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“You write in order to change the
world, knowing perfectly well that
you probably can’t.”

- James Baldwin

“Ways to reach us:

If you have any suggestions, works to be published, or desire to collaborate with us

by any means, contact us at:
ThePaper.TabrizU@gmail.com
®@ThePaper_TabrizU

[in case all else failed, train some pigeons to come looking for us. Teach them to keep
an eye out for a bunch of rowdy poets drinking tea and lukewarm hot chocolate,

failing to do cartwheels.]

1. In the subject line of your email include the category of your
work (e.g., story, poem, suggestions, etc.) and your [pen]name.

2. Attach your work in a Word Document only. ky

3. If your work has been published before, make sure to mention it.

4. With your translation, please send the original text as well E

and include the permission of the other if possible. -
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‘Hello

Chief Editor

WRITE STH APPROPRIATE. A war that isn’t. transmogrification. The fall of
Faroud, Bijan being Bijan, importance of good name. Does history truly matter? Long
history and noble name and nothing else. Farud or Foroud? Corruption and calamity
do not linger, the good does. Siavash does. Does he though? Dose honesty? Youth
and naivety. Hope. Looking up to the death-mongering leaders who are supposed to
know better and care for your life. A meadow covered in red to ease the pride of Tous

son of Nowzar. The legacy built up on ashes. All for nothing. All for nothing.

Apologize for the format, untimeliness, living where we do? Sorry we got bombed
and almost missed the deadline, haven’t heard from my art team in so long they
might genuinely have kicked the bucket. RIP to all ig. How fast is too fast? Are
swamps really that bad? Can we not just get under the covers and never come out
again? Even beds are not safe anymore. Monsters running amok, free space under
it to take shelter. What shelter. Beds. beds beds beds. Pink and bloody and under
the rubble. World not on your shoulders, its ruins weighing your duvet down. Hairs,
hairs everywhere, causing problems no more. FOR THE LOVE OF GOD WRITE STH
APPROPRIATE BEFORE PUBLISHING WHAT EVEN IS THIS. Run a spelling check,
make sure the tabs are aligned properly, buy some milk if u found any. Respond to

the messages. What should be done about the title pages? What of art?






At the Horizon Agape

Doesitmatter

Remind me not! Remind me not!

That those friends by my side on this shore
Shall, like others, who sheered away,

No longer be often in my view

When I must set anchor elsewhere

But now you have, you plotting mind,
Put aside the calendar,
The maps, and be not blind
On our present shore
To the prints that with them we here make
—And we can make still more
Afore the golden sands
The sea takes from my hands
And when it’s time this anchorage >, # é : /
To depart on the next voyage §
On the vessel of my lot
Bound for new waters to leave
And for lands on the sea of life
With mysteries and wonders rife

That though unknown, allure present




To me, to whom friends’ love’s faith lent
Whom before I knew not

And when them I knew

[ learned friendship anew

And the unknown openly to view,

Let the day I sail off be

As bright and shiny

As the smiles left me

Now that fortune calls me out

Onto my ship and the sea of what
Lies ahead in life to sail on out,

Now that anchor I must hoist,

And fate on me movement must foist
Knowing, the vessel let us board,
That treasures now we have stored
Of friendships prized

And sails so sized

That without fellows they’d have been scant

Let us then its sails spread
(Which more secure now are lined
For all the bonds here I did find)
To the wind as I could not

Ere the time and all the lot

[ with them did share and spend
—With many lovely a friend—
And savor the air’s thrust

For my heart’s now stronger come
And has in it more love and trust
Awoken by them in me

By their lovely company
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And, in the sorrow of absence,

Let us not forget to chant

In weather or water calm or rough

As my shanties’ now richer stuff

Their talk and laughter as a song

When salils, to the wind of fortune spread,
Now firmer set for bonds so strong,

By fate let me drift with much less dread,
But with boldness inspired by them instead
And as [ across life advance

Let me make a joyful dance

On the vessel with their memory decked

For which it won’t be too soundly wrecked

Let us not make the mistake

Of trying to come back to find

What here once was

Back to a past rift in the water we made
We will only see

The waters have gone

And shifted has the sea

And that never at the same place can we be
Making the same shear in the same water

At the same time and place over




But with gladness let me raise

My eyes to the ranging, worldwide arch
Let me bask more merrily in the sun—
My loved ones are warmed by its rays,
Who but below it lie or march—

Then forth on a forging prow

Wearing a blessed smile—

We may once more meet

And let in knowing it be glee

When I do regard the sky

Now also as it o’er them lies
Expanseless, timeless,

And to the heart as nigh

As friends of old, no matter their place
Whatever be now their new dyes

Will forever be

11



The Vegetable Jove

S. Hashemzadeh

Night engulfed us in her somber silence,

As I gazed on your bare window panes

And freezing fireplace defied you with no penance—
These empty Hollows mocked and Darkness craned

His neck to watch the Frost—the holiness of your hearth profaned

And I could do nothing but sentry stand,

Hide away the crumbling walls of your home,

Veil these naked eyes whose lids coldness spanned,
Pace each brick with verdant track and roam

The labyrinth, slay the beast with swordless hand

But now sun-drenched beams dangle in your trees,
Shadows of crimson flames dance briskly away

On your hearth-and away the bleakness flees,

Yet these frail tendrils guard you night and day,
Though sometimes in their worry—ybrightness blare—

Your poison ivy—would you not spare?
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Portent

I cut my wrist for a drop of blood
And wash my body if touched by a muddy hand.
[ won’t open my mouth if [ lie

And perhaps my tongue [ will brand.

Will the ocean suffice if I'm thirsty?
Ere you utter, I'll obey that command.
[ tread on the edge of extremity—

This halfness of my time I can’t stand.

Too much, tragic, or dramatic [ am,
But isn’t this what a human should demand?
Less than this you must scorn and stamp:

There are too many of us dull and bland.

I'll offer you on a tray my beating heart—
Would you take it to peck, to peek, or strand?

‘Tis not my doing, just fruit of your Art,

That troops cannot defeat, if all armed and manned.

A sea’s in the channel of my veins, and
Cobweb threads for the fiber of my being.
But we’ll make an Eden out of this barren land

With my extremity and your Art, so grand.

13



Change

Some Body

The sun did rise
And the breeze did dance
The trees in sways carefree and wild
And a child’s moans around it bore
The earth did turn

The world moved on
The sky’s black sheet came on

The sun did rise
And the breeze did dance
The trees in sways carefree and wild
And came a moan no more
The earth did turn

The world moved on
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Jet the Sun Jnside
Hasti .

Open the window, let the sun inside,
Another dark night passed, your heart still rides.
Aren’t you amazed your eyes still see,

Your ears still hear, your fingers roam free?

Two feet that wander wherever they will,

Still dancing, still moving, still chasing the thrill.

Have you watched the bunnies, soft and spry,

Leaping through fields beneath the bright sky?

And horses wild with windswept grace, Running unchained, no fear to erase.
Dolphins smiling as they leap and dive,

In joy and motion, so vividly alive.

Centuries pass, yet the sun still climbs,
Never asking why through endless times.
Rivers hum softly, greeting the wings

Of butterflies fluttering, whispering things.
Bluebirds telling squirrels of lands far away

And still you hesitate, though your hands hold the day.

Stars burn bright then disappear.
Life’s too short to drown in tears,

Laugh out loud for the joy that appears.

15
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Close your eyes, recall the child,
Under the cherry tree, so sweet and mild,

Holding a kitten, its soft fur near.

Creatures fleeting, their lives so brief,

Yet still you say you’re running out of belief.
One day, your eyes will close to rest,

And time will stretch, your soul be blessed.
See how the earth turns, just for you,

To rise anew, to start life true.

Don’t let them say you were born under a bad sign,
Or that your light is too dim to shine.

Few can see what you hold within

So dance wildly to songs the world’s never seen.
Be one with the wind, whisper to trees,

Winter is gone, here comes the warm breeze!
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J Become Jove...

Bigan Jalali
Sadra

A crusted mass surviving a daily crucible

That from the concoction

Of parts by earth bestowed and plucked up from the motherly ground
And parts through lines unreachable by record
Down generations of earth’s ancient dwellers come
Over fate’s immemorial days and nights

Of unspoken history

Of galactic dust,

Danced, grown, slid, and united through eras’ time
That, but for a thing verging on

Nothing and pressing itself against it,

Declaring being in timeless explosion,

Wouldn’t be there

In a body is born

Heated in a vessel of earth’s gifts

And inventive genius

18



In a medium that life has sustained

Over the torrid trove

Of early forefathers

That brought us

As well as the rest

To this moment

And is glorified as a mythical gift
Reached to us by a defiant god

Tonight is for dinner
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Directions
Sohrab Sepehri

Sana

“Where is the friend’s house?”
Asked the rider at dawn
The sky paused
The passerby gifted the bough of light from lips
To the darkness of the sands,
Pointed to a white poplar and said:

“Before you reach the tree

There is an orchard aisle greener than a dream of God
Where love is as blue as the wings of honesty;
Walk to the end of the alley, emerging from beyond puberty,
Turn towards the flower of solitude, two steps to the flower,
Pause by the eternal fountain of the earth’s myths
Then a lucid fear will embrace you
In the fluid sincerity of space, you’ll hear a rustle
You'll see a child on a tall pine tree
Picking a hatchling from the nest of light
And then ask: ‘Where is the friend’s house?”

20



Darvag

Nima Youshij
Asma Nakhjavani

My field lies parched

Beside my neighbor’s thriving green.
&~ Though they say, “On the neighboring shore weep
Grievers among other grievers.”

O herald of cloudy days, Darvag! When will the rain arrive
Over this desolate ground—this barren waste—

Inside my dim hut, where no flicker of joy remains,
Where the brittle reeds on my walls splinter from drought
—Like lovers’ hearts in their loves’ absence—

O herald of cloudy days, Darvag! When will the rain arrive?
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© Water

‘Meymanat Mirsadeghi
Dlka

[ will go with you, O water

[ will go with you

Wherever you wander

[ will go with you, O water

Raise this splintered driftwood
On your shoulders

Dance it on wrathful waves

Dash it against the rocks of death
Let this restless pursuit

Shatter me into a thousand pieces
Scattered, forgotten

[ will go with you, O water

For [ descend from the line of green life

[ know the secret to becoming

Take my restless pieces and once again

Sow them in the cracks of the earth

Let me become soil, oh, soil

A wellspring for plants to dawn

[ will go with you, O water

Carry this driftwood

Away from here

It is a dark, crushing sorrow

To remain whole and unweathered, an untouched table

In the hush of a quiet, darkened room
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TFamiliar
Ali Adalatdoust

His third alarm went off, he was irritated. He grabbed the phone to turn it off.
He wanted to dive in the sweet embrace of sleep again, but it was already 6:30 and
he had to get up. He rose, putting his feet on the ground, he felt the cold carpet
assaulting his calm and peace and biting his toes. The routine was familiar, all too
familiar: get up, wash your face, drink coffee, get dressed and get out. It was simple
and easy. It required no innovation, nor creativity, so he went on with it. He did all
the exact things that he did every morning with the same exact order, but all the
while something felt wrong. It felt absurd and almost laughable. He had no time to
entertain these thoughts anymore. He put on his clothes, combed his hair, put on his
jacket, made sure to turn off all the lights, double tapped his pocket to see if the keys

were there and got out.

It was a familiar winter morning. The sun was still asleep behind the dense and
grey clouds. Were they clouds? He wasn’t sure. It might have been the polluted mist
covering the city sky. The pollution had such an inescapable presence that if you
looked at the city from the mountains, you would see it suffocating the city. The
clear sky tried to penetrate the mist, but was unable to. Again he knew exactly what
he had to do: buy your pack of cigarettes for the day and head to the station and
wait for your train. Simple, easy and most importantly familiar. In familiarity lay
safety. Without disturbing the order, he performed the formerly stated actions. He
bought the pack, lit up a cigarette and walked to the station. During his walk he saw
many people with their heads down, walking hurriedly, each having their own jobs,
occupations, worries or goals. How different were they from each other, how unique
each and every one of them, but were they really different? All of them were at the
different checkpoints of life. Everyone treaded the same path with slight variations.

They all inhaled the same nicotine that numbed and murdered their creativity and
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intellect. They all ate the same foods, they all produced the same trash and pollution
which was destroying the planet. They weren’t different. All of them, himself
included, were the useless, consumerist, depressed and ever-rotting amalgamations
of disgusting flesh. Some believed in a higher life, in a creator or a grand meaning,
and so wasted their life in that absurd chase for redemption or salvation, but there
was none. The fact was that they were sorry creatures who amounted to nothing.
They clouded their conscience, diluted their intellect with meaningless actions and
goals. They had no other choice. The thought that there was nothing more to this, to
life, to this agonizingly familiar routine, was unbearable, so they believed in things,
things that didn’t make sense. He reached the station. His steps harmonized with his
fellow citizens as he climbed the flight of stairs. Like all his fellow beings he made
sure to stand behind the red line not to endanger his fragile flesh and to protect it
from turning into minced meat. Shoulder to shoulder, they all waited for the train.

They all waited for the next step in their familiar journey.

The train arrived. All of them, like ants, rushed in and filled each corner and void
that was available. He was pushed to stand near a window. At least he could see
something else, something less terrifying than the colony that was boiling around
him. The view outside wasn’t much different: cars beeping and screaming in traffic,
people rushing around to reach their destinations, buildings covered in grime and
pollution. The city was grey, joyless and without life. Again, it all seemed familiar.
He heard unusual sounds, some silent moans and cries. He paid them no mind, but a
loud shrill frightened him and he turned his head in terror. His gaze fell unto the face
of a woman, or rather he thought that it was the face of a woman, because it barely

had any resemblance to a human.

The woman’s head was connected to a pulsating blob of meat. There were broken
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bones protruding out of the abomination. The being was dragging itself around
on its broken bones and limbs, creating a bloody mess. It started absorbing all the
passengers. One by one, bodies were being crushed and added to the abomination.
The process continued, everyone was consumed by the monster. There was no one
left on the train except the abhorrent being. The being pulsated, groaned and cried.
Moving its collection of heads to look around, it saw him. He was shaken and frozen.
He couldn’t move or speak. The being threw itself unto him with all its power. He
felt his bones crack. His organs exploded and ripped themselves apart. He wanted
to scream because of the pain, but he couldn’t. His face was pushed against the

pulsating flesh. He slowly lost himself in the monster until he was no more.

When he came to himself, he felt no pain. His body was completely intact. The
void around him was warm, almost cozy. He saw all the passengers floating in the
same void alongside him. All of them in a serene state with slight smiles on their

faces. He wasn’t afraid or concerned. He felt at ease, because it felt familiar.




The Cranberrles ~

Aida Atalou

There is something I have been keeping from you. [ saw the China tea set you
were talking about the other day, the one with the cranberries. It was the day I had
gone to town early in the morning and came back home so late you were waiting for
me with your eyes the red of the cranberries. That day I walked aimlessly for so long
that the ache in my soles became almost unbearable and I was practically dragging

myself on.

It was the hours near sunset and I had turned to a street with trees lined closely
at each side. The branches embraced each other above my head and formed a tunnel.
Thin rays of light that managed to stream through illuminated patches of leaves
here and there and washed over specks of dust dancing to an airy tune. As [ was
walking along the street, feeling a little dazed, [ came across a narrow gap between
two buildings. It was going to be late and [ should’ve hurried home but [ couldn’t
help myself squeezing through to enter an opening of land. It was the back yard of a
one-story building made of red bricks. The yard seemed like it hadn’t been attended
to for some time. There was an abundance of wild flowers growing out in bright
pinks, purples and yellows. The grass was a lush green and reached almost knee
high. Crickets chirped alongside birds to create a cheerful harmony that settled lazily
in the ears. The ghoul-like tree was unmarred by metal hands and reached high up
to the warmth of the sun. [ went up to it, careful to dodge the branches reaching to
claw into my flesh. I touched the trunk and felt its coarse surface prick into my hand.
There was a particularly homely twist of the wood right where the branch met the
trunk. I stood there a long time staring at it, waiting. At last, a little flutter of air thin

wings and a quick rustle of leaves warned me to leave and I heeded.
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It must’ve been the heat combined with my exhaustion. The world blurred at
the periphery of my vision. I could hear my heart beat, feel my flesh cling on to my
bones. I looked at my hands and the skin that stretched across the delicate bones
seemed not to belong to me. The back door was ajar. I pushed it and went in. Youre
shaking your head, I am sure. But perhaps it will ease your worry to know that no
one was there to catch me. Silence welcomed me instead. All at once every sound
that nestled in my ears took flight and left me in all absence. It was an antique shop
with everything you could imagine; silver compasses, Dutch clocks, jeweled daggers,
gilded chests and mirrors. Everything I looked on had been finely crafted. I moved
from one object to the other taking a moment longer to inspect this and that. And
there it was, the tea set you were talking about. I knew the moment [ saw them.

Cranberries wreathed around.
[ must’ve been bewitched. How else do I explain what happened?

I had grown wings the thinness of a silk thread and had what seemed to me the
beak of a hummingbird. I was not quite a bird really. I still had the hands and legs
of a human. The wings though thin were heavy nonetheless, so much so I struggled
to beat them and by the time [ was perched on the handle of the teapot I was limp
from the effort. [ started pecking at the cranberries and no matter how many times
my beak clinked against the material I couldn’t realize that it was just the design on
the China.

It’s been almost a month since. I still wake up in cold sweat at night to the feeling
of the wings weighing me down. Then I try to go back to sleep but keep touching my
shoulder blades. Sometimes my hands feel like they glaze over a bump of skin that
might be the trace of a severed wing. It’s only for a moment and [ know it is perhaps
a trick of my mind. But it keeps me up trying to find it again until the first lights
of dawn creep in and my hands, weary from their nightly investigation, fall on the

pillow and only then am [ able to close my eyes again.
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The Jast Show

Shaghayegh Taherian

The hands of the clock had been past twelve for a couple of hours. All lights
were out, all doors locked, children tucked in beds, no sign of life. Except for one
bar down St. Peter. Laughter still buzzed from The Poison Apple, the air filled with
the smell of alcohol and cheap cigarettes. There were mostly actors, celebrating after
the opening night of their new play. Simon decided to head out before the others,
choosing the shorter, darker route. As he walked down the narrow alley, the sound
of people faded, the shadows became longer, and the night fully took over. An eerie
feeling washed over him. Simon stood 5’10 tall, but he couldn’t help looking over his
shoulder every ten steps. He wasn’t sure if he was seeing elongated shapes in the
shadows or if it was his imagination betraying him. His heart dropped at the sound

coming from behind him.

He reached for the knife in his right pocket as he turned around as fast as he
could. He watched the giant trash can move in its place. “Just some stray cat, ha!”

He tried to stay optimistic. “Meow!” A human voice behind him froze his legs in their
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place as his world went dark in a millisecond. He started to feel
the cold in the air. His hands felt numb, almost forgetting about
the knife. He knew the voice very well, though he tried to deny
for a second. What he wasn’t sure about was his next move. He
looked at the knife.

“What are you thinking?” The voice mumbled. “Go on, do it!”

The voice heightened.

That was impossible. The faceless voice coming out of the
dark sounded exactly like his own. A bit raspier perhaps — like
how he sounds when he has just woken up — with a tinge of a
smirk. His body was frozen in its place. He didn’t dare move a
muscle, but he had to know. He slowly turned around, trying
his hardest not to make any sound for some reason. Nothing.
The narrow, dark alley continued straight, ominously empty. He
would have blamed the alcohol in his system, had he not known
better. Simon had only had a couple of beers, just enough to take
the edge off, not enough to lose his grip on reality. The voice, the
movement, the feeling of being watched — it all felt too real. He

exhaled slowly, his breath fogging in the chill night air.

A faint sound echoed from the end of the alley — a shuffle,
a scrape. Simon’s fingers twitched around the knife handle. He
squinted his eyes, but the shadows were thick and murky. The
laughter from The Poison Apple was a distant memory now,

replaced by the pounding of his own heart.
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“Wh- who are you?” He whispered, his voice barely audible.
Silence.

Then, from the corner of his eye, he caught a shift in the
darkness. At first, Simon thought it was a trick of the light. A
silhouette emerged, impossibly tall and thin, its features hidden
beneath the shadows. Simon’s pulse quickened as the figure
lifted its head, and for a moment, he thought he saw himself;
but the features were slightly off — the face a little longer, the
skin a little paler, and then there were the eyes. Pitch black,
endless, reflecting nothing.

The uncanny figure spoke, its voice a perfect mimicry of his
own, but with a hollow, echoing quality. “You know who I am,”
it said. “You’ve always known.”

Simon’s grip on the knife tightened, but his arm felt heavy.
The figure stepped closer, its movements unnaturally smooth,
as if gliding rather than walking.

“What do you want?” Simon asked, his voice trembling.

The figure smiled — Simon’s smile, but twisted, wrong. “I

want what you want,” it replied. “I want to be free. I want to be

you.

His mind raced. He remembered the stories actors told
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backstage — tales of doppelgangers, of people seeing
themselves in the shadows, only to disappear soon after.
They had always laughed them off as superstition. But

now, here he was.

The figure reached out, its hand hovering inches from
his face. Simon tried to step back, but his feet wouldn’t
move. He was stuck in place, his breath coming in short,

panicked gasps.

“Don’t be afraid,” the figure whispered. “I won’t hurt

you. [ am you.”

Simon closed his eyes, trying to block out the nightmare.
When he opened them, the figure was gone. The alley was
empty once more, the only sound the distant hum of the
city. He let out a shaky breath and turned to leave, but as
he did, he caught a glimpse of his reflection in a puddle.
The face staring back at him was not his own. It was the
figure’s, smirking at him.

Simon screamed, but no sound came out. The world

around him blurred, the shadows swallowing him whole.

When morning came, the alley was empty. The only
sign that Simon had ever been there was a single knife,

lying in the middle of the path, its blade clean and cold.

And at The Poison Apple, the actors gathered for their
next performance. Among them was a new face — a man
who looked just like Simon, but with eyes that seemed a

little too dark, and a smile that lingered just a little too long.
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Skeptical Sketches

Dido

Humans indeed are sympathetic creatures. At least Saduj was. Saduj’s case seems
to attest to that. After what had felt a long time of desensitized dormancy of emotion,
he was struck with what deep within he found to have been buried of his sorrows. He
remembered his family, who lived in grim misery, or what to him now more than ever
seemed a miserable state, whom, incidentally, he had left to avoid the turmoil of the
mass. A stream, a long-dammed river, of tearful grief burst forth. The situation was
grievous! He might have shaken and pierced all the world’s ears had he the throat—
so deeply in stagnation, so tightly enclosed within walls of unfeeling had remained
his feeling, now to rise and overflow. Humanity only warranted woeful wailing at
that, of course! Yes, emotions are essential to humans. He himself, too, had realized
how much he needed to feel all of that. His resolution that he must come in with his

aid was realest at that moment.

Loss is a universal human experience, and reconciling oneself, one’s mind, with
it, which can of course be as difficult as reviving a dried lake with bottles of water,
may be attempted by recovery, acceptance, or perhaps other ways. Maharba had lost
his son as if to such an abrupt swoop of fate that nothing could have prepared him
mentally for it other than, perhaps, having swooped away also the part of his mind
that treasured his son, if that can be said of it. He had lost a part of himself. He now
gave calls to his sons’ friends often, and gave them as the reason why he called them
that he hadn’t his son to talk with. It was as if they now were like his sons, and he
filled his fatherly role in these talks as there had come suddenly to be a hollow in
his life with no son to direct these parental instincts to, that the lifelong institution
hardened into his life of being the paternal in a conversation between an older man

and a filial younger one should not be abandoned.
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Haon’s friends had convivial gatherings for benders. Every time when Haon was
taken by the influence, his woeful wailing, which I must admit waxed somewhat
poetic, began on his repining an ardent and unrequited love. The spirit and his love
were like spark and fuel to his elevation to fiery rhapsodies. This was a staple of the
gatherings when he was present—and a staple of his life, as the benders were—
and it struck profoundly poignant sentiment in his company, who joined him, each
either imaging up an unrequited love of their own, or mourning an actual; a cordial,

fraternal feel could be sensed pervading the air in the community of

sensation and emotion. They knew him by this, as the lovelorn man of the

company. He had come to call himself that and things like that as well.

On a maudlin whim one day he went forth and again declared himself to the object
of this burning love: “Oh this humble wretch’s affection / Will you not give actual
direction?” She took him up. Her assent was succulent, but when she expressed it,
he was dumbstruck, face blank, as in shock from a bucket of icy water. It was as if he

had been totally blown out of essence and spirit.

No spark came over him afterward at the gatherings that didn’t puff into smoke

soon, and he dropped off early on.

From some time later on he was not seen at the benders again.




‘Walking.

Sina Jolfaghari

[ am not alone, but I don’t know who is with me. Footsteps beside mine, but no
legs, no shadow, no shape. Just the scrape of sand where nothing stirs. Sun beating

down like a curse. My throat is dry. I am in a desert that never ends.

Then...
A voice. Behind me. Familiar. I turn. No one.
Again: “Sina.”

The wind carries it, drawing it across the dunes like a whisper stitched to the air.

My name.

[ freeze.
This can’t be. It’s not possible. A dream. A nightmare.

But something’s wrong. I'm seeing myself, walking. From behind. Observing

myself.

Wait—who’s watching whom?

[ have no body. No weight. Only sight. | scream my name, Sina!

He hears me. He turns.

And for a moment, we gaze at each other, me and not-me, both fearful.
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Recognizing the Human

Fatima Golzar

Yevgeny Yevtushenko’s prose poem “When One Person
Reaches Out with Love” offers a quietly shattering account
of a post-war moment in Russia, where grief, bitterness, and
memory collide in a single act of compassion. Set during the
public march of captured German soldiers, the scene opens
with tension and righteous anger. The women watching—
“hands roughened by hard work,” shoulders marked by war—
are prepared to hate. Their losses are immeasurable; every
clenched fist seems to carry a buried grave, but Yevtushenko
is not interested in revenge. He is interested in transformation.
This moment in history—when Russian civilians encountered
German prisoners just after the devastation of World War I[I—
was charged with raw pain. The collective trauma was still fresh,
and the temptation for revenge must have been overwhelming.
That is what makes the change Yevtushenko describes so
striking: it unfolds not in the absence of hatred, but in its very

presence.

That transformation commences when the soldiers
appear—not as symbols of evil, but as men: “thin, unshaven...
hobbling on crutches...with their heads down.” The enemy
becomes human. The prose pauses here, slowed by quietude:
“The street became dead silent.” It is within this pause that
the poem finds its power. One elderly woman steps forward,
presses a crust of black bread into the hands of a staggering

prisoner. That single act—so modest, so startling— unleashes
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a wave of empathy. Others follow. Cigarettes, food, kindness.
“The soldiers were no longer enemies. They were people.” What
begins as a march of faceless enemies becomes a procession
of suffering individuals. Their injuries, silence, and lowered
heads disrupt the simplest image of “the enemy”, challenging
the crowd—and the reader—to recognize the complexity of
war’s consequences on all sides. The transformation is not just
individual but communal. One woman’s decision becomes a
catalyst for the entire crowd. This collective shift suggests that
compassion, like hatred, can be contagious—but its effects are

redemptive instead of destructive.

The crust of bread is the poem’s central symbol. Humble and
hard-earned, it becomes an offering of peace—a sacrament
of shared suffering. In this moment, love is not abstract or
sentimental; it is physical, material, and profoundly brave.
Yevtushenko’s style, spare and unadorned, echoes the starkness
of the scene. His prose seems journalistic in form but poetic in
spirit. What emerges is not a lecture on forgiveness but a lived
reminder: hatred, even when justified by loss, is not inevitable.
The poem suggests that love, when chosen deliberately, is

capable of disarming not just the enemy, but grief itself.

This is not a grand reconciliation. It is something rarer: a
glimpse of what it means to see—and to be seen—as human.
In an age still marked by division and retaliation, Yevtushenko’s
vision feels both urgent and timeless. He reminds us that true
change is not always loud or sweeping—it can begin with
something as small, as brave, and as human as offering bread to

someone who was once your enemy.
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®nce Upon a 19th-Century: From
M oonlight- Dreams to Jruths
ey W C Y

o v 4

Literature in 19th-ce13t'ury America was dominated by gloomy heroes, tragic
maidens, haunted forests, and dramatic ghosts. Imagine mysterious diseases and
solilqg‘ijies and swoons accompanied by declarations of love. Sure, life was messy, but
fiction? Fiction was staged with enough melodrama to make even the boldest soap

opera blush, polished with poetic melancholy, and dripping with emotion.

The age of Romanticism in American literature was a time when writers saw the
world not just as it was, but as it could be glorified, idealized, and swaddled in the
beauty of nature and the depth of the human spirit. Gothic landscapes and portraits
of enigmatic heroes were painted by authors such as Nathaniel Hawthorne and Edgar
Allan Poe. There were stories of tragedies so great they resounded through the trees,
and of love so pure it almost hurt. In lengthy, poetic monologues, characters reflected
on the most important questions in life. Heroes pondered a single sunset for pages.
Heroines gracefully passed out. Every glance was profoundly symbolic, every forest
held a secret, and every conclusion whether happy or tragic felt predetermined by the
stars; But then, like an unexpected visitor in muddy boots, reality stepped in. With the
arrival of the Industrial Revolution, the country saw advancement and steam. America
started to change at an alarming rate. New faces filled the cities. Machines came roaring
to life. Factories were everywhere, noisy, filthy, and grown like mushrooms after a
rainstorm. Tycoons created wealth. Workers coughed in the shadows of coal dust.
Children were working twelve-hour shifts instead of reading poetry. All of that sighing

and fainting seemed suddenly a little out of touch.

When actual people were struggling to make ends meet in confined tenements,

aching from labor, and hoping for a warm meal and a shorter workday rather than
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eternal love, what good was a tragic lover crying in a rose garden?
Literature received a wake-up call.

The ghostly metaphors and moonlit soliloquies were banished. Plotlines rooted in
the grim realities of everyday life, gritted streets, and flawed characters arrived. The
literary world put on some useful reading glasses and removed its rose-colored ones.
Welcome to Realism, where the drama was caused by unsolved marriages, unfulfilled
dreams, and rent obligations rather than puzzling curses or long-forgotten secrets. The
main characters were no longer Byronic heroes with flawless cheekbones and sinister
secrets. They were social climbers with spinach in their teeth, struggling families,
shopkeepers, and teachers. They lived in noisy, smoke-filled cities where morality and

ambition clashed and success wasn’t always present to the righteous.

These new realities were brought to life by authors such as Henry James, William
Dean Howells, and later, Edith Wharton. American writers started looking both inward
and outward simultaneously, influenced by European realists such as Tolstoy, Flaubert,
and Ibsen, who were essentially experts at “let’s talk about our feelings and inequality
over strong tea.” They used a sharp, frequently critical lens to study the harsh realities

of society and the inner workings of the mind.

The result was Realism. Wages and all, with warts.

Large ones. Regarding class. Regarding race. Regarding gender. Regarding money,
etiquette, and the ridiculousness of acting as though everything is fine when it isn’t.

“Isn’t the human spirit beautiful and tragic?” asked Romanticism.

“Yeah, but also did you see what the landlord did last week?” said Realism.

This change wasn't a betrayal of creativity or beauty. It was a change—a
metamorphosis brought about by necessity. Literature was evolving along with the
world. The awe and wonder of a young country with lofty dreams had been captured
by Romanticism, which had fulfilled its purpose. However, readers wanted something

different as America grew older, its cities expanded, and its disparities widened.
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Something truthful.

Instead of meandering through moonlit gardens, characters now staggered
through uncomfortable dinner parties. They were concerned about their finances,
their reputation, and whether they would ever truly be content. Not all of the stories
and endings were quixotic and imaginative ones. However, they sounded accurate.
And there was something surprisingly lovely in that truth. As it turns out, observing
someone attempt and occasionally fail to live a moral life, make sense of their mess,
and find meaning in the midst of it all can be just as captivating as any tragic love story
or ghost story. Realism was careful to draw dust as dust, while Romanticism painted
it no less glittery than golden sand. Realism listened while Romanticism sang. One

grabbed for the stars.

The language itself changed. Clear, simple writing replaced flowery prose. The
dialogue sounded authentic. The descriptions were realistic rather than lofty. Beauty
was still important to writers, but it now came from insight and accuracy rather
than poetic flourish. This change was the literary equivalent of maturing, in a sense.
Romanticism was the fervent adolescent who longed for poetic justice and ideal love.
The adult version that was Realism was able to comprehend and empathize on a deeper

level while coping with disappointment, taxes, and complex relationships.

This does not imply that one is superior to the other. Both have a function. Though
in different ways, both convey significant truths. Romanticism inspires awe, hope, and
the idea that there is more to the world. Understanding, empathy, and the guts to

accept reality are all gifts of Realism.

Thus, the 19th century brought about this significant change. You could call it a
literary transmogrification. From the spiritual to the physical. From sighs under the
stars to silent struggles in smoky rooms to sighs under the stars. Literature began
observing people instead of daydreaming. And it kept its soul in the process. It located
it. Not in castles or clouds, but in courtrooms and Kitchens, on factory floors, and in the
ordinary moments where life truly happens. Because it is always worthwhile to speak

the truth, no matter how commonplace or awkward it may be.
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Feredun Had Three Sons

Negar Khorasani

Disclaimer: The sources are ‘iranicaonline.org’ with a bit of alternation

In Iran’s mythology the world had been imagined as consisting of three parts.
Jamsid was first given sovereignty over one-third, then over two-thirds, and finally
over the entire world. Accordingly, his successors ruled over the whole world until
Feredun divided it again into three realms. A cluster of legends in the Avesta, Pahlavi
books, Sasanian-based Arabic and Persian sources, and particularly in the Sah-nama
of Ferdowsi have summoned the three children of Ferediin—Salm, Tar (T6z) and Iraj
(Eriz, ]:Zri(:)—to be descendants of the thrones of his empire, giving Rum to Salm,

Turkestan to Tur, and Iran and India to Iraj.

The oldest trace of the story of Iraj and his brothers is found in the Fravardin Yast,
where the fravasi of Manu-§¢iOra (Manucehr) son of Airiva (Iraj) is venerated, as are
those of the pious men and women of the groups of lands of Airyana, Tuiriyana,
Sairima, Dahi, and Sainu. Three of these nations derive their names from the three
sons of Feredun. That two other nations are also mentioned in the same context
should not be seen as an obstacle to the tripartite division, since the descendants of
Eri¢/Iraj were destined to rule over other countries, and in later accounts Ferédun
apportions five (or seven) lands among his three sons.

The most developed form of the story of Iraj is given by Ferdowsi in an episode
remarkable for its eloquence and picturesque language. In his version the tale goes:

Fifty years into his reign as the king of the world, Feredun begot three sons.
As they came of age, he searched out three royal sisters for them as wives, finding
them in the daughters of Sarv, king of Yemen. Sarv invited the princes to Yemen

to appraise their worth; satisfied, he gave them his daughters in marriage. On their
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way back, Feredun decided to test his sons’ characters by assuming the form of a
fire-belching dragon and rushing towards them furiously. The oldest fled to safety,
saying that only a fool would fight a dragon. The second accepted the challenge with
reckless courage. The youngest went forward gallantly and cried out that they were
sons of Feredun and feared no monster. Reappearing in person, Feredun welcomed
them to his palace and, “seating them upon the thrones of majesty,” revealed the
truth; he added: “I have chosen fit [throne] names for you”. The eldest, who wisely
sought “safety” (salamat), he called Salm; the second, who showed unrestrained
daring, he named Tir (reckless, brave); and to the youngest, who exhibited the right
character of prudent bravery and was thus “alone worthy of praise,” he gave the name
“Iraj”. Then Ferédun “divided the world” into three realms. He created one kingdom
for Salm by joining Rum and the West (kavar); China and Turan he assigned to Tiir,
who became known as Turansah; and on Iraj he bestowed Iran and Arabia as well as

the golden throne, the crown of chiefs, and the royal seal.

The three ruled over their respective kingdoms “for a long time”; but in Feredun’s
old age Salm revealed the extreme envy he felt towards Iraj for having received
the choicest share, and he incited Tur to rebellion. The two met and sent an envoy
to Ferédun ordering him to assign a remote region to Iraj or else prepare to fight
his two sons. Hoping to reconcile his brothers with their father, even if it meant
himself renouncing the throne, Iraj went to them. They received him wrathfully, their
envy increased by hearing their own troops murmuring “none but Iraj deserves the
imperial rule and the hat of nobility”. Ignited by Salm, Tur slew Iraj and sent his
head to Ferédun. The grief-stricken king prayed for a descendant of Iraj to avenge
his murder, and his prayers were answered. One of Iraj’s ladies called Mahafarid
bore a daughter, whom Feréedun later gave in marriage to his own nephew PeSang.
The couple engendered a son, whom Feréedun named Manucehr and raised as his
own heir. After coming of age, Manucehr slew Salm and Tur, whereupon Feredun

abdicated in his favor and died soon after.

Many read this story as a nice legend of origin, and many look at it as a heart-
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wrenching familial strife. Although no reading is wrong, this is also a tale about the
transition of a father into a patient, blood-thirsty creature looking for revenge. A loyal
protector who was swallowed by rage, becoming an unrecognizable creature filled
with resentment and melancholy, unraveling the monster within. A metamorphosis

that unwrapped from love and dignity to hatred and ignominy.

Feredun took the longest path, the most brutal longing, to redeem the guilt within
him perhaps, and passed every day and night with only one wish. To take revenge,
to bring justice to his shattered heart and soul—yet at what cost? Tortuously, he
witnessed the end of his children. After the incident, he lost everything. He lost it all
and that change of heart within him, that caress of evil upon his soul was the end.
Feredun, consumed by rage and grief, is now out of Ahura Mazda’s grace. No longer
protected by The Benevolent One, and treading the kingdom of Ahriman in his
acerbity, Feredun falls. Childless and purposeless, so far deep in sorrow he couldn’t
bear to continue living, some believe that he commits suicide after losing what he

sought out the most: a just, peaceful eternity.
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Those ‘Who Care

A single question was asked of all faculty members.
Some answered. Some didn’t. Here’s the result:

“Do you believe that change is an inherent good or can it be disruptive? If you

could transfigure one aspect of society through your work, what would it be?»

Please note that: some interviews in this section were transcribed from oral
conversations. While we have strived for accuracy, any discrepancy is attributable to

the editors.

Dr. Firouzeh Ameri:

[ believe that we can have change for the good and change for the bad, so I don’t
think that change is inherently good or bad. Still, I believe that changes in human
societies and in a person’s life are inevitable. We change whether we want it or not
due to the different experiences that we have throughout our lives. Societies will also
inevitably change due to different internal or external trends and events that befall
them or happen. Sometimes people or societies are open about the changes and
acknowledge them; sometimes they take the conservative pose and prefer to wear
the mask of the fixity of values and ideas. I also believe that we are not or should
not be like leaves in the wind, being blown away by every current or storm. We
human beings and even societies have some agency and can resist the other agents
of change or can use them to improve on ourselves in unforeseeable ways. [ do hope

that the changes in the world can be for the good and in the direction of having
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happier people and better human societies.

As to the second part of the question, I would say that [ wish I
could write works that could affect the moral status of the society.
[ wish I could create more awareness about the importance of our
observance of the moral rules in human communities. Our world is
extremely suffering from unethical attitudes and behaviors which
induce suffering in the lives of many people in the world, and as
technology is advancing, the unethical patterns get newer shapes.
It is so unfortunate, and I wish the scholars in humanities could

work toward altering this trend, even slowly but surely.

Dr. Elmira Bazregarzadeh:

Nothing is inherently good or bad. How you approach and
analyze it can determine whether you can categorize it as good or
disruptive. Thus, it is subjective and arbitrary. Change can also not
be ruled out as harmful or admired as thoroughly flawless. It is bad
if it ends in harmful outcomes and it is useful if it leads to fruitful
results. As for societal issues, this discussion gains even more
importance, considering the fact that it can affect all individuals
more or less. If [ could transfigure one aspect of society through
my work, I'd choose to transform the detrimental application of
technological tools in classrooms to a more effective one, enabling
students to do more critical thinking and careful reasoning. This
very example is solid evidence for the uncertainty lying at the
heart of the point of the question and helps back my idea that how
change is viewed and put to use can show if it passes for good
or bad. Probably, Graham Greene had it right when he claimed,
“Destruction is a form of creation,” albeit at the right time and in

the right situation; leaving it to the reader to decide in the end!
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Dr. Lale Massiha:

Change is inherent. It is within humans. Even if we don’t talk about it, these
abstract changes will occur within us and our souls. It is the definition of the human
body. Every moment and every second, things are changing within us. Our cells are
gradually dying so new ones can come in. We are biologically changing as well as
mentally, so, considering our mind also, everything is a matter of change, but there
might be some kind of resistance in humans against this concept. When humans enter
into decision making and impose their own agency, everything starts to go wrong.
We cannot decide for our bodies. As a human being, one cannot stop the change
in one’s body because it is happening regardless, but when it comes to decisions
concerning one’s mental status, then one might resist this change. And that’s why
some people never change and why some people tend to have a stagnating way of
thinking. Meeting the same person again, for example, twenty years after you once
before met them, you may say he has not changed at all. This stagnation may create
a kind of rift in a person, in my opinion, because if we let our mind free, change is
always there, exactly like with our body. So, yes, absolutely my answer is a positive

one; change is innate within us, and for sure it’s good.

In class one day, we talked about the variety of understandings of abstract
concepts, and the concept in question was beauty. One student asked me what is
beautiful to me, and believe it or not, I said change. That’s why your question is very
interesting to me. Change is extremely beautiful, like growing older for example. That
is a change and it’s wonderful. When [ see students growing—meeting them for the
first time in their sixth semester, and then seeing them when they are graduating—I
notice this growth: in ways of thinking, in faces; things change about our students,
which is beautiful. Like plants growing, people getting old, children growing up,
or our mental state changing, we move from ignorance to knowledge, and that is
beautiful. Change without allowing it into one’s life is nothing. If one doesn’t change,
one will do the same things, will think in the same way, will see people in the same

way all the time. That’s so boring. And the dynamicity of life, which is the meaning
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of life and makes it exciting, is all because of change. As for the second part of your

question:

[ think your question should be written more positively. As it is phrased now, it’s
like you take it for granted that people cannot make a change. That’s why you use the
second form of the conditional sentence in saying “if you could”. Of course I can. Of
course everyone can make a change within themselves and society as well. You know
why we may not hold conviction about that? Because when we are young, we think
that change or doing something means something huge. But no, that is not so. When
we age, we understand that all the big changes start from small transfigurations of
very tiny things, and these from within, and then it will be contagious. I will give you
a very small example. When students enter my office, they always say that they like
this place because of the plants. This is the smallest change that I can make. Maybe
a student feels hopeless, but this greenery is going to appear as something good. I
consider it a change. To a student that might be feeling hopeless, this greenery is
going to appear as something good and gleaming and make a change in their life, as
a smile would, or when [ enter my class with a smile, that’s going to have a positive
effect on one of the young people of this country or city or university. I consider it as
a change, the smallest that I can make. If all officers are like that, it will amount to a

big change, but my share is this only.

[ see things on a very small scale all the time, I believe that it is very useful, and
[ have seen the results. A smile or listening to that student when he or she comes
to me is helpful and is going to make a change in his or her life. One of my students
wrote a small piece for their final class, their last one ever before graduating, and
referred to the fact that “Some of us wanted to commit suicide, but didn’t, because
of the class presentation we had tomorrow”. It’s very meaningful. It means the tiniest
stroke of hope is going to save others. Responsibility—class presentation means
responsibility, and for it, they plan. They have a purpose for tomorrow. And that’s a

big change in itself. So 'm not thinking of huge idealistic changes. [ am thinking of
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planting hope for the young people in the current condition. They want to develop

themselves.

Self-development is very important, as I always emphasize, and it’s my role as
a teacher and part of the university system to motivate them, make them see with
certainty that they are precious and meaningful, important adults capable of doing
many things if they have the plan to do them. You may know, and I don’t have any
doubt about it, that if more young people believe in this, our country will be saved.
And that’s my share in any change they want to decide for their future. Hope and

happiness is the change that I can bring.

Dr. Nava Nourdad:

[ don’t see change as inherently good or bad—it really depends on how it’s
handled. It can open doors and move things forward, but it can also unsettle what
feels familiar or safe. If I could reshape one aspect of society through my work,
it would be the way education encourages critical thinking. I'd like to help build a
culture where people are not just informed, but also confident in asking questions,

thinking independently, and actively engaging with the world around them.

Dr. Mohammad Zohrabi:

Change is good, and we as teachers need to encourage the students as much as
possible. Change builds up the character. Within change children discover themselves,
their potentials, and their weaknesses. No good comes out of a dreary swamp, it’s the
river that rushes and goes on. I encourage my students to learn as much as possible,
and if I could, I would give them access to all the knowledge that has ever existed.
I would like for them to travel all around the world, read all the books ever written,
browse every website ever created, and then come back to their hometown, better

than they have ever been.
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Astounding Anferi

The finals were approaching, and with many difficulties, we were able
to appoint an office hour with one of the most beloved professors of our
faculty. She was ready to answer any questions we had about the upcoming
exams, and as you can guess, we asked of almost anything but what we were
supposed to. She didn’t even walk out on us, and that’s why we adore her
so. Putting up with our quirky antics and encouraging us at all times to be
better humans first and better scholars second, she has paved the way for
many an existential crisis amongst the youngsters. Why are we pursuing
this life? What’s the point of literature, when the world is the way it is?
Interestingly enough, that is a main concern of this treasured professor as
well: The effect of literature on ethics and vice versa. In one of her papers,
she has shed light on some extremely enlightening factors. In her article, she
discusses the complex issue of representing “others”, especially in literature.
Although the absolute authenticity or truthfulness of any representation
is questionable, especially after Poststructuralist theories challenged fixed
meanings, it is still possible to question the ethicality of a representation.
She explains that representation is crucial to the creation and dissemination
of meaning within culture. One can consider meaning in representation in a

variety of ways:

the reflexive approach suggests that language reflects the true meaning

already existing in the real world;

the intentional approach emphasizes the author’s intention;
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the constructionist approach argues that meaning is created by representational

systems, such as concepts and signs, rather than being inherent in things or individuals;
and discursive approach focuses on how meaning is constructed within discourse.

Representing people from different social locations (cultural, ethnic, religious
and any other backgrounds), can be problematic because social locations influence
our understanding of the world. Even self-representations can be affected by hidden
discourses and ideologies. Focusing solely on the source or perceived authenticity of
a representation is less productive than examining the discourses and power relations
embedded within it and the effects the representation has. The primary concern
should be the impact of the representation, especially if it perpetuates stereotypes or
dehumanizes the subjects. Awareness of power relations and discursive effects can

make representation less harmful.

Since achieving true authenticity might be difficult, striving for ethical
representation is presented as a more attainable goal. Dr Ameri’s article proposes
three main factors for evaluating the ethicality of a representation, particularly in

Realist fiction:

Firstly, the intention of the writer: This relates to the author>s moral effort to be

fair and responsible in their writing.

Secondly, the conditions of production: This involves how the representation was
created. For realist fiction, accuracy is crucial, meaning the information should be

based on measurable truths in the real world.

Lastly, the conditions of reception: This considers how the representation affects
the people being represented and the conceptions it creates in the minds of readers.
Representations should ideally not denigrate or create negative images of the

subjects.

This article exemplifies Camilla Gibb’s novel Sweetness in the Belly as an ethical

representation of the Muslim people of Harar, Ethiopia, despite the author being a
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Canadian non-Muslim. This claim is based on evidence related to the three factors of
ethicality: Gibb stated that a significant motivation for writing the novel was to do
justice to the Harari people after feeling her academic PhD thesis had not adequately
captured their humanity, culture, and stories. This suggests a conscious effort towards
being ethical and fair. She holds a PhD in anthropology and conducted extensive field
research, spending a vyear living with a local family in Ethiopia. She also integrates
her knowledge of discourses of power and representation into her fiction, bringing
to critical light the degrading depictions of Ethiopians in historical texts, within her
story. Her academic background and knowledge combined with research contribute
to the novel>s accuracy and ethical production. The novel presents a complex and
nuanced picture of Harari culture, depicting both positive aspects and possible flaws.
This avoids romanticizing or exoticizing the culture, resisting the pitfalls of some
colonial texts. Another element contributing to the complexity of representation is
the «hybridity» of the main character, who is a white Muslim woman raised in Africa
and living in London. Her «in-between» position challenges static, stereotypical
images of the East and West. The novel has been received by many reviewers as
offering a more complex and less negative representation of Islam and Muslims
compared to dominant Western portrayals. The novel takes a stance «against the
popular current,» which is seen as a mark of ethicality and success in combatting

reductionist stereotypes.

The article notes that some critics, like Lisa Grekul, argue that the novel still
exhibits signs of colonial discourse, subtly reinforcing hierarchies where the white
protagonist is often portrayed as superior or more versatile than the African
characters. However, the article counters that, arguing that while such discourses
might be implicitly present, the novel>s focus on the character’s hybrid identity
and the conscious strategies used by Gibb to challenge orientalist views form into
a successful, though perhaps not total, resistance against these embedded power
structures, and now you know why we were so restless for this groundbreaking

interview.
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- Could you please introduce yourself and explain a bit about your academic
journey?

My name is Firouzeh Ameri. I am an assistant professor at the English Department
of the University of Tabriz, and I have been teaching in this university for more
than 12 years. I received my BA in English Language and Literature from Shahid
Beheshti University and my MA in English Literature from the University of Tehran. I
did my PhD in Australia at Murdoch University of Perth and graduated in English and

Comparative Literature in 2012.

- Your article explores how representation can evolve from a colonial gaze into a
more ethical form. How does Sweetness in the Belly reflect a metamorphosis in the

tradition of Western representations of the “Other”?

As I explained in the article, Camilla Gibb, the author, is a Western non-Muslim
writer, who in this novel represents the Muslim people of Ethiopia. The complex
image of these people, which is affectionately created, is devoid of many stereotypes
and is different from many Western representations of non-Western people both in

literary and non-literary texts that keep on stereotyping and vilifying the “Other”.

- Your article delves into the ethical dimensions of representation, particularly in
Camilla Gibb’s novel. What inspired you to focus on the ethicality of representation
rather than just its authenticity, and why do you think this distinction is important

in literary studies?

First of all, I noticed that ethicality in literary representation is rather a less
investigated subject in comparison with the other aspects of representation, including
authenticity. Also, I believe that there are so many distorted representations of
“Others” in the world that scholarly intervention should be made into defining ethical

representations and the possibility of representing others ethically.
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- You acknowledge that Gibb’s novel “does not totally escape the embodiment of
some colonial discourses.” How does the novel balance its ethical intentions with
these unavoidable traces of colonial influence, and what implications does this have

for the broader discussion of ethical representation?

That is true. We still might detect the discourse of the superiority of Europeans,
in subtle ways, in this novel. However, since Lilly, the Western protagonist, having
become a Muslim and taking up Harari ways of living, is in fact a hybrid or liminal
character, then her being Western has become diluted to a great extent. Also, so
many positive images of these people have been created that the narrative moves
toward the formation of a balanced, and resultantly ethical representation, in which

colonial discourses are not foregrounded.

- The reception of a work plays a significant role in your assessment of its ethicality.
How did the critical and reader reception of Sweetness in the Belly influence your
argument, and what does this suggest about the role of the audience in determining

whether a representation is ethical?

As a number of scholars have argued, the effects of representation on the
represented ones are quite essential in our judgments about the ethicality of the
representation. A negative image of a group of people can affect their lives in
bad ways and can lead toward their being othered and to their humiliation and
oppression. This fact indicates what great responsibility the ones who represent
have. The reviewers of this novel had consensus on the point that this novel shows
the people of Harar and their religion in such a way that the readers do not face
the usual stereotypes about these people; rather, the readers are presented with a
nuanced picture of Harari Muslims. Therefore, I tried to highlight this evidence in my
argument of the ethicality of this novel. This very evidence further supports the idea
of the scholars that the reception context can significantly determine the ethicality

of a representation.
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- You highlight certain narrative strategies Gibb
employs to create ethical representations. Could you
expand on how these strategies reflect in literary form

or reader engagement?

Gibb, in her novel, presented points that are
normally absent from the images of the people of
Africa we are used to. She attempted to show that the
lives of these people have beauties and many humane
sides that many other representations are silent
about. As a novelist, she created plot lines, characters
and imageries that had the capacity to show all these
varied aspects of the lives of these people. I insist
that she included even not very positive facts in
this representation as well, again through plot lines,
characters and imageries. Still, it was ethical since a

complex and balanced picture was provided.

- You argue that the author’s intention matters. In
a post-structuralist world often skeptical of authorial
authority, how can intention still act as an ethical

force?

After the intervention of poststructuralism in
literary theory, perhaps we can no longer claim that
the intention of the author determines or controls all
the meaning. Still, we can argue that intention has
a significant role in creating the meaning. In other
words, we cannot deny that intention is an important
participant in a meaning-making network, if not the

sole determinant of it.
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- Representing another culture always carries risk. Do
you think ethical representation, as you define it, involves

a kind of personal change for the author or the reader?

Yes, I do. Engagement in ethical representation can
change both the writer and the reader, as it involves a

reevaluation of the ideas one holds about the others.

- You argue that while absolute authenticity is
impossible, ethical representation is still achievable.
How do you define the boundary between ethical and

inauthentic  representation?

Authentic means truthful, and achieving the absolute
truth is almost not possible. Still, one can try at least not
to distort the truth and strive for as much authenticity
as possible. Therefore, an inauthentic representation can
still be ethical if it is coupled with the right intention,
right strategies and right effects.

- How do poststructuralist ideas about discourse and
power complicate or clarify the ethical responsibilities of

a writer representing others?

A writer representing others can align his/her work
with the discourses of power or can resist them. This writer
or scholar can add up to the force of a counter-discourse.
Dominant discourses are not generally the ethical ones,
and this should be able to make the intellectuals of any
society feel more responsible about countering these

discourses through their literary or scholarly works.
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- Given the novel’s realist form, what particular challenges or opportunities does

realism offer for ethically representing cultural others?

[ suppose it mostly offers opportunities as realism has the claim of giving the
semblance of reality; therefore, a realist work has all the potential to get as close as
possible to the truth of the lives of the represented people and create either one-
sided or complex images about them. The more truthful and complex the image is,

the more ethical the representation will be.

- You place significant emphasis on the reception of the novel by readers and
critics. How do you balance subjective reader response with critical analysis in

assessing ethicality?

I cannot have access to subjective reader response of every reader of this novel.
Therefore, when it comes to that, my argument falls short of that data, and the
weight of it falls on the condition of production of the novel and literary strategies

that can possibly make it ethical.

- What advice would you give to students or early-career researchers who are

trying to find their voice in academia?

My first advice to students of literature is to read widely and deeply as many
works of literature as they can, and then think about them. Then, they can write down
their ideas about those texts in a personal journal that they can keep for themselves.
This helps them articulate their ideas without worrying about the judgment of the
others. Then, it is important to read critical articles and books on literary topics
so as to see how more experienced scholars have treated various literary subjects.
Also, learning about research methodology in literature plays a significant role in
developing research skills. Having gone through those steps, gradually the students
can present themselves in literary events such as conferences and seminars, and start

writing articles and sending them to scholarly journals.
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