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ﻣﻦ ﺳﻌﯽ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﮐﺮد ﮐﻪ اﯾﻦ ﺧﻮﺷﻪ را ﺑﻔﺸﺎرم وﻟﯽ آﯾﺎ در آن
ﮐﻤﺘﺮﯾﻦ اﺛﺮ از ﺣﻘﯿﻘﺖ وﺟﻮد ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داﺷﺖ ﯾﺎ ﻧﻪ ،اﯾﻦ را دﯾﮕﺮ
ﻧﻤﯽداﻧﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﯽداﻧﻢ ﮐﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ و اﯾﻦ ﺗﮑﻪ آﺳﻤﺎن ﺑﺎﻻی ﺳﺮم،
ﯾﺎ اﯾﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ وﺟﺐ زﻣﯿﻨﯽ ﮐﻪ روﯾﺶ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪام ،ﻣﺎل ﻧﯿﺸﺎﺑﻮر ﯾﺎ
ﺑﻠﺦ و ﯾﺎ ﺑﻨﺎرس اﺳﺖ؛ در ﻫﺮ ﺻﻮرت ،ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﯿﭻ ﭼﯿﺰ
اﻃﻤﯿﻨﺎن ﻧﺪارم) .ﺑﻮف ﮐﻮر ،ص (48

ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﻨﻢ ﺟﺸﻨﻮاره ﺑﻮد ﯾﺎ ﮐﻼﺳﺎی ﮐﻼسﻫﺎی داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﺗﻬﺮان ﺑﻮد؛ ﮐﻼس
ﻧﻤﯽدوﻧﻢ ﮐﯽ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .آزاده ﺷﺎﻫﻤﯿﺮی ﯾﺎ آزاده ﮔﻨﺠﻪ ﯾﺎ زﻫﺮا ﺧﺴﺮوی .اﺳﺎﻣﯽ
اﺷﺨﺎص ﺣﺬف ﺷﻮد .و ﺗﻮی در واﺣﺪ زﯾﺮزﻣﯿﻦ ﺧﻮﻧﻪی ﺑﻬﺎر  ٣ﺧﺎﻧﻪی }{...
ﺑﺮﮔﺰار ﻣﯽﺷﺪ .آرﺷﻮ ﯾﺎدﻣﻪ ﮐﻪ ﮐﻨﺎرم ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .آﻫﺎن .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﯿﻦ در
ﺧﻮﻧﻪی ﻓﻌﻠﯿﻤﻮن ﺧﺎﻧﻪی ﻓﻌﻠﯿﻤﺎن ﺑﻮدﯾﻢ .ﯾﻪ ﻃﻮﻃﯽ ﺧﯿﻠﯽ ﮐﻮﭼﻮﻟﻮی رﻧﮓ و
وارﻧﮓ ﯾﮏ ﻃﻮﻃﯽ ﺑﯽرﻧﮓ اوﻣﺪه آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮﻧﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﯽ
ﺳﻌﯽ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم ﺑﻨﺪازﻣﺶ ﺑﯿﺎﻧﺪازﻣﺶ ﺑﯿﺮون و ﻧﻤﯽﺷﺪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﮐﻮﻣﻮﻟﻮس )ﮔﺮﺑﻪی
ﻣﻦ( اﺳﺎﻣﯽ ﺣﯿﻮاﻧﺎت ﺣﺬف ﺷﻮد .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻨﻮﯾﺴﯿﺪ ﮔﺮﺑﻪ .ﯾﻪ ﻣﺎر ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎر ﯾﺎدآور
ﺷﯿﻄﺎن و وﺳﻮﺳﻪ اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻤﮑﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﺗﺤﺮﯾﮏ ﯾﺎ ﺗﻬﯿﯿﺞ ﻣﺨﺎﻃﺐ ﮔﺮدد.
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎی آن ﯾﮏ ﺧﺰﻧﺪهی ﮐﻢﺧﻄﺮﺗﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺰﻣﺠﻪ و ﯾﺎ ﻻﮐﭙﺸﺖ
ﺟﺎﯾﮕﺰﯾﻦ ﺷﻮد .و ﻫﯽ ﺣﻤﻠﻪ ﻣﯽﮐﺮد ﮐﻪ اﯾﻦ ﻃﻮﻃﯿﻪ رو ﺑﮑﺸﻪ ﻃﻮﻃﯽ را ﺑﮑﺸﺪ.
ﻃﻮﻃﯿﻪ ﺑﯿﭽﺎره ﮐﻮﭼﻮﻟﻮ و ﺗﺮﺳﯿﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﮐﻮﻣﻮﻟﻮس ﮔﺮﺑﻪ ﺑﺎ دﻣﺶ ﯾﻪ ﭼﯿﺰی ﺷﺒﯿﻪ
ﭼﻮب ﺑﯿﺴﺒﺎل ﻟﻮﻟﻪ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد دﺳﺘﺶ و ﻫﯽ ﻣﯽﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺰﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ اﯾﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻟﻬﺶ ﮐﻨﻪ
ﻃﻮﻃﯽ را ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﯽدوﻧﻢ ﻧﻤﯽداﻧﻢ ﭼﺮا ﺟﻠﻮش رو ﺟﻠﻮﯾﺶ را ﻧﻤﯽﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ.
ﻣﺪام ﻫﻢ ﻣﯽزد اون آن ﺑﯿﭽﺎره رو را و ﻫﯽ ﭘﺮاش ﭘﺮﻫﺎی ﻃﻮﻃﯽ ﻣﺪام
ﻣﯽرﯾﺨﺖ وﻟﯽ ﻧﻤﯽﻣﺮد .ﭘﺮ ﻣﯽزد ﻣﯽرﻓﺖ ﯾﻪ ور دﯾﮕﻪ آن ﻃﺮفﺗﺮ .ﺧﯿﻠﯽ ﮔﻨﺎه
داﺷﺖ .دوﺑﺎره ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮﻧﻪی ﺑﻬﺎر  ٣ﺑﻮدم .ﺑﺎ ﯾﻪ ﭘﯿﺮﻣﺮد و ﭘﯿﺮزﻧﯽ رﻓﺘﻢ ﺧﻮﻧﻪی
ﻃﺒﻘﻪ ﭘﺎﯾﯿﻨﯿﺎ ﮐﻪ اوﻧﺎم ﭘﯿﺮﻣﺮد ﭘﯿﺮزن ﺑﻮدن در ﻣﻨﺰل زن و ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﺴﻨﯽ ﺑﻮدم.
ﻧﻔﻬﻤﯿﺪم دﻗﯿﻘﺎ ﭼﯽ ﺷﺪ .ﯾﮑﯿﺸﻮن ﮐﺘﺎﺑﺪار ﺑﻮد .ﯾﮑﯽ از اﯾﻦ ﭘﯿﺮزﻧﺎ ﻣﯽﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ
اون ﯾﮑﯽ ﭘﯿﺮﻣﺮده ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﻪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﯾﻨﮑﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق ﺑﺪی ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن اﯾﻨﺎ دو ﺗﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ
داﺷﺘﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻦ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻋﺮوﺳﯽ ﮐﻨﻦ و اون دﺧﺘﺮه و ﭘﺴﺮه ﺑﺎ دﻋﻮا و ﮔﺮﯾﻪ
اوﻣﺪن ﺑﯿﺮون .ﮐﺎﻣﻞ ﺣﺬف ﺷﻮد .ﺑﻌﺪ ﯾﻪ دﺧﺘﺮه دﺧﺘﺮی از ﻃﺒﻘﻪی ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻦ رو
را ﺻﺪا زد ﮔﻔﺖ  the community is goneو ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش اون ﻃﻮﻃﯿﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺧﺐ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ .ﺗﺒﺴﻤﯽ ﮐﺮدم .وﻟﯽ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻃﻮﻃﯿﻪ آن ﻃﻮﻃﯽ اوﻣﺪ آﻣﺪ ﺟﻠﻮی
اون در ﺷﯿﺸﻪاﯾﻪ ﺷﯿﺸﻪای و ﺣﺎﻻ ﺳﺒﺰ ﺑﻮد و ﻧﻮﮐﺶ ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻦ دﻟﻢ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ
در رو را ﺑﺎز ﮐﺮدم .روﺳﺮﯾﻢ را ﺳﺮ ﮐﺮدم و رﻓﺘﻢ ﺗﻮ ﺣﯿﺎط ﺑﻪ ﺣﯿﺎط رﻓﺘﻢ .ﯾﻪ
ﻣﻮﺷﯽ ﺗﻮ در ﺣﯿﺎط ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎی ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﮐﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﮐﻮﻣﻮﻟﻮس ﮔﺮﺑﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﯾﻪ ﻣﻮش
ﻣﺮده رو ﻣﻮﺷﯽ ﺑﻪ دﻫﺎن ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺗﻮ دﻫﻨﺶ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻫﯽ دوﯾﯿﺪم دوﯾﺪم ﮐﻪ
ﻣﻮﺷﻪ رو ﻣﻮش را ازش ﺑﮕﯿﺮم اﯾﻦ اﻣﺎ ﻓﺮار ﮐﺮد رﻓﺖ ﺗﻮ در ﮐﻮﭼﻪ و ﺷﺮوع
ﮐﺮد دوﯾﯿﺪن ﺑﻪ دوﯾﺪن .ﻣﻦ ﺗﺮﺳﯿﺪم و ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﺮدم اﻻن ﻣﯿﺮه زﯾﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﯿﻦ .ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻢ
ﺗﻮ ﺣﯿﺎط ﮐﻪ اﯾﻨﻢ ﺑﯿﺎد .اوﻣﺪ وﻟﯽ ﺑﻌﺪ ﯾﻪ ﻣﻮﺟﻮد ﺑﺎﻟﺪاری ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﺧﻔﺎش ﯾﺎ ﯾﻪ ﭘﺮﻧﺪهی
ﺷﮑﺎری ﺑﺎﻟﺪار ﺗﻮی ﺣﯿﺎط ﺷﮑﺎرش ﮐﺮد  .ﺑﻪ ﻋﻠﺖ ﺧﺸﻮﻧﺖ ﺑﺎﻻ ﺣﺬف ﺷﻮد.

Finally, a thought crossed my mind: who saw what in
the seventh vault of the seventh heaven we do not
know.
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But it was what you wanted the whole time. Wasn't it? It
was what you asked for. Wasn't it? You little whore, you
shameless slut, you worthless piece of shit.
در اﯾﻦ وﻗﺖ ﺻﺪای ﯾﮏ دﺳﺘﻪ ﮔﺰﻣﻪی ﻣﺴﺖ از ﺗﻮی ﮐﻮﭼﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ و
ﺷﻮﺧﯽﻫﺎی ﻫﺮزه ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﻌﺪ دﺳﺘﻪ ﺟﻤﻌﯽ زدﻧﺪ زﯾﺮ آواز و ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺪ» :ﺑﯿﺎ ﺑﺮﯾﻢ ﺗﺎ
ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرﯾﻢ ،ﺷﺮاب ﻣﻠﮏ ری ﺧﻮرﯾﻢ ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﺨﻮرﯾﻢ ﮐﯽ ﺧﻮرﯾﻢ«؟ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮاﺳﺎن ﺧﻮدم را ﮐﻨﺎر
ﮐﺸﯿﺪم ،و آواز آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻫﻮا ﺑﻄﻮر ﻣﺨﺼﻮﺻﯽ ﻣﯽ ﭘﯿﭽﯿﺪ ،ﮐﻢ ﮐﻢ ﺻﺪاﯾﺸﺎن در ﻫﻮا دور و
ﺧﻔﻪ ﺷﺪ .ﻧﻪ ،آنﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﮐﺎری ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،آنﻫﺎ ﻧﻤﯽ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ) ...ص ،۶٧ﺑﻮف ﮐﻮر(

ﯾﻪ ﭼﯿﺰاﯾﯽ ﺳﺨﺘﻪ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﯽ راﺟﺒﺸﻮن ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﮐﺮدن از ﺑﻌﻀﯽ ﭼﯿﺰﻫﺎ ﺳﺨﺖ
اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﺜﻼ اﻣﺮوز اوﻣﺪم رﻓﺘﻢ دﺳﺘﺸﻮﯾﯽ وارد اﺗﺎﻗﯽ ﺷﺪم ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﯿﺸﻪ ﺑﺎ
ﺗﻮاﻟﺖ ﻓﺮﻧﮕﯽ داﺳﺘﺎن دارم ..اون درﭘﻮﺷﭙﻼﺳﺘﯿﮑﯽ زﯾﺮش ﻫﻤﯿﺸﻪ ﺑﻘﯿﻪی آدﻣﺎ
ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻪ و ﺑﺎﯾﺪ ﺗﻤﯿﺰش ﮐﻨﯽ ..ﺑﻌﺪ رو دﺳﺘﻢ دﯾﺪم روی دﺳﺘﻢ ﺧﻂ ﺧﻄﯿﻪ ﺧﻂ
ﺧﻄﯽ اﺳﺖ ...ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ...ﺑﻪ ﯾﺎد آﻗﺎی ﻣﺸﺎﯾﺨﯽ اﻓﺘﺎدم) ﻧﻪ اون ﻣﻌﺮوﻓﻪ( ﯾﻪ ﺗﺎﯾﻤﯽ
زﻣﺎﻧﯽ ﺑﻮد ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﯿﻢ ﻧﯿﻢﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ رﻋﺎﯾﺖ ﺷﻮد ،.ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎﯾﯽ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ...اﺳﻢ اون
آدﻣﺎ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ اﻣﺎ ﯾﮑﯽ از اوﻧﺎ ﯾﻪ ﮐﺎراﮐﺘﺮی درﺳﺖ ﮐﺮد ﮐﻪ اﺳﻤﺸﺂﻗﺎی
ﻣﺸﺎﯾﺨﯽ ﺑﻮد آﻗﺎی ﻣﺸﺎﯾﺨﯽ ﺷﺨﺼﯿﺘﯽ ﺧﯿﺎﻟﯽ ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻦ ﺧﯿﻠﯽ ﺑﺎﻫﺎش ﺣﺎل ﻣﯽ
ﮐﺮدم ﺑﻪ او ﻋﻼﻗﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ ..ﺧﻮدش ﻣﯽ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻣﯽﮔﻔﺖ :ﻫﺮوﻗﺖ ﺗﺮﯾﺎک ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﻪ
ﺑﻌﺪش ﺑﺎﯾﺪ ﺳﻮﺳﯿﺲ ﺑﺨﻮره ،اﻧﻘﺪرﺳﻮﺳﯿﺲ ﺑﺨﻮره ﮐﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺗﻬﻮع ﺑﮕﯿﺮه ...ﻣﯽ
ﮔﻔﺖ ﯾﻪ ﯾﮏ دوﺳﺖ ارﻣﻨﯽ داﺷﺘﻪ ﮐﻪ اﯾﻨﻮ از اون ﯾﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ..ﻣﻦ اون دوﺳﺖ
ارﻣﻨﯿﺸﻮ درﺳﺖ ﮐﺮدم؛ ﯾﻌﻨﯽ ﮐﺴﯽ ﺑﻮد ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﭘﯿﺶ ﺑﺎﻫﺎش ﺑﺎ او
ﺗﺼﺎدف ﮐﺮدم و وﻗﺘﯽ ﺷﺮوع ﮐﺮدﯾﻢ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ ﻣﻦ ﺗﺼﻤﯿﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﮐﻪ ﺑﺸﻪ دوﺳﺖ
ﻣﺸﺎﯾﺨﯽ ...ﻫﺮﭼﯽ دﺳﺘﻢ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮرم ﭘﺎک ﻧﻤﯽ ﺷﻪ ﻧﻤﯽﺷﻮد  ...ﺗﺎﺣﺎﻻ ﺳﻪ ﺑﺎر
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺗﻮﻟﺪت ﻣﺒﺎرک ...ﺗﻮﻟﺪت ﻣﺒﺎرک ...ﺗﻮﻟﺪت ﻣﺒﺎرک اﻣﺎ ﻗﺮﻣﺰﯾﺶ رو
دﺳﺘﻤﻪ…ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺮ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﻢ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه
Anyway, that morning, as I waited for the elevator
to come to the 8th floor, I opened Costar out of habit
and boredom. Censored due to blasphemy It was
exactly 10:55 AM and I was late and uncertain of
where it was I was supposed to go but I knew where I
was going. There was a girl man standing next to
me and she he was not paying the slightest
attention to what was happening around her him. I
stared at her him for what felt like thirty-three
seconds, with my phone still open on Costar. After an
insurmountable amount of seconds, she he finally
looked at me with an unconscious, involuntary smile
ﺷﯿﺮ that made me sick. She he looked like a bowl of
 that had been abandoned for three days and turnedﺑﺮﻧﺞ
stale and the taste of it turned my stomach pale and
handsome. “Today at a glance: You are not your
thoughts.” It was getting late, so I pressed the button
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three more times until it was quite clear that the
elevator would not be coming censored due to sexual
 girlﺷﯿﺮ ﺑﺮﻧﺞ references, a secret I now shared with the
alone while so we stood, waiting. It was at this
moment that my thoughts suddenly froze.
ﺷﺐ ﻣﻮﻗﻌﯽ ﮐﻪ وﺟﻮد ﻣﻦ در ﺳﺮﺣﺪ دو دﻧﯿﺎ ﻣﻮج ﻣﯽزد ،ﮐﻤﯽ ﻗﺒﻞ از دﻗﯿﻘﻪای ﮐﻪ در ﯾﮏ
ﺧﻮاب ﻋﻤﯿﻖ و ﺗﻬﯽ ﻏﻮﻃﻪور ﺑﺸﻮم ،ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽدﯾﺪم .ﺑﻪ ﯾﮏ ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ زدن ،ﻣﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ
دﯾﮕﺮی ﺑﻪ ﻏﯿﺮ از زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﺧﻮدم را ﻃﯽ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم؛ در ﻫﻮای دﯾﮕﺮی ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﯽﮐﺸﯿﺪم و دور
ﺑﻮدم .ﻣﺜﻞ اﯾﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ از ﺧﻮدم ﺑﮕﺮﯾﺰم و ﺳﺮﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ را ﺗﻐﯿﯿﺮ ﺑﺪﻫﻢ .ﭼﺸﻤﻢ را ﮐﻪ
ﻣﯽﺑﺴﺘﻢ ،دﻧﯿﺎی ﺣﻘﯿﻘﯽ ﺧﻮدم ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﻣﯽﺷﺪ؛ اﯾﻦ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮﻫﺎ ،زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﻣﺨﺼﻮص ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد
داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،آزاداﻧﻪ ﻣﺤﻮ و دوﺑﺎره ﭘﺪﯾﺪار ﻣﯽﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﮔﻮﯾﺎ ارادهی ﻣﻦ در آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻮﺛﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .وﻟﯽ اﯾﻦ
ﻣﻄﻠﺐ ﻣﺴﻠﻢ ﻫﻢ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ .ﻣﻨﺎﻇﺮی ﮐﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺠﺴﻢ ﻣﯽﺷﺪ ،ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﯽ ﻧﺒﻮد؛ ﭼﻮن ﻫﻨﻮز
ﺧﻮاﺑﻢ ﻧﺒﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻦ در ﺳﮑﻮت و آراﻣﺶ ،اﯾﻦ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮﻫﺎ را از ﻫﻢ ﺗﻔﮑﯿﮏ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم و ﺑﺎ
ﯾﮑﺪﯾﮕﺮ ﻣﯽﺳﻨﺠﯿﺪم .ﺑﻪ ﻧﻈﺮم ﻣﯽآﻣﺪ ﮐﻪ ﺗﺎ اﯾﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺧﻮدم را ﻧﺸﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم و دﻧﯿﺎ آنﻃﻮری
ﮐﻪ ﺗﺎﮐﻨﻮن ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم ،ﻣﻔﻬﻮم و ﻗﻮهی ﺧﻮد را از دﺳﺖ داده ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪﺟﺎﯾﺶ ،ﺗﺎرﯾﮑﯽ
ﺷﺐ ﻓﺮﻣﺎﻧﺮواﯾﯽ داﺷﺖ؛ ﭼﻮن ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﯿﺎﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﮐﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺐ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﮑﻨﻢ و ﺷﺐ را دوﺳﺖ
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
)ﻫﻤﺎن ،ﺻﺺ  67و (68

 ٢۶اﺳﻔﻨﺪ   ١٣٩٨ﺳﻮم ﻣﻬﺮ 1383
واﻗﻌﺎ زﯾﺮ اﯾﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻓﺸﺎر رواﻧﯽ دارم ﭘﻮدر ﻣﯽﺷﻢ .ﺧﯿﻠﯽ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎﮐﻪ و ﺳﺨﺘﻪ.
ﻫﯿﭽﯽ ﺷﺒﯿﻪ اﯾﻦ رو ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ ﻧﮑﺮدم .ﻧﻤﯽﺗﻮﻧﻢ ﺗﻮﺿﯿﺢ ﺑﺪم ﮐﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﺳﻨﮕﯿﻨﻪ .ﮔﻠﻮﯾﻢ
درد ﻣﯽﮐﻨﺪ .اﺻﻼ ﻧﻤﯽدوﻧﻢ ﻧﻤﯽداﻧﻢ اﯾﻦ ﮔﻠﻮدرده ﮔﻠﻮدرد ﭼﻘﺪرش ﺑﻐﻀﻪ و
ﭼﻘﺪرش ﻋﺼﺒﯿﻪ ﻧﺎﺷﯽ از ﺣﺴﺎﺳﯿﺖ اﺳﺖ ﯾﺎ ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﯽ .اﻣﺮوز ﻟﻮﺳﯿﺪ درﯾﻢ
ﺑﯿﺪارﺧﻮاﺑﯽ ﮐﺮدم .ﯾﻌﻨﯽ ﺑﻌﺪ اﯾﻨﮑﻪ ﺧﺎﻟﻪ ﻣﯿﻨﺎ رﻓﺖ ﺧﻮاﺑﯿﺪم .ﺧﻮاب دﯾﺪم دارم از
راﻫﺮو رد ﻣﯽﺷﻢ از راﻫﺮوﯾﯽ ﻋﺒﻮر ﻣﯽﮐﻨﻢ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﯾﻪ اﺳﺘﻮری از اﯾﻦ ﻋﺒﻮر
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ .آرش رﯾﭙﻼی داد ﻫﯿﭽﯽ ﻫﻢ ﮐﻪ ﮐﺘﺎب ﻧﺪارﯾﻦ .ﯾﮏ راﻫﺮوی ﭘﺮ از
ﮐﺘﺎب .ﻣﻦ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﯽ ﺷﺪم و ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻢ ﺑﺒﺨﺸﯿﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺷﻤﺎ داﻧﺸﻤﻨﺪ ﻧﯿﺴﺘﻦ.
اوﻣﺪم ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ از ﮐﺘﺎﺑﺨﻮﻧﻪ ﮐﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻋﮑﺲ ﺑﮕﯿﺮم .ﺑﻌﺪ ﯾﻬﻮ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ دورﺑﯿﻦ
روی ﺻﻔﺤﻪی ﻣﻮﺑﺎﯾﻞ ﺷﺐ رو ﻧﺸﻮن روﺷﻨﺎﯾﯽ روز را ﻧﺸﺎن داد .ﯾﻪ ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪی
ﺑﺎز ﺗﻮ ﺷﺐ .ﺑﻌﺪ  switch cameraرو زدم دﯾﺪم ﻗﯿﺎﻓﻪی ﺧﻮدم ﻧﯿﺴﺖ .ﻣﺎﻣﺎن
ﻫﻢ ﺗﻮی اﺳﮑﺮﯾﻦ دﯾﺪم ﮐﻪ اوﻣﺪ ﮐﻨﺎرم واﯾﺴﺎد .دو ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﺮ دو ﻣﺒﻞ ﺗﮏ ﻧﻔﺮه
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻓﻀﺎی ﺧﻮاﺑﻢ ﺧﯿﻠﯽ ﺗﺎرﯾﮏ ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺬف ﺑﻪ ﻋﻠﺖ ﺳﯿﺎﻫﻨﻤﺎﯾﯽ .ﯾﻬﻮ
ﻓﻬﻤﯿﺪم دارم ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽﺑﯿﻨﻢ .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ اﯾﻮل ﭘﺲ ﻣﯽﺗﻮﻧﻢ ﻋﻮﺿﺶ ﮐﻨﻢ .ﻫﻤﻪش
ﻫﻤﻪﭼﯽ  glitchداﺷﺖ و ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﺎﺗﺮﯾﮑﺲ ﻣﯽﭘﺮﯾﺪ و ﺑﺎگ داﺷﺖ .رﻓﺘﻢ ﺟﻠﻮی
آﯾﻨﻪ ﮐﻪ ﻗﯿﺎﻓﻪﻣﻮ ﻋﻮض ﮐﻨﻢ .ﻫﯽ ﺗﻐﯿﯿﺮ ﻣﯽﮐﺮد ﺻﻮرﺗﻢ .ﯾﻪ ﺛﺎﻧﯿﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺛﺎﺑﺖ
ﻧﻤﯽﻣﻮﻧﺪ .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﭘﺲ ﺗﺎ ﻗﯿﺎﻓﻪی ﺧﻮدم ﺑﺎﺷﻪ را ﺑﺒﯿﻨﻢ .وﻟﯽ اﻧﮕﺎر دﯾﮕﻪ ﻧﻤﯽﺗﻮﻧﺴﺘﻢ
ﺑﺴﺎزم ﺻﻮرت ﺧﻮدﻣﻮ .از ﺧﻮاب ﭘﺮﯾﺪم .ﻫﯽ ﺧﻮاﺑﯿﺪم و ﺑﯿﺪار ﺷﺪم و ﻫﺮﺑﺎر ﮐﻪ
ﺧﻮاﺑﻢ ﻣﯽﺑﺮد ﺗﻤﺮﯾﻦ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮاﺑﻢ رو ﻋﻮض ﮐﻨﻢ .ﺣﺘﯽ ﺻﺪاﻫﺎی اﺗﻮﺑﺎن
ﺑﻐﻞ ﺧﻮﻧﻪ رو ﻫﻢ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽﺷﻨﯿﺪم  .ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ از ﺟﺎﯾﻢ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪم.
دﻓﻌﻪی آﺧﺮ ﺷﮑﻞ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮا ﻋﻮض ﺷﺪ .ﺷﺒﯿﻪ  DMT hallucinationﺷﺪ.
ﺣﺬف ﺑﻪ دﻟﯿﻞ ﺗﺒﻠﯿﻎ ﻣﻮاد ﻣﺨﺪر .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺧﻮدم اﻧﮕﺎر ﺗﻮی ﯾﻪ ﺧﻼء ﺳﯿﺎﻫﯽ ﺑﻮدم و ﯾﻪ
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درﯾﺎﭼﻪی ﺳﯿﺎﻫﯽ ﻫﻢ ﺟﻠﻮم ﺑﻮد .ﮐﻨﺎر درﯾﺎﭼﻪی زﯾﺒﺎﯾﯽ ﺑﻮدم .ﺳﺮﻣﻮ ﺳﺮم را ﺧﻢ
ﮐﺮدم ﮐﻪ اﻧﻌﮑﺎﺳﻢ رو ﺗﻮش را ﺑﺒﯿﻨﻢ .ﭘﺸﻤﺎم رﯾﺨﺖ .ﺧﯿﻠﯽ .ﯾﻬﻮ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ
وﯾﺮوﺳﺎی ﮐﺮوﻧﺎ رو دﯾﺪم در اﺑﻌﺎد ﮐﻬﮑﺸﺎﻧﯽ .ﺑﺎ رﻧﮕﺎی ﺳﺒﺰ و آﺑﯽ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﯾﻪ
ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﯿﻮﻣﺪ و ﻣﯽرﻓﺖ .ﯾﻪ ﺳﺮی ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﯿﻮﻣﺪن و ﻣﯽرﻓﺘﻦ .ﯾﻪ آﻣﺎری ﺑﻮد ﮐﻪ
آﻣﺎر ﮐﺸﺘﻪﻫﺎی ﮐﺮوﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﻫﯽ داﺷﺖ ﯾﺎ ﺳﺮﻋﺖ و ﺷﯿﺐ زﯾﺎد ﻣﯽرﻓﺖ ﺑﺎﻻ.
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻧﻪ ﻧﻪ ﻧﻤﯽﺧﻮام ﺑﺮه ﺑﺎﻻ و ﻫﻤﻮن ﺟﻮری ﮐﻪ اوج ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻫﻤﻮﻧﺠﻮری ﺷﺮوع
ﮐﺮد ﺑﻪ ﺳﻘﻮط ﮐﺮدن  .ﺣﺬف ﺑﻪ دﻟﯿﻞ ﺳﯿﺎﻫﻨﻤﺎﯾﯽ .ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدم ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ زدم.
I wanted more than anything to close my eyes and
dive into a deep nothingness enjoy the sunlight. I
could hear the The elevator moved up and down,
skipping the 8th floor each time. I rocked back and
forth on the tip of my toes with half closed opened my
eyes. I wanted to disappear into felt the moving light
that came through its doors. was all around me. The
community is gone, someone screamed. When I came
to, I was slouched over on a beaten up Eames chair.
The room was small and familiar and I was certain I
had never been there before. loved everything about
it.
ﻋﺠﯿﺒﻪ ﮐﻪ دﯾﮕﻪ ﻧﻤﯽﺗﻮﻧﻢ ﺳﺮت رو ﻟﻤﺲ ﮐﻨﻢ .ﻣﻮﻫﺎی ﭘﺮﭘﺸﺖ و ﺳﯿﺎﻫﺖ رو
ﻣﺤﮑﻢ ﺑﮕﯿﺮم و اﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﺤﮑﻢ ﺑﮑﺸﻢ ﻋﻘﺐ ﮐﻪ ﺟﻤﺠﻤﻪت رو ﺑﺎز ﮐﻨﻢ .ﻣﻐﺰ
ﺻﻮرﺗﯿﺖ رو ﺑﺒﯿﻨﻢ ﮐﻪ ﻧﻮرونﻫﺎت ﺗﻮش ﺟﺮﻗﻪ ﻣﯽزﻧﻦ .اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎم رو ﮐﻪ ﺑﻪ درد
ﺟﺮاﺣﯽ ﻣﯽﺧﻮرن ﺑﺒﺮم ﻻﺷﻮن و ﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ اﺗﺼﺎل رو ﻗﻄﻊ ﮐﻨﻢ و ﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ وﺻﻞ و
ﯾﻪ ﮐﺎری ﮐﻨﻢ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ اوﻧﯽ ﺑﺸﻢ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽﺧﻮای .ﮐﻪ ﺑﺸﯿﻨﻢ رو ﭘﺎت و ﺑﻮﺳﺖ ﮐﻨﻢ.
ﮐﻪ ﮐﻨﺘﺮاﺳﺖ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﯾﺦ ﺧﻮدم و داﻏﯽ ﺗﻦ ﺗﻮ رو ﺣﺲ ﮐﻨﻢ .ﻫﯿﭻ ﺑﻮﺳﻪای ﺧﻮاب
ﺗﻮرو ﺑﻬﻢ ﻧﻤﯽزﻧﻪ و ﻫﯿﭻ آﺗﯿﺸﯽ ﺳﺮدی ﺗﻨﺖ رو ﮔﺮم ﻧﻤﯽﮐﻨﻪ .ﻣﻐﺰت ﺧﻮراک
ﮐﺮﻣﺎ و ﻣﻮرﭼﻪﻫﺎ ﺷﺪه .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺖ ﭼﻨﮓ ﻣﯽزﻧﻢ و ﺗﻮی ﮔﻮﺷﺖ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻣﯽﮐﻨﻢ
ﯾﺎدﺗﻪ ﻣﯽﺗﺮﺳﯿﺪم ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﻤﻮﻧﯽ؟ ﯾﺎدﺗﻪ ﻓﮑﺮ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﯽﺗﻮﻧﯽ ﺑﺪون ﻣﻦ ﺗﻮ اﯾﻦ
دﻧﯿﺎ دووم ﺑﯿﺎری؟ ﺗﻮ اوﻧﯽ ﺑﻮدی ﮐﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ اﺣﺘﯿﺎج داﺷﺖ و ﻣﻦ از ﻟﺬت
دوﻧﺴﺘﻨﺶ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﺗﻨﻢ دون دون ﻣﯽﺷﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﭼﯿﺰی رو ﺗﻮی ﻣﻦ ﮐﺎﺷﺘﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺧﯿﻠﯽ
ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎک و ﺧﯿﻠﯽ ﻋﻈﯿﻤﻪ و ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﮐﺎری ﻧﺪاره اﻣﺎ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ و ﮔﻮﺷﺖ و روح
ﻫﺮﮐﯽ ﮐﻪ ﻧﺰدﯾﮑﻢ ﺑﺸﻪ رو ﺳﻮراخ ﻣﯽﮐﻨﻪ و ﻋﺼﺎرهش رو ﻣﯽﻣﮑﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎزم
ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ و ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎکﺗﺮ ﺑﺸﻪ .دﯾﮕﻪ زﯾﺮ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻢ ﺟﺎ ﻧﻤﯽﺷﻪ .ﻣﯽدوﻧﻢ ﮐﻪ زﯾﺮ ﻫﻤﻪی
ﺳﻮﺳﮑﺎ و ﺣﺸﺮهﻫﺎﯾﯽ ﮐﻪ دارن ﻟﺒﻬﺎت رو ﻣﯽﺟﻮﺋﻦ و ﻣﮏ ﻣﯽزﻧﻦ داری ﺑﻬﺶ
ﭘﻮزﺧﻨﺪ ﻣﯽزﻧﯽ .وﻟﯽ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮدی و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻪﭼﯿﺰت رو ﺗﺼﺎﺣﺐ ﮐﺮدم .ﺗﻨﺖ و
ﺧﺎﻃﺮاﺗﺖ و ﺳﯿﺎﻫﯽﻫﺎت و اﻧﺪوﻫﺖ رو .ﭼﯿﺰاﯾﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺗﺎ اﺑﺪ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﯽدارم و ﺑﻬﺖ
ﭘﺴﺸﻮن ﻧﻤﯽدم.
او آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد در اﺗﺎق ﻣﻦ ،ﺟﺴﻢ ﺳﺮد و ﺳﺎﯾﻪاش را ﺗﺴﻠﯿﻢ ﻣﻦ ﮐﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺮای اﯾﻨﮑﻪ ﮐﺲ
دﯾﮕﺮی او را ﻧﺒﯿﻨﺪ؛ ﺑﺮای اﯾﻨﮑﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﯿﮕﺎﻧﻪ آﻟﻮده ﻧﺸﻮد .ﺑﺎﻻﺧﺮه ﻓﮑﺮی ﺑﻪ ﻧﻈﺮم رﺳﯿﺪ:
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اﮔﺮ ﺗﻦ او را ﺗﮑﻪﺗﮑﻪ ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم و در ﭼﻤﺪان ،ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻤﺪان ﮐﻬﻨﻪی ﺧﻮدم ﻣﯽﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ و ﺑﺎ
ﺧﻮدم ﻣﯽﺑﺮدم ﺑﯿﺮون؛ دور ،ﺧﯿﻠﯽ دور از ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﺮدم و آن را ﭼﺎل ﻣﯽﮐﺮدم.
اﯾﻦ دﻓﻌﻪ دﯾﮕﺮ ﺗﺮدﯾﺪ ﻧﮑﺮدم ،ﮐﺎرد دﺳﺘﻪ اﺳﺘﺨﻮاﻧﯽ ﮐﻪ در ﭘﺴﺘﻮی اﺗﺎﻗﻢ داﺷﺘﻢ ،آوردم و ﺧﯿﻠﯽ
ﺑﺎدﻗﺖ ،اول ﻟﺒﺎس ﺳﯿﺎه ﻧﺎزﮐﯽ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﺎر ﻋﻨﮑﺒﻮت او را در ﻣﯿﺎن ﺧﻮدش ﻣﺤﺒﻮس ﮐﺮده ﺑﻮد
– ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﯿﺰی ﮐﻪ ﺑﺪﻧﺶ را ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد -ﭘﺎره ﮐﺮدم؛ ﻣﺜﻞ اﯾﻦ ﺑﻮد ﮐﻪ او ﻗﺪ ﮐﺸﯿﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن
ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮ از ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻪ ﻧﻈﺮم ﺟﻠﻮه ﮐﺮد ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﺳﺮش را ﺟﺪا ﮐﺮدم ،ﭼﮑﻪﻫﺎی ﺧﻮن ﻟﺨﺘﻪ ﺷﺪهی
ﺳﺮد از ﮔﻠﻮﯾﺶ ﺑﯿﺮون آﻣﺪ؛ ﺑﻌﺪ دﺳﺖﻫﺎ و ﭘﺎﻫﺎﯾﺶ را ﺑﺮﯾﺪم و ﻫﻤﻪی ﺗﻦ او را ﺑﺎ اﻋﻀﺎﯾﺶ
ﻣﺮﺗﺐ در ﭼﻤﺪان ﺟﺎ دادم و ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺶ ،ﻫﻤﺎن ﻟﺒﺎس ﺳﯿﺎه را روﯾﺶ ﮐﺸﯿﺪم .در ﭼﻤﺪان را ﻗﻔﻞ
ﮐﺮدم و ﮐﻠﯿﺪش را در ﺟﯿﺒﻢ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ) .ﺑﻮف ﮐﻮر ،ص (32

ﺗﻮ ﺧﯿﺎﺑﻮن داﺷﺖ راه ﻣﯽ رﻓﺖ دوﺑﺎره ﭼﺸﻤﺎش ﺳﯿﺎﻫﯽ رﻓﺖ و ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﻣﯿﻠﯽ
ﺑﺮای ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ اﺣﺴﺎس ﮐﺮد .ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﯾﻪ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﯾﺪ ﺣﻘﯿﺮ دﯾﺪه ﻣﯽ ﺷﺪ اﺻﻼ ﻧﻤﯽ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﮐﻪ اﯾﺠﻮری دﯾﺪﻫﺒﺸﻪ ﺣﺘﯽ اﮔﺮ ﮐﺴﯽ دوﺳﺘﺶ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻪ ..ﻣﯽ دوﻧﯽ
اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﺲ اﻣﺎ ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﻦ وﺳﻂ ﯾﻪ ﯾﮏ ﻋﻠﻔﺰاری؛ اﯾﻨﻮ دﮐﺘﺮش دﻓﻌﻪ ﭘﯿﺶ ﺑﻬﺶ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد ...اﺻﻼ ﻗﺒﻞ از اﯾﻦ ﺧﻮدش اﯾﻦ ﮐﺎرو ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد ..وﻗﺘﯽ از ﻣﻄﺐ اوﻣﺪ ﺑﯿﺮون
داﺷﺖ ﻓﮑﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد ﭼﺮا ﺑﺎﯾﺪ ﭘﻮل اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﺑﺪم ﺑﻪ اﯾﻦ دﮐﺘﺮاا ...آﻫﺂه آه  ...ﺳﻪ ﺑﺎر
ﺗﮑﺮار ﮐﺮد آه اﻧﮕﺎر ارﺿﺎ ﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﯿﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ..ﻫﯿﭻ وﻗﺖ ..ﻓﻘﻂ وﻗﺘﺎﯾﯽ
ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪ ﻧﺰدﯾﮏ ﻣﯽ ﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ اوﻧﺤﺴﯽ ﮐﻪ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻫﯿﭻ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ
زﻧﺪه ای ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺻﺪای ﮔﻮﺷﻨﻮاز ﺧﺶﺧﺶ ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎ ﮔﻮشﻫﺎﯾﺶ را ﻧﻮازش
ﻣﯽداد .ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﮔﻔﺖ :ﭼﻪ روز زﯾﺒﺎﯾﯽ!
ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮﻧﯽ ﺑﺎﻫﺎم ﺑﯿﺎی ﺑﯿﺮون ﺳﯿﮕﺎر ﺑﮑﺸﯽ؟ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻤﺎ.ﺧﻮاﻫﺶ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻢ ازت ﻣﻤﻨﻮﻧﻢ.ﺧﻮدت ﺑﺮوﻧﺮﻓﺖﮐﻨﺎر ﺷﻮﻓﺎژی ﮐﻪ اﺻﻼ روﺷﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻧﺸﺴﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﻋﻠﻔﺰار ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﺮد ﺑﻪ ﻋﻠﻔﺰاﻫﺎی
ﻣﺮاﻏﻪ ﺧﻮدش ﻫﯿﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻧﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اوﻧﺠﺎ اﻣﺎ ﺗﻮ ﮐﻪ در ﺧﻮاب دﯾﺪه ﺑﻮد؛ ﺑﻪ
ﺧﻮاﺑﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮش در آن زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﺮد و دوﺑﺎره آه ﮐﺸﯿﺪ ﺑﻬﺨﻮدش
ﮔﻔﺖ ﺣﺘﯽ اﯾﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻫﻢ ارﺿﺎ ﻧﺸﺪم و ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺮق زد.
ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﺮدم ﺗﺎ ﻓﻬﻤﯿﺪم دارم ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽﺑﯿﻨﻢ .ﺗﻮ زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدی .ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ
ﺑﻮدﯾﻢ .رﻓﺘﯿﻢ ﺟﻨﻮب .ﺗﻮی درﯾﺎ و زﯾﺮ ﻧﻮر ﻣﻬﺘﺎب ﺷﻨﺎ ﮐﺮدﯾﻢ .از ﺻﺨﺮهﻫﺎ ﺑﺎﻻ
رﻓﺘﯿﻢ و ﺧﺮﭼﻨﮕﺎ رو دﯾﺪﯾﻢ ﮐﻪ ﭼﺴﺒﯿﺪه ﺑﻮدن ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻪی ﺻﺨﺮه و ﭘﺮﻧﺪهﻫﺎﯾﯽ در
6
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آﺳﻤﺎن دﯾﺪﯾﻢ .ﻣﻮﺟﻮدات ﻧﺎﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪی ﺑﺎﺳﺘﺎﻧﯽ .ﻣﻬﻤﻮﻧﯽ رﻓﺘﯿﻢ .دﻋﻮا ﮐﺮدﯾﻢ .ﺑﻬﻢ
زدﯾﻢ .ﻣﻦ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه رﻓﺘﻢ .از ﭘﺎﺳﺎژ ﻓﺮوزﻧﺪه ﻣﻘﺎﻟﻪﻫﺎی ﮐﻼﺳﺎم رو ﭘﺮﯾﻨﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ.
دﻓﺎع ﮐﺮدم و ﻟﯿﺴﺎﻧﺴﻢ رو ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ .دﯾﺖ رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﯾﻪ ﻣﺮد ﺧﯿﻠﯽ ﮔﻨﺪهﺗﺮ از
ﺧﻮدم ﺷﺪم و ﻋﺸﻘﻤﻮن ﻧﺎﻓﺮﺟﺎم ﻣﻮﻧﺪ .ﺧﺪاﻓﻈﯽ ﮐﺮدﯾﻢ و ﮔﻔﺖ دﯾﮕﻪ ﻧﻤﯽﺗﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﻨﻮ
ﺑﺒﯿﻨﻪ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎﯾﯽ ﯾﻪ ﻋﺎﻟﻤﻪ ﻣﻬﻤﻮﻧﯽ رﻓﺘﻢ .ﺷﯿﻮا ﯾﻪ ﻣﻬﻤﻮﻧﯽ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد رو ﭘﺸﺖ ﺑﻮم
ﯾﻪ ﺧﻮﻧﻪ ﺗﻮش ﺣﻤﺺ رو ﺑﺎ ﻣﯿﮕﻮ روی ﯾﻪ ﺳﺮی ﻧﻮن ﮔﺮد ﻓﻠﺴﻄﯿﻨﯽ ﺳﺮو
ﻣﯽﮐﺮد و ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﯽﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﺨﻮرم وﻟﯽ ﻫﻤﻪ اﺻﺮار ﮐﺮدن اﻣﺘﺤﺎن ﮐﻨﻢ و ﺑﺪﻣﺰه
ﻧﯿﺴﺖ .ﺗﻮ دوﺑﺎره ﻣﺮدی .ﺗﻮی ﯾﻪ دﺳﺘﺸﻮﯾﯽ ﺑﯿﻦ راﻫﯽ ﺟﯿﺶ ﮐﺮدم ﮐﻪ دﺳﺘﺸﻮﯾﯿﻪ
ﺧﻮﻧﻪی ﯾﻪ زن ﺑﯽﺧﺎﻧﻤﺎن ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻮ ﯾﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻨﯽ ﻓﺮوﺷﯽ ﯾﻪ ﭘﺴﺮه ﺑﺴﺘﻨﯿﺶ رو
اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ و ﻣﻦ دﯾﺪم ﻫﻤﻮن ﻣﻮزﯾﺴﯿﻨﻪس ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮی ﻣﻬﻤﻮﻧﯽای ﮐﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ رﻓﺘﯿﻢ
ﺑﺎﻫﺎش رﻓﯿﻖ ﺷﺪی .ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺣﺮف زدﯾﻢ و ﺣﺎل ﺗﻮ رو ﭘﺮﺳﯿﺪ .دﯾﺪم ﺣﻮﺻﻠﻪ ﻧﺪارم
دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺮای ﯾﻪ آدم ﺟﺪﯾﺪ ﺗﻌﺮﯾﻒ ﮐﻨﻢ ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮ دﯾﮕﻪ زﻧﺪه ﻧﯿﺴﺘﯽ .ﻓﻬﻤﯿﺪم دارم
ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽﺑﯿﻨﻢ .ﻓﻬﻤﯿﺪم اﯾﻦ ﭘﺴﺮ ﻣﻮزﯾﺴﯿﻨﻪ و اﯾﻦ ﺑﺴﺘﻨﯽ ﻓﺮوﺷﯿﻪ و اون ﺧﺮﭼﻨﮕﺎ
و ﺣﻤﺺ ﻣﯿﮕﻮ وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﯿﭽﻮﻗﺖ .و ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل دوﺑﺎره زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﺮدم از
اول .ﺗﻘﺮﯾﺒﺎ ﻫﯿﭽﯽ ﻋﻮض ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻓﻘﻂ ﻫﻤﻪﭼﯿﺰ از واﻗﻌﯿﺖ ﯾﮑﯽ دو درﺟﻪ
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ و ﻗﺸﻨﮓﺗﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪی اون ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﯾﺎدم ﻣﻮﻧﺪه و ﻧﻤﯽدوﻧﻢ ﺑﺎ اﯾﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ دﯾﺘﺎی
دروﻏﯽ ﮐﻪ از واﻗﻌﯿﺖ واﻗﻌﯽﺗﺮه ﭼﯿﮑﺎر ﮐﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤﯽدوﻧﻢ ﭼﯿﮑﺎر ﮐﻨﻢ.
دﻟﻢ ﻧﻤﯽ ﺧﻮاد ﻫﯿﭻ وﻗﺖ دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم ﺧﻮﻧﻪی ﺗﻮ ﺧﯿﺎﺑﻮن ﻟﺮزاده ،ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدم
ﻫﻤﯿﺸﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻢ.
ﯾﺎد وﻗﺘﺎﯾﯽ ﻣﯽ اﻓﺘﻢ ﮐﻪ از ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽ ﭘﺮﯾﺪم ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮدﻧﺖ ﻓﮑﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮدم؛ ﺑﻪ روز
ﻣﺮﮔﺖ ﮐﻪ ﭼﻄﻮری ﻣﺮﮔﺘﻮ ﻗﺒﻮل ﮐﻨﻢ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻪی اﯾﻨﺎ اﯾﻨﻬﺎ ﻗﺒﻞ از ﻣﺮدﻧﺖ ﺑﻮد.
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ای ﮐﻪ ﻣﺮدی اﺻﻼ ﻫﯿﭻ ﮐﺲ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﺸﺪ ﺣﺘﯽ ﺑﻐﻠﺖ ﮐﺮدﯾﻢ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﯿﻤﺖ
رو ﺗﺨﺖ ..ﻣﻦ ﻓﺮداش ﻧﯿﻮﻣﺪم ﭼﻮن دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪارم وﻗﺘﯽ ﯾﻪ ﻋﺎﻟﻤﻪ ﺧﺎک رو آدﻣﺎ
ﻣﯽ رﯾﺰن ووو ﺑﺒﯿﻨﻢ ...ﺑﺠﺎش رﻓﺘﻢ ﮔﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﯽ؛ ﯾﺴﺮی ﮔﻞ ﺧﺮﯾﺪم و ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ
روی ﺗﺨﺖ ﻣﺰارت .اﯾﻦ ﺟﺪی ﻧﻤﺎدﯾﻦ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ﮐﺎری ﺑﻮد ﮐﻪ ﺗﺎ اون ﻣﻮﻗﻊ اﻧﺠﺎم داده
ﺑﻮدم ...ﺑﺒﯿﻦ اﯾﻨﺎ ﭘﻼﻧﮕﺘﻮﻧﻦ ﺗﻮ ﺷﺐ رﻧﮕﺸﻮن ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻪ ﺳﺒﺰ ،وﻗﺘﯽ ﺑﻬﻢ
ﮔﻔﺘﯽ ﮔﺮﯾﻪ ام ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﭼﻮن ﺗﻮ در ﺧﻮاب دﯾﺪه ﺑﻮدم ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻫﻢ اﯾﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدی...
ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدی :ﺑﺒﯿﻦ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻮﺷﺎم ﺧﻮب ﻣﯽ ﺷﻨﻮه ﺣﺘﯽ اﮔﺮ ﻧﺘﻮﻧﻢ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ،ﻣﯽ
ﺗﻮﻧﻢ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺣﺮﻓﺎﺗﻮ ﺑﺸﻨﻮم ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻢ  .ﻣﻦ اﯾﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺗﻮ را ﻣﯽﺑﯿﻨﻢ.

اﻣﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺳﮑﻮت ﮐﺮدم و ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ ﭼﻮن ﺑﯿﻦ ﻣﺎ اﯾﻨﺠﻮری ﺑﻮده وﻗﺘﯽ ﻫﻤﻮ ﺑﻐﻞ ﻣﯽ
ﮐﺮدﯾﻢ ﯾﻌﻨﯽ ﻣﻦ ﺗﻮرو ﺑﻐﻞ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮدم رو ﻣﻮﺗﻮر ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮﺳﯿﻢ ﺧﻮﻧﻪ ﻟﺮزاده اﯾﻦ ﻟﺬت
ﺑﺨﺶ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ اون روزا ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺰدﯾﮏ ﺑﻮدم… ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ
ﻧﮕﺎه ﮐﺮدم.
At the beginning of the Chikhai Bardo, the Lama sets
the deceased face-to-face with the Clear Light. He tells
him that he should concentrate all his energy on
the recognition of that Light. The deceased he is
also told that during this bardo, along with the Clear
7
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Light, visions from the Sangsara will appear to him.
The Lama warns the deceased he is warned to
ignore these visions because their main purpose is
to interfere with his concentration and to attract
him away from salvation and into a Sangsaric
existence. If the soul he fails to recognize the
Primary Clear Light, the Lama sets him face-to-face a
second time, this time with the Secondary Clear Light. If
his failure to recognize the Clear Light continues for
four days after he recovers from his after-death swoon,
he enters the second, or the Chonyid Bardo, he will
burn in hell for eternity.
ﻣﻦ از ﺑﺲ ﭼﯿﺰﻫﺎی ﻣﺘﻨﺎﻗﺾ دﯾﺪه و ﺣﺮفﻫﺎی ﺟﻮر ﺑﻪ ﺟﻮر ﺷﻨﯿﺪهام و از ﺑﺲ ﮐﻪ دﯾﺪ
ﭼﺸﻢﻫﺎﯾﻢ روی ﺳﻄﺢ اﺷﯿﺎء ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﺳﺎﺑﯿﺪه ﺷﺪه – اﯾﻦ ﻗﺸﺮ ﻧﺎزک و ﺳﺨﺘﯽ ﮐﻪ روح ﭘﺸﺖ آن
 ﺑﻪ ﺣﻘﺎﯾﻖ آﺷﮑﺎر و روﺷﻦ، ﺑﻪ ﺛﻘﻞ و ﺛﺒﻮت اﺷﯿﺎ. ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﯿﭻ ﭼﯿﺰ را ﺑﺎور ﻧﻤﯽﮐﻨﻢ-ﭘﻨﻬﺎن اﺳﺖ
ﻫﻤﯿﻦ اﻵن ﻫﻢ ﺷﮏ دارم! ﻧﻤﯽداﻧﻢ اﮔﺮ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﻢ را ﺑﻪ ﻫﺎون ﺳﻨﮕﯽ ﮔﻮﺷﻪی ﺣﯿﺎﻃﻤﺎن ﺑﺰﻧﻢ و
 آﯾﺎ ﺛﺎﺑﺖ و ﻣﺤﮑﻢ ﻫﺴﺘﯽ در ﺻﻮرت ﺟﻮاب ﻣﺜﺒﺖ ﺑﺎﯾﺪ ﺣﺮف او را ﺑﺎور ﮐﻨﻢ ﯾﺎ:از او ﺑﭙﺮﺳﻢ
(49  و48  ﺻﺺ،ﻧﻪ؟ )ﻫﻤﺎن
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I shall try to press this cluster, but whether there will be the
slightest bit of truth
in it, I do not know. I do not know where I am; I do not know
whether the patch of
sky above my head, or the few spans of ground underneath
me, belongs to
Nishapur, Balkh or Benares. In any event, I do not trust
anything. (The Blind Owl)
I think it was a festival, or classes at the University of Tehran; and besides, I don’t know
whose class it was either. Azadeh Shahmiri, or Azadeh Ganjeh or Zahra Khosravi. Names of
persons must be censored. And it which took place in a basement in the Bahar 3rd alley. I
remember Arash was sitting next to me. Oh, yeah. Afterwards, we were in our family home.
There was a small, multicolored monochrome parrot that had found its way into the house
and I was trying to put throw it outside and couldn’t. Later, Cumulus (my cat) the names of
the animals must be censored, instead you can replace it with "a cat". had become a snake a
snake is the symbol of the devil and temptation and might cause false stimulation or excitement
for the readers. You can replace another reptilian such as a turtle or a gecko. And it kept
lunging at the parrot, trying to kill it. The poor, tiny parrot was scared. Kumulus the cat was
holding something resembling a baseball bat pipe with her his tail and was trying to hit the
parrot and crush it. I don’t know why I didn’t stop him. She just kept on hitting that poor
soul and its feathers would fall but it wouldn’t die, it kept on flapping its wings and flying to
another corner. Such a poor, innocent soul. I was in the Bahar 3rd house again. Accompanied
by an elderly man and woman I was at an old couple's home, I went to the downstairs
neighbor’s apartment, which was occupied by another elderly man and woman. I didn’t quite
understand what happened. One of them was a bookkeeper. One of the two elderly women
wanted to sleep with the other elderly man. Then it seemed like a bad incident occurred because
they had two kids who wanted to marry each other and the young woman and the young man
came outside arguing and crying. Then, a girl called my name from the upper story and said,
“The Community is gone,” and I knew that she was referring to that parrot. I told her that this
news made me happy. I smiled at her. But then, the parrot hit the glass door and of course, it
was now green, with a red beak. I felt bad for it so I opened the door. I put my veil on and
went outside into the courtyard. There was a mouse outside with long hair and it appeared
to be Cumulus the cat. She had a dead mouse in her mouth. I was running to get the mouse
away from him, and she ran away into the street and started running. I was afraid she would
be run over by a car. I went back into the courtyard so that he would follow me inside. She came
back but then a winged creature, maybe a bat or a predatory bird of some kind hunted her down
right in the middle of the courtyard. Censored due to the violence.
Finally, a thought crossed my mind: who saw what in the seventh vault of the seventh heaven
we do not know.
But it was what you wanted the whole time. Wasn't it? It was what you asked for. Wasn't it? You
little whore, you shameless slut, you worthless piece of shit.
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Then I heard the voices of a group of drunken watchmen who passed in the street
and played practical jokes on each other. Then, altogether, they sang in chorus: Let
us go and drink mey—
The wine of the kingdom of Rayy;
If not today, then what day?
Frightened, I pulled myself aside. Their singing echoed in a peculiar way in the air then
gradually grew distant and faint. No. They were not looking for me; they did not know…
(The Blind Owl)
Some things are hard for me to talk about. Like for example, today I went to the bathroom
entered a room and I have always had a hard `time with western-style toilets. Other people’s
remnants always get stuck under those plastic toilet seat covers and you have to clean it. Then I
saw I had scribbles on my hand … red …. I thought of Mr. Mashayekhi (not the famous one)
and the time when all of us would write together … the names of the others aren’t important but
one of them had created a character whose name was Mr. Mashayekhi was a fictional
character and I was really vibed with interested in him. He said would say: every time he’d
smoke opium, he’d have to eat sausages. Eat so many sausages that he would get nauseous … he
said he had learned this from an Armenian friend. I had created his Armenian friend, I mean it
was based on someone with whom I got into a car accident with once and when we started
writing I decided he would become Maskhayekhi’s friend. No matter how hard I washed my
hands, I couldn’t get it off … I had sung happy birthday three times now … happy birthday
to you … happy birthday to you … happy birthday to you but … the red is still on my
hands.
Anyway, that morning, as I waited for the elevator to come to the 8th floor, I opened
Costar out of habit and boredom. Censored due to blasphemy It was exactly 10:55 AM
and I was late and uncertain of where it was I was supposed to go but I knew where I
was going. There was a girl man standing next to me and she he was not paying the
slightest attention to what was happening around her him. I stared at her him for
what felt like thirty-three seconds, with my phone still open on Costar. After an
insurmountable amount of seconds, she he finally looked at me with an unconscious,
involuntary smile that made me sick. She he looked like a bowl of  ﺑﺮﻧﺞ ﺷﯿﺮthat had been
abandoned for three days and turned stale and the taste of it turned my stomach pale and
handsome. “Today at a glance: You are not your thoughts.” It was getting late, so I
pressed the button three more times until it was quite clear that the elevator would not be
coming censored due to sexual references, a secret I now shared with the  ﺑﺮﻧﺞ ﺷﯿﺮgirl
alone while so we stood, waiting. It was at this moment that my thoughts suddenly
froze.
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During the night when I wallowed at the edge of the two worlds, moments before I sank into a
deep and empty sleep, I dreamed. In the twinkling of an eye, I was living a life different from
my own; I breathed in a different atmosphere, distant from myself, as though I intended to
escape from myself and change my destiny. When I closed my eyes, my real world, whose
imaginary pictures had a life of their own, returned to me. These pictures appeared and
disappeared at random, as though my will did not influence them. But I cannot be too sure
about that either; the scenes that materialized before me were not normal dreams, because I
was not asleep yet. In silence and with composure, I could separate these pictures from each
other and make comparisons among them. As a result, it was becoming apparent that until
then I had not known myself, and that the world did not have the force and the meaning that I
thought it did; such force and power was now over-ruled by the darkness of the night. If only I
had been taught to look at the night and enjoy and love it! (The Blind Owl)
March 16, 2020 September 27th, 2005
I’m really suffering under all this emotional pressure. It’s really terrifying and difficult. I have
never experienced anything like this. I can’t begin to explain how heavy it is. My throat hurts. I
can’t even tell whether the lump in my throat is from anxiety or from holding in my tears it's
seasonal allergy or just a sore throat from the flu. I had a lucid dream today. I mean, I went
to bed after aunt Mina left. I dreamt I was passing through the hallway. Then I made a story of
this passing on Instagram. Arash replied saying, “You don’t even have any books.” A hallway
full of books. I got really mad and wanted to say, “Sorry, not all of us are scientists like you.” I
was about to take a picture of the bookshelf. Then my screen showed an evening scenery. A
wide-open space in the middle of the night. I hit ‘switch camera’ and I saw that it wasn’t my face.
I also saw my mom on the screen standing next to me. There were two people sitting on two
separate sofas. My dream space was really dark. Censored due to denigration, I suddenly
realized I was dreaming. I thought, fuck yeah I can change everything in my favor. Everything
was glitching like the Matrix, jumping around as though there was a software bug. I went in
front of the mirror to change my appearance see myself. My face kept changing. It wouldn’t
stay still for even a second. I thought, okay it should be my own face then. But then it was as
though I couldn’t re-create my own face. I was startled out of sleep. I kept going in and out of
consciousness and every time I went to sleep, I would practice changing my dreams. Even in
sleep, I could still hear the sounds coming in from the highway outside our house. I woke up
with a smile on my face.
The scenes were constantly changing during the last time. It was similar to a DMT hallucination.
Censored due to drugs advertising. I found myself in a place which seemed to me like a black
hole and there was a small, dark lake in front of me. I was next to a lake with a breathtaking
view. I bent my head so that I could see my reflection. The hairs on the back of my neck stood
up. Straight up. I suddenly saw a cluster of Coronaviruses situated amidst the parallel dimensions
of a galaxy. With green and blue colors. Then a gigantic eye appeared and streams of writings
appeared in its pupil. There were some numbers which were the number of Corona deaths and
they were hastily rising upwards. I thought no, no, I don’t want them to go up and the wave that
had risen, dramatically fell just the same. Censored due to denigration. I smiled to myself.
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I wanted more than anything to close my eyes and dive into a deep nothingness enjoy
the sunlight. I could hear the The elevator moved up and down, skipping the 8th floor
each time. I rocked back and forth on the tip of my toes with half closed opened my
eyes. I wanted to disappear into felt the moving light that came through its doors. was
all around me. The community is gone, someone screamed. When I came to, I was
slouched over on a beaten up Eames chair. The room was small and familiar and I was
certain I had never been there before. loved everything about it.
It’s strange that I can’t touch your head anymore. I can’t get a grip of your thick black hair and
pull it back so hard that your skull cracks open. I can’t see your pink brain that has your neurons
flashing in it. I can’t take my fingers that are perfect for surgery and dig into them and cut off a
few circuits and connect a few others and make it so that I become everything you wanted me to
be. So that I may on your lap and kiss your lips. So that I may feel the contrast of my steely cold
skin against the heat of yours. No kiss can disturb your dreaming and no fire can warm the
coldness of your body. Your brain has become food for ants and worms. I dig into your skin and
whisper in your ears: do you remember when I was afraid you’d be alone? Remember when I
thought you couldn’t last in this world without me? You were the person who needed me and I
would get goosebumps from the exhilaration of knowing this. You planted something in me that
was massive and frightening, and even though it doesn't want anything to do with me, it tears
apart the heart and soul of anyone that comes close to me and it sucks them dry of their blood so
that it can grow and become even more massive and frightening. It doesn’t fit under my skin
anymore. I know that under all the cockroaches and insects that are chewing on your lips you’re
smirking at it. But you are dead and I have possessed all of you. Your body and your memories
and your darkness and your sadness. Things that I will keep forever and never give back to you.
She came to my room, and she surrendered her cold body and her shadow to me, in order to
prevent others from seeing her; in order not to become defiled by the looks of any strangers.
Finally, a thought crossed my mind: it was to chop her body up and put it in a suitcase—my old
suitcase—then carry the suitcase to a distant place, far away from people's eyes, and bury it
there. This time I no longer hesitated. I fetched a bone-handled knife that I kept in the closet
and, very carefully, tore the thin black dress that, like a spider's web, had imprisoned her
within itself; or should I say, I tore the only thing that covered her body. It seemed to me that
she had grown taller. Then I severed her head. Drops of cold, coagulated blood poured out of
her throat. I cut off her arms and legs and arranged her whole body, torso and limbs, in the
suitcase. Then I covered her body with her black dress. Finally, I locked the suitcase and put
the key in my pocket. (The Blind Owl)
She he was walking down the street when she got dizzy and her eyes blacked out. She went to sit
down in a corner somewhere because she didn’t want to look pathetic, in fact, she never wanted
to look this way even if no one loved her when suddenly he felt the urge to sit down. ... you
know it’s stupid but pretend you’re in a meadow; her doctor had told her this the last time … but
in fact, she already did this ….when she came out of the office she thought, why should she give
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her extra money to these doctors … “ah,” “ah,” “ah,” … she repeated “ah” three times so that she
could be satisfied but she was never satisfied … never … only sometimes when she would
dream, she would get close to that feeling that she was searching for but she had never
experienced it in real life. The lullaby of the green grass tickled his ears. He whispered gently
to himself: "what a beautiful day!"
-Can you come smoke a cigarette with me outside?
-No. sure.
-I beg you. Thank you so much.
-Go yourself.
-She didn’t go.
She he sat down near a heater that wasn’t on and she thought about a the meadow, about
meadows which she had never visited but he had seen in a dreams, she he thought of a dream
in which she he had lived and she sighed “ah” one more time and she told herself that she was
not satisfied, not this time. his eyes started shining.
I had already lived for a few years until I realized I was dreaming. You were alive. We were
together. We went to The South. We swam in the sea, under the moonlight. We climbed rocks
and we saw crabs that were stuck to the side of the rocks. birds in the sky. Ancient, unknown
creatures. We went to a party. We fought. We broke up. I went to University. I printed the
articles for my class at Foroozandeh Shopping Centre. I defended my thesis and got my degree. I
went on dates. I fell in love with a man older than myself and our love was unrequited. We said
goodbye and he said he could not see me anymore. I was single and went to many parties. Shiva
had a party on the rooftop of a house and served hummus with shrimps on some round
Palestinian bread and I didn’t want to eat any but everyone insisted that I try some and that it
wasn’t bad. You died again. I peed in the bathroom at a road stop which was in the house of a
homeless woman. At an ice cream shop, a guy dropped his ice cream and I saw that it was that
same musician that you had met at that party we had gone to together. We spoke and he asked me
about you. I didn’t have the patience to explain to another person that you weren’t alive. I
realized I was dreaming. I realized that this musician boy and this ice cream shop and those
crabs and the hummus and shrimp never existed. and I lived for a few more years was re-living
the past few years., from the beginning. Practically nothing had changed, but everything was
better, just a notch, and more beautiful. I remember all of those years and I don’t know what to
do with all this false data which feels more real than reality. I don’t know what to do.
I always tell myself, I don’t ever want to go back to your house on Lorzadeh street. I remember
when I would jump awake from sleep and I would think of your death, ; of the day you’d die
and how I would ever accept your death, but this was all before you died. The moment when
you died, no one even noticed and we held you and put you on the bed. I didn’t come the next
day because I don’t like watching them put a bunch of dirt on people … Instead I went to the
florist and bought some flowers and put them on the your death bed and up to then, this was
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the most symbolic thing I had ever done … Look these are planktons and they show their color as
green. When you told me this I started to cry because in my dream I saw that you were here
too…
You said: look, my ears can hear really well, and even if I can’t talk I can hear everything that
you say, even if I don’t understand. I'm right here. I see you.
But I was silent and I didn’t tell you how it was between us, that when we held each other, I
mean when I hugged you on the motorcycle until we arrived at the Lorzadeh house, that it was
the most enjoyable part of those days because I was close to you … I just glanced at you.
At the beginning of the Chikhai Bardo, the Lama sets the deceased face-to-face with the
Clear Light. He tells him that he should concentrate all his energy on the recognition
of that Light. The deceased he is also told that during this bardo, along with the Clear
Light, visions from the Sangsara will appear to him. The Lama warns the deceased he
is warned to ignore these visions because their main purpose is to interfere with his
concentration and to attract him away from salvation and into a Sangsaric existence.
If the soul he fails to recognize the Primary Clear Light, the Lama sets him
face-to-face a second time, this time with the Secondary Clear Light. If his failure to
recognize the Clear Light continues for four days after he recovers from his after-death
swoon, he enters the second, or the Chonyid Bardo, he will burn in hell for eternity.
In the past, I have seen so many contradictory things and have heard so many inconsistent
speeches; the sight of my eye—this thin yet hard substance behind which the soul abides—has
rubbed itself over so many surfaces that now I do not believe anything. I doubt the weight and
permanence of objects, even the visible and manifest facts that belong to this very moment. For
example, if I were to touch the stone mortar in the corner of our yard and ask it, "Are you
stationary and firm?" If it were to respond in the affirmative, I am not sure whether I should
believe it. (The Blind Owl)
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