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“You write in order to change the 

world, knowing perfectly well that 

you probably can’t.”

- James Baldwin

+ays 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.

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

4. With your translation, please send the original text as well 
and include the permission of the other if possible.



,nventory

08

06

18

24

34

38

44

48

53

12

20

27

36

40

14

22

13

21

29

15

07 33

37

43

47

61

17

23

!t the "orizon !gape
#oesitmatter

"ello
$hief %ditor

& become 'ove
(adra

)amiliar
!li !dalatdoust

(keptical (ketches
#ido

*ecognizing the "uman
)atima +olzar

)erēdūn "ad 1hree (ons
2egar 3horasani

1hose 4ho $are

!stounding !meri

1he 5egetable 'ove
(. "ashemzadeh

#irections
(ana

1he $ranberries
!ida !talou

4alking.
(ina 6olfaghari

7nce 8pon a 19th-$entury: )rom 
<oonlight #reams to 1ruths.

6ahra 6ohdi

$hange
(ome=ody

7 4ater
7lka

>rotent

#arvag
!sma 2akhjavani

1he 'ast (how
(haghayegh 1aherian

'et the (un &nside
"asti 1.

5erses (tuff

(omething
(erious

(omething
&nteresting

(omething from
the +rapevine

(omething
>ersian

*etold and 
*eimagined

1ales



6

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?

-ello
!hief "ditor
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(t the -orizon (gape
#oesitmatter

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

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

*Edits by: Ara
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To me, to whom friends’ love’s faith lent

Whom before I knew not

And when them I knew

I 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

I 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



10

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 sails, 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 I 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
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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

BuBuBut t t wiwiwiwiwiwiththththth g g glalalalalaladndndndndndnesesesesesess s lelet mememememe raiaiaisesesesesesesese
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.he /egetable 'ove
$. %ashemzadeh

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—brightness blare—

Your poison ivy—would you not spare?
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#ortent

I cut my wrist for a drop of blood

And wash my body if touched by a muddy hand.

I won’t open my mouth if I lie

And perhaps my tongue I will brand.

Will the ocean suffice if I’m thirsty?

Ere you utter, I’ll obey that command.

I tread on the edge of extremity—

This halfness of my time I can’t stand.

Too much, tragic, or dramatic I 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.

AnAnAnAnAnAnAnd d d ww
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$hange
$ome &ody

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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'et the )un ,nside
%asti '.

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.
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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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, "ecome 'ove… 
&igan +alali 
$adra 

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
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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

InInInIn a a a a a m m m m mededededediuiuiuiuium m m m m thththththththththatatatatatatatatat l lifififififififife e e e e e hahahahahahas s s s s s s sususususususuststststststaiaiaiaiaiaiaiaiaineneneneneneneddddd
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&irections
$ohrab $epehri

$ana 

“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?’”

GoGodd

ububububububerererererertytytytyty,,,,
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&arvag
-ima /oushij
0sma -akhjavani

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? 

ThThThouou

O O O O O O heheheheheheheherararararar ldldldldldldldld o o o o o o o of f f f f 

OvOvOvOverer

InInInInInInInsisisisisisisisidededededededededede
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0 +ater
5eymanat 5irsadeghi
6lka

I will go with you, O water

I will go with you

Wherever you wander

I 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

I will go with you, O water

For I descend from the line of green life

I 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

I 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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*amiliar
0li 0dalatdoust

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.

2626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626262626
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.he $ranberries 
0ida 0talou 

There is something I have been keeping from you. I 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 I was 

walking along the street, feeling a little dazed, I came across a narrow gap between 

two buildings. It was going to be late and I should’ve hurried home but I 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. I 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.

rrrrrrrrrrriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssss 

ave e bebebebe



28

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. You’re 

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 I saw them. 

Cranberries wreathed around.

I 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 I was perched on the handle of the teapot I was limp 

from the effort. I 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 I 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 I able to close my eyes again.
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.he 'ast )how
$haghayegh 'aherian

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. I 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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)keptical )ketches
#ido

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.
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+alking. 
$ina 7olfaghari 

I 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. 

I 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? 

I have no body. No weight. Only sight. I 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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2ecognizing the -uman
8atima 9olzar 

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 II—

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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0nce 3pon a 19th-$entury: *rom 

%oonlight &reams to .ruths
7ahra 7ohdi

Literature in 19th-century America was dominated by gloomy heroes, tragic 

maidens, haunted forests, and dramatic ghosts. Imagine mysterious diseases and 

soliloquies 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.

The goal of Realist literature was more than mere amusement. It contained opinions. 

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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*erēdūn -ad .hree )ons

In Iran’s mythology the world had been imagined as consisting of three parts. 

Jamšid 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 

Ferēdun 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 Šāh-nāma 

of Ferdowsi have summoned the three children of Ferēdūn—Salm, Tūr (Tōz) and Īraj 

(Ēriz, Ērič)—to be descendants of the thrones of his empire, giving Rūm to Salm, 

Turkestan to Tūr, and Iran and India to Īraj.

The oldest trace of the story of Īraj and his brothers is found in the Fravardin Yašt, 

where the fravaši of Manu-ščiθra (Manučehr) son of Airiya (Īraj) is venerated, as are 

those of the pious men and women of the groups of lands of Airyana, Tūiriyana, 

Sairima, Dāhi, and Sāinu. Three of these nations derive their names from the three 

sons of Ferēdun. 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 

Ērič/Īraj were destined to rule over other countries, and in later accounts Ferēdun 

apportions five (or seven) lands among his three sons.

The most developed form of the story of Īraj 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, Ferēdun 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 

-egar ;horasani
#isclaimer: 'he sources are ‘iranicaonline.org’ with a bit of alternation
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way back, Ferēdun 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 Ferēdun and feared no monster. Reappearing in person, Ferēdun 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” (salāmat), he called Salm; the second, who showed unrestrained 

daring, he named Tūr (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 

“Īraj”. Then Ferēdun “divided the world” into three realms. He created one kingdom 

for Salm by joining Rum and the West (ḵāvar); China and Turān he assigned to Tūr, 

who became known as Turānšāh; and on Īraj 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 Ferēdun’s 

old age Salm revealed the extreme envy he felt towards Īraj for having received 

the choicest share, and he incited Tūr to rebellion. The two met and sent an envoy 

to Ferēdun ordering him to assign a remote region to Īraj or else prepare to fight 

his two sons. Hoping to reconcile his brothers with their father, even if it meant 

himself renouncing the throne, Īraj went to them. They received him wrathfully, their 

envy increased by hearing their own troops murmuring “none but Īraj deserves the 

imperial rule and the hat of nobility”. Ignited by Salm, Tūr slew Īraj and sent his 

head to Ferēdun. The grief-stricken king prayed for a descendant of Īraj to avenge 

his murder, and his prayers were answered. One of Īraj’s ladies called Māhāfarid 

bore a daughter, whom Ferēdun later gave in marriage to his own nephew Pešang. 

The couple engendered a son, whom Ferēdun named Manučehr and raised as his 

own heir. After coming of age, Manučehr slew Salm and Tūr, whereupon Ferēdun 

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.

Ferēdun 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. 

Ferēdūn, consumed by rage and grief, is now out of Ahura Mazdā’s grace. No longer 

protected by The Benevolent One, and treading the kingdom of Ahriman in his 

acerbity, Ferēdūn 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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.hose +ho $are

 “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:

I 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. I do hope 

that the changes in the world can be for the good and in the direction of having 

0 single question was asked of all faculty members.
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happier people and better human societies.

As to the second part of the question, I would say that I wish I 

could write works that could affect the moral status of the society. 

I 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 I 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 I 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:

I 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 I 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.

 I see things on a very small scale all the time, I believe that it is very useful, and 

I 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 I’m not thinking of huge idealistic changes. I 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:

I 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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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;

(((mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrriii



54

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 year 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.



59

- 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. 

- ReReReReReReReprppprpp esesesesenenenentititingngng

yoyou u thththinininininink k k k etetetethihihicacal l rere

a a a kikikikindndnd o o o o of f f f ff f pepepppppersrsrsononalal

YeYes,s, I I I I d do.o.o.o. E E Engng

chchchanananananananangegegegggggg  b bototh h ththe e wrwr

rererereevevalalaluauatititiononon o of f thththth

- YoYoYoYoYoYoYou u arararararararguggugugugue e e 

imimimimimimpopopppossssss ibibiblelelelelelele, ,,,, etetethihihicacacaca

HoHoHoHow w w dodododo y y y youououou d d d defiefiefiefiefiefiefinene

inininauauauauthththththththenenenentitititic c rererereprpr

AuAuAuA ththththenenentititititititic c memeanan

trtrtrtrtrtrututututututututh h h h h h h h isisisisis a a a a a almlmlmlmlmososost t t nonononononot 

totototo d disisisisistotototortrt t t thehehe t t t trururuththth

asasasasasasasasas p pososossisiblble.e.e.e.e.e. T Thehehererererefo

ststststililill l bebebebebe e ethththicicicalalalalal i if f itit

riririghghghght t t t t ststraratetegigigieses a andnd

- HoHoHoHoHoHow w w w w dododo p p p p posososoststststststs

popopopopowewew r r cocompmpmpmpmpmpmplilililililililicacacacacatetetete

a a wrwrwrwrwrwrititererer r repepreresesess ntntntntininin

A A A A wrwrwrititererer r r repepepepepreresese

wiwiwiwiwiwithth t t thehehehe d d d d disisiscocourururseseseseseseses s 

ororororororor s s schchchchchchchcholololololololololarararararararar c canan a adddddddd

DoDoDoDoDomimiminananananantntntntnt d d d d d d d d d d d disisisisisisisisiscococococococoururursese

ananananand d d d d d ththththisisis s s s s s s shohohohohohohohoululululululd d d d d d bebebebebebebe

sosocicicicietetetetetety y y y fefefefefefefeelel m m mororore e e e e 

dididididiscscscscououououououoursrseseseseseses t t t thrhrhrhrouououououghghghghgh



60

- Given the novel’s realist form, what particular challenges or opportunities does 

realism offer for ethically representing cultural others?

I 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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۴۴

=کی از :اطرات دل چس,بى که ثمين 3رای مان گفت، مربوط به اس,تادی (ب'&ا است که در دا"شگاه داشت. 
Jسلط بى رغیب ا=ن اس,تاد 3ر Oس و توا(يى :ارق العاده اش در Jشخیص صداها مDال زدنى بود. وقتى م@و?ه شد 

ثمين در bال تقلب است، بدون `نٓ که بب'&د، [نها ] شYZدن و Jشخیص Xت صدا، به او تذVر داد. :اطره  بعدی 
از Vودكى (ب'&ا بود که صدای اف@ادن وس,یk ای از جiYش را، پ'ش از `نٓ که خودش م@و?ه شود eيزی اف@اده، [نها ] 

لمس و ش,نوايى Jشخیص داد. نمی شود از ماهی بخواهيم از درخت ]لا 3رود. هر Vس، در ?ا=گاه خود می درخشد.

=ک معضل 3زرگ د=گر ما، نپذ=رفتن توانمندی م@فاوت ا=ن Vودكان است. «:انواده ها هنوز انتظار دارند 
فرزندشان مانند سا=ر Vودكان شعر حفظ کند، بنو�سد و حساب کند. اما اگر Vودک، اس,تعدادش در مجسمه سازی 

است، چرا نباید `نٓ را �رورش داد؟ eه اشكالى دارد Vودكى که نمی تواند بنو�سد، =ک قالیباف ماهر شود؟ در 
كلیYZک ها اما اوضاع فرق دارد. :انواده هايى که داوطلبانه فرزندشان را می `وٓرند، `گٓاه [رند و همكاری ب'شتری دارند. 

رؤ�ی من ا=ن است که روزی بتوانم در =ک كلیYZک تخصصى ] ا=ن �ه ها كار کنم؛ محیطی شخصى سازی شده، 
] امكا(ت كافى، که به من ا?ازه دهد تمام توانم را 3رای =ک Vودک صرف کنم. اگر Vسى می خواهد وارد ا=ن حرفه 
شود، ]ید پ'ش از هر eيز تجربه  حضوری Vسب کند. ا=ن �ه ها را بب'&د و بفهمد می تواند ] `نٓ ها ارتباط 3گيرد � 
نه. مانند د=گر شا:ه های تدر�س، اگر ¦لاقه ای در كار نباشد، مسير طاقت فرسا خواهد بود. نه [نها مفYد نخواهی 
بود، بلکه شاید به `نٓ ها `سٓ'ب 3زنى. دلم می خواهد ?امعه ما به ?ايى 3رسد که وقتى Vودكى روی ویلچر در خYا]ن 
دیده می شود، مادرها فرزندشان را از او دور ©ک&ند. كاش ?امعه مش,تاق ارتباط ] ا=ن �ه ها ]شد، نه گر=زان از 

`نٓ ها. كاش `غٓوش ?امعه، مDل `غٓوش من معلم، هم'شه 3رای شان ]ز ]شد.» 

۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴
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درد=ک است که 'گویيم تلخ 2ر$ن بخش ماجرا ا$ن است: ز$رساخت محیط و مدارس 'رای ا$ن "ه ها �یا 
نYست. نه Xشخیص و داروی دقSقی، نه وسایل مOاسب. صندلى ها شکسFته و خطر=ک اند، زBگ تفريح 'رای افراد 

=شFنوا gلامت بصری ندارد، و 'رای افراد ویلچرbشين، هیچ مسير دسترسى مOاسFبى نه در مدارس و نه حتى 
در سطح شهر وجود ندارد. گاهی $ک موزاییک راهlی =بOYاkن j $ک دکه ی روز=مه فروشى مسدود می شود، 

k اتوبوس های بى xرٓتى رمپ ندارند. به مسخرگی اوضاع حتى نمی شود خOدید. $کی از �م 2ر$ن qالش های ا$ن 
xمٓوزگاران، =xگٓاهی و بى تو��ی �انواده هاست. از $ک سو وا{ینى هس}Oد که j =امSدی كامل فرزندشان را رها 

می کنند، و از سوی د$گر، �سانى که انتظارات �ير واقعی دارند. م��سٔفانه هر دو رو$کرد xسYٓب زا هس}Oد. «گاهی 
داbش xمٓوزی j بYش فعالى، بدون مصرف دارو به مدرسه می xیٓد و من تمام روزم را صرف xرٓام �ردن او می کنم، 

بى Bٓxکه بتوانم به بقSه "ه ها 'رسم.» در چOين شرایطی، حمایت �انواده و رgایت اصول پایه ی �زشکی ضروری است. 
در �س 'رای درک احساسات "ه ها، از 2کOیک هايى ساده اما مؤ�ر اسFتفاده می شود.

«م¢لاً من دیوار �س را j صور2ک هايى از  الت های چهره پوشانده ام. هر روز، "ه ها b jشان دادن $کی 
از ا$ن

 شكلک ها، احساس خود را بیان می کنند. xنٓ ها به مرور می xمٓوزند احساسات خود را شFناخ�ه، به زjن 
بیاورند، و تدر¦س 'رای من هم راحت 2ر می شود.»

'رای �ودكان طیف اوتYسم، شعر و نما¦ش ا'زارهايى حSاتى اند. xنٓ ها به داسFتان ها، ریتم و حر�ت واک§ش خوبى 
bشان می دهند. مفاهيم درسى گاه j كمک شعر، نما¦ش، لمس اشFیاء و حتى بوییدن xمٓوزش داده می شود. xمٓوزش 

jید واقعی و ملموس jشد. $کی از روش های مؤ�ر تدر¦س «داسFتان درمانى» است. "ه های كم توان ذهنى ممکن 
است خSلى qيزها را فراموش کنند، اما اگر داسFتانى را دوست داشFته jشFند، 'رای همYشه در ذهن شان می ماند. 

�ودكان طیف اوتYسم، j وجود دشواری در ارتباط گيری، گاهی j داسFتان هايى که نما¦ش داده می شود ارتباط 'رقرار 
می کنند. jرها پYش xمٓده که j �رسFیدن سؤ¸تى از �ودكى گرkن، gلت گریه ¶شف شده است. به محض ا$ن که 

خودش دلیل را درک می کند، xرٓام می شود.

  kدگيری 'رای ا$ن "ه ها ا�لب به معنای jزسازی كامل شFیوه xمٓوزش است. «م¢لاً وقتى �ودكى توانمند در 
خميرjزی، ا�ری شگفت اBگيز ساخ�ه د$گر اصراری به نوشتن و خواندن ندارم. م¹نای ما 'ر=مه  درسى ای خشک 

و $کسان نYست. توا=يى همه مردم م�فاوت است، jید ا$ن تغیير ها را پیدا و شکوفا �رد.»



۴۲

در فراسوی اینترنت، عزBزی ?ف=يم مشغول به شغل شریف معلمی. به .ودكان اس*ت)'ايى تدر#س می کند و 
در \س ها#ش ]بری از چهارچوب حوصU سرSر دBگر مدارس نQست. اسمش ثمين Kدی زاده است و هر Hه 

از داhش ^مٓوزاhش می گفت، نه خودش سير می شد و نه ما. فارغ التحصیل كارش*ناسى ^مٓوزش .ودكان اس*ت)'ايى از 
داhشگاه فرهنگpان است و oالا، در ^سٓ*تانه ^mٓاز مقطع كارش*ناسى ارشد روان ش*ناسى .ودكان اس*ت)'ايى قرار دارد. 
مpان \س های خودش و \س های داhش ^مٓوزاhش و \س های ما، Sرای مان از روزها#ش گفت و چگوqگی 

شروع كارش. اBن که Hه طور از .ودكى ^رٓزو داش*ته روان ش*ناس شود، اما نه Bک روان ش*ناس sلینى. او خود را در 
قامت معلم ? اس*تاد داhشگاهی می دید، و اBن |لاقه از همان دوران مدرسه و حضور دائم در کنار مادر فرهنگی اش 

شكل گرفت. ساعت هايى که مادرش Sرگه داhش ^مٓوزان را تصحیح می .رد، او مش*تاقانه کنارش می hشست و 
كمک oالى بود �س |لاقه م'د. ثمين از همان �ا |اشق تدر#س شد.

معلم داhش دوست ما می گوید: «وقتى زمان انت�اب رش*ته رس*ید، ]انواده مرا به سوی فرهنگpان هدایت .ردند. 
در زBرمجمو|ه ی فرهنگpان، �نها دو رش*ته به روان ش*ناسى qزدBک بودند: مشاوره و ^مٓوزش .ودكان اس*ت)'ايى. در 

نهایت، s وجود مخالفت ]انواده و حتى مشاورهايى که مدام هشدار می دادند مسير سختى در پQش دارم، s اصرار 
^مٓوزش .ودكان اس*ت)'ايى را انت�اب .ردم. از همان ابتدا اBن رش*ته Sرايم اولویت بود. امروزه بQش �ر وقتم s .ودكان 

كم توان ذهنى می گذرد؛ .ودكانى s بهره  هوشى زBر ۷۵ که انواع س*ندروم ها مانند داون، مpکروسفالى ? هیدروسفالى 
در مpان شان دیده می شود. Sر¦ روزها، Bکی دو .ودک اوتQسم نيز به \س مان اضافه می شوند. Sر]لاف ^نٓ Hه 

Sر¦ تصور می کنند، اBن ©ه ها به �رحم نیاز ندارند؛ ^نهٓا اhسانهايى كاملاً م'حصر به فردند که هرکدام دنیايى ]اص 
دارند.

تدر#س به اBن .ودكان s ^مٓوزش در مدارس |ادی تفاوتى ب»pادBن دارد. ما معلم ها موظفيم تفاوت های فردی را 
�دی Sگيريم. در \س های ما، ]بری از روش های گروهی نQست؛ هر داhش ^مٓوز Sر­مه و روش مخصوص به 

خودش را می طلبد. بعضى از ^نٓ ها دارو مصرف می کنند، Sر¦ کنترل هی°ان ندارند و گاهی \س به �ای محیط 
^مٓوزشى، به مpدان مين ش*باهت پیدا می کند، اما در مpان همين لحظه های دشوار، لحظه هايى عمیقاً دوست داش³نى و 

ت½ثٔيرگذار وجود دارد.»

نه خیلي متفاوت  
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1کی از معروف 3ر1ن خطوط داس6تانى 3راژ1ک ا1ن ب.ری روییدن گیاه در شش های فرد و ر#شه دواند�شان 
در سPس6تم تنفسى است که موجع به مرگی دردGک در اEر خفگی در خون و گل است. در ا1ن خط داس6تانى 

Yاشق عشقی 1ک طرفه، عمیق، دردGک و GفرSام تجربه می کند. هر روزی که می گذرد ر#شه های گل که در ا1ن 
مورد اکثرا cرگس a شکوفه های گیلاس هس_^د، بPشتر شش ها#ش را می درند. او خون و گل \رگ سرفه می کند 

و  تنفس \را#ش lنٓ قدر سخت می شود که در فلاکتى زیg^ده Sا�ش را می گيرد. مرگ فرد اما، به معنای پاaن رشد 
 mستری \رای گل های زیبايى که به سرp قى نمی ماند جزt اشقY يزی از كالبدx ایت روزy ست. درPگیاهان ن

خون در lمٓده اند.

در روایت هايى م}فاوت، گاها ب.ری فرد درمان می شود. Y aاشق احساسات م}قابلى از معشوق درaفت می 
کند، a جرا� موفق به در lوٓردن تمامی ر#شه ها، تمامی عواطف، تمامی عشق و نجات Sا�ش می شود. \رای اکثر 
Yاشقان اما مرگ درد كمتری دارد. \رm هیچ دست به انجام ا1ن جرا� نمی زنند، و \رm در �ين عمل به Yلت 

عمق ر#شه ها Sان می س6پارند.

داس6تان هاGهاكى a ب.ری گل ها در سال های ا�ير دگرد#سى هايى پیدا �رده و از شكل نوش6ته به نقش، 
lهٓنگ و ف�لم نيز درlمٓده. ا1ن اس6تعاره همPشه احساسى Gم}قابل که در �ين سوزGكى خود شير1ن است را به شكل 

حزن lمٓيزی pس6یار صیقل نیاف}ه، ظریف و شاعرانه به تصو1ر می �شد.

۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۴۰۰۰۰۰۰

لل ههاایییی  اا��يرير  ددددگگگگرررردددد####سىسىسىسىسى  ههههاا  

حححزززنننن llمميزيزيزيزيزيزيزیییی
�ينينين سسووززززGGGكىكىكىكىكىكى خخخوودددد شششششششيريريريريريرير1111ننننننننن اااسستتت ررراا ببهه ششششكلكلكلكلكل �������رر  ن اس     رررمدده. اا11نن ااس66تتععااررهه همهمPPPششششششههههههه ااحححسسااسىسى  GGمممم}}ققااببللل ککککککهه ددرررررر����لململململململململم  ننيزيزيز دددررررllمٓٓمددهه. ااا يز 

  pppppسسسسس66یییییییاااااررررر   صصصصصصصصیییییققققققققققللللللللل  ننییاااففف}}هه،،  ظظظظررییفف وو ششششااعععررااننههههه بببهه تتصصصوووو111رر  ممییییی ����شششدد.
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« <عث شدی در ریه هايم گل رشد کند. زیبا هس-,د و من نمی توانم نفس �کشم »

گل �رگ ها، شاIه های رونده و تیغ های �رنده در دروEش می رویند و او از عشق درد خواهد Aش@ید. دردی 
Aش@نده، سوزVک و پاWن  VپذQر. هر بوته خونين نماد Qک نوع دوست داشتن است. گل ها از روی محبت جوانه 

می زنند و تیغ ها سرگردان بين احساسات شرWن پاره می کنند. گیاه به رسم هم]شگی خود رشد می کند و Yس از 
چ,دی lدٓمی را از درون می بلعد. ج,گلى از تمام احساسات fان او شكل می گيرد و همه cيز، زیباaر می شود.

در پاره ای از داس@تان های معاصر و نوظهور در <ب عشاق Vفرqام، پدیده ای شكل گرفoه به Vم هاVهاكى. 
aر|یب لغوی دو واژه هاV به معنای گل و هاكى به معنای <لا lوٓردن، < Eسب ژاپنى اش، اولين <ر در ماvگای <نو 

Vكائو ما�سودا در سال ۲۰۰۹ اس@تفاده شد، اما اQن اس@تعاره �اشقانه تدريجا به تمامی داس@تان های شرق lسٓ@یا رسوخ 
|رد و  Yس از مدتى به غرب رس@ید. شاید qالب <شد بدانید در لغت Vمه ده�دا Qکی از تعاریف قى |ردن، اشکوفه 

فoادن |سى است، cه �سا اQن اس@تعاره از زمان های دور رواج داش@ته و <لا lوٓردن و شکوفه |ردن هم راس@تای 
Qک دQگر قرار داش-,د. 

 اQن پدیده مرضى Vدری تلقی می شود که در lنٓ فرد �اشق از زیبايى عشق خود شروع به گل �رگ سرفه 
|ردن می کند و به س�ب نوع شكل گيری حس او، گیاهان مoغير می رویند. lفoٓا�گردان از عشقی شاد و وفادار، 

سوسن از اهمیت و محبتى بى اندازه، ادر�سى از م�ل شدید قلبى، ار|یده از <زگشت دو<ره احساسات، داوودی 
و رز از عشقی �ر اندوه و درخواست، م��ک از  پاكى و عشقی Iالصانه، vرگس از lگٓاه و �ذرخواه Qک طرفه 

بودن عشق، و در fایت شکوفه های گیلاس که از عمق زWد احساسات شروع به رشد می کنند. در طی گذشت 
زمان گل �رگ های زیبا تبدیل به بوته هايى �ر از شاIه و �رگ شده تمام بدن فرد را فرا می گيرند، و در صورت �دم 

درWفت مoقابل عواطف، توسط احساساتت ر�شه دوانده در qان خود به كام مرگ Aش@یده می شود.

هاناهاکي 
  mاساn نگار

«« <<ععثثثثث شششددددییییی  دددددد

IIگگگگگگللللل ���رررررگگگگگگگگ ههااا،،،،، شششششااااا
AAAAAششش@ننندددددههه، سسسسسووززVVککککک وو

ممممممییییییی زززززززننننننننندددد وو تتتییغغ ههاا سرسرسرسرسرگگگگگررررر
چچچچچچچچچ,,,,ددددیییییی  lllllllدٓٓٓٓٓدددددممممممممییییی ررررررااا ااززز ددرر

دددددرر پااررهه ااییی ااززز دددااس
aaررررررر||||||||یییببببب  للغغغووویییی ددووو  ووواااااژژژژههه
VVكاكاكاكاكاكاكائئئئئووو ممااا��سسسووددااا  ددرر  سساا
|||||رررررردد وو  Yسسسس اااززززز ممددددتىتىتىتى

cc ،،اادددددددننننننن ||||||سىسىسىسىسىسىسى اااسسسستتتتتتتooففف
QQQQکککککک  دددددددQQQگگگگگگرر  قققققرررااارر ددداااششششش------,,,

 اQQننننننن  پپپدیییدددددده ممررررضىضىضى
||||||||ررررررررددددددددننننننن مممممییییی کککککککککنننننددددددد ووووو ببههه س�
سسووسسننن اااااززز ااهمهمییتت  وو
ووووو  رررزز ااززز ععششققیی ���ررررررر اااااا

ff ببووددنن    ععععععششششششقق،، ووو ددررر
ززززززززمممممممماااااااانننن گگگگگگگگللللللل   ������ررررگگگگگ هههایییی ززززز
دددرررررررWWWففتت ممooققااابببللل ععععوااااطط

mmmmmmااسساااnnnn  ننگگگگااررmmmmااسساااnnn ننگگگاارر
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ديمــين هرســت مــا را وادار بــه تعمــل و عمــل می کنــد. او نمی خواهــد کــه مــردم تنهــا تماشــاگر زیبــايى (ش'ــند، بلکــه 

واکPششــان را در NراNــر مــرگ و معنــا می Mزٓمایــد. در Kــانى کــه زش'ــتى اHلــب پنهــان می شــود، شــاید هــنر او تلنگــری 

(شــد Nــرای Mنٓ کــه دو(ره ببUVــيم، دو(ره بUVدTش'ــيم، و در Sایــت درســت زندگــی کنــيم.
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ــرگ، �  ــر م ــان ! ــيروزی ا$س ــادی  اســت از پ ــد، نم ــودن وحشــت  می 0فٓرین ــده ب ــين 8يره کنن ــه در : ــه ک ــن جمجم ا@
ــر، همان Bــايى  Eــن تضــاد درونى ا ــروت. ا@ E ــرق و ــخ J زرق و! ــت تل ــن حقNق ــردن ا@ O ــان ــرای پنه ــه ! ــلاشى RامNدان ت
اســت کــه مخاطــب را بــه bالــش می _شــد: زیبــايى و زش]ــتى، Bاذبــه و دافعــه، زندگــی و مــرگ، همــه در @ــک قــاب 

ــد.  ــه هم 0مNٓخته ان ب

ــزاران  ــتفاده از ه ــود. هرســت J اس] ــده می ش ــه وضــوح دی ــی ب ــين دوگاmگ ــيز هم ــا ن ــه oروانه ه ــوط ب در pٓ0ر مرب
ــا را از  ــد م ــن pٓ0ر نمی توان ــايى ظاهــری ا@ ــده. زیب ــه ی واقعــی، tبلوهــايى می ســازد کــه چشــم نوازند و Rراحت کنن oروان
ا@ــن واقعیــت |افــل کنــد کــه موجــوداتى زنــده !ــرای 8لــق 0نٓ هــا Bــان داده انــد. از @ک ســو wرOیــب رmگ هــا، الگوهــا و 
ســطوح درخشــان حــس زندگــی را القــا می کنــد، امــا از ســوی د@گــر، مــرگ پنهــانى کــه در �ــس ا@ــن زرق و!ــرق ~ف{ــه 
اســت، ســو�تى ا8ــلاقى درJره  �ــدود و مس]ــئولیت های هــنر !رمی اmگــيزد. در ا@ــن مNــان تماشــاگر Rگز@ــر اســت بــين 
�ت زیبايى ش]ناســانه و پذ@ــرش مــرگ موجــودات بى گنــاه wردیــد کنــد، و همــين _شــمکش اســت کــه Jعــث می شــود 

هــنر هرســت همچنــان بحث !راmگــيز و tثيرگــذار Jقى بمانــد.

@کــی از mــكات كلیــدی در هــنر هرســت، اس]ــتفاده  حساب شــده از عنــصر شــوک اســت. او بــه خــوبى می دانــد 
کــه !ــرای Bلــب توBــه و !راmگN ــتن تفکــر عمیــق، گاه لازم اســت از مرزهــای م{عــارف عبــور کنــد و مخاطــب را در 
�الــت JRوری و حــتى شــاید اmزBــار قــرار دهــد. ا@ــن شــوک شــاید در ابتــدا بــه نظــر :امــلى م¢فــی !رســد، امــا در 
ــه  ــا ب ــه تنه ــردن درهــای oرسشــگری اســت. شــوک های بــصری و مفهومــی در pٓ0ر او ن OزJ ــرای ــزاری ! واقعیــت ا!
واک§ــش فــوری مخاطــب می انجامــد، بلکــه زمNنه ســاز گفت وگوهــايى طــولانى  و ژرف  درJره مــرگ، زندگــی، ارزش 
و ا8ــلاق می شــود. شــاید ا@ــن تــواRيى در wــكان دادن و تحر@ــک حــس مخاطــب، ¨م wر@ــن :امــل مانــدگاری و 

tثيرگــذاری pٓ0ر هرســت Jشــد.

ــه  ــوز هم ب ــد 8ــبره وجــود دارد، مــردم هن ــن هنرم¢ ــراوان و ج¢»ال هــايى کــه پيرامــون pٓ0ر ا@ J وجــود نقدهــای ف
س]تا²شــش می oردازنــد. ا@ــن مســ±ٔ¯ $شــان می دهــد کــه pٓ0ر هرســت ب®ــش از 0نٓ کــه صرفــاً ايجــاد واک§ش هــای زودگــذر 
ــواRيى او در لمــس  ــن بحث هــای مــداوم، ت ــل ا@ ــد. شــاید دلی ــوذ Oرده ان ــد، در عمــق فرهنــگ و ذهــن مخاطــب نف کنن

ــه ا@ــن شــكل  زخم هــای ا$ســانى و طــرح ســو�ت ب§Nاد@ــن درJره مــرگ و معنــا Jشــد کــه هیــچ هنرم¢ــد د@گــری ب
جســورانه دنبــال mکــرده اســت. شــاید mک{ــه ی اصــلى در هــنر ديمــين هرســت همــين Jشــد: او از شــوک بــه عنــوان 
ــر و  ــه تفک ــه مخاطــب را ب ــد ک ــتفاده می کن ــده اس] ــيز و گاه Rراحت کنن ــه ی ت±مٔل !راmگ ــک تجرب ــاد @ ــرای ايج ــزاری ! ا!
ــصری � نما²شــی. همــين  ــی ب ــک سرگرم ــوان @ ــه عن ــاً ب ــه صرف ــد، ن ــرگ و زوال دعــوت می کن ــی J م موا«ــه ی واقع

ــرده اســت. O ثيرگــذارt ــه فــرد و ــوع خــود م¢حــصر ب ــه تنهــا بحث !راmگــيز، بلکــه در ن موضــوع pٓ0رش را ن
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 وقتي ه% و iگ دست مي دهند
فاطk گلزار    

ديمــين هرســت (Damien Hirst) هنرم;ــد ج;:ــالى و ت7ثٔيرگــذار 1ریتانیــايى، - ,ٓ*ری کــه زیبــايى و مــرگ را در 
ــد، XاWــگاه م;حصربه فــردی در هــنر معــاصر QفOــه اســت. Mــان او Lــر اســت از تضادهــايى کــه در Jــگاه  هم می ,مٓيزن
ــن  Wرســش هايى ب^[ادL ــن خــود WرWــا در لایه هــای ز ــند، ام fشــوکه کننده به نظــر 1رس Q ــده نخســت ممکــن اســت ,زٓاردهن

در-ره  زندگــی، yپایــداری، ارزش و wــرس در ذهــن مخاطــب 1رمی اJگيزنــد. ,ٓ*ر هرســت معمــولا به Xــای واژه، - 
مــاده حــرف می زننــد. مــوادی کــه �سfیاری شــان در هــنر مOعــارف Xــايى ندارنــد: {وســه ای در فرما|هیــد، جمجمــه ای 

ــد. پوشfــیده از المــاس و Lروانه هــايى واقعــی کــه در دل �بلــو Xــان داده ان

 «The Physical Impossibility of Death in the Mind of Someone Living» در ا�ــری چــون
ــرار  ــره  بى واســطه و واقعــی مــرگ ق ــر چه ــا را در 1را1 ــراردادن {وســه ای عظــيم در مخــزنى ش شــه ای، م هرســت - ق
ــا را م;عکــس  ــای سر{وب شــده  م ــه ، wرس ه ــون ,یٓ ; ــه همچ ــی ک ــه مرگ ــتعاری، بلک fاس Q ــن Wــی نماد ــه مرگ ــد. ن می ده
ــرای  ــاید 1 ــه ش ــد ک ــاد می کن ــوک ايج ــی ش ــه  نخســت، نوع ــمان لحظ ــرگ در ه ــه - م ــن مواMــه  بى رحمان Wــد. ا می کن
ــرای 1راJگ[±ــتن واک^ــش اســت. اWــن  ــزار اصــلى هرســت 1 ــیاری ·يرقابــل هضــم -شــد، امــا در حق[قــت هــمان ا1 fس�

شــوک صرفــاً ا1ــزاری 1ــرای ايجــاد حساســ ت Q هی:ــان ن ســت؛ بلکــه دعوتى ســت 1ــرای توقــف، تفکــر و مواMــه  
ــيم. ــرار می کن ــان از ,نٓ ف ــی روزمره م ــولاً در زندگ ــه معم ــيزی ک ــق - ½ عمی

هرســت از مــرگ نمی گرWــزد، بلکــه ,نٓ را بــه مرکــز Jــگاه هــنری خــود تبدیــل می کنــد. 1ــرای مÀــال او در ا�ــری 
دWگــر - yم «Mother and Child (Divided)»، - نماÅــش Wــک گاو و گوســاÃ  شكافOه شــده در محفظه هــايى 
Xــدا، پیونــد Ìاطفــی مــادر و فرزنــد را بــه قطعــاتى سرد و Ìلمــی فروكاسfــته و از Êــلال اWــن خشــونت بــصری، مــا 
را بــه ت7مٔــل در-ره  شــک;ندگی روابــط و yتوانى شــان در 1را1ــر مــرگ و زوال وا مــی دارد. اWــن دگردÅــسى صميمیــت در 
ــرده و  ــد از ,نٓ عبــور { ــده نمی توان ــه همــين دلیــل بی^; ــا ب قــاب Ìــلم و ,زٓماÅشــگاه شــاید خشــونت ,مٓيز -شــد، امــا دق[ق

چشــم بپوشــاند.

جمجمــه الماس ßشــان «For the Love of God»، به نوعــی تعــادل مرمــوز م[ــان زیبــايى و ن سfــتى را می رســاند. 
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نبودم!

2فٓ/اب از -س +وه ها نما&ن شد، و تو نيز نبودی. 

بخش پنجم

در -س سایه ها دیدم نور OتاNگونه ات را. درخشش Jک سHتاره 2بىٓ و درهم شکستن حق@قت وارانه سبز ر:گ. 
ملالى نبود جز خورنقی که سQHر از 2نٓ اف/اد. 

بخش ششم

من فرهاد بودم، نه، 2نٓ دورگه اJرانى-رومی بودم، نه، همان aايى که ا^سHتاده ای _^ست! من 2نٓ مجنون به Zاک 
و خون kشHیده بودم نه 2نٓ مه لقای مه سان، نه! من 2نٓ گرد2فٓرید بودم. hه سود که من hه +سى بودم؟ من، من بودم. 

بخش هفتم

در کنج دیواری نم زده، رو به دژی قديمی، مدفون به  زJر گیاهان خودرو، مoتظر. در انتظار دیدار سHیه و 
سu@د افسانه ها. گف/ه بودم در خ@ال tروازم؟ 

بخش 2خٓر

گم شده، 2وٓاره، Zانه  به دوش در م@ان نهان اJن yان xل می شوم و وجود تو شكل دJگری از حق@قت در دنیای 
من بود.



۳۳

بخش اول

وجود تو شكل د;گری از حق�قت در دنیای من است. 4يزی مانند رسوخ ر*گ ها به بى ر*گی ها، &راکنده م�ان 
نهان ا;ن @ان. 

بخش دوم

وMه تو از Gنٓ توست و وMه من نيز؛ اما كمی پJش Iر که قدم می نهم تصو;ر من از Gنٓ بى تصو;ری است. قالبى 
که در دسQته ای تو شكل می گيرد. 

بخش سوم

من هیچ Gسٓوده نبودم. گسترهء Zالم مXل Vر شانه هايم سQنگ�نى می کنند و من در خ�ال &روازم. روزی که مRدل به 
Gنٓ شا&رک Zالم رو_ شوم دور است. 

بخش چهارم

بودی.

بودم.

بودی.

گرد او 
ورh روژ   

بخبخبخبخبخبخبخشششششششش ااااااااوووووووووللللللللل

وووججججوودد  تتووو  شششششكلكلكلكلكلكلكلكلكل دد;;;گگگگررریییی ااززز  ححققق���قققتتت ددررر ددننییاایییی  ممنن  ااسستتتتتت. 44يزيزيزيزيزیی
نهنهنهاااانننننن  ااا;;نننننننن    @@@@@@@@اااااااانننننن.. 

بخبخبخبخششششش ددوومم

ووووووووMMMMMMMMههههه تتتتتوووو ااززززززز GGGنٓٓننن  تتتوووسسسستت  وو  ووMMههه  ممممممنننن  ننننيزيزيزيزيز؛؛؛  اامماا  كمكمكمییی  پپپJJJJششششششش  IIIررر ککککهه  ققددمم
ککککهه دددددررررر  ددسسQتتتهه ااایییی تتو ششششششششكلكلكلكلكلكلكلكلكل ممممممممییییی گگگگيريريردد...  

بخبخشش سسووووممممم

مممنننننن  ههههههیییچچچچچچچچ GGGGGسٓٓٓسسوووووددههه ننببوووووددمممممم..    گگگگگگگگسسسترترترترهءءءءءء    ZZZZZااالململململم ممXXللللل VVرر شششششااااانههه  هههههااااايميميميميم  سسسسQنننگگگگگگ����نىنىنىنىنىنىنى
GGGنٓٓٓننن ششششااا&&ررککک ZZاالملململم رررررررووووو__ ششششووومممم دددوورر ااسسستتتت.. 

بخبخبخبخششششششششش  چچچههاااررممم

ببووودددیی..

بببببببوووددمممممم..

بببوووددییی..



۳۲

 همان ها که شن هایت را گل �رده،

 سفت �رده است

مو6 د5گر از صدف به سا1ل می پاشد

و ا5ن فرق من و تو 9 در8 و سا1ل است؛

 ما تمام می شويم.



۳۱

در$ #رای سا�ل

صدف سو*اتى می &وٓرد

من نيز #رای تو گوش ماهی های فس9یل شده را می &وٓرم که در 5گی به تو داده 0شده

و تو D Eرمی و لطافت شن ها 

 Fرای امواGپذ

در$ صدف ها را Pس می گيرد و به اعماق می خزد

 چRد صدف را Qا می گذارد

من نيز توQه ام را Xنیه ای به ساعت ها بى حرفUت 0شان می دهم

و می گذرم

هر&نٓ Zه را قرار بود بدهم 

Pس می گيرم

 جز ^اطراتى را که سخت چس]Uده ای

دریا* ساحل* من و تو  
یادگارعبدى     



۳۰

- بیا و شب شهابى را ببين که از تقد-ر شومت (رهاند، بیا و م"تظر بمان.

كمی فکر Iرد که انتظار Hه Hيز را می گوید! همانى که به گماAش از @-کی روش<ش می داشت، (رقى که پ:ش از 
ا-ن به چشم نیافTه و سQRده ای که همواره به Mان هواLش می Iرد!

+ راسaش من همين را سال ها اندLشه  به گردن انداخTه ام و كار نمی کند که هیچ، در همه زمان های بى م"تهZی الیه 
nسلسلى سخت می iیٓد و ب:شتر دلم را درد و غم در پنdه بى رحم می فشارد.

- مQخواهی سر خم کنى؟ نمانى؟

+ سر خم کنم؟ نمانم؟ من که دست افشان و عربده مسxتانه، تنم را به اصابت ضرtت بلند پتک كاوه داده ام که 
سختم کند؟!

-Aشد؟

+ نه، لق و لج مانده ام که اصلا چرا ا-ن بودن؟ iنٓ گه ا-ن چ"ين بودن؟

لق 
ژیوا  



۲۹۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۲۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹۹



۲۸

هــوا گــرم بــود. ا@ــگار ســه بعدازظهــر مــرداد را ب89ــدازی درون 6ــوره، بعــد 0/ــش کــنى ز*ــر )فٓ%ــاب. شر" هم 
بــود. دم داشــت هــوا.

ــبم در  Fــد را از ج ــتم Lاســوس Kزی هاJش را در)وٓرد. كلی Nــين، می ذاش ــتمش زم Nــه.» می ذاشR ــیديم Nــتم «رس می گف
مــی )وٓرد، K تمرکــز و ســکوت كامــل، می 6ــرد تــوی قفــل و )رٓام می چرZانــد کــه مXــلا دارد دزدكى وارد Lــايى می شــود.

هر Kر، بدون اسNت8dا سعی می 6رد دسNتگيره را K پا Kز کند، هر Kر بدون اسNت8dا K ته زمين می خورد.

 iگــير بخــور، حوصــm» .شــود سر ظهــریp ش کــه گرمــازدهqشــير يخ می انداخــتم مــی دادم دســsاZ شربــت
مریــض داری نــدارم.»

هیــوا امــا زل مــی زد بــه عــرق لیــوان، بــه Zاsشــيرهای شربــت، می گفــت ا@ــگار داريم *ــک xــالم مورvــه 
ــرم  ــت ته pشــين pشــن. گ ــه یه وق ــی زديم ک ــوان، مورvه هــا را گاهــی هم م ــه عــرق لی ــی زديم ب می خــوريم. دو {يى زل م

ــد. ــوان می پیچی ــوی ارغ ــوا. ب ــود ه ب

می �رسNید: «Zدا می تونه یه سNنگی درست کنه که خودش هم نتونه بلندش کنه؟»

سر �كان می دادم، )رٓه و نه و نمی دانم.



۲۷

«مگــه مــن چــيم از مخلوط 9ــن كمــتره»، و «ســس ک1اپــم یــه روزی گو+ــه بــود لابــد» و «اصــلاً %ــه كاریــه !دٓم انقــدر 
كالبــاس حــرام Bــک Uــذا کنــد. كالباســش رو بعــد +ــدا می خــوريم.» تصمــيم می گرفHــيم کــه جعفــری +اBگزBــن خــوبى 

[ــرای رزماری ســت، و %اقــو هم هــمان كار رنــده را می کنــد.

ــری در  ــزر ^ن [ر[ Bــتم از فر ــه مــی !وٓرد، مــن می رف ــوا می رفــت لت ــه، هی Hــا رف bــه ف ــeزdانهٔ ب ــه !شٓ ــرديم ب ــگاه می 9 g
مــی !وٓردم کــه روqــش پنــير [رBــزيم [گــذاريم در ما9روفــر. كاoــی بــه از هیnی ســت mلاخــره. چهــار زانــو می kشســhيم 
ــeزی دو sيى  ــد !شٓ ــه بع ــن ب Bــت: از ا ــی زديم. uــش می گف ــير gيمه ســوخHه مان را ســق م ــيز Uذاخــوری، ^ن پن روی م
بى !شٓــeزی دو sيى. خــودش را مشــغول زل زدن بــه افــق kشــان مــی داد کــه «مــن سرم m تفکــرات yــم فلســفی گــرم 

اســت و وقــتى [ــرای مزخرفــات تــو نــدارم.»

«اگه پام تو مريخ پیچ بخوره، به +ای زمين مريخ می خورم؟»

«اگه من همهٔ حرفامو زده mشم، بق�ه كى سا9ت می شن؟»

ــه گذاشــت،  ــا dان ــرای !نٓ ده درصــد دBگــر کــه نمی شــد �ــه را تنه ــرديم. [ ــن می 9 Bــود درصــد خریدمــان را !نٓلا ن
!نٓ قــدر s mبلــوی مغازه هــا جمــلات بى خــود می ســاخHيم s كارمــان تمــام شــود. [رمی گشــhيم. هیــوا s طبقــهٔ ســوم را ج�ــغ 
مــی زد، می خbدیــد، خــودش را بــه در و دیــوار می 9وبیــد، از !نٓ بــه بعــد !نٓ قــدر خس�ــته بــود کــه mیــد بغلــش می 9ــردم. 
دســت هاqش را �شــت گــردنم �لقــه مــی زد، سرش را �ک�ــه مــی داد بــه شــانه ام، نفســش می خــورد بــه گــوشم، 

ــد. ــد لاب ــكان می خــورد. خــواب می دی ــد � ــش تندتن qــنم. �شــت پلک ها ــدارش ک ــد بی ــورم می شــد، دلم نمی !مٓ مورم

ــیديم mد می !مٓــد. بــوی گ�ان هــا می پیچیــد. زBــر لــب، خــواب و بیــدار زمزمــه می 9ــرد «ارغوان هــا  وقــتى می رس�
ــه  ــرد ک ــد.» اخم می 9 ــد می کنن ــوری رش ــان همين ج ــرده. خودش ــان gک ــسى رgگ ش ــتم «9 ــرده؟» می گف ــگ 9 gرو كى ر
ــد  ــر mی ــک نف B .ــد ــد نمی کنن ــوری رش ــان همين ط ــا خودش ــی mش. %يزه ــن و £ری ســت؟ مbطق ــتان ج ــر داس� «مگ

ــرده mشــد mلاخــره.» رgگ شــان 9



۲۶

«شكم تمسا#ا درد نمی گيره؟»

«4خٓر0ن روز .ه بودن +ه حسى داره؟»

هیــوا می گفــت گش6ــنه اش شــده. می گفــتم در يخHــال Gــذا هســت. می گفــت نــه، ?ــرای شــيرینى ;رتقــالى گش6ــنه اش 
ــورده ای.  ــالى نخ ــال شــيرینى ;رتق ــو N به # ــتم ت ــنم. می گف ــالى درســت ک ــتم شــيرینى ;رتق ــS نRس6 ــن ب ــتم م ــده. می گف ش
ــدم، و  ــوNه می 4مٓ T ــن ــد، و م Uــب ?رمی چ ــوا ل ــد. هی ــفارش مان ?رس ــول می Yشــد N س ــه روز ط ــل س ــتم #داق می گف

ــدارد. ــدهٔ مــن ن Uــير عق ــيری در تغی ــچ تaثٔ ــش هی dافه گرفتن هاUــه ق ــرديم ک T ــود می جفــhن وانم

ــرای هــمان 0ــک  ــد ? ــرديم. دلمــان نمی 4مٓ T ــته شــيرینى ;رتقــالى پیــدا می می گشــsيم در فروشــگاهی 4نٓلا0ــن 0ــک oس6
ــیصد هــزار  ــول پیــک بدهــيم. می گشــsيم و می گشــsيم و می گشــsيم و خریــد سى هــزار تومنى مــان را س6 قــلم xyــس پ
ــالى، می |شســsيم }شــت  ــزدی می خــورديم در انتظــار Tیــک ;رتق ــيم. Tیــک 0 ــرده ~ش6 ــرديم کــه «ســود» ? T ــان می توم

ــد. ــه انتظــار ~~يى کــه نمی 4مٓ پنجــره ب

دعوا می Tرديم.

دعواهای ما تمام نمی شد. دعواها از خس6تگی و گش6نگی می خوابید.

دعــوا کــه می خوابیــد، می |شســsيم yلــوی تلو0زیــون و زل مــی زديم بــه ?ر�مــه  رندومــی کــه در #ــال پخــش بــود. 
4شٓــ�زی پخــش می Tــرد اکــثر اوقــات. جفــhن از روی �ــادتى �رک |شــده وقــتى ?ر�مــه مــورد �لاقه مــان تمــام می شــد، 
كا�ل را عــوض می Tــرديم بــه ا0ــن مســابقات 4شٓــ�زی، کــه مامــانى بیایــد و ?گویــد «خــب اینــو مــنم می تــونم درســت کــنم. 
هیــوا هم می تونــه درســت کنــه. �ــنم و ضرر، حــتى ~~شم می تونــه درســت کنــه. +ــه نیازیــه بــه ا0ــن همــه شــلوغ ~زی؟» 
ولى بعــد بxشــ�Rد N 4خٓــر �گاهــش کنــد در هــر صــورت. ولى مامــان هیــوا نبــود، مــا بــوديم، عصبــانى بــوديم، خس6ــته 
ــه ?ر�مــه 4شٓــ�زی مامــانى کــه  ــنه بــوديم، و حوصــ� ادامــه دادن دعــوا را نداشــsيم د0گــر. زل مــی زديم ب بــوديم، گرس6
�لفــردو ~ ســس گوyــه و رزمــاری» درســت کنــيم. دســت می شســsيم،  نبــود، و تصمــيم می گرف¢ــيم خودمــان «پیــتزای 4
ــه پ¤نه ســت د0گــه»، و  ــن #ــدوداً ی ــيم کــه «ا0 ــرديم، تصمــيم می گرف¢ T ــدا نمی ــال وســایل، وســایل را پی می گشــsيم دنب



۲۵

لج دوســت ها=ش را می گرفــت. ز:ــگ مــی زديم بــه 7ک5شــان، بعــد چ0ــد دق&قــه دو -يى + هم لج بق&ــه را می گرف�نــد. 
ــن قســمت «دAــتر  ــف Gخٓر7 ــه اش وســط تعری ــر وصــل نمی شــد و ق&اف ــک نف ــت 7 ــيم و اینترن ــی می گرف� ــاس گروه تم
کفشــدوزكى» گــير می Xــرد و همــهٔ دلخوری هــا، دلتنگی هــا، \انه هــا، بــه نفــع مســخره Xــردن Gنٓ Wــهٔ بدبخــت بــه دســت 

فرامــوشى ســgرده می شــد.

پــدر هیــوا sســrنى فروشى داشــت. بعــد تعطیــلى همه nــا، رف�ــه بــود پیــک شــده بــود کــه بیــكار نباشــد و از iــرس 
انتقــال مریــضى بــه Wــه، اکــثر شــب ها Gپٓارتمــان مــن می خوابیــد. هیــوا، از روز اول مشــكل تنفــسى داشــت و چــپ 
و راســت ریــه اش عفــونى می شــد و جــوری سرفــه می Xــرد کــه +ور نمی Xــردی Gدٓم Xوچولــويى دو وجــبى تــواzيى تولیــد 
چ0ــين صــدايى داش�ــته +شــد. nای مــان عــوض شــده بــود ا:ــگار. او ســاعت دوی شــب Aانــه می Gمٓــد و مــن، �ــرای 

Wــه ای کــه قــرار نبــود داش�ــته +شم �ــذا می پخــتم.

ــتم.  ــه ن5س� W ــن ــه م ــرد ک X ــد. اخم می ــن بخواب ــش م ــد پ5 ــی دادم بیای ــنهاد م ــود، پ5ش� ــه Gzرٓام ب ــضى شــب ها ک بع
ــتم را  ــردم، دس� X ــام می ــه تم ــش را ک ــاب خواند� ــی زد، کت ــه م ــد. مســواک ک ــايى بخوابن ــد تنه ــا نمی توانن ــط Wه ه ــه فق ک

ــرود؟ ــش � sــانم - خوا ــارش بم ــكم ب5شــتر کن ــرای 7كم 7 ــط � ــكم، فق ــاید، 7 ــوانم ش ــالا می ت ــه � ــت ک می گرف

Gرٓام گریــه می Xــرد و مــن گریــه نمی Xــردم، چــون قــرار بــود وانمــود کنــيم مــن مــی دانم اوضــاع از �ــه قــرار اســت. 
ــتهٔ مــا را تحویــل می دهــد، کــه مــن مــی دانم  کــه مــن مــی دانم مامــان كى �رمی گــردد Aانــه، کــه مــن مــی دانم ++ كى sس�

چــرا خرچ0گ هــا ا�ــرو ندارنــد. بــه نفــع جفــ�ن بــود بــه گــمانم.

ــدم کــف  ــرده. می Gمٓ ــش خــوابم � rــه م�ــا� روی تخ ــدم ک ــدار می شــدم و می دی ــردن خشــک بی نصفه شــب + گ
زمــين می خوابیــدم. ده دق&قــه بعــد + صــدای قژقــژ تخــت هیــوا بلنــد می شــدم کــه پتــو بــه دســت Gمٓــده کنــار مــن پــای 

تخــت بخوابــد. صبــح کــه می شــد، هیچ کــدام از اتفــاق شــب ق¤ــل حــرف نمــی زديم.

ــوانى بخــرد،  ــک ش5شــه عطــر ارغ ــادر 7 ــد كادوی روز م ــت می خواه ــردم. او می گف X ــه می ــير لقم ــش zن پن �را=
ــوی �5ســت. ــن ب ــس ا7 ª .ــت دروغ :گــو ــدارد. می گف ــو ن ــتم ارغــوان ب می گف
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چهــل دق7قــه بعــد، وقــتى 3قٓــای مجیــدی در وا-ــدش را ,ز +ــرد و مــن هیــوا بــه بغــل گربــه بــه بغــل را دیــد و �ییــد 
+ــرد کــه «بــP، اOــن سركار Lــانم محــترم گربــه مــن Hشریــف دارنــد و مــدتى بــود کــه دنبالــش می گش=ــتم»، قضیــه :ــرای 
لحظــاتى +ــو�ه `زدOــک بــود ف7صــP پیــدا کنــد. 3قٓــای مجیــدی می تواYســت به راحــتى :گویــد «ممنــون هیــوا Rــان. از اOــن 
بــه بعــد بrشــتر حــواسم را جمــع می کــنم در و پنجــره را خــوب kس=ــته ,شم»، ولى به Rــای اOــن، بنــا بــه دلایــلى eمعلــوم 

تصمــيم گرفــت :گویــد «Lــدا را شــکر کــه تــو در اOــن ســاخwن حواســت بــه همــه tــيز هســت.»

و 3نٓ Rا بود که داس=تان شروع شد.

مجبــورم می +ــرد هف�ــه ای ســه ,ر ز̀ــگ :ــزنم احــوال Lــانم فــر� را :گــيرم. «+ــسى �ــش ز̀ــگ نمی زنــه خــب. اگــه 
هیچ +ــس هیچ وقــت همين جــور الکــی بــه تــو ز̀ــگ `زنــه eراحــت نمــی شى؟»

مجبــورم می +ــرد خریدهــای Lانــهٔ 3قٓــا فریــد را انجــام بــدهم، مجبــورم می +ــرد گل هــايى کــه :ــرای مــا نبــود را 3بٓ بــدهم، 
ــه ��ــا خــتم  ــیلنگ 3بٓ دســت مــن دادن ب ــيم کــه ش= ــرد کــه اگــر ندهــی خــودم مــی دهم و جفــwن می دان ــد می + �دی
ــتم. می گفــتم  ــ� نrس= ــزم. می گفــتم مــن کــه +یــک پ�ــتن ب ــرای �ســا Lــانم اOن هــا +یــک ب� ــرد : می شــود، مجبــورم می +
ــال  ــدارد +یــک شــ تrش طعــم �رتق ــو دوســت ن ــد. می گفــتم +ــسى به ¢ــير از ت �ســا Lــانم اOن هــا فشــار خــون دارن
بدهــد. خــودش را مشــغول پنچرگــيری از ماشــين پلاســ¤7کی پنجرeشــدنى اش Yشــان مــی داد کــه «مــن سرم , كارهــای 

�ــم مكانیکــی گــرم اســت و وقــتى :ــرای مزخرفــات تــو نــدارم.»

مــادر هیــوا هــر شــب ز̀ــگ مــی زد -ــال و احــوال کنــد و تنهــا Lــبری کــه از كادر درمــان به مــان مــی داد، شــامل 
Rک هــای بى مــزهٔ Lــانم مرتضــوی و 3نٓ ســگ ولگــرده کــه `زدOــک در اورژاYــس , توª ها©ــش زندگــی می +ــرد بــود. 
ــباب ,زی ها©ش را ق¯ــل از ¢ــذا جمــع `کــرده. نمی گفــتم. مامــان هیــوا هم همــهٔ  هیــوا م±ــت می +ــرد کــه �ــش `گــويم اس=

Lــبر را بــه مــا نمی گفــت، ²ــس اOــن، بــه 3نٓ در.

«اون قديم قديما که همه tيز س=یاه وسف7د بود، چطور +سى از چراغ قرمز رد نمی شد؟»

«درخــت :ــرای :ــزرگ شــدن 3بٓ و نــور می خــواد. ر̀گين كمــونم 3بٓ و نــور می خــواد. ر̀گين كمــون tــه نــوع 
ــه؟» درخ�ی
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ــه حــرف  ــد نمی شــدم. ک ــا از تخــت بلن ــا و هف,ه ه ــود، روزه ــوا نب ــه 4اطــر هی ــر ب ــه اگ ــچ كاری 7کــردم. ک پخــتم، هی
زدن Nشــت تلفــن از قIــل هم سخت Eــر شــده بــود، کــه اDقم را ماه هــا بــود تمــيز 7کــرده بــودم، کــه مدت هــا بــود کتــاب 

Tدیــدی دسQــتم 7گرف,ــه بــودم.

هیــوا دنبــال گربه هــا می دویــد. وقــتى نمی تواXســت دمشــان را Vکشــد گریــه می Uــرد. «مــن کــه كاری بــه كارشــون 
نــدارم. فقــط دمشــون رو می خــوام.» می _رسQــیدم دوســت داشQــتى ^ــک نفــر دم خــودت را می ]شQــید؟ اخم می Uــرد، 

ــتم داری. ــدارم. می گف می گفــت مــن دم ن

«ته eسمٓون ]bاست؟»

«eسمٓون ته نداره.»

ــر  ــديم، eخٓ ــه iــيز h گــوشى ســفارش ب ــه kالم ــوم مmشــه. فکــر می کــنى اگــه ی ــه Tــا تم «دروغ 7گــو. همــه iــيز ی
ــاره؟» oم hh شــوmک^

ــه  ــردم کــه همســایه ها زpد ب U ــرديم و مــن 4ــدا را شــکر می U ــوردی» می ــه. «پq ن Vرمی گشــsيم Vرگــرديم سمــت 4ان
صــدا اkــتراض نمی کننــد.

قIــلاً هــا پq نــوردی شــامل گــزارشى دقoــق و لحظه به لحظــه از اتفاقــات اطراف مــان بــود. h صــدای گزارشــگران 
ــين Nشــت Tا کفشــی، و Dر  ــار پنجــره، مورiه هــای زهرeگٓ ــا از زندگــی شــگفت ا7گيز Nشــه های خون خــوار کن راز بق
عنکIــوDن مخــوف پاگــرد طبقــه چهــارم تعریــف می Uــرد، ولى بعــد از پیــدا Uــردن گربــه سرگــردان eقٓــای مجیــدی، صف{ــه 
به كلــی Vرگشــت. هیــوا در �ــال مصاحIــه ای _رت�ــش h مگــسى hل شکسQــته بــود کــه صــدای مoــويى شــ�oديم. h لحــنى 
شرم�ــده و مــودب از مگــس �زنــين 4دا�افظــی Uــرد و Tلســه _رســش و پاسخ شــان را بــه وقــتى د^گــر م�تقــل Uــرد، 
ــو مخصــوص گربه هــای شــمال  oــو م oــوع م ــن ن ــر مــی دانى ا^ ــه eخٓ ــع صــدا گذاشــت. «ن ــردن م�ب U ــدا ــ�ی پی و سر در پ
eفٓریقاســت. گربه هــای شــمال eفٓریقــا خoــلى گربه هــای مخصــوصى هســ�sد. اگــر نيم ســاعت ^ــک hر �زشــان 7کــنى 
ــد  ــد زود زود زود پیدا¢ــش کنــيم و TاXــش را نجــات دهــيم، 4ــدا می دان ــد. مــا hی ــد و می ميرن مریــضى سخــتى می گيرن

eخٓر̂ــن hر iــه Uــسى �زش Uــرده.»
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مس?ــئولیت >گهــداری از هیــوا 7 مــن بــود. (ــک جــور قانــون ث/ــت  -شــده، (ــک جــور %ــيزی کــه وقــتى فکــر 

می کــنى اولــش را نمی بPــنى، شروعــش را بــه Lد نــداری، حــس می کــنى از EٓGــاز Dــان همــين بــوده لابــد. هیــوا، همــين 
بــود.

مــادر هیــوا زن خــوبى بــود. دوشــXYه ها پيراهــن زرد می پوش?ــید، دوســت داشــت جوراب هــا T شــده درون كمــد 
ــود، ارغــوان می كاشــت. [داقــل  ــرده ب ــند، ســالادش را قXــل Eــذا می خــورد، [لقــه ازدواجــش را ســه 7ر گــم ` 7ش?

ا(ــن %ــيزی اســت کــه قXــلاً بــود. [ــالا، فقــط ارغوان هــای 7غhــه اش بــه چشــم می Gمٓــد.

هیــوا را هفpــه ای دو7ر می sــردم حrــاط. 7 پــq می رفpــيم کــه هم او زود خس?ــته شــود، هم l Tــای ممکــن بــه %ــيزی 
ــام شــور همــه را درمــی Gوٓرد. اصرار  ــود «lاســوس 7زی» و l 7دیــت تم ــته ب ــيم. اسم روتين مــان را گذاش? دســت >زن
داشــت کــه وســط ظــq گرمــا `ــت چــرم بلنــدی بپوشــد و روی ماســکش ســ/rل مصنوعــی |س?ــباند کــه (ک وقــت 
ــردن  ــاز ` ــودش را مشــغول lاس ــداری. خ ــه ماســک ن ــتى اســت ک ــرای وق s لr/ــی ــتم س? ــدش. می گف ــسى -ش?ناس `
عروســک ها و اســ�ری ا�ــكل در كمربنــدش -شــان مــی داد کــه «مــن سرم 7 كارهــای �ــم lاســوسى گــرم اســت و 

وقــتى sــرای مزخرفــات تــو نــدارم.»

ــد. «شــن های  ــؤال ها�ش شروع می ش ــوش و س ــلى فرام Xــته 7زی ق ــq اول >گذاش? ــا روی پ در را می �ســ�يم، پ
ســا[ل چ�ــد Tســت؟» «چــرا هیــچ `ــسى Gفpٓاب �رســت ها رو دوســت نــداره؟» «اگــه یــه نفــر مــرده دو7ره زنــده شــه، 

دوز�ســت حســاب مــی Gدٓ؟» و مــن فقــط سر �ــكان مــی دادم، %ــيزی �مفهــوم مrــان Gرٓه و نــه و نمــی دانم.

بــه ارائــه ای فکــر می `ــردم کــه 7یــد دو روز پPــش Gمٓــاده می `ــردم، بــه خrال هــای واهــيى کــه از |گــی داش?ــتم، 
بــه اینکــه «اگــه م�ــو بــه جرمــی کــه >کــردم مpهمــم کننــد و بیفــتم زنــدان، T روز Gزٓاديم مــی رم كلــی ورزش می کــنم، م�ــل 
یــq تــو اون داس?ــتانه کــه سر یــه شرط خودشــو [/ــس `ــرد كلــی کتــاب می خــونم و lامعه ش?ــناسى و فلســفه  اون و̀
ــردم کــه Eــير پنــج جــور �نى کــه در هــمان مــاه اول قرنطینــه  ــن فکــر می ` ــه ا( ــد Lد می گــيرم.» ب ــون lدی و دو T زب

هیوا 
راش 



۲۱

?ــس از مــدتى، گنجشــک %رٓام گرفــت. بــه خــود مختــصر .ــكانى داد، از لای *رهــای %ذٓر #یــد و ادامــه مســير 
پAــش گرفــت.

سDبک
بى صدا

H هدف.

%ذٓر Qگاهــش را بــه *ــرواز گنجشــک دوخــت، امــا نــه H غــرور. Qگاهــش مملــو از %رٓامــش عمیــق سرشــار نجــات 
دaگــری، و بAــش از %نٓ، خــودش بــود. گرمــايى از ت^ــش ســاطع می شــد کــه از قلYــش XشــWت می گرفــت. او مUوTــه 
ــد از Hور خــودش  ــه Hی ــمان dــيزی اســت ک ــد. شــعf ه ــرhدش می زنن ــران ف ــه دaگ شــد شــعiٓ% ،fشــی نAســت ک
qرkاسDــته Hشــد. در دلــش جرقــه ای زده شــد. شــعf ای بى ادmــا و زمزمه گــر. %ذٓر نیــازی بــه ســوkتن هماننــد دaگــران 

ــود: تrش هــای %رٓام Hور. ــه درون %iٓــش hفUــه ب نداشــت. او راهــی دaگــر ب

ــگاه،  Q ــدون حضــور ــد، ب ــوک صخــره ای بلن ــر ن q ــتاده Dسxــاد. ا Uــه  درونى از ســو نیف مدت هــا گذشــت، امــا جرق
�ــشری در Qزدaکــی، %ذٓر نــه م�تظــر بــود ~ــسى بــه او شــعf ببخشــد و نــه می .رسDــید در شــعf ای گــم شــود.  h صــدا
ــه فــرhدی، بلکــه %وٓازی kامــوش و  چشــم هاxش را �ســت و م�تظــر شــ^�دن صــدای دروXــش شــد. نــه �مــی و ن
صــادق. %وٓازی کــه از دلــش پیچیــد، در Hل هاxــش لرزیــد، و كم كم از نــوک *رهاxــش شراره زد. %ذٓر خــودش را %iٓــش 
زد. نــه qــرای �بــود شــدن، qــرای رهــايى. نــه qــرای اثباiــش بــه دaگــران، بلکــه qــرای حق�قــتى کــه از Hورش خــود را 
محــروم ~ــرده بــود. %ذٓر از م�ــان kا~ســتر گــرم qرkاســت. %هٓسDــته %وٓاز می خوانــد، %وٓاز شــعf بــود و شــعf صداxــش. 

*رهاxــش رQگــی بــه خــود گرفــت بى �: .ر~یــبى از .ــرس گذشDــته و شــهامتى qــرای بــودن در %یٓنــده.

ــمان از رد شــعf هاxش  ــرواز گشــود، %سٓ ــر * ــه %ذٓر * ــود. هنگامی ک ــده ب ــش خــودش را خــودش %فٓری iٓ% ،ــوس قق�
روشــن شــد: نــه از %iٓــش، بلکــه از ايمــان.

كا ???????ــــسسسسسس اااززززززز ممممممممـــــــــــــــدددددددددتىتىتىتىتى،، گگگگنججشششششــــکککککک  %%%%رٓٓٓررررراامممم  گگگگگگگرررفففففــــتتت.. بببــــهه  خخخــوووودد مخمخمخمختتتــــصرصرصر
پپAAAAــششششششش  گگگگگگگگگررفففــــتتت..

سسسسسDDDDDبببببکککککککک
بىبىبىبى  صصصصدددددداا

HHHHHHHHH  هههدددففففف.

%%%ذٓٓٓٓذذذذررررررر QQگگگگگگگااااااااههههههــشششش
دaaگگگگگگگگــــرررررییی،،

شش



۲۰

%رها>ــش بــه ر:ــگ 8ا5ســتر گــرم 5و4ــر بــود، نــه سرخ افســانه /ســان قق*وس هــای %رشــکوه. %رنــده ای صــادق، � 
چشــمانى دوخBــه بــه گوشــه  امــن افق هــای دوردســت.

Tمــش Iذٓر بــود و �ور نداشــت SٓIشــی QفBــه در دل داشOــته �شــد. از هــمان خردســالى مLــان %رنــدگان بلنــدIوٓازه 
شــهر خــود می ز>ســت کــه هی_ت شــان همچــون شــع]  فــروزان در Iسٓــمان می رقصیــد و 8ا5ســتر تقد4ــر از جVين هاشــان 
dكانــده می شــد. می گفBنــد «قق*ــوس واقعــی در SٓIــش زاده می شــود»، امــا Iذٓر، هــر �ر بــوی ســوخBگی بــه مشــامش 
ــیان، هنگامــی کــه  OٓشI ــج ــرد. شــب ها ولى، در کن g ــاه می ــه گوشــه  ای امــن پن ــد و ب ــید، %رها>ــش را می لرزان Oمی رس
همگــی بــه خــواب فــرو می رفBنــد، %رسOــید: «اگــر SٓIــش پــاkن اســت چــرا همــه Iنٓ را jٓIــاز می خواننــد؟ اگــر 8ا5ســتر 

مــرگ اســت چــرا �ور دارنــد زندگــی دو�ره از Iنٓ می جوشــد؟» 

از 5ــودكى در تمر4ــن شــع] ور شــدن Iخٓر4ــن بــود. نــه ا4ن کــه نخواهــد، می dرسOــید %رها>ــش شــع] نداشOــته �شOــند. 
ــرای  g ــو8تن و �ززايى ــرور از س ــان � غ Lــه اطراف ــی ک ــید. هنگام Oرسd ــد می ــز نیای ــزرگ هرگ g  ــه ــه Iنٓ لحظ از ا4ن ک
ــرس  d ــن ــان می شــد. ا4 ــره ای Iرٓام پنه ــید و yشــت چه Oرسd ذٓر در ســکوت میI ،ــد ــروازی �شــکوه Iوٓاز می سرودن %
همچــون 8ا5ســتری سرد gــر دلــش می }شســت، کــه :ک*ــد SٓIــش مــن خLــالى واهــی �شــد؟ :ک*ــد شــع] ای از درونم 

�ــاری نیابــد، :ک*ــد { ابــد چشــم نیــاز بــه د4گــران بــدوزم { شــع] ای gــرايم بیفروزنــد؟

/ســ�ش بــود. از dــرس تجربــه دو�ره  ا4ــن احساســات بــه دام*ــه  5ــوه پنــاه gــرد. لابــلای 8ارهــای خشــک و سرد 
دام*ــه، صــدای گنجشــکی لــرزان و تنهــا بــه گوشــش رسOــید، %رنــده ای 5و�ــک کــه می توا}ســت � بى تفــاوتى از کنــارش 
ــای  ــته از مســير ســفر در سرم Oــود خس ــده ای ب ــک شــد، %رن ــی :زد4 ــه Iرٓام ــد چــرا. ب ــتاد، بى Iٓ:کــه بدان Oگــذرد. ا>سg
ســوزTک. Iذٓر، هراســان، %رهــای ســاده اش را gــر dــن گنجشــک پیچیــد. گرمــايى بى Tم از عمــق وجــودش �لا Iمٓــد، 
و سراسر لرزیــد. gــرای نخسOــتين �ر نــه از dــرس، بلکــه احســاسى TشOــناخBه. Iذٓر از اعــماق وجــود خــود �ــيزی را 

پذ4رفــت: او كافى اســت. می توانــد حــتى بــدون داشــتن شــع]  معــروف هم بــه د4گــری گرمــا ببخشــد.

dیاد
زهرا ebال 

اااییییی صصصصـــــــااااددددددقققققق،،،،،،، ���� 

ززهه 
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قایقی که ساخ%يم خ#لى هم خوبه  

حتى سعی /کن ا/كارش کنى  

اطراف و ;ش9ش شاهكاره  

فقط زBرشه که فراموش ?رديم 

قایق bنگي 

خخخووببهه  

نىنى  

   

يميميم 



۱۷

رفتم یه خمره طلا پیدا کنم 

7ايى که ر4گين كمون ميرسه به ته 

گش8تم و گش8تم و گش8تم و گش8تم 

گش8تم و گش8تم و گش8تم و <خٓر-  

همون 7ا بود! زCر Bلفا!  

Lشت Jراكم كل شاFه ها  

مال خودمه، مال خودمه، مال خودمه Oالا... 

ولى Uن دنبال Rی Pگردم؟

 aجست و

۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۱۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷۷

ششششش8تمتمتمتمتم وووو  گگگگگششششششش8تمتمتمتمتمتم  وو گگگگگششششششش88تمتمتمتمتمتمتم 

شش88تمتم ووو  گگشش88تمتم ووو <<خٓٓخخررررر--  

77777اااا بببووددد!! زززCCررر BBلللفففففاا!!  

  JJJرررررااكمكم  كلكلكلكل  ششااFFهه  ههههاااا   

 خخخوووددممهه،، مماالل خخووددددممه  OOاالالا......  

 ددددننببباااالللللللل RRRRRییی  PPPPPگگگگگگگرررددددددمممممممم؟؟؟؟
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1ل/س از بطری «مرا بنوش!» نوش"ید 2

و 4زرگ و 4زرگ و 4زرگ شد

1ل/س از ;شقاب «مرا بخور!» بلعید 2

و <و=ک و <و=ک و <و=ک شد

1ل/س تغیير <رد، درBالى که مردم 2

هیچ =يز امKLان Jکردند از همون بFGاد

امتحان



۱۵

ا#ن شعرها رو دارم 

از دل یه شير می نو&سم  

ا#ن 1ا كمی /ر#که  

شرم:ده که 6الى ن4س3تم  

دست خطم رو ببخش  

ا#ن بعدظهر #كم 

زNدی به قفس Iزد#ک شدم 

ا#ن هارو من دارم 

از تو دل یه شير می نو&سم  

و ا#ن 1ا... خب. كمی /ر#که. 

این V تاریکه 
شل سیلوراستاین  

آریانا _بانیان 



۱۴

+ک نغمه ای هست که دوس�ش داريم 

ولى تو از ا+ن عشق در هراسى 

عیبى ندارد، 

من به Bای جف?ن <اشقی می کنم  

اگر به Eاطر ا+ن عشق روزی 

به دارمان بیاو+زند  

من به Bای جف?ن می روم 

هزار <ذاب است هر روزی که بى تو می گذرد، 

فرق خوب و بد را فراموش Kرده ام 

درد سوزان ا+ن عشق را 

من به Bای جف?ن تحمل می کنم  

به Vى جفTن 
نXت کسمنلي       

محمد جYلي 

از زیبايى می گويم، به دل زیبای تو می گويم  

من Wنٓ شعرم که Eداوند Tرای تو سروده 

می گويم که م\ادا لب هایت Tرنجند  

من به Bای جف?ن می ميرم  

Wخٓر+ن گلى هسaتى که در bغ سرنوشaتم شکفتى  

چشمان سaیاهت را از من بدزد و لبخند Tزن 

اگر پاhن ا+ن عشق مرگ bشد  

من به Bای جف?ن می ميرم  
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۱۲

/ام و می و مس+تى (ر اغیار $ه سود؟ 

مسفام قدح بى دل و د0ار $ه سود؟ 

>ر ;اموشى افكار شرابى نوشم 

چو دگر كار نباشد به غم =ر $ه سود؟ 

هر Eر به صد شکوه گوارا Eشد  

Lک Eر بى بيم دگر Eر $ه سود؟ 

در  پPش Nان عرض نباشد چو مرا 

VشوTش و فراوانى اشعار $ه سود؟ 

گویند که محبوب کند $اره كار  

چون کند فاش همه اسرار، $ه سود؟ 

گر که /اaن شوم او را دلش _رٓام کنم  

رسد همواره ز او (ر دلم _زٓار، $ه سود؟ 

بهر RموQ افكار  
     Sم



۱۱

نیامدی و به %دت هنوز چشم  به  راهم

در ا3ن س0یاهی شب ها هنوز دل خوش ماهم    

تويى درخت هم6شه 5ار و من به کنارت

مAال @ار بیا?ن، خسى ف>اده  به راهم  

تقاص عشق زمس0تانى ام چو بوده خمیدن

خKال سبز شدن در 5ار گش0ته گناهم  

شکس0ته ام ز خKالت غمی دگر Nه بباید

جوانه ای زدنم هم خKال @ام و تباهم  

بدون واژه ات ای %ر سKVد مانده کتابم

به %د روی تو شعر و غزل Yگش0ته پناهم  

مقابلت Nه به ^گه سقوط [رده ام از تو

کنون بدون تو گويى درون وحشت Nاهم  

ببين که دلخوشى من Nه غمگaانه به %دت

به 3ک غزل fشفک>ه Yکرده روی س0یاهم  

توهم بهار  
آرمان   

درر  اا33نن سس0ییااههیی

تتوويىيىيىيىيى ددرررخختت

ممممAAAAAااللللل @@@@@اااررر بب

تتققااااصصصصص  عععععشششششششققققق

خخخKKKاااالللل سسسبزبز ش

ششککسس00تتهه ااممم ز

ججججووووااننهه ااییییی زززز

ببددووننننن ووواااژژژژژههه  اااتتتت

ببببهههههههه %%%%%%دددد  رررروویی  تت

ممقققققاااااببللتتتتت NNNNهه

کککککنننوننن  ببددوووننن  تتتوووووو

ببببينينينينينينينين کککککککهههه دددددلخلخلخلخلخوووووووشىشى

ببههه 33کککککککک غغغززززززززلللل



۱۰

به مر'ان %لان #کردی تو فکر

که گر من نباشم نمانند +کر؟  

ز :ران و بوران و س8یلاب هم

نمی مانى <ک دم تو بى درد و غم 

اگر تو بخواهی که مانى به خواب

دگر نه كمی Hاک ماند، نه Fبٓ! 

در Fنٓ دم Oان هم لبى Lش8نه است

سراسر غم ا#گيز و Rس تنگدست 

از ا<ن Yس بدان و بWXدVش، هان!

که %گه #گردی تو بى فکر و Zان



۹

به من $بٓ دادی و گش�تم درخت

س1س گرم /ردی تو + زخم سخت  

رها /ردی ام در م5ان دهت

تو $9ٓش زدی 7ر من و 7رخودت! 

گه=ی 7ر >ن من تبر می زدی

7ر اDن Cان و رگ ن@شتر می زدی

Jگفتى اگر من نباشم 7ر اDن

زمين و زمان ن@ست دDگر طنين؟ 

Jگفتى که بعد از تو هم $دٓمی ست

که بى من ندارد ره نور و زSست؟ 

مين زمين 

یی وو گگشش��تمتمتمتمتم درر

تتیی تتووو ++ زززخمخم سخسخ

رر ممم55ااااااننننن ددههههههتتتت

77رر ممنن و 77ررخخوودد

نن تتبربربر  ممیی  زززدددییی

 رررررگگگگگگگ نننن@@@@@شششششترترترترتر  ممممییییییی

 ننبباااشمشمشمشمشمشم 7ررررر ااDDDDDننننن

@@سسستتت ددددDDگگررررر  ططنننينينينينين؟؟؟؟؟؟  

ينينينينينين 

ررخختتتتت

سخسخسخسخسخسختتتتتتت  

ووددتتتت!! 

ییی  زززدددیییییی



۸

س"یگارت را بده، دس"تانم را �گير

امروزت را بده، فردايم را �گير 

3تر شدم 0 تو، می دانى اما تو

خس"ته ز دنیايى، دم5وشم را �گير 

0 اCن که غمگ?نم، 0 غصه درگيرم

هس"تم به Fد تو، Eغٓوشم را �گير  

فرس"نگ ها دوری از Jانه و شهرم

اما به دل PزدCک، Eوٓارم را �گير 

وقتى که شادی تو، همچون 3اری تو

پایيز گم گردد، 0رانم را �گير  

\تاب هر شب من، بى Yب روی تو

رویت `شانم ده، چشمانم را �گير

بگير 
مدام  
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۲۹

۴۱۴۵

۳۵
۳۰۳۶

۳۹

۳۳

۴۲

۳۱

شـــــــرح حـــــــال

چ&يزی ا)گ&ل$سىگــــــپ و گفــــــت

ارمغـــــــــــــــــــان

لق
ژیوا

وقتى هنر و مرگ دست می دهند
فاط> گلزار

ها@هاكى
)گار خراسانى

گرد او
ورفى روژ

نه خFلى مDفاوت

درM، ساLل، من و تو
Mدگار عبدی



۰۷

۱۳

۱۹

۰۸

۱۴

۲۰

۱۱

۱۷۱۸
۱۶

۱۲

۰۹

۱۵

۲۲

اب�ـــــــــات

$زگف'ه و $زاند"ش یده

داســـــــــــــتا+ک

0گـــــــير
مــــــدام

به 5ای جف2ن
محمد 5لیلى

فر9د
زهرا خوشحال

اAن 5ا  BرAکه
GرE9ٓ قر$نیان

هیوا
راش

قایق خو+گیجست و جو

ام'Mان

توهم بهار
Gرٓمـــــان

بهر Sاموشى افكار
مـــــــــــــــــــصى

مين زمين

فهرست



ªتغیير جهان با قواعد ن.ست*
استAناء جهش ايجاد مي کند.»

- Gاله عليزاده

راه هاى ارتباط با نIیه
ــه  ــه هرگون ــه ب ــر*ن (ــاپ شــود و % $لاق ــد ا+ ــد، م/خواهی ــه نظــری داری ــف 5شری ــورد بخــش هــای مختل ــر در م اگ

ــد: ــاس ?گيری ــا تم ــد، A م همــكاری داری
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@ThePaper_TabrizU

۱. هنــگام ارســال Wســت الکترونیکــی در قســمت موضــوع، بخــش مرتبــط (داسFــتان، 
شــعر، Aز*ب...) و `م [مسFــتعار] نوZسFــنده را بنوZسFــید.

۲. ا+ر خود را فقط و فقط در قالب سFند Word ضميمه کنید.
۳. در صورتى که ا+ر شما ق{لا |ايى (اپ شده، در توضیyات ذxر کنید.

ــنده را هم  FسZــبى نو ــازه کت ــكان ا| ــتن اصــلى و در صــورت ام ــه همــراه �رجمــه، م ۴. ب
ــان بفرســ�/د. ?رايم



- حق و.را-ش و اصلاح (ٓ'ر &رای #شریه محفوظ است
- نقل قول مطالب #شریه > ذ;ر م:بع مانعی ندارد

ــدارد و  ــه محتــوای مطالــب ن ــئولیتى #ســEت ب Jــه مس - #شری
ــنده می >شــد Jــده نو-س ــه عه ــه پاسخگــويى ب هرگون

- (ٓ'ر رسJیده >زگردانده نمی شوند

ت#"یه
صاحــب ام_یــاز: انجمــن ]لمــی دا#شــجويى ز>ن و ادبیــات 
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مد.ر اجرايى: زهرا زهدی
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