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Note on Sample Writing: 

In the Resume, there are links to a lot of other writing samples. In order to utilise and give 

you more diverse examples, I am attaching here sections of two separate works. This includes 

sections of my memoir, Love Marriage in Kabul, and sections of my novel in progress Scent 

of Sousan and Yasaman.   

 

Sample 1: Sections from the beginning of Love Marriage in Kabul 

 

Prelude  

I stood on the ledge of the roof of the Hope House, watching the sun bleed behind Kabul’s 

mountains, and wondered what I was doing here. Droplets of rain touched my face; they 

brought with them a musky smell, the soothing aroma of water nourishing the thirsty earth. It 

was a familiar scent, a scent as ancient as time. 

I had escaped up here to take a deep breath.  

All day long we had been sitting in a room interviewing the children of Hope House. 

All day long, boys and girls had sat in front of our camera, telling their tragic stories, and 

revealing how they had come to call this blue and white building home. All day long I had 

recorded their voices as Amin filmed them.  

But filming these stories was not our reason for being in Kabul. We had come here to 

make a film about the marriage of Abdul Fattah and Fatemeh. Abdul Fattah was one of the 

first boys Mahboba had saved. Now a striking young man of seventeen, he worked at the 

Hope House. Across the valley from the Hope House, lived Fatemeh, a dashing fifteen-year-

old girl.  

We had waited for two weeks, patiently, alongside the young lovers and desperate 

Mahboba. But with Fatemeh’s father’s constant change of heart and lack of money, there was 

no sign a marriage would take place in the time that remained of our month-long stay in 

Kabul. Without a marriage to Abdul Fattah, Fatemeh would most likely be forced by her 

father to marry some old man she would hate. Young Abdul Fattah would be left heart 

broken. We would have no film. We would go back to Australia empty-handed, knowing that 

another girl would become a statistic in a violent and miserable marriage. I had seen what 

happened to girls like her. 
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Amin and I wanted to leave Kabul with a story and that was why we had started to 

interview the children. We wanted to capture their voices so that if all else failed, we could 

somehow – we did not know how – make a film. 

With each story, a knot had tightened in my throat. By the time Monireh, the last girl, 

had sat down, the room already felt heavy with words said in near whispers, with accounts 

never heard before and released for the first time. I could feel them all around me. I could 

hardly breathe. 

I feared that most of this footage, the many stories we had heard and recorded, would 

be edited out and left unseen, forever buried in a hard disk somewhere in Australia. More than 

that I feared they would be locked up in my heart and it didn’t have any more room for this. It 

was still heavily carrying the untold and painful stories from the last trip to Afghanistan.  

Standing on that rooftop something dawned on me. I realised I was here to do more 

than make a documentary film. I was here to collect and recount untold stories that the film 

could not capture and show. I knew I had to write them.  

As the sun sank behind the mountains, I breathed in and welcomed the drizzle and the 

new found direction. It brought with it the aroma of water droplets on dry earth, a smell 

that marked my childhood and also a dream – one that I still remember clearly years 

after it came to me –the meaning of which I had searched for ever since. Perhaps it 

was this dream that had set everything in motion. 

* 

It was the summer of 1996. I was fifteen and my mother and I had returned to Tehran from 

Los Angeles for the school holidays. It was the last summer I would see my grandfather alive 

and savour the hot bread he always bought in the morning. Our garden was in full bloom.  

That summer I dreamt that I was standing in an open field. The sky was ablaze as the 

first rays of sun grazed the desolate landscape in front of me. In the horizon, vague figures 

emerged, running towards me. As the figures approached, I realised they were children. They 

roared like waves of an ocean as they bolted across the barren land. At first I was thrilled to 

see them, but as they neared horror replaced my excitement. They were dressed in torn 

clothes, some were barefoot, while others wore colourful pink and green slippers far too big 

for their feet. The little ones constantly slipped and fell in the thick mud and older boys and 

girls helped them up. Some were carrying smaller children in their arms or on their backs, still 

sprinting in full force. Many held hand as they ran. Frequently looking back into the darkness 

of the landscape behind them, they did not stop until they reached the barbed wire that 
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separated them from me. Now close up, I could see many had bloodied faces and bruised 

bodies.  

Suddenly, in the midst of shrills and panic, I could understand what they said. I could 

distinguish the words that echoed into the landscape. ‘Help!’ was what they were shouting 

collectively. I yelled back in terror, imploring them to hurry up to the other side of the fence. 

Some began to climb, catching their clothes and tiny bodies on the wire. I began to help them 

down on my side. I caught my forearm on the metallic thorns and blood started gushing out of 

the large cut. But I was determined. One by one I helped the children jump down. It began to 

rain and the mud around us intensified. The rain quickened. No matter how many children I 

helped down, more rushed towards me. I sat down in the mud and screamed. 

I had woken up in a cold sweat, my heart beating rapidly, my face wet with tears. The 

sun had just risen over the city. The pigeons were cooing on the veranda. I breathed in and 

recognised the familiar smell of the first drops of rain on the dust of Tehran in summer. This 

was the scent of home. I left the blanket spread on the floor and pulled aside the greying lace 

curtains of my grandmother’s guest room and stepped barefoot onto the balcony. I leaned on 

the railing, looking down from the second floor at the blooming garden of roses, mulberry 

and blackberry trees, taking in the smell of the dry earth as it welcomed the first trickles from 

the sky. I remember all this very clearly because it was the moment when the scent of my 

childhood eternally bonded with that terrible dream.  

My grandfather opened the green gate to the walled garden and walked in with fresh 

loaves of bread, slowly making his way across. He did not look up, he silently floated across 

and out of view into the house. I’d stood there thinking about the dream, to the music of the 

birds. Then, I hadn’t known what to make of it. But on the roof of the Hope House, years 

later, I remembered the dream.  Perhaps the dream was much older than me, as ancient as the 

smell of water on earth, and set in motion by events that took place long before I was born. It 

had all started with my grandfather’s decision to educate my father against all odds 

and an unlikely turn of events that had him learn English.  

 How my father, who could not even speak the national language of Farsi until 

the age of eighteen, mastered English was a matter of coincidence, fate and hard 

work. Born in 1941, on the cusp of Iran’s shift from the feudal system in Jahizdan, a 

tiny village in north-west Iran with less than one hundred households, he was the 

eldest son of a dreamy father. He had some ideas larger than his time and one of them 

was to educate his son.  
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Back then, my dad like many of his peers was sent to work on the fields as 

soon as he could walk. Often after a day’s work, they were rounded up by the village 

chief and given wooden guns to practise army drills. There was no school then in 

Jahizdan. That is why my grandfather, along with a few others from surrounding 

villages started their own maktab, run by the only person in the wider area literate 

enough to teach. The teacher lived two villages away, three hours’ walk through the 

mountains each way and he would rough through the snow and the harsh mountains 

on a donkey once a week, and lodge at the houses of privileged students, who usually 

had a spare room, where classes were held. There, they would sit and recite basic 

alphabet and practise writing on the dust floor. 

While this was more than enough for the other parents, my grandfather 

continued to dream of his son one day becoming the village Mullah. To fund this 

education dream unbeknown anyone, he began a business venture.  

One summer morning in the early 1950s, as everyone in the village watched 

with their mouths wide open, an old dilapidated truck huffed through the rough terrain 

to his orchard. Onlookers thought he had lost his mind and stood around in 

amusement as he chopped down some of the apricot trees with the driver, loading 

them onto the back of the truck. The children, including my father, who used to climb 

the trees in the summer and eat from their fruit ran and asked him what he was doing. 

‘I am selling these trees to match-stick factories in Tabriz,’ he had said wiping 

down the sweat on his brow.  

‘But why?’ My father had asked. 

‘To pay for you to study.’ And with that my father’s future as a Mullah was 

sealed on the back of a truck heading to Tabriz.  

Five years, and thousands of match sticks later, father and son finally took the 

first step together towards this dream. On a chilly autumn day, with a bundle of 

bedding tied up in a huge sheet with a big knot, and a roll of bread and cheese, my 

father boarded the truck next to his father. As the other children watched open-

mouthed, my father, sitting in a motorized vehicle for the first time with motion 

sickness and he began the journey towards education. Little did he know that this was 

the road that would lead him not only to Tabriz, but also halfway across the world. 

My father’s excellent academics eventually secured him a place in the biggest 
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Islamic University in Iran in Qum funded still by apricot matchsticks. But when he 

reached Qum, far from the familiar landscape of his childhood, there was a new 

challenge. In Tabriz classes catered for the local students and were taught in Azari. In 

Qum, the students were taught in Farsi, as well as Arabic. At eighteen my father was 

exposed to Iran’s national language for the first time, along with the bullying and 

mockery of his city dwelling peers for his provincial accent. Instead of taking this to 

heart he devoted himself to mastering Farsi. Within a few months he was a star 

student with an accent indistinguishable from the city kids’.  

My father’s encounter with the English language was accidental. One 

afternoon, chatting with some of his new-found friends near the library, he had 

spotted a small book in one of their hands. The characters on it were strange. They 

reminded him of the signs on the old jute bags used for carrying grains during harvest 

season in the village. 

‘What is that?’ he enquired.  

‘It is a guide for dayerecat mitod’ the other replied. 

‘What is dayerecat mitod?’ 

‘It is a book for learning Englisi.’ 

Intrigued, he rushed to the campus bookstore, a dingy hole in the wall for 

theology texts. He eagerly picked one and paid the 20 rials, a good amount of money 

which could have bought him a number of basic necessities.  

He became obsessed. He locked himself in his room and practiced under 

candlelight at night instead of enjoying the occasional stroll down the streets of Qum 

with his friends. Between the text book and the guide, he managed to voice the words 

from the Farsi transcript and understand the first few lessons.  

One afternoon in the bazaar, he came across a man listening to sounds no one 

understood. ‘What is that?’ my father had asked.  

‘It is the BBC radio,’ the man had said.  

‘Do you understand what it says?’ 

‘No, but I like the sound of it. I would like to learn English one day.’ 

‘Is that English? Is that what English sounds like?’ The answer sent my father 

in search of a battery operated a radio, bringing it back to the man to tune it to the 
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BBC.  From then, he would lie in the dark repeating the sounds he heard, into the 

night.  

 His secret spilled out with the strange noises coming through his room as the 

other boys lined up behind his door, laughing and wondering what he was doing. 

When he walked on campus the others would sound out gibberish, asking if he could 

understand what they were saying. He became the laughing stock, until one of boys 

who had some years of high school and knew some English offered to help him. 

Ignoring the mockery and bullying, gradually, and painstakingly my father learned 

enough to realise that the title of the little book which had introduced him to English 

was Direct Method, not the incomprehensible ‘dayerecat mitod’ as pronounced by his 

friend. 

He was now confident to say that he could speak English and began to teach it 

to his peers, some of whom by then had begun to see its thrill.  

That was the moment the destiny of our family changed. 
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Sample 2: Sections from novel in progress Scent of Sousan and Yasaman 

	  

YASAMAN	  

As	   I	   lie	   in	   a	   fetal	   position	   in	   between	   the	   dream	   and	   the	   awake	   worlds	   waiting	   for	  

judgment	  day	  in	  the	  morning,	  Aziz	  comes	  to	  visit	  me.	  That	  she	  would	  come	  to	  me	  here,	  

in	  this	  space	   is	  right.	  For	  I	  am	  a	  child	  of	   this	  space;	   locked	  between	  reality	  and	  fiction.	  

Living	  in	  the	  gaps	  between	  here	  and	  there,	  this	  world	  and	  that,	  between	  this	  culture	  and	  

another.	  Me	  and	  others	   like	  me	  are	   like	   the	   tough	  rose	  bushes	   that	   survive	  and	   thrive	  

their	  way	  up	  between	  the	  tight	  gaps	  of	  concrete	  slabs.	  Present	  and	  crucial	  to	  the	  world	  

but	  not	  really	  seen	  or	  heard,	  unless	  persistent.	  Like	  many	  people	  of	  my	  country	  of	  birth	  

who	   are	   almost	   crumpled	   by	   the	   big	   concrete	   blocks	   dropped	   onto	   them	   vehemently	  

and	  who	   continue	   to	   persist.	   It	   is	   those	  who	   struggle	   to	   grow	   between	   the	   gaps	   that	  

eventually	  make	  new	  paths.	  Like	  the	  many	  women	  in	  Iranian	  history	  with	  extraordinary	  

powers	  granted	  to	  them	  from	  invisible	  sources.	  Like	  my	  grandma	  Aziz	  and	  the	  women	  

before	   her	  who	   had	   abilities	   to	   heal,	   bring	  messages	   from	  other	  worlds,	   and	   shift	   the	  

shape	   of	   their	   surroundings,	   but	   who	   were,	   like	   me	   now,	   imprisoned,	   labelled,	   and	  

eventually	  crushed.	  	  	  

That	   is	  what	  my	   book	   is	   about.	   The	   stories	   of	  my	   recent	   ancestors,	   both	  women	   and	  

men,	  ordinary	  people	  with	  extraordinary	  powers	  whose	  voices	  were	  never	  heard.	  	  

It	  is	  the	  narrating	  of	  this	  that	  has	  pushed	  me	  into	  this	  corner.	  	  

‘Why	  can’t	  we	  tell	   it	  as	   it	   is	  Aziz?’	   I	  ask	  my	  grandmother	  and	  then	  I	  have	  a	  realization,	  	  

‘actually,	  Aziz,	  it	  was	  not	  the	  book,	  it	  was	  he	  who	  put	  me	  here.’	  

Tell	  me	  about	  him,	  Aziz	  says.	  I	  am	  not	  sure	  if	  she	  actually	  asks	  me	  that	  or	  not.	  But	  I	  like	  

to	  recount	  how	  we	  met	  anyway.	  I	  begin	  to	  recount	  the	  story.	  

‘I	   thought	   he	  was	   like	  me	   Aziz	  when	   I	  met	   him	   in	   the	   dingy	   car	   park	   in	   Campsie.	   He	  

saved	   my	   life	   in	   the	   unlikeliest	   of	   places	   for	   two	   Iranians	   to	   encounter	   each	   other.	  

Somewhere	   in	   between	   Canterbury,	   the	  wannabe	   trendy	   innerwest	   suburb	   of	   Sydney	  

that	  didn’t	  quite	  make	  it	  after	  Dulwich	  Hill,	  and	  where	  the	  real	  Western	  Sydney	  began	  in	  

Lakemba,	   Campsie	  was	   a	   forgotten	   suburb,	   a	  mishmash	  of	   shops	   and	  people,	   of	   those	  

who	   couldn’t	   really	   make	   it	   either	   way,	   stuck	   half	   way	   and	   forgotten.	   Kind	   of	   like	  

ourselves.	   I	   was	   one	   of	   the	   only	   Iranians	   in	   the	   area.	  When	   we	   told	   people	   we	   lived	  
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there,	  they	  looked	  at	  us	  like,	  why?	  Why	  are	  you	  not	  in	  Auburn	  where	  most	  newly	  arrived	  

and	   refugees	   are,	   or	   the	   upper	   class	   posh	   suburb	   of	   Hornsby	  where	   all	   the	   better	   off	  

Iranians	  lived?	  I	  had	  no	  response	  to	  that	  except	  that	  it	  felt	  like	  it	  suited	  Pasha	  and	  I.’	  

I	  get	  up	  and	  pace.	  Three	  steps	  forward	  and	  three	  steps	  back.	  	  That’s	  far	  as	  I	  have	  room	  to	  

manoeuvre.	  	  

‘That	  day,	  I	  was	  pushing	  an	  overloaded	  shopping	  cart	  down	  the	  slippery	  parking	  ramp	  

when	   I	   nearly	   smashed	   into	   the	   fencing.	   The	   wobbly	   wheels	   gave	   way.	   He	   had	   just	  

managed	  to	  run	  in	  to	  stop	  it.	   If	  he	  had	  not,	  I	  would	  have	  hit	  the	  fence	  and	  flipped	  over	  

the	  trolley.	  	  	  	  

‘After	   I	   had	   caught	  my	  breath,	   he	  pushed	   the	   trolley	   to	  my	   car	   and	  helped	  unload	   the	  

bags.	  I	  thanked	  him.	  He	  introduced	  himself.	  “I	  am	  Sydney.”	  He	  said	  and	  I	  must	  have	  given	  

him	  an	  awkward	  look.	  He	  repeated	  himself.	  “My	  name	  Sydney.”	  

‘“Well…thank	   you,”	   I	   said	   again.	   “Nice	   to	  meet	   you.”	   I	   didn’t	   think	   to	   introduce	  myself	  

and	  only	  looked	  at	  him.	  Expecting	  him	  to	  go.	  He	  waved	  goodbye	  awkwardly	  and	  began	  

to	  push	  the	  empty	  lopsided	  trolley	  across	  the	  uneven	  and	  dark	  parking	  lot.	  	  

‘I	  wondered	  where	  he	  was	   from	  with	  his	  olive	  sun	   tanned	  skin,	   large	  and	  deep	  brown	  

eyes,	  and	  hair	   tied	  back	   in	  a	  ponytail.	  He	  was	  young,	  no	  more	   than	   thirty,	  but	  his	  hair	  

was	  streaked	  with	  grey	  highlights	  like	  he	  had	  aged	  too	  soon.	  	  	  

‘For	   some	   reason,	   he	   kept	   looping	   in	  my	  mind	   until	   I	   bumped	   into	   him	   again	  when	   I	  

went	  to	  the	  Campsie	  library	  a	  week	  later.	  I	  had	  borrowed	  a	  few	  books	  and	  was	  balancing	  

them,	  walking	  down	  the	  parking	  slope	  again	  when	  I	  lost	  my	  footing	  and	  the	  books	  flew	  

onto	  the	  floor.	  I	  huddled	  to	  pick	  them	  up	  when	  I	  saw	  Sydney	  running	  across	  the	  car	  park.	  	  

‘“Hello,	   you…Come.	   I	   help	   you,”	   he	   said	   as	   he	   bent	   down	   and	   helped	  me	   pick	   up	   the	  

books.	  Like	  a	  scene	  from	  a	  teen	  flick,	  his	  hand	  slightly	  brushed	  against	  mine.	  I	  thanked	  

him.	  We	  walked	  towards	  my	  car	  carrying	  the	  books.	  “You,	  read.	  	  Many?”	  

‘“Yes.	  I	  am	  researching	  a	  book,”	  I	  told	  him	  as	  I	  opened	  the	  door	  to	  the	  car.	  I	  noticed	  now	  

that	  he	  had	  a	  nametag	  over	  his	  florescent	  jacket.	  His	  name	  was	  spelled	  Ceydny.	  

‘“You	  know,	  they	  spelled	  your	  name	  wrong.”	  

‘“What	  you	  mean?”	  

“‘Your	  name.”	  
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‘“Yes,	  my	  name	  Sydney.”	  

‘“Yes,	  I	  know,”	  I	  said	  as	  I	  tapped	  the	  name	  card	  on	  his	  chest,	  “but	  spelling…it	  is	  wrong.”	  

‘“Ah,	  this,”	  he	  frowned	  as	  he	  looked	  down	  at	  the	  badge	  “No….”	  

‘My	  phone	  rang.	   It	  was	  Baba,	   from	  Los	  Angeles.	   I	   spoke	  briefly	   to	  him	   in	  Persian.	  Like	  

always,	  telegraphic,	  and	  pragmatic,	  to	  the	  point	  only	  to	  make	  sure	  we	  were	  well.	  

‘When	  I	  hung	  up,	  Sydney	  was	  still	  standing	  there,	  smiling,	  with	  glistening	  eyes.	  

‘He	  started	  talking	  to	  me	  in	  Persian,	  and	  in	  one	  breath,	  he	  said	  it	  all.	  He	  had	  been	  here	  

for	  only	  six	  weeks.	  He	  didn’t	  know	  anyone	  here	  yet.	  He	  was	  working	  for	  a	  man	  who	  paid	  

him	  less	  than	  minimum	  wage	  when	  he	  felt	  like	  it.	  I	  wanted	  to	  listen	  to	  him,	  but	  I	  also	  had	  

to	   go.	   I	   looked	   at	  my	  watch	   and	  began	   to	  make	   a	  move	   to	   sit	   in	   the	   car.	   I	   noticed	  his	  

name	  tag	  again	  and	  as	  I	  sat	  in,	  I	  said,	  “I	  wanted	  to	  say	  they	  spelled	  your	  name	  wrong	  on	  

the	  name	  badge.”	  

‘“No	  they	  didn’t.	  	  That	  is	  how	  I	  like	  to	  write	  it.”	  

‘“Why?”	  

‘“Because…”	  now	  his	  phone	  rang.	  He	  gestured	  me	  to	  wait.	  In	  broken	  English,	  he	  told	  his	  

boss	  he	  was	  on	  his	  way.	  “I	  have	  to	  go.	  Sorry	  my	  boss	  is	  waiting	  for	  me	  upstairs.”	  

‘“What’s	  your	  name,	  then?”	  I	  asked.	  

‘“I	  lost	  it.”	  

‘“What	  do	  you	  mean?”	  

‘“I	  dropped	  it	  in	  the	  ocean,”	  he	  waved	  his	  hand	  and	  ran	  off.	  	  

‘I	  sat	  there	  for	  a	  few	  minutes	  and	  pondered.	  	  

‘I	   couldn’t	   get	   him	   off	   my	   mind.	   May	   be	   it	   was	   the	   kindness	   of	   a	   stranger,	   of	   a	  

countryman	  towards	  me,	  or	  my	  own	  desire	  to	  help	  him	  because	  I	  felt	  like	  he	  needed	  it,	  

that	   attracted	  me	   to	  him.	  May	  be	   I	  was	   looking	   for	   someone,	  Aziz,	  with	  whom	   to	   take	  

revenge	   on	   Pasha	   for	   what	   he	   had	   done.	   May	   be	   I	   felt	   like	   he	   occupied	   a	   space	   of	  

existence	   like	   my	   own	   in	   between	   places.	   May	   be	   I	   even	   knew	   of	   the	   betrayal	   and	  

wanted	  this	  to	  happen.	  	  Or,	  may	  be	  I	  even	  loved	  him	  from	  the	  moment	  I	  looked	  into	  his	  

deep	  dark	  eyes.’	  
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I	  sit	  down	  again.	  	  	  

‘And	  that	  is	  how	  I	  met	  him	  Aziz.	  The	  man	  who	  turned	  out	  to	  have	  so	  much	  power	  to	  put	  

in	  me	  here,	  pushing	  trolleys	  in	  the	  dingiest	  of	  places	  in	  Australia.	  The	  very	  first	  day	  I	  met	  

him,	  was	  the	  day	  that	  I	  had	  signed	  the	  contract	  for	  the	  book	  and	  I	  had	  plans	  to	  celebrate	  

with	  Sousan.’	  	  	  

‘Aziz,’	   I	   say	   to	  my	  grandmother	  still	   sitting	  on	   the	  bed	   in	   the	  dark.	   ‘Had	   I	  known	  what	  

this	   chance	  encounter	  would	  bring,	   I	   probably	  would	  have	  preferred	   to	   let	  myself	   flip	  

over	  the	  trolley	  and	  hit	  my	  head	  and	  died.’	  

She	  strokes	  my	  hair.	  	  

I	   suddenly	   remember.	   When	   I	   was	   falling	   in	   love	   with	   him,	   when	   I	   was	   spending	  

sleepless	  nights	  in	  the	  state	  in	  between	  worlds,	  wondering	  what	  to	  do,	  Aziz	  had	  come	  to	  

me	   then	   as	  well.	   She	   had	   stroked	  my	  hair	   in	   the	   same	  way,	   and	   had	   reassured	  me	   to	  

honour	  my	  feelings.	  I	  had	  felt	  comforted	  just	  as	  I	  was	  now.	  But	  look	  what	  had	  come	  out	  

of	  that.	  I	  get	  angry	  with	  her.	  I	  scream,	  ‘Aziz,	  tell	  me	  why	  did	  you	  make	  me	  feel	  it	  was	  the	  

right	   thing	   for	   me	   to	   declare	   my	   love	   for	   him	   when	   you	   knew	   it	   would	   turn	   out	   so	  

wrong?’	  

A	  guard	  bangs	  her	  baton	  on	  the	  metal	  gate	  of	  my	  cell.	   ‘Shhh…Who	  are	  you	  talking	  to	  in	  

there?	  Have	  you	  gone	  mad?	  The	  others	  are	   trying	  to	  sleep.	  No	  one	  wants	   to	  hear	  your	  

stories.	  People	  don’t	  want	  be	  awakened.	  Go	  to	  sleep.’	  

I	  keep	  silent.	  I	  am	  afraid	  that	  Aziz	  will	  be	  scared	  and	  leave	  me	  alone.	  	  

But	  she	  keeps	  stroking	  my	  hair.	  I	  am	  still	  angry	  with	  her,	  yet	  I	  am	  calm	  and	  I	  don’t	  want	  

to	   speak	   to	   her	   with	   words	   anymore.	   She	   doesn’t	   speak	   either	   but	   she	   tells	   me	   that	  

everything	  is	  as	  it	  should	  be.	  	  

I	  adored	  you	  Aziz,	  I	  tell	  her,	  with	  your	  white	  fluffy	  hair	  that	  you	  always	  covered	  with	  a	  

tiny	  black	  scarf	  knotted	  tightly	  under	  your	  throat.	  You	  were	  my	  life	  when	  I	  was	  young.	  

You	  were	  my	  oracle.	  Remember,	  you	  could	  tell	  the	  future	  through	  coffee	  cups.	  You	  could	  

see	  through	  my	  emotions	  by	  simply	  holding	  my	  hands.	  And	  do	  you	  remember	  the	  time	  

when	  you	  healed	  my	  toothache	  when	  the	  doctors	  told	  me	  it	  needed	  to	  be	  pulled	  out.	  Ah,	  

those	  summers	  Aziz,	  when	  we	  came	  back	  to	  Iran	  from	  Los	  Angeles,	  when	  you	  spread	  the	  

crisp	  bedding	  with	  tiny	  pink	  flowers	  on	  the	  floor	  to	  prepare	  for	  siesta	  during	  breezeless	  

Tehran	  summer	  afternoons,	  I	  always	  lay	  down	  next	  to	  you.	  But	  I	  did	  not	  sleep.	  I	  listened	  

to	  the	  passing	  of	  the	  time.	  Instead	  with	  the	  harmony	  of	  the	  tic-‐toc	  of	  that	  orange	  faced	  
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clock	  above	  the	  black	  and	  white	  television	  set,	  I	  would	  watch	  the	  lines	  on	  the	  landscape	  

of	   your	   face	  and	  body.	  Even	   though	  you	  never	   spoke	  about	   it,	   I	   knew	   that	   if	   each	   line	  

could	  speak	  it	  would	  tell	  its	  own	  history,	  of	  wars,	  famines,	  unveilings	  and	  re-‐veilings	  and	  

revolutions,	   of	   deaths,	   of	   the	   pain	   of	   excess	   childbirths,	   and	   of	   injustices.	   Your	   body	  

survived	   for	  eighty	   something	  years,	   I	   know,	  but	   I	  never	   felt	   like	  you	   really	   lived.	  You	  

were	  powerless.	  You	  couldn’t	  even	  dial	  a	  phone	  number	  without	  someone	  doing	   it	   for	  

you.	  Remember,	  how	  many	  times	  I	  tried	  to	  teach	  you	  at	  least	  the	  numbers.	  But	  you	  know	  

what,	  you	  were	  so	  powerful	  in	  my	  world.	  When	  you	  left	  us,	  Aziz,	  Iran	  died	  for	  me.	  I	  cried	  

for	  weeks.	  Your	  death,	  and	  the	  immanent	  death	  of	  every	  grandmother,	  took	  parts	  of	  my	  

personal	  history.	  	  	  

	  Aziz,	  I	  whisper	  still	  without	  words,	  all	  I	  wanted	  was	  to	  share	  stories.	  I	  didn’t	  want	  it	  to	  

be	  such	  an	  international	  debacle.	  

She	  keeps	  stroking	  my	  hair,	  she	  speaks	  this	  time.	  It	  is	  the	  first	  time	  I	  think	  I	  have	  heard	  

her	  speak	  since	  she	  has	  been	  visiting	  me.	  	  

Child,	   you	   have	   no	   idea	   of	   the	   grander	   scheme	   of	   things	   or	   why	   they	   happen.	   What	  

happens	  may	   appear	   to	   be	  horrible	   but	   in	   fact	   there	   is	   a	   greater	   good	  behind	   it.	   I	   am	  

sorry	  it	  had	  to	  be	  like	  this.	  But	   it	  had	  to	  be	  the	  way	  it	  was.	  Then	  I	  hear	  her	  tell	  me	  the	  

story	  of	  the	  encounter	  between	  Khizr	  and	  Moses.	  Khizr	  was	  one	  of	  God’s	  prophets.	  Upon	  

their	  encounter	  Khizr	  tells	  Moses	  to	  trust	  him	  as	  they	  embark	  on	  a	  journey.	  But	  Moses	  

can’t	   trust	   him	   because	   Khizr	   commits	   several	   horrible	   acts	   that	   make	   no	   sense.	   He	  

punches	  a	  hole	   in	  a	  perfectly	  good	  boat	  belonging	   to	  a	   family;	  he	  violently	   slashes	   the	  

throat	   of	   a	   young	  boy	   for	   no	   reason;	   and	   fixes	   a	  wall	   in	   a	   village	  where	   they	  had	   just	  

been	   mistreated.	   Moses	   who	   can’t	   understand	   that	   there	   is	   a	   greater	   guidance	   and	  

reason	   behind	   these	   actions,	   doubts	   and	   questions	   him.	   Khizr	   explains	   that	   the	   boat	  

would	  have	  been	  stolen	  by	  a	  greedy	  king	  and	  never	  returned	  to	  its	  owner	  if	  not	  for	  the	  

puncture;	   that	   the	  boy	  he	   slashed	  was	   to	  bring	  misfortune	   to	  his	   family	  and	  his	  death	  

opened	  up	  the	  space	  for	  the	  rebirth	  of	  a	  child	  that	  was	  worthy	  of	  the	  family;	  and	  that	  the	  

wall	   he	   rebuilt	  was	   to	   protect	   the	   fortune	   of	   two	   orphans	  whose	   father	   had	   buried	   a	  

treasurer	  under	  it	  and	  it	  had	  to	  be	  kept	  upright	  until	  the	  boys	  reached	  an	  age	  where	  they	  

could	   access	   the	   treasure,	   or	   else	   it	   would	   have	   been	   exposed	   and	   rubbed	   by	   others.	  

Khizr	  had	  to	  commit	  those	  seemingly	  horrid	  acts	  for	  a	  greater	  good.	  	  	  	  	  	  

Not	   that	   I	  would	   ever	   compare	  myself	   to	   God’s	   prophet,	   I	   tell	   Aziz.	   But	   perhaps	   or	   at	  

least	   I	  hope,	   that	  even	   in	  my	   little	   tiny	  existence,	   there	   is	   a	  greater	  good	   that	   I	  do	  not	  

understand	  in	  my	  imprisonment,	  my	  love	  for	  him,	  the	  deaths	  of	  those	  around	  me,	  and	  in	  
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the	   internationalization	  of	   a	  book	   that	  was	  meant	   to	  be	  a	   simple	   recount	  of	  history.	   If	  

there	  is	  anything	  good	  to	  come	  out	  of	  it,	  Aziz,	  I	  am	  yet	  to	  understand	  it.	  

But	  Aziz	  is	  gone.	  These	  words	  are	  too.	  	  

Who	   hears	   the	   mad	   ravings	   of	   an	   imprisoned	   woman	   in	   the	   middle	   of	   the	   night	   to	  

herself?	  The	  echoes	  in	  my	  head,	  the	  repetitions	  of	  past	  stories.	  	  

I	  roll	  into	  a	  wide	  awake	  state	  of	  anticipation	  over	  my	  judgment	  in	  the	  morning.	  	  

Most	  Tehranis	  continue	  their	  deep	  slumber.	  

 

	  


