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About the Book:

Welcome to my book—a collection of short stories I wrote years ago in Iran. These tales are woven from my dreams, nightmares, and the everyday life of Iran. They’re dark, bitter, and downright disturbing. You might hate them, or maybe you’ll find them intriguing. Either way, I’m writing to make up for all those years I wasn’t allowed to publish my books in Iran, hoping someday I’ll find a like-minded audience who gets what I’m trying to say.


This book explores a central theme—death—through various narratives and different storytelling approaches. I am uncertain how much this theme resonates with you, but for the past decade, it has been one of the most fundamental concepts I have been examining. Themes such as love, greed, alienation, chaos, and collective trauma are also intricately woven into the stories in this book.


I’ve translated these stories from Persian (Farsi) to English myself. Sure, the translations might be rough or confusing at times, but I’ve done my best to convey the essence of my words accurately. Because, I believe only the writer can truly capture what’s in their mind and bring it to another language.

I hope you enjoy reading this book.

To contact me, please email:

fatimaabdolhamid@gmail.com


Prelude

In the harsh days of winter, while the partridges kept their heads buried in the snow, we feared the departure of the foxes who managed our food distribution. There was no justice. But the constant reassurance of having food always brought some comfort. The foxes carried the heavy burden of a false sense of justice and equality, while the partridges simply followed suit. It was cold. We burned pages of true history to keep the fire going. Beyond the mountains, the wolves sharpened their claws, and under the foxes' leadership, we chanted daily slogans for war. We knew the wolves were there; their terrifying howls were a constant reminder of their presence. We had to cultivate this crippling fear for generations until the day the wolves crossed the mountains to take our land. I was also a bearer of this fear, and I told my children stories about the wolves. We were all scared. Some nights, we refrained from lighting a fire, despite the cold, to avoid attracting the lurking wolves.

Years passed. I died. My entire generation slowly got buried in the corners of our land. The land remained, and its sacred soil fed on my buried body and those of my ancestors. The foxes grew older, and the wolves' howls persisted as strong as ever. Fear, however, grew stronger. The wood ran out because there were no seeds left to grow sturdy trees from the decaying bodies. We always dreamed of conquering the wolves' fertile land. Today, that dream had the chance to become reality. My children and all the people agreed to cross the mountains at midnight, disguised in wolf skins, to conquer the wolves' land. They began their journey, overcoming all obstacles until they reached the other side of the mountain. The lush forest, the fruit-laden trees, and the tempting smell of food mesmerized them. But no matter how hard they searched, there were no wolves. Hungry, they followed the smell of food until their bodies gradually stopped moving, and they collapsed unconscious on the ground.

The old foxes stood over the lifeless bodies of the partridges and celebrated their most bountiful hunt of the season, howling and dancing till dawn.


Acknowledgment

At times, the world turns merciless, winter descends, and a thick fog obscures our path ahead. Yet, a greater force reminds us not to slow our stride toward what we earnestly seek from the depths of life...


To my love…
Reza.
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-Dad-

My gaze glides over her bony neck and jaw, rising from the brown curls at the back of her head to the short, loose strands of black hair that hang effortlessly between her broad cheekbones and jawline.

She swallows and her jaw clenches. I lose myself in the outline of her lips. Thin, elongated lips and milk-white teeth, each with a millimeter of space between them. A fleeting smile graces her lips and throws me into the embrace of her sparkling brown eyes, each with a story to tell. No matter how wide her smile is, her melancholy eyes are unaffected.

Medium-sized eyes, accentuated with a layer of eyeliner, behind black rectangular glasses that stand out menacingly...

She tilts her head...

And the loose brown strands fall over her broad forehead. I stop at her short, square eyebrows. The even brown eyebrows, half of which she has recently cut away mischievously, give her face a quirky and playful expression.

I take a step back and stare at her bony, elongated face hidden under wheat-colored skin. My gaze wanders over her broad shoulders and the area of her immature breasts, which are almost lost in the firmness of her muscular body. I step back from God's masterpiece because I don't want to be just an observer of quality; I want to survey the whole picture.

Her slim waist and tall stature set her apart from her peers. This feature makes her a robust element, with one of her key characteristics being that she always stands out in group photos...

She laughs, takes the change and runs off. She leaves my grocery store and joins her group of friends. I smile and stay in my seat. There are still pleasures that can instantly annihilate your subconscious...

Like the pleasure of marveling at an incomparable, immature masterpiece...

-Son-

The fur of the fucking cat always ends up in my eyes. But they are so thin that as soon as they detach from its body, they become practically invisible. I widen my gaze in front of the bathroom mirror and try to spot any trace of the hair. The damn thing has disappeared. I turn on the tap and wet a toothpick. With my right hand, I open my eye wider and stick the toothpick into the pink membrane. The sting of the invisible fur is more noticeable than the sharp tip of the toothpick. I move the toothpick left and right. Even if someone only had one eye, they could still see. They could distinguish between a hole and a pit. I don’t understand the purpose of all these symmetrical organs. Two eyes, two ears, two hands. Maybe many of these tools and instruments are like the spare tire in the trunk of a car. If you lose one, the other immediately takes its place.

But what is the purpose of that beating muscle in the center of the chest?

The toothpick catches the fur. I pull it out carefully. It’s ten centimeters long. Damn cat. I should use a trimmer and shave all the hair off from the roots.

I open the garbage can and throw the toothpick in. Pick up the bronze-handled razor. My brain has been acting scabby lately. The doctor says I need to get rid of all the hair on this hollow skull.

I asked, “All of it?”

He said, “The roots draw strength from the blood flowing in your head.”

I said, “But I can’t make it through the winter without hair. It’s cold. It stings.”

He said, “Do you want to find your path or bury your head in the sand?”

I said, “You already know the answer.”

The doctor said, “Destroy the roots. All the trouble comes from those roots.”

So he prescribed me these blue and orange pills. Slowly, I’m getting rid of all of them. I run the razor over my eyebrows. If I don’t shave them, they’ll fall into my food. Eventually, their roots will burn, but I don’t want to endure them for these remaining days either. Ever since I understood the essence of the matter, their presence on my head feels burdensome.

I wash my face...

-Dad-

Yesterday, the bread doubled. The price of it I mean. For someone like me, who both buys and sells it, the balance remains. But for the people... well, to hell with them! Let them grow their own wheat.


I heat my food on the small camping stove at the back of the grocery store. They’ve recently introduced something new called noodles. They’re just like our macaroni, but you have to dip them in poisoned water. The girl comes in from time to time and buys a few packets of noodles. I bring them especially for her because no one else here needs anything other than bread, eggs and tea. I don’t eat that shit either. My wife has been putting bread and cutlets[1] on the rack of my motorcycle every day for fifteen years so that I can take them to the shop. I've never understood why the taste of her cutlets hasn’t changed a bit in those fifteen years. Just like her. Fifteen years of sleeping face down on the bed so I can reach her sagging, fleshy hips.


and fuck her dark, deep hole without feeling any pressure around my breathless cock.

My wife suffers from stability, and I suffer from instability. Or maybe not... I suffer from her stability, and she suffers from my instability. But whatever it is, her cutlets still fill me up.

The girl enters the store. The sound of sizzling food can be heard. I have to turn it off. She stands at the counter:

“Do you have any cigarettes? Any kind?”

Surprised, I place a packet of cigarettes on the counter. Wipe my sweaty forehead with my sleeve. The smell of burnt food fills the air. I go to the stove and turn it off. The girl takes a cigarette from the pack and lights it with the lighter hanging on the counter.

I say nothing. As always, she doesn’t show any expression. She’s not even wearing her school uniform. I open the lid of the pot and the smell of cutlets wafts out. I make her a casual offer.

She comes closer, sits down on the floor of the store and says, “I’ll have a piece.”
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