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Each night, says Molavi, the prisoner forgets his prison. Each night, he says, the tyrant forgets his power. Each night, when it seems the night will never end, when night appears to be the natural and unvarying condition of the universe, there is a breath of wind.


Invisible, the wind shows itself in a rattle of branches; and then, an instant later, in a coolness on my wrists and ankles, and where my daughter’s cheek slithers on my chest. For that instant, I smell greenery and roses and water and methane and the scent of my daughter’s hair to which I cannot give a name, except that it is the quintessence of sweetness, brought with her from wherever it is she came.


That breath of wind, which will not recur until this time tomorrow, is the only evidence of movement in my world: the sign that this house and garden, though I believe them to be stagnant and timeless, are subject to change. The wind, which originates out in the darkness, out beyond the town, in saltflats I have not seen, and passes through the town, blowing up sand at street-corners or flapping the tattered banners on the shrines of saints, exists both to make me happy and to remind me of the insufficiency of happiness.


The wind passes. My daughter, whose name is Layly, stirs against my chest as if she might recall the breath across her cheek and legs, as in a repetitive game, but it is gone: blown out through the curtained archway to the room where my wife lies sleeping. I sense, as I sense always at this time, that as the gust enters the mosquito net, passes over her as she sleeps, across her cheek that is creased by the rucked sheet or stuck with a strand of damp black hair, or where the sheet has fallen away, and her skirt ridden up to her breast, for precisely this reason, that she might feel the wind over her sore belly; and as I hear her stir, open her legs so that the wind might cool the inside of her legs and dry the sweat that shivers in tiny droplets on the silken hair above them, I believe that a change is being worked in her. I believe that the pain of childbirth is receding from her, and in her sleep, which is not sleep as the world knows it, for it has no depth or freshness, she feels the impression of her husband. She stirs, turns, mumbles something from a dream. Her water cup tinkles. Something slides to the floor. I shiver. I kiss the child’s soft head and whisper: Settle down, my darling, and then I’ll put you in your crib, for your mother and I have something to discuss.


The child kicks out her feet, arches her soft back, sobs. My wife, whose physiology derives from Galen, says that Layly’s stomach is cold. I believe that the baby’s distress is caused by air that she has swallowed with her milk but yet may be dislodged by movement. I turn and continue my pacing across the floor, which is made of blocks of dead coral, smooth and warm with use and damp from my footprints.


For a year now, we have lived by window light. There is no moon tonight, only the flicker of a gas flare far out in the sea, and the premonition of dawn. By this light, and familiarity, I establish the room. Ahead of me is a framed print of the Shah in the character and uniform of Chief Scout of the Iranian Empire; and beside it, pendant to it, as it were, is a photograph of Stalin, hemmed in by country women wearing kerchiefs and carrying hay-rakes. Turning about, smartly, like a soldier, I confirm on my right a row of arches, closed by jalousies through which I can smell the sea; and in front of each pillar, a filing-cabinet, its drawers awry, spilling their contents. On my left is another arcade, and beyond it a terrace and a coral balustrade, a canopy of palm trees, a crazy wind-tower and a surging sun the colour of copper. Dazzled, and yet more sorrowful than dazzled, for the night is over and our ordeal begun, I look along my copper footprints, to the door of my wife’s room and beside it a table, covered in an old rug, and on top a coloured photograph in a frame that flashes back the yellow sun.


It is a portrait of a relation of my wife’s, whose name she doesn’t know, only his honorific: Amin ul Mulk, the Trustee of the Kingdom. What I know of him comes from a book he wrote or dictated called Safarnameh, or The Travel Diary, which was in the house when we came here, along with a Russian translation. I remember now that I look at this picture always at this time, so as to take strength to face the day.


In the spring of 1851, at about nineteen years of age, Amin travelled to Europe by way of Anzeli, Baku, Tiflis and Moscow. At St Petersburg, he stood for hours before the fountains of the Peterhof. He observed manoeuvres at Potsdam. Sailing on an English warship from Kiel, he noted how the Captain led the sailors mustered on the fore-deck for their Sunday prayers. At Windsor Castle, he was troubled by the décolletage. For three weeks, each morning and afternoon he spent in the Hall of the Machines at Crystal Palace, where he was sketched by both Punch and Vanity Fair. He visited the ordnance yards at Woolwich, attended a review at Aldershot, danced a mazurka at Londonderry House. As a guest of Professor Paget at Holland Park, he received a succession of ex-Army men, seeking exclusive concessions in forests, mines, telegraphs, the cultivation of cotton, tobacco and opium, river navigation and railways, which gentlemen he answered diplomatically. In Paris, on 15 March 1853, he was photographed in Nadar’s studio in the Rue St-Georges. At the Brenner, his carriage overturned, but he sustained no injury. He stayed a year at Istanbul, then took service with the Tsar and at Sebastopol, on the Malakoff, on Christmas Day, 1855, he was blown to pieces by a British mortar.


In the photograph, Amin is seated on an ornate armchair in an embroidered robe-of-honour and the black turban of a descendant of the Prophet. He looks at the camera without surprise or curiosity, though I’m sure he’d never seen a camera or a photographer before. His left arm rests on a table draped in the kind of flat-woven rug called here a gelim; and though the photograph has been coloured by hand, it is certainly the same rug on which my wife has now placed the photograph. That congruence or echo, between the room that I am pacing with my daughter and the studio in the Rue St-Georges in Paris, never fails to unsettle me. Sometimes I don’t know where I am or when or who.


With his left index finger Amin points at another silver frame, or rather this frame at an earlier period of its existence, which contains a piece of gibberish. At the end of each traverse of the room, I am drawn into that silver frame within a frame, am cast back and forth between them and between the centuries, in an infinite and darkling enfilade as when two mirrors are placed to face each other. In my vertigo, the writing is forever trembling on the lip of sense. I feel it struggle to take form as Arabic or Persian or old Turkish, and fly at me; and yet there is something hopeless about the writing, left-handed, disconsolate, dead, forgotten. When I ask my wife, she says: How can I know, being a poor ignorant woman?


Twelve paces up. Twelve paces back. I think that if I could read what Amin had written, it would help me, and help him, wherever he is. You see I think it is his message to posterity, which is my wife, and my daughter, and, because I have no other family, myself. I think if I could understand it, forget myself a moment and plunge into it, as into a mirror; of course you third-class English, it has been printed in reverse, you need a mirror, a mirror, a mirror.


My wife is beautiful, or so it seems to me, but she possesses no mirror. It is not that she isn’t vain, for she is. She is absolutely certain of her beauty, intelligence, virtue, courage, piety, nobility of purpose and general superiority. I suppose she doesn’t need a mirror. She possesses a knife, which she keeps clean, but she wears it on a string across her bosom and takes it off when I ask her. I possess a revolver, which I also keep clean and always with me, and, raising my Layly high up on my left shoulder, and taking out the gun and blowing on the barrel and rubbing it on her shift, I read off Amin’s message to posterity.


It is not Arabic, but Persian, which is written in Arabic letters.


Daftar: ledger, notebook, exercise-book, desk, office.


Adamiyatra: humanity, can’t be anything else, like Adam and Eve.


Khali: empty, void.


Didam: I saw.


I turn and my wife is standing in the doorway. It always shocks me that she looks as she does and that she married me. Her dress and shawl are open on her breast and knife-belt and belly, her hair to her waist, her eyes slitted with short-sightedness and sleep. She smells of sugar and milk. The warmth of her body beats at me in gusts.


She says: ‘I have seen the ledger of humanity and it is blank.’


It is strange for her to speak in English. Indeed, she refuses to speak either English or French and if, at a loss for a word, I use those languages, she looks at me without comprehension. I do not know why she has broken her rule or what caused Amin to lose his optimism. I feel if he could see her and our daughter, even if only for a moment of a moment, we would restore it to him, wherever he is.


She reaches out for the child and her breast trembles. She shakes down the right shoulder of her dress. The baby stirs and whimpers. I am winded by jealousy. I open my mouth to whisper something, about how much I also want her, that I too am hungry for her and have waited for her so long, and would wait some more, as long as necessary or proper, but not for ever, but I cannot make a sound and she is smiling at the baby at her breast.


As a child myself, I dreamed often of prison. Each time, at the instant that I felt I could not tolerate my existence, that it would be better to be dead than continue in that prison, my dream would lose its shape, become ragged or dissolve and reform as my familiar bedroom furniture; though traces of the dream remained, staining my desk or chair or in a pool in the corner by the wash-basin, acrid or caustic, even as the morning light re-established the room.


It is that sensation I have now, but in reverse, as in a mirror. My wife begins to lose her shape. She looks up from the baby’s face and smiles at me, as if to say, as she once said: It’s you I like in her, also, but she is retreating from me, perforated by a light that is not the light of the dream, but is none the less familiar. I reach out for them, but I have no reach for I too am retreating. Familiar sensations break in on me: grit against my cheek and bitter cold and the sound of doors banging, one by one by one. I believe I can save something of the dream, her scent or touch or at least that unmistakable sensation of herness, or the face of my little daughter, just as she looked at three months of age, but those, too, are going, going; and each crashing door shakes and shatters them, splinters them in the electric light, and, in a bang, in a burst of despair, I stand bolt upright, feet together, arms outstretched, head bowed, blindfold on.
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In the spring of 1974, the year the price of oil went up and the British stayed at home four days a week for want of electricity, I went abroad for the first time. I waited for two hours at a drenched roundabout above the south-bound M1, and then travelled by car and truck by way of London, Dover, Ostend, Cologne, Munich, Klagenfurt, Belgrade, Salonika and Istanbul.


In a café called The Pudding Shop in Sultanahmet Square, I sat down across from a German boy in a Moroccan waistcoat. He was driving one of nine second-hand Mercedes diesels from Munich for a dealer in Tabriz. I joined the convoy, taking the driving with him in turns, although I had no licence. Tabriz was brilliant with electric light. After the darkness of the autobahns, there was something prodigal about the light, sweets, roasting kebabs, portraits of the Shah in splendour, wolf-whistles and long-winded jokes. I took a bus to Qazvin, where I drank a bottle of vodka with a traffic policeman and slept under a quilt with his sons. In Tehran, I cut off my hair, borrowed someone’s degree certificate and, by pasting my name over his at a pavement photocopier on Ferdowsi Avenue, was taken on at a new school teaching English to Air Force cadets. That effortless achievement of my goals in existence – a university degree and a paying job – exasperated me.


I lived on the roof of a downtown hotel, where steel bedsteads were arranged in six straight rows, and overlanding junkies fixed each other up from plastic jugs of city water in the bathhouse. They stole my camera and binoculars and Miss Spenser’s Persian Grammar. It was Ramadan, and my seventy pupils slept, or dug out their ears, or glared like wolves at the wrapped sandwiches they’d brought with them to eat at sundown. My second payday, the school’s owner, a major, threw an onyx ashtray and pen-set at an Indian who’d shown me how to teach. I thought that for whatever reason I had come to Iran, it wasn’t to support its military; and I had heard that Isfahan was beautiful.


I found a new job in half an hour.


‘I have given you my best class, Mr John. The University of Bedford, indeed!’


This was Mr Jamalzadeh, a middle-aged man with the air and shape of an elderly village woman. He drank water without cease. His school, the Zabankhaneh or House of Language, was directly across the street from the Youth Hostel in Chahar Bagh. I was now entangled in my lie.


‘Thank you, Headmaster. I shall try to be worthy of you.’ The sunlight across the peeling windowsill behind him delighted me.


Mr Jamalzadeh took on an air of intense severity. ‘You must be strong as a lion and cold as a molla’s arsehole!’ He spoke with the slow, clear vowels of a newsreader or poet. ‘They will slay you, my dear. Your predecessors went out feet first.’


‘I can handle them, sir.’


‘That, alas, you cannot do, John, or I shall dismiss you.’ He sparkled at his sally.


At break, I was led by a servant to the sunny staff-room. It fell silent as I entered. I did not want to disappoint my colleagues.


‘I cannot teach them, Mr Jamalzadeh. They are too beautiful.’


The room shimmered in delight. Mr Jamalzadeh was beside himself with water and laughter: ‘Ladies and gentlemen!’ He waved his arms for quiet, but could not himself keep quiet:








‘Je meurs de seuf auprès de la fontaine


Chaud comme fer, et tremble dent à dent.











‘Villon, ladies and gentlemen.’ And he plunged his dipper into the water jar.


‘You must marry, my dear,’ said Mrs Mohrabba. She took the infants in Persian.


‘How can I, madame, if you are married already?’


‘Oh, for shame,’ she said, and giggled.


‘Take a goddam sigheh, man.’ Mr Parvin had studied in San Diego.


‘What’s a sigheh?’


‘A concubine …’


‘… a chick …’


‘… for love only, not for marriage …’


‘But not from the class, dear John, or I shall release you.’


‘Pauvre jeune homme …’


‘Aren’t there any boys?’


The room disintegrated. I blushed.


‘Enough!’ shouted the headmaster, waving his arms. ‘We have embarrassed our dear friend.’ The klaxon rattled, and he led the way out and, as he passed me, I heard him mutter ‘… et tremble dent à dent’.


The hilarity disgusted me. I thought the manners of the place were the natural consequence of oppression, of the seclusion of women and an autocratic regime, of all of which I advertised my disapproval. I hated the French tourists forever debarking from air-conditioned buses outside the Shah Abbas Hotel and the American officers picking fights at the Irantour on Thursday nights or sobbing for Indochina. I hated the Pahlavi crown picked out in fairy lights on the mountain to the south of the town. Boulevards had been smashed through the bazar, indifferent to rooms exposed in nude plasterwork and tinted glass, and I would collect fragments of a frieze under the eye of a cashmere-coated developer. In the vaulted alleys, the shopkeepers sat motionless within a musty mental quadrilateral of fabrics, money, iron weights and measures, and conjugal duty. Somewhere in there was God or rather God became manifest at those four corners; and it infuriated me that those men, cross-legged by their bolts of garish cloth or trays of banknotes, were unshakeably certain that they’d found the secret of existence.


I did not know what could bring the city to life for me, disrupt it, give it meaning and motion. Perhaps if I read more, learned more, spoke to more people, learned the slang of the city and four ways of writing it, I would pierce those veils of tourism and industry and military power to an Isfahan of my own. I suppose I knew that I had exchanged the solitude of home for the solitude of Isfahan; but the deduction, that solitude was a condition for life, was not something a boy of eighteen will easily accept. I was glad to be abroad, far from my generation in Britain with their girlfriends and record collections, where my personality and actions might take shape without witnesses; for I thought myself to be special.


I had never had much company and had learned certain disciplines of the single life. Mr Jamalzadeh had found me a room – at a hundred tomans a month – with a Jewish widow in Julfa, Mrs Mohandes; and in that tiny room, at the end of a cul-de-sac called the Bombast-e Parviz, with a small window looking into her quince tree, I broke up my day and arranged the pieces as sparsely as my possessions. In the afternoons after teaching, I visited the monuments, studied their architecture, drew them, and discoursed with the theological students in a dialogue of the deaf, as if I were an Elizabethan merchant at the court of Shah Abbas; took lessons in calligraphy and the classical drum; visited carpet and junk shops in the bazar. Mrs Mohandes disapproved of my way of life, since I had no family with me and associated with antiques dealers, notorious smokers of opium. I saw that she did not like me, and I was not used to making a bad impression except by intention.


I had to be careful with my money. With just five classes a week, I earned eighty tomans, of which fifty went on my rent and my own lessons. I had also three American Express travellers’ cheques of £5 each which I had hidden under the gelim in my room, for I would need them for the ferry back across the English Channel, which had been £5.90, but would be more with the inflation. That left five tomans a day with which to feed myself. Breakfast I made in the kitchen in front of Mrs Mohandes’ terrorised maid. My five tomans stretched to a picnic dinner in my room, and a glass of tamarind juice and a flap of bread after class from a stall that I liked outside the Hasht Behesht. I was thus always hungry, and eager to accept any hospitality; and in that I was fortunate in my town, because one cannot buy even shaving-soap in Isfahan without being offered tea and saffron icecream and salted melon-seeds wrapped in a cone of newspaper.


Worse for me was a sort of hunger of possession. Every moment of the day, I saw objects that I longed to own and whose ownership I thought would somehow transform my personality, yet cost the equivalent of £25 or even £100. What those pieces of glass or china or brocade had in common, I think, was not so much beauty and rarity as orientation. They were the relics of the commerce of a differently oriented world. In my mind, I made a map and marked it with cities, now unfrequented, centuries past their prime, their harbours silted, their khans quarried for building stone – Prague, Moscow, Baku, Bokhara, Kashgar, Bushehr, Muscat, Zanzibar, Isfahan – that I could inhabit in invisibility.


Fridays, when the monuments, shops and cinemas were closed, exhausted my ingenuity. I would stand on the rickety old bridges that marched across the river, hungry and light as air, repeating over and over, out loud, some lines of Forough Farrokhzad I’d been reading:








Oh how my life flowed, so calm and proud,


A foreign stream through the heart of those Fridays!











That the poet was a woman, bad and beautiful and dead in a motor accident in Tehran, who I’m sure never giggled and drew in her chador when spoken to, reassured me: if there had been one such person here in my lifetime, there must be another. Already by April, the river was turning to marsh. I would walk up the shore, turned away from the Pepsi cans, cold picnic fires, twists of newspaper, dried sheep’s gore, fruit-skins and shit, or follow the paths that ran off between small melon fields or mud walls, where pomegranate trees were in flower and little boys would break from their games and run, puffing, after me to practise their Good-Mornings, while I affected some ulterior purpose. In one such village, there were three walnut trees and, beneath them, the tomb of a saint, shut in by green railings and bleached banners. I asked who he was, but nobody could remember and, though a name was at last mentioned, it was to please me; and I thought I would be glad to sleep through eternity under those immense trees and a succession of fanciful names.


Even on Fridays, I was not bored or lonely, because I did not believe in such sensations; and because I did not always feel alone. At times, say, picking up a letter from my old French teacher at the Poste Restante, and sitting down with it fluttering in the breeze on the bench beside the broken fountain, I was aware of my visibility: that somebody, not the gardener clipping the box or the postmaster at his transom, was watching me with interest. That was not a religious sensation, for I never thought about God; and the person watching me, for whom I made my gestures larger and more complete, was a person, a woman to be precise; yet was not my mother, or rather collected in her interest in me all the animation and wisdom that a boy ascribes to his mother, even when he never knew her. At times, say, walking beneath the oriental plane trees of the Hasht Behesht, if I saw a girl carrying a violin, threading the planes, absorbed in herself as completely as in her polka dot chador, then my existence became intolerable to me; and I didn’t think I’d be able to endure it, even in this faraway town.


At times such as those, I would open the letter or turn for the river and, as it were, withdraw from a position too advanced to be defended, abandon the present and seek a sort of historic future. I sensed that I was a tough guy and that the sights and sounds and tastes and smells of Isfahan, that now meant nothing to me, would years from now convey the most intense sensations; and that I would taste happiness in the form of regret. I thought that certain formalities of the place, perhaps just a strip of three wall tiles surrounded by unfired bricks, or the blue of the sky and the domes, and a certain wintriness beneath the hottest afternoon, would return to me in the future and give me my fill of sadness and pleasure. Isfahan then had for me the character not of experience but of adventure: that is, it would gain its meaning for me only in its telling, back home, in my house, when I had one, before an audience of imaginary Britishers. One day, for sure, I’d say, Ah that, that is a minute repeater, made in Berlin for the oriental market in the 1890s, don’t open the case if you’re easily shocked. I got it in Isfahan, when I was a student in the ’70s, from a fellow who had a shop in the upper arcade of the Meidan-e Shah, died of drink, poor man, name of Mo’in …


For such an existence within parentheses, Mr Mo’in would do. I called at his shop one day after class, intrigued by some Russian china in the dusty window; and I left in time for class the next morning. The place troubled me. Under its high vault, it was as dirty and chaotic as its master, who was sleeping on a pile of carpets in a drift of saffron filaments and rice, unshaven, drunk as a prince. I longed to organise them both, to separate the obviously good from the obviously bad, as once, shifting through a pile of chromate gelims for a couple from Ulm, I came on a baby’s quilt spilling batting from its rotten chintz, whose blues and reds had probably faded before the 1750s; or amid the dirty objects on the shelves in the thick darkness, the brass jugs, bad Chinese porcelain of the type called famille rose, chipped pencases and mirrors of painted papier-mâché, an ante-bellum Smith & Wesson revolver with two brass bullets nestling in a box of cotton wool. For I saw those objects had to stand for the values I’d abandoned for lost, such as the experience of a great event, a war or revolution or a candid audience with the Shah, or the memory of the sight of a girl shaking off her veil. It occurred to me once that Mo’in might be right; that good and bad matter only to the solitary; and the Germans were more content with their rug that I stitched up for them in sailcloth and took to the Post than I was with the quilt, bought for a joke that made Mo’in laugh and a kebab dinner from the cook-shop. The gun I simply hid in a dish, for I didn’t want it sold.


Mo’in found me comical. He used to talk about me under my nose, for he could not comprehend that a foreigner, pale as a girl, might understand his language or indeed know anything about anything. When one of his ‘brokers’, as he called the numberless little creeps who brought things to him, staggered in under a cast-iron chandelier and I said it was rubbish, I overheard my word – ‘ashghal’ in Persian – repeated for days in wonder and delight; or when I mended the selvedge of a rug in chain stitch, he laid the piece out on the balcony to gabble over with his friends. He trusted me with the key to the shop, but only because, left to himself, he would forget to lock up. I saw he liked me not for my white face and the reassurance it gave to European tourists, but for my novelty. I liked him, I suppose, because he always had vodka, and dishes of pistachio nuts from Kerman, and lunch cooked by his wife and sent in covered dishes by taxi (though he unkindly called her the Minister of War); because he did not proposition me; because we went on buying jaunts to Kurdistan and Abadeh; because he was so disreputable; because of his chequerboard teeth; and because I did not like to go back to Julfa and Mrs Mohandes during the day. I detected in his drunkenness and utter contempt for town opinion, in his anarchy and scorching blasphemies, the degraded remnants of an old, old cast of thought and conduct. Mo’in was a Khayyam, minus the gift and the jug of wine multiplied into a dozen of vodka; or rather – and this was a thought I could not have had in England – Khayyam himself was simply a mental habit and all the quatrains that ran above his name, and had been translated in Europe as the work of a single lonely genius, had in reality been dreamed up over the centuries by just such men as Mo’in and palmed off on Khayyam, for only thus might they be heard and repeated. While Mo’in snored away his lunch, I worked at my Persian on a tottering throne of carpets or tiptoed barefoot between the soft canyons, effeminate, luxurious and insecure.


One afternoon, 12 April, 1974, 23 Farvardin, 1353, I fell asleep and woke to a shop full of angels. Their voices had the character of light in the dingy shop. I staggered up and saw, leaning against the high doorpost that separated the two rooms, a girl in a black prayer chador. I thought: She thinks she’s too tall, but she’s not. Behind her, the bright voices of girls wheeled and swooped like the pigeons in the courtyard of the Shah’s Mosque, but the person in the door was still. She had pulled her chador up across her face and where the hem had risen up I saw the edge of a light blue skirt, the uniform of the girls’ secondary schools in Isfahan, and white ankle socks. Her eyes when I looked at them were black, so black they seemed to drain the room of all its light: their blackness was not an absence of light, but was itself a light, of a kind I had not up to that moment experienced or known to exist, beneath which the objects of the solar world took on a melancholy futility.


In the main shop, about twenty girls were seated in a circle on the carpet. Mo’in, in a flurry of elbows, thumbs and legs, was rolling out the tobacco from a cigarette into his right palm. My heart stopped; but there was her black chador, kneeling a little back from the circle, rigid with deportment. She’s not popular, she’s stiff or difficult, poor, or maybe rich, too clever or too dim, not pretty or too pretty, Bahai even, or Christian, and so very tall.


‘Welcome, mamzils! My name is John and I’m from England. I am a teacher of English at the—’


‘Zabankhaneh, we know.’


I inserted myself down by Black Eyes. I felt her gather up her hems and shift away a little. In that movement, in the friction of the carpet and the cotton of her skirt and chador, I felt her awareness not merely of her clothes but of her skin, as if she’d woken that morning under the weight of a bust and hips. She was drawn tight as a strung bow. I looked away into the ring and a girl, with glasses, bare-faced, was speaking to me.


‘This is our club, sir …’ She pronounced the word as ‘kloob’.


‘Not sir, John. John Pitt. I live at the Bombast-e Parviz in Julfa, with Mrs Mohandes …’


‘… Mr John.’


Mr Mo’in, stiff and frantic as some wind-up toy, was lighting his altered cigarette. I thought: Nothing for you, my boy, they’ll tell your students, and you’ll never hear the end of it.


‘What sort of “kloob”, mamzil?’


‘Oh, we are young and we have nothing and we want everything. We want to speak English and be friends, and smoke cigarettes and listen to music …’


‘Black Sabbath!’


‘Tom Jones!’


Mr Mo’in knelt down, took a deep pull on the cigarette, and kissed the bare-faced girl on the mouth, blowing the smoke into her lungs. I was shocked to the core of my nature. The girl took the cigarette, took a breath, and kissed her neighbour on the lips. I thought: Persian girls aren’t like this, they’re grave and timid and prone to put on weight. Mo’in was scampering round the ring, excavating kisses. The bare-faced girl now had a look of rapture, head in her hands, as well she might from what I knew of Mr Mo’in’s hashish. I thought: If you touch the person beside me, I swear by God I’ll kill you, Mo’in. I could feel her trembling on the rug.


‘And what do you want, mamzil?’ I glanced at her rigid black figure.


‘I need to be free, sir.’


Something in her look or posture immobilised Mo’in. She took the cigarette in her thumb and fingers, gloved by her chador, and passed it to me, tapping me with the butt on the wrist. Then she turned, and I felt cotton on my mouth, and through it her lips, and the radiating heat of her cheeks, and the damp of her eyes, and a scent like the scent of the rosebeds of the Public Garden after a rain shower. I took a deep breath from the cigarette. Waves of shock and misery and enmity and anger came rolling at me, passed and broke on Black Eyes, immobile as a rock. They passed on, as all things pass, as even the passing passes in the abolition of time, as said Our Master Jalaluddin Molavi in Book the Second of his Discourses, what I read at home in England, England.


When I looked up, my neighbour and all the girls were gone, Mr Mo’in was asleep and I was late for calligraphy. I ran the length of the warm Meidan to the gate to the bazar; men sprang from the stone benches and made gestures of astonishment; and the domes and palaces danced in my eyes and a voice sang in my ears some lines of Khosrow and Shirin:








How often the Beloved stands, dishevelled, at your door,


And you are bleary-eyed and dead with sleep!











‘You will never be a calligrapher, sir.’


I spun round. Before the arch into the brass bazar, ringing with hammers and gas jets, was a man in a bad suit and tie and a felt cap of the kind the Bakhtiari men wear. His long hair and limp moustache were turning white, before their time, as if scorched by the jets. His suit flapped about him. He did not seem to be Iranian, and yet was too poor and sad and badly dressed for a European; or maybe he was a Pole or Bulgarian, or someone like that, working at the new steel mill.


‘I believe, sir, that hard work will sometimes mend the deficiency of skill.’ I breasted my pen and slate.


‘But no, alas, it doesn’t. Or I, too, would have succeeded.’


Any comparison between us was ludicrous.


He said: ‘May I have the pleasure of accompanying you on your walk?’


‘I’m afraid, sir, I have business …’


‘Please don’t worry. I am not homosexual.’ He smiled with a gentleness that touched me. ‘I have a vice, for which I hope you will pardon me.’


‘May I enquire with whom I have the honour of conversing?’


‘The honour is mine. Ryazanov,’ he said, putting his arm through mine and steering us towards the boulevards. ‘And you are Mr John Pitt, student of oriental philosophy at the fabled University of Bedford in England.’


I stopped. ‘How in heaven do you know?’


‘Everybody in Isfahan knows. Also, I have nothing to do but wander. You see that, for all my stupidity and indolence, I am the Consul-General of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics at Isfahan. I may not leave the city without written permission from the Foreign Ministry in Tehran, or receive any visitors or speak to anyone, for fear of the Savak.’


‘I am speaking to you with great pleasure.’


‘You are English, a fortunate race. Shall we walk in Chahar Bagh?’


‘Why not?’


‘Why not, indeed? You know, when your country and my country secretly divided poor Iran into two regions of influence, Isfahan was the frontier. Rather, our consulate on Upper Chahar Bagh and your consulate on Chahar Bagh Proper marked the respective limits of each country’s dominion. We are now walking between them in a realm I consider to exist beyond politics and all its entanglements.’


The Rex Cinema, which was showing a Western from Italy, appeared to me suddenly glamorous.


‘Of course, every single greengrocer and nougat-seller and arak drinker and pigeon-fancier and pederast on this street sought to become both a Russian agent and an English agent, and gained an idea of his world importance that nothing in the past seventy years has been able to diminish.’


We had reached the corniche along the river. The tarmac glistened in the warm twilight. Mercedes trucks bore down on us, burly as mountains. Mr Ryazanov stopped and turned on me.


‘Why are you so happy, Mr Pitt?’


‘I am in love, sir.’


He clapped his hands. ‘God bless you!’ Then he looked at me through sad and startled eyes. ‘And may I enquire, by the privilege of our brief acquaintance, the name of the Beloved?’


‘You may, sir, but I do not know her name. Or where she lives. I am looking for her.’


We stared, the two of us, down the pavement lit by roaring gas-mantles at a bevy of women, who drew their chadors tight around them to flatter their figures as they passed.


‘And may I enquire, within the boundaries of propriety and disinterested advice, the attributes of the Beloved?’


‘She has black eyes and lovely feet and is very tall.’


Mr Ryazanov sighed. ‘All Isfahanian women are tall and dark-eyed and pretty-footed. That is why living here is such a torment to the spirit.’


The generalisation offended me. ‘She is slender as a cypress in spring. Her lips are rubies, her teeth are pearls, her eyelashes are like the spears of the enemy in battle, her waist is like a hair. I haven’t seen her face, but I suspect it is like the moon at the instant it escapes from a cloud. Her voice causes the rose to bloom and sets the emulous nightingale to song.’


Mr Ryazanov pondered that a moment. ‘Well, that makes it much, much easier. You shall find her, Mr John. Do not doubt for a moment that you shall find her. And I shall marry you.’ He smiled in the gloaming. ‘I have always wanted to perform a consular marriage. Is your father here?’


‘No, sir.’


‘I shall be a father to you.’ Then he slapped his head. ‘You are a Muslim, of course?’


‘Church of Scotland.’


‘Scotland has a church? How unexpected. But the Beloved is a Muslim.’


‘Of course.’


‘So you must be.’


‘Why?’


‘You must be, dear Mr John. For otherwise, how can you see the Face of the Beloved? Do you speak Arabic?’


‘Nobody speaks Arabic. Even the Arabs don’t speak Arabic.’


‘God speaks Arabic. Kindly say after me: la ilaha ila allah …’


‘la ilaha ila allah …’


‘… wa muhammadun …’


‘… wa muhammadun …’


‘… rasool ullah.’


‘… rasool ullah.’


‘… wa ali vali ullah.’


‘… vali ullah.’


‘There, now you’re a Muslim.’


‘Is that all?’


‘It’s a beginning. And now, as the older man, I must initiate the intense pain of parting. Ey Hassan!’


We stared at a long mud wall topped by whispering plane trees, and a wicket gate from behind which something or somebody was grunting and grumbling. I was suddenly afraid I might not see Mr Ryazanov again, either.


‘When shall I have the honour of calling on you, sir? I don’t give a molla’s fart for the Savak.’


‘Well said, Mr John, but not wisely. You are under their surveillance.’


I spun round, and then regretted my silliness.


‘Ey Hassan Hashash!’ He turned half away from me. ‘Sometimes, I am in a bad mood, and I cannot attend to you as you have a right to expect. Also I believe that we should let this fortunate meeting rest a while, like the disturbed waters of a fish pool.’ He peered at me. ‘Do you like classical music?’


‘Of course.’


‘I don’t. Hosein, the tar player, is coming to me tomorrow night. He is a bore and a Savaki and claims to be blind, but it is better, for your sake, that we do not again meet alone. Unfortunately, he plays for hours and is quite offended if I so much as take a sip of tea.’


An old man with a hennaed beard stumbled out of the wicket, and gaped at us with an air of ancient calculation, like the abacus on Mr Mo’in’s desk. Poor Mr Ryazanov, I thought, is there nobody he can trust?


‘I shall hear the concert with the greatest interest.’


‘Goodbye, Mr John.’


‘Goodbye, sir.’


He dropped his shoulders to pass through the wicket.
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In Isfahan, a town of at least a quarter of a million people, there are more than a dozen secondary schools for girls. Because of my class at the Zabankhaneh, I was probably more expert in that matter than any man in town. Of those schools, only two are within a mile of the Meidan-e Shah, which I thought to be the furthest distance girls would walk for a jaunt after school and yet be home before their mothers noticed. Of those two, one, the Islamiya High School, was a religious foundation and I could not believe that the girls I had met had been the Muslim equivalent of convent pupils; but the other, the Empress Farah Diba Secondary, was by all accounts the most fashionable in town. Why, Mlle Mashruteh had been there, and Mlle Bordbar, and no doubt others of my students who didn’t speak up.


The street, which ran off Chahar Bagh, was clogged the next morning with chauffeured cars. An old man with a cane was harrying the girls through the gates. Fluttering by in their chadors, they took no notice of him at all. On the pavement, a police officer was shouting at everybody and everything through a loudspeaker. As I sauntered past, he started repeating himself, and I realised, with a flush of embarrassment, that he was shouting at me. As I made a circuit back to Chahar Bagh and the Zabankhaneh, I was disgusted with myself: that I had, in just a month, acquired the attitudes of the place and that I now regarded girls as a treasure, perilous and untrustworthy, which must be stolen from under guard. The notion that she, from behind the curtains of one of the Mercedes or gathering up her things and tripping out under the scolding of the porter or looking down from a high classroom window, might have seen me in this puerile reconnaissance, made me double my step. Somehow, in my long walk back from the Soviet Consulate last night or while I slept, this girl had displaced all my authorities. Her good opinion alone mattered or rather she had become the arbitress of what was good and right. My stomach gaped as if I were on a building ledge or precipice. Beneath the bland street and the closed-up villas, that teased me with the vines that spilled from their unscalable walls, I felt there was a deathly void which was a life passed without having seen her again. I thought: There are lots of girls in the world. Look, in a month or two, you’ll have saved enough to leave this place and go to Afghanistan or Kashmir. Yet, as I reached Chahar Bagh, and its tumult of car horns, smelled tobacco and melon sherbet, felt the cold sun on my cheeks and the geometry of the seventeenth-century town beneath my feet, I still had not pulled myself together and did not truly want to. How often, as a child, I’d made a face and someone said: The wind’ll change, lad, and you’ll carry that face to the grave. It was as if one afternoon a wind from an unfamiliar quarter had blown through that dirty rag-and-bone shop in the Meidan, and I was myself no longer.


At least, I thought, I’m going out to dinner this evening.


 


Mr Ryazanov’s garden was more beautiful than I had imagined a garden could be. Hassan gestured crossly down a tiled path, and padded back to his gatehouse. I walked between wrought-iron lamp-stands such as you see in parks in Paris. Light and shadow fluttered on the undersides of the box leaves in the breeze. I passed a raised tank and saw, down a right-handed path, a wooden kiosk which gave out flickering lights of rose and blue, as if there were a candle there and windows of stained glass.


Mr Ryazanov was seated against a bolster in striped pyjamas and a felt skull-cap. Before him was a brazier of polished brass from which he was selecting a charcoal with little tongs. In his lap he held a pipe with a long wooden stem and a porcelain bowl decorated with a transfer of some nineteenth-century Shah. He did not stand up or look at me. He spoke to the brazier. He said: ‘The search for perfection, in life and love, exhausts the personality. Beauty without flaw, kindness without hesitation, friendship without self-interest, religion without fanaticism, love without reserve, the Beloved without fault, those ideals make a laughing-stock of our natures, which are short-sighted, clumsy, distracted by appetites, deceitful from fear. For us, that is for the Iranians (for I have now lived here for thirty-three years and would seek to be counted among their number) the choice is between a life of perpetual frustration and a shameful suicide. For we find it more honourable, or as we say manly, to die in squalor with nothing achieved than to be satisfied with little; to pass the time in vain fantasies rather than give our hearts to home and shop; to live privately under a vulgar and cowardly despotism than publicly under an imperfect government of our devising; to mourn our murdered Hosein, not rejoice in our blessed Mohammed; and to while away history waiting for the Lord of Time to return and usher in the End of the World …’


He paused and then continued in the same remote and formal tone. ‘And so, as you suspected, I am a son of the pipe. Permit me to present the implements of my torment and delight. Here is the brazier; and the charcoal; the bellows; the tongs. Here is the drug, which we call taryak, “the Remedy”, and I buy in one-mesqal sticks from another addict who is registered with the Ministry of Health. This is the knife that cuts it. This is the pin, to hold the Remedy to the pipe.’ He took a deep pull. The opium crackled and bubbled on the porcelain.


‘The virtues of the Remedy, sir, are these. The first pull induces a very slight depression of the spirit, which alleviates some of the pressure of reality, holds it at bay, so it can be experienced. Though the sensation is entirely without novelty, it never fails to gratify: it is more to be relied on than an old servant or an affectionate wife. Of its evil, well, the whole world knows of it.’ He looked fondly at the brazier. ‘It makes a farce of existence. Every night, the smoker dons the outfit of the idiot.’


I grasped at the idea of a Mrs Ryazanov. ‘May I enquire about your family circumstances, sir?’


He looked at me viciously. ‘I am in the service of Lord Opium. He permits no other attachments. Have you understood me?’


I understood that I had looked forward to coming. I felt crushed by disappointment. I said: ‘Mr Ryazanov, I seek only your company when it is convenient to you.’


‘I seek from you a favour.’


‘It is yours.’


That is the correct response in Persian. Had we been speaking English, I might have answered otherwise.


‘Promise me, my boy, that you will not trust me. You will think that my purpose in this display is to authorise the Remedy for you, and you are right; but that is the will of my Master, whose will is stronger than mine. My purpose is to warn you. You must understand that though I love you, as a father loves an only son, more so, indeed, because you came to me when I had no more hope of love, yet you can repose no faith in me because I have no will.’


‘I do not believe that is the truth, Mr Ryazanov.’


‘Promise me, John.’


‘I promise.’


He scraped the residue off the pipe and pinned a new piece, but I was distracted by something on the carpet before him, beside the book he was reading. It was a porcelain dish of tea. It sat in its holder, which was a gourd split down the middle and hinged at the base, cut on the outside with a fine pattern and lined inside with some silky animal-skin. At the tip of the gourd was a leather strap, no doubt to hang it from a saddle-bow. It seemed to me a perfection. I felt that if I possessed the cup and case, I would need nothing else: I would enclose my life in its self-sufficiency. The cup was the essence of fragility, and yet it had survived two hundred years, banging about on Turkoman ponies between Marv and the ruins of Balkh.


‘It is yours, my John, but not yet.’


‘Oh no, Mr Ryazanov, I wasn’t admiring it! Please don’t think I was admiring it!’


He smiled. He was calm now. ‘It was made by an Englishman, Gardner, in Moscow, which is my city. It therefore prefigured our friendship and is its symbol. I will leave it to you at my death.’


‘God forbid!’


He grabbed at his book and slipped it under his bolster. Out of the darkness came a rich, self-satisfied voice: ‘Peace be on you!’


‘And on you! And welcome, Mashd’ Hosein.’


He was a tall old man with a pious beard. He slipped off his shoes and entered the summerhouse on bare feet. He wore a white robe such as Arabs wear, and carried a musical instrument with just a single string, a Kashmir shawl, a box of cigarettes and a wooden holder. Mashd’ is short for Mashadi and means either that he had made a pilgrimage to the tomb of the Imam Reza at Mashad or, more likely, he was of an age and piety that such a journey would be superfluous. ‘May I present my young friend, John Pitt, an Englishman.’


‘Ah,’ said Mashd’ Hosein, settling down on his bolster with a sigh of pleasure. ‘English intrigue. Is there never to be an end of it?’


‘I am a student, sir.’


‘A student of intrigue.’


Such conversations had ceased to surprise me, but they bored me. I said: ‘Mashd’ Hosein, whatever was done by my country in Iran in the past, Britain now has only a commercial interest here.’


‘Britain is weak.’


‘Permit me, sir, but I do not believe that statement can formally be reconciled with your earlier.’


Mr Ryazanov clapped his hands. ‘Our young friend is an expert in logic! He is a student of the University of Bedford in England!’


‘I’m not.’


‘He is bewildered by appearances.’


‘Mashd’ Hosein is right. England is responsible for all the evils of this country. For example, it is your fault that I am an opium addict, my son.’


‘My fault, sir?’


‘Yes, your fault.’ He smiled with his wet eyes. ‘You’ll recollect that when, after the Second Chinese War, the English gained new markets in China for the opium of Bengal, they cast around for other land to cultivate and found it in this unhappy country. Marx wrote on the subject, if I am not mistaken. Clever English, to see the weakness of the Iranian spirit, its melancholy and indolence, the tedium of too much history in a ruined and exhausted land.’


He poured me a cup of tea.


I said: ‘Why does everybody always blame everything on my countrymen?’


‘We don’t. The Americans and also the Russians have done their harm. But chiefly it’s the English.’


Mashd’ Hosein nodded through his wreaths of smoke.


‘Why, gentlemen, might it not be your fault? Or God’s will?’


‘Ah, my dear John, you must understand that the Iranians believe themselves to be special. The Arabs were satisfied with the word of God as preserved in the Koran but we were not: we had to have the family of the Holy Prophet among us, if not in living and breathing form, then hidden from sight until the last days. Yet, look out at the world.’


I looked at the lamplight fluttering in the planes.


‘Look out at the world, and you will see that we are clearly not God’s special people. How do we resolve this contradiction, which is the conflict of scripture with reality, of faith with phenomena? Easily! There is a conspiracy against us, a conspiracy of evil, like the conspiracy of wicked men that overwhelmed Hosein and his sister on the plain of Kerbela in the seventh century. Who is behind that conspiracy? The Yazid and Shimr of the latter day, of course, the lords and rulers of England! I once had the good fortune to attend the passion play we have here, that enacts the drama of Hosein and Zainab at Kerbela, and the evil characters wore the English red-coats and sun-helmets of two hundred years ago. Most gratifying.’


I said nothing. I took a sip of my tea. It was vodka. Mr Ryazanov looked blandly through my shock. He pushed the teapot towards me.


‘All nonsense, of course. Your country must be a happy place if it can spare you to us.’


‘Thank you, sir.’


‘Now,’ said Mashd’ Hosein, fitting another cigarette into its holder, ‘perhaps our young friend will recite.’


‘I am ashamed to disclose my feeble verses. Anyway, they are in English …’


‘What’s the good of that?’ said Mashd’ Hosein, and blew his nose.


‘I shall instead recite the ghazal of the immortal Forough Farrokhzad.’


‘Please don’t, John.’ Mr Ryazanov glanced at the teapot. I did not feel drunk at all.


‘A lady,’ said Mashd’ Hosein, ‘of irregular habits, I believe, who died drunk in a Land Rover.’


‘And the Poets say one thing and do another.’


I had learned that conversation between men in Iran had some of the formalities of a game; and in that game, a quotation from the Koran, any quotation from the Koran, counted as a trump.


‘Correct. Recite.’


I recited the sonnet. It suddenly seemed to me no good at all.


‘May I give my life for you,’ said Mashd’ Hosein, without conviction. ‘Her prosody is faultless. It is merely the sentiment that is trash.’


‘Well, at least it’s sentiment. Aren’t you weary of gazelles and willows and Rudaki’s girlfriend who must be a bit tired out after a thousand years of shaking musk from her tresses?’


‘I felt,’ said Mr Ryazanov, ‘that the image of the penis as a fish lacked both propriety and precision.’


‘At least it’s new.’


‘Pfu!’ said Mashd’ Hosein.


‘I mean, look, when Qurrat ul Ain, a hundred years ago, spoke of the “riches of Great Alexander” she would better have said, “the riches of Greater Manchester” for it is metrically identical and conveys some meaning.’


‘On the contrary,’ said Mashd’ Hosein. ‘Manchester will pass away, or, for all I know, has already passed away, but the empire of Alexander the Great is so embedded in the minds of men that it has taken on the character of a universal. God gave us poetry out of His great compassion, not so our age can chatter to itself, but so that all ages may converse.’


‘Point scored!’ said Mr Ryazanov.


‘I do not understand such matters,’ I said. I sipped my special tea.


‘May we pass on, perhaps, from these women and heretics?’


‘Our friend means, Mashd’ Hosein, that he is in love.’


‘For heaven’s sake!’


‘And may I enquire of him the Name of the Beloved?’


‘Her name is Shirin …’


‘No, it isn’t, Mr Ryazanov. I mean, I don’t know what it is …’


‘And will he recount the attributes of the Beloved?’


‘He says she makes the rose to bloom and impels the envious nightingale to song.’


Mashd’ Hosein considered that a moment. ‘Good,’ he said.


‘Mashd’ Hosein, how will our young friend learn the Name of the Beloved?’


‘Is he a Muslim?’


‘He seeks to be.’


‘God willing. We must understand the words “Name” and “Beloved”.’ Having scored one conversational point, Mashd’ Hosein now wanted the match. ‘When Khosrow saw Shirin bathing in a spring in the desert, he was struck dumb, not by her beauty or her attributes of femininity, but by the essence of beauty of which those were approximate forms. That is why he turned away, for phenomena had become to him enervating and futile. If our young friend now raves at the gazelle-like eyes and willow-slenderness of his Shirin, of her cruelty and tyranny, it is because they are aspects of the Divine Bounty and Indifference. The girl herself is interchangeable. He must learn to pierce the veil of forms, the “Name”, and contemplate the essence, the “Beloved”. As Our Master Jalaluddin Mohammed Molavi spoke in the Masnavi, Book the First, Verse Three Thousand, Four Hundred and Fifty-seven:








‘You seek the Name; but you should the seek the Object:


The Moon’s not in the Canal, but in the Sky.’











‘What bollocks!’


Mashd’ Hosein stiffened on his cushion.


‘I mean, if I have understood you right, sir, you say we must seek Reality outside this sublunary world, which merely reflects it, dimly or in fragments, like the reflections of the moon in these irrigation channels. Mashd’ Hosein, I don’t give a fart for Reality. I want to find this individual …’


‘Shame on you!’


‘Mashd’ Hosein, I will embrace the moon down here and now.’


‘You shall drown, boy. Masnavi, Book the Fifth, Verse Twelve Hundred and Four:








‘The lovers of those pretty sluts


Were, in reality, in love with death.


Read Layly or Shirin! You’ll see


What those idiots did from jealousy!


Lover and Beloved came to nought


And so their passion, too, was nought!’











‘What do you or Molavi know about it?!’


In the silence, Mr Ryazanov spoke: ‘It is not appropriate that gentlemen should squabble over philosophy as children over toys. Apologise, John, to Mashd’ Hosein for your intemperate language.’


‘I shall not.’


Mashd’ Hosein rose from his bolster, unstrung his instrument, gathered his cigarettes and holder. He looked at me with an infuriating compassion. I knelt at his feet. ‘Please pardon me, Mashd’ Hosein, for my insufferable rudeness.’


He put his hand on my head, and curled his fingers in my hair. He said: ‘Such conduct would, in usual circumstances, have been tiresome. But, in a young man, every action has its charm.’


He took up his instrument. I squatted at his feet and put my head in my hands. Mr Ryazanov put his finger to his lips, and reached under the cushion for his book.


 


I woke with a horrible thirst. For a moment, I could not understand where I was. Mashd’ Hosein was snoring by his bolster. Mr Ryazanov, whose arm I now remembered round my shoulders as I fell asleep, had gone, no doubt into the house. I drained the samovar of cold tea. My face burned with the drink, and I stepped out of the kiosk. I had an idea I would rinse my face in the tank where the irrigation channels met. The moon was full, and rattled in the branches or sprung at me from the channels. The water in the tank was clear and cold. I looked down the avenues and saw, at the end of one, that the wicket gate was open and Mr Ryazanov, in his felt cap, was bent down, as if listening to someone. Then a wind ruffled the trees, the moonlight flared, and I saw beyond him a man in military uniform and cap, heavy and impatient. Our eyes crossed. I took a step towards them, to show I wasn’t snooping, but the officer went on talking, in his rapid way, as if I were of no consequence. Mr Ryazanov was not aware of me, or at least did not turn round, but his back conveyed a concentration and a vigour I had not imagined he possessed.


I stumbled back to the summerhouse with a thought the size of my hangover. So Mr Ryazanov’s up to no good! The opium and dervishry is all for show! The villain! And now I come to think of it, what on earth’s a Soviet diplomat doing in this backwater, unless to corrupt the Iranian military! Now that is a story I can tell, when I get home, with Mlle What’s-her-name. Shirin means ‘sweet’, she can’t be called sweet; but sweet she is, in an Isfahanian way; not sweet like cone sugar, but sweet like dried mulberries and pomegranates and rose-hips and milk and opium. Shirin also means ‘lion-hearted’ because this bloody language only has about six words to go round and each of them has a thousand meanings. Like the princess of Nizami, who was sweeter than all the canes of Khuzestan, and yet braver than a man. Shirin, whose bosom, when she bathed in the desert spring, caused the Dog Star to drop tears of jealous rage. Shirin, the torch that lit up the whole earth / Angels attend you in your sugar sleep!
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