the
closest of religions to science and knowledge, and there is no incompatibility between science and knowledge and
the foundation of the Islamic faith.
As for Ghazali, who was called the Proof of Islam, in the book Deliverance from Error, he says that someone
who claims that the Islamic religion is incompatible with geometric proofs, philosophical demonstrations, and the
laws of nature is an ignorant friend of Islam. The harm of this ignorant friend to Islam is greater than the harm of
the heretics and enemies of Islam. For the laws of nature, geometric proofs, and philosophic demonstrations are
self-evident truths. Thus, someone who says, “My religion is inconsistent with self-evident truths,” has inevitably
passed judgment on the falsity of his religion.
The first education obtained by man was religious education, since philosophical education can only be
obtained by a society that has studied some science and is able to understand proofs and demonstrations. Hence
we can say that reform will never be achieved by the Muslims except if the leaders of our religion first reform
themselves and gather the fruits of their science and knowledge.
If one considers, he will understand this truth, that the ruin and corruption we have experienced first reached
our ulama and religious leaders, and then penetrated the rest of the community.
*
I now wish to excuse myself, since, contrary to his promise, the principal caused this talk to be delivered only
in an abbreviated form.
2
What is the meaning of philosophy, or hikma? What is its purpose and what are its benefits? What might be the
true cause of its appearance in the human sphere? What was the basic reason for its spread among the Muslims?
What is its general prescription and venerated model, and where are its end and goal? Is complete satisfaction to
be found in the works of Farabi, Ibn Sina, Ibn Bajja, Shihab ad-Din the Martyr, Mir Baqir, Mulla Sadra, and the
other treatises and notes concerned with philosophy, or is it not?
The ancients defined and described philosophy with pleasing and close-fitting expressions. However, those
definitions, because of strange expressions, peculiar coinages, and difficulties in composition (as people find
satisfaction in what is strange), caused their very forms of expression to become the essential goal of teachers, the
fundamental object of scholars, the focus of the desires of the philosophers, and the field for the thoughts of the
logicians. Their meaning and significance were left behind and abandoned to such an extent that it seemed the
learned never had any aim or intention with their definitions except to speak of Universality and Exclusion, and to
mention the Comprehensive Category and the Exclusive Section.
Therefore, turning my eyes away from them, and abandoning the bonds of tradition, although it is difficult, I
say as follows: Philosophy is the escape from the narrow sensations of animality into the wide arena of human
feelings. It is the removal of the darkness of bestial superstitions with the light of natural intelligence; the
transformation of blindness and lack of insight into clear-sightedness and insight. It is salvation from savagery
and barbarism, ignorance and foolishness, by entry into the virtuous city of knowledge and skillfulness. In
general, it is man’s becoming man and living the life of sacred rationality.
Its aim is human perfection in reason, mind, soul, and way of life. Perfection in one’s way of life and welfare
in livelihood are the chief preconditions for the perfection of mind and soul. [Philosophy] is the first cause of
man’s intellectual activity and his emergence from the sphere of animals, and it is the greatest reason for the
transfer of tribes and peoples from a state of nomadism and savagery to culture and civilization. It is the foremost
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cause of the production of knowledge, the creation of sciences, the invention of industries, and the initiation of the
crafts.
For man, in order to perfect his way of life, needs to cultivate, to plant trees, preserve fruits, procure animals,
protect rivers, bring forth waters, dig canals, dikes, and dams, to spin and weave, in an agreeable and appropriate
way. He must also know how to build buildings in such a way as befits human life, to preserve his health, and
cure the unforeseen illnesses of his body. All of this is only produced through the use of digging, cutting,
breaking, carving, boring, lifting, transporting, leveling, straightening, and weighing.. And it is achieved only with
knowledge of the times, seasons, and atmospheric phenomena; with a mastery of the nature of soils, climatic
features, and atmospheric influences; and knowing the constitution of compound bodies and the action and
reaction of the elements, the process of analysis and synthesis and its instruments.
Since the management by a single individual of all these manifold affairs is difficult, if not impossible,
naturally, cooperation and exchange will be indispensable in the affairs that are designated as human relationships
(mu'a-mala). Hence human perfection in life requires innumerable details that have no end or limit. Therefore, it
became incumbent upon man to group those details under general rules and universal laws. When he found that
the general rules had become numerous, he classified them according to their relation and similarity. and occupied
himself with the foundation of sciences and arts.
Among these were the arts of husbandry and cultivation, and the sciences of animals, veterinary science,
geometry, trigonometry, surveying, arithmetic, algebra, medicine, surgery, anatomy, physiology, the special
features of drugs and the manner of their composition, astronomy, geography, astrolaby, navigation, mineralogy,
geology, physics, mechanics, hydraulics, meteorology, and chemistry (which consists of the science of analysis of
compounds and the composition of elements and their special properties). [Among them also] were domestic
economy, the art of civil legislation, municipal regulations, and governmental policy.
Since the basic aim of these arts was the performance of occupations, men made a great effort for conformity
and adaptation between knowledge and practice, and to the degree that the numbers of men increased and their
needs multiplied, progress was experienced in these arts and the problems relating to them increased and
multiplied. It was for this reason that I said the primary cause of the majority of sciences, knowledge, and arts was
the perfection of man’s way of life.
Man, after achieving some comfort in his life, turns his attention toward his soul. He realizes that perfection of
his livelihood and the sources of bodily comfort, when accompanied by the corruption of manners and evil
internal habits, is pure deficiency. For what ease and tranquility will exist, even though all the means of livelihood
be present, for the coward upset by imaginary events and disasters, or the hydropic glutton who suffers from
insatiable hunger, or the envious man pained by the wealth of others, or the choleric man inflamed over
insignificant slips, or the miser barred from pleasures?
Therefore, it was through philosophy that virtuous characteristics were distinguished from vicious habits, so
that spiritual perfection might be achieved through man’s refinement and purification. Man invented the art of the
rectification of morals (tahdhib-i akhlaq) in order to control his soul and safeguard the holy virtues in it. Once
reason had arranged for the welfare of the body and its livelihood, and for the rectification and straightening of
manners, reason directed its thoughts toward itself, seeking its own anticipated perfection, true life, eternal
happiness, and intellectual pleasures.
With the guidance of the philosophical spirit (bikma), reason began to deal with its own genesis and true
nature, and to seek the causes of perceptions, the bases of mental faculties, and their relations with bodily
sensations. It began to inquire into the consequences and effects of each of them, wanting to know the reasons for
soundness and corruption in each one. It put forth great effort to understand the relation of minds and spirits to
bodies. It investigated one by one the reasons for the differences of character among peoples and the cause for the
acquisition of each character. It discussed the circumstances of the rise and fall of peoples in civilization, science,
learning, and manufactures. It sought the causes of laws and the reasons for legislation. Making the universe the
object of its thought and consideration, it reflected on and penetrated, in both a general and particular fashion, the
universe’s origin, source, and material, its accidents and incidents, and its causes and effects. It investigated the
causes of attraction and repulsion, rapprochement and estrangement, and action and reaction, of the parts of the
universe, and disclosed their movements and causes. It understood, to the extent that philosophy was able to help,
the cause for the formation of the germs of plants and animals, the conditions of their transformation into
organized bodies and firm and solid forms, and the aim of their existence.
[Man] reflected minutely on his immortality and felicity. Then, in order to collect the general laws and control
the innumerable details that are connected with the above matters, he established several special fields: such as
rational philosophy, ethical philosophy, the philosophy of history; the philosophy of law, metaphysical
philosophy, and transcendental philosophy.
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When the goal of philosophy became evident, it was clear and manifest that the first cause and true occasion
for its genesis in the human sphere was, first of all, the necessity and difficulty in man’s means of livelihood, and
the arduousness of his life, like other animals; and, second, innate reason and natural intellect. For man’s life and
being depend on the perception of causes and reasons, and his delights and joys consist in the uncovering of
unknown things and coming to know the secrets of the world of existence.
As for the reason for [philosophy’s] spread among the Muslims, you must know that the higher ideas of every
people (qaum), or even individual, are in proportion to the basic general capacities of that people or individual.
Basic general capacities will be proportional to the particular items of knowledge, and the particular items of
knowledge will be proportional to their necessities of existence and their way of life. This subject will become
clear from a comparison of a rural child with an urban child. Consequently, a people immersed in nomadism and
hardship, plunged in barbarism, and accustomed to hardness, roughness, harshness, and squalor in dress, food,
dwelling, and shelter will have very few prerequisites for existence, necessities of life, and furnishings for living;
and the life and existence of that people will be close to the life and existence of animals. When they are at this
base degree and move and operate in this narrow sphere, naturally their individual capacities will be
proportionally small. And when particular capacities, which are the source of derivation, are extremely small,
never will the basic general capacities that spring from them reach the maximum level, nor will that people ever
become the holders of lofty ideas. Rather in their intelligence they will also be close to the level of animals.
Whoever has a little acquaintance with the subject of history will know that in past centuries and ancient times
no people could be found who were further from civilization, more immersed in nomadism, or more established in
barbarism than the Arab people. Therefore, this people in ancient times had no learning besides some poems
based on fancies. They were completely deprived of lofty intellectual stirrings, comprehensive rational
conceptions, and great philosophical subjects until the time that the First Creator and Absolute Reality by means
of His chosen Prophet sent his Precious Book.
In that Precious Book, after summoning to Unity [taubid—the absolute unity of God] and then demanding
recognition for the prophets, who are the receptacles of divine decree, He in many places condemned as heinous,
blameworthy acts, stupidity, blindness, following conjectures and superstitions, and pursuing imitation. On many
occasions He eloquently praised knowledge, wisdom, learning, reflection, thought and insight. He explained with
decisive phrases the harm of base morals, and revealed with firm examples the benefits of virtuous habits. He
provided a description of former peoples, and in conjunction with that He noted the worldly reward to each of
them for perseverance and moderation, and the immediate recompense for crookedness and deviation, in order
that they should take heed. He explained the bases of the comprehensive laws of domestic and civil relationships
so that they should become the cause of total happiness, and clarified the harm of oppression and injustice, which
are the result of savagery and barbarism.
He said to man: That which is on earth was created for you; therefore, do not become monks, but take
according to your just share of its pleasures and do not deprive yourselves of beauty, which is a divine gift. He
promised those perfect in mind and soul, who constituted the virtuous, rule over the whole earth. In sum, in that
Precious Book, with solid verses, He planted the roots of philosophical sciences into purified souls, and opened
the road for man to become man.
When the Arab people came to believe in that Precious Book they were transferred from the sphere of
ignorance to knowledge, from blindness to vision, from savagery to civilization, and from nomadism to
settlement. They understood their needs for intellectual and spiritual accomplishment, and for gaining a living.
Those roots and foundations gradually grew up; ideas multiplied; and minds moved into vast spheres of the world
in order to acquire perfection, until a group in the time of Mansur Davanaqi noted that going through these stages
and traversing these infinite degrees without seeking the aid of their fellow men would be fraught with hardship
and difficulty. They realized that to be proud regarding learning is to be satisfied with ignorance.
Therefore, notwithstanding the glory, splendor, and greatness of Islam and the Muslims, in order to exalt and
elevate knowledge, they lowered their heads and showed humility before the lowest of their subjects, who were
the Christians, Jews, and Magians, until, with their help, they translated the philosophical sciences from Persian,
Syriac, and Greek into Arabic.
Hence it becomes clear that that Precious Book was the first teacher of philosophy to the Muslims. It is the
comprehensive exemplar of the macrocosm. Each individual is a letter, each species a word, each race a line, and
each microcosm a page in it; and each movement and change an elucidation and annotation of it. No end exists for
this great Book. Its letters, words, lines, and pages are incapable of being counted by man. In each word, and even
in each letter, so many mysteries and secrets are hidden that if all the sages of the past and present had the lifetime
of Noah, and each one solved a thousand mysteries and uncovered a thousand secrets each day, nonetheless they
would remain incapable of fathoming it, and would confess their inability.
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Thus if someone claims that with two or three old sheets that he has in hand he has achieved a perfect
comprehension of the world and has understood all its secrets, of course he is suffering from compound ignorance
or madness, and the latter is more likely.
Whatever anyone has written is in accord with the strength or weakness of his perception of unity and
dissolution, and his insight into the book of the world. Since man’s perfection in reason and life is in accord with
the extent of his knowledge of the book of the world and his own state, it is clear that human perfection can have
no limit or end. Therefore, it is incumbent on each individual separately and on each people collectively to set up
for itself that universal exemplar in order to ascend the degrees of intellectual and existential perfection and,
penetrating with the eye of insight, to obtain each day a fresh share and new portion of it.
When this became clear, then it was manifest and evident to everyone that philosophy has no limit or end, and
that it has no measure. In each one of its degrees, considered in itself, there is perfection, but when one looks at a
higher degree the former one would be considered imperfection. Stopping at any one of its degrees is a
manifestation of neglect and shortcoming, or of blindness and compound ignorance, or of low endeavor and a
base nature.
The works of the Islamic sages are in many respects defective and incomplete, not to mention their multiple
insufficiencies in producing human perfection.
*
The First Respect is that the subjects contained in those books, in fact and reality, are not clear to us as they
were among the Greek philosophers. Rather, the Muslim philosophers showed them to us with the adornment of
perfection and the garment of infallibility. They closed the doors of why and wherefore to pure minds.
The reason for this was that they believed the Greek and Roman philosophers were all possessors of absolute
reason, followers of pious habits, and endowed with celestial powers and true revelations, and that the scope of
their senses and mental powers was above the scope of the senses of other men. Therefore, accepting their words
like a celestial revelation, they followed them completely. They followed them in arguments and proofs just as the
masses follow their leaders in objects and aims.
Even Ibn Sina, despite the glory of his rank, when he wanted to contradict his teacher, Aristotle the Greek, on
the problem of celestial souls, considered this a very great matter. Alarm and dread overcame him, and terror and
fear enveloped him. Because of this he first, with great shame and regret, made a slight allusion to his innovation,
and after that, in another place, he explained it with extreme helplessness and agitation.
Mulla Sadra had such strong faith in those people that he considered [suspicions of] unbelief, heresy, and
irreligion impossible regarding them. He wished to defend Democritus, Thales, Empedocles, Epicurus, and the
others, and taking everyone of their sayings that clearly denied the Creator and interpreting them allegorically, he
brought weak excuses in their behalf.
Shihab ad-Din the Martyr,\fn{Murdered in 1191 for heretical views:H} widening the scope of imitation, accepted the
sayings of Zoroaster too with complete confidence, without true proof or real arguments, and gave fresh luster to
the doctrine of light and darkness.
This confidence by the Muslim philosophers arose because of their belief that each one of those ancient
philosophers had invented some branches of philosophy with extreme certitude and the utmost solidity, without
the help of the ideas of others, notwithstanding the obscurity of their problems and the difficulty of their subjects.
They disregarded the fact that the philosophic sciences, like the other sciences and arts, have achieved their aim
through the succession of ideas and the progress of beliefs.
India was the first origin of the fundamentals of all these subjects, and from there they moved to Babylonia,
and from Babylonia to Egypt. From Egypt they moved to the lands of the Greeks and Romans. In every move
they acquired a new form, and in each migration they received fresh adornment. They were transferred from one
state to another, just as the germs of plants and animals are transformed from a state of imperfection to perfection.
The Greek and Roman philosophers contributed nothing new to those subjects except a few doctrines and some
minor opinions; however, since they did not explicitly mention the names of their teachers, the Islamic
philosophers believed they had brought these subjects from the concealment of non-existence into the world of
existence, and had displayed them to view with no precedent. Some of the Islamic philosophers, operating in that
same narrow sphere of imitation, inscribed on pages with great pleasure some types of artificial arguments and
decorated discussions. In order to rhyme with Greek philosophy they named it Yamanite philosophy.\fn{ The phrases
rhyme in Persian. According to Seyyed Hossein Nasr, Three Muslim Sages (Cambridge, Mass., 1964), p. 151 n. 26: “Some writers like Mir
Damad, the influential Safavid sage, contrast hikmat-i yunani, or Greek philosophy—meaning rationalistic philosophy—with hikmat-i
yamani, or Yamani wisdom—that is, a wisdom based on illumination.” }

*
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The Second Aspect [of the imperfection of the Islamic philosophers] is the intrusion into the philosophic
subjects in those books of, chiefly, the theological subjects of the Sabaeans.\fn{ The Sabaeans, a pagan sect in northern
Mesopotamia, especially Harran, followed a religion in which the Creator was to be reached through the intermediary of spirits who
activated the stars, planets, and elements. They helped transmit science and philosophy to the early Muslims. Afghani uses the word in a
broad sense that includes Greek and Roman polytheism } The reason for that was that the Greeks and Romans were Sabaean

in religion, having faith in celestial bodies and stars, and believing in numerous Gods. Therefore, they inserted
their beliefs into the tablets of philosophy with artificial proofs, ornamented words, embellished statements,
beautiful explanations, sweet speeches, and agreeable convictions, and imagined them to be the real problems of
philosophy. Among these were: belief in the Platonic Idea and in the Gods of particular spheres who constituted
their deities; their judgment concerning the impossibility of separation and fusion in the celestial spheres and their
[the spheres’] belonging to the fifth element, and the proof of comprehensive minds and souls by way of them;
and the glorification of problems connected with celestial bodies. The Muslim philosophers, not understanding
this point, accepted all those problems out of trust in their authors and wrote them down in their own works.
If a fair person penetrates those matters somewhat with the light of insight it becomes clear to him that not
even one proof is mentioned in order to substantiate them. Rather, as is the custom of the theologians of every
religion, they have presented their own opinions for their audience, along with some adornments.
*
The Third Aspect is that the problems included in those books are in themselves incomplete and fragmentary.
As for the problems of algebra and of astronomy, the authors themselves in their own books judged them to be
incomplete.
Take the Khulasa al-bisab and the Tadhkira of Tusi. Even Tusi,\fn{Nasir ad-Din Tusi (1201-1274), a prominent Persian
philosopher and scientist of the Avicennan School } after he added to his predecessors with the power of his thought, and in
order to complete the questions of astronomy, gave the celestial universe several new celestial bodies out of the
private world of his imagination, nevertheless several times confessed his own inadequacy.
As for the problems of nature, you must know that the whole problem of the composition of bodies from
material substance and form, and its appurtenances, depends on the fact that a necessary precondition of a body is
the supposition of the extension of connected units of measure, and requires a quantity of measurements. As
examples [take] the proof of total annihilation from the instance of separation; the coming into being of two
things from nothingness; and the combining of union and separation in the same object. Here the authors have
passed hastily, although in another place they have stipulated contrary to the bases of this problem, and said that
only quantity is in itself capable of being separated. Afterward they became aware [of this] and arbitrarily decided
on a division between quantitative separation and separation of dissolution, although the latter is a branch of the
former.
They explained that there is no intermediary between potentiality and actuality, and that movement in the
absolute sense has no existence. Rather, the existence of movement is in an intermediary sense, and it is
instantaneous. After that they decided that movement is the emergence of a thing from potentiality to actuality by
degrees, and this is the essence of the incompleteness of their words.
They stipulated that time exists and that it is a quantity of movement. Then they repeated that nothing else
exists outside that current, and that is other than time. They said that nature is an extended quantitative thing, and
that quantity is an accidental dimension, characterized by extension. They denied pure dimension, despite the fact
that the supposed obstacle to the existence of pure dimension can be held true, with slight change, in respect to
every corporeal image and quantity. Stranger than this is that, denying the existence of pure dimension, they then
do not explain the existence of local movement.
They considered water, air, earth, and fire elements, and set down their inability to decompose them as proof.
They noted the restriction of elements with a certain amount of doubt. It apparently was not possible that another
doubt would increase that doubt. It was said that each one of them is either flammable or not, that each of them is
either malleable or not, and so forth. There is no doubt that if this point had been understood, the number of
elements would not have been limited to four from the time of Aristotle until now.
Regarding the transformation of elements, they were satisfied with mere conjectures. On some problems of
meteorology, such as the rainbow, the just men among them confessed their helplessness, and the unjust ones
expressed confused doctrines. In some other questions, like thunder, lightning, shooting stars, and winds, they
generally followed their fancies, and had no proof at hand. Some questions, like tornadoes and hurricanes, they
completely abandoned.
Regarding minerals and earthquakes, they were satisfied with fantasies, and regarding plants and animals they
spoke incompletely. They were not aware of the causes of growth and life, and the reasons for the differences of
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shapes and forms, and they did not speak decisive words that were based on proofs or true experiments regarding
internal senses.
Regarding vision, they mentioned their own imaginings without proof. They remained baffled with regard to
colors, tastes, and odors. They were silent about the Milky Way, and the largeness or smallness of the fixed stars.
They expressed bewilderment concerning the heat of the sun, the materials that are in the moon, and the various
colors that are in the planets.
They judged that the forces inherent in a body embrace the particular meanings whose particularity consists of
added incorporeal bodies, the individual lines that terminate at certain points, and the points of convergence of
those lines.
After that, because of the perception of simple things consistent with reason which in minds are nothing but
suggestive meanings and revealing forms, they accepted the separateness of the soul, and this is an occasion for
surprise. They explained the relations of the soul to the body and the manner of its influence with ambiguous
words. They considered it legitimate that matter be the place for the rational soul from all eternity. After
connecting the soul and the body, and deriving a complete relationship, they [nonetheless] refused that the soul be
subject to corruption, assuming that corruption, like accidental attributes, requires a place, despite the fact that
corruption means annihilation and nonexistence,
As for the problems of divinity, let it be known that they believed first in the necessity of homogeneity and
complete proportionality between the cause and effect (let reference be made to Al-Mubakamat.)\fn{A 14th century
philosophical work by the Persian Quib ad-Din Razi, which discusses the merits of philosophic and theological commentaries on
Avicenna’s Isharat} Afterward they said that God Almighty is the cause of all possibilities—some with no

intermediary and some with meditation. They remained silent in explaining homogeneity and proportionality
between the sublime necessary and the possibilities. Regarding the happiness and unhappiness of the soul, they
contented themselves with poetic doctrines.
In sum, the majority of problems in those books are incomplete.
As for the books of the modems, they are all full of discussions of “In the name of God,” “Praise God,” and
“May the blessings and peace of God be upon Him;” and of disputes, quarrels, and a mixture of scientific topics.
There is no doubt that the books of the ancients among the Muslim philosophers, with all their defects, from all
points of view are better than the works of the moderns, just as the early Muslims were better than the Muslims of
today in everything.
Since philosophy, its goal and writers, and the state of the books of the Muslim philosophers have become
clear, now, addressing the scholars and learned men of India, I say:
*
“O possessors of pure talents, holders of good and clean instincts, masters of penetrating minds, and possessors
of broad thoughts: why do you not raise your eyes from those defective books and why do you not cast your
glance on this wide world? Why do you not employ your reflection and thought on events and their causes
without the veils of those works? Why do you always utilize those exalted minds on trifling problems, such as:
“Is science among the spontaneous things, not requiring definition?
“Does science belong to an active category or a passive category? Or, is it a category of addition or a
category of condition?
“Is the subject of logic [one of] the secondary rational sciences or spontaneous concepts or beliefs, and if
not, how was it possible that its totality be conceived in the mind and outside?
“[Since] the universal embraces the species, and the species embraces the universal, then what remedy
should be chosen?
“And what difference is there between kind and matter?
“Is verification simple or compound? And what is the thing that depends on verification? Is creation simple
or compound?
“Yet you spend no thought on this question of great importance, incumbent on every intelligent man, which is:
“What is the cause of the poverty, indigence, helplessness, and distress of the Muslims, and is there a cure
for this important phenomenon and great misfortune or not?
“And has the First Principle and Absolute Reality established a cause, prerequisite, and motive force for
their reform or not?
“And is the essence of reform of this community possible or impossible, and if it is possible, can it be
realized or is it impracticable? If it is capable of realization, what would be the causes, conditions, and
implements of that [realization] and what is its material and formal cause? What is its origin, and what is the name
of the last component of its complete cause?”
*
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There is no doubt or question that if someone does not spend his whole life on this great problem, and does not
make this grievous phenomenon the pivot of his thought, he has wasted and ruined his life, and it is improper to
call him a sage, which means one who knows the essential conditions of beings.
If this eye was weeping from ardent love for someone other than Laila,
Then those were wasted tears.\fn{From one of the poems about the famous lovers Laila and Majnun}

Once more I call:
O ulama of India, O sources of exact views, mines of apposite opinions, and springs of deep thoughts; authors
of many works and compositions, composers of beautiful treatises and commentaries:
Is your pure nature and pious, divine character really satisfied and content that you expend your bright minds
in these discussions of whether, at the time of consideration, verification of the unity of the diverse is necessary or
not? And if Zaid says, “What I will say tomorrow will be a lie,” and when tomorrow comes, he says, “What I said
yesterday was a lie,” will his lie involve a truth and his truthfulness involve a lie or not??!! And since what is
externally impossible is impossible in the mind, then what will be the judgment regarding the impossibility of
impossible things?
And you never once consider the telegraph lines that extend to all regions of India, nor ask about their causes.
And you do not make electricity, which is the source of astonishing deeds and wonderful acts, the arena of your
thought. Every day you repeat that vision is through the emission of rays. And photography, which has now
spread throughout the entire land, does not stimulate your minds in any way, and you do not incline the reins of
thought toward it. You do not ask about steam power, which transports loads and burdens from one country to
another, moving with great speed on iron rails. You do not take as a point and subject of investigation the
phonograph, the camera, the telescope, the microscope, and such things.
Is it permissible that you abandon investigation of these new things because they are not mentioned in the
Shifa of Ibn Sina or the Illuminist Philosophy of Shihab ad-Din? Is it not incumbent upon you to serve those who
will follow you with your highest thoughts, just as your revered predecessors served you? Is it not necessary for a
philosopher, and even for every intelligent man who is dissatisfied with ignorance, not to be content with
heedlessness. Is it not a defect for a person that his thought does not move so as to seek causes?
Is it not a fault for a percipient sage not to learn the entire sphere of new sciences and inventions and fresh
creations, when he has no information about their causes and reasons; and when the world has changed from one
state to another and he does not raise his hand from the sleep of neglect?
Is it worthy of an investigator that he speak in absolute ignorance and not know what is definitely known? He
splits hairs over imaginary essences and lags behind in the knowledge of evident matters.
This is a summary of what I wished to set forth in this regard, and, God willing, I will return again to this
subject and speak in detail about it. I hope the learned ulama of India will look attentively at this article, and
certainly after a true consideration my pure intention will become clear and manifest to them.
270.99 1. A Single Quotation 2. Excerpt from A Letter to Nasir al-Din Shah\fn{by Anis al-Dawla (1842-1894)} “a
village in Lavasan,” Shemiranat County, Tehran Province, Iran (F)
1
It is not surprising that he wants to become master of the horse; with your love of money you will give anything
to anyone. You would even give me away if they paid you enough for it.
2
I have just heard that you have once again changed the governorship of Shiraz. By God it is astounding. Having
sustained all that loss,\fn{In purchasing that post} Rukin al-Dawla has been gone for only seven months. If it is tribute
you desire, get it from the porince himself and let himstay. Otherwise in this way the wretched people get ruined
and drained. The governor does not provide it\fn{ The money} out of his own pockets. It is unjust. In every way
they\fn{The people} are depleted.
259.64 Excerpt from A Shi’ite Pilgrimage To Mecca (1885-1886): “The Ottoman Empire”\fn{by Mirzâ Mohammad
Hosayn Farâhâni (1847-1912)} Ahangaran Village, Farahan County, Arak Province, Iran (M) 21
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From Batum, some Khorasani, Gilani, and Azerbayjani, Turkish pilgrims and I took places on the steamer named
Alexander the Second, which belongs to the Russian company, at sunset on Sunday the twentieth of Shawal.\fn{ August 2, 1885}
This ship and its furnishings were very clean and neat. Its fare for third class, which is the place ordinary people sit, is nine
manats; the fare for a second class cabin is twice that of third class, or eighteen manats; and the fare for a first class cabin is
three times that of third class, or twenty-seven manats.\fn{I have attempted to italicize all foreign words; but I have declined to reproduce the
diacritical vocalization marks with which the editors of this travelogue have profusely adorned its proper names (though of course I have retained those
appertaining to the name of the author himself). Their reproduction involves an inordinate amount of time; I do not possess all of them in my software; there is
no guarantee that they will reproduce from the computers of those entrusted with evaluating the text in order to discover the answer to world peace; and in any
event they are not necessary for the purposes of the Protocol. Nor was it felt necessary to note numerous alleged inaccuracies as to person, time, date, distaance,
etc., on the part of the author—this out of respecty for the author, and in order to keep the number of these notes to an absolute minimum (for which latter
reason I have also dispensed with detailed notes concerning Ottoman administrative and monetary terms). The manuscript divisions, however, are as they
appear in the text, and I have retained them for the sake of visual (i.e., human) comprehensive clarity; and because this seems to be a literal translation, I have
been forced to accept most of the bracketed explanatory English texts, though I would dearly love not to:H}

From Batum to Istanbul is 626 Arabic miles, which is a journey of sixty-eight hours by commercial steamer at a moderate
speed. So each hour [the steamer] goes nine miles, which is three farsakhs;\fn{Or parasang, or farsang (synonyms for farsakh, a unit of
distance, one of which equals about four miles, or six kilometers) } the rest of the time is spent waiting in the ports and harbors and the
Bosphorus.
*
This Black Sea is called the “Black Sea” in every language: the Arabs call it Bahr-e asvad; the Greeks called it the
Pontus; the Turks say Kara Deniz; and in French they say Mer Noire.
Europeans have delimited it in this manner: In the north it is bounded by European Russia; in the northeast by the Caucasus
mountains; in the south by Asia Minor, and in the west by the European part of the Ottoman Empire. The length of this sea
from northwest to southeast is 140 parasangs. Its breadth varies from 93 parasangs to 53 parasangs. Its utmost depth is 1,050
fathoms. On the surface, its water appears black, but in a container a small quantity is not black. Owing to the many rivers that
empty into this sea, its water is sweeter than the water of other seas. For this reason, its fish are not commendable, and it is a
sea without profit. Pearls and coral and so on are never obtained in it. They say the Majma olbahrayn which the glorious
Qur’an mentions is this very sea.\fn{At Qur’an 18:60}
*
The first night we set out, the weather was very mild and the steamship travelled quite smoothly. The saying of the sage
Bâselus came to mind, who said,
“As for ships sinking, be afraid of that time when they are going well and smoothly.”
Two or three hours after nightfall the wind picked up, and the weather became overcast. The sea got very choppy, so that
water came up to the highest point of the ship. Many men fell down and began to moan and groan. Molla Reza-ye
Astarabadi, who is considered one of the ulaina of Astarabad, became seasick in these conditions and fell down saying,
“What was Mecca that I should come to this? Now that I’m dying, I wish that I had paid someone to perform the
pilgrimage for me and not have experienced these troubles myself.” One of the landlords [owning] estates in Khorasan
(where cotton is usually grown and is very profitable) was saying at that time,
“Oh that which is carded! I wish your seeds had disappeared so we would not be obliged to make this pilgrimage!”
In any case, the first thing in the morning, the weather became mild and the storm subsided. The travel time from Batum
to Trabzon by steamship is not more than eight or nine hours. Owing to the storm, [the ship] moved very slowly on the day
of arrival at Trabzon harbor. It anchored beside the Trabzon harbor two hours after sunset.
*
Trabzon is an abbreviated form of Tarabezun. In books, it is written [either] Tarabezun or Atrabazandeh. According to
a story, the army of Ardashir Babakan came near this place, and his troops obtained much honey in the forested area. After they had eaten it, it was learned that there was poison in it, and many of the troops perished because of that.
The custom of the commercial ships upon arriving at Trabzon is this: They stop for eight or twelve hours or more in
this port due to the need to unload cargo and to attend to business. After the amount of time the steamer will stay in Trabzon has been determined, they inform the passengers so that anyone who wishes may enter Trabzon. Several fellow travellers and I took a rowboat and went into Trabzon. The Trabzon harbor has been somewhat improved, but it is necessary
to take a rowboat. It is not like the Russian harbors.
Anyway, [my] friends and I, along with Hajji Mohammad Baqer, a merchant from Milan who was one of [our] friends
and companions, went to the house of Hajji Sayyed ‘Ali Aqa the Merchant, nephew of the late Naem ot-Tojjar Tabrizi. The
aforementioned is very good-natured, cheerful, hospitable, and intelligent. He received us warmly and arranged a full lunch
in the Iranian style. In order to honor [us], he also invited a number of [other] merchants. We ate lunch and then went out to
sightsee in the city. There are no droshkys or coaches or horses for hire here; even the dignitaries usually go on foot in the
streets.
This city is located next to the sea on the side of the mountains and amidst a valley. Three sides of it are mountainous,
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and because of this its streets go uphill and downhill and its houses are arranged in tiers on the side of the mountains. On the
top of a rocky mountain, which is in the city and next to the sea, they have erected the government citadel, bastion, and ar tillery post. There is always a regiment or two garrisoned in this city and its environs.
The ruins of the old citadel and towers which were built of stone and plaster still remain. There is a deep valley in the middle
of town from the midst of which flows a stream. There are houses, tier by tier, on the sides of this valley. They have built a
wooden bridge at the top of the valley. There is a square there called Qabaq Maydani.
*
This city has a population of about eight thousand households, which is thirty thousand people. It has two thousand shops and eighteen baths. There are sixty districts and places in its environs: that is, there are three mutesarrifats,
and each mutesarrifat has twenty qa’em-maqams and modirs in its administration. Each qa’em-maqam and modir is the
prefect of one district.
*
There are two rivers in the midst of this city, one named the Deirmen-dereh and one named the Silrmene. Water from
these two rivers flows to most of the houses. The small springs in the city are numerous. Its drinking water comes from
these springs. Its river water is heavy and bad-tasting.
*
The environs of this city are very green and pleasant. There are some forest trees in the streets. One of the attractive
places of the city is the Boztepeh mountain, where there is a tomb famous as [that of] Akhi Evrn of the dervishes. It is said
that he was one of the servants of the Prince of Martyrs.\fn{The Imam Husayn is meant:H} The Ottomans have faith in him and
make supplications and vows [there].
Also in the middle of the city, there is a garden and coffeehouse which has running water and many trees. It is a pleasure place for the populace. Its name is the “Casino.” There is another mountain next to the city named Qariq which is attractive and a summer retreat for the populace.
*
There are three consuls here: the Consul of Iran, the Consul of Russia, and the English Consul. At this time, the
Consul of Iran is Hajji Mirza Hosayn Khan, son of Zia os-Saltaneh, but he himself had gone to Berlin as the companion
of Moin ol-Molk the ambassador. His two sons, aged eighteen and twenty, were here and came to see me and accompanied me everywhere. They knew the French and Turkish languages well and are still busy acquiring French science and
writing.
There are about eight hundred Iranian subjects in Trabzon and its environs, of whom fifty are merchants and
the rest are tradesmen and so on.
*
The names of the great merchants there are as follows: Hajji Sayyed Ali Aqa, nephew of Naem ot-Tojjar; Hajjji
Molla Ali Kho’i; Hajji Ali Asghar Kho’i; Molla Abu Taleb Kho’i; Aqa Mohammad Ali Kho’i; Aqajan Kho’i; Karbala’i
Kazem Tabrizi; and Aqa Mahmud Salmasi.
*
The commerce of this city is of two types. One is trade in its [own] products, which are as follows: It has beans,
hazelnuts, potatoes, tobacco, linen, socks, woven goods, and a little ironworking. The other is trade in goods from outside, the chief ones being sugar, lump-sugar, and dried fruits. Trade in silk from Kashan is also quite profitable here.
Merchandise passes from Istanbul to Iran through Trabzon, reaching Tabriz by muleteers overland from Trabzon in twentyfour days.
*
By chance, I happened to go to the telegraph office in this city. First of all, the officers of the telegraph station were all
natives of the city of Trabzon. Second, they were all drinking to excess, and I found them drunk and stupefied.
In this situation, a parenthetical thought crossed my mind, which is this: One group believes that the telegraph is a new
invention and that it was invented by the French. [Another] group of scholars insist that some of the Greek sages invented
the telegraph in the time of Alexander the Great. Thus Neami, on orders of Alb Arslan, versified the exploits of Alexander
according to the histories of the Muslims, Jews, Christians, and Hindus, and in the section on the inventions and great
works of Alexander, he says …\fn{Note: Something that might be interpreted as referring to a kind of telegraph. Farahani quotes a line from
Nezami; it seems irrelevant, however, and is omitted from the translation}
There is also a reference to the telegraph in another place.\fn{ Note: Farahani quotes another rather pointless verse, presumably
from Nezami; it is also omitted from the translation} It is no longer known what type of telegraph instrument it was. Logically,
[A]nushirvan’s “chain of justice” also resembles the telegraph since the subjects [were able] to speak directly to the
ruler without intermediary.\fn{Note: According to Nezam ol-Molk, Anushirvan “commanded that a chain should be set up with bells
attached to it, within the reach of even a child of seven years old, so that any plaintiff who came to the court would not need to see a cham berlain; theywould pull the chain and the bells would ring; Nushirvan would hear it and redress their grievances” } After that period,
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it was neglected and lost until the beginning of the French Republic.
In the year 1209,\fn{1794-95} this invention was revived in France by means of signals, not in the present manner. In the
year 1236,\fn{1820-21} the electric telegraph was invented in France, and it came into use in the Ottoman Empire in the year
1260.\fn{1844-45} Now, I am not here [affirming] the newness or the antiquity of the telegraph; rather my purpose in this discourse has two points.
The first is that the officials of the telegraph office of every district must not be appointed from the people of that same district because a telegraph operator from the people of the district is the friend or acquaintance or relative of some people and
naturally he will secretly communicate anything that may relate to his friends or kindred to his companions. Or he is the enemy of others and hostile to someone and naturally will discuss something detrimental to his enemies for the sake of appearing brave and capable. Then many affairs will remain hidden owing to the spite of someone among the telegraph officials,
and many matters will be divulged. Of necessity, trouble would result from these disclosures. It is the same with judges and
tax-collectors from the people of a district. So it is better that every year in every district the telegraph officials be renewed in
order that the telegraph officials do not become friends or acquaintances with the populace and affairs remain confidential.
The second [point] is that telegraph officials must not be drunken and intoxicated and addicted to wine.
*
There are three types [of people] whose being drunk and intoxicated and addicted to wine is not right. One is the
private attendant of the sultan known as the amalijat-e khalvat. Another is the type of scribe known as monshi. And another is the telegraph official. The drunkenness and wine imbibing of any one of these three groups will in the end cause
much trouble and mischief. No matter will remain secret since all three of these groups are people [dealing with] secret and
private matters. Concealment of secrets is not compatible with wine-drinking. Thus the author of the Tqarikh-e Bayhaqi\fn{One Abu’l-Fazi Bayhaqi (996-1077AD)} writes,
Abdus, who was one of the amaljat-e khalvat of Soltan Masud, son of Soltan Mahmud, son of Seboktekin, revealed the sultan’s secrets
in the company of drunkards, and this very point was one of the causes of the extinction of his dynasty.

A summary of this story is that Soltn Masud, in accordance with the suspicious and despotic character he had, and owing to
the backbiting of Bu Sahl-e Zowzani and some other of his intimates, had Ali Qarib Daryaq and Sepahsalar Ghazi, who were
among the great ministers of the Mahmudi government, imprisoned. One of the notables of the Mahmudi government who remained in office and had a retinue and an army was the Kharazmshah Altuqash. Soltan Mahmud consulted with his close advisors on capturing him and decided that the close advisors write a rescript to the tribal chief\fn{Qaed} Monjuq to get rid of the
Kharazmshah. The rescript was drawn up and sent out. Abdus told this story at a drinking bout to Abul-Fath Hatemi, and AbulFath retold it at a drinking bout with Abu Mohammad Masadi, the agent of the Kharazmshah. Masadi immediately wrote the
details in code and sent a messenger to the Kharazmshah. Simultaneously with Qaed-e Monjuq’s receipt of the news, the
Kharazmshah was informed of the sultan’s intention and put Qaed-e Monjuq to death. The news reached the sultan, who excused himself with the Kharazmshah by claiming that it was a lie. Nevertheless, the Kharazmshah never again felt secure and
initiated an investigation of this point. For the rest of his life, the Kharazmshah remained in discord with and outside the
domination of the sultan. After the murder of the Kharazmshah, his son Harun, for the same reason, was not secure and manifested his opposition. The first trouble and disturbance which existed in the Masudi regime was this very matter of
Khvarazm.
My purpose in citing this story is that people who drink wine should not be entrusted with secrets. Although the requirement of sound judgment is that one not reveal personal secrets to anyone, [this applies] especially to wine-drinkers and so on:
“The man who is master of the world is the man who depends on no man.”
“Every secret which goes beyond two people becomes public” is attributed to His Eminence the Commander of the Faithful, Ali. In truth, this same thing has been expressed by the proverb,
“Nothing should be said in private which should not be said in public.” Plato was asked,
“Who is the weakest of men?” He answered,
“The one who is unable to keep a secret concealed.”
*
Anyhow, we departed from Trabzon at about sunset, accompanied to the end of the pier by the sons of Hajji Mirza Hosayn
Khan and a group of merchants. Hajji Sayyed Ali Aqâ, [our] host, came [all the way] to the steamer with a group of merchants.
The steamer departed at sunset and arrived at the port of Giresun at seven and a half hours after sunset [of the night before]
Tuesday the twenty-second.\fn{Note: Midnight, 3-4 August} The steamer dropped anchor there and stayed about one hour loading
and unloading.
*
Giresun is one of the ports which is a modirate; it is one of the dependencies of Trabzon. It has about two thousand resident
households, which is a population of seven or eight thousand people. Its harbor is very bad.
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*
After travelling from Giresun, [the steamer] entered a port named Ordu on Tuesday morning at seven o’clock and anchored there unloading and collecting the post. On the way between the port of Giresun and the port of Ordu, there is a little
port named Cape Yuros.
The port of Ordu is one of the dependencies of Trabzon and the seat of a qaem-maqamate. It has about one
thousand resident households and 150 shops. Its population is four thousand. Its harbor is very bad. The steamer
stayed there two hours and departed.
*
One hour before sunset, it reached the port of Samsun and anchored. Between the ports of Samsun and Ordu there are
two small ports named Cape Yasun and Cape Vona. Because the steamer was late arriving at this port, and it had cargo and
passengers, it stayed in this port the night [before] Wednesday and the day of Wednesday the twenty-third until sunset. Because of the extended layover, most of the passengers went into Samsun.
*
Samsun is located on the slopes of the mountain. Its environs are forested. It is [part of] the province of Amasya. It is
twelve farsakhs to the city of Amasya. [Samsun] is a mutesarrifat. It has six thousand resident households, so its population
is twenty thousand people. It possesses one thousand shops and eleven baths. All the streets are paved with stone, and trees
are planted in many places. According to reports, the water is very good and the weather very mild there. There are deputy
consuls in this port on behalf of the governments of Iran, Russia, and England, who are appointed from the consulates located
in Trabzon. There are about 300 Iranian subjects in this city who are tradesmen and merchants. The goods which are produced there are tobacco and cigarettes. The cigarettes of Samsun are very well known and excellent; most of the trade in
this is in export to Europe.
*
In Samsun, there is a road which goes overland to Arab Iraq. That is, if one goes by good horses, one arrives at Diyarbakir in fourteen days; and if by caravan and muleteer, one may arrive in twenty-eight days to a month. From Diyarbakir by qoffeh kalak\fn{Note: A type of small, round boat, often made of inflated animal skins, used for navigation on the Tigris-Euphrates
rivers}one will reach Samarra in seven days. The cities which may be seen along this route are: first Amasya, which used
to be a large and great city, and whose buildings were renovated by Sotan Ala od-Din Kayqobad the Saljuqi. It is now a
large city. Then one comes to Haypot, then to Tokat, then to Sivas, which has copper and silver mines, and then to Diyarbakir. According to reports the route is very safe and flourishing. Every hour a village beside the road comes into view.
*
In short, the steamer left Samsun Wednesday the twenty-third at sunset. Travelling until seven hours after nightfall (nearly
until dawn), it arrived at a port named Sinop. This port is a dependency of Trabzon and a qaem-maqamate. It has about five
hundred households, fifty shops, and a population of two thousand. It is not customary that every steamer stop at this port.
Our steamer stayed four hours there loading and unloading because it had cargo for there and set out again at two hours past
sunset [the night before] Thursday the twenty-fourth.\fn{Note: Wednesday evening, 5 August} Along the way, a fortress in the middle of the sea was visible, but [I] did not learn its name. One hour before noon on Thursday, [the steamer] entered the port of
Inebolu and anchored.
*
Inebolu\fn{A marginal note reads: It is 125 miles from Samsun to Inebolu} is a small borough which is part of the province of
Anatolia. A river flows through the middle of it. It is a qaem-maqamate. It is located on the side of a forested mountain. Other
forested mountains are numerous near it. It has approximately two thousand households, which is a population of eight thousand, with
250 shops. The city is full of streams and trees and is attractive. Its weather is very humid. There is no consul or official there from for eign countries. No citizen of Iran was found there. Since this port is adjacent to the forest, its trade is limited to lumber and wood which
are carried to Istanbul. The steamer loaded a lot of wood and lumber there. The steamer left Inebolu two hours before sunset.
*
Passing on from there, the mountains and seacoast were always close by. From Batum to this point, the province of Anatolia is
on the port side and the shore is usually close by. Forested mountains and green, pleasant, and attractive valleys are visible; in
some of the valleys, farms and inhabited areas could be seen. Sevastapol is to starboard.
*
Five hours past Inebolu, the coast was no longer visible until near the Bosphorus. The steamer reached the Bosphorus on Friday the twenty-fifth of Shavval\fn{Note: 7 August} at noon.
*
“Islambul” was called Istanbul by the Greeks, and the Romans [called it] Constantinople. Constantinople was founded by Constantine, which is the name of one of the Caesars of Rome. Some consider it one of the regions of the fifth clime, and others part of
the sixth clime. It is located on a forested peninsula, three sides of which—the eastern, western, and southern—are adjacent to the sea,
and the northern [side] next to the mainland.
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This peninsula is six farsakhs in length. It was also a great city in antiquity and the capital of the Roman Empire. Its people were
originally Romans descended from Esau, son of Isaac, son of Abraham.
*
Nâer-e Khosrow\fn{Persian author (1004-1088AD)} writes that the tomb of Esau is in one of the villages of Acre. Esau grew
up in Acre; then he had many children, and they became dispersed. This clan at first were monotheists; then several became idolaters and one group followed the teachings of the Greek sages. Their rulers were named Caesar until the Caesar
named Feyavos or Felinunos became Christian. Then the Roman pagans attacked him for this and put him to death. The
Christian religion was neglected again until the time that Constantine son of Qirun came to power and built this Constantinople and made it the capital. According to records, this city originally had two city walls. The elevation of the inner
wall was seventy-two gaz,\fn{1 gaz = c.45 inches} and its breadth was twelve gaz. The elevation of the outer wall was fortytwo gaz, and its breadth was eight gaz. The separation between these two walls was sixty gaz. There were 1,020 towers
on these two ramparts, and several soldiers were stationed on every tower.
*
The author of the Tohfeh ol-malakeyyeh writes,
This Caesar named Constantine at the end of [his] lifetime was afflicted by the disease of leprosy. One of the pagan priests told
him that he must kill a group of children and sit in their blood until the disease was cured. This speech resolved Constantine to do so,
but at night he saw in a dream several of the Apostles of Jesus who said to him: If you want this disease to be removed from your
body, seek a remedy from the Roman patriarch. Thus, upon awakening, he summoned the Patriarch and beseeched [him] for a cure.
The Patriarch said, ‘That cure is reserved for members of the Christian community.’ Constantine converted, the Patriarch prayed,
and the Caesar was healed.\fn{Note: This is a somewhat garbled form of the legend of St. Sylvester (the basis for the “Donation of Constantine”)
which somehow was picked up and repeated by Muslim authors} At the same time, twelve thousand people of this city became members of
the Christian community. Gradually, the Christian religion became widespread, and great churches were built. One of the churches
was thought to be on the site of the manifestation of the Apostles. Another church was supposed to take the place of the Bayt olMaqdes. There were images there of the twelve disciples made out of gold, until in the year 858\fn{ 1454} Soltan Mohammad,
called Fateh,\fn{The Conqueror} conquered Constantinople and compelled the people to follow Islam.\fn{Note: Contrary to Farahani’s
statement, he did not force the people to become Muslims } He destroyed some of the Christian places of worship and changed some into
mosques. The gold and silver statues were all broken up and minted into coins. He named the city in Turkish “Islambul” which
means “Islam abounded.” The date of the conquest is found in [the chronogram] “a pleasant city.” From then to the present day, it
has been the capital of the Ottoman sultans.

*
Ahmad ebn-e Omar, author of the Masalek ol-mamalek,\fn{Roads of the Countries} writes,
In the palace of the Caesars of Rome one room was locked up. None of those rulers opened the lock; instead every Caesar put
another lock on it until twenty-four locks were accumulated on it. The last Caesar determined to unlock those doors and locks and
to learn the secret of that room. Although monks came to dissuade [him], he refused and unlocked the door. Inside, he saw several
images in the form of Arabs with pikes mounted on horses and camels. All agreed that in that year the kingdom would slip from
the possession of the Christian Caesars and enter into the possession of the Muslims.

*
At present, some of the ruins of the ancient fortifications of this city are extant. In the middle of the inhabited part of the city
there is an old stone wall with some of the towers, most of which have been demolished. Adjacent to it there is another old wall
which used to consist of seven interconnecting fortresses. The Turks call it Yedi Kule.
*
Anyhow, the steamer remained at the entrance to the Bosphorus for a while. The second captain went by rowboat to the
telegraph station which was at the entrance to the Bosphorus and advised of the arrival of the steamer and requested permission to enter the straits. As soon as permission was received, it entered the Bosphorus.
On both sides of the Bosphorus, fortresses, bastions, and towers have been built, and on every fortress there are
cannons and arsenals. On both sides of the Bosphorus, there are hills and promontories. Back of that there are mountains and forests. On these hills and promontories beside the Bosphorus, some pine, cypress, oak trees and so on are
visible. These trees do not need irrigation. They are always kept verdant by the moist climate. On both sides of the
Bosphorus, nice buildings have been erected, scattered in some places and close together in others. There are large or
small gardens in most of the buildings. Fruit trees, legumes, and garden and potted flowers are grown. Because of this, the
city appears very green and pleasant. The right side of the Bosphorus is called the Asiatic and the left side the European.
From the beginning of this strait to its end is reckoned to be six parasangs. For the most part, the city of Istanbul is beside the
Bosphorus. Along this same strait, in front of the royal buildings, three or four government warships are always anchored.
*
After the steamer entered the Bosphorus, it travelled extremely slowly. One farsakh before the harbor, since this was a
large ship, a small escort steamer from the same company came and guided it to the harbor, until it arrived near the customs
house and anchored. There were many large and small steamers and sailing vessels and rowboats. After permission from
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the naval commissioners, the passengers boarded rowboats and crossed the water to the gate of the customs house.
At the edge of the quay, there are several people on behalf of the Ottoman government who examine the passports of individuals. If it happens that someone does not have a passport, they collect a fee from him and do not molest him. After they inspect the passports, they then open and inspect baggage and personal effects in the customs house. If one knows the language
or has a guide or acquaintance, it is possible to make a small payment to the customs agent, and one’s baggage and effects are
not inspected. In this way, our baggage was not inspected. It is also possible to make a small payment to the oarsmen not to
take one to the customs house gate and secretly to drop one off at another spot. They collect customs fees of five per cent from
foreign citizens. The customs fee for local citizens does not have a fixed amount; in principle it is ten per cent, but they collect
whatever they can, especially for tobacco, cigarette tobacco, opium, and saffron. The duty on these four goods is high.
*
Many fraudulent brokers of every sort stand at the customs house gate. Most of the wheeling and dealing in this city occurs through the agency of these brokers and brokerage.
“The business of this age is conducted through the craft of brokerage.”
These brokers invite and guide foreigners to find places or lodgings. There were several Iranian brokers among [those] at
the gate to the customs. One of them served as a guide for [my] companions and me and took us to the khan of Shaykh Daud,
which is one of the lodging places for foreigners and pilgrims. This khan was located in one of the worst quarters of Istanbul,
but it had three storeys, its rooms were freshly made, and its rates were cheap.
They charged two qorush\fn{A small coin used in the Ottoman Empire and Egypt; often referred to as the “piaster” in English } per person per
night, which is about eleven shahis.\fn{A copper coin = about one twentieth of a kran (itself a silver coin = one tenth of a toman, one toman being worth
about 80 cents)} Judging from the large number of pilgrims there, it is more convenient and better for pilgrims’ lodging than other
places.
All of the travellers who have an acquaintance go to the home or lodging of the acquaintances; everyone who does not
have an acquaintance and is not inclined to stint on expenses goes to a hotel. Hotels are plentiful, and the differences between them are endless. [Distinctions between] ritual purity and impurity, Muslim and infidel, are not observed very much
in the hotels. The day after arriving, I went to the public bath.
*
[When] one goes to the bath, there is first of all a spacious courtyard parallel to the street. It has a tall, painted roof. The
floor of the public bath is usually of marble. There are two tiers of elevated stone platforms along the sides of this cold-bath
courtyard. The platforms are covered with mats. Chairs and benches are placed on these platforms, and white towels are
pulled over the benches so that they serve as places for undressing. Each bench is reserved for one person. After [the bather]
is undressed, he is wrapped in four clean towels. On the mats, he puts on heel-less morocco leather slippers. Whenever [the
bather] wishes to move from the mats to the floor of the bath, wooden shoes with leather straps are placed in front of him,
which he must wear. Anyone who has not become accustomed to wearing these shoes will have difficulty walking with them
on the polished stone [floors].
Next, in order to show the way, one or two masseurs or valets go in front and lead [the bather] to a vestibule which, by comparison, is warmer than the cold-bath. There are some benches and chairs [in it] as well. [The bather] is seated there until he has
recovered from his chilly condition. Then they take his towels and cover him with two [fresh] loincloth-like towels and ask
what they can do for :tim. If there is nothing for the masseur to do, [the bather] is guided to the public warm-bath, the floor and
socle of which are marble. All around are warm water taps and cold water taps. Below every warm or cold water tap there is a
marble basin in which is placed a copper bowl [used for washing and rinsing]. Every [bather] sits at the foot of one of the
basins and washes. If he needs massaging, adolescent masseurs, clean and fresh, come at once. The [masseur] selected [by the
bather] leads the way to a clean, private, marble place. All around this private place are small rooms for two people; in each
room there are two water taps, cold and warm, with a basin and bowl. After entering a room, the masseur insists on hanging a
curtain or loin-cloth at the entrance to that room, so that no one sees into it from the outside. Then, standing naked, he massages [the bather] with a rough mitten (kiseh) after which he washes him with soap and a soft cloth (lif). By allusion,
metaphor, or specific statement, he makes certain “suggestions”, but that “depends on the strength of an individual’s
knee.\fn{Note: The idioms employed here by Farahani have a definitely sexual innuendo } The rooms and the bath are fully lighted. There is a
separate private chamber for depilation. Shaving the head must be done outside the bath; one may not have his head shaven in
the warm or cold-bath rooms.
Anyhow, after [the bather] is finished with this business, they bring three towels; they put one towel on his head and two on
his body. Then they bring [him] back to the same hallway again and seat [him] on the benches. After a while, when he is
sweating less, the first towels are changed and again he is wrapped in four towels. Then he goes to the cold-bath [wearing] the
same wooden shoes. When he moves back to the mats, he takes off the wooden shoes and puts on the leather slippers and sits
on a bench with clean towels thrown over it. A mirror, coffee, cigarettes, sherbet, or whatever he wishes is brought. The cost for
these baths is about two thousand to fifteen thousand Iranian.
It is impossible not to sweat in the bath, but most of the baths of this city are not exclusively for Muslims; every religious
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group goes [to them.] There are two or three baths to which infidels do not go. Neat people who own houses do not necessarily
need to go to a public bath. One small room in their own home is made like a bath and used for washing once a day, in summer
or winter.
*
The Aya Sofya mosque is one of the ancient mosques. Its [date of] construction and builder are unknown. Originally it was
a temple of idolaters. Thus, images of fish and so on, such as I have seen in the temples of idolaters, are on the walls of this
mosque. In the time of Justinian I, which was thirty and some [years] before the prophetic mission\fn{I.e., of Mohammed} it became a church and Christian place of worship. It was a church until the time of Soltan Mohammad Fateki, who conquered Istanbul and made that place into a mosque. The courtyard of this mosque is a spacious area. The ground is paved with black
stone. There are some shade trees in the courtyard. They have constructed a marble and limestone wall one and a half zar high
around this area. The mosque is located in the middle of the courtyard. There is a perron all around the mosque. Below this
perron there is a cistern with faucets and small stone troughs set up for ritual ablutions. Six steps, each one a charak high, go
up from the courtyard to the perron. From the perron one goes into the mosque. The length of the mosque is about eighty
zar.\fn{One of which = 41 inches} Its width is seventy zar. The height of the dome is about sixty zar. There are thirty-six large
lower columns which are of solid marble; twelve large columns of solid porphyry; and thirty-six small marble columns on
the upper level. The stone-cutting and fretwork of all of them has been excellently done.
In the gallery of the upper level, they have made a place in which the sultan prays whenever he comes to pray. There is a
wide balcony around the mosque situated in such a way that it overlooks the mosque.
There are seventeen small marble columns on this balcony. They have constructed four small marble arches in the interior
of the mosque. Fourteen small marble columns are under the four arches. The call to prayer is chanted from atop these four
arches. There are two large, round water vases made out of solid marble beside the doors of the mosque. There are two drinking fountains [made] of solid marble with relief work in the interior of the mosque. There are five marble menbars\fn{Pul-pits}
inside the mosque. There are three steps near the mihrab,\fn{Note: the niche in the wall of a mosque indicating the direction to Mecca, towards which worshippeers orient themselves during the prayer ritual} and each step is elevated one charak\fn{Note: “one fourth” of a zar, or
about ten inches} above the other so that the mihrab is three charak higher than the floor of the mosque. It is one of the practices
of the Sunnis that the prayer-leader’s place of prayer must be higher than the place of prayer for the congregation. Shiites do
not permit this. The main part of the mihrab is oblique because the mosque and this mihrab were not built at the same time.
The floor of this mosque is all made of marble, and the walls of the mosque up to the arch [that supports the dome] are
made partly of marble and partly of porphry. Several places have porphyry stone, on which are carved figures of fish and so
on, set into the main part of the wall. The roof of the mosque is inlaid and gilded in spots. Old pictures have been effaced. The
images of four angels have been drawn under the dome. There are eight plaques on the walls of the mosque on which these
names have been written in gold: Allah, Mohammad, Ali, Fatemeh, Hasan, Hosayn, Aba Bakr, Omar, and Osman.\fn{ Note:
There were (and are) eight plaques in the building with calligraphy by Ebrahim Effenbdi (c.1650); the name Fatemeh is not on them}
There are nine doors to the mosque. These doors are either [made] of inlaid wood or of brass and iron. There are eight
marble candlesticks. The diameter of the candle in each exceeds one charak. Chandeliers, candelabrums, and [glass] balls
have been suspended [from the ceiling].
There are three private buildings next to the mosque. In these buildings there are various chambers, each of which is for
a particular purpose. Two rooms are for the library and the place for [storing] Qur’ans and lecterns. Its library is very
grand; most books can be found [there]. Two rooms are for equipment for lamps and lamp fuel. Several are storerooms for
carpets and the curtains for the mosque. Two or three rooms are living quarters for the ferashes and servants.
*
This district and mosque\fn{The Solaymaneyyeh Mosque} are among the constructions of Soltan Solayman Khan I, son of Selim Khan. The city of Solaymaniyyeh is also one of his constructions.
The date of the construction of the mosque is written on top of the gate named the Bab Khayyataneh in Arabic solos script.
The gist of its contents is that
the construction of this mosque was begun by order of Soltan Solayman Khan in Jomada I 937 [December, 1530/January, 1531] and
was completed at the end of the month of Zi Hejjeh the sacred that same year [July-August, 1531]. Soltan Aziz Khan repaired [it] in the
year 1208 [1793-94].

Generally, the type of construction of this mosque resembles that of the Aya Sofya mosque. There are four tall columns
of solid marble in this mosque that are noteworthy. This mosque is situated in an elevated quarter which overlooks the
straits. The tomb of the founder Soltan Solayman Khan is beside the mosque. It has a dome and courtyard and cemetery in
which others are buried. Underneath one large dome there are several tombs: one is the grave of Soltan Solayman I, whose
birth was in 900 [1494-95] his accession in 926 [1520], and his death in 974 [1566]. Another is the tomb of Soltan Solayman Khan II, the date of whose death is 1003 of the hegira [1594-95]. Another is the grave of Soltan Almad Khan 11.
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Three other graves are those of their wives. Near this large dome are two other domes which are both tombs of wives of
Soltan Solayman Khan I. There are custodians, servants, and Qur’an recitcrs in these tombs who receive monthly salaries
from the wakf endowments\fn{A wakf is a tax-exempt and theoretically inalienable donation of real property, the income from which is used to
support specific charitable institutions: H and a note} of this mosque and cemetery.
*
Beside the mosque there is also an Islamic elementary school which is another one of the constructions of Soltan Solayman Khan. It has monthly stipends fixed for the teachers, tutors, ferashes, and the expenses of the pupils.
*
The mosque of Soltan Mohammad Fateh is next to a madrasah.\fn{Note: An institution of education and instruction in the Islamic legal
disciplines, usually supported by charitable endowments (wakf)} It is really not a large mosque, but there is a wide open area around it
where things for sale are displayed. In the courtyard of the mosque are twenty marble columns. Six of the columns are large;
the rest are small. The date of the construction of this mosque commenced in 867 [1462-63]; it was completed in 875. Before
this, no mosques were built in Istanbul.
*
This mosque is not very large, but it has a very large and high arch [supporting the dome]. There is a school next to it.
Soltan Osman, son of Soltan Mostafa Khan II, built this mosque in the year 1169 [1755-56].
*
This mosque is beside the military square and the military guesthouse. In its courtyard are twenty columns of solid stone.
Inside the mosque there are four stone pillars. Between each pair of pillars there is a large column of solid porphry like the
columns of the Aya Sofya mosque. This mosque is one of the constructions of Soltan Bayazid Khan, son of Sotan Mohammad Fateh, which was begun in the year 903 [1497-98] and completed in 911.
*
In the courtyard of the mosque there are porticos on three sides, with four marble columns on each side. There are also two
stout plane trees inside the courtyard. Inside the mosque proper there are six large marble columns, the height and diameter of
which are like the columns of Aya Sofya. On the side of this mosque is the tomb of Abu Ayyub Soltan,\fn{ Note: Known as Eyüp Sultan in Turkey} in the courtyard of which there are also three stout plane trees. Like the shrines of holy people in Iran, it has a
faience dome and sepulcher. There are silver candlesticks, silver lanterns, and other ornaments inside the dome. In this same
place there is a sweet-water well that the people drink and carry away as a cure-all. This mosque and tomb are both among the
constructions of the murdered Soltan Selim Khan III, the son of Soltan Mostafa Khan III, and were begun in the year 1208
[1793-94] and completed in the year 1215. The date is carved on the sepulcher.
*
The proper name of this Abu Ayyub is Khaled, the son of Zayd, the Ansari. The dear Prophet\fn{Mohammad}, after entering
the city of Medina, when the ansar all invited [him] to stay in their own home, ordered,
“Wherever my she-camel stops, I will choose that place as my home.” When the she-camel knelt down in the place which
is [now the site of] the blessed tomb [of the Prophet Mohammad], Abu Ayyub said,
“Since my home is the closest to this place, grant permission that I take [your] clothes and belongings to my house.”
[The Prophet] granted permission. According to one account, he stayed seven months in the house of Abu Ayyub. His
clansmen were brave people, and he was one of the Prophet’s cavalry-men at the Battle of Badr and on most of the cam paigns. He accompanied the Commander of the Faithful in the battles of the Camel, Siffin, and the [wars against] the Kharijites, and so on, until in the year 53 of the hegira [672-73], when Moaveyyeh (curse him) sent an army under the command
of Yazid to fight the Romans. Abu Ayyub accompanied that army but fell ill on the way and died just outside Constantinople.
They buried him near the walls of the city. Assuming that his association towards the end of his life with Moaveyyeh and
Yazid did not impair his piety, he was among the greatest of the ansar.\fn{Note: The Umayyad caliphs Moaveyyeh and Yazid are anathema to Shiites because of their opposition to Ali and Hosayn}
*
This\fn{The mosque of Soltan Ahmad Khan} is of the same type and arrangement as the mosque of Aya Sofya. It has a portico
with twenty-six columns of solid marble around the courtyard. Outside the mosque, on three sides, there is a wide open
area, resembling an avenue, which belongs to the mosque. There are weekly bazaars there; the markets are held there on
Mondays. The great dome of the mosque [rests] on four grooved pillars. The circumference of each pillar is twenty zar.
As for its date, which is above the door, this mosque was begun in the year 1011 [1602-3], during the reign of Soltan Ahmad Khan I, and was completed in 1025, the same year that Soltan Ahmad Khan died. They say that Soltan Almad Khan, alter the completion of the mosque, prayed several times in this mosque and [then] died. This [mosque] also has many wakf
properties. The tomb of Soltan Ahmad Khan is also next to this same mosque. The present sultan\fn{Abd ol-Hamid II (18761909)} recently made a thorough restoration of the mosque. Nowadays, the ruler usually prays in this mosque. Inside the
mosque, on the upper level, there is a room of stone which is the place for the sultan’s prayers. The congregation never sees
him at prayer time.
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*
On one side of this mosque there is the square of the horse-sellers, which is known as the At-maydan.\fn{Note: This
was the hippodrome in Roman Constantinople. In Ottoman times it served as a marble quarry as well as a horse market}
In the middle of that square, there is a stone which they call Dikilitash.\fn{ Note: In Turkish, dikilitas means stone column or obelisk;
here it refers to the obelisk built for the Pharaoh Thutmoses III (1549-1503 BC) and later brought to Constantinople by the Emperor Theodosius }
First of all, a square pedestal of stone and limestone has been erected. This pedestal is four zar high. On this stone pedestal
an embossed stand of pieces of metal has been made. The monolith, which has four sides, is conical shaped at the top, has
a diameter of six zar and a height of twelve zar. It has images of animals and birds drawn on all sides. It is erected on this
embossed metal stand. These images also resemble the idols found in pagan temples. Opposite the Dikilitash, a minaret
has been constructed out of blocks of stone cemented together with lime.\fn{ Note: This “minaret” is the Column of Constantine
Porphyrogenitus (912-59)} It used to be very high. At present, it has a height of fourteen zar. Both of these are of ancient construction. It might be said that these were built before the people of Constantinople became Christian.
*
In the middle of this same square which is beside the Soltan Almad mosque there is a building which is called the Janissary Museum. Everyone is allowed to visit it; indeed, they are encouraged and exhorted to go see it. First, they collect one
qorush-e saq, which is about 300 dinars, per person at the door to the building. After entering the building, one goes to the
upper storey. There are three wide, long rooms [where] fearsome figures have been made out of wax with clothes and
weapons. All are standing up [as if] making ceremonial greetings to the sultan. Some have turbans, and others large hats.
This Janissary faction was at first of Greek Orthodox [origin] and then became Muslim. Gradually, many of them acquired [other] occupations and offices in the Ottoman Empire and possessed power and wealth. Because of this, they obtained dominance in relations with the government and interfered in most state matters. They were rather domineering and
oppressive towards the subjects, until in the year 1241 [1826], Soltan Mahmud Khan II, son of Soltan Abd ol-Hamid
Khan, annoyed by the behavior of this faction, and having put this secret [matter] to his own private advisors, on a holiday
which was [the occasion of] a public audience when the chiefs of the Janissaries were gathered, had those present seized
suddenly and put to death. Then they found, seized, and killed everyone from this faction everywhere. Because this great
deed was manifested by him, [and] in order that his fame should endure and many of the rebellious be frightened, they
have made these figures out of wax with arms and clothes and fearsome manner. To this day, the Ottoman sultans have remembered [this] and think [their] enemies fear these things. Soltan Abd ol-Majid Khan built and adorned a very magnificent tomb for this Soltan Mahmud Khan, killer of the Janissaries, and established wakf properties [for it], and put some
valuable items in it, among which are his aigrette and several silver candlesticks. It is inscribed on his tombstone that this
sultan was born in the month of Ramadan 1199 [1784-85], ascended [to power] in the month of Jomada 11 1223, and died
in Rabi II 1255.
*
Near this tomb of Soltan Mahmud Khan there is a tower, a stone [monument] which they call Chemberlitash. First, a
pedestal of small stones has been erected. On top of it, there is a large round tower made of blocks of porphyry put together
piece by piece. In certain places where it is broken, they have fixed it with iron bands so it would not fall apart. For this
reason they call it “Hooped Stone”. There used to be a capital on top of it which has since been broken. At present its
diameter is four zar and its height is ten zar.\fn{Note: This monument was originally the Column of Constantine, erected to commemorate the foundation of the city on 11 May 330 [W says with a mix of Christian and pagan ceremonies]. It was repaired and made more accessible
after the great fire of 1865. W continues: In Constantine's day the column was at the center of the Forum of Constantine (today
known as Çemberlitaş Square), an oval forum situated outside the city walls in the vicinity of what may have been the west
gate of Antoninia. On its erection, the column was 50 meters tall, constructed of nine cylindrical porphyry blocks sur mounted by a statue of Constantine in the figure of Apollo. The orb he carried was said to contain a fragment of the True
Cross. At the foot of the column was a sanctuary which contained relics claimed to be from the crosses of the two thieves
who were crucified with Jesus Christ at Calvary, the baskets from the loaves and fishes miracle, an alabaster ointment jar
belonging to Mary Magdalene and presumably used by her for the washing of the feet of Jesus, the palladium [cult image]
of ancient Rome of ancient Rome [which was] a wooden statue of Pallas Athena from Troy. A strong gale in 1106 AD caused
the statue and three of the upper cylinders of the column to fall. Some years later, Roman emperor Manuel I Komnenos
(reigned 1143-1180) placed a cross on top, in the place of the original statue, and added a commemorative inscription that
read “Faithful Manuel invigorated this holy work of art which has been damaged by time.” Bronze wreaths once covered
the joints between the drums, but these were taken by the Latin Crusaders who looted the city during the Fourth Crusade in
1204. The cross was removed by the Ottoman Turks after the fall of Constantinople in 1453. Earthquakes and a fire in 1779
destroyed the neighborhood surrounding the column, leaving it with black scorch marks and earning it the name “Burnt
Column.” The column was restored by Abdülhamid I, who had the present masonry base added. The base was strengthened
in 1779. The original platform of the column is 2.5 meters below ground level. Restoration work has been going on since
1955. Cracks in the porphyry were filled and the metal brackets renewed in 1972 }

*
The Goksu district, from which a little stream flows. The minaret of the sultan’s sister and the Sharif Abd olMoaleb are there.\fn{This small annotated inclusion concerning well-known districts of the city gave especial trouble to the editors, as
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indicated by the following note: This whole section is marred by repetitions and orthographical errors. Names which are recognizable are
given in a form as close as possible to their Ottoman or modern Turkish equivalents; Farâhâni’s spelling is given in the footnotes. Ambigu ous names are left as spelled in Farâhâni’s text (with a guess at the vocalization)}
The Bab-e Ali district: the Bab-e Ali\fn{Sublime Porte} building and the embassy of the state of Iran are in this dis-

trict.
The Emirgan district: the palace of the Khedive of Egypt is in this district.
The Eslambul district: most of the bazaars and shops and mosques are in this district.
The Qalateha district: a government palace named the Ursi is there. Alongside this district is a narrow strait that is crossed
by rowboat.
The Galata district, Kasimpasha district, Beyoglu district, Buyukdere district, and Tarabya district: Most of the Europeans and foreign ambassadors are in these five districts.
The Kavi Kuy district, the Yeni Koy district, the Dolmabahche district, the Tophane district, the Beshiktash district,
the Fendeqli district, the Beshkelidash district, the Teshvikiye district, the Owlmehbaghchehsi district, and the Eski
Saray district.
*
The Eski Saray\fn{Old Palace} was built on top of a hill. It is an old building of the Ottoman sultans. At present,
no one resides there.
The Beshiktash palace is where the present sultan and the royal family reside. It is one of the constructions of
Soltan Abd ol-Majid Khah.
The Yali Cherghn is one of the grand royal palaces and is one of the constructions of Soltan Mahmud Khan.
The Bayglarbayki palace is one of the ornamental royal constructions and where the august Shahanshah of Iran lodged.
The Goksu palace is a pleasant royal palace. It is one of the constructions of Sultan Abd ol-Majid Khan. A small stream
passes by it.
The Ursi palace is where the royal audiences were formerly held. The royal throne is there.
The Bab-e Ali is where the officials of the government and the state reside, like the Dar osh-Shura.
The Bâb-e Askareyyeh, which is like a military barracks, is where the military leaders reside.
The Topkapi palace is famous for this: The blessed mantle of the Prophet is there. Once every year, the sultan goes to
make a pilgrimage to the mantle.\fn{Note: After the conquest of Mamluk Egypt in 1517, the Ottomans took possession of a number of relics of
the Prophet Mohammad (which the Mamluks had received from the Abbasid family), including his mantle, banner, swords, etc. These were preserved in
a special room of the Topkapi Palace which the sultans visited on certain ceremonial occasions; they also displayed the relics before going on cam paign, etc.}

If I wished to write a detailed account of every one of these buildings, it would take a long time and cause vexation and
inconvenience. I will say this much: Great wealth has been expended on these buildings. They have been built very well, are
ornamented, and are attractive. Marble beyond reckoning has been used in every one of them. In general, marble is plentiful
in this city and has been utilized everywhere: the baths, the mosques, the houses of the notables, and the royal buildings.
They bring some of this marble from an island in the Sea of Marmara which is near Istanbul. Its marble is not of high quality.
They bring some from Italy. The marble from there is very white and pure.
*
Theaters are numerous in this city. I saw some in detail, and I heard descriptions of others, but an account of them is not provided since it could not be understood if one has not actually seen them.
*
Istanbul is situated partly on one side of the Bosphorus and partly on the other. On both sides of the Bosphorus, there are
hills, valleys, promontories, small mountains with green and pleasant forests, and houses in tiers on the slopes of these hills
and promontories. At night the lamps which are lighted are reflected on the water, and the appearance is very attractive.
Since the houses are on the slopes of the valleys and promontories, the streets usually go straight up and down. In many of
the streets, droshkys and coaches do not go or go with difficulty.
For crossing from this side to that side of the straits, they have constructed a bridge of wood and iron. For every beast of
burden or person who crosses it, they collect ten para, which is 286 Iranian krans, as the fee for crossing. A large sum per day
is acquired by the government from this bridge. At five hours after nightfall, a seven or eight span of this bridge is taken up and
put on top of the next so that no one else crosses from this side to that. Crossing at that time will have to be by rowboat. At
night, the oarsmen often throw one or two of the passengers whom they are carrying by rowboat into the sea. Sometimes this is
discovered and [the oarsmen] are arrested.
At the foot of this bridge there are three or four small steamers which three times daily at fixed hours transport people
on the Bosphorus carrying them to the [various] districts. Each steamer has profits from this of ten or twelve thousand
tomans per year. These steamers belong to Austrian and French companies.
There are also some small steamers that travel on the Bosphorus without regularity or fixed hours and which carry peo75

ple for the sake of recreation. Some also cross or go for recreation by rowboat. To cross the Bosphorus by rowboat requires
great discretion because of the coming and going of the steamers, and the crowding and congestion. Repeatedly, by day and
night, people get into the rowboats and are drowned.
All the buildings of this city are of two to five storeys. Much wood is used in the buildings, like the buildings of Gilan. Because of this, there are many fires and [other] houses catch on fire from a little fire and wind. Because of the numerous fires,
they have made tall towers which overlook all the city. There are several watchmen in these towers who take turns keeping
guard by day and night. There are also two cannons raised on top of them. Whenever a place catches on fire, the watchman
immediately shoots seven cannon volleys so that they know a fire has broken out. One hundred workers and a superintendent
have been taking care of this business and have made equipment such as pumps and so on for putting out the fires. As soon as
the superintendent and the employees hear the report of the cannon from the tower, they know there is a fire and immediately
come out of the station to put out the fire. There are few days in Istanbul when there is no conflagration.
*
The weather of this city and its suburbs is very damp and humid. One cannot sleep outdoors. When sleeping, if the doors
to the room are open, and one’s body is exposed to the wind, it will cause sickness. Because of the humidity, the weather does
not get extremely hot or cold. It rains a lot in all four seasons. For this reason the rooftops of the houses are all of red tiles. Its
climate strongly resembles the climate of Gilan.
*
The streets of this city are mostly wide and clean and paved with cobblestones. Some of the streets are paved with hewn
stone blocks. In part of the streets and most of the houses, coffeehouses, theatres, and lodgings, there are shade trees and varieties of potted and garden flowers.
*
The water there [comes] from places abounding in springs and streams. They bring some of the water from two or three
farsakhs. Two of its water [sources] are famous for purity and wholesome taste. The rest of the water of the city is not pure or
wholesome. They have made water storage tanks in the houses and caravanserais so that they do not need water-carriers.
However, if someone wants [water] from those two wholesome water [sources], the water-carriers bring it.
*
There are many bazaars, stores, caravanserais, and guesthouses in this city. Some of the bazaars are covered and some are
not. Its covered bazaars are not large, but they are whitewashed and [have] roofs with shallow domes of brick and plaster.
*
There are countless goods here from every province, but demand is low. It has little trade in its own products. The factories in this city are not worth mentioning; there are some woven towel and canvas factories. Textiles here are generally
plentiful and cheap. Foodstuffs of every sort are found [but] are expensive.
*
The minted coins of Istanbul are the gold lira, the silver majidi, and the copper para. Its gold and silver money contains
20% alloy. As for the majidi, it is twenty qorush-e saq, of which each qorush-e saq is forty para, so that each qorush
equals 285 krans in Iranian money. The value of the majidi in Iranian krans is about 5,500 dinars. There are coins of one
qorush, two qorush, and up to ten qorush (which is half majidi) minted out of silver, but the small coinage is scarce. The
majidi is common.
*
As for the gold lira, it is [equal to] 108 qorush-e saq, which is over five silver majidis and eight qorush. [Coins of] half a
lira, a quarter of a lira, and five lira are also minted in gold. The value of the lira in Iranian money is from 27,500 dinars to
three tomans, according to the time. But merchants, if they want to send a bill of exchange to Iran calculate [it as] three tomans
and 1,500 dinars and will send the bill of exchange.
*
As for the coinage of foreign countries, such types as the kran, the ashrafi, the manat, the imperial, the guinea, the rupee, the Levant dollar,\fn{Note: The popular name for the Maria Theresa thaler, which was a popular medium of exchange throughout the Near East. Here and in subsequent occurrences it is translated as “Levant dollar” to avoid confusion with American currency . W
adds that the word thaler gave rise to daalder and daler, which became dollar in English} and the currency called the franc are all

negotiable according to their respective value. At different times, their value will be more or less.
The foreign currency most in circulation in this city is the Levant dollar and the franc. The Levant dollar is usually one or
two qorush more than a majidi, and sometimes they are equal. Usually there are twenty-two to twenty-three francs to a lira.
The franc is about 1,300 dinars in Iranian money.
*
The weight customarily used in this city is the hoqqeh. The Istanbuli hoqqeh is four hundred drams, which is seventeen
and a half sir in Tabriz weights. Most business is transacted with this hoqqeh. In the Ottoman Empire, the coins and weights
vary and differ in every city.
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*
In general, the people of Istanbul are light complexioned and dark haired. All of them are clean and neat. They are very
emphatic about cleanliness. Just as much as the people of Russia are filthy and untidy, the people of this country are clean and
neat. As much as a beard in Russia is a matter of worth and esteem, among the people in this country it is without worth or
value. As much as the Russians are rude and impolite and rough in speech, the Ottomans are all mild, gentle, and polite.
*
The women of this city are very domineering and venerated. Their dowries are very small, but their expenditures are incalculable. Men in comparison to them are underprivileged. The women do not wear the veil. Men and women are often mixed together sitting in the large coaches for hire and going out for recreation. Most of the wives of the notables are from Circassia.
*
The Circassians are a group of Muslims. It is their custom that the menfolk are usually brigands. They entrust their own
children from birth to the homes of the peasants. After they reach the age of nine years they are sold if a girl; if a boy, he
still does not go back to the home of [his] father until the age of twenty. At that time, he comes to the home of the father
and becomes his accomplice. They give a payment for raising their children to the peasants. The notables buy these Circassian girls in childhood, raise them, and take them as wives without a marriage contract or ceremony. Of course, since
the Circassians are Muslims, buying and selling them is inconsistent with the enlightened holy law, and possessing them
without marriage contract and ceremony is not permissible. One cannot say how these children arrived at such a situation.
“I won’t bother to explain it to you; if you are a sensitive person, you should tell me.fn{A poetic expression}
*
Most of the royal women are also Circassians. In the royal household, it is customary that Circassian girls are purchased,
brought up, and taught various crafts. After training, some are kept for the royal household. Others are given as presents to
the notables along with clothes and necessities.
*
People from every clime and country are gathered together in this city. Muslims and infidels are all mixed together
here. There is no avoidance or precaution, Islam or infidelity. Infidels and Muslims are not differentiated. The men dress like
Europeans. Infidels and Muslims cut their hair and wear fezzes. Most of the women’s clothes are also of European type.
*
The houses are very grand, but the purses are empty and bare. Mosques and places of worship are without equal or peer,
but the ones praying [in them] are few and rarely found.
“The prayers are entrusted to those whose hearts are closed to prayer.\fn{A proverb}
The ulama and the kadis are worldly and lascivious. They are aware of the rules and traditions of the religious law, but
they are absorbed in the pollution of desire and delusion. They have abolished the rules of Islam and made imperfect civil
law in the manner of the Europeans.
“They have been left out of one place and driven away from another.”\fn{Note: A popular expression. Farâhâni is, of course, suggesting that the Ottomans have abandoned their own religio-cultural traditions but have not been accepted as Europeans. A situation which is still true ,
although there is a strong movement to return to fundamentalist Islamic practices in Turkey in my time:H } They act with no regard for this

world or the next. Of Islam, there is only the name and nothing more. The customs and ceremonies which they have gradually learned completely from the Europeans are the ways of irreligion and indifference about doctrine and religious practice.
Goshtasb always used to say,
“Those who do not have religion have nothing.”
Another of the attributes of their moral imperfection, which has spread greatly among them, is miserliness and stinginess.
Alexander the Great said,
“Those endowed with liberality and generosity are always held in honor and esteem even though they be dervishes;\fn{ I.e.,
even though they are indifferent to the materialistic aspects of life } those characterized by meanness and miserliness are despised and unworthy even though they be rich.”
“A beggar is a beggar even if he is given all the world.”\fn{A quotation from the Persian author Sa’di (1210-1291)} We do not say that
a man should put whatever he has at the disposal of his fellows; rather the point is that the quality of generosity is regarded as
the finest virtue.
“Do not make your hand to be shackled to your neck, nor stretch it forth to the utmost, lest you should sit down, blamed or
strippcd.”\fn{Qur’an 17:29}
All the individuals of this country, especially the notables, worship the strong and oppress the weak. If they see that a foreign neighbor or a native subject is condescending and submissive, they become bold and behave very harshly. If they perceive a little roughness or toughness, they turn meek.
Their valor and bravery is well concealed. Their speech is all boasting and idle talk. Thus on the subject of Serbia and Bulgaria, they understand perfectly that no side pays any attention to their talk. In spite of this they consider themselves the masters
of the Serbs and Bulgarians. Every month—in writing and talking—they are entering and taking possession [of some place].
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In this way they express their opinions. Sometimes, they are dispatching promises and threats to both sides. Sometimes in the
consultative assembly they are holding discussions regarding this matter, and talking with foreign ambassadors, and making
compromises. Sometimes they are summoning phantom armies for putting those borders into order and sending the phantom
armies to the frontier [where] they are waiting to perform their duty. I heard that in order to send an army to Serbia, a com mand was given to the chief of the arsenal to summon a thousand fit, veteran cannoneers to be sent in that direction. The
chief of the arsenal had stated, with a thousand regrets, that whether old or young there were in Istanbul no more than eight
hundred cannoneers, and that these eight hundred, first of all, had not received one dinar of their pay, and, secondly, they
were needed in ten other places. Nevertheless, they do not listen or take warning and do not see the result of their own actions. They are again continuously arranging the implements of war for themselves.
“Don’t take all this boasting and bluffing seriously; let there be a limit to bluff and intimidation.”\fn{A proverbial expression}
Old women who have young and handsome husbands always freshen up their faces with rouge and decorate themselves
with clothes and baubles so that their husbands will not know that they are old and will call them young, little knowing that
“Young cheeks do not need rouge.”
Every month there is a strict prohibition from the Ministry of Information to the offices of the employees of newspapers
printed in Istanbul not to write about the irregularities of the government or to enumerate the faults of its officials. Something
like that was communicated explicitly in the newspaper Ni’ulu Avas, in which they published, along with some spiteful observations, some stories that were critical of the Ottoman government. They stated,
“This type of transgression on the part of the sublime government will not be permitted.” Thus, according to the orders of
the government, the offices of that newspaper have been closed effective today.\fn{ Note: Censorship of the press, and all
printed materials, was very strict dduring the reign of Abd ol-Hamid II }
Another example: In order to frighten the Serbians, Bulgarians, and Greeks, they spread rumors and hearsay and instructed the journalists to write: On behalf of the Ottoman Empire, the preparation for war having been perfectly overseen,
there are 110,000 Ottoman soldiers on the Thessaly frontier and 60,000 on the Yanieh frontier, along with all their officers
and instructors responsible for military training. The reality is that at present the Ottoman Empire does not have 120,000
troops fit for service. And what soldiers they are!
First of all, at this moment, which is four months into the new year, not one dinar of the wages for last year has been received, except only the bare means of livelihood (their payment for living expenses is a ration which is enough for bare subsistence). Secondly, very few of their officers are experienced veterans.
Many of their officers are youths barely past puberty, whose beards have only begun to appear and are very young. All are
smooth faced and foppish.
“Whichever of them has a spear in hand is like one who has henna on his palm.”\fn{ Note: Implying that the soldiers are no more
threatening than women} God forbid that I have told anything wrong. Anyone under those officers will be killed. With eyebrows
for bows and eyelashes for arrows, mounds will be made of the slaughtered!
Among the things reported is that Zeila and the province of Aden (which are part of Ethiopia and over which the Ot tomans have never had and do not now have any form of possession) are considered among their undisputed possessions.
The time that Esmail Pasha, the Khedive of Egypt, had come to Istanbul, the Ottoman sultan accepted sums as a present from
him and presented [Egypt] to him.\fn{Note: Farâhâni is alluding to the way in which Esmail Pasha secured the title of Khedive and recognition of his
autonomous and hereditary position as ruler of Egypt. This is followed by a quotation, omitted in the translation, from the poet Jami (Afghani writer (1414-1492):
“What has not partaken of existence can never impart existence to another thing.”}

*
Ala od-Din Marvan Khalji, at a royal audience, divided Iraq and Khorasan, which were not among his possessions, between the attendants. Another time, one of the merchants of that region had lost a great deal of money. A description of the
merchant’s predicament came to his attention, so he asked,
“Where is that man from?” They said,
“From Isfahan.” He said,
“Turn over the government there to him.”
No one had the courage to say, “Isfahan is not part of your realm.” Finally, one of the attendants\fn{In order to help the merchant
get some monetary assistance} told him,
“That merchant to whom you have given the government of Isfahan needs money to equip his army.”
This statement touched him, so he gave a large sum for the purpose of equipping the merchant’s army.
“Therefore, take heed, O you who have eyes.”\fn{Qur’an 59:21}
*
Despite all the efforts of the functionaries of the Ottoman Empire along these lines for fifty years, Greece and Tunisia
slipped out of their grasp all together. Eastern Thrace\fn{Also known as Rumeli} fell into the possession of the Westerners. All the
profits of the state of Sudan were lost. As for the province of Egypt, except for the flag of the moon and the star, no other sign or
mark of sovereignty remains. Such of the land of Armenia as they had was given over to the enemy. The inhabitants of the oases
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and the desert Arabs of the Hejaz never recognize the royal power. The chief of every tribe calls himself sultan. The people of
Najd and Jabal\fn{Also called Shammar} give the empire nothing but deceit and counterfeit, war and controversy. They consider
their amirs to be the true rulers. In Arab Iraq, no one has power over life and property because of the incursions and attacks of
the tribe of Onayzeh, and so on. These several provinces which now remain in their possession are encumbered with millions in
foreign and domestic debts. So from where will the army payments and the enormous expenses of government come? I wish that
His Highness Motamad od-Dowleh would write for the Ottoman government the same sort of doleful elegy that he composed for
the statue of Napoleon.\fn{Note: While reading a copy of the London Illustrated News after the Franco-Prussian War, Farhad Mirza notuiced a photograph
showing a man destroying a statue of Napoleon. He was so affected by this that he immediately composed an elegiac poem in honor of Napoleon. The poem was ap parently translated into French and brought to the attention of Naser od-Din Shah when he visited Europe in 1873}

At the present day, the condition of the Ottoman Empire resembles a carcass of a dead animal whose corpse has been
thrown among many strong dogs. These dogs all around, out of fear of each other, do not have the courage to devour this carcass, unless they suddenly lunge and carry away a piece of it. And if it were not for the fear of these dogs of each other, they
would carry away and devour this carcass in a single day.
The amazing thing is that the Ottoman functionaries, in spite of the fact that they have seen and see clearly that England
has taken Sudan, Egypt, and Aden out of their grasp, have nevertheless been deceived by the feigned sympathy of this alluring viper and their politics still follows hers. One of the sayings of Darius the Great is
“One who mocks you is like an enemy. Like the colocynth, the foliage is verdant [but] the taste is deadly.”
*
More curious still is that the status of the Ottoman empire is neither a republic, with the sultan powerless, nor like
Russia and Iran in which the monarch is sovereign. If it is a type of republic, why is the monarch involved in [state] affairs? And if it is a form of monarchy, then who are these deputies of the state and what is the alteration [in the status of]
the sultan? Although I heard this current sultan is a wise man and has taken all care to make the functionaries of the state
and notables of the government independent, for that same reason he observes great caution everywhere lest they machinate and cause injury to him. Since this subject has come up, and republic and monarchy have been mentioned, I am
compelled to write something [about them], with consideration for the brevity of this chapter.
*
“There is no refuge and no power except in God.”\fn{A well-known Arabic saying} The mystery of unity is a mystery which is
flowing in the natures of all extant things. Every existing thing knows innately that all superfluity culminates in a unity. Those
superfluities derive benefit entirely from that unity and depend on it. The first oneness which all intelligent people ponder and
admire and profess is the oneness of God.
“If there were therein gods beside God, then verily both [heaven and earth] had been disordered.”\fn{Qur’an 21:22}
The second unity is the unity of the prophets who sprang from the rays of light of the one God. Because light has the attributes of brightness and clarity in the form of the conscience, all were unique in their own epoch, and they brought one religion and one book. In each epoch, one prophet was endowed with [religious] commandments and authority. If there were
other prophets [at the same time], they followed that [supreme] prophet and propagated his authority, or else each prophet
was sent to one state and one people. Always, from Adam to the seal [of the prophets, Mohammad], there was only one endowed with the divine law and authority.
Also, the Imam of the people was always one and a unity in every epoch; even the imam leading the prayers is one and
the faithful, openly or secretly, are able to follow his example. The rational faculty in one person does not obey two [wills];
there is no place in the heart for love for two people.
“The requirement of love is one heart and one sweetheart.” Obedience will not be realized except in a situation of unity.
Unity is the means of joining together; excess is the cause of dissension.
“Had you spent all that is in the earth, you could not have united their hearts, but God united them.”\fn{Qur’an 8:63}
The mystery of joining together is this same unity that existed in the prophets. Satan instigated opposition and plurality
and manifested contrariness to the unity of God.
“Verily Satan is an obvious enemy to you. Surely the devil is your enemy so take him for an enemy. If it\fn{ The Qur’an}
were from any other than God, they would have found in it many a discrepancy.\fn{A conflation of Qur’an 4:82 and 35:6}
Everything is witness to this point. The mystery of the unity of God is current in everything. As authority and sovereignty
are like the heart in the human body, there cannot be two hearts in one body.
“God has not put two hearts inside a man.”\fn{Qur’an 33:4} On behalf of the heart, it is the head which is ruler and Grand
Vezir in the body; that also is united and one.
*
It is just so with the authority of the monarchy. Human beings need each other and must congregate in cities so that each
one can transact his business with another. After they have congregated together, since they have various intentions, desires,
passions, lusts, and different morals, it is inevitable that disputes will occur among them, and murders, pillage, and corruption will become manifest.
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For this reason, the Lord of the World, out of wisdom, created some of them great and some humble, and some as kings
and some as subjects. He has put fear of the king in the hearts of the subjects and made their souls obedient to that ruler.
Thus millions of people may fear one ruler and accept his commands.
It is necessary by all means that this ruler and administrator be one person, and that there be no disputing with him about
orders and prohibitions, and that all look with favor on him, so that conflict is alleviated. If there were numerous authorities
and rulers in one state, and each one issued orders, of course disputes and quarrels would increase because each group of
people would attach themselves to one of them and quarrels and dissension would occur among them accordingly.
For the same reason that there cannot be two prophets for one people at one time, so there cannot be two rulers or authorities in one state. We consider the oneness of the king a proof of the oneness of the Most Merciful.
“What is below is like what is above.”\fn{Note: I.e., things on earth reflect the heavenly order}
*
One of the sayings of Kayqobad is that human beings should not be less than the honeybees and the birds called herons,
which consider themselves free to select one [of themselves] for governing and ruling and consider it obligatory to obey that
one.
*
I do not know the meaning of “republic.” If ministers and deputies do not have [sovereign] power, it is not a republic, and
if their power is genuine, surely two or three [of their] opinions will not agree with each other and every opinion, position, or
plan will clash with the others. Feraydun always used to say,
“Two swords cannot be inserted into one scabbard, and one arrow cannot be shot from two bows.”
*
The state of Mexico was in complete disorder at the time it was a republic. After France, in the year 1278 [1861-62]
made that republican state into an empire it became tranquil.\fn{Actually, it was anything but:H} Greece, by virtue of republicanism, was disturbed for a while, until, in the year 1279 [1862-63] the European states appointed George, son of the
crown-prince of Denmark, as sovereign of Greece. After that, it has been put into order. America, after it became a republic, had disputes and split into north and south and fought for a while. They have seen no result except ruining
the country.
*
In spite of the fact that France had become the foremost state in terms of income and the prosperity of the country, the
notables were nevertheless anxious to have a republic. They lost sight of the grandeur of the monarchy; they did not obey
Napoleon [III] as he deserved; and they covertly sought to oppose and weaken him, until as a result the German conquest
came to pass. How much they lost and how they fell from grandeur and dignity! In truth, this loss, the ruin of the state, and
the capture of the kingdom, all happened because of the demands for this republic.
“Whatever happened to me was done to me by my [so-called] friends.”
It has fallen a hundred years behind, and if they do not have the interests of the state [at heart] any more than this, it will
not recover till the Day of Judgment. Wise people see that this great state should become a monarchy again.
Thus, after the agents of the Ottoman state created a republic, and acted according to their own corrupt opinions, and dauntlessly deposed Soltan Abd ol-Aziz Khan and Soltan Morad Khan from the sultanate, enemies perceived the plight of the sultans there, pondered the number of the deputies, [and] all at once rushed from the surrounding areas and sealed the fate of the
empire.\fn{Note: Farâhâni is alluding to the tumultuous events which surrounded the promulgation of the Ottoman constition in 1876, followed by the
russo-Turkish war of 1877-78}
A point about the war with the Russian Empire: First, what a sum and quantity in loss of weapons, money, and troops it
caused the Ottoman Empire. Second, they agreed to pay 2,820 korur of mantas\fn{One kourur is half a million} as compensation
for war damages to the Russian government, and they are still burdened with this and have not been able to pay. Third, the
government was obliged to separate Bulgaria and the Dobruja from their realm. Fourth, the provinces of Kars, Batum, and Ardahan, which were really the keys to the country, were given up.\fn{Note: According to the Treaty of San Stefano (1878)} All these are
the inauspicious [results] of a republic.
This treatise does not have [enough] room to explain and expand upon this point. God willing, I shall write a special treatise
on the futility of a republic, with proofs by reason and example.
More curious than all this is that some ill informed notables and descendants of notables in Iran have taken the deeds and
actions of the Ottoman Empire as their own model, and praise them, and call to witness as their own words the sayings of
Fakhri Bayk and Khaled Bayk.
“So weak are the seeker and the sought, and the witness and the testimony.”\fn{ Note: A conflation of Qur’an 22:73 and 85:3} The
panegyric and praise of the former for the latter is like the panegyric and praise that one of the poets of Istanbul has composed
in my honor. Several verses from that ode are recorded here.\fn{Note: They are omitted from this translation}
Such panegyric is not appropriate for one as humble as me.
[I] do not understand why we are not warned, do not heed the admonition, and do not display more zeal [because of] what
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we see and hear.
I suppose that the people who read these words will take them for nonsense and idle talk since the one speaking to them is
not a General Saheb or Fakhri Bayk or Khaled Bayk. Perhaps, but [still] one must know what a person says and must not be
influenced by who is speaking.
“Pay attention to what was said, not to who said it.”
One of the counsels of Hushang in the Javedan Kherad\fn{Eternal Wisdom} is that you must not regard any created thing
with contempt because behind every skin there is an intellect, in all balderdash a bit of eloquence, and in every ragged garment
a living being.
“Pay attention to what is concealed in his tongue, not what is inside his garb.” It is proverbial that there is no plant for which
there is no use. Anyhow, such matters are none of my business nor of people like me; this is just chatter.
“Kings know what is best for their kingdoms.”\fn{A proverb attributed to Sa’di}
*\fn{Farâhâni now provides a list of important offices in the Ottoman Empire}
Grand Vizier; Minister of Justice; Minister of Foreign Affairs; Commander-in-Chief of the Army; Minister of the Navy,
Minister of Technology; Minister of Finances; Minister of Public Works; Minister of Commerce; Minister of Customs;
Minister of Public Instruction; Tax Inspector; Chief of Staff of the Grand Vizier; Chief of Protocol; Undersecretary of State;
lnspector of Wakfs; Secretary to the Sultan; Chief of the Consultative Assembly; Chief of the Police.
*\fn{Ranks of army officers and responsibility. The insignia of each is also provided, but I have edited this out:H }
The chavosh: He has [charge of] thirty-two privates.
The molazem-e sani: He has [charge of] one hundred privates.
The molazem-e avval: He has [charge of] one hundred privates.
The yuzbashi: He has charge of 250 privates.
The sol qu1aqasi: He has charge of five hundred privates.
The sagh qulaqasi: He has charge of eight hundred privates.
The alay kateb: He is the secretary for one thousand soldiers and is a distinguished officer.
The alay amin: He is the secretary for three thousand soldiers and is [the equivalent] to the rank of lashkar
nevis.\fn{In Iran; other Iranian equivalencies are listed below:H}
The bekbáshi: He has [charge of] one thousand privates.
The qa’em-maqam: He has [charge of] 3,200 privates.
The mir alay: He also has [charge of] 3,200 privates.
The mir-e leva: He has [charge of] 8,300 privates and [is equivalent to] the amir-e tumani.
The fariq: He has [charge of] twenty thousand troops.
The moshir-e alishan: He is [equivalent to] the sepahsdlar, who commands fifty thousand troops and is commander in chief.
*
There are arsenals in two places. One is located between the Findikh quarter and the Galata quarter; there are ordinary
cannons in it. Also, another arsenal, which has been very grandly and sturdily built, is near the Imperial Palace. There are
about six or seven hundred cannon there. Most are breech-loaders. There are also some steel cannons.
*
There are also large barracks inside the city and along the straits. Among them is the Selimeyyeh barracks,
which is next to the water.
*
Further towards Europe, some gunsmith and canvas weaving factories have been built. They also have some good, strong
bastions [there].
*
Punishment [for crimes] in the Ottoman Empire consists of imprisonment; other forms of punishment have been abandoned.186
*\fn{An enumeration of Foreign Ambassadors}
The great ambassador of the exalted Empire of Iran, the Russian ambassador, the English ambassador, the German ambassador, the ambassador of France, the ambassador of Austria, the ambassador of Belgium, the ambassador of
South America,\fn{So the text} the ambassador of the United States, the chargé d’affaires of Spain, the chargé d’affaires of
Italy, the chargé d’affaires of Holland, the chargé d’affaires of Greece, the chargé d’affaires of Sweden, the commissioner of
Rumania, and the commissioner of Serbia.
Some of these ambassadors have their own yachts which anchor opposite their buildings. Anytime it is necessary, they take
their own boats.
*
At the time [of my visit], Hajji Shaykh Mohsen Khan Moin ol-Molk, the ambassador of the exalted empire of Iran, had
gone to Berlin on official business and was not in Istanbul. On his behalf, Hajji Mirza Najaf-ali Khan' handles legal matters for
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[Iranian] subjects. The latter is from Tabriz. He is very learned, wise, sedate, sensible, and capable. He is the chief translator for
the embassy and the consul-general. He presides over the qanchareyyeh, which is the place court proceedings are held. He has
complete command of the Turkish, Arabic, and Persian languages, in speaking and writing and he has composed many literary
works. He is an extremeI devout Muslim. He handles most of the business, even when Moin ol-Molk is present.
*
One of the important employees of the embassy is Mirza Java Khan the chargé d’affaires. He is intelligent and civilisée.
He is somewhat excessively Europeanized. He is fluent in speaking and writing the French language. Previously, the sister
of Moin ol-Molk was his wife but she died. By her, he has a son named Mohammad Sadeq Khan, who has studied the
French language in an Ottoman state school and some other sciences such as physics, chemistry, and geometry. According
to reports, he has become proficient in these sciences.
*
Another of the important officials of the embassy is Hajji Mirza Hasan Khan. He has the rank of first secretary general
and consul. He is intelligent and eloquent. He writes shekasteh and nastaliq calligraphy well. He was also at Jedda in the
capacity of consul for two years. Also, a house and land have been given to him by the Ottoman sultan.
*
Another of the important officials of the embassy is Hajji Mohammad Khan, who is the brother-in-law of Moin ol-Molk.
He knows the French language. He is also in charge of the consulates [in] Cairo, Alexandria, and Jedda. He is stationed in
Cairo, in the capacity of consul-general. He has appointed consuls on his own behalf in Jedda and in Alexandria.
There are several other officials whom it is not necessary to mention.
*
In Istanbul there are two embassy buildings belonging to the government of Iran. One has been there for a long time. They
say it was one of the constructions of Mohammad Khan. Hajji Mirza Hosayn Khan Moshir od-Dowleh Sepahsalar built the
other one.
The old one has become dilapidated. The tribunal [for Iranian citizens] is there. The one built by the late Moshir odDowleh is in excellent [condition] and is currently the residence of the ambassador. It was being repaired this year. Moin olMolk has also built a very grand house for himself in Yali. The Ottoman sultan had given the land for it to the aforementioned. Considerable sums were spent on it. This house is situated beside the Bosphorus on the side of an earthen hill.
*
There are about sixteen thousand subjects of Iran in Istanbul and its suburbs, of whom a thousand are merchants and the
rest are tradesmen. The chief Iranian place of business is in the Valedeh khan. The Valedeh khan is a large inn and place of
business. There are only Iranians there. A mosque has been built in that same place. They hold rowzeh khanis there.\fn{Popular readings or sermons about the suffering of the Shiite Imams and other Shiite practices in the Ottoman Empire}
Legal recourse for Iranians is entirely through the embassy. They are never under the jurisdiction of the administration of
Istanbul. The procedure of the embassy in court proceedings is this: If both parties are Muslims and Iranian subjects, [the
case] is treated according to the laws of the Prophet Mohammad. If one party is Christian and a foreign subject, [the case] is
tried and punishment imposed according to French law.
The Iranians are held in esteem and respect. The embassy is very influential and orderly. There is never any re ligious dissimulation.
The embassy provides residence visas every year for the Iranian subjects residing in Istanbul who have trade or work or
their own means of livelihood. Half a lira is collected from each person for the cost of the visa. Transit visas are also provided
yearly from the embassy to those transiting through Istanbul. Each person is charged half lira as the cost of the visa, except for
notable persons, the poor, and descendants of the prophet, who are not charged for the cost of the visa. In other words, in Istanbul one must obtain from the Ottoman government a transit visa and pay about four krans for the visa; the embassy endorses
the Ottoman visa and charges half a lira as the endorsement fee.
*
Among the curiosities observed in the city, one was very large ostriches. Another was six-horned sheep with long tails
which are as long as the tail of an ox. Another was an Armenian woman half of whose face and body was completely white
and [the other] half black. Another was a terrestrial serpent which was three and one quarter zar in length and seven gereh in
diameter.
*
A detailed account of the steamship companies which are in Istanbul, each of which has numerous steamships
and goes everywhere, is appended:
The Austrian company, which is reputable in every respect and has a special understanding with the embassy of
Iran and has consideration for [Iranian] subjects.
The Arab company, which is run by some people from Cairo, Alexandria, and Suez.
The French company, which is also very excellent and has a close relationship with the embassy of Iran.
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The Ottoman company, which is [owned?] by people in Istanbul.
The Russian company, which generally [has service] from Istanbul to Poti and Batum.
There are several steamers [run] by English subjects, but these are not very reputable. They do not belong to a
company and are leased.
*
There are two routes from Istanbul to Jedda. One goes via Port Said to the Suez Canal, and from the canal to Jedda,
completely by sea in eleven or twelve days. The steamer goes directly; one does not have to change. Another [route] goes
by sea to Alexandria in five days. In the event that one does not wish to remain in Alexandria, one is kept waiting in
Alexandria for two days in order to give the ticket for transportation from Istanbul to Jedda which was purchased from the
steamship company to the company’s agent in Alexandria and to take another ticket [from the agent] to be conveyed both
by railroad coach and by the Arab steamers which run between Suez and Jedda (the company in Istanbul being in partnership with the other companies). It takes one day from Alexandria to Suez by railroad coach, and one waits for two more
days in Suez. It takes four days to go from Suez to Jedda by steamer, so by this route in this manner, it takes fifteen or sixteen days to go from Istanbul to Jedda. There are good things about going by either of these two routes.
*
As for the good things about the Alexandria route, [they] are visiting Egypt and its environs, minimizing sea
travel, and the comfort of land [travel] and sitting in the railroad [coach].
*
As for the good things about the direct route from Istanbul to Jedda, [they] are the economy, the lack of trouble in moving from the steamer to Alexandria and from Alexandria to the railroad, and arriving earlier in Jedda. Every group chooses
one of these two routes.
“One group prefers this, one that.”\fn{A proverb}
*
As for the matter of the fares from Istanbul to Jedda: First of all, every company has an Iranian broker through whom the
fares for Iranian pilgrims are arranged. The broker receives a fixed fee from the company for every person he takes to the
steamer. Secondly, the fares vary. Sometimes, the fare per person by third class is six or seven lira, whether by the Alexandria
route or the canal route; sometimes the companies are competing with each other and lower the price.
The fare per person to Jedda maybe three or four lira. If a group of pilgrims gets together and arranges the fare through
the intermediary of the employees of the embassy, it will be even cheaper. Also, the steamship workers behave better and
respect the pilgrims. Thus I arranged the fare with the Austrian company through the employees of the embassy. The fare
per person in third class by the Alexandria route to Jedda was three and a half lira. The second class fare is twice [that],
and the first class fare triple [that]. One hundred and fifty Iranian pilgrims went along with me, and about one hundred
other Iranian pilgrims took the English steamer and went by the canal directly to Jedda. Each person paid a fare of four
lira.
In the event the steamer fare is arranged through the employees of the embassy, the employees of the embassy collect a fee
from the company for transporting the pilgrims, but this is not at the expense of the pilgrim. I will mention one other point concerning economy in the fares, and that is this: On all the steamers, if a person for the sake of comfort wishes to stay in a cabin, it
is very expensive in the event he buys a cabin ticket before boarding the steamer. If before boarding the steamer, he buys a third
class ticket and then boards the ship, as soon as the ship is a little out to sea, he will be able to make a deal with the cabin stewards, give them a small payment, and openly enter the cabin. This is a profit which goes into the purse of the captain of the
steamer. He considers whatever they pay a windfalls and it does not go to the company. As for the first and second captains in regard to this, if it comes to light, they have the opportunity of denial because they never openly interfere in the
matter nor do they issue tickets. Inquiries about this matter are left to the cabin stewards. There are also some rooms that
are reserved for the steamship workers which are not related to the [regular] cabins. They will rent them for a small fee.
They are better and more private than a second class cabin.
*
The morning of Thursday, the first day of the sacred month of Zi Qadeh,\fn{ 12 August} all the Iranian pilgrims who were
in Istanbul gathered together. They took tickets for the Austrian steamer, went to the steamer, and obtained places for themselves.
On the steamship ticket they write that this steamer will stop at so many ports. I sent my companions to the steamship,
for I had been invited to have lunch at the residence of Hajji Mirza Najaf-ali Khan the consul general. In accordance with
the invitation, I went there. Mirza Javad Khan, the chargé d’affaires, and some of the merchants there had prepared a full
lunch which was set out on the table. After lunch was eaten, they wrote letters of recommendation to Izmir, Alexandria, and
Jedda. Afterwards, we departed, and they all escorted me to the edge of the jetty. I got into a rowboat and went to the
steamship. The steamship departed and proceeded very calmly along the Bosphorus for about an hour and a quarter. Summer houses were built on both sides of the Bosphorus, and green and pleasant mountains were visible.
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*
After leaving the Bosphorus, [the boat] reached Gallipoli in a period of ten hours. The city of Gallipoli is
situated on the right-hand side of the Sea of Marmara. It has a population of about 22-23,000. Most are from
European Turkey. From the Bosphorus at Istanbul the distance to Gallipoli is entirely on the Sea of Marmara and
is 114 miles. The length of the Sea of Marmara all together is 110 English miles. Its deepest point is not more than
646 fathoms. (Hereafter, whenever a “mile” is mentioned, the Arabic mile is what is meant, which is four
thousand qadam or equivalent to two thousand zar-e shah. The Iranian farsakh is equivalent to six thousand zar, so
three miles is one farsakh.)
*
The island of Marmara is located amidst this same sea. The sea is named for the island. They call this island
the island of Marmara because there are marble quarries there. The island of Marmara was on our port [side].
*
Passing on twenty-one miles from Gallipoli, we came to Chanakkale. Qumqaleh, which means “Sand Castle”,
is located between these two ports on the starboard side. Opposite Qumqaleh to port, or the European side, is the
fortress of Sadd ol-Bahr. Cape Hellas, meaning damagheh-ye hellas, is on the port side.
Past Gallipoli is the Mediterranean Sea which [the Turks] call the Ak Deniz. Chanakkale is located on the
Mediterranean. The shore of the straits is to the port side of the route. This is a famous port and is part of the
province of Balikesir, which is one of the Anatolian provinces and the seat of a mutesarrifat. It has about 2,500
resident households and three hundred shops. Because of the importance of this port, they have built fortresses
and strong bastions. They have cannons and arsenals there. There are always a thousand troops and artillerymen
garrisoned there.
Excellent pitchers, vases, and dishes just like Chinese [ceramics] are made there. For that reason it has been
named Chanakkale. Opposite Chanakkale on the right bank of the straits, on European territory, there is a fortress
named Kelid ol-bahr. There is also a government fortress on the left bank on Asian territory. It has been very
stoutly built out of stone, and it has many cannons and arsenals. Opposite this, on European territory, there are
several other fortresses. From Kelid ol-Bahr to Chanakkale, a good cannon shot could reach from one [side of the
straits] to the other.
The steamship stopped at Chanakkale for an hour and a half. Immediately, they brought bread, fruit, vases, and
pitchers by rowboat to the steamship for sale. [The boat] loaded and unloaded a little cargo and set out.
*
After traversing twenty-five miles from Chanakkale, one reaches a port named Baghcheh Adasi. According to
reports, this port has roughly a thousand resident households. It is the residence of a modir and is part of an
Anatolian province. The steamship also stopped there for an hour, delivered and picked up the mail, and set out.
*
From Baghcheh Adasi to the port of Mytilene is fifty five miles. As far as Cape Baba (meaning damagheh-ye
bab), the steamship stays close to the shore.
The port of Mytilene is situated on the starboard side. It is located on a very nice, green, and pleasant
island.\fn{Lesbos} On this island, there are forest trees of every type and many olive trees which are even visible
from on board the ship. On both sides of this port’s straits, low, forested, very attractive mountains come into
view.
According to reports, there are numerous villages on this island. It has a population of about thirty thousand. it
is the seat of a mutesarrifat and has a fortress, bastion, artillery emplacements, and an arsenal. There are always
two hundred soldiers garrisoned there.
The steamship stopped at this port for about two hours, loaded and unloaded cargo, and set out. From Mytilene
to Izmir is a distance of sixty-one miles. Close to Izmir, there is a small island on the right named Uzun Ada,
which is also called Smyrna, and then the gulf of Izmir.
*
On the morning of Sunday, the fourth of the sacred month of Zi Qadeh, the steamship reached the gulf of
Izmir, anchored, and, after receiving permission from the Izmir officials, docked at the Cordon. The Cordon is a
place in front of Izmir where they have made a lagoon and jetty. They have put up a platform of large, solid pieces
of stone across this lagoon and built several buildings for the companies. The procedure is that the large ships
come and dock at this pier. The pier is connected to the city via an avenue, so there is no need to ride in a rowboat.
Because of this, they have ordered that each steamship pay two or three lira as a docking fee. In storms, this
lagoon protects the ship from damage and sinking. Also, along this seashore there is a very long and wide avenue,
the length of which is about three quarters of a farsakh, and the breadth of which a little more than a hundred zar.
There is also a railway on this same avenue which goes to the villages and suburban districts. They have built
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four- or five-storey buildings, shops, and nice coffeehouses along the avenue. They said that this lagoon and
avenue, as well as the railway, buildings, and shops along the avenue, used to all be [under] the sea. A French
company made an agreement to fill [the area] in and to build the dock, avenue and railway. All the extra land
would be taken [by the company] as construction sites for buildings and shops to sell. The profits from the dock
and railway would belong to the company for fifty years and then be given over to the Ottoman government. At
present, fifty years have not elapsed, so it has not come into the possession of the government.
*
The best place in Izmir is this very avenue. Izmir used to be an ancient fortress beside the sea, [constructed] of
stone and extremely tall and sturdy. Three sides of it adjoined the Mediterranean, and it had a deep trench on the
side adjacent to land. A multitude of Christians were gathered there. The Christians used to consider it a holy
place and came from other provinces for the purpose of visiting it.
At a distance of one maydan from that large fortress, there was another fortress on top of a tall hill in which the
Muslims had settled. They also called that place Izmir. There was always strife between the people of these two
fortresses. Soltan Morad Khan and Sultan [Y]ilderim Bayazid Khan the Ottoman repeatedly sent military
expeditions there, but they were not successful. Provisions and help for them came by boat from the kings of the
Europeans and, in fact, it was in the possession of the Europeans, until in the year 840 the Amir Timur Gurakan
went to Anatolia, was successful against the large fortress of Izmir, conquered and destroyed [it], killed many of
the people, and imposed the poll tax on the rest. The Muslims of the small fortress became powerful and moved to
the large fortress. After that, it came into the possession of the Ottoman sultans.
*
Izmir is presently one of the flourishing cities of the Ottoman Empire. It is the scat of a governorship. It has
50,000 resident households, so that its population is about 200,000 people. There are roughly eight thousand
shops and stores there. Its bazaars are mostly covered and have red-tiled roofs. Most of the people of this city are
Europeans, Greeks, or Jews. Because the Turks call those outside the religion of Islam gavur, [the city] is
popularly known as Gavur Izmir. Previously, the inhabitants of the Roman Empire had been these same Greeks.
Because of this, it used to be called the Roman Empire. Their religion is Christian, and their doctrines are close to
the religion of the Russians. There are large churches there. In any case, the Muslims there number no more than
twenty thousand.
The Muslims have ten or twelve mosques of various sizes. Some of its public thoroughfares are very clean and
paved with large stones. The rest of the streets are paved with cobblestone and are narrow and dirty. The people
there, male and female, are very healthy looking and handsome. In no other place have I seen such handsomeness
and delicateness. From the healthy appearance of the people, it is obvious that the climate there is very fine and
mild.
*
This area is a fine place for fruits. Most of the fruit for Istanbul comes from here. Its apples, pomegranates,
grapes, peaches and figs are highly commendable, especially its figs which are very large, succulent, and lustrous.
They are put in very fine boxes and exported to all of Europe. I had never seen figs this good. In Rijab, which is
about four farsakhs from Zohab, there are very good seedless figs, but they are not this large and succulent.
In the gardens of the city, they grow all types of temperate and sub-tropical fruits. The summer retreats and
rural districts which surround Izmir are also admiringly described.
In their cemeteries, they have planted and grown very green and beautiful cypresses. There are two abundant
springs of wholesome water inside the city, the water being conveyed by pumps to the buildings. This province is
a center for merchants. They gather and conduct trade there from Europe, Asia, and America.
Its own goods are maize, barley, raisins, pipe-tobacco, sesame, opium, carpets, figs, and gallnuts. A gallnut is a
wild fruit, the thorn of which they take to export to Europe for tanning. The treasury of the Ottoman Empire
collects ten per cent taxes on these ten goods. However, their import duties are still high, especially the duties on
tobaccos.
*
There are consulates there for eight countries. On behalf of the government of Iran, there is Avanes Bayk, who
is one of the local Armenians. The subjects of Iran in the city, villages, and suburbs [number] about two hundred,
of whom thirty or forty are merchants.
*
The names of the prominent Iranian merchants are: Hajji Abd ol-Karim Salmasi; Hajji Mirza Ali Salmasi; Hajji
Hadi Salmasi; Mirza Hasan Esfahani; Aqa Mohammad Baqer Esfahani; and Hajji Mohsen Esfahani.
The Iranian goods which are traded there: shawls, indigo, tobacco of Isfahan and Kashan, gallnuts, silk, carpets
of Farahan and Khorasan, and a little opium which is exported to Europe.
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The Iranian place of business in this city is mostly in the khan of Hosayn Pasha. Inside this khan, Hâjji Abdi
ol-Karim the merchant has built a mosque. It is also [where] they perform rowzeh-khani.
*
After the ship anchored beside Izmir, [my] companions and I went to that khan and visited the residence of
Mirza Hasan Tajer-e Efahani. Some other of the merchants also gathered there and discussed all sorts of things.
Since the embassy had written a letter of commendation from Istanbul to Avanes Bayk, the consul of the
government of Iran, and had sent it by post, he was informed and sent someone to let us know that he would like
to come for a visit. Inasmuch as I had a fancy to tour and see the city, I evaded visiting with him, left there, and
went about most of the city on foot and by carriage. Two hours before sunset, I went to the steamship. The
steamship departed from Izmir one hour before sunset.
*
On the port side, green and pleasant mountains and flourishing villages were visible. Among other things, one
farsakh past Izmir, a fortress came into view. They say it is named Qaleh-ye Now.\fn{New Castle} It is a place of
cannons, troops, and bastions. There is always a regiment or two garrisoned there.
*
From Izmir to the port of Chios is sixty-five miles. The steamship traversed in seven hours and arrived at the
port of Chios at dawn. This port is known by the name of the island. On that island a lot of mastic is produced and
because of this the port and the island have been given this name. This place is one of the districts of Izmir. There
are about two hundred resident households belong to this port. Most are Greeks.
The steamship stopped at this port for an hour and a half, loaded and discharged a little cargo, and departed.
There is a sea route from this place that goes to Greece and Europe.
*
Past Chios, the steamship moved between narrow straits. Around the straits, islands came into view. it is said
they are the islands of Fourni, Arki, Samos, and Leros.
*
The steamship was also detained at Leros island about an hour to deliver and take on the post. This port and
island are districts of Izmir and the residence of a modir. In this port, there are about 1,500 inhabitants.
Past there, one leaves the straits. On the port side many islands and populated places were visible. We were
told that these are the important ports of Nissiros, Tilos, and Halki.
*
Passing on from there, [the boat] came to a port named Rhodes, which was located on the right side. From the
port of Chios to the port of Rhodes is 166 miles. This island and port are very attractive, green and pleasant. It has
countless citrus trees. Its residents are half Muslims and half Greeks and Jews. The Muslims [live] inside the
citadel and the non-Muslims outside of the citadel.
The steamship stopped there for an hour and a half, unloaded and loaded a little cargo, and departed.
*
Past Rhodes, there is no other island, and the steamship traverses the open sea. The shore was not visible
anywhere until, after travelling for thirty hours, the light of a lighthouse, which is burned at night to guide ships,
became visible. They said that from Rhodes to this place is three hundred miles, and from this lighthouse to
Alexandria is twenty-one miles, so that from Alexandria to Istanbul is 830 miles. Average commercial steamships
do not travel at more than eight or nine miles an hour, which makes a trip of ninety-two to ninety-five hours. The
remainder [of the time] is taken up by stopping in ports and being detained in the straits.
The steamship went from Istanbul to Alexandria in five whole days and a fraction. The captain reported that
the depth of the Mediterranean is no more than seven hundred to one thousand fathoms. It also has a route to the
Atlantic and Europe going via Gibraltar.
Anyhow, as soon as the steamship came close to Alexandria, because it is shallow near the anchorage and
many ships have run aground, it is customary that a guide from the Arabs settled in Alexandria comes in front of
the steamship by caique and conducts the steamer to the anchorage.
Persian 6 1. The initial lines of eight of his elegies 2. The first six lines of a lamentation\fn{by Mírzá Abu’l-Hasan
aka Yaghmá (fl. first half of the 19th century)} Jandaq, Persia (M) 3
1
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2
My heart is very weary of life; however soon I die, it is still too late.
The women’s hearts are the abode of grief and mourning; the men’s bodies are the target of swords and arrows.
Their sons welter in their blood; their daughters mourn; the brother is slain; the sister is a captive.
The morsel in the mothers’ mouths is their own heart’s blood; the milk in the children’s throats is liquid gore.
The captives, in place of tears and lamentations, have sparks in their eyes and fire in their souls.
The outcry of the thirsty reaches down and up from the dark earth to the Sphere of the Ether.

89

Persian 4 Excerpt from a description of Paris (“the opening and concluding portions”)\fn{by Farhang, grandson? of
Wisál (fl.mid-19th century)} Shiraz?, Iran (M) 2 (MMMLCV)
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262.75 Excerpt from Two Qajar Tracts: The Education of Women & The Vices of Men: “The Vices Of
Men”\fn{by Bibi Khanum Astarabadi (1858-1921)} Gorgan, Golestan Province, Iran (F) 7
First, from the beginning I praise God, who created women from the left rib of man. In the beginning of the year
1312 hijri [1894-95], which coincides with the forty-eighth anniversary of the auspicious reign of His Majesty the
Shadow of God in Tehran, which is the capital of his most fortunate and sagacious majesty Naser al-Din Shah, may his
reign be eternal, one day one of this humble author’s closest friends delighted me with her presence in my humble
abode. She found me wasting my time on this book. Although it may not be of any importance, she found it of utmost
interest and asked me to write a chapter about my ancestors and what professions they had been engaged in. Having
been given this task, I had no choice but to write this short account. Because I did not have much knowledge of some
of the details, I therefore took them from the chronicles of the illustrious Qajar government.
This humble author is the daughter of the late Mohammad Baqer Khan, the commander of the Astarabad cavalry, who
was one of the loyal servants of this powerful and victorious goyernment. In the wars with the Turkmen, his services were
known and evident to all government leaders. After fifty years of service, he was martyred while executing his services.
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My grandfather was the late Karbala’i Baqer Khan, the qollaraghasi of the late king, may his soul rest in peace. In the
days when the king [Fath ‘Ali Shah] was heir apparent and governor of Fars, he was of service to him, and once, during the
hunt, he cut a lion into two with his sword in front of the shah, and the sound of “bravo” was echoed from the Leo of
heaven. After sixty years of service, he was martyred in the war with Fathi Khan.\fn{ 1818} The late shah bought his
severed head for one thousand tumans, put it with his body, and buried him.
My other grandfather, the late Harnzeh Khan, from the time of the late shah until the beginning of the reign of the
current shah, was employed in government service in the border area of Astarabad. All his services are known to His
Majesty. All great services that he has performed in Torshiz and Goklen and other parts have been recorded in the Qajar
chronicles, and there is no need for further description.
My mother is the daughter of the late Akhund Molla Kazem, a mojtahed from Mazandaran, residing in Barforush,
may God elevate his stature. He was an outstanding master in many sciences, and for fifty years he was busy teaching
sciences and dispensing justice in the religious courts in the capital of Tehran. After his death, my mother was
employed in the royal harem for thirty years in the service of Her Highness Shekuh al-Saltaneh, the mother of the heir
apparent. She made several journeys to Azerbaijan and for several years was in the service of His Highness the crown
prince; now she resides in the holy places\fn{Karbala and Najaf} and is engaged in prayer for the preservation of the royal
family.
In short, this humble author did not consider herself able to educate men; therefore, I wrote The Vices of Men in
answer to The Education of Women so that men’s failings would be known. Perhaps they now will refrain from
educating women and devote themselves to their own education. I do so in four chapters, including their manner of
treating women, and then discuss their own behavior. The first chapter is about the manner of drinkers of wine. The
second chapter is about the manners of the gamblers. The third chapter contains a description of the users of opium,
bhang, the pipe. and hashish. The fourth chapter is a discussion of rowdies, cutthroats, sodomites, and perverts.
The target of this humble author is those men who are of low morals because it is obvious that such behavior and
comportment cannot come from wise, intelligent, and capable men. So these characteristics are owing to a lack of
intelligence and understanding in those people, who are even lower than animals of burden and more dangerous than wild
animals, and God Almighty has truly said about them, “They are lower than cattle, nay even worse.”\fn{ Qur’an 7:179} An
intimate and confidante of His Majesty, Mohammad Ebrahim Khan, known as Khalvati, has written a long, pleasant, and
eloquent account about such deceitful people in his book Adab-e Naseri (Naserean Manners), and he has also called them
the lowest of low.7 But since the present book was written by my sisters’ wish, I wrote a few words in the manner of advice
so that my sisters in religion may benefit, and I hope that they will remember me in their prayers.
*
“My greetings to accomplished ladies and young maidens so that they be aware and accept advice, so that
salvation will be yours in this world and the world to come.”
God Almighty has created you women for men so that you will be as a harvest for them and to increase progeny;
otherwise, no other work is expected from you. Think about it: Do you have such penetrating wisdom to accomplish
great works, or do you have strength and prowess to be equal to your enemies, or do you have so much capability that
you can earn your living by your own sweat, or, without the hindrance of women’s monthly period, are you able to pray
in purity for forty days to God Almighty? So you are a feeble female, deficient in everything; you should be obedient to
your husband’s orders and never go out of the house without his permission and not to show your ornaments to a strange
man. You should be all smiles to your husband, and even if you die of hunger, you should not ask anything from him.
Whatever dress he buys for you, you should put it on, not throw it away, and not show displeasure. In play and love, you
should be bold. In fight and strife, you should be silent. Do not tell anybody his secrets; you should not want to destroy
and defame him. Do not make lying, cheating, or deceiving a habit of yours. You should not give your husband's
property to anyone, and if you have any property of your own, you should not begrudge him.
But, my sisters in religion, you should fulfill all these admonitions provided the husband be faithful, fears God, avoids
sin, and behaves kindly and well toward his wife. He should not ask her something that cannot be done, and he should not
find fault and quibble with you. He should not be ruthless and cruel; he should also not be stubborn and always with his
friends and a truant from home; he should not womanize and be loving boys or, like a spineless husband, divorce his wife
without any reason. If the husband has any of these traits, then, of course, it is much better that you get rid of him as soon
as possible while you are young and not burdened with sons and daughters.
Do not behave in a way that misery weighs you down
Now that you have the means get rid of that frown.

In the name of God, the Merciful and the Compassionate.
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We are servants of a God and worshippers of a creator who has brought forth beautiful flowers from the earth and
placed arousing wine of love in their hearts to adorn the meadows and give comfort to friends. He has made the
nightingales disclosers of the secrets of the gardens and the turtledoves preachers of the meadows, the owls settlers of the
ruins and partridges lodgers in the mountains.
All the firmament under your banner stands
Our existence depends on youj your being by itself stands.

Praise God and salutations to the Prophet and his saintly descendents and their holy ancestors, may peace be upon
all of them, who are guides of the road and saviors in the pass of errors, to continue: one day I was in the house of a friend,
where there was a gathering of women, and the meeting became very lively. This humble author was the garden’s
nightingale and the singing bird of the congregation. Each story had a moral, and each tale an advice, so much so that we
ended up gossiping, and I tried to stop them. I said the Prophet has said,
“Gossiping is worse than adultery.” One of the women who had a sallow face and a heart full of sorrows because of her
unmanly husband sighed deeply and said,
“Oh my sister, you do not know anything of our grieving and burning hearts. You consider this unburdening of sorrows
as gossip.”
One who has not seen our beloved
Is not aware of our affairs.

I replied, “If I am not aware of your affairs, I am fully cognizant of my own. Whatever you complain about is your
right.” When I said this, they all got together, and they all insisted asking,
“What is happening to you?” I said,
“My story will take books to fill. Words fail to do right by my eagerness.” They, said,
“By God, we will not let you go until you have given a full account of your affairs.” When they said this, I had no choice
but to tell them what has happened to me. I said,
“My dear friend became a snake in my bosom, my house became a cave, and my bright day became a dark night.”
They were amazed, and their interest increased because I had never complained of my husband, and, unlike my sisters, I
had always praised his good qualities. I was content and pleased with him. If sometimes someone complained of her
husband, I would reproach her, saying that this is the way of error because the fault is in us, not in the men. We are feeble of
intellect, weak in faith, whereas they are perfect in creation. If a human being cannot see something openly,
experience it, sense the difficulty, and not suffer the hardship of this treacherous world, she will not be wise and able to
take advice. This humble author, because I was without experience and naive, would not inquire about certain affairs,
for as the poet says:
Description of this separation and sorrow
Leave this time for another tomorrow.

The story and the affairs of my life will be related, not in short, but in detail, to my heart-grieving and tearful
sisters.
How can you hide tinder in a cotton ball?
However much you try, it will become a fireball.

I have a hidden grief in my heart, and my heart is perturbed by sorrow. One of the sisters said:
Hear another story of the tricks of fate
A story full of grief and fright, I tell it straight.

“And it is a book written by a rascal, who is unique and a wonder in the world. He has given it the inauspicious
name The Education of Women. I have seen it, and it is ready here. Have a look at it.”
When I perused these pages, I found out that the author believes himself to be educated and wants to be the
educator of women. He has put together a nonsensical argument, which has no base and in its utmost tastelessness has
taken a stubborn route and with its biting tongue has decided to cut the roots of women. Even worse, he has made it
into ten chapters and in each chapter has put forward an unrealistic criticism, senseless and more biting than the thorn
of a thistle aimed at women. I did not like the book; I threw it aside, and in my mind I was debating and deliberating
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plans how to answer him. Although I did not have this intention, I eventually decided to make an effort, and in good
rhyming Persian like a flowing stream I wrote a book in answer to this evil-natured man so that men would know that
among women there are still those who are of high standing and whose force of speech may benefit from their
eloquence. How nicely has Sheikh Sa’di said it:
O intelligent man, what is the tongue in the mouth?
It is the key to the treasure door of a virtuous man.
When the door is closed how can one know
Whether he is a seller of jewels or a hawker?

Although according to logic, reason, and the verses of the Qur’an men are above women, and God has said, “Men are
the protectors and maintainers of women,”\fn{Qur’an 4:34} not every man is better than every woman, and not every
woman is less than every man. Maryam, Zahra, Asiyeh, and the great Khadijeh are women, whereas Pharao, Haman,
Shemr, and Senan are men.\
Not everyone who puts his hat aslant and arrogantly sits
Knows the way of ruling and kingship.
Take a guide, one who goes straight, be it a female
Because when Khedhr is lost in the dark, his mare guides his trail.

All the affairs of this lowly world are relative and additions.
It is enough for women that even when men are elevated to the highest ranks, nevertheless they are borne of
women and coming out of them.
Oh earthly body, whether you are noble or base
You are earth born and issue of the elements.

As it was said, the author of this book seems to have made his own taste a guide for himself. He does not know that
tastes differ inordinately, and each one has different ways; everybody’s nature is the opposite of the other, and each man
is of a different disposition. Each person wants a woman and a life of his own that others do not like. As it will become
clear in this writing and its criticisms, each issue will be fully explained because in that gathering of my sisters they
heard my words and liked them very much. They asked me emphatically to write them down. In asking me to write
them, they insisted excessively, so perforce I started preparing the book answering the criticisms of the book The
Education of Women, wrote for each a satisfying answer, and made my sisters happy and pleased. I call this
composition The Vices of Men and hope that by the will of God and his blessings men will not go around repeating
these evil doings and sayings.
First, one of the statements of the author is that girls say we will not become the wives of turbaned, long-robed, and
long-bearded men who ignore justice, do not listen to music, or to those who are of a perturbed disposition, ill tempered,
and poor. He considers this a failing of those poor girls and has criticized them excessively, saying words that are worse
than any curse. Now, let us look fairly at the whole matter to see whether the girls are right or not because life and
happiness for these young maidens with such men, particularly with the old ones, how can it be? Especially when the girls
by upbringing and status do not have anything in common with them, in particular when they may be daughters of
military men or literary men, children of nobility or daughters of respectable merchants; each one of those has no
affinity whatsoever with [these men] because similar upbringing and social status are of the highest importance in
marriage.
Birds of a feather flock together.

At this time, when evil characteristics have rendered Iranians worse than animals, most of those characteristics are
present in men, and they have lost their good traits. So, therefore, this matter shows the good taste and intelligence of
the girls, not their faults and shortcomings, unless they are children of the same type of men who would be of the same
social origin and class. In that case, similar words will not be heard from those girls because, on the contrary, they will
not be asking for people who are unlike them. As it has been seen many, many times and evidenced by experience,
there is no need for reasoning and proof because compatibility in upbringing is natural, and attachment to everything by
nature comes by the passage of time, and these are obvious to the intelligent.
End of the introduction.
*
94

In the first chapter the author has said that if a man takes the hand of his wife and wants to put it into the fire, that wife
should obey him, be quiet and silent, and show no resistance. Oh my God, Mowlana, with such an intelligence and
understanding, if you had not composed this book, what would have happened? There are many deceitful and ill-natured
men who, out of evil intention, search and find a woman with property to marry her. Thereafter, by hook and crook, by
deceit and tyranny, or with pleasant and unpleasant manners, he gets hold of her property. He madly squanders the property
as if it were stolen money, on ridiculous expenditures such as alchemy, gambling, whoring, pederasty, and parties. Then he
falls into misery, poverty, and begging and will divorce that poor woman with or without children. Then he will go after
another woman. Such faithless men can be found by the thousands in this time of ours. All the religious, customary,
provincial, municipal, and village courts have been involved in such cases for many years, and they still are. You lowly
wretch who have come of late to become a counselor to women, may it be that you are one of those devils, and with this
device and deceit you have printed this book, making yourself their counselor so that they will end up in your trap. It is
strange that this ignoramus, who considers himself one of those so-called westernized and civilized people and an imitator of
European teachers, nevertheless clearly is not even half-civilized. All the people of Europe apparently consider the
[following] verse as if it was like “the book of Mani and the drawings of Arzhang,” and they consider it as a model.
Verily, women are like flowers that we have created for you
and all of you desire the smell of flowers.

You have to obey them, and there needs to be total faith and harmony, without a shadow of strife and discord between
husband and wife, and women need to be respected more than men are. Unlike the people of Europe, this ill-mannered,
faultfinding, unrefined author all the time seeks to humiliate women and tries to cover all their good qualities with imaginary
and false failings. Curse be on you and your doings
*
In the second chapter, he has said that with words, wounds are worse than sword cuts. This statement is true, one
should not hide it; it has been well said: the wounds by swords heal, but the wounds afflicted by the tongue cannot heal.
Words hurt a man much more
Than a sword can hit his core.

In truth, not in any time, not in any land has it happened that someone says, “May I be your sacrifice,” and she
answers, “Go to hell!” As long as the man does not hurt the wife a hundred times with his tongue and does not target
the wife, she will not react in an ugly fashion.
The answer to nonsense is more nonsense;
Throw a clod and expect a stone as recompense.

So far it has never happened that someone in return for good has written bad and in return of bad things has written
and said positive things. In particular, women who sit at home behind closed doors are barred from all sorts of social
interactions and from acquiring good manners and education. They associate with women and children who are
deficient [in manners], with girls and women who are involved in daily work, the troubles and chores of taking care of
the home and the children, and all these activities are never ending. In spite of all this, women, unless they have been
tongue lashed repeatedly, they will not hurry to answer, and this fact does not remain hidden to the impartial, wise and
just, although the author has denied it.
*
The third chapter deals with the complaints of wives about men, which he considers a major failing because a wife should
never complain about her husband, for someone else does not know whether the complaint is made out of love and
affection, and nobody complains about a stranger, opponent, and enemy.
If Leyla liked others so much,
Why did she break my bowl?

If men behaved friendly and caring from day one in the same way as they do during the time of the honeymoon
and courting and did not change their words and manners, and they become accustomed to that behavior and acquire
good manners, then they will not be confronted with ugly behavior. Because a wife has no choice but to be under the
husband’s control, apart from her husband she does not know, does not see, and does not associate with anybody else.
I have no place of refuge but your threshold;
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In this world, my head cannot rest but in your fold.

*
In the fourth chapter, he discusses women’s sulking. He considers this a failing, but if between man and wife there
is affection, like between father and daughter, sulking won’t be animosity but affection. To be coy and sulk is the
best way of the beloveds, which tests the love of the husband at that moment. The author of the book has
considered all women slaves and servants and all men as kings and masters. If there is the occasional talk of
intercourse, it is considered a bodily function such as relieving oneself, which has nothing to do with lovemaking
and enjoyment.
You have neither love, chivalry, nor nobility.
You poltroon of a man, where is your civility?

But it is not like this, and not all men are like this. Because the author does not have enough intelligence, it is better
that he not be the educator of women. In God we take refuge, and we seek his aid [in such matters].
*
Concerning how women should walk.\fn{5} A woman has to take small steps and talk softly and weakly like a person
who has just risen from the sickbed. Of course, such a woman is good for a great emir, who is blood lusty, evil, tyrannical,
and a faultfinder. All the housework and the work outside are done by men, and the wife stays at home; she has no
children, no relatives, no day and night work, and all the time looks after the husband, and if the husband is pleasure
loving, he seeks his pleasure outside the home. Or if she is the wife of a poor man, then in addition to her many
burdensome and difficult chores she has to please him as well. How can she behave in this way, be like a humble slave in
the service of the mighty master? God the Provider does not ask such a formidable task of his servants that this new
educator of women asks of women. It seems that this man imagines that the whole world is like him, and in accordance
with his own imagination he gives instructions to everyone. Well done! People are different, and their natures are different, and their tastes are opposites; in creation and nature, you cannot measure everyone with the same stick as if the law
of religion has been changed and the law of civilization has been uprooted. Humanity and education have gone to the
dogs, and suddenly somebody has appeared with imaginary thoughts that are against all the laws of nations. He has put
together some nonsensical arguments, has no sources for them, calls them The Education of Women, and wants to
educate women.
What has not partaken of existence
To others can never impart existence.

If you are bent on criticizing women, their good points will turn into faults.
If you talk, you are a loud timbale
If you are quiet, you’re but a picture on the wall
If you wing like an angel to the sky,
The ill-wishers won’t let you fly.

But if one is just, fair, and loving, then
You see seventy faults and one virtue
But a friend gives only that one its due.

Poor women are attacked from every, side; poets satirize them, scholars and literary men make sarcastic remarks about
them and call it advice; they are shameless. In such a time, which is obvious to any intelligent person, the book Education
of Women appears, adding insult to injury. May God hasten the day of deliverance and make the day of salvation near.
*
This chapter\fn{6} is about how women should eat. He has said that a woman should sit on her knees next to the
tablecloth and eat delicately; she should not talk, make no sound, not answer anyone—meaning play pantomime—and
eat with three fingers. Look at this fairly: if a woman with a few children sits like that at the tablecloth, would those
children leave a single dish unturned, and would they give anyone occasion to cat? If a woman remains silent, those
children will pour the bowl of sauce into the juice or the juice on top of the rice. If the wife does not say anything or
goes forward and whispers in the ear of the child, “May Daddy become your sacrifice, be quiet, sit, and do not talk!”
then the children will make life intolerable for her and her husband and ruin the food so that both husband and wife
as well as the small children will go hungry and the dishes will be broken. Yes, if a man with his wife, in the manner
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of Europeans, goes to a hotel, perhaps they can behave according to his instructions. But in Europe, according to the
travel and geography books, all women are respectable and educated, and they know many things, and they sit at the
table with strangers, and at the time of dancing they take the hands of other men and dance. But the rules of the
religion of Islam are different; all Iranian women are busy with housework and chores, especially the women of the
common people. The author takes his own taste as an example and says that a wife should sit far from the husband.
This is the same idea of service that he has dreamed up that I have mentioned before. Otherwise, love, affection, and
the relations between lovers are totally different from what he says, and you cannot imagine them to be in this
manner. May God give him some sense.
*
All of what he has said\fn{7} concerning cleanliness, makeup, jewelry, hygiene, perfuming, being pleasant, and the
good nature of women is in accordance with the taste of the common people and the nobility—provided that all the
means necessary are available and that there are no poverty and destitution, which cause uncleanliness, but rather that
there are wealth and riches, which bring cleanliness and hygiene. The husband should love his wife, not be pederastic,
faultfinding, coarse, and he should provide with care and out of love whatever the wife asks.
To the ill-natured and faultfinding husband, she should say:
Seeing the death angel is better than seeing you
May I be smitten by a scorpion rather than touched by you.

It has been seen and heard many times that those men who have beautiful wives pay no attention to them and are
always engaged in their debauchery. One of my relatives who has been helpful in writing this book has asked me to put
this story here, and I have no responsibility for it. She has related that a man had a very beautiful wife in whom he was not
interested. Every day he would find a new fault with her and would leave the women’s quarters in anger and sleep
elsewhere in the house. One night he asked a servant to go and find a boy for him. The poor servant went looking for a
boy and searched everywhere, but he could not find one. He went to the house of a prostitute who had a handsome,
shapely brother and asked for him. The sister said, “My brother has gone on a journey, but I am ready to go in his place.”
The poor servant said, “My master is a pederast and will not ask for you.” The woman said: “I will dress like a boy and
behave like one, so that he will not notice it and will reward you well.” The servant agreed because he had no choice and
he was greedy. The woman dressed as a boy and came to the house of the master. The man, as soon as he heard the door,
came running on bare feet and embraced the boy-looking woman like a sweet soul, as if he were a boy from paradise. Out
of passion and excitement, he did not even take off her clothes but threw her onto the bed face down. Because the woman
was not accustomed to anal sex, her passage was tight, and the man therefore ordered her to be lubricated. The woman
mistakenly thought the lubrication a good excuse and did not let go of his genitals. The man was pressing so hard that the
servant watching through a keyhole almost died of eagerness. During the ups and downs of sexual intercourse, the man
took her hand away in search of the boy’s penis. After much trial, he found out that she was a woman and that the place
of entrance was in front, not in the back. He got angry because his penis flagged and his sexual drive went away. He
shouted, “You deceitful servant, what is this, who is this that you have brought?” The servant became flustered and said,
“You can do it both ways, do not become frustrated. There is no need to become violent and be angry.” He said, “But this
is a woman!” The servant said, “Whatever the boy has, she also has.” The master said, “She has no dick.” The servant
said, “In such a moment, what do you care for a prick?” The master said, “When I enter him from the back, I want to
play with his dick.” The servant said, “An anus is an anus, and a dick is a dick. Enter her from the back, and play with
mine.” The master started laughing so much that he fell down from the bed [which had been placed under a tree]. His
penis was cut by a nail on the bed, and a branch of the tree tore his arse. He cried out and fell senseless. The prostitute
and the poor servant had no choice but to flee, and they took whatever was precious in the house with them. A boy
servant came and saw the master in that situation and ran back shouting and informed the lady. The lady came and,
seeing the husband in that condition, tore her dress and wept bitterly. The neighbors came and brought a surgeon, a
physician, and the master to his senses. The poor master was very remorseful for what he had done and with all these
troubles and tribulations could not stay in his country, and he chose to go on a long journey. Such is the fate of most
pederasts, womanizers, gamblers, and alchemists, and in this way they treat their women, and their wives treat
them accordingly. Oh, people of intelligence, take heed.
*
Concerning women’s clothes,\fn{8} he has said that if women put on long and large drawers and skullcaps with
floral patterns, it is very pleasant. Again, he has chosen a way of showing his bad taste and stubbornness; it is as if these
verses have been exactly written for this tasteless man:
A striped, brocaded skullcap on your head
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Your long underwear too long and pleated
You are my husband, worthless piece of shit,
If nobody wants you, I do, come and get it.

In short, each wife has to act according to her husband’s taste and liking. Although many women act in accordance
with their husbands’ desire, yet because of their [choice of] dresses and jewelry they do not please their husbands.
Many women buy soft, delicate, and expensive fabrics with their own money for themselves and their husbands; they
cut them, sew them, wear them, and clothe the men. In spite of all this, the wretched husband does not care at all, and
that poor woman is always despised and not appreciated by him. There is nothing that can serve as a condition for
something else—that is, no reasoning can be said to be absolute, especially in this time when there is no order and rule.
Everything needs to be discussed and agreed upon; therefore, nobody knows his duties; there is no unity, discord and
divergence rule, sincerity and unity do not exist.
*
Concerning sleeping habits,\fn{9} what he has said is right, and there is no shortcoming in it. Again it depends on
being wealthy, not poor, and the provisions of life being readily available in every aspect, unlike the situation for us, the
poor and needy people of Iran, where for thirty years a couple sleeps under the same quilt from early night until
morning with all sorts of unpleasant smells and strange sounds in between, during winter and summer. All this is the
result of poverty and ignorance and nothing else. Otherwise, every intelligent being differentiates between good and
bad, desirable and undesirable. There is no need for so much talk.
What makes lion’s actions turn into fox’s deeds,
It is nothing but need, need, and need.

Of the other mannerisms, coquetry, and charm that a woman has to display in bed for her husband, the author has given
a special description and detailed narration all to his own taste. At the same time, the taste of most men is contrary to his
taste because they like other activities and coquetries. The wives of seminarians and mollas act differently, which is quite
obvious to any intelligent and fair person as day is different from night. This is not the way of the “education” because
there are different and various types of men and women, good and bad, both common and noble, and good and bad
characteristics can be observed in everyone. If you want to educate them, you have to educate everyone. Education is
dependent on all rules of civilization—that is, national, governmental, religious, civil societal, and military values. With
these few words in no way can people be educated, and His Excellency, the writer of the book The Education of
Women, has wasted much toil in vain.
*
Concerning women getting up in the morning,\fn{10} the writer has said that the wife, as soon as she gets up from
bed, has to leave the husband to the slave girls and servants. It is obvious what is meant by this advice. As soon as the
lady goes out of the room, the master feels up the slave girls and the servants and in this way enjoys himself. Now, let
us look at this fairly. After the master behaves in this way with the servants, how can that poor lady keep order and
discipline in her own house among that group of wild, unruly, and foolish people? The rules of housekeeping have
gone out of the window, and living conditions become strained. As they say, “This is the day of ruination of the cities,
and the torment of people will be apparent.” If the lady says that the servants do not obey or that they are stealing, the
master reacts that she says so out of a grudge. All this comes from being too familiar with the servants. What has been
said so far concerns the good works of men; their bad works are countless—I take refuge in the anger of God.
It becomes evident that the bad women of this time are better than the bad men of this time because they are
demure and forbidden from having association with men. By nature, they are less cruel and less evil because they
are emotionally, physically, and intellectually weak, and disproportionate cruelty is foreign to them. If it happens,
then it is all because of their husbands. Because husbands are the educators of women and women are captives in
their hands, and that is why so many vices have appeared. May God join them with their husband. Oh God, hasten the
coming of our master, the master of our time, divine deputy and propagator of the Qur’an. …
Persian 7. 1. Fragment of a mustazád 2. A complete mustazád 3. An appeal 4. Prose translation of a poem “placed
in the mouth of an imaginary reactionary” 5. A prose translation of “a letter of remonstrance emanating from an
imaginary reactionary” 6. A poem “with the refrain ‘How can hearing be like seeing?’”\fn{ by Sayyid Ashrqaf’d-Din
(c.1870-c.1934)} Qazwin, Qazwin Province, Iran (M) 5
1
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Our country is flooded with sorrow and woe;
O, for our land woe!
Arise, and for coffin and cerements go!
O, for our land woe!
With the blood of our sons for the fatherland shed
The moon shines red;
Hill, plain and garden blood-red glow:
O, for our land woe!
Where are real and courage and strife,
A Nation’s life?
The floods of trouble around us flow:
O, for our land woe!
Foreigners trample on every side of our Freedom naught but the name they know:
O, for our land woe!
Not only our land is lost and misnamed;
Our faith’s defamed:
E’en the flowers in the garden stunted grow:
O, for our land woe!
The nightingale dares not to sing of the rose:
Red the daffodil grows,
And red the lily-white flowerets blow,
O, for our land woe!
Some of our statesmen are brigands sheer;
No mystery here!
And the priests to follow them are not slow:
O, for our land woe!
For Khalkhál’s sake are our hearts in gloom:
’Tis the Day of Doom!
Not even a shirt hath the peasant to show:
O, for our land woe!
To Urmi the Turkish commander, we hear,
Swift draws near,
While at Astara Shahsevens strike a blow!
O, for our land woe!
Alas for our pearl-bearing, pearl-raising land
Partition is planned,
Though its dust be more fragrant than musk, I trow;
O, for our land woe!
2
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O Ashraf, be no longer over-bold; be not so insistent about the Constitution!
I am an adversary and enemy to all the people; I will not unite with anyone; I am a Reactionary, a Reactionary,
a Reactionary! Do not thou preach Constitutionalism!
O little minstrel, arise, strike the harp and the lute! O little cup-bearer, give wine quickly!
If the Empire is lost, to Hell with it! Prate not of the Turk and of the Empire!
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I drink for wine the blood of the people; I eat for roast meat the flesh of the people; I have no fear of torment
and retribution; do not put me off with threats of tomorrow’s Resurrection!
Put not thy trust in the words of the Franks; talk not of the maxims of the schools; do not find fault with such
as love the ancient ways; do not exult in the awakening of the nation!
What can I do? The enemy is sharp-witted. He has broken into this garden and meadow: all Sáwujbulágh is
topsy-turvy. Weep not over the people’s condition.
If Urúmiyya is gone, Khurásán is enough; if that too goes, Isfahán is enough; If naught else be left, Tihrán
itself is enough!
O Ashraf, work no further mischief!
5
O Ashraf, what is this outcry and lamentation? What is this sighing and crying for the people?
Speak out plainly: who and what are you? Are you [a man of] one maund, or ten maunds, or twenty?
Even if the flood carries away this city and land, know for a surety that sleep overpowers us.
What is the newspaper? What is this disturbance? Think of some action, for there is no dearth of talents.
Russia and Japan are nothing to us! What have we to do with Prussia and Germany?
If the luminary of the constitution hath shone forth, what is that [to us]?
You vehemently urge and incite the children to [attend] the new schools; then you desire in every town and
district to establish a teachers’ college.
Alas for the child who goes to school! A child should run about the streets: a child should make kites: a child
should play pitch and toss: a child should break the mulla’s ankles: a child should break [people’s] heads with
stones.
A child should be an adept at stone-throwing: a child should be worse than a cat at face-scratching.
Do not make these children’s days more gloomy than nights! Do not call a prison a school!
When they consign us to the earth, English will not serve to interpret our thoughts!\fn{ Text note: “This refers to the
‘Questioning of the Tomb,’ when the angels Munkir and Nakir come to the dead man and examine him as to his faith. Naturally he will be
expected to reply to them in Arabic, or some other Musulmán language.” }

This Qur’an is sufficient for us: Tihrán is sufficient for the Shah’s capital!
If the floods of misfortune attack us, grieve not, for “misfortune is love’s portion!”
If I am abased in this world, O uncle, yet shall I be glorified in the Resurrection, O uncle!
Smite us not on the neck with thy pen! Beat not the drum on the roof of our Shaykh!
O Ashraf, do not urge us to [cultivate] Art! Do not talk to us about foreign sciences!
I fear that in the end the soothsayer, the spiritual director and the admirer of ancient fashions will break your
feet and hands!
6
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Persian 8 1. An poem “remarkable … for a note of triumph and optimism which too rarely reveals itself in these
poems” 2. “A Critical Tribute to Sir Edward Grey” 3. “A fine mustazád” 4. A portion of “a metrical history of
Persia down to the time of Muhammad Ali, mingled with moving exortions, sent to the shah by means of the
Court Chamberlain, which, however, produced no effect” 5. An untitled takhmís 6. The first five stanzas of a dhú
qáfiyatayn 7. The last strophe of a tarkíb-band 8. A mustazád of fifteen stanzas “worthy of notice both on account
of its intrinsic beauty and its allusions to recent events in Persia” 9. A satire “on the disgraceful condition of the
streets of Mashad in rainy weather on account of the mud” 10. Five stanzas of a musaddas 11. An untitled poem
“evidently modeled on a well-known fragment by the great poet Jámí” 12. “A tasnif in the ‘Afshár Mode’” 13. A
poem contrived as “an imitation of a poem by Minúchihrí” 14. A poem “placed in the mouth of the ex-Shah
Muhammad Ali” 15. An untitled “parody of a well-known ghazal”\fn{by Bahár Maliku’sh-Shu‘ará (c.1879- )}
Mashhad, Razavi Khorasan Province, Iran (M)
1
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To London speed, O breeze of dawning day,
Bear this my message to Sir Edward Grey.
To you, in skill, wise Councilor of State,
Never did the world produce a peer or mate!
Great Peter’s schemes to you were shifting sand,
And weak by you the plans that Bismarck planned.
Never from Toulon Napoleon’s hosts had gone
If on the Pyramids your name had shone.
Had Paris been in league with you, in vain
The German hosts had swamped Alsace-Lorraine.
Had England against the States sought help from you
No Washington had won them victory.
Had your prestige companioned England’s arms
Never had the Boers caused England such alarms.
Would Kuropatkin’s\fn{Russian Minister of War (1898-1904)} hosts before Japan
Had fled had he been guided by your plan?
Had the Manchus beern aided by thy thought
The rebels ne’er against their king had fought.
And had thy schemes included Persia’s life
Not fruitless had remained this storm and strife.
“When fortune frowns on man,” the proverb goes,
“His wisest act no good resultant shows.”
Alas that thou, for all thy wits, hast wrought
A deed which save regret can yield thee naught!
For India’s gates, closed for a hundred years,
To Russia now you open without fears.
You nurse the wolf-cub in your arms: a deed
Which folly prompts, and which to grief will lead.
To this overbearing partner you submit,
And bow your head, bereft of sense and wit.
Your pacts with Russia made in time gone by
Brought loss unseen by your short-sighted eye.
In Afghanistan, Persia and Tibet
Before your foe a three-doored wall you’ve set.
Mosul to Sistan’s now an open way:
Herat, Tibet your claim, nor fear your “Nay!”
Henceforth this three-fold road to watch, indeed,
A million men on land and sea you’ll need.
India’s advantage if you squander so
Naught will you reap except remorse and woe.
You knew not, though both town and desert knew,
What hurt to England would from this accrue.
Not Persia only feels the Russian squeeze;
’Tis felt by Afghans and by Kashgaris!
“Russia her pact will keep,” you answer me:
Her records read, and wondrous things you’ll see!
Not I but human nature tells you plain
That pacts weigh naught compared with present gain;
The more since Russia longs for India still
As longs the hawk for partridge on the hill;
Else why did she over Persian lands let loose
Her Cossack hordes to crown her long abuse?
Why in Khurasan, India’s broad highway,
Do all these troops of hers unmotivated stay?
Such mischief wherefore has she wrought, and why
Done deeds redounding to her infamy?
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From Tabriz to Sarakhs her soldiers dwell,
Some twenty thousand, if you count them well.
From North to East our land all peaceful lay:
Why without reason do the Russians stay?
Reason, forsooth! The Russians there remain
Waiting for some more glorious campaign
With India for its goal: this goal they crave,
These pampered pirates of the Caspian wave!
The more so should you culpably delay
Till Russian rails to India find their way.
These rails shall bring your foeman near to you:
Avoid such roads so fraught with jeopardy!
’Twas Persia barred the road: woe worth the day
Which swept this ancient barrier away!
O cursed obstinacy, which did raise
This veil, and set your feet in such a maze!
Headstrong and rash you wrought a deed of shame
Which stolid Turk and vagrant Arab blame.
Woe to that judgment cool, that reason bright,
Which now have put you in so dire a plight!
All hail that judgment, hail that insight rare,
Of which, men say, you hold so large a share!
3
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O watchman, how long this sloth and heavy sleep?
Sleep is not for the watchman; O, raise your head from slumber!
Behold your flock without watchman or shepherd,
On one side the ranging wolf, on the other the roaring lion;
That one snatches the morsel from the claws of this one, and this one from that one,
Each one having dyed his claws and fangs with the blood of this flock.
The watchman drunk, the flock preoccupied, the enemy watchful—
The matter rests with God, for it has passed out of our hands!
*
Accept advice freely, O King, from this loyal nature:
Seek not for fairness from the foul, nor friendliness from your neighbors;
Then put away out of your head the words of these worthless ones:
How long will you seek for constancy from these inconstant ones?
Your kingdom, O Prince, is a treasure, a royal treasure,
And I fear, O King, lest this treasure may slip from your hands without a struggle.
A wondrous treasure have you got in your hands without trouble!
O King, since you have obtained it without trouble, how should you know the value of the treasure?
*
All these monuments of the Kings, O prince, are no vain tale.
A king, O King, cannot dispense with kingly qualities.
Kingship does not befit every sluggard and madman;
Yes, it is the candle, not the moth, which illuminates the banquet!
Lo and behold, in this house there is no master save you,
Yet is there no house so desolate as thine, O Prince!
Arise, cause thy house to prosper by Justice and Bounty,
And, little by little, put away the stranger from thee!
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O King, at what do you aim by your despotism?
From such deeds naught will be witnessed save evil fortune!
Show generosity in the way of the Constitution, that you may be adored:
The honor of a man is in generosity, and his nobility in worship:
Whoever has not these two, his non-existence is better than his existence!
*
O King, make not cruelty your practice, nor break your promises,
For, if you do, Divine punishment will seize your skirt!
The happenings of the cycle of time will cast dust on your head:
Do you not see that the gladsome dust of Egypt is the same
Dust of Egypt, but [cast] on the heads of Pharaoh and his hosts?
*
O King, your obstinacy and tyranny consume Persia;
Today the Nation is successful in requiting you!
The glow of the light of requital is not [a thing] of today:
This is the same world-enkindling disc of the Sun
Which used to shine on the dwellings of Ad and Thammud!
*
O King, strike not the axe more than this on your root!
Cast not yourself and the Nation into the gulf of abasement!
Do not dig of your own roots through selfish desires and whims!
Do not mar your worth by frivolous and forbidden pursuits,
If your belief in the Promised Day\fn{The Day of Judgment} be sincere!
*
With tyranny you did reap clean the Nation’s crop;
The old story of Chingiz Khan has been renewed by your injustice;
After this conversation wherefore should you set your heart on the world?
O you who are in luxury and wealth, be not deceived by the world,
For to tarry eternally in this halting-place is an impossible contingency!
*
Pass by the region of Tabriz and the polace of its martyrs:
Hearken to that soul-melting story, and rend your heart with woe!
In that region, after that slaughter and strife,
Walk gently on the dust of that road wherever you pass,
For it is [composed of] eyes and eyelids, cheeks and bodies!
*
The King is not single-hearted, and affairs are gone to rack and ruin:
O wearied Nation, think of some fresh plan at this stage!
Set not the foot of hope at the gate of this headstrong mon arch!
If you stretch out your hand in supplication, stretch it towards One
Who is generous, merciful, forgiving and kind!
*
Who, indeed, is the King, with this his pride and egotism,
That his intentions with regard to us should be good?
We are the worshippers of god and His Divinity,
In whose service, from the dust to the Pleiades,
All are engaged in commemoration, prayers, rising up and bowing down.
*
The Constellation of the Constitution appears from the firmament of Perfection:
The Night of Parting draws to an end, and the Morn of Union dawns:
All will be well through the Glory of god Most High.
O you who are in hardship, poverty and distracted circumstances,
Be patient, for these few brief days will come to an end!
*
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One must not expect from this King anything but mistakes,
For what we see in him is wrong from one end to the other:
Counsel him not, for vain is counsel to those of evil nature.
The advice of Sa’di, which is the key to the door of the Treasure of the Blessed,
None can put into practice save the favored!
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258.121b 1. Two prose pieces in the Súr-i-Isráfíl for May 30, 1907 and June 6, 1907, respectively 2. The prose
translation of a poem “published in the Nasím-i-Shimál for March 5, 1908 3. The prose translation of a poem “in
Memory of my incomparable Friend: the offering of an unworthy brother at the shrine of that most high and holy
Spirit” \fn{by Allameh Ali Akbar Dehkhodā aka Dakhaw (1879-1956)} Tehran, Iran (M) 3
After several years travelling in India, seeing the invisible saints,\fn{ Literally, “men of the unseen world”, who play an
important part in the cosmogony of the mystics; they form two classes: the abdál (“substitutes”) and the awtád (“pegs”)} and acquiring
skill in Alchemy, Talismans and Necromancy, thank God, I have succeeded in a great experiment; no less than a
method for curing the opium-habit! If anyone in any foreign country had made such a discovery, he would
certainly have received decorations and rich rewards, and his name would have been mentioned with honour in all
the newspapers. But what can one do, since in Persia no one recognizes merit?
Custom is a second nature, and as soon as one becomes habituated to any act, one cannot easily abandon it.
The only curative method is to reduce it gradually by some special procedure, until it is entirely forgotten.
To all my zealous, opium-eating, Muslim brethren I now proclaim the possibility of breaking the opium-habit,
thus. First, they must be firmly determined and resolved on abandoning it. Secondly, one who, for example, eats
two rnithqáls of opium daily\fn{1 mithqál=4.60 grammes, or a total of 192 grains } should every day diminish this dose
by a grain and add two grains of morphine in its stead. One who smokes ten mithqáls of opium should daily
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reduce the amount by one grain, adding instead two grains of hashish.\fn{Indian hemp} Thus he should persevere
until such time as the two rnithqáls of opium which he eats are replaced by four mithqáls of morphine, or the ten
milhqáls of opium which he smokes by twenty mithqáls of hashísh. After this it is very easy to substitute for morphine pills hypodermic injections of the same, and for hashísh curds of unity.\fn{Dúgh-í-wahdat, or banjáb, a mixture of
hashíh and curdled milk} O my zealous, opium-eating brethren, seeing that God has made matters so easy, why do
you not save yourselves from the annoyance of men’s foolish chatter, and the waste of all this time and money?
Change of habit, if it be effected in this way, does not cause illness and is a very easy matter.
Moreover great and eminent men who wish to make people forget some evil habit act in precisely this way.
See, for example, how well indeed the poet says that intelligence and fortune are closely connected with one
another. For example, when our great men consider that the people are poor and cannot eat wheaten bread, and
that the peasant must spend all his life in cultivating wheat, yet must himself remain hungry, see what they do.
On the first day of the year they bake the bread with pure wheat-flour. On the second day in every
hundredweight they put a maund of bitter apricot stones, barley, fennel-flower, sawdust, lucerne, sand—I put it
shortly as an illustration—clods, brick-bats and bullets of eight mithqáls. It is evident that in a hundredweight of
corn, which is a hundred maunds, one maund of these things will not be noticed. On the second day they put in
two maunds, on the third three, and after a hundred days, which is three months and ten days, a hundred maunds
of wheat-flour have become a hundred maunds of bitter apricot stones, barley, fennel-flower, sawdust, chaff,
lucerne and sand, and that in such fashion that no one has noticed it, while the wheaten bread habit has entirely
passed out of men’s minds.
In truth intelligence and fortune are closely connected with one another!
O my zealous, opium-eating brethren! Assuredly you know that man is a little world, and has the closest
resemblance to the great world; that is to say, for example, that whatever is possible for man may happen
also in the case of animals, trees, stones, clods, doors, walls, mountains and seas; and that whatever is
possible for these is possible also for men, because man is the microcosm, while these form part of the
macrocosm. For example, I wanted to say this, that just as it is possible to put a habit out of men’s minds, even
so is it possible to put a habit out of the minds of stones, clods, and bricks, because the closest resemblance
exists between the microcosm and the macrocosm. What sort of a man, then, is he who is less than even a
stone or a clod?
For example, the late mujtahid Hájji Shaykh Hádí built a hospital and settled on it certain endowments so
that eleven sick persons might always be there. So long as Hájji Shaykh Hádí was alive the hospital was
accustomed to receive eleven patients. But as soon as Hájji Shaykh Hádí departed this life, the students of the
college said to his eldest son,
“We will recognize you as the Master only when you spend the hospital endowments on us!”
See now what this worthy eldest son did by dint of knowledge. In the first month he reduced the number of
patients by one, in the second by two, in the third by three, in the fourth by four; and so in like fashion until the
present time, when the number of patients has been reduced to five, and gradually, by this excellent device,
these few also will disappear in the course of the next five months. See then how by wise management it is
possible to expel habit from the minds of every one and every thing, so that a hospital which was accustomed to
eleven patients has entirely forgotten this habit without falling ill. Why? Because it also forms part of the
macrocosm, so that it is possible to drive a habit out of its mind, just as in the case of man, who is the
microcosm.
*
In old days you used sometimes to be a help to people: if any modern difficulty befel your friends, you used
to solve it. Latterly, there being no sign or sound of you, I kept telling myself that perhaps you too had taken to
opium and were lolling at the foot of the brazier in the corner of the room. Now don’t tell me that you, you
queer mug, quietly, without anyone’s knowledge (I do not know whether in order to study Alchemy, Talismans
and Necromancy, as you have written in the Súr-i-Israfíl) have cut and run to India.\fn{ This column is written as if it
were a letter to an individual: in fact it is titled: “City Letter”:H } Surely then you have found the key to a treasure also! At
any rate, if I have entertained an unworthy suspicion of you, you must forgive me: I ask your pardon! Anyhow,
praise be to God, you have got safely back, a lasting cause of thankfulness, for you have come at just the right
moment, seeing that affairs are all topsy-turvy.
May God forgive everybody’s departed friends!\fn{ A formula common amongst the Zorastrians; here it implies that the
mullá referred to two sentences after this was dead } May the earth not whisper it to him! In Qáqázán we had a certain
Mullá Ínak-‘Alí,\fn{ Ínak is the Turkish word for cow; the name is, of course, meant to be ridiculous } a rawda-khwán and a
very impudent fellow. Whatever may be the case now, he was at that time very thick with me. When he went
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to recite a rawda, he used first of all to put forward a long-winded prologue. He used to say (saving your
presence),\fn{I.e., although it be an incivility to use such an expression }
“In this way the matter will be more ass-plain” (no need to quarrel over a mere illustration).\fn{ “Ass-plain”
means comprehensible to the greatest fool } It occurs to me that it would not be a bad thing if I too were to begin with
a prologue for you, simply in order that you may get the hang of the matter.
In olden days there was in the world one great Persian Empire with the State of Greece as its neighbour. At
that time the Persian Empire was puffed up with pride.\fn{ The innumerable titles conferred by the Persian Government form
a constant subject of mockery. The fictitious titles here mentioned are intended to be both barbarous in form and degrading in meaning }
It was very well pleased with itself, and, if you will pardon the expression, its jug held a lot of water.\fn{ Said of
one who has a great capacity for self-esteem } Its ambition was the King-of-Kingship of the world. Yes, there was then in
Persia no “King’s Darling,” “State’s Sweetheart,” “Pet of the Province,” “Beauty of the Privy Chamber,”
“Charmer of the Presence,” or “Minion of the Kingdom.” Nor had they yet made “slides” in their palaces.\fn{ An
allusion to the sursurak in the Nigáristán Palace at Tehran } Nor did the mullás of that time include a “Club of the Canon
Law,” “Chamberlain of the Canon Law,” or “Park of the Canon Law.” At that time, in short, there did not exist a
“Carriage of Islam,” “Table and Chair of the Faith,” or “Russian Horse of Religion.” Fine days were those indeed,
which were in truth the time of King Wizwizak!\fn{ An imaginary “good time” in the remote past, as we might say “in the days
of good King Cole.”}
But to be brief. One day the Persian Government collected its armies and quietly advanced to the back of the
wall of Greece. Now to enter Greece there was only one way, by which way the Persian army must needs pass.
Yes, but behind that way there was a lane like the Áshtí-kunán\fn{ I understand that this is the name of a narrow lane, or
passage, in Tehran; it means “Reconciliation Street” } of the Mosque of Áqá Sayyid ‘Azízu’lláh, that is to say, there was
another narrow lane, but the Persian army did not know about it. As soon as the Persian army arrived behind the
wall of Greece, they saw that these seven-fold rascals of Greeks had blocked the road with troops.
Well, what dust must Persia now scatter on her head? How, if she would advance, should she advance, or
how, if she would retreat, could she retreat? She was left abased and confounded. God have mercy on the poet
who so well says, “Neither does my heart rejoice in exile, nor have I any honour in my native land,” etc. But,
since things must somehow come right, suddenly the Persian army saw one of those Ja‘far-qulí Áqás,\fn{ The
name of a Persian officer in the Cossack Brigade } a son of the Begler-Áqá of Cossacks, in other words a certain friend
of the foreigner and hospitable humanitarian, gently detach himself from the Greek army, and, stepping softly,
approach the Persian host.
“Peace be upon you,” said he; “Your arrival is fortunate! You are welcome! Your visit is a pleasure! May your
journey be without danger!” All the while he was quietly pointing out to the Persians with his forefinger that
Áshtíkunán lane.
“We Greeks,” said he, “have no troops there. If you go that way, you can take our country.” The Persians
agreed, and by that road entered the Greek land.
This, however, is not the point. By the bye, while I remember, let memention the name of this foreigner’s
friend, though it comes a trifle heavy on our tongues; but what is to be done? His name was Ephialtes—God
curse the Devil!\fn{ An expression used when some ill-natured or inappropriate idea occurs to the mind, as though it had been
suggested by Satan} I don't know why it is that whenever I hear this name I think of some of our Persian
Ministers—but let us return to the point.
When His Excellency, that double-distilled essence of zeal and sum of science and political acumen,
Mírzá ‘Abdu’r-Razzáq Khán, engineer, and lecturer in the School of the Cossack barracks, after a three
months’ pedestrian tour drew for the Russians a military map of the road through Mázandarán, we his friends
said,
“It is a pity that such a man of spirit should not have a title.” So some twenty of us sat for three days and
nights considering what title we should obtain for him, but nothing occurred to our minds. Worst of all, he was
a man of taste.
“Any title obtained for me,” says he, “must be virgin; that is to say, no one else must have borne it before
me.”
We enquired of the State Accountants, who said there was no “virgin title” left. We opened our dictionaries,
and found that neither in the languages of the Persians, Arabs, Turks, or Franks from A to Z was there one
single word left which had not been employed as a title at least ten times over. Well, what were we to do?
Would it be pleasing to God that this man should thus remain untitled?
However, since such things must come right, one day, being in a state of extreme dejection, I picked up a
history book which was at hand in order to distract my mind. No sooner had I opened the book than I read in the
first line of the right-hand page:
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“Ever afterwards the Greeks stigmatized Ephialtes as a traitor whose blood might lawfully be shed.”
O you cursed Greeks, what had poor Ephialtes done to you that you should call him a traitor? Is hospitality to
strangers blasphemy in your creed? Do you not believe in kindness to foreigners? In short as soon as I saw this
name I said,
“Nothing could be better than that we should adopt this name as a title for Mírzá ‘Abdu’r- Razzáq Khán,
both because it is ‘virgin,’ and because these two persons have the closest resemblance to one another. This
one was kind to strangers and so was that one. This one was hospitable to guests and so was that one. This one
said, ‘Had I not acted thus, another would have done so,’ and so did that one. There was only one difference
between them, namely, that the buttons of Ephialtes’s coat were not made of native forest-wood. Well,
supposing they were not, such trifles are unworthy of consideration.”
In short, we friends assembled and gave an entertainment and made great rejoicings. We also instantly
despatched a telegram to Káshán bidding them send quickly five bottles of Qamsar rose-water and two boxes
of sugared walnuts, so that we might present them\fn{ To the Sháh} and secure the title.
In the midst of these proceedings Hájji Maliku’t-Tujjár\fn{ This title, “King of the Merchants,” was at this time
borne by Hájji Muhammad Kázim, whose accomplishments were reputed greater than his honesty } conceded the Astárá
road to the Russians. I don’t know what scoundrel told him the history of this title, but he put his two feet in one
shoe\fn{This means to stand firm, be obstinate} and declared that he was a heaven-sent genius, and that this title was his
rightful property. Now for some months you don’t know what a hullabaloo is going on, with Mírzá ‘Abdu’r-Razzáq
Khán on the one hand, supported by his science of Geometry, and Hájji Maliku’t-Tujjár on the other with his
persuasive eloquence and his quotations from the poems of Imru’u’l-Qays and Násir-i-Khusraw-i-‘Alawí.
O Kablá’í Dakhaw, you don’t know in what toil and moil we are caught! If you can deliver us from this
calamity it would be as though you had freed a slave for God’s sake, and may God, if He will, forgive your sons!
May God make one day of your life a hundred years! Today is a day for zealous endeavour. For the rest, you
are the best judge. I have nothing more to submit.
2
Today the appeal of Dakhaw ascends to the Throne of God; with grief for the Constitution the bones of
Dakhaw are burned.
In this land of Qazwin, through the tyranny of Despotism, the household of Dakhaw is utterly
forgotten.\fn{Dakhaw was born in Tehran, but Qazwin, in Qazwin Province, was his home village, and where apparently he was
raised:H}
When the luminary of the Constitutioin arose from Peresia the spirit of Dakhaw was illuminated by its
dawning.
When the Sun of the Constitution arose talk of it was ever on Dakhaw’s tongue.
May my tongue be cut out now that I hear that harm befalls the pillars of the Parliament!
The ambassador of the Autocracy hath set his foot in the Majlis; an autumnal blast hath blown over Dakhaw’s
garden.
The foreigner hath stepped into the midst of the Deputies; Dakhaw’s gelder-rose and cypress and Judas-tree are
broken!
If (which God forbid!) the parliament suffers hurt, Dakhaw’s enemies will set fire to his soul.
The Imam-Jum‘a of Qazwin hath cast the fire of tyranny, malice and despotism on the family of Dakhaw,
On account of the tyranny and spite of this autocrat in sheep’s clothing the wailing and lamentations of
Dakhaw affect the very stones.
I will become one of the humble servants of Ashrafu’d-Din if this piteous poem of Dakhaw’s should be
inserted [in his paper].
3
O bird of the morning, when this gloomy night puts aside its dark deeds,
And, at the life-giving breath of the Dawn, besotted slumber departs from the heads of those who sleep,
And the Loved One enthroned on the dark blue litter loosens the knots from her golden-threaded locks,\fn{ Text
note: “The golden rays of the sun in the dark blue pavilion of the sky are intended. In Persian there is no gender, but it is worth nothing that
in Arabic the sun is feminine, while the moon is masculine” }

And God is manifested in perfection, while Ahriman of evil nature withdraws to his citadel,
Remember, O remember, that extinguished Lamp!
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*
O companion of Joseph in this bondage, when the interpretation of the Dream becomes plain to thee,
And thy heart is full of joy, and thy lips with sweet laughter, and thou art as thy friends would have thee, and
envied by thy foes,
And thou hast gone back to thy friends and kin, freer than the zephyr or the moonlight,
Remember him who, for a while throughout the night, in the desire to meet the friends, with thee counted the
stars until the morning.
*
When the garden smile again, O poor, longing nightingale,
And when the horizons become like the picture-gallery of China with hyacinths, red roses and marjoram,
And when the rose is red, and the dew stands like sweat on its cheek, while thou hast relinquished rest and
consideration,
Remember that budding rose which bloomed before its time, and which withered in sorrow in the chill of
December ere it had assuaged the fires of its cravings!
*
O thou who wert the companion in the Desert of ‘Imrán’s son! When these few years have elapsed,
And that sweet comrade at the Banquet of Wisdom hath made manifest his promise,
And when each morning the fragrance of ambergris and aloes ascends to Saturn from the golden Altar,
Remember him who, for the sins of an ignorant people, yielded up his life in the Desert, hoping for a sight of
the promised Land!
*
When the times are once more propitious, O Child of the Golden Age,
And God, gladdened by the obedience of His Servants, once again assumes Divinity,
And there endures neither the fashion of Iram nor the name of Shaddád,\fn{ Text note: “For the ancient Arabian tyrant
Shaddád and his wonderful Garden of Iram, here Muhammad ‘Ali, the ex-Shah, and his garden, the Bágh-i-Shah, are meant”} but earth
stops the mouth of him whose food was filth,\fn{I.e., whose words were folly}
Remember him who, punished for the crime of glorifying the truth, drained the draught of Union from the
point of the headsman’s sword!
216.54 Excerpt from Crowning Anguish: Memoirs Of A Persian Princess\fn{by Taj Al-Saltna (1884-1936)} “in the
royal palace”, Golestan Palace, Tehran, Iran (F) 14
I was born towards the end of 1301\fn{1884} in the royal palace. My mother belonged to the royal family,
being a first cousin of my father’s. When I was born, she was very young, very beautiful, and very virtuous.
Profoundly given to piety and devotion, she spent all her hours praying to God, reading the scripture and reciting
from it.
But this was not enough: being a good princess does not necessarily translate into being a good mother. She
lacked the qualities required of motherhood. Heaven forbid if it seems that I am disavowing my mother, for whom
I hold a devout reverence! No, she was not to blame.
But I must reproach the traditions and ethos of a nation that barred the way toward happiness to all women and
held them, wretched and unenlightened, in a world of utmost ignorance. All moral defects or evils in this country
have originated and spread from the absence of education for women.
At the same time, a careful and intelligent appraisal shows us that every invention, every revolutionary
discovery, and every item of commercial, political and military knowledge has originated from mothers. All those
that have contributed to the world's history were raised by educated mothers and by fathers who encouraged
reform, whereupon they became leaders in industry and invention, and true servants of world civilization.
Similarly, great warriors, true liberators, and genuine freedom-lovers have been brought into the world and raised
by capable mothers.
The people of Sparta, for example, though themselves savage and uncouth, trained their children in the art of
warfare so well that they were able to preserve their independence for years and to destroy Athens, the capital of
Greece. To cite an instance: on returning from battle a son said to his mother,
“My sword is too short.” She calmly replied,
“My dear, take one step further!”
Another example: when Rome first won her independence, the Gauls attacked the Romans in a massive battle.
After a while matters ended in a truce, but the Gauls demanded hostages as a surety. Among these was a girl who
was interrogated on certain “political” matters. For fear of jeopardizing Rome's independence by her answers, she
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bit her tongue in half and spat it out into the ruler’s face. Then she jumped into the river and, with some difficulty,
swam across to join her people.
Yes, it is a good mother who imparts character training; it is a knowledgeable mother who brings up illustrious
children. But then again we have the mothers of today, who have plagued us with a misery and ignorance that has
shattered our independence and consigned us to the depths of perdition. They have completely extinguished, from
early childhood, our spirit of patriotism and our serious determination for honorable reform. Nothing have they
taught us except eating, sleeping, and the despicable practice of self-gratification.
There is a difference between him who holds his darling in his arms and him who sits by the door with watchful eye. (Sa'di)\fn{A
Persion poet of the Middle Ages (1210-1291/92AD)}

Yes, one must know the difference between true knowledge imparted to the child and what emanates from him
as a youth—behavior that he exhibits ostentatiously in imitation of people around him, having learned foolish
notions and an undignified demeanor. However intelligent man may be, he can never put aside what he has
learned as a child. If he tries to fit in with the crowd, he exhibits a mere facade, not his true self.
It is the mother, then, that first opens the door to happiness for her children. Unfortunately, this pathway to
well-being was closed to me, and it is here that the great misfortunes of my subsequent life found their source.
A wet nurse from the middle ranks of society and two nannies, one of them a negress, were engaged for me.
The nanny specifically had to be a negress, since honor and grandeur at that time were measured by ownership of
creatures whom God has made no differently from others, except for the color of their skin—a distinction that in
all honesty does not exist at the divine threshold. These poor people were kept in captivity and abject submission,
made the instruments of their owners’ greatness, and called “bond servants.” They were bought and sold like so
much cattle. Since my mother and I lived in the royal palace, where she was a distinguished resident of the harem,
and since her father had been honored for several years with the governorships of Kerman and Baluchestan, we
had many negresses and bond servants in our quarters. A female cradle-rocker, a valet, a chamberlain, and a
washerwoman were also assigned to me, all from the same race.
These unhappy people have always been looked down upon and treated no differently from brutes. Their
masters have relegated them to the abyss of ignorance and rendered them incapable of distinguishing “a” from
“b,” let alone observing the rules and protocols of civilized life. Yet theirs was the task of educating me and
bringing me up.
The chief eunuch, too, was of the same people, his task being to order everyone to bow in homage to the
suckling baby that I was. If by chance someone was remiss in observing this duty, the chief eunuch was instructed
to beat him with a cane.
Such were the people under whose care and direction I was to be nurtured. Poor me! Reared by these odd
tutors, I was supposed to acquire a good character.
In view of the dictates of royal protocol and requirements of space, my residence was separate and located at
some distance from my mother’s. Twice a day, after permission had been granted, I was taken into the presence of
my respected mother for an hour or so and then escorted back.
Growing up by degrees, I soon began to walk. I remember nothing of my infancy. But I was an intelligent
child, and I have retained vivid recollections of life after the age of five. When I was old enough to know and
understand, for instance, I bore a great love for my wet nurse and nannies—above all, my black nanny. Here I find
it necessary to describe this woman’s physical appearance so that the reader may be acquainted with her, since she
was so diligent in the refinement of my character and my upbringing.
About forty or forty-five years of age, of average height, this woman had a very dark face with large eyes. She
was generally reticent, but on the few occasions that she did speak her speech was crude and harsh. This dear
nanny of mine, having also brought up my mother, had risen to the rank of “Matron Nanny.” Wielding a good deal
of authority, she had complete control over the food and drink supplies and the cellar, and enjoyed numerous
privileges. She was very affectionate to me and very formal and serious with others. I had grown so accustomed
to her presence that, despite her fearsome looks and dreadful physique, if she was parted from me for a day, I
cried the entire time and nothing could console m. I never left her side, and there was no remedy for being apart
from her. Thus it is that, to this day, in memory of my beloved nanny, I am averse to fair-skinned people while
having a special regard for tawnier faces.
The love between Matron Nanny and me had grown so deep that I shied away from my dearly-revered mother
cornpletely. If she tried to hold me in her arms and kiss me, I screamed and ran at once to the refuge of my
nanny’s arms. Her pockets and her dark, veined hands were a constant source of curiosity, and she always had
something to give me, such as a piece of my favorite confection. I was keen to speak In her accent and follow her
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mannerisms and habits. Even today, after all these years, when I come across some relation of my beloved
nanny’s, I am overcome with joy and can talk to him very clearly and fluently in his dialect. This affection for my
black nanny has forged an enduring spiritual and emotional bond between me and her relations.
My teacher!\fn{In a brief preface to her autobiography, the author describes the (unnamed) man who functions in her account as the
person for whom, she says, it was composed: “This young man was born on 11 Moharram 1307 [8 September 1889] and educated at the
elementary school. In the year 1324 [1906], at age seventeen, he had joined the circles of poverty and mysticism. For two or three years he
had observed an exacting asceticism, following the mystics and poets. Then he had enrolled in the School of Political Science. Tiring
quickly of this school, he dropped out to join the School of Fine Arts. He has been a painter for two years. The many changes in this young
man’s life provide us with clues to his character—erratic of nature and with no firm purpose. As it turns out, at the age of eighteen or
nineteen he had conceived a fanciful love for someone and adopted the mannerisms of the famous Don Quixote. Finally united with his
illusory love, the frenzied lover had found his beloved unfaithful. After having caused him much pain, she went away at last., leaving this
dear “artist” teacher of mine afflicted with the agony of separation. But enough said about his character. Now I must say something about
his appearance. He has an honest, agreeable face with large dark eyes expressive of a pensive temperament. His cheeks are sunken, his skin
almost sallow, and his nose like an eagle’s beak. Looking at him I am reminded of one of the histories of France in which I had read about
Prince de Condé’s family, whose noses were always compared to eagles’ beaks. He is very gentle and calm—humble and affable toward his
inferiors, and amiably disposed toward his fellow mystics. Such are my teacher’s appearance and demeanor.” } Do not be surprised if I

tell you all about my childhood behavior and character. I promised you a complete biography; therefore I am
obliged to omit no detail and write down everything. How I wish I could have felt- the same tenderness for my
venerable mother that I did for my nanny, a tenderness I am trying to describe here! Then I could tell you about
her, rather than about an unimportant black woman. But alas, wrong-headed thinking and artificiality conspired
with pomposity and unnecessary pandering to turn the childhood sweetness of maternal love into a bitter taste in
my mouth, and kept me away from my worshipful mother’s arms. I can do nothing but set down the truth as it is
for you.
An enduring concern which always causes me regret is the issue of breast-feeding. Why should a mother not
breast-feed her children and nurture them in her tender, loving bosom? Why must she drive them away and
abandon them to a stranger’s arms? Hiring a wet nurse for the child leads to its repugnance and aversion toward
the mother, just as the child appears unimportant and unworthy of consideration in the mother's eyes. The
simplicity of affection is thus distorted into an improper ceremoniousness. So it was that I, poor thing, found
myself excluded from the glow of my mother’s love and treated with the strictest formality. This is an important
consideration for the refinement of children’s characters and their future.
Take me, for example. I have four children, all of whom are fully grown. Although I made every effort to
educate all four, each has his own character. When I ponder the issue, I see that their characters are replicas of
their wet nurses’; they certainly do not take after me in any way, and I find that their wet nurses live on in them.
Had I breast-fed and raised them myself, had that natural affection been coupled with maternal love, I never
would have abandoned them during their childhood; nor would I have separated from their father, albeit I suffered
a thousand torments and was afflicted and miserable every hour of my life.
If we consider the point, a mother’s first duty is to put aside self-indulgence and not separate herself from her
children, thereby avoiding the ruination of both the family and the child’s life. She should not prefer superficial
grandeur to natural, spiritual things, and not wreck the lives of her children and herself.
“Naught but what is in the jug shall ooze from it.”
Every mother's first responsibility is the edification of her children. The very salvation of the world lies in
character. Toward the close of the nineteenth century, there was a celebrated French scholar who had a keen
understanding of the social sciences and whose writings were considered authoritative by men of learning:
Monsieur Jules Simon.
At a time when orators wearied listeners with their thundering speeches in the French Parliament; when the
pens of skillful writers and newspaper editors clashed like razor-edged spears; when the French nation observed
this controversy like a patient perplexed by having to choose among different medicines and treatments—at this
time Jules Simon was busily compiling his book of true reforms.
What was the reason for all this excitement, this bubbling of ideas? In a word, the search for genuine reform.
One group believed in revising the laws of the State. Another considered it necessary to separate the religious
establishment from secular authority. Some spoke of the necessity of promoting agriculture, while others pointed
to the need for increasing the education budget and revamping the system from within. A group of experts, at
whose forefront was the famous Jules Ferry,\fn{ Jules François Camille Ferry (1832-1893), 49th Prime Minister of France (18831885), a French Republican and a laicist (one who believes in “the absence of religious involvement in government affairs as well as
absence of government involvement in religious affairs”) and imperialist; he declared in a speech to the Chamber of Deputies in 1885 that
“it is a right for the superior races, because they have a duty. They have the duty to civilize the inferior races.’:W/H } theorized that the

prosperity and welfare of France depended on the expansion of her colonies.
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In the midst of this clash of opinions what was Jules Simon\fn{ Jules François Simon (1814-1896) 38th Prime Minister of
France (1876-1877) and an Opportunist Republican (one who believed, after the proclamation of the Third Republic in 1870, that the
regime could only be consolidated by successive phases” and “that the balance of the new regime, threatened by the risk of another
Bourbon Restoration, could only be insured by an implicit alliance between the rural peasants and the urban petty bourgeoisie, who
represented the majority of the population.” W/H} saying and writing? Here is a summary from his incomparable book:
Every patriotic reformer who seeks to eliminate existing defects in order to raise his society to the level of perfection
must know that the sacred words “Freedom,” “Brotherhood,” “Equality,” “Justice” and all the desirable influences they
exercise will be beneficial and fruitful only when their foundation is solidly laid. Suppose we formulated a law that
embraces every aspect of freedom for one of the peoples of the world; that we firmly incorporated liberty, in sum and
substance, in every phase of their lives; that we circumscribed the authority of rulers with deputies at home and rivals
abroad—what result would all this bring forth? Happiness and prosperity—provided the individual members of this
nation recognized the needs of the age and were not slack in implementing the means of progress. Walking the path of
selflessness, they would be guided by knowledge and action in their progress toward their goal. We can ben efit from
freedom, brotherhood, equality, and justice only when we inculcate nobility in our character. The experience of history,
the sayings of philosophers and learned men, the fundamental principles underlying every religious code and creed
teach us that nobility of character is the breath of life to the body of man, the source of spiritual strength to the people
of the world, and the sure pillar of reform.
*
The roots of noble conduct, which can be likened to a young tree, grow in two places. What are these two spots
where humanity takes root? At school and at home. Yes, the roots of great character and superior virtues, such as
sincerity and honesty, courage and patriotism, effort and enterprise, grow in these two places. Through the watchful
care of the loving gardener in the home and the vigilant teacher in the school, deficiencies of character will be
transformed into perfection. Who is the gentle gardener in the home? The mother. And what is her responsibility
towards her children? The imparting of education, information, knowledge. Ethical and social reform must take
precedence over political reform. To do otherwise would be like neglecting to strengthen the foundation of the house
while embellishing the ceilings and walls.
*
Obviously, education at home begins before school. In fact, the former is the basis for progress in the latter. And this
is one of the special gifts and favors God has bestowed upon women. Hence, a nation’s social betterment, the nourishment of its germ of happiness, the flow of its “sweet and refreshing waters of life,” and its admission into the caravan
of contemporary civilization are contingent on the betterment of the status and education of its women, who, in turn,
will impart education to their children. Not only will their children thus find happiness and bliss, but a tremen dous
service will also have been rendered to the world of civilization.

My teacher! Do not weary of the fact that I often digress into historical narrative, for I do so involuntarily. It
disheartens and grieves me to think that my fellows—that is, the women of Persia—are ignorant of their rights
and make no effort to fulfill their obligations as human beings. Completely deficient in character and unsuited for
any task, they crawl into the corners of their homes and spend every hour of their lives indulging wicked habits.
Excluded from the community of civilization, they roam the valley of confusion and ignorance. For instance, now
that the path to progress has been opened somewhat to women, and families can afford to send their daughters to
school and thereby brighten their futures with the light of learning and accomplishment, most of them still say:
“We consider it an abomination for our daughter to go to school!”
Even in this day and age, they bring up these poor girls in the abyss of doom and ruin, ignoring the fact that
these girls will become mothers and theii children will be trained under their care.
My dear teacher! These are the families which often, or perhaps always, consider knowledge shameful and
take pride in their lack of it. But do not lose patience! Here I will resume the story of my life.
First of all, I must describe my appearance and character as a child. I was exceptionally intelligent and clever;
it seemed God had spread open the wings of his bounty over me. I had beautiful brown hair, long and naturally
curly. My complexion was rosy, my eyes dark, and my eyelashes long. The picture was completed by a wellproportioned nose, small mouth and lips, and white teeth that gave a wonderful glow to my ruby lips. In the royal
palace, which was the gathering spot for the choicest of lovely women, there was no face prettier or lovelier than
mine. Truly, I was a beautiful, adorable child. My play and prattle, likewise, was all sweet and engaging. Among
my father’s wives and other occupants of the royal palace I enjoyed a special regard which was almost a source of
trouble and annoyance.
No sooner did I step outside, eager to go about my play, than I was accosted at every moment by the ladies
passing to and fro. Their kisses and caresses resulted in delay and cost me precious play time. Soon I began to
sense when I was about to be trapped. Making my escape, I ran as fast as I could and flung myself into my
nanny’s arms. If one of the women gave chase and finally succeeded in taking a kiss, I wiped my face in
resentment, and with my large, dark eyes cast a reproachful look at her.

131

I had five or six playmates—all passably bright girls, though they belonged to the middle ranks of society.
While they were all older than me in age, none was as intelligent. Often when we were at play, sewing or playing
with something else, they would do something wrong and infuriate me. Beating them with my little white hands, I
would resume playing with myself after having punished them.
Here I will give you a brief physical description of these playmates, my playroom, and the toys with which I
diverted myself during my childhood. These girls were all deprived of education and manners. Their talk was very
simple and slang-ridden. A couple of them were pretty to look at. One was fair-skinned with blond hair and blue
eyes, always sad and thoughtful, gentle and meek, but also mischievous and inquisitive. She spent most of her
time singing and making music. The other girl was darker, with a thick head of black hair and large eyes that were
slightly askew. She was a frivolous chatterbox, a fairly good dancer, and an extraordinary buffoon. She invented a
new joke or some nonsensical trick at every moment, and laughed with such raucousness that my nanny often lost
her temper and swore at her. The other girls were not much different. Each had her individual character, but none
was suitable company for a young girl. In fact, it was necessary to eschew such companions.
Every kind of toy was plentifully available to me, but I had an uncommon enthusiasm for music. I would have
had no complaints if playing the piano and the organ had constituted my only play. Almost the entire day was thus
spent in play. In the evenings I usually visited His Imperial Majesty, my enthroned and revered father.\fn{ Naser-alDin Shah (1831-1896) was the fourth ruler of the Qajar Dynasty (1848-1896) } He always said something in my praise before
caressing me lovingly. Then he gave me a present of some sort. Pulling a gold coin out of his pocket, for instance,
he would often say,
“This girl is very pretty, like one of Fath ‘Ali Shah’s princesses!”\fn{ Fat′h Ali Shah Qajar (1772-1834) was the second
ruler of the Qajar Dynasty (1797-1834)}
I held my father in such awe that whenever I glanced at him I burst into tears, and regardless of all his efforts
to mollify me I would not be consoled. Having never laid eyes on any man other than my father, I found him
extraordinary and formidable. As for the money that I received from him, I would bring it with great alacrity to
my beloved nanny and offer it to her tenderly. She would kiss me and promise to buy me another toy.
Now I must tell you something about the setup of my father’s harem and the behavior of its inhabitants. No
doubt you will laugh at me as you read this section. You consider me an educated woman, not a scholar in all
areas of learning, and therefore will find it odd that here I must be the engineer. But my dear teacher! Surely you
realize that your pupil is better informed than you give her credit for.
The royal palace was situated in the middle of the town, bounded by walls and called “The Citadel.” Inside,
there was a large, extensive courtyard, laid out in the style of a hundred years ago. On all sides of this building—
north, south, east, and west—rooms had been built along the perimeter, one connected to another, two floors high.
At the center of the courtyard stood a three-story structure, hemmed in by a blue fence. Truly, the landscape
appeared like a beautiful European hat trimmed according to the fashion of the time. This building, to which only
my father had access, was known as “the sleeping quarters.” The care of the building had been entrusted to Agha
Nun, chief eunuch and assistant to the harem custodian. He also held all the keys to the royal quar ters and the
harem doors, both within and without.
It behooves me here to describe this chief eunuch to you. About forty years of age, he was sallow-complexioned, ugly and repulsive, and had a strident voice. When he announced the qoroq,\fn{“The designation of certain
areas (such as the royal harem, hunting grounds, and resorts) as off-limits to anyone but the person of the king” } especially, his voice
could be heard from a great distance. He wore a white sash around his perpetually dirty blue frock from which
hung an enormous bunch of keys, and he carried a sturdy cane in his hands. Exceptionally cruel and fearfess, he
treated everyone with a cold reserve. He had special charge of the entrance to the andarun\fn{“The women’s and
children’s inner residential quarters, physically separated from the exterior quarters of dwellings” } and jealously watched all the
comings and goings. No one entered or left the seraglio without his permission. Even His Majesty the Sultan’s
wives, after obtaining their husband’s leave, needed to be dismissed by Agha Nuri Khan. If he saw fit, he could
deny them permission. The thirty or forty eunuchs who served in the harem had all been committed to his charge
by the harem custodian. He took his job very seriously and was far more attentive and exacting than his master.
The care of all the ladies had been entrusted to him.
Illiterate in Persian, all he had learned was the Qur’an, so that he could recite from it aloud when he was not
busy. I know nothing of his lineage, except that he came from peasant stock. As a child he was brought into the
seraglio and trained by my father, growing up in the royal household. From a young age he had cultivated the soul
of cruelty and despotism as his second nature, and this rigidity and harshness had raised him to higher positions
and given him the authority to command. To cite one instance, if someone was in the throes of death and needed a
doctor, and Agha Nuri happened to be in the bath, the patient had to die without the benefit of a doctor’s visit. It
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was unthinkable for a man to enter the harem unless accompanied by Agha Nun. Such, in short, was the guardian
and second-in-command of the harem and the surrounding residences.
The adjoining apartments were distributed amongst all the ladies related to the sovereign. Some of the interior
courtyards had outer sections which also contained residences. His Imperial Majesty, my father, had about eighty
wives and concubines, each of whom had about ten or twenty maidservants and domestics. The number of women
in the harem thus reached some five or six hundred. Moreover, every day the wives, concubines, or domestics
received numerous relatives and visitors, so that there was a constant flood of about eight or nine hundred women
in the harem. In addition, each lady had a residence, a stipend, and the requirements—maidservants, menservants,
and all the household necessities—to live outside the harem. Seldom did two ladies share the same house; the
exception was when new wives, chosen from villages in the vicinity, were committed to the care of other ladies to
be educated in etiquette. Later, they were given houses of their own.
Among all these ladies only seven or eight had children, the rest remaining childless. The royal concubines
were housed in another courtyard under the control of an overseer. The concubines were Turkomans or Kurds who
had been captured in the Turkoman battles, all of them beautiful. Aside from being concubines, they were also
temporary wives. The overseer was a Turkoman woman called Aqol Baga Khanimm. Competent, distinguished,
well-educated, and benevolent, she was a capable manager of the concubines. She managed both their expenses
and their stipends. Each of them received a certain sum of money from the government for additional
expenditures.
Amina Aqdas, too, managed her own separate operation and controlled a small royal treasury. Through the
good offices of her nephew, she enjoyed a special closeness to the royal person. This respected personage was a
Kurd from a tribe of peasants and nomads in Garrus. Previously she had served Jayran, who had enjoyed His
Majesty the Sultan’s particular regard and affection. When Jayran died, she had become governess to Babri Khan
the cat. After the death and disappearance of the cat, her nephew, who had been its playmate, gained greater
access to His Majesty the Sultan. Little by little, thanks to her nephew, this slave woman climbed up to the highest
ranks.
I feel compelled now to describe this beloved cat who had been the cause of the advancement of Amina
Aqdas’s family. Viewed through the lens of impartiality, this omnipotent Sultan whom we consider the most wellfavored man of his time was, in fact, exceptionally unfortunate, for he had succumbed to a weakness for women,
accumulating a large number of them in his harem. Owing to the petty jealousies with which womankind has been
endowed by heaven, a sultan as mighty as this dared not display his love to his wives or chil dren. So overcome
was he by his passions and carnal desires, and so absorbed in his worldly delights, that he had even forgotten his
regal privileges. Since every human being needs a confidant or a friend who will be uppermost in his affections,
this powerful yet overpowered sovereign, out of regard for his wives, had directed all his love to this animal, even
preferring it to the rest of his family. I have seen pictures of the cat in all the royal apartments: a bristly calico
with beautiful, dainty eyes. This cat was decked with all manner of fine, expensive trimmings and fed with
sumptuous foods. Waited on like a human, it had servants and paid attendants, the aforementioned Amina Aqdas
being its nanny.
O my dear teacher! My eyes have welled up with tears out of pity for the miseries of kings. For myself, too, I
am overcome by sorrow. What people consider the means of happiness—kingship, glory, wealth, comfort,
ambition—I look upon with disgust. There is no bliss to be found among men. If there were, it must be sought in
sterling qualities of the soul, in asceticism and total seclusion. Here one of Arthur Brennerman’s\fn{ Unable to
trace:H} thoughts comes to mind. He writes:
What is happiness? How can one obtain it and what is the best way of preserving it? Man has been pondering this
question since the dawn of creation. Many are the labors he has expended and many the ideas he has considered in an
attempt to understand it. But up to now he has been unable to find the correct answer. Before the temple of man was
dressed with the cloak of life and the human species came into existence, animals had had the same debate, according
to their nature. Even Satan, when fulfilling his obligations of servitude in the heavens, was vexed by the same thought.
Undoubtedly, Adam posed the same question to Eve. It is a question that has been asked from time immemorial.
*
People of all races and groups meditate on it. It will form the subject of conversations for millions of years to come.
For example, we construe happiness to lie in a man’s tying a red cravat around his neck and fastening a brilliant diamond pin to it. Avron, who dedicated thirty years of his life to experimenting and examining the nature of insects,
considered himself to be happy. Rockefeller has been amassing dollars for thirty years, believing this to be the key to
happiness. Children imagine themselves happy with crying and screaming, old men with silence and peace.
*
One man goes to explore the North Pole and exposes himself to numerous perils, confronting death a thousand
times; but he is content with his plight. Another goes to a well-established inn, seats himself at the table, and delights
his taste buds with various delicacies, thinking, “The meaning of happiness is this, and the blissful one is such as I.”
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Mark Antony found happiness in love, Brutus in glory, Julius Caesar in power; the first was disgraced, the second
despised, the third repudiated. All three fell victim to murder. The Roman emperor Marcus Aurelius has said, “Happiness lies not in intellectual debates, nor in wealth and fame, nor in gluttony and sensual pleasures. Where, then, is it
found? In performing actions which call for intelligence. I now know that ultimate happiness can change according to
the differing conditions of time and place, and that it is impossible to describe it within the clear boundaries of precise
definition. One must say, therefore, that an intelligent person finds happiness in performing deeds which benefit
humankind.”

How much better it would have been if, for instance, my imperial father had devoted himself to the cause of
humanity, to the betterment of his nation and of education and the arts, rather than to an animal? Had he not been
so uxorious and so corrupted with carnal pleasures, and instead spent every hour of his life in governance and
advancement of agriculture, how much better off we would be today! And rather than being compelled to describe
his cat to you in this history, how much more grand it would be if I wrote of his kindness to his subjects, of his
quest for learning, of the principal royal accomplishments! And if I could inscribe him as fortunate rather than
miserable, how glad my heart would be at this hour! Alas, my dear teacher! In that day and age everyone
wallowed in ignorance, deprived even of the breath of humanity. So tainted were they by baseness and evil that
the damage they have wrought cannot be remedied for centuries to come.
At any rate, I have no recourse but to resume a tale which, despite being about a cat, should occasion no
wonderment. As this cat reached the apex of its happiness and glory, the women found their husband constantly
occupied with the poor creature. Growing jealous and resentful, they took recourse to means that are particularly
the domain of women. With the large sums of money at their command, they paid someone to seize the cat and
hurl it to its doom in a deep well, thereby robbing my poor imperial father of the one joy he had in life.
I find it appropriate to set down an admonition to you: the jealous one is never free from hardship. Owing to
this vice, he is in a state of confused bondage throughout his life. I want to tell you a story that I just remembered
having read in a novel about two friends.
Two girls went to Russia for a visit. They had been friends and schoolmates from early childhood, and actually
bore some kinship to each other. Both were wealthy and pretty. Stopping in one of the charming towns in Russia,
they spent their days in excursions and sight-seeing, their nights at the theater and the ballet. These two girls were
so close and united as to be almost one soul in two bodies. As it chanced, one of the girls fell in love with a noble
youth, and he reciprocated her affection. They decided to get married. The other girl, the bosom friend, found
herself engulfed in an ocean of jealousy, sinking to the depths of despair and sorrow. It was planned for the couple
to return to her home town where they would solemnize their union. During the return trip, the jealous girl saw
that matters were at an end and her friend had been wooed and won. She plotted to poison the youth, and
succeeded in her plan. His sudden death aroused the suspicion of the townspeople, whereupon the two girls were
arrested. After she confessed to her guilt, the poor jealous girl was condemned by the law to life imprisonment.
Now be fair! Are envy and jealousy worthy of man—him who is the noblest of creation, him who is endowed
with all the divine qualities? No, it cannot be! Another point should not be forgotten: the jealous one will never
attain his goal.
At any rate, after the disappearance of the cat, His Majesty the sovereign took the harshest measures, but to no
avail. The cat was dead and gone, its return from the realm of the spirits quite impossible. Therefore, the child
companion and playmate of the cat now became the object of royal attention, took the cat’s place, and was given
the title “Manija” (Malijak). The same courtesies and privileges enjoyed by the cat were bestowed, twofold, on
this child.
Let me now write something of the parentage and appearance of this person, whose path crossed mine
numerous times in my life. Know him well, and keep in mind his fine character and noble virtues.
This child seemed almost blind; that is to say, he suffered so much pain in his eyes that they were chronically
red and ugly. Despite his finery and his closeness to the royal person, he was excessively dirty. He was sallowcomplexioned, unpleasant to look at, and uncommonly short. In its attempt to silence the complaints of this
darling child, Nature had also rendered him mute and unintelligible. He was illiterate and bereft of any learning,
not even having heard the words “education” and “civilization.” Some twenty or thirty boys from the middle
ranks of society were his playmates, or to use a loftier term, “page boys.” Day and night he was occupied in
mischief, running all over the courtyard and pestering the ladies and guests. No one had the authority to question
his behavior or call him to account. He pelted the ladies with dirt and stones, rather than with flowers, in the
summer and with snowballs in the winter. He was not averse to any manner of wild, uncouth behavior and had a
mean streak in him, even to the point of attempting murder. One day, for instance, he fired a gun at a eunuch
named ‘Abdollah and wounded him in the leg for fun; the unfortunate man still carries that souvenir of the boy’s
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childhood and walks with a limp. The child’s father had been a shepherd in Garrus. Such is the character,
appearance, and parentage of this person whom we will meet several times in the course of this narrative.
Every year, from the first month in spring His Majesty my father would set off on his trips, spending the better
part of spring, summer, and autumn traveling. He was especially attached to hunting and horse riding. His first
stop would be Sorkhe Hesar for ashpazan,\fn{Broth-making} one of the favorite recreations of the ladies. Although
you surely know all about it, I will describe it here again for you.
A tent, twenty meters by twenty meters, was set up along one of the long avenues of the orchard. On two sides
of the tent they would lay out trays with every kind of food, and all the dignitaries, nobles, and ministers had to
work on the cleaning and preparation. After the food had been cleaned, my father would pour it into the pot with
his own hands. The others would follow suit with the rest of the food and get busy with the cooking. While the
food was being prepared, musicians would play their instruments and dancers would dance. After the show, the
ladies would walk about to view the gardens. When they returned, the cooks would serve the meal. The food was
exceptionally delicious, such that one could never get enough. After ashpazan, he would go to Saltanatabad or
Niyavaran, and then on to Posht-e Kuh.
Another pastime of my father’s was horse racing, which took place every New Year’s eve. Some of the
activities which had at first been recreational later became part of the royal routine, and their occurrence became
obligatory. Among them were the tournaments of the valiants. Every year the sovereign would ascend the marble
throne, watching from the threshold as the sportsmen wrestled. This show was not without interest; in fact, it was
quite amusing.
Throughout the day, the ladies had recourse to such pastimes. It is impossible for man to conjure up in the
realm of his imagination a sweeter, easier life. In the course of the year they were not visited by any grief,
difficulty, pain or bitterness. I am sure that if someone had asked one of them, “What is suffering?” she would
have gaped in amazement at the questioner, unable to answer the question, incapable even of understanding it.
Thus it was that when the sun of their fortunes set, and they were expelled from the palace after the assassination
of the king, most of them died in a very short time and little remained of them.
This child I have been describing entered the scene before I was born. What I write here was narrated to me by
my nanny at times when she wanted to put me to sleep. When I was a little older, and somewhat more
understanding, this child had grown and was between ten and twelve years of age.
Before I go on with my story, it is necessary also to give you a picture of the character and habits of the ladies.
These ladies often banded together in friendship two or three at a time. They spent most of the day entertaining
and playing laskana. (Laskana consists of playing with colorful and ludicrous masks cut out of cardboard.)
Talking and laughing together, they would pass the day until it was time for dinner. All of them were religious and
dutifully observed the prayers and the fast. Each tried to outdo the others in dressing up, primping and trying to
appear extraordinary so as to attract the attention of the Shah. Every evening, without fail, they would spend two
or three hours on their colorful clothes and toilette, turn themselves into goddesses, and appear in His Majesty’s
presence.
He found no distinction in any of them, however; except for one who was the beloved of his heart and who
enjoyed his special regard. This was a young woman, about twenty years of age, tall, dark-haired. and ivory-com plexioned. Her eyes were incomparably beautiful and languid, her eyelashes turned up and long. She was amiable
and pleasant. With all the affection the Sultan poured out on her, she was humble and kind, very simple and
unaffected. Her father was a gardener wholly devoid of the ways of civilization.
It is important for us to take recognition of this woman. After the assassination of His Majesty, certain
malevolent individuals and others who were jealous of her but could not display their hostility earlier, found ways
of slandering and casting aspersions on her. But I know her to be untainted by this crime. Even if she had no
affection for my father, she would have valued her personal privileges and not have consented to his murder and
her own downfall.
I wish I were a competent writer like Victor Hugo or Monsieur Rousseau and could write this history in sweet
and delightful language. Alas, I can write but simply and poorly.
Such was His Majesty the Sultan’s seraglio. Now that we know everyone well and are acquainted with their
characters, let us go back to our story.
2
When I was seven, I was put in school by order of His Majesty and given a teacher, a private tutor, and a
eunuch. I must acquaint you here with this dear teacher of my childhood years. He was a man of about thirty, with
a massive beard and black eyes and eyebrows that seemed to run into each other. A native of Gilan, he was
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passably educated. He was the son of a judge and considered the judgeship a hereditary bequest. Upon the death
of his father, however, his uncle took over the judgeship, and this man took shelter in the Grand Vizier’s house. In
order to be rid of this refugee, the Grand Vizier had him appointed as my teacher.
My tutor was a dear maternal relative: my grandmother’s uncle. This beloved uncle was a khan. On days when
audiences were granted, he would don his military helmet, hold a gold-tipped feather in his hand and present
himself at court. After the audiences, he would sit at home with nothing to do. The dear man was between forty
and fifty years old—very dignified, well-respected, cautious and honest. He wore a very long beard.
I was taken to school and received the honorific robes amid celebrations. But I was very downcast to be
deprived of the freedom of play and separated from my beautiful toys, my darling dolls. On most days I was out
of sorts with my teacher and tutor, and no palliative could induce me to study. Short on alternatives, they beat my
female playmates in order to discipline them, but such beating had no effect on me. I was very stubborn and
headstrong, obeyed no one, and did as I pleased. I paid no attention to the reprimands and admonitions of adults,
considering myself fully invested with intelligence and absolute authority. This was because from the time when I
first became conscious of the world, I had seen nothing but submission, reverence, and humility displayed toward
me. I was given everything that I asked for, so I could not bear unkind treatment and was easily offended.
My teacher had no choice but to forgo teaching. He became, instead, a storyteller, narrating tales all day long.
Few were his attempts to teach me anything. Nevertheless, I overlooked no opportunity to harass him, constantly
hoping that he would fall ill or die so that I could regain my freedom for a few days and resume my mischievous
play. As it happened, however, this man was young and of a sound constitution, and never fell ill. One Friday I
told my page boy playmates,
“If you do something to make our teacher ill and confined to bed for a few days, I’ll give you a large share of
my toys.”
They agreed and decided on a plan to plague him. On Saturday, when we went to school, one of the page boys,
named ‘Abbas Khan, placed a large quantity of gunpowder under the teacher’s seat and extended the fuse to the
door of the room. When we were dismissed for lunch, he lit the fuse. The poor teacher, totally oblivious to all that
was happening, sat back on his cushion, and suddenly the gunpowder went off. With all his clothes going up in
smoke, the poor teacher was completely burned from his waist down.
We were dismissed for the afternoon and freed from our lessons for about a week. Later it was discovered that
this prank had been at my behest. Some four blows of the cane on my hands ensured that I never again committed
an incivility against my teacher. Having never been beaten before, I was laid up in bed for a week or so by the
blows of that cane.
I spent every holiday playing, completely carefree, and made no effort whatsoever to prepare myself for the
lessons the teacher was going to teach. One year passed in this manner. In fact, most of my education consisted in
what I have described. If we look at the situation objectively, though, the teacher really knew barely more than he
taught us; all he wanted to do was earn a living and make ends meet. Ah misery, that I was unfortunate enough
never to have a good, understanding teacher and thus remain deprived of progress in life. Today I see clearly that
an illiterate human is baser than inanimate matter.
“It is knowledge man must embody in him self, for even matter has life in its mass.”
Making progress means drawing closer to truth and happiness. Just as it lies beyond man's ability to
encompass the realities of all things, so is it tremendously difficult to attain total happiness—so much so that man
even denies its existence. Yet, despite all this, man is empowered to some measure to recognize truth and find
happiness. The law of creation has deprived us of understanding the meaning of many things; but to this
involuntary deprivation we have added a deprivation by choice. What we can understand, we refuse to
comprehend. That measure of comfort and happiness which it is possible for us to have, we give up. And why?
Because we lack that guide whose name is knowledge.
Despite his weak frame, man subdues by his overwhelming hand not only powerful beasts of prey, but the
forces of nature as well. He transforms dry land into sea and sea into dry land. He passes over the roaring waves
of the ocean and through formidable tunnels in towering mountains. He traverses the length and breadth of the
earth—enormous though it is—with the powerful forces of electricity and steam. He compre hends the essence of
the matter on the earth’s surface and the dimensions and movement of celestial spheres. Unraveling the secrets of
the marvels of creation, he knows how to provide the means of prosperity for his kind. What is the source of this
extraordinary power that encompasses happiness and ensures union? Undoubtedly, it is knowledge. Power,
wealth, lofty ideas, good character, progress of all kinds—these are all the products of knowledge. Thus, we can
theorize that progress ensues from knowledge.
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But alas, a thousand times alas, that through history women have found the door of knowledge closed in their
face and discovered no guide or teacher. For this very reason, my education was severely limited, ultimately
nonexistent, and my eternal loss came to be my companion and mate.
On his return from Paris, Bismarck remarked that he was taking all his conspicuous victories away with him.
He told all those present,
“We prevailed over France thanks to school teachers.”
A scholar who has taken exception to these words says that the influence of teachers in educating children and
shaping their personalities is unquestionable, but that Bismarck has neglected to mention the moral force
represented by the influence of mothers. The child profits from the teacher’s guidance only when its education at
home has been well managed. If a child’s conduct begins to degenerate, if he is overcome by improper manners
that etch themselves into the tablet of his character, what can the teacher do with him then?
I have been wrongly disparaging my teacher here. Suppose they had appointed Plato or Aristotle instead of my
teacher from Gilan. What could either of them have done with my perversity and willfulness and disobedience?
Had they tried to tame me through harshness or fear, my nanny would not have stood for it and would have
stopped them.
Spending a year in school in this manner, I reached the age of eight, whereupon I began to hear my nannies
and my aunt frequently talk about my wedding—about how I would take a husband and how they would receive
clothes and sweets. Such talk gave me immense pleasure, for I thought of unbridled freedom and a house of my
own. Often, instead of stories, the talk centered on the wedding and instructions for my future life. I listened with
rapt attention, recording everything in memory. So greatly had they diminished my future husband in my
estimation and hoisted me over him as superior, that in the realm of fancy I had dreamt up a score of tortures and
torments for him and considered it a game and a diversion for myself. Then, unfortunately, what I had feared
came to pass.
The previous year my mother had given birth to a son. This boy was very delicate and beautiful, with curly
black hair. My mother loved him very much. Since I was petulant with her and bestowed all my affection on my
nanny, my mother bore no special love for me. Furthermore, owing to the strange predictions and particular
aspirations of the time, the boy received preferential treatment. This was supposed to be a subtle form of
preference, not an obvious one. But I was so intelligent and alert that they could not hide anything from me.
Sensing this partiality on my mother's part, I felt slighted and became more withdrawn from her. Sometimes I felt
so unhappy that I considered myself the most unfortunate human being. From that time I began to develop a great
hardness of heart, setting off on my journey through life with a condition akin to lunacy. This situation had also
caused me to withdraw somewhat from my beloved nanny and aunt, and I was moping constantly.
I could not recognize jealousy because I did not know what it was, nor had I heard the word. Each time my
mother kissed my brother or caressed him, my heart fluttered and my forehead broke out in a cold sweat. So I had
vowed to myself that I would never love anyone and would treat everyone badly. In fact, even today the idea
remains with me, and I often find myself unnecessarily and unconsciously causing my friends pain.
But when I think about it, I see that it was uncalled for and there was no hostility intended, aside from the
obstinacy and hostility that had entered my heart as a child. So it is that one must acquire everything in childhood
and learn the things required of a civilized human being.
At this time, numerous suitors for me were coming and going. My father would not give his consent, saying,
“She is only a child; she cannot have a husband!” However, with a view to my mother’s antipathy, he had not
revealed his true plan.
3
One morning when I was in his presence and a number of ladies were standing nearby, several eunuchs came
in carrying trays on their heads. When the covers were lifted from the trays, a large quantity of expensive toys and
splendid precious jewelry presented itself to view. Everyone wondered what this was and for whom it was
intended. After a lengthy silence my father said,
“Aziz!\fn{Aziz al-Soltan, Malijk} These are yours. Give them to any girl you want.”
The boy had been advised earlier to choose me as his betrothed. However, one of my half-sisters, who was
about two years older than I, had also been made a candidate for marriage to Aziz. Her mother, having cajoled and
threatened the boy’s nanny, had won her over to her side and had made the servant promise that Aziz would
choose her daughter. The boy had acquiesced in the plan. As soon as my father had spoken, the boy picked up a
ring and put it on my sister’s finger, saying,
“S-s-s-sir, I ch-ch-chchoose th-th-this girl as my b-b-b-betrothed!” My father embraced him and said,
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“My dear Aziz! Your betrothed is this other girl, and it is my wish that you have her.” The boy stuttered again,
“V-v-v-very well!” My mother who was present shouted,
“Oh, I would sooner poison my daughter and end her life than consent to such a son-in-law. Isn’t it a pity to
give my darling, sweet girl to this child whose parentage is well known and whose appearance is so repulsive?”
It needs no telling what effect these harsh words about Aziz had on my father. He raised his voice like a roar of
thunder and bellowed,
“What did you say? Do you wish to die? Is it in your power to choose for my daughter?”
Pandemonium broke loose. With great difficulty they took my mother out of his sight, while I stood rooted to
the spot.
Nevertheless, as I write to you now, I recall that I wished my mother had not interfered and I had, in fact, been
given to him in marriage. Not that I understood what a husband was or knew the meaning of love. All I knew was
that if I were married I would leave home and no longer see my mother coddling my brother. Besides, there were
some exquisite dolls in the trays which I could not bear to lose. I longed for someone to give them to me at once
so that I could run to my playroom and smash and tear them apart. My mother’s objections had emboldened the
boy and he said,
“I w-w-want the same g-g-girl. I d-d-d-don’t want this g-g-g-girl!”
Everyone congratulated him. It was almost a formal engagement, and the dolls and jewelry were taken to my
sister’s house. I came home angry and unhappy. As soon as I walked in my mother called me and said, '
“Why are you here? What did you come back for? Go back to your father. Or if you want to remain in my
house don’t go to your father any more!”
I went crying to my room. Throwing myself on the bed, I wept bitterly. Later I dozed off, overcome by sleep.
In a dream I saw an expanse of meadow in which numerous people of all kinds were walking about. Laden with
jewels and extravagant clothes, I was also taking in the sights. Gradually the people began to descend on me,
snatching away my ornaments and jewels and leaving me naked. Like a helpless dove trapped in the claws of
falcons, I was at the mercy of these people who were pulling off my feathers one by one.
I woke up terrified and started to cry again. My nanny entered the room and found me in that state. Deeply
moved, she held me in her arms, kissed me and asked why I was crying. I told her about the day’s events, my
mother’s anger, and the dream. She let out a moan and said,
“In order to be happy in life, it’s not enough for one to enjoy a high position or belong to royalty or be as pretty
as you are. Many other things are necessary for well-being which I will teach you if I live long enough.”
With great difficulty she calmed me down and engaged me in play. Soon I had forgotten the episode entirely.
The interpretation of the dream and the meaning of my nanny’s words came to me several years later. In due time
I will tell you what they are.
Soon after, the chief custodian in Khorasan sent for a bride, and it fell to my unfortunate lot. My father and
mother had almost come to the point of agreement, and it was not long before I was to be married off and sent to
Khorasan. When I learned of this, I began to cry and refused to be separated from my kindred, my father and
mother, and begged not to be given to this suitor.
My wish was granted and the suitor went away rejected. Shortly after this, one of my father’s wives who was a
princess and related to the royal family sought me for her nephew. At the time, the family had few worldly posses sions and did not hold any important offices. So my mother refused the offer.
Many were the suitors who would thus appear in the morning, only to disappear by evening. Finally, one day
someone came from the house of Anis al-Dawla, one of my father’s wives, and summoned me on her behalf.
I must describe this venerable lady to you briefly. She was of peasant stock from the district of Emama. During
one of my father’s visits to that area, he had seen her in the desert and asked her a few questions. The girl had
answered his questions sweetly and engagingly, and had won his heart. Bringing her back with him to his harem,
my father had entrusted her to the same Jayran whom I mentioned earlier.
When Jayran died, her house and furniture were given to this girl, who also inherited Jayran’s mantle of
respect and devotion. So intelligent and upstanding was she that, despite being homely, she held the first rank in
character and respectability. At the time of our story she was about thirty. Of medium stature, she was very
simple, gentle and dignified. Her tan face was ordinary, even ugly, but quite commanding. All the wives of foreign
ambassadors were received at her house where they were admitted into His Majesty’s presence on festive and
formal occasions.
This great, well-respected lady had no children. She bore a special love for me and treated me like her own
child. All the influential and noble families and all the wives of ministers and other functionaries were also
received at her house. Most petitions were submitted through her because when she presented them to the
sovereign they were accepted.
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This spiritual mother of mine had chosen a fiancé for me from a noble, aristocratic family and on this day had
called me to her house so that I could be seen. After we had made our entrances and gone through the formalities,
she seated me by her side, as usual, and kissed me. She spoke about various things and asked me about the games
I liked to play. I replied in sweet, measured tones, giving clever answers to her questions. Occasionally making
childish gestures, I gave added emphasis to my words.
Soon I realized that a large, stately woman was sitting in the room, listening carefully to my childish prattle
and smiling. Little by little, I became friendly with her and we began to talk. Meanwhile, an eight-year-old boy,
very light-skinned and fat but also very sweet and appealing, entered the room in military uniform and head piece
and, going directly to the lady, planted himself between her knees.
Looking at him, I felt terrified and stood up impulsively. All their entreaties that I stay were to no avail. Deeply
scared and sad at the same time, I left the room. My earlier cheerfulness and sense of joy vanished completely,
giving way to dejection. Returning home, I went to my mother. In response to her numerous questions I could
only sigh. Finally, she left me to myself and asked my nanny for an explanation. My nanny said,
“It seems this lady has approached Anis al-Dawla regarding a bride for her son. Among the girls, she has
chosen this one.”
My dear teacher! Even at this hour, when almost twenty-two years separate us from that day and age, I cannot
control the nervous trembling that I feel as I write this. Perforce I must lay down my pen for an hour or so and
heave wrenching but unavailing sighs. Truly, what greater misfortune could one suffer than to have to take a
husband in childhood, at the age of eight? Especially if it was not her heart and mind that had chosen him but
rather the wishes of her mother and elders, who nurtured empty and illusive hopes. It seems to me that in my
lifetime I have lived under a cloud of misfortune and vexation, all of it beginning from that ill-fated day.
A point which I have mentioned before bears repetition: throughout my life, believing in intimations of the
heart, I have had premonitions of everything that was to happen to me. That day I began to feel an incredible
oppressiveness and heartache that has been with me since; I have always been sorrow-stricken and depressed. I
had a sense then that this marriage would be followed-by profound misery. The thought of that lady and her son
produced in me a headache, a quivering of the nerves, and a knot in the heart that reduced me to tears.
Two or three days passed, but I continued to feel dejected. Nothing could take away my unhappiness—not my
mother’s kindness, or my nanny’s caresses, or excursions and amusements and games. I could not even smile.
Finally, my delicate constitution could not endure this agony any longer. I fell ill and was confined to bed with
what the ladies referred to as chicken pox. My smooth, pretty face was spangled with red pockmarks.
As I lay sick and almost unconscious with a high fever, my mother was negotiating the terms of the marriage.
Since it was Anis al-Dawla who was asking for my hand on behalf of the bridegroom’s mother, my father also
gave his consent, albeit with reluctance. He did stipulate, however, that while we could celebrate the engagement
right away, the nuptials would have to wait until I was at least twenty. Satisfied with this arrangement, both parties
quickly made plans for an engagement ceremony and began work on the preparations.
I recovered slowly from my illness and felt somewhat better. To welcome me back, my playmates talked of
nothing but the wedding. Unlike the previous times, however, when I had listened eagerly and with pleasure to
such talk, now I could only listen in dumb sadness, answering with a sigh. What had happened to reduce me to
such grief? What had turned me away from play, from running about and enjoying myself? I asked myself this
question a thousand times, but found no answer. Day by day I became thinner and my eyes became more
spiritless, losing their luster.
The arrangements for the betrothal, to be celebrated with a lavish spread of confections, were concluded and
the ceremony began; the day that I had dreaded with hopelessness had arrived. While the members of my family
were busy enjoying themselves and having a grand time—and, indeed, for a child of eight such music and singing
and celebration and noise can be enormously entertaining—I was dumbfounded, turning this way and that like a
drunkard. Wholly insensible to what I felt, people construed my behavior as bashfulness and embarrassment, and,
satisfied with this explanation, they left me to myself.
The true reason for my suffering, however, was unknown to all, myself included.
All the noble and aristocratic families, all the prominent princesses had received invitations from Anis alDawla. It was a phenomenal spectacle. Every part of that large courtyard rippled with colors and patterns and
arrays, and the sparkle from the diamonds was blinding.
I was taken to a secluded courtyard for my toilette. One of my father's wives was a competent bride stylist,
aptly named Delbar Khanum (Lady Coquette). Every bride that she dressed up was honored by the sovereign with
an expensive piece of gold cloth. I distinctly remember feeling that I was about to die under the weight of the gold
cloth and the jewelry and constantly cursing that unpropitious day.
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All the little girls who were my age were gathered in this courtyard. A small band of musicians and dancers
had been picked and brought here to perform. There was music everywhere, and the throngs of people had raised
a tremendous hubbub. Almost a thousand platters of confections and fruit and several gold trays filled with
colorful jewelry had been prepared for this celebration. An enormous company of officials, administrators, and
aristocrats was led around the courtyard to the accompaniment of music and finally brought to our house. The
group had to move very slowly and deliberately so that they could scrutinize all the gifts the guests had brought
and, considering what had been given to the bride, estimate her value.
Ay me! Like a captive slave with all her outward accoutrements I was sold off to a husband whom I had not
had a chance to observe and to whose character I was not accustomed. This lifelong mate of mine I had accepted
in theory, nurturing in my imagination merely the idea of husband and wholly oblivious of a husband’s sweeping
prerogatives. Yet, I must be married off to the tune of a thousand platters of sweets and fruit, five or six trays of
gold and silver and pearls and jewels, and several sealed envelopes containing cash!
Ah misery! Of mankind’s great misfortunes one is this, that one must take a wife or husband according to the
wishes of one’s parents. This bizarre custom does not stand to reason and is contrary to law. Here the Europeans
are right—but then they surpass us in all areas of learning and progress. It is a source of regret to me that we
should be so ignorant as to be incapable of distinguishing between right and wrong. If we lack something, why
can we not learn it from others at least? Man must always strive with determination to provide for his future, for
the past has slipped through his fingers and at present he is a moribund patient whose life is ebbing every
moment. Flawless and perfect natures, when subjected to worthless companionship for a length of time, become
vulnerable. Man must always choose his eternal companion well, and get to know her thoroughly before making
his choice, so that he does not ruin his life and fall prey to temptation.
To make a long story short, they took inventory of all the contents of the trays and locked up the valuables.
After lunch, which was accompanied by tremendous noise and hoopla, I was taken to the conclave. I remember
clearly my pink silk brocade dress, covered with gold lace and other patterns. It resembled the costume of dancers
who performed at the theater: a short camisole which puffed up with the aid of a device attached to springs. To
this was added a thin lacework veil fully covered with silver embroidery. Around my head was tied what they
called a “Qajari-style” headpiece, consisting of cloth and cotton; two long artificial ears, inlaid with gems and
covered with glossy gold coins, protruded from my head.
I looked quite ludicrous. When I was given a mirror to take a look at myself I was shocked. A face so naturally
pretty had been painted with rouge and ceruse and been transformed completely from its likeness. My eyebrows
had been reduced by half, the hairs painstakingly and painfully removed with a tweezers. Using mascara, they had
shaped them into perfectly smooth arcs. So thick was the coat of paint on my face that all the natural contrasts of
my complexion had disappeared. In addition, they had applied a thick layer of rouge to my lips. I was quite a
sight.
A thousand braziers were lit for burning incense and wild rue. Two people were to lead me by the arm and I
had to shut my eyes and follow them, pretending to be blind. Such was the custom. If the bride opened her eyes,
then she was immodest and uncivilized.
They led me, as I was, first to my father. After I had kissed his feet, he showered me with much kindness and
praise. Then I was taken to the feast and seated on a golden chair, and gold and silver coins were tossed over my
head with cheers and bravos. It was quite comical that my feet were half a meter off the floor. I was so little they
had to carry me upstairs. The day and all the tumult that was raised to mark the beginning of my wretchedness
came to an end, and I was released from the yoke of suffering.
On this day a strange thing happened that caused me much grief.
Aziz al-Soltan, my erstwhile fiancé, became jealous, regretted his earlier choice, and kicked up a big fuss. First
he had a brief discussion with my father asking him to switch the brides, and was turned down. In despair he
started to disrupt the meeting, flinging so many snowballs and ice pellets at honored guests and passersby that
they began to protest vociferously and made a row. The boy felt that he was in love with me.
It is remarkable that, despite his ugliness, his love had gradually begun to attract me; as a result, he was raising
a commotion. I was not at fault here; however many virtues a child has, he still mimics his parents’ behavior. The
love my father bore this boy was not a condemnable childish affection. And although I had grown up harsh and
cold, yet sometimes I acted in an impulsive and mercurial way, which I regretted almost immediately. I was not so
dull-witted as to deny my faults. Here my greatest shortcoming was that I understood what I was doing and did it
deliberately.
That is why when I think about it, I see that I am somewhat out of my mind, and I marvel not a little at myself.
It seems as though this experience created a second self within me which I still possess. Not only in childhood,
but even today—when I have a reputation for being sensible and ethical and civilized—this shortcoming remains
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with me. And, dear teacher, you yourself have witnessed this endearing slackness in me; yet why you have
refrained from criticizing me for it, I do not know. What I do know is how I came by this flaw, which I will now
explain to you.
The root of the problem is that in childhood I was pampered and raised to be spoiled. If, for example, I broke a
valuable Chinese vase I would be told, “It’s a shame. This was a very precious vase. But since you felt like
breaking it, you did well!” Or, “You set fire to this thing. What a pity! But because you wanted to do it, it doesn’t
matter!” And so on.
This was nothing but hypocrisy and sycophancy, and it further compounded my testiness and vengefulness
with the added ingredient of egotism. Kings and rulers, leaders and great men often murder, pillage, torture,
imprison, tyrannize, or commit sinful acts. This is not because they do not know what they do. Oh no! They are
fully cognizant of their deeds, but they act out of habit. Like woebegone me, they were deprived of the true
educators—knowledge and humanity.
So most of them ended up murdered or overthrown, having bedecked history with mementos of their savage
and bloody deeds, and leaving a foul name to posterity. Likewise, I lost every chance of happiness and everyhing
that nature had provided for me in the highest degree. Believe me, had I been murdered or brought down in life it
would have been sweeter to my taste.
I cannot call myself unfortunate. Fortune is a figment of the imagination born and bred in superstitious minds,
not unlike the suds children make with soap that momentarily turn into bubbles. What I can say about myself is
that I was not raised well, though I was quite educable. That is why today I feel ashamed, and find myself
demeaned and disconsolate. I began my life in sorrow, and in sorrow will I bring my days to an end.
Yes, sorrow and pain are inevitable in life. Humanity has always been caught in raging storms. Life is not
pleasure, it is endurance. The good and evil in life are transitory, and one must put up with every difficulty in its
time. Man must never become conceited or allow pride and arrogance to guide his life. Likewise, in times of
adversity, he must allow no one to hear his complaints.
Days and nights passed. The residents of the palace spent their time in pleasure and enjoyment. I, on the other
hand, was perpetually downcast, feeling threatened by an external menace. A year went by during which nothing
new happened worth writing about. The time passed as if by routine.
Amina Aqdas, who had gone blind in both eyes during the last couple of years, died at the end of the year. All
her furniture and possessions, which amounted to considerable value, were given to my sister. The same year my
sister’s wedding preparations began.
All this while, I was besieged by strange looks and odd sighs emanating from this boy who was approaching
adolescence. My mother had strictly forbidden me from speaking to him, but since I was required to appear before
His Majesty every afternoon and remain until six or seven, there was no way to prevent eye contact.
I had grown considerably, both in physique and in beauty. Like a lovely garden arrayed with all manner of
flowers, a fresh blossom would unfold every day and be added to the beauties of my face. My mother was very
important and great of status. In the matter of spending money on fine, expensive clothes—whether for herself,
me, or my brother—she did not stint. Every day she dressed me in new clothes and had me done up. My father
had ordered that I be dressed in the European way, preferably in pink and white. So they procured cloth of
exceptional quality all the time and sewed me new dresses, which they embroidered with floral patterns.
Not only had my beauty caused much anguish to this poor youth, but now I found myself surrounded by a
multitude of sighers, trapped like a helpless sparrow in this bonfire of woe. My mother perceived this great
turbulence clearly, and every day devised a new way to be severe and restrictive with me. Little by little, she took
away my play, my freedom, my outdoor activities, and kept me confined at home, though she could not bar me
from my father’s presence. All these infatuated devotees could do at that time was to be content with a view of me
from afar.
As for me, habitually depressed and unhappy, I was almost weary of life. This melancholia had imparted to me
an extraordinary charm and dignity which only enhanced my beauty and lent greater luster to my complexion.
My sister's wedding took place that year. Before this wedding, my prospective mother-in-law died and took to
the grave her desire to see her only son married. This caused me great sadness and regret, for that venerable lady’s
death compounded my misfortune and further darkened my future.
A few months later, my future father-in-law took one of the daughters of the Grand Vizier to wife. After his
marriage, he petitioned my father to allow me to be married, too; or if permission was withheld, it could wait until
he was so inclined.
Permission for my wedding was granted, and they began to celebrate. The preparations were done beautifully
and exquisitely, but the numbers were smaller than at the betrothal ceremony. I relapsed into a state of frenzy
bordering on insanity, constantly fearful of some external threat. I found myself sinking deep into a whirlpool
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with no means of escape. I wept and pleaded a great deal, entreating that my wedding be delayed. But the force of
my father’s wrath subdued me, and, using threats, he compelled me to submit.
The day that I had dreaded arrived, and the wedding ceremony began. They placed me at the head of a prayer
rug, in the presence of my Heavenly Father—the one truly worshipped—like a sacrifice offered up to ancient
deities. I wore a gown of white satin embellished with precious stones. My head was dressed in the same manner
as had been done at the betrothal ceremony. A white lace veil, embroidered with silver thread, covered my face.
The vow was said and everyone waited for my response. But tears left me no reprieve for a reply, and I was
trembling all over. Finally, after painstaking efforts, and several clandestine beatings, I said a feeble “aye,”
thereby winning release from the turmoil and confusion of the moment.
The ladies asked for the bridegroom to appear at the ceremony. Two young brothers of mine, who were about
the bridegroom’s age, escorted him to his seat in the room, directly in front of me. So copious had my tears been
that they had smudged my makeup and ruined my toilette. Raising my head from its sunken position, I looked at
the bridegroom in the mirror in front of him. To be fair, he was good-looking and could not be reckoned among
the ugly. He had on a beautiful white military uniform, his hair was black and his fair face delicate and attractive.
But I never felt that I was supposed to love this youth or be happy to take a husband. All I felt was that I labored
under an intense weight, with my heart pounding furiously and my nerves overcome by a strange trembling.
My teacher! Through this union and the happy cries that ensued from it, through all those tumultuous
happenings, in the presence of my God and by the exchange of vows which guaranteed my captivity and
debasement, they made me the life-mate of this unknown youth whom I did not love, to whose manners I was not
accustomed, and of whose way of life I knew nothing. Pleased with their tyrannous accomplishment, even puffed
up with pride, they watched my misery with satisfaction.
Oh, what a cursed day, what an evil hour! Never will I forget that moment, when freedom and dignity were
snatched away from me and replaced with antipathy and revulsion. Holding that damnable day as the author of
my ruin, I will denounce it for ever. In all fairness, however, I. should not be the only one cursing that day; that
poor youth ought to have felt the same as I did. Just as we shared in the good part of life, so were we partners in
misery, and I was as responsible for his suffering as he was for mine.
But I have forgotten to introduce to you this future husband of mine. This young man came from a noble, wellestablished family and was related to Hedayatollah Khan of Rasht on the father’s side and Amin al-Dawla on the
mother’s side. The boy's father had taken several wives, but his male children had not survived childhood. After
the death of several children, this was the only son left.
You can easily imagine the depth of the parents’ love for this boy. He had been held immeasurably dear by his
parents, had even become the absolute authority over them. Fearing for his life, they had demurred from insisting
that he study, leaving him free to learn as and what he pleased. Day and night, night and day, he spent his time in
play and fun. He surrounded himself with numerous page boys, the sons of high-ranking officials.
The boy’s father was the highly regarded commander of the king’s special guard and enjoyed the sovereign’s
trust. The defenses of the citadel and the outer and inner harem were entrusted to his hands. He was honest,
truthful, trustworthy, and loyal. The boy’s mother also was a distinguished lady of rank, very intelligent and
learned. While alive, she had nurtured him with every advantage and benefit and taken good care of him.
Although he was her one and only dear son, she was not lenient in his education.
After his mother’s death, however, in order to forestall his grief for her loss, they had given him a first-rate
mansion for himself, along with a nanny, a tutor, a manservant, and a maidservant. From about the age of nine, he
had been given total independence.
The boy’s nanny was a replica of mine, with the difference that my nanny went to her grave early, without
leaving a strong imprint on my character and habits, while his nanny lived long and caused me suffering and
provoked my revulsion for many years. Imparting all her uncivilized manners to this unfortunate child, she had
raised him to be stubborn, brutish, and ruthless. Everything that one can identify as bad she had taught him,
leaving behind a permanent token of herself. Such was my intended husband. …
Persian 9 1. An untitled poem 2. A poem “in praise of the old Persian tongue” 3. “A National Song” 4. “On
Worship”\fn{by Mirza Ibrahim Khan aka Púr-i-Dáwúd (1885-after 1933)} Rasht, Gilan Province, Iran (M) 3
1
With sighs I dry up the water of all the sea, and with tears I turn into a sea all the face of the plain.
In all the company of friends I seek no confidant, nor spiritual ascetic, nor beauteous sweetheart.
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The virtue and talent of a man are not in the robe of brocade; for all my learning and nobility I wear a coat of
cloth.
If I be free I can be happy in a dervish’s cell, while I desire not a hundred lofty palaces [if I be] in bonds.
There is a crowd at the door of the Mosque, a troop [moving] towards [the idol temple of] Farkhár, a host entering
the synagogue, a congregation [filling] the church.
If the Fire-temple has been extinguished through the tyranny of Fate, I will kindle in the chamber of the heart the
alter of the Avesta.
How can my sorrow be cured by colleges and lectures? Music, cymbals and flute are more congenial to the
madman who has lost his heart.
Although wine is forbidden in the Muslim creed, in the drinking of wine I will pursue the Christian practice.
I would fain fall down dazed, drunken and overcome by wine, so that I may not hear from Presia this clamor and
crying.
From the direction of Persia every moment there reaches the ear a voice which causes this blue vault [of heaven]
to tremble;
A voice whereat the very hair becomes like needles; a voice whereat you see the heart of granite filled with
blood.
She cries to you, “O son, consider your state! Seek the ease of tomorrow by the efforts of today!
“Out of this wool which you are twisting you can not weave brocade; from this thorn you can not gather the red
rose!
“Loose the chains from me, and only then take in your hand the chain-like tresses of your charming sweetheart.
“I am fevered, tormented and grieved, you are glad, happy and cheerful; such heedlessness is a shame in a youth
like you!
“Through the blood of my young men the ground is all rosy-red; come back and gaze for a moment on my rosewalks and rose-show!
“Through the tyranny of evil men the Kingdom of Jamshid and Kay hath been made desolate: behold Persia, once
exalted to heaven, become a ruin haunted by owls.
“The Lion of the Kayánians is hidden; it is the time of the jackal’s prowling; humiliation hath succeeded the
splendor and glory of Darius.
“King Núshirwán slumbers in the dark tomb, while the Bear stands over his place. Behold the tricks of Fate!”
If, through love of his native land, Púr-i-Dáwúd should one day mount the scaffold, still will he give a hundred
thanks and praises to the One God!
2
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260.194 Excerpt from On Islam & Shi’ism: “How Shi’ism Began”\fn{by Ahmad Kasravi (1890-1946)} Tabriz, East
Azerbaijan Province, Iran (M) 6
Shi’ism has a long history; in fact, it is a history in itself. But we will make brief mention of it here.
Shi’ism, in the sense used here, began during the Omayyad period. Mo’aviyeh, under the pretext of
responding to the killing of Osman, declared war on Imam Ali ebn Abitaleb, and after the latter’s death,
through force and deception, gained the caliphate and made it hereditary to his own family. This action did not
please many of the Moslems, and many coveting the caliphate wanted to take it away from the Omayyads.
However, while Mo'aviyeh was alive, no one could challenge him. After his death, Hoseyn ebn Ali initiated a
campaign, which did not succeed because of the lack of perseverance on the part of his supporters. As is well
known, he was killed. Later on, when Yazid, the son of Mo’aviyeh, died, his son, also named Mo’aviyeh, ruled for
only forty days when, amidst the confusion, Obeydollah ebn Zobeyr in Mecca and Mohammad ebn Hanifeh in
Medina rose up with claims to the caliphate. Also, Mokhtar, who was secretly trying to become the calif, engaged
in an uprising in Kufeh. However, none of these efforts was successful; they were eliminated one after another.
Then, two great families engaged in fighting the Omayyads, the Abbasids (descendants of Abbas, the
paternal uncle of the founder of Islam) and the Alavids (descendants of Ali). The Abbasids concentrated on
preparing the groundwork Since they considered the Omayyads to be the source of the displeasure of the
Iranians and were aware of the Iranians’ readiness to rebel, the Abbasids sent representatives to Iran, where
they engaged in secret efforts and gathered some followers. On the other hand, the Alavids simply engaged in
battles and were killed (as were Zeyd ebn Ali; his son, Yahya; Mohammad Nafs Zakiyyeh; his broth er Ebrahim;
Hoseyn, the author of Fakh; and others). Hence, the Abbasids succeeded and, with the help of Abu Moslem,
overthrew and replaced the Omayyads.
In short, beginning with the second half of the first Islamic century, many severe conflicts arose over the
caliphate and many wars were waged. Those who desired to become calif would not stop at any attempt to
achieve their objective.
To that end, they shed each other’s blood, destroyed families, and employed lies and deceit.
In these struggles, the followers of the Alavids were called “Shi’ite,” which means “followers.” “Shi’ism”
began from that point.
*
Initially, Shi’ism was a simple political effort and most Shi’ites were praiseworthy, good men who were
sincere and honest in their efforts to achieve their goal. Without a doubt, the Alavids were better suited and more
deserving to be califs. Among them there were a greater number of honest and pious people, particularly
compared to the Omayyads, most of whom were dishonest men.
The important point, however, is that Shi’ism did not remain in its initial simple form. In various periods, it
took on various taints. From the very early times, one group of extremists claimed that during the time of Abu
Bakr, Omar and Osman, Ali was more deserving to be a calif and that his three predecessors had unjustly held
the position.
With this statement, they expressed their displeasure in Abu Bakr, Omar and Osman.
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*
This was the first tainting of Shi’ism. In truth, after the death of the founder of Islam, his companions, who
were considered the leaders of the Moslems, first conferred the office of calif on Abu Bakr, then on Omar,
then on Osman. Ali did not display any displeasure, and rightly so. At the time when Islam was on its way to
great advancements, coveting the office of calif and creating schism among Moslems was considered a break
with Islam. Obviously, Ali ebn Abitaleb would not have committed such an act. During his own office as calif,
that imam wrote to Mo’aviyeh:
“The same group that gave their allegiance to Abu Bakr, Omar and Osman also swore allegiance to me,
without one refusal. Choosing a calif is a prerogative of the mobajers [fellow travelers] and the ansar
[companions] of the Prophet. Whomever they choose as their leader would please God.”
Ali’s intention with this letter is to scold Mo’aviyeh, who op poses the calif, and to remind him of his error,
or rather, his break with Islam.
How could the author of such a letter have expressed discontent and opposition during the period of the
caliphates of Abu Bakr and others? Had he done so, would he be any different from Mo’aviyeh?
On the contrary, history clearly shows that Ali lived kindly and happily with those three. He even gave his
twelve-year-old daughter, Omm-e Kolsum, in marriage to Omar. Also, when Osman became mor tally wounded,
he openly displayed his displeasure and sent his son, Hasan, to Osman’s home to nurse him.
But the Shi’ite extremists, after fifty or sixty years of wishful thinking and ignorance, would try to create
enmity between him and Abu Bakr, Omar and Osman and would not stop at any insult regarding the three califs.
As we said, this was the first tainting of Shi’ism. These Shi’ite extremists, one must note, did not include all the
Shi’ites, only a small group of them. In fact, during the same period, they were called rafezi [heretics] as a result
of an event which in itself indicates their evil and perverted behavior.
The story was that late during the reign of the Omayyads, Zeyd ebn Ali ebn Hoseyn came to Kufeh from
Medina. When he decided to return, the Shi’ites prevented him, and fifteen thousand people swore allegiance
to him, hoping that he would rebel and take over the caliphate. Zeyd was deceived by them and began to
work on the scheme. However, when the time came for him to prepare for the war, a large group of Shi’ites
(the same extremists) came to him and asked:
“What is your opinion concerning Abu Bakr and Omar?” Zeyd expressed his satisfaction with them and
praised them. The Shi'ites made an excuse, left Zeyd and scattered. Zeyd said:
“You abandoned me in my hour of need.” From then on, that group was called rafezeb (or abandoners).
Because of their lack of honor, Zeyd did not succeed and was killed.
As we said, the Abbasids were gathering followers in Iran and were preparing the grounds to ultimately take
over the caliphate, with the help of Abu Moslem. Obviously, they also were hostile towards the Alavids. Once the
Omayyads were eliminated, a conflict arose between the Alavids and the Abbasids. It was during this time that
Mohammad Nafs Zakiyyeh, his brother Ebrahim, Yahya ebn Zeyd, Hoseyn Saheb Fakh, and others were killed.
Since these people would rise up in arms, they were eliminated quickly.
At that time, one of those who made claims to the caliphate was Ja’far ebn Mohammad ebn Ali ebn alHoseyn (the nephew of Zeyd). This man, who had some followers, followed a new path, stating: A calif must
be chosen by God. The person who is chosen by God is a calif, whether he is capable of taking over the affairs
or incapable and merely sits at home. Those who want to attain salvation must submit to this person chosen by
God, obey him and pay kboms and mal-e imam [religious taxes].
Hence, he sat in a corner, claiming to be a calif (without any headaches). His followers submitted to his
claims and accepted his views. But, afraid to call himself a “calif,” he hid behind the name of “imam.” Up to
this point, the words “calif” and “imam” were used synonymously; the calif was also called “imam.”
However, during this period, as the terms were used by this group, a slight distinction be tween the meanings
of the two terms appeared. This group interpreted imam to mean “chosen by God.”
This was a very astonishing story, because there would no longer be a need for war and struggle for the office
of calif. A person could merely sit at home, claim to be a calif, and gather a small or large group around himself.
On the other hand, the office of the caliphate or the imamate would lose its value and become insignificant.
*
This was the second taint appearing in Shi’ism, and a political movement started to become a sect. In addition,
the meaning of the caliphate changed and, as we said, the calif (or, according to them, the imam) was a religious
leader and not a political one.
The followers of this imam, who were the extremists (or the rafezis), found the opportunity to take another
large, extremist step and said:
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“Imam Ali ebn Abitaleb was chosen by God to succeed the Prophet, and the Prophet himself made him his
successor. Abu Bakr and Omar pushed him aside and coerced him into submitting to Abu Bakr as calif.” In this
manner, they found a pretext to curse and insult Abu Bakr, Omar, Osman and many of the companions of the
Prophet. They impudently engaged in the fabrication of such lies as:
“When Omar went to forcefully bring Ali to swear allegiance to Abu Bakr, the Prophet’s daughter would not
open the door. Omar forced the door open, pinning her between the door and the wall, as a result of which she lost
a baby called Mohsen; as a result of this same incident, she later died.” They told many stories of this kind, which
had no historical basis.
Because they had begun their efforts with exaggeration and extremism, they gradually surpassed even
this level and began to make other statements:
“Anyone who dies without having recognized the imam of his age dies as an infidel.”
“God created us from superior water and clay and created our Shi’ites from the leftover water and clay.”
“God revealed to the lands how to love and follow us. Those that accepted became fruitful and those that
refused became salt deserts. He revealed the same to the mountains and those that accept ed became high and
those that did not became low. He revealed the same to the waters, and those that accepted became fresh water
and those that did not became salt water.”
“Your deeds are shown to us every day. If you have done good deeds, we rejoice, and if you have done
evil, we are saddened.”
“No one knows the meaning of the Qur’an but us; everyone must ask us.”
Such statements can be considered nothing more than boasting and exaggeration, and their utterers were
undoubtedly irreligious and ungodly. We do not know who has said all of these statements and whether they
are truth or lies and fabrications.
*
In this manner, a rift was created in Islam and a group of people separated themselves from the Moslems.
This group displayed strong animosity towards other groups, not hesitating to curse and insult Islamic leaders,
including Abu Bakr and Omar. In their opinion, others were all irreligious and only this group of Shi’ites was
religious; others would all go to hell, and only this group would go to heaven. They called themselves the “saved
sect” and considered all others to be misguided. However, because of their animosity and insistence, upon the
instruction of their leaders, they would hide their beliefs and sentiments and practiced taqiyyeb [dissimulation].
Ja’far ebn Mohammad, whom we recognize as the founder of this sect, chose his son Esma’il as his
successor; but Esma’il died before his father (and his death became the source of a story, which we will write
about later on). Hence, his other son Musa al-Kazem succeeded him.
During the time of this imam, the Abbasid calif became suspicious and brought him from Medina to Baghdad,
where he was kept in jail for twenty-seven years, until his death.
After him, his son Ali al-Reza succeeded him. He is the same person chosen by Ma’mun as heir apparent
and summoned to Khorasan. This appointment raises the question: How could a person who considers
himself to be chosen by God as calif and considers the Abbasid calif to be “oppressive and a usurper” accept
being his heir apparent?
After his death, his son Mohammad al-Taqi, who had married Ma’mun’s daughter, became the imam.
Succeeding him was his son Ali al-Naqi, who was succeeded by Hasan al-Askari, who is the eleventh imam
of the Shi’ites, according to their calculation. However, after his death, something astonishing occurred in
Shi’ite history, and once again Shi’ism took on another color.
*
The story was that the eleventh imam had no known offspring. For this reason, after his death, a schism
arose among his followers. One group said: “The imamate has ended.” Another group accepted his brother
Ja’far (who is called Ja’far the Liar by Shi’ites) as their imam. Still another group said: “The late imam is
survived by a five-year-old son who is hidden in a cellar and who is the living imam.” The leader of this
group, who had made the claim, was a person by the name of Osman ebn Sa’id, who called himself the
“Bab” (or the gate to the imam). He said:
“The imam has appointed me as the medium between him and the people. Whatever you have to say, tell
me and whatever money you want to donate, give to me.” Sometimes, too, he brought messages (or, as he
called them, “decrees”) to the people from the Invisible Imam.
Let us repeat that it was a very strange story. The child that they spoke of was not seen by anyone; no one
knew of his existence. One cannot accept that someone would have an offspring without anyone knowing of
it. And then, why would the imam hide himself? Why would he not come out of the cellar? If an imam is the
leader, he must be among the people to guide them. For what reason would he hide?
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But in Shi’ism, asking for proof or letting wisdom be the guide had not existed from the beginning and
could not be expected to exist in this instance either. At that time, given their fanaticism and their distance
from other Moslems (the Sunnis), it would be impossible for the Shi’ites to change their course and they
would have to accept and submit to anything that occurred.
Nevertheless, many found the actions of Osman ebn Sa’id and the lofty position that he had established
for himself to rule the Shi’ites hard to tolerate, particularly those who were intelligent and knew where it had
all begun. For this reason, there were many struggles among more than ten persons, whose names appear in
books and who also claimed to be intermediaries to the imam, calling themselves “gates,” like Osman ebn
Sa’id had done. Osman and his successors called them liars and brought “decrees” from the imam concerning
his displeasure with such persons.
After Osman, his son Mohammad claimed to be a gate. He, too, brought “decrees” from the “sacred quarters”
of the Invisible Imam, collecting money from the people and, according to them, sending it to the imam in animal
hides made for ghee. He was followed by a person by the name of Hoseyn ebn Ruh. Then Mohammad ebn All
Saymari, who was an Iranian, became the “gate.”
*
This was the situation, more or less, for seventy years. However, upon his death, Saymari did not appoint a
successor to himself and brought a “decree” from the imam that there would be no other gates and that the imam
would be invisible altogether. It is not known what his secret reasoning was for such an action.
From then on, the Shi’ites were left without an imam and leader. However, there existed such badiths [reported
sayings] from the imams as:
“In incidents, turn to those who have learned our sayings. They are my boffat [proof] to you and I am God’s
boffat to them.”
With this justification, the clerics and religious jurists called themselves the successors of the imam and began
to lead the Shi’ites. According to them, the four successors were the navvab-e kbasseb special deputies], and
clerics were all navvab-e ammeb [general deputies].
The fact is that today the clerics have established such a position for themselves. They consider the people to
be their inferiors, collect kboms and mal-e Imam, and even claim the right to leadership (or government) and
regard the government as a “usurper” and “unjust,” yet this extensive organization is merely rooted in and
founded on those two badiths.
On the other hand, during the time of Osman ibn Sa’id and his successors, they took advantage of the story of
“Mahdi-ism” and recognized their invisible imam as “Mahdi.” Hence, Shi’ism assumed another coloring.
However, since “Mahdi-ism” has a history of its own, let us first explain it, before returning to our present
discussion.
*
The idea of someone appearing in the future and, through a series of extraordinary acts, bringing goodness to
the world exists in many religions: The Jews expect the Messiah; the Zoroastrians await King Bahram; the
Christians hope for the return of Christ from heaven; and Moslems await Mahdi. As Darmesteter (the Jewish,
French orientalist) has said in this regard, this idea has existed from ancient times among Iranians and Jews.
Iranians who believed in Ahriman and ascribed all evil in the world to him thought that a day would come
when a person from the race of Zoroaster by the name of “Soshyant” would appear, who would kill Ahriman
and cleanse the world of all evil. As for the Jews, because they had lost their freedom in their homeland and
had become slaves in Assyria and Chaldea, one of their prophets had prophesied that a king (messiah) would
rise in the world who would restore freedom to the Jews. The Jews have always awaited the Messiah, as they
do now.
These ideas have existed among the Jews and Iranians and, with the passage of time, would become rooted in
the hearts of the people and increasingly important in their minds. Then, at the dawn of Islam, as Darmesteter,
who provides evidence about which we have spoken in detail elsewhere, says, this idea found its way among the
Moslems, with the help of Iranians, and became widespread within a brief period of time. Those who desired
to hold the office of calif took advantage of this idea, each calling himself Mahdi, promising goodness in the
world, and, in order to advance their purpose, not hesitating to lie, each fabri cating a badlib or baditbs from
the Prophet or Imam All ebn Abitaleb.
Mohammad ebn Hanifeh, whom we said claimed the office of calif in Medina, was the first person to be called
Mahdi by his followers. When he died, they said that he had not died but was alive in Razavi Mountain and would
return one day.
Zcyd ebn Ali, who rose up in Kufeh, was also called Mahdi by his followers. He, too, promised the people
good days for Islam through him.
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The Alavids, who assembled in Medina, swore allegiance to Mohammad Nafs Zakiyyeh, whom they
recognized as Mahdi, and who became known everywhere by this name.
The Abbasids, whom we said sent representatives to Khorasan, thereby preparing the grounds for themselves,
also took advantage of Mahdi-ism and pretended that their rise was the same as the coming of Mahdi.
In this manner, the name Madhi existed from the first century of Islam. And it appears that the Ja’fari Shi’ites
also took advantage of it. However, since they were a weak group, they lived under the cover of “dissimulation,”
promising themselves that “Mahdi shall be ours; he shall evenge us against our enemies and shall bring us to
victory and power.” The following verse has been ascribed to Ja’far in books: All people await a government, and
ours shall appear at the end of time.
Later, when the story of the Invisible Imam developed and they were forced to await his return, they made
a Mahdi out of him, but this time, they took proper advantage of the legend. Whereas others had made up one
hadith, they fabricated a hundred, and strongly established the foundations of their idea. But they added a new
tint to Mahdi-ism and made strange statements:
“Before Mahdi, a dajjal [impostor] shall appear; on the day of Mahdi’s advent, the sun shall rise from the
West; the supporters of the imam, who consist of 313 persons, shall rise up from various Shi’ite towns (Shi’ite
towns at the time)--from Taleqan, Qom, Sabzevar, Kashan, etc.; he shall instantaneously appear in Mecca by
way of teyy al-arz [instantaneous transmigration from one point to another]; the Imam shall draw his sword,
saying ‘Oh, avengers of Hoseyn,’ and shall avenge the blood of Hoseyn by killing all off spring of the
Omayyads and Abbasids; he shall kill so many that a sea of blood shall surround the Kaaba; people shall say
‘He knows no limits to bloodshed’; in response, the Imam shall mount the pulpit and, with tearful eyes, hold a
torn, bloodstained shoe (belonging to Ali Akbar) and shall say: ‘Were I to kill everyone in the world, it would not
suffice as retribution for this shoe.’”
Such statements are so numerous that, if I were to write them down, as have Majlesi and others, I would
have to write a separate book.
*
This is the history of the creation of the Shi’ite sect (the Shi’ite sect that exists today). In this manner it
appeared, from the second century A.H., and has had followers in Baghdad and other cities of Iraq as well as
some Iranian cities. It was founded on exaggerations and suppositions, and as time passed, it was embellished.
The imams had the knowledge of the past and future, understood the language of four-legged animals and birds,
knew the invisible, and controlled the events of the world. Tranquility on earth and in the heavens depends on the
existence of an imam, and the sustinance of people exists in gratitude for his being.
Also, their enmity towards the three califs and other Islamic leaders, which is another basis for this sect, knew
no bounds and they insisted upon it increasingly, day by day. They consider all praise in the Qur’an to concern
their imams and all reprimands to concern the three califs.
In the meantime, two things have aided the advancement of this sect, first, the good name of Imam Ali ebn
Abitaleb and, second, the heart-rending story of Karbala.
*
Imam Ali ebn Abitaleb was a great man, possessing many praiseworthy qualities. Shi’ites took advantage of
his good name and pretended to be his followers. They presented that great man as the founder of Shi’ism and
claimed that from the days of that imam, the differences between Shi’ites and Sunnis stemmed from the
differences between him and Abu Bakr and Omar over the office of calif, and that all this conflict and hostility
was engaged in for his sake. In addition, they engaged in exaggerations regarding that imam, ascribing to him
a status beyond his own:
“The Prohet has said, ‘If you love Ali, no harm shall come to you from any sin.”
“God said: Love of Ali is my fortress; anyone who enters that fortress shall be saved from my wrath.”
There are so many such statements that were they written down, they would fill a large book.
And now, as to the heart-rending story of Karbala. From the day this event occurred, it caused anger and
despair for most Moslems. Many rose up to avenge the blood spilled, and much blood was spilled. However,
the Ja’fari Shi’ites took political advantage of it, kept it alive by holding mourning ceremonies, and made
strange statements about it:
“Anyone who weeps, makes others weep, or pretends to be weeping will certainly go to heaven.”
They built domes over the graves of Imam All Abitaleb, Hoseyn ebn All and others, making them places
of pilgrimage, and created pilgrimage prayers for each:
“Anyone who makes a pilgrimage to Hoseyn in Karbala is like a person who has made a pilgrimage to
God in heaven.”
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Such exaggerations, even if they existed during the time of Ja’far ebn Mohammad and his successors and were
uttered by them, have undoubtedly been embellished and have grown and multiplied day by day.
Besides these, the idleness that in Shi’ism was considered an important Islamic mandate and would free a
Shi’ite from holy war, Friday prayers and the like—he could even ignore the performance of prayers, fasting
and avoiding evil and still be be forgiven all his sins merely by making a pilgrimage to the tomb of Hoseyn
and weeping for him; the promises given concerning the mediation of the imams on Resurrection Day, when
all Shi’ites would go to heaven; the superiority that Shi’ites believe they have possessed in their nature from
the day of creation, considering themselves to be of superior, purer stuff; the organization of the imam’s
deputyship; and the leadership and governing role that the Shi’ite clerics established for themselves, each was
an added incentive to attract simple people to Shi’ism and make them steadfast in this sect.
Another thing that we must mention here is that Batenism stemmed from Shi’ism, and the Batenis had gone
a few steps beyond Shi’ites in their enmity towards Moslems and in destroying unity and cooperation. In later
years, Shi’ism took many things from Batenism. Furthermore, the efforts of the Batenis to gain the office of
calif, the forces that they gathered, and the governments that they established in Egypt, Yemen, Iran and other
places were influential in spreading Shi’ism, not to mention the boldness and fearlessness of the Shi’ites
themselves. However, since we have not spoken of Batenism in this book, we will not speak of its
intermingling with Shi’ism. Such would require a different book altogether.
However, the spread of Shi’ism in Iran has a long history, which we shall briefly mention here.
*
It should be noted that from the day that the Arabs conquered Iran, the masses of Iranians refused to accept their
victory and engaged in certain liberation efforts. Particularly during the time of the Ommayads, when pressure on
them was more intense, Iranians increased their enmity towards Arabs. And when the Alavids fought the
Ommayads, Iranians supported the Alavids “not only for the love of Ali, but for the hatred of Mo’aviyeh.” For
this reason, Iran was susceptible to Shi’ism, and some of the Alavids who escaped and came here established
governments in Mazandaran and Gilan.
Then, whether because of their beliefs or for political reasons, the Buyids, who established a monarchy and
advanced up to Baghdad, supported Shi’ism and helped spread this sect in Iraq and Iran.
During the Seljuks, because the kings of that dynasty were Sunnis, the spread of Shi’ism declined. Then,
during the Mongols, because the family of Genghis did not believe in one religion, once again the spread of
Shi’ism increased, and one of their great kings (Soltan Mohammad Khodabandeh) converted to Shi’ism,
minting coins in the name of the Twelve Imams.
After the overthrow of the Mongols, the Sarbedars, who rose up in Khorasan; the Mar’ashis, who appeared
in Mazandaran; and the Qarehquyunluys, who governed a large part of Iran, were Shi’ites and helped the
advancement of Shi’ism in Iran. Seyyed Mohammad Mosha’sha’ in Khuzestan, who claimed to be Mahdi,
mixed Shi’ism and Batenism and began new ways to misguide the people.
After all of this, it was Shah Esma’il’s turn. When he came to power,\fn{ 1501AD:H} he began to kill Sunnis,
and, by the sword, spread Shi’ism throughout Iran and made cursing Abu Bakr, Omar and other companions of
the Prophet a common practice among Iranians.
From this time on, Shi’ism became the official religion of Iran, and the policies of the sect became
enmeshed with those of the country. And the behavior of Esma’il and the killing of Sunnis were avenged.
Soltan Salim, the Ottoman king, also engaged in killing Shi’ites in his country, destroying forty thousand
people, including adults and children, men and women. Later, he acquired a “decree” from Sunni clerics,
engaged in a war against Shah Esma’il, and defeated him in Chaldoran, and the latter was forced to flee.
From this point on, a serious rift was created between Iran and the Ottoman Empire, and the Ottoman
kings invaded Iran at every opportunity. Then, during the time of Shah Tahmasb (Esma’il’s son) and Soltan
Soleyman (Salim’s son), wars continued and much blood was spilt.
Esma’il the Second (son of Tahmasb) tried to rid Iran of Shi’ism and to stop the cursing and abuse. However,
time was not on his side, and he died.
After him, during the time of Soltan Mohammad, Shah Abbas and Shah Safi, once again many wars occurred.
This time, the Ottomans had acquired a decree from their clerics, engaged in slaughter and plundering as well,
took women and girls as slaves and sold them at the markets in Istanbul, Sofia and Belgrade.
At the end of the Safavid period, the Afghans rebelled because of the conflicts between Shi’ites and Sunnis
and, after a number of wars, conquered Esfahan. Because of the ensuing disorder in Iran, the Ottomans once
again found the opportunity to send armies to Azarbaijan, Kurdistan and Hamadan, where they achieved
victory and spilt much blood.
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Later, when Nader came to power, this brave king attacked the Ottomans, on the one hand, driving them
out of Iran and many times dispersed their large armies. On the other hand, he tried to stop enmity and
hostility and wanted to cleanse Shi’ism of curses and abuses and purge it of exaggerated beliefs and make it
into a “religious jurisprudential” school, making Shi’ites (or rather Ja’faris) sit side by side with the Malekis,
Hanalls, Hanbalis and Shafe’is, and to create love and friendship among them. To this end, he engaged In
many efforts, many times bringing Shi’ite and Sunni clerics together to sit side by side and engage in
discussions. He frequently sent envoys to the Ottomans proposing reconciliation upon the conditions stated
above. In Dasht-e Moghan, when he agreed to become king, he made Iranians pledge to do the same.
However, all these efforts were in vain, and that courageous king was killed and thus eliminated. Shi’ism
remained as it was and reached the situation that exists today. We all know its history during the
Constitutional Movement.
This is a brief history of the spread of Shi’ism in Iran.
170.20 Excerpt from Isfahan is Half the World: Memories of a Persian Boyhood\fn{by Sayyed Mohammad Ali
Jamalzadeh (1895-1997)} Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran (M) 15
… As soon as Mowlana and I had come out of the zurkhaneh\fn{A traditional Iranian athletic institution where powerful
men go to compete in feats of strength and endurance (wrestling, lifting weights, etc.) } and set off toward our school and Haven
of Rest, Mowlana asked without looking at my face,
“So tell me now, haji’s boy, what do you think of those people you saw?”
“Briefly and concisely, “ I said, “it was confirmed and verified for me that in fact, ‘friends of God are possible
among the riffraff.’ I never believed that among the spoiled and fragile, shaking and quaking people of this
country, whose mouths might be said to have been shaped with fear and trembling and cowardice, and about
whom Qa’em Maqam correctly said over a century ago:
Alas for the impious, dishonorable nation,
The Kurds of Rey, the Turks of Khamseh, and the Lors of Qazvin!
Whoever is wretched and helpless is the enemy wishing evil;
Whoever is the enemy wishing evil is wretched and helpless.

there were to be found any brave and daring and solid men of this kind, who in fact may be called men in the full
sense of the word.”
“Are you at all aware of the life and times of those much afflicted people with dirty collars and just one thin
qabii?”\fn{The traditional long man’s gown, open at the front.} he asked.
“I had a stroke of luck,” I replied, “and happened to be situated next to an acquaintance of mine who himself is
a gymnast and he summarized for me things about some of the athletes which all amazed me. What surprised me
most of all was the life story of the athlete evidently known as Lasso-Thrower, whom my friend says steals openly
and with no one even hindering his work.” Mowlana stuck out his lower lip in refutation and denial and said,
“If you want to call it theft, then do, but one should also meanwhile not forget that our religion considers
accumulation of property and wealth an ugly business and great men of our religion have said that the true
believer must have low aspirations, that is, as soon as he finds himself having a little capital, he should be
satisfied with that. Accumulating more than that is not considered permissible and even in the traditions and
stories it has been said that the limit of untaxable wealth in Islam consists of one pitcher of water and the food for
one meal and trousers to cover one’s nakedness; anyone with that much has enough and has no right to complain
in the Court of the Nourisher and whatever he has beyond that must be accounted for on the Day of Resurrection.
There is also a tradition that if a person has, for example, a house and home which doesn’t serve his needs and is
left empty, it will come up to him on the Day of Resurrection at the station of judgment and interrogation and say,
‘Why did you deprive me of a useful existence? Why did you leave me abandoned and neglected, allowing an
affront to me? Why didn’t you let someone left without house or lodging dwell in me so that he would have been
spared the trouble of being without a house and so that my existence would have produced some benefit?’ And
besides, dear friend, haven’t you heard, ‘Possessions are God’s possessions; divide them among you with
equality!’ in Arabic? It’s also said in the Gospels, ‘If you want to reach the ranks of perfection, you must sell
whatever you have and give it to the empty-handed so that in heaven you will get treasure in exchange.’ And I
have further seen in the Gospels, ‘You should have neither gold nor silver nor coins at your waist and likewise
you should have neither pockets nor dervish’s cloak nor trousers nor staff for the road because the laboring man is
deserving of food which will come to him.’”
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“Then evidently our luti\fn{Rascalish.} friend, Yadollah, is actually commanding the enjoined and forbidding
the prohibited,” I said, “and he is in reality closing the gates of hell for miserly and greedy individuals who
themselves either don’t know what’s to their own welfare and benefit or don’t want to know that.” Mowlana
nodded and said,
“What strange and amazing paths salvation and deliverance do truly have which astonish and confound a
man!”
“I want very much to have a long and detailed conversation with Your Excellency on this subject,” I said, “but
for the present, I’m short of breath and seriously in need of some fresh air since the zurkhaneh’s air was
suffocatingly warm and stuffy.”
I long for the melodies of Isfahan, O Lute!
I long for the sweet burning wail, O Flute\fn{Rumi (Sufi poet, d.1273), Divan-e Shams.}

“It’s a nice night,” he said, “and there’s still some time left until the cannon’s fired to mark the beginning of
today’s Ramazan fast. How about taking a stroll across the Bridge of Thirty-three Arches to walk a while in the
Field of a Thousand Acres and on the slopes of Sofeh Mountain?”
“Actually, ‘Nights such as these are no time for sleep,’” I said, “and if you aren’t tired and don’t feel sleepy,
I’m wide awake and ready to go any time you’d like.”
Before going out of the city, we happened to pass a humble little grocery whose total stock consisted of twenty
to thirty melons, half a basket of pomegranates, and some onions. At that time of night when everyone had gone
to sleep, the poor grocer sat dozing on the shop’s front step in the flickering light of a dim and smoky mouselamp lit up and glimmering on top of the heap of melons and sometimes his eyes and mouth opened drowsily and
his cry rose up,
“Hey, a golden jug of a melon!”
“How about our buying a melon,” said Mowlana, “so we’ll have a change of taste and this servant of God will
also benefit?”
“You yourself know very well,” I said, “that when it comes to the pit of the stomach, ‘There’s no need to look
for omens.’”
Using the customary criteria for selecting melons, we picked out with all possible care a melon the size of a
lamb, paid for it, and started off walking with our backs to Isfahan and our faces toward the plains and desert.
The stars were so bright that we easily distinguished the road and potholes even without the moon. You
yourselves know that the purity and delicacy of Isfahan is proverbial, and yet the air of the Field of a Thousand
Acres is many times better than the air of even Isfahan itself. The waves of dust and sand both fine and coarse
made a strange world beneath the light of the stars. Mowlana’s conversation was so sweet that the road didn’t
seem like much at all and going ahead quite happily, we suddenly found ourselves at the foot of Sofeh Mountain.
“Don’t slow down,” said Mowlana, “for it’s delightfully exhilarating on top of the mountain.”
He knew all the details of every span of the paths as if he’d crossed them every day. We sat down beside a
slender stream that flowed from under a stone and tumbled down, murmuring and twinkling in the starlight. While
Mowlana was busy filling his pipe, we fixed our eyes on the stars and the Milky Way for a while like hashish
smokers and were deaf and dumb, absorbed in the glory and beauty of the worlds of the night. The plain with
Takhteh-pulad and Farahabad and Thousand Acres lay beneath our feet and we had a perfect command of the city
from that height on the mountain.
In the flickering starlight, the Zayandeh River flowed sinuously, crawling with many twists and turns like a
battered viper without head or tail and at its edge, the city of Isfahan lay posed as a tired and worn-out old man
who had wrapped himself in his cloak and gone to sleep. Although silence and darkness enveloped the city from
one end to the other and it was clear that people had gone to sleep, there was nevertheless some light scattered
about within the black body and dim, dark form of that giant thicket of trees and domes and minarets and ramparts
and towers, and the light, shining from lamps sometimes lit and then put out, was not easy to distinguish from the
light of the stars.
The first person to break the seal of silence was Mowlana.
*
“This night and this air and this situation are conducive to prayer,” he said. Then mumbling and rolling up his
sleeves and making the ritual ablutions, he stood in prayer right there without any seal of holy earth to touch his
forehead to when he prayed.
“It may be presumptuous of me,” I said, “but it seems to me that you aren’t really standing facing the
qebleh.”\fn{The direction of Mecca, indicated in some manner in every mosque, toward which, according to the Qur’an, prayer should
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be addressed.}

With a very expressive smile, he answered,
“In the Kaaba,\fn{The sacred building in Mecca around which the faithful to Islam march seven times when on pilgrimage. } there
is no qebleh.” Then he pointed a finger at his heart and said,
“The qebleh is here.” He concluded the prayer right after just one unit of standing, kneeling, and prostrating
himsel.
“I’ve never in my life seen or heard of a prayer of only one unit,” I said. “Being long-winded with God is
pointless,” he said. "That much was from sincere devotion and more than that would have been only trappings of
devotion and in fact a sham. Hasn’t it been said in Arabic, ‘Grasp the goals and skip the starting points.’”
The time to cut the melon had come. We didn’t have a knife. Mowlana found a sharp stone, bent on one knee
like a butcher about to cut up a sheep, grabbed the melon around the neck, and said while he tore into its belly,
This knife sinking down to the hilt with purpose,
Has never laid open a melon sweeter than this.

After our melon, Mowlana suddenly grew silent and fixed his half-closed eyes contracted like a telescope lens
on the jumble of scenery that was enveloped throughout by intricate curtains of dark obscurity. Then he suddenly
dropped out of this world and became so precisely and deliberately immersed in a string of meditations and
interior explorations far and wide that you’d say he’d forgotten this world and what’s in it and was anxious for
worlds with things invisible to my eyes. For a while, I didn’t feel like disturbing his pleasure but finally I couldn’t
take it any longer and I whispered gently in his ear,
“Excuse me, but the fire in your pipe is going out.” Like someone waking suddenly from a sound sleep, he
came to with a shock and said,
*
“It’s a wonderfully curious world! What journeys I’ve made in those few minutes when I was apparently
asleep. The two- or three-thousand-year history of this city of Isfahan passed like lightning before my eyes. It’s a
city which has repeatedly been the capital of this country; even today with all the ruin and desolation, “it’s worth a
hundred thousand whole” and matches the best of the world’s antique shops. I saw countless kinds of people with
all varieties of different languages and customs and habits and rites and religions who came in one gate and went
out another and how often not a single creature had been left alive nor any structure left unrazed. Arabs and nonArabs, Turks and Tajiks and Turkomans, Mongols and Afghans, strangers and kinsmen, all came parading through
and vanished like phantoms in a dream. The city’s history and geography mixed inextricably like fact and
metaphor and left my helpless eyes incapable of distinguishing history from legend and truth from falsehood. I
saw in the haze a face covered with charcoal dust, the face of a sturdy country youth in blacksmith’s clothes who
overturned the crown and throne of an unjust king. He was an Isfahani named Kaveh, as is written in the
Shannameh, and he stood up to the tyrant king, Zahhak. Tying his leather apron on a stick in banner fashion,
Kaveh called the people to oppose that despotism and oppression, and asked Faridun to sit upon the throne and
then the basis of injustice was uprooted. Flashes of the holy fires of Zoroaster flamed skyward from the tops of
many venerated fire temples, lighting up the plain and valley of Isfahan like the Zoroastrians’ souls.
“Among the clouds and mist I saw Nebuchadnezzar, king of the Chaldees, who sent the children of Israel out
of Jerusalem and I saw a group of Jews who had gotten themselves to Isfahan. When they saw its climate was
close to that of their native land, they chose to dwell there, in the place known as Yahudiyeh or Jubareh.
“Then the world became an arena for one of those amazing revolutions which are related in man’s destiny to
the ebb and flood of civilization and the rise and fall of nations and which seem like the earth is breathing in and
out. Through the blessings of a new religion, called Islam since it’s based on acquiesence and submission, a desert
tribe of Arabs flowed down in a swift and overwhelming deluge, toppling crowns and thrones! Eventually some
villages of Isfahan took Arabic names or Arabicized their Persian names, and under Arab rule the fire temples
went out of fashion.
“For hundreds of years, Arab caliphs held sway in Isfahan and they ornamented their parties with its regal
wines described by poets in their odes.
“The prosperity and comfort of Isfahan’s inhabitants kept growing, and in the bazaars, the storerooms were full
of expensive materials from Baghdad and Kufa and brocades from Byzantium and swords and cloth from Egypt
and jewels from Bahrein and ebony from Oman and dishes and fine merchandise from China and sheepskin coats
from Khorasan and boxwood and choice clothing from Azerbaijan and Armenia and every kind of medicine and
drink.
“Then Fortune, always pregnant with events, wheeled round again and Iranian rulers replaced the Arab caliphs.
Then from Afghanistan came Mahmud of Ghazni who swept the city with the broom of plunder, but all things are
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passing and his dynasty was followed by the Seljuk Turks. And with the Seljuk, Malekshah, there was comfort
and prosperity again in Isfahan. Soon after him, our city passed from hand to hand like a polo ball and its people
suffered agonies and burned in flames. Then as they recovered, the Mongols’ unspeakable and conscienceless
violence and injustice descended on them and their possessions, like a heavenly fire of wrath and rage.”
*
At that point, Mowlana closed his eyes in silence as if he had perhaps gone out of this world into a world of
abstraction. From the mountaintop, I too fixed my eyes on Isfahan’s surroundings and said to myself that I should
be ashamed of being blind to the wealth of this city in which I was born and raised. I had no notion at all of who I
was or where I’d come from or who had made all these tombs and mosques and schools and shrines or what tales
the doors and gates could tell. The gentle breeze which brought from afar the sound of trees in the woods on the
bank of the Zayandeh River whispered in my ear,
“You ignorant fellow! That’s typical of Isfahan. Like most cities of this land, its fate was written with the pen
of injustice, killing, plunder, famine, and disorder, but still it lives and breathes and struggles, not yet bereft of
feasts and banquets and success and happiness. Different tribes and races have burnt the ample harvest of art
accumulated over hundreds of years through toil and suffering and talent and intelligence, but soon they too
passed away, while Isfahan remains, and now on the edge of the Zayandeh River, thousands of their descendents
sleeping in its lap renew and refresh themselves.”
The novelty of this mood had hold of me and I didn’t want it to end, but again the gentle and sensitive voice of
Mowlana rose and he continued while staring at the city with rue and astonishment like a mother watching over
her sleeping child,
*
“Now the scene shifts again and in clouds of dust I see the unrelenting army of Tamerlane, falling like a swarm
of ants on the defenseless people of Isfahan and in one day alone seventy thousand of them are beheaded and their
heads built up into minarets. For fifty years Tamerlane’s successors rule in Isfahan and then his dynasty leaves
and it’s ruled by tribes of foreigners.
“Now in the early sixteenth century, there comes a brave commander named Esma’il from the house of a
pir\fn{A spiritual guide, or head of a reigious order; also, an old man. } of the Safi order and thus the Safavid period begins.
By the end of the century, God’s grace has spread its shadow over the people of Isfahan and Shah Abbas has made
the city his capital. Aglow with recovery, the city rises from the grave to live and breathe again. It’s the bride of
Iran, the most beautiful city in the world, the center of trade and commerce from all over the earth. Caravans pass
in and out its gates day and night, bringing goods to and from the outskirts of the world. I see muleteers carrying
huge quantities of zari, the costly handwoven cloth-of-gold of Isfahan, to distant parts of Asia and Europe and
returning in its place enormous riches and much gold and silver.
“For a whole hundred years, Isfahan’s prosperity and splendor increases by the day and hour. Nearly three
thousand pigeon towers are built in the city’s suburbs and “are settled here and there like the tribe around
Leyla.”\fn{An allusion to Nezami’s Leyla o Majnun, written in 1188AD.} Isfahan is eighty parasangs around and European
travelers testify to its population of a million people, its 160 mosques and 48 schools and 283 public baths and
180 caravanserais.
“Splendid buildings and palaces ornament all sides of the city and have pleasing names, such as Eight
Paradises, Bouquet, Almond Grove, and Garden of Love. Travelers come to Isfahan from the ends of the earth to
see them and no one tires of looking at them. Like a cummerbund of diamonds, emeralds, and lapis lazuli tied on
the waist of the city, the famous Avenue of the Four Gardens begins in the middle of the city and goes down its
length, trailing its skirts south to the slopes of the Sofeh Mountain and the Garden of a Thousand Acres. Shah
Abbas himself is said to have planted the eight rows of plane trees with a gold coin buried beneath each and the
trees give the avenue a pleasant serenity that I imagine has no equal in the world. Each street intersecting the
avenue has four rows of trees and a stream of water in the center which pours into the avenue’s canal. Along the
canal are waterfalls and watercourses and pools large arid small, all made of transparent marble backed with
mosaics, and in the pools are leaping fountains. On both sides of the canal is a paved marble road, wide enough
for two riders to easily travel abreast. From the steps and galleries along this incomparable avenue, you can view
this charming vista from end to end, no matter where you are.
“But then the fateful sleeping evil eye is wakened and the Afghans deliver to Isfahan the judgment of
polytheism and nonbelief, with instructions from an Isfahani akhond\fn{Teacher, preacher, or theologian.} called Molla
Za’fran. Isfahan is destitute, naked and hungry, “more desolate than the hearts of dervishes.” Many people have
been killed or have hidden themselves and some of the wealthy have fled to India, Turkestan, and Byzantium, and
The garden is left empty of beautiful faces,
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No sign of a rose or a nightingale’s song.

“The Afghans leave, and then comes Nader Qoli, so greedy that his personal historian wrote that ‘even if the
leaves of the trees turned to gold, it would not equal a tenth of a tenth of what was demanded.’ But he who killed
so many was himself killed, and then Bakhtiyaris, Zands, and Qajars argue over Isfahan and streams of blood
again flow on every side.
“And then in 1756, I see another relentless enemy who has dealt with this land from ancient times and who is
several times more cruel and villainous than Mongols, Tartars, or Afghans. Its sinister, ill-omened name is Famine
and now it gains control of Isfahan and becomes the absolute and uncontested monarch of those men spared by
the sword, and it sends forty thousand people to destruction.
“Now I see an emasculated, beardless fellow, Aqa Mohammad, founder of the Qajar dynasty, who comes to
Isfahan with a heart filled with revenge. After bringing an independent Iran into existence, he himself went out of
existence, killed at the hands of his own people. Then after bloodshed and murder and plunder and pillage,
Isfahan is again an honored and distinguished lady with a few ornaments and jewels and luxuries still left. But
that ancient and vindictive enemy, scarcity from famine, visited Isfahan again and:
There was a scarcity in eighteen thousand and twenty
When cannibalism came into vogue.

It lasted three years and completely ravaged the wretched people. A great number of towns and villages become
absolutely desolate and in the words of the historians, ‘The Zayandeh River was so dried up that if a well were
dug to the back of the Cow-fish,\fn{The mythical creature, half cow and half fish, upon which the world is supposed to rest. } it
would show no trace of moisture.’
“Despite all that, I see the Qajar governor has out of ignorance and greed stripped the city bare of ornament
and decoration and has built himself palaces and gardens from its historic materials, heedless that the plundering
hand of time will soon strip his house bare of rank and honor in authority and government. Truly, the ways and
customs of time have always been and are and ever will be thus.”
When Mowlana’s conversation reached this point, he fell silent. Fixing his gaze on the thought-provoking,
dim, dark panorama of his beloved Isfahan, he said in a softer voice with words distinct,
“What things I saw! As if a scroll were very slowly opening before my mind’s eye, I saw all that you’ve heard
me tell and finally at the end I saw the Zayandeh River, unconcerned. Family after family and. harvest after
harvest for generations, the river has patiently and calmly taken the hopes and desires, the feasting and drinking,
the mourning and lamentation, and the disappointment, grief and sorrow of this city and its citizens and made
them vanish, jumbled all together like the rubbish, dirt, and refuse they pour into the water’s dizzying waves, and
it isn’t at all clear where the river takes them or for how long it takes them or into which bottomless well or secret
Gaw-khuni it dumps them.:
Mowlana broke off the thread of conversation at this point and traces of profuse grief and sorrow appeared on
his face and he said in a voice which didn’t ask for his inner tenderness to be translated but which trembled so that
any listener was moved,
“At the end, I suddenly saw myself when I was no more than a simple and unknown seminary student,
standing alone and unknown at the age of twenty-two in a comer of that Takhteh-pulad you see in the distance.
With a world of grief and anguish, I watched from afar as the girl to whom I had entrusted my heart and faith in
this life was herself entrusted to the earth. I hadn’t the right even to approach for a final farewell at her tomb and
had to stay at some distance from fear of her parents and relatives, confiding my secrets to the cemetery there
where I stood with my heart broken and my eyes overflowing with tears as I stammered,
O Takhteh-pulad, were I to weep at the separation from my beloved,
Your Khaju Bridge could not withstand my tears.

After these confessions, Mowlana drew a deep sigh from the bottom of his heart, puffed hard on his pipe, and
gradually blew out a chain of smoke from between his lips. After a moment’s pause in silence, he cast a final
glance which said good-bye to Isfahan, sleeping unconcerned with surely no one awake at that hour except the
dying, the dissolute, and the lovers, and then he said,
“My friend, before we are further under the spell of the magic and witchcraft of the worlds of the night, we’d
better set off on the road to the Haven of Rest so we arrive in time to eat our meal before starting the day’s fast
and aren’t deprived of the mutton stew and sour pickles, peace be upon them.”
Then he got up and shook off the dust which had settled on his aba and set out. As usual, I followed along after
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him like a shadow.
*
We had gradually reached the lower part of the mountain. I sensed that he was quite moved and I began some
foolish prattle to comfort his tender mind. I said,
“Your Honor, Mowlana, you truly did see a strange dream. May it be a blessing with a sweet interpretation,
God willing!”
“But what a pity that our feet reached the brink of the grave and yet we were still asleep,” he said, “and what a
sleep that was which either had no interpretation or was intrinsically uninterpretable, for I fear any interpretation
would, in the words of Hafez, be nothing but a myth or fable.”
I saw the advisability of silence and I too sank by stages into long and lengthy thoughts beside Mowlana in that
dark night. Walking forward in the dusty desert dirt, Mowlana’s warm and compelling voice rose and he began to
croon in melancholy tones a litany of these couplets by Sheykh Baha’i, the thirteenth-century scholar and poet,
which pleased me so much that I later learned them by heart:
In this ruin full of temptation,
Unconsoled by school or cloister,
By neither travel nor seclusion did I escape my desires,
By neither mosque nor abbey did I profit.
I want a world outside this world,
So I can find a cure-all for my heart’s desire.

It was almost daybreak and exactly the time of “It’s water and opium”\fn{ The use of opium pills by Isfahanis during
Safavid times was comented on by contemporary French treavelers, who noted that men who abstained from wine because it was unlawful
nevertheless took opium.} when we reached the school and rushed to polish off quite a meat stew with quinces and
some of Mowlana’s sour pickles. Since Mowlana would be a guest of his friend, Mirza Aqa Khan Bangi, for
supper after the fast and an evening party tomorrow night, we said good-night and parted with a promise to meet
day after tomorrow.
*
I returned directly to my cell and went under the covers half-dressed and it’s no secret from you that when I
woke up, Mowlana was standing in my cell smiling and saying,
“Rise and shine!” Rubbing my eyes, I said,
“So what time is it?”
“My son,” he said, “you tell me what day and what month it is. Do you have any idea how long you’ve slept?”
“If a year’s correct, the rest of it’s not worth talking about,” I said. “The truth is that I’d gotten very tired and I
made up for it properly.”
“Well, don’t you even know that you slept more than twenty-eight hours at one stretch, God willing. The
servant, Karbala’i Qorban, says you didn’t even wake up for the meal after yesterday’s fast or for this morning’s
meal before the fast either. Maybe you were in the sleep of the Companions of the Cave.”
I couldn’t believe that I had actually slept all that time but eventually there was so much circumstantial
evidence that no room was left for argument and I understood that I had tasted the flavor of death while still alive
and hadn’t realized it.
“I beg you,” said Mowlana, “to cut down the compliments and add to the purse, as the saymg goes. Your
excuses are worse than the sin! It would be nice if you would instead wash up as quickly as possible and get
yourself organized because they’ve brought some beasts for us to ride and we must go to Lenjan.” Taken aback, I
asked,
“Then are they making sweets to give as alms in Lenjan? What business would I have there?”
“You yourself know,” he said, “that I’m from Lenjan and I came into the world in Falavarjan, a village of that
county. I passed my childhood there, and I also still have some family and relatives and friends and acquaintances
there who drop in to see me whenever they come to Isfahan and who expect me to drop in on them once or twice
a year too.”
“That’s all true, sir,” I said. “You have friends and acquaintances and kith and kin there all right, but where
does that take me and who, God bless him, is waiting for me?”
“You’ll have to be a hanger-on and round out my retinue,” he said. “That will make me more respected and
also we can get home sooner by using your name as an excuse. Several days ago someone from Falavarjan came
to see me and I gave a message to send riding animals for two people. Now they’ve been brought and we must
go.”
“In that case,” I said, “a pilgrimage to Lenjan is a must.”
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*
I was all ready and prepared to go in no more than half an hour. Two mules and one young villager, whose
name was found to be Karam-ali, were waiting for us in front of the school. Saying, “In the name of Allah and by
Allah,” we consigned ourselves to God and with Mowlana and me mounted and Karam-ali on foot, we set out on
our way, trusting in God.
It wasn’t long before we had left the city and cultivated areas and reached the desert plain. The sun had still not
come up and the air hadn’t yet become too very warm, and crossing the desert and breathing the pure, transparent
air had a special pleasure and excitement, inducing a certain lightheadedness, like arrack or opium. I realized that
until that day and hour, my eyes had not been open to the rare, amazing, and delightful views of scenery in Iran.
As far as one could see in every direction, there was nothing but
The salt desert and salt pan and shifting sands,
The life-taking simoon and ferocious lions.

The earth has its highs and lows like a song and it rolls and coils like a snake or viper. The soft, smooth hills
like the breasts of girls who have just come of age gently caress the eyes. The stone of the mountains and earth of
the hills have slanting veins of various colors which seem drawn with a ruler, bank after bank, layer after layer,
and line after line, bringing to mind striped Yazdi sashes which nature’s hand tied on their waist. Beneath the
rising sun, our mounted shadows fell on the ground from east to west, so long and high you’d say that they had no
end and that it wasn’t clear whether we were attached to them or they to us. Beneath the rays of the sun, the color
of the desert, first purple and later turning saffron, next tending toward red and then becoming golden, was now so
white and shining that it bedazzled and beat upon the eyes. The colors of the earth and rock grew lighter every
moment in the shining sun and were on display, patch after patch, at one time like white camphor and the next like
black ebony and then like variegated reddish brick.
The assembly of colors on the plain and mountain flaunted the splendor of the peacock’s tail, the turkey’s
plumage, and the rainbow in the sky. Beneath animals’ hoofs and peoples’ feet, passing to and fro for thousands of
years as friends and enemies, the earth of the road had turned into powder like pulverized chickpeas used for our
sweets called ghavut, pounded by the tireless hand of fate and made into flour in the pestleless mortar of time. The
wind blew sometimes gently and smoothly and sometimes quite violently on the broad slopes, ceaselessly
creating whirlwinds long and lean which suddenly appeared and tubelike stood erect, rose up on one leg, madly
wheeled, twisted around themselves, raced with open gullets and narrow waists around the desert, and turned;
they brawled like ghouls out on a drinking spree and in a twinkling they approached, surrounded us, and passed us
by with lightning speed and went away and yet anew fell on our tracks; thin and weak and ever growing still more
thin and weak, they funneled upward to the sky and disappeared.
The different khaki-colored lizards, sometimes finger-thin and sometimes thick as a human arm or thigh, had
bowl-like eyes and skins full of folds and wrinkles never ironed, and they zigzagged off like shooting stars
beneath the fore and hind feet of the mules and vanished in a single, snaky twist. Gradually the sun became a
lance above our heads and now it stopped; the fiery earth and salt-pan oven which had not seen water’s color for
thousands of years was forced by thirst and hunger to pant in the wanton, burning heat. Like a dragon’s breath, the
sun’s heat burned and parched. This earth, which had never seen a peasant or a farmer’s foot or plowshare’s
wound or shovel’s blade, had fallen under the oppressive yoke of the unjust sun. The pulsing solar orb in the
heights of the sky had turned into a bloodthirsty blackamoor with a gouged face who wanted in his wrath and rage
and vengefulness to burn up the world from end to end with sparks from his flame-throwing mouth.
We grew silent and sank down in thought and fantasy and even the mules seemed stunned and stupified. I saw
the desert remaining naked as at birth, just the way it was created, and never had it clothed itself in emerald silks
of spring or golden brocades of autumn. We had now gone still further from the city and were wayfarers in a
boundless space which you’d say no human foot had ever reached. Except for the footprints of time, no trace of
any other feet could be seen on it. It was a desert without beginning or end which had, in the words of old women,
neither water nor habitations, nor Muslims’ exclamations. From end to end of this vast desert and barren, lonely
wasteland, no sound or song could be heard save the hissing of snakes and the trumpeting of jinns and the screams
and shouts of ghouls, just as the storytellers say. It seemed a preserve existing from all eternity where orders had
been issued to get away or be blind. Not even a crow flew by and only rarely was a giant camel-driver visible in
the distance, camel-train reins in hand, whom you’d imagine to be a wayfarer from a better world than ours.
Except for some dusty, dirty, earth-colored bushes which you’d say had been struck by lightning and marked by
ashes, there were no other plants or vegetation and only occasionally did some ugly, ill-formed, misshapen grass
of the color of worn and rotten cloth raise its head up from the earth’s breast. The grass had short, broad, hairy
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leaves reminiscent of a cow’s tongue and even Karam-ali didn’t know its name but just said it was known as
camel grass.
Throwing down their heads, the mules advanced with measured pace and Mowlana sat as motionless and silent
on the back of the mule as a statue of stone. To me this desert plain without end or beginning was not made for
mere humans like us who live only a few days but rather was worthy of ghouls whose heads reach the sky and
whose feet are mountain-weight and who have the life of Noah. This place had been prepared for enormous
prehistoric animals in the corner of whose stomachs there would be room for ten humans like us. Bit by bit as if
perhaps I were going into a trance, I found myself in a world of unknowns and imagined the broad earth joined to
the boundless sky and that made me certain that we would reach the celestial slopes if we continued on our way
without pausing. A dark sea seemed to surround me on both sides of the road, arousing my apprehensions lest
Karam-ali act carelessly and the mule go off the road and not find it again until the rising at the Resurrection. I
feared we would be left wandering astray among these interminable and endless waves of dust and salt in this
world of long, round hills and camelback knolls and dangerous salt deserts and we’d be captured and strangled by
the strap-legs of whom we’d heard stories in childhood.
Meanwhile my gaze fell on the horizon and I saw that a thin, glassy vapor had risen from the slope of the plain
and the earth’s surface throbbed quite perceptively, like a guitar string struck by a plectrum. Then my head began
to spin like a man who’s gulped a flask of thick, black fermented wine down to the last drop and I took great
delight in that world of seeming drunkenness mingled with fear and awe, and despite my dizziness, wonder, and
bewilderment, I found myself more detached and free than I had ever been before.
I wanted very much to inform Mowlana about the surprising qualities of that state but it seemed to me that at
that time and in that world of peace and silence throughout, any word from my mouth would be a brick dropped
into a calm, deep sea, forming thousands of circles, curling around and surrounding my powerless self on every
side with prolonged and repeated echoes and frightful reechoes which would tear my eardrums apart. Just as I was
grappling with such an indefinable world, Mowlana’s voice suddenly interrupted my drowsing.
“Haji’s boy,” he said, “be alert for Ali and don’t fall asleep. Stick tight to the mule saddle because you’re about
to lose your balance and fall on the ground.”
“I don’t feel well,” I said. “My head’s swimming and my eyes are blurring and my ears keep ringing.”
“That’s all from being hungry and having an empty stomach,” he said. “You haven’t eaten anything for more
than thirty hours now. If you want to get yourself back to normal, you must make up for that immediately.”
“Then what about the obligation to fast?” I asked.
“A fast without the predawn meal is uncalled for,” he said, “especially when you’re traveling. Not only does
the cock’s crow from Isfahan not reach here but neither does the sound of the small cannon marking the beginning
of the day’s fast. The obligation to fast is therefore dropped and you can eat whatever your heart desires with your
mind at ease. The difficulty in that, however, is that there is no food to be found in the middle of this desert.”
Then he asked Karam-ali,
“My son, would you have a little something or other to eat with you?”
“Not anything worth it,” said Karam-ali.
“How about something not worth it?” said Mowlana.
“My God,” he said, “I do have some bread and onions left from the food I brought with me.”
“May your house prosper!” said Mowlana. “That’s more than we deserve. Get it out quickly and give it to this
gentleman whose condition isn’t anything to write home about. There’s nothing left in his body and I fear he’ll
fall on the ground, God forbid, and leave us in the lurch.”
Quick as a wink, I swallowed a loaf of barley bread and an onion the size of a cantaloupe and never in my life
have I enjoyed anything so much.
Our mules threw down their heads and flicked the flies off with their ears and tails and proceeded with regular
and measured steps. Karam-ali had in his hand a stick hung with a piece of chain and he sometimes brought the
tip of the prod up to the thighs and rumps of the mules to drive them on.
*
It was nearly sunset when the gardens of the village of Falavarjan gradually became visible from afar. Longing
for the stable and manger, the mules quickened their pace. The village inhabitants had clearly been on the lookout
for us and as soon as they caught sight of us from afar, they came in groups to meet us with greetings and
salutations. A warm and tender reception for Mowlana took place such as I had never seen before. Old and young,
rich and poor, all surrounded him and each indicated his happiness by his own way of displaying affection.
When we arrived at the first house in the village, they laid a sheep down and cut off its head despite
Mowlana’s objections and then took us from there straight to the house of the village headman. Acting as if the
headman’s house were their own, both men and women of the village entered confidently behind us without any
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inhibitions. Joy and affection streamed from their faces and Mowlana’s gaiety was matched by theirs. He called
each person by name and inquired about his health and heaped upon them his jokes and jests and banter.
How I could bore you! By the time we’d removed the dust and dirt of the road all over us, the time had come
for the evening meal to break the day’s fast. The meal they’d prepared appeared to have no end. Even if all the
people in the village had eaten, some leftovers would still have remained. It was not yet completely dark when we
sat down to that colorful spread and the headman was extending courtesies continually and saying,
“The satisfaction of the guest is the honor of the host.” How I wish you’d been there!
*
But the first mouthful of food had not yet gone down our throats when a strange murmuring arose beyond the
wall of the house and then a crowd of men and women flooded into the house of the headman. With faces
inflamed and eyes raining sparks, with open mouths cursing and a thousand abuses and insults on their lips, they
had surrounded a tall and sturdy youth already half-dead, bareheaded and with long locks disheveled. They were
dragging him along with kicks and cuffs, all hitting and beating him and scratching and tearing at him according
to their strength.
They encircled the young fellow like a sacrificial camel, raining slaps and blows down on his head from every
side. They’d torn his left ear lobe and blood was flowing from it. All struggled to reach him however possible to
get in some blows and scatter their venom. Heedless of any stranger’s eye, the women had no less of a hand in it
than the men and they took off their shoes to beat out the brains of the abandoned youth. You simply couldn’t
believe that these savage and bloodthirsty men from whose faces poured these ferocious effects would be those
same serene and sincere villagers with their loyalty and with their candor and geniality of an hour before.
Like a hunted animal captured in a swarm of dogs and hunters, this youth without friend or companion, with
swollen, fevered eyes, his gaze full of fear and panic, with bloody mouth and torn lip and ear, had no strength or
energy left in his body to move. Panting with mouth open, he breathed with difficulty and glanced frantically in
all directions like a dumb sheep at slaughter. He wore only a coarse cotton shirt and a qaba without sash or
cummerbund, and part of his wounded chest showed out of his ripped collar with drops of blood here and there
where fingernails had dug into it. He gasped for breath as if being throttled and from the trembling movement of
his lips, it was clear that he wanted to say something but no sound save a heart-rending rattle came from his
throat.
Cries of “Babi! Heathen! Infidel! Atheist!” and hundreds of other insults and indecencies rose up.
In the midst of this crowd, the village akhond was the coarsest and most merciless of all. His ruthless eyes,
glaring like those of a wolf, bulged out from their sockets. Beneath the shadow of his turban, they brought to mind
two glowing torches pounded into a graveyard wall beneath a white dome. He roared loudly,
“Cursed! Devil! Apostate deserving death! Heretic whose blood may be shed without punishment! Dualist!
Infidel worse than a dog!”—and his fist like half a brick rose and descended with all possible force on the head
and face and back and chest of the youth.
Springing from his place, Mowlini hurled himself barefoot out of the room and went up to the crowd, running
all the way, and yelled out,
“You people, what’s the matter? Who is this young man? Why are you beating him? What’s he done wrong?”
In unison from a hundred throats came the cry,
“This son of his damned father is a Babi, his dog of a father is a Babi, his whore of a mother is a Babi. He
doesn’t even deny it and he eats in daylight during the fast and isn’t ashamed before Creator or created and
doesn’t even fear God.” Meanwhile, the village akhond with his bushy beard blacker than pitch and glaring eyes
and flaming glance came forward too and said,
“Your Honor, Mowlini, this damned bastard not only doesn’t deny being a Babi but even avoids cursing the
Bab.” Addressing the akhond, Mowlini said,
“Akhond Molli Abd-ol-latif, this person doesn’t look familiar to me. Perhaps he’s not someone from here?”
“No such utterly filthy animals can be found in our village, praise God,” answered the akhond. “This fine
fellow has come here from Aqa-deh supposedly as a laborer for hire but now it is clear that he has a mission to
lead our young men astray and make them Babis.” As soon as Mowlana heard this explanation, he went up still
barefoot to the young man and slapped him hard on the face, pointed a finger at the dark storage room located at
the end of the room where the sofreh\fn{The cloth laid on the floor on which the Persian meal is traditionally set and around
which people sit when eating.} was set and said,
“Take this stupid half-wit, throw him in, and just give him some garbage to stuff his gut with so that tomorrow
morning I can punish him in the presence of the men and women of this community according to the commands
of sacred Islamic law.”
The youth was so weak he couldn’t keep standing up on his feet. He opened his mouth again to talk but all that
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came out was some watery blood from the corners of his lips and he slowly collapsed and crumpled to the ground.
Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif kicked the youth hard in the flanks in an effort to ingratiate himself and then signaled
to some villagers to carry him to the back room. The villagers opened a path and a few people lifted him like a
lifeless corpse and carried him to the back room. Putting a half-eaten plate of food and some bread beside him,
they latched the door in his face, and then asked a blessing and returned home for their own meals after the day’s
fast.
Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif stood there like the murderous villain, Hares, and his rabid eyes and veins popping
out were those of a wolf whose prey had been taken from its mouth. He fixed his eyes on the door of the
storeroom and clearly wanted to take a single great leap to the door, jerk the latch off, and get the prey into his
clutches a second time, but he knew he didn’t dare because of the extraordinary respect the villagers had for
Mowlana and his status in their eyes. He thus suffered in silence and seethed in rage but was forced by his dignity
not to reveal it.
Having gone back to the sofreh, Mowlana was busy eating his meal after the fast. Cleverly reading the
akhond’s ominous thoughts from his face, he began to act very kind and polite:
“Your Honor, Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif, why are you standing so far away? Why act like a stranger with us?
God forbid, you don’t consider us outsiders, do you? At least honor us by coming closer so that we may benefit
from the dazzling grace of your brilliant presence. This business which Your Honor brought to light today in
protecting the territory of Islam and supporting the Mohammadan law brings honor in the eyes of God and the
Prophet not only to you but also to all the people of Falavarjan. Your reward will be with the Master of Muslim
law. No, come even closer still. Close to me, please, still even closer …”
Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latifs mouth widened until it almost reached his ears from his extreme joy and pleasure.
The aroma of praise and compliments coming to his nose seemed to make the world all his. His limbs started
moving gradually and his eyes began sparkling with happiness. A jumble of words—“But you’re too kind! What
are you saying! You just want to embarrass me! I don’t deserve all this! I’m your servant, praying for you! I’m a
nothing who did his legal duty and no more.”—poured out like wheat and barley chaff from under the millstones
of his rotten teeth. Little by little, he came closer and sat facing Mowlana beside the sofreh.
He attacked the high quality, long-grained rice and the chicken with walnuts and pomegranate juice in the way
that akhonds typically do, but he hadn’t yet swallowed the first mouthful when Mowlana’s voice rose anew,
“Your Honor, Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif, you’ve truly performed a miracle today. May the Lord assist you!
But please, let’s see what ideas you’ve been having about this evil and errant young fellow. You surely planned to
punish him. That’s just what he deserves, of course. But I want to know whether or not the legal stipulations have
been put together for his case.”
*
On hearing these words with no detectable scent of good will, our skeykh, whose crude and coarse, bearded
and hairy exterior showed clearly that he was no more than a vat of ignorance and fanaticism and that he
considered the profession of mullah and akhond as consisting of nothing more than a turban domed like the
mountain of Abu Qobeys and a sash of fifteen yards and a baggy reda and soft-soled slippers, had a feeling in his
bones that the wind was blowing the wrong way. If this line of questions kept up, his hand would be called and
the evidence of his ignominiousness would be out in plain sight. He stammered a jumble of made-up words but
immediately realized that he was failing disgracefully and rushed to say,
“Yes, well, actually that’s been skipped. I don’t exactly remember them. I must go and look at the books …”
After a moment’s reflection and deliberation, Mowlana pursued the conversation without paying attention to
those words and said,
“May God ruin the house of old age which itself has ruined my memory completely! Let’s please see, Your
Honor, Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif, in which of the fifty-two books of jurisprudence has the claim of significance
about the legal punishment been expressed best and in the most detail? Also, in your opinion are the stipulations
in this case in particular those prescribed in the case of adultery with a married woman or are those for slander
and calumny valid or are there some other stipulations?
“And furthermore, sir, in your opinion should the sentence for apostate by nature be executed in this particular
case or should it be the sentence for apostate by creed? Similarly, have you assessed whether the stipulations
about apostasy for this errant youth are correct according to legal regulations or not?”
The individuals seated around the sofreh had all refrained from eating, waiting to see what answer our sheykh
would give to these strange, unusual, and unheard-of questions. But like an ass stuck in the mud, our sheykh, with
a plump chicken thigh in his hand and with his elegant beard in whose strands some rice grains like termites were
playing acrobat, looked at Mowlana as bewildered as a mule looking at a blacksmith, and put on a pantomime,
partly chewing as he said some words which could not be understood at all.
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“Of course,” said Mowlana, “perhaps it’s been erased from your mind and suspended, but supposing we came
tomorrow and this young man repented, then could one render the verdict of al-ta’ib min al-danb ka-min la danb
li-hu\fn{“The repentant from the sin is like the one who has no sin.”} on his behalf or not?”
“Yes, what should I say? It’s up to you, sir,” said our sheykh. “It shall be done however you say, of course.”
Flaring up, Mowlana said,
“What does ‘it’s up to you’ mean in this case? It’s not my verdict that provides a valid basis for matters of
Muslim law. You are the mullah of this community and I’m asking you how the legal verdict should be
established in this case. And, furthermore, is the ruling ma anzala Allah\fn{“Which God has sent down.”} for hadd or
for ta’zir?\fn{I.e., does it refer to a specified punishment for a specified violation of Islamic law ( haad), which often ended in
mutillation or death; or does it refer to the type of punishment intended to reform behavior ( ta’zir), which is discretionary punishment, and
was intended to reform the culprit and prevent him from relapsing. } At this point, Mowlana addressed those present at the

party,
“I’m sure you’d like to know the difference between hadd and ta’zir. Now His Honor, Akhond Molla Abd-ollatif, will explain it for you.”
Losing his appetite completely, that poor akhond, with his mouth open and his lips and mustache greasy, began
clearing his throat as if he’d caught some food in it and he said,
“Yes, yes … that’s correct … jad … hadd … ta'zir, the difference is that … yes, yes … hadd—”
“It’s just as you said yourself,” said Mowlana. “You haven’t kept up with things lately and may need to refer to
some books. But before the legal ruling is carried out, one must rest assured about whether this young man is an
apostate or an infidel and, if he should be an infidel, whether he is a dhimmi infidel\fn{Free, non-Muslim subjects,
suchas Christians and Jews, living in Muslim countries and enjoying protection and safety in return for paying the poll tax. } or a harbi
infidel.”\fn{Those with whom the Muslims should make war.}\
The poor akhond’s eyes stood still and sweat broke out on his forehead and he began to stutter and clear his
throat, and after swallowing his saliva several times, he said,
“Yes, I studied all these problems earlier in the Jame'-e Abbasi, but being so heavily involved, I’ve forgotten. It
seems that the stipulations for the legal punishment in this case are that … that—”
Raising his voice some more, Mowlana attacked him:
“Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif, what are these repulsive words and feeble phrases coming out of your mouth?
Aren’t they damaging to you? But supposing that this disgraceful young man would tomorrow be in a position for
challenge and debate with you and that he said he was predestined to become a Babi by the ruling of al-muqaddar
ka’in and therefore had no sin or guilt, what answer would you give?”
The headman and other guests seated around the sofreh all gave their complete attention to the discussion. The
villagers had also returned, singly and in pairs, leaving their shoes at the threshold before entering the room. The
more elderly sat cross-legged on the floor beyond the sofreh and the younger ones, leaning their backs on the
niches in the wall and sinking their hands into their sashes, lined up politely all around the room. Because, like all
ordinary men, they considered even being present at gatherings of erudite men and listening to erudite discussions
a meritorious act, it seemed as if they were at a session of sermons or a ceremony of mourning as they listened
with all respect to Mowlana’s comments.
The lips of our sheykh trembled like those of a man with a fever and the meaning of the words coming out of
his lips was quite unintelligible.
“Perhaps you don’t basically understand the meaning of al-muqaddar ka’in,”\fn{“Predestined for the existent”} said
Mowlana. “Could you tell us what it means then?”
Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif, who still had that same grilled chicken thigh in his hand and whose beard moved
like a feedbag tied on an ass’s nose, said,
“Well then, it’s clear that kahin and kohneh are about the learned men of the Israelites and muqaddar has the
meaning of the pronoun inside the verb maqdara—”
Mowlana let out such a whoop of laughter that it spread to people at the party and volleys of laughter rose up
on every side. The poor akhond caught himself and said, knitting his brows,
“That’s not funny!” Mowlana broke in,
“What do you mean, that’s not funny? It is funny, indeed it’s very funny!\fn{ The Arabic phrase in question means
“predestined for the existent.” To explain kc’in (“existent, being” with a root k-w-n), our sheykh introduces two words with an h in the
middle and thus quite unrelated. His kahin can mean a fortuneteller or a priest, especially a Jewish priest, which seems to be what our
sheykh has in mind; kohneh is a completely different word borrowed from Persian into Arabic. The best that can be said for our sheykh in
the case of muqaddar and maqdar is that both have the root q-d-r; the verb is qadara and pronouns have nothing to do with either of his
words.} You pious man who hasn’t seen a mosque, what kind of foolish drivel are you giving us? It’s clear your
knowledge is even rustier than we’d imagined. Can you describe the af‘alu al-tafdi1\fn{Verbal adjectives equivalent to
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the comparative and superlative in English. }

and the mushabba\fn{Adjectives which resemble participles.} adjectives?
The akhond’s mouth stayed open and gave no answer.
“I’ll give you the af‘alu al-tafdi1 and the mushabba adjectives as a present,” said Mowlana. “Now tell me,
which are jarra particles?”\fn{Generally equivalent to prepositions.}
The akhond’s mouth opened wider but still no answer was heard.
“Just between us now,” said Mowlana, “you’re really carrying this a bit too far. What kind of a mullah are you
then when you don’t even know the jarra particles! At least tell me how many sitta nouns there are.”\fn{Sitta is the
Arabic word for “six;” Mowlana is asking the sheykh a question rather like “Who is buried in Grant’s tomb?” }
Our sheykh’s mouth opened as wide as it could but no answer came out even yet. Acting surprised, Mowlana
said,
“Alas, I’m ashamed of you! You don’t even know that. My good man, the word gives you the answer and any
child who has studied the grammars of Jorjani knows that. I’m afraid if I asked you what tense fasayakfikahumu
Allah\fn{A quotation from the Qur’an (II:137: “but God will suffice thee as against them.” } has,\fn{The second syllable (-sa-)
identifies the verb tense as future, expressed by the word “will” in the English translation. } you wouldn’t know that either.
Perhaps you don’t know the basic difference between an infidel and an apostate. What kind of answer will you
give God and the Prophet on the Day of Resurrection? Aren’t you afraid of divine blame and punishment?”
The akhond's face turned pitch black and his nostrils narrowed and an icy smile like that of a corpse laid out on
a plank in the mortuary was etched on his lips. Shaking all over, he said,
“Why are you getting your noble self so irritated for no reason? Those aren’t things worth talking about. All
right then, I’ll go back a second time to review the things that have slipped my mind, just for your sake, sir, and
they’ll come back to me.” Mowlana all at once blew up and yelled out,
“What amazing nonsense you’re talking! Everyone knows that a horse broken when it’s old isn’t good for
anything but the Plain of Resurrection. For you with your dozen pounds of hairy beard, the time for going to
school again is past. I’d imagined I was dealing with an educated person. I’d thought you were informed on
jurisprudence and its fundamentals, at least to the extent necessary for ruling on ordinary Islamic legal affairs.
Now I see I’m dealing with an ordinary illiterate pure and simple, one of those they say can’t tell hirr from birr.
You’re really just an amazing fake and fraud and we didn’t even know it. I’m afraid that if I asked why someone
said ‘Read!’ instead of ‘Learn!’ you still couldn’t manage to come up with an answer. Now you’re getting your
just deserts, being unmasked after you’ve been making asses out of good men. The more you beat about the bush,
the more you tarnish your own reputation. You should be herding cows! What business do you have being in the
mullah’s profession? The existence of individuals like you is a disgrace to learning and a source of shame to
learned people. Now then, I see it’s my lawful duty not to let you deceive these Muslim people an hour longer.
Get up as fast as you can and clear out of here completely! You and your wickedness had better pull out of here
and go to whatever hell you want, or else immediately take off your turban and put a regular felt hat on instead
and get busy farming in the fields like the others with a spade on your shoulder and sickle at your waist. Earn a
little honest bread, so that perhaps the most merciful and compassionate Lord will overlook your sins.”
Our sheykh still wanted to repair and restore his affairs. He began to wag his tail and fawn and flatter, but
Mowlana gave him no respite and cut him down, saying,
“No more of your stupid gibberish! If you think you can pull the wool over my eyes with that song and dance
and that hocus-pocus, you’ve got holes in your head. Stop meddling and get yourself out of my sight immediately,
otherwise I’m afraid I’ll show my other side and lose my self-control, God forbid, and in front of young and old
of this village, I’ll give you a handful of what’s coming to you, and I’ll tell them to toss you right out like a dead
rat. Religious law is no laughing matter and I don’t know how it ever happened to be arranged that the duties of
marriage and divorce and business transactions were administered by you.”
Our sheykh understood that this wasn’t the place for whys and wherefores. With a world of regret, he put down
the mentioned chicken thigh on the corner of a plate at his place at the sofreh and pulled himself together to get up
and go, for some of those present were also without any preamble beginning to complain about his ability.
“That guy,” said one, “where’s his education from? When my brother passed away, he couldn’t even manage to
divide up the inheritance.” Another spoke up,
“Every time I had doubts about my prayers and consulted this man, he gave such mixed up answers that if you
threw them to the dogs, they wouldn’t sniff at them.”
The headman revealed that our sheykh made no distinction at all between permitted and forbidden foods and
that children who’d been going to school with him for even two years still couldn’t manage to read Ya Sin and Arrahman.\fn{The titles of two well-known Qur’an chapters recited over graves; some words of which even illiterate Muslims would be
expected to know by heart.}
Anyhow, they emptied the long-standing grievances in their hearts onto the head of the akhond and made him
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look like small change. All said unanimously that they would never again acknowledge such a man as mullah and
then and there they got Mowlana to promise to send them a proper, God-fearing and pious mullah as soon as he
returned to the city.
Standing up, Akhond Molla Abd-ol-latif wrapped his aba around himself and had to keep his eyes fixed on the
ground from shame as he left the party, hanging his head without a backward glance, like a tower of snake venom
and the complete embodiment of ignominy and disgrace.
*
As soon as that old akhond had carried off his filthy presence, the party instantly took on hues of happiness,
and like a tribe rid of demons of plague and pestilence, the company was now in good spirits with sweet and
delightful conversations coming up on every subject.
Changing both his tone and expression, Mowlana skillfully inquired in detail about the grain and crops and
stock and herds of one after another of those present and pointed out practical and profitable methods for each.
Meanwhile, at the host’s signal, the sofreh had been taken up and wooden trays of sweets and fresh and dried
fruit were brought and tea and water pipes were passed around.
It was two hours after dark when Mowlana asked after prayers for a bed, apologizing for being tired. In the
room where we’d been sitting, some appointees of the host spread out soft, warm, brand-new bedding, whose
equal I’d never seen even in my father’s house, and put a water jug at the head of each bed. Having begged and
pleaded for a rendezvous before dawn, they then left us alone.
Mowlana indeed looked tired, and as soon as he went to bed, he turned down the lamp, said good night, and
hid his head under the quilt.
But I had lain down on my own bed two or three yards beyond him and thoughts of the poor, unlucky youth
lying in that deplorable condition in that prison corner and the memory of that undeserved slap on his face by
Mowlana had completely driven sleep away. Although I rolled from side to side and forced my eyes closed with
intense misery and tried by every possible trick and expedient to keep my runaway thoughts from straying, my
efforts were useless and in vain. The pitiful form of that abandoned youth, with his bloody chops and wounded
chest and eyes swollen half-shut materialized in my mind and the sinister sound of that undeserved slap echoed in
my eardrums, making it impossible for me to rest or sleep. I felt as sorry for myself as I did for that maltreated
youth.
“You dumb kid,” I said to myself regretfully, “you saw your hopes changed to despair all at once. You saw
your castle of dreams turned upside down with one whack by a Zeyd on an Amr. You saw the wool that you’d
spun with all that assurance turned just into selvage! You imagined that for once in your life you’d been in contact
with someone worthy of the noble words “human being” even in this inadequate world which encourages
inadequacies. You found out how mistaken you’d been. You saw him take off the clothes of humanity as soon as
that bestial nature possessed him and he took on in an instant the same color and character as that fiendish akhond
and his ignorant and simple-minded imitators.”
I realized thoroughly that not only had that cruel slap wounded the ear of the young man without aid or ally but
it also had wounded the face of my hopes and desires and “ideal,” to use a term of westernized Iranians, and the
effects of all this would not be easily erased and made to vanish from my mind. I remembered how the sound of
that slap tore my heartstrings and my heart began flapping its wings inside my ribs like a sparrow captured in an
eagle’s talons. The sweat of shame settled on my forehead and I cursed my lack of determination and lectured
myself,
“You unprincipled coward! Why didn’t you take steps to protect that youth and why did you just stand there
watching those dastards, not opening your mouth?”
These painful thoughts so tortured me that I was on the verge of going over and without scruples screaming at
Mowlana and dragging him from his sleep and interrogating him,
“You dissolute old man, why did you deceive me? Why did you trick me with such skill and cleverness? Why
did you, like all people nowadays, behave that way with hypocrisy and duplicity, dissembling to me, a simpleminded youth who was devoted to you? I considered you my god and idol, and like an idolater who has witnessed
with his own eyes the weakness and impotence and incapabilities of his idol, I now lie writhing in this strange bed
with troubled mind and anxious thoughts and burning body. My mind’s only relief is to curse you and your name
and what it stands for, and that’s enough. You mischief-making akhond! Although corruption and impurity have
taken over this world from one end to the other, I was happy because I’d found one pure and noble being who
himself was worth the world. It was this one single, perfect, and sufficient example that made life taste sweet to
me and made me optimistic about life and the eternity of created beings. But ungallantly, you showed no pity for
my inexperience and naivete, and with one motion of your hand you so shattered my world that it would be
impossible for any power to cope with repairs and reconstruction of it.”
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If it hadn’t been so dark, I'd have somehow or other stolen out of the house that very night and taken myself to
Isfahan and with the seed of malice toward this man sown in my heart, I’d have tried for the rest of my life to
never again let my eyes fall on his and never again hear his name until the final hour.
The greatest source of surprise was that this individual could have gone to sleep in complete peace just this
side of that dark prison into which he’d thrown the hapless youth and, judging from his regular and steady
breathing, he had no anxieties about these events. He’d still be deep in sleep if the world were deep in flood and
would never bat an eye even if this forlorn and helpless youth died of thirst and hunger in that dark and narrow
corner.
Anyway, while these painful doubts like thousands of poisonous ants bedeviled my body and soul, driving me
to the brink of the grave and stifling me until I was really afraid I;’d go mad, I suddenly noticed the sound of
Mowlana’s measured breathing was interrupted. He rolled over and slowly got out of bed, stood up, and was busy
at something in that mixture of light and darkness. Without letting him know that I was awake and witness to his
actions, I kept sharp watch on his every movement.
First, without any sound he tore from his sash a piece of cloth the size of a big napkin and then from some
pastry trays put in niches high and low after the meeting broke up, he took some sweets, stuffed peaches, walnut
meats, raisins, dried apricots, dried white mulberries, and mixed wheat and hemp seed, carefully poured them into
the napkin, picked up the lamp, went on tiptoe up to the storage room, undid the latch, and entered. After a
moment, he came out with the youth following him and a finger on his lips in a gesture of silence. In a gentle
voice, he asked the youth,
“What is your name?”
“Your servant, Zabihollah,” answered the youth.
“My brother, Zabihollah,” Mowlana rephrased. Then he asked,
“Do you know the way to Isfahan?”
“How would you expect me not to know that?” he replied.
“Do you also know the way out of this house?” asked Mowlana. Surprised, the youth answered,
“Yes, I know it.”
“Very good!” said Mowlana. “Take this napkin of food and scoot out of the house without any noise and try to
somehow or other get to Isfahan by highways or byways. When you arrive there, go directly to the New Quarter
and seek out the house of Mirza Aqa Khan Bangi, give him my greetings, and say that Abd-ol-hadi said that the
password is that he and I fixed a vegetable stew right there and I told his fortune from a volume of Hafez. Also
tell him I said that he should take care of you until I return to Isfahan and take you over myself.”
The poor youth stood amazed and dumbfounded, not understanding whether Mowlana fancied a joke on him
and wanted to tease him or whether he actually intended to save him. Meanwhile Mowlana reached in his breast
pocket, took out some money, put it in the young man’s hand, and said,
“What are you waiting for? Run away quickly so that you’ll reach the city before it’s light; otherwise it is
possible that in your condition, you may again get involved in some problem with new headaches.” Then I heard
Mowlana ask,
“Why did you become a Babi and eat during the fast?”
“Come on now, grandfather, what would I know about who’s a Babi,” he said, “and what kind of talk is that?
I’ve had a stomachache for two whole years now and if I don’t eat at least a bit of bread every two hours when my
stomach is empty, the ache is such torture that I almost die.”
“In that case,” said Mowlana, “why weren’t you ready to curse anyone who’s a Babi and why did you
endanger yourself that way?”
“I’ll be perfectly frank with you,” he said, “I hate this Molla Abd-ol-latif so much that I never want to see him
alive. Even if I were dying of thirst, I wouldn’t be willing to drink a drop of water from his hands. If he says it’s
night, I’ll say it’s day, and when he saw I wasn’t ready to curse for no reason one of God’s people, someone I
didn’t know and hadn’t seen and so I wouldn’t honestly know whether the curses were right or wrong, then he put
me down on his list and when he didn’t get any satisfaction out of me, although he well knew that I was a hundred
times more a Muslim than himself, he played this trick on me.”
Just then the youth’s eyes fell on the jug of water. Picking it up, he raised it to his lips quite greedily and for a
while there was loud glugging, but at length Mowlana restrained him.
“More than that will hurt you, my son,” he said, and taking the jug from the youth’s hand, he led him to the
door and said,
“Now may the hand of God be your companion! Go, with the protection of Nourisher. We’ll rendezvous quite
soon in Isfahan.” The youth with bundle in hand was intending to leave the room when Mowlana restrained him
and said,
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“Zabihollah, any time you also want to clear up our account, I won’t object.” Pausing, Zabihollah said,
“What account?” Putting his hand on his own face, Mowlana said,
“This afternoon I gave you a slap on the face without reason which you have the right to return. Here you are
and here’s my face.” Choking with tears on hearing these words, Zabihollah bent down to kiss Mowlana’s hand,
saying,
“God forbid!” But Mowlana drew his hand back and gave the youth’s face many kisses, saying,
“Now hurry and make your escape, for the time is short and the night watch is asleep and the road is long.”
Zabihollah vanished in the darkness and when Mowlana had made sure that the fellow had escaped from
danger, he tiptoed to his bed, put the lamp back at its head, and lay down. Silence enveloped the room and soon
there again rose the sound of regular breathing which is the sign of a happy and peaceful sleep of an undisturbed
mind.
As if a millstone on my heart had suddenly been removed, I was revived. I drew a long, deep breath, delighted
that my imaginings had all proved false and unfounded and thanking Providence with immense rejoicing. At that
moment, I happened to remember Mowlana’s promise to the village people and I said to myself,
“Tomorrow we’ll have to see how Mowlana answers the crowd that will undoubtedly collect at this house.
They’ll be all in a lather by then with hopes of watching this young man being lashed and I’ll see how Mowlana
smooths things over to make up for tonight’s deception.”
Since I was sure he could manage that problem too with skill and dexterity, I didn't give way to pointless
apprehensions. Relying on God, I closed my eyes tightly and the sleep which had flown from my head returned
ever so quietly, flapping its wings like a tame little bird. I wish all my friends could have seen how very quickly I
sank into sleep’s caresses and how sweet and delicious were my dreams.
*
The villagers were informed the next day that the fellow had escaped during the night so that any hope of
finding him again had vanished. After Mowlana had shown great regret and expressed considerable ill-humor, he
said,
“God will clear accounts with him Himself.”
*
When we returned to the city, Mowlana said apologetically,
“My friend, the truth is that I have the habit of taking a vacation for a day or two once or twice a year. I
therefore entrust you to God for today and tomorrow and hope you’ll also take advantage of this favor forced on
you and rid yourself of some fatigues from this period we’ve been together. It’s just like when the maktabs and
madresehs\fn{Primary and more advanced schools of learning, respectively. } close for the children to relax and have a
vacation. When I take off, I turn into a hermit somewhere outside the city in a faraway, secluded, empty place, if
the weather’s suitable. If not, I close the door to friends and strangers and try to become somewhat closer to God
and better acquainted with Him and myself right in a corner of this room.” Surprised, I asked,
“What do you do during that period? Are you engaged in worship and devotions?”
“Call it whatever you like,” he said. “If I were a gnostic, I’d answer, ‘Just my heart and I know what I do,’ but
since I’ve never had such pretentions, I’ll say quite frankly that after ablutions and purifications, I stretch out on
the earth, face up with both hands under my head and close my eyes. Managing with the least possible, I try as
hard as I can to close the shutters of my mind and heart on every thought and idea and to avail my body and soul
of peace and calm as completely as possible.”
*
In short, I passed twenty-three whole months with such a man and I truly enjoyed my life. Each of God’s days
arrived from the fragrant garden of mercy with fresh fruit and delicacies fresher than fresh and each hour my
devotion to Mowlana and my faith in him and my affection for him increased.
I’ve recounted briefly for you a description of some scenes from the first days of my acquaintance with
Mowlana. That handful is but a sample from a donkeyload and you may infer the remainder yourself by analogy.
Early most mornings he was present at my pillow, waking me from sleep with an appropriate verse. My eyes
would open on the luminous countenance of that enlightened old man whose speech was in fact entirely
invocations to God and whose silence was all thought and whose gaze was altogether simply exemplary. Then we
began anew those fresh, surprising, and unusual journeys and travel of which each portion and particle would
serve as a lesson and a source of wonder not only for me but also for most people of this country. …
300.162 1. It Is Night 2. Moonlight 3. Hey, People 4. Snow 5. In The Cold Winter Night 6. Along The Riverbank
7. The Song Of The Jungle 8. The Boat 9. My House Is Cloudy 10. Waiting 11. The Soldier’s Family 12. The
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Cold Stove 13. My Father 14. Fifteen Years Have Gone By 15. From My Father’s Mansion: Fifteen Poems \fn{by
Nima Yooshij (1896-1960)} Yush Village, Nur County, Mazanduran Province, Iran (M) 8
1
A night of deep darkness.
On a branch of the old fig tree
A frog croaks without cease,
Predicting a storm, a deluge,
and I am drowned in fear.
*
It is night,
*
And with night the world seems
like a corpse in the grave;
And in fear I say to myself:
“What if torrential rain falls everywhere?”
“What if the rain does not stop
until the earth sinks into the water
like a small boat?”
*
In this night of awful darkness
*
Who can say in what state we will be
when dawn breaks?
Will the morning light make
the frightening face of the storm
disappear?
2
The moon beams
the glowworm glows
sleep is seldom ruined, but
worry over this heedless lot
ruins sleep in my tearful eyes.
*
Dawn stands worried at my side
morning urges me to announce
its arrival to the lot.
alas! a thorn inside,
stops me in my tracks.
*
A delicate rose stem
which I planted with my hands
and watered with my life
its thorns break inside me.
*
I fumble about to open a door
uselessly expecting someone to meet
a jumble of walls and doors
crumbles over my head.
*
The moon beams
the glow-worm glows
blisters marking a distant road
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*
Standing before the village
a single man
knapsack on his back, hand on the knocker, murmurs
“Worry over this lot
ruins sleep in my tearful eyes.”
3
Hey, you over there
who are sitting on the shore, happy and laughing,
someone is dying in the water,
someone is constantly struggling
on this angry, heavy, dark, familiar sea.
When you are drunk
with the thought of getting your hands on your enemy,
when you think in vain
that you’ve given a hand to a weak person
to produce a better weak person,
when you tighten your belts, when,
when shall I tell you
that someone in the water
is sacrificing in vain?
*
Hey, you over there
who are sitting pleasantly on the shore,
bread on your tablecloths, clothes on your bodies,
someone is calling you from the water.
He beats the heavy wave with his tired hand,
his mouth agape, eyes torn wide with terror,
he has seen your shadows from afar,
has swallowed water in the dark blue deep,
each moment his impatience grows.
He raises from these waters
a foot, at times,
at times, his head...
Hey you there,
he still has his eyes on this old world from afar,
he’s shouting and hopes for help.
Hey you there
who are calmly watching from the shore,
the wave beats on the silent shore, spreads
like a drunk fallen on his bed unconscious,
recedes with a roar, and this call comes from afar again:
Hey, you over there...
*
And the sound of the wind
more heart-rending by the moment,
and his voice weaker in the sound of the wind;
from waters near and far
again this call is heard:
Hey, you over there.
4
Yellow hasn’t become red for no reason
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the red hasn’t cast its colour
upon the wall for no reason.
*
Morning has come from that side of the Azakoo mountains but
Vazna Mountain is not clear.
The power of the dimly-lit snow works all its chaos
on every window-pane it settles.
*
Vazna is not clear
from this, I have a heavy heart;
the guest-killing guesthouse’s day is dark
every soul jumbled together aimlessly:
some sleepy people
some uncouth people
some simple people.
5
In the cold winter night
The furnace of the sun too
Burns not like the hot hearth of my lamp,
And no lamp is luminous as mine
Neither it freezes by the cold moon that shines above.
*
I lit my lamp when my neighbor was walking in a dark night,
And it was a cold winter night,
The wind encircled the pine,
Amid silent heaps
She was lost from me, separated from this narrow lane,
And still the story is remembered,
And on my lips these words lingered:
“Who lights? Who burns?
Who saves this tale of the heart?”
*
In the cold winter night
The furnace of the sun too
Burns not like the hot hearth of my lamp,
And no lamp is luminous as mine
Neither it freezes by the cold moon that shines above.
6
Along the riverbank wanders the old turtle
the day’s a sunny day.
The rice-paddy scene is warm.
*
The old turtle basks in the warm lap of its sun,
sleep at ease
along the riverbank.
*
Along the riverbank there’s only me
tired from the pain of desire,
awaiting my sun.
But my eyes
cannot see it for an instant.
*
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My sun
has hidden its face from me in the distant waters.
For me everything is clear everywhere
in my standing,
in my hurrying,
only my sun is not clear
along the riverbank
7
I wonder what tumult is racking the silence of this jungle
That breeds a hundred songs of joy and sorrow in the heart;
I wonder what magic lies within the depth of jungles
That helps the jungle witch to ensnare man.
*
When the autumn morning sun rises,
The jungle gets so brightly lit
That it occurs to you
That each golden leaf is a candle flame
Burning in the jungle’s heart.
*
Which knight must bring the happy tidings of victory
For whom the jungle is adorned with lights?
When the incense-spreading gale scatters
A thousand gold coins over the jungle,
I wonder what the silent butterfly thinks
And by what melody the jungle love-bird
Sings the luring song of dropping leaves?
*
I like the jungle,
Because like the souls of us folks
It is full of mysterious and colorful lights and shadows.
*
I like the jungle,
Because a lively jungle is beautiful
And even at death it refreshes the world.
May the mirth breading jungle live long!
8
My face is withered
My boat is stranded.
*
With my stranded bark I cry:
“I am stranded in sorrow
In this dangerous seashore
And the water is far away
Help, O friends!”
A smile of derision breaks upon their lips
But directed at me
At my askew boat
At my tumultuous words
At my infinite perturbation
At my infinite perturbation
Suddenly a cry issues from me:
“I fear but danger and annihilation
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The commotion of ‘to be or not to be’
It is but for endangered life.”
With their mistake
I buy mistakes
From their disheartening words
I suffer
Blood spurts out of my wound
How can I dry the water?
I cry.
My face is withered
My boat is stranded
My words are clear to you:
*
One person is alone
I extend my hand to you for help
*
My voice is broken in my throat
And if voice is voluble
I cry
For your salvation and mine
I cry!
8
My house is overcast by clouds
Permanently weighed by a pall of cloud over the earth.
The wind, broken, desolate and intoxicated,
Whirls over the pass.
The world is laid waste by it
And my senses too!
O piper!
O you enchanted by the music of the pipe, where are you?
*
My house is cloudy, yet
The cloud is impregnated by rain.
*
Cherished by the illusion of my bright days,
*
I stand opposite the sun
I cast my gaze upon the sea.
And the entire world is desolated and ravaged by the wind
And the ever-playing piper progresses onto his path
In this cloudy world.
10
At nightfall
I keep waiting for you.
At nightfall
While shadows are thickening
In the branches of talagen
Making lamplit lovers gloomy
I keep waiting for you.
At nightfall
While still valleys
Are sleeping as dead serpents
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While ivy twines about
Jupiter’s foot
Whether or not you remember me
I will never cease to remember you
I keep waiting for you.
11
The candle burns, beside the curtain set,
So far this woman hasn’t slept yet;
Over the cradle she leans (alone)
O wretched one, O wretched one.
A few rags from the curtain of the spouse
To protect the house.
*
For two days no food she has tasted,
With two kids, she hasn’t rested;
One is ten, she is sleeping,
The other is awake and wailing.
She cries for her mother’s milk which is small
This is another woe, (it is dismal).
*
The neighbor’s child wears well,
She has her sports and eats well.
What difference is between these (I’m grieved)
What the other owns this one is bereaved.
A soldiere’s child dressed in rags (and gall)
Why must she live at all?
*
All she sees is but asperity
What she reads, breathes adversity;
Her back is bending, with all the load,
Her eyesight is dim in this abode;
Thus she labors like a man;
Thus she toils, the woman.
12
Surviving from very distant nights
At a silent path towards the jungle
A little stove made of sstone,
Contains some cold ashes.
*
Like my melancholy thoughts buried in the dust,
Bearing sketches of everything,
A tale whose fruit is but pain.
*
My sweet day that agreed with me
Has become an incongruous sketch,
It has grown cold and turned into stone
And the autumnal breaths of my life, turns yellow the spring’s face.
*
Still surviving from very distant nights
At a silent path towards the jungle
A little stove made of stone,
Contains some cold ashes.
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13
Like you [the breeze], he on swift heels
Descended from this mountain peak
But following behind him
Were two lads fast and brave.
*
When [the father], the village darling, came to the village
Our hearts were in hope of finding his
The night was dark and the world had drowned
In the fearful silence of the village.
*
I saw a man armed
Drooping moustache, staff in hand,
A shadow of a smile on his lips every moment,
Coming towards us fatigued.
*
My mother jumped up and lit a light
He became a shadow, as if covered in tar,
Has he hitched the horse in the garden?
Has he jumped down from the wall?
*
Til dawn with wakeful eyes
There was talk of trouble on the journey
We were sitting all around him
He was gazing at our faces every moment.
*
He was asking after each of us
Sitting like a hero on the ground
Kind to all the world’s people
His words cheerful, warm, and sweet.
*
Like you [the breeze], he went fast
He went and left me to grieve for
He hid his face from the world and shortened his journey
And I became worn with grief.
*
My eyes are peeled to the road
I ask the road for him each moment
When you [the breeze] come to me tired,
I tell my dejected heart,
*
“I wish he would come through this window.”
I shout out to him from afar, “Come!”
I would tell my wife Aliyeh, “Woman!
My father has come. Open the door.”
14
Fifteen years have gone by
Each day worse than a night
Each night turned blacker because of the black day.
Fifteen years have gone by
Since you left my side
I still have words of yours dangling from my ear
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Oh, father, my eyes still
Attend to many of them.
Ah, why did you go like that!
Fifteen years have gone by
*
Each night one year and each day one month
But I did not come one bit short of my work.
I stood strong against the hardships
And thanks to loneliness
I did what I should have
And what I raised up
Got its beauty from your treasure
15
My father’s mansion remains only in name
On the north side a hall
On the south side an archway
*
On its exterior the stables
Now the owl has nested in it
And a panel dangling in the doorway.
*
The door is open and his house is dark
Sometimes a lamp is lit in one room
A man has made his bed
*
His head is bent over a book
He has brought his knees to his chest
His hand is spinning over a notebook
*
Night, darkness, a lamp, and that man
In a tangle, but in the notebook
They have created another mansion
*
His hand wrote this on a page,
“My father’s mansion remains only in name.”
His soulless body has become like a body for me.
264.86b Untitled Poem\fn{by Batoul Abid Soltani (1896-1993)} Iran (F) -1
His image calms my heart
where none else can enthrall
But only if these desires of one
deprived may ascend and enthrall.
Captivated I am by my beloved’s black eyes
Whoever falls in love lives
until the end enthralled.
Months and years I have longed
for my matured yet fresh love story
So, O Hunter, do not harm this deer,
whose graceful eyes you enthrall.
In my beloved’s presence
there is nothing do dispute,
I ache to see his divine image
and be enthralled.
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My life has passed by
but from my beloved’s ardor
There is a fire in my heart
that does not die but enthralls.
264.86a Untitled Poem\fn{by Fakhr Ozma Arghoon aka Fakhr Adel Khalatbari (1898- )} Iran (F) -1
Neither the beauty nor the face
makes a woman. For the faults
are not rose petals or Jasmine
soft in a woman. Neither a silk skirt
nor a crepe georgette suit makes
a woman. Neither the bright shoes
nor a wrinkled skirt makes a woman.
It is the knowledge and truth in her
indeed that makes her the center of attention.
O Light Wind, ask the Sheikh
for me why am I again and again
the weak in this land? Why am I the
haven for the strong man when I am
ineffectual and just a woman?
O woman, try and arise for that is the best of fashion.
Knowledge is precious in Fakhr’s vision,
try and earn it like an artisan.
270.100 Excerpt from A Letter To Her Husband\fn{by Furugh al-Dawla aka Malika-yi Iran (19th century)} Iran (F) -1
… Yesterday morning after the shah went to the embassy, Azud al-Dawla, the shah’s master of the horse, came
here to the door of the andarun to see how I was. He sent a message saying that since his excellency is not here and
you do not have a man in the house, I am at your command; but I think it would be advisable for you to go either to
the russian embassy or to Kamraniyya.\fn{A royal summer palace outside Tehran } How can you risk sitting here so
fearlessly?
I sent a message back thanking him and saying that I am neither going to the embassy nor to Kamraniyya nor do
I fear anyone.
He then said that he would go and bring an Ottoman flag and raise it atop Sahibqaraniyya.\fn{ Another royal summer
palace outside Tehran} I told him it was not necessary. He persisted but I would not accept.
After his departure I called the deputy of Sahibqaraniyya and told him to go to the storage room and bring the
large lion-and-Sun flag of Iran and hoist it up on the pole above the big hall. What pleasure it gave me when the
wind blew at our own flag and waved it in the breeze above my room! …\fn{ Her letters are in Persian in Jahangir
Qa’immaqami (ed.), Tarikh-i vaqayi-yi mashruta-yi-Iran (Tehran, Tahuri, 1969).}
270.100b Excerpt from A Letter To Her Husband\fn{by Gulrukh Khanum (19th century)} Iran (F) -1
But we are out of our minds concerning you due to reports we hear from people.
Each of the women who comes to the house speaks of the prime minister’s enmity with you. Reliable sources
say that the prime minister will never consent to the return of Farukh Khan from Istanbul and wil daily find
something for him to do there. This is the rumor circulating among everyone and must therefore be true that the
prime minister will not let you return from Istanbul. … Do not wait for horses and servants to be sent … if you wait
for them and the prime minister’s permissioin, it will be a great mistake.
Travel by post. You are in the shah’s good graces. He will not mind y9ou traveling by post and will not let the
prime minister finish you off. … You must come. All that I have written is the truth. There is no mistake. Under no
condition prolong your stay in Istanbul. Come. Come.
270.100c Excerpt from A Petition To Hajj Muhammad Hassan Amin al-Zarb\fn{by Mme. Mirza Riza Kirmani (19th
century)} Iran (F) -1
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… I am the wife of Mirza Riza Kirmani who is in prison in Qazvin. I have a son who is like an orphan without
his father. I wish for him to join the ranks of the followers of the messenger of god and to circumcise him. I have
no money. Be kind enough as to make a donation.
Persian 10 A tasníf “ascribed to a lady named Minára Khánim”\fn{ by Minára Khánim (late 19th century- )} Iran (F) 1

Mother dear, I slept, I saw a vision:
Ramazán was over, Mother dear;
Everyone in clover, Mother dear!
But my dream was a delusion, Mother dear!
All delusion and confusion, Mother dear!
*
Mother dear, I slept, I saw a vision:
The Constitution flourished, Mother dear;
All the poor were housed and nourished, Mother dear!
But my dream was a delusion, Mother dear!
All delusion and confusion, Mother dear!
*
Mother dear, I slept, I saw a vision:
Spacious street and splendid square, Mother dear;
Like some Frankish city rare, Mother dear!
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But my dream was a delusion, Mother dear!
All delusion and confusion, Mother dear!
*
Mother dear4, I slept, I saw a vision:
The gbaths were clean and sweet, Mother dear;
“Snap your fingers, stamp your feet,” Mother dear!
But my dream was a delusion, Mother dear!
All delusion and confusion, Mother dear!
*
Weep not, Mother dear, I pray, nor worry:
I will buy you sugar-loaves and sweets untold,
And a pretty outdoor mantle stitched with gold,
For when crushed by household care, Mother dear!
You fill me with despair, Mother dear!
270.100d Excerpt from A Letter To The Editor Of Sur-e esrafil\fn{by an otherwise unnamed woman (before 1907- )}
Iran (F) -1
… I regret that I am not a man to say what I wish and do what I want and to shed my blood to the last drop in
the cause of my country. …
270.100e Excerpt from A Letter To The Editor Of Iran-e now\fn{by an otherwise unnamed woman (before 1908- )}
Iran (F) -1
You think that we are ignorant or unconscious, have no initiative, and have no share of human rights. If we are
women we are not foolish. We watched every effort and service the nationalists performed and all the pain they
suffered. But we had no remedy. Some of us patriots celebrated the day the constitutionalists were victorious and
felt happy, and when bad fortune struck, we wept, but we were allowed in no gathering or meeting …
God knows how on those dark unforgettable historical days we burned for the fallen youth of Azerbaijan and
how during the long nights we roared like whales as their sisters. We threw salt on our bleeding hearts and wore no
new clothes or drank clear water nor did we caress our children, but we lamented until dawn and thought of a way
toward salvation and freedom, so that we too might lift a thorn from the path of our fellow men and serve the
children of the fatherland. …
From her breast the newborn would suck the love of the fatherland, so that when necessary he would lay down
his life.
270.101 Excerpt from A Letter To The Editor Of Iran-e now\fn{by an otherwise unnamed woman (before 1909- )} Iran
(F) -1
Do you know how many children die or become blind because they are not cared for and because women are
not educated and are ignorant? …
Oh, you brave brothers who are keepers of virtue … why is it that you think we are unworthy? How many
schools have you founded for us oppressed women? How many teachers have you appointed for us … that
convinces you we are unworthy and have no aptitude? Why is it you want comfort, pleasure, travel, and science for
yourselves and deprive us of their benefits and say that in our country women are unworthy of education? …
Come brothers, undo the oppression of the women’s race, and let us obliterate the shame our civilized neighbors
blame us for.
1920
103.1 1. Jahantigh 2. The Magic Gazelle 3. Shah Abbas 4. The Clever Cobbler 5. Adventures Of Hassan 6.
Tajbakhsh 7. The Firewood-gatherer Who Was Really A Diviner: Seven Folktales\fn{told by Sayyid Sulaymân
(c.1900?- )} Baharvand, Luristan Province, Iran (M) 22
1
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There was a king who had three sons. He had seven wives, but the three sons were from one wife. The
youngest son was Jahantigh, who said,
“Today I should go visit my father’s chief wife.” He went and was her guest.
“My son,” she said, “did you come for a particular reason?”
“No,” he said. “I just wanted to.” After fixing a meal for him she said,
“You know what, Jahantigh?”
“What?” he asked.
“I am in love with you,” she said. “I must have you!”
“This is perverse,” he said. “You are like my mother, you are my father’s wife. How can this be?”
“Never mind!” she said. “It must be!”
Jahantigh jumped, but she grabbed the end of his tunic. With his knife he cut the garment and escaped from her
clutches. Then she uncovered her head\fn{ A sign, familiar from classical Persian literature, of complaint before the king .} and
went before the king, saying,
“O king, woe unto you. Your son has attacked me.”
“If his tunic is rent from behind, it was the woman’s fault,” said the vizier, “but if it is rent from the front, it
was the boy’s fault.”\fn{The phrase is taken from the Qur’an, 12:26-27 (“If his shirt is torn from the front,” said one of the people,
“she is speaking the truth and he is lying. If it is torn from behind, then he is speaking the truth, and she is lying.”) }
“Let the executioner come forward,” said the king, “and cut the boy’s head off.”
“Strike not the blade at your own family,” said the vizier, “but rather exile him and let him go away.”
So Jahantigh mounted a horse and headed away from civilization into the wilderness. The eldest brother then
said,
“If my father cannot do well by my youngest brother, he will not do well by me.” The middle brother too said,
“If he cannot do well by them, he will not do well by me.” There was also a black slave who said,
“If he cannot do well by his own children, will he do well by me?”
And they all headed into the wilderness, into a parched, dry desert, where night overtook them. They gathered
a few twigs, but when they thought of it, they saw that they had only one match. which they lit and made a fire
with.
“What should we do so the fire won’t go out tonight?” they said. “We should take turns watching over it.”
“My brothers,” said Jahantigh. “You have all suffered on my account. I will keep watch.”
So Jahantigh stayed by the fire, and the others went to sleep. Later a gust of wind arose and blew out the fire
without a trace.
“O Lord,” said Jahantigh, “what am I to do now?”
He stood up and saw a glow in the distance. Leaving the others asleep, he mounted his horse and rode off.
There he saw a brazier full of fire. Around it were sixteen demons.
“Good Lord!” he said, “What should I do?” He tied his horse nearby and said,
“If I can pull myself together, I can rush into their midst and snatch a brand of fire.” He leapt into their midst,
but a demon caught him and set him on his knee.
“Did the wind bring you?” asked the demon. “Did the rain bring you? Did you fall from the sky?”
“Don’t do anything to him until I ask him some questions,” said another of the demons. “Maybe we can get
our heart’s desire. This is a human, and these humans are crafty.”
“What do you want?” asked Jahantigh.
“The daughter of the king of the fairies is in yonder castle. She has said that she will marry anyone who can
kiss her. But the castle is surrounded by bells, and their jangling has destroyed our race.\fn{ Demons are killed by the
sound of bells.} Only these sixteen and I remain.”
“You know what you should do?” said Jahantigh. “Go bring me a sackful of cotton. I’ll stuff the bells so they
won’t make any noise. Then you come one by one, and I’ll pass you inside.”
They brought him the cotton, and he stuffed the bells. Then, standing on the battlements of the castle,
Jahantigh said,
“Now come up one by one.”
As they came he grabbed them by their mustaches, hit them over the head and killed them until all sixteen
were dead. Then he went to the girl, kissed her and put his own ring on her finger and her ring on his. When she
woke up, Jahantigh jumped; but she grabbed his tunic from behind. He cut the tunic from her grasp, wrapped the
demons’ mustaches in a handkerchief and took them away. Then he tied the brazier to his saddle and went back to
his brothers.
Seeing his brothers still asleep, he woke them up.
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“Brother,” they said, “where did this brazier come from?”
“The wind blew our fire out,” he said, “so I went and got this brazier.”
“Brother,” they said, “are we no longer comrades? What if someone had killed you? What if a dragon had
eaten us?”
“Brothers,” he said, “you have suffered much on my account. Mount your horses and let’s go.”
They went to the edge of the city, where they saw someone saying,
“It was I who kissed her.” Another was saying,
“No, it was I.” Yet another said,
“Look, these strangers have come to take the woman away.”
“We are wayfarers,” said Jahantigh. “But now that there is a dispute, show us your proof.”
“My proof,” said one, “is only that I kissed her.”
“But I do have proof,” said Jahantigh. “My proof is here. The back of my tunic is in her hand, her ring is on
my finger and my ring is on her finger. Here too are the mustaches of the demons I killed.”
“Bring him here,” said the girl.
He was brought, examined and found to be telling the truth.
“If I marry anybody,” said the girl, “I will marry this man. Otherwise I shall not marry.”
“If you marry,” said Jahantigh, “you will marry my eldest brother. I shan’t marry you in any case, for I shall
not marry before my brother.”
“All right,” said the girl. “So long as the name of Jahantigh is with me it will be well.”
The eldest brother was a stargazer, \fn{The Lur believe that everyone has a star, and when each person dies his star falls into
the water.}and they stayed with him for a month, after which the three remaining mounted their horses and rode off,
leaving the brother. They traveled until they came to a city where the people had nearly starved to death. They
went to an old woman’s house.
“Why are the people of your city so skinny?” they asked. “Why are they all wearing black?”
“There is a dragon over our spring,” she said, “and it won’t let the water come down to us. Every day we have
to take a herd of sheep, forty loaves of bread and a maiden and throw them down the dragon’s throat. for it to let a
bit of water trickle down to us. Tomorrow is the turn of the king’s daughter. Because of this we are all in black.”
“At what time do you take them to it?” asked Jahantigh.
“At dawn,” she said.
“Stay here until I get back,” he said. He went to the market in search of a wool-carder.
“Make me a felt cloak and be quick about it,” he said. “Whatever the price is, I will give you double.” When it
was made he took it and went back to the house.
The next morning he went out and saw someone driving a cow, leading the girl and carrying the forty loaves of
bread. Jahantigh leapt and landed in front of them. As he went ahead he saw the dragon coming. He put the dull
edge of his sword in his mouth and took one end in one hand and the other in the other hand. As the dragon
swallowed them all, the sword cut the dragon in two. From inside the dragon’s belly the girl put a bloody handprint on the youth to mark him.
Then the water came. One filled a water skin and another filled his pool, for they thought the water would dry
up at any moment. The people drank so much water that they became bloated and fell unconscious to the ground.
When they came to, one said,
“It was I who did it.” Another said,
“It was I.” But the girl said,
“Tomorrow morning let the entire city assemble and cross the bridge. I will watch from above, and I will
recognize them.”
The next morning the king ordered everybody to come and cross the bridge.
“Old woman,” said Jahantigh, “come on, take us too.” He donned his cloak and went there as the people were
crossing the bridge.
“Those three people,” said the girl, “the ones with the old woman. Yes, he is the one. If I marry, I shall marry
this man. Otherwise I shall not marry.”
Jahantigh was taken to the king, who took his crown from his head and offered it to Jahantigh!
“No,” said Jahantigh, “let it be your own felicitous crown. If your daughter marries, let her marry my elder
brother. I shall not marry her in any case.”
“All right,” said the princess, “I will marry him, but let the name of Jahantigh stay with me.” And she was
given in marriage to the brother.
Then he and the slave mounted their horses and rode away. They traveled until they came to a city where they
heard a voice saying,
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“Here’s bread.” Another voice was saying,
“Here’s meat.” Another was saying,
“Go this way.”
But nobody could be seen. Jahantigh took hold of one end of a balance,\fn{ Apparently, one end of a device used for
weighing out food for distribution.} but no matter how hard he tugged he could not see anyone on the other end.
“Turn the balance loose,” said a voice, “and let me give some meat to this person. It’s not your turn.”
“If you don't tell me why your city cannot be seen,” said Jahantigh, “I will not let go.”
“The daughter of the king of the fairies has said, ‘I have seen Jahantigh in a dream. Until I see him I will not
let this city be visible,’” the voice said.
“But I am Jahantigh,” he said.
“Come,” said the voice, “let me take you to her. If you are he, she will give me a reward. If you are not he, she
will cut off my head. Come by way of this lane and that lane.”
With one end of the balance in the hand of the man who was speaking and the other end in Jahantigh’s hand,
he was led to the girl. When she looked at him she saw that he was the person of whom she had dreamed and she
loosed her spell and the city became visible.
“Yes,” she said, “I saw you in a dream and fell in love with you. I have no husband and I am the ruler of this
city. Come, marry me.”
“No,” said Jahantigh, “you must marry my brother.”
“So long as the name of Jahantigh is with me, it will be well,” she said.
Then he mounted his horse and rode off alone. He rode until he came to the outskirts of a city. He turned his
horse loose in the forest and stretched out, saying, “I will rest until evening.” He saw that the water carriers were
women, the cowherds were women, those who tended the folds were women, and the shepherds were women. He
stayed there until evening.
That evening he mounted his horse and rode toward the city. There he saw an old woman with a water-skin on
her back.
“Old woman,” he said, “don’t you have a place you can give me for the night?”
“No,” she said. “Who brought you to this region, young man? Turn back, unlucky one.”
“Give me a place to stay,” he said, giving her some money.
“Come on, then,” she said, “let’s go.” And she took him home with her.
“Why are the only people in this city of yours women?” he asked.
“The king of the fairies has a son,” she said, “and he has a sister. He has said that anyone who can pin him to
the ground can have his sister. But everybody he pins to the ground gets his head cut off. By means of this ruse he
has cut off all the men’s heads.”
“How can I find him?” he asked.
“He has a merhorse\fn{The bahri, a fabulous horse that lives in the sea .} in his stable. You’ll have to go by night. I’ll
show you the way. Go to the stable and show yourself to the merhorse. It will neigh and he will come to give it
some sugar. Hide yourself so he won’t see you. When he has gone, show yourself to the merhorse again. It will
neigh again and he will come again to give it some sugar. When he has gone, show yourself to it once more. It
will neigh once more. This time he will come and whip it three times, and it will get angry. You go rub it and pet
it. He will go home. From then on it depends on your luck. If you throw him to the ground, don’t let him go until
he says ‘by my mother’s milk and my father’s pain.’”\fn{The standard phrase to bind supernatural beings.}
So he went and did as the old woman had said. When he went in he saw the fairy king’s son just sitting down.
“You bastard!” he said, “where have you been?”
“I have come to tell you,” said Jahantigh. They both stood up and set upon each other. They wrestled from
dawn until noon. Jahantigh mentioned the name of Ali,\fn{ To invoke the aid and protection of Imam Al ibn Ali-Talib .}
smote him on the head and threw him to the ground.
“My sister is yours,” he said. “Let me go!”
“Yes, your sister is mine,” said Jahantigh, “but to the extent that all these men’s souls were dear in your
clutches, you must die.”
“By my mother’s milk and my father’s pain! My sister is yours. I was deluded. Had I known that life was so
dear, I wouldn’t have killed anyone.”
Jahantigh stood up and let him go. Of course they brought the judge and married the sister to him.
He left her in the city and set out and collected a porter from here, an idle man from there and a group of men
from hither and yon. After gathering a sizable group, he gave them in marriage to the women of the city.
Some time passed. One day the young woman went up on the roof. [Next to the house there flowed a river.] As
she combed her hair she threw the strands that came out in the comb into the river, and the water carried them
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away, as far as Dizfûl (if you can believe it), where a prince had come down to the riverbank. He saw some hair
on the surface of the water. He picked it out and, measuring it, found it to be forty yards long. He took it home,
fell down prostrate and did not eat for three days and nights.
“My son,” his mother asked, “what is wrong? Are you sick? Are you mad? Are you possessed? Why aren’t you
eating?”
“If I marry,” he said, “I shall marry the owner of this hair. Otherwise I shall never marry.”
“My son,” she said, “this may belong to a fairy. Can we possess such a one? What are you thinking of?”
“Nothing is impossible,” he said. “Even if she is a fairy, I shall marry her!”
Just then an old woman appeared who said, “I can produce her.”
“I will give you whatever you want,” he said,
“Give me my weight in rope,” she said. Now, she had a boat and, climbing in, she set forth down the river until
she came to a fork.
“I would say that this hair came from the right-hand side, where the current is stronger,” she said.
At last she came to the city where Jahantigh was. She got out of the boat and went to the foot of the citadel and
cried out,
“O Muslims, I am a pilgrim to Imam Riza.\fn{ The eighth Imam of the Shia sect of Islam, whose tomb is in Mashad .} Give
me a place for the night so that I can go to Imam Riza.” Jahantigh was not in, so his wife refused to let her come
up, saying,
“Stay there until my husband comes.” When Jahantigh came he said,
“Old woman, what are you looking for here?”
“I am a pilgrim to Imam Riza,” she said. When he got home he said to his wife,
“Go bring the old woman home.”
“These old women have magic about them,” she said. “Don’t let them near you.”
“It’s no concern of yours,” he said. “You are just a woman. What do you know of such things? Go bring her
here.”
“I’ll bring her,” she said, “but whatever befalls you will be your own doing.”
So she brought her in.
One day, two days she stayed, and so on until she had been there a month and Jahantigh’s wife had become
intimate with her.
“Woman,” said the old woman, “no one threw your brother to the ground in a fair fight. This man has another
kind of power. Ask him so we can find out what his power is.”
That evening Jahantigh came home. When he went into the bedroom she asked,
“What is this power of yours really that enabled you to best my brother?”
“My power is God’s might,” he replied.
The next day he went hunting, and again the old woman asked,
“Did you ask him?”
“Yes,” she said, “he said that it is God’s might.”
“No, it isn’t,” said the old woman. “Tonight don’t give yourself to him. Turn your back on him.”
That night, when he saw that there was nothing doing, he said,
“Woman, what’s wrong with you?”
“Why don’t you tell me where your power comes from?” she said.
“There is a blade in my arm,” he said. “If you take it out I’ll die. If you leave it alone I will be all right.”
Then she went to the old woman, who asked, “What did you do?”
“There is a blade in his arm, he says,” she told the old woman.
“Tonight when he is asleep, take it out and let’s see whether he is telling the truth or not.”
When he had fallen asleep she put her hand to his shoulder and pulled out the blade. All at once he was as
though dead, only he was still breathing.
“Old woman!” she said, “damn you! You see he’s dead!”
“Bring the blade to me so 1 can have a look,” she said.
She took it from her, threw it into the river and put a sleeping potion into the young woman’s mouth. She
picked her up like a champion and carried her onto the boat and took her to the prince. The young woman said to
the prince,
“I am in mourning for forty nights. You have no right to approach me. After forty nights you will be mine and I
yours.”
Now let me leave these people here.
The stargazer, the eldest brother, was stargazing that night. He saw his brother’s star fall into the water. He set
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out on horseback for the other brother, who was a merman, a diver in the sea.\fn{ Literally, “a sea-traverser,” something
like a merman.} He could stay under water for a day and a night without anything happening to him.
“Merman,” said the first brother, “our brother’s star is in the water, Come on!”
He mounted a horse, and they rode until they came to the black slave.
“Our brother’s star is in the water.” he said.
Then all three mounted. The merman dove into the water in search of the blade and the others went to
Jahantigh’s city. They said,
“Let’s have a bite to eat and then we’ll go back to the river.”
When they arrived they saw everybody wearing black,
“Why is everyone wearing black?” they asked,
“A stranger came here and died,” someone explained, “but there is still a breath of life in him. so we cannot
bury him.”
They went and saw that it was Jahantigh.
“Bring us something to eat,” they said, “and now we will restore him.”
After they had eaten. the merman dove into the river and searched until evening but found nothing,
“See if it has stuck onto a whale,” said the stargazer. He put his hand into the crevices and looked and saw that
it was indeed on a whale. He brought it out, and they took it and, when they put it back into Jahantigh’s arm. He
was restored,
“Jahantigh,” they said, “aren’t you worried what may have happened to your wife?”
“My wife means everything to me,” he said. “Just bring me that old woman.”
The very day the wife’s brother had returned, and he said.
“Let all five of us go on horseback.”
They mounted and set off. They traveled to the city where the young woman had been taken, When they
arrived they said to an old woman,
“Old woman, have you no place to shelter us for the night?”
“No, my friends, I do not,” she said. Jahantigh gave her a handful of money and she said,
“I have not only room but a stable too.”
So they went with her to her house. Jahantigh went to the marketplace, As he was roaming around he saw his
wife looking out from a rooftop. He returned to the old woman’s house and said to the stargazer,
“My wife is in this city. Let’s go conceal ourselves at the spring. As the women come I will point out the old
woman.” They went and hid near the spring, When he saw her he said,
“That’s her! That’s the old woman!”
Now the brother had a pouch full of money with him. He went over to the old woman and said.
“Old woman, don’t you have a place you can give us shelter?” She said she didn’t. He gave her a handful of
money and she said,
“Oh yes, my friend. I do have a place,” So they went to her house. That night the old woman asked,
“Who are you? What are you looking for?”
“One night I had a dream,” said the brother. “An old woman took a young woman away. I am looking for her.
Maybe I’ll find her. Whatever it costs I am ready to give to the one who brings her to me.”
“I’m the one for the job,” she said.
He gave her the pouch of money.
“I’ll bring her to you,” she promised.
“Bring her to me two parasangs outside the city,” he said, and she made a rendezvous with him and left. Then
he returned to his brothers, and Jahantigh asked,
“What have you done?” And he explained what he had done.
The old woman went to the young woman that very night. (She had become her nanny.) She said,
“My daughter, come let me take you to Jahantigh.”
“Don’t make fun of me,” she said. “Jahantigh is dead.”
“No, he’s not,” she said. “I have done an evil thing. Now I must take you back.”
“If you take me anywhere, let me go to my brother and I’ll give you a bag full of money.”
To the prince the old woman said, “She must sleep at my house tonight.” She put her to bed in her own house.
The next morning she put her in the boat and took her to the appointed place, where they had hidden Jahantigh.
When she pulled the boat onto the land the stargazer seized it, and, when Jahantigh came forth, the old woman
fainted.
“I want you to impale this old woman on your saddle-horn,” Jahantigh said. They all rode back to their own
city. When they arrived he said,
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“Let everyone bring me a load of firewood.”
They sewed the old woman up in a rug, poured oil on the firewood, struck a match and threw her body onto the
fire so that she was burned up.
2
Once upon a time there was a merchant who had three sons.
“My sons,” he said, “when I am dead, one of you should come each night to keep watch by my grave.”
One day the merchant died. The first night the eldest son went to keep watch. As he was keeping watch he saw
a rider coming toward the grave- yard. He ran toward it and saw it change into a gazelle. He chased it hither and
yon until he chased the gazelle into a castle. Going to the foot of the castle, he said,
“Owner of this castle, open the gate. My gazelle has gone inside,” The gate was opened and a voice said,
“Come in.”
He went in and was seized, bound and thrown into a dungeon,
The next night was the middle son’s turn. He came to the graveyard, and he too saw a rider come charging at
him and then turn into a gazelle. He chased it this way and that until it took him to the castle.
“Owner of this castle,” he said, “my gazelle has gone inside your castle. Open the gate!”
The gate was opened and he went inside. He too was bound and cast into the dungeon.
The next night was the youngest son’s turn. He went to the graveyard and saw coming toward him a rider who
suddenly turned into a gazelle. As he chased it hither and yon, it leapt into the castle.
“Owner of this castle,” said he, “my gazelle has gone inside. Give me my gazelle.”
But he had a suspicion that there may be magic here. “This thing has done away with my brothers,” he thought
to himself. The door opened, but he did not go in himself. Instead, he sent his horse in ahead. As the horse
entered, the gate shut fast behind it.
Until noon he went around the outside of the castle. At noon he got a rope, threw it up onto the castle and
climbed up. There he saw a girl asleep on a bed, her locks falling this way and that. He climbed down and tied her
locks tight under the bed and trussed her up with the rope. When she woke up she asked,
“Are you a man, a human being? Tell me why you have come here.”
“Yes, I am a human being,” he said. “Show me where my brothers are, or I’ll kill you!”
“As for your brothers,” she said, “they are no longer in this world. I have killed them. As for myself, by my
mother’s milk and my father’s pain, I am yours. Turn me loose.”
He untied her, married her, and for a time she was his wife.
One day a dervish came to the foot of the castle and cried out,
“O owner of this castle, open the gate and let me come in.”
When the dervish entered and saw the girl, he was stricken with love for her, and in this condition he took his
boon\fn{Mendicant dervishes expect a boon from the public .} and left. He went straight to his own city and went to the
king’s son and said,
“If you give me something, I’ll tell you that I have seen a woman the likes of whom no one has ever seen or
will ever see in this world.”
“I will give you whatever you desire,” said the prince, “but bring her to me.”
“Give me an army,” said the dervish. And he was given a few men with whom he set out. They went to the foot
of the mountain where the castle was.
“I am going inside,” said the dervish. “When you see smoke rising, you come in too.” And the dervish went
inside the castle.
At noon he was asked what he wanted to eat.
“Just make me a little halva,” he said, “for I have brought a bit of saffron you can put in it.” The halva was
made, but the dervish only moved it around his plate and didn’t eat any. The others, however, ate it and lost
consciousness. At once he got a bit of straw, which he put in the courtyard and lit fire to. As the smoke rose, the
army came at once, took the girl and carried her off. When they arrived back in the city, the girl said to the king’s
son,
“We are in mourning for forty nights. You have no right to touch me.”
Afterwards, when the young man came to, he saw that his wife and the dervish were nowhere to be seen. He
got up, locked the castle gate and rode out into the wilderness. He went till he came to the city in which the girl
was. For a few days he wandered about the marketplace. One day he saw a woman in black coming from the
market. He thought,
“I would say this is my very own wife.”
Following her, he saw that indeed she was his wife. As they emerged from the marketplace, they greeted each
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other.
“What are you doing here?” he asked.
“Well,” she said, “the dervish carried me off. But this strange place is not the place to discuss it. Tonight go to
such-and-such a ruined place and wait there until midnight, when I will come on horseback and call you.”
He went to the ruin, made a place for himself and waited anxiously. About this time a dervish arrived.
“Dervish,” he said, “what are you looking for here? Why have you come to me? I don’t like dervishes.”
“My friend,” said the dervish, “this is my customary place. I come here every night.” They talked together for
while until the boy said,
“I’m sleepy. You, dervish, stay and make sure no one takes my horse while I take a nap.” And he went to sleep.
When the girl arrived, she said,
“Get on the horse.” The dervish got on the horse and left the fellow asleep. After going some distance the girl
realized that it was a dervish.
“Dervish,” she said, “what do you want?”
“Didn’t you say for me to get on the horse?” he said.
“Was there no one else there?”
“Yes,” he replied, “the owner of this horse was there with me.”
“Dervish, I'll give you a hundred to tomans\fn{Persian gold coins.} if you’ll go bring him to me.” So saying she
gave him a hundred tomans. The dervish went back, but while he was gone she thought,
“The dervish may return and seize me. I should escape.”
As day was breaking she saw a shepherd in the distance. The shepherd at once fell madly in love with the girl,
who said,
“Shepherd, what’s wrong with you? I’m hungry. Go bring me something to eat and I’ll marry you.”
While he was gone to fetch the food, she ran away. She went into a town and took refuge at a man’s house. The
owner of the house fell dishonorably in love with her and said,
“You must marry me!”
“There’s nothing wrong with that,” she said, "but wait until tomorrow. Then I’ll be yours and you mine. I
won’t run away.”
But while he was at his prayers she went off to the seashore. There she saw a boat that was going to cross to
the other side. She asked the captain if he could take her across. As soon as the captain’s eyes fell upon her, he too
fell madly in love with her. When they were well out to sea, he said,
“Give yourself to me!”
“Curse you!” she said. “Let me go to the other side.” When the captain’s attention was on something else, she
threw herself into the water and made her way to the other side.
There she saw three golliwogs\fn{ Grotesque people.} on the seashore. As soon as they saw her, one said, “She’s
mine.” Another said, “She’s mine.” And the third said, “She’s mine.” They began to quarrel, but she said,
“There’s no need to quarrel. I will marry the first one who brings me something to eat.”
As soon as the golliwogs went to get her something to eat, she ran away. While walking by the seashore she
saw a large plane tree and said,
“I’ll go up into this tree so that no one can see me and fall in love with me. Maybe then I can get some rest.”
Now wouldn't you know that it was a Friday and the king was out for a stroll, stopping under this very tree.
When he, his wives and children came to the tree, he saw a shadow up in the tree.
“Vizier,” he said, “am I mistaken, or is there a shadow of someone up in the tree?” As they looked they saw a
most beautiful young woman up there.
“Come down,” they said. She came down.
“What are you doing here?” they asked.
“First fix me something to eat,” she said, “and then I’ll tell you.” They made her some food and she ate. Then
she said,
“I can say nothing of what troubles me.” The king had forty wives. To him she said,
“Do whatever you want. This is no place to haggle, and I’m not going to run away.” The king fell madly in
love with her and took her home with him.
“Make love with me,” said the king.
“No,” she said, “I am in mourning for forty nights. You have forty wives. Go each night to a different one.
Then I’ll be yours and you mine.”
“All right,” he said. And he did as she had said for seven days, but then he could control himself no longer and
came running to her.
“I cannot endure it any longer,” he said.
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“Oh, come on,” she said, “why don’t you go on a trip until these forty nights are over.” This the king agreed to
do. When he was gone she said to the other wives,
“Let’s put on men’s clothing and take a tour of the country.”
They all put on men’s clothes and left. By chance they encountered forty-one thieves, who waylaid them.
“Stay silent,” she said to the women. “Let no one, friend or foe, make herself known, for women’s voices are
distinctive.”
The thieves made to waylay them, but the women made an attack and the thieves fled. One of the women,
however, could not contain herself and said,
“Sister, if they had known we were women, what would they have done to us?”
The thieves heard this and said, “Aha, they are women! Seize them!” And they captured them.
Now our young woman fell in with the head thief and said,
“We are yours, you are ours. But we are hungry. If you have some flour, bring it and light a fire. We’ll make
some bread for us to eat together. But you must sit on one side and we on the other. The bread I myself will
knead.”
While she was kneading the bread, she threw in some of the potion the dervish had used.
“Eat none of the bread,” she whispered to the other women. When she had made the bread, she gave half of it
to the thieves and kept half for themselves. The thieves ate and fell unconscious to the ground.
“Quickly mount and let’s get out of here before they come to,” she said.
They went to the outskirts of a city, where the people were hawking to choose a king.\fn{ It is common to use hawks
to determine kings, husbands for kings’ daughters, etc.} One of the hawks came and landed on the girl’s head.
“Ah,” the people said, “this is a stranger. How can we make him our king?”
“Let’s make him king,” someone said. “If he turns out well, we’ll keep him. If he turns out to be bad, we can
drive him away.” And they made her king. She had a portrait made of herself and ordered it hung over the city
gate.
“Bring me anyone who sighs when he sees this portrait,” she said.
Her very own husband came to the city gate and, as his eyes fell on the portrait, he said, “Ah, I see your
portrait but not you yourself.”
The guard seized him and dragged him before the king. “Take him,” she said, “and give him a nice, clean
place.”
The next day the first dervish arrived. He looked at the portrait and said, “Ah, I see your portrait but not you
yourself.”
He too was seized and taken before the king, who said, “Take him and keep him locked up in prison, and give
him nothing to eat.”
Then came the king’s son, the one to whom she was taken by the dervish. He too said, “Ah, I see your portrait
but not you yourself.”
He too was seized and taken to the king. “Take this one and treat him well,” she said.
Next came the second dervish, and he too said, “Ah, I see your portrait but not you yourself.” He also was
seized and taken to the king, who said, “Take him and keep him under guard.”
Afterwards came the shepherd in his cloak. “Ah, I have seen your portrait but I haven’t seen you yourself,” he
said. He was seized. “Take him and treat him honorably,” she said.
After him came the fellow in whose house she was a guest. “Ah, I see your portrait but not you yourself,” he
said. He too was dragged before the king, who said, “Take him away and put him in with the dervish who is in
prison. Keep him there in chains.”
Afterwards came the sea captain. He too said, “Ah, I see your portrait but not you yourself.” So also was he
seized and taken before the king, who said, “Take him away and throw him into chains and give him nothing to
eat!”
Then came the three golliwogs, who said, “Ah, we have seen your portrait but not you yourself.” They too
were brought before the king, who said, “Take them away with honor.”
Last of all the king was seen to come and say, “Ah, I see your portrait but not you yourself. You went away and
took all my wives from me.”
They took him before the king, who said, “Seat him on a bench.”
Then she sent for her husband to be brought and had him and the king sit next to her.
“Go,” she said, “and bring them one by one for me to question.”
They went and first of all brought the first dervish.
“Know,” she said, “that I have knowledge of all of you. Anyone of you who lies I will have burned in the fire.”
Then, to the dervish she said,
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“Dervish, you are a holy man who serves God. What have you to do with falling in love?”
“Well,” he said, “once I practiced mendicancy, but I saw a woman on whom I used a magic potion and whom I
carried off to the king’s son. But then she ran away and disappeared. Now I have come and seen her portrait on
the gate of this city.”
“Did you kiss her?” she asked.
“By God, no,” he said.
“Take him back to his place,” she commanded.
Then they brought the second dervish, to whom she said, “Dervish, you are a holy mendicant to whom people
give a bit of flour. What have you to do with falling in love?”
“One night I was in some ruins,” he began, “and a fellow came to us and we fell asleep. Then I saw somebody
telling me to get up on horseback. I mounted and we came away, but along the way she said, ‘You seem to be a
dervish.’ ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I am.’ ‘Was there no one else with you,’ she asked. ‘There was,’ I said, ‘but he was asleep.’
She gave me a hundred tomans and said, ‘Go tell him to come here.’ Half way there 1 realized that it had been a
woman, and I said to myself, ‘Why have I left her to get away?’ And so I set out on her trail, and now I see her
portrait here.”
“Did you kiss her?” she asked.
“No, by God, I did not,” he answered.
“Take him away!” she commanded.
The shepherd was brought in and addressed. ”Shepherd, you here in your shepherd’s cloak, what have you
done with your flock? What have you to do with falling in love?”
“One morning as I was taking my flock out,” he said, “I saw a beautiful woman coming. I, who am only a
rough shepherd, fell in love with her. The truth of the matter is that she said, ‘Shepherd, go bring me something to
eat and I’ll give myself to you.’ By the time I had gone for some food and got back, I didn’t know where she had
gone to. Now I come and see her portrait here.”
“Did you kiss her?” she asked.
“No, by God.”
“Take him away too,” she commanded.
Then she sent for the man whose guest she had been. “What are you looking for?” she asked. “What’s the
matter with you?”
“One night a woman came to my house. I fell madly in love with her, but she said, ‘I am a woman. Wait until
tomorrow and I’ll be yours and you mine.’ When I got up early the next morning she was nowhere to be seen.
Now I have come and seen her portrait here.”
“Did you kiss her?”
“No, by God.”
“You villain,” she said, “when you have a guest in your house who has partaken of your food, does that give
you the right to fall in love and try to take advantage of that person? Fie on you!” And she ordered him to be taken
away and sent for the captain to be brought in.
“I came out one morning and saw a woman who said, ‘Take me to the other side.’ I fell madly in love with her.
When we were out to sea. I had one eye on the wheel and one eye on her. ‘Make love to me,’ I said. ‘No,’ she
said, ‘wait until we get to the other side.’ While I was occupied with something she threw herself into the water.
Now I see her portrait here.”
“Didn’t you kiss her?” she asked.
“No, by God, I did not,” he answered.
“May God never forgive you,” she said. “In the midst of the peril of the sea what right had you to fall in love?
Take him away and keep him in chains!”
The golliwogs were brought in.
“You golliwogs, what’s the matter with you?”
“One morning we went to the seashore to go fishing,” they said, “and we saw a woman coming along the
shore. I said, ‘She’s mine.’ This one said, ‘She’s mine.’ And this other one said, ‘No, she’s mine.’ But the woman
said, ‘I belong to the first one who brings me something to eat.’”
“Take them over there and let them stand,” she commanded and then said,
“Bring in the forty thieves!” When they were summoned, she said,
“And who are you?”
“We were forty thieves,” they said. “One evening we saw a group of thieves attacking us, so we fled.
Afterwards one of them said, ‘Sister, if they had known we were women, what would they have done?’ We went
back and captured them, since we had learned they were women. They said, ‘We are hungry. If you have flour, we
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can make some bread. Then we will be yours and you ours.’ They made some loaves of bread and gave us some.
We lost consciousness, and they escaped.”
“Didn’t you give them the littlest kiss?” she asked.
“No,” they said, “by God we did not.”
“Take them away,” she said. Then to the king she said,
“For what reason have you come here?”
“Well,” he began, “one day I was sitting under a plane tree. It was a Friday and I had gone on an outing. I saw
the outline of somebody up in the tree, and when I looked I saw there was someone up there. I said, ‘Come down.’
She came down, and as soon as I saw her I fell in love with her and took her home, but she said, ‘I am in
mourning for forty nights.’ No matter what I did I couldn’t contain myself, but she said, ‘Go on a trip until the
forty nights are over.’ So I went on a trip. However, when I got back I saw that she had taken my forty wives and
left. Now here her portrait is.”
“All right,” she said. Then to her husband she said,
“What is your story?”
“I had a wife,” he began. “A dervish came and said, ‘Make me some halva.’ Whether he put a magic potion in
it or what, he made us lose consciousness and carried off my wife. For some time I have been looking for her.
Now I see her portrait here.”
Then she sent for the king’s son who had sent the dervish.
“What are you looking for?” she asked.
“I was sitting in my house one day when a dervish came and said, ‘In a certain place I have seen a woman who
is without equal in all the world. If you like I will go and bring her to you.’ He led us and we went and got the
woman, but when I was about to go to her she said, ‘For forty nights I am in mourning.’ One day she disappeared.
Now I have come and seen her portrait here.”
“Very well,” she said. Then she stood up, threw off her outer garments and said:
“Behold! I am that very woman. The forty wives are here too. Now I belong to my husband.”
She commanded that the captain, the dervishes and the man whose guest she had been all be killed. The rest
she set free.
3
Once upon a time Shah Abbas\fn{A prominent figure in Iranian folklore, Shah Abbas the Great was a Safavid ruler of Iran
(1588-1629); he has been endowed with many supernatural abilities.} put on a dervish cloak and set off down the road. He
saw an old man going down the same road, so they fell in together.
“Old man,” he said.
“Yes?” said he.
“Either you shorten the way or I’ll shorten the way,” said Shah Abbas; but the old man said nothing. They
proceeded down the road until they saw a wheat field by the side of the road, and its spears were so long.
“O wheat,” said Shah Abbas, “if your owner hadn’t eaten your head, what wheat would you be?”
Again they set off on their way. The old man again said nothing. Then they saw a dead man being carried
towards them.
“O dead man,” said Shah Abbas, “if you hadn’t died, would you be dead?” Still the old man said nothing.
After this they proceeded until they came to a riverbank where the old man’s city was. As they entered the
water, Shah Abbas said,
“Old man, you be a bridge or I’ll be a bridge.” But he said nothing.
They went in and Shah Abbas made his ablutions and, upon rising, said,
“Old man, where is your mosque?”
“There’s our mosque over there,” he said.
Now the old man had a daughter who was very wise. When he came home she said,
“Welcome, father. Where have you been today? Where did you go?”
“Daughter,” he said, “I was walking when there fell in with me a dervish crazier than you can imagine.”
“What did he say?” she asked.
“First of all, as we were walking, he said, ‘Either you shorten the way or I’ll shorten the way.’”
“Father,” she said, “you are crazy. He was saying, ‘Either you tell a tale of olden times or I’ll tell one to make
the way seem shorter.’”
“Daughter,” he said, “he was crazy. Then we came to a wheat field. The stalks were as tall as this. He said,
‘Wheat, if your owner hadn’t eaten your head, what wheat would you be?’”
“No, father,” she said, “you’re crazy. He was saying, ‘If it hadn’t been put up as collateral, the owner wouldn’t
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have sold it while it was still green.’ If he hadn’t borrowed on it, he would still have the wheat and wouldn’t have
given it up. That’s what he meant when he said that he had ‘eaten its head.’”
“Daughter,” he said, “there was a dead man on a catafalque coming towards us. He said, ‘Dead man, if you
hadn’t died, would you be dead?’”
“Father,” she said, “you’re crazy. He was saying that if one has a good son or brother to leave behind, one’s
name remains. That’s what he meant by saying he wouldn’t have died. If you don’t have a good son or brother to
leave behind, he said, you die and that’s it. What else did he say?”
“We came to the riverbank and he said, ‘Either you be a bridge or I’ll be a bridge.’”
“Father,” she said, “you’re crazy. He was saying, ‘Either you take me on your back or I’ll take you on my
back. One of us will get wet and the other will stay dry.’ What else did he say?”
“We came into town together. He said, ‘Where’s your mosque?’ I said, ‘Over there.’”
“Father,” she said, “you’re crazy. He was asking where your house was. Didn’t you invite him home?”
“No,” he said.
“He was Shah Abbas,” she said, “That wise man was Shah Abbas. Come on.” She cooked twelve loaves of
bread and twelve eggs and, handing them to him, said,
“Take these and give them to him.” She gave them to him and he took them away, but he was hungry and ate
three of the loaves and three of the eggs, so he took nine of each to where Shah Abbas was and gave them to him.
“Old man,” said Shah Abbas.
“Yes?” said the old man.
“Is your year nine months?” he asked.
“I said this guy was crazy,” said the old man. “This damn girl keeps on saying he’s not crazy.”When he
returned home his daughter asked,
“What did he say?”
“Didn’t I tell you he’s crazy?” he said. “He said, ‘Is your year nine months?’”
“Then for sure you must have eaten three of the loaves and three of the eggs,” she said.
“Yes, I did,” he said.
“You’re crazy,” she said. “That is Shah Abbas. Go bring him here. If he asks for my hand in marriage, give me
to him.”
The next day he went and brought him home. As soon as Shah Abbas saw the girl he was pleased with her. He
was very wise, was this Shah Abbas. He knew.
“Old man,” he said, “is your daughter married?”
“No,” he said.
“Give her to me,” he said.
“She’s yours,’ he replied.
First of all they brought the judge and she was given to him in marriage. He stayed with her for three days.
Then he gave her a bead and said,
“If there is a son, open his arm and put this inside. Say that his father is Shah Abbas of Isfahan who buys cheap
and sells dear, Shah Abbas of Isfahan who buys dear and sells cheap. I will be in Isfahan. I am Shah Abbas. Send
him in search of me. If it is a girl, she is yours.”
So saying, he left.
When her time came she gave birth to a son. The boy grew up. She sent him to school as he was growing up.
He was so strong that when the boys were playing qâbû\fn{A football-type game in which a player must grab a hat from a
member of the opposing team and carry it past a goal .} as they did in olden times, he would reach out to snatch a hat and
would pull the boy’s head off. There was an old woman who had a son whose head he pulled off. She screamed at
him,
“You fatherless bastard!”
By this time the boy was grown. He came and asked,
“Mother, who is my father? Show me who my father is.”
“Son,” she said, “this is your father.”
“Can he be both my grandfather and father? No, show me my father.”
“Are you going to be persistent?” she asked. “My son, your father is Shah Abbas of Isfahan who buys cheap
and sells dear, who buys dear and sells cheap. Shah Abbas is in Isfahan. His capital is at Isfahan. You are his son.”
He got a horse and sword and rode off away from civilization into the wilderness. When he was near Isfahan
he saw an herb-gatherer picking green herbs. He sought shelter with him, and he had forgotten the “Shah” part of
Shah Abbas’ name.
“Where are you from?” the herb-gatherer asked.
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“I am the son of Abbas of Isfahan who buys dear and sells cheap, who buys cheap and sells dear.”
“Sit down,” he said. “You are my son. I pick these herbs cheap and sell them dear. You are my son.”
And looking at him, he saw that he was very young. He took him home and the boy became an herb-gatherer.
Everybody in the city came to look at him because he was so handsome. He sold so much that he acquired untold
wealth.
After a while, being a king’s son, he was ashamed to do such labor. He couldn’t endure it any more and said,
“Father, this is not a worthwhile thing for me to be doing. Get me a horse and rifle and let’s go hunting. What
kind of livelihood is this? I won’t earn my living like this any longer.”
“My son,” said the old man, “if you go hunting, if you must go, come back before noon. If you tarry until
afternoon, a dragon will devour you. There is a dragon in the mountain, and at night if Ali the gatekeeper doesn’t
close the gates, the dragon will devour the city. If you remain outside the gates it will devour you.”
“All right,” he said.
He got himself a horse and a rifle and went hunting. He saw a gazelle before him. He chased it this way and
that until noon, but couldn’t catch the gazelle.
“My father gave me some advice,” he said. “Now see what a fix I’m in. I have disgraced myself.”
When he came back he saw it was the middle of the night and Ali had already closed the gates tight. He
pleaded, saying,
“Ali the gatekeeper, you can have my horse, my rifle. I’ll give you some money. Please don’t let a young boy
like me be a guest of the dragon.”
“Go away,” said the gatekeeper. “Your horse will be mine, your sword, your saddle will be mine. Go away, be
the dragon’s guest tonight. The dragon will certainly devour you.”
And there he stayed.
“O God,” he said, “I seek your protection, for I have no one else this night.”
He remained there until twelve o’clock. Then he saw two lights like a car’s headlights coming down from the
mountain. He drove his horse off to one side of the mountain and himself headed in the other direction. He put his
sword down like this, taking the handle in one hand and the tip in the other with the back of the blade between his
teeth. All at once the dragon charged and swallowed him. The sword cut the dragon in two from its head to the tip
of its tail. The dragon breathed its last and fell down dead.
At dawn Ali came to open the gates. As he came out he saw a body lying unconscious with a horse and sword
near at hand. The dragon had been killed. Ali beat the unconscious boy as though he were dead until he was half
dead. Then he wrapped him up in something, carried him away and pitched him in some ruins.
Not much time passed before a cobbler came out to urinate in the desert. He heard a moan or something from
inside this old piece of cloth. He came closer and saw that it was a beautiful young boy.\fn{ The standard descriptive
phrase, used here and elsewhere to describe a youth so handsome that one would be transfixed gazing upon him, means literally: “a-dropof-sperm-you-couldn’t-drink-water-or-eat-food-you’d-just-keep-looking-at-this-youth.” } He picked up the youth, put him over his

shoulder and went home. He had a barren wife, who said,
“Curse you! Shah Abbas’ heart will ache and he will come and kill us.”
“Curse you,” he said. “Have I done something evil? Here I see somebody as good as dead. So what if I make
him well with a doctor or something? He’s young. What a shame. Shah Abbas’ heart aches when somebody has
done an evil deed, and then he comes and gets him. I’m doing a good deed.” Of course he went and brought a
doctor to the boy.
“My good man,” said the doctor, “make a pool, buy milk and fill the pool with it. Let this body stay in it for a
week. His body and veins have been completely smashed. If his veins open up he will get well.”
So he bought a lot of milk and made a pool. He carried out the doctor’s instructions, and after a week his veins
started to open. He summoned the doctor, who healed him. After he got well the cobbler asked,
“Who are you?”
The boy told what had happened to him, but he didn’t say that a dragon had been slain and all that.
“Yes,” he said, “I am the son of Abbas who buys cheap and sells dear, who buys dear and sells cheap.”
“No,” he said, “you are my son. The herb-gatherer lied. I get these soles cheap and sell them dear.”
“That’s all right for you,” he said. “But now you have gone to a lot of trouble for my sake. Find something for
me to do.” So he became a cobbler too, and the whole city turned out have their shoes filed by this boy, who made
a fortune for the cobbler.
“Father,” he said, “I won’t do this work any more. Why don’t you get me a shop, a sweet shop, for me to work
in and make my living?”
So he established a shop for him, and all the people of the city came to buy at the boy’s shop.
One day the vizier’s girl\fn{The word used for “girl” could indicate either a maid or a daughter. For most of the story she seems
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to be a maid, but at the end she is referred to as though she is the vizier’s daughter, but it is never actually made clear .}

came into the
marketplace and saw this young boy. From morning till evening she stayed without going home. That evening,
when she went home, the vizier’s wife had much to say to her.
“Why have you come so late?” she asked.
“My lady,” she said, “it’s a good thing I got back tonight. If you go you won’t come back even at night.”
The next morning the vizier’s wife got up and went to the young man. When she saw him she started pricing
this thing and that and stayed with him until sundown, when she went back home. When she got home she had a
tunnel dug from her house to the sweet shop. By the time the tunnel was finished, everything was in readiness.
Then by night she had the girl go down into the tunnel to the shop.
“Sweet shop boy,” she said, “my lady wants you.”
He went through, and when he stuck his head out at the other end, he saw a girl and the vizier’s wife had fixed
a meal and all. They ate together but there was no hanky-panky.\fn{ Messing-about, or messing-around, we would say now.
Obviously sexual intercourse is meant, but “hanky-panky” is a phrase much more in fashion in the early twentieth century than at the
beginning of the twenty-first.}

The next morning Shah Abbas’ heart started to ache, so he went around the whole marketplace. That evening,
when he came to the sweet shop, his heart was well again.
“O servant of the Lord, for love of the Lord give me a place to spend the night,” he said.
“All right,” said the boy.
Shah Abbas remained there until the girl came again and said,
“Sweet shop boy, my lady wants you.”
When they came out, Shah Abbas saw that he had emerged in the middle of the vizier’s house. He said
nothing. They made supper for them and all played together innocently until morning, when they came away.
“Sweet shop boy,” he said, “I’m going to the coffeehouse.”
“Come, let’s go to my house,” he said.
“No,” he said, “I’m going to the coffeehouse.” He left. That day he said to the vizier,
“Tonight I’m going to take you somewhere. Even if it is inside your own house, if I see you open your mouth
I’ll cut your head off. You have not the right to say a single word until we come back here.”
“Yes, sire,” said the vizier.
That evening they went and stayed in the sweet shop.
“O sweet shop boy,” he said, “for the Lord’s sake, for love of the Lord, give us a place to stay until morning.”
“All right,” he said. Then the girl came and said,
“Sweet shop boy, my lady wants you.”
“Tell her I have guests,” he said. She left and told the vizier’s wife, who said,
“Tell him to come even if he has ten guests!”
So they set out, and when the vizier came out of the tunnel he saw that he had emerged in the middle of his
own house. But he said nothing and they all played together innocently. They had dinner and came away.
“Sweet shop boy,” said Shah Abbas, “I’m going to the coffeehouse. We won’t bother you any more.”
“Come, go home with me,” he said. But he refused and they parted. The next day Shah Abbas said,
“Bring me the sweet shop boy and let the executioner cut off his head.”
He was brought. The executioner was about to cut off his head when his hands began to tremble and the blade
fell from his grip. The cobbler was informed, and he jumped up and came running.
“O Center of the Universe,” he said, “do not strike the blade at your own family.”
“Hold off,” said Shah Abbas. “Stay your hand until I see what he is talking about.” To the cobbler he said,
“What’s your trouble?”
“This is your son,” he said.
“How’s that?” he asked.
“He’s your own son. When you open his arm you’ll see.”
“Vizier,” said Shah Abbas, “it seems as though you have had a stroke of good luck.” He gave the cobbler a
hundred tomans and said,
“Your shop and things are your own. Go about your business.”
And he left.
For seven days and seven nights they played the clarions and drums,\fn{ This is a standard phrase for signaling a
marriage feast.} and the vizier’s girl was married to the king’s son. Afterwards he told his father Shah Abbas the
story of Ali the gate keeper.
“I killed the dragon and this is how it was and this is what happened to me,” he said.
The gatekeeper was brought, sewn up in leather and put into the fire until he was burned up.
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4
There was a merchant who had a son.
“My son,” he said, “when I am dead, there is a green-eyed cobbler in the marketplace. Go and establish a
friendship with him.”
After some time the merchant passed away and the son went to the marketplace and sought out and found the
merchant by the description his father had given. He greeted him, sat down next to him and said,
“Brother.”
“What do you want?” he asked.
“I am the son of So-and-So the merchant. My father charged me, saying, ‘When I am dead, go form a
friendship with the cobbler. Be a comrade to him.’ So now I have come to be friends with you.”
“I’m at your service,” he said, adding, “oh, alas for my friend and brother.” He took him home and said,
“Wife, put a pot on the fire while I go get a bit of rice, and fit supper for my brother.”
The merchant’s son had a beautiful golden tray he had put on a shelf. The cobbler sneaked out and stole the
merchant’s son’s tray. The merchant’s son thought,
“While I am in his house I hope he doesn’t go steal my tray. I’d better go see.” While passing through the
marketplace he saw the cobbler headed towards him with the tray.
“Damn you,” he said, “with our friendship, why have you stolen my tray?”
“Brother,” he said, “I wanted to see whether you had any sense or not. I am your true friend.” He gave him the
tray, which he took back home. That night the merchant’s son said,
“What if he comes during the night to steal the tray?”
He filled it with water and put it on the shelf.
That night the cobbler came to steal the tray.
“I wonder if he hasn’t put water in it,” he said, “so that when I pick it up the water will spill over him and wake
him up. Let me go fill my shirtfront with dirt and carry it and mix it with the water to stiffen it. Then I can pick it
up and take it away.”
He filled his shirtfront with dirt and went next to the house, where he saw the merchant’s son fast asleep. Then
he kept putting the dirt into the water until he had stiffened it. Just as he was picking it up, the tray was too heavy
and the whole thing came crashing down onto the boy’s head.
“Damn you!” he said. “Why are you doing this?”
“Brother,” he said, “I said I wanted to see if you had any sense or not. Goodness, you are very smart, brother.”
The next night the cobbler said, “Come on, let’s go to another city. We have work to do.”
They went to another city, where they found that a rich, big-shot merchant had died three days before. The
cobbler asked an old man in the city all about the dead merchant for seven generations back, and to the boy he
said,
“You say nothing. No matter what I say, don’t you say anything.”
They went and sat down in the merchant’s house, and the son said,
“What do you want? From where have you come? Where are you headed?” The people all asked them such
questions too.
“We cannot speak of it,” said the cobbler. “We came to pay a visit to the merchant. Now the merchant has
passed away with a loan due us. Of course, we are ashamed to speak of the agreement we had with him, seeing as
how he has passed away and we have no written agreement or receipt.”
“How much was the loan?” asked the son. “Five thousand tomans and five mules. Back in a certain year he
was strapped for funds, so we gave him this much and he took it away. Now, somebody who owes five thousand
tomans can’t be dead. Let’s go to his grave and call out to him. He is aware of it.” They agreed, saying,
“Tomorrow morning we’ll go to his grave.”
Early that morning he took the young man, dug up the grave and put him in it, leaving an opening for him.
“Don’t say anything until they call out to you three times,” he said. “After the third time say, ‘Yes, five
thousand tomans and five mules I borrowed through a green-eyed cobbler from a merchant’s son, and I still have
them. I haven’t died yet and will never rest until you pay them back these things.’”
So that morning he took the young man and put him in the grave. When he was in the grave, the cobbler went
and brought a group of people, including the merchant’s son, who went to the grave and called out,
“O father!” He said nothing. Again he called out,
“O father!” This time too he said nothing.
“Curse you,” he said, “can the dead come to life?”
“Call out once more,” he said.
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“O father!” he said.
“Son, what is it?” said the boy.
“Whom do you owe?” he asked.
“I owe So-and-So the cobbler with a scanty beard five thousand tomans and five mules belonging to a
merchant’s son. If you pay them I will sleep well. Now I have no rest.”
With this they went off, and the next morning the cobbler came, loaded the five thousand tomans on the five
mules and started off with them. Meanwhile, the boy realized that nobody was around, so he pushed his way out
of the grave and saw that indeed there was nobody there. Now, he had a bit of money in his pocket, so he bought
two shoes, each of which weighed less than a mithcal.\fn{A traditional Islamic weight, spelt “miskal” in Webster; two values
exist for Persia, one older than the other .} Since he knew a shortcut, he got ahead of the cobbler and dropped one shoe.
Then he went to the other side of the mountain and dropped the other shoe in the cobbler’s path. As the cobbler
was coming down the road, he saw the first shoe and said,
“If this shoe is any good, I should take it to my wife.” Then he thought a bit more and said, “No, she’ll
complain and say, ‘Get me the mate.’ And where am I going to get the mate from? I’d better go on. I’m better off
without it.”
So he went on, but when he reached the other side he saw the mate to the shoe lying there. He got down, tied
the mules up near some stacks of rice and went back after the other shoe.
When he was out of sight, the boy took the packs off, hid them under the stacks of rice, and took the mules and
tied them in a gully. Then he came back and hid himself under a stack of rice. The cobbler came back with the
shoe and, as he approached, saw that neither the mules nor the things were there.
“Whatever has been done with my packs,” he said, “has been done by the owner of these stacks. I’ll strike a
match to them.”
So he went and struck a match to the bottom of one of the stacks of rice. The boy came out from underneath,
saying,
“Stop, brother, it’s me! Why are you setting fire to me? Brother, damn you, why did you leave me in the
graveyard?”
“Well,” he said, “in front of all those people I couldn’t come tell you. Now, anyway, you are here. Why did you
play such a joke on me? Come on, let’s get these packs loaded on.”
They brought the mules and loaded them. The boy said to himself,
“I’ll pretend to have a stomachache and see how sympathetic he is.” They proceeded and he pretended to have
a stomachache. When they were near the house, the cobbler said,
“Here, get on a mule and ride.”
He got on and struck the mule’s neck with his prod. The mule kicked the cobbler in the stomach, and the
cobbler’s feet flew out from under him and down he went. The boy took the mules with their loads home. To the
cobbler’s wife he said,
“Take these to your father’s house and hide them. Rub me all over with turmeric and put me in a coffin. When
the cobbler comes tell him I’m dead.”
Thus she did. She rubbed him with turmeric and put him in a coffin. Then when the cobbler came he said,
“Where has my brother gone?”
“Woe to you,” she said, “your brother was no sooner come than he died.”
“Where is he?” he asked.
“There, in the coffin,” she said.
The people gathered to take him to be buried.
“Yes,” said the cobbler,” “let’s take him and wash him. Let us stand over his grave tonight. Tonight I will keep
watch until morning. Then we can bury this brother.”
So they took him, washed him, carried him to the graveyard and laid him on the ground.
“O brother,” said the cobbler, “here are three shares for you and one for me. No, here are four for you and one
for me. But you won’t escape being put in the grave, so what does it matter?”
But his “brother” didn’t budge.
Forty thieves had gone and stolen the king’s treasury.
“Let’s take it and divide it up by the light of the fire in that graveyard over there,” they said. So they came to
the fire in the graveyard, but before they got there the cobbler had said,
“Hush! Forty thieves are coming with a treasury. Now we’ll get hold of the treasury ourselves.”
The thieves divided it forty ways, but there was a golden rooster in the treasury, and one thief said, “It’s mine,”
Another said, “It’s mine.” And still another said, “It’s mine.”
The head thief said, “It’s mine.” Then the head thief said,
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“Anybody who can pick that coffin up all at once and throw it down can have it.” The cobbler was under the
coffin, and he said,
“Dead people, get these live ones!”
The thieves ran far away, but one of their hats fell off and was left behind.
“Let’s go back and see if it was true or not,” they said. They returned, and the cobbler, out of pure mischief,
said,
“Fellow, all the dead people have come to life. A penny is not enough for you. You want to divide the money
by two pennies? Here are two pennies for one of you. Here is a hat worth two pennies for one of you.”
“Oh,” said the thieves, “curse them, the dead have all come to life and have taken our hat as two pennies for
themselves. Let’s get out of here.”
And they fled.
When they were gone, the cobbler said, “Brother, come out.” He came out safe and sound.
“Go bring me the mules,” he said.
He brought the mules, and they loaded the treasury and took it home, where he gave the boy two shares for his
one. He gave the boy the golden rooster too and said,
“Brother, my friendship has not been good for you. Here, all that is for you, and this is for me.”
5
There was an old man who gathered brambles for kindling. He had a son he put in school. He had four pence a
day. Two of these he gave to the mullah to make his son a mullah, and on the other two he lived. The boy’s
schoolmates liked him so much they invited him to eat with them every day until finally his schooling was
finished. His father had nothing. The boy’s schoolmates said,
“Come on, you should give a party for us now that you’ve finished your schooling.”
“Father,” he said, “let’s run away this night. Tomorrow my schoolmates are coming to be my guests and we
have nothing at all. Our condition is shameful. Let’s run away to another country and not be shamed.”
So that morning they fled. They came to a mountain, next to which they saw pitched four tents belonging to
four brothers. They drew near and found the wife of the eldest brother was ill. The boy said a prayer over the
woman, and she recovered.
“Where are you from?” they asked. “Who are you and where are you going?”
“My name is Hasan,” he said. “I have come looking for a job as a servant or a shepherd. I will do whatever
comes to hand.”
“Stay here with us,” they said, and from each tent they gave him two strips of tenting and two chîts.\fn{A strip
of tenting material is about two feet wide and at least twenty feet long; a chît is fencing made of reeds and used to screen the open side of a
tent.} The tent he pitched on the other side of the plain. He served as a shepherd for them, his mother made curds,

and his father was a herdsman.
These four brothers had a shepherd. Hasan went into the mountains and, making a calculation by divination,
saw that this shepherd had only fourteen days left to live. This shepherd had six sheep of his own.
Now, Hasan knew the language of animals, so he cast a spell on these sheep against wolves. Then they could
go safely into the mountains and at evening he would whistle and bring them in a group back home.
“Brother,” said the shepherd, “bless you, I’m fed up with this flock. Bless you, you have saved me all this
trouble. Come, let us be brothers. If I die first, you can have these sit sheep. If you die first, I’ll take care of your
mother and father, since you don’t have anything.”
“Very well,” said Hasan.
That evening they went home and gathered the four brothers. They wrote out a contract with all assembled and
made a formal agreement. Fourteen days later the shepherd passed away. The six sheep were given to Hasan, and
for a time he worked as a shepherd.
One day he had taken the flock off to a place, and there was an old man like his father gathering kindling. He
tied the brambles into a bundle and called out to Hasan, saying,
“Shepherd, come lift this bundle up onto my back.” When he was going there, the old man bent over to take
the bundle on his back and fell asleep. Hasan went to him and said,
“Old man, give me your hand so I can pull you up.”
“Curse you,” he said, “you didn’t let me finish my dream.”
“What was your dream about?” he asked.
“Something or other,” he said.
“If you tell me I’ll give you five sheep.”
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“For God’s sake,” he said, “don’t make fun of me.”
“By God,” said Hasan, “tell me and I’ll give you ten sheep.”
“For God’s sake,” he said, “don’t make fun of me.”
“I’ll give you fifteen sheep.”
“For God’s sake,” he said, “don’t make fun of me.”
“By God, I’ll give you twenty sheep,” he said.
“All right,” said the old man.
Hasan separated twenty sheep from the flock, and the old man told him about his dream. Then he helped the
old man up, and the old man threw away the brambles, took the sheep and went away. That evening when Hasan
got home, he said,
“Father, you keep on herding for the people of these tents, be their shepherd and let my mother make curds for
them. Good-bye, I’m going away.”
Off he went, away from civilization and into the wilderness until he came to a city. That night he made himself
a place to stay behind a ruined building. At midnight he saw someone come riding a mare and leading another.
“Hasan,” the person said, “get on.”
So Hasan got on and rode off. When day broke the person looked and saw that this was not the right Hasan, so
she picked up a rock and hit him on the head with it.
“Where did you come from?” she asked.
“Well,” he said, “my name is Hasan. I was staying behind that ruin. What do I know?”
“I have a cousin named Hasan,” she said. “I fell in love with him and made an arrangement with him to come
there at midnight and bring him a horse so that we could ride away together. How did you get here?”
“I’m just a stranger,” he said. “I was spending the night there. It was fate.” The girl said to herself,
“Maybe this Hasan will be better than the other one. What do I have to lose?”
Off they went, but the girl was embarrassed to face him again. When they came to a city, the girl said to
herself,
“If he has any sense he won’t take me into the city. Let him go rent a house and get everything ready. Then he
can send an old woman out to get me.” Thus she thought to herself.
When they reached the outskirts of the city, Hasan said,
“Girl, keep these horses while I go rent a house and get a place ready. Then I’ll come and collect you.”
He went and rented a house in the city and furnished it with hired carpets. Then he gave an old woman something to go get the girl. She brought her and, well, she was not just any girl, she contended with the sun and moon
in beauty! Anyhow, she was brought, and there they remained.
One day Hasan sent for a barber to come shave his head. After shaving him the barber went to the king and
said,
“Your Majesty, a stranger has come to our city. He has a wife who is so beautiful that a corner of her eye is
worth more than this whole city.”
“Go bring him,” said the king. When Hasan was brought, the king said,
“Who are you?”
“I am a stranger,” he said. “I have come and taken refuge in this city.” To the vizier the king whispered, “What
should we do with him?”
“Let’s send him for some leaves and let the enchanted tree get him. He won’t come back, and you can marry
his wife.”
“Hasan,” said the king, “you are an excellent youth. I like you a lot. There is a tree on yonder mountain. It
would be a good thing if you would bring me some leaves from it.”
Hasan went back home, took an omen from the book and saw that it was good. He mounted a horse and
traveled until he came to a narrow pass, caves on this side and caves on that side. He saw that there was
something like blue dust spread all over. There was so much blue dust that from bottom to top the whole place
was blue. Then he went on, and everywhere he saw more red dust than you can imagine. Puff, puff it went under
his horse’s hooves. He went higher. There he saw a dragon coming through the pass. (You can’t imagine how it
was coming!) The dragon was coming to eat him, but he killed it and skinned it. He took the skin and went to a
spring, laid it down and stretched out on the dragon skin.
Now, the vizier and prince of that city were out hunting.
“Let’s go to the spring,” they said, “and get some water to drink.”
When they arrived they saw a beautifu young boy asleep on the dragon skin. The prince lifted the edge of his
skirt to shade the boy’s eyes so he could sleep peacefully. When he got up, the prince said,
“Youth, what are you doing here?” He told them his story.
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“Very well,” said the prince, “I must take you home.” He took him back home with him, and when the king
saw the dragon’s skin, he said,
“Yes, that mountain was enchanted. You have broken the spell. I like you a lot.”
He gave him his daughter in marriage, and he stayed there for a week. After a week he put the girl on a horse
and, with a few horsemen sent as escort, they came back to the same spring. He pulled a few leaves from the tree
and took them to the king.
Then the barber, the same mischievous barber, was sent for to shave his head. He came, shaved his head and
went straight back to the king, saying,
“Your Majesty, he has brought another woman who is even better than the first one.”
“Vizier,” said the king, “what are we to do?”
“Let’s send him to such-and-such a spring in such-and-such a place and let him get caught by the spell,” said
the vizier. He was sent for, and the king said,
“Hasan, you are my son. You are an excellent young man. Now that you have brought these leaves from the
tree, go bring me some water from such-and-such a place. I’m depending upon you.”
“Very well,” he said.
He went back home and sat down, melancholy. Now the second woman was a fairy.
“What’s wrong with you, Hasan?” she said. “Why are you sad? You have two wives and you’re still sad?”
“By God,” he said, “the king keeps picking on me.”
“Don’t worry,” she said. “I will instruct you. Go. When you have reached the place, there will be a forest
around the spring. There is a forest there with a pool. Three doves will come to bathe in the water. You conceal
yourself in the forest, and when the doves are naked, hide the youngest one’s clothes. The others will leave, but
until she says ‘by my mother’s milk and my father’s pain I will give you your heart’s desire,’ don’t give them to
her. Then don’t worry any more.”
He traveled and traveled until he reached the spring. He hid himself in the woods nearby. Three doves came
flapping their wings and lit in a tree. One of them said,
“Sister, it smells of man.”
“Where are any men in a deserted place like this?” said the other.
They stripped and dived into the water. As soon as they put their heads under the water, Hasan hid the
youngest’s clothes. The others flew away in haste, but the youngest said,
“Are you a man, a human being? By my mother’s milk and my father’s pain, give me my clothes and let me
go. If my reputation is ruined, I’ll come back. If not, I’ll come back anyway and eat you up.”
He gave her the clothes, and she left. When she was near the city she saw shepherds yelling to each other,
“The daughter of the king of the fairies has been carried away by Hasan, carried away by Hasan.”
She went back and said, “Well, my reputation is ruined. Come on.”
Hasan took her and came away after filling a reed stalk with water from the spring. He brought it to the king,
and once again the barber was sent for to shave his head. When he came back he said,
“Your Majesty, he has brought another and left the other two.”
“There is nothing to be done,” said the king. “What am I to do with him?”
“This fellow can do everything,” said the vizier. “Tell him you want him to build a bridge over this river of
ours, a bridge of gold and silver bricks. If he doesn’t do it, we can kill him and marry his wives.”
He was brought and the king said,
“Hasan, you are an excellent boy. For several years no bridge has been built over this river. I want you to build
a bridge over it for us, of gold and silver bricks.”
Hasan went home and sat down dejectedly with his wives. There was nothing he could do. The wives said,
“What’s wrong? There are three of us and you are still unhappy?”
“Yes,” he said, “this king keeps picking on me, He’s picked on me again.”
“Fear not,” said the daughter of the king of the fairies. “Go tell him, ‘Yes, your Majesty, I’ll do it.’”
When he went to the king, the king said,
“Hasan, you stay up and keep watch tonight. Every so often go outside. If the howl of the hunting dog comes,
you can go to sleep, But until it comes you must keep going outside. Only when the hunting dog’s howl comes
can you go to sleep.”
So he kept going outside and coming back in until the dog’s howl came.
“The howl has come,” he said, and the reply came, “Then take to your bed and go to sleep.” This he did.
In the morning the king, rising early, saw that the city was glittering.
“Vizier!” he said. “Get up! Either the bridge has been built, or an army or some disaster has come to plague
us.”
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“No,” said the vizier, “the bridge has been built.”
“Now what are we to do?”
“You know what we should do?” said the vizier. “Send for him to come this morning and say to him, ‘Let’s go
to the bridge you have built, Hasan, and inspect it.’ Let’s tell him that this brick is out too far and that one is in too
far. Then we’ll push him off into the water, and the water will carry him away. Then we can marry his wives.”
“Very good,” said the king. He was sent for, and the king said,
“Excellent, bravo, my good fellow, my son, you can have my crown. Now we’ll have to go inspect the bridge
and have a look at it tomorrow.”
“Very well,” said Hasan, “there’s nothing wrong with that.”
“Let’s make sure,” said the king, “that none of the bricks is sticking too far out or in, that it is well built.”
Hasan came back and said to the women, “He finds fault with everything I do!”
“Never mind,” said one of them. “Tell him to have the whole population of the city come, that no one has the
right to go anywhere. Let them all come and stand on the bridge. Tell him to station guards on both ends, to have
his entire retinue there on the bridge, with no exception. You go yourself onto the bridge, We are doves and will
appear as doves. One of us will put her shoulder under the bridge and another on top of the bridge land push it
over. Then, when they push you in, for they are going to push you in, you fall into the water and let it carry you
away. We will come after you, but they will all drown.” So he went and said,
“Your Majesty, tomorrow let nobody leave the city for any reason. Everybody must come onto the bridge. I’ll
come too, and you can inspect the bridge. Station guards on both ends to guard it well.”
“All right,” said the king, “I\fn{The text has: I’ll.} won’t let anybody go away.”
The next morning the population of the city was gathered.
“No one has the right to go away,” the king proclaimed. “Everybody must come look at the bridge.”
So they all went with the king and vizier in attendance. When they reached the battlements of the bridge, the
king said,
“Hasan, you have built it well. Bend over. Look here, there is a brick sticking out a little.”
As he bent over, the vizier grabbed him between the legs and pushed him off. The doves picked him up, and
then each dove pulled out a brick and the whole city was drowned and carried away by the water. There was
nobody left in the city when Hasan and his wives got back.
“Now what should we do?” he said. “I should marry you, but how should it be done?”
“Yes, you should,” said the women. “Since you got this one first,” said the fairies, “you should marry her first.
We won’t marry until you marry her.”
“No,” said Hasan, “she clobbered me on the head the day she met me and thought I was of no account. She
must be last.”
“No ifs or buts about it,” said the fairies, “you must marry her first.”
So her married her first and then he married the others.
6
Once upon a time there was a merchant who had one son.
“My son,” he said, “when I am dead and all this money is finished, I have put something over the door that
should be sufficient for you.”
The boy’s name was Tajbakhsh. Afterwards the father died. Tajbakhsh gave all the money away to charity, and
he had nothing left aside from a donkey, a hunting dog and a blind sister.
One day he saw three dervishes approaching.
“What do you want?” he asked.
“We heard that you are Tajbakhsh,” they said. “We have come so you can give us something.”
“I have nothing,” he said, “only this hunting dog, this donkey and this blind sister. You can take them.”
They took them away, leaving him with nothing, hungry and thirsty. For three days he remained hungry but
was ashamed to go to town. Then he said,
“My father told me that there was something sufficient for me over the door and that I should get it.”
He went, took it out and saw that it was a piece of old cloth. When he opened it up, he saw that there was a
ring inside.
“Maybe this is Lord Solomon’s ring,” he said.\fn{ A ring of great magic, for while he wore it, Solomon the King commanded
the labor of all the genii of this world.}
“O Lord Solomon’s ring, give me a little rice and meat.”
And lo and behold it appeared.
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“Now what should I do?” he asked as he went inside the house for the night. The next morning he said,
“O Lord Solomon’s ring, I want you to give me an army larger than the king has. Pitch a fine tent for me on
one side of the army.”
And he saw appear an army larger than could be reckoned. That morning the king got up and said,
“Vizier! Get up! Let’s see if these are friend or foe.”
“O Lord Solomon’s ring,” said Tajbakhsh, “bring them from the king’s palace to my tent.”
The king and vizier both came in and greeted him, and he received them with great honor.
“Who are you?” asked the king.
“I am from the east,” he said, “and I am going to the orient.”\fn{ By which is apparently meant China.}
At lunch time he had lunch prepared for them. Afterwards they rose to depart, but Tajbakhsh said,
“O Lord Solomon’s ring, give me a tray full of emeralds, each of which is worth the whole of the king’s city.”
This he placed on a soldier’s head as a present for the king.
“Vizier,” called the king.”
“Yes, Sire,” said the vizier.
“What are we going to give in return for this gift?”
“Aside from your daughter,” said the vizier, “he has everything.”
They sent word for Tajbakhsh to come.
“I have a daughter I’ll give you,” said the king.
“All right,” said Tajbakhsh. For seven days and seven nights the clarions were played and drums beaten, and
the girl was married to him. Along with the girl he threw in a slave, and he took him too.
“O Lord Solomon’s ring,” he said, “I want you to make this army disappear.” Then he said,
“O Lord Solomon’s ring, I want you to make for us, in the middle of this sea, a castle of gold and silver
bricks.”
There he stayed for a time.
One day when Tajbakhsh went hunting, the slave said to the girl,
“How is it that he has our food cooked without fire or smoke? Why don’t you ask your husband and see where
all this comes from?” That night, when he had returned from the hunt, she asked him,
“What if a guest comes? Tell me what you have to get everything prepared for us without fire or smoke.”
“Women are weak minded,” he said. “Why are you prattling like this? Your situation is all right; why meddle?”
The next morning he went hunting again, and the slave said,
“What did he say?” She told him what he had said.
“Tonight,” said the slave, “don't give in to him. Turn your back on him.”
That night she did turn her back on him.
“Woman,” said Tajbakhsh, “What’s the matter with you?”
“You and I are husband and wife,” she said. “We shouldn’t have secrets from one another.”
“Well,” he said, “if you are going to keep pestering me, it’s Lord Solomon’s ring.”
“Give it to me,” she said, and he gave it to her. The next morning, when he went hunting, the slave said,
“Give it to me and let me have a look.” She gave it to him, and he said,
“O Lord Solomon’s ring, I want you to take me, this castle and this girl to the City of the Mice.”
That evening, when he returned from the hunt, Tajbakhsh gave a sigh of regret for what he had done and,
turning away from civilization, roamed in the wilderness for six months. As he was traveling he saw a castle in
the desert. He approached and said,
“Owner of this castle, for God’s sake, give me something to eat.” A woman came out and said,
“Greetings, Tajbakhsh. Come up.” She gave him food and tea and then said,
“Do you know I’m your former hunting dog? My husband is a demon. He brought me here and turned me into
a woman. Go now behind the flour jar.\fn{ The word for this describes a large, four- to six-foot earthenware jar in which flour is
stored.} My husband is a demon, and he will eat you.” She put him behind the flour jar.
That night the demon came and said, “Greetings, Tajbakhsh. Come out from behind there. Why have you gone
behind the jar?”
“Your wife said a demon would eat me,” said Tajbakhsh.
“Would I eat my own in-laws?” asked the demon.
“I had a wife, a slave and Lord Solomon’s ring,” he said, “but now I don’t know where they have gone.”
“Six months ago I saw them going toward the City of the Mice.”
“What can we do now?”
“I have a brother who lives six months away from here. From him to another brother is also a six-month
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journey. From him to the City of the Mice is another six-month journey. I will take you to the border of the first
brother. He will take you to the second brother, and he may be able to do something for you.”
The next morning Tajbakhsh got on the demon’s wing, and the demon took him to his brother’s territory. He
went to the foot of the castle and said,
“O owner of this castle, I am hungry.”
“Greetings, Tajbakhsh. Come up!” said someone. He went in and was given food and tea.
“Go hide behind the flour jar, or else my husband will eat you when he comes home tonight,” said the demon’s
wife.\fn{Presumably this demon’s wife is the donkey and the third demon’s wife is the blind sister from the beginning of the story .}
That evening the demon came home and said, “Greetings, Tajbakhsh. Come out from behind the flour jar.
What are you doing so far from home?”
“I had a wife, a castle, a slave and Lord Solomon’s ring,” he said. “They have been taken away and I don’t
know where they have gone.”
“Six months ago I saw the two of them going to the City of the Mice,” the demon said. “I will take you to my
brother’s territory. Maybe he can do something for you.”
The next morning Tajbakhsh got on the demon’s wing and was taken to the brother’s territory. He went to the
foot of the castle and said,
“O owner of this castle, I am hungry.” The demon’s brother came and said,
“Greetings, Tajbakhsh.” Tajbakhsh fell into his arms and wept. He took him in, gave him some food and tea
and said,
“What are you doing here, so far from home?”
“I had a wife, a castle, a slave and Lord Solomon’s ring,” he said, “but they have gone away.”
“Stay the night here. In the morning I will do something for you,” said the demon.
In the morning he got a tent and two lions (meaning two cats) he took to the City of the Mice, where he pitched
the tent. One of the cats he tied to one tent rope, the other to another. The mice scurried away from them and went
to their king and said,
“He has brought a pair of cats. Now he is going to ransack the city.” The king said,
“Five or six of you go see what he wants.”
Six of them came under the tent. Two of them were eaten by the cats.
“What do you want?” they asked.
“They have Lord Solomon’s ring in the castle that has come to your city,” he said. “Bring it to me in such a
way that the slave won’t find out and run away. If he runs away, I’ll ransack your city.”
They returned to the king and said, “Thus he says to us.” A lame mouse was there. He said,
“Six of you come with me, for I cannot walk. I will get it. While she is making dough she puts the ring in the
pan of yeast water.”
So they went and saw the woman kneading dough. They danced around in front of her. The lame mouse took
the ring in his mouth, and they brought it back to the king. He handed it over to the demon and said,
“Now, go!”
He took the ring and left. He picked up Tajbakhsh, brought him to the City of the Mice and put him down at
the foot of the castle, saying,
“Go into the castle now while they are asleep.”
He went in and saw the two of them asleep in each other’s arms.
“O Lord Solomon’s ring,” he said, “I want you to return this castle and these two, while they are asleep, back
to where we all were in the beginning. O Lord Solomon’s ring, this time I want you to give me twice as much as
you gave me before.”
The next morning he sent word for the vizier and king to come.
“Come,” he said, “have a look at your daughter.”
When the king saw his daughter and the slave asleep in each other’s arms, he drew his sword and killed them
both.
He had a younger daughter he gave to Tajbakhsh.
7
There was an old man who gathered firewood for a living.
“My God,” he said, “I’m tired of gathering firewood.”
“Why don’t you become a diviner?” his wife asked.\fn{ Diviners, or geomancers, use geomancy, an ancient occult science
involving the use of geometrical figures, to find lost objects .}
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“Maybe a thief will steal the king’s treasury,” he said, “and the king will kill us.”
“We’ll think of something when the time comes,” she said, and she went around saying, “My husband is a
diviner.”
Somebody’s ox was stolen, so he said,
“I’ll go to the diviner. Wherever it is, he’ll turn it up.”
The old man made a divination and, when the ox appeared, they gave him two tomans. Someone else’s goat
was taken, and he said, “I’ll go to the diviner.” The goat was found, and the old man got two tomans from him
too.
The king’s wife went to the bathhouse. She had a gold ring she wrapped in a bit of hair so that no one could
see it, put it in a crack in the wall of the bathhouse and went in. When she came out, she forgot where she had put
it. She looked all over for it. The old man’s wife was also in the bathhouse and said,
“My husband’s a diviner.”
“Go fetch him,” said the king’s wife, and she went to get him.
He saw that the king’s wife’s dress was split open and her pubic hair was showing. He clapped his hands and
said,
“A crack with hair.”
“Oh, well done, diviner,” she said, “I wrapped my ring in a bit of hair and put it in a crack in the wall.” She
gave him ten tomans.
A thief carried off the king’s treasury. The king’s wife told the king the story of the diviner and said,
“There is such a good diviner in our city.”
“Go fetch him,” said the king.
“Are you a diviner?” the king asked.
“Yes,” he said.
“A thief has stolen the treasury,” he said. “Can you find it?”
“Let me go home. I’ll return and let you know,” said the diviner. To his wife the old man) said,
“Now what are we to do? Go cut your tresses!”\fn{ A common expression addressed to women to denote catastrophe. Lur
women crop their hair as a sign of mourning.}
“Go tell him to give you forty nights. Say, ‘Give us forty calves. forty maunds of rice and forty measures of
oil. A treasury is not an easy thing to find. It will take forty nights, and during this time I have to eat and sit and
make divinations to see whether I can find the treasury or not.’”
So he went to the king and said, “Hail to the king. Give us forty calves, forty maunds of rice and forty
measures of oil so that I can produce the treasury.”
The king gave him all these things. He also got forty pomegranates and put them in a niche.
“Each night we will eat one of these for the duration of the forty nights,” said his wife. “If the treasury is
found, fine. If not, we’ll run away.”
The thieves learned that there was a good diviner in town. They found his house and said,
“Each night one of us will go up on his roof to see what he is divining.”
When the old man had finished his supper, they took one of the pomegranates for dessert.
“Wife,” he said, “know that this is the first of them.” The fellow on the roof said to himself,
“Curses! He knows that I am one of them.”
The next night another came. Again they took one of the pomegranates and ate it.
“Wife,” he said, “know that this is the second of them.” The thief said to the chief thief,
“There is nothing to be done. He knows that two of us have been up on his roof.”
The next evening the chief thief himself went. They ate supper and took a big pomegranate and ate it.
“Wife,” said the old man, “know that this big one is the third of them.” The chief thief said,
“There is nothing to be done. He knows that I am the chief thief. Let me take refuge with him.”
All forty thieves came and took refuge at the old man’s house. The old man would have run away when he
realized that they were thieves, but the chief thief kissed his hand and said,
“Please, say nothing of what we have done. Each of us will give you a hundred tomans and we will show you
where the treasury is. Not a cent of it has been spent. Don’t name us, but say that the treasury ran away by itself.”
“All right,” said the old man, and they took him and showed him the treasury. Then he went to the king and
said,
“Hail to the center of the universe! I have found the treasury, but no matter how I divine, I cannot find any
thieves. The treasury must have run away by itself.”
“If nothing is missing,” said the king, “then it has run away by itself. But if anything is missing, you’ll be
punished.”
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“Yes, sire,” he said.
The next morning a caravan set out. They went and counted the treasury, and nothing was missing. The old
man was given a thousand tomans.
170.125 The Letter to God\fn{by Nisan Kalimi (1900-after 1966)} Kermanshah, Kermanshah Province, Iran (M) -1
In a certain town there lived a man who was extremely poor. As the Passover holiday approached, the poor
man had neither food nor clothing for his children, who were clad in rags. He felt entirely at a loss, and asked
himself,
“What shall I do?” Finally he decided,
“I shall write a letter to Almighty God and ask Him to provide me with all that I need for the holiday.”
So the poor man wrote the letter, mentioning all the things that he and his family needed, and let it fly up into
the air. In his heart he felt confident that the letter would find its way to Heaven.
The letter flew along on the wings of the wind until it landed near the king’s palace. The vizier found it, read
its contents, and wondered,
“Who is it that sends a letter to God?”
So he took the letter and showed it to the king. The king read it and said,
“Surely the Jew had in mind the god on earth, that is to say, me, the king.” He was very pleased that the Jew
honored him so much as to call him god.
What did the king do?
He filled a cart with all the good things for Passover, adding twice as much as the Jew had requested, and the
fully loaded wagon reached the poor man’s house just in time. That year he and his family celebrated the Passover
holiday quite properly, and rejoiced in it as they never did before.
Such is the reward for trust in God.
3.211 My Public\fn{by Margaret Cochran Shedd (1900-1986)} Rezaiyah (now Urmia), West Azerbaijan Province, Iran
(F) 4
Kencott, king of the dunghill; but dungle to rhyme with jungle, the Jamaicans pronounced it. She drove past
fast, to escape the stench of human sludge. He had sat on his dungle trying to tell them something, yelling at
everybody. They never did find out what he said. One day a deaf man had climbed the dungle in search of food
scraps, and Kencott had chopped him in half and then had run down into Spanish Town road and cut off the heads
of two more innocents walking by.
Finally they had had him spread-eagled on a coconut cart, eight of them to fasten him down; and they had
brought him yowling and still unintelligible back past his dungle, and they had made up a sad song about him and
sung it at his hanging. And they still drummed it on guitars along Spanish Town road, or in the little group
listening to the blind minstrel at the harness shop. She had not yet written King Kencott’s story; there were so
many other curious tales to remember and broken fragments of people to dissect.
Today her car hurried by them, casting up the mud and rotten bananas from the wheel ruts. The crowds, which
never used the sidewalk, gave her passage because her progress was intent and irrefutable. And anyway she was
not spurning them; simply this was the day that she could not think about them, had not time to note the items of
gait and laughter. Something more important had happened.
Past Duppy Market, whose compressed hot smell and din made a warp for the shrieks of an urchin beaten. The
boy ran shrilly into Woppin Boppin, behind the church of old Saint Jago, a cul-de-sac where ganga flamboyantly
circulated, and across whose mouth two policemen ambled sedulously blind. The constables reached the shade of
Jago’s buttresses, and the boy’s screams died away quickly because, passing, she had added speed.
Today had been mail day. Not letters arriving with uniformed anonymity in a box at the front door; no, here the
mail plane sang from afar. At the Myrtle Bank swimming pool she had raised her eyes and heart to the stalwart
grace of this courier who might be bringing her the message for which she had been waiting. And the plane had
brought it: Dear Miss so-and-so, Here is your chance to say those things you have been thinking and shaping, the
words that have whimpered in your heart like children shut up in a quiet room. Now you may send out your words
to play. Sections 15b and II of this contract say that we shall house your words in black and white with a picture
on the jacket and that we shall help you find your public. Signed very sincerely.
Very sincerely she had signed her name too and hurried the contract back across the little glistening shore
waves and into heaven as deep a blue as joy. And after she had watched the plane take off she had got into her car
and begun to drive out of Kingston on the Spanish Town road. She could still see the ship, outlined unfaltering,
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brash, small, and yet a proper complement to the ancient skies. And from it she too felt winged. How swiftly from
here to there saying the eager yes, yes.
Saying yes was wonderful, or the saying of any clear-heard syllable. She had never doubted there were many
waiting for her words, who without some incandescent phrase of hers, some precise clothing that she could give
their love or longing, would be left with lives not quite lived, gesture in mid-air. Now lay ahead the felicity of
speech, and the trust to enunciate exactly; so that listener and sayer both could be requited, the alchemy of human
contact set in motion, the mutual flowering. Skillfully threading among the country drays loaded with khuskhus
root and human lives, she saw that her hands on the gearshift and her feet on the floor were already more
precisely functional; one foot leaned suavely on the gas pedal to give the car not abrupt hurry but a quickening as
valid as growth.
Freedom unfolded on the road before her. The wind whipped her hair out of her hat. The highway was almost
empty now, drays, pedestrians had flocked to the market. One young Negro woman .leaned against a telegraph
pole and shouted to herself, a beauty frighteningly disheveled, challenging pity. But the woman in the car was
only aware of acceleration on the open road knit into the heartbeats, into the fine articulation of finger joints
guiding the wheel, into the wind that beat on eye socket and cheekbone; and the lone figure against a telegraph
pole was at the microscopic far end of a great cone of increasing speed. Bees careened against the glass, their
flight unlike hers too slow and out of timing with the stars. In a gully a whole lazy tribe of day moths climaxed
their brief span against the wind wings of her car.
*
She was going to the mountains and she could see them ahead, Cockpit, John Crow, and Moneague, whose
pinnacles stood up like lustrous dreams. The air did that, tropical purity and side by that the rain, half-solvent; so
that a peak would stride out from the surrounding mist and gleam there as if it were the promised reward for a
good life, infinite loveliness habited from the dark valleys below to the top in bamboo, whose moving soft plumes
tenderly animated the dark ascents.
She wanted to record that vision on her mind, to reflect on it while she drove; she wanted to see her new joy
set like a topaz in the green-gold clarity of the peaks. She wanted to forget the heat and crusted sores that filled
the city, a stinking laboratory, a microcosm which pulsed, screamed, surged—and fearsome. In those mountains
she could come into serenity, find without effort the first word she had to say now that her chance had come; up
there the quiet was so harmonious that even birds’ voices did not sound out with startling, piercing beauty. Rather
their notes touched the ear as if some part before and after the heard song will be and was already present,
inaudible only because it had melted into the rich texture of peace.
She looked up once full at the mountains, leaving the car without eyes. But she had confidence in herself,
knew that now she could gauge time with its crescendos and retardations to the split second, in perfect timing
could reach and pass the tangle of lorries ahead. And when she brought her eyes back to the road she saw she had
been right in this self-trust; there was no danger for her now driving fast.
The road began to curve against the hills, cutting along the mountain flank. The car roared proudly. She had
walked here and remembered the earth odors, always more pungent at the foot of mountains than anywhere else;
but now she could only smell the car. Someone had shown her near this very spot where the best withes grew for
basketry, down by the stream. She saw the head-kerchiefs of market women, who were clambering off the road
and toward the river. For some reason against her own apt hands guiding the exhilaration of upward and noisy
progress she momentarily set the patient dark hands of the basketweavers in the market place; but the thought of
that slow emergence of form and pattern, and implicit in this the silent generations of submissive women, wearied
her. Fast up now.
*
She came around a bend, and the hewn line of rock, swept by as true and satisfying as the changing postures of
a fast dance. Grace of road’s curves derived from the river it followed, and she could hear the water even above
the car’s noise. It was an intent and narrow stream bringing down the glad spirit of those mountains in which it
took root. Soon to reach them now: one great sweep to the ocean and on the other side little valleys underfoot.
And now, she remembered, was the time for these to bloom, filling the whole fold of the hill—red lilies. She had
seen this first in the fog. She had come onto a promontory of land above the lilies, not knowing they were there, a
jutting pile of rocks. That was no docile mist, but swirling wind-swept from higher voids. And then the odor of
lilies came up, a scent-mirage untraceable, and the terrible coils of fog around her were delicately edged with that
tender smell. Presently the fog had opened and given her a valley at her feet, red flowers through the white mist,
wisps still wandering among the lower crevices.
Now the road crossed the stream. A bridge came up suddenly ahead; always a sweet and pleasant sight yet not
too homely, the nicely proportioned span over a deep river bed and a hut beside it. Just before she reached the
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bridge a drove of donkeys loaded with water urns came jogging and nudging around her car, and the two little
boys with them, expertly albeit in terror drove their beasts against the rock wall. She scarcely had to retard her
pace for them. But at the other end of the bridge, as if they belonged to the hut, there were three people in the
middle of the road.
There was a child, naked except for a shirt which did not reach his navel. The woman and the man had the
distilled animation of having just violently emerged from the house, and while the car approached the woman
staggered from a remembered or expected blow, an old stringy woman with big neck cords. The man was onelegged, a stump, a crutch, and a face crossed between suffering and brutal anger. These were the three.
She saw that much from the other end of the bridge; as usual the details of bodies’ expression recorded on her
mind mechanically, like the opening and closing of a light shutter over a lens. She was not thinking of them as
people singly nor as a quarreling family, but simply in terms of her arrival at the bridge. The car, entirely in her
control, was going as fast as it possibly could on such a road. She had known the bridge was coming, was not
meeting it unaware; but she had assumed that the three people would draw over to the side of the road as the
donkeys had. She supposed that the woman would pick up the child.
No one picked up the child. The old slattern stood impaled on some up-rush of invective from her own mouth;
the woman in the car could see the words on her lips. The one-legged man did belatedly reach for the little boy
and almost lost his balance on his crutch. But the child ran straight toward the car.
She did what she had to, and smashed battering into the iron rail, abrading the hills’ quiet with crush and crash
of wrecking steel, wild protest to function ruptured, a hurtling intemperate finale. The shattering tumult of her
car’s death came horrible to her ears, strident cacophony of waste instead of the clean upward beat of the minute
before. But there came another sound too: the river surging over the rocks.
That was pause, with the water’s voice to mark it. And then the crumpled machine, which for that moment had
monstrously hovered out over the river, broke one by one the final tendons of the rail and burst its way down into
the bed, all in the proper timing.
*
It struck the dry land above the stream. It was an open car and she could get out; she thought this reiteratively
to herself. I can get out. I can get out. But she did not get out. Whether or not she made the effort she was unable
to tell; all she could do was to push against a something with the strength of her hands, which in its turn was
pressing on her with inexorable weight. She thought if she could get her hair out of her eyes she could see what
the weight was, and at the same time she vaguely identified her legs and feet with a pain off key and at some
excessive ear-splitting pitch. But she could not fix that anguish in time or space; legs, shrill pain, that was as far as
she went.
She heard another sound, a step, pause, a step, pause, and in the pause a fumble. One foot, one human foot
approached her. She tried to move her head to see. That was impossible. Her head was whirling elsewhere in
space. Then she tried to move her neck, just one deliberate motion controlled; that would be comforting. But she
could not do that either. Still the step, the step. Now .he was conscious of her forehead; it was that which seemed
to tell her of the foot’s approach. Her forehead was pushed against the earth, or at least something firm, a pressure
that hurt but not with the same focused horror which had now crept up from her legs to include her ribs.
If her forehead rested on the earth then she must be partly out of the car. She knew she must not faint until his
footstep reached her; it must extricate her. And now muffled through a curtain of diffuse but intimate noises,
blood pounding and the voice of the river, she heard him directly above her. She must speak to him, tell him to
hurry and lift her out.
The pressure seemed greatest against her forehead and eyes; her mouth was somewhat free. She tried to use
her lips. There was no sound. Her mouth was full of a foreign substance, blood maybe mixed with dirt. She heard
the running footsteps of the woman. Both of them were moving around her now.
“She daid,” and the man’s voice came from the far distance of life that was actually being lived, breath, the
sunlight sifting through bamboo; and while he spoke a bird sang, a nightingale, a sparrow, a crow—it could not
possibly matter what name—but a bird singing. So she knew there was still a world alive.
She determined once more to form a word against the slime in her mouth. Not dead, not dead, she longed to
say, but that was past possibility. That involved the tongue in a dozen finicky tricks. Maybe it was her tongue
which itself filled her mouth. But her lips still had some relation to themselves; she brought them together and
apart, pushing breath through them at the same time. Then she knew she could not possibly do that again. That
effort of forcing out breath against the shocking pressure on her ribs was a feat beyond repetition. Now she
waited, holding herself from oblivion with all the , strength she could muster, waiting desperately to learn whether
sound had emerged from herself, and waiting to see if the man and woman would recognize the sound as life.
*
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But she heard nothing, was only aware of clutching, in a red haze, a high rock precipice which at the same time
she was trying to push away from her. Finally the woman’s voice came to her, very slowly.
“Look, man, she breat.”
“Na, na, her daid. She bruck ’bout unoo steer-wheel lak chinaman doll.”
Their voices wavered in and out to her, and the time between each word was a burbling eternity.
“You mebbe speakin’ feh true, man, but we shoulda likely lif her out, anyhaow.”
“Noa. Me don’ feel feh lif out dead buckra ’oman. Eh-eh, dis man cain’t lif hisself. Constable him come afore
night. Let he do.”
So she knew that, no matter what, she had to breathe again, had to push once more against that load on her
chest. The woman had heard her, but they did not really want to hear. That she had saved their child’s life was still
no never-mind of theirs. They were tired and marred and sick; easier for them if she was dead and they did not
need to pull and haul to get her out. Then she knew that breath itself was not enough; a word was necessary. She
had to speak to them, they human and she still human too.
The woman was leaning over her, because she felt a hand, a pressure remote but benign along the back of her
head.
“Her warhm yit,” and the voice was almost in her ear. “’Feh true, ’oman, dese buckra cold slow. We poor is
cold afore daid. Leave she be. How may I, after I hab no laig, and unoo chawed by your belly’s fire, lif off dis
ting? Cum.”
But the hand was still on the back of her head, and now the fingers reached round her cheek to her jawbone.
The woman’s voice was in her very marrow, whether a shout or a whisper was irrelevant and impossible to
distinguish.
“If her move or breat’ we no can leave she so, man.”
She was buried in a subterranean passageway of obscure pain, but unwavering, unmitigated. Or was it the
inside of a whale, surrounded by layers of blubber and hide and hide. The entrails are red and the passageway is
filled with the crimson fog of agony. But motion. Under piled crags of sharp rock or under the unbearable load of
all the waters of the earth, still she began to think of motion; the beginning of upheaval or the beginning of speech
or the day before creation. It was the effort before the word, anguished impediment of communication. It shot
down into her chest with roots of fire. She drew her breath from a hidden cavern of strength and loosed her tongue
from its cleavage, and she said one word, “Yes,” bursting it out in a wave of sound, far more than the little word
needed.
Beyond that she did not know anything. She did not know how a sick woman and a one-legged man and a
naked baby pulled her out of the car’s wreckage. Before they were through the boys with the donkeys came, and
the market women who had been picking withes. They made a stretcher instead of baskets.
Consciousness came back to her as the scent of earth, the cool night smell of water trickling on a rock, and the
smell of ferns clinging to the rock with their small tenacious fingers. She was moving along the road carried on a
stretcher. Pain from her broken body drove into her consciousness now, but it was bearable. The road’s wall
followed dark and steadfast alongside. There were a good many people around her, going with her. The jerking
shadow of a man on a crutch jogged up among them. A torch lighted the faces nearest her and all of them were
gnarled or weary. The old woman with the stringy neck leaned over:
“You bettah now, missis? Us haste feh reach de city. Speak if you hab need; us can hear.”
138.184 The Stray Dog\fn{by Sadeq Hedayat (1903-1951)} Tehran, Tehran Province, Iran (M) 4
A few small stores; a bakery, a butcher’s stall, a grocery, two tea houses, and a barber shop contributed to the
basic requisites of the primitive way of life that made up Varamin Square.
The merciless sun had nearly grilled and half-broiled the traffic circle and its inhabitants, who anxiously
waited for the first evening breeze and the shades of night.
The people, the stores, the trees and the beasts were exhausted. A sultry heat weighed heavily overhead and a
soft dust wavered in the azure blue sky.
The traffic of cars thickened the dust. On one side of the Square was an old sycamore whose innards had rotted
away but which had spread its misshapen rheumatic branches with a strange persistence. Beneath the shade of its
dust-laden leaves on a wide spacious platform, two street urchins with loud cries hawked their wares of ricepudding and pumpkin seeds. A dense, muddy stream pushed its way through the gutter in front of the tea house.
The only building that attracted the eye was the well-known tower of Varamin with its cracked cylindrical body
and its conical top. The sparrows had built their nests in the crevices made by the fallen bricks. Silent, they
slumbered in the intense heat. Only the whimpering of a dog broke the silence.
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This was a Scottish setter\fn{The Gordon setter is probably meant, a modern breed which first originated in the early 19 th
century.} with sooty muzzle and black spots on its legs as if splashed by muddy water. He had drooping ears, a
pointed tail, and a dirty coat, but two intelligent human-like eyes shone in his shaggy snout. In the depth of his
eyes a human spirit was discernible. In his benighted life something eternal undulated I his eyes and had a
message that could not be conveyed, for it had been trapped just behind his pupils—it was neither the glimmer
nor the color, some other unbelievable thing, like what you might see in the eyes of a wounded gazelle. Not only
was there a similarity between his eyes and the eyes of a man but a sameness and equality. A pair of greenish-blue
eyes filled with pain and hopeful waiting discernible only in the visage of a lost and wayward dog.
But no one saw or heeded his painful beseeching looks! The errand boy of the bakery beat him when he found
him in front of the shop. The butcher’s apprentice threw stones at him if he saw him near his stall.
If he took refuge in the shade of a car, the driver was sure to entertain him with a rough kick of his spiked
boots, and when one and all tired of victimizing him, it was the turn of the urchin who sold rice pudding to take
special pleasure in torturing him.
At each cry of pain that escaped the dog, the rice-pudding vendor boy threw another stone, which invariably
hit the devilish accuracy and brought out his noisy laughter with cries of “You untouchable cur!” It seemed that
the others were his accomplices, for they encouraged the boy in an underhanded, sly way and burst into laughter.
One and all, all of them beat him to please their almighty God. To them it was natural to torture the dirty
untouchable dog which their religion had set a curse upon. At last the rice-pudding boy chastised him so much
that the animal was forced to run away through the narrow alley leading to the tower.
He pulled himself with difficulty on an empty stomach and took refuge in a jube.\fn{A note reads: An open channel
for water in the streets of Iranian cities .} Once there he laid his head on his pasterns, put out his tongue, and in a state
verging on wakefulness an dreaming, watched the green fields that waved in the wind. He was tired out and his
nerves ached.
In the damp air of the jube a certain unnamable feeling of well-being pervaded his whole body. Diverse smells
of the dead and the living things resuscitated in his muzzle a confusion of faraway memories.
Whenever he fixed his eyes on the green fields, his instinctive urges were roused, reviving old memories in his
brain.
But this time, the feeling was so strong that it seemed as if an unknown voice urged him to movement; to jump
and frolic. He felt a great urge to run and jump about in these green fields.
This feeling was hereditary, for all his ancestors had been bred in the open spaces of the Scottish meadows and
green forests.
But now his whole being was so sore that he could not move. A painful feeling mixed with weakness and
lethargy pervaded him. A whole file of forgotten and lost sensations were excited.
Formerly he had different checks and different requirements. He had bound himself to the beck and call of his
Master; to drive out strange persons and dogs from his Master’s premises; to play with his Master’s child. He
knew how to behave with the know and the authorized people and how to treat strangers; to eat on time; and when
to expect fondling.
But now all these checks were removed. Now his whole life had narrowed to the permanent quest for food,
which he got by rummaging fearfully in garbage piles; to being beaten throughout the day; and howls and
whimpering had become his sole means of defense.
Once upon a time he had been brave, fearless, clean and full of life, but now he had become a yellow timid
scapegoat. He had become a bag of nerves: if he heard a voice, or something near him moved, he would nearly
jump out of his skin and shiver.
She even deadened his own voice. He had got used to dirt and refuse. His body itched, and he did not have the
guts to hunt out the lice, or enough self-respect to lick himself clean. He felt that he had become a part of the
garbage. Something in him had died, had burnt out.
Two winters had passed since he landed in this out-of-the-way hell of a place, and all this time he had not eaten
a full meal, nor slept a happy comfortable sleep. His passions and feelings were strangled. None had pampered
him. No one had looked into his eyes. Although the people here resembled his Master in appearance, his Master’s
feelings and character were a world apart from these people. It was as if the people he knew before were nearer to
his world. They seemed to understand his pains and feelings better, and they backed him up.
Of the smells that reached his nostrils and made him lightheaded, there was the smell of the rice pudding
coming from the pot set in front of the street boy. The white liquid so much resembled his mother’s milk that it
brought back memories of puppyhood.
Suddenly he went numb, remembering when he was a tiny thing sucking that warm invigorating liquid fro his
mother’s breasts while his mother licked him clean with her strong tongue. The strong smell that came from his
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mother’s bosom and from his pup-brother, the poignant and the heavy smell of his mother and her milk, revived in
his nostrils. When he was fully satisfied, his body used to become warm and relaxed; a liquid warmth would run
through his veins and arteries. His head would feel heavy and drop from his mother’s breasts and a deep slumber
would follow, filled with sensual feelings for the nearness of that fount of life; so close and so full of abundance.
His pup-brother’s downy body, his mother’s bark, all these were treasured in his mind. He remembered his old
wooden kennel, the games he used to play with his pup-brother in that small garden. He would bite the tips of his
brother’s ears and they would both fall, get up again, and run. Then he found a new playmate. This was his
Master’s son. At the end of the garden he ran after him and barked and bit his clothes.
He could never forget his Master’s caresses nor the lumps of sugar the Master used to feed him with his own
hands, never; but he loved his Master’s son even more, for he was his playmate and never beat him.
Then after some time he lost all traces of his mother and pup-brother. There remained only his Master, the
Master’s son, the Master’s wife and their old servant. How well he recognized their individual scents and their
footsteps from a distance!
When lunch or dinner was served he would walk round the table smelling different dishes of food, and
sometimes his Master’s wife would throw him a choice morsel despite the strong protests of her husband. Then
the old servant would come and would call him “Pat, Pat” and pile his food in a special dish which lay near his
wooden kennel.
Pat’s troubles started when his rut came on, for his Mater would not let him out of the house to run after
bitches. As fate would have it, one day in the fall, his Master, with two other people whom Pat knew well and who
often came to their house, got into a car and called Pat and made him sit next to them in the car. Pat had been in
cars with his Master before, but this time he was in heat and was beset with a strong, disturbing urge.
After a few hours of driving they got off at this same square. His Master with the other two men made their
way through this same street that passes by the tower, but suddenly the scent of a bitch, the traces of her scent,
turned him mad. He sniffed and followed the scent and at last through a jube entered a garden.
Near evening twice he heard his Master calling him, “Pat, Pat!” Was it really his Master’s voice or an echo of
it? He could not be sure, for he did not want it to be. His Master’s voice always had a strange effect on him: it was
a reminder of what he knew were his duties. But a Power over and above other forces had made him oblivious to
all but the bitch. He was deaf to all external sounds. He felt an intense sensation, and the bitch’s scent was so
strong, heavy, and poignant that he felt light-headed.
His nerves, muscles, and senses were no longer at his command. In the face of the new and unique experience,
he was powerless, but his delectation was short-lived. The owner of the garden and his men assailed him with
clubs and spade handles and routed him through the water channel.
Once out, Pat, confused and tired but light and relieved, jolted himself into reality and began to look for the
Master.
In some back alleys he could sell thin traces of his master’s scent, which he inspected elaborately, leaving his
own scent at regular intervals.
He even explored the ruins outside the village. Then he came back, for he was sure that his Master had
returned to the square. But there in the traffic circle his Master’s thin scent got lost in other scents.
Was it possible that his Master had gone and left him there? He felt a sensational anxiety mixed with fear.
How could he live without his Master, without his god? His Master was a god to him. He was sure his Master
would come and seek him out.
Panicked, he ran down several roads. It was useless.
Night came and Pat, tired out and disappointed, returned to the square. There was no trace of his Master.
He rounded the village a few more times and at last went to the jube which led to the bitch, but they had
obstructed the way with heavy stones.
He set to digging the ground with gusto to open a hole to the garden, but it was impossible.
When he saw that it was hopeless, he napped there.
In the middle of the night the sound of his own wailing in his dreams woke him up. In a panic, he was soon on
his feet, went through several alleys, sniffed the walls, and strayed here and there.
He felt starved, and when he returned to the square, the smell of various foods reached his nostrils—the smell
of the left-over meat, the fresh bread and yogurt. All of the odors had commingled.
He must beg food from these people who looked like his Master, and if he was lucky enough to have no rival
to drive him out, perhaps one of these creatures who held food I his possession would take care of him.
Cautiously and with much foreboding he went towards a bakery which had just opened.
The strong smell of baked dough pervaded the air. Someone who held some bread under his arm called to him
“Come … Come …”
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How strange this voice seemed to his ears. The stranger threw him a piece of the warm bread. After a little
hesitation Pat ate the bread and shook his trail for him.
The stranger put his bread on the shop’s platform, and then timidly and with much caution, caressed Pat’s
head, and using his tow hands opened his collar. How relieved he felt!
It was as if all the responsibilities, checks and duties were lifted off his neck. But when again he shook his tail
and neared the owner of the bakery shop, a heavy shoe shot into his groin, and whimpering he ran away.
The owner religiously dipped his hands in the gutter water three times to wash off the ill effects of having
touched the unclean dog.
Pat recognized his neck band which still hung in front of the shop.
Since that day, wave kicks, stones and a good taste of the club, Pat had not received anything from these
people.
It was as if they were all his sworn enemies and took pleasure in tormenting him.
Pat felt that he had entered into a new world which was not his and contained no one who cared a whit about
his sentiments and idiosyncrasies.
The first few days were passed with much difficulty but by and by he adjusted. In addition to this, he had
found a place at the bend of the alley on the right-hand side where people emptied refuses cans and where he
could find tasty morsels in the garbage, such as bones, fat, skin, fish heads and many other food that he could not
recognize.
The rest of the day he spent in front of the bakery and the butcher’s stall.
His eyes were fixed on the hands of the butcher, but her received more beatings than delicious bits. Altogether
he had made peace with his new mode of life.
Of his past life there remained only a hodge-podge of ambiguous and erased traces and only some distant
scents. When he had it hard, he found a sort of refuge and solace in this lost paradise and automatically gave
himself up to the memories of those bygone days.
But the thing that tortured him more than anything was his craving to be fondled.
He was like a child who had been constantly used roughly and been constantly abused but retained his tender
feelings. Especially now in his new pain-ridden life, more than ever before he felt the need for kindness and
attention.
His eyes begged for such treatment and he was prepared to give his life to the first person who was kind to him
or caressed his head.
He was in dire need to show his sincerity to someone, to sacrifice his life for that someone.
He longed to show his adoration and fidelity, but no one cared two straws for him. The eyes he looked into had
nothing in them save enmity and evil designs. Any movement he made to attract the attention of these people only
increased their rage and anger.
When Pat was having his forty winks inside the jube, he moaned, and this weakened him up several times, as if
he were beset by nightmares.
He felt a great hunger; there was the smell of grilled mutton meat in the air. A cruel hunger tortured his insides,
so much so that he forgot his weakness and other pains, with difficulty got to his feet, and wearily set out towards
the traffic circle.
*
Now at this time one of those noisy cars, followed by a whirlwind of dust, drove into Varamin Square.
A man got out, went to Pat and stroked his head. He was not his Master. Pat was not deceived, for he knew his
Master’s scent very well.
But why did he pat him? Pat shook his tail and threw the man a suspicious look.
Wasn’t he being deceived? But no, for he no longer had a collar round his neck so that he would pat him for it.
The man turned and again caressed him. Pat followed the man. His surprise increased as the man entered a
room that Pat knew very well, from where the smell of food always emanated.
The man sat on a bench near the wall. They brought him fresh bread, yogurt , eggs and other foods.
The man dipped bits and pieces of bread in yogurt and threw them in front of him.
At first Pat gulped these in a hurry, then ate them at his leisure.
At the same time his soulful emerald eyes, beautiful and full of supplication and gratitude, were fixed on the
face of the man and all the while he shook his tail.
Was he dreaming or was he awake? Unbelievably, he had eaten his fill without having his meal interrupted by
severe punishment.
Was it possible that he had found a new Master? Despite the heat, the man got up, went towards the alley
leading to the tower.
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Once there, he hesitated, then crossed several labyrinthine winding alleys.
Pat followed him. The man went to the ruins that had some walls. His Master had also gone there.
Perhaps these men were also after picking up the scent of females of their own species. Pat waited for him in
the shade of a wall.
After a while, through another route, they returned to the Square.
There again the man patted him, and after taking a short walk round the circle, went and sat in one of the cars
that Pat knew.
Pat did not dare to climb in; he sat near the car and looked at the man.
Suddenly the car started in a burst of dust and Pat without any hesitation began to run after it.
No, he had learned his lesson, he did not want to lose his benefactor again. Notwithstanding the pain he felt
throughout his body, his tongue was out and he ran in leaps and bounds after the car.
The car had left the villager and was crossing a desert.
Two or three times Pat overtook the car but again lagged behind.
Despair made him summon All his power and burst into sudden leaps, but the car was faster. He could not
reach the car and the running greatly weakened him.
He felt a great weakness at the pit of his stomach and all at once sensed that his limbs no longer obeyed his
commands and could not make the slightest movement.
All his efforts were pointless. He didn’t know why he had run or where he was going.
He could neither go ahead nor back. He stopped, short of breath, his tongue hanging out.
His eyes had darkened. With bent head and with much labor, he pulled himself out of the middle of the road
and went and laid his belly on wet and hot sand near a ditch on the edge of a field.
By means of his instinct that had never lied to him, he felt that he would never be able to move from that place.
His thoughts and feelings had become obscure and obliterated.
He felt an intense pain in his belly and a sick light flowed in his eyes.
In the throes of his convulsions, little by little his paws and legs lost their senses.
A cold sweat descended on him. this was a pleasant and tender coolness.
*
Near evening three hungry crows were flying over Pat’s head, for they had picked up Pat’s scent from afar.
One of them approached cautiously and sat near him and looked carefully; when it discovered that Pat was not
yet dead, it flew away. These three crows had come to take out his greenish-blue eyes.
138.188 The Lead Soldier\fn{by Bozorg Alavi (1904-1997)} Tehran, Tehran Province, Iran (M) 6
For the last four or five years, at least four times a day, I have been riding the buses on the Maidan-e
Sepah/Shahpur route. And the strange thing is that I have come to understand more in these buses than I have ever
learned in the course of eight years in elementary and two in intermediate school. But perhaps it’s not so strange,
after all, for I was fundamentally a dull and diffident child. Whenever I failed to understand something two or
three times in succession and asked our teacher about it (God pardon him!), he would say: “Some folk never
understand.” But on these buses on important fact has come within my grasp. Sometimes, under the weight of the
passengers’ resentment at further delay, they would, while still not full,\fn{ A note reads: Such busses, or communal taxis,
wait for a full load at the starting point.} have to have to go nearly as far as the Hasanabad intersection. In such a case
the driver’s mate would of course keep a sharp lookout for any passenger who might want to board. And if he
didn’t happen to notice one, the driver would say: “Where are your wits, man? Come on, sling that 10 shakis’
worth aboard!” or “Pick up that 10 shakis’ worth from the roadside!” Anyway, this talk of 10 shakis was much
repeated, “10-shakis” of course meaning “a passenger.” For the driver, everybody whatsoever was worth 10
shakis, whereas such a person might sometimes be, for example, Haji Ali Agha Chubchi, who possessed more
than 100,000 tomans; or the head of the Livestock Control, who had paid 800 tomans goodwill for his job and,
apart from two or three thousand tomans’ profit had a salary of 400 tomans a month.\fn{A note reads: Ten shakis is the
equivalent of an American penny; a toman is worth about fifteen cents .} Likewise in my own case, though on payday I possess
nearly 700 times 10 shakis, my value for him was still the same 10 shakis; and on the day before payday, when,
after paying for a ticket, my pocket was as clean as a believers heart, it made no difference in my value to him.
One day, in one of these buses, a slatternly little female was sitting. She had placed a lead soldier on the
window ledge, and from time to time she would pick it up and stick it in her mouth, finally putting it back in its
place. Every time the toy fell over from the vibration of the bus, she would lift it up again and put it in her mouth.
I watched her behavior for a time; then, when I looked behind me, I saw F. sitting there, and he greeted me
politely. (I had come to know him in the course of a journey to southern Iran.) Later, as I got off the bus, I recalled
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that this acquaintance of mine himself made this type of lead soldier and sold them to the stores. A while passed,
and I did not see F. again. At that time I was working for the Opium Control, and they posted me to Fasa, where I
fell sick. I returned to Tehran and was unemployed for some time. On my return—nearly two years later—I went
to see F. The reason for this was that one of the finance officials in Fasa knew him and had sent him, through me,
a quantity of opium.
There seemed something strange to me about my friend. His workroom, which had formerly been full of pots,
sheets of lead, charcoal, pans and bellows—yet all in good order—appeared today in utter confusion. He prepared
the brazier,\fn{A note reads: To give a feeble warmth, but also to prepare his opium .} and we spread a rug and sat together in
the porch. The talk turned on the woman in the bus. Then he related his own story to me, at first almost
unwillingly, and then—as he saw that I had no ulterior motive—with quickening pace. But it was all without
order, most of it in such a form that I could not get the hang of it at all. In the event, he didn’t even relate the last
part of it himself, and I gathered, this way and that, that he had got into trouble. But, to the end, I never properly
understood the real cause of his madness.
*
“First I must recall my whole story to my own mind, and then tell it to you. What story, though? I myself don’t
know where to begin. From the day I was born? From the day I was able to distinguish my left hand from my
right? Or shall I begin with my family life? What sort of man my father was? How much I loved my mother? No,
I don’t have the stomach for that. …”
Opium smokers have a special way of speaking. They will start a sentence, then stick a piece of opium on the
pipe; and until the opium is finished, the sentence doesn’t get finished either. The listener needs to be patient and
not be put off by the sizzling of the opium. But what makes the talk of these opium addicts agreeable is the sweet,
soft sound of their voices.
“Do you remember by any chance in what hellhole it was we became acquainted? It was on the road south. I
don’t know, it might have been Kazerun. When I parted from you—yes, it must be five years ago now—I went to
Bushire. I went there intending to stay a month, on a special job, but in fact stayed for a year. They even fired me
from the Department, after ordering me back to Tehran, because I wouldn’t go and stayed on. … Your patience is
running out. You want to know what’s my connection with that woman you saw in the bus that day with that toy
in her hand. All in good time! You must understand that from the very first, from the time I left my father’s home,
I could never get beyond all this junk you see around you. There were days when I ate neither lunch nor supper,
for if I had anything I sold it and spent the proceeds on opium. This life of mine, though, is all my father’s fault.
Or maybe not? Otherwise, why didn’t I become a man, eh? You don’t like me because I smoke opium, and you’re
right. but you don’t realize that I too am disgusted with myself. You’ve no idea. Here, look at my hands or my
shirt collar. It could easily be two weeks now since I splashed any water on my face. Just suppose … but what
could happen now? I wasn’t always an opium-smoker, I wasn’t always like this, I wasn’t made like this.
“When I was in Bushire I used not to smoke opium. Then I started. About that time, my mother had just died.
Whenever I think of it my body starts to tremble. She did love me. Even when I was 16, until my mother placed
her hand in mine sleep wouldn’t come to me. These are not things everyone can understand. In Bushire. … yes, in
Bushire I lived in the house of my boss at the office (the poor devil’s in jail now on a charge of opium smuggling).
It came about like this: I had something of a voice, having learned to recite the Koran with my father; and that
head of department was a man of ‘discriminating taste’: every evening he would gather all the ‘boys’ together,
aragh\fn{A note reads: Anglicized as arrack; as used in Iran, often a general term for strong liquor of any kind .} and wine were set
out, and our party was under way. You must realize, however, that until that time I had never drunk aragh, or—I
tell you the truth and may I be flayed if not!—had been guilty of any other stupidity. No ‘gang’ counted me
among its members at this time. Apart from the fact that I was a preacher’s child, I was a morose type, not given
to letting myself go. My greatest pleasure in life was to sit beside my mother, take her soft hands in mine, and
offer her comfort. … One night they gave me too much aragh, and passed out. About that night I don’t recall a
thing. In the morning I saw Kowkab sitting in the room. She had brought a bowl and pitcher, and was trying to
sponge the carpet on which I had vomited the night before. Her face was uncovered, and I could see her clearly.
She had red lips, her hair had fallen like a curtain over her forehead, her face was round and plump. Later I
learned that the boss had brought this Kowkab from Shiraz as a wet nurse, and she had been hired by them for a
year. Now, because she was a good maidservant, they wanted to keep her on, although her year was up. All this,
she related to me herself: ‘O.K. I was hired for a year. I put up with all their little ways. But now I don’t want to
stay any longer. The master’s fine, indeed none of them has any real faults, and I love the child. But to put it
plainly, I want to go to shiraz, I want to go and get married. I want to join my former husband. His military
service is up now. He divorced me once, but I can be his wife again. I’m going. I’m not theirs to buy.’ And she
meant what she said. I forgot to say that when Kowkab was confiding in me I replied: ‘You’re right. If I were in
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the master’s place, I’d help you on your way.’ Yes, she meant what she said. One evening when I went home, I
saw Kowkab was in my room. She had come so that I could send her to Shiraz. This was the point at which my
adventures with this Kowkab really started. …”
The rings of opium smoke, first whitish and then a sort of blue, gave his remarks a philosophical setting.
“Every time this woman entered my life she turned everything topsy-turvy. If you imagine there was the
slightest desire or passion between us, it wasn’t so; I liked her, I even loved her, but as a man loves his mother.
There was no bond between us. The torments I have suffered in life, the calamities that have befallen me—
directly or indirectly—through Kowkab: they were all my inevitable and predetermined fate. I was condemned to
this life. The very first day I entered life, my growing up in that house, under the control of that father, in the lap
of that mother—all these things led me to choose such a course in life as I did. It all had its causes. Poor wretch, I
was but a plaything. Oh if only, instead of saying ‘I want’ I could say ‘They made me want.’”
Successive and interminable fits of coughing interrupted his words. After a few minutes he began again.
“I’ve got off the point. One night Kowkab was in my room. She had come with the intention of setting off in
the morning. It was agreed that in the morning I would get her a bus\fn{ A note reads: really a hired car, serving as a small
bus.} and set her on her way to Shiraz. I only had the one room. I had bought a gelim\fn{A note reads: Carpet without
pile, serving several purposes.} and laid it out there, but half the room had no floor covering. Kowkab opened her
bundle, spread it on the floor and went to sleep. Early next morning I went to see about the bus and fixed
everything up.
“When I returned home at noon I saw Kowkab was missing. I had arranged with the garage proprietor that the
passenger would set out in the late afternoon. I waited for her for a while, idling my time away instead of going
back to the office. About sunset I noticed Kowkab was back, in a bad temper. I’ve been looking for you since
morning. Last night, when I was getting all my stuff together in a hurry, I forgot something. If I don’t fid it,
something terrible’s bound to happen to me on the road.’ For answer, I pulled my boots on and went off to work.
That night I came home late, and found Kowkab sitting by her bundle and turning her stuff over. I Asked her:
‘What have you lost, then?” for I saw she was sobbing. ‘A toy.’ ‘What sort of toy?’ ‘A lead soldier.’ Surprised, I
said: ‘A lead soldier cost 10 shahis. It’s not worth all this weeping and groaning.’ But she seemed not to
understand my words: ‘Ten shahis? It was worth my life itself. …’
“This lead soldier Kowkab had got from her master’s child. One day she was taking the child for a walk, and
she bought this soldier in a variety store. But because it cut the child’s hand, the mistress wouldn’t let her give it
to him to play with any more. This was why Kowkab had become annoyed with her and didn’t want to stay on
any longer. From then on she had always kept the toy soldier with her, and now she was grieving over it and
taking its loss as a bad omen.
“After see had lived with me for some days she said to me: ‘You know, I’m all upset. I don’t want to go to
Shiraz any more. I feel my husband’s fed up with me now, and won’t take me on again. If you like, I’ll be your
servant here; otherwise, I’ll go somewhere else. I must at least stay in this town until I find that lead soldier, or I’ll
die of grief.’
“Kowkab stayed, and didn’t die. She stayed for a month, and made my life hell. At night I went onto the
roof,\fn{A note reads: Traditionally, the flat roofs of Middle Eastern houses were used for sleeping in the warmer weather .} while
Kowkab slept in the room. In the morning she would make my tea; she would wash my linen and cook my lunch;
and sometimes we would eat together. The way she looked after me, I could fancy she was my mother, a fancy
that kept me happy. In the evening we would sit together. A month passed in this way. At the end of that time I
was summoned to Tehran, and I told Kowkab I had to go, but would take her with me if she wished. “No. I’m
going to stay here. I must find that soldier or I’ll die.’ Then she thought a bit: ‘When are you going to Tehran?’
‘I’m starting Saturday.’ She stood up to go and prepare supper, and said: ‘I’ll find myself a place by Saturday.’
‘All right,’ I said, ‘till Saturday.’ But on Saturday I didn’t start, nor on the next Saturday. Even on the third
Saturday I was still there. A message came from Tehran, asking why I hadn’t given notice of my departure. I tore
it up. From the fourth week onward my salary was cut off. During the space of these four weeks Kowkab too had
done nothing about finding herself a place. One evening I asked her: ‘This lead soldier you had, what was it like?
Perhaps I can buy you one exactly like it.’
“‘Don’t trouble yourself needlessly. I’ve been all over this town, and there’s not a lead soldier like the one I
had to be found anywhere. But see here, you toss and turn a lot at night. Last night I came to your bedside. Why
do you make such a fuss about your mother?’
She was right. I remember I was dreaming that an officer, with a naked sword, was attacking my mother, while
my father stood by and didn’t utter a word. But the real person was that in those days used to drink a lot of aragh.
“Next day I went with Kowkab to buy a lead soldier. To no avail. Everywhere we went Kowkab would say:
‘No, none of these is the right one.’ Then it occurred to me that I myself could make the soldier for her just as
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Kowkab wanted it. I made wooden molds and bought lead. But you’ve seen them yourself and know all about
them. … anyway, the lead soldier would never turnout the way Kowkab wanted it. (But it didn’t matter, for I was
selling the soldiers, and living on the proceeds, just as I do now.) What was the use? That original soldier would
never turnout right, not in a whole year of trying. We continued to pass our days in this way, while at night we
talked together. Sometimes Kowkab would speak of her husband, who at that time was in the Army. …”
At this point I interrupted F. because I couldn’t make head or tail of the matter. After all, a man doesn’t give
himself all that trouble for the sake of a maidservant. But I sensed that this episode had left a great mark on him
and affected him sorely. I guessed he was refraining from revealing an important point, so I asked him: “But
didn’t you love her, despite the fact that you yourself said earlier there was no bond between you?” My friend
didn’t answer me, but went on with his story:
“After four months it finally dawned on me that possibly such a lead soldier as Kowkab was talking about
simply didn’t exist. Accordingly, one morning when I got up, instead of pouring lead soldiers I began to carve and
make a mold. I was trying to make an impressive figure of a man, but this mold wouldn’t come out as I wanted.
Its face wouldn’t turn out properly the way I had in mind. I wanted to make it impressive, but it came out
unintentionally in the likeness of my father. … What torment and affliction I suffered, trying to get this mold
right! but never mind. It’s all right for you: nobody can understand. You were just asking whether I loved her.
What does that mean? I’ve suffered worse calamities than this. The pleasure which is natural to you is a torment
to me. I was condemned not to be able to love. There are a thousand torments and tortures in the world, but
nobody has been able to conceive of an affliction whereby there may be people who simply cannot love.
Misfortune? ‘Misfortune’ is no name for a pain like mine. I don’t believe in things of the spirit. Ugh! I can’t stand
it. … This soldier was eventually finished, but at the price of my own life. Now, after a year, I’ve realized that
Kowkab was right: this wasn’t the sort of lead soldier she meant. Anyway, I made one and put it in her bundle. I
even did the same thing several nights in succession. … It all came to an end. The first stage of my life was over.
One morning, when I got up, I saw she was missing.”
*
He himself never related the rest of his story to me. That day, his coughing didn’t give him the chance; but the
real reason was that he didn’t like my last question. Next day, when I went to see him he wasn’t in the mood, and
later—however much I pressed—he remained withdrawn. But this lack of compliance on his part only made me
more curious and eager. I speculated that he might have committed a crime, and had been about to confess on the
spur of the moment to gain peace of mind. Accordingly, I began to frequent his place more and more. one day I
asked him where Kowkab was now, but he answered he didn’t know. “Do you think she’s still alive?” “For me, at
any rate, she’s dead.” “Don’t you want to see her again?” He didn’t reply, so I asked him another question: “How
long is it since you have seen her?” “If you want me to be at peace, don’t ask me such things. For me, Kowkab is
dead, just as my mother is dead.”
No further word came from him. His house was in Esma’il Bazzaz Avenue. I struck up an acquaintance with
the place and the neighbors, but from the inquiries I made about him I picked up nothing. The grocer at the street
corner said: “We never see him, and scarcely anyone visits his house. Sometimes a woman comes, but she leaves
immediately. No one has ever spent the night at his place.” The servant from next door said he had seen him one
evening in the Ferdows Park, but that was all. Eventually, I heard from the local mirab,\fn{A note reads: water
controller; traditionally (before the introduction of piped water) he regulated the flow of water from the mountains as it passed along the
streets and into domestic cisterns. He needed to be a trusted local figure, and much of his work was done at night .} who happened to

be standing there, that on most nights he would wander round those streets near the Agha Cemetery and the
Maidan-e Paghapogh, returning home toward morning. I thought this woman would be Kowkab, but it came out
later that it was his sister, Amin-Agha. He himself, however, was wandering around late at night looking for
Kowkab. One day, in his porch, I came face to face with Amin-Agha. She hd never married; and around thirty or
so she had “got religion,” made a trip to Karbala\fn{ A note reads: The great Shi’ite shrine in Iraq .} and then become a
female preacher. Now she had moved up in the world and was teaching Koran in girls’ schools. Inevitably, we
exchanged a few words about him.
Amin-Agha had a thin, narrow face, with a boil scar on her lip which made her really ill-favored. As I have
said, she was still unmarried. She was forever turning her prayer beads and reciting ritual formulas. I wanted to
find out whether she had any information about here brother’s life in Bushire or not. Slightly raising her veil, so
that I could covertly glimpse her boil scar, she said: “I ask God’s pardon! If my father (God forgive me!) only
knows what blasphemies are coming from my mouth, he must be trembling in his grave. Especially my father,
who never liked that child anyway—unlike my mama, who loved him dearly. I remember from earliest childhood,
while I was the eldest daughter, she was ready to throw all five of us into the grave; but not a hair of that one’s
head must be hurt. He wasn’t even the baby of the family. God have mercy on my little sister Begom-Agha (who
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gave up her life to You), she was the baby. She married, but they didn’t like each other, and she fell sick and died.
But my mama’s love for this other child was beyond words. They would have died for each other. They were like
lovers. Again and again, my mother would say to him gently: ‘You are my Joseph.’\fn{ A note reads: Joseph is the
classic figure of manly beauty in “popular” Islamic literature, and the Potiphar’s wife (Zolaikhā) episode is a standard love theme .}
that’s the way of it, that’s the way it was. You want the truth of it? That lad got the way he was out of grief over
the death of my mama; from that time on he lost all self-control. There was nothing of this before he went to
Bushire (when my mother gave up her life to You). the real reason for his traveling to Bushire was that my papa
married again, and my brother couldn’t stand to see this creature in the house after the death of his mother. You
know how it is. My papa, on his side, couldn’t stand the sight of his son.
“We were sitting around the korsi,\fn{A note reads: A low table, with a brazier beneath, and blankets draped over; sitting
around it in winter was intimate family occasion .} and the boy’s foot was tapping it and shaking the lamp. If you only
knew all the things he used to do. There was trouble over pens and schoolbooks, trouble over coming home late,
trouble over supper, over lunch. Now that mother of his was dead. (What affliction my mama suffered on account
of those two! It’s enough to break any Moslem’s heart.) Finally, one day father and son really had a row—one of
those rows where they said whatever was on the tip of their tongue. He declared that if my father, instead of
taking all these ‘common-law wives,’ had spent a little on my mother, she wouldn’t have died. But what do you
think my father said then? (May I be struck dumb, may I be dumbstruck! I’ll swear on seven Korans, I would
never accuse anyone.) He said: “You’ve laid hands on my wife!” but it was a lie, a lie made up by that slit-eyed
slut—may God make here heart and liver bleed on a corpse washer’s slab! That was the moment my brother said
he wouldn’t stay in the house any longer.”
Then I asked: “I don’t suppose you have any information about his life in Bushire? And what about after he
came back from there?” “I do indeed. He himself told me quite a few things about Shiraz too, but all muddled up.
Anyway, I never properly got the hang of it. (God, dear Lord, take away the brood of all these women I know only
too well, from off the face of the earth!) Yes, when he came back from Bushire, he brought this sickness with
him.” “What sickness?” “You don’t know? I’m talking about this insanity of his.
“When he first came back from Bushire he lived at my place. Every morning when I got up, I’d see he’d
rummaged through all my stuff, and even thrown it out. Even my prayer mat (which heaven itself would never
touch) had been treated in the same way. The first day, I thought we must have had burglars, but then I noticed
nothing was missing. Moreover, it was a daily occurrence. One night I kept watch, and I saw it was him. As I went
to bed every night, he would get up and proceed to go through my bundles. I asked him what he thought he was
doing, but he paid no attention to what I was saying. We were all at sixes and sevens. When I would ask him
about it next morning, he would have absolutely no idea what I was talking about. I realized this was an incurable
sickness he’d been afflicted with. He seemed to be searching for something. And he’s still the same. At nights, up
he jumps, and anything like a bundle, he’ll open it up. But the worst part is these lice, which are all over his body:
his head and face are covered with them. I asked Haji Mirza Reza, the local leech, about them, and he said he’ll
go blind from it eventually. God knows, I’m troubled enough about it, but what can a poor creature like me do?”:
*
Isn’t moonlight beautiful? Of course, because all the romantic, lyrical visions of poets and writers = scattered
curls + the bank of a stream + moonlight. This of course ignores the fact that moonlight, under varying conditions,
may be good or bad. But moonlight + women whose price is 10 shakis + muledrivers who come to town and go
back to their villages with the clap = misery and misfortune. The moonlight which I have seen is like the white
layer of dirt they throw on the unmade roads to the south of the city; while these creatures in black veils, who hug
the walls of the side streets in the cold, are like caked blood on a wound. I am following one of them now.
Usually, when I go near one of them, they say: “Come into the alley.” And when I do, they say: “First give me 10
shakis!”
I’m on the trail of Kowkab. Like it or not, my friend’s fate has made a deep impression on me. His blotchy
forehead, his bleary eyes, and he dying from opium. Only this woman can save him. then I think to myself:
Suppose he does die, what effect will it have on the order of the universe? A logical and valid idea in itself. But …
perhaps Kowkab too, in her way, is a more useful member of society—more useful, anyway, than Mr. Chubchi.
Kowkab spends the evenings in the streets around the Ferdows Park. From the Tamaddon (= Civilization!)
Cinema to the Maidan-e Shah and the Bus Depot—that’s her beat, her zone of influence. Suppose I see her, what
can she do? Perhaps persuade him to become a man once more. Such a disgusting life, after all, can’t go on. For
some while now, I and Amin-Agha have been running his life for hi. The old maid has arranged positively to bring
Kowkab to see me tonight.
*
“I don’t care how much you press me, I won’t go to see that rusty little pimp again., what trouble and
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bitterness I have suffered through him! You’ve no idea. I’ve given my all for him. I nearly killed myself for him,
and may God treat him likewise! You may say to yourselves that I’m a terribly stony-hearted creature, but I call
God and my father’s spirit to witness that it’s not so. Let me tell you the whole story.
“I got to know him in Bushire. I was a good girl in those days. I was his maidservant, and kept everything in
order for him. I did absolutely everything for him. One evening he said to me: ‘Kowkab, I love you very much.
You’re like my mother: your eyes are like hers, so let’s see what your mouth’s like, and your nose.” At that time I
was pure and good an d innocent; no one outside the family circle had seen so much as the tip of my fingernail. I
was not at all prepared for immoral goings-on, and I certainly had no idea what he could want from me. One
evening I said to him naively: “I’m ready to become our temporary wife.\fn{ A note reads: In accordance with traditional
practice, particularly in Iran, but now officially disapproved .} Let’s go to the preacher tomorrow and fix it up. I f you think
I’m suitable and want me, I’ve no objection.” At this he burst out laughing alike a madman. Seeing how it was, I
said no more.”
Kowkab was sitting at the korsi in my room, furtively drinking aragh and smoking, and telling me all she’d
been through. She had a wrinkled face, but fresh, with pockmarks visible on it. Her locks hung down like the hairs
of a soft broom over her face. All in all, you certainly couldn’t call Kowkab pretty, and she had all sorts of other
faults as well. Suddenly I remembered those lead soldiers and asked: “OK. What was this business with the lead
soldier?”
“Good grief! He told you about that took, eh? He’s really crazy, that one. by my father’s soul, I swear that what
I say is no lie. It was a sort of amulet I had bought myself. Well, not really an amulet. But, anyway, you want the
truth. In those days I loved my Cossack soldier-husband very much, and I had bought it in memory of him. When
it was lost, I was very upset. But it wasn’t all that big a to-do. It was all a trick on what’s-his-name to keep me
there in a strange place. One night I got up. I saw he’d made one of those soldiers we used to make together at
that time—but this one was neither one thing nor the other, without proper form or shape, naked like an apparition
in the desert, I can’t bring myself to say the rest—and he’d placed it in my bundle. You want the truth, don’t you?
I was scared, and in the morning I fled and came to Shiraz. I couldn’t find my husband there, and went in search
of him. People said he’d married again, so here was another calamity. What bitterness I suffered there! Never
mind. But just think: a woman alone, in a city, with no one, what’s she supposed to do? I had no skills, and I was
young. Wherever I tried to work as a servant, the lady didn’t like it. If the household had no lady, I didn’t get a
moment’s peace from the master. Eventually a truck driver took me in for a while, and then brought me to Tehran.
After that I got into this line of business. One day I was walking around in the National Park, and he saw me
there. He’d smartened himself up a bit. As soon as he spotted me, he came after me and took me off to his place.
No matter what I did, he wouldn’t let me out of the house again. How can I explain it all to you now? He kept
telling me I was like his mother, and that he loved me like her. I would say to him: “All right, if you want me,
treat me right. Either marry me or take me as a temporary wife. We can’t go on this way.” To this he would reply:
‘No. You’re my mother: a man can’t marry his mother.’”
I interrupted her: “If he really wanted you, though, why didn’t he take you in marriage?”
“How can I explain it to you so that you will understand? He just wasn’t a man. He would fly at me like a
madman, slobbering all over my head and face till I struck him. Then he would hit me and swear at me, and tear
out my hair. One day he hit me so hard with a stick that I fainted. I fled from his house, but wherever I went he
would chase after me and beat me. Again ane again he would find me and take me back to his place. Then I would
escape again. For a whole year my wretched life went on like this.” At this point she was overcome by tears again.
“During all this time I never went with anyone else. I’m telling you the truth, really I am. You know, I’m not
afraid of anyone, not even Heaven itself. But, just think, they won’t let me into the cafés, and I can’t stand on the
Lalehzar or the Avenue Istanbul. My place is in the streets near the Agha Cemetery. On the other hand, I’m my
own boss, and I’ve got nothing anyone can take from me. I was ready to offer myself even to drivers’ mates, but
who will have anything to do with me? Home, life, husband, children, parents, money—I don’t own a thing. But
at least I’m not afraid, not even of Heaven. Press me all you like, I still won’t go to that little runt’s place. But if I
do go, and he tries to touch me, I’ll give him what for. This time I’ll kill him, I tell you. What have I to be afraid
of? I don’t suppose you know what happened the last night?
“It was last winter. In the evening I went to my room to lie down, when I saw he’d set fire to the quilt and the
furniture, and then poured water on them to put the fire out. He must have come when I wasn’t there, turned my
bundle inside out, and completely smashed the korsi. So the fire in the brazier shot into the quilt and the whole
room nearly went up in flames. That’s why he went and poured water over everything. So, poor devil, I now had
nowhere to sleep. I was trembling like a leaf. I tried everything to get him to let me into his room, not that
anybody would want to pal up with him! finally, and in the end, a gentleman from the yard next door took my
hand and led me into his own room. You can’t blame me. I had nowhere to go. Next morning, when he realized
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what ha d happened, he wanted to kill the poor landlady. He started shouting: ‘You’ve betrayed my mother, I’ll
kill you!’ so, fearing that things might get really bad, I fled, and never went back there again. You can cut me up
in little pieces, I’ll never go there again.”
I didn’t cut Kowkab into little pieces, but gave her a little money. Moreover, the aragh had had its effect, and
the poor creature had no place to go. So I took her hand and led her to my friend’s house. When she had gone into
the room, I stood for a while in the corridor. But there was no commotion, so I turned round and left.
*
Next day the weather was extremely cold, and snow covered the whole city. When I left the office I went
looking for my friend in Esma’il Bazzaz Avenue. The house door was locked, and an official wax \seal had been
placed upon it. for a while I walked along the road. Eventually I came to the Maidan-e Shah, where I got on a bus
to go home. In the bus people were talking about a man having strangled a woman the night before. Near Dardar
Street a man was standing, holding a suitcase and scratching the back of his neck. He bus driver’s mate hadn’t
noticed this potential passenger, so the driver stopped the bus and said to him: “Come on, get that 10 shakis’
worth off the road!” The man scratching his neck put his hand in his pocket as though looking for some money.
As he came to board the bus, his case hit the step, the lid opened, and a large quantity of lead soldiers poured out
onto the snow. The driver wouldn’t wait any longer, and started the bus moving. The man who had been
scratching his neck gathered up the soldiers, picked up his case, and shouted “Stop!”; but the driver paid no
attention. Only his mate called out: “Get lost, you pimp! I suppose you think it’s fun to give other people
trouble?”
103.23 1. The Merhorse 2. The Four-Eyed Dog 3. The Mangy Kid 4. The Seven Daughters 5. The Demon 6. The
Akhund 7. “Stovepipe” Ali 8. Daughter Of The Dal: Eight Folktales\fn{by Khudabas (c.1910?- )} Baharvand,
Luristan Province, Iran (F) 24
1
Once upon a time there was a king who had a son. He also had a merhorse that gave birth once a year to a colt,
which it cast into the sea.
“Father,” said the boy, “the merhorse is going to give birth today. Let’s capture its colt.”
“My son, he said, “its colt shouldn’t be captured.”
“But I must catch it,” he insisted to his father.
Now, when the merhorse came to the seashore and turned its back to the sea to give birth, the boy put a
feedbag next to the merhorse.
“Do not capture me,” it said. “I’ll bring you bad luck.”
“If anything bad happens,” he said, “it is my responsibility.”
Holding the bag next to the merhorse, he put the colt in it and brought it home and he cared for the colt three
times every day. Morning, noon and evening he would go to it. As soon as he came from school he would go and
care for it. But one day something terrible happened to him.
His father had a wife who fell in love with him, but no matter what she did he refused to do her bidding.
“Oh no,” he said, “you are my father’s wife. You are like my mother. I have drunk your milk.”
No matter what she did, he refused to give in to her.
“You’ll live to regret this!” she said.
One day she put snake venom in his food and put it up on a shelf until he came home at noon. When the boy
came for lunch, before going to the house he went to care for the merhorse. He saw that its head and ears were
drooping and that it had a very sad face.
“Merhorse, my pet,” he said as he curried it and rubbed its head and ears, “what’s wrong?”
“Didn’t I tell you not to capture me, that I was bad for you?” it said. “I’m more than you can handle.”
“No,” he said. “Tell me what is wrong with you.”
“You know what’s wrong?” it said. “Your father’s wife is plotting against you. She has put poison in your food
and is going to give it to you so that you will die. When you go in, pitch the food out to the puppy. If it dies, don’t
eat any of it. If it doesn’t die, then you can begin to eat.”
“Is that all that’s the matter? Don’t worry,” said the boy as he brought some water and saw to the merhorse’s
needs. Then he went into the house, and his stepmother said,
“There’s your lunch. Get it down from the shelf and eat.”
He got the food and pitched a bit of it to the puppy, which died on the spot.
“Why aren’t you eating?” she asked.
213

“I’m not going to eat anything,” he said as he dashed it to the ground and left.
That day nothing happened. The next day too she put poison in his food and put it on the shelf for him. When,
as always, he went to see the merhorse colt before coming home, he found it weeping bitterly.
“Merhorse,” he said, “what’s wrong? Why are you crying?”
“She has done the same thing again,” it said. “Take it and threw it on the dunghill.”
“Don’t worry,” he said. He took the plate and threw it onto the dunghill and said, “Don’t be afraid.”
The next morning, when he went off to school again, the stepmother said,
“It’s all the fault of the merhorse.” She went and pestered the king, saying, “If you want me to remain your
wife and consort, you’ll have to cut that merhorse’s head off.”
That night she was very insistent with the king.
The next day when the boy came home from school he went to see the merhorse and saw that its face was
dragging the ground. He curried it, rubbed it and kissed it and said,
“What’s wrong with you, my pet?”
“Didn’;t I tell you not to capture me, to let me go into the sea so that I wouldn’t cause your downfall?” it said.
“What have you brought upon me?”
“What;s wrong?” he asked. ]
“Your stepmother insists that I be slaughtered for her.”
“Say nothing,” he said.
The king’s wife then went to a witch and asked, “What can I do to get this boy to do my bidding and have the
merhorse;s head cut off?”
“Go and make some flat bread,” she said, “put turmeric in it and then rub it all over yourself and let it dry out
so that it crackles. Then say you are sick. When they go for a doctor, let them come for me. They will bring me
and I’ll say, ‘Merhorse meat is good for her.’ Then they’ll cut its head off.”
So she made flat bread into which she had put turmeric, rubbed it all over herself and let it dry. Writhing this
way and that, she said,
“Old woman So-and-So is a doctor.”
“Go bring her,” said the king, “and let’s see what is wrong with this woman.” The old woman was brought, and
the king asked,
“What will help her? I’ll give you everything I have, only make her well.”
“You know what’s good for her?” she said. “Merhorse meat is good for her.”
“Where am I going to get merhorse meat from?” he asked.
“Don’t you have one?” she said.
“Yes, there’s a merhorse colt, but it is my son’s. And he has taken such pains with it. It would be a shame, and
he’s my son.”
“To hell with your son,” she said. “Come on, cut its head off!”
While the boy was at school they held a council and said, “It’s too late for today. Tomorrow morning come cut
its head off. The boy will be gone to school. Tomorrow morning when it is alone its head can be cut off.”
That evening the boy went to see the merhorse before going home from school. He found the merhorse crying
so that it had filled its stall with tears. He curried it, rubbed its neck and said,
“Merhorse, my pet, why are you crying so?”
“I told you not to capture me,” it said, “not to suffer on my account.”
“How so?” he asked.
“They have held council. Tomorrow morning they will cut my head off. And all the trouble you have taken!”
“Don’t worry,” he said. “I won’t go to school.” “
“No,” it said, “go on to school. They have decided that at daybreak, when your back is turned, they’ll cut my
head off. When they come to get me I will neigh once. When they take me from the stall I will neigh again. When
they throw me to the ground and put the knife to my neck I will neigh again. If you come, you can rescue me. If
not, I’ll die.”
“Is that all?” he said. But that night he was too sad to eat and lay awake all night until dawn. The next morning
they had to force him to go to school.
When the sun was high they went for the merhorse and took it out. It neighed once. (However, they had
instructed the schoolmaster and told him, “No matter how often the boy says he has to go to the bathroom, don’t
let him go.”) They took the merhorse out, and it neighed again.
“Sir,” said the boy, “I’m going to pee.”
“Sit down, you bastard!” said the schoolmaster. "Where do you think you're going?"
Once more they pushed the merhorse outside, and as it was going out it wailed loudly.
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Finally the teacher blocked the boy’s way, but he punched him in the nose and came away. When he arrived, he
saw his father had thrown the merhorse to the ground and was lowering the knife to its neck.
“Father,” he said, “stay your hand! I have gone to a lot of trouble for it. Please let me gallop on it once more.
Then you can cut its head off for my stepmother. Is there anyone better than my stepmother? I give it to you.”
Now he filled a saddlebag with money, fixed the saddle and all (he knew what he was doing). tightened the
saddle on the merhorse’s back, took a sword and got on. The first turn he brought it around, and the second turn
too, but on the third turn the merhorse said,
“Boy, close your eyes.”
He closed his eyes, mentioned the name of Ali, and leaped over the castle.
“Father,” he said, “good-bye. I’m gone.”
And away he went, away from civilization and out into the wilderness.
“Soon he came to the outskirts of another city by the sea.
“Boy,” said the merhorse, “don’t capture me again like the last time. Anybody who sees you, with your youth
and beauty and me beneath you, will kill you. Anybody who happens along will seize me. Tie all your things,
your clothes, your moneybag and everything to my back. Pull out a handful of my hair and take it with you.
Whenever you are in need, burn a strand of my hair and I’ll appear.”
“Very well,” he said.
He stripped and put on a set of ragamuffin’s clothes. He fastened his other things to the saddle-horn and, taking
a handful of hair, let the merhorse go.
Now he was like a shepherd, worthless. He made himself like a shabby ragtag not worth two cents. He went to
an old woman and took shelter with her.
“Old woman,” he said, “you be my mother, and I’ll be your son.”
He stayed with the old woman until he had grown up.
After a time there was an assembly.
“There is an assembly for hawking,” the people said.
“What’s that?” he asked.
“The king has seven daughters,” he was told, “not one of whom is married. Each one has a hawk that will be
turned loose, and whoever they land on is to be given that daughter in marriage without having to pay a cent of
bride-price.”
“I should go too,” he said, “just to have a look.”
He went along and crouched down lower than anybody else. The hawks were let fly, and each one landed on
someone’s head. The youngest daughter’s hawk took flight and landed on the head of the boy. They tossed it this
way and that, saying, “It has flown wrong.” They took the boy and put him under the dunghill and then let the
hawk fly, but it still came and landed on his head. They shut him up in a back room, but the hawk still flew
straight to the boy’s head.
“It’s her fate,” they said. “King, consider her as dead and give her to this one. What a pity. Maybe he can at
least be like a page.”
So they brought forth the clarions and drums and married her to the boy. They set up a worthless
chit\fn{Fencing made of reeds, set up as an enclosure for the consummation of a marriage .} for him and took her and put her in
it. So she became the wife of the shabby kid. As far as the king was concerned she was dead, she was not his wife,
she was not married at all. But the boy had put the brother-sister knife between them and did nothing with her.
Some time passed. The king was so saddened by his daughter’s fate that he went blind. He went to a wise man
and asked,
“What is good for this condition?”
“Wild game,” he said.
“Oh, woe is me! One of my daughters’ husbands will go hunting and bring me some game.”
All six of the sons-in-law went, but the shabby kid was left out as they all rode off on their mares. To the girl
he said,
“Go to your father, get me an old mule and bring it to me with a saddlebag. I’ll go collect the heads and trotters
and bring them back.”
“Are you crazy?” she said. “They aren’t able to heal him. You’re going to go bring something that will!?”
“Go ahead,” he said, and she went for an old mule.
“Don’t make her feel bad,” said her mother when she asked for a mule. “Give her one.”
So he gave her a rickety old mule she brought home. Then he went off after the others. Into the wilderness he
went, prodding the mule. He drove it into a deep gully and, as he was about to go, burned a strand of the
merhorse’s hair. The merhorse appeared, and he changed into his regal clothing. He took his sword and a tent and
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pitched it in the wilderness. All the wild animals gathered around his tent.
The sons-in-law had been roaming around since morning and they searched until sundown, but no prey did
they see. As they approached they saw that around this tent were all sorts of animals.
“O fellow, master of this tent,” they said, “come out. Don’t let these animals devour us. Let us come in under
this tent.”
“What do you want, my friends?” he asked.
“We would like to buy some game from you,” they said.
He went out to them, took them inside and said, “How much do you want?”
“We have a father-in-law who has gone blind,” one of them said. “He had a daughter he gave in marriage. Out
of grief over his daughter he has gone blind. Now they have said that wild game is good for him. So we have
come looking for some, but before coming here we had found nothing.”
“Is that all you want?” he asked. “I’ll slaughter them myself.”
“Very good,” they said.
“On one condition I will give it to you,” he said, “and that is that you bare your thighs so that I can brand you
with six slave-brands on your rumps. Then I will give you the animals for nothing.”
“Where have you come from?” they asked. “And where are you going?”
“I have come from the east,” he said, “and am going to the orient.”
“Brothers,” said one of them, “what does he mean by ‘coming from the east and going to the orient?’ He’s
making fun of you. Let him have his fun. Let him brand us!.”
So they bared their thighs, and with the ring on his finger he put his mark on their rumps. Then he cut off the
animals’ heads. As he placed his foot on their necks he said,
“Taste to the heads and trotters; shit to the bodies.” He slaughtered six and gave them to them, saying,
“Take them to him.”
The heads and trotters they left as they rode off.
When they departed, he struck his tent and folded it. He packed up the heads and trotters and went off to where
the mule was. He took off his regal clothes, fastened his knife, clothes, tent and everything to the merhorse’s back
and let it go. The heads and trotters he put on the mule’s back and fastened it.
Loping along, the mule did not get home until midnight. The sons-in-law had already brought the meat. All in
all, the king was no better and, if anything, worse.
“Wife,” said the boy, “go to your mother. Get a pot and let’s clean these heads and trotters.” Going to her
mother, she said,
“Mother, give me a pot without my father’s knowing about it. We’ll clean the heads and trotters and put them
on to boil.”
The mother set up a chatter (you can supply what all she said) and gave her a pot. She took it, and the two of
them cleaned the heads and trotters and put them on the fire. When they were nicely cooked, he gave some to the
girl and said,
“Take this and give it to your mother and father.”
“The meat did nothing for him,” she said. “Do you think the heads and trotters will do anything to help my
father’s condition?”
“Take it,” he said, “and don’t interfere. If he gets well, good. If not, to hell with it.”
She took them and went. The mother took it and said to the father,
“Have a taste.”
“Oh,” he said, “it was a black day when I gave her to that shabby kid. Now he goes and brings me heads and
trotters!”
“Come on,” she said, “don’t make her feel bad. Put your finger in it and taste it.”
He stuck his finger in it and when he tasted he almost bit his finger off, it was so good.
“Bring it closer,” he said.
She took it to him. Miraculously, his eyes became better than they had been to begin with. They finished the
heads and trotters together.
Another king appeared and said,
“Gather your army together tomorrow, for in the morning I will do battle with you. If you fail to do this, I shall
pulverize you!”
“All right,” said the king, “tomorrow morning my sons-in-law will be ready. My daughter’s husband will go
and muster the army for me.”
“So be it,” said the other king.
The next day all six of the sons-in-law got their cartridge belts, rifles and equipment together. The king stayed
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behind with the shabby husband.
“Wife,” said the shabby kid, “this is a shame. Go get me a mule from your father.”
“My father won’t give me one,” she said.
“Go ahead and try anyway,” he said.
She went, not at all sure that he would give her a mule. However, the girl was aware of what her husband was
up to and did not interfere. He took the mule out into the wilderness, turned it loose and burned a strand of the
merhorse’s hair. Then he got into his regal garb and, taking a blade, said,
“Merhorse, if ever there was an hour of need, this is it.” He mounted and went off to volunteer for the army,
saying, “Ha, ha, ha, bring on your army …”
The armies clashed, and the merhorse fought, biting and kicking, and the prince with his sword. He defeated
the invading army and was bringing them to the city, where the king’s daughters were up on the rooftop. One said,
“That’s my husband!” Another said,
“It’s my husband!” The youngest comprehended the situation and said,
“I’'s my husband. You are all wrong.”
They pushed her off the roof, and she fell and broke her arm.
“You may break my arm,” she said, “but that is my husband.”
He came riding into the city. The king took his crown off and put it on his head, but he said,
“No, let the crown be your own. I am departing.”
“Where are you going?” he asked.
“I am a man of the east, and I am headed for the orient,” he replied. “Only one thing I ask of you. There are six
slaves in your city who belong to me. Bring them forth and give them to me.”
“Have them brought,” said the king. And all the men were brought in groups.
“How are you going to recognize them?” he asked.
“There are brand marks on their rumps,” he said.
Group by group they came and marched past him, but they were none of them.
“Have you no others?” he asked.
“No,” said the king.
“Oh yes, you do have others,” he said. “They are hidden.” The king gave an order and said,
“Whoever they may be, they must be brought forth. I have a shabby son-in-law who is of no account,” he said
as he produced his six first-rate sons-in-law.
“They are the ones,” he said.
When they bared their thighs, the king saw that they were indeed the ones, his very own sons-in-law.
“See,” he said, “they are your sons-in-law. And here am I, your shabby ragtag son-in-law. If now you give me
your daughter, well and good. If not, doubly well and good. Let her come as my sister.”
The king took his crown off and put it on his head and gave him half of all he possessed, but he said.
“No, your crown is your own.”
For seven days and seven nights they played the clarions and drums for his wedding.
And, as he attained his heart’s desire, may all friends also attain theirs.
2
There was a man who had three sons.
“My sons,” he said, “when I am dead, don’t sleep in a ravine, by a chuk,\fn{A large mound of rocks built as a
memorial to the dead.} or in a forest.”
They agreed. Then, having made his last bequests, he died.
One day the boys went out hunting and killed some game. Night caught them by a ravine.
“Brothers,” said the youngest son, “Didn’t our father give us some advice?”
“What?” they asked.
“Where not to sleep,” he said. “It is good advice.”
“Brother,” said the two elder brothers, “we are going to sleep. You make us some bread and roast the game.
Then wake us up.”
“All right,” he said. They went to sleep, and he roasted the meat and made the bread. Then, as he was about to
wake them up, he saw a serpent coming you wouldn’t want your worst enemy to see. Something with seven heads
was coming. He shot an arrow at it and knocked off one head.
“Grrrrrr,” it said, “that head wasn’t mine.”
“And that arrow wasn’t from my bow,” he said.
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In the end, he shot off all seven of its heads. He stripped off a bit of the flesh around its mouth, placed it at the
bottom of a sack and put it in his pocket. Then he woke his brothers up.
“Brothers, get up! It’s day and time for us to be going.”
He woke them up, and they ate breakfast, got dressed and set out to roam around the mountains. From morning
till evening they roamed about. When evening fell they were again caught by the nightfall, this time next to a
chuk.
“Brothers,” said the boy, “what are you doing? Our father advised us not to do this.”
But that night they stayed there.
“Brother,” they said, “we are going to sleep. You get the meat, bread and tea going for us and then wake us
up.”
They went to sleep. He was making the bread when he looked and saw a dragon coming hissing (you wouldn’t
want your worst enemy to see) with the wind rushing from its mouth. He shot and killed it. He cut off a bit of its
tail, three spans wide. This too he put with the other in his pocket. Then he came back and woke his brothers.
They got up, ate breakfast, got dressed and set off.
They roamed and roamed. That evening night caught them next to a forest.
“Brothers,” said the boy, “you’re crazy. Our father charged us.”
“We’ve slept in two places,” they said, “and didn’t see anything.”
That night they fell asleep next to the forest.
“Brother,” they said, “we’re going to sleep. You have us some bread, meat and tea fixed by the time we get
up.”
“All right,” he said, and he put the bread, meat and tea on to cook.
Then he saw a fat old woman with disheveled hair coming toward him saying, “I want my share!”
He gave her a skewer of meat. Again she said, “I want my share!”
“Old woman,” he said, “those are for my brothers. It would be a shame to give them away. Here’s the fire, here
are the skewers and here’s the meat right in front of you. Fix it however you like.”
“No,” she said, “I want my share!” He gave her some more, but she said,
“Go! I have taken both your brothers’ souls.”
“If you have taken them,” he said, “where will you be?”
“I will be in the midst of the forest.”
So saying, she left them and went away.
At dawn he went to wake his brothers up so they could have breakfast, but no matter how much he shook them
this way and that, they did not wake up. He wailed and lamented by their side until it was daylight. Then he set off
into the midst of the forest, where he came upon a group of small girls dancing and singing “Shirin and
Layla.”\fn{A traditional melody popular among the Lur .} He pronounced the name of God and grabbed one of them by
the hand. When he pronounced the name of God, the others disappeared.
“Brother, let me go!” she said. “My companions have gone.”
“No,” he said, “you must tell me what’s wrong with you. I want to marry you. I will not turn you loose. I want
to marry you.” He persisted until she said,
“You are mine, I am yours. I am married to you.”
“I had two brothers,” he said, “and now they are dead. What can help them? You are now my wife.”
“You know what will help them?” she said. “Fat from an old woman’s buttocks will help. Take it and rub soot
from it under their eyes, and they will be healed.”
“May God make you suffer as I have,” he said and, immediately drawing his sword, cut her in two.
He took the fat and rubbed the soot under their eyes, and they came back to life.
“Curse you,” they said, “you didn’t let us sleep!”
“Curse you!” he said. “Don’t you remember our father’s charge? We have slept next to a ravine, next to a chit,
and here we are next to a forest. This old woman did thus and so to you. Now get up and let’s go.”
They had breakfast, got up and dressed. As they were setting out they saw a demon riding the wind coming
toward them with a four-eyed dog baying.
“I’ll squash you into liquor! I’ll press you into wine! I’ll turn you into something!” the demon was saying. He
held them tight and would not let them go. He tied the hands of all three of them behind their backs and threw
them into a pit. To the dog the demon said,
“Fix these for breakfast by the time I get back from taking a turn.”
The dog started in on the two headstrong brothers and ate them up. It was about to start on our hero. It was
whining and moaning and. In any case, it pulled him out of the pit and untied his hands. When he had the use of
his hands, he lobbed off the dog’s head with his bow and arrow. Then he ran through the forest and, spying a plane
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tree taller than any of the others, he got up into the tree. Looking out, he saw the demon coming riding the wind.
When his eye fell upon the dog, he flew into a rage.
“If I find you, I’ll squash you into liquor! I’ll turn you into wine!”
He searched this way and that all through the forest. He tied the wind to the very tree in which the boy was and
searched for him but couldn’t find him anywhere. so he mounted the wind and went away. The boy mentioned the
name of Ali, sat down and wept bitterly. Then he took his staff and set out. He went further and further into the
burning desert. There he saw a one-eyed shepherd with a billy-goat. On every hair of this billy-goat’s body was
tied a bell.
“My friend, take me as a servant,” said the boy.
“Come with me,” said the shepherd, “and be my servant. You can stay with me and share my meals with me.”
“Very well,” said the boy. He went with him, and they stayed in the J mountains until evening.
“Why, for God’s sake, is this billy-goat like this?” he asked.
“This billy-goat,” he said, “you want to know why it’s like this? When I’m not around, it gets up at the break
of day and bleats once to signal that it’s time for the flock to move out. If they are slow going out, it bleats once
more to drive them out, and it lets them graze until evening, when it brings them back into the fold.”
“Oh, I see,” said the boy.
Together they went to a castle in the burning desert. There was nobody there. The flocks were put in their
place, and the shepherd took a rock that couldn’t be budged by even two men and put it over the door. Then (the
boy saw him roast a man over the fire.\fn{Now we know the shepherd is really a demon in disguise.}
“O my God,” he said, “I have escaped the clutches of all these others, but what am I going to do about this
one?”
When the demon was asleep, the boy put his foot on the billy-goat’s neck and slit its throat. He skinned it, took
the flesh and put it in the pantry. Then he put a skewer on the fire. When it had turned red hot, he thrust it into the
demon’s one good eye. It sizzled and came out the blind eye, blinding him in the process. He began to writhe and
scream in pain.
“If I catch you, I’ll squash you into liquor! I’ll turn you into wine! I’ll make you into something!”
And while he was yelling, the boy cut the billy-goat’s head off and put its skin over himself. The carcass he
hung up in the pantry.
At sunup he bleated like the billy-goat once. In any case, he bleated at the right time and went over to the rock.
“I could’ve eaten him and didn’t,” said the demon, but if I find him I’ll turn him into liquor!”
And he went and pushed the rock aside and sat down in the doorway. Leading the others, the “billy-goat” came
to the demon, who rubbed it all over, kissed it on the forehead and said,
“My darling, I swear by your eyes, if I find him I’ll cut him to ribbons. I won’t even leave him like that: I’ll
drink his blood! Now I want you to take the sheep out to graze and bring them back tonight into the fold.”
Then, when he had led the sheep out all lined up behind him one by one, he came around, took off the billygoat’s skin, wadded it up and pitched it at the demon’s chest.
“You son of a bitch,” he said, “stay here where you belong! The billy-goat’s flesh is hanging up in the pantry.
Go get it and eat it!”
So saying, he left as the demon’s wails and laments echoed behind him.
He traveled and traveled and finally saw a castle in the midst of the burning desert. There was a woman there,
who said,
“My dear, God is up in heaven, but down here there are only you and I.”
And she contracted a marriage with him.
“You are mine and I yours,” she said. “Here are my possessions, here is my property, here is a household. You
enjoy it while you can.” To this he agreed.
“But,” she said, “I will marry you for a year on one condition. When I meet my end, cross my arms, put me in
a coffin and cast me away. Forget about me. Do not mourn or grieve, for you will have spent nothing on me.”
“All right,” he said, and for one year they lived together in harmony. After a year she died on a Friday, so he
crossed her arms and put her in a coffin, and the houris of Paradise\fn{The dark-eyed, beautiful beings who wait upon the
souls of the faithful in Paradise.} took her away. For six months he mourned, saying,
“Let me stay here. There is nothing more for me.”
Finally he left and came to the edge of a river. He looked and saw so many people gathered there that God
himself would say “Enough!” He reached out and grabbed a pretty, plump woman from among them, pulled her
aside and took her home. He pronounced the name of God and God’s light and dragged her inside. Then he
realized that she was a fairy child. He put her in the house and locked her in, of course. She scratched this way
and that to get out but could find no way. After a while she calmed down. She took a piece of paper and, writing
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something on it, tossed it to him and said,
“I’ve contracted marriage with you.” When the boy looked at it, he said,
“This means you have contracted marriage?” And for a time she was his wife.
After a while they had a boy and a girl. The children grew up. The boy spoke in his father’s language, and the
girl in her mother’s language. One day, when they had grown up, the wife said,
“Child, go tell your father to give you his clothes so I can take them down to the river and wash them for him.”
“All right,” said the boy. He went to his father and said,
“Father, mother says for you to give me your clothes so I can take them to her to be washed.”
“My dear,” he said, “I would do anything for you.” So he took his clothes off and gave them to him. He took
them and she washed them, dried them and had them clean for him.
“Go tell your father to come and put them on,” she said. The boy went to his father and said,
“Father, my mother says for you to come and put your things on.” When he came she gave them to him.
“Children,” she said, “will you stay with your father or come with me?”
“We will come with you,” they said, and she dived into the river. The boy and girl too dived in, following after
their mother.
“Father,” they cried, “good-bye.” Despite all his wailing, lamenting and grieving, they were gone for good.
“Don’t grieve,” they said. “We will come to your aid from both this world and the other world. Fear not.”
The father sat in mourning for them for a whole year. After a year he took his staff, saying,
“It’s no use.” He set out for another city, where he saw a herdsman with a few cows.
“My friend,” he said, “are you a herdsman?”
“Oh no,” he said. “We take turns tending the cattle. I own one of them. When it’s my turn I take them out.
Where are you headed?”
“I want to find a decent person,” he said, “whose servant I can be.”
“Come with me,” said the man. “I have a sister I will give you. But let me inform you that it is our custom here
that when a woman dies we bury her husband with her, and when a man dies we bury his wife with him.”
“What’s wrong with that?” he said, but he thought to himself, “My God, I have escaped the clutches of all sorts
of things, but how am I going to get out of this?”
Anyway, the man took him away and married the girl to him.
One day the wife was no more. She died. The fellow had gone into the mountains, and the people came after
him hallooing,
“Your wife is dead. Come on, let them bury you.”
They took him and his wife, dug a grave and threw them in. Provisions for forty days were cooked and left
with him before they left.
That same morning people could be seen knocking on doors.
“Who is it?” everybody asked.
“The chief is dead,” they said. “They are taking his wife to be buried with him.”
So they took her and buried her, but she was a housewife and had cooked as much as she could before being
buried. When they had gone away, our fellow came and married her, the chief’s wife. Then, escaping the grave,
they saw a mouse. There was a shank bone near them. The mouse fell upon the shank bone and took it away. The
young man chased after it this way and that. While chasing it he saw a hole. The mouse ran down into the hole,
and the fellow poked his head in. He saw that there was a land, a whole country, down there with pilgrims going
on pilgrimage, ploughmen ploughing, water-carriers carrying water, everybody doing something. To himself he
said,
“If I leave the woman alone something may happen to her. Let me go get her and bring her along.”
So he went back to where she was, took her by the arm and said, “Come on let’s get out of here before
anything else happens to us.” He took her down to the other land, where he said,
“Let’s make a pilgrimage.”
There were the pilgrims making pilgrimages. They blew up kalaks.\fn{Rafts made of inflated animal skins, used to
cross rivers that cannot be forded.} He too inflated one for himself and put the woman on it. But their kalak got waterlogged and was swept away by the current. His son seized the kalak and him, while the mother and daughter seized
the woman. They pulled them out of the water and pitched them out of the river.
“Father,” said the boy, “I am your son. Now go and be about your business. I have saved you from certain
doom and brought you back into this world. Now go and be about your business.”
And as he attained his heart’s desire, so may all our friends.
3
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Once upon a time there was a mangy kid who had nothing. From dawn to dusk he gathered brambles for
kindling. In the evening he would bring them and sell them to get something for himself and his mother to eat.
One day he went out to the mountain, where he saw an egg. He took the egg to a goldsmith, who said,
“Give me this egg and I’ll give you a hundred tomans.”
“Don’t make fun of me,” said the boy.
“No, I’m not,” he said, “I’ll give you a hundred tomans for it.”
So he gave him the egg and got a hundred tomans. Five or six days later the goldsmith said,
“Bring me some more. If the hen that lays them can be caught, bring it too.”
“All right,” he said.
Little by little the mangy kid did pretty well for himself. He made out all right.
One day people were talking about him, and the king’s wife said,
“Really, people seem to be talking a lot about this mangy kid. Let me go and pay a visit to him. Let me see
whether he is good or bad.”
So she set out to visit the mangy kid.
“With such a household,” said the mangy kid, “I’m not worthy to receive the king’s wife.” But she sent an
order, saying,
“Make ready a place, for I am going to be your guest.” And he acquiesced. When everything was clean and
ready, he said,
“If the king’s wife deigns to honor my house, who are we to say no?”
So he got a place ready and had dinner and lunch fixed.
“Mangy,” she said.
“Yes,” he replied.
“If I kill my husband, will you marry me?” she asked
“Goodness!” he said, “I’m just a worthless mangy kid. The king is our leader, our emperor. Why would you
kill him?”
“I don’t want him,” she said. “As God is one I’ll kill him, but you must marry me.”
“Well,” he said, “if you’re going to kill him anyway, I’ll marry you.”
Now, when he said “I’ll marry you,” she was filled with anticipation. In any case, off she went and did the king
in by poisoning him. Two or three years passed during which she was in mourning for the king. Then one day
Mangy came to stay and married the king’s wife. He also set a trap and caught the hen so it would lay an egg a
day. Now, it was a golden hen that laid golden eggs!
After a time Mangy had two sons. He put the boys in school and said,
“Wife, I am going off on trade. Above there is God, but down here I have only these two children. You be the
guardian of these children.”
“Very well,” she said, “I’ll take care of them. But you know what? You should put them in the schoolmaster’s
care.” So he went to the schoolmaster and said, "
“Schoolmaster, above there is God, but down here I put these two boys into your hands until I come back.”
“My friend,” said the schoolmaster, “what is in my hands is safe. By day they will study with me, but by night
they will be with their mother. If anything happens to them by day it will be my responsibility, but anything that
befalls them by night will be their mother’s responsibility.”
“Very well,” he said and, leaving them in his care, set off.
As soon as his back was turned, the wife dishonored herself. She took another as her lover.
Now the hen he had captured was in the back of the house and laid a golden egg every day. When the wife
took another as her lover, the lover insisted,
“This thing that gets you a hundred tomans a day: I won’t set foot in your house unless you cut its head off!
The only condition under which I’ll come is that you put nothing else in it: put its liver and gizzard under some
rice for me and you can have the rest.”
“Is that all you want?” she asked.
“Yes,” he said.
So she cut the hen’s head off, plucked it and, before the children came home from school, hid all the traces and
put on a pot of rice with the two pieces under the rice. Then she and her lover went to bed together (curse them).
The children came home from school and said,
“Aha, our mother has a pot on the fire. Oh boy! Let’s see what it is.”
They put a spatula underneath and saw that there were a hen’s liver and gizzard.
“You see,” they said, “after our father our mother has taken another and cut the hen’s head off for him. Here
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she has put its liver and gizzard under the rice.”
“Brother,” said one, “come on, let’s eat them. What do we have to lose? The worst she can do is chase us
away.” And the children ate the pieces.
When the mother found out, she gave them hell and cursed them. As she was chasing them and driving them
out, one of the boys said,
“You’ve dishonored us by taking another after our father. You cut the hen’s head off for him. Say nothing! Did
you think you could get away with it? Didn’t you kill the king in the same way to marry our father, who was a
mangy kid?”
That night the children ran away. She drove them out and wouldn’t let them near. So they walked and walked
in the burning desert, going after their father. They fell asleep. Miraculously they found a hundred tomans each
under their pillows. In the morning they got up and said,
“Thanks be to God. He knew what she had in mind.”
So they took the money, put it in their pockets and set off to find their father.
They looked out and saw a mule train coming with bells ringing. When they looked, they saw it was their
father; but when his eyes fell upon them, he was extremely saddened.
“My sons,” he said, “what’s wrong?”
“Oh, father,” they said, “woe to you. What made you marry that woman? She has taken another man. She cut
off our hen’s head for him. We were at school, and our nurse was off in her house and didn’t know what was happening. She put the liver and gizzard into the rice for her lover. We came in and ate them unwittingly. That night
she drove us away and went about her business.”
“Don’t worry about it,” he said. He emptied a saddle-pack, put them in it, one on one side and the other on the
other, put the pack on a mule and set off for home. When he entered the city, his wife ran out to greet the man.
“Welcome!” she said. “How are you?”
“All is not well with me,” he said. “Bring me my children.”
“They’re at school,” she said. “Do you think they’re with me? You gave them to the schoolmaster.”
“Are they in the schoolmaster’s care?” he asked.
Then, as he went to the packs, all at once he took one pack off.
“Be careful of this one,” he said. “Put it on top of the others.” Then, turning to his wife he said,
“Go tell the schoolmaster to come so I can see what you have done with my children. Let the schoolmaster be
present.” When the schoolmaster came he said,
“My friend, didn’t I say that during the day they would be with me but at night they would be with their
mother?”
“Yes, you did,” he said.
“Were they lost at night or during the day?”
“They were lost at night.”
“Well then,” said the schoolmaster, “there’s their mother. Whatever happened to them is her doing.”
“Bring the golden hen,” he said.
“The golden hen met with an accident,” she said.
“Then bring me its liver and gizzard so I can see what you have done,” he said.
“I don’t know what happened to them,” she said, but he forced her into a corner, saying,
“You must tell me!”
The wife began to stammer.
“Open that pack,” he said, and when it was opened the boys emerged and came face to face with their mother.
They tied her to the tail of a wild mule and had her dragged until evening, and her neck was broken. Then they
threw her into the fire and sent her to Hell.
4
There was a man who had seven daughters. He was very poor and had nothing but a goat, which he took to
sell.
“Father,” said one daughter, “bring me a dress.”
“Father,” said another, “bring me a headdress.”
“Bring me some shoes,” said another.
Each one told him to bring her some article of clothing, but the youngest said,
“Father, if you don’t bring me a khudkan u khudbâz dress\fn{A dress “that automatically undresses and opens”.} and a
cap with garvâz fringe,\fn{What exactly this dress and fringe on the hat are, is not known It is likely that the terms once had
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meaning, but have survived only as expressions tied to particular stories .}

may you be stuck with your front to the east and

your back to the east.”
“All right,” he said as he set out.
He sold the goat and brought something for all the daughters except the youngest. As he was coming home, he
got stuck with his front to the east and his back to the east. When he looked he saw a demon coming.
“I’ll eat you up,” it said. “I’ll do this to you, I;ll do that to you!”
“You can eat me up,” he said, “or do what you want. God has destined me to fall into your clutches.”
“Tell me why you have come here,” said the demon, and he told his tale.
“I’ll give you the things,” it said, “but I want your daughter in return.”
“All right,” he said, “I’ll give you my daughter, but how will you come for her?”
“I’ll turn into a red cow and go behind your tent and tug on the ropes. You say, ‘Daughter, go chase it away.’
When she comes out back, I’ll put her in a sack and take her away.”
“Very well,” said the father.
The demon gave him the things she had asked for, and he brought them to the girl.
The door was open, so he went in. A day later he saw a cloud pass in the sky overhead and land behind the
tent. Then he saw it change into a cow. It tugged and tugged at the tent ropes. Each daughter in turn, when he
asked them to chase the cow away, said,
“You didn’t bring me a khudkan u khudbâz dress or a headdress with garvâz fringe, did you?” So he said to the
youngest,
“Daughter, you get up and go.”
“Oh, all right,” she said, “I’ll go chase it away.”
When she went to chase the cow away, it turned into a dervish, who threw her into a sack and slung it over his
shoulder. No matter how much she screamed and kicked, he took her away. He put her in a cave and strung a rope
for her to swing on, saying,
“You stay here. This is your place. You can swing all day long. I’m not asking you to do any housework.”
“All right,” she said, and from then on, from morning till evening, she swung back and forth.
“It makes me happy to watch you swinging from afar,” said the demon.
“Very well,” said she. And this continued until one day she said,
“Give me the keys to the courtyard and all the rooms.”
He gave them to her and called her his wife.
One day he was not there. (This demon used to roast people and eat them at night.) One day when he wasn’t at
home, she unlocked all the rooms and found people in chains. She found people locked up, she found rice, she
found oil, she found gold, jewels, every sort of thing. And here were these people in chains moaning and
groaning.
“How did you get here?” they asked. “God gave us this ill fortune. Who brought you here?” She told them her
story and said,
“Don’t worry. I’ll set all of you free.”
She opened all the doors and let them go. One night she made a thingamabob for herself, a chest, a
whatchamacallit. She had a wooden carriage made for herself, and she threw a felt cloak inside and put them in a
certain place. They had made these for her, and she put the felt cloak in the carriage and then hurled herself into
the water and escaped.\fn{A note here says that “the translation can do no better than reflect the confusion of the original.” }
That evening the demon arrived. However, she had fastened her prayer shawl to the rope, and the wind was
making it swing back and forth. As he approached from afar the demon said,
“My dear, my darling, there you are swinging.”
But when he came nearer and saw that it wasn’t she, he flew into a rage.
Now she had thrown herself into the water, and a fisherman was casting his nets. The prince\fn{ Apparently he was
out fishing with the fisherman, but this is not mentioned by the informant .} caught the chest, hauled it in and said,
“Cast it to the ground.”
And there it stayed for a time. When he opened it he saw, wonder of wonders, there was a human being
wrapped up in a felt cloak.
“Well,” he said, “I’ll take this as a cradle for my mother to rock.” He took it and went to his mother’s house
and said,
“I have brought you a felt cloak.”
Then the demon came dressed as a dervish. Now he had pulled out two of the girl’s teeth and replaced them
with gold teeth so he would recognize her no matter where she went. Thus he came with a load of henna on his
back.
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In the meantime, the prince had married the girl and (just as I’ve related it) she told him every detail of her
story.
“Be on guard,” she said, “lest the demon come. He is very tricky. He is a demon and will use some kind of
ruse. Don’t make me smile. Don’t force me to smile and show my teeth, for he’ll find me out and carry me away.
Do you understand what I am telling you?”
“Yes,” he said.
In the house there was a loom. The demon approached, saying,
“I give henna for smiles. I have a present for everyone who smiles.”
One smiled and he gave her a saucerful of henna. Another smiled and he gave her a handful of henna. Another
smiled and he gave her two handfuls of henna. The girl was seated at the loom, not smiling. Her girlfriends egged
her on, saying,
“Come on, you smile too. Get a handful of henna.”
“I have enough henna,” she said, but they cracked jokes until they forced her to part her lips slightly in a smile.
but it was enough to show her teeth. He gave her the henna.
That night the demon stayed in the prince’s house, saying,
“You put me up for the night.”
Since he was a guest he didn’t dare to carry her off just then. She was next to her husband in bed, on the side
near the demon.
“Do you know what?” she whispered to her husband.
“What?” he said.
“He’s the one who carried me off,” she said.
“You should know.”
“You go to sleep on his side,” he said, “and don’t do anything until he falls asleep.”
Then the husband got on his own side of the bed and pretended to be asleep, but he had a sword in his hand.
Then he switched places with the girl. The demon was lying awake to seize the girl, but the husband struck his
neck with the sword and dispatched him to hell.
5
Once upon a time there was a man who had seven sons. They had no sister. They prayed to God and gave alms
for a girl to be born. Their prayers were answered and a girl was born.
When she was born the news was sent out to the boys in the mountains,
“Your mother has given birth to a girl.” Happy, rejoicing and joking with each other they came home, for they
had said,
“If you have a son we’ll run away. If you have a girl we’ll come back.” So somebody went out after them and
said,
“Boys, your mother has had a girl.” Thus the sons came back from hunting and did not go out anymore.
That night the girl was in the swaddling clothes, but she got out and ate two of their sheep. (She got out of the
swaddling clothes, she was a demon!) The next morning they said,
“Hey, a wolf ate two of our sheep last night.” The brothers gathered and said,
“Let’s keep watch and see what it is so it doesn’t get our flocks and destroy our herds.” And six of them kept
watch. Nonetheless night after night two mares, two sheep, two something or other were devoured.
“Tonight is my turn,” said the youngest brother. He split open a stick, put some salt on it and sat watch. At
midnight he looked and saw a ghoul coming out of the cradle and swaddling clothes. One of its teeth was a saw
and another an ax. It went and set upon a mare as he watched. When it had eaten its fill, it went back into the
swaddling clothes in the cradle and started to bawl like a baby.
“Mother, mother,” he said.
“What is it?”
“My sister is crying. Get up and nurse her.”
And she did.
The next morning they found another mare eaten.
“Father, mother,” he said, “you can strangle me, you can cut me to pieces, you can do anything you want to
me, but this is no girl. This is a demon.”
“May an arrow pierce your throat,” said one.
“May an archer strike you down,” said another.
“May your tongue be cut out,” said another.
“God gave us this girl,” said another, “and she is the only female we have.”
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“May you be struck dumb,” said another. In any case, they chided the boy severely, but he said,
“Stay if you like. Anyone who listens to me will get out of here. Those who don’t listen can stay. Whatever
happens to you, I don’t care.”
“Go away,” they said, “and don’t come back!”
He gathered his things together, got a mare, mounted and left. Mentioning the name of Ali, he left them and
went out into a wilderness. When he had grown tired, he saw a rock. Leaning against it, he heard the moans of
two things from beneath the rock. When he lifted it, he saw there were two puppies. He got them out, took them
with him and set off.
At nightfall he was near a city. There he found an old woman, to whom he said,
“Old woman, you be my mother, I’ll be your son. God is in heaven, but down here I have no one other than
you. I’ll do any kind of poor man’s work, and I’ll eat with you whatever food you fix.”
She took him in, and he stayed with her for a while. The puppies too he raised and took care of. One day he
said,
“Mother, when I came here I had seven brothers, a home, a king, my mother and father. I came here because of
such and such a thing. I should go find them. By the way, the puppies are tied up. Don’t ever let them loose, but if
they start to howl, let them go. This is what I say to you. You must absolutely not let them go unless they howl.”
She agreed.
So the boy mounted his horse and departed. While he was traveling, you wouldn’t want your worst enemy to
experience what he did. He heard the cawing of crows and the baying of wolves.
When he got to his father's house, he saw his sister the ghoul. In the whole of his father’s city there was only
one chicken left, and the ghoul was stalking it. When her eye fell on her brother, she said,
“Brother, my dear brother, let me kiss you. Don’t run away!” The boy began to tremble and said,
“My God, how am I going to get out of this?”
The demon came to kiss him and bit a chunk out of his face.
“Brother,” she said, “doesn’t your horse drink water?”
“Yes, sister, it does,” he said.
As she took the horse to give it some water, she bit off one of its legs.
“Brother,” she said, gäldi gäldi!\fn{This word seems to be Turkish, and used as a demonic chant .} People’s horses go on
four legs. Yours goes on three, gäldi.” She came around again and said,
“Isn;t it thirsty?”
“Yes, it is,” he said. She bit off another leg and said,
“Brother, gäldi gäldi, people’s horses go on four legs. Yours goes on two, gäldi.”
Anyway, she kept repeating this jingle to him until, in one gulp, she devoured the whole horse.
“O my God,”: said the boy, “how am I going to escape the clutches of this one?” Then he said,
“Sister.”
“Huh?”
“I’m thirsty. Bring me a little water.”
“What with?” she said. “I don’t have a bowl.”
“In a sieve,” he said and gave her a sieve. While she was on her way to the river to fill the sieve, the boy
mentioned the name of Ali and took off like a shot.
The demon kept putting water in the sieve, but it wouldn’t stay. An evil crow came and said,
“Mud in sieve, mud in sieve.”
She put mud in the sieve and the water stayed. When she came back to where her brother had been, she threw
the sieve in the air and ran this way and that to catch the boy, who had climbed up into a plane tree nearby. The
demon came and put an ax to the bottom of the tree and said,
“Either you come down or I’ll cut it down, throw you to the ground and hack you to pieces!”
“It makes no difference whether you cut it down or what you do,” he said, “but I have something to say to
you.”
“Say it!” she said.
“Sâlân! Dâlân! This is my hour of need! I’m in desperate straits, my brothers!”
And the dogs at the old woman’s place began to howl.
“Is this all you have to say?” asked the demon. “Come down!!”
But no matter what she did, he would not come down, so she started to attack.
“Sâlân! Dâlân!” he cried. “This is my hour of need! I’m in desperate straits, my brothers!”
The old woman turned the dogs loose, and they came straight to him.
“What is it?” they asked.
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“If ever there was an hour of need, this is it,” he said. “I want you to eat this thing without a drop of its blood
dripping on the ground.”
The dogs set upon her and devoured her, but one of them let fall to the ground from its jaws a drop of blood,
which turned into a sparrow that spread its wings and flew off into the air. The boy came down and set off with
the dogs behind him.
He went and, leaning against the same rock as before, saw a caravan passing.
“Boy,” said the caravan owner, “if you can tell me the name of our caravan, you win it. If we can tell you your
dogs’ names, we win them.” So they made a wager.
“Is it sugar?” guessed the boy. “Is it tea? Is it rice?”
But it wasn’t anything he guessed.
“Now tell me the dog’s names,” he said.
“Sâlân and Dâlân.”
So he took the dogs and left, and the boy sighed deeply over his loss.
Just then the demon herself appeared in the sky.
“Brother,” she said, “despite the fact that you were so mean to me, giving me to your dogs to eat, the answer is
pitch, indigo and ginger.\fn{In Luri these rhyme: qîl u aîl u zanjafîl.} He caught up with the caravan and said,
“There’s one more thing I didn’t say to you.”
“What’s that?” asked the caravan man.
“Pitch, indigo and ginger.”
This time he got the caravan for keeps and set forth with the dogs.
6
Once upon a time there was an âkhund\fn{A mullah.} who went to make ablutions for prayer. He saw a
cucumber floating in the water. He reached out, got it and brought it home. The next morning he filed it for
breakfast and ate it. A few days later the âkhund was pregnant. A little later the âkhund gave birth to a turtle!
“Good God,” said the âkhund, “what sort of embarrassment is this that God has sent me?”
Some time passed.
“Father,” said the turtle, “go ask for the princess’ hand in marriage with me.”
“Son,” said the âkhund, “are you mad? Are you possessed? The king give his daughter in marriage to you?
You’re a turtle!”
“No ifs or buts about it,” said the turtle. “Either you must go ask for the king’s daughter for me, or we will
have to flee from this city,” he insisted as he sent him out.
He went and crouched down from morning to evening at the foot of the king’s castle, not daring to say
anything. For two or three days, when he came in the evening, his son would ask him what had happened and
would threaten him. The king’s wise vizier said,
“Your majesty, why has this âkhund come? For three or four days I have noticed him at the foot of the castle
not daring to come in. Will you allow me to tell him to come in or not?”
“Tell him to come in,” said the king. So the vizier went and brought him in, saying,
“The king says to please come in.” He went in, greeted those present and sat down.
“Tell me why you have come,” said the king. “Do you want something?”
“Well,” said the âkhund, “I don’t know how to say it. I have a son who has told me to come and ask for the
princess’ hand in marriage.”
At first the king was angry and outraged, but then the wise vizier said,
“Don’t hurt his feelings. Set such a steep price that it’ll put him in his place.”
“Very well,” said the king. “Go, bring seven camels loaded with gold and jewels with a golden rooster on top.”
“All right,” he said and went back to his son in a state of great glee.
“Father,” he asked, “what did you do?”
“He said,” he began, “‘I will give her to him. Go bring me, before the sun sets, seven camels loaded with gold
and jewels topped by seven golden roosters with silk around their necks and I’ll give you my daughter.’”
“Very good,” he said. “Is that all he said?”
That night at sunset he brought everything to the king. He brought them with the camel bells jangling and set
them down in the king’s house. He handed over the girl’s dowry to him, brought her and put her in the chit with
her girlfriends around her. At midnight the girls were forced to leave and go home. When they were gone the
young man came out of his turtle skin and went to the girl, saying,
“Don’t tell anyone. Say to them, ‘My husband is a turtle.’”
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“All right,” she said.
In the morning the girlfriends came and gathered around her, asking, “Sister, is your husband nice or awful?”
“To tell you the truth,” she replied, “my husband’s a turtle.”
This fact they managed to cover up until the girl was taken to visit her family,\fn{ It is customary for a bride to be
taken back to her family for a visit after marriage; the ceremony is called pâgushâ.} but when her mother and father forced her to
tell them what her husband was like, she said,
“He’s a turtle.”
One day, after some time had passed, the young man said to the girl,
“When I came here I had a mother, father, brother, aunt and all of my own. I had a fiancee too who was just
about to be married to me, but I left and ran away. I cast a spell on myself and became a cucumber. The water
brought me here and the âkhund ate me. I cast another spell and became a turtle, and from turtle I became a young
man, Now I have to go pay a visit to all my relatives. I must go. Will you come or stay here?”
The hapless girl would not leave her husband.
“There is but one God,” she said, “and thousands of people. If you go, I go too. If you stay, I stay too.”
“Very good,” he said.
So she put her lot in with her husband and went. He cast a spell on her and turned her into a needle, which he
stuck in his hat, He put the hat on his head, cast a spell on himself and turned into a dove. He went to a city.
“Girl,” he said, leading the way, “my dear, my mother and father will leave me no alternative when they say,
‘You smell of human beings or something.’ They will leave me no alternative. I will throw the hat to the ground
and you will return to your original shape. My mother’s breasts are on her back. Grab her breasts and don’t let go.
No matter how much she says ‘I won’t eat you’ or swears by God and the Qur-an, no matter what she says, don’t
turn her loose until she says ‘by my father’s pain and my mother’s milk,’”
She agreed.
When he went in, he saw his mother, father, aunt and all.
“Where have you been?” they asked.
“What’s it to you?” he said.
“You smell of human beings,” they said. “You smell of man or something.”
“I’m a demon,” he said. “How could a human get near me?”
Nonetheless, they persisted. He threw his hat to the ground, and there was the girl. From behind she grabbed
his mother’s breasts.
“By God, I won’t eat you,” she said. “By the Qur-an, I won’t eat you. By whatever, I won’t eat you.” In the end
she said, “By my father’s pain and my mother’s milk, I won’t eat you.”
And the girl let her go. The mother began to speak to her son, saying,
“I want to know where you went. We were about to bring you your wife.” (I don’t know what all they
threatened him with to tell them where he had gone.) Finally he told them his tale and they let him be.
Now, after some time had passed, the mother went to her sister and asked her advice.
“Sister,” she said, “my son has gone and married the king’s daughter, and now he doesn’t give a hoot about
your daughter any more. I have sworn not to eat the girl. I’ll send her for a mortar. You grab her and eat her.”
“Very good,” said she.
“You must not let that girl return,” she said.
“Very well,” said the sister.
Now the young man was a demon and, being a sorcerer, discovered this plot.
“Girl,” said the mother, “go tell your aunt to give you her mortar for me. I want to crush some kashk.”\fn{The
dried curds into which milk is made; it is formed into hard balls and dried for long-term storage .} When the girl went to get it, the
young man followed her and said,
“You go ahead. Now, they will say, ‘The mortar is in the back of the house.’ When you go to get it they will
grab you from behind and cut you into little pieces.” He gave her a sleeping potion and said, “When they tell you
where the mortar is, throw this potion in their faces and they will pass out. Go get the mortar. They won’t come to
until you are outside.”
“All right,” she said. So she went and said,
“Aunt, we need your mortar to crush some kashk with.”
“It’s in the back, my dear,” she said. “Go get it.”
The girl threw the potion in their faces, got the mortar and went outside. Then she saw that they had come to.
When she got back, her mother-in-law flew into a rage (you wouldn’t want your worst enemy to see) and scolded
her son, saying,
“This is one of your tricks.”
227

“Daughter,” said the mother, “tomorrow morning I’m going to give you a blackboard. I want you to take it and
wash it. Don’t come home until that blackboard is white.”
“All right,” she said, poor thing, not knowing what was going on. She was given the board, which she took and
threw into the water. From morning till noon she scrubbed it but, no matter what she did, it wouldn’t come out
white.
‘Meanwhile, her husband asked where she was.
“How should I know where the hell she’s gone?” said his mother. But he tracked her down and said,
“Aha, she’s sent her to the spring.”
When he got there, he saw the girl weeping so much that her eyes were swollen. He kissed her eyes and said,
“My dear, why are you crying?”
“Well,” she said, “she gave me this board and told me to take it and wash it and not to come home until it was
white.”
“Is that all?” he said. “She has made a mistake. Don’t worry.”
He cast a spell on the board and it turned into fine-spun white cloth.
“Now take it and wring it out,” he said. “I have to go. Don’t come with me. Let me go and rest. Put it on your
head and go home.”
“All right,” she said.
She took it and wrung it out, and he went home and sat down to rest. She put the sheet on her head and went
home. As soon as the mother’s eye fell on her, when she saw her coming with the white sheet on her head, she
shrieked,
“Who made it white? How did you do this? What bastard son-of-a-bitch did this?” (And she swore up and
down I don’t know how all.) Then, to her son she said,
“Come hell or high water, tonight I’m going to marry you to that girl!”
“Go ahead,” said he. “Who am I to say no? Go ahead, marry her to me. I won’t object. I have this one, I might
as well have the other one too.”
“Very well,” she said. She went and prepared the marriage feast\fn{The dawat (invitation ceremony) follows
the ’aqd (the agreement upon legal matters of dowry and settlements). The bride is “invited” to join the groom in
actual marriage, at which time the wedding feast is held.} for the girl. They scouted around and dug up some
clothes for her to wear.
“I will marry her on one condition,” said the young man, “that you not put the chit anywhere near. When I go
to touch her she will scream and you will come attack me and cut me to pieces. This cannot be. Take her chit and
put it far away.”
They agreed.
So the girl was left alone, but the mother had sworn not to eat her. When the young man’s back was turned,
they stripped her naked from head to foot and put her in the dungheap. The other one was decorated and taken and
put in the chit. To the young man they said,
“Come on, go to your wife.”
He went in to her and waited for the others to go to sleep. Then he put his foot on her neck and cut her head
off. He stripped the body, put the head back on the neck and pulled the quilt over her head. Then he came and got
his wife out from the dungheap, dressed her in the clothes and said,
“We are leaving here.”
He cast a spell on both of them, and they turned into a pair of doves and flew away, flapping their wings.
At daybreak the mother saw that the children were late in getting up.
“Sister,” she said, “I wonder what’s wrong with the children that they are still asleep. Go see if that girl’s still
where we left her.” When she went she saw that the girl was not there.
“Go see if your daughter is asleep.”
When she went she found her daughter beheaded.
Flapping their wings, the two demons caught up with the young man, who cast a spell on himself and his wife.
She turned into a skinny calf, and he turned into a mangy kid tending it while it grazed. The demons came and
said,
“Mangy kid, have you seen two doves pass by here?”
“No,” he said, and they turned back and went home.
“Sister!” said the mother, “that mangy kid was my son! The skinny calf was the girl! Come on, let’s go cut
them to pieces!”
Back they came, but when they arrived they saw that neither the mangy kid nor the calf was there. He had cast
another spell and turned her into a flower and himself into a green tree over her.
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“Tree,” she said to the tree over the flower, “have you seen a mangy kid with a calf?”
“No,” he said, and again they turned back.
“Oh no!” she said. “It was them again! He has cast a spell on himself.”
Once again they came to pull them out by the roots, but he turned them into old millstones, one on top of the
other, turning and rasping, crunch, crunch, crunch. When they arrived they saw the millstones. Then he cast a
spell on the girl, and she was back in her father’s house, well hidden. He cast a spell on himself and turned into a
pomegranate growing out of the back of the king’s hand. He said,
“Two dervishes are going to come, and they won’t leave. They are my aunt and mother. They’ll be persistent
but won’t accept any money. They’ll only say, ‘Give us that pomegranate on the back of your hand.’”
“Very good,” said the king.
“Strike the pomegranate on your hand to the ground. It will explode, and one of its seeds will be hidden under
the carpet. They’ll turn into chickens to peck out the seed. I’ll turn into a rooster and wring their necks.”
“Very well,” said the king, and the dervishes arrived, saying,
“Ali exists! Ali exists!”
“Take gold, take jewels, take anything,” said the king.
“No,” they said, “we want that pomegranate.”
“But this pomegranate is growing out of my hand,” he said.
“No,” they said, “we want that pomegranate.”
He struck the back of his hand to the ground. The pomegranate exploded. and one of its seeds fell hidden under
the carpet. The dervishes turned into chickens and began to peck at the seeds. The fellow turned into a rooster,
wrung the chickens’ necks and flung them away. Then he cast a spell on himself and turned back into a young
man.
Once again his wife was joined to him, and for seven days and nights they played the clarions and drums.
7
There was a king who had seven wives and one daughter. Only this one daughter he had. He bought her so
many jewels that when she got up and sat down she rustled. In all the world he had but this one daughter.
The king also had such might that wherever he went he would say, “What belongs to me? What belongs to
God? I possess everything through the might of my own arm. Who dares say it belongs to God?” Everyone would
say,
“Yes, it is by the might of your own arm.” But his daughter was vexed and said,
“No, you are all wrong. It belongs to God. Where does his own might come from? God gave it to him.”
“Executioner, off with her head,” commanded the king.
“It’s not right to have her beheaded,” everyone said. “To put your own offspring to the sword before your very
eyes is a great mistake. You have power over her life, but not to kill her. Exile her from this realm.”
“Have someone take her away,” said a wise vizier, “and have him do away with her.”
“All right,” said the king, and he gave her to the wise vizier to take away. “Take her and never let me see her
again so long as I live!” he said.
The vizier acquiesced and took her far from civilization and said, “My girl!” But he could not bring himself to
kill her, for the king had said,
“Bloody a handkerchief with her blood and bring it to me.”
“My girl,” said the vizier. “now he has given me a command. But may my hand be cut off before I kill this
young girl. I will leave you on the outskirts of this city. Do not enter the city. No matter where you go, do not
come near your father, for he will kill both of us.”
He then killed a dove, stained the handkerchief with its blood and left the girl. He brought the handkerchief
and presented it to the king, kissing it and putting it to his forehead.
The girl came to the outskirts of one of the cities God had given the king. She saw a ruined building. It was
night. She heard someone moaning inside the building, and then a head appeared.
“For the love of God,” she said, “give me a place for the night.”
“My dear, I have no home. Let me set you straight. I’m an old woman. I live in these ruins. If this day you
hanker for bread, cake, lamps, sugar, tea, clothes and carpets, I have none of these. If you’ll come and stretch out
on the stone cold ground, you’re welcome.”
“That’s fine,” she said. “I’m no better than you.”
She went home with the old woman and sat down. They chatted until late, and then the girl said,
“Old woman, have you no lamp? no oil? Haven’t you even a brazier? Don’t you have anything?”
229

“My girl,” she said, “didn’t I tell you if you were looking for such things, I don’t have any?”
But the girl took a lira coin from her clothing and gave it to her, saying,
“Take this and buy some sugar, tea, oil, salt and all. Let’s eat tonight until the morning. Go get everything.”
“My girl,” said the old woman, “what is this farthing?”\fn{ I.e., the old woman is so poor she doesn’t recognize the worth
of a gold coin—probably the Turkish lira, as the Ottoman Empire had reached the Luristan area by 1623 and did not retreat from that area
until the late 19th century.}

“Take it,” she said.
She took it and bought everything they needed for food and brought it all home. She also bought a carpet and
clothes. When they had eaten their fill, they heard someone moaning in the back room.
“Let me take what’s left and give it to my son,” the old woman said.
“You have a son?” asked the girl. “Where is he?”
“Way back in the back room,” she said.
“What’s his name?”
“‘Stovepipe’ Ali.”
“Old woman,” she asked, “why doesn’t he come out?”
“He’s withered up back in there.”
So that night they gave him the leftovers, which the old woman gave to him all at once.
“For God’s sake,” said the girl, “let me feed him. Don’t let him swallow it all at once, but bit by bit. Put him
next to the stove until he comes to.”
She fed him gradually and then, standing him up in the back room, she brought him out into the house.
“Stovepipe Ali,” she said, “if I get some jacks, can you play?”
“My lady,” he said, “if you throw them I can. Unless you throw them I am too weak and won’t be able.”
“No, you’ll have to throw them yourself,” she said.
As they played, the jacks scattered this way and that.
“How can I go for them?” he pleaded, but the girl said, “You must go and get them.”
Little by little he began to drag himself around. She got him a pair of crutches and said,
“Get up, put the crutches under your arms and walk around.”
Gradually the girl, with God’s help, made a human being out of him again. Miraculously Stovepipe Ali grew
so strong that no one dared to bother him.
“No one can call him ‘Stovepipe’ Ali any more,” she would say. One day she said,
“If I pay you, will you be my broker?”
“Why not?” he said. “If there is money in it.”
She gave him two tomans, which he turned into four, and of the four he made eight. Little by little he built his
capital.
“If someone is going to make a journey,” asked Ali, “should I go?”
“Even if the journey is through fire,” she said, “and there is profit in it, jump into it feet first and go after it!”
“All right,” he said.
He found three or four merchants who were about to set out on a journey.
“Who will be our watchman?” they asked. “We’ll give a hundred tomans each. Ali, will you come be our
watchman?”
“Let me go consult with my lady, and then I’ll come give you my answer,” he said. When he consulted with
her, he said,
“There are sit merchants. Each will give me a hundred tomans to go with them.”
“Go,” she said, “but let me give you some advice. You are a watchman. Where you will be going, you should
prop your eyes open until you get the merchants back home again. Don’t go to sleep. Don’t ever let them run you
around so that you go to sleep and let somebody steal their goods, for you’ll have to pay in compensation. Don’t
leave them unprotected until you return.”
“All right,” he said. He joined them, and they gave him sit hundred tomans, which he handed over to the girl
before leaving.
They crossed civilization and desert. When they came to a well they all said,
“Who will go down with a bucket?”
“I’ll go,” said Ali, “if you give me a hundred tomans each.”
The six merchants gave him six hundred tomans and said,
“Ali, above is God, but down here the only person we have is you, so be careful!”
“I’m going down,” he said. “Don’t interfere.”
Ali went down and saw a demon more frightful than you can imagine. A person would be scorched by its
230

breath. But he went down, put his hand on the demon and said,
“Auntie, auntie.”
“My dear nephew,” she said.
“Get up,” he said. “They brought my mother news of your death and said, ‘Your sister’s dead.’ My mother has
cried her eyes out over you.”
“My dear,” she said, “go tell her that my death was a lie. Here I am at the bottom of a well. Where are you
going?”
“I’m traveling with a caravan,” he said.
“Who’s with you?” she asked.
“It’s a large caravan,” he said, “and they want me to bring them water.”
“Then give them some,” she said. “What do you have with you?”
“A bucket,” he said and filled the bucket with pomegranates and sent them up. Somebody picked one up to
break it open, but the others said,
“Don’t touch it. They belong to the merchant.” And they wouldn’t let anybody break them open but poured
them out and counted them.\fn{A note reads: “‘Merchant’ here must refer to Ali. The ‘pomegranates’ sent up by the demon may be
rubies or something of value.”} Ali brought the water up to the caravan and, as he was going up, said to the demon,
“I’m going off to trade. What do you want me to bring you?”
“Two maunds of barley bread and two maunds of onion,” she said.
“All right,” he said. When he came up out of the well he said, “Now who will take the pomegranates?” And
somebody said,
“I’ll take them.” He gave them to the man, who took the six hundred tomans and the pomegranates to the girl
and said,
“Ali has sent these.” (Ali had told him the location of the yard where the ruined building was.)
“Daughter, I’m very hungry,” said the old woman. “Give me one of those pomegranates.”
“Old woman,” she said, “may you be shot!” She gave her four pence and said, “Take these instead of the
pomegranates.” As she put the pomegranates away, she said, “They belong to Ali and are counted.” She turned
around and hired servants and built a miraculous palace of gold and silver bricks, higher even than her own
father’s.
Meanwhile the caravan, crossing civilization and desert, came to the outskirts of another city, where they
unloaded.
“Who will keep watch?” they said. “We will give a hundred tomans each. Ali, you go to sleep. You have
worked hard for us.”
“No,” he said, “I want to keep watch.”
But they twisted his arm, saying, “Put your head down and go to sleep. We’ll keep watch over our things.”
He put his head down and pretended to be asleep. He saw the merchants prop their heads on their hands and
then fall fast asleep. He got up and threw his own blanket over them. He had a look at the merchandise and then
sat down.
He saw a woman dressed in black come out of the city. She went behind one mule and another gathering dung.
Then she took something out from under her arm and buried it in the dung. As she was leaving, he grabbed her
and said,
“Let me see what you had under your arm.”
“Nothing,” she said.
“We’ll have to see,” he said. He got it out and saw that it was a baby with its throat slit.
“I’ll give you five thousand tomans,” she said, “I’ll give you ten thousand tomans—”
“Oh no,” he said, “I am Ali. I don’t get mixed up in shady business.”
“What do you want?” she asked.
“Just let me cut one of your tresses.”
“Why not?” she said to herself. “Tomorrow these people will load up their things and be gone.” So he cut off
her top tress, put it in his pocket and let her go. Then, as the merchants were getting up, he propped his head on
his hand and fell asleep.
That morning the king’s son got up early to pray and found the child missing. Scouring the countryside, they
came and discovered the child beneath the dung from the caravan’s animals. A policeman came, tied the
merchant’s hands behind their backs and took all six of them and put them in prison. They sent a servant to say to
Ali,
“Ali, if you are the watchman, you must go to the prison.” They came after Ali, who got up, rubbed his eyes,
finished his prayers and said,
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“I’ll be with you in a minute.” They were impatient with him and said,
“The king said to hurry.” So he came to where the merchants were.
“Didn’t I tell you to let me watch over your things?” he said.
“Yes, you did,” they said. In short, he chided them and said,
“Now what will you give me to get you out of this?”
“Each of us will give you five thousand tomans,” they said. So each of them gave him five thousand tomans,
and he went to the king. A council was convened and Ali said,
“If we are responsible for the child’s death, then our lives and property are forfeit. If the responsibility lies with
you, then you must give us an equal amount of gold and jewels and camels.”
It was all reckoned and an agreement was written down. The council was dismissed and Ali said,
“Let the whole city come in groups.”
So the people of the city passed in front of him group by group. Just then, the news was announced to the king,
“Woe unto you! Your chief wife is dead.” Ali jumped up and said,
“She’s just pretending to be dead. Go tie her to a bier and have her brought.”
They tied the wife and brought her. Ali put his hand in his pocket, brought forth the tress and said,
“Here it is.”
They took the tresses and saw that they were indeed hers. So they were given as much as they had and more in
camels, provisions and gold. The wife was tied to the tail of a wild ass and dragged behind it until evening, and
then they set fire to her.
Then they packed up and left. When they were far from the city, Ali said,
“Damn it! I forgot to buy the barley bread and onions for my aunt.” He gave some money to someone to go
buy barley bread and onions for her. He loaded them on the caravan and traveled until they reached the edge of
the well, where again they gave him a hundred tomans each. Again Ali went down.
“Auntie! Auntie!” he said. “Get up!”
He gave her the bread and onions, and she gave him another bucketful of pomegranates and water.
“Now I’m leaving,” he said. “Can I get you anything?”
“Tell my sister not to grieve,” she said. “I’m all right.”
There he left her and set out.
Servants came and went. Ali was the big boss, by God’s grace. He had as much as everybody else put together.
He hired servants and had his goods unloaded and stored.
“Leave these alone,” he would say. “Go unload those things, sort out the commodities and tie up the mules.
Tonight you are my guests.”
“Very good,” they said.
Off he went to help them. When the mules were unloaded and tied up and the commodities sorted, he said,
“Tonight please be my guests. All of you be my guests.”
Then the news traveled to the other side. “Tonight he’s giving a party. There’ll be a good time.” The men came,
the merchants came, and he sent a servant to the king and said,
“Say, ‘Ali says please be my guest tonight.’” The servant went to the king, who said,
“Who is this Ali? What has ‘Stovepipe’ Ali come to?” Just then the wise vizier he had said,
“Don’t hurt his feelings. Let your wives and children all descend upon him.” And the wives, children and
retinue all descended upon him to be his guests that night. He had dinner made, and everybody ate.
Now, in the women’s quarters was the girl. The people went around saying,
“Did Ali get this wealth by himself, or is it God’s doing?”
“It’s God’s doing,” they said.
“Did the king get all this by his own strength,” they said, “or did God give it?”
“He got it himself,” they all said. But the girl said,
“God gave it!”
“What’s that?” said the king.
“Wherever she is,” the people said, “it must be his daughter.”
“Father,” she said, “here I am, your very own daughter. Now here is Ali as an example. If God doesn’t bestow
everything, where would Ali be? He would still be next to the stove.”
The king kissed her and put his crown on her head.
“No,” she said, “let your happy crown be your own. Here is Ali. Whether you consent or not, I give him
everything I own.”
The king said she should be married to him, and he took his crown and put it on Ali’s head.
“No,” he said, “let it be yours in prosperity.”
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And for seven days and seven nights they played the clarions and drums for him.
8
Once upon a time there was a man who had no children. He had a wife, to whom he said,
“Woman, I’m going with a caravan. By the time I get back, if you don’t have a child I’m going to divorce
you.”
“Very well,” she said, and then to herself she said, “O my God, now he has really made a complaint. If I don’t
have a child by the time he comes back, he’ll divorce me when he arrives.” Just then a mullah appeared and said,
“Give me something and I’ll make a prayer for you so you can give birth to a son and a daughter.”
“Very well,” she said, and the mullah wrote something on an egg, on a piece of meat, a shank bone, and said,
“This one will be a boy. The egg will be a girl.” Then the mullah said,
“Put them in the cradle for forty days. Sit next to them and sing them lullabies all day long. Don’t ever leave
them.”
“All right,” she said.
Then, at the end of the forty days, the husband came. By God’s command the egg and shank would have
turned into human beings, but just then the husband came, looked and said,
“Wife, what kind of children are these? What are they?”
“Didn’t you say you wanted children?” she said.
“Yes,” he said, “but can children be made in forty days?” Then he doggedly insisted that she go wash his
clothes.
“Are you crazy? Are you possessed?” she said. “Didn’t you say yourself you wanted children? I can’t go now.
My babies will die before I get back.”
“You must go,” he insisted.
When she had gone to wash his things, he started rummaging through the cradle. He rummaged and rooted and
saw that they were just rags, a shank bone and an egg. The bone he tossed to the dog, and the egg he threw on the
dunghill. The woman came rushing back, but when he saw her he said,
“You daughter of dogs! Just because I’ve come back you think you can put a bone and an egg in the cradle and
make me think they are a son and a daughter?” He cursed and carried on.
“Get the hell out of here!”
The poor woman sat down and wept and wept. A dâl\fn{A fabulous bird of Luri and Persian folklore .} appeared and
landed beside her.
“May I take it?” it asked.
“Take it,” she said.
“May I take it?” it asked again.
“Yes,” she said, “take it! Take it away!”
So the dâl picked up the egg and took it off to a cave in the face of a cliff. When the forty days were up, by
God’s command it turned into a beautiful young girl with silken locks. All day long she sat at the edge of the
precipice and combed out tufts of her hair. The dâl would go and bring her wool and yarn, and of these she made
a carpet on a loom. One day the girl said to the dâl,
“Mother, I’m going to the source of the water to wash my hands and feet. How can I get down from this cliff?”
“Daughter,” said the dâl, “however much water you want I will bring you, or anything else.”
“No,” she said, “what if I wanted to go down to the water?”
“As you go, say ‘Cliff, let me down,’ and it will let you down. Say ‘Cliff, let me up,’ and it will let you up.”
So that day she went to the spring. She said, “Cliff, let me down,” and down she went to wash her hands and
feet. She had golden slippers on her feet.
That very day the herds of the king’s son came. She leapt up in haste to escape, but one of her slippers and a
tuft of her hair remained behind, a golden slipper and a silken tuft of hair.
The king’s son had a white mare. It was startled by the glistening of the slipper and hair that fell into its eyes.
“White mare,” said the prince, “if it is good, I’ll kiss you thrice on your forehead. If it’s bad, I’ll smack you
thrice on your forehead.”
When he came and saw the slipper and hair, he kissed the mare’s forehead three times. He picked them up and
took them home with him.
“By my mother and father’s life, if I marry I shall marry the owner of these. Otherwise I shall not marry.” His
mother said,
“It’s a fairy, a devil, or something or other.” But just then an old woman appeared and said,
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“What will you give me if I find her for you?”
“We’ll give you your weight in gold and jewels,” they said.
“Just give me my weight in rope,” she said.
“Rope?’ they said. “Is that all you want?”
“Yes,” she said.
So they measured out her weight in rope and gave it to her. They also gave her a maund of rice, a kid goat and
a mortar and pestle. These she took along with her own mangy daughter and a handful of pegs and set off to the
foot of the cliff. There she turned the mortar over and put the rice on the bottom and started pounding with the
handle of the pestle. The pot she put upside down, and the water spilled out into the fireplace. The kid goat she
threw to the ground and brought the back of the knife to its throat. The girl, who was watching all this from atop
the cliff, couldn’t restrain herself (and this was her downfall) and said,
“Old woman, use the inside of the mortar! Old woman, the other end of the pestle! Old woman, the pot’s
upside down! Old woman, put the bottom of the pot on the fire! Old woman, put the sharp side of the knife to the
kid’s throat!”
“O my dear,” said the old woman, “my eyes don’t see well. You come down and do it for me.”
“Cliff, let me down,” she said.
When she was down, she rolled up her sleeves, got the rice ready and put the pot on the fire for the rice to
cook. Then she threw the kid down, put the knife to its throat, cut it, skinned it and put it on the fire.
Now, the old woman had arranged with the prince’s horsemen. “You come and hide,” she had said. I’ll say,
‘Come, come, the cow’s in the meadow, the sheep’s in the corn.’”
“Very well,” they had said. So then she said,
“Daughter, please pick the lice out of my hair.”
The girl was so noble that she didn’t say, “I would be too disgusted,” or, “Who do you think you are?” Instead,
she let the old woman put her head in her lap. Meanwhile, the old woman’s mangy daughter pegged her skirt
down to the ground all around.
“Old woman,” she asked, “what is your daughter doing?”
“My dear,” she said, “she has never seen such a thing. She’s just looking at your clothes. Come, let me tell you
a story.” And then she said, “Come, come, the cow’s in the meadow, the sheep’s in the corn!”
All at once she saw horsemen bearing down upon her. She was about to say “Cliff, let me up,” but she realized
that she was completely pegged to the ground. The horsemen pulled out the pegs, took the girl by the arm, set her
on horseback and carried her off next to a thicket.
“You can go,” said the old woman. “This girl came from the cave in that cliff. I’ll lead her back. You go. I’ll
take her home.” When they were gone she stripped the girl from head to foot and put the clothes on her own
daughter. She took her back tresses and tied her to a tree. Her own daughter she put on a horse and took away.
That night she made a marriage feast with clarions and drums.
When the king’s son saw that she was not the one, he was filled with remorse and said,
“Saints above, what has happened to that golden head, those silken tresses?”
“Didn’t you see her yourself?” asked his mother.
But the boy’s heart was dead, and he no longer sought a wife.
There was the girl, tied to a tree. A lion came and circled her, growled and said,
“Shall I eat you?”
“Eat me,” she said. As the lion set upon her, she said, “For the sake of Ali, eat me without a drop of my blood
falling on the ground.”
The lion ate her up. Afterwards it put its snout into the water. However, it had a missing tooth, and a drop of
her blood dripped out. It turned into a reed and grew up God only knows how tall. A shepherd belonging to the
king was looking through the reeds. That very one took his fancy and he cut it. He took it away and shaped it into
a flute and blew into it. That evening he was blowing into it and it said,
“Play, shepherd, play. Beautifully you play, shepherd. I was the daughter of the dâl. I was in the cliffside cave.
The old woman tied me to a willow. My body was mangled by a lion.”
The old woman, the prince’s would-be mother-in-law, snatched it out of the shepherd’s hand and threw it on
the dunghill.
“What is this doggerel you’re making?”
But the prince suspected something.
That night an old woman goose-herder came out searching for firewood on the dunghills. She saw the reed,
picked it up and took it and threw it on top of the flour jar.
“It’s wet,” she said. “When it dries out I’ll put it on the fire.”
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The next morning the old woman goose-herder left the house, and the reed turned into the girl, who rolled up
her sleeves, swept out and tidied up the house and then went to hide behind the flour jar. That evening the old
woman came home and was delighted. She asked a neighbor,
“Did you do this for me?”
“No,” came the reply, and then the neighbors started abusing her, saying,
“Who are you that we should be your servants?”
Two days passed thus.
One day the old woman wasn’t feeling well and stayed in bed. She saw the girl come out and sweep and tidy
up for her, bring water and make bread. Just as she was about to go, the old woman grabbed her (she was pretty as
a picture) and asked,
“Daughter, are you a human being or are you a fairy?”
“I am both a human and a fairy,” she said. (And exactly as I have told it she told her story to the old woman.)
The old woman got her a sheep’s stomach and said,
“Put this on your head and become a mangy girl.” Then she said to her, “Don’t ever go outside.” She got her
some shabby clothes, and the girl agreed to all this. From then on, the old woman would go out into the mountains
and the girl fetched water, made bread and did odd jobs for her.
One day as the old woman was going into the back of the house, she said,
“Daughter, don’t go outside.” Then she went into the back to heat some water and wash her hair. Some boys
were playing marbles on the roof. The prince's marble fell through the vent in the roof and landed on the frying
pan. When he stuck his head in through the hole, he saw the girl without her disguise and went into ecstasy. He
tossed the marble back onto the roof and one of his friends said,
“What has happened to you?” Another asked,
“What’s wrong?” But he said,
“Nothing, I have a stomachache.”
One day the prince’s mother had some spinning to do.
“Mother,” he said. “Get all these girls together to help you. The old woman has an ugly, mangy daughter. Go
get her too.”
“Son,” she said, “since when does she have a daughter?”
“Go ahead, you’ll see,” he said.
The queen went to the old woman and said,
“Old woman, let me have your mangy daughter to help with the spinning.”
“My daughter,” said the old woman, “tonight these girls will pick her to pieces. One will say she’s mangy,
another will say she’s drooly, another will say she’s snotty.”
“Who do they think they are?” she said. “They won’t dare say such things in front of my son.”
The old woman could not say no to the queen, so she gave her the girl, and the queen took her home with her.
Sure enough, the other girls picked at her and pulled at her silken tresses.
Now, the young man had pretended to be sick and had pulled a sheet over his head, but he was really watching.
One girl poked her with her thumb, another jabbed her, and a third gave her a punch.
“Don’t worry,” said he as he jumped up and, attacking the girls like a wolf scattering a flock of sheep, chased
them away and took the girl under his wing.
“Mother,” he said, “let’s give the old woman two thousand tomans and take her in. Let her daughter take care
of the youngsters. Why not? Let her come live here, let her move into one of these rooms. Let her retire from
goose-herding and enjoy what’s left of her life.”
That night the old woman came for the girl because she couldn’t bear to be away from her any longer.
“Old woman,” he said, “we’ll give you two thousand tomans, three thousand tomans.”
“She’s my hands and feet,” she said.
“Come move into one of these rooms and enjoy the rest of your life.” He persuaded the old woman and put the
girl under his protection.
One day he said, “Mother, I’m sick. Make some stew and let the mangy girl bring it on her head.”
“Son,” she said, “you’ll get sick to your stomach at the sight. She’s filthy from head to foot.”
“If I can stand it,” he said. “what’s it to you?”
She made him some stew and said to the girl,
“Come take this to your brother.”
“My head won’t take it,” she said. “It will burn.”
“Do it anyway,” she said. So she put the pot of stew on her head and took it to him.
“Here, green tunic, it’s burned my hands,” she said to the prince.
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“Bring it here, sweet love,” he replied. “I’m so sorry.”
She took it down two or three steps and then started to leave, but at the last step he grabbed her with one hand
and threw the tray from her head with the other and said,
“Take off this disguise!”
When she refused, he took a sword and cut the disguise from her.
Then he married her, and they lived happily ever after.
170.123 1. The Power of Man 2. The Righteous Man, the Black Man, and Our Master Moses: Two Short
Stories\fn{by Zion Hakimzadeh (1910-after 1966)} Kermanshah, Kermanshah Province, Iran (M) 2
1
A goose and a duck lived peacefully on a river bank, and often said to each other, “How good and how
pleasant is our place! No one will ever catch us here.”
One day they saw from a distance a gazelle running quickly toward them. When she arrived they asked her,
“Gazelle, why are you running?” She replied,
“How is it that you are sitting here so calmly? Behold, an animal called man is approaching, and he has an
instrument called gun which brings much slaughter and bloodshed upon us.” The birds did not believe her and
asked,
“What has come over you? Who is this man?”
But before they could finish their conversation, behold, a man approached. The gazelle slipped away and fled
like an arrow shot from a bow, but the man pointed his gun at the goose and killed him. The duck, however,
managed to escape behind the rocks on the river bank, and later reached a young elephant who was sitting on a
hill. The elephant asked the duck,
“Who are you? Why have you come here in such terror?” The duck replied,
“My name is duck. I have come here because there is an animal named man who kills us with a gun that he
carries in his hand.” The elephant said,
“Sit next to me. I shall show this man how powerful I am. I shall teach him a lesson.”
While they were still talking, behold, a donkey reached the place. The elephant asked him his name and added,
“And why have you come running here?” The donkey replied,
“Cruel man puts a saddle upon me and on top of it heavy bags, and he makes me carry them to faraway places.
I cannot do this any longer.” The elephant said,
“You too sit down here. I shall show this man how strong I am.”
After a short while a galloping horse arrived, and after introducing himself spoke of what man had perpetrated
against him:
“He puts a big saddle upon my back, he curbs my head with a bridle, and behind me he hitches a wagon.
Moreover, he lashes me with a whip to make me run faster. But now,” the horse concluded, “I have escaped from
man’s tortures and have come here.” The elephant said to him,
“You, too, please sit with us. I shall show this man how strong I am.” While they were sitting, a camel came
running by and said,
“A creature named man loads upon me twenty bags full of potatoes, and then tells a little child to lead me. And
when I stop to rest for a little while, the child beats me with his stick without mercy, urging me to move fast. My
strength and my patience cannot sustain me any longer. I have escaped and have come here.”
So the camel joined the duck, the donkey, the horse, and the elephant.
Now behold, a man, a carpenter by trade, arrived there. The elephant asked him,
“Who are you?”
“I am a carpenter,” replied the man. The elephant asked him,
“And why have you come here?”
“I have to make a large box for your father to sleep in at night,” replied the carpenter. The young elephant
cried,
“No, and again no! Do not make this box for my father; make it for me.” But the carpenter refused, saying,
“I must make it for your father, for he is the king of the elephants.” The young elephant replied,
“If you do not make the box for me, I will strike you with my long trunk.”
The carpenter pretended to be frightened and agreed to make the box for the young elephant, who was very
joyful over his victory. When the carpenter finished making the box, he called the young elephant and asked him
to lie in it, in order to make sure that it was a good fit. The innocent young elephant did so, and the carpenter
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closed the box and secured it with nails, and then set it on fire.
The horse, the donkey, the camel, and the duck were frightened and fled, running far away, while the man’s
voice accompanied them all the time, crying,
“I will show you how powerful man is!”
In this way did the animals learn to recognize the power of man.
2
There was once a very righteous man who lived alone in a cave in the forest. He studied Torah and Talmud day
and night and stood up in prayer so long that his hands and feet ached. For this he was granted a great favor by
God, who provided him with food day after day.
One day our master Moses went to visit this righteous man, and on that day two portions of food were sent
down from heaven,one for the righteous man and one for his guest, our master Moses.
The righteous man welcomed his guest and brought him into his cave, but when he took out his food to share it
with the guest he noticed a miraculous thing—two portions of food had been sent down from heaven instead of
the usual one. The righteous man thought to himself,
“One portion should be enough for me and my guest. I shall keep the second portion for myself, to eat at
another time.”
So he brought out one portion and shared it with our master Moses. They both began eating, and when Moses
finished eating he took leave of the righteous man, after thanking him, and continued on his way.
Later on, Moses came to another little cave, went inside, and at the entrance saw the owner, a black man.
Behold now this miracle—the black man, too, received his portion of food from God every day. The black man
welcomed Moses and went to fetch his portion of food in order to divide it into two halves, but suddenly he saw
in front of him two portions of food. So the black man said in his heart,
“Surely God has sent one portion for me and one for my guest.”
What did he do? He took both portions and served them at his table.
As they were about to eat, our master Moses looked around and saw that in the black man’s cave there were
cups and plates made of gold. (One must remember that in those days people did not eat with forks and spoons,
because they ate with their hands. There were therefore no knives, spoons, and forks.)\fn{ So the text.} What did the
black man do? He put both portions on one plate, which he served to Moses, and waited until Moses had extended
his hand and taken as much food as he wanted. Only then did he extend his own hand and take what food was left.
This was how the black man treated the man of God who had appeared before him. Moses finished his meal,
thanked the black man for his kind hospitality, and left the cave.
After he had gone a few steps, he heard a great noise from inside the cave. He returned to the cave and saw the
black man breaking the golden plates and cups to bits. Moses was puzzled and asked the black man what he was
doing, to which he replied,
“Today I had a very important guest, and yet God has sent me just an ordinary meal, nothing special.”So
Moses continued on his way, thinking to himself,
“Behold this black man, who does not even know how to pray yet receives from heaven food which is better
than that of the righteous man; whereas the righteous man, who prays and studies day and night, receives poorer
food than the black man. Is that possible?” When Moses returned to heaven he addressed God, saying,
“If I ask Thee a question, wilt Thou agree to answer it?” God agreed, and Moses asked,
“The black man in whose cave I was a guest received a portion of food better and larger than that of the
righteous man, who prays to Thee and occupies himself with Thy Torah day and night. Yet the black man is a
simple man, who does not even know how to pray. Why didst Thou prefer him to the righteous man?” God
replied,
“I shall open to you here the hearts of both men, and let us see whose heart is cleaner and purer, the heart of the
righteous man or the heart of the black man.”
So God showed Moses the heart of the black man, and behold, it was shining in its cleanness and purer than
any pure thing. Then he showed him the heart of the righteous man, and behold, it was darker than any dark thing,
more impure than any impure thing. God asked Moses,
“To whom now should I grant a better portion of food, to the righteous man or to the black man? Behold, today
I gave both of them double portions of food. The righteous man set aside for himself one portion and shared with
you only the second portion. What good are his Torah and his prayers so long as he behaves like this and so long
as his heart is tainted? The black man did not behave like this, for his heart is pure and clean, full of truth and
faith. And if he does not know how to pray, it is not his fault.”
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12.1 Gowhar\fn{by Zara Khanlaei (1915/16-

)} Tehran, Tehran Province,

Iran (F) 6

Iliavva’s daughter Gowhar was twelve years old. Her delicate and beautiful face set her apart from the other
village girls. Her black, beguiling eyes were especially attractive against the pale skin of her slender face. Her
delicate and well-proportioned body, which deserved to be dressed in thousands of colorful and expensive
garments, was always concealed behind a chador,\fn{The large triangular piece of cloth covering the head and the body of
many Muslim women.} so men could never enjoy the sight of it. On the first encounter with a strange man she hid
herself so well that only the pupil of one of her eyes was visible. After several meetings, however, like the moon
coming from behind a mountain, Gowhar’s face gradually emerged from its veil. Gradually her white, high
forehead, her big black eyes, her red cheeks and lips, her lovely chin, and her slender neck were displayed.
Gowhar was one of Damavand’s literate girls. This was because her mother and father had wanted at least one
of their children to learn to read so she could recite the Qu’ran during the nights of mourning for them, and to read
its opening verse for their departed souls. Gowhar was proud of this and whenever she was given the job of doing
the books for her father’s store she gave herself wholly to die task with pride and praises to God. She was so
intensely absorbed that no one dared interrupt her.
Despite all her hopes, however, Gowhar could not attend primary school because of her poverty and the high
costs at the school. She had to stay home to take care of her younger brothers and sisters.
Gowhar’s mother Iliavva was a young woman with seven daughters and a son. Because of this she was
ashamed before her husband and friends. Giving birth to daughters was not a good thing in their eyes and made a
woman an embarrassment to her husband.
Iliavva had a child every year. Always during delivery her husband Mohammad Ali waited outside the room
with great impatience waiting for information about the baby. He didn’t want to know how much his wife suffered
or screamed, nor was he even concerned about this. This was a woman’s responsibility, for which she had been
created by God. He was waiting to see if it was a boy or a girl. When they brought the good news of Gowhar’s
arrival, he said, “OK, if she had the baby she had the baby. Tell me if it’s a bread-eater or a bread-winner.” When
they told him it was a bread-eater, meaning a girl, he wrinkled his brow and left without looking at his new
daughter. For her part, Iliavva was no sooner relieved of the pain of childbirth than she had a new worry, the dread
of her husband’s anger. After a time, of course, both of them resigned themselves to the situation. They thought
God had ordained it so and that there was no alternative but to submit.
Each of Iliavva’s daughters, the young ones and the old ones, took on part of the task of earning a livelihood
for the family. All summer they picked fruit with their thin, delicate hands, herded the sheep, reaped the crops,
milked the goats, and carried water from the spring. They even did the cooking sometimes, but they still bore the
shame of being girls.
Although they breathed clean air, drank clear water, and never knew the wilting heat of summers in the city,
they never grew much because of poor nutrition, and as a result of this were all shy and withdrawn, especially
Gowhar, who was boundlessly silent and shy.
Gowhar’s mother Iliavva’s only hope was to give her daughters to husbands and reduce the number of breadeaters. She was fortunate in that her daughters were famous for their beauty. Anyone with a son had his eye on
Iliavva’s daughters, and would pick one to be his bride when she was old enough. Even the people in town got
these ideas at times.
It is not necessary to wait a long time to marry off the girls in Damavand. None of them are subject to formal
legal restrictions, and as soon as a girl is ten years old they have an engagement ceremony for her. In Damavand,
a seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl is no longer marriageable. She is a disgraced and embarrassed old maid.
Gowhar had come of age and was no longer welcome to live at home. Her mother and father were afraid to
give her to someone in the city and have her married to an utter stranger who might turn out to be a bad Muslim,
so they promised her to a young villager with a one-year engagement. She still wasn’t allowed to wear new and
clean clothing, she still went around barefoot, she still did chores for her mother, but she was no longer that
simple, thoughtless girl who worked like a machine and kept things in order for her mother. Now there were
thousands of hopes and thoughts in her mind, and sometimes she secretly looked at herself in the mirror. She
didn’t know who her husband was or what he did, nor did she dare ask. Sometimes when her mother would get
into a discussion about this with the neighbors, she would find an excuse to send Gowhar out of the room,
because, as they said, “It would open her eyes and ears.”
At night Gowhar would envision thousands of men, choosing one for her husband and then thinking of him
constantly. Of course she imagined her husband the way she wanted him to be, with a plump ruddy face, a large,
powerful frame, and large, muscular legs and arms. But what difference did appearance make? Her husband could
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be any way he wished, and no matter how he looked would be fine. What was clear was that he would bring her
bridal gown. He would bring lace shoes and colorful stockings, he would bring a mirror and a lamp, and he was
preparing a home and a life for her. And how beautiful! To put on new clothes to show to friends and neighbors
was such a great honor! She would no longer have to look after her sisters and brother, she could cook any kind of
food she wished. She would keep her room tidy and the door to the cupboard always locked. When friends would
come to see her, she’d open it to bring out food for her dear friends. He’d give her money and she’d bake his
bread, wash his clothes, and keep things tidy all the time while she waited for her husband. She’d be a lady and
her cousins would be jealous.
Sometimes, however, these thoughts led Gowhar to a vision of a broken dish and an angry husband who made
an excuse of it to knock her down and stomp on her back with his cotton shoes. This vision would bring her back
to reality with a start. She’d find herself panting heavily and trying to put this out of her mind. She would think
“They aren’t all like my father, using excuses like this to beat their wives. And even if they do, it’s nothing.
There’s nothing to be afraid of. Beating is a husband’s duty. The more a man beats his wife, the more he likes
her.”
This is how Gowhar would calm herself and go to sleep. Sometimes Gowhar, Mohtaram, Fakhri, and Zinat
would go to the spring to share secrets. They would gradually get into a discussion about their fiancées and their
hopes.
Mohtaram, who had secretly seen her husband once, expressed dissatisfaction.
“My husband is bald,” she said.
The others would console her.
“The bald ones have a lot of luck!” they’d say.
Fakhri, who had never seen her fiancé at all, said,
“I’ve heard he’s a forty-year-old cobbler. What can I do? He’s as old as my father.”
“Don’t be sad,” the girls would say. “He’s got money, and he’ll appreciate you, so he’ll make you good shoes.”
Zinat’s fiancé was from the city. He was planning to come to Damavand the next summer to marry her and
take her there. The girls were jealous of her.
“You’re so lucky, Zinat,” they said. “You’ll see the city, go to the cinema, wear pretty clothes, and go
sightseeing. Remember us when you’re having a good time.”
But these three girls knew Gowhar’s fiancé and praised him constantly.
“Your husband isn’t rich,” they’d say, “but that doesn’t matter. He’s young, good-looking, and one day he’ll
have things.”
Gowhar spent that year immersed in many hopes until the long-awaited day arrived. First two pretty young
brides-maids were chosen for Gowhar. They did her hair and sang:
Oh Bride with the braided hair,
With one corner of your mouth
Kiss me.
God knows a mescal
Of those kisses is worth plenty.

They took her to the public bath. Her husband had bought admissions for her friends and family. They stayed
in the bath from early moming until noon. They burned rue\fn{ A note reads: Wild rue is burned as a counter-potion to the
evil effects of the evil eye of envy, whose gaze is dreaded on happy occasions in the lore of the rural popular culture of Iran .} and put a
red dress on her while the bridesmaids sang:
The moon and her stars are taken to the bath;
Outside they beat the drums and played the pipes.
Oh bride, you will be my brother’s wife;
You will be the light of my old mother’s eyes:
You will kneel before my brother.
Speak to him word by word;
I am your husband’s sister.

The next day was whey-making day. They prepared yoghurt soup and sent it out to friends. The next night they
held Gowhar’s marriage ceremony and put henna on her. At midnight they placed a large tray of henna in the
bride’s hands. Members of the groom’s family came and each one took a fingerful of this sacred henna. They all
sang:
239

Henna, henna, it is henna,
How beautiful is the hena;
Don’t cover the bride’s hands
Before the groom can come and see.

The next day was the day for putting collyrium on the bride’s eyes and having the bridal shower. There was a
tray in the middle of the room where they had placed the bride’s jewelry and makeup. First they made Gowhar’s
black eyes even blacker and drew arched eyebrows above her eyes:
The little bridelet is skinny and long.
Her forehead has a place between the eyebrows
To touch for prayer;
The groom does ablutions for prayer at that altar.

The guests then began playing their parts, each tossing as much money into the tray as he could afford.
Someone sitting next to the tray called each donor by name and everyone clapped and chanted,
“He is too generous,”
“May God give her son a good marriage,” and
“May we feast on rice together when her baby is born.”
Everyone sang in unison:
A thousand bravos for her mother,
Who has such a jewel in her house.

Another night they took the groom to the public bath and thirty or forty of his friends stayed there with him all
night, feasting and drinking.
The next night was the night for taking the bride to the home of the groom. At sunset they undressed the bride
in the open air and poured sacred water that had been prayed over on her head. The guests were given dinner and
generous hospitality. The bridesmaids sat at the sofreh and beat tambourines, singing:
I am the host, the host
At the sofreh is a pomegranate flower:
Bring the bowl and ewer;
Bring the water pipe
With the silver mouthpiece.

After dinner they came to the groom’s house to get the bride. A girl with a small tray on her head holding a
chador and a pair of shoes turned around in a circle in the center of the room singing:
Dear mother,
Let’s go get the bride
Mother of our sister,
Let’s go get the bride

Then she put the tray on the floor and they made preparations to deliver the bride. They put a chador over
Gowhar’s head, and the bridesmaids sang:
Little bride like a china doll:
Where is the garden to take you to pick flowers?
Where’s the garden that will shade you,
A garden full of parsley and lilies

They slowly walked her to the groom’s house, holding lanterns and mirrors and beating tambourines without
singing. Near the groom’s house he came out to meet her. From a distance he tossed a pomegranate\fn{ A note reads:
The pomegranate has long been a ritual symbol of union between man and woman.In the Greek myth of Persephone, the daughter of Zeus
and Demeter, a pomegranate she had accepted from Hades became the basis for his claim to rights as her husband .}at the bride’s

breast, then fled.
Throughout these ceremonies the bride kept her head lowered, considering it her duty to perform them one by
one. She sighed with relief when each one ended, and then waited to perform the next one.
The bride’s family was proud that their daughter was beautiful and a source of dignity for them. They therefore
did not provide her with an elaborate dowry. They had prepared a box with a prayer carpet and a belt for each of
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the men and women in the groom’s family and sent it along with Gowhar. There was also a box containing
necessities, halvah, and various foods so there would be something in her house for guests, since she wouldn’t be
leaving it for awhile.
The seventh day was the groom’s day to receive the bride. They delivered the tray of gifts and collected the
money.
The excitement died down after these seven days passed, and silence prevailed in the household of the bride
and the groom. Gowhar was not allowed to leave the house for a year or two, because according to custom a bride
could not even visit her mother and father before having a child, and since Gowhar was still a child herself she did
not become a mother soon.
During this period she became thinner every day. She was not unhappy with her life, and claimed that her
husband liked her, but so what! A good husband with a bad mother-in-law wasn’t worth much. After Gowhar had
worn out her new, expensive clothes it was a long time before she got any new ones. Her husband was poor and
unable to keep his wife dressed in new cloth shoes and chadors all the time.
One day Gowhar grew up and got pregnant. She had the first, second, and third children, and each time the
problems and difficulties of having children became worse. All of her children were thin and sickly, and wandered
around in the gardens and fell down on the wet ground. The first one nursed the second one and the second one
nursed the third, and Gowhar didn’t know why her children were ailing and afflicted. She complained about her
smallest child’s illness and sometimes wished it was dead. In her own opinion she had given it every kind of
medical treatment possible; it was its fate to be sick. The child had had diarrhea for several months, but it refused
to stop eating green fruit or get up from the cold, wet ground. It had a protruding belly and its spidery legs
dragged its weak body along, but Gowhar thought it would survive.
Gowhar herself was becoming thinner, nursing her children and becoming weaker. Every year during the
Ramadan feast she fainted near sunset every day from weakness and broke the fast with a bite of bread and some
tea. She would fast again the next day. If she tried to skip the fast she would be lectured and scolded by her
mother-in-law, who threw the sin in her face every second.
Gowhar’s mother-in-law held absolute dominion over the household. Her husband Gholam’ali had no
discretion concerning his wife when his mother was around. If the mother-in-law provided food, the bride ate; if
she dressed her, she was clothed; otherwise, she remained hungry and naked.
Every time the mother-in-law looked angrily at Gowhar it frightened the girl out of her wits, but this
domination did not last long. The mother-in-law died, Gowhar breathed more easily, and even began to flourish in
time. Gholam’ali was not a bad man. He went about his business honorably and quietly and left Gowhar alone.
Because Gowhar was given control of the finances, with a small amount of savings and the help of her husband
she was able to put a new and improved face on their situation.
Gholam’ali, who had grown up with Gowhar, came of age for military service and refused to fulfill this heavy
obligation for a year or two. Finally, however, the military conscription official, who had no hopes that he would
volunteer, took him. Although his family tried to convince the military that he was responsible for a wife, three
children, and an old father, no one could get anywhere with them. Finally the military officials took Gholam’ali
away to the city and Gowhar became responsible for the family.
She was not a useless or incompetent woman, but in the end the man of the family is the breadwinner. Gowhar
did odd jobs around the village whenever she could, but her children and their illnesses did not allow her time to
work as much as her husband had done. Their garden and their farmland were thus taken away from them by the
landlord and turned over to somebody else. Gowhar lost all of her work and sold everything she had. Her mother
helped as much as she could, but their belongings weren’t worth enough to feed a family for long.
Gowhar was driven to beggary. Her clothing was worn out and her children were sick and barefoot. She
shuddered to think of another cold and hard Damavand winter, when everyone crawled into his cottage and never
left the fireside. The desire to survive the two years of her husband’s absence kept her alive and gave her strength,
however. Sometimes she got letters from Gholam’ali in which there were nothing but complaints. His letters
complained of poverty and said he was fed up with the cruelty of the officers, until one day he wrote to Gowhar
that he had become an orderly in the colonel’s house and that his work had become somewhat easier. He had no
complaints about being a servant, but because his boss was a thief he considered himself in hell.
Sometimes, when she got some little gift like a pair of stockings or a scarf from her husband, Gowhar thanked
God and felt proud because Gholam’ali was thinking of her and still loved her. She told her friends about this and
made them all envious.
During the last year, however, Gowhar gradually lost contact with her husband. No more gifts came, nor even
a letter. Gowhar could write, and she sent reproachful letters to her husband, but the answers were dry and unkind.
She never worried about this. She thought her husband’s work and hardships kept him from writing letters. She
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therefore kept waiting for the end of this torturous duty so she could resume life with her husband. She counted
the days, each of which seemed like a year to her, but she was normally calm and smiling. The sadness never
showed in her face.
Gholam’ali’s period of service ended. His friends came to Damavand and told Gowhar that Gholam’ali would
be arriving Thursday night, and Gowhar told her mother. Thursday night she washed and swept the house. She got
some money together, put on a broth, and sat waiting for him. Night fell. She kept the children up, promising
them that their father was corning with gifts for them. Around midnight someone knocked at the door. They all
jumped up. The children clapped their hands and shouted. It really was Gholam’ali, plumper and more handsome
than before. The hardships of the army and the separation from his wife and children had in no way caused him to
suffer or lose weight.
He was smiling and happy, but he was not alone. A woman and a ten-year-old girl were with him. Gowhar was
somewhat astonished at first, but she brought them in and served them, waiting for a chance to discover the status
of this woman and child.
In the course of conversation Gholam’ali said that they were the wife and child of a friend. Gowhar was
satisfied the rest of the evening. The next morning her mother, friends, and neighbors came to see Gholam’ali, but
they were all surprised to see a strange woman and child and whispered things to each other. Gowhar was too
busy to watch her guests, but sometimes she heard them say:
“The poor thing still doesn’t know. If she knew she’d die.”
One or two days passed. Gowhar saw that these guests, this woman and child, didn’t go anywhere. They stayed
in that same room. She gradually took to complaining and whining about serving these evil newcomers who had
become a barrier between her and her husband. One day she went to the bazaar wearing her chador. She
overheard a shopkeeper telling someone:
“Friend, did you hear about the souvenir our friend Gholam’ali brought back from Tehran? He’s taken a Tehran
woman for his wife who has a ten-year-old child by her other husband. He’s turned out to be quite a rascal. What
kind of behavior is that, bringing home someone else’s child, and undoubtedly an illegitimate one at that, and
keeping them in front of your wife and children?”
When Gowhar heard this the world went black before her eyes. Stumbling and crawling, she dragged herself to
her mother’s house and started crying. She beat herself against the floor so much that she passed out. Everyone
gathered around her, splashed her face and head with water, steeped borage, made an herbal tea with it, and fed
her until she came around somewhat.
She got better. She stayed at her mother’s house for a week or two to display her anger, but they all convinced
her that the children would die under the care of that other woman. She was persuaded to make the sacrifice of
going back to her husband’s house and starting over.
After much investigation, the neighborhood women learned that Kolsum was the Tehran wife of a man named
<…>\fn{The text has, probably incorrectly: Gholam’ali.} She had been employed in the colonel’s house and had fallen in
love with Gholam’ali. She had given him whatever she earned, fed him whatever she stole, fattened him, and
attached herself to him, along with a child she had had elsewhere. She had made him love her with smooth and
gentle speech, and had come with him to Damavand to become a thorn in poor Gowhar’s side.
Gowhar suffered, and moaned constantly about her husband’s unkindness. Gholam’ali no longer paid her any
attention nor considered himself responsible for her children. There was just him and his forty-year-old wife. He
gave her whatever he earned, and all his kindness and affection. Gowhar and her children were deprived of every
kind of affection and supervision. The basis for the warm and kindly life they had known for several years was
gone. Nothing remained in that house except poverty, stinginess, unkindness, and frustration. Gowhar constantly
burned with jealousy, because she loved Gholam’ali and longed to spend a night at his side. However, although
she knew she had lost this precious treasure, she was afraid of seeming ungrateful. She usually told herself,
“A man can’t get along with only one woman, but he ought to take care of them. This man can’t even afford to
buy himself a couple of shirts, but he wants to feed two wives and four children. God, my children are going to
bed at night without supper and this fellow doesn’t give a damn.”
Everyone thought that Kolsum had cast a spell to make Gholam’ali forget Gowhar and put herself in Gowhar’s
place. On the advice of various other people, Gowhar would eat certain things, and even feed things to her rival
wife that might make him forget her so she could regain her original place. Gowhar’s neighbors, however, seeing
that these measures had no effect, finally decided that Kolsum’s magic was better than hers and that there was no
point in trying to cast spells on her.
Gowhar no longer had any desire to stay at home and look at the face of her rival wife from Tehran. She spent
most of her time visiting her mother and friends, staying with them until night. She cried every time it was time to
leave them and go back home.
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Gowhar made people weary with her complaining, and they all gradually' took to ignoring her without
following up on what she said. This heedlessness angered her, and she accused them all of collaborating with her
husband and supporting her rival wife. She turned away from everyone, even cursing her mother.
If the people saw someone in the shadows of the willow trees along the dark alleys at sunset, crying loudly
Little bride like a china doll
Where is the garden to take you to pick flowers?
They take the moon and star to the bath;
They beat the drums and gongs outside.
Oh bride, who are you, my master?
Give me a kiss from that comer of your lips.

they knew right away it was Gowhar, who was now a vagrant in the alleys. Gowhar laughed sometimes, so loudly
that the others were stopped cold, and sometimes she cried so much that people felt sorry for her. Thursday
evenings she would light a candle and read the Qu’ran, asking God to drive away this evil. She would go to the
fortune teller, have her fortune told, and make covenants with the descendants of the imams.\fn{ A note reads: It is a
common practice among the Shia Muslims of Iran and elsewhere to ask one of the twelve imams of the faith in their prayers to intercede
with God on their behalf to help them solve a problem, and the request is usually accompanied with a promised good deed, such as a feast
for poor people, if the problem is solved. Such covenants are particularly popular as a part of a pilgrimage to the grave of an imam .}

Like most villagers living in nature, Gowhar knew nothing of its grandeur and beauty. She could comprehend
nothing of the dancing of the trees in the wind, the majesty of the mountains, the silence of rivers, and the purity
of the sky. Sometimes, however, she could be seen sitting by the riverside, taking up fistfuls of sand and angrily
tossing them into dthe water. She would mumble:
Oh bride with the braided hair;
With one end of your mouth
Please kiss me;
God knows that a mescal
Of those kisses is worth plenty

Sometimes she would see a city woman and curse her. She often beat her children to death. Others stepped in
and saved them from her clutches.
Gowhar would say,
“One day soon I’ll be rid of this rival wife. I had a dream where someone saved me. In another week
Gholam’ali will divorce her and send her back to Tehran. Then he’ll come to me. He’ll buy me a blouse and
stockings, and kiss my children. I’ll be his favorite. Then I’ll take his hand and I won’t let them draft him again. I
had a dream. Next Thursday night.”
The next week the people of Damavand were telling each other with pity and concern that Gowhar had gone
insane. The poor thing was only twenty years old.
12.7 The First Day In The Grave\fn{by Sadiq Chubak (1916-1998)} Bushehr, Bushehr Province, Iran (M) 9
And now the autumn sun was almost pleasant. Summer had sucked out its strength and life-blood, licked the
color from its face, and left it. In summer the planes and maples, which were planted all.the way from the foot of
the walls to the vast pool in the middle of the garden, had not allowed a drop of sunshine to reach the earth. But
now, pale and losing their leaves under the autumnal morning sun, they leaned against the sky, numb and tired,
drinking the luke-warm sun, too weak to spread their canvas of leaves under its rays.\fn{ This short story is preceded by
the following quotation from Ecclesiastes III:19-22: For that which befalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts; even one thing befalleth
them: as the one dieth, so dieth the other; yea, they have all one breath; so that a man hath no preeminence above a beast: for all is vanity.
All go unto one place; all are of the dust, and all turn to dust again. Who knoweth the spirit of man that goeth upward, and the spirit of the
beast that goeth downward to the earth? Wherefore I perceive that there is nothing better, than that a man should rejoice in his own works;
for that is his portion: for who shall bring him to see what shall be after him? Metzger & Murphy’s translation renders III:16-22 as follows:
Moreover I saw under the sun that in the place of justice, wickedness was there, and in the place of righteousness, wickedness was there as
well. I said in my heart, God will jusge the righteous and the wicked, for he has appointed a time for every matter, and for every work. I
said in my heart with regard to human beings that God is testing them to show that they are but animals. For the fate of humans and the
fate of animals is the same; as one dies, so dies the other. They all have the same breath, and humans have no advantage over the animals;
for all is vanity. All go to one place; all are from the dust, and all turn to dust again. Who knows whether the human spirit goes upward and
the spirit of animals goes downward to the earth? So I saw that there is nothing better than that all should enjoy their work, for that is their
lot; who can bring them to see what will be after them? The editor of Ecclesiastes—or perhaps one of his students—was responsible for the
superscription that identifies him as “son of David,” and hence the work was for long uncritically attributed to Solomon (King of Israel,
961-922BC). But the late language (close to the style of the Mishnah, that part of the Talmud that contains laws and regulations, and which
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was formed after the Hebrew Scriptures were largely completed), together with the general tenor of the work, make this attribution virtually
impossible. It is also known that it was one of the latest books to be admitted to the Hebrew canon of scripture; and even then, it was placed
as the very last book in the Megilloth, the third and latest section of the Old Testament canon. A date of composition of around 300BC is
likely. Many scholars remain satisfied with the unity of the book; but the occasional passages which are out of harmony with its general
pessimism are treated by many opthers as later interpolations in the interests of orthodoxy and canonicity. That its original author might not
have been an ecclesiastic, or perhaps not even officially connected with the Temple at all, is suggested by its Hebrew title, “Qoheleth”, a
word which in the Authorized Version and the Revised Version of the Old Testament is translated not quite satisfactorialy as “the Preacher,”
the probable meaning of the Hebrew word being merely “a speaker in an assembly.” There have been many attempts, both Jewish and
Christian, to interpret the work so as to bring its teaching into accord with orthodox ethical principles; but along these lines, it may be
significant that no direct quotions from it occur anywhere in the New Testament .}

Hadj Mo’tamed was taking his morning walk around the pool, aided by his walking stick. Everyday, morning
and evening, he walked around the pool until he was exhausted. The pool was beautiful. It was vast. The
quadrangle surface was covered thickly with waterlillies, leaf lying upon leaf, and flowers resting side by side. In
its center pure well-water bubbled from a generous subterranean canal that quenched the thirst of the ten thousand
square meter garden all year round.
The garden was in Absardar. Hadj Mo’tamed had bought it forty-five years ago. In it, he had built a big house
with separate quarters for men and women, a hall, a guest-house, a bath, a servants’ quarter, and a stable. He was
only forty then and strong as an ox, not like now, when he was as feeble as the setting sun.
Near the pool was a low wooden platform bordered by short, delicately carved wooden bars and covered by a
fine, deep red, paisley Kashan rug. On it stood a cut-glass Fath’alishah waterpipe with a beaded, emerald-green
bowl, and a silk hose embroidered with pearls. A crystal tea-glass and an enamel sugar-bowl were on a silver tray,
next to a leather-bound volume of Hafiz.\fn{ The Persian Sufi poet and teacher of the Qu’ran (1325?-1389?) born in Shiraz,
whose work of more than 500 poems was collected under the title Divan, and translated into English in 1891.}
Hadji would sit here after the evening prayer all by himself, and drink arrack. His nocturnal drinking was a
long-standing custom. They would fix him a tray of toasted sangak bread with yogurt and spinach, yogurt and
cardoons, boiled lima beans, mashed meat, cheese with mint and greens, oryogurt and cucumbers, according to
the season. An unchanging part of the tray was a crystal decanter of strong arrack in which a whole citron floated.
The tray was his panacea. He would take hours, sipping the arrack slowly in the light of a single candle which
spread its rays through a crystal globe. Now and then he would quietly hum a line of poetry.
He drank a lot in his youth, but now he barely had more than two or three drinks. This solitary drinking was his
only joy.
Hadji had finished his tea, smoked his waterpipe, and read his Hafiz. Now he was walking slowly, aided by his
walking stick, his rosary in his hand.\fn{ Only the Jews, it seems, among the Five Monotheisms and Buddhism, possess no
rosary.}
“I wait on the shore of the sea of extinction; Hurry, Cupbearer, for the lip is not far from the mouth,” he sang
quietly, his voice roughened by asthma. “Time to sing the swan-song and say good-by to all this luxury,” he
mused. “Eighty or ninety years! Where did it all go? What came of it? What did I gain from all that struggle? It
was a dream. A dream, full of fear. And this is the end. For what? Life!”
He stopped before a majestic plane tree.
“I must start saying good by to you. Do you know who planted you? I know I don’t. When I bought this garden
you were here just like you’re now. A lot of other trees were here too. Some didn’t survive. You and a few others
did. But your time will come, too. I don’t know how old you are. A hundred years? Five hundred? Who knows. If
they leave you alone maybe you’ll live to be a thousand, like the plane in Imamzadeh Saleh. But what then?
You’ve got to go. You send your roots down, you eat our hearts and guts, and you get bigger until your turn
comes. Who knows, maybe some day they’ll build a street here, with dingy shops and radios screaming all day
long. I bet the minute I die the bastards will take the pick and cut the garden to shreds and each take a piece. They
won’t give a damn about you. Then where will I be? Where will you be? We all travel the same path. Your father
could become my coffin, and you my children’s.”
A fresh, half-open tea rose on a straight green stem caught his eye. The wide petals curled out, like lips open in
a smile.
“What are you up to? Do you think your beauty could console me? Do you know what shape you’ll be in this
time tomorow? Even if I set someone to guard you so no one picks you, you’ll wither. Your petals will fall, and
bugs will tear up your heart. But you’re lucky. You don’t know what’s waiting for you. You’re proud and you
show off to the garden, but I know you’re only an overnight guest. No. I lost hope in life little by little in these
eight or nine decades. You can'’ change that. The well has gone dry and digging won’t help. But the thought of not
seeing you next spring scares me. You’ll bloom again, and people will look at you, but I won’t be here to see you.
You won’t smile at me. You can’t give me hope, but I’m used to you: who knows, maybe they’ll put you on my
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grave.
The rose is deaf, prize its company;
It enters and leaves the garden in haste.

“Why are you prized? Why loved? So they’d put you on my grave? I wish you’d never come into the garden,
so you’d never have to leave. You all sow separation and death in my heart. I wish I didn’t have any of you. No
house, no land, no garden, no tree, no flower, no wife, no child, no grandchild—then I’d have no sorrow.”
The steward, born and bred in Hadji’s household, appeared through the trees, bowing respectfully as he
approached. When he reached Hadji, he bowed to the ground and stood before him, folding his arms on his breast.
He was lean and had a shrewd, boney face. Hadj Agha was taken by surprise. He turned from the tea rose and
fixed his questioning eyes on the steward’s sad face.
“Sir, the burial place is ready. When will you honor the site with your presence?”
He bent down his head. His voice still rang in his own ear when Hadji shouted.
“You son-of-a-bitch! Honor the site, indeed! Are you asking when I’ll die, so they’ll take me there?”
“Sir, I’d sooner lose my speech than be so presumptuous. I meant to ask you when you wanted to see the
structure.”
“Today. This afternoon. Now, go.”
The steward took a few steps backwards, still facing Hadji and bowing constantly, then left. Hadj Agha turned
to the tea rose.
“Did you hear what he said? The burial place is ready. My burial place. Do you now see the difference between
us? I know my grave is ready, but you know nothing about yours. My whole life the thought of this grave has
melted me down like a candle. But you stand there without a care, oblivious. That’s why you’re loved. You’re
loved because you’re innocent. Now I must find out what kind of hell this hole is.”
*
Hadj Mo’tamed's family tree began with himself. No one knew his parents, not even himself. He had never
seen them, and no one had ever told him who they were, or what they did. His early years were in Borujerd. He
did not know who had taken care of him. He vaguely remembered begging and hanging about in the streets. But
he recalled his apprenticeship quite well. He was ten or fifteen then. That was a long time ago. Later he joined the
Sultan’s staff. He became an officer, a steward, and finally earned a title and governorship and joined the ranks of
the great. He bought so much land and so many villages that he lost track of them. He became one of the
established rich and no one dared to bring up his origin.
He had confined himself to his house for many years now. In the beginning, every once in a while he would
attend the memorial service of a friend, or the religious gathering during the Ashura\fn{A note reads: An annual period
of mourning for Muslims.} at the house of his friend and next door neighbor, Jalal ul-Sultan. But he had given up
attending even these functions. Now his next door neighbors were strangers to him. The houses had changed
hands several times. Some of them had been replaced by shops and stores, or had made room for roads; strange
tall buildings with florescent lights and noisy radios had taken the place of others. The new face of the
neighborhood was hateful to him.
Hadji had seven sons each of whom had two or three wives and half a dozen children. Once a year, on New
Year’s Day, his sons reluctantly paid him a visit only to observe the tradition. Hadji’s sons, their brides, the grand
and great grandchildren would crowd the house and their noise would drive Hadji to distraction. They would all
kiss Hadji’s hand. Unwillingly, he would give each grown-up a gold coin, and each child a silver coin. That was
the limit of Hadji’s generosity to his sons: a gold coin once a year.
This year, Hadji had been sitting at the pool in his fur cloak, smoking the waterpipe and watching the children,
who had invaded the garden and were plundering the blossoms. An eight or nine year old boy was sailing a paper
boat in the pool. Hadji had not recognized him and had asked the steward who the boy was.
“Sir, he is Agha Taghi’s son by the daughter of Mash Akbar, the rice merchant,” the steward had said.
Hadji had frowned and ordered the steward to send the boy away from the pool. Agha Taghi was his second
son and had several wives. Hadji Agha disliked him more than his other sons.
Hadji Agha and his only wife, Hadjiyeh Khanom, lived in the vast garden in the shadow of its tall, ancient
trees and were attended to by a host of servants and maids. But husband and wife were bitter enemies. They lived
at opposite ends of the garden and did not see each other from year to year. Hadjiyeh Khanom had been an invalid
for many years and could not move by herself. In spite of fifty years of marriage and seven children, Hadji and his
wife could not bear each other's sight. Hadjiyeh had nothing but curses for her husband. The two never met face
to face or sent each other messages. The sons lived their own lives and hated one another. Because of his strange
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habits, Hadji’s neighbors referred to him as “Crazy Hadji.” He had heard this nickname and attributed its origin to
Hadjiyeh’s evil tongue.
The steward ran the house in such a way that it was unnecessary for the husband and wife to come in contact.
With his innate intelligence and his shrewdness acquired through experience, he had succeeded in keeping both
happy, and, having his wits about him, had caught large fish in muddy waters. He had secretly put aside a
handsome sum of money for himself.
Hadji’s newly built burial place bathed in the dying afternoon sun, in a secluded corner of the courtyard. Gol
Agha was sweeping the courtyard, gathering the twisted plane leaves, and preparing the burial place for Hadji’s
visit. Bent double, she had been sweeping for a long time and was tired. She took a deep breath and stood erect.
She switched the broom to her other hand and began to scratch her body. Under her dress, which was stiff with
sweat and dirt, her skin was covered with sores. Her face and the back of her neck were also full of sores. She had
had them for a long time and had tried to cure them at first, but had left them alone when she was told they were
only eczema. She would take barberry juice, which she thought beneficial, whenever she could to cure them; but
so far it had failed. The sores were dry and itched constantly. Theskin around them peeled in thin layers.
“When the damn thing starts itching it makes me wish I were dead,” she thought. “You’d think I was a leper,
the way everybody avoids me. They tell me I got syphilis, chancre, pox, what not.”
She put the broom down and began to fill the burlap sack with leaves.
“What a season! You keep gathering the leaves, and they fall again like rain. God wouldn’t let them fall if
they’d <be of> any use. I’d like to know why it doesn’t rain money instead. Would that be against the Koran? I
wonder why old people kick the bucket in autumn and winter. Hadji is very old and he’s got his grave ready.
Maybe it’s time for him to go. God knows best. He’s got a lot of heirs. There’ll be plenty of rice and halva for a
few days. But God fbrbid! He’s not a bad man. Who knows, his sons probably won’t give me even the little he
gives.”
The site had not been a burial place originally. On it once stood two shops, belonging to an engraver and a pencase maker, and a small courtyard filled with lumber. Hadji was happy that he had built his tomb on virgin land.
He had bought the site dearly, had cleared it, and built a resting place for himself and his family. But during the
time the burial place was under construction, he had not wanted to visit it even once, and it had been completed
without his supervision.
Gol Agha was sitting on the doorstep at the entrance of the tomb, grown impatient at the crows’ noise. A
cluster of crows stained the sky like a dark cloud. She wished Hadji would come and leave soon, so that she could
go to the coffee house and smoke opium, drink strong tea and listen to the story-teller.
“The sly Dervish!” she thought. “Last night he put off Sohrab’s death for tonight. I don’t think he’ll get to it
even tonight. He’ll go on milking us all he can, before he does.”
Then she saw Hadji in the distance, jumped to her feet, and stood with her arms folded on her breast, bowing
again and again.
Fat and of medium height, Hadji arrived at the burial place, followed by the lean steward. He stopped, placed
his walking stick behind him, gripping its silver-sheathed head with both hands and leaning against it. He was
breathing hard. His eyes hovered over the tomb as the sound of his asthmatic breath and palpitating heart beat
against his ear-drums. Five years ago he had liked and bought the site: Now that it had been transformed into a
burial place, whose first guest he knew would be himself, he disliked it. He looked at the tiles and the frieze.
Lines from the Koran were inscribed in fine hand above the entrance.
All shall taste of death.
He read the line several times and his stomach sank. The frieze was well done, but the windows were small and
low, blocked by metal bars. They looked dreary. Hadji could not breathe.
“Why are the windows so small and low?” he asked the steward without looking at him. “With this strong
brick wall you could’ve made the windows much larger. A southern exposure must have large windows. The place
looks like a jail.”
He turned his head slowly and looked at the door and the walls. His mouth was dry.
Ordinarily, Hadji would not have dropped the matter so easily. It was unusual for him to speak softly, without
cussing and using obscenities, especially when dissatisfied with something. But now that he had seen the tomb
and knew his death was near, he was in no mood to make a fuss. The steward, who knew Hadji’s temper, thought
it best not to answer him. Silence buried Hadji’s words. As if awakened from a deep sleep he mused:
“A faultfinder even here! You’ll sleep in the grave—what difference will the size of the window make?” Then
he thought, “What are you saying! I paid all that money for this hole. My dignity depends on it. They’ll all come
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to see it tomorrow, enemies and friends. I want something decent.”
“Well, the outside isn’t much, let’s see what the inside looks like,” he said aloud, as he crossed the narrow
corridor and entered the tomb.
He looked for his grave, which he had ordered to be dug. The open mouth of the grave—the only one yet—
sent shivers down his back. A cold sweat broke on his forehead and the back of his neck. It was as if they had
erected a gallows to hang him. This was the grave he had prepared for himself. At its head a green slab of marble
leaned against the wall, the inscribed side facing it.
“Turn it the other way. Let’s see what it looks like,” he said to the steward gently.
The stone was light and thin.
God is living and does not die.
Here lies the forgiven, cleansed, resident of heaven
al-Hadj Ali-Akbar Mo’tamed ul-Saltanah,
died in the month of
The Arabic inscription was in fine hand, the date left blank.
“The stone will weigh a ton on my chest and take my breath away,” he thought. “People will read the
inscription and admire the handwriting. Maybe they’ll say a prayer for me. But what good will that do? This is the
end. They stuff you into a hole with no way out. ‘Resident of heaven!’ What optimism! Ridiculous! He doesn’t
care what we say. He does what He wants. I should’ve told them to write ‘Resident of hell.’ I wonder what date
will fill the blank. What day. Well, I won’t be here to read it.”
The monument was spacious. The windows looked even smaller inside. They were tightly shut. The stuffy,
dank air burned his nostrils. He turned suddenly, afraid that the steward had left him there alone, and was
heartened by his presence.
“It’s quite roomy. I didn’t think it would turn out this big. There are two rooms upstairs, aren’t there?” Hadji
asked after a few phlegmy coughs. He was trying to hide his discomfort. He knew well there were two rooms
upstairs; he had ordered them himself. The builder had showed him the floor plan and explained it to him many
times.
“Yes, Sir,” the steward had answered respectfully. “One for men, one for women. There’s also a pantry for tea
and water-pipe.” He was about to add “for the mourners,” but stopped himself. He feared Hadji like a dog.
Something clawed at Hadji’s heart. A heavy pain wrung his insides. He stared at the grave, thinking:
“When I’m gone, they’ll come here, drink my tea, smoke my waterpipe and eat my halva, cursing me in their
hearts. The world will go on without me.”
Nothing was lacking, before we came;
When we depart, it’ll be the same.

“Tsk-tsk! This is my grave. My life ends here. I’ll have to sleep here, food for worms.”
He turned from the grave and glanced at the ceiling, the walls, and the door in terror. The monument had
turned into a single stifling grave. He wanted to escape. He went to the narrow verandah which led to a courtyard
behind the monument. He stopped and glanced around him. The veranda was narrow and long; borne by two
columns with Jamshidi cornices. Under a tall pine in the courtyard was a small pool. The courtyard itself was
small, half the size of the tomb. A toilet with a crooked tin roof and a leaky wall, which, made Hadji uneasy, was
at its other end. From the adjacent garden, dusty medlar branches intruded over the wall. Their unripe, wormeaten fruit clawed at Hadji’s heart.
Suddenly a host of crows rushed at the pine tree, chasing one another. The pine shook and filled up with their
noise. Dry needles fell over the courtyard. Then the crows flew away, their croaking leaving black spots in the
sky.
He felt a weight over his heart. His skin had stretched; something wanted to get out but could find no escape.
His knees trembled; he was about to fall. With the aid of his walking stick he reached one of the columns and held
onto it. Everything was dizzily turning. A painful loneliness had separated him from life. His mind was overcome
by a sleepy forgetfulness. He closed his eyes.
“Where’s your courage?” he thought. “Who knows. Maybe you’ll live to be a hundred and twenty. It isn’t
impossible. See! I lied to the tea rose. Hope is still there. It hasn’t dried up. Yes. Lots of people have lived a
hundred and twenty years. I’m feeling better now. I guess I’m a little bilious.”
He went back into the tomb. His grave yawned before him. He leaned against the wall, afraid of being alone.
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Yet, he asked the steward to leave.
“I want to be alone for a bit,” he said. “Go and close the door behind you. Don’t let anyone in. I’ll leave when
I’m done. I have to get used to the place.”
The steward bowed and left.
The dry sound of the latch cut his breath short. His eyes traced the steward’s steps. He looked at the ground,
thinking of the silence and loneliness inside the monument. Near the ceiling, the walls ended in a tile inscription
with lines from the Koran elegantly written in white against a navy background.
“It’s quite roomy,” he consoled himself. “There’s room enough for me, Hadjiyeh, Hasan, Hosein, Ahmad,
Taghi, Mahmud, Sa'id, and all their offspring. The rest don’t concern me, and those who’ll come later will have to
fend for themselves. We didn’t get along in life, but here we’ll lie side by side, embracing. I hope the graves won’t
open up into each other, otherwise that vicious Hadjiyeh won’t leave me alone even here. She should be buried at
the other end. I’ll mention that in my will.”
Long, narrow, and deep the grave sank in the ground. It looked like a country outhouse. Its walls and floor
were lined with bricks which were not cemented, for they would have to be removed before interment. He leaned
against the wall, at the head of the grave.
“They’ll remove the bricks and lay me on the dirt. Come, opening your mouth like that! There’s nothing new
about you. Your mouth has been open at my feet my whole life. Now I’ve to sleep in you. We’ll have to get used
to each other, become friends. You’ll be my future house. I’ll have to lie down here until the Day of Judgment.”
He propped his walking stick against the wall, hesitantly crossed the two yards between thewall and the grave,
and sat down slowly, his legs hanging into the grave. His feet were a long distance from the bottom. He tried to
estimate the distance.
“After they remove the bottom bricks it will be even deeper. What difference does it make how deep?”
Suddenly he looked at the door. It was closed, solemn, frowning. Copper filaments of sunshine entered through
the windows, dyeing the inscription a ghostly gray. He no longer wanted to look at the dark inside of the grave.
He closed his eyes.
The vicissitude of Fortune is common;
But your judgment, O Lord, will not change.

Eighty, ninety years! It was like yesterday! I’m lucky I’ve a grave and a tomb with a burning light. There are
many who don’t. But what’s the difference? When they stuff me in there, what use is a tomb or a light? I hope at
least they spare me any punishment in the other world. Haven’t I suffered enough here? Is there any punishment
worse than life itself? I’ve known nothing but torment since I can remember. But this is just the beginning. Lord,
I’ve a long way ahead of me!”
His nostrils burned and his eyes grew moist. He blew his nose into the grave and shook the slippery mucus
from his fingers. He wiped his eyes with his fur cloak, his heart-beat echoing in his temples.
“What was life all about? Enough! Whatever it was, it’s over. Over in the blinking of an eye. All was torment.
Both when I begged in the alleys of Borujerd and now that I’ve made my millions. What came of it all? Seven
sons, each meaner and more ungrateful than the next. And I was cruel. I killed. I took people’s property. And I
prayed, fasted, and wept. What for? I see my life wasn’t worth a red cent.”
His thick, white mustache reached the corners of his mouth and a short growth covered his face. His wrinkled
skin was an unhealthy brown. His large eyes were bloodshot, but his eyesight was still good. His silky white hair
stuck out of his sheep-skin hat in shiny threads. He had a large head and large ears. His face had harbored a frown
for many years.
His eyes became accustomed to! the grave's darkness.
“How deep it is! They must dig deeper than one’s height, they say, so the stench won’t get out. I should sit in
there one night and drink arrack. Then I’ll get used to it. The grave must get used to me too. This is my future
house. I must get used to it. Trusting in you, O Lord. In the name of God.”
He began to slip into the grave, supporting himself on his hands. His shoulders ached.
“I wish I’d taken my walking stick. I can’t take a single step.”
He stood in the grave, the edge far above his head. Terror struck him. The bottom of the grave was quite
visible. He was at a loss how to lie down in the grave. He removed his false teeth and stuffed them in his vest
pocket.
“O Lord, you know what I suffered for every single one of my thirty-two teeth when they were pulled. I almost
died. Do you think life’s joys are worth that kind of pain? His face was now smaller; the upper lip tight against the
lower lip, the cheek bones prominent, the nose extended downward. He sat in the grave, then lay down, as if
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governed by a will not his own. The smell of lime burned his nostrils. The bottom seemed narrower than the top.
The monument’s ceiling seemed very high. It pressed heavily on his heart. He noticed the iron beams in the
ceiling under the plaster.
“Four number 16 iron beams! What for? How many floors were they planning to build? Well, it can’t hurt. If
they get a big crowd in the upper rooms, the ceiling won’t collapse. The hell with it if it does. I won’t be alive
then.”
He stared at the ceiling. The grave seemed as deep as a well. He was far below the floor level. His body turned
cold.
“I guess I really must call it quits. I never took it seriously till now. What did I gain in this life? I don’t want to
die and be stuffed into this hole like a dog. A life full of torment, made hell by fear of death, ending in such an
insult. Is there an insult worse than death? I haven’t finished my work yet. I’ve a lot to do. I must sort out a trunk
full of papers and tear up half the stuff. I don’t know what the court will decide about my real estate in
Kermanshah. Sons-of-bitches! They gave me such a hard time. I must see to my property. I could never bring
myself to make a will. I kept putting it off. How much longer can I do that? I have to divide everything among
these sons-of-bitches with my own hands. They’ll take everything and shit on my grave.”
The rough earth hurt his back, but his head rested comfortably on the sheep skin hat and his neck and
shoulders did not touch the ground. He had always liked a high pillow. He slept on a high pillow at night. But the
ground felt unfamiliar.
“One doesn’t feel these things then. How will it come? Is it like falling asleep—when one doesn’t feel
anything? I don’t think so. We kid ourselves. All our lives we know we’ll die, and we know we’re dying the
moment death comes, and, worst of all, when we die, we know we are dead and cut off from the living. We feel
the separation at the moment of death. One has to leave everything. I’ll be truthful. I have no love for my wife or
any of my children. But I’ve grown used to this house, the trees, the pool, my clothes. It’s hard to leave the sun,
the moon, the stars, the spring, summer, autumn, winter, the clouds, the snow, the wind, the rain; most of all, it’s
hard for me to leave myself. I think you remain aware of your surroundings until they put you in the grave. They
say when they put the heavy rock over your breast and pour the dirt over it and fill the grave, you jump up and
yell, ‘Take me with you! Don’t leave me here!’ Then your head hits the rock and breaks, and that’s the beginning.
The beginning of a new world. The angels will test your knowledge of religion. Then the fiery club, the flames of
hell, and eternal punishment. How long does it take before they decide where to send you, to heaven or hell? Do I
have to wait till the Day of Judgment? What will I do till then? Just lie down? Or will I be tortured? And what
about the righteous? Do their souls wander until the Day of Judgment before they go to heaven? Forgive me,
Lord, but your territory seems to be as helter skelter as ours. I can’t figure how it works. Maybe the archangel will
blow his horn tomorrow. No one knows but you. Why should I lie, Lord? I’m really afraid of you. I’m not certain
you exist. With this uncertainty you’ve put in our hearts, you’ve dragged the world to war and bloodshed. Who
has seen you? How can you be nothing and everything? You’ve sent all these prophets, they say one hundred and
twenty four thousand of them, to prove that you exist. But you know well not one of them has proved that. We
haven’t much of a choice. You sent the Prophet to earth, gave him a sword and said, ‘If they believe, well and
good; if not, their lives and property are yours.’ Why? Isn’t everybody your creature?”
He is not compound, material, visible or confined in space;
He has no partner, the mighty Lord beyond mind’s grasp.

“I for one haven’t been able to know you from this description. The description itself shows that such a being
can’t exist.\fn{No; it simply offers a description of that which cannot be described, confessing at the same time its own inadequacy to
do so.} I don’t know whether you exist or not. But because I’m afraid of you, because I shake with rage, I force
myself to believe you exist. I say to myself, if there’s a God, let Him be; if not, I haven’t lost anything. I’m afraid
of you because I’m accustomed to your fear. O Lord, I know my sins are too many; too many even for your
boundless mercy. I’m too guilty to ask for forgiveness. You know I’ve killed, not one or two, but nine people. But
you also know I couldn’t help it. What I regret most is that I didn’t even know them and they hadn’t done me any
wrong. They were probably good people. You’re the Omniscient and know who prompted me to it. Do you
remember? You had a small god on earth, he was a prince, and I was his servant, not yours. I was young and
ignorant. I’d suffered so much cruelty from people that I’d become like them. But why should a prince, your agent
on earth, commit murder? I don’t understand. He killed a thousand. Whose fault was that? Forgive me, Lord,
could anyone kill a louse if you didn’t want him to?
“Take that poor girl, bless her soul, whom I ruined—the daughter of Mashdi Abbas, the corn dealer. Was it my
fault? Was it her father’s fault? He left her in my care when he died. But his shroud wasn’t yet dry when I slept
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with the girl, got her pregnant, and robbed her of everything she had. You know how sorry I was for her later. But
it was her fault not mine when later she ran away from my house to the brothel. Then I couldn’t take her back.
Now that I think about it I wasn’t guilty in seducing her. I was young; she was young, too, and beautiful. I’d never
seen such a lovely woman. I wanted her and she wanted me. We were like fire and cotton; the two of us. You
know how I grew to love her after I slept with her. I was mad with love for her. I wanted to marry her. But when
her belly began to rise, she ran away, straight to the brothel, afraid of what people would do to her. If I’d known
where she had gone right away, I would’ve brought her back before anyone had touched her. But it was a week
before I found out and by then she was like a rotten fruit. When she disappeared, I thought she had killed herself. I
asked after her, but no one knew where she was. I had all the wells and pools searched. Finally, she turned up in
the brothel. Still, I went there after her. Everybody found out about us and I was disgraced. She had aborted the
child. Her eyebrows plucked, her face rouged and powdered, she spread herself under one mule-driver after
another. She was no good any more. ‘Why the hell did you do this?’ I asked her. ‘People made me feel so
ashamed, I couldn’t face them any more,’ she said. But this wasn’t my fault; it wasn’t her fault either. You
consider both of us sinners. But we would have never met if you hadn’t willed it. You’re responsible. But let me
pay for her sin as well as mine. She was innocent. I was responsible. No. You and I were responsible. If you’re
just, you’ll take responsibility for this sin. I wish I knew where she is now. I’d go to her. She was a good girl. Let
all her sins be mine and give her credit for all my fasting and praying. All of it. If I could find her I’d give her all
my possessions. I want you to know I never loved anyone as much as her! At first she became loathsome to me.
But now, after all these years, I love her the way I did in the beginning. Could my pilgrimages to Mecca and
Karbala\fn{Karbala is a city in central Iraq, after Mecca the holiest of the centers of pilgrimage for the Shiias .} wash away her sin?
All my sins together are not as bad as the way I treated that helpless girl. This sin has weighed heavily on my
conscience. Aren’t the tortures of this life enough? Must we burn in hell, too? Don’t we burn enough here? Do
you need to invent all those punishments for us to look forward to? You sit up there and take notes in your book.
Did you write that she was like an angel? She was engaged. You sent cholera and killed off her parents, her young
man, and thousands more. Then she was left with me and what shouldn’t have happened did.
“All those innocent people you wiped out that year. The dead piled up in the street like garbage. You keep
preaching, ‘You are all mortal.’ ‘You must leave everything and depart,’ you say. We keep burying our friends, our
loved-ones, our relatives—the wolf gets the sheep one by one. And they continue grazing peacefully.You sit up
there and watch, and we can’t do a thing. Tell me, don’t you have a god to answer to? Don’t you have to explain
why you do away with so many people? You know my life. What was it, except pain and torment? I never had a
will of my own. Consider the Prince. He had money and land, and was a ruler. People’s lives and possessions
were in his power. He could say just one word and have a hundred people hanged. How many people do you think
he killed? How many virgins did he rape? Didn’t they belong to you? Their only sin was that they had no power,
no free will. They were captives. Why did you create a prince whose food was human blood? Remember how he
had the heart of that Hadji plucked out as he was still alive, because he had complained about him to the king?
And what happened to the Prince? He died peacefully in his soft, warm bed, surrounded by his wives and
children, and was buried in Najaf. His offspring divided his possessions among themselves, and nothing happened
to any of them.
“I don’t want to bring up other people; they’ll have to answer for themselves. I don’t know what you’re going
to do with me. You’re the boss. I can’t stop you. You can do with me as you please. I’ve always been your captive.
I had no will of my own. Whatever I did was with your will and your help. If there is to be punisrment, it must be
for both of us. You aren’t going to leave this world pure and unstained. You’re happy that you’ll live forever to do
unlimited injustice. It hasn’t occurred to you that your immortality is worse than our mortality. We die and after a
while our names, and our vices and virtues are forgotten. Think of yourself: generation after generation will taste
your injustice and pass away. And this shall be eternal damnation upon you. In case you’re interested, everybody
hates you. They flatter you and bow before you because they’re afraid of you. But in their hearts, they curse you.
“Man is a strange animal. Forgive me, I’m talking too much. Forgive me, Lord, I have committed a thousand
sins, but I guess I was never able to talk to you until today. I talk to you in my prayers every day, but not the way
I’d like to. I speak in Arabic, without understanding what I say. I wish I could open my heart to you like this. But I
was told the daily prayer included all of this. So I say my prayers, but they never satisfy me. I don’t know what I
am saying when I pray. And I have a lot to tell you, things that aren’t found in the prayer. Sin weighs on my heart
like a mountain. Why should you understand Arabic only? Lord, let me speak to you in my own language. I have
a lot to tell you, to tell you in this world—there may not be time in the next, with all those crowds on the Day of
Judgment and the sun descending as low as one’s head. I couldn’t talk to you then. Who knows, maybe on that
day you’ll speak a language even harder than Arabic, and we won’t understand a word. You run the show. Always
have. Maybe after death I’ll lose my reason and won’t be able to defend myself. Let me say.what I have while I’m
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alive. The insults and torments are suffered here, why should the interrogation and trial be somewhere else?
“Forgive me, Lord, I can’t hide from you what is in my heart. You know what is at the bottom of our hearts.
The longer we live, the more we sin. I got used to sin. The more I sinned, the bolder I became. When I see all the
injustice in the world I can’t help thinking you’re responsible. I wish you would do something so people would
stop doing wrong. Evil is like a chain around our necks and we aid each other in wrong-doing. With all the
prophets you’ve sent, why does evil still surpass good? If you exist, so does the Devil; and he quarrels with you
all the time. Why did you make him? I am lying in my grave and I know I can’t escape from death. My fate is in
your hands. But I know you’re behind every war, every killing, every famine, every epidemic. I sinned because
you willed it. We were partners in sin. I did not kill those men at the Prince’s command single-handed; you
participated in every murder. You and I together sowed the bastard seed in that girl’s womb. How come the Devil
can share in the begetting of bastards and you can’t? You shouldn’t be less than the Devil.
“Lord, if I’m speaking out of ignorance, forgive me for my lack of understanding. But if I’m in the right and
speak with understanding, then you must not punish me. I have suffered your hell and your punishment in this
world. My life was all torment. I’ve done some good deeds, deeds which you reward. I’ve said my prayer, fasted,
gone to Mecca, fed the poor. But I myself don’t consider these good deeds. And I have a mountain of sins, which
you hurled over my back. I was destined to sin; there was no escape. You made me this way. How can one go to
the next world, relying only on your mercy? From now on I want to do some good—what I consider good deeds.
Now I realize you are closer to us than anyone, because I could never say these things to anyone else.
“Now I know what to do. I have to leave this world with a peaceful mind. I lived wrong. I never knew what it
was like to be humane and show compassion. I was cruel to my wife and children. This grave has enlightened me.
For the first time I can see all my faults. I only thought of amassing money. Once I learned that Mohsen and his
children were destitute for their daily bread, and I didn’t give a damn. That’s how mean I was. Hadjiyeh
Khanom’s hair turned gray in my house; she bore me nine children, and I tormented her and never let her tears
dry. I’ve done too many wrongs. You’ve probably recorded them all and know about them. But I want to change
my life.
“After I leave this place, I’ll go directly to my wife, kiss her hands and feet, and apologize for the past. Then
I’ll call my children together and make it up to them. I’ll build schools, hospitals, mosques—no, not mosques.
There are too many of them around and they do no good. I’ll leave endowments for schools and hospitals, then
I’ll divide what’s left among my children and servants. I’ll divide the villages among the farmers. This house will
make an excellent hospital. I’ll live here in a .little corner until the day you’re satisfied with me. Not a cent of this
wealth belongs to me. Why should I leave anything for my children? It isn’t mine, so how could I leave it to my
heirs? Damn them, let them work and earn a living. They’ve been waiting for me to die, so they can eat up my
money. I hope they choke. I’m not coming back to the monument again. Why should I? Why did I build this
edifice and make a fool of myself?”
He felt free. An unfamiliar joy had bloomed in his heart. After a life of inner blindness a new and satisfying
thought had blossomed in his heart and was bearing fruit instantly. It did not take him much effort to rise. He
stood up, his face beaming. The walls of the grave were about a foot higher than his head. He raised his hands and
grasped the floor on opposite sides of the grave’s edge. But his body was heavy and numb, his arms could not
support his weight, his feet were cemented to the bottom of the grave. He was cold. It had grown dark outside.
Suddenly his hands began to tremble, his legs froze and the cold numbness shot through his thighs. He tried
several times to lift himself out of the grave. His fingers were bleeding. His insides were frozen; he felt nauseated.
Frozen blood slipped down in his head and excruciating pain shot through the left side of his chest. An ominous,
deathly chill rose from within him and numbed his mind. He wanted to shout. He shouted. His voice echoed in his
head and blood blocked his throat. His hands loosened their hold. His knees folded, his back cracked, his heart
broke loose inside him, and he knew he was dead. His body swung and turned. He fell on his back, his eyes fixed
at the steward’s terrified eyes.
“Get me out of here! I’m alive!” he repeated in his mind.
The steward had genuflected in the grave. “There is no God but Allah,” he repeated.
Scattered lights sent their rays in through the window and the consumptive shadow of the window bars
coughed blood on the tomb’s floor.
170.122 One Gram More, One Gram Less\fn{by Simbah Danieli (1918-after 1966)} Sanandaj, Kurdistan Province,
Iran (F) 1
In a certain town there lived two neighbors, one rich, the other poor. One day the poor man became completely
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destitute.With what would he buy food for his starving children? What could he do?
He went to the rich man and asked him for a loan. The rich man readily agreed to lend him one thousand
pounds, but on one condition, namely,
“If you repay the loan to me in one year, well and good; if not, I will cut one hundred grams out of your flesh.”
The poor man thought to himself,
“God’s deeds are great—He will help me to repay the loan within a year.” He left the rich man's home joyful
and happy, with the thousand pounds in his pocket.
However, when the year was over the poor man once more had not even one penny in his pocket. He thought
to himself,
“What shall I do now? The rich man will now surely cut one hundred grams out of my flesh.” While he was
thinking, the door opened and the rich man stood at the entrance to his house, demanding,
“Pay me back the thousand pounds that I lent you.” The poor man confessed that he did not have a single
penny, but he suggested,
“Do not cut anything out of my flesh. Let us rather go to the king and have him pass judgment between us,”
The rich man agreed, for he knew that the law was on his side.
So they came to the king and told him the whole story, but the king was perplexed, as he did not know how to
decide the case. What did he do? He postponed his decision for thirty days.The two neighbors returned home
while the king called his most eminent adviser, the vizier, and told him about the case, adding,
“You must solve this problem. If you find no solution within thirty days, you shall die.” The vizier went off to
roam in the land, thinking to himself,
“Perhaps I shall find the solution among the common people.”
Twenty-nine days passed, and still there was no solution. On the thirtieth day, as the vizier was walking around
in a remote village and thinking about his approaching death, he heard a voice saying,
“Mine is yours, a gram less or a gram more.”
The vizier thought at first that he was dreaming, but when he looked closely he saw two children playing.
He decided to listen further, in the hope of benefiting by their talk. Behold, one of the children said to the
other,
“You be the poor man, and I the rich man.”
“I agree,” said the other in the course of the game, “you may cut off some of my flesh, but only under one
condition: if you cut off one gram more than I owe you or one gram less, I shall kill you.” The other child thought
for a moment and then announced,
“In that case, I want neither your money nor your flesh.”
The conversation over, the vizier hurried back to the king’s palace, burst in without paying any attention to the
people around, and shouted,
“I have the solution!” Although the king was very anxious to know what the solution was, the vizier refused to
reveal it until the day of the trial.
On the day of the trial a multitude of people gathered to hear the king's judgment, while the poor man and the
rich man stood facing each other. The vizier began by saying to the rich man,
“We have decided that you may cut off some of the poor man’s flesh, but not one gram more or one gram less
than the hundred grams on which you have both agreed. If you cut otherwise, your sentence is death.”
At this the rich man declared, “I renounce my claim to the poor man’s flesh,” and left the court mourning and
grieving.
119.73 Excerpt from Mission For My Country: “My Father”\fn{by Mohammed Reza Shah Pahlavi (1919-1980)}
Teheran, Tehran Province, Iran (M) 3
… Everybody, even among his enemies, agreed that my father possessed a most amazing personality. He could
be one of the pleasantest men in the world, yet he could be one of the most frightening. As I have already said,
strong men often trembled just to look at him. He had an almost devastating ability to assess human nature. As
though he possessed some secret electronic ray, he could almost instantly size up a man’s strengths or weaknesses,
his integrity or his slipperiness. No wonder many men feared to look him in the eye.
Yet contrary to what many believed, my father was kind and tender-hearted, especially towards his family. His
forbidding sternness seemed to melt into love, kindness, and easy familiarity when he was with us. Especially
with me, his acknowledged successor to the throne, he would play lightheartedly. When we were alone together,
he would sing me little songs; I don’t remember his ever doing this in front of others, but when only the two of us
were there, he would often sing to me.
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Especially remarkable was his simplicity of taste and of personal conduct. Many a self-made man tries to
impress others with an ostentatious display of material wealth. Moreover, Oriental monarchs have not generally
been known for the simplicity of their habits.
But my father proudly shunned the Qajar\fn{ The previous dynastic name of a line of Shahs which had ruled Iran from 17941925, and which Mohammed Reza’s father, Reza Shah (1877-1944) had succeeded as the first member of the Pahlavi Dynasty .} tradition
of lavish luxury. Even after he became Emperor, he usually wore a simple army uniform tailored in the Russian
Cossack style. His homemade stockings were not of very good quality, and he preferred well-worn short boots,
which I remember were often in very poor condition. Besides a handkerchief, he carried in his pocket a silver
cigarette case containing Persian cigarettes. He was meticulous about personal cleanliness.
In part because of a digestive complaint, his food was of the simplest. For breakfast he had only tea; usually he
took none of the fruit or cheese or bread or eggs that most Persians then enjoy. For the other two meals he
normally ate rice and boiled chicken, the same thing day after day. In his office he used to drink more tea at
regular intervals from a common glass tumbler with a saucer.
Apart from relaxation with his family, my father almost never devoted any time to recreation. Perhaps once or
twice a year he would go hunting for two or three hours. Mainly he got his exercise through walking. In my
memory it seems as if he was always walking, either pacing up and down in his office or inspecting troops or
projects on foot, or in the late afternoon, taking long walks in his garden. Often he would hold audiences while
walking; those whom he received were on such occasions expected to pace up and down with him. And whenever
Reza Shah was walking he was also thinking.
My father's simplicity carried over into his religion. Because he was always hounding certain sections of the
clergy, many people thought that he was not religious; but I know that is untrue. He pushed the clergy into the
background because at that time many of them were hindering the country’s progress and interfering too much in
affairs of state. If he had not treated them somewhat toughly, it might have taken three or four times as long as it
did to carry out his programme of modernizing the country.
But that does not mean that he had no use for priests or for religion. He always respected the more progressive
and enlightened clergy, and he named all of his sons after the Imam Reza, whom he esteemed highly as one of the
descendants of our sainted Ali. Naturally his sons received additional names to distinguish them from each other,
but as one of his given names each had that of Reza. My father often visited the shrine at Meshed where the Imam
Reza is buried. Also, when he desired success in some project, he would swear, earnestly and never profanely, in
the name of God or of one of our saints. This is our way of requesting divine assistance.
Surely no man ever believed more in his country than did my father. He was patriotic almost to excess, for
sometimes he took a provincial view of accomplishments outside Iran. So complete was his dedication to his
country that he believed the Persian culture surpassed all others in every respect.
No man was ever more zealous in seeking to modernize his country. This might seem contrary to his
unqualified love for our existing culture, but he didn’t regard it so. My father admired Persia’s great past, and he
wanted to keep those of our ancient ways of living which were not incompatible with modern progress. But he
was convinced that Persia’s national integrity, as well as the welfare of her people, demanded rapid
modernization. Although his travels abroad were so limited, my father was always filled with visions of modern
factories, power plants, dams, irrigation systems, railways, highways, cities, and armies. Just how he did it I don’t
know, but he always seemed to know of the latest industrial, economic, and military advances abroad. It must
have been a combination of his hard-won reading habit, plus his penchant for asking searching questions.
My father was not only sober and hard-working, but more than intelligent. He spoke very little, but his terse
sentences contained all the pertinent facts and were always to the point. Although he was not, by our modern
standards, by any means an educated man, it was amazing how easily he could grasp the essentials of any
problem, whether an engineering impasse on the Trans-Iranian railway\fn{ Which was completed in 1938 without recourse
to foreign loans.} construction project or a matter of foreign policy.
He was notable for the earnestness of his utterances. He had confidence in himself and in what he said, and his
words expressed a conviction and belief which came from his heart and which almost invariably moved his
listeners deeply. He possessed amazing self-control. Contrary to common opinion, I think that during his entire
reign he never really lost his temper. He was often angry when he thought it necessary, but he never lost control.
Equally significant was his marvelous sense of political timing. He possessed the great statesman’s knowledge
of when to do, or when to avoid doing, any particular thing. In less than one minute he could decide upon a major
action, or he could if necessary wait ten years before acting. Many of his thoughts and ideas were turned over in
his mind for a long time before he gave them practical expression; in an uncanny way he always seemed to know
just when the time was ripe.
In his energy and endurance my father surpassed the ordinary man. He hurled himself unstintingly into the
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work of modernization, and he expected others to do the same. He totally reorganized the Government’s
administrative departments, and his spirit of discipline and selfless service began to pervade the whole structure.
Often he would appear unheralded at some Government office just at the opening hour. Woe betide any
functionaries who arrived late!
For example, on one occasion Reza Shah arrived at our Ministry of Finance just after opening time and
ordered all the doors closed. A number of sleepy officials, including the minister, found themselves locked out;
they were all promptly sacked.
That was just one of many blows my father struck at slothfulness and procrastination. It was Reza Shah who
not only pioneered our railway system but had the trains running on time; it always delights me to see the
photograph of him aboard a Persian passenger train, looking at his watch and wearing the pleased expression
which indicated that the train was arriving exactly on schedule. For the first time in modern Persian history he
awakened the people to the importance of punctuality.
Proverbially, to get things done in Persia, one must both reward and punish. My father relied more on
punishment than he did on reward or even encouragement. In his view there was no reason to wax sentimental
about a man who was doing something well, because that was his duty. On the other hand if my father learned of
a man who was doing something poorly or dishonestly, he would live to regret it. Oriental psychology in these
matters differs from that of the West, and my father’s methods for getting things done showed no little realism in
the light of our authoritarian tradition. But in recent years, as our society has become more democratized, other
techniques for motivating people have begun to yield better returns than the means my father used.
To inspire his people to ever greater efforts, my father relied essentially upon his own force of character. This
appeal was by no means wholly negative. Persians dedicated themselves to his projects because they believed in
him, respected him, and feared, him. In the early part of his reign he had the love of his people, but later, after he
had been obliged to apply much coercion as the price of progress, love gave way to respect and deference.
Throughout his reign he had a tremendous hold upon his people.
My father did much to revive interest in Persia’s great past, and he appealed to the people to modernize their
country in a manner worthy of its ancient glory.\fn{ He was a contemporary of Mustafa Kemal Ataturk, the Father of Modern
Turkey, whom he admired.} On the other hand, although he carried out so many ambitious and progressive projects, he
never promulgated any comprehensive development programme such as our present Second Seven Year Plan or
the third plan, to run for five years, which we are now drawing up. Without benefit of any overall plan or system
of priorities, he would plunge enthusiastically into one new project after another. The marvel is that his headlong
modernization drive added up to such a rational pattern of national progress.
Granted that some of his projects were more wisely conceived than others, and that his methods for marshaling
his people behind his schemes were a bit too rough-and-ready, still he achieved phenomenal results. And results
he was determined to have. When one surveys his work and his impact upon the country, it is hard to believe that
he reigned only some sixteen years; indeed, it seems incredible that the tremendous advances I have described in
the last chapter could have been achieved in a period so brief.
To know the character of a man, it is well to examine his sense of humor, if he has one. I am sure that many
Persians, recalling my father’s reign, would tell you that he possessed no sense of humor whatever. But that is not
true. He would joke with me in the most informal and affectionate manner. And even outside his family circle he
would often laugh uproariously. I think the thing that amused him most was the ridiculous attitudes of pomposity
and of hypocritical fawning respect often assumed by his subjects.
I have mentioned that he was one of the greatest mind readers. He knew by the looks and attitudes and gestures
of people exactly what they were thinking. He couldn’t easily be fooled, and when he perceived hypocrisy or
sham deference in his officials or courtiers he would laugh in their faces. He derived great, even if sardonic,
amusement from that sort of thing. I think his scorn of pretence gave my country a tonic it badly needed, for court
etiquette and even the exaggerated courtesies practiced here by ordinary people had too often become hollow
phrases and meaningless gestures. Form rather than substance was stressed. In Persia we had badly overworked
our poet Saadi’s proverb which says,
Well-meaning falsehoods are better than a truth which leads to a quarrel.

My father was too blunt and honest to put up with that sort of thing, and it tickled him immensely to see others
found out when they tried it.
You might think that my father’s military career\fn{ Reza Shah had entered the army as a youth, and in 1921 was in
command of the Persian Cossack Brigade with which he expelled Soviet forces from a large tract of Iranian territory .} would have
given him a taste for off-color stories. But I never heard him tell such tales. In fact, except with me, I don’t think
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he ever indulged in any informal, easygoing humor. Those who came in contact with him either were trembling
before him or looked up to him in a way that ruled out that kind of rapport. Except with me, his mental dominance
and force of personality made lighthearted humor impossible.
The same applied to friendship. Of course he had many acquaintances, and I recall his being quite friendly
with one of my uncles. But such an imposing personality as his virtually shut the door on close friendships, for
people wouldn’t dare think of approaching him on an equal footing. I think that was his problem.
I have often wondered if he felt lonely. I don’t think so. I think his nature was such that he did not need any
close friends. His ideas and his work were his constant companions, and they were all he required. Yet it is
possible that later, when his circle of advisers became ever narrower, a few intimates might have helped him to
keep in touch with the world. …
138.194 Traitors\fn{by Doris May Lessing (1919-2013)} Kermanshah, Kermanshah Province, Iran (F) 4
We had discovered the Thompsons’ old house long before their first visit.
At the back of our house the ground sloped up to where the bush began, an acre of trailing pumpkin vines, ashheaps where pawpaw trees sprouted, and lines draped with washing where the wind slapped and jiggled. The bush
was dense and frightening, and the grass there higher than a tall man. There were not even paths.
When we had tired of our familiar acre we explored the rest of the farm: but this particular stretch of bush was
avoided. Sometimes we stood at its edge, and peered in at the tangled granite outcrops and great antheaps
curtained with Christmas fern. Sometimes we pushed our way in a few feet, till the grass closed behind us,
leaving overhead a small space of blue. Then we lost our heads and ran back again.
Later, when we were given our first rifle and a new sense of bravery, we realized we had to challenge that
bush. For several days we hesitated, listening to the guinea fowl calling only a hundred yards away, and making
excuses for cowardice. Then, one morning, at sunrise, when the trees were pink and gold, and the grass-stems
were running bright drops of dew, we looked at each other, smiling weakly, and slipped into the bushes with our
hearts beating.
At once we were alone, closed in by grass, and we had to reach out for the other’s dress and cling together.
Slowly, heads down, eyes half closed against the sharp grass-seeds, two small girls pushed their way past antheap
and outcrop, past thorn and gully and thick clumps of cactus where any wild animal might lurk.
Suddenly, after only five minutes of terror, we emerged in a space where the red earth was scored with cattle
tracks. The guinea fowl were clinking ahead of us in the grass, and we caught a glimpse of a shapely dark bird
speeding along a path. We followed, shouting with joy because the forbidding patch of bush was as easily
conquered and made our own as the rest of the farm.
We were stopped again where the ground dropped suddenly to the vlei, a twenty-foot shelf of flattened grass
where the cattle went to water. Sitting, we lifted our dresses and coasted down-hill on the slippery swathes,
landing with torn knickers and scratched knees in a donga\fn{Chiefly in Africa; narrow deep-sided ravine formed by water
erosion, usually dry except in the rainy season .} of red dust scattered with dried cow-pats and bits of glistening quartz.
The guinea fowl stood in a file and watched us, their heads tilted with apprehension; but my sister said, with
bravado: “I am going to shoot a buck!”
She waved her arms at the birds and they scuttled off. We looked at each other and laughed, feeling too grownup for guinea fowl now.
Here, down on the verges of the vlei, it was a different kind of bush. The grass was thinned by cattle, and red
dust spurted as we walked. There were sparse thorn trees, and everywhere the poison-apple bush, covered with
small fruit like yellow plums. Patches of wild marigold filled the air with a rank, hot smell.
Moving with exaggerated care, our bodies tensed, our eyes fixed half a mile off, we did not notice that a
duiker\fn{Any of several small African antelopes having short straight horns and commonly regarded as forming a subfamily of the
Bovidae.} stood watching us ten paces away. We yelled with excitement and the buck vanished. Then we ran like
maniacs, screaming at the tops of our voices, while the bushes whipped our faces and the thorns tore our legs.
Ten minutes later we came slap up against a barged fence. “The boundary,” we whispered, awed. This was a
legend; we had imagined it as a sort of Wall of China, for beyond were thousands and thousands of miles of
unused Government land where there were leopards and baboons and herds of koodoo.\fn{African antelopes having
annulated spirally twisted horns, grayish-brown in color with vertical white stripes on its flanks .} but we were disappointed: even
the famous bondary was only a bit of wire after all, and the duiker were nowhere in sight.
Whistling casually to show we didn’t care, we marched along by the wire, twanging it so that it reverberated
half a mile away down in the vlei. Around us the bush was strange; this part of the far was quite new to us. There
was still nothing but thorn trees and grass; and fat wood-pigeons cooed from every branch. We swung on the
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fence stanchions and wished that Father would suddenly appear and take us home to breakfast. We were
hopelessly lost.
It was then that I saw the pawpaw tree. I must have been staring at it for some minutes before it grew in on my
sight; for it was such an odd place for a pawpaw tree to be. On it were three heavy yellow pawpaws.\fn{The oblong,
yellowish fruit has a sweetish, banana-like, many-seeded pulp .}
“There’s our breakfast,” I said.
We shook them down, sat on the ground, and ate. The insipid, creamy flesh soon filled us, and we lay down,
staring at the sky half asleep. The sun blared down; we were melted through with heat and tiredness. But it was
very hard. Turning over, staring, we saw worn bricks set into the ground. All round us were stretches of brick,
stretches of cement.
“The old Thompson house,” we whispered.
And all at once the pigeons seemed to grow still and the bush became hostile. We sat up, frightened. How was
it we hadn’t noticed it before? There was a double file of pawpaws among the thorns; a purple bougainvillea
tumbled over the bushes; a rose tree scattered white petals at our feet; and our shoes were scrunching in broken
glass.
It was desolate, lonely, despairing; and we remembered the way our parents had talked about Mr. Thompson
who had lived here for years before he married. Their hushed, disapproving voices seemed to echo out of the
trees; and in a violent panic we picked up the gun and fled back in the direction of the house. We had imagined we
were lost; but we were back in the gully in no time, climbed up it, half sobbing with breathlessness, and fled
through that barrier of bush so fast we hardly noticed it was there.
It was not even breakfast time.
*
“We found the Thompsons’ old house,” we said at last, feeling hurt that no one had noticed from our proud
faces that we had found a whole new world that morning.
“Did you?” said Father absently. “Can’t be much left of it now.”
Our fear vanished. We hardly dared look at each other for shame. And later that day we went back and counted
the pawpaws and trailed the bougainvillea over a tree and staked the white rosebush.
In a week we had made the place entirely our own. We were there all day, sweeping the debris from the floor
and carrying away loose bricks into the bush. We were not surprised to find dozens of empty bottles scattered in
the grass. We washed them in a pothole in the vlei, dried them in the wind, and marked out the rooms of the house
with them, making walls of shining bottles. In our imagination the Thompson house was built again, a small
brick-walled place with a thatched roof.
We sat under a blazing sun, and said in our mother’s voice: “It is always cool under thatch, no matter how hot
it is outside.” And then, when the walls and the roof had grown into our minds we took them for granted, we
played other games, taking it in turn to be Mr. Thompson.
Whoever was Mr. Thompson had to stagger in from the bush, with a bottle in her hand, tripping over the lintel
and falling on the floor. There she lay and groaned, while the other fanned her and put handkerchiefs soaked in
vlei water on her head. Or she reeled about among the bottles, shouting abusive gibberish at an invisible audience
of natives.
It was while we were engaged thus, one day, that a black woman came out of the thorn trees and stood
watching us. We waited for her to go, drawing together; but she came close and stared in a way that made us
afraid. She was old and fat, and she wore a red print dress from the store. She said in a soft, wheedling voice:
“When is Boss Thompson coming back?”
“Go away!” we shouted. And then she began to laugh. She sauntered off into the bush, swinging her hips and
looking back over her shoulder and laughing. We heard that taunting laugh away among the trees; and that was
the second time we ran away from the ruined house, though we made ourselves walk slowly and with dignity until
we knew she could no longer see us.
For a few days we didn’t go back to the house. When we did we stopped playing Mr. Thompson. We no longer
knew him: that laugh, that low, insulting stare had meant something outside our knowledge and experience. The
house was not ours now. It was some broken bricks on the ground marked out with bottles. We couldn’t pretend to
ourselves we were not afraid of the place; and we continually glanced over our shoulders to see if the old black
woman was standing silently there, watching us.
Idling along the fence, we threw stones at the pawpaws fifteen feet over our heads till they squashed at our
feet. Then we kicked them into the bush.
“Why have you stopped going to the old house?” asked Mother cautiously, thinking that we didn’t know how
pleased she was. She had instinctively disliked our being there so much.
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“Oh, I dunno …”
*
A few days later we heard that the Thompsons were coming to see us; and we knew, without anyone saying
anything, that this was no ordinary visit. It was the first time; they wouldn’t be coming after all these years
without some reason. Besides, our parents didn’t like them coming. They were at odds with each other over it.
Mr. Thompson had lived on our farm for ten years before we had it, when there was no one else near for miles
and miles. Then, suddenly, he went home to England and brought a wife back with him. The wife never came to
this farm. Mr. Thompason sold the farm to us and bought another one. People said:
“Poor girl! Just out from home, too.” She was angry about the house burning down, because it meant she had
to live with friends for nearly a year while Mr. Thompson built a new house on his new farm.
The night before they came, Mother said several times in a strange, sorrowful voice, “Poor little thing; poor,
poor little thing.”
Father said: “Oh, I don’t know. After all, be just. He was here alone all those years.”
It was no good; she disliked not only Mr. Thompson but Father too, that evening; and we were on her side. She
put her arms around us, and looked accusingly at Father. “Women get all the worst of everything,” she said.
He said angrily: “Look here, it’s not my fault these people are coming.”
“Who said it was?” she answered.
Next day, when the car came in sight, we vanished into the bush. We felt guilty, not because we were running
away, a thing we often did when visitors came we didn’t like, but because we had made Mr. Thomson’s house our
own, and because we were afraid if he saw our faces he would know we were letting Mother down by going.
We climbed into the tree that was our refuge on these occasions, and lay along branches twenty feet from the
ground, and played at Mowgli,\fn{ The name of the boy-hero of Rudyard Kipling’s Jungle Books (first published in 1894) who
strays away from a village in India when he is a very small child. He is pursued by Shere Khan, the tiger, but escapes when the beast misses
a leap at him. Reared by Mother Wolf with her own cubs, he becomes a member of the jungle wolf pack, and has many adventures among
the jungle animals, but finally (when he is about seventeen) realizes that he must return to the Man-pack to stay .} thinking all the time

about the Thompsons.
As usual, we lost all sense of time; and when we eventually returned, thinking the coast must be clear, the car
was still there. Curiosity got the better of us.
We slunk on to the verandah, smiling bashfully, while Mother gave us a reproachful look. Then, at last, we
lifted our heads and looked at Mrs. Thompson. I don’t know how we had imagined her; but we had felt for her a
passionate, protective pity.
She was a large, blond, brilliantly colored lady with a voice like a go-away bird’s. It was a horrible voice.
Father, who could not stand loud voices, was holding the arms of his chair, and gazing at her with exasperated
dislike.
As for Mr. Thompson, that villain whom we had hated and feared, he was a shaggy and shambling man, who
looked at the ground while his wife talked, with a small apologetic smile. He was not in the least as we had
pictured him. He looked like our old dog. For a moment we were confused; then, in a rush, our allegiance shifted.
The profound and dangerous pity, aroused in us earlier than we could remember by the worlds of loneliness
inhabited by our parents, which they could not share with each other but which each shared with us, settled now
on Mr. Thompson. Now we hated Mrs. Thompson. The outward sign of it was that we left Mother’s chair and
went to Father’s.
“Don’t fidget, there’s good kids,” he said.
Mrs. Thompson was asking to be shown the old house. We understood, from the insistent sound of her voice,
that she had been talking about nothing else all afternoon; or that, at any rate, if she had, it was only with the
intention of getting round to the house as soon as she could. She kept saying, smiling ferociously at Mr.
Thompson: “I have heard such interesting things about that old place. I really must see for myself where it was
that my husband lived before I came out …” And she looked at Mother for approval.
But Mother said dubiously: “It will soon be dark. And there is no path.”
As for Father, he said bluntly: “There’s nothing to be seen. There’s nothing left.”
“Yes, I heard it had been burnt down,” said Mrs. Thompson with another look at her husband.
“It was a hurricane lamp …” he muttered.
“I want to see for myself.”
At this point my sister slipped off the arm of my Father’s chair, and said, with a bright, false smile at Mrs.
Thompson, “We know where it is. We’ll take you.” She dug me in the ribs and sped off before anyone could
speak.
At last they all decided to come. I took them the hardest, longest way I knew. We had made a path of our own
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long ago, but that would have been too quick. I made Mrs. Thompson climb over rocks, push through grass, bend
under bushes. I made her scramble down the gully so that she fell on her knees in the sharp pebbles and the dust. I
walked her so fast, finally, in a wide circle through the thorn trees that I could hear her panting behind me. But she
wasn’t complaining: she wanted to see the place too badly.
*
When we came to where the house had been it was nearly dark and the tufts of long grass were shivering in the
night breeze, and the pawpaw trees were silhouetted high and dark against a red sky. Guinea fowl were clinking
softly all around us.
My sister leaned against a tree, breathing hard, trying to look natural. Mrs. Thompson had lost her confidence.
She stood quite still, looking about her, and we knew the silence and the desolation had got her, as it got us that
first morning.
“But where is the house?” she asked at last, unconsciously softening her voice, staring as if she expected to see
it rise out of the ground in front of her.
“I told you, it was burnt down. Now will you believe me?” said Mr. Thompson.
“I know it was burnt down … Well, where was it then?” She sounded as if she were going to cry. This was not
at all what she had expected.
Mr. Thompson pointed at the bricks on the ground. He did not move. He stood staring over the fence down to
the vlei, where the mist was gathering in long white folds. The light faded out of the sky, and it began to get cold.
For a while no one spoke.
What a godforsaken place for a house,” said Mrs. Thompson, very irritably, at last. “Just as well it was burnt
down. Do you mean to say you kids play here?”
That was our cue. “We like it,” we said dutifully, knowing very well that the two of us standing on the bricks,
hand in hand, beside the ghostly rosebush, made a picture that took all the harm out of the place for her.
“We play here all day,” we lied.
“Odd taste you’ve got,” she said, speaking at us, but meaning Mr. Thompson.
Mr. Thompson did not hear her. He was looking around with a lost, remembering expression. “Ten years,” he
said at last. “Ten years I was here.”
“More fool you,” she snapped. And that closed the subject as far as she was concerned.
We began to trail home. Now the two women went in front; then came Father and Mr. Thompson; we followed
at the back. As we passed a small donga under a cactus tree, my sister called in a whisper, “Mr. Thompson, Mr.
Thompson, look here.”
Father and Mr. Thompson came back. “Look,” we said, pointing to the hole that was filled to the brim with
empty bottles.
“I came quickly by a way of my own and hid them,” said my sister proudly, looking at the two men like a
conspirator.
Father was very uncomfortable. “I wonder how they got down here?” he said politely at last.
“We found them. They were at the house. We hid them for you,” said my sister, dancing with excitement.
Mr. Thompson looked at us sharply and uneasily. “You’re an odd pair of kids,” he said.
That was all the thanks we got from him; for then we heard Mother calling from ahead: “What are you all
doing there?” And at once we went forward.
After the Thompsons had left we hung around Father, waiting for him to say something.
At last, when Mother wasn’t there, he scratched his head in an irritable way and said: “What in the world did
you do that for?”
We were bitterly hurt. “She might have seen them,” I said.
“Nothing would make much difference to that lady,” he said at last. “Still, I suppose you meant well.”
We drifted off; we felt let down.
*
In the corner of the verandah, in the dark, sat Mother, gazing into the dark bush. On her face was as grim look
of disapproval, and distaste and unhappiness. We were included in it, we knew that.
She looked at us crossly and said, “I don’t like you wandering over the farm the way you do. Even with a gun.”
But she had said that so often, and it wasn’t what we were waiting for. At last it came.
“My two little girls,” she said, “out in the bush by themselves with no one to play with …”
It wasn’t the bush she minded. We flung ourselves on her. Once again we were sung dizzily from one camp to
the other. “Poor Mother,” we said. “Poor, poor Mother.”
That was what she needed. “It’s no life for a woman, this,” she said, her voice breaking, gathering us close.
But she sounded comforted.
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12.16 Traitor’s Deceit\fn{by Simin Danishvar (1921-

)}

Shiraz, Fars Province, Iran (M) 9

It was warm and sunny, up until yesterday. Then suddenly this morning the sky turned brown as though made
of bronze. It’s a gloomy day. Formerly, at this time of year, their servant would have installed the heaters, carried
the plants to the greenhouse, and sealed over with boards the blue-tiled pool in the center of the yard. The sapless
leaves would have been gathered and piled up on top of the boards and the yard would have been thoroughly
cleaned up. This year, the Colonel’s retirement messed up everything.
Keyvan came into the veranda, carefully protecting a pigeon under his arm. His grandfather, the Colonel, said
abruptly,
“You skipped school again?”
“But Grandpa, my pigeon isn’t feeling well and the school bus only honked once,” Keyvan replied innocently.
The Colonel took the pigeon from Keyvan. The bird’s body was still warm but its head was resting on its chest
with closed eyes. Keyvan pleaded,
“Grandpa, we must take him to the doctor.” He paused for a moment and started again, “Or I’d be very sad. I’d
get up in the middle of the night and sneak out of the house. I’d put my clothes on, take my piggy-bank and run
away to my mother. I’d get lost and you’d never find me again. And then you’d be sorry.”
The Colonel would give his life for this child. He pleaded with his daughter, after her divorce, to move in with
them and rear Keyvan in his home, but his daughter ignored him. She sold her dowry, collected her alimony and
cashed in all the gold coins she had saved for a rainy day, and went off to Germany. She had told them,
“I want to become a hairdresser, and I intend to marry a German. You’ll see!”
Mansureh, the Colonel’s wife, was also crazy about Keyvan. So, they agreed to let their daughter go. It
wouldn’t be so difficult. Besides, they always had an orderly in their house to help. Every two years, the Colonel
would carefully inspect the files of conscripts and choose the one with the most agreeable family background. He
always had him examined before he brought him home. He believed that the Yazidis made the most industrious,
the Shirazis the most eloquent, and the Turks the most responsible, orderlies. Then too, there was the silly
Fatimah, who would always show up at the moment they needed her and say,
“Do you need me for anything?”
When Fatimah was young, the neighborhood kids had given her the nickname Bridgitte Bardot.\fn{ A French
actress, she was born in Paris on September 28, 1934, and is still alive as I am writing this .} Mansureh was convinced that
Fatimah had bleached her hair blonde.
“You can tell by the way it’s turned frizzy.”
Fatimah was a hard-worker. She did a good job with the wash and a perfect job with the ironing. But now, in
the morning of this first day of Azar, she was probably sitting by her warm heater, weaving the bath brushes she
sold for a living … and there was no orderly … and the fancy title of “Colonel” was history.
Mansureh declared a strike and stayed in bed. She threatened to stay in bed until the heaters were installed and
the house warmed up again.
The Colonel was disgusted. He thought,
“She wasn’t a hot shot even in her youth, always praying and fasting or reading nonsense books. I don’t know
how I put up with her nasty habit of reading in bed; leaving the light on till wee hours and waking me up every
time she turned a page.”
The colonel himself woke up at six, exercised, jogged a few rounds in their yard, ate breakfast and left the
house early. He returned home at dusk.
“She was the first to make me acknowledge my retirement. She makes me miserable, always nagging that I get
in her way, that I never leave the house, that I wander around like a ghost, that I’m always either playing cards,
telling someone’s fortune, or smoking. She made me quit smoking. Now she’s insisting that I take up another job.
And as though all this isn’t enough, she’s bugging me to take her to see the world, arguing that we need to enjoy
what’s left of our lives. Now she wants me to take her on a pilgrimage to Mecca, as if it were the grand threshold
to the next life.”
The Colonel took Keyvan’s ice-cold hand and led him out of the house. Keyvan was holding the pigeon under
his arm. The colonel was thinking,
“I’ll look up Haji Ali, the heating contractor, at the Asadi intersection. By the time we get there the pigeon will
be dead. We’ll drop it in a garbage bin and somehow, with Haji Ali’s help, we’ll distract this kid. Haji Ali must be
good at handling these things, having two wives and an army of children. But, who am I? Only a retired Colonel,
no one listens to me anymore. Not even my own wife and grandson, not even that silly Fatimah, or any of the
neighbors.”
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Before reaching Haji Ali’s shop, the public drinking fountain caught the Colonel’s eyes. Above the water-tap,
there was a stone bench with an arch resembling those set up over a water storage tank. The wall of the arch was
covered with icons, and a green ribbon made curls and coils all around the icons. Half-lit candles were scattered
on the stone bench. A man, clad in a cloak and nightcap, was sitting in front of the entrance of the mosque. He
was reading the Holy Qu’ran. A lit brazier sat in front of him.
The Colonel had an idea. He told Keyvan,
“Take your pigeon and place it on top of the stone bench! God will heal it.”
He thought he had found the solution. Keyvan ran off and the Colonel followed stiffly. Keyvan reached up and
put the pigeon on top of the bench. Then he complained,
“But Grandpa, we don’t have any candles to light.” The man reading the Koran raised his head and said,
“If that thing is a carrion, remove it! It’s impure.”
The Colonel stared at the man. He had a pale face with light brown eyes. His lips were even paler. He had on a
worn out cloak and a caftan but he looked neat. The colonel raised his voice, forgetting that he was not in
uniform, and said,
“What’s it to you, meddler?”
Then he took a nickle out of his pocket, handed it to Keyvan and said,
“Here, son! Give it to this nosy beggar. Charity pleases God.”
Keyvan took the coin and stretched his tiny hand toward the man, but he didn’t take it. The Colonel said
resentfully,
“Keyvan, throw it to him!”
Haji Ali emerged from his shop. Then the grocer next door and his clerk came out and gathered around. By this
time a few passers-by had also stopped to watch. Haji Ali wiped his lamp-black hands on his pants and buttoned
his jacket around his inflated belly. His face was covered with soot. He spoke calmly,
“Colonel, I thought you would be above such a behavior. We have only one reverend like this one in Tajrish. I
heard you call him a beggar.”
The cloaked man closed his holy book and said,
“I am a beggar. I beg from Imam Ali and religious leaders.”
The colonel laughed. He was tempted to say, “Keep it to yourself.” But there were six of them on the other
side. He wouldn’t be able to handle them all, although Haji Ali was on friendly terms with them (Mansureh
always saved some of her best dishes for him, especially before they had lost their orderly.)
Haji Ali removed the pigeon from the bench. Its head was now hanging to one side. He turned to Keyvan,
“Well, kid. You’ve plucked this bird’s wings, and the poor thing has frozen to death sitting in the cold.”
Keyvan said,
“It wasn’t me. My Grandpa did it.” Haji Ali said,
“Pigeons fly away but they always come back to their nest.” Then he took Keyvan’s hand and said, “Look, big
boy! Let’s go to the garden in the municipal court and bury it next to the transplants. Mr. Avakh, the gardener, is
my friend.”
Keyvan’s tears streamed down his cheeks. The Colonel wished he could snatch the holy man’s cloak and
nightcap and trample them. Too bad he wasn’t wearing his army boots.
*
In the afternoon, Haji Ali arrived at the colonel’s house and the colonel ended up helping him install the
heaters. Setting up five heaters wasn’t a simple matter and the rooms were ice cold. By dusk, the work was done
and Haji Ali turned the heaters on, letting them go full force. Keyvan and Haji Ali, were getting along well.
Keyvan followed him from one room to another, handed him the rags and the glazed bowls, and fetched him
matches when he needed them.
After the work was done, Mansureh brought tea, but, Haji Ali was reluctant to stay.
“I missed both my afternoon and dinner-time prayers,” he explained. Mansureh said kindly,
“You should have said your prayers. You know that you can always find a prayer rug in this house.”
After Mansureh left the room, the colonel asked Haji Ali,
“Who was that unworthy soul who ruined my mood this morning? If I had been driving, I would’ve run him
over.”
“Colonel, please don’t talk like that! That man has hundreds of devotees as respectable as yourself, to say the
least,” Haji Ali said.
“That pathetic preacher?” the Colonel asked.
Haji Ali was indignant.
“I’ve eaten at your table many times, or else I swear to God I wouldn’t have set foot here today.” He didn’t
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touch his tea. “The reverend is the chaplain of Asadi Mosque. He preaches too, but they have prohibited him from
performing both duties.”
“Who has prohibited him?”
“You, of all people, should know.”
“Why? What has he done?”
“The day he was arrested, I was there myself. There on the pulpit, he was saying, ‘You the Moslem people
should know that all the blood that has been shed for the sake of justice has not been wasted and is running
through my heart and yours.’ I don’t remember his exact words. He was saying, ‘Don’t blame me for using
slogans. I am only following the Holy Book’s teachings. Our prophet salutes Ibrahim who was a constructive
man, and loathes Abu-Lahab who was seditious and dastardly.’ He read some verses in Arabic and interpreted
them, and you should have been there to see how he excited everyone. He cursed Abu-Lahab and all who behave
like him. He openly shouted, ‘Death to …’ and well, they threw his turban around his neck and—”
The colonel interrupted, asking, “How does he earn his living now?”
“People haven’t abandoned him.”
“Well, the way I understand it, he is sitting in front of the mosque, begging.”
“No, my dear sir. His house is everyone’s house of hope. People go to hear him there, but he is sitting there to
show his resistance. He says the mosque is his fortress.”
“Does he have a family, too?”
“He has a wife and three children.”
“Why should someone with a family to support get himself into trouble like that?”
“People are looking after his family too.”
“Why should a man force his family to live off the wages of charity?”
“His wife is a courageous woman. The day after the reverend was arrested, I went to visit them. I saw her
sitting in front of a mound of dirty clothes, washing. She was washing the neighbors’ clothes. I rushed home and
sent both of my wives over to help.”
“Are the wives united or hostile? One wife is bad enough to make a man wish he were dead.”
“Your wife is a jewel, if you excuse me for being frank. How she looks after people, helping the families of
prisoners …!”
The Colonel ran his hand over his mustache and said, "You were saymg …”
“Anyway, the women had finished the wash and before duskthey cleaned the rooms and windows in the
reverend’s house. I heard that in the afternoon, people stopped by, each bringing something. Rice, cooking oiL
squash, sugar canes, tea, legumes, slices of bread and meat. One of the devotees brought a sack of eggplants, and
a woman a bottle of tranquilizers.”
“What did she do with all the eggplants?”
“The reverend’s wife is fair too. She kept a few and distributed the rest among the poor.”
Keyvan was sitting there quietly. His teacher had assigned three pages of text for him to copy, and Keyvan had
not finished them the night before. He sat by the heater and finished his homework, then he started cleaning his
toy gun. The Colonel had taken him to Tajrish Square before noon to cheer him up. He bought him wool gloves
and an umbrella. Then he took him to a toy shop and bought him a shot-gun Keyvan insisted on. The Colonel
made him promise that he wouldn’t aim at his cat and taught him how to polish his gun, load the small shots, and
aim it. Keyvan’s cat was lying next to the heater with closed eyes. Keyvan put the gun aside and asked,
“Haji Ali, does this reverend have a son my age?”
Hap Ali said, “His eldest son is your age, young man.”
“Is he in the first grade? Which school does he go to?”
“He goes to a religious school. All of our children go to religious schools, young man.
"My name is Keyvan. You keep calling me young man.”
Mansureh entered the living room. She scolded Haji Ali, “Why, Haji Ali, you haven’t touched your tea!”
Haji Ali said, “I swear on the black stone I kissed in Mecca that if we weren’t neighbors, I wouldn’t accept any
more hospitality from you unless the colonel agreed to apologize to the reverend.”
Mansureh moved the cat and sat next to the heater herself. She said, “First of all, a cup of tea isn’t worth
worrying about.” She paused for a moment “What has he done this time? He’s been snapping at everyone like a
gamecock since he retired.”
The Colonel responded sharply, “You go do your crossword puzzle or fry your eggplants, and leave the serious
matters to us.”
Mansureh answered calmly, “They haven’t delivered the pa- per yet. They are so unreliable, one might as well
give up.”
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Haji Ali rose to his feet and buttoned up his jacket. The Colonel rose too, and took a stack of bills out of his
pocket. Haji Ali said,
“Colonel, when can you come to talk to the reverend?”
“Do you want me to lose this trifling retirement allowance they give me, too?”
*
The Colonel could not find Mr. Avakh, the gardener, at the municipal court for three days. He finally saw him
at the Soleymani dairy shop. It was eleven in the morning. Assuming a superior air, the Colonel gave him some
instructions. As they were walking, they passed Asadi street and reached the mosque. The cloaked man was sitting
at the same spot. Mr. Avakh greeted him, bent down and kissed his hand. Spontaneously, the Colonel greeted him
too, but the reverend ignored his greetings and instead, he read an Arabic verse while staring into his face. The
Colonel could hear and understand only the word “traitor.”
Haji Ali hurried out of his shop and said,
“Reverend, the Colonel has come to apologize. Didn’t you say yourself on the pulpit that our religion permits
us to repent of our sins?”
The Colonel’s blood was boiling. He wished he could wipe out all three of them. But how could he? He wasn’t
young and strong anymore.
“Take it easy, man. Who said I want to apologize?”
Haji Ali said coaxingly,
“Colonel, come kiss the reverend's hand!”
The Colonel retorted, “I won’t even kiss my great grandfather’s hand, let alone this lousy reverend’s.” He
restrained himself from saying more. After all, there were three of them on the opposite side. If they attacked him
… the cloaked man was feeble, but the other two looked hefty. In such a situation he should either withdraw or
use some tactical ploy. Fortunately, Haji Ali turned back and started for his shop and Mr. Avakh left without
saying a word.
The cloaked man tossed another Arabic verse into the Colonel’s face.
The Colonel returned home and took refuge on the living room couch, looking vexed. He couldn’t. believe that
a faltering reverend would humiliate him in front of everyone. Yet, what bothered him most was that he didn’t
know what to make of the reverend’s insults. He couldn’t believe that the reverend may have meant the word
“traitor” for him. If he wasn’t a retired officer, he would teach him a lesson. Traitor?
“Me, a traitor? For having served my country for thirty years? True, I never flew a plane during my service as
an air force officer, but what about the office work I did? Doesn’t that count? Dealing with all kinds of problems
all day long … having to be content in the same position for fifteen years without a promotion … awaiting the
promotion to the status of a general year after year … taking this course and that course; military tactics,
topography, world strategy … and learning English at my age … taking tests constantly … and in the end instead
of giving me a promotion, they retired me. Having to enviously watch my inferiors get promoted to the status of
general and commander of the army, and having to abide by the requirement of saluting them each time I pass by
them. As though all this isn’t enough, they call me a traitor, too. I’ll teach him … I should send some plain-clothes
soldiers with clubs to beat the life out of him. But where can I get soldiers? I’m only a retired Colonel … I can
call officer Eyvazzadeh and ask him to take care of him … Why is he sitting in front of the mosque obstructing
people’s entrance? He has said he would not leave his fortress. What fortress? Fortresses are for soldiers at war.”
He took his shoes off and threw them at the door. He yelled,
“Hey, bring my slippers!”
He took the playing cards off the radio top and played different games, but he couldn’t relax. He told rosary
beads, but that didn’t help either. It was three months since he quit smoking. It hadn’t been easy. All the candy,
chewing gum, and sweets he had eaten! He went to the closet and took out a pack of Winstons. With trembling
hands, he opened the packet. But he realized that he didn’t have any matches. He yelled,
“Where are the matches in this house?”
Mansureh didn’t respond. The Colonel thought, “She must be saying her midday prayers again. Then she’ll
read the Qu’ran, then its time to say the afternoon prayers.” He :went to the kitchen barefoot and brought back the
matches. He wasted three matchsticks before he could light a cigarette.
Mansureh entered the living room and asked, “What’s the matter with you?” She saw the smoke clouds and
said, “Oh my God! You’re smoking again. Didn’t you swear on Keyvan’s life that you wouldn’t touch another
cigarette?”
“Don’t rub it in, woman! Today, I greeted that lousy reverend who sits across from Asadi mosque and he didn’t
even acknowledge me. The day Keyvan’s pigeon died, he embarrassed me in front of a lot of people. Today, he
cursed me in Arabic. Why does he curse me in a language I don’t speak?” Then he yelled,
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“That wretched, sick, lousy creep!”
“I hope you’re not talking about Sheikh Abdullah, the preacher. The one who was arrested and imprisoned.
Now he is prohibited from entering the mosque and the pulpit—”
“Yes, it’s him alright. Do you know him too? I am damned if I don’t drive him away.”
Mansureh sat next to the Colonel and rested her hands on her knees. She said,
“Come on, that’s enough! Don’t be so headstrong! Do I know him? I used to follow him in prayers when he
was a chaplain. When he was in jail, I frequently visited his family—”
“I’ll be damned! You, too?”
“I told you I help the families of prisoners.”
“You did, but you didn’t tell me they were so worthless.”
“You’re the one who's worthless. But I want you to know that I haven’t donated a cent of your money. Your
money is tainted, my dear.”
“Shut up! Ever since my retirement, you’ve become impertinent. Watch it or I’ll break every bone in your
body!”
Mansureh observed calmly, “You’re venting your frustration on me, but I won’t argue with you. I am not your
enemy. We have lived with each other’s faults for thirty years. If you’re troubled becuse the reverend has ignored
you, you should greet him again, and don’t give up until he acknowledges you. It’s people like you who have
caused him his troubles.”
“Woman, this man is opposed to the government. I am being paid by the government. How can I go kiss his
hands? How can I be partial to him? Never. Not in a hundred years. Not in his wildest dreams.”
“You could and you will. You are not a bad person deep inside. This reverend is a fair man. He distributes all
the proceeds from the alms among needy families. His own family lives on pileless carpet.”
“Why does he degrade himself like that? Why? Why is he sitting outside the mosque in the freezing cold?
Can’t he go somewhere else? Why doesn’t he stay in his house where he belongs?”
“He has endurance. He must be convinced that he is doing the right thing. He is a Believer.”
The colonel was suddenly calm. He looked at his wife with pity. Her hair had turned gray and there were
innumerable wrinkles around her mouth. Even the skin on her cheeks was wrinkled. The dimple that used to be so
pretty when she laughed had turned into a deep line. She had gained a lot of weight and her kneecaps and fingers
were swollen. This was the woman who lived with him for thirty years and gave him three sons and a daughter.
Now they have all scattered, each living in a different city. They write to their mother and she sits, with her
reading glasses on and reads them … several times over.
They send hello to him.
This was the woman who shared her bed with him for thirty years, who soothed him, lovingly, affectionately,
and compassionately. She cared for him when he took ill; she fed him … Yes, she told him that she was helping
the family of some prisoners, but she didn’t say who the prisoners were. It was his own fault. He returned home
late, exhausted, and left the house early in the morning. What for? For whom? So that people like the reverend
could humiliate him, or his own wife could tell him that it was people like himself who were responsible for the
reverend’s miseries? Thanks a lot! True, he was used to his wife’s bitter criticisms, but …
He would eat his dinner and sit in front of the T.V. set. Then he would fall sleep. His wife would gently touch
his shoulder and say, “Get up, dear! Go to your bed. You’ll catch a cold here.” Then she would help him up and
after she had put him to bed, she would cover him with a quilt and say, “Do you want me to rub your feet?”
Mansureh always woke up before him. She said her prayers and made her husband’s breakfast. Every day she
made him fresh juice. When she looked at him, her eyes laughed. Of course, they argued too, and she had plenty
of harsh words for such occasions, but she was also the one who initiated the reconciliations. She would say,
“How many lives do we have to live? Come on, let’s not waste this one!”
And he had not been a bad husband for her. Didn’t she reassure him that he was a good person deep inside? He
was always concerned about his family’s welfare. He took them to summer resorts and to the seaside. At the
beginning of each month, he took his wife to the store where only the privileged army officers could shop, and
would buy enough food to last for three months. He would carry all the bags to the car himself.
When he was younger, his friends called him a womanizer. When he looked at his own reflection in the mirror,
he would curl his mustache and admire the fit of his uniform on his body. His wife would constantly burn incense
to protect him from evil eyes. And he would languish his eyes and stare at her. She would say, “Look at that big
nose!” Well, his nose was a little long, but he had a nice angular face, big black eyes and a fashionable mustache
to compensate for his nose. And he was agile and brisk. Some days when he got in his jeep, their neighbor’s wife,
Sudabeh, would wave at him to stop and ask him to give her a lift to the bank or the clinic on his way. She was
always freshly made up. At the end of the ride, she would round her lips, brush aside her hair from her forehead
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and say, “Right here is fine.” But Fatimah was something else. She would appear in front of him out of the blue
and greet him. She would stop and look him over with curious eyes …
They had all aged now. How women used to admire him! … even Mr. Masruri’s young, cheerful daughter,
Parvaneh, had openly expressed her wish to marry a man like the Colonel.
Mansureh, on the other hand, covered her hair and wore no makeup. Lately, she had stopped plucking her
eyebrows, too, but she kept her face clean. Naturally, she would wear no nail polish as it was forbidden by her
religion. She no longer went to the parties her husband was invited to. In the beginning she would accompany
him, but soon she stopped going. She didn’t enjoy the parties because people played cards and made fun of her
when she started reading The History of Sufism in Islam, which she always brought along. They cracked nuts,
smoked, and mocked her. They also drank. One time, when she started knitting, the guests protested again. She
lost her patience, rose to her feet and said,
“I am the one who should protest. But I don’t. They won’t make me pay for your sins. And thank God, we
won’t be buried in the same grave. I won’t say any more.”
And she walked out.
The Colonel picked her up on the way home. They didn’t say a word to one another.
The colonel thought smoking a few cigarettes in a row would calm him down, but suddenly he changed his
mind and snuffed out the one he had smoked halfway in the ashtray. Mansureh said,
“That's my man! Didn’t you feel much better after you quit smoking? And if you repent and give up drinking
and gambling, you’d live to see your hundredth birthday.”
“Do you call this living?” He took his wife’s hand. The veins were swollen, and there were black and brown
spots on her hand. Her hands were once as fresh as a tube rose.
Mansureh said, “Say your prayers! Read the Qu’ran! You don’t know what you’re missing. Your soul will be
refreshed.”
The Colonel was silent.
Mansureh continued, “The clergyman I look up to—”
The Colonel laughed. He remembered his wedding night. Mansureh’s father had joined their hands together,
read numerous prayers and Koranic verses and then offered some advice to them. He read more prayers and then
brought a large envelope and placed it on their pillow. It was the property title of a house he had bought at the
corner of Absardar for his daughter. They lived in that house for many years. It brought them good luck, and the
Colonel saved enough money to buy their present house on Parvin street just off Asadi Avenue. They rented
Mansureh’s house to a merchant Haji. He felt that without his wife’s wisdom and considerations, he wouldn’t be
where he was. After all, a gambler’s pocket is always full of holes.
That night after everyone had left, the dashing Colonel of those days had taken his wife’s hand and kissed it. It
was a soft and delicate hand, like a flower. Then he said,
“Well, talk to me, my lady!”
Mansureh lowered her head and asked, “Which clergyman do you look up to? Who do you follow as an
example?” Her voice was soft but tremulous.
The colonel laughed and said, “What on earth? Come, give me a kiss!”
Mansureh had pursed her lips and stared at him. Her eyes looked hurt and feverish.
*
The colonel's mind returned to the present moment. He put the cigarette pack back in the closet and locked it.
Mansureh said, “Do you want me to give you an epistle to read? I have most of Dr. Shariati’s books. I have
hand-copied some of them myself. Ayatollah Taleghani—”
“Why?” the colonel asked.
“Why, what?” she said.
“Why have you hand-copied them yourself?”
“Because this poor soul’s books are banned. Owning one copy will buy you six months in the prison.” She
sighed and continued, “He is in jail himself. Taleghani is in jail too. I wish I had permission to visit them.”
“What do you want to visit them for?”
“I want to be able to tell them—”
The Colonel interrupted, “I don't want to bother with what’s unclean and what’s pure, what’s forbidden by
religion and what’s not, or what I’m allowed to do and what I’m not.”
“Those are mere details. The bottom line is justice.”\fn{ Actually, the bottom line with God is love—a much more difficult
road to follow than the road of perceived justice.}
The Colonel said, “O.K. I’ll say my prayers provided that you allow me to marry three more permanent and
ninety-nine temporary wives.”
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“I told you the bottom line is justice. If you marry other women you’ll break my heart. You will do injustice to
me.”
*
In the morning the clouds gave way to a pale sun. A few migrating birds were still in sight. Mansureh told her
husband,
“We aren’t too old yet. Let’s carry the plants to the greenhouse.”
They had no choice. Mr. Avakh had gotten on his high horse and sent a message through Fatimah saying,
“I don’t want to go to the Colonel’s house. Who is going to force me?” Fatimah herself said,
“I have a pain in my shoulder blades, but I’ll come anyway so you don’t think that I am unappreciative.”
Fatimah’s eyelids were inflamed. Her eyes constantly winked, involuntarily. There was no trace of her youthful
flirtations and smiling eyes left in her. Those happy days were over now. They were history. Her hair had turned
part gray and part a dull yellow and it was kinky, making her head resemble an inflated balloon.
The Colonel first extracted the dahlia and gladiolus bulbs from the garden and buried them under the sand pile
in the comer of the greenhouse to be planted in spring, if they survived the cold. They took the geranium plants
from the garden and arranged them in the open area in the middle of the yard. Keyvan handed Mansureh the small
ones, and she picked off the yellow and dead leaves, putting fresh soil in the pots. Fatimah took these from
Mansureh and gave them to the Colonel to place on the steps of the greenhouse. Moving the verbena and the
white jasmine plants required the strength of a youth none of them had anymore. They dragged them one by one
to the greenhouse entrance and the colonel carried them inside and arranged them on the greenhouse floor. They
spread out the irises in the dining room, living room, and in the hallways. Fatimah cleaned and polished their
leaves with olive oil. There was no room for the ferns and cactuses in the greenhouse. They planted them on the
surface of the bigger pots and inside the smaller greenhouse they had upstairs. All the plants were neatly put away
and arranged in their proper places.
That night they could not sleep; Mansureh because of pain in her hands, and the colonel because of pain in his
back. Mansureh got up in the middle of the night and took an aspirin her daughter had sent from Germany. She
gave one to her husband, made a hot water bottle and placed it under the small of his back. Fatimah came in the
morning. Her neck was stiff. Mansureh had wrapped an elastic bandage around her wrist the day before. She
rubbed some liniment on her neck and asked her to move her neck slowly. Fatimah cried,
“I can’t, my dear, it hurts!” The colonel joked,
“That neck is no good anymore. You might as well trade it in when the vendor comes by.”
The plants in both greenhouses needed watering, and no one wanted to do the job. The colonel volunteered and
watered them all. Mansureh said affectionately,
“Well done! Your health is impeccable. If you could only do something about your nose. Look, it’s reaching
your chin! You almost look like a parrot!”
Mansureh started a special soup with legumes that Friday night. The soup was ready at eleven the next day. It
was exquisite. She filled a large bowl with soup and decorated its surface with fried mint, garlic and onion. She
then added some cooked ground beef and saffron. She asked the Colonel to drive her to the reverend’s house.
Keyvan went along too.
The alleys were narrow and muddy, and although the fender of their big car hit an electric post, the Colonel did
not complain. Keyvan and Mansureh walked into the house carrying the bowl of soup, and the Colonel stayed in
the car. The alley was covered with rough mud. There was an empty field facing it. A gang of children of all
different sizes had set up a worn-out net and were playing volleyball. The house was old and had two platforms
on each side of the entrance. A green tile with some Arabic words inscribed on it was built into the wall above the
entrance. The colonel took his glasses out and left the car. He put his glasses on and read the inscription on the
tile. It said,
Help God and victory is imminent.

It was freezing. He rushed back to the car. They were taking a long time, and he was worried that the
reverend’s wife had rejected the soup and his wife had stayed to beg her to accept it. He honked. Nothing
happened. He turned the car radio on. The voice of a man, singing a song out of tune, exhausted his patience. He
thought, “This man has a lot of nerve singing with a voice like that.”
When they returned, the Colonel noticed that they hadn’t brought back the bowl. He relaxed. Keyvan sat next
to him and said,
“Grandpa, please send me to a religious school. I played with Mohsen, the reverend’s son. He was telling me
that at his school they teach them how to please their valedein. What does valedein mean?”
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The Colonel said impatiently,
“It means parents. Well, your mother has gone off to Germany to become a hairdresser and your father is
remarried. You don’t have any parents.”
Mansureh said, “Don’t talk to the child like that!” And she turned to Keyvan, saying,
“For the time being, we are your parents.”
Keyvan responded, “Well, then, send me to a religious school so I can learn to please you, too.”
*
Snow covered everything, as though God had created everything in white. The trees, the gable roofs, the
television antennas, the clotheslines, the greenhouse, the pool, the garden, the cement bricks covering the yard, all
were covered by snow of varying thickness. It was as though all sitting, standing, and sleeping creatures had
stopped breathing and were only waiting. The world of the Colonel’s house turned into a cat lying in wait to catch
a mouse.
Keyvan had a cold. Mansureh was boiling camomile in a pot sitting on the heater. The aroma of the camomile
carried a soothing sensation through the room. The Colonel sat at Keyvan’s bed and took his feverish hand in his.
He said,
“Son, you’re going to get well soon and I promise to buy you a couple of pigeons, one male and one female,
when the weather warms up. And I promise I won’t pluck their wings this time.”
Keyvan said, “But, I told you not to pluck the pigeon’s wings, that it would hurt.”
Mansureh joined them in the room and turned to the Colonel,
“Dear, go start your car! Drive to Tajrish Square and get some turnips, vegetables, and sweet lemons for this
poor kid.”
“But, where can I park at this time of day?”
“Then put on your boots and walk!”
Keyvan said, “Grandpa, I don’t like turnip soup.”
The colonel did not find sweet lemon in the market, but he brought back turnips and vegetables. The tires
skidded on the snow, making the car swerve. The Colonel was thinking,
“This thing has snow tires. I don’t know what the hell is wrong with it.” As he turned into Asadi Avenue, the
car spun a perfect semicircle. Near the public drinking fountain, he saw the reverend’s cloak lying on the snow.
His brazier had been knocked over, leaving a pile of ashy snow behind. Before he reached the scene of the fight,
he saw the reverend’s crumpled nightcap on a heap of snow.
He stopped the car. The alley’s passage was blocked. As he got out, his shoes sank in the slushy snow. Two
men were dragging the reverend away. Haji Ali and Mr. Avakh were trying to stop the men. The men were in
civilian clothes but looked strong and brisk, and the Colonel could tell that they were armed. They were randomly
beating the reverend, Haji Ali and Mr. Avakh. A few men and children had gathered around.
The Colonel walked over to the scene stiffly and yelled,
“Wait! Hold on a moment! I am Colonel Aryanifar!”
Everyone was still, but the men did not release the reverend. The colonel moved closer and addressed the men,
“What is the meaning of this scene? What do you want from the reverend?” And shockingly he heard himself
saying,
“Aren’t you Muslems?”
The man who was firmly holding the reverend’s right hand said, “I have warned him a hundred times not to sit
in front of the mosque. He doesn’t listen.”
The Colonel shot back at him.
“Since when is sitting in front of the mosque against the law?”
The same man responded,
“It is against the public interest, my supervisor says.”
The colonel said,
“Give my regards to your supervisor and tell him that streets are for public use. People can sit on the sidewalk
if they want to.”
And suddenly he regretted having spoken those words. He was overcome by fear. He thought,
“Where do you think you’re going to end up, stupid loud mouth?” He swallowed his saliva and said,
“Tell your supervisor that the Colonel will call himself.”
Haji Ali and Mr. Avakh beamed with kindness and appreciation. In the reverend’s eyes, there were signs of
astonishment.
The Colonel thought he had to take a chance. He didn’t care what would happen anymore. How many more
years was he going to live anyway? And his wife … his wife would appreciate it more than anyone else. Hadn’t
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she insisted several times that one must take sides. So what, if his retirement allowance were cut off? …
He spoke paternally,
“Tell your supervisor that tormenting people will backfire.” He was actually taking a stand, but strangely, he
didn’t mind it.
He took the reverend’s hand and said,
“Please take a seat in my car, Reverend!”
The men released him. The reverend seemed hesitant. Now the Colonel was pulling his hand. Gently he said in
his ear, “You’ll catch pneumonia.”
The reverend got in the car. Haji Ali recovered his cloak and nightcap and gave them to him. The Colonel
started the car and turned the heater on. The armed men were talking. One of them walked over to the car and
asked,
“What did you say your name was?”
“Colonel Aryanifar.” He pressed on the gas pedal and the car jumped forward. He told the reverend,
“We’ll go to my house and drink a hot cup of tea. My wife is a devotee of yours.”
He was cheerful. He laughed and continued,
“Pardon me for forgetting to greet you.”
“God bless you!” the reverend responded.
12.27 The Joyous Celebration\fn{by Jalal Al-i Ahmad (1923-1969)} Tehran, Tehran Province, Iran (M) 6
When I came home from school at noon, my father was doing his ablutions at the pond for the noon prayer.
Before I could say hello, he started ordering me around:
“Come! Wash your hands, then run up to the roof and bring my towel.”
This is how he was. The minute he found one of us near—my mother, my younger sister, or myself—he’d start
ordering us around. I put my hands in the pool; thegoldfish were scared away. Father yelled:
“Gently, you ass.”
I ran up the stairs that led to the roof. He liked his goldfish a lot. They were red and gold. They wouldn’t budge
when he did his ablutions. But the minute I’d approach the pond, they’d wiggle their tails and dive to the bottom.
I hated them for that.
I cursed the fish on the way to the roof. It was freezing even though the sun was out. Our neighbor was feeding
his pigeons. They weren’t afraid of me any more. I said hello to our neighbor. He had recently married off his
daughter and lived in the house all by himself. One of the pigeons had feathers around its legs down to its ankles.
It stepped gracefully, cooing. The feathers curled overtheankles, all the same length. I said:
“Asghar Agha, how come its legs are like that?”
“It’s one of a kind. I stole it yesterday.”
“Stole it?”
“Yes, someone did me a bad turn, so I sent some pigeons over and lured his.”
My father disliked Asghar Agha and had forbidden me to talk to him, but I couldn’t obey father’s every
command. A couple of times the pebbles Asghar Agha tossed at his pigeons to make them fly dropped into our
courtyard and my father made a fuss. Once when my father was at the pond doing his ablutions, a stone fell right
into the water and scared away the fish. You should have seen him rant and rave. His position as the religious
head of the district did not stop him from cursing Asghar Agha. His curses made our hair stand on end. But
Asghar Agha didn’t so much as open his mouth. I got to like him from then on and would greet him and talk to
him about his pigeons every chance I’d get even though father had told me not to. I was asking him what kind of
pigeon he had stolen, when I heard father yell:
“Where are you, you ass?”
I’d forgotten the towel I’d gone to fetch for father. I rushed down the steps; I almost fell. I handed him the
towel, trembling with fear. A drop of water from his hand fell over mine. I shuddered as though he’d slapped me.
As I was going inside the house, there was a knock at the door that led from the courtyard into the street.
“See who it is,” father called after me. “If it’s Mashd Hasan, tell him I’m on my way.”
Every time father was late Mashd Hasan would come from the mosque to fetch him. I opened the door. It was
the mailman. He gave me an envelope and left without a word. He didn’t like us because father never tipped him,
not even on New Year’s Day. I wondered why he bothered to bring father’s mail at all. I was afraid he would stop
some day, so I’d planned to save something out of my pocket money and give it to him, pretending that it was
from father—Hadj Agha, as he was called by the people in the district.
“Who was it, you ass?” Father was calling from his room. I stood in the doorway, stretched out my hand with
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the letter.
“The mailman.”
“Open it and read it. Let’s see if they teach you anything in these schools.”
My father was sitting on the korsi, combing his beard: I opened the envelope and was relieved to find a printed
invitation. If it had been handwritten, especially in one of those fancy handwritings, I wouldn’t be able to read it
and he would start criticizing me again. The only handwritten word was father’s name in the middle of the printed
line. The invitation was signed by one of the priests in the district. He had recently turned to wearing a hat instead
of the traditional turban.\fn{A note reads: Reza Shah Pahlavi banned Iranian native attire in an effort "to modernize" the country.
Women were forced to appear in public without their veils (chador), and men were required to wear suits. As the story demonstrates, some
Iranians had difficulty adapting to the change.} He used to visit father once in a while until a year ago.

“Go on, what are you waiting for?”
“You are cordially invited to attend a reception 'in my house, celebrating the joyous anniversary of Jan. 7th, the
Day of Women’s Liberation …”
“Let me see, you ass.”
Father snatched the letter from my hand. I ran away. You had to get out of his way when he was angry. In the
courtyard, I could hear him repeat,
“That son-of-a-bitch, that atheist, that apostate!”
I knew what an atheist was, but what was an apostate? I didn’t know that one. What could be in the letter, I
wondered. I gathered from the first glance that it was an invitation, but my father’s titles, “The Proof of God,” and
“The Light of Islam,” which I was accustomed to find after his name in all the letters he received, were missing.
Just his first and his last name. And before his name, there was the word Mrs., which I couldn’t understand. Of
course I knew what it meant; after all, I was in the sixth grade and due to receive my diploma that year, but what
did it mean before my father’s name? I’d never seen anything like that before.
As I passed by the pond, I made faces at the fish, which thrust their round heads half way out of the water and
opened their mouths rhythmically. But that didn’t satisfy me, so I threw a handful of water over them and ran to
the kitchen.
Mother was frying eggplant. The kitchen was full of smoke and her eyes were red, like the times she came
from religious gatherings commemorating the martyrdom of the Imams.
“Hi. What’s for lunch?”
“Hello. You can see for yourself. Has father left yet?”
“No, not yet.”
She had piled the fried eggplant halves in the dish, with fried onions around them. I picked a few pieces of
onion and sucked them. Mother knew I was hungry.
“Go spread the cloth with your sister and set the dishes. I’ll be right up.”
I took some more fried onions, which melted in my mouth before I left the kitchen. My sister was sitting in my
mother’s place, making a rag-doll with mother’s torn stockings. It was a fat, ugly doll.
“You dog-shit, sitting in mother’s place again,” I said, kicking her stuff.
“Oh God! Here comes this wretched Abbas again. You son-of-a-bitch,” she wailed.
I wasn’t in a mood to beat her. I was hungry and the fried eggplant halves were so nicely browned. I didn’t
want mother to get mad and make me go without lunch, so I paid no attention to her and went to the niche where I
kept my things. I put my books on one side. I picked up my stamp book and made sure my sister hadn’t been
fooling around with it again. I was tired of stamps from Iraq and Syria, but what could I do? These were the only
places father received letters from. My favorite stamp in the collection was from Iraq. It had a spiral tower which
got thinner as it neared the top. At the foot of the tower, there was a man on a horse, the size of a fly. I wished I
could be that rider, or even his horse …
“Abbas!”
It was father, shouting again. God, what doeshe want now? He was yelling the way he did when he wanted to
beat me. I ran down.
“Come, you ass. Go to the mosque and tell them I’m not feeling well. Then run to uncle’s office and tell him to
stop whatever it is he’s doing and come over for a minute.”
“Let the boy eat something,” mother pleaded. I didn’t know when she had left the kitchen, but I knew they
were going to fight again and spoil our lunch.
“You loudmouth. Are you interfering with my affairs again? Now I’ve got to take you to a reception, bareheaded and bare-bottomed.”
Father was so red in the face, it scared me. I had seen him angry often—with myself, with my mother, with his
disciples and the shopkeepers in the district. But I’d never seen him like that—Mother was dumbfounded. She
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didn’t know what was going on. The veins in father’s neck bulged like ropes. I was putting my shoes on when
mother came with a big sandwich for me and told me to run off before he got nasty.
I jumped out the door with half the sandwich still in my hand. There was an icy wind, and no trace of the sun. I
swallowed the rest of the sandwich in the street in two bites. By the time I reached the mosque, I’d even wiped
my mouth. At the entrance, old shoes were arranged in rows. Inside, people had gathered for prayer, standing in
lines more crooked than those of school children. My father’s disciples were talking among themselves, two or
three together telling their beads. When they saw me, they knew that father wasn’t coming. I didn’t have to say
anything. They rose one by one to say their prayers. They were used to father’s absence,
I ran towards the bazaar. My mouth watered as I passed the kebab shop. The kebab-smoke filled the air. I
glanced at the burning charcoal and the skewers Mashdi Ali was turning. On the counter, there was a large tray
with alternating rows of scallions and radishes. The rice place next door never whetted my appetite. Its closed
door and curtained windows gave the impression that the customers did immoral things inside instead of eating.
The soup shop was deserted and there was no soup pot boiling and bubbling over the fire. Already it was the
season for halim and the soup shop did its best business in the morning, especially cold freezing mornings. In
front of the shop, a whole skinned sheep crouched in the center of a large tray, its neck resembling a tree trunk. A
big tray full of wheat and a giant bowl sat on top of the other counter. But I had to run and fetch uncle, or else I
would get no lunch.
At the end of this section of the bazaar, a vendor gripped a pot of thick noodle soup between his legs while his
customers slurped their soup. Most of them were workers, with their hats under their arms. In the shoe market, the
smell of leather turned my stomach. I walked faster into the inner area of the bazaar, where the cold could not
penetrate. Shavings covered the ground and boards were scattered around. They smelled good. I wished I had
three boards to build shelves in my niche. One for my books, one for odds and ends, and the highest one for things
I didn’t want my sister to touch.
I finally reached my.uncle’s office. He was sitting in front of the charcoal-burner in the back room, his tunic
over his shoulders, eating rice and fesenjan. I said hello and told him all.about the letter and what father had said
to mother. “Really? Really?” he said a few times, as he continued eating noisily. He made me sit down and gave
me a spoonful of fesenjan on some bread. I swallowed the food, and we got to our feet. Uncle removed his long
tunic, folded it and tucked it under his arm. As we left the office he thrust his skullcap into his pocket.
I knew why. The year before, in the same section of the bazaar, a policeman had stopped him in front of
everybody, because he wasn’t wearing a bowler hat. He wouldn’t leave Uncle alone before he had torn his tunic to
shreds. I’ll never forget that day. Uncle had turned as white as chalk. He kept talking about honor and calling
upon God and the Prophet to intercede for him. But the policeman thrust his hand into the sleeve-holes of Uncle’s
tunic and ripped it from end to end, then crumpled it up, threw it into the street, and left. Something had come up
that day, just like today. Father had sent me to fetch Uncle and we were on our way when that incident took place.
On the way, Uncle asked me whether father had renewed his travel permit. I did not know. Every time father
wanted to go to Ghom or Ghazvin we had this headache. I would take his permit to Uncle, who would go to the
police station and renew it. That’s why Uncle inquired whether the head of the police station had been to our
house. I said no. I knew the man. I had met him a few times at our door when leaving for school. He was probably
one of father’s disciples. When he visited father he wouldn’t wait at the door but go straight to his room.
When we reached home, Uncle went to see father and I rushed upstairs to eat. Mother had set aside my lunch.
From the amount of eggplant left in the dish I could tell that she hadn’t eaten anything herself. She did that
whenever she and father had an argument. I gulped down my lunch and rushed to school.
When I passed father’s room, I heard him yell “apostate”and “atheist” again, probably cursing the mullah who
had sent him the invitation. I wished I could go to the roof and watch Asghar Agha’s pigeons for a minute, but it
was cloudy and the pigeons had probably gone in. Besides, I was late for school. I wasn’t late really. But because
of a special problem, I had to get to school before everybody else.
We were forced to wear shorts to school. But being the son of the religious head of the district, how could I
walk around in shorts? What if father saw me? I didn’t like the idea one bit myself, I despised the foppish boys
who had become boy scouts and wore whistles round their necks and ran around in shorts and berets. But when I
refused to wear shorts to school, the Dean kicked me out and told me either to cut the legs of my trousers, or go to
the mosque school.
It was in the beginning of the term, around the end of September, when mother thought of a solution. She cut
button-holes in my trouser legs on the inside and sewed buttons inside the legs above the knee. She showed me
how to roll the legs up from the inside. I’d roll up my trousers when I got to school. When school was over, I
would undo the buttons and pull the legs down.
It worked, except that my pants got too cumbersome and I couldn’t run easily. Once, when I jumped into a
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pool over a bet with Fatso, water got into my trouser legs and they welled up. The boys made fun of me. But
whatever the drawbacks of mother’s invention, the Dean left me alone.
Because of my trousers, I tried to get to school before everybody else and leave after everybody had left. When
the day was done, I’d linger at the boys’ room long enough for everybody to leave so no one would discover the
secret of my shorts. I guess the boys knew about it but didn’t care if they’d nicknamed me “the Sheik” from the
start. At first it really bothered me, but then I thought it over and decided it wasn’t so bad. It was a title, at least.
Not like “Softy,” which was our monitor’s nickname.
When I got to school I was dripping in sweat from running so hard. The school was crowded and the Dean was
on the verandah, slapping his whip against his trouser legs. I couldn’t roll up my trousers in the corridor, so I
started to do so in the street. A large woman who was standing by watched me. She was wearing a wide-brimmed
hat over a big kerchief which covered her head and neck and disappeared inside the collar of her loose, long
overcoat.
“God curse them!” she said. “See what they’re putting these poor kids through!”
“What’s it to her?” I thought, and ran inside.
I returned home in the afternoon. My elder sister had come over with her baby. She lived in a street close to
ours, so she could come and go even during the day. She would look out and dash to our house if there were no
policemen around. She was wearing a red kerchief and had probably come over for her bath. The baby was sick. It
wore out my patience with its incessant crying. Mashdi Hosein, the muezzin of the mosque, was taking the water
pipe to father’s room. Father had company. As mother poured my tea, she said to my sister:
“You know, dear, it’s the evil eye. Too bad they did away with the Morvarid Cannon. Otherwise, you could
take the baby and walk under the Cannon twice. It would be like pouring water on fire.”
I remembered the times I had climbed the Cannon when I was in the first grade. I used to ride the lions that
flanked it. We played hide and seek between its wheels, and skipped stones in the pond which was surrounded by
the tall pine trees of Ark Square. On the green water, the stone would jump seven or eight times, sometimes ten
times. It was such fun! I slurped my tea and swallowed a piece of bread. Mother went on:
“You can do something else, though. Take the baby to the police station and walk under a rifle.”
“Heaven forbid, mother. You can’t go near the police station these days.”
“Well, why don’t you tell your husband to take the baby, walk under a rifle with it two or three times, then give
something to the rifle’s owner.”
Mother and sister were trying to decide whether the policeman or the government was the rifle’s owner, when I
finished my second glass of tea and went to get my stamp book. I hadn’t yet reached the page with the spiral
tower when mother called.
“Dear, will you take two or three armfuls of firewood to the bath. Come, be a good boy.”
Annoyed, I went on turning the pages, as if I hadn’t heard anything. Then my sister started:
“Shame on you. You’re a big boy. Do you want her to carry the firewood herself? You need a bath too. Dirt is
crawling all over you. You used to be a good boy. What happened?”
The bath was a nuisance. When the police started pulling the women’s chadors off their heads,\fn{A note reads:
Women who refused to remove their veils were harassed by the police in the 1930’s by order of Reza Shah Pahlavi .} father built the
bath so mother wouldn’t have to leave the house to go to the public bath. But the bath turned into a seven-day-aweek operation. The firewood filled the house with smoke. All the female relatives came for their bath, and,
what’s worse, I was in charge of taking the firewood to the furnace. At least twice a day, I had to carry ten armfuls
of firewood from the basement, which was at the other end of the courtyard, to the furnace which was in the
kitchen. It’s true washing at home saved me from the torture of having to accompany father to the public bath,
where he would have the barber give me a haircut like his own, practically shaving my skin off. But this one
advantage wasn’t worth all that trouble. Every time I carried the firewood I’d cut my hands in two or three places.
The branches were crooked and full of splinters. I had to climb the heap of branches and take the bundles down
from the top; otherwise father would make a fuss.\fn{ In 1925, Reza Pahlavi, was elected Shah of Iran by the Iranian Parliament
(the Majlis, who had deposed his predecessor two years earlier). This man had been, prior to his election, the commander of an Iranian
cavalry unit. During his reign the judiciary was modernized, transportation and communication facilities were improved, and a broad
program of Westernization was begun. One decree ordered the Sunni Muslim population to wear European-style hats instead of their
traditional fezzes. Most of the Sunni obeyed without protest; a minority, led by Muslim clergy, rioted, and several were killed. The
government next abolished all feudal titles and began a long-range program for the economic modernization of the country. Early in 1936
the Shah’s wife and daughters appeared in public without veils, violating an ancient national tradition. Thereafter, most Iranian women
gradually stopped wearing their veils (although that has, of course, been reversed as a result of the fundamentalist Islamic revolution in that
country in 1979), which, among other other things, ended the monarchy itself.}

As I entered the basement, the hens cackled furiously and ran away. It was dark and cloudy, so they’d gone in
earlier than usual, thinking it was evening. I was getting the second bundle together, when a mouse ran by my feet
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into the pile. It was tiny. I guess it was a baby. I tried to catch it with the tongs but failed. I gave up and went to
the pile. I was taking the fourth bundle to the kitchen, when someone knocked at the door. I thought Mashd Hasan
would open the door, so I paid no attention.
My sister was giving sweetened hot water to the baby, and mother was filling the lamps with kerosene. When
she saw me, she said:
“Can’t you hear the door, dear? Go open it. Mashdi Hasan has gone back to the mosque.”
So father had decided to stay home again. It was getting dark. I opened the door to a military man. Behind him
stood a woman without a chador. She had a small kerchief on, and was about my sister’s age. No woman had ever
stepped into our house without a chador. She carried a handbag, and walked on her toes.\fn{ She was a Westernized
Iranian; there are many of them—Westernized females—in the Muslim countries, but, as I am writing this (09/24/02) my sense is that they
are in the minority and hated almost everywhere, by other women as well as by most men .} The officer wore decorations. I didn’t

know him. I wondered what he wanted so late in the day and with that woman dressed as she was. Curious things
had been happening in our house that day. I suddenly felt scared. But the corridor was dark and they couldn’t see
that. I wondered if father’s travel permit had run into complications. Maybe he had missed the mid-day and
evening prayers at the mosque because of that.
I left the door open and ran to mother to tell her who it was. Mother put on her chador and came to the
corridor. She greeted the man, who talked to her for a while. I realized that he was not a stranger and I was
relieved.
“I’ll leave my daughter with you and go to see Hadj Agha,” the man said.
Mother took the woman inside and led the man to father’s room. Then I took him tea, before father told me to.
My uncle, the head of the police station, and another man were sitting around the korsi, my uncle next to my
father. As I put the tea down, I heard the officer talk in a fancy style:
“Yes, Hadj Agha. She will be your spouse. You can make whatever arrangement you please.”
I left, wondering what “spouse” was. I’d heard too many new words in one day. Mother couldn’t read or write,
so I wasn’t able to ask her.\fn{ It has been remarked that the traditional Islamic societies are founded upon poverty and female
illiteracy; they should add that they are also founded on the abilities of their traditional rulers to bamboozle their educated males and young
men into feeling that there is no real spiritual or economic future for them anywhere but within the confines of their respective countries .}

When father was in a good mood he enjoyed being asked questions like that, and he liked to cut my reed into a
pen for my calligraphy class. Whenever I needed money or wanted him to do something for me, I’d go to him
with a couple of questions like that, or a reed with a broken tip.
I decided to find out who the woman was.
My mother was sitting near the door under the korsi and had given her own place at the head of the room to the
woman. At the door, her high heeled shoes towered over the rest, like a tall person standing in a line of people
kneeling in prayer. There was a peculiar smell in the room which I couldn’t identify at first. But then it occurred
to me that it was like the smell of our physical education teacher, especially in the morning. It was perfume. The
woman’s lips were red. She was sitting near the korsi, covering her legs with the large counterpane. As I entered
the room, I heard her ask,
“Did the baby have a bowel movement today?”
“No ma’am; that’s why he has a stomach ache. I gave him some sweetened hot water, thinking it would help.
But it had no effect at all.”
“How many children do you have?” mother asked. The woman lowered her head.
“None,” she said. “I’m still studying.”
“What subject?”
“I’m studying to be a midwife.”
Mother turned to my sister. “What are you waiting for? Bring the baby and let the lady take a look at him. I’ll
go bring some tea.”
She got up and left. I took my stamp book from the corner and began to turn the pages. My sister undressed the
baby on the korsi, The woman touched the baby’s belly, which was white like the belly of my father’s fish. Before
she’d said anything, I heard father shouting from his room, calling me. I threw the stamp book onto the niche and
ran to his room. Mother was eavesdropping behind his door.
“You said you were going to get tea,” I said to her.
“Mind your own business, you wretch.”
Father told me to bring them more tea and fix the water pipe, which had burned up all the charcoal. I collected
the tea glasses. Father was relating the history of Amr-u As’s battle against the Romans. I knew the story.
Whenever father had someone from the civil service, he’d talk about his journey to India; if his guest was a
merchant, he’d talk about his pilgrimages to Mecca and Karbala. Now he had two army officers in the room. I
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left, went back with the tea and returned to the kitchen to fetch the water pipe which mother had fixed. When I
took it to father’s room, he had reached the point where Amr-u As, all by himself, was taken captive by the
Romans, and made a speech in the presence of Caesar. I wasn’t in a mood for that, and I didn’t feel like going
upstairs and watching the baby’s wet bottom and smelling the woman’s perfume, so I went into the street.
But there was no trace of the kids. Apparently they had left without waiting for me. We used to get together in
the evening and do something. Sometimes we would go into the street and imitate the policemen, snatching the
workers’ hats. Sometimes we played leap frog, or swapped odds and ends. I wanted to show the kids the Tarzan I
had gotten for a pencil, but no one was there. He had a dagger at his waist and a noose over one arm. He was
holding one hand in front of his mouth and imitating a lion’s roar.
But that evening there was nothing to do. I sat at the door, watching the people. From the end of the alley I
could hear the beggar who passed by every evening, stepping slowly as his walking stick slipped on the ground,
and fixing his eyes on the sky. Instead of praying or pleading, he only repeated “Oh, God Himself.” The vendor
who sold baked beets passed by. I couldn’t see anything on his tray, but he cried out the praises of his beets all the
same. A woman wearing a chador stuck her head out of the door opposite ours, checked her right and left
carefully, then dashed for a door a few yards away. She pushed the door, but it was locked. She knocked furiously,
looking to left and right. Finally the door opened and she went in.
Then I heard Abolfazl:
“Oops! I got you!”
He was catching flies. It was dark and the street light was dim. I wondered how he could see the flies in the
dark, especially in that freezing weather. It was probably his imagination. He lived two doors from us and had
gone insane long ago. He’d sit at the door of his house and catch flies. People said he ate them, but I hadn’t seen
him do so. I think he only pretended to. “I’ll make a delicious fesenjan with you,” or, “You don’t know how good
the legs taste,” he would say. In the beginning he was good entertainment. Teasing Abolfazl was one of our
evening pastimes. But now his wife came to our house every ten days to do the wash and it wasn’t right to tease
him. He beat her all the time and kicked her out of the house. But she felt sorry for him and went on taking care of
him. I decided to talk to him.
“Abolfazl, what did it taste like?”
“Like popcorn. Imagine, big as a sparrow!”
“Maybe it’s your imagination. Whoever heard of flies in weather like this?”
“What do you know about it? I put a spell on them and they come on their own. Wait.”
He searched the pocket of his torn jacket for the matchbox in which he kept his flies. I was bored, and I’d
nothing else to say to him. I got up to go home when our door opened. From where I was I saw the officer and his
daughter leaving our house. I was ashamed to be seen with Abolfazl. I sneaked behind him so they wouldn’t see
me. Then I realized that they didn’t know Abolfazl, so I didn’t have to hide from them. But it was too late; if they
saw me now, it would be even worse. As they passed by, I heard the girl say to her father:
“You want me to become his sigheh,\fn{A note reads: A woman married by way of a temporary marriage.} father?”
“Only for two hours, dear. Just long enough so he can go to the reception with you.”
“Oops! I got it. See how big it is.”
170.119 The Angel of Death and the Rabbi’s Son\fn{by Sasson Ashkenazi (1926-after 1965)} Qasr-Shirin,
Kermanshah Province, Iran (M) -1
In a certain town there lived a rabbi who studied Torah day and night. He had only one son. One night the
rabbi had a dream in which he saw the angel of death coming to his son in order to take away his soul. The rabbi
woke up frightened but did not tell his dream to anyone.
One day an old man clad in rags appeared at the gate of the rabbi’s house and announced to him,
“I am the angel of death. I have come to take away the soul of your son, because he has reached the end of his
life.”
The rabbi was seized with fear and began thinking about how he could change this evil decree. Suddenly he
thought of something and said to the angel of death,
“My son is about to celebrate a festive occasion—the preparations for his wedding have already been made.
Please do not blight his joy and the joy of my guests and of my family.” The angel of death replied,
“Very well, I will take away your son’s soul after the celebration.” And having said this, he departed.
The rabbi then hastened to make final arrangements for the wedding. He prepared delicious food and set the
tables as in a royal palace. While he was busy with these preparations he met another old man who said to him,
“I know that your son’s soul is in danger and that the angel of death is about to return here. I would advise you,
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therefore, to gladden the angel’s heart with wine and feed him delicious food. Perhaps he will then agree to let go
of your son’s soul.”
The rabbi did as he was advised by this old man. He served delicious food to the angel of death and gave him
choice wine to drink, and the angel of death truly enjoyed himself. At the end of the festive meal the angel
approached the bridegroom and said to him,
“Long ago I borrowed from a certain man some straw which I mixed with clay, and with it I built my house.
Now the man has come to me and demands that I return his straw. What shall I do?” The bridegroom replied,
“Buy some other straw and give it to the man instead of the straw you used.” The angel of death said,
“I too thought of doing that, but the man wants no other straw but his own.” The bridegroom replied,
“In that case you have no other choice but to demolish the house and return the original straw to its owner.”
The angel of death then said,
“The straw is nothing other than your soul. God demands it back and will not accept any substitute.”
“If so,” pleaded the bridegroom, “give me time to take leave of my bride and my family.”
When the bridegroom’s family heard of this evil decree, they began weeping and imploring God for mercy.
Thereupon the bride came out to the angel of death and said to him,
“According to the Torah, a bridegroom may not be sent to battle to face death before the end of one joyous
year after his wedding.”
Having heard her words, the angel of death decided to seek advice from God. He went up to heaven, and
behold, two angels were standing before the divine throne and pleading for mercy for the rabbi’s son. When God
saw that the young man was a righteous person who deserved joy and happiness after his wedding, He changed
the decree against him and relieved the angel of death from his duty.
The rabbi’s son and his wife lived on for many years thereafter in joy and happiness.
12.33 The Historic Tower\fn{by Khusraw Shahani (1929-

)}

Mashhad, Razavi Khorasan Province, Iran (M) 3

In the middle of our town’s main crossroad, there was a mud brick tower whose origin and history was a
mystery to us. Nor did we know what purpose it served in the center of the crossroad.
The tower was about twenty-five or twenty-six meters high. Holes in its upper parts indicated that at one time
the inhabitants of the village which had grown into what was now our town had used it in their battles against
their enemies.
The tower could no longer be used for this purpose in our time, but it hadn’t lost its martial potential
altogether. When two people quarreled, for example, amid the shouting and abuse, they would make the sign of
the tower—forearm or finger firmly erect—and dispatch it to each other’s mother and sister. A large hole near the
foot of the tower served as its entrance. In the old days, the hole had let in warriors who battled the enemy; in our
time it served as the entrance to an unofficial public toilet.
Pigeons and sparrows nested in the inner walls of the tower, in holes which marked the ravages of time. In the
spring, when the tower served as a roosting ground, plundering the nests was a pastime of the town’s young
hooligans.
Another virtue of the tower was that it made giving directions easy and helped visitors find their way around
our town. It was an integral part of the town, as if a tower with its characteristics had to exist or else something
essential to the town would be missing. Maybe we found its presence so crucial because we were used to it.
Anyhow, one afternoon a fat man, bearded and bespectacled, accompanied by two blond men wearing khaki
shorts and burdened with cameras, tripods, and shoulder-bags—all obviously foreigners—marched toward the
tower, followed by the town’s supervisor and officials.
They stopped near the tower. The fat, bearded man looked up and down the tower, his left hand on his waist.
He scanned the edifice, now with, now without glasses, then thrust his head into the hole which led to the town’s
unofficial public toilet, drew back, and said something to his two companions, holding a handkerchief to his nose.
They wrote down what he said, then stationed their tripods, and began to examine and measure the tower and to
take pictures.
By this time, news had gotten around that the town supervisor and officials had visited the tower with a group
of foreigners. People began to arrive from all directions. Climbing over one another, they were trying to beat the
town officials and the foreign delegation in discovering the mysteries of the tower. We had passed by the tower
for years, without so much as looking at it. Now, suddenly, the tower had become an object of great interest—as if
it had never been there, but had miraculously sprouted out of the ground only half an hour earlier. When the fat
bearded man, who was addressed as professor (later we found out that he was the head of the team of
archaeologists) raised his head to look at the tower, our heads too turned up automatically, and we all scrutinized
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the broken crenels. When he lowered his head, we did the same en masse. When he turned his head to say
something to his companions, we turned back to see what he was looking at. When he bent down, put his hands
on his knees, and looked up at the tower from a special angle sideways, we imitated him, like his image in a full
lengthmirror, But when the professor walked to the tower and touched its surface, we couldn’t do the same
because the policemen barred our way. Later, when thf professor had left, we went to the tower and touched the
places he had touched, but whatever his discqvery, we couldn’t make out anything.
For a while after that, the professor and his companions were busy photographing and filming the tower. In the
interval, we weren’t idle, but passed the time speculating about the importance of the tower, the history of its
construction, and the reason for the archaeologists’ visit. One believed that a treasure had been unearthed in the
tower; another maintained that Darius had buried his jewels at its foot when he was fleeing Alexander. Some
swore that the tower was built by one of the saints. Others said that an Imam who was buried under the tower had
appeared to the bearded professor in Europe, and the professor had come to study the site after that vision.
We talked about the existence of a buried treasure more than the other theories.
After some time, the professor, and his companions finish their job and, one day, departed, leaving us with a
bunch of rumors. That day, some of the townspeople waited until midnight and then secretly entered the tower and
dug up its foundation, hunting for treasure. The search was repeated for many midnights, until the authorities were
forced to send guards to protect the tower from treasure-hunters.
One day, about a month after the bearded professor had shown up in our town, we found a public notice,
signed by the town supervisor, pasted on walls allover the town. It read something like this:
To the patriotic and honorable residents of the town of ——————
Since the preservation of ancient monuments, which represent our glorious past, is
incumbent upon us all, the township took it upon itself to invite an international team of
archaeologists to visit our town’s tower. Upon visiting this monument, the team
identified it as one of the glories of our ancestors, built around the time of the Prophet
Daniel. Since it is incumbent upon us all to protect and honor this Tower of Glory, we
have es-tablished a fund to defray the cost of repair and restoration, and we invite you
honorable fellow-townspeople to contribute what you can to this fund.
From that day on, the tower wasn’t the same in our eyes. Now we respected it and wouldn’t aim it at our
mothers and sisters any more when we quarreled. We also stopped using it as a toilet and when birds sat on its
crenels we scared them off, waving our arms, throwing up our hats, or hurling stones at them, lest they would ease
nature on our Tower of Glory. Moreover, our zeal got the better of us, and we all contributed to the fund, eager to
play a part in the restoration of the tower. The sight of the tower filled us with pride. We showed off our town’s
monument, dragging all visitors to the site to see it, and we felt especially proud of it when we visited towns
which didn’t have a Tower of Glory. Those were small towns without a history, and we somehow blamed their
residents for this shortcoming.
The restoration began with the money contributed by the patriotic townspeople, but half way through, the
funds ran out. We weren’t to blame. We had given generously, but the money was not enough to cover restoration
costs. One day, a, second notice embellished the walls all over town. After an introduction like that of the first, the
notice informed us that since the funds for the restoration of the Tower of Glory had proved insufficient, the town
Council and the Governor’s Office had passed a sales tax of two rials on a kilo of sugar, three rials on a kilo of
bread, and four rials on a liter of kerosene and gasoline. The notice added that the tax was temporary and would
be lifted as soon as the repairs it was to pay for were completed.
We couldn’t very well oppose the tax; the tower, as well as our honor and dignity, was at stake. The cost was
our responsibility. It wasn’t proper that the government should pay for the restoration and we should reap the
glory. It served us right. We’d made our bed, and we had to sleep in it.
The next day meat went up three tomans a kilo. The notice had said nothing about meat, so we asked the
butcher why he’d raised the price.
“Do you expect me to pay more for bread, sugar, and kerosene, and sell the meat at the old rates? What do you
take me for?” he said self-righteously.
He was right. We all agreed that the new prices for goods under government control had to be maintained;
otherwise the repairs would be halted. Meanwhile, rent, bus fare, and all merchandise began to soar, while our
incomes remained the same. But we were happy to share the glory bequeathed upon us by the tower.
When the restoration was finally completed, a new department was formed and our Tower of Glory was
entrusted to its chiefs and staff. They set up an office at the tower, and charged the visitors two tomans. Shortly
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afterwards, those who left or entered the town were charged five tomans and issued a receipt containing a picture
of the tower and the statement, “For the Restoration and Preservation of the Tower of Glory.”
What a nuisance the tower had turned out to be! But what were we to do? Could we expect the government to
pay for the new department, for its offices, and for its many automobiles driven by the heads of the General
Bureau of National Glory? It was our town and our glory; why should the government pick up the tab? There’s a
limit to what your government should do for you.
Meanwhile the fame of our Tower of Glory spread everywhere and people flocked to our town to see it. They
came, they saw, and they left, and their comings and goings didn’t leave our lives unaffected. Rents soared at the
inn. Stolid shopkeepers demanded outrageous prices for their goods. If we protested, they’d simply say no one
was forcing us to buy. And they were right. If we didn’t pay those prices, there were plenty of tourists who would.
We began to regard the Tower of Glory as a nuisance, while residents of other towns envied us and wished they
had such a tower.
One day, rumors spread that the Tower of Glory had sunk and was leaning a few inches. Now try and
straighten that out! After all that trouble, the tower was in danger of collapsing. We flocked to the tower three or
four times a day, to make sure it was still there. The sight of our Tower of Glory leaning pitifully broke our hearts.
We were trying to find a solution, when a second team of archaeologists came from the capital to see the tower.
They warned us that unless something was done right away, the Tower of Glory would collapse. A specialist was
called, the cost of repairs was estimated, committees were formed one after another, as we waited anxiously,
wondering about the fate of our Tower of Glory.
One day, the walls were once more covered with notices informing the honorable and patriotic residents that in
order to save the tower from destruction, home-owners were to pay twenty rials a square meter in real estate tax
each month. The notice added that the order was approved by the Governor; and those who disobeyed it would be
severely punished.
This was the straw that broke the camel’s back. True, the Tower of Glory had been handed down to us by our
ancestors; true, it was several centuries old. But why should we have to pay for our ancestors’ architectural
blunders? Damn it, those who had constructed the tower should have built a garden or a mill, or dug a well, or put
aside a piece of -property to pay for the tower’s maintenance, so they wouldn’t have to plague their innocent
descendants with all this trouble. Where then were we supposed to get the three or four hundred tomans every
month to pay for the tower?
We gathered together, some of us led the way, and we walked to the Governor’s office, and, so to speak, held a
demonstration. We said we didn’t have the money, and as far as we were concerned they could keep the Tower
and the Glory.
They said nothing that day and promised to reconsider the order. But the next day they arrested some of the
demonstrators and made them sign a written statement to the effect that they would abide by the law. The rest of
the demonstrators paid their six months’ taxes in a lump sum in advance, willingly and on their own.
One gets used to everything after a while. We grew used to paying the tax, as we had grown used to the high
food prices. But it was as if nature itself was at odds with us, for around this time an earthquake tore down some
of our homes and cracked our Tower of Glory in the middle. The authorities sent for a team of archaeologists to
examine the tower and estimate the cost of repair, and we prepared ourselves for the new taxes. The
archaeologists arrived, and after one month of study and research concluded that the Tower was not built in the
time of the prophet Daniel, was only seventy or eighty years old, and couldn’t be the Tower of Glory the first team
of archaeologists had been trying to locate. Apparently the European archaeologist-orientalist, the fat, bearded
professor, had mistaken the site of the tower. The tower he and his team had come to look for was in Darkness
County, where the archaeologists had resumed their search for the Tower of Glory.
Suddenly, the tower was divested of all its grandeur. The department and its offices were closed down, and the
tower resumed the life of its inglorious days. It became a dog-hole, a public toilet, and an obscene missile aimed
at the adversary in quarrels. The pigeons and sparrows returned to their old nests in the holes of its inside and
outside walls. Its cracked middle opened wider, and it leaned more every day.
The taxes and high prices, however, held their own and remained stable. We are still paying them. Rates which
had soared with or without government sanction remained where they were.
We don’t know whether the archaeologists and orientalists have yet discovered the Tower of Glory in Darkness
County.
12.36 The Snow, The Dogs, The Crows\fn{by Jamal Mirsadiqi (1933-

)} Tehran, Tehran

Province, Iran (M) 6

The snow began again this morning, small flakes like white butterflies, silent and mysterious, settling on the
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roofs, the branches, and the ground. The men regularly shovel the snow from their roofs. But the roof of the
corner room is still covered, unlike the days when Agha Mahmud would rush to the roof and shovel the snow
even as it still fell. There it will last until it melts in the sun and drips down the drain pipe, making sad music.
Agha Mahmud would set the ladder against the wall and, run up the rungs as if he were climbing stairs. Turan
Khanom would watch him anxiously at the foot of the ladder.
“Be careful not to catch cold. Mahmud, dear. It’s very cold.”
They lived in our house. Whenever I went to their room, which was at the opposite corner of the courtyard,
Agha Mahmud would lift me over his head, throw me up and catch me.
“Here’s my boy! My own handsome boy!” he would say.
He drove a bus. Sometimes, when he went on long trips, he wouldn’t come home for a few nights. Then Turan
Khanom would take me to their room, make me sit on her knees, and tell me stories. Now their room is used as a
storage place for all kinds of odds and ends, large sacks of charcoal, and a few chairs and tables which broke in
my brother’s wedding.
On my brother’s wedding night, I was sitting with Turan Khanom at the window, watching the men who were
decorating the courtyard. It had been three or four months since news had arrived that Agha Mahmud would never
come back from his trip. Turan Khanom had worn black since, but on my brother’s wedding day mother had
forced her to take off her mourning dress. She looked pretty as a bride in her pink dress. I was sitting next to her,
and she was cracking roasted watermelon seeds and putting the kernels in my mouth.
*
When she had learned that Agha Mahmud would not return from his trip, she had asked mother to let me sleep
in her room. She would take me in her arms at night and go to sleep. When she came home from the factory in the
evening she would take me to her room and give me fruits and nuts. She had been working at the factory since she
started to wear black. My father, Hadj Agha, had tried to stop her but she had continued working. She would get
up early in the morning and light up our samovar, but leave without having tea herself.
Turan Khanom was watching the men in the courtyard as she cracked watermelon seeds for me. She was
watching them like a dancer watching a full glass on her forehead. Then she rose and closed the window.
“It’s very cold,” she said.
But it wasn’t that cold.
“Turi, are you cold?” I asked. She took my head in her hands, playing with my hair. “No, dear, I’m not cold,”
she said.
I remembered that the night before, when she had played with my hair, she was going to tell me a story. “You
were going to tell me a story last night,” I said.
“All right. Let’s move next to the lamp and I’ll tell you a story.”
We sat next to the gasoline lantern, which made a noise like a big bird. Inside the glass, the incandescent
filament glowed like a golden egg.
“It’s so cold,” Turan Khanom said again, moving closer to the lamp. But she didn’t seem to be talkinq to me.
“Why don’t you start? Tell me a story,” I said.
She held her hand over the lamp and began. Her eyes were fixed on the lamp. Her eyes spoke to the lamp,
while her lips spoke to me, her words flowing slow and continuous, threaded together like beads. Her voice was
quiet and mournful like an engine going uphill.
“This time, when the prince was on a journey, he fell out of his car and down off a cliff. The prince fell off a
cliff and died.”
“He fell off a cliff? How?” I asked.
“His car skidded toward the cliff … the prince fell off the cliff and died.”
“Why did his car skid toward the cliff? Why did the prince die?”
“Why did he die?”
She looked at me and fell silent. Her hands were touching the lamp, her eyes fixed on it. She looked like the
Turan Khanom who would wrap her chador around her and watch Agha Mahmud anxiously from the foot of the
ladder, saying: “Mahmud, dear, it’s cold. Be careful not to catch cold.”
Then, as she looked at the lamp, her irises disappeared under her eyelids. The white eyeballs looked like
sparrow eggs. Then tears swelled in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. I held her tightly.
“Turi, dear, don’t cry. Don’t cry!” I pleaded.
“I’m not crying, dear. I’m not crying.” She wiped her face with her hands.
Then Father, Hadj Agha, came into the room without any warning. Turan Khanom pulled her chador over her
head and lowered her eyes, as if staring at something hanging from her forehead. I thought she was going to cry
again and held her tightly. Father came to us smiling.
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“How nice, Turan Khanom. I’m so glad you stopped wearing your mourning dress. God bless you, you’re still
young. Just look at you, you’re skin and bones. And when I tell you to stay home like a lady instead of working at
the factory like a nobody, you don’t listen.”
Turan Khanom turned pale. She bent her head. My hands, held in hers, suddenly turned cold, as if I had dipped
them in ice water. I looked at her. Her eyes were shut, and her hands, which held my fingers, beat like the heart of
a sparrow. I moved closer to her. Her body was cold. Hadj Agha pulled out a bill from his pocket.
“Come, Jafar, run to the store, get two packs of cigarettes. Hurry up,” he said. I rose to go.
Turan Khanom was holding my hands tightly. She was staring at the wall, her back to the lamp.
Turan Khanom went to the factory the next day. She went to the factory eight more days. Then she stopped and
stayed home with us. Mother was very pleased because she could now leave the house in Turan Khanorn’s hands
and go anywhere she wanted without having to worry about anything. When she came back at noon or in the
evening, everything was shipshape. Turan Khanom had cooked the meal, washed the dishes, and swept and dusted
the house. That was why mother was so fond of her and spoke highly of her competence and ability. Sometimes
mother would take little Ahmad along to Shemiran and stay with my elder brother for two or three weeks without
a care. Or, she would pack and go to Taleghan to visit my aunt, leaving the household in Turan Khanom’s charge.
Then Turan Khanom, Hadj Agha, and I would be alone in the house.
One afternoon when I came home from school Turan Khanom was in the courtyard, naked under her chador,
ready to jump into the pool. Mother had been away for a few days, visiting Aunt Esmat.
“Go inside, dear. I’ll just take a dip. I’ll be with you in no time,” Turan Khanom said to me.
“Me too, Turi dear. I want to take a dip, too,” I said, undressing happily. Turan Khanom laughed. She threw her
chador over the hedge. She was completely naked, like mother in the bath. Her skin was white as milk. Her body
shone like new china; it glittered, mirroring the afternoon sun. “If I toss a stone at her, she’ll crack like glass and
fall to pieces,” I thought.
She saw me staring at her and laughed.
“Shame on you, boy! Don’t look at me like that. Shame,” she said. Then she took my head in her hands, bent
over and kissed my eyes, laughing. I looked at her belly, which was round as a ball. Ahmad’s belly swelled like
that after lunch. I touched her belly. It was hard like stone.
“You glutton! You’ve eaten so much your belly has swollen up,” I said.
“Do you want me to make you a little sister?” she asked.
“Yes, dear Turi, make me a little sister. I don’t have a sister.”
Then she embraced me and, laughing, pulled me with her into the pool. I held onto her, my arms around her
neck, my head against her breasts.
“Let me out! I don’t want to go in. Let me out!” I pleaded.
“You naughty boy! Remember the way you were staring at me?” she said, her face wrinkled with laughter.
I pressed against her, panting.
“I want to get out. I wasn’t looking at you,” I said.
She dipped me into the water a few times. The water was ice cold. I was about to cry. Then she put me out.
“Run, dear. Wrap yourself in my chador and stand in the sun, so you won’t catch cold.”
I wrapped the chador around myself and went to the pool again. She was sitting in the water like a duck, her
legs moving from side to side. She would fill her mouth with water and blow it into the pool.
“Aaaaah, Aaaaah God! It feels so good. Aaaaah! It feels so good.”
“I want to go in. I want to go into the pool,” I said, shivering.
*
It wasn’t morning yet when mother called me. I didn’t want to leave my bed. “I want to sleep. I want to sleep
some more,” I said.
“Don’t you want to be our man? Get up, then!”
I was about eight or nine but considered myself a grown man. I got up, rubbing my eyes. “Do you want to be
our man, when we go to Shabdol’azim tomorrow morning?” mother had asked the night before. Our house was
close to the railroad station. My parents would usually go to Shabdol’azim early in the morning, visit the shrine,
and return home soon after.
“I want to be your man. I’ll take you to Sabdol’azim,” I said.
“Then you’ll have to get up right away when I call you in the morning,” mother had said.
I sat on the mattress, looking for an excuse to go back to bed. I was still sleepy.
“Don’t you want to be our man? Come on, get up,” mother said.
“If we aren’t going, I’ll go back to sleep,” I said.
Then my younger brother, Ahmad, opened his eyes and stared at us, his eyes full of sleep. Mother tried to put
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him back to bed, but he got up.
“I want to go, too. I want to go, too,” he said.
“Go to sleep, you wretch. We aren’t going anywhere,” mother said.
“I want to go, too,” Ahmad said, louder.
“We’re going to the bath. Go to sleep, and I’ll give you a nickel.”
“I want to go to the bath, too. I don’t want to sleep,” Ahmad said, beginn,ing to cry.
“We’ll go to the doctor’s after that. He’ll give you a shot if you come.”
“I want to go, too,” Ahmad cried louder.
“Be quiet, you wretch. I hope you die! You’re going to wake him up.”
Hadj Agha was soundly asleep, snoring. We dressed, put on our overcoats, and went to the door. In his thick
overcoat, Ahmad looked like a big ball.
Naneh Sakineh was waiting for us at the door. The street was covered with snow. Naneh Sakineh was a thin,
sickly old woman. She often washed our clothes on Friday nights. The neighborhood women would gather in our
home and consult her on matters of religion. She was short and she bent double when she walked, swinging both
arms simultaneously, and waddling as she watched the ground before her, as if afraid of falling. Since the time
Turan Khanom had gone away on a journey, she had been coming to our house to help my mother.
One afternoon, when, I went home from school, Turan Khanom’s room was empty. I was very sad. I didn’t go
to school the next day; I had a fever. They told me Turan Khanom had gone on a trip and would come back soon.
But she never came back to our house. There was a lot of fighting and talk about divorce, and no one paid any
attention to me. My mother quarrelled with Hadj Agha all day long. Only Naneh Sakineh looked after me and told
me stories, but her stories weren’t like Turan Khanom’s; they were lifeless.
One morning Hadj Agha and my mother left together. When they returned at noon, mother looked very happy.
“He divorced her,” she told Naneh Sakineh, who had opened the door.
“Poor woman! Poor woman!” Naneh Sakineh said when mother had gone to her room.
Hadj Agha was perspiring and his eyes were very red. He went straight to the guest room, shut the door behind
him, and didn’t come out for a few days. Inside, he read the Koran and wept. From that day on, mother started to
go out again. She would take little Ahmad and go to visit Aunt Esmat or my elder brother and stay for two or three
weeks. Then Naneh Sakineh would see to everything.
*
With her black chador wrapped around her, Naneh Sakineh looked like a big crow as she walked through the
snow. It had been snowing on and off for two days, as if someone in the sky was unraveling the skeins of snow
one after the other, then taking a rest, then starting again.
“Why did you bring him along?” Naneh Sakineh grumbled, pointing at Ahmad. “He’ll catch cold and get you
into trouble. Anyhow, it wouldn’t do him any good to see—”
“I couldn’t help it. The miserable wretch woke up and began to cry. I was afraid Hadji would wake up.”
“If Hadji wakes up and finds all of us missing, won’t he get suspicious?”
“It’s Friday. He’ll sleep till noon.”
The streets were empty. Soft white snow carpeted the ground. Under my shoes, the snow crackled like dry
twigs catching fire. The field on the other side of the street was dotted with clusters of crows. They pecked at the
snow, looking happy.
“This is the crows’ snow,” mother said. “Are you sure she has had the you-know-what?” she asked Naneh
Sakineh.
“She’s had what?” Ahmad asked.
“None of your business,” I said.
“Yes. Last night Bagum came over and told me,” Naneh Sakineh said.
“Did she say anything else?” mother asked.
“She said she’ll wait behind the door until we knock. Then she’ll let us in,” Naneh Sakineh said.
“Who’ll wait behind the door?” Ahmad asked.
“None of your business,” I said.
“Did you ask what it was?” mother asked.
“The same thing Hadj Agha wanted. A girl,” Naneh Sakineh said.
“I hope he’ll rot in his grave. The way he’s made me suffer!” mother said.
“Shhhhh! Shhhhh! Naneh Sakineh,” I said, as if she was saying a prayer.
“Hurry up! It’s getting light,” mother said.
“It’s so cold,” Naneh Sakineh said, bending forward as she walked.
“I'm not cold,” Ahmad said.
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“You’re shivering,” I said.
“No, I’m not.”
“Stop it!” mother said.
Ahmad and I went ahead, Naneh Sakineh and mother followed. The snow sank under our feet like cotton.
Every few steps Ahmad would look back at his footprints and laugh happily. In his white overcoat he looked like
a fat puppy jumping around. He was panting; his face and hands were red.
“Mother, Ahmad is cold,” I said.
“Serves him right; no one asked him to come,” mother said.
“I’m not cold. Not cold,” Ahmad said.
“Do we have long to go?” mother asked.
“No. We’re almost there. It’s at the end of this street.”
“What’s at the end of this street? I won’t go to the doctor’s,”Ahmad said.
“Aren’t we going to Shabdol’azim, mother?” I asked.
“Yes, we are. But first we’ll stop by at Naneh Sakineh’s, so she can pick up her things.”
“Why are we going to Naneh Sakineh’s? I don’t want to go there. I want to go to Shabdol’azim,” Ahmad said.
“Serves you right. You should’ve stayed home,” I said.
“Hurry up, it’s getting light,” mother said.
“She said she’ll be waiting behind the door until we knock,”Naneh Sakineh said.
“Who’ll be waiting for us?” Ahmad asked.
“It all has to go smoothly,” mother said.
“I know. I told her to keep things quiet,” Naneh Sakineh said.
“To keep what quiet?” Ahmad asked.
“None of your business.” I said.
“It’ll only take a minute. Then I won’t have a care in the world,” mother said.
“What if she doesn’t give it to us?” Naneh Sakineh asked.
“Not give it to us! How can she? We’ll get it by force. We decided to, didn’t we?” mother said.
“Are we going to do the thing you said last night?” Naneh Sakineh asked.
“Yes. Why do you keep asking?” mother said.
“What will you tell Hadji?” Naneh Sakineh asked.
“Hadji? He’ll be glad when he finds out. One less mouth to feed,” mother said.
“But ma’am! But …” Naneh Sakineh began.
“But what?” mother said.
“It’s so cold ma’am. And the dogs … it’s a sin.”
“What sin? It’s only a bastard,” mother said.
“Who’s only a bastard?” Ahmad asked.
“But ma’am … but ma’am …” Naneh Sakineh said.
“Stop it! Stop it!” mother shouted.
“It’s so cold …” Naneh Sakineh bent double.
“I’m not cold,” Ahmad said.
“You’re shivering like a wet dog,” I said.
“I’m not shivering. I’m not,” he said.
“Stop it!” mother said.
At the end of the street we turned into an alley, then into more alleys, one after the other, narrow and dark. The
mud brick cottages were strung along a curved line, like beads in a rosary. Naneh Sakineh was a few steps ahead
of us. I had spread out my arms and would not let Ahmad pass me.
Finally, Naneh Sakineh stopped in front of a low, wide door and knocked quietly. A fat, short woman opened
the door. Her eyes glittered like a cat’s eyes. Her chin moved as if she were chewing something. She motioned to
mother and Naneh Sakineh to go in.
“Jaffar, dear, will you keep an eye on Ahmad, so I can go in for a minute? I’ll buy you a big bag for school,”
mother whispered in my ear.
“You won’t. You’re only fooling me,” I said.
“I swear I will. Just keep an eye on him for a minute. Do you understand?”
“What are you going to do in there?” I asked.
“Nothing. We’re just going to pick up Naneh Sakineh’s things,” she said. Then she said something in Ahmad’s
ear and he grinned.
“All right, I won’t tell anyone, but you must buy it for me,” he said.
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They went inside. Ahmad and I sat on the doorstep of the opposite cottage. Ahmad grinned.
“Mother promised to buy me a train. She said not to tell anyone,” he said, smiling. I was getting bored.
“Do you want to play hide and seek?” I asked.
“How?”
“You stay on the doorstep and close your eyes. I’ll go and hide.”
“No, I won’t. You want to leave me here and go away yourself.”
“You can hide, if you want to, and I’ll close my eyes. But you don’t have to play if you don’t want to.”
“All right, I’ll go and hide.”
"Tiptoe away, because
Go where you may,
The wolf is hiding
On the way,"

I said the rhyme, giving him time to hide.
He ran to find a place to hide. I went down the steps quietly, and followed my mother into the courtyard. A
stench hit me as I went in. The courtyard was empty, large, and run-down, bordered by small rooms, some dimly
lit. Mother and Naneh Sakineh had disappeared into one of these rooms. I couldn’t tell which one. I was afraid to
go farther. I stopped at the door and watched the rooms.
Suddenly I noticed the entrance to a basement room on the other end of the courtyard. My mother, Naneh
Sakineh, and behind them the old woman, came up the stairs into the courtyard, hurriedly. Naneh Sakineh’s
chador was swelling with something she carried under it. When they were in the middle of the courtyard two
white arms, like pigeon wings, thrust out from the basement, clawing at the snow on the ground. Then the head
and face of a woman emerged. Her face was white, like the snow in the courtyard. Her eyes were like two dark
holes in the white of her face. Her mouth was wide open, as if she wanted to say “Ahhhhhh.” She clawed at the
snow and pushed herself up to her breast. She raised her head and followed mother and Naneh Sakineh with her
eyes. She stretched her white, thin arms toward them, as if pleading, as if expecting someone to give her
something. Her mouth remained open, as if she wanted to say “Ahhhhh.” Her breath smoked in the air.
For a second I thought she was Turan Khanom. But Turan Khanom hadn’t been that thin. I wanted to go closer
and look at the woman. Her arms were still moving, her large, white breasts had slipped out of her dress, touching
the snow. Her abundant black hair was spread on the white ground. Suddenly she fell back, slid toward the
basement and fell in, head first, her arms still sawing the air, her open mouth still. saying “Ahhhhh,” her breath
visible.
*
When we had gone some distance from the house, Naneh Sakineh stopped.
“What’re we going to do with it?” she asked, looking at the bundle under her chador.
“You keep asking. Didn’t I tell you we were going to …” mother said. She sounded as if she had something in
her mouth.
“I can’t, I swear to God, I can’t. Thedogs … the crows …” Naneh Sakineh said, her voice like a horn.
In the field next to the road the dogs ran here and there, sniffing at the snow and chasing the crows. On the
walls and on the ground, the crows were sticking their beaks into the snow and watching us with their small, black
eyes.
“Mother, why is this the crows’ snow?” I asked.
“Are you going to do it or not?” mother asked Naneh Sakineh.
“I’m afraid, ma’am. I’m afraid,” she said, her voice like a horn.
“I’m not afraid,” Ahmad said,
“You’re afraid of the bogeyman,” I said,
“Hurry up, woman! If the sun comes up everyone will see,” mother said,
“I’m not afraid of the bogeyman,” Ahmad said.
“I can’t ma’am. I can’t …” Naneh Sakineh said.
“Come on! Get it over with,” mother shouted.
“I can’t … I can’t, ma’am, it’s an evil thing,”
“What can’t you?” Ahmad asked.
“I can do anything, I’m a man, a big man,” I said.
“So am I. I’m a man, too,” Ahmad said.
“Are you” You no man!” I said,
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“Are you going to?" mother asked Naneh Sakineh.
“I’m a man. I’m a man,” Ahmad said.
“I won’t do it, ma’am. I’m afraid,” Naneh Sakineh said, her voice sharp as a whistle.
“I’m not afraid. I’m a man,” Ahmad said.
“You’re afraid to go to the bathroom at night. Someone has to go with you,” I said,
“So are you,” Ahmad said.
“Are you going to, or not? The sun is coming up,” mother said,
“Ohhhhh God! Ohhhhh,” Naneh Sakineh said, her trembling hands shaking her chador.
“Where do you want her to go, mother?” I asked,
“Damn you! Give it to me. I knew you didn’t have enough guts,” mother said.
Naneh Sakineh opened her chador and offered a white, long burdle to mother. As mother stretched her arms to
take the bundle, the white cloth slipped aside, revealing two shiny black circles that moved rapidly. Mother
quickly hid the bundle under her chador.
“Wait here till I come back,” she said.
“Where are you going? I want to go, too,” I said.
“Me too. I’ll cry if you don’t take me,” Ahmad said.
“I won’t be a minute. Wait here. I won’t buy you anything, if you don’t,” mother said.
*
It had grown light, but the streets were still empty. The dogs ran around in the snow and from the top of the
walls the crows alighted on the ground. The, dogs sniffed at the snow. The crows pecked at the snow, as if
snatching away bits of earth’s flesh. Two dogs followed Mother, sniffing the snow. The sky was like a bowl of
blood.
When mother came back, it became cloudy again and snow began to fall. We walked on in silence. Mother was
staring at the snow, her head bent down.
“It’s so cold,” she said.
“I’m not cold,” Ahmad said. Naneh Sakineh was carrying him on her back.
“You’re shivering like a wet dog,” I said.
“No I’m not. You’re shivering like a billow,” he said.
“Say, ‘you’re shivering like a willow,’” I said.
“You’re shivering. You’re shivering,” Ahmad said.
“I’m not shivering. I’m not cold at all,” I said.
Mother stared at the snow.
“It’s so cold," she said. She sounded like a horn.
Then we all went to visit the shrine at Shabdol’azim.
12.42 Scapegoat\fn{by Mahdolcht Dowlatabadi (1933-

)} Tehran, Tehran

Province, Iran (F) 4

Mahmood was heading home, walking leisurely down the dark, quiet street. His head was lowered and his face
sullen. As usual, before crossing the street, he checked both directions for cars. It was then, despite the darkness,
that he saw a woman’s figure resembling his mother’s at the street comer. He was sure that his mother would
never leave the house at that hour. Many years had passed since the time his mother used to wait for him at that
corner, carefully wrapping herself up in her long veil so that no one would recognize her. He was a child then. It
was his first year in school, and the school days had not yet been cut in half. He didn’t live far from his school,
but his father, God rest his soul, advised him,
“If you want to become a man, don’t return home for lunch!”
Every morning, he would take his lunch along, wrapped in a cloth. During the first few months he anxiously
awaited the minute he could go home. Every evening he would find his mother at the comer, waiting for him.
Mahmood would run toward her the minute he saw her. They would walk inside the house together, and after
washing his hands, he would sit down and wait for her to serve him sweetened tea with bread and cheese.
In the twenty years since, his father had died and his mother had grown very old. She seldom left the house
after her husband’s death. She lost the inclination to do anything after her daughters had married. With them also
gone, she even gave up weaving carpets, as her eyes couldn’t endure it anymore. She spent much of her time
sitting with her prayer rug spread before her. These days, with all the killings and looters on the loose, her
isolation grew as her inquisitiveness shrank.
Mahmood crossed the street. Frowning more deeply, he narrowed his eyes and rounded his lips, mumbling,
“I’ll be damned! It’s her all right! Has she heard something? Is she standing there to check up on me?”
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The thought made his blood boil. He felt very hot.
With a bent back and a slow pace, the old woman walked toward him.
“It’s you! What’s wrong?” Mahmood asked.
His mother pulled his coat collar down, and standing on her toes lifted her body to reach his height.
“You have a guest. Nasrollah, Haji Ali’s son,” she whispered in Mahmood’s ear.
Nasrollah’s name turned Mahmood’s thoughts back to his youth. They had gone to school together. He saw
vividly the image of Nasrollah’s house, surrounded by that huge garden at the end of their alley. Then he put that
picture next to their own house, tiny as a matchbox, with a pool the size of a sieve and with a single walnut tree
they had for vegetation. He remembered Nasrollah’s dark skin, and his face with a soft mustache emerging on the
upper lip. He even remembered the lower part of Nasrollah’s trousers, always too short to cover his ankles. He
thought about all the strikes he took part in in high school—Nasrollah always standing aside, his currying favor,
never willing to lose his wits. Mahmood realized that he had been completely out of touch with Nasrollah for
ages. He had seen him a few times since his family moved out, but not at all within the last year. Nasrollah had
quit the streets, the main square, and even the bank.
Mahmood’s face assumed its sullen, frowning and curious expression again.
“Is this the Nasrollah who lived in the garden at the end of the alley? I didn’t think he was around any more.”
His mother started for the house, murmuring,
“My son, it is him. I don’t know what has brought the poor soul back this way. It was just getting dark when I
heard the doorbell ring. I didn’t open the door. I asked from behind the door who they wanted. Then I heard his
voice saying, ‘It’s me, ma’am. I want to talk to Mahmood.’ I told him that you were not home, but he insisted,
‘Please let me in! I’ll wait for him in the doorway.’ When I opened the door I saw his pale face; he was white as a
corpse. I took him inside and poured him a glass of tea. He didn’t touch it. He kept wiping his face with a
handkerchief. He didn’t talk at all, but I think he is in trouble. I think something bad has happened. I didn’t want
to ask him anything, but I couldn’t sit there and watch him twitch either, so I came outside and waited until you
came.”
Mahmood opened the door with his key and entered thehouse noisily. The only light in the house came from a
lamp In the anteroom. Through the windowpane Mahmood saw Nasrollah looking outside intently, with a hand
placed over his brow, trying to concentrate. Mahmood took off his shoes before he went in. He sat next to
Nasrollah and spoke excitedly.
“What a surprise! What’s made you remember humble people like us?”
He was scrutinizing his friend’s face while he spontaneously uttered this cliche of a greeting. Nasrollah’s
small, black, intelligent eyes betrayed only fear. His colorless face was covered with sweat, and desperately trying
to control his emotions, he bit his lower lip. Mahmood grabbed Nasrollah by the shoulders.
“What’s happened to you?”
Nasrollah lowered his head, as if expecting Mahmood to know everything already, like when they were in
school. If a teacher was unfair to a student, Mahmood would speak up on his behalf. If the principal bore a grudge
against a teacher, Mahmood would immediately sense it and mobilize the other teachers and students to support
the teacher. If he sensed that the boys were picking a fight with some poor defenseless kid, he would appear in the
nick of time to prevent it, cunningly distracting them and getting the troubled kid out. The students both in the
lower and the higher levels respected him. Seyyed Sina’s son was unknowingly the beating pulse of the entire
school. How could he be sitting in front of him now, not knowing what was going on and why he was there?
Could he really not know? Or was it because he wanted to hear the story from Nasrollah himself? Mahmood
shook him again.
“Talk! What the hell is the matter with you? Where have you been? You’re shaking!”
He took Nasrollah in his arms like a baby, trying to warm him with his own body heat, hoping to calm him so
he could talk. Nasrollah was the same size as Mahmood, tall and slim; but he fit in his arms like a child. When
Mahmood felt the wetness of Nasrollah’s face on his neck, he pulled himself back and looked at Nasrollah’s face,
amazed.
“Are you crying?”
Nasrollah shook his head in denial, and whispered in a voice that could hardly be heard.
“I am a sitting duck. They’ve made me a scapegoat!”
Mahmood’s mother knocked at the door.
“Do you want something to eat?”
Realizing that his mother was standing outside, Mahmood shouted, “Come in! Come in! Haven’t you heard
anything from the neighbors?”
The neighbors were the same people Mahmood didn’t want his mother to mingle with. After his father, Seyyed
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Sina, died, and his sisters were married, an implicit contract was drawn between Mahmood and his mother: the
latter would keep all her worries and the neighbor’s gossip from her only son, her last child, and attend to her
prayers in pursuit of securing a position in heaven; and Mahmood would remain in the same house in Najafabad
and try to play the game according to her rules, busying himself with the task of securing their material needs.
When he was offered a job in a bank in Isfahan, he brushed his greed aside and did not stir. Each of his married
sisters had insisted on taking her mother along or having her come for visits, but their mother had rendered their
persistence futile. She could not stand cars; rides upset her stomach.
After the revolution,\fn{The Islamic Revolution in Iran, which began in 1979 .} Mahmood had become involved with a
woman about his own age—a woman not so reputable, and for a few months now he had kept her in a small house
in a garden in some remote area. The banks were open only for one or two hours a day. He would make a short
stop there in the morning and then he would go directly to Pari and stay with her till late in the evening. It was not
so much the sexual attraction that drew him there; he didn’t wish to be alone with himself or his friends. At first
he was cautious. He didn’t want his sisters and his mother to find out. In a small town things are noticed,
especially with everyone always watching.
Until the revolution, he had a very clear idea what he wanted. As a child—fetching firewood from the forest
for the kitchen stove; when accompanying his father, a dealer, to the bazaar; or years later, helping his sisters
weave a row or two of carpet—he always found a contradiction between his observations and his elders’
explanations. He committed himself to the establishment of good and justice. People, one or two generations older
than his, feared their shadows. And these days, no one discussed the state of affairs. Those less fearful
occasionally said a few words about the good days of the past regime, or talked about the books that were
outlawed, or would insinuate their ideas by reciting this verse from Hafez,
Don’t be grieved, as the dissipated Yousef will return to Canaan.

His intuition rebutted the newspapers and radio. If he could afford it, he would become even more destructive
than those who took part in the riots. He envied them. Before the revolution, he had shouted himself hoarse in
anti-government demonstrations. Now he had doubts. He lost his desire to think. Braving now only the neighbors’
gossip, he visited Pari every day and enjoyed ordering her around.
The doorbell made Mahmood jump. They looked searchingly at each other for a clue to the identity of who
rang the bell.
Wiping the sweat of his face with a handkerchief pulled from his pocket, Nasrollah whimpered,
“Mahmood, I’m a sitting duck. Please don’t betray me!”
Mahmood, already preoccupied, was vexed dumb. Nasrollah must not know him, or he would never say such a
thing. Of course, he wouldn’t betray him! Who was he and what had he done, anyway, to be so scared? Pounding
on the door had joined the incessant bell. Mahmood went to the door barefoot and opened it right away. He saw
the glint of the gun barrel whose weight he felt on his chest a moment later. A group of young men, mostly armed,
glared at him. One asked,
“Whose house is this?”
Mahmood told him his name and his father’s and explained that he and his mother lived alone. One of the
revolutionary guards asked about Haji Ali’s house and said that they were told it was in that alley.
Mahmood, terrified, paused,
“Which Haji Ali? What are you looking for?” A short, young man in back shouted,
“None of your business! Where are your identification papers?”
“Good Lord!” And as he was about to throw some offense at them, Mahmood heard his mother’s calm voice
asking,
“Which Haji Ali, the one who lived at the end of the alley?” She continued undaunted, “They moved out a long
time ago. Haji Ali is no longer here. He may live in the next alley.”
“Bullshit! We’ve traced his son to this neighborhood. Haven’t you seen him? Did you say only you and this old
woman live here?”
Mahmood responded more confidently. “Of course!”
Suddenly the guards started pressing against the door separating them from the mother and son. The door gave
in.
“What do you think you’re doing? Who’s given you the right to break into my house this late at night?”
“Shut up! We’ll turn this house upside down, and we’ll turn every house in this alley upside down, and we
won’t stop till we find Haji Ali’s son. Where are your identification papers?”
They overpowered Mahmood and poured in. After a short interchange, three of the guards stayed and the rest
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left for other houses. Just as the three of them were about to enter the anteroom, they saw a pair of men’s shoes.
"Didn’t you just say there’s no one but you here? Whose shoes are these, then?”
Mahmood could only think of the room Nasrollah was in. His eyes were fixed on the entrance.
“These belong to Mahmood,” his mother intervened. “Look! He forgot to put them on when he came to open
the door.”
Mahmood went into the closet to get his papers; one of the men followed him. He felt like a mouse being
shoved into a trap. When he saw that Nasrollah was hiding neither in the closet nor behind the doorway, he was
sure that he had gone up the stairway to the roof. But no. They searched every possible place, even inside their
bedding and his mother’s chests. Relief was mixed with confusion in Mahmood and his mother. Nasrollah had
sunk into the ground like a drop of water.
After going around the same circle several times, the short, young man said, “So far we’ve fixed Haji Hasan
and his sons. God willing, we will eliminate these ungrateful bastards. We will protect this city’s purity against all
the Bahais and Jews.\fn{It was in Iran, in 1819, that the Bahai Faith began.} We’ll find Haji Ali’s relatives, even if we have
to turn over rocks, and burn them alive. We’ll burn their bastard corpses, too.”
Then they passed around a box of Winstons, each taking and lighting a cigarette before rejoining their friends,
the true believers of Islam, in the war against all others.
Now Mahmood checked their house. He looked in the doorways, behind the curtains, inside the closets, and
everywhere else, calling Nasrollah’s name. Sometimes he called him “Nassy,” as when they were children, but he
found no trace of Nasrollah. He put his jacket back on and told his mother that he was going to look for him. He
neither waited for a response nor said good-by before leaving.
It was after he closed the door and stood in the dark alley that he felt utterly helpless. Where to start? Was
Nasrollah still hiding in this neighborhood, in the alley in which he spent his childhood, or had he gone some
place else, to take refuge with people who were more courageous than himself? Mahmood tried to put himself in
Nasrollah’s shoes. His mind was blank. He passed a few small alleys, and, as if looking for a small puppy, thrust
his head into dark comers and occasionally called out “Nassy, Nassy!”
Finally he came to Pari’s neighborhood. He had never gone there this late and although he trusted her loyalty
he did not wish to test it. Ringing her doorbell this late would scare her. He did not want to scare her. Was he
being followed? The mere sight of a man and a young boy passing by frightened him. He hid in the midst of a
tree’s branches by a brook, consoling himself with the thought of finding Nasrollah when the sun was up again.
He could secretly bring Nasrollah to Pari’s house until things calmed down. He was sure that the insanity would
end, that someone would take charge and straighten out the mess. Now, anyone with a J-3 gun thought he was
king. Nassy was too preoccupied for women, and this arrangement would work out better for Pari as well, since
she wouldn’t be alone to be deceived by the devil.
He remembered that early on, when he had seen his mother waiting for him at the street comer, he had
suspected that she had heard something about his affair with Pari and had come to confront him. He asked
himself, “What’s my problem? Why am I so afraid? Is it what people say about Pari or is it fear of my mother’s
disappointment? My mother seems to be interested only in seeing me settle down. Maybe it’s because I still don’t
know what I want, I’ve made my mother a scapegoat. What’s wrong with marrying Pari, anyway? I’ll catch up
with the old crowd and drop the indifference. Being apolitical is no different than siding with the oppressor.”
Mahmood had always kept the seed of these thoughts alive in his mind, but the unforeseen events of the
previous night fertilized them, and they became urgent. He wanted to wake up Pari and tell her all this. He was no
longer afraid of ringing the bell or scaring her. He would go from one alley to another, with Pari on his side, and
together, they would find Nasrollah’s house and his friends. They would persuade his friends to stand up for
Nasrollah. They would convince them that living in a society and benefiting from its privileges naturally involves
them in that society’s problems.
He rang the bell. Normally the door would open as soon as he rang, as if Pari always waited for him behind the
door. He didn’t expect that at this hour of the night, but the protracted silence and stillness in response to his rings
unnerved him. At last he climbed the door, and standing atop the wall, called Pari’s name a few times. A jump and
he landed in the yard. He went straight to her room. The door was locked and there was no one in. Now fear
seized him. They had agreed: she went nowhere, or accepted any visitors without telling him first. He had left her
house at eight the night before, and she had not mentioned a word about going out afterwards. Martial law was
not in effect but people were afraid of being outside after dark.
The man whom she must be out with, who must visit her after I leave, might be even richer than I, and have a
car. So naive! Betrayed.
He sat on the steps leading to her room and waited for her return. Being in this house with Pari gave him a
sense of security. He was always in a good mood around her. But every night after leaving her, misery gave rise to
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suspicion. He would only continue this relationship until the end of the month. How could he have trusted her and
given her this place so she could move out of that whorehouse? He must have lost his mind to get involved in a
mess like this. What will he do if he sees her come in with a man? Beat her up, or just spit in her face and leave
her for good? He was too tired to decide. Sleep overcame him.
Pari’s voice calling his name woke him up. The sun had spread its rays over the whole yard, and Pari was still
in her formal long veil.
“How did you get in? You left your key here. Why didn’t you break the lock and go in? Are the banks closed
today?”
Mahmood pushed sleep away and said with a gloomy voice,
“Cut out this nonsense and tell me where you’ve been!”
Pari, covering ,her face with her veil with one hand, extended her other to Mahmood and said,
“Get up and let’s go in and have a cup of tea. I’ll tell you everything.”
Mahmood wanted an explanation, not just stories. He ignored Pari’s extended hand.
“I won’t move from this spot until you answer my question. I should square my account with you first.”
Pari took her veil off, went toward the pool and said,
“All I need now, in the midst of this mess, is to have you getting on your high horse.”
She stuck her veil under her arm and poured some water on her face. Her eyes were obviously red and swollen
from crying. Noticing, Mahmood was relieved of the miserable suspicion that Pari had been enjoying herself in
the company of a man. In fact, he felt slightly alarmed about her condition and spoke in a more gentle tone.
“I’ve been miserable since last night. I came here to see if your silly mind can come up with an idea. At first I
was reluctant to wake you up, and then after I pulled myself up the wall like a thief, I didn’t find you inside.
Where were you, for God’s sake, that late at night, and with whom?”
“At my father’s grave,” Pari yelled peevishly. “Where was I? These days I get so anxious I can’t sit still and
stay home. I am not worried about myself, you know. I am worried about those children who are still in that
house; I am worried about the storekeepers whose shops are being set on fire; I am worried for Haji Hasan, for his
son; I am worried about this stinking odor of burnt human flesh and the burnt corpses that are still lying on the
street, no one daring to get close to them. I went with a few other women to find Haji Hasan’s relatives. So what if
they are Bahais! That’s not a sin. They’re human beings, too. I heard that all of the Bahais, even older women and
children have escaped to the mountains for fear of their lives. The rascals are after them on horses in the desert,
and in the city they raid people’s houses. If I can’t help these people, I have no recourse but crying in sympathy
for them. It’s our own fault. If we weren’t such cowards and didn’t give free rides to anyone who came around
…”\fn{The Bahai Faith (as it is customarily called) upholds the practice of monotheism, and is practiced by believers throughout the
world: but it accepts its own prophet (who declared himself as such in 1852) as the last of the prophets of God (rather than Muhammed);
holds a belief that The Bahai Faith is a replacement for Islam, and not a part of it; and also that The Bahai Faith will itself be replaced in
2852 by another monotheism more advanced and more perfect than is presently available—considerations which probably almost all
believers in Islam consider blasphemous, heretical, and deserving of death by the most horrible means possible .}

Mahmood bent over the pool to wash his face. All the while Pari was talking, he remained bent listening to her.
When she finished, he straightened his back and extended his hand toward Pari.
“Let’s go visit my mother. Last night we were visited by one of them. When the guards came after him and
forced their way into our house, he disappeared. I came here to get your help in finding him. When a man is
accompanied by a woman, he doesn’t arouse suspicion. I haven’t eaten anything since I had lunch with you
yesterday, and I’ll be damned if I eat till I’ve found Nassy.”
Pari shook her head in approval and said,
“How can one keep an appetite with this stinking smell in the air, this anxiety, and so much pain and suffering
inflicted upon human beings? By the way, what did you say? It just registered: you asked me to go to your
mother! Did I hear you right? Aren’t you ashamed of being seen with me in public, of your mother knowing that
you’ve been seeing me, a woman with all the wrong connections, a nobody?”
Mahmood looked down. He saw a few ants carrying food on the ground. He spoke after a long pause.
“It’s not true. Everybody is somebody. You are superior to me. You were quicker than I was in going out to
find out what you could do for them.”
His mother was not surprised to see Pari with Mahmood. She poured them tea in fancy tea glasses. Once sure
that she could trust Pari, she spoke.
“I stayed up late waiting for you, thinking about Nasrollah. I finally got sleepy and turned off the light. I had
barely sat down when someone knocked on the anteroom window. It was Nasrollah. When we were at the door
talking to the guards, he climbed the walnut tree. And when you called him he didn’t answer you, fearing that a
trap had been set. I insisted that he come in and sleep here, but he refused, saying that he had to leave Najafabad
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before it was too late. God bless all His God-fearing slaves.”
Mahmood answered, “I wish God would do us a favor and make life easier for us. I think life would be better
if there were less fear. Don’t you think so, Pari?”
Pari nodded, but her imagination had wandered to Nasrollah’s fate, wondering where he was, how scared he
must be.
138.201 Excerpt from The Infernal Times of Agha-ye Ayyaz: “The Dismemberment”\fn{by Reza Baraheni
(1935- )} Tabriz, East Azerbaijan Province, Iran (F) 10
… He commanded, “Bring the saw up here.”
Ascending the ladder, I was in a position to see the withered, fleshless, dust- and blood-smeared limbs of that
one. I gazed at them, afraid, my throat parched and dry, my breath strangled in my throat, the saw, large and
gleaming white, savage saw with teeth, long and sharp, rude and merciless, held in one hand, my other hand
grasping the rungs of the ladder, one by one—staring at him, appalled, from behind—that one, who was breathing
heavily and mumbling something which I couldn’t hear. And as SI moved up, rung by rung, my eyes were fixed
on neither earth nor sky, but first on his feet, then the calves of his legs, then his burnt-out thighs—that one, the
man whose name I am afraid to let pass my lisp, although I admire it—and, of course he had a tattered loincloth,
thee, red and gray, blood-soaked, around his waist, a narrow waist, the hair around his waist sticky with blood as
if they had wanted to pluck out each hair with their dagger-like, dreadful, sharp nails, but had instead picked at the
flesh underneath, leaving the hair standing in lace on a surface of torn and ravaged flesh.
“The saw!” he commanded.
“Bringing it,” I said.
“Faster,” he said, “bring it faster!”
“Bringing it faster!” I said.
And I moved faster—as if I were able to!—and closed my eyes so as not to see—as if I were able to!—as if it
were possible to become blind!—there before my eyes loomed the bloodied spike, whose gleaming point had
passed through his body and protruded from his back—his back, him, that one whose name I did so like—point
passing through his body and out his back through the timber of the rack to which he was fastened. Now I opened
my eyes and looked at the spike with my eyes open and it was the same I had seen with my eyes closed.
“The saw!” he shouted.
And I said, “Bringing it,” and took another step upward and raised my right hand and stretched the handle of
the saw, the handle on Mahmoud’s end, out to Mahmoud, and Mahmoud, from the other side of the man, from the
side where his face—and the face of that one whose name made me afraid because I liked it so—could be seen,
took the saw by its long, white, vertical handle.
And he said, “Up, come higher up so that we can begin.” And I moved another rung higher up, stopping right
next to his head; his sweat-soaked, burning, fiery profile seemed … in an aura of light? … No, but red and vast
and even god-like. His thick beard seemed to grow out of his face in my direction.
“Measure the arm!” shouted Mahmoud, his end of the saw in hand, and I changed the handle of my end of the
saw to my left hand and raised my right hand and bent forward a bit and placed my little finger on the pulsating
wrist of him—that one whom I liked so because I was afraid of him—and spread my comparatively rude fingers
up his forearm, the fingers of the right hand along his naked forearm below the elbow, touching his inflamed
body, sensing his humid, torrential fever to the capillary depths of me.
Then the cries, I heard the wailing, the rhythmical, howling voices of the assembled host of my countrymen,
crying out in chorus, “His right hand first! His right hand first! His right hand first!”
And, these words having been repeated several times, like a ritual tribal chant, Mahmoud shouted, “Begin!”
and with a harmonious, rhythmical motion we began, Mahmoud pulling the saw as I released it, I pulling the saw
as Mahmoud released it and the saw slipping and slicing through the flesh with the grating sound of a potter’s
wheel in a Ghaznein or Rey or Baghdad bazaar. What with Mahmoud pulling mightily upon the saw when I
released it and myself pulling mightily upon the saw when Mahmoud released it, the arm was soon severed, two
hands-breadth lengths from the wrist, just above the elbow, and Mahmoud shouted, “Bring the oil! Oil!” And
from the foot of the ladder they handed me the bucket full of boiling, steaming, fiery hot oil, and I handed it to
Mahmoud, and he managed with agility to hold it and to twist the severed stump of the arm into the oil and keep it
there until the blood coagulated.
And then I heard his loud voice, like a spear—his voice, that one whom I liked because I feared him so—
shouting something like “Annal haq!”\fn{A note says: Literally, “I am the Truth”; metaphorically, “I am God.” The penalty for
this—which is assumed to be blasphemy—is death .} or perhaps that very phrase, Annal haq! And the people,, the calamity286

stricken dogs, wailed an answer in chorus: “Now his left hand! Now his left hand! Now his left hand!” And we
fell to our work, but cutting through the left arm was harder than cutting through the right arm had been: this one
thing I couldn’t understand: why should cutting through one arm be more difficult than cutting through the other?
Isn’t it so, after all, that a man’s two arms are equal in strength or in weakness, equally thick and muscular or
spindly and stringy and weak? I had descended the ladder. Mahmoud had done the same. The warm-odored blood
of the one-armed man had spilled onto my knees and the apron of my winding sheet which had soaked it up drop
by drop. I had descended the ladder, and then Mahmoud moved his ladder to the other side and I did the same,
moved my ladder to the other side, and although there were still chopped-ground pieces of flesh and bone on the
saw, the saw still seeming to vibrate with that awful grating sound, I felt no shame at holding it in my hand—it
was our intention, our aim to kill any and all shame in ourselves; and we had killed shame in ourselves, because
shame for Mahmoud was a worthless commodity—the sweat of shame must never befoul the countenance of
man. Saw in hand, after changing the place of my ladder, I felt more at ease and ascended the ladder rung by rung.
Mahmoud did the same. I was more nimble this time; I was a better murderer; I was more of a murderer.
Mahmoud had once told me, “A man gets used to it,” And I had been able to get used to it, this being the first time
I had ever dismemebered anyone. Mahmoud had said, “A man gets used to it,” and then had told me how he
himself, at the very beginniing, had been ill-at-ease at the porospect of taking up a sword or spear or even a small
dagger in his hand butr how later he ahd been able to attack a man who had angred him with a small cheese knife:
the man had leveled accusations at Mahmoud’s ancestry, and Mahmoud had flung the knife straight at him, and
the knife had struck the man directly in the righ tshoulder, in sucha way that it deprived the howling wretch of the
use of his arm. After that, it had been mere child’s play to attack another man, this one thick-boned, thick-bodied,
larger than himself—attacking from behind, of course, and laying him out with a single blow—and Mahmoud’s
confrères had dragged the corpse to the river and given it a kick and a push with their heavy-booted feet, after
allowing the blood to drain out through the gashes, a kick and a push and a toss into the river like a sack full of
old bones and bloodless meat; after that Mahmoud had become famous for his courage and his valor by strangling
two men with his bare hands—killing another man by a fierce kick to the ribs—killing one of his own brothers by
night, they said, and blinding one of his own sons by day. He had also slain many in war, and when they took
prisoners and brought the capture commandants, lately converted into eunuchs, before him or when they brought
the young soldiers before him, some with hails extracted, tongues sliced out, fingers, ears or noses sliced off,
Mahmoud would stand them all beside the river as target dummies for his sword practice; he had tested his speed
at decapitation by sword and was found capable of knocking the heads off twenty castrated captains in the wink of
an eye; Mahmoud was capable of noting with complete composure the place between the thighs of those captives
whose manliness they had torn out by the roots—Mahmoud had the habit of noting this and suddenly erupting
with a laughter so deep and wild and lusty and joyful, so full of relish that the newly castrated victims felt
themselves strong and sound as ever—for a moment, of course, only for a moment—because they heard the
laughter and the next moment a spasm in their throats, a turbulence in their bowls, eyeballs, darting to and fro in
alarm, skulls swelling with a brain-rattling raging convulsion that forced the eyeballs to protrude from their
sockets looking like rotten, trampled peaches: Mahmoud appeared on the back of his tall, narrow-bodied,
immaculate trimmed white horse and, first bending down to kiss his horse’s neck, he took his sword from our
elder servant and galloped away, and there was an end to the convulsions and spasms, an end to the turbulence in
the bowels and eyeballs protruding from their sockets—the sword swinging horizontally sliced through
unresistant soft as cheese necks and sliced and severed and hacked, and Mahmoud flung his sword into the sand
with the skill and artistry only he among men could aspire to, the elder servant being responsible for gathering in
these swords. And when Mahmoud came back, dismounted, and washed his hands and face, cleansing himself for
prayer with fresh spring water, then all men of this land stood in emulation of their leader at prayer.
“What are you wasting time for? Begin!” he said, and I began, but I don’t know why cutting through his left
arm was harder than cutting through his right—I mean, the left arm was literally more difficult to cut through!
Was I not more at ease this time? Nimbler? More of a murderer? Why was his left arm so difficult to cut through?
I looked to Mahmoud and saw that it hadn’t surprised him at all; in sensing my confusion, he said, “It’s always
like this—the resistance increases—but the resistance of this stubborn head of a braying ass will lessen!” Starting
in again, we cut only through the skin—thin, sickly arm resisting like a bar of iron—Mahmoud, enraged, removed
his left hand from the handle of the saw and grabbed him by the beard, growling, “If you resist, I’ll cut your head
off!” and receiving no answer, as he—that one whom I did so like—had seemed to sink into himself after having
once cried out and seemed to have no intention of every saying anything again, shouted, “You there! bring me an
axe! A Tashkent blade!” Before long they gave him one from below, and he gave it to me and said, “Go a step
higher, give the axe a good powerful swing and cut the cursed thing off at the shoulder! No more need for
measuring!” And I did what he told me, and never had I done anything that he had not told me: went a step higher,
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raised the axe above my head and the crowd and Mahmoud, and swung the blade in a wide arc from east to west.
“Whap!” It came down and the arm, instead of hanging from the left side of his body, was now hanging from the
left side of the rack. Then they gave the oil to Mahmoud from below, and Mahmoud took the oil to the severed
stump and plunged the stump, like the head of an animal, into the oil and with this action arose a scream, a strong
and loud and mythic cry: “Annal haq!” or something like “Annal haq!”—and then the people, yelping and
howling dogs, crying in chorus: “And now his feet! And now his feet! And now his feet!” And we, upon hearing
their cry, we—who had gone so far as to place the responsibility for the affairs of the people in their very own
hands and had said, “We will provide the backdrop. You will be encouraged and rewarded for effort. You will be
moved to great works. You will but speak and we will act upon your word”—upon hearing the cry “And now his
feet!” descended our ladders calmly and obediently, the axe in my hand and the bucket of burning oil in
Mahmoud’s hand—the hand of my Agha, my master … my God. We descended to treat those feet—his feet, the
feet of that one whom I did lie awfully well because I feared him and did not know why I feared and liked him—
to the pummeling they deserved.
As we descended everything was quiet. The people were waiting, after all their clamor—the bearded lambs,
weak, mustachioed little lambs to be bought and sold on the bazaar, young and old, ugly and handsome, were
waiting, still far from any real comprehension of blood. But I could hear the warm call of blood, the sound of the
beating pulse in the severed stump of his arm pounding to my ears, and the smell of blood, that warm odor of
blood, first to strike the nose at birth, I again tasted and perceived; it went warmly and pleasantly to work in the
fibers of my brain, and I sensed that my eyes had become red, sunset red, that beautiful shade of red, blood red.
Having descended, we found that they had placed two stools on either side of the man bound to the rack, the
man from whose stumps blood was still dripping onto the ground. Mahmoud wanted wine. They brought it. I
wanted water. They brought it. We both wet our lips, he with wine, I with water. Mahmoud looked at me, and I
bowed my head. He looked at me out of the corners of his eyes. Whenever he grew heated, whenever he drank
wine and grew heated, whenever he became amorous, he would look at me out of the corners of his eyes, and the
corners of his two eyes would shine like lamps. And now here, right in front of the people standing around us but
at some distance from us, Mahmoud laughed with his eyes, looking at me as a lover does, as a man full of lust
does. I was ready to kiss his hands, his powerful hands, I was willing, not just from habit, but from love, to kiss
his powerful hands. Whenever he glanced at me from the corners of his eyes gleaming like two lamps, I returned
his glance only for a moment, a fast fleeting moment, and like the swift motion sound of Mahmoud’s sword
through the air, a look with the speed of a sword slicing the air, in this fleeting look everything was exchanged
between Mahmoud and me—memories of our alliance exchanged with each other—I became subdued and gentle
—Mahmoud seemed to swell to a magnificence, the magnificence of an eagle, and I, gentle and subdued as the
amorous female dove—he became hot and sharp and large and powerful—I became deep and delicate and soft
and felt the scraping of his rough, tumultuous fingers over my body—I sensed that I must kiss the sand of the
Oxus shore once again, must wash my mouth with the sand of the shore, fill my mouth with the sand of the shore,
must claw at the sand of the shore of the Oxus and stuff the soft, delicate, humid sand in my mouth, a lover of that
asphyxiation, the dying, the burial in the sand. Mahmoud looked at me out of the corners of his eyes. He circled
the man bound to the rack, the tall man bound to the rack, and the rack itself. The people were more intent upon
watching the man with no arms than watching me and Mahmoud. After their chorus of clamor, they were
watching the man and enjoying themselves. Mahmoud looked at me. His eyes had become like flames. The wine
had already found its way to his eyes. He had already set the bucket of oil down. His hands were still spattered
with blood. Like myself, he wore a winding sheet. This custom I do not understand. If I put on a winding sheet,
that’s one thing, but why Mahmoud? A winding sheet is not fitting for him; a man who gives the orders shouldn’t
wear a winding sheet. He came over, a full head taller than I. He placed his long, powerful, red, warm, bloodcovered hands on my neck. He bent down to me, moving his head closer to mine; he pulled me to him, pressed me
to him, turned his head away from me, and I raised my head. How pure I still was, how gentle and kind and
womanish and even childish! I raised my head and looked at him, my eyelids half-closed, he pressed his lips to
mine, gently at first, then passionately and cruelly, and my knees trembled, then my shoulders, then the space
between them, then my knees again and the back muscles of my upper arms—I trembled, trembled, trembled, my
fingers growing longer and more delicate, transformed into long, narrow filaments, dark and passionate, and
relieved of my inhibitions, I put my arms around his neck and lifted my heels from off the sand, kissing him with
my whole mouth, with full lips, as if through this kiss I could attach my chest and belly and crotch to his body and
hold them there and die in this mouth … and then the cursed howling of the people arose once more: “And now
his feet! And now his feet! And now his feet!” Mahmoud pitilessly dropped me at the peak, wrenched his lips
from mine, his hands from my body, and just like that, moved away from me, and like a bud blossoming for him
suspended in midair, I broke on my branch, withered and fell, the choral clamor of the howl-composing dogs
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having subsided, to hear his voice, the voice which had just now enclosed me in the fortress of its love, saying,
“Begin!” And fallen from the sky unsatisfied, I moved toward the feet of the man bound to the rack. Bloodbefouled oil still dripped from his severed left arm. His two arms hung toward the earth, hung from the rack,
severed from the trunk, and shiny white bone could be seen protruding from the midst of the torn, worthless heap
of flesh, the coagulated blood, the veins, connected and disconnected, of each arm. Already flies and mosquitoes
were settling on the carcasses. Of what possible use are arms that have been separated from the body? Arms
which will never again be able to perform the orders of their owner? The fingers dead and clutched stiffly
together? What possible task can they perform? ... Mahmoud said, “What is it? What are you looking up there
for?” I turned with an unwitting laugh, raising my head to look up there again, and, indeed, such a spectacle was
quite something to behold—the sight of that creature up there was quite something to behold. That man hanging
up there—was he able to turn his head back and see to his left? If he could turn his head and see his arms now,
what would he really think of them? I wasn’t immersed in my own thoughts about him—I was immersed in his
thoughts, sensed myself swimming about in his mind and turning slowly to his severed arms. Rather, I was he and
was turning toward my own arms—my head not unlike the face of a clock, clock face hanging from the sky, and
now the clock-hands of my mind gearing me for the movement toward my arms—swimming deep to the inside of
his mind, my mind, looking at my arms, more like two decapitated children than like arms cut off, popping out in
blisters. I wanted to, at that moment, pick up something and drive the flies and mosquitoes away from the stumps
of my arms, but I had no hands. Then it happened that I raised my own, intact arms and jumped and waved in the
direction of my arms which were his arms, and suddenly a swarm of flies and mosquitoes arose from the severed
stump, and then, as if nothing had happened, I descended into my own thoughts about my arms: what had I felt
when they were cutting them off? Of what particular nature was my agony? Difficult to tell, but when I was able
to recall the sound of the grating of the saw or the falling of the axe and to hear it, I raised my right hand,
unwittingly, and took firmly ahold of my left arm where it had been cut off by the axe—as if trying to reaffirm the
existence of my own hands and arms. Mahmoud said, “Are you all right? What is it with you? Why have you
turned so pale?” “Nothing,” I said, “the weather’s too hot.” He sent them to bring water, and when they brought it,
he said, “Wash your hands and face.” On Mahmoud’s order I washed my hands and face as if I wee performing
some kind of sacred ritual. At Mahmoud’s orders I had become handsomer, my hair growing longier and shinier,
giving off a subtle perfume, my heart becoming pure and naive. And at Mahmoud’s orders I would frequently
sense a sacred aura of radiance about my head and often times around my buttocks, such a soft, languorous
feeling when this radiance wound itself down into the cleft of my buttocks and the space between my thighs and
concentrated there. And I would feel that Mahmoud must be with me; his warm and lustful breath, regular and
rhythmical, condensing on the back of my neck, must, in its rising and falling rhythm, invade me and drive me to
completion—must rule me and drive me forward—and I must strain and struggle, clawing at the pillow or mat or
stones or sand and cram myself full of Mahmoud—always waiting for the dagger at my back—Mahmoud the
dagger at my back—if he were to abandon me, I would die, no longer to have those sweet and feverish moments
of ecstasy, the hot breath of Mahmoud full of fire and violence, his caressing murmurs.
He said, “It’s taking a long time,” and I said, “Yes,” and he said, “It’s getting late,” and I said, “Yes,” and he
said, “When you’re feeling a little better, we’ll begin,” and I said, “I’m better,” and he said, “Well, let’s begin
then,” and I said, “Begin!” And we moved toward the small gleaming saws. And surely this part of our work
wasn’t terribly difficult because cutting off feet, on the whole, is easy work. It’s nut unlike beheading a chicken.
… in my own mind I had practiced the action of cutting off a foot scores of times and Mahmoud had cut off
scores of feet. We both had the necessary skill and were able to maintain our coolness through an extreme of
concentration on the job at hand, although we knew that the man they had hung up there, before being stretched
and hung on the rack, had run so much that his legs were streaming with blood. Directly preceding his run they
had placed a helmet on his head, one of those helmets which cover the entire head and face and neck, on which
nothing can make a dent, and then, with full ceremony, as if they were dressing a young bride in her wedding
gown, they had dressed him in flimsy armor of polished tin. During those several moments neither he nor they
had spoken a word. And then the man who had dressed him in the armor and the man who had placed the helmet
on his head stood asked and the people, those very dog-wailing people, this howling chorus, standing a stone’s
throw away from him, had shouted: “Run! Run! Run!” And he had started to run and the whole city of men had
begun to pursue him over the sand with rough, hard, small stones which had been gathered from the riverbed over
the last three or four days. When they had commenced throwing, he, with all the power left in his body, had run in
darkness and terror and infinite loneliness, and the people with all the force in their bodies ran after him, chasing
him under the sun, and stoned him, pelted him with stones so relentlessly that the iron hook of his helmet nearly
opened, which would have resulted in the helmet falling off his head, leaving him bareheaded to face the stones
and to be crushed and maimed by them. Finally, from an excess of fatigue and thirst, an excess of terror and
289

despair, he had fallen, his two eyes staring wildly out of the two small holes in the helmet, looking frantically
through those two small holes, moving in terror from side to side, seeing nothing but the sand and sensing the
demons, pelting him with stones, and when he had fallen several comparatively large stones had struck his tin
armor and helmet and the clang of stone striking his helmet exploding through his brain and buzzing in his ears,
deafening them—trapped in an utterly dark world, trapped in his tin armor and the dark enclosure of his helmet.
The guards had come and eventually ordered the stoning to stop and the people, who always yielded to the
strength and power of the guards and, in truth, were incapable of anything but obedience, had stopped throwing
stones at him. Then the sweating guards and their thick-necked hefty son of a bitch squadron leaders had divested
him of helmet and armor and carefully, almost respectfully, laid them to the side of the sand, and then one of the
guards had emptied two buckets of water over him and he had regained consciousness, and the guards had
permitted him to rest a bit, and when he was able to raise his head just a bit off the ground, they had clasped him
under the armpits and dragged him slowly to the rack. On two sides of the rack wee fastened sheets of cloth on
which were written the sentence of the man: to be stoned, to be nailed upon the rack, to be dismembered, the tenor
of the words indicating that they had wanted to make the condemned man understand: “Because you have eyes,
we will pluck your two eyes out.” This was a sacred tribal ritual, although the tribe itself understood nothing of it,
but in that limbo state of theirs between animal and human they needed some stimulus, to overthrow the
monotony and custom of their ordinary lives and absorb their imaginations in the eternal quest for excitement and
stimulation and more excitement and more stimulation like a fireworks display going on forever, colorful and
enervating, carrying them soaring to the very zenith of emotion, impelling them to sudden and momentary and
collective action. And Mahmoud and I had been able to introduce into their daily routine something harsh and
swift, harsh and swift and fraught with vision, that would totally shatter their subjectivity and free them from their
looseness and their torpor, preparing at the same time something beautiful and wondrous, an kind of nourishment
for their subconscious, trusting that the more violent and intense and emotional it was, the faster it would sink into
their imaginations, that any event of a fierce and deeply affecting nature would, regardless of how terrible, how
hellish, by forced penetration of all the crevices and orifices of their unconscious, transform them completely to
the depths of their being in such a way that they would come to sense the Mahmoudi will—the Mahmoudi will
which changes and affects everything in such a way that they would be compelled to accept Mahmoud’s way, and,
through him, my way—wanting Mahmoud and, through Manhmoud, wanting me as well. and I want it this way,
for I believe, and this belief constitutes a sizable portion of my instincts and emotions, that all the crevices and
orifices of mankind and history, and contemporary mankind in particular, must come to be crammed full of
Mahmoud: for I believe that contemporary mankind has (and this applies to the past as well) no being apart from
Mahmoud. If it were otherwise, there would be no reason for me to sit on this side and Mahmoud on that, cutting
off the feet of the man bound to the rack. No action is practical for Mahmoud without prior knowledge and
calculation; he understands everything well; his genius is in his meticulously precise comprehension of the need
for action followed by direct or indirect action. Dismemberment, for example, was a singularly fixed and definite
action—Mahmoud had perceived that the action should be performed the man dismembered, but he had also
designated a special procedure for the action, and I well knew that he privately insisted on this order and for this
reason it had been so set up that he sever the left foot and I the right. Of course, it really made no difference, right
or left—a foot is a foot—what difference if a man severs the left or severs the right? But I always agree with
Mahmoud and grant that he has the power to see the truth, and he liked to begin everything from the left side; it is
the people’s custom, he said, to believe in the superiority of the right side, and in order that they might not think
of him as boasting of his superiority, he liked to begin everything from the left side. For this reason, Mahmoud
and I had agreed that I would always start from the right and he from the left. Subconsciously he had perceived
that to the left, perhaps, will go the victory, so he started from the left and gave the right to others, believing that
the illusion of superiority should belong to the others, the essential victory, meaning the victory of pretensions to
belonging to the left, should be his. Mahmoud was not a deceiver of the people, but a man who transformed their
consciousness, transfigured their souls and looks and actions and words, and even revolutionized their instincts
and approaches to life. All his people, even his own guards, disliked something in him, but when he turned his
face upon them and stood before them and looked straight into their eyes, they immediately stood alert and
attentive, ready at a single glance or gesture of his hands or a simple direction of his tongue to realize his wishes;
there was great force in even the movement of Mahmoud’s finger. One day Mahmoud, without any cause, except
perhaps to intimidate the others, had shouted a tone of his officers, a man who had boasted of being braver than
himself in the taking of a fortress. “Go off somewhere and die!” and the brave officer had immediately
unsheathed his dagger and slit his own jugular vein, falling at Mahmoud’s feet. Another time he had ordered a
poet, who had wanted me for a night in private conference, to eat a chunk of fresh, steaming cow dung in his
presence, and later, in Kashmir, had ordered him to milk the goats and herd the cows. I have never forgotten the
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delicate hands of that poet, fondling my neck and under my ear lobes. I don’t imagine that he will have forgotten
my ear lobes after all that, or that Mahmoud will have forgotten his transgression. The day will no doubt come to
pass when he will shout: “Hold the head of this cursed poet under hot water until he ceases to breathe!” I alone
know this man Mahmoud; now that the two of us have made our ablutions for the performance of this sacred
tribal ritual, now more than ever before, I know Mahmoud. He had given himself to the ritual of dismemberment
with all the rigor of a Hindu ascetic, and, in truth, he dismemberment bore no little resemblance to a sacred ritual
in which a man meditates upon the achievement of an ascetic discipline and absolute resignation. The act itself
was a pious prayer-chant rising from the saw teeth points, from the meeting of intractable saw ledge and bone.
Mahmoud respected the tribal, national rites. He could cut through the feet of a man in such a way that you would
swear he was kneeling in devotion on a prayer rug, that he had been transformed into dust and ashes of the
ground. In essence, whatever takes place before one’s eyes, on must take delight in the disciplined harmony of an
event ruled by a perfect order. Mahmoud had created the harmony and rhythm of this prayer which arose from the
gleaming, grating teeth of the saw, and the radiant aura of this harmony settled upon the teeth of the people and
stimulated their mouths to water, their hearts to pound, and the metamorphosed heart, twisted, diverted from its
initial direction, lost its original beat and began to beat with another purpose; poor hearts that have given
themselves up to be transformed and diverted eternally, accepting everything easily—everything, of course, by
which Mahmoud, through his own actions or those of his guards, had sought to conquer them. The heart stretched
out of shape, expanded, or contracted into a round ball, or took a variety of other forms. They had interfered with
the ordered rhythm and harmony of the natural human heart, the heart belonging to the earth, to the earth and the
mud and the water, to the uprush and flow of things; they had imposed upon it another order, which brought itself
another rhythm, another harmony, designed for the realization of other ends, and had done this in such a way that
the heart had been converted into an automatic device, the key to the initial and continued beating of which lay
concealed in the seal-ring of Mahmoud and his guards. The people and their hearts were in need of guidance, a
discipline other than nature; if not, would they have surrendered their own natural order of things? They needed
some discipline beyond the bestial. Mahmoud had revealed this discipline, this new order of things. Sit originated
from his thoughts, soaring, with magnificent slogans and concise catch-phrases, like eagles’ wings spread into the
hearts of the people seeking something to replace their hearts’ natural order. This new order had changed the hue
of things earthly and heavenly, had penetrated and taken root in all the subjective and objective rites of the tribe.
The heart beat, and with every beat, cried out: “Mahmoud!” Didn’t my own heart—didn’t my own heart cry out,
“Mahmoud! Mahmoud!” Didn’t my arms and the sharp, red button ends of my joyous young pectorals, didn’t my
smooth, ivory flanks, my curved eyelids, and the black curls at my temples, from which the initial sweat of my
passion always flowed, rolling deliciously down my cheek between my ear and lip, didn’t my whole being shriek,
“Mahmoud! Mahmoud!”? Was not the name of Mahmoud written on the satin-white joints of my knees, on my
ankles, on the rose-like knuckles of my hands? Did I not coo the name “Mahmoud … Mahmoud …” in the
agonies of my passion? When I awoke at morning, was it not the name of Mahmoud I heard echoing from every
wall and door? Hadn’t I seen the manly face of Mahmoud on all the banners which fifty modern, hired painters
had depicted with the perfumed odor of their colors? Hadn’t a thousand poets described, in words of frankincense
and balsam perfumes, soothing , agreeable rhythms woven into their texture, from every syllable of which rang
the noblest and loftiest of sentiments, his thick, powerful, taut and muscular arms for me to see, his discerning
eagle eyes, his chest covered with kinky capillary flowers of hair, for me to see and arise in worship of
Mahmoud? Hadn’t these poets placed him, in admiration of his radiance and beneficence, upon the backs of
golden horses for me to see? Hadn’t all this display been set before my eyes that I might trust in his magnificence
and genius and power forever? Had they not conveyed him in and out of the objective and subjective gates of my
consciousness, strewing the way with heaps of slaughtered enemies, that I might see this earthly God being
transformed into a heavenly one? And, when all is said and done, had not he, this Mahmoud, descended from that
godly sky to grace us here below—had he not embraced me and drowned me in himself that I might revere him—
I revered him because he had seized me in his embrace—he was mixed in with my very being, his name
constantly buzzing in my head like the chant of prayer beads, calling me to his side. And I, his devoted one, took
so much ecstasy I the universe of his tumultuous hands that if they had cut off my head in that state, I would have
been unaware. And this God who had descended from the sky, who had been with me so often, was now seated,
wearing a winding sheet, across from me, who was also wearing a winding sheet, and was allowing me to
participate in a holy, religious ritual, a grand, tribal historical ritual, he had descended from the sky to sit across
from me, and he said, “Cut, my flower, cut, for it’s getting late,” and the grating sound of the saw to which ears
had become accustomed, the ears of the people as well as our own, arose. Before doing anything, of course, we
had felt fore and found that little bulge on the foot. And while searching for it, we had looked at each other—we
must have been proud of all this—I had lifted my head to look into the eyes of Mahmoud only in order to find the
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small bulge, and Mahmoud had looked at me amorously as if wanting to reward me by helping me find the bulge
immediately, and I, under the burning sun, had felt in his caressing glance of favor and violent delicacy that I was
being bathed in cool water, in a fresh spring in the middle of the forest, and his look was so mesmerizing that I
could hear the simple, soft and lyrical sound of my own muscles moving in the water and could see myself there,
even when the grate of the saw was most deafening, submerged in his loving benevolence.
The grating of the saws, the saws of dismemberment, spread through space, through the silence of space. We
had bound the legs of the condemned man so tightly that even the worst of tortures could not have caused them to
jerk. The legs were black and blue and blood-covered, and while cutting through, I looked only at the foot,
thinking of his small and delicate foot, this worthless portion of mine to be severed from the leg, from cities and
fields and villages it must have passed, in what water and on what mornings it must have been washed, in the
caressing hands of what woman it must have been fondled—this sort of feeling came easily to me—and the sound
of the saw winding through space, calling the foot to witness—the foot like a slender column, old and left over
from ancient times, the veins like the faded, illegible characters of an inscription, the inside of the bone exactly
like the slightly varicolored circles of a black carrot, only thicker, firmer and more visible. The saw cut through
and the foot was becoming severed from the leg, soaked in blood, the blood sinking into the sand, the black blood,
and the end of the leg like a dirty pole-end pouring out blood, black blood. I looked at Mahmoud, who had settled
on the ground on his firm and powerful knees and was finishing up the work. He was never afraid of blood, and
had accustomed us to not being afraid of blood. He was capable of making his ablutions in blood and standing
before the people in prayer, capable, following the slaughter of the populace of a small town, of delivering an
oration on the greatness of god, capable of freeing twenty of the tribe’s thinkers from his prisons only to catch and
kill them all later in one place saying that they had been standing under a wall when it fell. But he was a person
who, whatever he wanted, others wanted as well: If he wanted blood, the people wanted blood, too; if he wanted
water, the people wanted water, too; and if he wanted nothing, the people, too, wanted nothing. Of course it would
hardly ever occur that Mahmoud would want nothing for himself. He might possibly at times want nothing for the
people, and they accepted this, as well—the totality of this nothing put at their disposal by Mahmoud. But it
would hardly ever occur to him to want only nothing for himself. In addition, over his years of inexperience and
experience, over the years of this great historical experience, he had realized that the people cannot be kept
waiting; the people must be kept busy; they must be engaged in some kind of violent and intense activity. He
believed that the people, all of the people, were childish and must have their toys and games in the form of
murders, martyrdoms, religious trinkets, celebrations, periods of mourning, wars—not, of course, real, all-out
wars—hunger and famine, drought and thirst, depravity, rot, cholera, and plague. And the people must always be
patient. They must attend to the great words, words great and sonorous; the men and women who speak these
words must learn how to be proud, must learn how to absorb the words of those men and women into their
consciousness and take pride in themselves and Mahmoud throughout history and throughout the world. I
pondered on this and contented myself with my worthless portion of the dismemberment. I sawed through to the
flesh on the underside. And then we separated the feet from the legs and threw them into a bucket and took the
two small buckets of hot oil which they had brought over to the pole-like, severed stumps of his legs and held the
ends of the stumps in the oil. Mahmoud arose. But this time no such thunderous voice as before issued from the
fellow nailed to the rack by four nails, Rather, I heard him whispering, “My feet, my children. My feet, my
children.” And in truth, from just whose throat had it come? And why was this pleading voice so familiar? The
sounds we as like the caressing voice of a woman in the ears of the man bound to the rack. Had ever a woman
praised her feet in such a way? It seemed then as if a woman had stretched herself out upon his body, caressing
the feet, her feet at his head, her head at his feet, moaning, “My feet, my children.” And now he, somewhere in his
mind, from some corner of his mind, from some corner of his dismembered, metamorphosed memory, could
clearly hear that caressing feminine voice and repeated, “My feet, my children,” and we had thrown his feet, like
two freshly smothered infants, into a bucket, and Mahmoud, ignoring the whispering man, said, “Tiring work; it
would seem that cutting off feet is more difficult than cutting off arms,” and I said, “That’s true,” realizing that I
had been mistaken in this, and listened to the agonized whispers of the man bound to the rack, asking myself why
this pleading voice was so familiar. And the people? For them it was impossible to see the feet. In addition, when
we has severed the arms of the man bound to the rack, the people, each arm having come loose and each stump
having been held in oil, had heard the thunderous cry of “Annal haq!” and become excited and had shouted, and
their shouts in full powered unison and harmony had reached everyone and everything in this world which has
ears and mind. The “Annal haq” cry of the man had incited them against him, and their howling cries had
refreshed and stimulated us. In truth between us and the people a question and answer of a very particular nature
had formed. But we had answered first and had let them ask the question, and then we had given another answer
and given them permission to ask another question, and they had imagined that in this succession of questions and
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answers they were asking us first and then we were answering. We knew all too well that the opposite of this was
true. We had set the answer before them in the form of an objectively perceived event, a murder, a suicide, a
slaughter, a dismemberment, a lunacy. This was a questioning and answering in which they were obliged to
participate but never had before. Our answer to their question, the question they had not asked, had provided a
backdrop of fact; they were not to question that fact, rather, that fact having been established, go beyond to
question on the basis of that fact, and we, at some later stage, answer them, an answer in the form of a violent act,
a lunacy, a stripping naked, another brilliant gamble. And they became contented; even in the depths of their
unconscious they were unable to perceive that this scale of weights and measures was missing a pan, that there
was only one side to this scale, that being the side on which Mahmoud and I were sitting, the two of us, with
sobriety and dignity, at the maximum of love and at one in each other’s arms. But now we had accustomed them
to a routine, the man saying “Annal haq? With the severing of each hand, and for this reason, when the man
bound to the rack after the severing of his feet, instead of crying “ Annal haq,” had contented himself with saying
and repeating, “My feet, my children,” and the people were unable to hear this beautiful, lyrical utterance, in that
harmonious epical world of theirs, and find a place for it, and a kind of murmur, an ignorant muttering of anger
had arisen. They didn’t want to merely watch, but wanted, and to a degree saw themselves condemned, to hear the
voice of the victim. Of course, they, like all true born artists who approach the world through intuition and direct
sensual relation to it, had become aware of the technical, artistic and subconscious problem of the eyes and ears as
the two doors, the two large doors of man’s imaginative vision. These two doors admit the basic nourishment and
primary materials to the mind; they strike a match, and the imaginative faculty, like a storeroom full of cotton,
suddenly bursts into flame, and this conflagration of a hundred flames, large and small, ion the form of words,
flows onto the tongue and changes into shouting, those wailing shouts speaking of their thirst for imagination and
adventure. The one thing the people never counted in all this was the torture endured by their eyes and ears. The
imaginative faculty threw them forward in such a way that they acted as if they hadn’t perceived that they had
been stripped naked under the influence of the movement of the wind or the collision of the air against their
bodies; and because this time the storeroom of their stimulation seeking imagination had not burst into flame,
instead of changing to a chorus of howlers, they had mumbled and whispered among themselves, and the
whispering grew into grumbling and the grumbling into an uproar, indicating that they were not satisfied. This, of
course, was the opposite of what Mahmoud had foreseen. He detested these whisper-mumbling grumblings of the
people, and perhaps he was right, because he believed that rebellion of the people develops from this very thing.
Mahmoud did not wish the people to have differences among themselves; they must be united. If they were
dissatisfied, they should have let Mahmoud hear of it. If they were satisfied, they should have let Mahmoud hear
of it, as one, and in the official manner. They never opposed Mahmoud. Really, the thought of opposition to
Mahmoud never occurred to them. They hovered in space neither hating nor loving Mahmoud, but their hatred
was not of the kind which terminates in rebellion. Thus, it was necessary for them to declare that they were
satisfied, to ask for more; they wanted something more exciting from Mahmoud, so why didn’t they shout and
demand it of him? Mahmoud had the power to decide at once and to act at once and thus, when addressing me in
a manly but gentle voice he said, “Sweet one, get those feet and bring them here,” I understood immediately how
he intended to answer the insatiable eagerness for spectacle. I went to the bucket and got the feet; they were warm
and slippery and soft, and it seemed that they had become pieces of boneless, lean, red meat. I brought the feet to
Mahmoud. He took them and looked at them and gave a laugh, and this in such a way that it seemed as if he were
standing there looking at a pair of nice, clean, shiny shoes. He shouted, “Bring me two short spears!” and they
brought them immediately. Holding the feet at the heel, he stuck them, one by one, on the ends of the spears and
pressed on them to secure them, and then he said to me, “Go stand on that side,” and he crossed over to the left
side of the man bound to the rack and stopped opposite me and said, “Hoist the spear aloft, sweet one.” And he
hoisted his spear, too, and the spears, on their ends the feet of the man bound to the rack, took a position on either
side of the head of the man bound to the rack, the right foot in my keeping and the left in Mahmoud’s, because of
Mahmoud’s leftist affectations, and then I heard the weak and beautiful and lyrical voice of the man bound to the
rack saying, “My feet, my children,” and then the wailing voice of the people, the howling of the dogs in chorus
crying, “And now his tongue! And now his tongue! And now his tongue!” And when this had been repeated a
number of times in full chorus, we lowered the spears. We took the feet off the ends of the spears and threw them
into the bucket, and without keeping them waiting, proceeded to answer the hearty shouts of the people: we
requested a long and sharp pair of scissors, and when they brought them we requested a ladder, and when they had
brought the ladders, two ladders, one for Mahmoud and one for me, we ascended them to tear out the roots of his
speech, of the implement of speech. …
… Mahmoud, who had reached the top of the ladder, called down, “What are you standing there looking so
dumbstruck for, on the second rung of the ladder? Up, boy, up, come higher!” So I moved on up, reaching the top
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of the ladder on the left side of the man’s face, and then, working together, we cut out his tongue. With no
trembling of our hands, no error in our work; and in cutting out his tongue, what else did we cut out? By cutting
out his tongue we forced him to accept strangulation as his fate. We converted the tongue into a memory in his
mind and himself into a captive of the tongueless ruins of his memory. We taught him to keep our tyranny
imprisoned in his mind; by cutting out his tongue we made him his own prisoner, keeper of his won prison and
prisoner of himself. We bound him within silent walls, unknown walls, timeless walls, tongueless walls. We
forced him not to think, and if he should think not to speak, because he no longer had a tongue; the tongue that
moved freely in his mouth, pushing words out through his lips and teeth, words concrete, sane, emotional and
intellectual, had been cut out by the roots, and the slippery, blood-covered tongue, blood fresh and brightly
colored, was held in Mahmoud’s hand, and Mahmoud tossed it into a tub which had been placed beside the
buckets. Words ceased to exist, and he forgot letters and sounds and words and speech: the joyous, lyrical s’s, the
sh’s of shimmering celebration, the p’s of steely power, the blazing b’s, the pain-diminishing d’s he forgot, p’s
spitting upon the f’s foundering in misery, the ch of birds chirping the names of swallow and chickadee in flight,
the sacred m’s of mind and meaning, the fascinating infatuation of the n’s, the tall aspen trees of towering
a’s.\fn{A note reads: The Persian aleph (or A) is a long, thin vertical stroke .} … he forgot all connections, swallowing them
deep into his mind, affixing deaf and dumb locks to them, hiding them away in the tongueless cells of silence. His
tongue had been stilled, tossed into a bucket of coagulating blood like the corpse of a headless kitten. The artful
workings of the tongue in the limited space of the mouth had ceased, plunged into absolute silence—the tongue
which had once begun to form words, imitating sounds and voices one by one: birds, mothers, fathers, the flow of
water, the fluttering of the leaves—the tongue which later had overflowed itself with words of affection, had
adopted the nimbleness and agility and liveliness of a new-flying bird, had started out in childhood pronouncing
the words of book after book, at first slowly, with difficulty and curiosity, then easily, artfully and with agility,
every word penetrating the mind like a ray of the sun and setting it aflame, awakening feelings latent and
primitive, original and creative, which built bridges from word to word, the tongue pushing itself forward and side
to side articulating the mind, performing mellifluently, had proceeded from lane to lane; had said to a woman, “I
love you,”—had called a mother “Mother,”—had called a father “Father,”—had greeted a little boy affectionately
with a “Hi there,”—had shown a little girl a dove, calling it “Dove,” and the little girl had imitated, saying “Dove,
dove.” The tongue, like a conquering but unconquered spirit, had violated the limits of the mouth, and on the
public roads before small assemblages the mouth had opened and the golden tongue had burst forth with the word
“Freedom!” and had moved onto the crossroads to proclaim “Freedom!” And had violated, yes violated, the
narrow circumference of the crossroads to bellow “Freedom!” in the public squares, and the throat, that
wondrously natural loudspeaker, had projected it with a hitherto unequaled magnificence. Yes, he, the man whom
we had imprisoned, stoned, and then dismembered, had stood at the crossroads of history and had shouted:
“Freedom!” And we, with a simple pair of scissors, had driven him back into the dungeon of his memory. We had
thrown open a cleft in his mind and had buried his tongue in the small grave of that cleft. Mahmoud and I had cut
out his tongue and ha thrown it into the middle of a tub full of his coagulating throat’s blood. And now his mouth
was full of blood, and Mahmoud shouted, “Swallow it!” and he couldn’t because his mouth was full of blood and
Mahmoud shouted for the last time, “Swallow it!” and giving me a piece of cloth, he said, “Wipe the blood off his
mouth,” and he couldn’t swallow and the foaming blood flowed from his mouth and I wiped the vomited blood
away from around his mouth with my cloth, and while I was doing this, he who was nailed up there opened his
eyes suddenly, and I, who was standing there, looked into them. My face was reflected I his eyes, but from behind
that reflection of my face, his eyes looked at me; his two eyes like prisoners looking outside through holes in the
prison wall, peered at me from their deep-set sockets. He had taken on a sort of bizarre, unaccountable actuality. I
couldn’t tell whether his look was one of rage or hatred or of surrender—he simply looked at me—I couldn’t tell
whether supplication or helplessness or rebellion lay concealed there—he simply looked—I couldn’t tell whether
his look was directed at me or at something else, whether he cared anything for me or not, whether he knew
anything or not—he simply looked. No movement in his eyes—he simply looked—how real those eyes had
become! The eye sockets were like two hollowed-out stones into which had been set two bloodshot emeralds, and
the bushy eyebrows seemed to have been woven into the two sides of his forehead out of reddish-brown hair and
drops of blood and sweat, but nothing could equal the lucid, eternal actuality of his eyes. Mahmoud, who had
already descended the ladder, called, “Shut his eyes,” and I raised my blood-soaked hands and shut them, and the
look of those eyes simply staring at me was no longer upon me. I wiped around his mouth and beard with my
cloth, descending the ladder when I finished. Mahmoud said, “I knew the tongue would finish him off,” and I
said, “Yes.” And then Mahmoud called for a spear in the same manner that he always called for everything, and as
soon as they had brought one, he took the spear and impaled the tongue which lay in the coagulating blood, and
he lifted it on the point of the spear, and he raised it on high, in accordance with national custom, holding it there
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and shouting, “He is dead! Here is his tongue!” And the people commenced cheering and shouting and in the
tumult they pushed aside the guards and rushed forward and surrounded the three of us, Mahmoud and me and the
dead man bound to the rack, and looked at me first, laughing, and then at Mahmoud, laughing, and then at the
image of the man on the rack, laughing as if to burst their bellies, laughing uncontrollably, as if to burst their
bellies and endanger civil health and well-being, and then trumpets sounded from the four corers of the desert,
and the initial rites of the festival were performed. And as soon as the rites had begun, the people, astonished,
watching the corpse, backed slowly away. Faced with this great historical victory they were capable of only
laughter which froze into awe. In the long run it was imperative for them to face this historical moment, and now
was set before them something great, something which would settle into the depths of their consciousness and
transform them with a nauseating and crippling power, something which, like a sharp spike would impale and
split the fiber of their souls, striking home, obliterating them. At first they had exploded into one extreme, the
extreme of collective, full bodied laughter, and since it was the laughter of intoxication, for one intense moment of
excitement their lips and teeth and eyes and bellies had burst into motion; their hearts’ blood had come to a boil,
streaming into their eyes, their ears, their cheeks, and they, their nostrils dilating with the convulsion of laughter,
were frozen in place. And they, as if a large hand had grabbed them, who seemed to be asleep, by the shoulders
and shaken them and awakened them, they came to themselves with those same lips and open mouths and red
eyes and laughter-convulsed faces; or it is possible, of course, that they had not come to themselves at all, rather
that a large hand had swooped down from the sky or shot up out of the earth to wipe the collective laughter off
their faces, and they had set foot into the hemisphere of another extreme, the extreme of awe. They had surged
forward laughing, and the laughter had expanded and encompassed them all, had violated the limits of their lips
and mouths and reduced even the air, the free air to laughter, and suddenly, that invisible hand, be it earthly or
heavenly, had, with one swipe, mopped the laughter from their convulsed faces. A hand had swept back the waves
of laughter and nothing remained but awe. If the first extreme had sobbed its way convulsively and terrifyingly to
the inner world—a sobbing that no one would ever hear—a sobbing that even the weeper himself would never
hear. In between these two extremes, in a limbo between the hell of laughter and the hell of awe (Paradise never!)
they had tried to comprehend something of their destiny, and therefore, with the rhythmical coordination of an
army which withdraws cunningly to catch the enemy later in ambush, they had moved back, awe-stricken and
conquered, as if trying during their withdrawal to hang onto something, something beyond the meanings of
commonplace concepts such as life and death, murder and martyrdom, something beyond these routine individual
concepts, in which might be revealed the effect of their universal destiny on the course of history, time and the
future, something that might invest their convulsive laughter and their mute awe with a significance, not simple
but profound, albeit lucid and illuminating. Had they been able to hang onto something at that moment? Surely
they had done their best, surely they had made every effort to escape being transformed in their perplexity and
their awe; surely they had tried to deliver themselves … from what? … they were still in the dark as to what they
were trying to deliver themselves from, still in the dark as to what course of action to take should they be
delivered. And into the hands of what force were they to deliver themselves as an alternative to this force which
impelled them to jump from one totally positive extreme to one totally negative. No matter how hard they tried,
they were unable to find anything meaningful in this limbo between two extremes, between two hells; their vain
efforts reached a climax, rather an anticlimax in their withdrawal. …
138.227 The Plane Reservation\fn{by Massud Farzan (1936-

)} Tabriz,

East Azerbaijan Province, Iran (M) 3

We lived on 23 Sadness Street. But it was a narrow street—cars couldn’t enter—so I asked the cabdriver to
drop me on three corner of Sadness and Pomegranate Blossoms. I paid the fare we had settled at the airport, plus a
generous tip. The driver asked for more, speaking slowly and with funny gestures. I said no, and why do you
speak like that, I am not a foreigner; I am just a Persian like yourself. He became embarrassed and I paid him a
little more. He then helped me carry the heavy suitcase as far as 23 Sadness Street.
I knocked the horseshoe knocker that dangled in the afternoon breeze. An old woman opened the door a crack,
peeped and immediately ran back into the house. “Khanom, my baksheesh!\fn{Bribe-money.} Mr. Morad come!” I
recognized the voice of the old laundress and remembered how I used to eavesdrop here conversations with
herself. I passed the dark vestibule, knocked my head on the transom overhead and figured out how much taller I
must have gotten since I had last passed under it. the little brick-covered yard, surrounded by four big walls, had
been watered for coolness. In front of the yard stood the two little flowerbeds with flowers of many colors and
with assorted vegetables. In the middle there was the little pond. A goldfish hung from the water surface, eating
bubbles.
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My mother rushed through the sitting room window to the yard, her prayer chador safety-pinned under her
chin. “My son! Thanks Allah!” she opened her arms. My head down, I saw her shoulders shake. I stood wordless,
without tears of happiness. I did not feel happy.
“Have you lost some weight, Morad? You look so different. Come through the window. That’s all right, you
needn’t take off our shoes.”
The living room was covered with thick native rugs, from wall to wall. There was no furniture except for a
chair in a corner. Against the wall facing the yard and the flowerbeds there were two cushions. In the middle of
the room my mother’s prayer-spread lay open on the floor.
“You aren’t through with your prayer, Mom. Go ahead and finish it first.”
“I am going to. But first let me fix you a glass of quince sherbet, it is good for the heart. Why did you sit on the
floor? We have put the chair for you.”
“I don’t need to sit on the chair, Mom. It feels so good to spread my legs in these thick rugs.”
“Drink your sherbet, it is good for the heart.”
“All right. You go ahead and finish your prayer now.”
She stood before her prayer-spread, facing Mecca, and began to move her lips. I noticed that she was saying
her prayer slowly and deliberately and that her chador reached the floor, covering her entire feet. I remembered
that she didn’t used to wear her chador so long. Nor was her rosary so big. Mother must be getting old.
Outside, a man was selling ice. And at\fn{ The text has: in.} a distance a voice called out: THIS EVENING! IT WILL
HAPPEN THIS EVENING AT EIGHT!

I sipped the quince sherbet and watched the yard. The flowerbeds were certainly my father’s work; carefully
cultivated and yet going wild and wayward. So many things in that ten by fifteen feet. Vivid green spotted with
flowers red and yellow, pink and blue. Red roses surrounded by lettuce. Little violets at the foot of delphiniums.
Petunias everywhere.
Four walls, thick and tall, surrounded the yard, keeping out whatever rays there were left of the setting sun.
A little clay-roofed closet huddled back in the corner, on the other side of the flowerbeds. It was the toilet. It
had no stool, no toilet set. You merely squatted over a funnel-shaped pit, dark and deep. You could keep the door
open, if you wished, watching the flowers, the rooftops, and the sky. Nobody to see you except maybe a couple of
sparrows or a lone pigeon. I remembered how my father used to sit there, sometimes for half an hour or more. My
mother would then go to wash her hands in the pond and call out, “Aren’t you going to come out of that toilet?”
Or, “Do you know you have been sitting in there for forty minutes?” My father wouldn’t say anything. I knew that
he didn’t want to come out. He liked very much to think or meditate without being disturbed. My mother would
make snide remarks whenever she caught him in deep reflection. “Inventing again, eh?” she would say and
disturb his thoughts.
My father was an inventor. He had invented many things, although none of them had worked out. With each
invention, he though that he would make lots of money. He never told anybody what he would do once he got
rich. But I knew what he would do. He would buy a house with a bigger yard, perhaps a garden, with a big pond;
have a lot of goldfish; cultivate a great variety of flowers and vegetables. He would go on pilgrimage to Mecca
and give to the poor. He would elicit respect from those he didn’t like. He would cease to worry about his future
in this world and beyond. But with each invention something would go wrong at the last moment, and he would
abandon it only to start inventing something else. That would make my mother bolder and wearier. She thought
that whenever my father was silent and staring into the blank, he was conceiving a new invention. So she was
always on the watch for those moments.
One day my father had come home with a big box under his arms. He had bought a radio. We all rejoiced.
Every evening we sat on the rugs and listened. My father seemed to listen more attentively than everyone else.
But it did not take long before my mother discovered what he was really doing. I think what gave him away was
the faraway look in his eyes and the faint motionless smile on his face. My mother called him a sneak, a hopeless
dreamer and other names. My father looked quite embarrassed. From then on he used to spend more time in the
toilet at the corner of the yard.
That was many years ago. My mother was getting old; my father must be getting older. Maybe now they
understood their common lot and forgave each other’s foibles.
Once again the voice outside called out: IT WILL HAPPEN THIS EVENING AT EIGHT!
*
My mother finished her prayer. She carefully folded the prayer-spread and put it away on the shelf by the
radio. “Tell me what you’d like to eat and I’ll cook it for you. You really look so dark and thin.”
I didn’t know what to answer. “Am I? Maybe that’s because I am now taller than I was when I left.”
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“As a boy you were so good looking,” she went on. “We were all thinking you would come back from
American fat and white.”
Suddenly it occurred to me that she was blaming me.
“Look at that picture of your brother over your head. See the belly, mashgallah? Isn’t that something? He’s
married, that’s right. Maybe that is the reason. Which reminds me, you haven’t gotten married, have you?”
“No, Mom, not yet. As a matter of fact, I may bet married here.”
“Good, I tell everybody that you are my wisest son., Is that why you came back?”
“Well, not really. To be frank, Mom, I came back to see what I can do for, I mean, to have a close look at you
and Pop and make sure that you are happy together. Now tell me, how are you getting along? How is Pop?”
“Don’t worry about him. the bad vessel is seldom broken, as the saying goes.”
THIS EVENING …

My mother turned to the door. “He’s not inventing anymore, if that’s what you mean, but he’s taken something
else.”
I listened.
“He’s now buying lottery tickets every week. He also writes poetry. He thinks that—”
Just then the door opened and my father came in, holding a full grocery bag under his chin and a melon in the
curve of his arm. The melon rolled on the floor; we salaamed and embraced.
“You’ve kept yourself pretty well,” I lied. “You look good, Pop.”
“Do I really?” He smiled diffidently and watched my mother from the corner of his eye. “How do you find our
little house? I mean next to American houses. Modest, eh?”
“I never saw flowerbeds like this anywhere,” I said. My father smiled with mild contentment. “You should’ve
seen it last month. Morad, we had roses as big as sunflowers.” He walked to the window and gently threw the
melon into the pond to get cool there.
THS EVENING AT EIGHT! The voice was now very close, loud and clear.
“What does that mean?” I asked.
My father’s face lit up. My mother looked at him reproachfully. “He’s selling lottery tickets,” he finally said:
“The draw is this evening at eight.” He stole a look at the clock on the radio.
My mother went out to the kitchen. I thought it was time to ask him if he was happy in his job and at home,
whether he got along well with Mon. But just then he took his ashtray and cushion and sat beside me. “There is
something I wanted to tell you,” he began in a low, confidential tone. “I hope you won’t mind it. What I wanted to
say, Morad, you see, maybe you’ve forgotten all this time you were abroad, but in this country people look at your
appearance and judge you accordingly; as the poet said:
Feel the skin of a melon
Before thou purchaseth one.

You see, if you were fat and white, if you had a nice double chin and a potbelly, then there wouldn’t be any
problem and I wouldn’t take up your time telling you all this. I mean people would then think that you’re rich;
you would be respected wherever you went in the country. But unfortunately you and I are the wiry type and
rather dark. It would be a blasphemy to complain about it. Allah must have wanted it to be that way and we just
can’t do anything about it. But there is something we can do.”
He leaned over and whispered. “Buy yourself a nice new suit and change your necktie. What is that you’re
wearing? As the poet said:
What is my weary heart
That while I’m quiet, it’s in turmoil?

Maybe that is not the appropriate poem; there is a better on in Sa’di’s\fn{ Muslih al-Din (1213?-1292?) Persian poet.}
Rose Garden. I can’t remember it now, but it doesn’t matter. What I am trying to tell you, Morad, I’m really
ashamed to mention it, but the barber on the corner of Pomegranate Street wears a better tie than yours. I always
watch him closely when he cuts my hair, he wears genuine Silka tie, I am not lying to you. And his shoes are
always polished. I myself can’t afford to be very well dressed, but at least I can have a crease I my trousers. I can
afford to have a shoeshine once in a while. I’ll be darned if I can tell when it was last you got a shoeshine.”
His face was quite somber. Apparently he wasn’t any more pleased with is returning son than my mother was.
Why did they keep asking me to go back? What made them believe that I would return someone other than I was,
fatter and whiter than I was, as young as I was ten years ago? One thing was clear—they were disillusioned at the
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one who had returned. But I didn’t resent that at all. If only I could make sure that they got along together, that
they were a bit happier than I remembered them to be.
My father put half a cigarette in a cigarette holder. “That’s all I wanted to say, Morad. But I am not a narrowminded old man; you’ll of course do whatever you choose. As the poet has said:
I advise whatever methinks fit
You either profit by it or resent it.

Just then my mother came, hugging the big copper tray of supper. “What were you whispering to each other?”
she asked.
“I was just telling Morad how he would look like a real gentleman if he had his shoes shined.”
She said she agreed with him on that. I fetched the melon from the pond.
After supper my mother went to the kitchen to do the dishes. My father took a pencil and a piece of paper. He
then turned on the radio. “I have a little lottery ticket. Who know, Morad, maybe you’ve brought good luck to our
house tonight.”
At eight o’clock the radio chimed eight times, followed by a minute of silence. Then the announcer said the
draw procedures were being broadcast live from the Horizon Hall. My father took out his ticket and put it upside
down on the floor beside his cigarette case and abacus. He then began to jot down the winning numbers on the
sheet of paper.
My mother finished the dishes while the draw was still going on. She came in with a small tray of green beans
and sat down to string them. I noticed that she was watching my father from the corner of her eye.
Having written all the winning numbers, my father turned over the ticket and began to check its number
against the winning numbers. He started with the top prize and went down. His hand hovered over each number
fore a second before going to the next. The pencil trembled a little. My mother held a bean and forgot to string it.
My eyes raced from him to her and back to him.
Suddenly my father threw the pencil up in the air. “Ten tumans! Won ten tumans!” immediately I made a
mental calculation: one dollar and twenty-five cents. My mother was now bending over the tray, stringing rapidly;
she didn’t want father to see the broad smile that had spread all over her face.
I found myself outside in the yard. The night had fallen. I had to think. I sat over the deep pit. I left the door
open. There was a full moon and the crickets sang. I sat there for several minutes, my chin propped in my hand. I
wanted to sit more, but I thought that they might wonder where I was and get worried. I went back to the living
room. My father was now sitting beside my mother, helping her string the beans; I dropped a bulb into my Agfa
and snapped a picture. They smiled. I hurried back to the yard. The goldfish was motionless at the bottom of the
pond. The night smelled of petunias. I sat over the pita gain. I thought, what a marvelous picture that will be.
Stringing beans together in peace and harmony!
In the morning I would get my shoes shined. I would also buy a few fish for the pond and make a plane
reservation.
138.211 The Game Is Over\fn{by Gholamhosein Saedi (1936-1985)} Tabriz, East Azerbaijan Province, Iran (M) 12
Hasani himself told me. He said, “Let’s go over to my place tonight.” I’d never been to their place, nor had he
to mine; that is, I’d always been too afraid of what my father would do to ask him over, and he, he too, feared his
father. But that night being unlike other nights, I couldn’t get out of it; Hasani was mad at me, he imagined I no
longer liked him, I wasn’t his friend—so I went; it was the first time I had set foot in his place. We always ran into
each other outdoors; mornings I would go by his little shanty and would whistle loud like a bulbul,\fn{Nightingale.}
with a pretty bulbul’s whistle that he himself had taught me. And so, it was as if I had whistled, “Come on,
Hasani, it’s time to get going.” Hasani would pick up a can and come out. Instead of saying Hi, we would box
with each other a bit, with firm, respectable punches that hurt. So had wee arranged—whenever we would see
each other, whenever we would part, we would box. Unless we were angry with one another, or we had cheated
each other. Next we would set out and pass among all the little hovels and plunge into Body Washer’s Hollow,
where city garbage trucks dumped refuse, and we would delve into the trash; one day I would gather some tin and
Hasani a little glass, and another day Hasani would gather some tin and I a little glass. Now and then we would
come up with something better, an empty vegetable oil can, a baby’s bottle, a broken doll, an odd useless shoe, a
perfectly good sugar bowl with a handle missing, or a plastic pitcher. Once I found a golden talisman bearing a
Koranic verse such as would be hung around a baby’s neck, and Hasani had once found an unopened package of
imported cigarettes. Whenever we became tired, we would go to the side of the hollow where the big terrace was
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which ended at Hajj Timur’s Kiln, that no longer operate and was in ruins, that was abandoned to God’s care.
Along the terrace itself, here and there and every few steps, there would be big wells, not just two or three, but
well after well. Once it came to me to count them by twos; after we passed fifty we got tired of it and quit.
Whenever we came up to the wells we would play diverting games; we would lie down and crawl forward until
our chests were over the wells, and we would make strange sounds. The sounds would wind around the well and
re-emerge. Each well had its special quality and would answer in a certain way. Mostly we would just laugh into
the well, and instead of laughter, the sound of crying would echo from within. Then fear would seize us, we
would laugh some more, louder, and the sound of crying would become yet stronger. Hasani and I were generally
alone; other children would hardly ever come into the hollow—their mamas wouldn’t let them, fearing they
would fall into a well or that some other catastrophe would happen to them. But Hasani and I, as we had grown,
and as we had always come home with a full sack, our mamas no longer interfered, and never said a word about
it.
That day in the afternoon, the afternoon before the very night, I went to Hasani’s place. He came out looking
very blue. His brow was furrowed, it was clear from his eyes that he had cried a lot; he wasn’t up for anything, his
heart wasn’t in it. When we went out to the hollow, he just went around absently, dug his stick into the garbage,
and swore at his papa a bit. I knew what had happened. His father had come home furious from work at noon, he
had argued with his boss and been fired; and when he came home, he had jumped Hasani, and had beaten him as
if there were no tomorrow.
We had heard Hasani’s cries, and my ma had cursed Hasani’s papa, saying, “Why on earth are you kicking
around an innocent child?” I saw the marks of the belt on his shoulders, and a place under one eye that had
swollen and turned black and blue. Every night when Hasani’s father came home, still dressed, face and hands
unwashed, he would start beating up on Hasani; he would beat him until it was time to eat, with blows of the fist
and with kicks, with a club, with a rope, with a belt. He cursed Hasani and beat him until he cried bloody murder,
so that his screams were heard all over.
The neighbors would go running up and would free him with pleas of “May we be struck dead if you don’t let
him go!” Hasani’s father would beat him every night, but my papa would beat Ahmad and me only once or twice
a week when he was out of sorts or his business dealings had gone badly. He wold beat me until it was time for
dinner. My ma would begin to weep and would cry out, “You bastard, why are you killing my children, why are
you maiming them?” My father would turn on her and begin beating her, and she would cry, “Children, get out!
Out, children!” By the time we had gotten out, my father would have calmed down and, sitting down quietly in a
corner, chewing his mustache, would say, “Call the children and let’s guzzle down something.”
But Hasani’s father didn’t molest the other children; he would beat only Hasani, and his ma would never say
get out! He would trap Hasani amidst blows and kicks, he would clasp his head and pound it against the wall. This
day was the first time that he had unleashed his spleen on Hasani at noontime. Hasani was quite morose and so I
tried to cheer him up. I said, “Let’s go on up.” We left the hollow and arrived at the terrace of the wells, to sit
alongside one of them. No matter what I tried, he remained mute and sullen. Finally I stretched out along the
well’s edge and stuck my head in, making the sounds of a cow, a pup, laughing, crying, doing whatever I knew.
But, would you believe it, Hasani just sat thee frowning gloomily, rhythmically striking his toe with his stick.
Finally with my bulbul’s whistle I said, “Hasani, what’s with you?”
Hasani didn’t answer. I called again, “Hasani, oh Hasani.” He turned and muttered, “What?” I said, “Why all
this grumpiness?”
“I don’t need a reason.”
“By God, stop your frowning. What are you frowning for?”
“I didn’t make myself start frowning, how can I quit?”
I stood up and said, “Come on, get up, get up and let’s do something so you’ll cheer up.”
Hasani, who was striking his toe with his stick, grumped, “Like what?”
I thought a bit and didn’t come up with anything to bring him around. I said, “Let’s go to the road and watch
the cars.”
“What for?”
“We’ll go like the other day and count the hearses, we’ll see how many go by in an hour.”
“However many go by, go by. What’s the point?”
“You want to go on top of Hajj Timur’s Kiln and throw rocks?”
He said listlessly, “I don’t feel like it. If you want, go by yourself and throw rocks.”
I sat down on a hill of garbage. No way was he going to listen to what I was saying. I said, “Better yet, get up,
let’s go to the square, there’s lots to see.”
“What’s there to see?”
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“We’ll look at movie posters, then we’ll go behind the stone cutter’s square, and watch Sagdast the Dervish do
magic tricks.”
“By the time we get to the square it’ll be night.”
“We’ll go by bus.”
“With what money?”
“I have twelve rials.”
“Keep it for yourself.”
“Let’s go eat something, OK?”
He replied angrily, “There’s no reason to eat anything.”
I had come to the end of my wits. I went on gazing here and there around me, and my eyes fell on Shokrai’s
garden. I said, “Hey, Hasani, do you want to go steal walnuts?”
“Yeah, since I haven’t been beaten enough today, let’s go get caught by the gardener.”
A while passed; neither of us said anything. Two men appeared from behind the ovens, stood watching us for a
while, and then headed for the garden and jumped over the wall. The sounds of shouts and then of several men’s
laughter arose from within.
I said to Hasani, “Now, why are you angry with me?”
“I’m not angry with you.”
We fell silent again. Hasani went on striking his toe with his stick. I said, “Cut that out. Are you going nuts?”
“All right. It doesn’t hurt.”
“Now you say something to do.”
“I don’t have anything to say.”
I shouted angrily, “You’re getting pretty sickening. Get up, let’s go.”
We both rose and set out. As we were passing between the wells I said, “Hasani.”
“What?”
“Out with it, whatever you want, whatever ou have in mind, I’m up for it.”
“I want to beat the crap out of that punk father of mine.”
“Fine. Well, go beat the crap out of him.”
“I can’t do it alone.”
“It’s obvious that you can’t.”
He stopped suddenly and asked, “Are you willing to go with me and give him what’s coming to him?”
I thought a bit. Hasani’s father was the enemy of children, one couldn’t so much as look at him, he never
answered anyone’s hellos, he just went by glaring. My father would say that this bastsard’s crazy, a bit cracked,
unsound of mind, you might say. Now how was I to go jump him? And if I didn’t do it, Hasani would get annoyed
and angry with me. I didn’t want Hasani mad at me. I was reflecting on this when Hasani said, “Don’t you want to
help me?”
“Why not? I want to, I want to a lot.”
“Then why don’t you answer me?”
“So how are we to jump him?”
“You come to our place tonight. We each hide in a corner. When he comes after me, we suddenly attack and
grab his legs and knock him down and wipe him out.”
“And then what?”
“And then nothing. Just that he’ll know what it feels like to be beaten. I’ll be satisfied.”
“OK.”
So it was that we went to his place—not yet at night, but just at sunset when the sky was gray. Hasani’s father
hadn’t shown up yet. Hasani’s mother told us to go bring water for them. We went to the tap, got the water, and
were waiting there, shifting from foot to foot, when Hasani’s father appeared in the distance, bent over and with a
bag over his shoulder, Hasani said, “The son of a bitch is coming.”
We hurried off, took a short cut, and came up to his shanty. Hasani’s ma was sitting outside cooking tomatoes
over the lantern. Hasani’s little brother was resting with his mama’s arm around him, and was bawling. We went
into the yard and, setting the pitcher of water by the window, went in. Their room was dark. Hasani’s mother
called from outside, “Hey, Hasani, light the lamp.”
Hasani lit the lamp. His little sister had fallen asleep in a corner of the room. I hissed, “What do we do now?”
“Nothing. Sit there by the door and let things be.”
I sat waiting. Hasani sat down at the other side of the room. No sign of the man yet.
Hasani said, “Don’t forget just to grab his leg.”
“What will you do?”
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“First I’ll jab him in the jaw, then I’ll jump him and pound him into the ground.”
Fear enveloped me. I didn’t know how things would come out. I was waiting in this state when we heard his
father outside roar and commence shouting, “You filthy slut, I hadn’t come, what were you cooking dinner for?”
Hasani’s mother answered, “What the hell am I to do, you always want to wolf something down about
nightfall.”
Hasani’s father shouted, “Are you and your whelps eating too, you slut?”
Hasani’s mother cried out, “Help, people! Help! Would to God that you get crippled and your legs be broken at
the roots.”
Hasani said, “You hear?”
“Hear what?”
“He’s kicking my ma. The crazy pig!”
The yells of Hasani’s father were heard again: “What’s this son of a bitch doing hanging around here?”
“So where’s he supposed to hang around?”
“How should I know, somewhere else, some other corner.”
He came in the yard to set his bag and things beside the door. He began coughing, convulsing with cough after
cough, spitting up phlegm. He cursed a while under his breath; he picked up the water jug, rinsed out his mouth,
swallowed several gulps, and advanced towards the room. He took off his shoes. My heart had stopped. As his
father entered the room, Hasani was the image of a frightened cat, half-crouching and inching back. His father
gnashed his teeth and snarled a low snarl. Hasani, pinned against the wall, said, What are you going to do?” His
father smirked, “Nothing. With you, you snotty brat, what can one do?” Suddenly he became aware of me. He
looked me over head to foot and fingered his mustache. I, terrified, began drawing back, still sitting. He sneered,
“Light of my eyes, what’s that fat baboon doing here?”
“he’s my friend, Abdul Agha’s son,”
“Well then, what’s he doing in my house?”
“I told him to come.”
“You mean the wretches don’t have a hovel of their own to crawl into?”
“Sure they have a house, a much nicer one too.”
“So how did he wind up here?”
He turned to me and yelled, “Get up, beat it, go crawl into your own hovel.”
As I rose fearfully he shrieked. “Yallah! Get hopping.”
Said Hasani from the back of the room, “He’s not going He stays here.”
Hasani’s father turned and with clenched fists headed for Hasani, arms extended at either side, snarling, “You
fruit of adultery, you’ve become so brazen you’re standing as tall as your father?”
Hasani’s little sister awoke with a start and ran panic-stricken and crying from the room. Hasani’s father was
advancing, raising his fists, when suddenly Hasani shouted, come on!” I charged in. As Hasani’s father swung his
fists down, Hasani leaped aside. The fists struck the wall. I threw myself forward and seized his leg. Hasani
slipped out of his father’s grasp and caught the other leg. We both jerked and Hasani’s father fell shouting upon
us. First a fist connected with my head and then another with Hasani’s. the third and fourth struck our heads at the
same time. The two of us struggle and freed ourselves from under the older man. Hasani, cursing under his breath.
Planted a firm kick, in his father’s flank and we both flew through the door. The sound of the man’s yells boomed
out, saying repeatedly, “Now I’m really going to get you pimps. You weren’t enough so you’re going for your
cutthroat to do me in?”
He ran after us. Hasani’s ma stood by the lantern wailing, not knowing what to do. We went by her and flew
like the wind along a bypath toward the hollow. We heard the voice of Hasani’s father shouting, “Catch them!
Catch them!”
He ran for several paces behind us and then stood cursing and wailing. It had grown dark—no one followed us
And no one felt like catching us. We vaulted into the hollow, panting, took each other’s hands and waited to see if
Hasani’s father or anyone else would appear to seize us. I told Hasani, “Better we get out of the hollow.”
“Yeah. Or you’ll see the son of a bitch coming along with a club in his hand. Then we’ll have had it.”
We climbed out of the hollow and sat down on a small rise. As we caught our breath, I said to Hasani, We did a
god job of getting away from him.”
“It’s a shame we couldn’t really work him over.”
“When do you want to go back home?”
“Go home, like hell! God, he’s just waiting for me to go back so he can get his hands on me and put me on the
rack.”
“So what do you want to do?”
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“Nothing.”
“Where will you spend the night?”
“Nowhere. I’ve got nowhere to go.”
“Come over to our place.”
“Right, fall into your pa’s clutches. All of those bastards are cut from the same cloth; there’s not a shred of
mercy in them.”
“If you don’t go back tonight, what will you do tomorrow? What will you do day after tomorrow? Finally
you’ll have to go back.”
“I’m not so sure. One of these days you’ll look and see that I’ve up and gone somewhere else.”
“Like where?”
“Wherever.”
“To do what?”
“How should I know what I’ll wind up doing? I’ll become an apprentice, I’ll run errands, I’ll be a porter.”
“You’re little. No one will hire you.”
“Why not?”
“Because you don’t know how to do anything.”
“So I don’t know a trade, I can wash and sweep in front of stores.”
“After all, you’d have to be bigger for them to accept you.”
“I could still collect trash and sell it.”
“Nights, where will you sleep?”
“In the ruins.”
“It’s no good. A day, two days, OK, finally you’ll die of hunger or something will happen to you.”
“Never! I won’t die. I’ll go and beg and stay alive.”
“Right. So keep on dreaming.”
“So what should I do?”
“I don’t know what you should do, it seems better to me that you go back home.”
We both fell silent. The moon had come out and most everywhere was lit up, except for the dark circles of the
wells which nothing could light up. Lanterns could be seen here and there among the shanties. Hasani looked
them over and said, “There’s no going back home now, he’d peel the skin off my head.”
We again fell silent and listened to the crickets. Hasani suddenly jumped up and said, “Listen, I’ve got a plan.
You get up now and run like hell to the houses and start crying and carrying on and yelling and start an uproar and
day Hasani’s fallen in a well.”
I jumped up with my heart leaping to my throat, and I cried, “You mean you want to throw yourself into a
well?”
“You think I’m such a jackass that I’d throw myself into a well? You just say I’ve fallen, and then you’ll see
my pa pass out cold, then you’ll see him get his.”
“And then?”
“And then nothing. I’ll go and settle down somewhere.”
“Then they’ll go search the wells.”
“They can’t search all the wells. Wheat if they look at one or two? Finally they’ll get tired and guess that I’ve
died. Then they’ll get together and cry for me, and read out of the Koran. My ma and pa will beat their heads and
say nice things about me.”
“Hasani, this isn’t a good thing to do.”
“Why isn’t it?”
“If your father should waste away or your ma die out of grief, what will you do?”
“You’re imagining things, it’s not like that at all. I know them better. They won’t waste away and they won’t
die out of grief. When at last they’ve made mincemeat of themselves and beaten their heads and chests you come
quietly and let me know, I’ll go running home. When they see I’m alive and haven’t fallen in the well, you don’t
know how happy they’ll be. I think my pa will make peace and not beat me any more.”
“After all …”
“After all what?”
“After all I’m afraid of your father. I’m afraid after I say this thing he’ll get me and kill me.”
“What do you have to do with my father? When you get to the houses, start crying out and beating on your
head and say, ‘Hasani’s fallen in the well! Hasani’s fallen in the well!”
“Then I’ll have to cry. What if I can’t?”
Hasani looked me up and down and said, “What a jackass you are! In the dark who will know whether you’re
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crying or not?”
“OK. Then what will you do?”
“I’ll go sit in some cranny of th ekiln.”
“And when you die of hunger?”
He asked with a note of surprise, “You mean you won’t bring me water and bread? Huh? You really won’t
come?”
“Of course I’ll come.”
“Fine, so get going.”
I was starting to go when Hasani spoke again. I said, “What is it?”
“Don’t forget I’m hungry. Bring me some bread and water in the morning.”
“OK, I’ll come for certain.”
I circled the kiln and went between the wells and plunged into the hollow. Some dogs were gathered there;
they fled when they saw me. My throat was clogged with dust, so I drank a little water at the tap. I remembered
that I had to run harder and to yell bloody murder. At once I was as if uprooted. I sped screaming toward the
shanties. A crowd was gathered around our place. I didn’t know what was up. You would think, to hear me,
Hasani had really and truly fallen into the well; I started to raise a ruckus and to wail. The crowd milled forward. I
saw my father and Hasani’s father, who it seemed bounded at me in unison. I wailed with a tear-choked voice,
“Hasani, Hasani!” Hasani’s father, standing there with a club in his hand, asked, “What happened to Hasani?
Huh? What happened?”
“He fell, he fell, he fell!”
And I started crying in earnest, tears pouring down my face. Hasani’s pa shouted, “Where did he fall, tell me,
where did Hasani fall?” I yelled, “In the well, he fell in the well!” For a moment all were silent, and then a strange
murmuring arose. A jumble of voices near and far shouted, “Hasani’s fallen in the well, Hasani’s fallen in the
well!”
People lost their heads and didn’t know what to do. Those who were in their houses poured out. some brought
lanterns, and all set out running for the upper part of the hollow. I was stretched out on the ground and wailing
when my papa bent over me and took my hand to pull me to my feet, saying, “Get up, come on, let’s see, which
well did he fall into?” We went running after the others. We hadn’t yet crossed the road when several men
surrounded me, running right along with my papa and me, asking repeatedly, “Which well, which one did he fall
in?”
We passed the hollow and reached the terrace of the wells. The moon had risen farther and the circles of the
wells had become darker, more abysmal. Everyone was standing around; Hasani’s father swayed like a willow. He
seized my arms and shook me, saying, “Which one? Which one?”
Before I could answer, he threw himself onto the trash heap and began wailing loudly. Two or three men
approached him. Abbas Charkhi kept trying to comfort him, saying, “Don’t worry a bit, we’ll have him out of
there in no time, nothing’s the matter, don’t cry, take it easy, for we’ll find him soon.”
By the time Hasani’s father had settled down, a chorus of murmurs had arisen. The women arrived weeping,
Hasani’s mother in front of them all, pounding her head and clawing at her face, moaning from the bottom of her
heart, “My Hasani, my Hasani, my Hasani!”
She said other things that couldn’t be understood. Abbas Charkhi came nearer and said to me, “Listen, child.
Tell us which one he has fallen into.”
“I don’t know.”
Hasani’s father rushed me shouting, “Bastard! Say what really happened to my child!” Agha Ghader restrained
him and told him, “Get hold of yourself. Let him say what happened.” I swallowed my sobs and said, “Hasani’s
father had caught us and was going to beat us up.”
Hasani’s father broke in, “Just tell us where he fell!”
My papa told me, “Hurry up and tell us!”
Abbas Charkhi said, “Let him have his say, man. How did it happen?”
“We got out and came here. Hasani was way in front of me, we were both running. Hasani was afraid his pa
would catch up and grab us, he ran faster than me. I turned around and looked behind me and saw he wasn’t
coming. I yelled, ‘Wait, Hasani!’ but he didn’t wait. Just then all of a sudden he screamed and fell.”
Hasani’s father shouted, “Where did he fall!”
“I thought the earth had swallowed him up. I called and called, but he didn’t answer. However much I looked I
couldn’t find him.”
“Which one did he fall in!”
Abbas Charkhi said threateningly, “How should he know which one he fell in? Let’s go and find him
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ourselves.”
Then he turned to the men and said, “Get moving, come forward, be careful!”
As they set out they fell silent. No one cried, no one shouted. Only Hasani’s mother slowly moaned as the
other women kept telling her, “Be calm, sister, don’t fuss, they’ll find him now and get him out.”
A number kept going “Shhh.” You’d think Hasani was sleeping and likely to awaken. They passed alongside
several wells, then Hasani’s father lowed like a cow, “Hasani, Hasani.” He was so enraged and nasty that if
Hasani had, say, actually fallen in a well and could come out, he would have seized him and subjected him to
more blows and kicks. Abbas Charkhi said, “Calm down a bit. Cool down and let us go about our work.”
Someone said from out of the darkness, “We must have rope and lanterns. We can’t go into wells emptyhanded.”
Several went running to the houses, and a couple of lanterns were brought up. Abbas Charkhi took one of the
lanterns and, stretching out by one of the wells, held it over the opening. Everyone had formed a circle around the
well. Abbas his head in the well, said in a muffled voice, “I don’t think he’s fallen in this one.”
And so they went to the next well. this time it was Mosayyeb who stretched out flat and, holding the lantern
over the well, said with an elastic voice like a peddler’s, “Where are you, child, where are you?”
There weas no answer; they went on to the third well. The to the fourth well. Then to the fifth well. Then to the
sixth. Then they split into two groups, into four groups. Then extra lanterns were brought, seven or eight lanterns
and a lot of rope. Several began knotting the ropes. The more they went on with no sigh of Hasani, the more angry
they grew, and the more argumentative. After a while everyone was called to one well, that is, Abbas Charkhi
called everyone, and everyone hastily swarmed to it. Abbas Agha said agitatedly, “I think he’s here, I heard
something, it’s as if some is crying in there.” All fell silent. Several stretched out and stuck their heads in the well,
listened and said, “Yeah. This is it.”
Hasani’s papa started raising Cain: “Hurry, hurry, get my boy out of there, get my boy out!”
Mosayyeb seaid, “Who will go down?”
Ghader said, “The well is old, it might cave in.”
Hasani’s father said, “By God, it won’t fall in. Go on in, go in and get him out.”
Everyone looked at one another. Abbas Charkhi said, “No one’s man enough? I’ll go myself. Pass the rope and
let’s see.”
Abbass’ wife cried out from among the women, “Not you, not you, you can’t, you don’t know how!”
Abbas shouted angrily, “What’s it to you, bitch? Shut up. I can’t let the boy die in there!”
His wife shoved everyone aside, ran up, and clung to Abbas Agha, saying, “Don’t go in, don’t go in, by God,
don’t go in!”
Abbas gave his wife a firm slap and said, “Get lost, you’re being impossible.”
Then he shouted with firmness. “Rope!” They brought rope and tied it around Abbas’ waist. Then they tested
the knots one by one. Abbas Agha said, “Be careful. Don’t let go of me on the way down!”
Several said, “Don’t worry. We’ll be careful.”
Abbas made ready; he grabbed one of the lanterns, doubled over and looked down the well, then handed the
lantern to someone and said “Bismillah” loudly. Every prayed then. Hasani’s father raised his hands to the sky and
said, “O Most Merciful of the Merciful, O Grandfather of Hosein the Oppressed, O Grandfather of Fatemeh the
Pure, O Grandfather of Khadiejh the Magnificent, bring up my child alive, bring Hasani back alive!”
Abbas was hanging in the well with his elbows resting on the rim and was saying, “Watch that rope closely;
when I jerk on it pull me up.” His wife behind us started crying; my ma comforted her. Then Abbas descended.
The rope was held by five or six of the men, who clutched it tightly and released it handspan by handspan. They
muttered things to each other. Hasani’s pa was walking around in circles, saying things like, “O God! O God!” I
had completely forgotten that Hasani was at the kiln; in the bottom of my heart I was saying, “Oh, if only Hasani
were in there and Abbas Agha wouldn’t come out empty-handed, and everything would be OK!” After a while my
pa, who was holding the rope with the others, said, “Haul it up, haul it up, haul it up.”
Rahmat said, “What for?”
“The rope is shaking, are you blind or something?”
All fell silent, and they started drawing up the rope. Hasani’s father was peering over the heads of the others
and waiting for Abbas Agha to appear. Then Abbas’ two hands grasped the rim of the well, he drew his elbows up
to the rim, hauled himself over it, and flung himself across the ground. Ghader asked, “Wasn’t he in there? Wasn’t
he in there?” Hasani’s pa started with a wail to cry and groan. Abbas Agha rolled over and sat up, saying, “I was
suffocating.”
Ghader said, “That’s all?”
“All there was in there was the carcass of a fat dog.”
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Mosayyeb said, “You’re sure?”
“Imbecile, I couldn’t tell Hasani from a dead dog?”
He got up and removed the rope from his waist. Everyone came together again and went to another well, then
to a third, then to a fourth. They divided again, redivided, and would kneel over each well, calling Hasani. At that
point I ran off and headed for the houses, slipping through the shadows and byways so that none would see me. I
drank some water from the tap and then passed behind the tin wall. I crept into our own place. No one was there. I
scooped up a loaf of flatbread and a handleless pitcher. I scurried out, and, reaching the tap again, collected some
water. I passed the hollow, turned at the roadside, and reached Hajj Timur’s Kiln at the same recess Hasani was
staying in. I peeped in and softly called him. He didn’t answer. I called him again; he didn’t answer. I called him
loudly; there was nothing. I was afraid. Then I said to myself, “God forbid he mistake me for someone else,” and I
started whistling—the whistle of a bulbul saying, “Come on Hasani, it’s time to get going.” At once the sound of
Hasani’s whistle came from above my head. He was stretched out on the platform and was watching me. I said,
“Hey, Hasani.”
“Come up carefully.”
I handed him the pitcher, grasped the bricks of the wall, and climbed. We both crawled slowly forward and sat
by the base of the kiln’s chimney. I said, “Hadn’t we decided that you would wait down there?”
“I climbed up to see what was going on.”
“You know what would happen if they saw you?”
“No way. No one will see me.”
He began to laugh.
“What are you laughing for?”
“I’m laughing at my old man, at all of them. Look at them, how should they know?”
He pointed to the terrace of the wells. A number with lanterns in hand were going this way and that around the
wells. Others were as if nailed to one well, and weren’t moving.
“We’ve done something very bad, Hasani.”
“Why?”
“Your father’s killing himself, and you don’t know the state he’s in.”
“Don’t worry, he won’t kill himself. What’s my mother doing?”
“She’s beating her head and chest. She keeps crying.”
“Let her.”
“You don’t know how it is. Abbas Agha went down a well, and instead of find you, he found a fat dog’s body
down there.”
“He’s found his father’s body.”
We both laughed. I took out the bread and we split it. I wasn’t thirsty, but Hasani gulped down some water. I
said, “Now shouldn’t we go down to them?”
“For what?”
“To get the thing over with; they can’t go through all those wells one by one.”
“It’s much too soon. Let them try.”
“Some of them might fall in a well and die.”
“Don’t worry, they all have dogs’ lives and nothing’ll happen to them.”
“This is an awful thing we’ve done.”
He turned and looked me up and down, and said, “Isn’t it an awful thing they do always coming and going and
beating us before we eat?”
“For God’s sake cut it out, Hasani. Come on, let’s go back.”
“I can’t go.”
“After all, why not?”
“I’ll go back and what will I say?”
“Say you’d gone to Shokrai’s garden to eat walnuts.”
“Then they’d find out you were lying.”
“I’ll say, how should I know where you’d gone, I thought you’d fallen in the well.”
“No, the cat will be out of the bag, and it’ll all be up for us.”
“By God, let it be. Come on.”
“I’m not coming. I can’t come.”
“Then I’ll go and say Hasani hasn’t fallen in a well, that you’re staying at Hajj Timur’s Kiln.”
He turned, looked at me angrily, and said, “Fine. Go and tell. From then on we’ll have nothing to do with each
other, you’ll see me when you see the back of your ear.”
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“Then when do you want to go back to your house?”
“The day of mourning, when they read the Koran for me. All of a sudden I’ll come in. that will feel so great!”
“Don’t talk garbage. What’ll be so great about it?”
“It’s so obvious. When everyone is beating their heads and chests, I’ll just quietly saunter up, walk in real
nonchalantly and say ‘Salaam.’ First every will be scared, they’ll cringe, the women’ll scream, the children will
run away thinking I’ve come back from the other world. Then when they see, no, it’s just me, I’m alive, I see, I
laugh, I move my hands and feet, they’ll all be happy, they’ll leap in the air, they’ll fall on the ground, they’ll keep
hugging me and kissing my face. You don’t think that’s going to be fun? Really?”
I again fastened my eyes upon the people going around the wells with their lanterns. Now and then I would
hear the shouting of the men or the women. I said, “So I guess I’ll be going back.”
“Go on, but don’t let on to them where I am.”
I crawled down from the recess on all fours, looked around, and jumped to the ground. I passed by the
roadside, fell into the hollow, and climbed out again. Everyone had formed a circle around one well. I too went
running up to it. I saw my mother pounding on her head and wailing. The men had a rope hanging down the well.
I squeezed through and reached the rim. I saw Abbas Agha saying to the other men, “Haul up, haul up.”
Ghader asked, “What for?”
“Are you blind or something, can’t you see it’s shaking?”
All fell silent and started hauling on the rope. Hasani’s father behind me was rhythmically beating on his chest
and saying, “O Great Khadijeh! O Prophet Mostafa! O Stranger of Strangers! O Lord of the Martyrs!”
Then I saw my papa with his elbows on the rim of the well drawing himself up. He was black from head to
foot and was gasping. Abbas Agha said, “Lie down, stretch out and catch your breath.” Several men clasped my
father under the arms and stretched him out alongside the well.
Come morning, no one went to work, all returned exhausted to their shanties. They hadn’t found Hasani.
Abbas Charkhi said, “It’s no use, no one can inspect all the wells.”
They had just been around the deeper wells which opened to one another and through which sewage passed. In
their black depths weird things had been seen. Usta Habib had run across some creature, about the size of a cow,
having four tails and with a dead man’s head between its teeth, going this way and that. The Sayyed had
encountered a bunch of naked people covered with wool clinging to the sides of the well; when they saw him they
leaped into the sewage and disappeared. Mit Jalal had seen with his own eyes huge, black wings that flew around
by themselves. They said weird sounds had come forth from the very depths, sounds of cats wailing, and the
raucous laughter of women unseen. Several had even heard cymbals and trumpets, such as are played during the
mourning ceremonies on the Day of Ashura,\fn{ The annual commemoration in the Shiite world of the martyrdom of Husayn, the
Prophet’s (blessed be he) surviving grandson and with his rebellion against the Umayyad caliph Yazid, which was discovered, and which
ended in his death (680).} and they had heard wailing and crying behind them.

Abbas Agha said that it was no use, the jig was up, there was no way to find Hasani. So then they returned
home tired and sleepy, and collapsed. All but Hasani’s father, who kept on wandering about, around the shanties,
jerking his head right to left, forward to back, pounding his hands together and saying, “Did you see what
happened? Did you see how my child has gone away? How death has taken him?”
Hasani’s father no longer wailed and cried. Instead he began getting hung up on pointless things, the roofs of
the houses, the dark openings of tombs, covered barrels ranged along the walls, stains on the gunny sacks hung in
front of the houses. Now and then he would stop and bend over to pick up some indifferent thing up off the
ground, like a scrap of tin, or a broken glass cup, or a worn-out shoe, and would fiddle with it, only to throw it
away and go after something else, muttering, “Now they’re eating him, it’s all over, my Hasani is finished.”
I circled around him several times; it was always the same, he wouldn’t see me, or he would see me and not
care. After a few minutes of this, I remembered that Hasani wold be hungry and waiting for me. I went to our
place. All were asleep. My pa had flopped over so that his muddy feet stuck out. I snitched a loaf of bread and a
fistful of sugar that was near at hand. I went out again. Everything was sullen and gloomy. I saw Hasani’s father
standing behind a house scraping his fingernail across something on the wall. The sun had risen and lit everything
up. When I came up to the tap I drank some water. No one was around. I plunged into the hollow,. And beyond the
upper margin, I reached Hajj Timur’s kiln, and went toward the recess, knowing Hasani was there. Hasani was
sleeping. When I called him he awoke violently, frightened, shouting, “Who is it? Who is it?”
“Don’t worry. It’s just me.”
He rose and sat up. His appearance had changed, his eyes were sunken his hands shook. I said, “What’s new
with you? Anything happened?”
“I dreamed that I fell in a well and whatever I tried I couldn’t get out.”
“It’s our own fault, you wanted to keep up this game. Your pa has cracked up and lost his mind.”
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He said nothing but drew himself outside. We both sat in the sun. I handed him the bread and handful of lump
sugar. He hadn’t finished his water. He picked up the pitcher, gulped some down, and splashed some over his
face. As he came to he asked, “How have things gone?”
“They’re sure now you’ve died.”
“What did you do?”
“I didn’t do anything. I didn’t say anything.”
“Now what do they want to do?”
“they haven’t decided on anything.”
“Aren’t they going to read the Koran for me?”
“I don’t know, I haven’t heard anything.”
“I think they’ll do it this afternoon.”
“Where do you get that?”
“Do you remember when Bibi’s grandson died? They read the Koran the day after.”
“If it’s like that, this is our big day all right.”
“Yeah, God let it be today. I can’t put up with any more of this.”
“God willing this will be the day.”
“You won’t forget to come tell me?”
“No, why should I forget? But get yourself ready for a real beating.”
“No way. I’ll just make them happy.”
“Go on thinking that. You’ll see.”
“Want to bet?”
“What’s the bet?”
“If they get sore about like why am I alive and didn’t die and they rush me and beat me up, you win, and if
they’re glad, I win, and you’ll get a real beating from me.”
“Great—I’ve gone through all this for you and in return you want to beat me up?”
He laughed and said, “I’m kidding. I’ll buy you an ice cream.”
“OK. You’re on.”
He tore off a piece of bread and stuffed it in his mouth. He asked, “Now what do we do?”
“Nothing. You go stay in this cranny, and I go to the houses to see what happens.”
“If the reading is tonight, you’ll let me know?”
“Sure.”
The reading, Hasani’s reading, was that afternoon, in front of the houses. Abbas Agha had nailed a piece of
black cloth on the end of a stick and had speared the stick into the ground at the head of the square. All were
sitting outside, the women on one side and the men on the other. People from other places had been informed and
were coming in bands. From Yusof Shah Hollow, from the tenements of Sarpich, the kilns of Shamsabad, the
hovels of Shotor Khun and Molla Ahmad Hollow. They were all strangers, with many-colored clothing. As they
entered the square, the women ran up to Hasani’s mother, who was sitting with her gashed and bloody face in
front of their house, without tears, striking her head and sometimes pounding her chest. As the women came
before her they would begin to cry, lashing out at their own faces and saying, “Dear sister, dear sister, what has
befallen you, what has befallen you?”
Hasani’s father was sitting in front of our place, not exactly sitting, but sprawled on the ground, staring ahead
senseless. Whoever came and understood who the dead boy’s father was came forward and proffered a greeting.
Not hearing a reply, he would turn aside to seat himself. Abas Agha, who was standing, bellowed, “Fatihah!”
The men recited the Fatihah, the Opening of the Koran.\fn{In the name of Allah the Compassionate the Merciful, Praise
be to Allah, Lord of the Creation, the Compassionate, the Merciful, King of Judgement-day! You alone we worship, and to You alone we
pray for help. Guide us to the straight path, the path of those whom You have favored; not of those who have incurred Your wrath, nor of
those who have gone astray.} Usta Habib went about the assemblage with a pitcher giving water to the thirsty. Two old

men who had come from the Ghoriba Hollow with a pouch of tobacco were rapidly rolling cigarettes in newsprint
and setting them in a tray. Bibi’s eldest son Ramazan was passing the tray among the people. All smoked and
drank, aside from Hasani’s pa, who did neither and who would often run his tongue over his lips, and would
sometimes spit on the ground.
An hour had passed when a number appeared hastening from the road. Everyone turned and looked Abbas
Agha shouted, “The Gypies of the Black Tents from Elders’ Hollow are coming. Let’s go meet them.”
Several set out. The gypsies, puffing heavily, came forward running, many holding banners. In front of
everyone were several old men in worn-out clothing who, distraught, beat their breasts. Amidst them was a thin
akhond\fn{Clergyman.} with a long neck and a small turban. The women came behind, all of them barefoot and
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dusty. As they reached the little square, the sounds of prayers arose. The men and women separated, the women
running shrieking toward Hasani’s ma, the old man greeting his pa, he not answering. Then the akhound went off
toe sit on the steps of our place. Esmail Agha shouted, “Make prayers! Make them loud!”
All offered prayers. The akhond said in a hoarse, nasal voice, “Be seated, all be seated, all be seated, be seated
so that we may weep and recite the doleful story of Ghasem son of Hasan, how he found martyrdom at Karbala, in
remembrance of this other unfortunate youth.” He first read a strange prayer and then started into reciting the
story. Crying and wailing arose spontaneously. Everyone cried, the men cried, the women cried, their children
cried, even I cried. Only Hasani’s father did not cry but kept wandering from here to there running his tongue over
his parched lips. The crying grew louder and louder, the gypsies rose and bared their chests, the akhond rose and
bared his chest, saying with a loud voice, “Now to rejoice the Lord of the Martyrs and the dear unfortunate one,
we will beat our breasts.”
He began reciting songs of mourning. The Gypsies began beating their breasts. The other men stood and bared
their breasts and began beating them. The shrieks of the women swelled in volume as they stood arm in arm,
wailing. Suddenly I remembered now is the time. Now I must go tell Hasani.
No one was paying any attention to me, no one was paying any attention to anyone at all but himself. I slipped
away quietly, first I backed away, then I turned and sped off. I wiped away my tears. As I reached the tap, I drank
some water, then I plunged into the body Washer’s Hollow and climbed out. No one was around. I started running.
Streaking like the wind I circled the rings of the wells and went on. My heart was full of dread, sweat was pouring
down my face as I reached Hajj Timur’s Kiln, circled, and popped up in front of Hasani’s niche. Hasani was
stretched out on the platform. When he saw me he stood up, strode out, and said,
“What’s happening?”
“They’re mourning you.”
“What are they doing?”
“People have come from everywhere and are beating their chests for you.”
He stared at me for a moment and said, “What were you crying for?”
“For you.”
“What a jackass you are! You knew I was alive and hadn’t died.”
“It’s all the fault of the akhond that the Gypsies brought along. He made everybody cry.”
He clapped his hands together in delight and said, “So it’s time, right?”
“All right, I think it’s time.”
“Now we’ll see who wins the bet.”
“May God have you win.”
He laughed and said, “Run, we’re off!”
At once he was as if torn from the spot. And I after him. We both charged ahead, but Hasani, like the wind, was
flying; he ran so fast no one could catch up with him. Several times I shouted, “Hasani! Hasani!”
He answered, “Woo-hoo!”\fn{The text has: “Hoo! Hoo!”.}
When suddenly, I don’t know at all what happened, how could I say what happened, Hasani struck his foot
against a heap of rubbish and—just so—fell, he fell right into a well. I thought—I mean I didn’t think Hasani had
fallen in a well—I thought that the earth had swallowed him. I ran up. There was no Hasani, Hasani had fallen in
a well. In a huge well, bigger than all the rest of them. My tongue became tied in knots. I wanted to shout
“Hasani!” but I couldn’t, I had not voice, my mouth wouldn’t open. No matter how much I tried, I couldn’t say
“Hasani!” I sat on the hill of garbage and clutched my shoulders. I couldn’t catch my breath. Three times I
pounded my head on the garbage and then I got up, not of myself—it seemed something picked me up and set me
on my two feet. I started to run again. Faster than ever, faster than Hasani had run. I wished I had leaped and
fallen in a well. Suddenly I found myself running down the road. As I reached the tap, I caught my breath, my
tongue came untied, and I said softly, “Hasani! Hasani! Hasani!”
As I entered the square, the breast beating had come to an end, and all were silently sitting facing each other.
Ramazan was passing out cigarettes among the men and Usta Habib was going here and there carrying the pitcher
of water. SI shrieked, “Hasani! Hasani! Hasani!” I pounded my head hard with my fists and rolled on the ground.
All rose and swarmed over me. Abbas Agha, who was the first to reach me, took my hands so I wouldn’t beat on
myself and asked me, “What happened? What happened?”
“I shouted, “Hasani, Hasani fell in the well!”
I rolled over and bit the ground. A murmuring and then a clamor arose. Everyone wanted to calm me down,
they kept saying, “OK, OK, may God have mercy on him, don’t hit yourself any more, be calm.” I shouted, “Just
now he fell, just now, this very minute he fell, Hasani fell in the well.” My pa pushed the others back and came
forward saying, “Shut up, child. Don’t make things more painful for his father and mother.”
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“He fell, he fell in the well before my eyes.”
“I said shut your mouth, you little jackass.”
He picked me up and gave me a hard slap on the ear. Esmail Agha pulled my father back and roared, “Don’t hit
him, you son of a bitch, can’t you see he’s out of his head and his senses are deranged?” He took me I his arms
then and said, ‘Calm down, calm down.”
Usta Shabib put a glass of water into the hand of Esmail Agha, and Esmail Agha poured it over my face.
However much I struggled to get free from the arms of Esmail Agha it was no use. Several helped him keep me
from fleeing. I was wailing loudly, “Hasani fell, he fell in the well! Hasani! Hasani!” when Esmaiil Agha clapped
a large hand over my mouth, and everyone dragged me into our own house. As I was dragged past Hasani’s father,
I looked at him and pointed at the wells with my hand. He didn’t look at me, he wasn’t aware of me, he just went
on staring ahead. As we entered my house, Esmail Agha said, “Be still, child, everyone knows Hasani was our
friend, you liked each other a great deal, now what can one do, this was the will of fate.”
I yelled, “He fell just now, he fell just now!”
I tried to break away and get out but the didn’t allow it. My pa said, “What do we do with him? Huh? What do
we do with him?” Esmail Agha said, “He’s gone crazy. It ‘s best we bind his hands and feet.” So then they bound
my hands and feet. I started to wail. My father said, “What do we do about his wailing?” Esmail Agha said,
“We’ll gag him.” They gagged me and tossed me into a corner. My father rubbed his hands together and said over
and over, “What will I do, my God, my God, if he stays this way, what the hell am I to do!”
Esmail Agha said, “Don’t worry, right now we’ll go ask the akhound of the Gypsies to write out a talisman for
him, then he’ll improve.”
Usta habib said, “If he doesn’t get better we’ll take him to the shrine at Shah Abdul Azim.” My father moaned
a long-drawn-out moan, and began walking in circles, saying, “O Imam of the Age, O Imam of the Age, O Imam
of the Age!” Esmail Agha said, “Better we leave him alone, perhaps he’ll come around.” They left the house and
fastened the door. The sounds of the gathering’s prayers arose again and the hoarse, nasal voice of the akhound of
the Gypsies read the eulogy.
138.223 My China Doll\fn{by Hushang Golshiri (1938- )} Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran (M) 4
Mama says he’ll come back. I know he won’t come back. If he were going to come back, Mama wouldn’t cry.
Would she? I wish you could see. No. I wish I couldn’t see. Now, you be mama. So what if your hair is brown.
Look, Mama was sitting like this. Pull your feet up. Put your hands on your forehead. But you can’t. Her
shoulders were shaking, like this. The newspaper was in front of her, on the floor. I can’t cry like Mama. Daddy
surely could. Uncle Nasser can too, if he wants to. That’s why grownups are grownups; they can say, “Don’t cry,
Maryan.” Or, I don’t know, they can say, “Why did you take the matches, girl?”
OK, so I took them. I don’t want to light any fires. Do I? Daddy is good; he never says “Don’t!” But then why
did he say, “Don’t let me see my Maryam cry”? I want to, but I know I can’t. That is, if I could cry like mama
cries, for Daddy, I would. But I can’t. Do dolls cry too? I know you can’t; not like Mama, like Grandmother, like
Uncle Nasser. If you can, then why didn’t you cry when that brat Mehri broke my doll? I mean my china doll.
Grandmother said, “Don’t cry, Maryam; I’ll give her to the china-mender to glue back together.”
I said, “Then what?”
She said, “Then she’ll be like before.”
I said, “I don’t want it, I don’t want it! she’ll be just like our big teapot!”
Daddy said, “If my little girl doesn’t cry, Daddy will buy her a new one, a big one.”
He didn’t buy it. daddy’s good. If he comes back, I won’t tell him, “Go buy it.” I won’t even cry. Remember
how Grandmother cried? I told you about that. In her black dress; she fell on Grandfather’s grave and cried. I
cried, too. Daddy didn’t cry. Maybe he did, like dolls do; like you, whose tears nobody can see, whose voice
doesn’t come out. I can’t. I cried so much you can’t imagine. Because I knew grandfather would never stretch out
his stick again; he used to say, “Little Maryam, how many spans long is my cane?”
I’d say, “Seven.”
He’s say, “No, five.”
“Seven.”
He’s say, “Ten and a half and one of your little fingers.”
“No, seven.”
He’d say, “Measure it yourself.”
I’d measure it. he though t I didn’t know that wen my hand reached the top of the tick he’d grab my wrist and
sit me down on his knees. And that’s just what I wanted. I’d put my hand in his vest pocket and bring out his
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watch. Grandfather would open it and put it next to my ear. I’d say, “How old are your hands, Grandfather?”
He’d say, “Well, pretty old.”
His hands, the backs of his hands, were funny. Like his face. He’s say, “It’s their fault, baby.”
He meant the hands of the watch, that red one that went around all the time, faster than the others. Where is his
watch now? Did they bury it with Grandfather? You don’t know. Want are you, Shorty? You’re just a little short
person. Always coming and going. Hah, go that way, come this way; but don’t go and come so much so I get
dizzy, huh? Daddy was over there. I didn’t recognize him. Shorty, you stand here, just come and go all the time.
Mama took my hand. She said, “What do you want the matches for anyway, girl?”
I said, “I don’t know.”
But now I know. I’ll put them side by side. One, two .. like this. Mama and me are on this side of the
matchsticks, Daddy on the other, on the other side of them. Shorty, you come in the middle. Now us, the ones who
are on this side, we have to yell all the time. The people on the other side of the matchsticks have to yell all the
time, too. Daddy yelled. “How’s my Maryam? Send a kiss for Daddy?”
Now you, Shorty, come over here, in front of me, here. So Daddy can’t see I’m sending him a kiss. Daddy said
… I don’t remember what he said. Mama took my hand, like this. Daddy said, “My little girl mustn’t cry, OK?
Daddy’s all right.”
Daddy didn’t look like Daddy at all. Like Shorty, who doesn’t look like Daddy at all. If that brat Mehri hadn’t
broken my china doll, I’d put it on that side now, in Daddy’s place, beside those other son that side, beside Daddy.
Mama said, “Don’t you say, ‘Where’s my doll,’ see?”
I said, “Mama, where’s Daddy?”
She said, “He’s over there, dear. Behind that man. he’s coming over. Don’t forget, now.”
It wasn’t Daddy; he looked funny. I kndw that Daddy was Daddy fro his smile. Then Daddy sdaid, “Wmy
Maryam should send me a kiss.”
I told you. Afterward he didn’t talk to me any more. He talked to Mama. Now the china doll must say, “Esmat,
don’t let me see you lose face in front of them.”
Then he must yell and talk and point to Shorty all the time. And you say, “What’s going to happen, what will
become of you?”
Then Daddy said, “What? What will happen? Well, that’s clear enough. They’re not doing charity work here.
Anyway, whatever happens, you mustn’t let the child worry.”
He meant me. I don’t know what Mama said then. She shouted. Everybody shouted. There was so much noise,
everybody yelled so much … It was like when that brat Hassan blows his trumpet. No matter how much
Grandmother shouts, nobody understands who’s saying what. Now he must say, “Esmat, dry your tears. I don’t
want them to see you crying.”
And he must point to Shorty again. I didn’t see Mama cry. I said, “Mama, pick me up.”
Mama said … I don’t know. I don’t remember. I wasn’t tired. I wanted to see, if Mama cried, should I cry too.
Mama dried her eyes, like this. Now you, Shorty, stand facing us, me and Mama and everybody who’s on this
side. Open your arms, like this. Now say, “Ladies, please, time’s up, please go now.”
Now turn around and tell Daddy and the others. Tell them, tell them something so they all leave, so Daddy
leaves too. Daddy had gotten thin. But he laughed, like when he used to pick me up and tickle me under the arms,
like this. I can’t laugh now. Uncle Nasser pulled that brat Mehri’s ear and said, “Girl, what are you doing with
Maryam’s dolls, anyway?”
He did the right thing. If my china doll were here, if Mehri hadn’t broken it, it’d turn around now and wave. I
had to wave too, like this. And then cry. Daddy wanted to come. He couldn’t. Shorty, you go over there and stop
Daddy. Mama said, “Didn’t Daddy tell you not to cry?”
I wanted not to. I always listen to what Daddy says. If he comes back, even if he pulls my ear like Uncle
Nasser, I won’t cry. And I’ll never hit daddy. He used to say, “Hit me.”
I’d box his ears. And he’d laugh. He’d say, “Hit me hard.”
I’d hit him, one on this side, one on that side, like this. Shorty, you’ve fallen over. Daddy didn’t fall. Get up,
there. I’ll hit you gently, with my finger; I’ll hit Daddy this way, if he comes. Maybe it’d hurt him, too.
Grandmother always used to say, “Oh, god, what’s going to happen to my son, if what they say is true?”
I said, “What do they say?”
Mama said, “Grandmother, in front of Maryam?”
Mama’s bad. Not always; just when she doesn’t let Grandmother talk, talk about Daddy; she’s bad, when she
says loudly: Grandmother!
She says it too when Grandmother cries. But once she burst into tears herself, in front of me, she burst into
tears. When Uncle Nasser came … Shorty, you be Uncle Nasser. Come her. When you come into the house, you
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have to stand right there. Come, take this paper in your hand too, it’s the newspaper. Mama said, “Since you
insist, open the door yourself.”
Now, Shorty, as soon as he sees mama, he must hang his head, like this.
Now hit yourself, hard. You—you can’t! Look, you have to hit both your hands hard on your head and sit
down on the ground, like me, no, like mama. Sit down and say, “What misfortune has come upon me, brother?”
Shorty, give her the newspaper.
Mama kept turning over the newspaper. Mama’s hands trembled. She said, “Where is it, then?”
Uncle Nasser ran into Grandmother’s room. Now, you read. I don’t know what. Say something, like when they
talk on the radio, or like on Uncle Nasser’s television; they sit like this and talk all the time. Mama says, “They’re
reading from something: look how they keep lowering their eyes.”
It’s not clear. Maybe so. Mama doesn’t tell lies. Didn’t she say, “Your father has gone to Abadan to buy it for
you; you know it can’t be found here?”
Uncle Nasser said, “I’ll but it for her myself.”
I said, “I don’t want it.”
Of course, I do want it. If Daddy buys it; if he comes back. He won’t come back. Otherwise why did Mama
cry? She was reading and crying. Sometimes they smile, too, when they read the newspaper. Like this. I can’t
smile now, like them. Mama can’t, either. Uncle Nasser came over to me and patted my head, my hair. You,
Shorty ... No, I don’t want you to pat me on the head. Uncler Nasser patted me in a funny way. I didn’t like it. I
didn’t want him to mess up my hair, like that lady. The one who … OK, don’t get mad. Shorty, now you’re that
man. Your desk is here, a big, big desk. On the desk—I don’t know—there’s everything. Me and Mama and
grandmother went in. Uncle Nasser didn’t come. he said, “You go, I’ll wait for you here, in that ice cream store.”
I said, “I’ll go with Uncle Nasser.”
I didn’t want an ice cream. Daddy said, “Don’t say it, don’t ever say it.”
Mama said, “You’ve got to come with us. Understand? Remember to say to the man, ‘I want my Daddy.’”
Uncle Nasser said, “Yes, sweetie. When you come back I’ll buy you two ice creams.”
I said, “I want them now.”
Mama said, “Maryam!”
You say it too, loud: “Maryam!” Grab my wrist and pull. Then knock on the door, a big door; now a head …
Come on, Shorty, look through my fingers, at Mama, look at me too. Now, like Mama, you have to say some
things so I understand; you and me and Grandmother have come to see Daddy. Go on, say it. When the door
opened we went in. that man said … I don’t know. He was very tall. He was taller than Mommy. He was fat, too.
Grandmother said, “Oh, my poor son!”
She said it softly. Now, Shorty, you’re that man, you’re tall and very very big, you have a mustache too. Smile
and say, “Wait in that room.”
Then a lady came. She was pretty, like my own china doll. No, that’s Daddy; because she isn’t here, she’s
Daddy. That lady is there fore sure. She was like those ladies that talk on television, no, those who read from the
newspaper and smile. Mama cried. The day that … I mean all day. I told you. the lady came and said, “Ladies,
you must excuse me.”
Then she said some other things. First she put her hand into Grandmother’s blouse. Grandmother said, “Really,
Miss, I …”
Mama said, “Grandmother.”
She said it softly. But her face was like the times when she says it out loud, like when she wants to scold me.
She doesn’t do it any more. I wish she would. Even if she grabbed my hands and slapped them I wouldn’t cry.
Even when I picked up one of Daddy’s books she didn’t scold me. She just took it and put it back. You say,
“Maryam dear, you mustn’t bother Daddy’s things.”
I wanted to say, “But Daddy isn’t coming back.” I didn’t. I thought, If I don’t say it, surely he’ll come back. If
I put my hands on his books, if I tear up just one of them, he’ll appear. He used to grab my ears. He wouldn’t pull
them much. Just a little. He’d say, “One day Daddy’ll cut off his little girl’s ears and hand them to her.”
Even if I was bad, or wanted to go out with him, he’d say, “Now it’s really time for Daddy to come and grab
those two ears and look into his Maryam’s eyes.”
One day when he looked, however much he wanted to look in a bad way, he couldn’t. Uncle Nasser can. Now
now. He grabbed Mehri’s ear and pulled it. Daddy couldn’t. then we both laughed. We really laughed. See, I
pulled Daddy’s ears too. Daddy’s ears were small. When he’d sit down I could grab his ears and look into his
eyes. That lady sat down in front of me, like this. She said, “May I, little lady?”
Grandmother said, “Why her?”
Mama said again, “Grandmother, didn’t you hear what the lady said?”
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Then the lady put her hand in my hair. Mama had braided my hair. She’d gathered it on top of my head. You
can’t imagine how pretty I was. That’s why I kissed the lady. Then she put her hand … Look, now I’m that lady.
So, if I put my hand under your skirt, do you like it? She did it with Mama, too. And with grandmother.
Grandmother said, “God forbid!”
Mama didn’t say, “Grandmother!” She should have. the lady said, “Little lady, you’re very pretty. Do you go to
school?”
Mama said, “No; she’ll go next year.”
What business is it of hers? I’ll put my books in my bag. I’ll tie a red ribbon, like Uncle Nasser’s Mehri’s
ribbon, in a bow and put it on my head; Mama will do it. I can count to fifty. Daddy taught me. One, two, three,
four … No, I can’t now. Daddy used to say, “My daughter’s going to be an artist. My daughter will sit there at her
table and draw so Daddy can do his work.”
Then he’d sit at his desk and read. No matter how many times I said, “Daddy!” he wouldn’t hear. Then, when
I’d yell, “Daddy! Daddy!” he’d take off his glasses. He’d say, “What is it honey?”
I’d say, “Look, Daddy, see what I drew.”
He’d say, “Give it to Daddy to see.”
Grandmother would say, “If you draw my picture just once I’ll fix your Daddy.”
She thought she could. Daddy would laugh. He’d look and laugh. He’d show it to Uncle Nasser. It’s easy.
Look, like this: this is Grandmother’s stomach. Now. Here, this is her head, these are her eyes. Her mouth has to
be very big; she’s scolding me. Daddy used to say, “So where’s her nose?”
“I’d say, “Her mouth is so big you can’t see it.”
Like this picture where she doesn’t have any. OK, now, Shorty, you’re sitting at your desk. This is Mama. Wait,
let me draw Grandmother’s hand. My hand was in Grandmother’s. Now you, Shorty, get up from behind your
desk, come over her, smile. Say hello to Grandmother and Mama. Then bend over and grab my cheek. Like this. It
didn’t hurt. But anyway, now I don’t like it. Shorty, talk, ask me, “What’s your name?”
And Grandmother, with her big mouth, has to say, “It’s Maryam; she’s your servant.”
Then a man brought tea. He didn’t bring me any. I don’t want any. Now Grandmother has to say some things
that I don’t understand. Say them; but talk about Daddy. Say, “Sir, whatever they are, they’re young. They’ve read
some things. …”
She meant Daddy. Mama’s face looked funny. Shorty, you’re not supposed to see. Stand facing Grandmother;
you should have some tea in your hand. Say, “Well, that’s their responsibility. Whenever they come and …”
I don’t know. He talked like the newspaper. I think he wanted Daddy to go, to sit down like this, to look at his
newspaper under his lids and talk like that.
Now you talk, talk like Mama, talk about Daddy, things that even Grandmother doesn’t understand. Now
Shorty has to say, “All right. Go tomorrow. You should take the child, too, if he agrees.”
Grandmother hit me with this part of her hand. I knew what she was hitting me. I hung my head. Grandmother
hit me; she hit me hard. I looked at her. She made a funny face. Only her nose could be seen. Now I have to say to
Shorty, Sir, I want my Daddy.”
Shorty has to say, “You’re going to see him, sweetie. But remember to say, ‘Daddy, when are you coming
home?’”
Mama said, “What if he won’t consent?”
Shorty, you’re supposed not to understand that Mama means Daddy. Now say, “Well, make her consent; say it
several times so that she learns.”
Mama didn’t say any more. Grandmother said, “She means my son.”
Shorty has to say … No, first he has to put his hands behind him and go over to his table, then say, “Well, then,
I don’t know.”
Now, Shorty, we’re going, me and Mama and Grandmother. Come here. Bend over and say quietly, “You
didn’t say what your name was, pretty girl.”
Then say, “Tomorrow, for sure, go and see Daddy.”
Daddy wasn’t there. Daddy didn’t come. Now I have to say, “Mama, why didn’t he come?”
She said, “I don’t know. I guess Daddy doesn’t like Mama.”
“Why, Mama?”
You say, “Daddy’s good, dear.”
“No, he’s bad, he doesn’t like Mama.”
I said so to Mama. Mama didn’t say any more. She just wiped her eyes. Grandmother didn’t come. She
couldn’t. She just lay in her bed and moaned. Grandmother’s leg hurt. Uncle Nasser will come and sit beside her
and talk to her. He won’t bring that brat Mehri. When I go over to Grandmother they don’t talk any more. Now
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Shorty has to say … No, don’t say it. I’ll say for Uncle Nasser, “It’s tomorrow, Mother.”
Grandmother has to say, “I wish I could see him. I’m afraid of dying without seeing my son.”
Mama said, “Don’t talk like that, Grandmother.”
She said, “I know I won’t see him.”
Mama saw me and didn’t cry any more. She wasn’t crying for Grandmother. It was for Daddy.
Uncle Nasser said, “They won’t let anybody in, but it’s possible to see him. I and my sister-in-law will go.”
Mama said, “Brother!”
She said it loud. Uncle Nasser said, “Hey, you brat, are you here?”
I said, “I’m coming too.”
Now Mama has to say, “Maryam?”
If she hadn’t said anything, they would have taken me. They didn’t take me. Uncle Nasser said, “If you’re a
good girl I’ll buy you a big doll.”
Daddy wouldn’t have said, “If you’re a good girl.” He’d say, “What do you want it to be like?”
I’d say, “Like that one; I want just that one.”
Daddy said, “If they mend it it’ll be ugly.”
Grandmother has to say, “Did you see him?”
Uncle Nassser said, “Only for a minute. He was all right.”
I said, “Did he have hair on his head?”
He said, “Yes, dear. And he told me, ‘Uncle Nasser must cut off Maryam’s ears and hand them to her.’”
I said, “He doesn’t say that. He doesn’t say that now.”
When Daddy’d say it, I’d grab my ears and run away. Daddy would laugh and come after me. Now,
Grandmother must say, “Why didn’t they let you in?”
Uncle Nasser said, “It was surrounded, they didn’t let anyone in.”
I said, “What does sounded mean?”
Uncle Nasser didn’t say. So what. I know: for sure, twenty, no, fifty people like Shorty were there. You stand
over there, Shorty. Another here. Lots more. The china doll has to stand in the middle, if she were here. Mehri
knocked her down out of spite, I know it was out of spite. Uncle Nasser said, “Tomorrow they’ll certainly write it
in the papers.”
Mama said, “I don’t think so.”
Grandmother said, “If only I had good legs, if only I were able.”
Grandmother can’t stand up any more. I wish she could. Uncle Nasser and mama hold her up. Like a china doll
whose legs have fallen off. Her head was broken. In three pieces. Daddy said, “Take her and throw her in the
garbage can.”
I said, “Isn’t she dead, Daddy?”
He said, “Dolls don’t die, baby; they break.”
I said, “No, they die. Dolls die too, like Grandfather.”
I buried here myself. In the garden. I made a little hole for her. I wrapped her in my little white handkerchief,
then I buried her. I poured water on her, too. Then I picked a few flowers and scattered their petals over her. If
Grandfather had been there he wouldn’t have let me pick them. That man sat down beside Grandfather’s grave.
He said things out of a book that I didn’t understand. He read quickly and shook his head. We don’t have any
roses. When Grandfather was here we did. Grandfather would say, “Then the sister went, she picked up his bones
and washed them with rosewater and buried them under the rose tree; then he turned into a nightingale, and flew
away. The nightingale went and sat …’ I don’t feel like tell you now. Grandmother doesn’t feel like it either.
Uncle Nasser said, “Don’t cry, Mother. He’ll stay a few years; then he’ll come back.”
Mama said, “How many years?”
You say, “How many hears?” Then run to the other room. I wanted to cry, too. I didn’t. Daddy said, “Don’t
cry.” Daddy said, “Don’t let my Maryam ask for her father—ask them.” He said that the same day he didn’t look
like Daddy, he looked like the china doll, like when that brat Mehri broke her. His face looked funny. Mama had
collapsed on the bed. Uncle Nasser said something that Mama said. You say it. No, don’t say it. Mama said
something bad. Mama is very bad, sometimes she’s bad, when she talks to spite Uncle Nasser, when she talks
About Daddy. Daddy was very big. He’d pick me up and put me on his shoulders. He’d sway, “My Maryam has
to stand on Daddy’s hands.”
Like this. He’d say, “She has to close her eyes.”
I was up there, near the light. Mama said so. I told you. Uncle Nasser saw me. If he hadn’t seen me he
wouldn’t have said, “What do you want here, child?”
Then they didn’t talk any more. If they talked, if they talked about Daddy in front of me, Daddy surely would
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have come back. Shorty didn’t let him. Did yoy hit him with these hands, huh? Daddy got like my china doll. He
was broken. You are bad. I’ll tear off your legs. I’ll tear off your arms. I’ll tear off your head, too. I won’t bury
you, either, like I buried the china doll, under the rose tree. I’ll throw you in he garbage can. I won’t cry for you,
either. But I can’t not cry.
12.55 The Great Lady Of My Soul\fn{by Goli Taraghi (1939-

)} Tehran, Tehran

Province, Iran (F) 5

Kashan. I’ve arrived, and I am tired. I start for the desert. Being new in the area, I stray. It is cool and light, full
of invisible wet particles and pleasant smells.
“Mr. Heydari,” I asked, “what is your contribution to the revolution?”
He shuddered; the fear of famine and plunder had kept him from sleeping.
My wife said, “I’m suspicious of the landlord. I think he has contacts with the Israelis.”
She was sitting next to the window polishing her silverware. She seemed happy, humming a revolutionary
song.
The sky above my head is close and reachable. The plain, extending to the foot of the mountain, is green and
covered with wild rue bushes and red poppies. The pomegranate trees scatter themselves abundantly throughout
the slopes of the valleys, and the purple, azure, and crimson mountains look naked and feminine with lines like
that of a woman in the old times. The horizon is stretched to eternity, to nothingness. And way over there, under
the shade of the poplar trees, a man is lying on the ground; and here, near me, at the turn of the damp dusty road, a
policeman is praying.
The smallest flower on the earth has grown at my feet. I asked,
“Mr. Poet, where’s your historical conscience?”
He said, “I still haven’t gotten over the beauty of this flower.”
How exceptionally clear and gentle the air is! And the wind smells of grass, of wet trees and blossoms, as if it
had run through a sky planted with trees or smeared with a fragrant breath. The policeman is still there. He is
bowing, and his forehead is touching the ground.
My father is against the execution of policemen and doesn’t understand the significance of war against God.
My wife says, “Revenge is sanctioned in Islam,” and stares at the picture of the executed with stupefaction.
Comrades say, “We must leave.” Comrades say, “We must stay, talk, write, fight.” Comrades are hastily
planning newspapers, parties, and syndicates.
Mr. Heydari has filled his cellar with flour, rice, kerosene, and grains, and has brought his silk carpets over to
our house. He has withdrawn his savings from the bank and has put all his gold coins in a small sack which he
hangs from his neck.
My wife has suddenly discovered God and is elated. At night she hurriedly reads religious catechisms so that
the next day she can rush to the Ladies’ Guidance and Religious Instruction classes. She has cut her red finger
nails short, and has stopped putting on the light-green eye shadow she used to wear. She has repented and she no
longer gambles. She covers her hair and meticulously hides her earlobes from everyone’s sight. She sits by my
side and looks at me sadly. She tells me about Imam Reza’s magnanimity and God’s greatness, of the evilness of
imperialism and the maliciousness of the Communists.
“Don’t you believe in God?”
I am thinking about a man who committed suicide to prove that there was no God, that human beings governed
their own destinies with no determination higher than their own.
“Don’t you believe in Heaven and Hell?” she asks.
She holds my hand. Her skin is hot and her breath feverish. She doesn’t resemble herself anymore. She doesn’t
resemble anyone I know. At night, she is always awake. Every time I look at her and see that her eyes are wide
open, I become terrified.
There is an uproar at the university. Someone is giving a speech and the crowd is constantly uttering religious
slogans. On the other side of the iron fence separating the university from the street, stand kiosks offering boiled
beets, baked potatoes, and cooked lima beans. Pictures of Imam Khomeini are hanging from the trees. An old
woman stops me and shows me the picture of her martyred son. She had come to plead for justice, and is looking
for an unknown Ayatollah.
The street is blocked. I turn around. The sidewalks are covered with books, tape recordings of religious hymns,
sneakers, blue-jean pants, and pictures of the martyred. Further ahead, a guerilla is illustrating the techniques of
using an uzi machinegun to a group of people, and under a tree, a man is distributing food among his family
members sitting around a spread cloth. A student stops to greet me. I don’t know him. He has painted his face
black, and fastened a checked cloth around his head and neck. His jacket is way too big for him. His boots are
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also a few sizes bigger than his feet.
My class is cancelled. At a meeting, the students are putting their professors on trial in their absence. They are
banging their fists against the walls in protest. In the school hallways, my students are hastily searching for the
meaning of freedom. They ask,
“Sir, what is the unity of Word? Which is more genuine, ‘matter’ or ‘ideas?’ Which is true, history or God?”
My students are reading the Accounts of Roozbeh’s Trial, Marx’s Theses, and Imam Khomeini’s Clarification
of Problems with stupefaction.
Someone is at the door. It is past midnight. My wife jumps up looking confused. My father hides the bottles
containing alcohol. It is Mr. Heydari. He has brought us dry milk, canned cheese, and Indian fish oil. He is
breathless. He says,
“There’s a gas shortage. Flour is scarce. Plague and small pox are spreading. Soon people are going to eat
each other. Everyone will freeze to death.”
My wife cries and says that Imam Khomeini will bring us food. My son laughs and punches the flour sacks
with disgust. My son believes that the true revolution will come later and victory belongs to the oppressed people.
He goes to the factories and awkwardly tries to win the workers’ friendship. He wears stained clothes and goes to
sleep with his shoes on.
The fields stand far from this mess, plain and untouched. I don’t know what made me leave. It was early
morning. I got up and left. My wife was praying. She has just learned how to pray and can’t recite the prayers
from memory. She reads them from a piece of paper she has glued to the wall.
The landlord was in the yard. He jumped as soon as he saw me. He looked at my briefcase. He was trembling.
He was waiting for someone.
“Are you escaping?”
“No,” I said.
“Is your name on their list also?” he asked.
I nodded my head.
“One of these days, they’ll come after me,” he said. “They’ll get you too. They’ll arrest everyone.”
My father was up too. He was sitting in front of the window tuning his six-stringed tat’ He rarely sleeps at
fn{A note reads: A six-stringed instrumet similar in appearnace to a guitar, wut with a small rounded box. It has a resonating face made of
skin, and the six strings are hung in pairs and tuned in octaves .}night. He has got himself a sack of raisins and a pressure
cooker, and is busy making homemade arak. He used to give private tat lessons, but his students don’t come
anymore. Monsieur Ardavaz visits him in the evenings and they drink together. Monsieur Ardavaz was forced to
close his liquor store down. His store was set on fire and burned down. He has turned one of the rooms in his
house into a store and sells biscuits and canned fruit. Monsieur Ardavaz fears imperialism and has voted in favor
of the Islamic Republic.
Mr. Heydari is looking for a position with the headquarters of the Islamic Republic police, the Komiteh. At
night, while his gold-coin purse is safely placed under his armpit, he performs his duty as a revolutionary guard.
I stop. The gravel road ends all of a sudden. In front of me stand the uniform wheat fields, the rows of
cucumbers, and the dye flowers around the hedges. And further away, at the foot of the mountain, a solemn
village surrounded by cypress trees is sound asleep, and at the slope of the mountain lie the deserted mills, a
forceful river and a bubbling stream emerging from under the huge rocks. I feel weightless, like a floating
dandelion. I recite to myself:
How the smell of grass comes from Golestaneh!
In this village,
I was looking for something.
For a dream perhaps,
A light, a pebble, a smile.

Further ahead, on the top of the hills, there is a huge pool and a small cottage plastered with cob, with no doors
or windows. I am thirsty. The water is stale, full of tiny fish and floating moss. I rinse my face. I listen. A bird is
singing some distance away. I pull out a cigarette. The light of my match scares a lizard. I start again. Something
rattles under my feet. A snake? An old man is passing by with his donkey. I pass. The rattle sound is right behind
me. I move faster. I look like someone running to make it to a date or an appointment.
The landlord said, “They’ll definitely arrest me. They’ll arrest you too.”
My son says, “We must kill them all!” And yet he is incapable of stepping on a crawling insect. At night he
lectures in his room and writes slogans on the walls of our yard with a red pen. He has been beaten up and still has
a black-and-blue mark under one eye.
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An old woman is sitting on the grass holding a bundle in front of her. The sun’s warmth seeps under my skin. I
think I would enjoy getting even more feverish. The old woman is chewing on something for a long time.
My father is restless. He swears at everyone and is desperately looking for the best raisins to ferment. His
bootleg arak stinks, and his friend, Monsieur Ardavaz, has been given twenty lashes of the whip. I think about my
daughter who is fifteen, and in love. She walks in the garden barefoot and mumbles to herself. Her mouth is full.
She has become fat—very fat. She hides all kinds of food under her bed and eats a second dinner in the middle of
the night. She’s always hungry. When she was little, she used to eat her paper, erasers, and colored pencils. She
ate mud, leaves, and chalk too. Now she’s in love, in love with someone we don’t know. And she cries.
Thousands of people are standing at the community prayer session. Thousands of people bow down before
God simultaneously. The woman standing next to me is shaking. She is praying. Women, clad in long black veils,
have filled the streets.
My poet friend is bedridden. I have heard he has gone crazy and flings his body against the doors and the
walls. I go and visit him. My heart is heavy with grief. He is lying down. He is half-conscious. His hair is sopping
with sweat. His mother is sitting by the door in the hallway and is talking to herself. I go in. There are black-andblue marks under his eyes and alongside his lips.
His wife doesn’t notice me. She is stupefied. The minute she sees me she starts to cry. She says,
“I don't know what he wants. He is frightened and repents constantly. He prays ceaselessly and thinks
everything is unclean. He goes to the rooftop in the evening and the neighbors pour out of their houses at the
sound of his calling, “God is Great!” At night he cries, and for fear of God’s presence, he can’t sleep.”
I can’t believe it! How quiet, calm, and reserved he was. He used to come to our house on Muharram nights.
He would sit without saying anything. We would listen, both in silence, to the wailing of “God is Great,” coming
from unknown rooftops; to the strange tumult coming from distant alleys; to the sound of sporadic shootings in
the dark; and to the scream of a woman who called from her window somewhere in the neighborhood for
everyone to rise; and we would hear a hundred windows open, and see the women, children, and old men run
outside. And my friend was quiet and said nothing.
I pause. The sky is green as though it were made from a leaf. The plain ends suddenly and a desert covered
with dry dust catches me off guard. At my foot, the deadly desert crawls away toward the unknown, dark lands. A
muffled clamor is heard from the other end and vague shadows are wriggling together. The dust is frightful and
tempting, like a greedy, gluttonous woman, a woman whose presence is felt in all poisonous scents and inflamed
breaths of the night.
I am lost. There’s no one in sight. I am tired. It’s getting dark. I move on although I know I should return. I
know that the desert is seductive and cruel, but I continue, enchanted and resigned.
My wife says, “I wish we knew where the hidden Imam was.”\fn{ The eleventh Imam, according to the Shiias, has never
died, but has been occluded from the world, visible only to those few to whom he may manifest himself .} Over there, way in the
distance, reside the devils and the lost spirits.
The policeman of our neighborhood has been executed. His wife is pregnant, and everyday she and her many
children come to the street intersection and throw stones at cars.
My wife dreamed that the sky was burning down, and she was frightened.
My hands smell, of fresh blood. Fresh warm blood. The blood of a young boy whose name I don’t know. He
was beside me. He was talking. He was running. He was throwing his small fist in the air threatening the soldiers.
I lost him at the turn of the street. A building was on fire. The street was filled with smoke and fire. Women were
running and men were hastily closing their stores. The shooting started. I saw him again. He was bent. His arms
were grasping a tree trunk. His mouth was open and his eyes looked at me. He wanted to say something. He was
my son’s age, my young one.
I lost my mind. The siren of the ambulances had driven me crazy. I lifted him. He was heavy. He wasn’t
breathing. I called someone. I stopped a man. I ran after a soldier. His head was resting on my chest. He was only
fourteen or fifteen. I searched his pockets. They were empty. My poor unknown child. His mustache of soft hair
had just started to grow. His hand was still in mine.
My wife wakes me up. She wets my face with a towel. My whole body is soaked with sweat. My mouth is dry.
I cannot breathe. I open the window. I go to the balcony. It is snowing. I am hot. I am burning. I grab a handful of
snow and rub it against my neck. My hands smell of blood, fresh innocent blood.
My father believes that the age of darkness has reached its point of explosion and a catastrophe is underway.
The landlord has been detained at the local Komiteh for questioning.
My son believes that the landlord should be executed. My son is an enemy of the capitalist system.
My daughter is still in love. She is collecting colorful butterflies and dried flowers in an album. She collects
pictures of foreign actors and actresses. She is happy that the schools are closed and she sleeps till noon. She
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decorates her hair with velvet ribbons and paints her fingernails green, yellow and purple.
My wife believes in the formation of a “Construction Crusade.” On “Open the City” day, she swept the dusty
lane of our neighborhood and emptied the slime from the gutters. My wife is thinking about building shelters for
the poor too. She has donated her silver bracelets to our neighborhood mosque.
Someone is calling me from the other end of the desert. Someone, an invisible being, is walking along with
me, breathing heavily. I get frightened. I stop. My heart is beating hard. The desert is staring at me. The desert is
swallowing me. A strange air has filled the space, and an anxious soul is whirling around me.
I ask, “Mr. Heydari, what’s the secret behind your success?”
My wife says, “An atheist’s entire body, even the hair, the fingernails, and the perspiration, is unclean.”
The desert is beating. It is stirring. The moving hills and the running gravel have surrounded me. I murmur to
myself. I sing. I laugh. I shout “God is Great!” I repeat it again louder, from the bottom of my heart. I run.
My students say, “Death to philosophy! Death to reaction!” My students are fond of social sciences.
I stop. The tumult has settled down. The desert is kind and friendly. I cannot believe it. I must be dreaming.
There is a green garden ahead of me, and a white house is thrusting its head out of a host of thick branches. It is so
incredible and remote, so fascinating and wonderful that it seems totally imaginary. It is as though it grew out of
the ground or descended from the sky this very moment. Slowly and hesitantly, I move ahead. I am afraid to look
away lest it disappear. I am afraid to breathe deeply lest it collapse. There is a small open door at the south end of
the house. I enter. There is a green yard. Empty, secluded, and silent with two rows of old green cedars along the
walls and gardens full of many shades of green verdure and tiny white flowers. In the middle, there is a huge pool
with still, limpid water. Its tiles are covered with a soft layer of dust. There is no trace of life: not a single foot
mark, not a single fingerprint on the walls, no movement among the leaves. The garden is so serene, stationary,
and absent, so fantastic and unreal that it looks like it’s something from the ages of magic. And the house
surrounded by tall columns with azure minarets and crystal-clear windows, is sitting with its back to the sky, so
light and brittle that one thinks it is suspended in space.
I lean against the wall. The breath of the water cools me and brushes away the thousand-year-old dust I feel on
my body. I sit by the pool. I rinse my face. I drink. I am elated. What a pleasure! The face of the house is glittering
at the depth of the water and the green trees are flowing on its marble surface. The pool is overflowing with the
blue of the sky. I look around. I don’t see anybody. I take my clothes off. I slide in and go under the water. The
water is so cold and cutting that my skin is about to tear. My bone marrow is melting. I let my head sink. I go
down lower. Deeper. My feet are still not touching bottom. I open my eyes. The bottom is bright. I swirl. I lose my
breath. I let my body float. Water has penetrated my soul, causing it to tremble. The sun is moving down the
length of the pine trees. The trees have grown taller as the dusk has set in. I see the house again and a strong
feeling of longing touches me. How plain, casual, and intimate it is. How real! Weightless, free of substance, free
of time dust, it resembles a painted breath in the air. It reminds me of someone or some place I know. Who?
Where? Someone close, but forgotten. Someone present in the beginning of a pleasant dream, at the threshold of
old memories. So pure and holy as if it were just baptized. It reminds me of an ethereal woman. A woman with a
body like that of an an- gel's and eyes made of water. I know. I remember now. It resembles my mother’s wedding
picture with the white transparent veil covering her face, the abashed, innocent look in her eyes, and the clover
flowers she was holding between her fingers. She resembles a woman who came to see us one late snowy night,
and my father told us that she was a distant relative. And a woman even before that time: a woman belonging to
my ancestors’ kin, a woman flowing in time.
I come out. My teeth are chattering. Dusk in the desert is cool and humid. I put my clothes on. I hold my shoes
in my hand and start barefoot. Twelve stairs, I count. Someone has been praying on the balcony. The holy stone is
left behind. It’s a spacious balcony and a white carpet with tiny blue flowers covers its floor. I go in. It is a bright
space with plain walls and platforms for seats. The corners of the ceiling are decorated with plaster flowers and
the window frames are modestly decorated with mirrors. At both sides of the balcony, there are two open doors,
each opening to a room which itself opens on to another. And everywhere I go something new emerges,
something like a secret meeting place corridors leading to other corridors, and a dim spiral stairway.
I am breathless when I get to the top. One can see the four corners of the world from here. The sky is within
one’s reach and the desert connects with the horizon, the border of the eternal lands. I sit down for a long time.
Where am I? What is Time? I don’t know. I feel sleepy. Sleep has reached my eyes but not my brain. I lie down
for hours. The stars have appeared one by one. What am I thinking about? Nothing. My gaze is floating in the
space and my thoughts are whirling on the surface of my consciousness like expanding circles on water. Slowly I
become unaware of my arms and legs. My body has lost its material substance and its angular lines have lost their
significance. I feel as though I were the continuation of the balcony, the trees and the desert, and my eyes were
hanging from the stars.
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My head is suddenly free of the search for causes and the anticipation of future moments. How distant I am
from everyone and everything: from the geometric relation of figures and the rational proportion of objects; from
the absolute coefficient of numbers; from embellished relationships and pre-arranged thoughts; from the extensive
tablet of laws and the bulky book of ethics; from the “Enjoining the good and forbidding the evil;” from the
appropriate way of living and being. How distant I am from the sovereignty of the matter and the authenticity of
the history and the absolute legitimacy of ideas; from the commandments concerning menses and childbirth; from
the manifestation of a superior mind and the world of similitude; from the fight between the East and the West and
the oppressor and the oppressed; from the rites of cleanliness and the ceremonies of burying the dead; from the
one who said God is dead; from the one who was afraid of death, from the one who awaited the arrival of the
promised hidden Imam Mahdi.
It’s dawn when I wake up. Confused and muddled, I look around. I get up. I’m hungry, and feel very good. I
feel light, and all the traces of exhaustion have left me.
A pleasant breeze is blowing. A rooster is singing at a distance. A small village, at the other end, at the foot of
the mountain, is awake. I put my shoes on. I hear footsteps. I head downstairs. An old man is sitting by the pool
performing his morning ablutions. His massive beard is gray. I greet him. He shakes his head. He is praying.
I see the traces of my footsteps on the dust of the stairs. When I get to the door I stop and look back. I know
this is the last time I’ll see this place. It makes me sad. The house is looking at me over the distance now between
us, and in the twilight, it looks so genuine and perfect it scares me. It’s telling me something. Something good and
healthy. Something unspeakable, yet I understand it, and I am happy that I do.
The way to return is no longer unfamiliar to me. The desert is peaceful and void of frightening temptations. I
take a shortcut when I get to the plain and the green land again, and I pass through the fields. When I get to the
road a truck stops and gives me a lift. The driver is a young boy with a black beard and tanned skin. He has pasted
pictures of a hundred Ayatollahs to the windows. Near the city, when I get off at a tea house, I notice how hungry
I am. The sun has risen. It’s a bright and warm summer morning.
The tea is hot and aromatic. I eat clotted cream, eggs, and fresh toasted barbari bread. My daughter is crazy
about this bread and since she’s fallen in love she eats more of it.
I am worried about my son. My wife cries and believes that he has been deceived. She prays for him and begs
God to eliminate “matter” and “imperialism” so we can all live happily.
The tea-house waiter asks, “Would you like anything else?” I shake my head. I look at him. How lively,
healthy, and real he is! How present!
I return to my room at the town’s motel. There have been many phone calls from Tehran, and the friend I was
supposed to meet the night before has gone and left a message. I must return immediately. Something important
has come up. There is a note on my desk. My students are on strike and the professors are planning a sit in. I
collect my belongings. I take my briefcase and leave. The gas stations are closed. I mumble curses. I have a little
gas. It’ll last till I get to the holy city of Qom. The road is crowded and full of trucks, donkeys and carts. When I
get to Qom, I find that the road is closed. People are carrying a coffin. I wait. The crowd is uttering religious
slogans. Women, clad in long black veils, are moving close together. The air is saturated with dust and smells of
slime and rotten corpses. It’s hot. I wait in the shadow of a wall for the road to open again.
They stop me in front of the courtyard of the shrine. They ask for the title to my car. I show it to them. They
search the trunk. They search my suitcase, the floor of my car, and the inside of my pockets. They let me go. I
press on the gas pedal hard. I feel dizzy. I chew on my cigarette’s filter. I spit. I honk. I scream. A woman bangs
on my car’s fender with her fist and swears. Her baby starts to cry.
When I get to the road, I speed. Trucks are rapidly approaching me from the opposite side. They look
merciless. It would be a miracle if I got to Tehran in one piece. I see myself in the car mirror and feel depressed. I
roll the window down. Gray, dead dust and coarse, stone mountains are all there is to see.
My wife asks, "Where's the hidden Imam?"
My father has gotten drunk and chased the landlord’s wife. He has broken his tat and sings revolutionary
songs.
I ask, “Mr. Heydari, where have you exported your rugs?”
Early tomorrow morning I have a meeting. The article I had promised is unfinished and not submitted. I have
to go to my friend’s funeral.
My wife says, “Dear, be careful! The counter-revolutionaries are laying in ambush.”
The brick kilns appear at a distance. The driver of the car behind me is honking ceaselessly and wants to pass
me. I can’t let him pass because the road ahead of me is clogged. He honks. He screams. He threatens. I want to
get out and beat him up. Smells of gasoline and soot have filled the air. Desperately in need of a bit of oxygen, I
inhale this air. The sky is the color of asphalt and the horizon is smeared with tar. Cement clouds are hanging over
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my head. The thick and coarse air hits my vision.
I’m depressed and full of anxiety about the afflicted days ahead, when suddenly the face of the house appears
from the gray bottom of the horizon, that cement, closed space, a divine aperture, and moves towards me slowly:
fresh, clean, and fragrant like a miracle, like a gift. I see that it’s there, that it’s ever present, that its divine breath
is present in everything, and I know that from this moment on it will pay me occasional, unexpected visits, and I
know that on gloomy, desultory evenings, on dark hopeless nights, in pleasant early morning dreams, in the
painful expectation of a miracle, and at the time of my death, it will be at my side and will console my heart—the
ever present being, the perfect being. The great lady of my soul.
121.57 Ringing The Bell With One Foot In The Grave\fn{by Mehri Yalfani (c.1940?Province, Iran (F) 3

)}

Hamadan, Hamadan

Aqdas placed the tray of Persian tea glasses with their little saucers on the kitchen table. Akram stood next to
the sink, water streaming over her hands onto the dishes.
“Put them here.”
“No, these I’ll wash. You’re tired out.”
“I’m not tired. Put them right here. Bring whatever else there is and I’ll wash it. It’s already getting dark out.”
“You won’t stay here tonight?”
“No, I’ve got to go. Haj Aqa and Mohsen are all alone. If I’m not there, they’ll leave the house in the morning
without any breakfast.”
Aqdas set the tray of tea glasses next to her sister and left the kitchen. She brought back a few ashtrays, some
full and some half-empty, along with a plate of half-eaten halva. The water streamed out of the faucet. Outside the
window, it was now completely dark. Akram looked over her shoulder at Aqdas and asked,
“There’s no more?”
“No.” Aqdas emptied the ashtrays in the garbage.
“What are they doing?”
“Sitting there.”
“Aren’t they talking?”
“Not much. Abdollah doesn’t quite speak the same way anymore. I don’t know, have you noticed? Since he got
here yesterday, he’s hardly opened his mouth to say a word. I tried a few times to get him to talking. A couple
times he said some things that didn’t make any sense. He kept saying, ‘Sorry.’ What in the world does Sari have to
do with Tehran?\fn{Abdollah is saying the English word, “sorry,” which Aqdas has mistaken for the similar sounding name of a town
in northern Iran, Sâri, which is a good distance away from Tehran .} Do you suppose he’s lost his bearings?”
Akram reached out to take the ashtrays. Casting a glance at the plate of halva, she said,
“Put that back in the serving dish and give me the plate so I can wash it.”
Aqdas took out the large bowl of halva, now half-empty, from the refrigerator and scraped the halva off the
plate into a corner of the bowl. With her finger, she put a dollop of halva in her mouth.
“This halva turned out marvelous. God rest her soul! She used to make a wonderful halva, herself.”
She gave Akram the plate, sat down on a chair and stared out the window into the darkness. She took out a
cigarette and lit it up. She drew the smoke into her lungs. Akram turned around and looked at her.
“Poor thing, she died so young. It wasn’t time for her to go yet.”
“She’s gone and left us to deal with all the headache. How will the poor Professor manage, now?”
Akram put the last plate, still dripping with water, in the plastic dish rack next to the sink. She held the sponge
under the water faucet and wrung it out in her hands. She wiped it over the rim of the sink and the edges of the
counter and placed it back in the little dish at the side of the sink. Then she washed her hands under the faucet.
Aqdas took a second puff on her cigarette, inhaling deeply. As she let it out, Akram turned off the water and dried
her hands with a towel. She sat down on a chair and quickly lit a cigarette.
“I was thinking about the Professor all afternoon. What about his work? He can’t manage without a wife. In
this big house he’s not even retired, at least then he’d be at home and could look after everything himself. After
all, it’s not much work to take care of just one person.”
Aqdas shifted her gaze from the window to her sister. Aqdas had set down her cigarette on the ashtray and
watched the thick smoke emerge from her sister’s thin lips.
“What do you mean it’s not much work! A big house like this? And the Professor has to go to work in the
morning and doesn’t get home until evening. And even at home he’s busy with work, as you can see. He has to
correct his students’ homework. Poor Masumeh! Don’t you remember how she always had her hand to her heart?”
“She died so young! The poor thing was barely forty-eight.”
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“And to think of it! Remember how mother, God rest her soul, used to say that when they had gone to ask for
Masumeh’s hand in marriage, her family had complained that the groom is too old?!”
“Too old?! What nonsense. How old could he have been, anyway?”
“Thirty-five. But, then, Masumeh had not yet turned eighteen. Poor thing, life wore her out so soon.”
“It was the cancer that made her old. In these last couple years she aged twenty years.”
“Damn cancer! She should have lived much longer. She held her husband together.”
“You see, sister dear! When I used to tell her she should have more kids, you all mocked me. She gave birth to
two boys and then bolted the door.”
“The Professor didn’t want more kids. He told me so himself. But Masumeh, well, she wanted a girl. The last
few weeks, when she was bedridden and couldn’t even go to the bathroom, she kept saying that if she had a
daughter, she wouldn’t be forced to have a stranger take care of her. Once I helped sit her on a bedpan. Poor thing,
how she sweated; it was embarrassing for her, after all.”
Akram took a deep drag on her cigarette.
“What are we going to do now? I’ve got to go. Anyway, what good is a daughter? I’ve got one of my own. She
just up and left. I mean, she had to follow wherever her husband and kids went. You give birth to a daughter, she
belongs to others. Give birth to a son, he belongs to others. Children are just not faithful.”
“Well, sis, as long as they are healthy. You shouldn’t hope for anything more. If you send them abroad, you
lose them too. Take Abdollah, here. How poor Masumeh had her hopes set on seeing her sons! And as for the
other one, Mahmud never even came at all.”
“He must have been unable to make it. These days travel is no joking matter.”
“They say he’s not amounted to much; as for this one, he’s dazed and confused. Have you listened to him talk?
He gets some words all mixed up and you can’t understand him. I don’t know what ‘excuse’ is supposed to
mean.”
“Listen, sis, I have to go.” Akram looked at her watch. “But before I go, I have something to tell you; think it
over. It occurred to me today, while Khadijeh was here. What do you think about having Khadijeh’s daughter
come here?”
“I don’t understand what you mean.”
“I mean Golnaz. Khadijeh’s older daughter. Khadijeh, herself, wouldn’t mind to place her daughter with a
family she can trust. She is really good with sweeping, cleaning and washing. Not so bad looking, either.”
Akram paused momentarily, and a faint smile formed on her lips. She continued,
“We’ll quietly marry her to the Professor so their relationship won’t be illicit.”\fn{ According to Iranian custom and
religious law, a man and woman who are not related either by blood or marriage are not permitted to converse at length with one another or
be alone in each other’s company.}

Aqdas looked dubiously at her sister and fell to thinking.
“What do you think?” asked Akram. “We cannot come here every day, make lunch and dinner for the Professor
and look after a house as big as this. On the other hand, we cannot just abandon him and pray that everything
turns out all right. What would people say? He’s our brother, he’s family. And, as you know, men just haven’t got
a clue. He hasn’t dirtied his fingers even once in his life. He doesn’t know how to take care of himself. He might
do something to himself one day, like pour rat poison in his food instead of salt by mistake. Then we’d have to
answer to him and God for the rest of our lives.”
Aqdas was lost in thought. After a while, she fixed a steady gaze on her sister and asked,
“You mean Khadijeh would be willing to marry off Golnaz to the Professor?”
“Why wouldn’t she? She should thank her lucky stars. The girl’s missing a few marbles, you know. So far
nobody has come asking for her. You know how maids and laundry women are—they marry off their daughters
young. Khadijeh’s second girl is already spoken for. Her uncle’s boy has come to Tehran from the villages and is
working in a factory. It looks as if they’ll be married in the summer.”
“Yes, sister, but be reasonable. How can you marry off a half-witted girl? Do you think the Professor would go
for it?”
“I’ll fix it, he’ll agree. You don’t know men. The Professor always had an eye for women. Don’t you remember
how Masumeh quarreled with him several times and went off to her father’s house? All because of the Professor’s
fooling around.”
“But with a servant girl?”
“Don’t worry about it, I’ll take care of all that. The thing is that I can’t be coming here every day and night all
by myself. You know what kind of a man Haj Aqa is—jealous and mean. He imagines I’ve got a secret
rendezvous set up here. He can’t bear to see me lift a finger even for my own brother and sister. You’d think I was
his slave, body and soul. What can I do? I can’t fight with him all my life, after all. Besides, as God and the
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Prophet have said, a woman must serve her husband. Well, a body’s brother has a claim on her, too. I have to
figure out some way to work this out, or people will talk. So, what do you think?”
“I just don’t know. If you think it will work, well, go ahead and do it. First of all, you’ve got to get the
Professor to go along with it. The Professor is no corner grocer, you know. He’s been respected all his life, he
teaches in the University. Boys and girls study under his direction. Now, how about if you tell him to get involved
with one of his female students? Girls are always falling in love with their teachers. Why, I myself fell in love
with my religious studies teacher when I was in the seventh grade.”
“Mr. Fotuhi?”
“Yeah.”
“You have lousy taste!”
“Well, I was just a kid, I didn’t know any better.”
“But you’re lucky your husband is not like Mr. Fotuhi, or else “
“Or else what? He was like Mr. Fotuhi. I just had to put up with him. There’s no getting around it.” Akram got
up. She looked out the window in the kitchen. The house light was on.
“I’m going to go call Haj Aqa and have him come get me. There’s no transportation at this time of night.”
When she came back, Aqdas had poured two glasses of tea and put them on the tray.
“Who are those for?”
“For Abdollah and the Professor.”
“Pour one for me, too.” Aqdas poured one tea, set it in front of her sister and went into the next room. When
she came back Akram asked,
“What were they doing?”
“The Professor is sitting at his desk leafing through a pile of papers and Abdollah was reading a book.”
“Shall we go in the other room and sit with them for a while?”
“What for? They don’t talk with us,” said Aqdas. “Do you really think the plan will work?”
“What plan?”
“What you were saying just now—marrying Khadijeh’s girl to the Professor.”
“And why not? It’s the only way.”
“And if Golnaz should get pregnant, what then?”
Akram pondered the matter. She got up and poured herself another tea. She held the hot tea to her lips and took
a sip.
“Do you want tea?” she asked.
“No.”
“I hadn’t thought of that. We have to direct her to be careful.”
“What do you mean, direct?! You can’t follow her into the bed between the sheets! What if she feels like
having kids? Once the Professor is her legal husband? She must want kids. Khadijeh probably wouldn’t mind to
have a grandchild by the Professor, either. In the end, some of his money and estate would go to her.”
“I hadn’t thought of that. No ringing the bell with a foot in the grave; no, she mustn’t get pregnant.”
“You’d have to fix it before the marriage. How would it be if we take her to a doctor and have her tubes tied?”
“How? You can’t hand over a virgin girl to the midwife.”
“So you see, it’s not as easy as you think.”
“We have to have a talk with the Professor. He must be made to understand to take precautions. The Professor
is not terribly fond of kids. As you know, Masumeh only had two kids.”
“And what if one day the girl gets pregnant by somebody else? After all, a seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl
is not going to be satisfied with a sixty-five-year-old man. What if it happens she gets pregnant, huh? What’s
more, you say she’s not got all her marbles. What would people say? Don’t you think it will make things worse?”
“How should I know? Anyway, we have to think of something. Running the Professor’s household is too big a
job for you and me.”
“It seems to me you have to plant the notion in the Professor’s head for him to go and find a girl for himself.
One of his students. If they work something out on their own, there’d be no headache for us to deal with.”
“Nonsense, sis. An educated girl would never marry a sixty-five-year-old man.”
“Who says she wouldn’t? Haven’t you heard about Dr. Farhudi? He’s just about the same age as our Professor?
He’s taken a twenty year-old girl to wife.”
“Really? When?”
“Haven’t you heard? His first wife isn’t speaking to him and has gotten up and left.”
“Mahin Khanum? With four kids?”
“Yeah. The kids are all grown. It seems the Doctor falls in love with one of his patients, or one of his patients
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with him. I don’t know And then he secretly takes her as a sigheh. Then it happens that the girl gets pregnant. She
must be about to deliver any day now. The Doctor has legally married her.”
“Where did you hear all this?”
“I heard it just today. It’s becoming a real scandal. Parvin Khanum was telling me about it.”
“The poor woman. What will she do now?”
“I told you, she’s stopped speaking to him and has gone to her family in Mashhad. I think she wants to get a
divorce.”
Akram got up and went to the window.
“I don’t know what’s keeping him. You can’t leave these damn men alone for even one night. Right away they
start chasing after women.” Aqdas laughed and said,
“You’re the one who’s going back to the side of your husband. You’ll go and leave me here all alone.”
“You, your husband is not a raffish bastard.”
“How would you know? As the saying goes, ‘Have no fear of men who bark and riot; beware the one who acts
all calm and quiet.’”
The sound of a car's brakes made her get up.
“He’s here; I’m going. You go talk to the Professor. Get him to go along with the plan.”
“Have you thought the thing through to the end?”
“We’ll think about that later.”
“But, sister, at least wait until the poor woman is cold in her grave.”
“Why worry about the poor woman’s corpse? You have to think about the living.”
12.61 Aboud’s Drawings\fn{by Ghodski Ghazinur (1943-

)}

Lahijan, Gilan Province, Iran (F) 6

The twelfth person stood next to the others along the wall on the left-hand side of the alley. The rest of the
boys were standing along the wall across from them. Mohsen and I were chosen by a drawing to pick our
teammates.\fn{This story was written against the backdrop of the Iran/Iraq War, whose military phase (September 1980-August 1988)
resulted in the loss of a combined estimated total of 1,000,000 dead and 1,700,000 wounded .}
We were going to play the “war” game.
The trouble started when the two teams were selected: one team was to play the Iraqi, and the other the Iranian
soldiers; but neither team wanted to play the enemy. We decided to pick the teams from scratch. This did not solve
the problem, either, since none of the boys wanted to be an Iraqi soldier. We tried casting lots, but everyone was
willfully against it. Then we decided that smart and agile boys play the Iranian soldiers and lumpish, sluggish
boys, the Iraqi soldiers.
“Then Javad, who is both a good student and the monitor of his class, should be an Iranian soldier and
Mahmoud …” Mohsen began.
Akbar interrupted him, protesting that:
“Who said being the class monitor makes you a good guy? Aside from Javad, monitors are all spies. They
constantly watch us, and just to get some brownie points, they give our names to the superintendent so we get beat
up.”
“Let’s ask the boys,” Mohsen said. “Whoever is chosen by everyone will be an Iranian soldier and whoever we
determine unworthy will be an enemy soldier.”
But things were not as easy as we had expected. We were all friends; there was no reason to look for weak
points in each other. We wouldn’t be able to call this a game anymore.
We finally decided to arrange a race: the first twelve boys to reach the electric pole would be the Iranian
soldiers and the rest the Iraqi ones.
Now we needed a referee. Akbar suggested one of the boys accept the job and in return for this favor he be
allowed to be an Iranian soldier. We consented.
“Look boys,” Ali said. “Since Javad’s brother is now fighting at the war front let’s make him the referee.”
“My brother is due at the front any day now,” I said anxiously. The boys protested simultaneously,
“But he hasn't gone yet. Anyway, everyone’s brother is eventually going.”
Finally, Javad was elected and we took our places along the line. Everyone was anxious. We were so nervous
that we could hear our own heartbeats. Some of the boys were stalling: we were getting ready for a big race. Javad
blew the whistle as we all stood straight. He counted, “One … two … three …”
We shot off like arrows. I don’t know how long we ran but when Javad blew into the whistle again, my hand
touched the post. Some boys were still far behind. The twelve of us who had made it to the post first were
relieved. Our faces beamed as we moved towards the left wall and stood there like we had just won a war; the rest
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of the boys dragged themselves towards the other wall and stood there with lowered chins. They looked as if they
were about to be hanged. Some of them leaned their backs against the wall and some shrank back like frightened
geese. They glowered, as if they had been given a harsh penalty.
The teams were finally organized. Two teams, one elated and one indignant, stood facing each other.
After a short meeting we decided to play in the alley to the north of our own, since it had ditches on both sides.
Some said they were fixing the electricity, and some said it was the telephone cables they were working on.
Whichever it was, we didn’t care. What was important was that we could use the ditches for trenches. When we
arrived there, it was three in the afternoon. A few workers wearing bandanas and loose Kurdish pants were
working under the oppressive sun. A group of women, clad in black clothes, entered the alley and disappeared
through an open door. We heard someone reciting verses from the Qu’ran.
Javad said: “Hey, look guys,\fn{ The text has: kids.} there’s a canopy!” And he ran towards the curtained canopy
to read the framed obituary of a recently deceased youth. When he returned, he said, “One of the boys in the
neighborhood has been martyred at the front. He was nineteen years old. The canopy is for him.”
We looked at one another. It would be too embarrassing to play in the alley. Our mere presence had already
annoyed them. We returned to our alley, concluding that although we wouldn’t have any trenches there, we were
sure no, one would bother us. All the neighborhood kids, except for the girls and the younger children, were
playing this game. Besides, our parents wouldn’t object to our noise, knowing that it meant fewer kids in the
house.
Our neighborhood is one of the oldest and poorest in Tehran. Its alleys are long and narrow. Each house is
inhabited by a dozen people. The houses remind me of a story I once heard about an old woman who lived in a
house with a yard as big as a matchbox and a tree as tall as a matchstick. This is why even one person’s absence
from the house was a godsend, and in this case, there were two or three boys from each house involved in our
game.
When we were back in our alley, my younger brother opened our door and suddenly jumped out, screaming, “I
want to play, too.”
“No way,” I retorted. “Our game is only for older kids.”
But he stood firm and said, “I’m older, too. I know all your games. I want to be in this one, too.”
As hard as I tried I couldn’t discourage him. I could have forced him to retreat with a cuff on the back of his
neck, but I knew he would get my mother involved, so I gave in.
The boys exchanged pleading glances. There wasn't much they could do, so they consented.
“Go stand in the line of the Iraqi soldiers,” I said grudgingly.
“What?” my brother asked unexpectedly.
“You heard what I said! We’re playing the ‘war’ game, and you have to play an Iraqi soldier.” I said.
“No, I won’t be an Iraqi soldier!”
“Either do what I say, or get lost!” And I gave him such a mean look that he obeyed me instantly. As he walked
towards the line of the enemy soldiers, he looked like a mouse with its tail curled up on its back. But the game
wasn't as simple as we had anticipated. It was a "war" game and war requires preparation. First of all, we needed
guns and other equipment. Most importantly, we needed to build trenches. To prepare it all would take time. We
sat down to do the necessary planning. We had to find gunnysacks for the sandbags. But where could we get all
the sacks we needed? All of us had to go after things that would be useful: gunnysacks, plastic bags, tin cans, and
buckets. We stuffed the gunnysacks with anything we could get our hands on, from mud to the garbage left
outside.
When the sandbags were finally made, it was already dark. We decided to take the sandbags home at night, so
the garbage man wouldn’t take them. We had to be careful about this; if anyone saw the sacks, they wouldn’t last
a twinkle of the eye. My mother had made us promise that we wouldn’t take any junk or garbage inside the house.
How could we convince her that these sacks that were stuffed with trash weren’t garbage?
My brother and I tiptoed in, each carrying a sack, both shaking with excitement. We hid the sacks in a comer of
the yard and then walked into the house, relieved.
But we still needed guns. Each boy was to have his gun ready by the next day. My problem was that I had to
make my gun without my brother seeing; after all, he was an enemy. I didn’t want him to copy mine. But he was
still very young and couldn’t understand my logic. He begged me to make one for him, too.
“You want me to make you a gun so you can kill my friends?” I asked. “Make one yourself! It serves you
right!”
“You’re the one who made me an Iraqi soldier! I didn’t have a choice,” he said with tears coming to his eyes.
He was right. I had forced him to join the line of the enemy. Since I knew that he wouldn’t make a good soldier
anyway, I didn’t argue with him and he didn’t insist because he was afraid I would throw him out of the game
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altogether. Nevertheless, he looked so dejected that when my mother’s eyes fell on him, she said,
“What’s wrong? You look like it’s the end of the world.”
My brother didn’t respond. He just sniffled and looked at me indignantly, as if he had fought against the idea of
being an Iraqi soldier all day long. In the morning my mother told him,
“You eat so much junk that you can’t sleep at night. You were having this nightmare about a war and having
been taken for an Iraqi soldier. I’m not letting you have dinner from now on so you can rest at night.”
I couldn’t help feeling sorry. I knew he hadn’t touched his food the night before.
After my brother fell asleep that night, I got to work. I found a piece of cardboard, drew a picture of a J-3 gun,
cut the picture out in the dark with a pair of scissors I took out of my mother’s sewing box, then I took the halfready gun to my room and painted it black with a magic marker. It turned out perfect. My brother cried his eyes
out when he saw my gun the next morning. My mother who had lost her patience with him bought him a squirt
gun. But my brother kept on crying that that was not a gun and that he wanted a gun and my mother, not knowing
what was going on, ignored him. Eventually she got disgusted and started beating him. I felt so sorry for him that
I had to rescue him from her, in spite of the fact that he was an enemy, and make him understand that a hand gun
was as good as any gun in a war.
When he was calmer, he stuck his gun in his pajama pants. His wet, stained face made him look so pitiful that I
decided to make a fake holster for his gun with a piece of cloth. I was trying very hard to see him as a brother and
forget that he was an enemy. Having noticed the color of his gun for the first time, he said,
“But brother, this gun is yellow!”
And tears filled his eyes again. I said,
“So what if it’s yellow?”
He balled,
“Whoever saw a real gun that’s yellow? This is no good, it’s made of plastic.”
Reluctantly I painted his gun black with my magic marker. At eight o’clock in the morning, all of us reported
to our posts, each carrying a gun on the shoulder and a bag in hand. We got stationed and marked our sandbags so
that they wouldn’t get mixed up. Akbar remembered at the last minute that we didn’t have flags. We decided to
find fabric and make the flags ourselves. Mohsen and Javad were assigned to draw the flags of both countries so
that the flags could be made accurately.
At night I asked my mother, “Will you give me some cloth?”
My mother said mechanically, “Did you cut your hand?”
I said, “No, I want it for our game.”
She said astonishingly, “Good Lord! You’ve run out of all other games and now you want to play with dolls?
The trouble is you have nothing to do. Get up and bring some oil for the samovar.”
To keep her from getting more resistant, I jumped quickly. I ran and filled the oil bottle and hurried back.
When I handed the bottle to her, I said, “Now, give me the cloth!”
“Shame on you! Don’t you know only girls play with cloth?” She answered.
“Just give it to me, I need it!” I said.
Murmuring, she left and brought back a few pieces of cloth and dumped them in my palm. My brother, having
felt left out, demanded, “I want some, too.”
My mother said, “For God’s sake! Look how they get on my nerves!”
But my brother kept insisting.
My mother said, “Share it with each otherl”
I thought to myself: “Sharing with an enemy? No way!” I said to my mother, “I won’t share it. If you want him
to have some, you give it to him.”
My mother was shocked. “What do you mean?” she asked.
“Just do it yourself, will you?” I said.
Irritated, she took a couple of pieces and threw them at my brother.
When we went outside, we saw Akbar’s sister, Akhtar, standing with the boys, stubbornly demanding that she
be allowed to play, too.
A female soldier, in our game? No way! But Akhtar wasn’t going to give in. Her mother, a worker in the local
mill had asked Akbar to help his sister with her math in the morning. Akhtar was threatening that if we didn’t
include her in the game, she would tell her Mom that Akbar was loose in the streets all morning instead of
working with her.
We had to choose between including Akhtar in our game and I giving up Akbar if his sister meant what she
said.
Mohsen, believing himself smarter than Akhtar, tried to dissuade her by saying, “Akhtar, it’s not proper for a
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girl to play in the alley.”
Akhtar boldly shot back, “The only thing improper about it is that it will make your clumsiness more
apparent.”
Mohsen blushed.
Akbar glared at his sister but Akhtar dismissed his threats lightly, concluding that “You don’t want to play with
me because I’m not a boy, otherwise you all know that I am more clever than you are.”
She wasn’t exaggerating: she was a spark of fire. She ran faster than a bullet. None of us could beat her. We
were left with no choice. She imposed herself on us, and to top it off, she refused to be an enemy soldier. She
joined the team I was on.
When we collected the pieces of cloth everyone brought, we found we had a large pile of it. Akhtar agreed to
sew our flag. She bragged that her sewing skills were superior to everyone else’s in her class. We thought she was
bluffing, but when the flags were ready, everyone stared at our flag admiringly. It was truly gorgeous. We were all
set.
With the explosion of the firecracker Ali had set up, the war began. We stood at attention. When Akhtar’s
fireworks flashed into the sky, the shooting began.
Akhtar had saved these fireworks from the last holiday and she volunteered to use them provided that we let
her set them off herself. We agreed grudgingly. We all issued gunfire noises from our mouths. Some boys imitated
the sound of grenades.
There were no casualties until noon, since no one wanted to leave the scene. The game went on nonstop. At
noon we all went home for lunch. We declared a cease-fire as soon as we heard the usual calling of the faithful to
prayer at noon. Later that afternoon, the boys showed up one by one in the line in front of the bakery. Only
Akhtar, who stayed home to prepare lunch, and my younger brother, who stayed home to help my mother, were
missing.
We all forgot that we were in two opposing armies. We joked around and laughed the whole time. But I got
into an argument with my brother at lunch when he told my mother, “I want the same amount of food you give
Morteza.”
I mumbled, “You miserable, enemy, spy! What are you counting my bites for?”
My older brother who had just arrived, broke in angrily, “Aren’t you ashamed to talk to your brother like that?”
The news came on the radio,
… The Iraqi enemies bombed several houses in Ahvaz today …

“May God strike them dead. They've killed so many of our young boys and made so many of our peopl
homeless,” my mother said.
And she turned to me and added,
“These are the enemies, stupid ass, not your brother!”
It was almost three o’clock when we resumed our game. Most of the boys came early and the rest showed up
one by one. We occupied our posts and sat there alert. I don’t know what made Javad raise his head and stand
straight all of a sudden. Taghi took advantage of this opportunity and shot at him. But Javad sat down again
behind his trench, totally ignoring him, as if nothing had happened. Taghi's screams filled the air.
“You must drop, Javad! I hit you right in the head.”
Javad jumped like a gamecock, saying, “Not a chance! It didn’t touch me.”
“You bet it did and you must drop right now!”
Their argument was getting out of hand. They were at each other’s throats, when suddenly the door to Javad’s
house opened and his mother, who had stuck her head outside, called,
“Javad!”
Javad answered her from his hiding place.
“Yes!”
“Come here, right away! I need you.”
Javad got up and walked towards his house. Taghi shot at him again. Javad started running and ran all the way
to his house, while Taghi kept on screaming:
“What’s he going to say now? I hit him.”
Javad returned a few minutes later, walking leisurely. When he reached the middle of the alley, Taghi opened
fire at him again. Javad didn’t pay him the slightest attention, calmly sitting behind his trench. Taghi exploded,
livid with rage. He jumped out of his trench, threw his gun on the ground indignantly, and screamed:
“You call this a war? You’re all cheating. I’m not playing this stupid game.”
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“No way! It didn’t hit me,” Javad responded.
“You’re saying that I missed when you were in the middle of the alley, too?” Taghi shouted angrily.
Javad, realizing the situation was getting sticky, said gently, “When someone has to leave his post to go to his
house, the game has to stop, even if as you claim he is hit by the enemy.”
We had to interfere: it was decided that from that point on if someone was hit he should drop, but instead of
leaving the game, he can enter as a new soldier. No more sweat! We also decided that if someone had to leave to
attend to something urgent, he should get the group’s permission so that a cease-fire can be announced. We were
in business again.
Although everything was going smoothly on our war front, the real war was heating up. The neighborhood
youth joined the soldiers at the front in shocking numbers. Some of the mothers also went to the front to provide
what help was needed. They made clothes, wove, cooked jam, and in short did anything they were good at.
That day my older brother informed us that he was joining the army on Monday. My mother looked at my
father. My father’s hand, holding a cigarette, started trembling. They acted as if it were the first time they learned
it. I sat by my brother and said,
“Brother, are you going so you can fight the enemy?”
He caressed my hair and said,
“Yes.”
“With a real gun?” my younger brother asked enthusiastically.
My brother smiled bitterly.
My younger brother went on gleefully. “We’re fighting, too. In the alley … but our guns are fake.”
I glared at him but it was too late. I expected my older brother to scorn us, to say that instead of engaging in
nonsense like that we should be studying. But he gently said,
“Sweet Mostafa! No one really wants to be in a war. You are too young to know what war is, otherwise you
wouldn’t be playing a ‘war’ game.”
“What would I be doing then?” Mostafa asked astonishingly.
“You could be playing a ‘school’ game, for example.”
I was let down. I thought to myself, “To hell with school! We just finished nine months of it. Isn’t that
enough?”
“Then why are you going to the front?” I asked.
My mother interrupted, “Come! Can’t you leave him alone?”And she went and sat down next to my brother, as
if she didn’t want to share his attention with anyone else.
“Do you really have to leave on Monday, son?” she asked.
“Yes, mother.”
She started crying.
My brother said. “You know, Mom, that most of the boys in the neighborhood are at the front now! You aren’t
alone, thank God!”
Mother said sheepishly, “I wasn’t complaining, son …”
My brother kissed her hair. She closed her eyes trying to hold back the tears that poured down her cheeks. My
father only smoked, nonstop. My brother moved next to him and started whispering something. I couldn’t hear
what he was saying. I could only see my father shaking his head helplessly. My brother finally left. Since that day,
my mother would leave the house in the morning with the rest of the neighborhood women and return in the
afternoon. At home, she would constantly knit sweaters to send to the front. We dared not make noise when the
news came on; she wanted to hear every word.
A few days later a new boy appeared in our neighborhood. He was our age, with a dark complexion and curly
hair. We soon found out that his name was Aboud. Akbar was the first to meet him. He brought us the news that
we would have a new playmate the next day.
When we went to the alley the next day, we found Akbar and Aboud waiting with the rest of the guys. Akbar
introduced him to us. When Aboud saw the sacks in our hands and the guns on our backs, he asked,
“What are these for?”
“For the ‘war’ game.”
He lowered his head and remained silent.
“Why don’t you join us?” Ali asked.
“No, I don’t want to play.”
“Why?” Ali asked in an exaggerated tone.
“Because war isn’t a game.”
The boys looked at one another. What did that mean? Hadn’t Akbar said Aboud was going to play with us?
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This kid didn’t seem excited at all. Maybe he didn’t know how to play. We were all annoyed. We searched
Akbar’s face for an explanation, but he was surprised, too. Aboud looked down and started walking away.
“Why did he come in the first place?” Taghi asked.
“How do we know? Ask Akbar, who invites everyone he finds on the street to play with us,” Jafar said.
“Drop it guys!” Ali said. “It’s no big deal! Just forget he's in the neIghborhood. Back to the game!”
It wasn’t a bad idea, particularly because Akbar himself looked confused, and our teams were intact. We
resumed our game, but to tell you the truth, I couldn’t stop thinking about Aboud.
The next morning we went to the alley as usual. We hadn’t finished setting up our sandbags yet when Aboud
appeared. He was holding a big roll of cardboard under one arm. Everyone exchanged curious glances. I decided
to act as if I hadn’t seen him, ,but before we had a chance to discuss it among ourselves he came and stood in the
middle of our circle and said,
“Good morning, brothers!”
His tone was so friendly that everyone’s attention went to him.
“Since I left you yesterday, I have been working on this. I worked on it all day so I could finish it in time to
bring it today.”
And he opened the roll. On the extra-large piece of cardboard, there were several pictures of war, each scene
neatly drawn. On the top of the sheet he had written in bold black print,

THE DAMNED WAR
A scene showing bomb explosions appeared on the right hand side. Aboud had drawn pictures of wounded
birds on the edge of the scene, writing underneath the picture,
This is what war is all about.

On the left hand side there was a picture showing a few small children staring sadly at a demolished house.
The words underneath the picture read,
This used to be Zaer Abbas’s house.

Another picture showing a classroom was pasted at the lower section of the poster. Aboud had depicted a
teacher writing something on the blackboard. The words read,
There will come a day when wars won't exist,
a day when all the garrisons will be transformed into schools
and children will sing the song of peace.

We gazed at the pictures for a few moments.
“Who was Zaer Abbas, Aboud?” Jafar asked.
“Mahmoud’s father,” Aboud answered, squinting. “Mahmoud was a friend from school. An explosion
destroyed their house. When my friends and I arrived at the scene, they had closed the alley off, preventing us
from getting near the bombed house. The only thing we could find out was that none of the inhabitants had
survived. They lifted the restriction in the afternoon after they removed the corpses. I walked towards the house.
Mahmoud’s sneakers were tossed outside and lay on a mound of dust next to his sister’s plastic doll with its
missing hands and eye sockets filled with dirt. I wanted to scream. I wanted to knock my head against the wall.
All my memories of Mahmoud came alive in my mind: the days we used to set fire to car tires during the
uprising; the afternoons we used to spend playing soccer; the days we used to go to the river bank and sprinkle
bread scraps for the ducks and the fish. Now Mahmoud is dead. The river is contaminated with bodies of ducks
and fish killed by bombs, and it stinks. There’s not a single bird left. The explosions have scared away not only
the people but also the birds.
“Where did they escape to?” Mostafa asked.
“God knows. They’ve become refugees, too.” Aboud said. Then he fell silent.
“Aboud! Is this your school?” Ali asked.
“Yes, but it’s now occupied by Iraqi soldiers.”
“Then, they must have erased the board," Mostafa said.
Aboud smiled. Then he caressed Mostafa’s hair and said, “I wish that was all they had done. They’re going to
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destroy everything. When my younger sister heard on the radio that her school was taken over, she cried in her
sleep all night.”
We were moved, but unable to say anything. Aboud said, “My father was baking bread for the soldiers on the
front when a bomb killed him. My brother’s head was smashed by a piece of grenade, while fighting. Now, my
mother talks with them in her sleep every night.”
In Aboud’s eyes, we caught a glimpse of all the suffering of the world. We had completely forgotten our game.
The sandbags lay piled up in a comer. The guns were scattered on the ground. No one said a word.
Mostafa took his beloved gun out of its holster, pitched it to the ground and said, “I don’t want to play the
‘war’ game any more.”
Once again I stared at Aboud’s drawings. All of the sketches showed a small boy with curly hair, resembling
Aboud himself.
“Your drawings are beautiful, Aboud,” I said. “Have you done all of them yourself?”
“Yes. Now we can color them together, and when it’s done we can paste the whole thing up in the alley so
everyone can see what War really means.”
12.74 A Short Hike\fn{by A. Rahmani (1948-

)}

Northern Iran, Iran (F) 5

The orange sun perfected the art of spreading its wings on the snow. The first snow had continued for several
days non-stop. The city gradually turned white. In the white of the pavement, people looked like poisoned mice,
moving from one line to another. There was something prevalent, heavy, and permanent in the air, something that
made breathing, forgetting and escape difficult. It was as if each moment was ever-present, and it was. We lived
the past three years experiencing this illusion. When we woke in the morning, its presence imposed itself upon our
minds, transforming it into a cold, dark space, and it stayed. And we, the poisoned swarm, living the moments
between childhood and old age simultaneously—unaware of the customary sense of Time—swung back and forth.
At times, we childishly turned the event into an imaginary one, a journey into fantasy, into the depths of hell, or to
the gathering of devils. Oftentimes, we were patient and resigned, as seasoned as old people …
Every one of us had devised a stratagem fitting his or her circumstances. Some planted trees and flowers, some
jogged, some wrote, and others knitted, sewed, fed the dogs, the cats, the chickens, the pigeons. And still that
heavy, poisonous air prevailed, continuously contaminating people’s lungs, minds, and the atmosphere.
To become political beings, however, was a necessity emanating from the circumstances. In a sense, we had all
become political beings. We read newspapers, we listened to the news on all the other radio stations that
broadcasted in Persian, we gave each other shelter, we hid each other’s banned books, and thus we lived in this
network of daily necessity.
I said that we were all political beings; whether optimists or pessimists, believers of this or that theory to
change the prevalent poisonous atmosphere, or members of this or that organization, this was a prerequisite to our
survival. Before, under the previous regime, you could do as little as withdrawing to your safe comer, closing off
your eyes and ears, or choosing a solitary life in a secluded area, to survive.
But now things were different: everything was closed out there, as if you were faced with an iron door; the
university, the bookstores, the movie houses, the theaters, the bars, the streets … To survive under these
circumstances, you could no longer stay on the sidelines. There was nothing there to hang on to. This was why,
except for the few agents of corruption and darkness, all of us, despite our varying viewpoints, were political.
Last night, a couple, who were my friends, stayed over at my house. We extinguished the candles, as our
neighbor was a member of the Party of Cod—the Hezbollah—and sat and talked into the wee hours. The sight of
the first rays of the sun on the mountains tempted us, so we left the house, taking along my mother, too.
There was a line of cars from Mahmoodieh to Valenjak, and the flock of pedestrians climbing the slopes of the
hills extended as far as the eye could see. Everyone seemed to be in the same mood: eager to see the expanses of
snow and the open solitary of the rocks lying under its humble surface and the clear, kind sky—a sky unaffected
either by the distant, sluggish heaven or the tangible, convenient hell. Lately staying home had become as
unbearable as going out. Both had turned into traps, driving us to such insane acts as pounding our heads against
the walls, hoping to end our miseries that way. A futile act.
We passed the gate opening to the slopes designated for public use, surprised to find it open. On a Friday?
Permission to pass through the gate would be granted to those who abide by the Islamic code of conduct! The
guards, armed or unarmed, were driving on the road leading to the chair-lift, imposing their unpleasant presence
on people, and “fraternally” splashing the soft dirty snow all over them. There were many guards inside the ticket
office with pointed guns, inspecting the size of our head-covers, and permitting those who passed the test to go on
to enjoy the “fresh” air. The area around the office and the mini-bus station was covered by slogans: advice,
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warnings, declarations of “Enjoining the good and forbidding the evil,” and finally threats; all crooked and
nonsensical statements by this or that agent of punishment by hellfire. There were pictures, too; some showing
men wearing turbans and some of the children who had unquestioningly offered their necks as projectiles for the
canons of their government’s establishment.
“Waves of Martyrs.”
“Caravans of Martyrs.”
“Lineage of Martyrs.”
As if mothers of the Martyrs had tolerated nine months of pregnancy, the labor pains, and all the subsequent
anxieties to be endowed with the honor of having their sons’ pictures decorate ridiculous posters hanging from
trees whose fruits perish as quickly and easily as this, before tasting the sun that is needed for their maturity.
Then the government announcements came. Announcements of organizations rooted in the spiritual world but
established in this earthly world! The “Forbidding” section was prohibiting the unveiled women from entering the
area. The Ministry of Guidance was recounting the various kinds of adultery … adultery involving the eye, the
throat, the nose … and so on.
There were people, too, either passing by or waiting in the bus line. Someone, possibly in his sixties, carrying a
walking cane used by professional mountain climbers and wearing a carefully trimmed beard, had come with his
dog. Later I heard a young woman ask him, “Are you an architect?” Was there supposed to be a connection
between her question and the man’s appearance? Then I saw a woman wearing a long veil halfway soaked in the
mud, trying to climb the rocks. I could see a pair of military boots sticking out of her veil. I could also see her
pants, her Islamic gown, and even her sweater; she reminded me of the inside layers of an onion. She was
annoyed by the impurity of the architect’s dog. Someone passed us hurriedly and bade us a “Take it easy!” in the
manner of professional mountain-climbers. He must have been one of those people who draw their daily dosage
of satisfaction from greeting people who had fallen behind. Then I saw a few women, probably colleagues in some
office, in their overcoats, high-heel shoes and fancy purses. They strolled ahead without any concern that they
might be blocking other people’s passage.
The path was not wide enough to accommodate all the people. When there was no car, people used the road.
Coming towards us was a group of school children accompanied by their coach, who was a member of the
Revolutionary Guard and to whom I would not entrust my child, if I had one, under any circumstances. They ran
along the gravel side of the road and shouted,
“God is great! Death to anti-revolutionaries!”
thus passing their leisure time.
We rented a chair-lift at the second station. When we got off, my mother and my friend’s wife joined the
people waiting for tea, and my friend and I moved on for a short walk. My friend’s brother had left the country
illegally a few days ago. He had yet to notify anyone of his whereabouts. He was one of the many people with no
choice but to escape across dangerous borders. The revolutionary guards besieged his parent’s house periodically
and forced their way into the house. They arrested him once before his escape. He confused them by acting as if
he were someone else and they let him go. A few days later, after realizing they had been tricked, they tried to
confiscate his father’s house. He stayed at our house for a few days, too. A few days after he left our house, they
came after him again. My friend told me that once he had gone with his brother and friends to the mountains and
stayed for a few days. He pointed to the area where they had set up their tents and prepared for the climb to the
summit. The conversation absorbed both of us. I knew he was troubled and needed to talk.
After we were finished talking, we jumped down a steep rock, both feeling much lighter.
I saw the line of the school children coming down the opposite slope. I was watching them as they ran, rolled
around, and played with each other. I thought to myself,
“How could anyone confiscate their merriment and liveliness and institute such cruel concepts as sin, misery,
elegy, and miracles in their place?”
No matter how hard the preacher tried, acting like a clown in ridiculous children’s shows on T.V., trying to turn
the saints Muhammad and Ali into familiar heros who kill the Indians in massive numbers, he would never
succeed in getting close to their minds. Not a chance! Even their epics turned out clumsy and sickening.
The wind had blown off my head-cover. It must have happened while my mind was wandering beyond the
present surroundings. A voice, a male voice, shouted something from the end of the line. The children were closer
now and I was carried away, enjoying every moment of the scene they created. The voice brought me down from
the clouds:
“Put your head-cover back on!”
It was a young boy’s treble voice. It prompted me to laugh.
“Even a sky as wide as this, mountains as white as these, and the vast expanse of trees underneath your very
329

feet, aren’t enough to distract your attention from a meager, uncovered head?”
“One must note the Bad and the Good!”
“When you were learning the Bad and the Good, didn’t they teach you to mind your own business?”
“I’m not acting beyond my scope. It’s respect for the principle of ‘Enjoining the good and forbidding the
evil.’”
“Who said a bare head is the Evil? The wind has removed my head-cover. You don’t have to look!”
“I’m not just defending my rights; it’s for everyone’s sake.”
“Who asked you to speak on everyone’s behalf? Other people can express their opinion themselves. Besides,
who said everyone minds a bare head?”
The children were slowly gathering around us. The voice of my young assailant had grown weak and hesitant.
He said,
“Our coach has instructed us to speak up.”
I thought he proba- bly didn't understand the significance of his action. I started to respond,
“Your coach isn’t everyone …,” when a rough, nervous voice stopped me.
“What is it? What’s the matter?” He threw an angry gaze at the boy. A gaze that could frighten any young boy
his age out of his wits.
“Didn’t I tell you not to argue with people? What’s the matter?”
I volunteered, “It’s nothing. Just a minor disagreement between him and me.”
I had intended to end the fuss, but I made him more agitated. How could there be something just between him
and me, not involving them? He didn’t even look at me. Instead, he repeatedly shook the boy’s body violently,
waiting for a response.
The boy was flabbergasted. I imagined him thinking, “Now, what do I do? I don’t believe my good intentions
have created such a big mess!” And I imagined myself responding to him, “That serves you right!” when a voice
coming from the group of children said:
“Sir! He only told her to put her head-cover back on!”
I wondered if the word “sir” was intended for the man standing in front of me: a mercenary revolutionary
guard who worked as a coach but acted as a pathetic preacher in his spare time; a man reduced to considerations
of sins and inhibitions, who, unable to harness his own, is desperately determined to control others so that he
might have peace; or maybe a deprived soul whose contact with the earthly world was primarily through the
television programs of the past regime, leading him to believe that the world was full of debauchery such as
Jamilah’s belly dance and vulgar songs.
The “sir,” who was wearing a dark green jacket and a pair of army boots, who was skinny and pale, whose
eyes looked ill and frightened, and who did not look at the person he was talking to, said:
“I don’t see what the argument could be, then. You must put your head-cover back on. What made you think
you could argue against that?”
How arrogant! Who did he think he was to order people around like that? If he had a gun, I would at least
understand where he was coming from. Has it really become this easy? I thought perhaps his students’
“dutifulness” has boosted his courage. If I don’t confront him now, his students would believe their coach was
really an important person, that he was right all the time, that he was everyone’s guardian as he claimed to be.
“Can’t you see that I have it on? Do I have a choice?”
He didn’t like my response. He started lecturing about the time when we had exploited the mountains and they
had made a revolution to free everything including the mountains; about how they had succeeded and how the
mountains now belonged to everyone—including them—and how that entitled them to remove us from this
territory and take us there if we violated their dress code.
Where was this there? Everywhere we went, in the food lines, bus stops, streets, taxi rides, the workplace, and
literally everywhere there was a fanatic Hezbollahi, we heard the mention of this there. It had turned into a catch
word to frighten people.
Things were getting out of hand. I knew that the smallest risk I would be taking was to waste the rest of my
day. But I had lost my patience with them. The way things were going, one could end up there any moment,
anyway. I decided not to back off. Now that my mother and my friends were there to see them take me and to see
why they had taken me, and now that I didn’t have to worry about my family and friends not knowing where I
was, yes, now I would risk asking,
“On what legal grounds …?”
But I decided it was useless. They could show me an identification card from a Komiteh, a mosque, or some
other revolutionary organization. And even if they were not authorized, what could I do about the CIA-like
Savakis\fn{The Shah’s secret police went under the anagram SAVAK .} and their spies and the ever-present body of
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Believers?
“You keep intimidating people! Black will take no other hue!”
The crowd had grown very big by now. I saw my friend’s face among them. Her eyes pleaded with me to give
in. But I was thinking,
“How could an ordinary citizen, just because of his so-called association with the Hezbollah party, become
both the law and the law enforcement agent at the same time: condemn another citizen, arrest her, and execute the
punishment?”
This was a bad joke history had played on those who believed in breaking the traditional boundaries of the
present order of the division of labor!
A few revolutionary guards had shown up and circled around me, aiming their guns towards the crowd. They
did not ask me anything. They didn’t even look at me. The so-called coach told them the story of my insolence
and asked them to take me there. The guard then looked at me. I imagined him saying to me,
“You are a conspirator!”
My throat was dry out of anger. I saw a canteen in someone’s hand. He looked queer, although there was
nothing in particular wrong with his appearance. Had I noticed it earlier, I wouldn’t have asked, but it was too late
and I started:
“Will you give me a glass of water?”
He looked startled. To make sure I was talking to him, he looked around. Then he became nervous and stepped
back, pathetically calling,
“Why me?”
And then he was lost in the crowd.
Meanwhile two of the guards left. I imagined that they hadn’t found the event as exciting as they expected. Or
perhaps they were up to something else, since they hurriedly ran all the way down the slope. One of them stopped
suddenly, as if he remembered something, and shouted,
“When you’re finished, come down to see …”
I didn’t hear the rest because of the wind , but the guard who stayed behind waved to him in agreement.
Then he made a gesture I interpreted as an attempt to compose himself. He was very young. He turned to face
the crowd and yelled,
“Gentlemen, please don’t gather here! Come on, go mind your own business!”
Then he addressed me,
“You come with me!”
We started to walk: the guard, I, and the so-called coach who didn’t forget to remind his students of their
duties. The children started shouting the slogan,
“Death to unveiled women!”
They had formed their lines behind us and started following us right away. They threw a few small rocks randomly at me, but as they managed to build up their courage, the number of rocks that bounced off my body
increased, indicating a systematic and conscientious attempt at stoning me.
I was not intimidated. You must be a woman to understand how much of the efforts of this massive body of
turpitude is directed toward the creation of devices to make women believe that they are contemptible. And if you,
as the object of these attempts, fall into their trap, then you have accepted their values and will naturally fall apart.
You have to interpret each rock and each shout of “Death to unveiled women!” as the sign of their desperate
reaction to your resistance. As insignificant as it may seem to you, your struggle to hold up your chin and your
endeavor to convince yourself that you exist, is an expression of our freedom—despite those vultures’ attempt to
reduce our existence to those of slaves whose only recognized right is to breathe. They want me to believe that I
do not exist, or make me accept the distorted, unidentifiable images of their Islamic holy saints as my role models.
What is so special about outside after all? It’s a purgatory, at best. And we, the people, are kept in suspense on
a bridge as narrow as a strand of hair waiting to err and be shoved; and there was the hell awaiting us.
We walked down the hill to the station. The coach had calmed down considerably, and exchanged a few words
with the guards. It was clear that they didn’t work for the same Komiteh and didn’t know each other. The children
had fallen behind and added a little spice to their shouting activities, chanting,
“Death to anti-revolutionaries!”
The guard was much younger than the coach. A young man of about sixteen, with a strong, healthy bone
structure and a beard, fluffy but tight, that betrayed the boundless effort he invested in its growth. He was also
more talkative than the coach. It was evident from the way he talked that he wasn’t impressed by the coach. He
talked about the heavy volume of responsibilities he was given by his district’s Komiteh; about the problems
created by both his enemies and friends on the weekends; about the two missing schoolboys they had to search for
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the previous week; and about himself and how, because of the recent state of alert, he hadn’t slept in twenty-four
hours. It was evident that he had little tolerance for leisure time activities.
The coach was slowly getting the message: acting more Catholic than the Pope, in someone else’s district? He
looked confused. The guard was looking for a justifiable offense or a way to rid himself of the intruder.
Whichever it may have been, it was apparent that he didn’t have much in the way of authority to arrest anyone. In
his own district’s Komiteh, maybe … things could have looked different there. The least he could do was to
reprimand me.
But here? Even the other guards had abandoned him. Where then was this cooperation between revolutionary
organizations they so boasted about? Even I, the convicted party, had sensed this guard’s restlessness, his
uneasiness over being there and his anxiousness to get rid of these intruders.
On the way back I saw my mother and friends standing some distance from the restaurant and the tea house.
My mother was holding two glasses of tea, one waiting for me. It was probably cold by now. I didn’t feel like
drinking tea anymore. I felt nauseous again. For the last two years nausea had seized me occasionally, both at
home and in public. I thought to myself,
“This is not as bad as the attacks of asthma, headache, and nettle-rash other people are suffering from.”
The thought consoled me. I stopped under the pretext of tying my shoelace. Before I knew it, my mother, using
her motherly wisdom, had struck up a conversation with them. In my ear hummed all the world’s bees. I was
exhausted; I wished to hand down the load I was carrying to my mother. I wished to stay beside her and be
protected against all the worries, fears, and nightmares of the past few years. I didn’t want to stay out there
anymore. I had completely lost my desire to get fresh air. I was only thinking about my mother’s hands. I wanted
to touch them; to feel their consoling, real weight, to make sure that compared to my mother’s real hands, all that
had happened, the tumult, the shouts of “Death to unveiled women!”, the rocks, the coach’s sick look and the
guard’s gun, had been imaginary.
The guard seemed pleased to have finally found a conciliator. I heard him report that this woman (he meant
me) had refused to put her head-cover back on, that the children had been about to beat me up, that he had gotten
there in time to save me, and that he was now trying to get me out of there. I was too tired to argue with him.
Besides, it wasn’t wise. I was supposed to be lucky to have gotten away with that much already. If the coach and
the guard had cooperated with each other … if the guard had known someone in that district’s Komiteh … if a few
people had spoken up on my behalf … who knows? One could lose her life as easily as that. These days, the
distance between life and death was not bridged by a first-degree or second-degree offense, a four-year or ten-year
or a life-time sentence, but by a mere event.
Such as a hike.
The conversation went on and the coach who realized his words were less effective than he had imagined,
stood there silent, listening to my mother and the guard. My mother was benevolently advising them to stop the
acts that discredit the revolution and Islam, acts that give the wrong people an excuse to take it upon themselves
to become agents of the government, to frighten everybody by threatening to take them there and to spread among
people exaggerated lies and stories. I was wondering how anyone could possibly exaggerate the existing savagery
and barbarism. I should ask my mother later if she meant what she said. The guard went even as far as claiming
that no one had intended to take me away and that I had insisted on it myself. And my mother succeeded in
mediating between us, and things got cooler.
They left and the children followed them.
We were in no mood to stay around to enjoy the mountains and our little exercise. Silently we sipped our tea
and walked downhill toward the exit. My stomach was intensely upset, as if a hand was pulling the muscles
violently. My ears were filled with noise. I could occasionally hear the people’s voices in the tumult created by the
noon-hour call to prayer and other humming noises:
“What’s this expiation we are condemned to pay?”
“If only more women dared to.”
“Such a pity.”
“This is one of those cases of serving a prison sentence before you’re proven guilty.”
“Actually I’m against speaking up in protest; it makes them bolder.”
I thought to myself, “This must be the wife of the man I requested a glass of water from.”
“How many times we asked them not to.”
“A heroine.”
“War-time.”
“Fight against Imperialism.”
“Why don’t I throw up? We should have confronted them from the start.”
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“A few days ago I saw the same thing on the street.”
I can not bear it any longer. We take a short-cut. We leave the road and the crowd behind. A stream of water is
flowing in a gap between two rocks. Sometimes it disappears under the snow, but it soon surfaces again a few
yards away. Cheerful, carefree, and mischievous, it is capable of amusing us all the way to the end of the valley.
We lose it some distance below. We carefully look for it. The snow has covered the rocks. We walk cautiously lest
we slip on the snow-covered rocks.
12.92 Contrary To Democracy\fn{by Farkhondeh Hajizadeh (1953-

)}

Bezanjan Baft, Zanjan Province?, Iran (F) 6

Yesterday, in the cab, you were sitting in the face of a man. I stared at your eyes. You looked at me.
I laughed.
You left.
He winked. (No, this is not right. Do you understand? You must be honest.)
I moved away. I grimaced. He shrugged his shoulders,
“There is an abundance of women. Especially after the war.” The driver removed his foot from the accelerator.
Four girls passed by. He said,
“God bless them. Look over there, Mr. Driver. After war, men are really lucky.”
My mouth dried up. I said,
“If God willed it, your species would become extinct.”
He said, “Dream on.”
The man was not like you. Let me tell you how he was. See! How should I say it, you know, he wasn’t like you
at all.
*
I turn the key in the lock. Your eyes laugh. You become pale. “Click;” the lock turns open. You turn red, gray,
blue, khaki, purple. I laugh, “Hi.”
“Hi.”
I lie back to the wall. I look at your shoulders. My head turns on the wall. You stand right in front of me,
bosom to bosom: “What is it? What is the matter?”
My right cheek gets wet.
You shake your head no. You take a few steps. You return: “Your eyes are red again!”
“I didn’t sleep.”
“You didn’t sleep! Why?”
“Well, it is obvious. He is sick, he is crazy. He is not a human being. He has driven me crazy. Do you
understand?”
You shrug your shoulders: “What do you want me to do? You women always act as if we owe you something.
You asked for it.”
“Yes, I asked for it, myself. But you are not on trial here, trying to be acquitted. I wanted that myself, yes.”
“Well, who is sick?”
“That damn image of yours that comes to me anytime it cannot go to sleep and begins its night walk. It shakes
me, the bastard doesn’t even think that I am dreaming about you. It wakes me up. I sit in bed. As soon as I turn on
the light it leaves. What would you do if you were in my place? Ha? What?”
The softness of your hand touches my cheek: “What do you do?”
“What do I do! I take my head in my hands, I clutch at my hair, I curse myself, I hit the pillow, I curse you. Do
you understand? Leave me alone. I want to be myself, myself. I want to live.”
“Well, live.”
“Without you!”
*
Zhaleh said, “Say, ‘In the name of God,’ Parvaneh, ‘in the name of God;’ force the earth to make a pledge.
Then you won’t have bad dreams.”
She is right, I shouldn’t place myself into the hands of … I can. Anytime I want. He should understand that I
too am a human being. Whatever the case may be, one from a creature … what did she say, I should force the
earth to pledge? But then I wasn’t having a bad dream. Oh, yes, I was. A dream that takes one’s peace of mind is a
bad dream, no matter what dream and whose dream it is.
One sheep, two sheep, fifty-nine sheep, two hundred and eighteen sheep, six hundred and eighty-six sheep,
twenty-two sheep …
“What is the matter? Is it something wrong, Mother?”
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“No, straighten your neck, you are snoring.”
“You’ve got a screw loose again? Don’t you want to go to sleep?”
“I cannot sleep, what do you want me to do?”
“Take a pill, it cannot be like this every night …”
“That’s all I need, getting addicted to pills.”
I put the pillow in its original place. Who said that when you dream about someone, if you move pillow around
he will dream about you. I don’t want you to have a dream about me at all. You can’t force me. I have to sleep. I
know that tomorrow I’ll be dozing off at the office.
*
Your fingers twist in my hair: “So, you want to live, is that so?”
I quiet down. I stare at your eyes. Your eyes do not speak. My legs are trembling. The side of my dress is
crumpled in my hand.
You laugh: “What is it? What is the matter?”
“I am afraid.”
“Of hell?”
“No, of being finished. Do I exist at all? Did I ever exist?”
Your lips close my eyelids: “You are pessimistic again! Why are you crying now?”
“For the times that you were not, I was not.”
“But now you are.”
I laugh. Your look warms up. Your lips move. My veins are beating. Your name sits on my tongue. My hands
fall down.
*
I see you. Your hand goes toward the receiver, you dial a number. My ears grow hot. My heart sinks. I have
goose bumps all over my body. I pick up the receiver:
“He-hello.”
“Pushinehbaf?”
I throw the receiver away. I hit my head on the back of the chair. I am depressed. The numbers are turning
under my fingers. Hey, who is he talking to, so early in the morning?
Then, why didn’t you call me? You devil, you knew that I am at home, damn it.
The numbers are trembling under my finger. I slam the receiver down on the cradle.\fn{ She has apparently
overheard a conversation between her lover and another woman on a party line—a type of telephone connection now almost unknown in
the United States, but at one time very prevalent, in which (at a substantially reduced fee) several people could make use of the same
telephone line for their calls. The concept of privacy was left up to the honor of the people on the line; but this rapidly broke down, and
“listening in,” as it was called, became commonplace, particularly when it very soon became obvious to women that they could decrease
the amount of boredom in their (at one time) house-bound days by sitting for hours and gossiping on the telephone, instead of actually
visiting face-to-face with friends and acquaintances .}

I am not going to call, I don’t care, why should I call? If he can resist, why can’t I? No, I won’t call. Zhaleh is
right, men are like shadows. I won’t call, I’ll resist. Mother is not home, so I’d better at least make lunch.
One cup, two cups, is it four? No, five.
The hell with it. I’d better go to Zhaleh’s. Should I go? If I go and then he calls, like that day … oh, no, he
won’t call. That was a long time ago. All this time I sat at home, why didn’t he call? In fact, let him call when I
am not home. Let him wonder where I could have gone, let him wait.
I pass the stairs. “Oh, the phone!” … “Ye- yes.”
“Hello, what a surprise, for once you are out of breath!”
It was stupid of me to think it was he.
“My breath, yes; I ran.”
“Did you guess it was I?”
“Ah, no, I was waiting for a phone call.”
“I want to see you.”
“There is nothing to be seen about me.”
“You mean you have no feelings.”
“Feelings? How do you write that word?”
“No matter how you write it, you have none. Have you?”
“I had heard that if you water even a dried branch regularly, eventually it will grow.”
:How do you know this branch has not blossomed somewhere else?”
“Stone doesn’t blossom. Wood maybe. You are stone.”
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*
Zhaleh said, “Is he beautiful?”
I said, “Beauty is the moment of love’s birth.”
Yesterday his eyes were wet, his eyelashes were stuck together, had he cried? I couldn’t ask, would he answer
if I asked? No, I don’t think so. When I got close, he went away. Why doesn’t he speak? When I looked at him, a
hand took hold of my heart. I wish I could understand why he has cried. Maybe he misses his mother; if I were his
mother, I would miss him as well for sure.
Oh, if I were his mother, when he fell in love at the age of eighteen, maybe even younger, I would put his head
on my shoulder and I would say, cry as much as you want. Then, we would draw her picture, together, and hang it
on the wall. So that he could look at her whenever he misses her. Or if one day he brought her home he could tell
her, “Look, you have always been here!”
Where did I put it? Eh, this damn memory! It was in this book. No, I had put it in my notebook.
“What do you want, dear? Why are you making noise?”
“A picture, Mother. Where did I put it? Did you see it?”
“What kind of picture was it?”
“Just a picture! I should take it to the office tomorrow.”
“Make a knot at the feet of the devil and you will find it.”
Maybe he really has fallen in love and that is why he cried? Who could she be? Their neighbor’s daughter?
Yes, that is her, she is very beautiful, but beauty is not everything. How about his cousin? What were they
whispering about, that day at the party? I wish I knew who she is! Whoever she is, if he loves her I can love her
too.
*
Maybe you were tired. Here your eyes are laughing. Were you depressed? Do you want me to be your mother?
If I were your mother would you speak? No, you can’t, you are shy. Do you want me to be your sister? Your little
sister to whom you can give your letters; at noon when Mother is asleep, she can go and put her hand in front of
her mouth, and call the neighbor’s daughter, and put the letter in her hand and say, my brother sent this. Don’t
make a face. You don’t like it. Ha? OK, do you want me to be your friend? Anyone; I can be anyone you want,
just tell your eyelashes not to stick to each other. OK? Tell them to always laugh like they are in here.
“God help me, the girl has completely gone crazy, she is eating paper.”
*
I say, it is good that you are here, otherwise I wouldn’t dare go home this time of night; it is good like this,
isn’t it? I don’t have to get stuck in traffic, or be careful and make sure that nobody would see me, and at the party
keep an eye on everyone so that I can look at you, just a little bit.
“Taxi, stop right here.”
“Do you see what you did? Are you happy now? What should we do now?”
“You are right, what should we do now? Don’t leave, don’t leave me alone with these, oh, God, wait a
minute.”
“No, I can’t. You know that I have problems.”
“Oh, don’t worry.”
“What you mean, don’t worry? The problem is that—”
“I understand. I’ll hide you.”
“Where?”
“In my bosom.”
“In your bosom! How?”
“I’ll make you small. Very small. And then I’ll put you in my bosom.”
“Stop!\fn{Says a Revolutionary Goard, apparently.} How many passengers do you have?”
“Three in the back, one in front.”
“There was another one in the back; what did you do with him?”
“Where could he be, brother!? When did he get in? There should be a mistake. Where is he then?”
“You mean we couldn’t see!? She was sitting on his lap.”
“You are imagining things. God knows there wasn’t anyone.”
“Come down.”
I get off. I pull my scarf down over my forehead.
“What happened to that man?”
“Which man!?”
“Shut up, you dirt! Who? Ha! The same one on whose shoulder you had rested your head. Where are you
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going this time of night?”
“I am coming back from class, I am going to night school.”
“What did you put in your bosom, was it a flyer? Bring it out, let me see.”
“That was nothing.”
“Search her!”
*
“I didn’t see anything.”
“Open your purse … so, you smoke, too.”
“I bought it for my husband.”
“So, you have a husband, too.”
“Yes. I have.”
“Your ring?”
“I have a husband, not a ring.”
*
“You will sign this and will get out of here.”
“Why should I sign? I haven’t done anything.”
“To begin with, your socks are thin,\fn{ Revolutionary Iran was at one time extremely strict concerning the dress of women
appearing in public, and this led even to the thickness of such a mundane article as socks. I don’t think it is possible for anyone in the West
even to be able to imagine what this must have been (perhaps must still be) like .} you have makeup on, too, you lie, too, you

don’t have a ring, you are addicted to cigarettes, too, and you are on the street at 9 P.M. To tell you the truth, we
are still suspicious.”
*
“Mother, what happened to this bathroom?”
“They’ll come and fix it tomorrow. Wait another day.”
“I can’t. I stink. Since last night, the smell is in my nose.”
“Go to the public bath. It is down the street.”
*
“Go and take a walk round here. I’ll be back soon.”
“What do you mean? I am not a bum.”
“I can’t take you there, in the middle of all those women.”
“I say, how about putting a blindfold\fn{ A note reads: In this text the Persian word has a double meaning. The original
meaning of cheshmbandi, which we have translated as blindfolding, was the creating of illusion .} on you.”
“No! Not at all, no way. A blindfold\fn{I.e., an illusion; in this case, behavior designed to create an illusion.} is contrary to
democracy.”
“Get out of here; for a long time democracy acted contrary to us, now for once we will act contrary to
democracy.”
“In general, I am against any kind of blindfolding.”
“So, what do you say we should do?”
“What should we do? Well, this is one way we could—”
“I know. There is a library right here. How about going there and waiting for me there.”
“No, not at all; waiting causes anxiety, and anxiety makes you upset. I disagree. You know what? The public
bath reminds me of my childhood and my mom. You know what is my last memory of the public bath? My
mother and I had gone there—”
“OK, don’t be emotional. Come. But promise …”
“OK, I give you a manly promise that I will not look at anyone but you.”
“It is not right to look at me there, either.”
“So, you want me to go blind?”
“No, why blind, there are a bunch of things over there that you can watch.”
“For example?”
“For example, the water, a mirror …”
“Why don’t you say pumice, facial scrub …”
*
“I say come, come and sit behind this column. Here is water and soap.”
“I don’t like it. It is dark in here.”
“Wasn’t it our deal that you wouldn’t bother me?”
“Come on, now, you have brought me to the bath for once, and you keep nagging. Look at this girl who is
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sitting behind you, how old do you think she is?”
“I don’t know, seventeen, eighteen years.”
“No, her body is bigger, the tip of—”
“Stop it! Didn’t you promise?”
“Come on, didn’t you say that you won’t be jealous?”
“Well …”
“Don’t make a face. OK, I won’t look. Smile, smile a bit. Now close your eyes, close them, you’ll have
shampoo in your eyes.”
“You want me to close my eyes so that you can keep looking people over?”
“Again this feminine jealousy! Don’t close them. Look at that woman, her legs are more—”
“Remember. You gave me a manly promise that—”
“Well, I am acting manly now. I just wanted to show them to you. Otherwise, I wouldn’t want you to think I
want to look.”
“Go to the locker room. OK?”
“Yes, it is hot in here.”
“No, I don’t want you to go. There, women … why don’t you go out for a walk?”
“What do you mean? I want to stay here. Is this any of your business?”
“No, but now that you are being stubborn I know what to do with you. I am going to make you small and put
you in my bosom.”
*
“As soon as I step out of the bath you stick your hand out of my bosom. You slap me on the face. You laugh:
‘Did you see that woman? The one whose layers of belly were twisting and falling on each other?’”
“You know what? We cannot reach a mutual feeling. I give up.”
*
“It is not possible. Until yesterday there was no visiting. And today is only for members of the immediate
family.”
“Five minutes, only five minutes, I will run in and come back fast.”
“Only members of immediate family; are you his wife?”
“His wife! No.”
“Then what is your relationship with him?”
“I am his mother.”
“What? His mother!”
“No, I mean his daughter, his sister.”
“Go on, my sister, don’t bother me, there is no way.”
“Sir, could I wait here, behind this wall, until his sentence is finished?”
“She has gone crazy, poor thing. Hey, soldier, take her right there and hand her over to the madhouse.”
*
Zhaleh said, “I am worried about you, Parvaneh. Don’t be stubborn. I am your friend, after all. It is not a
question of one or two days. In the middle of this nowhere, behind this wall, how can you … all these years …?
You know that waiting …
Waiting causes anxiety, and anxiety upsets people.
*
“Oh, my baby, what a terrible insomnia my baby went through. Are you her friend, sir?”
“Yes, her body is cold. It is freezing. Her pulse does not beat. What does the doctor say?”
When you put your hand on my forehead my veins start beating.
I see the tip of my nose getting red; my cheeks fire up; my body warms up. As soon as I open my eyes you say,
“What is it? What has happened? I told you that waiting causes …”
I laugh: “Waiting … there is hope in waiting.”
*
“Where?”
“Emergency.”
I run up the stairs. In front of the emergency room door: “It is not possible, madam.”
“Why not?”
“We set the hospital regulations, not you. This patient is in quarantine.”
“Well, I have the same sickness.”
“This should be diagnosed by the doctor and the lab, not you.”
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“At least the cause of his sickness.”
“Pollution, madam; polluted air has contaminated his breath.”
“Doctor, can one change one’s breath, like blood? I can—”
“Don’t make so much noise, my girl. Be sure that my goal and that of all employees of this hospital is the
health of the patients. This patient needs a long rest, healthy air, and fresh milk. Go on, my dear; I promise that as
soon as possible I will let you visit him for a few minutes.”
*
I am in front of the hospital’s door: “Hello.”
“Where are you going, madam? So early in the morning.”
“I have come to see him.”
“It is not possible.”
“Why not?”
“Well, it is not possible.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean you are late.”
“Please sir, I beg you, five minutes.”
“We have responsibility, my sister, responsibility. Go and come back later, visiting hours begin at eight
o’clock.”
“I will come out right away, before eight.”
“No, my sister, it is not possible, you came late.”
“You told me to come at this time. Yesterday, because we are from the same city.”
“I am sorry, sister, I can’t. Go and come back later, with one of your relatives.”
“That’s him, let me go and see him, just for a second.”
“It is finished. He is gone.”
The hospital bells are ringing. My head is turning on my body. My hair is suddenly long and has come out
from underneath my scarf. The smell of cedar disseminates in the air. The guard throws his big body on my
eyeballs. Blood boils under my skin and becomes round as a bullet in my veins. A voice is heard:
“Blood, blood, hey, come here, nurses, run, someone’s veins have exploded, hurry up, blood!”
People come and step on my head and pass. The veins in my breasts are swollen. I hear the sound of milk
pouring. Milk leaves a white dry spot on my long dress. Mosaics become white. Someone says:
“Stop her, she has a lot of milk, like a cow. All this milk in such small breasts!? Just like a cow!”
My head does not turn anymore. It goes in a dark well, my breath is drowning. Your name sits on my tongue. I
want to call you, your name is broken in pieces. My voice is not there; it has drowned. Like the day that word
broke in pieces on my lips. You laughed. You said,
“You’d better say nothing, you can’t talk. But the color of your face, the tints in your cheeks.”
*
“It is five over eight.”
“Hurry up. Sugar IV.\fn{Intravenous; he is ordering what they call an intravenous drip, a catheter attached to a vein and equipped
with a valve that allows an attendant to regulate the amount of solution delivered by this method directly into the patient’s bloodstream. The
word is commonly abbreviated in medicine.}Hurry up, Don’t let her go into a coma.”

Once the softness of your hand rests on my forehead, I open my eyes. The doctor says,
“That is not right, dear girl. Are you feeling better?”
A voice says, “They have taken him to Behesht Zahra.”\fn{ A note reads: The name of the most famous cemetery in
Tehran.}
I pull the IV out of my hand; I jump down from the bed. A few black drops of blood drip on the nurse’s
clothes.
In Behesht Zahra someone says,
“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, wearing red clothing with your white hair! And here, in Behesht Zahra..”
I roll up my sleeve and show him; I say, “See, I have black clothes on.”
He says, “What is his relationship to you?”
I say, “He is my child, I won’t let him die. I will give birth to him again. On the highest peak of the mountain,
in healthy air, my blood will become red again; then I’ll give him to young mothers to pour their first milk in his
throat; he will grow up, gradually, gradually, his eyelashes will not stick together; young girls with scented hair,
daughters of the fairy king come and fall in love with him and take him to the sea. I will not be there, but from far
away, very far, I will see his eyes laughing; his eyelashes are not stuck.”
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121.54 We Only Fear The Future\fn{by Moniru Ravanipur (1954-

)}

Jofreh Village, Bushehr Province, Iran (F) 3

We were poets with nothing to reminisce about. Every afternoon, from, oh let’s say about 4 p.m., we would
stand on that street in front of the bookstore talking. We’d read poetry and debate. That’s how it was every day.
The words were not real, they just seemed to hover around us like a swarm of flies and when we’d reach the
bookseller’s, they’d circle around our heads all a-buzz. And then, if we got. tired, there was a café next to the
bookseller where we’d sit drinking tea, and then the buzzing sound would circle through the café until our jaw
muscles would tire, at which point we’d get up and leave.
Across from the bookseller, on the other side of the street, was a row of shops with apartments above. We’d
never realized they were there, but on that day, we finally saw them.
Maybe it was a Saturday. The reason I say maybe is because we were all confused by what happened and to
this day we don’t really know what day it was or wasn’t. But we all are sure of this, that she was not there before.
Not in that apartment above the shop across the way with its little door opening onto the street—a door which we
were seeing for the first time—nor anywhere in town. In a small town like that, if there were a woman, and
especially one like her, we would certainly have known it. We were poets and were after experience, and a woman
who wore black from head to toe and did not tie her kerchief, so that sometimes—but not always—the white of
her neck could be seen, was beyond the experience of any of us. We could tell from the excited glances we
exchanged with one another; our eyes sparkled that day, all of those days.
It was four o’clock the first time she came out of her house. She had an oval face, thin, pursed lips and black
hair, which must have been quite long, reaching to her waist if it were let loose. There was a cloud of grief over
her face, or, perhaps because she was wearing black we imagined she was sad, and it made us sad, too.
When she crossed to our side of the street, following the cars with a pleasing motion of her head and neck, and
entered the bookstore, we suddenly remembered we should check to see if there were any new books, though we
hadn’t been reading books for some while and had not been visiting the bookstore. It was there that we began
supposing that she wanted the works of Van Gogh. Her voice made us dizzy and we were no longer listening to
what she said—maybe we didn’t listen from the first. They were just words, brilliant, translucent words, gliding
through the air, and we reached the conclusion that she was a painter wanting to buy an easel and paints and
canvas.
When she left, the bookstore seemed empty. There was nothing left for us to do. We came out, but it was if we
didn’t know one another anymore and had no idea why we used to stand around there together or what we used to
talk about.
It was that same day, I think, that we saw the small door open once again. A moment later we could see the
drapes, which were faded, and we supposed that the room must be quite large because large rooms always have
big sliding glass doors, and that it must be the studio where she paints, a place facing the street which, when the
sun climbed the sky, would be full of light. Naturally, you need light in order to paint.
When we came back the next day we saw that the drapes were new. Decorated all over with sea birds, birds
that had flown far inland and lost their way and no longer knew which direction to return. The movement of the
neck and head of these sea birds seemed to ask us for directions to the sea. That’s why we started talking about
sea birds and then crowded into the bookstore to see what books there are about the ocean and sea birds. We
wanted to find out how sea birds find their way around, just to know and not to worry.
It took a whole week before we stopped talking about the ocean and sea birds and occupied ourselves with
other things. Maybe we would have talked about sea birds like that even if the drapes had not been a little short
and we couldn’t see her shins, which made it clear she was sitting facing the street. But on the eighth day, we saw
she was sitting, once again evidently facing the street, because we could see the hem of her black skirt, which
reached to her mid-calf and a hand which, every now and then picked something from the floor. We knew her
brush must have fallen or a tube of paint or one of her sketching pencils...
When it got dark that day, we all left and felt shooting pains in our shins until morning. The next day we came
earlier than usual and saw that she was not there. She wasn’t there and it wasn’t until a quarter to three that we
saw her legs. She came and sat on the chair. She adjusted the position of the chair a bit and started working. Two
or three times her brush or her pencil fell … we saw her hand, so white and sweet.
For ten days we stood there like that, watching. No one knew what she was drawing. But we always watched
to see if the curtains would rustle and they did. And so we’d come every day at a quarter to three, stand outside
the bookstore or sometimes we’d come a bit earlier to the café to drink some tea. The tea tasted better there; none
of us was drinking tea at home anymore. Precisely at sixteen minutes to three we’d leave the café and take up our
posts.
That day she drew aside the drapes. The eleventh day. We saw she had taken her painting off the easel. She put
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another canvas on it and, without closing the drapes, sat on the chair. We looked at each other, unbelieving, our
eyes all aglow as though we had been released from some great torment. Our breath quickened and we cast furtive
glances in her direction while pretending to be occupied with something else. We saw her, sometimes backing
away from the canvas and then getting closer … and we knew that she was looking out and we were certain that
she was painting the face and figure of one of us.
For this reason, we repeated the pose and gestures of the previous days, because we supposed that if she had
painted up to a certain point yesterday, for example, if one of us had waved our hand in the air, then we had best
repeat the movement so she could complete the painting.
Because we knew nothing about painting and how long it takes before a sketch is completed or a picture takes
shape on the canvas, we went to the bookstore and bought and read all the books on painting and the techniques
of painting and the biographies of the great painters and grew pretty comfortable except for one thing: that our
hair was getting longer and our beards were growing, which of course, we could not control, but we tried to
control everything as much as possible, and this problem would occur to us every now and then because we were
constantly looking at one another’s hair and beard. We were apprehensive and full of dread that she might close
the drapes and leave forever.
And one day two months later, after we had tired of standing on one corner repeating our poses and gestures,
she seemed to sense it and suddenly got up, removed the canvas from the easel and put another one in its place.
This time we stood on the other side of the shop and tried to do something so she could draw us in a different
scene, and helped her to complete her work quickly and without blemish by repeating our gestures and actions.
We filled up our days like this, and at night, when the bookstore closed, she would get up and close the drapes,
and we would walk off together. We couldn’t take leave of each other, as if we didn’t want to be lonely or were
afraid that something might suddenly happen, or that it already had and one of us might not know about it. That’s
why we took turns, and I couldn’t say how we arranged it as none of us had said a word, sitting around in each
other’s houses draining the bottle. First we just sipped it, as no one wanted to drink more than any of the others.
We wanted to have our wits about us in case someone decided to say something, so that the words would not go
unheard … but no one had much to say, only about paints and canvas and painting and Cezanne and Van Gogh
and … We would talk about what we had just learned, dwelling on Van Gogh’s amputated ear, which we were
sure was a white, sweet lobe, and because of this very fact, we’d sometimes cry.
Late at night each one of us would sprawl out in a corner and for a while we’d hear our loud lengthy sighs and
we knew that each of us, in the drunken state of half-wakefulness, was reviewing our gestures and poses of earlier
in the day so that tomorrow we could recapture them and not disturb her work.
After a while we realized that she sometimes came to the bookstore between 2 p.m. and a quarter to three. So
we would mostly come around one o’clock … she’d come, give her head a little shake, look at the books. She
didn’t buy anything and we thought she was looking at us, giving us the once over to see if we all had come or
not. So, without talking about it amongst ourselves, from then on we all showed up there at one o’clock, and after
one week of coming at one o’clock, we saw her smile. She seemed content. We smiled, too, amongst ourselves,
stood there looking, stood in such a way that she could see all of us and look most at whichever one of us she
most preferred.
Several times we saw her getting out of a taxi. A taxi or one of those delivery pickup trucks. Now we can’t
remember for sure, because she was carrying a parcel with her, a tripod or a board or something else. When she
got out of the delivery truck, she had great difficulty carrying her parcel. We were standing there watching and
saw the driver help her and before we could get ourselves in motion and step over to her, she opened the little
door and let the driver take her things upstairs. We stared at each other in disbelief, stood there frozen like statues
and saw the driver, who was young and dark-complexioned with a bushy mustache, put the money in his pocket
as he came out and closed the little door behind himself. Before we could go talk with him, he got into his pickup,
stepped on the gas, and was gone. That day we realized that not one of us knew how to drive, and we never did
find the dark-complexioned driver after that, though we looked for him about town.
One time we straggled over to a point across from the door she had opened. Short steps, gray or dull metallic,
and dark. We thought to ourselves that the light bulb in the stairwell must have burnt out, but none of us knew
anything about electricity. That day we looked at the street lights and thought about the people who climbed the
telephone polls and fixed the wires.
I clearly remember the day she left. A day on which we all suddenly aged and well none of us saw her leaving,
but she was gone. It must have been under the cover of darkness. She didn’t go on Friday, because on Fridays we
would sometimes walk and once in a while take a taxi down her street, even though there was no one there and
the curtains were drawn and there were no shins to be seen, but we would come anyway.
When she left our mutual neediness, our need to forget or to see her again drew us closer together. We talked
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together, talked about her, and talked openly. I don’t know how, but we all understood that she had once loved
someone or two people had fallen in love with her at the same time, and in the ensuing battle over her, they both
get themselves killed, or maybe one of them kills the other and is sentenced to death for it in court. She, her house
looking out onto Edam Square where the execution takes place, would always rise with the dawn and watch the
sun climb the horizon. She saw the sleepy soldiers bringing the one who survived to prepare him for execution
and he, walking before the soldiers, drew deep breaths … maybe hoping to catch her scent in the air. Or maybe
the one who survived knew that she rose early every morning to experience the sunrise and stood wakeful many a
night outside her window, waiting.
That’s how we suddenly realized she had, from that moment on, clad in black and mourning, devoted herself to
painting and thought to open galleries in different cities. That’s why we always listened for news of the art world,
and still listen, to see in which city the woman clad in black will exhibit her works.
For the first few months, we would go all together to the depot to ask if there was a woman dressed in black, a
painter, among the passengers. But now we suppose that we have to go to the depot in turns, one at a time, to
watch the passengers get off and report to the rest of us whether she has come or not. It’s not too much trouble, no
more trouble than what we experience when waking or asleep. Though we don’t let on, sometimes in our sleep we
dream of falling asleep so as to stop thinking about her, but we are always awake in our dreams so that if we fall
asleep, we are, in effect, awake and so it is difficult for us, more and more difficult every day. If she had gone up
and closed the door and the curtains had covered the whole window, we wouldn’t have come to this, because we
know that even if we manage to get her out of our minds, one day she will return and hang those short drapes and
we’ll see her shins again and the hand reaching under the table to pick up the pencil or the brush which has fallen
and then, once again, our shins start to ache.
With every passing day, even now as we speak, it fades further into the past, and no one can alter the past. That
is, this moment, today, tomorrow and the days yet to come—these cannot be changed. And we know that fear, the
fear that we bear within ourselves, is always there, it will not let us be, it has grown accustomed to us and is afraid
to leave, almost as if, were it to leave, there is nowhere else for it to go, to live and breathe. That’s why we are
always afraid, afraid of the future, which is the past, afraid that she will come once more and think that we have
forgotten her.
270.1 Excerpt from The Marsh\fn{by Jafar Modarres-Sadeqi (1954- )} Isfahan, Central District, Isfahan Province,
Iran (M) 10
1
I was bathing with my father and a few young men—I don’t know how many exactly—in the Zayandehrud
river in Isfahan. I only knew one of the young men, and that was Golchin, my teacher in 4 th grade. It was dark and
the sky was clear. There was a full moon. We were the only people there, in the water. There was no one else,
neither in nor out of the water. Si-o-seh Bridge was visible not too far away, and it shone in the moonlight.
Everywhere was more or less shining, the trees by the river, even the railings by the sidewalk of the street next to
the river. Beyond the trees the tall, sharply pointed silhouette of Sofeh mountain was visible.
The water was warm. It was still. As if it were a large pool. But there was no doubt that it was a river and that
it was the Zayandehrud. The water was right up to my neck. I was standing. We were all standing in the river,
looking around and talking. My father said,
“Enjoy yourselves, lads! All the river is ours, enjoy yourselves as much as you want.” One of the men—that
same Goichin, he was from our area which is how I knew him—pointed at Si-o-seh Bridge and said to my father,
“Are those arches yours too?”
Everyone laughed. Only my father and I didn’t laugh. He was offended. Even I had heard that those people
who did dirty things went under the arches of the bridge, and I was offended too.
Then my father put his head under the water. He swam under the water and came up further up the river.
Goichin shouted,
“Don’t go too far! There’s a whirlpool there.” My father said with smile,
“Don’t worry. I know all this river like the back of my hand.” And he went under again.
I waited to see his head come up somewhere. But there was no sign of him. I thought maybe he had gone far
off, as I knew he could hold his breath for a very long time. Or maybe he wanted to fool around and his head
would suddenly appear somewhere or other. I turned and looked around, but he wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I saw
the others weren’t a bit concerned. They were talking together, laughing and occasionally splashing each other.
341

I was wondering whether to mention it or not. I was afraid that if I mentioned it and made a scene, they would
laugh at me. Because being drowned wasn’t the kind of thing that would happen to my father.
Just at that moment I saw somebody standing at the river's edge, waving and shouting something. I went
closer. It was my mother. But it was strange that she wasn’t wearing her veil and that she was in her nightdress
with her hair all dishevelled. She had never come out of the house without her veil. It was obvious that she had
just woken up and come here straight from her bed.
I went to the river’s edge. I realized she was saying,
“You’re in the water again? Mornings in the water, nights in the water, all hours of the day in the water?”
2
My feet, and my whole body, were damp.
First I thought I’d wet my bed. Because when I was a child whenever I dreamt of water I would wet my bed.
But now childhood had passed long ago—I was twenty four years old—and it was a long time since I had wet
myself. For a long time after I’d stopped wetting myself, whenever I dreamt of water I would be afraid in my
dream and try to wake myself up. In my dream, wherever the dream was happening, I would kick against the
ground and jump up and down until I woke myself up. When I woke up I would realize I was about to wet myself
and that I had to get up and go to the bathroom.
But it was all right. I was only sweaty. I can’t remember whether I’d kicked against the river-bed in the water
—the water in the dream—or jumped up and down. This was because of the waters temperature. When I kicked
out of fear it was because of being cold and damp. And it was that cold I was afraid of.
But there was no sign of coldness or dampness in this dreams water. This water was just right, not too cold, not
too warm, the same as my body temperature. I couldn’t feel it. Maybe it was the reflection of the moon in the
water, or the reflection of the bridge, or its color and how it looked made me realize it was water.
Actually was the moon’s reflection there or not? I can't remember. What else? What shape was it? What color
was it? I was even on the point of forgetting what we were doing in that water. I ought to write this dream down. I
shouldn’t let myself forget it.
I was shivering with cold. I was drenched in sweat. The dampness helped me to get out of bed. I went carefully
between the mattresses spread on the floor, so that I didn’t tread on anybody, and I reached the kitchen and turned
the light on. By the kitchen light I found a pen and paper on Kashayar’s desk. He ws my room-mate and a poet
and he was sleeping on a mattress under the desk. I came into the kitchen and shut the door. I sat on a cold Polish
chair next to the window and quickly made notes of what I had dreamt.
3
Our apartment was just one room. When you opened the door from outside you entered a large room which
was the hall, reception room, work room, bed room and sitting room. And there was a small kitchen next to the
one room. There was a desk and a small library in one corner of the room, and they belonged to Khashayar who
called himself a poet, and another corner was where the mattresses were kept, and in the other corner there was a
free standing closet which was full of clothes most of which were Hamid’s. Khashayar and I had very few
clothes and we didn’t bother about ourselves. Khashayar because he was a poet, and I because I was always
poorer than the other two and had had no job for a year.
Hamid wore nice neat clothes and used cologne and shaved every day, as he wanted to get married. He was
already his future wife’s husband. But as there were no houses available for rent, or if there were, they were too
expensive for government employees (both he and Khashayar were low grade civil servants), he couldn’t rent
another apartment and go there with his wife, so he was putting up with us two for the time being.
Khashayar—who just like all other poets had long hair and a thick mustache covering his lips—used to say
that he was married to poetry and as he put it he was Poetry’s Husband. The only bachelor in the house was me
—although apparently this was a bachelor establishment, and when we were looking for a place to live
everybody said they didn’t let to bachelors and we’d finally found this place after a lot of difficulty and they’d
let it to us very reluctantly and even now all the neighbors gave us funny looks because they thought of us as
bachelors.
As we divided the rent between the three of us, none of us paid very much. However we had very little room.
If one of us was out for the night or went on a trip, the other two were jubilant as they had more space to
spread themselves.
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Unluckily for me the other two were home most nights and never went on trips. From one year to the next
Hamid wouldn’t even visit his family who lived in Isfahan because he was busy practicing how to be a
husband, and Khashayar whose family was right here in Tehran had taken refuge with us just to write poems.
For most of this year—from the beginning until the fall—I was in Isfahan, and I hadn’t paid my share of
the rent, though I still considered this place as my home. (I had promised the other two I’d soon find a job
and pay off all my debts gradually.) Because I wanted to stay in Tehran no matter what happened, and I knew
there wasn't any other place that would have me in this city.
The night I had that dream, it was the middle of December, one week before the anniversary of my
father’s death. From the previous year until that night, both in Isfahan and in Tehran, I had dreamt of him
again and again.
But only once or twice could I remember what I had dreamt. I would remember all my dreams when I
woke up in the morning or when I jumped up from sleep in the middle of the night, but as the day wore on,
or if I went back to sleep again, I would forget them. The one thing I knew was that I dreamt of my father.
For a while now I had wanted to write these dreams down, but I was too lazy and didn’t do it. I wanted to
know what dreams I was having and why on earth I couldn’t get rid of the memory of him which was really
bothering me. When I wrote down all the things I remembered from my dreams and read them over a few
times, I remembered many other things and I really wanted to write them down too.
I walked very carefully, so that I wouldn’t wake anybody up, and got some more paper from the room. I sat
on the Polish chair, which was warm now, and started to write.
Both the light being on, and my annoying presence there, disturbed the nightly peace of the cockroaches in
the kitchen. At first they ran restlessly back and forth. But then they got to know me and started to climb up my
legs, to show me that if I sat there like a good boy and didn’t squash them underfoot they had no complaints. I
understood what they wanted to say and let them climb higher up and left them alone.
4
The first thing I remembered was something that had happened perhaps ten years ago.
It was early one morning and I was going towards the river with my father. A few times a week we left the
house early in the morning as if we were going to the public baths, but instead we would go to the river. My
father liked bathing in the river early in the morning, before sunrise. This would cheer him up. On our way to
the river he always recited these verses out loud—I don’t know whether he’d written them or someone else had:
To opium now I want to say my glad goodbyes
Each morning by the river I’ll go exercise.

Maybe my father used to smoke opium and had recited this poem from that time on. However I had never
seen him smoking opium. He only smoked cigarettes and drank alchohol. Sometimes intead of “by the river”,
he would say “in the gym”. But he usually said “by the river”. It might have orginally been “in the gym” and
as he went to the river, he had replaced “in the gym” with “by the river”.
My mother didn’t know we went to the river instead of to the public baths. She didn’t like us—my father
that is—bathing in the river. She used to say that's the kind of thing only brazen people do.
I remember once when they were having a furious argument, my mother used precisely this word,
“brazen”. She wanted to say that for someone of good standing like my father, who had once been the best
tailor in the city, it wasn’t right for him to get mixed up with worthless folks like that and bathe in the river
with them. My mother won that argument, and my father promised he would never go again.
She also said that this bathing was no good for his health. My father was a slightly built man, and he was
wiry and skinny. However he would splash about in the icy morning water like a lion, and not turn a hair.
My mother had never seen him bathing. When he got out of the river he didn’t shiver, nor was he in any
hurry to dry himself. He would roar like a lion—it seemed to me as if he were a lion with no mane, whose ribs
stuck sickeningly out of the white flesh of his chest. He would wave his arms up and down, spin round,
flourish indian clubs and do push ups. My mother hadn’t seen any of this. She used to say,
“What if one of your clients were to see you like that?”
She didn’t know that at that time of the morning there wasn’t a soul to be seen down by the water, and she
also didn’t know that my father no longer had the kind of clients she was thinking of. My father may not have
told her, but I knew my father didn’t have the kind of clients she was thinking of.
343

Ever since my childhood I had heard that my father was “the best tailor in the city”. But when, I didn’t
know. Maybe when my mother had married him, so she’d married him because of all those clients she talked
about, and because he was “the best tailor in the city.”
Not because it was him, because my father had nothing that my mother was attracted to. She disliked
everything about him. And it was strange that she had married such a person.
I never asked either of them how they’d met (and it was too late to ask now), but I think my mother or one
of her relatives (as I don’t even know whether my father ever made women’s clothes or not) was a customer of
his.
My mother considered herself to be from one of the more prominent families of the town. Her family was
one of those old extended families that lived in one of those old mansions with a vestibule and reception
rooms and private apartments and french-windows and I-don’t-know-what-windows and a thousand bits and
bobs and bells and whistles which was all falling down now and was divided between the heirs, and they all
lived together and the area was named after them (and still is to this day) and in those days when there were
no cars they were the only family that had a donkey and they would go everywhere with the donkey—(this
last bit of information my mother herself told me).
They were both old when they got married. My father was older. My mother was fat, but she was always
sick, because she was always getting angry with my father.
After me, they didn’t have any more children. Later I heard from my aunt that she wasted away and died
because she didn’t have another child.
I never visited any of my aunts or uncles or any of my mothers relatives (because they ignored my father
and me, not considering us worth their while to be bothered with). But I had heard that she went into a decline
because of my father. In any case everyone agreed that “she went into a decline and died.”
But there was no reason for her to go into a decline and die. My father was always very patient and
considerate towards her (although she was never considerate towards him).
He just used to drink spirits, and sometimes at night he would go to the river front with his friends. They
would spread out a little picnic and have fun in the moonlight or, if there was no moon, under the lights from
the municipal building, and then he would brawl and act tipsy on the way back home late at night.
Was it possible to be drunk and not act tipsy? Maybe for some, but not for my father. For him drunkenness
without a show of tipsy rowdiness wasn’t the real thing.
But he would go silent poor thing as soon as he got home—he’d put his head down and sleep like a log till
morning. And then it was my mother’s turn to brawl. And there was nothing more horrible and dangerous than a
woman brawling, and not out of drunkenness either. She used to say,
“What would happen if you were seen by one of the neighbours or your clients?” Poor woman, it was
because of these imaginary customers that she went into a decline and died.
For a long while there’d been very few customers, or at least real customers who would order a three piece
suit. There were very few people who wore suits. Most of them would only order a pair of trousers, or they
would bring some mending job for him to do. My father used to refuse to mend clothes at the beginning, but as
the business got worse, he had to do mending too.
He didn’t tell my mother that business was bad. He never told her anything, and that is why she didn’t have a
clue about anything. I never saw them talking to each other like two human beings. They were always either
crouching silent in different corners of the room, apparently sulking, or arguing and shouting at each other.
This is why I called them both poor things. I said it first about my father, because he was considerate towards
her. But my mother only knew how to grumble, to shout and argue.
My father wanted everything to be brushed under the carpet and over with. For example when there was a
dispute over bathing in the river first thing in the morning, my father gave in and said
“O.K. I won’t go bathing again, alright?”
And that was it. Then afterwards we’d leave early in the morning, as if to go to the public baths, and go
down to the river. However I didn’t bathe: I used to stand next to my father’s clothes and watch him. Maybe
that was the only reason he took me, not for guarding his clothes so that no one would take them—as there
wasn’t a soul to be seen by the river at that time of the morning. Just for me to watch him.
But it was me who went with my father, not him taking me with him. It was me who wanted to watch him.
Even if he wanted me to, I wanted it more than him. Although it was hard for me to get up so early morning to
go with him and when we were coming back, I used to wet my hair so my mother would think we had gone to
the public baths.
5
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But what I remembered that night, after I’d noted down the dream I’d had, wasn’t these things.
I remembered an autumn morning when I was thirteen or fourteen years old—I was in my last year of
middle school—and I was going towards the river with my father, and there, as we jumped down over the flood
barriers and started towards the water, we saw somebody was coming up from the water’s edge towards us with
a bag in his hand. It was obvious from a distance that he was a young man with broad shoulders. As he came
closer, my father said, “Good morning,” and at that moment I recognized him: it was Mr. Golchin, my 4 th grade
teacher.
My father didn’t know him. He just liked the look of him—because he seemed an athletic type who got up at
the crack of dawn, and you could tell from his wet hair and blue lips that he'd obviously been bathing, so he
said, “Good morning” to him. And I said,
“Hello, Mr. Golchin.” Both Golchin and my father looked at me in surprize. My father asked:
“Do you know this gentleman?” I said,
“He was my 4th grade teacher.” Golchin smiled. He lowered his head and asked,
“What’s your name?”
I told him my first name and surname. He nodded and shook my hand and said,
“Nice to meet you.”
Then he looked at our bag and asked my father if he wanted to bathe. My father said, “Yes.” Golchin said,
“This is a good place for bathing.” He’d tried all parts of the river and he’d come here today for the first time
and he'd realized that this was one of the best places on the river. My father said,
“I always come right here.” I can’t remember what Goichin said in reply. He might have said, “I try a new
place ever day.” Because from that day on we never saw him there again, although, as he put it, it was one of the
best places for bathing. As he was leaving he shook hands with my father, and my father said to him,
“Good luck to you, young man!” Then he asked me,
“Was that ass really your teacher?” I said,
“Yes.” He said,
“He didn’t look it.”
And it was true he didn’t look it. He looked like an athlete, a sportsman. When I was his pupil, instead of
going for a cup of tea in the break like other teachers, he would stay in the class and flex his biceps for the
pupils who gathered around his desk. Or during class he would talk about himself and his exploits. One of
the stories he used to tell went like this:
When they were building the big metal bridge, and the river water had been directed through a narrow
channel under the bridge, because the base of the bridge hadn’t been completed yet, he bet his mates that he
could dive from the bridge into the channel. The channel was at least eight meters deep and the water—
which was all the water of the river—rushed through it with great violence, and the channel was so narrow
and the bridge so high that there was also the danger that in diving from such a height he would hit his head
against the cement sides of the channel and ram his brains down his throat.
But our teacher had dived from that height and not only didn’t hit himself against anything but didn’t
drown either beause he was a great hero, and there was no-one to touch him in the whole town.
He’d also tell us how he had frequently saved the lives of people who were drowning in the river and how
he’d frequently got caught in the whirlpools and how he would bet with his mates that he could go down one
mouth of a double whirlpool, and come up out of the other. And he’d done it too. He was the only who had
been able to bring this off.
That day, after I saw him by the river, whilst I was going home and having breakfast, and going to the school
and my class room, I kept thinking what he would say when he saw me again. I said to myself the first thing he’ll
ask is sure to be whether I go in the river with my father or not. And if he asked me this, I would say of course I
do. My hair would obviously be dry by the time I got to school, as his would be too. The only evidence I’d been
bathing was that he had seen me by the river that same morning with my father, and he was clearly going for a
bathe.
When the bell sounded for the first break I dashed out and stood outside the 4 th grade classroom waiting to
see whether he would come out or not. Most of the pupils came out, and he came out too surrounded by a group
of them. I went forward and said in a loud voice, so that he could hear me above their noise,
“Hello!”
I said it so loudly that he heard. He turned his head and looked at me carefully, then nodded his head and gave
me a meaningless smile like the one he had given me by the river. He hadn’t recognized me in the morning and he
didn’t then either.
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The next evening after everybody had gone to bed, I took my pen and paper again and went into the
kitchen. I had to put the light on. The light shone through the glass at the top of the door, lighting up the room,
and it was possible this might wake them up.
This really worried me. I didn’t want Hamid or Khashayar to see me in this state—writing, that is—as they
hadn’t seen me like this so far, and they might laugh at me.
Although it wasn’t funny at all. I never laughed at Khashayar when he was writing something, and I tried
not to make any noise either.
But Hamid on the other hand, if he was in the house and Khashayar was in that state—writing, that is—he
would make as much noise as possible and make fun of him and not let him work. Sometimes he would argue
with him too. Their arguments were very funny, but I didn’t mind listening to them. For all his silliness,
Hamid sometimes said things that weren't so off the point.
But mostly he made fun of him, or he would say things which made him mad. For instance he would say,
“Why have you written rooster in this part of your poem instead of duck—what difference would it make if
you had written duck?” Or for example,
“Why have you written it’s roaring and not it’s boiling?” Khashayar would reply,
“Because I want to, because it is roaring and not boiling—because it’s a rooster and not a duck.” Then
Hamid would get the bit between his teeth and say,
“No, I am sure it’s boiling and that it’s a duck.” Khashayar would say,
“What do you know to be sure or not?” Hamid would say,
“What is it to you what I know?” Khashayar would puff out his chest and say,
“I am a poet.”
“Who said you are a poet?”
“Myself.”
“Right, then I’m a poet too.”
“Where are your poems?”
“I don’t write poems.”
“A poet who doesn’t write poems isn’t a poet.”
“And the same goes for someone who isn’t a poet and writes poems.”
“Who said I’m not a poet?”
“I say so.”
“Who are you?”
“I’m a poet who doesn’t write poems.”
“All the better if you don’t!”
“It would be better for you to admit that all this stuff you write is a lot of nonsense and not poems either.”
“I know these are poems.”
“And I know that whoever writes duck for rooster, and boiling for roaring is writing nonsense not poems.”
Fortunately Hamid was rarely in the house as he usually spent the whole day running after his future wife,
and only came home late at night to sleep. I was home most of the time, and as I wasn’t an argumentative
person Khashayar would sometimes read his poems for me.
Of course I didn’t understand a thing about his poems. I sometimes liked some of them and others not. But
I didn’t know why I liked or disliked them. And the explanations Khashayar gave didn’t make things any
plainer.
But I didn’t say anything. I liked the fact that he was so sure that what he was reading was poetry, and that
he was a poet, more than his poems. He hadn’t published any of his poems yet, although he had written a lot.
More than all his other poems, he wanted to publish his half finished narrative poem, which he was still
working on. According to him this was a major ambitious project which might take years and all his destiny
was bound up with it. If he could finish it the way he wanted to, he would consider himself to be a real man
otherwise he would be a poet just like all the other poets.
He intended to include the whole of Persian history, culture and even Persian geography—all the
mountains, rivers, roads and deserts of Iran—in this great long poem. The topic of this poem, according to
him, was the search for something from the past which had survived all the mishaps that had befallen Iran
throughout history and so managed to get itself to us in order that we too could pass it on to the next
generation.
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And what this thing actually was, he himself didn’t rightly know. He said he knew what it was, but he
couldn’t describe it in a few words or a few sentences or even in a poem or two. And this was why he was
writing such a huge narrative poem. The whole poem was being written for that thing. He used to say, if you
want to know what the thing is, you’ll have to read the whole poem.
7
My father didn’t drown, he died while working behind his sewing table in his shop. It was a year and half
after my mother had wasted away and died, and he was living alone, although my aunt used to come and see
him every so often and keep an eye on him.
My aunt said that he shouldn’t have been going into work for quite a while as he was so sick and weak that
he could hardly walk. However much my aunt had urged him to go and stay with them (at my aunt’s house)
until he got better, he wasn’t having it.
My aunt couldn’t leave her house and the life she had and move in with my father to nurse him. (Although
when he died, she regretted that she hadn’t done this.) My father was very stubborn; my aunt used to use this
word about him and she’d say,
“He killed your mother with his stubbornness.”
Right up to the last moment he had refused either to go to my aunt’s house or to stop working. He’d said to
my aunt,
“If I don’t go to work, I’ll waste away and die just like that woman.”
He too accepted that my mother had died of grief. But he never admitted it was because of him. He used to
say that she had done it to herself.
My father died while he was sitting at his sewing table with his head and hands on the table holding a pair of
scissors; his feet were on the floor. His body was so frail and light that it hadn’t slipped down to the floor.
Nobody knew he was dead for a couple of hours, because he’d neither customers nor anybody to call on him.
At noon when all the shop keepers nearby shut up shop to go for lunch the door to my father’s shop was
open, and when they come back from their lunch the door to his shop was still open. My father never had lunch
in his shop as there was nobody to cook for him and he didn’t know how to make lunch for himself. One of the
nearby shopkeepers became worried, pushed open the door and saw that he had fallen forward with his head and
hands on his sewing table.
I was working in a bookshop at the time. I’d found the job about three or four months before. They phoned
Hamid from Isfahan and gave him the news. As we didn’t have a phone at our house, and nobody knew where
I was working (because I was either jobless or would change jobs every now and then), if the people in
Isfahan wanted me urgently they would get in touch with Hamid at his office.
Hamid had come to Isfahan with me too, and he had met my father and knew him well. (He used to call on
him whenever he went to Isfahan.)
By the time we got to Isfahan my uncle and cousin had done all the necessary arrangements for the burial
and for the mourning ceremonies and all I had to do was go to the cemetery, and at the ceremony afterwards
stand by the door, put on a sad face and shake hands with everybody who came along and thank them for
coming. This in itself was difficult enough. And even if a man wasn’t upset about his father’s death, he would
get upset having to do all this and think that something terrible had happened.
My father himself didn’t believe in ceremonies like this. He had said again and again, that there was to be
no funeral ceremony when he died and that we weren’t to bother with all this silliness. He used to say that in
his whole life he had never attended any such mourning ceremony, and it was true that, as far as I had seen,
he had never been to any mourning ceremonies.
And he didn’t hold one for my mother either. My mother’s family held a big ceremony for her in the
Chahar Bagh Theological College and my father hadn’t even gone to that one. From our side of the family
only I and my aunt and her husband went.
Hamid went back to Tehran after the mourning ceromony was over. But at my aunt’s insistence I stayed
until the ceremony for the seventh evening after the burial. My aunt and uncle worked on me over the next
few days advising me that it was about time I thought of giving up the rootless, undisciplined life I was
leading and settled down. I told them that it so happened I’d found a very good job in Tehran a few months
before, and I wasn’t leading a rootless, undisciplined life at all.
However they meant that I should settle down in Isfahan and work in my father’s shop, which was mine
now. I didn’t have a clue about sewing, but it was possible to change the shop and start a new business there. The
347

shop was located in a very good place—it was in a very busy main street with lots of traffic—and it had a high
rental value.
This shop was the only thing my father owned. The house he had been living alone in for the past year and
half, and in which he’d lived with my mother before, was rented, so we moved his few belongings to my aunt’s
house during my stay in Isfahan. (My aunt emphasized that it was only “ temporarily, until you settle down”;
what I didn’t understand was that his belongings weren’t worth talking about, and I couldn’t at all see in what
way I wasn’t settled down.)
We gave the house back to the owner (who wanted the house for himself, and who had been pestering my
father about it for a long time, and now he was so pleased my father was dead he couldn’t help showing it.)
(It’s true that the rent had gone up so much and so often in the past 25 years compared to when my father had
rented this place, and that it was no place for an old tailor who didn’t have any customers and could hardly walk.
It was also true that he could have lived with my aunt, or even in his shop, at least for the past year and half, as
he was on his own. But he had grown fond of this house. Because it was near the river. And although he hadn’t
been able to go bathing lately, it was because of the river that he had stayed there. And that was why he couldn’t
part with the house.)
During the few days when I was at my aunt’s, I went around with my aunt’s son whom I had hardly seen
since I had come to Tehran (five years previously), and with my aunt’s daughter whom I had been in love with
ever since we were children; since she’d grown up she used to ignore me, even before I came to Tehran. This
time she didn’t ignore me at all, and in fact this was the reason I didn’t go back to Tehran with Hamid, and
why I listened to my aunt’s and uncle’s advice, even though I didn’t want to put it into practice.
It was because, unlike before, my cousin didn’t ignore me; she was very warm to me and was a completely
different girl (although she was still that same nice cousin of mine). She was more or less my age (her brother
was older), and we had been playmates from childhood. But girls grow up faster than boys, and from the time
she felt she was grown up she hadn’t paid any attention to me.
From the time that she no longer paid any attention to me, and I saw less of her—and if I saw her it was
from a long way off—I liked her more and thought of her more often. And when I came to Tehran I thought
about her and sent her a few letters from there, but none of them were answered.
Now I saw she had changed, and that she talked to me and didn’t veil her face when I was there (she
usually veiled her hair and face in the presence of the strangers at home) I was very excited and couldn’t
keep calm, and when I returned to Tehran I made her promise to write to me.
8
After being away for a week I got to the book shop late the next morning. The manager and the sales clerks
had all arrived and one other person whom I hadn’t seen before was behind the counter.
When I saw him I became weak at the knees and went hesitantly behind the counter and said hello to
everyone. No one welcomed me; reluctantly they said hello back.
I realized something was up. Before the manager said to the cashier “Give him his money”, I knew that I
had been sacked. The money they were giving me was the salary owed me from the beginning of the month
until the previous week, when I had gone to Isfahan. The manager said,
“Well then, you finally decided to leave this job?” I said,
“Who said so?”
“You did. Didn’t you complain about your salary?”
“Yes I did. But I didn’t want to leave my job.”
“Why did you leave then?”
“I said I’d go and be back in two or three days.”
“Two or three days, not ten days. You didn’t come back for ten days.”
“I told you I had something to do!”
“Yes. So you said. But you said, I’ll go for one or two days and then be back. After those one or two days were
over we were sure you’d decided not to come back, and we asked this gentleman (pointing to the new sales clerk)
to come and help us. Now tell me, what turned up that it took you so long? Have you found a new job?”
“My father had died. I went to Isfahan.”
The manager was struck dumb. He looked me up and down from head to foot; it was as if he wanted to see
whether I looked as though my father were dead or not. The sales clerks turned and looked at me too. The
manager said,
“Then why didn’t you tell me your father had died when you left?”
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“I thought it wasn’t necessary.” The manager said,
“It was too very necessary.”
He got up and beckoned me to go to the back of the shop, where there was a bathroom, and a storeroom
where they made tea. The manager had a hump on his back, and when he stood up he was shorter than when
he was sitting down. However he was very nimble and smart, and he quickly poured me a cup of tea and put
it on top of a pile of parcelled up books near the storeroom door. He was shorter than the pile of books, and
behind them he was completely hidden from the sales clerks' line of sight, but he glanced towards them,
showing he didn’t want anybody to hear him. He asked whether I was telling the truth that my father had
died. I said,
“Of course.” Again he asked why I hadn’t given him this reason for my absence, because if he had known
that my father had died, it wouldn’t have mattered how long I was absent, and it would have been impossible
that he’d have replaced me with anyone else. But it was too late now and he had got this boy and couldn’t
throw him out. Unless he didn’t do his job well or he made a mistake and he caught him red handed. If that
happened, he would certainly throw him out and let me know and I could go back to my old job.
I finished my tea while he was saying this and asking about the cause for my father’s death. Then I said
goodbye to everyone, including the new sales clerk, got my money and left.
I accepted that the manager was right. I should have told him that my father had died before I left. I had just
said,
“I have something to do for a day or two so I can’t come to work.”
Then when it went on he was right to give up on me. I had been arguing with him for a while, saying he
should raise my salary. Most of the few months I was there we were selling school books and were very busy.
There were so many customers we could hardly breathe. We were so confused we couldn’t see straight.
Everyone talked at the same time and each customer wanted to be on his way before the others, and nobody
thought about the poor sales clerks who had to work like donkeys from first thing in the morning till late at
night, often till midnight (so that all the new books which were brought up from the storage could be arranged on
the shelves for the next day) and got peanuts for a salary.
We had to find at high speed the different books that customers asked for, pack them at high speed and add up
all the different prices of the books at high speed. The possibility of an error was great.
And in the midst of this rush the humpbacked manager would raise his head from the edge of the counter and
check your arithmetic, and God help you if you had made a mistake. He would make fun of you, and never trust
you to add up again. He would add up instead of you and generally get in your hair and not let you get on with
your work.
He was certainly going to do the same thing to the new sales clerk too. If he wanted to find an error, he could
find one easily, especially from a newcomer. He frequently found errors I’d made, even though I was very
careful.
But it was busy in those days, not like now. The season for school books was over, the sales clerks were not
so busy, and there was less possibility of making an error. Now the book shop looked good, now that I wasn’t
there.
It was my own fault that I hadn’t told them about my father’s death. Someone’s father dies and he says
nothing about it? When I said my father had died, the manager got such an expression on his face! As if
something important had happened.
When one loses one’s father, one becomes very important in others’ eyes. Before my father’s death, even my
cousin didn’t take any account of me.
9
Three weeks after I got back to Tehran I received the first letter from my cousin. She wrote that she loved
me, that she had loved me since childhood, and also that since I had come to Tehran she had been thinking
about me all the time, but she hadn’t had an opportunity to tell me how much she loved me—when I went to
Isfahan for my fathers funeral she had wanted to tell me, but her brother was there wherever we went and
there’d been no opportunity. Also recently she didn’t know how I felt about her—God forbid I wasn’t
thinking about these things at all. Now she had thrown caution to the winds and told me all these things
which were hard to talk about and she asked me, if I didn’t love her, not to mention to her father and mother
that she’d written a letter like this, but if I did, I should let her know as soon as possible so she would know
where she stood.
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I liked the honesty and simplicity of the letter, and I decided to write her an answer. But it wasn’t long
before the fortieth day after my father’s death, and if I wanted to go to Isfahan for that I would get there
before my letter did. And besides, after all those unanswered letters from a few years ago, I wasn’t sure
whether in my aunt’s and her husband’s eyes my writing to my cousin would be a good thing or not.
Up to the last minute I wasn’t sure whether to go to Isfahan or not. My father was against even the funeral
ceremony, never mind the ceremonies of the seventh and fortieth days. And I didn’t want to do anything
against his wishes—especially now as he was dead.
But to see my cousin, and since I was out of work too, I went. Naturally I went to my aunt[s house and
stayed there overnight too. And at a suitable opportunity I managed to let my cousin know that I’d read her
letter and loved her too.
Everything was done very fast, faster than we could ever have imagined. My cousin let me know that I was
to do whatever I wanted, because there was someone who wanted to marry her and her parents had agreed and
they were ready to marry her off to him. This is a trick often used by girls who want to get married—I know
this. And I knew it when I was doing all that. But I did it anyway: on my next trip, which was about ten or
twelve days after the fortieth day ceremony, I went to Isfahan and formally asked my aunt and uncle for their
daughters hand. At first they were unsure (as I had nothing and was without a job) and then, on condition that I
set my father’s shop on its feet and started working, they agreed to our marriage.
We got married quietly (as it was only seventy days after my father’s death) on the day before the Persian
New Year, and we came to Tehran for our honeymoon on the first day of the New Year. Hamid usually went to
Isfahan every year for the New Year, and Khashayar spent a week with his parents out of courtesy to us, as
this not only made his parents happy, but us too as we wanted to savor being alone during the first days of our
married life.
At first I thought one week was very little for us to be alone together, but I got bored in the first one or two
days and wanted to go back as soon as possible. On the first and second day we were hardly at home. My wife
wanted to go shopping just like all provincial women who come to Tehran. As she didn’t know the city, I had
to go with her.
But still, it was better to go from shop to shop than to stay at home. Nevertheless it was me who had had
enough of going from one shop to another by the second day and said,
“That’s enough shopping.”
We stayed home on the third day and the days that followed, until the end of the week. My wife was a good
cook (she was good at sewing too) so our meals were always ready. She didn’t talk much either. During those
days I kept myself busy with Khashayar’s books and tried to show myself as happy and optimistic. Because,
when all was said and done, it was the beginning of our life together and if a man wasn’t optimistic during his
honeymoon, when would he be?
However, I much prefered those days when I’d been all alone in the house, and had had neither lunch nor
supper, to these first days of my married life when I had to force myself to smile, to laugh and to play the part
of a happy man.
My wife was a self-controlled person, and although in the first few days she felt that I was not a good
husband, she didn’t let it show. It was as though she had decided to make a go of it no matter how bad I was.
People said she was pretty. I thought so too until we got married. But precisely from the day we married I
saw that she wasn’t pretty any more. Other women were much prettier than she was.
But it wasn’t because I thought she was pretty that I had married her in such a hurry. It was because I’d
wanted them to give her to me since I had been a child. And from the time she had started to ignore me, I
couldn’t believe they would give her to me. And when I saw they were giving her to me so easily, how could
I not take her?
She suffered from the noise of the traffic that passed outside our window day and night. She used to ask me
how I could live with all that noise. She never said,
“Let’s get out of Tehran and live in Isfahan.” She only complained about the smoke and confusion and noise in
Tehran. She never said,
“Let’s go and start our tailoring business.” She would say,
“Is this dress pretty?” I’d say,
“Yes. It’s very pretty.” She’d say,
“Can you guess how much it cost me?” I’d say,
“I don’t know.” She’d say,
“Just say a price.”
I’d say a price. I’d say a high price, as I knew that was what she wanted.
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Then she’d say a low price. I would show surprise, as I knew that was what she wanted.
Then she would say it was so cheap because she had made it herself. I would show surprise again—more
than before. And I’d ask,
“Are you serious?”
She was serious. And then I’d say,
“What a good seamstress you are!”
And that was exactly what she wanted. The whole conversation was for that one sentence. It was because
she didn’t want to say, simply and openly,
“Let’s go and start our tailoring buisness, and I’ll work there in your father’s place, we’ll sew women’s
clothes instead of men’s, and in this way what a nice life we’ll have.” …
12.115 I Came To Have Tea With My Daughter\fn{by Shiva Arastuyi (196113

)} Tehran, Tehran Province,

Iran (F)

It was two years after our divorce. I was sitting in Mehran’s office. Mehran was behind his desk and I was in
the armchair. I was telling him,
“You used to say I was not a good actress.”
The screen- play was on the desk. Until then, I had never seen Mehran in his office. At home he used to lie on
the sofa, in his pajamas, his hand under his head, and he would fall asleep before I got to him from the kitchen.
Between you and me, he was right. I was not a good actress. If I had been, I would have let him sleep till morning.
If I had been a good actress, I wouldn’t have gone and caressed his bald head so much, and put a pillow under his
head, and covered him with a blanket, and kept the food warm in the oven so that whenever he woke up and said
“I am hungry” I could set it in front of him and he could scarf it down and go on writing his useless screenplays.
He said,
“You are successful only if you play Leyli.”\fn{ A note reads: Reference to the story of Leyli va Majnun; she is one of the
legendary figures in Persian literature who symbolize devotion to love .} I said,
“Cut! For which Majnun?\fn{I.e., Leyli or her male counterpoint.} Aren’t you the optimistic one!”
He looked at me as though he had found a Majnun. I am sure he had told him that he is successful only in the
role of Majnun. I wanted to tell him that if he thought I would be a good Leyli, then why did he leave me? One
doesn’t walk out on Leyli. It seemed that from the look on my face he understood what I wanted to say. As
always. He began,
“There are many men who would enjoy Leyli-like women. I am not like that.” I said,
“There are many women who would enjoy philosopher-like men. I am not like that.” He said,
“One must have ‘existence’ to be a philosopher.” I said,
“How about being Majnun?” He said,
“You have only a Leyli-like existence.”
Does that mean he has the existence of a philosopher and a Majnun, not to mention a whole bunch of other
existences?
Ha! He thinks he majored in women. When I read his screenplay I realized he was dead wrong! It was the first
time I read his screen- play. I haven’t seen any of his movies. He never took me on the set. He never took me
anywhere. On the last day, I stood in front of him and said that I wanted to be a film actress. He gave me one of
his malicious laughs and said,
“You want to register your face in history?”
I thought it would be nice to turn his own response against him. But I was not a philosopher. Somehow, in a
clumsy way, I exaggerated the idea of his being an artist and I asked him why he didn’t understand that I like
being an actress, and I went on about the love of acting and such like nonsense.
While I was talking he was looking at me as the wise man would look at the fool; finally he said that what he
understood perfectly well was that I was not a good actress. He went on to say that I lacked the skill to present
myself as beautiful. He said that I didn’t know how to walk properly, let alone try to act and imitate others. He
said one word over and over; I don’t remember it. He kept saying that I don’t have “that.” He said something else
I do remember well:
“Your beauty has no feeling.”\fn{ As a modern American punk-rock star points out in one of his song lyrics: “There’s no sex in
your violence.”} He said nobody would come and invest a lot of time and money just to show me. It was at this point
that I blew up and said,
“Shut up!”
Very coldly and calmly he said,
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“That does it! Do you understand, my dear? A woman who tells me ‘shut up’ should get the hell out of here.
Go to hell and do whatever you want.”
He then left the house.
I didn’t know which hell I was supposed to go to. I got scared. Wherever I looked, I didn’t see any trace of
Mehran. As if Mehran had never lived in this house. Nothing of him, not even a pair of pants or a sock could be
found in the house. When I went into the kitchen, I saw it had become like me. I was amazed at the cleanness and
order of the kitchen, as if it was the first time I was seeing it like that. In the dish rack there was one plate, one
spoon; one glass, one cup, and one saucer, all washed. Of all the chairs around the kitchen table, there was only
one that had been pulled back. There was a small pot on the stove and one small basket of fruit on the table. The
small copper kettle was boiling on the burner. The stove was so clean that it shone. The flowered tiles of the
kitchen seemed to be consoling me. How often I had scrubbed them! The checked curtain of the kitchen was
standing kindly\fn{Politely is meant.} behind the window, as if it was on guard. The refrigerator seemed to be
smiling at me and was offering me cold water. Even the red basket of onions and potatoes had become redder. Oh,
you don’t know, Parvaneh, that day I wanted to pick up a watering can and water the rug’s flowers. Believe me,
only a few minutes after he left I became a poet. It was not time for my period, but I started bleeding, and I was
thrilled that my uterus walls had not been prepared to accept Mehran’s seed and had collapsed. I am writing all
this for you so that you know, and if one day you come back to Iran you won’t question me. I did not even know
that I could, one day, sit and write to you. Wait, Parvaneh. I want to fix myself a cup of tea of a pretty color and
then write you the rest.
Since that day, I didn’t see Mehran until the divorce court and then in his office. Listen. I had never enjoyed
The Blue Danube so much! Mehran used to say,
“You have no ear for music.”
He was right. He had cut off my ear, the same night that the film crew was invited to dinner at our place. They
had decided to start a new movie. Mehran had never invited anyone home. They used to go to the restaurant, and
at the end of the evening Mehran used to come home and sit at the dining table and write his nonsense.
He was right. I was not a good actress. I thought I had married a philosopher who preferred writing to being
next to me. I thought I was a low, illiterate woman who liked to be looked at by her husband. A philosopher’s wife
fixes tea for her man all day long, and watches her husband when he writes, and empties his ashtray. He was right,
I was not a good actress. Because I really had shut up, and I didn’t want anything from God. In fact, if I were a
good actress, that night after the guests left, I would have pretended that nothing had happened. It is true that
Mehran had touched the shoulder of that actress and kept flirting with her, but so what. An actress, especially if
she is the wife of a philosopher, understands pretty well that there is a friendly and humane relationship between a
director and his crew. Stupid people cannot understand that. I should not have thought that Mehran put his hand
around the shoulders of that actress on purpose, or that that poor woman took Mehran’s hand and laughed on
purpose. But they didn’t have to think that I poured all that salt in the salad on purpose. I had taken the saltshaker
in my hand and was shaking it on the salad in order to not to hear anything. But it was useless. The actress spoke
to me only when she liked the taste of a dish. From Mehran’s description, I understood that she had a very
difficult role to play in Mehran’s movie. But it was obvious from her demeanor that she could not. The producer
told Mehran,
“I bet your own wife could act much better as a blind woman.” Mehran was screaming,
“Do you think that when two jackass producers said something nice about you …” and then one side of my
face felt empty and my voice saying “Ow!” filled my head.
I fell on the table, on the ashtrays full of cigarette butts. The ash and dust went into my nose. I wasn’t a good
actress. If I were, I wouldn’t take his hand and I wouldn’t kiss it and I wouldn’t place it on my slapped face to
soothe the pain. If I were a good actress, I would have pounded all the ashtrays on his head, and I would have
forced all those cigarette butts into his nose so that he would have choked. Parvaneh, if Mehran knew that I would
not stay at your place, he would not have brought his guests to the house. If I were a good actress I would have
pretended that nothing had happened so that Mehran would not take his guests to other places. In fact if I were a
good actress I would have continued to be a pimp for Mehran and his guests.
You know, Parvaneh, I really had no ear for music. My eardrum was torn that very night. The doctor said,
“It will heal by itself; just be careful that water does not get into it.”
How can water get into a slapped ear? Oh, I have never enjoyed The Blue Danube so much. Listen! It seems
that the eardrum has healed. I am going to pour myself the tea.
This tea tastes like your teas, Parvaneh. Those teas that you said should attain their full flavor in order to
become real tea. Do you remember? First, you would put the empty teapot on the samovar to warm it up and then
you would mix tea with ground cardamom and orange blossom, and only you knew the proportions. And then you
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would pour it all in the heated pot. Then, you would pour a little bit of the boiling water of the samovar on the
mixture just to make it wet, and then you would put it on the samovar to allow the tea to draw. You would put the
beautiful teapot cover that you had sewed yourself on the pot so that the tea really drew. Oh, how much I loved
the sound of pouring tea in those fat and clean teacups—how wonderful was your looking at the tea that you had
brought into life!
When you were drinking the tea, sip by sip, you were looking somewhere, as if you were talkiing to someone.
When the smell of your tea filled the house, I used to sit next to you and then I kept talking. I was beginning to
chatter and you would shake the one leg that was hurting you and you would move around on the floor. You took
care to pour me another tea as soon as my teacup was empty. You used to say that anything sweet is wonderful
with tea, except sugar cubes. You liked to have your tea with raisins, dried figs, dates, dried sweet berries, and
such. There were always things like that on the tea table, on the small steel or crystal plates. When you were
drinking you liked everything around you to be clean and orderly and you didn’t want to rush. And when we were
having tea you liked me to tell you about everything. You said you liked me to talk to you while you were looking
at my white fingers and long nails as I was drumming them on the table. Because while talking I used to drum on
the teacups, waiting for you to say something.
It was during my senior year at the university when, one afternoon while we were having tea, I told you about
Mehran; that I had fallen in love with him and that I would like to become his wife. That day, when I had broken
off what I was saying and was drumming on the teacups so you would say something, you didn’t say anything.
You were drinking your tea sip by sip and were looking somewhere else. I was in such a mood that the rug, on
which we were sitting while we were talking about Mehran, seemed to me like King Salamon’s\fn{ Solomon.}
flying carpet. The same rug that you used to sit on on one corner, busy sewing, while I was studying on another
corner.
I was saying that Thursday is my friend’s birthday. I was showing you a style in Burda magazine and I asked
you to make that for me. When I would bring the cloth you would ask which day of the week it was. Then you
would say the cloth should be cut on Wednesday, sewn on Thursday, and worn on Friday. I would laugh. I would
say that from now on I would tell kids to be born on Fridays. You would say that on Fridays one should not touch
the cloth with scissors, because it would be jinxed and would never be finished. By the way, Parvaneh, why did
you let us get married on a Friday? When did you sew my wedding dress? Oh, how much you cried! Mehran, to
whom I had talked a lot about you, was whispering in my ear,
“It seems that Parvaneh doesn’t want her cocoon to fly away!”
I was looking at you. Stupid me! I didn’t want to spoil the makeup on my eyes, so I was holding back my tears.
And Mehran was whispering under my ear:\fn{A note reads: Part of a famous poem by Forugh Farrokhzad.}
It seemed that my mother had cried that night
The night I became the bride of acacia branches.

Later on when you would see me you used to say,
“He stole your heart with these airs and graces.” And I used to say,
“Dear Parvaneh, I wasn’t stupid!” And you used to say,
“Well, I think you were! Forugh Farrokhzad herself was not as stupid as you are!”
And I was in the kitchen mixing those poems with the rice, or placing them on the skewer and barbecuing
them on the stove.
“All my existence, all my existence” I used to say, and I didn’t know whose existence Mehran was turning into
a movie. Dear Parvaneh, I had never read any of his screenplays but I was sure at that time he wanted to make a
movie of my existence. Get up, Parvaneh. Pour me a cup of tea so that I can tell you about it. I wish Shahab were
here to sing for us:\fn{A note reads: The Persian original is actually a funny poem.}
Pari, listen to me
Get up and start the samovar!

Don’t tell Shahab anything now. I am going to write him myself. No, I’ll call him. No, I don’t have money. Tell
him to spend a few of those dollars he is taking from Imperialists on me and call me. I am sure he would ask
about Mehran first. In the past two years I have always said,
“We are fine.”
“Are you good with each other?”
“Oh, wonderful!”
“Well, thank God!”
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You know, Parvaneh, I was not that wrong. Since Mehran and I have separated, we are good. I know you are so
wonderful that you don’t ask why I haven’t told you or Shahab anything in the past two years. Well, you weren’t
here, so the sound of your pouring tea in the cup would spread through the house and I would start talking. That
day, in Mehran’s office, as soon as he said that he wanted me to act in his new movie, that sound, the sound of
your pouring tea, turned in my head. The smell of cardamom and the orange flower essence filled my nose and I
had the craving to talk to you. The concierge brought two glasses of boiling water and two tea bags with four
sugar cubes. The same kind that you don’t like. I didn’t touch them. I remembered how much you cried on the
wedding night. You were not saying anything. You were smiling at everyone. But tears were coming down. The
women were saying,
“These are tears of joy!”
“Mother and daughter are friends. Since the father died they have clung to each other.”
I was sitting next to Mehran. Above my head, the women were whispering. They thought that since I put on a
lot of makeup and my head was so wrapped up in lace, I couldn’t hear them.
“She managed to raise her daughter with a sewing machine. She is right.”
The sound of the sewing machine was mixed with the master of ceremonies’ voice. I wish when I went to pick
flowers I had never come back. The master of ceremonies said,
“Dear bride, may I be your representative?”\fn{ A note reads: This is part of a traditional Iranian marriage ceremony when
the master of ceremonies asks the bride to allow him to represent her in completing the marriage contract. According to tradition, the bride
should wait for the master of ceremonies to repeat his question three times before she answers .}

I was next to Mehran, quite present. But the women said,
“The bride has gone to pick flowers.”
When I picked the flowers, the master of ceremonies repeated,
“Dear and respected … bride …
I was going to give him the “yes,” but the women said,
“The bride is making a bouquet out of the flowers.”
When I made the bouquet, Mehran’s hand was in mine. I pressed it and said “Yes.” And the petals of the
flowers out of which I had made a bouquet fell on my head. I felt a constriction in my heart. Women who go to
weddings do not know anything other than tearing the petals off the flowers. You know, Parvaneh, whatever is
happening to me is because of these women who go to weddings. They are all alike. They are all actors. I don’t
know who invites them. Wherever there is a wedding they appear. They come to take the flowers that the poor
bride has picked and has made into a bouquet, and rip the petals off, and strike her head with them. I wish I had
never gone to pick flowers. Damn all gladiolas! Have you ever seen such a rough, ugly flower, Parvaneh? It
reminds me of the wedding women. They all wear similar clothes, put on similar makeup; they dance like each
other and they eat like each other. Ah, damn all gladiolas. Maybe if I had picked carnations or narcissi or even red
flowers …
Mehran used to say, “A red flower is a red flower, is a red flower.”\fn{ A la Gertrude Stein (1874-1946), American
writer, whose experiments with prose were frequently misunderstood and erroneously construed as meaningless .}
And I would say, “Don’t cheat, Mr. Gertrude Stein! We have been at the university, too.”
But he would keep his composure. He would whistle and walk, and, very cool, would say,
“Therefore the red flower is not a red flower. No, red flower …”
Dear Parvaneh, at the university, girls were taught to marry philosophers.
The first day of shooting, the red flower was not really a red flower. The setting, arranged by Mehran, was the
wedding room. He had told me to put on the wedding dress and sit next to Ali. The wedding women, the
gladiolas, everything was ready so that the red flower wouldn’t be a red flower. Although Ali and I had practiced
so that it would be. Mehran wanted the red flower to be a red flower at any price. Mehran had told me to not look
up and to softly say the “Yes.” I said it, and this time the petals of the flowers I had not picked and of which I had
not made a bouquet were ripped apart and thrown on my head. The frightening sound of the wedding women was
heard. I couldn’t hear the sound of your sewing machine, Parvaneh. But I had read the screenplay attentively and I
had practiced so that I wouldn’t be afraid. Mehran had told me to smile at Ali when he takes the bridal veil off my
face, “one of those smiles that he loved and that would drive people crazy.” He had also taught Ali how to look at
me.
Ali was the best actor. Everybody knew him. He had practiced a lot in order to, as he put it, revivify his
passionate tone. He looked at me and whispered,
“So much beauty, for my eyes only!”
Ali was talking and Mehran came toward me with the camera. But I was the worst actress. I smiled for no
reason and told Ali,
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“Thank you!”
Mehran yelled,
“Cut! We don’t have any ‘Thank you,’ Ms. Shahrzad!”
They all laughed. I wish Shahab had been there to joke with me a bit!
They started shooting again. Ali said,
“So much beauty, for my eyes only!”
And this time he said it much better than the previous time. Exactly as Mehran had taught him, too. In fact, he
was like Mehran. So I forgot that this is just acting. I stared at Ali/Mehran. I didn’t act. I said,
“For you.”
Mehran yelled, “We don’t have ‘For you,’ Ms. Shahrzad.” Ali said,
“Why not? It is very beautiful. It is much better than ‘I have always been waiting for this moment.’”
Mehran said, “O.K. We’ll continue.” And said, “Action!”
Ali picked up the ring box and put the ring on my finger. The sound of the wedding women was heard. It was
my turn, Parvaneh. I had practiced so that I wouldn’t panic. I turned the ring around on Ali’s finger and moved it
down. I kept my fingers on the ring. I didn’t act. I looked at him. My face was burning. Mehran said,
“That was excellent. Cut!”
They cleaned the table. People went about their business. We took off the rings and put them away. Mehran’s
voice was heard everywhere. Ali went to the locker room.\fn{ Dressing-room must be meant, here and, in this context,
elsewhere.} No one was paying attention to me. I was sitting on the stool with the wedding dress, looking at the
badly proportioned body of Mehran, who was moving about.
The next set was the living room. I went to the locker room and changed and came back. Ali was looking at the
armchair that I was supposed to sit on and was practicing his lines.
I said, “Are you talking to the armchair?”
He said, “In a way.”
And then, he turned toward me and said, “You were excellent, wonderful!”
The commotion of the wedding women was heard. Shooting began. Mehran said, “Action!”
I was sitting in the same armchair and knitting and Ali was fac-ing me, watching me and playing with a ball of
wool. I said,
“Don’t you ever get tired of watching me so much?”
“Do you get tired?”
“I get embarrassed.”
“My poor pullover!”
“I would never lose your hands.”
“I should have become a painter, Leyli.”
“Eh, why? You can draw on a computer and that is just fine!”
“A computer cannot draw such a beautiful Leyli.”
Hell! I don’t know what that lunatic Mehran thinks I …
Leyli said, “You have mistaken me for someone else, I swear.”
Ali said, “Leyli, in the eyes of Majnun …”
I said, “Get up, Majnun. We didn’t sleep last night either. If I don’t sleep I’ll get old.”
We got up and Mehran said, “Cut!” Mehran yelled, “Camera! Action!”
I began walking. I was rubbing my hands together and was walking in the salon. I looked at the clock. It was
one hour after midnight. I went in front of the mirror. I returned. I waited for a moment and looked at the desk,
which was in the corner of the set. Ali was supposed to be a poet as well, with an unfinished poem on the desk. I
looked at the clothes stand; a piece of casual men’s wear was hanging from it. I also looked at the men’s slippers
that were placed next to the armchair. I went and opened the door of the bathroom and looked at the toothbrushes.
From now on I had to walk faster. I went and pulled open the drawer in front of the mirror and stared at the things
inside. Then I closed it fast and went into the bedroom. I stared at the double bed. I went and opened the closet
and began looking at the men’s clothes, one by one. Leyli was supposed to take out the men’s shoes from their
boxes, one by one, and look at them. Leyli was supposed to stare like crazy at a man’s briefcase that was at the
corner of the setting. I gazed at the bag and murmured,
“His socks …” Leyli was looking for her Majnun’s socks and I was thinking about Mehran’s socks. He used to
throw them away as soon as there was a hole in them. I used to tell him, “Let me sew them.” He used to say,
“Torn socks are not to be mended; they should be thrown away.”
Leyli murmured, “No! His name!” I would ask Mehran,
“Why do people call me by your last name but you are not called by mine?” Mehran would say,
355

“Is this all you have learned from women’s rights?”
Dear Parvaneh, do you remember what you said? You said,
“No, you have also learned all the poems of Forugh Farrokhzad.”
All my existence … all my existence … Leyli was supposed to jump toward the table next to the bed, open one
of the drawers and pull out Majnun’s birth certificate, flip through two or three pages, and then stop on a page and
stare at it for a while and then say,
“Then he? Where is he?”
I was not acting, Parvaneh. I was Leyli. I was supposed to calm down once the bell rang. And then I had to say,
“He has forgotten to take the key again.”
Slowly I put the birth certificate back in the drawer. I went and pressed the buzzer key and came back to the
bedroom. Behind the door, I sat on the edge of the bed. Ali was supposed to come in and look at me, puzzled. I
felt Ali’s look on the back of my neck. I said, slowly,
“Which one of your poems did you read tonight?”
“The Leyli one.”
“Why didn’t you take her herself?” One does not take Leyli all over the place. She is too precious.
“But the poem …”
“Majnun! You were here.”
Ali said, “I am your Majnun!”\fn{ A note reads: In Persian this line would also mean “I am crazy about you” because the word
Majnun means crazy.} And laughed and came to embrace Leyli. But I stood up, quick and nervous. I went and took
out a set of men’s clothes from the closet. Ali was supposed, once more, to look at me, puzzled. I took the clothes
and went toward the clock. I stood there and looked at the clock; it was past 2 A.M. Then I went and picked up the
pair of men’s shoes as well. Ali was supposed to follow me in a daze. I also picked up a pair of men’s socks, and
then stood in front of the clock with the clothes and shoes and socks and stretched my hands toward it. 1 told the
clock,
“Here he is! He came!”
Ali wanted to say something. I didn’t let him. I went and took a set of men’s underwear. I took it in my other
hand and went toward the clock. I showed it to the clock and said,
“He is always here! He!”
Ali yelled, “Have you gone mad?” He had come next to me. I turned and pushed him away. I went and placed
the clothes on top of each other, on the bed, in a very orderly fashion: first the underwear, then the shirt and jacket
and pants; part of the pants fell off the bed and onto the floor. I placed the socks under the pants legs and put the
shoes on the top of the socks. Ali was supposed to feel pity and come near me and take my hands and raise me up
from the floor. But as soon as he came close I made a few moves and pushed him away. I looked at the clothes
and said,
“Take me in your arms! I feel sleepy!”
Ali sat next to me, on his knees, pounded his fists on his thighs and yelled,
“Enough of this stupid game!”
Louder than Ali, I yelled at the clothes,
“Take me in your arms! 1 feel sleepy!”
Ali picked the clothes up, one by one, and threw them all around the room. I was running after them and
picking them up and taking them in my arms, saying,
“Take me in your arms! 1 feel sleepy!”
Dumbfounded, Ali said, “Leyli, I am here, myself. Why are you doing that?”
I turned to Ali. I saw him for the fIrst time. Can you believe that, Parvaneh? Until that moment I hadn’t seen
him. I didn’t know what he looked like. I looked, and realized he was not Mehran. His voice, his tone, the way he
said, “I am here, myself!” His black eyebrows and pupils the color of coal and the line that this coal was
stretching toward my eyes. I looked at him for a while. Mehran was following the scene worriedly, waiting for me
to continue. But I was standing motionless, stupid, and could not continue. Mehran yelled, “Cut!”
I came to myself. Mehran said,
“Ms. Shahrzad, the real fight begins just now. Have you forgotten the lines?”
I turned toward Mehran. I didn’t know him. He was looking at me like an enemy. I didn’t know him. I realized
that two years ago—no, that very moment—I separated from him. You know, Parvaneh? I saw that I didn’t even
hate him anymore. I didn’t know him at all. I kept looking at him and said,
“No, I haven’t forgotten anything.”
He said, “Good! Look at Ali, the way you are looking at me, and say the rest of the lines!”
I turned towardAli and said, “I can’t.”
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The teas you used to make were always delicious, even when they were cold. Sometimes I would talk so much
that the tea would get cold. You would say,
“It got cold!”
Now I always drink hot tea. I don’t speak; my tea doesn’t get cold. The second tea has gotten cold, next to the
pages that I am writing for you. You call from America and say,
“Don’t stay alone, my dear. Anytime you feel depressed, leave Mehran alone for a while and come and stay
with us for a while. Just tell Shahab; he will arrange it.”
Dear Parvaneh, don’t send me vitamins and aspirins anymore. I am going to send you orange blossom. I heard
you pouring tea, from here. My eardrum has healed. My ears are filled with cardamom and orange blossom.
Mehran said, “Shahrzad, don’t you listen? Hello? Are you still on the phone?”
I said, “This phone that you placed in my hand, Mehran …”
“Well, ma’am, you too are becoming a philosopher!”
“Let me do my own act in the movie.”
“As soon as a couple of people say something nice about you …”
“I am not going to act at all.”
“Go to hell!” And he hit the receiver on the cradle. My eardrum cracked.
Ali said, “Hello! Ms. Shahrzad?”
My eardrum was the leaf of orange blossom. I said, “I can’t.”
“I am going to come over there, right now.”
And the receiver slept over the leaf of orange blossom.
I had not finished my prayers yet. Ali had said, “Pray for ungrateful creatures like us!”
While I was folding my prayer chador,\fn{ A note reads: A woman’s outdoor—and on occasion indoor—wrap, covering her
whole body.} I said, “Thank you, God.”
I went to the closet. Do you remember, dear Parvaneh, what a beautiful pink dress you had made for me? I still
have it. It brings me luck. The day that Mehran left me I had it on. Mehran said,
“What is this? Pink does not become you at all!” And also that day that your hands were destroyed …
I put on the pink dress and went to the kitchen. My soup was boiling in my small pot. Mehran used to say,
“Stay alone! Keep eating soup and salad and read Forugh’s poems until you dry up!”
All my existence … all my existence …
Parvaneh, he forgot to mention Yoga. Shahab used to pass his fingers through my hair and say,
“Yogi, are you all right?” Mehran always said,
“Again you have put your head where your feet are supposed to be! Instead of these things, think a little bit!”
But when I saw one scene of the movie he had brought home, I went to the bathroom and threw up. Mehran
said,
“Damn! What was I thinking! You know nothing about aesthetics. You don’t understand at all.”
I understood, and I threw up. I was still throwing up until the following day when I came to see you. I couldn’t
look at myself in the store windows. When I got there, I ran to the bathroom and threw up. You said,
“You got pregnant so soon?”
I yelled from the bathroom,
“Get the tea ready, dear Parvaneh!”
The Blue Danube feels so good, like the sound of pouring tea into your teacups with handles. The eardrum
does not tear, dear Parvaneh. You poured the tea and I talked and I cried like a baby. I asked,
“Why did Mehran show me that movie? Because he wanted to say, ‘We men are alike’?”
You poured yourself tea and softly said,
“No. He showed you the movie because he wanted to say you are all alike!”
I ran to the bathroom and began to throw up. Mehran was pouring himself a glass of vodka and was saying,
“Stupid, I wanted to open your eyes and ears to new things. You don’t know anything about the bed culture!”
You said, “Is this called culture to bring a bunch of strange jackasses home and show them to your wife?”
Parvaneh, I think I finally understood something about aesthetics. It means the loud moaning of a bunch of
beautiful male and female dogs. The beats of our hearts apparently did not have any beauty.
It took me a while to realize that men are all naked and do not like that beautiful pink dress on me. I put on that
loose, long pink dress and went to the mirror. I took my pink lipstick from the drawer and put it on, twice. I drew
a fading line around my lips and then they became the same innocent lips that you liked.
You said, “Whoever said your lips are voluptuous is a stupid ass! Such innocent lips!”
Mehran used to say, “Mothers like to think that their daughters are innocent. She is jealous of me.”
I was saying in a poetic tone, “I wish the rough face of my father would rub my cheek again …”
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Shahab would say, “Give me a kiss; that would make me feel better!”
I lowered the heat under the soup. In a small bowl, I diced tomato, cucumber, and lettuce. I poured some lemon
juice and olive oil on it. I laid two plates for soup and one small basket of bread on the kitchen table, and waited.
If Shahab were there he would say, “The Feather, by Matisson!” But Ali had already eaten his dinner. I could hear
Mehran’s voice through the wall: “Leave these things for the cat—let’s go and have chelokabab!”\fn{ A note reads: A
famous Iranian dish made with barbecued meat and rice.}
“Since when have cats become vegetarians?”
“Since the time that the amount of leftover meats in the garbage has increased; the cats’ cholesterol has gone
up!”
I went to the kitchen to pour Ali a cup of tea. I heard Mehran’s voice through the wall:
“Wow, finally, you left the mirror alone!”
Tray in hand, I was in the living room. I said, “Be quiet!”
Ali said, “Who are you talking to?”
“Ah! To the cat!”
“Do you keep a cat at home?”
“Inside the home! Ah, no. Outside.”
Ali stared at me. I forced myself to laugh. Ali began murmuring polite nothings; that I shouldn’t be going to
the trouble and …
I said, “You are less polite in the movies.”
“In the movie I am Leyli’s lover.”
“Leyli’s poet.”
“By the way, Ms. Shahrzad, what do you think of this Majnun?”
“Which Majnun?”
I don’t know what I said that made Ali very serious and polite. He said,
“The only Majnun here is in the movie.”
He had come just to say that. The rest was useless. But I decided to remain the Leyli of Mehran’s movie in
order to ruin the movie. When Ali left I had the craving to play with paper. It had been many years since I had
played with paper and scissors and glue. Even when Mehran left I didn’t play with paper. Do you remember,
Parvaneh? Anytime you saw me playing with paper you used to say,
“What is the matter again? Come on! I am going to make you a delicious tea, we’ll talk a bit, you will feel
better. Big girls don’t play with paper!”
By the way, Parvaneh, what did you do with those gazelles I had made of paper? You used to show them to me
and say that when Dad died everybody was crying and I was in a corner making paper gazelles and glued them to
the walls and doors. You said that until the fortieth day after Dad’s death, I had made four hundred gazelles and all
the walls in the house were covered by them and nobody was allowed to touch them.
When Ali left I brought paper, glue, and scissors and got busy. I cut a piece like a man’s shirt. Under it, with
black marker, I drew a belt. I cut two black legs and glued them to a pair of big black shoes. A big head profile,
with a rectangle on one side, like a mouth. I drew an eye right on top of the rectangle, as if he was looking
outside. I blackened above the rectangle, for his hair; I didn’t make a nose. I glued the rectangle with a tiny piece
of paper to the shirt. I glued on the hands and legs as well. I took his hand and went on to the kitchen. The soup
had burned and was stuck to the bottom of the pot. The dummy liked the salad very much. A cat’s miaow came to
the house. Neither the dummy nor I paid any attention. I heard Mehran’s voice: “Cut!”
Mehran yelled, “Camera! Action!” Quietly, I went and stood behind Ali and looked at the piece of paper which
was in front of him on the table. Ali started and turned toward me. He pulled the chair out and threw it on the
floor. Embarrassed, he said,
“What are you looking at?”
“Nothing! I just wanted to say that dinner is ready.”
“Leave me alone … go. Leave me alone …”
I went to the kitchen and picked up a piece of cloth. I knelt down and began scrubbing the kitchen floor. I kept
scrubbing until Mehran said, “That is good! Cut!”
Mehran said, “Action!” I took the thermometer out of Ali’s mouth. I looked at it and put it in the glass filled
with alcohol. Ali had a fever and was lying down under a blanket. I pulled the blanket over him. I went to the
kitchen. I picked up the cloth. I kneeled down. I gazed at the wall and scrubbed the floor. Exactly like the girl in
that Kurosawa\fn{Akira Kurosawa (1910- ), Japanese motion-picture director .} movie. Dumbfounded, confused. I kept
scrubbing. Until Mehran said, “Cut!”
Mehran said, “Action!” I moved the strip of my handbag on my shoulder and went into the shoe store. Leyli
358

and Ali were not married yet. I came out with a shoe box. The gypsy woman was coming toward me from the end
of the street. There were many shoe stores and women in the street. I was passing by the women’s shoe stores and
was getting closer to the gypsy woman. Women were going to different stores. I was supposed to be happy. I was.
Between the two of us, Parvaneh, I was happy because I had a beautiful pair of pink sandals in my shoe box.
When the gypsy woman came closer, she stared at me. Before I could do anything she pulled me toward the street.
She said,
“Wait! I see something in your eyes.”
My eyes were supposed to shine. They did. I said,
“What do you see?”
“My God! My God, you have beautiful eyes and eyebrows! You need a whole bag of salt to protect you from
the evil eye!”
I laughed from the bottom of my heart. She said,
“Come and sit here. Let me talk to you. Thank God you are nice! I have to tell you. If I don’t, it will be a
weight on my heart.”
I let myself go. The gypsy took me and sat me on the step behind the fences. She said,
“I swear to Hazrat-e Abbas,\fn{A note reads: Hazrat-e Abbas is a religious figure who, for Shi’is, represents bravery and
devotion.} you are so sweet. I like you and that is why, of all these women, I just want to see your future.” Instead
of looking at my palm, the gypsy was staring at my eyes and around herself. “What is your name?”
“Leyli.”
“Are you married?”
I was going to marry Ali. “Not yet.”
“Let me see. You are lucky; you have good fortune, but you are alone and sad. You don’t know your friends
and enemies. There is a man who loves you. To him you are more than the whole world. You scream a lot, you are
moody, and a bit stubborn. If you want something you do ten things at once, but if you don’t like something you
don’t do so much as lift your hand.”
She was talking so fast! I looked down and began laughing. I was afraid that Mehran would say “Cut!” but he
didn’t.
I said, “Well, I am going to see him here. Before he comes, tell me if you see anything good in my future!”
My hand was in the gypsy’s hand and she was looking around.
“You are a noble bride, your friends love you, you flirt with gold, you love to play with silk. Pretty soon your
hand will be decorated in henna. You are simple and don’t distinguish between your friends and enemies. I am
telling you this because I love you.”
“Get to the point. He will be here soon. I have to go.” I laughed. The gypsy said,
“Thank God you are so sweet. Give me something; make me happy so I tell you the rest. Thank God, you are
very nice. You are sweet, you have a garden in Vanak. You are beautiful, your eyebrows are like a lasso and your
eyes are drunk. Put your hand in your purse and make me happy so I can tell you.”
“I bought a pair of shoes. I spent all I had. If you want to tell, tell, and if you don’t want to, don’t!” I took the
shoes out of the box. I put my black low-heeled shoes in the box and put on my pink sandals.
The gypsy said, “Thank God you have taste. Give me two hundred tomans so that I can tell you the rest.”
“Then I won’t have money to go home.”
“The one who loves you will give it to you. The one who is coming here!”
I stared at her.
“You said it yourself, just now! The man who loves you is ready to die for you. Wherever you go, people love
you. But not everyone finds the way to your heart. He says, ‘I will give my head, my life, but I won’t leave you.’
Everyone is ready to sacrifice himself for you. Wherever you go, you are the sweetest one. But there are a mother
and daughter who cannot see you so sweet. But he wouldn’t listen to anyone.”
“Eh! But who knows?”
“Many upper-class ladies asked me to write them a prayer so that they can take it to Europe. Many have asked
me. But I haven’t written. You are so sweet. God knows I liked you, that is why I told you all this. Make me
happy now, and I’ll give you something that will make you unique in whatever you do. I am going to give you a
talisman of love that will work everywhere.”
Before I could say anything Ali arrived from behind and put a bill in the gypsy’s hand and said, “Give her a
talisman so that she will never forget me, so that she will always be crazy about me!” And the coal of his eyes
stretched toward me. Ali was supposed to be happy. He was. And I was supposed to laugh. I was laughing.
“God knows I am going to pour good luck in her eyes, just for you!”
The gypsy unknotted the corner of her scarf and brought out a few colorful marbles and showed them to me,
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one by one.
“Oh, talisman of love and affection, oh, Leyli and Majnun, oh, snake horns, go into a green cloth. May there be
love. May there be affection. May my love be in everybody’s heart!”
Ali interrupted her and said, “Oh, no! You should say that may the love of Leyli be only in Ali’s heart!”
The gypsy didn’t pay any attention and continued her words.
“May whoever does magic to me lose their validity.”
Ali said, “What are you talking about? What is magic? What is invalid?”
“Magic is bad; making it invalid is good. I mean it is good if these things are said. Take this and put it in a
green piece of cloth and keep it with you always. Whatever you want in the world will come to you; you won’t go
to it.”
Ali said, “None of these things would do me any good. Give me some of your magic potion!”
The gypsy didn’t pay any attention to Ali. Ali was looking at me. The gypsy told me,
“Don’t forget the snake horns. Tell him, too. No one would talk behind your back. Everyone is ready to die for
you.”
Ali said, “I am dying for her; isn’t that enough?” Mehran yelled, “Cut!”
He blamed the gypsy and told her that she has talked too much. The gypsy said,
“That’s it! Movie or no movie! Whatever I said was true. Now you put your hand in your pocket and make me
real happy. I can see your future, too. I am supposed to take a prayer to a lady’s house, at ten sharp. I am late;
hurry up, mister!”
Mehran said, “Camera! Action!”
I was sitting next to Ali in the car. Ali was driving. I pushed the back of the seat down. I slept. I was supposed
to have a dream. Mehran said, “Cut!” I fell asleep. I began dreaming. You know, Parvaneh, I wanted to dream
about a red star. I wanted to dream about someone’s coming.
“Stay alone! Keep eating salad and soup and keep reading Forugh’s poems until you dry up!”
Parvaneh, he forgot to mention Yoga.
In my dream everything was upside down. The world was upside down. People were walking on their hands,
legs in the air, and asking each other, “Yogi, how are you?” And a big mouth was chewing lettuce. In my dream I
saw Forugh was dreaming. Do you remember, Parvaneh? I told you that I would interpret Forugh’s dream!
“You young people think you can change the world, with a few poems!”
Did you see, Parvaneh, everybody was upside down! The world was upside down. Did you see that we could
walk on our hands? Mehran used to tape me and develop the films upside down so that I would stand straight and
fall in love with him. I was walking and shouting in the street when I saw someone was videotaping me. I shook
my fist in the direction of Mehran’s camera and shouted louder. Mehran did not give up. You said,
“What happened then for all your shouting in the street? Shout a little bit at Mehran! Didn’t you want to
change the whole world?”
Parvaneh, Mehran was always behind the camera. How could one shout at him? He found me from behind the
camera and he lost me in front of it. With the camera, he followed me all through the demonstration until I got
home.
I said, “Why did you tape me, sir? What use is it to you?”
He said, “Your tape is a nation’s movie.”
You said, “He is right! He has taken a nation into his house and is torturing it!”
I was at your place when we turned on the TV and saw people wearing black and crying. They had placed the
old man on the ice and were carrying him.
How many years did it take me to fall in love with Mehran? You said, “As much as the time one needs to drink
four hundred cups of tea!”
I liked the old man. I wanted to jump inside the TV and search the ice and find him. Oh, how much I liked
talking to him! I went to my papers and glue and scissors.
You said, “Big girls don’t play with paper!”
I said, “Dear Parvaneh, get your tea table ready!” You went to make tea and I cut out four hundred flowers;
five petals each. You were pouring tea and I was cutting out flowers and everybody was crying. The TV showed a
woman who was taking her hand underneath her chador and hitting herself on the chest. I raised my head and
poured the paper flowers on my head.
You said, “What the hell is wrong with you?”
I said, “I had dreamt that he would bring me tea on a tray.” And two small streams of tears passed my neck and
went down on my chest.
That day, the only thing I wanted to have with my tea was dates. After the war, Shahab always had chocolate.
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Mehran used to drink vodka before the war. He was drinking vodka after the war as well. I had gotten used to
dates. Mehran used to say, “Hey, with that dark complexion it is quite becoming!”
Shahab was telling a story: “During the attack, we just had chocolate and water. A special kind of chocolate;
one of them would give you four or five hours of energy.”
Mehran used to drink four or five glasses of vodka and sleep fourteen to fifteen hours. And after waking up he
would say, “Actually, Yoga is not that bad!”
And inside the TV was dark and the TV glass was wet! And the TV was hitting itself on the head and my paper
flowers had been mixed with the flowers of the rug. It is great to become a poet overnight! Parvaneh, get the tea
table ready! The poem of this letter has traveled from the time I had not been born yet and has come to the world
of you, Leyli, and I.
I came home and told my dummy, “Action!” And stuck my dummy to the wall with a thumbtack. On the set,
they took back my pink sandals. But I brought the marbles of the gypsy woman, put them in a piece of green
cloth, and placed them under the chest of my dummy.
Mehran said, “Action!” At the house of Leyli and Ali, there was a poetry night. The woman who was supposed
to be a poet said, “I have written this poem for Ali.” And read, “Your mountain-like arms …”
After she finished the poem, Ali smiled and told the female poet, “I have written this poem for you.”
And he read: “‘… and my hands always toward you …’” Leyli was supposed to bring tea and offer it to the
poets. I came in, tray in hand. I came in the middle of the poems and offered tea.
The woman said, “Thank you!”
I said, “No problem! It is just a poem!”
People looked at each other. Leyli was supposed to look at the woman’s feet and see Ali’s sandals on her feet.
The tray was trembling in my hands. The camera was supposed to show the tray trembling in my hands and then
focus on the woman’s feet and show that she has her own shoes on and then once more show Leyli, who is
looking at the woman’s feet and this time sees her own pink sandals.
The tray and all the cups, except the one that the female poet had taken, had to fall down and be broken into
pieces. Then Leyli was supposed to look down, to the floor, and say miserably, “Excuse me!”
I let the tray and cups fall on the floor. I was looking at the floor and at the poets. I said, “Excuse me!”
Parvaneh, I had never said, “Excuse me,” not even to my teachers. We could hear the demonstrations outside
from the classroom.
The teacher was giving lessons in algebra and trigonometry. He said, “Δ = b 2 – 4ac.”
“ I stood up. I was right in the middle of the class. I said, “Death to the king = Δ.”
“What?”
“Sir, delta equals b square minus four ac.”
“What are you saying! Sit down!”
“Now, delta equals death to the king.”
“The hero of algebra and trigonometry is neither you nor Khomeini!”
“Sir, it is not delta either!”
“Delta is just a small triangle, stupid!”
“Like you, sir!”
“You should apologize right away, you stupid, emotional girl!”
“Sir, you are just a stupid triangle!”
A girl from the back of the class shouted, “Delta equals death to the teacher!”
Ali shouted at Leyli, “You idiot emotional …”
I said involuntarily, “You are a stupid triangle, sir!”
Mehran said, “Cut! What are you saying, stupid?”
I turned to Mehran and said, “Delta equals death to the king.” And gazed at the camera.
Mehran said, “Do you know what you are saying, Shahrzad?”
Ali came toward me and said, “You are very tired.”
I said, “You are a stupid triangle!”
I am alone like a student who is deeply in love with her trigonometry lessons …
“Stay alone, keep eating salad and soup, and read Forugh’s poetry until you dry up!”
Parvaneh, he forgot to mention Yoga. But we wrote “king” upside down.\fn{ A note reads: During the days of the 1979
revolution, on many walls the word shah (king) was written upside down to indicate desire for his overthrow .}
Ali said, “It was excellent, Ms. Shahrzad! Your acting, your phrasing …”
Mehran said, “What are you talking about? She ruined it! We have to do it again.”
And Ali kept insisting that everything was excellent. I wasn’t a good actress, Parvaneh! I had to pick up the
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broken cups and the tray, pour tea again, and bring everything back. I had to empty ashtrays, serve potato salad
and sausage and Chinese food for dinner, and keep telling the poets, “Excuse me!”
Parvaneh, Leyli was not a good actress either. She had to listen to the poems that her husband wrote for other
women and bring those women tea. Leyli had to pimp for her poet husband, and when Ali would finish his book
of poetry he would write at the beginning of his book, “To Leyli.”
Ali was talking to Mehran:
“Let Shahrzad do her own acting …” Parvaneh, Ali was the best actor. Everybody knew him. They gave him
many prizes and directors listened to him.
Mehran used to say, “As soon as couple of people say something nice about you …”
Parvaneh, The Blue Danube is so wonderful! I should remember to tell Shahab to put it on for you to listen. I
am sure you will enjoy it, because my eardrum has healed completely.
Mehran said, “Action!”
I was sitting in the armchair, knitting. Ali, extremely happy, opened the door and came in. He showed me his
book of poetry.
“Finally it is being distributed. See! I have dedicated the book to you.”
He opened the first page and read it: “To my wife, Leyli.”
The phone rang. I picked it up. “Hello? … Hello? … Hello?”
Ali was staring at the phone and at me. No one answered, and I hung up. It rang again. Ali came and picked it
up. There was a woman’s voice. Ali was pretending that no one was answering. The woman was saying,
“You can’t talk? O.K. Come out and call me!”
Ali hung up and said, “No one is answering.”
I could hear the frightening sound of the wedding women. Gladiola was not a red flower. The carnation is a red
flower. In fact; only my paper flowers are real flowers. Leyli told Ali,
“After all, we too have learned something in the university, Mr. Gertrude Stein!”
“What? Gertrude Stein is not a man!”
“I am not a man either.”
“What …”
I took the book from Ali. I brought a piece of green cloth out of my chest. I opened its knot. I took out the
marbles that the gypsy woman had given to me and placed them inside Ali’s book. I said,
“May there be love, may there be affection. May the love of Ali be in the hearts of all women in the world!”
“Ah, no! May only the love of Leyli be in the heart of Ali!”
I was tearing the sheets out of the book one by one and I was throwing them out of the window. Ali’s eyes
were popping out of their sockets. He said,
“Hey! Don’t do that!”
“May the love of Ali be in the hearts of all women in the world!” Ali ran toward me and tried to grab the book.
But the book had no more sheets.
I came slowly to the chair and sat. I picked up my knitting and began. Slowly. I repeated over and over to the
knitted stitches:
“May there be love, may there be affection. May it be only in Ali’s body.”
Parvaneh, I was not a good actress. Leyli was a good poet. Ali had bent over the window sill and was looking
at the sheets of his book.
Mehran said, “Cut! That was good! Cut!”
Dear Shahab, I have not found your sister yet. Did you see! There was no hello or good-bye in her letter. You
saw how restless I became when I read that long letter. My poor baby had poured her life into that letter and had
sent it to me. Did you see how I lost patience! I came here right away, to see what these men are doing to my
daughter. Poor girl, she wanted to change the world. Do you see, my son? She has changed herself. She has
disappeared like a drop of water in the ground.\fn{ In a move I once saw, Thomas Moore says to Meg, his daughter, that there
are men who swear that what is true is false, and what is false is true, and so “might drop like water through their fingers and never hope to
find themselves again. Some men are capable of this, but I’d be loathe to think your father one of them.” “But haven’t you done all God
could reasonably expect?”—she cries: they meet in his prison cell, a few days before he is to be executed for refusing to swear that Henry
VIII was legitimately married to Anne Bolyn (a boldfaced lie, since his legitimate wife was still living); and he embraces her, and whispers
in her ear—“Well, finally it\fn{Fidelity.} isn’t a matter of reason. Finally, it’s a matter of love.” } What do I know? Maybe, as you

say, she is traveling, somewhere.
After I received her letter, no one was answering her phone. Maybe she left after writing the letter. I don’t
know. But where the hell could she be, that we cannot hear from her or she cannot let you have news of her? She
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never did that, leaving us without any news from her. Now that I am here, I am going to stay here until I find her.
You don’t need me anymore. You have finished your school and you have a good job. And I cannot cut myself in
two pieces.
When I arrived in Iran I saw that my baby’s picture was in every movie theater. But she was nowhere to be
found. She had locked up the house and left. I was happy thinking that I have a house here that can be my baby’s
house of hope. That if this jackass leaves her, she would have her own place. What else could I do? This man had
his head up his ass. He kept talking about education and knowledge but didn’t have a shack for his wife to sleep
in. And you know Shahrzad; when she was in love with someone you couldn’t stop her!
Anyway, after a lot of trouble, I brought a locksmith and opened the door. I wish I had never seen it! Her house
was so clean and beautiful. Her paper dummy was still on the wall. That piece of green cloth and those gypsy
marbles were still in his chest. I am sitting here, staring at the door, waiting for her to come. If it weren’’ for your
phone calls I would have gone mad.
One day the mailman brought a letter. They had invited her for a ceremony … I don’t know, it was for the
movie, a celebration, I don’t know what the hell that was! They also called. I said she was not here. They said that
if she comes I should ask her to go.
I thought it might be a good idea to go to that address myself. I thought maybe I would see Mehran and maybe
she would come, out of nowhere. I thought, even if she doesn’t come, Mehran should have some news from her.
What do I know! I got up and went to the theater. I thought I should see the movie first so that I can see the face
of that other jackass, Ali, and then if I see him at the party I can recognize him and ask him about Shahrzad.
My dear Shahab, I wish you were there to see Shahrzad’s movie. Twice I bought a ticket and I watched the
movie twice. She had not described the movie properly. That pimp has turned my baby’s life into a movie and has
shown it to everyone. That pimp shows himself as well. As if this is art, to show a man who can torture women.
What do I know? Truly, I didn’t understand much of what they were doing!
I went to the party. It was like the Day of Judgment! What a big salon! There were so many people, there
wasn’t room for so much as a needle. How could I find anyone? I kept asking till I found Mehran and Ali. But
how could I get there? They were sitting right in the front rows. I tried to remember their place so that afterward I
could go there and talk to them. I couldn’t move from my place. Finally everybody came in and sat down, and the
room became quiet. Men kept going up to the microphone, and spoke, and went back to their seats.
I don’t know for how long I was there when I heard the word Shahrzad, Shahrzad on the microphone. They
were saying, “The best actress …”—what do I know—“principal role,” and things like that. Everybody was
looking for Shahrzad. They wanted to give a prize to my child. My heart was going to jump out of my mouth. I
thought Shahrzad would fly and come there, like an angel. I thought because they kept repeating her name she
would show up. She would go up there, she would bow and receive her prize.
Her childhood image kept appearing before me. I was seeing a little girl with a short pleated dress with socks
and pink shoes, and a ribbon, who has flown and come up there to take a doll.
What do I know, my dear! I was hallucinating. They wanted to give her a statue. I was constantly thinking this
was the same doll Shahrzad had thrown away. I was afraid. I hadn’t seen my daughter for a few years, and now
that I have come from the other side of the world, instead of my child they show me her movie and her doll!
They kept saying “Shahrzad …,” but she didn’t show up.
People were shouting hoorah. They were standing up and applauding. But there was no sign of my Shahrzad.
In my hallucination I thought, maybe Shahrzad has long since given up this doll, and even if she is there she
won’t go to take it.
I stood up, and went forward. I gathered my chador under my arm and, with the pain in my leg, I went up the
stairs. I told the man who had the doll in his hand, very softly,
“Sir, I am her mother. Shahrzad has disappeared. Give me her doll. When she shows up I’ll give it to her.”
The man gazed at me. And repeated in the microphone whatever I had said. People began to make such a noise
that I got a headache. I took the statue and came down. Ali came running to me. He took my hand and sat me
down next to himself. And shattered my hopes. He said,
“Ma’am, where could she have gone?”
I cried and repeated, “I don’t know …” I came to have tea with my child …
12.133 Cling To Life With Your Whole Body\fn{by Khatereh Hejazi (1961-

)}

Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran (F) 4

Once the ozone layer was torn, ugly creatures who resembled hexagon plates and were called Eons entered the
earth and occupied it. Of course, before the crust of being was ripped, the head of the Physics Institute, through
the huge God-granted telescope that he had in his illuminated eye socket, had spotted these creatures, who had
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enveloped the wound around the earth like an infection, waiting for a signal from their collaborators on Earth to
start their domination. With the green light projectors, their collaborators on Earth had made radiant slides and
glided a group of Eons to Earth each night.
In a short span of time, the Eons succeeded in learning millions of languages and dialects spoken on Earth,
assimilated earthly traditions and customs, and finally established their rule with a massive assault.
The Eons were against warmth; that is why they deceived the sun with a candy and drove it out of orbit. And
the sun, like a giddy little girl, was gradually fading to disappear in infinity. Thus … the earth got cold.
The rich lit their fireplaces and the poor gathered around bonfires in the streets. Later the Eons issued a new
rule stating that “No one is allowed to make fire!” Thus … the earth got darker …
Even that was not enough for them, so they ordered the arrest of anyone who thought of warmth; members of
different societies such as <history>,\fn{ Oddly enough, not included in the list by the author .} physics, philosophy,
literature, music, mathematics, and charitable organizations, those who worked for churches and mosques … were
among the first to be arrested and to be forced to build pyramids out of huge blocks of ice for the Eon leaders.
The last to surrender was the Physics Society, which the Eons conquered after a series of bloody fights. They
dragged the last person, the head of this society, out of the observatory, where he wanted to sink with his ship like
a devoted captain. Before his arrest, out of intuition, he turned the eye of the huge telescope of the observatory
toward the sky and its opening toward the earth, wished for something to happen to turn the events around, and
with his hands held up, went with the Eons. The Eons, of course, were too wily to execute anyone; they would,
instead, put their captives under special suction tubes to suck warmth out of their bodies.
Once the cold chilled her bones, Hertakh took a big knife and, screaming with pain, skinned her head off.
Creeping along, she made it to Mirak’s room and covered his head with her own head skin. But the Eons tracked
down Mirak and finally captured him. Instead of crying, Hertakh tried to follow the path Mirak and others had
taken. She knew perfectly well that she would be arrested as well if she repeated Mirak’s words in her mind.
Mirak’s words, however, were so sweet that as soon as uttered, they would find a place in the heart of his
addressee, so that even Hertakh would wonder if these words were his or her own. In his absence, one sentence.—
only one sentence of Mirak’s words would make her heart fill with compassion. Mirak had said,
“Cling to life with your whole body.”
“And Hertakh was determined to do just that, without any fear of Eons. She approached the only tree on earth
that had not yet frozen completely and still had some life left in it, unbuttoned her shirt, and with her shirt
wrapped around the tree embraced it, buttoned her shirt, and remained still. She became one with the tree.
Three minutes later the Eons arrived and arrested her for committing a warm and heartfelt crime of embracing
the tree.
Upon her arrival in the frozen prison, Hertakh was glad. She was under the assumption that she would be able
to see Mirak there. The Eons, though, aware of the thermogenic contact between men and women, had separated
them in the prison. Among her fellow inmates, whose warmth had already been sucked out of their bodies,
Hertakh felt deeply lonely.
In the freezing cell, no one was permitted to talk to anyone. No one was to touch an inmate. The prisoners had
to sleep, distanced from each other, suspended in the air in a supine position. If a prisoner was caught with her
hands under her head or over her body, she was immediately put under the suction tubes and punished for the
crime of generating heat and refusing to follow the Theory of Suspended Being.
Hertakh pretended to be adapting fast to her situation. Meanwhile she tried to use all her talent for finding
ways to generate warmth. She remembered the ways in which she would establish contact with Mirak outside the
prison by passing through the antennas, frozen windows, and cameras to greet him with her eyes, to invite him to
herself and to travel through him. No one could see a drop of the flowing stream between them. Now she was
determined to find the expressive eyes of someone without letting Eons discover her plans.
Hertakh’s first tactic in prison was to look indifferent and try to gain the Eons’ trust. This helped her succeed in
her plan. She was appointed head inmate. Hertakh would fulfill any task she was assigned to do. She had two
reasons for her firm discipline; she believed she could observe things better from above, and she adhered to the
principle of accomplishing any task with great care, even in prison. She despised carelessness.
Hertakh’s hard work in the prison caught the curious eyes of an inmate called Nires. After that, one could find
Nires wherever Hertakh was. In Hertakh’s opinion, Nires had the warmest eyes in the whole world, as though
pure honey were dripping from her pupils.
With the language of eyes, the two would read poetry to each other. They would talk about their memories
outside of prison, would laugh and cry with no tears. They had become so friendly that Hertakh would worry and
think,
“These days when I make friends I feel I have been so close that it is time for betrayal.” And one day, Nires
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told her that those who had been deported to Mars were coming back to rescue the earth—it was time for them to
escape from prison to show these people the way. The news gave Hertakh palpitations; the prison thermometer
was on the rise until she controlled herself.
Since Nires and Hertakh had more freedom compared to others in the prison, this made their plan for escape
easier. The first thing they decided to do was to pretend they were dead so that the Eons would move their bodies
out of the prison. Until the arrival of the deportees, they had to make a big and warm quilt out of all the earthly
shirts to keep the earth warm and alive.
So … one cold earthly night, they sat cross-legged opposite each other and pretended to be dead. According to
their plan, Nires had to cut Hertakh’s pulse and hide it under the bone of her ankle; she would then hide her own
pulse. The thought of freedom had made Hertakh so anxious that like an intoxicated elephant she would not
submit to Nires. She had to remind her that it was necessary to co-operate.
Once Hertakh came back to life, thinking she was outside the prison, she quickly got up. But to her surprise
she heard the prison alarm. The doors opened and the Eons entered the solitary cell and started beating Hertakh
with icicles.
When she became conscious, Hertakh realized that she has been betrayed by Nires. The pain of this
heartlessness threw her into the depths of a coma.
But Hertakh was a strong woman and was able to struggle with death. With the help of affectionate and tender
vibes Mirak was sending from the men’s prison, she was able to soar up from the depths of nothingness and
ascend the thread of life.
Once she reached the surface of survival after passing through the last knot on the thread, she determined to
stay alive with all her power. Her toys as a child had been fire and snakes; she had never played silly games. How
could she submit to death now?
After a few nights, the Eons took her to the public cell again and entrusted her to Nires to keep an eye on her.
Hertakh decided to hide her feelings from Nires. This indifference and coldness was driving the treacherous
friend, Nires, to the edge of insanity. As a result, Nires was restlessly jumping up and down and pulling the prison
alarms with the pointer of the prison thermometer still showing a thousand below zero.
Then, regardless of her collaboration, the Eons came and beat Nires with ice pipes and left her there.
Days passed and the rumor of the arrival of the deportees was making the Eons worried. They were showing
less cruelty and getting softer in their control of the prison. They permitted the prisoners to leave their cells for
three minutes each day to take a walk in the prison yard.
Hertakh, like the others, would go out for walks in the prison yard, but she was too sad to notice anything. She
was getting weaker every day. However, she was determined to stay alive. Her passion for life, like a piercing
gaze, revealed the existence of a yellow being by the prison walls that was at the climax of its hidden life. Finally,
that persistent gaze penetrated the pearl drop of Hertakh’s eye and she was able to see that yellow being, which in
fact was a small, lovely daisy. This daisy, perhaps, was the only surviving flower on earth. For Hertakh there had
never been a flower as beautiful as that one. At fIrst sight, she fell madly in love with it.
Pretending to feel faint, she sat by the prison wall and glanced at the flower from the corner of her eye. She
looked passionately at the flower as if she wanted to devour its vitality and make it part of her own being.
The daisy was very fragile, and it had sprouted so innocently that it brought tears to Hertakh’s eyes. Its height
was about two centimeters. It had nine petals and two leaves, and one of the leaves was turning yellow. This
withering state made Hertakh so sad that she thought she should find a way to cure the flower. To protect the
flower from the night wind, she arranged a few pieces of ice around the flower, and once sure the flower would be
safe, she caressed its petals with her fingertips and felt as if she was caressing the chin of a babe. She felt
happiness because of this sudden joy. She remembered the days before the attack of the Eons when she would run
around carefree and see the earth differently.
She took a piece of ice and put it in her mouth. The ice melted immediately. Pretending to tie her shoes, she
bent and spat the water in her mouth around the daisy. The anticipation that a mean conspiracy would ruin her
efforts to water the flower made her so anxious that she was sweating all over.
Only a minute was left of their time in the yard. Hertakh wondered what else she could do to protect her
flower. She had to be quick. She tucked her hand under her shirt, pressed her heart with her fmgertip, and waited
until her fingertip was filled with her pulse. She then, carefully, put the panacea on the wounded leaf and hoped
deep in her heart for life to come back to that part of the flower.
With sorrow, she looked at the gray sky; what was going to happen to her flower? How could this flower grow
in the prison without sunshine? As a substitute for the warmth of the sun she licked the daisy’s body with warmth.
She felt the flower sigh out of relief.
But, what about when she was not around? Who would bring light to the flower? Suddenly a thought came to
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her mind; she tore the hem of her skirt, took Mirak’s picture out, and put it next to the flower with such care that
no one could see her. For the first time in her life she did not ridicule the idea of “mental existence.” The whole
world seemed to look more familiar now, and she no longer felt the heaviness of any wall pressing her heart. She
could see herself on top of the world. She felt a deep attachment toward God.
The alarm went on; the three-minute break was over. She had to go back to the cell. Getting up she noticed
with surprise that her feet were not touching the ground. She looked at her shoes and noticed she was hovering
about five centimeters over the ground. What could she do? If the Eons noticed she was free from sorrow, her
secret would be revealed. Cautiously she reached down and grabbed a few pieces of heavy ice and put them in her
pockets so her feet could touch the ground again.
Once her feet were on the ground, she decided not to let anyone discover her deep secret. That is why, like a
mountain of ice, she joined the other prisoners and walked toward the prison building. At the entrance of the
prison building, one of the Eons, who had noticed her bulging pockets, stopped her. Hertakh was trying to pretend
she was calm. The Eon shrank and entered her pockets. When he found out she had pieces of ice in her pockets,
he let out a loud scream. He got out of Hertakh’s pockets and left her alone. But Nires would not let go of her. She
knew Hertakh very well and could not believe her to have become so attached to ice as to be putting pieces of it in
her pockets.
After that day, Hertakh was followed constantly by Nires. She noticed after a while that Hertakh’s footprints
were not as deep as they were before. She had become light.
Her time in prison had made Hertakh very tough. She was not going to break under any circumstances. She
was aware of Nires’s plans against her. She had to do something. Though she did not want to stain her hands with
Nires’s blood, there was no other way. Hertakh decided to kill her in a quiet comer on one of the nights they were
taken to the ice farms for hard labor.
Before Hertakh could put her plan into action, Nires, who no longer possessed any warmth at all, was freed.
Earth’s order to get rid of her was issued and as she was leaving the prison door, she was struck by a meteor called
Akdendrit that had been wandering in space for the last two million years, and her brain was smashed.
After that incident, Hertakh would attend her flower freely during the three-minute breaks. She would water it.
She would collect the soil on the statues, which were installed to prevent the prisoners from escaping, and put it
around the flower. She would lick its petals one by one. This ever-increasing love was making her lighter and
lighter every day, to the point that the Eons were thinking Hertakh had lost her mind walking around with pieces
of ice in her pocket. That’s why she was convicted of madness and was put in a special cold cell for lovers.
One day when the Eon doctor came to give her an ice-cold-water injection, he was surprised to see Hertakh
was not on her frozen seat. Looking up, he saw her floating in the air close to the ceiling, still asleep. He
immediately, turned on the prison alarm and started to analyze Hertakh’s dreams. In her deepest dreams he saw
the daisy and discovered the reason for her lightness.
A few seconds later, the Eon Special Army entered the prison yard with a very big suction tube and, directed
by the doctor, went to the area where the flower had grown. The daisy was uprooted and sucked into the tube.
When Hertakh was transferred back to her old cell, she noticed a big change in the prison and guessed
something must have happened. She passed the night in great anxiety until the three-minute break time. Then she
approached the flower cautiously. Instead of the flower, she faced a lake of frozen blood. She felt as if the sky was
so low that she could hold her bosom against a deluge of beatings. It felt as if she did not have a heart, any eyes,
that she did not exist at all. To prove her existence she kept slapping herself, but she felt nothing.
She stood there for a while and started screaming and sliding on the daisy’s lake. Her screams made even the
rusted alarms go off.
Hertakh could see the Eons approaching her in a big circle. After all that had happened, she had no strength left
in her to fight them. She knelt down and looked up to the sky. She saw big eyes gazing at her through bright
circles. She thought she was dreaming. She screamed,
“God, don’t leave me alone!”
She then unbuttoned her shirt and touched the empty place of the daisy with her skin. She opened her arms, put
her legs together, and remembered Mirak saying,
“Cling to life with your whole body.”
She smiled, and closed her eyes so that the thought of death and the approach of the Eons would not disturb
her concentration on melting into life.
When she opened her eyes again, she noticed a daisy had grown on each of her long fingertips. She thought
she had to be either dead or dreaming. She carefully looked at the left hemisphere. It was all green and fresh.
There was no trace of ice. Far away by the meadow a fawn was playfully following a butterfly. She smiled. She
was about to look at the right hemisphere, when she felt the heaviness of a body on her shoulders. Without
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touching it she recognized Mirak’s head. Once again the rainbow of her smile was reflected in the sky. To feel his
breathing, she slowly turned back and held the man’s head on her left shoulder and let her ears feel his breath.
Mirak held the woman’s hand, kissed her wrist, and as he was touching her hair with his head, he said,
“With the telescope of the Physics Institute, the deportees, guided by your shining heartbeat in absolute
darkness, found the earth. All is saved.”
12.148 War Letters\fn{by Marjan Riahi (1970-

)}

Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran (F) 1

To write these new letters, she had spent more than what the retirement income would have allowed her. The
letter she wrote to the UN Secretary-General was typed with black ink. The letter she wrote to the head of the
Commission for POWs and MIAs was also typed with black ink, and the letter to UNESCO with blue ink. She
didn’t know why she wrote to UNESCO, but she did it anyway. She didn’t know English, and when she received
the translated texts, she looked doubtfully at those unfamiliar letters and wondered whether these were her own
words.
From this point on she wrote letters everywhere, regardless of whether it was relevant or not, and kept a copy
for herself. When she looked at the copies from ten years back, she sometimes laughed. All her sentences were
quite official, and although she had cried while writing them, it seemed as if those letters had been written by
someone quite in control. At the beginning of one of her letters she had written, “In accordance with …” And then
at the end of all her letters she had written, “And again peace, I wish you success.” But now her phrases were
completely different.
To the foreign minister she wrote:
“When Habib was a child, he used to sit, for hours, on a branch of the plane tree and wait for a long time to
capture a starling. Then he would paint one of its wings, and then he would let the bird fly so that he could
happily claim that one of the starlings in the sky was his.”
She wrote to the president:
“Until the age of seven he always said nalwut instead of walnut, and he always broke the closed pistachios
with his teeth. He always had problems with his teeth.”
To the office of the leader, she wrote:
“When he was eighteen, he searched three cities to find a book,” and she thought it must have been during that
time that he thought he had grown up. She wished he could have kept calling a walnut a nalwut, and that he had
not made any decision at the age of twenty-one, and that he had not gone anywhere or at least that he had asked
for her permission. At the end of all these letters she wrote,
“These are a mother’s words.”
The lastest news from those who came back was that some people had been hidden from the UN forces. Others
had seen them from far away. According to them, there had been someone who was tall with blond hair and who
could capture birds with his bare hands. They called him Habib. Iraq had said that all those who had to go back to
Iran had already done so, and Iran was saying no, they had not.
And she kept writing letters. She even wrote a letter to Iraq, to the President’s Palace. She wrote that she
missed Habib. She wrote that she knew Habib was there; people had seen him there. She wrote,
“What use is he to you; send him back.”
At the beginning of the letter she begged, but at the end, she cursed them.
One morning, after a sudden thought, she made a strange decision. She wrote a letter to every single
parliament representative, to every single cabinet member, and to whoever she thought was important. To each
one of them she sent also a photograph of Habib. To the representative of Yazd\fn{ A note reads: Name of a city in Iran.}
she sent a picture of Habib at age five, with his mouth full of qottab;\fn{A note reads: A kind of very sweet pastry, very
famous in Yazd.} to the representative of Esfahan she sent Habib’s picture at the age of seven, in his New Year suit,
standing in the middle of the veranda of Ali Qapu.\fn{ A note reads: Name of a very famous historical monument built during
the Safavid period in Esfahan.} To the representative of Qom she sent a picture of Habib at the age of ten, taking part in
the mourning ceremony of Tasu'a.\fn[ A note reads: The mourning ceremony is for Imam Hossein—the third Shi’i Imam—and many
members of his family who lost their lives in their war against the caliph Yazid. The main battle took place during the ninth and tenth (Tasu'
a and Ashura) days of the month of Moharram of 680 C.E .\fn{Christian Era.}] To the defense minister she sent his picture at the

age of twelve, standing next to his father’s grave, in a black shirt and pants with muddy legs. To the interior
minister an official two-by-three picture that he had taken when he had just passed the university admission exam;
to the education minister a picture of the first few days at the university. And for herself, she saved a picture that
showed Habib in the dirt, with walkie-talkie and helmet, ammunition belt, canteen, and a smile.
When all the letters and pictures were mailed, she bought a few big organizers so that she could file the
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responses properly.
Six months later in one of the organizers she had only two letters, whose sentences were much the same. She
picked up a napkin and dusted the organizers.
Following the advice of those who wrote a lot, she bought a ball-point pen. But the very same evening she
realized that not a word was left. She placed a blank sheet of paper in an envelope, without any address on it, and
pressed the pen between her fingers. Something caught between her lungs. The pen leaked ink. Everything was
completely black.
The mailman came. He brought a registered letter. He rang the bell; nobody answered. It was obvious that the
letter was from somewhere important. He came the following day, and the days after. But no one answered. He
signed in his book in place of the recipient, and tried to push the letter underneath the door, but the envelope was
not going in. It seemed that something behind the door was stopping it from getting in. He looked underneath the
door.
The yard was covered with autumn leaves.
271.22 Excerpt from The Gaze Of The Gazelle\fn{by Arash Hejazi (1971- )} Tehran, Tehran Province, Iran (M) 23
1
I was born on 17 February 1971 in Tehran, the same year that Apollo 14 landed on the moon, Pablo Neruda
won the Nobel Prize for Literature and Nikita Khrushchev and Jim Morrison died.
When I was a year old, we moved to England so that Dad could study for his PhD at the University of
Birmingham. My most prominent memory of the four years we spent there, apart from the ordinary ones of an
ordinary child living in the UK—of friends, school, games and constant complaints about the weather—has been
carved upon my mind with the help of a photograph: Dad, in his gown and mortarboard in front of the main
building of the University on his graduation day.
Thirty-four then, he’s holding his degree certificate, his eyes shining with joy and hope and his serious
expression not quite concealing his smile of infinite happiness.
Having known him for many years now, I can imagine what he is thinking about in that photograph: his
imminent return to Iran; teaching; executing his plans for reforming Iran’s higher education system; and, being an
authentic genius unlike me, beginning his research in the field of material sciences.
Exactly 34 years later, in August 2009, when Mum and he had come to England to visit me after Neda’s death,
we rented a car and went to the University of Birmingham again. I asked him to stand in front of the main
building on the precise spot on which he had been photographed on his graduation day.
But when I held the camera in front of my eyes, I had to wait for a few seconds before pressing the button,
until the tears that blurred my vision had cleared. We had been on such a long journey since then. So many things
had been turned upside down: his hair had gone completely white and he was no longer possessed of the vitality
of a 34-year-old but the main change lay in his face. He was smiling this time, too, but the smile was trying in
vain to conceal the deep sorrow that stemmed from the shattered hopes of a man still in love with a dream that no
longer exists.
We returned to Iran in 1975 and my sister Golnar was born. Dad began teaching as a senior lecturer in
metallurgical engineering. Mum decided to study and get her diploma and then take the National University
entrance exam for a nursing course.
And I went to nursery school.
We rented a small flat in central Tehran and Dad managed to buy a colour TV. This introduced me to the world
of Charlie Chaplin and, of course, the superheroes: Superman, Batman, Aquaman, the Fantastic Four and
Spiderman. It was through these characters that I realized that a name should mean something and I decided to
ask Dad whyI had been named Arash.
*\fn{These internal chapter divisions do not appear in the text, but are my responsibility:H }
“Arash means ‘bright’ in Avestan, one of the ancient Iranian languages,” Dad explained, “but that isn’t why I
chose this name for you,” and he went on to tell me the legend of Arash the Archer.
“Four thousand years ago, when the wars began between Iran and the neighbouring country of Turan, Arash
was an ordinary archer in the Iranian army. The Turanians defeated the Iranians and laid siege to the capital. Then,
to humiliate the defeated Iranians, they forced the Iranian king to an agreement.
“An Iranian archer would shoot an arrow from Iran. Wherever the arrow landed would determine the new
border between Iran and Turan.
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“No archer dared volunteer for this task. Even the best of them could not shoot an arrow farther than a league.
This agreement meant losing most of the Iranian territories to the enemy and no one wanted to be responsible for
that.
“But Arash stepped forward and declared he was ready to shoot the arrow. As there were no other candidates,
the king had to accept his offer.
“Arash climbed the Alborz Mountains and shot his only arrow. But before releasing the string, he put his life in
that arrow.
“The arrow flew for three days. The horsemen who followed it found it on the third day embedded in a walnut
tree at the original border between Iran and Turan. Peace was restored and the war was over. The Turanians were
forced to retreat to their own lands and happiness and prosperity returned to Iran.
“But Arash had disappeared. He had put his life into his arrow and died instantly. However, the legend says he
is still there, on Mount Damavand in the Sierra Alborz—more commonly known as the Alborz Mountains—
helping those who have lost their way along the misty mountain paths if they call his name.”
Dad believed that Arash’s sacrifice was more important than any American superhero’s stunts. Arash shot an
arrow that brought an end to the war without killing anyone. And he gave up his life for that.
*
This story, mingling with the superhero adventures, inflamed my love of tales and legends, and it was then that
Madar stepped in and quenched my thirst. She knew hundreds of tales. Mum told me fairy tales by the Brothers
Grimm, while Dad recounted the lives of historical figures and famous Iranian scientists such as Khayyam and alKhwarizmi. But it was Madar, with her tales full of mysteries, magical gems and hidden treasures, as well as her
accounts of the lives of Islamic saints and Imams, who created my passion for storytelling and the supernatural.
And that is why I had to ask her the question about Ayatollah Khomeini—the one I had already asked Dad. For
her answer was important. The only thing she had in common with Dad—apart from their familial bond—was a
keen intelligence. Once I had both their answers to a question, I could shape my own perception of the truth,
inevitably a mix of Dad’s realism and Madar’s fantastic world.
Dad, a strong advocate of logic, would give me answers based on the facts and, in their absence, rational
deduction. The more difficult my questions, the more excited he would become in his quest for the best possible
answer. He would hold his chin with a grip that covered his mouth, leaving only his handlebar moustache visible
while he talked me through the deductive process.
Sometimes, when finding the right logical answer turned out to be harder than he had imagined, he would put
his hand on his already balding pate and remain silent for a while. But explanations there always were, even for
miracles such as Moses’ splitting of the sea or Prophet Muhammad’s splitting of the moon. Once, when I asked
him how Jesus could have resurrected Lazarus, he simply answered,
“Who knows, maybe he wasn’t dead in the first place.”
Madar, on the other hand, would react in a completely different way. She did her best to come up with answers
but using her own particular form of rational deduction. Staring into the emptiness in front of her she, too, would
answer my questions but with very complicated responses which were not always in harmony with the laws of
nature.
She and Dad, despite their different approaches, had something else in common: both believed that there was
always an answer. Dad would justify the unanswered question with “Science will find out soon” whereas Madar
said. “God will reveal the answer in due course.”
Madar was a strange old woman and the love of my life. Born to a baker, she was forced to marry my
grandfather when she was only 13 and he a widower with two daughters, one aged five and the other seven.
Madar had to be their mother when she might more easily have been their sister.
However, when my grandfather Agha-djoon chose to have two more wives and, filled the house with 12
children in whom he took very little interest, Madar left him without ever looking back or even filing for divorce.
Now she lived in the religious city of Qom, near the shrine of Holy Masoumah. She sustained herself by weaving
fine high-quality lace for the dowry of brides-to-be and visited the holy shrine at least once a day.
Once I asked her why she had left Agha-djoon.
“It was about time someone showed men that they didn’t own their wives. We’re human too.”
I liked to believe she was in her own way one of the first authentic feminists in Iran.
After analyzing both their answers to my Ayatollah Khomeini question, my personal interpretation turned out
to be:
“Khomeini is a very important person who is soon going to be even more important.”
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There was one bit of prophecy missing from my conclusion which no one could have imagined at the time,
neither my over-religious grandmother nor my secular father nor his leftist, rightist, moderate, reformist,
nationalist, fundamentalist, Islamist, atheist friends who all hated the Shah.
It took us a few years to discover what we had all overlooked: it was not so much that the Shah was corrupt but
that absolute power corrupts absolutely, no matter who holds it.
2
I felt the tension for the first time at the beginning of September 1978 when we reached the Turko-Iranian
border on our way home from our summer trip to the UK.
We were travelling in Dad’s brand-new dark-red Ford Taunus, the same car that had brought Mum, Aunt
Marjaneh, my two-year-old sister Golnar and me all the way from the UK to Iran via France, Italy, Yugoslavia,
Bulgaria and Turkey. My parents planned to go to the UK every summer so that I could keep practising my
English and they could visit their friends.
But this was not to be. Our first summer holiday in Europe was to be our last for many years to come. That
summer was going to change many plans.
The Islamic Revolution was on its way.
My parents had no way of knowing what was going on in Iran. The Internet, mobile phones and satellite TV
were yet to be invented and there was no radio in our car. It was there, at the border, that we realized something
was up. Dad returned to the car after talking to a young man in Customs, flushed with anxiety and rage. He bent
to whisper to Mum: a cinema had burnt down in Abadan while screening the Iranian film The Deer and 300
people had burnt to death.
The journey from the border to my grandfather’s house in Tehran took two days through the mountains, fields
and deserts of Iran. I hadn’t travelled much in Iran before and it was my first glimpse of the complete range of
landscapes, from the high, cold mountain roads and the eternally green fields of the north to the burning desert
sun of Qazvin.
Dad drove all the way without stopping for a night’s sleep. We slept in the car while he drove and Mum and
Aunt Marjaneh took turns during the night to keep Dad company and make sure he didn’t fall asleep at the wheel.
Mum insisted a few times that we pull over and sleep for a few hours in a hotel but Dad refused. He was very
concerned about the situation and wanted to get to Tehran as fast as possible. After weeks of living in the car, fed
up with sleeping and eating in it, I wanted to get home too. Dad thought it would be a good experience for us to
drive through all those countries but I didn’t find it interesting any more; all I wanted was my own bed to sleep in.
Eventually, Dad stopped the car in front of Hadj Agha’s house. He was my maternal grandfather and we were
going to stay with him for a few days before moving into the new flat that Dad had rented from friends.
No sooner had we arrived than we heard that Khomeini, in exile in Iraq, had issued a statement blaming the
Shah for the tragedy in the cinema. I don’t remember how he related this incident to the Shah but people believed
him; they always believed what a mullah said and, since the film was critical of the regime and advocated armed
resistance against its tyranny, it seemed plausible enough.
*
This incident was the trigger that ignited the rage of the nation against the regime, a rage that would
accumulate over the next few months and explode with the sudden overthrow of 2,500 years of Iranian monarchy.
That was the first time I heard the name Ruhollah Khomeini. Twenty days later, something else happened. The
police had opened fire against a demonstration in Tehrans Jaleh Square and killed a great many people: some said
4,000, others 90,000. Everyone was enraged.
Unfamiliar with the notion of death, I couldn’t understand why. But that state of innocence was soon to be lost.
Only a few days later Mum took me to school to enrol me in the second grade and someone mentioned that
Charlie Chaplin was dead.
This was someone I knew, someone who made me laugh—and I understood death for the first time.
*
The next two months are a blur. My clearest memory is of the tension: the tension in the air, rank with a
mixture of fear and bravado. And the red slogans on the walls:
“Death to the Shah!”
“Hail to Khomeini!”
And the twisted faces of the people who were afraid to speak to one another and who wondered how this
drama was going to end.
Then, all of a sudden, the silence broke and the vibrations in the air turned into a storm.
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The main Bazaar, the heart of the Iranian economy, along with all the schools, universities and hundreds of
shops and other businesses, went on a national strike. I didn’t fully appreciate what was going on except for the
joy of not having to go to school any more. It was a second summer holiday, although it also meant that I was not
going to see my very best friend, Azadeh. We sat beside one another, we studied together and we chatted between
classes. I still remember her dark curly hair and her brilliant mathematical mind: she could do the most
complicated sums in her head, without putting pen to paper. When the schools shut down I didn’t get a chance to
say goodbye nor did I have her phone number. We took our time together for granted; when you are a child,
everything seems eternal.
I would discover all too soon just how wrong we were.
My father and his friends got together every night, endlessly discussing the changes over vodka and cigarettes.
Sometimes, they listened to Khomeini’s fiery speeches, recorded on audiocassettes and smuggled into the country
through Kuwait or Iraq. They were excited and happy, eager to be a part of what was happening. I remember
some of them: Reza Company, an electrical engineer, and Hormoz, a lecturer in electronics, both members of the
Tudeh (People) Communist Party; and Bahram, a nationalist like Dad.
I found it hard to understand why everyone hated the Shah. At school we’d been taught that the Shah was our
nation’s loving father; he cared about all his children and shed tears whenever he heard of a citizen in distress. We
also sang the National Anthem every morning:
“Long live our king of kings, for whose grace the country stands forever …”
But Dad disagreed and finally expressed his contempt when he heard me humming the Anthem one day. I felt
his hand on my shoulder and when I turned back I saw “the look” in his eyes. He was very angry
“Arash, the Shah is bad!” he said. “We don’t want him to live long! He has killed many young people, he
doesn’t let people talk, he has sold our homeland to America, he has ruined the country. I don’t want my son to
sing this cursed anthem.”
“Then what should I sing, Dad?”
It was then that he taught me Oh, Iran, a song by the poet Gol-e Golab, written during the Second World War
when Iran was occupied by British and Russian forces. Although it never was, nor would ever become, the official
anthem of Iran, it has always been considered so by the people.
Oh Iran, oh bejewelled land
Oh, your soil is the wellspring of the arts
Far from you may the thoughts of evil be
May you remain lasting and eternal
…
Since your love became my calling
My thoughts are never far from you

When I returned to England after Neda’s death in June 2009, to testify to her death and to finish the course in
publishing I had begun in Oxford the previous year, my Italian friend Nina told me,
“I can’t believe it! These Iranians on the streets are being killed, beaten, detained, tortured, but they’re not
giving up!”
“Yes, I know,” I answered briefly, and left.
Late for an appointment with my professor, I didn’t have time to explain that this was part of the package of
being Iranian. I couldn’t tell her that Iran is not a mere country to Iranians but a concept that unites them
regardless of ethnicity, dialect or religion. As an identity it is both a blessing and a curse; it is also a dream that
has helped the nation endure a history full of struggles, the only dream worth dying for.
Iran is a proud and stubborn nation. I couldn’t tell Nina that the Iranians were already “Irani” when the Aryans
began their long migration south from the frozen lands of Siberia 4,000 years ago. Some left for the Indian
peninsula, some settled in the green lands of Central Asia and some others entered the plateau that is today called
Iran, “the land of the Aryans”.
This land has been invaded and destroyed several times over the past 2,500 years, yet throughout a succession
of occupations by Assyrians, Greeks, Romans, Arabs, Mongols, Turks, British and Russians, the people have
remained Iranians. Four hundred years after the Arab occupation they revived their language. When they realized
that they could not resist the might of the Arabs and that they must either accept Islam or die, they transformed it
into Shiism, a religion more compatible with their own Zoroastrian and Manichaean beliefs.
Unlike many other ancient civilizations conquered by the Arabs, the Iranians never “became” Arabs nor did
they accept Arabic as their native language. Today, they speak the same language in which their beloved poets
Roudaki, Firdowsi and Khayyam wrote their poems more than a millennium ago.
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“Iranian” is not a nationality but a way of life. It would stretch Nina’s credibility if I told her that the Iranians,
in keeping with Zarathustra’s 3,000-year-old teachings—that their only choice lay between being a Soldier of
Darkness or a Warrior of Light—still believed in the eternal battle between Good and Evil. They had to choose
and their decisions would determine the outcome of the war.
Dying on this battlefield is the highest honour for an Iranian. That is why, over the past century, Iran has
witnessed at least four major uprisings and a war: the Constitutional Revolution of 1905-11; the uprising in
defence of Prime Minister Mosadeq in 1953; the Islamic Revolution of 1979; the war with Iraq from 1980 to 1988
and the 2009 uprising against the fraudulent presidential election.\
3
But let’s go back to 1978.
The Shah, deciding in desperation to suppress the riots, appointed one of his generals as the new prime
minister and initiated a curfew after dark. Khomeini, who had moved from Iraq to Paris, directed the people to
shout “Allah-o Akbar” (God is Great) from the rooftops every night at 9 in protest against the curfew. People
obeyed, including my father and his friends, none of whom were even remotely religious. Khomeini also asked
the soldiers to either defect or join the civilians. It was then that Uncle Reza, Mum’s brother doing his military
service, defected and went into hiding so that he would not be forced to take up arms against the people.
It was a joy to go up to the rooftops every night; we knew all our neighbours would be there, shouting “Allaho Akbar” and sharing the latest jokes about the Shah or his prime minister. We children were allowed to stay up
past our bedtimes and join our parents on the roof. We lived in a flat in a two-storey building that my father had
rented from an old friend and university colleague; he lived on the first floor with his family and his son Kami and
his daughter Nazi were my friends. We played on the roof while our parents laughed and shouted; every once in a
while we joined in the “Allah-o Akbar,” too.
“Why are you shouting Allah-o Akbar?” I once asked Dad. “You’re not religious!”
“We have to show this tyrant king that his commands are no longer valid in this country,” he responded. “We
have to show him that we are many and that we are united.”
*
Thirty years later, Mir-Hussein Mousavi invited the people of Iran to do the same thing every night, to show
their outrage at the 2009 election fraud and to protest against the tyranny of the regime. Ironically, shouting Allaho Akbar from the rooftops was banned in 2009 by the same regime that was born from these shouts 30 years
earlier. Even more ironic was that while the Shah merely ignored the shouts, the police of the Islamic Republic
attacked our homes and arrested our people.
A few days later, General Azhari, the new prime minister, was questioned by the press about the nocturnal
shouting.
“I have been investigating the case,” he answered. “I was even out last night. Those are not real people
shouting: they are only a few playing Allah-o Akbar tapes.”
The idiocy of his comments further inflamed the people. Invited by Khomeini to rally in the streets on the day
of Ashura, to prove to Azhari that, in fact, the people against the Shah were not so few, they responded in force.
Ashura is the most important day in the Shia lunar calendar and one of the most significant annual events in
Iran. It is the anniversary of Imam Hussein’s martyrdom about 1,300 years ago.
Imam Hussein was the son of Imam Ali and the grandson of the Prophet Muhammad. When he defied the
tyranny of Caliph Yazid, he and 71 of his friends and family were massacred in an unequal battle near Karbala,
south of Baghdad in today’s Iraq. Since then, every year, Shia Muslims honour this day by mourning for Imam
Hussein.
For the Iranians, he is the ultimate symbol of the battle between Good and Evil, of resistance and bravery and
of the fight to the death for an ideal.
*
Dad took me to the enormous Ashura demonstrations of 1978. Though practically no one stayed indoors, HadjAgha was one of the few who did. A zealous believer and a self-taught Muslim scholar with a deep knowledge of
Islam, he was not happy with the Islamic movement led by the clerics. He was also a fierce critic of Khomeini.
He owned a prestigious Islamic bookshop near the main Bazaar, which was also a meeting place for religious
scholars and clerics. Almost everyone in the book industry and in religious circles believed him to be the absolute
authority in the field of Islamic books. He was the one who cautioned Mum and my aunt each time they left the
house to join the demonstrations.
“You don’t know these mullahs as I do. You shouldn’t trust them.”
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Once he told me a story about his encounter with Khomeini.
They had met in the late 1950s when they were both middle-aged and Khomeini was only one mullah among
many. Khomeini had gone to Hadj-Agha’s bookshop and asked for a particular book. Hadj-Agha brought it out
and criticized the author’s point of view. Khomeini frowned and told Hadj-Agha that he was not supposed to talk
about such delicate matters; that he had better take care of his bookshop instead of meddling with specialist fields.
Hadj-Agha remained silent for a second, and then said:
“I know as much as you about these matters. The only difference is that I am working hard to earn a decent
living. You’ve never done a day’s work in your life! You prefer to exploit people’s religion for your livelihood.”
Khomeini threw the book on the counter and stormed out.
I like to imagine that it was then that Khomeini decided to be more than a mullah; to be, rather, a political
leader.
*
Nonetheless, Hadj-Agha was also a fundamentalist. He forced my mother to leave school when she was 16
despite all her tearful pleas to be allowed to study for a few more years. He believed that girls weren’t supposed to
study beyond a certain level; although when it came to Aunt Marjaneh, four years younger than Mum, he changed
his mind in the light of the current feminist movements and decided to let her go to university. He even paid for
her stay in Cambridge while she studied English.
But Mum was forced to marry when she was 17. She had to choose between several suitors and she chose Dad
only because he promised to allow and help her study for as long as she wished.
But Mum soon became pregnant; I was born and then they had to move to the UK. She attended an art college
in Birmingham for a while but she had to wait a few more years for her high-school diploma.
Hadj-Agha was furious with Dad for naming me after Arash instead of after an Islamic hero such as Ali or
Muhammad; he believed these pagan names would propagate heresy in Iran. He always teased me by saying that
Arash wasn’t a hero at all: a proper hero wouldn’t die after simply shooting an arrow. According to him, Imam Ali
was the real hero: he could decapitate 700 heretics and traitors in only a day!
*
Anyway, there we were in the crowd on the day of Ashura 1978.
I had never seen so many people in the same place asking for the same thing—neither had the rest of the
world. It was said to be the biggest protest meeting in history. Millions of people marched from 24 Esfand Square
to Shahyad Square.
Given the multitude of people, the police were advised not to interfere.
Men and women walked in separate clusters. The most important thing I noticed was the dramatic change of
fashion among women. Those young girls who had appeared in tight jeans or miniskirts and fashionable hairstyles
just the day before were now completely covered in Islamic hijabs, chadors or headscarves, even those who, like
my mother, didn’t usually observe the hijab. Khomeini was now the official leader of the anti-Shah movement
and people strongly believed that Islam was their last resort and only saviour.
There was more diversity among the men: they wore fashionable bell-bottoms, long, pointed shirt collars and
sported the layered hair and sideburns popular in the 1970s. I could also see men with short hair and beards that
marked them as zealous Islamists; they were in their mid-30s and mid-40s and wore long-sleeved shirts with or
without a jacket—short sleeves were far too immodest for the likes of them. I could also see unshaven older men
who wore the brimless, rounded Kufi hat and who were immediately identifiable as the true followers of
Khomeini.
It was a sea of diversity among the men and a wave of uniformity among the women.
When I could no longer walk, Dad carried me on his shoulders and we continued towards our destination. He
believed it was something I had to witness because he thought it unlikely that such a thing would ever happen
again. The Shah was doomed and victory was close.
But he was wrong.
Thirty years later, on 15 June 2009, I saw and was part of an even larger demonstration at the same place.
There were differences, of course. For one thing, the names had changed: 24 Esfand was now Enghelab
(Revolution) Square and Shahyad was Azadi (Freedom) Square.
But the changes in the people were more drastic: this time men and women walked together, and the diversity
was more evident among the women despite the fact that they were all forced to wear the hijab, the legacy of their
mothers. In 1978, women chose to abandon their freedom to dress as they pleased; in 2009, women were
struggling to regain this very freedom.
I remember most of the chants and slogans at the Ashura rally. The most popular was also the most amusing: in
response to Azhari’s stupid remark about the nightly Allah-o Akbar, people shouted:
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“Azhari, you idiot, tell us if we are tapes now! Tapes don’t walk in the streets, you four-starred ass!”
Other slogans were simpler and more to the point:
“Down with the Shah!”
“Hail to Khomeini!”
“Independence, Liberty, Islamic Revolution!”
But there were significant differences between the many chants and slogans. The communist guerrillas sang
the Persian version of “El pueblo, unido, jamas sera vencido” (The People, united, shall never be defeated); the
Mujahideen-e Khalgh or the People’s Mujahideen, a group that followed an ideology based on an incompatible
mixture of Islam and Marxism, sang: “I swear by the name of freedom, I swear by the name of your last moments,
that your path will be our path, oh martyrs”; the Islamists chanted “Allah Allah Allah, Allah-o Akbar, La Ilaha
Illallah.”
Some people simply walked quietly, and there were others, including Dad, who cherry-picked the slogans. He
would shout “Down with the Shah!” but remained silent when others hailed Khomeini or asked for the Islamic
Revolution. When I asked him why, he simply answered that he didn’t believe in Khomeini.
“So why are you here with all these people who love him?” I asked.
“After the Shah is gone, we will be free and people can choose whoever and whatever they want. That is the
meaning of democracy. No one man will have all the power: the power belongs to the people, even the minority.”
He was wrong, again.
*
I couldn’t care less about the freedom of our nation at the moment as I was furiously trying to regain my
individual freedom from Dad. Star Wars: A New Hope was on at the cinema and all my friends had been to watch
it. Mum and Dad, fearing a repeat of the Cinema Rex tragedy in Abadan, refused to let me go. I begged them,
with tears in my eyes but they were un-relenting.
I listened enviously to friends who chatted about the film, about Darth Vader’s outfit and all the strange
creatures and robots. This to me was the cruellest thing parents could do to their children—deny them what their
peers had the right to know—and for that I couldn’t forgive them.
*
Confronted with the huge uprising, the Shah sacked General Azhari and appointed a new prime minister.
Shapour Bakhtiar was a moderate member of the Nationalist Front and one of the followers of Dr. Mosadeq, the
popular prime minister of the 1950s. After nationalizing Iranian oil and winning his case against the UK at the
International Court of Justice, he organized a semi-coup and forced the Shah to leave the country, only to be
counter-attacked by US forces who overthrew him and returned the Shah to his throne.
This incident was the main source of anti-US feeling among Iranians. If the people wanted a change of regime,
insisted Bakhtiar, it should happen through a referendum. But Khomeini declared that it was too late and
demanded Bakhtiar’s immediate resignation if he wanted to be accepted by the Revolution.
Bakhtiar attempted to encourage the people to accept a democratic process but in vain.
It was all over for the Shah—he now had to reap what he had sown for the past 30 years: the suppression of the
media, the torture and execution of any man or woman who opposed him and his iron-fisted rule of the country.
Weary, the people no longer wanted the reinstatement of a constitutional monarchy.
On 16 January 1979, I was at my aunt’s. I was playing in the alley with my cousins Kazem, Soussan, Soheila
and their neighbour Ahmadreza, a few years older than I, who was encouraging us to write slogans—“Death to
the Shah” and “Hail to Khomeini”—on the walls with our crayons.
Suddenly, Dad’s dark-blue Peugeot 304 turned into the narrow alley and screeched to a halt. He jumped out of
the car, flushed with excitement and smiling from ear to ear. Crushing me in a bear hug, he shouted:
“Arash, the Shah is gone!”
*
It was a simple piece of news that had seized the city:
“The Shah is gone.”
“Shah Raft” was the headline in every newspaper in the country, printed in the biggest, boldest typeface and
celebrated by a veritable tsunami of people in the streets dancing and shouting
“The Shah is gone!”
Dad took me home to pick up the rest of the family. Aunt Marjaneh was staying with us but suffering from a
bad back ever since the long trip from the UK. Hence no one expected her to join us on our celebratory trip.
But she began to cry; she had always dreamt of this day and now she couldn’t be part of it.
So Dad helped her down the stairs and adjusted the car seat to let her lean back in a comfortable position. And
we set off to celebrate the Shah’s flight into exile.
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People wore hats made of newspapers with the headline “The Shah is gone” and danced and chanted as they
wiped the city clean of every symbol that reminded them of the reign of the Pahlavi dynasty. Pictures of the Shah
were pulled down and burnt and statues of the Shah and his father, Reza Shah, were smashed to pieces. With the
rest of the country that night, I witnessed one of the greatest collective festivals of our nation.
Unfortunately, it was also going to be the last time that the people of Iran would partake of such unanimous
and unadulterated joy.
4
The Shah left the country on 16 January 1979. Khomeini returned from exile two weeks later, on 1 February,
and went to the holy city of Qom to choose his government.
On 9 February, all my father’s friends gathered at our home. The Revolution had almost succeeded. The Army
had joined the people on Khomeini’s order. People had taken control of the infantry and were now armed. The
only barrier between the people and the final victory was the Immortal Guard, or Javidan, the main unit of the
Imperial Guard named after the ancient Persian royal guard or Persian Immortals, and National Television, which
had been totally under the regime’s control.
My friend Kami and I were in the living room, in front of the TV, waiting for the weekly Ranga rang show that
broadcast clips of the latest Iranian pop music. But the TV was only broadcasting classical music: no news, no
shows, not even a presenter. Kami decided to call the TV channel; after many attempts, someone finally answered.
“Excuse me, sir, why isn’t the Ranga rang show on air?” After listening for a few seconds, he hung up in
silence.
“What did they say?” I asked, excited.
“He said what a stupid boy I was to call at this point asking for a stupid show. He said that they were ‘in a
bloodbath’. What’s a bloodbath?”
*
The final battle took place on 10 February. Armed civilians had already confronted the Immortal Guard and the
streets were red with blood. Mum, Golnar and I were not allowed to leave the house but Dad left early in the
morning. Later, I realized that he had been driving the university ambulance all day, taking wounded people to
hospitals; he had nearly been shot, too.
But there was more terrible news on the way. Dad did not come home until late. When the phone began to ring
violently—in those days it was hard to interpret any movement, sound or image as non-violent—I answered it. It
was Agha-djoon asking for Dad in a strange tone of voice that I couldn’t quite understand.
Later that night, when Dad finally came home soaked in the blood of God knows how many murdered
civilians, his eyes red from the teargas, I finally understood.
Uncle Habib, Dad’s 70year-old uncle, had been shot by the Immortal Guard in front of his bakery while trying
to save a wounded protester. He had died on the spot. A photo of Uncle Habib’s body in the morgue, lying
alongside two other 'martyrs of the Revolution killed on the same day, was published in the press the following
morning.
That sight of his pale, naked and lifeless body introduced me to the gruesome face of death, a face I was
destined to live with. This was the first of many deaths I would face in my life.
The people finally took over the TV and the next day the first thing we heard was the excited voice of a
guerrilla declaring,
“From now on you will hear the real voice of the people and the Revolution.” Khomeini called that day, 11
February, “The Day of Allah” and declared the end of 2,500 years of monarchy in Iran and the beginning of the
reign of Islam, a new era in which the people would control their own destinies. Kami and I, on the other hand,
had no idea that we would never see Rangarang or any other kind of pop music on TV for many years to come.
*
I began to look for Azadeh as soon as I arrived in the school yard on that cold morning in February 1979. I had
just turned nine.
I was happy to be back after the long strike, to be able to see my classmates again, especially Azadeh, and to
be able to play in the yard. I was also happy because my parents were happy. Although I still couldn’t realize the
full extent of the change, I clearly felt that the tension in the air had been lifted, a good enough reason to be happy.
I wanted to share this happiness with Azadeh. No one knew why she wasn’t there since none of us had been in
touch during the strike. I thought that perhaps her family was away and had not managed to return in time for
school and I tried to cling to this theory in order to deal with the disappointment of not seeing her. Then the bell
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rang and we were called to stand in line. We wondered what was going to happen; in the past, this was when we
had to chant “Long live our king of kings” but there were no kings left to pray for.
I was asking my friend who stood behind me in the line about Azadeh, when the sound of a strange song in a
different language interrupted me. A fifth grader on the balcony beside the headmaster was reciting some verses
from the Qur’an. We were supposed to stand in silence and listen to those Arabic words whose meaning
completely eluded us.
When it was over, the headmaster, a middle-aged, bald man, took the microphone, thanked the boy and invited
him to leave the balcony. Then he began to talk about the changes. He welcomed us back to school and then went
on to tell us how important this Revolution and our new-found freedom were. He said that, henceforth, instead of
chanting that evil anthem of the previous regime, we would listen to a few uplifting verses of the Holy Qur’an
every day and …
I lost track of his words. He talked for half an hour while we stood there, shivering in the cold. We soon began
to yawn and shuffle our feet. I began to tease the girl in front of me; others shared jokes or planned games for the
break after the first class.
And then, suddenly, we realized that the headmaster was silent. We looked up at him again and saw lines of
deep sorrow marking his face. My heart began to pound. The students fell silent, as if they had realized that the
most important part of the speech was yet to come.
“This freedom has not been achieved without the sacrifices of thousands of martyrs, whose blood has washed
this land free of the Devil’s footprint,” the headmaster shouted, trying to hide his emotions. “Our school, too, has
lost an angel in this battle for Freedom and Justice.”
I felt I could no longer breathe.
“Azadeh, your classmate, was shot last week while she was with her father in the street. She is one of the
martyrs to whom we owe …”
I seemed to have frozen at the words. The headmaster’s voice translating a verse from the Qur’an echoed in
my ears, a verse we were destined to hear hundreds of times over the next decade,
Think not of those who are slain in Allah’s way as dead. Nay, they live, finding their sustenance in the presence of
their Lord.

How can I describe the feelings of a child who realizes that he has lost his beloved friend? I was filled with a
deep and overwhelming hatred. The Shah disgusted me—he had killed my Azadeh, he had killed Uncle Habib.
It was then that I knew why the people hated him so and why they demanded his death in their angry shouts.
The coward who claimed to be the Father of the Nation had killed my Azadeh to keep his throne.
I couldn’t cry because of the immense void that opened up within me. I felt as if someone had ripped out my
heart.
*
I couldn’t go back to school the next day or the day after; a high fever burnt me up from within. I couldn’t believe
that Azadeh was no more. So this then was death: when there is no chance left to see a loved one again.
No, it wasn’t death. Perhaps death would be easier. This was grief.
I never really understood how she died. A stray bullet on the street had hit her and that was all I ever knew. Despite
my parents’ care and the visits to the doctor, it was Madar who saved me from going mad. She was there for me
through it all, telling me stories about Heaven and how wonderful it was: no one had to go to school or wash their
hands or brush their teeth; children were turned into little angels with wings. I could talk to Azadeh in my prayers; and
each time I prayed her wings would grow a little more until, one day, she could fly back to our world and see if I were
all right.
And I believed her.
That’s how I survived.
After a few months I could no longer remember Azadeh’s face, no matter how hard I tried, but I continued to pray
for her. Every night at first, then every other night, then every week, then every once in a while, until I grew up and
realized that no wings were large enough to help her fly back to me.
And after a few years it was too late anyway; I had lost my faith in angels.
*
This was how our generation entered childhood, baptized in death and hatred. We learnt about death even before
we had a chance to learn about life.
We were told that when the Hidden Imam emerged, accompanied by his 313 supporters and riding on his horse, he
would slay all the infidels in the world and he wouldn’t stop shedding blood until the waves of blood lapped against
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his saddle. It was imprinted on our flesh and written into our bones that today might be our last day on earth and that
we must make the most of it.
Islam had taken over. The revolutionaries broke the prison gates and released the political prisoners while
thousands of convicted criminals seized this opportunity to flee. Khomeini appointed Mehdi Bazargan, a religious
liberal nationalist, as provisional prime minister while a new constitution was being written.
Then, in the blink of an eye, he founded the “Committees”—a parallel police force controlled by the
revolutionaries who did not trust the official police—and the Revolutionary Court which was made responsible
for trying the officials of the Shah’s regime or the “traitors to the nation” as they were called.
Then the arrests began. Former ministers and prime ministers, generals, heads and agents of SAVAK—
Sazeman-e Ettela’at va Amniyat-e Keshvar, the National Intelligence and Security Organization—and other
officials who had not managed to flee the country in time were arrested within a few days and taken to the
Revolutionary Court.
The trials were fast and ruthless. Almost all the detained officials were accused of being “corruptors on earth”,
the ultimate accusation in Islam and one that demanded the death penalty, a fate that befell most of the new
political prisoners.
People lingered over every photograph showing the bullet-riddled bodies of the “traitors” lying in the morgue.
No one appeared to be critical of these arbitrary executions; everyone was convinced that they had been served
their due.
I certainly agreed: these were the people responsible for Azadeh’s death. We children cut out pictures of the
executed pro-Shah traitors and collected them without comprehending the meaning of execution. We were taught
to celebrate these deaths: the disciples of Lucifer slain by the Angel of Justice.
We had no idea that this dreadful death would soon come knocking at our own doors.
*
No one knew exactly what was meant by an Islamic Republic but more than 98 per cent of the people voted for
it on 1 April 1979, in the so-called Spring of Freedom, merely because Imam Khomeini had said, in reply to
discussions on the nature of the future regime,
“I say Islamic Republic: not a word more, not a word less.”
This wasn’t the only concept invented by the new leader; he also came up with the Velayat-e Faqih (Rule of
the Islamic Jurisprudent; a faqih is an Islamic jurist).
*
No one knew what this meant either but the people voted for it all the same when they opted for a constitution
based on this concept. By the time they understood what it really meant—that an Islamic government should be
ruled by a Shiite faqih acting as a vicar for the Hidden Imam during his Occultation—it was too late.
This faqih, whose power is said to come directly from God and whom the people may only identify or
recognize rather than elect, is the omnipotent ruler of the country. The Vali-e Faqih or Supreme Leader is
identified by a council of faqihs whose members are elected by the people.
However, the candidates have to be first approved by the Guardian Council, another council of faqihs whose
members are, unsurprisingly, chosen by none other than the Leader himself.
This closed circuit offers no options for disqualifying the Supreme Leader. He—it could never be a she—has
the authority to make legal decisions within the confines of Islamic law. He also has absolute control over every
political, judicial, legislative, economic, social and cultural decision in the country. He has the power to suspend
the Constitution and some of the Islamic Laws (Sharia) if he sees fit. The Supreme Leader is endowed with the
same authority that the Hidden Imam would have after emerging from his centuries of Occultation.
*
People were so intoxicated with joy at the abolition of the monarchy and the fall of the Shah, and so
hypnotized by the charisma of Khomeini, that they did not realize what they were doing: they were replacing a
constitutional monarchy (with limited power) by an absolute monarchy.
They were giving their ruler free reign over their lives, they who had fought so hard to win their freedom.
6
The last two months of school were over before we knew it.
We were ordered by our teachers to tear out the first pages of our schoolbooks, the ones containing portraits of
the Shah and the Royal Family, and to burn them in the school yard. Other pages relating stories of the Shah and
his kindness were to be dealt with in the same way.
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Two of the three TV channels had been shut down. Since most of the station’s staff had been sacked and there
had been as yet no time for restructuring, the one remaining channel broadcast for only three hours a day and its
repertoire consisted almost entirely of news bulletins, recitations from the Quran and revolutionary songs.
At the beginning of the summer, when Mum finally got her high-school diploma and was admitted to an
undergraduate course in nursing, we moved to a larger house with a swimming pool in North Tehran. The only
reason Dad could afford the rent was that the owner of the house had fled Iran for fear of being arrested as a
collaborator with the Shah’s regime and he had been looking for a decent family to take care of the belongings he
was leaving behind in the cellar.
That house, with its swimming pool and large garden full of fruit trees, marked a new period in my life: for a
while, at least, I was happy.
It was also during this summer that I met Imam Khomeini.
*
Madar, who wanted to help me forget the tragedy of Azadeh, believed I should stay with her in the city of Qom
for a while. But Dad disagreed. While Madar believed religion would help me endure the pain better, Dad
believed that family rather than religion should be my source of strength.
Then Madar played her trump card: if I went with her to Qom, she would take me to meet Imam Khomeini.
This was an offer I could not resist; it would silence my classmates forever. And I had a most important request
for the Imam.
Dad finally agreed to let me go with Madar.
We set off very early in the morning to avoid the intolerable summer heat. We changed buses twice before we
reached Tehran’s South Bus Terminal where we bought two tickets for Qom. Madar bought a sandwich and a
drink for me, and we were on our way.
*
Between Tehran and Qom lies a desert, a yellow sandscape that extends in every direction until it meets the
cloudless blue sky. Buses then did not have air-conditioning; as soon as the sun came up, everyone began to
perspire and had to fan themselves. It was the day before Ramadan and everyone was in a state of high excitement
at the thought of beginning the month of fasting in the Holy City of Qom. Every so often, someone would shout:
“Salawat for the health of Imam Khomeini!” or
“Salawat for the health of the driver!” or
“Salawat for your own health!”
Salawat may be loosely translated as “blessings” but it actually refers to a specific kind of prayer that is very
important to the Shiites. Whenever someone shouted Salawat, all the passengers followed it with
“Oh God, let your blessings be upon Muhammad and his family.”
The Sunnis only use the first part; they do not mention Muhammad’s family for they do not believe in the
transmission of sanctity from father to son. This is the source of a major conflict between the Shiites and the
Sunnis.
When the Prophet Muhammad died in AD 632, a dispute broke out over his successor. Those who were to
become the Shiites—the followers of Ali—believed that, shortly before his death, Muhammad had publicly
named Ali, his son-in-law and cousin, as his successor and the first Muslim Caliph. Those who went on to become
the Sunnis claimed that Muhammad had never nominated a successor.
As Ali was arranging the Prophet’s funeral, another group met to choose Abu-Bakr, the Prophet’s father-in-law
and one of his closest companions, as Caliph.
Since then, the followers of the Prophet have been divided into the Shiites, who believe Ali was the successor
chosen by God, and the Sunnis, who believe the Caliph should be chosen by the elite. The Shiites, especially the
Twelver Shiites, believe that Ali and the 11 descendants of Muhammad (the Imams) through his daughter Fatima
Zahra and Ali carried the true legacy of the Prophet; that they were immaculate like the Prophet and that they
remain the true governors of the Muslim world. According to the Shiites, the direct descendants of the Prophet
should be venerated and be paid the highest respect. A male descendant is known as sayyed (“Master” or “Lord”)
and a female is known as sayyedeh, and they represent a form of Islamic aristocracy.
Our family is part of this group and my father is designated “Sayyed Jalal” rather than merely “Jalal” on any of
his ID. But, being a sceptic, he refused to use the title when registering my name. It wasn’t even an Iranian title,
he was quick to point out, but an Arab one.
Khomeini was a sayyed and this lineage nourished the prophecy-stricken minds of the public who had been
waiting for more than a thousand years for a son of the Prophet to come forth and shake the pillars of earthly
tyranny. Not surprisingly, and unlike Dad, being a sayyedeh meant a lot to Madar. The title confers a certain
authority and people would, by and large, trust those who bore it. She believed that as true carriers of the
378

Prophet’s blood as well as Ali’s, we had a responsibility to be there for our people, to care for them and to help
them when they were in need.
Many years later, after the extraordinary success of Dan Brown’s The Da Vinci Code, my wife Maryam asked me to
tell her the story; she didn’t have time to read it herself. I explained that the author claimed that Jesus Christ had not been
celibate; that he had fathered a child, whose bloodline still existed and that the mythical Holy Grail represented this
bloodline. Maryam laughed and said,
“Really? That’s what it’s all about? He’s simply introducing the concept of sayyed into Christianity! That too at the
beginning of the twenty-first century when even we have begun to rid ourselves of these superstitions!”
The sayyeds were granted the right to use a green shawl or hat as a mark of their unique lineage, green being the colour
of the Prophet’s family. It was the colour Mir-Hussein Mousavi, also a sayyed and one of the supposedly “unsuccessful”
candidates at the 2009 presidential election, chose for his campaign. Rapidly taken up by his followers, it turned into a
symbol of the protest that rose up against the electoral fraud and which was later transformed into a general call for
democracy. According to Shiite believers, green reflects the true nature of Islam—peace and prosperity—and thus was
chosen as the symbol of this concept 1,400 years before the foundation of Greenpeace, dedicated to environmental
activism.
The only exception to this “wearing of the green” was among the mullahs: mullahs who were sayyeds used a black turban
to distinguish themselves from the others who wore white.
*
This was how Madar began my initiation into the Shiite faith through the stifling heat of that long journey across the
endless desert. But it helped to take my mind off the mirage of a distant sea on the horizon that constantly appeared and
disappeared.
We passed a large whiteness in the desert which Madar told me was the Salt Lake, a small lake surrounded by a thick layer
of salt left from Tethys, the ocean that had covered Iran around 90 million years ago. This white field and the frequent
Salawats of the passengers were to be our only distractions on the road; hence my attentiveness to Madar’s stories on the way.
After two hours of that brutal journey, a change in the scenery was greeted by joyous shouts and incessant Salawats: the
Golden Dome had appeared on the horizon, a tangible replacement for the recurrent illusion of the sea. This, I realized, was
the highlight of the pilgrimage: the travellers had endured the heat, the boredom, the bumpy road and the alarming noises of
the coach’s engine just for this glimpse of the Golden Dome of Holy Masoumah.
We had arrived!
A few years later, when the motorway between Tehran and Qom was opened, the journey became much shorter and
easier, especially as the coaches and cars were now air-conditioned and there were more service stops on the way. But this
modernization seemed to take away the magic of that first glimpse of the Golden Dome long before one actually arrived at
Qom. Today, Qom has become a large city; even when you stand in the heart of town, you have to search for signs of the
holy shrine and its golden dome.
Madar lived in a room rented from an old lady who had a house with a small garden. The old lady lived alone and each
evening one of her many children would pay her a visit. She had let out the room to Madar for a very low rent in return for
her company. The house was only five minutes from the Haram or shrine of Holy Masoumah; so after lunch and an
afternoon nap the first thing we did was set off on a visit.
*
Holy Masoumah was the sister of the eighth Shia Imam, Imam Reza, one of the most respected Imams who is
now buried in Mashad in eastern Iran. She began her long journey from Medina in the Arabian peninsula to her
brother in Mashhad but fell ill on the way and died in Qom in AD 816 when she was only 18 and still a virgin.
Her tomb became one of the most venerated pilgrimage sites for the Shiites and one of the most prestigious
religious schools was founded in Qom in her honour, turning it into one of the most important religious centres in
the Shia world alongside Najaf and Karbala in Iraq.
It was a long time before I filly understood her importance; it seemed to me that she had done nothing special
to deserve such veneration. But many years later, during my studies of Iranian mythology, I finally understood.
“Masoumah” in Arabic can be translated as “the Immaculate One”, just like the name of the ancient Iranian
goddess Anahita, an idea that may have lent itself to the concept of the Immaculate Conception. Anahita was the
goddess of water—springs, rivers and seas—and associated with fertility, healing and wisdom. The peoples of the
deserts and wastelands, who were particularly devoted to her, built shrines to encourage her to bless their lands
with water. Legend has it that Qom once held a shrine to Anahita; it was rededicated to and renamed in honour of
Masoumah to prevent the Arab conquerors from destroying the shrine or banning worship there. This was only
one of the many Islamic masks that the Iranians put on their ancient traditions and holy places to prevent their
destruction by the Arabs who sought to demolish every remnant of the pre-Islamic civilization of Iran. In South
Tehran, for example, an Anahita temple atop a mountain was renamed “Mount of Bibi Shahrbanoo”, Imam
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Hussein’s wife, and the tomb of the Iranian Emperor Cyrus the Great in Pasargad was renamed “Tomb of Prophet
Solomon’s Mother”.
None of this was of the slightest interest or concern to those zealous believers who went every evening to visit
the shrine and to pay their respects to Holy Masoumah, including Madar.
There were hundreds of people there, perhaps even more than a thousand, preparing for the month of fasting
by asking the saint to purify their souls and intercede on their behalf with God so that He would accept them in
the month of his feasts, which was what Ramadan was usually called: the Feast of God.
I, however, could never understand why people were not allowed to eat or drink anything during God’s feast.
*
Almost half the crowd comprised clerics or students at the religious school of Qom on their way to becoming
mullahs. I was hoping to see Imam Khomeini there but Madar disappointed me by saying that he had more
important things to do at the moment. However, another Grand Ayatollah was present and people were waiting in
queues for a chance to kiss his hand. (It was Ayatollah Shariatmadari, whose rank among the Shiite clergy was by
no means lower than Khomeini’s.)
I, too, joined the queue for the privilege of kissing his hand, for privilege it seemed to me then. He was one of
the clergy who, in 1963, declared Khomeini a Grand Ayatollah to prevent the Shah from executing him: the
judiciary did not have the authority to execute, or even imprison, a Grand Ayatollah.
When it was my turn to kiss the old man’s hand, I felt just a little disappointed. I had expected a personality
with eyes as piercing as those of Imam Khomeini. But this was just an old man, sitting there with his hand
extended, indifferent to the kisses bestowed upon it by the people.
I bent and kissed his hand and walked away towards Madar who was waiting for me, both excited and envious
for women were not allowed this show of affection. How could I have known that Ayatollah Shariatmadari was
now one of the most prominent critics of Khomeini? That he claimed Khomeini’s idea on the Rule of the
Jurisprudent to be completely against Shiite ideology?
In three years’ time, he would be arrested, beaten and dismissed from his rank of Grand Ayatollah on the orders
of the very man to whom he had given the title 15 years earlier. He died while still under house arrest in 1986.
*
Madar took me inside the shrine. It was a huge building with three gigantic prayer halls, in the centre of which
stood the burial chamber, confined in a golden cage. An opening above the cage allowed people to throw in
money, offerings to ensure an answer to their prayers. It was almost sunset and everyone was waiting for the
sound of the azan, the call to prayer.
Although I am not a religious person, the sound of the azan has always fascinated me. There I was, standing in
the middle of the huge courtyard, watching people doing the wuzu—the Islamic pre-prayer ablutions—when
thousands of white doves landed on the golden dome of the shrine and turned it white.
The sun had disappeared; the sky had turned crimson and flung red and yellow shadows on the scattered
clouds when the first words of the azan suddenly echoed in the air, inviting people to collective prayer:
“Allah-o Akbar, La Ilah a Illallah.”
Madar stood among the women and said her prayers. I didn’t know how to pray, so I stood a little way off, near
the pool, watching the birds.
Praying was another thing I was going to learn during my stay in Qom.
Meeting Imam Khomeini had been my only reason for coming to Qom with Madar and I kept asking her about
it.
“We have to wait for Mustafa, the landlady’s son, to show up first,” she said.
He was a volunteer who had joined the newly founded Revolutionary Guard and had many friends in
Khomeini’s household. While we waited for his visit, Madar and the old lady took on the task of my Islamic
training, of which praying and fasting were the most difficult aspects.
Praying involved my memorizing a lot of Arabic words that meant nothing to me despite Madar’s efforts at
explaining. I wondered why we had to pray in Arabic and not in Persian; if God knew everything, surely he must
know all the languages.
But Madar explained that Islam was not an individual religion; it was a religion that united mankind, and
prayers, especially collective prayers, were a symbol of this unity in which no race or colour enjoyed any
advantage. Muslims have to pray to God in a common language and, as Allah had spoken to his Prophet in Arabic,
Muslims offered their prayers in that language. So in Mecca, when millions of people from around the world join
in prayer, they all pray in the same language: a remarkable demonstration of unity.
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Years later, I realized that Muslims, despite their common language of prayer, are far from being unified.
Exactly a year after this trip to Qom, Iraq attacked Iran and the two Muslim nations slaughtered one another for
eight years, both in the name of Islam.
*
The fasting aspect was more challenging, although the rules were simpler: don’t eat or drink anything; don’t
tell any lies; don’t swear; and don’t hurt anyone between sunrise and sunset.
Not swearing and not lying were easy but not eating or drinking for 15 hours for a nine-year-old stuck in the
summer heat of that desert city was an entirely different matter. I was therefore al lowed to practice “Sparrow-head
Fasting.” I would fast from sunrise till noon; then I would have lunch and fast again till the evening.
A gentler version of the adult fast, this is designed to encourage children to participate in the fasting month.
For me, even this was a serious challenge.
*
We were not supposed to tell lies or swear during the month of fasting; were we then allowed, I asked Madar,
to do so during the rest of the year?
She smiled and replied that human beings are creatures led by the twin drives of anger and self-protection.
Swearing is a natural way of releasing anger, and lying is an instinctive attempt at self-defence. However, these
instincts belong to the lower regions of the human soul and we have to learn to overcome them through this
month of spiritual discipline.
As I had nothing else to do, I learnt how to pray and began to practise my fasting skills.
7
The big day finally arrived. After talking to one of the guards at Khomeini’s residence, Mustafa took me there
on his motorcycle. Every afternoon, the Imam opened the door of his house to visitors even though not all of them
could be admitted for the house was small.
The guard took me in through the back door and before I knew what was happening I found myself in a
corridor, standing in front of a tall old man in a white gown and a black turban.
“Where are you running to, young man?” he asked, putting his hand on my shoulder.
“I want to see …”
I held my breath as soon as I looked up and saw those two black eyes under the two thick eyebrows and that
white beard, so much like Santa Claus. I was silent for a few seconds, and it was only his encouraging smile that
helped me continue.
“I … I wanted to see you, Imam.” He chuckled and patted my cheek.
“So you have, son. What important matter brings you to me?”
I had none. All I could come up with was,
“I want sugar cubes … for Dad.”
Everyone laughed at my answer, while the Imam nodded to the young man beside him who went off somewhere.
The sugar was Madar’s idea. According to her, Dad did not observe his duties as a Muslim: he did not pray nor did he
fast; hence, the only thing that could absolve him would be eating something blessed by the vicar of the Hidden Imam.
“What is your name, son?”
“Arash, sir.”
“And your father’s name?”
“His name is Jalal, sir.”
“Master Jalal, you are not supposed to disrespect your father’s name.”
The young man returned with a handful of sugar cubes. Imam took them in his hands, put his hands in front of
his mouth and uttered a prayer and a blessing. Then he put the cubes in my hand and asked,
“Is that all, Master Arash?”
I bent to kiss his hand but he responded in a manner quite different from Ayatollah Shariatmadari: he withdrew
his hand, bent over me and kissed my forehead.
“You never bow to anyone other than Allah, of whom I am only a humble servant,” he whispered in my ear.
His gaze was overwhelming. A blazing intelligence mixed with a kindness and a seriousness that made it impossible
for anyone to hold his gaze for more than a few seconds. Caressing my face, he moved towards the crowds waiting in
the courtyard for a glimpse.
“Send my greetings to your father, Master Arash,” he said as he left.
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And that was it. I never got the chance to tell him that I had lost my friend to the Revolution. I wanted him to pray for
her, I wanted to make sure that she became an angel. That was my main reason for wanting to see him. Despite not a word
on the matter, something in his eyes assured me that Azadeh was happy.
8
Summer was over sooner than I thought.
At the school enrolment we were told that girls and boys were no longer allowed to go to the same schools;
since my school had been chosen as a school for girls, my parents had to find a boys’ school for my third grade.
Mum began her undergraduate nursing course and was very excited about the dawn of a new phase in her life.
Dad had become Dean, Faculty of Metallurgy, University of Science and Technology, and Uncle Mohammed, my
mother’s brother, back from Paris after completing his PhD in Sociology, was employed at the Sociology
Research Centre at National TV.
Despite being forced to change my school, everything still seemed all right. I didn’t really care about having
no female classmates; I would have more fun with the boys. The girls would only remind me of Azadeh.
However, after a while, not having any female classmates felt strange. We no longer competed for the girls’
attention and the rate of cursing, swearing and bad language steadily increased. It was then that I learnt about sex
and I couldn’t believe my ears until I asked Dad what “fuck” meant and why anyone would want to fuck his
friend’s mum.
Dad was forced to give me “the talk” much earlier than he had planned.
*
We were given new schoolbooks with the picture of Imam Khomeini on the first page. Every morning we
stood in line in the yard while someone recited a few verses from the Qur’an and then we had to listen to the new
National Anthem:
The Islamic Republic has been established,
To give us both religion and this world.
Because of the Iranian Revolution,
The palace of oppression has been destroyed.
The image of our future is the picture of our Imam
Our everlasting force is our faith and unity
God’s hand is helping us,
And in this battle He is our guide.
In the shadow of the Qur’an,
Let Iran stand forever.

It would be many years before it was replaced by something a little more meaningful.
Nothing had really changed in our lives other than what we were taught each day at school: to love Khomeini,
which I didn’t mind since I loved him anyway; the atrocities of the Shah’s regime, which I already knew about;
and training in Islam, which I was already receiving in good measure from both Madar and Hadj-Agha.
But Dad was already beginning to worry.
Other than classical music and revolutionary songs, music was banned under the Sharia. Films, when they
were shown again at the cinemas and on TV, were censored. Most of what we saw on TV was either revolutionary films such as Z and State of Siege, or from the Second-World-War era about Yugoslavian partisans fighting the
Nazis, or Russian black-and-white films such as How the Steel Was Tempered.
More and more women began to wear headscarves or chadors—although it wasn't compulsory yet—and more
and more men displayed short beards, thus conforming to the Islamic prohibition on shaving facial hair.
*
Aunt Marjaneh, a graduate in political science, had been employed by the Ministry of Education and appointed
the headmistress of a small elementary school in an extremely poor district in South Tehran. She was very happy
with her post because it gave her an opportunity to educate and help some of the city’s poorest children. She had
always dreamt of following in the footsteps of her role model, Samad Behrangi, a teacher and children’s writer
who had drowned in the river Aras 10 years ago. It was a mysterious death that most of the opposition groups
attributed to the Shah’s secret service.
It was Aunt Marjaneh who took charge of educating me in the concepts of justice and equality. She wasn’t a
communist but she had considerable respect for its ideas, especially the need to provide equal opportunity. She
was always encouraging me to read Samad’s stories, the most important of which was The Little Black Fish.
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A little fish lived with his family in a small stream but wanted to know about the world beyond. He decided to
leave the dirty stream in search of the sea, about which he had heard from a travelling fish.
When he finally reached the sea, he fought the dreaded Pelican and ultimately sacrificed his life to free the
other fish from the terror of that predator. I remember crying for nights when I first read it; Mum had to ask Aunt
Marjaneh not to recommend any more stories to me.
But neither Marjaneh nor I cared and she continued to initiate me in the world of stories without happy endings
—the life of Che Guevara, of Martin Luther King and of the Iranians who had been assassinated by the Shah’s
regime. She believed I needed to grow up strong in order to survive in a cruel world. I believe she was right—
although I still preferred the fairy tales with their happy endings.
Her position as headmistress would give her the power to put some of her ideas into practice; at least, that was
what she thought at the beginning. Every once in a while she took me to her school where I made friends with the
boys, even though we were from completely different worlds. They were from poor and uneducated families, the
sort of people I couldn’t and wouldn’t have known if it weren’t for Aunt Marjaneh.
She tried hard in the local department of the Ministry of Education to raise enough funds to buy new clothes
for her pupils before New Year’s Eve, and added extra classes for them dedicated to reading and discussing books.
On one occasion, accompanied by the “Tutor of Islamic Manners”, a new post in the school created after the
Revolution to ensure that children received proper instruction on Islamic good manners, she took me to the homes
of a few of her students to hand out the new clothes she had succeeded in buying for them.
Seeing the smiles on the faces of those children and their families in those modest little flats gave me
enormous pleasure. Aunt Marjaneh was doing her best to teach me that I didn’t need to be rich to be happy.
Whenever I craved something, the memory of the sparkle in their eyes brought me down to earth.
But Aunt Marjaneh didn’t really succeed in her efforts. A year later, the parents of one of her pupils
complained about her to the Ministry of Education, claiming that she was trying to corrupt their child’s mind with
communist ideas while teaching them things that they didn’t need to know.
She was soon demoted to teaching Arabic and, two years later, was relegated to administrative work with no
direct contact with the children. She became seriously depressed and some time later, on the spur of the moment,
she resigned from all her responsibilities and left Iran for Germany with her husband and young son.
Other than very short visits to the family, she never returned to Iran.
*
The combination of her teachings and my Islamic training turned me into a fanatic. I began to pray three times
a day, trying to hide it from Dad who I believed was opposed to my new and consuming interest in Islam.
I refused to sleep in my comfortable bed and preferred the bare floor without a pillow or a mattress on the
grounds that there were millions of people who couldn’t afford a comfortable bed and I wanted to show my sol idarity with them.
I ate only as much as I needed and refused to eat anything delicious lest I be led astray by the pleasures of this
world … I was only nine years old.
But it wasn’t easy to deceive Dad. Once, while I was praying, he opened the door to my room. I couldn’t
interrupt my prayer; it is a cardinal sin to do so unless it is a matter of life and death. Dad said nothing and quietly
closed the door.
When I finished praying, I didn’t dare walk out of my room; I didn’t want to face Dad who, I believed, would
receive me with 'the look After a while, however, he knocked on the door and entered my room with a smile.
“I’m sorry I entered your room without knocking. If you want to pray Arash, pray,” he chuckled. “It’s your
decision. Don’t be afraid. I’ve always taught you to be a free man. You are free to choose what you want to
believe in.”
He knew that my fervour wouldn’t last long but he did begin to pay me more attention. It was then that we set
off on our book-hunting quests.
9
If you go to Enghelab Street in front of the University of Tehran, you will be overwhelmed by the smell of
books.
About 200 bookshops stand side by side, a heaven for book-lovers. There are all kinds of bookshops:
specialist, academic, trade or children’s. But, quite literally, all you see as you leave the university are books. It’s
hard to walk in Enghelab Street and not buy a book; or, at least, to not spend a good deal of time browsing.
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This was where Dad took me once every month. I was given a certain budget to buy whichever books I liked,
provided that I read them before our next visit. Of course, “whichever books” is a little exaggerated, for Dad had a
huge influence on my choices.
I was introduced to the classics of world literature: Leo Tolstoy, John Steinbeck, Anton Chekhov, Alexandre
Dumas, Jules Verne, Mark Twain, Robert Louis Stevenson and more. We also bought books by Iranian authors
such as Sadeq Chouback and Bahram Sadeqi, although, because of the bitterness of their content, Dad preferred
that I begin by reading the world classics.
I was fascinated by Enghelab Street. This was the wellspring of democracy. Thousands of people walked on
the pavements and discussed current affairs as they browsed.
On the other side of the pavement, facing the row of bookshops, stood the stalls of the second-hand book
dealers who also sold alternative “white-cover” books, books by communist authors and not published by
mainstream publishing houses. In-between the stalls stood the newspaper sellers, each with their particular titles.
Hundreds of papers and news-sheets were published at that time, each with a specific political affiliation: Islamic,
nationalist, liberal and a wide range of leftists, and each with slightly different approaches—Marxist Islamist,
Leninist, Trotskyite, Maoist, etc.
And everyone stood around passionately debating the latest issues, defending their ideologies and propounding
their views on the best ways of governing the country.
*
I looked forward to our monthly visits to Enghelab Street and, in-between them, fervently read everything I
could. My introduction to world literature was Dad’s way of preventing me from becoming a dogmatist, which
was what happened to most of the children who received only the Islamic training that dominated school
curricula.
On the other hand, Madar and Hadj Agha bombarded me with religious books containing the stories of Adam
and Eve, Noah, Abraham, Moses, Jesus, Muhammad and the 12 Imams. It was as if there were an unspoken
competition between Dad and Aunt Marjaneh on one side and Madar and Hadj Agha on the other for my
attention. However, I didn’t think about these things at the time. I just enjoyed reading and became addicted to
books.
The scenes I saw in Enghelab Street in 1979 were actually the dying breaths of a newborn democracy that was
soon to be suffocated by the smoke of a fiery tyranny whose flames had just appeared on the horizon.
There was nothing tangible to support these anxieties.
Khomeini in Qom acted as the spiritual Father of the Nation and pretended he wasn’t interfering directly in
politics.
Bazargan, the liberal-nationalist prime minister was trying to prevent the fundamentalists from taking over the
government and to open the doors to negotiation with the US and other Western countries.
Various political groups and parties were jostling for seats in the first Islamic Consultative Assembly, or
Parliament, and a fundamentalist Islamic terrorist group which had assassinated a few prominent political and
religious figures after the Revolution was quelled and its leaders tried and executed.
Nevertheless, everything seemed to promise a golden age of democracy and liberty.
*
Nothing could be farther from the truth.
10
Every child in every corner of the world knows about limits.
Parents would be at a loss without limits. The moment children begin to talk, sometimes even before that,
parents make sure they know what they must not do: must not swear, must not speak with your mouth full, must
not pee in your pants, must not hurt other children or animals, must not be rude to your parents, must not watch
TV if you have homework, must not stay up after bedtime, etc.
And children must, by their very nature, keep pushing at these limits. This constant tussle over boundaries
between parents and children is part of what psychologists call “growing up.”
Like any other child, I knew there were things that I wasn’t supposed to do but in the autumn of 1979 I faced a
whole new pedagogic phenomenon: what we couldn’t do didn’t bother me any more; it was what we could do that
I was desperately eager to find out.
And it wasn’t only us, the children, who had to worry about pushing the limits. For the first time, our parents
and teachers were all in the same boat.
*
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The Revolution had revealed a whole new aspect of prohibition.
Regardless of people’s age, as 1979 drew to its close, almost everything was prohibited: contact between the
sexes; dancing; laughing loudly; eating pork or drinking alcohol; keeping dogs; wearing short-sleeved shirts, Tshirts or shorts; listening to music; enjoying American films; watching superhero cartoons; Walt Disney; singing;
partying; listening to foreign radio stations; going to the beach with the family; playing cards or chess or
backgammon; wearing a tie; shaving your beard; showing any part of the body other than your hands and face,
wearing make-up or smoking (for women); criticizing government figures; following any religion other than
Islam, Judaism, Christianity and Zoroastrianism; converting from Islam; saying that America was not the Great
Satan; not hating Israel; not cursing the royal family; not shouting three Salawats whenever we heard the name of
Khomeini...
And it wasn’t a matter of choice.
People could be punished for what they did or did not do. The vigilante committees formed after the
Revolution were now responsible, instead of the old official police force, for making sure that people acted in
accordance with “good Islamic manners.” They took over the streets after 9 p.m. and checked cars at crossroads
and squares. They searched the boot to make sure it carried nothing suspicious, be it weapons or alcohol.
Sometimes, especially if the driver wore a tie, he was asked to exhale directly into their faces—to check whether
or not he had been drinking.
Before the Revolution, before the prohibition on alcohol, no one indulged in drinking and driving. But in an
ironic turn of events, ever since the Revolution, Iran has been one of the few countries where people continue to
drink and drive. Alcohol is illegal anyway and using public transport when you smell of drink is even more
dangerous than driving a car in that condition. You may just get away with the latter but certainly not with the
former.
*
People began to fight back, of course, and combated the terrors of the night guards with a unique and
unbeatable weapon: the cucumber. Cucumbers became the most important evening accessory for those who had
been drinking. As soon as a driver saw the beams from the guards’ torches waving down his car, he and his friends
would wolf down a cucumber in an attempt to hide the telltale smell.
Another popular weapon was garlic. Iran must be the only place, outside of vampire legends, where gar lic has
been used as a weapon against evil. Well, peppermint sprays were not yet available in the Iranian market—and
nor was the breathalyser.
Wearing ties was not as strictly prohibited but it was seriously frowned upon. Imam Khomeini, assuming that
the tie was something Western, had dismissed it as a “collar and chain”, “the symbol of our enslavement to
imperialist cultures.”
Painting human figures and sculpting were also frowned upon. These forms of artistic expression were
considered attempts at imitating God the Creator as well as an unwanted reminder of the pagan tradition of idol
worship.
Music was considered sacriligeous because the pleasure it provided its listeners was capable of making them
forget the real ecstasy achieved through prayer.
But it soon got rather complicated. Every revolution relies firmly on its symbols and most of these are the
result of some form of artistic expression; hence, the authorities needed to draw a line between what art was good
and what was evil: what was allowed and what was not.
All music other than revolutionary songs and traditional Iranian music was banned; solo female voices were
absolutely taboo. Every form of painting was considered evil unless it portrayed Imam Khomeini or a revolutionary or religious scene.
*
We were in school until midday, after which I went home, had a nap and then began my homework, which,
even at the elementary school level, seemed overwhelming. The children’s programmes on TV would begin at 5
p.m. and I had to struggle to finish my homework in time.
Feature programmes were broadcast only between 4 and 10 p.m. There would be a recitation from the Qur’an
between 4 and 4:30, after which would begin Missing Persons.
I couldn’t go out. I was alone at home and had usually finished my homework. I had even found time to read a
few more pages of my book. By the time Missing Persons began, I was bored to death, impatiently waiting for the
children’s shows.
Missing Persons had the simplest structure in the world: a photo of a missing person ap peared on the screen
and the narrator gave a brief description about him or her: the date of disappearance; the age of the per son; and
whom to call if anyone knew their whereabouts.
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Initially indifferent to it, in time I devised an entertainment out of the show. Looking at the missing persons'
photos while listening to their details, I would try to imagine what might have happened to them.
In my mind they had all run away from home to see the world. They were wandering aimlessly, bent under the
weight of their rucksacks, or were tracing the path along some mysterious map at one end of which lay treasure. A
series of extraordinary events and fantastic creatures.
That was how I killed time, and most of the novels and stories I wrote years later grew out of those imaginings.
At last the children's shows would begin. They were meant to last for an hour but two-thirds of that hour was
devoted to instructions in good Islamic manners or to the greatness of the Revolution and Imam Khomeini. These
were interspersed with some short animated films, the most memorable being a Polish one about a dog looking for
its bone, and another about two brothers quarrelling all the time until they were taught to share their belongings.
When the children’s show came to an end, there was nothing left to watch on TV: a mullah would appear and
speak for hours on religious matters. In any case, my parents would have come by then and we could play a board
game while they waited for News Hour to begin, the signal for us children to go to bed.
*
It was the most boring life imaginable, and it seemed as if the days would never end. But events outside our
home were not so boring.
Things were changing.
Despite Bazargan’s efforts to rebuild the bridge between Iran and the US, Khomeini’s anti-US remarks were
continually fuelling the tension. On 4 November 1979, around 500 students who called themselves the “Muslim
Student Followers of the Imam’s Line” attacked the US Embassy and took 53 US diplomats hostage. Despite
Bazargan’s efforts at persuading Khomeini to release them, Khomeini issued a statement supporting the takeover
of the US Embassy: he called it “the second revolution” and claimed that the Embassy was “a den of spies.”
Bazargan resigned and sanctions were imposed against Iran for the first time.
Most of these students later became prominent political figures in Iran. They became the main supporters of
Muhammad Khatami’s call for reform in 1999, and most of them are now in prison or in exile.
11
The grown-ups talked about nothing but the first presidential election of 1980. We children, too, had finally found
something to be excited about: something new was happening in a society rendered dead and silent after the occupation of
the US Embassy.
There were 10 candidates from different political groups. Masoud Rajavi was the only person whose candidacy was
not approved. Leader of the People’s Mujahideen Organization, an extremely popular group especially among the young,
he was disapproved of because he hadn’t voted for the Constitution of the Islamic Republic. That was interpreted as
possible disloyalty to the regime.
Looking back at those days I see them filled with a sense of unreality. Of the candidates on the first presidential list,
seven suffered gruesome fates only a few years later: Bani-Sadr, Madani and Mokri fled Iran and chose exile; Forouhar,
Sami and Ayat were assassinated; Ghotbzadeh was executed.
Everyone was aware that Khomeini supported Abolhasan Bani-Sadr against the will of the Islamic Republic Party led
by Muhammad Beheshti, Hashemi Rafsanjani, Ali Khamenei and Mir-Hussein Mousavi. Bani-Sadr was a
nationalist Islamist and a close friend of Khomeini in Paris. Khomeini never supported him publicly but his
support was undeniable. That was why, although no one really knew him, Bani-Sadr won the election with 76 per
cent of the votes.
He made it his job to attempt to reconcile different groups and parties and he tried to prevent the regime from
becoming a religious fundamentalist one. He tried to control the Revolutionary Guard, the Committees and the
Revolutionary Court, and to restore the professional army, police force and the judiciary.
But his efforts only succeeded in precipitating what he most feared.
It was the beginning of a new era in Iran, one in which Iran was to make more enemies than friends, and any
hopes for a real democracy were to vanish into a distant future. The sequence of events put an end to all hopes of
reconciliation between Iran and the US. It also put an end to Khomeini’s alleged detachment from politics.
Shortly after the presidential election, on the pretext of a heart attack, Khomeini returned from Qom to Tehran
because of “the proximity of better medical facilities” but, as events proved over the next few months, it was to
take over the country and get rid of any opposition standing in the way of his vision of an ideal Islamic society.
And the first step in this direction was the war he launched against one of Iran's most important national
traditions: the highly un-Islamic Norouz or Iranian New Year celebrations.
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The Gregorian calendar used in the West and in many other parts of the world means nothing to the Iranians
other than a convenient method of communication with the rest of world. The Iranians have their own solar
calendar in which the New Year begins not on 1 January but on 21 March, the date of the vernal equinox.
The origin of the tradition, which is at least 3,000 years old, is attributed to Iran’s mythical King Jamshid.
Paradoxically, the inception of the Iranian calendar is determined to be AD 622, the time of Prophet Muhammad’s
Hegira or Migration from Mecca to Medina, thus making it a blend of Iranian and Arab traditions.
Accordingly, 1980 corresponds to the year 1359 in the Iranian solar calendar.
The Iranians also recognize the Islamic lunar calendar, which is the point of reference for important religious
dates and ceremonies but no one can deny that the most important day in an Iranian’s year is Norouz.
*
There are special traditions for celebrating this day of which the Wednesday Feast or Fireworks Wednesday
(Chaharshanbe Sun) is the most important. The Wednesday Feast, a prelude to Norouz, is held on the last Tuesday
night of the solar year. People are supposed to cleanse their souls by leaping over a fire, chanting,
“Let your fiery redness be mine and my yellow paleness be yours.”
This passage through fire, the only element that cannot be polluted, is believed to burn away all the evil in
them so that they may enter the New Year with their souls purified.
Another part of the ritual involves people, especially children, knocking on their neighbours’ doors with white
blankets draped over their heads. Those who open the doors are supposed to hand out a special mixture of nuts
traditionally known as “problem-solver nuts.” It is believed that eating these nuts will help overcome problems.
This tradition is rooted in the Zoroastrian belief that in the last days of the old year, the farvahars or guardian
spirits return to earth to visit their families. The children draped in blankets symbolize these spirits and the giving
of the nuts is a sign of both respect and hospitality.
Since time immemorial, Iranians have celebrated the Wednesday Feast by lighting fires in the alleys and in the
fields and setting off fireworks. For children and young people it is the most joyful day in the year after Norouz
itself.
Norouz begins precisely at the time of the vernal equinox, when the sun enters Aries—the beginning of spring
in the Northern Hemisphere. Unlike the fixed date of the Christian New Year, the beginning of the Iranian year
varies with the date of the equinox. And there are things that must be taken care of before the turn of the year.
All the members of the family sit round a haft-sin table, a crucial part of the Eve. On the table must be seven
items, all of which begin with the letter “s” in their original Persian form: sabzeh, sprouting wheat or lentils,
symbolizing rebirth and greenery; samanu, a traditional sweet pudding, symbolizing affluence; senjed, the dried
fruit of the oleaster tree, symbolizing love; sir or garlic, symbolizing medicine and healing; sib, an apple,
symbolizing beauty and health; somaq, berries from the sumac tree, symbolizing the redness of sunrise; sonbol or
hyacinth, symbolizing youth; and serkeh, vinegar, symbolizing age and patience.
The other items on the table are candles; a goldfish—a recent addition to the table inspired by the Chinese
tradition of releasing a goldfish in water on New Year's Eve; the Qur’an— in pre-Islamic times this would be the
Avesta, the sacred book of the Zoroastrians; and the collected poems of Hafiz, Iran’s national poet.
After the turn of the year, officially announced by the firing of canons, people greet one another with kisses
and the children receive gifts or money. Then everyone sets out to visit friends and family.
This visiting ceremony continues for 13 days; and on the thirteenth day of the first month of the year,
Farvardin, the New Year ceremonies end in Sizdah Be-dar, the day of Getting Rid of Thirteen. Since 13 is
considered unlucky, on the thirteenth day of Farvardin, which often corresponds to 1 April or April Fools’ Day in
the Western calendar, the day is spent outdoors, picnicking, telling jokes and playing pranks. Many believe that
April Fools’ Day springs from this more ancient custom.
At the end of the day, people leave the green sprouts in running water, release the goldfish into a lake and
return home.
Norouz is over and they are now ready to begin the year.
*
I describe these things in such detail because Norouz is the Iranians’ last shred of hope at a time when their
own particular identity is under threat of disappearing into a global, undifferentiated homogenized Islamic dogma.
Keeping that identity alive is a matter of life and death for them.
When the Arabs invaded and occupied Iran, the Muslim Caliphs tried hard to abolish Norouz and replace it
with the Islamic Eids or other celebrations. The Iranians absorbed these Eids into their calendar but not at the
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expense of Norouz; it was never lost and retained its primacy in the calendar as the most important day of the
year.
This single day symbolizes the coexistence of diverse tendencies embedded at the heart of Iranian society:
3,000 years of a proud history alongside deep-rooted Islamic beliefs. These two elements do not always work well
together.
Iran’s new Islamic regime, believing in a certain Islamic internationalism, was against any national tradition
that could jeopardize the unity of Muslims worldwide and hence did not support Norouz. One of the first things
that happened before the first Norouz after the establishment of the Islamic Republic was a series of long speeches
by several mullahs and close friends of Khomeini condemning Norouz as “pagan superstition”; the Wednesday
fireworks were also banned a little later.
When we heard from our teachers that there would be no fireworks that year, we were furious for the first time
since the Revolution. The Wednesday meant a lot to us; it was a night when we got together, had fun, pursued our
own little adventures, enjoyed the fireworks, jumped over the fire and celebrated all night. Our decision to ignore
this order was almost unanimous and, surprisingly, also backed by our parents’ support.
On the last Tuesday of the year, people ignored the ban and went out into the streets to carry on with their
ceremonies as usual. However, everyone felt the renewed tension in the air, a tension we had thought was over
with the Revolution. Revolutionary Committee vehicles moved through the streets trying to extinguish the fires
but as soon as they had moved on we set off new ones.
There was no violence but Committee members tried to convince people that this was a pagan tradition and
that good Muslims should not follow the ceremonies of the “fire-worshippers” a name commonly given to the
Zoroastrians.
These were semi-independent bodies established in the chaotic early months of the Revolution. They were not
answerable to the central government and they were armed and dangerous.
No one wanted trouble.
*
Everyone knew that Chaharshanbe-Suri could never be abandoned.
What no one realized was that, for many years to come, this last Tuesday of the year would mark a symbolic
opportunity for the Iranians to prove to the fundamentalist regime that they would never forsake their Iranian
identity and traditions. They would venerate Chaharshanbe-Suri and Norouz as much as they did Ashura and
Ramadan—they had to coexist.
Each year, police brutality against the Chaharshanbe-Suri ceremonies increased. The following year the police
attacked the boys and girls who were celebrating, thereby inciting the crowds to react violently.
Soon the ban on fireworks was flouted through the use of home-made ones that often exploded with disastrous
results. Chaharshanbe-Suri, the day of soul-cleansing and joy and charity, turned into a violent and dangerous day
when young people were beaten and persecuted by the police on the one hand and endangered by their homemade fireworks on the other.
But Chaharshanbe-Suri was never abandoned. In the suffocating fundamentalist atmosphere that was soon to
be established, it became the one day in the year when people could shout out how much they missed their joyful
celebrations.
The climax of this confrontation occurred in March 2010, when Supreme Leader Ayatollah Khamenei declared
that Fireworks Wednesday was against the Sharia; it amounted to “fire-worship” and he forbade people from
going out and celebrating on the streets.
Furious with the way he had authorized the use of violence against the Green Movement after the presidential
election of 2009, millions of people around the country challenged his authority by lighting fires in the streets.
The government attack on Norouz itself was milder because it had succeeded in locating a quote from Imam
Jafar Sadeq in praise of Norouz. But Khomeini tried to downplay its importance in his speech on the first day of
the New Year by declaring:
As long as there is oppression in the world, we have no celebrations.

He failed to make a similar pronouncement on Islamic celebrations, though.
They tried to cancel the holiday on the Thirteenth of Farvardin but the people simply ignored their ef forts and
refused to show up for work. Instead, they went out to the countryside and celebrated their “Getting Rid of
Thirteen,” thus forcing the regime to recognize this day.
It did so but changed its name to “Day of Nature” in an attempt to deny its pre-Islamic origins.\
*
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The 13 days of Norouz was my only opportunity to meet almost every member of our large family. In the first
week, it is the duty of the younger generation to visit its elders; the following week the elders reciprocate.
In the spring of 1980 we did everything that the traditions demanded in order to guarantee a fabulous year
ahead: we cleansed our souls by fire, we summoned the support of our guardian spirits, we did charitable deeds,
we showed our respect to our elders, we sat beside the haft-sin table, we killed the Unholy Thirteenth and we
released the goldfish and put the green sprouts in water.
Nothing could go wrong in the year that had just begun.
We could not have been more wrong.\
13
“Have you not seen what your Lord did to the friends of the elephant?”

We recited the “Surah Elephant” from the Quran all day at school and heard it repeatedly on the radio and on
TV.
For those unfamiliar with Qur’anic lore, it may seem odd that God should really care about punishing the
friends of an elephant; those who advocate animal rights might well be offended. But for us it was very
significant: the story of the “friends of the elephant” is to Muslims what the story of David and Goliath is to Jews.
But why was it relevant to that day, 25 April 1980?
After all attempts and negotiations to release the 53 American hostages had met with failure, the US military
launched a rescue operation. But three out of the eight helicopters in Operation Eagle Claw were caught in a
sandstorm in Iran’s Tabas Desert and three more were destroyed or left behind because of a refuelling accident,
thus leading to the death of eight Americans. Operation Eagle Claw ended with an embarrassing statement by
Jimmy Carter which, later, became instrumental in his defeat in the US presidential election.
But, on our side, we were reliving a myth.
According to Islamic lore, Abraha, ruler of Yemen, decided to destroy the pilgrimage site of Kaaba in Mecca,
the most important city in Arabia—and now in the entire Muslim world—in order to draw the pilgrims to his own
magnificent church. Leading an army of 40,000 men on a white elephant, he attacked Mecca and none of the
nomadic Arabs could stop him.
But just before he entered the city; a cloud of birds called Ababil—more familiar in Iran today as the name of
one of the unmanned aerial vehicles—appeared in the sky and began to throw stones at the army of Abraha. It was
destroyed within minutes and he was forced to retreat.
The regime announced that the failure of the US Air Force was a repeat of the Mecca incident: Allah had again
destroyed the forces of evil attempting to invade the Holy Land. This proved that God was protecting the new
Islamic Republic and that Khomeini was, indeed, God’s Chosen One. In his speech, he said:
This stupid operation failed according to God’s command. O warrior nation of Iran, you heard about the American
military intervention and you also heard Carter’s excuses. I have said several times that Carter is ready to do anything
to be re-elected; he is prepared to burn the world … Carter has not realized what sort of nation he is facing and what
doctrine he is challenging.

Khomeini insisted that the sandstorm was a sign of God’s support and the nation believed him.
I, of course, wondered how the Americans reacted to being called “friends of the elephant,” However, when
the diplomats were finally released seven months later as a result of increasing international pressure and the
threats of newly elected US President Ronald Reagan, no one asked if they were to be released without any gains
for the regime of Iran. No one wondered what the point of the Ababil was, anyway.
*
From then on the US became the Great Satan and the Islamic Republic of Iran became the rightful capital of
God’s sovereignty on earth. It was time to move forward and destroy the last remnants of the empire of evil in
Iran and Khomeini launched his campaign with the hijab. Now that it had been demonstrated that he was indeed
God's Chosen One, no one dared defy his orders.
It was officially announced that, henceforth, women had to wear a hijab in public workplaces and regulations
were designed to define exactly what was meant by correct hijab: hair should be covered; a long, loose coat
should be worn to conceal the prominent parts of the female body; and no make-up was to be used.
Amazingly, men, even non-religious ones, were the strongest advocates of the hijab movement and many
forced their wives to submit to this new law. President Bani-Sadr claimed in a press conference that a certain ray
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emanating from a woman’s hair could prompt lustful thoughts in a man. And the hijab was designed to prevent
the pernicious and evil effects of this very ray.
It took a year before the law on the hijab was passed; from then on, women were compelled to wear it
everywhere.
14
I was finishing my third grade and I had already made new friends. However, because the sanctions against
Iran had caused massive inflation, I couldn’t keep up with my friends financially. Inflation didn’t have a
significant effect on their lives—their parents were entrepreneurs who could simply increase the price of their
goods in response to the rate of inflation.
My father, on the other hand, was a simple university lecturer whose salary had remained the same for the last
two years: Rls\fn{The official Iranian currency is known as the rial:H} 120,000 was worth US $1,700 the year earlier but
had now sunk to a mere US$800; and the value of the rial was dropping daily. Two years later, his salary would
be worth only US $200. Meanwhile, prices steadily increased and the government was too busy to think about the
salary of its employees.
I had to get used to the change in our lifestyle—we could no longer buy anything we wanted. We lived in a
smart part of town whose inhabitants were pretty well off but even though the rent was exceptionally low we
couldn’t afford to live up to the standards of the area.
Nor did we dare move out.
I realized I couldn’t afford to keep in touch with my friends and I busied myself with activities that didn’t
involve socializing: reading, swimming, experimenting with chemicals or my microscope.
*
Just before the summer holidays, after Mum had finished her second semester nursing exams, she came home from
university with tears in her eyes. Dad tried to console her while they discussed the new situation in whispers.
Something was wrong.
Determined not to be left out of whatever it was, I asked her what had happened.
Mum explained that the much-anticipated Cultural Revolution had finally begun. At the beginning of the year,
Khomeini had declared that the universities must be “cleansed” from Western, imperial and communist influences. He
said that we should not be afraid of the sanctions and military invasions but rather of the pro-West attitudes of the
universities.
No one believed he meant what he said until, in June 1980, it was declared that students could not go back to the
universities for the next academic year. They had to wait until the Cultural Revolution and the “cleansing” were
complete.
“Every time I think I’m finally following my dream, something horrible happens,” Mum told me, sobbing.
“Ever since I’ve been a child I’ve wanted to become a doctor. But then I was pulled out of school and forced to
marry!” She would never forgive her father for this.
“And when I wanted to begin again, I got pregnant,” she went on, though she made sure I wasn’t offended. “I
don’t mean I didn’t want you but I did have to wait a little longer.”
“When I finally managed to begin again it was too late for medicine. And now I can’t even study nursing!” she
said, and burst into tears again.
“Mum, they might open the universities soon.”
“They won’t—they’re following the example of the Cultural Revolution in China.”
*
She was right. She had to wait two years before she could go back.
Mum fell into a deep depression from which she emerged only when the Ministry of Education announced that
students could apply for jobs as teachers while the universities remained closed. This hope of a new career was
the only thing that saved Mum.
To make things worse, on 22 September 1980, the Iraqi army, led by Saddam Hussein and backed by almost
every country in the world, attacked Iran by land and air.
Childhood was over. …
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The façade of the entrance to the Jamkaran Mosque, Qom, Qom Province, Iran: below, the entire mosque
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A mosque in the city of Qom, Qom Province, Iran
392

The Imam Zadah Shrine, Karaj, Alborz Province, Iran

The Goharshad Mosque, Mashhad, Khorasan Razavi Province, Iran
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Domes of the Sheikh Sasfi Mosque, Ardabil, Ardabil Province, Iran

The Blue Mosque, Tabriz, Azerbaijan East Province, Iran
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Looking up at the entrance to the Jameh Mosque, Yazd, Yazd Province, Iran: two views
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Caption: “Also in the small village of Abarkuh [Yazd Province, Iran] we find a mosque with beautiful tiles
and mosaics”
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The Imam Reza Shrine, Mashhad, Yazd Province, Iran
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The Shah Mosque (1598) Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran: below, a man praying in an alcove of this mosque
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The Lutfollah Mosque, Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran: three details below
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400

A mosque in Kashan, Isfahan Province, Iran
401

A portion of the Grand Mosque of Isfahan, Isfahan Province, Iran: a detail of the interior below
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A mosque in Kashan, Isfahan Province, Iran (two views)
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Caption: “Maswjid-i Jami [Friday mosque] in Isfahan, [Isfahan Province,] Iran”
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A mosque in Bushehr, Bushehr Province, Iran

Caption: “Iran mosque and Damavand volcano” [in Amol, Mazandaran Province, Iran]
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The Gohar Shad Mosque (1405-1418), Mashhad, Khorasan Razavi Province, Iran: two views
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The Sayyed Mosque, Zanjan, Zanjan Province, Iran

The Friday Mosque, Gorgan, Golestan Province, Iran
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The Imam Zadeh Abdollah Mosque, Hamadan, Hamadan Province, Iran: two views
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The Emam Zadeh Seyed Mozaffar Mosque, Bandar Abbas, Hormozgān Province, Iran
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The Shah Cheragh Mosque, Shiraz, Fars Province, Iran, two views: below are several details of the interior
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The Nasir al-Mulk Mosque, Shiraz, Fars Province, Iran: below, views of the Hall of the Light of God
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The Friday Mosque, Rasht, Gilan Province, Iran. Taken by Antoin Sevruguin (1830-1933), an early Iranian
photographer. This photograph and the one just below are from the Smithsonian collection, and were taken
from opposite ends of the same sprawling structure. His patron was Shah Nasir al-Din.
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Imamzada Hussayn Mosque, Qazvin [Qazvin Province, Iran] by Antoin Sevrutguin: modern view below
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The façade of the Imam Zadeh-ye Hossein Mosque, Qazvin Province, Iran

The Shrine of Syhazdeh Husain son of Imnan Ali Raza, Qazvin Province, Iran
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Caption: “Shekar Estalkh village mosque – Rasht” [Gilan Province, Iran]

Caption: “Mosque at Ahwaz [Khuzestan Province, Iran] airport”
420

Caption: “Mosques and churches side by side – Abadan [Khuzestan Province] – Iran”
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The Jamè Mosque, Sanandaj, Kurdistan Province, Iran

The Daroselan Mosque, Sanandaj, Kurdistan Province, Iran: below, seven pages of details of the interior
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429

Caption: “Iran, Ilam province, Mehran, Shrine seyed Hassan”

The Ali Saleh Shrine, Mehran, Ilam Province, Iran
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Caption: A mosque in “Sepah” [Kalan Rural District, Zameh District, Eyvan County, Ilam Province, Iran]

A mosque in Semnan, Semnan Province, Iran
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Caption: “Khorramabad [Lorestan Province, Iran] minareti”

The Zeid Eben Ali Shrine, Khorramabad, Lorestan Province, Iran
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The Imam Zadeh Hamze Reza Shrine, Shrifan, North Khorasan Province, Iran

The Imam Zadeh Hamze Reza Tomb, Shrifan, North Khorasan Province, Iran
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The Ivar Mosque, Garmeh Jajarm, North Khorasan Province, Iran

The tomb of Ali Ebn-e-Mahzyar, Garmeh Jajarm, North Khorasan Province, Iran
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The Friday Mosque, Kerman, Kerman Province Iran: details of the entrance
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436

A mosque in Kermanshah, Kermanshah Province, Iran: some details of the interior below
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The Red Mosque, Mahabad, West Azerbaijan Province, Iran

Caption: “One of the main mosques of Urmia in West Azerbaijan Province in Iran, located by the covered
old Bazaar of Urmia”
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Caption: “Jame mosque of Urmia” [West Azerbaijan Province, Iran]

The Sheikh Shaban Shrine, Shahrekord, Chahar Mahal and Bakhtiari Province, Iran
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The Great Mosque, Saveh, Markazi Povince, Iran

The Friday Mosque, Saveh, Markazi Povince, Iran

Marco Polo (1254-1324) surprised Europeans with a report that the Magi who brought gifts to Jesus were
buried in Saveh.
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The Holy Shrine of Imam Zadeh Ebrahim, Nodeh Village, Markazi Province, Iran

The Soleimjan Shrine, Delijan, Markazi Province, Iran
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Two mosques in Zahedan, Sistan and Baluchestan Province, Iran
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The Noor Mosque, Iran Shahr, Sistan and Baluchestan Province, Iran

A mosque in Chabahar, Sistan and Baluchestan Province, Iran
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A mosque in Dehdasht, Kohgiluyeh and Boyer-Ahmad Province, Iran

The mosque at Ghayen, South Khorasan Province, Iran
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The mosque and religious school at Ferdows, South Khorasan Province, Iran

The Azadi Tower, Tehran, Iran: below, a single otherwise unidentified Tehran mosque, Tehran, Iran
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The Haram Imam Raza Mosque, Tehran
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The Shrine of Imam Zadeh Saleh, Tehran: two views
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The Imam Jaaffar Sadegh Mosque, Tehran

The Shrine of Abdul Azim, Tehran
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The Shah Mosque (of Tehran), Tehran

A mosque in the Sharif University District, Tehran
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The Shahid Motahari Mosque, Tehran: three partial views
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Detail of the principle dome of this mosque
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The Great Mosque of Tehran: below, a final gift from the Shah-e-Cheragh Mosque (14 th century)
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