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In life there are certain sores that, |like a canker, gnaw
at the soul in solitude and dimnish it.

Since generally it is the customto rel egate these
incredi ble sufferings to the realmof rare and singul ar
accidents and happenings, it is not possible to reveal
themto anyone. If one does talk or wite about them
peopl e pretend to accept themw th sarcastic remarks and
dubi ous smles, while adhering either to preval ent
beliefs or to their own ideas about them The reason is
that as yet man has not found a renmedy for these sores;
the only remedy now is forgetful ness i nduced by wi ne or,
artificial sleep induced by opium and other narcotics. It
is a pity, however, that the effect of these drugs is
transitory and that after a while, instead of soothing,
they add to the pain.

WIIl it come to pass one day that someone will penetrate
the secrets of these supernatural happeni ngs and
recogni ze this reflection of the shadow of the soul which
mani fests itself in a coma-like |linmbo between sleep and
wakef ul ness?

| shall only describe one such incident which happened to
me and whi ch has shocked nme so nuch that | shall never
forget it; its omnous scar will poison ny life

t hroughout-from the beginning to the end of eternity
where no man's understanding can fathom Did | say

poi soned? Well, | neant to say that | am scathed by it
and will remain so for the rest of nmy nortal life.
| shall try to put down whatever | recall, whatever has

remained in nmy nmenory of the relations that connect the
events. Perhaps | can nmeke a universal judgnment about it.
No. | want nerely to becone sure, or else to believe it
nysel f, because it is immterial to nme whether other
peopl e believe me or not. Sinply, | amafraid that | may
die tonmorrow but still not know nyself, because in the
course of life experiences | have realized that a



frightful chasmlies between others and ne. | al so have
realized that | should keep silent as nuch as possible
and that | should keep ny thoughts to nyself. If | have
decided that |I should wite, It is only because |I should
i ntroduce nyself to ny shadow -a shadow which rests in a
stooped position on the wall, and which appears to be
voraciously swallowing all that I wite down. It is for
himthat | want to do an experinent to see if we can know
each other better, because since the tinme | severed ny
relations with the others, | have wanted to know nysel f
better.

Absurd thoughts! It may be so, but they torture ne nore
than any reality. Are not these people who resenble ne,
and who seem ngly have the sanme needs, whins and desires
as | do--are they not here to deceive nme? Are they not
shadows brought into existence nerely to nock and beguile
me? Isn't that which | feel, see and neasure imaginary

t hroughout and quite different fromreality?

| wite only for ny shadow which is cast on the wall in
front of the light. | nust introduce nyself to it.

In this base world, full of poverty and m sery, for the
first tinme | thought a ray of sunshine had shone on ny
[ife. But alas, it was not a sunbeam rather it was only
a transient beam a shooting star, which appeared to ne
in the |ikeness of a woman or an angel. And in the |ight
of that nmonent, |asting only about a second, | wtnessed
all ny life's msfortunes, and | discovered their
magni tude and grandeur. Then this beam of [|ight
di sappeared again into the dark abyss into which it was
destined to disappear. No. | could not keep this
transi ent beam for nyself.

It was three nonths, no, it was two nonths and four days
since | had |ost her, but the nmenory of her enchanting
eyes, no, the attractive malice of her eyes, remained in
nmy life forever. How can | forget one who is so pertinent
tonmy life?

No, I will not call her by nane, because she, with that
et hereal body, slimand msty, with those two | arge,
wonder stricken, sparkling eyes behind which ny life was
gradual Iy and painfully burning and nelting away, she no
| onger belongs to this base, fierce world. No, | should
not di sgrace her name with earthly things.

After seeing her I withdrew fromthe circle of people.



wi t hdrew conpletely fromthe circle of the fools and the
fortunate; and, for forgetfulness, | took refuge in wne
and opium | passed, and still pass, ny life daily within
the four walls of nmy room M whole |ife has passed

wi thin the confines of four walls.

My daily occupation was the painting of pencase covers;
my entire time was dedicated to the painting of pencase
covers and to the consunption of alcohol and opium | had
chosen the ridicul ous profession of pencase-cover
painting to kill the tine.

By a lucky chance ny house is |ocated outside the city,
in a quiet and restful spot, away fromthe hustle and
bustl e of people's lives. Its boundaries are well defined
and around it there are sonme ruins. From beyond the
ditch, however, sone |ow nud-brick houses are visible and
the city begins there. I do not know whi ch madman or
which ill-di sposed architect built this house in
forgotten tinmes, but when | close ny eyes, not only al
its nooks and crannies materialize before ny eyes but |
feel its pressure on ny shoulders. It is a house that
coul d have been painted only on anci ent pencases.

| nmust wite about all these events to assure nyself that

they are not fignments of ny imagination. | nust explain
themto ny shadow which is cast on the wall. To begin
with, before this incident there had remained for ne only
one source of cheerful ness or of content. | used to paint

on pencase covers within the confines of the four walls
of ny room and | used to pass the time with this

ridi cul ous amusenent; but after | saw those two eyes, and
after I saw her, every work, every nmovenent lost its

i nherent value and neaning entirely. Wat is strange,
however, and what is incredible is that, for some reason,
the subjects of all ny painted scenes have been of the
sane type and shape. | always used to draw a cypress tree
under which an old man, wapped in a cloak, hunching his
shoul ders in the manner of the Indian yogis, sat in a
squatting position. He wore a shal ma around his head, and
he put the index finger of his left hand on his lips as a
sign of astoni shnent. Opposite hima girl, wearing a

| ong, black dress, was bending to offer hima lily. She
was bendi ng because a brook intervened between them Had
| seen this image before, or was it inspired in a dreanf
| do not know. | only know that whatever | painted

revol ved around this scene and this sane subject; my hand

drew this scene involuntarily. And still nore incredible
than this is the fact that there were custoners for this
picture. | even used to send sonme of these pencase covers

to India in care of ny uncle, who used to sell them and



return the noney.

| do not recall it correctly, because this picture used
to appear to ne to be distant as well as close by at the
sane tinme. Now |l recall an incident. | said that | nust

wite down ny recollections; but the witing of these
notes occurred nmuch later. It has no rel evance to the
subj ect at hand. Although it was to devote nyself to
witing that | abandoned pencase-cover painting. Two
nmont hs ago, no two nonths and four days ago, was the
thirteenth day of Farvardin. Everybody had rushed to the
countryside. In order to paint undisturbed, | had shut

t he wi ndow of my room Around sunset, when | was busy

pai nting, the door suddenly opened and mnmy uncl e entered--
that is to say, he said he was ny uncle. | had never seen
hi m bef ore because fromhis early youth he had been on a
di stant journey. Perhaps he was a ship captain. | thought
he had sone nercantil e business with ne, because
apparently he was a nerchant as well. In any case, ny
uncl e was a stooped old man who wore an | ndi an shal na
around his head and a yellow torn cloak on his shoul ders.
He had covered his head and face with a scarf. His collar
was open and his hairy chest could be seen. One could
count the hairs of his thin beard as it protruded through
his scarf. Wth his red, fistular eyelids and | eprous
lip, he bore a very distant and ridicul ous resenbl ance to
me, as if my reflection had fallen on a magic mrror. |
had al ways i magi ned ny father as | ooking sonething |ike
that. Upon entering, he retired to the corner of the room
and sat there in a squatting position. Thinking that |
shoul d prepare sonething and offer it to him | |lit a
light and entered the closet of ny room | searched
everywhere for sonething that would be suitable for an
old man to eat. This | did though I knew there was
nothing in the house. There was neither any opium nor any
wine left for nme. Suddenly the built-in niche bel ow the
ceiling caught ny eye. As if inspired, | recalled an
ancient wine flask that | had inherited. I think they had
made the wi ne on the occasion of my birth. The wi ne fl ask
was In the niche. | had never thought of this w ne
before. In fact | had forgotten that such a thing existed
in the house. To reach the niche, | put a nearby stool
under ny feet. But as soon as | tried to pick up the w ne
flask, I was distracted by the foll ow ng scene through
the air inlet in the niche: In the field behind ny rooma
bent, stooped old man was squatting under a cypress tree,
and a young girl, no, a heavenly angel was standing in
front of him bending to give hima black lily wth her
right hand. The old nman was chew ng on the index finger
of his left hand.



Al though the girl was |ocated exactly opposite nme, it
seened that she did not pay attention to what was
happeni ng around her. She was | ooking wi thout seeing
anyt hi ng, and an unconscious, involuntary smle had dried
to the corner of her lips; it seenmed as though she was

t hi nki ng of an absent person. It was fromthe stool that

| saw her dreadful charm ng eyes, eyes which were
enchanting and reproachful at the sane tine. It was to

t he shining and dreadful balls of those worried,
threatening and inviting eyes that ny single beamof life
was attracted, and it was to the depth of those sane eyes
that ny life was drawn and in them anni hilated. This
attractive mrror drew ny whole being to itself in a way
unt hi nkabl e to any human bei ng. Her curved Turknen eyes
with their intoxicating supernatural beamfrightened as
wel |l as attracted. She seened to have wi tnessed, with

t hose eyes, supernatural happeni ngs beyond those any
nortal could w tness. Her cheeks were high, her forehead
wi de, her eyebrows thin and connected and her |ips neaty
and hal f open. Her |ips seened to have just finished a

| ong, warmkiss with which they were not yet satisfied. A
tress of her disheveled, uncontrolled black hair which
framed her silvery face was stuck on her tenple. The

t enderness of her linbs and the heedl essness of her

et hereal novenents bespoke her transient nature. Only a
dancing girl at an Indian tenple could have her

har noni ous gait.

Her placid formand her sorrowful happiness distinguished
her from normal hunman bei ngs. Her beauty was not nornma

at all. She appeared to ne |like an image in an opi um

hal I uci nati on. She induced the heated | ove of the
mandrake in me. She had a slim tall body with a |Iine
symmetrically dividing her shoul ders, arns, breasts,
buttocks and shins--it was as though she was separated
fromher mate

She wore a winkled, black dress which, fitting her well,
stuck to her body. Wien | saw her, she was about to junp
over the brook which separated her fromthe old man. She
failed. The old man | aughed hysterically. He had a dry
and repul sive |aughter, a hybrid nocking |aughter, which
made one's hair stand on end. Hi s facial expression did
not change. It was the resonance of a |laughter energing
fromthe depth of a hollow

Wth the wine flask in nmy hand, | junped off the stool

out of fright. For some reason | was shaking: a shiver in
which fright and enjoynent were intermngled. | felt as
if I had junped up froma pleasantly nightmarish dream
rested the wine flask on the ground and held ny head



bet ween ny hands. How many m nutes--hours? | don't know.
When | cane to, | took the wine flask and reentered the
room My uncle had gone and the door of ny room |ike the
open nmouth of a corpse, was left ajar. The ring of the
old man's |aughter still echoed in ny ears.

Even though it was getting dark, and the | anmp was

snmoki ng, the effect of the pleasant and frightful shiver
that | had felt was not wearing off. Fromthis nmonment ny
life's direction changed. One gl ance was enough to bring
about the change, because that heavenly angel, that
ethereal girl, touched nme nore deeply than any human
bei ng woul d be able to conprehend.

| was not in full control of nyself, and it seenmed that |
knew her nanme from before. The evil in her eyes, her
color, her scent and her novenents were all famliar to
me. It was as though ny souls, in the |ife before this,
in the world of imagination, had bordered on her soul and
t hat both souls, of the sanme essence and substance, were
destined for union. |I nust have lived this |ife very
close to her. | had no desire to touch her; the invisible
beans that emanated from our bodies and m ngled were
sufficient for nme. Isn't this terrifying experience which
seened so famliar to nmet quite the sane as the feelings
of two | overs who feel that they have known each ot her
before and that a nysterious relationship has previously
exi sted between then? WAs it possible that soneone el se
could affect nme? The dry, repul sive and om nous | aughter
of the old man, however, tore our bonds asunder.

| thought about this throughout the night. Several tines
| wanted to go to the hole in the wall and | ook, but I
was afraid of the old man's | aughter. The next day | was
still thinking of the sanme thing. Was it possible for we
to give up seeing her entirely? The day after that,
eventually, with such fear and trepidation | decided to
put the wine flask back in its place. But when | pushed
aside the curtain which covered the entrance to the
closet, and |l ooked in front of nme, | saw a dark, black
wal |, as dark as the darkness which shrouds ny whol e
life. I could not see any opening, crevice or hole to the
out side. The square hole in the wall was conpletely
closed and it had becone part of the wall, as if it had
never existed. | pulled the stool to nme, but no matter
how hard | struck ny fists against the wall and |istened,
or how hard I |ooked at the wall in the light of the

| anp, there was no trace of a hole in the wall. My bl ows
had little effect on the thick, massive wall, now like a
wal | of | ead.



Could | give all this up permanently? Yes, but everything
was out of ny control. Like a soul under torture, no
matter how nmuch | waited, guarded, or searched for her,

it was all to no avail. Like the nurderer who returns to
the scene of his crine, or like a chicken with its head
cut off, I walked all around outside our house, not for
one day, but for two nmonths and four days. | wal ked
around our house so nuch that | could recognize every
rock and pebble around there. | did not, however, find
even a trace of the cypress tree, the stream of water, or
of the people | had seen there. For nights on end | knelt
on the ground in the noonlight, | wept and sought redress
fromthe trees, fromthe stones and fromthe nobon which
she may have | ooked at, but | did not see any sign of

her. On the contrary, | realized that all these
activities were usel ess, because she could not be related
to the substance of this world. For instance, the water
wi th which she washed her hair nmust have conme from a

uni que and unknown spring, or froma magi cal cave. Her
dress was not made of the warp and woof of ordinary wool
and cotton, or sewn by hands made of natural elenents,

i ke ordi nary human hands. She was a di stingui shed
creature. | realized that the lilies also were not
ordinary lilies. | becane certain that if she were to
wash her face in ordinary water, her face would wther
and if she were to pluck ordinary lilies with her |ong
and delicate fingers, like flower petals, her fingers
woul d wither as well.

| learned all these things. | found this girl, not this
angel, to be a source of astonishnment and indescri babl e
inspiration for ne. Her substance was delicate and
intangi ble. It was she who created the sense of worship
innme. | was certain that the gaze of a stranger, or of
an ordinary person, would nmake her | ook shabby and

wi t her ed.

Since the time when | lost her, since the tinme when a
heavy wall, a solid, noist dam as heavy as | ead, was
created between her and ne, | have felt that ny life has

becone usel ess and confounded. Although her kind | ook,
and the deep pleasure that | drew from seeing her, were
uni ver sal --she woul d have no answers for nme because she
di d not see ne--nevertheless, | needed those eyes, and
only one glance fromher was sufficient to solve al

phi |l osophical difficulties and theol ogical enigmas for
me. After one glance fromher, there would remain no
nystery or secret for ne.

Fromthis tinme on, | increased ny drinking, | snoked nore
opium But alas, despite these renedi es for hopel essness,



whi ch were neant to paral yze and nunb ny thoughts, making
me forget the thought of her, her figure and her face
materialized in front of ne nore strongly daily, hourly,
by the m nute.

How could | forget? Wien ny eyes were open, or when
closed them in sleep and wakeful ness, she was in front
of me. Through the hole in the closet of ny room-as
through a hole in the night that enshrouds people's

t hought and | ogi c--through the square hol e which opened
to the outside, she was constantly in front of ne.

| was not allowed to rest; howcould | rest? | fornmed the
habit of taking pronenades quite |ate--at sunset. For
sonme reason | wanted, | felt | had to find the stream of
water, the cypress tree and the lily plant. In the sane
way that | had beconme addicted to opium | becane
accustonmed to these pronenades; it was as though sone
force conpelled me to them Al along the way, all the
time, I was thinking of her, recalling ny initial glinpse
of her. | wanted to find the place where | saw her on the
thirteenth day of Farvardin. Were | to find that place,
and if | could sit under that cypress tree, surely sone
tranquility would appear in ny life. But, alas, there was
not hi ng there but refuse, hot sand, the ribcage of a
horse, and a dog sniffing the top of the trash. Had |
really net her? Never. | only saw her stealthily, while
hi dden, through a hole, through an ill-fated hole in the
closet of my room | was |ike a hungry dog who sniffs the
gar bage, who searches, but who, as soon as peopl e appear
with nore trash, runs away and hides hinself out of fear.
Later he returns to seek his favorite pieces in the new
trash. | was in a simlar situation, but for ne the hole
had been bl ocked up. To nme she was a fresh and tender
bouquet of flowers thrown on top of a trash pile.

The | ast evening that, |ike other evenings, | went on a
wal k, it was dark and it felt like rain, A thick m st
covered everything. In the rainy weather which decreases
t he sharpness of colors, and di m nishes the rudeness of
the Iines of objects, |I felt free and rel axed, as though
t he rai ndrops were washing ny bl ack thoughts away. During
this night, that which should not have happened cane to
pass. During these | onesone hours, during those m nutes

t he duration of which I cannot recall exactly, | wal ked
about involuntarily. In spite of the fog, her vague and
shocki ng face--1ike the picture on pencase covers

enmerging from behind the clouds and snoke--her
not i onl ess, expressionless face continued to materialize
before ny eyes much nore powerfully than ever before.



It was quite late at night when | returned. A dense fog
was hanging in the air, and | could not see the way
clearly. But out of habit, and through a special sense
whi ch was awakened in ne, | arrived at ny doorstep, where
| perceived that a black-clad figure, the figure of a
woman, was sitting on the platformof ny house.

| struck a match to find the keyhole, but for sone reason
nmy eyes involuntarily caught sight of the black-clad
figure, and | recognized the two oblique eyes--two | arge,
bl ack eyes amd a silvery thin face--the sanme eyes which
stared at a man's face without actually seeing. And I
woul d have recogni zed her, even if | had not seen her
before. No. | was not deceived. This black-clad figure
was she. | stood there. | was petrified and felt |ike
soneone who is dream ng, and who knows that he is asleep,
but who cannot wake up when he wants to. The match burnt
itself, and then my fingers. Suddenly | returned to
reality, turned the key, opened the door, and drew nyself
asi de. Like soneone famliar with the way, she got off
the platformand crossed the dark corridor. She opened

t he door of nmy roomand entered. |, follow ng her,
entered ny room Hurriedly I Iit the lanp and saw t hat
she had retired to ny bed and was now lying on it. Her
face was in the shade. | did not know whet her she coul d
see nme or hear nme. Her outward appearance showed no trace
of fear or of desire to resist nme. It seened as though
she had conme here involuntarily.

Was she sick? Had she | ost her way? She had cone here
unconsciously, quite in the same way that a sl eep-wal ker
woul d. No living creature can inmagine the nental state |
experienced at this monment. | felt a pleasant, yet

i ndescri bable, pain. No. | was not deceived. That |ady
was this sane girl who had entered ny room w t hout being
astoni shed, without uttering a word. | had al ways

i magi ned our first nmeeting to be like this. This state
was |i ke a deep sleep, endless sleep for nme; one has to
be in a very deep sleep to have such a dream The silence
was |i ke an eternal life for nme, because one cannot speak
at the beginning, or at the end of eternity.

To nme she was a woman, and she had sonet hi ng supernatura
about her. Her face rem nded ne of the confounding
oblivion of other people's faces so strongly that upon
seei ng her ny whol e body began to shake, and ny knees

gave way. At this nonent, | saw the whol e painful story
of ny life behind her |arge eyes, her extrenely |arge
eyes, wet and glistening eyes, |ike black dianond balls

thrown into tears. In her eyes, in her black eyes, |
found the eternal night, the dense darkness | had been



searching for, and | plunged into its awesone, enchanting

darkness. | felt as though sone force was being extracted
fromny being; the ground was shaking underneath ny feet.
Had | fallen to the ground at that nonent, | would have

drawn an i ndescribable pleasure fromthat fall

My heart stopped. Fearing that ny breath m ght make her
di sappear, as if she were a piece of cloud or a puff of
snmoke, | restrained nyself from breathing. Her silence
was like a mracle. It was as though a gl ass wall

i ntervened between us. This Mnent, this hour, this
eternity was choking me. Her weary eyes, as if w tnessing
sonet hi ng extraordi nary which others cannot see--as if
seei ng death--were gradually closing. Eventually, her
eyelids closed. The intensity of the nonent shook ne as
if I were a drowning man comng to the surface for air. |
wi ped the perspiration fromny forehead with the edge of
nmy sl eeve.

Her face had the same cal mand notionl ess expression but
it | ooked smaller and thinner. As she reclined she was
chewi ng on the index finger of her left hand. Her face
was the color of silver, and through her thin, black
garnment which fit her tightly one could see the outline
of her legs, arnms, the two breasts, and all the rest of
her body.

Since her eyes were closed, | bent in order to see her
better. But no matter how closely | observed her, it
seened that she was quite distant fromnme. Suddenly I
felt that | had no information whatsoever about the
secrets of her heart, and that there existed no

rel ati onship between the two of us.

| wanted to say sonething, but | was afraid that her
ears, accustoned to sone distant, heavenly and soft
musi ¢, mght become hateful because of ny voice.

It occurred to ne that she m ght be hungry or thirsty. |
entered the closet of ny roomin order to find sonething
for her, although |I knew that there was nothing to be
found in the house. But then, as If inspired, | recalled
t hat above, in the niche, | had a flask of old w ne which
| had inherited fromny father. | used the stool and
brought the flask down. Tiptoeing carefully, | went to
the side of the bed. She was sleeping like a tired,
exhausted child. She was in a deep sleep and her |ong
eyel ashes, |ike velvet, were closed. | took the cap off
the flask and through her |ocked teeth, gently poured a
cup of wine down her throat.



For the first time in nmy life a feeling of sudden
tranquillity had appeared, because those eyes were
closed. It seemed that the canker that tortured ne, and
the nightrmare that pressed nmy insides with its iron

cl aws, had sonewhat subsided. | brought nmy own chair,
placed it beside the bed and stared at her face. \Wat a
chil dish face, and what a strange disposition! Was it
possi ble that this woman, this girl, or this angel of
torture (because otherwise, | didn't know what to cal
her), was it possible that she could have a double |ife?
To be so quiet, and to be so uncerenoni ous?

Now | could feel the warnth of her body, and | could
snel | the danp scent that rose fromthe heavy, bl ack

| ocks. My hand was not under ny control, but yet | raised
it and caressed a |lock of her hair with it, the |ock that
was al ways stuck to her tenple. Then | sank ny fingers in
her | ocks. Her hair was cold and danp, cold, absolutely
cold. It was as though she had died several days ago. And
| was not m staken she was dead. | passed ny hand in
front of her chest and placed it on her breast and her
heart. There was no sign of a heartbeat. Then | brought
the mrror and held that in front of her nose. There was
not even a trace of life in her..

I ntending to nmake her warmw th the heat of ny own body,
to give her ny warnth and receive the col dness of death
fromher, hoping that in this way | could possibly bl ow
my own soul into her body, | took off ny clothes, clinbed
onto the bed and | ay down beside her. W becane stuck
like the mal e and fenal e nandrake. To be exact, her body
was |ike the body of the femal e nmandrake severed fromits
mate, and it had the sane burning | ove of the mandrake.
Her mouth, acrid and bitterish tasted Iike the bitter end
of a cucunber. Her whol e body had beconme cold, as cold as
hail stones. | felt ny blood freezing in ny veins, and the
cold penetrating to the depths of ny heart. Al ny
efforts being useless, | clinbed off the bed and put ny
cl othes back on. Not it was not a lie. She had come here
to my room to ny bed and surrendered her body to ne. She
gave ne her body, and she gave ne her soul --both!

Wil e she was still alive, while her eyes were brinfu
with life, only the nenory of her eyes tortured ne, but
now, devoid of feeling and notionless and cold, with eyes
al ready cl osed, she cane and surrendered herself to ne.
Wth closed eyes!

This was the sane creature that had poi soned ny entire
life; or maybe nmy life was originally susceptible to
bei ng poi soned, and | could not have had any |ife beside



a poisoned life. Now here in nmy room she gave ne her body
and her shadow. Her brittle, transient soul, which had no
relation to the world of earthly beings, slowy came out
of her black, winkled dress--the body that tortured her-
-and went away to the world of wandering shadows. Perhaps
it took ny shadow with it as well. Her body, however,
devoid of any feeling or notion, was lying there. Her
soft, lax nuscles, her veins, tendons and bones were
waiting to rot. A delicious feast was prepared for the
worns and rats who dwell under the ground. In this
adversity-stricken, mserable roomitself a grave, am dst
t he darkness of the eternal night which was surroundi ng
me, and which was sinking into the walls. | had to pass
an endl ess, |long, dark and cold night beside a corpse--
besi de her corpse. It occurred to nme that fromthe
beginning to the end of eternity, since the beginning of
my creation, a dead body, a cold, feelingless, notionless
corpse had shared ny dark roomw th ne.

At this nonent ny thoughts froze. A unique, singular life
was created in ne, because ny life was bound to all the
exi stences that surrounded ne, all the shadows t hat
trenbled around nme. | felt an inseparable, deep relation
with the world, with the novenent of all creatures and
with nature. All the elenents of nyself and of nature
were related by the invisible streans of sone m nd-

di sturbing, agitating current. No thought or inmage was
unnatural for nme. | could understand the secrets of the
anci ent paintings, the nysteries of difficult,

phi |l osophical treatises, and the eternal foolishness of
fornms and norns, because at this nmonment | was
participating in the revolution of the earth and the

pl anets, in the growth of the plants, and in the
activities of the animal world. The past and the future,
far and near, shared ny sentient life and were at one
wth ne.

At such tinmes everyone takes refuge in a strong habit, or
in a scruple that he has developed in his |ife: the
drunkard becones drunk, the witer wites, the stone-
cutter cuts stones, each giving vent to his anxiety and
anger by escaping into the strong stinulant of his own
life. And it is in nonents |like these that a real artist
can create a nmasterpiece. But I, I who was devoid of

tal ent and who was poor, a painter of pencase covers,
what could | do? Wth these dry, glistening and |ifeless
pictures, all of which were the sane, as nobdels, what
could I paint that would becone a nmasterpiece? But in ny
whol e being | felt an excessive upsurge of talent and
warnth; it was a special agitation and stinmulus. | wanted
to draw those eyes, which were now cl osed forever, on a



pi ece of paper and keep themfor nyself. This sensation
forced me to realize ny wish, that is, | did not do this
voluntarily--one does not when one is inprisoned with a
corpse. The thought of being inprisoned with a corpse
filled me with a special joy.

Eventual Iy, | extinguished the [ anp which was giving off
snoke, brought two candlesticks and |it them over her
head. Against the flickering |ight of the candle, her
face assuned nore repose, and in the interplay of the
Iight and darkness in the room it acquired a mysterious,
ethereal air. | took some paper along with ny working
tools and went to the side of her bed--this was her bed
now. | wanted to copy this form which was condemed to a
sl ow and very gradual disintegration, this form which
seened to be devoid of notion and expression, w thout
bei ng disturbed. | wanted to record its fundanental |ines
on paper. | wanted to choose fromthis face those |lines
whi ch woul d affect nme. No matter how sketchy and sinple a
pai nting may be, it nust have an inpact, and it nust have
soul. But I, who was accustoned to printed paintings on
pencase covers, now had to begin to think: | had to
materialize in front of me ny owmn fancy, that is, that
aspect of her face which had influence upon nme. | wanted
to | ook at her face once, close ny eyes, and then draw on
t he paper those lines of her face that | would choose. In
this way, perhaps, using my own intellect, | could find a
respite for ny tortured soul. In short, | took refuge in
the world of |ines and shapes.

This subject was quite relevant to ny lifeless nmethod of
pai nting--painting wwth a corpse as a nodel. | was a

pai nter of corpses. But her eyes, her closed eyes--did |
need to see themagain? Was their inprint on ny thought
and m nd tangi bl e enough?

| do not recall exactly how many tinmes | copied her face,
but none of ny reproductions was satisfactory. | tore
themup as | finished painting them | neither felt tired
because of doing this, nor did | feel the passage of

tinme.

It was about daybreak. A dull |ight had entered ny room
t hrough the w ndowpanes. | was busy working on a picture
whi ch, in ny own opinion, was better than the rest. But
the eyes? The eyes, which had assunmed a reproachf ul
expression as if | had comnmtted unforgivable sins--I
coul d not put those eyes down on paper. Then suddenly,
all the life and the nenory of those eyes di sappeared
fromnmy mnd. My efforts were useless. No matter how
intensely | | ooked at her face, | still could not recal



its expression. At this same time, | suddenly saw t hat
her cheeks were reddening; they were a liver-red col or
like the color of the neat in front of a butcher shop.
She canme to |ife. Her exceedingly wi de and astoni shed
eyes, eyes in which all the brightness of life was
gathered and glimrering in a sickly light, her sick,
reproachful eyes very slowy opened and | ooked at ny
face. This was the first tinme that she was aware of ny
presence. She | ooked at nme and then, once again, her eyes
gradual ly closed. This event did not take nore than

per haps a noment, but it was enough tinme for nme to
capture the expression of her eyes and put it on paper. |
drew this expression with the sharp point of the brush,
and this time | did not tear up the picture.

Then | got up fromwhere | was painting, wal ked slowy to

her and stood near her. | thought she was alive, that she
had cone back to life, and that ny | ove had invested ny
spirit with her body; but as | drew near, | sensed the

snell of a dead body--the snell of a deconposed, dead
body. Small wornms were wi ggling on her body, and two
flies, the color of golden bees, were circling her in the
light of the candle. If she were conpletely dead, then
how di d her eyes open? | don't knowif | had seen this in
a dream or if this was happening in real life,.

| do not wi sh anyone to ask why, but ny main concern was
her face, no, it was her eyes, and now these eyes were in
ny possession. | had the essence of her eyes on paper.
Her body, a body that was condemmed to destruction, to
nouri shing the worns and rats that dwell under the
ground, was no |onger of any use to ne. From now on she
was under ny control; | was no |onger her vassal. Every
mnute that | so desired, | could |ook at her eyes. |
took the painting with the utnost care, and put it into
nmy own tin can, where | keep ny profits, then | hid the
tin can in the closet of ny room

The night was noving on, tiptoeing stealthily. It seened
that it had sufficiently recovered fromits weariness.
Soft, distant sounds, like the sound of a fow or a
passing bird' s dream or perhaps the whi sper of the growh
of the plants, could be sensed. The pale stars were

di sappeari ng behind the mass of clouds. | felt the gentle
breath of the norning on ny face, at the sane tine |
heard the crow of a rooster from afar

What could | do with her body? It had already started to
disintegrate First it occurred to ne to bury her in ny
room then | thought of taking her out and throw ng her
in a certain well around which black lilies have grown.



But all these plots, to prevent other people from seeing,
entail ed much t hought, |abor and dexterity. Furthernore,
since | did not wish any stranger to | ook at her, | had
to do all this alone and with my own hands. | was not

t hi nki ng of nyself, because, after her, what el se was
there in living? But as far as she was concerned, no

ordi nary human being, no one except nyself, should ever
gl ance at her body. She cane to ny room and she
surrendered her cold body and her shadow to nme, in order
to prevent others fromseeing her; in order not to becone
defiled by the | ooks of strangers. At |ast a thought
crossed ny mind: if | were to chop her body up and put it
in a suitcase--ny very own old suitcase--then | could
take the suitcase out with nme to a distant place, far
away from people's eyes, and bury it there.

This time | no |onger hesitated. | fetched a bone-handl ed
knife which | had in the closet of nmy roomand, very
carefully, | first tore the thin black dress which, |ike
a spider's web, had inprisoned her within itself; or
should I say, | tore the only thing that covered her

body. It seenmed to me that she had grown taller. Then
severed her head. Drops of cold, coagul ated bl ood poured

out of her throat. | cut off her arnms and | egs, then
arranged her whol e body, torso and linbs, in the
suitcase. As for her dress, | covered her body with the
same bl ack dress. Finally, | |ocked the suitcase and put
the key in ny pocket. When the job was conplete, | felt
relieved. | picked up the suitcase and weighed it: it was
heavy. Never before had | felt so fatigued. Definitely
no. | would never be able to carry that suitcase out by
nmysel f.

It was cloudy once again, and a light rain was falling.
left the roomto | ook for soneone who would help ne carry
t he suitcase away. Not a soul was to be seen anywhere
near. When | paid nore attention, a little farther away
fromwhere | was, through the fog, | saw an old man who
had hunched his shoul ders and who was sitting under a
cypress tree. H s face, over which he had wapped a w de
scarf, could not be seen. Slowy | approached him but
before | could utter a word, a hybrid, dry and repul sive
| aught er which made ny hair stand on end issued fromthe
old man; then he said, "If you are | ooking for a porter,

| can help you. Were you | ooking for a porter? | also own
a carriage that | use as a hearse. Everyday | carry

corpses to Shah Abdul Azim and bury themthere. | also
make coffins. | have coffins for every person's perfect
nmeasurenents, not a hair off. I amready nyself--right

now ..."



He | aughed so hysterically that his shoul ders shook. Wth
ny hand, | pointed in the direction of ny house. Wt hout

giving me an opportunity to utter a word, he said, "It's
not necessary. | know where you live. Right now Shall we
go?"

He got up fromwhere he was sitting, and | started to

wal k towards ny house. | entered ny room and, wth great
difficulty, brought the "dead" suitcase to the front of
the door. There, | saw a ranshackle old hearse to which a

pair of thin, black, skeleton-like horses were hitched.
The ol d man, shoul ders hunched, was sitting up there on
the driver's seat. He had a long whip in his hand, and he
did not turn to ook at me. Wth difficulty I placed the
suitcase in the carriage, in the mddle of which there
was a special place for putting coffins. Then | clinbed
into the carriage and laid nyself down in the m ddle of
the place intended for coffins. | placed ny head on the
edge of this place so that | could see the surrounding
scenery. Finally |I slid the suitcase towards ne, rested
it on ny chest, and held it tightly with both hands.

The whip whistled through the air, and the horses, whose
| abored breath issued through their nostrils |ike colums
of snoke in rainy weathers began to nove with | ong but

gentle leaps. Their slimforelegs, |like the hand of a
thief severed of its fingers by |aw and plunged into hot
oil, struck the ground gently and noi selessly. In the

danp air, the sound of the bells on their necks had a
special ring. An indescribable relief, the cause of which
| did not know, had filled me fromhead to toe so

t horoughly that | could barely feel the novenent of the
hearse. The only thing that | felt was the weight of the
sui tcase on ny chest.

Her dead body, her corpse. It seened as though this

wei ght had al ways been pressing on ny chest. A thick fog
covered the scenery on the sides of the road. The hearse
was passing nmountains plains and rivers with a speci al
speed and confort. Around me now a new and uni que scene,
one that | had seen neither in a dreamnor in
wakef ul ness, canme to view. On both sides of the road
there were nmountains with serrated, jagged tops and
strange, suppressed, cursed trees. From anong the trees
grey, triangular, cubic and prismatic houses w th dark,

| ow wi ndows | acking any panes, were visible. These

w ndows resenbl ed the gi ddy eyes of one who is

experiencing a delirious fever. | don't know what these
wal s had in them which enabled themto transfer their
col dness and chill into a man's heart. Since no |iving

bei ng could ever dwell in those houses, they could only



have been built to accommpdate the shadows of ethereal
bei ngs.

Apparently either the carriage driver was taking nme al ong
a special road or he was taking a by-road. In sone places
t he road was surrounded only by hacked tree trunks and
crooked, bent trees. Behind the trees there were high and
| ow geonetrical houses--sonme conic, others in the shape
of truncated cones. Al the houses had narrow, crooked

w ndows--fromw thin which black lilies grew, clinging to
t he doors and walls. Then, suddenly, the whole scene

di sappeared under a thick fog. Pregnant, heavy clouds
wer e huggi ng and pressing the nountain peaks, and drops

of rain, like wandering particles of dust, were floating
in the atnosphere. After traveling for quite sone tine,
t he hearse stopped near a high, arid nmountain. | slid the

suitcase away from nmy chest and got up

Behi nd the nountain there was a secluded, quiet and

pl easant spot, a place that even though I had not seen or
recogni zed it, seened to be quite famliar--it was not
beyond ny imagi nation. The surface of the ground was
covered with scentless black lily plants as if until now
no nortal had set foot on that ground. | put the suitcase
down. The old carriage driver, turning his face away from
me, said, 'This place is near Shah Abdul Azim There is
no place better for you than here. Not even a bird can be
found here. Isn't that right!..."

| put ny hand into ny pocket to pay the carriage driver,
but all the nmoney I had in ny pocket was two gerans and
one 'abbasi. The carriage drivers, uttering a disgusting
| augh, said, "Forget it. Pay ne later. | know where you
live. Anything else | can do for you? Let ne tell you--as
far as digging graves is concerned, | amaquite

experi enced, you understand? Don't be shy! Let's go right
over there near the river, by that cypress tree. | shal
dig a ditch the size of the suitcase for you, and then
will |eave.'

The old man, with an agility the like of which I could

not imagi ne, junped down fromhis seat. | picked up the
sui tcase and together we wal ked to a tree trunk, on the
edge of the dry riverbed. Then he said, 'Is this place

good?’

Wthout waiting for an answer, he began digging the
ground with his pick and shovel. | put the suitcase on

t he ground and watched himw th astoni shnent. The old man
was goi ng about his job with the agility and dexterity of
an expert. Wile digging, he found sonething resenbling a



gl azed jar. He wapped the jar In a dirty handkerchi ef
then he got up and said, 'And here is the ditch. It is
exactly the size of the suitcase, not a hair off!

| put my hand in ny pocket to pay him Al | had was two
gerans and one 'abbasi. The old man uttered a ghastly
| augh and said, 'Don't bother. Forget it. | know where

you |ive. Besides--for nmy wages | found a jar. It is a
Raq jar fromthe ancient city of Ray.'

Then he | aughed so hard that the hunched shoul ders of his
doubl ed-up body shook. He put the jar, wapped up in a
dirty handkerchi ef, under his arm wal ked towards the
hearse, and with a special agility clinbed up onto the
seat. The whi p sounded through the air, the panting
horses began to wal k. In the danp air, the sound of their
bells had a special ring. The carriage gradually

di sappeared into a dense fog.

Once alone, | felt relieved, as though a heavy burden had
been renoved fromny chest. A pleasant tranquility
envel oped ne fromhead to toe. | |ooked around. | was in

a small area, confined by pitch black hills and
nmount ai ns. On one nountain range there were sonme ruins
and anci ent buil dings made of thick bricks. A dry
riverbed could also be seen in that vicinity. It was a
cozy, secluded and quiet place. | was extrenely happy,
and | thought that when those |arge eyes woke fromtheir
earthly slunber, they would find this place suitable to
their structure and nood. Besides, this girl had to be
away from ot her people's dead, in the sane way that she
lived her life away from ot her peopl e.

| picked up the suitcase carefully and put it in the

m ddl e of the ditch. The ditch was exactly the size of
the suitcase, not a hair off. Then, for the last tinme, |
wanted to ook into it--into the suitcase--one nore tine.
| | ooked around. Not a soul could be seen. | took the key
out of ny pocket and opened the suitcase. But when
eventually | pushed the edge of her black dress aside,
there, am d the coagul ated bl ood and w ggling worns, |
saw two | arge bl ack eyes, two expressionless eyes, fixed
on ne. My life had sank to the depths of those eyes.

Hastily, | closed the suitcase and covered it with dirt;
then I walked on the dirt until it was well packed. Next,
| fetched sonme of those scentless black lilies and pl aced

t hem on her grave. Then |I fetched sone rocks and sand and
strewed themon the grave to obliterate all traces
conpletely so that no one could distinguish it. |
acconplished this task so well that even | could not

di stingui sh her grave fromthe rest of the ground.



When ny work was finished, | |ooked at nyself. To ny

cl othes, which were soiled and torn, a black piece of
coagul at ed bl ood was stuck. Two flies, the col or of

gol den bees, were flying around ne, and small worns,

wi ggl i ng anong t hensel ves, were stuck to me. Then | tried
to clean the bloodstain off the tail of ny garment. The
nore | wetted ny sleeve with saliva and rubbed it onto
the stain, the nore the bl oodstain expanded assum ng a
dar ker color. Soon the stain covered ny whol e body, and I
felt the chill of the coagul ating bl ood on ne.

It was near sunset. A light rain was falling.

I nvoluntarily, | began to wal k, follow ng the tracks of
t he hearse; but as soon as it grew dark | lost trace of
the carriage tracks. Ainlessly, thoughtlessly and
involuntarily | walked slowy in a thick, tangible

dar kness towards an unknown destination. | had | ost her,
| had seen those |arge eyes am d the coagul ated bl ood,
and, I was walking in a dark night, in the deep darkness
that had shrouded ny entire |life, because the two eyes
that had served as ny life's beacon were extingui shed
forever. It was thus immuaterial whether I would arrive at
a place or an abode; perhaps | would never arrive at any
destinati on.

An absol ute hush covered everything. | felt that everyone
had abandoned ne. | took refuge in the lifeless universe.
Among the cycle of nature, the deep darkness which had
descended on ny soul, and ne, a relationship was
established. This silence was a | anguage i nconprehensi bl e
to nortals. The intensity of the intoxication made ne
dizzy; | felt like vomting. My feet began to give out
and | felt extrenely weary. | wal ked into the graveyard
whi ch was on the side of the road and sat on a tonbstone
there. I took ny head in nmy hands, puzzled about my own
situation. Suddenly the echo of a dry, repul sive | aughter
jolted ne back into reality. Wien | turned in the
direction of the sound and | ooked, | saw a figure whose
head and face were wapped in a scarf. The figure, who
was sitting beside ne, was carrying an object wapped in
a handkerchief under his arm He turned his face toward
me and said, '|I bet you were going to town, and you | ost
your way, huh? Perhaps you are asking yourself what | am
doing in the graveyard this late at night! But rest
assured, my calling is dealing with the dead. | ama
gravedi gger by profession, huh? | know every inch of this
pl ace. For instance, right today I went to dig a grave,
and | uncovered this jar. Do you realize that this is a
Raq jar, that it is fromthe ancient city of Ray, huh?
Let's assune it's a useless jar. | give it to you to keep



as a souvenir fromne, o.k.?

| put ny hand in ny pockets took out two gerans and one
‘abbasi to offer him The old man, with a repul sive, dry
| augh, said, 'No, forget it! | know you. | know where you
live. Look, | have a hearse right around the corner. Let
me take you honme, Huh? It's only a couple of steps away.'

He placed the jar in nmy |lap and rose. He | aughed so
violently that his shoul ders shook. | picked up the jar
and began to follow that old man's doubl ed-up figure. At
the turn in the road, a ranshackle hearse with tw neager
bl ack horses was standing. Wth amazing agility, the old
man clinbed up the hearse and sat down on the seat. As

for nme, | entered the carriage and lay down in the
speci al place made for coffins. | placed ny head on the
hi gh edge so that | could see the scenery. | put the jar

on ny chest and held it tightly.

The whip whistled through the air, and the horses,
panting, began to nove with |ong and gentle | eaps. Their
hooves touched the ground softly and noiselessly. In the
danp air, the sound of the bells on their necks had a
special ring. From behind the clouds, the stars, like the
balls of sonme glistening eyes energing fromamd clotted
bl ood, watched over the earth. A pleasant relief filled

me; only the jar, |ike the weight of a corpse, pressed on
nmy chest. In the darkness, fearing that they mght slide
and fall, the intertwined trees with their tw sted

branches seenmed to be hol ding each other by the hand.
Along the side of the road, there were some strange
houses with distorted geonetrical shapes and a few bl ack
wi ndows. An evil, dull radiance like the light froma

gl owmorm emanated fromthe walls of these houses. In an
awe-inspiring scene, the trees were passing by in groups
and clunps, escaping one after the other. It seened,
however, that the lily stal ks becane tangled in their

| egs and feet and made themfall to the ground. The snell
of dead bodies, the snell of deconposed flesh, had filled
ny soul as if that snell had al ways been penetrating ny
body and as if | had passed all ny life lying in a black
coffin, being carried about amd m st and hovering
shadows by a stooped, old man whose face | could not see,

The hearse canme to a halt. | picked up the jar and junped
down. | was in front of nmy house. | hurried into nmy room
put the jar on the table, picked up the tin can, the sane
can which served as ny piggy bank and which | had hidden
in the closet of my room | cane to the door to give the
tin can to the old carriage driver instead of a reward.
But he had di sappeared. There was no sign of either him



or his carriage. Disappointed, | returned to ny room |it
the lanp, took the jar out of the handkerchief and, using
ny sleeve, cleaned the dust off of it. The jar had an
anci ent, transparent purple glaze which had been
transforned into the color of a crushed bee; on one side
of its body, in the formof a dianond, there was a border
of black lilies, and in the mddle of it her face was in
the mddle of the dianond frane. It was the face of a
woman whose eyes were black and | arge, eyes |arger than
normal ; her eyes reproached ne as if | had commtted sone
unforgivable crine of which I was not aware. She had
spel | - bi ndi ng eyes whi ch were sinultaneously worri ed,
per pl exed, threatening and hope-inspiring. Her eyes were
timd, yet attractive; an intoxicating, supernatural

Iight shone fromtheir depths. She had prom nent cheeks,
a wi de forehead, slender and connected eyebrows, full,

hal f-open lips, and disheveled hair, a strand of which
was stuck to her tenple.

| took the picture that | had painted of her the previous
ni ght out of the tin can and conpared the two; ny picture
was not even slightly different fromthe picture on the
jar --they were pictures of each other, you could say.
They were identical and they were both painted by an
unfortunate painter of pencase covers. Perhaps, at the
time of the painting, the spirit of the painter of the
jar had entered ny body and taken possession of my hand.
The paintings were not distinguishable; however, ny

pi cture was on a piece of paper, while the painting on
the jar had a transparent ancient glaze which inparted a
mysterious air, an unusual, strange soul, to that
picture. In the depths of her eyes, the flanmes of an evil
soul were glowng. No, it was incredible. She had the
sanme | arge, thoughtless eyes, the sane secretive

di sposition; she, however, was free! No one could
conprehend ny feelings at this nmonment. | wanted to run
away fromnyself. Could such a thing really happen? Once
nore all of ny life's msfortunes materialized in front
of ny eyes. Weren't the eyes of one person enough in ny
[ife? Now two people were | ooking at me. Two people were
| ooki ng at ne through her eyes. No, this was absolutely
unbearabl e. The eyes which were buried near the nountain,
by the trunk of the cypress tree on the edge of the dry
riverbed the eyes which were underneath black lilies,
amd thick blood, in the mddle of the feast of the
beasts and insects; the eyes which before |ong, plant
roots woul d penetrate and suck; these sane eyes, brinfu
of vigorous life, were | ooking at ne!

| had never imagined nyself to be so unfortunate and
damed. Neverthel ess, at the same tine, because of a



latent guilt, | felt an unjustifiable, strange sense of

pl easure, for | realized that I had an ancient fell ow
sufferer. Wasn't this painter of ancient tines, who
hundreds or perhaps thousands of years ago had painted
this picture on this jar, wasn't he a fellow sufferer of
m ne? Had he not passed these sanme stages that | am
passing? Until this nmonment | had thought nyself to be the
nost wretched of all creatures, but now | realized that
at sonme tinme on those nmountains, in those ruined houses
and habitations built of heavy brick, anmong those people
whose bones have rotted and whose |inbs have turned into
particles of living black Iily plants--1 realized that
among themthere had lived an afflicted painter, a dammed
pai nter; perhaps anong them an unfortunate painter of
pencase covers had |ived--one exactly like nme. | realized
this. Only | could understand that he, too, had been
burni ng and di ssolving am dst two | arge, black eyes,
exactly like nme. This realization conforted ne.

Finally, | put my painting beside the painting on the
jar. Then | went out of the room and prepared ny own
special pot of fire. Wen the charcoal turned red, |
brought the pot of fire inside and placed it in front of
the paintings. | gave several pulls to the opium pipe,
and in a state of ecstasy | stared at the pictures; | was
trying to concentrate, and only the ethereal snoke of

opi um coul d concentrate nmy thoughts and create a relief
fromthem

| snmoked all ny remaining opiumso that this strange
narcotic agent would dispel all the difficulties and
woul d push aside the veils which covered nmy sight; could
it dispel all these dense, distant, grey recollections?
The state | was expecting appeared; it was beyond ny
expectations. Gadually ny thoughts grew exact, |arge and
enchanting, and | entered a state of half-sleep, half-
cona.

Soon, | felt that the pressure and the weight on ny chest
were renmoved, as if the law of gravity no | onger existed
for me. | was flying freely in pursuit of ny thoughts,

whi ch were now | arge, delicate and precise. A profound,

i ndescri babl e pleasure filled ny being fromhead to toe,
and | was relieved fromthe burden of ny binding body. I
was in a world that was quiet but full of enchanting and
del ect abl e shapes and colors. Then the train of ny

t houghts was interrupted and the renai nder was di ssol ved
in these colors and shapes. | was drowning in waves,,
waves which were caressing and ethereal. | could hear ny
heart beat, and | could feel the blood noving in ny
veins. This was a very neani ngful and intoxicating nonment



for ne.

Fromthe bottomof my heart | wanted and wi shed to give
nmyself up to the inactivity of oblivion. If such an
oblivion were available; if it could be enduring; if when
nmy eyes cl osed, beyond sleep, they would enter utter

not hi ngness so that | could not feel ny existence; if it
were possible for ny existence to becone dissolved in a
bl ack stain, in a nusical note, or in a colorful beam of
light; if these colors and shapes woul d becone | arger and
expand until they di sappeared--then ny wi shes woul d be
ful filled.

Gradual ly, a state of sluggi shness and nunbness overt ook
me; it was like a pleasant fatigue or |ike delicate waves
flowing fromny body. |I felt that ny life was passing in
reverse. Gradually, the stages and events of the past,
and nmy own obliterated, forgotten chil dhood

rem ni scences, advanced before nmy eyes. | was not only
observing, | was participating in these events; | could
feel them | was rapidly grow ng smaller and younger;

t hen suddenly nmy thoughts grew dark and vague. It seened
as though all ny existence hung at the end of a thin
hook; | was suspended at the bottom of a deep, dark well.
Then | was unhooked. | was sliding and falling down

wi t hout encountering any obstacles. It was a never ending
abyss in an eternal night. After that, sonme vague and
obliterated veils took shape in front of ny eyes, and |
experienced a nonent of utter oblivion. Wien | cane to,
suddenly, | found nyself in a small room in a special
position, a position which seened strange, yet at the
sanme time, natural.

The new world to which | awoke, with its environs and its
nodes of |ife and activity, was thoroughly known and
close to me. This world was so famliar that | could even
say | felt nore at hone in it than | had in my previous
life and its environs. In a way this was an echo, or a
reflection, of ny previous life. Although a different
world, it was so near and relevant to ne that | thought I
had returned to ny original environnment. | was reborn in
an ancient world which was both cl oser and nore natural
to me.

Dawn was breaking. A tallow burner was burning on the
mantle in my room and a quilt was spread in the corner.
| was not asleep, however. | felt that ny body was hot
and that blood stains were stuck to ny cloak and scarf.



My hands, too, were stained with blood. But in spite of
restl essness and excitenent, a feeling stronger than the
desire to obliterate the traces of bl ood, even stronger

t han the thought of being picked up by the nagistrate,
was generated in ne. Besides, | had been waiting to be

pi cked up by the magistrate for a long tinme now. |

deci ded, however, to finish the poi sonous wine fromthe
cup in the niche with one gulp. The need to wite had now
beconme a conpul sion. | wanted to drag out the fiend which
tortured ny soul. | wanted to record all that | had
wanted to say but had refrained fromsaying. At |ast,
after a nonment of hesitation, | pulled the tallow burner
cl oser and began to wite as foll ows:

| al ways thought forbearance from speech was the best of
things. | thought that one should, like a bittern, spread
his wings on the shore of the sea and, sit alone there.
But now |l amno longer in control, because that which
shoul d not have happened has conme to pass. Who knows?

Per haps i medi ately, or perhaps an hour from now, a group
of drunken ni ght watchnmen will cone to apprehend ne. |
have no desire whatsoever to save ny carcass. Even if |
obliterate the blood stains, there is little roomleft
for denial. Before they lay their hands on ne, however, |
will drink a cup of the wine in that wne flask; a cup of
ny own inherited wine which | placed in the niche.

Now | want to press ny entire life, as if it were a bunch
of grapes, in nmy hands; and | want to pour its essence,
no, its wne, drop by drop, |ike water containing the
holy dust of Mecca, into the dry throat of ny shadow. Al

| want to do before | go is to record on paper all the

sufferings which have, |ike consunption or |eprosy, eaten
away at ne in the corner of this room In this way, |

think, I wll be able to arrange and organi ze ny thoughts
better. Do | intend to wite a will? Never. | do not own

any property that the governnent can confiscate, nor do |
profess a faith which Satan can take away. Besides, what
on earth is there that could have the | east value for ne?

That which is usually referred to as "life" | have
already lost; | allowed this, and | wanted it to be |ost.
And after ny departure, what the hell, | don't give a

dam if anyone does or does not read ny tattered notes! |
amwiting only because this drive to wite has becone a
necessity for ne. I amin need--1 amin need nore than
ever before to relate ny thoughts to ny inmaginary
creature, to ny shadow. that same om nous shadow which is
bending on the wall in front of the tallow burner and



whi ch seens to be reading, carefully swall ow ng whatever
| wite. This shadow definitely has a better sense of
perception than I. Only with ny shadow can | hold a

meani ngf ul conversation. He is the one who nakes ne talk.
Only he can know ne. | amcertain that he understands..

| want to pour, drop by drop, the essence, no, the bitter
wine of ny life into ny shadow s dry throat and say to
him "This is ny life!™

Whoever | ooked at nme yesterday saw a di stressed, ailing
youth; but if he | ooked at ne today, he would see a
stooped old man with white hair, sore eyes and a | eprous
l[ip. | amafraid to | ook out of the w ndow of nmy room or
to look at nyself in the mrror, because everywhere | see
a multiplicity of ny own reflections. To be able to
describe nmy life for ny stooped shadow, | nust narrate a
story. Oh, there are so many stories about chil dhood
days, loves, acts of copul ati on, weddi ngs and deat hs and
not a grain of truth in any of them | amtired of
telling stories and of fanciful phraseol ogy.

| shall try to press this cluster, but whether there wll
be the slightest bit of truth init, I do not know | do
not know where | am | do not know whether the patch of
sky above ny head, or the few spans of ground on which
sit, belongs to Nishapur, to Balkh or to Benares. Anyway,
| trust nothing.

In the past, | have seen so many contradictory things and
have heard so many inconsi stent speeches; ny sight--this
thin yet hard substance behind which the soul abides--has
rubbed itself over so many surfaces that now | do not
bel i eve anything. | doubt the weight and the permanence
of objects as well as the visible and mani fest facts that
relate to this very nmonent. For exanple, if | were to
touch the stone nortar in the corner of our yard and ask
it, "Are you stationary and firn?" and it were to respond
in the affirmative, | amnot sure whether | should
believe it or not.

Am | a distinct, singular being? | don't know. However,
when | | ooked into the mrror just now, | did not
recogni ze nyself. No, that "I1" of previous tinmes is dead;
it has disintegrated. Between us, however, there exists
no physical obstruction or obstacle. I know I should
narrate ny story, but | don't know where to begin. Al of
life is made up of stories and tales. | nust press the
cluster of grapes and pour its essence, spoon by spoon,
down the dry throat of this old shadow.

It is difficult to know where to begin, because all ny



restless thoughts at this nonent belong to this noment.
They know no hour, mnute or history. For ne, sonething
t hat happened yesterday m ght be nore ancient, or |ess
effectual, than an event which took place a thousand
years ago.

Per haps the reason for the appearance of all these

rem ni scences is the fact that all ny relations with the
worl d of the living are now severed--past, future, hour,
day, nonth and year are all the sane to ne. These stages
woul d be neani ngful for the ordinary people, for the
rabbl e--yes, that is exactly the word I was | ooking for--
rabble with two b's. These stages apply to the rabble
whose |ives have recogni zed seasons and limts, such as
the divisions of the year, and who live in the tenperate
zone of life. My life, on the other hand, ny entire life,
has had one season and one state. Even though a constant
flame burns in the center of ny body and nelts nme away
like a candle, ny life seens to have passed in a cold
zone and in an eternal darkness.

My life is gradually nelting away in the mddle of the
four walls that create ny room amd the strong
fortification that is built around ny life and thoughts.
No, | amm staken. My life is like a fresh stunp of wood
lying at the side of a tripod: it is scorched and charred
by the fire of burning wood, but it neither burns

t horoughly nor stays fresh and green--the snoke and the
fumes suffocate it.

Li ke all other roonms, ny room nmade of sun-dried and
baked bricks, is built on the ruins of thousands of

anci ent houses. It has a whitewashed interior with a
strip of inscription. It is exactly like a grave. The
smal | est details of ny room |like the spider in the
corner, for instance, are sufficient to occupy ny

t houghts for many |l ong hours. Since the tinme that | have
beconme bedridden, they do not pay very much attention to
me. The horse-shoe nail which is hammered into the wall
is the supporting nail of my cradle and possibly the
cradl es of many other children. A short distance bel ow
this nail, a piece of the plaster has fallen off the
wal |l . Fromthis exposed crevice the snell of objects and
creatures who previously occupied this roomcan be
scented to such an extent that no current or breeze has
been able to dispel the stink of these stagnant, |azy and
dense odors: the snmell of bodily sweat, the snell of past
si cknesses, the snell of bad breath, the snell of rancid
oil, of rotting mats, of burnt omettes, the snell of
mal | ow, the roomsnell of a boy just beyond puberty,
snells that have conme in fromthe outside as well as dead



snmel |l or dying snells--all these snells are fresh and
have retained their distinctive qualities. There are,
however, many other snells which, although their sources
are now unknown, have left their inprint on this room

My room has one dark closet and two wi ndows to the
outside--to the world of the rabble. One of the w ndows
opens onto our own courtyard, the other onto the street.
Through this wi ndow and that street | am connected with
the city of Ray, the city which they call the bride of
the world and which has thousands of streets, alleys,
unpretentious houses, madrasahs and caravanearies. This
bi ggest city of the world breathes and |ives behind ny
room Here, in the corner of ny roomwhen | close ny
eyes, the scranbled shadows of the city, those which have
affected me, including its nmansions, nosques and gardens,
all materialize before ny eyes.

These two wi ndows connect nme with the outside world, the
world of the rabble; but in nmy roomthere is a mrror on
the wall in which I ook at my own face. Considering how
[imted ny lifeis, a mrror is nuch nore inportant to ne
than the world of the rabble, a world with which I have
no busi ness.

O all the scenery of the city, in front of ny w ndow
there is a butcher shop which uses two sheep a day. Each
time | |look out of the window | see the butcher. Early
every norning, two black, gaunt packhorses--consunptive
horses who cough heavily and whose skel eton-1like forel egs
end in hoofs as though, follow ng sone severe natural
order, their forelegs had been cut off and the stunps

pl unged into boiling oil--these horses, with carcasses
hangi ng on each side, are brought to the front of the
shop. The butcher strikes his hennaed beard with his
greasy hand, then, with a buyer's eye, he appraises the
carcasses, chooses two of them weighs their fat tails in
hi s hand and takes them and hangs them on the hooks in
his shop. Breathing heavily, the packhorses nove on. The
but cher rubs and caresses the bl oodstai ned, slit-throated
bodi es whose eyes are transfi xed and whose bl oodst ai ned
eyelids seemto energe fromthe mddle of their black
skull's. He takes a bone-handl ed knife, carefully cuts
their bodies up into pieces and sells the | ean neat to
his custoners with a smle. And with what pleasure he
performs all this! | amcertain that he draws speci al

pl easure and intoxication fromthis. The burly yell ow dog
who has dom nated our |ocale, and who constantly begs the
butcher with subm ssive and innocent-| ooking eyes, that
dog al so knows all this. He, too, knows that the butcher
enj oys his profession



Alittle distance farther away, under an archway, there
sits a strange old man who has spread a display cloth in
front of him On display he has placed a sickle, two

hor seshoes, several types of col ored beads, a | ong-bl aded
knife, a nousetrap, a rusted pair of pliers, a dropper
for adding water to i nkpots, a gap-toothed conb, a trowel
and a gl azed jar covered by a dirty handkerchief. | have
wat ched this old man for hours, days and nonths. He

al ways wears a dirty scarf and a cl oak made i n Shushtar;
his collar is open and through it the white hair of his
cheat protrudes. Wth a talisman attached to his arm and
fistular eyelids afflicted by sonme stubborn, shanel ess

di sease that eats at them he sits in that sanme position
day after day. But on Thursdays, in spite of his yellow
or mssing teeth, he recites the Qur'an. This seens to be
how he makes his living, for | have never seen anyone buy
anything fromhim It seens that this man's face has been
a part of every nightmare | have ever had. Wat stubborn,
foolish thoughts, |ike weeds, emanate from behind his
narrow forehead or fromhis close-cropped head, on which
there is a protuberance and around which he waps a
yel l owi sh turban? There seens to be a speci al

rel ati onship between the old man's life and the
assortnment of wares displayed in front of him Several
times | decided to go and talk with himor to buy
sonmething fromhis display, but | did not dare.

According to my nanny, this man, in his youth, had been a
potter. Now that he earns his living as a retailer,
however, he has kept only this one jar for hinself.

These were ny links to the outside world. Now the world
inside: the only people left for ne were a nanny and a
whore of a wife. But nanny is her nurse as well. She is
the nother of the two of us. For not only were ny wife
and | close relatives, but granny breastfed us together.
In principle, her nother was ny nother as well, because |
never saw nmy own parents. It was her nother, that tal
lady with grey hair, who brought me up. | |oved her
nother like my own, and it was because of this |ove that
| married her daughter.

| have heard several different stories about my parents.
Only one of them however, the one that nanny told me, do
| imagine to be true. Nanny told nme that ny father and
uncle were twi ns; both of themhad the sane face, the
sanme physi ognony and the sane disposition; even the
quality of their voices was simlar, so nmuch so that they
could not easily be distinguished from each ot her.
Furthernore, such an intrinsic bond and sense of nutual



synpat hy exi sted between themthat if one becane ill, the
ot her becane ill as well. They were, as they say, the
spitting i mage of one another. Anyway, they both chose to
be nerchants and, at the age of twenty, they went to

I ndi a. They took Ray goods such as different types of
material, shot silk, printed cloth, cotton cloth, jobbas,
shaw s, needles, ceramc bows, fuller's earth and
pencase covers to India and sold themthere. Apparently
ny father stayed in the city of Benares, and he sent ny
uncle to the other cities of India for comerci al
enterprises: after some tinme ny father fell in love with
a virgin, a BugamDasi girl, a dancer at the tenple of
the Linga. This girl's profession required that she
performreligious ritual dances in front of the |arge
Linga as well as take care of the tenple. She was a warm
hearted girl with olive-colored skin, |enon-shaped
breasts, |arge, slanted eyes, and narrow connected
eyebrows between which she wore a red beauty-marKk.

Now | can i nmagi ne Bugam Dasi, that is to say ny nother
dancing wi th neasured and har noni ous novenents to the
tune of sitars, druns, lutes, cynbals and horns. She is
wearing a gol d-enbroidered, colorful silk sari; her dress
is open at the neck; her heavy, black tresses, over which
she wears a brocaded headband and which are as dark as
the eternal night, are knotted at the back of her head;
she wears bracelets on her wists and ankle, and a gol den

ring for which her nostril is pierced. Her eyes are
| arge, black, languid and slanted; her teeth are
brilliant. She is dancing to a soft and nonot onous nel ody

pl ayed by naked nen wearing only shal mas; she is dancing
to a meaningful nmelody in which all the nystery, nmagic,
superstitions, lusts and sufferings of the people of

I ndia are summari zed and secured. Dependi ng on
appropriate novenents and lustful gestures-holy
novenent s, Bugam Dasi opens up |ike flower petals,
shi mm es her shoul ders and arns, bends, and once again
returns to normal. \What effect nust these novenents of
special inmport, eloquent without the use of words, have
had upon ny father? The acrid, pepperish snell of her
sweat, mngled with the scent of chanpac and sandal wood
oil, especially increased the lustful consequence of this
scene. | nmean that scent which snells of the sap of the
trees of distant |ands, which revives all those
suppressed, distant sensations: the snell of a nedicine
chest, of Indian drugs kept in nurseries, of unidentified
oils froma land full of neaning, tradition and ancient
ritual s--perhaps a snell like the snell of ny honenade
concoctions. Al of these nmust have revived ny father's
| atent and suppressed nenories. Now, ny father becane so
ensnared in the | ove of Bugam Dasi that he enbraced the



dancing girl's religion and joined the cult of the Linga.
As soon as the girl becane pregnant, however, they
expel l ed her fromthe service of the tenple.

| have just been born when ny uncle returns fromhis
travels. His taste and his sense of |ove apparently being
the sane as ny father's, he too falls deeply in love with
nmy not her and seduces her--his external and intrinsic
resenbl ance to ny father facilitates his task. \Wen the
affair is exposed, ny nother threatens to abandon bot h,
unl ess ny father and uncle undergo the trial by a Nag-
serpent; she will belong to the survivor of the trial.

The trial requires that ny father and uncle be isol ated
in a dark room |ike a dungeon, in which a Nag-serpent
has been released. It is assuned that whoever is stung by
the serpent will scream then the snake charnmer will open
t he door of the room and save the other. Bugam Dasi wil |
bel ong to the survivor.

Bef ore being confined to the dungeon, ny father asks
Bugam Dasi to performthe sacred ritual of the tenple and
dance one nore tinme before him She agrees to his request
and, in the light of the flame, dances to the tune of the
snake charner's flute. Wth the neaningful, harnonious
and want on novenents of a Nag-serpent, she tw sts and
turns. Then ny father and ny uncle are confined in a
special roomw th a Nag-serpent, but instead of the
expected shriek of anguish, a noan am d a hair-raising
peal of l|aughter, the laughter of a madman, is heard.
When the door is opened, ny uncle wal ks out of the room
To everyone's astoni shnent his face is aged and

angui shed. He has heard the snake's hiss and the sound of
its coils sliding upon one another; he had seen the
snake's round, evil eyes, its poisonous fangs; and he has
seen its body: a small head and a | ong neck, term nating
in a spoon-shaped pustul e. Aged and deranged from dread
and fright, ny uncle wal ks out of the roomwth his hair
turned white.

According to the condition and the prom se, Bugam Dasi is
given to ny uncle. There remains the frightful fact,
however, that this man could be either nmy father or ny
uncl e. The survivor is deranged; he has |ost his nenory
conpl etely, and he does not recogni ze the child. Based on
this lack of recognition, neverthel ess, everyone inmagi nes
himto be nmy uncle. Isn't the totality of this story
related to ny life? O, hasn't the resonance of that

hi deous | aughter, or the terror of that trial influenced
me? Doesn't all this affect me?



Henceforth, | amnothing nore than an extra nouth to
feed. At last ny uncle, or father, acconpani ed by Bugam
Dasi, returns to the city of Ray pursuing his own
nmercantile affairs. He brings ne along and entrusts ne to
the care of nmy aunt.

Nanny cl ai med that my nother, when saying goodbye,
entrusted ny aunt with a purple wine flask for ne; in
this wine poison fromthe fangs of Nag, the Indian
serpent, is dissolved, she said. What better keepsake
than purple wine, the elixir which bestows eternal
tranquillity, can a Bugam Dasi | eave behind for her
chi | d? Perhaps she, too, squeezed her life like a cluster
of grapes and bestowed its w ne upon me--sone of the sane
poi son that killed ny father, Now | recognize the val ue
of her gift to nel!

s my nother alive? Perhaps at this very noment she is
dancing; twisting and turning her body like a serpent in
the light of a torch in the neydan of sone renote Indian
town; she twists and turns as though a Nag-serpent has
bitten her. She is surrounded by wonen, children and
curious naked nen, while ny father or uncle, white haired
and stooped, sits in the corner of the neydan and watches
her. Looking at her he recalls the dungeon, the hissing
and the sound of the angry snake's body as it slides,

hol ding its head high up; the snake's eyes glitter, its
neck assunes the shape of a hood, with a gray line
resenbling a pair of spectacles at the back of the neck.

In any case, | was a nursing child when | was put in the
arnms of nanny who nursed ny cousin, this sanme whore who
is nowny wife. |I grew up under the supervision of ny
aunt, the tall lady with grey hair on her tenple. | grew

up in this house with her daughter, the whore.

Ever since | have known nyself | have | ooked upon ny aunt
as though she were ny nother, and | have | oved her. |

| oved her so nmuch that later on | married her daughter,
that is, nmy own foster-sister, because she resenbl ed her.
Maybe | should say | had to marry her. This girl gave

herself to ne only once. | shall never forget that; it
happened at the bedside of her dead nother. It was quite
|ate at night when I, in ny pajam, entered the dead

woman's roomto pay ny respects for the last tine.
Everyone else in the house was asleep. In the room| saw
two canphor candl es burning at her bedside. To prevent
Satan fromentering her body, a Qur'an was placed on her
abdonmen. Wien | pushed the cloth that covered her face
aside, | saw ny aunt with her usual dignity and
attraction. It seened that her face had abandoned al



earthly concerns; it had assunmed an expression that
inspired reverence in ne. At the sanme tine death appeared
to be a normal and natural event. A sarcastic smle had
dried on the corner of her lips. | kissed her hand and
began to | eave the room when upon turning ny head, to ny
astoni shnent, | saw this sane whore, who is now ny wfe
enter the room She pressed herself as hard as she could
against ne, pulled ne to herself and kissed ne
passionately right in front of the dead nother, her dead
nmother. | was so ashanmed of this that | wanted to sink
into the floor. I didn't know what to do. The dead body
with its protruding teeth seenmed to be nocking us. It
seenmed to nme that its quiet smle changed. Involuntarily,
| enbraced the whore and kissed her. At this nonment the
drapes of the adjacent roomwere drawn and ny aunt's
husband, the whore's father, entered. H s shoul ders were
hunched and he wore a scarf.

He burst into hideous |aughter that made ny hair stand on
end; his shoul ders shook violently. He did not | ook at

us; I wshed I could sink into the ground. Had | been
able to, | would have sl apped the dead body for | ooking
at us like that. What a disgrace! | ran fromthe room |

ran out for the sake of this sane whore. Perhaps she had
created this scene so that | would have to marry her

In spite of our being foster brother and sister, and in
order to uphold the famly reputation, | had to marry
her; it was runored that she was not a virgin, a fact
that | did not, and never could, know. On our weddi ng

ni ght when we were left alone, no matter how nuch |

i npl ored and begged her, she did not give in to ne and
did not take off her clothes. Al she said was "wong
time of the nonth." She did not admt nme in any way, but
put out the light and retired to the other end of the
room and sl ept there. She shook like a willow tree, or as
if she were thrown into a dungeon with a dragon. No one
believes this, and it is incredible; she did not allow ne
even to kiss her on the cheek. The next and the follow ng
nights, like the first night, I slept on the floor, on
the sane spot as the first night; | did not dare do
otherwise. In short, | slept on the other side of the
room from her for many nights. Wio believes this? For two
mont hs, no, for two nonths and four days, | slept away
fromher and did not dare approach her.

She had already fixed a virginity token by sprinkling a
pi geon's bl ood on a kerchief. |I don't know. O maybe it
was t he handkerchief that she had used on the night of
her first |ovenmaking; she had kept it all along and was
now showing it to ridicule ne. Those who were



congratul ati ng me exchanged winks. | amcertain in their
hearts they were saying, "Last night he nust have

di scovered”, but | pretended that | didn't hear any of
that. They |aughed at ne; they |laughed at ny stupidity. |
deci ded that one day | would wite all this down.

After | discovered that she had all sorts of |overs, and
t hi nking that she did not |ike ne because a mull ah,
reciting a couple of Arabic verses, had taken away her
freedom and put her under ny authority, | decided to
possess her by force. | carried out ny decision. But
after nmuch struggle she left and | had to be satisfied
with rolling all night in her bed which had her warnth
and scent. And that is the only tine that | have ever had
a satisfying sleep. After that night she slept in another
room

In the evenings, when | cane hone, she would still be
out. | never knew whether she was in or out; | didn't
want to know, because | was condemned to | oneliness and
to death. This is incredible, but | tried at all costs to
establish contact with her |overs. Wien | discovered that

she had taken a fancy to soneone, | would, with nuch
hum ity and disgrace, watch, follow, cajole and flatter
him until eventually, |I would make his acquai ntance and

bring himto her. Do you know who her |overs were? A
tripe-peddler, a jurist, a liver-peddler, the chief

magi strate, a judge, a trader and a phil osopher. Al though
their nanes and titles were different, they all had

| earned their professions fromthe man who sells boiled
sheep's head. She preferred all these nen to ne. Fearing
that | mght lose ny wife, | belittled nyself to an
unbel i evabl e degree; | even went as far as aping the
manners, ethics and attractive behaviors of her |overs,
but I ended up a sorry pinp nocked by fools. How could |
| earn the ways of the rabble anyway? But now | know t hat
she | oved them because they were shanel ess, snelly fools.
Her | ove was inseparable fromdirt and death. Was |
really willing to sleep with her; was it her apparent
beauty that attracted nme; was it her hatred towards ne;
was it her coquettish gestures; was it ny life-long | ove
for her nother, or was it a conbination of all these

things that attracted nme to her? No--1 don't know. | know
one thing, though. This woman, this whore, this witch had
poured sone poison into my soul, into ny existence, a

poi son that not only made nme want her but nade all the
atons of my body need the atons of her body, they
shrieked for her atons. | had a great desire to be on a
| ost island where there were no people. | w shed that an
eart hquake, a stormor a tornado would strike all the
rabbl e who breat hed outside ny door, who raced around



having fun, so that only she and | woul d remain.

Even then wouldn't she prefer an animal, an Indian
serpent, or a dragon to nme? | w shed that we m ght spend
one night together and die in each other's arns. This
seened to be the subline culmnation of ny existence--of

ny life.

As though the sufferings that consuned ne were not

sufficient, at last | becane disabled; |ike a noving
corpse, | gave up all activity and was confined to the
house. My aged nanny, the conpanion of my gradual death,
took sides with the whore and reproached ne. | used to

hear, "How does this poor woman put up with this lunatic
husband?" all around nme and behind nmy back. And they were
right, because the degree of ny hel pl essness was

i ncredi bl e.

| wasted away daily; when |I | ooked at nyself in the
mrror ny cheeks were red, the color of neat at the

but cher shop. My body was feverish and ny eyes had
assuned a | anguid and sorrowful expression. This newy
acquired state intoxicated nme, and in ny eyes | could see
t he messenger of death; it was evident that | was dying.

At last they sent for the physician; the healer of the
rabble. He was the famly doctor who, in his own words,
had "brought us up." He wore a yellow sh turban and a

| ong beard. He took pride in adm nistering a drug for
strengthening nmy grandfather's virility, in pouring
rocket seed and rock candy down ny throat and in nmaking
my aunt take cassia extracts. Anyhow, sitting at the side
of ny bed, taking nmy pul se, and | ooking at ny tongue, he
prescri bed ass's mlk and barley juice and advised that |
fumgate twice a day with mastic and arsenic. He al so
wote several |engthy prescriptions containing weird and
strange extracts and oils |ike hyssop, oil of bay,
extract of licorice, canphor, maiden's hair, chamomle
oil, goose oil, linseed, fir-tree seed and ot her such
trash.

| grew worse. Only ny nanny, who was her nanny, too,
grey-haired and old, sat in the corner of the roomat the
side of ny bed, pressed cold cloths on ny forehead,
brought nme herbal extracts and tal ked to nme about the
facts and events of ny chil dhood and of the whore's as
wel |l . For instance, she told nme that ny wife's habit of
chewing on the nails of her left hand until they are sore
goes back as far as the cradle. Sonetines she told ne
stories, too. Since these stories were related to ny

chil dhood, | recall that they m nimzed nmy age, making ne



feel like a child again. She tal ked about when | was very
small and ny wife and | slept in the sane cradle, a

| ar ge, doubl e-sized cradle. Now sonme of the incredible
epi sodes of these stories are nore natural to ne.

| felt the change of events in these stories with an

i ndescri babl e anxi ety and intoxication, because the
illness had created a new world for ne, an
unrecogni zabl e, vague world full of pictures, colors and
desires unimagi nable to a healthy person. | felt that |
had becone a child, a feeling that I am experiencing at
this very nonent. These feelings belong to the present,
not to the past.

The actions, thoughts, desires and habits of the ancients
bequeathed to | ater generations through these tales are,
apparently, anong the necessities of life. For thousands
of years men have said these things, perforned these
sexual acts and faced these childish predicaments. Isn't
all of life a comcal story, an incredible, foolish tale?
Am | not witing ny incredible account: the story of ny
own past? Tales are neans of avoiding the real,
unfulfilled, unattainable desires inmagined by various
storytellers, each according to his owm nentality and
hereditary traits.

| wish | could sleep as in the days when | was an

i nnocent child--I nean confortable, tranquil sleep--and I
wi sh that when | woke up the surface of ny cheeks would
be red, the color of neat at the butcher's, that ny body
woul d be hot, and that | would be coughi ng--horrifying,
deep coughs--coughs which could not be traced to any
known recesses of ny body, |ike the coughs of the
packhorses that brought the sheep carcasses to the

but cher shop early in the norning.

| recall clearly that it was conpletely dark; | was in a
coma for several mnutes and, before going to sleep, |
talked to nyself. At this nmonment | felt--1 was sure--that

| had becone a child and that | was lying in a cradle.
Then, even though everyone in the house was asl eep, |
felt that soneone was at ny side. It was around daybreak
the tinme when life seens to transcend the limts of this
worl d; ny heart was beating hard but | was not afraid at
all; nmy eyes were open but because of the density of the
darkness | could not see anyone. Several m nutes passed,
t hen an unpl easant thought occurred to ne. | said to
nysel f, 'Perhaps it is she! At this very nonment | felt
the chill of a hand as it touched ny feverish forehead.

| shuddered. Two or three tines | asked nyself, "Wasn't



that the hand of the Angel of Death?"; then | went back
to sleep. Wien | awoke in the norning, my nanny said that
her daughter (I nean ny wife, that whore) had conme to ny
bedsi de, placed ny head on her knee and rocked ne like a
child. Perhaps a sense of maternal |ove had been awakened
in her. I wish | had died at that nmonent. O perhaps the
child she was carrying had died. Had her child been born
yet? | did not know.

In this roomwhich steadily grew narrower and darker than
the inside of a tonb, | was constantly waiting for ny

wi fe, but she did not cone. Isn't my current situation of
her meking? This is not a joke. For three years, no, for
two years and four nonths, but what are days and nont hs?
Time loses its significance for one who lives in a grave.
This roomwas the grave of nmy |ife and thought. Al the
activities, the sounds, the pretentious life of the
others, the life of the rabble who are bodily and
mental |y nol ded ali ke, was strange and neani ngl ess to ne.
Since | had been bedridden, | awakened in a strange and
incredible world in which there was no need for the world
of the rabble. I was a world unto nyself, a world full of
nmysteries, a world every nook and cranny of which I felt
conpel l ed to exam ne.

During the night when | wallowed at the edge of the two
wor |l ds, noments before | sank into a deep and enpty
sleep, | dreaned. In the twinkling of an eye, | was
living alife different fromny own; | breathed in a

di fferent atnosphere, distant fromnyself, as though

i ntended to escape fromnyself and change ny destiny.
When | closed ny eyes, ny real world, whose inmaginary
pictures had a life of their own, returned to ne. These
pi ctures appeared and di sappeared at random as though ny
wi Il had no influence on them But | cannot be too sure
about that either; the scenes which materialized before
me were not normal dreans, because | was not asleep yet.
In silence and with conposure, | could separate these

pi ctures from each other and nake conpari sons between
them As a result it was becom ng apparent that until
then I had not known nyself, and that the world did not
have the force and the neaning that | thought it did;
such force and power was now over-rul ed by the darkness
of the night. If only I had been taught to | ook at the
ni ght and enjoy and | ove it!

| am not sure whether at this tinme ny armwas under ny
control; | thought that if | were to | eave ny hand to
itself, follow ng some unknown and uni dentifiable
stimulus, without ny influencing it in any way, it would
begin to nove by itself. If | was not constantly and



consciously controlling it, ny body, too, was capabl e of
doi ng unexpected things. For a long tinme now | had the
feeling that | was undergoing a process of |iving
degeneration. Not only ny body, but ny soul, too,
contradicted ny heart; they were constantly in

di sagreenent. | was constantly undergoi ng sone sort of
strange dissolution and disintegration. Sometines |

t hought of things that | nyself could not believe; at
other tinmes | experienced a feeling of pity. In every
case ny intellectual faculty reproached nme. Oten when
hol di ng a conversation, or when working, | would | ose
sight of the main subject and take up other subjects that
were not relevant to the conversation; ny attention was
el sewhere and | was thinking of sonething el se while, at
the sane tinme, blamng nyself for being inattentive. |
was a nmass undergoing a process of degeneration and

di sintegration. Apparently, | have been and shal
continue to be like this: a strange, inconpatible

m xture. ..

The unbearable fact was that | felt myself quite detached
fromthe people whom | saw and lived with; only a
superficial resenblance, a vague and renote, yet close,
resenbl ance united ne with them Indeed, it was the

nmut ual necessities of life, |ike resenblance, that

di m ni shed ny astoni shnment. The resenbl ance which
tortured nme nost was that between the |ove of the rabble
for this whore, my wife, and ny |ove for her. She,
however, was nore inclined towards them reassuring ne
that sonme flaw existed in her or in ny character

| refer to her as the whore because no other designation
suits her as accurately as this word does. | don't want
to use "ny wife," because the w fe-husband rel ati onship
did not exist between us; thus, if | were to use such a
term | would be deceiving nyself. Fromthe begi nning of
eternity I have referred to her as the whore. This title,
in addition, held a special attraction for ne. | married
her because she approached ne first, not because she

|l oved ne in any way, but because this, too, was part of
her cunning and duplicity. How could a sensual woman, who
needs one man for |ust, another for |ove and still

another for torture, fall in love with only one man? | am
not sure whether all her nmen could be subsunmed under one
or another of these categories, but I amsure that she
had chosen ne for torture. Indeed, she could not have
made a better choice, for in spite of all problens,

still married her because she resenbl ed her nother and
because | do not wish to hide ny true feelings under the
fanci ful bl anket of |ove, fondness, and theosophy. | felt

that an emanation or an aureole, |like those one paints



around the head of a saint, was seated in the m ddl e of
nmy body; and that this sickly and unpl easant aureole
desired the aureole in the mddle of her body and strove

with all its mght to attract it,

Wien | felt better, | decided to | eave. Like a damed,
| eprous dog, or like birds who hide thenselves away to
die, | decided to disappear and | ose nyself. | got up

early in the norning, picked up the two cookies in the
ni che and, making sure that nobody saw ne, | ran away

fromthe house; | escaped fromthe affliction that had

enmeshed me. Wthout any predeterm ned destinati on,
passed t hrough many streets and distraughtly wal ked by
the rabble who, with greedy faces, were in pursuit of

noney and last. In fact, | did not need to see themto
know t hem one was enough to represent the rest. They
were all like one big nouth |eading to a wad of guts,

termnating in a sexual organ

Suddenly | felt nore agile and lighter; ny |eg nuscles
were operating with a special nomentum and rapidity that
was beyond ny imagination. | felt that | had been cut
free fromthe fetters of life. | raised nmy shoulders, a
nat ural novenent dating back to ny chil dhood days when
did the sanme thing upon being freed froma task or a
responsibility.

The rising sun was burning hot. | reached sonme quiet and
enpty streets. On ny way there were sone grey houses
designed in strange, singular, geonetric shapes: cubic,
prismatic and coni c houses with | ow, dark w ndows; the
wi ndows did not have any shutters and the houses seened
to be tenporary and abandoned. No |iving being,
apparently, could live in those houses.

Li ke a gol den knife, the sun sheared the edges of the
shades and took them away. The streets, confined between
ol d, whitewashed walls, were adding to their own | ength.
Everyt hing was qui et and speechl ess, as though the

el ements of nature were obeying the sacred | aw of the
qui etude of the burning atnosphere, the |aw of silence.
Every pl ace harbored so nuch nystery that ny lungs did
not dare inhale the air.

Suddenly | realized that | had left the city gate behind.
Wth a thousand sucking nouths, the heat of the sun was
drawi ng sweat fromny body. Under the blazing sun, the
desert bushes had assuned the color of turmeric. Fromthe
depths of the sky, like a feverish eye, the sun bestowed
its burning heat on the silent, lifeless scene. The soi
and the plants of this area, however, had a special



aroma, an aroma so strong that upon inhaling it | was
rem nded of ny childhood. | clearly recalled not only the
activities and the words but the whole tine as if it had
happened only yesterday. As though reborn in a | ost
world, | felt an agreeabl e giddiness. This feeling, which
had the intoxicating quality of an ancient, sweet w ne,
penetrated ny veins and sinews, reaching ny very

exi stence. | could identify with all the thorns, rocks,
tree trunks and the tiny shrubs of wld thyne. I

recogni zed the al nost human-I|i ke scent of the vegetation.
| began to think of nmy past--of my own far and distant
days--but all those recollections, as if through sone
magi ¢, sought distance fromme; they were |living together
and had an independent life of their own. I was no nore
than a detached, helpless witness with the feeling that
there existed a deep whirl pool between ne and those
recol | ections. Conpared to those days, today ny heart was
enpty, the shrubs had | ost their magical fragrance, the
di stance between the cypress trees had increased and the
hills were dryer. | was no |onger the creature that

used to be, and if | could materialize that creature and
speak to him he would not hear ne, nor would he
understand ny words. He woul d have the face of an

acquai ntance but he would not be mne or part of ne.

The worl d appeared |i ke an enpty and depressi ng mansi on.
A special agitation filled nmy chest as though |I were
conpelled to investigate all the roons in this nmansion
with bare feet. | passed through interconnected roons,
but at the end of each, | was confronted by the whore.
One by one the doors, of their own accord, closed behind
me. And the trenbling shadows of the walls with their
obliterated corners, |like some femal e and mal e bl ack

sl aves, stood guard around ne.

When | reached the Suren river, a dry and barren nountain
confronted ne. The dry and hard figure of the nountain
rem nded ne of my nanny, although | could not establish a
poi nt of conparison between the two. | passed by the side
of the nmountain and reached a small, pleasant spot
surrounded by nountains. The ground was covered with
black, lily plants, and above the nountain there was a
high fort made of hefty nud bri cks.

Feeling fatigued, | retired to the bank of the Suren
river and there | sat on the sand beneath an anci ent
cypress tree. This enclosure was a qui et and secl uded
spot, one in which no one had wal ked before. Suddenly I
noticed that a small girl enmerged from behind the trees
and wal ked in the direction of the fort. She wore a bl ack
dress of very thin and |ight warp and woof, apparently of



silk. Biting the index finger of her left hand she noved
freely, as if sauntering in a carefree nood. It seenmed to
me that | had seen her before, and that | knew her; but
because of the distance between us, and because she was
directly under the intense |light of the sun, | could not
recogni ze her and she suddenly di sappear ed.

| was petrified; unable to nove even slightly. This tine,
however, | had seen her with ny own bodily eyes as she
passed in front of nme and di sappeared. No matter how hard
| tried | could not recall whether she was real or

i magi nary, or whether | had seen her in a dreamor in
wakeful ness. | felt a special trenor in the colum of ny
spine and it seened to ne that all the shadows in the
fort on the mountain had cone to life and that that girl
was one of the ancient citizens of the city of Ray.

Suddenly, the scene becane famliar, | recalled that as a
child, on a thirteenth day of Farvardin ny nother-in-I|aw,
t he whore and nyself had come here. | don't recal

exactly for how long the whore and | ran after each other
that day and pl ayed behind these cypress trees; but |
recall that later on a group of other children joined us.
At one tinme when | searched for this same whore, | found
her by the side of the sane Suren river. She slipped and
fell into the river. She was pulled out and taken behi nd
the cypress tree to change her clothes. | followed. They
hel d a prayer veil in front of her so that she could not
be seen, but stealthily | saw her whol e body from behind
the tree. She sm|ed as she chewed on the index finger of
her left hand. They then clad her in a white cape and
spread the black silk dress, made of very delicate warp
and woof, on the ground to dry in the sun.

At last, | lay down on the fine sand at the foot of the
cypress tree. The sound of the water, like a

di sconti nuous, unintelligible speech nmurnured in a dream
reached ny ear. Involuntarily, | sank my hands in the
warm danp sand; | pressed the warm and noi st sand in ny
fist: it felt like the firmflesh of the body of a girl
who was just pulled out of the water and whose cl ot hes
wer e changed.

| don't know how nuch tine passed in between, but when
left that place, | began to walk involuntarily.
Everywhere was quiet and still. | wal ked wi thout seeing
my surroundi ngs; a force beyond ny control made nme go.

Al though all my attention was concentrated on ny feet, |
was not wal king; rather, like the girl in black, | was
sliding on ny feet. Wien | canme to, | found nyself in the
city in front of ny father-in-law s house. Hs small son,



my brother-in-law, was sitting on the platform Ws he
the spitting inmage of his sister? He had slanting eyes,
prom nent cheeks, a wheat- col ored conpl exion, a lustful
nose and a thin, strong face. As he was sitting there he
had put the index finger of his left hand in his nouth.

I nvoluntarily, | approached him took the cookies out of
ny pocket and gave themto him saying, "Shajun sent
these for you"--he used to call ny w fe Shahjan instead
of calling his own nother by that nane. He cast a curious
gl ance, with his slanted Turknen eyes, at the cookies
that he held doubtfully in his hand. | sat on the
platform put himon ny |ap and hugged himtightly. H's
body was warm the calves of his legs were |ike those of
ny wi fe and he had the sane uncerenoni ous di sposition.
Hs |lips, however, resenbled his father's but, that which
in the father evoked a sense of disgust in nme was
attractive and charmng in the son. It seened that his
hal f-open lips had just finished a | ong, warm ki ss. |

ki ssed himon his open |ips which resenbled ny wife's;
his lips tasted |ike the end of a cucunber--bitterish and
acrid. Probably that whore's lips, too, have the sane
taste.

At this very monment | saw his father, the stooped old man
who wore a scarf, |eave the house. He went on his way

wi t hout [ ooking in ny direction. He | aughed convul sively,
a dreadful |aughter that nade his shoul ders shake and
caused one's hair to stand on end. | was so ashaned of
what | was doing that | wished | could sink into the
ground. It would soon be tine for the sun to set. | got
off the platformas though trying to run away from nysel f
and involuntarily headed for honme. | did not see anything
or anyone; it was as if | were traveling in sonme unknown
and unidentifiable town. | was surrounded by scattered,
geonetrically designed houses with only a few bl ack,
deserted windows. It seened that no living creature could
i nhabit those white-walled houses fromwhich a faint
'ight emanated. The incredible thing is that whenever |

stood between the nmoon and one of these walls, | cast a
very | arge and dense shadow, but the whole tine ny shadow
was headl ess. My shadow did not have a head. | had heard

t hat those whose shadow i s headl ess die before the year's
end.

Frightened, | entered ny house and took refuge in ny
room | had a bl oody nose and after |osing nuch bl ood, |
fell unconscious on ny bed. My nanny began tendi ng ne.

Before going to bed, |I |ooked at nyself in the mrror; ny
face was di stressed, vague and |lifeless, so vague that |
did not know nyself. | clinbed into bed, pulled the quilt



over ny head, rolled over and faced the wall. Then

curled up, closed nmy eyes and continued my rum nations
about those delicate imges which formny dark
depressing, dreadful, yet intoxicating destiny. | entered
the real mwhere life becomes death and death becones
life, where distorted i mages take shape, and where past,
slain, obliterated and suppressed desires, shrieking for
vengeance, are revived. At nonents like this, | wthdrew
fromthe world of matter, ready to be anni hilated in an
eternal flux. Several times | murnured to nyself, "death
death ... where are you?" This cal ned ne down and ny eyes
gradual |y cl osed.

Upon closing ny eyes, | found nyself in the Muhanmmadi yeh
Square. There a high gallows was set up and the odds-and-
ends man who sits in front of my room had been strung up.
At the foot of the gallows several drunken watchnen were
drinking wine. | saw nmy nother-in-law, her face gl ow ng
with anger--like ny wife's face when she becones angry:
her |ips pale and her eyes becone round--pl ow ng anong
the cromd trying to attract the attention of the hangman
who wore a red garnment. She was shouting, "String this
one up, too!..." Terrified by this nightmare, | junped up
fromsleep; | was extrenely feverish. nmy body was
drenched with sweat and a consum ng heat gl owed on ny
cheeks. To save nyself fromthe clutches of this

nightmare, | got off the bed, drank some water and
sprinkled some nore on ny face and head and returned to
bed. | could not nmake nyself go back to sleep

In the shadowy light of the room | was staring at the
water jar in the niche. It seemed to ne that as |ong as
the water jar was in the niche I would not go to sleep. |
was overwhel med by a groundl ess fear that the jar was
going to fall down. To prevent this, | got off the bed to
secure the jar but, in response to sonme unknown sti nul us,
ny hand purposefully struck the jar; it fell down and
broke into pieces. Anyway, when | pressed ny eyelids
together to nake nyself go back to sleep, it struck ne
that nmy nanny was up and was | ooking at ne. | clenched ny
fists under the quilt, but nothing out of the ordinary
happened. In a coma-like state | heard the front door
open, then | heard the sound of nanny's slippers as she
went out and bought bread and cheese.

Now | heard the cry of a vendor from afar, shouting,
"Mul berries are good for bile!" Yes, as usual, tiresone
life had started all over again. The anount of |ight was
i ncreasing. Wien | opened nmy eyes, | saw a trenbling
reflection of sunlight thrown onto nmy ceiling by the
water in the pool; it had entered my roomthrough a hole



in the wall.

Now ny previous night's dream appeared di stant and vague,
as though I had seen it as a child many years ago. Wen
nanny brought ny breakfast, her face had assunmed an
incredi ble and comcal form It was thin and el ongated as
if it had fallen on a magic mrror or was pulled down by
sonme wei ght.

Nanny knew wel| that the snoke of the hooka was
detrinmental to ny health; neverthel ess, she snoked in ny
room She had to snoke or she wouldn't be herself. Nanny
had spoken so nuch about her house, her daughter-in-Iaw
and her son that she had nade nme a partner in her own

| ustful pleasures. How foolish! Sonetinmes, for no reason,
| woul d think about the lives of the people at ny
nanny's, but for sonme reason everything related to the
life-style and the joys of others nauseated ne.

What relationship could exist between the |lives of the
fool s and healthy rabble who were well, who slept well,
who perforned the sexual act well, who had never felt the
wi ngs of death on their face every nonent--what

rel ati onship coul d exist between them and one |ike ne who
has arrived at the end of his rope and who knows that he
wi |l pass away gradually and tragically?

Nanny treated ne |ike a child; she wanted to see every
phl egmin the basin, conmbing ny hair and beard, putting
ny ni ghtcap straight whenever | entered the room | did
not feel shy with ny nanny in any way. Wiy should this
worman, who bore no relationship to ne at all, involve
herself so deeply in ny Iife? | recall how when, as
children, the whore and | used to sl eep under a korsi
that was set up on the cistern. Nanny slept with us under
the korsi. In the norning light, when | opened ny eyes,

t he design on the enbroidered curtain hanging in front of
t he doorway cane to life. What a strange, terrifying
curtain it was! Depicted on it was a stooped old man
resenbling the Indian yogis. He wore a turban and he sat
underneath a cypress tree. In his hand he held an

i nstrument which |l ooked Iike a sitar. In front of him
stood a beautiful young girl, |like a Bugam Dasi or a
dancer at the Indian tenples. Her hands were in chains
and it seened that she was being forced to dance in front
of the old man. | used to think to nyself that the

out ward appearance of the old man and the white col or of
his hair and beard nmust be the result of his having been
thrown into a dungeon in which a Nag-serpent had been

rel eased.



It was one of those gol d-enbroidered curtains which ny
father or ny uncle had probably sent us fromfar-off

| ands. When | stared at this picture for a long time, it
frightened nme. | would then awaken ny nanny, who with her
bad breath and coarse, black hair rubbing against ny
face, would hug nme tightly. This norning when | opened ny
eyes, she seened to be exactly the sanme as then except
for the winkles on her face which appeared to be deeper
and harder now.

Oten, in order to forget, to run away from nyself,

woul d recall my childhood. This was to help ne feel the
same as | did before the sickness, to make ne feel that |
was healthy. | still felt that | was a child and that
there was a second being who would pity nme, who would
pity this child who was about to die. In ny nonents of

di stress and fear, the quiet face of ny nurse--her pallid
conpl exi on, her dull, notionless, sunken eyes, her thin
nostril w ngs and her w de, bony forehead--revived those
menories in nme. Perhaps some nysterious rays enmanating
from her brought ne confort. On her tenple, nanny had a
fleshy nole covered with hair. | believe this is the
first tinme | saw that. Usually | did not |ook so closely
at her face.

Though nanny's outward appearance had changed, her

t houghts had not. Her attachnment to |ife had increased;
so had her fear of death. She reminded ne of the flies
whi ch take refuge in the roomat the beginning of the
fall season. My life, however, was changing daily, even
by the mnute. It seenmed that the many years necessary to
i ntroduce changes in a normal human being's life were
speeded up a thousand tinmes for ne. But the pleasures

t hat such changes brought ne, instead of being nmanifold,
were nil, less than nil. There are those who begin to
struggle with death when they are twenty years of age,
while others die in a nonent, a very quiet and peaceful
death; they die in the sane way that a tall ow burner

whi ch has run out of fuel is extinguished.

When at noon ny nanny brought me ny lunch, | upset the
soup bow and shrieked; | shrieked with all my mght. A
those living in the house gathered in front of my door.
The whore, too, canme, but she did not stay. | |ooked at
her belly. It was swelled up. No, she was still carrying
the child. They sent for the physician. It pleased ne
inwardly that | had created sone trouble for this foolish
| ot.

The physician, who wore a |ong beard, arrived and had ne
snmoke opium What a val uabl e drug opiumwas for ny



suffering-ridden life! As | snoked, ny thoughts grew

| arge, subtle, magical; they soared. At such tines
traveled in a world beyond the ordinary. My thoughts and
ny i magination, free fromthe attraction and the wei ght
of earthly things, rose toward an enpyrean tranquility
and stillness. It was as though I sat on the wings of a
gol den bat and roamed in a radiant, enpty world

uni npeded. This experience was so profound and so
delightful that it surpassed even the intoxication

i nduced by deat h.

Wien | left the pot of fire where | was snoking opium |
wal ked to the wi ndow which opens onto our courtyard. My
nanny was sitting in the sunlight cleaning vegetables. |
heard her say to her daughter-in-law, "W all have | ost
our hearts. | wish God would kill himand put himout of
his msery!™ | knew then that the physician had told them
that my di sease was incurabl e.

As for me, | was not surprised at all. How foolish people
are! She said all this, then an hour |ater she brought ny
herbal extracts. Her eyes were swollen and bl ood shot
because of excessive weeping; neverthel ess, she forced
herself to smle in front of ne. They were play-acting
for me, but they were quite clunsy at it. Did they think
that | did not know about it? Anyway, why was this woman
so very fond of nme? Wiy did she think of herself as the
conpani on of ny sufferings? Al that she had done was to
t hrust her bucket-1ike, black, winkled nipples into ny
mouth for pay. | w shed her breasts were struck by

| eprosy. Now, |ooking at her breasts, | am nauseated even
to think of having sucked the sap of her |ife through
those breasts and that our body tenperatures net and
becane one. She treats ne now with the bol dness of a

wi dow, because when | was a child she used to rub ny body
all over; she still regards nme as a child, because at
sonme time in the past she held nme over the |atrine. Maybe
she even used ne as her |esbian partner, or her adopted
sister, as sone wonen choose to call them

She indeed "took care of ne," as she put it, with a great
deal of curiosity and attention. If ny wife, that whore,
attended nme, | would never allow nanny to touch ne,
because in ny estimation, nmy wife's dom nion of thought
and her sense of beauty were vaster than nanny's, or else
| ust has created a sense of shyness and bashful ness in
ne.

For reasons such as these | felt |ess shy with ny nanny,
and that is why only she took care of ne. Perhaps ny
nanny believed that fate, or her star, had arranged



things in this way. Using ny sickness as an excuse, she
told nme all the intimate details of her famly's life:
their joys, their quarrels; she reveal ed every corner of
her own sinple, cunning and beggar-Ilike soul. She told ne
that she was not happy with her daughter-in-law, as if

t hat woman were a second w fe, encroaching on her son's

| ove and lust for her. She said all this in a nost

i ndescri babl e, vengeful tone! Her daughter-in-|law nust be

a beautiful girl. | have seen her through the w ndow t hat
opens onto the yard. She has hazel -col ored eyes, blond
hair and a small, straight nose.

Sonetimes ny nanny tal ked to me about the mracles of the
prophets. She thought that by so doing she would consol e
me, while inreality I was nerely envious of her |ow

| evel of thinking and of her foolishness. Sonetinmes she
came to ne to gossip. For instance, several days ago she
told me that her daughter (the whore, that is), at an
auspi ci ous hour, had been sewing a resurrection garnent
for the child, for her own child. Then, as if she knew
wel | what she was tal king about, she conforted ne.

Soneti mes she goes to the magician, to the fortune-
teller, to the cupper and to the augur and di scusses ny
situation wwth them On the | ast Wednesday of the year
she went eavesdropping; she returned with a bow full of
onions, rice and sone rancid oil. She said that she had
begged these for the sake of ny health--later she fed al
this to ne stealthily. In between | had to take the
herbal extracts that the physician had prescribed; those
sanme unholy concoctions: hyssop, extract of licorice,
canphor, maidenhair, chamomle, oil of bay, |inseeds,
fir-tree seeds, starch, London-rocket seeds, and a

t housand ot her ki nds of trash..

Several days ago she brought me a prayer book with a

| ayer of dust on top of it. But neither the rabbles
prayers nor any of their books, witings or thoughts was
useful for ne. What use did | have for their nonsense and
their lies? Wasn't | nyself the result of many succeedi ng
generations, and weren't their hereditary sufferings

i nherent in me? Wasn't the past in nyself? Never has any
of these--the nosque, the call to prayer, the ablutions,
the noisy spitting, the bowi ng and prostration in front
of the Alm ghty or absolute Creator with Whom one coul d
converse only in Arabic--none of these has ever had any
ef fect upon ne.

Even when | was healthy and attended a nobsque several
times, in spite of ny efforts to harnonize ny thoughts
and feelings wth those of others, | found ny eyes
scanning the glazed tiles and the intricate designs on



the walls, designs which relieved ne fromthe obligations
of the nobsque and transported nme into a real mof
delightful dreanms. Wiile praying, | closed ny eyes and
hid my face in the palns of nmy hands. In this self-
created night, | uttered ny prayers as if they were sone
i rresponsi bl e words spoken in a dream M pronunciation
of the words of the prayer was devoid of inner neaning
because | preferred to speak to a friend, or an

acquai ntance rather than to God or to an all powerful
One--God was too nmuch for ne!

| nasmuch as | was lying in a warm danp bed, none of

t hese problens was of the slightest interest to ne. | did
not wi sh to know whet her God existed, or whether as an
enbodi nent of the wi shes of the rulers of the earth He
was created to confirmtheir divinity and to facilitate
their robbing of their subjects. In other words, was God
an imaginary picture of the ills of this world projected
onto the heavens? At this stage of ny life | wished to
know if | could nake it through the night. In conparison
with death, | found creed, faith and belief to be weak
and childish, like a kind of entertainnent for the

heal thy and fortunate. Conpared with the frightful
reality of death and ny state of degeneration, all ny
education on the subjects of spiritual reward and

puni shnent and the Resurrection Day was nothing but a
tastel ess, deceitful notion. The prayers | had | earned
were wholly ineffectual in warding off the fear of death

No, the fear of death had dom nated nme and woul d not

| eave nme al one. Those who have not experienced suffering
do not understand the nmeaning of these words. The urge to
live had been intensified so nmuch that the small est
nmonment of pleasure conpensated for |ong hours of

pal pitati on and angui sh. | recogni zed the exi stence of
suffering, but, having no tangible manifestation, | could
not describe it. Anong the rabble | had becone an unknown
and unrecogni zabl e breed, so nuch so that they had
forgotten that | had ever existed in their world. The
dreadful thing is that | did not feel either conpletely

alive or totally dead; | was a noving body who, thrown
out of the world of the living, had no recourse other
than the oblivion and tranquillity of the dead.

Early in the evening | left the pot of fire where | snoke

nmy opi um and | ooked out of the window | saw a black tree
and the shuttered entrance door to the butcher shop. Mny



dar k shadows bl ended into each other, |ending everything
an aura of enptiness and transience. The pitch dark sky
above | ooked |ike an ancient black tent pierced by

i nnunerabl e shining stars. And at this nonment | heard the
call to prayer; an untinmely call to prayer--perhaps a
worman, maybe that whore, was on the bricks giving birth
to a child. Interspersed with the call was the barking of
a dog. | thought to nyself, "If there is any truth in the
sayi ng that everyone is assigned a star in the sky, ny
star nmust be renote, dull and insignificant; perhaps |
never had a star!”

At this tinme | heard the voices of a group of drunken
wat chmen who passed in the street and played practi cal
j okes on one another. Then, altogether, they sang in
chor us:

Let us go and drink ney--
The wi ne of the kingdom of Ray;
| f not today, then what day?

Frightened, | pulled nyself aside. Their singing echoed
in a peculiar way in the air until gradually it grew
distant and faint. No. they were not |ooking for me; they
did not know... Once nore darkness and sil ence returned,

covering everything. | did not light the tallow burner in
my room because | felt like sitting in that dense liquid
whi ch perneates everything--in darkness. | was accustoned

to darkness. There, in darkness, ny |ost thoughts, ny
forgotten fears and ny terrifying and incredible
recol | ections, hidden in the unknown recesses of ny
brain, all came alive, noved about and nocked nme. These
threatening, form ess figures and thoughts | urked
everywhere; in the corner of the room behind the curtain
and at the side of the door.

Ri ght there, beside the curtain, there was a frightening
figure. It was not noving, it was not gloony and it was
not cheerful. Every tinme | turned ny head in its
direction, it stared right at ne. The face was fam i ar,
as if I had seen this very face when | was a child. It
was on a thirteenth day of the nmonth of Farvardin. | was
pl ayi ng hi de-and-seek wth sonme children on the bank of
the Suren river. There | had seen this face appear to ne
along with other ordinary faces. But this face was the
same as the face of the butcher across frommnmy room This
man was obviously involved in ny life and | had seen him
quite often. Possibly this shadow was ny twin, a creature
bound to the limted boundaries of ny life..

As soon as | got up to light the tallow burner, the



figure disappeared automatically. | walked to the mrror
and concentrated on ny own face but the picture in the
mrror seened to be that of a stranger. It was incredible
and terrifying; ny reflection was stronger than nyself
and | had become like the reflection in the mrror. It
seenmed that | could not remain in the same roomwith this

reflection. | was afraid that if I ran, ny reflection
woul d chase ne, like two cats facing each other to fight.
Instead, | covered ny eyes with the palmof ny hand to

create an eternal night for nmyself. Oten these nonents
of fright were acconpani ed by a special intoxication;

felt giddy, ny knees gave way and | felt nauseated. Then
suddenly | realized that | was standing on ny feet.
Standing like that was like a mracle for nme. How could I
be standing on ny feet? | felt that if | noved one of ny
legs | would lose ny equilibrium | was feeling quite

di zzy. The earth and the creatures thereon were away from
me. Vaguely | hoped for an earthquake or a tornado, so
that | could be reborn in a quiet, bright world.

VWhen | wanted to enter the bed, several tines | said to

nyself, "death... death..."; ny lips were closed but
still I was afraid of nmy owm voice. | seened to have | ost
the courage that | once had; | was like the flies that

i nvade the house at the onset of fall: lean, lifeless

flies afraid of the buzz of their own wi ngs. They cling
to the wall and remain notionless until they realize that
they are alive; then they ricochet wldly against the
doors and wi ndows until their dead bodies fall to the
floor.

As soon as ny eyes closed, a vague world materialized
before ne, a world wholly of ny own naking, conpatible
with ny thoughts and observations. Anyway, it was a world
of wakeful ness, as though no obstacles or inpasses barred
ny thoughts and imagi nation. This |ust-purged feeling,
produced in the depth of ny being, a product of ny | atent
needs, created sone incredible, but natural, shapes and
events before ne. Wien | woke up, | was still doubtful of
ny existence and had no sense of place and tinme. It seens
that my dreans were all of my own nmaking and that | was
already famliar with their interpretation

It was quite late at night when | fell asleep. | found

nmysel f wal ki ng and breathing freely in the streets of an
unknown city, the houses of which were built in strange
geonetrical shapes: prismatic, conic and cubic; they had

dark, low windows with lily plants clinging to the doors
and wi ndows. All the inhabitants of this city, however,
had died strangely; they were all literally petrified in

their places and two drops of blood had run fromtheir



mouth to their clothes. | tried to touch one; his head
broke off and fell down.

| cane to a butcher shop. There I saw a man who resenbl ed
t he odds-and-ends man who sits in front of our house. He
wore a scarf and was carrying a | ong-bladed knife in his
hand; he stared at ne with red eyes, the lids of which
seened to have been cut. Wien | tried to take the knife
away fromhim his head cane off and tunbl ed down.

Overcone with fright, | escaped. | ran through the
streets. Everyone that | saw was petrified in the sane
way. | was afraid to | ook behind ne. Wien | reached ny
father-in-law s house, | saw ny brother-in-law that

whore's little brother; he was sitting on the platform
t ook two cookies out of ny pocket to give to him but
when | touched him his head, too, cane off and fel
down. | shrieked and woke up

It was still dusk. | was suffering from pal pitations of
the heart. The ceiling seenmed to be pressing on ny head.
The walls were extrenely thick and ny chest seenmed about
to burst open. My sight was dim For a while | stared at
the rafters, counting and recounting the beans. Wen

pressed ny eyes shut, | heard the door open. It was ny
nanny. She wanted to sweep ny room She had taken ny
breakfast upstairs to the upper chanber. | went upstairs

and sat in front of the sash-w ndow on the bal cony. From
there | could not see the odds-and-ends man who sits in
front of my room but | could see the butcher to ny left.
H s activities, however, which had seemed fri ghtening,
grave and neasured from ny w ndow, seened com cal and
poor fromup here. Apparently he was not a real butcher,
but was only play-acting. They brought in the | ean black
packhor ses who coughed heavy, dry coughs and on whose

si des two sheep carcasses were hung. The butcher stroked
his mustache with his greasy hand, appraised the sheep
with a buyer's eyes; then with difficulty he carried two
of themto his shop and hung then on the hooks there. He
rubbed his hand over the |egs of the sheep as if
caressing them At night, too, when he plays with his

wi fe's body, who knows that he does not renenber the
sheep; he may even think of the profit she mght bring if
he were to sell her.

When the cleaning was finished, | returned to nmy room and
made a decision; a frightening decision. | fetched the
bone- handl ed, |ong-bladed knife fromthe tin can in the
closet of nmy room cleaned the blade with the tail of ny
shirt and put the knife under ny pillow. | had nade this
decision a long time ago, but sonething in the activities
of the butcher, in his chopping, weighing and apprai sing



the |l egs of the sheep revived a sense of imtation in ne.
It was necessary for ne to experience this pleasure.
Looki ng at the sky through nmy wi ndow, anong the clouds I
saw a patch of absolutely deep blue. It seened that to
reach there | nust clinb a very high | adder. The horizon
was covered with thick, yellow and deathly clouds which
wei ghed heavily on the city.

The weat her was horrible yet intoxicating. For sone
reason, | found nyself bending toward the floor. In

weat her like this | always thought of death but only now,
now that death with its bl oodstai ned face and bony hands
had me by the throat, did | want to carry out ny
decision. | had decided long ago to take that whore al ong
with nme so that later on, after nmy death, she woul dn't
say, "May God have nmercy on him He suffered enough!”

At this tinme they were carrying a coffin in front of ny
wi ndow. The coffin was covered with black drapes and on
top of it two candles were burning. The sound of la ilaha
il-allah, there is no god but God, drew ny attention to

t he procession. The tradespeopl e and the passersby halted
their activities and wal ked seven steps behind the coffin
before continuing their business; even the butcher, for

t he sake of having performed a ritual good deed, foll owed
the coffin for seven steps before returning to his shop.
The odds-and-ends man, however, did not nove from where
he sat at his display. Everyone had assuned a stern,
serious face! Perhaps this procession had rem nded t hem
of the philosophy of death and of the other world. Wen
nmy nanny brought herbal extracts to ne, she was frowning.
She was passing the | arge beads of a rosary through her
fingers and praying to herself; then she said her prayer
aloud in a contenptible way, reciting, allahomm,

sal | ahonma. . .

She behaved as though | was in charge of the forgiveness
of the sins of the living! But none of this buffoonery
had the slightest effect on ne. On the contrary, | was
pl eased to see that, even though tenporarily and
deceitfully, the rabble were living several seconds in ny
wor |l d. Was not ny rooma coffin? Was not ny bed col der
and darker than a grave? The same ready-nade bed
constantly inviting me to sleep! Several tines the

t hought that | was in a coffin had occurred to ne. At

ni ght nmy room seened to shrink and press in on me from
all sides. Isn't the experience of pressure a feature of
t he grave? |Is anyone infornmed about the condition of the
senses of the deceased?

Al though at the tinme of death the bl ood ceases to



circulate, and although after twenty-four hours sone
parts of the body begin to deconpose and di sintegrate,
for quite sonme tine the hair and the nails continue to
grow. Do senses and thoughts al so cease when the heart
stops, or do they continue a vague life using what bl ood
remains in the smaller vessels? The feelings surroundi ng
t he thought of death are frightening in thenselves; thus,
by extension, the feeling that one it actually dead nust
be nost terrifying and unbearable. There are sone old
peopl e who die so quietly that one could say they go from
one sleep to another. They are like tallow burners which
qui etly burn thensel ves out. But what are the feelings of
a robust youth who di es suddenly--one whose bodily powers
put up a fight with death--what are his feelings? | had
of ten thought about death and about the disintegration of

my body. | was accustoned to these thoughts--so nmuch so
that they no longer frightened ne. On the contrary, |
wi shed earnestly to die, to cease existing. | was afraid,

however, that the particles of nmy body m ght blend with
those of the rabble, an idea which | could not bear.
Sonetinmes | w shed that | had | ong hands and | ong
sensitive fingers so that | could gather the particles of
nmy body carefully and prevent them fromgetting m xed

wi th those of the rabble.

Sonetinmes | thought that ny observations were very
simlar to those of people in their death throes; the
zeal for life, as well as anxiety, awe and fear, had
abandoned ne. The rejection of all indoctrinations

i nposed on nme produced a special sense of tranquility.
The hope for nonexi stence nonexi stence after death was
the only thing that consoled ne. The thought of a second
life frightened ne and nade ne tired. | was still not
used to this world in which I was living; what good woul d
another world do ne? | had a feeling that this world was
not made for me but for a group of pseudo-intellectuals:
a group of shamel ess, diabolical, rude, beggarish mule-
drivers who | ack insight and wisdom It was made for

t hose who were created to suit it, those who, like the
hungry dog in front of the butcher shop wagging its tai
for a bit of offal, are used to flatter the mghty of the
earth and of the sky. Yes, the thought of a second life
frightened nme and nmade ne tired. | had no need to see al

t hese nauseating worlds and those repul sive figures. Had
God acquired his worlds so recently that he wished to

intimdate ne by exhibiting then? | cannot tell lies.
Were | to have a second life, | should wish for dull and
bl unt thoughts and feelings; | would |ike to breathe

freely and without feeling fatigued; and lastly | would
like to continue nmy life in the shade of the columms of a
Linga tenmple--a world in which | could run around freely



wi t hout the sun hurting ny eyes or people's voices and
the bustle of life hurting ny ears.

| was growing inward incessantly; |ike an animal that

hi bernates during the wintertine, | could hear other
peopl es' voices with ny ears; ny own voice, however, |
could hear only in nmy throat. The |oneliness and the
solitude that |urked behind me were |ike a condensed,
thick, eternal night, |like one of those nights with a
dense, persistent, sticky darkness which waits to pounce
on unpopul ated cities filled with lustful and vengef ul
dreams. My whol e being could now be sunmed up in ny

voi ce--an insane, absolute record. The force that, out of
| oneliness, brings two individuals together to procreate
has its roots in this same insanity which exists in
everyone and which is mngled with a sense of regret,
tendi ng gradually toward death. .

Only death does not tell |ies!

The presence of death annihilates all that is imaginary.
We are the offspring of death and death delivers us from
the tantalizing, fraudulent attractions of life; it is
deat h that beckons us fromthe depths of life. If at
times we conme to a halt, we do so to hear the call of
death... throughout our lives, the finger of death points
at us. Has not everyone experienced a nonent of sudden
yet absolute concentration of thoughts for which one
cannot find a focus but which distorts the reality of
time and space, a concentration broken only through great
effort? And after one is jolted back into reality, does
he not need to becone reacquainted with the real world?
At this time it is the call of death to which we respond.

In this danp bed which snelled of sweat, when ny eyelids
grew heavy and | was about to surrender to nonexistence
and eternal night, all ny lost nmenories and forgotten
fears cane to life: fear that the feathers in the pillow
m ght turn to bl ades of daggers, that the button on ny
bed-cl ot hes m ght grow as big as a mll|stone, that the
pi ece of bread which falls to the floor m ght shatter
like a piece of glass. | was apprehensive that should |
fall asleep, the oil in the tallow burner m ght spill
over and cause the whole city to go up in flanes. |
dreaded the devilish thought that the sound of the dog's
paws in front of the butcher shop m ght echo like the
sound of hoofs on a pavenent. My heart was filled with
trepidation for fear that the odds-and-ends man sitting



at his display mght suddenly begin to |augh, a |aughter
that he could no |longer control. | was afraid that the
wormin the footpath of our pond m ght become a serpent,
that my quilt m ght becone a tonbstone wi th hinges that
woul d slide and lock its marble teeth and bury ne alive.

| was afraid that | mght |ose ny voice and no matter how
much | screaned, nobody woul d hear ne...

| wished | could recall ny childhood; when ny w sh came
true and | felt as | did in those days, it was as
difficult and painful now as it had been then.

There was nuch to be afraid of: coughs that resounded

i ke the coughs of |ean black packhorses in front of the
but cher shop; spitting your phlegmw th the fear that you
may see traces of blood in it--blood, that tepid, salty
liquid, the essence of |life which enmerges fromthe depths
of the body and nust be vomted--the constant threat of
death which irrevocably tranples over all thought and

whi ch | eaves no trace of hope. Al these were sources of
fear.

Life, coolly and dispassionately, reveals to each person
his own reflection, as if everyone carried several nmasks
with him Sonme, the thrifty, constantly use the sane
mask. Naturally this mask becones dirty and wi nkl ed.

O hers save their masks for their children, and there are
still others who constantly change their masks. It is
only when they begin to age that they realize they have
run out of masks; their real faces then energe from

behi nd that |ast mask.

There was sonme kind of lethal influence in the walls of
ny room whi ch poi soned ny thoughts. | was certain that a
condemmed crimnal, a chained lunatic, had occupied this
room And the walls of ny room al one were not responsible
for creating these thoughts in ny mnd; the view outside,
t he butcher, the odds-and-ends man, ny nanny, that whore
and all that I saw, including the bowl fromwhich | ate
my soup, and my clothes; all these were responsible for
creating these thoughts in ny m nd.

Several nights ago in the cl oakroom of the bathhouse,
when | took my clothes off, ny thoughts were changed.
Later on when the bath-attendant poured water on ny head,
| felt as though ny black thoughts were washed away. In
t he bat hchanmber | | ooked at nmy shadow on the steany wall.
| noticed nyself to be delicate and brittle as I was ten
years ago when | was a child. And | recalled that ny
shadow used to fall on the steamy wall just like that. |
| ooked closely at ny body, at ny thigh, ny calf and at



the mddle of ny body. It was a di sappointing, |ustful
sight; the shadow of these, too, was like it was ten
years ago when | was a child. | felt that ny entire life
was a meaningl ess, aimess show, just |ike the flickering
shadows on the wall of a bathhouse. Perhaps the others
who were sturdy, heavy and robust cast a bigger and
denser shadow on the steany wall of the bathhouse; a
shadow that |eft a permanent trace of its existence,
whi l e ny shadow di sappeared instantaneously. In the

cl oakroom when | was dressing, ny appearance and ny

t houghts, once again, changed. It was as though | had
entered a newworld; as if | were reborn in the very
world that | hated. In any event, since sonmehow

m racul ously | did not dissolve like a chunk of salt in
t he bat hi ng pond of the bathhouse, | was certain that |
had acquired a second life.

My Iife appeared to ne as unnatural, uncertain and

i ncredi ble as the design on the pencase | am using at
this monment. It seens that a painter who has been
possessed, perhaps a perfectionist, has painted the cover
of this pencase. Oten, when | |look at this design, it
seens famliar; perhaps it is because of this design that
| wite or perhaps this design nakes me wite. Depicted
on the cover of the pencase is a cypress tree underneath
whi ch a stooped old man, like an Indian yogi, is
squatting, wapped in a cloak and wearing a turban. He
has placed the index finger of his left hand on his lips
in astoni shnment. Qpposite him a girl wearing a | ong,

bl ack dress and assum ng an unnatural posture--perhaps a
Bugam Dasi --is dancing before him She is holding a lily.
A brook separates the two.

At the side of the opiumbrazier, | dispersed all nmy dark
t houghts in the delicate and heavenly snoke. Now it was
nmy body that thought, it was ny body that dreamed, it was
my body that was gliding as if it were freed fromthe
gravity and pollution of the air; it was soaring in an
unknown world full of unknown colors and shapes. The
opium had inspired in me a vegetable soul, a sluggish
vegetabl e soul, and | was traveling in the world of the
plants. Had | becone a plant? As | was wapped in ny

cl oak, dozing off in front of the pot of fire, for sone
reason | thought of the odd-and-ends man; he, too, sits
before his display with hunched shoulders as | sit. This



t hought frightened ne. | got up, took off the cloak and
wal ked to the mrror. My glow ng cheeks were the col or of
nmeat at the butcher shop; ny beard, though dishevel ed,
lent me an expression of attractive spirituality. The
ook in ny sickly eyes was of fended and chil di sh, one of
fatigue, as though all that was terrestrial and human had
abandoned ne. | liked ny face; it made ne lustfully

i ntoxi cated. Looking at my reflection in the mrror

said to nyself, "Your suffering is so profound that it is
caught at the bottom of your eyes... even if you cry, it
is not certain that you will be able to shed tears!...’

Then again | said, "You are a fool, why don't you finish
yoursel f? What are you waiting for?... What nore is there
for you to desire? Isn't the wine flask in the closet of
your roonf...Take a slug and there you go!... fool!...you
are a fool... "Then | realized that | was addressing the

enpty air!

The different thoughts that converged in ny mnd were not
related to each other. | could hear nmy voice in ny
throat, but | could not understand the neaning of ny
words. In ny mnd these sounds bl ended with other sounds
and lost their identity. My fingers seened to be | onger
now, |ike the tinme when | was feverish; ny eyelids, too,
were heavy, and ny |ips had becone thick. Upon turning
away fromthe mrror | saw ny nanny standing in the
doorway. | burst into |laughter, but ny nanny's notionless
face showed no expression; her |lifeless eyes stared at
me, but they showed no trace of surprise, anger or
sorrow. Cenerally one |aughs at a foolish act, but ny

| aught er was nore profound than that; | was | aughing at
the grand folly, and at all that man has failed to solve
and the conprehension of which is beyond his reach; |
| aughed at that which is lost in the darkness of the
ni ght and at death--a superhuman force. My nanny picked
up the pot of fire and, with neasured steps, wal ked out
of the room | w ped the sweat off my brow, the pal ns of
ny hands were covered with white flecks. | |eaned agai nst
the wall and placed ny head upon it. | seened to feel
better. Then | began to whisper this tune, the origin of
which is not known to ne:

Let us go and drink ney--
The wi ne of the Kingdom of Ray;

| f not today, then what day?

Cccurring to nme before a crisis, this tune always nmade

nme agitated and uneasy; |like a knot around ny heart, it
was a depressing sign, the calmbefore the storm At such
times the real world abandoned ne and | lived in a

| um nous world i nmeasurably distant fromthe terrestrial



one.

At such tines. | was afraid of nyself; | was afraid of
everyone. This fear was undoubtedly related to ny

si ckness, which had weakened ny thoughts as well as ny
body. | was afraid even when | | ooked at the odds-and-
ends man and the butcher through the wi ndow of ny room
There was sonething frightening in their actions and in

t heir appearance, but | could not say exactly what. MW
nanny told me sonething that frightened ne. She swore by
t he holy prophets that she had seen the odds-and-ends man
visit my wife's bed-chanber at night; she had even heard
t he whore's own words through the door, saying, 'Take off
your scarf!' And this is even nore incredible: the day
before yesterday or the day before that, when | shrieked
and ny wi fe appeared behind the hal f-open door of ny
room with ny owmn eyes | saw the traces of the old man's
dirty, yellow and decayed teeth, teeth from between which
Arabic verses of the Qur'an, flow, on ny wife's cheek. To
begin with, what pronpted this nman to appear in front of
our house and remain there since nmy marriage? Did he
forsake the world for the sake of this whore? | recal

that on that sane day | went over to his display and
asked himthe price of the jar. Through his scarf, two
decayed teeth and |l eprous lip, and | aughing hysterically,
with | aughter that nade one's hair stand on end, he said
to me, "Don't you |l ook at what you buy? This jar is not

worth nmuch, young man. Take it! | hope it brings you
luck!" His voice had a peculiar tone as he said, 'This
jar is not worth much. | hope it brings you luck!" | put

ny hand in ny pocket, took out two derhanms and four

peshi zes and placed themon the corner of his display. He
| aughed agai n; hideous |aughter that nade ny hair stand
on end. | could have sunk into the ground with shane.
Covering ny face with nmy hands, | returned hone.

The entire display spread before himhad the rusty snell
of dirty things refused by life, as if he intended to

bl ame people for what |life has refused, or perhaps he
intended nerely to display them Wasn't he hinmself old
and dej ected? The articles in his display were all
lifeless, dirty and worn out; neverthel ess, the display
had a persistent life as well as profoundly neani ngful
forms! The effect of these articles on ne was greater
than the effect of |iving human bei ngs.

Nanny gave nme the news of the old man's visits to ny

wi fe's bed-chanber; she told everyone else as well.
Sleeping with a dirty beggar! Nanny also told ne that ny
wi fe had becone infested with Iice and that she went to
t he bat hhouse. What kind of a shadow did she cast on the



steany wall of the bat hhouse? Perhaps a |ustful shadow
quite confident of itself. On the whole, this tine | did
not di sapprove of ny wife's taste, because the odds-and-
ends man was not a commonpl ace, vul gar and col orl ess man
i ke the stud-males who attract foolish wonen with an

i nordinate desire for coition. The layers of m sfortune
encrusted on the old man's head and face, along with the
m sery that emanated fromhim nmarked himas a dem -god;
and even though the old man was not aware of this, he was
a manifestation and a representative of creation itself.

In any case | saw the traces of two decayed teeth, from
behi nd which Arabic verses cane forth, on ny wife's
cheek, on the cheek of this woman who did not admt ne,
who hum |iated ne and whom | |oved despite all this--even
t hough she had not allowed ne to kiss her on the cheek
even once!

When | heard the plaintive sound of the kettle-drunms the
sunlight was yellow sh and pale; it was |like the sound of
entreaty and supplication which revives all inherited
superstitions and the fear of darkness. The nonent of
crisis, the foretold nonent for which I had been waiting,
arrived. My body was burning fromhead to toe, and | was
suffocating. I went to ny bed, lay down and cl osed ny
eyes; the intensity of the fever had distorted ny vision
in such a way that everything seened bigger and had fuzzy
mar gi ns. Instead of sinking, the ceiling seenmed nore

el evated. My cl othes pressed agai nst ny body. Wthout any
reason, | sat up in ny bed and nurrmured, "This is the
[imt... it is unbearable..."” Suddenly | becane silent.
Then nockingly, but loudly and clearly enunciating, |
said to nyself, "It is the..." and added, "I ama fool!"
| was not paying any attention to the meani ng of what |
said; | was nerely amusing nyself with the vibrations of
nmy voice. Maybe | tal ked to ny shadow to dispe

| oneliness. Then | saw sonething incredible: the door
opened and that whore entered ny room Qbviously, every
now and then, she thought of ne. | should be grateful for
it because it showed that she too was aware that | am
alive, that | suffer and that | shall undergo a gradua
death. This was good grounds for being thankful; however,
| wished to know if she were aware that | was dying
because of her; if she were, | would die peacefully and
happi l y--1 woul d be the happiest man on the face of the
earth. Upon the whore's entrance, all ny evil thoughts
vani shed. Sonme rays emanating from her being or sone

bl essing in her gestures conforted nme. This tine she was
heal t hy; she was plunp and mature. She wore a cl oak nmade
of Tusi gusset material, her eyebrows were plucked and
dar kened with woad, and she wore a nole; to her face she



had applied sone white facial powder and rouge and she
had added collyriumto her eyelashes. In short, she
entered ny roomall made up. She seened content wi th her
life. Involuntarily, she placed the index finger of her

| eft hand in her nouth. Was she the gentle |ady, the
delicate, ethereal girl who wore a winkled bl ack dress,
who pl ayed hi de-and-seek with ne on the bank of the Suren
river, the childish, transient and free girl whose
provocative, sexy calves were visible through her skirt?
Until now, whenever | |ooked at her, | was not aware that
she was that sanme ethereal girl, but now, as if a curtain
was renoved from before ny eyes, for sone reason | was
rem nded of the neat in front of the butcher shop and she
resenbled a lunp of lean neat. Al the traces of her

i nherent attractiveness had totally abandoned her. She
was a mature, grave, made-up worman--mnmy wife! Wth fear
and dread | realized that while ny wife had grown up and
was an adult, | had remained a child. To tell the truth I
felt ashanmed to | ook her in the face; | felt ashaned
especially of her eyes. She yielded herself to everyone
except me; my only consol ati on was the vague nenory of
her chil dhood when she had a sinple childish face and had
been a vague, transitory being, when there had been no
trace of the odds-and-ends-man's teeth on her face--no,
she was not the same person

"How are you feeling?" She asked sarcastically.

"Are you not free? Are you not doi ng whatever you wish to
do? What's ny health to you?" | snapped at her.

She slammed the door and left; she didn't even turn to
ook at nme. | had forgotten how to communicate with the
people of the world, with the living. This woman whom I

t hought had no feeling whatsoever took offense at ny act!
Several tinmes | wished to go to her and throw nyself at
her feet, cry and ask for forgiveness. Indeed, | wanted
to cry because | thought if |I were able to cry, it would
decrease the intensity of ny renorse and | woul d feel
better. Several m nutes, hours, or maybe even several
centuries passed--1 don't know. | was not keeping track
of time--1 was like a lunatic who becones intoxicated
with his own suffering. The state of ecstasy that |
experienced i s beyond human conception; | was the only
one who coul d experience such a state, a state even
beyond the reach of gods if they actually existed... At
that nmonent | discovered that | was indeed superior; |
was above the rabble, above the phenonenal world, and |
even felt that | had surpassed those gods who are the

of fspring of human lust. | was a god, even bigger than a
god, because within me | felt an eternal, infinite flux.



But she returned. She was not as cruel as | had
i mgi ned. | rose, kissed her skirt and, coughing and
crying, threw nmyself at her feet. | rubbed ny face
agai nst her calf and several tinmes called her by her real
nanme- - her real name seened to have a special ring to it.
But as | enbraced her |egs, which were bitter, soft and

acrid, like the taste of the bitter end of a cucunber, in
nmy heart--at the bottomof ny heart, that is--1 repeated
"whore ... whore!" and | cried and cried. | |ost al

track of tinme, but when | cane to, she was gone. As | sat
before the snoking tallow burner in the sane position in
which | sit before the opium brazier--like the odds-and-
ends man who sits at his display--for an instantaneous
nonent, | experienced the full inpact of the intoxicating
pl easures, caresses and sufferings of mankind. | was
bendi ng over the tallow burner immobile, gazing at the
soot which, like black flakes of snow, was covering ny
face. When ny nanny, carrying a bowl of barley-broth and
sonme chicken pilaff, entered ny roomand saw ne, she
screaned in terror and backed away, dropping the tray and
ny dinner. It pleased ne that at least | was able to
frighten her. | got up, cropped the wick with a pair of
snuffers and wal ked to the mrror. | rubbed the soot into
nmy face--what a horrible face! | began to pull ny eye and
tug the corners of ny nmouth, | puffed out ny cheeks,
pulled the tip of ny beard up and tw sted the ends, |
made all kinds of faces; ny face was capabl e of assum ng
all manner of frightening and com cal expressions,

al t hough | recogni zed these expressions and | could feel
them they still struck me as funny. Al these were ny
faces and they were in nme; they were nurderous, horrible
and com cal masks which | could transform one into
another, using the tip of a finger. In nyself, | saw the
reflections of the old Qur'an reciter, the butcher, and
my wife; it was as though an i mage of each existed within
me, but none of them belonged to ne. Are not the
substance and the expressions of my face responses to an
undefined stimulus created by the cunul ati ve doubts,
copul ati ons, and di sappoi ntnents inherent in ny
ancestors? And that I, the custodian of this burdensone

i nheritance, due to sone insane and hunorous inclination,
have involuntarily allowed ny thoughts to assunme these
formal and rigid expressions! Only at the time of ny
deat h, perhaps, will these doubts abandon nme, and | may
be all owed to assune the expression naturally neant for
ne.

Even at that |ast mnute, however, couldn't the
expressions that ny ridicul ous desire has engraved on ny
face prove too deeply incised to be obliterated? In any



event, | had gained insight into ny capabilities and |
realized ny potential. Suddenly, | burst into |aughter.

It was a hideous frightening |aughter which, because |
did not recogni ze ny own voice, made ny hair stand on
end. The same outside sound, the sane |aughter that for a
long tinme | had attributed to an outside source, was now
resounding in ny ear. Suddenly, | began to cough and a
cl ot of bloody phlegm a piece of ny liver, fell onto the
mrror. | noved the phlegmaround on the surface of the
mrror with nmy finger; then I turned and | ooked behi nd
me. | saw a terrified nanny staring at ne; her face was
pal e, her hair was di shevel ed and her eyes were |ifeless;
she was holding a bow of barley broth |ike the one she
had brought nme earlier. | covered ny face with ny hands
and hid nyself behind the closet curtain.

Wen | tried to go to sleep, a fiery ring pressed on ny
head fromall around. The snell of the sandal wood, which
| had put into the tallow burner, filled my nostrils; it
snelled like my wife's leg nuscles. The mldly bitter
taste of cucunber ends was still in my nouth. | rubbed ny
hand agai nst my body and in ny imagination | conpared ny
body (my thigh, ny calves, ny arns) with ny wife's; again
the outline of ny wife's thigh and buttocks, and the
warnth of her body, materialized before ne. It nore than
mat eri alized because it fulfilled a need. | desired her
body near nme. To dispel this lustful tenptation, | needed
to make a nove, to nmake a decision, but the fine and

scal ding ring around ny head soon plunged ne into a vague
and confused sea to struggle anongst frightening figures.

It was still dark when the voices of a group of drunken
wat chnmen passing in the alley woke ne; playing practical
j okes on each other they sang in unison:

Let us go and drink ney--
The wi ne of the Kingdom of Ray;
| f not today, then what day?

| recalled, no, upon a sudden inspiration | renenbered
that | had a flask of wine in the closet of my room A
cup of this wine in which poison fromthe fang of a Nag
was di ssol ved coul d dispel all the nightmares that life
could create... but that whore...? This word intensified
nmy j eal ousy towards her and nmade her appear livelier and
nore energetic than before.

Could | imagine anything better than this: to give a cup
of that wine to her, to gulp one down nyself and to die
together with her in the throes of a convul sion? What is
| ove? For the rabble love is a kind of variety, a
transient vulgarity; the rabble's conception of love is



best found in their obscene ditties, in prostitution and
in the foul idions they use when they are hal fway sober,
such as "shoving the donkey's foreleg in nud," or
"putting dust on the head." My love for her, however, was
of atotally different kind. I knew her from ancient

ti mes--strange slanted eyes, a narrow, half-open nouth, a
subdued qui et voice. She was the enbodi nent of all ny

di stant, painful nmenories anong which I sought what | was
deprived of, what belonged to nme but sonmehow I was
denied. Was | deprived forever? This possibility produced
a nost frightening sensation in ne--a pleasurable sense
of tenptation which conpensated for ny di sappoi nted sense
of | ove.

For some reason | continued to think of the butcher in
front of the window of my roomwho rolls up his sleeves,
says besnellah and cuts the nmeat. Hi s expression and
attitude were constantly before ny eyes until finally I,
t oo, made a decision--a frightful decision. | got out of
nmy bed, rolled up ny sleeves and picked up the bone-
handl ed, |ong-bl aded knife fromwhere | had put it under

ny pillow | hunched ny shoulders and threw a yell ow
cl oak across ny back; then | wapped a scarf around ny
head and face. | felt that | had acquired a conposite

attitude, one that bl ended the characteristics of the
butcher with those of the odds-and-ends nman.

Then | tip-toed in the direction of ny wife's room Her

room was dark. | opened the door quietly. As though
muttering to herself in a dream she said aloud, "take
of f your scarf!"” | approached her bed and held ny face

agai nst her mld, quiet breath; she had an incredibly

pl easant and life-giving warnth! It occurred to ne that
if | breathed in this warnth for some tinme, | would
becone alive again. Her breath was not scal ding, although
for along time now | had been of the opinion that
everyone's breath was hot and scal ding |ike m ne.
concentrated all nmy senses to perceive if there were
another man in her room-that is if any of her |overs

were present--but she was alone. | realized that al
t hose things people said about her were absolute lies and
sl anders. How coul d one be sure that she was not still a

virgin? | felt ashaned to have attributed so many

fanci ful acts of wongdoing to her. My contrition,
however, did not last nore than a nonent, because ri ght
away | heard soneone sneeze outside; this was foll owed by
stifled, nocking |aughter which nmade ny hair stand on
end, as if sonmeone had pulled all ny veins out of ny
body. If I had not heard this sneezing and this |aughter,
if Providence had not willed that | wait, then, follow ng
ny decision, | would have cut her flesh into pieces and |



woul d have given it to the butcher in front of our house
to sell to the public. | personally woul d have taken a
pi ece of her thigh to the old Qur'an reciter as a piece
of sacrificial neat; then | would return to himthe next
day and say, "The neat that you ate yesterday, do you
know whose flesh it was?"

Were it not for his laughter | should have done this at

ni ght when | did not have to look her in the eyes. | felt
ashanmed of the expression in her eyes as she reproached
me. Anyway, | picked up a piece of material which was

i npeding nme and hastily ran fromthe room | tossed the
knife on the roof since it was this |ong-bladed knife
whi ch had created all these nurderous thoughts in ne. |
di scarded the | ong-bl aded knife that resenbled the
butcher's, and rid nyself of it.

In ny room in the light of the tallow burner, | saw that
| had picked up her dress, a dirty dress which had been
in contact wwth her flesh, a soft, silk dress nmade in

| ndi a which snelled of her body and of chanpac perfuneg;

t hese scents had remained in the dress because of her

war nt h- - because of her existence. | snelled it, placed it
between ny legs and went to sleep. | had not spent a
night as confortably as this before. Early the next
norning | awakened to the sound of ny wife's clanors; she
was meking a fuss about the |oss of her dress, saying
repeatedly, "It was a brand-new dress!" though | knew it
had a tear in the sleeve. Even if it nmeant bl oodshed, I
was not about to give it up. Wasn't | entitled to ny
wife's old dress?

When nanny brought ass's m |k, honey and bread for ne, |
noti ced she had put a bone-handl ed, |ong-bladed knife at
the side of ny breakfast tray as well. She said she saw
it on the odds-and-ends-man's display and bought it.

Then, raising her eyebrows indicating ny wife's room she
said, "It mght cone in handy!" | picked up the knife and
examned it. It was my own knife. Then, |ike one who is
of fended and who has a conpl aint, she said, "Well, ny
daughter (that whore, that is), at this early hour of the
norning is accusing ne of stealing her dress |ast night!
Now, would | tell you a lie... but yesterday your wfe
saw streaks of blood... we knew that the child... her
explanation is that she becane pregnant in the bat hhouse.
One night | nmassaged her back; her armwas all black and
bl ue. She showed her armto ne and said, 'I went into the
cellar at the wong tinme and the you-know who pi nched
mel...'" Did you know that your wi fe has been pregnant for
a long time?" | |aughed and said, "And the child | ooks
like the old Qur'an reciter, no doubt. She nust have been



t hi nking of himwhen the child first noved in her wonb!"
Then nanny left the roomin a stormas though she was not
expecting such an answer. | got up right away and with
shaki ng hands pi cked up the bone-handl ed, | ong-bl aded
knife, took it to the closet, placed it in ny souvenir
box and cl osed the |id.

No, it was inpossible for the child to be mne; it
certainly bel onged to the odds-and-ends nan!

In the afternoon, ny door opened and her small brother--
the whore's little brother-- entered chewing his nails.
It was inpossible not to recognize inmedi ately that they
were brother and sister. They were that nuch alike! He
had a small, narrow nmouth, neaty, wet and lustful Iips,

| angui d eyelids, slanted, astonished eyes, prom nent
cheeks, dishevel ed, date-colored hair and a wheat-col ored
conpl exion. He was a replica of that whore; he even
showed a trace of her satanic tenperanent. He had an
insensitive Turknen face devoid of any spirit, a face
designed for life's conbats, a face that validated
anything that assured survival. It seens that nature has
taken sone precautions; it seens that the forefathers of
this pair lived at the nmercy of sunshine and rain and

t hat they fought the elenents, giving themnot only their
shape and expression (with certain nodifications), but

t heir endurance, lust, greed and hunger as well. | knew
what the taste of his nouth would be: the mldly bitter
taste of the stemend of a cucunber.

Wien he entered the room he |ooked at me with his

ast oni shed Turknen eyes and said, "Shajun says the
physi cian said that you are about to die and take your
troubles with you. How do people die?"

| said, "Tell her | died a long time ago. "

"Shajun said, 'If | had not lost the child, the whole
house woul d be ours.'"

| burst into laughter involuntarily; it was dry, hideous
| aughter that nmade one's hair stand on end, |aughter in
which I could not recognize ny own voice. The child ran
fromthe roomin terror.

At this noment | knew why the butcher w ped the bone-
handl ed, |ong-bl aded knife on the leg of the lanb with

pl easure. It was the pleasure of cutting | ean neat, neat
which had lost its blood either in the form of dead,
silt-1ike coagul ated blood or in the formof bloody water
dri pping off the w ndpi pes of the sheep. The yell ow dog



in front of the butcher shop knewit, so did the di nmed,
staring eyes of the severed head of a cow thrown on the
fl oor of the shop, and so did the sheep heads with eyes
on which the dust of death rested--they all knew the
reason!

Finally | realized that I was a dem -god and that | was
beyond all the Iow, petty desires of mankind. | felt the
eternal flux within ne. What is eternity? Eternity for ne
was playi ng hi de-and-seek with that whore on the banks of
the Suren river; it was a nonentary closing of ny eyes
when | hid nmy head in her |ap.

Suddenly | seened to be talking to nyself; | was talking
to nmyself in a strange way; to wit, | intended to talk to
nmyself, but ny lips were so heavy that they woul d not
budge. | was talking to nmyself with imuobile |ips and

with an inaudi bl e voi ce!

In this roomwhich, Iike a grave, grew narrower and

dar ker each nonent, night and its horrible shadows
surrounded ne. In front of the snoking tallow burner, ny
shadow - weari ng ny sheepskin, the cloak which I wapped
around me, and ny scarf--was nutely cast on the wall.

My shadow was nore profound and nore exact than ny rea
being. It seened that the ol d odds-and-ends man, the

but cher, nanny, ny whore of a wife were all nmy shadows,
shadows which held ne prisoner. At this nmonment |
resenbled an owl. My [ anents, however, were caught in ny
throat and | spat themlike clots of blood. Perhaps the
ow, too, is sick and because of the sickness it thinks
as | do. My shadow on the wall was exactly like an ow ;
hunched over, it carefully read nmy witings. Doubtless it
understood themwell; it was the only one who could
understand them Wen | | ooked at ny shadow fromthe
corner of ny eye, it terrified ne.

It was a dark, silent night, Iike the night which
surrounded ny life, a night with frightful figures
nocking me fromthe door, the wall and from behind the
curtain. Sometinmes nmy room becane so narrow that | felt
was in a coffin. My tenples burned and ny |inbs refused
to move. A weight, |ike the weight of the carcasses
carried to the butcher on the back of black, gaunt pack-
horses, pressed against my chest.

Quietly, like a nute who nust repeat each word and who
nmust read a verse many tines, death nmurnured its song. It
sounded |i ke the reverberations of a saw cutting into
flesh; it shrieked and then suddenly it choked.



| hardly closed ny eyes when a group of drunken night
wat chmen passed ny room swearing at each other and
singing in unison:

Let us go and drink ney--
The vine of the Kingdom of Ray;
| f not today, then what day?

| said to nyself, "Now ny arrest is inevitable!"
Suddenly | felt an upsurge of superhuman force within ne.
My forehead cooled. | got up, threw ny yellow cl oak over
ny shoul ders, wrapped ny scarf a couple of tinmes around
nmy head, hunched ny shoul ders, picked up the bone-
handl ed, |ong-bl aded knife fromthe cl oset where |I had
hidden it in ny souvenir box, and tip-toed in the
direction of the whore's room Wen | reached the
threshold, I saw that her roomwas plunged in utter
darkness. As | listened attentively, | heard her voice
saying, "Are you here? Take off your scarf!" Her voice
had a pleasure-inducing ring to it; she sounded as she
did when she was a child--as if unconsciously nmurnuring
in a dream | had heard this voice once before in a deep
sl eep. Was she dream ng? Her voice was muffl ed and deep;
it had changed to the voice of the small girl who played
hi de- and-seek with me on the banks of the Suren river. |
stopped for a nonent and heard her repeat, "Cone in and
take of f your scarf!’

Quietly | entered the dark room took off my cloak and
scarf, took off ny clothes; but for sonme reason | entered
the bed still holding to the bone-handl ed, | ong-bl aded
knife. The warnth of her bed gave nme a new life. |
enbraced her pleasant, danp and sensual body in nenory of
the slimgirl with a pale face and i nnocent, |arge
Turknmen eyes who pl ayed hi de-and-seek with ne on the
banks of the Suren river. No--1 attacked her like a
savage, hungry beast | oathing her fromthe bottom of ny
heart. My feelings of |love and hatred for her were m xed.
Her cool, silvery body, ny wife's body, |ike a Nag-
serpent which tightens her coils around a victim

envel oped nme. The fragrance of her bosom was

i ntoxicating; the flesh of her arm coiled around ny
neck, felt pleasantly warm | wi shed ny life would end
that instant, because at that noment all ny feelings of
hatred and vengeful ness towards her had di sappeared. |
tried to keep fromcrying. | did not even feel the

| ocki ng of her legs behind mne, nor did | feel her hands
cl aspi ng the nape of ny neck; we were stuck together |ike
a mandrake. | felt the pleasing warnth of |ive and fresh
flesh. All the particles of ny burning body drank this
warnth. | felt like a prey being gradually swallowed. M



senses of fear and pl easure were bl ended in each other.
Her nouth tasted acrid like the bitter end of a cucunber.
Sweating am dst this agreeable pressure, | |ost

consci ousness,

My body, along with all the particles of my being sang a
song of victory. Condemmed and hel pl ess, | surrendered to
t he whi nsi cal waves of this boundl ess sea. Her hair,

whi ch snel |l ed of chanpac, was stuck to ny face. Mitua
cries of anguish and joy issued fromthe depth of our

bei ngs. Suddenly she bit ny lip violently, cutting it
open in the mddle. Did she bite her own finger like this
too, or had she discovered that | was not the old man
with the leprous Iip? | tried to cut nyself |oose, but |
coul d not nove even slightly; nmy struggles got ne
nowhere. Qur flesh was wel ded toget her.

| thought she had gone nmad. Ami dst the struggl e,
automatically, | nmoved ny hand and felt the |ong-bl aded
knife enter sone part of her body. A warmliquid poured
over ny face. She shrieked and drew away fromne. | held
the warmliquid in ny fist and threw the | ong-bl aded
knife away. This action freed ny hand which | rubbed
across her body. It was utterly col d--she was dead. At
the sane tinme | began to cough, but it was not really
coughing; it was the echo of that dry, hideous |aughter

t hat made one's hair stand on end. Hurriedly, | threw ny
cl oak over ny shoulders and returned to my room | opened
ny hand in the light of the tallow burner. Her eye lay in
the pal mof ny hand. My whol e body was soaked w th bl ood.

| wal ked to the mrror, but out of fear | held nmy hands

in front of nmy face. | resenbled, no, | had becone the
odds-and-ends man. The hair of ny head and beard, |ike
the hair on the head and face of one who survives a
confrontation with a Nag-serpent, was white. My lip, like

the old man's, was split open, ny eyelids were wthout

| ashes, and a clunp of white hair protruded from ny
chest--a new soul descended upon nme. My thinking changed,
nmy feelings changed and | could not free nyself fromthe
clutches of the fiend that was awakened in nme. Covering
ny face wwth ny hands | burst into an involuntary peal of
| aughter, a laughter nore violent than ever before, one

t hat shook ny entire being, a deep |laughter which could
not be traced to any known recess of ny body, a holl ow

| aughter that reverberated in ny throat and energed from
t he depths of nothingness. | had becone the odds-and-ends
man.



| felt the anguish of one who is awakened from a | ong,
deep sleep. | rubbed ny eyes. | was in ny old room The
light was dimand a wet fog covered the wi ndow panes. The
crow of a rooster canme fromafar. The red charcoal in the
pot of fire, turned to ashes, could hardly withstand a
single breath. | had the feeling that, |like the red

pi eces of charcoal turned into hollow ashes, ny thoughts,
too, could not withstand the bl ow of a single breath.

The first thing I |looked for was the Raq jar that the old
carriage driver had given ne in the graveyard, but it was
not before nme. Then, | saw soneone with a stooped shadow,
no, a stooped old man who had covered his head and face
with a scarf and who carried sonething |ike a jar wapped
in a dirty handkerchief under his arm in the doorway of
ny room He was | aughing: a hideous, hollow | aughter that
made ny hair stand on end.

The nmonent | noved, he left ny room | stood up,
intending to pursue himand recover the jar which was
wrapped in a dirty handkerchief; but wth a peculiar
agility, the old man di sappeared. | returned to nmy room
and opened the wi ndow that gives to the street. He was
carrying the bundl e under his armand his mani acal

| aught er nade his shoul ders shake violently. He trudged
al ong until he disappeared into the mst. | returned from
t he wi ndow and | ooked at nyself. My clothes were torn,
and | was covered fromhead to toe with coagul ated bl ood.
Two flies the color of golden bees were flying around ne
and small, white wornms were wiggling on ny body; a dead
wei ght pressed against my chest. ..

THE END
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