GRADUALLY

Man:

Mr. Mahmoud.
Mahmoud:
Yes, Sir?

Man:
They called from Tehran and said that you should urgently go to Tehran. It’s about your wife.

Engineer:
Tighten that one. Don’t stand here; go back to your work.

Mahmoud:
Mr. Engineer.
Engineer:
What? What is this?

Mahmoud:
I have to go to Tehran, they’ve told me that my wife is sick.

Engineer:
No kidding?! This is not your aunt’s house so that you can leave whenever you feel like it?

Mahmoud:
I have problems, Mr. Engineer

Engineer:
Impossible.
Mahmoud:
I’ll come back quickly, Mr. Engineer.

Engineer:
Don’t argue with me, you just came back from your leave 2 days ago.

Mahmoud:
That wasn’t two days ago, Mr. Engineer. I’m here since fifteen days ago.

Engineer:
When I say 2 days ago, I mean you just came back. You came back a month ago, satisfied? It’s not your turn, wait for Vaez to return and then go. (To the workers)What are you waiting for? Tighten those quickly, we have no time.

Mahmoud:
Mr. Engineer, my wife is mentally ill. God is my witness, she’s sick.

Engineer:
This is a sensitive situation. I have to prepare this project for the inauguration in 2 months’ time. I have no other welder besides you, what should I do? Should I bring my aunt to come and weld?
Mahmoud:
No Sir, Rahim who is here, knows how.

Engineer:
Get on with your work – Look, I can’t trust an assistant. Besides, what if the deputy minister arrives while you are away? What should I say? This is not a private company, what should I do if something happens?
Mahmoud:
Mr. Engineer, may God protect your children, I beg you, Mr. Engineer.

Engineer:
Here you go again. Can you return within hours? Can you come back tonight?

Mahmoud:
I have to go to Tehran – Karaj.

Engineer:
You have 48 hours. That’s it. Otherwise go back to your work.

Mahmoud:
I’ll go by this locomotive.
Engineer:
Give it to me; you always do what’s on your mind. Here you are.

Mahmoud:
Mr. Engineer, what should I do about my wife’s insurance?

Engineer:
Go to Mr. Alizadeh. Ask him to write a recommendation letter for you, take it to the Department in Tehran.

Mahmoud:
Hello.

Girl:
Hello. Please come in.
Mahmoud:
Is the doctor in?

Girl:
No, she’s out but she’ll return any moment.

Mahmoud:
Fine, I’ll wait downstairs. I’ll leave this here.
Girl:
Thank you. You shouldn’t have done this.
Mahmoud:
See you later.

Girl:
Good-bye.

Mahmoud:
Hello, Doctor.

Doctor:
Hello, Mr. Mahmoud. How are you?

Mahmoud:
Thank God.

Doctor:
When did you come to Tehran?

Mahmoud:
I arrived yesterday.

Doctor:
How’s Pari?

Mahmoud:
Not bad, don’t know what to say.

Doctor:
Is she feeling bad again?

Mahmoud:
Wish she felt bad.

Doctor:
Has she been hospitalized?
Mahmoud:
Wish she was hospitalized.

Doctor:
What’s up Mr. Mahmoud? Is she dead?

Mahmoud:
Wish she were dead.

Doctor:
So what’s happened to her, Mr. Mahmoud?

Mahmoud:
When I got to Karaj on that day, it was pouring.
Mahmoud:
Hajj Khanoum, Hajj Khanoum.

Mahmoud:
Hello Hajj Khanoum.

Hajj Khanoum:
Hello Mr. Mahmoud. Welcome, how are you?

Mahmoud:
What’s up Hajj Khanoum? Where’s my family?

Hajj Khanoum:
I honestly don’t know.

Mahmoud
Is Pari hospitalized?

Hajj Khanoum:
Don’t ask me dear Mr. Mahmoud. I don’t have a clue.

Mahmoud:
So who called me to come? Did Pari call me?

Hajj Khanoum:
Swear to God, I don’t know Mr. Mahmoud.

Girl:
Who is it?

Mahmoud:
It’s me. Hello. This is Mahmoud. I’m here to talk to Azam Khanoum.

Girl:
They have moved.

Mahmoud:
Is Mr. Nemat in?

Girl:
I said they have moved!
Mahmoud:
They removed the house?

Girl:
No, they have moved.
Mahmoud:
They were here fifteen days ago, where did they go? Don’t you know?

Girl:
Nope.

Mahmoud:
Can you please give me their address? Mr. Nemat is my wife’s uncle.

Girl:
You want the address of your wife’s uncle from me? Don’t disturb us any more.
Mahmoud:
Are you human?
Girl:
Idiot!
Driver:
Tehran, 2 passengers, Tehran, hop in, Tehran. Sir, going to Tehran? Tehran, 1 passenger, quick, we’re leaving for Tehran.

Parisa:
Hi Dad.

Mahmoud:
Hi. Who brought you here?

Parisa:
My Mom.

Mahmoud:
So where is she?

Parisa:
She’s gone to buy me some chips.
Mother:
Hello dear, did you find her?

Mahmoud:
No.

Mother:
My God, where has she gone?

Mahmoud:
Who brought Parisa here?

Mother:
The door was open. Parisa came in herself. Pari must have brought her and left. No one knows where the hell she is since last week. She has disgraced us in the neighborhood. Damn with you and your wife.
Mahmoud:
Amen!

Officer:
She’s not lost, is she a check-book? How long has it been?

Mahmoud:
About 8 days.

Officer:
 Your wife has been lost for 8 days and you’ve come to report it now?

Mahmoud:
I was working.

Officer:
Where?
Mahmoud:
I’m a welder. I work in the rail road company.
Major:
The dossier is ready. The defendant should be sent from the detention to the office of the prosecutor.
Officer:
Did you have any differences?

Mahmoud:
No.

Officer:
A quarrel? A dispute?

Mahmoud:
No. She has mental illness. She was hospitalized twice before.

Officer:
Is she a psycho?

Mahmoud:
No, she’s nervous.
Officer:
Nobody was molesting her? Any man or boy?

Mahmoud:
Nope.

Officer:
Ahmadi! Ahmadi!

Ahmadi:
Yes Captain.

Officer:
Take his dossier to the office of the prosecutor.
Ahmadi:
Yes Sir.

Officer:
We will take your statements, file it and send it to the investigation bureau. You should also file at the police station in your neighborhood in Karaj.

Man:
How old did you say she was?

Mahmoud:
22 years old.

Man:
Your wife?

Mahmoud:
Yes.

Man:
No, there’s nothing.

Firouz:
How are you Seyed? Come to my workshop for a cup of tea. I need to talk to you.

Mahmoud:
I’m busy Mr. Firouz.

Firouz:
Come, I need to talk to you.

Firouz:
Seyed, we are friends. We are not strangers. We are kind of colleagues. You work hard in the South for a loaf of bread and so do I, over here. It doesn’t make a difference. Seyed, I swear I like you like my own brother. I have always said behind your back that this Seyed is a decent man. Right now your problem is like my own problem. To tell the truth, it was me who called you to come. I thought I should tell you face to face the things that people say behind your back. Seyed…People say….Your wife has neither had an accident nor is she dead. I’m sorry; people say your wife has run away.
Mahmoud:
They would say anything. Mr. Firouz. Why should she run away?

Firouz:
True or not, this is what they say, Mr. Seyed. I just wanted you to know, that’s all. Your old landlady has bruited the rumor in the neighborhood. She’s like a satellite channel. She spreads the news as she walks, from this door to another. You know the women. They are fiends. Seyed! If a woman is lonely, she will have ideas. If you detain a woman in a bottle the devil will hang around her and deceive her. Seyed, Seyed! Didn’t I tell you not to leave your young beautiful wife – of course I look at her like my sister – in this boundless city. Didn’t I tell you that you should take care of your young wife? I did. You didn’t listen to me, Seyed, you didn’t. Now don’t sit here pining! Get it out of your old landlady. Go and see where your wife has gone; with whom she has gone?! What she is doing?! Seyed, you have lawfully and religiously the right to do anything with your wife.
Mahmoud:
Where is my wife? Hmm? What is this tattling in the neighborhood?
Hajj Khanoum:
Mind your language, Mr. Mahmoud?

Mahmoud:
I swear I will behead you. Where is my wife?
Hajj Khanoum:
I don’t know Mr. Mahmoud.

Mahmoud:
Swear to God, you do. Where is my wife?

Hajj Khanoum:
I swear to God, I don’t know Mr. Mahmoud. I just heard from her aunt that she has run away.

Mahmoud:
That’s loose talk. Where is my wife?

Hajj Khanoum:
Mr. Mahmoud, wwear to Mecca that I have been to four times, I don’t know.
Mahmoud:
You do. Tell me. Where is she?

Hajj Khanoum:
Mr. Mahmoud, Listen, Mr. Mahmoud. I swear I’m telling the truth.

Mahmoud:
Talk.

Hajj Khanoum:
Saturday. Last Saturday Pari came and asked me to give her two hundred thousand Tomans of the deposit you had paid for the house. I told Pari that I had got the money from Mr. Mahmoud and I have to return it to him. She said that she owed money to someone and that it was important. Anyway, she got the money and disappeared in the afternoon.

Mahmoud:
And then?
Hajj Khanoum:
Two days went by. My God, I wondered where she was? First I thought she had gone to Varamin. But when I went to her uncle’s house I realized that she had not gone there. They asked me not to go to their house any more. They said that Pari is a nobody.
Mahmoud:
You should have said she is nobody? You scamp. She came to this damn place because of you. Now you are saying anything you want.
Hajj Khanoum:
Mr. Mahmoud dear! I assure that Pari wouldn’t go to bad places. I swear on my son’s life, I have prayed a thousand times so that she would be found. Sit down! I’ll go and get you a cup of tea. Don’t be on edge.
Mahmoud:
Hello. Excuse me. I have asked around and they have told me that you have moved the belongings of the house No. 18 in Derakhti Alley.

Man:
So?

Mahmoud:
I want to know the address of their new house.

Man:
I don’t know which house you are talking about. Even if they had rented a car from us, we wouldn’t give the address; I mean we couldn’t give it. You have to get a letter from the police station.
Man:
Which house did you say? When?

Mahmoud:
In Derakhti Alley. About 3 days ago.

Another man: He’s talking about Nemat the electrician.
Man:
I know…

Man:
Yeah. A few days ago. It was at night time. Mr. Ahmad took their belonging. Of course Ahmad is not in now. But allow me to tell you…here, aha, Nemat the electrician.Tehran, Helal Ahmar Ave. We know up to here. Wait. Wait. Nariman the hero! Come here.

Nariman:
Yes Sir.

Man:
Where did you take the belonging of Nemat the electrician in Helal Ahmar?

Nariman:
I don’t know Sir. I don’t remember.

Man:
Aha, you don’t know. (To Mahmoud) He’s become dumb. Give him something.

He’s bought a Cielo. His expenses are high.

Nariman:
You  know Helal Ahmar. Upper than Hashemi. There’s a restaurant on the left-hand-side. You get inside the alley, 2 lanes after that, the second dead-end. There is a two storey building. Second floor.

Man:
How about that? If you give him 1000 Tomans, he’ll bring you Nemat. If you give him two, he will analyze the region politics. No, he’ll tell you when the war will break out.
Nariman:
Tonight Sir!

Man:
Tonight. Nariman, go! Go and get the car cleaned!
Boy:
Who is it? Oh!
Mahmoud:
Mr. Nemat! Azam Khanoum! Mohsen! Open the door. You non-Muslims!


Oh you people tell these bastards to answer me.

Young man:
Lower your voice. What is it with you? Why are you making so much noise?

Mahmoud:
Sir, this is the house of my wife’s uncle. My wife has disappeared. They know about it but won’t answer me.

Neighbor:
May be they are not home!
Mahmoud:
They are, lady. I saw their son myself. They know it’s me, they won’t answer me.

Neighbor:
Go to the police and complain. You can’t disturb us. 
Mahmoud
Swear to God, I will break all your windows.

Young man:
Leave! Don’t make a fool out of yourself. I’ll pound you to pieces. Go!
Aunt:
Go, you disgrace! You should be ashamed! Instead of disturbing the neighbors, go and stop your wife.
Mahmoud:
Here they are! They have made my wife disappear.
Aunt:
Shut up, damn with you and your wife! My wife!…you know what? Do you want to know where you should look for your wife?
Mahmoud:
Sir, I’m here to file a complaint.

Soldier:
Please go in.

Hajj Khanoum:
Mr. Mahmoud, Mr. Mahmoud, Mr. Mahmoud, Mr. Mahmoud, Mr. Mahmoud Mr. Mahmoud, Mr. Mahmoud, Mr. Mahmoud….

Mahmoud:
Yes?

Hajj Khanoum:
Mr. Mahmoud, Somebody is at the door who wants to see you.

Mahmoud:
Yes?

Captain:
Mr. Seyed Mahmoud Akbarlou?

Mahmoud:
That’s me.

Captain:
This is Inspector Khazai from the bureau of investigation.

Mahmoud:
Yes, please.

Captain:
May I come in?

Mahmoud:
Please.

Captain:
No, don’t bother. It’s fine here. Are you from Hamedan?
Mahmoud:
No, Markazi Province, around Milajerd.

Captain:
What happened to your face?
Mahmoud:
I fell down. Sorry, I’ll be right back.

Hajj Khanoum:
Please.

Captain:
Thank you.

Hajj Khanoum:
You’re welcome. I really feel sorry for him.
Captain:
What for?

Hajj Khanoum:
Because of his wife!

Captain:
I would pay 1 million for my wife to disappear.
Hajj Khanoum:
You’re joking Hajj Agha. I wouldn’t wish that even for my enemy.
Captain:
Thank you very much Hajj Khanoum. You can leave now. Well, Mr. Mahmoud what is your guess?

Mahmoud:
I don’t know, my brain is not working.
Captain:
You work under a contract?

Mahmoud:
Yes.

Captain:
Is there anything that you would like to tell me in private?

Mahmoud:
There is no private matter left for us any more.

Captain:
When I read the report at the police station, I realized a few contradictions.

Mahmoud:
I don’t know what you mean. I’m not well-educated.

Captain:
Have you been to the morgue?

Mahmoud:
Yesterday.

Captain:
You have to go there every day. They had a corpse of an unknown woman last night. You’d better go there.

Man:
Three deaths: one was killed outside the city and her face was peeled off. One was chocked to death under Velayat Bridge and the other was a case of accident.
Mahmoud:
If it’s possible, the case of accident.

Man:
Incidentally she’s about your wife’s age. But she was dead about 8 days ago.
Mahmoud:
That’s right. The date matches.

Man:
But first you have to identify her.

Mahmoud:
How can I see her?
Man:
You can’t do it according to religious law. You have to bring a woman.

Mahmoud:
I don’t have anyone. I mean they won’t come.

Man:
Give her photo along with 500 Tomans to one of the staff, they’ll take care of it.

Family:
What happened, what did they tell you?

Girl:
I don’t know, they will tell you themselves.
Boy:
No. They’ve arrested us for nothing. He says why your eyes are red.

Another boy:
If you want to queue up behind me, you better know that there’s someone behind me?
Mahmoud:
What?

Woman:
Sir, come with me for a second. The poor woman that I saw has had an accident and her face is unrecognizable. Besides I don’t think she’s your wife because it quite some time that she’s been dead.

Mahmoud:
How does she look like? How about her hair?

Woman:
She has short black hair.

Mahmoud:
Her eyes?

Woman:
Her eyes? I am telling you her face is totally gone. Nothing is left of it. The only sign is a mole which is over here!

Mahmoud:
Here?

Woman:
Yeah. I hope it’s your last grief. What do you think you’re doing. Get out.

Mahmoud:
She’s my wife.

Woman:
Was. Get out. Go upstairs and get the papers. Then come and look at your wife as much as you can.
Officer:
Well, this is your investigation form, when you bring the testimonial,     they will send your file to the court, and then they will introduce you to the medical forensic office. You will then get your wife’s corpse. When we find the cause of the accident, we will inform you.
Mahmoud:
Thank you.

Officer:
You’re welcome.

Firouz:
Mr. Seyed, I am mourning myself. I can’t offer you my condolences. Here you are. Pass it around in the neighborhood.

Mahmoud:
Thank you.

Firouz:
Good luck.

Mahmoud:
Hello Mr. Mehdi.

Mr. Mehdi:
Hello.

Mahmoud:
Mr. Mehdi, will you sign this?
Mr. Mehdi:
Why wouldn’t I? Please forgive me.

Barber:
When we heard the news we were really sad. I hope that it would be your last grief. Please forgive us if we said anything.

Mahmoud:
Good-bye.

Barber:
Good-bye.

Hajj Khanoum:
Oh dear God, how she disappeared for nothing?

Mr. Mahmoud, please forgive me.

Woman:
Wait a second, I’ll be right back.

Woman:
I told him.

A woman:
Hello Hajj Agha. May her soul rest in peace. Where did it happen?

Mahmoud:
Varamin.

Woman:
May her soul rest in peace. When did it happen?

Mahmoud:
A few days ago.

Woman:
She was a good woman.
Another w.:
May her soul rest in peace. I will recite the whole Koran for her.

Mahmoud:
Thank you very much. 

Hajj Agha:
In the name of God.

Mahmoud:
Hello.

Hajj Agha:
The deceased was his wife?

Women:
Yes, Hajj Agha.

Hajj Agha:
May her soul rest in peace. I have sealed it.

Women:
Amen.

Mahmoud:
Thank you very much.

Nohekhan:
On behalf of the next of kin of the deceased, her devoted husband, Mr. Seyed Mahmoud Akbarlou and his kind uncle Mr. Nemat the electrician, I thank all who have come from far and near and made her soul joyful…

Uncle:
It is true that whatever I went through for raising her up was in vain but I’m content. Thank God.  He knows better. Listen to me, this is a camel that sleeps at every door. People’s talk will break the back of an elephant. We thank God a million times.
Firouz:
What is your fool uncle talking about?

Mahmoud:
Forget it.
A worker:
He’s been laid off by the NIOC just like you. He’s an expert.

A worker:
Mr. Mahmoud, get in the wagon for if the engineer sees you he will gives us a good dressing-down.

A worker:
Why don’t you go to Kuwait?

Mahmoud:
How do you mean?

Worker:
You used to be a welder on the oil platform before; they need people like you now. If you’re interested, I will show you how. In a year’s time you’ll have plenty of money.

They don’t pay you here.

Hajj Khanoum:Here you are. This belongs to your late wife. She had sent me some food. Mr. Mahmoud, how can I find a good lodger like you again? Please don’t leave, if you can. I won’t need this house before Habib gets married.

Firouz:
Mr. Seyed.

Mahmoud:
Yes.

Firouz:
Hi. Come, I need to talk to you.

Firouz:
Seyed, I swear I feel as if my head has been hit by the world.
Mahmoud:
What for?
Firouz:
You’re mourning for whom? Who have you buried? Who is the deceased?

Mahmoud:
My wife!

Firouz:
Your wife? Your wife is alive, she was seen in Mashad.

Mahmoud:
They’ve made a mistake, Mr. Firouz.

Firouz:
What mistake?! Ezzat, the butcher, has seen her with his own eyes.

Mahmoud:
Mr. Firouz. Please don’t make me crazier than I am.
Firouz:
God forbid, you don’t believe it? Come! Come!

Firouz:
Hello, Mr. Ezzat.
Ezzat:
Hello. Please…My condolences, sir.

Mahmoud:
What’s going on, Mr. Ezzat?

Ezzat:
Firouz, didn’t you tell him?

Firouz:
I told him, he doesn’t believe it. Now you tell him from the beginning.

Ezzat:
Oh……About ten days ago we left for Mashad. I knew that your wife had left you and things like that. We went to Reza Bazaar to take a photo. One of those souvenir photos. I saw her there, inside the photo shop. 

Mahmoud:
You saw the wrong person.

Firouz:
Wait Seyed!

Ezzat:
I didn’t know your wife very well. A merchant shouldn’t look at other people’s wife.
Firouz:
Yes.

Ezzat:
My wife noticed her. As I was curious I stared at her face. It was her! My wife asked her what she was doing there and told her that her husband was waiting for her. She said: I don’t know. I’m her for pilgrimage. Mr. Mahmoud is at work. I noticed that she wasn’t friendly. She left. I sent my family to the hotel and followed her.

Mahmoud:
My wife is dead, Mr. Ezzat.
Ezzat:
That’s it. We arrived at 5 a.m. We came by train. We saw the announcement. My wife fainted.

Mahmoud:
I went to the morgue. My mother, her aunt, ten other women saw her when her corpse was being washed.
Firouz:
Seyed, listen to the rest. Tell him.
Ezzat:
I followed her for about two hours in every street, until she entered a building. I knew that she was staying there. I asked where it was. They said it was a guest house. I found the telephone number by any means. Here. This is the least I could do. Take it!
Firouz:
Hello, Mashad? Hello. Is that the guest house? Yes. I’m calling from Karaj. I want to talk with one of your guests. No. Mrs. Ghorbani. Yes, yes. Thank you. Here!
Mahmoud:
Hello?!

Firouz:
Wait. They went to call her. He says she’s a student. Could Ezzat be mistaken?

Firouz:
Seyed, don’t be so nervous.
Mahmoud:
Hello, Pari. It was her alright, Mr. Firouz. What the hell am I going to do now?
Firouz:
Damn it! Who was the one who you brought from the morgue?

Mahmoud:
I swear to Ali, it was her…. She didn’t have a face but I recognized her, I don’t know.
Firouz:
My God.
Mahmoud:
What should I tell the people now?

Firouz:
No one knows anything yet. I’ll ask Ezzat not to tell anyone. In my opinion you should go to her before it’s too late.

Hajj Khanoum:
Mr. Mahmoud, are you puttying your stuff away? You said you would leave today?!

Mahmoud
Give me a few days.

Hajj Khanoum:
Take off your black shirt. Your dead has resuscitated!
Doctor:
Can you please turn it down a little until Mr. Mahmoud leaves?

Doctor:
Wasn’t she taking the medication I had prescribed?

Mahmoud:
God knows, I don’t know. I don’t think so.

Doctor:
May be I should have hospitalized her.

Mahmoud:
What’s the use? How many times?

Doctor:
Do you want me to accompany you to Mashad?

Mahmoud:
No! I want to go alone. I have made certain decisions. But I’m not sure yet.
Doctor:
Think about your daughter as well. I mean, don’t think about divorce.

Mahmoud:
Hello. Excuse me. Could you make a divination with the help of Quran for me?
Hajj Agha:
I hope that it’s for a good cause. God willing.
Mahmoud:
I want to do something.

Hajj Agha:
Have you made up your mind?

Mahmoud:
Yes.

Hajj Agha:
Alright. It’s fifty-fifty.
Mahmoud:
Hello, hello. One, two, three, four. Testing. Listen to me. I have filed a complaint against you. Do you get me? You will tell me what happened, from the moment you left until you arrived this morning: Who you were with, where you went. Get it? No need to fear about anything. Tell me the whole truth. You’re dead to me. I’m recording this tape because you may not dare to talk before everybody in the court. Ready?

Pari:
I’m tired now, Mahmoud.

Mahmoud:
Don’t say my name, you impure. Ready?
Pari:
First I went to Varamin. I left the child with your parents.

Pari:
Go to grandmother’s house while I get you some chips. Go.

Al-Qaeda:
It’s right here; they have transformed the train in to a brothel. These bastards.
Guard:
Ladies, make less noise. Be a little quieter.
Girl 1:
Alright.

Guard:
Thank you very much.

Al-Qaeda:
What do you mean, thank you very much?! Give them a lesson.
Guard:
What should I do? They said alright.

Al-Qaeda:
Shame on you. Pull yourself together. If it goes on like this, I’ll get off in the next station and bring a revolutionary guard.
Guard:
What do you take me for that you want to bring a revolutionary guard in my train?!
Al-Qaeda:
Be a man! I won’t let you give in just like that.
Guard:
Mind your language. Why are you raising your voice?

Professor:
Sir, it seems as if you enjoy disturbing others!? I’m in the next compartment but because I didn’t want to hear, I didn’t hear anything from these poor people. You are the one who is disturbing everyone now.

Al-Qaeda:
None of your business. You have lost your head because of four girls.

Guard:
Mind your language sir!

Professor:
You offended these people once you arrived, which you can get whipped for.

Guard: 
You insulted them.
Girl 1:
He said bastards.
Girl:
Yes.

Professor:
I can do this to you. There are lots of witnesses. You can settle the matter with an apology.
Al-Qaeda:
I didn’t say such a thing.

Professor:
Fine. Then leave now.

Guard:
Sir, if you weren’t here, I would have problems with him until morning. I always see him. I don’t know what he does. But he comes and goes a lot. Once he used the hand-brake and the train stopped. He had had a quarrel with someone. 

Girl 1:
Don’t sell him any tickets.

Guard:
That’s impossible, lady. He’s a fanatic. I think he is a member of Al-Qaeda. Please.

Girl 2:
Excuse me, aren’t you Professor Afzali?

Professor:
I don’t know about the professor part?!
Girl 3:
Hello professor. You have come to our faculty several times.

Professor:
Which one?

Girls:
Allameh.

Professor:
Yes, it’s possible.

Girl 4:
Professor, you are wearing black. May God not want anything bad!
Professor:
God never wants anything bad. If you permit me!
Pari:
Professor, hello. Are you from Mashad?

Professor:
I am from Mashad but I don’t live here.  Where are your friends?

Pari:
We weren’t together. I need your help Professor.

Professor:
How can I help you?
Pari:
I want to see a man by the name of “Hassan Agha Khojandi”.

Professor:
I have heard his name but don’t know much about him.
Pari:
They say he writes a prayer. He then blows at the sugar candy and cures people.
Professor:
If you are not in a hurry, I can find him for you. Where are you staying in Mashad?

Pari:
I don’t know. This is my first time that I’ve come to Mashad. I’ll find a guest house some where.

Professor:
Why don’t you go the student’s guest house?

Pari:
I’m not a student.

Professor:
Well, I can arrange it for you to stay there. But you have to wait until this evening.

Pari:
I don’t know why but I trusted him.

Pari:
You couldn’t have known. 

Professor:
Have no doubts.

Pari:
Mother! Mother! Mother!

Mother:
Welcome.

Pari’s voice:
She held on to my hand for two days.

Neighbor:
Are you a student of his?

Pari: 
Yes.

Neighbor:
What this woman did for the professor, no mother would do for her own child. She brought him from the orphanage. I remember, he was skinny and dirty. Now look at him. The neighborhood is proud of him.
Pari:
Excuse me.

Professor:
Sorry for my 2-day delay. The man you are looking for is not in Mashad at the moment. I think that he’s abroad.

Pari:
It’s not important.
Professor:
It’s not important?

Pari:
No.
Professor:
Well, I think it’s alright too.

Pari:
I’m serious. I am feeling very well. I have been taking lots of pills for the last fourteen years, since I was eight. I can’t take them any more.
Professor:
Then there’s no need for Hassan Agha Khojandi!

Pari:
No.

Professor:
Thank God. I have made arrangements for you to stay here as long as you want. But from now on you have to pay 300 Tomans per day.
Pari:
I will stay, it’s very good here.

Professor:
I’m going to the airport to get back to Tehran but I’m sure that I will see you again in good health. 
Pari:
Professor! When I talk to you I feel better.

Professor:
Damn it!
Pari:
Mister, Mister.

Photographer:
Yes.

Pari:
Hello.

Photographer:
Hello.

Pari:
Is my photo ready?

Photographer:
Your photo?... Here you are!
Ezzat:
That’s Pari.

Wife:
Who’s Pari?

Ezzat:
Pari, Mr. Mahmoud’s wife.

Wife:
Who’s Mr. Mahmoud?

Ezzat:
Hajj Khanoum’s lodger. Have your photo taken and then go to the hotel. I’ll come later.
Wife:
What should we do?

Ezzat:
Go to the hotel.

Pari:
The rest?

Pari:
Nothing. You called the day after and I came back. Do you want to see my photo? Here it is…Is it beautiful?

Mahmoud:
What you said was for 3 days. Where were you the rest of the time?

Pari:
Look.

Mahmoud:
Enough. I have 3 options: put you in jail, divorce you or kill you and get relieved.
Pari:
Just don’t divorce me. Do anything you have to do.
---------

-

--------------------------------

Mahmoud:
You miserable! I didn’t believe a word you said.
Hajj Khanoum:
Here you are Mr. Mahmoud. This is 800 thousand Tomans. I had given 200 before. I will pay for the utility bills. Don’t worry.
Firouz:
Here you are Mr. Seyed. This is the details of the expenses. I gave 120 thousand Tomans for the grave, funeral ceremony and the rest. 150 thousand Tomans for the restaurant and transportation… Then there is the 30 thousand Tomans that I lent you. I think I lent it to my brother. Altogether that is 300 thousand Tomans.
Mahmoud:
Thank you very much.

Mother:
Mr. Farahani, I swear to God, he can’t. He doesn’t sleep at all. 

Farahani:
I don’t trust anybody else.

Mother:
For how long is it?

Farahani:
Two years of prayers and one month of fasting.

Mother:
100 thousand Tomans for two years of praying .and 60 thousand Tomans for the rest.
Farahani:
Take this 100 thousand Tomans.

Mother:
May his soul rest in peace.
Mahmoud:
Hello. Mr. Rahim’s company? Hello. I am a welder. I’m calling for the job in Kuwait. Yes, yes. To sent me to Kuwait. 

Pari:
Mahmoud, I’ll come with you, wherever you go.

Mahmoud:
I don’t have any where to go except for the cemetery.

Pari:
So come with me, wherever I go.

-
Leave it. It’s none of our business.


We should take it to the police.

-
Dig! It’s fresh soil!

Engineer:
Excuse me.

Captain:
Well, go on.

Engineer:
This poor guy was laid off about six months ago because he had abandoned his job. He had problems.
A worker:
No. They say he has gone to Basra. He is now working on the platform for the British after the invasion of Iraq.

Another w.:
No, they say he was killed in Omol-Qasr.

Another w.:
No, they say he went to England.

Ezzat:
No, Inspector. This goes back to last year.

Captain:
Yes, I know. Go on.

Firouz:
This poor guy had quarrels with his wife.

Ezzat:
The wife is in jail now.

Firouz:
As far as we know, he’s back at work in the South.

Ezzat:
They say that he’s married to a woman from Bandar. What a woman!
Everyone:
Yes.

Mother:
These are his belongings. They are covered with dust. He’s been gone for a few months now. I have no news from him. He hasn’t sent us any letters. He said he was going to Kuwait. Do you have any news from him? My poor son, his wife made him unhappy. May she never rest in peace.
Worker:
Boss! Boss!
Parisa:
Hello. Mom said come home sooner.

The sacred city of Mashad

Summer, two years later

