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Naneh Chineh and the Little Sparrow





  My grandmother on my mother's side was one of the very few relatives I didn't just like but really loved very much. I was still quite small when she was alive, so my memories of her are very few. We children were allowed to call her Naneh Chineh. "Naneh" is the term for "mother" in the language of rural Persia, and "Chineh" means "wrinkles". She had wrinkly skin; her hands and her face were full of wrinkles. And so she was called the old mother with the wrinkly face, "Naneh Chineh". I can't remember how the name came to be, or who first called her that.




  


  For reasons of health and organisation, she didn't stay with us very often, and when she was there, she would only stay a few days at a time. We were living in a house that my father had built himself from the most simple materials, years before I was born. We had only two rooms, one downstairs, and one upstairs. In the little yard behind the house, we had a toilet and a small fountain where we brushed our teeth and washed.




  Weather permitting, my mother did all our washing in a big tub. When my grandma was there, she helped her with everything. Sometimes they fetched largish bags of herbs that they prepared for particular meals. I usually sat with them and watched everything. That way I learned quickly and was able to help my mother wherever I could.




  


  Keeping up with all the tasks required to keep a household with seven children going was a true challenge. My grandmother did her best to help us, and especially my mother. Sometimes she was very stubborn and obstinate. So was my mother. That's why they often disagreed about things. My grandma knew everything better, and my mother constantly wanted to prove her abilities. But these squabbles were never serious; it was more their way of sharing their love and attentiveness with one another. They loved each other very much. And I loved the both of them more than anyone or anything else.




  





  I remember how once my mother didn't have enough space to hang up all the washing in our small yard. While she tried to find a solution, my grandmother fetched the hammer and a large nail. She wanted to use it to fasten a thick rope, strong enough to support the heavy, wet items of clothing. What my grandma didn't know was that in that very wall and at that very height she was heading towards, they'd recently installed an electricity cable, covered only by a thin layer of plaster. When my mother tried to tell her, she said, tying her chador around her hips and neck: "Oh my child, I'm not scared of electricity!"
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