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    To my parents for always loving me as I am.
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    NASRIN PULLED MY HAIR  when I told her I didn’t want to play with her dolls. I wanted to play football with the neighborhood boys. Even though sometimes they wouldn’t let me because I was a girl, they couldn’t deny my speed or the fact that I scored a goal on the biggest kid in the yard. Nasrin pulled my hair and said, “Sahar, you will play with me because you belong to me. Only me.” That was when I fell in love with her.




    We were six. We didn’t wear head scarves then. We were little girls, not “whores of Babylon,” to be met by the scrutinizing eye of any asshole with a beard. Nasrin has the longest, darkest hair but it never gets tangled or neglected under her roosari like mine does. I always think there’s no point in making my hair look decent if I have to cover it in school, but Nasrin is always taming her locks—blow drying, using mousse, a flat iron sometimes. No matter what she does to her hair, she will always be the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.




    It’s difficult, hiding my feelings for her. Tehran isn’t exactly safe for two girls in love with each other. I wonder if people can tell I love her when I look at her—in the park, at the bazaar shopping for bras, everywhere. How can I not stare? Even at age six, I wanted to marry her. I told my mother when I came home after playing with Nasrin, who lived a few houses down from our apartment. Maman smiled and said I couldn’t marry Nasrin because it was haraam, a sin, but we could always be best friends. Maman told me not to talk again about wanting to marry Nasrin, but it was all I thought about.




    I thought about marrying her when we were ten and Nasrin cried that I got my period before she did. I thought about marrying Nasrin when she taught me how to put on eye-liner when we were both thirteen. I thought about marrying Nasrin when we finally kissed, on the mouth, like Julia Roberts and Richard Gere did in Pretty Woman. It’s a stupid movie, but Nasrin always makes me watch it with her. We got the DVD from my older cousin, Ali. He’s in university and knows everything cool but gets awful grades. I don’t like that the movie is dubbed; the voices never match the actor’s lips. And Julia Roberts has big lips. She could fit a whole kabob barg in her mouth if she wanted to. It was three months ago that Nasrin and I kissed. Even though I’m seventeen now, it made me feel like I was six again and she was pulling my hair.




    We are always around each other, so I don’t think anyone will suspect that Nasrin and I are in love. She worries, though, all the time. I tell her no one will know, that I will protect her, but when we kiss I can feel her tense. She keeps thinking about the two boys who were hung years ago in Mashhad. They were hung after being accused of raping a thirteen-year-old boy, but most people think the two were lovers who got caught. I remember the video of the hanging my cousin Ali downloaded for me. I don’t know how Ali gets away with the things he does, and would never ask, either. When I saw the video, I wasn’t scared, but I got angry. They were so young, just sixteen and eighteen, blindfolded, standing next to each other in the square with nooses around their necks. I felt my neck itch as they were slowly raised on cranes. Whatever crime they committed, I didn’t want a part of it. I wanted to stop loving Nasrin, but how do you stop doing something you know you are supposed to do?




    Nasrin keeps telling me, “We aren’t gay, we are just in love.” I’ve never even thought about being gay; all I know is I love Nasrin more than anyone. Nasrin always used to giggle with the neighborhood girls about boys, but I never joined in. Why should I care if Hassan grew a mustache that looked like a baby caterpillar? It wasn’t going to change the fact that I am in love with my best friend. It wasn’t going to make my baba stop crying, wishing that my maman didn’t die all those years ago. It wasn’t going to change the fact that I had to teach myself to cook meals, and my khoreshts will never be as good as Maman’s, even though Baba says they are delicious. I miss her sometimes, but these days I just resent her for not being here.




    I’ve gotten used to Baba’s long periods of silence. Sometimes he won’t speak for two days, but when he comes out of whatever trance he’s in, he is in a good mood and pretends nothing happened. I’m no doctor, but I think he is depressed. I wish he would snap out of it.




    Nasrin is in my room, painting her fingernails while I pretend to do my science homework. I’ve been studying a lot for the Concours, which determines which university you get to go to and in what field. About one and a half million students take the exam every year in June, and only 150,000 get acceptable scores. Your performance on the exam is all that matters. Your grade-point average is meaningless, which Nasrin always reminds me when I get a less than perfect score on an Islamic Studies quiz. It’s September now and I already feel anxious. I want to go to Tehran University to study medicine, which is just about every student’s dream, but I think I actually have a chance. Nasrin on the other hand . . .




    “You’re staring again,” Nasrin says. She looks up from her nails and gives me a smile. I look down at my textbook and hope my face isn’t red, like all the other times Nasrin catches me watching her.




    “Don’t you have homework?” I ask.




    Nasrin just blows on her nails and rolls her eyes. “I’m not a genius like you, Sahar. I’m going to move to India and be a Bollywood actress.” She stands up and goes into one of her Indian dance routines. Nasrin is an excellent dancer and gets a group of girls together from her school to practice. They usually have me film them while they dance Persian, Arabic, or whatever other dance routines they have been working on. My favorite was when they did the Ne-Yo dance. Black American singers sound better than anything, though I fear saying that in front of Nasrin because she loves her Persian pop so much.




    If she spent as much time on her studies as she did her dancing, maybe we could end up at the same university, but I know that isn’t going to happen. Now that we are getting older, we have only a few more years left like this together. Things will change. Nasrin will have a lot of suitors. The men will line up on her block. All of the well-to-do in Tehran will come to her family’s house, dressed in their best suits.




    The suitors will have tea with Nasrin’s parents, and they will explain that they can provide her a good life with whatever important and boring job they have. Her parents will pick the best man for her, meaning the one with the most money. Nasrin comes from a good family, and they have money themselves, so she will marry the best that there is. I am not the best. I am an awkward girl with breasts so big that sometimes I feel I might tip over. I don’t know when I am going to lose her, but it’s going to happen, and I don’t know if I will be able to handle it.




    Nasrin finishes her dance, and her face falls when she sees mine.




    “What’s wrong, Sahar joon?” she says. She’s always been able to read me, even when she doesn’t want to.




    “I wish we could stay in this room forever,” I say. She grins.




    “Wouldn’t you miss fresh air? The sun on your face?”




    “The morality police complaining that your head scarf isn’t on properly?” I always go by the rules, but Nasrin couldn’t care less. She’s always pushing the boundaries, with most of her hair showing at all times and a little scarf flopped over the end of her ponytail. Nasrin sits down next to me and takes my hand.




    “We can’t live in here forever. There’s never anything to eat in your room, anyway.” We both laugh, and she plays with my hair.




    “I want to marry you,” I say, and Nasrin looks at me with a sad expression that makes me feel helpless and pathetic.




    “I know you do, azizam. We’ve talked about this,”




    “We could run away!” I beg of her. I’d go wherever she wanted.




    “We would get as far as Karaj and then what? Sahar, be serious.”




    I’m not as well off as Nasrin’s family, so I couldn’t provide for her, or even buy her a bus ticket to Turkey. When I’m a rich doctor, I’ll buy her all the things she has grown accustomed to. Maybe until then I’ll just lock her up in a shack in a village so no man will ever have her. I’ll have sheep guard her, bleating at whoever approaches. Knowing Nasrin, she will probably be choreographing dance numbers with the sheep and putting a video of it on the Web.




    “I’ll find a way for us to be together.” I look her in the eye to let her know I mean it.




    She bites her lower lip, as she’s done since she was little, and gently pulls at my hair. “We’re together now, Sahar. Let’s not waste time on what can’t be.”




    What can’t be . . . Sometimes I get so angry I want to take off my roosari and run into the streets like a madwoman, my hair flying behind me, waiting for Nasrin to pull at it. I see how Ali is with his boyfriends—they’re very sweet together, but they are always hiding. Ali is perpetually dating someone new, but he treats the men like they are toys that he is eventually going to grow tired of. Ali introduces his gentlemen to me as his boyfriends, but usually the boyfriends look nervous and laugh like Ali is crazy. They say they are in Ali’s class, but I know Ali has never cared much about schoolwork, and I’m pretty sure Ali is planning on studying anatomy when they come over. He’s an engineering major.




    I haven’t told Ali about Nasrin and me. Though Ali told me he was gay, we never really discuss it. I remember Maman telling me not to talk about it. So I don’t. Ali, though, he treats it like it isn’t a big deal when he’s with me, which I don’t understand. In public everything is secret, of course. I don’t even know where he finds his boyfriends. A part of me doesn’t want to know. I don’t want to know what would happen if Ali got caught. It would kill my aunt and uncle in Tabriz, who send Ali lots of money for his “school” when Ali lounges about, smoking shisha and playing backgammon. There are things I don’t understand about Ali, but I like that he didn’t look at me with sad eyes when my mother died. He treated me like he always had, nudging me with his hip and giving me a wink.




    I think about telling Ali about Nasrin because it’s getting so difficult not to talk about how I feel. I want to shout how much I love her to anyone who will listen, but sometimes I feel stupid even saying “I love you” to Nasrin. I know she loves me, but once in a while I can’t believe she could feel that way about me. I think that she just might not want to hurt my feelings.




    “Maybe when I get into university we can get an apartment,” I say, and Nasrin raises one eyebrow. I know. It was a stupid idea.




    “You think my parents are going to let me move out of their house? Before I’m married?”




    “You’d be living with me. I would keep the boys away,” I say with a grin. She leans in closer to me. Her perfume smells like jasmine and vanilla. She’s so cruel. I could die from it. Her mouth is close to my ear, and I think she knows how deliciously evil she’s being.




    “If my parents knew what a devil you are, they’d lock me in Evin Prison for lust.” She says it with levity and I smile, but it very well could be a reality. Though I can’t imagine Nasrin’s parents putting her in any danger. They have spoiled her since birth because she is the baby of the family, with two older brothers. Her parents have always been very sweet to me, but I worry they are nice to me so I will marry Dariush, Nasrin’s oldest brother. A family like Nasrin’s would typically seek out other wealthy families to marry into, but Dariush doesn’t have many prospects. He was suicidal a few years ago over a girl who wouldn’t marry him. The girl’s father said Dariush wasn’t good enough for her because he’s a mechanic. Nasrin’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Mehdi, have not produced children who have met their expectations.




    Mr. Mehdi is a prominent exporter of pistachios to foreign countries and it is fair to say that he is nuts about nuts. His wife comes from oil money generated during the Shah’s time, though they will never admit it. They were hoping their children would be captains of industry or cancer-curing doctors. But their children had everything handed to them—happy birthdays, nice clothes, and the latest toys—so they had no incentive to try at anything.




    Cyrus, the middle one, is hoping to take over his father’s business and isn’t lazy, but he isn’t very bright. Dariush is a free spirit, more interested in learning how to play Cat Stevens songs on his guitar than making a living. Nasrin’s only goal in recent years has been to acquire as many shoes as possible.




    To Mr. and Mrs. Mehdi, I am the dream child they always wanted and also the example they set for their children. I study hard, I take care of my father, I cook and clean. I’m polite when Nasrin is sometimes too cavalier. When they compare Nasrin and me it isn’t fair, and sometimes I think Nasrin resents me for it. We don’t ever discuss it. If they knew about the relationship Nasrin and I have, I don’t know if they would be more disappointed with me or their own daughter.




    I tuck a strand of hair behind Nasrin’s ear. She smiles and kisses my nose. I hate when she does that. She knows I do, she’s just being tough on me today for all of my wishful thinking. I wonder whether Nasrin would be open about us if we didn’t live in Iran. She might be just as scared but for different reasons. She’s always been the loud one, but she’s scared of stupid things. Things like spiders, the dentist, or not having the latest jacket. She squeezes my hand when she’s scared, and lately my hand feels like it is going through early arthritis.




    I lean in and kiss Nasrin on her lips. She returns the kiss with urgency, and I definitely know that no man or woman can ever make me feel the way she does. If that makes me gay, so be it.




    Sometimes when Nasrin and I kiss, Ayatollah Khomeini’s and Ayatollah Khamenei’s faces pop into my head. When I was little, I used to think they were the same person, because their names sound the same, they wear the same outfit—a cleric’s robe and a turban—and both with long gray beards. Khomeini, now deceased, became the Supreme Leader after the revolution. I hadn’t even been born then, but apparently Iran was a lot different. There was a king and girls could wear miniskirts, which is all Nasrin cares to know about that era because it sounds glamorous. In school, they teach us that Khomeini brought justice and the will of God to the people and how much better the country is flourishing than under the Shah. I’m not sure how much I believe that.




    The ayatollahs’ photos are everywhere. At the shopping mall, in small businesses, restaurants, parks, on the autobahn . . . and when I kiss Nasrin I feel like they are watching me. I don’t know if it’s to give citizens a sense of pride or to scare us from questioning our government. I think Khomeini is my “Angry Grandpa,” and Khamenei, the Supreme Leader of today, is my “Disappointed Grandpa.” Whenever I think of Nasrin in public or at school, I feel their eyes on me. Angry Grandpa is the most judgmental. His brow is furrowed as if to say he knows exactly what I am: a degenerate.




    Ayatollah Khomeini has been dead thirty years, but it’s as though he never left. He’s always mentioned in news broadcasts. Khamenei speaks of him with great reverence during his national addresses, and he’s depicted as the father of the country. People typically hold their tongues if they don’t agree with that sentiment. Those who don’t . . . Well, it makes their life a lot harder. There’s a national holiday to commemorate his death. Some people make the pilgrimage from far, far away to visit his tomb and get one free meal given to visitors that day. Most people in Tehran try to get out of town and go visit the Caspian Sea.




    Nasrin puts her tongue in my mouth and it makes me forget about Angry Grandpa for a moment. Her fingers run through my tangled hair, and I kiss her neck, making sure I don’t leave a mark. We’re always so careful, and being that way is exhausting, but we don’t know anything else. We hear a knock at the door, and the two of us jump away from each other.




    “Yes?” I say in my best calm voice while Nasrin looks into one of her books for the first time all afternoon.




    “Sahar joon, would you and Nasrin like some chai?” my father asks from the other side of the door. This is his way of asking for tea for himself, but it’s sweet that he thinks to offer, even though we both know I’m the best at brewing it to a rich, dark color. He puts in too many leaves or not enough. Baba is a terrible cook but a good man.




    “I’ll come and make some, Baba!” Nasrin is packing up her purse. I hate when she leaves. It feels like a wrestler is squeezing my lungs. “Do you have to go?” I know the answer.




    “I have to go home sometime. Don’t worry. I might come back, if I feel like it,” she says with a mischievous smile. I worry that one day she might not feel like coming back. It’s the thing I fear most. More than prison, more than the police, more than Baba kicking me out, and more than not getting into medical school. If I lost Nasrin, I wouldn’t know what to do with myself. She puts on her head scarf, loose and stylish like she has no respect for the law, and kisses me on the cheek.




    “Why aren’t you a man, Sahar?” she asks seriously. I shrug, and she turns to leave. I look in my mirror to make sure my cheeks aren’t too flushed before I go to serve Baba dinner. He never notices, but one can never be too careful. I’m always careful.




    In the kitchen Baba sits at the table and watches me with a vacant expression as I put the kettle on and fill a plate with leftovers. I put the food in the oven and sit in front of Baba, waiting for everything to heat up. He smiles at me, but it’s always the same sad expression. I remind him of Maman, and his heart breaks over and over and over. He says that I have the same big, expressive eyes that Maman had.




    “When did you get so big, Sahar?” Baba asks quietly.




    I want to say, “While you were sleeping through life,” but I don’t. My father is a carpenter and works on construction sites, mostly making furniture. When Maman was alive, he made the most beautiful pieces. Hope chests for a bride on her wedding day, chairs and tables that the well-to-do would commission. His pieces always have some imperfection now.




    “I’m not so big, Baba. You’re still taller than I am.”




    Baba smiles and runs his hand through his gray hair. He got old so fast. Mr. Mehdi looks like he hasn’t aged since Nasrin and I were little, but Baba looks like he could be my grandfather.




    “You’re studying very hard?” He knows I am. It’s just that we don’t have much else to talk about.




    “Yes. I wish the test would just come already so I would know my future,” I say, already nervous about the math portion that waits for me in June.




    His knowing look makes me suddenly shy. “No one knows the future,” Baba says. “Anyone who thinks they do is mistaken. Remember that, my love.”




    We sit in silence for a minute before I decide to set the table. Sometimes I feel like I should set a place for Maman, because her presence is everywhere.




    I feel guilty that I wish it wasn’t.
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    MRS. MEHDI INVITED MY father and me to dinner, and when I asked Nasrin all week what that was about, she wouldn’t say. She changed the topic immediately. It’s impossible to get Nasrin to share anything when she doesn’t want to. She’s hiding something from me. She’s never done that before.




    Baba has on his best suit. He looks handsome for an old man. I’ve asked him to talk to Mr. Mehdi about sports, since Mr. Mehdi hates any mention of politics. Baba doesn’t really talk about anything, but I make sure he will stick with sports exclusively.




    I’m wearing my hot pink dress under my manteau, a thin frock that makes sure my bare arms are covered and that my ankles don’t show. The pink dress is Nasrin’s favorite, so I don’t mind, but I hate wearing high heels. I don’t know who invented high heels, but that person should be maimed with goat shears in the square. It was probably a man. My dress has a V-neck showing enough of my chest that I’m not so stuffy but not so much that I’m perceived as a loose woman. The plunging necklines on Nasrin’s dresses can make her seem loose, which makes me uncomfortable. A bad reputation can be deadly.




    When I ring the doorbell, it doesn’t take long for Mrs. Mehdi to open the gate and welcome us with open arms. “Nasrin! Our favorites are here!” she yells, and hugs me. She’s squeezing really tight, which means she’s excited. I bought Mrs. Mehdi apricot-colored alstroemeria, symbolizing friendship and devotion, but the flowers look like they are starting to wilt.




    “Salam, Mehdi khanum,” Baba says with the utmost formality.




    When Mrs. Mehdi lets go of me, she leads us into her home. Most people in Tehran live in newer apartment buildings, but the Mehdis have this old house. It’s very Persian, with large columns and a pointed doorway like you would see in a mosque, but the inside is very Western, with all modern furniture. The Mehdis even have a pool, surrounded by a few cherry trees. I would never leave this house.




    When we enter the living room, everyone stands up, and I smile at Dariush and Cyrus. I look for Nasrin but can’t find her. Mr. Mehdi nods warmly at me. Many of Nasrin’s uncles, cousins, and extended family are here. There are others I don’t recognize, but I am sure they are friends of Mr. Mehdi.




    Soraya, the Mehdis’ servant, takes the flowers I brought and offers tea to my father and me. There’s alcohol on a nearby table, Efes beer from Turkey and vodka. The Mehdis have always smuggled alcohol in, but I have never asked Nasrin how. My father and I decline the tea, but I smile at Soraya in appreciation. She is now in her sixties, and her daughter, Sima, who is about Dariush’s age, goes to Tehran University, much to the Mehdis’ chagrin. Sima was raised on the same estate as their children but was expected to grow up to be a servant, like her mother. I always admired Sima and her studying, and we got along. Nasrin used to get jealous, which on some strange level pleased me.




    Soraya and Sima are from Afghanistan, and Soraya has an accent that people sometimes make fun of at parties, but I never do. My dad has a slight Turkish accent since he’s from Tabriz, and it doesn’t embarrass me even though kids sometimes make fun of the Tabrizi accent. I say hello to Soraya, and she smiles broadly. Even though three of her teeth are missing, it’s one of the most beautiful smiles I’ve seen, not counting Nasrin’s.




    Mr. Mehdi is acting hyper and looking for something. “Where is that girl?” he asks his wife.




    “She’s still getting ready. Sahar, can you get her from the bathroom?” Mrs. Mehdi asks me, and I nod in compliance.




    I go directly to the bathroom and knock on the door. “Nasrin? It’s me.” She doesn’t answer, and I jiggle the handle.




    “I’m sorry,” she says weakly.




    “Sorry for what? Let me in.” I’m starting to worry. After what feels like an eternity, Nasrin opens the door. She is biting her lower lip, and she reaches for me, to squeeze my hands. Whatever is worrying her, it must be bad. She turns on her blow dryer, for the noise. We’re in for a private conversation.




    “Sahar . . . You’ll always love me, right?”




    “Of course. I always have, why should that change?”




    “Everything is going to change. Tonight.” I look at her with curiosity, and she wipes at her eyes. “I don’t love him. Know that.”




    Don’t love him. Him.




    Who is she talking about? Why would everything change? The way she’s looking at me, so sad and hopeless. There’s a ring on her finger. Why is there a . . . Oh no. Oh no, no, no. My face crumples, and I fall to my knees, putting my arms around her waist.




    “But you’re too young! You haven’t finished high school yet!” I sob and feel her fingers in my hair.




    “It’s been decided.” She tries to lift me up, but I am not leaving the ground. If I stand up, if I can stand up, it makes everything real. This isn’t real. This isn’t real. “Sahar, get up. We have to get out there.”




    “We were supposed to have more time! You were supposed to give me more time . . .” She tries to pull me up again, and I let her. Everyone at the party will wonder where we are. She wipes my eyes and turns us both to the mirror. We wash our faces, and she carefully dabs at her eyes so she won’t spoil her makeup—but everyone will be able to tell we were both crying. We will have to pretend that they are tears of joy. That will be hard for me. Nasrin has always been the better actress. We stare at each other in the mirror. When the bride and groom get married, they sit in front of a mirror, looking at each other as a couple. This is the closest we will get to doing that.




    “He’s a good man. I trust him. He makes sense.” What she doesn’t say is: “We don’t make sense.”




    “I can’t do this,” I say.




    “You have to. You’re my best friend. You have to look happy.”




    I know what she means. I have to act my part. Otherwise, it will look suspicious.




    “How long have you known about this? How could you agree to it?”




    “Stop! I don’t have time for this now. Please.”




    God, we were supposed to have more time.




    “I feel like I’m going to throw up,” I say.




    “Just play happy for an hour. I’ll tell my mother you aren’t feeling well.” She turns off the blow-dryer.




    I take a deep breath and look her in the eye. I lean in and kiss her, hoping that it will change her mind. Hoping this whole thing is a dream and a kiss will wake us up like Sleeping Beauty times two. When we pull away for breath, our foreheads pressed together, we’re still listening to the hum of the crowd outside. She rushes to the door and walks out, her shoulders back, head held high, and a smile on her face. I follow moments later.




    When I reenter the living room, Mr. Mehdi has his arms around a handsome, tall man. His thick hair is jet black, and he wears a navy blue custom-fitted European-cut suit as though he were born in it. He has kind eyes, strong wrists with a Rolex on one, and broad shoulders that Nasrin can lean on. I hate him.




    “This handsome young doctor will be the newest addition to our family!” Mr. Mehdi announces. “He has asked for Nasrin’s hand, and she has accepted!”




    The crowd erupts in cheers, and a feral cry no one hears leaves my mouth. I watch people approach the happy couple, kissing both of them on their cheeks, wishing them well with many children. I catch Soraya’s eyes, and she approaches. I ask for a glass of vodka and soda. She offers it, and I drink it quickly, placing the glass back on the tray. The vodka burns going down. She laughs, and I pat her shoulder.




    I make my way to the couple, the way everyone expects me to.




    Nasrin beams at me. I could slap her. Her smile is so artificial. Her fiancé doesn’t even notice, because he doesn’t know her the way I do.




    “Reza, this is my best friend in the whole universe.”




    I look at the man next to her, and he regards me with great affection. He must be in his early thirties, and I want to call him a pedophile. But Nasrin is eighteen—younger girls have gotten married.




    “The famous Sahar! You are all Nasrin can talk about!” Reza exclaims.




    For once I am glad men aren’t supposed to touch women outside their family. If he ever hugged me, I would knee him in his sheep balls. I shouldn’t think that. It’s rude. I think about it again. Though doing so gives me no comfort.




    “Well, you are certainly a surprise!” I inform Reza. I can see Nasrin’s smile falter.




    “Well, we wanted to keep things secret. I didn’t know if she would agree when I first came to visit a month ago,” Reza says. She met him a month ago! She didn’t tell me? I could scream. He looks at her with love, and she just stares at me with a big, stupid grin.




    I bet Angry Grandpa would laugh in my face. Disappointed Grandpa would just tell me to go pray. I grab Nasrin’s shoulders and kiss her sloppily on both cheeks. I hug her and whisper in her ear.




    “He’s very handsome.” I say it with venom, and I feel her stiffen. When I back away, I look up at him. He’s so tall. “I’ll let you two deal with the mob.”




    Reza chuckles. I feel Nasrin’s eyes on me, but I turn around and look for my father. I tell him I will be in the bathroom.




    In the bathroom I spot the Western-style gold-colored toilet the Mehdis insist on having instead of the squat toilet installed in the floor of most homes. I throw up in it. Twice.
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    MY BED IS THE only place where I feel safe. After school I come home every day and lie here, thinking about the engagement party. It was a week ago, maybe two—I’ve lost track of time. Only when the call to prayer sounds from neighboring mosques do I know time has passed. Nasrin was so calm about everything. Does she even care about what happens to me? And to us? I was just something to keep her busy until the Superman of suitors came forward. He is so handsome, and tall. I’m short and only just learned how to make my one eyebrow into two. He is a prince, and I am a frog. A hairy frog that is due for an eyebrow wax and breast reduction, with a sexual orientation that will get this frog imprisoned sooner or later.




    I go to a different school than Nasrin, which is a blessing because I have no interest in seeing her or her friends at school. Nasrin attends a school where a lot of rich families send their children. I go to a high school that takes only students who do well on the entrance exam. It’s hard to get in, you have to be smart. Money can’t buy you a place at a special school—or at a university, for that matter. Nasrin’s friends at school are probably cooing over her, asking what kind of dress she will have. Nasrin will love the attention, showing off her ring in between math problems she needs help solving. I don’t feel betrayed by her. I just don’t know how I am supposed to move forward. There is a knock on my door.
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