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ھرگونه انتشار اينترنتی فقط با بيان شناسه ھای باال
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٢

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org
٣

«فھرست«

٣

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

 -١ياداشتی بر ترجمه ده داستان از آليس مونرو< ص ۴
 -٢فشرده ای از زندگی ادبی آليس مونرو< ص ٩
 -٣مواظب باش او اينجاست ،عشق من< ص ١٣
 -۴فرامون<ص ١٠۵
 -۵شور< ص ١٨۶
 -۶راديکالھای آزاد < ص ٢٨۵
 -٧گودالھای عميق < ص ٣۴۵
 -٨ھفت رود< ص ۴٠٧
 -٩فرار< ص ۴٨۶
 -١٠ماسه < ص ۵٨٨
 -١١چشم انداز از کاسل راک< ص ۶٣٣
 -١٢امندسن< ص٧٣٨
 -١١فشرده ای از زندگينامه و آثار گيل آوايی < ص ٨٣١
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ﻳﻜﻲ از وﺳﻮﺳﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻛـﺎر دﺳـﺘﻢ داده اﺳـﺖ،
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺮ ﺑﻴﺮاه ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗـﺐِ
ﺗﺮﺟﻤﺔ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو ﭘﺲ از ﻳـﻚ ﮔـﭗ ﺗﻠﻔﻨـﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﻳﻜﻲ از دوﺳﺘﺎن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻋﺰﻳﺰم ﺑﺠﺎﻧﻢ اﻓﺘﺎد .اﺑﺘﺪا ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﻳـﻚ
داﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻄﺮح ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺎ ﮔﺸﺘﻲ در ﺳـﺎﻳﺘﻬﺎي اﻧﮕﻠﻴـﺴﻲ زﺑـﺎن
داﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻮﺗﺎه " ﻣﺎﺳﻪ  "Gravelرا ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻛﺮدم اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴـﺰي
در ﻣﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﺷﻌﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ و ﺗﺎ ﺗﻤـﺎم
ﻧﺸﻮد ،ﺟﺎن ﮔﺮاﻣﻲ ﻗـﺮار ﻧـﺪارد! از اﻳﻨـﺮو دوﺑـﺎره ﭼﺮﺧـﻲ در
ﮔﺴﺘﺮه ي ﺟﻬﺎن ﻣﺠﺎزي زدم و دوﺑﺎره ﺳﺮ از ﺳﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻴﻮﻳﻮرﻛﺮ
در آوردم ،ﻛﻪ داﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻮﺗﺎه " ﻣﺎﺳﻪ " را از آن ﺑﺮﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم.
در ﺑﺎﻳﮕﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺳﺎﻳﺖ ﻫﺮﭼﻪ داﺳﺘﺎن از آﻟـﻴﺲ ﻣـﻮﻧﺮو ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺠﺎز ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﭘﻴﺎده ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﺮﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ و آن ﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ درﮔﻴﺮش ﺷﺪم.
در آﻏﺎز آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴـﺮوي ﺧـﻼق آﻟـﻴﺲ ﻣـﻮﻧﺮو و ﭼﮕـﻮﻧﮕﻲ
ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺗﻮﺳﻂ او ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر ﺟﺎﻟـﺐ آﻣـﺪ .زﺑـﺎﻧﻲ
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ﻣﺤﺎوره اي ،رواﻳﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮدازش ﭼﻴﺮه دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻣﺎﺟﺮاﻫـﺎ در
داﺳﺘﺎن ،ﺑﺮﺟﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻧﻜﺘﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮا ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑـﺮد و
ﻫﺸﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن از اﻳﻦ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻨﺪه را ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻛﺮدم.
در ﻫﻤــﻪ داﺳــﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﺣـﺎل و ﻫــﻮاﻳﻲ واﻗــﻊ ﮔﺮاﻳﺎﻧــﻪ و اﻧــﺴﺎﻧﻲ،
ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪه را ﺑﻪ زﻳﺮ و ﺑﻢ ِ ﻣﻠﻤﻮس زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﻧﺴﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ ﺑـﺎ
ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻮﺷﻜﺎﻓﺎﻧﻪ در ﻋﻴﻦ ﺣﺎل ﻫﻤﻪ ﻓﻬﻢ و ﻫﻴﺠﺎن اﻧﮕﻴﺰ ﻛﻪ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﻳﻚ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﻮد ،ﺗﺎ ﭼﻨﺪي ﺑﻪ ﭼﺮاﻳـﻲ و
آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ در داﺳﺘﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ،ذﻫﻦ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪه را ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮد
دارد.
داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻠﻨﺪ " ﺧﺮس ﺑـﻪ ﻛﻮﻫـﺴﺘﺎن آﻣـﺪ" ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻧـﺎم "
ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش ،او اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣـﻦ" را ﺑـﺮاي آن از داﺧـﻞ
ﻣﺘﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪم ،ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي زﻳﺒﺎي آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو در
اﻳﻦ ﻫﺸﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن اﺳﺖ .ﺑﻨﺎي ﻧﻘﺪ آن را ﻧﺪارم اﻣﺎ آﻧﭽـﻪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮ آن اﻧﮕﺸﺖ ﮔﺬارم ،ﭼﮕـﻮﻧﮕﻲ ﭘﺮداﺧـﺖ اﻳـﻦ داﺳـﺘﺎن
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮان ﻫﻤﻴﻦ روال ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ را در دﻳﮕﺮ داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ
ﻧﻴﺰ دﻳﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺮات ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎي او
ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺷﻴﻮه ﻳـﺎ ﺳـﺒﻚ ﭘﺮداﺧـﺖ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮﻋﻲ و روﻳـﺪادﻫﺎي
ﻣﺎﺟﺮا در داﺳﺘﺎن اﺳﺖ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎ دو ﻧﻜﺘﻪ ي ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ ﺑـﺎور اﻳـﻦ
ﻗﻠﻢ ،در ﻛﻞ اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ وﺟﻮد داﺷﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺎه ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪ زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ
ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﻫﺎرﻣﻮﻧﻴﻚ و ﭘﻴﻮﺳـﺘﻪ ﻧﺒـﻮده اﺳـﺖ .ﺟـﻮري ﻛـﻪ از
زﻣﺎن ﺣﺎل ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﺳﺮ از زﻣﺎن ﻣﺎﺿﻲ ﺑﻌﻴﺪ و از زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ
ﺳﺎده ،ﺳﺮ از آﻳﻨﺪه در ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺳﺎده ،در ﻣﻲ آوري .اﮔﺮ زﺑـﺎن

PDF.tarikhema.org
۶

۶

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

رواﻳﺘﻲ آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو در ﻧﻈﺮ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﻧـﺸﻮد و ﻧﮕـﺎرش ﺳـﻠﻴﺲ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺴﻠﺴﻞ ﻫﺎرﻣﻮﻧﻴﻚ زﻣـﺎن و
ﻣﻜﺎن ﻣﻨﻈﻮروﻣﻼك ﻗﺮار ﮔﻴﺮد ،ﺑﻲ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﺗﺮدﻳـﺪي ﻧـﺎﮔﺰﻳﺰ از
ﮔﺮﻳﺰ از اﺻﻞ ﻣﺘﻦ و اﻓﺰودن زﺑﺎن ﻧﮕﺎرﺷـﻲ از ﺳـﻮي ﻣﺘـﺮﺟﻢ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﮔﺬرِ ﻛﺎر وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ آﺧﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﺪ ،از زﺑـﺎن
اﺻﻠﻲ ﻣﺘﻦ ﻧﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ دور ﺷﺪه ﺑﻠﻜﻪ زﺑﺎن ﻧﮕﺎرﺷﻲ ﺧﻮد ﻣﺘـﺮﺟﻢ
در ﻣﺘﻦ اﻋﻤﺎل ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .و اﻳﻦ ﺧﻮد ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺳـﺖ و
ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺤﺚ اﻣﺎﻧﺘﺪاراﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮدن در ﺗﺮﺟﻤـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي اﻧﺘﻘـﺎل
آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ،ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺪ .ﺗﺮدﻳﺪي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻴﺎن
ﻣﻌﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﻳﺎ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻳﺎ اﺻﻄﻼﺣﻲ ،ﮔﺎه ﻧـﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﺮح و
وﺻﻒ و اﻓﺰودن ﺑﻴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺘﻦ ،ﻫﺴﺘﻲ اﻣـﺎ ﺟـﺪاي از اﻧﺘﻘـﺎل
ﻣﻌﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻳﺎ اﺻﻄﻼح ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻌـﻴﻦ از ﻣـﺘﻦ،
اﺻﻞ ﻣﺘﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ و ﭘﺮداﺧـﺖ ﺷـﺪه
ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﮔﺮدد .و اﻳﻦ ،ﻛﺎر ﺑﺴﻴﺎر دﺷﻮاري ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫـﻢ ﻧﺜـﺮي
ﻣﻔﻬﻮم ﺑﻪ دﺳﺖ دﻫﻲ و ﻫﻢ اﻣﺎﻧﺖ داراﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻨﻲ.
ﻳﻜﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ از ﻣﺸﻜﻼت ،ﻧﺎﻣﻬﺎ و اﺻﻼﺣﺎت ﻣﺤﻠﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻮﻣﻲ ﺑﻮده
اﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدان ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ آن ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﺴﻴﺎر وﻗﺖ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﻮده اﺳـﺖ
ﻣـﺜﻼ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ = Peeping tomﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ از ﺗﻤﺎﺷـﺎي
دزدﻛﻲ ﻣﻌﺎﺷﻘﻪ دو ﻧﻔﺮ ﻟﺬت ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﺮد ،آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و ﺑـﺮاي
ﭼﻨــﻴﻦ ﻛــﺴﻲ در ﻓﺎرﺳــﻲ اﺳــﻢ ﻳــﺎ اﺻــﻄﻼﺣﻲ ﻧﻴــﺴﺖ و در
ﻓﺮﻫﻨﮓ ﻟﻐﺘﻲ ﻧﻴﺰ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺣﺘﻲ در ﻓﺮﻫﻨﮓ ﻟﻐﺖ ﻫﺎي
اﻧﻠﮕﻴﺴﻲ ﻫﻢ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﻏﻴﺮه .اﺷﺎره ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع از

PDF.tarikhema.org
٧

٧

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

آن ﺟﻬﺖ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺰ و اﻓﺰودن ﺷﺮح ﻳﺎ ﺟﻤﻠـﻪ ي
ﺟﺪاي از ﻣﺘﻦ را ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﻢ.
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ اﺷﺎره اش رﻓﺖ ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣـﻮﻧﺮو زﺑـﺎﻧﻲ
رواﻳﺘﻲ دارد و رواﻳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺒﻚ و ﺳﻴﺎق ﺧﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﺲ و ﭘﻴﺶ
ﻣﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ درك آن ﺑﺨﺶ از رواﻳﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن را ﻣﻴﺴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و
ﺑﻪ ﻫﻨﮕﺎم ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻜﺜﻲ ﻧﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳـﺪ و ﺑـﺮاي
درك آن ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮورِ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ات ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮدازي .ﮔـﺎه ﺟﺎﺑﺠـﺎﻳﻲ ﻳـﺎ
ﺗﻜﺮار ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ ﺿﻤﺎﻳﺮ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ زا ﺑﻮده ،و ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﺮش از ﻳﻚ
ﻣﺎﺟﺮا ﺑﺮاي اﻓـﺰودن ﺑﺨـﺶ ﺗـﺎزه اي ﺑـﻪ داﺳـﺘﺎن ﺑـﻲ آﻧﻜـﻪ
ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪي ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻲ وﺿﺮوري در ﻧﻈﺮ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﻮد ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ " ﺳﻜﺘﻪ " داﺷﺘﻦ آن ﺑﺨﺶ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪن ،ﮔﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .و
اﻳﻦ ،ﺳﺒﺐ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ارادي و ﻣﺼﻨﻮﻋﻲ در ﻣﺘﻦ را ﺑـﺎ ﺣـﺎل و
ﻫﻮاي ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ و ﻋﻴﻨﻲ ﻣﺎﺟﺮا ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ آﻧﺠﺎي داﺳﺘﺎن آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ،
ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪه ﻣـﻲ دﻫـﺪ و ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ اي از دو ﺣـﺲ در ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪن
داﺳﺘﺎن در ﭘﻲ دارد ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ از آن ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ روي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ از آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو ﺑﺎ آﺛﺎر ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ارزﺷﻤﻨﺪي ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺮﺟﺎي ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ،ﭼﻨﺪان ﻛـﺎر راﺣﺘـﻲ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ و ﺑـﺪون ﺷـﻚ
ﺷﻴﻮه ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ و ﺳﺎﺧﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻪ از آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو در اﺛﺎرش
ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﻣﺤﺴﻮس و ﻣﻠﻤﻮس اﺳﺖ ،ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻧﻤﻮﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر
ﺳﻮدﻣﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ دل ﺑـﻪ ﻧﻮﺷـﺘﻦ و داﺳـﺘﺎن
ﭘﺮدازي دارﻧﺪ.
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ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮ و اﺣﺘﺮام
ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ
ﻓﻮرﻳﻪ /2012ﺑﻬﻤﻦ ﻣﺎه 1390

ﺗﻮﺟﻪ :دﻫﻤﻴﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن از اﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو ﺑﻨﺎم "آﻣﻨﺪﺳﻦ"
را ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻴﻮﻳﻮرﻛﺮ آﻧﺮا در ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﻫﻔﺘﻢ آﮔﻮﺳـﺖ
 2012ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﻧﻤﻮد ،در ﻫﻔﺘﻢ ﺳﭙﺘﺎﻣﺒﺮ  2012ﺑﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳـﻲ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪه و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋﻪ اﻓﺰوده ام.ﺗﺎ اﻳـﻦ ﺗـﺎرﻳﺦ
ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋﺎ ده داﺳﺘﺎن از اﻳﻦ ﻧﻮﻳـﺴﻨﺪه ﻛﺎﻧـﺎداﻳﻲ را ﺑـﻪ
ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪه ام.
گ .آ
٨
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ﻧﻜﺎﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آن اﺷﺎره رﻓﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﮔﺎه ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن داﺳـﺘﺎن ،ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷﻮد و ﺧﻮد در اﻳﻦ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻧﻤﻮﻧﻪ از ﻣـﺘﻦ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻴﺎورده ام ﺗﺎ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨـﺪه ﺧـﻮد ﺑـﻪ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎوش
ﺑﭙﺮدازد و ﺑﻪ ﻗﻀﺎوت ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ.
ﻳﺎدآور ﺷﻮم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻗﻠﻢ ﻧﻪ ادﻋﺎي ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ و ﻣﺘﺮﺟﻤـﻲ دارد و
ﻧﻪ اﺻﻮﻻ دﻧﺒﺎل ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﻴﺘﺮ ﻳﺎ اﺗﻴﻜﺘﻲ اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺻﺮﻓﺎ ﻳﻚ
ﻛﺎر ذوﻗﻲ و ﻧﺎﺷﻲ از ﻋﺸﻖ ﺑﻪ ادﺑﻴﺎت اﺳﺖ .ﻧﺎﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻧﮕﺬارم ﻛﻪ
ﺳﻮژه ﻫﺎ ،زﺑﺎن ﻧﮕﺎرﺷﻲ ،ﺣﺲ و ﻓﻜﺮ و روح داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي اﻳﺮاﻧﻲ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪد ﻓﺮﻫﻴﺨﺘﮕﺎﻧﻤﺎن ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻓﺮاﺗﺮ ازاﻳﻦ ﻧﻤﻮﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﺳﺖ
و ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻬﺎن ادﺑﻴﺎت ﺑﻮﻳﮋه داﺳﺘﺎن ﭘﺮدازي ،ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﺑﺴﻴﺎري
ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ دارﻧﺪ و ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺰار ﺑﺎره ﺳﺘﻮدﻣﺸﺎن وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻢ
و ﻛﻴﻒ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ از اﻳﻦ دﺳﺖ ﭘﺮداﺧﺘﻪ ام.
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فشرده ای از زندگی ادبی آليس مونرو

Wingham 1
Dance of the Happy Shades (1968) 2
Who Do You Think You Are? (1978 3
Beggar Maid 4
The Progress of Love (1986) 5
annual Governor General's Literary Award 6
The Lives of Girls and Women (1971) 7
Been Meaning to Tell You (1974) 8
The Moons of Jupiter (1982) 9
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آلBBBBيس مBBBBونرو) زاده ش@@@@ده در  ١٠ج@@@@والی  ،١٩٣١وينگھ@@@@ام،١
اونت@@اريو ،کان@@ادا( نوي@@سنده کان@@ادايی س@@ت ک@@ه ب@@ا داس@@تانھای کوت@@اه
خ@@ود معروفي@@ت جھ@@انی ياف@@ت .داس@@تانھايی ک@@ه عموم@@ا از جن@@وب
غرب@@@ی اونت@@@اريو ماي@@@ه م@@@ی گي@@@رد و شخ@@@صيتھای داس@@@تانی اش
مردمانی از ھمان منطقه با شناسه ی اسکاتلندی-ايرلندی ست.
نخ@@@ستين مجموع@@@ه داس@@@تانھايش بن@@@ام رق@@@ص س@@@ايه ھ@@@ای ش@@@اد) ٢
 (١٩۶٨منت@@شر ش@@د .اي@@ن يک@@ی از س@@ه مجموع@@ه داستانھاس@@ت .دو
مجموعه ديگ@ر عبارتن@د از فک@ر م@ی کن@ی ک@ه ھ@ستی ٣؟)(١٩٧٨
که با نام دختر گدا :٤داستانھای فل@و و رُز ني@ز منت@شر گردي@د( ،و
٦
پيشرفت عشق (١٩٨۶)٥که جايزه ساالنه ی ادبی فرمان@دار ک@ل
برای داستان را از آن خود کرد.
٧
دومين مجموع@ه زن@دگی دخت@ران و زن@ان ) ،(١٩٧١خواس@ته ام
ب@@@ه ت@@@و بگ@@@ويم ،(١٩٧۴)٨م@@@اه ھ@@@ای ج@@@وپيتر ،(١٩٨٢)٩دوس@@@ت
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ج@@وانی ام ،(١٩٨۶)١٠ي@@ک اي@@ستگاه ت@@وحش ،(١٩٩۴)١١و ع@@شق
يک زن خوب ،(١٩٩٨)١٢را نيز شامل می شود.
کتاب او بنام رازھای باز (١٩٩۴) ١٣در ب@ر گيرن@ده داس@تانھايی
از تپه ھای نيمه متمدن جنوب اونتاريو تا ک@وه ھ@ای آلباني@ا اس@ت،
در داس@تان ف@راری (٢٠٠۴)١٤م@ونرو عم@ق زن@دگی م@ردم ع@ادی
را ک@@شف م@@ی کن@@د و چ@@شم ان@@داز از قلع@@ه ص@@خره ای(٢٠٠٧)١٥
ترکيب@@@@@ی از ت@@@@@اريخ ،ياداش@@@@@تھای خ@@@@@انوادگی و روايتھ@@@@@ايی از
درخواستھای پرسش برانيگز و پاسخھای مبھم اس@ت .م@ونرو در
س@@ال  ٢٠٠٩ج@@ايزه م@@ان ب@@وکر اينترناش@@نال را ب@@رد ک@@ه در ھم@@ان
شال مجموعه داستانھای " شادی بيش از حد منتشر شد.
داستانھای کوتاه مونرو در ب@اره فرساي@شھای آلزايم@ر در داس@تان
خ@@@رس ب@@@ه کوھ@@@ستان آم@@@د ١٦ک@@@ه ب@@@ا درونماي@@@ه ھ@@@ای نف@@@رت،
دوس@@تی،اظھار ع@@شق ،ع@@شق ورزی ،ازدواج) (٢٠٠١منت@@شر و
درفيلمی بنام دور از او (٢٠٠۶) ١٧انعکاس يافت.
tarikhema.org

برگرفته از سايت بيوگرافی

Friend of My Youth (1986) 10
A Wilderness Station (1994) 11
The Love of a Good Woman (1998) 12
Open Secrets (1994) 13
Runaway (2004) 14
The View from Castle Rock (2007) 15
The Bear Came over the Mountain 16
Away from Her (2006). 17
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ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش ،او اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﻦ.
)ﺧﺮس ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن آﻣﺪ(

اﺛﺮ :آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدان از اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ :ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ
12دﺳﺎﻣﺒﺮ2011

ﻳﻚ اﺷﺎره:

ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮ
ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ
دوازده دسامبر٢٠١١
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اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪه ام و ﻧﺎم ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ي ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ
آن را از ﻣﺘﻦ اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ام .اﻳﻦ اﺛﺮ از دو ﻧﮕـﺎه ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﺎور اﻳﻦ ﻗﻠﻢ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﺨﺴﺖ دروﻧﻤﺎﻳﻪ ي داﺳﺘﺎن و
دﻳﮕــﺮي ﺷــﻴﻮه ﭘﺮداﺧــﺖ آن اﺳــﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﻣــﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧــﺪ ﺑــﺮاي
دوﺳﺘﺪاران داﺳﺘﺎن اﻟﻬﺎم ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .در ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪن اﻳﻦ اﺛـﺮ
ﺗﻼش ﻛﺮده ام از آراﻳﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺮون از اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮدﻟﻴﻞ
ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ) ﺧﻮب ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪ ،رﺳﺎ ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎرﺳﺎ ،ﺑﺠﺎ ﻳﺎ
ﻧﺎﺑﺠﺎ (....از اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺷﻮد .ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻲ ﭘﺎﻧﻮﻳﺴﻬﺎ از اﺻﻞ
داﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻣﻦ اﻓﺰوده ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻣﻮرد اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪﮔﺎن ﻗﺮار ﮔﻴﺮد

PDF.tarikhema.org
١۴

ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش ،او اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﻦ.
)ﺧﺮس ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن آﻣﺪ(
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﭘﺪروﻣﺎدرش زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .در ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﺷﻬﺮي ﻛﻪ او و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑـﺰرگ ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎﻳﻲ رو ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮِ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﻟـﻮﻛﺲ و
ﻧﺎﻣﻨﻈﻢ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﻗﺎﻟﻴﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻬـﻢ رﻳﺨﺘـﻪ در ﻛـﻒ اﺗﺎﻗﻬـﺎ و
ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻼي ﻣﻴﺰ را ﺧﻂ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻣﺎدرش اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪي ،زﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﭘﻒ ﺷـﺪه و
ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ از ﺳﻴﺎﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﭼﭗ اﻓﺮاﻃﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺪرش ﻣﺘﺨـﺼﺺ
ﺳﺮﺷﻨﺎس ﻗﻠﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺗﻤﺎم ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻪ او اﺣﺘﺮام ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ درﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻲ ) زن ذﻟﻴﻞ ﺑﻮد-م( ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﺧﺸﻦ زﻧﺶ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪ ﺗﻤـﺴﺨﺮِ ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن،
ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ داد.
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A member of the western Goths that invaded the 18
Roman Empire in the fourth century A.D. and settled in
France and Spain, establishing a monarchy that
 lasted until the early eighth centuryويزيوگوث ،عضوی از
قبيله ی با ريشه المانی بود که در قرن چھارم ميالدی به امپراتوری روم
يورش برد و در فرانسه و اسپانيا ساکن شد .حکومت سلطنتی ای بنا نھاد که
تا اوايل قرن ھشتم دوام يافت
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺧﻮدش را داﺷﺖ و اﻧﺒﻮﻫﻲ از ژاﻛﺘﻬﺎي
ﻛﺸﻤﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﺎﻫﻨﮓ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻌﺎﻟﻴﺘﻬﺎي ﺳﻴﺎﺳﻲ ﻣﺎدرش
دﻟﻴﻞِ آن ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻧﺎﻫﻤـﺎﻫﻨﮕﻲ
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك ﺑﻮد و ﺳﻴﺎﺳﺖ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ،ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎزي
ﻛــﺮدن را ﺧــﻮش داﺷــﺖ ﻣﺜــﻞ " ﭼﻬــﺎر ژﻧــﺮال ﻳــﺎﻏﻲ " در
ﮔﺮاﻣﺎﻓﻮن و ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻧﻴﺰ ﺻﺪاي ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﺘﺮﻧﺎﺳـﻴﻮﻧﺎل ،اﮔـﺮ
ﻳﻚ ﻣﻬﻤﺎن ﻫﻢ ﺣﻀﻮر داﺷﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ اش ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻳﻚ آﺷﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻮي ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎرﺟﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ
ﻛــﺮد .ﮔﻔــﺖ ﻛــﻪ آن ﻣــﺮد وﻳﺰﻳﮕــﻮث  18Visigothﺑــﻮد و
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر دو ﺳﻪ اﻧﺘﺮنِ ﺟﻮان ﻣﺤﺘﺮم و ﻧﺎآرام .او ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را
دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ را ﻫﻢ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﺧﻨـﺪه آوري
اﺻﻄﻼﺣﺎت ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ او را ﺗﻜﺮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
در ﻳﻚ روز ﺳﺮد و روﺷﻦ در ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﭘﻮرت
اﺳﺘﺎﻧﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ازدواج داد .ﺻﻮرﺗﺸﺎن از ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺗﻴﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و اﻣﻮاج درﻳﺎ اﻧﺒﻮه ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﺮ ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ
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اﻧﺒﺎﺷﺖ.
" آﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه دار ﻧﻴﺴﺖ"
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻛﺮد " .آﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه اﺳﺖ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ
ازدواج ﻛﻨﻴﻢ؟"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﺑﺮوي ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ:
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از او دور ﺷﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺷـﺎداﺑﻲ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
در ﺧﻮد داﺷﺖ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﺑﻬﺖ زده و رﻧﺠﺶ زودﮔﺬر ،ﮔﻔﺖ:
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ" .
درﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻟﻜﻪ اي ﺑـﺮ
ﻛﻒ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻳﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻟﻜﻪ از ﻛﻔﺶ ارزان ﻗﻴﻤﺖ درونِ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﻫﻤﺎن روز ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺿﻤﻦ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪن روي ﻟﻜﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ از روﻏـﻦ ﭼﺮﺑـﻲ
ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آﻣﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن از آﺷـﻔﺘﮕﻲ ي ﻳـﻚ
دﻟﺨﻮري ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ آن ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ".
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻤﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻫﺮﮔﺰﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﺸﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري
دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻜﻨﺪ از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻛﻔـﺶ ﭘـﺎﻳﺶ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ" .ﻳـﺎ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪن .ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر در
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ﻫﺘﻞ ﺑﻮدن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ .ﻟﺒـﻪ ي ﻗﺎﻟﻴﭽـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ او ﺑـﺮاي
ورودي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻇﺮﻓﺸﻮﻳﻲ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ژاﻛﺖ ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﻃﻼﻳﻲ اﺳﻜﻲ اش را روي ﭘﻮﻟﻮِر ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﮔـﺮدن
ﻻﻛﭙﺸﺘﻲ ،ﻣﺘﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻠﻮار ﺣﻨﺎﻳﻲ ،ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .زﻧـﻲ ﻗﺪﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻔﺘﺎد ﺳﺎل داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﺮﺣﺎل
ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،ﻣﭻ ﻇﺮﻳﻒ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑـﺎ ﮔﻮﺷـﻬﺎﻳﻲ
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﻦ ﺧﻨﺪه دار ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد .ﻣﻮﻫـﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﺒﻚ ﻛُﺮﻛﻬـﺎي
ﺑﺮآﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از رﻧﮓ ﺑﻮر ﻛﻤﺮﻧﮓ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﻴﺪي ﮔﺮاﻳﻴـﺪه ﺑـﻮد
ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼـﻪ وﻗـﺖ
ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،و او ﻫﻨﻮز آن را ﺑﺮ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ رﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ) .ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
را ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﺎدر ﺧﻮدش ﻣـﻲ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ؛ ﺑﻴـﻮه اي در ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﻬﺮ
ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻣﻨﺸﻲ دﻛﺘﺮي ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ
ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﺎدر ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ داري را ﺑـﻪ او
ﺑﻴﺎﻣﻮزد ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺎره ﻣﻨـﺸﻬﺎ و ﺳﻴﺎﺳـﺖ ﻫـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد( ﭼﻮن در ﻏﻴﺮاﻳﻨﺼﻮرت ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎ
ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺧـﻮش ﺗـﺮاش و ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﻳـﺎﻗﻮت ﻛﺒـﻮد ،ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺟـﺰ
ﻣﺎدرش ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﻛﺞ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺎ رژِ ﺳـﺮخ آن
را ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ ،رژ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ ﻟﺐ ،آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻦ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد.
او اﻳﻦ روزﻫﺎ دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﺧﻮدش را ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ و اﺑﻬﺎم آﻣﻴﺰ،
در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺧﻮش ﺧﻮ و ﻃﻌﻨﻪ آﻣﻴﺰ.
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ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ،ﻟﻜـﻪ ﻫـﺎي زرد ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﺗـﻮﺟﻬﺶ را
ﺟﻠﺐ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻤـﺎﻣﻦ ﺗـﺎزه
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ از ﻋﻨﺎوﻳﻦ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ از رادﻳﻮ
ﻳﺎ ﺳﺮﻛﺎرش ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻳﺎداﺷـﺖ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﻛـﺎر را آن روز ﻛـﺮده اﺳـﺖ .ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻛﺎر ﺻﺒﺢ ﻫﻤﺎن روز ﻧﻴﺰ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ آن را
ﻣﺮﻣﻮز و ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺣﺲ اش را ﺑﺮاﻧﮕﻴﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد" .
7ﺻــﺒﺢ ﻳﻮﮔــﺎ7:45-7.30 ،ﻛﻨــﺪن ﻣﻮﻫــﺎي ﺻــﻮرت-7:45.
8.15ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ و ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ"
ﻳﺎدداﺷﺖ ﺗﺎزه ،ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺑﻮد .روي درِ ﻛﺸﻮي ﻣﻴـﺰ آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،ﻛـﺎرد و ﭼﻨﮕـﺎل ،ﺣﻮﻟـﻪ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ ﭘـﺎك
ﻛﺮدن ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ ،ﭼﺎﻗﻮﻫﺎ ..آﻳﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ درِ ﻛﺸﻮﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎز
ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ در آن اﺳﺖ؟
ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﺎت داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ از ﻳﻚ
ﺑﺎﺟــﻪ ﺗﻠﻔــﻦ ﺑــﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧــﺖ  ،زﻧــﮓ ﺑﺰﻧــﺪ از او ﺑﭙﺮﺳــﺪﭼﻄﻮر
ﺑﺮاﻧﺪ)راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ – م( .ﺑﺮاي ﻗﺪم زدﻧﻬﺎي ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ اش
راه ﻫﻤﻴﺸﮕﻲ را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و از ﻣﻴﺎن دﺷـﺖ و ﺟﻨﮕـﻞ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ،
ﺳﭙﺲ از ﻛﻨـﺎرة ﺳـﻴﻢ ﺧـﺎردار ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ آﻣـﺪ .راﻫـﻲ دراز و
ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻧﺮده ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﻢ ﺧﺎردار را در
ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﭼـﻮن ﻫﻤـﻮاره اﻳـﻦ ﺳـﻴﻤﻬﺎ ﺗـﺮا ﺑﺠـﺎﻳﻲ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﺎﻧﻨﺪ .درك آن دﺷـﻮار ﺑـﻮد .ﺟـﻮري از ﻧـﺮده ﻫـﺎي ﺳـﻴﻢ
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ﺧﺎردار ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .و ﺷﻤﺎره ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ
را ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﺑﻴﺎد آورده ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .او ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ام را دارم از دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ از او ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎي ﺧﻮاب را داﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮده ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎﮔﻔﺖ :
اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ دارم ،ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آورم.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ:
"ﻣﺘﺎﺳــﻔﻢ از اﻳﻨﻜــﻪ ﭘــﺮ ﺳــﺮ و ﺻــﺪا و ﭘﺮﺣــﺮف ﻫــﺴﺘﻢ" .
"ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ در ﺣﺎل اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻫﻴﭻ ﻗﺮﺻﻲ ﻧﺒﻮده ام" ".ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ " ".ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎي وﻳﺘﺎﻣﻴﻦ".
وﻳﺘﺎﻣﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﻄﺮف دروازه ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺳـﻌﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻴﺎد آورد ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﺮود .ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
زﻳﺮ ﺳﺒﺰي را روﺷﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ آب در ﻗﻬﻮه ﺟـﻮش
ﺑﺮﻳﺰد.
از ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺒﺎب ﻛﺸﻲ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ،
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ :ﭘﺎرﺳﺎل ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺮار ﺳﺎل؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :دوازده ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
آﻣﺪﻳﻢ"
" ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ"
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﺑﻮده .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ .او ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ
ﻣﻮﻓﻖ ﺷﻮد ﺗﻼش ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﭼﮕـﻮﻧﮕﻲ ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﺰدﮔﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ و
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ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﻫﻲِ او را ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳـﻦ روزﻫـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﺷـﻜﻞ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮل ﻫـﺮ روزه ،ﻧـﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ
ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،را ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺜﻠﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي
ﻣﺎﺟﺮاﺟﻮﻳﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ داده ،اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد.
ﻳﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزي اي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد از ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺒـﺮد.
دﻛﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ:
 ﺧﻮب ﺑﻠﻪ ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ در آﻏﺎز ﻋﻤﺪي ﻳﺎ اﻧﺘﺨﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣـﺎﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ؟ ﺗﺎ وﻗﻴﺘﻜﻪ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓـﺘﻦ را
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،واﻗﻌﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻴﻢ.
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ،ﭼﻨﺪان اﻫﻤﻴﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮﭼـﺴﺒﻲ روﻳـﺶ
ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ
ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﻳﻜﺒﺎر وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ روﻳـﺶ را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺷﺪ .ﭘﻠـﻴﺲ او را ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن دورﺗـﺮ وﺳـﻂ
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن داﺷﺖ ﻗﺪم ﻣﻴﺰد ،ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،اﺳـﻤﺶ را ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ و او ﺑـﻪ
آﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﺟﻮاب داد .ﺳﭙﺲ از او اﺳﻢ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ وزﻳﺮ را ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ.
" اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان ،ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ در ﻟﺒﺎس ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺘﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ".
ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه را ﻣﺮﺗﻜﺐ ﺷـﺪ و ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ
آﻳﺎ او "ﺑﻮرﻳﺲ" و " ﻧﺎﺗﺎﺷـﺎ" را دﻳـﺪه اﺳـﺖ .اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ از ﺑﻨﻴـﺎد
ﺣﻤﺎﻳﺖ از ﮔﺮﮔﻬـﺎ در روﺳـﻴﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و او
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻴﻨـﺎد ﻫﻤﻜـﺎري ﻛـﺮد و آن را ﺑﻌﻨـﻮان
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺑﻨﻴﺎدﻫﺎي ﻣﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗﻪ اش ﺑﻪ دوﺳـﺘﺶ ﻣﻌﺮﻓـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
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ﺳﭙﺲ ﺗﺎ آﺧﺮ ﻋﻤﺮ ،ﺧﻮد را وﻗﻒ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻨﻴﺎد ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺬﻳﺮشِ اﻳـﻦ
ﺑﻴﻨﺎد از ﺳﻮي او ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ درﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ دار ﺷﻮد .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻟﻮﻟﻪ ي رﺣﻢ او ﻣﺴﺪود ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﻳﺎ ﮔﺮه ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ درﺣﺎل ﺣﺎﺿـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﻴـﺎد
ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ از ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﺑـﻪ آن ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ زﻧـﺎﻧﮕﻲ
زﻧﺎن ،ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺲ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻣﺮد.
ﺳﮓ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ و اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻴﻨﺶ ،ﺻﻮرت ﻧﺮم و ﺟﺪي اش،
ﺑﺮاي او ﺟﻔﺖ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮاي ﻗﺪم زدن ﻣﻲ
ﺑـﺮد .و ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺧـﻮدش در آن روزﻫـﺎ ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺷــﻐﻠﺶ در
داﻧﺸﮕﺎه را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ ).ﭘـﻮل ﭘـﺪر زﻧـﺶ آﻧـﺎن را ﻋﻠﻴـﺮﻏﻢ
آﻟﻮدﮔﻲ ﺳﻴﺎﺳﻲ ،ﻣـﻮرد ﭘـﺬﻳﺮش ﺑـﺮاي ﻛـﺎر ﻗـﺮار ﻣـﻲ داد(،
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﻫﺎ رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪﻛﻪ ﻫﻮا و ﻫﻮﺳـﻬﺎي
ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ از روي ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ و ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ،
ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﻳﻦ را ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺪت زﻳـﺎدي از
آن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻗﺎﻧﻮﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ در ﻣـﺪت دﺳـﺎﻣﺒﺮ ﻣﺠـﺎز ﻧﺒـﻮد ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻴﺪاو ﻟﻴﻚ) 19درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ي ﻣﻴﺪاو –م( ﺑﺮود .ﻓـﺼﻞ ﺗﻌﻄـﻴﻼت
ﻣﺸﻜﻼت روﺣﻲ) اﻓﺴﺮدﮔﻲ – م( زﻳﺎد ﺑـﻮد .ازاﻳﻨـﺮو ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ در ژاﻧﻮﻳﻪ را ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻦ ﺧـﻮد ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪﻧـﺪ .ﭘـﻴﺶ از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺑﺮﺳﻨﺪ ﺟﺎده ي روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﭘـﺮ از ﭼﺎﻟـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺧﺎﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻦ روﻳﺸﺎن ﻳﺦ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " :اوه .ﻳﺎدت ﻣﻴﺎد"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ" :ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم"
" ﻓﻘﻂ درﻣﻬﺘﺎب اﻳﻨﺠﻮري ﺑﻮد ".ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ در ﺑﺎره وﻗﺘﻲ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﺴﻜﻲ
در ﺷﺐ آﻧﺠﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،زﻳﺮ ﻧﻮر ﻣﺎه ﺗﻤﺎم و ﺑﺮﻓﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺼﻮرت
ﻧﻮار ﺳﻴﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد .در ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺟـﺎ ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ وﺳـﻂ
زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻦ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎ از ﺳﺮﻣﺎ را ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻧﺪ.
اﮔﺮ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن زﻧـﺪه و ﺑﺪرﺳـﺘﻲ آن را ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ
ﺑﻴﺎورد ، ،آﻳﺎ آﻧﻬﻤﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ در او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ رخ داده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ؟
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺪ دور ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ و ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد.
ﻣﻘﺮرات دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮﭘﺮﺳﺖ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ
داد .ﺳﺎﻛﻨﻴﻦ ﺗﺎزه ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺳﻲ روز ﻣﻮرد ﺑﺎزدﻳﺪ ﻗـﺮار ﮔﻴﺮﻧـﺪ.
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺮدم آن وﻗﺖ را ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺳﺎﻛﻦ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﭘﻴﺶ از
اﺟﺮاي ﻣﻘﺮرات ،ﺧﻮاﻫﺸﻬﺎ و اﺷﻜﻬﺎ و ﻛﺞ ﺧﻮﻟﻘﻲ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد از
ﺳﻮي ﺣﺘﻲ آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﻞ ﺧﻮد آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺣﺪود ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ
ﻳﺎ ﭼﻬﺎرﻣﻴﻦ روز ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ و زاري ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮده ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺎوﻧﺪان و ﻓﺎﻣﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ
ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﺷﺎن ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ  ،از اﻳﻨـﺮو ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ
ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮي
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
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ﺷﺶ ﻣﺎه ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺣﺪود ﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑﻌـﺪ ،ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻧﺎاﻣﻴـﺪي
ﻫﺎي آزار دﻫﻨﺪه ،دوﺑﺎره ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،ﺳﻮﭘﺮواﻳﺰر ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ
ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺎه ﻧﺨﺴﺖ آﻣﺪﻧﺸﺎن اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺤـﺎل ﺧـﻮد رﻫـﺎ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺷﺎد و ﺧﻨﺪان ،ﺑﻮدﻧﺸﺎن را در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻪ آﺧﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ) ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ –م( در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﭼﻨﺪﺑﺎر ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﺮاي
دﻳﺪن آﻗﺎي ﻓﺎرﻛﻮﻫﺮ ،20ﻛﺸﺎورز ﻛﺎرﻛﺸﺘﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﺴﺎﻳﻪ

Farquhar 20

٢٣

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﺷﺎن ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ " ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ " رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .او ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ
در ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي آﺟﺮي آﻣﺎده ﺑـﺪون اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي را ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ
دﻫﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻳﺨﭽﺎل و ﻳﻚ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن ﺑﻪ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ اﻓـﺰوده ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،از ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي اواﻳﻞ ﻗﺮن ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد  .ﺣـﺎﻻ ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻓﺎرﻛﻮﻫﺮ از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺠﺎي آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ
ﻗﻠﻌﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺳﺒﺎب ﺑﺎزي ،ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﺑـﺮاي
ﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﻔﺮ از ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺟﻬﺖ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪن آﺧـﺮ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد" .ﻣﻴـﺪاو
ﻟﻴﻚ" از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ آن را از ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي 1950
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺗﺎزه وﺳـﻴﻊ و ﺟـﺎدار ،ﮔﻨﺒـﺪي ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﻮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺎ ﻋﻄﺮ ﻛﺎج ،ﺗﺎزه و ﻣﻄﺒـﻮع ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻓﺮاواﻧـﻲ و
ﺳﺒﺰاﻧﻪ ي ﺑِﻜﺮ از ﺧﻤﺮه ﺑﺰرگ راﻫﺮوﻫﺎي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ زد.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل" ،ﻣﻴﺪاو ﻟﻴﻚ" ،ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺧـﻮد را
درآن ﺑﻪ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ،در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ
ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺪون ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﻫـﺮ روز
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ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎري ﻛـﻪ اﺳـﻤﺶ
ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ 21ﺑـﻮد ،ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ در اﻳـﻦ
ﭘﺎﻳﺪاري اش ،ﻣﺘﺤﻴﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﮔـﺰارش ﻛـﺎﻣﻠﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
ﺗﻮﺳﻂ او داده ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺘﺮ از ﻫﺮ ﮔﺰارﺷﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺰارﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" :ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺳـﺮﻣﺎ ﺧـﻮرده ﺑـﻮد ".اﻣـﺎ
ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه آﻣﺪه ،ﻏﻴﺮﻋﺎدي ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﺜﻞ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﻣـﻲ روﻧـﺪ .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .دﺳـﺘﻪ اي از
ﻣﻴﻜﺮوﺑﻬﺎي ﺗﺎزه ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ دﭼﺎرش ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ و ﺑـﺮاي
ﻣﺪﺗﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺷﺪ .او آﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﻮﺗﻴﻚ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛـﺮد
و ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻴﺠﻲ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ).
اﻳﻦ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ درﺑﺎره آﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﻮﺗﻴﻚ ﻳﺎ ﻗﺎﻃﻲ
ﺷﺪن ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد (.اﺷﺘﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ از
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻨﺶ در آﻓﺘﺎب ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .و داﺷﺖ ﭼﻨﺪ دوﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺪا
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
اﮔﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺟﻮاب ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ .ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ
ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻄﻮر ﺟﻤﻌﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺎﺳﺒﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ،ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﮕﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ
ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ در آن اﻃﺮاف زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄـﻮر ﺧـﻮد اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و
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ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﺎت روي ﮔﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﻗﻄﺒﻲ ﺑﻮﻳﮋه ﮔﺮگ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﻨـﺎم ﻓـﻦ
رﻳﺮ 22ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ اودﻳﻦ 23را ﺑﻠﻌﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﭘﺎﻳﺎن دﻧﻴـﺎ را
ﻫﻢ( و ﻧﻴﺰ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪ و ﭼﻴـﺰي
درﺑﺎره آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ در روزﻫﺎي ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﺑﻮدنِ ﺟﺪا از
ﻫﻢ ﺷﺎن .و اﻳﻦ زﻧﺪه ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻪ ي زﻣﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻫـﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺸﺎن
ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﭘﻨﺞ ﺷﺶ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﺗﻤﺎس ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻓﻴﺰﻳﻜﻲ ﻧﻴـﺰ
ﺗﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻴﺎن ﺷﺎن ﺑـﻮد .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ
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ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻏﻠﺐ ﺑﺪون ﻫـﻴﭻ ﺧﺒـﺮي ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ ،ﺗـﺼﻮر ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮﺗﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺣﺎﻻ رﻓﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ،اﺳﻜﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺟﺎي ﺟـﺎي دﺳـﺖ در ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﻜﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .وﻗﺘﻴﻜـﻪ ﺧﻮرﺷـﻴﺪ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ،
آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺑﺮ اﻓﻖ روﺳﺘﺎ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ دﺳﺘﻪ اي از ﻟﺒﻪ ﻫﺎي آﺑـﻲ ﻳـﺦ ﺑﺮﺟـﺎ ﻧﻬـﺎده
اﺳﺖ .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ي ﺗﺎرﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎز ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺸﺖ.
ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ،ﺷـﺎﻣﺶ را آﻣـﺎده
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺷﺎم را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ آﻣﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و دﻳﮕﺮي آﺗﺶ راه ﻣﻲ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ .و
از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ) ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑﺎ

PDF.tarikhema.org
٢۶

٢۶

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ راﺑﻄﻪ ﺟﻨﺴﻲ اﻏﻠﺐ ﻗﻄﻊ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎوراﻧﺪﻧـﺸﺎن
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز راﺑﻄﻪ ي ﺟﻨﺴﻲ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﺸﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﺧﻮاب دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻫﻤﻜﺎراﻧﺶ ﻧﺸﺎن داده
ﺑﻮد .ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﻮد از ﻫﻢ اﺗﺎﻗﻲ دﺧﺘﺮش ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺪﺗﻬﺎ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﻪ او
ﻓﻜــﺮ ﻧﻜــﺮده ﺑــﻮد و ﻳــﻚ ﺟــﻮر ﺑــﺪﺧﻮاﻫﻲ و ﻣﻘــﺪس ﻧﻤــﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺮﺧﻮردي ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻛﻨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .دﺧﺘﺮ ،ﺧﻮدش ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ
او را آراﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ و ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ دﺧﺘﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮ و ﺟﻨﺠﺎل داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ و ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺤﺎل ﺧﻮدش ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺧﻮدﻛﺸﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ
ﻃﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻋﻤﺪا ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎﻣﺶ
داده اﺳﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻫﻤﻜﺎران ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳـﻚ دوﺳـﺖ ،ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد .او ﻳﻜﻲ از آن ﺷﻮﻫﺮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮاواﺗﺶ را دور ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
و روي ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﺑﺮ روي ﺗﺸﻜﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻌﺸﻮﻗﻪ ي ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
اداره ﺷﺎن ،ﻛﻼﺳﻬﺎﺷﺎن ،ﮔﻞ آﻟﻮد و ﺑـﻮي دارو ي ﺑﺨـﻮر ﻣـﻲ
داد ،ﺣﺎل ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﺒﻬﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ:ﺧﻨﺪه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .او ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد او
داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺠﺎي ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدم ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را آﻣﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
از اﻳﻨﺮو ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ دﺳﺖ از ﻛﺎر ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﺑـﺮاي دﻳـﺪن ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ ،رﻓﺖ .ﻣﻴﺪاﻟﻴﻚ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺠﺎي آن ﺳﺮ از ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ
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ﺳﺨﻨﺮاﻧﻲ در آورد .ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ او ﺑﻮد ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ
ﻛﻼﺳﺶ درس دﻫﺪ .و در آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ردﻳـﻒ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ
ودﺳﺘﻪ اي از زﻧﺎن ﺟﻮان ﺑﺎ ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﺳـﺮد ﻫﻤـﻪ در ﻟﺒـﺎس
ﮔﺸﺎد ﺳﻴﺎه و ﻋﺰا داراﻧﻪ ،ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه ﻧﮕﺎه ﻏـﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰﺷـﺎن را از او
ﺑﺮﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،آﻧﺎن اﺷﺎره وار
و ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دادﻧﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در اوﻟﻴﻦ ردﻳﻒ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻲ ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ" .اوف " ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ.
دﺧﺘﺮﻫﺎ در آن ﺳﻦ و ﺳـﺎل ﻫﺮﺟـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ
ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﻛﺸﺖ.
ﺧﻮد را از ﺧﻴﺎل در آورد .ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﺧﻮرد و ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ
واﻗﻌﻲ را از ﻏﻴﺮ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺟﺪا ﻛﺮد.
ﻧﺎﻣــﻪ اي ﺑــﻮد و ﻛﻠﻤــﻪ " ﻣــﻮش ﺻــﺤﺮاﻳﻲ" ﺑــﺮ رﻧــﮓ درِ
دﻓﺘﺮِﻛﺎرش ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ دﺧﺘـﺮي از
ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﺎ او آﺳـﻴﺐ دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در ﺧﻴﺎل دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد را ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﻫﻤﻜـﺎرش در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ در آن ﻣﺎﺟﺮا ﻧﺒﻮد .و ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﺧﻮدﻛﺸﻲ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در واﻗﻊ ﺗﻮﻫﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد.
در واﻗﻊ او ﺑﻪ آﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻗﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدي ﭼـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ ﻳﻚ زن و ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺳـﺎل ﺑﻌـﺪ آﻣـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .وﻟﻲ ﺣﺮف زده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﺮد ،اﻧﮕـﺸﺖ ﻧﻤـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ دﻋﻮت ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺟﺸﻦ ﺳﺎل
ﻧﻮ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﺴﺖ ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻲ دﻟﻴﻞ ﺧـﺪا
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را ﺷﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺪون اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﻮﺗﺎﻫﻲ اي در اﻋﺘﺮاف ﻣـﺬﻫﺒﻲ
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺗﺎزه اي را ﻗﻮل داد.
در ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻪ اي ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻳﻚ زﻧﺒﺎره) اﮔﺮ
زﻧﺒﺎرﮔﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺧﻮد را
ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد -او ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﻲ از ﭼﻴﺮﮔﻲ ﻣﺮدي را ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد
را در ﺧﻮاب ﺳﺮزﻧﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ ( در ﮔﻴﺮِ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي دﺳﺖ و دﻟﺒﺎزاﻧـﻪ
و ﺣﺘﻲ ﻗﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺷﺪن ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑـﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ زﻧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻳﻚ زن ﻣﻴﺪان داده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻨﻨﺪﮔﻲ اش ﺣﺴﻲ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮﭘـﺬﻳﺮ
ﻳﺎ دﻟﺮﺣﻤﻲ ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر داده ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨـﻚ آﻧﻬـﺎ را در
ﺧﻮد ﻳﻚ ﺳﻮء اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺷﺪن ،رﻧﺠﻴﺪن و ﺑﻬﺮه ﺑﺮداري ﺷﺪن و
وﻳﺮان ﺷﺪن ِ ارج و اﻋﺘﺒﺎرش ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .و ﭼﻨـﺎن ﻓﺮﻳﺒﻨـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ -،اﻟﺒﺘﻪ او داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ او
ﻏﻴﺮ آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﺎﻫﻤﺴﺮاﻧﺸﺎن اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ ،ا اﻧﺠـﺎم
داده ﺑﻮد و ﺗـﺮﻛﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد؟ او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﻴﺎﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ي ﺑﺎ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ از ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺷـﺐ دور ﻧﻤﺎﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ اي در ﺳﺎﻧﻔﺮاﻧﺴﻴـﺴﻜﻮ ﻳـﺎ در ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎر در
ﺟﺰﻳﺮه ﻣﺎﻧﻴﺘﻮﻟﻴﻦ 24ﺑﮕﺬراﻧﺪ ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ.
او ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣﺴﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ اﻧﺘﺸﺎر ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﻴﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺳـﻮاﺑﻖ ﻛـﺎري
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اش را ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺑﻪ روﺳﺘﺎ ﺑﺮود و ﻧﺠﺎري و زﻧﺒﻮرداري ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
اﻣﺎ ﮔﺎه دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ،ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي روي ﻣﻲ
داد .او ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎ ﺣﻘﻮق ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﮕﻲ ي ﻛﻢ ،زودﺗﺮ ﺗﺮ از وﻗﺖ،
ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺪر ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﺳﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻲ و رواﻗﻲ ﺑﺎ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﺰرگ ،ﻣﺮد .و ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﻫـﺮ دوﺗـﺎي آن
ﻣﻠﻚ و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرش در آن ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﺟﺮﺟﻴﺎ را ارث ﺑﺮد.
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ي ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﻮد .او و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ.
اﺳﻜﻲ روي ﭼﻤﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ ﭼﻨﺪاﻧﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد
اﻣﺎ ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﭼﻨﺪ دوﺳـﺖ ﭘﻴـﺪا ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .از ﻻس زدﻧﻬـﺎي آزار
دﻫﻨﺪه ﺧﺒﺮي ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎن ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﭘﺎي زﻧﺎﻧﻪ اي ،ﺑﻪ ﮔﺎه ﺷﺎم
ﺧﻮردن در ﺷﻠﻮار ﻣﺮدي ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ .زن از دﺳـﺖ دادﻧﻬـﺎ ،در
ﻛﺎر ﻧﺒﻮد) ﺟﺪاﻳﻲ =ﻃﻼق ﻧﺒﻮد-م(
درﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
از ﺣﺲ ﺑﻲ ﻋﺪاﻟﺘﻲ ﻛﺎﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻓﻤﻴﻨﻴﺴﺘﻬﺎ و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ دﺧﺘﺮ
اﺑﻠﻪ ﻏﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد را و ﺑﺰدﻟﻲ اش را ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜـﻞ دوﺳـﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ او را درﺳﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻮﻗـﻊ ﺑـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻛـﺸﻴﺪن ﺳـﻮق
دادﻧﺪ .از ﻳﻚ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ درد ﺳﺮﻫﺎي زﻳﺎدي ﺑـﻴﺶ
از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻣﻲ ارزﻳﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،دور ﺷﺪ .و آن ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻧـﺪازه
ي از دﺳﺖ دادن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ داﺷﺖ.
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ﺻﺒﺢ روزي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ دﻳﺪار ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ "ﻣﻴﺪاو
 ﻟﻴﻚ " ﺑﺮود،ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺻـﺒﺢ زود از ﺧـﻮاب ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳـﺖ .ﺗـﻨﺶﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ ﺗﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ روزﻫﺎي دور در ﺑﺎﻣﺪادي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي
ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ دﻳﺪار ﺑﺎ زﻧﻲ ﺗﺎزه ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﺣﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺳﻜﺲ ﻧﺒﻮد) ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪارﻫﺎ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺷﺪ ،ﺳﻜﺲ ﻫﻤﻪ
ي آن ﺑﻮد (.اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻳﻚ ﻛﺸﻒ ﺑـﻮد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﺑـﺴﻂ دادن ﻳـﻚ
ﺣﺲ روﺣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﻤﺮوﻳﻲ ،ﻓﺮوﺗﻨﻲ ،ﻫـﺸﺪار ،ﻧﻴـﺰ
ﺑﻮد.
زﻣﺎن آب ﺷﺪن ﺑﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد .اﻧﺒﻮﻫﻲ از ﺑﺮف رﻫﺎ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ
ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪازه ﺑﺸﺪت ﺧﻴﺮه ﻛﻨﻨﺪه اواﻳﻞ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﻓـﺮو رﻳﺨﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد .و اﻳﻦ ﭘﺸﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ور آﻣﺪه زﻳﺮ ﻳـﻚ آﺳـﻤﺎن ﺧﺎﻛـﺴﺘﺮي
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد ﻛـﻪ دﺷـﺖ را ﭘـﺲ ﻣـﻲ زد .در اﻳـﻦ ﺷـﻬﺮ،
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻴﺪاو-ﻟﻴﻚ ،او ﻣﻐﺎزه ﮔﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﻲ دﻳﺪ و ﻳـﻚ دﺳـﺘﻪ
ﮔﻞِ ﺑﺰرگ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ .ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻞ ﻧﺪاده ﺑﻮد .ﻳـﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻫﻢ .او ﺑﺎ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻣﺎﻳﻮس ﻳﺎ ﺷﻮﻫﺮ
ﮔﻨﺎﻫﻜﺎري
در ﻛﺎرﺗﻦ) ﻓﻴﻠﻤﻬﺎي ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ-م( وارد ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺷﺪ.
"آه ،ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﻧﺮﮔﺲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ زودي" -ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﺒﺎر در ﻋﻤﺮت اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ،داﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻲ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ از ﻃﻮل راﻫﺮو ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ او رﻓﺖ و ﺑﺮ روﺷﻨﺎي ﻧﻮﻋﻲ
ﻣﻴﺰﻏﺬاﺧﻮري ﻗﺮار داد .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ او دﻧﺒـﺎل ﻳـﻚ ﮔﻠـﺪان ﻣـﻲ
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ﮔﺸﺖ .ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ زن ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰش ﻛﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ،ﻧﻤـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ ﺑﺠـﺰ
ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ .ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻠﻮﻧﺪ و اﻧﺒﻮه ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻲ آن ﭘﻒ ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﺒﻚ ﭘﻴﺸﺨﺪﻣﺘﻬﺎي ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻮﻛﺘﻴﻞ ﻳﺎ رﻗﺎﺻﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻋﺮﻳـﺎن
در ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻬﺮه و ﺑﺪن ﻛﺎري ،ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ:آﻧﺠﺎ.
و ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن دادن ﺳﺮ ﺗﻪ راﻫﺮو را ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺸﺎن داد " اﺳﻢ ،درﺳﺖ
روي در اﺳﺖ"
از اﻳﻦ ﻗﺮار ،او ﭘﻼك ﻳﻚ اﺳﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺰﻳﻴﻦ ﭘﺮﻧﺪه اي آﺑـﻲ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺘﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺰﻧﺪﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .وﻟﻲ در زد .ﺳـﭙﺲ در را
ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و ﻧﺎم او را ﺻﺪا زد.
آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .در ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺗﺨﺘﺨـﻮاب ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﺑـﻮد.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺠﺰ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي و ﻳـﻚ
ﻟﻴﻮان آب .ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ داﻧﻪ ﻋﻜﺲ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻮدﻛﻲ ،ﻧﻪ
ﻛﺘﺎب ﻧﻪ ﻣﺠﻠﻪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در ﮔﻨﺠـﻪ ﻧﮕـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺖ.
ﺑﻪ ﻗﺴﻤﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎران ،ﻛـﺎر اداري ﺷـﺎن را ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ،
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ ﭘﺮﺳـﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي ﮔﻔـﺖ :ﻧـﻪ؟" ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ اي ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺎري ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﺟﻬـﺖ اﺳـﺖ .او از
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻦ ﮔﻞ ﺧﻮد داري ﻛـﺮد .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ :او ﻛـﻲ او
ﻛــﻲ -او ﻛــﻲ ،o.k.o.k.دﺳــﺘﻪ ﮔــﻞ را ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠــﺎ ﺑﮕــﺬار .آه
ﻛﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ي ﺗـﺎزه ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ رﻓﺘـﻪ ي ﻋﻘـﺐ
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ﻣﺎﻧﺪه اي را در روز ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اش راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،او را
ﺑﻄﺮف ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻮرﮔﻴﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ و ﻣﺤـﻞ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎت
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﻧـﺸﺎن داد .ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻧﻔـﺮ در ﻃـﻮل دﻳـﻮار ﺑـﺮوي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ راﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .دﻳﮕـﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻒ
ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﻗﺮار داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺪاﻣﺸﺎن ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻴﻤـﺎر ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﭘﻴﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻫـﻢ ﻧـﺎﺗﻮان روي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار اﻣﺎ ﻣﺘـﻴﻦ ،ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ ﺟﺎﻫـﺎي
دﻟﮕﻴﺮ ﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ او و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪار آﻗﺎي ﻓﺮاﻧﻜﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﻲ
رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .رﻳﺶ روي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ي ﭘﻴﺮزﻧﻲ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻲ آدﻣﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎي
ﺑﺮآﻣﺪه ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آﻟﻮي ﭘﻮﺳﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ اﺷـﻚ از آن
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺳﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺟﻨﺒﻴﺪ .دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺣﺮف زدن .ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻫﺮز در ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺷـﻜﻞ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻛﻨﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﻣﻼﻳﻢ
ﺗﺮي ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﺮو و ﺳﻼم ﺑﮕﻮ وﻟﻲ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻦ او را ﻧﭙﺮاﻧـﻲ.
ﺑﺮو.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﺑﺼﻮرت ﻧﻴﻢ رخ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻛـﺎرت
ﺑﺎزي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎزي ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺑﺎد ﻛﺮده ﺑﻨﻈﺮ
ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .ﭼﺮﺑﻲ ﻧﺎﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ اي ﺑﺮوي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ﻛـﻪ در ﮔﻮﺷـﻪ ي
دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .او در ﺣﺎل ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ ورق ﺑﺎزي ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎرش ﻗﺮارداﺷـﺖ ،ﺑـﻮد .آن
ﻣﺮد ورﻗﻬﺎ را ﺟﻮري ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻋﻨـﻮان آن را ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷـﺪ ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
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ﺳﺮﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد و او را دﻳﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺳﺮﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ي آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ دﻟﺨﻮراﻧﻪ ﺳﺮﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺳﺮﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزي ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ
اﻧﮕﺎر ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .اﻣـﺎ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ،ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪي ﺑـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ،ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪي ﺷﺮﻣﮕﻴﻦ ،آب زﻳﺮﻛـﺎه ،و ﻣﻬﺮﺑـﺎن ﺑﺮﻟﺒـﺎﻧﺶ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و ﺑﻄـﺮﻓﺶ آﻣـﺪ و اﻧﮕـﺸﺖ در
دﻫﺎن ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ " .ﺑﺮﻳﺞ" ) ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺑﺎزي-م( ،زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻛﺮد .ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺎ
ﺟﺪي .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺑﺪاﺧﻼﻗﻨﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ او را ﺑﻄـﺮف ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻗﻬـﻮه
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻴﺎد دارم ﻛﻪ ﮔـﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ آﻧﻬـﺎ در ﻛـﺎﻟﺞ ﺑـﻮدم.
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻢ و ﻣﻦ از ﻛﻼس در ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻴﻢ و در اﺗﺎق ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻴﻢ و ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻳﻢ و ﺟﻮري ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ
اﻧﮕﺎر ﮔﻠﻮﻳﻤﺎن ﭘﺎره ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي دوﺳﺖ داري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ
ﺑﻴﺎورم؟ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﭼﺎي؟ﻗﻬﻮه ،اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻳﺎد ﻃﺎﻟﺐ ﻧﺪارد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﭼﺎي ﻧﻨﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دور او ﺑﻴﺎﻧـﺪازد .ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﻤﭽـﻮن
ﺻﺪا و ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪش آﺷـﻨﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ او را از ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزﻛﻨـﺎن –
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ او را از ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﺑﺎزﻳﻜﻨﺎن دور ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – اﻳﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﺳﺖ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻦ ﺑـﻪ دور او را ﻧـﺎﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻣـﻲ
ﺳﺎﺧﺖ.
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ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻘﺪار ﮔﻞ ﺧﺮﻳﺪم .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ
ﮔﻠﻬﺎ اﺗﺎق ﺗﺮا روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .رﻓﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﺗﻮ اﻣـﺎ ﺗـﻮ آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﻧﺒﻮدي.
" ﺧﻮب ﻧﻪ" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﻳﻢ .دوﺑﺎره ﺑـﻪ ﺑـﺎزي روي
ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :دوﺳﺖ ﺗﺎزه اي ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدي .ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎر
او ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﺷﺎره ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ آن ﻣـﺮد ﺑـﻪ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮ
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
او اوﺑﺮي 25ﺳﺖ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ .ﺧﻨـﺪه دار اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﺳﺎل اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻢ .او در ﻣﻐﺎزه اﺑﺰار و وﺳﺎﻳﻞ
دﻳﮕﺮ ،ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ از آن ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
او و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ و او ﻫـﻴﭻ وﻗـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺟﻮري ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .ﺗﺎ
آﺧﺮﻳﻦ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮپ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺮد .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ
ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷﺪ و ﻣﺮا ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮد .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪار
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرگ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم .ﺑـﻪ دﻳـﺪار ﭘـﺪرﺑﺰرگ و
ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ ﻛﻪ در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺰرﻋﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرگ و ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﺖ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ.
" واﻗﻌﺎ؟" ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
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ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺶ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺒﻮد .ﭼﻮن ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ ورق ﺑـﺎزي ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ را ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻮي وي ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﻧـﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺶ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ دﺳﺘﻮر داد .او ﻣﺮدي ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺳﻦ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﻳـﺎ ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻣـﺴﻦ ﺗـﺮ .ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي ﭘـﺮ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ
ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ او  ،و ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭼﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪﮔﻲ آن ﺑﻪ زردي /ﺳﻔﻴﺪي ﻣﻲ زد ﻣﺜـﻞ دﺳـﺘﻜﺶ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼﺮوك داﺷﺖ .ﺻﻮرت ﻛﺸﻴﺪه اش ﺑـﺎ وﻗـﺎر و
آرام ﺑﻮد وﭼﻴﺰي داﺷﺖ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ،ﻗﺪرت ،ﺧﻴﺮه ﻛﻨﻨﺪﮔﻲ
اﺳﺒﻲ دﻳﺮﺳﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻣﻲ
داد ،دﻟﺴﺮد ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﻧﺒﻮد.
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻟﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﺮخ ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﺮ ﺻﻮرت ﺗﺎزه ﭼﺎق ﺷﺪه اش ﭘﺪﻳـﺪار
ﺑﻮد .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺪون ﻣﻦ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ،ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻨﺪ .اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ .آن ﺑﺎزي را دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻮب ﻧﻤـﻲ
داﻧﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﺗﺮا ﻫﻢ اﻛﻨـﻮن ﺗـﺮك ﻛـﻨﻢ ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺧـﻮدت را
ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﻛﻨﻲ؟ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻮ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﺮﺳـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺧـﻮدت
ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﭼﻪ زود ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﺎدت ﻛـﺮده
اي .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﺠـﺰ آﻧﻬـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭘﺸﺖ اﺑﺮ ﻧﺎﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ از
ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ.
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺧﻮدرا ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﭼﻴﺰي در ﮔﻮش
اوﺑﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ .دﺳﺘﺶ را ﻃﻮري دور ﮔﻮﺷﺶ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺸﻨﻮد .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻫﻢ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﺻﻠﻦ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ؟
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ ﺟـﻮك ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ.
ﻣﺜﻞ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﮔﻢ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﺑﺎ آن ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﻧﺎﺷﻴﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ در آﺧﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﻃﻮري ﺑﺎ او ﺻﺤﺒﺖ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺗﺎزه واردي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ
ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺗﻮ او را ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ي ﺑـﺪ ،ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻲ.
ﻗﺎﻃﻲ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ":او ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎزي ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد".
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ" :ﺧﻮب ،وﻟﻲ دوﺳﺘﺶ ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اوﺑﺮي".
"اﮔﺮ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ ،اوﺑﺮي ﻛﻴﺴﺖ؟"
" اوﺑﺮي ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دارد ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .دوﺳﺖ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ .آب
ﻣﻴﻮه دوﺳﺖ داري؟"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن داد.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " :اوه ﺑﺒﻴﻦ /آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪﻫﺎ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ اﻧـﺪ.
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻃـﻮل ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ .ﮔﺰﻳﻨـﻪ ﻛـﺮدن ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮﻳﻦ
دوﺳﺘﺎن .ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﻳﻚ دوره اﺳﺖ".
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ واﻗﻌـﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺪ ﻣـﻦ ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ؟"
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"ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﻧﺪ .ﻧﻪ اﻣﺮوز .ﻓﺮدا ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ .ﻛـﺴﻲ ﭼـﻪ
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ؟ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺟﻮر اﺳﺖ ،ﻳﻚ
ﺑﺎر ﺑﺮاي ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي آﻣﺪه اي اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮي ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺟﺪي ﻧﮕﻴﺮي .ﻳﺎد ﺑﮕﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ روز ﺑﻪ روز ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ اش.
روز ﻫﺎ از ﭘﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺪ ﻧﻪ ﺧﻮب،
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻋـﺎدت ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻋـﺎدت ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮاﺟﻌﻪ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه داﺋﻤﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻼﻗﺔ
وﻳﮋه اي ﺑﻪ او داﺷﺖ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳـﺔ
ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﺳﺖ و ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از آن ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﻃﺒﻖِ ﻋـﺎدت
دﻳﺮﻳﻦِ ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ اش ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ،ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎ او ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ آدم ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ﺑﺎﺧﺘـﻪ
اي ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ از ﻧﻮع ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﻪ
اﻳﻦ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑـﻮد ﭼـﻮن او را از ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪن ﺑـﺪﻳﻬﻲ
ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آﻳﺎ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ او را ﻛـﻪ ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﭘﻨﺠـﺎه ﺳـﺎل
ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﻮد ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورد ؟ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ
ﭘﺮﺳﺸﻲ او را ﺷﺮﻣﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺷﺮﻣﻨﺪه ﻧﻪ از ﺧﻮد ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ
از ﺧﻮدش ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اوﺑﺮي ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻨـﺪه ﻣﺤﻠـﻲ ﺷـﺮﻛﺘﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻋﻠﻒ-ﻛُﺶ " ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آن" ﺑﻪ ﻛـﺸﺎورزان ﻣـﻲ
ﻓﺮوﺧﺖ .و ﭘﺲ از آن وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻨﻮز ﭘﻴـﺮ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻳـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ
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ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ اداﻣﻪ داد ،او از ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻧﺎرﺳﺎﻳﻲ)
آﺳﻴﺐ – م( ﻏﻴﺮﻣﻌﻤﻮل رﻧﺞ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد.
ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .او اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪت اﺿـﻄﺮاري ﺑـﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺳـﭙﺮد ﺗـﺎ
ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﺗﺎزه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺧﻮاﻫﺮش ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﻓﻠﻮرﻳﺪا ﺑﺮود.
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺳﺨﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﺗﻮ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻧـﺪاري ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺮدي ﻣﺜﻞ او ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﺸﻮد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺎزه ﺑـﺮاي ﺗﻌﻄـﻴﻼت ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻴﻤﺎري اي ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﻴﺶ ﺣﺸﺮه اي ،ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﺗﺐ ﺗﻨﺪي ﺑﮕﻴﺮد؟ و ﻫﻤﺎن او را ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﺎ ﺑﺮد و او را ﺑـﻪ روزي
اﻧﺪﺧﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ اﺳﺖ.
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻌﺪاز ﻇﻬﺮﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ زن و ﻣﺮد را دور ﻣﻴـﺰ ورق
ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ .اوﺑﺮي دﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎن دراز
داﺷﺖ .ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺑـﻮد ورﻗﻬـﺎﻳﺶ را ردﻳـﻒ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
ورﻗﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺟﻮر و ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﺎه ﺑـﺴﺮﻋﺖ ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ورﻗﻬﺎ را ﻃﻮري ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ
ﻳﻚ ورق از دﺳﺘﺎن او در ﻣﻲ رود و زود ﺑﺎ ﺧﻨﺪه ﻋﺬر ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﺧﻢ ﺷﻮﻫﺮاﻧﻪ ي اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪوﻗﺘﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﺸﺘﻲ از ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ روي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ي اوﺑﺮي ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ .اوﺑﺮي ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ داد ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻧﺰد او ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ،
ﻧﺎدﻳﺪه ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
اﻣﺎ ﺑﮕﺬار ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﺧﻮش آﻣﺪﮔﻮﻳﻲ را ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ .ﺑﮕـﺬار
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ و ﻳﻚ ﭼـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﭘﻴـﺸﻨﻬﺎد
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ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺣﻖ ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ در آﻧﺠﺎ را ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ
و ﭼﻬﺮه ي اوﺑﺮي ﻫﻢ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰش را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .او
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ورﻗﻬﺎ از دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ روي زﻣـﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﻨـﺪ و
ﺑﺎزي را ﺧﺮاب ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﻮد و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ
درﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ رود.
اﮔﺮ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و اوﺑﺮي دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﺮﻳﺞ) ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﺑـﺎزي  -م( ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ،
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ در ﻃـﻮل ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ ﻗـﺪم ﺑﺰﻧﻨـﺪ ،و اوﺑـﺮي ﺑـﺎ
دﺳﺘﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﺑﺨﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ و ﺑﺎ دﺳﺘﻲ دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ و دﺳﺘﺎن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﻧﻮازش ﻣﻲ داد .ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎران ﺷﮕﻔﺖ زده
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ او را از دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑـﺎزي
ورق دور ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي رﻓـﺘﻦ از ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ ﻫﻨﺮﻫـﺎي
زﻳﺒﺎ در ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺗﺎ اﺗـﺎق ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳـﻮن در ﺳـﺮ دﻳﮕـﺮ،
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻮد.
در ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﻫﻨﺮﻫﺎ ي زﻳﺒﺎ ،دو ﻧﻔـﺮ ﺧـﻮد را در ﻣﻴـﺎن درﺧﺘـﺎن
ﮔﺮﻣــﺴﻴﺮي ﻛــﻪ ﻧــﺎزك و آﺑــﺪار ﺑﻨﻈــﺮ ﻣــﻲ آﻣﺪﻧــﺪ ،ﻣــﻲ
ﺑﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ.ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻳﻚ آﻻﭼﻴﻖ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻲ اش.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ در ﻛﻨﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ ﺳﺒﺰاﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﺪاي آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ اي از ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﺧﺸﻚ و ﺻﺪاي ﻧﺮم ﺣﺮف زدن
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و ﺧﻨﺪه ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ،ﮔـﻮش ﻓـﺮا داد .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ
ﺻﺪاي ﺧﺮﺧﺮ ﺑﻮد .اوﺑﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﮔـﺮ ﭼـﻪ
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ آن ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﺣﺎﻻ او ﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﻴﭽﺎر ،ﺑﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
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ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ دﻳـﺪارﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻬﺎرﺷـﻨﺒﻪ و ﺷـﻨﺒﻪ
ﺧﻼﺻﻪ ﺷﻮد .ﺷﻨﺒﻪ روز ﺷﻠﻮغ و ﭘﺮﺗﻨﺸﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻫﺎ ﺑـﻪ
واﺣﺪﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .ﻣﺎدران ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻦ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺻـﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ را ﻛـﺶ ﻣـﻲ دادﻧـﺪ .ﻣﺮدﻫـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪﻧﺪ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﺮﺧﺎش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻧﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﻧﻪ ﻧﻮه ﻫﺎ ،ﻇﺎﻫﺮا از اوﺑﺮي دﻳﺪار ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و از
آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ورق ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑـﺎزي ورق ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﺴﺘﻨﻲ و ﺟﺸﻦ ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اوﺑـﺮي و ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
در روز ﺷﻨﺒﻪ از اﻳﻦ ازدﺣﺎم دور ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ ﻋﺎﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮ از
آن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﮕﻴﺰاﻧﻨﺪ .آن ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ ﭘﺸﺖ
در ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ اداﻣﻪ داﺷﺖ .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﭼـﻪ ﻛﻨـﺪ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ در ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﺑـﺎ
ﺑﺎزي ﺗﻜﻪ ﺷﻜﻠﻜﻬﺎي ﺑﻪ ﺳﺒﻚ دﻳﺴﻨﻲ ﺳﺨﺖ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ
و ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﺎل ﺑﻲ ﻣﻴﻠﻲ و ﺑﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﮕﻲ ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻳـﺎ
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در اﺗﺎق اوﺑﺮي ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﻮد .اﻣـﺎ او ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ اﺗـﺎﻗﺶ
ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﺑـﻪ
راﻫﺮوﻫﺎ و ﻣﺤﻠﻬﺎي وﻳﮋه ي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ و ﭘـﻴﭻ در ﭘـﻴﭻ ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮرد و در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺗﻌﺠﺒﺶ ،ﻫﻨﻮز اﺳﺘﻌﺪاد ﮔﻢ ﺷـﺪن داﺷـﺖ.
ﻳﻜﻲ ازﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﺎ ،از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را دﻳـﺪ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار از ﺑﺎرﻳﻜـﻪ راه
ﻣﺨﺼﻮصِ آﻣﺪ و ﺷﺪ ،ﻛﻪ از ﺑﺮف و ﻳﺦ ﭘﺎك ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد.
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او ﻛﻼه اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ روي ﺳﺮش ﺑﻮد و ﻳﻚ ژاﻛـﺖ ﺑـﺎ
رﮔﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ آﺑﻲ و ﺑﻨﻔﺶ ،ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ در زﻧﺎن ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ
در ﺳﻮﭘﺮﻣﺎرﻛﺖ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻫﻤﺎن دﺳﺘﻪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻦ در ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬﺎ ﻫﺴﺖ و ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن ﻫـﻢ از
آن ﺳﺮ در ﻧﻤﻲ آورﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻟﺒﺎس ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن اﺳـﺖ.
ﻣﻮي ﺳﺮﺷﺎن را ﻧﻴﺰ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﻧﻤـﺎد ﻓﺮﺷـﺘﻪ اش را
ﻛﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد.
در ﻳﻜﻲ از ﭼﻬﺎرﺷﻨﺒﻪ ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻋﺎدي ﺑﻮد و ﺑـﺎزي
ورق ﺟﺮﻳﺎن داﺷﺖ و زﻧﺎن در اﺗﺎق ﻫﻨﺮﻫﺎي دﺳـﺘﻲ ﻣـﺸﻐﻮل
درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﮔﻠﻬﺎي اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﻋﺮوﺳـﻜﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و
اوﺑﺮي و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑـﺮاي ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﮔﭗ زدﻧﻬﺎي دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ و دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪه
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ﭼﺮا ﻣﻮي ﺳﺮت را
رﻳﺰ رﻳﺰ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ".
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را روي ﺳﺮ و ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﭼـﺮا -ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ
ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ادﺑﻴﺎت اﻧﮕﻠﻮﺳﺎﻛﺴﻮن و ﺷـﻤﺎل اروﭘـﺎ را
ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ،داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ در ﻛﻼﺳﺶ داﺷﺖ.اﻣﺎ ﭘـﺲ
از ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي ﺷﺪ .زن ﺷﻮﻫﺮداري ﺑﺎز ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ
را ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎر ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺮ ﻛـﺎر
دﻳﮕﺮي ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻼﺗﺶ را ارﺗﻘﺎء دﻫـﺪ ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑـﺮاي ﺛﺎﺑـﺖ
ﻛﺮدن ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻏﻴﺮ از ﻣـﺸﻐﻠﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ داري و
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ﺳﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ ،ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي ﻣﻬﻤﺘﺮي ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﺎن ﻏﻨـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺨﺸﻨﺪ .و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻣﺮداﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺎن آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از اﻳﻦ ارﺿﺎء ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮدان ﺑﺮاي آن زﻧﺎن ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ اﺳـﺮارآﻣﻴﺰ و
ﻣﻮرد ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺮداﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺮاﻳـﺸﺎن اﺷـﭙﺰي ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻨﺪ.
آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﻼس ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎم ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺑﻘﻪ ي اﺳﻜﺎﻧﺪﻳﻨﺎوﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ در ﺑﺎره
اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺳﺎﻃﻴﺮي اﺳﻜﺎﻧﺪﻳﻨﺎوي از واﮔﻨـﺮ ﻳـﺎ داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي
ﺗﺎرﻳﺨﻲ آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺗﻌﺪاد اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ او زﺑﺎن ﺳﻠﺘﻴﻚ 26ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑـﺮاي آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻫـﺮ
ﭼﻴﺰي در ﺑﺎره ﺳﻠﺘﻴﻚ ،ﻳﻚ ﺷﻴﻔﺘﮕﻲ ﻣﺮﻣﻮزي داﺷﺖ.او ﺑﺮاي
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﺸﺘﺎﻗﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻨﺼﻔﺎﻧﻪ از آن ﺳﻮي ﻣﻴﺰ ﺳﺨﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
اﮔـﺮ ﻣــﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ زﺑــﺎن ﻗـﺸﻨﮕﻲ ﻳــﺎد ﺑﮕﻴـﺮي ،ﺑــﺮو و زﺑــﺎن
اﺳﭙﺎﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻣﻮز آن وﻗﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ از آن ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻜﺰﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻲ روي اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﻲ.
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻫﺸﺪار او را ﺟﺪي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ و از ﻛـﻼس ﻛﻨـﺪه ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ.
دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑـﺎ آن
ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻴﻞ واراده ﺷﺎن ﻛﺎر ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻛﺎرﺷـﺎن
را ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر او و زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻨﻈﻢ و رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺨﺸﺶ آوردﻧـﺪ،
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ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ،ﮔﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي زﻧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﻟﻎ ،اﻣﻴﺪ ﻟﺮزان ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪﺷـﺎن را
ﻫﻢ.
او زﻧﻲ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﺳﻤﺶ ژاﻛﻲ آداﻣﺰ ﺑﻮد .او واروﻧـﻪ ي
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ،ﺗُﭙﻞ ،ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﻴﺮه ،ﭘﺮ ﺣﺮارت.
ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻃﻨﺰ .راﺑﻄﻪ ﺷﺎن ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل ﻃﻮل ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺷﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ از ﻫﻢ ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،او ﺑﻄﻮر ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﻨﺘﺮﻟﻲ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻟﺮزﻳﺪن ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر دﭼﺎر ﻫﻴﭙﻮﺗﺮﻣﻲ) اﻓﺖ ﺣﺮارت ﺑﺪن-م( ﺷـﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ.
ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻫـﺎي او را ﻋـﺼﺒﻲ
ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺨﮕﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ
زﻣﺎن واﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ آن ،ﭘﺎﺳﺦ داده ﺷﻮد در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ
ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻞ اﻋﺠﺎب آور و ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮه اي راﺑﻄـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .دﺧﺘﺮي ﭼﻨﺎن ﺟﻮان ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻦ دﺧﺘـﺮ
ژاﻛﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
در ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ ژاﻛﻲ در ارﺗﺒﺎط ﺑﻮد ﺗﺤﻮﻻت ﺳـﺮﮔﻴﺠﻪ آور
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي روي داد .دﺧﺘﺮان ﺟﻮان ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ و ﭘﺎﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ ﺑﺎ دﻣﭙﺎﻳﻲ)ﺻﻨﺪل( ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎرش ﻣـﻲ آﻣﺪﻧـﺪ و ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺎري ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺑﺮاي ﺳـﻜﺲ اﻋـﻼم
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .روﻳﻜﺮدي ﻣﺤﺘﺎﻃﺎﻧﻪ و ﮔﺰﻳﻨﺸﻲ ﺣﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ژاﻛﻲ
داﺷــﺖ از ﭘﻨﺠــﺮه دور رﻳﺨﺘــﻪ ﺷــﺪ) ﻛﻨــﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷــﺖ – م(.
ﮔﺮدﺑﺎدي ﻛﻪ او را در ﺧﻮد ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ اﺛﺮات دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﻢ
داﺷﺖ .رﺳﻮاﻳﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﺴﺘﺮدﮔﻲ آﺷـﻜﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﺑـﺎ
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دراﻣﺎﻫﺎي دردﻧﺎك ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻃﺮاﻓﺶ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺣـﺴﻲ
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ دﻟﭽﺴﺐ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ آﺗﺸﻬﺎي ﺑﺮاﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ در
ﻛﺎﻟﺠﻬﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺘﺮ ،ﺑﺎﻇﺮﻓﻴﺖ ﺗﺮ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮاﻛﺰ ﺑﺎزﺗﺮ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﺷﺪ و
ﻫﻤﺴﺮان زﻳﺎدي ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ،ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه و ﺳﻨﺖ ﺷﻜﻦ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺳﻬﻞ اﻧﮕﺎري ﺟﻨﺴﻲ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺮداﻧـﺸﺎن را
وﺳﻮﺳﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﻳـﻚ واﮔﻴـﺮي ﻫﻤـﻪ ﮔﻴـﺮ ﺷـﺪ .ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ
ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ اﺳﭙﺎﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﮔﺴﺘﺮش ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ در اﻳـﻦ زﻣـﺎن
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻣﺮدم دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .و ﺗﻌﺪاد اﻧـﺪﻛﻲ
ﺑﻴﻦ ﺷﺎﻧﺰده ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺷﺼﺖ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ از اﻳـﻦ
ﻫﻤﻪ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﻮدن دور ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻨﺪ.
اﻳﻦ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ اﻏﺮاق آﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺗﻤﺎﻳﻞ داﺷﺖ .و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ
ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ از آن دوري ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺣﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷـﺖ اﺳﺎﺳـﺎ
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻲ ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺑـﻮد .ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﭼـﺎﻗﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر ﺑـﻮد ،از ﺳـﻦ دوازده ﺳـﺎﻟﮕﻲ ،در او ﻣﺤـﻮ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺸﺘﺎﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .اﻧﺒﻮه اﺑﺮﻫﺎ و آﻓﺘﺎب ﻧﺸﻴﻦ زﻣـﺴﺘﺎن
را از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه اﺗﺎق ﻛﺎرش ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭼﺮاغ ﻋﺘﻴﻘﺔ ﻓﺮﻳﺒﻨﺪة ﺑﻴﻦ دﻓﺘﺮ
ﻛﺎر او و اﺗﺎق ﻛﺎر ﻫﻤﻜﺎراﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪ ،ﺧﻮش داﺷﺖ .ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻫﺎ ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎﻫﺎﻳﻦ ﺟـﻮر ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ ي ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ در
ﭘﺎرك ﻛﻪ دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ در ﮔﺮگ و ﻣﻴﺶ ﻏﺮوب ازﺗﭙـﻪ اي
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،دور ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﭘﻴﺶ رو ،اﺳﻢ ﮔﻠﻬﺎ
را ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .در ﻛﻼﺳﺶ ،ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻣﺎدرزﻧﺶ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺳﺮﻃﺎن ﺣﻨﺠﺮه ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻲ ﺻـﺪا ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،ﻣـﻮرد
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ﺗﻌﻠﻴﻢ ﻗﺮار ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .او ﺟﺮات ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﭼﻜﺎﻣـﻪ ﺣﻤﺎﺳـﻲ و ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﻜﻮه اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪي اﺳﻜﺎﻟﺪ ،ﺷﺎﻋﺮ اﺳﻜﺎﻧﺪﻳﻨﺎوي ،ﻛﻪ آﻫﻨﮓ آن را
ﻫﻮﻓﻮدﻻوﺳﻦ ﺑﻪ اﻓﺘﺨﺎر ﭘﺎدﺷﺎه ارﻳﻚ ﺑﻼد اﻛﺲ)ﺧﻮن ﺗﺒﺮ -م(
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ  .ﺷﺎﻋﺮي ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎدﺷﺎه او را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮگ ﻣﺤﻜﻮم
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪي ﻧﻴﺎﻣﻮﺧﺖ و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاي داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺣﻔﻆ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﭼﻨﺪان ارزﺷﻲ ﻗﺎﺋـﻞ ﻧـﺸﺪ .داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و درﺑﺎره آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻗﻬﺮﻣﺎﻧﺎن
ﺷﺎن را ﭼﻮن اﺳﺘﻮره ﻫﺎي "اوﻟﺪ ﻧﺠﺎل" 27ﻳﺎ "اوﻟﺪ اﺳـﻨﻮري"
ﺑﺤﺴﺎب ﻣﻲ آورد اﻣﺎ ﻃﻲِ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﺧﻮدش
ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده و در راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﺮ ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .او
در ﺑﺎره ﺳـﻔﺮ وﻳﻠﻴـﺎم " ﻣـﻮرﻳﺲ " 28و " اودن " 29ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌـﻪ
ﻛﺮد .واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ
آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪﻳﺸﻲ و ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ اﻣﺎ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ.
ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ) درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻣﻴﺪاو( رﻓﺖ .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ او آن را از ﻗـﺮن ﻧـﻮزدﻫﻢ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ و
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درﺑﺎره رﻧﮕﻬﺎي آﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﺴﻠﻨﺪ
ﺑﻮد .زﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﭘﺎﺳﺦ داد :اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .او ﺑﻴﻤﺎر اﺳﺖ.
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻧﺸﺎن از ﺧﻮدﻣﻬﻢ ﺟﻠﻮه دادن داﺷـﺖ و ﻣﻬـﻴﺞ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﻮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد او را ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ
درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي از او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﺧـﻮش ﺑـﻪ
ﺣﺎﻟﻲ اش از اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ درﺑﺎره ي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ .درﺑـﺎره
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در آﻧﺠﺎ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ.
او ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ اﻓﺰود :اوﺑﺮي ﻫﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ را ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺖ زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاي
او ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .او ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﺣﺮف زدن ﺑﺎ زن ﮔﺮﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ
ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﭼﻪ اش ﺷﺪه ،ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﭼﻴــﺰي واﻗﻌــﻦ ﻧﻴــﺴﺖ .ﻓﻘــﻂ ﻳــﻚ روز ﻣﺮﺧــﺼﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘــﻪ و
اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﻤﻲ اﻓﺴﺮدﮔﻲ ﺳﺖ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ راﺳﺖ راﺳـﺖ روي ﺗﺨﺘﺨـﻮاب ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .او ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ
ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎر وارد اﻳﻦ اﺗﺎق ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن اﺳﺖ و ﺑﺎ آن ﺷﻜﻞ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺧﻢ و ﻛﺞ
ﺑﺸﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺧﻮاب دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻪ اش را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﭼﻬﺮه
اش رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪه ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻤﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧـﺪارش ﻛﻨـﺎر او اﻳـﺴﺘﺎده ﺑـﻮد .ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺑﻄﺮف ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او دﺳﺘﺮﺳﻲ داﺷـﺘﻪ
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ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺠﺎي ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﻳﻘﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪ،
ﻳﻚ ژاﻛﺖ و ﻛﺮاوات ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻦ داﺷـﺖ .ﻛـﻼه ﻗـﺸﻨﮓ راه راه او
روي ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻛﺎر ﻣﻬﻤﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﻫﺮ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﺮﺳﻮده ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ.
ﭼﻬﺮة او ﻫﻢ رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮﺷﺎن از ﻧﮕـﺎه ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ اﻧـﺪوه ﺳـﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ در
ﻫﺮاس ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺴﻜﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪﻧﺪ او ﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻧﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺧـﻮش
آﻣﺪ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻨﺪ .،آﻧﻬﺎ دﺳـﺘﺎن ﻳﻜـﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻼه روي ﺗﺨﺖ ،ژاﻛﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺮاوات.
آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ .ﺳﻮال اﻳﻦ
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪن ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑـﻮده اﺳـﺖ .او ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻛﺘﺎب را روي ﺗﺨﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر دﺳﺖ آزاد ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﻦ در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺗﻮ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﭼﺮا ،ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎب ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﺲ ﻟﻨﺪ؟ ﻟﺤﻦ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺗﺎﻛﻴـﺪي ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﻪ اي ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﻬﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑـﻪ
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ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺿـﺮوري ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ اش را ﺑـﻪ اوﺑـﺮي
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ دﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻠﻔﺘﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از دﺳﺘﺎن
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻜﺸﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﻪ؟ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﻪ ﻋﺰﻳﺰ دﻟﻢ؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻋﺒﺎرت دﻟﻨﺸﻴﻨﻲ از او ﻧـﺸﻴﻨﺪه
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﺎر ﺑﺒﺮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :آه ،ﺑﺎﺷﻪ .آه اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .و ﻳﻚ ﻣﺸﺖ دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي
از ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي ﻛﻨﺎر رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .اوﺑﺮي ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺘﻦ ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .و او ﻛﻠﻴﻨﻜﺲ را در دﺳﺖ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ و
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﺎﺷﻴﺎﻧﻪ روي ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .در
ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ او ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺑﻮد ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ رو ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ":آﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ دﻟﻴﻞ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﺣﺘـﻲ اﺟﺒـﺎري
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ دﻳﺪه ام ﻛﻪ داﺷـﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدي"....
اوﺑﺮي ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اﻋﺘﺮاض ﻳـﺎ ﺧـﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻳـﺎ ﺑﻴـﺰاري در
آورد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺑﺎﻻﻳﻲ ﺑﺪﻧﺶ را ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻢ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺧﻮد را روي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺧﻮد را ﺗﺎ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ
ﺑﻴﺮون ﺗﺨﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و اوﺑﺮي را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎﺷﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ.
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ" :ﻫﻴﺶ .آه ﻋﺰﻳﺰ ﻣﻦ ،ﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﺑﺎز
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ رﻓﺖ و ﺗـﺮا
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ دﻳﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ و ﻣﺮا ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ".
اوﺑﺮي دوﺑﺎره ﻫﻤﺎن ﺻﺪا را ،در آورد .ﺑﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﺑـﺮ
ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺎري ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧـﺪ اﻧﺠـﺎم
دﻫﺪ ﺟﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از اﺗﺎق ﺑﻴﺮون رود.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺑـﺴﻮي او ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ :ﻣـﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ
اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻫﺮﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ و ﺟﺎﻧﻜﻨـﺪن را
ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻮق اﻟﻌﺎده ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮﺳـﻴﻢ و ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ او را ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ او اﻳﻨﺠﺎ و آﻧﺠﺎ ﺳﺖ؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ؟
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ؟ او ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﺼﺤﺒﺘﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن داد.
"آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑـﺎ ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن ﺣـﻞ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ.
ﻣﻌﻤــﻮﻟﻦ ﺧــﺎﻃﺮات ﻛﻮﺗــﺎﻫﻲ دارﻧــﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴــﺸﻪ آﻧﻄــﻮر ﺷــﺪﻳﺪ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺪون اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد ،از آﻧﺠﺎ رﻓﺖ .ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ
ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎدي ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ وزﻳـﺪ ﮔـﺮم اﺳـﺖ و ﺟﻤﻌﻴـﺖ آواز دﺳـﺘﻪ
ﺟﻤﻌﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧـﺪ .در ﻣﺤﻮﻃـﻪ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨـﮓ ،زﻧـﺎن زﻳـﺎدي
ﻟﺒﺎﺳــﻬﺎي ﺷــﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ ﭘﻮﺷــﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧــﺪ ﻛــﻪ ﺑــﺎ ﻧﺸــﺴﺘﻦ روي
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ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار و ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﺑﺎ ﺑﺪﻧـﻪ آﻫﻨـﻲ ،ﭼـﻴﻦ و ﭼـﺮوك
ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ از اﻧﺪوﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ در ﻧﻴﺎﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .او وﻗـﺖ ﺧـﻮردن
ﻏﺬا ،ﻏﺬا ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻈـﺎﻫﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﻏـﺬا در
دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﺧـﻮدش ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﺑـﻪ او دو ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﻜﻤﻞ) ﺗﻘﻮﻳﺘﻲ( در روز داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ و
ﻣﺮاﻗﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او آن را ﺑﻨﻮﺷﺪ.
از ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ و ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در اﺗﺎق ﺑﻨـﺸﻴﻨﺪ .اﮔـﺮ ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﻳـﺎ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در ﺳﺎﻋﺎت ﻣﻼﻗﺖ او را ﺑـﺎﻻ و ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ راه ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ و ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ او ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ.
ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺎن اورا ﻛﻢ ﻧﻮر و ﺑﻲ ﺣﺎل ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ژاﻛﺖ ﭘﺸﻤﻲ
اش – اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎل ﺧﻮد او ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ دﻛﻤـﻪ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد .او ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺪون ﺷﺎﻧﻪ و ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛـﺮدن،
رﻫﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎﺧﻨﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺪون ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدن ،وا دﻫﺪ ،اﻣـﺎ
آن ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺰودي روي ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داد .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻋـﻀﻠﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺶ رو ﺑﻪ وﺧﺎﻣﺖ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ اﺷﺖ .و اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻴﭽﻪ ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ
ﻧﺮﺳﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻋﺼﺎء ﻗﺪم زدن اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ":اﻣﺎ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﺼﺎي
ﻗﺪم زﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﺎدت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .و دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﻗﺪم ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ

PDF.tarikhema.org
۵١

۵١

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

روﻧﺪ ".ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ او ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻲ و ﺗﻼش ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺗﺸﻮﻳﻖ ﻛﻨﻲ.
وﻟﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﻮﻓﻘﻴﺘﻲ در آن زﻣﻴﻨﻪ ﻧـﺪاش .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ آن را ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﺪﻫﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ را ﺑﻴـﺎد آﺧـﺮﻳﻦ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ از او ﺑـﺮاي
ﻛﻤﻚ ﺑﻪ اوﺑﺮي ﻳﺎري ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ و او ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻧﻜﺮد.
او دﻳﮕﺮ دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ از ازدواﺟﺶ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﺳﻮﭘﺮواﻳﺰ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ را ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎرش ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ وزن
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻜﻠﻤﻠﻬﺎ ،ﻛﺎﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ – ﻣﻦ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻣـﺎ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻬﺎي ﻃﺒﻘﻪ اول را ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣـﺎ ﻣﻮﻗﺘـﺎ
آن ﻛﺎر را ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺧﻮب ﻧﻴﺴﺖ اﻣـﺎ
اﮔﺮ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ دور و ﺑﺮ ،ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ و ﻣﺴﺌﻮل ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ
ﻣﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻃﺒﻘﺎت ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻳﻢ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ اﻏﻠـﺐ در رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" ﻧﻪ .اﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺪﺧﻮدش را ﺳﺮﭘﺎ ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد ،در رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺳﺮ ﻣﺮز اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر اﺳﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻃﺒﻘﻪ دوم ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ﺷﺎن آﺳﻴﺐ دﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :آن ﻫﻢ اﺳﺖ.
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ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در آن داﺷﺖ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن
"ﺑﻼك ﻫﺎوك ﻟﻴﻦ " Blackhawks Laneﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻫﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ زﻣﺎن ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ،ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺳﻲ ﭼﻬﻞ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ .ﺣﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﭘﻬﻦ و ﭘﻴﭻ دار ﺑﻮد و ﭘﻴـﺎده رو
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .دوﺳﺘﺎن ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻠﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠـﺎ ﻧﻘـﻞ
ﻣﻜﺎن ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﭽـﻪ دار ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ و
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻫﺎي ﺟﻮان ﻫﻨﻮز در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ
از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺗﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺗﭙﻪ رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﺑـﺴﻜﺘﺒﺎل ﺑـﺎﻻي
در ﮔﺎراژ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﺳﻪ داﻳﺮه در ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ روي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ.
ﺣﻴﺎط ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻻﺳﺘﻴﻚ ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮن ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻨﺠﺮه
ﻫﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ورﻗﻬﺎي ﻓﻠﺰي)ﻗﻠﻊ( ﭘﻮﺷـﺎﻧﺪه ﺷـﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻳـﺎ ﭘـﺮﭼﻢ
وارﻓﺘﻪ اي ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺗﻌﺪاد اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ را درﺳﺖ و ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺳﺎﻛﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻮل ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎزي ﺑـﻪ
رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎي ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ در ﻟﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﺘﺎب راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻪ
اوﺑﺮي و ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﺗﻌﻠﻖ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻮد.
ﺟﺎي ﭘﻴﺎده روي ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ از ﺳﻨﮕﻬﺎي ﭘﺮﭼﻤﻲ ﻓﺮش ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد و ﻣﺮز ﻣﻴﺎن آن و ﺑﺎﻏﭽﻪ ي ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﺎ ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﺳﻨﺒﻞ ﻣﺸﺨﺺ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﻖ و رق ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﭼﻴﻨـﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
رﻧﮕﻬﺎي ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ و آﺑﻲ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻣﺘﻨﺎوب.
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ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﻴﺎورد ﺑﺠﺰ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ
ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺤﻞ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ ﺑﺘﻦ داﺷﺖ .دﻧﺒﺎﻟـﻪ ژاﻛـﺖ ﺑـﺎز ﺑـﻮد و
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف ﺑﺪﻧﻪ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي در ذﻫﻦ اش از ﻛﻤﺮ و ﺑﺎﺳﻦ ﺑﺰرگ او داﺷﺖ.
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي اﻣﺮوز ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ ﺑﺘﻦ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺷﻠﻮاري ﺑـﺎ
ﻛﻤﺮﺑﻨﺪ و ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .در ﻣﻮرد ﻛﻤﺮ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ
اوﺑﺮي ،درﺳﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺑﺎ ﺳﻔﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﻤﺮﺑﻨﺪ آن را
ﺑﺮﺟﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد اﮔـﺮ ﺳـﻔﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺑـﺴﺖ .ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻄﺮز ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻼﺣﻈﻪ اي ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ده دوازده ﺳﺎل ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ از ﺷـﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻣﻮﻫـﺎﻳﺶ
ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ،ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ،ﻗﺮﻣﺰ رﻧﮓ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﭼﺸﻤﺎن اﺑﻲ داﺷـﺖ –
آﺑﻲ ﺗﺮ از ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ  -ﭘﻬﻦ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﺨﻢ ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺳـﺮﺧﻲ ﻳـﺎ
آﺑﻲ ﻓﻴﺮوزه اي ،ﻧﻘﻄﻪ ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﭘـﻒ اﻧـﺪك .و ﭼﻨـﺪ ﭼـﺮوك
ﺧﻮب ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺎ اراﻳﺶ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﮔﺮدوﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ آن از ﺑﺮﻧﺰه ﺷﺪن ﻓﻠﻮرﻳﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺧﻮدش را ﻣﻌﺮﻓﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﺴﺮت را در ﻣﻴﺪاو ﻟﻴﻚ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم .ﻣﻦ ﺧـﻮدم ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﮕﻲ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺟﺴﻮراﻧﻪ ي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﻠﻪ.
" ﺣﺎل ﻫﻤﺴﺮﺗﺎن ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟"
ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﭼﻄﻮر را آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﺰﺑﺎن آورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ"
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" ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﻣﻦ و او ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ دوﺳﺘﻲ ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ دارﻧﺪ".
" در ﻣﻮردش ﺷﻨﻴﺪم"
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻤﺎ در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻴﺰي ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻛـﻨﻢ اﮔـﺮ ﻳـﻚ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ وﻗﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ"
او ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﻫﻤﺴﺮم ﻛﺎري ﻧﻜـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﺎ ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﺷـﻤﺎ
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؛ اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﺪ در ﺑﺎره
اش ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﻴﺪ .او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺷـﻤﺎ ﺗﺠـﺎوز ﻧﻜـﺮد .ﺗﻮاﻧـﺎﻳﻲ
اﻧﺠﺎم آن را ﻧﺪارد و او ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل.
از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪم؛ ﻃﻮر دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻮد".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ .اﺻﻠﻦ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪم ﻛﻪ از
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﻜﺎﻳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" اوه ،ﺧﻮب ﻣﺮا ﺑﺒﺨـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدم ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﺎن
آﻣﺪﻳﺪ .ﭘﺲ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻴﺪ ﺗﻮ ،ﻫﻮاي ﺳﺮد ﺑـﻪ داﺧـﻞ
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ در ﺑﺎز اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻘﺪر ﻫﻢ اﻣـﺮوز ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺑـﺮﻋﻜﺲ
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﮔﺮم ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺴﺎب ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴﺮوزي ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻮد ﺣﺘﻲ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ داﺧﻞ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﻮد.
او داﺷﺖ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ را ﺑﺴﻮي اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ اوﺑـﺮي را
ﺑﺸﻨﻮم"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺶ ﺑﻪ ﻻي ﭘﺮده ي ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺟﻠﻮ اﻓﺘﺎد.
ﻫﺮدو آﺑﻲ ،ﻳﻜﻲ آﺑﻲ ﻣﺤﺾ و دﻳﮕﺮي اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ .رﻧﮓ ﺟﻮر ﺑـﺎ
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ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘﻪ و ﻳﻚ ﻗﺎﻟﻲ رﻧﮓ و رو رﻓﺘﻪ ،آﻳﻨﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﺷﻔﺎف و
زﻳﻨﺘﻲ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﭘﺮده ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﺮﻳﻊ
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ اﻳﻨﺪ ،داﺷﺖ .او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮك اﺳـﺖ
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ زﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭘﺮده ﻫﺎي را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﻄﻮر
ﺟﺪي اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮ اﺗﺎﻗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﺧﺎﻟﻲ و درﺧﺸﺎن ﺑﻮد .او دﻟﺶ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ
اﻧﺒﻮه اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﻓﺎﻧﺘﺰي در ﻳﻚ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺟﺎي ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ
ﺟﺎ داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .از ﻳﻚ اﺗﺎق ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺗﺎ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ،ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺟﺎي
ﻧﻮر ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﻮد .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ را ﻛﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
درﺧﺸﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻌﺪازﻇﻬﺮ ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدي -.او ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺻﺪاي ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن را ﺑﺸﻨﻮد.
30
ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دﻋﺎﻫﺎي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ،در ﭼﻨﺪﻗﺪﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد .داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺎﻟﮕﻴﻢ ،
آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ از ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴـﺪ ،ﺗﻤﺎﺷـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ؟ و در را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺑﺴﺖ.
ﺗﻮ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه ﻣﻴﻞ داري .ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﭘﺴﺮم آن
را در ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎزي ﻛﺎﻧﺎل ورزﺷﻲ ،ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ.
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﺑﺪون آن ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺑﻜﻨﻴﻢ.
ﺑﺮ روي ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟـﻮر وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ ﻻزم ،ﻗﻬـﻮه
ﺳﺎز ،ﭘﺨﺖ ﻏﺬا ،ﭼـﺎﻗﻮﺗﻴﺰﻛﻦ ،و ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎم آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻳـﺎ اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﺮدﻧـﺸﺎن را ﺑﻠـﺪ
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ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺗﺎزه و ﮔﺮان ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﺎزه اﻧﮕﺎر از ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﺪي ﺷﺎن در آورده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ روز ﺑـﺮق
اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻮب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺗﺤـﺴﻴﻦ ﻛﻨـﺪ .از
ﻗﻬﻮه ﺳﺎز) ﻗﻬﻮه ﺟﻮش ﺑﺮﻗﻲ( ﻛﻪ او داﺷﺖ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد،
ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﻜﻲ
از آﻧﻬﺎ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ -ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﺷﻴﻮه اروﭘﺎﻳﻲ ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﺑﺎر ﻓﻘﻂ دو ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه
درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ" :آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﺎ دادﻧـﺪ .ﭘـﺴﺮ و ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﭘـﺴﺮﻣﺎ" .آﻧﻬـﺎ در
ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻮﭘﺲ 31ﺑﻲ ﺳـﻲ ) ﺑـﺮﻳﺘﻴﺶ ﻛﻠﻤﺒﻴـﺎ -ﻳﻜـﻲ از اﻳﺎﻟﺘﻬـﺎي
ﻏﺮﺑﻲ ﻛﺎﻧﺎدا-م( زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي ﺑﺮاﻳﻤـﺎن
ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺶ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﻜﺎر ﺑﺒﻨﺪﻳﻢ .ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ ﺑـﻮد
اﮔﺮ ﭘﻮﻟﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮاي آﻣﺪن و دﻳﺪن ﻣﺎ ﺑﺠﺎي ﺧﺮﻳﺪن و ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎدن
آن ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ،ﺧﺮج ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮﻓﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﻣﺸﻐﻮﻟﻨﺪ".
" آﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺎواﻳﻲ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ.
ﺗﻮ اﻳﻦ را درك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ ﻛـﺴﺎن دﻳﮕـﺮي در ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده
داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ،دم دﺳﺖ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ او ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دارﻳﻢ.
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او ﻗﻬﻮه را درون دو ﻟﻴﻮان ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﺳـﺮاﻣﻴﻜﻲ رﻳﺨـﺖ ﻛـﻪ از
ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎي درﺧﺖ ﺳﺮاﻣﻴﻜﻲ اي ﻛﻪ روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺮداﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺮدم دارﻧﺪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﺑﺨﺖ آن را دارد ،اداﻣـﻪ داد :اﮔـﺮ آﻧﻬـﺎ از دﻳـﺪن ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺮاﻳﺸﺎن اﻫﻤﻴﺖ دارد ،ﻣﺤﺮوم ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ،اﺣﺴﺎس اﻧﺪوه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﺜﻼ .ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﻣﻦ.
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﺶ رﻓﺘﻲ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮر آن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﺳﭙﺲ رﻓﺖ ﺳﺮ اﺻﻞ ﻣﻄﻠﺒﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .اﻳـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﭙﺬﻳﺮد ﻛﻪ اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴـﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ .ﺑـﺮاي ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎت؟ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﭼﻨـﺪﻣﺎﻳﻞ
راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻃﻮل ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻳـﺎ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ دﻟـﺶ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫـﺪ ﻛﻤـﻲ
ﺑﺨﻮدش اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ -.ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻜـﺮده
ﺑﻮد .و ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدش آن را ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد دﻫﺪ -.اﮔﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ ،او ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺒﺮد ،ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﻪ
ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ زد،
او ﻟﺒﻬﺎي ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اش را ﺟﻨﺒﺎﻧﺪ و زﺑﺎن ﻧﻬﻔﺘﻪ اش را ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ
ﻣﺰه ﻣﺸﻜﻮﻛﻲ را ﺗﺸﺨﻴﺺ دﻫﺪ ،ﺣﺮﻛﺖ داد .ﺷﻴﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﻗﻬـﻮه
او و ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺑﻲ از ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ زﻧﺠﻔﻴﻞ آورد.
وﻗﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺸﻘﺎب ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ را روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﺳﺖ .در ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﭼﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮد ﺗـﺎ ﭘـﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ.
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آن را ﮔﻔﺖ و ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨـﺸﻴﻨﺪ ،ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻧﮕﻔـﺖ .ﺷـﻴﺮ در
ﻗﻬﻮه ﺧﻮدش رﻳﺨﺖ و آن را ﻫﻢ زد.
ﺑﻌﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ.
" ﻧﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ آن ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻢ .و دﻟﻴﻠﺶ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ آﺷﻔﺘﻪ اش ﻛﻨﻢ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " :آﺷﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ .آﺷﺘﻔﻪ اش ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .اﻣﻜـﺎن ﻧـﺪارد اﻳﻨﻜـﺎر را ﺑﻜـﻨﻢ.
ﺑﻴﺎورﻣﺶ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ و ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻤﺶ .ﮔﻴﺠﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" وﻟﻲ درك ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ دﻳﺪار اﺳﺖ؟ ﺑﻄﻮر
ازﻣﺎﻳﺸﻲ ﻫﻢ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري را ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟
ﮔﻔﺖ " :او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﺪ.
اﻳﻦ را ﻃﻮري ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺗﻮﻫﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ اوﺑﺮي اﺳﺖ" .
اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺗﻌﻠﻴﻖ اﺳـﺖ .و ﺑﻌـﺪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ را ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
آﻣﺎده ﻛﻨﻢ و او را داﺧﻞ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﮕـﺬارم .و او ﻣـﺮد ﮔﻨـﺪه اي
ﺳﺖ .رﺳﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ او آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻫﻤﭽـﻴﻦ آﺳـﺎن
ﻫﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ او را ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ دﻫﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺒـﺮم و
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي آن را ﺑﺒﻨﺪم .اﮔﺮ ﻗﺮار ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﻤﻪ
دردﺳﺮ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺗـﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣـﻲ دﻫـﻢ او را ﺑـﺮاي ﺟـﺎي
ﺷﺎدي و ﺳﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﺑﺒﺮم.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :وﻟﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺒﻮل ﻛﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻪ ي اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را
اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ؟" ﺗـﻦ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ را ﺑـﺸﻜﻞ اﻣﻴﺪواراﻧـﻪ و ﻣﻨﻄﻘـﻲ
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ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺖ و اداﻣﻪ داد " :راﺳﺖ ﺳﺖ .ﺷﻤﺎ آﻧﻬﻤـﻪ دردﺳـﺮ را
ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ".
ﺑﺎ ﺻﺮاﺣﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺷﻤﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﺪ .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳـﻴﺪش .ﺷـﻤﺎ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻴﺪ .او ﻧﻤـﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﻤﺎ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎ را
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻴﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ آن زﺣﻤﺘﻬـﺎ و ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺑﻜﻨﻴﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ اﺳﻢ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻴﺎورد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﺑﺮده ﺷﻮد .ﻳﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ
ﻫﺎي درﻳﺎﭼﻪ دوﺑﺎره ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎي آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮود.
ﺑﻠﻨــﺪ ﺷــﺪ و ﺳــﻴﮕﺎرش را در آورد و ﻓﻨــﺪك را از ﺑﺎرﻳﻜــﻪ ي
ﺑﺎﻻي ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ؟"
ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ ،ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .او ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ دارد ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر ﺑـﻪ او
ﺗﻌﺎرف ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
" ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪي؟ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدي؟
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدم"
" ﺟﻨﺪ وﻗﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻮد؟"
ﻛﻤﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد " .ﺳﻲ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ .ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ"
او ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﻴﻬﺎي آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ ژاﻛﻲ ،ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر را
ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻴﺎورد ﻛﻪ اول ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد
ﻳﺎ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﭘﺎداش ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدن ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﮔﻴﺮش ﻣـﻲ
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آﻣﺪ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﺶ رﺳﻴﺪه ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﺮك
ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﻳﻨﻚ او از ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ داﺷﺖ.
او) ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي( ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻣﻦ ﺗﺮك ﻛـﺮدن را ﺗـﺮك ﻛـﺮده ام.
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدن را ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ.
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼﺮوك ﺷـﺪن ﺻـﻮرت دﻟﻴـﻞ ﺗـﺮك
ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ -ﻳﻚ زن -ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد زﻧﺎﻧﻴﻜـﻪ
ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ ﭼﺮوﻛﻬﺎي ﺧﺎﺻﻲ در ﭼﻬﺮه ﺷﺎن ﭘﻴﺪا ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آن ﭼﺮوﻛﻬﺎ از آﻓﺘﺎب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
ﻓﻘﻂ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﮔﺮدﻧﺶ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ اي
ﭼﺮوك داﺷﺖ .ﮔﺮدن ﭼﺮوﻛﻴﺪه ،ﭘﺮ از ﺟـﻮاﻧﻲ و ﺳـﻴﻨﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻧﻮك ﺑﺎﻻ .زﻧﺎن ﻫﻢ ﺳﻦ او ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻦ اﻳﻦ ﺗﻨﺎﻗﺾ ﻫﺎ را داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻧﻘﺎط زﺷﺖ و زﻳﺒﺎ .ﻳﻚ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ ژﻧﺘﻴﻜﻲ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﺗﻠﻔﻴﻖ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .زﻧﺎن اﻧﺪﻛﻲ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺣﻔﻆ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﺳﺎﻳﻪ اي ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ.
و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ واﻗﻌﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭼﻮن او ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺖ .وﻗﺘـﻲ
اوﺑﺮي ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳـﺴﺖ ،دﺧﺘـﺮي ﭘـﺮ از ﺣﺮﻓﻬـﺎي
ﺗﻤﺴﺨﺮ و ﺑﻲ اﺣﺘﺮاﻣﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻳـﺪ ،ﺑـﺎ ﻛﺠـﻲ ﭼـﺸﻢ آﺑـﻲ اش،
ﻟﺒﻬﺎي ﺟﻤﻊ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻪ دور ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻤﻨﻮع؟
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ :ﭘﺲ ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﺷـﻤﺎ اﻓـﺴﺮده اﺳـﺖ؟ اﺳـﻢ
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺷﻤﺎ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ"
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" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ .و اﺳﻢ ﺷﻤﺎ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨـﻮن ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﺳﻤﻢ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﺳﺖ.
او دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﻄﻮر ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮه اي روي ﻣﻴﺰ رﻫﺎ ﻛﺮد.
"ﺳﻼم ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
و ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﺎ اﺳﻢ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ- .در ﺧـﻮد ﺗﻜـﺮار
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ)م ،(.دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ دﻗﻴﻘﻦ ﻧﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼـﻪ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ اﮔﺮ او ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧﺘﻪ ﺗﺮا
ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .از او ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻢ و او ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻳـﻚ ﻓـﺎﻧﺘﺰي ﮔـﺬرا ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
اﺣﺴﺎس ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ او را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻢ اﮔـﺮ
ﻣﺎﺟﺮا اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻴﺶ از اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ
ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ رﻳﺴﻚ ﻛـﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ او ﺳـﺮﺧﻮرده ﺷـﻮد و
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .ﺑﺎ او ﭘﺮ از ﺧﺎﻃﺮه ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﻧﺪارم .ﻣﻦ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ.
ﻣﻦ آن ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻢ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗـﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛﺮدﻳـﺪ – ﻣﻴـﺪاﻧﻢ
ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻤﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ -ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺪه او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ ﺑﺮود؟
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ اورد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻧﻪ.ﻣﻦ او را ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارم".
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ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ و ﺑﺰرﮔـﻮاري ﺷـﻤﺎ را ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﺎﻧﺪ .اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ي ﺑﺰرﮔﻮاري ،ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳـﻲ ﺗﻌﺒﻴـﺮ
ﻧﺸﻮد .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻨﻈﻮري ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺷﻤﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻴـﺪ .ﺑﺰرﮔـﻮاري ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ دارم ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
" ﻫﻨﻮز .آﺳﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
" ﻧﻪ .آﺳﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺷﺮاﻳﻄﻲ ﻛﻪ دارم ،ﭼﺎره دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺪارم.
ﭘﻮﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارم ﻛﻪ او را در آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﮕـﻪ دارم ﻣﮕـﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را
ﺑﻔﺮوﺷــﻢ .ﺧﺎﻧــﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻳــﺴﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﻣــﺎ ﻫــﺮ دو دارﻳــﻢ .در ﻏﻴــﺮ
اﻳﻨﺼﻮرت ﻣﻦ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﻨﺒﻊ ﻣﺎﻟﻲ دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻧـﺪارم .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ آﻳﻨـﺪه
ﺣﻘﻮق ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﮕﻲ او و ﺧﻮدم را ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ داﺷـﺖ .وﻟـﻲ در آن
ﺻﻮرت ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري اش در آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻣﻲ
دادم و ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﻜﻲ ﺑﻮدم .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﺟـﺎي ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ
دارد .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زﻳﺒﺎﺳﺖ.
" ﺧﻮب .درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ آن ﻣﻲ رﺳﻢ .ﺗﻌﻤﻴـﺮش ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ و آن را آﻣﺎده ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارم .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ از دﺳﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﻢ.
" ﻧﻪ  .دﻟﻴﻠﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ".
او ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺷﺮﻛﺖ ،ﻣﺎ را ﺧﺸﻚ و ﺧﺎﻟﻲ رﻫﺎ ﻛﺮد " .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ
ي آﻣﺪن و رﻓـﺘﻦ را ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ اﻣـﺎ او را از ﺷـﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻴـﺮون
راﻧﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺘﻢ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﺮﻛﺖ ﭘـﻮل
ﺑﺪﻫﻜﺎر اﺳﺖ و وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﻔﻬﻢ ﭼـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﭼـﻪ
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اﺳﺖ او رﻓﺖ و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻫﻴﭻ رﺑﻄﻲ ﻧﺪارد .ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﺎر اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﻛـﺮد .اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻦ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ ﻫﻢ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪم .ﺷـﻤﺎ
ازدواج ﻛﺮده اﻳﺪ .ﺷـﻤﺎ ازدواج ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻴـﺪ .ﺷـﻤﺎ ﻣـﻲ داﻧﻴـﺪ
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﺧﻮدم ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ آن را درﻳﺎﺑﻢ ،ﻗـﺮار ﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ و ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ از آن ﺧﻼص ﺷﻮم .ﻃﻲ ﺳـﻔﺮ
از اﻳﻦ وﻳﺮوس ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ از آن ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه
اي و ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻣﻲ رود و ﻫﻤﺎن اورا ﺑﻪ زﻣﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺪ ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ.
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﺪا ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﺷﺪ .اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد .دﻳﮕـﺮ
از ﻣﻦ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ از او ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﻋـﻮض ﻛﻨـﻲ ).زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ را
ﺷﻜﺴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ(.
زﺑﺎﻧﺶ را ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﺮﺑﻪ ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻟﺒﻬـﺎﻳﺶ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﻧـﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ داﺷـﺖ
ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ را ﺗﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ".ﻃﻮري ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮف
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﻢ؟ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺮوﻓﺴﻮر داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺧﻴﻠﻲ وﻗﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ"
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺷﺮط ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨـﺪم ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﭼـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي دارﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻴـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻣﻴﺴﻴﻮﻧﺮﻫﺎي دﻳﻨﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
" ﻣﻦ آن ﻃﻮر ﻗﻀﺎوت ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﻤﺎﺳﺖ.
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" ﺑﻠﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ".
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ ﺑـﻲ ﻃﺮﻓﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﺧـﺘﻢ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ از او ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ در ﻳﻚ
ﻣﻐﺎزه ي اﺑﺰارآﻻت ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﺑﺎره آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﺑـﺰرﮔﺶ
ﻧﻜﺮدم".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ،ﻣﺎرﻳـﺎن ،ﺑـﻪ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﺪ .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ داﺷـﺖ ﺗـﺎ ﺑـﺎ
ﺣﺴﺎدت ﺟﻨﺴﻲ زن ،ﻳﺎ ﺳﺮﺳﺨﺘﻲ ،ﻛﻠﻪ ﺷﻘﻲ ﺣﺴﺎدت زﻧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺗﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ درﻛـﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻳﻞ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻠﺤـﺎظ اﻓـﺴﺮدﮔﻲ،
ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ در ﻣﺴﻴﺮي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ آﺷـﻨﺎ ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﺪاﻋﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ اﻓـﺮاد ﺧـﺎﻧﻮده و
ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺎن ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدرش داﺷﺖ ،ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد و ﭘﻮل را اولِ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ
وﻗﺘﻲ آدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،از آن روﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ راﺑﻄﻪ
ي ﻣﻠﻤﻮس ﺑﺎ واﻗﻌﻴﺖ را از دﺳﺖ داده اﺳﺖ .آن ﻃـﻮري ﺑـﻮد
ﻛــﻪ ﻣﺎرﻳــﺎن او را دﻗﻴﻘــﺎ ﻣــﻲ دﻳــﺪ .آدم اﺣﻤﻘــﻲ ﻛــﻪ ﭘــﺮ از
داﻧﺴﺘﻨﻴﻬﺎي ﻣﻬﻤﻞ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪﻫﺎي ﺑـﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﺳـﺖ.
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺘﻨﺶ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺧـﻮد ﻧﺒـﻮد و ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮود دﻧﺒﺎل روﻳﺎﻫـﺎي ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ دﺳـﺖ و دل ﺑﺎزاﻧـﻪ ي
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ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ دﻳﮕﺮي را ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻪ اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧـﻪ .
او ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي دارد اﻻن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ او ﺑﻮدن ،او را ﻧﺎاﻣﻴـﺪ ،ﻋـﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ و ﺑـﺎﻻﺧﺮه
ﻏﻤﮕـﻴﻦ ﻛـﺮد .ﭼـﺮا؟ ﺑــﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﺨــﻮد
ﺑﻘﺒﻮﻻﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ او ﺗﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺣﻖ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎل ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺎ او ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧـﻲ ﻣﺜـﻞ او ازدواج ﻛـﺮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﮔـﺮ ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او از آن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﻗﺮار ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ .او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ وﺳﻮﺳـﻪ
اﻧﮕﻴﺰ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻻس زدن .آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻛـﭙﻠﺶ
را روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،دﻫـﺎن ﻏﻨﭽـﻪ اي،
ﺳﺎﻳﻪ اي از ﭼﺸﻢ زﻫﺮه رﻓﺘﻦ – ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﻢ و ﺑـﻴﺶ
ﻣﻌﺼﻮﻣﻴﺖ ﻋﺎﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ در ﻻس زدن ﻣـﺮدم ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﻬﺮ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ
وﺟﻮد داﺷﺖ.
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻣﻴﺪواري اي ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ اوﺑـﺮي را اﻧﺘﺨـﺎب
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﺧﻮب ،ﺷﻐﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﻨﺪﮔﻲ اش ،اﻧﺘﻈﺎرات ﻳﻘـﻪ
ﺳﻔﻴﺪش .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎورﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻋـﺎﻗﺒﺘﺶ
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از اﻳﻨـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .و اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑـﺮاي ﻫـﺮ آدم
ﻋﻤﻠﮕﺮاﻳﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﻋﻠﻴﺮﻏﻢ ﻣﺤﺎﺳﺒﺎﺗﺸﺎن ،ﺣـﺲ زﻧـﺪه
ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻧﺸﺎن ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻲ اي داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﮔﻴﺮ ﻧﻴﺎورﻧﺪ .ﺑﻲ ﺗﺮدﻳﺪ ﻣﻨﺼﻔﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
اوﻟﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻳﺪ ،ﭼﺸﻤﻚ زدن ﭼﺮاﻏﻲ ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ در ﭘﻴﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ آن ﺧﺎﻣﻮش و روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .او ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي
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ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ .دﻛﻤـﻪ را ﭘـﻴﺶ از
در آوردن ﻛﺖ اش ﻓﺸﺎر داد.
" ﺳﻼم ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ .اﻣﻴﺪوارم درﺳﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﭼﻴـﺰ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ رﻗـﺺ روز ﺷـﻨﺒﻪ ﺷـﺐ در ﻟﮕﻴـﻮن
 ، Legionﺷﻬﺮﻣﺎن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﺑـﺮاي ﻣﺠﺮدﻫـﺎ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻣﻦ در ﻛﻤﻴﺘﻪ ﻧﻬﺎرﺷﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨـﻲ ﺳـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻣﻬﻤﺎن ﺑﻄﻮر راﻳﮕﺎن ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﺒﺮم .ﺑﺮاي
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ؟ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻦ زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰن".
ﺻﺪاي زن ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺷﻤﺎره ﻣﺤﻠﻲ .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺻـﺪا دوﺑـﺎره
ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔـﺘﻦ ".ﻣـﻦ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ اﻻن ﻣﺘﻮﺟـﻪ ﺷـﺪم ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮده ام ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺧﻮب اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ ﺻـﺪاﻳﻢ را
ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ اي .ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ اﻳـﻦ دﺳـﺘﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎ ﻋـﺎدت
ﻧﻜﺮده ام .و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ ﻣﺠﺮد ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ و
ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﻫﻢ اﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺠـﺮد ﻧﻴـﺴﺘﻢ .اﻣـﺎ ﺿـﺮري
ﻧﺪارد ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﻦ زﻧـﮓ
ﺑﺰﻧﻲ و اﮔﺮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ ،ﻻزم ﺑﻪ ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮدم
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوي .ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺣـﺪس
ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺒﻼن ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ام ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ .او.ﻛـﻲ .ﭘـﺲ ﺧـﺪا
ﺣﺎﻓﻆ".
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ در ﭘﻴﺎم ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او درﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد،
ﻓﺮق ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺻـﺪاي ﭘﻴـﺎم اوﻟـﺶ ﻓـﺮق داﺷـﺖ.
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ﭼﻴﺰي در ﻳﻚ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﻪ .ﻳﻚ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻋﺼﺐ .ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻬﻞ اﻧﮕـﺎري
ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ،ﻳﻚ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺰدﮔﻲ در ﺑﺮﻗﺮاري راﺑﻄﻪ ،و ﺑﻲ ﺗﻔـﺎوﺗﻲ ﺑـﻪ
وا ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻳﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در او اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده
ﺑﻮد؟ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ روي داده ﺑﻮد ،او ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻗﻔﻴﺖ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد
ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ اش ﺑـﻮد ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
اﺣﺘﻤﺎل دارد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در او ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آﻣﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؛ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ از ﭘﻴـﺸﺶ رﻓـﺖ .ﻧـﻪ ﺿـﺮورﺗﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﺟﺎذﺑﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﻬﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻔﻘﻂ درك اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻳـﻚ
اﻣﻜﺎن ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻢ و ﺑﻴﺶ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻮد .اﻣﻜﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ او
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ را ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
اﻣﺎ او ﻛﻤﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻋﺼﺒﻲ داﺷـﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ او اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ را
ﻛﺮد .او ﺧﻮدش را در ﺧﻄـﺮ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ .ﭼﻘـﺪر از او را ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ آﺳﻴﺐ ﭘﺬﻳﺮي ﻳـﻚ زن ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ زﻣﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد ﺗﺎ راﺑﻄﻪ ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺘﺮ ﺷـﻮد .ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ در آﻏﺎز ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺷـﺎره اي
از ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮش ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﺣﺲ رﺿﺎﻳﺘﺒﺨﺸﻲ
ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ داد .ﭼﺮا اﻧﻜﺎر ﻛﺮد؟ ﺣﺲ رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ .ﺟﻴﺰي ﺑﻴﺪارش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﺳﻮﺳﻮ زدن،
ﻣﺎت ﺑﺮ ﺷﺨﺼﻴﺖ ﻇـﺎﻫﺮي او .ﺿـﻌﻒ او ﺑـﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷـﺘﻦ در
ﺻﺪاي ﻛﺞ ﺧﻠﻘﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻣﺸﻬﻮدش؛ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﻗﺎرچ و ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎ را آورد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش اﻣﻠﺖ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
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ﺳﭙﺲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻨﻮﺷﺪ.
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد- .ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺖ  -ﻫﺮﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ؟ ﻣﺜﻼ اﮔﺮ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او را ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ،
او را ﺑﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او رﺿﺎﻳﺖ دﻫـﺪ ﺗـﺎ اوﺑـﺮي را ﺑـﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ؟ و ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻣﻼﻗﺎت ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺑـﺎﻗﻲ
ﻋﻤﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺧﻮدش و ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ اﮔـﺮ
اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺗﺤﻮﻳﻞ ﻣﻲ داد؟
ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﺑﺎﻳﺪ روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﻧﻨﺸـﺴﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﺑـﺎ اﻧﺠـﺎم
ﻛﺎري ﺳﺮش را ﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ اوﺑﺮي ﻏﺬا دﻫﺪ
در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺧﺮﻳﺪن ﻗﺎرچ و ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺳـﺮﮔﺮم آﻣـﺎده ﻛـﺮدن اوﺑـﺮي
ﺑﺮاي رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰ در ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻬﺎ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﺣـﺴﺎب
ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﺗﺎ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ.
ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در راﻫﻨﻤﺎي ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻪ او ﻳـﻚ اﻧـﺪازه ي
ﺗﺨﻤﻴﻨﻲ داده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺪودا ﻛﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣـﺴﺎب
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﺮﺳـﺪ و آن را ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳﺪن از ﺳﻮﭘﺮي ﻛـﻪ ) ﺑـﺎ در ﻧﻈـﺮ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻦ
ﺳﻮﭘﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدﻫﺎي ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ از آن ﻫـﺮ روز ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ(
اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻘﺪار زﻣﺎن ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد ﺗﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ و ﭘﻴﺎم را ﺑﺸﻨﻮد ،ﺗﻌﻴﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .و آن زﻣـﺎن
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ﻛﻪ ﺳﻜﻮت وادار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻣـﻲ اﻧﺪﻳـﺸﺪ.
ﭘﻴﺎﻣﻬﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺎم ﺑﻴﺮون دﻋﻮت ﺷﻮد ،ﻳﺎ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎﺗﻲ ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﻬﻢ ﺑﻮده ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺳﺮ وﻗﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ .ﭼﻪ ﻏﺮوري از ﺳـﻮي او .ﻣﺎرﻳـﺎن ﺟـﺪاي از ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰ ،زن ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ ﺑﻮد .اوزود ﺗﺮ از وﻗﺖ ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب
ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺟﻔﺖ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﺮاي رﻗﺺ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﺣـﺪ ﺷـﻖ و
رق و ﭘﺮوﻓﺴﻮري.
ﻛﻨﺎر ﺗﻠﻔﻦ اﻳـﺴﺘﺎد .ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺠﻠـﻪ ﭼـﺸﻢ دوﺧـﺖ اﻣـﺎ ﮔﻮﺷـﻲ را
ﺑﺮﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ دوﺑﺎره زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ .ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .در اﻧﺒﺎري زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﻮدم ﺗﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎي
ﺷﺴﺘﻪ را در ﺧﺸﻚ ﻛﻦ ﺑﮕﺬارم و ﺷﻨﻴﺪم ﺗﻠﻔﻦ زﻧﮓ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ
و وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎﻻ آﻣﺪم ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻗﻄـﻊ
ﻛﺮد .اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدي ،و اﮔﺮ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﭼﻮن ﻣﻦ درواﻗﻊ ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴـﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ
ﻧﺪارم و ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺎم ﺑﮕﺬاري .ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ .اﻻن ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ده و ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ و ﭘـﻨﺞ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
" ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻆ"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﺳﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ .او ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي
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از ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ و ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ و ﺳﺒﻚ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺎﺟﺮا را
ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮده ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن .ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻮرد ﭘﺮده ﻫﺎي اﺑﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮده ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن .و ﭼﺮا ﻧﻪ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ زﻧﺠﻔﻴﻞ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻮب ﭼﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﺑﻮدن ان ﺗﺎﻛﻴـﺪ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﺳﺮاﻣﻴﻚ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺑﺮ درﺧﺖ ﺳﺮاﻣﻴﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻳﻚ
ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻚ روي ﻓﺮش ،.ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻗـﺎﻟﻲ
ﺑﻮد .درﺧﺸﺶ زﻳﺎد و ﻋﻤﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﻤﻲ
ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ -.اﻳﺎ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او
اﻳﻨﻄﻮر وﺟﺪاﻧﺶ ﺑﻲ ﻗﺮار ﺑﻮد از اﻳﻦ ﺑﻴﺰاري و ﺑﻲ اﻋﺘﻤﺎدي ﺑﻪ
ﻋﺎﻃﻔﻪ و ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ؟ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دو ﭘﻴﺎﻟﻪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﭘﻴﺎﻟﻪ
اوﻟﺶ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد؟
ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ زرد ﮔﺮدوﻳﻲ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺎور داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻗﻬـﻮه اي
ﺑﺮﻧﺰه ﺑﻮد -ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮﺷﺪن ) ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼـﺮوك ﭘﻮﺳـﺖ(
ﮔﺮدن و ﺻﻮرت او اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻴﻖ و ﭘﻮﺳﺖ
ﭼﺮوﻛﻴﺪه .ﺑﻮدار و داغ .او داﺷﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﺷﻤﺎره ﺗﻠﻔﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ ﻛـﺮده ،ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ .آن و
ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻴﺖ ﻋﻤﻠﻲ زﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﺮﺑـﻪ اي اش .ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺳـﻨﮓ
ﺟﻮاﻫﺮي اش.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در اﺗﺎﻗﺶ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﻧﺒﻮد .او در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه
ﺑﺎز ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎس ﻓﺼﻞ اﻣﺎ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه و روﺷﻦ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه
ﺑﻮد.
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از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﻮاي ﮔﺮم ﺳﺮﻛﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي از ﺷﻜﻮﻓﻪ ﻳﺎس ﺑـﻨﻔﺶ و
ﻛﻮدﻫﺎي ﺑﻬﺎري دﺷﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .ﻛﺘـﺎﺑﻲ ﺑـﺎز روي داﻣـﻨﺶ
داﺷﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺘﺎب ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ام ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻛـﻦ .در
ﺑﺎره اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻫـﻢ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻛﺘـﺎﺑﻲ
ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ارزﺷﻤﻨﺪ را در اﺗﺎق ﺑﻲ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺑﮕﺬارﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻫﺎ را ﻗﺎﻃﻲ ﻛﺮده اﻧـﺪ .ﻣـﻦ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ زرد ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﭘﻮﺷﻢ".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ"
آﻳﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎزرﺳﻲ ﺷﺪﻳﻢ؟ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﻔﺎﻓﻴﺖ
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﺮدﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﺪت زﻳﺎدﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ
اي.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ،ﻣﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰ ﺑـﺮاي ﺗـﻮ آورده ام .اوﺑـﺮي را ﺑﻴـﺎد
داري؟
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ زل زد .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ اﻣﻮاج ﺑﺎد آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ .در ﺳﺮش ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺗﻜﻪ ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﻫﺎ را رﻳﺶ رﻳـﺶ
ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺪي ﮔﻔﺖ " :اﺳﻤﻬﺎ ﻣﺮا دور ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ".
ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ دور ﺷﺪ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪ ﺑﺨـﻮدش ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ.
ﻛﺘﺎب را ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دراز
ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ دورِ او ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭘﻮﺳﺖ او ﻳﺎ ﻧﻔﺴﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻮي ﺿـﻌﻒ
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ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﻪ ﻣﺸﺎم ﻣﻲ رﺳﺎﻧﺪ .ﺑﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻮي ﺳﺎﻗﻪ
ي ﺳﺒﺰ در ﻣﺎﻧﺪاب ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻒ " :ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا ﻣـﻲ ﺑﻴـﻨﻢ .ﻫـﺮ دو ﻣﻬﺮﺑـﺎن و
رﺳﻤﻲ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻧﺮﻣﻪ ﮔﻮش او را ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﺎﻧﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ دور ﺷـﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ" دور ﺷـﺪن ﺑـﻲ
ﺧﻴﺎل دﻧﻴﺎ و ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ ﻣﻦ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ".
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ را ﺑﺮ روي ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪش ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ ،.روي ﭘﻮﺳـﺖ
ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺳﺮش ،ﺟﻤﺠﻤﻪ ي ﺧﻮش ﺗﺮاﺷﺶ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻫﻴﭻ اﻣﻴﺪي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ )".ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ(
tarikhema.org
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The Bear Came Over the Mountain
By: Alice Munro, December 27, 1999

Fiona lived in her parents’ house, in the town where she
and Grant went to university. It was a big, bay-windowed
house that seemed to Grant both luxurious and disorderly,
with rugs crooked on the floors and cup rings bitten into the
table varnish. Her mother was Icelandic—a powerful
woman with a froth of white hair and indignant far-left
politics. The father was an important cardiologist, revered
around the hospital but happily subservient at home, where
he would listen to his wife’s strange tirades with an absentminded smile. Fiona had her own little car and a pile of
cashmere sweaters, but she wasn’t in a sorority, and her
mother’s political activity was probably the reason. Not
that she cared. Sororities were a joke to her, and so was
politics—though she liked to play “The Four Insurgent
Generals” on the phonograph, and sometimes also the
“Internationale,” very loud, if there was a guest she thought
she could make nervous. A curly-haired gloomy-looking
foreigner was courting her—she said he was a Visigoth—
and so were two or three quite respectable and uneasy
young interns. She made fun of them all and of Grant as
well. She would drolly repeat some of his small-town
phrases. He thought maybe she was joking when she
proposed to him, on a cold bright day on the beach at Port
Stanley. Sand was stinging their faces and the waves
delivered crashing loads of gravel at their feet.
“Do you think it would be fun—” Fiona shouted. “Do you
think it would be fun if we got married?”
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He took her up on it, he shouted yes. He wanted never to be
away from her. She had the spark of life.
Just before they left their house Fiona noticed a mark on
the kitchen floor. It came from the cheap black house shoes
she had been wearing earlier in the day.
“I thought they’d quit doing that,” she said in a tone of
ordinary annoyance and perplexity, rubbing at the gray
smear that looked as if it had been made by a greasy
crayon.
She remarked that she’d never have to do this again, since
she wasn’t taking those shoes with her.
“I guess I’ll be dressed up all the time,” she said. “Or semidressed up. It’ll be sort of like in a hotel.”
She rinsed out the rag she’d been using and hung it on the
rack inside the door under the sink. Then she put on her
golden-brown, fur-collared ski jacket, over a white
turtleneck sweater and tailored fawn slacks. She was a tall,
narrow-shouldered woman, seventy years old but still
upright and trim, with long legs and long feet, delicate
wrists and ankles, and tiny, almost comical-looking ears.
Her hair that was as light as milkweed fluff had gone from
pale blond to white somehow without Grant’s noticing
exactly when, and she still wore it down to her shoulders,
as her mother had done. (That was the thing that had
alarmed Grant’s own mother, a small-town widow who
worked as a doctor’s receptionist. The long white hair on
Fiona’s mother, even more than the state of the house, had
told her all she needed to know about attitudes and
politics.) But otherwise Fiona, with her fine bones and
small sapphire eyes, was nothing like her mother. She had a
slightly crooked mouth, which she emphasized now with
red lipstick—usually the last thing she did before she left
the house.
She looked just like herself on this day—direct and vague
as in fact she was, sweet and ironic.
Over a year ago, Grant had started noticing so many little
yellow notes stuck up all over the house. That was not
entirely new. Fiona had always written things down—the
title of a book she’d heard mentioned on the radio or the
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jobs she wanted to make sure she got done that day. Even
her morning schedule was written down. He found it
mystifying and touching in its precision: “7 a.m. yoga.
7:30–7:45 teeth face hair. 7:45– 8:15 walk. 8:15 Grant and
breakfast.”
The new notes were different. Stuck onto the kitchen
drawers—Cutlery, Dishtowels, Knives. Couldn’t she just
open the drawers and see what was inside?
Worse things were coming. She went to town and phoned
Grant from a booth to ask him how to drive home. She
went for her usual walk across the field into the woods and
came home by the fence line—a very long way round. She
said that she’d counted on fences always taking you
somewhere.
It was hard to figure out. She’d said that about fences as if
it were a joke, and she had remembered the phone number
without any trouble.
“I don’t think it’s anything to worry about,” she said. “I
expect I’m just losing my mind.”
He asked if she had been taking sleeping pills.
“If I am I don’t remember,” she said. Then she said she was
sorry to sound so flippant. “I’m sure I haven’t been taking
anything. Maybe I should be. Maybe vitamins.”
Vitamins didn’t help. She would stand in doorways trying
to figure out where she was going. She forgot to turn on the
burner under the vegetables or put water in the
coffeemaker. She asked Grant when they’d moved to this
house.
“Was it last year or the year before?”
“It was twelve years ago,” he said.
“That’s shocking.”
“She’s always been a bit like this,” Grant said to the doctor.
He tried without success to explain how Fiona’s surprise
and apologies now seemed somehow like routine courtesy,
not quite concealing a private amusement. As if she’d
stumbled on some unexpected adventure. Or begun playing
a game that she hoped he would catch on to.
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“Yes, well,” the doctor said. “It might be selective at first.
We don’t know, do we? Till we see the pattern of the
deterioration, we really can’t say.”
In a while it hardly mattered what label was put on it.
Fiona, who no longer went shopping alone, disappeared
from the supermarket while Grant had his back turned. A
policeman picked her up as she was walking down the
middle of the road, blocks away. He asked her name and
she answered readily. Then he asked her the name of the
Prime Minister.
“If you don’t know that, young man, you really shouldn’t
be in such a responsible job.”
He laughed. But then she made the mistake of asking if
he’d seen Boris and Natasha. These were the now dead
Russian wolfhounds she had adopted many years ago, as a
favor to a friend, then devoted herself to for the rest of their
lives. Her taking them over might have coincided with the
discovery that she was not likely to have children.
Something about her tubes being blocked, or twisted—
Grant could not remember now. He had always avoided
thinking about all that female apparatus. Or it might have
been after her mother died. The dogs’ long legs and silky
hair, their narrow, gentle, intransigent faces made a fine
match for her when she took them out for walks. And Grant
himself, in those days, landing his first job at the university
(his father-in-law’s money welcome there in spite of the
political taint), might have seemed to some people to have
been picked up on another of Fiona’s eccentric whims, and
groomed and tended and favored—though, fortunately, he
didn’t understand this until much later.
There was a rule that nobody could be admitted to
Meadowlake during the month of December. The holiday
season had so many emotional pitfalls. So they made the
twenty-minute drive in January. Before they reached the
highway the country road dipped through a swampy hollow
now completely frozen over.
Fiona said, “Oh, remember.”
Grant said, “I was thinking about that, too.”
“Only it was in the moonlight,” she said.
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She was talking about the time that they had gone out
skiing at night under the full moon and over the blackstriped snow, in this place that you could get into only in
the depths of winter. They had heard the branches cracking
in the cold.
If she could remember that, so vividly and correctly, could
there really be so much the matter with her? It was all he
could do not to turn around and drive home.
There was another rule that the supervisor explained to
him. New residents were not to be visited during the first
thirty days. Most people needed that time to get settled in.
Before the rule had been put in place, there had been pleas
and tears and tantrums, even from those who had come in
willingly. Around the third or fourth day they would start
lamenting and begging to be taken home. And some
relatives could be susceptible to that, so you would have
people being carted home who would not get on there any
better than they had before. Six months or sometimes only
a few weeks later, the whole upsetting hassle would have to
be gone through again.
“Whereas we find,” the supervisor said, “we find that if
they’re left on their own the first month they usually end up
happy as clams.”
They had in fact gone over to Meadowlake a few times
several years ago to visit Mr. Farquhar, the old bachelor
farmer who had been their neighbor. He had lived by
himself in a drafty brick house unaltered since the early
years of the century, except for the addition of a
refrigerator and a television set. Now, just as Mr.
Farquhar’s house was gone, replaced by a gimcrack sort of
castle that was the weekend home of some people from
Toronto, the old Meadowlake was gone, though it had
dated only from the fifties. The new building was a
spacious, vaulted place, whose air was faintly, pleasantly
pine-scented. Profuse and genuine greenery sprouted out of
giant crocks in the hallways.
Nevertheless, it was the old Meadowlake that Grant found
himself picturing Fiona in, during the long month he had to
get through without seeing her. He phoned every day and
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hoped to get the nurse whose name was Kristy. She seemed
a little amused at his constancy, but she would give him a
fuller report than any other nurse he got stuck with.
Fiona had caught a cold the first week, she said, but that
was not unusual for newcomers. “Like when your kids start
school,” Kristy said. “There’s a whole bunch of new germs
they’re exposed to and for a while they just catch
everything.”
Then the cold got better. She was off the antibiotics and she
didn’t seem as confused as she had been when she came in.
(This was the first Grant had heard about either the
antibiotics or the confusion.) Her appetite was pretty good
and she seemed to enjoy sitting in the sunroom. And she
was making some friends, Kristy said.
If anybody phoned, he let the machine pick up. The people
they saw socially, occasionally, were not close neighbors
but people who lived around the country, who were retired,
as they were, and who often went away without notice.
They would imagine that he and Fiona were away on some
such trip at present.
Grant skied for exercise. He skied around and around in the
field behind the house as the sun went down and left the
sky pink over a countryside that seemed to be bound by
waves of blue-edged ice. Then he came back to the
darkening house, turning the television news on while he
made his supper. They had usually prepared supper
together. One of them made the drinks and the other the
fire, and they talked about his work (he was writing a study
of legendary Norse wolves and particularly of the great
wolf Fenrir, which swallows up Odin at the end of the
world) and about whatever Fiona was reading and what
they had been thinking during their close but separate day.
This was their time of liveliest intimacy, though there was
also, of course, the five or ten minutes of physical
sweetness just after they got into bed— something that did
not often end in sex but reassured them that sex was not
over yet.
In a dream he showed a letter to one of his colleagues. The
letter was from the roommate of a girl he had not thought
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of for a while and was sanctimonious and hostile,
threatening in a whining way. The girl herself was someone
he had parted from decently and it seemed unlikely that she
would want to make a fuss, let alone try to kill herself,
which was what the letter was elaborately trying to tell him
she had done.
He had thought of the colleague as a friend. He was one of
those husbands who had been among the first to throw
away their neckties and leave home to spend every night on
a floor mattress with a bewitching young mistress—coming
to their offices, their classes, bedraggled and smelling of
dope and incense. But now he took a dim view.
“I wouldn’t laugh,” he said to Grant—who did not think he
had been laughing. “And if I were you I’d try to prepare
Fiona.”
So Grant went off to find Fiona in Meadowlake—the old
Meadowlake—and got into a lecture hall instead.
Everybody was waiting there for him to teach his class.
And sitting in the last, highest row was a flock of cold-eyed
young women all in black robes, all in mourning, who
never took their bitter stares off him, and pointedly did not
write down, or care about, anything he was saying.
Fiona was in the first row, untroubled. “Oh phooey,” she
said. “Girls that age are always going around talking about
how they’ll kill themselves.”
He hauled himself out of the dream, took pills, and set
about separating what was real from what was not.
There had been a letter, and the word “rat” had appeared in
black paint on his office door, and Fiona, on being told that
a girl had suffered from a bad crush on him, had said pretty
much what she said in the dream. The colleague hadn’t
come into it, and nobody had committed suicide. Grant
hadn’t been disgraced. In fact, he had got off easy when
you thought of what might have happened just a couple of
years later. But word got around. Cold shoulders became
conspicuous. They had few Christmas invitations and spent
New Year’s Eve alone. Grant got drunk, and without its
being required of him—also, thank God, without making
the error of a confession—he promised Fiona a new life.
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Nowhere had there been any acknowledgment that the life
of a philanderer (if that was what Grant had to call
himself—he who had not had half as many conquests as the
man who had reproached him in his dream) involved acts
of generosity, and even sacrifice. Many times he had
catered to a woman’s pride, to her fragility, by offering
more affection—or a rougher passion—than anything he
really felt. All so that he could now find himself accused of
wounding and exploiting and destroying self-esteem. And
of deceiving Fiona—as, of course, he had. But would it
have been better if he had done as others had done with
their wives, and left her? He had never thought of such a
thing. He had never stopped making love to Fiona. He had
not stayed away from her for a single night. No making up
elaborate stories in order to spend a weekend in San
Francisco or in a tent on Manitoulin Island. He had gone
easy on the dope and the drink, and he had continued to
publish papers, serve on committees, make progress in his
career. He had never had any intention of throwing over
work and marriage and taking to the country to practice
carpentry or keep bees.
But something like that had happened, after all. He had
taken early retirement with a reduced pension. Fiona’s
father had died, after some bewildered and stoical time
alone in the big house, and Fiona had inherited both that
property and the farmhouse where her father had grown up,
in the country near Georgian Bay.
It was a new life. He and Fiona worked on the house. They
got cross-country skis. They were not very sociable but
they gradually made some friends. There were no more
hectic flirtations. No bare female toes creeping up under a
man’s pants leg at a dinner party. No more loose wives.
Just in time, Grant was able to think, when the sense of
injustice had worn down. The feminists and perhaps the sad
silly girl herself and his cowardly so-called friends had
pushed him out just in time. Out of a life that was in fact
getting to be more trouble than it was worth. And that
might eventually have cost him Fiona.
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On the morning of the day when he was to go back to
Meadowlake, for the first visit, Grant woke early. He was
full of a solemn tingling, as in the old days on the morning
of his first planned meeting with a new woman. The feeling
was not precisely sexual. (Later, when the meetings had
become routine, that was all it was.) There was an
expectation of discovery, almost a spiritual expansion. Also
timidity, humility, alarm.
There had been a thaw. Plenty of snow was left, but the
dazzling hard landscape of earlier winter had crumbled.
These pocked heaps under a gray sky looked like refuse in
the fields. In the town near Meadowlake he found a florist’s
shop and bought a large bouquet. He had never presented
flowers to Fiona before. Or to anyone else. He entered the
building feeling like a hopeless lover or a guilty husband in
a cartoon.
“Wow. Narcissus this early,” Kristy said. “You must’ve
spent a fortune.” She went along the hall ahead of him and
snapped on the light in a sort of pantry, where she searched
for a vase. She was a heavy young woman who looked as if
she had given up on her looks in every department except
her hair. That was blond and voluminous. All the puffed-up
luxury of a cocktail waitress’s style, or a stripper’s, on top
of such a workaday face and body.
“There now,” she said, and nodded him down the hall.
“Name’s right on the door.”
So it was, on a nameplate decorated with bluebirds. He
wondered whether to knock, and did, then opened the door
and called her name.
She wasn’t there. The closet door was closed, the bed
smoothed. Nothing on the bedside table, except a box of
Kleenex and a glass of water. Not a single photograph or
picture of any kind, not a book or a magazine. Perhaps you
had to keep those in a cupboard.
He went back to the nurses’ station. Kristy said, “No?”
with a surprise that he thought perfunctory. He hesitated,
holding the flowers. She said, “O.K., O.K.—let’s set the
bouquet down here.” Sighing, as if he were a backward
child on his first day at school, she led him down the hall
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toward a large central space with skylights which seemed
to be a general meeting area. Some people were sitting
along the walls, in easy chairs, others at tables in the
middle of the carpeted floor. None of them looked too bad.
Old—some of them incapacitated enough to need
wheelchairs—but decent. There had been some unnerving
sights when he and Fiona visited Mr. Farquhar. Whiskers
on old women’s chins, somebody with a bulged-out eye
like a rotted plum. Dribblers, head wagglers, mad
chatterers. Now it looked as if there’d been some weeding
out of the worst cases.
“See?” said Kristy in a softer voice. “You just go up and
say hello and try not to startle her. Just go ahead.”
He saw Fiona in profile, sitting close up to one of the card
tables, but not playing. She looked a little puffy in the face,
the flab on one cheek hiding the corner of her mouth, in a
way it hadn’t done before. She was watching the play of
the man she sat closest to. He held his cards tilted so that
she could see them. When Grant got near the table she
looked up. They all looked up—all the players at the table
looked up, with displeasure. Then they immediately looked
down at their cards, as if to ward off any intrusion.
But Fiona smiled her lopsided, abashed, sly, and charming
smile and pushed back her chair and came round to him,
putting her fingers to her mouth.
“Bridge,” she whispered. “Deadly serious. They’re quite
rabid about it.” She drew him toward the coffee table,
chatting. “I can remember being like that for a while at
college. My friends and I would cut class and sit in the
common room and smoke and play like cutthroats. Can I
get you anything? A cup of tea? I’m afraid the coffee isn’t
up to much here.”
Grant never drank tea.
He could not throw his arms around her. Something about
her voice and smile, familiar as they were, something about
the way she seemed to be guarding the players from him—
as well as him from their displeasure—made that
impossible.
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“I brought you some flowers,” he said. “I thought they’d do
to brighten up your room. I went to your room but you
weren’t there.”
“Well, no,” she said. “I’m here.” She glanced back at the
table.
Grant said, “You’ve made a new friend.” He nodded
toward the man she’d been sitting next to. At this moment
that man looked up at Fiona and she turned, either because
of what Grant had said or because she felt the look at her
back.
“It’s just Aubrey,” she said. “The funny thing is I knew him
years and years ago. He worked in the store. The hardware
store where my grandpa used to shop. He and I were
always kidding around and he couldn’t get up the nerve to
ask me out. Till the very last weekend and he took me to a
ballgame. But when it was over my grandpa showed up to
drive me home. I was up visiting for the summer. Visiting
my grandparents—they lived on a farm.”
“Fiona. I know where your grandparents lived. It’s where
we live. Lived.”
“Really?” she said, not paying her full attention because the
cardplayer was sending her his look, which was one not of
supplication but of command. He was a man of about
Grant’s age, or a little older. Thick coarse white hair fell
over his forehead and his skin was leathery but pale,
yellowish-white like an old wrinkled-up kid glove. His long
face was dignified and melancholy and he had something
of the beauty of a powerful, discouraged, elderly horse. But
where Fiona was concerned he was not discouraged.
“I better go back,” Fiona said, a blush spotting her newly
fattened face. “He thinks he can’t play without me sitting
there. It’s silly, I hardly know the game anymore. If I leave
you now, you can entertain yourself? It must all seem
strange to you but you’ll be surprised how soon you get
used to it. You’ll get to know who everybody is. Except
that some of them are pretty well off in the clouds, you
know—you can’t expect them all to get to know who you
are.”
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She slipped back into her chair and said something into
Aubrey’s ear. She tapped her fingers across the back of his
hand.
Grant went in search of Kristy and met her in the hall. She
was pushing a cart with pitchers of apple juice and grape
juice.
“Well?” she said.
Grant said, “Does she even know who I am?” He could not
decide. She could have been playing a joke. It would not be
unlike her. She had given herself away by that little
pretense at the end, talking to him as if she thought perhaps
he was a new resident. If it was a pretense.
Kristy said, “You just caught her at sort of a bad moment.
Involved in the game.”
“She’s not even playing,” he said.
“Well, but her friend’s playing. Aubrey.”
“So who is Aubrey?”
“That’s who he is. Aubrey. Her friend. Would you like a
juice?”
Grant shook his head.
“Oh look,” said Kristy. “They get these attachments. That
takes over for a while. Best buddy sort of thing. It’s kind of
a phase.”
“You mean she really might not know who I am?”
“She might not. Not today. Then tomorrow—you never
know, do you? You’ll see the way it is, once you’ve been
coming here for a while. You’ll learn not to take it all so
serious. Learn to take it day by day.”
Day by day. But things really didn’t change back and forth
and he didn’t get used to the way they were. Fiona was the
one who seemed to get used to him, but only as some
persistent visitor who took a special interest in her. Or
perhaps even as a nuisance who must be prevented,
according to her old rules of courtesy, from realizing that
he was one. She treated him with a distracted, social sort of
kindness that was successful in keeping him from asking
the most obvious, the most necessary question: did she
remember him as her husband of nearly fifty years? He got
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the impression that she would be embarrassed by such a
question—embarrassed not for herself but for him.
Kristy told him that Aubrey had been the local
representative of a company that sold weed killer “and all
that kind of stuff” to farmers. And then when he was not
very old or even retired, she said, he had suffered some
unusual kind of damage.
“His wife is the one takes care of him, usually at home. She
just put him in here on temporary care so she could get a
break. Her sister wanted her to go to Florida. See, she’s had
a hard time, you wouldn’t ever have expected a man like
him—they just went on a holiday somewhere and he got
something, like some bug that gave him a terrible high
fever? And it put him in a coma and left him like he is
now.”
Most afternoons the pair could be found at the card table.
Aubrey had large, thick-fingered hands. It was difficult for
him to manage his cards. Fiona shuffled and dealt for him
and sometimes moved quickly to straighten a card that
seemed to be slipping from his grasp. Grant would watch
from across the room her darting move and quick laughing
apology. He could see Aubrey’s husbandly frown as a wisp
of her hair touched his cheek. Aubrey preferred to ignore
her, as long as she stayed close.
But let her smile her greeting at Grant, let her push back
her chair and get up to offer him tea—showing that she had
accepted his right to be there—and Aubrey’s face took on
its look of sombre consternation. He would let the cards
slide from his fingers and fall on the floor to spoil the
game. And Fiona then had to get busy and put things right.
If Fiona and Aubrey weren’t at the bridge table they might
be walking along the halls, Aubrey hanging on to the
railing with one hand and clutching Fiona’s arm or
shoulder with the other. The nurses thought that it was a
marvel, the way she had got him out of his wheelchair.
Though for longer trips—to the conservatory at one end of
the building or the television room at the other—the
wheelchair was called for.
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In the conservatory, the pair would find themselves a seat
among the most lush and thick and tropical-looking
plants—a bower, if you liked. Grant stood nearby, on
occasion, on the other side of the greenery, listening.
Mixed in with the rustle of the leaves and the sound of
plashing water was Fiona’s soft talk and her laughter. Then
some sort of chortle. Aubrey could talk, though his voice
probably didn’t sound as it used to. He seemed to say
something now—a couple of thick syllables.
Take care. He’s here. My love.
Grant made an effort, and cut his visits down to
Wednesdays and Saturdays. Saturdays had a holiday bustle
and tension. Families arrived in clusters. Mothers were
usually in charge; they were the ones who kept the
conversation afloat. Men seemed cowed, teen-agers
affronted. No children or grandchildren appeared to visit
Aubrey, and since they could not play cards—the tables
being taken over for ice-cream parties—he and Fiona
stayed clear of the Saturday parade. The conservatory was
far too popular then for any of their intimate conversations.
Those might be going on, of course, behind Fiona’s closed
door. Grant could not manage to knock when he found it
closed, though he stood there for some time staring at the
Disney-style nameplate with an intense, a truly malignant
dislike.
Or they might be in Aubrey’s room. But he did not know
where that was. The more he explored this place the more
corridors and seating spaces and ramps he discovered, and
in his wanderings he was still apt to get lost. One Saturday
he looked out a window and saw Fiona—it had to be her—
wheeling Aubrey along one of the paved paths now cleared
of snow and ice. She was wearing a silly wool hat and a
jacket with swirls of blue and purple, the sort of thing he
had seen on local women at the supermarket. It must be
that they didn’t bother to sort out the wardrobes of the
women who were roughly the same size and counted on the
women not to recognize their own clothes anyway. They
had cut her hair, too. They had cut away her angelic halo.
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On a Wednesday, when everything was more normal and
card games were going on again and the women in the
Crafts Room were making silk flowers or costumed dolls—
and when Aubrey and Fiona were again in evidence, so that
it was possible for Grant to have one of his brief and
friendly and maddening conversations with his wife—he
said to her, “Why did they chop off your hair?”
Fiona put her hands up to her head, to check.
“Why—I never missed it,” she said.
When Grant had first started teaching Anglo-Saxon and
Nordic literature he got the regular sort of students in his
classes. But after a few years he noticed a change. Married
women had started going back to school. Not with the idea
of qualifying for a better job, or for any job, but simply to
give themselves something more interesting to think about
than their usual housework and hobbies. To enrich their
lives. And perhaps it followed naturally that the men who
taught them these things became part of the enrichment,
that these men seemed to these women more mysterious
and desirable than the men they still cooked for and slept
with.
Those who signed up for Grant’s courses might have a
Scandinavian background or they might have learned
something about Norse mythology from Wagner or
historical novels. There were also a few who thought he
was teaching a Celtic language and for whom everything
Celtic had a mystic allure. He spoke to such aspirants fairly
roughly from his side of the desk.
“If you want to learn a pretty language go and learn
Spanish. Then you can use it if you go to Mexico.”
Some took his warning and drifted away. Others seemed to
be moved in a personal way by his demanding tone. They
worked with a will and brought into his office, into his
regulated satisfactory life, the great surprising bloom of
their mature female compliance, their tremulous hope of
approval.
He chose a woman named Jacqui Adams. She was the
opposite of Fiona—short, cushiony, dark-eyed, effusive. A
stranger to irony. The affair lasted for a year, until her
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husband was transferred. When they were saying goodbye
in her car, she began to shake uncontrollably. It was as if
she had hypothermia. She wrote to him a few times, but he
found the tone of her letters overwrought and could not
decide how to answer. He let the time for answering slip
away while he became magically and unexpectedly
involved with a girl who was young enough to be Jacqui’s
daughter.
For another and more dizzying development had taken
place while he was busy with Jacqui. Young girls with long
hair and sandalled feet were coming into his office and all
but declaring themselves ready for sex. The cautious
approaches, the tender intimations of feeling required with
Jacqui were out the window. A whirlwind hit him, as it did
many others. Scandals burst wide open, with high and
painful drama all round but a feeling that somehow it was
better so. There were reprisals; there were firings. But those
fired went off to teach at smaller, more tolerant colleges or
Open Learning Centers, and many wives left behind got
over the shock and took up the costumes, the sexual
nonchalance of the girls who had tempted their men.
Academic parties, which used to be so predictable, became
a minefield. An epidemic had broken out, it was spreading
like the Spanish flu. Only this time people ran after
contagion, and few between sixteen and sixty seemed
willing to be left out.
That was exaggeration, of course. Fiona was quite willing.
And Grant himself did not go overboard. What he felt was
mainly a gigantic increase in well-being. A tendency to
pudginess which he had had since he was twelve years old
disappeared. He ran up steps two at a time. He appreciated
as never before a pageant of torn clouds and winter sunsets
seen from his office window, the charm of antique lamps
glowing between his neighbors’ living-room curtains, the
cries of children in the park, at dusk, unwilling to leave the
hill where they’d been tobogganing. Come summer, he
learned the names of flowers. In his classroom, after being
coached by his nearly voiceless mother-in-law (her
affliction was cancer in the throat), he risked reciting the

٨٨

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

٨٩
majestic and gory Icelandic ode, the Höfudlausn, composed
to honor King Erik Blood-axe by the skald whom that king
had condemned to death.
Fiona had never learned Icelandic and she had never shown
much respect for the stories that it preserved—the stories
that Grant had taught and written about. She referred to
their heroes as “old Njal” or “old Snorri.” But in the last
few years she had developed an interest in the country itself
and looked at travel guides. She read about William
Morris’s trip, and Auden’s. She didn’t really plan to travel
there. She said there ought to be one place you thought
about and knew about and maybe longed for but never did
get to see.
Nonetheless, the next time he went to Meadowlake, Grant
brought Fiona a book he’d found of nineteenth-century
watercolors made by a lady traveller to Iceland. It was a
Wednesday. He went looking for her at the card tables but
didn’t see her. A woman called out to him, “She’s not here.
She’s sick.”
Her voice sounded self-important and excited—pleased
with herself for having recognized him when he knew
nothing about her. Perhaps also pleased with all she knew
about Fiona, about Fiona’s life here, thinking it was maybe
more than he knew.
“He’s not here, either,” she added.
Grant went to find Kristy, who didn’t have much time for
him. She was talking to a weepy woman who looked like a
first-time visitor.
“Nothing really,” she said, when he asked what was the
matter with Fiona. “She’s just having a day in bed today,
just a bit of an upset.”
Fiona was sitting straight up in the bed. He hadn’t noticed,
the few times that he had been in this room, that this was a
hospital bed and could be cranked up in such a way. She
was wearing one of her high-necked maidenly gowns, and
her face had a pallor that was like flour paste.
Aubrey was beside her in his wheelchair, pushed as close to
the bed as he could get. Instead of the nondescript opennecked shirts he usually wore, he was wearing a jacket and
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tie. His natty-looking tweed hat was resting on the bed. He
looked as if he had been out on important business.
Whatever he’d been doing, he looked worn out by it. He,
too, was gray in the face.
They both looked up at Grant with a stony grief-ridden
apprehension that turned to relief, if not to welcome, when
they saw who he was. Not who they thought he’d be. They
were hanging on to each other’s hands and they did not let
go.
The hat on the bed. The jacket and tie.
It wasn’t that Aubrey had been out. It wasn’t a question of
where he’d been or whom he’d been to see. It was where he
was going.
Grant set the book down on the bed beside Fiona’s free
hand.
“It’s about Iceland,” he said. “I thought maybe you’d like
to look at it.”
“Why, thank you,” said Fiona. She didn’t look at the book.
“Iceland,” he said.
She said, “Ice-land.” The first syllable managed to hold a
tinkle of interest, but the second fell flat. Anyway, it was
necessary for her to turn her attention back to Aubrey, who
was pulling his great thick hand out of hers.
“What is it?” she said. “What is it, dear heart?”
Grant had never heard her use this flowery expression
before.
“Oh all right,” she said. “Oh here.” And she pulled a
handful of tissues from the box beside her bed. Aubrey had
begun to weep.
“Here. Here,” she said, and he got hold of the Kleenex as
well as he could and made a few awkward but lucky swipes
at his face. While he was occupied, Fiona turned to Grant.
“Do you by any chance have any influence around here?”
she said in a whisper. “I’ve seen you talking to them...”
Aubrey made a noise of protest or weariness or disgust.
Then his upper body pitched forward as if he wanted to
throw himself against her. She scrambled half out of bed
and caught him and held on to him. It seemed improper for
Grant to help her.
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“Hush,” Fiona was saying. “Oh, honey. Hush. We’ll get to
see each other. We’ll have to. I’ll go and see you. You’ll
come and see me.”
Aubrey made the same sound again with his face in her
chest and there was nothing Grant could decently do but
get out of the room.
“I just wish his wife would hurry up and get here,” Kristy
said when he ran into her. “I wish she’d get him out of here
and cut the agony short. We’ve got to start serving supper
before long and how are we supposed to get her to swallow
anything with him still hanging around?”
Grant said, “Should I stay?”
“What for? She’s not sick, you know.”
“To keep her company,” he said.
Kristy shook her head.
“They have to get over these things on their own. They’ve
got short memories, usually. That’s not always so bad.”
Grant left without going back to Fiona’s room. He noticed
that the wind was actually warm and the crows were
making an uproar. In the parking lot a woman wearing a
tartan pants suit was getting a folded-up wheelchair out of
the trunk of her car.
Fiona did not get over her sorrow. She didn’t eat at
mealtimes, though she pretended to, hiding food in her
napkin. She was being given a supplementary drink twice a
day—someone stayed and watched while she swallowed it
down. She got out of bed and dressed herself, but all she
wanted to do then was sit in her room. She wouldn’t have
had any exercise at all if Kristy, or Grant during visiting
hours, hadn’t walked her up and down in the corridors or
taken her outside. Weeping had left her eyes raw-edged and
dim. Her cardigan—if it was hers—would be buttoned
crookedly. She had not got to the stage of leaving her hair
unbrushed or her nails uncleaned, but that might come
soon. Kristy said that her muscles were deteriorating, and
that if she didn’t improve they would put her on a walker.
“But, you know, once they get a walker they start to depend
on it and they never walk much anymore, just get wherever
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it is they have to go,” she said to Grant. “You’ll have to
work at her harder. Try to encourage her.”
But Grant had no luck at that. Fiona seemed to have taken a
dislike to him, though she tried to cover it up. Perhaps she
was reminded, every time she saw him, of her last minutes
with Aubrey, when she had asked him for help and he
hadn’t helped her.
He didn’t see much point in mentioning their marriage
now.
The supervisor called him in to her office. She said that
Fiona’s weight was going down even with the supplement.
“The thing is, I’m sure you know, we don’t do any
prolonged bed care on the first floor. We do it temporarily
if someone isn’t feeling well, but if they get too weak to
move around and be responsible we have to consider
upstairs.”
He said he didn’t think that Fiona had been in bed that
often.
“No. But if she can’t keep up her strength she will be.
Right now she’s borderline.”
Grant said that he had thought the second floor was for
people whose minds were disturbed.
“That, too,” she said.
The street Grant found himself driving down was called
Blackhawks Lane. The houses all looked to have been built
around the same time, perhaps thirty or forty years ago.
The street was wide and curving and there were no
sidewalks. Friends of Grant and Fiona’s had moved to
places something like this when they began to have their
children, and young families still lived here. There were
basketball hoops over garage doors and tricycles in the
driveways. Some of the houses had gone downhill. The
yards were marked by tire tracks, the windows plastered
with tinfoil or hung with faded flags. But a few seemed to
have been kept up as well as possible by the people who
had moved into them when they were new—people who
hadn’t had the money or perhaps hadn’t felt the need to
move on to some place better.
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The house that was listed in the phone book as belonging to
Aubrey and his wife was one of these. The front walk was
paved with flagstones and bordered by hyacinths that stood
as stiff as china flowers, alternately pink and blue.
He hadn’t remembered anything about Aubrey’s wife
except the tartan suit he had seen her wearing in the
parking lot. The tails of the jacket had flared open as she
bent into the trunk of the car. He had got the impression of
a trim waist and wide buttocks.
She was not wearing the tartan suit today. Brown belted
slacks and a pink sweater. He was right about the waist—
the tight belt showed she made a point of it. It might have
been better if she didn’t, since she bulged out considerably
above and below.
She could be ten or twelve years younger than her husband.
Her hair was short, curly, artificially reddened. She had
blue eyes—a lighter blue than Fiona’s—a flat robin’s-egg
or turquoise blue, slanted by a slight puffiness. And a good
many wrinkles, made more noticeable by a walnut-stain
makeup. Or perhaps that was her Florida tan.
He said that he didn’t quite know how to introduce himself.
“I used to see your husband at Meadowlake. I’m a regular
visitor there myself.”
“Yes,” said Aubrey’s wife, with an aggressive movement
of her chin.
“How is your husband doing?”
The “doing” was added on at the last moment.
“He’s O.K.,” she said.
“My wife and he struck up quite a close friendship.”
“I heard about that.”
“I wanted to talk to you about something if you had a
minute.”
“My husband did not try to start anything with your wife if
that’s what you’re getting at,” she said. “He did not molest
her. He isn’t capable of it and he wouldn’t anyway. From
what I heard it was the other way round.”
Grant said, “No. That isn’t it at all. I didn’t come here with
any complaints about anything.”
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“Oh,” she said. “Well, I’m sorry. I thought you did. You
better come in then. It’s blowing cold in through the door.
It’s not as warm out today as it looks.”
So it was something of a victory for him even to get inside.
She took him past the living room, saying, “We’ll have to
sit in the kitchen, where I can hear Aubrey.”
Grant caught sight of two layers of front-window curtains,
both blue, one sheer and one silky, a matching blue sofa
and a daunting pale carpet, various bright mirrors and
ornaments. Fiona had a word for those sort of swooping
curtains—she said it like a joke, though the women she’d
picked it up from used it seriously. Any room that Fiona
fixed up was bare and bright. She would have deplored the
crowding of all this fancy stuff into such a small space.
From a room off the kitchen—a sort of sunroom, though
the blinds were drawn against the afternoon brightness—he
could hear the sounds of television.
The answer to Fiona’s prayers sat a few feet away,
watching what sounded like a ballgame. His wife looked in
at him.
She said, “You O.K.?” and partly closed the door.
“You might as well have a cup of coffee,” she said to
Grant. “My son got him on the sports channel a year ago
Christmas. I don’t know what we’d do without it.”
On the kitchen counters there were all sorts of contrivances
and appliances—coffeemaker, food processor, knife
sharpener, and some things Grant didn’t know the names or
uses of. All looked new and expensive, as if they had just
been taken out of their wrappings, or were polished daily.
He thought it might be a good idea to admire things. He
admired the coffeemaker she was using and said that he
and Fiona had always meant to get one. This was
absolutely untrue—Fiona had been devoted to a European
contraption that made only two cups at a time.
“They gave us that,” she said. “Our son and his wife. They
live in Kamloops. B.C. They send us more stuff than we
can handle. It wouldn’t hurt if they would spend the money
to come and see us instead.”
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Grant said philosophically, “I suppose they’re busy with
their own lives.”
“They weren’t too busy to go to Hawaii last winter. You
could understand it if we had somebody else in the family,
closer at hand. But he’s the only one.”
She poured the coffee into two brown-and-green ceramic
mugs that she took from the amputated branches of a
ceramic tree trunk that sat on the table.
“People do get lonely,” Grant said. He thought he saw his
chance now. “If they’re deprived of seeing somebody they
care about, they do feel sad. Fiona, for instance. My wife.”
“I thought you said you went and visited her.”
“I do,” he said. “That’s not it.”
Then he took the plunge, going on to make the request he’d
come to make. Could she consider taking Aubrey back to
Meadowlake, maybe just one day a week, for a visit? It was
only a drive of a few miles. Or if she’d like to take the time
off—Grant hadn’t thought of this before and was rather
dismayed to hear himself suggest it—then he himself could
take Aubrey out there, he wouldn’t mind at all. He was sure
he could manage it. While he talked she moved her closed
lips and her hidden tongue as if she were trying to identify
some dubious flavor. She brought milk for his coffee and a
plate of ginger cookies.
“Homemade,” she said as she set the plate down. There
was challenge rather than hospitality in her tone. She said
nothing more until she had sat down, poured milk into her
coffee, and stirred it.
Then she said no.
“No. I can’t do that. And the reason is, I’m not going to
upset him.”
“Would it upset him?” Grant said earnestly.
“Yes, it would. It would. That’s no way to do. Bringing
him home and taking him back. That would just confuse
him.”
“But wouldn’t he understand that it was just a visit?
Wouldn’t he get into the pattern of it?”
“He understands everything all right.” She said this as if he
had offered an insult to Aubrey. “But it’s still an
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interruption. And then I’ve got to get him all ready and get
him into the car, and he’s a big man, he’s not so easy to
manage as you might think. I’ve got to maneuver him into
the car and pack his chair and all that and what for? If I go
to all that trouble I’d prefer to take him someplace that was
more fun.”
“But even if I agreed to do it?” Grant said, keeping his tone
hopeful and reasonable. “It’s true, you shouldn’t have the
trouble.”
“You couldn’t,” she said flatly. “You don’t know him. You
couldn’t handle him. He wouldn’t stand for you doing for
him. All that bother and what would he get out of it?”
Grant didn’t think he should mention Fiona again.
“It’d make more sense to take him to the mall,” she said.
“Or now the lake boats are starting to run again, he might
get a charge out of going and watching that.”
She got up and fetched her cigarettes and lighter from the
window above the sink.
“You smoke?” she said.
He said no, thanks, though he didn’t know if a cigarette
was being offered.
“Did you never? Or did you quit?”
“Quit,” he said.
“How long ago was that?”
He thought about it.
“Thirty years. No—more.”
He had decided to quit around the time he started up with
Jacqui. But he couldn’t remember whether he quit first, and
thought a big reward was coming to him for quitting, or
thought that the time had come to quit, now that he had
such a powerful diversion.
“I’ve quit quitting,” she said, lighting up. “Just made a
resolution to quit quitting, that’s all.”
Maybe that was the reason for the wrinkles. Somebody—a
woman—had told him that women who smoked developed
a special set of fine facial wrinkles. But it could have been
from the sun, or just the nature of her skin—her neck was
noticeably wrinkled as well. Wrinkled neck, youthfully full
and uptilted breasts. Women of her age usually had these
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contradictions. The bad and good points, the genetic luck or
lack of it, all mixed up together. Very few kept their beauty
whole, though shadowy, as Fiona had done. And perhaps
that wasn’t even true. Perhaps he only thought that because
he’d known Fiona when she was young. When Aubrey
looked at his wife did he see a high-school girl full of scorn
and sass, with a tilt to her blue eyes, pursing her fruity lips
around a forbidden cigarette?
“So your wife’s depressed?” Aubrey’s wife said. “What’s
your wife’s name? I forget.”
“It’s Fiona.”
“Fiona. And what’s yours? I don’t think I was ever told
that.”
Grant said, “It’s Grant.”
She stuck her hand out unexpectedly across the table.
“Hello, Grant. I’m Marian.”
“So now we know each other’s names,” she said, “there’s
no point in not telling you straight out what I think. I don’t
know if he’s still so stuck on seeing your—on seeing Fiona.
Or not. I don’t ask him and he’s not telling me. Maybe just
a passing fancy. But I don’t feel like taking him back there
in case it turns out to be more than that. I can’t afford to
risk it. I don’t want him upset and carrying on. I’ve got my
hands full with him as it is. I don’t have any help. It’s just
me here. I’m it.”
“Did you ever consider—I’m sure it’s very hard for you—”
Grant said. “Did you ever consider his going in there for
good?”
He had lowered his voice almost to a whisper but she did
not seem to feel a need to lower hers.
“No,” she said. “I’m keeping him right here.”
Grant said, “Well. That’s very good and noble of you.” He
hoped the word “noble” had not sounded sarcastic. He had
not meant it to be.
“You think so?” she said. “Noble is not what I’m thinking
about.”
“Still. It’s not easy.”
“No, it isn’t. But the way I am, I don’t have much choice. I
don’t have the money to put him in there unless I sell the
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house. The house is what we own outright. Otherwise I
don’t have anything in the way of resources. Next year I’ll
have his pension and my pension, but even so I couldn’t
afford to keep him there and hang on to the house. And it
means a lot to me, my house does.”
“It’s very nice,” said Grant.
“Well, it’s all right. I put a lot into it. Fixing it up and
keeping it up. I don’t want to lose it.”
“No. I see your point.”
“The company left us high and dry,” she said. “I don’t
know all the ins and outs of it but basically he got shoved
out. It ended up with them saying he owed them money and
when I tried to find out what was what he just went on
saying it’s none of my business. What I think is he did
something pretty stupid. But I’m not supposed to ask so I
shut up. You’ve been married. You are married. You know
how it is. And in the middle of me finding out about this
we’re supposed to go on this trip and can’t get out of it.
And on the trip he takes sick from this virus you never
heard of and goes into a coma. So that pretty well gets him
off the hook.”
Grant said, “Bad luck.”
“I don’t mean he got sick on purpose. It just happened.
He’s not mad at me anymore and I’m not mad at him. It’s
just life. You can’t beat life.”
She flicked her tongue in a cat’s businesslike way across
her top lip, getting the cookie crumbs. “I sound like I’m
quite the philosopher, don’t I? They told me out there you
used to be a university professor.”
“Quite a while ago,” Grant said.
“I bet I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “You’re
thinking there’s a mercenary type of a person.”
“I’m not making judgments of that sort. It’s your life.”
“You bet it is.”
He thought they should end on a more neutral note. So he
asked her if her husband had worked in a hardware store in
the summers, when he was going to school.
“I never heard about it,” she said. “I wasn’t raised here.”
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Grant realized he’d failed with Aubrey’s wife. Marian. He
had thought that what he’d have to contend with would be a
woman’s natural sexual jealousy—or her resentment, the
stubborn remains of sexual jealousy. He had not had any
idea of the way she might be looking at things. And yet in
some depressing way the conversation had not been
unfamiliar to him. That was because it reminded him of
conversations he’d had with people in his own family. His
relatives, probably even his mother, had thought the way
Marian thought. Money first. They had believed that when
other people did not think that way it was because they had
lost touch with reality. That was how Marian would see
him, certainly. A silly person, full of boring knowledge and
protected by some fluke from the truth about life. A person
who didn’t have to worry about holding on to his house and
could go around dreaming up the fine generous schemes
that he believed would make another person happy. What a
jerk, she would be thinking now.
Being up against a person like that made him feel hopeless,
exasperated, finally almost desolate. Why? Because he
couldn’t be sure of holding on to himself, against people
like that? Because he was afraid that in the end they were
right? Yet he might have married her. Or some girl like
that. If he’d stayed back where he belonged. She’d have
been appetizing enough. Probably a flirt. The fussy way she
had of shifting her buttocks on the kitchen chair, her pursed
mouth, a slightly contrived air of menace—that was what
was left of the more or less innocent vulgarity of a smalltown flirt.
She must have had some hopes when she picked Aubrey.
His good looks, his salesman’s job, his white-collar
expectations. She must have believed that she would end
up better off than she was now. And so it often happened
with those practical people. In spite of their calculations,
their survival instincts, they might not get as far as they had
quite reasonably expected. No doubt it seemed unfair.
In the kitchen the first thing he saw was the light blinking
on his answering machine. He thought the same thing he
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always thought now. Fiona. He pressed the button before
he took his coat off.
“Hello, Grant. I hope I got the right person. I just thought
of something. There is a dance here in town at the Legion
supposed to be for singles on Saturday night and I am on
the lunch committee, which means I can bring a free guest.
So I wondered whether you would happen to be interested
in that? Call me back when you get a chance.”
A woman’s voice gave a local number. Then there was a
beep and the same voice started talking again.
“I just realized I’d forgotten to say who it was. Well, you
probably recognized the voice. It’s Marian. I’m still not so
used to these machines. And I wanted to say I realize
you’re not a single and I don’t mean it that way. I’m not
either, but it doesn’t hurt to get out once in a while. If you
are interested you can call me and if you are not you don’t
need to bother. I just thought you might like the chance to
get out. It’s Marian speaking. I guess I already said that.
O.K. then. Goodbye.”
Her voice on the machine was different from the voice he’d
heard a short time ago in her house. Just a little different in
the first message, more so in the second. A tremor of
nerves there, an affected nonchalance, a hurry to get
through and a reluctance to let go.
Something had happened to her. But when had it
happened? If it had been immediate, she had concealed it
very successfully all the time he was with her. More likely
it came on her gradually, maybe after he’d gone away. Not
necessarily as a blow of attraction. Just the realization that
he was a possibility, a man on his own. More or less on his
own. A possibility that she might as well try to follow up.
But she’d had the jitters when she made the first move. She
had put herself at risk. How much of herself he could not
yet tell. Generally a woman’s vulnerability increased as
time went on, as things progressed. All you could tell at the
start was that if there was an edge of it then, there’d be
more later. It gave him a satisfaction—why deny it?—to
have brought that out in her. To have roused something like
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a shimmer, a blurring, on the surface of her personality. To
have heard in her testy broad vowels this faint plea.
He set out the eggs and mushrooms to make himself an
omelette. Then he thought he might as well pour a drink.
Anything was possible. Was that true—was anything
possible? For instance, if he wanted to, would he be able to
break her down, get her to the point where she might listen
to him about taking Aubrey back to Fiona? And not just for
visits but for the rest of Aubrey’s life. And what would
become of him and Marian after he’d delivered Aubrey to
Fiona?
Marian would be sitting in her house now, waiting for him
to call. Or probably not sitting. Doing things to keep herself
busy. She might have fed Aubrey while Grant was buying
the mushrooms and driving home. She might now be
preparing him for bed. But all the time she would be
conscious of the phone, of the silence of the phone. Maybe
she would have calculated how long it would take Grant to
drive home. His address in the phone book would have
given her a rough idea of where he lived. She would
calculate how long, then add to that the time it might take
him to shop for supper (figuring that a man alone would
shop every day). Then a certain amount of time for him to
get around to listening to his messages. And as the silence
persisted she’d think of other things. Other errands he
might have had to do before he got home. Or perhaps a
dinner out, a meeting that meant he would not get home at
suppertime at all.
What conceit on his part. She was above all things a
sensible woman. She would go to bed at her regular time
thinking that he didn’t look as if he’d be a decent dancer
anyway. Too stiff, too professorial.
He stayed near the phone, looking at magazines, but he
didn’t pick it up when it rang again.
“Grant. This is Marian. I was down in the basement putting
the wash in the dryer and I heard the phone and when I got
upstairs whoever it was had hung up. So I just thought I
ought to say I was here. If it was you and if you are even
home. Because I don’t have a machine, obviously, so you
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couldn’t leave a message. So I just wanted. To let you
know.” The time was now twenty-five after ten.
“Bye.”
He would say that he’d just got home. There was no point
in bringing to her mind the picture of his sitting here
weighing the pros and cons.
Drapes. That would be her word for the blue curtains—
drapes. And why not? He thought of the ginger cookies so
perfectly round that she had to announce they were
homemade, the ceramic coffee mugs on their ceramic tree,
a plastic runner, he was sure, protecting the hall carpet. A
high-gloss exactness and practicality that his mother had
never achieved but would have admired—was that why he
could feel this twinge of bizarre and unreliable affection?
Or was it because he’d had two more drinks after the first?
The walnut-stain tan—he believed now that it was a tan—
of her face and neck would most likely continue into her
cleavage, which would be deep, crêpey-skinned, odorous
and hot. He had that to think of as he dialled the number
that he had already written down. That and the practical
sensuality of her cat’s tongue. Her gemstone eyes.
Fiona was in her room but not in bed. She was sitting by
the open window, wearing a seasonable but oddly short and
bright dress. Through the window came a heady warm blast
of lilacs in bloom and the spring manure spread over the
fields.
She had a book open in her lap.
She said, “Look at this beautiful book I found. It’s about
Iceland. You wouldn’t think they’d leave valuable books
lying around in the rooms. But I think they’ve got the
clothes mixed up—I never wear yellow.”
“Fiona,” he said.
“Are we all checked out now?” she said. He thought the
brightness of her voice was wavering a little. “You’ve been
gone a long time.”
“Fiona, I’ve brought a surprise for you. Do you remember
Aubrey?”
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She stared at Grant for a moment, as if waves of wind had
come beating into her face. Into her face, into her head,
pulling everything to rags. All rags and loose threads.
“Names elude me,” she said harshly.
Then the look passed away as she retrieved, with an effort,
some bantering grace. She set the book down carefully and
stood up and lifted her arms to put them around him. Her
skin or her breath gave off a faint new smell, a smell that
seemed to Grant like green stems in rank water.
“I’m happy to see you,” she said, both sweetly and
formally. She pinched his earlobes, hard.
“You could have just driven away,” she said. “Just driven
away without a care in the world and forsook me.
Forsooken me. Forsaken.”
He kept his face against her white hair, her pink scalp, her
sweetly shaped skull.
He said, “Not a chance.” ♦
www.newyorker.com/archive/1999/12/27/1999_12_27_110_TNY_LIBR
Y_000019900?currentPage=all
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دوري 32ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﺳــﺖ ﺳــﻪ اﺗﻮﺑــﻮس ﺳــﻮار ﺷــﻮد – ﻳﻜــﻲ ﺑــﻪ
ﻛﻴﻨﻜﺎردﻳﻦ - 33ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻳﻚ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﻪ ﻟﻨﺪن ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ،در
ﻟﻨﺪن دوﺑﺎره ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ اﺗﻮﺑﻮسِ ﺷﻬﺮي ،ﺑﺮاي رﺳﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ اﻣﻜـﺎن
ﺑﻌﺪي ﺑﻮد .او ﺳﻔﺮش را ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻧﻪ ﺻﺒﺢ ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﺷﺮوع ﻛـﺮد.
ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪن ﺑﺮاي اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ،ﺳﻔﺮش ﺗﺎ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ دو ﺑﻌـﺪ
از ﻇﻬﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﺻﺪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞِ ﻋﺠﻴـﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳـﺐ ،ﻃـﻮل ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ.
ﻫﻤــﻪ آن ﻧﺸــﺴﺘﻬﺎ از ﺟﻠﻤــﻪ در اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳــﻬﺎ ﻳــﺎ اﻳــﺴﺘﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎ،
Doree 32
Kincardine 33
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 the Comfort Inn 34کامفورت در لغت به معنی راحت است اما در اينجا اسم است.
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ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ .ﻛﺎر روزاﻧﻪ اش از ﻧﻮع ﻛﺎرِ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻨﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد.
او ﺧﺪﻣﺘﻜﺎر اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎ) ﺧﺪﻣﺘﻜﺎراﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ و ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدن اﺗﺎق ﻫﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﺮدازﻧــﺪ – م( در ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺨﺎﻧــﻪ ﻛــﺎﻣﻔﻮرت 34ﺑــﻮد .او دﺳﺘــﺸﻮﻳﻲ و
ﺣﻤﺎم را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﻫﺎ را ﺗـﺎزه و ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﻮد و ﻓﺮﺷﻬﺎ را ﺟﺎرو و آﻳﻨﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﭘﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد -.ﻛﺎرش را
دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ – اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر اﻓﻜﺎرش را ﺑﻪ اﻧـﺪازه اي ﭘـﺮ و او را
ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺘﺎﺛﺮ از آن ﺷﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﺨﻮاﺑـﺪ .او
ﺑﻨﺪرت ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ درﻫﻢ ﺑﺮﻫﻤﻲِ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﺪ ،روﺑﺮو ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از زﻧﺎن ﻛﻪ او ﺑـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻨﺪ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮ ﺑﺮ ﺑﺪن ﺷﻤﺎ راﺳﺖ ﺷﻮد .اﻳﻦ زﻧﺎن
ﻣﺴﺘﻦ ﺗﺮ از او ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻛﺎر ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛـﺎرآﻣﻮزي
اي اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ در ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﭘﺬﻳﺮش ﻫﺘﻞ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﭼـﻮن او
ﻫﻨﻮز ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد و ﭼﻬﺮه ﻧﺠﻴﺒﻲ داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ او در ﻧﻈﺮ داﺷـﺖ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎري را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ
ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدم ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام از ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺴﺘﻨﺪ
ﭼﻪ روي داده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ اﮔﺮ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺘﻨﺪ ،ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ روا ﻧﻤـﻲ
داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﻋﻜﺲ او در روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻮد – آﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﻜﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﺳﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ اش ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ ،ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ،
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Dimitri 35
Barbara Ann 36
Sasha 37
 Spiked 38مدلی از مو که بطور سوزنی مانند راست ماندن مو بر روی سر
Fleur 39
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دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي 35در ﺑﻐﻠﺶ ،و ﺑﺎرﺑﺎرا -آن 36و ﺳﺎﺷﺎ 37در دو ﻃﺮﻓﺶ
ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ و ﻣﻮاج ﺑﺮﻧـﮓ ﻗﻬـﻮه اي ﺑـﻮد ،از
اﻳﻦ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ،ﻣﻮاج)ﻓﺮﻓﺮي  -م( ﺑﻮدن ﻣـﻮﻳﺶ و زﻧـﮓ آن ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ
ﺑﻮد ،ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺴﻨﺪﻳﺪ ،و ﭼﻬﺮه ي ﻣﺤﺠﻮب و آراﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺖ – .ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺎزﺗﺎب ﻛﻤﺘﺮي داﺷﺖ از آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ
او)ﻣﺮد اﺷﺎره ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮد ،ﻣﻨﻈﻮر ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﻨﺎم ﻟﻮﻳﺪ اﺳﺖ-م( ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ.
از آن زﻣﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣـﻮﻳﺶ را ﻛﻮﺗـﺎه ﻛـﺮد .ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ و ﺳـﻮزﻧﻲ
ﻧﻤﻮد . 38و ﻣﻘﺪار زﻳﺎدي از وزن ﺧﻮد را از دﺳـﺖ داده ﺑـﻮد .و
اﺳﻢ ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﺮ روي ﺧﻮد ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ :ﻓﻠﻮر .39ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﻴﻦ ﻛـﺎري
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ در ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ ي ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ از
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،داﺷﺖ.
اﻳﻦ ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ .اوﻟـﻴﻦ دوﺑـﺎر
درﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪﻧﺶ را رد ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد  .اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ رد
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،او از درﺧﻮاﺳﺖ دوﺑﺎره ﺻﺮف ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﺣﺘـﻲ
اﮔﺮ او را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ،او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺮاي ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
او درﻧﻈﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ اﻓﺮاط ﻛﻨﺪ .او واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﭼـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
در اوﻟﻴﻦ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس زﻳـﺎد ﻣـﺸﻜﻞ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻦ در
اوﺗﻮﺑﻮس و ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدنِ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز ﺑﻮد .او در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺎﺣﻠﻲ
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ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ آن ،ﺑﻬﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد .اﻣـﺎ
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻤﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎه ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﺑﺮف ﺑﻮد و ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺖ .اﻧﺒـﻮه درﺧـﺸﺶ ﻫـﺎي آب روي دﺷـﺖ
ﻟﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﻧﻮر ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ از ﻻي ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ
ﻣﻲ ﺳﺮﻳﺪ.
در دوﻣﻴﻦ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ،ﺷﺮوع ﻛـﺮد ﺑـﻪ وﺣـﺸﺖ زدﮔـﻲ و ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺪام ﻳـﻚ از زﻧـﺎن اﻃـﺮاف او
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﺑﺮود .آﻧﻬﺎ زﻧـﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ دﻗﺖ ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﻃﻮري ﺑﻨﻈﺮ آﻳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕـﺎر ﺑـﻪ ﻛﻠﻴـﺴﺎ ﻣـﻲ روﻧـﺪ.
ﺳﺎﻟﻤﻨﺪﺗﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ داﻣﻨـﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪ و ﺟـﻮراب و
ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻛﻼه ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﻪ
ﮔﺮوه اﻋﺎﺷﻪ ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎ ﺗﻌﻠﻖ ﻣـﻲ داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﺷـﻠﻮاري ،
روﺳﺮي روﺷـﻦ ،ﮔﻮﺷـﻮاره ﻫـﺎ وﻧـﻮع ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ از آراﻳـﺶ ﻣـﻮ
ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ،ﻣـﻲ دﻳـﺪي
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ زﻧﺎن ﺑﺎ ﺷﻠﻮار ﺑﻪ ﺳﻦ ﺑﻘﻴﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
دوري ،در ﻫﻴﭻ ﻳﻚ از اﻳﻦ دﺳﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﮔﻨﺠﻴـﺪ .در ﺗﻤـﺎم
ﻳﻜﺴﺎل و ﻧﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻛﺎر ﺑﻮد ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻫﻢ
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮد ﻧﺨﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎس ﻓﺮمِ ﻛﺎرش را ﺳﺮِ ﻛـﺎر ،و ﺷـﻮار
ﺟﻴﻦ اش را ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .از آراﻳﺶ ﻛﺮدن
دﺳﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن او اﺟﺎزه ﻧﻤﻲ داد و ﺣﺎﻻ اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ
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ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣـﻮي ﻣـﺪل ﺳـﻮزﻧﻲ اش ﺑـﺎ ﭼﻬـﺮه
اﺳﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻲ ﻋﺮﻳﺎﻧﺶ ﺟﻮر ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ داد.
در ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس روي ﺻـﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻛﻨـﺎر ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ .و
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﺮ راه ،آرام ﻧﮕـﻪ دارد –
ﻫﻢ ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻫﺎي ﺗﺒﻠﻴﻐﺎﺗﻲ و ﻫﻢ ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻫـﺎي اﺳـﻢ ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن را ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ.
ﺷﮕﺮد ﻣﻌﻴﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻛﺮدن ذﻫﻦ اش اﻧﺠـﺎم
ﻣﻲ داد .او ﺣﺮﻓﻲ از ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼـﺸﻤﺶ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد ،ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ و ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﺪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﺗﺎزه
ﺑﺎ آن ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺴﺎزد .ﻣﺜﻼ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ )coffeeﻗﻬﻮه( ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻲ ) feeﻗﻴﻤـﺖ ( درﺳـﺖ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،و ﺑﻌـﺪ ﻓـﻮ )foe
دﺷــﻤﻦ ( ،آف ) offﺧــﺎﻣﻮش( ،آو ) ofاز( ،و ﺷــﺎپ) shop
ﻣﻐﺎزه/ﻛﺎرﮔﺎه( ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﻛﻠﻤـﻪ ﻫـﺎپ  )hopﭘـﺎ ﺟـﺴﺘﻦ،
ﺳﺎپ ) sopآﺑﮕﻮﺷﺖ/ﻏﺬاي ﻣﺎﻳﻊ( و ﺳﻮ )soﭘﺲ( و  -ﺻﺒﺮ
ﻛﻦ ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ – ﭘـﺎش  )poshﺷـﻴﻚ و ﻣـﺪ( درﺳـﺖ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻛﻠﻤﺎت در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻓﺮاوان ﺗﺮ از ﺑﻴﻦ راه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ از
ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻫـﺎي ﺗﺒﻠﻴﻐـﺎﺗﻲ ) ﺑﻴﻠﺒـﻮرد( ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻨﺪ ﻓﺮوﺷــﮕﺎﻫﺎي
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ،اﻧﺒﻮه ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﺑـﺎﻟﻮن ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎﻻي
ﺳﻘﻔﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺒﻠﻴﻐﺎت ﻓﺮوش ﻟﻨﮕﺮ ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﺪ.
دوري ،ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز 40در ﺑﺎره آﺧﺮﻳﻦ دوﺑﺎر ﺗﻼﺷﺶ ﻧﮕﻔﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد و اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ در اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎره ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ،ﻛﺴﻲ
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ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬﺮ دوﺷﻨﺒﻪ دﻳﺪ ،از اداﻣﻪ راﻫﺶ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ
او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ زﻣﺎن ﻻزم اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﺳـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ و ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺷﺘﺎب ﭘﻴﺶ روﻧﺪ .ﺑـﻪ دوري ﮔﻔـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ،او ﺗﻮاﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺧﻮدش را ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮگ اﻧﺠﺎﻣﻴﺪه اﻧـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻫﻨـﻮز
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺘﻨﺪ.
او از آن ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻛﻪ از ﺧﻮدش ﺷﻨﻴﺪ ،ﺷﺮم ﻛﺮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ – ﻣﺮگ
– اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﺪﺗﺮش ﻧﻜﺮد.
دوري وﻗﺘﻲ ﺷﺎﻧﺰده ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﺑﻮد – ﻫﻔﺖ ﺳﺎل ﭘـﻴﺶ – ﻫـﺮ روز
ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪن ﻣـﺎدرش در ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن رﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺎدرش دوره ﻧﻘﺎﺣﺖ ﭘﺲ از ﻋﻤﻞ ﺟﺮاﺣﻲ ﻛﻤـﺮش ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﻬﻢ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺧﻄﺮﻧﺎك ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ 41آدم
ﻣﻨﻈﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ و ﻣﺎدرش ﻣـﺸﺘﺮﻛﺎت زﻳـﺎدي داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ ﻫــﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮﺷــﺎن از ﻫﻴﭙـﻲ ﻫــﺎي ﻗــﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧــﺪ –
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد – .و ﻫﺮ وﻗﺖ ﻛﻪ او وﻗـﺖ
داﺷﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ او ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ و از ﻛﻨﺴﺮﺗﻬﺎ و راﻫﭙﻴﻤﺎﻫﺎي اﻋﺘﺮاﺿﻲ
اي ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ دوﻧﻔﺮﺷﺎن در آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﺮﻛﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ،ﮔـﭗ ﻣـﻲ
زدﻧﺪ .آدﻣﻬﺎي ﮔﺴﺘﺎﺧﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻔﺮﻫﺎي ﻣﻮاد
ﻣﺨﺪري ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺰﻣﻴﻦ زده ﺑﻮد ،ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ از اﻳﻦ دﺳﺖ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻴﻤﺎران ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺟﻮﻛﻬﺎ و ﺗﻤﺎس ﻗﻮي اش ﺑـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .او ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨـﺪ و ﭼﻬﺎرﺷـﺎﻧﻪ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑﻘـﺪري
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ﻣﻘﺘﺪر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺎه ﺑﺠﺎي دﻛﺘﺮ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ) ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ا
او از دﻛﺘﺮﻫﺎ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ – او ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺴﻴﺎري از
داروﻫﺎ ﻗﻼﺑﻲ و ﺑﺴﻴﺎري از ﭘﺰﺷﻜﺎن اﺣﻤﻘﻨﺪ (.ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﺣﺴﺎس
ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮخ و ﻣﻮي ﺻﺎف و ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﮔﺴﺘﺎخ داﺷﺖ.
دوري را در آﺳﺎﻧﺴﻮر ﺑﻮﺳـﻴﺪ و ﺑـﻪ او ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او ﮔﻠـﻲ در
رﻳﮕﺰار اﺳﺖ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﺨﻮدش ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ و ﮔﻔﺖ " ﭼﻘﺪر اﺻـﻴﻞ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺪﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎوري؟
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺗﻮ ﺷﺎﻋﺮي ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜـﻪ
ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ".
ﺷﺒﻲ ﻣﺎدرش از اﻧﺴﺪاد ﺧﻮن ﺑـﻪ ﻧﺎﮔﻬـﺎﻧﻲ ﻣـﺮد .ﻣـﺎدر دوري
دوﺳﺘﺎنِ زنِ زﻳﺎدي داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ دوري را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ – و او ﺑـﺎ
ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ – اﻣﺎ دوﺳﺖ ﺗﺎزه ،ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ داد .ﺗﺎ زادروز ﺑﻌﺪي اش ،ﺑﺎردار ﺷﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑـﺎ او
ازدواج ﻛﺮد .ﻟﻮﻳﺪﻗﺒﻼ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ازدواج ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ او
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ دو ﺑﭽﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻗﻄﻌﺎ ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﺠﺎ ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻳـﺎ
ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮﺷﺎن آﻣﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺎ آن وﻗﺖ ﺑـﺰرگ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ  .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺴﻦ ﺗﺮ ﺷﺪ ،ﻓﻠـﺴﻔﻪ ي او در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد – .او ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ ﺑﻮد ازدواج ،ﺑﺪون ﻛﻨﺘﺮلِ ﺑﭽﻪ دار
ﺷﺪن.
او ﺷــﺒﻪ ﺟﺰﻳــﺮه ﺳــﺸﻞ 42را ﭘﻴــﺪا ﻛــﺮد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜــﻪ او و دوري
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ روزﻫـﺎ از ﻣـﺮدم ﭘـﺮ ﺑـﻮد – دوﺳـﺘﺎنِ
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ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ،ﺷـﻴﻮه ي ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ،ﻋﺎﺷـﻘﺎن ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ .او و
دوري زود ﺑﻪ روﺳﺘﺎ ،ﺷﻬﺮﻛﻲ ﻛﻪ اﺳﻤﺶ را از روي اﺳﻤﻬﺎ در
ﻧﻘﺸﻪ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﺎﻳﻠﺪ ﻣﻲ ،43ﻛﻮچ ﻧﻤﻮدﻧﺪ .داﺧﻞ ﺷـﻬﺮ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ در ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺷـﻬﺮ اﺟـﺎره ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ در ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻲ ﺳـﺎزي ﻛـﺎر ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ .ﺑـﺎغ
درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ در ﻣـﻮرد ﺑﺎﻏـﺪاري زﻳـﺎد ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ،
درﺳﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻧﺠﺎري ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ،درﺳـﺖ ﻛـﺮدن ﺑﺨـﺎري ﻫﻴﺰﻣـﻲ و
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﻬﻨﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻧَﺪ.
ﺳﺎﺷﺎ ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ.
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ ،راﺳﺘﻲ؟
دوري ﻧـﻪ روي ﻣﺒــﻞ ﻛــﻪ ﻧﻘــﺶ ﮔــﻞ و ﺑــﺎﻟﺶ داﺷــﺖ ،روي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اي ﻛﻪ ﺗﻜﻴـﻪ ﮔـﺎه راﺳـﺖ داﺷـﺖ ،ﻣﻘﺎﺑـﻞ ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش را ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و
ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﺎﻧﻌﻲ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺷﺎن ،ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدي .ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ در ﻣﺤﻞ ﺗـﻮ اﻧﺠـﺎم
ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز آن را در آﻏﺎز ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﺳـﺎل ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺗﺮ ﺑﻮد .دوري را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷـﻮرش
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ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﻌﺪ آن ﻋﻘﻴﺪه ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﻛـﺲ ﻫـﺮ روح زﻧـﺪه ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺠﺎي او ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ دوري آن را ﻣﺜﻞ
ﻳﻚ ﺷﻴﻮه ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﺪ .ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﻓﺮوﺗﻨﻲ ،ﺑﺮاي ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪن
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻧﺒـﻮد .او ﺳـﺮزﻧﺪه و ﺑـﺸﺎش
ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﻧﻪ ﻻﻏﺮ ،ﻧﻪ زﻳﺒﺎ ،و ﻧﻪ زﻳﺎد ﭘﻴﺮ ﻫﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤـﺴﻦ
ﻣﺎدر دوري ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ
ﻫﻴﭙﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻮي ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي اش ﻛﻮﺗﺎه زده ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و ﻳـﻚ
ﺧﺎل ﺑﺮوي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻔـﺶ راﺣﺘـﻲ و ﺷـﻠﻮار ﮔـﺸﺎد ﺑـﺎ
ﺑﺎﻻي ﮔﻠﺪار ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .ﺣﺘﻲ ،زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻟﺒﺎسِ ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ ﺗﻤـﺸﻚ
ﻳﺎ ﻓﻴﺮوزه ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .اﻳﻦ رﻧﮕﻬﺎ او را ﺑﺸﻜﻠﻲ در ﻧﻤﻲ آورد ﻛﻪ
او واﻗﻌﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﺪ – او ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
اﮔﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ و وﺿﻊ ﺧﻮدت ﺑﺮس و او
ﻫﻢ اﻃﺎﻋﺖ ﮔﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ و ﭼﻴﺰﻫﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺘﺎﻧﺖ ﻏﻴـﺮ
ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﻫﺮ اﻫﺎﻧﺘﻲ را ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺮوﻳﻲ ،ﺑﻲ اﺛﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ي
اﻫﺎﻧﺘﻬﺎ ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ آن ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
دوري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب در اوﻟﻴﻦ دوﺑﺎر ،او را ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺪﻳـﺪم .او
ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ.
" وﻟﻲ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﭼﻪ؟ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ ،ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ او را ﺑﺠﺎ آورده ام".
"ﭘﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد؟"
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"ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ از وزﻧﺶ ﻛـﻢ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .و آن
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ،ﻓﺮوﻣﻬﺎ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ او را در ﭼﻨﺎن وﺿﻌﻲ ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدم".
"ﻳﻜﺒﺎر ﻫﻢ آدم ﻣﺮﺗﺒﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد؟"
"ﻣﻦ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮدم"
"او ﺑﻨﻈﺮت آدم دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ؟"
ﻧﻪ .دوري ﻟﺐ ﺑﺎﻻﻳﺶ را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻓـﺮق
داﺷﺖ .او ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد .دوري ﻫﺮﮔﺰ او را ﭼﻨﺎن
ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻄﻮر در در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ
دوري ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺣﺮف دوري ﺑﻪ او اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻲ؟ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ؟
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ " ،او ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺑﻴﻜﺎر ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ اﮔـﺮ
آﻧﻬﺎ او را ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮاد ﻣﺨﺪر داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ".
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او را آرام ﻧﮕﻪ دارد .ﺑﺮاﻳـﺖ ﻓـﺮق ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮﻳﻲ داﺷﺘﻲ؟
دوري ﺗﺮدﻳﺪ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ آن را ﮔﻔﺘﮕـﻮ ﻧﺎﻣﻴـﺪ .او
ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ ﺳﻮال اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ .ﭼﻄـﻮر اﺳـﺖ؟ )
او.ﻛﻲ ﺧﻮب( ﻏﺬا ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد) او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﺧﻮرده اﺳﺖ( در اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺟـﺎي ﻛـﺎﻓﻲ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑـﻮد اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻗﺪم ﺑﺰﻧﺪ؟) ﺑﻠﻪ ﺗﺤﺖ ﻧﻈﺮ ( ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ
او در ﻣﺤﻞ زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﻲ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ ﻣﻮﻗـﻊ ﻗـﺪم
زدﻧﺶ ﺑﻪ او زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﻲ(.
دوري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻮاي ﺗﺎزه ﺑﮕﻴﺮي.
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او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ.
دوري ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑـﻮد از او ﺑﭙﺮﺳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻲ داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ از ﺑﭽﻪ ات در ﻣﻮرد ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻲ .ﻃﻮري ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ و ﺗﻮ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻲ.
" ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻠﻪ ﺑﻠﻪ .ﺑﺎ دﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻌﺒـﻪ ي ﻛﻠﻴـﻨﻜﺲ
ﻛﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ ﺑﻮد اﺷﺎره ﻛﺮد .دوري ﺑﻪ آن ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﭼـﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ
ﺧﺸﻚ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺸﻜﻞ در زﻳﺮ ﺷﻜﻤﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎد ﻛﺮدن ﻫﺎ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .آﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ دﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ
او ﻧﺰﻧﺪ.
و ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ او ﻛﺸﻒ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دوري ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻪ
اﺳﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ رواﻧﻜـﺎو ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ از
ﭼﻨﺪ ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ و ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ دارد وﻗﺘﺶ را ﺑﻪ ﻫﺪر ﻣﻲ
دﻫﺪ .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻘﺪر ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ.
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺎري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻪ دوري ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
در ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﻬﺎ ﻗﻠﺐ دوري ﺗﻠﭗ ﺗﻠﭗ ﻣﻲ زد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﻏﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻣﻴﺮد .ﺗﻼﺷﺶ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮاﻇﺒﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ دروﻧـﺶ راه ﻳﺎﺑـﺪ در ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ ﻣـﺮد
ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي ،ﺳﺮد ﺑﻲ اﻋﺘﻤﺎد ﺑﻨﻔﺲ ،ﻣﺘﺤـﺮك ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻨﻲ)ﻏﻴـﺮ
ﻓﻜﺮي –م(.
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام از اﻳﻦ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﻧﮕﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد از روي ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ – .ﻛـﺴﻲ
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ﻛﻪ از او ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ .دوري ﻳﺎ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ؟ اﻣﺎ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ .وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺷﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل و ﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﻮد.ﺑﺎرﺑﺎرا آن ،ﻣﺘﻮﻟﺪ ﺷﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎﺑﺎرا
آن ،دوﺳﺎل ﺑﻮد ،دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي را داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺳﺎﺷﺎ را اﺳﻢ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻌﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻗﺮار ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ دوري اﺳﻢ دﺧﺘـﺮ و او
اﺳﻢ ﭘﺴﺮ را ﺑﮕﺬارﻧﺪ.
دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻧﻔﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺳﭙﺎﺳﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .دوري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد
ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺷﻴﺮ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮرد ﻳﺎ ﺷـﻴﺮ او
ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻣﻘﻮي ﻧﺒﻮده اﺳﺖ ﻳـﺎ ﺑـﻴﺶ از اﻧـﺪازه ﻣﻘـﻮي
ﺳﺖ؟ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل درﺳﺖ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﻧﻮﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ از ﻻ ﻟـﺶ
ﻟﻴﮓ 44ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎﻧﻮ ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﻫﺮ ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﺷﻴﺮ ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺰﻳﻦ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺎﭼﻲ ﺑﻪ
از ﻫﻴﭽﻲ ﺳﺖ 45.ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زود ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺷﻴﺮ ﺧﻮردن از
ﭘﺴﺘﺎن را ﻫﻢ رد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻃﻮري ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﻳﻚ ﺗﺮاژدي ﺳﺖ.
ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ دوري از ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻪ او ﻏﺬاي ﺟـﺎﻳﮕﺰﻳﻦ
داده ﺑﻮد .و ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ آﻧـﺮا
ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ داد – او در ﻣﻮرد ﭘـﺴﺘﺎن ) ﺷـﻴﺮ دادن از ﭘـﺴﺘﺎن – م(
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺷﻠﻮغ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .از ﺳﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﮕﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻴﺮ
ﻣﻲ داد و از آن ﭘﺲ راﻫﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ از ﻟﻮﻳﺪ دور ﺑﺪارد.
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دوري ﺑﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻴﺮش ﺧﺸﻚ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺷﻴﺮ ﺧﺸﻚ ﻣﻲ داد .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ از ﻛﻮره در رﻓﺘﻪ ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﻫﺎ را ﻳﻜﻲ
ﭘﺲ از دﻳﮕﺮي ﻓﺸﺮد و ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻗﻄـﺮه ﻧـﺎﭼﻴﺰ در آورد.
دوري را دروﻏﮕﻮ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ .دﻋﻮا ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻣﺎدرش ﻓﺎﺣﺸﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ي آن ﻫﻴﭙﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻓﺎﺣﺸﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
زود ﺟﺒﺮان ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮ وﻗﺖ دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي ﻧﺎراﺣـﺖ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻫـﺮ
وﻗﺖ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد ﻳﺎ از ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﺎت ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺑـﺮاي راه رﻓـﺘﻦ ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣﺘﻜـﻲ ﺑـﻮد در
ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺮادر و ﺧﻮاﻫﺮش ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑـﺪون ﻫـﻴﭻ اﺗﻜـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﻪ راه
اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،آن را ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﺎرﺳﺎﻳﻲ ﺷﻴﺮ ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ.
روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻴﺰ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺑـﻪ ﺟـﺰوه ﭼﻨـﮓ ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ .دوري ﺷﺮوع ﺑـﻪ ﻟﺮزﻳـﺪن ﻛـﺮد .ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺳـﺎﻧﺪز ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻓﻀﻮﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد آن را از دﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻛﺴﻲ اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ داد؟
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ ،او ،و ﺳﺮش را ﺑﻪ در ﺑﺴﺘﻪ زد.
ﺗﻮ اﻳﻦ را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ؟
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ؛ " وﻗﺘﻲ روﺣﻴﻪ ات ﺧﻮب ﻧﻴﺴﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ .و ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ اﻳـﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻼﻗﺎت او در ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ.
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آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﺰاﻧﻮ در ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ و ﺑﻌﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺧـﻮب
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ".
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز آه ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺧﻮب ،اﻳﻦ ﻗﻄﻌﺎ ﺳﺎده ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ"،ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
"ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ"
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﻣﻮرد ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ان روزﻫﺎ ﺣﺮف ﻧﺰدﻧـﺪ .دوري ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﺑﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﺮد آﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻤـﻚ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﻣﮕـﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﺣﺎدﺛـﻪ
وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎﻛﻲ از ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ آن ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﺑﺎور داﺷﺘﻢ - ،ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرش ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ در ﺟﺰوه ﺑﻮد – ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ"......
ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ اﻋﺘﻘـﺎد ﺑﺎﻋـﺚ
راﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﭼﻮن او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ در
ﺟﻬﻨﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ آن اﻣﺎ او ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒـﻮد ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﭼﻮن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد اﮔﺮ در ﺑﺎره اش ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .و ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﻊ آﺷﻨﺎ ،ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻜـﺸﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﺷﻜﻤﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺸﺎن در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .اﻳـﻦ
ﺑﺪﻟﻴﻞ دﻳﻨﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد– .از داﻳﻨﺎﺳـﻮرﻫﺎ و آدﻣﻬـﺎي ﻏـﺎر ﻧـﺸﻴﻦ و
ﻣﻴﻤﻮﻧﻬﺎ و ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﻪ روي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – اﻣﺎ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ اﻳـﻦ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﭘﺪرﻣﺎدرﺷـﺎن ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ و ﺑـﻪ
آراﻣﻲ و ﺑﻪ دﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴﺎ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺎﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑـﺎ
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ﻫﻢ دور ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺗﺎزه اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﻨﻢ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻧﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي وزارت آﻣﻮزش و ﭘﺮورش.
دوري ﺷﻚ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ از ﻋﻬﺪه اﻳﻦ ﺑﺮآﻳﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑـﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ وزارت آﻣـﻮز و ﭘـﺮورش ﻳـﻚ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ي
ﺗﺤــﺼﻴﻠﻲ ﻣــﺸﺨﺺ دارد و ﻃﺮﺣﻬــﺎي درﺳــﻲ اي ﻛــﻪ ﻣــﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ از ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﺤﻞ ﺧﻮدت ﺑﮕﻴﺮي .ﺳﺎﺷﺎ ﭘﺴﺮ ﺑﺎﻫﻮﺷـﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﺑﻮﻳﮋه ﺧﻮدش ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ و آن دو ﺗـﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻳـﺎد ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻧـﺪ .ﻏﺮوﺑﻬـﺎ و
آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ در ﻣﻮرد ﺟﻐﺮاﻓﻴﺎ و ﺳﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﺧﻮرﺷـﻴﺪي و
ﺧﻮاب زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﺎت و ﭼﮕـﻮﻧﮕﻲ ﻛـﺎر ﻛـﺮدن ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ و
ﭘﻮﺷﺶ ﻫﺮ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﺸﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ ،ﺑـﻪ ﺳﺎﺷـﺎ
ﻣﻲ آﻣﻮﺧﺖ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زود ﺳﺎﺷﺎ ﺟﻠـﻮﺗﺮ از آﻣـﻮزشِ در ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ دوري او را ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻮﻗـﻊ در ﻣـﻲ ﻳﺎﻓـﺖ و در اﻣﺘﺤﺎﻧـﺎت
ﺷﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻲ داد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﻗﺎﻧﻮن ﻋﻤﻞ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
در ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎدر دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮاي اﻧﺠﺎم ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎي ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﺑـﻮد.
اﺳﻢ او ﻣﮕﻲ 46ﺑﻮد و او ﻳﻚ واﻧﺖ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ داﺷﺖ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ را ﺑﺮاي رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ ﻛﺎر ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷـﺖ و دوري
راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .از اﻳﻦ رو ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣﮕـﻲ
ﭘﻴــﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﻛــﺮد ﻛــﻪ ﻫﻔﺘــﻪ اي ﻳﻜﺒــﺎر ﺑــﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳــﻪ ﺑﺒــﺮد ﺗــﺎ
ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻨﺎﺗﺶ را اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ و دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ي
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ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﮕﻲ دو ﭘﺴﺮ داﺷـﺖ .ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮش
ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻴﺖ) آﻟﺮژي( ﻫﺎي زﻳـﺎدي داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او ﻣﺠﺒـﻮر ﺑـﻮد
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ دﻗﻴﻖ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴـﻞ
ﺑﻪ او در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ درس ﻣﻲ داد .و از اﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ را ﻫﻢ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﮕﻪ دارد.
در ﻣﻘﺎﻳــﺴﻪ ﺳــﻪ ﺑﭽــﻪ ي ﺗﻨﺪرﺳــﺘﺶ ،دوري ﭼﻘــﺪر از او
ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰار ﺑﻮد .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﮕـﻲ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد ﺑﭽﻪ دار ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ ﻣﮕـﻲ آﻧﻘـﺪر ﺻـﺒﺮ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎﺋﺴﻪ ﺷﻮد .در ﻣـﻮرد ﭘﻴـﺮي ﻣﮕـﻲ،
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﺒﺎﻟﻐﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮﺻﺖ ﻃﻠﺐ ﺑﻮد .او و ﭘـﺎرﺗﻨﺮش) ﺷـﺮﻳﻚ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﺑﺪون ازدواج-م( ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .و ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده ﺗـﺸﻜﻴﻞ ﻧـﺪاده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﺗـﺎ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﮕﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﺎرش را ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨـﺪ و آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي در
ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻬﺮ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻣﻮي ﻣﮕﻲ ﻓﻠﻔﻞ ﻧﻤﻜﻲ ،ﻓﺸﺮده ﺷﺪه ،ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﻗﺪ
ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﭘﻬﻦ داﺷﺖ و ﺷـﺎد و ﺧـﻮد راي ﺑـﻮد .ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ او را
ﺗﻨﺒﻠﻲ 47ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮش ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .در
ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺧﻮش و ﺑﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ زﺑـﺎن درازي اش ﺑـﺎ
دوري ﺑﻮد " .او ﺗﻨﺒﻠﻲ اﺳـﺖ " .اﻳـﻦ دوري را ﻧﺎراﺣـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد -ﻟﻮﻳﺪ زﻧﺎن زﻳﺎدي را ﺗﻨﺒﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﺷﻮﺧﻲ اش ﺑﺮاي ﻣﮕﻲ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ رﺳﺪو ﻳﻚ
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دﺧﺎﻟﺖ ﺧﻮدﺳﺮاﻧﻪ در دوﺳﺘﻲ اش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ در ﻛﻤﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ
ﻫﺪر دادنِ وﻗﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" آره ،ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻴﺮزن ﺣـﺮف ﺑﺰﻧـﻲ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠـﺎ دارﻣـﺶ.
ﺷﻠﻮار ﻛﺎرم را دارد روي ﺗﺨﺘﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻮﻳﻲ ﺑـﺎﻻ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻟﺪ .ﺑﺒﻴﻦ .ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻔﺖ ﺷﻠﻮار دارم .ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪم ﻛﻪ دارم
ﻣﺸﻐﻮﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
دوري و ﻣﮕﻲ ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﭘـﺲ از ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﻛﺎﻏـﺬﻫﺎ) ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎي
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﻲ و ﻧﻮﺳﺘﻨﻲ – م( از ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ،ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ ﺧﻮارﺑـﺎر را ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ اﻧﺠـﺎم
دﻫﻨﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻗﻬﻮه اي در ﺗﻴﻢ ﻫﻮرﺗﻮن 48ﺑﺨﻮرﻧﺪ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫـﺎ را
ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎرك رﻳﻮرﺳﺎﻳﺪ )49ﮔﺮدﺷﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺎر رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ – م( ﺑﺒﺮﻧـﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ روي
ﻧﻴﻤﻜﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﺘﻨﺪ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺳﺎﺷﺎ و ﭘﺴﺮان ﻣﮕـﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ
ﻣﻲ دوﻳﺪﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ از اﺳﺒﺎب ﺑﺎزي ﻫﺎي ﭘﺎرك آوﻳﺰان ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .و
ﺑﺎرﺑﺎرا آن ،ﺗﺎب ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد و دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي در ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﺑـﺎزي
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻣﻴﻨﻲ) ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺎه ﻛﻮﭼﻚ در ﭘﺎرك-م( ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﮔـﺮ
ﻫﻮا ﺳﺮد ﺑﻮد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ در ﻣﻮرد ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ
و ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ در ﺑﺎره آﺷﭙﺰي )ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ-م( .اﻣﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮري
دوري ﭘﻲ ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﮕﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ از دوره آﻣﻮزﺷﻲ ﻋﻴﻨﻚ ﺳﺎزي،
ﺑﻪ اروﭘﺎ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮت ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﻣﮕـﻲ درﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ دوري
ﭼﻘﺪر ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ازدواج ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﻴﻦ ﭘـﻴﺶ از
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﭼﻘﺪر آﺳﺎن ﺑﺎردار ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .و ﭼﻘـﺪر آﺳـﺎن دﻳﮕـﺮ
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ﺑــﺎردار ﻧــﺸﺪه ﺑــﻮد و اﻳﻨﻜــﻪ ﺑــﺎرداري دوري ﻟﻮﻳــﺪ را ﭼﻘــﺪر
ﻣﺸﻜﻮك ﺳﺎﺧﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ رﻓـﺖ درﻛـﺸﻮﻫﺎي ﻟﺒـﺎس دوري
ﺑﺮاي ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎي ﻛﻨﺘﺮل ﺑﺎرداري ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ – ﻓﻜﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻗﺎﻳﻢ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻣﮕﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ :ﻗﺎﻳﻢ ﻛﺮدي؟
دوري ﺷﻮﻛﻪ ﺷﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﺟﺮات ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم".
"ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎك ﺑـﻮد اﮔـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ
او دوﻧﺒﺎل ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ".
ﻣﮕﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،اوه"
و ﻳــﻚ ﺑــﺎر ﻣﮕــﻲ ﮔﻔــﺖ ،ﻣــﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﻧــﺪاري؟ ﻣﻨﻈــﻮرم ازدواج
ﺗﻮﺳﺖ؟ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﻮد از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ،
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﺑﻠﻪ ،ﺑﺪون ﺗﺎﻣﻞ.
دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﺲ دﻳﮕـﺮي
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﻣﻌﻴﻨﻲ ﺑﺮاي دﻳـﺪن ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ داﺷـﺖ.
ﻃﻮري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ او اول ﻟﻮﻳﺪ را در ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن دﻳـﺪه
ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﻮﺷﺶ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺳﺮﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر ﻳﻚ آدم رﺳﻤﻲ اي ﺑﻮد .از
اﻳﻦ رو او را ﺑﺠﺎي اﺳـﻤﺶ ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﻣﻴـﺸﻞ 50ﺑـﻮد ،ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺣﺮاﻣﺰاده اي از ﺟﻬﻨﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﺮﻳﻊ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺮوﺷﻨﻲ درﻳﺎﺑﻲ .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ او
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ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ اﺳﻢ ﻣﻄﻠﻮب ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و او ﻳﻜـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺣﺎﻻ از ﻳﻜﻲ در ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻨﻲ ﺳـﺎزي ﻧﻔـﺮت داﺷـﺖ.
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺳﺎك اﺳـﺘﻴﻚ ﻟـﻮﻳﻲ ) 51ﻟـﻮﻳﻲ ﻧـﻲ ﻣﻜﻴـﺪﻧﻲ –
م(ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ .دوري اﺳﻢ واﻗﻌﻲ آن ﻣﺮد را ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ اﻣـﺎ
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ زﻧﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ او را ﺗﺤﺮﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
دوري ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ اﻓﺮاد ﺑﻪ ﺑﺪي اي ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻲ ﻓﺎﻳﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او را ﻣﺠـﺎب ﻛﻨـﻲ.
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺮدان ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﺠﺒـﻮر ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ دﺷـﻤﻦ داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ﺗـﺎ
ﺟﻮﻛﻬﺎﻳﺸﺎن را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ در ﺟﻮك ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻫﻢ
دﺷﻤﻨﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .ﻣﮕـﺮ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ او ﺑﺨـﻮدش ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .دوري ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﺠﺎز ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ او ﺑﺨﻨﺪد ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ او ﻛﺴﻲ
ﻧﺒﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه را ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ در ﻣﻮرد ﻣﮕﻲ آﻧﻄـﻮر ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻜﻨـﺪ .ﻳـﻚ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺣﺲ ﻛـﺮد ﻫﻤـﺎن دارد ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد.
اﮔﺮ او دوري را از ﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﺧﻮارﺑﺎر و ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﮕﻲ ﺑﺎز
ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﻧﺎراﺣـﺖ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﺪﺗﺮ ازآن
ﺷﺮﻣﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮد دروﻏﻲ ﺑﺴﺎزد ﺗﺎ ﻧﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
ﻣﮕﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ – ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ دوري داﺷـﺖ
دروغ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،.و او ﺧﻮدش آن را ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد) راﺳﺖ را
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ﻣﺰﺧﺮف ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﺮاي ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را داﺷـﺖ 52ﭘـﺲ از
آن دوري از ﺧﻮدش ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﺣـﺎل ﭼـﺮا ﻣﮕـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ .ﻣﮕﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﮕﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ از
ﺑﻴﺮون از ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ دوري ﺑﺎ او ﻣﺸﺨـﺼﺎ
اﺣﺴﺎس راﺣﺘﻲ داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ و دوري و ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده اش
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ داﺷﺖ .اﻳﻦ را ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .و درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﺑﻴﻦ آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ ﺑـﻴﻦ ﺷـﺎن ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي
ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﻫﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻛﺮ دوري ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ وﻓﺎداري ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ،
ﻫﻤﺎن ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﺷﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﻣﻤﻨﻮﻋﻴﺖ ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ،ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ اﻧﺘﻘﺎدي.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎور ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻟﺮژي ﻫﺎ و ﺗﻨﮕﻲ ﻧﻔﺲ) آﺳﻢ-
م( ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ از اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﮕﻲ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﻋﻠـﺖ
ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ از ﻣﺎدر ﻧﺎﺷﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮد.ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ او را درﺗﻤـﺎم اوﻗـﺎت در
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ .ﻛﻨﺘﺮلِ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ ،ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ از ﻣـﺎدران
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ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻧﻜﺮده اﺳﺖ .دوري ﻧﺎﻋﺎﻗﻼﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ آن را ﻫﺮ ﺑـﺎر از
ﻣﺎدر ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ".
" اوه ﭼﺮا ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ؟"
"ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﺗﻮ ﻧﺒﻮدي .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ" .
ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻨﺪ".
" از ﻛﻲ ﺗﻮ دﻛﺘﺮ ﺷﺪي؟"
" ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﺑﻮدم"
" ﻧﻪ .و ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ"
ﺑﺪ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ دوري و ﻣﮕﻲ در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ.
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .درواﻗﻊ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ"
" ﻣﺴﺨﺮه اﺳﺖ .اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑـﺎر اﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﻮم دو زن داﺧـﻞ
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .دو زن در ﺑﺎره ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺣـﺮف
ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺎ را از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻛﻨﺪ"
"ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ؟ ﻣﮕﻲ؟"
" ﻣﻦ در ﻣﻮرد زﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ او ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ دارم"
" ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺪام زن؟"
"ﻣﺜﻞ او"
" اﺣﻤﻖ ﻧﺒﺎش"
" ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﻮ اﺣﻤﻖ"
" ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ آن ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ"
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" ﻣﻦ از ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﺪاﻧﻢ؟ او ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .ﺻﺒﺮ
ﻛﻦ .ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ .او ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺑﻮﻟﻴﻨﮓ و ﺷﺮاب ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ
ﭼﻪ ﺣﺮاﻣﺰاده اي ﻫﺴﺘﻢ"
و در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او
ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ از اﻳﻦ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻟﻮﻳﺪ را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ .دوري ﺧﻮد را ﻳﻚ ﺷﺐ در
ﺣﺪود ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ده در اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﮕﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ،اﺷﻜﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﭘـﺎك
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﭼﺎي ﮔﻴﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪ .ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﮕﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ" ﭼـﻪ
ﺟﻬﻨﻤﻲ؟
وﻗﺘــﻲ او در را زد – او ﺻــﺪاﻳﺶ را از ﻣﻴــﺎن در ﺷــﻨﻴﺪ .او
ﻧﺪاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دوري ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ او اﺑﺮو ﺑـﺎﻻ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﺎ دﻫﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ او زل زده ﺑـﻮد ،دوري ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ،
"ﻣﻦ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم" – و ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﮕـﻲ
آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد.
دوري ﺗﻤﺎم راه در آن ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﭘﻴﺎده رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .او ﺑـﻪ داﺧـﻞ
ﺧﻨﺪق ﻛﻨﺎر ﺟﺎده ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﻫﺮ ﺑﺎر ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .و ﻫﻤﻴﻦ
ﺑﺎﻋﺚ آﻫﺴﺘﮕﻲ ي رﻓﺘﻦِ او ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﻲ
دوﺧﺖ ﺑﻔﻜﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻳﻜـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .او
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ او را ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ..ﻧﻪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ او
از دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ .دﻓﻌﺎت دﻳﮕﺮ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺳـﺮش را ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪ داد ﻣـﻲ زد" ﺣﻘﻴﻔـﺖ ﻧـﺪارد ،ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
ﻧﺪارد ،ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪارد" ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻫﻢ .ﺳﺮ آﺧﺮ ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ
و ﭘﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ" او ﻛﻲ او ﻛﻲ ) ﺧﻮب ﺧﻮب(
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ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎورت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻋﺰﻳﺰم .ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش .ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮﻛﻦ.
ﺑﺎورت ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﺮد .ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺲ ﻛﻦ".
وﻟﻲ اﻣﺸﺐ او ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ را
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ اﺟﺮا ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .او ﻛﺘﺶ را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ واز در ﺑﻴـﺮون رﻓـﺖ در
ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد " ،اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر را ﻧﻜـﻦ .ﺑـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
ﻫﺸﺪار ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ".
ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﮕﻲ ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان راﺿﻲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﺪ
در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ دوري ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺶ اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ داد " ،ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ
ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﺷﺐ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ".
ﻣﮕﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اوه ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش"
ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن و ﻛﺎﺳﺒﻜﺎراﻧﻪ.
" ﻳﻚ ﮔﻴﻼس ﺷﺮاب ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ؟"
" ﻣﺸﺮوب ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮرم"
" ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮوع ﻧﻜﻨﻲ .ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﭼﺎي ﻣﻲ آورم .ﺑﺎﺑﻮﻧـﻪ و
ﺗﻤﺸﻚ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ آراﻣـﺒﺨﺶ اﺳـﺖ " .در ﻣـﻮرد ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ ﻛـﻪ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟"
" ﻧﻪ "
ﻣﮕﻲ ﻛﺘﺶ را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي ) ﻛﻠﻴـﻨﻜﺲ( ﺑـﺮاي
ﭼﺸﻤﺎن و دﻣﺎﻏﺶ داد" ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻜﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻲ.
ﺑﺰودي ﺣﻠﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ".
ﺣﺘﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ او را آرام ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،دوري ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ
ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮﻳﺰد و ﺑﮕﺬارد ﻣﮕﻲ ﺑﺪاﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او
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ﺧﻮدش اﺻﻞ اﻳﻦ ﻣـﺸﻜﻞ اﺳـﺖ .ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ از آن ،اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﺑﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او
ﭼﻘﺪر از او ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .او ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻓﺮد در دﻧﻴﺎ ﺑـﻪ او
ﺑﻮد و اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻓـﺮو ﻣـﻲ رﻳـﺰد اﮔـﺮ او ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را دﻗﻴﻘﺎ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﺣﺘﻲ او ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ وﻓﺎدار ﻫﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او و ﻟﻮﻳﺪ وارد ﻳـﻚ ﺑﺤـﺚ ﻛﻬﻨـﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و او
ﺧﺴﺘﻪ وﺑﺠﺎن آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد از آن و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
او از آن ﺳﺮ در ﻣﻲ آورد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﺮ در ﻣﻲ آوردﻧﺪ.
ﻣﮕﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺮ زن و ﻣﺮدي ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ".
ﺗﻠﻔﻦ زﻧﮓ زد و ﻣﮕﻲ ﺟﻮاب داد
" ﺑﻠﻪ .او ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ .او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي از دروﻧﺶ
ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮﻳﺰد ﺧﻮب .او .ﻛﻲ .ﭘﺲ ﻣـﻦ او را ﺻـﺒﺢ ﺑﺨﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
آورم .ﻫﻴﭻ زﺣﻤﺘﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .او .ﻛﻲ ) .ﺑﺎﺷﺪ( .ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش".
ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺷﻨﻴﺪ.
" ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﭼﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ داد" ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد؟
ﻣﮕﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .ﺧﻮب ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ در ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ اش ﭼﻄـﻮر
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ؟ او ﻣﺴﺖ ﻧﺒﻮد.
او ﻫﻢ ﻣﺸﺮوب ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧـﻮرد .ﻣـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻗﻬـﻮه ﻫـﻢ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻧﺪارﻳﻢ"
ﻧﺎن ﺑﺮﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ؟"
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ﺻﺒﺢ زود ،ﻣﮕﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ او را ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﺳﺎﻧﺪ .ﺷـﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﮕـﻲ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﺮ ﻛﺎر ﻧﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺎ ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎﻳﺶ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
ﻣﮕﻲ ﻋﺠﻠﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺧـﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ
داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ واﻧﺖ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ در ﺣﻴﺎط دور ﻣﻲ زد .ﻓﻘﻂ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﺪا
ﻧﮕﻬﺪار ،ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻪ ﮔﭗ زدن داﺷﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰن".
در ﻳﻚ ﺻﺒﺢ زود و ﺳﺮد ﺑﻬﺎري ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮف ﻫﻨـﻮز روي زﻣـﻴﻦ
ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﺪون اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ژاﻛﺘﻲ ﺑﺘﻦ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ روي ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺻﺒﺢ ﺑﺨﻴﺮ ،ﺑـﺎ ﺻـﺪاي رﻳﺎﻛﺎراﻧـﻪ اي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﮔﻔـﺖ .و او
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺻﺒﺢ ﺑﺨﻴﺮ .ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد او را ﻧﺪﻳـﺪه
اﺳﺖ.
ﻛﻨﺎر ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ او راه دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎﻻ رود.
ﮔﻔﺖ؛ " ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﻮي"
او ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ).ﺳﺨﺖ ﻧﮕﻴﺮد-م(.
" ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻟﻄﻔﺎ اﺟﺎزه ﺑﺪه؟ ﻟﻄﻔﺎ"
ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺟﻮاب ﻧﺪاد .ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ زد.
" ﻟﻮﻳﺪ " " ﻟﻮﻳﺪ "
" ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺸﻮي"
" ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﻛـﻪ رﻓـﺘﻢ .ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑـﻪ
ﻓﻀﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻢ ﻧﻔﺲ ﺑﻜﺸﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ داﺧﻞ ﻧﺮوي".
" ﻣﺸﻜﻠﺖ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟"
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ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن داد ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ او داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺑﺸﻨﻮد .ﭼﻴﺰي ﭘﺮﺧﺎﺷﮕﺮاﻧﻪ ي ﻧﺮم ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﺧﺪاي ﻣﻦ ،ﺑﺎورم ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد"53
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﻋﺒﻮر ﻛﻨﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ اﺳﺖ.
دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي ﻫﻨﻮز در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﭘﻬﻠﻮ دراز ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺎرﺑﺎرا آن ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﻛﻨﺎر رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ
اﻓﺘـــﺎده ﺑﺎﺷـــﺪ ﻳـــﺎ ﻛـــﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـــﻨﺪش .ﺳﺎﺷـــﺎ ﻛﻨـــﺎر در
آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ،ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮود .او ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻳـﻚ ﻛﺒـﻮد
ﺷﺪﮔﻲ روي ﮔﻠﻮﻳﺶ داﺷﺖ .ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻘﻴﻪ ﺑﺎﻟﺶ ﻋﻼﻣﺖ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،وﻗﺘﻲ دﻳﺸﺐ زﻧﮓ زدم ،وﻗﺘﻲ زﻧﮓ ﻣﻲ زدم اﺗﻔﺎق
اﻓﺘﺎد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﺗﻮ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ آوردي؟
ﺣﻜﻢ اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او دﻳﻮاﻧـﻪ ) اﺣﻤـﻖ – م( ﺑـﻮد .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﻣﺤﺎﻛﻤﻪ ﺷﻮد .او ﺑﻄﻮر ﺟﻨﺎﻳﺘﻜﺎراﻧﻪ اي دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ) اﺣﻤﻖ-م( ﺑﻮد.
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در ﻳﻚ ﺑﻨﺪاد ﻣﺤﺎﻓﻈﺖ ﺷﺪه ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
دوري از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و در ﺣﻴﺎط ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘـﻴﭻ و ﺗـﺎب
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دور ﺷﻜﻢ ش ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕـﺎر
ﭼﺎك ﺧﻮرده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و او ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ آن را ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﻢ ﻧﮕـﻪ
دارد .اﻳﻦ ﺻﺤﻨﻪ اي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﮕﻲ دﻳﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ .او از
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ﭘﻴﺶ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ و ﺑﺎ واﻧﺖ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ در
ﺟﺎده دور زد و ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ .اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﻓﻜـﺮش اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ دوري
ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻛﺘﻚ ﺧﻮرده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﺿﺮﺑﻪ اي ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻌـﺪه اش
زده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻣﮕﻲ ﻛﺎري در ﻣﻮرد داد و ﺑﻴﺪاد دوري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻨـﻮز روي ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﮕﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜـﻪ ﻛﻼﻣـﻲ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ و او ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺖ و ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي را ﻛـﻪ اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر
داﺷﺖ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﭘﻠﻴﺲ زﻧﮓ زد.
دوري ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد  ،ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد و ﺑﻪ دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺒﺮد .ﭘﺲ از ﻛﺜﺎﻓـﺖ و ﻋﻠـﻒ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻠﺤﻔﻪ ﻳﺎ ﺣﻮﻟﻪ ﻳﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي ﺧﻮدش رﺳـﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﭼـﻮن ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻓﺮوﺑﻨﺸﺎﻧﺪ ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﺮﻳﺎدش را ﻛﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ
آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ در ﺳﺮش ﺟﺮﻳﺎن داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻪ او ﻣﺨﺪري از ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﻣﺮﺗﺐ داده ﺷﺪ ،ﺗﺎ او را آرام ﻛﻨﺪ و اﻳﻦ اﺛﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ او ﺧﻴﻠﻲ آرام ﺷﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻧﻪ ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ زا و ﻓﻌـﺎل
ﮔﺮ .ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺜﺒﻴﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ از ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن
در آﻣﺪ و ﻣﺪد ﻛﺎر اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ او را ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻣﺤـﻞ ﺗـﺎزه آورد،
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ را ﺑﻌﻬﺪه ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺮاي
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدن ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد .ﻛﺎري ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣﮕـﻲ
ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪه اﻣﺎ او ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دوري ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺗﺤﻤﻞ دﻳﺪﻧﺶ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺳـﺎﻧﺪز ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ آن
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ﺣﺲ ،ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺳﺖ  -ﺣﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ را ﺗﺪاﻋﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﮕﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اداﻣـﻪ دادن ﻳـﺎ ﻧـﺪادن اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ را
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد دوري ﺑﺴﺘﮕﻲ دارد .ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺒﻮل
ﻳﺎ رد ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ .دﻳﺪن او ﺑـﻪ ﺗـﻮ اﺣـﺴﺎس ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ ﻣـﻲ
دﻫﺪ؟ ﻳﺎ اﺣﺴﺎس ﺑﺪ؟
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ "
دوري ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ دﻳﺪن
او ﻧﺒﻮد ،اﻧﮕﺎر ﻛﻪ ﻳـﻚ روح ﻣـﻲ دﻳـﺪ .ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺣـﺼﺎردﻓﺎﻋﻲ.
ﺣﺼﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺑﺎ او ﺗﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻛﻔﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺻﺪا ﻧﻤﻲ
ﻛﺮد – ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ دﻣﭙـﺎﻳﻲ – در ﭘـﺎﻳﺶ .او ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ ﺗـﺎﺛﻴﺮي از او
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻮﻳﻲ از او ﺑﺰﻣﻴﻦ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﻣـﻮي ﻛﻠﻔـﺖ و
ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ،رﻧﮓ ﻋﺴﻠﻲ اش.
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ دﮔﺮ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﺑﺮ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻧﺒﺎﺷـﺪ،
ﺧــﺎﻟﻲ ﺷــﺪﻧﻲ ﺑــﺮ ﺗﺨــﺖ ﺳــﻴﻨﻪ اش ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜــﻪ دوري ﺑــﺮاي
اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﺳﺮش را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد  -و در روزﻧﺎﻣـﻪ
ﻫﺎ ﻧﻴﺰ ﺧﺒﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد – ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﺎ ررا ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ ﻧﺠﺎﺗﺸﺎن دﻫﻢ ،اﻧﺠﺎم دادم"
"ﭼﻪ ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ اي؟"
او ﮔﻔﺖ"،ﺑﺪ ﺑﺨﺘﻲ ي داﻧﺴﺘﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺎدرﺷﺎن از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ رﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد".
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ﻣﻐﺰ دوري از اﻳﻦ ﺣﺮف آﺗﺶ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آن ﺣﺮﻓﺶ را
ﭘﺲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ و ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ واﻗﻌـﺎ
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻧﻜﺎر ﺗﺮا ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﮕـﺬارم ﻳـﺎ از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺮوم.
ﺧﻮب ﻣﻦ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻢ"
" ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﺷﺐ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﮕﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻛﺎﻣﻼ درﻧﻈـﺮ داﺷـﺘﻢ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﻲ ﻓﺮار ﻧﻜﺮدم"
دوري ﺧﻮب ﺑﻴﺎد داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺤﺚ ﺷﺎن ﭼﻄﻮر آﻏﺎز ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
او ﻗﻮﻃﻲ اﺳﭙﺎﮔﺘﻲ ﺧﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮو رﻓﺘﮕﻲ در آن ﺑﻮد
و ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺮاي ﻓﺮوش) ﻗﻴﻤﺖ ﻛﻢ – م( ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد
و او از ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺒﺶ) ارزان – م( ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻫﻮﺷﻤﻨﺪاﻧﻪ اي ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻧﮕﻔﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻳﻜﺒﺎر او داﺷﺖ از دوري در ﺑﺎره آن ﺑﺎزﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ دﻻﻳﻠﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳـﺖ ﺗﻈـﺎﻫﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ
ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﻣﺴﻤﻮم ﺷﻮﻳﻢ .ﭼﻪ اش ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد؟ ﻳﺎ آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻗﺼﺪ داﺷﺖ؟ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اش ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻳـﺎ ﻣـﺮا ﻣـﺴﻤﻮم
ﻛﻨﺪ؟
دوري ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﺎش.
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ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺴﻲ ﺟـﺰ ﻳـﻚ زن
دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﺳﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ؟
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ از ﻻي در اﺗﺎق روﺑﺮو داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤـﺎن
آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﺎري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را زﻧﺪه دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد.
اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺳـﺮاﻧﺠﺎم او
را وادارد ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد؟
وﻗﺘﻲ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در ﺳﺮ داﺷﺖ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﭘﻴﺎده
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻌﺪادي از آن زﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮ و
ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،در ﻛﻨﺎر دروازه ﻫﺎ ﭘﻴـﺎده ﺷـﻮد .ﺑـﻪ آﻧـﺴﻮي
ﺟﺎده ﺑﺮود ،ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از آدﻣﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎﺗﻲ
ﺑﻜﻨﻨﺪ و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨـﺪ ﻧﻜﻨﻨـﺪ .ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
اﻣﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او اداﻣـﻪ داده ﺑـﻮد و او را ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧـﻪ و
ﻫﺪر رﻓﺘﻪ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻼﻣـﺖ ﺷـﺪن ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﺑﻴﺎرزد .ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ .او ﻳﻚ ﺷﺨﺼﻴﺖ در ﻳﻚ ﺧﻴﺎل ) ﺗﻮﻫﻢ –
م ( ﺑﻮد.
او ﺧــﻮاب دﻳــﺪه ﺑــﻮد .در ﻳﻜــﻲ از ﺧﻮاﺑﻬــﺎ ،او ﭘــﺲ از ﭘﻴــﺪا
ﻛﺮدﻧﺸﺎن از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻓﺮار ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﻜﻞ ﺳـﻬﻞ
اﻧﮕﺎراﻧﻪ اش ،ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪن ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻌﺪ دوري ﺷﻨﻴﺪه
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺷﺎ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮش ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ و آن در او ﻃﻠﻮع ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻧﻬﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ در ﺑﺎزي ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
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" ﺗﻮ از ﻣﻦ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪي آﻳﺎ دﻳﺪن ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ اﺣﺴﺎس ﺧﻮب داد
ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪ؟ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺗﻮ از ﻣﻦ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪي؟
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻠﻪ .ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪم"
" ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در ﺑﺎره اش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم"
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
" اﺣﺴﺎس ﺑﺪي ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ داد .از اﻳﻦ رو ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ دوﺑـﺎره
ﻧﺮوم"
ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻮد اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻮاﻓﻘﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﺗﻜﺎن دادن ﺳﺮ ﻧﺸﺎن داد ﺑﻨﻈﺮش رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﻳـﺎ
ﻋﺪم رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺮوز ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دوري ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ دوﺑـﺎره ﺑـﺮود ،ﭘـﺲ از آن
ﻫﻤﻪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺣﺮﻓﻲ از ان ﻧﺰﻧﺪ .و از وﻗﺘﻴﻜـﻪ
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ذﻛﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ روي داده ﺑﻮد ،ﺳـﺨﺖ ﺑـﻮد - ،ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻧﺎﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد – زﻧـﮓ زد و ﻗـﺮارش را ﺑﺎﻃـﻞ
ﻛﺮد .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻴﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت ﭼﻴﺰي ﻋـﺎدي
ﺟﻠﻮه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ دوﺳﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ژاﻛﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدي ﻧﭙﻮﺷﻴﺪي"
" ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﺒﻮد"
" ﻧﺒﻮد؟"
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" ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻮا اﻛﻨﻮن ﮔﺮم اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻧـﺎزﻛﺘﺮ
اﺳﺖ وﻟﻲ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﻪ آن ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﺪارم .ﺗﻮ ژاﻛﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز
ﻧﺪاري".
او درﺑــﺎره ي ﺳــﻔﺮش ﭘﺮﺳــﻴﺪ .ﭼــﻪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳــﻬﺎﻳﻲ را ﺑﺎﻳــﺪ از
ﻣﺎﻳﻠﺪﻣﻲ ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
دوري ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او دﻳﮕﺮ آﻧﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺑـﻪ او
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .و در ﺑﺎره ﺳﻪ ﺗﺎ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﮔﻔﺖ.
" واﻓﻌﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻮ ﺑـﻮد .دوﺳـﺖ داري در ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﺎي
ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟
" ﻛﺎر ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدن اﺳﺎﻧﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ".
" ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
دﻓﻌﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻪ او از اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد  ،اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻛﺠـﺎ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻛﺠﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد".
" ﻣﻦ در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺘﻞ ) ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﻦ راه – م( اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎ را ﺗﻤﻴـﺰ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم"
" ﺑﻠﻪ  .ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﺒﺨﺶ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﺮوي؟ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺷﺒﺎﻧﻪ؟"
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻮردش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺟـﺪي ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺎري ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻛـﺎري دارد ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ".
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ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻨﺪ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ آه ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﺑـﻪ
ﺣﺮف زدن ﭼﻨﺪان ﻋﺎدت ﻧﺪارم".
" ﭘﺲ ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺖ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زﻳﺎد ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻧﻢ .ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﺗﻤـﺪد اﺳـﺖ
ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ".
" اُوه "
" ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰارم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ .ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺖ .اﻣـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرم اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ
زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ .ﻓﻘﻂ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ ،ﺑﻴـﺎﻳﻲ .اﮔـﺮ
ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ دوﺳـﺖ ﻧـﺪاري –
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ اﻳﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻜﺒﺎر آﻣﺪن ﺗﻮ ﻳـﻚ اﻧﻌـﺎم اﺳـﺖ.
ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻠﻪ " .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد".
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش دﺧﺎﻟﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ".
" ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻲ
ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ".
در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ او ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎن ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد " ،ﻛﺪام زﻧﺪﮔﻲ؟"
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻧﻪ .واﻗﻌﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد.
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" ﺧﻮب "
ﺳﻪ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ دوري ﻳﻚ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ داﺷﺖ .ﻧﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬـﺎي
اداره ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز روي ﺧﻂ ﺑﻮد..
" اه دوري .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﻧﻴﺎﻣـﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .از
ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼﺗﺖ .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻲ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ " .دوري ﮔﻔﺖ .داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد.
" وﻟﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮده اي ﺗﺎ ﻗﺮار دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﮕﺬاري؟"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز"
" ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ .داﺷﺘﻢ وارﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ؟"
" ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮﺑﻢ "
" ﺧﻮب .ﺧﻮب .اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺎز داري ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﻲ ﻣـﻦ ﻛﺠـﺎ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﮔﭙﻲ ﺑﺰﻧﻢ "
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
" ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺧﻮدت ﺑﺎش".
اﺳﻤﻲ از ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻧﺒـﺮده ﺑـﻮد .ﺧـﻮب اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ﻧﭙﺮﺳـﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﻬﺎﻳﺶ اداﻣﻪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .دوري ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎي ﻧﻤﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ اداﻣﻪ دﻫﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧـﻮب ﺑـﻮد در
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ داﺷـﺖ ﺗـﺪاوم ﻣـﻲ ﻳﺎﻓـﺖ .و ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﻴﻦ
ﺧﻮب ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺟﻠﻮﻳﺶ را ﺑﮕﻴﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ
ﺳﻮال ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد او را ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻜﺸﺎﻧﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ،دوري
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ -.ﻛﻪ او رد ﮔﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ
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و دروغ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻳﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .او در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .در ﻫﻤﺎن ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﭘﺲ از ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺶ ﻛـﻪ اﻫﻤﻴـﺖ
ﻧﻤﻲ داد آﻳﺎ دوري آﻣﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﺧﻮرد .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ را ﭼﻄﻮر ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ او ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺑـﺎر ﻛـﻪ او را
دﻳﺪ و ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺞ ﺧﻠﻖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺞ ﺧﻠﻘﻲ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻨﺪرت ﻛﺞ ﺧﻠﻖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪاﻳﻦ روزﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ
ﻫﺮﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آن ﺑﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻛـﺎﻣﻠﻦ
ﻧﺎآﺷﻨﺎ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ از ﻛﻠﻤـﺎﺗﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آن اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ و اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آن ﻛﻠﻤـﺎت ،آن وﻗﺘﻬـﺎ ﭼﻨـﺎن
اﺛﺮي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ داﺷﺖ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺑﻨﻈﺮت ﺷﺨﺺ ﻣﺘﻔﺎوﺗﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﻢ؟"
دوري ﺑﺎ اﺣﺘﻴﺎط ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب ،ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻲ .ﻣـﻦ
ﭼﻪ؟
او ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰاﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻮ زﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ".
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او را ﻧﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ آن ﺟﻨﮕﻴﺪ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ،ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟) اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺖ ﻓﺮق ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ –
م ( .ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ آدم ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ؟
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،روي ﻫﻢ رﻓﺘﻪ".
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اواﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎﻛـﺖ ﭘـﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺰرﮔـﻲ ﺑـﻪ او داده ﺷـﺪ .ﺑـﻪ
ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﺶ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ورق ﻛﺎﻏﺬ در آن
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ دو ﻃﺮﻓﺶ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .اول ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ از ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -او ﺗﺼﻮرش اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در
زﻧﺪان ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﺟﺎزه ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ او زﻧـﺪاﻧﻲ
ﻣﺘﻔﺎوﺗﻲ ﺑﻮد .او ﻳﻚ ﺣﻨﺎﻳﺘﻜﺎر ﻧﺒﻮد .او ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺟﻨـﻮن داﺷـﺖ)
دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد-م (
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روي ﻛﺎﻏﺬ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ و ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ " دوري ﻋﺰﻳـﺰ" ،ﻧﺒـﻮد.
ﻃﻮري ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺑﺼﻮرﺗﻲ ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف زده ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ دﻋﻮﺗﻬﺎي ﻣﺬﻫﺒﻲ ﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺮدم ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎ ﺑﺮاي راه ﺣﻞ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮﺷـﺎن رﻳـﺸﻨﺎك
اﺳﺖ) از ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ( .از اﻳﻦ رو ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي زﻳﺎدي دور و ﺑﺮﺷﺎن
ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻧﺎراﺣﺘﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .در ﭼﻬﺮه ﺷﺎن ﺗﻤﺎم
ﺿﺮﺑﻪ ﻫﺎ و دردﻫﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ دارﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ
اﻳﻦ در آن در ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨـﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻣﺠﺒﻮرﻧـﺪ ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ و ﺑـﻪ
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ ) ﻣﻐﺎزه ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮدﻛـﺎر – م ( ،و ﻣﻮﻳـﺸﺎن
را ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺬران زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورﻧـﺪ ﻳـﺎ
ﭼﻚ ﺧﻴﺮﻳﻪ اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ ﺷﺎن) ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺣﻘﻮق ﺑﻴﻜﺎري – م ( را ﺑﻴﮕﺮﻧـﺪ.
ﺗﻬﻴﺪﺳﺖ ﻫﺎﺷﺎن ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻨﺪ و ﺛﺮوﺗﻤﻨﺪﻫﺎﺷﺎن ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
ﺣﺪاﻛﺜﺮ ﺗﻼﺷﺸﺎن را ﺑﻜﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻮﻟﺸﺎن را ﭼﻄﻮر ﺧﺮج ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﻛﺎر اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺠﺒﻮرﻧﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫـﺎ را
ﺑﺎ اﻣﻜﺎﻧﺎت ﻃﻼﻳﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻫـﻮاي ﺳـﺮ د و ﮔﺮﻣـﺸﺎن ﺑـﺴﺎزﻧﺪ .و
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وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﺻﻮﺗﻲ و ﻣﺴﻮاﻛﻬﺎي ﺟﺎدوﻳﻲ و ﻫﻤﻪ اﺧﺘﺮاﻋﺎت ﻣﻤﻜﻦ
و ﺑﻌﺪ آﻻرﻣﻬﺎي دزدﮔﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛـﺸﺘﺎر و ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﺷﻴﻬﻪ اﺳﺐ ﺣﻔﺎﻇﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻧﻪ ﺛﺮوﺗﻤﻨﺪ و ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻴﺮ در روﺣﺸﺎن
ﻫﻴﭻ آراﻣﺶ ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﻢ " ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﻪ " ﺑﺠﺎي
" ﺷﻴﻬﻪ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن اﺳﺐ" ،ﭼﺮا اﻳﻨﻄﻮر؟ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﻪ اي اﻳﻨﺠﺎ
ﻧﺪارم .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ،ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺑﺴﻴﺎري از ﻛﺴﺎن ﻓﺮاﺗـﺮ از
ﻳﻚ ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻨﺪ ﺛﺮوﺗﺸﺎن ﭼﻪ ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ و
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﺑﻮد و آﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻏﺬاﻳـﺸﺎن را
ﺑﺨﺮﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﭙﺰﻧﺪ .ﻳﺎ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﮔﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺣﺬف ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑﮕﻴـﺮﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ در
اﻓﻜﺎرﺧﻮدﻣﺎن اﺳﺖ .در آﻏﺎز ﻫﻤﻪ در ﺳﺮم ،ﺗﻼﻃـﻢ ﺑـﻮد ).اس
ﭘﻲ؟? .(SPﻃﻮﻓﺎنِ ﻫﻤﺎره ﺑﻮد ،و ﻣﻦ ﺳﺮم را ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻴﻤﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪم ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ از آن رﻫﺎ ﺷﻮم .ﺟﺎﻧﻜﻨـﺪن و زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻣﻦ .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﺠﺎزاﺗﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺮداﺧـﺖ ﺷـﺪ .ﺷـﻴﻠﻨﮓ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ و
ﺑﺴﺘﻢ و دارو ﺑﻪ ﺟﺮﻳﺎن ﺧﻮﻧﻢ رﻓﺖ .ﺷﻜﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﭼـﻮن
ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﻘﺪﺳـﻲ در آن ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ ،ﻧـﻪ
ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت از دﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ دﻧﻴﺎي واﻗﻌﻲ ،ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺮدم
ﻣﺴﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ و ﺟﻨﺎﻳﺘﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ اﻓﻜﺎر
ﺷﺎن ﻛﻪ دردﻧﺎك اﺳﺖ دﻓﻊ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .و اﻏﻠﺐ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮده و زﻧﺪاﻧﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺸﺎن ﺑﻪ درازا ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ در ﺳﻮي
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻼص ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .و آن ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟ آﻳﺎ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻳﺎ
ﺻﻠﺢ؟
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ﺻﻠﺢ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺻﻠﺢ رﺳﻴﺪم و ﻫﻨﻮز ﻋﺎﻗﻠﻢ .ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺣﺎﻻ
ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن اﻳﻦ داري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﭼﻴـﺰي
در ﻣﻮرد ﺧﺪا ﻋﻴﺴﻲ ﻳﺎ در ﻫﺮ رده ﺑﻮدا ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ اﮔـﺮ
در ﻳﻚ ﺑﺤﺚ دﻳﻨﻲ وارد ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدم .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻢ را ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺑﻨﺪم و ﺑﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﻴﺮوي ﻣﺎﻓﻮﻗﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﺮده ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮم .ﻣـﻦ واﻗﻌـﺎ
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺪام اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻨﻈﻮر داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﻢ اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﻮدم را ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻢ .داﻧﺴﺘﻦ ﺧﻮدت ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ از ﻓﺮاﻣﻴﻦ از
ﺟﺎﻫﺎﻳﻲ ،اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ اﻧﺠﻴﻞ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ در آن ﻣﻦ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﻣﺴﻴﺤﻴﺖ را ﭘﻲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮم .ﻧﻴﺰ ﺧﻮد ﻣﺎﻟﻚ ﺧﻮد ﺑـﻮدن ،ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ – ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻛﺮده ام ﻛﻪ در اﻧﺠﻴﻞ ﻫﺴﺖ  .ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ در
ﻛﺪام ﻗﺴﻤﺘﻬﺎ – ﺧﻮب ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪ – ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺘﻲ ﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﻧﻈﺮ
ﻧﺪارد ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ اﺧﻼﻗﻴﺖ راه ﺑﺮد .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺳﻨﺎﺧﺘﻦ ﺧـﻮدت ﺑـﻪ
اﺧﻼﻗﻴﺖ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﺎ از آن در رﻓﺘﺎرﻣﺎن رﺑﻂ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
رﻓﺘﺎر دﻏﺪﻏﻪ ي ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ زﻳﺮا ﻣﻦ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻗﻀﺎوت اﻋﺘﻤﺎد ﺷﻮد ،ﻗـﻀﺎوت ﺷـﺪه ام .او ﭼﻄـﻮر
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ دﻟﻴﻞ ﺑﻮدﻧﻢ در اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ.
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺨﺶ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻦ در ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ ﺧـﻮدت .ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ
ﺧﻮب ،ﻫﻮﺷﻴﺎراﻧﻪ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﻮدم را ﻣـﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳـﻢ و ﻣـﻦ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ را دارم و ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠـﺎم داده ام .ﻣـﻦ از
ﺳﻮي دﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻫﻴﻮﻻﻳﻲ ﻗﻀﺎوت ﺷﺪه ام و روي آن ﺟـﺪل
ﻧﺪارم ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﮔﺬرا ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺮدﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
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ﺑﺎران ﺑﻤﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎرﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ وﻟﮕﺮد ﺷﻬﺮﻫﺎ ﻳـﺎ ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﮕﻲ ﻣـﺮدن و
ﻗﺘﻞ ﺻﺪﻫﺎ ﻫﺰاران ﻧﻔﺮ ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﮔﺮوه ﻛﭽﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻴﻄﺎن و
ﺗﻜﺎن دﻫﻨﺪه اﻧﺪ ،ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﭘﻮزش ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻣﻼﺣﻈﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻳﻚ ﺷﻴﻄﺎن اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ راز راﺣﺖ
ﺑﻮدن ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺑـﺪﺗﺮﻳﻨﻢ.
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ از ﺑﺪﺗﺮِ ﻛﺴﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
ﻣﻦ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻳﺎ در ﻣﻮردش ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ .ﺑـﻲ
ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ در ﺻﻠﺢ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ) آراﻣﺶ دارم – م(  .آﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻴﻮﻻ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ؟ دﻧﻴﺎ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ و اﮔﺮ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﭘﺲ ﻣﻦ
ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﻢ .اﻣﺎ در آﻧﺼﻮرت ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ دﻧﻴـﺎ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻣﻔﻬـﻮم واﻗﻌـﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﻧﺪارد .ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮدم ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ و ﺑﺨـﺖ آن را ﻧـﺪارم ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .در آن ﺻﻮرت ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ دﻳﻮاﻧـﻪ
ام اﻣﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ؟ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ .ﻋﺎﻗﻞ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣـﻦ
ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ " ﻣﻦِ " ﺧﻮد را ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﻢ .و ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ
آن را ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﻢ.
دوري ،اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ را ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪه اي ،ﻳـﻚ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺑﺨـﺼﻮص
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ در ﺑﺎره اش ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ
ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﻫﺮﮔﺎه ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدي ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻴـﺎﻳﻲ ،در آﻧـﺼﻮرت
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻗﻠﺐ ﻧﺪارم .آﻧﻄﻮر
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﻋﻮض ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم اﮔﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ اﻣـﺎ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ.

PDF.tarikhema.org
١۴۴

١۴۴

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

اﻳﻦ را دارم ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻞ ﻛﺎر ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺎد دارم ،ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﻢ و اﺳـﻢ
ﺷﻬﺮ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻐﺰم از ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﺟﻬﺎت ﺧﻮب ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
دوري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﻦ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫـﻢ در دﻳـﺪار
ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺤﺚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و او آن را ﺑﺎرﻫﺎ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ در
ﺑﺎره اش ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﻫﺮ آﻧﭽﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﺒﻮده
ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ دوري اورا دوﺑﺎره دﻳـﺪ ،او ﻃـﻮري ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﻨﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .دوري دﻧﺒﺎل ﺳﺮﻣﻄﻠﺒﻲ
ﮔﺸﺖ و ﺑﻪ او در ﺑـﺎره ي ﻳـﻚ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨـﺪه ﻣﺤﻠـﻲ ﻛـﻪ زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ
ﻣﺸﻬﻮر ﺑﻮد ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺘﻞ ،آن ﻫﻔﺘﻪ اﻗﺎﻣـﺖ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد .در ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰدﮔﻲ اش ،ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ او را ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺖ و ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ از
دوري در ﺑﺎره ﺳﻮاﺑﻖ او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻳﻚ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن داﺷﺖ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ دﺳﺘﺮﺳﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳـﻮن
داﺷﺖ و ﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ اش را دﻳﺪ و اﻟﺒﺘﻪ اﺧﺒﺎر را ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ
ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﺳﻮژه اي داد ﺗﺎ در ﺑﺎره اش ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻨﺪ
ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺧﻮد را ﻧﮕﻪ دارد.
" ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ اﻻ ﺷﺨﺼﺎ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ؟
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎش او ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻣـﺎدﮔﻲ
ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ در ﺑﺎره آن را دارﻧﺪ.
ﭘﺲ از آن دوري ﻣـﻲ ﺗﺮﺳـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ از ﭘﺲ اش ﺑﺮآﻳﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
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او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ دوﺳﺘﺶ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ " .ﻋﺸﻖ " ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪن آن ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﻴﻢ".
ﺑﻌﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ .اﮔﺮ از اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺑـﺮوم
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ ،آن وﻗـﺖ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺷـﺎﻧﺲ دوﺑـﺎره اي
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ.
ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ"
" ﺧﻮب ﭼﻪ اﺳﺖ؟
دﻓﻌﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ دﻓﻌﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ .ﺑﻌﻀﻲ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ .ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ وﻟﻲ دﻫﻨﻢ ﺑﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده ام دوري .ﺣﺘﻲ از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗـﻮ رﻓﺘـﻲ و
ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا ﻣﺎﻳﻮس ﻛﺮدم .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻲ
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎﺗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم .ﺣـﻖ
ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ام اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎﺗﻲ ﺷـﻮم از
آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﻣﻦ ﺣﻖ داري و ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺧﻮدت
را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داري .ﭘﺲ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﺮﮔـﺮداﻧﻢ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﭼﻮن ﺑﻪ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ اي رﺳﻴﺪه ام ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ
ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ.
ﺣﺎﻻ از ﻛﺠﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﻨﻢ؟
ﺑﻬﺸﺖ وﺟﻮد دارد ﻳﻚ ﻃﺮﻓﻪ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ درﺳﺖ ،ﭼﻮن ﻫﺮﮔﺰ
ﺑﻪ ﺑﻬﺸﺖ و ﺟﻬﻨﻢ و ﻏﻴﺮه ﺑﺎور ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ و ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻣـﻲ
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داﻧﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺸﺖ ﻣﺰﺧﺮف ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﭘﺲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ دوﺑﺎره ﻣﻄﻠﺐ را ﺑﻪ ﺑﺤﺚ ﺑﻜﺸﻢ.
ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ  :ﻣﻦ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را دﻳﺪه ام.
آﻧﻬﺎ را دﻳﺪه ام و ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺮف زده ام.
آﻧﺠﺎ .در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ داري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ داري ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ
ﺧﻮب .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ واﻗﻌﻦ ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﻳﺎ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ و او
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﻮاب را ﺗﺸﺨﻴﺺ دﻫﺪ .او ﻓﺮق ﺑﻴﻦ ﺧـﻮاب و
ﺑﻴﺪاري را ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ .ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ
ﻓﺮق و آن را ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ و ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ
وﺟﻮد دارﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﮔـﻮﻳﻢ وﺟـﻮد دارﻧـﺪ ،ﻧـﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ زﻧـﺪه
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﭼﻮن زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدن در ﻓﺮاﻣﻮن ﺧﺎص ﺗﻮ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ
و ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ وﺟﻮد دارﻧـﺪ و اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﺮاﻣﻮن دﻳﮕﺮ ﻳﺎ ﻓﺮاﻣـﻮن ﻫـﺎي ﺑـﻲ ﺷـﻤﺎر وﺟـﻮد دارد و اﻣـﺎ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ دﺳﺘﺮﺳـﻲ دارم ﻫـﺮ
ﻛﺪاﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ اﻳﻦ را از آن دارم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﻤـﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﺧﻮدم ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻢ و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ و ﺑﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﻛﻪ دارم در ﺑﺎره اش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .از اﻳـﻦ رو ﭘـﺲ از ﭼﻨـﺎن
رﻧﺞ ﺑﺮدن و ﺧﻠﻮت ،ﺑﺨﺸﺸﻲ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﭘﺎداش ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﺘﺮﻳﻦ در دﻧﻴـﺎي
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪن ﺳﺰاوارش اﺳﺖ.
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ﺧﻮب اﮔﺮ ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎي ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن آﻣﺪي ﻧـﻪ ﭘـﺎره ﻛـﺮدﻧﺶ ،ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻄﻮرﻧﺪ .ﺧﻮﺑﻨـﺪ .واﻗﻌـﺎ
ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻨﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻫﻮش .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻃﺮه ﺑﺪي از
ﭼﻴﺰي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮ از آن ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺶ ﺳﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﺳـﻄﺢ
ﻣﺘﻔﺎوﺗﻲ درك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﺑﻠﻪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي ﺗﻮﺟﻪ
ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒـﻮد اﻧﺠـﺎم
دﻫﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻳـﻚ اﺗـﺎق ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺨـﺸﻲ از آن
راﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﻢ ،ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﻧﮕﺎر ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺎﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻓﻀﺎي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ
و زﻳﺒﺎﺗﺮ .از آﻧﻬﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪم ﭼﻄﻮر داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ و
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ ﻧﺪو ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻗﺎدر ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ از ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﻣﺮاﻗﺒـﺖ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ
ﺳﺎﺷﺎ ﺑﻮد اﻧﻜﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ  .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺟﺪاﮔﺎﻧﻪ ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ ﻳـﺎ
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺻﺪاﻳﺸﺎن را ﺑﺸﻨﻮم اﻣﺎ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻪ ي آﻧﻬﺎ
ﻛﺎﻣﻼ واﺿﺢ اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ،ﺷﺎداﺑﻨﺪ.
ﻟﻄﻔﺎ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﻧﮕﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .آن ﺗﺮﺳـﻲ ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ در ﺑﺎره اﻳﻦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﻮاﻧـﻪ
ﺑﻮدم اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎورم ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ي دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ام را ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﺮﺳـﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪ ،دور رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ام .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻣﺎري ﻛﻪ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد  .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ آن ﻛﺎر را
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ اﻳﻦ ﺗﻮاﻧﺎﻳﻲ را ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺎ ﺳﺎﺷﺎ و ﺑﺎرﺑﺎرا آن و دﻳﻤﻴﺘﺮي ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺘﻢ .اﻣﻴـﺪوارم
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ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻫﻢ اﻳﻦ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ داده ﺷﻮد ﭼﻮن اﮔـﺮ اﻳـﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺴﺌﻠﻪ
ﺳﺰاوار ﺑﻮدن اﺳﺖ ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺟﻠـﻮﺗﺮاز ﻣـﻦ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻮ دﺷﻮارﺗﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨـﻲ زﻳـﺮا ﺗـﻮ در دﻧﻴـﺎ
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ﻣﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ اﻣﺎ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ
اﻳﻦ اﻃﻼﻋﺎت را ﺑﺪﻫﻢ – ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را – و ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ آﻧﻬﺎ
را دﻳﺪه ام اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻛﻪ ﻗﻠﺐ ﺗﺮا روﺷﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ.
دوري ﺷﮕﻔﺖ داﺷﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﭼﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻳـﺎ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﻣﻮاﻃﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﻮاﻃﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻲ درﻧﮓ راي ﺑـﻪ
دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ﻣﻲ داد ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ دﻗـﺖ ،ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﺎﻧـﻪ دوري را در ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺳﻤﺖ و ﺳﻮﻳﻲ راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻲ او
ﻫﺪاﻳﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد – او ﻓﻘﻂ درﻫﻢ و ﺑﺮﻫﻤﻲ را دور ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺖ
ﺗﺎ دوري ﺑﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ،روﺑﺮو ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﮔﻴﺮي ﺧﻮد او ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ – .اﻳـﻦ
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﺑﻮد – ﺑﻴﺮون از ذﻫﻦ او.
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﭼﺮاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ دوري ﻫﻴﭻ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ او ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ.
دوري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .و در ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺷﻤﻪ اي از ﺑﺎﻟﻴﺪن دﻳـﺮﻳﻨﺶ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .دوري
در ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻨﻮﺷﺖ .روزﻫﺎ  ،ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ او ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي
در ﻧﻈﺮش ﺑﻮﺟﻮد ﻧﻴﺎورد اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺎ آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ راز ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .و ﮔﺎه ﺑﻪ ﮔﺎه وﻗﺘﻲ او ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ
اﺳﭙﺮي زدن آﻳﻨﻪ ﺣﻤﺎم ﻳﺎ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﻠﺤﻔﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺣﺴﻲ ﺑﻪ
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ﺳﺮاﻏﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﻣﺪت دو ﺳـﺎل ﻧـﺸﺎﻧﻲ از ﻫـﻴﭻ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ ﻣﺮدم را ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ
ﻳﻚ ﻫﻮاي زﻳﺒﺎ ﻳﺎ ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﻗﺸﻨﮓ ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﻳﺎ ﻋﻄﺮ ﻳﻚ ﻧـﺎﻧﻮاﻳﻲ.
او ﻫﻨﻮز آن ﺣﺲ ﺧﻮداﻧﮕﻴﺰاﻧﻪ ﺷـﺎدي را دﻗﻴﻘـﺎ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ اﻣـﺎ
ﻳﺎدي از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آن ﺑﻮد داﺷﺖ .ﻫﻴﭻ رﺑﻄﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻫـﻮا ﻳـﺎ
ﮔﻞ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .اﻳﺪه ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻮد در ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ
دﻣﻴﺘﺮيِ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮﻳﻖ راه اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ
ﺑﺎر ﺣﺲ روﺷﻨﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﻬﻤﺮاه آورد ﻧﻪ درد.
در ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺘﻬﺎ از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑـﻮد ،ﻫـﺮ ﻓﻜـﺮي از
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ او از آن ﺧﻼص ﺷـﻮد ،ﺧـﻮد را از آن
ﻓﻜﺮ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﺎﻗﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﺮدارد ﺑﺮ ﮔﻠـﻮﻳﺶ
ﺑﮕﺬارد .او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ اﺳﻢ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ و اﮔـﺮ اﺳـﻤﻲ
ﺷﺒﻴﻪ اﺳﻢ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﻴﺪ ،ﺧـﻮد را از آن ﻫـﻢ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﺣﺘﻲ ﺻﺪاي ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ،ﺟﻴﻎ زدﻧﻬﺎﺷﺎن و ﺻـﺪاي ﭼﻠـﺐ
ﭼﻠﻮپ ﺷﺎن در آﻣﺪ و ﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ اﺳﺘﺨﺮ ﻣﺘﻞ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ دري ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮش ﻣﻲ ﺑﺴﺖ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﺮق ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﭘﻨﺎﻫﮕﺎﻫﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
ﺧﻄﺮﻫﺎ ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎ دور و ﺑﺮ او ﺳﺒﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑـﻪ
آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮود.
و ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭘﻨﺎﻫﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ او داده ﺑﻮد؟ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﻧﻪ.
– ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ او ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ در ﻫﻤﻪ آن ﺳﺎﻋﺘﻬﺎ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ
و از ﻛﻠﻴﻨﻜﺲ ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
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ﻟﻮﻳﺪ آن را ﺑﻪ او داده ﺑﻮد .آن ﺷﺨﺺ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك .آن ﺷـﺨﺺ
ﻣﻨﺰوي و دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ.
دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ،اﮔﺮ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻨﺪش .اﻣـﺎ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ – او ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آن
ﺳﻮ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد؟ و ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ در ﻧﮕﺎه ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻛﻪ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي اﻧﺠﺎم داده ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﻔﺮي ﺗﻦ داده ﺑـﻮد
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻌﻨﻲ اي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد؟
اﻳﻦ ﺗﺼﻮر ،اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ،راﻫﺶ را در ذﻫﻦ او ﺑـﺎز ﻛـﺮد و در آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ،ﻫﻤﺮاه ﺑـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮي ﻛـﻪ ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ ،ﻫﻤـﻪ آن ﻣـﺮدم ،اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ
ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﻛﻪ دوري ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ او ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮي
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او در دﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ – او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺳـﺎﻧﺪز –
ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ او اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﻧﻪ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﮔـﻮش
ﻣﻲ داد؟
دوري ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدش ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز ﺣـﺮف ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﺒﺨﺶ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ آن را ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻛﺎري ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮﻛﻦ آﻳﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ از آﻧﭽﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺮﻳﺪه ام
او ﻧﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﺮﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ؟ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺴﻲ ،ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ ﻛﻪ درﺑـﺎره آن ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ اﻃﺮاف ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻫﻤـﻪ ي ﻛـﺎري ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻜﻨﻢ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدم را ﻳﺎدآوري ي ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻜﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﻳﺎدآور ﺷﻮد.
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ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻗﻴﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد .واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .آن ﺗﺎج زرد ﺳﻴﺦ ﺷـﺪه
ﻣﻨﻈﻮر ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻣﺪل ﻣﻮي ﺳﺮ اﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ان ﺳﺨﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ – م ( ،ﺗﺎﺛﺮ آور
ﺑﻮد.
از اﻳﻦ رو او ﺧﻮد را دوﺑﺎره در ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑـﺎ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس ﻳﺎﻓـﺖ ﻛـﻪ از
ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﺐ ﭘـﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣـﺎدرش
ﻣﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻴﺎد آورد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او دزدﻛﻲ ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪن ﻟﻮﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ
رﻓﺖ .ﺑﻪ دوﺳﺖ ﻣﺎدرش ،زﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ او ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ ،در ﺑـﺎره
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،دروغ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .اﺳـﻢ آن دوﺳـﺖ ،اﺳـﻢ
دوﺳﺖ ﻣﺎدرش ،را ﺑﻴﺎد آورد .ﻻوري54
ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻏﻴﺮ از ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺣﺎﻻ اﺳﻢ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣـﻲ آورد ،ﻳـﺎ
رﻧﮓ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺸﺎن را ؟ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺳﺎﻧﺪز وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ اﺳﻤﺸﺎن را ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ اﻣﺎ " ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ي ﺗﻮ " ﻧﺎم
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .آﻧﻬﺎ را در ﻳﻚ دﺳﺘﻪ ﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ داد.
او در آن روزﻫﺎ از رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪار ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ،دروغ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻻوري،
اﺣﺴﺎس ﮔﻨﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .او را ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺲ ﺳﺮﻧﻮﺷﺖ ،ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻴﭻ دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺠﺰ ﺑﻮدن
ﺑﺎ ﻟﻮﻳﺪ و ﺗﻼش ﺑﻪ درك او ،ﺑﺮ روي زﻣﻴﻦ آورده ﻧﺸﺪ.
ﺧﻮب ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد.
او در ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺟﻠﻮ ﻛﻨﺎرﮔـﺬر راﻧﻨـﺪه ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .از ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ
ﺟﻠﻮي اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز روﺷﻨﻲ داﺷﺖ .و ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ او ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺷﺨﺺ ﺑﻌﺪاز راﻧﻨﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
)
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ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮﻧﺘﻲ را دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺪون ﺣﺘﻲ ﺳﺮﻋﺘﺶ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎورد ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﻨﺎر ﺟﺎده رﻓﺖ ،ﺻـﺨﺮه را در ﻃـﻮل ﺑﺰرﮔـﺮاه ﺧﻠـﻮت ﺻـﺒﺢ
ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﺟﻠﻮﻳﺸﺎن ﺑﭙﺮاﻧﺪ و ﻓﺮو رﻓﺘﻨﺶ را در ﺧﻨﺪق ﻛﻨﺎر راه
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .و ﺣﺘﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺗﺮ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،راﻧﻨﺪه ي ﻛـﺎﻣﻴﻮن را
ﻛﻪ در ﻫﻮا ﭘﺮواز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺳﺮﻳﻊ و ﻫﻢ آﻫـﺴﺘﻪ،
ﻣﺰﺧﺮف و دﻟﭙﺬﻳﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .او در ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﻛﻨـﺎره ي ﻧـﺮم
ﺟﺎده  ،در ﻃﺮف ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﻓﺮود آﻣﺪ.
ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮانِ دﻳﮕﺮ ،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﭼﺮا راﻧﻨﺪه ﺗﺮﻣـﺰ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد و
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻧﺎﮔﻬـﺎﻧﻲ و ﻧﺎراﺣـﺖ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪه ﻛـﺸﺎﻧﺪ .در
آﻏﺎز ،ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ دوري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻄﻮر او
ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪ؟ آن ﻣﺮد ﻳﺎ ﭘﺴﺮ ﺟﻮان ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ روي ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﺧﻮاﺑﺶ
ﺑﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﭼﻄﻮر او ﺑﻴﺮون از ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮن و آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺮم در ﻫﻮا ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﺮواز درآﻣﺪ؟
راﻧﻨﺪه ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮان ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻳﺎرو درﺳﺖ ﺟﻠﻮي ﻣﺎ،
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ و ﺑـﺎ آراﻣـﺶ ﺣـﺮف ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻟﺮزﺷـﻲ از
ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﺮس در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد .درﺳﺖ آن ﻃﺮف
ﺟﺎده داﺧﻞ ﺧﻨﺪق ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ،ﺑـﻪ
راﻫﻤﺎن اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻴﻢ و در ﺿﻤﻦ ﻟﻄﻔـﺎ از اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس ﭘﻴـﺎده
ﻧﺸﻮﻳﺪ".
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ آن را ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺣﻖ وﻳﮋه اي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،دوري ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮش ﭘﻴـﺎده ﺷـﺪ .راﻧﻨـﺪه او را
ﺳﺮزﻧﺶ ﻧﻜﺮد.
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" اﺣﻤﻖ ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ" ،اﻳﻦ را وﻗﺘﻲ از ﻋﺮض ﺟـﺎده ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ
ﮔﻔﺖ و ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺠﺰ ﺧﺸﻢ وﻏﻀﺐ" .
ﺑﭽـــﻪ ي اﺣﻤـــﻖ ﻟﻌﻨﺘـــﻲ ﻣـــﻲ ﺗـــﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑـــﺎور ﻛﻨـــﻲ؟"
ﭘﺴﺮه ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد ،دﺳﺘﻬﺎ و ﭘﺎﻫﺎ ﭘﺮﺗـﺎب ﺷـﺪه ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ روي ﺑﺮف ﻓﺮﺷﺘﻪ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻨﺘﻬﺎ ﻣﺎﺳـﻪ اﻃـﺮاف
او ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ ﺑﺮف .ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد.
ﻳﻚ ﭘﺴﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻗﺪ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ رﻳـﺶ در
آورده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺑﺪون ﮔﻮاﻫﻴﻨﺎﻣﻪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ.
راﻧﻨﺪه ﺑﺎ ﺗﻠﻔﻨﺶ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد.
ﺣﺪود ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺟﻨﻮب ﺑﻲ ﻓﻴﻠﺪ ،55ﺷـﻤﺎره  ،21ﻛﻨـﺎره ﺷـﺮق
ﺟﺎده
ﭼﻜﻪ اي از ﺣﺒﺎب از زﻳﺮ ﺳﺮ ﭘﺴﺮ ،ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﮔﻮش ،ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻮن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
از ﺗﻮت ﻓﺮﻧﮕﻲ زﻣﺎن درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺮﺑﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ.
دوري ﻛﻨﺎر او ﺧﻢ ﺷـﺪ .دﺳـﺘﺶ را روي ﺳـﻴﻨﻪ او ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ.
ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد ﮔﻮﺷﺶ را ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﺮد .ﻛﺴﻲ ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻨﺶ را ﺑﺘﺎزﮔﻲ
اﻃﻮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد – ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻮﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ.
"ﻧﻔﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ"
اﻣﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺮ روي ﮔﺮدن او ﺿﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد.
ﭼﻴﺰي را ﺑﻴﺎد آورد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻟﻮﻳﺪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،در ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫـﺎ ﺣﺎدﺛـﻪ دﻳـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد و او آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﮔﺮ او ﺑـﺮ روي ﭘـﺸﺖ ﮔﻠـﻮ اﻓﺘـﺎده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ،
زﺑﺎن ،زﺑﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺟﻠﻮي ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪن را ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد .،دوري
اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎن ﻳـﻚ دﺳـﺘﺶ را روي ﭘﻴـﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﭘـﺴﺮ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ و دو
اﻧﮕﺸﺖ دﺳﺖ دﻳﮕﺮ را زﻳﺮ ﭼﺎﻧﻪ .ﺑﻄﺮف ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ روي ﭘﻴـﺸﺎﻧﻲ،
روي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ﻓﺸﺎر داد ،ﺗﺎ راه ﻫﻮا را ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻛﺠﻲ ﺧﻔﻴﻒ.
اﮔﺮ او ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻔﺲ ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪ ،دوري ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﻔﺲ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ.
ﺳﻮراخ دﻣﺎغ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ،ﻧﻔﺲ ﻋﻤﻴﻖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ،دﻫـﺎن او را
ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ ﻃﻮري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻮاﻳﻲ ﺧﺎرج ﻧﺸﻮد ،و ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺸﺪ .دو ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن و ﭼﻚ ﻛـﺮدن .دو ﻧﻔـﺲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪن و
ﭼﻚ ﻛﺮدن.
ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺮداﻧﻪ ي دﻳﮕﺮ .راﻧﻨﺪه ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﻣﻮﺗﻮري ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ".اﻳﻦ ﭘﺘﻮ را ﻣﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ ﻛـﻪ زﻳـﺮ ﺳـﺮش ﺑﮕـﺬاري؟"
ﺳﺮش را ﻣﺤﻜﻢ ﺗﻜﺎن داد .دوري ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻴﺎد آورده ﺑﻮد.
ﺣﺮﻛﺖ دادن ﻣﺼﺪوم ،ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﻧﺨـﺎع آﺳـﻴﺐ ﻧﺮﺳـﺎﻧﻲ.
دﻫﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺴﺖ .ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﮔﺮم ﺗـﺎزه او را ﻓـﺸﺮد .دوري ﻧﻔـﺲ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .دوﺑﺎره ﻧﻔـﺲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ .و
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻢ ﺿﻌﻴﻔﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد.
راﻧﻨﺪه ﭼﻴﺰي ﮔﻔﺖ اﻣﺎ دوري ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ آن را
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﺎ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺲ از دﻫﺎن ﭘﺴﺮ آﻣﺪ .دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ
را ﺑﺎز ﺷﺪه روي ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﺳﻴﻨﻪ او ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .و در آﻏﺎز ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ ﻳﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ رود ﭼﻮن دﺳﺘﺎن ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ
ﻟﺮزﻳﺪ.
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ﺑﻠﻪ ﺑﻠﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻮد .راه ﻫـﻮا ﺑـﺎز ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﭘـﺴﺮ
داﺷﺖ ﺧﻮدش ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .او داﺷﺖ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر روي او دراز ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .دوري ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺘﻮ ﺑـﻮد
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﮔﺮﻣﺶ ﻧﮕﻪ دار"
راﻧﻨﺪه ﻛﻪ روي او ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،زﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ؟"
دوري ﺳﺮش را ﺑﻌﻼﻣﺖ ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪ ﺗﻜﺎن داد .اﻧﮕـﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺿـﺮﺑﺎن
ﻧﺒﺾ را ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﻣﺎﻳﻊ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
زﻳﺎد ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .از ﻣﻐﺰش ﻧﺒﻮد.
راﻧﻨﺪه ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس را ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻧﮕﻪ دارم .ﻣﺎ از
ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ي ﺳﻔﺮ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻋﻘﺐ ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ".
ﻣﻮﺗﻮرﺳﻮار ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ .ﻣـﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ او را
ﺑﺒﺮم"
دوري ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ ،ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎﺷـﻴﺪ .ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ
ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮش ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻜﻮت ﺿﺮوري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ
در دﻧﻴﺎي ﺧﺎرج از ﺑﺪن ﭘﺴﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻤﺮﻛﺰ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ ،ﻛﻤـﻚ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺴﺮ از ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﺑﺎز ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ.
"ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻤﺮو اﻣﺎ ﭘﻴﻮﺳﺘﻪ ﻧﻔﺲ ﺑﻜﺶ .ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺣﺮف ﮔـﻮش ﻛـﻦ
ﺧﻮب ﻧﻔﺲ ﺑﻜﺶ ﻧﻔﺲ ﺑﻜﺶ"
" ﺗﻮ آن را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻮي؟" ،اﻳﻦ آﻗﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ و
از او ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ " .راﻧﻨﺪه ﮔﻔﺖ ،آﻣﺒﻮﻻﻧﺲ دارد ﺑﺎ ﻫـﺮ
ﺳﺮﻋﺖ ﻣﻤﻜﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻲ اﻳﺪ.
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" اداﻣﻪ ﺑﺪه " ،دوري ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻳـﻢ و
ﺗﺮا در راه ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ اﻣﺸﺐ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮم".
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺗﺎ دوري را ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﻴﺪ ﭼـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ.
دوري ﺑﺪون اﻋﺘﻨﺎ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد .ﺑﺪون ﺳﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدن ،ﻃﻮري
ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر او ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻔﺴﺶ ﻓﻮق اﻟﻌﺎده ﺑﻮد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻲ؟"
دوري ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻢ".
"ﺗﻮ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻟﻨﺪن ﺑﺮوي؟"

"ﻧﻪ" .
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By Alice Munro, June 5, 2006
Doree had to take three buses—one to Kincardine, where
she waited for one to London, where she waited again, for
the city bus out to the facility. She started the trip on a
Sunday at nine in the morning. Because of the waiting
times between buses, it took her until about two in the
afternoon to travel the hundred-odd miles. All that sitting,
either on buses or in the depots, was not a thing she should
have minded. Her daily work was not of the sitting-down
kind.
She was a chambermaid at the Comfort Inn. She scrubbed
bathrooms and stripped and made beds and vacuumed rugs
and wiped mirrors. She liked the work—it occupied her
thoughts to a certain extent and tired her out so that she
could sleep at night. She was seldom faced with a really
bad mess, though some of the women she worked with
could tell stories to make your hair curl. These women
were older than her, and they all thought that she should try
to work her way up. They told her that she should get
trained for a job behind the desk, while she was still young
and decent-looking. But she was content to do what she
did. She didn’t want to have to talk to people.
None of the people she worked with knew what had
happened. Or, if they did, they didn’t let on. Her picture
had been in the paper—they’d used the photo he took of
her with all three kids, the new baby, Dimitri, in her arms,
and Barbara Ann and Sasha on either side, looking on. Her
hair had been long and wavy and brown then, natural in
curl and color, as he liked it, and her face bashful and
soft—a reflection less of the way she was than of the way
he wanted to see her.
Since then, she had cut her hair short and bleached and
spiked it, and she had lost a lot of weight. And she went by
her second name now: Fleur. Also, the job they had found
for her was in a town a good distance away from where she
used to live.
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This was the third time she had made the trip. The first two
times he had refused to see her. If he did that again she
would just quit trying. Even if he did see her, she might not
come again for a while. She was not going to go overboard.
She didn’t really know what she was going to do.
On the first bus she was not too troubled. Just riding along
and looking at the scenery. She had grown up on the coast,
where there was such a thing as spring, but here winter
jumped almost directly into summer. A month ago there
had been snow, and now it was hot enough to go barearmed. Dazzling patches of water lay in the fields, and the
sunlight was pouring down through naked branches.
On the second bus she began to feel jittery, and she
couldn’t help trying to guess which of the women around
her might be going to the same place. They were women
alone, usually dressed with some care, maybe to make
themselves look as if they were going to church. The older
ones looked as if they were going to strict old-fashioned
churches where you had to wear a skirt and stockings and
some sort of hat, while the younger ones might have
belonged to a livelier congregation, which accepted pants
suits, bright scarves, earrings, and puffy hairdos. When you
took a second look, you saw that some of the pants-suit
women were quite as old as the others.
Doree didn’t fit into either category. In the whole year and
a half that she had been working she had not bought herself
a single new piece of clothing. She wore her uniform at
work and her jeans everywhere else. She had got out of the
way of wearing makeup because he hadn’t allowed it, and
now, though she could have, she didn’t. Her spikes of corncolored hair didn’t suit her bony bare face, but it didn’t
matter.
On the third bus she got a seat by the window, and tried to
keep herself calm by reading the signs—both the
advertising and the street signs. There was a certain trick
she had picked up, to keep her mind occupied. She took the
letters of whatever word her eyes lit on, and she tried to see
how many new words she could make out of them.
“Coffee,” for instance, would give you “fee,” and then
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“foe,” and “off” and “of,” and “shop” would provide “hop”
and “sop” and “so” and—wait a minute—“posh.” Words
were more than plentiful on the way out of the city, as they
passed billboards, monster stores, car lots, even balloons
moored on roofs to advertise sales.
Doree had not told Mrs. Sands about her last two attempts,
and probably wouldn’t tell her about this one, either. Mrs.
Sands, whom she saw on Monday afternoons, spoke of
moving on, though she always said that it would take time,
that things could not be hurried. She told Doree that she
was doing fine, that she was gradually discovering her own
strength.
“I know those words have been done to death,” she said.
“But they’re still true.”
She blushed at what she heard herself say—death—but did
not make it worse by apologizing.
When Doree was sixteen—that was seven years ago—
she’d gone to visit her mother in the hospital every day
after school. Her mother was recovering from an operation
on her back, which was said to have been serious but not
dangerous. Lloyd was an orderly. He and Doree’s mother
had in common the fact that they were both old hippies—
though Lloyd was actually a few years the younger—and
whenever he had time he’d come in and chat with her about
the concerts and protest marches they’d both attended, the
outrageous people they’d known, drug trips that had
knocked them out, that sort of thing.
Lloyd was popular with the patients, because of his jokes
and his sure, strong touch. He was stocky and broadshouldered and authoritative enough to be sometimes taken
for a doctor. (Not that he was pleased by that—he held the
opinion that a lot of medicine was a fraud and a lot of
doctors were jerks.) He had sensitive reddish skin and light
hair and bold eyes.
He kissed Doree in the elevator and told her that she was a
flower in the desert. Then he laughed at himself, and said,
“How original can you get?”
“You’re a poet and don’t know it,” she said, to be kind.
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One night her mother died suddenly, of an embolism.
Doree’s mother had a lot of women friends who would
have taken Doree in—and she stayed with one of them for
a time—but the new friend Lloyd was the one Doree
preferred. By her next birthday she was pregnant, then
married. Lloyd had never been married before, though he
had at least two children whose whereabouts he was not
certain of. They would have been grown up by then,
anyway. His philosophy of life had changed as he got
older—he believed now in marriage, constancy, and no
birth control. And he found the Sechelt Peninsula, where he
and Doree lived, too full of people these days—old friends,
old ways of life, old lovers. Soon he and Doree moved
across the country to a town they picked from a name on
the map: Mildmay. They didn’t live in town; they rented a
place in the country. Lloyd got a job in an ice-cream
factory. They planted a garden. Lloyd knew a lot about
gardening, just as he did about house carpentry, managing a
woodstove, and keeping an old car running.
Sasha was born.
“Perfectly natural,” Mrs. Sands said.
Doree said, “Is it?”
Doree always sat on a straight-backed chair in front of the
desk, not on the sofa, which had a flowery pattern and
cushions. Mrs. Sands moved her own chair to the side of
the desk, so that they could talk without any kind of barrier
between them.
“I’ve sort’ve been expecting you would,” she said. “I think
it’s what I might have done, in your place.”
Mrs. Sands would not have said that in the beginning. A
year ago, even, she’d have been more cautious, knowing
how Doree would have revolted, then, at the idea that
anybody, any living soul, could be in her place. Now she
knew that Doree would just take it as a way, even a humble
way, of trying to understand.
Mrs. Sands was not like some of them. She was not brisk,
not thin, not pretty. Not too old, either. She was about the
age that Doree’s mother would have been, though she did
not look as if she’d ever been a hippie. Her graying hair
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was cut short and she had a mole riding on one cheekbone.
She wore flat shoes and loose pants and flowered tops.
Even when they were of a raspberry or turquoise color
these tops did not make her look as if she really cared what
she put on—it was more as if somebody had told her she
needed to smarten herself up and she had obediently gone
shopping for something she thought might do that. Her
large, kind, impersonal sobriety drained all assaulting
cheerfulness, all insult, out of those clothes.
“Well, the first two times I never saw him,” Doree said.
“He wouldn’t come out.”
“But this time he did? He did come out?”
“Yes, he did. But I wouldn’t hardly have known him.”
“He’d aged?”
“I guess so. I guess he’s lost some weight. And those
clothes. Uniforms. I never saw him in anything like that.”
“Wasn’t he once an orderly?”
“It wasn’t the same.”
“He looked to you like a different person?”
“No.” Doree caught at her upper lip, trying to think what
the difference was. He’d been so still. She had never seen
him so still. He hadn’t even seemed to know that he should
sit down opposite her. Her first words to him had been
“Aren’t you going to sit down?” And he had said, “Is it all
right?”
“He looked sort of vacant,” she said. “I wondered if they
had him on drugs?”
“Maybe something to keep him on an even keel. Mind you,
I don’t know. Did you have a conversation?”
Doree wondered if it could be called that. She had asked
him some stupid ordinary questions. How was he feeling?
(O.K.) Did he get enough to eat? (He thought so.) Was
there any place where he could walk if he wanted to?
(Under supervision, yes. He guessed you could call it a
place. He guessed you could call it walking.)
She’d said, “You have to get fresh air.”
He’d said, “That’s true.”
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She’d nearly asked him if he had made any friends. The
way you ask your kid about school. The way, if your kids
went to school, you would ask them.
“Yes. Yes,” Mrs. Sands said, nudging the ready box of
Kleenex forward. Doree didn’t need it; her eyes were dry.
The trouble was in the bottom of her stomach. The heaves
Mrs. Sands just waited, knowing enough to keep her hands
off.
And, as if he’d detected what she was on the verge of
saying, Lloyd had told her that there was a psychiatrist who
came and talked to him every so often.
“I tell him he’s wasting his time,” Lloyd said. “I know as
much as he does.”
That was the only time that he had sounded to Doree
anything like himself.
All through the visit her heart had kept thumping. She’d
thought she might faint or die. It cost her such an effort to
look at him, to get him into her vision as this thin and gray,
diffident yet cold, mechanically moving yet uncoördinated
man.
She had not said any of this to Mrs. Sands. Mrs. Sands
might have asked—tactfully—whom she was afraid of.
Herself or him? But she wasn’t afraid.
When Sasha was one and a half, Barbara Ann was born,
and, when Barbara Ann was two, they had Dimitri. They
had named Sasha together, and then they made a pact that
he would name the boys and she would name the girls.
Dimitri was the first one to be colicky. Doree thought that
he was maybe not getting enough milk, or that her milk
was not rich enough. Or too rich? Not right, anyway. Lloyd
had a lady from the La Leche League come and talk to her.
Whatever you do, the lady said, you must not put him on a
supplementary bottle. That would be the thin edge of the
wedge, she said, and pretty soon you would have him
rejecting the breast altogether. She spoke as if that would
be a major tragedy.
Little did she know that Doree had been giving him a
supplement already. And it seemed to be true that he
preferred that—he fussed more and more at the breast. By
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three months he was entirely bottle-fed, and then there was
no way to keep it from Lloyd. She told him that her milk
had dried up, and she’d had to start supplementing. Lloyd
squeezed one breast after the other with frantic
determination and succeeded in getting a couple of drops of
miserable-looking milk out. He called her a liar. They
fought. He said that she was a whore like her mother.
All those hippies were whores, he said.
Soon they made up. But whenever Dimitri was fretful,
whenever he had a cold, or was afraid of the older
children’s pet rabbit, or still hung on to chairs at the age
when his brother and sister had been walking unsupported,
the failure to breast-feed was recalled.
The first time Doree had gone to Mrs. Sands’s office, one
of the other women there had given her a pamphlet. On the
front of it was a gold cross and words made up of gold and
purple letters: “When Your Loss Seems Unbearable . . .”
Inside, there was a softly colored picture of Jesus and some
finer print that Doree did not read.
In her chair in front of the desk, still clutching the
pamphlet, Doree began to shake. Mrs. Sands had to pry it
out of her hand.
“Did somebody give you this?” Mrs. Sands said.
Doree said, “Her,” and jerked her head at the closed door.
“You don’t want it?”
“When you’re down is when they’ll try and get at you,”
Doree said, and then realized that this was something her
mother had said, when some ladies with a similar message
came to visit her in the hospital. “They think you’ll fall on
your knees and then it’ll be all right.”
Mrs. Sands sighed.
“Well,” she said. “It’s certainly not that simple.”
“Not even possible,” Doree said.
“Maybe not.”
They never spoke of Lloyd, in those days. Doree never
thought of him if she could help it, and then only as if he
were some terrible accident of nature.
“Even if I believed in that stuff,” she said—meaning what
was in the pamphlet—“it would only be so that . . .” She
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meant to say that such a belief would be convenient
because she could then think of Lloyd burning in Hell, or
something of that sort, but she was unable to go on,
because it was just too stupid to talk about. And because of
a familiar impediment, that was like a hammer hitting her
in the belly.
Lloyd thought that their children should be educated at
home. This was not for religious reasons—going against
dinosaurs and cavemen and monkeys and all that—but
because he wanted them to be close to their parents and to
be introduced to the world carefully and gradually, rather
than thrown into it all at once. “I just happen to think they
are my kids,” he said. “I mean they are our kids, not the
Department of Education’s kids.”
Doree wasn’t sure that she could handle this, but it turned
out that the Department of Education had guidelines, and
lesson plans that you could get from your local school.
Sasha was a bright boy who practically taught himself to
read, and the other two were still too little to learn much
yet. In the evenings and on weekends Lloyd taught Sasha
about geography and the solar system and the hibernation
of animals and how a car runs, covering each subject as the
questions came up. Pretty soon Sasha was ahead of the
school plans, but Doree picked them up anyway and put
him through the exercises right on time so that the law
would be satisfied.
There was another mother in the district doing
homeschooling. Her name was Maggie and she had a
minivan. Lloyd needed his car to get to work, and Doree
had not learned to drive, so she was glad when Maggie
offered her a ride to the school once a week to turn in the
finished exercises and pick up the new ones. Of course they
took all the children along. Maggie had two boys. The
older one had so many allergies that she had to keep a strict
eye on everything he ate—that was why she taught him at
home. And then it seemed that she might as well keep the
younger one there as well. He wanted to stay with his
brother and he had a problem with asthma, anyway
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How grateful Doree was then, comparing her healthy three.
Lloyd said that it was because she’d had her children when
she was still young, while Maggie had waited until she was
on the verge of menopause. He was exaggerating how old
Maggie was, but it was true that she had waited. She was
an optometrist. She and her husband had been partners, and
they hadn’t started their family until she could leave the
practice and they had a house in the country.
Maggie’s hair was pepper-and-salt, cropped close to her
head. She was tall, flat-chested, cheerful, and opinionated.
Lloyd called her the Lezzie. Only behind her back, of
course. He kidded with her on the phone but mouthed at
Doree, “It’s the Lezzie.” That didn’t really bother Doree—
he called lots of women Lezzies. But she was afraid that
the kidding would seem overly friendly to Maggie, an
intrusion, or at least a waste of time.
“You want to speak to the ole lady. Yeah, I got her right
here. She’s rubbing my work pants up and down the scrub
board. See, I only got the one pair of pants. Anyway, I
believe in keeping her busy.”
Doree and Maggie got into the habit of shopping for
groceries together, after they’d picked up the papers at the
school. Then sometimes they got take-out coffees at Tim
Horton’s and took the children to Riverside Park. They sat
on a bench while Sasha and Maggie’s boys raced around or
hung from the climbing contraptions, and Barbara Ann
pumped on the swing and Dimitri played in the sandbox.
Or they sat in the mini, if it was cold
. They talked mostly about the children, and things they
cooked, but somehow Doree found out about how Maggie
had trekked around Europe before training as an
optometrist and Maggie found out how young Doree had
been when she got married. Also about how easily she had
become pregnant at first, and how she didn’t so easily
anymore, and how that made Lloyd suspicious, so that he
went through her dresser drawers looking for birth-control
pills—thinking she must be taking them on the sly.
“And are you?” Maggie asked.
Doree was shocked. She said she wouldn’t dare.
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“I mean, I’d think that was awful to do, without telling him.
It’s just kind of a joke when he goes looking for them.”
“Oh,” Maggie said.
And one time Maggie said, “Is everything all right with
you? I mean in your marriage? You’re happy?”
Doree said yes, without hesitation. After that she was more
careful about what she said. She saw that there were things
that she was used to that another person might not
understand. Lloyd had a certain way of looking at things;
that was just how he was. Even when she’d first met him,
in the hospital, he’d been like that. The head nurse was a
starchy sort of person, so he’d called her Mrs. Bitch-out-ofhell, instead of her name, which was Mrs. Mitchell
. He said it so fast that you could barely catch on. He’d
thought that she picked favorites, and he wasn’t one of
them. Now there was somebody he detested at the icecream factory, somebody he called Suck-stick Louie. Doree
didn’t know the man’s real name. But at least that proved
that it wasn’t only women who provoked him.
Doree was pretty sure that these people weren’t as bad as
Lloyd thought, but it was no use contradicting him. Perhaps
men just had to have enemies, the way they had to have
their jokes. And sometimes Lloyd did make the enemies
into jokes, just as if he were laughing at himself. She was
even allowed to laugh with him, as long as she wasn’t the
one who started the laughing.
She hoped that he wouldn’t get that way about Maggie. At
times she was afraid she saw something of the sort coming.
If he prevented her from riding to the school and the
grocery store with Maggie it would be a big inconvenience.
But worse would be the shame. She would have to make up
some stupid lie, to explain things. But Maggie would
know—at least she would know that Doree was lying, and
she would interpret that, probably, as meaning that Doree
was in a worse situation than she really was. Maggie had
her own sharp no-nonsense way of looking at things
Then Doree asked herself why she should care, anyway,
what Maggie might think. Maggie was an outsider, not
even somebody Doree felt particularly comfortable with. It
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was Lloyd and Doree and their family that mattered. Lloyd
said that, and he was right. The truth of things between
them, the bond, was not something that anybody else could
understand and it was not anybody else’s business. If Doree
could watch her own loyalty it would be all right.
It got worse, gradually. No direct forbidding, but more
criticism. Lloyd coming up with the theory that Maggie’s
boys’ allergies and asthma might be Maggie’s fault. The
reason was often the mother, he said. He used to see it at
the hospital all the time. The overcontrolling, usually
overeducated mother.
“Some of the time kids are just born with something,”
Doree said, unwisely. “You can’t say it’s the mother every
time.”
“Oh. Why can’t I?”
“I didn’t mean you. I didn’t mean you can’t. I meant
couldn’t they be born—”
“Since when are you such a medical authority?”
“I didn’t say I was.”
“No. And you’re not.”
Bad to worse. He wanted to know what they talked about,
she and Maggie.
“I don’t know. Nothing, really.”
“That’s funny. Two women riding in a car. First I heard of
it. Two women talking about nothing. She is out to break us
up.”
“Who is? Maggie?”
“I’ve got experience of her kind of woman.”
“What kind?”
“Her kind.”
“Don’t be silly.”
“Careful. Don’t call me silly.”
“What would she want to do that for?”
“How am I supposed to know? She just wants to do it. You
wait. You’ll see. She’ll get you over there bawling and
whining about what a bastard I am.”
And in fact it turned out as he had said. At least it would
certainly have looked that way, to Lloyd. She did find
herself at around ten o’clock one night in Maggie’s kitchen,
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sniffling back her tears and drinking herbal tea. Maggie’s
husband had said, “What the hell?” when she knocked—
she heard him through the door. He hadn’t known who she
was. She’d said, “I’m really sorry to bother you—” while
he stared at her with lifted eyebrows and a tight mouth.
And then Maggie had come.
Doree had walked all the way there in the dark, first along
the gravel road that she and Lloyd lived on, then on the
highway. She headed for the ditch every time a car came,
and that slowed her down considerably. She did take a look
at the cars that passed, thinking that one of them might be
Lloyd. She didn’t want him to find her, not yet, not till he
was scared out of his craziness. Other times she had been
able to scare him out of it herself, by weeping and howling
and even banging her head on the floor, chanting, “It’s not
true, it’s not true, it’s not true,” over and over. Finally he
would back down. He would say, “O.K., O.K. I’ll believe
you. Honey, be quiet. Think of the kids. I’ll believe you,
honest. Just stop.”
But tonight she had pulled herself together just as she was
about to start that performance. She had put on her coat and
walked out the door, with him calling after her, “Don’t do
this. I warn you!”
Maggie’s husband had gone to bed, not looking any better
pleased about things, while Doree kept saying, “I’m sorry.
I’m so sorry, barging in on you at this time of the night.”
“Oh, shut up,” Maggie said, kind and businesslike. “Do you
want a glass of wine?”
“I don’t drink.”
“Then you’d better not start now. I’ll get you some tea. It’s
very soothing. Raspberry-camomile. It’s not the kids, is it?”
“No.”
Maggie took her coat and handed her a wad of Kleenex for
her eyes and nose. “Don’t try to tell me yet. We’ll soon get
you settled down.”
Even when she was partway settled down Doree didn’t
want to blurt out the whole truth, and let Maggie know that
she herself was at the heart of the problem. More than that,
she didn’t want to have to explain Lloyd. No matter how
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worn out she got with him, he was still the closest person in
the world to her, and she felt that everything would
collapse if she were to bring herself to tell someone exactly
how he was, if she were to be entirely disloyal.
She said that she and Lloyd had got into an old argument
and she was so sick and tired of it that all she’d wanted was
to get out. But she would get over it, she said. They would.
“Happens to every couple sometime,” Maggie said.
The phone rang then, and Maggie answered.
“Yes. She’s O.K. She just needed to walk something out of
her system. Fine. O.K. then, I’ll deliver her home in the
morning. No trouble. O.K. Good night.
“That was him,” she said. “I guess you heard.”
“How did he sound? Did he sound normal?”
Maggie laughed. “Well, I don’t know how he sounds when
he’s normal, do I? He didn’t sound drunk.”
“He doesn’t drink, either. We don’t even have coffee in the
house.”
“Want some toast?”
In the morning, early, Maggie drove her home. Maggie’s
husband hadn’t left for work yet, and he stayed with the
boys.
Maggie was in a hurry to get back, so she just said, “Byebye. Phone me if you need to talk,” as she turned the
minivan around in the yard.
It was a cold morning in early spring, snow still on the
ground, but there was Lloyd sitting on the steps without a
jacket on.
“Good morning,” he said, in a loud, sarcastically polite
voice. And she said good morning, in a voice that
pretended not to notice his.
He did not move aside to let her up the steps.
“You can’t go in there,” he said.
She decided to take this lightly.
“Not even if I say please? Please.”
He looked at her but did not answer. He smiled with his
lips held together.
“Lloyd?” she said. “Lloyd?”
“You better not go in.”
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“I didn’t tell her anything, Lloyd. I’m sorry I walked out. I
just needed a breathing space, I guess.”
“Better not go in.”
“What’s the matter with you? Where are the kids?”
He shook his head, as he did when she said something he
didn’t like to hear. Something mildly rude, like “holy shit”
“Lloyd. Where are the kids?”
He shifted just a little, so that she could pass if she liked.
Dimitri still in his crib, lying sideways. Barbara Ann on the
floor beside her bed, as if she’d got out or been pulled out.
Sasha by the kitchen door—he had tried to get away. He
was the only one with bruises on his throat. The pillow had
done for the others.
“When I phoned last night?” Lloyd said. “When I phoned,
it had already happened.
“You brought it all on yourself,” he said.
The verdict was that he was insane, he couldn’t be tried. He
was criminally insane—he had to be put in a secure
institution.
Doree had run out of the house and was stumbling around
the yard, holding her arms tight across her stomach as if
she had been sliced open and was trying to keep herself
together. This was the scene that Maggie saw, when she
came back. She had had a premonition, and had turned the
minivan around in the road. Her first thought was that
Doree had been hit or kicked in the stomach by her
husband. She could make nothing out of the noises Doree
was making. But Lloyd, who was still sitting on the steps,
moved aside courteously for her, without a word, and she
went into the house and found what she was now expecting
to find. She phoned the police.
For some time Doree kept stuffing whatever she could grab
into her mouth. After the dirt and grass it was sheets or
towels or her own clothing. As if she were trying to stifle
not just the howls that rose up but the scene in her head.
She was given a shot of something, regularly, to quiet her
down, and this worked. In fact she became very quiet,
though not catatonic. She was said to be stabilized. When
she got out of the hospital and the social worker brought
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her to this new place, Mrs. Sands took over, found her
somewhere to live, found her a job, established the routine
of talking with her once a week. Maggie would have come
to see her, but she was the one person Doree could not
stand to see. Mrs. Sands said that that feeling was natural—
it was the association. She said that Maggie would
understand.
Mrs. Sands said that whether or not Doree continued to
visit Lloyd was up to her. “I’m not here to approve or
disapprove, you know. Did it make you feel good to see
him? Or bad?”
“I don’t know.”
Doree could not explain that it had not really seemed to be
him she was seeing. It was almost like seeing a ghost. So
pale. Pale loose clothes on him, shoes that didn’t make any
noise—probably slippers—on his feet. She had the
impression that some of his hair had fallen out. His thick
and wavy, honey-colored hair.
There seemed to be no breadth to his shoulders, no hollow
in his collarbone where she used to rest her head.
What he had said, afterward, to the police—and it was
quoted in the newspapers—was “I did it to save them the
misery.”
What misery?
“The misery of knowing that their mother had walked out
on them,” he said.
That was burned into Doree’s brain and maybe when she
decided to try to see him it had been with the idea of
making him take it back. Making him see, and admit, how
things had really gone.
“You told me to stop contradicting you or get out of the
house. So I got out of the house.”
“I only went to Maggie’s for one night. I fully intended to
come back. I wasn’t walking out on anybody.”
She remembered perfectly how the argument had started.
She had bought a tin of spaghetti that had a very slight dent
in it. Because of that it had been on sale and she had been
pleased with her thriftiness. She had thought that she was
doing something smart. But she didn’t tell him that, once
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he had begun questioning her about it. For some reason
she’d thought it better to pretend that she hadn’t noticed.
Anybody would notice, he said. We could have all been
poisoned. What was the matter with her? Or was that what
she had in mind? Was she planning to try it out on the kids
or on him?
She had told him not to be crazy.
He had said that it wasn’t him who was crazy. Who but a
crazy woman would buy poison for her family?
The children had been watching from the doorway of the
front room. That was the last time she’d seen them alive.
So was that what she had been thinking—that she could
make him see, finally, who it was that was crazy?
When she realized what was in her head, she should have
got off the bus. She could have got off even at the gates,
with the few other women who plodded up the drive. She
could have crossed the road and waited for the bus back to
the city. Probably some people did that. They were going to
make a visit and then decided not to. People probably did
that all the time.
But maybe it was better that she had gone on, and seen him
so strange and wasted. Not a person worth blaming for
anything. Not a person. He was like a character in a dream.
She had dreams. In one dream she had run out of the house
after finding them, and Lloyd had started to laugh in his old
easy way, and then she had heard Sasha laughing behind
her and it had dawned on her, wonderfully, that they were
all playing a joke.
“You asked me if it made me feel good or bad when I saw
him? Last time, you asked me?”
“Yes, I did,” Mrs. Sands said.
“I had to think about it.”
“Yes.”
“I decided it made me feel bad. So I haven’t gone again.”
It was hard to tell with Mrs. Sands, but the nod she gave
seemed to show some satisfaction or approval.
So when Doree decided that she would go again, after all,
she thought that it was better not to mention it. And since it
was hard not to mention whatever happened to her—there
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being so little, most of the time—she phoned and cancelled
her appointment. She said that she was going on a holiday.
They were getting into summer, when holidays were the
usual thing. With a friend, she said.
“You aren’t wearing the jacket you had on last week.”
“That wasn’t last week.”
“Wasn’t it?”
“It was three weeks ago. The weather’s hot now. This is
lighter but I don’t really need it. You don’t need a jacket at
all.”
He asked about her trip, what buses she’d had to take from
Mildmay.
She told him that she wasn’t living there anymore. She told
him where she lived, and about the three buses.
“That’s quite a trek for you. Do you like living in a bigger
place?”
“It’s easier to get work there.”
“So you work?”
She had told him last time about where she lived, the buses,
where she worked.
“I clean rooms in a motel,” she said. “I told you.”
“Yes. Yes. I forgot. I’m sorry. Do you ever think about
going back to school? Night school?”
She said that she did think about it but never seriously
enough to do anything. She said that she didn’t mind the
work she was doing.
Then it seemed as if they could not think of anything more
to say.
He sighed. He said, “Sorry. Sorry. I guess I’m not so used
to conversation.”
“So what do you do all the time?”
“I guess I read quite a bit. Kind of meditate. Informally.”
“Oh.”
“I appreciate you coming here. It means a lot to me. But
don’t think you have to keep it up. I mean, just when you
want to. Just come when you want to. If something comes
up, or if you don’t feel like it— What I’m trying to say is,
just the fact that you could come at all, that you even came
once, that’s a bonus for me. Do you get what I mean?”
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She said yes, she thought so.
He said that he didn’t want to interfere with her life.
“You’re not,” she said.
“Was that what you were going to say? I thought you were
going to say something else.”
In fact, she had almost said, What life?
No, she said, not really, nothing else.
“Good.”
Three more weeks and she got a phone call. It was Mrs.
Sands herself on the line, not one of the women in the
office.
“Oh, Doree. I thought you might not be back yet. From
your holiday. So you are back?”
“Yes,” Doree said, trying to think where she could say she
had been.
“But you hadn’t got around to arranging another
appointment?”
“No. Not yet.”
“That’s O.K. I was just checking. You are all right?”
“I’m all right.”
“Fine. Fine. You know where I am if you ever need me.
Ever just want to have a talk.”
“Yes.”
“So take care.”
She hadn’t mentioned Lloyd, hadn’t asked if the visits had
continued. Well, of course, Doree had said that they
weren’t going to. But Mrs. Sands was pretty good, usually,
about sensing what was going on. Pretty good at holding
off, too, when she understood that a question might not get
her anywhere. Doree didn’t know what she would have
said, if asked—whether she would have backtracked and
told a lie or come out with the truth. She had gone back, in
fact, the very next Sunday after he more or less told her that
it didn’t matter whether she came or not.
He had a cold. He didn’t know how he’d got it.
Maybe he had been coming down with it, he said, the last
time he saw her, and that was why he’d been morose.
Morose. She seldom had anything to do, nowadays, with
anyone who used a word like that, and it sounded strange to
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her. But he had always had a habit of using such words,
and of course at one time they hadn’t struck her as they did
now.
“Do I seem like a different person to you?” he asked.
“Well, you look different,” she said cautiously. “Don’t I?”
“You look beautiful,” he said sadly.
Something softened in her. But she fought against it.
“Do you feel different?” he asked. “Do you feel like a
different person?”
She said she didn’t know. “Do you?”
He said, “Altogether.”
Later in the week a large envelope was given to her at
work. It had been addressed to her care of the motel. It
contained several sheets of paper, with writing on both
sides. She didn’t think at first of its being from him—she
somehow had the idea that people in prison were not
allowed to write letters. But, of course, he was a different
sort of prisoner. He was not a criminal. He was only
criminally insane.
There was no date on the document and not even a “Dear
Doree.” It just started talking to her in such a way that she
thought it had to be some sort of religious invitation:
People are looking all over for the solution. Their minds are
sore (from looking). So many things jostling around and
hurting them. You can see in their faces all their bruises
and pains. They are troubled. They rush around. They have
to shop and go to the laundromat and get their hair cut and
earn a living or pick up their welfare checks. The poor ones
have to do that and the rich ones have to look hard for the
best ways to spend their money. That is work too. They
have to build the best houses with gold faucets for their hot
and cold water. And their Audis and magical toothbrushes
and all possible contraptions and then burglar alarms to
protect against slaughter and all neigh neither rich nor poor
have any peace in their souls. I was going to write
“neighbor” instead of “neither,” why was that? I have not
got any neighbor here. Where I am at least people have got
beyond a lot of confusion. They know what their

١٧۵

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org
١٧۶

tarikhema.org

possessions are and always will be and they don’t even
have to buy or cook their own food. Or choose it. Choices
are
eliminated.
All we that are here can get is what we can get out of our
own
minds.
At the beginning all in my head was purturbation (Sp?).
There was everlasting storm, and I would knock my head
against cement in the hope of getting rid of it. Stopping my
agony and my life. So punishments were meted. I got hosed
down and tied up and drugs introduced in my bloodstream.
I am not complaining either, because I had to learn there is
no profit in that. Nor is it any different from the so-called
real world, in which people drink and carry on and commit
crimes to eliminate their thoughts which are painful.
And often they get hauled off and incarcerated but it is not
long enough for them to come out on the other side. And
what is that? It is either total insanity or peace.
Peace. I arrived at peace and am still sane. I imagine
reading this now you are thinking I am going to say
something about God Jesus or at any rate Buddha as if I
had arrived at a religious conversion. No. I do not close my
eyes and get lifted up by any specific Higher Power. I do
not really know what is meant by any of that. What I do is
Know Myself. Know Thyself is some kind of
Commandment from somewhere, probably the Bible so at
least in that I may have followed Christianity. Also, To Thy
Own Self Be True—I have attempted that if it is in the
Bible also. It does not say which parts—the bad or the
good—to be true to so it is not intended as a guide to
morality. Also Know Thyself does not relate either to
morality as we know it in Behavior. But Behavior is not
really my concern because I have been judged quite
correctly as a person who cannot be trusted to judge how he
should behave and that is the reason I am here. Back to the
Know part in Know Thyself. I can say perfectly soberly
that I know myself and I know the worst I am capable of
and I know that I have done it. I am judged by the World as
a Monster and I have no quarrel with that, even though I
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might say in passing that people who rain down bombs or
burn cities or starve and murder hundreds of thousands of
people are not generally considered Monsters but are
showered with medals and honors, only acts against small
numbers being considered shocking and evil. This being
not meant as an excuse but just observation. What I Know
in Myself is my own Evil. That is the secret of my comfort.
I mean I know my Worst. It may be worse than other
people’s worst but in fact I do not have to think or worry
about that. No excuses. I am at peace. Am I a Monster? The
World says so and if it is said so then I agree. But then I
say, the World does not have any real meaning for me. I am
My Self and have no chance to be any other Self. I could
say that I was crazy then but what does that mean? Crazy.
Sane. I am I. I could not change my I then and I cannot
change
it
now.
Doree, if you have read this far, there is one special thing I
want to tell you about but cannot write it down. If you ever
think of coming back here then maybe I can tell you. Do
not think I am heartless. It isn’t that I wouldn’t change
things
if
I
could
but
I
can’t.
I am sending this to your place of work which I remember
and the name of the town so my brain is working fine in
some respects.
She thought that they would have to discuss this piece of
writing at their next meeting and she read it over several
times, but she could not think of anything to say. What she
really wanted to talk about was whatever he had said was
impossible to put in writing. But when she saw him again
he behaved as if he had never written to her at all. She
searched for a topic and told him about a once famous
folksinger who had stayed at the motel that week. To her
surprise he knew more than she did about the singer’s
career. It turned out that he had a television, or at least
access to one, and watched some shows and, of course, the
news, regularly. That gave them a bit more to talk about,
until she could not help herself.
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“What was the thing you couldn’t tell me except in
person?”
He said that he wished she hadn’t asked him. He didn’t
know if they were ready to discuss it.
Then she was afraid that it would be something she really
could not handle, something unbearable, such as that he
still loved her. “Love” was a word she could not stand to
hear.
“O.K.,” she said. “Maybe we’re not.”
Then she said, “Still, you better tell me. If I walked out of
here and was struck down by a car then I would never
know, and you would never have the chance to tell me
again.”
“True,” he said.
“So what is it?”
“Next time. Next time. Sometimes I can’t talk anymore. I
want to but I just dry up, talking.”
I have been thinking of you Doree ever since you left and
regret I disappointed you. When you are sitting opposite
me I tend to get more emotional than perhaps I show. It is
not my right to go emotional in front of you, since you
certainly have the right more than me and you are always
very controlled. So I am going to reverse what I said before
because I have come to the conclusion I can write to you
after
all
better
than
I
can
talk.
Now
where
do
I
start?
Heaven
exists.
That is one way but not right because I never believed in
Heaven and Hell, etc. As far as I was concerned that was
always a pile of crap. So it must sound pretty weird of me
to
bring
up
the
subject
now.
I will just say then: I have seen the children.
I
have
seen
them
and
talked
to
them.
There. What are you thinking at the moment? You are
thinking well, now he is really round the bend. Or, it’s a
dream and he can’t distinguish a dream, he doesn’t know
the difference between a dream and awake. But I want to
tell you I do know the difference and what I know is, they
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exist. I say they exist, not they are alive, because alive
means in our particular Dimension, and I am not saying
that is where they are. In fact I think they are not. But they
do exist and it must be that there is another Dimension or
maybe innumerable Dimensions, but what I know is that I
have got access to whatever one they are in. Possibly I got
hold of this from being so much on my own and having to
think and think and with such as I have to think about. So
after such suffering and solitude there is a Grace that has
seen the way to giving me this reward. Me the very one that
deserves it the least to the world’s way of thinking.
Well if you have kept reading this far and not torn this to
pieces you must want to know something. Such as how
they are. They are fine. Really happy and smart. They don’t
seem to have any memory of anything bad. They are maybe
a little older than they were but that is hard to say. They
seem to understand at different levels. Yes. You can notice
with Dimitri that he has learned to talk which he was not
able to do. They are in a room I can partly recognize. It’s
like our house but more spacious and nicer. I asked them
how they were being looked after and they just laughed at
me and said something like they were able to look after
themselves. I think Sasha was the one who said that.
Sometimes they don’t talk separately or at least I can’t
separate their voices but their identities are quite clear and I
must say, joyful.
Please don’t conclude that I am crazy. That is the fear that
made me not want to tell you about this. I was crazy at one
time but believe me I have shed all my old craziness like
the bear sheds his coat. Or maybe I should say the snake
sheds his skin. I know that if I had not done that I would
never have been given this ability to reconnect with Sasha
and Barbara Ann and Dimitri. Now I wish that you could
be granted this chance as well because if it is a matter of
deserving then you are way ahead of me. It may be harder
for you to do because you live in the world so much more
than I do but at least I can give you this information—the
Truth—and in telling you I have seen them hope that it will
make your heart lighter.
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Doree wondered what Mrs. Sands would say or think, if
she read this letter. Mrs. Sands would be careful, of course.
She would be careful not to pass any outright verdict of
craziness but she would carefully, kindly, steer Doree
around in that direction. Or you might say she wouldn’t
steer—she would just pull the confusion away so that
Doree would have to face what would then seem to have
been her own conclusion all along. She would have to put
the whole dangerous nonsense—this was Mrs. Sands
speaking—out of her mind.
That was why Doree was not going anywhere near her.
Doree did think that he was crazy. And in what he had
written there seemed to be some trace of the old bragging.
She didn’t write back. Days went by. Weeks. She didn’t
alter her opinion but she still held on to what he’d written,
like a secret. And from time to time, when she was in the
middle of spraying a bathroom mirror or tightening a sheet,
a feeling came over her. For almost two years she had not
taken any notice of the things that generally made people
happy, such as nice weather or flowers in bloom or the
smell of a bakery. She still did not have that spontaneous
sense of happiness, exactly, but she had a reminder of what
it was like. It had nothing to do with the weather or
flowers. It was the idea of the children in what he had
called their Dimension that came sneaking up on her in this
way, and for the first time brought a light feeling to her, not
pain.
In all the time since what had happened had happened, any
thought of the children had been something she had to get
rid of, pull out immediately like a knife in her throat. She
could not think their names, and if she heard a name that
sounded like one of theirs she had to pull that out, too.
Even children’s voices, their shrieks and slapping feet as
they ran to and from the motel swimming pool, had to be
banished by a sort of gate that she could slam down behind
her ears. What was different now was that she had a refuge
she could go to as soon as such dangers rose anywhere
around her.
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And who had given it to her? Not Mrs. Sands—that was for
sure. Not in all those hours sitting by the desk with the
Kleenex discreetly handy.
Lloyd had given it to her. Lloyd, that terrible person, that
isolated and insane person.
Insane if you wanted to call it that. But wasn’t it possible
that what he said was true—that he had come out on the
other side? And who was to say that the visions of a person
who had done such a thing and made such a journey might
not mean something?
This notion wormed its way into her head and stayed there.
Along with the thought that Lloyd, of all people, might be
the person she should be with now. What other use could
she be in the world—she seemed to be saying this to
somebody, probably to Mrs. Sands—what was she here for
if not at least to listen to him?
I didn’t say “forgive,” she said to Mrs. Sands in her head. I
would never say that. I would never do it.
But think. Aren’t I just as cut off by what happened as he
is? Nobody who knew about it would want me around. All
I can do is remind people of what nobody can stand to be
reminded of.
Disguise wasn’t possible, not really. That crown of yellow
spikes was pathetic.
So she found herself travelling on the bus again, heading
down the highway. She remembered those nights right after
her mother had died, when she would sneak out to meet
Lloyd, lying to her mother’s friend, the woman she was
staying with, about where she was going. She remembered
the friend’s name, her mother’s friend’s name. Laurie
Who but Lloyd would remember the children’s names now,
or the color of their eyes? Mrs. Sands, when she had to
mention them, did not even call them children, but “your
family,” putting them in one clump together.
, to see it rock across the empty Sunday-morning highway
in front of them and plunge into the ditch. And to see
something even stranger: the driver of the truck flying
through the air in a manner that seemed both swift and
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slow, absurd and graceful. He landed in the gravel at the
edge of the pavement, on the opposite side of the highway.
The other passengers didn’t know why the driver had put
on the brakes and brought them to a sudden uncomfortable
stop. And at first all that Doree thought was, How did he
get out? That young man or boy, who must have fallen
asleep at the wheel. How did he fly out of the truck and
launch himself so elegantly into the air?
“Fellow right in front of us,” the driver said to his
passengers. He was trying to speak loudly and calmly, but
there was a tremor of amazement, something like awe, in
his voice. “Just plowed across the road and into the ditch.
We’ll be on our way again as soon as we can and in the
meantime please don’t get out of the bus.”
As if she had not heard that, or had some special right to be
useful, Doree got out behind him. He did not reprimand
her.
“Goddam asshole,” he said as they crossed the road and
there was nothing in his voice now but anger and
exasperation. “Goddam asshole kid, can you believe it?”
The boy was lying on his back, arms and legs flung out,
like somebody making an angel in the snow. Only there
was gravel around him, not snow. His eyes were not quite
closed. He was so young, a boy who had shot up tall before
he even needed to shave. Possibly without a driver’s
license.
The driver was talking on his phone.
“Mile or so south of Bayfield, on 21, east side of the road.”
A trickle of pink foam came out from under the boy’s head,
near the ear. It did not look like blood at all, but like the
stuff you skim off the strawberries when you’re making
jam.
Doree crouched down beside him. She laid a hand on his
chest. It was still. She bent her ear close. Somebody had
ironed his shirt recently—it had that smell.
No breathing.
But her fingers on his smooth neck found a pulse.
She remembered something she’d been told. It was Lloyd
who had told her, in case one of the children had an
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accident and he wasn’t there. The tongue. The tongue can
block the breathing, if it has fallen into the back of the
throat. She laid the fingers of one hand on the boy’s
forehead and two fingers of the other hand under his chin.
Press down on the forehead, press up on the chin, to clear
the airway. A slight firm tilt.
If he still didn’t breathe she would have to breathe into
him.
She pinches the nostrils, takes a deep breath, seals his
mouth with her lips, and breathes. Two breaths and check.
Two breaths and check.
Another male voice, not the driver’s. A motorist must have
stopped. “You want this blanket under his head?” She
shook her head tightly. She had remembered something
else, about not moving the victim, so that you would not
injure the spinal cord. She enveloped his mouth. She
pressed his warm fresh skin. She breathed and waited. She
breathed and waited again. And a faint moisture seemed to
rise against her face.
The driver said something but she could not look up. Then
she felt it for sure. A breath out of the boy’s mouth. She
spread her hand on the skin of his chest and at first she
could not tell if it was rising and falling, because of her
own trembling.
Yes. Yes.
It was a true breath. The airway was open. He was
breathing on his own. He was breathing.
“Just lay it over him,” she said to the man with the blanket.
“To keep him warm.”
“Is he alive?” the driver said, bending over her.
She nodded. Her fingers found the pulse again. The
horrible pink stuff had not continued to flow. Maybe it was
nothing important. Not from his brain.
“I can’t hold the bus for you,” the driver said. “We’re
behind schedule as it is.”
The motorist said, “That’s O.K. I can take over.”
Be quiet, be quiet, she wanted to tell them. It seemed to her
that silence was necessary, that everything in the world
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outside the boy’s body had to concentrate, help it not to
lose track of its duty to breathe.
Shy but steady whiffs now, a sweet obedience in the chest.
Keep on, keep on.
“You hear that? This guy says he’ll stay and watch out for
him,” the driver said. “Ambulance is coming as fast as they
can.”
“Go on,” Doree said. “I’ll hitch a ride to town with them
and catch you on your way back tonight.”
He had to bend to hear her. She spoke dismissively,
without raising her head, as if she were the one whose
breath was precious.
“You sure?” he said.
Sure.
“You don’t have to get to London?”
No. ♦
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اس@@@م اي@@@ن داس@@@تان را نوي@@@سنده توانمن@@@د کان@@@ادايی آل@@@يس م@@@ونرو
 Passionگذاشته است ک@ه ب@ه فارس@ی ب@ه معن@ی اش@تياق و عالق@ه
شديد ،احساسات تند ،تع@صب زي@اد اغ@راض نف@سانی ،ھ@وای نف@س
آمده ،و در زبان کھن يون@انی ) πάσχω (paskhoب@ه معن@ی رن@ج
بردن است و به حسی نيرومند به يک انسان يا چيزی ني@ز اط@الق
م@@ی ش@@ود .پ@@س از پاي@@ان برگ@@ردان اي@@ن داس@@تان ب@@ه فارس@@ی ،واژه
"شور" را برای آن برگزيدم .در برگ@ردان اي@ن داس@تان ني@ز مانن@د
ھميشه تالش کرده ام بيرون از متن اصلی برای شيواتر و زيباتر
شدن م@تن فارس@ی ،چي@زی ب@ه آن ني@افزايم ،ت@ا اص@الت م@تن اص@لی
حفظ شده و به ھمانگونه که ھنگام ترجم@ه ب@ه آن برخ@ورده ام ،ب@ه
فارس@@@ی ني@@@ز منتق@@@ل ک@@@رده باش@@@م .اي@@@ن ک@@@ار از دو نگ@@@اه ب@@@رايم در
برگ@@@ردان متن@@@ی ب@@@ه فارس@@@ی ضروري@@@ست .نگ@@@اه نخ@@@ست اينک@@@ه
چگ@@ونگی پرداخ@@ت و باف@@ت م@@تن اص@@لی حف@@ظ ش@@ود ،و دوم اينک@@ه
رسايی يا نارسايی متن اصلی به ھمان صورتی که در اصل بوده
در متن ترجم@ه ني@ز باش@د .وي@رايش و پي@رايش م@تن ترجم@ه بگون@ه
ای ک@@ه بي@@رون از س@@بک و بي@@ان اص@@لی نوي@@سنده باش@@د ،را در ک@@ار
خ@@ود ن@@ه م@@ی پ@@سندم ،ن@@ه روا م@@ی دان@@م .امي@@دوارم ترجم@@ه ی اي@@ن
داس@@@تان م@@@ورد اس@@@تفاده خوانن@@@دگان ب@@@ويژه عالقمن@@@دان داس@@@تان و
داس@@تان نوي@@سی ق@@رار گي@@رد .ب@@رای انطب@@اق م@@تن و ني@@ز ک@@سانی ک@@ه
تمايل به خواندن يا داشتن متن اصلی ھمراه با متن فارس@ی ھ@ستند
نيز متن انگليسی داستان را مانند ھميشه در پايان قرار داده ام.
تنھا نکاتی که به م@تن فارس@ی ،خ@ارج از م@تن اص@لی ،اف@زوده ام،
ھمه ی پانوشته ھايی ست که برای خواندن آسان تر و نيز آگ@اھی
بيشتر ،الزم و سودمند پنداشته ام.
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وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ 56ﺑﺮاي ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺗـﺮاورس
ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ دره اوﺗﺎوا ﻣـﻲ رود ،ﺳـﺎﻟﻬﺎي زﻳـﺎدي از آن وﻗـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ در آن ﻗﺴﻤﺖ از ﻛﺸﻮر ﺑﻮد .و اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ .ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺷﻤﺎره ﻫﻔﺖ از ﺧﺎرج از ﺷﻬﺮﻫﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬرد ﻛـﻪ او ﻋـﺎدت داﺷـﺖ ﻣـﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ از ﻣﻴﺎﻧـﺸﺎن ﺑﮕـﺬرد و
ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ از ﺟﺎﻫﺎﻳﻲ رد ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ – ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺎد ﻣـﻲ
آورد – ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﻴﭽﻬﺎﻳﻲ در آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .اﻳـﻦ ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ از
ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﻛﺎﻧـﺎداﻳﻲ درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ زﻳـﺎدي دارد ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﻘﺸﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺎﻳﻲ آن ﻧﺪارد .ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻣﺤـﻞ
درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ي ﺳﺎﺑﻮت 57را وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻌﻴﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
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ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﺟﺎده ﻫﺎي زﻳـﺎدي از راﻫﻬـﺎي
ﻣﺤﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ آن ﺧﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و ﺑﻌﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺟﺎده ﻫﺎي اﺳﻔﺎﻟﺘﻲ زﻳﺎدي آن را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺎ
ﻧﺎﻣﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﺪارد .ﭼﻬﻞ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ وﻗﺘـﻲ او اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻮد ،در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﺳﻢ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﺟﺎده ي ﻛﺜﻴﻔﻲ ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺳـﻮي آن ﺑـﻪ درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ و ﺳـﻮي
دﻳﮕﺮش ﺑﻄﻮر اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ از ﻛﻨﺎر درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ.
ﺣﺎﻻ روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺎﺷﻴﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﭼـﻮن ﻧـﻪ
ﻳﻚ اداره ﭘﺴﺖ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه راﺣﺖ ﻏﻴﺮﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮه اي
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ .ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻪ ﻣﺴﻜﻮﻧﻲ در ﭼﻬﺎر ﻳﺎ ﭘﻨﺞ ﺧﻴـﺎن در ﻋﻤـﻖ
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎي اﻃﺮاف درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻗﺮار دارﻧﺪ ﺑـﺎ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ در
ﻗﻄﻌﺎت ﻛﻮﭼﻪ ،ﻧﺮدﻳﻚ ﻫﻢ ردﻳـﻒ ﺷـﺪه اﻧـﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺑﺪون ﺷﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ -.ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫـﺎ از ﻗﺒـﻞ
ﭘﻮﺷﺶ ﭼﻮﺑﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎﻻﺳﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻛـﻪ در زﻣـﺴﺘﺎن
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﺴﻴﺎري دﻳﮕﺮ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﺑﺪون
ﺳﻜﻨﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﺎﻛﻨﺎن ،در ﺑﺴﻴﺎري ﻣﻮارد ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﻴـﺎط
را از ﻟﺒﺎس ورزﺷﻲ ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻜﻲ و ﻣﻨﻘﻠﻬﺎي ﻛﺒـﺎب و دوﭼﺮﺧـﻪ
ﻫﺎي ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻨﻲ و ﻣﻮﺗﻮر ﺳـﻴﻜﻠﺖ و ﻣﻴﺰﻫـﺎي ﭘﻴـﻚ ﻧﻴـﻚ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬارﻧﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ در اﻳـﻦ روز ﮔـﺮم ﺳـﭙﺘﺎﻣﺒﺮ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ ﻧﻬﺎر ﻳﺎ آﺑﺠﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرﻧﺪ .ﻛﺴﺎن دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻧﻪ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن،ﻳﺎ ﻫﻴﭙﻲ ﻫﺎي ﭘﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ از ﭘـﺮﭼﻢ ﻳـﺎ ورﻗﻬـﺎي ﻧـﺎزك آﻟﻮﻣﻴﻨـﻮﻣﻲ)
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ﻓﻮﻳﻞ( را ﺑﺠﺎي ﭘﺮده اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ،ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي آراﺳﺘﻪ ،ارزان ،ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺑﺮاي اﻗﺎﻣﺖ
داﺋﻢ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻣﻮﻗﺖ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ،اﮔـﺮ ﻧـﺸﺎﻧﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻫﺸﺖ ﮔﻮش ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎ ﺳﻘﻒ و درﻫﺎي ﻣﻨﺒـﺖ
ﻛﺎري ﺷـﺪه و دﻳـﻮار در ﻣﻴـﺎن  .ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﭼـﻮﺑﻲ .اﻳـﻦ را
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻴﺎد آورده اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺸﺖ -در  -داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻬﺎردر دارﻧﺪ .او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ داﺧﻞ آن ﻧﺒﻮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﻀﺎي داﺧﻞ ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻴﺎن اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎ ﺗﻘﺴﻴﻢ ﺷـﺪه اﺳـﺖ .ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ و
آﻗﺎي وودز 58ﺳﺎﻟﻤﻨﺪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﺳﺖ و
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﺳﻮي ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻳـﺎ دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎت
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻇﺮﻳﻒ ،اﺻﻴﻞ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﻧـﺎﺟﻮر و ﻣﺘـﺮوك
دارد .ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﮕﺎن ﺑﺎ رادﻳﻮﺿﺒﻂ ﺻـﻮﺗﻬﺎي ﺑﺰرﮔـﺸﺎن و وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ
ﻧﻘﻠﻴﻪ ي ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﻣﺸﺘﺮك و اﺳﺒﺎب ﺑﺎزي ﻫﺎ و ﺷﺴﺘﻦ ﻫﺎﻳـﺸﺎن،
ﻫﺮﻛﺪام در ﻳﻚ ﻃﺮف آن ﻗﺮار دارﻧﺪ.
در ﻣﻮرد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮاورس ﻫﺎ ﻫﻢ اﻳـﻦ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ اﺳـﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﭼﻬﺎرﺻﺪ ﻣﺘﺮ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺗﺮاورﺳﻬﺎ را ﻣـﻲ ﻳﺎﺑـﺪ .ﺟـﺎده از
آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺟﻠﻮﺗﺮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ﺑﺠـﺎي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﻮد .و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻌﺪي ،ﻋﻤﻴﻖ و اﺣﺎﻃﻪ ﺷﺪه از اﻳـﻮان
ﻫﻢ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﺘﺮ ﺟﻠﻮﺗﺮ ﻗﺮار دارﻧﺪ .اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
اي از اﻳﻦ ﻧﻮع ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﻃﺒﻘﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻘﻒ
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ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﮕﻲ اي ﺑﺮ روي اﻳﻮان – دورادور – ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﺒﻚ
اداﻣﻪ داﺷﺖ.
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ از ﻋﺮض اﻳﻮان ﺗﺎ آﺧﺮ راه ﺧﺎﻛﻲ از ﻣﻴﺎن ﺗﻜـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻣﺎﺳﻪ اي ،ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه و ﺗﻤﺸﻜﻬﺎي وﺣﺸﻲ دوﻳـﺪ و
ﺳﭙﺲ ﭘﺮﻳﺪ – اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻧﻪ در آب درﻳﺎﭼﻪ  .ﺣﺎﻻ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺣﺘﻲ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺰرگ) ﻗﺎﺑـﻞ
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ( – ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻧﺪك ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻌﻤـﻮل در ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺷـﻬﺮ،
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﺎ دو ﮔﺎراژ در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺟﺎده ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ دﻧﺒﺎل ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺳﻔﺮ آﻣـﺪ؟
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ دﻗﻴﻘـﺎ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ ﺑـﻮد ،ﺳـﻘﻔﻲ
ﺑﺎﻻي ﺳﺮ ،ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎي ﻣـﺸﺒﻚ ،درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ در ﺟﻠـﻮ ،درﺧﺘـﺎن
اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ي ﭼﻨـﺎر و ﺳـﺮو آزاد ،ﻳـﺎ درﺧـﺖ ﺻـﻤﻎ)ژد( 59در
ﭘﺸﺖ .ﻣﺤﺎﻓﻈﺖ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ،ﺑﻲ ﻋﻴﺐ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ از
اﻳﻦ ﻧﻮع ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدش ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدي ﭼﻴﺰي ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﺎﻳﺎب) ﻛﻢ ﺷﺪه( اﻣﺎ ﺑﻲ رﺑﻂ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ
ﺷﺪه ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺗﺮاورس ﻫـﺎ اﻛﻨـﻮن ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻳﻨﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ي ﭘﻴﺶ آﻣﺪه ﺟﻠﻮي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ آن رﻧـﮓ
آﺑﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ را ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد در دراز ﻣﺪت ﻛـﻢ از ﭘـﺮ
آزاردﻫﻨﺪﮔﻲ اش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫـﻢ رﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ؟ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻫـﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ آﻣـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ داد .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛﻤﺘـﺮ ﺳـﻮﮔﻮاري ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد.اﻣﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﺲ دور ﺷﺪن از اﻧﺪوه ﻧﻴـﺰ از او ﻛـﻢ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ ،اﻧﺪوه ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻬﻨﻪ و اﺟﺒﺎر دور ﺷﺪن از آن؟
آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻫﺪﻳﻪ ي
ﺳﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰ ازدواج ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ آن را
اول ﺑﺎر دﻳﺪ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﻲ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻴﺶ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺗﺮاورس زﻳﺎد ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮﭼﻦ 60ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﻫﺸﺖ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ و ﻧـﻪ
61
ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ،ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ازدواج ﻛﺮده و ﺧﻮدش ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎدر ﺑﻮد ،ﻣـﺎوري
ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﻳﻚ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﺎل ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻠﺶ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،و دﻳﮕﺮ
ﻧﻴﻞ ،62ﺑﻨﻈﺮش ﺳﻲ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴـﻞ در ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده ﺗـﺮاورس زاده
ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﺎراو 63ﺑﻮد .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﺮدي
ازدواج ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮده ﺑـﻮد .ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺳـﺎﻟﻲ ﺑﻌﻨـﻮان آﻣﻮزﮔـﺎر در
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﻨﺸﻴﮕﺮي ﺑﺎزرﮔﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺧـﻮدش زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
اش را اداره و از ﺑﭽﻪ اش ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .آﻗـﺎي ﺗـﺮاورس
وﻗﺘﻲ از اﻳﻦ ﺑﺨﺶ از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑـﺎ او
آﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﻮد ،از اﻳﻦ دوره ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ و ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑـﺮده اﺟﺒـﺎري
ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺗﻔﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑـﺮاي راﺣـﺖ ﺑـﻮدن در ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﻋﻤﺮش ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﺑﻪ رﻏﺒﺖ آن را ﺗﺎﻣﻴﻦ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﺧﻮدش اﻳﻨﻄﻮر از آن ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ زد .او ﻫﻤـﺮاه
ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ آﭘﺎرﺗﻤﺎن ﻧﻪ از راه آﻫﻦ
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ﺷـﻬﺮ ﭘﻤﺒـﺮوك ،64ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد و
ﺑﺴﻴﺎري از داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮ ﺳﻔﺮه ﺷﺎم ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد از
روﻳﺪادﻫﺎي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دوره و ﻫﻢ اﺟﺎره ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻬﺎي اش) ﺧـﻮد ش
ﻣــﺴﺘﺎﺟﺮ و ﻫﻤــﺴﺎﻳﻪ ﻫــﺎي ﻣــﺴﺘﺎﺟﺮ دﻳﮕــﺮش-م( ﺑــﻮد ،و
ﺻﺎﺣﺒﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻓﺮاﻧﺴﻮي-ﻛﺎﻧﺎداﻳﻲ ،اﺳﻤﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻣﺜـﻞ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺛﺎرﺑﺮ 65ﻛﻪ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ در ﺧﻮﺷـﻤﺰﮔﻲ ﻫـﺎي )
ﻃﻨﺰﻫﺎي( ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪه اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻳﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻧـﺪازه ي
ﺑﻴﺸﻤﺎري در ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ي ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻛﻼس دﻫﻢ اش ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد) .ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞِ-م( ﺷﺐ ،ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﻛﺮوﻣﺎرﺗﻲ 66ﺑﺎﻻي ﺳﻘﻒ
رﻓﺖ ،ﺟﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﭘﺴﺘﭽﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﺰد دوﺷـﻴﺰه ﮔﻠﻬـﺎ ﺷـﺪ ،ﺳـﮕﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺳﺎردﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﺧﻮرد.
آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه داﺳﺘﺎن ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﭼﻴﺰ ﻛﻤﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺳﻔﺮه ﺷﺎم داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدﻧـﺖ
ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد ،ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻣـﺜﻠﻦ در ﻓﻴﻠﺪاﺳـﺘﻮن )67ﻣﺤﻮﻃـﻪ
ﺳﻨﮕﻲ( ﻣﺤﻞ آﺗﺶ) ﻣﺤﻞ وﻳﮋه روﺷـﻦ ﻛـﺮدن آﺗـﺶ-م( ،او
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ :ﺑﻪ ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎ ﻋﻼﻗﻪ داري؟ و ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ
ﻛﻪ او ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي آن ﻗﻄﻌﻪ ﺳﻨﮓ ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ،ﺳﻨﮓ ﮔﺮاﻧﻴـﺖ
ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ،ﭼﻘﺪر ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻮن ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮاورس آن را
در ﺑﺮِش ﺟﺎده اي ﺑﻄﻮرﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و آن را ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﻏﻴﺮﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ داد ﻛـﻪ
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ﺷﺨﺼﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻓﺰوده ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﻨﺠﻪ ي ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﻛﺸﻮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺴﻮي آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ،ﻓـﻀﺎي
اﻧﺒﺎري زﻳﺮ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫﺎي ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آورده ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺮدي
ﺑﺎ ﻗﺪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،ﺧﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﻧﺮم و ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻧـﺎزك ﺻـﺎف روي
ﺳﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻔﺸﻬﺎي ﺣﻤﺎم ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎ داﺷﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ داﺧـﻞ آب رﻓـﺖ
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ در ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺶ ﭼﺎق ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣـﺪ ،ﮔﻮﺷـﺖ ﺗـﻨﺶ ﺑـﻪ
ﻧﺎزﻛﻲ ﻧﺎن ﺳﺎﺟﻲ روي ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻨﺎ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد.
در آن ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﮔﺮﻳﺲ داﺷﺖ در ﻫﺘﻞ آﺑﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﻠـﻲ 68درﺳـﺖ
در ﺑﺨﺶ ﺷﻤﺎﻟﻲ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺳﺎﺑﻮت ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.اواﻳﻞ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن،
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ي ﺗﺮاورس ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .او ﻣﺘﻮﺟـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺷﺐ ﺷﻠﻮﻏﻲ ﺑﻮد و آﻧﻬﺎ روي ﻣﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ
ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ داﺷﺖ ،ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻴﺰي ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻬﻤـﺎﻧﻲ ﺗـﺎزه
اي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮ ﺣـﺮف زدنِ ﺑـﺎ
اوﺳﺖ .او "ﻣﺎوري" ﺑﻮد .ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮب ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻴﺪ ).ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﻢ(.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ از ﻣﻴﺎن اﻧﺒﻮه ﻇﺮوف ﻧﻘـﺮه اي ﺑﻔﺮﻳـﺎد ﮔﻔـﺖ:
اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻗﺮار اﺳﺖ؟ ﭼـﻮن ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ و ﻋـﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد و
ﻣﺎوري ﺷﻖ و رق اﻳﺴﺘﺎد ﻃﻮري ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺨـﻮدش ﻓـﺸﺎر ﺑﻴـﺎورد
ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ .آﻧﺠﺎ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺎه ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻣـﺮدان
ﺟﻮان داﻧﺸﻜﺪه ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و از دﺧﺘـﺮان ﺧـﺪﻣﺘﻜﺎر
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ اش ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك ﻧﺒﻮد،
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آﻧﻬﺎ واﻗﻌﻦ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺑـﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﺑﺨﻮرﻧﺪ .از اﻳﻦ رو ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﺮﻳﺎد زدﻧﻲ از ﺳﻮي ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘـﺮ
ﭘﻴﺶ از ﻣﻮاﻓﻖ ﺑﻮدن ﻛﺎر ﺷﺮم آوري ﺑﻮد.
او ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ دردﻧﺎك ﮔﻔﺖ :ﭼﻪ؟ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺑـﻪ او ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻨﻈﺮش آﻣﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻤـﺎم او را در آن ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻧﮕـﺮد.
ﻣﺎوري ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ ،ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ،ﺑﻴﻤﻨﺎك ،ﻣﻌﺼﻮم ،ﻣﺼﻤﻢ.
ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :او ﻛﻲ ) ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب( .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
"او.ﻛﻲ" ﮔﻔﺘﻦِ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﻮده ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﻗـﺮار
اﺳﺖ ﻳﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ " او.ﻛﻲ" ﺑﺎ او ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣـﻲ رود .ﺧـﻮد ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ
ﻫﻢ ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺪام را " او.ﻛﻲ" ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
اﻣﺎ ﻣﺎوري آن را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻗﺘﻦ ﻗﺮار ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ
ﺑﺪون ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ آوردن ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻳﺎ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﻧـﻮع ﻧﮕـﺎﻫﻲ ﻛـﻪ از
اﻃﺮاف ﻣﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺷﺎم ﺑﻪ او ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺲ از ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﻛـﺎرش
در ﺷﺐ ﭘﻴﺶ رو ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ و او را ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ دارد.
او ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻴﻨﻤﺎ ﺑـﺮد .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻓـﻴﻠﻢ " ﭘـﺪر ﻋـﺮوس " را
دﻳﺪﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ از آن ﻓﻴﻠﻢ ﺑﻴﺰار ﺑﻮد .او از ﺷﺨﺼﻴﺖ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧـﻲ
ﻣﺜﻞ اﻟﻴﺰاﺑﺖ ﺗﻴﻠﻮر ﻧﻔﺮت داﺷﺖ – دﺧﺘﺮ ﻟﻮس ﺛﺮوﺗﻤﻨﺪي ﻛﻪ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ و
رﻳﺸﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎوري ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻓـﻴﻠﻢ ﺻـﺮﻓﻦ ﻳـﻚ
ﻛﻤﺪي ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﻈـﻮر ﻛﻤـﺪي ﺑـﻮدن،
ﻧﺒﻮد .دﻗﻴﻘﻦ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش ﺑﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﭼـﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﻫـﺮ
ﭘﺴﺮي ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮده ﺗﺼﻮرﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن اﮔﺮ او ﭼﻨﺎن
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ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ اي را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﺲ اﻧﺪاز ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ اي را ﺧﻮدش ﺑﭙـﺮدازد ).ﻣـﺎوري
اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد و آزرده ﺑﺎ اﺣﺘﺮام ﺑﻪ او ﺑﻮد ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺣﺮﻣـﺖ او
را ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ(
او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش را ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻛـﺎﻣﻠﻦ
ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش ﺣﺴﺎدت ﻧﺒﻮد اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد ،ﺧـﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ
ﺑﻮدن ،ﺑﻮد .و ﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﻣﺜـﻞ او ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ او ﺑﭙﻮﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﺧﺘﺮان ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻦ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدان ،ﻣﺮدم ،ﻫـﺮ
ﻛﺴﻲ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ آﻧﻄﻮر ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ :زﻳﺒـﺎ ،ﺛﺮوﺗﻤﻨـﺪ،
ﻟﻮس) ﺣﻴﻒ و ﻣﻴﻞ ﻛﻦ( ﺧﻮدﺧﻮاه ،ﺗﻬﻲ ﻣﻐـﺰ) ﻣﻐﺰﻧﺨـﻮدي(.
آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻧﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻮدﺧﻮاه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺗﻬﻲ ﻣﻐﺰ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ" ،ﻣﻦ ﻣﻦ" ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر
ﻳﻚ ﭘﺴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﭘﺴﺮي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ ﻋﺎﺷـﻖ او
ﺷﻮد ﭼﻮن – ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ – درﺳـﺘﻲ ،ﻳﮕـﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﻓﻜـﺮ و روح او را
ﺑﺎور ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻓﻘﺮ او را ﻫﻤﭽﻮن ﺗﺎوﻳﻞ رﻣﺎﻧﺘﻴﻚ دﻳـﺪه
ﺑﻮد) او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻘﻴﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﻛـﺎري
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻟﻬﺠﻪ ي ﺗﻨـﺪ دره اوﺗـﺎواﻳﻲ 69اش .ﺑـﻪ
اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺶ در ﻣﻮرد ﻓﻴﻠﻢ اﺣﺘﺮام ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .در واﻗﻊ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
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ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﺧﺸﻤﺎﮔﻴﻨﺶ ﮔﻮش داد ،ﺗﻼش ﻛﺮد ﺑـﻪ او ﭼﻴـﺰي در
ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺟﺰ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺎدﮔﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮده،
ﻫﻤﺎن ﺣﺴﺎدت ،زﻧﺎﻧﮕﻲ.
او ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ي اﻳﻦ ﺣﺲ ﺷﺪ .ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﺑـﻪ ﺑﻴﻬـﻮدﮔﻲ
ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ .دروﻧﺶ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ دﺧﺘﺮان ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻳـﻚ دﺧﺘـﺮ وﻳـﮋه
ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻳﻚ داﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻟﺮﻳﻨﻲ آﺑﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻦ داﺷﺖ ،ﻳﻚ ﺑﻠﻮز ﺳﻔﻴﺪ،
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ از ﻣﻴﺎن درزﻫﺎي آن ﻣﻨﺤﻨﻲ ﺑﺎﻻي ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﺶ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺪ و ﻛﻤﺮﺑﻨﺪ ﭘﻬﻦ ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ رز ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﺪون ﺷـﻚ ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻐﺎﻳﺮت ﺑﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ از ﺧﻮد ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد و ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻗﻀﺎوت ﺷﻮد ،وﺟﻮد داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ در او
ﺑﻪ ﺳﺒﻚ زﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﻇﺮﻳﻒ ﻳـﺎ ﺑﻴﻬـﻮده ﻳـﺎ ﺟـﻼ داده ﺷـﺪه ﻧﺒـﻮد.
درﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻛﻨﺎره ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻤﻲ ﻛﻬﻨﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ اﻟﻨﮕﻮﻫـﺎي ﻧﻘـﺮه اي
رﻧﮓ ﺷﺪه ي ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ارزان ،ﺣﺎل و ﻫﻮاي ﻛﻮﻟﻲ وار ﺑـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ
داد .ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺳﻴﺎه ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ،وﺣﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮد در ﻳﻚ
ﻣﻮﺑﻨﺪ) ﺗﻮري/ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﮕﻬﺪارﻧﺪه ي ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ-م( ﺑﮕـﺬارد
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳﺮ ﻛﺎرش ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻴﺰﻫـﺎ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ) وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ در
رﺳﺘﻮران ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد-م(.
وﻳﮋه
او ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرش در ﻣﻮرد ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ و ﻣﺎدرش ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺗـﻮ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
اﻳﻦ ﮔﺮﻳﺲِ ﺧﻮدت را ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ﺑﻴﺎوري.
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ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﺎزﮔﻲ داﺷـﺖ؛ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ در ﻳـﻚ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ
ﻟـﺬﺗﺒﺨﺶ ﺑـﻮد .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ او ﻋﺎﺷـﻖ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮاورس ﺷـﺪ.
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ دﻗﻴﻘﻦ ﻣﺎوري ﻋﺎﺷﻖ او ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻟﺒﺘﻪ اﮔـﺮ ﭼـﻪ
در ﻃﺒﻴﻌــﺖ ﮔــﺮﻳﺲ ﻧﺒــﻮد ﻣﺎﻧﻨــﺪ ﻣــﺎوري آﺷــﻜﺎرا ﺷــﻴﻔﺘﻪ و
ﺳﺘﺎﻳﺸﮕﺮاﻧﻪ دﻳﺪه ﺷﻮد.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻋﻤﻮ و ﻋﻤـﻪ اش آورده ﺷـﺪ .ﻋﻤـﻮ و ﻋﻤـﻪ ي
ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن .ﻣﺎدرش وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺳـﻪ ﺳـﺎﻟﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻣـﺮد و
ﭘﺪرش ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﺳﻜﺎﭼﻴﻮان 70ﻛﻮچ ﻛﺮد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ اﻛﻨـﻮن ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده
ي دﻳﮕﺮي دارد .ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدر ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺰﻳﻦ ،ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﻓﺘﺨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ وارد ﮔﻔﺘﮕـﻮ ﻧـﺸﺪﻧﺪ .ﻋﻤـﻮ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش را از راه ﺳﺎﺧﺖ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫـﺎي " ﻧـﻲ" اداره ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻳﺎد داده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﻧـﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻛـﺎر در
ﺑﻴﺎورد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ و اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﻛﺎرش را دﻧﺒـﺎل
ﻛﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﭼﺸﻤﺶ ﻛﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ در آﺑﺸﺎر
ﺑﻴﻠﻲ 71ﻛﺎر ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .و اﻳﻦ ﺑـﺮاي ﻋﻤـﻮ و ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﻴﻦ ﻋﻤـﻪ اش
ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او اﺟﺎزه ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ ﺑﺮود .آﻧﻬﺎ اﻋﺘﻘﺎد داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺗﺸﻜﻴﻞ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺧﻮدش ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را درك ﻛﻨﺪ.
او ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻴﺴﺖ ﺳﺎل داﺷﺖ و ﺗﺎزه دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل زودﺗﺮ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻣـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﺗـﺼﻤﻴﻢ
ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳﺐ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .در ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻛـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
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ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – از "ﭘِﻤﺒﺮوك" ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﭼﻨﺪان دور ﻧﺒﻮد – ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺗﺎ ﻛﻼس ﭘﻨﺞ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ و داﻧﺶ آﻣﻮزان را ﺑﺮاي اﻣﺘﺤﺎﻧﺎت
دوﻟﺘﻲ آﻣـﺎده ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد و ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ از آن ﭘـﺲ ﺑـﻮد،
ﻧﺎﻣﻨﻮﻳﺴﻲ ﺑﺰرﮔﺴﺎﻻن ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺿﺮوري ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﻛـﻪ داده ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ،
ﺑﻴﺎﻣﻮزي ،و در ﭘﺎﻳﺎنِ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺳﺎل ﻛﻼس ﺳﻴﺰده  -ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺎل ﭘﺎﻳﺎﻧﻲ اش ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﺮﻳﺲ آزﻣﻮﻧﻬﺎي ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ و ﮔﻴـﺎه
ﺷﻨﺎﺳــﻲ و ﺟﺎﻧﻮرﺷﻨﺎﺳــﻲ و اﻧﮕﻠﻴ ـﺴﻲ و ﻻﺗــﻴﻦ و ﻓﺮاﻧــﺴﻪ را
ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﺮه ﻫﺎي ﻏﻴﺮ ﺿﺮوري ﺑﺎﻻ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﺮد .اﻣـﺎ آن
وﻗﺖ ﺳﭙﺘﺎﻣﺒﺮ ﺑﻮد ،او دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺎزﮔـﺸﺖ و ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﻓﻴﺰﻳـﻚ و
ﺷﻴﻤﻲ و ﻣﺜﻠﺜﺎت؛ ﺷﻴﻤﻲ و ﺟﺒﺮ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ درﺳـﻬﺎ
ﺑﻮﻳﮋه ﺑﺮاي دﺧﺘﺮان دﺷﻮار ﺑﺤﺴﺎب ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
او از ﭘﺲِ ﻫﺮ ﺳﻪ رﺷﺘﻪ ي رﻳﺎﺿﻲ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺧـﻮب ﺑﺮآﻣـﺪ و در
رﺷﺘﻪ ﻋﻠﻮم ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﺘﺎﻳﺞ ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎل ﭘـﻴﺶ اش ﭼﻨـﺪان
رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺨﺶ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺨـﻮدش زﺑـﺎن ﻳﻮﻧـﺎﻧﻲ و
اﺳﭙﺎﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ و اﻳﺘﺎﻟﻴﺎﻳﻲ و آﻟﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻳﺎد دﻫﺪ ،از اﻳﻦ ﻗـﺮار او ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آن ازﻣﻮﻧﻬﺎ را در ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ ﻧﻴﺰ اﻧﺠـﺎم دﻫـﺪ -اﻣـﺎ آن
درﺳﻬﺎ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻫﻴﭻ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎري در ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ آﻣـﻮزش داده ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺷﺪ –از آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻗﺎدر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﺑﺮود
و ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﻴﭻ داﻧﺸﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﺎرﻧﺎﻣﻪ ي ﭘـﺮي درﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭼﺮا داﺷﺖ آن ﻛﺎر را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد؟ آﻳﺎ ﻃﺮﺣﻲ داﺷﺖ؟
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ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ ،او ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺎرِ ﺑﺎ ﻧـﻲ ) ﺻـﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻧـﻲ
وﻏﻴﺮه – م( را ﺷﺮوع ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ راﻳﮕﺎن
آﻣﻮزش داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،ﻓﺮا ﮔﻴﺮد .و اﻳﻦ ﻣﺪﻳﺮ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺴﺮاي آﺑﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﻠﻲ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ اﮔـﺮ او در
آﻧﺠﺎ ﻛﺎر ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد ،ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﻧﻮﺷـﺖ .او
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺣﺮﻓﻲ از " ﻣﺰه زﻧﺪﮔﻲ" زد .از اﻳﻦ ﻗﺮار ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ
ﻣﺴﺌﻮل آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎور ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ درس ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﻫـﻢ ﺑـﺎ ﻛـﺎر
ﻛﺮدن ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪي داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ..او ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﻏﻴﺮ از ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﺑﺎزرﮔﺎﻧﻲ ﻓﺮﺳـﺘﺎده ﺷـﺪ.
ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ واﻗﻌﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎده ﺷﻮد.
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺧﻮد را ﺳﻮدﻣﻨﺪ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ اﻳﻨـﻚ ﺧـﻮدش
ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧـﻮد را ﻋـﺎدت داده
ﺑﻮد ذﻫﻨﺶ از ﭼﻴﺮﻫﺎي ﺑﻲ ﻓﺎﻳﺪه ﭘﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺑﺎ ﺗﻌﻮﻳﺾ ﺷﻴﻔﺖ ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮ دﻳﮕﺮ ،ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﭘﺲ
از ﻛﺎر ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ ،ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮدو اﻳﻦ ﺑﺪان ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
ﺷﺒﻨﻪ ﺗﺎ دﻳﺮوﻗﺖ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺘـﺎﺛﺮ از آن ،ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ وﻗـﺖ
ﻛﺎر ،زﻣﺎنِ ﺑﻮدنِ ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻣﺎوري را ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ داد .او و ﻣﺎوري
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺳـﻴﻨﻤﺎ ﺑﺮوﻧـﺪ) ﻳـﻚ ﻓـﻴﻠﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻨـﺪ(
ﺑﺠﺎي آن ،ﻣﺎوري او را از ﺳﺮ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ .ﺣـﺪودا ﻳـﺎزده
ﺷﺐ ،و ﺑﺎﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﮔﺸﺖ ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ،ﺑـﺮاي ﺧـﻮردن ﺑـﺴﺘﻨﻲ ﻳـﺎ
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ﻫﻤﺒﺮﮔﺮ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ -ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ
" ﺑﺎر " ﻧﺒﺮد ﭼﻮن ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻴﺴﺖ ﺳﺎﻟﺶ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد -و ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم
ﮔﺸﺖ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ را ﭘـﺎرك
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﺧﺎﻃﺮات ﮔﺮﻳﺲ از اﻳﻦ ﺗﻮﻗـﻒ ﻫـﺎي در ﭘﺎﻛﻴﻨـﮓ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻳﺎ دو ﺻﺒﺢ ﻃﻮل ﺑﻜﺸﺪ ،ﺛﺎﺑﺖ ﻛـﺮد
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺒﻬﻢ ﺗﺮ از ﺧﺎﻃﺮات ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﺷـﺎم ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﻗﻬﻮه ﻳﺎ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ي ﺗﺎزه اي در دﺳﺖ
ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ روي ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘـﻪ ي ﻧـﺮم ﭼﺮﻣـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﻳﺎ روي ﺑﺎﻟﺸﻲ در ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﻮﺑﻲ در اﻧﺘﻬﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ اﺗﺎق
ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ).ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺴﺘﻦ ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮﻳﻲ ﺑـﺮ ﭘـﺎ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ .زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس او را ﺧﺎﻧﻢ اي-ﺑِـﻞ ) ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﻛﺎر ﻛﻦ ،ﺗﻮاﻧﺎ-م( ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺻﺒﺢ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ و ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ را ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺴﺖ(.
ﻣﺎوري ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺎﻟﺶ را روي ﻓﺮش ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﮔﺮِﭼِﻦ 72ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ
ﺑﺠﺰ ﺟﻴﻦ ﻳﺎ ﺷﻠﻮار ارﺗﺸﻲ ،روي ﻟﺒﻪ ي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺑﺰرگ و ﭘﻬﻦ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ و ﻣﺎوري ،ﻫﺮ دوﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻗﺪ و ﭼﻬﺎرﺷـﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ از ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﺎدرﺷﺎن ﺧـﻮب ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ -ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي
ﻛﺎراﻣﻞ ﻛﻠﻔﺖ و رﻧـﮓ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﺎ ﭼـﺸﻤﻬﺎي داغ ﻓﻨـﺪوﻗﻲ ،ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ در آﻓﺘﺎب ﺑﺮﻧﺰه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺣﺘـﻲ در ﻣـﻮرد
ﻣﺎوري ،ﮔﻮدي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ) ﻛﺎرﻛﻨﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ رﺳﺘﻮران ﻣـﺎوري را
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ﺟﺬاب و ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻮدنِ ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﺎوري اﺣﺘﺮام ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ( ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮاورس اﮔﺮﭼـﻪ ﻗـﺪش
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺘـﺮ و ﺷـﺼﺖ و ﭘـﻨﺞ ﺳـﺎﻧﺖ ﺑـﻮد ودر ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻦ
ﻳﻜﺴﺮه ي ﺑﻠﻨﺪش ﭼﺎق ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﮔﻮﺷـﺘﺎﻟﻮ و ﻗـﻮي
ﻫﻴﻜﻞ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﻮدﻛﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻗﺪ ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪه ،ﺑﻮد  .و ﻧﮕﺎه روﺷﻦ
و ﻣﺼﻤﻢ ،ﺧﻮﺷﺪﻟﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ آﻣﺎدﮔﻲ داﺷﺖ ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﻲ در آن
ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷﻮد ،ﺑﻪ ارث ﺑﺮده ﻧﺸﺪ ،ﻧﻪ ﺳـﺮخ ﺻـﺨﺮه اي ،ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ
ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺰدﮔﻲ روي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ﻛﻪ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﭘﻴﺎﻣﺪ ﺑﻴـﺮون رﻓﺘـﻨﺶ
در ﻫﺮ ﻫﻮاﻳﻲ ﺑﺪون ﻓﻜﺮ ﺑﻪ وﺿﻌﻴﺖ ش ﺑﻮد و ﻫـﺮ آﻧﭽـﻪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺷﻜﻞ او ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻳﻜﺴﺮه اش ،ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻞ ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ را ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ.
ﺷﺎﻣﮕﺎﻫﺎنِ ﻳﻜـﺸﻨﺒﻪ ،ﮔـﺎه ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧـﺎن دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻏﻴـﺮ از ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ زن و ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ،ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻣﺠﺮد،
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ دوﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻦ و ﺳﺎل آﻗﺎ و ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮاورس و
ﻧﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آﻧﺎن ،ﻫـﻢ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ .زﻧـﺎن ﻣـﺸﺘﺎق و ﺷـﻮخ و ﻣـﺮدان
ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺗﺮ ،آراﻣﺘﺮ و ﺑﺎ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﺗﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ داﺳﺘﺎن ﮔﻔـﺘﻦ
ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮك ﻫﻢ اﻏﻠﺐ درﺑﺎره ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑـﻮد).
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎي ﺣﺮاﻓﻲ ﻫـﺎ ﺑـﻮد ﭼﻨـﺎن ﭘﺮﺣﺮﻓـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ از ﺧﻮدش ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ دﺷﻮار اﺳﺖ
ﺑﻴﺎد آورد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﺮدﻧﻬـﺎي
ﺷﺒﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﭼﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮش ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .در ﻣﻮارد اﺳﺘﺜﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻪ
و ﻋﻤﻮي او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﺶ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﺣﺮﻓﻬـﺎ ﭘـﻮزش
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ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻏﺬا ﺑﻮد و ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﺮدن در ﻣﻮرد ﻫـﻮا و ﭘﺮﺣـﺮارت از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻏﺬا ﻫﺮﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﻮد(.
ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﭘﺲ از ﺷﺎم در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮاورس ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﻫﻮا ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺳـﺮد
ﺑﻮد ،آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس آﺗﺶ روﺷﻦ ﻛﺮد و آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺎزي اي ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس آن را ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻠﻤﺎت اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ ،ﺑﺎزي
اي ﻛﻪ اﻓﺮاد ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﺑـﺎﻫﻮش ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ﺗـﺎ ﺑﺮﻧـﺪه ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ.
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ وﻗﺖ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮ ﻣﻴﺰ ﺷﺎم ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ
درﺧﺸﻴﺪ .ﺑﺤﺚ ﻣﺎك ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑـﺮ ﭘﺎﻳـﻪ دﻓـﺎع از ﻣﻌـﺎﻧﻲ
ﻣﻬﻤﻞ و ﻧﺎﻣﻌﻘﻮل ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ،وات 73.اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد و ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻌﺪ از او ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮش
آﻣﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس و ﻣﺎوري) ﺑﺎ اﺣﺘﺴﺎب اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣـﺎوري ﻫـﻢ
ﻫﻤﻪ را ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ ،ﺑﺠﺰ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺎﻫﻮش اﺳﺖ (.ﺧﺎﻧﻢ
ﺗﺮوارس ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻛﻠﻤـﺎت ﻣـﺴﺨﺮه
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﻣﻄﺌﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎزي ﭼﻨﺪان ﺟﺪي ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎزﻳﻜﻨﻲ
ﭼﻨﺪان دﻟﻮاﭘﺲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﻳـﭙﺶ آﻣـﺪ ﺷـﺒﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ "ﻣـﻲ
وﻳﺲ" ،74ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺴﺮِ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ،ﻧﻴـﻞ ازدواج ﻛـﺮد،
ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم آﻣﺪ .ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ و ﻧﻴﻞ و دو ﺑﭽﻪ ﺷﺎن ﻧﺰد ﭘـﺪرﻣﺎدر
ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺎن در ﺑﺨﺶ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
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ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ آن ﺷﺐ ﺑﺘﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ آﻣﺪ -ﻧﻴﻞ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺰﺷﻚ ﺑـﻮد و
آن آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ در اﺗﺎوا ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺑﻮد .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس رﻧﺠﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد
اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ورﻳﺲ ﻫﻤﻪ را ﺑﺮاي ﺷـﺎدي ﻛـﺮدن در آن ﺑـﻲ ﻣﻴﻠـﻲ
ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .وﻟﻲ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ در اوﺗﺎوا ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻳﻘﻴﻨﻦ؟
ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﺎﻧﻪ .اﻣﺎ واﻗﻌﻦ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻮﻗـﻊ
ﺷﺎم ﺟﻴﻎ و ﻓﺮﻳﺎد راه ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﭽﻪ ﺳﺮﻳﻊ ﻋﺮق ﺳﻮز ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻮد ،ﺧﺪا ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻣﻴﻜﻲ 75ﭼﻪ اش ﻫﺴﺖ.
او زﻧﻲ ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ اﻧﺪام ،ﺑﺮﻧﺰه در ﻟﺒﺎس ارﻏﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﺑﻨﺪ ﻫﻤﺮﻧﮓ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺗﻴﺮه اش را در ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .زﻳﺒﺎ ،اﻣﺎ
ﻛﻤﻲ ﺧﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻧﻬـﺎن و ﺑـﻲ ﻣﻴﻠـﻲ اي در ﮔﻮﺷـﻪ ي ﻟﺒـﺎﻧﺶ
ﻣﺨﻔﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺷﺎم را دﺳﺖ ﻧﺰده در ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺑﺶ وا ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ،
ﺑﻪ ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ ي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ "ﻛﺎري" ) ادوﻳﻪ ﺗﻨﺪ( ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻴﺖ دارد.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :اه ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﭼﻪ ﺣﻴﻒ ،ﺗـﺎزه اﻳـﻦ ﺟـﻮر
ﺷﺪه؟
"اوه ﻧﻪ .ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻴﺖ را دارم اﻣﺎ ﻋـﺎدت ﻛـﺮده ام
ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻮرد ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺶ ﻣﻮدب ﺑﺎﺷﻢ"" .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﻤﻲ از ﺷﺐ را ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ
ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺷﺪن از آن ﻫﺪر ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ".
اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدي ،ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ؟
ﺳﻴﮕﺎري روﺷﻦ ﻛﺮد.
ﭘﺲ از آن در ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎزي ،ﺑﺎ " وات " روي ﻣﻌﻨـﻲ ﻳـﻚ ﻛﻠﻤـﻪ
ﺑﺤﺚ اش ﺷﺪﻛﻪ او اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﺮد .و وﻗﺘﻲ دﻳﻜﺸﻨﺮي درﺳـﺖ
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ﺑﻮدن ﻛﻠﻤﻪ را ﺛﺎﺑـﺖ ﻛـﺮد ،ﻣـﻲ وﻳـﺲ ﮔﻔـﺖ :اوه ﻣﺘﺎﺳـﻔﻢ).
ﺑﺒﺨﺸﻴﺪ(" .ﻓﻜﺮﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺷﻤﺎ ،ﺑﻲ ﺳﻮادم ".و وﻗﺘـﻲ
زﻣﺎن آن رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اش را روي ﻛﺎﻏﺬ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ
و ﻛﺎﻏﺬ را ﺑﺮاي دورِ ﺑﻌـﺪي ﺑﺪﻫـﺪ ،او ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪ زد و ﺳـﺮش را
ﺗﻜﺎن داد " .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﻧﺪارم"
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :اوه ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ.
و آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﻴﺎ! ﻫﺮ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻮد"
" وﻟﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻧﺪارم .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .اﻣﺸﺐ ﻛﻠـﻪ
ام ﻛﺎر ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﻘﻴﻪ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﺎزﻳﺘﺎن را ﺑﻜﻨﻴﺪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻨﺎرﺗﺎن ﻣﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﻢ.
ﭼﻪ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ واﻧﻤﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه
اﺳﺖ .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و ﺑـﻪ از ﺑـﺎزي
ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زد .ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷـﺪ و
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑـﻴﺶ از اﻳـﻦ ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﭘﺪروﻣﺎردش ﺑﮕﺬارد .دﻳﺪار ﺳﺎزﻧﺪه و ﭘﺮ ﻣﻬﺮي داﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ و
ﺧﺎﻻ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮود.
ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ﺑﻌﺪي ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﻓﺮﻫﻨـﮓ ﻟﻐـﺖ
آﻛﺴﻔﻮرد ﺑﻪ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﺪﻫﻢ .ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻪ ﺷـﺨﺺ ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ
ﻧﮕﻔﺖ ﺑﻮﻳﮋه وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻲ و ﻛﻤﻲ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﺗﻠﺦ رﻓـﺖ.
ﻓﺮﻫﻨﮓ ﻟﻐﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺗﺮاورس ،ﻛـﻪ وات اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد
ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮﻫﻨﮓ ﻟﻐﺖ آﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد.
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وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ رﻓﺖ ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻳﻚ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ
ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ،آﻧﻘﺪر ﺣﻮﺻـﻠﻪ داري ﻛـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﻗﻬـﻮه
ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺎ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ و ﮔﺮﭼﻦ زﻣﺰﻣـﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎن ﺑـﻪ آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
رﻓﺖ" :ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮش ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد .اﺷـﻜﻢ درآﻣـﺪ )".ﭼـﻪ ﺳـﺮﮔﺮم
ﻛﻨﻨﺪه .ﻋﻴﺴﻲ ،ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ام ﮔﺮﻓﺖ(.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺧﻮب" .ﺑﺮاي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﺪ .ﺑـﺎ
آن دوﺗﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ"
روزﻫﺎي ﭼﻬﺎرﺷﻨﺒﻪ ،ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﻴﺰ ﺻـﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ و
آﻣﺎده ﻛﺮدﻧﺸﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ،وﻗـﺖ آزاد داﺷـﺖ و وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺗﺮاورس ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ي اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ آزاد ﺷﺪ ،ﺑـﺎ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﺑـﻪ آﺑـﺸﺎر
ﺑﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺗـﺎ او را ﺑـﺮاي اﻳـﻦ ﺳـﺎﻋﺘﻬﺎي آزاد ،ﺑـﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎر
درﻳﺎﭼﻪ) ﻣﺤﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻮد-م( ﺑﻴـﺎورد .ﻣـﺎوري در آن
وﻗﺖ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺮﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد -او ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن ﺑـﺮاي ﺗﻌﻤﻴـﺮ ﺧﺮاﺑـﻲ
ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺷﻤﺎره ﻫﻔﺖ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – و وات در دﻓﺘﺮﻛﺎرش در
اوﺗﺎوا ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد و ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﺑﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ
ﻳﺎ روي درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻗﺎﻳﻘﺮاﻧﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻻ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮاورس
ﺧﻮدش اﻋﻼم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺧﺮﻳـﺪﻫﺎﻳﺶ را اﻧﺠـﺎم
دﻫﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ و ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را در اﺗﺎق ﺑﺰرگ و در ﺳـﺎﻳﻪ و
ﺳﺮد ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ و ﻏﺬاﺧﻮري روي ﻣﺒﻞ ﭼﺮﻣﻲ ي داﺋﻤﺎ ﻓﺮورﻓﺘﻪ
)ﮔﻮد رﻓﺘﻪ( و ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﭘﺮ از ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺑﺨﻮان .ﻳﺎ دراز ﺑﻜـﺶ و
ﺑﺨﻮاب ،اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻲ .ﻛﺎرﺳﺨﺘﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ
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ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻮاﻇﺒﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮِ وﻗﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﺮﻛﺎر ﺑﺮﺳﻲ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ .ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑـﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﺗﻜـﺎﻧﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ اش زﻳﺮ ﺷﻮرت ﻋﺮق ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و روي
ﭼﺮم ﻣﻲ ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪ .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي از ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﻧﻤﻲ
دﻳﺪ ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺳـﺮ ﻛـﺎر در ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﺑـﻮد.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻫﻴﭽﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺣﺮﻓـﻲ را ﺷـﺮوع ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ .وﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ازﻛﺘـﺎبِ
در ﺑﺎره ﻫﺮ آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺳﭙﺲ او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﻮد
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ آن ﻛﺘﺎب را ﺧﻮدش ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ و ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ
در ﺑﺎره آن ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﻫﺮ دو اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻤﻨﺪاﻧﻪ و ﺷﺎد ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﺜﻼ او از آﻧـﺎ ﻛﺎرﻧﻴﻨـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎر آن را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ام اﻣﺎ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﻛـﻪ
ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﺎ ﻛﻴﺘﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪم و ﺳـﭙﺲ آﻧـﺎ ﺑـﻮد – آه
ﺑﺮاي آﻧﺎ ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎك ﺑﻮد – و ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻣﻦ ﺧـﻮدم را ﺑـﺎ
داﻟﻲ ﻫﻤﺪرد ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻲ رود ،ﻣﻲ
داﻧﻲ ،ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ان ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ،و او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻄـﻮر
ﺷﺴﺘﻨﻲ ﻫﺎ را اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ ،ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻣـﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﺑـﺮاي آوﻳﺰﻫـﺎي
رﺧﺘﻬــﺎي ﺷــﺴﺘﻪ ﺷــﺪه وﺟــﻮد دارد – ﻓﻜــﺮ ﻣــﻲ ﻛــﻨﻢ
ﻫﻤﺴﻮﻳﻲ/ﻫﻤﺪردي آدم اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﺷﻮر و ﺷﻮق آدم ﺑﻪ آﻧﺴﻮي آوﻳﺰﻫﺎي رﺧﺖ ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
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ﺣﺎل ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﻣﺮا ﺟﺪي ﻧﮕﻴﺮ  .ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺪي ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻴﺮي ،ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮي؟
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺨﻮدش ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ
ﺣﺮف ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ زﻳﺎد ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ .ﺟﺎﻟـﺐ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﺧﻮدﭘﺴﻨﺪاﻧﻪ اﻇﻬﺎر ﻛﺮد " .اﻣﺎ دوﺳﺖ دارم ﺑـﻪ ﺣـﺮف زدﻧﻬـﺎ
ﮔﻮش ﻛﻨﻢ".
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .ﻣﻦ دوﺳـﺖ دارم ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺧـﻮدم ﻫـﻢ
ﮔﻮش ﻛﻨﻢ.
ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ،ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ،ﻣﺎوري ﺣﺮف زدن از ازدواﺟـﺸﺎن را
ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد .ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ازدواج ﺻﻮرت ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ
– ﻧـﻪ ﺗــﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜـﻪ ﺗﻌﻴــﻴﻦ ﺻـﻼﺣﻴﺖ ﻧــﺸﺪه و ﺑﻌﻨـﻮان ﻳــﻚ
ﻣﻬﻨﺪس ﻛﺎر ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ – .اﻣﺎ او ﭼﻴﺰي در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ
و ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورﻧﺪ ،ﮔﻔﺖ .او ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ وﻗﺘـﻲ
ازدواج ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ و ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺨﺎﻟﻔﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳـﺎ ﺳـﻮال
ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻛﻨﺠﻜﺎواﻧﻪ ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ازدواج ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ در ﺳـﺎﺑﻮت ﻟﻴـﻚ)درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ
ﺳﺎﺑﻮت( ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﺪروﻣﺎدرش،
ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان دور از آن .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن
ﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﻘﻴﻪ ﺳﺎل را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻫـﺮ ﺟـﺎ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -ﭘﺮو ،ﻋﺮاق ،ﺑﺨﺸﻬﺎي ﺷﻤﺎل ﻏـﺮب ﻛـﺸﻮرﺷﺎن ﻛﺎﻧـﺎدا،
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ از اﻳﺪه ي ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﻔﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺠـﺎي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣﻐﺮوراﻧـﻪ از
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ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي از ﺧـﻮد داﺷـﺘﻦ ﺣـﺮف ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ ،ﺧﻮﺷـﺶ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ.
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣـﺪ از ﺳـﻮﻳﻲ ﻫـﻢ
اﻳﺪه ي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻤﻮﻳﺶ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر ﺻـﻨﺪﻟﻲ
درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن از ﻧﻲ ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ در ﻫﻤﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺰرگ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻧﻴﺰ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮش ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ.
ﻣﺎوري ﻣﺮﺗﺐ از ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ و ﻋﻤﻮﻳﺶ در
ﺑﺎره او ﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ او را ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ
ﺑﺮد .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ او ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ در دﻳﺪار ﻛﻮﺗﺎه آﺧﺮﻫﻔﺘﻪ اي
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺠﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ او ﺑﺎ ﭘﺴﺮي ﻛـﻪ در
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﻃﺮاف در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﻛﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻣـﻲ
رود .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺲ را داده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ او در ﻫﺘـﻞ
ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ازدواج ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻨﺎن
اﻣﻜﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ و ﻛﺎر ِدرﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدنِ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻧﻲ ،در ذﻫﻨﺶ
ﺑــﻮد .ﻋﻠﻴــﺮاﻏﻢ اﻳــﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘــﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﻫــﻴﭻ ﻛــﺲ از او ﻫﺮﮔــﺰ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﮕﺎري ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد .اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ روزي ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ
اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ .و دﻗﻴﻘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻃﺮﻳﻖ – ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﺮدي ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد – او ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ،ﻛﻪ دﻳـﺪه
اﺳﺖ ،ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .در ﺗﺼﻮرش آن ﻣﺮد زﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ
ﻣﺎوري .ﺑﺎ اﺷﺘﻴﺎق ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﺎوري ،ﺟﺬاﺑﻴﺖ ﻓﻴﺰﻳﻜﻲ ﻟﺬت ﺑﺨﺶ
ﺑﺪﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ.
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اﻣﺎ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق ﻧﻴﻔﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣﺎوري ﻳﺎ
ﺑﻴﺮون روي ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎ زﻳﺮ ﺳﺘﺎرﮔﺎن ،او ﺗﻤﺎﻳـﻞ داﺷـﺖ .و ﻣـﺎوري
آﻣﺎده ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﺗﻤﺎﻳـﻞ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ﻣـﺎوري اﺣـﺴﺎس ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ اوﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺣﻔﺎﻇﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﺳﻬﻮﻟﺖ ﺗﻮازن
ﺑﺎ آن ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ او ﻋﺮﺿﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .او ﺣـﺲ ﻛـﺮد
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺮد ﺑﻮد و ﻋﻤﺪا ﺧـﻮد را ﺑـﻪ او اراﺋـﻪ ﻛـﺮد و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او
ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ درك ﺧﻮد در ﺑﺮﺧـﻮردي ﻛـﻪ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ درك ﻧﻜﺮد ﭼﻘﺪر
ﺳﺮد ﺑﻮد -ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن دادن اﺷﺘﻴﺎﻗﺶ او را ﺑﻪ ﻟﺬﺗﻲ
ﻛــﻪ در ﺑــﺎره اش ﻣــﻲ داﻧــﺴﺖ ،ﻣــﻲ ﺑــﺮد ،در ﺧﻠــﻮت و در
ﺗﺼﻮرش ،و او ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﺎوري ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در
اﺧﺘﻴﺎر ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ اﺣﺎﻃﻪ ﻛﺮدﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻫـﺮ
دوي ﺷﺎن را ﻣﻲ آزرد و اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﻳﺎ ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ زده ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،از اﻳﻦ رو ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻮﺳـﻴﺪن را ﻣﺘﻮﻗـﻒ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ،ﺑﻬـﻢ
ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪن ،و ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ دﻟﺠﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ در
ﻫﻤﺎن ﺣﺎل ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺷﺐ ﺑﺨﻴﺮ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺷﺪن ﺗـﺴﻜﻴﻨﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻮد .در ﺧﻮاﺑﮕﺎه ﻫﺘﻞ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮود و ﭼﻨـﺪ
ﺳﺎﻋﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮ او ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد از ذﻫـﻨﺶ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻛﻨـﺪ .و او
ﺗﺴﻜﻴﻨﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎوري ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎي در ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،درﻛﻲ ﻛـﻪ
از ﮔﺮﻳﺲ داﺷﺖ ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ از ﺻـﻤﻴﻢ ﻗﻠـﺐ ﻋﺎﺷـﻖ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ.
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ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ دﺧﺘﺮان ﭘﺲ از روزِﻛـﺎرﮔﺮ رﻓﺘﻨـﺪ ﺗـﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﻳـﺎ
داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﺷـﺎن ﺑﺮﺳـﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻫﺘـﻞ ﺗـﺎ اﻛﺘﺒـﺮ ﺑـﺮاي روز ﺷـﻜﺮ
ﮔﺰاري 76ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﻨﻞ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺎز ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﺻﺤﺒﺖ از ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮدنِ دوﺑﺎره ﻫﺘﻞ در ﻣﺎه دﺳـﺎﻣﺒﺮ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻓﺼﻞ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ اﻳﺎم ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ﺑﺎز ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ
ﻛﺲ ﻧﻪ از آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ و ﻧﻪ از ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي روي ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻤﻪ و ﻋﻤﻮﻳﺶ ﻧﻮﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎز ﺑﻮدن ﻫﺘﻞ در ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﻤﺶ ﻗﻄﻌـﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ،آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ
اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺰودي ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد.
ﭼﺮا اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮد؟ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ي دﻳﮕـﺮي
داﺷﺖ .ﻣﺎوري در آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺳـﺎل ﺗﺤـﺼﻴﻠﻲ اش ﺑـﻮد .ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﻗﻮل داده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ او را ﺑﺮاي آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺒﺮد .و او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ وﻗـﺖ
ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺒﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ رﺳﻤﺎ ﻧﺎﻣﺰد ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .او داﺷـﺖ از ﺣﻘـﻮق ﻛـﺎر
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ اش ﭘﺲ اﻧﺪاز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻳـﻚ ﺣﻠﻘـﻪ
اﻟﻤﺎس ﺑﺨﺮد.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻃﻮر .او ﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ از ﺣﻘﻮﻗﺶ ﭘﺲ اﻧـﺪاز
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺮاﻳﻪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﻪ ﻛﻴﻨﮕﺰﺗﻦ ﺑﭙﺮدازد ﺗﺎ
در ﻓﺼﻞ رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .او در اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮرد ﺻﺤﺒﺖ
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ﻛﺮد .ﻗﻮل داد .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺳﺎدﮔﻲ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎور داﺷﺖ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ دﻟﺶ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن روي دﻫﺪ؟
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻣﺎوري ﻳﻚ ﺷﺨﺼﻴﺖ ﻇﺎﻫﺮ و ﺑﺎﻃﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ
اﺳﺖ ".ﺧﻮب ،ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﭼـﺸﻤﻬﺎي ﺧـﻮدت ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﻲ .او
دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻨﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻣـﺮد ﺑـﺪون ﭘﻴﭽﻴـﺪﮔﻲ .ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﭘﺪرش .ﻧﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﺮادرش .ﻧﻴﻞ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺎﻫﻮش اﺳـﺖ .ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرم
اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎوري ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ -ﺑـﺎ ﺧﻨـﺪه ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﺎ ﺗﻮ آﻧﻄﻮر ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ.
" ﻏﺎرﻫﺎي ﻋﻤﻖ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ اﻧﺪازه ي ﺧﺮس اﻗﻴﺎﻧﻮس" ،در ﺑـﺎره
ﭼﻪ دارم ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ؟ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪت زﻳﺎدي ﻣـﻦ و ﻧﻴـﻞ ﺑﺠـﺰ
ﺧﻮدﻣﺎن ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻴﻢ .از اﻳﻨﺮو ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ او وﻳـﮋه
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺷـﻮخ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از آدﻣﻬﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮﺷﻤﺰﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨـﺪ
ﻏﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ؟ ﺗﻮ در ﻣﻮرد آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ.
اﻣﺎ ﭼﻪ ﺳﻮد دارد ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪن ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ؟ ﺑﺎ
ﻧﻴﻞ ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﻲ زﻳﺎدي داﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎوري ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﻮدم.
و ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ،در ﻣﻮردش اﺻﻠﻦ ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .ﭼﻮن زﻧﺎن ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي دارﻧﺪ ،ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﺒﺮد ،ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ؟
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻛﻨﺎر درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﻧـﺸﺪ ﺗـﺎ روز ﺷـﻜﺮﮔﺰاري.
اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﮔﺮﭼﻦ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑـﻪ اوﺗـﺎوا
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدﻧﺪ .و ﻣﺎوري ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻴﻨﮕﺰﺗﻦ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .آﻗﺎي ﺗـﺮاورس
ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آﺧﺮﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮود اﻣﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮاورس
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ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻻ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ ﮔـﺎﻫﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺎن ﮔﺎه ﺑﺘﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ.
ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎي او ﻋﻮض ﺷﺪ .ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﺑﺎ آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس در ﻣـﺎه
ﺳﭙﺘﺎﻣﺒﺮ ﺑﻪ اوﺗﺎوا ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ .ﻏﻴﺮﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮه اﺗﻔـﺎق اﻓﺘـﺎد -ﺷـﺎم
ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﻃﻞ ﺷﺪ.
ﻣﺎوري ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ داد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﻪ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرده و ﺣﺎﻻ و از
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ او ﻣﺸﻜﻞ اﻋﺼﺎب دارد .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ
ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮود و آﻧﻬﺎ او
را ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺛﺎﺑﺘﻲ در ﻣﻲ آورﻧﺪ .او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ از ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﻼﻣﺖ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﭼـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑﺎﻋـﺚ اش
ﺷﺪ؟
ﻣﺎوري ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺪاﻧﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﭘـﺲ از ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ
اﻓﺰود ،ﺧﻮب ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻋﻠـﺘﺶ ﺷـﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرم
ﺷﻮﻫﺮ اول اوﺳﺖ .ﭘﺪرِ ﻧﻴﻞ .و ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد و
ﻏﻴﺮه.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد و ﭘﺪر ﻧﻴﻞ ﺧﻮدش را ﻛﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺛﺒﺎت ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻴـﺪاﻧﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﺎن دﻟـﻴﻠﺶ
اﺳﺖ .ﺳﻨﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻣـﺸﻜﻞ زﻧـﺎﻧﮕﻲ و ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ اﻣﺎ درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد – ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ آﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ دارو
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درﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ  .داروﻫﺎي ﻣﺤﺸﺮي ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورده اﻧـﺪ .در
ﻣﻮردش ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒﺎش.
روز ﺷﻜﺮﮔﺰاري ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎوري ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﻨـﻲ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد،
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس از ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﺮﺧﺺ ﺷـﺪ و اﺣـﺴﺎس ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ
داﺷﺖ .ﺷـﺎم ﺷـﻜﺮﮔﺰاري در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ي ﻛﻨـﺎر درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ ﻃﺒـﻖ
ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﺮﮔﺰار ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .و روز ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ در ﻧﻈـﺮ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺷـﺪ.
ﺑﺠﺎي روز دوﺷﻨﺒﻪ -اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻫﻢ ﻣﺮﺳﻮم ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﺮﺻﺖ ﺟﻤـﻊ
ﻛﺮدن وﺳﺎﻳﻞ و ﺑﺴﺘﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﻣﻲ داد .و آن ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻳﻚ
ﺧﻮش ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز روز ﻣﺮﺧﺼﻲ اش ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﻤﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻴﻞ و ﻣـﻲ وﻳـﺲ و ﺑﭽـﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﻛﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑـﺪون
ﻣﻬﻤﺎن ﺑﺎﺳﺘﺜﻨﺎء ﮔﺮﻳﺲ.
آن وﻗﺖ ﻣﺎوري او را ﺻﺒﺢ ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎر درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ
آورد .ﺑﻮﻗﻠﻤﻮن از ﻗﺒﻞ در ﺗﻨﻮر ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻠﻮﭼﻪ ﻫﺎ روي ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان
اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺪو ،ﺳﻴﺐ ،ﺗﻮت ﺟﻨﮕﻠﻲ) زﻏﺎل اﺧﺘﻪ/ﻗﺮه ﻗﺎط
( ﻫﻢ .ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ ﻣﻴﺰ آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ را داﺷـﺖ .ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪن
ﻗﻬﻮه و ﻛﺎر ﻫﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻌﻬـﺪه ي داﻧـﺎ،
دﺧﺘﺮ ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﺑﻮد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ :آه ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ،ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ در آﻏﻮش ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﺧﻴﺰ ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
دارد – ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣـﻲ داد –
و ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﭼﻠﻔﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺮاﻛﻨﺪﮔﻲ دﻧﺪاﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي
اره ﻣﻮﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺴﺖ.
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داﻧﺎ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد زد " :ﻣﺎدر ﺑﺰرگ " ،و ﺧﻮاﻫﺮﺑﺰرﮔﺶ ﺟﻴﻨـﻲ 77ﻛـﻪ
اﻳﺮادﮔﻴﺮاﻧﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻛﻠﻮﭼﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﻬﻢ زد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ آﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻴﻢ آﻧﻬـﺎ را دوﺑـﺎره ﺑﻬـﻢ دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﺑﭽﺴﺒﺎﻳﻨﻢ) ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ اول در آورﻳﻢ( " ،ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش اﻳـﻦ
ﻧﺒﻮد"
78
ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ " ،ﺳﻮسِ ﻛﺮاﻧﺒﺮي را ﻛﺠﺎ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داري؟ "
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔـﺖ " ،در ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ ﻇﺮﻓﻬـﺎ " ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺑﺎزوﻫـﺎي
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را ﻣﻲ ﻓﺸﺎرد و ﺑﻬـﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﮕـﻲ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎ را ﻧﺎدﻳـﺪه ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮد.
" ﻛﺠﺎي ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ؟"
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ" ،اوه .ﻛﺮاﻧﺒـﺮي ﺳـﻮس" " .ﺧـﻮب ،ﻣـﻦ
درﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .اول ﻛﺮاﻧﺒﺮي را در ﻣﻘﺪاري آب ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬارم.
ﺳﭙﺲ روي ﺣﺮارت ﻛﻢ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارم – ﻧﻪ ﻓﻜﺮﻣﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ اول
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻴﺴﺎﻧﻤﺸﺎن –
ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﻮب ﻣﻦ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي اﻧﺠﺎم ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎ
ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ام " .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛﺮاﻧﺒـﺮي درﺳـﺖ
ﺷﺪه ﻧﺪاري؟"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻧﺪارم .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺟﻮن درﺳـﺘﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ".
" ﻳﻜﻲ را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﻢ ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺑﮕﻴﺮد"
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ﺧــﺎﻧﻢ ﺗــﺮاورس ﺑــﺎ ﻣﻬﺮﺑــﺎﻧﻲ ﮔﻔــﺖ " ،ﻋﺰﻳــﺰ ،اﻳــﻦ ﺟــﺸﻦ
ﺷﻜﺮﮔﺰاري ﺳﺖ " .ﻫﻴﭻ ﺟﺎ ﺑﺎز ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد "
ﮔـﺮﭼﻦ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ را ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻛـﺮد " ،آﻧﺠـﺎ در ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﺰرﮔـﺮاه،
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺎز اﺳﺖ".
" ﭼﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﺳﺖ؟"
ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ از ﺗﻪ اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب ﺻﺪا زد ،ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻫـﺸﺪار دﻫـﺪ
ﭼﻮن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ اش را ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﺎﻧﺪ " ،او در ﻗـﺎﻳﻖ ﭘـﺎروﻳﻲ
ﺳﺖ" " ،او ﻣﻴﻜﻲ را ﺑﻪ ﻗﺎﻳﻖ ﺑﺮد"
ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﭘﺮﻳﺪ در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻤﺮاه ﺑﺎ ﻣﻴﻜﻲ و ﺑﭽﻪ .ﻧﻴﻞ
ﺑﻌﺪا ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ – ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
و آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزي ﮔﻠﻒ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻧﻴﺎز دارم ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه
ﺑﺮود" ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ از اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ .اﺑﺮوﻳﺶ را
ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﺮد " ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ ،ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ؟"
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻧﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﺑﺎ آه دﻟﭙﺬﻳﺮي ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ،
ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﻮب" ،ﻣـﺎوري ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻣﺎوري ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟"
ﻣﺎوري ﺟﻠﻮي اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب ﺑﻮد و دﻧﺒـﺎل ﻟﺒـﺎس ﺷـﻨﺎﻳﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺸﺖ .ﭼﻮن ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ آب ﺑﺮاي ﺷـﻨﺎ ﻛـﺮدن
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺮد اﺳﺖ .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎز ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
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ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺎز ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد" آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﺰﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮوﺷﻨﺪ و اﮔﺮ
ﻧﺒﻮد؛ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺴﺘﻲ
ﻗﻴﻔﻲ"
ﻣﺎوري از ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ او ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ دو دﺧﺘﺮﺑﭽـﻪ،
ﺟﻲ ﻧﻲ و داﻧﺎ از او ﻋﺎﺟﺰاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﺮﺧﻲ را
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﺸﺎن زﻳﺮ درﺧـﺖ اﻓـﺮاي ﻧـﺮوژي در ﻛﻨـﺎر
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ داﺷﺖ از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ رﻓـﺖ ،اﺣـﺴﺎس ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺑﻨﺪﻫﺎي ﺻﻨﺪل او ﭘﺎره ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.ﻫﺮ دو ﻛﻔـﺶ را در
ﻣﻲ آورد و ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ روي ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪل روي ﺷﺎخ
و ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﻓﺸﺮده ﺷﺪه ﻛﻪ از ﻗﺒﻞ رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ
رﻓﺖ ،راه ﻣﻲ رود.
اول ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﭼﺮخ ﻫﻮل داد ،ﺳﭙﺲ آﻧﻬﺎ اورا ﻫـﻮل
دادﻧﺪ .آن وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎي ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ ﭘﺮﻳﺪ ،ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎ در رﻓﺖ
و او از درد ﺟﻴﻎ زد ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﭼﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد.
از ﻣﭻ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭘﺎي اش .درد ﺗﻤﺎمِ ﭘﺎي ﭼﭙﺶ را
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﻪ ﺗﻴﺰ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻪ ي ﺻﺪف ،ﺑﺮﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
ﺟﻲ ﻧﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،داﻧﺎ آن ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ را آورد " .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻳـﻚ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺣﻠﺰوﻧﺶ ﺑﺴﺎزد.
داﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،در رﻓﺖ.
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ﮔﺮﭼﻦ و ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس و ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻣـﻲ وﻳـﺲ دوﻳـﺪه از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺻـﺪاي ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ ي ﻳﻜـﻲ از
ﺑﭽﻪ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد.
داﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭘﺎﻳﺶ ﺧﻮﻧﻲ اﺳﺖ .روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎن را ﺧـﻮن
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﺟﻲ ﻧﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭘﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺎ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻪ ﺻﺪف ﺑﺮﻳﺪ .داﻧﺎ آن ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﻪ
را ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑـﺮاي اﻳـﻮان 79ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺴﺎزد .اﻳـﻮان
ﺣﻠﺰوﻧﺶ.
ﺗﺸﻜﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ آورده ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺣﻮﻟﻪ و آب ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﻳﺪﮔﻲ را ﺑـﺸﻮرد
و ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﺮﻳﺪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،وﺧﻴﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮ دو دﺧﺘﺮ) داﻧﺎ و ﺟﻲ ﻧـﻲ-
م( ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﺮدن ﺑـﻪ او ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ رﻗﺎﺑـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ؛
درواﻗﻊ ﺳﺮ راﻫﺶ ﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ؛ ﺑﻄﺮف ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻟﻨﮓ ﻟﻨﮕﺎن
رﻓﺖ.
ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﮔﻔـﺖ ،اوه ﭼـﻪ ﺑـﺪ " .اﻣـﺎ ﭼـﺮا ﻛﻔـﺸﺖ را ﻧﭙﻮﺷـﻴﺪه
ﺑﻮدي".
داﻧﺎ و ﺟﻲ ﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺗﺴﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺮﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه
ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﭽﻮن رﻧﮓ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﺷﺮاب ،راه ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ) ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ(
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ ،اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﻨﮕـﺎم ﻣـﻲ ﻧـﺎﻣﻢ" .
اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺮد ﻣﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﺎز دارﻳﻢ .دﻛﺘﺮ".
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ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻮد .ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻛﻪ او را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ .ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻗـﺪ
ﺑﻮد ،ﻻﻏﺮ و ﻧﺎﺷﻜﻴﺒﺎ،
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﺑﺎ ﻧﺸﺎط داد زد ،اﻳﻨﻬﻢ ﻛﻴﻒ " .ﻣﺎ از ﻗﺒﻞ ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻮرد درﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده اﻳﻢ"
ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ" ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻨﺠﻞ ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻲ ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ داري" ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﭼﻪ؟
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻧﺎﺑﺨﺮدي".
ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ ﺑﺎ آﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻘﺼﻴﺮ ﺑﮕﺮدن ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازد ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺣﺎﻻ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﻢ از ﺧﻮاب ﭘﺮﻳﺪ" ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺖ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدت ﻧﺪاري" .اﻣـﺎ
ﻧﻴﻞ ﻛﻴﻒ ﭘﺰﺷﻜﻲ را از ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و او ﮔﻔﺖ ،او ﺑﻠﻪ.
ﺗﻮ داري .ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺪ ) ﻛـﺴﻲ ﭼـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ(
ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻪ داﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟ ،ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﻏﻮرﺑﺎﻋﻪ
ﻗﻮرت دادي؟
داﻧﺎ ﻣﻌﺼﻮﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻴﻤﺎر اوﺳﺖ .او ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﺳﺖ.
ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر .او ﻏﻮرﺑﺎﻏﻪ ﻗﻮرت داد
ﭘﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺮﻳﺪ
ﺟﻲ ﻧﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﺎ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻪ ﺻﺪف ﺑﺮﻳﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺑـﺮادرزاده ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﺑﺮﮔﺮدﻳـﺪ روي ﭘﻠـﻪ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻴﺪ .ﭘﺎي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را ﺑﺎدﻗﺖ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﻔﺖ "،آن
ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻲ ،را ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﺪه" ،ﺳـﭙﺲ ﺧـﻮن را از روي
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ﺑﺮﻳﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﺎك ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﺪ ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ .ﺣـﺎﻻ ﻛـﻪ او ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ ﺑـﻮد ،ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ ﺑـﻮﻳﻲ ﺑـﻪ او رﺳـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ او
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن وﻗﺘﻲ در ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺷﻨﺎﺳـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ-.
ﺑﻮي ﻟﻴﻜﻮر ﺑﺎ ﻣﺰه اي از ﻧﻌﻨﺎع.
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ" درد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد؟
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ
ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮﮔﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﻛﺮد  .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﭼﻪ در ﺑﺎره او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﺮط ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪم .آن زﺑﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻛﻔﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ زﻳـﺮ
آن ﺑﮕﺬارﻳﻢ .و دﻗﺖ ﻛﻦ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ دو ﺗﺎ
ﺑﺨﻴﻪ ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ دارم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ روﻳﺶ ﺑﻤﺎﻟﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ
اﻧﺪازه اي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ،درد ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﭼﻦ ﻧﮕﺎه
ﻛﺮد ﮔﻔﺖ" ﻫﻲ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎﭼﻲ ﻫﺎ را از اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ دور ﻛﻦ.
ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدرش ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﭼـﻪ ﺧـﻮب ﻛـﻪ او
ﻫﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاي وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎز دارﻳﻢ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺣﺮف ﻧﺰد
او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭘﺴﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻫﻨﮓ ،ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ آﻣﺎده اﺳﺖ .دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﻣﺴﺖ
ﺣﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺖ .ﻧﻪ او ﻣﺜﻞ ﻋﻤـﻮي
ﺟﻮﻟﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد را ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﺟﺎ زده ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﺮد ﻳﺎ ﻟﻬﺠﻪ اي اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮاي ﺑـﻮدن
ﺑﺎ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪه اي داﺷﺖ،
ﻛﻼﻟﻪ ي ﻣﻮي ﻣﺠﻌﺪ ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي ،ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي روﺷـﻦ
اﻣﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﭼﺎل رﻓﺘﻪ ،اﺳﺘﺨﻮان ﭼﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﺮﺟـﺴﺘﻪ واﺳـﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻬﺎي
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ﺑﺮاﻣﺪه ﮔﻮﻧﻪ و ﺗﻬﻲ ﺑﻮد .اﮔﺮ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ راﺣﺖ ﺑﻮد ،ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴـﺰ و
ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﻳﺪﮔﻲ را درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮد ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﻮب اﺳـﺖ
اﮔﺮ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺰرﻳﻖ ﺿﺪ ﻛﺰاز ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺒﺮﻳﻢ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،آﻧﻘﺪر وﺧﻴﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻨﻈﻮر وﺧﻴﻢ ﺑﻮدن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﻢ .ﻛﺰاز وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك اﺳﺖ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ،زﻳﺎد ﻃﻮل ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ؟ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ ،ﻣـﻦ
ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮم .زﻳﺮ ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎزوي او را ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ .ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ
ﺻﻨﺪل ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﺗـﺴﻤﻪ ﻫـﺎ را ﮔـﺮه
ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .ﺑﺎﻧـﺪاژ ﺧـﻮب و
ﻣﺤﻜﻢ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ
آﻣﺪ ،ﻣﻐﺬرت ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻫﻢ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس از اﻳﻮان ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ آﻣـﺪ و دﺳـﺖ روي در ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب اﺳـﺖ .ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ ،ﺗـﻮ را ﺧـﺪا
رﺳﺎﻧﺪه .ﺗﻮ او را از ﻣﺸﺮوب ﺧﻮردن دور ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟
ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻄﻮر اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻲ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎ را ﺷـﻨﻴﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﻪ آن زﻳـﺎد ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻜـﺮد .از
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي ﻛﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗـﺮوارس روي داده ﺑـﻮد ،ﻧﺎراﺣـﺖ ﺑـﻮد.
ﺗﺮاورس ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺒﺎﻫﺖ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗـﻮده ﻣﺘﻐﻴـﺮ
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ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺳﺮ ﺳـﺨﺘﻲ در ﻛﺎرﺷـﺎن ،ﻏﻴـﺮ ﻣﺘﺮﻗﺒـﻪ و از ﻛـﻮره در
رﻓﺘﻪ ،ﺳﺨﺎوﺗﻤﻨﺪ .و ﻛﺒﺮه ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اي ﺿـﻌﻴﻒ ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺷـﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ )
ﺷﻜﺮ( ﺑﺮ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ي دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ي ﺣﺪود ﭘﻨﺞ ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاﻫـﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از روي ﺧـﻂ راه آﻫـﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ ،و اﻳﻨﺠـﻮر ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﺮﻋﺘﻲ اﻳﻦ راه را ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺎﻻي اﻳﻦ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ،ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺮ ﺑـﺎﻻﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻧﻘﻄـﻪ
ي راه ،از ﻛﻒ ﺟﺎده ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و آﻧﻬﺎ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﭘﺮواز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﺗﺮاﻓﻴﻜﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد .از اﻳﻨﺮو ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﺮﺳـﻴﺪ .اﮔـﺮ ﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺎري ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎري ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺨﺶ ﻓﻮرﻳﺘﻬﺎ ﻛﺸﻴﻚ ﺑﻮد ،ﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺖ ،و
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻓﺮﻣﻲ را ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد،ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎي
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ) او ﺑﺎ ﺑﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﮕﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ اﻧﺠـﺎم
دادي (،او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ ﺑـﺮود و ﺿـﺪ ﻛـﺰاز را ﺧـﻮدش
ﺗﺰرﻳﻖ ﻛﻨﺪ ) .درد ﻧﻤﻲ آورد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪن ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ درد داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ( ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮد ،ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎﻗﻚ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ و ﮔﻔـﺖ،
" آﻗﺎﻳﻲ در اﺗﺎق اﻧﺘﻈﺎر اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ او را ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ".
ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﺰد ﺗﻮﺳﺖ"
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻨﻮز آﻣﺎده ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ".ﻧﻪ .ﺑﮕﻮ ﺑـﻪ
او ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻦ ،ﻣﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ اﻳﻢ"
" ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدي"
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ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻲ ،ﻣﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ.
" او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮادرت اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺖ را در ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ
دﻳﺪ؟
" وﻟﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻢ را ﭘـﺸﺖ ،در ﺑﺨـﺶ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨـﮓ ﭘﺰﺷـﻜﺎن
ﭘﺎرك ﻛﺮدم"
ﺑﺎﻻي ﺷﺎﻧﻪ اش ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب ﻛﻠﻜﻲ.
و ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﺮوي؟ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻲ؟
ﮔــﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔــﺖ "،ن@@ه ،ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ ﻛﻠﻤــﻪ اي ﻛــﻪ روي دﻳــﻮار
روﺑﺮوﻳﺶ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد،ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﻧﻴـﺎز ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻌﺎﻳﻨﻪ داﺷﺖ.
ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻮار ﺷﺪن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﻤﻚ ﺷﺪ .ﺻﻨﺪل از ﭘﺎﻳﺶ
در ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ و روي ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﻧﺮم ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ .ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن ﭘـﺸﺘﻲ
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن را ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ،راﻫﻲ ﻧـﺎ آﺷـﻨﺎ در ﺷـﻬﺮ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎوري را ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑـﻪ او ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻛﻤﺘﺮ از ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ.
در ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ اﻳﻦ ﮔﺬرﮔﺎه ،ﻫﻤﻴﻦ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش را ﺑﻌـﺪﻫﺎ ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ
داد .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ – .و ﮔﻔﺖ – ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ
دري ﺻﺪاي ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪن در ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮش داده ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ در آن
زﻣﺎن ﺻﺪاي ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪن دري ﻧﺒﻮد -ﺗﻦ دادن ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﭼﻴـﺰي
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ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او را ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﺎﻧﺪ .و ﺣﻘـﻮﻗﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﭘـﺴﺖ ﺳـﺮ داﺷـﺖ،
ﺑﺎﭼﺮب زﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﻃﻞ ﺷﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻃﺮات اﻳﻦ روز ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪت درازي واﺿـﺢ و ﺑـﺎ ﺟﺰﺋﻴـﺎت ﺗـﺎ
ﻣﺪﺗﻬﺎي ﻣﺪﻳﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺨﺸﻬﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻔﻲ از آن را او در
ﺧﻮد ﺟﺎ داده ﺑﻮد.
و ﺣﺘﻲ در ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﺟﺰﺋﻴﺎت آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻘﺼﺮ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اول ﺑﻄﺮف ﻏﺮب در ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺷﻤﺎره ﻫﻔﺖ راﻧﺪﻧـﺪ .در ﻳﺎدﻣـﺎن
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ،ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ دﻳﮕﺮي در ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﻧﺒﻮد و ﺳﺮﻋﺖ ﺷﺎن ،آﻧﻬـﺎ
را در رو ﮔﺬرِ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺑﻪ ﺣﺪ ﭘﺮواز رﺳﺎﻧﺪ – .اﻳﻦ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ – ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آدﻣﻬﺎﻳﻲ در ﺟﺎده ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ
در آن ﺻﺒﺢ ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .ﻳـﺎ ﺑـﺮاي ﮔﺬراﻧـﺪن
ﺷــﻜﺮﮔﺰاري ﺑــﺎ ﺧــﺎﻧﻮاده ي ﺧــﻮد ﺑﻮدﻧــﺪ .وﻗﺘــﻲ از ده ﻣــﻲ
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻴـﺎن ﭼﺎﻟـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺑﺰرﮔـﺮاه ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ از
ﺳﺮﻋﺘﺶ ﻛﻢ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻋﺎدت ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﺑﺎﻻ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ
ﺷﺪن ،ﺑﺎد در ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ،ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺗـﻮﻫﻤﻲ
از ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮﻋﺖ زﻳﺎد ﻣﺪاوم ﺑـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ داد – .ﻧـﻪ از ﻛـﻮره در
رﻓﺘﻪ ،ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻣﻌﺠﺰه آﺳﺎ ،ﺑﻲ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا.
ﻣﺎوري و ﻣﻲ وﻳﺲ و ﺑﻘﻴﻪ ي ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده از دﻫـﻨﺶ ﭘـﺎك ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺗﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه اي از ﻳﺎدﻫﺎي ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺮاورس ﻣﺎﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،از
آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﺎﻣﺶ ،ﺷﻨﺎور ،زﻣﺰﻣﻪ وار و ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮز ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪن ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و
ﺷﺮم آور،
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اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ و ﻧﻴﻞ ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ زدﻧﺪ  .ﺗﺎ آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺎد ﻣـﻲ
آورد ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺟﻴﻎ ﻣﻲ زدي ﺗﺎ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .و ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻳﺎدش ﻣﺎﻧﺪه اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ  ،ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺗﺸﺨﻴﺺ داد ﻛﻪ از اﻳﺪه ي او ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﻓﺎﻧﺘﺰي ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ
در آن زﻣﺎن و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺳﻜﺲ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳـﻚ
دﻳﺪار اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﺑﻮد ،ﺻﺎﻣﺖ ،اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻧﺸﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻗﻮي ،ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ
ﭘﺮواز ﺧﺎﻣﻮش در ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﺧﻮدش در ﻣـﻲ ﻳﺎﻓـﺖ ﻛـﻢ و
ﺑﻴﺶ اﺳﻴﺮ.
ﻳﻚ ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﺷﺪن ﻫـﻮاﻳﻲ ،ﺷـﻬﻮت ،ﺣـﺎﻻ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻣﮕـﺮ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻦ.
80
ﺳﺮآﺧﺮ در ﻛﺎﻻدر اﻳﺴﺘﺎدﻧﺪ .و ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻫﺘﻞ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ – ﻫﺘﻞ
ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ اي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز آﻧﺠﺎﺳﺖ .دﺳﺘﺶ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ،اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ را
ﻣﻴﺎن اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎن او ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪ ،ﮔﺎﻣﻬﺎﻳﺶ را آﻫﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﺗـﺎ
ﺑﺎ ﮔﺎﻣﻬﺎي ﻧﺎﻫﻤﺎﻫﻨﮕﺶ ﺟﻮر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻧﻴﻞ او را ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎر ﺑﺮد .او آن
را ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ "ﺑﺎر " ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ .ﭼﻮن او ﻗـﺒﻼ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗـﺖ در
ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﻧﺒﻮد ) .ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺨﺎﻧﻪ ي آﺑﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﻠﻲ ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﺠﻮزي ﺑﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﺎر ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ،ﻣﺸﺮوب در اﺗـﺎق اﻓـﺮاد ﻳـﺎ در ﻛﻠـﻮب ﺷـﺒﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ،در آﻧﺴﻮي ﺟﺎده داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ( اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر دﻗﻴﻘـﺎ ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺖ – ﺑﺰرگ ،ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ،اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎي ﺑﻲ ﻫـﻮاﻛﺶ،
ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫﺎ و ﻣﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺑﻲ دﻗﺖ ﭼﻴـﺪه ﺷـﺪه ﭘـﺲ از ﻳـﻚ

PDF.tarikhema.org
٢٢۶

٢٢۶

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﺗﻤﻴﺰﻛﺮدن ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺰده ،ﺑﻮي ﻣـﻮاد ﭘـﺎك ﻛﻨﻨـﺪه ،ﺑـﻮي آﺑﺠـﻮر،
وﻳﺴﻜﻲ ،ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻫﺎي ﺑﺮگ ،ﭘﻴﭗ و ﻣﺮدﻫﺎ را از ﺑﻴﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﺮد.
ﻣﺮدي از اﺗﺎق دﻳﮕﺮ آﻣﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﺮد .ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﺳـﻼم
دﻛﺘﺮ ،و رﻓﺖ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺑﺎر.
ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ
را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ.
" آن ﻣﺮد ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ داد زدن ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ در ﻳﻚ
ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺷﻮد ،ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻳﻜـﺸﻨﺒﻪ
اﺳﺖ .روز ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻔﺮوﺷﻢ .ﺑـﺎ او
ﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻔﺮوﺷـﻢ .او ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻳﻦ را ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻲ؟
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ ،آه ﺑﻠﻪ اﻗﺎ ،ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ اﻗﺎ .ﻣﻦ از ﺗﻪ دل ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﻢ.
در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻫﺮ دو ﻣﺮد داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﺮد ﭘﺸﺖ ﺑﺎر
ﻳﻚ ﺑﻄﺮي وﻳﺴﻜﻲ از ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ي ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺷﺪه در آورد و در ﻳﻚ
ﻟﻴﻮان رﻳﺨﺖ و ﺑﻪ روي ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان ﺟﻠﻮي ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
از ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺗﻮ ﺗﺸﻨﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟ ،داﺷﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻛُﻼ ﺑـﺎز ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺪون ﻟﻴﻮان ﺑﻪ او داد.
ﻧﻴﻞ اﺳﻜﻨﺎﺳﻲ روي ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ و ﻣـﺮد آن را ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ
ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻔﺮوﺷﻢ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ،در ﻣﻮرد ﻛُﻼ ﭼﻪ؟
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻔﺮوﺷﻢ
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ﻣﺮد ،ﺑﻄﺮي وﻳﺴﻜﻲ را ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ .ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻘـﺪاري ﻛـﻪ در ﻟﻴـﻮان
ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺮﻳﻊ ﺧﻮرد .ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﺮد ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ .روح
ﻗﺎﻧﻮن.
ﻛُﻼ را ﺑﺮدار ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدت ﺑﺒﺮ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ او از اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﺮود ﻣـﻦ
ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﺘﺮ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻄﺌﻨﻦ ﻣﻲ رود .دﺧﺘﺮ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺳﺖ .زن ﺑﺮادر اﻳﻨﺪه
ي ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ.
راﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ؟
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺷـﻤﺎره ﻫﻔـﺖ ﺑﺮﻧﮕـﺸﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﺠـﺎي آن ،ﺟـﺎده
ﺷﻤﺎل را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺟﺎده اي ﻛﻪ اﺳﻔﺎﻟﺖ ﻧﺒﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ
ﭘﻬﻦ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﺻﺎف ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪن در راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻴـﻞ
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ راﻧﺪ ،ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .از ﺳﺮﻋﺘﺶ ﻛﺎﺳـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد
ﺣﺘﻲ آﻫﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮ از ﺳﺮﻋﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ در اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎده ﻣﺠـﺎز ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﻲ
راﻧﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد ؟
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭼﻪ اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد؟
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﺎي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ.
ﻧﻪ
ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ﺗﺮا ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ .ﭘﺎﻳﺖ ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟
ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻤﻲ درد ﻛﻨﺪ
ﻧﻪ واﻗﻌﺎ ،ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ
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دﺳﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻄﺮي ﻛُﻼ را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد ،ﻛﻒ دﺳﺖ
را ﺑﻪ دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺮد ،ﺑﻪ زﺑﺎن ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﭽﻜﺪ.
ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮدي ﺗﺮا ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻨﻈﻮرﻫﺎي ﺑﺪ رﺑﻮدم؟
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ وا ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .داﺷﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﺎدرش ﭼﻄﻮر ﻛﻠﻤﻪ
" ﺑﺪ/ﺑﺰﻣﻴﻦ زدن" را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ،زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﻖ داﺷﺘﻪ اي .ﻓﻘﻂ اﮔﺮ ﺟﻮاب
ﻣﻲ داد ﺑﻠﻪ .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ اﻣﺮوز .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﺮدم اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﺗـﻮ
اﻣﺮوز ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﻮدن در ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎ اﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ.
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ،ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدﻣﺎﻧﻲ ،رو راﺳﺖ ،و آراﻣﺶ را ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﺎﻧﺪ و ﺧﺎﻃﺮه ي ﻓﺸﺮده ﺷﺪن ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ ﻛـﻪ زﺑـﺎﻧﺶ را روي
ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ ،روي ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺣﺲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻳﻚ ﻫﺰار ﺟﻨﺒﻴـﺪن زﺑـﺎﻧﺶ ،رﻗـﺺ
اﻟﺘﻤﺎس ،را روي ﺗﻤﺎ م ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺶ ﺣـﺲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮد
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﺳﺖ
و ﻣﻦ زن ﺑﺮادرت ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ
در آﻳﻨﺪه ،ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ آﻳﻨﺪه؟
آن ﻫﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ.
اوه .ﺧﻮب .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻧﻴـﺴﺘﻢ .ﻧـﻪ .ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﺰده
ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ دوﺑﺎره ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺮد ،ﻛﺎﺳﺒﻜﺎراﻧﻪ ﺷﺪ.
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ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﭙﻴﭽﻢ ﺑﻄﺮف راﺳﺖ ﺑﺮوم .ﺟﺎده اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﻢ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ را اﺻﻼ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ؟
ﻧﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮﻓﻬﺎ را .ﻧﻪ
82
81
اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﮔﻞ؟ اوﻣﭙﺎ ؟ ﻟﻬﺴﺘﺎن ؟ ﺟﺎده ﺑﺮف؟
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ
ﭼﺮﺧﻲ ﺑﺎ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺸﻜﻮك در ﻫﻤﺎن ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ ،زده ﺷـﺪ.
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎده ﺑﺎرﻳﻜﺘﺮ ،ﻧﺎﻫﻤﻮارﺗﺮ ،ﺑﺎ ﭘﻠﻲ ﻳﻚ
83
ﺑﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﺎ روﻳﻪ ﺗﺨﺘﻪ اي ﺑﻮد .درﺧﺘﺎن ﺟﻨﮕـﻞِ ﺳـﺨﺖ ﭼـﻮب
ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎﺷﺎن ﺑﺼﻮرت ﻧﻮاري ﺑﺎﻻ ﺳﺮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻫـﻮا
ﺑﻄﺮز ﻋﺠﻴﺒﻲ اﻣﺴﺎل ﮔﺮم ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﺒﺰ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ
ﺑﺠﺰ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻜﻲ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ و آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮي ﺗﺒﻠﻴﻐـﺎت ﭼـﺸﻤﻚ
ﻣﻲ زد .ﺣﺲ ﻣﻘﺪﺳﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮﻫﺎ ،ﻧﻴﻞ و ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و ﻫﻨﻮز ﺷﻤﺎر درﺧﺘـﺎن ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ،ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن ﺟﻨﮕـﻞ
ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺳﻜﻮت را ﺷﻜﺴﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ و وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻧـﻪ،
او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﺎد ﺑﮕﻴﺮي.
در اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮرد ﺣﻖ داﺷﺖ .ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮد .ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷـﺪ و
ﺑﻄﺮف او آﻣﺪ ،اﺷﺎره ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﺑﺮود.
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ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
اﮔﺮ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﺪ ﭼﻪ؟
ﭼﻴﺰي اﺗﻔﺎق ﻧﻤﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ .و ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﺣﻠﺶ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ اﮔﺮ ﭘﻴﺶ
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻛﺸﺪاري ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ام.
زﺣﻤﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاد ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻮرد ﭼﮕﻮﻧﮕﻲ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺗﻮﺿـﻴﺢ
دﻫﺪ – او ﻓﻘﻂ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﺶ داد ﻛـﻪ ﭘﺎﻫـﺎﻳﺶ را ﻛﺠـﺎ ﺑﮕـﺬارد ،و
وادارش ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻋﻮض ﻛﺮدن دﻧـﺪه را ﺗﻤـﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﺳـﭙﺲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺮو ،و ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﻜﻦ".
اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ او را ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ .دﻧﺪه را ﺧﻼص ﻛﺮد و ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻛﺮد او ﺑﻪ ﺗﻌﻠﻴﻢ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ داد اﻣـﺎ او
ﻓﻘﻂ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ ،واو) ﺻﺪاي ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰدﮔﻲ-م( آﺳﺎن ،آﺳﺎن،
اداﻣﻪ ﺑﺪه .و او ﻫﻢ اداﻣﻪ داد .درﻣﻮرد ﻛﻨﺘﺮل ﻓﺮﻣﺎنِ او ﭼﻴﺰي
ﻧﮕﻔﺖ ﺑﺠﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،اداﻣـﻪ ﺑـﺪه ،اداﻣـﻪ ﺑـﺪه .روي ﺟـﺎده
ﻧﮕﻬﺪار ،ﻧﮕﺬار ﻣﻮﺗﻮرﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﺷﻮد".
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﻨﻢ؟
ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﭼﻄﻮر"
او ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را واداﺷﺖ آﻧﻘﺪر راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﺗـﺎ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ از ﺗﻮﻧـﻞ
درﺧﺘﺎن در آﻣﺪﻧﺪ و ﺳﭙﺲ او ﭼﮕﻮﻧﮕﻲ ﺗﺮﻣﺰ ﻛـﺮدن را ﺑـﻪ او
ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ در را ﺑﺎز ﻛـﺮد ﻃـﻮري
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺟﺎ ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ او ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﻧـﻪ .اﻳـﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻳـﻚ
ﺗﻨﻔﺲ اﺳﺖ .زود از اﻳﻨﻜﺎر ﺧﻮﺷـﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ آﻣـﺪ ".و وﻗﺘـﻲ
دوﺑﺎره ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ.
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اﻋﺘﻤﺎد ﺑﻨﻔﺲ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ اي او ،داﺷـﺖ آﻧﻬـﺎ را ﺑـﻪ داﺧـﻞ ﻳـﻚ
ﺧﻨﺪق ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ .ﻫﻨﻮر او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ
ﻓﺮﻣﺎن را ﺑﻘﺎﭘﺪ و درس اداﻣﻪ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ.
آﻧﻘﺪر راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮﻫﺎ آﻣﺪ و ﺣﺘﻲ  ،آﻫﺴﺘﻪ-
اﻃﺮاف ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﭻ رﻓﺖ .ﺳﭙﺲ او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺟﻬﺖ را ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﻧﺒﻮد.
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﭼﻪ ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،و در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺑﺪﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ
ﻟﺮزﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،او ﻛﻲ) .ﺧﻮب(
او ﺑــﺎزو از ﺷــﺎﻧﻪ ﺗــﺎ آرﻧــﺞ ﮔــﺮﻳﺲ را ﻣﺎﻟﻴــﺪ و ﮔﻔــﺖ ،ﭼــﻪ
دروﻏﮕﻮﻳﻲ ".اﻣﺎ ﻓﺮاﺗﺮ از آن او را ﻟﻤﺲ ﻧﻜﺮد .اﺟﺎزه ﻧﺪاد ﻫﻴﭻ
ﺣﺴﻲ از او زﻳﺮ زﺑﺎﻧﺶ دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ.
او ﭘـﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭘــﺸﺖ ﻓﺮﻣـﺎن ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ و ﺑــﻪ ﭼﻬـﺎر راﻫــﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺟﻬﺘﻬﺎ را درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﺑﻪ ﭼـﭗ ﭘﻴﭽﻴـﺪ و از
ﻣﻴﺎن ﺗﻮﻧﻞ درﺧﺘﻬﺎ ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻨﺪ و از ﺑﻠﻨـﺪي ﻫـﺎي راه ﻧـﺎﻫﻤﻮار
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ روﺳﺘﺎ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻳﺎ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺠﺘﻤﻊ
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺟﺎده رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻴـﺴﺎ ،ﻳـﻚ ﻓﺮوﺷـﮕﺎه،
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪاﻣﺸﺎن ﺑﺎز ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ اﺻﻞ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻨﺪ،
اراﺋﻪ دﻫﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ داﺧﻞ ﻣﻐﺎزه زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﭼـﻮن
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻫﺎ اﻃﺮاﻓـﺸﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﭘـﺮده ي ﻋﻼﻣـﺖ ﻣﺘﺎﺳـﻔﻴﻢ)
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ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و ﻳﻜﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻳﻚ اﻧﺒﺎرﻏﻠﻪ ﻛﻪ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد ﺑـﺎ
ﻛﺎه ﺳﻴﺎه ﻛﻬﻨﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻴﺎن ﺳﺘﻮﻧﻬﺎي ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ اش ﻣﺜﻞ اﻋﻤـﺎء و
اﺣﺸﺎئ ﺑﺮآﻣﺪه اي رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﺟﺸﻦ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ در ﻧﻤﺎي اﻳﻦ ﻣﺤﻞ ،را ﻣﺘﻌﺠﺒﺎﻧﻪ داد زد اﻣﺎ
آﻧﺠﺎ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻧﻜﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭼﻪ آراﻣﺸﻲ ،ﺟﻪ -آ – را ﻣﺸﻲ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ .از ﺗـﻮ
ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم.
ﻣﻦ؟
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﺟﺎزه دادي ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ ﻳـﺎد ﺑـﺪﻫﻢ .ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
آراﻣﺶ داد".
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ آراﻣﺶ دادم؟ واﻗﻌﺎ؟"
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﺳﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدن ﻣﻦ .ﻧﻴﻞ داﺷﺖ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زد
اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣـﺸﻐﻮل ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻛـﺮدن اﻳـﻦ ﻛﻨـﺎر آن
ﻛﻨﺎرِ ﮔﺴﺘﺮه دﺷﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﻪ در ﻃﻮل ﺟﺎده اي ﻛﻪ از ده ﭘﺸﺖ
ﺳﺮ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .او ﻃﻮري ﺣـﺮف ﻣـﻲ زد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮدش
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ " .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ".
و ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎرﻳﻜﻪ راﻫﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ
ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ از ﻣﻴﺎن ﻳـﻚ دﺷـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ و ﻣـﺎﻧﻊ از
رﻓﺘﻦ ﻣﻴﺎن ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎ و درﺧﺘﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن آن ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻧﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ده ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺣﺎﻻ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ" اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ داﺧﻠﺶ ﺑﺒـﺮم.
ﭘﻨﺞ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻃﻮل ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻢ.
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ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ﭘﻨﺞ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .داﺧﻞ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ در ﺳﺎﻳﻪ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .د ِر
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎز ﺑﻮد -.ﻓﻘﻂ درِ ﺗﻮري ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .درِ ﺗﻮري ﺗﻜﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺗﻌﻤﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه داﺷﺖ .ﺳﻴﻤﻬﺎي ﺗﺎزه ﺑﺎ ﻛﻬﻨـﻪ ﺑﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ .ﻧـﻪ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﮓ .و ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد ،روز ﺑﺎ ﺳﻜﻮﺗﻲ ﻏﻴﺮﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﭘﺮ ﺑـﻮد .ﻏﻴـﺮ
ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﭼﻮن در ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻨﻴﻤﺮوز داغ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ وز وز و ﺟﻴﺮ ﺟﻴﺮ
ﻛﺮدن ﺣﺸﺮه ﻫﺎ در ﻣﻴﺎن ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎ و ﺑﻴﺸﻪ ي درﺧﺘﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر
ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻲ .ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪي ﺷﺎن؛ ﺻﺪاي آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ اﻓﻖ ﺑـﻮد ﺑﺮﺧﻴﺰﻧـﺪ و
رﺷﺪ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ در آن وﻗﺖ ﺳﺎل دﻳﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ دﻳـﺮي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺻﺪاي ﻏﺎزﻫﺎ را ﺑﺸﻨﻮي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻨﻮب در ﭘﺮواز ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﻣﻴﺰان ،او ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪ.
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﻻي دﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .دﺷـﺖ از ﻫـﺮ
ﻃﺮف دور دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑـﺎﻻي درﺧﺘـﺎن دﻳـﺪه ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن در زﻣﻴﻦ ﭘﺴﺖ رﺷﺪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ را ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺪ ،ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ در اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻛﺮد؟ ﻳﻚ زن؟ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﭼﻨﺎن زﻧـﻲ
را او ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،ﻛﻪ در اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ در ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﻣﺎ از اﻳﻦ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ اﻣﺮوز ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎ آن روﺑﺮو ﺷﻮد .ﭘﺎﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮ آن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آﺟﺮي ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻦ دﻳﻮارﻫﺎي آﺟﺮي .دﻳﻮارﻫﺎي ﭼـﻮﺑﻲ ﺳـﺎده از ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ
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آﺷﻜﺎر ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و آﺟﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﺎﻧﺪ ،در ﺣﻴـﺎط
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﻤﻊ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻓﺮوش ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﺟﺮﻫﺎ
روي دﻳﻮار در ﺟﻠﻮ ،ﺧﻂ زاوﻳﻪ اي درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،رﺷـﺘﻪ
اي از ﮔﺎﻣﻬﺎ ،وﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺎري ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺟـﺰ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ را
ﺑﺸﻤﺎرد .اﻳﻨﻜﺎر را ﻛﺮد .ﻫﻢ اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ و ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪي ،ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﻮ ﺑﺴﺎدﮔﻲ ﮔﻠﺒﺮگ ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ داﺷـﺘﻲ اﻣـﺎ ﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻛﻠﻤـﺎت ﺑـﻪ

رﺳﻮاﻳﻲ ،او دوﺳﺘﻢ دارد ،او ﻧﻪ دوﺳﺘﻢ دارد.
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ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ .ﻧﻪ .ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
او ﻣﺘﻮﺟـﻪ ﺷــﺪ ﻛـﻪ دﺷــﻮار اﺳـﺖ ردﻳــﻒ آﺟﺮﻫـﺎ در ﺣﺎﻟــﺖ
زﻳﮕﺰاﻛﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ،ﻧﮕـﻪ دارد ﺑﺨـﺼﻮص از آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺧـﻂ
ﺑﺎﻻي در ﭘﻬﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
آن وﻗﺖ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ؟ ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﺎي ﻣﺸﺮوب ﻗﺎﭼﺎق .او ﺑﻪ ﻣـﺸﺮوب ﻗﺎﭼـﺎق در ﺷـﻬﺮي ﻛـﻪ
ﻋﻤﻪ و ﻋﻤﻮﻳﺶ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد  -ﻳـﻚ ﭘﻴﺮﻣـﺮد
وار ﻓﺘﻪ ي ﻻﻏﺮ ،ﻋﺒﻮس و ﻣﺸﻜﻮك .او ﺷﺐِ "ﻫـﺎﻟﻮ وﻳـﻦ" ﺑـﺎ
ﺗﻔﻨﮓ ﺳﺎﭼﻤﻪ اي در دﺳﺖ در ﺳﺮﺳﺮاي درِ ورودي اش ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .او ﺑﺎ رﻧﮓ روي ﻫﻴﺰﻣﻬﺎي آﺗﺶ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎر درش اﻧﺒـﺎر
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ رﻧﮓ ﺷﻤﺎره ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و از ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ اﮔﺮ دزدﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد -ﻳﺎ اﻳـﻦ
ﻳﻜﻲ – در ﺣﺎل ﭼﺮت زدن در ﮔﺮﻣﺎ ،ﻣﻴﺎن اﺗـﺎق ﻛﺜﻴـﻒ اﻣـﺎ
ﻣﺮﺗﺐ اش) او از وﺻﻠﻪ ﺷﺪن ﺗﻮري در ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
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اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ( ،ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳﺘﻦ از ﺗﺨﺖ ﭘﺮ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﻳﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘـﻪ اش
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻠﺤﻔﻪ ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﻛﻪ زﻧﻲ واﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ
ﻣﺮده ،آن را ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻣﺸﺮوبِ ﻗﺎﭼﺎق ،ﺑـﻮده اﺳـﺖ
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ دﻳﻮارﻫﺎي ﺟﺪاﺳﺎز) دﻳﻮار ﺑﻴﻦ دو اﺗﺎق-م( ﻧﺎزك ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
آن زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ) ﻣﻨﻈـﻮر دوران ﻛـﻮدﻛﻲ-
م( ،ﺷﻴﻮه ﻫﺎي ﻛﻬﻨﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ اﺣﺘﺮام ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و
ﺷﻴﻮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ ،او ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ اﻳـﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﭼﻘﺪر ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ – ﺗـﺮاورس.
ازدواج ﺑﺎ ﻣـﺎوري .ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ آﻣﻮزﮔـﺎري ،ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﻧـﻪ
آﻣﻮزﮔﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼـﻮن او ﺧـﻮش ﺷﺎﻧـﺴﻲ
ﻧﺒﻮد -ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او اﻧﺠﺎم داد ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ.
و ﺳﭙﺲ در ﺳﺮﺳﺮا ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻮﻳﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،ﺧﻤﻴﺪه ،ﻣﻐﺸﻮش ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﺳﺎل دور ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻗﻮل داده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد اﻣﺎ آن را از ﻳﺎد ﺑﺮده اﺳﺖ .و ﺑـﺎ اﻳﻨﻬﻤـﻪ
زﻣﺎن ،او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﺗﻼش ﻛﺮد ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ او ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪ .داﺷـﺖ ﺑﻴـﺪار ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ ،ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،او در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑـﺎ ﻧﻴـﻞ ﺑـﻮد دوﺑـﺎره راه
اﻓﺘﺎدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد دﻫﺎن ﺑـﺎز و او ﺗـﺸﻨﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﻳـﻚ
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ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و او ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺮد ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎد ﻛﻪ دورِ آﻧﻬﺎ
ﻣﻲ وزﻳﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﻮي ﺗﺎزه وﻳﺴﻜﻲ.
" ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪي؟" وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ از آﻧﺠﺎ درآﻣﺪم ﺗـﻮ ﺳـﺮﻳﻊ ﺧـﻮاب
رﻓﺘﻲ .ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ -ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻟﺨﺘﻲ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮت ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮدم .آﺑﺪاﻧﺖ ﭼﻄﻮر
اﺳﺖ؟"
ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ ﺑﻮد آﻧﻜﻪ در ﻣﻮردش داﺷﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ
وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ داﺷﺖ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،ﺗﻮاﻟﺘﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد
اﻣﺎ ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﻮد و ﺑﻪ اﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮود.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ ،اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﺪ ﺟـﺎي ﻣﻤﻜﻨـﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ".و
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮد .او از ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪ و ﻣﻴﺎن ﮔﻠﻬﺎي
ﻛﺎﺳﻨﻲ و ﻧﻮاري از ﮔﻞ ﻋﺮوس و ﮔﻞ ﻣﻴﻨﺎي وﺣـﺸﻲ رﻓـﺖ و
ﭼﻤﺒﺎﺗﻤﻪ زد .ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻴﺎن ﮔﻠﻬﺎ در آن ﺳﻮ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺑـﻪ او.
وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺳﻮار ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺷﺪ ،ﺑﻄﺮي را دﻳـﺪ روي ﻛـﻒ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ
ﻛﻨﺎر ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺳﻪ ﭼﻬﺎرﻣﺶ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ ﻗـﺒﻼ
ﺧﻮرده ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او دارد ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ " اوه ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ ﻧﺒﺎش" ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻘﺪاري رﻳﺨـﺘﻢ
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ" ﻓﻼﺳﻜﻲ را ﺑﺎﻻ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،وﻗﺖ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ راﺣﺖ ﺗﺮ اﺳﺖ".
ﻛﻒ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﻮﻛﺎ ﻛﻮﻻي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در
ﻣﺤﻔﻈﻪ دﺳﺘﻜﺶ) داﺷﺒﻮرد-م( ﻳﻚ ﺑﻄﺮي ﺑﺎزﻛﻦ ﺑﺮدارد.
ﺑﺎ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﺧﻨﻚ اﺳﺖ!"
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ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ﻳﺦ .آﻧﻬﺎ در زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﻳﺦ از درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻧـﺪ و در زﻳـﺮ
ﺧﺎك اره اﻧﺒﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .او زﻳﺮ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻋﻤﻮﻳﻢ را در ورودي آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻳﺪم.
اﻣﺎ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم".
" ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ در ﻣﻮرد ﻋﻤﻮﻳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ .در ﺑﺎره ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ،در ﻣﻮرد ﻛﺎرِت .در ﺑﺎره ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي .دوﺳـﺖ
دارم ﺗﻮ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻲ ﺑﺸﻨﻮم".
ﻧﻴﺮوي ﺗﺎزه اي در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد .و ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي در ﭼﻬـﺮه اش اﻣـﺎ
ﺗﺎبِ ﺷﻴﺪاﻳﻲ ﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻃﻮري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ-
ﻧﻪ ﻣﺮﻳﻀﻲ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻲ ﺣﺎل ،در آن ﻫﻮا -و ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ داد ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد .درِ ﻓﻼﺳﻚ
را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و آن را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﺑﻪ دﺳﺖ او رﺳﻴﺪ .ﻗـﻼب
ﻫﻤﺮاه را ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﻪ اش داﺷﺖ،
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﭘﻴﺮ اﺳـﺖ .واﻗﻌـﻦ ﻋﻤـﻮي ﮔﺮاﻣـﻲ ﻣـﻦ
اﺳﺖ .او ﺑﺎ ﻧﻲ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد .ﻣﻨﻈﻮر اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻧـﻲ
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫـﻢ ،اﻣـﺎ
اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻧﻲ اي داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﮕﻲ اش را
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﻢ.
" ﻣﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ اش ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ"
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ و ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻛﺴﻞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ واﻗﻌﻦ"
در ﻣﻮرد ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ آﻳـﺪ ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﮕـﻮ .ﺑـﻪ ﭼـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻋﻼﻗﻪ داري؟
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ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﻮ
"اوه ،ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در ﺑﺎره ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮش ات ﻣـﻲ آﻳـﺪ؟" دﺳـﺘﺶ
ﭘﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻣﺼﻤﻤﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﭼﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ،ﭼﺮا"
ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت ﻣﺸﺮوب ﺧﻮردن اﺳﺖ؟ ﭼﺮا ﻣﺸﺮوب ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرم؟ درِ
ﻓﻼﺳﻚ دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺎز ﺷﺪ.ﭼﺮا از ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪي؟
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ.
ﭼﻪ؟ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ؟
ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدم؟ ﻳـﺎ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻣﺜﻞ آن.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﺧﻮب ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗـﻮ
ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ ﭼﺮا ﻣﻦ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﺑﻮدم.
وﻗﺘﻲ او آن را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺳﺮدش ﺷﺪ .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺟـﺪي
ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ او را ﺗﺤﺖ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﻗـﺮار دﻫـﺪ
ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺜﻞ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻴﺎﻧـﻪ آن
رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻤﻖ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﭘﻲ ﺑـﺮد .ﻧـﺸﺎن اﻣﻴـﺪي ﻛـﻪ
اﺻﻞ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻲ ﺑﻮد ،داﺋﻤـﻲ ﺑـﻮد .راﺣﺘـﻲ در ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ دﻳﺪ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آن را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدي؟ ﻧﻪ .ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدي .آن ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮر
آراﻣﺶ اﺳﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ آراﻣﺶ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺲ
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ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﺑﺎﻟﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺟﺎي ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺒﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻴﻢ ،ﻣﻦ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﺧـﻮاﺑﻢ .ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه .اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد؟
ﻧﻪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻜﻨﻲ.
ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮاﻗﺐ ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻮد؟
ﺑﻠﻪ
ﺧﻮب
ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻨﺎم ﺷﺎﻧﺶ .ﭘـﺎرﻛﻲ
در داﻣﻨﻪ ي ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﻨﺎر رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻓﻀﺎي ﻣﺎﺳـﻪ اي ﺑـﺮاي
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻬﺎ .او ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ را ﺑـﻪ ﻋﻘـﺐ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ ﺑﺨـﻮاب
رﻓﺖ .ﻏﺮوب رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ اﻻن ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .وﻗـﺖ
ﺷﺎم ،ﺛﺎﺑﺖ ﻛﺮدن اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ .ﭼﻨـﺪ
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﺮدم در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭘﻴـﻚ ﻧﻴـﻚ ﺟـﺸﻦ ﺷـﻜﺮﮔﺰاري
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ -ﻫﻨﻮز ﻫﻢ دود از ﻣﺤﻞ آﺗﺶ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑـﻮي
ﻫﻤﺒﮕﺮﻫﺎ در ﻫﻮا ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴـﺪ .ﺑـﻮي ﻫﻤﺒﺮﮔـﺮ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ را در
ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ دﻳﮕﺮي ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد واﻗﻌﺎ-
ﺑﺎ آن ﻫﻤﻪ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ و درس راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ  ،ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮ روي او
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪ و ﻛﻨﺎر در دﺳﺖ و ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ را ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ
اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺷﺴﺖ .ﺑﻌـﺪ دﺳـﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﺑﺮﻳـﺪﮔﻲ ﭘـﺎﻳﺶ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،ﺑﻪ آﻫﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺖ .ﺑﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻮدن ﻧﻲ ﻫﺎ
از ﺳﻄﺢ آب ،دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻛﻢ ﻋﻤﻖ اﺳﺖ .ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻳﻲ در آﻧﺠﺎ
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ﻫﺸﺪار ﻣﻲ داد ،ﺑﻲ ﺣﺮﻣﺘﻲ ،وﻗﺎﺣﺖ ،زﺑـﺎن ﻣﺒﺘـﺬل در اﻳـﻦ
ﻣﻜﺎن ﻣﻤﻨﻮع اﺳﺖ و ﺗﻨﺒﻴﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ ﭼﭗ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ رو ﺑﻪ ﻏﺮب ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺨـﻮد ﻓـﺸﺎر آورد
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎﻻ رود ،ﺑﻪ آﺳـﻤﺎن ﺻـﺎف ،ﺳـﺒﺰ ﻧﻔـﺴﮕﻴﺮ ،ﻃﻼﻳـﻲ ﻣﺤـﻮ
ﺷﺪﮔﻲ ،دﻳﻮاره اي از ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺣﺮﻳﺺ در اﻓﻖ ،ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧـﺖ.
ﻫﻮا ﻗﺒﻼ رو ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮدي ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﻟﻤـﺲ ﻛـﺮدن ﺑـﻮد .دﻫﺎﻧﻬـﺎ ،زﺑﺎﻧﻬـﺎ،
ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ،اﻧﺒﻮه اﺳـﺘﺨﻮان روي اﺳـﺘﺨﻮان .اﻟﺘﻬـﺎب ،ﺷـﻮق .اﻣـﺎ
ﺑﻬﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ او روﻳﺶ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻋﻤﻴـﻖ ﺗـﺮ
دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺘﺮ در درون او ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ درﻳﺎﺑﺪ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ آن راه
ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم دﻳﺪ ،ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮ ﻟﺒﻪ ي آﺑـﻲ
ﮔﺴﺘﺮده ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ﻣﺤﺾ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺪ .ﺳﺮد .ﺳﻄﺢ آب ،در ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﺳـﺮد،
ﺳﻄﺢ آب ،و داﻧﺴﺘﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ي آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺴﺘﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺴﺌﻮل ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺴﺘﻲ ،ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺖ ﺷﺪن -ﻛﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮ از ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﻤﻪ وﻗﺖ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ و ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪ او را از ﺧـﻮاب ﺑﻴـﺪار ﻛﻨـﺪ .او
ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻴﺪار ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ .از اﻳﻦ رو دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺮاي ﻗـﺪم
زدن رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ و آﺳﻮده ﺗﺮﻳﻦ راﻫـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﭘـﺎﻳﺶ
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ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ – .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ دوﺑـﺎره ﻛـﺎر ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﻛـﺮد و
ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ را ﺻﺒﺢ ﺳﺮو ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛﺮد.
ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻓﻮرﻳﺖ ﺑﺎ او ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﺑﺎ اﻧﻮاع ﻗﻮﻟﻬﺎ و
زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺟﻮاب داد و ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮاب رﻓﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ
واﻗﻌﺎ ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد ،ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﺷﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ،در ﺷﺐ ﺳـﺮد ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ در
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ،ﺣﻘﺎﻳﻖ روﺷﻦ ﺗﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮاﻏﺶ آﻣﺪﻧـﺪ :ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز در دﻧﻴـﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ،ﭘـﺲ از
ﻫﻤﻪ ي اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ،او ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ آﺑﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ زﺣﻤﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او را روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ ﺑﻨـﺸﺎﻧﺪ.
اﮔﺮ آن ﺑﻴﺪارش ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻧﻮاﻧﺴﺖ .ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻃﻮل ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ درﻳﺎﺑﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼـﺮاغ ﺟﻠـﻮ ﭼﻄـﻮر
روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮد و ﺑﻌـﺪ ﺷـﺮوع ﻛـﺮد ﺑـﻪ ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ در آوردن
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ،ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن ﺗﻜﺎن ،ﺑﻪ آﻫﺴﺘﮕﻲ ،دوﺑﺎره روي ﺟﺎده.
اﺻﻠﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﺪام ﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رود .و ﻳـﻚ روح در
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﭙﺮﺳﺪ .او ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ آن ﺳﻮي ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻲ راﻧﺪ و
آﻧﺠﺎ اﮔﺮ ﺧﻴﺮﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎﻫﺎﻳﻲ را اﺷﺎره
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آﺑﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﻠﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻬﺎرده ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮ.
او در دو ﺑﺎﻧﺪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﻣـﻲ راﻧـﺪ .ﻧـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ از ﭼﻬـﻞ و ﭘـﻨﺞ
ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮ در ﺳﺎﻋﺖ و ﻋﺒﻮر و ﻣﺮورِﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻜﻲ دوﺑـﺎر ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ از او ﺳﺒﻘﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﺑﻮق زﻧﺎن ،ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑـﺎر ﻫـﻢ ﺧـﻮدش
ﺑﻮق زد .درﻳﻚ ﻣﻮرد ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ دﻟﻴـﻞ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
آﻫﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ راﻧﺪ .و در ﻣﻮرد دﻳﮕﺮ ﭼﻮن او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻄﻮر
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ﻧﻮر ﭼﺮاغ ﺟﻠﻮ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺧﻮد
ﺗــﺸﻮﻳﻘﻲ اش را ﻣﺘﻮﻗــﻒ ﻛﻨــﺪ .او ﻣﺠﺒــﻮر ﺑــﻮد ﻓﻘــﻂ ﺑﺮاﻧــﺪ.
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ ،اداﻣﻪ ﺑﺪه.
در آﻏﺎز ،آﺑﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﻠﻲ را ﻧﺸﻨﺎﺧﺖ .از راه ﻧﺎ آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
وﻗﺘﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺗﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺗﻤﺎم ﻃﻮل ﭼﻬـﺎرده
ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ در ﻗﻠﻤﺮوﻳﻲ ﻧﺎآﺷﻨﺎ و دﻳﮕﺮ ي
ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪن از دروازه ي ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺨﺎﻧﻪ ،ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ در ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ي ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮد ،او ﺑﻴﺪار
ﺷﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ اي ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﺪاد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻳـﺎ ﭼـﻪ
ﻛﺎر ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ او ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﺑـﻮق زدن
ﺑﻴﺪارش ﻛﺮد ،ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮﻫﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ،اﻣـﺎ ﺗﻈـﺎﻫﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻨـﻮز
ﺧﻮاب اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻮن ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻬﻢ اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ او را وﺣـﺸﺖ زده
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒﻮد .داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او از ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻜﺎر ﺑـﺮ
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ آﻧﻘﺪر ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪه ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭘﺎي ﺑﻴـﺮون از ﺻـﻨﺪل ،ﺑﺨﻮاﺑـﺪ و اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ و آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﻓﺸﺎرش دﻫﺪ .ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،زﻳﺒﺎ ،ﻧـﻪ ﮔـﺮم ﻧـﻪ ﻋـﺮق
رﻳﺰان ،ﺑﺎزوان ﺗـﻮ از ﮔـﻴﻼس ﻣـﺸﺮوب ﺧـﺴﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪ؟ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﺎ او ﺗﺎ رﻓﺖ .و از او ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ﺗـﺸﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮد .ﮔـﺮﻳﺲ
ﻫﻨﻮز از ﺳﺎﻟﻢ ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﻦ ،ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﺑﻮد .ﺑـﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎور داﺷـﺖ
ﻛﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﺑﻮد
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در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ ،اﻳﻦ روز ،اﮔﺮ آن ﻛﻠﻤﺎت ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ
ﻳﺎ او ﻓﻘﻂ او را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دورِ او ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد،
ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻧﮕﻪ اش ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﺸﺎر ﻣـﺪاوم و ﻣﺘﻐﻴـﺮ،
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ او ﺑﻴﺶ از دو دﺳﺖ ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷـﺖ .زﻳـﺮا اﮔـﺮ
ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ او ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﺪن او ﻗﻮي و ﺳـﺒﻚ ،ﻣﻄﺎﻟﺒـﻪ
ﮔﺮ و ﺧﻮاﻫﺎن ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻳﻜﺒﺎره ،ﮔﻔﺘﻦِ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻪ او اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ از او ﻣﺎﻳﻮس ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ
دﻳﮕﺮ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻨﻈﻮر و ﺑﺎور داﺷﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﻮد را
ﺑﻪ او ﺑﭽﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪ و ﺑﺮود.
اولِ ﺻﺒﺢ ،رﺋﻴﺲ درِ ﺧﻮاﺑﮕﺎه را زد و ﮔﺮﻳﺲ را ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻳﻜﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺧﻂ اﺳﺖ) ﺗﻠﻔﻦ-م(  ،ﺑﺨﻮدت زﺣﻤﺖ ﻧﺪه
ﻛﻪ از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻨـﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﻨـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ "ﻣﻲ روم ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .او .ﻛـﻲ) ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ(،
ﺣﺎﻻ".
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣـﺎوري ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻳﻜـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﺮﺣﺎل .اﻣﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻣﺎوري .ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎوري ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻨﺪ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ را ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ دﻫﺪ - ،ﻛﻔﺶ دوﻳﺪن
ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎ داﺷﺖ ،ﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺑﻨﺪ ﺑﺎز – او در ﻣﻮرد ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ ﺷـﻨﻴﺪ.
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻲ از ﭘﻞ ﻣﺠﺎور ﻧﻴﻤﻪ راه درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺳﺎﺑﻮت ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد .درﺳﺖ آﻧﺠﺎ آﺗﺶ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ – ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ در ﻫﻢ ﻓـﺸﺮده ﺷـﺪ و
ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺳـﻮﺧﺖ .ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻨﻬﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﻇـﺎﻫﺮا ﻫـﻴﭻ
ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮي ﻧﺒﻮد .راﻧﻨﺪه ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ دﻧﺪاﻧﭙﺰﺷﻚ از روي ﺳـﺎﺑﻘﻪ
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ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﮕﻮ
ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺑﺮوي.
ﺳﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ دوﺑﺎره ﻧﻮﺷﺖ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﺮوم.
داﺷﺖ اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ اﻣﺎ ﺧﻮد را از ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ آن ﺑـﺎز
داﺷﺖ.
آﻗﺎي ﺗﺮاورس ﭼﻨﺪ روز ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﺨﺎﻧـﻪ آﻣـﺪ او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ.
ﻣﻮدب و ﺗﺎﺟﺮﻣĤب ،راﺳﺦ ،ﺧﻮﻧﺴﺮد ،ﻧﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮﻳﺲ ﺣﺎﻻ او را در ﺷﺮاﻳﻄﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻣﻴـﻞ ﺧـﻮدش
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ .ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ ﺑﭙﺬﻳﺮد .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
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دﻧﺪاﭘﺰﺷﻜﻲ راﻧﻨﺪه ،ﺗﻌﻴﻴﻦ ﻫﻮﻳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﺗﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
رﺋﻴﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﺮوي ﮔﻠﻮﻳﺖ را ﺑﺒـﺮي ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ ﻳـﻚ ﺟﻬـﻨﻢ در
ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ ي راه اﺳﺖ "
آﺷﭙﺰ ﻛﻪ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﻴﻨﺎﻧﻪ داﺷﺖ ،ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ " .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺨـﻮاب رﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
" آره .ﺣﺘﻤﺎ"
ﺑﺎزوﻳﺶ ﺣﺎﻻ درد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،درد ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺳﻴﻨﻲ را ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮازن ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد و ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮد
آن را ﺟﻠﻮي ﺧﻮد ﺑﮕﻴﺮد و ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮ دو دﺳﺖ ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد.
ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎوري رو ﺑﻪ رو ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اي ﺑـﻪ او
ﻧﻮﺷﺖ.
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ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻏـﻢ اﻧﮕﻴـﺰ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻫﻤـﻪ ﻏـﻢ
اﻧﮕﻴﺰ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ اﻟﻜﻠﻴﺴﻢ ﭼﻴﺰ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎﻛﻲ ﺳـﺖ .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺗﺮاورس ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺷﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ او را ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﺒﺮد ،ﻳـﻚ
ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﮔﺮم.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ در ﺳـﻔﺮ ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي
زﻳﺎدي داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ
را ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ داد و ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﭘﺎﻛـﺖ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اي در
دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﺎ ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮ اﻣﻴﺪوارﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ از اﻳﻦ ﺧﻮب اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده
ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﭼﻚ ﻫﺰار دﻻري ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻮرا ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ آن را ﭘﺲ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﺪ ﻳﺎ
ﭘﺎره ﻛﻨﺪ و وﻗﺘﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺣﺎﻻ او ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪﻳـﺸﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ در ﭘﺎﻳﺎن اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ او ﻗـﺎدر ﻧﺒـﻮد آن
ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .آن روزﻫﺎ ،آن ﻣﻘﺪار ﭘﻮل ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه اي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او
ﻳﻚ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﺎ اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن را آﻏﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ.

PDF.tarikhema.org
٢۴۶
Passion

tarikhema.org

By Alice Munro – March 22,2004

When Grace goes looking for the Traverses’ summer
house, in the Ottawa Valley, it has been many years
since she was in that part of the country. And, of
course, things have changed. Highway 7 now avoids
towns that it used to go right through, and it goes
straight in places where, as she remembers, there used
to be curves. This part of the Canadian Shield has
many small lakes, which most maps have no room to
identify. Even when she locates Sabot Lake, or thinks
she has, there seem to be too many roads leading into
it from the county road, and then, when she chooses
one, too many paved roads crossing it, all with names
that she does not recall. In fact, there were no street
names when she was here, more than forty years ago.
There was no pavement, either—just one dirt road
running toward the lake, then another running rather
haphazardly along the lake’s edge.
Now there is a village. Or perhaps it’s a suburb,
because she does not see a post office or even the
most unpromising convenience store. The settlement
lies four or five streets deep along the lake, with
houses strung close together on small lots. Some of
them are undoubtedly summer places—the windows
already boarded up, as they always were for the
winter. But many others show all the signs of yearround habitation—habitation, in many cases, by
people who have filled the yards with plastic gym sets
and outdoor grills and training bikes and motorcycles
and picnic tables, where some of them sit now having
lunch or beer on this warm September day. There are
other people, not so visible—students, maybe, or old
hippies living alone—who have put up flags or sheets
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of tinfoil for curtains. Small, mostly decent, cheap
houses, some fixed to withstand the winter and some
not.
Grace would have turned back if she hadn’t caught
sight of the octagonal house with the fretwork along
the roof and doors in every other wall. The Woods
house. She has always remembered it as having eight
doors, but it seems there are only four. She was never
inside, to see how, or if, the space is divided into
rooms. Mr. and Mrs. Woods were old—as Grace is
now—and did not seem to be visited by any children
or friends. Their quaint, original house now has a
forlorn, mistaken look. Neighbors with their ghetto
blasters and their half-dismembered vehicles, their
toys and washing, are pushed up against either side of
it.
It is the same with the Travers house, when she finds
it, a quarter of a mile farther on. The road goes past it
now, instead of ending there, and the houses next
door are only a few feet away from its deep,
wraparound veranda.
It was the first house of its kind that Grace had ever
seen—one story high, the roof continuing without a
break out over that veranda, on all sides—a style that
makes you think of hot summers. She has since seen
many like it, in Australia.
It used to be possible to run from the veranda across
the dusty end of the driveway, through a sandy,
trampled patch of weeds and wild strawberries, and
then jump—no, actually, wade—into the lake. Now
Grace can hardly even see the lake, because a
substantial house—one of the few regular suburban
houses here, with a two-car garage—has been built
across that very route.
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What was Grace really looking for when she
undertook this expedition? Perhaps the worst thing
would have been to find exactly what she thought she
was after—the sheltering roof, the screened windows,
the lake in front, the stand of maple and cedar and
balm-of-Gilead trees behind. Perfect preservation, the
past intact, when nothing of the kind could be said of
herself. To find something so diminished, still
existing but made irrelevant—as the Travers house
now seems to be, with its added dormer windows, its
startling blue paint—might be less hurtful in the long
run.
And what if it had been gone altogether? She might
have made a fuss, if anybody had come along to listen
to her; she might have bewailed the loss. But mightn’t
a feeling of relief have passed over her, too, of old
confusions and obligations wiped away?
Mr. Travers had built the house—that is, he’d had it
built—as a surprise wedding present for Mrs. Travers.
When Grace first saw it, it was perhaps thirty years
old. Mrs. Travers’s children were widely spaced:
Gretchen, twenty-eight or twenty-nine, already
married and a mother herself; Maury, twenty-one,
going into his last year of college; and then there was
Neil, in his mid-thirties. But Neil was not a Travers.
He was Neil Borrow. Mrs. Travers had been married
before, to a man who had died. For a few years, she
had earned her living, and supported her child, as a
teacher of business English at a secretarial school. Mr.
Travers, when he referred to this period in her life
before he’d met her, spoke of it as a time of hardship
almost like penal servitude, something that would
barely be made up for by a whole lifetime of comfort,
which he would happily provide.
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Mrs. Travers herself didn’t speak of it that way at all.
She had lived with Neil in a big old house broken up
into apartments, not far from the railway tracks in the
town of Pembroke, and many of the stories she told at
the dinner table were about events there, about her
fellow-tenants, and the French-Canadian landlord,
whose harsh French and tangled English she imitated.
The stories could have had titles, like the stories by
James Thurber that Grace had read in “The Anthology
of American Humor,” found unaccountably on the
library shelf at the back of her grade-ten classroom.
The Night Old Mrs. Cromarty Got Out on the Roof.
How the Postman Courted Miss Flowers. The Dog
Who Ate Sardines.
Mr. Travers never told stories and had little to say at
dinner, but if he came upon you looking, for instance,
at the fieldstone fireplace he might say, “Are you
interested in rocks?” and tell you how he had
searched and searched for that particular pink granite,
because Mrs. Travers had once exclaimed over a rock
like that, glimpsed in a road cut. Or he might show
you the not really unusual features that he personally
had added to the house—the corner cupboard shelves
swinging outward in the kitchen, the storage space
under the window seats. He was a tall, stooped man
with a soft voice and thin hair slicked over his scalp.
He wore bathing shoes when he went into the water
and, though he did not look fat in his clothes, a
pancake fold of white flesh slopped over the top of his
bathing trunks.
Grace was working that summer at the hotel at
Bailey’s Falls, just north of Sabot Lake. Early in the
season, the Travers family had come to dinner there.
She had not noticed them—it was a busy night, and
they were not at one of her tables. She was setting up
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a table for a new party when she realized that
someone was waiting to speak to her.
It was Maury. He said, “I was wondering if you
would like to go out with me sometime.”
Grace barely looked up from shooting out the
silverware. She said, “Is this a dare?” Because his
voice was high and nervous, and he stood there
stiffly, as if forcing himself. And it was known that
sometimes a party of young men from the cottages
would dare one another to ask a waitress out. It
wasn’t entirely a joke—they really would show up, if
accepted, though sometimes they only meant to park,
without taking you to a movie or even for coffee. So it
was considered rather shameful, rather hard up, of a
girl to agree.
“What?” he said painfully, and then Grace did stop
and look at him. It seemed to her that she saw the
whole of him in that moment, the true Maury. Scared,
fierce, innocent, determined.
“O.K.,” she said quickly. She might have meant,
O.K., calm down, I can see it’s not a dare. Or, O.K.,
I’ll go out with you. She herself hardly knew which.
But he took it as agreement, and at once arranged—
without lowering his voice, or noticing the looks that
he was getting from the diners around them—to pick
her up after work the following night.
He did take her to the movies. They saw “Father of
the Bride.” Grace hated it. She hated girls like
Elizabeth Taylor’s character—spoiled rich girls of
whom nothing was ever asked but that they wheedle
and demand. Maury said that it was just a comedy,
but she told him that that was not the point. She could
not quite make clear what her point was. Anybody
would have assumed that it was because she worked
as a waitress and was too poor to go to college, and
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because, if she wanted that kind of wedding, she
would have to save up for years to pay for it herself.
(Maury did think this, and was stricken with respect
for her, almost with reverence.)
She could not explain or even quite understand that it
wasn’t jealousy she felt; it was rage. And not because
she couldn’t shop like that or dress like that but
because that was what girls were supposed to be like.
That was what men—people, everybody—thought
they should be like: beautiful, treasured, spoiled,
selfish, pea-brained. That was what a girl had to be, to
be fallen in love with. Then she’d become a mother
and be all mushily devoted to her babies. Not selfish
anymore, but just as pea-brained. Forever.
Grace was fuming about this while sitting beside a
boy who had fallen in love with her because he had
believed—instantly—in the integrity and uniqueness
of her mind and soul, had seen her poverty as a
romantic gloss on that. (He would have known she
was poor not just because of her job but because of
her strong Ottawa Valley accent.)
He honored her feelings about the movie. Indeed, now
that he had listened to her angry struggles to explain,
he struggled to tell her something in turn. He said he
saw now that it was not anything so simple, so
feminine, as jealousy. He saw that. It was that she
would not stand for frivolity, was not content to be
like most girls. She was special.
Grace was wearing a dark-blue ballerina skirt, a white
blouse, through whose eyelet frills the upper curve of
her breasts was visible, and a wide rose-colored
elasticized belt. There was a discrepancy, no doubt,
between the way she presented herself and the way
she wanted to be judged. But nothing about her was
dainty or pert or polished, in the style of the time. A
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bit ragged around the edges, in fact. Giving herself
Gypsy airs, with the very cheapest silver-painted
bangles, and the long, wild-looking, curly dark hair
that she had to put into a snood when she waited on
tables.
Special.
He told his mother about her, and his mother said,
“You must bring this Grace of yours to dinner.”
It was all new to her, all immediately delightful. In
fact, she fell in love with Mrs. Travers, almost exactly
as Maury had fallen in love with her, though it was
not in her nature, of course, to be as openly
dumbfounded, as worshipful, as he was.
Grace had been brought up by her aunt and uncle,
really her great-aunt and great-uncle. Her mother had
died when she was three years old, and her father had
moved to Saskatchewan, where he now had another
family. Her stand-in parents were kind, even proud of
her. But they were not given to conversation. The
uncle made his living caning chairs, and he had taught
Grace how to cane so that she could help him and
eventually take over the business when his eyesight
failed. But then she had got the job at Bailey’s Falls
for the summer, and though it was hard for him—and
for her aunt as well—to let her go, they believed that
she needed a taste of life before she settled down.
She was twenty years old and had just finished high
school. She should have finished a year earlier, but
she had made an odd choice. In the very small town
where she lived—it was not far from Mrs. Travers’s
Pembroke—there was nevertheless a high school that
offered five grades, to prepare students for the
government exams and what was then called senior
matriculation. It was never necessary to study all the
subjects offered, and at the end of her first year in
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grade thirteen—what should have been her final
year—Grace took examinations in history and botany
and zoology and English and Latin and French,
receiving unnecessarily high marks. But there she was
in September, back again, proposing to study physics
and chemistry, trigonometry, geometry, and algebra,
though these subjects were considered particularly
hard for girls. She did creditably well in all three
branches of mathematics and in the sciences, though
her results were not as spectacular as they had been
the year before. She thought, then, of teaching herself
Greek and Spanish and Italian and German, so that
she could try those exams the following year—those
subjects were not taught by any teacher at her
school—but the principal took her aside and told her
that this was getting her nowhere, since she was not
going to be able to go to college, and, anyway, no
college required such a full plate. Why was she doing
it? Did she have any plans?
No, Grace said, she just wanted to learn everything
you could learn for free. Before she started her career
of caning.
It was the principal who knew the manager of the inn
at Bailey’s Falls and said that he would put in a word
for her if she wanted to try for a summer waitressing
job. He, too, mentioned getting “a taste of life.”
So even the man in charge of learning in that place
did not believe that learning had to do with life. He
thought that what she had done was crazy, as
everyone else did.
Except Mrs. Travers, who had been sent to business
college, instead of a real college, in order to make
herself useful, and who now wished like anything, she
said, that she had crammed her mind first with what
was useless.
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By trading shifts with another girl, Grace managed to
get Sundays off, from breakfast on. This meant that
she always worked late on Saturdays. In effect, it
meant that she had traded time with Maury for time
with Maury’s family. She and Maury could never see
a movie now, never have a real date. Instead, he
would pick her up when she got off work, around
eleven at night, and they would go for a drive, stop
for ice cream or a hamburger—Maury was scrupulous
about not taking her into a bar, because she was not
yet twenty-one—then end up parking somewhere.
Grace’s memories of these parking sessions—which
might last till one or two in the morning—proved to
be much hazier than her memories of sitting at the
Traverses’ round dining table or, after everybody had
finally got up and moved, with coffee or fresh drinks,
on the tawny leather sofa or the cushioned wicker
chairs at the other end of the room. (There was never
any fuss about doing the dishes; a woman Mrs.
Travers called “the able Mrs. Abel” would come in
the morning.)
Maury always dragged cushions onto the rug and sat
there. Gretchen, who never dressed for dinner in
anything but jeans or Army pants, usually sat crosslegged in a wide chair. Both she and Maury were big
and broad-shouldered, with something of their
mother’s good looks—her wavy caramel-colored hair,
warm hazel eyes, easily sun-browned skin. Even, in
Maury’s case, her dimple. (The other waitresses
called Maury “cute” and “hunky,” and respected
Grace somewhat more since she had got him.) Mrs.
Travers, however, was barely five feet tall, and under
her bright muumuus seemed not fat but sturdily
plump, like a child who hasn’t stretched up yet. And
the shine, the intentness, of her eyes, the gaiety that
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was always ready to break out in them, had not been
inherited. Nor had the rough red, almost a rash, on her
cheeks, which was probably a result of going out in
any weather without thinking about her complexion,
and which, like her figure, like her muumuus, showed
her independence.
There were sometimes guests, in addition to Grace, on
these Sunday evenings. A couple, maybe a single
person as well, usually close to Mr. and Mrs.
Travers’s age, and not unlike them. The women
would be eager and witty, and the men quieter,
slower, more tolerant. These people told amusing
stories, in which the joke was often on themselves.
(Grace has been an engaging talker for so long now
that she sometimes gets sick of herself, and it’s hard
for her to remember how novel these dinner
conversations once seemed to her. On the rare
occasions when her aunt and uncle had had company,
there had been only praise of and apology for the
food, discussion of the weather, and a fervent wish for
the meal to be finished as soon as possible.)
After dinner at the Travers house, if the evening was
cool enough, Mr. Travers lit a fire, and they played
what Mrs. Travers called “idiotic word games,” for
which, in fact, people had to be fairly clever to win.
Here was where somebody who had been rather quiet
at dinner might begin to shine. Mock arguments could
be built up in defense of preposterous definitions.
Gretchen’s husband, Wat, did this, and so, after a bit,
did Grace, to Mrs. Travers’s and Maury’s delight
(with Maury calling out, to everyone’s amusement but
Grace’s, “See? I told you. She’s smart”). Mrs. Travers
herself led the way in this making up of ridiculous
words, insuring that the play did not become too
serious or any player too anxious.
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The only time there was a problem was one evening
when Mavis, who was married to Mrs. Travers’s son
Neil, came to dinner. Mavis and Neil and their two
children were staying nearby, at her parents’ place
down the lake. But that night she came by herself—
Neil was a doctor, and he was busy in Ottawa that
weekend. Mrs. Travers was disappointed, but she
rallied, calling out in cheerful dismay, “But the
children aren’t in Ottawa, surely?”
“Unfortunately not,” Mavis said. “But they’re
thoroughly awful. They’d shriek all through dinner.
The baby’s got prickly heat, and God knows what’s
the matter with Mikey.”
She was a slim, suntanned woman in a purple dress,
with a matching wide purple band holding back her
dark hair. Handsome, but with little pouches of
boredom or disapproval hiding the corners of her
mouth. She left most of her dinner untouched on her
plate, explaining that she had an allergy to curry.
“Oh, Mavis. What a shame,” Mrs. Travers said. “Is
this new?”
“Oh, no. I’ve had it for ages, but I used to be polite
about it. Then I got sick of throwing up half the
night.”
“If you’d only told me . . . What can we get you?”
“Don’t worry about it. I’m fine. I don’t have any
appetite anyway, what with the heat and the joys of
motherhood.”
She lit a cigarette.
Afterward, in the game, she got into an argument with
Wat over a definition he’d used, and when the
dictionary proved it acceptable she said, “Oh, I’m
sorry. I guess I’m just outclassed by you people.” And
when it came time for everybody to hand in their own
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word on a slip of paper for the next round she smiled
and shook her head. “I don’t have one.”
“Oh, Mavis,” Mrs. Travers said.
And Mr. Travers said, “Come on, Mavis. Any old
word will do.”
“But I don’t have any old word. I’m sorry. I just feel
stupid tonight. The rest of you just play around me.”
Which they did, everybody pretending that nothing
was wrong, while she smoked and continued to smile
her determined, unhappy smile. In a little while she
got up and said that she couldn’t leave her children on
their grandparents’ hands any longer. She’d had a
lovely and instructive visit, and now she had to go
home.
“I must give you an Oxford dictionary next
Christmas,” she said to nobody in particular before
she left, with a merry, bitter little laugh. The
Traverses’ dictionary, which Wat had used, was an
American one.
When she was gone, none of them looked at one
another. Mrs. Travers said, “Gretchen, do you have
the strength to make us all a pot of coffee?” And
Gretchen went off to the kitchen, muttering, “What
fun. Jesus wept.”
“Well. Her life is trying,” Mrs. Travers said. “With
the two little ones.”
On Wednesdays, Grace got a break between clearing
breakfast and setting up dinner, and when Mrs.
Travers found out about this she started driving up to
Bailey’s Falls to bring her down to the lake for those
free hours. Maury would be at work then—he was
spending the summer with the road gang repairing
Highway 7—and Wat would be in his office in
Ottawa and Gretchen would be off with the children,
swimming or rowing on the lake. Usually Mrs.
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Travers herself would announce that she had
shopping to do or letters to write, and she would leave
Grace alone in the big, cool, shaded living-dining
room, with its permanently dented leather sofa and
crowded bookshelves.
“Read anything that takes your fancy,” Mrs. Travers
said. “Or curl up and go to sleep, if that’s what you’d
like. It’s a hard job—you must be tired. I’ll make sure
you’re back on time.”
Grace never slept. She read. She barely moved, and
her bare legs below her shorts became sweaty and
stuck to the leather. Quite often she saw nothing of
Mrs. Travers until it was time for her to be driven
back to work.
In the car, Mrs. Travers would not start any sort of
conversation until enough time had passed for
Grace’s thoughts to have shaken loose from whatever
book she had been in. Then she might mention having
read it herself, and say what she had thought of it—
but always in a way that was both thoughtful and
lighthearted. For instance, she said, of “Anna
Karenina,” “I don’t know how many times I’ve read
it, but I know that first I identified with Kitty, and
then it was Anna—oh, it was awful with Anna—and
now, you know, the last time, I found myself
sympathizing with Dolly. When she goes to the
country, you know, with all those children, and she
has to figure out how to do the washing, there’s the
problem about the washtubs—I suppose that’s just
how your sympathies change as you get older.
Passion gets pushed behind the washtubs. Don’t pay
any attention to me, anyway. You don’t, do you?”
“I don’t know if I pay much attention to anybody.”
Grace was surprised at herself, wondered if she
sounded conceited. “But I like listening to you talk.”
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Mrs. Travers laughed. “I like listening to myself, too.”
Somehow, by the middle of the summer Maury had
begun to talk about their being married. This would
not happen for quite a while, he said—not until after
he was qualified and working as an engineer—but he
spoke of it as something that she, as well as he, must
be taking for granted. “When we are married,” he’d
say, and, instead of questioning or contradicting him,
Grace would listen curiously.
When they were married, they would have a place on
Sabot Lake. Not too close to his parents, not too far
away. It would be just a summer place, of course. The
rest of the time they would live wherever his work
might take them. It could be anywhere—Peru, Iraq,
the Northwest Territories. Grace was delighted by the
idea of such travels—rather more than she was by the
idea of what he spoke of, with a severe pride, as “our
own home.” None of this seemed at all real to her, but
then the idea of helping her uncle, of taking on the life
of a chair-caner in the town and in the very house
where she had grown up, had never seemed real,
either.
Maury kept asking her what she had told her aunt and
uncle about him, when she was going to take him
home to meet them. In fact, she had said nothing in
her brief weekly letters, except to mention that she
was “going out with a boy who works around here for
the summer.” She might have given the impression
that he worked at the hotel.
It wasn’t as if she had never thought of getting
married. That possibility had been in her mind, along
with the life of caning chairs. In spite of the fact that
nobody had ever courted her, she had felt sure that it
would happen someday, and in exactly this way—
with the man making up his mind immediately. He
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would see her and, having seen her, he would fall in
love. In her imagination, he was handsome, like
Maury. Passionate, like Maury. Pleasurable physical
intimacies followed.
But this was the thing that had not happened. In
Maury’s car, or out on the grass under the stars, she
was willing. And Maury was ready, but not willing.
He felt that it was his responsibility to protect her.
And the ease with which she offered herself threw
him off balance. He sensed, perhaps, that it was
cold—a deliberate offering that he could not
understand and that did not fit in at all with his
notions of her. She herself did not realize how cold
she was—she believed that her show of eagerness
would lead to the pleasures she knew about, in
solitude and in her imagination, and she felt that it
was up to Maury to take over. Which he would not
do.
These sieges left them both disturbed and slightly
angry or ashamed, so that they could not stop kissing,
clinging, and using fond words to make it up to each
other as they said good night. It was a relief to Grace
to be alone, to get into bed in the hotel dormitory and
blot the last couple of hours out of her mind. And she
thought it must be a relief to Maury, too, to be driving
down the highway by himself, rearranging his
impressions of his Grace so that he could stay
wholeheartedly in love with her.
Most of the waitresses left after Labor Day, to go
back to school or college. But the hotel was going to
stay open till October, for Thanksgiving, with a
reduced staff—Grace among them. There was talk,
this year, of opening again in early December for a
winter season, or at least a Christmas season, but
nobody on the kitchen or dining-room staff seemed to
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know if this would really happen. Grace wrote to her
aunt and uncle as if the Christmas season were a
certainty and they should not expect her back anytime
soon.
Why did she do this? It was not as if she had other
plans. Maury was in his final year at college. She had
even promised to take him home at Christmas to meet
her family. And he had said that Christmas would be
a good time to make their engagement formal. He was
saving up his summer wages to buy her a diamond
ring.
She, too, had been saving her wages, so that she
would be able to take the bus to Kingston, to visit him
during his school term.
She spoke of this, promised it, so easily. But did she
believe, or even wish, that it would happen?
“Maury is a sterling character,” Mrs. Travers said.
“Well, you can see that for yourself. He will be a
dear, uncomplicated man, like his father. Not like his
brother. Neil is very bright. I don’t mean that Maury
isn’t—you certainly don’t get to be an engineer
without a brain or two in your head—but Neil is . . .
He’s deep.” She laughed at herself. “Deep
unfathomable caves of ocean bear— What am I
talking about? For a long time, Neil and I didn’t have
anybody but each other. So I think he’s special. I
don’t mean he can’t be fun. But sometimes people
who are the most fun can be melancholy, can’t they?
You wonder about them. But what’s the use of
worrying about your grown-up children? With Neil I
worry a lot, with Maury only a tiny little bit. And
Gretchen I don’t worry about at all. Because women
have always got something, haven’t they, to keep
them going?”
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The house on the lake was never closed up till
Thanksgiving. Gretchen and the children had to go
back to Ottawa, of course, for school. And Maury had
to go to Kingston. Mr. Travers could come out only
on weekends. But Mrs. Travers had told Grace that
she usually stayed on, sometimes with guests,
sometimes by herself.
Then her plans changed. She went back to Ottawa
with Mr. Travers in September. This happened
unexpectedly—the Sunday dinner that week was
cancelled.
Maury explained that his mother got into trouble, now
and then, with her nerves. “She has to have a rest,” he
said. “She has to go into the hospital for a couple of
weeks or so, and they get her stabilized. She always
comes out fine.”
Grace said that Mrs. Travers was the last person she
would have expected to have such troubles. “What
brings it on?”
“I don’t think they know,” Maury said. But after a
moment he added, “Well. It could be her husband. I
mean, her first husband. Neil’s father. What happened
with him, et cetera.”
What had happened was that Neil’s father had killed
himself.
“He was unstable, I guess. But I don’t know if it even
is that. It could be her age, and female problems and
all that sort of thing. But it’s O.K.—they can get her
straightened out easy now, with drugs. They’ve got
terrific drugs. Don’t worry about it.”
By Thanksgiving, as Maury had predicted, Mrs.
Travers was out of the hospital and feeling well.
Thanksgiving dinner would take place at the lake, as
usual. And it was being held on Sunday, instead of
Monday—that was also customary, to allow for the
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packing up and closing of the house. And it was
fortunate for Grace, because Sunday was still her day
off.
The whole family would be there, even Neil and
Mavis and their children, who were staying at
Mavis’s parents’ place. No guests—unless you
counted Grace.
By the time Maury brought her down to the lake on
Sunday morning, the turkey was already in the oven.
The pies were on the kitchen counter—pumpkin,
apple, wild blueberry. Gretchen was in charge of the
kitchen, as coördinated a cook as she was an athlete.
Mrs. Travers sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee
and working on a jigsaw puzzle with Gretchen’s
younger daughter, Dana.
“Ah, Grace,” she said, jumping up for an embrace—
the first time she had ever done this—and with a
clumsy motion of her hand scattering the jigsaw
pieces.
Dana wailed, “Grand-ma,” and her older sister, Janey,
who had been watching critically, scooped up the
pieces.
“We can easy put them back together,” she said.
“Grandma didn’t mean to.”
“Where do you keep the cranberry sauce?” Gretchen
asked.
“In the cupboard,” Mrs. Travers said, still squeezing
Grace’s arms and ignoring the destroyed puzzle.
“Where in the cupboard?”
“Oh. Cranberry sauce,” Mrs. Travers said. “Well, I
make it. First I put the cranberries in a little water.
Then I keep it on low heat—no, I think I soak them
first—”
“Well, I haven’t got time for all that,” Gretchen said.
“You mean you don’t have any canned?”
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“I guess not. I must not have, because I make it.”
“I’ll have to send somebody to get some.”
“Dear, it’s Thanksgiving,” Mrs. Travers said gently.
“Nowhere will be open.”
“That place down the highway, it’s always open.”
Gretchen raised her voice. “Where’s Wat?”
“He’s out in the rowboat,” Mavis called from the back
bedroom. She made it sound like a warning, because
she was trying to get her baby to sleep. “He took
Mikey out in the boat.”
Mavis had driven over in her own car, with Mikey
and the baby. Neil was coming later—he had some
phone calls to make.
And Mr. Travers had gone golfing.
“It’s just that I need somebody to go to the store,”
Gretchen said. She waited, but no offer came from the
bedroom. She raised her eyebrows at Grace. “You
can’t drive, can you?”
Grace said no.
Mrs. Travers sat down, with a gracious sigh.
“Well,” Gretchen said. “Maury can drive. Where’s
Maury?”
Maury was in the front bedroom looking for his
swimming trunks, though everybody had told him that
the water was too cold for swimming. He said that the
store would not be open.
“It will be,” Gretchen said. “They sell gas. And if it
isn’t there’s that one just coming into Perth—you
know, with the ice-cream cones.”
Maury wanted Grace to come with him, but the two
little girls, Janey and Dana, were begging her to come
see the swing that their grandfather had put up under
the Norway maple at the side of the house.
As Grace was going down the steps, she felt the strap
of one of her sandals break. She took both shoes off

٢۶۴

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

٢۶۵
and walked without difficulty on the sandy soil,
across the flat-pressed plantain and the many curled
leaves that had already fallen.
First she pushed the children in the swing, then they
pushed her. It was when she jumped off, barefoot, that
one leg crumpled and she let out a yelp of pain, not
knowing what had happened.
It was her foot, not her leg. The pain had shot up from
the sole of her left foot, which had been cut by the
sharp edge of a clamshell.
“Dana brought those shells,” Janey said. “She was
going to make a house for her snail.”
“He got away,” Dana said.
Gretchen and Mrs. Travers and even Mavis had come
running out of the house, thinking that the cry had
come from one of the children.
“She’s got a bloody foot,” Dana said. “There’s blood
all over the ground.”
Janey said, “She cut it on a shell. Dana left those
shells here—she was going to build a house for Ivan.
Ivan her snail.”
A basin was brought out, with water to wash the cut
and a towel, and everyone asked how much it hurt.
“Not too bad,” Grace said, limping to the steps, with
both girls competing to hold her up and generally
getting in her way.
“Oh, that’s nasty,” Gretchen said. “But why weren’t
you wearing your shoes?”
“Broke her strap,” Dana and Janey said together, as a
wine-colored convertible swerved neatly into the
parking space by the house.
“Now, that is what I call opportune,” Mrs. Travers
said. “Here’s the very man we need. The doctor.”
This was Neil—the first time that Grace had ever seen
him. He was tall, thin, impatient.
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“Your bag,” Mrs. Travers cried gaily. “We’ve already
got a case for you.”
“Nice piece of junk you’ve got there,” Gretchen said.
“New?”
Neil said, “Piece of folly.”
“Now the baby’s awake,” Mavis said, with a sigh of
unspecific accusation. She went back into the house.
“Don’t tell me you haven’t got it with you,” Mrs.
Travers said. But Neil swung a doctor’s bag out of the
back seat, and she said, “Oh, yes, you have. That’s
good. You never know.”
“You the patient?” Neil said to Dana. “What’s the
matter? Swallow a toad?”
“It’s her,” Dana said with dignity. “It’s Grace.”
“I see. She swallowed the toad.”
“She cut her foot.”
“On a clamshell,” Janey said.
Neil said, “Move over,” to his nieces, and sat on the
step below Grace. He carefully lifted the foot and
said, “Give me that cloth or whatever,” then blotted
away the blood to get a look at the cut. Now that he
was so close to her, Grace noticed a smell that she had
learned to identify over the summer, working at the
inn—the smell of liquor edged with mint.
“Hurts?” he asked.
Grace said, “Some.”
He looked briefly, though searchingly, into her face.
Perhaps wondering if she had caught the smell and
what she had thought about it.
“I bet. See that flap? We have to get under there and
make sure it’s clean, then I’ll put a stitch or two in it.
I’ve got some stuff I can rub on it, so that won’t hurt
as much as you might think.” He looked up at
Gretchen. “Hey. Let’s get the audience out of the way
here.”
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He had not spoken a word, as yet, to his mother, who
now said again what a good thing it was that he had
come along just when he did.
“Boy Scout,” he said. “Always prepared.”
His hands didn’t feel drunk, and his eyes didn’t look
it. Nor did he look like the jolly uncle he had
impersonated when he talked to the children, or the
purveyor of reassuring patter he had chosen to be with
Grace. He had a high pale forehead, a crest of tight
curly gray-black hair, bright gray but slightly sunken
eyes, high cheekbones, and rather hollowed cheeks. If
his face relaxed, he would look sombre and hungry.
When the cut had been dealt with, Neil said that he
thought it would be a good idea to run Grace into
town, to the hospital. “For an anti-tetanus shot.”
“It doesn’t feel too bad,” Grace said.
Neil said, “That’s not the point.”
“I agree,” Mrs. Travers said. “Tetanus—that’s
terrible.”
“We shouldn’t be long,” he said. “Here. Grace?
Grace, I’ll get you to the car.” He held her under one
arm. She had strapped on the good sandal, and
managed to get her toes into the other, so that she
could drag it along. The bandage was very neat and
tight.
“I’ll just run in,” he said, when she was sitting in the
car. “Make my apologies.”
Mrs. Travers came down from the veranda and put
her hand on the car door.
“This is good,” she said. “This is very good. Grace,
you are a godsend. You’ll try to keep him away from
drinking today, won’t you? You’ll know how to do
it.”
Grace heard these words, but didn’t give them much
thought. She was too dismayed by the change in Mrs.
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Travers, by what looked like an increase in bulk, a
stiffness in her movements, a random and rather
frantic air of benevolence. And a faint crust showing
at the corners of her mouth, like sugar.
The hospital was three miles away. There was a
highway overpass above the railway tracks, and they
took this at such speed that Grace had the impression,
at its crest, that the car had lifted off the pavement and
they were flying. There was hardly any traffic, so she
wasn’t frightened, and anyway there was nothing she
could do.
Neil knew the nurse who was on duty in Emergency,
and after he had filled out a form and let her take a
passing look at Grace’s foot (“Nice job,” she said
without interest) he was able to go ahead and give the
tetanus shot himself. (“It won’t hurt now, but it could
later.”) Just as he finished, the nurse came back into
the cubicle and said, “There’s a guy in the waiting
room who wants to take her home.”
She said to Grace, “He says he’s your fiancé.”
“Tell him she’s not ready yet,” Neil said. “No. Tell
him we’ve already gone.”
“I said you were in here.”
“But when you came back,” Neil said, “we were
gone.”
“He said he was your brother. Won’t he see your car
in the lot?”
“But I parked out back in the doctors’ lot.”
“Pret-ty trick-y,” the nurse said, over her shoulder.
And Neil said to Grace, “You didn’t want to go home
yet, did you?”
“No,” Grace said, as if she’d seen the word written in
front of her, on the wall. As if she were having her
eyes tested.
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Once more she was helped to the car, sandal flopping
from the toe strap, and settled on the creamy
upholstery. They took a back street out of the lot, an
unfamiliar way out of town.
She knew that they wouldn’t see Maury. She did not
think of him. Still less of Mavis.
Describing this passage, this change in her life, later
on, Grace might say—she did say—that it was as if a
gate had clanged shut behind her. But at the time
there was no clang—acquiescence simply rippled
through her, and the rights of those left behind were
smoothly cancelled out.
Her memory of this day remained clear and detailed
for a long time, though there was a variation in the
parts of it she dwelled on.
And even in some of those details she must have been
wrong.
First they drove west, on Highway 7. In Grace’s
recollection, there was not another car on the
highway, and their speed approached the flight on the
highway overpass. This cannot have been true—there
must have been people on the road, people on their
way home from church that Sunday morning, or on
their way to spend Thanksgiving with their families.
Neil must have slowed down when driving through
villages, and around the many curves on the old
highway. She was not used to driving in a convertible
with the top down, wind in her eyes, taking charge of
her hair. It gave her the illusion of constant perfect
speed—not frantic but miraculous, serene.
And though Maury and Mavis and the rest of the
family had been wiped from her mind, some scrap of
Mrs. Travers did remain, hovering, delivering in a
whisper and with a strange, shamed giggle, her last
message.
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You’ll know how to do it.
Grace and Neil did not talk, of course. As she
remembers it, you would have had to scream to be
heard. And what she remembers is, to tell the truth,
hardly distinguishable from her idea, her fantasies at
that time, of what sex should be like. The fortuitous
meeting, the muted but powerful signals, the nearly
silent flight in which she herself figured more or less
as a captive. An airy surrender, her flesh nothing now
but a stream of desire.
They stopped, finally, in Kaladar, and went into the
hotel—the old hotel that is still there. Taking her
hand, kneading his fingers between hers, slowing his
pace to match her uneven steps, Neil led her into the
bar. She recognized it as a bar, though she had never
been in one before. (Bailey’s Falls Inn did not yet
have a license, so drinking was done in people’s
rooms, or in a rather ramshackle night club across the
road.) This bar was just as she would have expected—
a big, dark, airless room, with the chairs and tables
rearranged in a careless way after a hasty cleanup, the
smell of Lysol not erasing the smell of beer, whiskey,
cigars, pipes, men.
A man came in from another room and spoke to Neil.
He said, “Hello there, Doc,” and went behind the bar.
It occurred to Grace that it would be like this
everywhere they went—people would know Neil.
“You know it’s Sunday,” the man said in a stern,
almost shouting voice, as if he wanted to be heard out
in the parking lot. “I can’t sell you anything in here on
a Sunday. And I can’t sell anything to her, ever. She
shouldn’t even be in here. You understand that?”
“Oh, yes, sir. Yes, indeed, sir,” Neil said. “I heartily
agree, sir.”
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While both men were talking, the man behind the bar
had taken a bottle of whiskey from a hidden shelf and
poured some into a glass and shoved it across the
counter to Neil.
“You thirsty?” he asked Grace. He was already
opening a Coke. He gave it to her without a glass.
Neil put a bill on the counter, and the man shoved it
away.
“I told you,” he said. “Can’t sell.”
“What about the Coke?” Neil said.
“Can’t sell.”
The man put the bottle away. Neil drank what was in
the glass very quickly. “You’re a good man,” he said.
“Spirit of the law.”
“Take the Coke along with you. Sooner she’s out of
here the happier I’ll be.”
“You bet,” Neil said. “She’s a good girl. My sister-inlaw. Future sister-in-law. So I understand.”
“Is that the truth?”
They didn’t go back to Highway 7. Instead, they took
the road north, which was not paved but was wide
enough and decently graded. The drink seemed to
have affected Neil’s driving in the opposite way than
it was supposed to. He had slowed down to the
seemly, even cautious rate that this road required.
“You don’t mind?” he said.
Grace said, “Mind what?”
“Being dragged into any old place.”
“No.”
“I need your company. How’s your foot?”
“It’s fine.”
“It must hurt some.”
“Not really. It’s O.K.”
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He picked up the hand that was not holding the Coke
bottle, pressed the palm of it to his mouth, gave it a
lick, and let it drop.
“Did you think I was abducting you for fell
purposes?”
“No,” Grace lied, thinking how like his mother that
word was. Fell.
“There was a time when you would have been right,”
he said, just as if she had answered yes. “But not
today. I don’t think so. You’re safe as a church
today.”
The changed tone of his voice, which had become
intimate, frank, and quiet, and the memory of his lips
pressed, his tongue flicked, across her skin, affected
Grace to such an extent that she was hearing the
words but not the sense of what he was telling her.
She could feel a hundred flicks of his tongue, a dance
of supplication, all over her skin. But she thought to
say, “Churches aren’t always safe.”
“True. True.”
“And I’m not your sister-in-law.”
“Future. Didn’t I say future?”
“I’m not that, either.”
“Oh. Well. I guess I’m not surprised. No. Not
surprised.”
Then his voice changed again, became businesslike.
“I’m looking for a turnoff up here, to the right.
There’s a road I ought to recognize. Do you know this
country at all?”
“Not around here, no.”
“Don’t know Flower Station? Ompah? Poland? Snow
Road?”
She had not heard of them.
“There’s somebody I want to see.”
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A turn was made, to the right, with some dubious
mutterings on his part. There were no signs. This road
was narrower and rougher, with a one-lane plankfloored bridge. The trees of the hardwood forest laced
their branches overhead. The weather had been
strangely warm this year, and the leaves were still
green, except for the odd one here and there that
flashed out like a banner. There was a feeling of
sanctuary. For miles, Neil and Grace were quiet, and
there was still no break in the trees, no end to the
forest. But then Neil broke the peace.
He said, “Can you drive?” And when Grace said no
he said, “I think you should learn.”
He meant right then. He stopped the car, got out, and
came around to her side, gesturing to her to move
behind the wheel.
“No better place than this.”
“What if something comes?”
“Nothing will. And we can manage if it does. That’s
why I picked a straight stretch.”
He did not bother explaining anything about how cars
ran—he simply showed her where to put her feet, and
made her practice shifting the gears, then said, “Now
go, and do what I tell you.”
The first leap of the car terrified her. She ground the
gears, and she thought he would put an end to the
lesson immediately, but he just laughed. He said,
“Whoa, easy. Easy. Keep going,” and she did. He did
not comment on her steering, except to say, “Keep
going, keep going, keep on the road, don’t let the
engine die.”
“When can I stop?” she said.
“Not till I tell you how.”
He made her keep driving until they came out of the
tunnel of trees, and then he instructed her about the
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brake. As soon as she had stopped, she opened the
door so that they could trade sides, but he said, “No.
This is just a breather. Soon you’ll be getting to like
it.” And when they started again she began to see that
he might be right. Her momentary surge of
confidence almost took them into a ditch. Still, he
laughed when he had to grab the wheel, and the
lesson continued.
She drove for what seemed like miles, and even
went—slowly—around several curves. Then he said
that they had better switch back, because he could not
get a feeling of direction unless he was driving.
He asked how she felt now, and though she was
shaking all over she said, “O.K.”
He rubbed her arm from shoulder to elbow and said,
“What a liar.” But did not touch her, beyond that, did
not let any part of her feel his mouth again.
He must have got his feeling of direction back when
they came to a crossroads some miles on, for he
turned left, and the trees thinned out and they climbed
a rough road up to a village, or at least a roadside
collection of buildings. A church and a store, neither
of them open to serve their original purposes but
probably lived in, to judge by the vehicles around
them and the sorry-looking curtains in the windows.
There were a couple of houses in the same state, and,
behind one of them, a barn that had fallen in on itself,
with old dark hay bulging out between its cracked
beams like swollen innards.
Neil exclaimed in celebration at the sight of this
place, but did not stop there.
“What a relief,” he said. “What—a—relief. Now I
know. Thank you.”
“Me?”
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“For letting me teach you to drive. It calmed me
down.”
“Calmed you down?” Grace said. “Really?”
“True as I live.” Neil was smiling, but he did not look
at her. He was busy looking from side to side, across
the fields that lay along the road after it had passed
through the village. He was talking as if to himself.
“This is it. Got to be it. Now we know.”
And so on, till he turned onto a lane that didn’t go
straight but wound around through a field, avoiding
rocks and patches of juniper. At the end of the lane
was a house, in no better shape than the houses in the
village.
“Now, this place,” he said, “this place I am not going
to take you into. I won’t be five minutes.”
He was longer than that. She sat in the car, in the
shade. The door to the house was open—just the
screen door closed. The screen had mended patches in
it, newer wire woven in with the old. Nobody came to
look at her, not even a dog. And now that the car had
stopped, the day filled up with an unnatural silence.
Unnatural because on such a hot afternoon you would
expect the buzzing and chirping of insects in the grass
and in the juniper bushes. Even if you couldn’t see
them, their noise would seem to rise out of everything
growing on the earth, as far as the horizon. But it was
too late in the year, maybe too late even to hear geese
honking as they flew south. At any rate, she didn’t
hear any.
It seemed that they were up on top of the world here.
The field fell away on all sides; only the tips of the
trees were visible, because they grew on lower
ground.
Whom did Neil know, who lived in this house? A
woman? It didn’t seem possible that the sort of
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woman he would want could live in a place like this,
but then there was no end to the strangeness that
Grace could encounter today. No end to it.
Once, this had been a brick house, but someone had
begun to take the brick walls down. Plain wooden
walls had been bared underneath, and the bricks that
had covered them were roughly piled in the yard,
maybe waiting to be sold. The bricks left on the wall
in front of her formed a diagonal line, a set of steps,
and Grace, with nothing else to do, leaned back to
count them. She did this both foolishly and seriously,
the way you would pull petals off a flower, but not
with any words so blatant as He loves me, he loves
me not.
Lucky. Not. Lucky. Not. That was all she dared.
She found that it was hard to keep track of the bricks
arranged in this zigzag fashion, especially since the
line flattened out above the door.
Then she knew. What else could it be? A bootlegger’s
place. She thought of the bootlegger in the town
where her aunt and uncle lived—a raddled, skinny old
man, morose and suspicious. He sat on his front step
with a shotgun on Halloween night. And he painted
numbers on the sticks of firewood stacked by his door
so he’d know if any were stolen. She thought of
him—or this one—dozing in the heat, in his dirty but
tidy room (she knew that it would be that way by the
mended patches in the screen), getting up from his
creaky cot or couch, covered with a stained quilt that
some woman related to him, some woman now dead,
had made long ago.
Not that she had ever been inside the bootlegger’s
house, but the partitions were thin, back home,
between the threadbare ways of living that were

٢٧۶

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

٢٧٧
respectable and those that were not. She knew how
things were.
How strange that she’d thought of becoming one of
them—a Travers. Marrying Maury. A kind of
treachery, it would be. But not a treachery to be riding
with Neil, because he wasn’t fortunate—he knew
some of the things that she did.
And then in the doorway it seemed that she could see
her uncle, stooped and baffled, looking out at her, as
if she had been away for years and years. As if she
had promised to come home and then had forgotten
about it, and in all this time he should have died but
he hadn’t.
She struggled to speak to him, but he was lost. She
was waking up, moving. She was in the car with Neil,
on the road again. She had been asleep with her
mouth open and she was thirsty. He turned to her for a
moment, and she noticed, even with the wind blowing
around them, a fresh smell of whiskey.
“You awake? You were fast asleep when I came out
of there,” he said. “Sorry—I had to be sociable for a
while. How’s your bladder?”
That was a problem she had been thinking about, in
fact, while she was waiting. She had seen a toilet
behind the house, but had felt shy about getting out
and walking to it.
He said, “This looks like a possible place,” and
stopped the car. She got out and walked in among
some blooming goldenrod and Queen Anne’s lace and
wild asters, to squat down. He stood in the flowers on
the other side, with his back to her. When she got into
the car, she saw the bottle, on the floor beside her
feet. More than a third of its contents seemed already
to be gone.
He saw her looking.
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“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I just poured some in
here.” He held up a flask. “Easier when I’m driving.”
On the floor there was also another Coca-Cola. He
told her to look in the glove compartment for a bottle
opener.
“It’s cold!” she said in surprise.
“Icebox. They cut ice off the lakes in the winter and
store it in sawdust. He keeps it under the house.”
“I thought I saw my uncle in the doorway of that
house,” she said. “But I was dreaming.”
“You could tell me about your uncle. Tell me about
where you live. Your job. Anything. I just like to hear
you talk.”
There was a new strength in his voice, and a change
in his face, but it wasn’t the manic glow of
drunkenness. It was as if he’d been sick—not terribly
sick, just down, under the weather—and was now
wanting to assure her that he was better. He capped
the flask and laid it down and reached for her hand.
He held it lightly, a comrade’s clasp.
“He’s quite old,” Grace said. “He’s really my greatuncle. He’s a caner—that means he canes chairs. I
can’t explain that to you, but I could show you how, if
we had a chair to cane—”
“I don’t see one.”
She laughed, and said, “It’s boring, really.”
“Tell me about what interests you, then. What
interests you?”
She said, “You do.”
“Oh. What about me interests you?” His hand slid
away.
“What you’re doing now,” Grace said determinedly.
“Why.”
“You mean drinking? Why I’m drinking?” The cap
came off the flask again. “Why don’t you ask me?”
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“Because I know what you’d say.”
“What’s that? What would I say?”
“You’d say, ‘What else is there to do?’ Or something
like that.”
“That’s true,” he said. “That’s about what I’d say.
Well, then you’d try to tell me why I was wrong.”
“No,” Grace said. “No. I wouldn’t.”
When she’d said that, she felt cold. She had thought
that she was serious, but now she saw that she’d been
trying to impress him, to show that she was as
worldly as he was, and in the middle of that she had
come on a rock-bottom truth, a lack of hope that was
genuine, reasonable, everlasting. There was no
comfort in what she saw, now that she could see it.
Neil said, “You wouldn’t? No. You wouldn’t. That’s
a relief. You are a relief, Grace.”
In a while he said, “You know, I’m sleepy. Soon as
we find a good spot I’m going to pull over and go to
sleep. Just for a little while. Would you mind that?”
“No. I think you should.”
“You’ll watch over me?”
“Yes.”
“Good.”
The spot he found was in a little town called Fortune.
There was a park on the outskirts, beside a river, and
a gravelled space for cars. He settled the seat back,
and at once fell asleep. Evening had come on as it did
now, around suppertime, proving that this wasn’t a
summer day after all. A short while ago, people had
been having a Thanksgiving picnic here—there was
still some smoke rising from the outdoor fireplace,
and the smell of hamburgers in the air. The smell did
not make Grace hungry, exactly—it made her
remember being hungry, in other circumstances.
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Some dust had settled on her, with all the stopping
and starting of her driving lesson. She got out and
washed her hands and her face as well as she could, at
an outdoor tap. Then, favoring her cut foot, she
walked slowly to the edge of the river, saw how
shallow it was, with reeds breaking the surface. A
sign there warned that profanity, obscenity, or vulgar
language was forbidden in this place and would be
punished.
She tried the swings, which faced west. Pumping
herself high, she looked into the clear sky—faint
green, fading gold, a fierce pink rim at the horizon.
Already the air was getting cold.
She had thought that it was touch. Mouths, tongues,
skin, bodies, banging bone on bone. Inflammation.
Passion. But that wasn’t what she’d been working
toward at all. She had seen deeper, deeper into him
than she could ever have managed if they’d gone that
way.
What she saw was final. As if she were at the edge of
a flat dark body of water that stretched on and on.
Cold, level water. Looking out at such dark, cold,
level water, and knowing that it was all there was.
It wasn’t the drinking that was responsible. Drinking,
needing to drink—that was just some sort of
distraction, like everything else, from the thing that
was waiting, no matter what, all the time.
She went back to the car and tried to rouse him. He
stirred but wouldn’t waken. So she walked around
again to keep warm, and to practice the easiest way
with her foot—she understood now that she would be
working again, serving breakfast in the morning.
She tried once more, talking to him urgently. He
answered with various promises and mutters, and
once more he fell asleep. By the time it was really
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dark she had given up. Now, with the cold of night
settled in, some other facts became clear to her: that
they could not remain here, that they were still in the
world, after all, that she had to get back to Bailey’s
Falls.
With some difficulty, she got him over into the
passenger seat. If that did not wake him, it was clear
that nothing could. It took her a while to figure out
how the headlights went on, and then she began to
move the car, jerkily, slowly, back onto the road.
She had no idea of directions, and there was not a soul
on the street to ask. She just kept driving, to the other
side of the town, and there, most blessedly, was a sign
pointing the way to Bailey’s Falls, among other
places. Only nine miles.
She drove along the two-lane highway, never at more
than thirty miles an hour. There was little traffic.
Once or twice a car passed her, honking, and the few
she met honked also. In one case, it was probably
because she was going so slowly, and, in the other,
because she did not know how to dim the lights.
Never mind. She couldn’t stop to get her courage up
again. She had to just keep going, as he had said.
Keep going.
At first she did not recognize Bailey’s Falls, coming
upon it in this unfamiliar way. When she did, she
became more frightened than she had been in all the
nine miles. It was one thing to drive in unknown
territory, another to turn in at the inn gates.
He was awake when she stopped in the parking lot.
He didn’t show any surprise at where they were, or at
what she had done. In fact, he told her, the honking
had woken him, miles back, but he had pretended to
be still asleep, because the important thing was not to
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startle her. He hadn’t been worried, though. He’d
known that she would make it.
She asked if he was awake enough to drive now.
“Wide awake. Bright as a dollar.”
He told her to slip her foot out of its sandal, and he
pressed it here and there, before saying, “Nice. No
heat. No swelling. Your arm hurt from the shot?
Maybe it won’t.” He walked her to the door, and
thanked her for her company. She was still amazed to
be safely back. She hardly realized that it was time to
say goodbye.
As a matter of fact, she does not know, to this day, if
those words were spoken or if he only caught her,
wound his arms around her, held her so tightly, with
such continuous, changing pressure that it seemed as
if more than two arms were needed, as if she were
surrounded by him, his body strong and light,
demanding and renouncing all at once, telling her that
she was wrong to give up on him, everything was
possible, but then again that she was not wrong, he
meant to stamp himself on her and go.
Early in the morning, the manager knocked on the
dormitory door, calling for Grace.
“Somebody on the phone,” he said. “Don’t bother
getting up—they just wanted to know if you were
here. I said I’d go and check. O.K. now.”
It would be Maury, she thought. One of them,
anyway. But probably Maury. Now she’d have to deal
with Maury.
When she went down to serve breakfast—wearing
running shoes, one loosely laced—she heard about the
accident. A car had gone into a bridge abutment
halfway down the road to Sabot Lake. It had been
rammed right in—it was totally smashed and burned
up. There were no other cars involved, and apparently
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no passengers. The driver would have to be identified
by dental records. Or probably had been, by this time.
“One hell of a way,” the manager said. “Better to go
and cut your throat.”
“It could’ve been an accident,” said the cook, who
had an optimistic nature. “Could’ve just fell asleep.”
“Yeah. Sure.”
Her arm hurt now, as if it had taken a wicked blow.
She couldn’t balance her tray, and had to carry it in
front of her, using both hands instead.
She did not have to deal with Maury face to face. He
wrote her a letter.
Just say he made you do it. Just say you didn’t want
to go.
She wrote back five words. I did want to go.
She was going to add, I’m sorry, but stopped herself.
Mr. Travers came to the inn to see her a few days
later. He was polite and businesslike, firm, cool, not
unkind. She saw him now in circumstances that let
him come into his own. A man who could take
charge, who could tidy things up. He said that it was
very sad, they were all very sad, but alcoholism was a
terrible thing. When Mrs. Travers was a little better,
he was going to take her on a trip, a vacation,
somewhere warm.
Then he said that he had to be going. He had many
things to do. As he shook her hand to say goodbye, he
put an envelope into it.
“We both hope you’ll make good use of this,” he said.
The check was for a thousand dollars. Immediately
she thought of sending it back or tearing it up, and
sometimes even now she thinks that that would have
been a grand thing to do. But in the end, of course,
she was not able to do it. In those days, it was enough
money to insure her a start in life.
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راديکالھای آزاد

٨٤

برگردان فارسی :گيل آوايی

Free radicals 84فری راديکالز يا راديکال ھای آزاد ،اتمھای تک الکترونی ای ھستند که
بيماری ھای خطرناکی ھمچون سرطان وپيری زودرس و نارساييھای خطرناک قلبی را سبب
می شوند.

٢٨۵

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

داستان
اثر :آليس مونرو

PDF.tarikhema.org
٢٨۶

راديکالھای آزاد

 Nita 85اسم زن

٢٨۶

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

در آﻏﺎز ﻫﻤﻪ زﻧﮓ ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ﺣﺎﺻﻞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺘﺎ
زﻳﺎد اﻓﺴﺮده ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،زﻳﺎد ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،زﻳـﺎد ﻛﻤﺨـﻮري ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ زﻳﺎد ﻣـﺸﺮوب ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮرد ) ،ﺷـﺮاﺑﺨﻮار ﻗﻬـﺎري ﺑـﻮد.
ﺑﺴﻴﺎري ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او از ﺧـﻮردن ﻣـﺸﺮوب ﺑﻜﻠـﻲ
ﻣﻤﻨﻮع ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ (.او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﺮﮔﺰار ﻛﺮد ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ اﻧﺪوه
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﺮوز دﻫﺪ و اﻧﺪوه ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎدي ﻏﻴﺮ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺑﻨﻤﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑـﻲ
ﺣﻀﻮر ذﻫﻦ و ﮔﻴﺞ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اوﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﺧﻮارﺑﺎر ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﺪارد .ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ
درﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ .ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎري ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺴﺨﻪ
ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎ و ﭘﺴﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻬﺎي ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰاري اش داﺷﺖ.
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دوﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘﺮش اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ از ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ آﮔﺎه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ – ﻛـﻪ او
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮردنِ زﻳﺎد ،ﻧﺎراﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷـﺖ
ﻫﻤﺪردي را دور ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺖ.
او ﺣﺘﻲ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ دور از او زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،را ازﭼﻨـﺎن
ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺧﺒﺮ ﻧﻜﺮد .ﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺳﺎﺑﻖ رﻳـﭻ 86در آرﻳﺰوﻧـﺎ 87ﻳـﺎ
ﺑﺮادر ﺷﺒﻪ ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ اش در ﻧﻮا اﺳﻜﻮﺛﻴﺎ ، 88اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ اﻳـﻦ دو ﻧﻔـﺮ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد درك ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻧـﺰدﻳﻜﺶ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﭼﺮا او ﺑﺪون اﻧﺠﺎم ﺗـﺸﻴﻴﻊ ﺟﻨـﺎزه اﻗـﺪام ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد،
ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم داده ﺑﻮد.
رﻳﭻ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺣﺎل رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه اﺑـﺰار اﻻت
در روﺳﺘﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺪود ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ده ﺻـﺒﺢ ﺑـﻮد .و او ﺗـﺎزه رﻧـﮓ
ﻛﺮدن ﻧﺮده ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎم را ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .از اﻳﻦ رو ،داﺷﺖ آﻧﻬﺎ
را ﭘﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮاي رﻧﮓ زدن آﻣﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ و وﺳﻴﻠﻪ ﺗﻤﻴـﺰ
ﻛﺮدن ،در ﻣﻴﺎن دﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻜﻨﺪ.
وﻗﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد در ﺑﺎره ﺗﺎﺧﻴﺮ داﺷﺘﻨﺶ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺧﻢ ﺷﺪه روي ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه اﺑﺰارآﻻت ﺑﻮد و
ﺗﺨﻔﻴﻒ ﻗﻴﻤﺖ دﺳﺘﮕﺎه ﭼﻤﻦ زن را ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ داد ،ﻣﺮده ﺑﻮد.
او ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه ﺑﺮود.
ﻫﺸﺘﺎد و ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﻟﺶ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد  .از ﺳﻼﻣﺖ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﺮﺧﻮردار
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ﺑﻮد ﻓﻘﻂ ﮔﻮش ﭼﭙﺶ ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﺑﻮد .دﻛﺘﺮش ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ
ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻌﺎﻳﻨﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻌﺎﻳﻨﺎت اﺧﻴﺮ ﺑﺎ
ﺧﺒــﺮ ﺷــﻮد ،ﺑﺎﻃــﻞ ﺷــﺪن ﺻﻮرﺗﺤــﺴﺎب درﻣــﺎن ﺑــﺎ ﺷــﻤﺎر
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻣﺮگ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ اراﺋﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﻧـﺎﺑﻮد ﺷـﺪ .او ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺮﻫﻴـﺰ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ.
او ﺑﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ دوﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺶ وﻳﺮﺟﻲ 89و ﻛﺎرول ،90زﻧﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻦ او ﻛﻪ ﺷﺼﺖ و دو ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و اﻳﺮاد ﮔﻴﺮ و ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﻮ،
اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ.
دوﺳﺘﺎن ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮش اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﺣﺮف زدﻧﻬﺎ را ﻧﺎﺷﺎﻳﺴﺖ و ﺑﻌﻴﺪ
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﺑﺘﺪا ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ازدﺣﺎم ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ در واﻗﻊ
در ﻣﻮرد ﺳﻮﮔﻮاري ﺣﺮﻓﻲ ﻧﺰده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ او ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪن ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺒﺎت و ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ ،اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﺠـﺰ
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ و ﻗﻀﺎوت ﺷﺪه ،دور رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ارزاﻧﺘـﺮﻳﻦ ﺟﻌﺒـﻪ
ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﺮاﺳﻤﻲ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻪ ﭼﺎل ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺴﺌﻮل ﻛﻔـﻦ و دﻓـﻦ
ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺮﺧﻼف ﻗـﺎﻧﻮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ او و
رﻳﭻ ﺣﻘﺎﻳﻖ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻲ ﭘﺮده داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ) .رك و ﺑﻲ ﭘﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
– م ( آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗـﺸﺨﻴﺺ ﺳـﺮﻃﺎنِ او
ﻗﻄﻌﻲ ﺷﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﺧﺒﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
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او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺪاﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻃﺮح ﻣﺮا دزدﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد؟
ﻣﺮدم اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ ﺳﻨﺘﻲ را ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ اﻳﻦ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ) ﻣﺪرن –م( داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺟﺸﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ.
ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ ﻣﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗﻪ اش را ﭘﺨﺶ ﻛﺮدن ،دﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﻫﻤـﺪﻳﮕﺮ
را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ در ﺳـﺘﻮدن رﻳـﭻ ﮔﻔـﺘﻦ ،در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ
ﺣﺲ ﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ دم دﻣﻲ ﻣﺰاﺟﻲ و اﺷﺘﺒﺎﻫﺎت ﻗﺎﺑﻞ
ﺑﺨﺸﺶ او ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ اﻧﮕﻴﺨﺖ.
از آن ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ رﻳﭻ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺣﺎﻟﺶ را ﺑﻬﻢ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺰار ﺷـﺪ و ﺟﻨـﺐ و ﺟـﻮش،
ﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﻓﺮاﮔﻴﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺘﺎ را در ﺧﻮدﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺤﻮ ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﻫﺎ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﺑﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ" .وﻳﺮﮔﻲ" و "ﻛﺎرول" آن را ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﻮدﺧﻮاه ﺣﺮاﻣـﺰاده ﺑـﻮد وﻗﺘـﻲ
داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ،اﮔﺮﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﺿـﺮوري ﺑـﻮد .آﻧﻬـﺎ
دور و ﺑﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣﺪﻧـﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨـﺪ ،ﺑـﺎ ﮔـﺮي ﮔـﻮس ) 91ﻏـﺎز
ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي -م( ،ﻧﻴﺮوي ﺗﺎزه ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ.
او ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺷﺎن ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻨـﺪ او ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﻣﻨﻄﻖ ﺧﺎﺻﻲ در آن اﻳﺪه ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ.
ﺧﻮﺷﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺎﺑﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺑﻬﺎر ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺳـﺮﻃﺎن او در ﺣـﺎل
ﺑﻬﺒﻮد ﺷﺪن ﺑﻮد – اﮔﺮﭼﻪ درواﻗﻊ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑـﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮﺣﺎل ﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ

PDF.tarikhema.org
٢٩٠

٢٩٠

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﺷﺪن .ﺟﮕﺮ او ﺧﻄﺮ اﺻﻠﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺟﺮاﺣﻲ ﺑﻮد و ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻛـﻢ
ﻛﻢ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮرد ،ﺷـﻜﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .او ﻓﻘـﻂ دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را
اﻓﺴﺮده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻴﺎدﺷﺎن ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازد ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ
ﺷﺮاب ﺑﺨﻮرد.ﭼﻪ رﺳﺪ ﺑﻪ ودﻛﺎ.
رﻳﭻ در ﻣﺎه ﺟﻮن ﻣﺮد .ﺣﺎﻻ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ وﺳـﻂ ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن اﺳـﺖ .از
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب زود ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﺧﻴﺰد و ﺧﻮد را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﺪ و ﻫﺮﭼـﻪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺪﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﺪ .وﻟﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﺪ و ﻫـﻢ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮﻳﺪ ،.و ﻣﺴﻮاك ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣـﻲ دوﺑـﺎره
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻗﺒﻞ رﺷﺪ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺮُس ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ .رژ ﻟﺐ ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﺪ و
اﺑﺮوﻳﺶ را ﻛﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻢ اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﺪاد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ،ﻛﻤﺮ ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ و
ﺑﺎﺳﻦ ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺒﺶ را ﻛﻪ دﺳﺘĤورد ﻳﻚ ﻋﻤﺮ رﺳﻴﺪنِ ﺑـﻪ آن در
ﻫﻤﺎن راﺳﺘﺎﺳﺖ ،ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد ،اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي
ﮔﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﻗﺴﻤﺘﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ " ﻻﻏﺮ
و اﺳﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻲ "
او ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻓﺮاﺧﺶ ﺑﺎ ﻗﺮﺻـﻬﺎ و ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬـﺎ ي دور و
ﺑﺮش و ﻣﺠﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺪه در اﻃﺮاﻓﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺪ .او ﺟﺮﻋـﻪ
ﺟﺮﻋﻪ از ﻟﻴﻮان ﭼﺎي ﻛﻤﺮﻧﮓ ﮔﻴـﺎﻫﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻮﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ اﻳﻨـﻚ
ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺰﻳﻦ ﻗﻬﻮه ي اوﺳﺖ .ﻳﻚ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺪون
ﻗﻬﻮه ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﻃـﻮري ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ ﻛـﻪ
واﻗﻌﺎ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ در دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﭼﺎي داغ
ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮدن ﻳـﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻃـﻲ
ﺳﺎﻋﺘﻬﺎ و روزﻫﺎ از ﺳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ.
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اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻳﭻ ﺑﻮد .او آن را وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﻫﻤـﺴﺮش،
ﺑِﺖ ،92ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﺮﻳﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ در ﻧﻈﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺤﻞ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷــﺪ .در ﻓــﺼﻞ زﻣــﺴﺘﺎن ﺑــﺴﺘﻬﻤﻲ ﺷــﺪ .دو اﺗــﺎق ﺧــﻮاب
ﺑﺴﻴﺎرﻛﻮﭼﻚ .ﻳﻚ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ .ﻧـﻴﻢ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ از دﻫﻜـﺪه
ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ رﻳﭻ ﺑﺰودي ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎر روي آن ﻛـﺮد.
ﻧﺠﺎري ﻣﻲ آﻣﻮزد ،دو ﺣﺎﺷﻴﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﺗﺎق ﺧـﻮاب درﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺣﻤﺎم و اﺗﺎق ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش ،ﺷﻜﻞ اﺻﻠﻲ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
را ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﺑﺎ اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﺑﺎز ،اﺗﺎق ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ،آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در ﮔﻴـﺮش ﺑـﺸﻮد،
ﻛﺘﺎب اﺷﭙﺰي ﻧﻮﺷـﺘﻪ و ﻣﻨﺘـﺸﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ او را ﺑـﺮاي ﺳـﺎﻟﻬﺎ
ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻧﻤﻮد .ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
و در ﻫﻤﺎن زﻣﺎن ﺑﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﺮدم ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻘـﺶ
ﺧﻮدش را در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ و ﻛﻤـﻚ ﻧﺠـﺎر اﺳـﺖ ،و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﻧﺠﺎري او و رﻳﭻ را ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .رﻳﭻ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻧﻴﺘـﺎ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .او در دﻓﺘﺮ ﺛﺒـﺖ داﻧـﺸﮕﺎه ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ادﺑﻴـﺎت ﻗـﺮون
وﺳﻄﺎ آﻣﻮﺧﺖ ،ﻛﺎر ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻛﻪ ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎري ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ،
ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ ي ﺗﺮاﺷﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭼﻮﺑﻬﺎي اره ﺷﺪه اي ﻛﻪ ﻗﺮار ﺑـﻮد اﺗـﺎق
ﻣﺮﻛﺰي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺳﻘﻒ ﻗﻮﺳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺖ در ﺷـﻬﺮ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪه
ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﻋﻴﻨﻚ اﻓﺘـﺎﺑﻲ اش را ﺟـﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻧـﻪ ﻋﻤـﺪا،
اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﺖ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎور
ﻧﻤﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﺪا ﺟﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻴـﺎﻫﻮي ﻣﻌﻤـﻮل راه اﻓﺘـﺎد،
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ﻣﺒﺘﺬل و دردﻧﺎك .و ﻣﻨﺠﺮ ﺑﻪ رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎﻟﻴﻔﺮﻧﻴـﺎ ،ﺳـﭙﺲ
ارﻳﺰوﻧﺎ ﺷﺪ .ﻧﻴﺘﺎ از ﻛﺎرش ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻛﺎرﻣﻨـﺪﺛﺒﺖ اﺳـﺘﻌﻔﺎء داد و
رﻳﭻ از رﻳﺎﺳﺖ ﻫﻨﺮﻫـﺎ ﺷـﺪن ﺑـﺎز ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ .ﺧـﻮد را زودﻫﻨﮕـﺎم
ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﻛﺮد ،ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي در ﺷـﻬﺮ را ﻓﺮوﺧـﺖ .ﻧﻴﺘـﺎ ﺟﺎﻣـﻪ ي
ﻧﺠﺎر ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺘﺮ را ارث ﻧﺒﺮد اﻣﺎ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي او را در ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺎر ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺳﺎزي ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪ و ﻧﺎﺷـﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﺷـﺎﻣﻬﺎي ﻧـﺎﻗﺺ در ﺑـﺸﻘﺎﺑﻬﺎي داغ
ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ داد و ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻗﺪم زدن ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ اﻛﺘـﺸﺎﻓﻲ رﻓـﺖ ،و
ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ دﺳﺘﻪ اي ﮔﻞ ﺳﻮﺳﻦ 93و ﻫﻮﻳﺞ وﺣـﺸﻲ ﻛـﻪ
در ﻗﻮﻃﻲ رﻧﮕﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻫﻤﺮاه آورد .ﺑﻌﺪ ،وﻗﺘﻲ او و رﻳﭻ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي اﺣﺴﺎس ﺷﺮم ﻛﺮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ
ﭼﻄﻮر ﻧﻘﺶ زﻧﻲ ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ ،ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﻠﻮغ ﻛـﻦ ،ﭼﺎﺑـﻚ ،ﺧﻨـﺪان،
دﺧﺘﺮ ﻓﻮق اﻟﻌﺎده ﺳﻔﺮ ،ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻨﺪ .او واﻗﻌﺎ ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﻏﻴﺮ از ﺟﺪي
ﺑﻮد ،ﻇﺎﻫﺮي ﺳﺮﻫﻢ ﺑﻨﺪ ،زﻧﻲ ﺧﺠﻮل ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ
ﭘﺎدﺷﺎن ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻣﻠﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺲ را از ﺑﺮ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ و ﺳـﻲ ﺳـﺎل
ﺟﻨﮓ ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺟﻨﮓ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ اﻣﺎ از رﻗﺼﻴﺪن در ﺣﻀﻮر
ﻣﺮدم ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺑﺖ ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ روي ﻧﺮدﺑﺎن ﻣﺘﺤﺮك ﺑﺮود.
در ﻛﻨﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ردﻳﻔﻲ از ﺳﺮوﻫﺎي آزاد ﻗﺮارداﺷﺖ و ﺧﺎﻛﺮﻳﺰ راه
آﻫﻦ در ﻛﻨﺎره دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﻋﺒﻮر و ﻣﺮور ﻗﻄﺎر ﻫﺮ ﮔﺰ اﻧﻘﺪر زﻳﺎد
ﻧﺒﻮد و ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻳﻜﻲ دوﺗﺎ ﻗﻄﺎر در ﻣﺎه ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ .ﻋﻠﻔﻬـﺎي
ﻫﺮز ﺑﻪ وﻓﻮر ﻣﻴﺎن ﺷﻴﺎرﻫﺎي راه آﻫﻦ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر وﻗﺘـﻲ او
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ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻳﺎﺋﺴﮕﻲ ﺑﻮد ،ﻧﻴﺘﺎ رﻳﭻ را دﺳﺖ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ روي
ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎ ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻛﻨﻨﺪ - ،اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻧﻪ روي ﮔﺮه ﻫﺎ) ﺑﺮآﻣﺪه ﻫـﺎي
راه آﻫﻦ  -م( ،اﻣﺎ روي ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻧﺎزك ﻛﻨﺎرﺷﺎن -و آﻧﻬـﺎ روي
ﻫﻢ ﭘﺮﻳﺪﻧﺪ و ﺑﻄﻮر ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻌﻤﻮل از ﻫﻢ ﻟﺬت ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻫﺮ روز ﺻﺒﺢ ،اول روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش درﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ رﻳﭻ ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﻣﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ،ﺑﺪﻗﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .او در ﺣﻤـﺎم ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﺘﺮ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ
وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ اﺻــﻼﺣﺶ در ﻛﻨـﺎر دﻳﮕــﺮ داروﻫـﺎ ﺑــﺮاي ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﻫــﺎي
ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻔﺶ ،ﺑﻮد ،ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎري ﻫﺎي ﻣﺰﻣﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ او دور
ﺑﺮﻳﺰد .ﻧﻪ او در اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮده و ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ در ﺣﻤﺎم ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﺣﻤـﺎم وان،
رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﺎ در اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي آﺧﺮ ﭘﺎﺗﻮﻗﺶ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ او در ﺑﺎم ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﻄﺮز ﺧﻨﺪه
داري دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،از ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او در روزﻫﺎي ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﺗﻈـﺎﻫﺮ
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺸﺪار ﺑﻮدن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﺤﺖ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ از دﻳﺪن ﻋﺸﺒﺎزي دﻳﮕﺮان ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد94
ﻳﺎ درﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ ،ﺑﻴﺶ از ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻏﻴﺒﺘﺶ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ
ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﺑﺘﺪا او ﺿﺮوري داﻧـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻄـﺮف در
ﺑــﺮود و آن را ﺑــﺎز ﻛﻨــﺪ و ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠــﺎ ﺑﺎﻳــﺴﺘﺪ ،اﻧﺒــﻮه ﻛﺎﻏــﺬﻫﺎ،
ﻛﺎﻣﭙﻴﻮﺗﺮ ﻓﻜﺴﺘﻨﻲ ،ﭘﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﺮ رﻳﺰ ﺷﺪه ،ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي وِﻟﻮ
ﺷﺪه ي ﺑﺎزِ رو ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ وﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر در ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﻫﺎ ،را ﺑﺮﺳﻲ
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ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي از اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻳﻦ روزﻫﺎ ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ وارد اﺗﺎق ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر را
ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﺗﺠﺎوز ﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺖ .او ﻧﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺠﺎوز ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻓﻈـﻪ
ي ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ اﻣﻜﺎن ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ در ﻧﻈـﺮ
ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .رﻳﭻ در ﻧﮕﺎه او ﺑﺮﺟـﻲ از ﻛـﺎراﻳﻲ)ﻟﻴﺎﻗـﺖ  -م( و
رﻗﺎﺑﺖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ و ﺣﻀﻮر روﺷﻦ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ
ﺑﺎور داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺑﻲ دﻟﻴﻞ ،ﻛـﻪ او زﻧـﺪه ﻧﮕـﻪ اش ﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ در ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ ،ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺑـﺎور اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﻄـﻮر
ﻛﻞ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ در ذﻫﻦ ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮﺷﺎن ﻳﻚ ﻳﻘﻴﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
او اول ﺑﻪ زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .واﻗﻌﻦ ﻳﻚ زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻧـﻪ
ﻳﻚ اﻧﺒﺎري .ﺗﺨﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ راﻫﻲ روي ﻛﻒ ﻛﺜﻴﻒ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .و
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﺎﻻ ،ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه از ﺗـﺎر ﻋﻨﻜﺒـﻮت ﺑـﻮد .او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﭼﻴﺰي از ﻫﻤﻪ ي آﻧﭽﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻧﻴـﺎز ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ﺟـﺰ ﻗـﻮﻃﻲ
ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﭘﺮِ رﻧﮓ رﻳﭻ ،ﺗﺨﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻃﻮﻟﻬﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ،اﺑﺰاري ﻛﻪ ﻳﺎ
ﻗﺎﺑﻞ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻳﺎ دور اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ رﻳﭻ ﻣـﺮده
ﺑﻮد ،او ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر در را ﺑﺎزﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﺮاغ روﺷﻦ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﺷﺨﺼﺎ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺷﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي ﻓﻴﻮزﻫﺎ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺑﺮﭼﺴﺒﻬﺎي ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه
ﻛﻨﺎرﺷﺎن ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ اﺳﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺑﺎﻻ آﻣـﺪ،
در را ﻃﺒﻖ ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﭼِﻔﺖ ﻛﺮد .رﻳﭻ ﺑﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻋـﺎدت او
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر ﻓﻜـﺮ
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ﻛﻨﺪ از دﻳﻮارﻫﺎي ﺳﻨﮕﻲ و ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎي ﺟﻦ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﺗﻬﺪﻳـﺪش
ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ روي ،زﻳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﺳﺎده ﺗﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻏﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺻﺪ
ﺑﺎر آﺳﺎن ﺗﺮ از ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ ﺑﻮد.
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب را درﺳﺖ و ﺑﻬﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻨﻬﺎي ﺧﻮدش در آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻳﺎ اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب را ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ اﻧﮕﻴﺰه ي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را
ﺟﺎرو ﺑﺰﻧﺪ و ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﺪ ،دور ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .او ﺑﻨﺪرت ﻳﻚ ﮔﻴﺮه ي
ﺗﺎب ﺧﻮرده ﻛﺎﻏﺬ ﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ آﻫﻨﺮﺑﺎي ﻳﺨﭽﺎن 95ﻛﻪ رﺑﺎﻳﺶ اش را
از دﺳــﺖ داده ﺑــﻮد ،دور ﺑﺮﻳــﺰد ،ﻛﻨــﺎر ﺑــﺸﻘﺎب ،ﺳــﻜﻪ ﻫــﺎي
اﻳﺮﻟﻨﺪي ﻛﻪ رﻳﭻ آﻧﻬﺎ را از ﻣـﺴﺎﻓﺮﺗﺶ ﭼﻬـﺎرده ﺳـﺎل ﭘـﻴﺶ
آورده ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ وﻳﮋﻳﮕـﻲ
ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳﺐ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻛﺎرول ﻳﺎ وﻳﺮﺟﻲ ،ﻫﺮ روز زﻧﮓ ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻻ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ او از ﺣـﺪ
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺧﻮب اﺳـﺖ .ﺑـﺰودي از
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ در ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .او ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ زﻣﺎن ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن و
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺖ .و ﺧﻮردن و ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪن.
ﺑﺠﺰ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻮرد ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﺑـﻮد ،راﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .او
روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ و ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ دور و ﺑﺮش ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ
ﻳﻜﻲ را ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﻮان ﺑﻮد -.ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ
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از دﻻﻳﻠﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ رﻳﭻ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،او زﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ.
او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ و ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ و ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﮕﺬارد اﻣـﺎ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ روي ﻳﻚ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﺗﻤﺮﻛﺰ ﻛﻨﺪ.
او ﺣﺘﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪه ﻳﻚ ﺑـﺎر ﺧـﻮان ﻫـﻢ ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﻛـﻪ " ﺑـﺮادران
ﻛﺎراﻣﺎزوف" " دﻧﺪاﻧﻪ روي ﺧـﻼل " " ،ﺑﺎﻟﻬـﺎي ﺣﻠـﺰون "" ،
ﺟﺎدوي ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن " ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ و ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧـﺪ .او ﻳﻜـﻲ را
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﻳﻚ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ي ﺑﺨﺼﻮص را ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و او را از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﮕﺬار ،ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺗـﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜـﻪ
ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺛﺒﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .او داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻣـﺪرن ﻫـﻢ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ داﺳﺘﺎن .او از ﺷﻨﻴﺪن ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻓﺮار ﺑﻴﺰار ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺮاي داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻳﻜﺒﺎر ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺎزﻳﮕﻮﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ واﻗﻌـﻲ ﺑـﻮد و آن ﻓـﺮار
ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ واﻗﻌﻲ ﻣﻬﻤﺘﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺤﺚ ﺷﻮد.
ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻄﺮز ﻋﺠﻴﺒﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ ي آﻧﻬﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣـﺮگ رﻳـﭻ
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻏﺮق در ﺑﻴﻤﺎري ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ ﻫﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ
ﻣﻮﻗﺖ ﺑﻮد و ﺟﺎدوي ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن دوﺑﺎره ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد او از دارو
ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﺧﻼص ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد و درﻣﺎن دﺷﻮار و ﺧـﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪه اش
ﻫﻢ.
وﻟﻲ ﻇﺎﻫﺮا اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ او ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺎوﻳﺪن اﻓﻜﺎرش ﭼﺮاﻳـﻲ آن را
ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ.
"زﻳﺎد در ﮔﻴﺮ ﺷﺪم"
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"ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ .ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻢ؟"
"ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺗﺮ از آن ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﻨﻢ"
" ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ؟"
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن اﺳﺖ"
"در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ؟ "
"ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ "
ﻳﻚ روز ﺻﺒﺢ ،ﭘﺲ از ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ،ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ
روز ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﮔﺮﻣﻲ اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﻮد و ﭘﻨﻜﻪ را روﺳﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ او
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﺮاي زﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ،درﻫﺎي ﭘﺸﺖ
و ﺟﻠﻮ را ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﮕﺬارد ﻫﻮا ﺟﺮﻳﺎن ﻳﺎﺑﺪ.اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎدي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ از
درون ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ.
ﻗﻔﻞ درِ ﺟﻠﻮ را اول ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد .و ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ از آن ﻛﻮرﺳﻮﻳﻲ از
ﻧﻮر ﺻﺒﺤﮕﺎه ،ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻨﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ ﺑﻪ ﻧـﻮاري از ﺗـﺎرﻳﻜﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻮر را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ در ﺗﻮري ﻛﻪ ﭼِﻔﺘﺶ زده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،اﻳﺴﺘﺎد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺷﻤﺎ را ﺑﺘﺮﺳﺎﻧﻢ .دﻧﺒﺎل زﻧﮓ در ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ .ﺿﺮﺑﻪ اي ﺑﻪ در ﺗﻮري زدم اﻣﺎ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺷـﻤﺎ
ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪﻳﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﺒﺨﺸﻴﺪ".
"ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺮﺳﻲ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي ﻓﻴﻮزﻫﺎ آﻣﺪه ام اﮔﺮ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻴﺪ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ"
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او ﻛﻨﺎر رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان را ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ راه دﻫﺪ .ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻃـﻮل
داد ﺗﺎ ﺑﻴﺎد آورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﻠـﻪ ،در زﻳـﺮزﻣﻴﻦ .ﺑـﺮق را روﺷـﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﺷـﻤﺎ
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﺪ".
او در را ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮش ﺑﺴﺖ و ﺧﻢ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻔﺸﺶ را در آورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﺎ ﻛﻔﺶ اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد .آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ روز ﺑـﺎراﻧﻲ
اﺳﺖ".
"ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻋﺎدت ﻫﻢ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻋﺎدت دارم .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ ﺑﺠـﺎي
ﺧﻴﺴﻲ ي روزِ ﺑﺎراﻧﻲ ،ﺟﺎي ﭘﺎ از ﮔﺮد و ﻏﺒﺎر ﺑﮕﺬارد".
او ﺑﻪ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺖ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ او از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮود.
درِ زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ را ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺎﻻ
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ "،او.ﻛﻲ ) ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ؟( ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدﻳﺪ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
داﺷﺖ ﺟﻠﻮ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ اورا ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻮي درﺧﺮوﺟـﻲ راﻫﻨﻤـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﺳﭙﺲ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ رد ﭘﺎﻳﻲ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮش ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ.
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ و او را دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده اﺳﺖ.
" ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻤﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ ﺗﻌﻤﻴـﺮ ﻛﻨـﻲ و
ﺑﺨﻮري ،ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ؟"
ﺗﻐﻴﻴــﺮي در ﺻــﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑــﻮد – ﻳــﻚ ﺷﻜــﺴﺘﮕﻲ در آن ﺑــﻮد،
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي ﻛﻪ او را وا داﺷﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﻃﻨﺰﭘـﺮداز ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳـﻮﻧﻲ اي ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ي ﻳﻚ روﺳـﺘﺎﻳﻲ را در ﻣـﻲ آورد .در اﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
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زﻳﺮ ﻧﻮر آﺳﻤﺎن دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ اي ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ در را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،در درﺧـﺸﺶ ﻧـﻮر ﺻـﺒﺢ او
ﻣﺮدي ﺑﺎ ﺗﻨﻲ اﺳﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻲ ،ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺗﻴﺮه دﻳﺪ .ﺑﺪن آﻧﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺣﺎﻻ دﻳﺪ ،ﻳﻘﻴﻨﻦ ﻻﻏﺮ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮ از آن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد ﻛـﻪ
از ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ اش ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .در ﺧﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ دراز و ﭼﺮب ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ آﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﻣﻨﻈﺮ
ﻇﻨﺰ وار اﻣﺎ ﺳﻤﺞ ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد آﻧﭽﻨـﺎن ﻛـﻪ راه ﺧـﻮدش را
ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ﻣﻦ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ دﻳـﺎﺑﺘﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ .ﻧﻤـﻲ
داﻧﻢ ﺷﻤﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﺨﺺ دﻳﺎﺑﺘﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳـﻴﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺷﻤﺎ ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ ﺗﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻣﻲ روﻳﺪ ﻏﺬا ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮرﻳﺪ .در ﻏﻴﺮ اﻳﻨﺼﻮرت ﺗﻤﺎم ﺳﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﺷﻤﺎ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳـﺐ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از آﻣﺪن اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺧﻮرده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬارم ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ ام ﺑﺸﻮد .اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد اﮔﺮ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻢ؟"
او ﭘﻴﺶ از ﮔﻔﺘﻦ داﺷﺖ روي ﻣﻴﺰ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.
"ﻗﻬﻮه دارﻳﺪ؟"
"ﻣﻦ ﭼﺎي دارم .ﭼﺎي ﮔﻴﺎﻫﻲ .اﮔﺮ ﺧﻮﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ".
"ﺣﺘﻤﻦ ﺣﺘﻤﻦ"
ﭼﺎي در ﺻﺎﻓﻲ رﻳﺨﺖ و ﻛﺘﺮي را ﺑﻪ ﺑﺮق وﺻﻞ ﻛﺮد و ﻳﺨﭽﺎل
را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﭼﻴﺰ زﻳﺎدي ﻧـﺪارم .ﭼﻨـﺪﺗﺎ ﺗﺨـﻢ ﻣـﺮغ دارم .ﮔـﺎﻫﻲ
ﻧﻴﻤﺮو ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ و ﻣﻘﺪاري ﻛﭻ آپ) ﺳـﺲ ﮔﻮﺟـﻪ ﻓﺮﻧﮕـﻲ-م(
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روﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ رﻳﺰم .دوﺳﺖ دارﻳﺪ؟ ﻛﻠﻮﭼـﻪ اﻧﮕﻠﻴـﺴﻲ دارم ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺮﺷﺘﻪ اش ﻛﻨﻢ".
"اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ،اﻳﺮﻟﻨﺪي ،ﻳﻮرﻛﺸﺎﻳﺮي ،ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﻓﺮق ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ".
ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮغ در ﺗﺎوه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻜﻨﺪ ،زرده را ﭘﺨﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و
آن را ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻨﮕﺎل آﺷﭙﺰي ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﺳـﭙﺲ ﻣﻘـﺪاري از
ﻛﻠﻮﭼﻪ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ دارد و در ﺗﻮﺳﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬارد .ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺑﻲ از ﮔﻨﺠـﻪ
ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ دارد ،ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬارد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﭼﺎﻗﻮ و ﭼﻨﮕﺎﻟﻲ ﻫـﻢ
از ﻛﺸﻮ در ﻣﻲ آورد.
ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان ﺑﺸﻘﺎب را ﺑﺎﻻ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ
ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺑﺸﻘﺎب ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﻫﻢ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ
اش ﺑﻪ ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎ ﺑـﻮد ،ﺻـﺪاي ﺷﻜـﺴﺘﻦ ﺑـﺸﻘﺎب ﺑـﺮ ﻛـﻒ
آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺷﻨﻴﺪ.
ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺗﺎزه اي ﮔﻔﺖ " ،آﻓﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدم .ﻳﻚ ﺻﺪاي ﺟﻴـﻎ
ﺟﻴﻐﻮ ،ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ زﺷﺖ .ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ رﻓﺘﻢ و ﭼﻪ ﻛﺮدم) آﻣـﺪم
اﺑﺮو را درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ ،ﭼﺸﻢ را ﻛﻮر ﻛﺮدم –م(.
او ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺸﺪه".
" ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻣﻴﺎن اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﻢ ﻟﻐﺰﻳﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
ﺑﺸﻘﺎب دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ و روي ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻴﻜـﻪ
ﻛﻠﻮﭼﻪ را ﻧﻴﻢ ﻛﺮد و ﻧﻴﻤﺮو را روي آن ﺑﺎ ﻛﭻ آپ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪ.
ﺿﻤﻨﻦ او ﺧﻢ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ ﻗﻄﻌﺎت ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﺸﻘﺎب ﭼﻴﻨـﻲ را
ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻗﻄﻌﻪ اي از ﺑﺸﻘﺎب ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ را ﺑﺎﻻ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،ﻃﻮري
ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻟﺒﻪ ﺗﻴﺰي داﺷﺖ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ او ﻏـﺬاﻳﺶ را
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در ﺑﺸﻘﺎب ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ،ﻣﺮدﺟﻮان ﺗﻴﺰي اش را ﺑﻪ آراﻣﻲ روي
ﺟﻠﻮي ﺑﺎزوي ﻟﺨﺘﺶ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺧﻮن ﻧﻤﺎﻳـﺎن
ﺷﺪ ،اول ﻗﻄﺮه اي ﺟﺪا از ﻫﻢ وﻟﻲ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﻧﻮاري از ﺧﻮن
ﺟﺎري ﺷﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،ﻳﻚ ﺟﻚ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻄـﻮر ﺑـﺮاي
ﺟﻚ از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎ ﺑﻜﻨﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﺟﺪي ﺑﻮدم ﻧﻴﺎزي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛـﭻ
آپ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻴﻢ .اه ؟
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻗﻄﻌﺎﺗﻲ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺟﻤﻊ ﻧﻜـﺮده ﺑـﻮد.
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ رﻓﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺟﺎروﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در اﺗﺎق اﻧﺒﺎري ﺑـﻮد،
ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮدن آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﻣﺮدﺟﻮان ﺑـﺎزوﻳﺶ را در ﻳـﻚ
ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ زدن ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻦ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻦ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دارم ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮرم .ﺑﺎزوي ﺧﻮﻧﻲ اش را ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد ﺗـﺎ دوﺑـﺎره ﺑـﻪ او ﻧـﺸﺎن
دﻫﺪ ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭽﻲ از ﻛﻠﻮﭼﻪ و ﻧﻴﻤﺮو و ﻛـﭻ آپ درﺳـﺖ
ﻛﺮد و ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ دﻧﺪان زدن ﺗﻤﺎﻣـﺎ ﺧـﻮرد .ﺑـﺎ دﻫـﺎن ﺑـﺎز آن را
ﺟﻮﻳﺪ .ﻛﺘﺮي داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﭼﺎي ﻛﻴﺴﻪ در ﻓﻨﺠﺎن؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ .در واﻗﻊ ﭼﺎي ﻓﻠﻪ اﺳﺖ".
"ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ ﻧﻜــﻦ .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧــﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﻨــﺎر آن ﻛﺘـﺮي ﺑــﺮوي .ﻣــﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ؟"
آب داغ را از ﺻﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن رﻳﺨﺖ.
" ﻣﺜﻞ ﻋﻠﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ داري؟"
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" ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .ﺑﻠﻪ"
" ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ داري ،ﻫﻤﺎن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ داري ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﺮدي
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻢ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ﻓﻴﻮز را درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي؟"
" ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم"
" ﺣﺎﻻ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪي؟"
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ آن را ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮزﻧﺶ ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﻧﻜﺮد اﻣـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﭘﺮﺳـﺶ
ﺟﺪي داﻧﺴﺖ.
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ  .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ ،وﺣـﺸﺖ زده
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
" ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ .و آن اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﺘﺮﺳﻲ .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺠﺎوز ﻛﻨﻢ".
" ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﻜﺮي ﻧﻜﺮدم".
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ آﻧﻘﺪرﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ" .
ﺟﺮﻋﻪ اي از ﭼﺎي را ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺪ و ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ را ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
" ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ زن ﭘﻴﺮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ" ﺑـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ
ﻫﻴﻤﻨﻄﻮري .ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺳﮕﻬﺎ و ﮔﺮﺑﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻳﺎ زﻧﺎن ﭘﻴـﺮ .ﻣـﺮدان
ﭘﻴﺮ .داد و ﺑﻴﺪاد ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﺧﻮب ،ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ
ان ﻋﻼﻗﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻧﺪارم .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻣﻌﻤﻮل و ﺑـﺎ ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ
زﻧﺎن زﻳﺒﺎ دوﺳﺖ دارم و ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺪو.
ﭘﺲ ﺑﺎ اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎش".
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ".
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او ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ از ﺧـﻮدش راﺿـﻲ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
"آن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺗﻮﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻠﻮي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ؟"
"ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ"
"ﺷﻮﻫﺮ؟ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟"
" ﻣﺮده .ﻣﻦ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﻔﺮوﺷﻤﺶ اﻣـﺎ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻔﺮوﺧﺘﻢ".
"ﭼﻪ اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ .ﭼﻪ ﺣﻤﺎﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﺮد آن را ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ".
" 2004؟ "
" ﺑﻠﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
" ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺷـﻮﻫﺮ
داﺷﺘﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻠﻚ ﺑﺰﻧﻲ .اﮔـﺮ ﭼـﻪ ﻛﻠـﻚ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ آن را ﺑﻮ ﺑﻜـﺸﻢ اﮔـﺮ زﻧـﻲ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .در
ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ي ﻳﻚ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ وارد ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮم.
ﻫﻤﺎن دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻛﻪ در را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣﺲ ﺷﺸﻢ .ﭘﺲ دور ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻮد .او ﻛﻲ )درﺳﺘﻪ( .آﺧـﺮﻳﻦ ﺑـﺎر ﻛـﻪ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﻲ؟"
" ﻫﻔﺪﻫﻢ ﺟﻮن ،روزﻳﻜﻪ ﻣﺮد".
" ﺑﻨﺰﻳﻦ دارد؟"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
" ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ اﮔﺮ ﻗﺒﻼ ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎ را داري؟"
"ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدم ﻧﺪارم وﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ".
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او ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش را ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ،ﺧﻮب .ﻳﻜﻲ از ﭼﻴﻨﻲ ﻫـﺎ را
داغ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷـﺪ .ﺳـﺮش را ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﺗﻜﺎن داد ،دوﺑﺎره ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.
"ﭘﺎك ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﭼﻨﺪدﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮدم ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرم ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻢ .داﺷـﺘﻢ ﺗـﺎزه از ﺧـﻮد در ﻣـﻲ آوردم ﻛـﻪ
دﻳﺎﺑﺘﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
در ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﺷﺪ و ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان ﭘﺮﻳﺪ.
" ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻣـﺎﻧﻲ .آﻧﻘـﺪر ﭘـﺎك ﻧﻴـﺴﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ
ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﮓ ﺑﮕﻴﺮم .ﻃـﻮري اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي ﺷـﺐ راه
رﻓﺘﻢ".
"داﺷﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﻴﺎورم".
" ﺻﺒﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ ﺗـﺎ ﻣـﻦ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ .از ﺧـﻂ راه آﻫـﻦ آﻣـﺪم.
ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻗﻄﺎر ﻧﺪﻳﺪم .ﺗﻤﺎم راه ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭘﻴـﺎده آﻣـﺪم و
ﻫﺮ ﮔﺰ ﻗﻄﺎر ﻧﺪﻳﺪم".
" ﺑﻨﺪرت ﻳﻚ ﻗﻄﺎر ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ".
" آره .ﺧﻮب .رﻓﺘﻢ داﺧﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺧﻨﺪق اﻃﺮاف آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺮه ﺧﺮﻫﺎي
ﺷﻬﺮ .ﺑﻌﺪ روﺷﻨﺎي روز آﻣﺪ و ﻣـﻦ ﻫﻨـﻮر ﺧـﻮب ﺑـﻮدم .ﺑﺠـﺰ
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺟﺎده ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد و از آﻧﺠـﺎ دوﻳـﺪم .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﺑـﻪ
اﻳﻨﻄﺮف ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدم و ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را دﻳـﺪم و ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ را ،و ﺑﺨـﻮدم
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﺧﻮدش اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﻬﻨﻪ ﻣﺮدم را ﺑـﺮدارم
اﻣﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﻋﻘﻞ دارم".
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ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﭙﺮﺳـﺪ ﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ.
ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﺮﻃﺎﻧﺶ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر آزاد اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او را از ﺧﻄﺮ دور
ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زﻧﻲ؟"
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .داﺷﺘﻢ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زدم؟"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ داﺷﺘﻲ ﮔﻮش ﻣـﻲ
دادي .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻳﻚ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ؟"
" ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ ﺑﺮوي".
" ﻣﻲ روم .اول ﻣﻦ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﮔﻔﺖ".
دﺳﺘﺶ را در ﺟﻴﺐ ﭘﺸﺖ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ " .اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ
ﻳﻚ ﻋﻜﺲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ؟"
ﻋﻜﺲ ﺳﻪ ﻧﻔﺮﺑﻮد .ﻛﻪ در اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺸﺖ زﻣﻴﻨﻪ از ﻛـﻒ
ﭘﻮش ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد - ،ﻧﻪ واﻗﻌﺎ ﭘﻴﺮ ؛ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ در
ﺷﺼﺖ ﺳﺎﻟﮕﻲ اش – و ﻳﻚ زن در ﺣـﺪود ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺳـﻦ روي
ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘــﻪ اي ﻧﺸــﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧــﺪ .زنِ ﺑــﺴﻴﺎر ﺟــﻮاﻧﻲ روي ﺻــﻨﺪﻟﻲ
ﭼﺮﺧﺪار ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺮ ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘـﻪ ،ﻛﻤـﻲ ﺟﻠـﻮي آن
ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﭘﻴﺮﻣـﺮد ﺳـﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﻮي ﺧﺎﻛـﺴﺘﺮي و
ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﺎزك و دﻫﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﺎز ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ آﺳـﻢ)
ﺗﻨﮕﻲ ﻧﻔﺲ-م( داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﺗـﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .زن ﭘﻴﺮ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮي ﻗﻬـﻮه
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اي ي رﻧﮓ ﺷﺪه و رژ ﻟﺐ .او ﻳـﻚ ﺑﻠـﻮز ﻛـﻪ ﻃﺎووﺳـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺘﻦ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ در ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﻣـﭻ و ﮔـﺮدن.
ﻣﺼﻤﻤﺎﻧﻪ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زد ﺣﺘﻲ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ وار ،ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ روي دﻧـﺪان
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪ او ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
وﻟﻲ آن زن ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻋﻜﺲ را اﻧﺤﺼﺎر ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﻣﺠﺰا و ﻫﻴﻮﻻﻳﻲ در ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﻳﻜﺴﺮه روﺷﻦ ،ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺗﻴـﺮه
اش ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه و ﻛـﺎﻛﻠﻲ روي ﭘﻴـﺸﺎﻧﻲ اش ،ﭼﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﻄﺮف ﮔﺮدﻧﺶ اﻓﺘﺎده ،و ﻋﻠﻴﺮﻏﻢ ﻫﻤﻪ ي آن ﺗﺤﺪب ﮔﻮﺷـﺖ،
ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮي از ﻳﻚ رﺿﺎﻳﺖ و ﺣﻴﻠﻪ ﮔﺮي ﺑﻮد.
"او ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ و آن ﻳﻜـﻲ ﭘـﺪرم .و آن ﻫـﻢ ﺧـﻮاﻫﺮ ﻣـﻦ
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎدﻟﻴﻦ ،96ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار .ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪ .ﻫـﻴﭻ
دﻛﺘﺮ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .و ﻣﺜﻞ
ﻳﻚ ﺧﻮك ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﺧﻮن ﺑﺪي ﺑﻴﻦ او و ﻣﻦ ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻴﺎد
دارم ،ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻨﺞ ﺳﺎل ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ از ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد .و ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑـﺮاي ﻋـﺬاب
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آﻣﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ دﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑﻄﺮﻓﻢ ﭘﺮت
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﺮا ﺑﺰﻣﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ زد و ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ
اش روي ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮود .ﺑﺮاي زﺑﺎن ﻓﺮاﻧﺴﻮي ام ﺑﺒﺨﺶ".
" ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺮ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدري".
" اوه .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪﻧﺪ و او را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ
ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﺒﻴﻦ و اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻛﺸﻴﺶ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ اﻳـﻦ
ﻳﻚ ﻫﺪﻳﻪ از ﺳﻮي ﺧﺪاﺳﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ او را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﻛﻠﻴـﺴﺎ
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ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ ﻣﺜـﻞ ﻳـﻚ ﮔﺮﺑـﻪ ﻟﻌﻨﺘـﻲ ﺣﻴـﺎط ﭘـﺸﺘﻲ
ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎ زوزه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ او ﺗـﻼش ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ ﺑﺴﺎزد) آﻫﻨﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ-م( .آه ﺧﺪاي ﻟﻌﻨﺘـﻲ رﺣﻤـﺘﺶ
ﻛﻨﺪ .دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺒﺨﺶ ﻣﺮا.
ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ زﻳﺎد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪم .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ .رﻓﺘﻢ و زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﺧﻮدم را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻛﺮدم .ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ،ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ آﺷـﻐﺎﻟﻬﺎ
ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮم .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺧـﻮدم را دارم .ﻛـﺎر ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ .ﻣـﻦ
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻛﺎر دارم .ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﺎﻫﻲ از ﭘﻴـﺮ ﻣـﺮدم )
ﻣﻨﻈﻮر ﭘﺪر ﭘﻴﺮش اﺳﺖ-م( ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻢ .ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم و ﺳﻘﻔﻲ
را در ﺣﺮارت  90درﺟﻪ ﻓﺎرﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻜﺎﻓﻢ ﻳـﺎ ﻛـﻒ ﮔﻨـﺪ
رﺳﺘﻮران را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﻳـﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻜﺎﻧﻴـﻚ در ﻳـﻚ ﮔـﺎراژ
ﻣﻮﺷﻬﺎي ﻓﺎﺳﺪ ﻣﻲ روم .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم اﻣـﺎ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﺜﺎﻓﺘﺸﺎن ﻧﺒﻮدم ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ زﻳﺎد ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .آن ﻛﺜﺎﻓﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ .و
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻴﺮم .ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آراﺳﺘﻪ ﻣـﻲ روم .ﭘـﺪرم ﺗـﺎ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺷﻮد ﻛﺎر ﻛـﺮد -او روي اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳـﻬﺎ ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻦ آورده ﻧﺸﺪم ﻛﻪ ﻛﺜﺎﻓﺘﻬﺎ را ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺧـﻮب .اﻳـﻦ
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪروﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ".ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﺎل ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰش ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﺷـﺪه و در
ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺳﺖ و ﻣﺎل ﺗﻮ ﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ
ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ " .ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ ﺗﻮ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺳﺨﺘﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدي وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮدي و اﮔﺮ ﭼﻨﺎن زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺳﺨﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدي ﻣﻲ
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ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﻨﻲ ﭘﺲ ﻣﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺟﺒـﺮان ﻛﻨـﻴﻢ
ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان دور ،ﭘﺪرم را روي ﺧﻂ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ
داﺷﺘﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ،ﻣـﻲ ﻓﻬﻤـﻲ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠـﻪ را .ﭘـﻲ ﻣـﻦ
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ؛ﭼﻪ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﻪ اي؟  ،اﻳـﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠـﻪ
اﺳﺖ اﮔﺮ زﻳﺮ ﻛﺎﻏﺬﻫﺎ اﻣﻀﺎ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ از ﺧﻮاﻫﺮت ﻧﮕﻬـﺪاري
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ي ﺗﻮﺳـﺖ
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ او ﻫﻢ ﻫﺴﺖ .او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
ﺧﺪاي ﻣﻦ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻗﺒﻼ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪم .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧـﺸﻨﻴﺪم
ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻳﻚ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﻪ اﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻳﻚ
ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺮدﻧﺪ او ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻣﻲ رود و
آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺎل ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد.
از اﻳﻦ رو ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮدم ﮔﻔﺘﻢ آن راﻫﻲ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ از آن
ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم و او ﮔﻔﺖ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي ﭼﻴﺰﻳـﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي اﻣـﻀﺎ
ﻛﺮدن ﺗﻮ ﺗﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .و اﮔﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ اﻣـﻀﺎ ﻛﻨـﻲ،
ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﺎر ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻮد اﮔـﺮ اﻣـﻀﺎ ﻛﻨـﻲ ،ﺧﺎﻟـﻪ ي ﺗـﻮ
رﻧﻲ 97اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺗـﻮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ  .ﭘـﺲ ﻣـﺎ
وﻗﺘﻲ رﻓﺘﻴﻢ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻣـﺎﻧﻲ و ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻨﻈـﻴﻢ
ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ " .آره ﺧﺎﻟﻪ رﻧﻲ  .او ﺧﻮاﻫﺮ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻣـﺎدرم اﺳـﺖ و او
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺳﺮآﻣﺪ ﺣﺮاﻣﺰاده ﻫﺎﺳﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﺣـﺎل او ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ
ﺧﺎﻟﻪ رﻧﻲ ي ﺗﻮ ،ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد و ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﻣـﻦ ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ
ﻛﺮدم .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺧﻮب ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﻳﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
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ﺑﺸﻮد و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻋﺎدﻻﻧﻪ ﻫﻢ اﺳـﺖ .ﺧـﻮب ﺧـﻮب ) .او.
ﻛﻲ .او .ﻛﻲ (.درﺳﺖ ﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻢ آﻧﺠـﺎ وﻳﻜـﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﺷـﺎم ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ؟
ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﺣﺘﻤﻦ .ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﮕـﺎﻫﻲ
ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي .ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ زود آرام ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮي.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،در ﺳﻦ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺠﺒﻮري ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﺣﺲ ﻫـﺎ را داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ.
ﺑﺨﻮدم ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه اﺳﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ.
ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺴﺎب ﻣﻦ رﻓﺘﻢ و ﻣﺎدر ﻣﺮغ ﭘﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺑـﻮي ﺧﻮﺷـﻲ
ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺪم .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻮي ﻣﺎدﻟﻴﻦ را ﺣـﺲ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ.
دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑﻮي ﺑﺪ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ اش .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻪ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ
ﻣﺎدرم ﻫﺮ روز ﺧﻮدش را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮرد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او آﻧﺠﺎﺳﺖ .اﻣـﺎ
ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮﺷﺮوﻳﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ،ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮﺻﺖ اﺳـﺖ .ﺧـﻮب اﺳـﺖ
ﻳﻚ ﻋﻜﺲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮم .ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ دورﺑﻴﻦ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺟﺎﻟﺐ
را داﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه درﺳﺖ ﺷـﺪه و ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨـﺪ دﻗﻴﻘـﺎ ﺑﻌـﺪ از
ﻋﻜﺲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ،ﻋﻜﺲ ﺷﺎن را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻨـﺪ .ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺧـﻮدت را
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ .ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ در ﻣﻮردش؟ و ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ
در اﺗﺎقِ ﺟﻠﻮ ،درﺳﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﺖ دادم ،ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻨﺪ  .ﻣﺎدر،
او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻋﺠﻠﻪ ﻛﻦ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪﺑﻪ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم .ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﻮﻳﻢ
ﺑﻲ وﻗﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ اﻧﺠﺎﻣﺶ ﺑﺪه .و ﻋﻜﺲ ﺷﺎن را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮم و او
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،ﻋﺠﺐ و ﺣﺎﻻ ،ﺑﮕﺬار ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻢ .و
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ،ﺻﺒﺮ ﻛﻦ ﺻﺒﺮ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎش .ﻳﻚ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻃـﻮل ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺸﺪ .و در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻨـﺪ ﭼﻄـﻮر در ﻋﻜـﺲ
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اﻓﺘﺎدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻦ اﺳﻠﺤﻪ ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻢ را در آوردم و ﺑﻮم ،اﻧﻔﺠﺎر اﻧﺒﺎر .ﺑﻪ
ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن ﺷﻠﻴﻚ ﻛﺮدم.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻋﻜﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ و ﺑﻪ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻢ و ﻣﻘـﺪاري
از ﻣﺮغ را ﺧﻮردم و دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮدم .دوﺳﺖ داﺷـﺘﻢ
ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻟﻪ رﻧﻲ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣﺎدرم ﮔﻔﺖ او ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻠﻴـﺴﺎﻳﻲ
داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻪ او ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﻠﻴﻚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ آﺳﺎﻧﻲ.
ﺣﺎﻻ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ را ﺑﺒﻴﻦ .ﻗﺒﻞ و ﺑﻌﺪ.
ﺳﺮ ﻣﺮد ﺑﻪ ﻛﻨﺎري و زن ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف ﻋﻘﺐ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻬﺮه ﺷﺎن
ﻣﻨﻔﺠﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﺧﻮاﻫﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ اﻓﺘـﺎده ﺑـﻮد
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪه ﺷﻮد ﻓﻘﻂ زاﻧﻮﻫـﺎي ﺑﺎرﻳـﻚ
ﺷــﺪه ي ﮔــﻞ ﻣﺎﻧﻨــﺪ او و ﻣــﻮي ﺗﻴــﺮه ﺑــﺎ آراﻳــﺶ ﻗــﺪﻳﻤﻲ و
ﭘﺮزﺣﻤﺘﺶ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻨـﺸﻴﻨﻢ و ﺣـﺲ ﺧـﻮب داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﺧﻮدم را راﺣﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .اﻣﺎ آﻧﻘﺪر ﻧﻤﺎﻧـﺪم ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﻮد .ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺷﺪم ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺗﻤﻴـﺰ ﻛـﺮدم و
ﻣﺮغ را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮدم و ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳـﺖ ﺑـﺮوم .ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﺎﻟﻪ رﻧﻲ آﻣﺎده ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷـﻮد اﻣـﺎ از آن ﺣـﺎل در
آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدم .ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ او را ﻫﻢ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻓﻘﻂ دﻳﮕﺮ آﻧﻄـﻮر ﺣـﺲ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ،ﻣﻌﺪه ام ﭼﻨﺎن ﭘﺮ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺮغ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑـﻮد
و ﻫﻤﻪ اش را ﺧﻮردم ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﺪي ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺧـﻮدم
ﺑﺒﺮم .ﭼﻮن ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪم .ﺳﮓ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ و ﺳﺮ و ﺻـﺪا
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ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ رﻓﺘﻢ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ژﺳﺖ اﻧﺠـﺎﻣﺶ را
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮغ ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﺲ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘـﺪر ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﻪ ﺑـﻮدم وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﭘﻴﺶ ﺗﻮ آﻣﺪم.
"اﻃﺮاف آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﺮﺧﻲ زد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﺮاي
ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪن داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ،داري؟ آن ﭼﺎﻳﻲ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك ﺑﻮد".
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺷﺮراب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ .ﻣـﻦ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﺸﺮوب ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮرم"
"ﺗﻮووووووووو؟"
"ﻧﻪ .ﻣﺸﺮوب ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ".
ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻟﺮزد.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺧﻂ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ را ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ دادم ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻴـﺎﻳﻢ.
ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻲ".
اﮔﺮ ﻣﺸﺮوب ﺑﺨﻮرد آﻳﺎ ﺑﻲ ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﺳﺨﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد
ﻳﺎ ﻣﺼﻤﻢ ﺗﺮ و وﺣﺸﺘﻲ ﺗﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد؟ ﭼﻄـﻮر ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ؟ ﺷﺮاب را ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ از آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴـﺮون
ﺑﺮود ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد .او و رﻳﭻ ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻫﺮ روز ﺷﺮاب ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﺑﻪ
ﻣﻘﺪار ﻣﻌﻘﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﺨﻮرﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي ﻗﻠـﺐ
ﻣﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .در ﻫﺮاس و ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﻲ اش ،ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ
ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﭼﻮن ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ .ﺳﺮﻃﺎن او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻛـﻪ در
ﺷﺮاﻳﻄﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد،ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ .ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او در
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ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ي ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻣﻴﺮد اﻳﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را از ﻧﻈﺮ دور ﻧﻤﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﻻن ﺑﻤﻴﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ؛ " ﻫﻲ ،ﭼﻴﺰ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﺑﺪون در ﺑﺎزﻛﻦ .در ﺑﻄﺮي ﺑﺎز
ﻛﻦ ﻧﺪاري؟"
ﺑﻄﺮف ﻛﺸﻮﻳﻲ رﻓﺖ اﻣـﺎ او ﭘﺮﻳـﺪ و او را ﻛﻨـﺎر زد ﻧـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺷﺪﻳﺪ.
"اووووه .ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدم .از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺸﻮ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺑﮕﻴﺮ .آه ﺧـﺪاي ﻣـﻦ.
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺧﻮب اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ".
ﭼﺎﻗﻮ را روي ﺻـﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آن را ﺑﺮدارد .و از در ﺑﻄﺮي ﺑﺎزﻛﻦ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﺮد .او از
دﻳﺪن اﻳﻦ ،ﺟﺎ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﭼـﻪ وﺳـﻴﻠﻪ ﻧﺎﺑﻜـﺎري ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ در دﺳﺘﺎن او ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻛﻤﺘﺮﻳﻦ اﻣﻜﺎﻧﻲ وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺧﻮدش از آن اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻟﻴﻮاﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮدارم ".او ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻧﻪ"
" ﻟﻴﻮان ﻧﻪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻜﻲ داري؟"
"ﻧﻪ"
"ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﭼﻪ ،ﻣﻦ ﺗﺮا ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ".
دو ﺗﺎﻟﻴﻮان ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ "ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ".
"و ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ".ﻛﺎﺳﺒﻜﺎراﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ" .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ".اﻣـﺎ او
ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﺶ را ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮد ".ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭘﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﺪﻫـﺪ.".
ﺳﺮ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ ﺑﺒﻨﻴﺪ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻄﻮرم.
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻓﺮي رادﻳﻜﺎل )" رادﻳﻜﺎرﻫﺎي آزاد"("
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"اﻳﻦ دﻳﮕﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ دﻫﺪ؟"
"ﭼﻴﺰي درﺑﺎره ﺷﺮاب ﻗﺮﻣﺰ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻳـﺎ ﺧﺮاﺑـﺸﺎن
ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﭼﻮن ﮔﻮﻳﭽﻪ ﺑﺪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزﻧﺪ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻮن ﺧﻮب
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ -ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻴﺎروم".
ﺟﺮﻋﻪ اي از ﺷﺮاب را ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺪ و آن ﺑﺎﻋـﺚ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﺮﻳﻀﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
ﻫﻨﻮز اﻳﺴﺘﺎده اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺣﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ آن ﭼﺎﻗﻮﻫﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻲ".
" ﺷﺮوع ﻧﻜﻦ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﺎزي در ﺑﻴﺎوري".
ﭼﺎﻗﻮﻫﺎ را ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮد و در ﻛﺸﻮ ﻫﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.
"ﻗﻜﺮﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ اﺣﻤﻘﻢ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ؟"
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ از اﻳﻦ ﻓﺮﺻﺖ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﺮد .ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﻮ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻧﻜﺮده اي".
"ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﻜﺮده ام .ﺗﻮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻗـﺎﺗﻠﻢ؟ آره ،ﻣـﻦ
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻢ اﻣﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺎﺗﻞ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ".
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮﻗﻲ وﺟﻮد دارد".
"ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﺎش وﺟﻮد دارد".
" ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭼﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ از ﺷـﺮ
ﻳﻜﻲ ﺧﻼص ﺑﺸﻮي ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ زﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ".
" آره؟"
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮده ام ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻛﺮدي".
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ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻧـﺸﺪ" ،ﺗـﻮ"و ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﻧﻜﺮدي".
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﺎور ﻧﻜﻦ اﮔﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ وﻟﻲ ﻣﻦ اﻧﺠﺎم دادم".
"ﮔﻢ ﺷﻮ .ﺗﻮ ﻛﺮدي .ﭼﻄﻮر ﺗﻮ ﻛﺮدي .و ﺑﻌﺪ؟"
"زﻧﺪان"
"در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ داري ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻲ؟ ﺗﻮ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪن آن
ﺟﻮر ﭼﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻟﻌﻨﻲ وا داﺷﺘﻲ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻪ؟"
"آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ زن ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎ ﭼﺎي ﺧﻄﺮﻧـﺎك ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ.
اﻳﻦ ﭼﺎي ﻋﻤﺮت را ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ".
" ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻃﻮﻻﺗﻲ ﺗﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ اﮔـﺮ ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪن ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ آﺷﻐﺎل اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺳـﻤﻲ
در ﺑﺪن ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﻨﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺮدﻧﺪ" .
"ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻧﻴـﺴﺘﻢ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ دارد ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺳـﻤﻬﺎي ﮔﻴـﺎﻫﻲ
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮﺣﺎل ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮده اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ".
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ از آن دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺗﺐ رﻣﺎﺗﻴﺴﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻣﺪت زﻳﺎدي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎرش ﺑـﻮد ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ورزش
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ زﻳﺎدي ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ و اﺳـﺘﺮاﺣﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻧﺰع او ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
"ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد؟"
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"او دﺧﺘـﺮي ﺑــﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺷــﻮﻫﺮم ﻋﺎﺷـﻘﺶ ﺑــﻮد .ﺷـﻮﻫﺮم ﻣــﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻣﺮا ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑﺎ او ازدواج ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺷـﻮﻫﺮم ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺎري ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .او و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ داﺷـﺘﻢ .ﻣـﺎ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻴﻢ .ﭼﻮن او ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ .ﻧﺠﺎري ﻳﺎد
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪم روي ﻧﺮدﺑﺎن ﺑﺮوم اﻣﺎ آن ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮدم .او
ﻫﻤﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد .وﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ي ﺑﻲ ﻣﺼﺮف ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻣﻨﺪ
اداره ﺛﺒﺖ ﺑﻮد ،داﺷﺖ ﻣﺮا ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ.
ﻋﺎدﻻﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد؟"
"ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﺴﻤﻮم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد؟"
" ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﺒﻮدم آن را ﺑﮕﻴﺮم .درﺳﺖ در ﺑﺎغ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑـﻮد.
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ دﺳﺘﻪ اي رﻳﻮاس ﺑﻮد .ﺳﻢ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه
ﻛﺎﻓﻲ در رﮔﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺮگ رﻳﻮاس وﺟﻮد دارد .ﻧﻪ در ﺳـﺎﻗﻪ ﻫـﺎ.
ﺳﺎﻗﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرﻳﻢ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮﺑﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ
رﮔﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻧﺎزك ﻗﺮﻣﺰ در ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﺑﺰرگ رﻳـﻮاس ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺳﻤﻲ اﻧﺪ .در ﺑﺎره اﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ .وﻟﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﭼﻘـﺪر
ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮﺛﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .از اﻳـﻦ رو ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺮدم
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺑـﻮد .ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻔـﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻣـﻦ
ﺧﻮش ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اول ،ﺷﻮﻫﺮم ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﺳﻴﻤﭙﻮزﻳﻮم
در ﻣﻴﻨﺌﺎ ﭘﻮﻟﻴﺲ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آن دﺧﺘﺮ را ﺑﺎ ﺧـﻮد ﺑـﺮده
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ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ .اﻣﺎ ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد و او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ اداره را ﺑـﺎز
ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺨﺺ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﻴﺰ ﻫﻤـﺮاﻫﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﻮد .و او
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺷﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪﻓﺮض ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ او
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ) از راﺑﻄﻪ اش ﺑﺎ ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﻧﻴﺘـﺎ ﺧﺒـﺮ
دارد-م( .او ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣـﻦ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﺎ دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ روي ﺷﻮﻫﺮم ﻛﻪ آدﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ را
در ﻣﻲ آورد ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮﻣﺶ وﻟﻲ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ ﭼﺮا از آن ﺧﻼص ﺑﺸﻮي؟ ﺷﻮﻫﺮم
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻫﻨﻮز ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣـﻦ ﺑﻤﺎﻧـﺪ؟ ﻧـﻪ .و او ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﻮري آن زن را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .و ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ او ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺎ از ﺑﻮدن ان زن ﻣﺴﻤﻮم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .او زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ام
را ﻣﺴﻤﻮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺲ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺴﻤﻮﻣﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
دوﺗﺎ ﻛﻴﻚ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدم .ﻳﻜﻲ در آن ﺳﻢ ﺑﻮد و دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﻪ .ﺑﺎ
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه رﻓﺘﻢ و دو ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ و ﺑـﻪ اﺗـﺎق
ﻛﺎرش رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺠﺰ او .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪم و داﺷﺘﻢ از آﻧﺠﺎ رد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم اﻳﻦ دو ﺗﺎ ﻛﻴﻚ ﺧﻮﺷﻤﺰه
را ﻛﻪ ﺷﻮﻫﺮم ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ در ﻣﻮردش ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ،دﻳﺪم .از اﻳﻦ
رو رﻓﺘﻢ داﺧﻞ و دوﺗﺎ ﻛﻴﻚ و دو ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه ﺧﺮﻳﺪم .داﺷﺘﻢ
ﺑﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﺳﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑﻘﻴـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻌﻄـﻴﻼت
رﻓﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ،ﺷﻮﻫﺮم ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﻨﺌﺎ ﭘﻮﻟﻴﺲ رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ.
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او ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن و ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰار ﺑﻮد .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ اداره ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﻛﺴﻞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد .و ﻛﺎﻓﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﭘﺲ او ﺑﺮاي ﻗﻬﻮه ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻋﻠﻮم ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ و آﻧﻬﺎ اﺳـﻴﺪ ﻫﻴـﺪروﻛﻠﺮﻳﻚ در
آن ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺘﻨﺪ .ﻫﺎ-ﻫﺎ .از اﻳﻦ رو ﻣﺎ ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺧﻮدﻣﺎن
را داﺷﺘﻴﻢ..
ﻣﺮدﺟﻮان ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻦ از رﻳﻮاس ﻣﺘﻨﻔﺮم .روي ﻣـﻦ اﺛـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎ او ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮﺻﺖ اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ
ﺳﺮﻳﻊ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭘـﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﺑﻔﻬﻤـﺪ ﭼـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﺎﺟﻮر اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻌﺪه اش را ﺷﺴﺘﺸﻮ ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻧـﻪ آﻧﻘـﺪر
ﺳﺮﻳﻊ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ از ﻣـﺎﺟﺮا ﺧـﺎرج ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪم و ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮدم .در ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد و ﺗـﺎ
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ در اﻳﻦ روز ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻣﺮا ﻧﺪﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ وارد
ﻳﺎ ﺧﺎرج ﺷﺪم اﻟﺒﺘﻪ .راه ﭘﺸﺘﻲ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ".
"تو ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻫﻮﺷﻲ .ﺑﻲ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺎت در رﻓﺘﻲ".
"اﻣﺎ ﺗﻮ ﻫﻢ درﻓﺘﻪ اي".
"ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺮدم ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺎرﺗﻮ اب زﻳﺮﻛﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد".
"ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻮ ﺿﺮوري ﺑﻮد"
"ﻣﻌﻠﻮم اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد".
"ﻛﺎر ﻣﻦ ﺿﺮوري ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻦ ازدواﺟﻢ را ﺣﻔـﻆ ﻛـﺮدم .ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
ﺣﺎل او ﻣﻲ دﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ آن زن ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺧـﻮب ﻧﺒـﻮد .آن زن از
ﺷﻮﻫﺮم ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﻄﺌﻨﻢ .او از اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر زﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد.
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ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺠﺰ ﺑﺎر ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ .ﺷﻮﻫﺮم اﻳﻦ را دﻳﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﭼﻴﺰي در آن ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎ ﻧﺮﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .رﻳﺨﺘـﻲ.
ﭘﺸﻴﻤﺎن ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻮد".
"اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺮﻳﺨﺘﻢ .ﻛﺎري ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﮕﺮدي و ﺑﻄﻮر
ﻣﻌﻤﻮل اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻲ .ﻣﻦ واﻗﻌﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي در ﺑﺎره ﺳﻢ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ.
آن ﻫﻢ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ آن آﻧﺪازه اﻧﺪك اﻃﻼﻋﺎت داﺷﺘﻢ".
ﺑﻄﻮر ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش زد .ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﻣﺘﻮﺟـﻪ
ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮاب زﻳﺎدي در ﺑﻄﺮي ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد.
"ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎي ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ".
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ
"ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎي ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ .ﻛﺠﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻲ؟"
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﺗﻔﺎق ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎ را ﺑـﻪ او
داد ،اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد .آﻳﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ از ﺳـﺮﻃﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﻴﺮد؟ ﭼﻪ اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﺮگ در
آﻳﻨﺪه او را از ﮔﻔﺘﻦ در اﻣﺮوز ﺑﺎز ﻧﻤﻲ دارد.
ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ام .ﺗﻮ
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ام .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛـﺎري ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ
ﺑﻜﻨﺪ).ﻓﺎﻳﺪه اي ﻧﺪارد-م( ﻫﻤﻪ اﻣﺘﻴﺎزي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او اراﺋـﻪ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد ،اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ درﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺶ از درﻛﺶ ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺪ ".و ﻧﻴﺘـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﺮد .ﺧﺪارا ﺷﻜﺮ .اﻻن در ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺳﺖ)او از ﺧﺮ ﺷﻴﻄﺎن
ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ-.م( او درك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .او درك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟
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ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ،ﺧﺪارا ﺷﻜﺮ.
"ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎ روي ﻗﻮري آﺑﻲ ﺳﺖ".
"ﻛﺠﺎ؟ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻗﻮري اﺑﻲ ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ؟"
"آﺧﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان – دﺳﺘﻪ اش ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻣﺎ از
آن ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻴﺰي در داﺧﻠﺶ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ".
"ﺧﻔﻪ ﺷﻮ ،ﺧﻔﻪ ﺷﻮ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺮا ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻴﺮ ﺧﻔـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ".ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ دﺳﺘﺶ را داﺧﻞ ﻓﻮري ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ ".ﻟﻌﻨﺘـﻲ،
ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ ،ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ! داد زد .و ﻗﻮري را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ و روي ﭘﻴـﺸﺨﻮان
ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎي ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ و ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ و ﺳـﻜﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ و ﺳﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﺎﻧﺎداﻳﻲ ﻻﺳـﺘﻴﻚ روي ﻛـﻒ وﻟـﻮ ﺷـﺪ
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻗﻄﻌﺎت ﻗﻮري آﺑﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻮب ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد.
ﺑﺎ ﺳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ان ﻛﻪ ﻧﻮار ﻗﺮﻣﺰ دارد".
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ را ﺑـﻪ اﻃـﺮاف اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﻛﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎ درﺳﺖ را ﺑﺮدارد.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺣﺎﻻ در ﻣﻮرد ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﭼﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻲ؟ ﺑـﻪ
ﻏﺮﻳﺒﻪ ﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻲ .درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ؟"
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ آن ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﻪ ذﻫـﻨﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣـﺪ .وﻗﺘـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ،اﺗـﺎق
ﻟﺮزﻳﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ وﻟـﻲ دﻫـﺎﻧﺶ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﺸﻚ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ از آن در ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﭼﻮن ﺑﺮاي او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﻨﻮز از ﻣﻦ ﺗﺸﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﻦ.
ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ي ﺧﻮﺑﻲ دارم .ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺧـﻮب .ﺗـﻮ ﻛـﺎري
ﻛﺮدي آن ﻏﺮﻳﺒﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮت ﻫﻴﭻ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
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ﻗﺒﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺮده ﻫﺎ ﮔـﻮر ﺑﻜﻨﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻴـﺎد ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑﻴـﺎد
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎش ،ﻳﻚ ﻛﻼم از ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ و ﻳﻚ ﻛﻼم از ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﻪ
ﺷﻤﺎﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد)ﺣﺮف ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ آورد -م(
ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻪ زل ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻛﻼﻣﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑـﻪ
آن ﺑﻬﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﮕﻲ ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
رﻓﺖ .در ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻧﻜﺮد .او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ در را
ﻗﻔﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﺑﻜﻨـﺪ .ﺻـﺪاي روﺷـﻦ ﺷـﺪن
ﻣﻮﺗﻮر ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﺷﻨﻴﺪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺧﻔﻪ ﺷﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﭼـﻪ؟ او ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﻣﺘﻼﻃﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰي را ﻏﻠﻂ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد .دوﺑﺎره اﺳـﺘﺎرت
زدن ،اﺳﺘﺎرت زدن ،ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد .ﻻﺳﺘﻴﻜﻬﺎ در ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ،او ﻟﺮزان
ﺑﻄﺮف ﺗﻠﻔﻦ رﻓﺖ و درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﻠﻔﻦ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ.
ﺑﻌﻼوه ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي ﻛﻬﻨﻪ
راﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﺑﺎز ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑـﻮد.
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در آن ﺟﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﻏﺮور ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺮج ،آﻟﺒـﺮت اﺳـﭙﻴﺮ،
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي رﻳﭻ.
ﻳﻚ ﺟﺸﻦ ﻣﻴﻮه ﻫﺎ و ﺳﺒﺰي ﻫـﺎي آﺷـﻨﺎ ،ﻇﺮﻓﻬـﺎي دوﺳـﺖ
داﺷﺘﻨﻲ و ﻇﺮﻳﻒ ،و ﺳﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰﻫﺎي ﺗﺎزه ،ﺟﻤﻊ ﺷﺪه ،آزﻣـﺎﻳﺶ
ﺷﺪه ،ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﺑﺖ آﻧﺪرﻫﻴﻞ 98ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آﻣﺪ.
ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﻛﻪ رﻳﭻ اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ
اي اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺑِـﺖ اﺷـﭙﺰي ﻛﻨـﺪ.
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اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ي ﭼﻨـﺎن ﻛﻮﺗـﺎه ،ﭼـﻮن ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷـﺶ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ رﻳـﭻ ﻧﺨﻮاﺳـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد آن ﺳـﺮ و ﺻـﺪاﻫﺎ
ﻳﺎدش ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﺪ و ﻧﻴﺘﺎ ﻫﻢ آﻧﻘﺪر ﺷﻜﻴﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬﻤـﻪ
ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي ﺧﺮد ﻛﺮدن و آﻫﺴﺘﻪ ﺟﻮﺷﻴﺪن را ﺗﺤﻤـﻞ ﻛﻨـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
ﭼﻨﺪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺳـﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣﺜـﻞ آن
ﺟﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﻤﻲ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ آﺷﻨﺎ و ﮔﻴﺎﻫﺎن ﺑﻲ ﺧﻄﺮ .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ.
ﺑﺖ ﻋﺰﻳﺰم ،رﻳﭻ ﻣﺮده اﺳﺖ و ﻣـﻦ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ام را ﺑـﺎ ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺗـﻮ
ﺷﺪن ،ﻧﺠﺎت داده ام.
وﻟﻲ ﺑِﺖ ،ﭼﻪ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻣﻲ دﻫـﺪ ﻛـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ او ﻧﺠـﺎت ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ
اﺳﺖ؟ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻦِ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ارزد.
رﻳﭻ .رﻳﭻ .ﺣﺎﻻ او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ دﻟـﺶ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﻨـﮓ ﺷـﺪه
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﻮا را ازآﺳﻤﺎن ﻣﻜﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ.
ﺑﺨﻮدش ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ده ﺑﺮود .ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎﺳﮕﺎه ﭘﻠـﻴﺲ در
ﭘﺸﺖ اداره ﺷﻬﺮﺳﺘﺎن )ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ ﺷﻬﺮداري  -م( ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ.
اﻣﺎ او ﭼﻨﺎن ﻟﺮزان ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻋﻤﻴﻘـﺎ ﺧـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻗﺪم ﺑﺮدارد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﺳـﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد.
آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺿﺮﺑﻪ اي ﺑـﻪ در ﻫﻨـﻮز ﻗﻔـﻞ ﻧـﺸﺪه اﺳـﺖ
ﺧﻮرد .ﻳﻚ ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﭘﻠﻴﺴﻬﺎي ده ،ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ از
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ﭘﻠﻴﺴﻬﺎي راه اﻳﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ آﻳﺎ او ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻨﺶ
ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ.
او ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ در آن ﺟﺎ ﭘﺎرك ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دزدﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ؟ ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ
ﺑﺎر ﭼﺸﻤﺖ ﺑﻪ آن اﻓﺘﺎد ﻳﺎ آن را دﻳﺪي؟"
"ﺑﺎﻳﺪ دﻳﺸﺐ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
"ﻛﻠﻴﺪ در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺟﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد؟"
"ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
"ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ در ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺣﺎدﺛـﻪ ﺑـﺪي ﺑـﻮد .ﺗـﺼﺎدﻓﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ درﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻨﺎرِ واﻟﺘﻨـﺴﺘﺎﻳﻦ .99راﻧﻨـﺪه آن را در آب
ﮔﺬرِ ﺳﺮﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .و ﻫﻤﻪ اش اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .او ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ ﻗﺘﻠﺶ را اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ .اﻳﻦ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻳﻢ".
"ﺑﻼﻳﻲ ﺳﺮش آﻣﺪ؟"
"در ﺟﺎ ﻣﺮد .ﺣﻘﺶ ﺑﻮد".
ﻳﻚ ﺳـﺨﻨﺮاﻧﻲ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﺎﻧـﻪ در ﭘـﻲ اش ﺑـﻮد .ﻣﺎﻧـﺪن ﻛﻠﻴـﺪ در
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدن زن ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ .اﻳـﻦ روزﻫـﺎ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻓـﺖ
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ.
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Free Radicals
By Alice Munro, February 11. 2008
At first, people kept phoning, to make sure that Nita was
not too depressed, not too lonely, not eating too little or
drinking too much. (She had been such a diligent wine
drinker that many forgot that she was now forbidden to
drink at all.) She held them off, without sounding nobly
grief-stricken or unnaturally cheerful or absent-minded or
confused. She said that she didn’t need groceries; she was
working through what she had on hand. She had enough of
her prescription pills and enough stamps for her thank-you
notes.
Her closer friends probably suspected the truth—that she
was not bothering to eat much and that she threw out any
sympathy note she happened to get. She had not even
informed the people who lived at a distance, to elicit such
notes. Not Rich’s ex-wife in Arizona or his semi-estranged
brother in Nova Scotia, though those two might have
understood, perhaps better than the people near at hand,
why she had proceeded with the non-funeral as she had
done.
Rich had told her that he was going to the village, to the
hardware store. It was around ten o’clock in the morning,
and he had just started to paint the railing of the deck. That
is, he’d been scraping it to prepare for the painting, and the
old scraper had come apart in his hand.
She hadn’t had time to wonder about his being late. He’d
died bent over the sidewalk sign that stood in front of the
hardware store offering a discount on lawnmowers. He
hadn’t even managed to get into the store. He’d been
eighty-one years old and in fine health, aside from some
deafness in his right ear. His doctor had checked him over
only the week before. Nita was to learn that the recent
checkup, the clean bill of health, cropped up in a surprising
number of the sudden-death stories that she was now
presented with. “You’d almost think that such visits ought
to be avoided,” she’d said.
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She should have spoken like this only to her close and
fellow bad-mouthing friends, Virgie and Carol, women
around her own age, which was sixty-two.
Her younger friends found this sort of talk unseemly and
evasive. At first, they had crowded in on Nita. They had
not actually spoken of the grieving process, but she had
been afraid that at any moment they might start.
As soon as she got on with the arrangements, of course, all
but the tried and true had fallen away. The cheapest box,
into the ground immediately, no ceremony of any kind. The
undertaker had suggested that this might be against the law,
but she and Rich had had their facts straight. They’d got
their information almost a year before, when the diagnosis
of her cancer became final.
“How was I to know he’d steal my thunder?” she’d said.
People had not expected a traditional service, but they had
looked forward to some kind of contemporary affair.
Celebrating the life. Playing his favorite music, holding
hands together, telling stories that praised Rich while
touching humorously on his quirks and forgivable faults.
The sort of thing that Rich had said made him puke.
So it was dealt with privately, and soon the stir, the
widespread warmth that had surrounded Nita melted away,
though some people, she supposed, were likely still saying
that they were concerned about her. Virgie and Carol didn’t
say that. They said only that she was a selfish bloody bitch
if she was thinking of conking out now, any sooner than
was necessary. They would come around, they said, and
revive her with Grey Goose.
She assured them that she wasn’t, though she could see a
certain logic to the idea.
Thanks to the radiation last spring, her cancer was at
present in remission—whatever that actually meant. It did
not mean gone. Not for good, anyway. Her liver was the
main theatre of operations and as long as she stuck to
nibbles it did not complain. It would only have depressed
her friends to remind them that she couldn’t have wine, let
alone vodka.
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Rich died in June. Now here it is midsummer. She gets out
of bed early and washes herself and dresses in anything that
comes to hand. But she does dress and wash, and she
brushes her teeth and combs her hair, which has grown
back decently, gray around her face and dark at the back,
the way it was before. She puts on lipstick and pencils her
eyebrows, which are now very scanty, and out of her
lifelong respect for a narrow waist and moderate hips she
checks on the achievements she has made in that direction,
though she knows that the proper word for all parts of her
now might be “scrawny.”
She sits in her usual ample armchair, with piles of books
and unopened magazines around her. She sips cautiously
from the mug of weak herbal tea that is now her substitute
for coffee. At one time, she thought that she could not live
without coffee, but it turned out that it was really just the
large warm mug she wanted in her hands, that was the aid
to thought or whatever it was she practiced through the
procession of hours, or of days.
This was Rich’s house. He’d bought it when he was with
his first wife, Bett. It had been intended as a weekend
place, closed up in the winter. Two tiny bedrooms, a leanto kitchen, half a mile from the village. But soon Rich had
begun working on it, learning carpentry, building a wing
for two new bedrooms and a bathroom and another wing
for his study, turning the original house into an open-plan
living room, dining room, kitchen. Bett had become
interested; she’d claimed in the beginning not to understand
why he’d bought such a dump, but practical improvements
always engaged her, and she bought matching carpenter’s
aprons. She’d needed something to become involved in,
having finished and published the cookbook that had
occupied her for several years. They’d had no children.
And at the same time that Bett had been busy telling people
that she’d found her role in life as a carpenter’s helper, and
that it had brought her and Rich much closer, Rich had
been falling in love with Nita. She’d worked in the
registrar’s office of the university where he taught
medieval literature. The first time they’d made love was
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amid the shavings and sawn wood of what was to become
the house’s central room with its arched ceiling, on a
weekend when Bett had stayed in the city. Nita had left her
sunglasses behind—not on purpose, though Bett, who
never forgot anything, could not believe that. The usual
ruckus followed, trite and painful, and ended with Bett
going off to California, then Arizona, Nita quitting her job
at the suggestion of the registrar, and Rich missing out on
becoming dean of arts. He took early retirement, sold the
city house. Nita did not inherit the smaller carpenter’s
apron, but she read her books cheerfully in the midst of
construction and disorder, made
rudimentary dinners on a hot plate, and went for long
exploratory walks, coming back with ragged bouquets of
tiger lilies and wild carrot, which she stuffed into empty
paint cans. Later, when she and Rich had settled down, she
felt somewhat embarrassed to think how readily she had
played the younger woman, the happy home-wrecker, the
lissome, laughing, tripping ingénue. She was really a rather
serious, physically awkward, self-conscious woman, who
could recite not just the kings but the queens of England,
and knew the Thirty Years’ War backward, but was shy
about dancing in front of people and would never learn, as
Bett had, to get up on a stepladder.
The house had a row of cedars on one side and a railway
embankment on the other. The railway traffic had never
amounted to much, and by now there were only a couple of
trains a month. Weeds were lavish between the tracks. One
time, when she was on the verge of menopause, Nita had
teased Rich into making love up there—not on the ties, of
course, but on the narrow grass verge beside them—and
they had climbed down inordinately pleased with
themselves.
She thought carefully, every morning when she first took
her seat, of the places where Rich was not. He was not in
the smaller bathroom, where his shaving things still were,
along with the prescription pills for various troublesome
but not serious ailments which he’d refused to throw out.
Nor was he in the bedroom, which she had just tidied and
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left. Not in the larger bathroom, which he had entered only
to take tub baths. Or in the kitchen, which had become
mostly his domain in the last year. He was of course not out
on the half-scraped deck, ready to peer jokingly in the
window—through which she might, in earlier days, have
pretended to be alarmed at the sight of a peeping tom.
Or in the study. That was where, of all places, his absence
had to be most often verified. At first, she had found it
necessary to go to the door and open it and stand there,
surveying the piles of paper, the moribund computer, the
overflowing files, the books lying open or face down, as
well as crowded on the shelves. Now she could manage just
by picturing these things.
One of these days, she would have to enter the room. She
thought of it as invading. She would have to invade her
dead husband’s mind. This was one possibility that she had
never considered. Rich had seemed to her such a tower of
efficiency and competence, so vigorous and firm a presence
that she had always believed, quite unreasonably, that he
would survive her. Then, in the last year, this had become
not a foolish belief at all but in both their minds, she
thought, a certainty.
She would deal with the cellar first. It really was a cellar,
not a basement. Planks made walkways over the dirt floor,
and the small high windows were hung with dirty cobwebs.
There was nothing down there that she ever needed. Just
Rich’s half-filled paint tins, boards of various lengths, tools
that were either usable or ready to be discarded. She had
opened the door and gone down the steps just once since
Rich had died, to see that no lights had been left on, and to
assure herself that the fuse switches were there, with labels
written beside them to tell her which controlled what.
When she came up, she had bolted the door as usual, on the
kitchen side. Rich used to laugh about that habit of hers,
asking what she thought might get in, through the stone
walls and elf-size windows, to menace them.
Nevertheless, the cellar would be easier to start on; it would
be a hundred times easier than the study.
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She did make up the bed and tidy her own little messes in
the kitchen or the bathroom, but in general the impulse to
take on any wholesale sweep of housecleaning was beyond
her. She could barely throw out a twisted paper clip or a
fridge magnet that had lost its attraction, let alone the dish
of Irish coins that she and Rich had brought home from a
trip fifteen years ago. Everything seemed to have acquired
its own peculiar heft and strangeness.
Carol or Virgie phoned every day, usually toward suppertime, when they must have thought her solitude was least
bearable. She told them that she was O.K.; she would come
out of her lair soon. She just needed this time to think and
read. And eat and sleep.
It was true, too, except for the part about reading. She sat in
her chair surrounded by her books without opening one of
them. She had always been such a reader—that was one
reason, Rich had said, that she was the right woman for
him; she could sit and read and let him alone—but now she
couldn’t stick to it for even half a page.
She hadn’t been just a once-through reader, either. “The
Brothers Karamazov,” “The Mill on the Floss,” “The
Wings of the Dove,” “The Magic Mountain,” over and
over. She would pick one up, planning to read that one
special passage, and find herself unable to stop until the
whole thing was redigested. She read modern fiction, too.
Always fiction. She hated to hear the word “escape” used
about fiction. She once might have argued, not just
playfully, that it was real life that was the escape. But real
life had become too important to argue about.
And now, most strangely, all that was gone. Not just with
Rich’s death but with her own immersion in illness. She
had thought that the change was temporary and the magic
of reading would reappear once she was off certain drugs
and exhausting treatments.
But apparently not.
Sometimes she tried to explain why, to an imaginary
inquisitor.
“I got too busy.”
“So everybody says. Doing what?”
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“Too busy paying attention.”
“To what?”
“I mean thinking.”
“What about?”
“Never mind.”
One morning, after sitting for a while, she decided that it
was a very hot day. She should get up and turn on the fans.
Or she could, with more environmental responsibility, try
opening the front and back doors and letting the breeze, if
there was any, blow through the house.
She unlocked the front door first. And even before she had
allowed half an inch of morning light to show itself she was
aware of a dark stripe cutting that light off.
There was a young man standing outside the screen door,
which was hooked.
“Didn’t mean to startle you,” he said. “I was looking for a
doorbell or something. I gave a little knock on the frame
here, but I guess you didn’t hear me.”
“Sorry,” she said.
“I’m supposed to look at your fuse box. If you could tell
me where it is.”
She stepped aside to let him in. She took a moment to
remember.
“Yes. In the cellar,” she said. “I’ll turn the light on. You’ll
see it.”
He shut the door behind him and bent to take off his shoes.
“That’s all right,” she said. “It’s not as if it’s raining.”
“Might as well, though. I make it a habit. Could leave you
dust tracks insteada mud.”
She went into the kitchen, not able to sit down again until
he left the house.
She opened the cellar door for him as he came up the steps.
“O.K.?” she said. “You found it O.K.?”
“Fine.”
She was leading him toward the front door, then realized
that there were no footsteps behind her. She turned and saw
him still standing in the kitchen.
“You don’t happen to have anything you could fix up for
me to eat, do you?”
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There was a change in his voice—a crack in it, a rising
pitch that made her think of a television comedian doing a
rural whine. Under the kitchen skylight, she saw that he
wasn’t as young as she’d thought. When she’d opened the
door, she had been aware only of a skinny body, the face
dark against the morning glare. The body, as she saw it
now, was certainly skinny but more wasted than boyish,
affecting a genial slouch. His face was long and rubbery,
with prominent light-blue eyes. A jokey look, but a
persistence, too, as if he generally got his way.
“See, I happen to be a diabetic,” he said. “I don’t know if
you know any diabetics, but the fact is when you get
hungry you got to eat. Otherwise your system goes all
weird. I shoulda ate before I came in here, but I let myself
get in a hurry. You mind if I sit down?”
He was already sitting down at the kitchen table.
“You got any coffee?”
“I have tea. Herbal tea, if you’d like that.”
“Sure. Sure.”
She measured tea into a strainer, plugged in the kettle, and
opened the refrigerator.
“I don’t have much on hand,” she said. “I have some eggs.
Sometimes I scramble an egg and put ketchup on it. Would
you like that? I have some English muffins I could toast.”
“English, Irish, Yukoranian, I don’t care.”
She cracked a couple of eggs into the pan, broke up the
yolks, and stirred them with a cooking fork, then sliced a
muffin and put it into the toaster. She got a plate from the
cupboard, set it down in front of him. Then a knife and fork
from the cutlery drawer.
“Pretty plate,” he said, holding it up as if to see his face in
it. Just as she turned her attention back to the eggs she
heard it smash on the floor.
“Oh, mercy me,” he said in a new voice, a squeaky and
definitely nasty voice. “Look what I gone and done.”
“It’s all right,” she said, knowing now that nothing was.
“Musta slipped through my fingers.”
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She got down another plate, set it on the counter until she
was ready to put the toasted muffin halves and the eggs
smeared with ketchup on top of it.
He had stooped down, meanwhile, to gather up the pieces
of broken china. He held up one piece that had broken so
that it had a sharp point to it. As she set his meal down on
the table, he scraped the point lightly down his bare
forearm. Tiny beads of blood appeared, at first separate,
then joining to form a string.
“It’s O.K.,” he said. “It’s just a joke. I know how to do it
for a joke. If I’d’ve wanted to be serious, we wouldn’t’ve
needed no ketchup, eh?”
There were still some pieces on the floor that he had
missed. She turned away, thinking to get the broom, which
was in a closet near the back door. He caught her arm in a
flash.
“You sit down. You sit right here while I’m eating,” he
said. He lifted the bloodied arm to show it to her again.
Then he made a sandwich out of the muffin and the eggs
and ate it in a very few bites. He chewed with his mouth
open. The kettle was boiling.
“Tea bag in the cup?” he said.
“Yes. It’s loose tea, actually.”
“Don’t you move. I don’t want you near that kettle, do I?”
He poured boiling water through the strainer into the cup.
“Looks like hay. Is that all you got?”
“I’m sorry. Yes.”
“Don’t go on saying you’re sorry. If it’s all you got, it’s all
you got. You never did think I come here to look at the fuse
box, did you?”
“Well, yes,” Nita said. “I did.”
“You don’t now. You scared?”
She chose to consider this not as a taunt but as a serious
question.
“I don’t know. I’m more startled than scared, I guess. I
don’t know.”
“One thing. One thing you don’t need to be scared of. I’m
not going to rape you.”
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“I hardly thought so.”
“You can’t never be too sure.” He took a sip of the tea and
made a face. “Just because you’re an old lady. There’s all
kinds out there—they’ll do it to anything. Babies or dogs
and cats or old ladies. Old men. They’re not fussy. Well, I
am. I’m not interested in getting it any way but normal and
with some nice lady I like and what likes me. So rest
assured.”
Nita said, “Thank you for telling me.”
He shrugged, but seemed pleased with himself.
“That your car out front?”
“My husband’s car.”
“Husband? Where’s he?”
“He’s dead. I don’t drive. I meant to sell it, but I haven’t
yet.”
What a fool, what a fool she was to tell him that.
“2004?”
“I think so. Yes.”
“For a second I thought you were going to try and trick me
with the husband stuff. Wouldn’t’ve worked, though. I can
smell it if a woman’s on her own. I know it the minute I
walk in a house. Minute she opens the door. Instinct. So it
runs O.K.? You know the last time he drove it?”
“The seventeenth of June. The day he died.”
“Got any gas in it?”
“I would think so.”
“Nice if he filled it up right before. You got the keys?”
“Not on me. I know where they are.”
“O.K.” He pushed his chair back, hitting one of the pieces
of china. He stood up, shook his head in some kind of
surprise, sat down again.
“I’m wiped. Gotta sit a minute. I thought it’d be better
when I’d ate. I was just making that up about being a
diabetic.”
She shifted in her chair and he jumped.
“You stay where you are. I’m not that wiped I couldn’t
grab you. It’s just that I walked all night.”
“I was only going to get the keys.”
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“You wait till I say. I walked the railway track. Never seen
a train. I walked all the way to here and never seen a train.”
“There’s hardly ever a train.”
“Yeah. Good. I went down in the ditch going around some
of them half-assed little towns. Then it come daylight and I
was still O.K., except where it crossed the road and I took a
run for it. Then I looked down here and seen the house and
the car, and I said to myself, ‘That’s it.’ I coulda took my
old man’s car, but I got some brains left in my head.”
She knew that he wanted her to ask what he had done. She
was also sure that the less she knew the better it would be
for her.
Then, for the first time since he had entered the house, she
thought of her cancer. She thought of how it freed her, put
her out of danger.
“What are you smiling about?”
“I don’t know. Was I smiling?”
“I guess you like listening to stories. Want me to tell you a
story?”
“I’d rather you’d leave.”
“I will leave. First, I’ll tell you a story.”
He put his hand in a back pocket. “Here. Want to see a
picture? Here.”
It was a photograph of three people, taken in a living room
with closed floral curtains as a backdrop. An old man—not
really old, maybe in his sixties—and a woman of about the
same age were sitting on a couch. A very large younger
woman was sitting in a wheelchair drawn up close to one
end of the couch and a little in front of it. The old man was
heavy and gray-haired, with eyes narrowed and mouth
slightly open, as if he were asthmatic, but he was smiling as
well as he could. The old woman was much smaller, with
dyed brown hair and lipstick. She was wearing what used
to be called a peasant blouse, with little red bows at the
wrists and neck. She smiled determinedly, even a bit
frantically, her lips stretched over perhaps bad teeth.
But it was the younger woman who monopolized the
picture. Distinct and monstrous in a bright muumuu, her
dark hair done up in a row of little curls along her forehead,
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cheeks sloping into her neck. And, in spite of all that bulge
of flesh, an expression of some satisfaction and cunning.
“That’s my mother and that’s my dad. And that’s my sister,
Madelaine. In the wheelchair. She was born funny. Nothing
no doctor or anybody could do for her. And ate like a pig.
There was bad blood between her and me since ever I
remember. She was five years older than me and she just
set out to torment me. Throwing anything at me she could
get her hands on and knocking me down and trying to run
over me with her fuckin’ wheelchair. Pardon my French.”
“It must have been hard for you. And for your parents.”
“Huh. They just rolled over and took it. They went to this
church, see, and this preacher told them she was a gift from
God. They took her with them to church and she’d fuckin’
howl like a fuckin’ cat in the back yard and they’d say,
‘Oh, she’s tryin’ to make music, oh, God fuckin’ bless her.’
Excuse me again.
“So I never bothered much with sticking around home, you
know. I went and got my own life. That’s all right, I says,
I’m not hanging around for this crap. I got my own life. I
got work. I nearly always got work. I never sat around on
my ass drunk on government money. On my rear end, I
mean. I never asked my old man for a penny. I’d get up and
tar a roof in the ninety-degree heat, or I’d mop the floors in
some stinkin’ old restaurant or go grease-monkey for some
rotten cheatin’ garage. I’d do it. But I wasn’t always up for
taking their shit, so I wasn’t lasting too long. That shit that
people are always handing people like me, and I couldn’t
take it. I come from a decent home. My dad worked till he
got too sick—he worked on the buses. I wasn’t brought up
to take shit. O.K., though—never mind that. What my
parents always told me was ‘The house is yours. The house
is all paid up and it’s in good shape and it’s yours.’ That’s
what they told me. ‘We know you had a hard time here
when you were young, and if you hadn’t had such a hard
time you coulda got an education, so we want to make it up
to you how we can.’ Then not long ago I’m talking to my
dad on the phone and he says, ‘Of course, you understand
the deal.’ So I’m, ‘What deal?’ He says, ‘It’s only a deal if
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you sign the papers that you will take care of your sister as
long as she lives. It’s only your home if it’s her home, too,’
he says.
“Jesus. I never heard that before. I never heard that was the
deal before. I always thought the deal was that when they
died she’d go into a home. And it wasn’t going to be my
home.
“So I told my old man that wasn’t the way I understood it,
and he says, ‘It’s all sewed up for you to sign, and if you
don’t want to sign it you don’t have to. If you do sign it,
your Aunt Rennie will be around to keep an eye on you, so
when we’re gone you see you stick to the arrangements.’
Yeah, my Aunt Rennie. She’s my mom’s youngest sister
and she is one prize bitch. Anyway, he says, ‘Your Aunt
Rennie will be keeping an eye on you,’ and suddenly I just
switched. I said, ‘Well, I guess that’s the way it is and I
guess it is only fair.
O.K. O.K. Is it all right if I come over and eat dinner with
you this Sunday?’ ‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Glad you have come to
look at it the right way. You always fire off too quick,’ he
says. ‘At your age you ought to have some sense.’ ‘Funny
you should say that,’ I says to myself.
“So over I go, and Mom has cooked chicken. Nice smell
when I first go into the house. Then I get the smell of
Madelaine, just her same old awful smell. I don’t know
what it is, but even if Mom washes her every day it’s there.
But I acted very nice. I said, ‘This is an occasion. I should
take a picture.’ I told them I had this wonderful new
camera that developed right away and they could see the
picture. ‘Right off the bat, you can see yourself—what do
you think of that?’ And I got them all sitting in the front
room just the way I showed you. Mom, she says, ‘Hurry
up. I have to get back in my kitchen.’ ‘Do it in no time,’ I
says. So I take their picture and she says, ‘Come on, now,
let’s see how we look,’ and I say, ‘Hang on, just be patient,
it’ll only take a minute.’ And while they’re waiting to see
how they look I take out my nice little gun and bin-bangbarn I shoot the works of them.
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“Then I took another picture and I went out to the kitchen
and ate up some of the chicken and didn’t look at them no
more. I kind of had expected Aunt Rennie to be there, but
Mom said she had some church thing. I would’ve shot her,
too, just as easy.
“So lookie here. Before and after.”
The man’s head had fallen sideways, the woman’s
backward. Their expressions were blown away. The sister
had fallen forward, so there was no face to be seen, just her
great flowery swathed knees and dark hair with its
elaborate and outdated coiffure.
“I coulda just sat there feelin’ good for a week. I felt so
relaxed. But I didn’t stay past dark. I made sure I was all
cleaned up and I finished off the chicken and I knew I
better get out. I was prepared for Aunt Rennie walkin’ in,
but I got out of the mood I’d been in and I knew I’d have to
work myself up to do her. I just didn’t feel like it no more.
One thing, my stomach was so full. It was a big chicken,
and I ate it all instead of packin’ it with me, because I was
scared the dogs would smell it and cut up a fuss when I
went by the back lanes like I figured to do. I thought that
chicken inside of me would do me for a week. Yet look
how hungry I was when I got to you.”
He glanced around the kitchen. “I don’t suppose you got
anything to drink here, do you? That tea was awful.”
“There might be some wine,” she said. “I don’t know—I
don’t drink anymore.”
“You A.A.?”
“No. It just doesn’t agree with me.”
She got up and found that her legs were shaking. Of course.
“I fixed up the phone line before I come in here,” he said.
“Just thought you ought to know.”
Would he get careless and more easygoing as he drank, or
meaner and wilder? How could she tell? She found the
wine without having to leave the kitchen. She and Rich
used to drink red wine every day in reasonable quantities
because it was supposed to be good for your heart. Or bad
for something that was not good for your heart. In her
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fright and confusion, she was not able to think what that
was called.
Because she was frightened. Certainly. Her cancer was not
going to be any help to her at the present moment, none at
all. The fact that she was going to die within a year refused
to cancel out the fact that she might die now.
He said, “Hey, this is the good stuff. No screwtop. Haven’t
you got no corkscrew?”
She moved toward a drawer, but he jumped up and put her
aside, not too roughly.
“Uh-uh, I get it. You stay away from this drawer. Oh my,
lots of good stuff in here.”
He put the knives on the seat of his chair, where she would
never be able to grab them, and used the corkscrew. She
did not fail to see what a wicked instrument it could be in
his hands, but there was not the least possibility that she
herself would ever be able to use it.
“I’m just getting up for glasses,” she said, but he said no.
“No glass,” he said. “You got any plastic?”
“No.”
“Cups, then. I can see you.”
She set down two cups and said, “Just a very little for me.”
“And me,” he said, businesslike. “I gotta drive.” But he
filled his cup to the brim. “I don’t want no cop stickin’ his
head in to see how I am.”
“Free radicals,” she said.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It’s something about red wine. It either destroys them
because they’re bad or builds them up because they’re
good—I can’t remember.”
She drank a sip of the wine and it didn’t make her feel sick,
as she had expected. He drank, still standing. She said,
“Watch for those knives when you sit down.”
“Don’t start kidding with me.”
He gathered the knives and put them back in the drawer
and sat.
“You think I’m dumb? You think I’m nervous?”
She took a big chance. She said, “I just think you haven’t
ever done anything like this before.”
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“Course I haven’t. You think I’m a murderer? Yeah, I
killed them, but I’m not a murderer.”
“There’s a difference,” she said.
“You bet.”
“I know what it’s like. I know what it’s like to get rid of
somebody who has injured you.”
“Yeah?”
“I have done the same thing you did.”
“You never.” He pushed back his chair but did not stand.
“Don’t believe me if you don’t want to,” she said. “But I
did it.”
“Hell, you did. How’d you do it, then?”
“Poison.”
“What are you talkin’ about? You make them drink some
of that fuckin’ tea or what?”
“It wasn’t a them—it was a her. There’s nothing wrong
with the tea. It’s supposed to prolong your life.”
“Don’t want my life prolonged if it means drinkin’ junk
like that. They can find out poison in a body when it’s
dead, anyway.”
“I’m not sure that’s true of vegetable poisons. Anyway,
nobody would have thought to look. She was one of those
girls who had rheumatic fever as a child and coasted along
on it, couldn’t play sports or do anything much, always
having to sit down and have a rest. Her dying was not any
big surprise.”
“What she ever done to you?”
“She was the girl my husband was in love with. He was
going to leave me and marry her. He had told me. I’d done
everything for him. He and I were working on this house
together. He was everything I had. We hadn’t had any
children, because he didn’t want them. I learned carpentry
and I was frightened to get up on ladders, but I did it. He
was my whole life. And he was going to kick me out for
this useless whiner who worked in the registrar’s office.
Everything we’d worked for was going to go to her. Was
that fair?”
“How would a person get poison?”
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“I didn’t have to get it. It was right in the back garden.
Here. There was a rhubarb patch from years back. There’s
a perfectly adequate poison in the veins of rhubarb leaves.
Not the stalks—the stalks are what we eat, they’re fine—
but the thin little red veins in the big rhubarb leaves,
they’re poisonous. I knew about this, but I didn’t know
exactly how much it would take to be effective, so what I
did was more in the nature of an experiment. Various
things were lucky for me. First, my husband was away at a
symposium in Minneapolis. He might have taken her along,
of course, but it was summer holidays and she had to keep
the office going. Another thing, though—she might not
have been absolutely on her own. There might have been
another person around. And she might have been
suspicious of me. I had to assume that she didn’t know I
knew. She had come to dinner at my house; we were
friendly. I had to count on my husband’s being the kind of
person who puts everything off, who would tell me to see
how I took it but not yet tell her that he had done so. So
then you say, Why get rid of her? He might still have been
thinking of staying with me? No. And he would have kept
her on somehow. And even if he didn’t our life had been
poisoned by her. She’d poisoned my life, so I had to poison
hers.
“I baked two tarts. One had the poison in it and one didn’t.
I drove down to the university and got two cups of coffee
and went to her office. There was nobody there but her. I
told her I’d had to come into town, and as I was passing the
campus I’d seen this nice little bakery that my husband was
always talking about, so I dropped in and bought a couple
of tarts and two cups of coffee. I’d been thinking of her all
alone when the rest of them got to go on their holidays, and
of me all alone with my husband in Minneapolis. She was
sweet and grateful. She said that it was very boring for her
at the office, and the cafeteria was closed, so she had to go
over to the science building for coffee and they put
hydrochloric acid in it. Ha-ha. So we had our little party.”
“I hate rhubarb,” he said. “It wouldn’t have worked with
me.”
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“It did with her. I had to take a chance that it would work
fast, before she realized what was wrong and had her
stomach pumped. But not so fast that she would associate it
with me. I had to be out of the way and so I was. The
building was deserted, and as far as I know to this day
nobody saw me arrive or leave. Of course, I knew some
back ways.”
“You think you’re smart. You got away scot-free.”
“But so have you.”
“What I done wasn’t so underhanded as what you done.”
“It was necessary to you.”
“You bet it was.”
“Mine was necessary to me. I kept my marriage. He came
to see that she wouldn’t have been good for him, anyway.
She’d have got sick on him, almost certainly. She was just
the type. She’d have been nothing but a burden to him. He
saw that.”
“You better not have put nothing in them eggs,” he said.
“You did, you’ll be sorry.”
“Of course I didn’t. It’s not something you’d go around
doing regularly. I don’t actually know anything about
poison. It was just by chance that I had that one little piece
of information.”
He stood up so suddenly that he knocked over his chair.
She noticed that there was not much wine left in the bottle.
“I need the keys to the car.”
She couldn’t think for a moment.
“Keys to the car. Where’d you put them?”
It could happen. As soon as she gave him the keys, it could
happen. Would it help to tell him that she was dying of
cancer? How stupid. It wouldn’t help at all. Death in the
future would not keep her from talking today.
“Nobody knows what I’ve told you,” she said. “You are the
only person I’ve told.”
A fat lot of good that might do. The whole advantage she
had presented to him had probably gone right over his
head.
“Nobody knows yet,” he said, and she thought, Thank God.
He’s on the right track. He does realize. Does he realize?
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Thank God, maybe.
“The keys are in the blue teapot.”
“Where? What the fuck blue teapot?”
“At the end of the counter—the lid got broken, so we used
it to just throw things in—”
“Shut up. Shut up or I’ll shut you up for good.” He tried to
stick his fist in the blue teapot, but it would not go in.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he cried, and he turned the teapot over
and banged it on the counter, so that not only did the car
keys and house keys and various coins and a wad of old
Canadian Tire money fall out on the floor but pieces of
blue pottery hit the boards.
“With the red string on them,” she said faintly.
He kicked things about for a moment before he picked up
the proper keys.
“So what are you going to say about the car?” he said.
“You sold it to a stranger. Right?”
The import of this did not come to her for a moment. When
it did, the room quivered. Going to say. “Thank you,” she
said, but her mouth was so dry that she was not sure any
sound came out.
It must have, though, for he said, “Don’t thank me yet. I
got a good memory. Good long memory. You make that
stranger look nothin’ like me. You don’t want them goin’
into graveyards diggin’ up dead bodies. You just
remember, a word outta you and there’ll be a word outta
me.”
She kept looking down. Not stirring or speaking, just
looking at the mess on the floor.
Gone. The door closed. Still she didn’t move. She wanted
to lock the door, but she couldn’t move. She heard the
engine start, then die. What now? He was so jumpy, he’d
do everything wrong. Then again, starting, starting, turning
over. The tires on the gravel. She walked trembling to the
phone and found that he had told the truth: it was dead.
Beside the phone was one of their many bookcases. This
one held mostly old books, books that had not been opened
for years. There was “The Proud Tower.” Albert Speer.
Rich’s books.
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“A Celebration of Familiar Fruits and Vegetables.” “Hearty
and Elegant Dishes and Fresh Surprises,” assembled,
tested, and created by Bett Underhill.
Once Rich had got the kitchen finished, Nita had made the
mistake for a while of trying to cook like Bett. For a rather
short while, because it turned out that Rich hadn’t wanted
to be reminded of all that fuss, and she herself hadn’t had
enough patience for so much chopping and simmering. But
she had learned a few things that surprised her. Such as the
poisonous aspects of certain familiar and generally benign
plants.
She should write to Bett.
Dear Bett, Rich is dead and I have saved my life by
becoming you.
But what would Bett care that her life had been saved?
There was only one person really worth telling.
Rich. Rich. Now she knew what it was to miss him. Like
having the air sucked out of the sky.
She told herself that she could walk down to the village.
There was a police office in the back of the Township Hall.
She should get a cell phone.
But she was so shaken, so deeply tired that she could
hardly stir a foot. She had first of all to rest.
She was wakened by a knock on her still unlocked door. It
was a policeman, not the one from the village but one of
the provincial traffic police. He asked if she knew where
her car was.
She looked at the patch of gravel where it had been parked.
“It’s gone,” she said. “It was over there.”
“You didn’t know it was stolen? When did you last look
out and see it?”
“It must have been last night.”
“The keys were left in it?”
“I suppose they must have been.”
“I have to tell you it’s been in a bad accident. A one-car
accident just this side of Wallenstein. The driver rolled it
down into the culvert and totalled it. And that’s not all.
He’s wanted for a triple murder. That’s the latest we heard,
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anyway. Murder in Mitchellston. You were lucky you
didn’t run into him.”
“Was he hurt?”
“Killed. Instantly. Serves him right.”
There followed a kindly stern lecture. Leaving keys in the
car. Woman living alone. These days you never know.
Never know. ♦
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 ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ:ﺑﺮﮔﺮدان ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ
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ﮔﻮداﻟﻬﺎي ﻋﻤﻴﻖ
آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو،

30ﺟﻮن 2008
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ﺳﻠﻲ 100ﻟُﻘﻤﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮغ ﭘﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺳـﺲ -،101ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﻣﺘﻨﻔﺮﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ ﺑﺒـﺮد ،ﭼـﻮن ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺑﻬـﻢ
ﺧﻮرده ) ﭘﺮدردﺳﺮ-م( ﺑﻮد -،ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ ﻫﺎي ژاﻣﺒـﻮن ،ﺳـﺎﻻد

Sally 100
 devilled eggs 101تخم مرغھای شيطانی،تخم مرغھای آب پز شده ی سفت است که از وسط
نيم می کنند و آن را از مخلوطی از زرده تخم مرغ ،مايونز و سس ماسترد پر می کنند و سرد و
با غذای ديگر ِسرو می شود.
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102

 Kool-Aidاسم تجاری ) عالمت تجاری( يک نوع نوشيدنی خوشمزه با ويتامن سی و
مورد عالقه کودکان است.
 bourgeois gentilhomme 103اين اصطالح برآمده از نامی ست در نمايشنامه کمدی مولير
بنام اريستو کرات طبقه متوسط در پنج قسمت که نخستين بار در تاريخ  ١۴اکتبر  ١۶٧٠اجرا
شد.
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ﺧﺮﭼﻨﮓ ،ﻛﻴﻜﻬﺎي ﻟﻴﻤﻮ  -ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ
ﺑﻨﺪي .ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﻛﻮل اﻳﺪز 102ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎ ،ﻧـﻴﻢ ﺑﻄـﺮ ﻫـﻢ از
ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش و آﻟﻜـﺲ ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي ﻛـﺮد .ﺟﺮﻋـﻪ
ﺷﻴﺮي در ﭘﺴﺘﺎن دارد) اوﻛﻢ ﺷﻴﺮ اﺳﺖ –م( ﭼﻮن ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﻮدك ﺷﻴﺮ ﻣـﻲ داد .ﻟﻴﻮاﻧﻬـﺎي ﭘﻼﺳـﺘﻜﻲ ﺷـﺎﻣﭙﺎﻳﻦ ﺑـﺮاي
ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻌﻲ ﺧﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻟﻜﺲ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ او اﻳﻨﻬﺎ
را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد ،اﺻﻠﻲ ﻫﺎ را ﺧﻮدش ﮔﺮﻓﺖ – ﻳﻚ ﻫﺪﻳﻪ ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ –
از ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ي ﻇﺮوف ﭼﻴﻨﻲ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ .او اﻋﺘﺮاض ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ آﻟﻜﺲ
اﺻﺮار ﻧﻤﻮد و ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ آن ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪن و ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﺪي ﻛـﺮدن را
ﺷﺨﺼﺎ ﺑﻌﻬﺪه ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
103
ﺑﺎﺑﺎ وﻗﻌﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺑﻮرژوا ﺳﺖ  .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺖ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌـﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او در ﺳﻨﻴﻦ ﻧﻮﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد و ﻫـﺮ
درﺳﻲ را ﻧﻤﺮه " آ " ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮدﻛﻪ روزي
داﻧﺸﻤﻨﺪي ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ازﺟﻮش و ﺧﺮوش ﻓﺮاﻧـﺴﻮي
در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﮕﺮﻳﺰد.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﭘﺪرت را ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﻧﻜﻦ"
" ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .درﺳﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻳـﻚ زﻣـﻴﻦ
ﺷﻨﺎس ﻛﺮﻣﻮ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ".
ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ ﺑﻪ اﻓﺘﺨﺎر اﻧﺘﺸﺎر ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﺎر آﻟﻜﺲ در

PDF.tarikhema.org
٣۴٨

 Geomorphologie 104دانشی که در باره برجستگی ھای رويه ی زمين و چرايی ی پيدايش
آنھا بحث می کند
Osler Bluff 105

٣۴٨

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺟﺌﻮﻣﻮرﻓﻮﻟﻮﺟﻲ 104ﺑﻮد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ اوﺳـﻠﺮ ﺑـﻼف 105ﻣـﻲ
رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﭼﻮن آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﮕﺴﺘﺮدﮔﻲ در ﺗﺤﻘﻴﻘﺶ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و ﻧﻴـﺰ
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ در راه ﻧﺎﻫﻤﻮار ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻬﺮ راﻧﺪﻧـﺪ – ﭘـﺲ از
ﺧﺎرج ﺷـﺪن از ﺑﺰرﮔـﺮاه و ﺑﻌـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﺎده ي ﺻـﺎف ﻧـﺸﺪه
روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ – ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺎرك ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﺑـﻮد
ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻲ در آن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺤﻞ روي ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮي رﻧﮓ
ﺷﺪه و ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزﺳﺎزي ،ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد:
اﺣﺘﻴﺎط .ﮔﻮداﻟﻬﺎي  -ﻋﻤﻴﻖ
" ﭼﺮا ﺧﻂ ﺗﻴﺮه؟ ﺳﻠﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻟﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ اﻫﻤﻴـﺖ
ﺑﺪﻫﺪ؟"
ورودي ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻋﺎدي و ﺑﻲ ﺧﻄﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ .ﺳـﻠﻲ اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻨﮕـﻞ روي ﭘﺮﺗﮕـﺎه ﺑﻠﻨـﺪي ﻗـﺮار دارد و
اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎي ﺑﻴﺒﺎﻛﺎﻧﻪ اي در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ از آن داﺷـﺖ .او اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر
ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒــﺎ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻــﻠﻪ ﺧﻄــﺮي در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻠــﺸﺎن داﻣــﻦ
ﺑﮕﺴﺘﺮاﻧﺪ )ﻳﻚ ﺧﻄﺮي ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﺳﺒﺰ ﺷﻮد -م(.
ﭼﺎﻟﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻋﻤﻴﻖ ،ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻳـﻚ ﺗـﺎﺑﻮت ﮔـﺎه ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﺻﺨﺮه ﺑﺮﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .راﻫﺮوﻫﺎي ﭘﻴﭻ در ﭘﻴﭻ ﻣﻴﺎن آﻧﻬﺎ و ﺳﺮﺧﺲ و ﺧﺰه ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺮ دﻳﻮارﻫﺎي آن ﻗﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ.
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ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان ﺳﺒﺰاﻧﻪ اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺗﺸﻚ ﺑـﺮ ﺳـﻨﮕﻬﺎي
آن ،روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﺳﺨﺖ و ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻧـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪان ﻫـﻢ ﺳـﻄﺢ
ﺻﺨﺮه ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻧﻤﻮد.
ﺻﺪاي ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎ ،ﻛﻨﺖ و ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ،ﻧُﻪ و ﺷﺶ ﺳـﺎﻟﻪ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دوﻳﺪﻧﺪ " اوووو"
آﻟﻜﺲ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺻﺪا زد و ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻳـﻦ ﻃﺮﻓﻬـﺎ ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﺷـﺪ.
اﺣﻤﻖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﻴﺪ .ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ .ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﻮﻳﺪ؟ ﻣـﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴـﺪ؟ ﺟـﻮاب
ﺑﺪﻳﺪ".
آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ " ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ" و آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑـﻪ راﻫـﺶ اداﻣـﻪ داد .داﺷـﺖ
ﺳﺒﺪ ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﻇـﺎﻫﺮا ﻣﻌﺘﻘـﺪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﺗﺬﻛﺮات ﭘﺪراﻧﻪ ﺿـﺮوري ﻧﺨﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺑـﻮد .ﺳـﻠﻲ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮ او
ﺳــﻜﻨﺪري رﻓــﺖ ﺳــﺮﻳﻌﺘﺮ از آﻧﻜــﻪ ﺑــﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑــﺎ داﺷــﺘﻦ ﺑﭽــﻪ
ﺳــﺎواﻧﺎ 106و وﺳــﺎﻳﻞ ﻛﻬﻨــﻪ او ،آﺳــﺎن ﺑﺎﺷــﺪ .او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧــﺴﺖ از
ﺳﺮﻋﺖ ﻟﻐﺰﻳﺪن ﻛﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﺴﺮاﻧﺶ را در ﻣﻴﺪان دﻳﺪ
ﺧﻮد داﺷﺖ ،دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ در ﻛﻨـﺎر او ﻳﻮرﺗﻤـﻪ ﻣـﻲ روﻧـﺪ و
ﻛﻨﺎره اي را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺷـﻜﺎﻓﻬﺎي ﻋﻤﻴـﻖ ﺳـﻴﺎه
ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﻨـﺪ ،ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﺣـﺪ ﺳـﺮ و ﺻـﺪا ﻫـﺎي ﺑﺮاﺳـﺘﻲ
ﻫﺮاﺳﻨﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .او ﺑﺎ ﻫـﺸﺪار و ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮر ﺧـﺸﻤﻨﺎﻛﻲ
ﻣﻌﻤﻮل و از ﭘﺎ در آﻣﺪن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﺪ.
ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪازي ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﻧﺒﻮد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺧﺲ و ﺧﺎﺷﺎك ﮔـﺬرﮔﺎه
را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺸﺎن ﻧﻴﻢ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
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آﻣﺪ ،اﺣﺘﻤﻼ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻬﺎرم ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻮد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻳﻚ درﺧﺸﺶ ،ﻳﻚ
روﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ از آﺳﻤﺎن ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷﺪ و ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ رﻓﺖ .او
ﺑﻘﻴﻪ را ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎ از ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ
از ﺟﻨﮕﻞ در ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،آﻧﻬﺎ را دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﺑﺎﻻي درﺧﺖ ،ﺑﺎﻻ ي
ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ درﺧﺖ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،ﺳﺮ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ – .در ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن
دﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻃﺮﺣﻲ از ﺳﺒﺰ و زرد ﻣﻲ ﮔﺴﺘﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ را روي ﭘﺘـﻮﻳﺶ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ ،ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﺮد.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ اي؟"
آﻟﻜﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم او ﻧﻬﺎرش را در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺧﻮرد".
" ﺧﻮرد وﻟﻲ دوﺑﺎره ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ اش اﺳﺖ".
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ را روي ﻳﻚ دﺳﺖ ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ و ﺑﺎ دﺳﺖ آزادش ﺳـﺒﺪ
ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ ،ﻃﻮري ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻟﻜﺲ ﺧﻴﺎل ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ او آه ﺷﺎدﻛﻨﻨﺪه اي ﻛﺮد و ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي ﻟﻴﻮاﻧﻬـﺎ را ﺑـﺎز
ﻛﺮد ،آﻧﻬﺎ را روي ﻣﺸﺘﻲ از ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻪ ﺑﻪ ،ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺗﺸﻨﻪ ام ".ﭘﻴﺘـﺮ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ از او
ﺗﻘﻠﻴﺪ ﻛﺮد.
" ﺑﻪ ﺑﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﺑﻪ "
آﻟﻜﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش "
آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺮاي آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻪ آورده اي ﺑﻨﻮﺷﻨﺪ؟"
"ﻛﻮل -اﻳﺪ " در ﻳﻚ ﺑﻄﺮي آﺑﻲ .دﺳـﺘﻤﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي روي
آﻧﻬﺎﺳﺖ".
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اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آﻟﻜﺲ ﻣﻌﻘﺘﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺖ آن ادا را در آورده ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺗﺸﻨﻪ اش ﺑﻮد ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او از
دﻳﺪن ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﺳﻠﻲ ،ﺑﭽﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﺠﺎن آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد
وﻗﺖ ﻛﻢ ﺷﻴﺮي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ از ﺷﻴﺮ ﻣـﺎدر ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺷـﺪه و
ﺑﻄﺮي ﺷﻴﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ داده ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮد – ﺳـﺎواﻧﺎ ﺣـﺪود ﺷـﺶ
ﻣﺎﻫﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑﻲ ﺗﻔﺎوت ﺗﺮ از آن اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي را ﺟﺪي ﺑﮕﻴﺮد ،ﮔﺎه در آﺷﭙﺰاﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻳـﻚ دﺳـﺖ ﻛـﺎري
اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺣﺮﻳﺼﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﻛﻨﺖ زﻳﺮ
ﭼﺸﻤﻲ دزداﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺎﻳﺪ و ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﺷﻴﺮﻫﺎي ﻣـﺎدر را ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ
دﻫﺪ .آﻟﻜﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،اﻳﻦ از ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺳﺎز ﺑﻮد
و ﺷﻜﻞ ﮔﻴﺮيِ ذﻫﻨﻲ ﺷﻴﻄﺎن داﺷﺖ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﺧﻮب ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ".
" اﻳﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ از آن ﻛﺎرﻫﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫـﻲ .ﺗـﻮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ او را ﻓﺮدا از ﺷﻴﺮﻣﺎدر ﺑﮕﻴﺮي"
" اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را زود ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻓﺮدا وﻟﻲ زود "
وﻟﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬارد ﺑﺎ ﺷﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻴﺮ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ را ﺑﺨﻮد ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻛﻨﺪ ) .ﺧﺮاب ﻛﻨﺪ – م(
ﻛﻮل اﻳﺪ) ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ( ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷﭙﺎﻣﭙﺎﻳﻦ رﻳﺨﺘـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد.
ﺳﻠﻲ و آﻟﻜﺲ ﻟﻴﻮاﻧﻬﺎ را در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﻣﻴﺎﻧﺸﺎن اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺸﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﺎش ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
ﺑﻨﻮﺷﺪ .ﺑﻪ آﻟﻜﺲ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪي ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ و اﻳﻦ ﻧﻈﺮ
ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻟﻜـﺲ ﺷـﺎﻣﭙﺎﻧﺶ را
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ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪ و اﮔﺮ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ او ﺑﺮاي دﻟﺠﻮﻳﻲ از آﻟﻜﺲ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﻮد،
آﻟﻜﺲ ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ را ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺳﻠﻲ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﭼﻬﺎ را ﻧﺸﺎن
ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺪاﻣﺸﺎن ﺳﺲ ﻣﺎﺳﺘﺮد) ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺳﺲ( دارد ﻛﻪ او
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺴﻨﺪد و ﻛﺪاﻣﺸﺎن ﺳﺲ ﻣﺎﺳـﺘﺮد دارﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او و ﭘﻴﺘـﺮ
دوﺳﺖ دارﻧﺪ و ﻛﺪاﻣﺸﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﻛﻨﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ ﺳـﺲ
ﻣﺎﺳﺘﺮد دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪارد ،اﺳﺖ.
درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن اداﻣﻪ داﺷﺖ ،ﻛﻨﺖ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﭘـﺸﺖ او
ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﺪ و او ﺷﺎﻣﭙﺎﻳﻨﺶ را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آن را دﻳﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺪﻻﻳﻞ ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ آن را ﺑﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ ﻛﺸﻒ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ وﻗﺖ ﺑﻌﺪ ﭼﻪ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ
آﻟﻜﺲ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﺑﺎره آن ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﭼـﻮن او زود ﻓﺮاﻣـﻮش
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در ﻟﻴـﻮاﻧﺶ ﺟـﺎ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ و آن را ﺑـﺎ ﻟﻴـﻮان
ﺧﻮدش ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﮔـﺬارد در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﭘـﺴﺮﻫﺎ در ﺑـﺎره ي
ﺳﻨﮓ ﻣﻌﺪﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﮔـﻮش ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ،اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ ،
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ را ﺑﺎ وﻟﻊ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرﻧﺪ و ﻣﺨﻠﻮط ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮغ
و ﺳﺲ و ﺧﺮﭼﻨﮓ را ﻧﺎدﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ و ﻛﻴﻜﻬﺎ را ﭼﻨﮓ ﻣﻲ
اﻧﺪازﻧﺪ.
آﻟﻜﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺳﻨﮓ ﻣﻌﺪﻧﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻻﻳﻪ ﺿﺨﻴﻢ ﻧﻤﻚ ،آﻫﻚ،
ﮔﭻ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺷﺪه ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻨﺪ .ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻪ زﻳـﺮي ﺧـﺎك
رس ﺻﺨﺮه ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ،ﻛﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ داﻧﻪ داﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻮد .آب از ﻣﻴﺎن ﺳﻨﮓ ﻣﻌﺪﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد و وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻻﻳـﻪ
زﻳﺮي ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .آب ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ از ﻻﻳﻪ ﻧﺎزك
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ﻋﺒﻮر ﻛﻨﺪ.ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﺮﺳﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ .اﻳـﻦ ﺗﺨﺮﻳـﺐ ﺳـﻨﮓ
ﻣﻌﺪﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﺳﺒﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد آب ﺑﻪ ﻣﻨﺒﻊ اﺻـﻠﻲ ﺧـﻮدش راه
ﻳﺎﺑﺪ ،ﻛﺎﻧﺎﻟﺶ را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻻﻳﻪ ﻫﺎي ﮔﭽﻲ/آﻫﻜﻲ ﻋﻤﻮدي
ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ وﺻﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻋﻤﻮدي را ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﺪ؟
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻧﺎزاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ" ،ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ"
ﻻﻳﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﻋﻤﻮدي ﺑﻬﻢ وﺻﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و ﺗﺤﻠﻴﻞ ﻣـﻲ
روﻧﺪ و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷـﻜﺎﻓﻬﺎﻳﻲ در آﻧﻬـﺎ اﻳﺠـﺎد ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد و ﭘـﺲ از
ﻣﻴﻠﻴﻮﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﺎل ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه و ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رﻳﺰﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮوم "
" ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮوي؟"
ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪﺑﺮوم "
ﺳﻠﻲ دﺳﺘﺶ روي دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدﺑﺨﻮد ﻫـﺸﺪار داده
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ و
ﻫﺸﺪار ﺳﻠﻲ را ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤـﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ
زﻧﻨﺪ.
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮاب رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ،ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ دور ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﻚ ﺳـﺴﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد .ﺑﺎ دور ﺷﺪن ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎ ،او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ آﺳـﺎﻧﺘﺮ ﻛﻬﻨـﻪ اش را
ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ اورا ﺑـﻪ اروغ زدن ﭘـﺲ از ﺷـﻴﺮ
ﺧﻮردن وا دارد و او را ﺑﺪون ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﻲ از ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎن ﺷﺪن ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﺶ
روي ﭘﺘﻮ ﻗﺮار دﻫﺪ .اﮔﺮ آﻟﻜﺲ ﺷﻜﻞ ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪ آن را ﺗﺤﻤﻞ
ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭘﻴﻮﺳـﺘﮕﻲ ﺳـﻜﺲ و ﺗﻘﻮﻳـﺖ
ﻏﺬاﻳﻲ را دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي زﻧﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺷـﻜﻞ ﭘـﺴﺘﺎن
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ﺷﻴﺮي ) ﭘﺴﺘﺎن آوﻳﺰان و ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ آن – م( در آﻣﺪه ،او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻧﮕـﺎﻫﺶ را
از آن دور ﻛﻨﺪ و اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ دﻛﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺴﺖ ،ﺻﺪاي ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ ،ﻧـﻪ
ﭼﻨﺪان ﺷﺪﻳﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻣﻼﻳﻢ ،ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ،ﻛﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و آﻟﻜﺲ ﭘﻴﺶ
از او ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،از ﮔﺬرﮔﺎه ﻣﻲ دود .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺻـﺪاي ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ
ي ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮ و ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﭘﻴﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ.
" ﻛﻨﺖ اﻓﺘﺎد .ﻛﻨﺖ اﻓﺘﺎد "
ﭘﺪرش داد ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ " ،دارم ﻣﻲ آﻳﻢ"
ﺳﻠﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎور ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ از ﻫﻤـﺎن اول ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺻﺪاي ﭘﻴﺘـﺮ را ﺷـﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .اﮔﺮ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ اﻓﺘـﺎده ﺑـﻮد،
ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺑﭽﻪ ي ﺷﺶ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ اش ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﭽـﻪ ي
ﻧﺘﺮس اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻣﺒﺘﻜﺮ و ﻧﻪ ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺳـﺮ ﻛﻨـﺖ آﻣـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ دﻗﻴﻘـﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ ﭼﻄـﻮر ﺷـﺪه اﺳـﺖ –
ﺷﺎﺷﻴﺪن در ﻳﻚ ﮔﻮدال ،ﺣﻔـﻆ ﻧﻜـﺮدنِ ﺗﻌـﺎدﻟﺶ روي ﻟﺒـﻪ
ﮔﻮدال ،اذﻳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ،اذﻳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﺧﻮدش.
او زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد .در ﻋﻤﻖ ﻏﺎر روي آﺷﻐﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﻛﻒ ﻏﺎراﻓﺘـﺎده ﺑـﻮد
اﻣﺎ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را داﺷﺖ ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ داد .ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺧﻮد را ﺑـﺎﻻ
ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻋﺎﺟﺰاﻧﻪ ﺗﻘﻼ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﭘـﺎﻳﺶ زﻳـﺮش ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،ﭘﺎ دﻳﮕﺮش را ﺑﺪﺟﻮري ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﭽﻪ را ﺑﻴﺎوري ) ﺣﻤﻞ ﻛﻨﻲ-م( ؟
ﺑﺮو ﺟﺎﻳﻲ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﭘﻴﻚ ﻧﻴﻚ ﭘﻬﻦ ﺷﺪه و او را روي ﭘﺘﻮ ﺑﮕﺬار
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و ﻣﻮاﻇﺒﺶ ﺑﺎش .ﭘﺴﺮ ﺧﻮب ﻣﻦ .ﭘﺴﺮ ﺧﻮب و ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ ﻣﻦ".
آﻟﻜﺲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﺗﻘﻼ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﮔـﻮدال
ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻲ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧـﺪ .ﺳـﺎﻟﻢ ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻏﺎر رﺳﻴﺪن ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻨﺖ را از آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻴـﺮون آوردن
ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻮد.
آﻳﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻄﺮف ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ ﻃﻨـﺎب در ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ
ﻫﺴﺖ؟ ﻃﻨﺎب را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻪ ﻳﻚ درﺧﺖ ﺑﺒﻨﺪد؟ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ آن را دورِ
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﺮه ﻣﻲ زد ﺗﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او را ﺑـﺎﻻ ﺑﻜـﺸﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
آﻟﻜﺲ او را ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد؟
ﻃﻨﺎﺑﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﭼﺮا ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻃﻨﺎب در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد؟
آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑﻪ او رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺧﻢ ﺷﺪ و او را ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻛـﺮد .ﻛﻨـﺖ از
درد ﺟﻴﻎ دردﻧﺎﻛﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .آﻟﻜﺲ او را ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ اي ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺴﺖ ،ﺳﺮ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻄﺮف ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻮ اﻓﺘـﺎده ﺑـﻮدو
ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻲ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد -ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻄﺮز ﻏﻴـﺮ ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ روي
ﭘﺎي دﻳﮕﺮش ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷـﺪ ،ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻗـﺪم ﺳـﻜﻨﺪري ﺧـﻮرد و
درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻛﻨﺖ را از ﭘﺸﺘﺶ ﺑﺮوي ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ اش ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ.
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺧﻴﺰ راﻫﺶ را ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
ﺳﻠﻲ اﻳﻦ را ﺣﺎﻻ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ – زﺑﺎﻟﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ اﻧﺘﻬـﺎي ﺷـﻜﺎف
ﻋﻤﻴﻖ را ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.او ﺑﺎ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد دﺳﺘﻮراﺗﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻠﻲ داد ﺑـﻲ
آﻧﻜﻪ ﺳﺮش را ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﻨﺪ و اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻴـﺰي
از ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ .ﺑـﺮوي
زاﻧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ – ﭼﺮا روي زاﻧـﻮاﻧﺶ ﺑـﻮد؟ -و ﺧـﻮد را ﺑـﻪ
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ﺳﻮي ﻟﺒﻪ ي ﭘﺮﺗﮕﺎه ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ زﺑﺎﻟﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﻒ ﮔﻮدال ﺑﻪ ارﺗﻔـﺎع
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﻪ ﻓﻮﺗﻲ ﺳﻄﺢ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .آﻟﻜﺲ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﺑـﺎ ﻛﻨـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﻮزﻧﻲ ﺗﻴﺮﺧﻮرده ﺑﻪ او آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﺧﺰﻳﺪ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﺻﺪا زد " :ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪرش ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ ،ﺑﻮﺳـﻴﻠﻪ ﻣـﺎدرش ﺑـﺮ روي
ﻛﻨﺎره اي از ﺻﺨﺮه ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ .ﭘـﺴﺮﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻻﻏـﺮ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﻠـﻮغ ﺟـﻮاﻧﻲ ﻧﺮﺳـﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻴﺴﻪ ﺳﻴﻤﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﺑﺎزوﻫﺎي ﺳﻠﻲ در اوﻟﻴﻦ
ﺗﻼش ﺗﺤﻤـﻞ وزن او را ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .وﺿـﻌﻴﺘﺶ را ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ داد و
ﺑﺠﺎي ﺗﺨﺖ درازﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﺑﺮ روي ﺷﻜﻤﺶ ،دوﻻ ﺷﺪ ،و ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ
ﻗﺪرت ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﺳﻴﻨﻪ اش ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﻚ آﻟﻜﺲ ﻛﻪ در ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدن
ﺑﺪن ﻛﻨﺖ از زﻳﺮ ﺗﻘﻼ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،او را ﺑﺎﻻ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑﺎ او ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﺸﺖ روي دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ اﻓﺘﺎد و ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ را دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﺮش را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﻧﺪ و دوﺑﺎره از ﻫﻮش رﻓﺖ.
وﻗﺘﻲ آﻟﻜﺲ از ﮔﻮدال ﺑﻴﺮون ﺧﺰﻳﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،ﺑﻘﻴـﻪ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ را
ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن ﻛﺎﻟﻴﻨـﮓ وود 107راﻧﺪﻧـﺪ .آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺮاﺣﺖ داﺧﻠﻲ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮدو ﭘﺎ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺷﻜﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﮔﻘﺖ ،ﺷـﺪﻳﺪ ﻧﺒـﻮد.
ﭘﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧُﺮد ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
دﻛﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﺮاه ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻪ اﺗـﺎق درﻣـﺎن رﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد در
ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ آﻟﻜﺲ از ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ و ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﮔﻔـﺖ " ،در
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ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ دﻳﮕـﺮ
اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ"
ﺗﺼﺎدف و دوره ﻧﻘﺎﻫﺖ او را ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ داده ﺑﻮد .او ﻣﺴﻦ ﺗـﺮ
از ﺳﻨﺶ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳﺐ و ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﺑـﻲ
ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﺑﻮد .و ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﻪ ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ دور
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آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﺮ دﻗﻴﻘـﻪ ﻣﻮاﻇـﺐ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ".آﻳـﺎ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﺗـﺎﺑﻠﻮي
ﻫﺸﺪاري ﺑﻴﺮون از ﮔﻮدال ﻧﺪﻳﺪﻧﺪ؟"
درﻣﻮرد آﻟﻜﺲ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻨﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺳـﺮت را ﺑﺮﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧـﻲ در ﻣـﻲ
روﻧﺪ و ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ".ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ اﻳـﻦ را ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺷﻜﺮﮔﺰاري ﺳﻠﻲ از ﺧﺪا ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺪا اﻋﺘﻘﺎد ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ،و
از ﻧﮕﺎه آﻟﻜﺲ ،اﻋﺘﻘﺎد داﺷﺖ – ﭼﻨﺎن ﮔﺰاف ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻫﻴﭻ رﻧﺠﺸﻲ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﺪاد.
ﺑﺮاي ﻛﻨﺖ ﺿﺮوري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺶ ﻣﺎه ﺑﻌﺪي ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻧـﺮود،
ﺑﻪ ﺗﺨﺖ اﺟﺎره اي ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﺷـﻮد .ﺳـﻠﻲ ﻣـﺸﻘﻬﺎي
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ او را ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ او ﺗﺸﻮﻳﻖ ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎﭘﺮوژه ﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ اداﻣﻪ دﻫﺪ.
ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻳﻨﻬﺎ " ﺳﻔﺮﻫﺎ و ﻛﺸﻔﻬﺎ – ﻛﺸﻮرت را اﻧﺘﺨـﺎب ﻛـﻦ"
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Hebrides 108جزاير واقع در غرب اسکاتلند
Tristan da Cunha 109جزاير آتشفشانی در حنوب اقيانوس اطلس بين جنوب افريقا و جنوب
آمريکای جنوبی.
Chatham Island 110جزايری در اقيانوس آرام ٨٠٠ ،کيلومرتی نيوزيلند
Christmas Island 111جزايری در اقيانوس ھند که اسپانيايی آن را حزيره شرقی نيز می
گويد
Desolation Island 112جزايری در اقيانوس ھند که در چند جای ديگر از جھان نيز جزايری
به اين نام می باشد.
Chatham Island 113جزايری در شمال اقيانوس اطلس
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دﺳﺖ ﺟﺬب ﺷﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﻫﺎواﻳﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻗﻨﺎري ﻳﺎ ﻫﻴﺒﺮﻳﺪ 108ﻳﺎ
ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ،ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﺑـﺮود اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﮔﻤﻨﺎم) ﻧﺎﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ – م( ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ در ﺑـﺎره آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺣﺮﻓـﻲ ﻧـﺰد و
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻨﺪرت ﺣﺮف زد .اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ آن ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ رﻓﺖ ،ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ
ﻣﻌــﺮاج .ﺗﺮﻳــﺴﺘﺎن دا ﻛﻮﻧــﺎ ،109ﺟﺰاﻳــﺮ ﭼــﺘﻢ ، 110ﺟﺰاﻳــﺮ
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ 111ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ دﻟﺘﻨﮕﻲ ،112ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﻓﺮوس. 113
ﺳﻠﻲ و ﻛﻨـﺖ ﺷـﺮوع ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺟﻤـﻊ ﻛـﺮدن ﻫـﺮ ﺗﻜـﻪ از
اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎﻫﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻨﺪ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ
درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﭼﻴﺰي وا دارد .و ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ آﻟﻜـﺲ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻨـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻋﻘﻠﻤﺎن را از دﺳﺖ داده
اﻳﻢ".
ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﻣﻌﺮاج ﺑﺮﺟﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ رخ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ،
ﺷﻜﻞ ﺳﺒﺰي ي ﻋﻬﺪ ﻋﺘﻴﻖ ،ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻢ ﻣﻨﺤﺼﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻓﺮد را ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ ﻋﺒﺎدي اي از آن ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺳﻨﺘﻬﺎ و
رژه ﻛﻠﻢ ﺑﻪ اﻓﺘﺨﺎر آن.
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ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺴﺮش ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ ،ﺑـﻪ
زﻳﺮﻧﻮﻳﺴﻲ در ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن از ﺗﺮﻳﺴﺘﺎن دا ﻛﻮﻧﺎ ،ﻏﻴﺮ ﺳﺎﻛﻦ دﻳـﺪه
ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ در ﻓﺮودﮔﺎه ﻫﻴﺜﺮو ﭘﻴﺎده ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻫﻤـﻪ از آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻓﻮران آﺗﺸﻔﺸﺎن ﻋﻈﻴﻢ در ﺟﺰﻳﺮه ﺷـﺎن ﺗﺨﻠﻴـﻪ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﭼﻘﺪر ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧـﺪ ،ﺳـﺮﺑﺰﻳﺮ و ﻣﺤﺘﺮﻣﺎﻧـﻪ،
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﻮﺟﻮدات ﻗﺮن دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻢ و ﺑـﻴﺶ ﺑـﻪ
اﻧﮕﻠﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ آﺗﺸﻔﺸﺎن ﻓﺮو ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ،ﭼﻨﺪ
ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻨﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺷـﺎن
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدﻧﺪ.
اﻟﺒﺘﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻋﻮض
ﺷﺪ ،اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺘﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺳﻨﺶ ﺑﺎﻟﻎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﺎواﻧﺎ
ﻣﺪارا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻄﺮﻧﺎك و ﻛﻠﻪ ﺷﻖ ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
و ﺑﺎ ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ اﻧﻔﺠﺎري ﻣﺜﻞ ﻃﻮﻓﺎن ﺑﻼ
ﻧﺎزل ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .و او ﺑﻮﻳﮋه در ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﭘﺪرش ﻣﻮدب ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ
ﻛﺎﻏﺬي ﻣﻲ آورد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮاي ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﻛﻨﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺪﻗﺖ
ﺗﺎ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ " ،اﻓﺘﺨﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ام را ﻧﺠـﺎت
داد" ﻳﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻗﻬﺮﻣﺎن اﺳﺖ".
او اﻳﻦ را ﻧﻪ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻣﻬﻴﺞ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ
ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﻮﺟﺐ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻴﺖ آﻟﻜﺲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻛﻨﺖ
ﺣﺘــﻲ ﭘــﻴﺶ از ﺣﺎدﺛــﻪ ي دردﻧــﺎك ﮔــﻮدال ﻋﻤﻴــﻖ ،ﭼﻨــﺎن
ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ اش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
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آﻟﻜﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺶ ﻛﻦ ".او ﺑﻄﻮر ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺳـﻠﻲ
ﮔﻠﻪ ﻛﺮد.
" او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ دوﺳﺘﺶ داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ ﭼـﻮن
ﺟﺎﻧﺶ را ﻧﺠﺎد دادي".
" ﺧﺪاي ﻣﻦ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ را ﻧﺠﺎت دادم".
" ﻟﻄﻔﻦ آن را ﭘﻴﺶ او ﻧﮕﻮ".
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻪ دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن رﻓﺖ ،ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ از ﭘﺪر آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
او ﺑﻪ رﺷﺘﻪ ي ﻋﻠﻮم ﺗﺎﻛﻴﺪ داﺷﺖ .رﺷﺘﻪ ﺳﺨﺘﻲ را ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪ ﻧﻪ
ﻳﻚ رﺷﺘﻪ راﺣﺖ را و ﺣﺘﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺮﺧﻼف آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳـﺪ.
ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺗﺮ ،ﺑﻬﺘﺮ.
اﻣﺎ ﭘﺲ از ﺷﺶ ﻣﺎه در ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ،ﻛﻨﺖ ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺷﺪ .او را ﻛﻢ ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ – ﻳﻜﻲ ﻫﻢ ادﻋﺎي دوﺳﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎ او را ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ – ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او از رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮاﺣﻞ ﻏﺮﺑﻲ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد .ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اي
از او درﺳﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدرش ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻪ ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﺧﺒﺮدﻫﻨﺪ ،رﺳﻴﺪ .او در ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻻﺳﺘﻴﻚ ﺳﺎزي
ﻛﺎﻧﺎداﻳﻲ ﺣﻮﻣﻪ ي ﺷﻬﺮ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ درﺳﺖ در ﺷﻤﺎل آن ﻛﺎر ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪﻧﺶ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ رﻓﺖ ﺑـﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او را ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻛﻨـﺖ ﻧﭙـﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ ،ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او از ﻛـﺎرش
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ راﺿﻲ ﺳﺖ و ﭘﻮل ﺧﻮﺑﻲ دارد در ﻣﻲ آورد ،ﻳـﺎ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺑﺰودي ارﺗﻘﺎء ﺷﻐﻠﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داﺷﺖ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
آﻟﻜﺲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪن او رﻓـﺖ و او را ﺳـﺮﺧﻮش و ده ﭘﻮﻧـﺪ
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ﭼﺎﻗﺘﺮ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﺷﻲ از آﺑﺠﻮﺳﺖ .اﻛﻨﻮن دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻲ
ﻫﻢ دارد.
ﺳﻠﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ رﻓﺘﻦ و دﻳﺪن ﻛﻨﺖ را ﺑﺮاي آﻟﻜﺲ اﻋﺘﺮاف ﻛﺮد
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ  " ،اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮﺣﻠﻪ اﺳﺖ .او ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﻣـﺴﺘﻘﻞ
ﺑﻮدن را ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ".
" او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺷﻜﻢ ﺳﻴﺮ از اﻳﻦ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ دارد زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳـﻠﻲ
دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻪ ﻻﺳﺘﻴﻚ ﺳﺎزي ﻛﺎﻧﺎداﻳﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ
او از ﻛﺎر دﺳﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﺳﻠﻲ ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ -ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮد
ﻛﺎرﮔﺮ ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺒﺮ را ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ داد ،ﺑﻪ او ﭘﻮزﺧﻨﺪ
زد -و ﺳﻠﻲ ﻧﭙﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ رﻓﺘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدن ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺗﻤﺎس ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮد.
114
ﺗﻤﺎس ﻫﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﺳﻪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ .ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ي او ﺗﻤﺒـﺮ ﻧﻴـﺪﻟﺰ ،
ﻛﺎﻟﻴﻔﺮﻧﻴﺎ را داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدن
رد او در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺨـﻮد زﺣﻤـﺖ ﻧﺪﻫﻨـﺪ -او ﻓﻘـﻂ از آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﻼﻧـﺶ .و آﻟﻜـﺲ ﮔﻔـﺖ " ،اﻳـﻦ ﻟﻌﻨﺘـﻲ
ﺑﻼﻧﺶ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻛﻲ ﺳﺖ؟"
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻚ اﺳﺖ ".ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﻮده ﻳﺎ ﭼﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮده ﻳـﺎ
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .او از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭘﺪر و ﻣـﺎدرش را ﺑـﺪون
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اﻃﻼع و ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﭘﻮزش ﻫﻢ ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد
ﻳﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدرش ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮادر و ﺧـﻮاﻫﺮش
ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .در ﻋـﻮض او ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺻـﻔﺤﻪ از زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﺧـﻮدش
ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ در ﺑﺎره زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ
ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – ﭼﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد-
ﺑﺎ آن.
آﻟﻜﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﻨﻈﺮم ﻣﺴﺨﺮه اﺳـﺖ .ﻛـﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ ﺧـﻮدش را در
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﺤﺒﻮس ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرم اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺜـﻞ در
ﻟﺒﺎس ﻳﻚ ﭘﺰﺷﻚ ﻳﺎ ﻣﻬﻨﺪس ﻳﺎ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﻨﺎس ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﺶ
از روي آن رﺷﺪ ﻛﻨﺪ) از ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﭙﻮﺳﺪ-م( .ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرم اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ و
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺪ او را از ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﺶ در آورد) او را از ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ
زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش در آورد – م(  .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ آن داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد
ﻛــﻪ ﻫﻤــﻪ ﺟﻬــﺎن درون و ﺑﻴــﺮون در ﻫﻤــﻪ اﺑﻌــﺎد زﻳﺒــﺎﻳﻲ و
زﺷﺘﻬﺎي ﻣﻮﺟﻮد در ﻧﻮع ﺑﺸﺮ را ﻛﺸﻒ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ درد اﺳﺖ
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎدي ﻫﺴﺖ و اﺷﻘﺘﮕﻲ ﻫﻢ .اﻳﻦ ﺷﻴﻮه ي ﻧﺸﺎن
دادﻧﻢ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮت ﮔﺮاﻓﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺴﺖ
اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ام ﻛﻪ ﻣﻐﺮورﺑﻮدنِ زﻳﺎد را وا ﻧﻬﻢ-
".
آﻟﻜﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،او ﻣﻌﺘﺎد اﺳﺖ ".از دور ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻲ.
ﻣﻐﺰش از ﻣﻮاد ﻣﺨﺪر ﻓﺎﺳﺪ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ".
ﮔﻔﺖ ،وﺳﻂ ﺷﺐ " ﺳﻜﺲ "
" در ﻣﻮرد ﺳﻜﺲ ﭼﻪ؟"
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" ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻲ او در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ
زﻧﺪ -ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺸﻮي -ﻳﺎ -ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ ﺑﺘـﻮاﻧﻲ ﻫﺰﻳﻨـﻪ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ات را در ﺑﻴﺎوري .اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻜﺲ ﻫﻤﺎره ات
ﺑﭙﺮدازي و ﻋﻮاﻗﺐ آن ﻫﻢ .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ در ﺑـﺎره او
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻲ".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﺪاي ﻣﻦ .ﭼﻘﺪر رﻣﺎﻧﺘﻴﻚ"
" ﺑﻪ اﺳﺎس ﭘﺮداﺧﺘﻦ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ رﻣﺎﻧﻴﺘﻚ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ
وﺟﻪ ﻋﺎدي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ".
در اداﻣﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ – ﻳﺎ دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ،ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﻟﻜﺲ اﺳـﻤﺶ
را ﮔﺬاﺷــﺘﻪ – ﻛﻨــﺖ ﮔﻔــﺖ ﻛــﻪ او ﻣﺜــﻞ ﻫــﺮ ﻛــﺲ دﻳﮕــﺮي
ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ داﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ،ﭼﻴﺰي را ﻛﻪ او
از ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ ي ﻣﺮگ اﺳﺖ" ﭼﻴﺰﻳﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ
او ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺑﻴﺪاري ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ داده اﺳـﺖ و او ﺑـﺮاي
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ از ﭘﺪرش ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰار ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ او را
ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ اﻳﻦ دﻧﻴﺎ و ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ ﻣﺎدري ﻛﻪ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺎﻧﻪ او را
در آﻧﺠﺎ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
او ﻧﻮﺷﺖ " ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در آن ﻟﺤﻈﺎت ﻣﻦ دوﺑﺎره زاده ﺷﺪم".
آﻟﻜﺲ ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻛﺮد.
" ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ آن را ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ"
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﮕﻮ " ".ﺗﻮ آن ﻣﻨﻈﻮر را ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻲ".
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻣﻦ آن ﻣﻨﻈﻮر را داﺷﺘﻢ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ".
ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻋﺸﻖ اﻣﻀﺎء ﺷﺪ .آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از او ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻧﺪ.
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ﭘﻴﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ رﺷﺘﻪ ﭘﺰﺷﻜﻲ و ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ رﺷﺘﻪ ﺣﻘﻮق رﻓﺖ.
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ي ﺳﻠﻲ ،او ﺑﻪ رﺷﺘﻪ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨـﺪ
ﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺷﺐ در ﺣﺎل و ﻫﻮاي دﻟﭽﺴﺐ ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ،ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑـﻪ
آﻟﻜﺲ در ﺑﺎره ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ – ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻧـﻪ در ﺑـﺎره ي ﻓـﺎﻧﺘﺰي
اش ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ از آن ﻳﺎ دﻳﮕﺮي داﺷﺖ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺴﻴﺎري از ﺟﺰﺋﻴﺎت را ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ،
ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻫﻤـﻪ اﻳـﻦ اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ را در داﻳـﺮه
اﻟﻤﻌﺎرف دﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﺶ را درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد.
آﻟﻜﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ
در اﻳﻨﺘﺮﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد .ﺳـﻠﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﻳﻘﻴﻨـﺎ ﻧـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ
ﻧﺎﻣﻔﻬﻤﻮم ،و آﻟﻜﺲ او را از رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب در آورد و از ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﺮد و آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ زﻳـﺎدي ،ﺟﺰﻳـﺮه ﺗﺮﻳـﺴﺘﺎن دا
ﻛﻮﻧﺎ ،ﻳﻚ ﭘﻬﻨﻪ ﺳـﺒﺰ در ﺟﻨـﻮب اﻗﻴـﺎﻧﻮس ارام ﺑـﺎ اﻃﻼﻋـﺎﺗﻲ
ﻓﺮاوان ﭘﻴﺶ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﻮد ﻧﺸﺎن داد.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﺷﻮﻛﻪ ﺷﺪ  .ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ ،و آﻟﻜﺲ ،ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ از او دﻟﺨـﻮر
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﭼﺮا.
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ آﻧﻄﻮر واﻗﻌﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻤﺶ".
او ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷــﺖ ﻛـﺎري ﺑﻜﻨـﺪ .او ﺗـﺎزه از ﺗــﺪرﻳﺲ
ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد و در ﻧﻈﺮ داﺷﺖ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ .او ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ
ﻧﻔﺮ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺖ و ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ از داﻧـﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن ﻓـﺎرغ
اﻟﺘﺤﺼﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ از اﺳـﺎﺗﻴﺪ داﻧـﺸﮕﺎه ﺑـﻮد
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ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ از داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر درﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﻛﻨـﺪ ).ﺳـﻠﻲ
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ درﺳﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ( .ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑـﻪ او ﻳـﺎدآوري
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ درﺑﺎره ﺳﻨﮕﻬﺎ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺪ و او ﮔﻔـﺖ ﺑـﻪ آن
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ.
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ از او ﺑﺮاي وزن ﻛﺮدن ،در ﻋﻜﺴﺒﺮداري اﺳﺘﻔﺎده
ﻛﻨﺪ .از اﻳﻦ رو ﺳﻠﻲ ﻧﻘﺶ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﺷﺪ در آن ﻟﺒﺎس ﺗﻴﺮه ﻳـﺎ
روﺷﻦ در ﺗﺒﺎﻳﻦ ﺑﺎ ﺳﻨﮕﻬﺎي دوره ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﻠﻮرﻳﺎن ﻳـﺎ دوﻧﻴـﺎن
زﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺳﻨﮕﻬﺎي ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﺎﻟﻲ ﺷـﻜﻞ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ از ﻓـﺸﺎر
زﻳﺎد ،ﻻﻳﻪ ﻻﻳﻪ ﺷﺪه و از ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد ﻃﺒﻘـﺎت زﻣـﻴﻦ در ﺷـﻤﺎل
آﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ و اﻗﻴﺎﻧﻮس آرام ﻛﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﺷﻜﻞ دادﻧﺪ و ﻗﺎره ﻛﻨﻮﻧﻲ را
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ اﻧﺪك اﻧﺪك اﺳﺘﻔﺎده از ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ و ﺑﻬﺮه ﮔﻴـﺮي
از داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﻣﻲ آﻣﻮﺧﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺧـﺎﻟﻲ
ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺪ و درﻳﺎﺑﺪ ﻛـﻪ در ﻋﻤـﻖ زﻣـﻴﻦ زﻳـﺮ ﻛﻔـﺸﻬﺎﻳﺶ
ﭘﻬﻨﻪ آﺗﺸﻔﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺳﻨﮕﻬﺎي ﻧﺘﺮاﺷﻴﺪه اي ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ دﻳﺪه ﻧﺸﺪه
اﻧﺪ ،ﻗـﺮار دارد .ﭼـﻮن ﭼـﺸﻤﻲ ﺑـﺮاي دﻳـﺪن آﻧﻬـﺎ در زﻣـﺎن
ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺸﺶ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﺷﻜﻞ ﮔﻴـﺮي ﻣﻮﺟـﻮدﻳﺘﺶ و ﭘـﺮ
ﺷﺪن و ﭘﻨﻬﺎن و از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻦ آن ﻧﺒﻮد .آﻟﻜـﺲ اﻓﺘﺨـﺎر آن را
داﺷﺖ ﻛـﻪ در ﺑـﺎره آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑﺪاﻧـﺪ و ﺳـﻠﻲ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻤـﺎن از او
ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮب ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﮕﻮﻳﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ دوﺳﺘﺎن ﺧﻮﺑﻲ در ﺳﻪ ﺳﺎل اﺧﻴﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ
آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﻪ ﺳﺎل آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .آﻟﻜـﺲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺟﺮاﺣـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
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ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن رﻓﺖ ،ﺟﺪول ﺑﻨﺪي ﻫﺎ و ﻋﻜﺴﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ
ﺑﺮد و روزي ﻛﻪ ﻗﺮار ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ ،از دﻧﻴﺎ رﻓﺖ.
اﻳﻦ اﺗﻔﺎق در ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد .و در آن ﭘﺎﻳﻴﺰ آﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزي ﻣﻬﻴﺒﻲ
در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ روي داد .ﺳﻠﻲ در ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮﻧﺶ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ
ﭘﻮﺷﺶ ﺧﺒﺮي آﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزي ﺑﺮاي ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
آﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزي در ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻪ اي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﻳـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ،در روزﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻗـﺮن ﻧـﻮزدﻫﻢ آن
ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻫﻴﭙﻲ ﻫﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻛﺎرﺗﻬـﺎي ﺗـﺎروت و ﻣﻬـﺮه ﻫـﺎ و ﮔﻠﻬـﺎي
ﻛﺎﻏﺬي ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺪو ،ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺳـﻜﻮﻧﺖ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﺑﻌـﺪﻫﺎ
رﺳــﺘﻮران ﻏــﺬاﻫﺎي ﻏﻴــﺮ ﮔﻮﺷــﺘﻲ ﺑــﻪ ﻣــﺸﺮوب ﻓﺮوﺷ ـﻲ و
ﺑﻮﺗﻴﻜﻬــﺎي ﮔــﺮان ﺗﺒــﺪﻳﻞ ﺷــﺪ .ﺣــﺎﻻ ﻳــﻚ ﺑﻠــﻮك از آن
ﺳــﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻗــﺮن ﻧــﻮزدﻫﻤﻲ ﻛــﺎﻣﻼ از ﺑــﻴﻦ رﻓﺘــﻪ ﺑــﻮد و
ﺧﺒﺮﻧﮕﺎر از اﻳﻦ ﻣﺎﺟﺮا اﻓﺴﻮس ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد ،ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻛـﺮدن ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ در آﭘﺎرﺗﻤﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺎﻻي ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﺣﺎﻻ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫﺎﺷـﺎن را از دﺳـﺖ داده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻳـﺎ
آﺳﻴﺐ ﭘﺬﻳﺮ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن ﮔﺬاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .او ﺣﺮﻓـﻲ از
ﺻﺎﺣﺒﺎن ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺰد .ﺳﻠﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ از
ﺳﻴﻤﻜﺸﻲ ﻋﺎم ،ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻫﻤﻪ ﮔﻴﺮﺷﺪن ﺳﻮﺳﻜﻬﺎ و ﺳﭙـﺸﻬﺎ،
ﺑﻲ ﺷﻜﺎﻳﺖ درﺑﺎره ﻓﺮﻳﺐ داده ﺷﺪه ﻫﺎ و ﺗﻬﻴﺪﺳﺘﺎن ﻫﺮاﺳـﺎن،
ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺰد.
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ﮔﺎه اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد آﻟﻜﺲ اﻳﻦ روزﻫﺎ در ﻛﻠﻪ اش ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ
زﻧﺪ و آن دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺣﺎﻻ اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣـﻲ اﻓﺘـﺎد.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن را ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻛﺮد.
ﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﻧُﻪ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ،ﺗﻠﻔﻦ زﻧﮓ زد .ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد.
" ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن را روﺷﻦ ﻛﺮدي ﻣﺎدر؟ دﻳﺪي؟"
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت آﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزي ﺳﺖ؟ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺎن ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳـﻮن روﺷـﻦ
ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدم".
" ﻧﻪ .دﻳﺪي؟  -ﻣﻦ دارم ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﻻن ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ -ﻛﻤﺘﺮ
از ﭘﻨﺞ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ او را دﻳﺪم ﻣﺎدر .او ﻛﻨﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻤﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻤﺶ اﻣﺎ او را دﻳﺪم".
" زﺧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪه؟ دارم روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .زﺧﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد؟"
" ﻧﻪ .داﺷﺖ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .داﺷﺖ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮ ﺑﺮاﻧﻜـﺎرد را ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ روي ﺑﺮاﻧﻜﺎرد ﺑﻮد -.ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ
زﺧﻤﻲ اﻣﺎ ﻛﻨﺖ ،ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﻟﻨﮓ
ﻣﻲ زد .روﺷﻦ ﻛﺮدي ﺣﺎﻻ؟
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
" ﺧﻮب .آرام ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم .ﺷﺮط ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪم او ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن
رﻓﺖ".
" ﻗﻄﻌﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ اﺟﺎزه ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ"
" ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ دﻛﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻴﻢ .آه.
ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ .آﻧﻬﺎ دارﻧﺪ دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻦ ﻳﺎرو ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او
ﻗﺒﻼ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛـﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ -.ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﺻـﺎﺣﺐ ﻛـﺴﺐ و
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ﻛﺎري در ﺣﺪود ﺻﺪ ﺳﺎل درآﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﮕﺬار ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ را ﻗﻄـﻊ
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ و ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻛﻨـﻴﻢ .ﻳﻘﻴﻨـﺎ دوﺑـﺎره
ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد".
ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺶ ﻧﺸﺪ .ﻓﻴﻠﻢ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺗﻜﺮارﺷﺪﻧﺶ ﻛﺮد.
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ دوﺑﺎره زﻧﮓ زد ".ﻣﻦ دارم ﺑﻪ ﺟﺰﺋﻴﺎت اﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮدازم.
ﻛﺴﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻢ ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺨﺶ ﺧﺒﺮ ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ از او ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ آن ﺑﺨﺶ ﻓﻴﻠﻢ را دوﺑـﺎره ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ .ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺳﺮ در ﺑﻴﺎورﻳﻢ".
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮادرش را ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﻧﺸﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد – .او ﻧُﻪ ﺳـﺎﻟﺶ
ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮد – ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ ﺳـﺮ و ﺻـﺪا
ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد؟ آﻳﺎ ﻣﺮگ ﭘﺪرش او را ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﻧﻴﺎز دارد؟ ﺑﺰودي ازدواج ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺳﻠﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ
را ﻛﺮد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ او ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻠﻪ ﺷﻖ ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ
ده ﺳﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮد ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﻳﺪه اي را ﺗﺎ ﺗﻪ ش ﭘـﻲ ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد – .او
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ وﻛﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و از آن ﭘﺲ ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺸﻮد.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻮد .و ﻃﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ ﺳـﺎواﻧﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ در ﺑـﺎره او را
درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از او ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ،در ﺑـﺎره
ش ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ،او ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ داﺷﺖ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .اﻏﻠـﺐ
از ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮد
ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ
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ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او را ﺑﺠﺎ ﺑﻴﺎورد ﭼﻮن ﻛﻨﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ و
ﮔﺸﺎد ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
115
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻳﻚ ﻋﻀﻮ ﻛﺮﻳﺸﻨﺎ "
" آه ﻣﺎدر .اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ راﻫﺒﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎورﻣﻨﺪ ﻛﺮﻳﺸﻨﺎﻳﻲ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل اﻛﻨﻮن او اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
" ﺧﻮب ﭘﺲ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ؟"
" او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ در اﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻣـﻦ ﻫـﻢ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ؛ ﻣﮕﺮﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻣﺮوزه زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨـﻴﻢ .و او ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻧـﻪ.
ﻣﻨﻈﻮر اﻛﻨﻮﻧﻲ ي واﻗﻌﻲ ﺳﺖ".
ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد " ،ﻣـﺎ اﻻن ﻛﺠـﺎ ﻫـﺴﺘﻴﻢ " و ﺳـﺎواﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد"
ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت در اﻳﻦ ﺗﻬﻲ ﺑﻮدن" ﭼـﻮن اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﻮد -ﻗﻬـﻮه ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او از ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ او ﻣﻼﻗﺎت ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺟـﺎي
ﺑﻲ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ) واﻫﻲ ،ﺧﻴﺎﻟﻲ –م( ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻦ آن را ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ ".اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﺑﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ دارد اﻋﺘﺮاﺿﻲ ﻧﺪارد ﻳـﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﻛـﺲ دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﻫﻢ".
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺗﻮﺳﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ آن ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺷﻮﺧﻲ اي
ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ.
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ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ آﮔﻬﻲ ﻓﻮت آﻟﻜﺲ را در روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد اﻧﺠﺎم ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺪس ﻣﻲ زد آﻟﻜﺲ از ﻣﻨﺎﺑﻌﻲ ﻛـﻪ
در ﻣﻮرد زﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ داده ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ اﺳـﻤﺶ در ﻓﻬﺮﺳـﺖ
راﺑﻄﻪ ﻫﺎ آﻣﺪه و اﮔـﺮ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺑـﻮد ،ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .آﻳـﺎ
ﭘﺪرﺷﺎن ﭘﻴﺶ از ﻣﺮگ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ اﺳـﻤﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ در ﻓﻬﺮﺳﺖ اﺳﺎﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ؟
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ – او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ زودي
ﻣﻲ ﻣﻴﺮد .ﺑﻘﻴﻪ اﻓﺮاد ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ دور ﻫﻢ ﺟﻤـﻊ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ
ﻛﻪ اﺳﻢ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ.
" ﻧﻪ ﭘﺪر" ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺧﻮب ﻧﻪ"
ﺳﭙﺲ درﺑﺎره ﺳﻠﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎدﻛﻨـﻚ در ﺳـﻴﻨﻪ اش
اﺳﺖ.
" ﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ"
" ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ او ﺧـﻮب اﺳـﺖ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ از دﺳـﺖ دادن
ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ اﺳﺖ ،ﺗﻮ و ﭘﺪر ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺑﻬـﻢ ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﺑﻮدﻳـﺪ و وﻗـﺖ
زﻳﺎدي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻋﺎدت ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺑﻌـﺪ او ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﺎدر ﺑﮕﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺮا ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ و ﻣـﻦ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ از او ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻢ".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﺟﻮاب ﻧﺪاد.
"ﺣﻮاﺳﺖ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻣﺎدر؟"
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" ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ و ﻛﺠﺎ؟"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻃﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ او را در ﻫﻤﺎن وﻗـﺖ و
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ و ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ".
" اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﻢ .او واﻗﻌﺎ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش را در آﺗـﺶ ﺳـﻮزي
ﺑﺨﻄﺮ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ؟"
" در ﻣﻮردش ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﻛـﻪ دارم .ﺑﻠـﻪ .او
اﻻن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺨﺸﻬﺎي ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ از
ﺷﻬﺮ و ﺑﺎ آدﻣﻬﺎي ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻲ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ ﺧﻮدش ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺧﺎص ﺑﻮد.
از آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ اي-ﻣﻴﻞ و ﺗﻠﻔﻦ
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺖ زﻧـﮓ ﻧـﺰده
ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﺨﻮدش ﺑﺎور ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﺑـﺸﻨﻮد .ﻳﺎداﺷـﺖ
ﺑﻪ او دﺳﺘﻮراﻟﻌﻤﻞ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻦ را ﻣﻲ داد اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ﭘﺎرﮔﻴﻨﮓ ﻣﺘﺮو ﺑﺮود ،ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﭘﺎرك ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺳـﻮار
ﻣﺘﺮو ﺷﻮد و ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﻣﻌﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺳـﻠﻲ را ﻣﻼﻗـﺎت
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﺮود.
ﺳﻠﻲ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ او را در آﻧﺴﻮي دربِ ﮔﺮدان ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ
آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳـﻠﻲ را در ﺑﻴـﺮون
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ .ﺳﻠﻲ از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎﻻ رﻓﺖ و در روﺷﻨﺎي آﻓﺘﺎب ﭘﺪﻳﺪار
ﺷﺪ و ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻧﻤﻮد ،ﭼﻮن ﻣﺮدم ﺷﺘﺎب داﺷﺘﻨﺪ و او را ﭘﺲ ﻣﻲ
زدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ .ﺣﺲ ﺑﻲ ﻣﻴﻠﻲ و ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ داﺷـﺖ .ﺑـﻲ ﻣﻴﻠـﻲ
ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻋﺪم ﺣﻀﻮر ﻛﻨﺖ و ﺧﺠﺎﻟـﺖ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻫﻤـﺎن
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اﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ از آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
اﺣﺴﺎس را اﻏﻠﺐ در ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﮕﻲ ﺷﺎن در ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﻣﺜـﻞ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد،داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ﻛﻪ در ﻛﻨﮕﻮ ﻳﺎ ﻫﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ وﻳﺘﻨﺎم ﺑﻮدي.
روي ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻳـﻚ ﺑﺎﻧـﻚ درﺳـﺖ ﭘـﺸﺖ
ورودي ﻣﺘﺮو ،ﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﺮد ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ
ﻳﺎ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آن ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺎﻧﻚ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﮔﺮﭼﻪ
اﺳﻢ ﺑﺎﻧﻚ روي ﺳﻨﮓ ﻛﻨﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑـﻪ اﺳـﻢ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﻣﺮداﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮ ﺑﺰﻳﺮ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻟﻤﻴﺪه داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ
در ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﺒﺎﻳﻨﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻫـﺪف ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻦ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن و آﻣـﺪ و ﺷـﺪ
ﺷﺘﺎﺑﻨﺎك ﺟﻤﻌﻴﺖ در ﻣﺘﺮو ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
" ﻣﺎدر "
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻣﺮدان روي ﭘﻠﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻄﺮف او ،ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺷﺘﺎب ،آﻣﺪ
ﺑﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎﻳﺶ را ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،و ﺳـﻠﻲ درﻳﺎﻓـﺖ
ﻛﻪ او ﻛﻨﺖ اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮش ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ دﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﻣﺮدﻫﺎ ﻣﺎﻳﻮس ﻛﻨﻨﺪه و ﻛﺜﻴـﻒ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ رﺳـﻨﺪ ،و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد او ﻣـﺎدر ﻛﻨـﺖ اﺳـﺖ ﺑـﺪون
ﺗﻬﺪﻳﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ و ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻟﺒﺎس ﮔﺸﺎد ﻳﻜﺴﺮه ﻧﭙﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﺷـﻠﻮار ﺧﺎﻛـﺴﺘﺮي
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻦ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻳـﻚ ﺗـﻲ ﺷـﺮت
ﺑﺪون ﭘﻴـﺎﻣﻲ روي آن و ﻳـﻚ ژاﻛـﺖ ﻧـﺦ ﻧﻤـﺎ ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
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ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ اﺻﻼح ﺷﺪه ﺑﺤﺪي ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ،
ﺟﻌﺪ ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ را دﻳـﺪ .ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﺶ ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ رﻧـﮓ ﭘﺮﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد و
ﻻﻏﺮي ﺑﺪﻧﺶ او را ﻣﺴﻦ ﺗﺮ از آن ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد .او
ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ دﻧﺪان ﻫﻢ از دﺳﺖ داده ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﻨﺖ او را در آﻏﻮش ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪ – ﺳﻠﻲ از او اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻫﻢ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ
اﻣﺎ او دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳـﻠﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ ﺗـﺎ او را ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﻤﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﭘﻴﭙـﺖ را ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻲ؟" ﺑﻄـﻮري ﻛـﻪ آه
ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻫﻮا ﺑﻪ درون رﻳﻪ ﺑﺮد ﺑﻴﺎد آورد ﻛﻪ او ﭘﻴﭗ را ﺑﻪ
دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮده ﺑﻮد.
" ﭘﻴﭗ؟ ،آه ﻧﻪ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮي آﺗـﺶ ﺳـﻮزي ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻮ ﺣـﺲ
ﻛﺮدي .ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ آن دﻳﮕﺮ دﻗﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻢ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ
ﻫﻢ ﺑﺸﻮد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻗﺪم ﻣﻲ زﻧﻴﻢ".
" اﻳﺎ ﻣﺎ دارﻳﻢ از ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ آﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزي ﺑﻮد ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرﻳﻢ؟"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻴﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻴﻢ .ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
آﻧﺠﺎ را ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻄﺮﻧﺎك اﺳﺖ .ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻬﺎ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آوار ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒﺎش – ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣـﺎ
ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﻠﻮك ﺳﺎﻟﻢ و ﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﻠﻮك ﺑﻌﺪ از آن آواراﺳﺖ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن اﭘﺎرﺗﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ؟" اﺷـﺎره ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﻠﻤﻪ " ﻣﺎ " داﺷﺖ.
" ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮرﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻠﻪ .ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ دﻳﺪ".
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ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد .ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺎ ﺗﻼش ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ
دارد ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑـﺎ ادب و ﺗﻮاﺿـﻊ ﺑـﻪ زﺑـﺎن
ﺧﺎرﺟﻲ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮد ،اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ﻛﻨـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﺣﺮﻓﺶ را ﺷﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻛﻤﻲ زﺣﻤﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺣـﺮف
زدن ﺑﺎ ﺳﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣﻨﻈـﻮر دارد
دﻗﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ از روي ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ دﻳﻮاره اي ﻗﺪم
ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،او دﺳﺘﺎن ﺳﻠﻲ را ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻤﻲ اﺗﻔـﺎﻗﻲ
ﺑﻮد – و ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺒﺨﺶ ﻣﺮا "  .و ﺳﻠﻲ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮد او
ﻳﻚ ﻟﺮزش ﻣﻼﻳﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ.
اﻳﺪز .ﭼﺮا ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻗﺒﻼ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻪ ." .ﺳﻠﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻗﻄﻌﺎ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ
زد ".ﻣﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺧﻮﺑﻢ .ﻣﻦ اچ آي وي ﻣﺜﺒﺖ) وﻳﺮوس اﻳـﺪز-
م( ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﺎﻻرﻳـﺎ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ اﻣـﺎ
ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﺤﺖ ﻛﻨﺘﺮل اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻳـﻚ ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻋﻘـﺐ
رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﺶ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﻴﭽﻴﻢ – ﻣﺎ درﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﻠﻮك ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ"
ﻣﺎ
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻦ رواﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ ".ﺗـﺎزه داﺷـﺘﻢ از ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺳﺮ در ﻣﻲ آوردم و ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدم
ﺗﺮا ﺑﺤﺎل ﺧﻮدت ﺑﮕﺬارم .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺣﺎﻻ".
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺟﻠﻮي درﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪ ﭘﻠـﻪ از
ﻛﻨﺎرﮔﺬر ﻫﺴﺖ.
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" درواﻗﻊ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺠﺮد ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ".ﻛﻨـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در را ﺑـﺎز ﻧﮕـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺖ ،ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻣﻘﻮا ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻴﺦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻟﻴﻮان
ﺷﻴﺸﻪ اﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺗﺨﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﻒ ﺑﺪون ﭘﻮﺷﺶ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و زﻳﺮ ﭘـﺎ ﺻـﺪا ﻣـﻲ داد.
ﺑﻮي درﻫﻢ ﺑﺮﻫﻤﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ دود ﺗـﺎ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺑﻮي آﺷﭙﺰي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ؛ ﻗﻬـﻮه ﺳـﻮﺧﺘﻪ ،ﺗﻮاﻟـﺖ،
ﺑﻴﻤﺎري ،ﭘﻮﺳﻴﺪﮔﻲ در آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
" اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﺠﺮد ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اﺷﺘﺒﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻳﻨﺠﻮر از
آن ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻗﺪرت اﺳـﺖ .ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﻲ ﻃـﺮف ) ﺧﻨﺜـﻲ ،ﺧﻮاﺟـﻪ – م( .اﻳـﻦ را
ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ دﺳﺘĤورد ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .دﺳﺘﺎورد ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
او داﺷﺖ ﺳﻠﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ اﻃﺮاف ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ و آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺮد.
در آﻧﺠﺎ زن ﻏﻮل ﭘﻴﻜﺮي ﭘﺸﺖ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي
روي ﺑﺨﺎري زل ﻣﻲ زد.
116
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺳﻼم ﻣﺎرﻧﻲ  .اﻳﻦ ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرم ﺳﻼم ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
ﺳﻠﻲ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ در ﺻـﺪاي ﻛﻨـﺖ ﺷـﺪ .ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮر
آراﻣﺶ ،ﺻﺪاﻗﺖ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﺣﺘﺮام در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻼﻳﻤﺖ
اﺟﺒﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺗﻼش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﺑﺎ او در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ،
ﻓﺮق داﺷﺖ.
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ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺳﻼم ﻣـﺎرﻧﻲ" ﺑﻌـﺪ آن زن ﻧﻴﻤـﺮخ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﻧـﺪ،
ﭼﻬﺮه ﻓﺸﺮده ﺷﺪه ﻋﺮوﺳﻜﻲ در ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﮔﻮﺷـﺖ ﻧـﺸﺎن داد
اﻣﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ را ﺧﻴﺮه ﻧﻜﺮد.
" ﻣﺎرﻧﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ آﺷﭙﺰ ﻣﺎﺳﺖ .ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﺑـﻮي ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ
ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻣﺎرﻧﻲ"
ﻛﻨﺖ رو ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻲ روﻳـﻢ و در ﺧﻠـﻮت ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑـﺮوﻳﻢ؟ " و راه را دو ﺳـﻪ ﭘﻠـﻪ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ
ﻣﺘﺼﻞ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ راﻫﺮو را ﭘﻴﺶ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .آﻣﺪن ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ
ﺗﻮده ي روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﭘﺮواﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﻣﺠﻼت درﻫﻢ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺘﻴﻢ".
ﺑﻪ اﺳﺘﻴﻮ 117اﻣﺮوز ﺻﺒﺢ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﺧﻄـﺮ آﺗـﺶ ﺳـﻮزي .ﻋﻴـﺴﻲ
ﻣﺴﻴﺢ .ﻣﻦ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻋﺎدت دارم اﻳﻦ را ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻪ
ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ".
" ﻋﻴﺴﻲ ﻣﺴﻴﺢ "و ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺑـﻪ ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از
اﻳﻦ ﭘﻮﺷﺶ ﻫﺎي دﻳﻨﻲ ﺗﻌﻠﻖ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ داﺷﺖ ﻳﻘﻴﻨـﺎ
آن را ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ؟ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺟـﻮر ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد دﻳﻨـﻲ
ﻏﻴﺮ از اﻋﺘﻘﺎد ﻣﺴﻴﺤﻲ ﺑﻮد.
اﺗﺎق او ﭼﻨﺪ ﭘﻠﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺗﺮ ،در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ در ﻳـﻚ اﻧﺒـﺎري ﺑـﻮد.
ﻳﻚ ﻛُﺖ ،ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻛﺜﻴـﻒ ﻻﻧـﻪ ﻛﺒـﻮﺗﺮي ،ﭼﻨـﺪﺗﺎ
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺗﻜﻴﻪ دار روﻛﺶ رﻓﺘﻪ ،در اﺗﺎق ﺑﻮد.

PDF.tarikhema.org
٣٧٧

٣٧٧

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺑﻲ ﺧﻄﺮ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ
وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﻣﺎ از آﺷﻐﺎﻟﻬﺎ در ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﺟﺎﻫﺎ ﺟﻤﻊ ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ وﻟﻲ روي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻂ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ام ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻲ".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﺑﺎ اﻛﺮاه ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟" ﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺎري ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ؟ اﻳـﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴﻢ راه ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ آن اﺳﺖ؟"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻬﺎرم راه ﻫﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻣﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ را ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻳﻢ".
" ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ"
" ﺣﺘﻲ ﺗﻮ" ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﺪون ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻣﺎ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺴﻲ
ﺣﻤﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ ﺟﺰ ﺧﻮدﻣﺎن .ﻣﺎ وﺳـﺎﻳﻠﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﭘﻴـﺪا ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺑﺎزﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .آن روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ ،ﺑﻄـﺮي ﻫـﺎ.
ﻣﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .و درﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ
ﻫﺎي ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ را ﺑﻨﻮﺑﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻳﻢ".
" ﺻﺪﻗﻪ درﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﺪ؟"
ﻛﻨﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﮔﺪاﻳﻲ "
" در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن؟"
" ﭼﻪ ﺟﺎي ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﺑﺮاي آن اﺳﺖ؟ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن .و ﺑﻪ ﺟﻤﻌﻬﺎﻳﻲ
ﻣﻲ روﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ درك روﺷـﻨﻲ از آن دارﻳـﻢ ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ ﺑـﺮﺧﻼف
ﻗﺎﻧﻮن اﺳﺖ".
" ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮدت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
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" ﺑﻪ دﺷﻮاري ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ از دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛـﻪ آن ﻛـﺎر را
ﺑﻜﻨﺪ اﮔﺮ ﺧﻮدم ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم .آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺧـﻮدم
ﺣﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .درﺳﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
از ﭘﺴﺶ ﺑﺮ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻴﻢ .ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻧﺪارد .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ
ﻣﻔﻬﻮﻣﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻲ ده دﻻري ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪازد ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻟﻮﻧﻲ )ﻳﻚ دﻻر ﻧـﺎﭼﻴﺰ - 118م ( ،در ﻛـﻼه ﻣـﺎ
ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازﻧﺪ .آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗـﺼﻮرﻣﺎﻟﻜﻴﺖ ﺷﺨـﺼﻲ
ﭘﺲ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .از ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ،ﻫـﻮم؟ از ﻣـﺎ ﻳـﺎ – اوه اوه –
ﻣﺎل ﻣﻦ؟ اﮔﺮ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﺑﻪ "ﻣﺎل ﻣﻦ" ﺑﺮﺳﺪ ،ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ زود
ﺧﺮج ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﻣﺎ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ دارﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻮي اﻟﻜـﻞ )
ﻣﺴﺘﻲ – م( ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﻢ اﻣـﺮوز
ﭼﻪ ام ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد -ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻳﻚ ذره را ﺑﻔﻬﻤـﻢ .ﺑﻌـﺪ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﺣﺲ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ و اﻋﺘـﺮاف ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .ﻳـﺎ
اﻋﺘﺮاف ﻧﻪ ،ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ روزﻫﺎ ،ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ
ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ ﺑﻌﺪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻋﺮﺻﻪ ﺑﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺗﻨﮓ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .و ﮔﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺬارﻳﻢ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺎ
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ اﻳﻢ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮﻧﻤـﻲ ﮔﺮدﻧـﺪ .و ﻣـﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﻫـﻢ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﺎرغ اﻟﺘﺤﺼﻴﻼن ﻣﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .اﮔﺮ
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺎور داري.
"  -ﻛﻨﺖ"
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" اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﺟﺎﻧﺎ 119ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
" ﺟﺎﻧﺎ "
" ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ آن را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﻪ ﺟﺰام ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم وﻟﻲ ﺧﻮد
ﻣﺮﻳﺾ داﻧﺴﺘﻦ ،ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﻣﺮا ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻲ اﮔﺮ دوﺳﺖ
داري".
" ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﺪاﻧﻢ ﭼﻪ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﻤﺎ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم
اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ آدم" -
" اﻳﻦ آدﻣﻬﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ"
" ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ"
" ﺧﻮب .ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر اﻻغ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻮش ﺑﻮدن .وﻟﻲ اﻳﻦ ،اﻳـﻦ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻔﺖ ﺳﺎل اﺳﺖ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ؟ ﻧُﻪ ﺳﺎل؟ ﻧُﻪ ﺳﺎل".
او اداﻣﻪ داد " ﭘﻴﺶ از آن؟"
" ﻣﻦ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ؟ ﭘـﻴﺶ از آن؟ ﭘـﻴﺶ از آن .اه ،روزﻫـﺎي
اﻧﺴﺎن ﻣﺜﻞ ﻋﻠﻒ اﺳﺖ؟ ﺑﺒﺮش و در اﺟﺎق ﺑﮕﺬار .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻮش
ﻛﻦ .ﺑﺰودي ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳـﺪ
ﺷﺪن .ﺑﺒﺮ و در اﺟﺎق ﺑﮕﺬار -ﻋﻼﻗﻪ اي ﺑﻪ آن ﻧﺪارم .ﻣـﻦ روز
ﻫﺮ ﻃﻮر ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ .واﻗﻌـﺎ .ﺗـﻮ درك
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﻣﻦ در دﻧﻴﺎي ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .ﺗﻮ در دﻧﻴﺎي ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ.
ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﺮا اﻣﺮوز ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺗﺮا در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ؟
" ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﺮدم .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛـﻪ
وﻗﺘﺶ رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد – "
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"ﻃﺒﻌﺎ .وﻗﺘﻲ در ﺑﺎره ﻣﺮگ ﭘـﺪرم در روزﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪم ،ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﺮدم ﺧﻮب ﭘﻮل ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم .ﺧﻮب او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ".
" ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ رﺳﻴﺪ ".ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺑﺎ دﻟﺸﻜﺴﺘﮕﻲ زﻳﺎد وﻟﻲ ﺧـﻮب
ﺧﻮدم را ﻛﻨﺘﺮل ﻛﺮدم .ﻓﻌﻼ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄـﻮر .اﮔـﺮ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ".
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻣـﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
" وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻤﻴﺮم ،ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺘﺮ و ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎﻳﺶ و ﺳﺎواﻧﺎ "
" ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب"
" او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ زﻧﺪه ﻳﺎ ﻣﺮده اي"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻦ دارم ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدم ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ" ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻦ آﻧﻘﺪر اﺣﻤﻘﻢ ﭘﻮل را ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدم ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ؟ وﻟﻲ ﻣـﻦ
ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻜﺮ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻛﺮدم در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﺧـﺮﺟﺶ
ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ،ﭘﻮل ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ از آن اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده
ﻛﻨﻢ .آن ﻳﻚ وﺳﻮﺳﻪ اﺳﺖ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ .ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ ﻛﻪ آن
را دارم".
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﺬارم".
ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ ﻟﻌﻨﺖ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ" -
" ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻗﺮض دﻫﻢ"
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" ﻗﺮض؟ ﻣﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻗﺮض ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﺎ از ﺷﻴﻮه ﻗـﺮض اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﺑﺒﺨﺶ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑـﺮوم ﺑـﻪ ﺣـﺎل ﺧـﻮدم
ﺑﺮﺳﻢ .ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ ات ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺳﻮپ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ؟
" ﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم"
وﻗﺘﻲ او رﻓﺖ ،ﺳﻠﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﻓﺮار ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻳﻚ در ﭘﺸﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﻨﺪ .راﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ از آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﺬﺷﺖ.
وﻟﻲ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آن ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .ﺑﻪ آن ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮ
او را دوﺑﺎره ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪ .و ﺣﻴﺎط ﭘﺸﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ،ﺑﻨﺎ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،راﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﻧﻴﻢ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ .او ﻛﻤﻲ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻳﺎ ﺳﺮدر
ﮔﻢ ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ دﻳﺪ ﺳﻠﻲ ﻫﻨﻮز آﻧﺠﺎ ﺳﺖ.
" ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﺎري اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دادم .و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻣـﺎرﻧﻲ ﺣـﺮف
ﻣﻲ زدم .او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﺮا آرام ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻮ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻲ .آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺧﺒﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
از ﺗﻮ ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻳﻢ.
" اوه .ﻳﺎدم ﻧﻴﺎﻧﺪاز".
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد .اﻗﺪام ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮح دﻫﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي".
" ﻟﻄﻔﺎ ﺑﻴﺎدم ﻧﻴﺎﻧﺪاز"
" ﺗﻮ داﺷﺘﻲ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻲ" -
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" زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ .ﭘﻴﺸﺮﻓﺖ ﻣﻦ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ در ﺑـﺎره
ﻣﻨﻴﻴﺖ ﻧﻔﺮت آور ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ .ﻣﻘﺼﻮد از ﻣﻦ .ﺗﻔﺎﻟﻪ ي ﻣﻦ .ﻋﺮﻓﺎن
ﻣﻦ .ﻋﻘﻼﻧﻴﺖ ﻣﻦ .ﭼﻴﺰي از اﻳﻦ ﻫﺎ دﻳﮕﺮ دروﻧﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺳﻠﻲ.
اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد اﮔﺮ ﺳﻠﻲ ﺻﺪاﻳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ؟ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر راﺣﺖ ﺗﺮ اﺳﺖ.
ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻴﺮوﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ات ﻫﺮ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻲ .از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ را ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ".
"ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻲ؟"
" ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﺎ .ﻣﻦ آن ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺧﻮدﺧﻮاﻫﺎﻧﻪ را دور رﻳﺨﺘﻢ .ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﻢ؟ و آن ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﻮدم روا ﺑﺪارم.
" زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدن در ﺣﺎل؟"
" اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻢ اﮔﺮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﺎ اﻓﺘـﺎده ام.
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻢ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﻨﺪي.
" ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻨﺪم"
" اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻢ .ﮔﻮش ﻛﻦ .اﮔﺮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻦ دﻧﺒﺎل
ﭘﻮل ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣﻦ دﻧﺒﺎل ﭘﻮل ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﻦ دﻧﺒﺎل ﺗـﻮ
ﻫﻢ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ؟ دارم ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ دوﺳﺘﺖ دارم .ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ زﺑﺎن اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ را اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻧﻤﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺗﺮا ﻧﺠﺎت دﻫﻢ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺧﻮدت را ﻧﺠﺎت دﻫﻲ .ﭘﺲ ﻣـﺴﺌﻠﻪ ﭼﻴـﺴﺖ؟
ﻣﻦ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺣـﺮف ﺑـﺰﻧﻢ .ﻣـﻦ
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ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ از ارﺗﺒﺎط ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﻦ
از آﻧﻬﺎ ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
" راﺑﻄﻪ"
ﭼﺮا ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﺑﺨﻨـﺪي؟ ﻛﻨـﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﭼـﻮن ﮔﻔـﺘﻢ
راﺑﻄﻪ؟ آن ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻣﺨﺼﻮص اﺳﺖ؟ ﻣﻦ در ﻣـﻮرد ﻛﻠﻤـﺎﺗﻢ
ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻴﺴﻲ ﻣﺴﻴﺢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .زن ،ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮرا
ﭼﻪ دارم ﺑﻜﻨﻢ؟
ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻬﺮه اش اﻓﺘﺎد ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ وﺣﺸﻲ ﺑﻮد.
" ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮي ﺳـﻠﻲ؟ ﺧـﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﻮي از ﺑـﺎﻫﻮش
ﺑﻮدن؟ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ اﻳﻦ ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ را اداﻣـﻪ دﻫـﻢ .ﻣﺘﺎﺳـﻔﻢ.
ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ دارم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ".
ﺳﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ دارم .ﻳﻚ دروغ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻴﻢ
ﺑﻮد"-
" آن را ﻧﮕﻮ .ﻧﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ در ﺗﻤﺎس ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺑﻮد".
" ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در ﺗﻤﺎس ﺑﺎﺷﻴﻢ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ؟"
ﺳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ رود .ﺑﻌﺪ راﻫﺶ را ﭘﻴﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .دوﺑﺎره ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن
ﺑﺎﻧﻚ ،ﻫﻤﺎن ﻳﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻳﻚ ﮔـﺮوه ﭘﺮﺳـﻪ زﻧﻬـﺎ .ﺳـﻮار ﺷـﺪن
ﻣﺘﺮو ،ﻏﺮوب زودرس ،ﺑﺮف ﻧﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ،درﺧﺘﺎن ﻋﺮﻳﺎن و ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ
ﺷﺪن ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ.
اﻳﻦ ﺣﻮﻣﻪ را در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ از ﺳﺎل دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ .آﻳﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻻﻳﻖ اﺳﺖ؟
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ﮔﺮﺑــﻪ ﺧﻮﺷــﺤﺎل اﺳــﺖ ﻛــﻪ او را ﻣــﻲ ﺑﻴﻨــﺪ .ﭼﻨــﺪ ﭘﻴــﺎم از
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ در ﭘﻴﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻻزاﻧﻴﺎي ﻳﻜﻨﻔـﺮه را ﮔـﺮم ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .او اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﺟﺪاﺷﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺧـﺮد ،از ﭘـﻴﺶ ﭘﺨﺘـﻪ ﺷـﺪه ،و
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻗﻄﻌﺎت ﻣﻨﺠﻤﺪ ﺷﺪه .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮﺑﻨﺪ و ﮔﺮان ﻫﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي دور رﻳﺨﺘﻨﻲ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ .ﺟﺮﻋـﻪ اي ﺷـﺮاب در
ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺪ.
از ﺧﺸﻢ دارد ﻣﻲ ﻟﺮزد .ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻟﻌﻨﺖ ﺷﺪه
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد و آن ﻛﻔﭙﻮش ﻛﺜﻴـﻒ را ﺑﻤﺎﻟـﺪ و آن ﻗـﺴﻤﺘﻬﺎي دور
اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﻣﺮغ را ﺑﭙﺰد ﭼﻮن آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ ﻣﺼﺮف را ﭘﺸﺖ
ﺳﺮ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ؟ و ﻫﺮ روز ﺑﻴﺎد آورده ﺷـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻄـﻮر از
ﻣﺎرﻧﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻳﻚ از آن ﻣﻮﺟﻮدات ﻣﺒﺘﻼ ﻛﻢ ﻣـﻲ آورد؟ ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي اﻣﺘﻴﺎز اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺖ
اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد؟
او ﻣﺮﻳﺾ اﺳﺖ .او ﺧﻮد را از ﭘﺎ در ﻣﻲ آورد ،ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ دارد ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﻴﺮد .ﻛﻨﺖ از او ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻠﺤﻔﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺗﻤﻴﺰ و ﻏﺬاي ﺗـﺎزه ﺗـﺸﻜﺮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .اوه .ﻧﻪ .او ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ زﻳـﺮ ﭘﺘـﻮي ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﻮراخ
ﺳﻮﺧﺘﻪ در آن ﺑﻤﻴﺮد.
وﻟﻲ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻚ .او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﭼﻚ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ ﭼـﻚ
ﺑﻲ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ .ﻧﻪ زﻳﺎد ﺑﺰرگ ﻧﻪ زﻳﺎد ﻛﻮﭼﻚ .ﻛﻨـﺖ اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ﺑـﺎ آن
ﺑﺨﻮدش ﻛﻤﻚ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳـﺎﻧﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ او از دﻟـﺴﺮدﻛﺮدن ﺳـﻠﻲ
دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ.
دﻟﺴﺮد ﻛﺮدن .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻮﺿﻮع اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ.
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ﭼﻴﺰي ﻫﺴﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮﺣﺎل ،ﻃﻲ ﻳﻚ روز ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻓﺎﺟﻌـﻪ
ﻣﺤﺾ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﺑﺪﺳـﺖ آورد .ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﻧﺒـﻮد؟ ﺳـﻠﻲ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد"
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ".او ﺳﻠﻲ را درﺳﺖ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
و آن ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻋﻤﺮ ﻫﻢ ﭘﻴﻤﺎن او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ،او
را ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﺒﺪل ﻛﻨﺪ او ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ .او دﻳـﺪه اﺳـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻓﺮاد ﭘﻴﺮ ﺑﻨﮕﺮد ،ﺣﺎﻻ و ﺑﺪ – ﭼﻬﺮه روﺷﻦ وﻟﻲ راﺿـﻲ
در ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻦ ﺟﺰاﻳﺮي از ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن.
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By Alice Munro, June 30,2008

Sally packed devilled eggs—something she usually hated
to take on a picnic, because they were so messy. Ham
sandwiches, crab salad, lemon tarts—also a packing
problem. Kool-Aid for the boys, a half bottle of Mumm’s
for herself and Alex. She would have just a sip, because she
was still nursing. She had bought plastic champagne
glasses for the occasion, but when Alex spotted her
handling them he got the real ones—a wedding present—
out of the china cabinet. She protested, but he insisted, and
took charge of them himself, the wrapping and packing.
“Dad is really a sort of bourgeois gentilhomme,” Kent
would say to Sally a few years later, when he was in his
teens and acing everything at school, so sure of becoming
some sort of scientist that he could get away with spouting
French around the house.
“Don’t make fun of your father,” Sally said mechanically.
“I’m not. It’s just that most geologists seem so grubby.”
The picnic was in honor of Alex’s publishing his first solo
paper, in Zeitschrift für Geomorphologie. They were going
to Osler Bluff because it figured largely in his research, and
because Sally and the children had never been there.
They drove a couple of miles down a rough country road—
having turned off the highway and then off a decent
unpaved country road—and found a place for cars to park,
with no cars in it at present. A sign was painted on a board
and needed retouching: “CAUTION. DEEP-HOLES.”
Why the hyphen? Sally thought. But who cares?
The entrance to the woods looked quite ordinary and
unthreatening. Sally understood, of course, that these
woods were on top of a high bluff, and she expected a
daunting lookout somewhere. She did not expect the danger
that had to be skirted almost immediately in front of them.
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Deep chambers, really, some the size of a coffin, some
much bigger than that, like rooms cut out of the rocks.
Corridors zigzagging between them, and ferns and mosses
growing out of the walls. Not enough greenery, however, to
make any sort of cushion over the rubble below. The path
went meandering between them, over hard earth and
shelves of not quite level rock.
“Oooeee,” came the cry of the boys, Kent and Peter, nine
and six years old, running ahead.
“No tearing around in here,” Alex called. “No stupid
showing off, you hear me? You understand? Answer me.”
They said O.K., and he proceeded, carrying the picnic
basket and apparently believing that no further fatherly
warning was necessary. Sally stumbled after him faster
than was easy for her, with the diaper bag and the baby,
Savanna. She couldn’t slow down till she had her sons in
sight, saw them trotting along taking sidelong looks into
the black crevasses, still making exaggerated but discreet
noises of horror. She was nearly crying with exhaustion
and alarm and some familiar sort of seeping rage.
The lookout did not appear until they had followed the dirtand-rock path for what seemed to her like half a mile, and
was probably a quarter mile. Then there was a brightening,
an intrusion of sky, and her husband halted ahead. He gave
a cry of arrival and display, and the boys hooted with true
astonishment. Sally, emerging from the woods, found them
lined up on an outcrop above the treetops—above several
levels of treetops, as it turned out—with the summer fields
spread far below in a shimmer of green and yellow.
As soon as she put Savanna down on her blanket, she
began to cry.
“Hungry,” Sally said.
Alex said, “I thought she got her lunch in the car.”
“She did. But she’s hungry again.”
She got Savanna latched on to one side and with her free
hand unfastened the picnic basket. This was not how Alex
had envisioned things. But he gave a good-humored sigh
and retrieved the champagne glasses from their wrappings
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in his pockets, placing them on their sides on a patch of
grass.
“Glug glug. I’m thirsty, too,” Kent said, and Peter
immediately imitated him.
“Glug glug. Me, too. Glug glug.”
“Shut up,” Alex said.
Kent said, “Shut up, Peter.”
Alex said to Sally, “What did you bring for them to drink?”
“Kool-Aid, in the blue jug. The plastic glasses are in a
napkin on top.”
Of course, Alex believed that Kent had started that
nonsense not because he was really thirsty but because he
was crudely excited by the sight of Sally’s breast. He
thought it was high time that Savanna was transferred to
the bottle—she was nearly six months old. And he thought
Sally was far too casual about the whole procedure,
sometimes going around the kitchen doing things with one
hand while the infant guzzled. With Kent sneaking peeks
and Peter referring to Mommy’s milk jugs. That came from
Kent, Alex said. Kent was a troublemaker and the
possessor of a dirty mind.
“Well, I have to do things,” Sally said.
“That’s not one of the things you have to do. You could
have her on the bottle tomorrow.”
“I will soon. Not quite tomorrow, but soon.”
But here she is, still letting Savanna and the milk jugs
dominate the picnic.
The Kool-Aid is poured, then the champagne. Sally and
Alex touch glasses, with Savanna between them. Sally has
her sip and wishes she could have more. She smiles at Alex
to communicate this wish, and maybe the idea that it would
be nice to be alone with him. He drinks his champagne,
and, as if her sip and smile were enough to soothe him, he
starts in on the picnic. She points out which sandwiches
have the mustard he likes and which have the mustard she
and Peter like and which are for Kent, who likes no
mustard at all.
While this is going on, Kent manages to slip behind her and
finish up her champagne. Peter must have seen him do this,
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but for some peculiar reason he does not tell on him. Sally
discovers what has happened some time later and Alex
never knows about it at all, because he soon forgets that
there was anything left in her glass and packs it neatly
away with his own, while telling the boys about dolostone.
They listen, presumably, as they gobble up the sandwiches
and ignore the devilled eggs and crab salad and grab the
tarts.
Dolostone, Alex says, is the thick caprock they can see.
Underneath it is shale, clay turned into rock, very fine, finegrained. Water works through the dolostone and when it
gets to the shale it just lies there; it can’t get through the
thin layers. So the erosion—that’s the destruction of the
dolostone—is caused as the water works its way back to its
source, eats a channel back, and the caprock develops
vertical joints. Do they know what “vertical” means?
“Up and down,” Kent says lackadaisically.
“Weak vertical joints, and they get to lean out and then
they leave crevasses behind them and after millions of
years they break off altogether and go tumbling down the
slope.”
“I have to go,” Kent says.
“Go where?”
“I have to go pee.”
“Oh, for God’s sake, go.”
“Me, too,” Peter says.
Sally clamps her mouth down on the automatic injunction
to be careful. Alex looks at her and approves of the
clamping down. They smile faintly at each other.
Savanna has fallen asleep, her lips slack around the nipple.
With the boys out of the way, it’s easier to detach her. Sally
can burp her and settle her on the blanket, without worrying
about an exposed breast. If Alex finds the sight
distasteful—she knows he dislikes the whole conjunction
of sex and nourishment, his wife’s breasts turned into
udders—he can look away, and he does.
As she buttons herself up, there comes a cry, not sharp but
lost, diminishing, and Alex is on his feet before she is,
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running along the path. Then a louder cry getting closer.
It’s Peter.
“Kent falled in. Kent falled in.”
His father yells, “I’m coming.”
Sally will always believe that she knew at once—even
before she heard Peter’s voice, she knew what had
happened. If an accident had happened, it would not be to
her six-year-old, who was brave but not inventive, not a
showoff. It would be to Kent. She could see exactly how—
peeing into a hole, balancing on the rim, teasing Peter,
teasing himself.
He was alive. He was lying far down in the rubble at the
bottom of the crevasse, but he was moving his arms,
struggling to push himself up. Struggling so feebly. One leg
caught under him, the other oddly bent.
“Can you carry the baby?” she said to Peter. “Go back to
the picnic and put her on the blanket and watch her. That’s
my good boy. My good strong boy.”
Alex was on his way into the hole, scrambling down,
telling Kent to stay still. Getting down in one piece was just
possible. It would be getting Kent out that was hard.
Should she run to the car and see if there was a rope? Tie
the rope around a tree trunk? Maybe tie it around Kent’s
body so she could lift him when Alex raised him up to her?
There wouldn’t be a rope. Why would there be a rope?
Alex had reached him. He bent and lifted him. Kent gave a
beseeching scream of pain. Alex draped him around his
shoulders, Kent’s head hanging down on one side and
useless legs—one so unnaturally protruding—on the other.
He rose, stumbled a couple of steps, and while still hanging
on to Kent dropped back down to his knees. He had
decided to crawl and was making his way—
Sally understood this now—to the rubble that partly filled
the far end of the crevasse. He shouted some order to her
without raising his head, and though she could not make
out any word she knew what he wanted. She got up off her
knees—why was she on her knees?—and pushed through
some saplings to that edge of the rim, where the rubble
came to within perhaps three feet of the surface. Alex was
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still crawling along with Kent dangling from him like a
shot deer.
She called, “I’m here. I’m here.”
Kent would have to be raised up by his father, pulled to the
solid shelf of rock by his mother. He was a skinny boy,
who had not yet reached his first spurt of growth, but he
seemed as heavy as a bag of cement. Sally’s arms could not
do it on the first try. She shifted her position, crouching
instead of lying flat on her stomach, and with the full
power of her shoulders and chest and with Alex supporting
and lifting Kent’s body from beneath they heaved him
over. Sally fell back with him in her arms and saw his eyes
open, then roll back in his head as he fainted again.
When Alex had clawed his way out, they collected the
other children and drove to the Collingwood Hospital.
There seemed to be no internal injury. Both legs were
broken. One break was clean, as the doctor put it. The other
leg was shattered.
“Kids have to be watched every minute in there,” he said
sternly to Sally, who had gone into the examining room
with Kent while Alex managed Peter and Savanna.
“Haven’t they got any warning signs up?”
With Alex, she thought, he would have spoken differently.
“That’s the way boys are. Turn your back and they’re
tearing around where they shouldn’t be,” he would have
said.
Her gratitude—to God, whom she did not believe in, and to
Alex, whom she did—was so immense that she resented
nothing.
It was necessary for Kent to spend the next six months out
of school, strung up for the first few weeks in a rented
hospital bed. Sally picked up and turned in his school
assignments, which he completed in no time. Then he was
encouraged to go ahead with Extra Projects. One of these
was “Travels and Explorations—Choose Your Country.”
“I want to pick somewhere nobody else would pick,” he
said.
The accident and the convalescence seemed to have
changed him. He acted older than his age now, less antic,
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more serene. And Sally told him something that she had not
told to another soul. She told him how she was attracted to
remote islands. Not to the Hawaiian Islands or the Canaries
or the Hebrides or the Isles of Greece, where everybody
wanted to go, but to small or obscure islands that nobody
talked about and that were seldom, if ever, visited.
Ascension, Tristan da Cunha, Chatham Island and
Christmas Island and Desolation Island and the Faeroes.
She and Kent began to collect every scrap of information
they could find about these places, not allowing themselves
to make anything up. And never telling Alex what they
were doing.
“He would think we were off our heads,” Sally said.
Desolation Island’s main boast was of a vegetable, of great
antiquity, a unique cabbage. They imagined worship
ceremonies for it, costumes, and cabbage parades in its
honor.
Sally told her son that, before he was born, she had seen
footage on television of the inhabitants of Tristan da Cunha
disembarking at Heathrow Airport, having all been
evacuated, owing to a great volcanic eruption on their
island. How strange they had looked, docile and dignified,
like creatures from another century. They must have
adjusted to England, more or less, but when the volcano
quieted down, a couple of years later, they almost all
wanted to go home.
When Kent went back to school, things changed, of course,
but he still seemed mature for his age, patient with
Savanna, who had grown venturesome and stubborn, and
with Peter, who always burst into the house as if on a gale
of calamity. And he was especially courteous to his father,
bringing him the paper that he had rescued from Savanna
and carefully refolded, pulling out his chair at dinnertime.
“Honor to the man who saved my life,” he might say, or
“Home is the hero.”
He said this rather dramatically, though not at all
sarcastically, yet it got on Alex’s nerves. Kent got on his
nerves, had done so even before the deep-hole drama.
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“Cut that out,” Alex said, and complained privately to
Sally.
“He’s saying you must have loved him, because you
rescued him.”
“Christ, I’d have rescued anybody.”
“Don’t say that in front of him. Please.”
When Kent got to high school, things with his father
improved. He chose to focus on science. He picked the
hard sciences, not the soft earth sciences, and even this
roused no opposition in Alex. The harder the better.
But after six months at college Kent disappeared. People
who knew him a little—there did not seem to be anyone
who claimed to be a friend—said that he had talked of
going to the West Coast. A letter came, just as his parents
were deciding to go to the police. He was working at a
Canadian Tire in a suburb just north of Toronto. Alex went
to see him there, to order him back to college. But Kent
refused, said that he was very happy with his job, and was
making good money, or soon would be, when he got
promoted. Then Sally went to see him, without telling
Alex, and found him jolly and ten pounds heavier. He said
it was the beer. He had friends now.
“It’s a phase,” she said to Alex when she confessed the
visit. “He wants to get a taste of independence.”
“He can get a bellyful of it, as far as I’m concerned.”
Kent had not said where he was living, and when she made
her next visit to Canadian Tire she was told that he had
quit. She was embarrassed—she thought she caught a smirk
on the face of the employee who told her—and she did not
ask where Kent had gone. She assumed he would get in
touch, anyway, as soon as he had settled again.
He did write, three years later. His letter was mailed in
Needles, California, but he told them not to bother trying to
trace him there—he was only passing through. Like
Blanche, he said, and Alex said, “Who the hell is
Blanche?”
“Just a joke,” Sally said. “It doesn’t matter.”
Kent did not say where he had been or whether he was
working or had formed any connections. He did not
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apologize for leaving his parents without any information
for so long, or ask how they were, or how his brother and
sister were. Instead, he wrote pages about his own life. Not
the practical side of his life but what he believed he should
be doing—what he was doing—with it.
“It seems so ridiculous to me,” he said, “that a person
should be expected to lock themselves into a suit of clothes.
I mean, like the suit of clothes of an engineer or doctor or
geologist, and then the skin grows over it, over the clothes,
I mean, and that person can’t ever get them off. When we
are given a chance to explore the whole world of inner and
outer reality and to live in a way that takes in the spiritual
and the physical and the whole range of the beautiful and
the terrible available to mankind, that is pain as well as joy
and turmoil. This way of expressing myself may seem
over-blown to you, but one thing I have learned to give up
is intellectual pridefulness—”
“He’s on drugs,” Alex said. “You can tell a mile off. His
brain’s rotted with drugs.”
In the middle of the night he said, “Sex.”
Sally was lying beside him, wide awake.
“What about sex?”
“It’s what makes you do what he’s talking about—become
a something-or-other so that you can earn a living. So that
you can pay for your steady sex and the consequences.
That’s not a consideration for him.”
Sally said, “My, how romantic.”
“Getting down to basics is never very romantic. He’s not
normal is all I’m trying to say.”
Further on in the letter—or the rampage, as Alex called it—
Kent said that he had been luckier than most people, in
having had what he called his “near-death experience,”
which had given him perhaps an extra awareness, and he
would be forever grateful to his father, who had lifted him
back into the world, and to his mother, who had lovingly
received him there.
He wrote, “Perhaps in those moments I was reborn.”
Alex groaned.
“No. I won’t say it.”
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“Don’t,” Sally said. “You don’t mean it.”
“I don’t know whether I do or not.”
That letter, signed with love, was the last they heard from
him.
Peter went into medicine, Savanna into law.
To her own surprise, Sally became interested in geology.
One night, in a trusting mood after sex, she told Alex about
the islands—though not about her fantasy that Kent was
now living on one or another of them. She said that she had
forgotten many of the details she used to know, and that
she should look all these places up in the encyclopedia,
where she had first got her information. Alex said that
everything she wanted to know could probably be found on
the Internet now. Surely not something so obscure, she
said, and he got her out of bed and downstairs, and there in
no time, before her eyes, was Tristan da Cunha, a green
plate in the South Atlantic Ocean, with information galore.
She was shocked and turned away, and Alex, who was
disappointed in her, asked why.
“I don’t know. Maybe I don’t want it so real.”
He said that she needed something to do. He had just
retired from teaching at the time and was planning to write
a book. He needed an assistant and he could not call on
graduate students now as he had been able to when he was
still on the faculty. (She didn’t know if this was true or
not.) She reminded him that she knew nothing about rocks,
and he said never mind that, he could use her for scale, in
the photographs.
So she became the small figure in black or bright clothing,
contrasting with the ribbons of Silurian or Devonian rock
or with the gneiss formed by intense compression, folded
and deformed by clashes of the North American and the
Pacific plates to make the present continent. Gradually she
learned to use her eyes and apply her knowledge, till she
could stand in an empty suburban street and realize that far
beneath her shoes was a crater filled with rubble that had
never been seen, because there had been no eyes to see it at
its creation or through the long history of its being made
and filled and hidden and lost. Alex did such things the
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honor of knowing about them, and she admired him for
that, although she knew enough not to say so. They were
good friends in these last years, which she didn’t know
were their last years. He went into the hospital for an
operation, taking his charts and photographs with him, and
on the day he was supposed to come home he died.
This was in the summer, and that fall there was a dramatic
fire in Toronto. Sally sat in front of her television watching
coverage of the fire for a while. It was in a district that she
knew, or used to know, in the days when its nineteenthcentury buildings were inhabited by hippies, with their tarot
cards and beads and paper flowers the size of pumpkins.
Later, the vegetarian restaurants had been transformed into
expensive bistros and boutiques. Now a block of those
nineteenth-century buildings was being wiped out, and the
newsman was bemoaning this, speaking of the people who
lived in old-fashioned apartments above the shops and had
now lost their homes or were being dragged out of harm’s
way onto the street.
He didn’t mention the landlords of the buildings, Sally
thought, who were probably getting away with substandard
wiring, as well as with epidemics of cockroaches, bedbugs,
not to be complained about by the deluded or the fearful
poor.
She sometimes felt Alex talking in her head these days, and
that was surely what was happening now. She turned off
the television.
No more than ten minutes later, the phone rang. It was
Savanna.
“Mom. Have you got your TV on? Did you see?”
“You mean the fire? I did have it on, but I turned it off.”
“No. Did you see—I’m looking for him right now—I saw
him not five minutes ago. . . . Mom, it’s Kent. Now I can’t
find him. But I saw him.”
“Is he hurt? I’m turning it on now. Was he hurt?”
“No, he was helping. He was carrying one end of a
stretcher. There was a body on it—I don’t know if it was
dead or just hurt. But Kent. It was him. You could even see
him limping. Have you got it on now?”
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“Yes.”
“O.K. I’ll calm down. I bet he went back into the building.”
“But surely they wouldn’t allow—”
“He could be a doctor, for all we know. Oh, fuck, now
they’re talking to that same old guy they talked to before—
his family owned some business for a hundred years. Let’s
hang up and just keep our eyes on the screen. He’s sure to
come in range again.”
He didn’t. The footage began to repeat itself.
Savanna phoned back. “I’m going to get to the bottom of
this. I know a guy that works on the news. I can get to see
that shot again. We have to find out.”
Savanna had never known her brother very well—she had
been nine when he left—so what was all the fuss about?
Had her father’s death made her feel the need of family?
She should marry soon, Sally thought. She should have
children. But she had such a stubborn streak when she set
her mind on something. Her father had told her when she
was ten years old that she could gnaw an idea to the bone—
she ought to be a lawyer. And, from then on, that was what
she had said she would be.
It was Kent, and within a week Savanna had found out all
about him. No. Change that to found out all he wanted her
to know. He had been living in Toronto for years. He had
often passed the building where Savanna worked and
thought he had spotted her a couple of times on the street.
Of course, she wouldn’t have recognized him, because he
was wearing a kind of robe.
“A Hare Krishna?” Sally said.
“Oh, Mom, if you’re a monk it doesn’t mean you’re a Hare
Krishna. Anyway, he’s not that now.”
“So what is he?”
“He says he lives in the present. So I said, ‘Well, don’t we
all, nowadays,’ and he said no, he meant in the real
present.”
“Where we are now,” he had said, and Savanna had said,
“You mean, in this dump?” Because it was—the coffee
shop where he had asked her to meet him was a dump.

٣٩٧

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

٣٩٨
“I see it differently,” he said, but then he said he had no
objection to her way of seeing it, or anybody else’s.
“Well, that’s big of you,” Savanna said, but she made a
joke of it and he sort of laughed.
He said that he had seen Alex’s obituary in the paper and
thought it was well done. He guessed Alex would have
liked the reference to his contribution to geology. He had
wondered if his own name would appear on the list of
relatives, and he was rather surprised that it was there. Had
his father told them what names he wanted listed, before he
died? he asked.
Savanna had said no—he hadn’t been planning on dying
anything like so soon. It was the rest of the family who’d
had a conference and decided that Kent’s name should be
included.
“Not Dad,” Kent had said. “Well, no.”
Then he had asked about Sally.
Sally felt a kind of inflated balloon in her chest.
“What did you say?”
“I said you were O.K., maybe at loose ends a little, you and
Dad being so close and you not having much time yet to
get used to being alone. Then he said, ‘Tell her she can
come to see me, if she wants to,’ and I said I would ask
you.”
Sally didn’t reply.
“You there, Mom?”
“Did he say when or where?”
“No. I’m supposed to meet him in a week in the same place
and tell him what you said. I think he sort of enjoys calling
the shots. I thought you’d agree right away.”
“Of course I agree. Did he really risk his life in the fire?”
“He won’t talk about it. But my information is yes. He’s
quite well known, as it turns out, in certain parts of town
and by certain people.”
Sally received a note. This in itself was special, since most
people she knew used e-mail or the phone. She was glad he
hadn’t called. She did not yet trust herself to hear his voice.
The note instructed her to leave her car in the subway
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parking lot at the end of the line and take the subway to a
specified station, where he would meet her.
She expected to see him on the other side of the turnstile,
but he was not there. Probably he had meant that he would
meet her outside. She climbed the steps and emerged into
the sunlight and paused, as people hurried and pushed past
her. She had a feeling of dismay and embarrassment.
Dismay at Kent’s apparent absence and embarrassment
because she was feeling just what people from her part of
the country often felt in neighborhoods like this, though she
would never have said what they said. You’d think you
were in the Congo or India or Vietnam.
On the steps of an old bank building just beyond the
subway entrance, several men were sitting or lounging or
sleeping. It was no longer a bank, of course, though the
bank’s name was cut into the stone. She looked at the name
rather than at the men, whose slouching or reclining
postures were such a contrast to the old purpose of the
building and the rush of the crowd coming out of the
subway.
“Mom.”
One of the men on the steps got up and came toward her in
no hurry, with a slight drag of one foot, and she realized
that it was Kent and waited for him.
She would almost as soon have run away. But then she saw
that not all the men were filthy or hopeless-looking, and
that some glanced at her without menace or contempt and
even with friendly amusement, now that she had been
identified as Kent’s mother.
Kent didn’t wear a robe. He wore gray pants that were too
big for him, a T-shirt with no message on it, and a
threadbare jacket. His hair was cut so short you could
hardly see the curl. His skin was quite pale, and his thin
body made him look older than he was. He was missing
some teeth.
He did not embrace her—she did not expect him to—but he
put his hand lightly on her back to steer her in the direction
he wanted her to go.
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“Do you still smoke your pipe?” she said, sniffing the air,
and remembering how he had taken up pipe smoking in
high school.
“Pipe? Oh. No. It’s the smoke from the fire you smell. We
don’t notice it anymore. I’m afraid it’ll get stronger, where
we’re walking.”
“Are we going to go through where it was?”
“No, no. We couldn’t, even if we wanted to. They’ve got it
all blocked off. Too dangerous. Some buildings will have
to be taken down. Don’t worry—it’s O.K. where we are. A
good block and a half away from the mess.”
“Your apartment building?” she said, alert to the “we.”
“Sort of. Yes. You’ll see.”
He spoke gently, readily, yet with an effort, like someone
speaking, as a courtesy, in a foreign language. And he
stooped a little, to make sure she heard him. The slight
labor involved in speaking to her seemed something she
was meant to notice. The cost.
As they stepped off a curb he brushed her arm—perhaps he
had stumbled a little—and he said, “Excuse me.” And she
thought he gave a slight shiver.
AIDS. Why had that never occurred to her before?
“No,” he said, though she had certainly not spoken aloud.
“I’m quite well at present. I’m not H.I.V.-positive or
anything like that. I contracted malaria years ago but it’s
under control. I may be a bit run-down but nothing to
worry about. We turn here—we’re right on this block.”
We.
“I’m not psychic,” he said. “I just figured out something
that Savanna was trying to get at, and I thought I’d put you
at rest. Here we are then.”
It was one of those houses whose front doors are only a few
steps from the sidewalk.
“I’m celibate, actually,” he said, holding open the door. A
piece of cardboard was tacked up where one of its glass
panes should be.
The floorboards were bare and creaked underfoot. The
smell was complicated, all-pervasive. The smoke had got in
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here, of course, but it was mixed with the odors of ancient
cooking, burned coffee, toilets, sickness, decay.
“Though ‘celibate’ might be the wrong word. That sounds
as if it had something to do with will power. I guess I
should have said ‘neuter.’ I don’t think of it as an
achievement. It isn’t.”
He was leading her around the stairs and into the kitchen.
And there a gigantic woman stood with her back to them,
stirring something on the stove.
Kent said, “Hi, Marnie. This is my mom. Can you say hello
to my mom?”
Sally noticed a change in his voice. A relaxation, honesty,
perhaps a respectfulness, that was different from the forced
lightness he adopted with her.
She said, “Hello, Marnie,” and the woman half turned,
showing a squeezed doll’s face in a loaf of flesh but not
focussing her eyes.
“Marnie is our cook this week,” Kent said. “Smells O.K.,
Marnie.”
To his mother he said, “We’ll go and sit in my sanctum,
shall we?” and led the way down a couple of steps and
along a back hall. It was hard to move there, because of the
stacks of newspapers, flyers, and magazines neatly tied.
“Got to get these out of here,” Kent said. “I told Steve this
morning. Fire hazard. Jeez, I used to just say that. Now I
know what it means.”
Jeez. She had been wondering if he belonged to some
plainclothes religious order, but if he did he surely
wouldn’t say that, would he? Of course, it could be an
order of some faith other than Christian.
His room was down some more steps, actually in the cellar.
There was a cot, a battered old-fashioned desk with
cubbyholes, a couple of straight-backed chairs with rungs
missing.
“The chairs are perfectly safe,” he said. “Nearly all our
stuff is scavenged from somewhere, but I draw the line at
chairs you can’t sit on.”
Sally seated herself with a feeling of exhaustion.
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“What are you?” she said. “What is it that you do? Is this a
halfway house or something like that?”
“No. Not even quarter-way. We take in anybody that
comes.”
“Even me.”
“Even you,” he said without smiling. “We aren’t supported
by anybody but ourselves. We do some recycling with stuff
we pick up. Those newspapers. Bottles. We make a bit here
and there. And we take turns soliciting the public.”
“Asking for charity?”
“Begging,” he said.
“On the street?”
“What better place for it? On the street. And we go into
some pubs that we have an understanding with, though it is
against the law.”
“You do that yourself?”
“I could hardly ask the others to do it if I wouldn’t. That’s
something I had to overcome. Just about all of us have
something to overcome. It can be shame. Or it can be the
concept of ‘mine.’ When somebody drops a ten-dollar bill,
or even a loonie, into the hat, that’s when the notion of
private ownership kicks in. Whose is it, huh? Ours or—
unh-uh—mine? If the answer comes back ‘mine,’ it usually
gets spent right away, and we have the person turning up
here smelling of booze and saying, ‘I don’t know what’s
the matter with me today—I couldn’t get a bite.’ Then they
might start to feel bad later and confess. Or not confess,
never mind. We see them disappear for days—weeks—
then show up back here when the going gets too rough.
And sometimes we’ll see them working the street on their
own, never letting on that they recognize us. Never coming
back. And that’s all right, too. They’re our graduates, you
could say. If you believe in the system.”
“Kent—”
“Around here I’m Jonah.”
“Jonah?”
“I just chose it. I thought of Lazarus, but it’s too selfdramatizing. You can call me Kent, if you like.”
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۴٠٣
“I want to know what’s happened in your life. I mean, not
so much these people—”
“These people are my life.”
“I knew you’d say that.”
“O.K., it was kind of smart-arse. But this, this is what I’ve
been doing for—seven years? Nine years? Nine years.”
She persisted. “Before that?”
“What do I know? Before that? Before that. Man’s days are
like grass, eh? Cut down and put into the oven. Listen to
me. Soon as I meet you again I start the showing-off. Cut
down and put in the oven—I’m not interested in that. I live
each day as it happens. Really. You wouldn’t understand
that. I’m not in your world, you’re not in mine. You know
why I wanted to meet you here today?”
“No. I didn’t think of it. I mean, I thought naturally maybe
the time had come—”
“Naturally. When I read about my father’s death in the
paper I thought, Well, where is the money? I thought, Well,
she can tell me.”
“It went to me,” Sally said, with flat disappointment but
great self-control. “For the time being. The house as well, if
you’re interested.”
“I thought likely that was it. That’s O.K.”
“When I die, to Peter and his boys and Savanna.”
“Very nice.”
“He didn’t know if you were alive or dead.”
“You think I’m asking for myself? You think I’m that
much of an idiot to want the money for myself? But I did
make a mistake thinking about how I could use it.
Thinking, Family money, sure, I can use that. That’s the
temptation. Now I’m glad, I’m glad I can’t have it.”
“I could let—”
“The thing is, though, this place is condemned—”
“I could let you borrow.”
“Borrow? We don’t borrow around here. We don’t use the
borrow system around here. Excuse me, I’ve got to go get
hold of my mood. Are you hungry? Would you like some
soup?”
“No, thanks.”

۴٠٣

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۴٠۴
When he was gone, she thought of running away. If she
could locate a back door, a route that didn’t go through the
kitchen.
But she could not do it. It would mean that she would never
see him again. And the back yard of a house like this, built
before the days of automobiles, would have no access to
the street.
It was half an hour before he came back. He seemed a little
surprised or bewildered to find her still there.
“Sorry. I had to settle some business. And then I talked to
Marnie. She always calms me down.”
“You wrote a letter to us,” Sally said. “It was the last we
heard from you.”
“Oh, don’t remind me.”
“No, it was a good letter. It was a good attempt to explain
what you were thinking.”
“Please. Don’t remind me.”
“You were trying to figure out your life—”
“My life, my life, my progress, what all I could discover
about my stinking self. The purpose of me. My crap. My
spirituality. My intellectuality. There isn’t any inside stuff
anymore, Sally. You don’t mind if I call you Sally? It just
comes out easier. There is only outside, what you do, every
moment of your life. Since I realized this, I’ve been
happy.”
“You are? Happy?”
“Sure. I’ve let go of that stupid self stuff. I think, How can
I help? And that’s all the thinking that I allow myself.”
“Living in the present?”
“I don’t care if you think I’m banal. I don’t care if you
laugh at me.”
“I’m not—”
“I don’t care. Listen. If you think I’m after your money,
fine. I am after your money. Also, I am after you. Don’t
you want a different life? I’m not saying I love you. I don’t
use stupid language. Or, I want to save you. You know you
can only save yourself. So what is the point? I don’t usually
try to get anywhere talking to people. I usually try to avoid
personal relationships. I mean I do. I do avoid them.”
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Relationships.
“Why are you trying not to smile?” he said. “Because I said
‘relationships’? That’s a cant word? I don’t fuss about my
words.”
Sally said, “I was thinking of Jesus. ‘Woman, what have I
to do with thee?’ ”
The look that leaped to his face was almost savage.
“Don’t you get tired, Sally? Don’t you get tired being
clever? I can’t go on talking this way, I’m sorry. I’ve got
things to do.”
“So have I,” Sally said. It was a complete lie. “We’ll be—”
“Don’t say it. Don’t say we’ll be in touch.”
“Maybe we’ll be in touch. Is that any better?”
Sally gets lost, then finds her way. The bank building
again, the same or possibly a whole new regiment of
loiterers. The subway ride, the car park, the keys, the
highway, the traffic. Then the lesser highway, the early
sunset, no snow yet, the bare trees, and the darkening
fields.
She loves this countryside, this time of year. Must she now
think herself unworthy?
The cat is glad to see her. There are a couple of messages
from friends on her machine. She heats up a single serving
of lasagna. She buys these separated, precooked, and frozen
portions now. They are quite good and not too expensive
when you think that there’s no waste. She sips from a glass
of wine during the few-minute wait.
She is shaking with anger. What is she supposed to do, go
back to the condemned house and scrub the rotten linoleum
and cook up the chicken parts that were thrown out because
they’re past the best-before date? And be reminded every
day of how she falls short of Marnie or any other afflicted
creature? All for the privilege of being useful in the life that
somebody else—Kent—has chosen?
He’s sick. He’s wearing himself out; maybe he’s dying. He
wouldn’t thank her for clean sheets and fresh food. Oh, no.
He’d rather die on that cot under a blanket with a burned
hole in it.
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But a check, she can write some sort of check, not an
absurd one. Not too big or too small. He won’t help himself
with it, of course. He won’t stop despising her, of course.
Despising. No. Not the point. Nothing personal.
There is something, anyway, in having got through the day
without its being an absolute disaster. It wasn’t, was it? She
had said “maybe.” He hadn’t corrected her.
And it was possible, too, that age could become her ally,
turning her into somebody she didn’t know yet. She has
seen that look of old people, now and then—clear-sighted
but content, on islands of their own making. ♦
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داستان ،آليس مونرو،
برگردان فارسی گيل آوايی

 ٢۵دسامبر٢٠٠۵

ژانويه /٢٠١٢بھمن ماه ١٣٩٠

Wenloke Edge 120ﻳﻤﻨﻄﻘﻪ اي ﺳﺖ در ﺷﺮوﭘﺸﺎﻳﺮ اﻧﮕﻠﺴﺘﺎن ﻛﻪ  24ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮ ﻃﻮل دارد و از
ﺟﻨﻮب ﻏﺮب ﺗﺎ ﺷﻤﺎل ﺷﺮق ﺑﻴﻦ ﻛﺮاوِن آرﻣﺰ و ﻣﺎچ وﻧﻼك اﺳﺖ.
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Wenlock Edge
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Aunt Nell Botts 121
Ernie Botts 122
Earnest Bottom 123
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ﻣﺎدرم ﭘﺴﺮﺧﺎﻟﻪ ي ﻟﻴﺴﺎﻧﺴﻴﻪ اي ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ از ﺧﻮد داﺷﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪار ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .او ﻣـﺎدرش ،ﺧﺎﻟـﻪ ﻧﻴـﻞ
ﺑﻮﺗﺰ 121را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ آورد .اﺳﻢ ﺧﻮد او ارﻧـﻲ ﺑـﻮﺗﺰ 122ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺮدي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻗﺪ ،ﮔﻠﮕﻮن ﺑﺎ ﮔﻴﺮاﻳـﻲ ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ ،ﭼﻬـﺮه اي ﮔـﺮد
داﺷﺖ .ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮوي ﭘﻴـﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﺑـﺎﻻ ﻣـﻲ
رﻓﺖ .دﺳﺘﺎن او ،ﻧﺎﺧﻦ اﻧﮕـﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻤﻴـﺰي ﺻـﺎﺑﻮن ﺑـﻮد.
ﺑﺎﺳﻨﺶ ﻛﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﺷﺘﺎﻟﻮ ﺑﻮد .اﺳﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ – وﻗﺘﻲ دور و ﺑﺮ
ﻧﺒﻮد – ارﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺗﻢ )123ارﻧﺴﺖ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺗﻨﻪ-م( ﺑﻮد .زﺑﺎن ﺗﻨﺪو
ﺗﻴﺰي داﺷﺘﻢ.
اﻣﺎ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﻧﺠﺎﻧﻢ .ﻳﺎ ﻛﻢ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺴﻲ را ﺑﺮﻧﺠﺎﻧﻢ.
ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺮگ ﺧﺎﻟﻪ ﻧﻞ ﺑـﻮﺗﺰ ،ارﻧـﺴﺖ ،دﻳﮕـﺮ ﺑـﺮاي دﻳـﺪﻧﻤﺎن
ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻛﺎرت ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎد.
وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ را در ﺷﻬﺮي ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮدم.
او ﻋﺎدﺗﻲ را ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮا ﻫﺮ ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم
ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .او اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺧـﻮﻳﺶِ او ﺑـﻮدم،
اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد  -ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺬراﻧﺪن وﻗﺘﻤﺎن
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ،ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ .او ﻣﺮا ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺟﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﺮد.
رﺳﺘﻮراﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎم ﭼِﻠﺴﻲ ﻗﺪﻳﻢ در ﻃﺒﻘﻪ دوم ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن
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ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪازي ﺑﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن دوﻧـﺪاس 124ﺑـﻮد .اﻳـﻦ رﺳـﺘﻮران
ﭘﺮده ي ﻣﺨﻤﻠﻲ ،روﻣﻴﺰي ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ اي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ داﺷـﺖ ﺑـﺎ ﭼـﺮاغِ
ﺳﺎﻳﻪ دار ﮔﻞِ رز روي ﻣﻴـﺰ .اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ ﻫﺰﻳﻨـﻪ ي آن ،ﺻـﺮاﺣﺘﺎ
ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﻮد ،ﺑﻴﺶ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﭙـﺮدازد اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﻪ آن
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﻫﻤﺮاه ﺑـﻮدن دﺧﺘـﺮي روﺳـﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﻣﺮداﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺷﻬﺮ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻫﺮ روز ﻛـﺖ و ﺷـﻮار
ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه و ورزش ﻛﺮده ﻧﺎﺧﻨﻬﺎي ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ،رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﻄﺢ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺘﻲ اي ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺟﺎي وﻟﺨﺮﺟﻲ ﻫﺎ ،اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻣﻬﻢ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻏﺬاي ﺧﻮش رﻧﮓ ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﺷﺪه در ﻣﻨﻮ را
ﺳﻔﺎرش ﻣﻲ دادم ،ﺟﻮﺟﻪ در ﻃﻼﻳﻲ 125ﻳﺎ اردك ﻧﺎرﻧﺠﻲ- 126
در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ او ﮔﻮﺷـﺖ ﻟُﺨـﻢ ﺳـﺮخ ﺷـﺪه ﺳـﻔﺎرش ﻣـﻲ داد.
دﺳﺮﻫﺎ) ﭘﺲ ﻏﺬا-م( ﻛﻴﻚ ﺑـﺎ روﻳـﻪ ي ﺗـﻮت ﻓﺮﻧﮕـﻲ ،ﺣﺘـﻲ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻓﺼﻞ آن ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﺷﻜﻼت ﺑﺎ ﺷﺎﺧﻬﺎي ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﭘﺮ از ﺧﺎﻣﻪ
ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺖ زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاي اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻣﺜـﻞ دﺧﺘـﺮ ﭘـﻨﺞ
ﺳﺎﻟﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻣﺰه ﺑﺴﺘﻨﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﺪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
و دوﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺗﻤﺎم روز ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺨﻮرم ﺗﺎ آن ﭘﺮ ﺧﻮري
را ﺟﺒﺮان ﻛﻨﻢ.
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ارﻧﻲ ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ از آن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪر ﻣﻦ ﺑﺤﺴﺎب ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ از ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻣﺎ را ﻧﻤـﻲ دﻳـﺪ ﺗـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او دوﺳﺖ ﭘﺴﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد.
او در ﺑﺎره ي رﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻢ ﭘﺮس و ﺟﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻣﻮﻗﺮاﻧـﻪ ﺳـﺮ
ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ داد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻳﺎ ﻳﺎد آوري اش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم
ﻛﻪ دارم ﻟﻴﺴﺎﻧﺲ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ و ﻓﻠﺴﻔﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮم .او ﺑﻪ اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دادم دﻗﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺮدم در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ اﺣﺘـﺮام زﻳـﺎدي
ﻗﺎﺋﻞ اﺳﺖ و اﻓﺴﻮس ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرده ﻛﻪ ﭘﺲ از دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﻋﻼﻗﻪ
اي ﺑﺮاي اداﻣﻪ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .در ﻋﻮض ﻛﺎر ﺧﻮب دوﻟﺘﻲ در
راه آﻫﻦ ﻣﻠﻲ ﻛﺎﻧﺎدا ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻓﺮوﺷﻨﺪه ﺑﻠﻴﻂ دارد .ﺣﺎﻻ او ﻳﻚ
ﺳﻮﭘﺮواﻳﺰر) ﺳﺮﭘﺮﺳﺖ( ﺑﻮد.
ﻣــﻲ ﮔﻔــﺖ ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌــﻪ ي ﺟــﺪي را دوﺳــﺖ دارد اﻣــﺎ ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌــﻪ،
ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺰﻳﻨﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﻣﻦ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻨﻈـﻮرش از ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌـﻪ ﺟـﺪي
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي رﻳﺪر داﻳﺠﺴﺖ 127ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮع
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ را ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻼﺗﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻛـﻨﻢ ،ﺑـﻪ او از آﭘﺎرﺗﻤـﺎن ﻣﺒﻠـﻪ ام
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .در ان روزﻫﺎ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﺧﻮاﺑﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎي ﺷﺒﺎﻧﻪ روزي ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ –
ﻣــﺎ ﻫﻤــﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧــﻪ ﻫــﺎي آﭘﺎرﺗﻤــﺎﻧﻲ ﺑــﺎ اﺗــﺎق ﻣﺒﻠــﻪ ﻳــﺎ در
آﭘﺎرﺗﻤﺎﻧﻬﺎي ارزان ﻳﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺮادري ﻳـﺎ ﺧـﻮاﻫﺮي زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .اﺗﺎق ﻣﻦ زﻳﺮ ﺷﻴﺮواﻧﻲ ي ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑـﺎ
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ﻛﻒ وﺳـﻴﻊ ﺑـﻮد و اﺗـﺎق ﺳﺮﺳـﺮا زﻳـﺎد ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ اﻣـﺎ ﺑﺨـﺶ
ﻣﺮﻛﺰي)اﺻﻠﻲ( ﻗﺒﻠﻲ دﺧﺘﺮان ،ﺣﻤﺎم ﺧﻮد را داﺷـﺖ .دوﺗـﺎي
دﻳﮕﺮ از داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن ﻛﻪ در ﺳﺎل ﭘﺎﻳﺎﻧﻲ زﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻣﺪرن ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
129
در ﻃﺒﻘﻪ دوم زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﺳﻤﺸﺎن ﻛﻲ 128و ﺑِﻮِرﻟﻲ
ﺑﻮد .در اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎي ﺳﻘﻒ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎي ﻓﺸﺮده ي در ﻫـﻢ ،در
ﻃﺒﻘﻪ ﻫﻢ ﻛﻒ ،ﻳﻚ داﻧﺸﺠﻮي ﭘﺰﺷﻜﻲ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻨﺪرت در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ،ﺑِﺖ ، 130ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﻮد
ﭼﻮن دو ﺗﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﺖ رﺋﻴﺲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد و اﺟﺎره
ﻫﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و اﻏﻠﺐ ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮان ﻃﺒﻘﻪ دوم دﻋﻮا ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭼﻮن آﻧﻬﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺸﺎن را در ﺣﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺴﺘﻨﺪ و در ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠـﺎ
ﻣﻲ آوﻳﺨﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺧﺸﻚ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﺑﺖ ،ﺑﻠﻴـﻚ ،131در
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺖ ،ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ي وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﭽـﻪ در ﻃﺒﻘـﻪ
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﺎﻫﻲ از آن ﺣﻤﺎم اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .و ﺑـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑـﺎ ﺟﻮراﺑﻬـﺎ و دﻳﮕـﺮ وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ ﺟﺰﺋـﻲ
روﺑﺮو ﺷﻮد .ﻛﻲ و ﺑﻮرﻟﻲ ﻫﻢ ﺟﻮاب ﻣﺘﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻗﻮل داده ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ از
ﺣﻤﺎم ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﭼﺮا ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮدم ﺑﻪ ارﻧﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ،ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻪ
ﺷﺪ و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ اﻳـﻦ را ﻧﻮﺷـﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ؟
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ﻛﻲ و ﺑﻮرﻟﻲ از ﻣﻦ دﻟﺴﺮد ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎي در زﺑﺎﻧﻬـﺎي ﻣـﺪرن
ﺳﺨﺖ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻣﻜﺎﻟﻤـﻪ و دﻟﻤﺸﻐﻮﻟﻴﻬﺎﻳـﺸﺎن ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ
ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺗﺮ از دﻳﮕﺮ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺎﻧﻜﻬﺎ ﻳﺎ ادارات
ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ روزﻫﺎي ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻣﻮﻳﺸﺎن را ﺑﺎﻻ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و ﺑـﺎ
ﮔﻴﺮه ﻣﺤﻜﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻧﺎﺧﻨﻬﺎﻳﺸﺎن را ﻻك ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن
ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺒﺶ ﺑﺎ دوﺳﺘﺎن ﭘﺴﺮ وﻳﮋه ﺷﺎن ﻗـﺮار
داﺷــﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬــﺎ ﻳﻜــﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﻫــﺎ ﺻﻮرﺗﻬﺎﻳــﺸﺎن را ﺑــﺎ ﻟﻮﺳــﻴﻮن
دﻟﺒﺮﺑﺎﻳﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﭼﻬﺮه ) ﺻﻮرت ،ﭼﺎﻧـﻪ-....،
م( آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﺒﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ دوﺳـﺖ ﭘـﺴﺮﺷﺎن را روي ﮔـﺮدان
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻣﻦ دوﺳﺖ ﭘﺴﺮ ﺑـﺎ ﺣـﺪاﻗﻞ ﺗﻮﻗـﻊ ام ،ﻧﻴﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮدم و
ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر اﻳﺪه ﻫﺎي اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ اي داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﺒﻨـﻲ
ﺑﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻣﺘﺮﺟﻢ در ﺳﺎزﻣﺎن ﻣﻠﻞ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ در دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ و ﺑـﺪن ﻫـﻴﭻ
ﻣﻮﻓﻘﺘﻲ ازدواج ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ اﻧﺪرز ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي دادﻧﺪ.
در ﻛﺎﻓﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﺎي ﻛﻠﺞ ﻛﺎر ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم .ﺳﺒﺪ داﺷـﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ آن
ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﻛﺜﻴﻒ را ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم و ﻣﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺸﺪار دادﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر اﻳﺪه ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﺗﺮا
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺷﻐﻞ را داري ،ﻛﺴﻲ از ﺗﻮ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻳﺪ".
ﺑﻪ ارﻧﻲ درﺑﺎره اﻳﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ و او ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺧﻮب ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ؟"

PDF.tarikhema.org
۴١٣

۴١٣

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑـﺎ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻗﻀﺎوﺗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوم .ﭘﺲ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد؟
ﺣﺎﻻ ﺣﺮﻓﻢ را زده ﺑﻮدم .ارﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ .دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را در
ﻫﻮا ﺗﻜﺎن داد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻛﺎﻣﻼ درﺳﺖ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ ".دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﺑﺮﺧﻮردي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي.
ﻛﺎر ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ.
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺗﺮا ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻛﺎر ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ
اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دﻫﻲ ،ﺳﺮﺧﻮرده ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﮔﻮش ﻧﻜﻦ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎرت
اداﻣﻪ ﺑﺪه و آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻧﺎدﻳﺪه ﺑﮕﻴﺮ .ﻏﺮورت را ﺣﻔﻆ ﻛﻦ .ﻫﺮﻛﺲ
ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ ،ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨـﺪ ﺧﻮﺷـﺸﺎن
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺪ".
اﻳﻦ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ،ﻋﺎدﻻﻧـﻪ و ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪﮔﺮاﻧـﻪ ي او ،ﺻـﻮرت ﭘﻬـﻨﺶ را
روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺷﻮر و ﺷﻮق ﭘﺮ ﺣﺮارت ،اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﺗﺮدﻳـﺪ را در
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻴﺪار ﻛﺮد ،اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑـﺪﮔﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﺎرﻳـﻚ ﻛـﻪ در ﻛـﻞ ﻫـﺸﺪار
ﻣﻌﻨﺎداري ﺑﻪ آن ﻣﻲ داد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آن ﺷﺐ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آﻣﺪم ،ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻲ از ﺑﺖ زﻳﺮ در ﻣـﻦ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ .ﺣﺪس ﻣﻲ زدم ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ در ﺑﺎره آوﻳﺰان ﻛﺮدن ﻛُﺖ ام روي ﻧﺮده ﭘﻠﻜـﺎن ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﺸﻚ ﺷﺪن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺻﺪا ﻛـﺮدن زﻳـﺎد روي ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻠﻴﻚ ) ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ( و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ) ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ( در روز ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪﻧﺪ.
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در ﺑــﺮ روي ﺻــﺤﻨﻪ اي از ﺑــﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ و در ﻫــﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﮕــﻲ اي
ﮔﺸﻮده ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺗﻤﺎم روزﻫﺎي ﺑـﺖ ﺳـﻴﺎه ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ و ﻛﻬﻨﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺧﻴﺲ و ﭘـﺸﻤﻲ ﺑـﺪ ﺑـﻮي ﺑﭽـﻪ از
ﺳﻘﻒ آوﻳـﺰان ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ،ﺑﻄـﺮي ﻫـﺎ دوﺑﺮاﺑـﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﺑﺨـﺎري
اﺳﺘﺮﻳﻠﺰه ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه ﻫـﺎ را ﺑﺨـﺎر
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،و ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي ﺧـﻴﺲ و اﺳـﺒﺎب ﺑـﺎزي
ﻫﺎي ﺧﺎك آﻟﻮد ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑـﻪ ﺻـﺪا در ﻣـﻲ آورد – ﺑـﺖ ﻫـﻢ در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ او را آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد – و ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﺘﺮ روي ﻳـﻚ
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮ ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻘﺪاري از ﻏﺬاي ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻪ رﻧـﮓ
ﻛﺪو دور ﭼﺎﻧﻪ و اﻃﺮاف دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺖ از ﻣﻴﺎن اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﺑﻴـﺎن ﺑﺮﺗـﺮي در ﭼﻬـﺮه ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ و
ﭘﻬﻨﺶ دﻗﻴﻖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻤﺘـﺮ آدﻣـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﺎﺑﻮﺳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺖ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺴﺎزد .ﺣﺘﻲ
اﮔﺮ دﻧﻴﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن دﺳﺖ و دل ﺑﺎز ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻤﺘﺮﻳﻦ اﻋﺘﺒﺎري ﺑﻪ او
ﻣﻲ داد.
ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮ ﺑـﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ آﻣـﺪي) ﺳـﺎﻛﻦ ﺷـﺪي(،
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺗﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ در ﻣﻴﺎن ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮ
ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺷﻮد " ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ آﻣﺪي ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺬﻛﺮ دادم ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﻀﺎ در ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪاز ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﺮاي دو ﻧﻔﺮ اﺳﺖ؟
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دﺧﺘﺮ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ اﻃـﻼع ﻣـﻲ داد .دﺧﺘـﺮ
ﺗﺎزه روز ﺳﻪ ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻳﺎ آدﻳﻨﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺑـﻮد در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ
ﭼﻨﺪ درس را در ﻛﺎﻟﺞ دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻠﻴﻚ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﺧـﻮاب را اﻣـﺸﺐ ﺑـﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻣـﻲ آورد .او ﺟـﺎي
زﻳﺎدي از اﺗﺎق را ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد .ﺗﺼﻮر ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻟﺒﺎس زﻳﺎدي ﺑـﺎ
ﺧﻮد ﺑﻴﺎورد – او در ﺷﻬﺮﺳﺘﺎن زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﺗﻤﺎم آﻧﺠﺎ
را ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ،ﻳﻌﻨﻲ ﺷﺶ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ،ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدت داﺷـﺘﻪ اي و
ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﺑﺪون ﻳﻚ ﻛﻼم از ﻛﻢ ﻛﺮدن اﺟﺎره اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دادم.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻓﻀﺎي زﻳﺎدي اﺷﻐﺎل ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﻮد و
در ﺣﺮﻛﺎﺗﺶ ﻣﺘﻔﻜﺮاﻧﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد – او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺳـﺮش را ﺑـﻪ
ﺗﻴﺮك ﺳﻘﻒ ﻧﻤﻲ زد .درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺳﺮم ﺑﻪ آن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ
وﻗﺘﻬﺎ روي ﺗﺨﺖ ﭘﺎﻫـﺎ ﺟﻤـﻊ ﻛـﺮده ،ﻣـﻲ ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ ،ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي
ﻃﻼﻳﻲ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ ﻗﻬﻮه اي او روي ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﻣـﻲ اﻓﺘـﺎد ،ﻳـﻚ
ﻛﻴﻤﻮﻧﻮي ژاﭘﻨﻲ ،ﻟﺒﺎس زﻳـﺮ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﮔﺎﻧـﻪ اش را ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪ.
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻲ داﺷﺖ -ﻳﻚ ﻛـﺖ ﭘـﺸﻢ ﺷـﺘﺮي ،ژاﻛﺘﻬـﺎي
ﻛﺸﻤﻴﺮ ،داﻣﻦ ﭘﺸﻤﻲ ﭼﻴﻨﺪار ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺳـﻨﺠﺎق ﺑـﺰرگ – ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﻮر ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ روي ﺟﻠﺪ ﻣﺠﻠـﻪ ،زﻳـﺮ ﺗﻴﺘـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﻴﻨـﻲ"
ﺗﺠﻬﻴﺰ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻮان ﺑﺮاي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺗـﺎزه اش در داﻧـﺸﮕﺎه" .اﻣـﺎ
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﻛﻪ او از داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﺑﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺸﺖ ،ﻟﺒـﺎس را در ﻣـﻲ
آورد و ﻛﻴﻤﻮﻧﻮ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ را ﻋـﻮض
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم اﻣﺎ در ﻣﻮرد ﻣﻦ ،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ داﻣﻦ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد و ﺗﺎزه ﻛﺮدن
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ﺑﻠﻮز ﻳﺎ ژاﻛﺘﻢ ،ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑـﺎ دﻗـﺖ آوﻳـﺰان ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدم .ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎ ﭘﺮت ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣـﻦ ﺷـﺎم را
زودﻫﻨﮕﺎم در ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﻣﺰد ﻣﻦ ﺑـﻮد و
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻧﻴﺰ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪه ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﻮرده اﺳـﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺎم زودﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﺶ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﺷﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد  -ﻣﻐﺰﺑﺎدام و ﭘﺮﺗﻘﺎل و ﺷـﻜﻼﺗﻬﺎي
ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻓﻮﻳﻠﻬﺎي ) ورﻗﻬﺎي ﻧـﺎزك آﻟﻮﻣﻴﻨﻴـﻮﻣﻲ – م(
ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﻳﺎ ﻃﻼﻳﻲ ﻳﺎ ارﻏﻮاﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
از او ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ در آن ﻛﻴﻤﻮﻧﻮي ﻧﺎزك ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﻧﺨﻮرد.
اون اون ﻛﺮدو دﺳﺘﺎﻧﻢ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﮔـﺮدن ﺧـﻮدش ﻓـﺸﺮد و
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﮔﺮﻣﻢ" .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻫﻢ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻮﺳﺖ
او ﺣﺘﻲ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻘﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮﻧـﮓ
ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﺳﺖ و داﺷﺖ ﻣﺤﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ – و در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
ﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻮي ﺑﺨﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻄـﺮ و ﺗﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻮد ﻧـﻪ
ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻧﻪ ﺑﻮي ﺑﺪن ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺣﻤﺎم ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ
و ﺷﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ).ﻧﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺗﻤﺎﻣـﺎ ﺧـﻮدم را ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺴﺘﻢ،
ﻣﻘﺮرات ﺑﺖ را ﻛﻪ دو ﺑﺎر در ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺣﻤﺎم ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻮد ،اﺟﺮا ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدم(
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺷﺐ ﺗﺎ دﻳﺮوﻗﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪم .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ
ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ در اﺗﺎق ،ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﺳﺨﺖ ﺗﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ
آدم راﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد .او در ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﺎزي ﻫﺎي ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ،ﭘﺮﺗﻘﺎﻟﻬﺎﻳﺶ را
و ﺷﻜﻼﺗﻬﺎ را ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﺧـﻮد را
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ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ورﻗﻲ را ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻲ داد ،ﮔﺎه ﺻﺪاي ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻣﻲ داد،
ﺻﺪاي ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻳﺎ ﺧُﺮ ﺧُﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﺑﺎره اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﺪﻧﺶ ﻏُﺮ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ در ﻋﻴﻦ ﺣﺎل از آن ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑـﺮد.
در ﻏﻴﺮ اﻳﻨﺼﻮرت از آن دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴـﺪ ﺑـﺎ
ﭼﺮاغ روﺷﻦ ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ آﻣﺎده ﺑﻮد .و ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺧـﺎﻃﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰ
زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﺮﻓﻲ ﺑﺰﻧﻴﻢ و در ﻣﻮرد زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﺎن
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻴﻢ.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و دوﺳﺎل داﺷﺖ و اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ روي
داده ﺑﻮد از زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﺎﻧﺰده ﺳﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮد.
اول ،ﺣﺎﻣﻠﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ) اﻳﻦ ﻃﻮري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺧـﻮد را ﻗـﺮار داده
ﺑﻮد( و ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪر ﺑﭽﻪ اش ازدواج ﻛﺮد ،ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪان از او
ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻳﻦ در ﻳﻚ ﺷﻬﺮﻛﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون از ﺷﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮ روي داده
ﺑﻮد .اﺳﻢ ﺷﻬﺮك ﻟﻴﻨﻲ وﻳﻞ 132ﺑﻮد و ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺷﻐﻠﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﻛﺎر درﺑﺎﻻﺑﺮﻫﺎي ﺟـﻮ ﻳـﺎ ﺗﻌﻤﻴـﺮ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ
آﻻت ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺮاي دﺧﺘﺮان ﻫﻢ ﻛﺎر در ﻣﻐﺎزه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اﻳـﺪه
آل ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺮاي آﻳﻨﺪه ،اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آراﻳـﺸﮕﺮ ﺷـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﺗـﻮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ از آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻗﻄﺎر دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪي .ﻟﻴﻨﻲ وﻳﻞ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد
ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﺑـﺰرﮔﺶ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و او ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدر ﺑﺰرﮔﺶ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﭼـﻮن
ﭘﺪرش ﻣﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﻣﺎدرش دوﺑﺎره ازدواج ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد .ﻧﺎﭘـﺪري
اش او را از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻛﺮد.
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او ﺑﭽﻪ دوﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﻳﻚ ﭘﺴﺮ دﻳﮕﺮ ،و ﺷـﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎري در ﺷﻬﺮ دﻳﮕﺮ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و ﺑﻪ ان ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﻮچ ﻛﺮد .او
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﭘﻮل ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻔﺮﺳﺘﺎد .از اﻳﻨـﺮو
او ﻫﺮ دوﺑﭽﻪ را ﺑﺮاي ﻣـﺎدرﺑﺰرگ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ و ﺑـﺎ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس ﺑـﻪ
ﺷﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮر ﻓﺖ.
133
در اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮي ﺑﻨﺎم ﻣﺎرﺳﻲ آﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ او
ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﻣﺎرﺳﻲ ﻣﺮدي را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ
رﺳﺘﻮران داﺷﺖ و او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘـﻲ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮ رﺳـﻴﺪﻧﺪ و ﻣﺤـﻞ رﺳـﺘﻮران را ﭘﻴـﺪا ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ
ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺻﺎﺣﺐ رﺳﺘﻮران ﻧﻴﺴﺖ – .او ﻓﻘﻂ در آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﭼﻨﺪ وﻗﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ از آﻧﺠـﺎ اﺳـﺘﻌﻔﺎء داده ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﺻﺎﺣﺐ رﺳـﺘﻮران ﺑـﻮد اﺗـﺎق ﺧـﺎﻟﻲ اي در ﺑـﺎﻻي
رﺳﺘﻮران داﺷﺖ و ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﺟﺎزه داد ﻛـﻪ در آﻧﺠـﺎ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻨـﺪ در
ﻋﻮض رﺳﺘﻮران را ﻫﺮ ﺷﺐ ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ از
دﺳﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﻧﻮان در رﺳﺘﻮران اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ اﺟـﺎزه
ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ زﻳﺎد در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻨﺪ -آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن را
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺴﺘﻨﺪ) ﺣﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ –م(
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﺪرت ﺷﺒﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪﻧـﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﺑـﺎرﻣﻦِ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ در
آﻧﺴﻮي ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن دوﺳـﺖ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ -او ﺧﻨـﺪه دار ) ﺧُـﻞ( اﻣـﺎ
ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﺑﻮد -.و او ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﺟﺎزه ﻣـﻲ داد ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪﻧﻲ زﻧﺠﺒﻴـﻞ
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ راﻳﮕﺎن ﺑﺨﻮرﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدي در آﻧﺠﺎ آﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
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آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ دﻋﻮت ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻌﺪ از آن از آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﻴﺰ درﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﺷـﺪ و در ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
زﻣﺎن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺎ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ 134آﺷـﻨﺎ ﺷـﺪ .اﻳـﻦ ﻣـﺮد
ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺳﻢ او را ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ .ﭘـﻴﺶ از آن اﺳـﻢ او
ﺟﻮن 135ﺑﻮد .او رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺤﻞ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ در ﺷـﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮع ﭘـﺴﺮﻫﺎ را ﻣﻄـﺮح
ﻛﻨﺪ .درﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي اﻗﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ اﺗﺎﻗﻬـﺎي زﻳـﺎدي ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او
اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد ﭘﺴﺮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺎ او در آﻧﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ
اﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻣﻄﺮح ﻛﺮد ،او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻧﻤـﻲ
آد .اﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اوﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑـﺎردار ﺷـﻮد اﻣـﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري ﺑﺎردار ﺷﺪ و او ﺑﺎ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﺑﻪ ژاﭘﻦ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ
در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ را ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازد) ﺳﻘﻂ ﻛﻨﺪ-م(.
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺗﺎ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ آن ﻛـﺎر را ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻧﻜﻨﺪ .او ﺑﻪ ﺑـﺎرداري اداﻣـﻪ داد و
ﺑﭽﻪ را ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ.
آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮ
را ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ اﻣﺎ از آن ﺑﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺘﺶ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻮد.
آن زﻣﺎن او راﻫﺶ را در آن اﻃﺮاف ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ و ﺑـﻪ
ﺟﺎﻳﻲ رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ در آﻧﺠﺎ از ﺗﻮ ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑـﻪ دﻧﻴـﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ،
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ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﭽﻪ را ﺑـﺮاي ﺳﺮﭘﺮﺳـﺘﻲ
ﺑﺪﻫﻲ .ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪ و دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد و ﻧﻴﻨﺎ اﺳﻢ او را ﺟِﻤـﺎ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد از آن ﭘﺲ ﻧﻴﺰ او را ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد.
دﺧﺘﺮ دﻳﮕﺮي را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ ﻛﻪ او در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﭽـﻪ اي داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او را ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ و او ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺒـﻲ دادﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﺷﻴﻔﺘﻲ) وﻗﺖ ﺗﻘﺴﻴﻢ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎر -م( ﻛﺎر و ﺑﺎ
ﻫﻢ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺸﺎن را ﺑـﺰرگ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .آﭘﺎرﺗﻤـﺎﻧﻲ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﭙﺮدازﻧﺪ و ﻛﺎر ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨـﺪ-
ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﻛﻮﻛﺘﻞ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ – و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ رو ﺑﻪ راه ﺑـﻮد .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ
ﭘﻴﺶ از ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آﻣﺪ -ﺟِﻤﺎ ﻫﺸﺖ ﻣﺎﻫـﻪ ﺑـﻮد – و
ﻣﺎدر دﻳﮕﺮ را ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﻣﺴﺖ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﺮدي دور ﻣـﻲ زد و
ﺑﭽﻪ ،ﺟِﻤﺎ ،از ﺗﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ ،ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺖ.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ را ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﺗﺎﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن ﺑـﺮد .ﺗﺮاﻓﻴـﻚ
ﺑﺨــﺎﻃﺮ ﻛﺮﻳــﺴﻤﺲ ﺳــﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺑــﻮد و وﻗﺘــﻲ او ﺳــﺮآﺧﺮ ﺑــﻪ
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ
دﻟﻴﻞ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن اﺷﺘﺒﺎه اﺳـﺖ و او را ﺑـﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎدﻧﺪ ،در ﻣﺴﻴﺮ آن ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺟِﻤﺎ دﭼﺎر ﺗـﺸﻨﺞ ﺷـﺪ و
ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺮد.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻤﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ ﺗﺪﻓﻴﻦ واﻗﻌﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﻲ ﻧﻮاي ﭘﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮده ﺑﻮد دﻓﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ) اﻳﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮ ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﻮﻟﻲ
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ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ( -از اﻳﻦ رو او ﭘﻴﺶ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ رﻓـﺖ .او از
دﻳﺪﻧﺶ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﺗﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر داﺷـﺖ .و او ﻫﺰﻳﻨـﻪ
ﺻﻨﺪوق)ﺗﺎﺑﻮت – م( ،ﺳـﻨﮓ ﻗﺒـﺮ ﺑـﺎ اﺳـﻢ ﺟﻤـﺎ روي آن را
ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ و وﻗﺘﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ آن ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪ او ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ.
او ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻃـﻮﻻﻧﻲ ،ﻟﻨـﺪن ،ﭘـﺎرﻳﺲ و ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺟﺎﻫـﺎي
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮد و او را از ﻏﻢ در آورد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺘﻨﺪ ،او
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﻴﻜﺎﮔﻮ را ﺑﺴﺖ و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻛﻮچ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .او ﺻﺎﺣﺐ ﭼﻨﺪ
ﻣﻠﻚ در اﻳﻦ ﺣﻮﻣﻪ ي ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠـﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .او اﺳـﺒﻬﺎي
ﻣﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ اﺳﺐ دواﻧﻲ داﺷﺖ.
او از ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ اﺳـﺖ ﺗﺤـﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﻨـﺪ و ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ دوﺳﺖ دارد) دوﺳﺖ دارد ﺗﺤـﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﻨـﺪ – م( .ﺑـﻪ
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ در رﺷﺘﻪ اي ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ و ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﭼـﻪ رﺷـﺘﻪ
اي دوﺳﺖ دارد .ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ دوﺳـﺖ دارد ﺑﺨـﺸﻲ از
وﻗﺖ را ﻃﻮري زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن ﻋﺎدي زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .و او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد آن را ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ داد.
ﺷﻨﻴﺪن زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﺮا واداﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺳﺎده ﻟﻮﺣﻢ.
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪم ،اﺳﻢ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد.
" آرﺗﻮر"
"ﭼﺮا اﺳﻢ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺶ را ﺻﺪا ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
" ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ"
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ در ﻧﻈﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺐ ﺑﺠﺰ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺧـﺎص ﻛـﺎﻟﺞ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ ﻳﺎ ﻛﻨﺴﺮت ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ادﺑﻲ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺑـﺮود  .او
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ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اش اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎم و ﻧﻬـﺎر را در ﻛﺎﻓـﻪ ﺗﺮﻳـﺎ ﺑﺨـﻮرد.
اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ،ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ آﻳﺎ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر را
ﻛﺮد .ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ در اﺗﺎق ﻧـﺴﻜﺎﻓﻪ ﺑـﻮد .و در روز دوﻧـﺎت) ﻧـﺎن
ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﮔﺮد و ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺣﻠﻘﻪ – م( از ﻛﺎﻓﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
آورد .آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ از اﻳﻦ ﺧﻮﺷـﺶ ﻧﻤـﻲ آﻣـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺑﻌﻨـﻮان
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﻲ ﻧﻴﻨﺎﺳـﺖ ،ﭘـﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ – ﺗـﺎ
آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻳﻚ وﻋﺪه ﻏﺬاي ﮔﺮم در روز و ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ و
ﺳﻮپ در وﻋﺪه ﻏﺬاي ﺑﻌﺪي ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .و اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ
او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻧﻴﻨﺎ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد .ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ وارﺳـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد در ﻛﺎﻓﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ او ﺳﻮﺳﻴﺲ ﻳﺎ ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﻟُﺨﻢ ﺳﺎﻟﻴـﺴﺒﻮري و ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ آزاد
ﻳﺎ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ ﺳﺎﻻد و ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮغ ﺧﻮرده ﺑﻮد.
" ﭘﺲ او ﭼﻄﻮر در ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻲ؟"
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ داد و ﺑﻴﺪاد و ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن ﭘﻨﺠﺮه زﻳﺮ ﺷـﻴﺮواﻧﻲ ،ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻮدش آﻣﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻴﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ،ﭘﺸﺖ ﭘﺮده ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻦ؟
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺳﻴﺎه ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﻋﺮض ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﭘﺎرك ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ در ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﺷﻌﺎع از ﻧﻮر ﻣﻮي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ
راﻧﻨﺪه را ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ.
137
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ) ﺑﺮﻧﺪه-م( .او ﺗﺎ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺷـﺐ در آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ دﻳﺮﺗﺮ ،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ رﻓـﺘﻢ ،دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﻢ

PDF.tarikhema.org
۴٢٣

۴٢٣

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺎز ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ
دﻧﺒﺎﻟﻢ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
" ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ؟"
" او ﻧﻪ .ﻳﺎ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ و ﻫﺮﻛﺎري ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻴﺪار ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻴﺮ".
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ،ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ ،ﻣﺎ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را
ﻏﺮوب ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ و ﺳﻮار اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ ،ﺷﺪﻳﻢ.
از ﺷﻴﺸﻪ ي اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺳﻴﺎه در ﻫﺮ
ﺗﻮﻗﻒ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺳﺮﻋﺘﺶ را ﻛﻢ ﻳﺎ زﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﺮﻋﺖ
ش را ﺑــﺮاي دﻧﺒــﺎل ﻛﺮدﻧﻤــﺎن ﺗﻨﻈــﻴﻢ ﻣــﻲ ﻛــﺮد .ﻣــﺎ ﻳــﻚ
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪﻳﻢ و ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨـﺮ از ﻣـﺎ
ﮔﺬﺷﺖ و در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ورودي ﭘﺎرك ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧـﺖ
– ﻣﺎ آن را از آﻳﻨﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪﻳﻢ.
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻧﺴﺨﻪ از ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اﺳـﻜﺎرﻟﺖ را
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻜﻲ از درﺳﻬﺎﻳﻢ ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﭙﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳﺪش ﺑﭙﺮدازم و ﻛﭙﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻫـﻢ ﺗﻤـﺎم
ﭼﻚ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ
ﺑﮕﻴﺮم – .ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ را ﺑﻄﻮر ﺳﺎده ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺑﻨﺪي ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي درﺳﻲ ﻣﺮﺑـﻮط ﺑـﻪ رﺷـﺘﻪ اش را ﺧﺮﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
داﺷﺖ ﺣﺴﺎﺑﺮﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .او دﻓﺘـﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷـﺖ و ﺧﻮدﻛـﺎر –
ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺧﻮدﻧﻮﻳﺲ در آن زﻣﺎن – ﺑـﺎ ﺗﻨﺎﺳـﺐ رﻧﮕﻬـﺎ ﺧﺮﻳـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد .ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﺑـﺮاي ﺗﻤـﺪن اوﻟﻴـﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﺒﻴـﺎ ،آﺑـﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺷـﺎﻋﺮان
روﻣﺎﻧﺘﻴﻚ ،ﺳـﺒﺰ ﺑـﺮاي اﻧﮕﻠﻴـﺴﻲ وﻳﻜﺘﻮرﻳـﺎﻳﻲ و داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي
اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ،زرد ﺑﺮاي اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ از ﺑﺎﺳﻴﻞ ﺗﺎ آﻧﺪرﺳـﻦ .او در
ﻫﺮ ﺟﻠﺴﻪ درس ،ردﻳﻒ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﭼﻮن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد
ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ،ﺟﺎي ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ او ﺑﻮد .ﻃـﻮري ﺣـﺮف ﻣـﻲ زد
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﻃﻮل ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻫﻨـﺮ ﺑـﺎ ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪ ﺑـﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮ
داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن ﻗﺪم ﻣﻲ زده ،ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش را ﻣـﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ  ،ﻛﺘـﺎب
درﺳﻲ اش را ﺑﺮاي ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده ،ﺧﻮدﻧﻮﻳﺲ
اش را ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آورده اﻣﺎ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ او ﺧﺎﻟﻲ ﺑـﺎﻗﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
ﻣﺸﻜﻞ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم او ﮔﻴﺮه اي ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ آن
ﭼﻴﺰي آوﻳﺰان ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ وﻳﻜﺘﻮرﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﻳﺎ رﻣﺎﻧﺘﻴـﻚ ﻳـﺎ
ﻛﻠﻤﺒﻴــﺎﻳﻲ ي اوﻟﻴــﻪ ،ﭼــﻪ ﻣﻌﻨــﺎ ﻣــﻲ دادﻧــﺪ .او در ژاﭘــﻦ و
ﺑﺎرﺑﺎدوس و ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﺸﻮرﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ در اروﭘﺎ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام
از آن ﺟﺎﻫﺎ را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ روي ﻧﻘـﺸﻪ ﭘﻴـﺪا ﻛﻨـﺪ .او ﻧﻤـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻧﻘﻼب ﻓﺮاﻧﺴﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺟﻨﮓ ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻲ اول ﺑـﻮد ﻳـﺎ
ﺑﻌﺪ از آن.
ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ رﺷﺘﻪ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ اﻧﺘﺨـﺎب ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد .از اﻳﻦ رﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ؟ آﻗـﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ از ﭘﺲ آن رﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺮآﻳﺪ؟ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او اﻳﻦ رﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ
را ﺑﺪﮔﻤﺎﻧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،ﺗـﺎ او ﺑـﺰودي از داﻧـﺸﺠﻮ
ﺑﻮدن ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﻮد؟
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در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ دﻧﺒﺎل ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ ،ﺑﻪ ﻳﺎد ارﻧﻲ
ﺑﺖ اﻓﺘﺎدم .او ﻳﻚ ﺑﻐﻞ ﻣﻌﻤﺎ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاي ﻣـﺎدر ﻳـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
دوﺳﺖ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺰﻳﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ
اﻳﻦ را داﺷﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺻـﺒﺤﻬﺎي ﺷـﻨﺒﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻳﻜـﻲ از
دوﺳﺘﺎن ﭘﺪرش ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از زﺧﻤﻲ ﻫﺎي ﺟﻨﮓ و در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد،
ﭼِﻜﺮز ،ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
او را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻌﺮﻓﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﻪ او درﺑﺎره اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻫﻢ اﺗﺎﻗﻲ او
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ در ﺑﺎره زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ و اﻛﻨﻮن او.
دﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را ﺗﻜﺎن داد و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او از دﻳﺪارش ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل
اﺳﺖ و ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ.
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم ،ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﻲ روﻳﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ از او ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ ﭘﺎرك ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﭘﺸﺖ ﭘﺎرك ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ"
"آﻧﺠﺎ درِ ﭘﺸﺘﻲ دارد؟"
"ﺑﻠﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺪان ) ﺧﻮدروي ﺳﻮاري داراي دو ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻋﻘﺐ و
ﺟﻠﻮ – م( اﺳﺖ"
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .در ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن "
ارﻧﻲ دﺳﺘﭙﺎﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﻠﻪ ﺑﻠﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ" ﺑﺒﺨﺸﻴﺪ ،ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدم
ﻣﻨﻈﻮر ﺷﻤﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻳﻚ در ﭘﺸﺘﻲ در ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻫـﺴﺖ.
ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮدم از آن راه آﻣﺪم .ﺑﺒﺨﺸﻴﺪ"
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ﺣﺎﻻ داﺷﺖ ﺳﺮخ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و اﮔﺮ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻠﻴﺤﻲ ﺟـﻮ را
ﻧﺸﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،او ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻮزش ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮب ﭘﺲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ از در ﭘﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .اﻳﻦ ﻫـﻢ
ﺣﻞ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم".
ارﻧﻲ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ آورد و ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ دوﺳـﺖ
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ راه را ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠـﺎن
ﺷﻜﻼت داغ ﻳﺎ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ او ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ" ،ﺑﺒﺨـﺸﻴﺪ ﻣـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮري ﻋﺠﻠـﻪ دارﻳـﻢ .وﻟـﻲ
ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم ﻛﻪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪﻳﺪ"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻣﺸﻖ ﺷﺐ دارﻳﺪ"
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﻣﺸﻖ ﺷﺐ ،ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻣﻌﻠﻮم اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دارﻳﻢ".
داﺷﺘﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ارﻧﻲ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎر ﻫـﻢ از ﻣـﻦ
ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺑـﺮوم .ﻣﺮاﻋـﺎت ادب و ﻧﺰاﻛـﺖ.
ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ .ﻧﻪ .دو دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻠﻪ.
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺳﻴﺎه در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻧﺒﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺗﺸﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ و
ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻴﻢ .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺳﻴﺎﻫﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ از
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه زﻳﺮ ﺷﻴﺮواﻧﻲ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .در ﻳﻚ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﻛﻮﺗـﺎه ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ
زﻧﮓ زد .ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﻮد .و ﺷﻨﻴﺪم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ،دارﻳـﻢ ﻣـﻲ
آﻳﻴﻢ ".اوه ﻧﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﻻن رﻓﺘـﻴﻢ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧـﻪ و ﻳـﻚ ﻛﺘـﺎب
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻴﻢ و ﺑﺎ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آﻣـﺪﻳﻢ .ﻳـﻚ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس
درﺳﺖ آﻣﺎده ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮﺑﻢ .ﻗﻄﻌﺎ .ﺷﺐ ﺧـﻮش
ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش ".او ﺷﺎدان و ﺧﻨﺪان از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ" .ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
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وﻳﻨﺮ ﺧﻮدش را در آب ﮔﺮم دﻳﺪه ) ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨـﺮ ﺟـﻮش آورده
ﺑﻮد – م("
ﻳﻚ روز ﺻﺒﺢ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮ ﻧﺨﺎﺳﺖ .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻠﻮ درد
دارد ،ﺗﺐ دارد " .ﻣﻦ را ﻟﻤﺲ ﻛﻦ"
"ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ داغ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ".
" اﻣﺮوز داغ ﺗﺮ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ "
آدﻳﻨﻪ ﺑﻮد .او از ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﻢ و ﺑﻪ
او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺮاي آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ .
" ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ اﺟﺎزه ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داد .او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ دور و ﺑـﺮش ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﻣﺮﻳﺾ را ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ – .در اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮرد دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ".
اﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ ﻳـﻚ دﻛﺘـﺮ
ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﺪو ﻧﻴﻨﺎ آن را ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﮔﻔﺖ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ
ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﻧﻴﺎز دارد و اﮔﺮ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﺷﺪ ﺑـﻪ
او ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛﺮد ﻳﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ او ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﻮب ﭘﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ " ﻣﺜﻞ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ از ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻢ ﺷﺎم ﺷﻨﺒﻪ
ﺷﺐ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﭙﻴﻮﻧﺪم .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎل ﮔﻴﺮ اﺳـﺖ اﮔـﺮ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﻏـﺬا
ﺑﺨﻮرد .ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ آن را ﻧﻴﺰ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
" او ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮوي و ﺑﺎ او ﻓﺮدا ﺷﺐ ﺷﺎم ﺑﺨﻮري.
ﭼﺮا ﻧﻤﻲ روي؟ ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﺷﺐ ﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﻮردن اﺳﺖ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﺨﺼﻮص اﺳﺖ"
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ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻛﺎﻓﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﻜﺎن ﻣﻼﻗﺎت آﻗـﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ
ﻫﺮ دو ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه و وﺳﻮﺳﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﻨﺎﺑﺮاﻳﻦ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او ﺷﺎم ﺑﺨﻮرم .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ " ﺷﺎم ﺧﻮردن".
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ رﻓﺘﻢ ،از ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪم ﭼﻪ ﺑﭙﻮﺷﻢ" ﭼﺮا
ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﻲ؟ ﺗﺎ ﻓﺮدا ﺷﺐ وﻗﺖ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه " .
واﻗﻌﺎ ﭼﺮا ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﺎﺷﻢ؟ ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻳـﻚ دﺳـﺖ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﺧـﻮب
داﺷﺘﻢ .ﻛﺮپِ ﻓﻴﺮوزه ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻮل داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﻲ ام ﺧﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدم ﺗـﺎ
وﻗﺘﻴﻜــﻪ ﺳــﺨﻨﺮاﻧﻲ ﺗﻮدﻳــﻊ ام را در ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻨــﺎت ﺟــﺸﻦ ﻓــﺎرغ
اﻟﺘﺤﺼﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ ،ﺑﭙﻮﺷﻢ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ آﻣﺪ ﻣﺮا ﺑﺒﺮد .ﻣﻮي او ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﻮرِ ﭘﻼﺗﻴﻨﻲ
ﺑﻮد ،رﻧﮕﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ آن را رﻧﮓ ﺳﻨﮕﺪﻟﻲ ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم.
ﺑﺮﺧﻮردﻫﺎي ﻏﻴﺮ اﺧﻼﻗﻲ ،و ﻳﻚ ﺳﻔﺮ ﭘـﺮ ﻧـﺸﻴﺐ و ﻓـﺮاز در
ﻛﻮﭼﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭘﺴﺖ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ .ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻦ در ورودي را ﺑﺮاي
ﻋﺒﻮر ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ او ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮدم ﭼـﻮن ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺎري
درﺳﺖ و آزادﻣﻨﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﻨﻢ .او ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر را
ﺑﻜﻨﻢ ،در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻦ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد  .ﺳﭙﺲ آراﺳﺘﻪ در ﻋﻘﺐ را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ اﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ در ﻗﺼﺮﻫﺎي اﺣﺎﻃﻪ ﺷﺪه از
ﻫﻜﺘﺎرﻫﺎ زﻣﻴﻦ ﭼﻤﻨﺰار و دﺷﺘﻬﺎي ﺑﻜﺮ ﺷﻬﺮ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از اﺳﺒﻬﺎي ﻣﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻧﺎﺷـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷــﺪ .ﺑﺠــﺎي آن ﻣــﺎ ﺑــﻪ ﻃــﺮف ﺷــﺮق از ﻣﻴــﺎن ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻬــﺎي
ﺛﺮوﺗﻤﻨﺪان اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻟُﺮداﻧﻪ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻴﻢ .آﺟﺮ ﻫﺎي ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ و ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
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ﻫﺎي ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﻠﻄﻨﺘﻲ ﺗﺌﻮدور ﺑﺎ ﭼﺮاﻏﻬﺎﻳﻲ در اواﻳـﻞ
ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ) ﻏﺮوب-م( و ﭼﺮاﻏﻬﺎي ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺶ ﺷﺎن ﻛـﻪ از ﻣﻴـﺎن
ﻛﻼﻟﻪ ﺑﺮﻓﻲ و ﺑﻮﺗﻪ زار ﺳﻮﺳﻮ ﻣﻲ زد .ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎرﻳﻜـﻪ راه ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ
روﻳﻲ ﺑﻴﻦ ردﻳﻒ ﺑﻮﺗﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﭘﺮﭼﻴﻦ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪﻳﻢ و در ﺟﻠﻮي
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ از ﺳﻘﻒ ﻣﺪرن و دﻳﻮار ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه
ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻣﺪرن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻢ و ﻣﻮاد اﺻـﻠﻲ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن
ﺑﺘﻮن ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ ﭼﺮاغ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ،ﻧﻪ ﭼﺮاغ از ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ از آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻫﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ زﻳـﺮزﻣﻴﻦ
ﻏﺎرﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﻬﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻪ اي ﺳﺮﻳﺪ .ﺳﻮار آﺳﺎﻧﺴﻮري ﺷـﺪﻳﻢ و ﺑـﻪ
ﻃﺒﻘﻪ اول رﻓﺘﻪ و وارد ﻳﻚ راﻫﺮوﻳﻲ ﺷﺪﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻢ ﻧﻮر و ﻣﺜﻞ
ﻳﻚ اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﻮﺑﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ راﺳﺖ ﻣﺒﻠﻪ ﺷـﺪه و
ﺗﻌﺪادي ﻓﺮش و آﻳﻨﻪ و ﻣﻴﺰ ﻛﻢ رﻧﮓ ﺑﻮد.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن دادن ﺳﺮ ﺑﺴﻮي ﻳﻜـﻲ از درﻫـﺎ ﻧـﺸﺎن داد
ﻛﻪ از راﻫﺮو ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ داﺧـﻞ اﺗـﺎق ﺑـﻲ ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﻧﻴﻤﻜﺖ ﻛﻪ دور ﺗﺎ دور اﺗﺎق ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺠﺰ ﭼﻮﺑﻬﺎ و ﻛﻒ ﺟﻼ داده ﺷﺪه اش ،درﺳﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ رﺧـﺘﻜﻦ
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗـﻮ
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺖ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاري"
ﭼﻜﻤﻪ روﻳﻲ را در آوردم .دﺳﺘﻜﺸﻬﺎﻳﻢ را داﺧﻞ ﺟﻴـﺐ ﻛـﺘﻢ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ .آن را روي ﺟﺎ رﺧﺘﻲ آوﻳﺰان ﻛﺮدم .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ
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ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﺷﺎﻧﻪ اي در ﺟﻴﺐ ﻛﺘﻢ ﺑﻮد و ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻢ ﻣﻮﻫـﺎﻳﻢ را
درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻛﺮدن او ،و آﻳﻨﻪ اي ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪم و
او ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻘﻴﻪ"
ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻓﻬﻤﻴـﺪم و وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ اﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪم) ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴـﺪم -ﻣـﻲ
ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم اﻣﺎ اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻛـﺮده ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ( ،او ﮔﻔـﺖ،
"ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒﺎش ،ﺳﺮدت ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺳﺮﺗﺎﺳﺮ ﺧﻮب ﮔـﺮم
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد"
ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻧﻜﺮدم ﻛﻪ از ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اش ﭘﻴﺮوي ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .و او ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﻦ
ﻏﻴﺮﺟﺪي ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ رﻧﺠﻴـﺪ "
اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﻲ".
از آن ﻧﻘﻄﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﻢ دﺳﺘﺮﺳﻲ ﻣـﻲ داﺷـﺘﻢ .ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ اﮔﺮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي اﺗﺎق اﺟﺎره اي ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪه
ﺷﻮم .ﻣﻦ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﭘﻴـﺎده ﺑﺘﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮﮔـﺮدم .ﺑﻴـﺎد
آوردم راﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ و اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺳﺮد ﺑﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﻛﻤﺘـﺮ از
ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اوه ،ﻧﻪ" وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻧﻜـﺮدم،
ﮔﻔﺖ،ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ ﻛﺮم ﻛﺘـﺎب) ﻛـﺴﻴﻜﻪ ﻋﻼﻗـﻪ ﻣﻔﺮﻃـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﻛﺘﺎب دارد – م ( ﻫﺴﺘﻲ .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ"
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ .ﻛﻔﺸﻢ را در آوردم .ﺟﻮراﺑﻢ را ﺷـﻞ ﻛـﺮدم و ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ
آوردم .اﻳﺴﺘﺎدم و زﻳﭗ ﻟﺒﺎس را ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن ﺷﺪﻳﺪ ﻛﻨـﺪم ﻃـﻮري
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ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮدﻳﻌﻲ ﺑﻪ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت ﻻﺗﻴﻦ ﺗﺤﻮﻳﻞ داده ﺑﻮدم ،درود
138
و ﺑﺪرود
ﻫﻨﻮز زﻳﺮ داﻣﻨﻲ ام ﺗـﻨﻢ ﺑـﻮد .دﺳـﺖ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﻛـﺮدم و ﻗـﻼب
ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻨـﺪم را ﺑـﺎز ﻛـﺮدم ﺳـﭙﺲ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﺗﺮﺗﻴـﺖ آن را از
ﺑﺎزوﻫﺎﻳﻢ رﻫﺎ ﻛﺮدم و ﺑﺠﻠـﻮ آوردم ﺗـﺎ ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ در آورده ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻨﺪ ﺟﻮراﺑﻢ رﺳﻴﺪم ﺑﻌﺪ ﺟـﻮراب ﺷـﻠﻮاري ،وﻗﺘﻴﻜـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ را در آوردم ،ﮔﻮﻟﻪ ﻛﺮدم و در ﭘـﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻨـﺪم )ﻛﺮﺳـﺘﻢ –
م(ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ .ﭘﺎﻳﻢ را در ﻛﻔﺸﻢ ﻛﺮدم.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ" ،آه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ زﻳﺮداﻣﻨﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﭘـﺲ از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﻔﺸﻢ را دوﺑﺎره در آوردم ﮔﻔـﺖ " ،ﻟﺨـﺖ .ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻲ
ﻣﻌﻨﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﻟﺨﺖ".
زﻳﺮ داﻣﻨﻲ ام را ﻛﺸﻴﺪم از روي ﺳﺮ در آوردم .او ﺑﻄﺮي اي از
ﻟﻮﺳﻴﻮن داد و ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﻮدت را ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻤﺎل "
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺗﻨﻢ ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ داد .ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزوﻫﺎ و ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ام ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪم،
ﻗﺴﻤﺘﻲ از ﺧﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻟﻤﺲ ﻛﻨﻢ ،ﺑﺎ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨـﺮ
ﻛﻪ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد ﻣﺮا ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑـﻪ داﺧـﻞ راﻫـﺮو
رﻓﺘﻢ .ﭼﺸﻤﻢ از آﻳﻨﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .و درِ دﻳﮕـﺮي را ﺑـﺎز
ﻛﺮد و ﻣﻦ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ وارد اﺗﺎق ﺑﻌﺪي ﺷﺪم.
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ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﻫﻤﺎن روي ﻧﺪاده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮده ﻛﻪ
در ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﻦ ،ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮم ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .و او
ﻧﺒﻮد .او ﻛﺖ ﭘﺸﻤﻲ آﺑﻲ ورزﺷﻲ ،ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻦ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ،ﺷـﺎل
ﮔــﺮدن) ﻫﺮﭼﻨــﺪ ﻧﻤــﻲ داﻧــﺴﺘﻢ در آن ﻟﺤﻈــﻪ اﺳــﻢ آن ﻛــﻪ
ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﭼﻴﺴﺖ( و ﺷﻠﻮار ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﭼﻨـﺪان
ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮ از ﻣﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد و ﻻﻏﺮ و ﭘﻴﺮ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻃﺎس ،ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼـﺮوك
در ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ داﺷﺖ و ﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ زد.
اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻫﻢ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻧﭙﻮﺷـﻴﺪن ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻳـﻚ
ﺗﺠﺎوز ﺑﻪ ﻋﻨﻒ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻣﺮاﺳﻤﻲ ﺑﺠﺰ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﻓـﻮق اﻟﻌـﺎده
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ).و در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺒﻮد ،ﺑﺎ ﺑﻮي ﻏﺬاي اﺷـﺘﻬﺎآور در اﺗـﺎق و
ﻇﺮوف ﻧﻘﺮه ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺗﺸﺨﻴﺺ داد (.اﻣﺎ ﭼـﺮا
ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﺼﻮري ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮدم؟ ﭼﺮا ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻴﻤﻨﺎك ﻧﺒـﻮدم؟ اﻳـﻦ
ﻧﺎﺷﻲ از ﻓﻜﺮم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛـﻪ
ﻧﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﺎﺧﻮش آﻳﻨﺪي ﻋـﺪم واﻛـﻨﺶ ﻓﻴﺰﻳﻜـﻲ ﺷـﺎن
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﺮﻧﺨﺎﺳﺘﻦ آﻟﺖ ﺗﻨﺎﺳﻠﻲ و اﻓﺴﺮدﮔﻲ ،ﻧﺎﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ – .ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺠﺎرب و ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺸﻬﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﺷﺎن ،اﻧﮕﻴـﺰه اي ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﺎر در آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻘﺪر اﺣﻤﻖ ﻧﺒﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﻨﻢ ﻟﺨﺖ ﺑﻮدن ﻣﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻪ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺳﻜﺴﻲ از ﺑﺪن ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ آن را ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ﺷﻬﺎﻣﺘﻢ ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺗـﺎ ﻣﻘﺪﻣـﻪ اي
ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺠﺎوز ﺑﺪاﻧﻢ .و اداﻣﻪ دادﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ آن ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺑـﻴﺶ از آن
داﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺷﻬﺎﻣﺖ و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﻲ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺘﻲ
ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه و ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و آن ﻛﻠﻤﻪ " ﻛﺮم ﻛﺘﺎب ".
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اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ،و در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺧـﻴﺲ ﻋـﺮق ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮدم وﻟﻲ ﻧﻪ از ﺗﺮس ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﺗﺠﺎوزي.
اﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ دﺳﺘﻢ را ﺗﻜﺎن داد ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي از ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑـﻪ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻓﺎﻗﺪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ،ﻧﻤﻲ داد .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻼﻗﺎت دوﺳﺖ
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺧﻮﺷﻮﻗﺖ اﺳﺖ .درﺳـﺖ ﻣﺜـﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ ﻛـﺴﻲ را ﺑـﺎ
ﺧﻮدش از ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آورده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑـﻪ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻴﻨﺎ اﻟﻬﺎم ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑﻮده ام.
" او ﺷﻤﺎ را ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺗﺤﺴﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻢ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن ﺗﻬﻴﻪ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ؟"
ﺳﺮﭘﻮﺷﻬﺎي ﻏﺬا را ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدش از ﻣﻦ ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎي ذرﺗﻲ ،ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎي ﻗﺪ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ،
ﺑﺮﻧﺞ زﻋﻔﺮاﻧﻲ و ﻛﺸﻤﺶ ،اﻧﻮاع ﺳـﺒﺰﻳﺠﺎت ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ ﺧـﺮد
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و از ﻳﻚ زاوﻳﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ رﻧﮓ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻬﺘﺮ
از ﺳﺒﺰﻳﺠﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم .ﻇﺮﻓﻲ از ﺗﺮﺷـﻲ
ﺳﺒﺰِ ﻟﻪ ﺷﺪه و ﻳﻚ ﻇﺮف از ﻛﻨﺴﺮو ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﺗﻴﺮه ﺑﻮد.
آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ در ﻣﻮرد ﺗﺮﺷﻲ و ﻛﻨﺴﺮو ﻣﻴﻮه ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻪ زﻳﺎد
از اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ،ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ داغ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﻨﻴﻢ".
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ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ ﻣﻴﺰ راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻛﻨـﺎري ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ و
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﻏﺬا ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ و ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.
ﻳﻚ ﺗﻨﮓ آب و ﻳﻚ ﺑﻄـﺮي ﺷـﺮاب روي ﻣﻴـﺰ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﻦ آب
ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻢ .او ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﭘـﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ از ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﺎ ﺷـﺮاب در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ او،
اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﺟﺮم ﻃﺒﻘـﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد .ﻛﻤـﻲ
ﺳﺮﺧﻮرده ﺑﻮدم از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ آن را ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮاب
ﺑﻨﻮﺷﻢ .وﻗﺘﻲ ارﻧﻲ و ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﻪ رﺳـﺘﻮران ﭼﻠـﺴﻲ ﻗـﺪﻳﻢ ﻣـﻲ
رﻓﺘﻴﻢ ،او ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ رﺿـﺎﻳﺘﺶ را ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ در
روزﻫﺎي ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ ﺷﺮاب ﻳﺎ ﻟﻴﻜﻮر ﺳﺮو ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﻮد .ﻧـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪن ﻣﺸﺮوب در روز ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ را رد ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻳـﺎ ﻫـﺮ روز
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻫـﻢ اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر را
ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺣـﺎﻻ ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻓﻠﺴﻔﻪ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ اﻣﺎ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻠﺴﻔﻪ و اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .درﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﻢ؟ ﭼﻮن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي زﻳـﺎدي از ﻓﻴﻠـﺴﻮﻓﺎن
اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟"
ﻋﻠﻴﺮﻏﻢ ﻫﺸﺪار او ،ﻣﺸﺘﻲ از ﺗﺮﺷـﻲ ﺳـﺒﺰ را ﺑﺰﺑـﺎن ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ و
ﺣﻴﺮﺗﺰده ﺗﺮ از آن ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮاب دﻫﻢ .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ آب ﻗﻮرت
ﻣﻲ دادم ،او ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ،ﮔﻔﺘﻢ " ،ﻣﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻳﻮﻧـﺎﻧﻲ ﺷـﺮوع
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻳﻚ رﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺮآوردي ﺳﺖ" .
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" آه ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻳﻮﻧﺎﻧﻲ .ﺧﻮب ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮف ﻳﻮﻧـﺎﻧﻲ ﻣـﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗـﻪ ي ﺗـﻮ
ﻛﺪام اﺳﺖ – اوه ،ﻧﻪ .ﺻﺒﺮ ﻛﻦ ﻳﻚ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻪ آﺳـﺎﻧﻲ
از ﻫﻢ وا ﻣﻲ رودﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ"
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻧﺸﺎن دادن اﻳﻦ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻮﺷﺖ از اﺳﺘﺨﻮان ﻣﺮغ ذرﺗﻲ
ﭼﻄﻮر از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد – ﺑﺴﺎدﮔﻲ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد  .ﺑﺪون
ﻣﺪارا ،ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺤﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺷـﻮﺧﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ " .از ﻛﺪام ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺧﻮﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ؟ "
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ،ﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ آن ﻧﺮﺳﻴﺪه اﻳـﻢ – ﻣـﺎ ﻣﻘﺪﻣـﻪ ﺳـﻘﺮاط را
اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دﻫﻴﻢ .اا اﻓﻼﻃﻮن.
"اﻓﻼﻃﻮن ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮف ﻣـﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗـﻪ ﺗﻮﺳـﺖ .ﭘـﺲ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﻲ .ﺗﻮ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ؟ اﻓﻼﻃﻮن .ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻣـﻦ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺣﺪس ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻓﻼﻃﻮن ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .از ﻏـﺎر ﺧﻮﺷـﺖ
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
" اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻏﺎر .زﻳﺒﺎﺳﺖ .ﻧﻪ؟"
وﻗﺘﻲ داﺷﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﻣﻦ ﺧـﺎرج از
دﻳﺪ ﺑﻮد .اﮔﺮ ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻢ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻧﻴﻨﺎ اراﺳﺘﻪ و ﻛﻮﭼﻚ
ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﺑـﺰرگ و ﻣﺜـﻞ ﮔﺮدوﻧـﻪ
اي ﺣﺮﻛــﺖ داﺷــﺖ .ﻣﺎﻧﻨــﺪ ﻣﻮﺟــﻮداﺗﻲ ﻛــﻪ در ﺷــﺐ از ﻧــﻮر
ﺳﺮاﺳﻴﻤﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪم ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﻢ وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زدم اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮﺧﻼف ﻣﻴﻠﻢ ﺳﺮخ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم .وﻗﺘـﻲ اﻳـﻦ
اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻣﺤﺴﻮﺳﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻳﺎﻓـﺖ
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ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن و ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﻣـﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ اي،
ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﺮدنِ آﻧﺮ ا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳـﺖ .اﻣـﺎ ﺗﺮدﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻪ و ﺳـﺮﮔﺮم
ﻛﻨﻨﺪاﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺮف زدن اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ داد و در ﻣﻮرد ﺳﻔﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﻳﻮﻧﺎن داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .دﻟﻔﻲ ) ﺳﺎﻛﻦ ﻣﻌﺒﺪ دﻟﻒ ﻳﻮﻧﺎن – م(،
آﻛﺮوﭘﻮﻟﻴﺲ ) ﻧﺎم دژِ ﻣﻌﺮف آﺗﻦ( ،روﺷﻨﺎي ﻣﻌﺮوﻓﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎور
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ داﺷـﺖ،
139
اﺳﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻬﺎي ﻟﺨﺖ ﺷﺒﻪ ﺟﺰﻳﺮه ﭘﻴﻠﻮﭘﻮﻧﻴﻮس
" و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻛـﺮت ،درﺑـﺎره ﺗﻤـﺪن ﺑﺎﺳـﺘﺎن ﻋـﺼﺮ ﻣﻔـﺮغ ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﻲ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
" اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ .و ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬﺎي آن زﻣـﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﺪ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ .ﻣﺼﻤﻢ ﻛـﻪ
از آن ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺰم .ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﮔﻠﻮﻳﻢ داغ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ.
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ اﻧﺪوﻫﮕﻴﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ ،آن ﺳﺒﻚ ،ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زﻳﺒﺎ .ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ زﻳﺒـﺎ.
ﭼﻴﺰﻫــﺎي ﻋﺠﻴــﺐ ﻣﺘﻔــﺎوﺗﻲ ﺳــﺖ ﻛــﻪ در ﺟﺎﻫــﺎي ﻣﺘﻔــﺎوت
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .و ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ".
دﺳﺮ) ﭘﺲ ﻏﺬا-م( ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ واﻧﻴﻞ و ﺧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻣﺎﻟﻴـﺪه روي آن
ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﻛﻴﻚ و ﺗﻤﺸﻚ در آن .او ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪ ﮔﺎز ﺑﻪ ﻣـﺎل
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ﺧﻮدش زد اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻨـﺸﻴﻨﺪ و از اوﻟـﻴﻦ دور ﺷـﺎم ﻟـﺪت
ﺑﺒﺮد .ﻣﻦ ﻣﺼﻤﻢ ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻣﻘـﻮي و ﺷـﻴﺮﻳﻦ را از
دﺳﺖ ﻧﺪﻫﻢ و ﺣﻮاﺳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻗﺎﺷﻖ ﭘﺮ و اﺷﺘﻬﺎﻳﻢ ﺑﻮد.
در ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻗﻬﻮه رﻳﺨﺖ و از ﻣـﻦ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﭙﻴﻮﻧﺪم) ﺑﺎ او ﺑﺨﻮرم – م(.
ﺑﺎﺳﻨﻢ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ داد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ در اﺗـﺎق
ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم اﻣﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﺗﻠـﻖ ﺗﻠـﻖ ﻛـﺮدن
ﻧﻌﻠﺒﻜﻲ و ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه ي ﺧﻮﺷﻤﺰه ،روي ﺳـﻴﻨﻲ در دﺳـﺘﺎن
ﻟﺮزان ﭘﻴﺮش ﮔﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ از ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ از
ﻳﻚ ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮ ) ﻗﻄﻌﻪ ﻣـﺴﻄﻴﻠﻲ ﺗﻌﺒﻴـﻪ ﺷـﺪه در دﻳـﻮار -م ( در
دﻳﻮار اﺗﺎق ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ وارد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪو ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮ ﺑﺎ ﭼﺮﺧﺶ
ﺑﻲ ﺻﺪا ﺑﺎ ﻟﻤﺲ ﺷﺪن ﭘﺎي او ﺑﻪ آن ،ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .از ﺟﻠﻮﺗﺮ از
ﻣﻦ رﻓﺘﻦ ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ،ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ وﻗـﺖ ﺑـﺮدن ﺳـﻴﻨﻲ
ﻗﻬﻮه ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ آن ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻳﻚ آراﻣﺶ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺑﺪن – ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ
ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ – ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺟﺎﻧﻮر وار) ﺣﻴﻮان ﺻﻔﺘﺎﻧﻪ – م( ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اي ﻛﻪ او اﺷﺎره ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ ،ﻗﻬﻮه را
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ داد .ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ در آﻧﺠﺎ ،ﺑﺎز ﻣﺜـﻞ آﻧﻄـﻮر ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﺮ ﻣﻴـﺰ
ﻏﺬارﺧﻮري در اﺗﺎق ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ ،ﭼﻨﺪان آﺳـﺎن ﻧﺒـﻮد .آن
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻧﻮار اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ

PDF.tarikhema.org
۴٣٨

 A Shropshire Lad 140مجموعه ای از اشعار کوتاه  ،ای .ای .ھاوسمن ش@اعر ق@رن ھيج@دھم
است (١٨٩۶ ).اشعاری کوتاه ) .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪﻫﺎﻳﺎز ﻧﮋاد ﺑﻲ ﺷﺎخ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ-م (

۴٣٨

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﺑﺎ روﻣﺒﻠﻲ اي از ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﻣﺨﻤﻞ ﺧﻮاب دار ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮا در آن ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﺧﻮدﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﻚ ﻣﻲ زد.
ﻧﻮر در اﻳﻦ اﺗﺎق ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي دﻳﻮار ردﻳـﻒ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﺮ
دﻳﻮارﻫﺎ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻛﻨﺠﻜﺎو و ﻧﻜﻮﻫﺶ دﻳﺪه ،ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ
آﻧﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻛﻪ در اﺗﺎق ﻛﻢ ﻧـﻮر ﭘـﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﺑـﺎ آن ﻧﻘﺎﺷـﻲ ﻫـﺎي از
ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز و ﭘﺎﻧﻠﻬﺎي ﺟﺬب ﻧﻮر ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ.
وﻗﺘﻲ از ﻳﻚ اﺗﺎق ﺑـﻪ اﺗـﺎق دﻳﮕـﺮ رﻓﺘـﻴﻢ ،ﻳـﻚ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم از آن ﻧﻮع داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻨﻴﺪم اﻣـﺎ
ﻛﺴﺎن اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن آن را داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ در
آن اﺗﺎﻗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاﺑﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻧﻮر ﻣﻼﻳﻢ و
ﺑﺎﻟﺸﻬﺎي ور آﻣﺪه و ﻫﻤﻪ آن ﻧﻤﺎدﻫﺎي ﻛُﺮك دار ﺗﺒـﺪﻳﻞ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ اﺗﺎﻗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ در آن ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ ﻓﻀﺎي ﺑﺎز ﻳﻚ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﻪ
ﻧﻮر ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ ،ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ روي ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ اي ،ﻋﻄـﺮ روح
ﺑﺨﺶ ﻗﻬﻮه داﺷﺖ .آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﻴﺮن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،آن
را ورق ﻣﻲ زد ﺗﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ.
" ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﻟﻄﻒ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﺨـﻮاﻧﻲ .ﭼـﺸﻤﺎﻧﻢ در
ﺷﺐ ﺧﺴﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺘﺎب را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ؟"
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" ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﺶ ﻛـﻨﻢ .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﺧـﻮاﻫﺶ ﻛـﻨﻢ
ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺖ را روي ﻫﻢ ﻧﮕﺬاري؟"
اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻟﺮزﻳﺪﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ داﺷـﺘﻢ ﻛﺘـﺎب از دﺳـﺖ او ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻠﻪ  .ﺑﻠﻪ"
او ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﻛﺘﺎب را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ روﺑـﺮوﻳﻢ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" ﺣﺎﻻ "
" ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﭼﻮب در ﻟﺐ ﭘﺮﺗﮕﺎه وﻧﻼك "
ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﻲ آﺷﻨﺎ و ﻣـﻮزون آراﻣـﻢ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣـﺮا در ﺧـﻮد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨـﺪ.
ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﺧﻮد را در آﻣﺶ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ.
ﺗﻨﺪﺑﺎد ،درﺧﺖ ﺟﻮان را دو ﻻ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﺨﺖ ﻣﻲ وزد ،ﺑﺰودي ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ
ﺑﻪ روز ) اﻣﺮوز-م( روﻣﻲ ﻫﺎ و زﺣﻤﺘﻬﺎﻳﺶ
ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮﻫﺎي زﻳﺮ اورﻳﻜﻮن 141ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ
اورﻳﻜﻮن ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ؟
آﻧﻄﻮر واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدم ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدم ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﺑﻮدم ﻳﺎ در ﭼﻪ ﺷـﺮاﻳﻄﻲ در آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻢ .اﻣـﺎ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮدم
اﺣﺴﺎس ﭘﺮت و ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮﻓﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﻨﻢ  .ﻓﻜﺮي زد ﺑﻪ ﺳـﺮم ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
ﻛﺴﻲ در دﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن اﺳﺖ .آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﺑﻮد
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ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺑﻪ ﺗﻦ داﺷﺖ .ﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﻮﺟﻮدات ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﻏﻤﮕﻴﻦ
ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ .ﺷﺮم ﻛﻨﺎر ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﻫـﺎ را ورق ﻣـﻲ
زدم ،ﺷﻌﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪم و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷﻌﺮي دﻳﮕﺮ و ﺷـﻌﺮي دﻳﮕـﺮ.
ﺻﺪاﻳﻢ را دوﺳﺖ داﺷـﺘﻢ .ﺗـﺎ ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﺰده و ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﺳـﺮﺧﻮرده
ﺷـﺪم -ﻫﻨــﻮز ردﻳﻔﻬــﺎي ﺟــﺎﻟﺒﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛــﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪﺑــﻪ آن ﻣــﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪﻳﻢ – آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﻢ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛـﺮد ﻣﻘﺎﺑـﻞ ﻣـﻦ
اﻳﺴﺘﺎد .آه ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ زﻳﺒـﺎ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣﺘـﺸﻜﺮم.
ﻟﻬﺠﻪ روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ات ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺎﻻ وﻗﺖ ﺧـﻮاب ﻣـﻦ
اﺳﺖ".
ﻛﺘﺎب را ﺑﺪﺳﺘﺶ دادم .او آن را در ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و درﻫـﺎي
ﺷﻴﺸﻪ اي را ﺑﺴﺖ .ﻟﻬﺠﻪ روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺗﺎزه ﺑﻮد " .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ وﻗﺖ ان رﺳﻴﺪه ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﻢ".
درِ دﻳﮕﺮي را ﺑﻪ راﻫﺮو ﺑﺎز ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ وﻗـﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ اول
ﻏﺮوب دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدم .از ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ او ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻢ و در ﭘـﺸﺖ ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ
ﺷﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ .ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ از او ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ﺗﺸﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ .و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﭼﻨـﺪ
ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﺧﺸﻚ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ) ﻧـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ .ﺗـﺸﻜﺮ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ات ،ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﻟﻄﻒ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﻌﺮﻫﺎي ﻫﺎوﺳـﻤﻦ را
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪي( در ﻳﻚ ﺧﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ،ﭘﻴﺮ ،ﺧﻤﻴـﺪه ،و ﺻـﺪاﻳﻲ
ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت .او ﻳﻚ دﺳﺖ ﻫﻢ روي ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﺬاﺷﺖ.
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در ﻫﻤﺎن رﺧﺘﻜﻦ ﻛﻢ ﻧﻮر .آوﻳﺰﻫﺎي ﻟﺒﺎس ،ﺟﻮراﺑﻬﺎﻳﻢ ،ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ
زﻳﺮ) زﻳﺮ داﻣﻨﻲ – م( ،درﺣﺎل ﺑﺴﺘﻦ ﺟﻮراﺑﻬﺎﻳﻢ ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ
وﻳﻨﺮ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻮﻗﻌﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﮔﻔـﺖ.
" ﺗﻮ ﺷﺎل ﺧﻮدت را ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدي"
و آن درواﻗﻊ ﺷﺎﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ در ﻛﻼس اﻗﺘﺼﺎد ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﺎﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮدم ،در ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻣﺤﻞ.
وﻗﺘﻲ از ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪم ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ" آﻗﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ
ﻣﺎﻳﻞ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب ﺑـﺮود ،ﺣـﺮف
ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ"
اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﭘﻴـﺎم را ﺑـﻪ او ﺑـﺪﻫﻢ .رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاﺑﺶ
دﺳﺖ ﻧﺨﻮرده ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺖ و ﭼﻜﻤـﻪ اش ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﺗﻌـﺪاد ﻛﻤـﻲ از
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﻫﻨﻮز آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﻮرﻟﻲ و ﻛﻲ ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﺮاي آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
از اﻳﻦ رو ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ دوﻳﺪم ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﺑﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ اﻃﻼﻋﻲ
از اﻳﻦ دارد .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﺑﺖ ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻴﺰي
ﺗﺎﺳﻒ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪم .ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺗﻤﺎم رد آﻣﺪن و رﻓـﺘﻦ
ﺷﻤﺎرا داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ" ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﻦ از آن دور ﺷﺪم " .از ﺗﻮ ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ
ﺑﺎر ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ روي ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﻧﺮوي .ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﻣﻦ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻮﻓﺮ را ﺧﻮاﺑﺎﻧﺪم".
ﻣﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔـﺮدم ﭼـﻪ در
ﻣﻮرد ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از او ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪم ﻛﻪ او ﻫـﻢ وﻗﺘـﻲ در
آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻟﺨﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ؟  -آﻳﺎ ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼـﻪ
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ﻧﻮع ﺷﺒﻲ آﻧﺠﺎ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد؟ و ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺻـﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺮغ ذرﺗﻲ و ﺑـﺮﻧﺞ زرد ﺧـﻮرده ﺑـﻮدم و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺧﻴﻠــﻲ ﺧﻮﺷــﻤﺰه ﺑــﻮد؟ ﻛــﻪ ﻣــﻦ از ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋــﻪ ﺷــﻌﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ از
ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪﻫﺎي ﺑﻲ ﺷﺎخ ﺷﺮاﭘﺸﺎﻳﺮ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪم؟
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده اش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم؟
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ او رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ،ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻬـﻢ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ .ﺗﻤﺮﻛـﺰ
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﭘﺲ از ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ده زﻧﮓ زد – ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻦ
ﻳﻜﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ از ﻣﻘﺮرات ﺑﺖ – و ﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،او ﮔﻔﺖ" ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻲ؟"
او ﻫﻤﺎن را ﮔﻔﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮدم
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد " .ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻲ؟"
از او ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺻﺒﺢ زﻧﮓ ﻧﺰﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻘـﺮرات ﺑـﺖ اﻳـﻦ
ﺟﻮر اﺳﺖ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺧﻮاﺑﻨﺪ .و او ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺧﻮب ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ اﻳﻦ
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺟﺪي ﺳﺖ ) .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﻬﻢ اﺳﺖ – م("
ﺻﺒﺢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪم ،ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﭘـﺎرك ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ زﻧﮓ در را زد و ﺑﻪ ﺑﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎده ﺷـﺪه
ﻛﻪ اﺗﺎق ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را وارﺳﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺖ ﻫﻢ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨـﺮ
ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺷﺪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟـﺎي اﺗـﺎق ﻣـﺎ را ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺸﺖ در
ﺣﻤﺎم و اﻧﺒﺎري ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﭼﻨﺪ ﭘﺘـﻮ را ﺗﻜـﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد ﻛـﻪ
ﻟﻮﻟﻪ ﺷﺪه در ﻛﻒ اﻧﺒﺎري ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد.
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ﻣﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز در ﭘﻴﮋاﻣﻪ ام ﺑﻮدم و ﭼﻴﺰي در ﺑـﺎره ﺳـﺮ ﮔـﺎوﻳﻦ و
ﺷﻮاﻟﻴﻪ ﺳﺒﺰ 142ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ و ﻧﺴﻜﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردم.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ
ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮده ﻧﺸﺪه اﺳﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﻗﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ ﺧـﻮدش ﺑـﻪ
ﭼﻨﺪﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ "،اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺪ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ .ﻫـﺮ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ"
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ رﻓـﺘﻦ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ و ﺑـﺎ
ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﺧﻄﺮ از آن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ" در ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻫﺴﺖ
ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ آن دوﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ؟
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ " ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ" .
ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪﺑﺎر در ﻛﺎﻟﺞ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدم .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر او داﺷﺖ
از راﻫﺮو ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻨﻲ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻫﻨـﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ در ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد ﺑـﺎ
ﻛﻼﺳﻬﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺑﺴﻮي ﻛﻼس ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ
او در ﻛﺎﻓﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮ دوﺑﺎر او ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣﺨـﺼﻮﺻﺎ ﻋـﺎدي
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻋﺠﻠـﻪ داري از ﻳـﻚ ﻛـﻼس ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﻼس دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮوي اﻣﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠـﺎن ﻗﻬـﻮه
در ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻳﻚ رﺑﻊ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻬﺎر ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬـﺮ در ﻛﺎﻓـﻪ ﺗﺮﻳـﺎ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ
ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻲ .آﻧﻬﻢ ﺑﻮﻳﮋه زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .او ﻧﺸﺴﺖ
ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﺑﺮ ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ ،ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻟﺬﺗﺒﺨﺶ اﺳـﺖ،
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ﭼﻪ ﺣﻖ وﻳﮋه اي دارد .او ﺑﻮدن در آن ﺟﺎ را ﺣﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭼﻘﺪر آﻣﺎده ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻧﻤﺎدﻫﺎي اﻳﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دﻫﺪ – ﺑﺰودي
ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﺑﻌﺪازﻇﻬﺮ ﻫﻮا ﺑﺮﻓـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ
ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺮف روب راه ﺧﺎﻟﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﺣﻤﺎم رﻓﺘﻢ و ﺗﻜﺎن ﺧﻮردن ﻛﻴﻤﻮﻧـﻮي ﻧﻴﻨـﺎ را ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﮔﻴـﺮه
آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﮕﻴﺮم ،آﺧﺮش ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم ﺣﺴﻲ را ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻨﻜـﻮب
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم – ﻳﻚ ﻫﺮاس ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻴﻨﺎ – ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ او
را ﺟﻬــﺖ ﺑﺎﺧﺘــﻪ ﺑﺒﻴــﻨﻢ ﺑــﺎ ﻣﻮﻫــﺎي رﻫــﺎﻳﺶ ﻣــﻲ ﮔﺮﻳــﺴﺖ،
ﺳﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻲ ﻣﻘﺼﺪ در ﺑﺮف ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس زﻳﺮ ﺳﻔﻴﺪش ﺑﺠﺎي ﻛﺖ
ﭘﺸﻢ ﺷﺘﺮي اش ،اﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻛﺖ را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را ﺑـﺮاي اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﻛﻼﺳـﻢ در ﺻـﺒﺢ
دوﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ،ﺗﻠﻔﻦ زﻧﮓ زد.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺎﺻﺪاي ﻫﺸﺪاردﻫﻨﺪه اﻣـﺎ ﭘﻴﺮوزﻣﻨﺪاﻧـﻪ اي ﮔﻔـﺖ ،ﻣـﻦ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ،ﻧﻴﻨﺎ" ﮔﻮش ﻛﻦ .ﻟﻄﻔﺎ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻟﻄﻔﻲ در ﺣﻖ ﻣﻦ
ﺑﻜﻨﻲ؟"
" ﻛﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟ آﻧﻬﺎ دﻧﺒﺎل ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدﻧﺪ".
" ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ؟"
" اﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ .ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﮕﻮ.
ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
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" ﻛﺠﺎ؟"
" ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ارﻧﻲ "
" ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ارﻧﻲ؟" ﮔﻔﺘﻢ " ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ارﻧﻲ؟"
" اﻳﺶ .ﻛﺴﻲ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺗﺮا ﺷﻨﻴﺪ؟"
" ﻧﻪ "
" ﮔﻮش ﻛﻦ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﻟﻄﻔﻲ در ﺣﻖ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻜﻨﻲ .ﻟﻄﻔـﺎ ﺳـﻮار
اﺗﻮﺑــﻮس ﻣــﻲ ﺷــﻮي و ﺑﻘﻴــﻪ وﺳــﺎﻳﻠﻢ را ﺑــﺮاﻳﻢ ﻣــﻲ آوري؟
ﺷﺎﻣﭙﻮﻳﻢ را ﻻزم دارم .ﻛﻴﻤﻮﻧﻮﻳﻢ را ﻻزم دارم .ﻣﻦ در ﺣﻤـﺎم
ارﻧﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮف آن ﻃﺮف ﻣﻲ روم .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺮا ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﻲ – ﻣـﻦ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺳﮓ ﭘﺸﻤﺎﻟﻮي ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻢ .ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز
ﺑﻴﺮون اﻳﺴﺘﺎده اﺳﺖ؟"
رﻓﺘﻢ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدم.
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
" ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﺳﻮار اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮي و ﻃﺒﻖ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮل ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻣﻲ روي ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻦ .و ﺑﻌﺪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﺮﻛﺰ ﺷﻬﺮ را ﺑﮕﻴﺮ.
ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻛﺠﺎ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﻮي .داﻧﺪاس و رﻳﭽﻤﻮﻧﺪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺑﻴـﺎ
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻛﺎرﻟﻴﺴﻞ .143ﺳﻴﺼﺪ و ﺷﺼﺖ و ﺳﻪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧـﻲ
ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ؟
" ارﻧﻲ آﻧﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟"
144
"ﻧﻪ اﺣﻤﻖ اﺣﻤﻖ  .او ﺳﺮ ﻛﺎر اﺳﺖ .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻣﺎ ﭘﺸﺘﻴﺒﺎﻧﻲ
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ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ؟"
" ﻣﺎ؟ ارﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از ﻣﻦ و ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﭘﺸﺘﻴﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟"
ﻧﻪ .ارﻧﻲ و ﻧﻴﻨﺎ .ارﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺸﺘﻴﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ و ارﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اه ،ﻟﻄﻔﺎ .ﺗﻮ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ دوﺳﺘﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دارم".
ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ اﻧﺠﺎم دادم .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ را ﮔﻮل زدم.
وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را در ﺟﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﻣـﻦ در ﻛﻴـﻒ ﻣﺪﺳـﻪ ام ﺑﮕـﺬارم.
اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻛﺎﻟﺞ را ﺑﮕﻴﺮم ﺑﻌﺪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﺮﻛﺰ ﺷﻬﺮ ﺳﻮار ﺷـﻮم .در
داﻧﺪاس و رﻳﭽﻤﻮﻧﺪ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷـﻮم و ﺑﻄـﺮف ﻏـﺮب ﺑـﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن
ﻛﺎرﻟﻴﺴﻞ ﺑﺮوم.
ﻃﻮﻓﺎن ﺑﺮف ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .آﺳﻤﺎن ﺻﺎف ﺑـﻮد .ﻳـﻚ آﺳـﻤﺎن
روﺷﻦ ،ﺑﺪون ﺑﺎد ،روز ﻳﺨﺒﻨﺪان ﺷﺪﻳﺪ .روﺷـﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﭼـﺸﻤﻢ را
ﻣﻲ آزرد و ﺑﺮف ﺗﺎزه زﻳﺮ ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﻢ ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ داد.
ﻧﻴﻢ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎ ﺑﻄﺮف ﺷﻤﺎ ،در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻛﺎرﻟﻴﺴﻞ ،ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي را ﻛﻪ
ارﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدر و ﭘﺪرش و ﺑﻌـﺪ ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﺎدر و ﺳـﭙﺲ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ در آن
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ .و ﺣﺎﻻ ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد؟ ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ دوﺑﺎر ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ
رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم .ﻳﻚ ﺑﻨﮕﺎﻟﻮي آﺟﺮي ﺑﺎ ﺣﻴـﺎط ﺑﺎرﻳـﻚ ﺟﻠـﻮ .ﻳـﻚ
اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﺎ ﻗﺎب ﺷﻴﺸﻪ رﻧﮕﻲ ،ﻣﺤﺼﻮر و
اﺻﻴﻞ.
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ در ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﺸﻤﻲ ﻗﻬـﻮه اي ﻣﻨﮕﻮﻟـﻪ دار ﻣﺮداﻧـﻪ ﭘﻴﭽﻴـﺪه
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد درﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﺑﻮي ﻛﺮِم اﺻـﻼح و
ﺻﺎﺑﻮن اﺻﻼح ارﻧﻲ ﺑﻴﭽﺎره.
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دﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﺮا ﻛﻪ در دﺳﺘﻜﺶ ﺳﻔﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻳﺦ ﻛﺮدي .ﺑﻴﺎ ،ﻣﺎ در ﻣﻴﺎن آب ﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻳﻤﺶ".
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ،ﻳﺦ ﻧﺒﺴﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻓﻘﻂ دارﻧﺪ ﻳﺦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪﻧﺪ".
وﻟﻲ او ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرش رﺳﻴﺪ و ﻣﺮا ﺑﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷـﺘﻢ ﻛﻤـﻚ
ﻛﺮد و ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮد و ﻛﺎﺳﻪ را ﭘﺮ از آب ﮔـﺮم ﻛـﺮد و
ﺑﻌﺪ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺧﻮن در اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﺎري ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ دردﻧـﺎك ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ ﭼﻄﻮر ارﻧﺴﺖ) ارﻧﻲ( ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﺷﺐ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اﺗﺎﻗﻬـﺎي
اﺟــﺎره اي آﻣــﺪه ﺑــﻮد .او داﺷــﺖ ﻣﺠﻠــﻪ اي را ﻣــﻲ آورد ﻛــﻪ
ﻋﻜﺴﻬﺎي زﻳﺎدي از وﻳﺮاﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﻗﻠﻌﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ و ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﺟﺎﻟﺐ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ .او
از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ آﻣـﺪ ﭼـﻮن او ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﺎﻻي ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ .و وﻗﺘﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻣـﺮﻳﺾ
اﺳﺖ ،ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ او ﺑﺮود ﺗﺎ او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ از او ﻣﺮاﻗﺒـﺖ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ درد ﮔﻠـﻮﻳﺶ رﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد و ﺗﺐ او ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .و ﺑﻌﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗـﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ارﻧﻲ اﻗﺎﻣﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺎ ارﻧـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺮدد.
او ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﻧﺒﻮد اﺳﻢ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ را ﺑﻴﺎورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ "،اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻳـﻚ راز ﺑـﺰرگ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﺗـﻮ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ .ﭼﻮن ﺗﻮ دوﺳﺖ ﻣﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ و ﺗـﻮ دﻟﻴﻠـﻲ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻼﻗﺎت ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ".
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داﺷﺖ ﻗﻬﻮه درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﮔﻔﺖ آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻦ .ﺑﻪ ﮔﻨﺠﻪ
ﺑﺎ دﺳﺖ اﺷﺎره ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﭼﻄﻮر ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣـﻲ دارد.
ﻟﻴﻮاﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎ و ﻧﻌﻠﺒﻜﻲ ﻫﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ،ﻫﺮ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ي
ﺧﻮدش را دارد .ﭼﻪ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر
اﺳﺖ .ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺸﻢ.
ﺗﻜﺮار ﻛﺮد " ،ﺗﻮ دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻼﻗﺎت ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﺎ
ﺑﭽﻪ اي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﻢ و دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ اﺳﻢ ﺗﺮا روي
او ﺑﮕﺬارﻳﻢ".
دﺳﺘﻢ را دور ﻟﻴﻮان ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ .ﻫﻨـﻮز در اﻧﮕـﺸﺘﺎﻧﻢ ﺳـﻮزش
ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدم .ﺑﻨﻔـﺸﻪ آﻓﺮﻳﻘـﺎﻳﻲ روي ﻟﺒـﻪ ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه ﺑـﺎﻻي
ﻇﺮﻓﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﻮ ﺳﻔﺎرش ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﻮد .در ﮔﻨﺠﻪ ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎ ،ﮔﻴﺎﻫﺎن
ﻣﺎدرش .ﺳﺮﺧﺲ ﺑﺰرگ ﺣﺘﻤﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز در ﺟﻠـﻮي ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه اﺗـﺎق
ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ و دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ﻫـﻢ روي دﺳـﺘﻪ ﺻـﻨﺪﻟﻴﻬﺎ ﺑـﻮد.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ در ﺑﺎره ﺧﻮدش و ارﻧـﻲ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ،ﺑـﻲ ﭘـﺮوا
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ – .ﺑﺨﺼﻮص وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺨـﺸﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺮﺑـﻮط ﺑـﻪ
ارﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷĤﻳﻨﺪ ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاي ازدواج ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
" ﮔﻔﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ داﺷﺘﻲ".
" ﺧﻮب ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻣﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺪون ازدواج ﺷﺮوع
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ".ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺳﺮش را ﻣﻮذﻳﺎﻧﻪ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻲ داد.
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ " ،ﺑﺎ ارﻧﻲ؟" " ﺑﺎ ارﻧﻲ ؟"
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ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﻮب .ارﻧﻲ آﻧﺠﺎﺳﺖ" .ﺑﻌـﺪ ارﻧـﺴﺖ آﻣـﺪ .او ﻟﺒـﺎس
ﻣﺎﻧﺘﻮ وار ) روﺑﺪوﺷﺎﻣﺒﺮ ﺣﻮﻟﻪ اي-م( را دور ﺧـﻮدش ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ.
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ".
" در ﻣﻮرد آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﭼﻪ؟"
" ﭼﻪ در ﺑﺎره او ﭼﻪ؟"
" ﺧﻮب اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي از ﻗﺒﻞ دارد اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ از
او ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟"
ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ و ﺗـﺮش رو
ﺷﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ " ،از او " اﻫﺎﻧﺖ وار ﮔﻔﺖ ".در ﻣـﻮرد او ﭼـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ در ﺑﺎره اش ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ؟ او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﭽﻪ اي از او ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ".
" اوه؟ در ﻣﻮرد ﺟﻤﺎ ﭼﻪ؟"
" در ﺑﺎره ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ؟ ﻋـﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ام ﻧﻜـﻦ.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺮده و رﻓﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ و ارﻧﻲ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﻣـﺎ
اﻻن ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﻢ .ﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻫﻤﻴﻢ".
ﻋﺎﺷﻖ .ﺑﺎ ارﻧﻲ .ارﻧﺴﺖ .ﺣﺎﻻ.
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ" ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ"
" ﺑﺎ ﺻـﺪاي ﺗﻨـﺪي ﮔﻔـﺘﻢ ﻣﺘﺎﺳـﻔﻢ .داد زدم؟ ﻣﺘﺎﺳـﻔﻢ .ﺗـﻮ
دوﺳــﺖ ﻣــﺎ ﻫــﺴﺘﻲ و ﭼﻴﺰﻫــﺎﻳﻢ را ﺑــﺮاﻳﻢ آوردي و ﻣــﻦ
ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰارم .ﺗﻮ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺧﺎﻟﻪ ي ارﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ و ﺗﻮ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ي ﻣﺎ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ".
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او ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ و ﺑﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ زﻳـﺮ ﺑﻐـﻞ ﻣـﺮا
ﻓﺸﺮود و ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻏﻠﻐﻠـﻚ دادن ﻛـﺮد .اول ﺗﻨﺒﻼﻧـﻪ ﺳـﭙﺲ
ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻨﺎﻧﻪ.
" ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ؟ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ؟"
ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺧﻮد را رﻫﺎ ﻛﻨﻢ اﻣـﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ .ﺷـﺮوع ﻛـﺮدم از
ﺧﻨﺪه رﻳﺴﻪ رﻓﺘﻦ و ﺑﺎﻻ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺷﺪن و ﻓﺮﻳﺎد زدم و ﺧـﻮاﻫﺶ
ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺮا ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺑـﻲ دﻓـﺎع
دﻳﺪ و ﻫﺮدو ﻧﻔﺮﻣﺎن از ﻧﻔﺲ اﻓﺘﺎدﻳﻢ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻮ ﻏﻠﻐﻠﻜﻲ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ آدﻣﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﺎ ﻛﻨـﻮن دﻳـﺪه
ام".
ﺑﺮاي اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻣﺪت زﻳﺎدي ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪم ،ﭘﺎﺑﻪ
ﻛﻒ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺑﻴـﺪم .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎﻟﺞ رﺳـﻴﺪم ،دوﻣـﻴﻦ
ﻛﻼﺳﻢ را از دﺳﺖ داده ﺑﻮدم ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ اوﻟـﻲ را از دﺳـﺖ
داده ﺑﻮدم و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎرم در ﻛﺎﻓـﻪ ﺗﺮﻳـﺎ دﻳـﺮ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮدم.
ﻟﺒﺎس ﻛﺎر ﺳﺒﺰ ﻛﺘﺎن را در اﺗﺎﻗﻚ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﻧﻈﺎﻓﺖ ،ﻋﻮض ﻛﺮدم
و اﻧﺒﻮه ﻣﻮي ﺳﻴﺎﻫﻢ را ﻓﺸﺮدم در ﮔﻴﺴﻮﺑﻨﺪ ﺑﺴﺘﻢ) ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﻮ
در ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎر در ﺑﺨﺶ ﻏﺬاﻳﻲ ،رﺋﻴﺴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻫـﺸﺪار
داده ﺑﻮد.(.
ﻃﺒﻖ ﻗﺮار ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ و ﺳﺎﻻدﻫﺎ را از ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ
ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ آوردم ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﻫﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻬـﺎر ﺑـﺎز ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ اﻣـﺎ
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آن را ﺑﺎ ﻧﺎﺷﻜﻴﺒﺎﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺻﻒ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم
ﻣﻲ دادم ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
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داﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮرﻟﻲ و ﻛﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
درﺑﺎره اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻢ را ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدان ﺑﻪ ﻫﺪر ﻣﻲ دﻫـﻢ و ﺧـﻮد را
در ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﻏﻠﻄﻲ اﻧﮕﺸﺖ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﭼﻘﺪر ﺗﻤﺴﺨﺮ آﻣﻴـﺰ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدم وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﻦ را ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﭘـﺲ از
اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ ،راﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﭘﻴﺪا ﺑـﻮد ﺑﺠـﺰ
در اﻣﺘﺤﺎﻧﺎت ﻛﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺎر ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛـﺮدن ﻣﻴﺰﻫـﺎ را ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮدم،
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻢ را ﻋﻮض ﻛﺮدم و ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ام ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻢ
ﺗﺎ روي ﻣﻘﺎﻟﻪ ﺧﻮدم ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺗﻮﻧﻠﻲ زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻨﻲ از ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن
ﻫﻨــﺮ ﺑــﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧــﻪ ﺑــﻮد ﻛــﻪ در ورودي آن ﺑــﻮﻟﺘﻦ ﻫــﺎﻳﻲ از
ﺗﺒﻠﻐﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻴﻨﻤﺎﻫﺎ و رﺳﺘﻮراﻧﻬﺎ و دوﭼﺮﺧﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده
ﺷﺪه و ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻬﺎي ﺗﺎﻳﭗ ،از ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺸﻨﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ و
ﻛﻨﺴﺮﺗﻬﺎ ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ .داﻳـﺮه ﻣﻮﺳـﻴﻘﻲ اﻋـﻼم ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ
رﺳﻴﺘﺎل)از ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮاﻧﻲ ،ﺗﻜﻨﻮازي-م( آوازﻫـﺎي ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه از
اﺷﻌﺎر ﺷﺎﻋﺮان روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺲ در ﺗﺎرﻳﺨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮﮔﺰار ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ را ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدم و ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻧﻜﺮدم ﺗﺎ ﻧﺎﻣﻬـﺎي  :ﻫﻨﺮﻳـﻚ ،145ﻫﺎوﺳـﻤﻦ ،ﺗﻨﻴـﺴﻦ 146ﺑﻴـﺎد
آورم .ﭼﻨﺪ ﻗﺪم در ﺗﻮﻧﻞ ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻄﻬﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻳـﻮرش
ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ:
ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﭼﻮب در وﻧﻼك اج
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آﻳﺎ او داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد" داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﺧﻄﻬـﺎ
ﺑﺪون اﺣﺴﺎس ﺗﻴﺮ ﺗﻴﺮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﻛﻔﻠﻬﺎي ﻋﺮﻳﺎﻧﻢ روي ﺻـﻨﺪﻟﻲ
ﭼﻮﺑﻲ ،دوﺑﺎره ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﺮدم؟ ﺷـﺮم ﭼـﺴﺒﻨﺎك و ﺗﺤﺮﻳـﻚ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪه .ﺣﺎﻻ ﺷﺮم آن ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از آن وﻗﺖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ .او
ﻣﺮا ﻋﻠﻴﺮﻏﻢ ﺧﻮدم ،ﻣﺮا ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
از دور ،از ﻋﻴﺪ و ﺻﺒﺢ
از ﺗﻮ دوازده آﺳﻤﺎن در ﺑﺎد
رﺷﺘﻪ ي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺒﺎﻓﻲ ﻣﺮا
ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺳﻮ وزﻳﺪه :ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﻳﻢ.
ﻧﻪ
ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ آن ﺗﭙﻪ ﻫﺎي آﺑﻲ ﻳﺎدﻣﺎﻧﺪه
ﭼﻴﺴﺖ
رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﻴﺮ آن ﻣﺰارع ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟
ﻧﻪ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ
ﻧﻪ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ
راه دراز ،دراز ﻛﺸﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ در ﻣﺎه ﺳﻔﻴﺪ
آن راه ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد.
ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ.
ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠـﺎم داده ﺑـﻮدم ،ﺑﻴـﺎد آورده
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ .ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ
اﺟﺒﺎر ،ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ دﺳﺘﻮر ،ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ وادار ﺷﺪن .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﻞ اﻧﺠﺎم دادن.
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ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﺗﻮﻫﻴﻦ آﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻨـﺪد .او ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻣـﺮا ﺑﻴـﺎد
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ آورد.
در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ از اﻛﻨﻮن ﺑﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ،ﻧﻴﻨﺎ و ارﻧﻲ.
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ،ﻓـﻀﺎي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ زﻳﺒـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻃﺮاﺣـﻲ ﺷـﺪه و
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ و ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ،ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ دور
ﻣﻴﺰﻫﺎي دراز در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎور داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ -
ﺣﺘﻲ آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺘﻨﺪ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﺧﻮاب اﻟـﻮ ،ﺑـﻲ
ﻣﻴﻞ ،و ﻓﺮا ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺘﻦ) درك ﻧﻜﺮدن-م( - ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓـﻀﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺎﻻي
ﺳﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ ،ﭘﺎﻧـﻞ ﭼـﻮﺑﻲ ﺗﻴـﺮه ي دور و ﺑـﺮِ آﻧﻬـﺎ،
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ  .ﻛﻨﺎره ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎ ﺗﺬﻛﺮات ﻻﺗﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ از آن ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮان ﺑﻪ آﺳﻤﺎن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻪ آﻣـﻮزش
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اي ﺑﻴﺰﻳﻨﺲ) دادوﺳﺘﺪ( ﻳﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺗﺮﺑﻴـﺖ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﭘﺮداﺧﺘﻨﺪ ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪو .و ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻮﺑـﺖ ﻣـﻦ اﺳـﺖ و
ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
" ﺳﺮ ﮔﺎوﻳﻦ و ﺷﻮاﻟﻴﻪ ي ﺳﺒﺰ"
داﺷﺘﻢ ﻣﻘﺎﻟﻪ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻳﻚ " آ " ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮم.
ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ آن اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دام ﺗﺎ " آ " ﺑﮕﻴﺮم ﭼـﻮن آن ﻛـﺎري
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻜﻨﻢ .ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻠﻲ
ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ ،ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﻫﺎ و ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﻮل ﻣﻲ ﭼﻜﺎﻧﺪﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ.
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آﻗﺎي ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ.
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ﻫﻨﻮز آن ﭼﻜﺎﻧﺪن ،ﺧﻴﺮﻳﻪ ،از ﻣﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي در ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺸﺎن درﺳﺖ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
روي ﻣﻦ آن را ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ و اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ
او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ آن را داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ارﻧﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨـﺪ او
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﺟﻮري دﻳﮕـﺮ واﻧﻤـﻮد ﻛﻨـﺪ .آﻗـﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ و
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ وﻳﻨﺮ ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺖ و ﻛﻲ و ﺑﻮرﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺟﺎي
ﭘﺎ ،در ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺟﺴﺘﻲ .اﻳﻦ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﻮد.
و ﻣﻦ ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم اﻳﻦ راه دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻘﻂ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﻮد ﺑﺎوراﻧﺪم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ ﭼﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﺎ آﻗﺎي
ﭘﻮروﻳﺲ ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدم.
ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ؟
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎ ارﻧﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ روز ارﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
آﻣﺪ و دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻛﺖ و ﭼﻜﻤﻪ اش ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي
دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻨﻲ و ﻛﻴﻤﻮﻧﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺮده ﺑﻮدم .ﻣـﻮي
آب ﻧﺒﺎﺗﻲ و ﻏﻠﻐﻠﻚ دادن و ﮔﺮﻣـﻲ ﻓـﻮق اﻟﻌـﺎده ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﺶ و
ﻛﻤﻲ اون اون ﻛﺮدن وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،رﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺪون ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺤﻲ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي روي ﻛﺎﻏﺬ.
ارﻧﻲ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺲ ﻧﺒﻮد اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﺧﻮد را از ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺮﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮدو ﻋـﺰا
داﺷﺖ .او اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﮔﻔﺖ ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ زﻧﮓ زد و ﺧﺒﺮﻫـﺎ را
داد و ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ﻳﻜﺸﻨﺒﻪ آزاد ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﺎ از ﭘﻠﻪ
ﻫﺎي رﺳﺘﻮران ﭼﻠﺴﻲ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑـﺎﻻ رﻓﺘـﻴﻢ در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ اﻳـﻦ
آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺷﺎﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺗﻌﻄـﻴﻼت ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﻤﺲ ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ
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داﺷﺘﻴﻢ .او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﺮد ﻛﺘﻢ را ﺑﭙﻮﺷﻢ و ﻋﻄﺮ ﻧﻴﻨﺎ را ﺑﻮ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .آﻳﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آن ﻫﻨﻮز در ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟
ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻨﺒﻊ اﺷﻜﺎر ﺷﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ داد .ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ دﺳﺘﻤﺎل دﺳﺖ ﺑﺰرگ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻘﻂ در ﺟﻴﺐ ﻛﺖ ﺧﻮدت ﺑﮕﺬار"
ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ دﺳﺘﻤﺎل دﺳﺖ .ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﻣﻘﺎوم ﺑﺎ رﮔﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻧﺎزك ﺑـﻮد.
ﻳﻚ زﻳﺮﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،آن را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ دور و ﺑﺮم ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ زﻳﺮ ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻦ ﻋﻤـﻮﻣﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ دور و ﺑﺮش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣﻬـﻢ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ از
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻮي او را ﻣﻲ داد.
او ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺳﺮخ ﺷﺪه ﺳﻔﺎرش داد و ﺑﺮﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﺟﻮﻳـﺪ و
اﺷﺘﻬﺎي ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﻣﻦ در ﻣﻮرد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ او از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺧﺒـﺮ
دادم .ﭼﻴﺰﻳﻜﻪ در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﺳﺎل ﺑﺎ ﺑﺮف ﻣﺪاوم ﺧﺒﺮ دادم ﻛـﻪ
در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ از ﺳﺎل ﻋﺎدي ﺑﻮد اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮف زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺎرﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد و
راﻫﻬﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .وﻳﺮاﻧﻲ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺮﺗـﺮي داده ﺑـﻮد)
اﻣﺘﻴﺎز داده ﺑﻮد-م(
ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ،ارﻧﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻦ ﻃﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ او رﻓـﺘﻢ .اﻣـﺎ
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺲ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد"
" ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ؟"
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ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻋﻤﻮي او"  .او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﺪام ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد ﭼـﻮن او و
ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻗﺒﻼ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد .ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ
ﺣﺎﻻ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .او ﮔﻔﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎر ﺑﺴﺘﻪ و رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ،اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﺧﻮد او ﺑﻮد " .ﻳﻚ ﺣـﻖ وﻳـﮋه
زن اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺜﻞ آﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﺣﻖ وﻳﮋه زن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻈﺮش
را ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﺪ".
ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ آن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﮕﻲ ﺧـﺸﻜﻲ
داﺷﺖ و ﭘﻮﺳﺖ اﻃﺮاف آن ﺗﻴـﺮه و ﭼـﺮوك داﺷـﺖ .دﻫـﺎﻧﺶ
ﻏﻨﭽﻪ ﻛﺮد ،ﻟﺮزﺷﻲ را ﻛﻨﺘﺮل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﺣﺮف زد ﺑﺎ ﻫﻮاﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﻮﺷﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﺐ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ.
ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ ﭘﻮل ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻘﻂ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﭘﻴﺮ و ﺳـﺎﻟﺨﻮرده ﺑـﻮد و
او دل ﻧﺮﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .و اﻳﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻛﻪ او از ﻧﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎردش ﻣﺮدﻧﺪ.
اﮔﺮ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم او ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻣﻦ ﻣﺨﺎﻟﻔﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدﻣﺎن ﻧﮕﻪ دارﻳﻢ .ﺑـﻪ
او ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ آدﻣﻬﺎي ﭘﻴﺮ ﻋﺎدت دارم .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ او
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او را روي ﻛﻮل ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﺬارد.
" ﺗﻜﺎن دﻫﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد .درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ آﻣـﺪم و او
رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮي ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ .ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳـﺖ زﻳـﺎد ﺗﻮﻗـﻊ
ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﺨﻮدت ﺑﮕﻴﺮي".
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وﻗﺘﻲ در دﺳﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﻧﻮان ﻛﺖ را ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﺧﻮدم ﻛﻨـﺎر زدم،
ﭘﻴــﺮاﻫﻦ را از ﺟﻴــﺐ در آوردم .آن را در ﻣﻴــﺎن ﺣﻮﻟــﻪ ﻫــﺎي
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺷﺪه ﭼﭙﺎﻧﺪم.
آن روز در ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒﻮدم ﺑﻪ ﺳـﺮ ﮔـﺎوﻳﻦ اداﻣـﻪ دﻫـﻢ.
ﺻﻔﺤﻪ اي از دﻓﺘﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻢ ﭘﺎره ﻛﺮدم و ﺧﻮدﻛﺎرم را ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻢ
و ﺧﺎرج ﺷﺪم .در ﭘﺎي درﻫـﺎي ورودي ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺨﺎﻧـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ
ﭘﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺘﺎب راﻫﻨﻤﺎي ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑﻪ آن آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد .در ﻛﺘﺎب
راﻫﻨﻤﺎي ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ و روي ﺗﻜﻪ اي از ﻛﺎﻏﺬ دو ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ.
ﺷﻤﺎره ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ آدرس ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
1648ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻫﻨﻔﺮﻳﻦ
آدرس دﻳﮕﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷـﺘﻢ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺗﺎﻳﻴـﺪ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﺑـﻮد
363ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻛﺎرﻟﻴﺴﻞ
از ﺗﻮﻧﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻫﻨﺮ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻢ و وارد ﻣﻐـﺎزه ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ در
ﻛﻨﺎر اﺗﺎق ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم .ﭘﻮل ﺧﺮدﻫﺎي ﻛﺎﻓﻲ در ﺟﻴﺒﻢ داﺷﺘﻢ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﻛﺖ و ﺗﻤﺒﺮي ﺑﺨﺮم .ﻗﺴﻤﺖ آدرس ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻛﺎرﻟﻴﺴﻞ ﻛﻪ
روي آن ﺑﻮد ﭘﺎره ﻛﺮدم و آن ﺗﻜﻪ ﻛﺎﻏﺬ را در ﭘﺎﻛﺖ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺘﻢ.
ﭘﺎﻛﺖ را ﺑﺴﺘﻢ و ﺑﺮ روي آن ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ آﻗﺎي ﭘـﻮروﻳﺲ و ﻧـﺸﺎﻧﻲ
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻫﻨﺮﻳﻔﺮﻳﻦ را ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﺣـﺮوف ﺑـﺰرگ .ﺳـﭙﺲ
ﺧﻴﺲ ﻛﺮدم و در ﭘﺎﻛﺖ را ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪم و ﺗﻤﺒـﺮ زدم .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ در آن روزﻫﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻤﺒﺮ ﭼﻬﺎر ﺳﻨﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد.
درﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻐﺎزه ﻳﻚ ﺻﻨﺪوق ﭘﺴﺘﻲ ﺑـﻮد .ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ را داﺧـﻞ
آن اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻢ .در راﻫﺮوي ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻨﻲ ﭘﻬﻦ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻫﻨﺮ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ
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 در راه آﻧﻬﺎ،ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ و راه ﻛﻼﺳﺸﺎن را داﺷﺘﻨﺪ
.ﺳﻴﮕﺎري داﺷﺘﻨﺪ و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺮﻳﺞ در اﺗﺎق ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ
 راﻫﻬـﺎي. ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮرﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﻮدم،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻳﻚ رﺷـﺘﻪ
.ﻧﺎﺑﻜﺎري ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﻨﺪ
 ﻣـﻦ ﻳـﺎد ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ.ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻳـﺎدﮔﻴﺮي ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ اداﻣـﻪ دادم
،147 ﺣﺎﻻ روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻨـﺎم روﻛـﺴﺘﺮ، ﻛﺎﻣﭗ روﻣﻲ ﻫﺎ،ﻳﻮرﻳﻜﻮن
.ﺷﻬﺮﻛﻲ در ﻫﻔﺖ رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ
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ﺗﻤﺎم
Wenlock Edge
By Alice Munro, December 5, 2005
My mother had a bachelor cousin a good deal younger than
her, who used to visit us on the farm every summer. He
brought along his mother, Aunt Nell Botts. His own name
was Ernie Botts. He was a tall, florid man with a goodnatured expression, a big square face, and fair curly hair
springing straight up from his forehead. His hands, his
fingernails were as clean as soap itself; his hips were a little
plump. My name for him—when he was not around—was
Earnest Bottom. I had a mean tongue.
But I meant no harm. Or hardly any harm.
After Aunt Nell Botts died Ernie did not come to visit
anymore, but he always sent a Christmas card.
When I started college in the city where he lived, he began
a custom of taking me out to dinner every other Sunday
evening. He did this because I was a relative—it’s unlikely
that he even considered whether we were suited to
spending time together. He always took me to the same
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place, a restaurant called the Old Chelsea, which was on
the second floor of a building, looking down on Dundas
Street. It had velvet curtains, white tablecloths, little roseshaded lamps on the tables. It probably cost more, strictly
speaking, than he could afford, but I did not think of that,
having a country girl’s notion that all men who lived in the
city, wore a suit every day, and sported such clean
fingernails had reached a level of prosperity where
indulgences like this were a matter of course.
I always ordered the most exotic offering on the menu—
chicken vol au vent or duck à l’orange—while he always
ate roast beef. Desserts were wheeled up to the table on a
dinner wagon: a tall coconut cake, custard tarts topped with
strawberries, even out of season, chocolate-coated pastry
horns full of whipped cream. I took a long time choosing,
like a five-year-old trying to decide between flavors of ice
cream, and then on Monday I had to fast all day, to make
up for such gorging.
Ernie looked a little too young to be my father. I hoped that
nobody from the college would see us and think that he was
my boyfriend.
He inquired about my courses, and nodded solemnly when
I told him, or reminded him, that I was in Honors English
and Philosophy. He didn’t roll his eyes at the information,
the way people at home did. He told me that he had a great
respect for education and regretted that he hadn’t had the
means to continue, after high school. Instead, he had got a
job working for the Canadian National Railway, as a ticket
salesman. Now he was a supervisor.
He liked serious reading, he said, but it was not a substitute
for a college education.
I was pretty sure that his idea of serious reading would be
the Condensed Books of the Reader’s Digest, and to get
him off the subject of my studies I told him about my
rooming house. In those days, the college had no
dormitories—we all lived in rooming houses or in cheap
apartments or in fraternity or sorority houses. My room was
the attic of an old house, with generous floor space and not
much headroom.

۴۵٩

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۴۶٠
But, being the former maid’s quarters, it had its own
bathroom. Two other scholarship students, who were in
their final year in Modern Languages, lived on the second
floor. Their names were Kay and Beverly. In the highceilinged but chopped-up rooms of the ground floor lived a
medical student who was hardly ever home, and his wife,
Beth, who was home all the time, because they had two
very young children. Beth was the house manager and rent
collector, and she was often feuding with the second-floor
girls over the way they washed their clothes in the
bathroom and hung them there to dry. When Beth’s
husband, Blake, was home he sometimes had to use that
bathroom because of all the baby stuff in the one
downstairs, and Beth said that he shouldn’t have to cope
with stockings and other intimate doodads in his face. Kay
and Beverly retorted that use of their own bathroom had
been promised when they moved in.
Why did I choose to tell this to Ernie, who flushed and said
that they should have got it in writing?
Kay and Beverly were a disappointment to me. They
worked hard at Modern Languages, but their conversation
and preoccupations seemed hardly different from those of
girls who worked in banks or offices. They did their hair up
in pincurls and polished their fingernails on Saturdays,
because that was the night they had dates with their special
boyfriends. On Sundays, they had to soothe their faces with
lotion because of the whisker-burns the boyfriends had
inflicted on them. I didn’t find either boyfriend in the least
desirable and I wondered how they could.
They said that they had once had some crazy idea of
working as intepreters at the United Nations but now they
figured they would teach high school, and with any luck get
married.
They gave me unwelcome advice.
I had got a job in the college cafeteria. I pushed a cart
around collecting dirty dishes and wiping the tables clean.
They warned me that this job was not a good idea.
“You won’t get asked out if people see you at a job like
that.”
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I told Ernie about this and he said, “So, what did you say?”
I told him that I’d said I wouldn’t want to go out with
anybody who would make such a judgment, so what was
the problem?
Now I’d hit the right note. Ernie glowed; he chopped his
hands up and down in the air.
“Absolutely right,” he said. “That is absolutely the attitude
to take. Honest work. Never listen to anybody who wants
to put you down for doing honest work. Just go right ahead
and ignore them. Keep your pride. Anybody that doesn’t
like it, you tell them they can lump it.”
This speech of his, the righteousness and approval lighting
his large face, the jerky enthusiasm of his movements,
roused the first doubts in me, the first gloomy suspicion
that the warning might have some weight to it after all.
When I got home that night, there was a note from Beth
under my door, asking to talk to me. I guessed that it would
be about my hanging my coat over the bannister to dry, or
making too much noise on the stairs when Blake
(sometimes) and the babies (always) had to sleep in the
daytime.
The door opened on the scene of misery and confusion in
which it seemed that all Beth’s days were passed. Wet
laundry—diapers and smelly baby woollens—was hanging
from ceiling racks; bottles bubbled and rattled in a sterilizer
on the stove. The windows were steamed up, and the chairs
were covered with soggy cloths and soiled stuffed toys.
The bigger baby was clinging to the bars of a playpen and
letting out an accusing howl—Beth had obviously just set
him in there—and the smaller one was in a high chair, with
some mushy pumpkin-colored food spread like a rash
across his mouth and chin.
Beth peered out from all this with a tight expression of
superiority on her small flat face, as if to say that not many
people could put up with such a nightmare as well as she
could, even if the world wasn’t generous enough to give
her the least bit of credit.
“You know when you moved in,” she said, then raised her
voice to be heard over the bigger baby’s cries, “when you
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moved in I mentioned to you that there was enough space
up there for two?”
Another girl was moving in, she informed me. The new girl
would be there Tuesdays to Fridays, while she audited
some courses at the college.
“Blake will bring the daybed up tonight. She won’t take up
much room. I don’t imagine she’ll bring many clothes—she
lives in town. You’ve had it all to yourself for six weeks
now, and you’ll still have it that way on weekends.”
No mention of any reduction in the rent.
Nina actually did not take up much room. She was small,
and thoughtful in her movements—she never bumped her
head against the rafters, as I did. She spent a lot of her time
sitting cross-legged on the daybed, her brownish-blond hair
falling over her face, a Japanese kimono loose over her
childish white underwear. She had beautiful clothes—a
camel-hair coat, cashmere sweaters, a pleated tartan skirt
with a large silver pin—the sort of clothes you would see in
a magazine layout, under the headline “Outfitting Your
Junior Miss for Her New Life on Campus.” But the
moment she got back from the college she discarded her
costume for the kimono. I also changed out of my school
clothes, but in my case it was to keep the press in my skirt
and preserve a reasonable freshness in my blouse or
sweater, so I hung everything up carefully. Nina tossed her
clothes anywhere.I ate an early supper at the college as part
of my wages, and Nina always seemed to have eaten, too,
though I didn’t know where. Perhaps her supper was just
what she ate all evening—almonds and oranges and a
supply of little chocolate kisses wrapped in red or gold or
purple foil.
I asked her if she didn’t get cold, in that light kimono.
“Unh-unh,” she said. She grabbed my hand and pressed it
to her neck. “I’m permanently warm,” she said, and in fact
she was. Her skin even looked warm, though she said that
was just a tan, and it was fading. And connected with this
skin warmth was a particular odor that was nutty or spicy,
not displeasing but not the odor of a body that was
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constantly bathed and showered. (Nor was I entirely fresh
myself, owing to Beth’s rule of two baths a week.)
I usually read until late at night. I’d thought that it might be
harder to read, with someone else in the room, but Nina
was an easy presence. She peeled her oranges and
chocolates; she laid out games of solitaire. When she had to
stretch to move a card she’d sometimes make a little noise,
a groan or grunt, as if complaining about this slight
adjustment of her body but taking pleasure in it, all the
same. Otherwise she was content, and curled up to sleep
with the light on whenever she was ready. And because
there was no special need for us to talk we soon began to
talk, and tell about our lives.
Nina was twenty-two years old and this was what had
happened to her since she was fifteen:
First, she had got herself pregnant (that was how she put it)
and married the father, who wasn’t much older than she
was. This was in a town somewhere outside Chicago. The
name of the town was Laneyville, and the only jobs there
were at the grain elevator or fixing machinery, for the boys,
and working in stores, for the girls. Nina’s ambition was to
be a hairdresser but you had to go away and train for that.
Laneyville wasn’t where she had always lived—it was
where her grandmother lived, and she lived with her
grandmother because her father had died and her mother
had got married again and her stepfather had kicked her
out.
She had a second baby, another boy, and her husband was
supposed to have a job lined up in another town so he went
off there. He was going to send for her but he never did. So
she left both children with her grandmother and took the
bus to Chicago.
On the bus she met a girl named Marcy, who, like her, was
headed for Chicago. Marcy knew a man there who owned a
restaurant and she said he would give them jobs. But when
they got to Chicago and located the restaurant it turned out
that the man didn’t own it—he’d only worked there and
he’d quit some time before. The man who did own it had an
empty room upstairs and he let them stay there in return for
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their cleaning the place up every night. They had to use the
ladies’ room in the restaurant but they weren’t supposed to
spend too much time there in the daytime—they had to
wash themselves at night.
They didn’t sleep hardly at all. They made friends with the
barman in the place across the street—he was a queer but
nice—and he let them drink ginger ale for free. They met a
man there who invited them to a party and after that they
got asked to other parties and it was during this time that
Nina met Mr. Purvis. It was he, in fact, who gave her the
name Nina. Before that, she had been June. She went to
live at Mr. Purvis’s place in Chicago.
She waited a little while before bringing up the subject of
her boys. There was so much room in Mr. Purvis’s house
that she was hoping they could live with her there. But
when she mentioned it Mr. Purvis told her that he despised
children. He did not want her to get pregnant, ever. But
somehow she did, and she and Mr. Purvis went to Japan, to
get her an abortion.
At least up until the last minute that was what she thought
she would do, but then she decided, no. She would go
ahead and have the baby.
“All right,” he said. He would pay her way back to
Chicago, but from then on she was on her own.
She knew her way around a bit by this time, and she went
to a place where they looked after you till the baby was
born, and you could have it adopted. It was born and it was
a girl and Nina named her Gemma and decided to keep her,
after all.
She knew another girl who had had a baby in this place and
kept it, and she and this girl made an arrangement that they
would work shifts and live together and raise their babies.
They got an apartment that they could afford and they got
jobs—Nina’s in a cocktail lounge—and everything was all
right. Then Nina came home just before Christmas—
Gemma was eight months old—and found the other mother
half drunk and fooling around with a man, and the baby,
Gemma, burning up with fever, too sick to even cry.
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Nina wrapped her up and took her to the hospital in a cab.
Traffic was all snarled up because of Christmas, and when
she finally got there they told her that it was the wrong
hospital, for some reason, and sent her off to another
hospital. On the way there, Gemma had a convulsion and
died.
Nina wanted to have a real burial for Gemma, not just have
her put in with some old pauper who had died (that was
what she’d heard happened to a baby’s body when you
didn’t have any money), so she went to Mr. Purvis. He was
nicer to her than she’d expected, and he paid for the casket
and the gravestone with Gemma’s name, and after it was all
over he took Nina back. He took her on a long trip to
London and Paris and a lot of other places, to cheer her up.
When they got home he shut up the house in Chicago and
moved here. He owned some property out in the country
nearby; he owned racehorses.
He asked her if she would like to get an education, and she
said she would. He said she should just sit in on some
courses to see what she’d like to study. She told him that
she’d like to live part of the time the way ordinary students
lived, and he said he thought that that could be arranged.
Hearing about Nina’s life made me feel like a simpleton.
I asked her what Mr. Purvis’s first name was.
“Arthur.”
“Why don’t you call him that?”
“It wouldn’t sound natural.”
Nina was not supposed to go out at night, except to the
college for certain specified events, such as a play or a
concert or a lecture. She was supposed to eat lunch and
dinner at the cafeteria. Though, as I said, I don’t know
whether she ever did. Breakfast was Nescafé in our room,
and day-old doughnuts I brought home from the cafeteria.
Mr. Purvis did not like the sound of this but he accepted it
as part of Nina’s imitation of the college student’s life—as
long as she ate a good hot meal once a day and a sandwich
and soup at another meal, and this was what he thought she
did. She always checked what the cafeteria was offering, so
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that she could tell him she’d had the sausages or the
Salisbury steak, and the salmon or the egg-salad sandwich.
“So how would he know if you did go out?”
Nina got to her feet, with that little sound of complaint or
pleasure, and padded over to the attic window.
“Come here,” she said. “And stay behind the curtain. See?”
A black car, parked not right across the street but a few
doors down. A streetlight caught the gleaming white hair of
the driver.
“Mrs. Winner,” Nina said. “She’ll be there till midnight. Or
later, I don’t know. If I went out, she’d follow me and hang
around wherever I went, then follow me back.”
“What if she went to sleep?”
“Not her. Or if she did and I tried anything she’d be awake
like a shot.”
Just to give Mrs. Winner some practice, as Nina put it, we
left the house one evening and took a bus to the city library.
From the bus window we watched the long black car
having to slow and dawdle at every bus stop, then speed up
to stay with us. We had to walk a block to the library, and
Mrs. Winner passed us and parked beyond the front
entrance, and watched us—we believed—in her rearview
mirror.
I wanted to see if I could check out a copy of “The Scarlet
Letter,” which was required for one of my courses. I could
not afford to buy one, and the copies at the college library
were all checked out. Also I wanted to take a book out for
Nina—the sort of book that showed simplified charts of
history.
Nina had bought the textbooks for the courses she was
auditing. She had bought notebooks and pens—the best
fountain pens of that time—in matching colors. Red for
Pre-Columbian Civilizations, blue for the Romantic Poets,
green for Victorian and Georgian English Novelists, yellow
for Fairy Tales from Basile to Andersen. She sat in the
back row at every lecture, because she thought that that was
the proper place for her. She spoke as if she enjoyed
walking through the Arts Building with the throng of other
students, finding her seat, opening her textbook at the
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specified page, taking out her pen. But her notebooks
remained empty.
The trouble was, as I saw it, that she had no pegs to hang
anything on. She did not know what Victorian meant, or
Romantic, or Pre-Columbian. She had been to Japan, and
Barbados, and many of the countries in Europe, but she
could never have found those places on a map. She
wouldn’t have known whether the French Revolution came
before or after the First World War.
I wondered how these courses had been chosen for her.
Had she liked the sound of them? Had Mr. Purvis thought
that she could master them? Or had he perhaps chosen
them cynically, so that she would soon get her fill of being
a student?
While I was looking for the book I wanted, I caught sight
of Ernie Botts. He had an armful of mysteries, which he
was picking up for an old friend of his mother’s. He had
told me that he always did that, just as he always played
checkers, on Saturday mornings, with a crony of his
father’s out in the War Veterans’ Home.
I introduced him to Nina. I had told him about her moving
in, but nothing about her former or even her present life.
He shook Nina’s hand and said that he was pleased to meet
her and asked at once if he could give us a ride home.
I was about to say no, thanks, we’d take the bus, when Nina
asked him where his car was parked.
“In the back,” he said.
“Is there a back door?”
“Yes, yes. It’s a sedan.”
“No, I meant in the library,” Nina said. “In the building.”
“Yes. Yes there is,” Ernie said, flustered. “I’m sorry, I
thought you meant the car. Yes. A back door in the library.
I came in that way myself. I’m sorry.” Now he was
blushing, and he would have gone on apologizing if Nina
had not broken in with a kind laugh.
“Well, then,” she said. “We can go out the back door. So
that’s settled. Thanks.”
Ernie drove us home. He asked if we would like to detour
to his place, for a cup of coffee or a hot chocolate.
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“Sorry, we’re sort of in a rush,” Nina said. “But thanks for
asking.”
“I guess you’ve got homework.”
“Homework, yes,” she said. “We sure do.”
I was thinking that he had never once asked me to his
house. Propriety. One girl, no. Two girls, O.K.
No black car across the street, when we said our thanks and
good nights. No black car when we looked out the attic
window. In a short time, the phone rang, for Nina, and I
heard her saying, on the landing, “Oh, no, we just went in
the library and got a book and came straight home on the
bus. There was one right away, yes. I’m fine. Absolutely.
Night-night.” She came swaying and smiling up the stairs.
“Mrs. Winner’s got herself in hot water tonight.”
One morning, Nina did not get out of bed. She said she had
a sore throat, a fever. “Touch me.”
“You always feel hot to me.”
“Today I’m hotter.”
It was a Friday. She asked me to call Mr. Purvis, to tell him
that she wanted to stay here for the weekend.
“He’ll let me. He can’t stand anybody being sick around
him—he’s a nut that way.”
Mr. Purvis wondered if he should send a doctor. Nina had
foreseen that, and told me to say that she just needed to
rest, and she’d phone him, or I would, if she got any worse.
“Well, then, tell her to take care,” he said, and thanked me
for phoning, and for being a good friend to Nina. And then,
as an afterthought, he asked me if I would like to join him
for Saturday night’s dinner. He said he found it boring to
eat alone. Nina had thought of that, too.
“If he asks you to go and eat with him tomorrow night, why
don’t you go? There’s always something good to eat on
Saturday nights—it’s special.”
The cafeteria was closed on Saturdays. The possibility of
meeting Mr. Purvis both disturbed and intrigued me.
So I agreed to dine with him—he had actually said “dine.”
When I went back upstairs, I asked Nina what I should
wear. “Why worry now? It’s not till tomorrow night.”
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Why worry, indeed? I had only one good dress, the
turquoise crêpe that I had bought with some of my
scholarship money, to wear when I gave the valedictory
address at my high-school commencement exercises.
Mrs. Winner came to get me. Her hair was not white but
platinum blond, a color that to me certified a hard heart,
immoral dealings, and a long bumpy ride through the
sordid back alleys of life. Nevertheless, I opened the front
door of the car to ride beside her, because I thought that
that was the decent and democratic thing to do. She let me
do this, standing beside me, then briskly opened the back
door.
I had thought that Mr. Purvis would live in one of the
stodgy mansions surrounded by acres of lawns and
unfarmed fields north of the city. It was probably the
racehorses that had made me think so. Instead, we travelled
east through prosperous but not lordly streets, past brick
and mock-Tudor houses with their lights on in the early
dark and their Christmas lights already blinking out of the
snowcapped shrubbery. We turned in at a narrow driveway
between high hedges and parked in front of a house that I
recognized as “modern” by its flat roof and long wall of
windows and the fact that the building material appeared to
be concrete. No Christmas lights here, no lights of any
kind.
No sign of Mr. Purvis, either. The car slid down a ramp
into a cavernous basement garage; we rode an elevator up
one floor and emerged into a hallway that was dimly lit and
furnished like a living room, with upholstered straightbacked chairs and little polished tables and mirrors and
rugs.
Mrs. Winner waved me ahead of her through one of the
doors that opened off this hallway, into a windowless room
with a bench and hooks around the walls. It was just like a
school cloakroom, except for the polish on the wood and
the carpet on the floor. “Here is where you leave your
clothes,” Mrs. Winner said.
I removed my top boots. I stuffed my mittens into my coat
pockets. I hung my coat up. Mrs. Winner stayed with me.
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There was a comb in my pocket and I wanted to fix my
hair, but not with her watching. And I did not see a mirror.
“Now the rest,” she said.
She looked straight at me to see if I understood, and, when
I appeared not to (though, in a sense, I did—I understood
but hoped I had made a mistake), she said, “Don’t worry,
you won’t be cold. The house is well heated throughout.”
I did not move to obey, and she spoke to me casually, as if
she could not be bothered with contempt. “I hope you’re
not a baby.”
I could have reached for my coat, at that point. I could have
demanded to be driven back to the rooming house. I could
even have walked back on my own. I remembered the way
we had come and, though it would have been cold, it would
have taken me less than an hour.
“Oh, no,” Mrs. Winner said, when I still did not move. “So
you’re just a bookworm. That’s all you are.”
I sat down. I removed my shoes. I unfastened and peeled
down my stockings. I stood up and unzipped then yanked
off the dress in which I had delivered the valedictory
address with its final words of Latin. Ave atque vale.
Still covered by my slip, I reached back and unhooked my
brassiere, then somehow hauled it free of my arms and
around to the front to be discarded. Next came my garter
belt, then my panties—when they were off I balled them up
and hid them under the brassiere. I put my feet back into
my shoes.
“Bare feet,” Mrs. Winner said, sighing. It seemed that the
slip was too tiresome for her to mention, but after I had
again taken my shoes off she said, “Bare. Do you know the
meaning of the word? Bare.”
I pulled the slip over my head, and she handed me a bottle
of lotion and said, “Rub yourself with this.”
It smelled like Nina. I rubbed some on my arms and
shoulders, the only parts of myself that I could touch, with
Mrs. Winner standing there watching, and then we went out
into the hall, my eyes avoiding the mirrors, and she opened
another door and I went into the next room alone.
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It had not occurred to me that Mr. Purvis might be waiting
in the same naked condition as myself, and he was not. He
wore a dark-blue blazer, a white shirt, an ascot scarf
(though I did not know it was called that at the time), and
gray slacks. He was hardly taller than I was, and he was
thin and old, mostly bald, with wrinkles in his forehead
when he smiled.
It had not occurred to me, either, that the undressing might
be a prelude to rape, or to any ceremony but supper. (And
indeed it was not, to judge by the appetizing smells in the
room and the silver-lidded dishes on the sideboard.) But
why hadn’t I thought of such a thing? Why wasn’t I more
apprehensive? It had something to do with my ideas about
old men. I thought that they were not only incapable, owing
to their unsavory physical decline, but too worn down—or
depressed—by their various trials and experiences to have
any interest left. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that my
being undressed had nothing to do with the sexual uses of
my body, but I took it more as a dare than as a preliminary
to further trespass, and my going along with it finally had
more to do with pride or some shaky recklessness than with
anything else. And that word. “Bookworm.”
Here I am, I might have wished to say, in the skin of my
body which does not shame me any more than the bareness
of my teeth. Of course that was not true, and in fact I had
broken out in a sweat, but not for fear of any violation.
Mr. Purvis shook my hand, making no sign of awareness
that I lacked clothing. He said that it was a pleasure for him
to meet Nina’s friend. Just as if I were somebody Nina had
brought home from school. Which, in a way, was true. An
inspiration to Nina, he said I was.
“She admires you very much. Now, you must be hungry.
Shall we see what they’ve provided for us?”
He lifted the lids and set about serving me. Cornish hens,
which I took to be pygmy chickens, saffron rice with
raisins, various finely cut vegetables fanned out at an angle
and preserving their color more faithfully than the
vegetables that I regularly saw. A dish of muddy-green
pickles and a dish of dark-red preserve.
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“Not too much of these,” Mr. Purvis said of the pickles and
the preserve. “A bit hot to start with.”
He ushered me back to the table, turned again to the
sideboard and served himself sparingly, and sat down.
There was a pitcher of water on the table, and a bottle of
wine. I got the water. Serving me wine in his house, he
said, would probably be classed as a capital offense. I was a
little disappointed, as I had never had a chance to drink
wine. When Ernie and I went to the Old Chelsea, he always
expressed his satisfaction that no wine or liquor was served
on Sundays. Not only did he refuse to drink, on Sunday or
on any other day, but he disliked seeing others do it.
“Now, Nina tells me,” Mr. Purvis said, “Nina tells me that
you are studying English Philosophy, but I think it must be
English and Philosophy, am I right? Because surely there is
not so great a supply of English philosophers?”
In spite of his warning, I had taken a dollop of green pickle
on my tongue and was too stunned to reply. He waited
courteously while I gulped down water.
“We start with the Greeks. It’s a survey course,” I said,
when I could speak.
“Oh yes. Greece. Well, who is your favorite Greek so far—
Oh, no, just a minute. It will fall apart more easily like
this.”
There followed a demonstration of how to separate and
remove the meat from the bones of a Cornish hen—nicely
done, and without condescension, rather as if it were a joke
we might share. “Your favorite?”
“We haven’t got to him yet—we’re doing the preSocratics,” I said. “But Plato.”
“Plato is your favorite. So you read ahead, you don’t just
stay where you’re supposed to? Plato. Yes, I could have
guessed that. You like the cave?”
“Yes.”
“Yes, of course. The cave. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”
When I was sitting down, the most flagrant part of me was
out of sight. If my breasts had been tiny and ornamental,
like Nina’s, I could have been almost at ease. Instead, they
were large and lollopy; they were like bald night creatures
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dumbfounded by the light. I tried to look at him when I
spoke, but against my will I suffered waves of flushing.
When this happened, I thought I sensed his voice changing
slightly, becoming more soothing and politely satisfied, as
if he’d just made a winning move in a game. But he went
on talking nimbly and entertainingly, telling me about a trip
he had made to Greece. Delphi, the Acropolis, the famous
light that you didn’t believe could be true but was true, the
bare bones of the Peloponnesus.
“And then to Crete—do you know about the Minoan
civilization?”
“Yes.”
“Of course you do. Of course. And you know the way the
Minoan ladies dressed?”
“Yes.”
I looked into his face this time, his eyes. I was determined
not to squirm away, not even when I felt the heat on my
throat.
“Very nice, that style,” he said almost sadly. “Very nice.
It’s odd the different things that are hidden in different eras.
And the things that are displayed.”
Dessert was vanilla custard and whipped cream, with bits
of cake in it, and raspberries. He ate only a few bites of his.
But, after failing to settle down enough to enjoy the first
course, I was determined not to miss out on anything rich
and sweet, and I fixed my appetite and attention on every
spoonful.
He poured coffee into small cups and invited me to drink it
in the library.
My buttocks made a slapping noise, as I loosened myself
from the sleek upholstery of the dining-room chair. But this
was almost covered up by the clatter of the delicate coffee
cups on the tray, in his shaky old grasp.
Libraries in houses were known to me only from books.
This one was entered through a panel in the dining-room
wall. The panel swung open without a sound, at a touch of
his raised foot. He apologized for going ahead of me, as he
had to do when he carried the coffee. To me it was a relief.
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I thought that the back of the body—not just mine but
anyone’s—was the most beastly part.
When I was seated in the chair he indicated, he gave me my
coffee. It was not as easy to sit here, out in the open, as it
had been at the dining-room table. That chair had been
covered with smooth striped silk but this one was
upholstered in some dark plush material, which prickled
me, setting off an intimate agitation.
The light in this room was brighter and the books lining the
walls seemed more prying and reproving than the dim
dining room, with its landscape paintings and lightabsorbing panels.
For a moment, as we moved from one room to the other,
I’d had some notion of a story—the sort of story I’d heard
of but that few people then got the chance to read—in
which the room referred to as a library would turn out to be
a bedroom, with soft lights and puffy cushions and all
manner of downy coverings. But the room we were in was
plainly a library. The reading lights, the books on the glassenclosed shelves, the invigorating smell of the coffee. Mr.
Purvis pulling out a book, riffling through its leaves,
finding what he wanted.
I knew it. In fact, I knew many of the poems by heart.
“And may I ask you please—may I ask you please—not to
cross your legs?”
My hands were trembling when I took the book from him.
“Yes,” he said. “Yes.”
He chose a chair in front of the bookcase, facing me.
“Now—”
“ ‘On Wenlock Edge the wood’s in trouble,’—”
The familiar words and rhythms calmed me down. They
took me over. Gradually I began to feel more at peace.
The gale, it plies the saplings double,
It blows so hard, ’twill soon be gone:
To-day the Roman and his trouble
Are ashes under Uricon.
Where was Uricon? Who knew?
It wasn’t really that I forgot where I was or whom I was
with or in what condition I sat there. But I had come to feel
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somewhat remote and philosophical. The thought came to
me that everybody in the world was naked, in a way. Mr.
Purvis was naked, though he wore clothes. We were all sad
bare creatures. Shame receded. I just kept turning the
pages, reading one poem and then another, then another.
Liking the sound of my voice. Until to my surprise and
almost to my disappointment—there were still wonderful
lines to come—Mr. Purvis interrupted me. He stood up; he
sighed.
“Enough, enough,” he said. “That was very nice. Thank
you. Your country accent is quite suitable. Now it’s my
bedtime.”
I handed him the book. He replaced it on the shelf and
closed the glass doors. The country accent was news to me.
“And I’m afraid it’s time to send you home.”
He opened another door, into the hallway I had seen so
long ago, at the beginning of the evening. I passed in front
of him and the door closed behind me. I may have said
good night. It is even possible that I thanked him for
dinner, and that he spoke to me a few dry words (not at all,
thank you for your company, it was very kind of you, thank
you for reading Housman) in a suddenly tired, old,
crumpled, and indifferent voice. He did not lay a hand on
me.
The same dimly lit cloakroom. The turquoise dress, my
stockings, my slip. Mrs. Winner appeared as I was
fastening my stockings. She said only one thing to me, as I
was ready to leave. “You forgot your scarf.”
And there indeed was the scarf I had knitted in Home
Economics class, the only thing I would ever knit in my
life. I had come close to abandoning it, in this place.
As I got out of the car, Mrs. Winner said, “Mr. Purvis
would like to speak to Nina before he goes to bed. If you
would remind her.”
But there was no Nina waiting to receive this message. Her
bed was made up. Her coat and boots were gone. A few of
her clothes were still hanging in the closet.
Beverly and Kay had both gone home for the weekend, so I
ran downstairs to see if Beth had any information. “I’m
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sorry,” Beth, whom I never saw sorry about anything, said.
“I can’t keep track of all your comings and goings.” Then,
as I turned away, “I’ve asked you several times not to
thump so much on the stairs. I just got Christopher to
sleep.”
I had not made up my mind what I would say to Nina when
I got home. Would I ask her if she, too, was required to be
naked in that house—if she had known perfectly well what
sort of an evening was waiting for me? Or would I say
nothing and wait for her to ask me? And, even then, would
I say innocently that I’d eaten Cornish hen and yellow rice,
and that it was very good? That I’d read from “A
Shropshire Lad”?
Would I just let her wonder?
Now that she was gone, none of this mattered. The focus
was shifted. Mrs. Winner phoned after ten o’clock—
breaking another of Beth’s rules—and when I told her that
Nina was not there she said, “Are you sure of that?”
She said the same thing when I told her that I had no idea
where Nina had gone. “Are you sure?”
I asked her not to phone again till morning, because of
Beth’s rules and the babies’ sleep, and she said, “Well. I
don’t know. This is serious.”
When I got up in the morning, the car was parked across
the street. Later, Mrs. Winner rang the bell and told Beth
that she had been sent to check Nina’s room. Even Beth
was quelled by Mrs. Winner, who looked all around our
room, in the bathroom and the closet, even shaking out a
couple of blankets that were folded on the closet floor.
I was still in my pajamas, writing an essay on “Sir Gawain
and the Green Knight,” and drinking Nescafé.
Mrs. Winner said that she had phoned the hospitals, to see
if Nina had been taken ill, and that Mr. Purvis himself had
gone out to check several other places where she might be.
“If you know anything, it would be better to tell us,” she
said. “Anything at all.”
Then as she started down the stairs she turned and said in a
voice that was less menacing, “Is there anybody at the
college she was friendly with? Anybody you know?”
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I said that I didn’t think so.
I had seen Nina at the college only a couple of times. Once,
she was walking down the lower corridor of the Arts
Building, in the crush between classes, probably on her
way to a class of her own. The other time, she was in the
cafeteria. Both times she was alone. It was not particularly
unusual to be alone when you were hurrying from one class
to another but it was a little strange to sit alone with a cup
of coffee in the cafeteria at quarter to four in the afternoon,
when that space was practically deserted. She sat with a
smile on her face, as if to say how pleased, how privileged,
she felt to be there, how alert and ready she was to respond
to the demands of this life—as soon as she understood what
they were.
In the afternoon it began to snow. The car across the street
had to move, to make way for the snowplow. When I went
into the bathroom and caught the flutter of Nina’s kimono
on its hook on the door, I finally felt what I had been
suppressing—a true fear for Nina. I could see her,
disoriented, weeping into her loose hair, wandering around
in the snow in her white underwear instead of her camelhair coat, though I knew perfectly well that she had taken
the coat with her.
The phone rang just as I was about to leave for my first
class on Monday morning.
“It’s me,” Nina said, in a rushed warning, but with
something like triumph in her voice. “Listen. Please. Could
you please do me a favor?”
“Where are you? They’re looking for you.”
“Who is?”
“Mr. Purvis. Mrs. Winner.”
“Well, you’re not to tell them. Don’t tell them anything.
I’m here.
“Where?”
“Ernest’s.”
“Ernest’s?” I said. “Ernie’s?”
“Sh-h-h. Did anybody there hear you?”
“No.”
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“Listen, could you please, please get on a bus and bring me
the rest of my stuff? I need my shampoo. I need my
kimono. I’m going around in Ernest’s bathrobe. You
should see me—I look like an old woolly brown dog. Is the
car still outside?”
I went and looked.
“Yes.”
“O.K. then, you should get on the bus and ride up to the
college just like you normally do. And then catch the bus
downtown. You know where to get off. Dundas and
Richmond. Then walk over here. Carlisle Street. Three
sixty-three. You know it, don’t you?”
“Is Ernie there?”
“No, dum-dum. He’s at work. He’s got to support us,
doesn’t he?”
Us? Was Ernie to support Nina and me?
No. Ernie and Nina. Ernie was to support Ernie and Nina.
Nina said, “Oh, please. You’re the only friend I’ve got.”
I did as directed. To fool Mrs. Winner, I stuffed Nina’s
things into my satchel. I caught the college bus, then the
downtown bus. I got off at Dundas and Richmond and
walked west to Carlisle Street. The snowstorm was over,
the sky was clear, it was a bright, windless, deep-frozen
day. The light hurt my eyes and the fresh snow squeaked
under my feet.
Half a block north, on Carlisle Street, I found the house
where Ernie had lived with his mother and father and then
with his mother and then alone. And now—how was it
possible?—with Nina.
The house looked exactly as it had when I had gone there
once or twice with my mother. A brick bungalow with a
tiny front yard, an arched living-room window with an
upper pane of colored glass. Cramped and genteel.
Nina was wrapped, just as she had said, in a man’s brown
woolly tasselled dressing gown, with the manly but
innocent Ernie smell of shaving cream and Lifebuoy soap.
She grabbed my hands, which were stiff with cold inside
my mittens.

۴٧٨

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۴٧٩
“Frozen,” she said. “Come on, we’ll get them into some
warm water.”
“They’re not frozen,” I said. “Just freezing.”
But she went ahead and helped me off with my things, and
took me into the kitchen and ran a bowlful of water, and
then as the blood returned painfully to my fingers she told
me how Ernest (Ernie) had come to the rooming house on
Saturday night. He was bringing a magazine that had a lot
of pictures of old ruins and castles and things that he
thought might interest me. She got herself out of bed and
came downstairs, because, of course, he would not go
upstairs, and when he saw how sick she was he said she
had to come home with him so that he could look after her.
Which he had done so well that her sore throat was
practically gone and her fever completely gone. And then
they had decided that she would stay here. She would just
stay with him and never go back to where she was before.
She seemed unwilling even to mention Mr. Purvis’s name.
“But it has to be a big huge secret,” she said. “You’re the
only one to know. Because you’re our friend and you’re the
reason we met.”
She was making coffee. “Look up there,” she said, waving
at the open cupboard. “Look at the way he keeps things.
Mugs here. Cups and saucers here. Every cup has got its
own hook. Isn’t it tidy? The house is just like that all over. I
love it.
“You’re the reason we met,” she repeated. “If we have a
baby and it’s a girl, we could name it after you.”
I held my hands round the mug, still feeling a throb in my
fingers. There were African violets on the windowsill over
the sink. His mother’s order in the cupboards, his mother’s
houseplants. The big fern was probably still in front of the
living-room window, and the doilies on the armchairs.
What Nina had said, in regard to herself and Ernie, seemed
brazen and—especially when I thought of the Ernie part of
it—abundantly distasteful.
“You’re going to get married?”
“Well.”
“You said if you have a baby.”
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“Well, you never know, we might have started that without
being married,” Nina said, ducking her head
mischievously.
“With Ernie?” I said. “With Ernie?”
“Well, there’s Ernie,” she said. “And then there’s Er-nest.”
She hugged the bathrobe around herself. “Might be
something happening already, you never know.”
“What about Mr. Purvis?”
“What about him?”
“Well, if it’s something happening already, couldn’t it be
his?”
Everything about Nina changed. Her face turned mean and
sour. “Him,” she said with contempt. “What do you want to
talk about him for? He never had it in him.”
“Oh? What about Gemma?”
“What do you want to talk about the past for? Don’t make
me sick. That’s all dead and gone. It doesn’t matter to me
and Ernest. We’re together now. We’re in love now.”
In love. With Ernie. Ernest. Now.
“O.K.,” I said.
“Sorry I yelled at you. Did I yell? I’m sorry. You’re our
friend and you brought me my things and I appreciate it.
You’re Ernest’s cousin and you’re our family.”
She slipped behind me and her fingers darted into my
armpits and she began to tickle me, at first lazily and then
furiously.
“Aren’t you? Aren’t you?”
I tried to get free but I couldn’t. I went into spasms of
suffering laughter and wriggled and cried out and begged
her to stop. Which she did, when she had me quite helpless,
and both of us were out of breath.
“You’re the ticklishest person I ever met,” she said.
I had to wait a long time for the bus, stamping my feet on
the pavement. When I got to the college, I had missed my
second class, as well as the first, and I was late for my work
in the cafeteria. I changed into my green cotton uniform in
the broom closet and pushed my mop of black hair (the
worst hair in the world for showing up in food, the manager
had warned me) under a cotton snood.
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I was supposed to get the sandwiches and salads out on the
shelves before the doors opened for lunch, but now I had to
do it with an impatient line of people watching me.
I thought of what Beverly and Kay had said, about spoiling
my chances with men, marking myself off in the wrong
way. How scornful I’d been when they said it, but maybe
they’d been right, after all. It appeared that, except in
examinations, I got many things wrong.
After I’d finished cleaning up the cafeteria tables, I
changed back into my ordinary clothes and went to the
college library to work on my essay.
An underground tunnel fed from the Arts Building to the
library, and on bulletin boards around the entrance to this
tunnel were posted advertisements for movies and
restaurants and used bicycles and typewriters, as well as
notices for plays and concerts. The Music Department
announced that a free recital of songs composed to fit the
poems of the English country poets would be presented on
a date that had now passed. I had seen this notice before,
and did not have to look at it to be reminded of the names:
Herrick, Housman, Tennyson. A few steps into the tunnel
the lines began to assault me:
On Wenlock Edge the wood’s in trouble.
Had he known? Had he known that I would never think of
those lines again without feeling the prickle of the
upholstery on my bare haunches? The sticky prickly shame.
A far greater shame it seemed now than at the time. He had
got me, in spite of myself.
From far, from eve and morning
And yon twelve-winded sky,
The stuff of life to knit me
Blew hither: here am I.
No.
What are those blue remembered hills,
What s
pires, what farms are those?
No, never.
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White in the moon the long road lies
That leads me from my love.
No. No. No.
I would always be reminded of what I had done. What I
had agreed to do. Not been forced, not ordered, not even
persuaded. Agreed to do.
Nina would know. She would be laughing about it. Not
cruelly, but just the way she laughed at so many things. She
would always remind me.
Nina and Ernie. In my life from now on.
The college library was a high beautiful space, designed
and built and paid for by people who believed that those
who sat at its long tables in front of open books—even
those who were hungover, sleepy, resentful, and
uncomprehending—should have space above them, panels
of dark gleaming wood around them, high windows
bordered with Latin admonitions through which to look at
the sky. For a few years before they went into
schoolteaching or business or began to rear children, they
should have that. And now it was my turn and I would have
it, too.
“Sir Gawain and the Green Knight.”
I was writing a good essay. I would probably get an A. I
would go on writing essays and getting A’s because that
was what I could do. The people who awarded
scholarships, who built universities and libraries, would
continue to dribble out money so that I could do it.
People like Mr. Purvis.
Still, those dribbles, that charity, did not make me amount
to anything in their eyes. What I was doing here did not
really matter. Somehow I had not known that. Nina knew it
now and probably she had always known it. Ernie, too,
though he had thought it his duty to pretend otherwise. Mr.
Purvis and Mrs. Winner. Even Beth and Kay and Beverly
knew that you had to get a footing somewhere else. This
was only a game.
And I had thought it was the other way round.
Just as I had made myself believe that it was a challenge
with Mr. Purvis and that I had won, or come off equal.
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Equal?
Nina did not stay with Ernie for even one week. One day he
came home and found her gone. Gone her coat and boots,
her lovely clothes and the kimono that I had brought over.
Gone her taffy hair and her tickling and the extra warmth of
her skin and the little unh-unhs when she moved. All gone
with no explanation, not a word on paper.
Ernie was not one, however, to shut himself up and mourn.
He said so, when he phoned to tell me the news and check
on my availability for Sunday dinner. We climbed the stairs
to the Old Chelsea and he commented on the fact that this
was our last dinner before the Christmas holidays. He
helped me off with my coat and I smelled Nina’s smell.
Could it still be on his skin?
No. The source was revealed when he passed something to
me. Something like a large handkerchief.
“Just put it in your coat pocket,” he said.
Not a handkerchief. The texture was sturdier, with a slight
ribbing. An undershirt.
“I don’t want it around,” he said, and by his voice you
might have thought that it was just underwear in general
that he did not want around, never mind that it was Nina’s
and smelled of Nina.
He ordered the roast beef, and cut and chewed it with his
normal efficiency and polite appetite. I gave him the news
from home, which as usual at this time of year consisted of
the size of the snowdrifts, the number of blocked roads, the
winter havoc that gave us distinction.
After some time, Ernie said, “I went round to his house.
But there was nobody in it.”
“Whose house?”
“Her uncle’s,” he said. He knew which house it was,
because he and Nina had driven past it, after dark. There
was nobody there now, he said. They had packed up and
gone.
It had been her choice, after all. “It’s a woman’s privilege,”
he said. “Like they say, it’s a woman’s privilege to change
her mind.”
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His eyes, now that I looked into them, had a dry famished
look, and the skin around them was dark and wrinkled. He
pursed his mouth, controlling a tremor, then talked on, with
an air of trying to see all sides, trying to understand.
“It wasn’t the money. It was just that he was old and senile
and she has a soft heart. And the fact that he looked after
her when her parents were killed.”
If I stared for a moment, he didn’t notice.
“I wouldn’t have objected to us taking him in. I told her I
was used to old people. But I guess she didn’t want to put
that on me.
“It was a shock, all right, when I came home and she was
gone. But you just have to roll with the punches. Better not
to expect too much. You can’t take everything personally.”
When I went past the coats on my way to the ladies’ room,
I got the shirt out of my pocket. I stuffed it in with the used
towels.
That day in the library I had been unable to go on with Sir
Gawain. I had torn a page from my notebook and picked up
my pen and walked out. On the landing outside the library
doors there was a pay phone, and beside that hung a phone
book. I looked through the phone book and on the piece of
paper I wrote two things. They were not phone numbers but
addresses.
1648 Henfryn Street.
The other address, which I needed only to confirm, was
363 Carlisle Street.
I walked back through the tunnel to the Arts Building and
entered the little shop across from the Common Room. I
had enough change in my pocket to buy an envelope and a
stamp. I tore off the part of the paper with the Carlisle
Street address on it and put that scrap into the envelope. I
sealed the envelope and on the front of it I wrote the name
of Mr. Purvis and the address on Henfryn Street. All in
block capitals. Then I licked and fixed the stamp. I think
that in those days it would have been a four-cent stamp.
Just outside the shop was a mail chute. I slipped the
envelope into it, there in the wide lower corridor of the Arts
Building, with people passing me on their way to classes,
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on their way to have a smoke and maybe a game of bridge
in the Common Room.
Most of them on a course, as I was, of getting to know the
ways of their own wickedness.
I kept on learning things. I learned that Uricon, the Roman
camp, is now Wroxeter, a town on the Severn River. ♦
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ﻛﺎرﻻ 148ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﺷﻨﻴﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺎﻻي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪي
در ﺟﺎده ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ آن ﺗﭙﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺮﺳﺪ.
اوﺳﺖ.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد.
149
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن  -ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ  -از ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت ﻳﻮﻧـﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .از درِ اﻧﺒﺎر ﻏﻠﻪ  -اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ در داﺧﻞ آن ﻛﻪ از
ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاﺣﺘـﻲ دﻳـﺪه ﺷـﻮد -ﺑـﻪ ﺟـﺎده ﭼـﺸﻢ
دوﺧﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ از آﻧﺠﺎ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ) ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ-م( ،ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺣﺪود ﻧﻬﺼﺪ ﻣﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﻻﺗﺮ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛـﻼرك
و ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺳﺖ.
اﮔﺮ او ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺎ
ﺣﺎﻻ از ﺳﺮﻋﺘﺶ ﻛﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﻛـﺎرﻻ اﻣﻴـﺪوار ﺑـﻮد.
ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﺑﻮد ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﺳﺮش را ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺖ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ -ﻫﻤﻪ
ي ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ را از ﻣﻴﺎن رد ﻫـﺎ
و دﺳﺖ اﻧﺪازﻫﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎران در ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫﺎ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺎﻧﻮر
ﻛﻨﺪ – اﻣﺎ او دﺳﺘﺶ را از روي ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻧﻜﺮد ﻛـﻪ دﺳـﺘﻲ
ﺗﻜﺎن دﻫﺪ ،ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻧﺸﺪ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﮔﺬرا داﺷﺖ از دﺳـﺖ آﻓﺘﺎﺑـﺴﻮﺧﺘﻪ ي ﺗـﺎ ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ
ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ،ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﭘﻴﺶ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺣﺎﻻ
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ﺳﻔﻴﺪﺗﺮ از ﺑﻠﻮﻧﺪ ﻧﻘﺮه اي و اﺑﺮازﻛﺮدﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﻢ ﺑﺮاﻧﮕﻴﺨﺘـﻪ و
ﻫﻢ ﺟﺬاﺑﻴﺖ را در ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ .درﺳﺖ ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن در اﻳـﻦ ﺟـﺎده ﺗـﺮدد ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺳـﺮش را
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﺑﺮق زدن روﺷﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد از اﻣﻴﺪواري ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺎرﻻ را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن وا داﺷﺖ.
ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻼرك ﻫﻨﻮر ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .اﮔﺮ او ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﺎﻣﭙﻴﻮﺗﺮ ﺑـﻮد،
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺸﺘﺶ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه و ﺟﺎده ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ.
اﻣﺎ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴـﺴﻮن ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -.ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ
ﻣﻮاد ﻏﺬاي .در آن ﺻﻮرت ﻛﻼرك او را ﻣـﻲ دﻳـﺪ .و ﭘـﺲ از
ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ،روﺷﻨﺎي ﭼﺮاﻏﺶ ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد .اﻣـﺎ اﻳـﻦ در ﻣـﺎه
ﺟﻮﻻي ﺑـﻮد و ﻫـﻮا ﺗـﺎ دﻳـﺮ وﻗـﺖ ﺗﺎرﻳـﻚ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ روﺷـﻦ
ﻛﺮدن ﭼﺮاغ اذﻳﺖ ﻧﺸﻮد ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد زوﺗﺮ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮود.
از ﻃﺮف دﻳﮕﺮ ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎران ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎرﻳـﺪ .ﺻـﺪاي ﺑـﺎران
ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ روي ﺳـﻘﻒ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎي روي
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ) ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺘﺤﺮك -ﻣﻮﺑﻴﻞ ﻫﺎوس – م( ﺻﺒﺢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻧﺪ.
رد ﭘﺎ در ﮔﻞ ﻋﻤﻴﻖ ﺑﻮد ،ﺳﺎﻗﻪ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻋﻠﻔﻬـﺎ در آن ﻏﻮﻃـﻪ ور
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .رﻳﺰش آب ﻣﺜﻞ دوش ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ،ﺣﺘـﻲ در آن ﻟﺤﻈـﺎت
روي ﺳﺮ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ از آﺳﻤﺎن ﺑﺎرﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اي
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ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻛﻼه ﮔﺸﺎد ﻟﺒﻪ ﭘﻬﻦ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ اﺳﺘﺮاﻟﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺴﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﻫﺮ وﻗﺖ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ اﺣﺴﺎس ﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و
ﻟﺒﻪ ي دراز ﻛﻠﻔﺖ آن را ﺑﻄـﺮف ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ روي ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻨﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺲ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﻮاري ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ .ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻼرك و ﻛـﻼرا
رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ در اﻃﺮاف ﻛﺎﻣﭗ ﻧﺪﻳﺪﻧﺪ ،در ﻗﻬﻮه ﺧﺎﻧﻪ،
و در دﻓﺘﺮ اداره ﺗﻮرﻳﺴﺘﻲ و ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻔﻜﺮﺷـﺎن
ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪ داﻧﺶ آﻣـﻮز ﺑـﺮاي درس داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .و آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻃﺒﻖ ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ دﺳـﺘﻪ اي از
داﺷﻦ آﻣﻮزان ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت ،ﻣﺮﺧﺼﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و ﺑﻪ
ﻛﺎﻣﭗ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ ،آﻧﻬﺎ در ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻳـﺎ
ﻓﻘﻂ درس را ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻮا ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻞ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﮔﺮ آﻧﻬﺎ دﻳﺮ اﺑﻄـﻼل
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻛﻼرك ﭘﻮﻟﺶ را ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ.
ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎﻳﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ وﻟﻲ ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺑﺎ ﭘـﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻦ،
از ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛﺮدن دﺳﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻧﺪ.
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﻘﺪاري درآﻣﺪ از ﺳﻪ اﺳـﺐ وﺟـﻮد داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻮرد
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺑﻮد .آن ﺳﻪ اﺳﺐ و ﭼﻬﺎرﺗﺎ از آن ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن در دﺷﺖ
رﻫﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻛﻪ ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰاﻧﻪ در ﻣﻴﺎن ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎ زﻳﺮ درﺧﺖ ﺳﻘﻠﻤﻪ
ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدن ﻃﻮﻳﻠﻪ را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ
ﻛﺎرش را اﻧﺠـﺎم داده ﺑـﻮد -.ﻧﻈـﻢ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮل ﻫـﺮ روزه اش را
دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ؛ ﻓﻀﺎي ﺑﺎز زﻳﺮ ﺳﻘﻒ ﻃﻮﻳﻠﻪ و ﺑﻮﻫﺎ را .ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ
رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ داﻳﺮه ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ) ﭼﺮخ دادن اﺳﺐ در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ داﻳـﺮه اي ﺷـﻜﻞ –
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م( را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ زﻣﻴﻦ ﭼﻘﺪر ﺧﺸﻚ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ رﮔﺒﺎر ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي،
ﺑﺨﺼﻮص ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ ي ﭘـﻴﺶ ﺑﻄـﻮر ﻧﺎﮔﻬـﺎﻧﻲ و
ﺳـﭙﺲ ﺟﺮﻗـﻪ اي در ﺑـﺎﻻي درﺧﺘـﺎن و ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎران ﺷـﺪﻳﺪ
ﻛﻮرﻛﻨﻨﺪه اﻓﻘﻲ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻃﻮﻓﺎن ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ رﺑﻊ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻃﻮل
ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز در ﻃﻮل ﺟﺎده ﺧﻄﻮط آﺑﻲ ﻓﺮو
ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ از ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻚ ﮔﺴﺘﺮده ﺑﺎﻻي ﺣﻠﻘﻪ
ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ﭘﺎره ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد  .ﮔﻮداﻟﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ درﻳـﺎ در ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن رد آب
درﺳﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .و ﻛﻼرك ﺗﺎ ﺷﺐ ﻛـﺎر ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﺗـﺎ از آب
ﺗﺨﻠﻴﻪ ﺷﻮد.
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ او در وﺑﺴﺎﻳﺖ داﺷـﺖ دﻧﺒـﺎل ﮔﻴـﺮ آوردن ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻘﻒ ﺳﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ زاﺋﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻗﻴﻤﺘﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ
از ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻮادي ﺧﻼص ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي دﺳـﺖ دوم .او ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﺼﺎﻟﺢ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻓﺮوﺷـﻲِ "ﻫـﺎي و روﺑـﺮت ﺑـﺎﻛﻠﻲ " 150در
ﺷﻬﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ او آن را ﻣـﺼﺎﻟﺢ ﻓﺮوﺷـﻲ ﻏـﺎرﺗﮕﺮان
ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﺎز ،151ﻧﺎم داده ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن او ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭘـﻮل ﺑـﺪﻫﻜﺎر ﺑـﻮد و
دﻋﻮاﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ داﺷﺖ.
ﻛﻼرك اﻏﻠﺐ دﻋﻮا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﭘـﻮل
ﺑﺪﻫﻜﺎر ﺑﻮد .دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺶ ،اﺟﺒﺎر ﻛـﺮدن آﻏـﺎزﻳﻨﺶ ،ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﺗﺮش ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺟﺎﻫـﺎﻳﻲ در ﺷـﻬﺮ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او
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ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻗﻴﻞ و ﻗﺎل ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ آن ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ .دراگ اﺳﺘﻮر ﻳﻜـﻲ
از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد .زن ﭘﻴﺮي ﺑﺎ ﻓﺸﺎر ﺟﻠﻮي او رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد – ﺑﺮاي اﻳـﻦ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد و ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد و
ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﺗﻪ ﺻﻒ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻓﺸﺎر ﺟﻠﻮ آﻣﺪ  ،و ﻛـﻼرك
اﻋﺘﺮاض ﻛﺮد و ﻓﺮوﺷﻨﺪه ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد" اﻣﻔﻴـﺰم ،152دارد،
ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟ ﻣـﻦ ﺧـﻮدم ﺑﻮاﺳـﻴﺮ دارم" و
رﺋﻴﺲ دراگ اﺳﺘﻮر ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ آن دﻟﻴـﻞ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد .و در ﻳﻚ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ در ﺑﺰرﮔـﺮاه ﺻـﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺒﻠﻴـﻎ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎ ﺗﺨﻔﻴﻒ ،داده ﻧﺸﺪ ﭼﻮن از ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻳﺎزده ﺻﺒﺢ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد و ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬـﻮه اش را روي
ﻛﻒ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ – ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از دﺳﺘﺶ اﻓﺘـﺎد،
از اﻳﻨﺮو آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ،ﺑﭽـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ ﭘﺮﺳـﻪ ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﺪ ) .ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ
ﻛﻮدﻛﺎﻧﻪ ،ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑـﺎزي – م( ،او ﻃﺒﻜﺎراﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﻴﻢ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ
دور ﺑﻮده و ﻓﻨﺠﺎن را ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ ﭼـﻮن ﻧﻌﻠﺒﻜـﻲ داده ﻧـﺸﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻌﻠﺒﻜﻲ ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ.
و ﻏﻴﺮه
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻏﻀﺐ ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ "
" آن ﭼﻴﺰﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدان دارﻧﺪ"
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ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺟﺮات ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد در ﺑﺎره ﭼﭗ اﻓﺘﺎدﻧﺶ ﺑﺎ ﺟﻮي ﺗﺎﻛﺮ
زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ او ﺟـﻮي ﻓـﺎﻛﺮ 154ﻧـﺎم داده اﺳـﺖ،
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﺟﻮي در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺪار ﺑـﻮد و اﺳـﺒﺶ را ﭘـﻴﺶ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻳﻚ زن زود ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺷﻮ ي ﺳﻴﻨﺔ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ
ﺑﺎداﻣﻲ ،ﺑﻮد .ﺟﻮي ﺗﺎﻛﺮ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ در ﺣﺎل و ﻫﻮاي ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﺑـﻮد،
او را ﻟﻴﺰي ﺑﻮردن 155ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ .دﻳـﺮوز ﺑﻴـﺮون زده ﺑـﻮد ﻧـﻪ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در ﺣﺎل ﺷﻮخ و ﺷﻨﮕﻲ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ .و در
ﻣﻮرد ﻣﺤﻜﻢ ﻧﺸﺪن ﺳﻘﻒ ﮔﻠﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن اﻓﺘـﻀﺎح
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ اﮔﺮ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .در واﻗﻊ ﻟﻴﺰي
ﭼﻴﺰي اش ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻛﻼرك ﺣﺘﻲ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺑﻪ او ﺗﺴﻜﻴﻦ
ﺑﺪﻫﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮي ﺗﺎﻛﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﮔﻬـﺎﻧﻲ ﻏـﻀﺐ ﻛـﺮد و
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎي آﻧﻬﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺨﺮوﺑﻪ اﺳﺖ ،و ﻟﻴﺰي ﺳـﺰاوار ﺟـﺎي
ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﺳﺖ .و ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺧﻮدت اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜـﻦ .ﺟـﻮي
ﺟﺎي ﻟﻴﺰي را ﻋﻮض ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻛـﻼرك
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺎدﻳﺎﻧﺶ را رام ﺧﻮدش ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد ،ﻧﭙـﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺎري ﺑﺎ او داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛـﺎرﻻ اﻫﻤﻴـﺖ داﺷـﺖ ،ﻏﻴﺒـﺖ
ﻓﻠﻮرا ﺑﻮد ﺑﺰ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ اﺳﺒﻬﺎ در اﺳﻄﺒﻞ و دﺷـﺖ،
ﺟﻮر ﺑﻮد .دو روز ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ از او ﻧﺒﻮد و ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ
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ﻛﺎﻳﻮﺗﻲ ﻫﺎ) ﮔﺮگ ﺻﺤﺮاﻳﻲ اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎي ﺷـﻤﺎﻟﻲ – م ( ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺧﺮس او
را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺷﺐ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺧﻮاب ﻓﻠﻮرا دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺷﺐ ﭘﻴﺶ از آن ﻫـﻢ .در
ﺧﻮاب اول ،ﻓﻠﻮرا درﺳﺖ دم رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ آﻣﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﻴﺐ
ﻗﺮﻣﺰي در دﻫﺎﻧﺶ اﻣﺎ در ﺧﻮاب دوم – ﺷـﺐ ﭘـﻴﺶ  -ﻓـﺮار
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ دﻳﺪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﭘﺎي او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ زﺧﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ
آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻓﺮار ﻛﺮد .او ﻛﺎرﻻ را ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﻧﻊ دﻳﻮار ﺳﻴﻤﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ
ﻣﺎﻧﻊ ﺳﻴﻤﻲ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻪ ﺟﻨﮕﻲ ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﺑﻮده
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻌﺪ او – ﻓﻠﻮرا – در ﻣﻴﺎن آن ﻟﻴﺰ ﺧﻮرد و ﭘﺎﻳﺶ زﺧﻤﻲ
ﺷﺪ و ﻫﻤﻪ  ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎرﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ﺳـﺮ ﺧـﻮرد و ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳـﺪ
ﺷﺪ.
ﺗﺎ ﺳﻪ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ،ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﺤﺮك) ﻣﻮﺑﻴﻞ ﻫـﺎوس –
م( واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد .او آن را ﺑﻪ آن اﺳﻢ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ.
ﻣﺜﻞ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدرش ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳـﺖ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ي ﻣﺘﺤـﺮك
ﻣﺘﻈﺎﻫﺮاﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮﻫﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و آن ﻫﻢ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﺑـﻮد .ﻳـﻚ ﺗﺮﻳﻠـﺮ از دﻳﮕـﺮ ﺗﺮﻳﻠـﻲ ﻫـﺎ
ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﻧﺒﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻘﻞ ﻣﻜﺎن ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،زﻣﺎﻳﻨﻜﻪ
او اﻳﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﺑﺎ ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪ ،ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ از
درﻳﭽﻪ ﺗﺎزه اي ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭘﺲ از آن ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺘﺤﺮك
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ او واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﭼﻄﻮر ﺗﻌﻤﻴـﺮش ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ -ﻧﻮع ﭘﺮده اي ﻛﻪ آوﻳﺰان ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻃﺮﻳﻘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
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ﺷﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ .او ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ از ﺧـﻮدش اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺗﻮاﻧﺎﻳﻲ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻛﻼرك ﺗﺎ ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﺑﺎ اﻳﺪه اي ﻣﻮاﻓﻖ ﻋﻤﻞ ﻛﺮد .او ﭘﻠﻜـﺎن ﺗـﺎزه
اي ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻣﺪت زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدن ﻳﻚ ﻧـﺮده ي
آﻫﻨﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ وﻗﺖ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .از ﺧﺮج ﻛﺮدن ﺑـﺮاي رﻧـﮓ
ﻛﺮدن آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ و ﺣﻤﺎم ﻳﺎ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﭘﺮده ﮔﻠﻪ اي ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻓﺮش ﭘﺎره ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ او ﭼﻪ ﻛﺮد؟ ﻓﺮﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻫﺮ اﺗـﺎﻗﻲ
ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺎرﻻ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻋﻮض ﺑﺸﻮد.
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻪ داﻳﺮه ﻗﻬﻮه اي  ،ﻫﺮ ﻛﺪام ﺑﻪ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻗﻬﻮه اي
ﺗﻴﺮه ﺗﺮ ،ﭼﺮﻛﻲ و رﻳﺨﺖ وارﻓﺘﻪ ،ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﺪت
زﻳﺎدي ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺗﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﻜﻞ و رﻳﺨـﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﻴﻮه ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺷﻮد ،ﺑﻌﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ زﻣﺎن ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد،
وﻗﺖ زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاي درﺳﺖ ﻛـﺮدن آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺻـﺮف ﻛـﺮد .ﺗـﺼﻤﻴﻢ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻬﺎر ﺗﻜـﻪ را ﺑـﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﻢ ﭼـﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪن ﻳـﻚ ﻗﻄﻌـﻪ
ﻫﻤﺎﻫﻨﮓ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﮔﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑـﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﺗﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﮔﺎه ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻼش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﻛﻪ آراﻣﺸﻲ از ﺣﺎل و ﻫﻮاي ﻛﻼرك داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر در آن وﻗﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ وﺿﻊ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﻜﺸﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻴﺎدش ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ ﻛﺎر در ﻃﻮﻳﻠﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ.
اﺳﺒﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل ﻧﺒـﻮد اﻣـﺎ
ﻓﻠﻮرا ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ ،دور و ﺑﺮش ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺸﺖ و
ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪ و ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎرش
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ﻫﻤـﺪردي ﻛــﺎﻣﻠﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد ،در ﭼــﺸﻤﺎن زرد-ﺳـﺒﺰ ش او ﻳــﻚ
زﺣﻤﺖ ﺑﻴﻬﻮده دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻠﻮرا ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻼرك او را از
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺰرﻋﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ آورد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻓﺴﺎر و ﻳﺮاق اﺳﺐ
ﺗﻬﻴﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺰ اﺳﺒﻬﺎ را آرام ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ و
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آن را ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ اﻧﺠـﺎم دﻫـﺪ .در آﻏـﺎز او
ﻛﺎﻣﻼ دﺳﺖ آﻣﻮز ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻮد ،ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻠﺐ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻗﺼﻴﺪ .او ﻣﺜـﻞ ﻳـﻚ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﮔﺮﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﭼﺴﺖ و دﻟﭙﺬﻳﺮ و ﺑﺮاﻧﮕﻴﺰاﻧﻨﺪه ﺑـﻮد .و ﺷـﺒﺎﻫﺖ او ﺑـﻪ
ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻲ رﻳﺎ در ﻋﺸﻖ ورزﻳﺪن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮدو ﻧﻔﺮ آﻧﻬـﺎ را
ﺑﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه وا ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ ﺷﺪ ﺧـﻮد را ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪ .و در اﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ ﻓﻠﻮرا ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﻋﺎﻗﻠﺘﺮ ،ﻛﻤﺘـﺮ
ﺑﺎزﻳﮕﻮش ﺷﺪ –ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ راﻣﺘﺮ و ﺧﻨﺪه آورﺗﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ
ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺮ ﺷﺪ .رﻓﺘﺎر ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺎ اﺳﺒﻬﺎ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺘﺎﻧﻪ ،ﺳـﺨﺘﮕﻴﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑـﻮد،
ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺎدراﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ ﺑﺎ ﻓﻠـﻮرا ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ
ﻓﺮق ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻓﻠﻮرا ﺑﺪون ﺣﺲ ﺑﺮﺗﺮاﻧﻪ او را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ي ﻛﺎر در اﺳﻄﺒﻞ را در ﻣﻲ آورد
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ" ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﻫﻴﭻ ﺧﺒﺮي از ﻓﻠﻮرا ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟" ﻛـﻼرك آﮔﻬـﻲ
اي در اﻳﻨﺘﺮﻧﺖ ﻣﺒﻨﻲ ﺑﺮ ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪن ﻳﻚ ﺑﺰ ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮش ﺷﻠﻮغ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺻـﺪاي ﻏﻴـﺮ
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ" .ﺑﺮاي اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻠـﻮرا
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدن ﺟﻔﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
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ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي در ﺑﺎره ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﻧﮕﻔﺖ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻛﺘﺮي را روﺷﻦ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﻼرك زﻣﺰﻣﺰﻣﻪ اي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻛﺎﻣﭙﻴﻮﺗﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ واﮔﻮﻳﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ "ﻣﺰﺧﺮف" ،در ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺎﻟﺸﻲ
ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺎه ﮔﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ آورد وﻗﺘﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ از او در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺟﻮﻛﻲ ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨﺪي ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺻﺪا زد " ،ﭼﺎي ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاي؟" و در ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ اش ،ﻛـﺎرﻻ
ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻄﺮف آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ آﻣﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر .ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﺎرﻻ"
" ﭼﻪ؟"
" ﭘﺲ او ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﺮد "
" ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﺮد؟"
" ﻋﻠﻴﺎﺣﻀﺮت" " ﻣﻠﻜﻪ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ،ﺗﺎزه ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ".
" ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ را ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪم"
" از ﺗﻮ ﻧﭙﺮﺳﻴﺪم ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪي".
" ﭘﺲ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﺮد؟"
" ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮوي ﺑﻪ او در ﺑﺴﺘﻦ اﺳﺒﻬﺎ ﻛﻤﻜﺶ ﻛﻨﻲ .اﻳـﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻓﺮدا"
" ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ او ﭼﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ؟"
" ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺣﺘﻤﺎ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاي اﻃﻤﻴﻨـﺎن زﻧـﮓ
ﺑﺰﻧﻲ".
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﭼﺮا ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ؟
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در ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﺸﺎن ﭼﺎي رﻳﺨﺖ " .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ راﮔﻮن وارد ﺷﺪﻧﺪ
و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﻬﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻛـﺴﻲ ﭼـﻪ
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ".
" ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ او زﻧـﮓ ﺑـﺰﻧﻢ .ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ
ﭼﺎﻳﻢ را ﺑﻨﻮﺷﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ دوش ﺑﮕﻴﺮم".
" ﻫﺮﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﭼﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺣﻤﺎم ﺑﺮد.
" ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻐﺎزه ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺸﻮﻳﻲ اﺗﻮﻣﺎﺗﻴﻚ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺣﻮﻟـﻪ
ﻫﺎ ﺧﺸﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ".
" دارﻳﻢ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع را ﻋﻮض ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﻛﺎرﻻ".
ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﺣﻤﺎم رﻓﺖ ،ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻴﺮون ﭘﺸﺖ در
اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ زد.
" ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺬارم ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ي دﻓﺎﻋﻲ ﺑﻜﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﺎرﻻ "
وﻗﺘﻲ از ﺣﻤﺎم داﺷﺖ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻫﻨـﻮز
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﭘﺸﺖ در اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ او ﭘـﺸﺖ ﻛـﺎﻣﭙﻴﻮﺗﺮ
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮ
ﺑﺮود -اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ از آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﻣﻐﺎزه ﻟﻴﺎﺳـﺸﻮﻳﻲ
اﺗﻮﻣﺎﺗﻴﻚ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ،ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻛـﺎﭘﻮﭼﻴﻨﻮ ﺑﺨﻮرﻧـﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد
ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﮔﭗ ﺑﺰﻧﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻘﺪاري ﺳﺒﻚ و رﻫﺎ ﺷﺪن
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﺸﻮد .ﺑـﺎ ﻗـﺪﻣﻬﺎي ﺳـﺮزﻧﺪه و ﺷـﺎد ﺑـﻪ اﺗـﺎق
ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ رﻓﺖ و دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دور او ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺤـﺾ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻮﺟﻲ از اﻧﺪوه ﻫﻤﻪ او را در ﺧﻮد
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ﮔﺮﻓﺖ -ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺶِ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣـﺪن از ﺣﻤـﺎم ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ،ﻋـﺮق
رﻳﺰاﻧﺶ را راه اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد – و روي ﻛﻼرك ﺧـﻢ ﺷـﺪ ،ﻓـﺮو
رﻳﺨﺘﻦ و ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺘﻦ.
دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را از روي ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺗﺎﻳﭗ ﺑﺮداﺷـﺖ اﻣـﺎ ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻘﻂ از ﻣﻦ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﺒﺎش "
" ﻣﻦ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .ﻓﻘﻂ ازاﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺷﺪﻧﺖ ﺑﻴﺮارم ..ﻫﻤﻴﻦ "
" ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮ ازﻣﻦ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ "
" ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﻮ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ .ﻣـﻦ را از ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ اﻧـﺪازي ) از
ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﺮا ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ داري – م ( .ﺑﺮو ﺧـﻮدت را ﻛﻨﺘـﺮل ﻛـﻦ .ﺷـﺎم را
ﺷﺮوع ﻛﻦ".
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮد .او در واﻗﻊ اﻻن آدم ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭘـﻨﺞ ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺳﻴﺐ زﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ و ﺷـﺮوع ﻛـﺮد ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪن آﻧﻬﺎ اﻣﺎ اﺷﻜﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ را ﺑـﺎ
ﺣﻮﻟﻪ ﻛﺎﻏﺬي ﭘﺎك ﻛﺮد و ﻳﻜﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮد ﺑﺮداﺷـﺖ و ﺑـﻪ
داﺧﻞ ﺑﺎران رﻓﺖ .ﺑﻪ اﺳﻄﺒﻞ ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓـﺖ ﭼـﻮن ﺑـﺪون ﻓﻠـﻮرا
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺴﻴﺎر دردﻧﺎك ﺑﻮد ،از ﺑﺎرﻳﻜﻪ راه ﺑﻄﺮف ﺟﻨﮕﻞ رﻓـﺖ.
اﺳﺒﻬﺎ در ﻗﺴﻤﺖ دﻳﮕﺮ دﺷﺖ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻄﺮف ﻧﺮده آﻣﺪﻧﺪ و
او را ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻟﻴﺰي ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻟﻴﺰي اي ﻛﻪ ﺟﺴﺖ و ﺧﻴـﺰ
و ﺧﺮﻧﺎس ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ آﮔﻬﻲ درﮔﺬﺷﺖ را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺪ ،ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﮔﻬـﻲ
درﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن در روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ .ﺗﺎ ﻳﻜﺴﺎل ﭘـﻴﺶ،
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ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن را ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ در
ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد او ﮔﻴﺎﻫـﺸﻨﺎﺳﻲ را در ﻛـﺎﻟﺠﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﭼﻬﻞ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ دورﺗﺮ ﺑﻮد آﻣﻮﺧﺖ ،از اﻳـﻦ رو وﻗـﺖ زﻳـﺎدي ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ در ﺟﺎده ﺑﮕﺬراﻧﺪ .او ﺷﺎﻋﺮ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺷـﺎﻋﺮ و ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴﺮ – ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺴﺖ ﺳﺎل ﻣﺴﻦ ﺗﺮ از ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن – او
ﺗﻨﻮﻣﻨﺪ و ﻓﻌﺎل ﺑﻮد .او ﺳﻴﺴﺘﻢ آﺑﻴﺎري در ﻣﺤﻞ ﺧـﻮدش راه
اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ ،آﺑﮕﺬرﻫﺎ را ﺗﻤﻴـﺰ ﻛـﺮد و آﻧﻬـﺎ را ﺑـﺎ ﭼﻴـﺪن ﺳـﻨﮓ
ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﺑﺎغ ﺳـﺒﺰﻳﺠﺎت راه اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ و دورش را ﻧـﺮده
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،درﺧﺘﻬﺎي ﺳﺮراه را ﺑﺮﻳﺪ ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ
از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﻋﺒﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – .ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺗﻌﻤﻴﺮ ﻛـﺮدن
ﻛﻪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﺮ ﺻﺎﺣﺒﺨﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻣﺪﺗﻲ اداره اش ﻛﻨﺪ
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي ﻟﻮﻟﻪ ﻛﺸﻲ ،ﺳﻴﻤﻜﺸﻲ و ﻧﻴـﺰ ﺳـﻘﻒ را درﺳـﺖ
ﻛﺮدن ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد
وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ آﮔﻬﻲ درﮔﺬﺷﺖ را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻛﺎرﻻ و ﻛﻼرك ﺑـﺮاي
اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻟﺌﻮن ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺟـﺎﻳﺰه
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ در ﭘﻨﺞ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ از ﻣـﺮﮔﺶ ﺑـﻮد .ﺟـﺎﻳﺰه اي ﺑـﺮاي
ﺷﻌﺮ.
ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪت ﻛﻮﺗﺎﻫﻲ ،ﻛـﻼرك ﮔﻔـﺖ " ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ وادار
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﺑﭙﺮدازد"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ او در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﺪ
اﻣﺎ آن را ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻛﺮد.
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ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ دﻳﺮ ﺷﺪه" ﺗﻮ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻣـﺮدي ،ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﻛﻨﻲ"
"او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ وﻟﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ"
" او ﺑﻪ ﻳﻮﻧﺎن رﻓﺖ"
" ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ در ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫﻮﺷﻴﺎراﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ .او ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺎري ﺑـﺎ آن
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ".
" ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ او داﺷﺖ"
" ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﻈﺮي در ﺑﺎره اش ﻧﺪارد "
" ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﻢ راﻫﺶ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازﻳﻢ"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ" .
ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎﻳﺶ اداﻣﻪ داد ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺣﺮﻓﻲ ﻧـﺰده
ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻴﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻴﻢ از او ﺷـﻜﺎﻳﺖ
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﺮدم از ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭘﻮل ﺑﺪﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
آورﻧﺪ "
" ﭼﻄﻮري ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ اﻳﻨﻜﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻲ؟ ﺗﻮ از ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺮده ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺷﻜﺎﻳﺖ ﻛﻨﻲ"
" ﺗﻬﺪﻳﺪ ﻛﺮدن اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﺎﻧﺪ .ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﺎﻋﺮ
ﺑﺰرگ ﻣﻌﺎﺻﺮ .روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻗﻮرﻃﺶ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺎري ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻜﻨﻴﻢ ،ﺗﻬﺪﻳﺪ ﻛﺮدن اﺳﺖ .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻨـﺪ و ﭼـﻮﻧﺶ را
در ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﭼﻘﺪر ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﻃﻠﺐ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ؟"
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ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻮ ﻓﻘﻂ داري ﺧﻴﺎل ﭘﺮدازي ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ .داري
ﺟﻮك ﻣﻴﮕﻲ"
" در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او دﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ در ﺑﺎره اش ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
و ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ روز ﺑﻌﺪ در آن ﺑﺎره ﺣﺮف زدﻧﺪ.
و روز ﺑﻌﺪ ﻫﻢ .ﻛﻼرك ﮔﺎﻫﻲ اﻳﺪه ﻫﺎﻳﻲ از اﻳـﻦ ﺟـﻮر ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎ
داﺷﺖ اﻳﺪه ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻠﻲ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ،اﻳﺪه ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد
ﺣﺘﻲ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﻧﻮﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .ﻛـﻼرك ﺑـﺎ ﻫﻴﺠـﺎن ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮي از آن
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻌﺪ – ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﭼـﺮا -ﻛـﻼرك
دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎران اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد ،اﮔﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،ﻛﻼرك ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد اﻳﻦ اﻳـﺪه را ﻫـﻢ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﻘﻴﻪ اﻳﺪه ﻫﺎﻳﺶ رﻫﺎ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺸﺪ و در ﻃﻮل ﻣـﺎه
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ او دوﺑﺎره آن را ﻛﺎوﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﻄﺎﺑﻖ ﻳﻚ
ﻃﺮح ،اﺟﺮاﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﻮال اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﭘﻮل ﻣﻄﺎﻟﺒﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻢ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد آن زن ﺟﺪي ﻧﮕﻴﺮد .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ
ﺑﻠﻮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زﻳـﺎد اﮔـﺮ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد او را ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﻴﮕﻴﺮي وا ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ و ﻛﻠﻪ ﺷﻘﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ از ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﻛﺮدن اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻼرك داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ،دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ،ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻠﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﺮدم اﻧﺘﻈﺎر دارﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺷﺎﻋﺮاﻧـﺸﺎن
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آﻧﻄﻮر ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﭘـﺲ ارزش اﻳـﻦ را ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن آن ﭘﻮل ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻮ از ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ؟"
ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻠﻲ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ درﺳﺖ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻛـﺎرﻻ
داﺷﺖ وا ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ از اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر و ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﺎﺟﺮا را ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻛـﻼرك ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ
اﻗﺪام ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻣﺜـﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰ ﺑـﻮد .او
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻜﻪ اﻳﻦ را در ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﮔﺴﺘﺎخ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ دﻧﻴـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .او اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻧﻔﺮي
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻮل ﺣﺮف زد.
" ﺗﻮ زﺧﻤﻲ و ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ زده ﺷﺪي و ﻣـﻦ ﺷـﺮﻣﻨﺪه و زﺧﻤـﻲ
ﺷﺪم ﭼﻮن ﺗﻮ زن ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ .ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اﺣﺘﺮام اﺳﺖ".
او از اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺎ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫـﻲ ﺣـﺮف زد دوﺑـﺎره و
دوﺑﺎره  .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮد او را از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻨﺼﺮف ﻛﻨـﺪ اﻣـﺎ او
اﺻﺮار ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻗﻮل ﺑﺪه .ﻗﻮل ﺑﺪه"
ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد – .ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻧﻪ اﻧﻜﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻳﻚ وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد؟
" ﻳﺎر ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ؟"
ﮔﺎﻫﻲ او ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ اﺗﺎق ﻓﺮا ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او در آﻧﺠﺎ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟
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وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮود و ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ  ،ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر؟
ﺣﺲ ﺧﻮﺷﻮﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ .ﻳﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮش ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺧﻮب آن وﻗﺖ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ داﺧﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮي؟
او ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﮔﺎﻫﻲ
او ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ اﺗﺎﻗﺶ ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻠﻪ؟ ﻛﺎرﻻ؟ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻌﺪ؟
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻣﻲ روم ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ.
ﺧﻮب او ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ؟
اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪه و ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ،
ﺣﺘﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺸﻨﻮد ،ﺣﺘـﻲ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ در
ﻧﺎﻛﺠﺎي رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺸﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﻳـﻚ داﺳـﺘﺎن ﺧـﻮاب در ﺑـﺎره
ﻣﻮﺿﻮﻋﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺰﺋﻴﺎت ﻣﻬﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻫـﺮ زﻣـﺎن ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﺘﻘﺎﻋﺪ ﺷﺪن ،اﻛﺮاه ،ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ،ﻫﺮز ﺧﻨﺪه ،اﻓﺰوده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ) .
ﻛﺜﻴﻒ ﻛﺜﻴﻒ (.و او ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﺮﻳﺺ و ﺣﻘـﺸﻨﺎس ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫﻢ ﺑـﻮد .ﺣـﺮﻳﺺ ﺑـﺮاي ارﺿـﺎء و ﻫﻴﺠـﺎن او ،ﻫﻴﺠـﺎن
ﺧﻮدش .ﺣﻘﺸﻨﺎﺳﻲ ﻫﺮ زﻣﺎن ﻛﻪ " آن " ﻫﻨﻮز ﻋﻤﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
و در ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ي او ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ داﺷـﺖ :او ﻣـﺮد ﻣـﺴﻦِ
ﺷﻬﻮاﻧﻲ اي را دﻳﺪ .ﺑﺮآﻣﺪﮔﻲ در ﻣﻼﻓﻪ ،ﻋﻠﻴﻞ ،ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ وراي
ﺑﻴﺎن ﻛﺮدن اﻣﺎ ﺣﺮﻓﻪ اي در زﺑﺎن اﺷﺎره  ،ﺑﻴﺎن ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻬﺎﻳﺶ،
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪن ﺑﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺖ او را ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺪﺳﺘﻲ در ﺟﺮم ﺑﻪ اﺟﺒﺎر ﻛﻮﺗﺎه
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻦ و راﺑﻄﻪ ﻧﺎﻣـﺸﺮوع ﺟﻨـﺴﻲ ،ﻛـﺮد ) .ﻧﭙـﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻦ از
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ﺳﻮي ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻳﻚ ﺿﺮورت ،اﻣﺎ ،ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ،ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ،ﻋﺠﻴـﺐ ،ﺑـﻪ
آراﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻛﺎم ﺷﺪن ﻛﻼرك (
ﺣﺎﻻ و ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻦ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮد آن را از
ذﻫﻦ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻛﻨﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ آن ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﻪ ﻫﺪر دﻫﺪ .او ﺑﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺒﻬﻢ واﻗﻌﻲ و ﺗﻦ زﻳﺮ ﻣﻼﻓـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .دارو داده
ﺷﺪه و ﭼـﺮوك ﺷـﺪن ﻫـﺮ روز در ﺗﺨـﺖ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﮔﺬرا وﻗﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴـﺴﻮن
ﻳﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎراﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ از ﺑﺴﺘﻦِ در ،ﻋﻔﻠﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .او
ﺧﻮدش ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘﺮ از آن واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد.
در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ،او ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﺑﺮود اﻣﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﭘﻮل ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺖ و ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن اﺣﺴﺎس ﺗﺎﺳﻒ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد .زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻏﺎﻓﻠﮕﻴﺮﺷﺪه و ﺳﺮدر ﮔﻢ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻃـﻮري
ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب او وارد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻳﻜﻲ دو ﺑﺎر ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﮔُـﺮ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﻛﺎري واﻗﻌﺎ اﺑﻠﻬﺎﻧﻪ آﻧﻬﻢ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي آرام ﻛـﺮدن ﺟـﻮ،
اﻧﺠﺎم داد .ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻧﺎﺷﻲ و راﻧﻨﺪه ﺗﺮﺳﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ
اﺣﺴﺎس ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد .او ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺖ آن
را ﻫﻢ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻼرك در ﺣﺎل و ﻫﻮاي ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻮد.
اﻳﻨﻬﺎ دﻳﮕـﺮ روي او اﺛـﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ اﻣـﺎ داﺳـﺘﺎن درﺑـﺎره آﻗـﺎي
ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮي ﻗﺎﻃﻌﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
در آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻛﺎري ﻧﺒﻮد اﻧﺠـﺎم دﻫـﺪ ﺟـﺰ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه را ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ – ﺑﺎ ﺣﺮﺻﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ او را
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واﻗﻌﺎ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻛﻨﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻪ زود ﻛـﺎرﻻ را ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ.
ﻫﻤﻪ ي آن وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻴﻤﺎري ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .اﺗﺎﻗﻲ ﻛﻪ اﺗـﺎق
ﺧﻮاب ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ و ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻌﺪ اﺗﺎق ﻣﺮدﻧﺶ ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد و ﭘﺎﻛﻴﺰه و ﻣﺮﺗﺐ اﻧﮕﺎر ﭼﻴﺰي در آن رخ ﻧﺪاده ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺎرﻻ
در ﺗﻤــﺎم آن ﻛــﺎر و در ﻓﺎﺻــﻠﻪ ي روزﻫــﺎي آﺷــﻔﺘﮕﻲ ﻣﻴــﺎن
ﺳﻮزاﻧﺪن ﺟﻨﺎزه و ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻮﻧـﺎن ،ﻛﻤـﻚ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد .ﻫـﺮ
ﻗﻄﻌــﻪ از ﻟﺒﺎﺳــﻬﺎي ﻟﺌــﻮن ﻛــﻪ ﻫﻤﻴــﺸﻪ ﭘﻮﺷــﻴﺪه و ﺑﻌــﻀﻲ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﭙﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﻫﺪاﻳﺎ از ﺧﻮاﻫﺮاﻧﺶ ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ از ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﺪي ﺷﺎن ﺑﻴﺮون آور ده ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ،ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﭙﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ ﻣﻐﺎزه وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺮده
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎي او ،وﺳﺎﻳﻞ اﺻﻼﺣﺶ ،ﻗـﻮﻃﻲ ﻫـﺎي ﺑـﺎز
ﻧﺸﺪه ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ او را در ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺳـﺮد ﻃـﻮﻻﻧﻲ
ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﻛﺎرﺗﻨﻬﺎي داﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﻨﺠﺪ ﻛﻪ زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ ﻣـﻮرد
ﻋﻼﻗـﻪ ﺗـﺮﻳﻦ ﻏـﺬاﻳﺶ ﺑـﻮد ،ﺑﻄـﺮي ﻫـﺎي ﭘﻼﺳـﺘﻴﻜﻲ ﭘـﺮ از
ﻟﻮﺳﻴﻮن ﻛﻪ ﭘﺸﺘﺶ را آرام ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او
روﻳﺸﺎن دراز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ -ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻛﻴﺴﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻜﻲ
اﻧﺒﺎﺷــﺘﻪ ﺷــﺪ ﺗــﺎ ﺑﻌﻨــﻮان زﺑﺎﻟــﻪ دور رﻳﺨﺘــﻪ ﺷــﻮﻧﺪ و ﻛــﺎرﻻ
ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪاﻣﺸﺎن را ﺗﻘﺎﺿﺎ ﻧﻜﺮد.
او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﮕﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ آن را اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ" ﻳﺎ ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻛﺎرﺗﻨﻬﺎي ﻗﻮﻃﻲ ﺑﺎز ﻧﺸﺪﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ" ،
ﻛﺎش ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻧﺒﺮده ﺑـﻮدم .ﻛـﺎش ﻫﻤـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ را در
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ﻛﻮره ﺳﻮزاﻧﺪن زﺑﺎﻟﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺳﻮزاﻧﺪم" ،ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﻲ اي
ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﺪاد.
اﺟﺎق) ﻓﺮ – م ( را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﻛﻤﺪﻫﺎ را ﭘﺎك ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،دﻳﻮاره
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ روز ﻛﻪ ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ در اﺗـﺎق ﻧـﺸﻴﻤﻦ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺗـﺴﻠﻴﺖ ﻛـﻪ درﻳﺎﻓـﺖ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ) ،اﻧﺒﺎﺷﺘﮕﻲ روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
دﻳﺪه ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ،ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ ﺑﻨﻮﻳـﺴﻲ ،ﻛـﺎر
ﻧﺎﺗﻤﺎم ﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻮﻳﺲ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺪﺧﻂ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ(.
ﻣﺎﻫﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را اﻧﺠﺎم داده و ﺣـﺴﺮﺗﻲ
ﻧﺪارد (.ﺧﺮاب ﻛﺮدن دﻳﻮار ﺟﻨﻮﺑﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه ﻫـﺎي
ﺑﺰرگ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد ،از اﺑﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﻧـﻮر ﺧﻮرﺷـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻴﺮون زده ﺑﻮد ،ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻛﺮد = ﻳﺎ اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ از ﺳـﺎﻳﻪ ﻛـﺎرﻻ در
ﺑﺎﻻي ﻧﺮدﺑﺎن ،ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﻟﺨﺖ ،دﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﻟﺨﺖ ،و ﺻﻮرت ﻣﺼﻤﻢ
او ﺑﺎ ﺗﺎﺑﻲ ازﻣﻮي ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﻞ ﻗﺎدﺻﺪك ﺑﺮوي ﺻﻮرت ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪه ﺷﺪن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﻮد .داﺷـﺖ زورﻣﻨﺪاﻧـﻪ ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ را
اﺳﭙﺮي و ﭘﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ را دﻳﺪﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﻃﻮري ﭘﺮت ﻛﺮدﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او
داﺷﺘﻪ آن را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ را ﻏﻴﺮﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ و ﻋﺠﻴـﺐ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮﺷﺎن ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ ﺧﻨـﺪه ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ
اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد ﺧﻨﺪه اش ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﺟﺮﻳـﺎن دﻟﻨـﺸﻴﻦ در او
ﺟﺎري ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .او ﺑـﻪ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ و زود ﺗـﺼﻤﻴﻢ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ،اﺻﻠﻲ ،ﻳﺎ ﺣﺮﻓﻬـﺎي ﺑـﺎري
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ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺟﻬﺖ ،ﺳﺘﺎﻳﺸﻬﺎ و اﻓﺴﻮﺳﻬﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﮔﻮﺳـﻔﻨﺪ و
آﺟﻴﻠﻬﺎ دور رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ از ﻧﺮدﺑﺎن ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ،ﺻﺪاي ﭼﻜﻤﻪ
روي ﺳﻘﻒ را ﺷﻨﻴﺪ ،ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .او ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﺮ ﺧـﻢ
ﺷﺪه ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ اﺗﺎق آﻣﺪ و از ﭘـﺸﺘﺶ
ﮔﺬﺷﺖ ،ﺳﺮ راﻫﺶ ﺑﻪ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺖ و ﺳﻄﻞ و ﺣﻮﻟﻪ ﻫـﺎ ي
ﻛﺎﻏﺬي را زﻳﺮ ﻇﺮﻓﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﺗﻮﻗـﻒ ﻛـﺮد – او
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺮﻧﺪه ﺳﺮﻳﻊ ﺑﻮد – اﻣﺎ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ روي ﺳﺮِ ﺧـﻢ ﺷـﺪه
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ را ﺑﺒﻮﺳﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻪ راﻫﺶ رﻓﺖ .او ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﺎ ﺻـﻮت
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ زد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺻﻮﺗﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ وﻗﺖ.
آن ﺑﻮﺳﻪ در ذﻫﻦ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣﺪﺗﻬﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ "اﺧﻤﻬﺎت را ﺑﺎزﻛﻦ" ﻳﺎ " ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ درﺳﺖ ﺷﺪ"،
ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ دوﺳﺘﺎن ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ ﻛـﻪ از ﻣﻴـﺎن
اﻓﺴﺮدﮔﻴﻬﺎي زﻳﺎدي ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻮد .ﻳﺎ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﻓﻘﻂ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻪ ﻛـﺎرﻻ داﺷـﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد ﺑﻪ اﺳﺒﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ روي ،ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ آن
را ﻣﺜﻞ روﺷﻨﺎي ﻏﻨﭽﻪ اي دﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﮔﻠﺒﺮﮔﻬـﺎﻳﺶ در درون او
ﺑﺴﺎن ﺷﻌﻠﻪ ﻛﺸﺎن ﻳﺎﺋﺴﻪ ﺷﺪن ﺑـﺎ ﮔﺮﻣـﺎي ﭘﺮآﺷـﻮﺑﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺴﺘﺮد.
ﻫﺮ از ﮔﺎﻫﻲ داﻧﺶ آﻣﻮز دﺧﺘﺮ وﻳﮋه اي در ﻛﻼس ﺑﻮد – ﻳﻜﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻮﺷﻴﺎري و ﻓـﺪاﻛﺎري و ﺧﻮدﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ زﺷـﺖ ﻳـﺎ اﺷـﺘﻴﺎق
اﺻﻴﻠﺶ ﺑﺮاي دﻧﻴﺎي ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ،او را ﺑﻴﺎد ﺟـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺧـﻮدش ﻣـﻲ
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اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ .ﭼﻨﺎن دﺧﺘﺮي ﻋﺎﺑﺪاﻧﻪ دور او ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ ،ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻮﻋﻲ
ﺻﻤﻴﻤﻴﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻧـﺪ ،اﻣﻴـﺪوار ﺑـﻮد -در
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻮارد – ﺗﺼﻮر ﻛﺮدن و زود روي ﻋﺼﺒﺶ اﻧﮕﺸﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ).زود ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ اش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ – م(
ﻛﺎرﻻ اﺻﻼ ﻣﺜﻞ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﮔﺮ او ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ دﻗﻴﻘـﺎ دﺧﺘـﺮي ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او در
دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد – آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻮش ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻴﺶ از
ﺣﺪ ﺑﺎﻫﻮش ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ورزﺷﻜﺎر راﺣﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻧـﻪ ورزﺷـﻜﺎري ﺑـﺮاي
رﻗﺎﺑﺖ ،.ﺧﻮﺷﺪل اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﺑـﻞ ﻛﻨﺘـﺮل) وﺣـﺸﻲ-م( .ﺑﻄـﻮري
ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺷﺎد.
روز ﺑﻌﺪ از ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ،داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺎرﻻ درﺑﺎره ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ﺣﺮف
ﻣﻲ زد.
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮدم ،اﻳـﻦ روﺳـﺘﺎي ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﺎ دو ﺗـﻦ از
دوﺳﺘﺎن ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ام ،ﺧﻮب اﻳﻦ روﺳﺘﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ
اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳﻬﺎي ﺗﻮرﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﺻﻲ در آن ﺟﺎ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،و ﺗﻮرﻳـﺴﺘﻬﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﭘﻴـﺎده ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ و ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ و آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ ﮔـﻴﺞ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻫﻴﭻ ﺟﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﻧﺒﻮد".
ﺑﺎﻻﺧﺮه دﺧﺘﺮي ﺑﺎ اﻧﺪام ﺑﺰرگ ،ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ ،ﮔﻴﺞ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد ،در اﺗﺎﻗﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ اﻓﻜـﺎرش ﭘـﺮ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .او دﻳـﺮ ﺷـﺪه
ﻧﻔﺴﮕﻴﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن دادن ﺳﺮ ،ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زد.

PDF.tarikhema.org
۵٠٩

۵٠٩

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

و در آﻏﺎز ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺳﺮدرﮔﻢ ﺑﻮدم .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ در ﻣﻮرد
ﺳﺒﻚ ﺑﻮدن ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﺷﮕﻔﺖ اﻧﮕﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد .و ﺑﻌﺪ درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ
آﻧﺠﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم داده ﺷﻮد) در آﻧﺠﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎري ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮان ﻛـﺮد-
م( .آﻧﺠﺎ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺳﺎده ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ روز را ﭘـﺮ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﻧﻴﻢ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺟﺎده ﻗﺪم ﺑﺰﻧﻲ ﻣﻘـﺪاري
روﻏﻦ ﺑﺨﺮي .ﻧﻴﻢ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ در ﺟﻬـﺖ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻧﺎﻧـﺖ ﻳـﺎ ﺷـﺮاﺑﺖ را
ﺑﺨﺮي ،وﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺻﺒﺢ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ زﻳﺮ درﺧﺖ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻬﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردي ،.و ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻧﻬﺎر ﻫﻮا ﮔﺮﻣﺘﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﻛﺎري ﺑﻜﻨﻲ ﺑﺠﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺳﺎﻳﺒﺎن را ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي و در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑـﺖ
دراز ﺑﻜﺸﻲ و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﻲ .ﭘﺲ از آن ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ﻛـﻪ
ﺳﺎﻳﻪ ﻫﺎ درازﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻴـﺰي و ﺑـﺮاي ﺷـﻨﺎ ﻣـﻲ
روي ".آه " .ﺣﺮﻓﺶ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﺮد " .آه" ".ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدم".
ﭘﺮﻳﺪ و رﻓﺖ ﻫﺪﻳﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﻫﺪﻳﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ آن را ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ – ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ي ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ ي آن ﻓـﺮا ﺑﺮﺳـﺪ و در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ او داﺷـﺖ
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ از درﻳﺎ و رﻓﺘﻦ
ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻨﺎ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .و ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ،ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ او اﻛﻨـﻮن
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺷﻨﺎ ﻛﺮدن اﻳـﻦ را ﻳـﺎدم اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ ﭼـﻮن اﻳـﻦ ﻳـﻚ
اﻟﻤﺜﻨﻲ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻳﻚ اﻟﻤﺜﻨﻲ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ اﺳﺐ ﻛﻪ
زﻳﺮ آب ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .از ﺟـﻨﺲ ﺑﺮﻧـﺰ اﺳـﺖ .در ﻻروﺑـﻲ ﺑـﺎﻻ
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آوردﻧﺪ ،ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ وﻗﺖ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از دو ﻗﺮن ﭘـﻴﺶ از ﻣـﺴﻴﺢ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﺎرﻻ در ﻣﻴﺎن ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ داﺷـﺖ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد آن را
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ روي ﻟﺒﻪ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﭘﺎﻫﺎ ﺟﺪا ،دﺳﺘﻬﺎ
ﻣﻴﺎن زاﻧﻮ ،اﻧﺪوﻫﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﻨﺪ ،او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد " ،ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد؟"
ﺣﺎﻻ داﺷﺖ ﺳﺮﭘﺎ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد .ﺑﺎ دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏﺬي ﻣﭽﺎﻟﻪ ﺷـﺪه
اﻃﺮاف اﺳﺐ ﻛﻪ او ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻧﭙﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ اﺳﺐ دواﻧﻲ را ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪ ،آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺟﻬﺶ در آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺗﻼش ﻣﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ .ﺳﻮار ﻛﺎر ﻫﻢ
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر – ﭘﺴﺮي ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻮ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﻲ اﺳـﺐ را ﺗـﺎ
ﺣﺪﺗﻮاﻧﺶ وا ﻣﻲ دارد.
او اﺷﺎره اي ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻧﻜﺮد ﻛﻪ آن ﭘﺴﺮ ﻳﺎدش اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ او
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻮاﻧﻤﻨﺪي و ﻣﻬﺮ ﺑﺎزوﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪن را ﻧﮕﻪ
ﺑﺪارد .اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﺎرﻻ در ﺑﻬﺎر ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎ
را ﭘﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺎﻫـﺎي ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨـﺪش در ﻛﻮﺗـﺎﻫﻲ اش ،ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ
ﻫﺎي ﭘﻬﻦ ،ﺿﺮﺑﻪ ﺳﺨﺖ او ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﺸﻪ و ﺳـﭙﺲ ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ او
ﺧﻮد را ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ ،ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻦ ﻳـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ
دﺳﺘﻮر دادن ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻨﺪد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔـﺖ " ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴـﻲ اش ".ﺣـﺎﻻ ﺣﻘـﺸﻨﺎﺳﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﺠﺴﻤﻪ ﺳﺒﺰ ﺑﺮﻧﺰي را وارﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد " .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم"
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" ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻧﺪارد .ﺑﻴﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺑﻨﻮﺷﻴﻢ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرﻳﻢ؟" ﻣـﻦ ﺗـﺎزه
درﺳﺘﺶ ﻛﺮده ام .ﻗﻬﻮه در ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ﻗﻮي اﺳﺖ ،ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻗـﻮﻳﺘﺮ از
آﻧﭽﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﻢ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ،اﻣﺎ ﻧﺎن ﻣﺤـﺸﺮ ﺑـﻮد .ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ اي دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ،ﻟﻄﻔﺎ راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎش .ﺗـﻮ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﻣـﺮا از اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد
ﻛﺮدن دور ﻛﻨﻲ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭼﻪ؟ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ؟
" ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﺑﺎران ﺑﺎرﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ".
" ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﺑﺎرﻳﺪه اﺳـﺖ ".ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ از
آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي اﺗﺎق ﺑـﺰرگ ﺻـﺪا زد ،رﻳﺨـﺘﻦ ﻗﻬـﻮه ،ﺗـﺼﻤﻴﻢ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻫﺪﻳﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻛـﻪ آورده ﺑـﻮد ،ﺧـﻮد داري
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ اي ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ) اﺳـﺐ ﺑـﻴﺶ از آن ﻫﺰﻳﻨـﻪ
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺣـﺪس ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ (.آن ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻨﮓ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ
ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺟﺎده ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎرﻻ اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻪ دوﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﮕﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ
در ﻛﻨﺎرش ﻗﺪم ﻣﻲ زد " .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ اﺑﻠﻬﺎﻧﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻗﻄﻌﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ از اﻳﻦ ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻗﺒﻼ از ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻪ ﻣﮕﻲ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد .و ﺑـﻪ ﺛﺮﻳـﺎ ،دوﺳـﺖ
دﻳﮕﺮش در آﻧﺠﺎ -ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺣﻀﻮر اﻳﻦ دﺧﺘـﺮ
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ،ﭼﻄﻮر ﻳـﻚ ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪ ﻏﻴـﺮ
ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺑﻴﺎن ﻣﻴﺎﻧﺸﺎن ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ و ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ اﻳﺠﺎد ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد و در آن
ﻣﺎﻫﻬﺎي اﻧﺪوﻫﺒﺎر در ﺑﻬﺎر ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ دﻟﺪاري اش داده ﺑﻮد.
" اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﺴﻲ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ -ﻛﺴﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺷﺎداب و
ﺳﺮﺷﺎر از ﺳﻼﻣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ"
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ﻣﮕﻲ و ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮوي ﺧﻮدﻧﻴﺎوردﻧﺪ.
ﺛﺮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ؛ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ ﻣﻄﺮح اﺳﺖ" ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﮔﻲ
ﺑﺎزوان ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ و ﻗﻬﻮه اي اش .و ﻣﮕﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﭼﻨﺎن وﺿﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﻢ .ﺧﺮدﺷﺪن ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣﺒﻬﻤﺎﻧﻪ از آن ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ي ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﻋـﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺷـﺪ -
"ﺧﺮدﺷﺪﮔﻲ"
او ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻮده ﻛﻪ ﻟﺌﻮن و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗـﺖ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ اﻳﻢ .اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﺎدراﻧﻪ ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﺷﺪه".
اﻣﺎ اﻣﺮوز دﺧﺘﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻳـﺎد
آورده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ ﻣﻮﺟـﻮد ﺧﻮﻧـﺴﺮد ،روح ارام ،ﺑـﻲ
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ و ﺳﺨﺎوﺗﻤﻨﺪ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ او را در ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
او ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ در ﻣﻮرد ﻫﺪﻳﻪ اش ﻋﺒﻮس ﺑﻮد ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﻋﺒﻮﺳـﻲ
اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻟﻴﻮان ﻗﻬﻮه اش رﺳﻴﺪ.
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺟﺪﻳﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدم ﺗـﻮ
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زﻳﺎد ﺧﻮﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ " ".ﺑﺰﻫﺎ" ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺣﺘﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ ﭘـﺮ از
ﻟﻜﻪ و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و آﻧﻬﺎ روي ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎ درﺳﺖ ﻣﺜـﻞ
– واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ روح ﻃﺒﻌﻴﺖ آﻧﺠﺎ – ﭘﺮﺳﻪ ﻣـﻲ زدﻧـﺪ .او ﺑﻄـﻮر
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ ،ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺧﻮد را ﻧﮕﻪ دارد " .ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮدم اﮔﺮ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﺎﺧﻬﺎي ﻣﺎرﭘﻴﭽﻲ ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑـﺰ ﻛﻮﭼﻜـﺖ
ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟ اﺳﻤﺶ را ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدم"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻠﻮرا"
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" رﻓﺖ"
" رﻓﺖ؟ ﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻲ اش؟"
" ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ ﻛﺠﺎ"
" اه .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ .اﻣﺎ آﻳﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ دوﺑـﺎره
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد؟"
ﺑﻲ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد -ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن
ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ .دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او ﭘﺮ از اﺷﻚ ﺷﺪ،
ﭼﻬﺮه اش در ﻫﻢ رﻓﺖ – در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺷﻠﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ-
و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او از اﻧﺪوه ﭘﻒ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻛﺎري ﻧﻜﺮد ﻛﻪ از ﻧﮕﺎه ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ دوري ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑـﻪ
دﻧﺪان ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺴﺖ و ﻋﻘﺐ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و در ﻳـﻚ
ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﺑﻲ ﺻﺪا و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻄﻮر ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪ اي ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻓﺮﻳـﺎد
ﻛﺮد و ﮔﺮﻳـﺴﺖ و آه دردﻧـﺎﻛﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و اﺷـﻜﻬﺎ از ﺻـﻮرﺗﺶ
ﺟﺎري ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش رﺳﻴﺪ ،آب از ﺳﻮراخ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﻨﻲ اش
ﺑﻴﺮون زد .و ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﺴﺘﺮدﮔﻲ ﻛﺎوﻳـﺪن ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﻪ
اﻃﺮاف ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧـﺖ .ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ دﻳﻮﻳـﺪ و ﻣـﺸﺘﻲ از دﺳـﺘﻤﺎل
ﻛﺎﻏﺬي آورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒﺎش .ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﺗﻮ ﺻـﻴﺢ و ﺳـﺎﻟﻤﻲ".
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ دﺧﺘﺮ را ﺑﻐﻞ ﻛﻨـﺪ اﻣـﺎ رﻏﺒـﺖ
اﻧﺠﺎم ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ و ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد اﻳﻦ ﺑﺮﺧﻮردش ﻛﺎر را
ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .دﺧﺘﺮ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد اﺣـﺴﺎس ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣـﻲ
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ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨـﺪ ،ﺑـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﻫـﻢ ﭼﻘـﺪر
ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﭼﻴﺰي ﮔﻔﺖ ،و دوﺑﺎره ﻫﻤﺎن را ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ ".ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ"
و ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ  ،ﺑﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ از اﻳـﻦ ﻧﻤـﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻴﭽـﺎرﮔﻲ
ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﺑﻪ آن اﺣﺴﺎس ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.دﺧﺘﺮ ﺧـﻮدش ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ
رﻓﺘﺎرﻛﺮد ،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
اي ﻫﺎ ﺧﻴﺲ اﺷﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ -دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ – ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻤﺮه ﺷﺎن ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ -اﻣﺎ آن ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
ﺗﺎﻛﺘﻴﻜﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻜﻲ ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻣﺨﺘﺼﺮ ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه اي ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
اﻧﺪك ﺗﻜﺮار ،اﺷﻚ رﻳﺨﺘﻦ واﻗﻌﻲ) اﺑﻐﻮره ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ – م(  ،ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺧﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻣﻮر ﻋﺸﻘﻲ رﺑﻂ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ ﻳﺎ ﭘﺪر
ﻣﺎدرﺷﺎن ﻳﺎ ﺣﺎﻣﻠﮕﻲ.
" در ﻣﻮرد ﺑﺰ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻫﺴﺖ؟"
ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ.
" ﭘﺲ ﭼﻪ؟
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از اﻳﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ".
ﭼﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ؟
ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
او در ﻣﻮردﻛﺎرﻻ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻃﻮري رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ از او
ﻣﺘﻨﻔﺮ اﺳﺖ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎري را درﺳﺖ اﻧﺠـﺎم دﻫـﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛـﺮدن ﺑـﺎ او
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دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ ﺑﻮد ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﺗـﺎﻛﻨﻮن دﻳﻮاﻧـﻪ ﺷـﺪه
اﺳﺖ.
"ﺻﺪﻣﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ زده اﺳﺖ ﻛﺎرﻻ؟"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ او ﺻﺪﻣﻪ ﺟﺴﻤﻲ ﻧﺰده ﺑﻮد وﻟـﻲ از او ﻣﺘﻨﻔـﺮ
ﺑﻮد .ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﻼرك ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ او
ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ ﻧﻜﻨـﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻼرك
ﭼﻨﺎن دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻜﻨﻲ"
" ﮔﻢ ﺷﻮ .اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم" ﻛﺎرﻻ دوﺑﺎره ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ
ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﺮد " .ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ دادم ﺗﺎ دور ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪم.
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭘﻮﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارم .ﻫﻴﭻ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ در اﻳﻦ ﺟﻬﺎن ﻧـﺪارم
ﺑﺮوم".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ راﻫﻨﻤـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧـﺪ ﺑﻜﻨـﺪ ﮔﻔـﺖ" ،
ﺧﻮب .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻦ .اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ دارد؟ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدر ﻧﺪاري؟
ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﻴﻨﮕﺰﺗﻦ 156ﺑﺰرگ ﺷـﺪي؟ ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده
اي آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺪاري؟"
ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﻪ ﺑﺮﻳﺘﻴﺶ ﻛﻠﻤﺒﻴﺎ ) ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻳﺎﻟﺘﻬﺎي ﻛﺎﻧـﺎدا-م( ﻛـﻮچ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ از ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻴﺰار ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻓﺮار ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد و ازدواج ﻛﺮد ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﺸﺎن ﻓﺮق ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺮده ﻳـﺎ
زﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ.
" ﺑﺮادر ﻳﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﺮ؟"
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ﻳﻚ ﺑﺮادر ،ﻧُﻪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ .او در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ازدواج ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد .او
ﻫﻢ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ داد .او از ﻛﻼرك ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣـﺪ .زﻧـﺶ
زﻳﺎدي اﻓﺎده اي ﺑﻮد.
" ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻨﺎﻫﮕﺎه زﻧﺎن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدي؟"
" آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﻣﮕﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺘـﻚ ﺧـﻮرده ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .و ﻫـﺮ
ﻛﺴﻲ از آن ﺑﺎ ﺧﺒـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد و اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﺮاي ﻛﺎرﻣـﺎن ﺧـﻮب
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﺎﻧﻪ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ زد " .اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ،زﻣﺎنِ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﺑـﻪ
آن اﺳﺖ؟"
ﻛﺎرﻻ درواﻗﻊ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ " .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ".ﮔﻔﺖ " .اﺣﻤﻘﻢ"
" ﮔﻮش ﻛﻦ ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻮش ﻛـﻦ .اﮔـﺮ ﺑـﺮاي
رﻓﺘﻦ ﭘﻮل داﺷﺘﻲ ،ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻲ؟ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي؟"
" ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ" ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﺣـﺪ ﻛـﺎﻓﻲ آﻣـﺎده " .اﻣـﺎ
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﺮادرم ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ .در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺘﻞ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﻣﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪم و ﻛﺎري در اﺳﻄﺒﻞ ﺳﻮارﻛﺎري ﭘﻴﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻲ؟
" ﻣﻦ از ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻛﻼرك آﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﺪم اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر را ﻣـﻲ
ﻛــﺮدم .ﻣــﻦ ﺣــﺎﻻ ﺑﻴــﺸﺘﺮ از آن ﻣﻮﻗــﻊ ﺗﺠﺮﺑــﻪ دارم .ﺧﻴﻠــﻲ
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ".
" و ﺗﻤﺎم ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻊ ﻫﺴﺖ ﭘﻮل اﺳﺖ؟"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻋﻤﻴﻘﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ".ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻊ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد" .
او ﮔﻔﺖ.
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" ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺣـﺎﻻ ﮔـﻮش ﻛـﻦ ﻣـﻦ ﭼـﻪ
ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺘﻞ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﺮوي .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺑﺮوي و ﺑﺎ ﻳﻜـﻲ
از دوﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻦ ﺑﻤﺎن .اﺳﻢ او روث اﺳﺘﺎﻳﻠﺰ 157اﺳـﺖ .او ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ دارد و ﺗﻨﻬﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻓﺮق ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺗـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﻛﺎر ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺑﺎ ﻣﻘﺪاري ﭘﻮل ﻛﻤـﻚ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛـﺮد .اﻃـﺮاف
ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﺳﺒﻄﻠﻬﺎي ﺳﻮارﻛﺎري زﻳﺎد ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
" زﻳﺎد ﻫﺴﺖ"
" ﭘﺲ ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﻢ و ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ
ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻣﻲ رود؟"
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻠﻪ ".او داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻟﺮزﻳـﺪ .دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑـﺎﻻ و
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ راﻧﺶ ﻛﺮد و ﺳﺮش را ﺑﺪ ﺟـﻮري ﺑـﻪ دو ﻃـﺮف ﺗﻜـﺎن
داد".
" ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺎور ﻛﻨﻢ ".او ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎزﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ
ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎزﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ
ﭼﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ".
ﺳﻴﻠﻴﻮﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ داﺷﺖ ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﺷـﻤﺎره اﻳـﺴﺘﮕﺎه
اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳﻬﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
" دارم وﻗﺖ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮم " .او ﮔﻔﺖ .ﮔﻮش ﻛﺮد و ﮔﻮﺷـﻲ را
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ".ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺑﺎ روث ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﻲ؟ ﻣﻦ ﺑـﻪ
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او ﺧﺒﺮ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﺷﻠﻮار و ﺗـﻲ
ﺷﻴﺮت ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد " .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ آن ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺮوي"
" ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮوم ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺮدارم ".ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻣﻦ
ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ".
" اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺗﻬﻮﻳﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داﺷﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﺳـﺮﻣﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮري .ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﭼﻴﺰي از ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﭙﻮﺷﻲ .ﻣﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻗﺪ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻴﻢ؟"
" ﺗﻮ ده ﺑﺎر ﻻﻏﺮﺗﺮي" ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﻣﻦ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮدم"
در ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ،ژاﻛﺖ ﺑﺎ راه راه ﻗﻬـﻮه اي اﻧﺘﺨـﺎب ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﺧـﻮب
ﺑﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد – ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش ﻳﻚ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﺳﺒﻚ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﺸﻦ – .و ﻳﻚ ﺟﻔﺖ ﺷﻠﻮار ﻗﻬـﻮه
اي ﺑﻪ زرد و ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﻛﺮم رﻧﮓ اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ .ﻛﻔـﺶ ﻛﺘـﺎﻧﻲ
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﭼـﻮن ﭘﺎﻫـﺎﻳﺶ دو ﺷـﻤﺎره ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮ از ﭘـﺎي
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ رﻓﺖ دوش ﺑﮕﻴﺮد -ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ در آن وﺿـﻌﻴﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮي
ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﺑـﺎ ان ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ -.و ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑـﻪ روث زﻧـﮓ زد .روث
داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ در ﻳـﻚ ﺟﻠـﺴﻪ ،آن ﻏـﺮوب ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ او
ﻛﻠﻴﺪش را ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﺴﺘﺎﺟﺮ ﺑـﺎﻻﻳﻲ اش ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ .و ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ زﻧﮓ در آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
" او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه اﺗﻮﺑﻮﺳﻬﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺎﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ او ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ از ﭘﺲ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺑﺮآﻳﺪ" روث ﮔﻔﺖ.
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ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ " .او اردك ﻟﻨﮓ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒـﺎش .او ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﺷﺨﺺ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﺪي ﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ".
"ﺧﻮب .ﺧﻮب .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮب دارد ﻣﻲ رود".
" ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻳﻚ اردك ﻟﻨﮓ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،داﺷﺖ
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻼش ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪن آن ﺷـﻠﻮار وژاﻛـﺖ راه راه ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻘﺪر زود ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮان از ﻧﺎاﻣﻴﺪي رﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد وﻳﻚ
دﺧﺘﺮ در ﻟﺒﺎس ﺗﺎزه ﭼﻪ زﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ.
اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺳﺎﻋﺖ دو و ﺑﻴﺴﺖ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻬﺎر اﻣﻠـﺖ درﺳـﺖ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﻣﻴـﺰ را ﺑـﺎ
روﻣﻴﺰي آﺑﻲ ﺗﻴﺮه ﺳﻔﺮ ه ﺑﮕـﺬارد و ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑـﺮود دو ﮔـﻴﻼس
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﺎن و ﻳﻚ ﺑﻄﺮي ﺑﺎز ﺷﺮاب ﺑﺮدارد.
" اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺨﻮري" او ﮔﻔﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ از
ﺗﻤﻴﺰي و درﺧﺸﺎﻧﻲ در ﻟﺒﺎس ﻋﺎرﻳﻪ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اش ،ﮔﻔﺖ .ﭘﻮﺳﺖ
ﻧﺮم ﺧﺎل ﺧﺎﻟﻲ اش از ﺣﻤﺎم آﻣﺪه ﺑﺮق ﻣﻲ زد و ﻣﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﻴﺮون
از آن ﺑﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪﮔﻲ ﺧﻴﺲ و ﺗﻴﺮه ﺷﺪه ،ﻣﺠﻌﺪ دﻟﻨﺸﻴﻦ روي
ﺳﺮش ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﻪ اش اﺳـﺖ اﻣـﺎ وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﭼﻨﮕﺎل ﭘﺮ از اﻣﻠﺖ را ﺑﻪ دﻫﺎن ﺑﺒﺮد دﺳـﺖ ﻟـﺮزاﻧﺶ
آن را ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻛﺮد.
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﻣـﻲ ﻟـﺮزم ".او ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻫﻴﺠﺎﻧﺰده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر آﺳﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ"
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" ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻗـﻀﺎوﺗﮕﺮاﻧﻪ ﮔﻔـﺖ " .اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ
ﻛﺎﻣﻼ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ".
" اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺣﺎﻻ واﻗﻌﻲ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﻣﺜﻞ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﺮدرﮔﻢ ﺑﻮدم ،اﺳﺖ".
" ﺷﺎﻳﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻤﺖ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻲ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻜﻨﻲ ،وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﺗﻮ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻤﺖ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻲ ،اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻳﺎ
ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .آﺳﺎن".
" اﮔﺮ دوﺳﺘﻲ داﺷﺘﻲ" ،ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ از ﺧﻮد ﺑﺎ ﺧﺒﺮ ﺑـﻮدن،
و ﺑﺮق زدن ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ اش ﮔﻔـﺖ؛ " ﻣـﻦ ﻳـﻚ دوﺳـﺖ واﻗﻌـﻲ
ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ .واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ .ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗـﻮ " .ﭼـﺎﻗﻮو ﭼﻨﮕـﺎل را ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﻟﻴﻮان ﺷﺮاﺑﺶ را ﺑﺎ دو دﺳﺖ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد.
" ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﻢ ﺑﺴﻼﻣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ دوﺳﺘﻲ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ ".ﻧﺎراﺣﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﻣﻦ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻳﻚ ﺟﺮﻋـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪم اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻮﺷﻢ".
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺎدﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ اﻣـﺎ
آن ﻟﺤﻈﻪ را ﺑﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺮاب ﻛﺮدﻛﻪ " ﻣﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑـﻪ او
ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻪ؟ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ .ﺣﺪ اﻗﻞ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧـﺪ ﻛﺠـﺎ
داري ﻣﻲ روي وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮ وﻗﺖ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر دارد ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داﻧﺴﺖ".
" ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻧﻪ ".ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫﺸﺪاراﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " .اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر را ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ
ﺑﻜﻨﻢ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ"
" ﻧﻪ ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻪ "
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" ﻧﻪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺣﻤﺎﻗﺖ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ اﻳـﻦ را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺘﻢ.
درﺳﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﺳﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﻨﻢ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻲ در ﺻﻨﺪوق ﭘﺴﺘﺶ ﺑﮕﺬارم .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛـﻪ او
آن را زود ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺣﺘﻲ از آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮاﻧﻴﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ از راه ﭘـﺸﺘﻲ ﺑـﺮوم .ﭘـﺲ
اﮔﺮ آن را ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻢ ،اﮔﺮ آن را ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻢ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ،ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ آن را در ﺻﻨﺪوق ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻲ؟"
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ اﻳﻦ را ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ .ﮔﺰﻳﻨﻪ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺪﻳﺪ .ﺧﻮدﻛﺎر و ﻛﺎﻏـﺬ
آورد و ﻣﻘﺪار ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮي ﺷـﺮاب رﻳﺨـﺖ .ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﺮدن .ﺑﻌﺪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ.
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ﻣﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ام .ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﻧﺨﺎﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ .اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﻠﻤـﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﺎﻏﺬ را در راه ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﺶ از اﻳـﺴﺘﮕﺎه
اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻄﻤـﺌﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﻛﻠﻤـﻪ ي درﺳـﺖ
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ را ﺑﺠﺎي ﻧﺨﺎﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .اﻳﻦ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﺑﺮاي آن ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ در ﺑﺎره اش ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد در وﺿﻌﻴﺖ ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر
ﻛﺮدن آﺷﻔﺘﮕﻲ اش ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻲ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ .آﺷـﻔﺘﮕﻲ ي
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از آﻧﻜﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﺷـﺮاب ﻣـﻮﺟﻲ از
ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺎن آورد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻴﭻ اﻧﺪوه ﻳـﺎ
ﻳﺎس ﺧﺎﺻﻲ در ﺑﺎره اﺳﺒﻬﺎ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﺠﺪه ﺳﺎل داﺷﺖ و ﺗـﺎزه از دﺑﻴﺮﺳـﺘﺎن در آﻣـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد -ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻛﻼرك آﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﺪ .ﭘـﺪرو ﻣـﺎدرش ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎﻟﺞ ﺑـﺮود و او ﻣﻮاﻓﻘـﺖ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﺗـﺎ
وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻨﺪ او ﻳﻚ داﻣﭙﺰﺷـﻚ ﺷـﻮد .او از آن دﺧﺘـﺮان
اﺣﻤﻖ در دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد ﻳﻜﻲ از آن دﺧﺘﺮاﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺟﻮﻛﻬـﺎي
ﺑﺪي درﺑﺎره اش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ و او اﻫﻤﻴـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ داد .ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ و در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،اﻳـﻦ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﺎت ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ و در روﺳﺘﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺮﺑﻲ ﺳـﻮارﻛﺎري ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ -و
ﺧﻮش ﺗﻴﭗ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺴﻴﺎري از زﻧـﺎن دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ -آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺳﻮارﻛﺎري را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺗـﺎ او ﻣﺮﺑـﻲ ﺷـﺎن ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .او
ﻛﻼرك را ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر اذﻳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،و در آﻏﺎز ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻼرك ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ از آن ﻣﻲ رﻧﺠﻴﺪ .ﻛﺎرﻻ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺟﺒﺮان آن از او ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ در ﺑﺎره ي روﻳﺎﻳﺶ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ -.ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اش ،واﻗﻌـﻲ -ﻳـﻚ آﻣﻮزﺷـﮕﺎه اﺳـﺐ ﺳـﻮاري
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻳﻚ اﺳﻄﺒﻞ اﺳﺐ در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻬﺮ داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ روز ،ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺳﺮ ﻛـﺎر آﻣـﺪ و دﻳـﺪ او اﻓـﺴﺎر و ﻳـﺮاق
اﺳﺒﺶ را ﻣﻲ آوﻳﺰد و ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ او ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺳﻜﺲ ﺑﻮد .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺳﻜﺲ ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﺰ ﺷﺪ و او ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاي رﻓﺘﻦ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ آﻧﺠﺎ را ﺗﺮك
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،از رﻓﺘﻦ ﺳـﺮ ﺑـﺎز زد .ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺎل ﺗـﺮك
ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻧﻴﺎز دارد.
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دﻳﺸﺐ او ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ در ﻳﻚ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﭘﺮِ ﻏﺎز
ﺑﺎ ﻣﻼﻓﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ روﻳﺶ
اﻣﺸﺐ او روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﺳﺮد ﺳﺮد ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ
در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻌﺸﻮق ﻛﻮﻟﻲ اش
ﻣﺎدرش ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد " ،او دﻟﺖ را ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻜﻨﺪ ،اﻳـﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﭼﻴـﺰ
ﺣﺘﻤﻲ ﺳﺖ ".ﭘﺪرش ،ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻬﻨﺪس ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ ﻛﻼرك
ﺣﺘﻲ ﻗﺪرت زﻳﺎدي ﻧﺪاد " .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎزﻧﺪه" ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﻛﻼرك

Lethbridge 159
Alberta 160يکی از اياالت کانادا
Thunder Bay 161
Gypsy Rover 162
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ﻛﻼرك ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺎﻫﻮش ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ او ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﺎﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﺗـﺎ
دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﻨﺪ و او در ﻣﺠﻤﻮع ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺧﻮدش در
ﺗﻤﺎس ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻫﺎ ﺳﻤﻲ در ﺧﻮن ﺗﻮﺳﺖ .او
ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن رواﻧﻲ ﺑﺮده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ
در اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه رادﻳﻮﻳﻲ در ﻟﺜﺒﺮﻳﺞ . 159آﻟﺒﺮﺗﺎ .160ﻳﻚ ﻋﻀﻮ ﮔﺮوه
راﻫﺒﺎن ﺗﺎﻧﺪر ﺑﻲ ،161ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎرآﻣﻮز ﺳﻠﻤﺎﻧﻲ ،ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮوﺷـﻨﺪه در
ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه ﻟﻮازم ارﺗﺸﻲ .و اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺷـﻐﻠﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎرﻻ
درﺑﺎره ﺷﺎن ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
162
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻪ او ﺟﻴﭙﺴﻲ رو وِر اﺳﻢ داده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻳـﻚ آواز،
ﻳﻚ آواز ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺖ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ .و ﻛﺎرﻻ آن
را ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺖ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻳﻚ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣـﺎدرش
داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
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را ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ" .ﺑﻲ اراده ".او اﻳﻦ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻼرك
ﻳﻚ اﺷﻜﺎل داﺷﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،آﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺑﻲ اراده ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛـﺎﻓﻲ ﭘـﻮل
ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﺰرﻋﻪ اي ﺑﺨﺮد .ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ؟"
ﭘﺪرش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛﻨﻢ ".ﻛـﺎرﻻ
دﺧﺘﺮم ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل .ﻣﻲ اﻓﺰود ،اﮔﺮ او ﻗﺎﻃﻊ ﺑﻮد.
ﭘﺲ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺘﺎ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺎ او ﻓﺮار ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ رﻓﺘﺎري ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪر
و ﻣﺎدرش داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎررا )ﻓﺮار-م( ﺗﻀﻤﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
" ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪر ﻣﺎدرت ﺗﻤﺎس ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎ اﻓﺘﺎدي؟"
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ " .در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ؟"
ﻛﺎرﻻ اﺑﺮوﺑﺎﻻﻛﺮد ،ﮔﻮﻧﻪ اش را ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،و دﻫﺎﻧﺶ را ﮔﺮد ﻛـﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻧﻮچ "
ﻗﻄﻌﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣﺴﺖ.
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎز ﮔﺸﺖ .ﻳﺎداﺷـﺖ را در ﺻـﻨﺪوق ﭘـﺴﺖ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ.
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ را ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد ،ﺷﺴﺖ و ﺗﺎﺑﻪ اوﻣﻠـﺖ
را ﭘﺎك ﻛﺮد ،دﺳـﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي آﺑـﻲ و روﻣﻴـﺰي را در ﺳـﺒﺪ
رﺧﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ و ﭘﻨﺠﺮه را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد.
او اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺎ آﺷﻔﺘﮕﻲ و ﺣﺲ اﻓﺴﻮس و آزردﮔﻲ اﻧﺠﺎم داد.
او ﻳﻚ ﺻﺎﺑﻮن ﺗﺎزه ﺑﺎ راﻳﺤﻪ ﺳﻴﺐ – در ﺣﻤﺎم دﺧﺘﺮ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻮي آن در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﻪ در ﻫـﻮاي
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد.
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 Trillium 163ھر گياھی با اين ريشه را ترليوم می گويند .و آن گل گياھی ست که سه گلبرگ
دارد و اصل آن در آسيا و آمريکای شمالی و کوھھای ھيمالياست .معموال خوشه ای سه برگی
به رنگھای مختلف دارد.به آن گل سه گلبرگ ھم می گويند.ھمچنين ريشه زايش ،بيداری رابين
نيز ناميده می شود.
Dorothy Wordsworth 164
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ﭼﻴﺰي ﺣﺪود ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻳﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﺑﺎران ﺑﻨـﺪ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧـﺪ ،از اﻳـﻦ رو ﺑـﺮاي ﻗـﺪم زدن در
ﺑﺎرﻳﻜﻪ راﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻟﺌﻮن درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد رﻓـﺖ .ﻣﺎﺳـﻪ ﻫـﺎ در
ﺟﺎﻫﺎي آب ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻪ و ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺷـﺴﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻦ ارﻛﻴﺪه ﻫﺎي وﺣـﺸﻲ در ﺑﻬـﺎر
ﺑﻪ ﻗﺪم زدن ﺑﭙﺮدازﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﻧﺎم ﻫﺮ ﮔﻞ وﺣﺸﻲ ﻳﺎد او ﻛﺮد -.ﻫﻤﻪ
ي آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺠﺰ ﮔﻞِ ﺳـﻪ ﮔﻠﺒـﺮگ 163را او ﻓﺮاﻣـﻮش ﻛـﺮد .ﻟﺌـﻮن
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ را .
164
دوروﺛﻲ وردورث )دوروﺛﻲ ارزش ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﺶ – م( ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ.
ﺑﻬﺎر ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ،ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺖ و دﺳﺘﻪ اي از ﮔـﻞ ﺑﻨﻔـﺸﻪ
دﻧﺪان ﺳﮕﻲ ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ او ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻮد ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – ﮔﺎه در او ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻣﺤـﺾ،
اﻧﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺖ.
او ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪن ﻛﺎرﻻ اداﻣﻪ داد .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺳﻮار اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺷﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺮازي اش ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ اﻣﺎﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻏﻴﺮﺟﺪي ،ﻣﻮجِ
ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﻪ رﻫﺎﻳﻲ اش ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﺣﺪود ﺷﺶ ،ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ زﻧﮓ زد .ﺑﻪ روث ،اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﺎرﻻ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻫﻨﻮز رﺳﻴﺪه .ﭘﻴﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ ﺟﻮاب داد.
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" روث" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ .درﺑـﺎره اﻳـﻦ دﺧﺘـﺮ
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺗﻮ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎدم .اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﺑﺮاﻳـﺖ ﻣـﺸﻜﻠﻲ اﻳﺠـﺎد
ﻧﻜﻨﺪ .اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺧﻮب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ او ﻛﻤـﻲ
در ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ از ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ اش اﺳﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺧﺒﺮ ﺑـﺪه.
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ ﺧﻮب؟ ﺑﺪورد.
او دوﺑﺎره ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﺪ زﻧﮓ زد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎز ﭘﻴﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ ﺑﻮد ،از
اﻳﻦ رو ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ .ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻢ ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ".و ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﺮد .ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻧﻪ و ده ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .روث ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و دﺧﺘﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ را در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻏﺮﻳﺒﻪ ﺑﺮدارد .ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ اﺳﻢ
ﻣﺴﺘﺎﺟﺮ روث ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﺳﻤﺸﺎن را ﺑﻴﺎد ﺑﻴﺎورد .و ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛـﺮدن ﻫـﻢ
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﭘﺮ روﻳﻲ ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﺷﻮد.
رﻓﺖ ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺧﻮاب ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد .از اﻳﻨﺮو ﻳـﻚ رو اﻧـﺪاز
ﺳﺒﻚ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ و ﺑﻪ اﺗـﺎق ﻧـﺸﻴﻤﻦ رﻓـﺖ و روي ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘـﻪ دراز
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او در ﺳﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻪ ي اﺧﻴﺮ از زﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮدن ﻟﺌـﻮن
ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﺪ -ﭘـﺮده اي
ﺑﺮ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﺰرگ ﺟﻨﻮﺑﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد و او ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑـﺎ آﺳـﻤﺎن
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎه ﺑﺎﻻ آﻣﺪه ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آن را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ در اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس در
ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد -ﻳﻮﻧﺎن ؟  -ﺑﺎ اﻓﺮاد زﻳـﺎدي ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺖ ،و
ﻣﻮﺗﻮر اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺻﺪاي ﺿﺮﺑﺎﺗﻲ ﻫﺸﺪاردﻫﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ داد .او ﺑﻴﺪار
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ﺷـﺪ درﻳﺎﺑــﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨــﺪ ﺻــﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛــﻪ در درب ﻣﻘﺎﺑــﻞ اش اﺳــﺖ
ﭼﻴﺴﺖ.
ﻛﺎرﻻ؟
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺳﺮش را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺧـﺎﻟﻲ ﺷـﺪ.
ﺷﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﺎ رﻧﮕﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ داﺧـﻞ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس را ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ او ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮد ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ دﻳـﺪه ﻧـﺸﺪن ،ﮔـﺎرد
ﺑﮕﻴﺮد ).ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ-م( .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻼرك ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﺷﺪ .داﺷﺖ از ﻣﻐﺎزه
ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺑﻮد از ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻋﺒﻮر ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣﻤﺎﻗﺖ او
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮد .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬﺮ ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻪ،
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن در ﺑﻌﺪازﻇﻬﺮ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻣـﻲ رﻳﺨﺘﻨـﺪ –
ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺷﺎن را اﺟﺮا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺣﺮﻳﺺ ﺑﺮاي داﻧـﺴﺘﻦ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺗﺎ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻳﻜﺒﺎر وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون از ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،او ﺑﻴﺮون را ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻛـﺮد،
ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺎ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،ﻋﻄﺮ ﺑﻨﻔﺸﻪ ﻫﺎي رﻧﮕﻴﻦ دﺷﺖ را در ﺧﻮد
ﺗﺪاﻋﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺣﻀﻮر ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن او را ﺑـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻼﻣﺖ و
اﻣﻨﻴﺖ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺣﺴﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﺮده ﺑـﻮد ،او را ﺑـﻪ ﺧـﻮدﻣﺤﺘﺮم داﺷـﺘﻦ
ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ در ﻗﺎﻟـﺐ ﻛـﺎرﻻ اﻧﺠـﺎﻣﺶ ﻣـﻲ داد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻳﻚ اﻋﺘﻤﺎد ﺑﻨﻔﺲِ ﻋﺎدت ﻧﺸﺪه اي اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد،
ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺲ رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺎﻟﻐﺎﻧﻪ اي داﺷـﺖ .او زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش را
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻫﻤﺪردي او را ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورده
ﺑﻮد و ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﺤﻜﻢ و ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ روي آورده ﺑﻮد
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ﻛﻪ درآن ﺗﺎ آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ ،اﻧﺘﻈـﺎرات ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن – ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ – ﺑﻮد.
ﺧﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪ ﺟﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ ﻣـﺪﺗﻲ از آن ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﻧﻬـﺎر،
ﮔﻴﻼﺳﻬﺎي ﺷﺮاب ﺑﺮق ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ .و ﺑﺎد ﺑﻪ اﻧـﺪازه اي ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻋﻠﻔﻬــﺎ را ﺑﻠﻨــﺪ ﻛﻨــﺪ ،ﮔــﺮده ي ﮔﻠﻬــﺎ را از ﻣﻴــﺎن ﺧﻮﺷــﻪ ي
ﺧﻴﺴﺸﺎن ﺑﻴﺮون آورد .اﺑﺮﻫﺎي ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ،اﺑﺮﻫﺎي ﺑﻲ ﺑـﺎران در
ﮔﺴﺘﺮه آﺳﻤﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺧﺮاﻣﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﺗﻤـﺎم ده ،داﺷـﺖ ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﺟﻨﺒﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ رﻫﺎﻳﻲ ،ﺑﻪ ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﺷﺪن ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ روز ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ
ﻣﺎه ﺟﻮﻻي .و آﻧﻘﺪر ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ او رد ﮔﺬرﻫﺎي اﺧﻴـﺮ را
ﻧﺪﻳﺪ  -ﻧـﻪ ﮔﻮداﻟﻬـﺎي ﻋﻤﻴـﻖ در دﺷـﺖ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻧـﻪ ﻧـﺸﺎن از
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺬرﻫﺎ ﺷﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻧﻪ ﺳﺎﻗﻪ ذرت دوﻛﺪار و ﻧـﻪ
ﺧﻴﻤﻪ زدن ﺟﻮ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻛـﻼرك در ﺑـﺎره اش
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ – اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻮد  ،در ﻳـﻚ ﻛـﻨﺞ
ﺧﻴﻠــﻲ ﺧــﻴﺲ ودﻟﺘﻨــﮓ ﻛﻨﻨــﺪه ﺑــﺪﻻﻳﻞ ﻋﺠﻴــﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳﺒــﻲ
اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .و ﺟﺎﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ
ﻣﻮﻓﻖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ.
ﻳﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻫﻨﻮزﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟
اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ او آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻼرك ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ.
دوﺑﺎره ﻫﺮﮔﺰ .او اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ داد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﻛـﻼرك ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ اﺳﺒﻬﺎ ﻫﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﺷﺎﻧـﺴﻲ ،ﻓﻠـﻮرا ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺸﺖ ،او در ﺑﺎره اش ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪ.
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اﻳﻦ دوﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎرش ﺑﻮد .از ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰش را ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮ  ،دﺳـﺖ
ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر درﺳﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ آواز ﺑﻴﺘﻠﺰ ﻫـﺎي ﻗـﺪﻳﻤﻲ :او
ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻲ روي ﻣﻴـﺰ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ و ﺑـﺎز ازﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺮون رﻓـﺖ در
ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭘﻨﺞ ﺻﺒﺢ ﻛﻼرك را در ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن
دﻳﺪ .او ﺣﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ آن آواز را زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ
دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ :او ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎي ﺑﺎي .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻴـﺎد
ﻣﻲ آورد ﭼﻄﻮر آﻓﺘﺎب ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮﺷﺎن رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭼﻄﻮر او
ﺑﻪ دﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻼرك روي ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد؛ در آن ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي
ﺗﻴﺮه ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﺷﺎﻳﺴﺘﻪ اش و در ﺑﻮي ﻛـﺎﻣﻴﻮن ﻧﻔـﺲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ،
ﻳﻚ ﺑﻮي روﻏﻦ و اﺑﺰار ﻓﻠﺰي و اﺳـﻄﺒﻞ اﺳـﺒﻬﺎ .ﻫـﻮاي ﺳـﺮد
ﺻﺒﺢ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﺰ از ﻣﻴﺎن درزﻫﺎي ﺧـﻮدرو ،وزﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد از آن ﻧـﻮع
ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻳﻚ از اﻓﺮاد ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﺳﻮار ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ،
ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎك ﺗﺮ از ﻫﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻛـﺎر ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻦ ﻛـﻼرك در ﺗﺮاﻓﻴـﻚ ﺑـﻮد،
ﺟﻮاﺑﻬﺎي ﻛﻮﺗﺎﻫﺶ ،ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎي ﺑﺎرﻳﻜﺶ ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي درﺑـﺎره او
ﺣﺘﻲ آزردﮔﻲ اﻧـﺪﻛﺶ از ﺧﻮﺷـﻲ ﻧـﺎﭼﻴﺰش ﻧﺎدﻳـﺪه ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻦ
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻮد – ﻫﻤﻪ ي آن او را ﺑﻪ ﻟﺮزه اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻄﻮر
ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻲ ﻧﻈﻢ و ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ اش ،ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘـﻪ
ﺷﺪه اش .ﻛﺎرﻻ او را ﭼـﻮن ﻣﻌﻤـﺎر ﺳـﺘﺒﺮ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ي ﭘـﻴﺶ
روﻳــﺸﺎن ﻣــﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳــﺴﺖ ،ﺧــﻮدش را ﻣﺜــﻞ ﻳــﻚ اﺳــﻴﺮ،
ﻓﺮﻣﺎﻧﺒﺮداري اش ﻫﻢ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ و ﻫﻢ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻮد.

PDF.tarikhema.org
۵٣٠

ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮده ام ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻮع زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺗـﺮ
ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻪ ام .ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻲ.
اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺣﺎﻻ در ﻳـﻚ ﭘﻤـﭗ ﺑﻨـﺰﻳﻦ در اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﺷـﻬﺮ ﺳـﺮ راه
اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﺎن ﭘﻤﭗ ﺑﻨﺰﻳﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻛـﻼرك در
روزﻫﺎي ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻨﺰﻳﻦ ارزان ﺑﺨﺮﻧـﺪ.
در آن روزﻫﺎ ،دﻧﻴﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﺷﻬﺮك اﻃﺮاف ده ﺑﻮد و آﻧﻬﺎ
ﮔﺎه ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺗﻮرﻳﺴﺘﻬﺎ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،در ﺑﺎر ﻫﺘﻠﻬﺎي ﻛﺜﻴـﻒ،
ﻧﻤﻮﻧﻪ ﮔﻴﺮي از ﻏـﺬاﻫﺎي ﻣﺨﺼﻮﺻـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﭘﺎﻫـﺎي
ﺧﻮك ،ﻛﻠﻢ رﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ي آب ﭘﺰ ﺑﺎ ﺳﺮﻛﻪ ،165ﺳـﻴﺐ زﻣﻴﻨـﻲ،
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ﻣﺎدرش در ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ درﻳﺎﻓـﺖ ﻛـﺮد و ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺟـﻮاب
ﻧﺪاد ،ﺑﻪ او ﻧﻮﺷﺖ ،ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﻧﻲ ﭼـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮ ﺟـﺎﻣﻲ
ﮔﺬاري .اﻣﺎ در آن ﻟﺤﻈﺎت ﻟﺮزان ﭘﺮواز ﺻﺒﺢ زود ،او ﻗﻄﻌﺎ ﻣﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ از ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮ دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ
او ﻳﻚ اﻳﺪه ﻣﺒﻬﻢ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺴﻮﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ داﺷﺖ.
از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺑﻴﺰار ﺑﻮدﺣﻴﺎط ﭘﺸﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷـﺎن ،آﻟﺒـﻮم ﻋﻜـﺲ
ﻫﺎﺷﺎن ،ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼﺗﺸﺎن ،آﺷﭙﺰي ﺷﺎن ،اﺗﺎق آراﻳﺶ ﺷﺎن ،رﻓـﺘﻦ
ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﺷﺎن ،ﺳﻴﺴﺘﻢ آﺑﻴﺎري زﻳﺮزﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﭼﻤﻦ ﺷـﺎن،
در ﻳﺎداﺷــﺖ ﻛﻮﺗــﺎه او ﻧﻮﺷــﺖ ،او از ﻛﻠﻤــﻪ "ﻣﻄﻤــﺌﻦ ﺗــﺮ "
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
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ﭘﺎن ﻛﻴﻚ ،آﺑﺠﻮ .آﻧﻬﺎ در ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﺴﻴﺮ راه ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آدﻣﻬـﺎي
ﺟﻨﮕﻠﻲ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ آواز ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺪ.
اﻣﺎ ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻨﻬﺎ وﻗﺖ و ﭘـﻮل ﻫـﺪر دادن
ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﺷﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺎري ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﭘـﻴﺶ از درك
واﻗﻌﻴﺎت زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﺣﺎﻻ داﺷﺖ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد -ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﭘﺮ اﺷﻚ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜـﻪ
داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﺑﺎره ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ
ﻗﺪﻣﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﭘﻴﺶ داﺷﺖ .ﺗﺎﻛـﺴﻲ ،ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ،رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﻏﺮﻳﺒـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ در آن ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ .ﻓﺮدا ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ ﺑـﺮاي ﻧـﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻫـﺎي
اﺳﻄﺒﻠﻬﺎي اﺳﺐ دواﻧﻲ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺟﺴﻨﺠﻮي ﻛﺎر ،رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ
ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي از آن داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺧﻮدش در ﻣﺘﺮو
ﺳﻮار ﺷﻮد ﻳﺎ در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺳﻮاري ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .از اﺳﺒﻬﺎي ﺗﺎزه
ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻛﺮدن .ﺑﺎ آدﻣﻬﺎي ﺗﺎزه ﺣـﺮف زدن ،ﻫـﺮ روز زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻛﺮدن در ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻼرك ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻳـﻚ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ،ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﺤﻞ ،اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺎن دﻟﻴﻞ ﻣﺸﺨﺺ :ﻛـﻪ آن ﻛـﻼرك را
در ﺑﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﭼﻴﺰ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك در ﺑﺎره آن دﻧﻴﺎي آﻳﻨﺪه ،ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ از
آن ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي داﺷﺖ ،اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او در آن وﺟﻮد ﻧﻤﻲ داﺷـﺖ.
او اﻃﺮاف آن ﻗﺪم ﻣﻲ زد و دﻫﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد و ﺣـﺮف
ﻣﻲ زد ،و اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﻳﺎ آن ﻛﺎر را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .او واﻗﻌﺎ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد.
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و ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﻮد اﻳﻨﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻫﻤـﻪ اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ را ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،او ﺳﻮار اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد
را ﺑﺎز ﻳﺎﺑـﺪ .ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴـﺴﻮن ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ – و
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﺎ رﺿـﺎﻳﺖ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ –
ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﻌﻬﺪه ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﺑـﺪون اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻪ او اﺧﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺣﻮﺻﻠﻪ ي ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ در ﺑـﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ او
ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﮔﺬارد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﺳﻜﻮت ﻛﻴﻨﻪ ﺗﻮز ﻣﺮﻣﻮزاﻧﻪ اي او را در ﺧﻮد
ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
اﻣﺎ او ﺧﻮدش ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮش داﺷﺖ؟ ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
زﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ؟
در ﺣﺎﻟﻲ ﻛﻪ از او داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺨﺖ – .ﺣﺎﻻ – ﻛﻼرك ﻫﻨﻮز
در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش ﺟﺎ داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮد داﺷﺖ ﻓﺮار ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻜﻪ رﻓﺖ ،ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑﺠـﺎي ﺧـﻮدش ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ؟ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮ – ﭼﻪ ﻛـﺲ دﻳﮕـﺮ – ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﭼﻨﺎن آﻣﺎده ي ﭼﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻟﺮزﻳـﺪن ﻛـﺮد .در راه
ﺑﺪي ﺑﻮد .و ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺧﻮد را ﻧﮕﻪ دارد ،ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﭽﺴﺒﺪ.
" ﺑﺨﻮدش ﺑﭽﺴﺒﺪ" ﻛﻼرك ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،از اﺗﺎق ﻛﻪ
او ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺨﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪ ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ
ﻧﻜﻨﺪ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در واﻗﻊ ﺣﺎﻻ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
در ﺷﻬﺮ دﻳﮕﺮي اﻳﺴﺘﺎدﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﻬﺮ ﺳـﺮ راﻫـﺸﺎن از
ﺷﻬﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺳﻮار ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﺑﺪان ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ از
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دوﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﻬﺮ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ او ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺷـﻮد .اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،راﻧﻨﺪه ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﺳﻤﻬﺎ را ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و او
در ﻣﻪ وﺣﺸﺘﺶ ﻧﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﻳﺎ دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﺰودي ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺴﻮي ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺑﻜﻮﺑﻨﺪ.
او ﮔﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
او ﮔﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺳﻮار ﺷﺪن ﺗﺎﻛﺴﻲ و دادن ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ،ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪن
در ﺻﺒﺢ و ﻣﺴﻮاك زدن دﻧﺪان و رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻔﻬﻤﻮﻣﻲ
ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ؟
ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﻲ ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ از ﺑﺪﻧﺶ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .زاﻧﻮاﻧﺶ در
ﻳﻚ ﺷﻠﻮار ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﺣﻠﻘﻪ اي ي ﻧﺎ آﺷﻨﺎ ﺑﺎ آﻫﻦ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
او ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ اﺳﺐ ﻣﺼﻴﺒﺖ زده در زﻣﻴﻦ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ.
ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻦ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺗﻌﺪادي ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ و ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎر ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺑﺎرﮔﻴﺮي ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻳـﻚ زن و ﻳـﻚ ﺑﭽـﻪ در
ﭘﺮﺳﻪ زدﻧﺸﺎن داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن دادن دﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺑـﺪرود
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﭘﺸﺘـﺸﺎن ،ﻛﺎﻓـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس
ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﺷﺪه ﺧﺪﻣﺎت ﻣﻲ رﺳـﺎﻧﺪﻧﺪ در ﺟﻨـﺐ و ﺟـﻮش ﺑـﻮد،
ﻣﻮج ﮔﺪازاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻴﺎن آﺟﺮﻫﺎ و ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ در ﺣﺎل
ﻓﺮوﻛﺶ ﺑـﻮد .در آورﻳـﻞ ،ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﺑـﺪن ﺗﻨﻮﻣﻨـﺪش ،ﺑﺎﺳـﻨﻬﺎي
آﻫﻨﻴﻨﺶ ،را ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .او ﻟﻐﺰﻳﺪ .ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻛﺮد " .رﻫﺎﻳﻢ
ﻛﻦ".
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راﻧﻨﺪه ﺗﺮﻣﺰ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﺞ ﺧﻠﻘﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻮﻧﺘـﻮ ﻣـﻲ
روي " .ﻣﺮدم ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺠﻜﺎواﻧﻪ اي ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻬﻢ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ
ﻛﺲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ او در اﺿﻄﺮاب ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﻮم".
" ﻳﻚ دﺳﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺗﻪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻫﺴﺖ"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﻮم".
" ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻢ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ؟ ﺗﻮ زﺑـﺎن در
دﻫﺎن داري؟
" ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻧﻪ".
" زﺑﺎن ﻧﺪاري؟"
ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ از ﺗﻪ اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺗﻨﮕﻨﺎ ﺗﺮس .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ او
دارد".
" ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮﻳﻀﻲ؟ " راﻧﻨﺪه ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﻮم"
"ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .از ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﺑﻴﺎ ﻣﺮا ﺑﮕﻴﺮ .ﻟﻄﻔﺎ .ﺑﻴﺎ ﻣﺮا ﺑﻴﮕﺮ.
ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ.
در ﻗﻔﻞ ﻧﺒﻮد .و ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺣـﺎﻻ ﻗﻔـﻞ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎز ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ دﻳﺮ ﺑﻮد .او آن را ﺑـﺎز ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺴﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ.
ﺑﻠﻪ او ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪن در واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻮد.
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او در را ﺑﺴﺖ و اﻳﻦ دﻓﻌﻪ آن را ﻗﻔﻞ ﻛﺮد.
ﺻﺪاي ﺑﺎزﻳﮕﻮﺷﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑـﻮد ،ﻳـﻚ ﺻـﺪاي ﺟﺮﻧـﮓ ﺟﺮﻧـﮓ از
ﺳﻮراﺧﻲ از دﻳﻮار ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ .ﺑـﺮق را روﺷـﻦ ﻛـﺮد اﻣـﺎ
ﭼﻴﺰي در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺪﻳﺪ ،و دوﺑﺎره ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻛﺮد .ﻳـﻚ ﺣﻴـﻮان –
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺳﻨﺠﺎب؟ درﻫﺎي ﻓﺮاﻧﺴﻮي ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﻴﻮ ﻫﻢ ﻗﻔﻞ ﻧﺸﺪه
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻳﻜﻲ دو اﻳﻨﭻ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻮا ﺑﺎز ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻫﻢ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻦ آﻧﻬﺎ و
ﺑﻌﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ او ،ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﺎ او
در اﺗﺎق ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ".ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮد ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺗﺮا ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪم؟"
او دوﺑﺎره ﺷﻴﺸﻪ ي در را ﻓﺸﺮد .او درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺎرش ﺑﻮد.
" ﻛﻼرك ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ".او ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻛﻼرك از ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺟﺎده"
او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از او ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ داﺧﻞ ﺷﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ در را
ﺑﺮوﻳﺶ ﺑﺒﻨﺪد .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ در ﭼﻨﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او
آن را ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﭼﺮاغ را ﻫﻢ روﺷـﻦ ﻛﻨـﺪ .او
در ﻳﻚ ﺗﻲ ﺷﻴﺮت ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴـﺪ .او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﺎﻻﭘﻮش را از روي
ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و دور ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺣـﺎﻻ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
دﻳﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺑﭙﻮﺷﻲ؟ " او ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
دﻳﺪم درﺳﺖ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎز داري".
او ﻳﻚ ﻛﻴـﺴﻪ ي ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ در دﺳـﺘﺶ داﺷـﺖ .ﺑـﺰور ﺑﻄـﺮﻓﺶ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻜﺮد ﺑﺎ آن ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
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" ﭼﻪ؟" او ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺘﻐﻴﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛـﻦ .ﺑﺒـﻴﻦ اﻳـﻦ
ﻳﻚ ﺑﻤﺐ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﺑﮕﻴﺮش"
او داﺧﻞ ﻛﻴﺴﻪ را ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮد .ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻌﺪ
او دﻛﻤﻪ ي ژاﻛﺘﻲ را ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ .اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻢ ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﻛﻤﺮﺑﻨﺪ ﺷﻠﻮار.
" ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳـﺖ آﻧﻬـﺎ را ﭘـﺲ ﺑﮕﻴـﺮي " .او
ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻣﺎل ﺗﻮﺳﺖ .ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟"
آرواره ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﻃـﻮري ﭼﻔـﺖ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ دﻧـﺪاﻧﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻬـﻢ
ﻧﺨﻮرﻧﺪو ﺧﺸﻜﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎﻛﻲ ﺑـﻪ دﻫـﺎن و ﺣﻨﺠـﺮه اش ﻳـﻮرش
ﺑﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
" ﻣﻦ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﺎل ﺗﻮﺳﺖ ".او ﮔﻔﺖ.
زﺑﺎﻧﺶ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻻﻳﻪ ﭘﺸﻢ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺨـﻮدش ﻓـﺸﺎر آورد
ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟"
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت ﻫﻤﺴﺮم ﻛﺎرﻻﺳﺖ؟"
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻬﺮه اش را آﺷﻜﺎرا ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .او ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻟﺬت
ﺑﺮدن او از ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ.
" زﻧﻢ ﻛﺎرﻻ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب اﺳﺖ .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺗﻌﻠﻖ دارد"
او ﻫﻢ زﻳﺒﺎ و ﻫﻢ اﺣﻤﻖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪو ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ،ﻻﻏـﺮ ،ﺧـﻮش
اﻧﺪام اﻣﺎ ﺧﻤﻴﺪه ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ،ﺑﺎد ﺑﻪ ﻏﺒﻐﺐ ﺧﻮدآﮔﺎه .ﻣﺸﺘﻲ ﻣﻮ روي ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ اش
ﺑﻮد ،ﺳﻴﺒﻴﻞ ﺟﺰﺋﻲ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ ،ﭼـﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ دو اﻣﻴـﺪوار
ﺗﻤﺴﺨﺮﮔﺮاﻧﻪ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﭘﺴﺮاﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﮕﻲ آﻣﺎده
ﺗﺮﺷﺮوﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ.
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او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ از ﺷﻜﻠﺶ ﺑﺪش ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ – .او ﺑـﺪ آﻣـﺪﻧﺶ را ﺑـﻪ
ﻟﺌﻮن ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺮد ﻓﻘـﻂ از ﺧـﻮدش
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﻤﻲ زﻳﺎدي دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از ﺧﻮد ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺶ ،او را اﻳﻤﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ.
" ﻗــﺸﻨﮓ ﺑﺎﻓﺘــﻪ ﺷــﺪه" او ﮔﻔــﺖ " .ﺑﻌــﺪ از ﻣــﺎﺟﺮاﺟﻮﻳﻲ
ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺶ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻬﺮه ات را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪي – ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺧﻮدت را
ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪي وﻗﺘﻲ آن ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ را ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻲ .ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدي؟ ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻛﺮدي ﺗﺮا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻢ؟"
" ﻣﻦ ﻣﺘﻌﺠﺐ ﺷﺪم ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﺣﺘﻤﻦ ﺷﺪي .ﭘﺲ از آن ﻛﻤﻚ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﺮدي ﻓﺮار
ﻛﻨﺪ".
" ﻛﻤﻜﺶ ﻛﺮدم ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻼش زﻳﺎدي ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﻛﻤﻜـﺶ
ﻛﺮدم ﭼﻮن او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ" .
" ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎن "،او ﮔﻔﺖ .اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ را ﻣﺤﻚ ﺑﺰﻧﻲ " .ﺣـﺪس
ﻣﻲ زﻧـﻢ او ﺑـﻮد او در ﻳـﻚ ﭘﺮﻳـﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺰرﮔـﻲ ﺑـﻮد وﻗﺘـﻲ از
اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﺑﻴﺮون ﭘﺮﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ زﻧﮓ زد ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮوم ﺑﻴـﺎورﻣﺶ .او
داﺷﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﺨﺖ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑـﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ
ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻢ او ﭼﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ".
" او ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد؟"
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" اوه ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﺎش ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻪ ﺑﺮﮔـﺮدد .او ﺑـﺮاي
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻦ در ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺗﺸﻨﺞ)ﻫﻴﺴﺘﺮﻳﻚ- 166م ( واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻮد.
او دﺧﺘﺮﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ در اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎﺗﺶ ﻧﻮﺳﺎن دارد .اﻣـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ او را ﻃﻮري ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻢ".
" او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮود".
" واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﻮد؟ ﺧﻮب ،ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺣـﺮف ﺗـﺮا ﺑـﻪ او ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ .اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛﻨﻢ".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﮕﻔﺖ.
" در واﻗﻊ ،اﻳﻨﺠﺎ آﻣﺪم ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ اﻳﻦ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻢ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ
آﻣﺪم ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻦ از دﺧﺎﻟـﺖ ﺗـﻮ در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻦ و
ﻫﻤﺴﺮم ﺧﻮﺷﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ".
" او ﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ اﻧﺴﺎن اﺳﺖ" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ".در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدن"
" ﺧﺪاي ﻣﻦ ،واﻗﻌﺎ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ اﻧـﺴﺎن
اﺳﺖ .واﻗﻌﺎ؟ از اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ دادي ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .اﻣﺎ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻜﻦ ﺑﺎ
ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻫﻮش ﺑﺎزي در ﺑﻴﺎوري .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ".
" ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻫﻮش ﺑﺎزي درﺑﻴﺎورم".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدي .ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ
ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺸﻮم .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﺪﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻬﻢ دارم ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ.
ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ -اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺗﻮ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ از ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ
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ﺳﺮ در ﺑﻴﺎوري .دﻳﮕﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﺗـﻮ اﻃـﺮاف اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ .ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ ،ﻣﻦ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﻣﻄﻤﺌـﻨﻢ از
اﻳﻦ .او ﻧﻈﺮ ﭼﻨﺪان ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧـﺪارد و وﻗـﺘﺶ
اﺳﺖ ﻳﺎد ﺑﮕﻴﺮي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ات را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺣـﺎﻻ " -او ﮔﻔـﺖ" ،
ﺣﺎﻻ ﺷﻴﺮﻓﻬﻢ ﺷﺪ؟"
" ﻛﺎﻣﻼ "
" اوه واﻗﻌﺎ اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻣﻴﺪوارم".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﻠﻪ".
" و ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ؟"
" ﭼﻪ؟"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺪﻫﻜﺎري".
" ﭼﻪ ؟"
" ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺪﻫﻜﺎري .ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﺪﻫﻜﺎري".
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب .اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﻣﻦ
ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ".
او ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﺷﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را در ﺑﻴـﺎورد ،و ﺑـﺎ
ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﺪن او ،ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺟﻴﻎ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
او ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .دﺳﺘﺶ را روي ﻗﺎب در ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ
او در را ﻧﺒﺴﺖ.
" اون ﭼﻴﻪ؟"
" ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﻪ؟"
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" اون ﭼﻴﻪ؟" او ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺣﻘﻪ اي ﺑﺰﻧﺪ و اﺛﺮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻛﻼرك ﭼﻴﺰي ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ اﻧﻌﻜـﺎس آن در
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه اﻓﺘﺎد و ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧﺖ.
ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان دور از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﻜﻪ زﻣﻴﻦ ﻛﻢ اﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻏﻠﺐ از ﻣﻪ
ﺷﺒﺎﻧﻪ در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﺳﺎل ﭘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﻣﺸﺐ آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻣﻪ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ
و ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻏﻠﻴﻆ ﺗﺮ ﺷﺪه
ﺑﻮد و ﺷﻜﻞ دﻳﮕﺮي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﻴﺦ و
ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺎك ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ،ﻳﻚ ﮔﺮدوﻧﻪ ي ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﻞ ﻗﺎﺻـﺪك،
ﻏﻠﺘﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻞ ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﻲ ﻏﻴﺮ زﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ
داد ،ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ،ﺑﻲ ﭘﺮوا ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺟﺎﻧﻮر اﻓـﺴﺎﻧﻪ اي
ﺗﻚ ﺷﺎخ ﺑﺴﻮي آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺘﺎب ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ.
" ﻋﻴﺴﻲ ﻣﺴﻴﺢ" ،ﻛـﻼرك ،ﺑـﻪ ﻧﺮﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .او ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻟﻤﺲ ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟـﻪ
ﺗﻬﺪﻳﺪاﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد -.ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ آن را ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ آﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
او اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺣﻔﺎﻇﺖ او ﻳﺎ ﻗﻮت ﻗﻠﺐ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﺧﻮدش
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻨﻈﺮه اي روﻳﺎ وار ﻣﻨﻔﺠﺮﺷـﺪ .از ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻣـﻪ .و از
ﻣﻴﺎن ﻧﻮر ﺑﺰرگ – ﺣﺎﻻ آﺷﻜﺎر ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻲ ﺑـﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﺳﻤﺖ ﺟﺎده راﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ در ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮي ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎرك ﻛﻨﺪ -اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ از اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺰ
ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺰ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ رﻗﺼﺎن .ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ از ﻳﻚ
ﺳﮓ ﮔﻠﻪ.
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" ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺮو ﺑﺒﻴﻦ" ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺗﻮ دﻳﮕﻪ از ﻛﺠﺎ ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺖ
ﺷﺪ؟"
" ﻳﻚ ﺑﺰ اﺳﺖ ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺑﺰِ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟"
ﻓﻠﻮرا" ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻓﻠﻮرا"
ﺑﺰ در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ي ﻳﻚ ﻳﺎردي ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻫﻤﺎن اﻧﺪازه آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد،
ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺳﺮش را آوﻳﺰان ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
" ﻓﻠﻮرا" ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻛﺪام ﮔﻮري رﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮدي؟ ﺗـﻮ ﺑـﺪ
ﺟﻮري ﻣﺎ را ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪي".
ﻣﺎ.
ﻓﻠﻮرا ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺗﺮ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻫﺎي
ﻛﻼرك ﻓﺸﺮد.
او ﻟﺮزان ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺣﻴﻮان اﺣﻤﻖ ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ".
" ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﺑﻠﻪ ﮔـﻢ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ واﻗﻌـﺎ
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻤﺶ"
ﻓﻠﻮرا ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻮر ﻣﺎه در ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او درﺧﺸﻴﺪ.
" ﻣﺎ را ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪي" ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ
ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ روح ﺑﻮدي".
" ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﻣﻪ ﺑـﻮد" ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ .ﺳـﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ از در ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻗـﺪم
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .در ﭘﺎﺳﻴﻮ .ﻛﺎﻣﻼ آرام.
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
"ﺑﻌﺪ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻮر ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ"
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" ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺷﺒﺢ" ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺎ ﺑﺨﻮد آﻣﺪن ﮔﻔﺖ .و ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل
از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺗﺸﺮﻳﺤﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
" ﺑﻠﻪ "
" ﺑﺰي از ﻓﻀﺎي ﺧﺎرج از زﻣﻴﻦ .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ.
ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺰ ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ از ﻓﻀﺎي ﺑﻴﺮوﻧﻲ ".ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺎ دﺳﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن
روي ﻓﻠﻮرا ﮔﻔﺖ .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ دﺳـﺘﺶ را ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺎ ﻓﻠﻮرا ﺑﻜﻨﺪ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ او ﺳﺮش را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ
ﺗﺎ ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ روﻳﺶ دﺳﺖ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ.
" ﺑﺰﻫﺎ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ اﻧﺪ " ،ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ رام ﺑﻨﻈﺮ آﻳﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﻧﻪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﺰرگ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ".
" ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه؟ اﻳﻨﻘﺪر ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺪ".
" او آﻧﻘﺪر ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد".
آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﺑـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ دﻫـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ او ﻇـﺎﻫﺮا ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ .از اﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘـﺲ ﻣـﻲ
رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺳـﺎﻳﻪ ي
ﭘﺸﻴﻤﺎﻧﻲ اي در ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد.
اﻣﺎ ﻛﻼرك ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ آن ﺷﺪ " .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ دﻳﺮ اﺳﺖ"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮره" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ" .ﻓﻘﻂ اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ
دﻳﺪار ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد".
" ﺧﻮب ﻓﻠﻮرا .وﻗﺖ رﻓﺘﻦ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ"
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" ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺮاي ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﺮدن ﻣـﻲ دﻫـﻢ اﮔـﺮ ﻧﻴـﺎز ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﻤﻚ ﺑﻮد" ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ".ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل ﻣـﻦ اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ ﺑـﻪ آن
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻣﻼﻳﻤـﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﻣـﻦ
ﺑﻴﺮون از ﻣﺴﺎﺋﻞ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد".
" ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﺎ ".ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺑﺮوي .ﺳﺮﻣﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮري".
" ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش ".ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش ﻓﻠﻮرا "
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ زﻧﮓ زد.
" ﺑﺒﺨﺸﻴﺪ"
" ﺷﺐ ﺧﻮش"
روث ﺑﻮد.
" آه " ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺮد".
او ﻧﺨﻮاﺑﻴﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰ ﻛﻮﭼﻮﻟﻮ ،ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪﻳـﺪار ﺷـﺪﻧﺶ در
ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ و ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﺟـﺎدو ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺴﺖ .او ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻟﺌـﻮن ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﻛـﺎري ﺑـﺎ آن
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﮔﺮ او ﺷﺎﻋﺮ ﺑﻮد ،ﺷﻌﺮي در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜﻞ
اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻣﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ در ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ او ﻣﻮﺿﻮﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﻛـﻪ
او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻴﻜﺮد ﻳﻚ ﺷﺎﻋﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻮﺷـﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﻟﺌـﻮن
اﻋﺘﺮاض ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد -ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ واﻗﻌـﻲ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻦ ﻛﻼرك را ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻼرك
آﻣﺪ او ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪ.
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ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻘﻂ داﺷـﺘﻪ اﺳـﻄﺒﻞ را وارﺳـﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ.
" ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺟﺎده ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ  .ﺗﻌﺠـﺐ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺨـﻮاﺑﻢ ﺗـﺎ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻋﺎدي ﺳﺖ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺑﻮد؟"
" ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ .و ﺑﻌـﺪ از ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ اي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ
ﺷﺪم " .ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻧﮕـﺎﻫﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﺟﺎده ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازم و ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻢ".
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ روي ﺗﺨﺖ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.
" ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺪارش ﻧﻜﺮدي؟"
" او ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﺣﺮف زدﻳﻢ".
" آه"
" ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد"
" ﭼﻴﺰي از آن ﻣﺴﺎﻳﻞ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻲ .ﮔﻔﺘﻲ؟"
" ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ"
" ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ﺑﻮد .واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑـﺎورم ﻛﻨـﻲ .ﻫﻤـﻪ
اش دروغ ﺑﻮد".
" ﺑﺎﺷﺪ"
" ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎورم ﻛﻨﻲ "
" ﭘﺲ ﺑﺎور ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
" ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را از ﺧﻮدم ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻢ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ".
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" ﺑﺎﺷﺪ"
ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب رﻓﺖ.
" ﭘﺎﻳﺖ را ﺧﻴﺲ ﻛﺮدي؟" ﻛﺎرﻻ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﺷﺒﻨﻢ زﻳﺎد"
ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪ.
" ﺑﻴﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ " .ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻳﺎداﺷـﺘﺖ را ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪم،
ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ درﺳﺖ از درون ﺧﺎﻟﻲ ﺷﺪم.اﺣـﺴﺎس ﻛـﺮدم
ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ".
ﻫﻮاي ﺻﺎف و روﺷﻦ اداﻣﻪ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻣﻐﺎزه ﻫﺎ ،اداره
ﭘﺴﺖ ،ﻣﺮدم ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺎ درود ﮔﻔﺘﻦ اﺷﺎره ﺑﻪ اﻳـﻦ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ
ﻛــﻪ ﺳــﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺗﺎﺑــﺴﺘﺎن رﺳــﻴﺪ .ﻋﻠﻔﻬــﺎي ﭼﺮاﮔــﺎه و ﺣﺘــﻲ
ﻣﺤﺼﻮﻻت ﻛﻢ ﺟﺎن ﺳﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﮔﻮداﻟﻬﺎ ﺧـﺸﻚ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ،
ﮔﻞ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻏﺒﺎر ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎدي ﻣﻼﻳـﻢ و ﺧـﺸﻚ وزﻳـﺪن
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي دوﺑﺎره اﻧﺠـﺎم ﻣـﻲ
دﻫــﺪ .ﺗﻠﻔــﻦ زﻧــﮓ ﻣــﻲ زﻧــﺪ .درﺧﻮاﺳــﺘﻬﺎ ﺑــﺮاي اداﻣــﻪ
ﺳﻮارﻛﺎري.درس ﺳﻮارﻛﺎري و اردوﻫﺎي ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﻔﺮﺷﺎن ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻮزه ﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎﻃﻞ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﺑﻮﺳﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺑﺎر ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻲ ﻗﺮار
راﻧﺪﻧﺪ .اﺳﺒﻬﺎ در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻧـﺮده ﻫـﺎ ﺧﺮاﻣﻴﺪﻧـﺪ .از ﮔـﺮم ﻛﻨﻬـﺎي
روﻳﺸﺎن رﻫﺎ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻼرك ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﺳﻘﻒ ﻛـﺮدن را ﺑـﻪ ﻗﻴﻤـﺖ
ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﺨﺮد .او ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ روز ﭘـﺲ از ﻓـﺮار را ﮔﺬراﻧـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد) آن اﺳﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﺑـﺎ اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس داده ﺑـﻮد(.
ﺳﻘﻒ داﻳﺮه ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ اﺳﺐ ﺳﻮاري را ﺗﻌﻤﻴﺮ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻨﺪ روز آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﺮ در ﻛﺎر روزﻣﺮه ﺧﻮد داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﻛﻼرك و
ﻛﺎرﻻ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪﻧﺪ .اﮔـﺮ اﺗﻔـﺎق ﻣـﻲ اﻓﺘـﺎد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺎرﻻ
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ او ﺑﮕﺬرد ،اﮔﺮ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻧﺒـﻮد ،او را ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ ﺑـﻮد
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ اش را ﺑﺎ آن ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﺳﺒﻚ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ،ﺑﺒﻮﺳﺪ.
" اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎزﻫﻢ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ دوﺑـﺎره ﻓـﺮار ﻛﻨـﻲ ،ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﺖ را ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ ".ﻛﻼرك ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .و ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺣـﺎﻻ ﺗـﻮ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ – ﻛﻠﻴﻨﺖ اﻳﺴﺘﻮود؟"
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
" ﭼﻪ؟"
" ﭘﻮﺳﺘﻢ را ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ"
ﭘﺮﻧﺪه ﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﭘﺮﻧﺪه ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﺎه ﺑـﺎل ﻗﺮﻣـﺰ ،ﺳـﻴﻨﻪ
ﺳﺮﺧﻬﺎ ،ﻳـﻚ ﺟﻔـﺖ ﻗﻤـﺮي ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﭙﻴﺪه دم ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧـﺪ.
ﻛﻼﻏﻬﺎي زﻳﺎد ،و ﭘﺮﻧﺪﮔﺎن آﺑﻲ در ﻣﺎﻣﻮرﻳﺘﻬﺎي ﮔﻮل زدن روي
درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ،و ﻛﺮﻛﺴﻬﺎي ﺑﺰرگ ﺑﻮﻗﻠﻤﻮﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ روي ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﺧﺸﻚ
ﺷﺪه ي ﺑﻠﻮط در ﻧـﻴﻢ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ دورﺗـﺮ ،ﻛﻨـﺎره ﺟﻨﮕـﻞ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اﺑﺘﺪا آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻟﻬـﺎي ﺑﺰرﮔـﺸﺎن را ﺧـﺸﻚ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ آزﻣﻮن ﭘﺮواز ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻛﻤـﻲ در
اﻃﺮاف ﺑﺎل ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻫﻮاي ﮔﺮم و ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن را ﺑﻜﻨﻨﺪ .در ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ
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ي ﺣﺪود ﻳﻚ روز آﻧﻬﺎ ﭘﺮواز در اوج آﺳﻤﺎن را ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ،
ﭼ ـﺮخ زدن و ﺑــﺰﻣﻴﻦ ﻧﺸــﺴﺘﻦ ،ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳــﺪ ﺷــﺪن در ﺟﻨﮕــﻞ و
ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن درﺧﺖ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن آﺷﻨﺎ.
ﺻﺎﺣﺐ ﻟﻴﺰي ﺑﻮردن - ،ﺟﻮي ﺗﺎﻛﺮ -دوﺑﺎره ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷـﺪ .ﻻﻏـﺮ و
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ .او از ﺑﺎران ﺑﺠﺎن آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﻬﺎي راﻛﻲ ﺑﺮاي
ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت ﻛﻮﻫﻨﻮردي رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺣﺎﻻ او ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻮﻗﻊ.
او و ﻛﻼرك ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ در آﻏﺎز ﺑﺎ اﺣﺘﻴﺎط ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زود ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ روي
ﻧﺪاده اﺳﺖ.
"ﻟﻴﺰي ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺧﻮب ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ" او ﮔﻔﺖ " .اﻣﺎ دوﺳﺖ ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﺶ
ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؟"
" رﻓﺖ" .ﻛﻼرك ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻫﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﻮه ﻫـﺎي راﻛـﻲ
رﻓﺖ"
" ﺑﺰﻫﺎي زﻳﺎدي در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب".
" اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺷﻨﻴﺪم"
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺪود ﺳﻪ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻬﺎر روز ﺳﺮﺷـﺎن ﺷـﻠﻮﻏﺘﺮ از آن ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﺻــﻨﺪوق ﭘــﺴﺖ را ﺑﺒﻨﻴﻨﻨــﺪ .وﻗﺘــﻲ ﻛــﺎرﻻ آن را ﺑــﺎز ﻛــﺮد،
ﺻﻮرﺗﺤﺴﺎب ﺗﻠﻔﻦ را دﻳﺪ .ﻳﻚ وﻋﺪه ﺑﺮﻧـﺪه ﺷـﺪن ﺟـﺎﻳﺰه ي
ﻳﻚ ﻣﻴﻠﻴﻮن دﻻري و ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن.
ﻛﺎرﻻي ﻋﺰﻳﺰم
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ﻣﻦ در ﺑﺎره ي روﻳﺪادﻫﺎي ) ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳـﺖ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ ﻏـﻢ اﻧﮕﻴـﺰ(
ﭼﻨﺪ روز ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده ام و درﻳـﺎﻓﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮدم
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ .اﻣﺎ در واﻗﻊ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدي .آﻧﻘﺪر زﻳﺎد ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم
ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ،ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ -ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ راﻫـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﻢ
اﻳﻨﻚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ – ﻓﻘـﻂ در ﻳـﻚ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ .و ﻧﮕـﺮان ﻧﺒـﺎش -ﺗـﻮ
ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دادن ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ
ﺑﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺎرﻻ وارد ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد و اﺷـﺘﺒﺎﻫﻲ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻨﻮﻋﻲ ﺷﺎدي و آزادي ﻛﺎرﻻ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ي آﻧﭽﻪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻲ ﻛﺎرﻻ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻣﻲ داد ،و او ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﻛﻪ او – ﻛﺎرﻻ – درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ازدواﺟﺶ ﻫـﺴﺖ .ﻫﻤـﻪ
اﻣﻴﺪواري اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺟﺪال ﻛﺎرﻻ و آﺷﻔﺘﮕﻲ اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎﺗﺶ او را ﺑﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺘﻲ رﺳـﺎﻧﺪه
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﻄﺢ را ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،و ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺘﻲ در ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ و
اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎت او ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورده اﺳﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻛـﺎرﻻ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ اﺳـﺖ از او در
آﻳﻨــﺪه دوري ﻛﻨــﺪ و اﻳﻨﻜــﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴــﺸﻪ از ﺣــﻀﻮر ﻛــﺎرﻻ در
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن زﻣﺎن دﺷﻮار ،ﻗﺪردان اﺳﺖ.
ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ و ﺟﺎﻟﺐ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴـﺰ در ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻴـﺖ روﻳـﺪادﻫﺎ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮش ﻣﻲ رﺳـﺪ ﭘﺪﻳـﺪار ﺷـﺪن ﻓﻠـﻮرا اﺳـﺖ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ،
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻌﺠﺰه ﺷﺒﻴﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﺑـﻮد و
ﭼﺮا او ﭼﻨﺎن ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي را ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷـﺪن ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد؟
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ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﺗﻮ آن را ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺷﺮح داده اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎ
داﺷﺘﻴﻢ در ﭘﺎﺳﻴﻮ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زدﻳﻢ و ﻣـﻦ – رو ﺑـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺮون –
ﻧﺨﺴﻴﺘﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪم ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ،ﺑﺮﻣـﺎ در آن ﺷـﺐ
ﻧﺎزل ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آن ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﻣﻪ روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ راﺳﺘﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎك ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮﻛﺮدم ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺟﻴﻎ ﺑﻜﺸﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
ام ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﺮﻳﻔﺘﮕﻲ اي ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻌﻨـﻲ واﻗﻌـﻲ اش ،ﺣـﺲ ﻧﻜـﺮده
ﺑﻮدم .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺻﺎدق ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪم .آﻧﺠﺎ
ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ .دو آدم ﺑﺎﻟﻎ .ﻳﺦ زده ،ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣـﻪ ﺑـﺰ ﮔـﻢ ﺷـﺪه،
ﻓﻠﻮرا -ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺧﺎﺻﻲ در اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎره ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻠـﻮرا
ﻳﻚ ﺣﻴﻮان ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ ﺳـﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ او دور
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎردار ﺷﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮي ،ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﺶ ﻫﻴﭻ راﺑﻄﻪ اي
ﺑﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺎ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺪارد.
ﻫﻨﻮز ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷﺪﻧﺶ در آن ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ژرﻓﺶ را روي ﻫﻤﺴﺮ
ﺗﻮ و ﻣﻦ دارد .وﻗﺘﻲ دو اﻧﺴﺎن از ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺗﻨﺶ ﺟـﺪا ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ و
ﻫﺮ دو در ﭼﻨﺎن ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي از ﭼﻨﺎن ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷـﺪﻧﻲ اﻓـﺴﻮن ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪي اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻴﺎن ﺷﺎن ﻣﺜﻞ ﻓﻨﺮ ﺑﺎز ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد.و
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻨﺪ در ﻫﻤﺒﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻴﻮه اي
ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ اﻧﺘﺸﺎر .ﻫﻤﺒﺴﺘﮕﻲ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺖ ﺷﺎن – ﻛﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ راﻫﻴﺴﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ آن را ﺑﻴﺎن ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﺎ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان دوﺳﺖ از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا
ﺷﺪﻳﻢ .ﻓﻠﻮرا ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮﺷﺘﻪ ي ﺧﻮب در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ و
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺗﻮ و ﺗﻮ دارد.
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ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺎرﻻ اﻳﻦ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ آن را ﻣﭽﺎﻟﻪ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻌﺪ
آن را در ﻇﺮﻓﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺳﻮزاﻧﺪ .ﺷﻌﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي آن آﻻرم آﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزي
در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺑﺼﺪا در آورد و او ﺷﻴﺮ آب را ﺑﺎز ﻛـﺮد و آﺗـﺶ را
ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻧﻤﻮد و ﺗﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﺎه ﺳﻮﺧﺘﻪ را در ﺗﻮاﻟـﺖ رﻳﺨـﺖ
ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ اول ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
او ﺑﻘﻴﻪ روز را ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺑﻮد ،و روز ﺑﻌﺪ و روز ﺑﻌـﺪ و روز
ﺑﻌﺪ .ﻃﻲ آن ﻣﺪت ،او دو ﮔﺮوه را ﺑﺮاي اداﻣﻪ ﺑﺮد .او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ،ﮔﺮوﻫﻲ و ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮه درس ﻣﻲ داد .ﺷﺐ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻼرك
دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دور او ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ روﺣﻴﻪ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد -ﻛـﺎرﻻ
دﺷﻮار ﻧﺪاﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻛﺎرﻻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻛﻪ ﻣﻔﻬﻮم ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﺧﻮاب اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺳﻮزﻧﻲ در ﻳﻜﻲ از رﻳـﻪ ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑـﺎ دﻗـﺖ
ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ از ﺣﺲ آن دوري ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮ ﺑـﺎر
ﻛﻪ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻋﻤﻴﻖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ آن ﺳﻮزن در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﻴﻠﻮﻳﺎ ﺟﻤﻴﺴﻮن آﭘﺎرﺗﻤﺎﻧﻲ در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ درس ﻣـﻲ
داد ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺮاي ﻓﺮوش ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑـﻮد – .ﻳـﺎ
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮي ﻓﺮوش ﻣﻘﺎﺑـﻞ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﻟﺌـﻮن ﺟﻤﻴـﺴﻮن
ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺟﺎﻳﺰه ي ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺮگ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺧﺒﺮﻫﺎي آن
در روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﺣﺮﻓﻲ از ﭘﻮل ﻧﺒﻮد.
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ﺗﺎ ﻛﻪ روزﻫﺎي ﺧﺸﻚ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﺰ ﻃﻼﻳﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ -ﻳﻚ ﻓﺼﻞ دﻟﮕـﺮم
ﻛﻨﻨﺪه و ﺳﻮدﻣﻨﺪ  -ﻛﺎرﻻ درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ او ﺑـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻗـﻮي اي
ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در دروﻧﺶ ﺟﺎ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﭼﻨـﺎن ﻗـﻮي
ﻧﺒﻮد .درﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ او را ﺷﮕﻔﺖ زده ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .او ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﺗﺼﻮر اﻏﻮاﮔﺮي ﺧﻮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ وﺳﻮﺳﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ آرﻣﻴﺪه.
او ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ را ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ در
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﺑﻨﮕﺮد ﺑﺪاﻧـﺪ ﻛﺠـﺎ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﺑـﺮود .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎي
روزﻣﺮه اش ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻗـﺪم زدن ﺑﻌـﺪ از ﻇﻬـﺮ در ﻛﻨـﺎره
ﺟﻨﮕﻞ و درﺧﺘﺎن ﻟﺨﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او ﭘﺮﻧﺪه ﻫـﺎي ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ ﺑـﺎز را
دﻳﺪ.
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد اﺳﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻬﺎي ﻛﺜﻴﻔـﻲ ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻋﻠﻔﻬـﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﺑـﺪ.
ﻛﺎﺳﻪ ﺳﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮﻧﻲِ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ آن ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ دﺳﺖ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ و دﺳﺘﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ.
ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﻪ.
ﺗﺼﻮر ﻛﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي روي ﻣﻲ داد .ﺗﺼﻮر ﻛﻦ ﻛﻼرك ﻓﻠﻮرا
را دور ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ او را ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮن ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ
اي دور رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و رﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮده ﺑـﻮدش در ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ از آﻧﺠﺎ او را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻧﻪ او را دور و ﺑـﺮ ﺧـﻮد داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﺑﺪ را ﻳﺎدﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ.
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Runaway
By Alice Munro

August 11, 2003

Carla heard the car coming before it topped the little rise in
the road that around here they called a hill. It’s her, she
thought. Mrs. Jamieson—Sylvia—home from her holiday
in Greece. From the barn door—but far enough inside that
she could not easily be seen—she watched the road where
Mrs. Jamieson would have to drive by, her place being half
a mile farther along than Clark and Carla’s
If it was somebody coming to see them, the car would be
slowing down by now. But still Carla hoped. Let it not be
her.
It was. Mrs. Jamieson turned her head once, quickly—she
had all she could do to maneuver her car through the ruts
and puddles the rain had made in the gravel—but she didn’t
lift a hand off the wheel to wave, she didn’t spot Carla.
Carla got a glimpse of a tanned arm bare to the shoulder,
hair bleached a lighter color than it had been before, more
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white now than silver-blond, and an expression that was
both exasperated and amused at her own exasperation—just
the way Mrs. Jamieson would look negotiating this road.
When she turned her head there was something like a
bright flash—of inquiry, of hopefulness—that made Carla
shrink back.
So.
Maybe Clark didn’t know yet. If he was sitting at the
computer, he would have his back to the window and the
road.
But he would have to know before long. Mrs. Jamieson
might have to make another trip—for groceries, perhaps.
He might see her then. And after dark the lights of her
house would show. But this was July and it didn’t get dark
till late. She might be so tired that she wouldn’t bother with
the lights; she might go to bed early.
On the other hand, she might telephone. Anytime now.
This was the summer of rain and more rain. They heard it
first thing in the morning, loud on the roof of the mobile
home. The trails were deep in mud, the long grass soaking,
leaves overhead sending down random showers even in
those moments when there was no actual downpour from
the sky. Carla wore a wide-brimmed old Australian felt hat
every time she went outside, and tucked her long thick
braid down her shirt.
Nobody showed up for trail rides—even though Clark and
Carla had gone around posting signs at all the campsites, in
the cafés, and on the tourist-office bulletin board, and
anywhere else they could think of. Only a few pupils were
coming for lessons, and those were regulars, not the
batches of schoolchildren on vacation or the busloads from
summer camps that had kept them going the summer
before. And even the regulars took time off for holiday
trips, or simply cancelled their lessons because of the
weather. If they called too late, Clark charged them
anyway. A couple of them had argued, and quit for good.
There was still some income from the three horses that
were boarded. Those three, and the four of their own, were
out in the field now, poking disconsolately in the grass
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under the trees. Carla had finished mucking out in the barn.
She had taken her time—she liked the rhythm of her
regular chores, the high space under the barn roof, the
smells. Now she went over to the exercise ring to see how
dry the ground was, in case the five-o’clock pupil did show
up.
Most of the steady showers had not been particularly
heavy, but last week there had come a sudden stirring and
then a blast through the treetops and a nearly horizontal
blinding rain. The storm had lasted only a quarter of an
hour, but branches still lay across the road, hydro lines
were down, and a large chunk of the plastic roofing over
the ring had been torn loose. There was a puddle like a lake
at that end of the track, and Clark had worked until after
dark digging a channel to drain it away.
On the Web, right now, he was hunting for a place to buy
roofing. Some salvage outlet, with prices that they could
afford, or somebody trying to get rid of such material,
secondhand. He would not go to Hy and Robert Buckley’s
Building Supply in town, which he called Highway
Robbers Buggery Supply, because he owed them money
and had had a fight with them.
Clark often had fights, and not just with the people he owed
money to. His friendliness, compelling at first, could
suddenly turn sour. There were places in town that he
would not go into, because of some row. The drugstore was
one such place. An old woman had pushed in front of
him—that is, she had gone to get something she’d forgotten
and come back and pushed in front, rather than going to the
end of the line, and he had complained, and the cashier had
said to him, “She has emphysema.” Clark had said, “Is that
so? I have piles myself,” and the manager had been
summoned to tell him that that remark was uncalled for.
And in the coffee shop out on the highway the advertised
breakfast discount had not been allowed, because it was
past eleven o’clock in the morning, and Clark had argued
and then dropped his takeout cup of coffee on the floor—
just missing, so they said, a child in its stroller. He claimed
that the child was half a mile away and he’d dropped the
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cup because no sleeve had been provided. They said that he
hadn’t asked for a sleeve. He said that he shouldn’t have
had to ask.
Et cetera.
“You flare up,” Carla said.
“That’s what men do.”
She had not dared say anything about his row with Joy
Tucker, whom he now referred to as Joy-Fucker. Joy was
the librarian from town who boarded her horse with them, a
quick-tempered little chestnut mare named Lizzie. Joy
Tucker, when she was in a jokey mood, called her Lizzie
Borden. Yesterday, she had driven out, not in a jokey mood
at all, and complained about the roof’s not being fixed and
Lizzie looking so miserable, as if she might have caught a
chill. There was nothing the matter with Lizzie, actually.
Clark had even tried—for him—to be placating. But then it
was Joy Tucker who flared up and said that their place was
a dump, and Lizzie deserved better, and Clark said, “Suit
yourself.” Joy had not—or not yet—removed Lizzie, but
Clark, who had formerly made the mare his pet, refused to
have anything more to do with her.
The worst thing, as far as Carla was concerned, was the
absence of Flora, the little white goat who kept the horses
company in the barn and in the fields. There had been no
sign of her for two days, and Carla was afraid that wild
dogs or coyotes had got her, or even a bear.
She had dreamed of Flora last night and the night before. In
the first dream, Flora had walked right up to the bed with a
red apple in her mouth, but in the second dream—last
night—she had run away when she saw Carla coming. Her
leg seemed to be hurt, but she ran anyway. She led Carla to
a barbed-wire barricade of the kind that might belong on
some battlefield, and then she—Flora—slipped through it,
hurt leg and all, just slithered through like a white eel and
disappeared.
Up until three years ago, Carla had never really looked at
mobile homes. She hadn’t called them that, either. Like her
parents, she would have thought the term “mobile home”
pretentious. Some people lived in trailers, and that was all
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there was to it. One trailer was no different from another.
When she moved in here, when she chose this life with
Clark, she began to see things in a new way. After that, it
was only the mobile homes that she really looked at, to see
how people had fixed them up—the kind of curtains they
had hung, the way they had painted the trim, the ambitious
decks or patios or extra rooms they had built on. She could
hardly wait to get to such improvements herself.
Clark had gone along with her ideas for a while. He had
built new steps, and spent a lot of time looking for an old
wrought-iron railing for them. He hadn’t complained about
the money spent on paint for the kitchen and bathroom or
the material for curtains.
What he did balk at was tearing up the carpet, which was
the same in every room and the thing that she had most
counted on replacing. It was divided into small brown
squares, each with a pattern of darker brown, rust, and tan
squiggles and shapes. For a long time, she had thought that
the same squiggles and shapes were arranged the same way
in each square. Then, when she had had more time, a lot of
time, to examine them, she decided that there were four
patterns joined together to make identical larger squares.
Sometimes she could pick out the arrangement easily and
sometimes she had to work to see it.
She did this at times when Clark’s mood had weighted
down all their indoor space. The best thing then was to
invent or remember some job to do in the barn. The horses
would not look at her when she was unhappy, but Flora,
who was never tied up, would come and rub against her,
and look up with an expression that was not quite
sympathy; it was more like comradely mockery in her
shimmering yellow-green eyes.
Flora had been a half-grown kid when Clark brought her
home from a farm where he’d gone to bargain for some
horse tackle. He had heard that a goat was able to put
horses at ease and he wanted to try it. At first she had been
Clark’s pet entirely, following him everywhere, dancing for
his attention. She was as quick and graceful and
provocative as a kitten, and her resemblance to a guileless
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girl in love had made them both laugh. But as she grew
older she seemed to attach herself to Carla, and in this
attachment she was suddenly much wiser, less skittish—
she seemed capable, instead, of a subdued and ironic sort of
humor. Carla’s behavior with the horses was tender and
strict and rather maternal, but the comradeship with Flora
was quite different. Flora allowed her no sense of
superiority.
“Still no sign of Flora?” she said as she pulled off her barn
boots. Clark had posted a “lost goat” notice on the Web.
“Not so far,” he said, in a preoccupied but not unfriendly
voice. He suggested, not for the first time, that Flora might
have just gone off to find herself a billy.
No word about Mrs. Jamieson.
Carla put the kettle on. Clark was humming to himself as
he often did when he sat in front of the computer.
Sometimes he talked back to it. “Bullshit,” he might say,
replying to some challenge. He laughed occasionally, but
rarely remembered what the joke was when she asked him
afterward.
Carla called, “Do you want tea?” And to her surprise he got
up and came into the kitchen.
“So,” he said. “So, Carla.”
“What?”
“So she phoned.”
“Who?”
“Her majesty. Queen Sylvia. She just got back.”
“I didn’t hear the car.”
“I didn’t ask you if you did.”
“So what did she phone for?”
“She wants you to go and help her straighten up the house.
That’s what she said. Tomorrow.”
“What did you tell her?”
“I told her sure. But you’d better phone up and confirm.”
Carla said, “Why do I have to, if you told her?” She poured
their mugs of tea. “I cleaned up her house before she left. I
don’t see what there could be to do so soon.”
“Maybe some coons got in and made a mess of it while she
was gone. You never know.”
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“I don’t have to phone her right this minute. I want to drink
my tea and I want to take a shower.”
“The sooner the better.”
Carla took her tea into the bathroom.
“We have to go to the laundromat. When the towels dry
out, they still smell moldy.”
“We’re not changing the subject, Carla.”
Even after she’d got in the shower, he stood outside the
door and called to her.
“I am not going to let you off the hook, Carla.”
She thought he might still be standing there when she came
out, but he was back at the computer. She dressed as if she
were going to town—she hoped that if they could get out of
there, go to the laundromat, get a takeout at the cappuccino
place, they might be able to talk in a different way, some
release might be possible. She went into the living room
with a brisk step and put her arms around him from behind.
But as soon as she did that a wave of grief swallowed her
up—it must have been the heat of the shower, loosening
her tears—and she bent over him, crumbling and crying.
He took his hands off the keyboard but sat still.
“Just don’t be mad at me,” she said.
“I’m not mad. I hate when you’re like this, that’s all.”
“I’m like this because you’re mad.”
“Don’t tell me what I am. You’re choking me. Go and get
control of yourself. Start supper.”
That was what she did. It was obvious by now that the fiveo’clock person wasn’t coming. She got out the potatoes and
started to peel them, but her tears would not stop. She
wiped her face with a paper towel and tore off a fresh one
to take with her and went out into the rain. She didn’t go
into the barn because it was too miserable in there without
Flora. She walked along the lane back to the woods. The
horses were in the other field. They came over to the fence
to watch her, but all except Lizzie, who capered and
snorted a bit, had the sense to understand that her attention
was elsewhere.
It had started when they read the obituary, Mr. Jamieson’s
obituary, in the city paper. Until the year before, they had
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known the Jamiesons only as neighbors who kept to
themselves. She taught botany at the college forty miles
away, so she had to spend a good deal of her time on the
road. He was a poet. But for a poet, and for an old man—
perhaps twenty years older than Mrs. Jamieson—he was
rugged and active. He improved the drainage system on his
place, cleaning out the culvert and lining it with rocks. He
dug and planted and fenced a vegetable garden, cut paths
through the woods, looked after repairs on the house—not
just the sort of repairs that almost any house owner could
manage after a while but those that involved plumbing,
wiring, roofing, too.
When they read the obituary, Carla and Clark learned for
the first time that Leon Jamieson had been the recipient of a
large prize five years before his death. A prize for poetry.
Shortly afterward, Clark said, “We could’ve made him
pay.”
Carla knew at once what he was talking about, but she took
it as a joke.
“Too late now,” she said. “You can’t pay once you’re
dead.”
“He can’t. She could.”
“She’s gone to Greece.”
“She’s not going to stay in Greece.”
“She didn’t know,” Carla said more soberly. “She didn’t
have anything to do with it.”
“I didn’t say she did.”
“She doesn’t have a clue about it.”
“We could fix that.”
Carla said, “No. No.”
Clark went on as if she hadn’t spoken.
“We could say we’re going to sue. People get money for
stuff like that all the time.”
“How could you do that? You can’t sue a dead person.”
“Threaten to go to the papers. Big-time poet. The papers
would eat it up. All we have to do is threaten and she’d
cave in. How much are we going to ask for?”
“You’re just fantasizing,” Carla said. “You’re joking.”
“No. Actually, I’m not.”
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Carla said that she didn’t want to talk about it anymore, and
he said O.K. But they talked about it the next day, and the
next, and the next. He sometimes got notions like this,
which were not practicable, which might even be illegal.
He talked about them with growing excitement and then—
she wasn’t sure why—he dropped them. If the rain had
stopped, if this had turned into a normal summer, he might
have let this idea go the way of the others. But that had not
happened, and during the last month he had harped on
about the scheme as if it were perfectly feasible. The
question was how much money to ask for. Too little and
the woman might not take them seriously; she might think
they were bluffing. Too much might get her back up and
she might become stubborn.
Carla had stopped pretending she thought he was joking.
Instead, she told him that it wouldn’t work. She said that,
for one thing, people expected poets to behave that way. So
it wouldn’t be worth paying out money to cover it up.
“How do you know?” Clark said.
He said that it would work if it was done right. Carla was to
break down and tell Mrs. Jamieson the whole story. Then
Clark would move in, as if it had all been a surprise to him,
he had just found out. He would be outraged; he would talk
about telling the world. He would let Mrs. Jamieson be the
one who first mentioned money.
“You were injured. You were molested and humiliated and
I was injured and humiliated because you are my wife. It’s
a question of respect.”
Over and over again he talked to her in this way. She tried
to deflect him, but he insisted.
“Promise,” he said. “Promise.”
All this was because of what she had told him—things she
could not now retract or deny.
Sometimes he gets interested in me?
The old guy?
Sometimes he calls me into the room when she’s not there?
When she has to go out shopping and the nurse isn’t there,
either?
A lucky inspiration of hers, one that instantly pleased him.
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So what do you do then? Do you go in?
She played shy.
Sometimes.
He calls you into his room. So? Carla? So, then?
I go in to see what he wants.
So what does he want?
This was asked and told in whispers, even when there was
nobody to hear, even when they were in the neverland of
their bed. A bedtime story, in which the details were
important and had to be added to each time, with
convincing reluctance, shyness, giggles. (Dirty, dirty.) And
it was not only he who was eager and grateful. She was,
too. Eager to please and excite him, to excite herself.
Grateful every time that it still worked.
And in one part of her mind it was true: she saw the randy
old man, the bump he made in the sheet, bedridden, almost
beyond speech but proficient in sign language, indicating
his desire, trying to nudge and finger her into complicity,
into obliging stunts and intimacies. (Her refusal a necessity,
but also, perhaps, strangely, slightly disappointing to
Clark.)
Now and then came an image that she had to hammer down
lest it spoil everything. She would think of the real dim and
sheeted body, drugged and shrinking every day in its
hospital bed, glimpsed only a few times, when Mrs.
Jamieson or the visiting nurse had neglected to close the
door. She herself never actually coming closer to him than
that.
In fact, she had dreaded going to the Jamiesons’, but she
needed the money, and she felt sorry for Mrs. Jamieson,
who seemed so haunted and bewildered, as if she were
walking in her sleep. Once or twice, Carla had burst out
and done something really silly just to loosen up the
atmosphere. The kind of thing she did when clumsy and
terrified riders were feeling humiliated. She used to try it,
too, when Clark was stuck in his moods. It didn’t work
with him anymore. But the story about Mr. Jamieson had
worked, decisively.
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At the house there was nothing for Sylvia to do except open
the windows. And think—with an eagerness that dismayed
without really surprising her—of how soon she could see
Carla.
All the paraphernalia of illness had been removed. The
room that had been Sylvia and her husband’s bedroom and
then his death chamber had been cleaned out and tidied up
to look as if nothing had ever happened in it. Carla had
helped with all that, during the few frenzied days between
the crematorium and the departure for Greece. Every piece
of clothing Leon had ever worn and some things he hadn’t,
some gifts from his sisters that had never been taken out of
their packages, had been piled in the back seat of the car
and taken to the thrift shop. His pills, his shaving things,
unopened cans of the fortified drink that had sustained him
as long as anything could, cartons of the sesame-seed snaps
that had at one time been his favorite snack, the plastic
bottles full of the lotion that had eased his back, the
sheepskins on which he had lain—all of that was dumped
into plastic bags to be hauled away as garbage, and Carla
didn’t question a thing.
She never said, “Maybe somebody could use that,” or
pointed out that whole cartons of cans were unopened.
When Sylvia said, “I wish I hadn’t taken the clothes to
town. I wish I’d burned them all up in the incinerator,”
Carla showed no surprise.
They cleaned the oven, scrubbed out the cupboards, wiped
down the walls and the windows. One day Sylvia sat in the
living room going through all the condolence letters she
had received. (There was no accumulation of papers and
notebooks to be attended to, as you might have expected
with a writer, no unfinished work or scribbled drafts. He
had told her, months before, that he had pitched everything.
And no regrets.) The sloping south wall of the house was
mostly big windows. Sylvia looked up, surprised by the
watery sunlight that had come out—or possibly by the
shadow of Carla on top of a ladder, bare-legged, barearmed, her resolute face crowned with a frizz of dandelion
hair that was too short for her braid. She was vigorously
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spraying and scrubbing the glass. When she saw Sylvia
looking at her, she stopped and flung out her arms as if she
were splayed there, making a preposterous gargoyle-like
face. They both began to laugh. Sylvia felt this laughter
running through her like a sweet stream. She turned back to
her letters and soon decided that all these kind, genuine, or
perfunctory words, the tributes and the regrets, could go the
way of the sheepskins and the crackers.
When she heard Carla taking the ladder down, heard boots
on the deck, she was suddenly shy. She sat where she was
with her head bowed as Carla came into the room and
passed behind her, on her way to the kitchen to put the pail
and the paper towels back under the sink. She hardly
halted—she was quick as a bird—but she managed to drop
a kiss on Sylvia’s bent head. Then she went on. She was
whistling something to herself, perhaps had been whistling
the whole time.
That kiss had been in Sylvia’s mind ever since. It meant
nothing in particular. It meant Cheer up. Or Almost done. It
meant that they were good friends who had got through a
lot of depressing work together. Or maybe just that the sun
had come out. That Carla was thinking of getting home to
her horses. Nevertheless, Sylvia saw it as a bright blossom,
its petals spreading inside her with a tumultuous heat, like a
menopausal flash.
Every so often there had been a special girl student in one
of her classes—one whose cleverness and dedication and
awkward egotism, or even genuine passion for the natural
world, reminded her of her young self. Such girls hung
around her worshipfully, hoped for some sort of intimacy
they could not—in most cases—imagine, and soon got on
her nerves.
Carla was nothing like them. If she resembled anybody in
Sylvia’s life, it would have to be certain girls she had
known in high school—those who were bright but not too
bright, easy athletes but not competitive, buoyant but not
rambunctious. Naturally happy.
The day after Sylvia’s return, she was speaking to Carla
about Greece.
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“Where I was, this little tiny village with my two old
friends, well, it was the sort of place where the very
occasional tourist bus would stop, as if it had got lost, and
the tourists would get off and look around and they were
absolutely bewildered because they weren’t anywhere.
There was nothing to buy.”
The large-limbed, uncomfortable, dazzling girl was sitting
there at last, in the room that had been filled with thoughts
of her. She was faintly smiling, belatedly nodding.
“And at first I was bewildered, too. It was so hot. But it’s
true about the light. It’s wonderful. And then I figured out
what there was to do. There were just these few simple
things, but they could fill the day. You walk half a mile
down the road to buy some oil, and half a mile in the other
direction to buy your bread or your wine, and that’s the
morning. Then you eat some lunch under the trees, and
after lunch it’s too hot to do anything but close the shutters
and lie on your bed and maybe read. Later on, you notice
that the shadows are longer and you get up and go for a
swim. Oh,” she interrupted herself. “Oh, I forgot.”
She jumped up and went to get the present she had brought,
which in fact she had not forgotten about at all. She had not
wanted to hand it to Carla right away—she had wanted the
moment to come more naturally, and while she was
speaking she had thought ahead to the moment when she
could mention the sea, going swimming. And then say, as
she now said, “Swimming reminded me of this because it’s
a little replica, you know, it’s a little replica of the horse
they found under the sea. Cast in bronze. They dredged it
up, after all this time. It’s supposed to be from the second
century B.C.”
When Carla had come in and looked around for work to do,
Sylvia had said, “Oh, just sit down a minute. I haven’t had
anybody to talk to since I got back. Please.” Carla had sat
down on the edge of a chair, legs apart, hands between her
knees, looking somehow desolate. As if reaching for some
distant politeness, she had said, “How was Greece?”
Now she was standing, with the tissue paper crumpled
around the horse, which she had not fully unwrapped.

۵۶۴

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۵۶۵
“It’s said to represent a racehorse,” Sylvia said. “Making
that final spurt, the last effort in a race. The rider, too—the
boy—you can see that he’s urging the horse on to the limit
of its strength.”
She did not mention that the boy had made her think of
Carla, and she could not now have said why. He was only
ten or eleven years old. Maybe the strength and grace of the
arm that must have held the reins, or the wrinkles in his
childish forehead, the absorption and the pure effort there.
It was, in some way, like Carla cleaning the windows last
spring. Her strong legs in her shorts, her broad shoulders,
her big dedicated swipes at the glass, and then the way she
had splayed herself out as a joke, inviting or even
commanding Sylvia to laugh.
“You can see that,” Carla said, conscientiously now
examining the little bronzy-green statue. “Thank you very
much.”
“You are welcome. Let’s have coffee, shall we? I’ve just
made some. The coffee in Greece was strong, a little
stronger than I liked, but the bread was heavenly. Sit down
another moment, please do. You should stop me going on
and on this way. What about here? How has life been
here?”
“It’s been raining most of the time.”
“I can see that. I can see it has,” Sylvia called from the
kitchen end of the big room. Pouring the coffee, she
decided that she would keep quiet about the other gift she
had brought. It hadn’t cost her anything (the horse had cost
more than the girl could probably guess); it was only a
beautiful small pinkish-white stone that she had picked up
on the road.
“This is for Carla,” she had said to her friend Maggie, who
was walking beside her. “I know it’s silly. I just want her to
have a tiny piece of this land.”
Sylvia had already mentioned Carla to Maggie, and to
Soraya, her other friend there—telling them how the girl’s
presence had come to mean more and more to her, how an
indescribable bond had seemed to grow up between them,
and had consoled her in the awful months of last spring.
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“It was just to see somebody—somebody so fresh and full
of health coming into the house.”
Maggie and Soraya had laughed in a kindly but annoying
way.
“There’s always a girl,” Soraya said, with an indolent
stretch of her heavy brown arms, and Maggie said, “We all
come to it sometime. A crush on a girl.”
Sylvia was obscurely angered by that dated word—“crush.”
“Maybe it’s because Leon and I never had children,” she
said. “It’s stupid. Displaced maternal love.”
But the girl was not, today, anything like the Carla that
Sylvia had been remembering, not at all the calm, bright
spirit, the carefree and generous creature who had kept her
company in Greece.
She had been almost sullen about her gift. Almost sullen as
she reached out for her mug of coffee.
“There was one thing I thought you would have liked a
lot,” Sylvia said energetically. “The goats. They were quite
small even when they were full grown. Some spotty and
some white, and they were leaping around on the rocks just
like—really like the spirits of the place.” She laughed, in an
artificial way; she couldn’t stop herself. “I wouldn’t be
surprised if they’d had wreaths on their horns. How is your
little goat? I forget her name.”
Carla said, “Flora.”
“Flora.”
“She’s gone.”
“Gone? Did you sell her?”
“She disappeared. We don’t know where.”
“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m sorry. But isn’t there a chance she’ll
turn up again?”
No answer. Sylvia looked directly at the girl—something
that up to now she had not quite been able to do. She saw
that her eyes were full of tears, her face blotchy—in fact, it
seemed grubby—and that she was bloated with distress.
Carla didn’t do anything to avoid Sylvia’s look. She drew
her lips tight over her teeth and shut her eyes and rocked
back and forth as if in a soundless howl and then,
shockingly, she did howl. She howled and wept and gulped
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for air, and tears ran down her cheeks and snot out of her
nostrils, and she began to look around wildly for something
to wipe with. Sylvia ran and got handfuls of Kleenex.
“Don’t worry, here you are, here, you’re all right,” she said,
thinking that maybe she should take the girl in her arms.
But she had not the least wish to do that, and it might make
things worse. The girl might feel how little Sylvia wanted
to do that, how appalled she was, in fact, by this fit.
Carla said something, said the same thing again.
“Awful,” she said. “Awful.”
“No, it’s not. We all have to cry sometimes. It’s all right,
don’t worry.”
“It’s awful.”
And Sylvia could not help feeling that, with every moment
of this show of misery, the girl made herself more ordinary,
more like one of those soggy students in her—Sylvia’s—
office. Some of them cried about their marks—but that was
often tactical, a brief, unconvincing bit of whimpering. The
less frequent, real waterworks always turned out to have
something to do with a love affair, or their parents, or a
pregnancy.
“It’s not about your goat, is it?”
No. No.
“Then what is it?”
Carla said, “I can’t stand it anymore.”
What could she not stand?
It turned out to be the husband.
He was mad at her all the time. He acted as if he hated her.
There was nothing she could do right; there was nothing
she could say. Living with him was driving her crazy.
Sometimes she thought she already was crazy.
“Has he hurt you, Carla?”
No. He hadn’t hurt her physically. But he hated her. He
despised her. He could not stand it when she cried and she
could not help crying because he was so mad. She did not
know what to do.
“Perhaps you do know what to do,” Sylvia said.
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“Get away? I would if I could,” Carla began to wail again.
“I’d give anything to get away. I can’t. I haven’t any
money. I haven’t anywhere in this world to go.”
“Well. Think. Is that altogether true?” Sylvia said in her
best counselling manner. “Don’t you have parents? Didn’t
you tell me you grew up in Kingston? Don’t you have a
family there?”
Her parents had moved to British Columbia. They hated
Clark. When she ran away and got married, they didn’t care
if she lived or died.
Brothers or sisters?
One brother, nine years older. He was married and in
Toronto. He didn’t care, either. He didn’t like Clark. His
wife was a sickening snob.
“Have you ever thought of the women’s shelter?”
“They don’t want you there unless you’ve been beaten up.
And everybody would find out and it would be bad for our
business.”
Sylvia smiled gently. “Is this a time to think about that?”
Then Carla actually laughed. “I know,” she said. “I’m
insane.”
“Listen,” Sylvia said. “Listen to me. If you had the money
to go, where would you go? What would you do?”
“I would go to Toronto,” Carla said, readily enough. “But I
wouldn’t go near my brother. I’d stay in a motel or
something and I’d get a job at a riding stable.”
“You think you could do that?”
“I was working at a riding stable the summer I met Clark.
I’m more experienced now than I was then. A lot more.”
“And all that’s stopping you is lack of money?”
Carla took a deep breath. “All that’s stopping me,” she
said.
“All right,” Sylvia said. “Now, listen to what I propose. I
don’t think you should go to a motel. I think you should
take the bus to Toronto and go to stay with a friend of
mine. Her name is Ruth Stiles. She has a big house and she
lives alone and she won’t mind having somebody to stay.
You can stay there till you find a job. I’ll help you with
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some money. There must be lots of riding stables around
Toronto.”
“There are.”
“So what do you think? Do you want me to phone and find
out what time the bus goes?”
Carla said yes. She was shivering. She ran her hands up and
down her thighs and shook her head roughly from side to
side.
“I can’t believe it,” she said. “I’ll pay you back. I mean,
thank you. I’ll pay you back. I don’t know what to say.”
Sylvia was already at the phone, dialling the bus depot.
“Sh-h-h, I’m getting the times,” she said. She listened and
hung up. “I know you will. You agree about Ruth’s? I’ll let
her know. There’s one problem, though.” She looked
critically at Carla’s shorts and T-shirt. “You can’t very well
go in those clothes.”
“I can’t go home to get anything,” Carla said in a panic.
“I’ll be all right.”
“The bus will be air-conditioned. You’ll freeze. There must
be something of mine you could wear. Aren’t we about the
same height?”
“You’re ten times skinnier,” Carla said.
“I didn’t use to be.”
In the end, they decided on a brown linen jacket, hardly
worn—Sylvia had considered it to be a mistake for herself,
the style too brusque—and a pair of tailored tan pants and a
cream-colored silk shirt. Carla’s sneakers would have to
do, because her feet were two sizes larger then Sylvia’s.
Carla went to take a shower—something she had not
bothered with, in her state of mind that morning—and
Sylvia phoned Ruth. Ruth was going to be out at a meeting
that evening, but she would leave the key with her upstairs
tenants and all Carla would have to do was ring their bell.
“She’ll have to take a cab from the bus depot, though. I
assume she’s O.K. to manage that?” Ruth said.
Sylvia laughed. “She’s not a lame duck, don’t worry. She is
just a person in a bad situation, the way it happens.”
“Well, good. I mean, good she’s getting out.”
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“Not a lame duck at all,” Sylvia said, thinking of Carla
trying on the tailored pants and linen jacket. How quickly
the young recover from a fit of despair and how handsome
the girl had looked in the fresh clothes.
The bus would stop in town at twenty past two. Sylvia
decided to make omelettes for lunch, to set the table with
the dark-blue cloth, and to get down the crystal glasses and
open a bottle of wine.
“I hope you can eat something,” she said, when Carla came
out clean and shining in her borrowed clothes. Her softly
freckled skin was flushed from the shower and her hair was
damp and darkened, out of its braid, the sweet frizz now
flat against her head. She said that she was hungry, but
when she tried to get a forkful of the omelette to her mouth
her trembling hands made it impossible.
“I don’t know why I’m shaking like this,” she said. “I must
be excited. I never knew it would be this easy.”
“It’s very sudden,” Sylvia said judiciously. “Probably it
doesn’t seem quite real.”
“It does, though. Everything now seems really real. It’s like
the time before—that’s when I was in a daze.”
“Maybe when you make up your mind to something, when
you really make up your mind, that’s how it is. Or that’s
how it should be. Easy.”
“If you’ve got a friend,” Carla said with a self-conscious
smile and a flush spreading over her forehead. “If you’ve
got a true friend. I mean, like you.” She laid down the knife
and fork and raised her wineglass with both hands.
“Drinking to a true friend,” she said, uncomfortably. “I
probably shouldn’t even take a sip, but I will.”
“Me, too,” Sylvia said with a pretense of gaiety, but she
spoiled the moment by saying, “Are you going to phone
him? Or what? He’ll have to know. At least he’ll have to
know where you are by the time he’d be expecting you
home.”
“Not the phone,” Carla said, alarmed. “I can’t do it. Maybe
if you—”
“No,” Sylvia said. “No.”
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“No, that’s stupid of me. I shouldn’t have said that. It’s just
hard to think straight. What I maybe should do is put a note
in the mailbox. But I don’t want him to get it too soon. I
don’t want us to even drive past there when we’re going
into town. I want to go the back way. So if I write it—if I
write it, could you, could you maybe slip it in the box when
you come back?”
Sylvia agreed to this, seeing no good alternative. She
brought pen and paper and poured a little more wine. Carla
sat thinking, then wrote a few words.
I have gone away. I will be all write. These were the words
that Sylvia read when she unfolded the paper on her way
back from the bus station. She was sure that Carla knew
“right” from “write.” It was just that she had been talking
about writing a note and she was in a state of exalted
confusion. More confusion perhaps than Sylvia had
realized. The wine had brought out a stream of talk, but it
had not seemed to be accompanied by any particular grief
or upset. She had talked about the horse barn where she had
worked when she was eighteen and just out of high
school—that was where she’d met Clark. Her parents had
wanted her to go to college, and she had agreed, as long as
she could choose to be a veterinarian. She had been one of
those dorky girls in high school, one of those girls they
made rotten jokes about, but she didn’t care. All she really
wanted, and had wanted all her life, was to work with
animals and live in the country.
Clark was the best riding teacher they had—and goodlooking, too. Scads of women were after him—they would
take up riding just to get him as their teacher. She had
teased him about this, and at first he seemed to like it, but
then he got annoyed. She tried to make up for it by getting
him talking about his dream—his plan, really—to have a
riding school, a horse stable, someplace out in the country.
One day, she came in to work and saw him hanging up his
saddle and realized that she had fallen in love with him.
Maybe it was just sex. It was probably just sex.
When fall came and she was supposed to leave for college,
she refused to go. She said she needed a year off.
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Clark was very smart, but he hadn’t waited even to finish
high school, and he had altogether lost touch with his
family. He thought families were like a poison in your
blood. He had been an attendant in a mental hospital, a disk
jockey on a radio station in Lethbridge, Alberta, a member
of a road crew near Thunder Bay, an apprentice barber, a
salesman in an Army-surplus store. And those were only
the jobs he had told her about.
She had nicknamed him Gypsy Rover, because of the song,
an old song her mother used to sing. And she took to
singing it around the house all the time, till her mother
knew something was up.
Last night she slept on a goose-feather bed
With
silken
sheets
for
cover.
Tonight she’ll sleep on the cold cold ground—
Beside her gypsy lo-ov-ver.
Her mother had said, “He’ll break your heart, that’s a sure
thing.” Her stepfather, who was an engineer, did not even
grant Clark that much power. “A loser,” he called him. “A
drifter.” He said this as if Clark were a bug he could just
whisk off his clothes.
Carla said, “Does a drifter save up enough money to buy a
farm, which, by the way, he has done?” He said, “I’m not
about to argue with you.” She was not his daughter,
anyway, he added, as if that were the clincher.
So, naturally, Carla had had to run away with him. The way
her parents behaved, they were practically guaranteeing it.
“Will you get in touch with your parents after you’re
settled?” Sylvia asked. “In Toronto?”
Carla raised her eyebrows, pulled in her cheeks, and made
a saucy O of her mouth. She said, “Nope.”
Definitely a little bit drunk.
Back home, having left the note in the mailbox, Sylvia
cleaned up the dishes that were still on the table, washed
and polished the omelette pan, threw the blue napkins and
tablecloth in the laundry basket, and opened the windows.
She did this with a confusing sense of regret and irritation.
She had put out a fresh cake of apple-scented soap for the
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girl’s shower and the smell of it lingered in the house, as it
had in the air of the car.
Sometime in the last hour or so the rain had stopped. She
could not stay still, so she went for a walk along the path
that Leon had cleared. The gravel he had dumped in the
boggy places had mostly washed away. They used to go
walking every spring to hunt for wild orchids. She taught
him the name of every wildflower—all of which, except for
trillium, he forgot. He called her his Dorothy Wordsworth.
Last spring, she had gone out once, and picked him a bunch
of dogtooth violets, but he had looked at them—as he
sometimes looked at her—with mere exhaustion,
disavowal.
She kept seeing Carla, Carla stepping onto the bus. Her
thanks had been sincere but already almost casual, her
wave jaunty. She had got used to her salvation.
Around six o’clock, Sylvia put in a call to Toronto, to Ruth,
knowing that Carla probably wouldn’t have arrived yet.
She got the answering machine.
“Ruth,” Sylvia said. “Sylvia. It’s about this girl I sent you. I
hope she doesn’t turn out to be a bother to you. I hope it’ll
be all right. You may find her a little full of herself. Maybe
it’s just youth. Let me know. O.K.? O.K. Bye-bye.”
She phoned again before she went to bed but got the
machine, so she said, “Sylvia again. Just checking,” and
hung up. It was between nine and ten o’clock, not even
really dark. Ruth would still be out, and the girl would not
want to pick up the phone in a strange house. She tried to
think of the name of Ruth’s upstairs tenants. They surely
wouldn’t have gone to bed yet. But she could not remember
it. And just as well. Phoning them would have been going
too far.
She got into bed, but it was impossible, so she took a light
quilt and went out to the living room and lay down on the
sofa, where she had slept for the last three months of
Leon’s life. She did not think it likely that she would get to
sleep there, either—there were no curtains on the huge
south windows and she could tell by the sky that the moon
had risen, though she could not see it.
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The next thing she knew she was on a bus somewhere—in
Greece?—with a lot of people she did not know, and the
engine of the bus was making an alarming knocking sound.
She woke to find that the knocking was at her front door.
Carla?
Carla had kept her head down until the bus was clear of
town. The windows were tinted, nobody could see in, but
she had to guard herself against seeing out. Lest Clark
appear. Coming out of a store or waiting to cross the street,
ignorant of her abandonment, thinking this an ordinary
afternoon. No: thinking it the afternoon when their
scheme—his scheme—had been put in motion, eager to
know how far she had got with it.
Once they were out in the country, she looked up, breathed
deeply, took account of the violet-tinted fields. Mrs.
Jamieson’s presence had surrounded her with a kind of
remarkable safety and sanity, had made her escape seem
the most rational thing you could imagine—in fact, the
only self-respecting thing that a person in Carla’s shoes
could do. Carla had felt herself capable of an unaccustomed
confidence, even a mature sense of humor. She had
revealed her life to Mrs. Jamieson in a way that seemed
bound to gain sympathy and yet to be ironic and truthful.
And adapted to live up to what, as far as she could see,
were Mrs. Jamieson’s—Sylvia’s—expectations.
The sun was shining, as it had been for some time. At
lunch, it had made the wineglasses sparkle. And there was
enough of a wind blowing to lift the roadside grass, the
flowering weeds, out of their drenched clumps. Summer
clouds, not rain clouds, were scudding across the sky. The
whole countryside was changing, shaking itself loose, into
the true brightness of a July day. And as they sped along
she didn’t see much trace of the recent past—no big
puddles in the fields, showing where the seed had washed
out, no miserable spindly cornstalks or lodged grain.
It occurred to her that she should tell Clark about this—that
perhaps they had chosen what was, for some freakish
reason, a very wet and dreary corner of the country, and
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there were other places where they could have been
successful.
Or could be yet?
Then it came to her, of course, that she would not be telling
Clark anything. Never again. She would not be concerned
about what happened to him, or to the horses. If, by any
chance, Flora came back she would not hear about it.
This was her second time, leaving everything behind. The
first time had been just like the old Beatles song: she had
put a note on the table and slipped out of the house at five
o’clock in the morning to meet Clark in the church parking
lot down the street. She was even humming that song as
they rattled away. She’s leaving home, bye-bye. She
recalled now how the sun had come up behind them, how
she had looked at Clark’s hands on the wheel, at the dark
hairs on his competent forearms, and breathed in the smell
of the truck, a smell of oil and metal tools and horse barns.
The cold air of the fall morning had blown in through the
rusted seams of the sort of vehicle that nobody in her
family ever rode in, that scarcely ever appeared on the
streets where she lived. Clark’s preoccupation with the
traffic, his curt answers, his narrowed eyes, everything
about him that ignored her, even his slight irritation at her
giddy delight—all of that had thrilled her. As did the
disorder of his past life, his avowed loneliness, the
unexpectedly tender way he could have with a horse, and
with her. She saw him as the sturdy architect of the life
ahead of them, herself as a captive, her submission both
proper and exquisite.
“You don’t know what you’re leaving behind,” her mother
wrote to her, in the one letter she received and never
answered. But in those shivering moments of earlymorning flight she certainly had known what she was
leaving behind, even if she had rather a hazy idea of what
she was going to. She despised their house, their back yard,
their photo albums, their vacations, their Cuisinart, their
powder room, their walk-in closets, their underground
lawn-sprinkling system. In the brief note she left, she had
used the word “authentic.”
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I have always felt the need of a more authentic kind of life.
I know I cannot expect you to understand this.
The bus had stopped now at a gas station in the first town
on the way. It was the very station that she and Clark used
to drive to, in their early days, to buy cheap gas. In those
days, their world had included several towns in the
surrounding countryside, and they had sometimes behaved
like tourists, sampling the specialties in grimy hotel bars.
Pigs’ feet, sauerkraut, potato pancakes, beer. They would
sing all the way home like crazy hillbillies.
But after a while all outings came to be seen as a waste of
time and money. They were what people did before they
understood the realities of their lives.
She was crying now—her eyes had filled up without her
realizing it. She tried to think about Toronto, the first steps
ahead. The taxi, the house she had never seen, the strange
bed she would sleep in alone. Looking in the phone book
tomorrow for the addresses of riding stables, then getting to
wherever they were, asking for a job.
She could not picture it. Herself riding on the subway or a
streetcar, caring for new horses, talking to new people,
living among hordes of people every day who were not
Clark. A life, a place, chosen for that specific reason: that it
would not contain Clark.
The strange and terrible thing about that world of the
future, as she now pictured it, was that she would not exist
in it. She would only walk around, and open her mouth and
speak, and do this and do that. She would not really be
there. And what was strange about it was that she was
doing all this, she was riding on this bus, in the hope of
recovering herself. As Mrs. Jamieson might say—and as
she herself might have said with satisfaction—taking
charge of her own life. With nobody glowering over her,
nobody’s mood infecting her with misery, no implacable
mysterious silence surrounding her.
But what would she care about? How would she know that
she was alive?
While she was running away from him—now—Clark still
kept his place in her life. But when she was finished
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running away, when she just went on, what would she put
in his place? What else—who else—could ever be so vivid
a challenge?
She managed to stop crying but she had started to shake.
She was in a bad way and would have to take hold, get a
grip on herself. “Get a grip on yourself,” Clark had
sometimes told her, passing through a room where she was
scrunched up, trying not to weep, and that indeed was what
she must do now.
They had stopped in another town. This was the third town
away from the one where she had got on the bus, which
meant that they had passed through the second town
without her even noticing. The bus must have stopped, the
driver must have called out the name, and she had not
heard or seen anything, in her fog of fright. Soon enough,
they would reach the highway, they would be tearing along
toward Toronto.
And she would be lost.
She would be lost. What would be the point of getting into
a taxi and giving the new address, of getting up in the
morning and brushing her teeth and going into the world?
Her feet seemed now to be at some enormous distance from
her body. Her knees in the unfamiliar crisp pants were
weighted with irons. She was sinking to the ground like a
stricken horse.
Already the bus had loaded on the few passengers and
parcels that had been waiting in this town. A woman and a
baby in its stroller were waving goodbye to somebody. The
building behind them, the café that served as a bus stop,
was also in motion; a liquefying wave passed through the
bricks and windows as if they were about to dissolve. In
peril, Carla pulled her huge body, her iron limbs, forward.
She stumbled. She cried out, “Let me off.”
The driver braked. He called back irritably, “I thought you
were going to Toronto.” People gave her casually curious
looks. No one seemed to understand that she was in
anguish.
“I have to get off here.”
‘‘There’s a washroom in the back.”
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“No. No. I have to get off.”
“I’m not waiting. You understand that? You got luggage
underneath?”
“No. Yes. No.”
“No luggage?”
A voice in the bus said, “Claustrophobia. That’s what’s the
matter with her.”
“You sick?” the driver said.
“No. No. I just want off.”
“O.K. O.K. Fine by me.”
Come and get me. Please. Come and get me.
I will.
The door was not locked. And it occurred to Sylvia that she
should be locking it now, not opening it, but it was too late,
she had it open.
And nobody there.
Yet she was sure, sure, that the knocking had been real.
She closed the door and this time she locked it.
There was a playful sound, a tinkling tapping sound,
coming from the wall of windows. She switched the light
on, but saw nothing there, and switched it off again. Some
animal—maybe a squirrel? The French doors leading to the
patio had not been locked, either. Not even really closed,
since she had left them open an inch or so to air the house.
She started to close them, and then somebody laughed,
close by, close enough to be in the room with her.
“It’s me,” a man said. “Did I scare you?”
He was pressed against the glass of the door; he was right
beside her.
“It’s Clark,” he said. “Clark from down the road.”
She was not going to ask him in, but she was afraid to shut
the door in his face. He might grab it before she could get it
closed. She didn’t want to turn on the light, either. She
slept in a T-shirt. She should have pulled the quilt from the
sofa and wrapped it around herself, but it was too late now.
“Did you want to get dressed?” he said. “What I got in here
could be the very things you need.”
He had a shopping bag in his hand. He thrust it at her, but
did not try to move forward with it.
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“What?” she said in a choppy voice.
“Look and see. It’s not a bomb. There, take it.”
She felt inside the bag, not looking. Something soft. And
then she recognized the buttons of the jacket, the silk of the
shirt, the belt on the pants.
“Just thought you’d better have them back,” he said.
“They’re yours, aren’t they?”
She tightened her jaw so that her teeth wouldn’t chatter. A
fearful dryness had attacked her mouth and throat.
“I understood they were yours,” he said.
Her tongue moved like a wad of wool. She forced herself to
say, “Where’s Carla?”
“You mean my wife Carla?”
Now she could see his face more clearly. She could see
how he was enjoying himself.
“My wife Carla is at home in bed. Where she belongs.”
He was both handsome and silly-looking. Tall, lean, well
built, but with a slouch that seemed artificial. A contrived,
self-conscious air of menace. A lock of dark hair falling
over his forehead, a vain little mustache, eyes that appeared
both hopeful and mocking, a boyish smile perpetually on
the verge of a sulk.
She had always disliked the sight of him—she had
mentioned her dislike to Leon, who said that the man was
just unsure of himself, just a bit too friendly. The fact that
he was unsure of himself would not make her any safer.
“Pretty worn out,” he said. “After her little adventure. You
should have seen your face—you should have seen the look
on you when you recognized those clothes. What did you
think? Did you think I’d murdered her?”
“I was surprised,” Sylvia said.
“I bet you were. After you were such a big help to her
running away.”
“I helped her—” Sylvia said with considerable effort. “I
helped her because she seemed to be in distress.”
“Distress,” he said, as if examining the word. ‘‘I guess she
was. She was in very big distress when she jumped off that
bus and got on the phone to me to come and get her. She
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was crying so hard I could hardly make out what it was she
was saying.”
“She wanted to come back?”
“Oh, yeah. You bet she wanted to come back. She was in
real hysterics to come back. She is a girl who is very up
and down in her emotions. But I guess you don’t know her
as well as I do.”
“She seemed quite happy to be going.”
“Did she really? Well, I have to take your word for it. I
didn’t come here to argue with you.”
Sylvia said nothing.
“Actually, I came here not just to return those clothes. I
came here to tell you that I don’t appreciate you interfering
in my life with my wife.”
“She is a human being,” Sylvia said, though she knew that
it would be better if she could keep quiet. “Besides being
your wife.”
“My goodness, is that so? My wife is a human being?
Really? Thank you for the information. But don’t try
getting smart with me. Sylvia.”
“I wasn’t trying to get smart.”
“Good. I’m glad you weren’t. I don’t want to get mad. I
just have a couple of important things to say to you. One
thing—that I don’t want you sticking your nose in
anywhere, anytime, in my life. Another—that I’m not
going to want her coming around here anymore. Not that
she is going to want to come, I’m pretty sure of that. She
doesn’t have too good an opinion of you at the moment.
And it’s time you learned how to clean your own house.
Now—” he said. “Now. Has that sunk in?”
“Quite sufficiently.”
“Oh, I really hope it has. I hope so.”
Sylvia said, “Yes.”
“And you know what else I think?”
“What?”
“I think you owe me something.”
“What?”
“I think you owe me—you owe me an apology.”
Sylvia said, “All right. If you think so. I’m sorry.”
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He shifted, perhaps just to put out his hand, and with the
movement of his body she shrieked.
He laughed. He put his hand on the doorframe to make sure
she didn’t close it.
“What’s that?”
“What’s what?” he said, as if she were trying out a trick
and it would not work. But then he caught sight of
something reflected in the window, and he snapped around
to look.
Not far from the house was a wide shallow patch of land
that often filled up with night fog at this time of year. The
fog was there tonight, had been there all this while. But
now the fog had changed. It had thickened, taken on a
separate shape, transformed itself into something spiky and
radiant. First, a live dandelion ball, tumbling forward, then
it condensed itself into an unearthly sort of animal, pure
white, hellbent, something like a giant unicorn rushing at
them.
“Jesus Christ,” Clark said softly. He grabbed hold of
Sylvia’s shoulder. This touch did not alarm her at all—she
accepted it with the knowledge that he did it either to
protect her or to reassure himself.
Then the vision exploded. Out of the fog, and out of the
magnifying light—now revealed to be that of a car
travelling along this back road, probably in search of a
place to park—out of this appeared a white goat. A little
dancing white goat, hardly bigger than a sheepdog.
Clark let go. He said, “Where the Christ did you come
from?”
“It’s your goat,” Sylvia said. “Isn’t it your goat?”
“Flora,” he said. “Flora.”
The goat had stopped a yard or so away from them, had
turned shy, and hung her head.
“Flora,” Clark said. “Where the hell did you come from?
You scared the shit out of us.”
Us.
Flora came closer but still did not look up. She butted
against Clark’s legs.
“Goddam stupid animal,” he said shakily.
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“She was lost,” Sylvia said.
“Yeah. She was. Never thought we’d see her again,
actually.”
Flora looked up. The moonlight caught a glitter in her eyes.
“Scared the shit out of us,” Clark said to her. “We thought
you were a ghost.”
“It was the effect of the fog,” Sylvia said. She stepped out
of the door now, onto the patio. Quite safe.
“Yeah.”
“Then the lights of that car.”
“Like an apparition,” he said, recovering. And pleased that
he had thought of this description.
“Yes.”
“The goat from outer space. That’s what you are. You are a
goddam goat from outer space,” he said, patting Flora. But
when Sylvia put out her hand to do the same Flora
immediately lowered her head as if preparing to butt.
“Goats are unpredictable,” Clark said. “They can seem
tame but they’re not really. Not after they grow up.”
“Is she grown up? She looks so small.”
“She’s as big as she’s ever going to get.”
They stood looking down at the goat, as if hoping that she
would provide them with more conversation. But she
apparently was not going to. From this moment, they could
go neither forward nor back. Sylvia believed that she might
have seen a shadow of regret in his eyes that this was so.
But he acknowledged it. He said, “It’s late.”
“I guess it is,” Sylvia said, just as if this had been an
ordinary visit.
“O.K., Flora. Time for us to go home.”
“I’ll make other arrangements for help if I need it,” she
said. “I probably won’t need it now, anyway.” She added
lightly, “I’ll stay out of your hair.”
“Sure,” he said. “You’d better get inside. You’ll get cold.”
“Good night,” she said. “Good night, Flora.”
The phone rang then.
“Excuse me.”
“Good night.”
It was Ruth.
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“Ah,” Sylvia said. “A change in plans.”
She did not sleep, thinking of the little goat, whose
appearance out of the fog seemed to her more and more
magical. She even wondered if, possibly, Leon could have
had something to do with it. If she were a poet, she would
write a poem about something like this. But in her
experience the subjects that she thought a poet would write
about had not appealed to Leon, who was—who had
been—the real thing.
Carla had not heard Clark go out, but she woke when he
came in.
He told her that he had just been checking around the barn.
“A car went along the road a while ago, and I wondered
what it was doing here. I couldn’t get back to sleep till I
went out and checked whether everything was O.K.”
“So, was it?”
“Far as I could see. And then while I was up,” he said, “I
thought I might as well pay a visit up the road. I took the
clothes back.”
Carla sat up in bed.
“You didn’t wake her up?”
“She woke up. It was O.K. We had a little talk.”
“Oh.”
‘‘It was O.K.”
“You didn’t mention any of that stuff, did you?”
“I didn’t mention it.”
“It really was all made up. It really was. You have to
believe me. It was all a lie.”
“O.K.”
“You have to believe me.”
“Then I believe you.”
“I made it all up.”
“O.K.”
He got into bed.
“Did you get your feet wet?” she said.
“Heavy dew.”
He turned to her.

۵٨٣

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۵٨۴
“Come here,” he said. “When I read your note, it was just
like I went hollow inside. It’s true. I felt like I didn’t have
anything left in me.”
The bright weather had continued. On the streets, in the
stores, in the post office, people greeted each other by
saying that summer had finally arrived. The pasture grass
and even the poor beaten crops lifted up their heads. The
puddles dried up, the mud turned to dust. A light warm
wind blew and everybody felt like doing things again. The
phone rang. Inquiries about trail rides, about riding lessons.
Summer camps cancelled their trips to museums, and
minivans drew up, loaded with restless children. The horses
pranced along the fences, freed from their blankets.
Clark had managed to get hold of a piece of roofing at a
good price. He had spent the whole first day after Runaway
Day (that was how they referred to Carla’s bus trip) fixing
the roof of the exercise ring.
For a couple of days, as they went about their chores, he
and Carla would wave at each other. If she happened to
pass close to him and there was nobody else around, Carla
might kiss his shoulder through the light material of his
summer shirt.
“If you ever try to run away on me again I’ll tan your
hide,” he said to her, and she said, “Who are you now—
Clint Eastwood?”
Then she said, “Would you?”
“What?”
“Tan my hide?”
“Damn right.”
Birds were everywhere. Red-winged blackbirds, robins, a
pair of doves that sang at daybreak. Lots of crows, and
gulls on reconnoitering missions from the lake, and big
turkey buzzards that sat in the branches of a dead oak about
half a mile away, at the edge of the woods. At first they just
sat there, drying out their voluminous wings, lifting
themselves occasionally for a trial flight, flapping around a
bit, then composing themselves, to let the sun and the warm
air do their work. In a day or so, they were restored, flying
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high, circling and dropping to earth, disappearing over the
woods, coming back to rest in the familiar bare tree.
Lizzie Borden’s owner—Joy Tucker—showed up again,
tanned and friendly. She had got sick of the rain, and gone
off on her holidays to hike in the Rocky Mountains. Now
she was back. Perfect timing.
She and Clark treated each other warily at first, but they
were soon joking as if nothing had happened.
“Lizzie looks to be in good shape,” she said. “But where’s
her little friend?”
“Gone,” Clark said. “Maybe she took off to the Rocky
Mountains.”
“Lots of wild goats out there. With fantastic horns.”
“So I hear.”
For three or four days they had been too busy to go down
and look in the mailbox. When Carla opened it, she found
the phone bill, a promise that if they subscribed to a certain
magazine they could win a million dollars, and Mrs.
Jamieson’s letter.
My
Dear
Carla,
I have been thinking about the (rather dramatic) events of
the last few days and I find myself talking to myself, but
really to you, so often that I thought I must speak to you,
even if—the best way I can do now—only in a letter. And
don’t worry—you do not have to answer me.
Mrs. Jamieson went on to say that she was afraid she had
involved herself too closely in Carla’s life and had made
the mistake of thinking somehow that Carla’s freedom and
happiness were the same thing. All she cared for was
Carla’s happiness, and she saw now that she—Carla—had
found that in her marriage. All she could hope was that
perhaps Carla’s flight and turbulent emotions had brought
her true feelings to the surface, and perhaps a recognition in
her husband of his true feelings as well.
She said that she would perfectly understand if Carla
wished to avoid her in the future and that she would always
be grateful for Carla’s presence in her life during such a
difficult time.
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The strangest and most wonderful thing in this whole string
of events seems to me the reappearance of Flora. In fact, it
seems rather like a miracle. Where had she been all that
time and why did she choose just that moment to reappear?
I am sure your husband has described it to you. We were
talking at the patio door, and I—facing out—was the first
to see this white something, descending on us out of the
night. Of course it was the effect of the ground fog. But
truly terrifying. I think I shrieked out loud. I had never in
my life felt such bewitchment, in the true sense. I suppose I
should be honest and say fear. There we were, two adults,
frozen, and then out of the fog comes little lost Flora.
There has to be something special about this. I know, of
course, that Flora is an ordinary little animal and that she
probably spent her time away getting herself pregnant. In a
sense, her return has no connection at all with our human
lives. Yet her appearance at that moment did have a
profound effect on your husband and me. When two human
beings divided by hostility are both, at the same time,
mystified by the same apparition, there is a bond that
springs up between them, and they find themselves united
in the most unexpected way. United in their humanity—
that is the only way I can describe it. We parted almost as
friends. So Flora has her place as a good angel in my life
and perhaps also in your husband’s life and yours.
With
all
my
good
wishes,
Sylvia Jamieson
As soon as Carla had read this letter she crumpled it up.
Then she burned it in the sink. The flames leaped up
alarmingly and she turned on the tap, then scooped up the
soft disgusting black stuff and put it down the toilet, as she
should have done in the first place.
She was busy for the rest of that day, and the next, and the
next. During that time, she had to take two parties out on
the trails, she had to give lessons to children, individually
and in groups. At night when Clark put his arms around
her—he was generally in good spirits now—she did not
find it hard to be coöperative. She dreamed of things that
were of no importance, that made no sense.
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It was as if she had a murderous needle somewhere in her
lungs, and by breathing carefully she could avoid feeling it.
But every once in a while she had to take a deep breath,
and it was still there.
Sylvia Jamieson had taken an apartment in the college town
where she taught. The house was not up for sale—or at
least there wasn’t a sign out in front of it. Leon Jamieson
had got some kind of posthumous award—news of this was
in the papers. There was no mention of any money.
As the dry golden days of fall came on—an encouraging
and profitable season—Carla found that she had got used to
the sharp thought that had lodged inside her. It wasn’t so
sharp anymore; in fact, it no longer surprised her. She was
inhabited now by an almost seductive notion, a constant
low-lying temptation.
She had only to raise her eyes, she had only to look in one
direction, to know where she might go. An evening walk,
once her chores for the day were finished. To the edge of
the woods, and the bare tree where she had seen the
buzzards.
Where she might find the little dirty bones in the grass. The
skull, with shreds of bloodied skin still clinging to it, that
she could settle in one hand. Knowledge in one hand.
Or perhaps not.
Suppose something else had happened. Suppose he had
chased Flora away, or tied her in the back of the truck and
driven some distance and let her loose. Taken her back to
the place they’d got her from. Not to have her around,
reminding them of this bad time.
The days passed and she didn’t go. She held out against the
temptation. ♦
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آن وﻗﺘﻬﺎ در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻳﻚ ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ اي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .ﻧﻪ
ﮔﻮدال ﻋﻤﻴﻘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ آﻻت ﻏـﻮل ﭘﻴﻜـﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪه ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﮔﻮدال ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺗﻮﺳـﻂ ﻳـﻚ ﻛـﺸﺎورزي
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻛﻨﺪه ﺷﺪه و از آن ﭘﻮل در ﻣـﻲ آورد ،ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﮔﻮدال آﻧﻘﺪر ﻛﻢ ﻋﻤـﻖ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدي
ﻣﻨﻈﻮري دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﻨﺪﻧﺶ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ  .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﭘﺎﻛﺎر ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻨﺎي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻦ آن ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اداﻣﻪ ﻧﻴﺎﻓﺖ.
ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺼﺮاﻧﻪ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﻮد:".
 ﻣﺎ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻳﻚ ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ اي ي اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ اﺳـﺘﻔﺎدةراه آﻫﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ.
اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .ﭼﻮن ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ارﺗﺒﺎط ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺑﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن رﻳﺨﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد –
ﻫﻤﺴﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
آن زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﺧﻮب ﺑﻴﺎد ﻧﺪارم .ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﺨﺸﻬﺎﻳﻲ از آن
را ﺑﻮﺿﻮح ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورم اﻣﺎ ﺑﺪون ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ
ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي ﻛﺎﻣﻞ از آن ﻻزم اﺳـﺖ .ﻫﻤـﺔ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ از آن
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ در ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ام ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﻛﺎﻏﺬﻫﺎي دﻳﻮاري ي ﺑـﺎ ﺗـﺪي ﺑﻴـﺮ
)ﺧﺮس ﻋﺮوﺳﻜﻲ (167در اﺗﺎق ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ام ،اﺳﺖ .در اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ي ﺗﺎزه ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ اﺳﺖ ،ﺧﻮاﻫﺮم " ﻛﺎرو "168ﺑـﻮد
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و ﺗﺤﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻬﺎي ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮ روي ﻫﻢ ،ﻳﻜﻲ روي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻗﺮار
داﺷﺖ .درآﻏﺎز وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﻘﻞ ﻣﻜﺎن ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ،ﺧﻮاﻫﺮم
ﻛﺎرو در ﺑﺎره ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻣﺎن ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي زﻳـﺎدي ﻣـﻲ
زد و ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ ﻳﺎ آن ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﻴـﺎد ﺑﻴـﺎورم .و
ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻴﺎد آورد و
او از آن ﺻﺮف ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﮔﺎه ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﻴﺎد
ﻣﻲ آورم اﻣﺎ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﻐﺎﻳﺮت ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻳﺎ از ﺗﺮس اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻛﻨﻢ ،واﻧﻤﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻧﺪارم.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ ﻧﻘﻞ ﻣﻜﺎن ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ،ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن ﺑـﻮد .ﺑﻠﻴﺘـﺰي،
ﺳﮕﻤﺎن را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ) .ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ،ﺳﮕﻤﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮد –م(
 ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي 169ﻋﺎﺷﻖ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ.ﻣﺎدرم ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .و ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺳﮓ دوﺳـﺖ
ﻧﺪارد ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎﻳﻲ از ﻳﻚ ﺧﻴﺒﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ در ﺷﻬﺮ اﺳﺖ.
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺰرگ و ﭼﻤﻨﻬﺎي ﮔﺴﺘﺮده ﺑﺎ ﻓﻀﺎي
ﺑﺎز ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻬﺮي؟ او ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ ،ﭘـﺎرس
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد را ﻣﺎﻟﻚ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ .و اﻏﻠـﺐ
ﺳﻨﺠﺎب ﻳﺎ ﻣﻮش ﺻﺤﺮاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺖ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ
آورد.
در آﻏﺎز ﻛﺎرو ﻛﺎﻣﻼ از اﻳﻦ اﻓﺴﺮده ﺑﻮد و ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑـﺎ او
ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ زد و در ﻣـﻮرد ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﺖ ﺳـﮓ ﺗﻮﺿـﻴﺢ و ﭼﺮﺧـﻪ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ داد ﻛﻪ در آن ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ ،ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي
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دﻳﮕﺮ را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرﻧﺪ .ﻛﺎرو ﺑﺤـﺚ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ او ﻏـﺬاي
ﻣﺨﺼﻮص ﺳﮕﻬﺎ را ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ:
 ﻓﺮض ﻛﻦ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او داده ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ؟ ﻓﺮض ﻛﻦ روزي ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﺒﺎﺷﻴﻢ و او ﺧـﻮدش ﻣﺠﺒـﻮر ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﺧـﻮدش از ﺧـﻮدش
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻛﻨﺪ؟
ﻛﺎرو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ:
 ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮم .ﻣﻦ ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮم و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪاز او ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ.
 ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ و ﻣﺎدرﻣـﺎن وارد ﺑﺤـﺚ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ و او را از
ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﻣﻨﺤﺮف ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻴﻞ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ آﻣﺎده ﺑﻮد ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮع
اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻳﻴﺎن و ﺑﻤﺐ اﺗﻤﻲ ﺑﭙﺮدازد .و ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺎ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺮاي آن آﻣﺪه ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ .او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻧﻴﻞ آن
را ﻣﻄﺮح ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﻣـﻦ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ درﺑـﺎره ﻳـﻚ
ﻛﻠﻮﭼﻪ 170اﺗﻤﻲ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در اﻳﻦ
ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﻦ از ﺑﺤﺚ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ در ﻧﻈﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ درﺑـﺎره
اش ﺑﭙﺮﺳﻢ و ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﺧﻨﺪه ﺷﻮد.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻨﺮﭘﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﺗﺌﺎﺗﺮ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺣﺮﻓﻪ اي ،در ﺷﻬﺮ
ﺑﻮد ،ﭼﻴﺰ ﺗﺎزه اي در آن زﻣﺎن ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻣﺮدم ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪ
و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ از آن ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺒﺐ ﺑـﺪ
آﻣﻮزي ﺷﻮد .ﻣـﺎدر و ﭘـﺪرم در زﻣـﺮه ي ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
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ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﺎدرم ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪ ﻓﻌﺎل ﺑﻮد ،زﻳﺮا وﻗﺖ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي
داﺷﺖ .ﭘﺪرم ﻛﺎرﻣﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﻤﻪ ﺑﻮد و زﻳﺎد ﺳﻔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﺎدرم در
ﮔﻴﺮ ﺟﻤﻊ آوري ﻛﻤﻜﻬﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﻣـﺎﻟﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺗﺌـﺎﺗﺮ ﺑـﻮد و
ﺑﻄﻮر راﻳﮕﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺗﺌﺎﺗﺮ ﺧﺪﻣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .او زﻳﺒـﺎ و ﺑـﻪ اﻧـﺪازه
ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮدﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺟـﺎي ﻳـﻚ ﻫﻨﺮﭘﻴـﺸﻪ ي زن اﺷـﺘﺒﺎه
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﻮد .او ﻫﻢ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻨﺮﭘﻴﺸﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس
ﺑﭙﻮﺷﺪ .ﺷﺎل و داﻣﻦ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ و ﮔﺮدﻧﺒﻨﺪﻫﺎي آوﻳﺰان .ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺧﻮد
را رﻫﺎ و اﻓﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و آراﻳﺶ ﻛﺮدن را ﻗﻄـﻊ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد.
اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻣﻦ در آن زﻣﺎن ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮدم و دﻗـﺖ ﻧﻜـﺮده ﺑـﻮدم.
ﻣﺎدرم ،ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﺪون ﺷﻚ ﻛﺎرو ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺪرم
ﻫﻢ.
از اﻳﻦ رو ﻫﻤﺔ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ از ﻣﺎدرم ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ و اﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺎدرم دارم ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﭘﺪرم ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣـﺎدرم در
اﻳﻦ ﺳﺒﻚ رﻫﺎ و زﻳﺒﺎ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﮔـﺮوه
ﺗﺌﺎﺗﺮ ﺟﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﭘﺪرم در اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﺎره ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻮاﻓﻖ ﻫﻨﺮ ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ.
اﮔﺮ ﭘﺪرم اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎ دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ اﻇﻬﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺗﺠﺴﻢ ﻛﻨﻢ ،ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﺎ ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻲ و ﺧﻨﺪه ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻲ اش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﭼﻘﺪر ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺖ آور ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺧﻮب ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮاﺗﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ
ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد و اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﻫﻢ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﻨـﻲ ﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻧـﻪ
ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﭘﺪرم .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ آﻳﺎ اﻳﻦ اﺗﻔﺎق ﺑﺮاي ﻫـﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻳـﺎ
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داوﻃﻠﺒﻲ روي ﻣﻲ داد اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻧﻤـﻲ آورم،
ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرم ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺖ و ﺗﻤﺎم روز ﻣﺎدرم را در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺤﺖ ﻧﻈﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .اﺟﺎزه ﻧﻤﻲ داد از ﻧﻈﺮش دور ﺷﻮد و ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎورش ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ
آرام ﺑﮕﻴﺮد ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ را ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﭽﻪ دار ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
 "ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮد؟" "ﺻﺪ در ﺻﺪ .او روال ﻋﺎدت ﻣﺎﻫﺎﻧﻪ اش را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ" . "ﺑﻌﺪ ﭼﻪ ﺷﺪ؟"ﭘﺪرم ﮔﺮﻳﻪ و زاري را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﺮد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳـﺮ ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ.
ﻣﺎدرم وﺳﺎﻳﻠﻤﺎن را ﺟﻤﻊ ﻛﺮد و ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﻲ اي در ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
از ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻞ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ
ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻴﺰ ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ اﻳﻦ را ﻫﻢ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اﺣﺴﺎس زﻧـﺪه
ﺑﻮدن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑـﺎر در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﺮاﺳـﺘﻲ
زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدن را ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد .اﺣـﺴﺎس ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد اﻧﮕـﺎر ﺷـﺎﻧﺲ
دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﺨﻮد داده ﻛﻪ دوﺑﺎره زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را از ﻧﻮ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﻨﺪ .او از
ﻧﻘﺮه ﻫﺎ و ﭼﻴﻨﻲ ﻫﺎ و ﻃﺮﺣﻬﺎي ﺗﺰﻳﻴﻨﻲ و ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﺑﺎغ و ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي در ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ي ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﺶ دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﺣـﺎﻻ او
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ .او ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎﻳﺶ را
در ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻣﻲ آوﻳﺨﺖ و ﻛﻔﺸﻬﺎي ﭘﺎﺷـﻨﻪ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪش را در
ﻗﻔــﺴﻪ ي ﻛﻔــﺸﻬﺎ ﻣــﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷــﺖ .اﻧﮕــﺸﺘﺮ اﻟﻤــﺎس و ﺣﻠﻘــﻪ

PDF.tarikhema.org
۵٩۴

 Oedipus Rex 171نام يک تراژدی آتن) يونان( اثر سوفوکلس است که نخستين بار در ۴٢٩
پيش از ميالد اجرا شد .در طول قرنھا به عنوان برتری ھمتراز نژادی يونانی تعبير گرديد.

۵٩۴

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ازدواﺟﺶ را روي ﻣﻴﺰ آراﻳـﺶ رﻫـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻟﺒـﺎس ﺷـﺐ
اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ اش در ﻛﺸﻮي ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻟﺨﺖ و ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﺑﺮود آن اﻃﺮاف ﻗﺪم ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﺣـﺪاﻗﻞ
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻫﻮا ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎن ﮔﺮم ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺸﺪ ﭼﻮن وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎﻣﺶ ﻣﻲ داد ،ﻛﺎرو ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ و
در ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺳﻔﺮي اش ﻗﺎﻳﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻧﻴـﻞ
ﻣﻴﮕﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻨﻴﻦ اﻳﺪه اي را ﺧﻮش ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
در ﻣﻮرد ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﭼـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد؟ ﻧﻴـﻞ ،ﻓﻠـﺴﻔﻪ اش،
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ردﻳﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،اﻳﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
ﭼﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻳﺪ ﺧﻮش آﻳﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻳﻚ ﻧﻌﻤﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﻫﺪﻳـﻪ
اي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻴﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻳﻢ.
ﻣﻦ ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﺣﺮف ﻣﻴﺰﻧﻨﺪ ،ﻣﺸﻜﻮﻛﻢ .اﻣﺎ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺣﻖ دارم ﻣﺸﻜﻮك ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
ﻧﻴﻞ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻨﺮﭘﻴﺸﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﺑﺮاي اﻣﺘﺤﺎن ﻛـﺮدنِ
آن ﺑﻪ ﻫﻨﺮﭘﻴﺸﮕﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ ،.ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﺠﺎ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ از
ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .در ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﺧﺮاج ﺷﻮد ،ﻧﻘﺶ
ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﻛُﺮِ " اودﻳﭙﻮس رﻛﺲ "171را اﺟﺮا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .از آن
ﺧﻮﺷﺶ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد  -ﺧﻮد را وا ﻧﻬﺎدن .ﺑﺎ دﻳﮕﺮان در آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻦ.
– ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ ﻳﻚ روز در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻲ در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ،ﺑﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ از دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎرِ ﻓﺼﻠﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ در ﻳﻚ ﺷـﺮﻛﺖ ﺗـﺎزة ﻧﻤﺎﻳـﺸﻲ
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داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎ او رﻓﺖ ﭼـﻮن ﻛـﺎر ﺑﻬﺘـﺮي
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ .و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎري در آﻧﺠﺎ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ
در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ دوﺳﺘﺶ ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺖ .او ﻧﻘﺶ ﺑﺎﻧﻜﻮ را ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﮔﺎﻫﻲ روح ﺑﺎﻧﻜﻮ را ﻣﺮﺋﻲ و ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﺮﺋﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺑـﺎر
ﻧﻘﺶ ﻣﺮﺋﻲ روح را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﺮاي آن ،ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺒﺘﺮﻳﻦ
اﻧﺪازه ﺑﻮد .اﻧﺪازه اي ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻋﺎﻟﻲ .ﻳﻚ روح ﻛﺎﻣﻞ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮده ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل زﻣﺴﺘﺎن را در ﺷﻬﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﺎ
اﻃﺮاق ﻛﻨﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺎدرم ﻛﺎرِ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ اﻧﮕﻴﺰش را اﻧﺠﺎم
دﻫﺪ .ﻧﻴﻞ ﺗﺎ آن وﻗﺖ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ ) ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻠـﺮي – م(را ﻧﺸﺎن ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ از ﻧﺠﺎري ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻧﻮﺳـﺎزي در
ﺗﺌﺎﺗﺮ را ﺑﻌﻬﺪه ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ او را ﺗﺎ ﺑﻬـﺎر ﺑﺨـﻮد ﻣـﺸﻐﻮل
داﺷــﺖ .آن ﭼﻴــﺰي ﺑــﻮد ﻛــﻪ ﺗــﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜــﻪ ﻣﺎﻳــﻞ ﺑــﻮد و در
ﻧﻈﺮداﺷﺖ ،ﻣﺸﻐﻮﻟﺶ ﻛﺮد.
ﻛﺎرو ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اش را ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﺪ .اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس او
را از اﻧﺘﻬﺎي ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺳﻮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺗﺎ ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳـﻪ اي
ﻣﻲ آورد .ﻛﺎرو ﺑﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ دوﺳﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ و
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺸﺎن ﻫﻢ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دادﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ از ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑـﺎ او
دوﺳﺖ ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ در آن راﺑﻄـﻪ داﺷـﺖ ﻣـﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي از آن ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪم.
ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ،ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺟﺎده ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮش ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻬﺪ ﻛﻮدك ﻧﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﭼﻮن ﻣـﺎدرم ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ اﻣـﺎ
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دادم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﻛﺎرو وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
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ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﻮد .و ﻣﺎدرم اﻏﻠﺐ ﺣﻮﺻﻠﺔ ﺑـﺎزي
ﻛﺮدن داﺷﺖ .ﺑﺰودي در آن زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﺮف آﻣﺪ و او و ﻣﻦ آدم
ﺑﺮﻓﻲ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ و او ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ " ،اﺳـﻢ او را ﻧﻴـﻞ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻴﻢ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ؟" ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ".و ﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻔـﻲ روﻳـﺶ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻴﻢ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﺑﻨﻈﺮ آﻳﺪ ".ﺳﭙﺲ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ از
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮوم وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ رﺳﻴﺪ و ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻳـﻦ ﻫـﻢ ﻧﻴـﻞ،
ﻧﻴﻞ آﻣﺪ " ،اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ آدم ﺑﺮﻓﻲ اﺷﺎره ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .اﺷـﺎره اي ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ از ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ و ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺷـﺪ و
داد زد ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﺮا زﻳﺮ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
ﻳﻜﻲ از آن دﻓﻌﺎت اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﭘـﺪر
ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
آن روزﻫﺎي ﻛﻮﺗﺎه زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮم ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ -در ﺷـﻬﺮ
ﭼﺮاﻏﻬﺎ در ﻫﻮاي ﮔﺮگ و ﻣﻴﺶ ﻏﺮوب روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ
ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ دﮔﺮﮔﻮﻧﻲ ﻋﺎدت ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻨﻤﺎن
ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﺮاي آن واﻗﻌﺎ دﻟﺘﻨﮓ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﺪم ﻳـﺎ ﻛـﻪ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ دوﺑﺎره در آن زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ – ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺗﻌﺠـﺒﻢ از
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ آن آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻬﺎي ﺧﻮب ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺒﻬﺎ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ .اﮔـﺮ ﺑﻴـﺪار
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم و ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮاﻟﺖ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم او
ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻋﺠﻠﻪ ،ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﻪ اي ﻟﺒﺎس ﻳﺎ روﺳﺮي
اي دور ﺧﻮدش ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ -ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﻮﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ
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ﻣﻦ آن را آﻣﻴﺨﺘـﻪ اي از ﺷـﻤﻊ و ﻣﻮﺳـﻴﻘﻲ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺘﻢ .و
ﻋﺸﻖ.
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ﺑﺨﺶ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ اﻣـﺎ
ﻣﻦ آﻧﻘﺪر ﻫﻢ ﺗﻼش ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ درﻛـﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ،ﺳﮓ ﻣﺎ ،ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ﻧﺒﻮد اﻣﺎ او ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻫـﻢ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﺖ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺟﺎ ﺑﻴﮕـﺮد .ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﻛـﺎرو
ﭼﻄﻮر آن را ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ داد .ﻧـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎر ،دوﺑـﺎر .او ﺳـﮓ را در
اﺗﻮﺑﻮس زﻳﺮ ﻛﺖ اش ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺠﺎي ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ رﻓﺘﻦ ،ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي را ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻗﺒﻠﻲ ﻣﺎ در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ
ﻛﻤﺘﺮ از ﻳﻚ ﺑﻠﻮك دور ﺑﻮد .آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘـﺪرم ﺳـﮓ را روي
اﻳﻮان زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد .زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي
ﻧﻬﺎر ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮي اش آﻣﺪ و ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰ ﺑﺰرگ
اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺳﮓ در داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ ،راه ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﭘﻴﺪا
ﻛﺮد .ﻛﺎرو ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا را راه اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ و ﻣـﺪﻋﻲ ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﺳﮓ را آن ﺻﺒﺢ ﻧﺪﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺳـﻌﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻫﻤـﺎن
اﺷﺘﺒﺎه را دوﺑﺎره ﻣﺮﺗﻜﺐ ﺷﻮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ .و اﻳﻦ ﺑـﺎر
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻛﺴﻲ در اﺗﻮﺑﻮس ﻳﺎ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﺸﻜﻮك ﻧﺸﺪ ،اﻣـﺎ
ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﺷﺪ.
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻴﺎد آورم ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرﻣﺎن ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪ .او
را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ در ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ ﻳﺎ در ﭘﺎي درِ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ در ﺟـﺎده
ي ﺑﻪ آن ،ﺗﺠﺴﻢ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﺔ در ﺷﻬﺮ رﻓـﺖ و او
را ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ .ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﺼﻮرش اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ راﺣﺖ ﺗﺮ اﺳﺖ.
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اﮔﺮ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ام از ﮔﻔﺘﺔ ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛـﺎرو
ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ ﻳﺎ ﻋﻤﺪا ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﻮده ،ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪارد .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر
ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ام ،ﺷﺒﻬﺎ او در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺮا وا دارد
درﺑﺎره ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ،وﻟﻲ او ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺷـﺎﻛﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد.
ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺘﺶ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺧﻤﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺗﻴﺰﺗﺮ از آن ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﺣﺲ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺮﻳﻨﺪ .دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ ﻣﺮدم دوﺳـﺘﺶ
ﺑﺪارﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﻗﻮل دادن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﺷـﺎدي و
ﻧﺸﺎط ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻲ ،دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ ﻓﻀﺎي اﺗﺎق را ﺑﻬﻢ زﻧﺪ .او ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
از ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ او ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﺟـﺎﻳﺶ را ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮري ﺑﺮﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺎره ﺳﮓ ﭼﻜﺎر ﻛـﺮده
اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﭼﺰﻫﺎي آن را
ﺑﻴﺎد آورم.
" ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﺣﻘﻪ ﺑﺎزي اﻧﺠﺎﻣﺶ دادم".
" دوﺳﺖ داري ﺑﺮوي ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪرت زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟"
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ .و ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪم ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻧﻪ.
از او ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻢ .ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ او ﻛﺮد ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ ﻋﺠﻴـﺐ ﻧﺒـﻮد.
اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺟﻮان ﭘـﻴﺶ ﻣـﻲ
آﻳﺪ -ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ  ،ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺤﻜﻢ و ﻗﻮي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي
ﺑﺰﮔﺘﺮ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﺪ.
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ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭘﺴﺘﻲِ ﻣﺎ در ﻳﻚ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺟﺎده ﺟﻤﻊ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﺎدرم و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﺮ روز ﺗﺎ آﻧﺠﺎ ﭘﻴـﺎده ﻣـﻲ رﻓﺘـﻴﻢ
ﻣﮕﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﺗﻮﻓﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ و ﻣـﻲ دﻳـﺪﻳﻢ ﭼـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن ﺑﺎﻗﻴﻤﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﺎر را وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ از ﺧﻮاب ﻧﻴﻤﺮوزي ام ﺑﻴﺪار ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ اﻳﻦ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ
زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺎ در ﻳـﻚ روز ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻣـﻲ رﻓﺘـﻴﻢ .ﺻـﺒﺢ
ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺸﻬﺎي ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ -.ﻳـﺎ او ﻛﺘـﺎب ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و ﻣﻦ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ).او از ﻛﺘﺎب ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪت
ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮﻧﺪاﺷﺖ( .ﻣﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳـﻮپ ﻛﻨـﺴﺮوي را
ﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﺮاي ﺧـﻮاب ﻧﻴﻤـﺮوز ﺑـﻪ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ
رﻓﺘـﻴﻢ درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜــﻪ او ﺑـﺎز ﻫــﻢ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧــﺪ .او ﺣـﺎﻻ ﺑــﺎ ﻳــﻚ
ﻧﻮزادﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺑﺰرگ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺮوي ﺷﻜﻤﺶ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد از
اﻳﻦ رو ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺣﺴﺶ ﻛﻨﻢ .اﺳﻤﺶ ﻗﺮار ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاﻧـﺪي172
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -از ﻗﺒﻞ ﺑﺮاﻧﺪي ﺑﻮد-
آﻳﺎ ﭘﺴﺮ ﻳﺎ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد.
ﻳﻚ روز وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺴﺖ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻴﻢ و ﭼﻨﺪان از ﺻـﻨﺪوق
ﭘﺴﺖ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻴﻢ ،ﻣﺎدرم ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮد و ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
" ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش" ،او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﺣﺮف
ﻧﺰده ﺑﻮدم ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻢ در ﺑـﺮف ﺑـﺎزي در ﻧﻴـﺎورده
ﺑﻮدم.
" ﻣﻦ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺮﻓﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ زدم ".ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ.
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" ﻫﻴﺲ .ﺑﺮﮔﺮد".
" وﻟﻲ ﻣﺎ ﭘﺴﺖ را ﻧﺪﻳﺪﻳﻢ".
" ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ راه ﺑﺮو"
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺪم ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ درﺳﺖ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮ ﻳـﺎ
ﺟﻠﻮي ﻣﺎ ،ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﮓ دﻳﮕـﺮي در
ﺟﻬﺖ ﻣﺨﺎﻟﻒ ﺟﺎده ،ﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﺘﺮ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺻﻨﺪق ﭘﺴﺖ ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ رﺳـﻴﺪﻳﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﺗﺌـﺎﺗﺮ زﻧـﮓ زد و
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ .ﻫـﻴﭽﻜﺲ
ﺟﻮاب ﻧﺪاد .ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ زﻧﮓ زد و ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ راﻧﻨﺪه ﻛﺎرو را
ﺗﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎورد .وﺿﻊ ﻃﻮري ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ راﻧﻨﺪه ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ اﻳـﻦ
ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ ﭼﻮن از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎي ﭘﺎي ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑـﺮف
ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ اﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮد ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﺳـﻴﺪ .ﺗـﺎ
آن وﻗﺖ ﮔﺮﮔﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪه ﺷﻮد.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻋﻘﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻳﻚ ﮔﺮگ ﻫـﻢ ﻧﺒـﻮد و اﮔـﺮ
ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،آﻧﻘﺪر از ﺧﻮاب زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺎ ﺧﻄﺮي ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﻛﺎرو ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮﮔﻬﺎ ﺧﻮاب زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ ".ﻣـﺎ اﻳـﻦ را در
ﻣﺪﺳﻪ ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻴﻢ".
ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن از ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﺳﻠﺤﻪ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
" ﺗﻮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ روم اﺳﻠﺤﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮم و ﻳـﻚ
ﮔﺮگ ﻣﺎدر ﺑﻴﭽﺎره ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺸﺖ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫـﻢ در
ﺑﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﻪ راﻫﺶ ﻫﺴﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻢ .آن ﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣـﻲ
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ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ از ﺗﻮﻟﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻃﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺳﻌﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺖ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﻲ؟" او اﻳـﻦ را ﺑـﻪ اراﻣـﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻛﺎرو ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻘﻂ دو ﺗﺎ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﺮ ﺑﺎر ﻓﻘﻂ دو ﺑﭽﻪ دارﻧﺪ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺧﻮب .ﻣﻦ دارم ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدرت ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ".
" ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ را ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ" ﻣﺎدرم ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
دو ﺗﺎ ﺗﻮﻟﻪ ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ دارد ﻳﺎ اﺻﻠﻦ ﻧﺪارد".
اﺻﻠﻦ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻫﻢ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ آن ﻃـﻮر ﺣـﺮف
ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎش .راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎش .ﺑﮕﺬار ﻛﻤﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﻨﻢ.
اﺳﻠﺤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎﻛﻲ ﺳﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﻣـﻦ رﻓـﺘﻢ و ﻳـﻚ اﺳـﻠﺤﻪ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ،ﺑﻌﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ؟ ﻛﻪ وﻳﺘﻨﺎم درﺳﺖ ﺑـﻮد؟ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ وﻳﺘﻨﺎم ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ؟
" ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ".
" ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻋﻮﺿﻢ ﻛﻨﻲ".
اﻳﻦ ﻛﻢ و ﺑﻴﺶ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺧـﺘﻢ
ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻞ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ اﺳﻠﺤﻪ ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد .ﻣـﺎ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﮔـﺮگ را دوﺑـﺎره
ﻧﺪﻳﺪﻳﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﮔﺮگ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻣﺎدرم از رﻓـﺘﻦ ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﻨﺪق ﭘﺴﺖ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ او ﺑﺰرگ ﺗﺮ از آن
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ آن ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
ﻣﺎدرم ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ دو ﻗﻠﻮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ وﻟـﻲ دﻛﺘـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
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" ﻋﺎﻟﻲ .ﻋﺎﻟﻲ " .ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ در ﺗﺎﻳﻴـﺪ داﺷـﺘﻦ دوﻗﻠـﻮ".
دﻛﺘﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ".
ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ از ﺑﺮف آب ﺷﺪه و ﺑﺎران ،ﺗﺎ ﻟﺒـﻪ ﭘـﺮ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرو ﺑﺮاي رﺳﻴﺪن وﺳـﻮار ﺷـﺪن اﺗﻮﺑـﻮس ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ از
ﻛﻨﺎره آن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ .ﻣﺜـﻞ ﻳـﻚ درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ ﺑـﻮد .در
آﺳﻤﺎن ﺻﺎف ﺳﺎﻛﺖ و ﺧﻴﺮه ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻛﺎرو ﻧﺎاﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻪ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ
ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ اﺟﺎزه دارﻳﻢ در آن ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻨﻴﻢ.
ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﮔﻔﺖ ﻧﻪ ﻣﮕﺮ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ".ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺣـﺪود ﻫﻔـﺖ
ﻣﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ".او ﮔﻔﺖ .
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﻪ ﻣﺘﺮ"
ﻛﺎرو ﮔﻔﺖ " ،درﺳﺖ از ﻟﺒﻪ ي آن ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ آﻧﻘﺪر ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﮔﻔﺖ ﺑﻠﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ " .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻘﻂ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﻃﻮري ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻨﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﻣـﻲ روي .ﻓﻘـﻂ از آن
ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﺪ".
ﺑﻜﺎر ﺑﺮدن " ﻟﻌﻨﺘﻲ" را زﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﻧﻴﻞ اﻳﻦ
ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﺗﺮ از ﺻﺪاي ﻧﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
" ﺳﮓ را ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از آن دور ﻧﮕﻪ دارﻳﻢ؟" از ﻧﻴﻞ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ " ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ ".ﺳـﮓ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ ﺷـﻨﺎ
ﻛﻨﺪ".
ﻳﻚ روز ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ،ﻛﺎرو " ﻏﻮل ﻣﻬﺮﺑـﺎن ) ﻏـﻮلِ دوﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻪ – م(" را ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﻦ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﭼﻴﺰي ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ آن را ﺑﻬﻢ زد .ﻧﻴﻞ روي
ﻣﺒﻞ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺨﺘﺨـﻮاب ﺑـﻲ روﻛـﺶِ ﺧـﻮدش و ﻣـﺎدر ﺑـﻮد ،دراز
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ﻛﺸﻴﺪه داﺷﺖ ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻛﺎر ﺑﻜﺸﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ وﻗﺘﻬﺎي آﺧـﺮ
ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻛﺎرو ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻳﻜﺒﺎر
اﻣﺘﺤﺎﻧﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر او ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎرو اﺟﺎزه داد اﻣﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﻧﮕﻮﻳﺪ.
ﻣﻦ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدم .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ.
آﻻرم ) ﻫﺸﺪار دﻫﻨﺪه-م( ﺑﺼﺪا در آﻣﺪ .ﻧﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ.
ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ او آن ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را دور از اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻴﺮ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺖ .ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﮔﻔﺖ " .دوﺑﺎره ﻫﺮﮔﺰ"
" دوﺑﺎره ﻫﺮﮔﺰ" ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮاﻓﻖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﭘـﺲ
ﭼﻄﻮر اﮔﺮ او آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﺳﻢِ ﺑﺮﻧﺞ ﻣﺴﻤﻮم ﻛﻨﺪ؟"
در آﻏــﺎز ،ﻣــﺎ ﭘــﺪرﻣﺎن را اﺻــﻼ ﻧﺪﻳــﺪه ﺑــﻮدﻳﻢ .ﺑﻌــﺪ ﭘــﺲ از
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ،ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ روز ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﺗﺮﺗﻴـﺐ داده ﺷـﺪ.
ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﮔـﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﺎ
ﺧﻮش ﺑﮕﺬرد .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻗﺒﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم و دﻟﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ
ﭼﻮن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺳﻴﻨﻤﺎ ﺑﺮوي ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ
ﻫﻮرون 173ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﻲ ﻳﺎ در ﻳﻚ رﺳﺘﻮران ﻏﺬا ﺑﺨﻮري ،ﺑﻪ اﻳـﻦ
ﻣﻌﻨﻲ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮش ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﻛـﺎرو ﻫـﻢ ﻗﺒـﻮل
ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن اﺻﻼ ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺳـﭙﺲ
ﭘﺪرم ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻌﻄﻴﻼت زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﺑﺎ رﻓـﺖ ) ﻣـﺎدرم اﻳـﻦ
ﻛﺎر را ﺑﺎ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ و ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺖ (.و ﺑﺎﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر
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ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ اي ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺒﺐ ﺷﺪ دﻳﺪارﻣﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﺑﻌـﺪ
ﻣﻮﻛﻮل ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﺷﻮد .ﻗﺮارﺷﺎن اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪارﻣﺎن
در ﺑﻬﺎر ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﺷﻮد اﻣﺎ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺸﺪ.
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﺷﺪ ،ﻛﺎرو و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزي ﺑﻪ
ﺑﻴﺮون ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎده ﺷﺪﻳﻢ .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .ﺗـﺎ
ﻫﻮاﻳﻲ ﺗﺎزه ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﺎ ﺳﮕﻤﺎن را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدﻣﺎن ﺑﺮدﻳﻢ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪﻳﻢ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ ﺧﻮدﻣـﺎن را وا
دادﻳﻢ و ﺷﺎﻟﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرﻣﺎن دور ﮔﺮدﻧﻤﺎن ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﺎز
ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ)ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ دو ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻗـﺎﻃﻲ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ ،ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ﺣﺎﻣﻠﮕﻲ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ) ﻋﺎﻣﻲ( رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﺑﺴﺘﻦ ﺷﺎﻟﻬﺎ دور ﮔﺮدﻧﻤﺎن ﺑﻮد .ﻣـﺎ ﻧﻴـﺎز ﻧﺪاﺷـﺘﻴﻢ ﻳـﺎ وﻋـﺪه
ﻏﺬاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻴﻢ .ﻗﺎرﭼﻬﺎ ﺑﻄﻮر وﺣـﺸﻲ) ﺧـﻮدرو-م( آﻧﻘـﺪر
زﺑﺎد ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﭘﺎﻳﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد( .ﻛﺎرو از ﻣﻦ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻜﺎر ﻣـﻲ
ﺧــﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻜــﻨﻢ .و ﻣــﻦ ﮔﻔــﺘﻢ ﻧﻤــﻲ داﻧــﻢ .اﻳــﻦ ﻳــﻚ ﺣﺎﻟــﺖ
ﻣﺘﻈﺎﻫﺮاﻧﻪ از ﺳﻮي او اﻣـﺎ ﺻـﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ از ﺳـﻮي ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﺎ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻴﻢ ﺳﮓ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺒﺮد و ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﺑـﺮود و در
ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﺎد آب را ﺑﺮوي آﺑﮕﻴﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻮج ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ و ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زود
ﺳﺮدﻣﺎن ﺷﺪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻴﻢ ﺷـﺎل را دور ﮔﺮدﻧﻤـﺎن
ﺑﭙﻴﭽﻴﻢ.
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ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻘﺪر در اﻃﺮاف آب ﮔﺸﺖ زدﻳﻢ ﺑﺎ داﻧﺴﺘﻦ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
از ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ ) ﺧﺎﻧﻪ – م( دﻳﺪه ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ .ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ
ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ دارم ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﭼﻪ ﻧﻜﻨﻴﻢ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ و ﺑﻪ ﻧﻴﻞ و ﻣﺎدرﻣـﺎن ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻚ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ آب اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﮓ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ آب اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺎرو ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻏﺮق ﺷﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ﻏﺮق ﺷﺪ.
ﻏﺮق ﺷﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي در آب ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ و ﻛـﺎرو ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺠﺎت او ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ آب ﺑﭙﺮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز در ﺑﺎره اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻏﺮق ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭼﻨـﺪ
دﻟﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ آوردم .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﻧﺸﺪه اي .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آوردي ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴـﻞ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﺳﮓ ﻏﺮق ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﻛﺎرو از ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ.
ﭼﺮا؟
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻓﻘـﻂ آﻧﺠـﺎ اﻳـﺴﺘﺎده
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺮف او ﮔﻮش ﻧﺪاده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ و ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺟـﺮ و
ﺑﺤﺚ ﻛﻨﻢ.
در ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻦ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و ﺑﺎﻻ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺖ او آوﻳـﺰان
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ﺷﻮد .ﺑﻌﺪ او را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛﺎرو ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ
ﻛﻨﺪ .در آب ﺑﺪود .ﺑﭙﺮد .ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﺧﻮد را در آب ﭘﺮت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺻﺪاي آب را ﺑﻴﺎد اورم وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻳﻜـﻲ از
ﭘﻲ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻪ آب اﻓﺘﺎدﻧﺪ ﺻﺪاي آب در ﻣﻲ آﻳـﺪ .ﻧـﻪ ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﻳﻚ ﺻﺪاي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﻪ آب اﻓﺘﺎدن ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ﻫﻢ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺎ
آن ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻄﺮف ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم – ﻣـﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ
ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
وﻗﺘﻲ از اﻳﻦ ﺟﺮﻳﺎن ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ در ﺣﺎل دوﻳﺪﻧﻢ.
در ﺧﻮاﺑﻬﺎﻳﻢ درﺣﺎل دوﻳـﺪﻧﻢ ﻧـﻪ ﺑﻄـﺮف ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﺑﻄـﺮف
ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و
ﻛﺎرو ﺑﺴﻮي او ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﺷﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺠـﺎﺗﺶ دﻫـﺪ .ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻛـﺖ ﻗﻬـﻮه اي روﺷـﻦ و روﺳـﺮي ﺷـﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ و ﭼﻬـﺮه
ﻣﺼﻤﻢ و ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ ﻗﻬﻮه اي در اﻧﺘﻬﺎ ﻓﺮﻓـﺮي او در آب
را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪﺑﻜﻨﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﺷـﺎ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪن و
ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﻮدن اﺳﺖ – ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ از ﻫﻤﻪ ،ﭼﻴﺰي از ﻣـﻦ ﻧﻴـﺎز
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ.
ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ واﻗﻌﺎ داﺷـﺘﻢ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ راه ﻛﻤـﻲ
ﺳﺮازﻳﺮي را ﺑﮕﻴﺮم و ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺮوم و وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ
رﺳﻴﺪم ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ .ﻓﻘﻂ اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﻫﺸﺘﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ
در واﻗﻊ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮي ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام از اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ.
ﻣﻦ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ اﺗﻔﺎق دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﺎﻧﺪم.

PDF.tarikhema.org
۶٠٧

ﻣﺸﺎور رواﻧﻲ ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ رﺳﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻤﻌﺒﻨﺪي ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛـﺮد و
ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ راﺿﻲ ﺑﻮدم .اﻣﺎ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﺮدم ﻛﻪ
درﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ در را ﻗﻔﻞ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ ﭼﻮن
ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر آﻧﻬﺎ ﻗﻔﻞ ﻧﻜﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻛﺎرو ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ رﻓﺖ و
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪﻧﺪ.
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎد آورده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺳـﮕﻬﺎ ﻏـﺮق
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ اﻗـﺪام ﻛـﺎرو ﺑـﺮاي ﻧﺠـﺎت
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اﻳﻦ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﭼﻮن ﻳﻚ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
ﺣﺎل ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ام ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم و در
ﺣﺎل اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺑﻮدم ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣـﺎﺟﺮاي ﻏـﻢ اﻧﮕﻴـﺰِ دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﻛﺎرو .ﻳﺎ ﺳﮓ ﺑﻮدم.
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ آﻳﺎ آﻧﺠﺎ ﭘﻨﺞ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ؟ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ؟ زﻳـﺎد
ﺳﺮد ﻧﺒﻮد.
ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻳﻜﺒﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ آدم ﺣﺮﻓﻪ اي ﻣﺮاﺟﻌـﻪ ﻛـﺮدم و او
ﻣﺮا ﻣﺘﻘﺎﻋﺪ ﻛﺮد -ﻳﻚ وﻗﺖ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮدم در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺑـﺎز ﻛـﻨﻢ
اﻣﺎ ﻗﻔﻞ ﺑﻮد .ﻗﻔﻞ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣـﺎدرم و ﻧﻴـﻞ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ
ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و در را ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻗﻔﻞ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﺰاﺣﻢ ﻧﺸﻮد .اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ در ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪم آﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ.
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ﺑﻠﻴﺘﺰي ﺿﺮوري ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑﻨﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﻦ او ﺧﻮدش ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺎزي اش
را ﻛﺶ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ .آﻧﻬﻤﻪ ﺑﺎزي .ﺑﺎ ﻛﺎرو.
آﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺷـﻨﺎ ﻛﻨـﺪ؟ در ﺳـﻦ ﻧُـﻪ
ﺳﺎﻟﮕﻲ ،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ .و در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﺷﺪ
او ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻳﻚ درس ﺷﻨﺎ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺎ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺷـﺪﻳﻢ
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻠﺮي ﻛﻮچ ﻛﻨـﻴﻢ و او درس ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮي ﺑـﺮاي ﺷـﻨﺎ
ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .او اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ از ﻋﻬﺪه اش
ﺑﺮ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ .و ﻣﻦ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ در واﻗﻊ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﺎري
ﺑﻜﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ دﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺸﺎور رواﻧﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ
ﻛﻪ دﺳﺘﻮرات ﻛﺎرو را اﺟﺮا ﻛﻨﻢ اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ آن در ﻣﻦ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد.
اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ درﺳﺖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .در آن زﻣﺎن ﻣـﻦ ﻫﻨـﻮز اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر
داﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻦ ﺣﺮف ﺷﻨﻮي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﭼﻘﺪر آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ؟ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻧﻪ زﻳﺎد .و ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﭘـﺲ از
ﻳﻚ ﻳﺎ دو دﻗﻴﻘﻪ در زده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .در ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﺪون دﻟﻴﻞ
در را ﻃﻮري ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر دﻟﻬﺮه .ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮ  ،ﻣﻦ داﺧـﻞ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﺎدرم دارد ﺳﺮِ ﻧﻴﻞ داد ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ او را
ﺑﻪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪن ﭼﻴﺰي وا دارد .دارد روي ﭘﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ و ﺑﺎ او
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .او را ﺑﺎ ﻣﻼﻳﻤﺖ و ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺗـﺴﻠﻲ دادن
ﻧﻮازش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرم
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ و ﺧﻮد را از او دور ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑﻄﺮف در ﻣـﻲ دود.
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ﻧﻴﻞ ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ اش ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭘﻨﺠﻪ ﻫﺎي درﻣﺎﻧﺪه اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﺎ اﻧـﺪوﻫﻲ ﻛـﻪ در ﺻـﺪاي
آوازﺧﻮاﻧﻲ اش اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﻋﺠﻴﺐ.
وراي آن ،ﭼﻴﺰي از ﺟﺰﺋﻴﺎت ﻧﺪارم.
ﻣﺎدرم ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ آب ﭘﺮت ﻧﻜﺮد .او از ﺷﻮﻛﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ او
وارد ﺷﺪ ،ﺑﭽﻪ اش را ﻧﻴﺎﻧﺪاﺧﺖ .ﻣﺎدرم .ﺑﺮﻧﺖ ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﻧﻴﺎﻣـﺪ ﺗـﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻳﺎ ده روز ﺑﻌﺪ از ﺗﺸﻴﻴﻊ ﺟﻨﺎزه و او ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ
ﺧﺮدﺳﺎل ﺑﻮد .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﻛﺠـﺎ ﺑـﻮد ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ در
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪ و ﺗـﺎ در آن ﺷـﺮاﻳﻂ ﺗـﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺗﺴﻜﻴﻦ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ.
ﻣﻦ روز ﺗﺸﻴﻴﻊ ﺟﻨﺎزه را ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﻴـﺎد دارم .ﻳـﻚ زن ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
راﺣﺖ و ﺧﻮﺷﺮو ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ – اﺳﻢ او ﺟﻮﺳﻲ 174ﺑﻮد – ﻣﺮا ﺑـﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﺮد .ﻣﺎ از ﭼﺮخ ﻓﻠﻚ و ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻋﺮوﺳﻜﻬﺎ دﻳـﺪن
ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ان رﻓﺘﻢ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ﺑﻮد
و ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻏﺬاي ﻣﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ام ﻧﻬﺎر ﺧﻮردﻳﻢ اﻣـﺎ ﻧـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻧـﺪازه
ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺷﻮم .ﺟﻮﺳﻲ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻌـﺪﻫﺎ ﺑـﺮآن
ﺷﺪم او را ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﻢ .دوﺳـﺖ ﭘـﺪرم ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ در
ﻛﻮﺑﺎ ﭘﺪرم ﺑﺎ او اﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﺪ .و ﭘـﺲ از ﻃـﻼق ،ﻣﺎدرﺧﻮاﻧـﺪه ﻣـﻦ
ﺷﺪ .زنِ دوم ﭘﺪرم.
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ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻬﺒﻮد ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮﻧـﺖ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ از او
ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدم .ﻣـﻦ ﻣﻌﺘﻘـﺪم ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﺪرم و ﺟﻮﺳﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪم ﺗﺎ ﻣﺎدرم در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ در
ﻧﻈﺮ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻘﻴﻪ ﻋﻤﺮش را زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ اﺳـﺘﻘﺮار ﻳﺎﺑـﺪ .ﺑﻴـﺎد
ﻧﺪارم ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺖ ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ او ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه اي ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ روي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪش ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ.
ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎر ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻨﺶ در ﺗﺌـﺎﺗﺮ ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ .در آﻏـﺎز اﻣﻜـﺎن
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮده داﺷـﺖ ﻣﺜـﻞ راﻫﻨﻤـﺎي
داوﻃﻠﺐ اﻣﺎ در ﻋﻴﻦ ﺣﺎل ﻣﻦ در ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺑﻮدم او ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﻐﻞ
واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ و ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺘﻬﺎي ﺗﻤﺎم ﺳﺎل داﺷـﺖ .او ﻣـﺪﻳﺮ
ﺑﺎزرﮔﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﺗﺌﺎﺗﺮ ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺸﻴﺐ و ﻓﺮازﻫﺎ ،ﺗﺪاوم ﻳﺎﻓـﺖ و
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻫﻢ اداﻣﻪ دارد.
ﻧﻴﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺸﻴﻴﻊ ﺟﻨـﺎزه اﻋﺘﻘـﺎد ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ازاﻳـﻦ رو در ﺗـﺸﻴﻴﻊ
ﺟﻨﺎزه ﻛﺎرو ﺷﺮﻛﺖ ﻧﻜﺮد .او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺑﺮﻧـﺖ را ﻧﺪﻳـﺪ .ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اي
ﻧﻮﺷﺖ -ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ را ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ -در ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ از
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻧﻈﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺪر رﻓﺘـﺎر ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد در اﺑﺘﺪا ﺑﭙﺬﻳﺮد .ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ اﺳـﻢ او را ﭘـﻴﺶ ﺑﺮﻧـﺖ
ﻧﺒﺮدم .ﭼﻮن ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻣـﺎدرم را اﻓـﺴﺮده ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﻧﺖ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻛﻢ ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ او
رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ -.ﻣﺜﻞ ﻧﻴﻞ – و ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ در واﻗﻊ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ
ﭘﺪر ﻣﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﭼﻪ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻔﻜﺮم ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .ﭘﺪرم ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻴﺰي در اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎره ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ
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اﺳﺖ و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .او ﺑﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺖ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ رﻓﺘـﺎر
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل او از آن ﻣﺮداﻧـﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﺮﺣﺎل ﻫﻤﺎن ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
او و ﺟﻮﺳﻲ ﺑﭽﻪ اي از ﺧﻮد ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺸﺎن ﺑﻮدم .ﺟﻮﺳﻲ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ در ﺑـﺎره ﻛـﺎرو
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﺣﺘﻲ اﻏﻠﺐ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرم را ﻣﺴﺌﻮل ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺳﺨﺘﮕﻴﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺎردم ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺗﻨﻮﻋﻲ
در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﭘﺪرم ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻪ دﮔﺮﮔﻮﻧﻲ داﺷـﺖ و
ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورد .ﻧﺎراﺣﺖ ﺷﺪن در ﺑﺎره آن ،ﭼﻴـﺰي را ﺣـﻞ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﺪون دﮔﺮﮔﻮﻧﻲ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺟﻮﺳﻲ را ﭘﻴﺪا ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد و ﻫـﺮ
دوي آﻧﻬﺎ آﻧﻘﺪر راﺿﻲ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
" ﻛﺪام دوﻧﻔﺮ؟" ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﻓﻘﻂ او را از ﺧﻂ ﺧﺎرج ﻛﺮد
و اﻟﺒﺘﻪ او ﺑﻲ ﺷﺎﺋﺒﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ" ﺟﻮﺳﻲ ،ﺟﻮﺳﻲ"
ﻣﺎدرم ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺪام از آن زﻣﺎﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻴـﺎد آورد و ﻣـﻦ
ﻧﺎراﺣﺘﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻢ او از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻋﻘﺐ اﻓﺘﺎد ﻛﻪ
ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .و زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ي ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺟﻮر دﻳﮕﺮي ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺮﺳﻮم ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻدر زﻣﻴﻦ ﻏﻴﺮ ﺗﻮﻟﻴﺪي)ﺑﺎﻳﺮ-م( ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﻴﻨﻲ .او اﻳﻦ را ذﻛﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﻲ او را ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر آﻣﺪم اﻣﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده آﻣـﺪه اﻳـﻦ روزﻫـﺎ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮم اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ.
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ﺣﺘﻲ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﻮدال ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻨﻮز ﻫﺴﺖ .زﻣـﻴﻦ
آن ﻫﻤﻮار ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﺷﺮﻳﻚ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ) ﭘﺎرﺗﻨﺮ ،ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺑﺪون ازدواج-م( دارم ،روﺛﺎن
 175ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ از ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ اﻣـﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﻛﻤـﻲ
ﻋﺎﻗﻠﺘﺮ .ﻳﺎ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ اﻣﻴﺪوار در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﺷﻜﻠﻲ
از ﭘﻠﻴﺪﻳﻬﺎي ﻣﻦ.
ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﻞ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﺗﻤﺎس ﻗﺮار ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻢ اﮔـﺮ او اﺻـﺮار ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ،ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪت درازي راﻫﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜـﺮده
ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﻤﺎس ﺑﮕﻴﺮم .او ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻧﻮﺷـﺖ.
ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ ﻛﻮﺗﺎﻫﻲ از ﺷﺎدﺑﺎﺷﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺲ از دﻳﺪن ﻋﻜﺲ ﻣـﻦ
در آﮔﻬﻲ ﻓﺎرغ اﻟﺘﺤﺼﻴﻼن روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ دﻳﺪ .دﻧﺒﺎل ﭼﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
روزﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻓﺎرغ اﻟﺘﺤﺼﻴﻼن را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﻈﺮي ﻧﺪارم .ﻣﻦ
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻬﺎي اﻓﺘﺨﺎر داﻧﺸﮕﺎﻫﻲ را درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم ﻛـﻪ
در داﻳﺮه ي ﻣﺤﺪودي ﻣﻌﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ داد و در ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻬـﻢ
ﻧﺒﻮد.
او ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﭘﻨﺠﺎه ﻣﺎﻳﻞ دور از ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮدم
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺎﻟﺞ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ
در آن زﻣﺎن او آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ .ﻳـﻚ داﻧـﺸﺠﻮ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد؟
اﺑﺘﺪا در ﻧﻈﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ او ﭘﺎﺳـﺦ ﺑـﺪﻫﻢ اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
روﺛﺎن ﮔﻔﺘﻢ و او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دادن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻢ .از
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اﻳﻦ رو ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ او ﻳـﻚ اي-ﻣﻴـﻞ ﻓﺮﺳـﺘﺎدم و
ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺒﺎت داده ﺷﺪ .ﻗﺮار ﺷﺪ در ﺷﻬﺮِ او ﺟﺎﻳﻲ راﺣﺖ از ﻛﺎﻓـﻪ
ﺗﺮﻳﺎي داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻤﺶ .ﺑﺨﻮدم ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ رﺳﻴﺪ – ﻣﻦ دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﭼـﻪ ﻣﻨﻈـﻮري از اﻳـﻦ
داﺷﺘﻢ – ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻧﺎدﻳﺪه ﺑﮕﺬرم.
ﻛﻮﺗﺎﻫﺘﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺳﺎﻟﻤﻨﺪاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ از
ﺑﭽﮕﻲ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورﻳﻢ .ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻛـﻢ ﭘـﺸﺖ و ﻛﻮﺗـﺎه
ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮش .ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﭼـﺎي ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ .ﺧـﻮدش
داﺷﺖ ﭼﺎي ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
ﺑﺮاي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭼﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟
ﮔﻔﺖ ﺑﻪ داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن ﺟﻬﺖ آﻣﺎده ﺷﺪن ﺑﺮاي اﻣﺘﺤﺎﻧﺎت ﻛﻤﻚ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ ﻣﻘﺎﻻﺗﺸﺎن ﻳﺎري ﻣـﻲ
دﻫﺪ ﮔﺎﻫﻲ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ درﻳﺎﺑﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻘـﺎﻻت
را ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ .ﭘﻮل ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
" ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ اﻣﻜـﺎن ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﻴﻠﻴـﻮﻧﺮ
ﺑﺸﻮي".
او در اوﻫﺎم زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮر اوﻫـﺎم ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل
ﻛﻨﻨﺪه .آن را دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ .او ﺑﺮاي ﻟﺒـﺎس ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﺎﻟﻲ آن176
ﻣﻲ رود.
اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد.
" ﺑﺎ اﺻﻮل ﻣﻦ ﺟﻮر در ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ"
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در ﻣﻮرد ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام از اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﺗﺒﺮﻳﻚ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ اﻣﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﺷﻚ دارم ﻛﻪ او ﭼﻨﻴﻦ اﻧﺘﻈﺎري از ﻣﻦ داﺷﺖ.
" ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺳﺒﻚ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﺪان ﺟﺎﻟﺐ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ ﭼﻄﻮر اﻳﻦ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد".
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻢ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ.
" ﺳﻨﮓ ﺷﺪم ".او ﮔﻔﺖ .و ﺑﺪﻧﺒﺎل آن ﻣﻦ ﻳﻚ ﺷﻨﺎﮔﺮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ.
اﺳﺘﺨﺮ ﺷﻨﺎي زﻳﺎدي در ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣـﻦ از آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ ﻧﺒـﻮد.
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻏﺮق ﺷـﻮم .اﻳـﻦ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ؟"
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ او ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ در ﺑﺎره اش ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
از آن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ،او ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ ﻓﺮدي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪم " .ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﺎرو ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد؟"
ﻣﺸﺎور رواﻧﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺑـﺪاﻧﻴﻢ " .ﺑـﻪ
اﺣﺘﻤﺎل زﻳﺎد او ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ".
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻏﺮق ﻛﺮدنِ ﺧـﻮد،
ﺗﻮﺟﻬﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﮕﻲ اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺶ ﺟﻠﺐ ﻛﻨﺪ.؟
روﺛﺎن ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد " ،ﻣﺎدرت را وا دارد ﻛﺎري ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ؟ ﻫﻮﺷﻴﺎرﺗﺮش ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺪرش ﺑـﺎز
ﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟"
ﻧﻴﻞ ﮔﻔﺖ "،ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ
از آن دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ
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ﭼﻘﺪر ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻳﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ دروﺿﻌﻴﺘﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﻛﻤﻜﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ" .
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،وﻗﺘﺖ را ﻫﺪر ﻧﺪه .ﺗﻮ داري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ
اﮔﺮ ﺷﺘﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي و ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔﺘـﻲ .اﻳـﻦ ﻓﻜـﺮ را داري ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻲ؟ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدت را ﮔﻨﺎﻫﻜﺎر ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ؟"
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .وﻟﻲ ﻧﻪ.
" ﻣﻬﻢ اﻳﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ ".او ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﻣﻬـﻢ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻦ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ .ﻫﺮﭼﻪ
ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ آﺳﺎن و آﺳﺎن ﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮد .در ﻣـﻮرد ﺷـﺮاﻳﻄﺶ،
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺎري ﻻزم ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﻘـﺪر ﺧـﻮب اﺳـﺖ .ﻫـﺮ
ﭼﻴﺰي را ﻗﺒﻮل ﻛﻦ و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﺮاژدي ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮد .ﻳـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﻮري ﺳﺒﻜﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .و ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻲ".
ﺧﻮب .ﺧﺪا ﻧﮕﻬﺪار.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﻈﻮر او ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻛﺎر درﺳﺘﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﺑﻜﻨﻲ .اﻣﺎ در ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺎرو دارد ﺑﻪ آب ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﺧـﻮدش را
ﭘﺮت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻓﺎﺗﺢ و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﺘﺤﻴﺮ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر او
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ ،ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺻﺪاي آب ﻫﺴﺘﻢ.
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Gravel
By Alice Munro, June 27, 2011
At that time we were living beside a gravel pit. Not a large
one, hollowed out by monster machinery, just a minor pit
that a farmer must have made some money from years
before. In fact, the pit was shallow enough to lead you to
think that there might have been some other intention for
it—foundations for a house, maybe, that never made it any
further.
My mother was the one who insisted on calling attention to
it. “We live by the old gravel pit out the service-station
road,” she’d tell people, and laugh, because she was so
happy to have shed everything connected with the house,
the street—the husband—with the life she’d had before.
I barely remember that life. That is, I remember some parts
of it clearly, but without the links you need to form a
proper picture. All that I retain in my head of the house in
town is the wallpaper with Teddy bears in my old room. In
this new house, which was really a trailer, my sister, Caro,
and I had narrow cots, stacked one above the other. When
we first moved there, Caro talked to me a lot about our old
house, trying to get me to remember this or that. It was
when we were in bed that she talked like this, and generally
the conversation ended with me failing to remember and
her getting cross. Sometimes I thought I did remember, but
out of contrariness or fear of getting things wrong I
pretended not to.
It was summer when we moved to the trailer. We had our
dog with us. Blitzee. “Blitzee loves it here,” my mother
said, and it was true. What dog wouldn’t love to exchange a
town street, even one with spacious lawns and big houses,
for the wide-open countryside? She took to barking at
every car that went past, as if she owned the road, and now
and then she brought home a squirrel or a groundhog she’d
killed. At first Caro was quite upset by this, and Neal
would have a talk with her, explaining about a dog’s nature
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and the chain of life in which some things had to eat other
things.
“She gets her dog food,” Caro argued, but Neal said,
“Suppose she didn’t? Suppose someday we all disappeared
and she had to fend for herself?”
“I’m not going to,” Caro said. “I’m not going to disappear,
and I’m always going to look after her.”
“You think so?” Neal said, and our mother stepped in to
deflect him. Neal was always ready to get on the subject of
the Americans and the atomic bomb, and our mother didn’t
think we were ready for that yet. She didn’t know that
when he brought it up I thought he was talking about an
atomic bun. I knew that there was something wrong with
this interpretation, but I wasn’t about to ask questions and
get laughed at.
Neal was an actor. In town there was a professional
summer theatre, a new thing at the time, which some
people were enthusiastic about and others worried about,
fearing that it would bring in riffraff. My mother and father
had been among those in favor, my mother more actively
so, because she had more time. My father was an insurance
agent and travelled a lot. My mother had got busy with
various fund-raising schemes for the theatre and donated
her services as an usher. She was good-looking and young
enough to be mistaken for an actress. She’d begun to dress
like an actress, too, in shawls and long skirts and dangling
necklaces. She’d left her hair wild and stopped wearing
makeup. Of course, I had not understood or even
particularly noticed these changes at the time. My mother
was my mother. But no doubt Caro had. And my father.
Though, from all that I know of his nature and his feelings
for my mother, I think he may have been proud to see how
good she looked in these liberating styles and how well she
fit in with the theatre people. When he spoke about this
time later on, he said that he had always approved of the
arts. I can imagine now how embarrassed my mother would
have been, cringing and laughing to cover up her cringing,
if he’d made this declaration in front of her theatre friends.
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Well, then came a development that could have been
foreseen and probably was, but not by my father. I don’t
know if it happened to any of the other volunteers. I do
know, though I don’t remember it, that my father wept and
for a whole day followed my mother around the house, not
letting her out of his sight and refusing to believe her. And,
instead of telling him anything to make him feel better, she
told him something that made him feel worse.
She told him that the baby was Neal’s.
Was she sure?
Absolutely. She had been keeping track.
What happened then?
My father gave up weeping. He had to get back to work.
My mother packed up our things and took us to live with
Neal in the trailer he had found, out in the country. She said
afterward that she had wept, too. But she said also that she
had felt alive. Maybe for the first time in her life, truly
alive. She felt as if she had been given a chance; she had
started her life all over again. She’d walked out on her
silver and her china and her decorating scheme and her
flower garden and even on the books in her bookcase. She
would live now, not read. She’d left her clothes hanging in
the closet and her high-heeled shoes in their shoe trees. Her
diamond ring and her wedding ring on the dresser. Her silk
nightdresses in their drawer. She meant to go around naked
at least some of the time in the country, as long as the
weather stayed warm.
That didn’t work out, because when she tried it Caro went
and hid in her cot and even Neal said he wasn’t crazy about
the idea.
What did he think of all this? Neal. His philosophy, as he
put it later, was to welcome whatever happened.
Everything is a gift. We give and we take.
I am suspicious of people who talk like this, but I can’t say
that I have a right to be.
He was not really an actor. He had got into acting, he said,
as an experiment. To see what he could find out about
himself. In college, before he dropped out, he had
performed as part of the chorus in “Oedipus Rex.” He had
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liked that—the giving yourself over, blending with others.
Then one day, on the street in Toronto, he ran into a friend
who was on his way to try out for a summer job with a new
small-town theatre company. He went along, having
nothing better to do, and ended up getting the job, while the
other fellow didn’t. He would play Banquo. Sometimes
they make Banquo’s ghost visible, sometimes not. This
time they wanted a visible version and Neal was the right
size. An excellent size. A solid ghost.
He had been thinking of wintering in our town anyway,
before my mother sprang her surprise. He had already
spotted the trailer. He had enough carpentry experience to
pick up work renovating the theatre, which would see him
through till spring. That was as far ahead as he liked to
think.
Caro didn’t even have to change schools. She was picked
up by the school bus at the end of the short lane that ran
alongside the gravel pit. She had to make friends with the
country children, and perhaps explain some things to the
town children who had been her friends the year before, but
if she had any difficulty with that I never heard about it.
Blitzee was always waiting by the road for her to come
home.
I didn’t go to kindergarten, because my mother didn’t have
a car. But I didn’t mind doing without other children. Caro,
when she got home, was enough for me. And my mother
was often in a playful mood. As soon as it snowed that
winter she and I built a snowman and she asked, “Shall we
call it Neal?” I said O.K., and we stuck various things on it
to make it funny. Then we decided that I would run out of
the house when his car came and say, “Here’s Neal, here’s
Neal!” but be pointing up at the snowman. Which I did, but
Neal got out of the car mad and yelled that he could have
run me over.
That was one of the few times that I saw him act like a
father.
Those short winter days must have seemed strange to me—
in town, the lights came on at dusk. But children get used
to changes. Sometimes I wondered about our other house. I
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didn’t exactly miss it or want to live there again—I just
wondered where it had gone.
My mother’s good times with Neal went on into the night.
If I woke up and had to go to the bathroom, I’d call for her.
She would come happily but not in any hurry, with some
piece of cloth or a scarf wrapped around her—also a smell
that I associated with candlelight and music. And love.
Something did happen that was not so reassuring, but I
didn’t try to make much sense of it at the time. Blitzee, our
dog, was not very big, but she didn’t seem small enough to
fit under Caro’s coat. I don’t know how Caro managed to
do it. Not once but twice. She hid the dog under her coat on
the school bus, and then, instead of going straight to school,
she took Blitzee back to our old house in town, which was
less than a block away. That was where my father found
the dog, on the winter porch, which was not locked, when
he came home for his solitary lunch. There was great
surprise
that she had got there, found her way home like a dog in a
story. Caro made the biggest fuss, and claimed not to have
seen the dog at all that morning. But then she made the
mistake of trying it again, maybe a week later, and this
time, though nobody on the bus or at school suspected her,
our mother did.
I can’t remember if our father brought Blitzee back to us. I
can’t imagine him in the trailer or at the door of the trailer
or even on the road to it. Maybe Neal went to the house in
town and picked her up. Not that that’s any easier to
imagine
If I’ve made it sound as though Caro was unhappy or
scheming all the time, that isn’t the truth. As I’ve said, she
did try to make me talk about things, at night in bed, but
she wasn’t constantly airing grievances. It wasn’t her
nature to be sulky. She was far too keen on making a good
impression. She liked people to like her; she liked to stir up
the air in a room with the promise of something you could
even call merriment. She thought more about that than I
did.
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She was the one who most took after our mother, I think
now.
There must have been some probing about what she’d done
with the dog. I think I can remember some of it.
“I did it for a trick.”
“Do you want to go and live with your father?”
I believe that was asked, and I believe she said no.
I didn’t ask her anything. What she had done didn’t seem
strange to me. That’s probably how it is with younger
children—nothing that the strangely powerful older child
does seems out of the ordinary.
Our mail was deposited in a tin box on a post, down by the
road. My mother and I would walk there every day, unless
it was particularly stormy, to see what had been left for us.
We did this after I got up from my nap. Sometimes it was
the only time we went outside all day. In the morning, we
watched children’s television shows—or she read while I
watched. (She had not given up reading for very long.) We
heated up some canned soup for lunch, then I went down
for my nap while she read some more. She was quite big
with the baby now and it stirred around in her stomach, so
that I could feel it. Its name was going to be Brandy—
already was Brandy—whether it was a boy or a girl.
One day when we were going down the lane for the mail,
and were in fact not far from the box, my mother stopped
and stood quite still.
“Quiet,” she said to me, though I hadn’t said a word or
even played the shuffling game with my boots in the snow.
“I was being quiet,” I said.
“Shush. Turn around.”
“But we didn’t get the mail.”
“Never mind. Just walk.”
Then I noticed that Blitzee, who was always with us, just
behind or ahead of us, wasn’t there anymore. Another dog
was, on the opposite side of the road, a few feet from the
mailbox.
My mother phoned the theatre as soon as we got home and
let in Blitzee, who was waiting for us. Nobody answered.
She phoned the school and asked someone to tell the bus
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driver to drive Caro up to the door. It turned out that the
driver couldn’t do that, because it had snowed since Neal
last plowed the lane, but he did watch until she got to the
house. There was no wolf to be seen by that time.
Neal was of the opinion that there never had been one. And
if there had been, he said, it would have been no danger to
us, weak as it was probably from hibernation.
Caro said that wolves did not hibernate. “We learned about
them in school.”
Our mother wanted Neal to get a gun.
“You think I’m going to get a gun and go and shoot a
goddam poor mother wolf who has probably got a bunch of
babies back in the bush and is just trying to protect them,
the way you’re trying to protect yours?” he said quietly.
Caro said, “Only two. They only have two at a time.”
“O.K. O.K. I’m talking to your mother.”
“You don’t know that,” my mother said. “You don’t know
if it’s got hungry cubs or anything.”
I had never thought she’d talk to him like that.
He said, “Easy. Easy. Let’s just think a bit. Guns are a
terrible thing. If I went and got a gun, then what would I be
saying? That Vietnam was O.K.? That I might as well have
gone to Vietnam?”
“You’re not an American.”
“You’re not going to rile me.”
This is more or less what they said, and it ended up with
Neal not having to get a gun. We never saw the wolf again,
if it was a wolf. I think my mother stopped going to get the
mail, but she may have become too big to be comfortable
doing that anyway.
The snow dwindled magically. The trees were still bare of
leaves and my mother made Caro wear her coat in the
mornings, but she came home after school dragging it
behind her.
My mother said that the baby had got to be twins, but the
doctor said it wasn’t.
“Great. Great,” Neal said, all in favor of the twins idea.
“What do doctors know.”
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The gravel pit had filled to its brim with melted snow and
rain, so that Caro had to edge around it on her way to catch
the school bus. It was a little lake, still and dazzling under
the clear sky. Caro asked with not much hope if we could
play in it.
Our mother said not to be crazy. “It must be twenty feet
deep,” she said.
Neal said, “Maybe ten.”
Caro said, “Right around the edge it wouldn’t be.”
Our mother said yes it was. “It just drops off,” she said.
“It’s not like going in at the beach, for fuck’s sake. Just
stay away from it.”
She had started saying “fuck” quite a lot, perhaps more
than Neal did, and in a more exasperated tone of voice.
“Should we keep the dog away from it, too?” she asked
him.
Neal said that that wasn’t a problem. “Dogs can swim.”
A Saturday. Caro watched “The Friendly Giant” with me
and made comments that spoiled it. Neal was lying on the
couch, which unfolded into his and my mother’s bed. He
was smoking his kind of cigarettes, which could not be
smoked at work so had to be made the most of on
weekends. Caro sometimes bothered him, asking to try one.
Once he had let her, but told her not to tell our mother.
I was there, though, so I told.
There was alarm, though not quite a row.
“You know he’d have those kids out of here like a shot,”
our mother said. “Never again.”
“Never again,” Neal said agreeably. “So what if he feeds
them poison Rice Krispies crap?”
In the beginning, we hadn’t seen our father at all. Then,
after Christmas, a plan had been worked out for Saturdays.
Our mother always asked afterward if we had had a good
time. I always said yes, and meant it, because I thought that
if you went to a movie or to look at Lake Huron or ate in a
restaurant, that meant that you had had a good time. Caro
said yes, too, but in a tone of voice that suggested that it
was none of our mother’s business. Then my father went on
a winter holiday to Cuba (my mother remarked on this with
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some surprise and maybe approval) and came back with a
lingering sort of flu that caused the visits to lapse. They
were supposed to resume in the spring, but so far they
hadn’t.
After the television was turned off, Caro and I were sent
outside to run around, as our mother said, and get some
fresh air. We took the dog with us.
When we got outside, the first thing we did was loosen and
let trail the scarves our mother had wrapped around our
necks. (The fact was, though we may not have put the two
things together, the deeper she got into her pregnancy the
more she slipped back into behaving like an ordinary
mother, at least when it was a matter of scarves we didn’t
need or regular meals. There was not so much championing
of wild ways as there had been in the fall.) Caro asked me
what I wanted to do, and I said I didn’t know. This was a
formality on her part but the honest truth on mine. We let
the dog lead us, anyway, and Blitzee’s idea was to go and
look at the gravel pit. The wind was whipping the water up
into little waves, and very soon we got cold, so we wound
our scarves back around our necks.
I don’t know how much time we spent just wandering
around the water’s edge, knowing that we couldn’t be seen
from the trailer. After a while, I realized that I was being
given instructions.
I was to go back to the trailer and tell Neal and our mother
something.
That the dog had fallen into the water.
The dog had fallen into the water and Caro was afraid she’d
be drowned.
Blitzee. Drownded.
Drowned.
But Blitzee wasn’t in the water.
She could be. And Caro could jump in to save her.
I believe I still put up some argument, along the lines of she
hasn’t, you haven’t, it could happen but it hasn’t. I also
remembered that Neal had said dogs didn’t drown.
Caro instructed me to do as I was told.
Why?

۶٢۵

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۶٢۶
I may have said that, or I may have just stood there not
obeying and trying to work up another argument.
In my mind I can see her picking up Blitzee and tossing
her, though Blitzee was trying to hang on to her coat. Then
backing up, Caro backing up to take a run at the water.
Running, jumping, all of a sudden hurling herself at the
water. But I can’t recall the sound of the splashes as they,
one after the other, hit the water. Not a little splash or a big
one. Perhaps I had turned toward the trailer by then—I
must have done so.
When I dream of this, I am always running. And in my
dreams I am running not toward the trailer but back toward
the gravel pit. I can see Blitzee floundering around and
Caro swimming toward her, swimming strongly, on the
way to rescue her. I see her light-brown checked coat and
her plaid scarf and her proud successful face and reddish
hair darkened at the end of its curls by the water. All I have
to do is watch and be happy—nothing required of me, after
all.
What I really did was make my way up the little incline
toward the trailer. And when I got there I sat down. Just as
if there had been a porch or a bench, though in fact the
trailer had neither of these things. I sat down and waited for
the next thing to happen.
I know this because it’s a fact. I don’t know, however, what
my plan was or what I was thinking. I was waiting, maybe,
for the next act in Caro’s drama. Or in the dog’s.
I don’t know if I sat there for five minutes. More? Less? It
wasn’t too cold.
I went to see a professional person about this once and she
convinced me—for a time, she convinced me—that I must
have tried the door of the trailer and found it locked.
Locked because my mother and Neal were having sex and
had locked it against interruptions. If I’d banged on the
door they would have been angry. The counsellor was
satisfied to bring me to this conclusion, and I was satisfied,
too. For a while. But I no longer think that was true. I don’t
think they would have locked the door, because I know that
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once they didn’t and Caro walked in and they laughed at
the look on her face.
Maybe I remembered that Neal had said that dogs did not
drown, which meant that Caro’s rescue of Blitzee would
not be necessary. Therefore she herself wouldn’t be able to
carry out her game. So many games, with Caro.
Did I think she could swim? At nine, many children can.
And in fact it turned out that she’d had one lesson the
summer before, but then we had moved to the trailer and
she hadn’t taken any more. She may have thought she
could manage well enough. And I may indeed have thought
that she could do anything she wanted to.
The counsellor did not suggest that I might have been sick
of carrying out Caro’s orders, but the thought did occur to
me. It doesn’t quite seem right, though. If I’d been older,
maybe. At the time, I still expected her to fill my world.
How long did I sit there? Likely not long. And it’s possible
that I did knock. After a while. After a minute or two. In
any case, my mother did, at some point, open the door, for
no reason. A presentiment.
Next thing, I am inside. My mother is yelling at Neal and
trying to make him understand something. He is getting to
his feet and standing there speaking to her, touching her,
with such mildness and gentleness and consolation. But
that is not what my mother wants at all and she tears herself
away from him and runs out the door. He shakes his head
and looks down at his bare feet. His big helpless-looking
toes.
I think he says something to me with a singsong sadness in
his voice. Strange.
Beyond that I have no details.
My mother didn’t throw herself into the water. She didn’t
go into labor from the shock. My brother, Brent, was not
born until a week or ten days after the funeral, and he was a
full-term infant. Where she was while she waited for the
birth to happen I do not know. Perhaps she was kept in the
hospital and sedated as much as possible under the
circumstances.
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I remember the day of the funeral quite well. A very
pleasant and comfortable woman I didn’t know—her name
was Josie—took me on an expedition. We visited some
swings and a sort of doll’s house that was large enough for
me to go inside, and we ate a lunch of my favorite treats,
but not enough to make me sick. Josie was somebody I got
to know very well later on. She was a friend my father had
made in Cuba, and after the divorce she became my
stepmother, his second wife.
My mother recovered. She had to. There was Brent to look
after and, most of the time, me. I believe I stayed with my
father and Josie while she got settled in the house that she
planned to live in for the rest of her life. I don’t remember
being there with Brent until he was big enough to sit up in
his high chair.
My mother went back to her old duties at the theatre. At
first she may have worked as she had before, as a volunteer
usher, but by the time I was in school she had a real job,
with pay, and year-round responsibilities. She was the
business manager. The theatre survived, through various
ups and downs, and is still going now.
Neal didn’t believe in funerals, so he didn’t attend Caro’s.
He never saw Brent. He wrote a letter—I found this out
much later—saying that since he did not intend to act as a
father it would be better for him to bow out at the start. I
never mentioned him to Brent, because I thought it would
upset my mother. Also because Brent showed so little sign
of being like him—like Neal—and seemed, in fact, so
much more like my father that I really wondered about
what was going on around the time he was conceived. My
father has never said anything about this and never would.
He treats Brent just as he treats me, but he is the kind of
man who would do that anyway.
He and Josie have not had any children of their own, but I
don’t think that bothers them. Josie is the only person who
ever talks about Caro, and even she doesn’t do it often. She
does say that my father doesn’t hold my mother
responsible. He has also said that he must have been sort of
a stick-in-the-mud when my mother wanted more

۶٢٨

PDF.tarikhema.org

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

۶٢٩
excitement in her life. He needed a shaking-up, and he got
one. There’s no use being sorry about it. Without the
shaking-up, he would never have found Josie and the two
of them would not have been so happy now.
“Which two?” I might say, just to derail him, and he would
staunchly say, “Josie. Josie, of course.”
My mother cannot be made to recall any of those times,
and I don’t bother her with them. I know that she has
driven down the lane we lived on, and found it quite
changed, with the sort of trendy houses you see now, put up
on unproductive land. She mentioned this with the slight
scorn that such houses evoke in her. I went down the lane
myself but did not tell anyone. All the eviscerating that is
done in families these days strikes me as a mistake.
Even where the gravel pit was a house now stands, the
ground beneath it levelled.
I have a partner, Ruthann, who is younger than I am but, I
think, somewhat wiser. Or at least more optimistic about
what she calls routing out my demons. I would never have
got in touch with Neal if it had not been for her urging. Of
course, for a long time I had no way, just as I had no
thought, of getting in touch. It was he who finally wrote to
me. A brief note of congratulations, he said, after seeing
my picture in the Alumni Gazette. What he was doing
looking through the Alumni Gazette I have no idea. I had
received one of those academic honors that mean
something in a restricted circle and little anywhere else.
He was living hardly fifty miles away from where I teach,
which also happens to be where I went to college. I
wondered if he had been there at that time. So close. Had
he become a scholar?
At first I had no intention of replying to the note, but I told
Ruthann and she said that I should think about writing
back. So the upshot was that I sent him an e-mail, and
arrangements were made. I was to meet him in his town, in
the unthreatening surroundings of a university cafeteria. I
told myself that if he looked unbearable—I did not quite
know what I meant by this—I could just walk on through.
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He was shorter than he used to be, as adults we remember
from childhood usually are. His hair was thin, and trimmed
close to his head. He got me a cup of tea. He was drinking
tea himself.
What did he do for a living?
He said that he tutored students in preparation for exams.
Also, he helped them write their essays. Sometimes, you
might say, he wrote those essays. Of course, he charged.
“It’s no way to get to be a millionaire, I can tell you.”
He lived in a dump. Or a semi-respectable dump. He liked
it. He looked for clothes at the Sally Ann. That was O.K.,
too.
“Suits my principles.”
I did not congratulate him on any of this, but, to tell the
truth, I doubt that he expected me to.
“Anyway, I don’t think my life style is so interesting. I
think you might want to know how it happened.”
I could not figure out how to speak.
“I was stoned,” he said. “And, furthermore, I’m not a
swimmer. Not many swimming pools around where I grew
up. I’d have drowned, too. Is that what you wanted to
know?”
I said that he was not really the one that I was wondering
about.
Then he became the third person I’d asked, “What do you
think Caro had in mind?”
The counsellor had said that we couldn’t know. “Likely she
herself didn’t know what she wanted. Attention? I don’t
think she meant to drown herself. Attention to how bad she
was feeling?”
Ruthann had said, “To make your mother do what she
wanted? Make her smarten up and see that she had to go
back to your father?”
Neal said, “It doesn’t matter. Maybe she thought she could
paddle better than she could. Maybe she didn’t know how
heavy winter clothes can get. Or that there wasn’t anybody
in a position to help her.”
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He said to me, “Don’t waste your time. You’re not thinking
what if you had hurried up and told, are you? Not trying to
get in on the guilt?”
I said that I had considered what he was saying, but no.
“The thing is to be happy,” he said. “No matter what. Just
try that. You can. It gets to be easier and easier. It’s nothing
to do with circumstances. You wouldn’t believe how good
it is. Accept everything and then tragedy disappears. Or
tragedy lightens, anyway, and you’re just there, going
along easy in the world.”
Now, goodbye.
I see what he meant. It really is the right thing to do. But, in
my mind, Caro keeps running at the water and throwing
herself, as if in triumph, and I’m still caught, waiting for
her to explain to me, waiting for the splash. ♦
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۶٣٣

چشم انداز از کاسل راک
The View from Castle Rock, By Alice Munro
2005  آﮔﻮﺳﺖ29 /  اﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو: اﺛﺮ،داﺳﺘﺎن

 ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ:ﺑﺮﮔﺮدان ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ
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ﭘﻴﺸﮕﻔﺘﺎري ﺑﺮ ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز از ﻛﺎﺳﻞ راك:177
ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻦ ،ﻫﺸﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن از آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو را ﺑﻪ اﺳﺎﻣﻲ زﻳﺮ ﺑﻪ
ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪه ام:
ﻣﺎﺳﻪGravel
ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش او اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻋـﺸﻖ ﻣـﻦ The bear came
over mountain
ﻓﺮاﻣﻮنDimension

 177کاسل راک يک قلعه نظامی در شھر ادينبورگ اسکاتلند است که بر قله
بلندای آتشفشانی به ھمين نام بنا شده و بلندترين نقطه آن شھر است .سکونت
در اين محل به تاريخ قرن  ٩پيش از ميالد مسيح بر می گردد
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رادﻳﻜﺎﻟﻬﺎي آزادFree Radicals
ﻫﻔﺖ رودWenlock Edge
ﺷﻮرPassion
ﮔﻮداﻟﻬﺎي ﻋﻤﻴﻖDeep Holes
ﻓﺮارRun Away
ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻲ اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﭘﻲ دي اف ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﺷﺪه و ﺑﻄـﻮر
راﻳﮕﺎن در اﺣﺘﻴﺎر ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪان ﻗﺮار ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .آﺧﺮﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن
ﺑﺎﻗﻴﻤﺎﻧﺪه از ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﻧﻮﻳـﺴﻨﺪه ﻳﻌﻨـﻲ " چ@شم ان@داز از کاس@ل
راک" را در ﺑﺎﻳﮕﺎﻧﻲ ام داﺷﺘﻪ ام و ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎري ﻫﺎي دﺳﺖ و ﭘـﺎ
ﮔﻴﺮ ﻣﺮا از ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮدن ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﻛﺎره آن ﺑﺎزداﺷﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﺗـﺎ
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻼص ﺷﺪن از ﻓﻜﺮ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺮدنِ ﻛﺎرِ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم
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ﻛﻪ در ﺿﻤﻴﺮ ﻧﺎﺧﻮدآﮔﺎه ﻣﻦ ﻛﻼﻓﻪ ام ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،آن را ﺑﻪ آﺧـﺮ
ﺑﺮدم.
ﺟﺪاي از ﭘﻴﺸﮕﻔﺘﺎرﻫﺎي آﻣﺪه در ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﺑﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ در
ﻣﻮرد ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮﻳﻨﺔ اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن ﻫﻢ ﺻـﺪق ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،آﻧﭽـﻪ ﻛـﻪ
دوﺳﺖ ﺗﺮ دارم ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ اﻳـﻦ
داﺳﺘﺎن ،ﭘﺮِش ﻫﺎي ﻧﺎﻫﻤﺎﻫﻨﮓ و ﭘﺮداﺧـﺖ راوي ﮔﻮﻧـﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ
ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ اش ﻳﺎري ﻧﺪﻫـﺪ ﺗﺴﻠـﺴﻞ ﻣـﺎﺟﺮا را در
رواﻳﺘﻲ روان ﺑﻴﺎن ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺟﺎي ﺟﺎي اﻳﻦ داﺳـﺘﺎن ﭘـﺮِش ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
دارد ﻛﻪ ﺳﺒﺐ ﮔﺴﺴﺖ و ﺑﺪﺳﺖ دادنِ ﻧﺜﺮي ﺑﻐﺎﻳﺖ ﻣﺤﺎوره اي
و رواﻳﺖ ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ و ﺑﺎزﮔﺮداﻧﺪن آن ﺑﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺜـﺮي
روان و ﻫﺎرﻣﻮﻧﻴﻚ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ از ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﻴـﺎﻓﺰاﻳﻲ و
از زﺑﺎن اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺧﺎرج ﺷﻮي ،ﺑﺴﻴﺎر دﺷﻮار و ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻏﻴـﺮ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ.
ﺷﺪﻳﺪا ﺑﻪ ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ي اﻣﺎﻧﺖ داراﻧﻪ و ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪنِ اﺻﻞ ﻣـﺘﻦ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ،اﻋﺘﻘﺎد دارم و ﭘﺎﻳﺒﻨﺪم .از اﻳـﻦ ﻧﮕـﺎه ﺑـﻲ
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺮاﺳﺘﮕﻲ و ﺳﻠﻴﺴﻲ ﻧﺜـﺮ ﺗﺮﺟﻤـﻪ ام ،داﺳـﺘﺎن را ﺑـﺎ
ﻫﻤﺎن زﺑﺎن و ﻧﺜﺮِ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ ﺷـﺪه ،ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻤـﺎم وﻳﮋﮔـﻲِ داﺳـﺘﺎن
ﭘﺮدازي و ﻧﮕﺎرشِ آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪه ام و
ﺗﻤﺎم ﺗﻼﺷﻢ را ﻛﺮده ام ﺗﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﻣﺘﻦِ داﺳﺘﺎن از ﻛﻢ و ﻛﻴﻒ
اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮﺧﻮردار ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻫﻤﺎﻧﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﺷﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻪ
ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺷﻮد ،ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻴﺮاﻳﺶ ﻳﺎ رواﻧﻲ ﻳﺎ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ
ﻧﺜﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻳﺎ رواﻟﻲ از ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺰاﻳﻢ .ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻲ ﭘﺎﻧﻮﻳـﺴﻬﺎ و
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ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺤﺎت از ﺳﻮي ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ و از اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ .ﻧﻜﺘـﻪ
دﻳﮕﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﺻﻞِ ﻣﺘﻦِ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲِ داﺳﺘﺎن را ﻧﻴﺰ ﭘﻴﻮﺳﺖ ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ
آورده ام ﺗﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ اﻧﻄﺒﺎق )ﻓﺎرﺳـﻲ – اﻧﮕﻠﻴـﺴﻲ(
دو ﻣﺘﻨﻨﺪ و ﻳﺎ ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻓﺮاﮔﻴﺮي زﺑﺎن اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ دارﻧﺪ ،ﺑـﻪ آن
دﺳﺘﺮﺳﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ روي ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ،اﻣﻴـﺪوارم اﻳـﻦ داﺳـﺘﺎن ﻧﻴـﺰ ﻣـﻮرد
اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪان ﻗﺮار ﮔﻴﺮد.
ﺗﺎ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻳﺪ و ﭼﻪ در ﻧﻈﺮ اﻓﺘﺪ.
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ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮ و اﺣﺘﺮام
ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ
ﻓﺮوردﻳﻦ /1391آورﻳﻞ 2012
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در دﻳﺪاري از ادﻳﻨﺒﻮرگ 178ﻫﻤﺮاه ﭘﺪرش وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧُﻪ ﻳﺎ ده
ﺳﺎﻟﺶ اﺳﺖ ،اﻧﺪرو 179ﺧﻮد را ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻠﻜﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﭘﻠـﻪ

Edinburgh 178
Andrew 179
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ﻫﺎي ﻧﺎﻫﻤﻮار ﺳﻨﮕﻲِ ﻳﻚ ﻗﻠﻌﻪ ﺑـﺎﻻ ﻣـﻲ رود .ﭘـﺪرش ﺟﻠـﻮي
اوﺳﺖ و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻣﺮدان دﻳﮕـﺮ در ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮش -ﺷـﮕﻔﺖ آور
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرش آن ﻫﻤﻪ دوﺳـﺖ ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ ،اﻳـﺴﺘﺎده در
ﻣﺤﻮﻃﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ و ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻄﺮﻳﻬﺎ روي ﺗﺨﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ
ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ ،درﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺳﺮﺑﺎﻻﻳﻲ  -ﺗﺎ ﺳـﺮاﻧﺠﺎم آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺮ ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ
ﺳﻨﮕﻲ اي ﻣﻲ ﺧﺰﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺸﻜﻲ در ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﺑﺎران ﺗﺎزه ﺑﻨﺪ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﺮ ﮔﺴﺘﺮه ﻧﻘﺮه اي آب ﻛﻪ
ﭘﻴﺶ روي ﺷﺎن اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ درﺧﺸﺪ ،و وراي آن زﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﺳـﺒﺰ
روﺷﻦ و آﺑﻲ ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي وﺟﻮد دارد ،زﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺒﻜﻲ ﻣﻪ
در آﺳﻤﺎن ﻣﻜﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
" آﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ" ،ﭘﺪرش ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ و ﻳﻜـﻲ از ﻣـﺮدان ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ
ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻳﻜﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ" :ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪاﻳﻲ ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺎ روي آن
ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ".
" آﻧﺠﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ در ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻣﺎﻳﻤﻠـﻚ ﺧـﻮدش
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﮔﺪا ﻫﻢ در اﻃﺮاف ﮔﺎرﻳﻬﺎ ﺳﻮار ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ".ﭘﺪرِ
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ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ ،در ﺑﻨﺪر ﻟﻴﺚ 181ﭼﻬﺎرم ﺟﻮن  ،1818اﻧﺪرو و
ﭘﺪرش ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ او را ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ 182ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻢ ﭼﻮن در ﻫﺮ ﻧـﺴﻠﻲ
ﻳﻚ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ وﺟﻮد دارد -و ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﺑـﺎردار اﻧـﺪرو ،اﮔـﻨﺲ،183
ﺑﺮادرش واﻟﺘﺮ ،184ﺧﻮاﻫﺮش ﻣﺎري ،185و ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﻴﻦ ﭘـﺴﺮش
ﺟﻤﻴﺰ ،ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز دوﺳـﺎﻟﺶ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ ،ﺑـﺮاي ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑـﺎر در
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺳﻮار ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰِ ﭘﻴﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را ﺑﺮاي اﻓﺴﺮ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دارد اﺳـﺎﻣﻲ
را وارﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد.
Andrew 180
Leith 181
Old James 182
Agnes 183
Walter 184
Mary 185
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" اﻧﺪرو " 180ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ دارد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ  " .ﭘـﺲ آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ ﭘـﺴﺮك ﻣـﻦ" -رو ﺑـﻪ اﻧـﺪرو ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ " -.و ﺧﺪا آن روز را ﻧﺼﻴﺐ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ دﻳـﺪ.
ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮدم ﻫﻢ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ دﻳﺪ اﮔﺮ زﻧﺪه ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ".
اﻧﺪرو ﭼﻴﺰي راﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرش دارد ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ،ﺣـﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
درﺳﺖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ اﻣﺎ آﻧﻘﺪر ازﺟﻐﺮاﻓﻴﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي داﻧﺴﺘﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ در ﻧﻲ ﻟﺒﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮﻳﻨﺪ) آﻧﻬﺎ از آن ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ
زﻧﻨﺪ – م(  ،ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ .او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ آﻳـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﭘـﺪرش را دﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪازﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﭘﺪرش دارد ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺸﻮﺧﻲ ﻛﻠﻚ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻠﻚ اﺳﺖ.
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" ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ،ﺳﺮا186در ﺗﻤﺎم ﻋﻤﺮ درازِ ﻣﻦ.
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ﻣﺤﺼﻮرﺷﺪه ي ﺟﻬﺎن اﺳﺖ.
اﻓﺴﺮ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي آﻧﺎن ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه اﺳـﺖ
اﻣﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ در اﻣﺘﺪاد ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻛﻨﻴﺪ .او
ﺧﻄﻲ در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ اﺳﻤﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ در اﻣﺘـﺪاد ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ در اﻣﺘﺪاد ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ،ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﻛﺸﺘﻲ
ﻣﺎري را ﺳﻮار ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ..
"اﻳﻦ ﭼﻲ ﺳﺖ؟" ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑـﺎ ازدﺣـﺎم ﻣـﺮدم در
ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﻣﺎ ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﻴﻢ؟" اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ اوﺑﺎش از ﻛﺠﺎ آﻣـﺪه اﻧـﺪ؟
ﺻﻮرﺗﺸﺎن را ﺑﺒﻴﻦ -ﺳﻴﺎه ﺳﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟"
"ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮه ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻬﺎي اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ اﻧﺪ ".واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .اﻳـﻦ
ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك اﺳﺖ .ﻃﻮري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﭘـﺪرش ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ
ﺑﺸﻨﻮد ،.ﻛﻮه ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻬﺎي اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ،از ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد ﺣﻘﻴﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﭘﺪرش اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ " ،ﻣﺮدم ) ﻣـﺴﺎﻓﺮان-م( ﺑـﻴﺶ از اﻧـﺪازه
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ" .ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻏﺮق ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ"
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" ﻧﻪ " ﺣﺎﻻ واﻟﺘﺮ دارد ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧـﺪ " .ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ ﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ دارﻧﺪ ،اﻏﻠﺐ ﻏـﺮق ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ .آن
ﻳﺎرو ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دارد ﻣﺮدم را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻤﺎرد".
ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ روي ﻛﺸﺘﻲ و اﻳﻦ ﺗﻮﻟﻪ ﺳﮓ ﻫﻔﺪه ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺣـﺎل و
ﻫﻮاي داﻧﺴﺘﻨﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﭘـﺪر ﺗﻘﺎﺑـﻞ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻛﻮﻓﺘﮕﻲ ،ﺣﻴﺮاﻧﻲ و ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪن ﻛﺖ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭘﻴـﺮ را
ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ او را از ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻛﺮدن ﺑﺎز دارد.
ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﺴﺮ ﺑﺮدن در ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺷﺮح داده
ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﺧﻮد ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد ﺷـﺮح داده ﺷـﺪه
اﺳﺖ .او ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﺗﺪارﻛﺎت و ﻣﻘﺘﻀﻴﺎت و اﻧـﻮاع
ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ در ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻲ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ .ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﻣﺮدان اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪي و ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺮدم آراﺳﺘﻪ را .ﻧﻪ ﻛﻮه ﻧـﺸﻴﻨﻬﺎي
اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪي ،ﻧﻪ اﻳﺮﻟﻨﺪي.
اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ او ،وﺿﻊ ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻧﺒﻮه زﻧﺒﻮرﻫﺎ ﺑـﺮ ﻻﺷـﺔ
ﺷﻴﺮي ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺪ.
" ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮﻧﻮﺷﺖ ﺷﻴﻄﺎﻧﻲ .ﺳﺮﻧﻮﺷﺖ ﺷﻴﻄﺎﻧﻲ .اوه .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﻮﻣﻲ ﻣﺎن را ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ".
" ﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺗﺮك ﻧﻜﺮدﻳﻢ" اﻧﺪرو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ ﻟﻴـﺚ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳﻢ .ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﻨﻴﻢ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ
و ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻴﻢ".
زاري ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ .ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻬﺎي ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ از ﭘﺎﻟﺘﻬﺎي ﻣﻮي اﺳـﺐ ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﻢ ﺳﺨﺖ و ﻫﻢ ﺗﻴﻎ دارﻧﺪ.
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" ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ) ﻛﺎﭼﻲ ﺑﻪ از ﻫﻴﭽﻲ-م( " اﻧﺪرو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" اوه ،اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﮔـﻮل ﺧـﻮردم .ﻣـﺎ را ﺑـﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻴﺎورﻳﺪ .روي اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮرِ ﺷﻨﺎور".
اﮔﻨﺲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ" ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ دﻫﻨﺶ را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻨﺪد؟" .اﻳﻦ
ﺟﻮر وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻴﺪان داده ﺷﻮد ،ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄـﻮر ﻣﺜـﻞ ﻳـﻚ
واﻋﻆ ﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .اﮔﻨﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ آن را
ﺗﺎب ﺑﻴﺎورد .اﮔﻨﺲ در ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ دردﻧﺎك ﺗﺮ از آن اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ درك ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﺧﻮب ،ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻗﺮار ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﻢ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ؟ " اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از آدﻣﻬﺎ ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﭼﻬﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎل ﮔﺮدن را ﻣـﻲ آوﻳـﺰد
ﺗﺎ ﻓﻀﺎﻳﻲ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﮔﻨﺲ ﺟﻠﻮ
ﻣﻲ رود و ﺑﺮاي درﺳﺖ ﻛـﺮدن ﻓـﻀﺎي ﺷﺨـﺼﻲ ي ﻣﺜـﻞ آن
ﻟﺒﺎس روﻳﻲ ﺧﻮدش را در ﻣﻲ آورد.
ﻛﻮدك روي ﺷﻜﻤﺶ ﻏﻠﺖ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .ﭼﻬـﺮه اش ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ زﻏـﺎل
داغ اﺳﺖ .ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻟﺮزﻧﺪ .و ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ورم ﻛﺮده ﻣﻴـﺎن آﻧﻬـﺎ
– ﻟﺒﻬﺎ ،ﻛﻮدك ﺑﺎﻳﺪ زود ﺑﻴﺮون آورده ﺷﻮد -ﻛﻴﺴﻪ اي از درد
اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺎدرش ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ در ﻣﻮرد آن ﭼﻜـﺎر ﻛﻨـﺪ .او
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ داﻧـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﻛـﺪام ﺑﺮﮔﻬـﺎ را ﺑـﺴﺎﺑﺪ و ﺿـﻤﺎد
آراﻣﺒﺨﺶ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﺎدرش در ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺑـﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ
ﺑﻮدن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﺴﻲ را ﺑﺎ ﻟﮕﺪ ﺑﻜﻮﺑﺪ.
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ﭼﺮا اﻧﺪرو ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪرش ﺑﺴﺎدﮔﻲ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻳﺎدش ﺑﻴﺎورد
ﻛﻪ اﻳﺪه ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد آن ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ رﺟﺰ ﺧﻮاﻧﻲ و ﻏﺮض ﻛﺮدن و
اﻟﺘﻤﺎس ،اورا ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻻن ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟ اﻧﺪرو اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر
را ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛﺮد ،واﻟﺘﺮ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺟﻮك ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔـﺖ و ﻣـﺎري ﻫـﻢ
ﭼﻨﺎن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ در ﺣﻀﻮر ﭘﺪرش ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ از ﺣﻨﺠـﺮه
اش در ﻣﻲ آورد.
اﮔﻨﺲ از ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﭘﺮﺟﻤﻌﻴﺖ ﺑﺎﻓﻨﺪه ﻫﺎوﻳﻚ 188اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
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ﺣﺎﻻ در ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ وﻟـﻲ ﻧـﺴﻠﻬﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻛـﺎر
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻛﺮدن  ،دادوﺑﻴﺪاد و زﻧﺪه ﻣﺎﻧﺪن در ﻣﺤﻠﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻫﻢ ،در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﻨﺮ ﺑﺮﺷـﻬﺎ را ﻳﻜـﻲ ﺑـﻪ اﻧـﺪازه دﻳﮕـﺮي
آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻨﺪ .او ﻫﻨﻮز از ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻬﺎي ﺟﺪي و ﺧـﺸﻚ و ﺳـﻜﻮﺗﻬﺎ در
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .او در آﻏﺎز ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد
ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻮع ﻏﻴﺮ ﻋﺎدي اﻧﺪ و ﻫﻨﻮز ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻬﻴﺪﺳﺘﻲ ﻣﺮدﻣـﺸﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﻣﻔﻬـﻮم
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ در ﺧﻮد داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .و ﭼﻪ ﺑﺪﺳـﺖ آورده اﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ آن را
دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ؟
ﻣﺎري ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﺮده اﺳﺖ .او ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻤﻴﺰ ﺟـﻮان در ﻧﻴﻤـﻪ ﺗﺎرﻳـﻚ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﺟﻤﻴﺰ ﺟﻮان ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻳﺎ ﮔﻠﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ -ﻣﺎري
اﺣﺴﺎس او را ﻃﻮري ﻛـﻪ او زاﻧـﻮي ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﺶ را ﺑﺨـﻮد ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺸﺪ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ.
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ﻣﺮدﻫﺎ ﻋﻼﻗﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻪ آن ﺳﻦ ﻛﻢ ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ و اﮔﻨﺲ،
ﻣﺎدرش ﺷﻜﻴﺒﺎﻳﻲ اي ﺑﺎ او ﻧﺪارد.
" ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﺮدم ﻋﺎﻣﻲ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰن" اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .و اﮔـﺮ
او ﻧﺰﻧﺪ ،اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ زﻧـﺪش ،ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ " :ﭼـﻪ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ؟"" .
آدﻣﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺟﻨﻲ190؟"

 ،Sailor-peep) 189اين اصطالح را در ھيچ فرھنگ لغت يا فرھنگ اصطالحاتی
نيافته ام peep .به معنی نگاه با چشم نيمه باز ،از سوراخی نگاه کردن ،جوانه زدن
است و  Sailorبه معنی ملوان است  Sailor-peep .در فيلم کارتنی پاپ آی Pop
 ،eyeنيز ملوانی در اعماق آمده .و اما در اين متن بايد اصطالحی کودکانه باشد با
برداشتی از ھمين کارتن که در سال ١٩۴٧ساخته شده است – .م(
 Elfit 190واژه ی اختراعی آليس مونرو است .در ترجمه با توجه به پيشوند اين واژه
 ،elfبه معنی جن ،پری ،است ،معنی جن را برای آن برگزيدم-م
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ﺑﺎدﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺤﻜﻢ ﭘﻴﭽﻴـﺪه ﺷـﺪه اﻧـﺪ " .آﻧﺠـﺎ را ﺑﺒـﻴﻦ .اﻧﺠـﺎ را
ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ".ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻣﻠﻮاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺸﻐﻮل ﺑـﺎﻻ ﺑـﺮدن
ﺑﺎدﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎﺳﺖ ،ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﭘﺴﺮي روي راﻧﺶ ﺑـﺮاي ﭘﺮﻧـﺪه
ﺻﺪا در ﻣﻲ آورد -او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ﭘﻴﭗ" ﭘﻴـﭗ ﺳـﻴﻠﺮ .ﭘﻴـﭗ
ﺳﻴﻠﺮ .189او و ﭘﺴﺮك ﻧﻴﻤﻲ زﺑﺎن و ﻧﻴﻤﻲ اﺷﺎره ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ارﺗﺒـﺎط
ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .او ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺴﺮك ﻳﻜـﻲ از ﺑـﺎﻫﻮش
ﺗـﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫﺎﺳـﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﺗـﺎﻛﻨﻮن در دﻧﻴـﺎ زاده ﺷـﺪه اﺳــﺖ.
ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮﻳﻦ ﻧﻔـﺮ از ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده ﺑــﻮدن و ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ دﺧﺘـﺮ ،او از ﻫﻤــﻪ
ﺑﺮادراﻧﺶ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .و ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﻓﺘﺨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ ﭘﺴﺮك ﻧﺪﻳﺪه اﺳـﺖ .ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﺼﻮري از اﺻﺎﻟﺖ و ﺑﻲ اﺗﻜﺎﻳﻲ ﭘﺴﺮك ﻧﺪارد.
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ﻣﺎري از ﺧﻮي اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﺪ و اﻣﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﮔﻮﻧـﻪ اي او را
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ﺳﺮزﻧﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ زﻧـﺎن ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ اﮔـﻨﺲ
زﻧﺎنِ ﻣﺮدان ،زﻧﺎنِ ﻣﺎدر -ﻫﺪاﻳﺖ ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺎك زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﻧﺪ.
ﻧﺨﺴﺖ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺮدان ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ -ﺣﺘـﻲ ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ
ﻣﺮدي ﻣﺜﻞ اﻧﺪرو -و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ،در
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﻣﺎري ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺎدر ﺧـﻮد او در رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب
دراز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﻴﺮون از ذﻫﻨﺶ ﺗﺐ دار،
ﻧﺸﻨﺎﺧﺘﻦ ﻛﺴﻲ ،ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ،ﺳﻪ روز ﭘﺲ از ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣـﺪن اﻧـﺪرو
درﮔﺬﺷﺖ .او از دﻳﮓ ﺳﻴﺎه آوﻳﺰان ﺑﺮ ﺑﺎﻻي آﺗﺶ ،ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آن دﻳﮓ ﭘﺮ از ﺷﻴﺎﻃﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺎري – ﺑﺮادراﻧﺶ او را ﻣﺎري ﺑﻴﭽﺎره ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ –ﻗﺪش
ﻛﻤﺘﺮ از  165ﺳﺎﻧﺖ اﺳﺖ و ﭼﻬـﺮه ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ ،ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﻗﻠﻤﺒﻪ ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ور آﻣﺪه در ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ،دارد ،و ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺶ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺟﻮش آﻣﺪﻧﺶ دارد و زﻣﺎن زﻳـﺎدي ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﺮد ﺗـﺎ آرام
ﺷﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف زده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،دﻫـﺎﻧﺶ ﻣﻨﻘـﺒﺾ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻛﻠﻤـﺎت ﺗﻤـﺎﻣﻦ ﺑـﺎ آب دﻫـﺎن و دﻧـﺪاﻧﻬﺎي
ﻛﺠﺶ در آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻃﻮري ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ را وا ﻣﻲ ﻧﻬﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي از ﻧﻔﺲ اﻓﺘﺎدن و ﺗﻘﻼ ﻛـﺮدن
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺮدم دﺷﻮار اﺳﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ او ﻛﻨﺪ ذﻫـﻦ اﺳـﺖ .او
ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ دارد وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﻛـﺴﻲ -ﺣﺘـﻲ اﻋـﻀﺎء
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺧﻮدش ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .آن ﻫﻢ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ او ﺑﭽـﻪ را
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نوعی کشتن ) سالخی ( حيوان است.
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ﻣﻴﺎن راﻧﻬﺎي ﻻﻏﺮش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻗﺎدر ﺑﻪ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﺘﻤﺮﻛﺰ و
ﻗﺎﻃﻊ اﺳﺖ – و از آن ﭘﺲ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺴﺘﮕﻲ دارد.
او ﺻﺪاي ﮔﺎو را ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آن را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻮد .ﺳﭙﺲ
ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ﺟﺎﻧﻮر در ﻫﻮا آوﻳـﺰان اﺳـﺖ .ﻫﻤـﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﻃﻨﺎب ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه و ﻟﮕﺪ زﻧﺎن و ﻏﺮش ﻛﻨﺎن ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ اﻧـﺪ .ﺑـﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﻗﻼب روي ﺟﺮﺛﻘﻴﻞ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣـﺎﻻ آن را
از ﻧﻈﺮ دور ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺎو ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﻣﺮدي ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻧﻪ .او ﺑـﺎ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ رود.
" ﺑﻌﺪ او را ﺷﻴﺮ ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ دوﺷﻴﺪ؟ "
آن ﻣﺮد ﺳﺮزﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ":ﺑﻠﻪ .ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش .آﻧﻬﺎ او را ﻣﻲ
دوﺷﻨﺪ" .و ﺻﺪاي ﻣـﺮد دﻳﮕـﺮ ﺧـﺸﻦ و ﺑـﻲ ادب در او ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﻴﭽﺪ.
191
" آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ دوﺷﻨﺪش ﺗﺎ ﭼﻜُﺶ ﺑﻜﻮﺑﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﺮش و
ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﻮ ﭘﻮره ﺧﻮن ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎﻣﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ داﺷﺖ".
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎ را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻛﻦ ،آوﻳﺰان ﻣﻴﺎن ﻗﻔﺴﻬﺎ در ﻫـﻮا ،ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﻗﺪﻗﺪ ﻛﻨﺎن و ﺑﺎل ﺑﺎل زﻧﺎن و ﻟﺮزان در ﻳﻜﺪﻳﮕﺮ  .و وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎ را ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﺪي ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻘﺪاري ﭘﺮ در ﻫﻮا ﺑﻄﺮف
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺷﻨﺎور ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .و ﭘﺲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺧـﻮك ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﮔـﺎو
ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ،ﺟﻴﻎ ﻣﻤﺘﺪ ﻛﺸﺎن ،ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮاﺳـﻴﻤﮕﻲ
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اِﺗﺮﻳﻚ 193ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺎري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ زﻧﺪه ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻫﺮﺟﺎ ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ .او ﻫﻢ در زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ،ﻫﻢ در ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ و
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺳﻴﻨﻪ اش درد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد .ﻣـﺎري از ﮔـﻞ
ﻣﮋه رﻧﺞ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و در ﺷﻜﻤﺶ درد دارد و ﻫﺮ ﺧﻮن رﻳﺰي اي
 192در اينجا از واژه  grugginبکار رفته که معنی آن برايم مفھوم نبوده و
در ھيچ جايی شرح يا معنی ای از آن نيافتم -م
Ettrick 193
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آن و ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎﻳﻲ وﺣﺸﻴﺎﻧﻪ اش در ﻫﻮاﺳﺖ .از اﻳﻦ رو ﺑـﻪ زوزه
ﻫﺎي ﻫﺮ دو ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺧﻮﺷﻲ و ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻴﺖ در ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ اﻓﺰاﻳـﺪ.
ﺑﺴﺘﮕﻲ دارد ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ آﻳﻨـﺪ از زده ﺷـﺪه ﻫـﺎ
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ زدﺷﺪن دﻳﮕﺮان را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻫﻢ در ﺣﺎل ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪن اﺳﺖ .او ﻛﺜﺎﻓﺖ را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺪ .و
ﺑﺎ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺮاي آن ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.........................192
روزي او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻴﺎد آورد .ﻣﺎري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻣﻦ ﮔﺎو و ﺧﻮﻛﻲ دﻳﺪم ﻛﻪ در ﻫﻮا ﭘﺮواز ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﺑﻌـﺪ او
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻳﺎ آن ﻳـﻚ روﻳـﺎ ﻧﺒـﻮد .و ﻫـﻴﭻ
ﻛﺲ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد – ﻣﺎري ﻗﻄﻌـﺎ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺑـﻮد -ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ روﻳﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد ،روي اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ اﺗﻔـﺎق اﻓﺘـﺎد .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻳﻚ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ را دوﺑﺎره در ﺗﻤﺎم زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
ﺑﻴﺪارش ﻧﺒﻴﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎري ﻫﻴﭻ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ رﻓﺖ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮﺳﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﺎري
ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺟﺰﻳﺮه ﻣﻴﺎن ﺗﭙـﻪ ﻫـﺎ ،ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜـﻞ
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ﻋﺠﻴﺐ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺧﻮﻧﺮﻳﺰي دارد ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺎه
ﻃﻮل ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .ﻣﺎري اﻣﻴﺪوار اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل ،ﺗـﺎ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ او ﻧﻴﺎز دارد ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاي ﻣـﺪﺗﻲ اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺮد .ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ وﻗـﺘﺶ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
آﻣﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺑـﺮادراﻧﺶ ﻛـﻪ دور
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ در ارﺗﺒﺎط ﺑﺎ او ﺷﺮﻣﮕﻴﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺷـﺪ.
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ روي ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داد اﻣﺎ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲِ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ آن را ﺑﺎور ﻛﻨﺪ.
در ﺳﻔﺮي ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺒِﻠﺰ ،194واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش ﻳﻚ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻳﺎد
درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ آن را از ﻳﺎد ﺑﺮده و ﻓـﻀﺎي ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻳـﺎ
ﺳﺎﻛﺘﻲ در ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آن را ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﺮآﺧﺮ ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨـﺪ
ﺑﺮﺳﻲ ،او ﻣﺤﻞ ﻣﻄﻠﻮﺑﻲ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻛﺎﺑﻴﻦ ﺑـﺎﻻي ﻋﺮﺷـﻪ ﻓﻮﻗـﺎﻧﻲ
ﻛﺸﻒ ﻛﺮد.
ﻣﺎ روز ﭼﻬﺎرم ﺟﻮن ﺳﻮار ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺷﺪﻳﻢ و ﭘﻨﺠﻢ ،ﺷﺸﻢ ،ﻫﻔﺘﻢ
و ﻫﺸﺘﻢ در ﻟﻴﺚ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪﻳﻢ ﺗﺎ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻠـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ،
ﻣــﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧــﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺑــﺮاﻧﻴﻢ ﻛــﻪ روز ﻧﻬــﻢ ﺑــﻮد .از ﮔﻮﺷــﻪ ي
ﻓﺎﻳﻔﺸﺎﻳﺮ 196ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻴﻢ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ذﻛﺮ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺻﺒﺢ
روز ﺳﻴﺰدﻫﻢ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ

ﺟﺎن اُو ﮔﺮوت ﻫﺎوس) ﺟﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﺔ

ﭼﻬﺎرﭘﻨﺴﻲ – م( ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪﻳﻢ .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﻢ .آن را ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻢ
Peebles 194
notebook 195
Fifeshire 196
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و ﮔﺬرﮔﺎه ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺸﺘﻴﺮاﻧﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﭘﻨﺘﻼﻧﺪ ﭘـﻨﺠﻢ 197ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﺮدو ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﺎد و ﺟﺰر و ﻣﺪ را دارا ﺑﻮد .ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻣـﺮده ﺑـﻮد.
اورﻣﻴﺴﺘﻮن 198ﻧﺎم داﺷﺖ و در ﻳـﻚ ﺗﻜـﻪ ﻛـﺎﻣﻮا ﺑـﺎ ذﻏـﺎل
ﺳﻨﮓ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ،ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎ اﻓﻜﻨﺪه ﺷﺪ.
او ) ﺟﻴﻤﺰ – م( از ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ دﺳﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻴـﺴﻪ اي
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ در آب ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد .آﻳـﺎ ﺳـﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﺗﻜـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
زﻏﺎل ﺳﻨﮓ ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن را ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،آﻳﺎ ﻛﻴﺴﻪ ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﺗـﻪ
ژرﻓﺎي درﻳﺎ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رود؟ ﻳﺎ ﺟﺮﻳﺎن آب درﻳﺎ آﻧﻘﺪر ﻗﻮي ﺳـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد و ﺑﮕﺬارد ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﺪ ،ﺑﻜﻨﺎري ﻓـﺸﺎر دﻫـﺪ ،ﺑﺒـﺮدش
ﮔﺮﻣﺴﻴﺮي ﭘﺮ از ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻫﺮز درﻳﺎي ﺳﺎرﮔﺎﺳﻮ200؟ ﻳﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﻣﺎﻫﻴﺎن درﻧـﺪه ﺑﻄـﺮف آن ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻨـﺪ و ﻛﻴـﺴﻪ را
ﺑﺸﻜﺎﻓﻨﺪ و وﻋﺪه ﻏﺬاﻳﻲ از ﺑـﺪن ) ﺟﻨـﺎزه – م( داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ از آﻧﻜﻪ آن آﺑﻬﺎي ﺳﻄﺤﻲ را ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮ و از ﺑﺨﺶ
روﺷﻦ درﻳﺎ ﺑﮕﺬرد؟
او ﺣﺎﻻ آن را ﺑﻪ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ -ﺑﭽﻪ دارد ﺧﻮرده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﻧﻪ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻮﻧﺲ ﭘﻴﻐﻤﺒﺮ  ،اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻗﻄﻌﺎت رﻳﺰه رﻳـﺰه
ﺟﻮﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ او ﺧﻮدش ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﭘﺨﺘﻪ ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪ
را ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮد .وﻟﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ روح ﻣﻄﺮح اﺳـﺖ .روح ،ﺑـﺪن را
Pentland Firth 197
Ormiston 198
Greenland 199
Sargasso 200
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در ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﺮگ ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ از ﻛﺪام ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺑﺪن ﺗـﺮك
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟ ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﺣـﺪس اﻳـﻦ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻧﻔﺲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﺟﺎﻳﻲ در ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن
ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ اﻃﺮاف ﺟﺎﻳﻲ از ﻗﻠﺐ و رﻳﻪ ﻫﺎ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ واﻟﺘﺮ
ﺟﻮﻛﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ در ﺑـﺎره اش ﺑـﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮﻫـﺎ در
"اﺗﺮﻳﻚ" ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻣﻌﻨـﻲ ﻛـﻪ او آﻧﻘـﺪر ﻛﺜﻴـﻒ
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ﺑﻮدوﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺮد روﺣﺶ از ﺳﻮراخ ﻛﻮﻧﺶ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ و آﻣﺪﻧﺶ
ﺑﺎﺻﺪاي ﻳﻚ اﻧﻔﺠﺎر ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺷﺪ.
اﻳﻦ از ﻧﻮع اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ واﻋﻈﺎن ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ وﻋﻆ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ -.اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي از ﺳـﻮراخ ﻛـﻮن ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻨـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﺎﻣﻞ از ﻣﺤﻞ و ﺧﺮوج .ﻫﻨﻮز آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ از
آن ﺷﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺷﺮح دﻫﻨـﺪ –
ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ او ﻳﻚ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﻫﻢ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ  -ﭼﻄﻮر روح
ﻫﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون از ﺑﺪن ﺗﺎ روز داوري )ﻗﻴﺎﻣﺖ – م ( ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن را ﻧﮕـﻪ
ﻣﻲ دارﻧﺪ و ﭼﻄﻮر در آن روز ﻫـﺮ ﻛﺪاﻣـﺸﺎن ﭘﻴﻜـﺮي را ﻛـﻪ
اﺳﻜﻠﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺶ ﻧﺸﺪه اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ از آن ﺧﻮد اوﺳﺖ
و ﺑﻪ آن ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪﻧﺪ .وﻟﻮ ﺧﺎك ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ
اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺗﻜﻤﻴﻞ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﻴﻦ ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ -اﻳـﻦ را اﺧﻴـﺮا ﻳـﺎد
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ – ﻛﻪ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ و ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه اﻧﺪ و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده
اﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻤﻌﺒﻨﺪي رﺳﻴﺪه اﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ اﺻـﻞ روح ﻫـﺎ
وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻫﻢ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫـﺪ در ﺑـﺎره اﻳـﻦ
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ﻣﺮدم ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و در واﻗﻊ ﻓﻜـﺮ آﻧﻬـﺎ وﺣـﺸﺘﻨﺎك اﺳـﺖ.
ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺮس – در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺟﻬﻨﻢ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻗﻄﻊ در
اﻧﺘﻈﺎرﺷﺎن اﺳﺖ  -زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ؟
در ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ روز روي ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ،ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ از ﺧـﻮاب ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد و در اﻃﺮاف ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻗﺪم زدن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭘﺲ از آن ﻣﻲ
اﻳﺴﺘﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﻮش دادن ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ،
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .او اﺳﻤﺶ را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ و ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ از
"اﺗﺮﻳﻚ" ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .از دره و ﺟﻨﮕﻞ " اﺗﺮﻳﻚ " ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺷـﺎه
اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻠﻮدن ،ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎﻻ و ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻗـﺪم ﺑﺰﻧـﻲ در
ﻣﻴﺎن ﺟﻨـﺎزه ﻫـﺎ و ﻣـﺮدان را از اﺗﺮﻳـﻚ ﺑﺮﮔﻴـﺮي زﻳـﺮا آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ و ﻧﻴﻮرﻣﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ و زﻳﺒﺎﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺮدان روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻣﻦ ﭘﻨﺞ ﭘﺴﺮ دارم و آﻧﻬﺎ ﭘﺴﺮﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻗﻮي ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .آﺧـﺮﻳﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ از او ﺷﻨﻴﺪم ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻛﻮﻧﻮﻣﻲ ) 202اﻗﺘـﺼﺎد
– م( ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺗـﺎ آن زﻣـﺎن ﻣـﺎ ﻛﻠﻤـﻪ اي از آن
ﻧﺪاﺷــﺘﻴﻢ و ﻧﻤــﻲ داﻧــﻢ آﻳــﺎ او ﻫﻨــﻮز زﻧــﺪه اﺳــﺖ ﻳــﺎ ﻣــﺮده.
ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﭘﺴﺮم ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﭘـﺴﺮي ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﭘﺴﺮاﻧﻢ اﺳﺖ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮش زد ﻛﻪ از آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺑﺮود ،و ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام از آﻧﻬﺎ را دوﺑﺎره ﻧﺪﻳﺪم .ﭘﻨﺞ ﭘﺴﺮ
flodden 201
Economy 202
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و ﺑﻪ ﻟﻄﻒ ﺧﺪا ،ﻫﻢ ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ و ﻣﺮدي ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ،اﻣﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ
ﺧﺪا ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎﺧﻮدم ﻧﮕﻬﺪارم .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻣـﺮد ﭘـﺮ از
اﻧﺪوه اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ دﺧﺘﺮي ﻫﻢ دارم ،ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ از ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ اﻣـﺎ او
ﻛﻮﺗﻮﻟﻪ ) ﻗﺪﻛﻮﺗﺎه – م( اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎدرش را ﻳﻚ ﻗـﻮچ دﻧﺒـﺎل ﻛـﺮد
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﺧﺘﺮم را ﺣﺎﻣﻠﻪ ﺑﻮد".
در ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬﺮ روز ﭼﻬﺎردﻫﻢ ﺑﺎد از ﺷﻤﺎل و ﻛﺸﺘﻲ آﻏـﺎز ﺑـﻪ
ﺗﻜﺎن ﺧﻮردن ﻛﺮد ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ در ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﭘـﺮواز
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و از دﻳﮕﺮي ﺟﺪا ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﺳـﻄﻠﻬﺎ از ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و اﺳﺘﻔﺮاغ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﭘﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و اﻧﺒـﻮﻫﻲ
از آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎي ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻟﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردﻧﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﺔ ﻣـﺮدم
دﺳﺘﻮر داده ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﺴﻴﺎري از آﻧﻬـﺎ در
ﻛﻨﺎر ﻧﺮده ﻣﭽﺎﻟﻪ ﺷﺪه و اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دادﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ آب آﻧﻬـﺎ را از
ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﺒﺮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻳﻚ از ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده ﻣـﺎ ﻣـﺮﻳﺾ
ﻧﺒﻮد و ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺎد ﻛﺎﻫﺶ ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ و ﺧﻮرﺷـﻴﺪ در آﻣـﺪه و
آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ دادﻧـﺪ در ﻛﺜﺎﻓـﺖ
ﺑﻤﻴﺮﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪه اﻧـﺪ و ﺧـﻮدرا ﺑـﺰور ﻛـﺸﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﺗـﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ
ﻣﻠﻮاﻧﺎن ﺑﺎ ﺳﻄﻞ آب روي ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺎﺷﻴﺪﻧﺪ ،ﺷﺴﺘﻪ ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ.
زﻧﺎن ﻫﻢ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺷﺴﺘﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻟﺒﺎس ﻫﺎ را ﺷﺴﺘﻦ و ﭘـﺎك
ﻛﺮدن ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎي ﭼﺮﻛـﻲ و ﭼﻼﻧﺪﻧـﺸﺎن .ﺑـﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺑـﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ و
ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﻬﺒـﻮدي اي ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﺎﻛﻨﻮن در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ام
دﻳﺪه ام.
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دﺧﺘﺮﺟﻮاﻧﻲ در ﺣﺪود ده دوازده ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد .او ﻟﺒﺎس ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺎﺳﻜﻪ ﺑﺘﻦ دارد و ﺑﺎ ﻛﻼه و ﻣـﻮي
ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ﻗﻬﻮه اي روﺷﻦ  .ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨﺪان ﭼﻬـﺮه زﻳﺒـﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻳـﻚ
دﺧﺘﺮ ﺳﺎﻟﻢ و ﺑﺎ روح اﺳﺖ.
" ﺷﻤﺎ از ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﺎﺑﻴﻦ ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ؟" او
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ.
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " :ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ".
" ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻴﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻬـﺎر ﻛـﺎﺑﻴﻦ وﺟـﻮد دارد .و
ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺪرم و ﻣﻦ و ﻳﻜﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻛﺎﭘﻴﺘـﺎن و ﻳﻜـﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺎدرش اﺳﺖ .و او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ و ﻳﻜـﻲ ﺑـﺮاي دو
ﺑﺎﻧﻮ اﺳﺖ .ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ در اﻳﻦ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ از ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ
ﻣﮕﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از آن ﻛﺎﺑﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ".
" ﺧﻮب ﻣﻦ آن را ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ".واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺟﻨﺒﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي رﻓﺘﻦ از آﻧﺠﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﻦ ﺷﻤﺎ را ﭘﻴﺶ از ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ در ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺘﺎن دﻳﺪه ام"
" ﻣﻦ ﺗﻮ را ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ام"
" ﻧﻪ .ﺷﻤﺎ داﺷﺘﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻴﺪ .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻜﺮدﻳﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ
ﻛــﺲ درﺑــﺎره ﺷــﻤﺎ ﻧﮕﻔﺘــﻪ ام "،او ﺑــﻲ دﻗﺘﺎﻧــﻪ ﻃــﻮري ﻛــﻪ
ﺧﻮدﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮده و ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻋﻘﻴـﺪه اش را
ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﻓﺰود.
وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،واﻟﺘﺮ ﺟﻤﻠﻪ اي ﻣﻲ اﻓﺰاﻳﺪ.
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ﺣﻴﻒ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر اﺳﺖ ﭼﻮن ﺑﺪون آن زﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﻨﺪرت
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺪان ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ
ﻛﻪ زﺷﺖ اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ ﭼﻮن دﻟﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ آن را
ﻟﻤﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،روﻳﺶ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻧﻚ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﻧﻮازﺷﺶ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ.
ﻣﺜﻞ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﻣﺜـﻞ ﻧﺮﻣـﺎﻳﻲِ روي
آﻫﻮي ﻛﻮﻫﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ .اﺣـﺴﺎﺳﺶ در ﺑـﺎره او ﭼﻨـﺎن آزار
دﻫﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﺑـﺎ او
ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ اﮔﺮ اﺻﻮﻻ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .و اﮔـﻨﺲ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﺗﺤﻘﻴـﺮ
اﻫﺎﻧﺖ آﻣﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ او ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
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اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ را از دﺳﺖ دادﻳﻢ.
ﻛﻠﻤﺎت ﺑﻨﻈـﺮش ﺳـﺤﺮآﻣﻴﺰ ﻣـﻲ آﻳﻨـﺪ .او ﭘـﺮ از ﻳـﻚ ﺣـﺲ
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ،وﻗﺎر و اﻋﺘﺒﺎر اﺳﺖ.
ﺷﺎﻧﺰدﻫﻢ روز ﭘﺮ ﺑﺎدي ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎدي ﻛﻪ از ﺷﻤﺎل ﻏﺮب درﻳﺎ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺷﺪﻳﺪ ﻣـﻲ وزﻳـﺪ و دﻛـﻞ ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ از ﺷـﺪت ﺑـﺎد
ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ .و ﺧﻮاﻫﺮﻣﺎن اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻛﺎﺑﻴﻦ ﺑﺮده ﺷﺪ.
" ﺧﻮاﻫﺮ ".او ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺎري ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ آن ﻧﺒﻮد .اﮔﻨﺲ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻗﺪي
ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮي ﺗﻴﺮه ﻧﺎزك و ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ﺗﻴﺮه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮآﻣﺪﮔﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ
از ﭼﺎﻧﻪ او ﺑﺮﻧﮓ ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﭘﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻋﻼﻣﺖ ﻳﻚ دﺳـﺖ
آوﻳﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻋﻼﻣﺖ ﻣﺎدرزادي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ
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اﮔﻨﺲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او در آب اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻮﺟﻬﺎ دارﻧﺪ ﺑـﺎﻻ و
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻨﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻧﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﺑﺎر ﻣﻮﺟﻬﺎ او را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻧﺪ ﺑـﺪﺗﺮ از
ﺑﺎر ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ و او ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺗﺮ و ﻋﻤﻴﻖ ﺗﺮ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رود .ﻟﺤﻈﻪ
ﮔﺬرِ آرام ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ آن ﭼﻨﮓ اﻧﺪازد ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻮﺟﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ
ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺮو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺨﻮرد.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﮔﺎﻫﺎﻧﻲ او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب اﺳﺖ ،رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻲ
ﻏﺮﻳﺐ و ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ،ﻧﺮم اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ اش ﺑـﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﭼﻮن او وﻗﺘﻲ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رود ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﻘﺎوﻣﺘﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،ﺟﺎي ﺳﻔﺘﻲ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ درد ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷـﻮد .ﻣـﺮدم ﭘـﺲ و ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﻳﻮرش ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻧﺪ ﺟﻠﻮﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺳـﺮﻳﺪن و ﻣﺤـﻮ
ﺷﺪﻧﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ي آﺷﻜﺎري ،ﺣﺮﻓﻬـﺎي ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﺗﻨﺪ ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ واﻛﻨﺸﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﺑﺪاﻧﺪﻳـﺸﺎﻧﻪ
از او ﺳﺮ ﺑﺮﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﻨﺪ.
او ،اﻧﺪرو را در وﺳﻂ دو ﺳـﻪ ﺑـﺮادرش ﻣـﻲ ﺑﻴﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ از
دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ را ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺪ -.دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ
او در ﻫﺎوﻳﻚ 203ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .و آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﭘﻨـﻲ
ﻧﺎﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻫﻢ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺨﻤﺼﻪ اي ﻛﻪ او ﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ.
ﭘﻴﺶ از آن ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻘﺪر دﺷﻤﻦ دارد .آﻧﻬﺎ او
را رﻳﺰرﻳﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻧﺪ و ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ از
آن ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻨﺪ .ﺣﺮﻛﺘـﺸﺎن رﻳـﺰ رﻳـﺰ ﻛـﺮدن ﺗـﺎ ﻣـﺮگ
اوﺳﺖ.
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ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﺮوي او ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه و
ﺳﺮد ،ﺑﻲ اﺷﺘﻴﺎق ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ " ،ﺗـﻮ داري ﺳـﻌﻲ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ
دﺧﺘﺮم .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻜﻮﺷﻲ ".ﻣﺎدرش ﻟﺒﺎس ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه
و ﺧﻮب ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﺑﺎﻧﻮان ادﻳﻨﺒﻮرگ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ.
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ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺷﻴﻄﺎﻧﻲ دردﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺑـﺎرد .او ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪ آن را
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ زﻫﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻴﺮون ﺗﻒ ﻛﻨﺪ.
او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ و از اﻳـﻦ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬرم .او ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﺪ ﺧﻮد را از ﺑﺪﻧﺶ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻜـﺸﺪ آﻧﭽﻨـﺎن
ﻛﻪ ﺗﻜﻪ اي از ﻓﺮش در آﺗﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
او ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺮدي را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ دﺳﺘﻮر ﻣﻲ
دﻫﺪ " .ﻧﮕﻬﺶ دارﻳﺪ" ﻣﺮد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ و او از ﺑﺪﻧﺶ دو ﺗﻜﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﺑﮕﺴﺘﺮدﮔﻲ در دﻧﻴﺎ و در آﺗﺶ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
" آه – آه – آخ " ﻣﺮد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،.ﺷﻠﻮاري ﺑﺘﻦ دارد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر
در ﻣﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ دو ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻳﻚ ﮔﺎو ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺎ ﺷﻴﺮ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ،
ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ روي ﺷﻜﻢ اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺪ.
" ﺣﺎﻻ .ﺣﺎﻻ " ﻣﺮد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ و در ﭘﺎﻳﺎن از ﻣﻘﺎوﻣﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﺪ از آن ﺑﻜﺎﻫﺪ ،ﮔﻠﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
اﺣﻤﻘﻬﺎ .اﺣﻤﻘﻬﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ او را ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ روز ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازﻧﺪ.
ﺗﺎ ﻫﻴﺠﺪﻫﻢ او ﺧﻮب ﻧﺒﻮد ﺗﺎ ﻛﻪ دﺧﺘﺮي ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آورد .ﺑﺎ داﺷﺘﻦ
ﻳﻚ ﺟﺮاح در ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي روي ﻧﺪاد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ رخ ﻧﺪاد ﺗـﺎ
ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و دوم ،اﻳـﻦ ﺳـﺨﺖ ﺗـﺮﻳﻦ روز ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﺎ آن وﻗـﺖ
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اﻧﺘﻈﺎرش را داﺷﺘﻴﻢ .اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻋـﺎدي داﺷـﺖ ﺑﻬﺒـﻮد ﻣـﻲ
ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ روز ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﻧﻬﻢ ﻧﻬﻨﮓ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ دﻳـﺪﻳﻢ و ﺳـﻲ
ام) دﻳﺮوز( درﻳﺎ ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ وزش ﺑﺎد از ﻏﺮب ،ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﺟﻠﻮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻴﻢ.
" در اﺗﺮﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ در اﺳـﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ".ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،وﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪر ﺑﺰرﮔﻢ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد .اﺳﻢ آن ﻣﺤﻞ ﻓﺎوﻫﻮپ

204

اﺳﺖ – آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﺎوپ 205ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ .ﭘﺪر ﺑﺰرگ ﻣﻦ وﻳﻞ
ﻓﺎوپ 206ﻧﺎم داﺷﺖ و ﭘﻨﺠﺎه ﺳﺎل ﭘـﻴﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ از او

از ﺑﻐﻞ ﻣﺎري رﻫﺎ ﺷﻮد .او ﺑﻪ ﺣﺪ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺟـﺴﻮر ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ اﮔـﺮ
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ .ﺷﺐ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه در رداي ﻣﺎري
ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ .ﺣﻠﻘﻪ زده در ﻛﻨﺎرش .و ﭘﻬﻠﻮي ﭼﭗ ﻣـﺎري دوﺑـﺎره
Phauhope 204
Phaup 205
Will O’Phaup 206
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ﺑﺸﻨﻮي اﮔﺮ از ﺟﺎﻳﻲ از ﺟﻨﻮبِ آزاد ﻳﺎ ﺷﻤﺎلِ ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦِ ﻣـﻮرد
دﻋﻮا ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪي.
آدﻣﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﺳﺰا ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ او
دارد ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ اﻣﺎ دﻳﮕﺮاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﻫﺮ ﺧﺮاب ﻛﺮدﻧﻲ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻨﺪ،
ﺷﺎدﻣﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﭘـﺴﺮاﻧﺶ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ را از دور دﺳـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻨﻮﻧﺪ ﺑﺴﻮي آن ﺑﺨﺶ از ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻛﻪ آﺷﻮب اﺳﺖ ﻣـﻲ رود و
ردي در ﺟﻬﺖ ﻣﺨﺎﻟﻒ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬارﻧﺪ.
ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ دو ﻳﺎ ﺳﻪ روز ،ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ
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دردش ﺷﺮوع ﺷﺪ ﭼﻮن ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺐ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﺸﻚ و ﺑﻲ ﺟﺮﻛﺖ
ﻓﺸﺮده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺗﺎ او را ﻧﻴﺎزارد .ﺑﻌﺪ در ﻫﻮاي ﺻﺒﺢ او ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ
ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف ﻣﻲ دوﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻪ او ﻟﮕـﺪ ﻣـﻲ زد و ﻣـﺎري ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ را ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﺟﻠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺣﺘﻲ ﺷـﺐ او
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﺪ از ﻣﺎري ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﺮود و در ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ دور ﺷﻮد .از اﻳﻦ رو
ﻣﺎري ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻴﺰد و درد دارد ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ از وﺿﻌﻴﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻗـﺮار
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪن ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺎﻫﻢ .ﺷﺒﻲ او ﺑﭽﻪ را وا
ﻣﻲ ﻧﻬﺪ و اورا ﮔﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮش ﺷﺎﻧﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف
اﻧﺪرو اﺻﺮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﺮﺷﺐ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ او ﻓﺮﻳﺎد
ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و اﻧﺪرو ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ و دﺳﺘﺶ را ﻣـﻲ ﺑﻨـﺪد و او
ﻫﻖ ﻫﻖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﺨﻮاب ﻣﻲ رود .ﻣﺎري ﺑﺎ او دراز ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ
ﺑﻪ آراﻣﻲ ﺷﺮح ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺿﺮوري ﺳـﺖ ﭼﻮﻧﻜـﻪ او
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ از ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻗﻴﺎﻧﻮس ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﺪ .اﻣﺎ او ﻣﺎري را در اﻳﻦ
ﻛﺎر دﺷﻤﻨﺶ ﻣﻲ اﻧﮕﺎرد .و اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﺎري دﺳـﺖ دراز ﻛﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ او ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑـﺎ دﻧـﺪاﻧﻬﺎي ﻛﻮدﻛﺎﻧـﻪ اش
ﮔﺎز ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻫﺮ ﺷﺐ او ﺑﺎ ﺧﺸﻢ ﺑﺨﻮاب ﻣﻲ رود اﻣﺎ ﺻﺒﺢ وﻗﺘﻲ
ﻣﺎري ﺑﺎزش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺧـﻮاب و ﭘـﺮ از ﻧﺎزﻛﻮدﻛﺎﻧـﻪ
اش اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﺑﻪ او ﺧﻮاﺑﺎﻟﻮد ﻣﻲ ﭼﺴﺒﺪ و ﻣـﺎري
ﺳﺮﺷﺎر از دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
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ﺑﺪن ﭘﺪرش ﺑﺮاي ﻓﺮار ﺳـﻜﻨﺪري ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮرد .ﻫﻨـﺴﻔﻮرث،
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ﺑﻌﺪ ،ﻳﻚ روز ﺟﻴﻤﺰ رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎري در ﺻـﻒ آبِ ﺷـﺴﺖ و
ﺷﻮﺳﺖ و ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف ﺳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ و او را در ﻛﻨـﺎرش ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺑﻴﻨﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ زن ﺟﻠﻮﻳﺶ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد  ،ﺑﻪ
ﺳﻮاﻟﻲ در ﺑﺎره اﮔﻨﺲ و ﻛﻮدك ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﻣﻲ داد ،او ﺗـﺎزه ﺑـﻪ آن
زن ﻧﺎﻣﺶ را ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد – اﻳﺰاﺑﻞ – 207و ﻫﻤـﺎن ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ او در

Isabel 207
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رﻓﺖ.
ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ دﻧﻴﺎ آﻣـﺎده
ﺑﺎش ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .او ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ و ﻋﻘـﺐ ﻣـﻲ دود و اﺳـﻢ ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ را
ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ دود ﻣﻴﺎن ﻏﺮﻳﺒﻪ ﻫﺎ ،ﻣﻠﻮاﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻧﺪ در ﻫﻤﺎن ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻛـﻪ از آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺧـﻮاﻫﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ " ،ﺷﻤﺎ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺴﺮﺑﭽﻪ ي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ را دﻳﺪه اﻳﺪ؟ ﺷﻤﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﭘﺴﺮﺑﭽﻪ ي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻗـﺪ دﻳـﺪه اﻳـﺪ .او ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن آﺑـﻲ
دارد؟
" ﻣﻦ ﭘﻨﺠﺎه -ﺷﺼﺖ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ او را در ﭘﻨﺞ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ دﻳﺪه
ام " ﻣﺮدي ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻣﻬﺮﺑـﺎن
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔـﺮدد .ﻣـﺎري ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ ﺧـﻮدش را
ﻧﮕﺮان ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮ ﺑـﺎزي ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از زﻧﺎن ﺣﺘﻲ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدﻧﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ او در
ﺟــﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻛﻤــﻚ ﻛﻨﻨــﺪ اﻣــﺎ آﻧﻬــﺎ اﻟﺒﺘــﻪ ﻧﻤــﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨــﺪ .آﻧﻬــﺎ
ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺘﻬﺎي ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را دارﻧﺪ.
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اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺎري ﺑـﺴﺎدﮔﻲ در آن ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
اﺿﻄﺮاب ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ :دﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ وﺣﺸﺖ ﺗﺒـﺪﻳﻞ
ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮدم ﻋـﺎدي ﺳـﺖ و ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﺑﻮد ﭘﺲ ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺷﺪه ﺣﺘﻲ او از ﻧﺮده
ﻫﺎي ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺧﺰﻳﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ – او ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﺟـﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﮔﺸﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ – و اﻗﻴـﺎﻧﻮس ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ او را
ﺑﻠﻌﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺧﺸﻦ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ و ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺼﻮرﺗﺮﻳﻦ روﻳﺪادﻫﺎ ﺑﺮاي او ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ
اﻧﺪوه ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ دﻳﮕﺮﻣﺮدﻣﺎن اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ روﻳﺪاد ﺷﺪﻳﺪا
ﻧﺎﮔﻮار .ﺑﺮاي آﻧﻬﺎ ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺪا .ﺑﺮاي در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺧـﺪا ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ آﻓـﺮﻳﻨﺶ
ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﭼﺸﻤﮕﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﭽـﻪ ي زﻳﺒـﺎي اﻧـﺴﺎن ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺨﺼﻮص وﺳﻮﺳﻪ ﺷﻮد ﻣﺨﻠﻮق ﺧـﻮدش را ﭘـﺲ
ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺳﺰاي دﻧﻴﺎ آن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟
ﻫﻨﻮز ،او ﺗﻤﺎمِ وﻗﺖ او را ﻋﺒﺎدت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .در آﻏﺎز او ﻓﻘﻂ اﺳﻢ
ﻋﻴﺴﻲ ﻣﺴﻴﺢ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮﻳﺶ ﻣﻌـﻴﻦ ﺗـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و از ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺟﻬﺎت ﻋﺠﻴـﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳـﺐ ،او زﻳـﺮ ردﻳـﻒ
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﺳـﺮك ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺮدم ﺑـﺮاي داﺷـﺘﻦ ﺣـﺮﻳﻢ
ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺗﻌﺒﻴﻪ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ ،او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺰاﺣﻢ ﻛـﺎر
ﻣﺮدم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﺳﺮﭘﻮش ﺟﻌﺒـﻪ ﻫـﺎ را ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و زﻳﺮ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي ﺧﻮاب آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ
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اﻋﺘﺮاض آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻮش ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ -دﻋﺎﻛﺮدﻧﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﻧﻴﺰ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺗـﺮ
و ﺑﻲ ﭘﺮوا ﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﺪﻳﻪ دﻫﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﺑﺎ ارزش ﺑﺎزﮔﺮداﻧـﺪن
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .وﻟﻲ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي دارد؟ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از ﺧﻮد ﻧﺪارد –
ﻧﻪ ﺳﻼﻣﺘﻲ ﻳﺎ اﻣﻴﺪﺑﻪ اﺣﺘﺮام ﻛﺴﻲ .ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ دارد ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ
اﺳﺖ.
و او ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ را ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻓﺪﻳﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ؟
اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﺳﺮش ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد.
اﻣﺎ در ﺑﺎره ﻋﺸﻖ او ﺑﻪ ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭼـﻪ؟ ﻋـﺸﻖ ﺧـﺎرق اﻟﻌـﺎده و
ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺸﺎﻧﻪ اش .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﻓﺮوزه ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﻮﺟـﻮدي دﻳﮕـﺮ .او از آن
ﭼﺸﻢ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .از آن ﺷﺎدﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﺻﺮﻓﻪ ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ اﮔـﺮ
ﻓﻘﻂ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻧﻤﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﮔﺮ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷﻮد .اﮔﺮ ﺟﻤﻴﺰ ﻧﻤﺮده
اﺳﺖ.
او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻳﺎ دوﺳﺎﻋﺖ را ﺑﻴـﺎد ﻣـﻲ آورد ﭘـﺲ از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺪ ﭘﺴﺮﻛﻲ از زﻳﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺳﻄﻞ ﺑﺰرگ ﻧﮕﺎه
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮ ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .و او ﻧـﺬرش را ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ
ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ) ﭘـﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮد – م( .درك او از ﺧـﺪا ﺳـﻄﺤﻲ و
ﻧﺎﭘﺎﻳﺪار اﺳﺖ و ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ،ﺑﺠـﺰ در زﻣـﺎن وﺣـﺸﺖ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ وﻗﺖ از ﺳﺮ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ .او ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ .او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺪا ﻳـﺎ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﻋﻘﻴﺪة ﺑﻪ ﺧﺪا از او ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺗـﺎ از ﻣـﺮدم
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دﻳﮕﺮ .ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻪ ﺷﻘﻲ در او ﻓﺮق اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ از آن
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻛﻨﺪ او
ﻣﺨﻔﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ دﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺴﺒﺪ ﭼـﻮن ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر
اﻧﺪﻛﻲ وﺟﻮد دارد ،ﻛﺎﻣﻼ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ او ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ
را دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورده اﺳﺖ ﺷﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
ﭼﻘﺪر ﺣﻤﺎﻗﺖ ﺳﺖ و ﭼﻄﻮر ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ از ﻋـﺸﻖ ﺑـﻪ او دﺳـﺖ
ﺑﻜﺸﺪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻗﻠﺒﺶ از ﺗﭙﻴﺪن ﺑﺎز ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ.
ﭘﺲ از آن ،اﻧﺪرو اﺻﺮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺷﺐ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ
روز ﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﻳﺎ ﻃﻨﺎب ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ در ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﺷـﻮد.
اﻧﺪرو ﭘﺴﺮش را ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻛﻠﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﺎرﺑﺮد ،ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻛﺘـﻚ زد
اﻣﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه در ﭼﺸﻢ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻠﻜﻬﺎي او ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
اﮔﻨﺲ از درﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻧﻤﻚ دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ دارد ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺮس ﺑﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ دارد ﻛﻪ او از ﺗﺐ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺰﻳﺎن ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ .دو
ﻧﻔﺮ از زﻧـﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ از او ﻣﺮاﻗﺒـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ﻣـﺴﺎﻓﺮ ﻛﺎﺑﻴﻨﻬـﺎ
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻧﻮان ادﺑﻴﻨﺒﻮرگ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺪور از ﺻﺪﻗﻪ) ﻛﻤﻚ در راه ﺧـﺪا –
م( ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮدازﻧﺪ.
" ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﻮ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش" ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ".ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﻲ
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آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ در او ﺑﻄﺮف اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﭼﺮﺧﻴـﺪه و
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺗﺮس ﺷﺎن اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻧﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺮاﺣﻲ
اش ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و آن ﺷﺐ ،ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﻋﻤﺮش ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﻣـﺎ
آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺑﺎ او ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ ،ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺑﭽﻪ را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ.
" ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻴﺮم ﻧﻤﻚ ﻻزم دارم" آﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،اﮔﻨﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺬارد آﻧﻬﺎ او را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺳﺮزﻧﺸﻬﺎ و ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ادﻳﻨﺒﻮرﮔﻲ،
ﺳﺮِ ﺟﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﮕﺬارﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل اﺣﻤﻘﻨﺪ .او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ
ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﻧﻤﻚ در اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﺷـﻴﺮ ﺑﭽـﻪ
ﺑﺮﻳﺰﻧﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ روي اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺖ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﺬاري و ﻳﻜﻲ دو
ﻗﻄﺮه ﺷﻴﺮ روﻳﺶ ﺑﺮﻳﺰي و ﺑﮕﺬاري ﺑﭽﻪ آن را ﺑﺒﻠﻌﺪ ﭘـﻴﺶ از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮ آن را روي ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﻗﺮار دﻫﻲ .ﺑﺪون اﻳﻦ اﺣﺘﻴﺎط
اﺣﺘﻤﺎل آن وﺟﻮد دارد ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﻮد.
" اﺻﻼ او ﻳﻚ ﻣﺴﻴﺤﻲ اﺳﺖ؟" ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻘﺪر ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ،ﻫﺴﺘﻢ" اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ در
ﻛﻤﺎل ﺗﻌﺠﺒﺶ و ﺷﺮم ،ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
و ﺑﺪور از ﻫﻤﺪردي و ﮔﺮﺳﻨﮕﻲ ،ﺑﭽﻪ در ﻛﻨـﺎرش ﺟﻴـﻎ ﻣـﻲ
زﻧﺪ .و ﻫﻨﻮز او ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺷﻴﺮ دﻫﺪ.
آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ اﻳﻦ
ﻏﺼﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻴﺴﺖ .و آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ،دردﺳﺮ.
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" ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺗﺎزه ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪه ﻧﻤﻚ در ﺷﻜﻤﺶ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ –
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎور را از ﻛﺠﺎ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ؟"
آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﺑﻪ او ﻧﻤـﮓ ﺑﺪﻫﻴـﺪ ".و ﻣـﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﺪ
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ اﮔﻨﺲ ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺮاي رﻳﺨﺘﻦ ﺷـﻴﺮ روي اﻧﮕـﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ
ﻣﻲ ﻓﺸﺎرد ،اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺶ را روي ﻧﻚ ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺬارد و ﻧـﻚ
ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﭘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد.
از او ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ ﭼﻪ دﻟﻴﻠﻲ دارد و اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﻫﺮ ﺑﺎر ﻫﻢ اﺛﺮ دارد؟"
اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ – ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﻌﺠﺐ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺑـﻪ
اﺑﻠﻬﻲ ي آﻧﻬﺎﺳﺖ ،اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﺘﺮ – ﻛﻪ ﺑﻲ ﺑﺮو ﺑﺮﮔـﺮد اﺛـﺮ
دارد.
" ﺧﻮب اﻫﻞ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﺑـﺎره ﺷـﺎن ﺑﺬﻟـﻪ
ﮔﻮﻳﻲ ﺷﺎن را دارﻧﺪ؟ و ﻫﻤﻪ دﺧﺘﺮان ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﻮ ﻗﺸﻨﮓ و ﻗـﻮي
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟"
اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي در اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎره ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺎﻫﻲ دﻳﺪار ﻣﺮدان ﺟﻮان ،ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﺮده ﺷﻬﺮ ،دور و ﺑـﺮ او و
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ و ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﻨﺪ ﺳﺮِ ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎز ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و او ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ دﺧﺘﺮي ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ اﺟﺎزه اي ﻣﻲ داد اﺣﻤـﻖ ﺑـﻮد
ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺮد ﺟﺬاب ﺑﻮد .آﻗـﺎي ﺳـﻮﺗﺮ ﺟـﺬاﺑﻴﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ –
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻻﻏﺮ ﺑﻮد ،و ﭼﻬﺮه اش آﺑﻠﻪ رو ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧـﺎﻃﺮ در
آﻏﺎز اﮔﻨﺲ او را ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴﺮي ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ دارد.
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و اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ او زل ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ،او ﻧﻤـﻲ رﻧﺠـﺪ .ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻣـﺮدي ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺘﻲ در ﺧﻮد ﻧﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ زﻧﻲ ﭘﺲ از ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺘﻦ زﻳﺎد ﺑﻪ
او رﻓﺘﺎري داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﺑﺨـﺸﻬﺎي زﻧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻋﺮﻳـﺎن در ﻣﻌـﺮض
دﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﮕﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" درد داري؟" آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ .و او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺳﺎﻳﻪ اي زﻳﺮ ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ي آﺳﻴﺐ دﻳﺪه اش ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻛﻤﻲ ﺳﺮخ ﺗـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ و ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺳﺮﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ،ﻣﭽﺶ را ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ و
روﻳﺶ ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪت ﻓﺸﺎر ﻧﺒﺾ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد.
" زﻧﺪه ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ اﺳﺐ ﻣﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ ".آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز دﺳﺘﺶ
را روي او دارد ،ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﺪاﻧﺪ ﭘﺲ از آن دﺳـﺘﺶ را ﻛﺠـﺎ
ﺑﮕﺬارد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﻣﻮﻫﺎي اﮔﻨﺲ را ﺑﻪ
ﻋﻘﺐ ﺑﺒﺮد و ﺑﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺖ ﺷﻘﻴﻘﻪ اش و ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﭘﺸﺖ ﮔﻮﺷﺶ
را ﻓﺸﺎر ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﻟﻤﺲ ﻛﺮدن را اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻴﺎد ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داﺷﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﻨﺠﻜﺎوي،
ﻧﺠﺎﺑﺖ ،ﻓﺸﺎر ﺳﻮزن ﺳﻮزن ﺷـﺪن ،ﺑـﺎ آﻣﻴﺨﺘـﻪ اي از ﺿـﺎﻳﻊ
ﺷﺪﮔﻲ ،ﺑﻲ اﻋﺘﻨﺎﻳﻲ و اﺷﺘﻴﺎق ﺑﺮاي ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ.
" ﺧﻮب " اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ".ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ از ﺗﺐ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ"
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻮدك در ﺣﺎل ﻣﻜﻴﺪن اﺳﺖ.
" ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ" آﻗﺎي ﺳـﻮﺗﺮ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ آه ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﺗﻮ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺳﺎﻟﻤﻲ داري و او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ در ﺗﻤﺎم زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
اش ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ در درﻳﺎ زاده ﺷﺪ".
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اﻧﺪرو ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎ روي ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ .او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ
اﮔﻨﺲ را روي ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻲ ﻧﺪﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ) ﻳﻚ ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ دﻳﻮار ﭘﻴﭻ ﺷﺪه( .اﻧﺪرو در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺑﺎﻧﻮاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﻟﮕﻦ آوردﻧﺪ او را ﺑﺸﻮﻳﻨﺪ ،از ﺷﺮم ﺳﺮخ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
" ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟" اﻧﺪرو ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن دادن ﺳﺮ ،ﻧـﻪ اﺷـﺎره
ﻛﺮدن ،در ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﻘﭽﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻞ آزردن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪد و ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد .آن ﻫﻤﻪ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي از دﺳﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن اﻧـﺪرو
از ﺟﺎي ﻟﺮزاﻧﺶ ﺑﻮد ،آﺳﻮدﮔﻲ اش ﺑﻬﻢ ﺧﻮرد .ﺣﺎﻻ اﻧﺪرو ﺷﻖ
و رق ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺳﺮخ ﺗﺮ در آﺗﺶ ﻓﺮو رﻓﺘﻪ ،ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﮔﻨﺲ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﺻﺤﻨﻪ اﺳـﺖ – ﺑـﻮي ﺑﭽـﻪ ،و
ﺷﻴﺮ و ﺧﻮن و ﺑﻴﺶ از ﻫﻤﻪ ﻟﮕﻦ ،ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ،زﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎرش
اﻳﺴﺘﺎده اﻧﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺸﺎن ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاي ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺮد،
ﻫﻢ ﭘﻨﺪآﻣﻮز و ﻫﻢ ﻣﺎﻳﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه ﺑﻨﻈﺮ رﺳﺪ.
اﻧﺪرو ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ،از اﻳﻦ
رو اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ زورﻛﻲ ،ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﭘﻲ ﻛﺎرش ﺑﺮود ﭼﻮن ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ اﻧﺠﺎم ﺷﻮد.
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از دﺧﺘﺮان ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﺷـﺪي و ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﺮد ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪي – ﺣﺘﻲ ﮔﺮدن ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ،او اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻣـﺮد
اﻧﺘﺨﺎﺑﻲ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺒﻮد – درﻣﺎﻧﺪه ات ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ آرام و ﺣﺴﻲ دﻟﻨﺸﻴﻦ
داد .اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻧﻤﻲ آورد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ اﻧﺪرو اﻳﻦ ﺣﺲ را داﺷـﺖ.
ﻫﻤﻪ ي اﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺟﻮاﻧﻜﻲ ﺻـﺎدق و
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اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﺎدر و ﻛـﻮدك و ﻣـﺎري و ﺟﻴﻤﻴـﺰ
ﺟﻮان ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪر ﭘﻴﺮ ﺧﻨﺪه
آور اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﺎ اﻧﺪرو و واﻟﺘﺮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻛﻢ روﺳﺖ،
ﺗﻔﺮﻳﺢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
دﺧﺘﺮ ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻛﻨﺎن ﺳﺮِ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻓﺮﻓﺮي اش را ﺑـﺸﺪت ﺗﻜـﺎن
ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
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ﻣﺮد ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ او ﺑﻮد در ﺷﺮاﻳﻄﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺮار داﺷﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن
اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺪرو از او دﺳﺖ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ و ﺗﺮﻛﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ.
واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺟﺎي ﺧﻠﻮت اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ داد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺶ
را ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ و ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ در آﻧﺠﺎ او را ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺖ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺑﺠﺰ ﻫﻤﺎن
دﺧﺘﺮ .ﻳﻚ روز او ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ آن دﺧﺘﺮ زودﺗﺮ
آﻧﺠﺎﺳﺖ ،ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻃﻨﺎب ﻣﻨﮕﻮﻟﻪ ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﺑﺎﻻ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮد .وﻗﺘﻲ
واﻟﺘﺮ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ .و ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ از آن ﻧﻔﺴﺶ را ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮﻓﻪ اش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد از اﻳﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻃـﻮل
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .در ﻣﻴﺎن ﭘﺮزﻫﺎي
ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ ﻓﺮوﻣـﻲ رود ﺑـﺎ ﻧﻘﻄـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﻟـﻚ ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن ،آﺑﺮﻳـﺰان،
ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﭘﺮ از اﺷﻚ ﻧﺎﺷﻲ از ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻛﺮدن اﺳﺖ .واﻟﺘﺮ ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ و ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﺸﺪار ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﺑﻲ اﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ
ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬﺎ را ﺻﺪا ﻛﻨﻢ؟"
او ﺑﺎ زﻧﺎن ادﻳﻨﺒﻮرﮔﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ اﮔﻨﺲ در ﺣﺎل ﺣﺮف زدن
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" آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ " ،دﺧﺘﺮك ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت را ﺑﺰﺑﺎن آورد ".ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ام ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ در ﺑﺎره ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ".
" ﺧﻮب ،ﺗﻮ ﺣﻖ ﺑﻮدن در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ را داري".
ﺳﺮش را دوﺑﺎره ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ و اﺷﺎره ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺻﺒﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗـﺎ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ راﺣﺖ ﺗﺮ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
" اﻣﺮوز ﺷـﺒﺎت 209ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ" واﻟﺘـﺮ ﻣﻌﻘﻮﻻﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ" .

دﺧﺘﺮك – اﺳﻤﺶ ﻧﺘﻲ 210ﺳﺖ  -ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﻲ ﻫﻤﻮاره اي ﺳﺖ
وﻗﺘﻲ واﻟﺘﺮ ﺳـﻌﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ در ﻛﺘـﺎﺑﺶ ﺑﻨﻮﻳـﺴﺪ .دﺧﺘـﺮك
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺰاﺣﻢ او ﺑﺸﻮد اﻣﺎ ﭘـﺲ از
ﺣﺪود ﭘﻨﺞ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻜﻮت ﺑـﺎ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺳـﻮال درﺑـﺎره
 Sabbath 209روز شنبه تعطيل برای در دين يھودی
Nettie 210
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ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺟﺴﺖ و ﺧﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدﻧﺖ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟"
" ﻣﻦ از ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﺪاﻧﻢ؟" دﺧﺘﺮك ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاي ﭘﺮ روﻳﺎﻧﻪ اش را ﺑﺎز
ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ " .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي آن ﻛـﺎر ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ام .ﻗﺴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﮕﻮﻳﻲ؟"
" ﭼﻪ ﻣﻮﺟﻮد ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺧﻮد ﻣﻬﻢ ﺑﻴﻦِ ﻋﺠﻴﺒـﻲ ﺳـﺖ " واﻟﺘـﺮ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .دﺧﺘﺮك ﻓﻘﻂ ار ﭘﺪرش ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ،از اﻳـﻦ
رو واﻟﺘﺮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺮادر ﻳﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﺮاﻧﻲ ﻧﺪارد – ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﺧﻮدش – ﻧﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﻫﻢ ﻧﺪارد .اﻳﻦ ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ از او ﻫـﻢ
ﻟﻮس و ﺗﻨﻬﺎ درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ.
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زﻧﺪﮔﻲ او ﻳﺎ ﻛﻤـﻲ اﻃﻼﻋـﺎت در ﻣـﻮرد ﺧـﻮدش ،واﻟﺘـﺮ را از
ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ دارد .راﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺎدر ﻧﺪارد و او ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ
ﺑﭽﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺣﺘﻲ او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻧﺒﻮده اﺳﺖ .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ در ﻣﻮرد
ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﺎت ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ – از ﺣﻴﻮاﻧـﺎﺗﻲ ﻛـﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
اش در ادﻳﻨﺒﻮرگ ﻣﺮده ﻳـﺎ زﻧـﺪه اﻧـﺪ – و زﻧـﻲ ﺑﻨـﺎم ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
اﻧﺪرﺳﻮن211؛ زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او ﺳﻔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد و آﻣﻮزﺷـﺶ ﻣـﻲ

ﻧﺘﻲ ﭘﺲ از اﻧﺠﺎم ﺳﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﻪ آﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ ،ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ.ﭘـﺪرش
ﺗﺎﺟﺮ ﺷﺮاب اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرش او را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻧﺘﺮال ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ.
او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﺑﺎره واﻟﺘﺮ و زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﺶ را
ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ .ﺳﻮاﻻﺗﺶ ﺑﺎ اﺳﺘﺎﻧﺪارد ﻛﺸﻮر ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺑﻲ رﺑﻂ اﺳـﺖ .اﻣـﺎ
واﻟﺘﺮ واﻗﻌﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ .در ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده واﻟﺘـﺮ او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ در
وﺿﻌﻴﺘﻲ ﻧﺒﻮده اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او اﻣﻜﺎن آﻣﻮزاﻧﺪن ﻳﺎ آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻦ ﻳﺎ
اذﻳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ از ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﺪﻫﺪ و اﻳﻦ ﺳﺒﺐ
رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺧﺎﻃﺮش ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﺧﻮاﻧﻮاده واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﭼـﻪ
داﺷﺖ؟ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪﻧﺪ؟ آﻳﺎ ﺣﻴﻮاﻧـﺎت در داﺧـﻞ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
Miss Anderson 211
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داد .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﻮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ اﻳـﻦ زن
را دﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ .و ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ اﻧﺪرﺳﻮن ﻫﻢ از ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ ﻛـﺮدن
ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻔﺮ ﭘﺲ از آﻧﻬﻤﻪ ﻛﻠﻜﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻣـﻲ زد – ،ﻏﻮرﺑﺎﻏـﻪ
زﻧﺪه در ﻗﺎﻳﻘﺶ و ﻣﻮش ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ اﻣـﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻮش زﻧـﺪه در
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ  -ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﻮد.
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ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ؟ آﻳﺎ ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪان اﺳﻢ دارﻧﺪ و اﺳﻢ ﺳـﮕﻪ
ﮔﻠﻪ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ ،و ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﮓ ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻲ درﺳـﺖ ﻛﻨـﻲ؟
ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺒﺎت داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎن در ﻛﻼس درس ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ؟ آﻳﺎ ﻣﻌﻠـﻢ
ﺑﻲ رﺣﻢ اﺳﺖ؟ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت او ﭼﻪ ﻣﻌﻨـﺎ ﻣـﻲ دﻫﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻓﻬﻤﺪ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺮدم آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او از آﻧﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻣﺜـﻞ او ﺣـﺮف
ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ؟
" آه ﺑﻠﻪ ".واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ .ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻋـﺎﻟﻲ ﺟﻨـﺎب دوك،212
دوك ﺑﺎﻛﻠﻮچ.213
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او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪد و آزاداﻧﻪ ﻣـﺸﺖ ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﺶ را ﺑـﺮ روي ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ ي
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺑﺪ.
" ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﻮ داري اذﻳﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﻣﻦ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ .ﻣﻴـﺪاﻧﻢ ﻛـﻪ
دوك ﻫﺎ ﻋﺎﻟﻲ ﺟﻨﺎب ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ".
ﻳﻚ روز دﺧﺘﺮك ﺑﺎ ﻛﺎﻏﺬ و ﻣﺪاد ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ
ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را آورده اﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺸﻐﻮﻟﺶ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .از اﻳـﻦ رو او ﺑـﺮاي
واﻟﺘﺮ ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ داﺷﺖ .او ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ واﻟﺘـﺮ
ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ ﻳﺎد دﻫﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻳﺎد ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد .وﻟـﻲ ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻬـﺎي
واﻟﺘﺮ او را ﺑﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد و واﻟﺘﺮ ﻋﻤﺪا ﺑﺪﺗﺮ و ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪد ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻨﺪه ﺳﺨﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از
ﺷﺪﻳﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ دﭼﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ
او ﭘﺸﺖ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ واﻟﺘﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﺗـﺎ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
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روز ﺑﻌﺪ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ در ﺑﺎره وﻳﻞ اُو ﭘﺎوپ 214ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرگ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ در ﻣﻮردش ﺑﻴﺶ از آﻧﭽﻪ "ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ او آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺮد در اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﺟﻦ و ﭘﺮي ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد .واﻗﻌﻴﺖ ﻣﺤﺾ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫـﻴﭻ
ﭼﻴﺰ از ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮ در زﻣﺎن او ﻳﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ از او ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه ام".
واﻟﺘﺮ در ﺣﺎل ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ در ﮔﻮﺷﻪ اي ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻠﻮاﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﭘﺎرﮔﻲ ﺑﺎدﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎ را درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻴﺎن
داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻴﺰد او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺣﺪس ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺮون از
دﻳﺪ ،ﺷﻨﻮﻧﺪﮔﺎن ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ زﻧﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻣﺮدي ﻗﺪﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺧﻮش ﻟﺒﺎس اﺳﺖ  -ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ ﻛـﺎﺑﻴﻦ
– ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻟﺨﺘﻲ درﻧﮓ ﻛﺮده از ﻣﻨﻈـﺮ واﻟﺘـﺮ ﮔـﻮش ﻛﻨـﺪ،
Will O’Phaup 214

۶٧٠

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﺎ داﺷﺘﻦ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﻔﺮ را ﺑﻴﺎد آورد .او ﺑﺎدﺑﺎن ﺑﺎﻻي ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ
را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ و ﻣﺮﻏﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮﺣﺎل از ﻗﻔﺴﺶ ﮔﺮﻳﺨﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ و
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮغ درﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮ روي درﻳﺎ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ .او
از روي ﺧﺎﻃﺮه ﺧﻮد ﺳﮕﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮد .و ﻋﻜﺴﻲ از
ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎي ﻳﺨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫـﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و او در ﻳﻜـﻲ از
ﺳﻔﺮﻫﺎي ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪرش دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ،درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓـﺮو ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻦ
ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ در ﻣﻴﺎن اﻳﻦ ﻛﻮﻫﻬﺎ ،آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻃﻮري ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ – او
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ – ﻣﺜﻞ ﻗﻠﻌﻪ ﻃﻼﺳﺖ .ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ رز و ﻃﻼ.
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او ﻛﺸﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ،از ﺟﻠﻤﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﻬﺎي ﻳﺨﻲ ،ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻲ
دارد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻲ ﺗﺰوﻳﺮ و ﻫﻢ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﺑﻮﻳﮋه ﺑﻴﺎﻧﮕﺮ ﺧﻮد اوﺳﺖ.
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ﭼﻬﺮه اي ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻃﺮف دﻳﮕﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮد اﺳﺖ و در ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ
از اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ،ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﭼﻬﺮه ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮف ﺳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﺑﻪ واﻟﺘـﺮ ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﺘﻲ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺧﻨﺪه ﻛﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻳـﺪ اﻣـﺎ او
اﻧﮕﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﺮوي ﻟﺒﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﮔـﺬارد – ﻃـﻮري ﺑﺨـﻮد ﻫـﺸﺪار
دادن – و واﻟﺘﺮ – ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻟﺒﺘﻪ آن ﻣﺮد ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺪرش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .دو ﻧﻔﺮ از آﻧـﺎن آﻧﺠـﺎ ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ
ﺑﮕﻮش ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺳﭙﺲ آن ﻣﺮد
ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد و ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ آﺷﻨﺎي ﺑﻪ واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﺷﻤﺎ دارﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻴﺪ از اﻳﻦ ﻣﺎﺟﺮا ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴـﺪ
در ﺑﻴﺎورﻳﺪ؟" آن ﻣﺮد ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻧـﻮت ﺑـﻮك ِ واﻟﺘـﺮ ﺳـﺮ
ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
واﻟﺘﺮ ﮔﻮش ﺗﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎ
اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺑﺎزاﻃﻤﻴﺎن در او ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد ،ﺳﭙﺲ ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧـﺪ و
درﻛﻨﺎر ﭘﺪرش ﻣﺜﻞ دﺧﺘﺮك ﻣﻮﻗﺮي ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪو " دارم از
اﻳﻦ ﺳﻔﺮ روزﻧﮕﺎري ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ".واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﺤﻜﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
ﺣﺎﻻ ﺟﺎﻟﺐ اﺳﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺟﺎﻟﺐ اﺳﺖ زﻳﺮا ﻣﻦ ﻫـﻢ دارم
از اﻳﻦ ﺳﻔﺮ روزﻧﮕﺎري ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
ﻣﻦ ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ روي ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻢ ".واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ روﺷﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎر ﺑﺮاي اوﺳﺖ ﻧﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﻟﺬت ﺑﻴﻬـﻮده .ﻫﻨـﻮز او اﺣـﺴﺎس ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ
ﻗﻀﺎوﺗﻬﺎ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ اوﺳﺖ " .ﻣﻦ دارم ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻢ ﺗﺎ رد ﻫﺮ روز را
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داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ ﺗـﺎ در ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن ﺳـﻔﺮ ﺑﺘـﻮاﻧﻢ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اي ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﻢ.
ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺮد ﻧﺮم ﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﺑﺎ ادب ﺗﺮ از ﻫﺮﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ واﻟﺘـﺮ
ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .او ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ او دارد ﺑـﺎ اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر
ﺑﻨﻮﻋﻲ ورزش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭘﺪر ﻧﺘـﻲ از آن ﺟـﻮر آدﻣﻬـﺎ
ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ از روي آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺻﻤﻴﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﻮﻟﻬﺎﻳﺖ را ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﺳـﺮﻣﺎﻳﻪ ﮔـﺬاري ﺑـﻲ ارزش ،ﺑﺪﺳـﺖ
آورد.
ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻇﺎﻫﺮ واﻟﺘﺮ ﻳﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺶ ،او را ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ ﭼـﺸﻤﺪاﺷﺘﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ.
" ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﺷﺮح ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ دارد اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ؟"
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻧﻪ اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ﺑﻠـﻪ .او ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ اﮔﺮ او ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎد ﺷـﺪﻳﺪي ﺳـﺖ ،آن
ﺷﺮح دادن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ.
" ﺗﻮ ﻛﻪ داري ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ دارﻳﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻴﻢ ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﻧﻮﺳﻲ؟
" ﻧﻪ "
" ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر ﺑﻴـﺎرزد .ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻫـﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
اﻃﺮاف ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ ﺣﺎﻻ در ﻫـﺮ ﺑﺨـﺶ اﺳـﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ دﺧﺎﻟـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﻫﺮ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻨﻲ از ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدم اﻳﻦ ﺳـﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﻛﻬـﻦ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آوازﻫﺎي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ و داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ
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ﻣﺤﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ارزﺷﻬﺎ را ﺿﺒﻂ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .درﺑﺎره
آن ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ – ﻛﺎر ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ
ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ آن را ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ در ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ زﺣﻤﺘـﺸﺎن
ﻣﻲ ارزﻳﺪ -.ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ در اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر ﭘـﻮل ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﺑﻮد".
ﻧﺘﻲ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮه ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ.
" ﻫﻴﺲ ﭘﺪر .ﻳﺎروي ﭘﻴﺮ دوﺑﺎره دارد ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ".
در ﻧﮕﺎه واﻟﺘﺮ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺪرش ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .اﻣﺎ آن ﻣﺮد ﺑﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﻪ او از روي ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪد.
داﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﻣﺼﻤﻤﺎﻧﻪ و ﺳﺮزﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ از ﺷـﻨﻮﻧﺪﮔﺎﻧﺶ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻛـﺮدن ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن
اﺳﺖ ،ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
و ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ ﺳﻜﻮت اﻣـﺎ در اﻳـﻦ روزﻫـﺎي دراز ﺗﺎﺑـﺴﺘﺎن،
وراي ﺗﭙﻪ ﻫﺎ در آﺧﺮاي روز وﻟﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ".....
واﻟﺘﺮ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرش ﺑﻪ اوج ﻣﻲ رﺳﺎﻧﺪ و دﻳﮕﺮان ﻣﺜﻞ
آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻫﻤﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش ،را ﺷﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ،وﻟﻲ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺳـﻮار اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ ﺑـﺸﻮﻧﺪ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺪري ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ ﺗﺎ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﺑﻮد .او ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﺑﺮاي آﻧﻬﺎ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
"اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ ﺟﺎي وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك ﺑﺮاي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﺳﺖ ".ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﺪرش ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﻣﺮدم ﭘﺮ از ﻳﺎوه و ﻋﺎدﺗﻬﺎي ﺑﺪﻧﺪ.
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و ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﺸﻢ ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪان ﻣﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن زﻣﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ
ﺑﻔﺮوﺷﻲ اش .ﺟﺎده ﻫﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﺪﻧﺪﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ اﺳﺐ ﭼﻬﺎر ﻣﺎﻳﻞ را
ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻣﻲ رود .و ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺨﻢ زدن اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑﻴـﻞ ﻳـﺎ
ﮔﺎوآﻫﻦ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ اﺳﻜﺎچ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﮔﺎوآﻫﻨﻬﺎي
ﺑﻬﺘﺮي در دﻳﮕﺮ ﺟﺎﻫﺎ ﺣﺪود ﭘﻨﺠـﺎه ﺳـﺎل اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ وﺟـﻮد
دارﻧﺪ " .اوه ،ﺑﻠﻪ ﺑﻠﻪ" آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻲ.
" اوه ﺑﻠﻪ اﻣﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺮازﻳﺮي ﺳﺖ .زﻣﻴﻦ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳـﺨﺖ
اﺳﺖ".
" در اﺗﺮﻳﻚ زاده ﺷﺪن ﻣﺜﻞ زاده ﺷﺪن در ﻳﻚ ﺟـﺎي ﻋﻘـﺐ
اﻓﺘﺎده اﺳـﺖ" او ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺮدم ﻫﻤـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺎور دارﻧﺪ و روح ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪ .و ﻣﻦ ﺑـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ دﺷﻨﺎم اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻲ در اﺗﺮﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺪﻧﻴﺎ
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ".
و آن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﺤﺘﻤﻞ او را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﻮﻫﺒﺖ ﻫﺎي اﺧﺘﺮاع ﻣﺪرن ﺑﻪ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻋﻼﻗﻤﻨﺪاﻧـﻪ
ﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ و ﻣـﺮدم ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨـﺪ از ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ ﻛـﺮدن
دﻧﻴﺎي دور وﺑﺮ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎزاﻳﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
وﻟﻲ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ و روي ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺎ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻲ ".ﭘﺪر ﻧﺘﻲ
ﺑﻪ واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻛـﺮده
اﺳﺖ " .ﻣﻦ ﻛـﺎر دارم ﺑﺎﻳﺪﺑـﻪ آن ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﻨﻢ و ﻣـﻦ ﭼﻨـﺪان
ﻫﻤﺪﻣﻲ ﺑﺮاي دﺧﺘﺮم ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .او از دوﻳﺪن در اﻃﺮاف ﻣﻤﻨـﻮع

PDF.tarikhema.org
۶٧۵

داﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ – ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ درﺑـﺎره وﻳﻠﻴﺎم واﻟﻴﺲ

215

ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ؟  -اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻼﻳﺖ و درﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ ﺳـﺮﻋﺖ ﻣﻨﺎﺳـﺐ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را رﺳﻤﻲ و دﻳﮕﺮ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺗﺮﺳـﻨﺎك و
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺧﻨﺪه دار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛـﻪ زود واﻟﺘـﺮ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺗـﺎﺑﻊ
ﻛﺘﺎب ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ او اﺳﺖ .ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ،ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن دوازده ﺑﺎر آن را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ.
واﻟﺘﺮ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﺮا او آﻧﻘﺪر ﺳﻮال داﺷﺖ
ﻛﻪ از او ﺑﭙﺮﺳﺪ .واﻟﺘﺮ و ﻣﺮدﻣﺶ دﺧﺘﺮ را ﺑﻴﺎد آدﻣﻬﺎي ﻛﺘـﺎب
ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد .ﻣﺮدﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺜـﻞ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺎﻻي ﺗﭙـﻪ و در دره در
زﻣﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻗﺪﻳﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .دﺧﺘﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ
William Wallace 215
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ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ﭼﻮن او از ﺳﺮﻣﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ در زﻣـﺴﺘﺎن ﺧـﻮرده ﺑـﻮد
ﺑﻬﺒﻮد ﻧﻴﺎﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ و ﺣﺮف زدن اﺳﺖ.
" ﺑﺎور ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻘﺮرات ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ اﺟﺎزه دﻫﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺑﺮوم ".واﻟﺘﺮ در ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﮔﻴﺞ ﺷﺪه ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .دﺧﺘﺮم ﺗﻨﻬﺎﺳﺖ .او دوﺳﺖ دارد ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ
ﺑﻜﺸﺪ اﻣﺎ دوﺳﺖ ﻫﻢ دارد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ﺷـﻮد .او ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ اﮔﺮ دوﺳﺖ داري .ﺑﻪ روزﻧﮕﺎري
ات اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد".
ﭘﺲ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻫﻮاي آزاد ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻨﺪ و ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ و ﻣﻲ
ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ او ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ از ﻛﺘـﺎب ﻣـﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗـﻪ اش ﻛـﻪ
روﺳــﺎي اﺳــﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪي ﻧــﺎم دارد ،ﻣــﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧــﺪ "..واﻟﺘــﺮ ﻗــﺒﻼ
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ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد ،ﺑﺎﻓﻨﺪه اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﻬﻦ را در ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎي ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮاﻛﻨﺪ و ﻣﺮدم را ﻣﻴﺨﻜﻮب ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﮔـﻮش دﻫﻨـﺪ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ – او ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﮔـﺮ
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﭘﺪر واﻟﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ؟
او ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل واﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ،در ﺑـﺎره ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده واﻟﺘـﺮ ﺟـﺪي ﺗـﺮ از
ﻫﺮوﻗﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .او در ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﺟـﺰ ﺑـﻪ
ﻃﺮﻳﻘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ.
ﻣﺎ دوازدﻫﻢ ﺟﻮﻻي ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎﻧﻚ ﻣـﺎﻫﻴﮕﻴﺮي ﻧﻴﻮﻓﺎوﻧﺪﻻﻧـﺪ

216

)

ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎ ﻣﻴﺎن ﻧﻴﻮﻓﺎوﻧﺪﻻﻧﺪ و ﺟﺰﻳـﺮه ﺳﻨﺖ ﭘـﺎول 217ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ
راﻧﺪﻳﻢ و ﺑﺎد ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺒﻲ ﻫﻢ در ﻫﻴﺠﺪﻫﻢ و ﻫﻢ ﻧﻮزدﻫﻢ داﺷﺘﻴﻢ
ﻛــﻪ ﺧــﻮد را در رودﺧﺎﻧــﻪ اي در روز ﺑﻴــﺴﺘﻢ ﻳــﺎﻓﺘﻴﻢ و در
ﻧﻈﺮﮔﺎﻫﻤﺎن ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ اﺻﻠﻲ اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎي ﺷﻤﺎﻟﻲ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﺎ ﺣـﺪود
ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭼﻬﺎر ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪه ﺑﻪ ﺧﺸﻜﻲ ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧﺘـﻴﻢ .ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ از
ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن ﻣﻨﻈﺮه ﺗـﺎزه اي ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ .آن
ﺑﺨــﺸﻲ از ﻧــﻮ وا اﺳــﻜﻮﺛﻴﺎ 218ﺑــﻮد و ﻳــﻚ ﻛــﺸﻮر زﻳﺒــﺎي
ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد.
اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ روز ﻣﻌﺠﺰه اﺳﺖ .زﻣﻴﻦ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه از درﺧﺘﺎن ﻣﺜﻞ ﺳﺮ
ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮ ،و ﭘﺸﺖ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﻃﻠﻮع ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻧُﻚ درﺧﺘﺎن را
Newfoundland 216
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زﻣﻴﻦ ﺗﺎزه ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷﺪه – م ( و ﻧﻮزدﻫﻢ زﻣـﻴﻦ را دﻳـﺪﻳﻢ و ﻣﻨﻈـﺮه
ﺷﺎدي ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن ﺑﻮد .آن زﻣـﻴﻦ ﺑﺨـﺸﻲ از ﻧﻴﻮﻓﺎﻧﺪﻻﻧـﺪ
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ﻧﻮراﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد .آﺳﻤﺎن ﺻﺎف و درﺧﺸﺎن ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺸﻘﺎب
ﭼﻴﻨﻲ ﺳﺖ و آب ﺑﺎزﻳﮕﻮﺷﺎﻧﻪ از ﺑﺎد ﻣﻮج ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭘـﺮده از
ﻣﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ و ﻫﻮا ﺳﺮﺷﺎر از ﻋﻄﺮ ﺳﻤﻐﻲ درﺧﺘﺎن اﺳـﺖ.
ﻣﺮﻏﺎن درﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻃﻼﻳﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻓﺮاز ﺑﺎدﺑﺎﻧﻬـﺎ ﭼـﻮن ﻣﻮﺟـﻮدات
ﺑﻬﺸﺘﻲ ،ﺑﺮق ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻠﻮاﻧﺎن ﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﻴﺮ ﺷﻠﻴﻚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ
ﺗﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ را از ﻣﺠﻤﻮع ﻃﻨﺎﺑﻬﺎ و ﺑﺎدﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻛﺸﺘﻲ دور ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﻣﺎري ،ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان را ﺑﺎﻻ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ او ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز از ﻗﺎره را ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورد اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
اش ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﻪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان اﺳﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ –
" اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺗﺎزه ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ".او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
اﮔﻨﺲ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﻮد " .ﭘـﺲ ﭼـﺮا او آﻧﻄـﻮر ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ؟"
ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﻻﺗﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺎﺷﻜﻴﺒﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻏﺮد .ﺑﭽﻪ از ﻫﻤـﻪ ﻫﻴـﺎﻫﻮ و ﭘـﺎﻳﻜﻮﺑﻲ
زودﺗﺮ ﺑﻴﺪار ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﺣﺎﻻ او ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺖ ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻪ دﻫﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪو ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻟﺪ ﺗﺎ اﮔﻨﺲ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺎري
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ او را در ﺑﺮ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﺑﺪﻗﺖ ﻣﺮاﻗﺐ ﻫﻤﻪ
اﻳﻨﻬﺎﺳﺖ ،ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺴﺘﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ .و اﮔﻨﺲ
او را ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻳﻠﻪ ﻣﻲ رود.
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ﻧﻮ وا اﺳﻜﻮﺛﻴﺎ.
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"ﭘﺴﺮك زاﻟﻮ" اﮔﻨﺲ او را ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ اﺳﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .او ﻛﻤـﻲ
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ﺟﻴﻎ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻪ دور و ﺑﺮش ﻣﻲ ﺧﺰد و ﭘﻨﺠﻪ ﭘﺎي ﺑﭽـﻪ
را ﻧﻴﺸﮕﻮن ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد.
ﻛﺘﻚ دﻳﮕﺮ.
" ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮغ ﮔﻨﺪﻳﺪه اي .ﺗـﻮ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ ".ﻣـﺎدرش ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﻳﻜﻲ ﺗﺮا داﺷﺖ ﺗﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺧـﺮ
ارﺑﺎب ﻫﺴﺘﻲ".
ﺻﺪاي از ﺧﻮاب ﺑﻴﺪار ﺷﺪه اﮔﻨﺲ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻣـﺎري را وا ﻣـﻲ
دارد ﻛﻪ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ او ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدش را ﺑﻜﻮﺑﺪ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ روي ﻋﺮﺷﻪ درﺣﺎل ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ
ﻧﺎراﻣﻲ داﺧﻠﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺸﻮر ﺑﻜﻨﻲ ﭘﺪر؟" ﻣﺎري ﺑـﻲ اﻃﻤﻴﻨـﺎن
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﺗﻮ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ،از ﻧـﺮده ﻣﻨﻈـﺮه ﺑﻬﺘـﺮي داﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻲ".
" ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺧـﻮب ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ ".ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭘﻴـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ آﺷـﻜﺎري اﻃﺮاﻓـﺸﺎن،
ﻟﺬﺗﻲ در او ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" اﺗﺮﻳﻚ در روزﻫﺎي ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻦ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه از درﺧﺖ ﺑـﻮد" او ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ".راﻫﺒﻬﺎ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻌﺪ ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﺳﻠﻄﻨﺘﻲ ﺑـﻮد.
ﺳﻠﻄﺎن ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﺑﻮد .درﺧﺘـﺎن راش ،درﺧﺘـﺎن ﭼﻨـﺎر ،درﺧـﺖ
ﺳﻤﺎن ﻛﻮﻫﻲ".
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" درﺧﺘﺎن ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ،ﻛﻬﻦ ﺗـﺮ .در ﺗﻤـﺎم اﺳـﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻌـﺮوف ﺑـﻮد.
ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﺳﻠﻄﻨﺘﻲ اﺗﺮﻳﻚ".
" و ﻧﻮ وا اﺳﻜﺎﺛﻴﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﺑـﺮادر ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ اﺳـﺖ " .ﻣـﺎري
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اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
" او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻤﻴﺮي ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮدي .ﺣﻴﻮاﻧـﺎت وﺣـﺸﻲ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﺧﻮرده ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪش".
ﻣﺎري ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرش ﭼﻄـﻮر ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ اﻳﻨﺠـﻮر
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻄﻮر ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﺎت وﺣﺸﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ ﭘﺴﺮ
ﺧﻮد او را ﺑﺨﻮرﻧﺪ .ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺘﻦ اﻧﺪوه ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ در ﺧـﻮد ،اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر
اﺳﺖ – ﻗﻠﺐِ از ﮔﻮﺷﺘﺖ را ﺑﻪ ﺳﻨﮓ ﻣﺒﺪل ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
در آواز ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ؟
ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ وﻳﻮﻟﻨﻲ ﺑﺮوي ﻋﺮﺷﻪ آورد و در ﺣﺎل ﻛﻮك ﻛـﺮدن آن
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻮازد .ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮده ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه اﻧﺪ و ﺑﻴـﺮون را
ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﻫﻢ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻨﺪ -ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﻜﺮار ﻛﺮدن اﺳﻤﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﻲ
داﻧﻨﺪ ،ﻧﻮ وا اﺳﻜﻮﺛﻴﺎ – ﺑﺎ اﻳـﻦ ﺻـﺪا ﺑﻬـﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻨـﺪ و ﺷـﺮوع
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺻﺪا ﻛﺮدن ﻳﻜﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﻗﺼﻨﺪ .رﻗﺼﻴﺪن در ﺳﺎﻋﺖ
ﻫﻔﺖ ﺻﺒﺢ.
اﻧﺪرو از ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﺗﻘﺴﻴﻢ آب را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ آﻳﻨﺪ.
او ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ و ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد ﺳﭙﺲ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده رو ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎري و ﺗﻘﺎﺿﺎي رﻗﺺ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
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" ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟" اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﮕـﺮدم" او دﻟـﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺮﻗﺼﺪ اﻣﺎ اﻛﻨﻮن ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺷﻴﺮ
دﻫﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ درد ﺑﺨﺸﻬﺎﻳﻲ از ﺑﺪﻧﺶ ﻛﻪ از ﺗﻮﻟﺪ آﻧﻄﻮر ﺷﺪ.
ﻣﺎري داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺮود ،ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد رﻗﺺ را
رد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ اﻧﺪرو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ" ﻣﺎ او را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪﻳﻢ".
" ﻧﻪ ﻧﻪ  :ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻪ رﻗﺺ ﻧـﺪارم ".او ﻣﻌﺘﻘـﺪ
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺪرو دﻟﺶ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺳـﻮﺧﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﺑﻴـﺎد ﻣـﻲ آورد
ﭼﻄﻮر او در ردﻳﻔﻬﺎي ﻛﻨﺎر در ﺑﺎزﻳﻬﺎي ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ رﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ.
و در رﻗﺺ اﮔﺮﭼﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ ﺑـﺪود و ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ ﺧـﻮب
ﺑﺮﻗﺼﺪ .اﻧﺪرو ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮادرش اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻇﺮﻓﻴﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻼﺣﻈـﻪ
اي را دارد اﻣﺎ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ او ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﻘﻴﻪ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ
و ﺑﮕﺬارد ﺑﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻮده اﺳـﺖ.
ﺗﻠﺨﻲ ﺗﺮﺣﻢ ﺑﻪ او.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﮔﻠﻪ ﻛﺮدن ،ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻌﻨﻲ " ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪﻳﻢ " را درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
" ﺗﻮ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش" ﭘﺪرش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﺗﻮ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎش ﻳﺎ ﻣﻲ
زﻧﻤﺖ".
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮه اش ﺟﻠـﺐ
ﻛﺮدن ،ﺷﮕﻔﺘﺰده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﺗﻮ .ﺟﻮاﻧﻚ .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻦ".
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" اوه او ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ ".ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .او ﻣﻲ دود و ﺗﻮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ ﻛﻨﻲ ﭘﺪر .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﻢ".
" او ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺪ" ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﺧﻮب .ﺑﻨﺸﺎﻧﺶ ".اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ".ﺑﺮو ﻳﺎ ﺑﻤﺎن"
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان از ﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﻪ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪو ﻫﻮﺷﻴﺎراﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﻧﺎﻟﺪ.
" اﻳﺎ او ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﺳﺎده را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ؟ " ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻦ ﺟﻮاﻧﻚ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ "
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎ ﺑﻲ ﻣﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻃـﺮف ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ اﺷـﺎره
ﺷﺪه ،ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ.
" ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑـﺮو" ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭘﻴـﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﺎري ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ .و ﻫﻤـﻪ در
ﺳﺮدرﮔﻤﻲ ،ﻣﺸﺮف ﺑﻪ اﺷﻚ رﻳﺰان ،او ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺮدم ﻧﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ داﻳﺮه وار در رﻗﺺ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺑﻴﺮون از آن ،ﻫﻤﻪ
ﺑﺮ روي ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧـﺪ و ﭼـﺮخ
ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﻣﻠﻮاﻧﺎن را ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻗﺎﭘﻨﺪ ،اﮔﺮ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﻧﮕﻬﺸﺎن دارﻧﺪ .ﻣﺮدان ﺑﺎ زﻧﺎن ،ﻣﺮدان ﺑﺎ
ﻣﺮدان ،زﻧﺎن ﺑﺎ زﻧﺎن ،ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﺎ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻳـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ و
ﺑﺪون ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺳـﺮ راه ،دﺳـﺖ و ﭘﺎﮔﻴﺮﺷـﺪن ﻣـﻲ
رﻗﺼﻨﺪ -اﻣﺎ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن در ﺳﺮ راه دﻳﮕﺮي ﺳﺖ و ﻣﻬـﻢ
ﻫﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﻣﺎري دﺳﺘﺎن اﻧﺪرو را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ و ﺑـﺎ او ﭼـﺮخ ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﺪ،
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﺎ دﻳﮕﺮان ﻛﻪ ﺑﺴﻮﻳﺶ ﺧـﻢ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ و او را ﺑـﺎ ﻗـﺪ
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ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺶ ﺑﻪ دﻳﮕﺮي ﭘﺮت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .او در ﺣﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ
ﺑﺎ ﺟﺴﺎرت ﻛﻤﺘﺮ و دﻗﺖ ﻛﻤﺘـﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﻗـﺼﺪ .در اﻧـﺪام ﭼـﺎق
آﻧﻬﻤﻪ او ﻧﺎﺗﻮان اﺳﺖ ،ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ ﺗﻮﻗـﻒ ﻛﻨـﺪ – ﻧـﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮ ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﻴﻮﺳﺘﻦ و ﭼﺮﺧﻴﺪن ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻘﺶ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺷﺪن اﺳﺖ.
"ﺣﺎﻻ ،ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ دﻫﻲ و ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ "،ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭘﻴـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴـﺮ .وﻳـﻞ اُو ﭘـﺎوف ﺑﻴـﺮون از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اش
ﻏﺮوب درﺣﺎل ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ﺑﻮد .اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻫﻮاي ﻣﻼﻳـﻢ
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد .او ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد .و ﺳﻪ ﺟﻮان ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘﺮ از ﺗﻮ
ﻛﻪ اﻻن ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ؛ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ دور و ﺑﺮ اﻳـﻦ ﮔﻮﺷـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ي
ﺑﺎد وﻳﻞ اُو ﭘﺎف .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ " .ﺧﻮب ﻋﺼﺮ ﺗـﻮ ﻫـﻢ ﺑﺨﻴـﺮ
ﺟﻮان .ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺑﻜـﻨﻢ؟ " ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮاب ﺷﺐ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ دراز ﺑﻜـﺸﻴﻢ؟ آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ .و " ﺑﻠﻪ ".او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﺑﻠـﻪ .دارم ﻓﻜﺮﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ
ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻪ ﺟﻮان ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗـﻮ ﻳـﺎﻓﺘﻦ اﺗـﺎق ﺧـﻮاب ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ
ﭼﻨﺎن دﺷﻮار ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ".و او ﺑﻪ دﻧﺒﺎل آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ رود
و آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ " .ﺧﺪا ﻧﮕﻬﺪار .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﺪ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﻧﻴﺰ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ؟ ﺧﻮب ،وﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و او دﻧﺒـﺎل
ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد .ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻛـﺪام ﻛﻠﻴـﺪ ﺑـﻮد؟
ﭘﻴﺶ ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﭼﻴـﺰي در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺑﺰرگ ﻳﺎ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﻧﻘﺮه اي .او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ آن را ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ.
درﺑﺎره ﭼﻪ ﻛﻠﻴﺪي داري ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﻲ؟ و در اﻃـﺮاف ﻣـﻲ
۶٨٢

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

وﻳﻞ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ او ﻋﺼﺮ ﺑﺨﻴﺮ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ .ﻋﺼﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺧﻮش
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ﮔﺮدد و آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑﻴـﺮون از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ رود .ﻫﻤـﻪ اﻃـﺮاف
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ .ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎده ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ردي از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑـﻪ ﺗﭙـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد .ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﭘﺲ وﻳـﻞ آن را ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ .آﻧﻬـﺎ
اﺻﻼ ﺟﻮان ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .آه .ﻧﻪ .آﻧﻬﺎ اﺻﻼ ﺟﻮان ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﺟﻴﻤﻴﺰ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺳﺮوﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻧﻜﺮد .در ﭘـﺸﺖ او دﻳـﻮار زﻣﺨـﺖ و
ﭘﺮﺳﺮوﺻﺪاﻳﻲ از رﻗﺼﻨﺪه ﻫﺎﺳﺖ .در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣـﺎدرش ﺑـﺎ ﺟـﺎﻧﻮر
ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺪﻧﺶ را ﮔﺎز ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد .و در ﺟﻠﻮي او ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴﺮي
ﺑﺎ ﻏﺮوﻟﻨﺪ ،ﻣﺼﺮ اﻣﺎ ﭘﺮت و ﺻﺪاي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻧﻔﺲ ﺗﻨﺪ.
آن ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ آﮔﺎه ﺷﺪن ﺑﭽﻪ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﺎﻣﻼ
ﺳﺮ در ﻛﺎر ﺧﻮد دارد.
او ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻗﺎدر ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﺮﻛﺰ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ اﺳﺖ ﺧـﻮد را ﻧـﻪ در ﻫـﻢ
رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﻤﺎﻳﺪ " .ﻛﻠﻴﺪ" او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ".ﻛﻠﻴﺪ؟"
اﮔﻨﺲ ،ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎي رﻗﺺ ،ﻧﻤﺎي اﻧﺪرو را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ،ﺳﺮﺧﻲ در
ﭼﻬﺮه و ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ در ﭘﺎﻫﺎ ،ﺑﺎزو ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزوي زﻧﺎن ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﺧـﻮش
ﮔــﺬران .ﻳــﻚ زن ﻧﻴــﺴﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﺑــﻪ اﮔــﻨﺲ ﺑﻨﮕــﺮد ﻳــﺎ ﺑــﺮاي
رﻗﺼﻴﺪﻧﺶ ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ روي ،اﻧﺪرو ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺗﻮﺟﻬﻲ ﺑﻪ او
ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﻣﺎري را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ﭘﺮت در اﻃﺮاف ﺣﺘﻲ ﺗﻜﻪ رﻧـﮓ
ﮔﻮﺷﺘﻲ در ﮔﻮﻧﻪ اش – ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺧﺠﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﺮ و ﻛﻮﺗـﺎﻫﺘﺮ از آن
اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻬـﺮه ﻛـﺴﻲ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨـﺪ .او زن ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﺑـﻲ دﻧـﺪان
اﻓﺴﻮﻧﮕﺮي را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻮدﻛﻲ ،ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ از زاﻳﻤﺎن
ﺧﻮد او ،ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آورد؛ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮد ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﺗﻬﻲ اش ﻣـﻲ رﻗـﺼﺪ .ﺑـﺪون
ﺟﺎﻫﺎي زﺧﻤﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ را ﭼﻮﻧﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﻟﻴـﺰي ﻳـﻚ
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ﻣﻮش ﺻﺤﺮاﻳﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮان ﻣﺜـﻞِ
ﻋﻠﻒ ﻫﺮزش داده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ از او ﻣﺮاﻗﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
او آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ،ﺟﺮاح ،را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﻧﻔﺲ اﻓﺘﺎده از دﺳـﺖ
زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ او را ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ در ﺑـﺮود ،ﻛﻨـﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﺎ او
اﺣﻮاﻟﭙﺮﺳﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
آرزو ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ او ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﭘﺪرﺷﻮﻫﺮش اﺳﺖ ،او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ وراﺟﻲ ﻫـﺎي او ﮔـﻮش
داده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﻠﺨﺘﮕﻲ ﺷﺎن را ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ دﻳﺪ و ﺣﺎﻻ او ﻧـﻪ ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ در ﻟﺒﺎس روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻫﺴﺖ .آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ او
را ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ دﻳﺪ.
" ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﻳﻲ ".آﻗﺎي ﺳـﻮﺗﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ " .اﻳﻨﺠـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﮔﻨﺠﻴﻨﻪ ات"
ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﮔﻨﺲ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﺷﺎره ﺑﻪ
ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﻮد .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺑﺎ او ﻃﻮري
ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ از اﺷـﻨﺎﻳﺎن
ﺧﻮدش ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ،ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﺎﻧﻮان ﻣﺘﺸﺨﺺ ﻧﻪ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻳﻚ ﭘﺰﺷﻚ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرش ﺣـﺮف ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﺪ .ﭼﻨـﺎن رﻓﺘـﺎري
اﮔﻨﺲ را ﺷﺮﻣﮕﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺪ ﭼﻄﻮر ﺟﻮاب دﻫﺪ.
" ﺑﭽﻪ ات ﺧﻮب ﻫﺴﺖ؟" اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ،ﺑﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﻛﻲ ﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .او ﻫﻨﻮز ﺧﻮد را از ﻧﻔﺲ اﻓﺘﺎدن در رﻗﺺ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ .و
ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﺧﻴﺲ ﻋﺮق اﺳﺖ.
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
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" و ﺧﻮدت ﭼﻄﻮر؟" ﻧﻴﺮوﻳﺖ را ﺑﺎزﻳﺎﻓﺘﻲ؟"
اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣـﻲ اﻧـﺪازد ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ ﭘـﺴﺘﺎن از
دﻫﺎن ﺑﭽﻪ ﻧﮕﻴﺮد.
" رﻧﮓ ﭼﻬﺮه ات ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل .اﻳـﻦ ﻧـﺸﺎن ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ
ﺳﺖ".
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ اﮔﺮ اﺟﺎزه ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ و ﺑﺎ او ﭼﻨـﺪ
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .و ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ آﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﺎ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد رﺳﻤﻲ او
دﺳﺘﭙﺎﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﺮ ﺟـﻮر ﻛـﻪ دوﺳـﺖ
دارد ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﭘﺪرﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﺑﻪ ﺟﺮاح ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد -ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ
ﺑﻪ او  -وﻟﻲ اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ آن ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﻮد ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺘـﻲ
درك ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد و ﭘﺴﺮ ﭘﺮﻣﻮ ﻛﻪ درﺳﺖ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﭼﻬﺮه ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ رﺑﻄﻲ ﺑﻪ اﮔﻨﺲ ﻧﺪارد.
" در ﻏﺮب ﻛﺎﻧﺎدا ﭼﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟" ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ.
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﻮال ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ-.
ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ؟ او ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﺪ و ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻓـﺪ و ﻣـﻲ ﭘـﺰد و
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻗﻄﻊ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي ﻣـﻲ آورد .ﻛﺠـﺎ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺑـﻮد و در ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﺎي
ﺧﻮب.
اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﻳﻚ ﺟـﻮري دوﺳـﺘﺶ دارد .دو
دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ آﻗﺎي ﺳـﻮﺗﺮ را روي ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﺶ ﺑﻴـﺎد ﻣـﻲ آورد ﭼـﻪ
آﺳﻴﺒﻲ رﺳﺎﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻪ دﻫـﻦ
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در ﺑﻐﻞ دارد؟ ﺑﻪ او اﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ دوﺳﺘﻲ
ﺑﻪ آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ.
" ﺷﻤﺎ ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﺪ ﻛﺮد؟ " اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺎري ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﻧﺠﺎم آن آﻣﻮزﺷﺶ را دﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
ﻣﺮدم در آﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ – اﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻪ ﭘﺰﺷﻚ و ﺟﺮاح
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺮدم دﻳﮕﺮ دﻧﻴﺎ ،ﻧﻴﺎز دارﻧﺪ.
" اﻣﺎ ﻣﻦ در ﻧﻈﺮ ﻧﺪارم ﻛـﻪ در ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ ﺷـﻬﺮﻫﺎ ﻣﻴـﺎن دﻳـﻮار
ﻣﺤﺼﻮر ﺷﻮم .دوﺳﺖ دارم ﺗﺎ رود ﻣﻲ ﺳﻲ ﺳﻲ ﭘﻲ ﺣـﺪاﻗﻞ
ﻓﺮاﻧﺴﻪ ﺗﻌﻠﻖ دارد .اﻣﺎﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﺘﻌﻠﻖ ﺑﻪ اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﺳﺖ و ﺑﺮوي ﻫﻤﻪ
ﮔﺴﺘﺮده اﺳﺖ ﺑﺠﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻣﻴـﺎن ﺳـﺮخ ﭘﻮﺳـﺘﺎن
ﺑﺮوي .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ آن ﻫﻢ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻢ .ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻨـﮓ ﺑـﺎ
ﺳﺮخ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺎن اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺮاح ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﻴﺎز دارﻧﺪ".
او ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ درﺑﺎره اﻳﻦ رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺳﻲ ﺳﻲ ﭘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧـﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺧـﻮدش ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺮد اﻫـﻞ ﺟﻨـﮓ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ – او آﻧﻄﻮر ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ در ﻳـﻚ دﻋـﻮا ﺑـﺎ
ﺟﻮاﻧﻬﺎي ﻫﺎو وﻳﻚ 219ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺪ .ﭼﻪ رﺳﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺳﺮخ ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺎن.
دو ﻧﻔﺮ از رﻗﺺ ﻛﻨﻨﺪﮔﺎن ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﺮخ ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎد در ﭼﻬﺮه ﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ وزاﻧﻨﺪ .دﺧﺘـﺮ ﺟـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺳـﺖ .ﻳـﻚ
ﺑﭽﻪ ،واﻗﻌﺎ ،ﻛﻪ داﻣﻦ ﻫﻮا ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ -و ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻗـﺼﺪ
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ﺑﺮوم .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ در وراي ﻣﻲ ﺳﻲ ﺳﻲ ﭘﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﻪ
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ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺠﺰ واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﺮادر ﺷﻮﻫﺮ اﮔﻨﺲ .واﻟﺘـﺮ
ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه اي ﺑﺴﻮي اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ و ﺟـﺮاح و
ﭘﺪرش و دﺧﺘﺮ ﻫﻮﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ و دور ش ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ و او ﺑﻪ
دﺧﺘﺮ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .آن دﺧﺘﺮ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺑﺎﻧﻮان ﺟـﻮان ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه
اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ روﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻫﺎ .ﭼﻬﺮه اش از ﺧﻮﺷـﻲ ﺑـﺸﺎش اﺳـﺖ.
ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻓﺎﻧﻮﺳﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ درﺧﺸﺪ و او ﺑـﺎ واﻟﺘـﺮ ﻃـﻮري
رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او را ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
اﺳﺒﺎب ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد.
" آن ﺟﻮان دوﺳﺖ ﺗﻮﺳﺖ؟ " اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﻧﻪ .او ﺑﺮادر ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ"
دﺧﺘﺮ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ درﻣﺎﻧﺪه دارد ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪ .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او و واﻟﺘـﺮ -از
روي ﺑﻲ ﭘﺮواﻳﻲ اش -ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ دوﻧﻔﺮ دﻳﮕـﺮ را ﺑـﺰﻣﻴﻦ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘـﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او از ﺧﻨﺪه ﻗﺎدر ﺑﻪ اﻳﺴﺘﺎدن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .و واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﮕﻬﺶ
دارد .ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ او دارد ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻨﺪد ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺳﺮﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .واﻟﺘﺮ دارد او را ﻧﻴﻤﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮده و ﻧﻴﻤﻲ ﺑﺨﻮدش ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣـﻲ
دارد.
" آن دﺧﺘﺮ ﺟﻮان دوﺳﺖ ﺗﻮﺳﺖ؟"
ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺟﻮان اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻛـﻮدﻛﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﭘـﺴﺘﺎن ﺧـﻮد
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ داﺷﺖ ".اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻜﻴﺪن
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻪ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺧﻴﺮه ﺷـﻮد.
" ﺷﻚ دارم ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ زﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
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اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ از او ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻛﻨﺪ؟ او ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ
اﺟﺎزه داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺮﻗﺼﺪ".
اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﺪ آن دﺧﺘﺮ را آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ واﻟﺘﺮ او
را ﺑﺎ ﻧﺮده ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد در ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" آﻧﺠﺎ ،ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ".آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ " .ﺑـﺪون
ﺧﻮن رﻳﺰي .ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر"
اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻟﺬﺗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد از اﻳﻦ ﻗﻀﺎوﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ دﺧﺘﺮ داﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .و ﺑﺮاي او اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ﻛﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -.ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
در ﺣﺎل ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او در ﻣﻘﺎﻳﺴﻪ ،ﭼﻨﺪان ﺑﺪ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﮔﺮﻳﻪ اي ﻛﻨﺎر ﻧﺮده ﺑﮕﻮش ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ .ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﺑﻪ دﺧﺘﺮ و واﻟﺘـﺮ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﮔﺮﻳﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ و ﻣﺮدم زﻳﺎدي از رﻗﺺ دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ و
ﺑﺎ ﻋﺠﻠﻪ ﺑﻪ آب ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .اﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﺧﻴﺰد و ﭼﻨﺪ
ﻗﺪم ﺑﻪ آن ﺳﻤﺖ ﻣﻲ رود .دﻧﺒﺎل ازدﺣﺎم ﻣﻲ رود ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ
ﮔﺮد.
" ﻳﻚ ﻧﻬﻨﮓ " او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻬﻨﮓ
در آن ﺳﻮ دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد".
" ﺷﻤﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻴﺪ ".اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﻓﺮﻳـﺎد ﻣـﻲ
زﻧﺪ و او ﻣﺘﻌﺠﺐ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف اﮔﻨﺲ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ روي ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ اﺳﺖ.
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" ﭘﺲ اﻳﻦ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺟﻮان ﺗﻮﺳﺖ؟" آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻌﺠﺐ اﻋـﻼم
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ او ﻛﺸﻒ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ".ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﻣﻦ او را ﺑﻐﻞ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﻮ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي؟"
و ﺑﻪ آن دﻟﻴﻞ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎري – ﭼﻬﺮه اش را در ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد ﺑـﺎ
ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮان ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد -ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان را ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺒﻬـﻮت ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﻴﻨﺪ در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺑﺎزوان ﻳﻚ ﻏﺮﻳﺒﻪ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻋﺮﺷﻪ ﺑـﺮده ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد .ﻣﺮدي ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺗﻴﺮه ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎرﺟﻲ
ﺳﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ دزد ﻳﺎ ﻗﺎﺗﻞ ﺑﭽﻪ .رو ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮده ﻣﻲ رود.
ﭼﻨﺎن وﺣﺸﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﻴﻎ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد او
ﺧﻮدش در ﭼﻨﮕﺎل ﻳﻚ ﺷـﻴﻄﺎن اﻓﺘـﺎده اﺳـﺖ .و ﻣـﺮدم راه
ﺑﺮاي او ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﮓ دﻳﻮاﻧـﻪ
ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ.
" ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ .دزد! ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ دزد!" دارد داد ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ" ﭘـﺴﺮ را از او
ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﺪ .ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﺪش .ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ! ﺑﭙﺮ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ!"
او ﺧﻮد را ﺟﻠﻮ ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد و ﻗﻮزك ﺑﭽـﻪ را ﻣـﻲ ﻗﺎﭘـﺪ ،ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺳﺮﻳﻊ آن را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﻋـﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻓﺮﻳـﺎد ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﺪ .ﻣـﺮد
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ واژﮔﻮن ﺷﻮد ،ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ اﻣـﺎ از دﺳـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ
دﻫﺪ .او را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد و ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﺎري را ﻓﺸﺎر ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
" ﺑﺎزوﻳﺶ را ﺑﮕﻴﺮ ".ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ آن دور و ﺑﺮ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد
ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .از ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ " .او ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ".
اﻧﺪرو ﺑﺎ زور راﻫﺶ را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ ﻫـﺎ ﻫﻨـﻮز
دارﻧﺪ ﻣﻲ رﻗﺼﻨﺪ و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎي دراﻣـﺎ از رﻗـﺺ دﺳـﺖ
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ﻛﺸﻴﺪه اﻧﺪ .او ﻣﻮﻓﻖ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ ﻣـﺎري و ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ
ﺟﻮان را ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد و روﺷـﻦ ﻛﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ ﭘـﺴﺮش اﺳـﺖ و
دﻳﮕﺮي ﺧﻮاﻫﺮش و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ ﺑﻐﺮﻧﺠﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺑﺰودي ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺣﺴﻦ ﻧﻴـﺖ و ﭘـﻮزش
ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
" ﻣﻦ ﺗﺎزه ﭼﻨﺪ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدم ،ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺴﺮت ﺻﺤﺒﺖ
ﻛﻨﻢ از او ﺑﭙﺮﺳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ" ﺟﺮاح ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ".
ﻣﻦ وﻗﺖ ﻧﻜﺮدم از او ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ،ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را
ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﻜﻨﻲ".
ﻣﺎري ﺑﺎ داﺳﺘﺎن آﻗﺎي ﺟﺮاح ﻣﺘﻘﺎﻋﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد .اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ﺟـﺮاح
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ اﮔﻨﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﭽﻪ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد ﻧﻬﻨﮓ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ
آن ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ را ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﻫﺮ وﻗـﺖ ﺗـﺼﻮﻳﺮ آن
ﻣﺮد ﺷﻴﻄﺎﻧﻲ در ﺣﺎل ﺑﺮدن ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟـﻮان در ذﻫـﻦ او ﺟﺮﻗـﻪ
ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و او در ﺳﻴﻨﻪ اش ﻗﺪرت ﻓﺮﻳﺎدش را ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ،
او ﺣﻴﺮﺗﺰده و ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل اﺳﺖ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ آن ﺑـﺎور اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻧﺠﺎﺗﺶ داده اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺎ ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﻳﻜﻢ و ﺑﻴﺴﺖ دوم آرام ﺑـﻮدﻳﻢ اﻣـﺎ درﻋـﻮض ﺑـﺎد
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ در ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﺳﻮم داﺷﺘﻴﻢ وﻟﻲ در ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬﺮ ﻫﻤـﻪ از
ﻳﻚ ﺗﻮﻓﺎن ﻫﻤـﺮاه ﺑـﺎ رﻋـﺪ و ﺑـﺮق ﻫـﺸﺪار داده ﺷـﺪﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ
وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك ﺑﻮد و ﻣﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ ازﺑﺎدﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎي اﺻﻠﻲ ﻣﺎن را داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ
ﺗﻌﻤﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺎ ﺑﺎد ﭘـﺎره و درﺳـﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻜـﻪ ﭘﺎرﭼـﻪ
ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻮﻓﺎن ﺣﺪود ﻫﺸﺖ ،ده دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻃﻮل ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و
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ﺑﻴﺴﺖ و ﭼﻬﺎرم ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎد ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ داﺷـﺘﻴﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺎ را در ﻣـﺴﻴﺮ
ﺧﻮﺑﻲ در رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣـﺴﺘﻘﻴﻤﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﺗﺎ ﺳﻲ و ﻳﻜﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ دو ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻧﺴﻴﻢ داﺷﺘﻴﻢ.
اﺳﻢ ﭘﺪر ﻧﺘﻲ آﻗﺎي ﻛﺎرﺑﺮت 220اﺳﺖ .او ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺪ و
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ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن او ﻳﺎ ﺣﺮف زدﻧﺶ ﺑﺎ واﻟﺘﺮ ﮔـﻮش ﻣـﻲ دﻫـﺪ .روز
ﺑﻌﺪ از رﻗﺺ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺮدم زﻳﺎدي در ﺑـﺪﺧﻠﻘﻲ از ﺧـﺴﺘﮕﻲ و
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻧﻴﺰ از ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪن وﻳـﺴﻜﻲ ﺑﺮﻳـﺪه اﻧـﺪ و ﺑـﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻛـﺴﻲ
زﺣﻤﺖ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﺑﺨﻮد ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ،او دﻧﺒـﺎل واﻟﺘـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
" ﻧﺘﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ" او ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ
ﻓﻜﺮ رﺳﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻧﺘﺮال ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ".
او ﺧﻨﺪه ﭘﻮزﺷﺨﻮاﻫﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و واﻟﺘﺮ ﻫﻢ.
" ﭘﺲ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻮﻧﺘﺮال در ﻏـﺮب ﻛﺎﻧـﺎدا ﺳـﺖ"
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ .ﻣﻦ ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﻋﻤﺪا دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺖ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ
او ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺗـﻮ ﻫﻤـﺪم ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ و اﻳـﻦ او را
ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﻮ ﺟﻮان ﺑﺎﻫﻮش و ﻣﺤﺘﺎﻃﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ  .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ در دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎرم
ﺧﻮب ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ".

PDF.tarikhema.org
۶٩٢

۶٩٢

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

" ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺪر و ﺑﺮادرم ﻫﺴﺘﻢ" واﻟﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ،ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﺎﻟﻴﺪن ﭘﺮ از ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ در آن اﺳـﺖ " .ﻣـﺎ دارﻳـﻢ ﻣـﻲ
روﻳﻢ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﻢ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﭘﺴﺮي ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘـﺪرت دارد .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺧﻮب ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ ﺷﻤﺎ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .و ﺗـﻮ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻛﺸﺎورز ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻲ".
واﻟﺘﺮ ﺑﺨﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ.
" دﺧﺘﺮم ،ﺣﺎﻻ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟"
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
" او ﭼﻬﺎرده ﺳﺎل ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﭘﺎﻧﺰده ﺳﺎﻟﺶ اﺳﺖ ".ﭘﺪر ﻧﺘﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ".ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ اﻣﺎ ﻣﻬـﻢ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ
– آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ درﺑﺎره اش ﺣـﺮف ﻣـﻲ زﻧـﻢ .ﻧـﻪ
درﺑﺎره ﺗﻮ و ﻧﺘﻲ ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﭘﻴﺶ رو .ﺗﻮ اﻳﻦ را ﻣﻲ
ﻓﻬﻤﻲ؟ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﭘﻴﺶ رو ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻢ ﺗﻮ
ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ و ﺑﮕﺬاري ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ و ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎﻟﺶ
ﻛﻨﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ات .ﭘﺲ ﻣﻦ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺘﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﺗـﻮ در
ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻠﺶ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺪﻫﻢ و ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻮ در دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛـﺎرم ،ﻛـﺎر ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﺑﻮد و اﮔﺮ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ درﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ رﻓﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ روي ﺗﺮﻓﻴﻊ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺣﺴﺎب ﻛﻨﻲ".
ﻫﺮدوي آﻧﻬﺎ در اﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﻄﺮﻓﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ
آﻳﺪ .او زﺑﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺮاي واﻟﺘـﺮ در ﻣـﻲ آورد ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺳـﺮﻳﻊ ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﺪرش ﻇﺎﻫﺮا ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد.
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" ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﺲ اﺳﺖ .درﺑﺎره اش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﻦ و ﺳـﺮ ﻓﺮﺻـﺖ
ﺧﻮدت ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﻮ ".ﭘﺪرش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .وﻟـﻲ ﻫﺮﭼـﻪ زودﺗـﺮ
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ".
واﻟﺘﺮ زﻳﺎد ﻃﻮل ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻤﺶ را ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد .او آﻧﻘـﺪر
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ از اﻗﺎي ﻛﺎرﺑﺮت ﺗﺸﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻧﻜﺮده ﻛﻪ در ﻳﻚ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﻛـﺎر اداري)
دﻓﺘﺮي -م( .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرش اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨـﺪ ﺗـﺎ
در زﻣﻴﻦ و ﻣﺰرﻋﻪ اي اﺳﺘﻘﺮار ﻳﺎﺑﻨﺪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﻚ او ﭼﻨـﺪان
ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﻓﺮوﺷـﻨﺪه ﺑـﺮاي ﺳـﺮخ
ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺎن ،ﭼﻴﺰي از ﻧﻮع ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮﮔﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪو ﻳـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻌـﺪﻧﭽﻲ
ﻃﻼ.
" ﻫﺮﺟﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻲ ".آﻗﺎي ﻛﺎرﺑﺮت ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻗـﺪم
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ " .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮدم ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺟﺪي ﺗﺮ از آن ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .ﺧﻮﺷـﺒﺨﺘﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻪ ﻧﺘﻲ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻢ".
اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺣﺮف زدﻧـﺸﺎن ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ ،ﮔـﻮل ﻧﺨـﻮرد .او ﺣﻮﺻـﻠﻪ
ﭘﺪرش را ﺳﺮ ﺑﺮد ﺗﺎ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭘﺪرش او را از ﺟﺮﻳﺎن آﮔﺎه ﻧﻤـﻮد".
ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ام اﻣﺎ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑـﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ اﮔـﺮ
ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺖ درﺑـﺎره اش ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺮا ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨﻢ .اﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ) ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ – م ( ﻣﻦ ﺗـﺎ ﻛﻨـﻮن ﺑـﺎﺗﻮ
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ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﻛﺮده ام ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ زودﺗـﺮ ﺗﻤـﺎم ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﺷﺪ".
او وﻗــﺖ ﺑﺎﻗﻴﻤﺎﻧــﺪه را ﺑــﺎ ﭘــﺪرش در ﺑﻬﺘــﺮﻳﻦ ﻟﺒﺎﺳــﻬﺎﻳﺶ
آراﻣﺒﺨﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ.
واﻟﺘﺮ از دﻳﺪن او اﺣﺴﺎس ﺗﺎﺳﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ – او در اﻳﻦ ﻟﺒـﺎس
ﺧﻮب و ﻛﻼه ﺑﻲ ﻟﺒﺔ زﻧﺎﻧﻪ ،ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ﻫﺮ زﻣﺎن دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .و ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ او از ﻏﺮورش دﻟﭽﺴﺐ اﺳﺖ – اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي
زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ آن ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ او وﻗﺘﻲ دور
از ﻧﮕﺎه اوﺳﺖ ﺑﻨﺪرت ﺑﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او در ذﻫﻦ واﻟﺘـﺮ دوﺑـﺎره ﻇـﺎﻫﺮ ﺷـﻮد ،ﺳـﺎﻟﻬﺎ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ وﻓﺘﻲ ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﺷﻮد ،واﻟﺘﺮ درﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ
او ﻣﻨﺒﻊ ﺷﺎدﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ در اﺧﺘﻴﺎر اوﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ روزي ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﻴﺮد .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ او ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ اﻓﻜﺎر اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ اﺗﻔـﺎق
اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ او ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد را ﻣﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ ،ﺧـﻮد را ﺳـﺮﮔﺮم
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﺑﻬﺒﻮديِ درﺧﺸﺎﻧﻲ را ﺗﺠﺴﻢ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻲ از زﺑﺎن ﻳﺎ دوﺷـﻴﺰﮔﻲ ﺑـﺪن ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﺑﭙﺮﺳﺪ ،ﺧﻮد را ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .رﺳﻴﺪن ﻧﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺪن
دوﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻪ وﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ .اﻓﻜﺎر اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ اي از اﻳـﻦ
دﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮد ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ در ﺧﻠﻮدت ﺧﻮد داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﻗﺎﻳﻖ از ﺧﺸﻜﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ،رام) ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻣﺸﺮوب -م( ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪ
زﻧﺪه ،ﺗﻨﺒﺎﻛﻮ و ﻏﻴﺮه ﺑﻪ ﻛﻨﺎرﺷﺎن آﻣﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮان ﺧﻴﻠﻲ
ﮔﺮان ﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻨﺪ .اول آﮔﻮﺳﺖ ،ﻣﺎ ﻧﺴﻴﻢ اﻧﺪﻛﻲ داﺷﺘﻴﻢ و ﺻﺒﺢ
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روز دوم از ﺟﺰﻳﺮه ﻧﻴﻮرﻟﺌﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻴﻢ و ﺣـﺪود ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ﺷـﺶ
ﺻﺒﺢ ﻣﺎ در ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز ﻛﺒﻚ ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻼﻣﺘﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ از اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ،ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﺨـﺎر
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﻓﺮدا ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻧﺘﺮال ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ.
ﺑﺮادرم واﻟﺘﺮ در ﺑﺨﺶ ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻦ اﻳـﻦ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ روزﻧﮕـﺎري وﺳـﻴﻌﻲ
ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﻧﻈﺮ دارم آن را در ﺑﺨﺶ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﺧﻼﺻﻪ
ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﺎ ﺳﻔﺮي ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻣﻮﻓﻖ ﺑﻄﻮر ﺷﮕﻔﺖ اﻧﮕﻴـﺰ در ﺳـﻼﻣﺘﻲ
ﻛﺎﻣﻞ داﺷﺘﻪ اﻳﻢ .ﻣﺎ در ﻣﻮرد ﻛﺸﻮر ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻴﻢ
ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻴﻢ .ﺷﻤﺎر زﻳﺎدي از ﻣﺮدم در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﭘﻴﺎده ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ اﻣـﺎ
ﺣﻘﻮق ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ ﻛـﺴﻲ را ﺑـﺮاي آﻣـﺪن
راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ و ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺗﺸﻮﻳﻖ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر
وﺳﻴﻊ و ﻛﻢ ﺟﻤﻌﻴﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﻣـﺎ ﺑـﻪ اﻧـﺪازه اي
زﻣﻴﻦ دﻳﺪه اﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﺑﺮﻳﺘﺎﻧﻴﺎ را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه از
ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﺑﺪون زراﻋﺖ ﺟﺎ دﻫﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺤـﺾ اﺳـﺘﻘﺮار ﻳـﺎﻓﺘﻦ
دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻪ ﺷﻤﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻴﻢ.
وﻗﺘﻲ اﻧﺪرو اﻳﻦ ﭘﺎراﮔﺮاف را اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ،ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭘﻴـﺮ
ﺗﺮﻏﻴـﺐ ﻣــﻲ ﺷـﻮد اﻣــﻀﺎء ﺧـﻮد را ﺑــﺮاي آن دو ﭘــﺴﺮﻫﺎﻳﺶ
)ﺑﮕﺬارد -م( ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ و از ﻛﺒِﻚ ﺑﻪ اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ
ﭘﺴﺖ ﺷﻮد .او ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﻧﻮﺷـﺖ .ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ " ،ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ
ﭼﻪ اﻫﻤﻴﺘﻲ دارد؟ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺟﺰ ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ در آن ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻣﺮد".
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" ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد" اﻧﺪرو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
وﻗﺘﺶ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ ﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﻳـﻚ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﺮاﻳﻤﺎن اﺳﺖ".
" زﻣﺎن ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﺮﺻﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ داد"
" ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺧﻮب ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﭘﺪر؟"
" ﺧﻮب ﻫﺴﺘﻢ و ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ"
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺧﺎﺻﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮد دارد ،ﮔﺎه ﺟﻠﻮي او
ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ در ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﺑﺎ اﺻﺮاري ﻗﻮي ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﮕﺮد.
" او ﻣﺰاﺣﻢ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ" ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﮔـﺴﺘﺎﺧﻲ اش
را دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪارم .او ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر اداﻣـﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ داد ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ داد
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داد و ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ آورد ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ
او زاده ﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ او را ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑـﺮد .او ﺑـﻪ زﺑـﺎن دﻳﮕـﺮي
ﻋﺎدت ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛـﺮد ﻃـﻮري ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
اﻧﮕﻠﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﺎر او ﺑﺪﺗﺮ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ از ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ
او ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ و زﻣﺎن ﻣﻦ ﻛﻼ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
" او ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﻓﺮاواﻧﻲ ﺑﻴﺎد ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ آورد ".ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ .از
زﻣﺎن رﻗﺺ و ﻣﺎﺟﺮاي آﻗﺎي ﺳﻮﺗﺮ ،او ﺑﻲ درﻧـﮓ در ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده
رﺷﺪ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ".و او ﻣﻨﻈﻮري ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺴﺘﺎخ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ آﻳﺪ".
ﻣﺎري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " .ﻓﻘﻂ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ او ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻋﻼﻗﻪ دارد .او ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﺪ ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ .ﻓﺮا ﺗﺮ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﺗـﻮ
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ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .او ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰي را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد و در ﻣﻮردش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ".
ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﭘﺮِ اﺷﻚ ﺷـﻮق ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﻧﮕـﺎه دﻳﮕـﺮش ﺑـﺎ
وﻳﮋﻳﮕﻴﻬﺎي ﻣﻌﻘﻮل ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان در وﺳﻂ آﻧﻬﺎﺳﺖ -.ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ درﺧﺸﺎن ،ﻋﺎدﻻﻧـﻪ
و ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ  .ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﺨﻮد ﺑﺎﻟﻴﺪن ،ﺗﺎ ﺣﺪودي ﻣﺤﺘﺎط ،ﺑﻄﻮر ﻏﻴﺮ
ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺟﺪي ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﺑﺎر آﻳﻨـﺪه ﺑـﺮ
ﺳﺮ ﻓﺮود آﻣﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺑﺰرﮔﺴﺎﻻن ﺳﺮﮔـﺸﺘﮕﻲ زﻣـﺎن ﻛﻨـﻮن را ﺣـﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ.
ﻃﻮري ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎدر اﻳﻦ ﺷﺶ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﺤﻤـﻞ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻪ در ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ در ﻣﻮج ﻋﻈﻴﻤﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﺿﺮﺑﺖ ﻗﺪرﺗﻤﻨﺪي در اﻳﻦ ﺳـﺎﺣﻞ ﺣﻴﺮاﻧـﻲ ﻛﻮﺑﻴـﺪه
اﺳﺖ .اﻓﻜﺎر ﺳﺮﺷﺎن را ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ،در ﮔﻠﻮﻳﺸﺎن ﭼﺮخ ﻣـﻲ
زﻧﺪ ،ﻓﺮﻳﺎدﻫﺎ ،ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮي ﺑﻲ اﻳﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺷﺎن.
ﻣﺎري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟـﻮان را ﺑﻘﺎﭘـﺪ و ﺑـﻪ
ﺑﻌﻀﻲ از ﺟﺎﻫﺎي ﺷﻬﺮ ﻏﺮﻳﺐ ﻛﺒﻚ ﺑﮕﺮﻳﺰد و ﻛﺎري ﻣﺜـﻞ زن
ﺧﻴﺎط ﺑﻮدن ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ) ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎي داﺧﻞ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ او را آﮔﺎه ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﺎري در ﺷﻬﺮ ﻫﺴﺖ( .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ را ﺧﻮدش
ﺑﺰرگ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﻛﺮد.
اﻧﺪرو ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮد آزاد زن ﻳﺎ ﭘﺪر
ﻳﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﺮ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ،ﺑﺪون ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ ﺑﺮ ﺷـﺎﻧﻪ اش،
در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد .آن وﻗﺖ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨـﺪ؟ ﺑﺨـﻮدش
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ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ رﻓﺖ و ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﺷـﺮﻛﺖ ﻫﺎدﺳـﻮن ﺑـﻲ 221ﻣـﻲ
ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪ و آﻧﻬﺎ او را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻨﺎﻃﻖ ﻣـﺮزي ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺛﺮوﺗﻤﻨـﺪان و
ﻣﺎﺟﺮاﺟﻮﻳﺎن را ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﻨﺪ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ ﺣﺲ ﻣﺘﻮاري ﺑﻮدن دارد و آﺷﻜﺎرا ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺗﺎﺳﻒ
ﺧﻮردن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ".آواز ﭘﺮوردﮔﺎر را ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﻣـﺎ در ﺳـﺮزﻣﻴﻦ
ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ؟"
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ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻗﻄﻌﺎ ﺿﺮر ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدنِ درﺑـﺎره آن ﺿـﺮر
ﻧﺪارد.
اﮔﻨﺲ در ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ زﻧﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨـﺪ اﻓـﺴﺮاﻧﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎي اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ ﻳﻘﻴﻨـﺎ زﻳﺒـﺎﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣـﺮدان
ﻫﻤﻪ ي دﻧﻴﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ده ﻳﺎ ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ ﺑـﺎر ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ از
زﻧﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﻛﺪام ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﭼﻪ
از ﻣﻴﺎن آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ – اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ .ازدواج .ازدواج ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدي ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﻮل ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ در ﻛﺎﻟﺴﻜﻪ ﺳﻮار ﺑـﺸﻮي و ﻫﺪﻳـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺎدرت ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﻲ .اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻗﺒﻼ ﻣﺘﺎﻫﻞ ﻧﺒﻮدي و ﺑﺎ دوﺑﭽـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر ﻧﺒﻮدي.
واﻟﺘﺮ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮادرش ﻗﻮي ﺳﺖ و اﮔﻨﺲ ﻗﻮي ﺳﺖ-
او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺮادر در ﻣﺰرﻋﻪ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺎري از
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻳﻚ وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﺸﺎورز ﺑﺸﻮد؟ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻧﺘﺮال ﻣﻲ رﺳﻨﺪ او
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اﻳﻦ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮان دﻓﻦ ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ -ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺠـﺰ ﻳﻜـﻲ -در ﮔﻮرﺳـﺘﺎن
ﻛﻠﻴﺴﺎي ﺑﺎﺳـﺘﻦ ،222در اﺳـﻜﻮﺋﻴﺰﻳﻨﮓ 223در ﻫـﺎﻟﺘﻮن
ﻛﺎﻧﺘﻲ ،اوﻧﺘﺎرﻳﻮ ،ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﻗﺎﺑـﻞ روﺋـﺖ و ﺑـﺎ ﺳـﺮ و ﺻـﺪاي
ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه  401ﻛﻪ در آن ﺑﺨﺶ ،ﻓﻘـﻂ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ از ﺗﻮرﻧﺘـﻮ،
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺷﻠﻮﻏﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺟﺎده ﻛﺎﻧﺎدا ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﭘﻴﺮ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ .و اﻧﺪرو و اﮔـﻨﺲ .ﮔـﻮر ﻣـﺎري ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ
اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ازدواج ﻛـﺮد و ﻛﻨـﺎر روﺑـﺮت ﻣـﺎراي،224
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ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ،دﻓﻦ ﺷﺪ ،زﻧﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﻜﻞ ﻫـﻢ
در ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﺗﺎزه ﭘﺎداش داده ﺷﺪﻧﺪ  .او و روﺑﺮت از ﻫﻤـﺪﻳﮕﺮ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﺑﭽﻪ اي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺮگ زودﻫﻨﮕﺎمِ ﻣﺎري ،او ﺑﺎ
زن دﻳﮕﺮي ازدواج ﻛﺮد و ﺑﺎ او ﭼﻬﺎر ﭘـﺴﺮ داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ
آرﻣﻴﺪﻧﺪ ).دﻓﻦ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ – م( ﻣـﺮگ در ﺳـﻨﻬﺎي دو و ﺳـﻪ و
ﭼﻬﺎر و ﺳﻴﺰده ﺳﺎﻟﮕﻲ .دوﻣﻴﻦ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﻫﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳـﺖ .ﺳـﻨﮓ
ﻗﺒﺮش ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ،ﻣﺎدر .ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﺎري" ﻫﻤﺴﺮ".
اﮔﻨﺲ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ،ﺑﺎ زاﻳﻴﺪن ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ زﻧـﺪه ﻣﺎﻧـﺪه اﺳـﺖ .در
ﻳﻚ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻪ اﺳﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻣـﺮگ ﺟﻴﻤـﺰ ﭘﻴـﺮ در ﺳـﺎل
 )1829ﺳﺮﻃﺎن ،ﻧﻪ درد زﻳﺎد ﺗـﺎ ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﺑـﻪ ﭘﺎﻳـﺎن .ﺳـﺨﺖ،
ﺳﺮﻃﺎن ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑﺰرﮔـﻲ از ﮔﻮﻧـﻪ و آرواره اش را از ﺑـﻴﻦ ﺑـﺮده
ﺑﻮد (.اﻧﺪرو ﺑﻴﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش در ﺳﻪ ﺳـﺎل ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ در ﻣﻴـﺎن آن
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ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ او ﺷﺸﻤﻴﻦ ﻫﻔﺘﻤﻴﻦ و ﻫﺸﺘﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﭽـﻪ اش را زاﻳﻴـﺪ .او
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﻼﻣﺘﻲ اش را ﺑﺎز ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺸﺘﺎد ﺳـﺎﻟﮕﻲ اش
رﺳﻴﺪ.
اﻧﺪرو ﺑﻨﻈﺮﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ او ﺧﻮدش را ﻛﻤﺘﺮ از
واﻟﺘــﺮ درﮔﻴــﺮ ﻛــﺮد ﻛــﻪ ﺑــﺎ ﻳــﻚ دﺧﺘــﺮ اﻣﺮﻳﻜــﺎﻳﻲ از ﺷــﻬﺮ
ﻣﻮﻧﺘﮕﻤﺮي اﻳﺎﻟـﺖ ﻧﻴﻮﻳـﻮرك ازدواج ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ درﻫﻴﺠـﺪه

اﻳﺰاﺑﻞ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﺎدرش ﭘﻴﺮﺷﺪ و ﻣﺮد ،دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
در درﻳﺎ ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪ.
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﻢ اﺳﻢ ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﭽـﻪ اﮔـﻨﺲ و اﻧـﺪرو ،ﺑـﺮادر ﺑـﺰرگ
اﻳﺰاﺑﻞ اﺳﺖ.
ﺟﻴﻤﺰ ﺟﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎه ﭘﺲ از ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷـﺪن ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده در ﻛﺒـﻚ
ﻣﺮد .اﺳﻤﺶ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز
زﻣﻴﻨﺸﺎن را ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺮد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺤـﻞ را
ﻧﺪﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .او ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ در ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ در راه ﻣـﻮﻧﺘﺮال ﺑـﻪ
٧٠٠
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ﺳﺎﻟﮕﻲ ازدواج ﻛﺮد .ﺳﻲ و ﺳﻪ ﺳﺎﻟﮕﻲ ﭘﺲ از زاﻳﻤﺎن ﻧﻬﻤـﻴﻦ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻣﺮد .واﻟﺘﺮ دوﺑﺎره ازدواج ﻧﻜﺮد اﻣﺎ ﻛـﺸﺎورز ﻣـﻮﻓﻘﻲ ﺷـﺪ.
ﭘﺴﺮاﻧﺶ ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺻﺎﺣﺐ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ در ﻛـﺸﺎورزي ﺷـﺪ.
ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ دوﻟﺖ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ و از ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺎﺗﻬﺎ ﺷﻜﺎﻳﺖ ﻛﺮد .او ﻗﺎدر ﺑﻮد
ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻤﻴـﺮد ﺑـﻪ اﺳـﻜﺎﺗﻠﻨﺪ ﺳـﻔﺮ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ او
ازﺧﻮدش ﻋﻜﺲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑـﺎ ﺑﻮﺗـﻪ اي
در دﺳﺖ.
ﺑﺮ روي ﺳﻨﮓ ﺑﺰرﮔﺪاﺷﺖ اﻧﺪرو و اﮔﻨﺲ ،اﺳﻢ دﺧﺘﺮﺷﺎن ﻫﻢ
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ﻳﻮرك ﻳﺎ در آن ﺷﻬﺮ ﺗﺎزه ﮔﻴﺞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه دﻓﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
در ﻳﻚ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺮِ ﻣﻮﻗﺖ ﺑـﺮاي دﻓـﻦ ﻛـﻪ ﺣـﺎﻻ ﺻـﺎف ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺑﺪون ﺳﻨﮓ در ﮔﻮرﺳـﺘﺎن ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﭘﻴﻜﺮﻫـﺎي
دﻳﮕﺮ روزي در آن روي ﺟﻨﺎزه اش دﻓﻦ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻣـﺮگ ﻧـﺎﮔﻮار
درﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﺷﻠﻮغ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺐ ﻳﺎ اﺳﻬﺎل ﺧﻮﻧﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ ﺑﻴﻤـﺎري اي،
ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ وﻳﺮاﻧﮕﺮان ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ در زﻣـﺎن
او ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﺗﻤﺎم
tarikhema.org
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The View from Castle Rock
By Alice Munro August 29,2005
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On a visit to Edinburgh with his father when he is nine or
ten years old, Andrew225 finds himself climbing the damp,
uneven stone steps of the Castle. His father is in front of
him, some other men behind—it’s a wonder how many
friends his father has found, standing in cubbyholes where
there are bottles set on planks, in the High Street—until at
last they crawl out on a shelf of rock, from which the land
falls steeply away. It has just stopped raining, the sun is
shining on a silvery stretch of water far ahead of them, and
beyond that is a pale green and grayish-blue land, a land as
light as mist, sucked into the sky.
“America,” his father tells them, and one of the men says
that you would never have known it was so near.
“It is the effect of the height we are on,” another says.
“There is where every man is sitting in the midst of his own
properties and even the beggars is riding around in
carriages,” Andrew’s father says, paying no attention to
them. “So there you are, my lad”—he turns to Andrew—
“and God grant that one day you will see it closer, and I
will myself, if I live.”
Andrew has an idea that there is something wrong with
what his father is saying, but he is not well enough
acquainted with geography to know that they are looking at
Fife. He does not know if the men are mocking his father or
if his father is playing a trick on them. Or if it is a trick at
all.
Some years later, in the harbor of Leith, on the fourth of
June, 1818, Andrew and his father—whom I must call Old
James, because there is a James in every generation—and
Andrew’s pregnant wife, Agnes, his brother Walter, his
sister Mary, and also his son James, who is not yet two
years old, set foot on board a ship for the first time in their
lives.
Old James makes this fact known to the ship’s officer who
is checking off the names.
“The first time, serra, in all my long life. We are men of the
Ettrick. It is a landlocked part of the world.”
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The officer says a word which is unintelligible to them but
plain in meaning. Move along. He has run a line through
their names. They move along or are pushed along, Young
James riding on Mary’s hip.
“What is this?” Old James says, regarding the crowd of
people on deck. “Where are we to sleep? Where have all
these rabble come from? Look at the faces on them—are
they the blackamoors?”
“Black Highlanders, more like,” Walter says. This is a joke,
muttered so that his father cannot hear, Highlanders being
one of the sorts the old man despises.
“There are too many people,” his father continues. “The
ship will sink.”
“No,” Walter says, speaking up now. “Ships do not often
sink because of too many people. That’s what the fellow
was there for, to count the people.”
Barely on board the vessel and this seventeen-year-old
whelp has taken on knowing airs; he has taken to
contradicting his father. Fatigue, astonishment, and the
weight of the greatcoat he is wearing prevent Old James
from cuffing him.
The business of life aboard ship has already been explained
to the family. In fact, it has been explained by the old man
himself. He was the one who knew all about provisions,
accommodations, and the kinds of people you would find
on board. All Scotsmen and all decent folk. No
Highlanders, no Irish.
But now he cries out that it is like the swarm of bees in the
carcass of the lion.
“An evil lot, an evil lot. Oh, that ever we left our native
land.”
“We have not left yet,” Andrew says. “We are still looking
at Leith. We would do best to go below and find ourselves
a place.”
More lamentation. The bunks are narrow planks with
horsehair pallets that are both hard and prickly.
“Better than nothing,” Andrew says.
“Oh, that ever I was enticed to bring us here, onto this
floating sepulchre.”
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Will nobody shut him up? Agnes thinks. This is the way he
will go on and on, like a preacher or a lunatic, when the fit
takes him. She cannot abide it. She is in more agony herself
than he is ever likely to know.
“Well, are we going to settle here or are we not?” she says.
Some people have hung up their plaids or shawls to make a
half-private space for their families. She goes ahead and
takes off her outer wrappings to do the same.
The child is turning somersaults in her belly. Her face is
hot as a coal, her legs throb, and the swollen flesh in
between them—the lips the child must soon part to get
out—is a scalding sack of pain.
Her mother would have known what to do about that. She
would have known which leaves to mash to make a
soothing poultice. At the thought of her mother such misery
overcomes her that she wants to kick somebody.
Why does Andrew not speak plainly to his father,
reminding him of whose idea it was, who harangued and
borrowed and begged to get them just where they are now?
Andrew will not do it, Walter will only joke, and as for
Mary she can hardly get her voice out of her throat in her
father’s presence.
Agnes comes from a large Hawick family of weavers, who
work in the mills now but worked for generations at home.
Working there they learned the art of cutting one another
down to size, of squabbling and surviving in close quarters.
She is still surprised by the rigid manners, the deference
and silences in her husband’s family. She thought from the
beginning that they were a queer sort and she thinks so still.
They are as poor as her own folk but they have such a great
notion of themselves. And what have they got to back it
up?
Mary has taken Young James back up to the deck. She
could tell that he was frightened down there in the halfdark. He does not have to whimper or complain—she
knows his feelings by the way he digs his little knees into
her.
The sails are furled tight. “Look up there, look up there,”
Mary says, and points to a sailor who is busy high up in the
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rigging. The boy on her hip makes his sound for bird—
“peep.” “Sailor-peep, sailor-peep,” she says. She and he
communicate in a half-and-half language—half her
teaching and half his invention. She believes that he is one
of the cleverest children ever born into the world. Being the
eldest of her family, and the only girl, she has tended to all
her brothers, and been proud of them all at one time, but
she has never known a child like this. Nobody else has any
idea how original and independent he is. Men have no
interest in children so young, and Agnes, his mother, has no
patience with him.
“Talk like folk,” Agnes tells him, and if he doesn’t she
gives him a clout. “What are you?” she says. “Are you a
folk or an elfit?”
Mary fears Agnes’s temper, but in a way she doesn’t blame
her. She thinks that women like Agnes—men’s women,
mother women—lead an appalling life. First with what the
men do to them—even as good a man as Andrew—and
then with what the children do, coming out. She will never
forget the way her own mother lay in bed, out of her mind
with a fever, not knowing anyone, till she died, three days
after Walter was born. She screamed at the black pot
hanging over the fire, thinking it was full of devils.
Mary—her brothers call her “poor Mary”—is under five
feet tall and has a tight little face with a lump of protruding
chin, and skin that is subject to fiery eruptions that take a
long time to fade. When she is spoken to, her mouth
twitches as if the words were all mixed up with her spittle
and her crooked teeth, and the response she manages is a
dribble of speech so faint and scrambled that it is hard for
people not to think her dim-witted. She has great difficulty
looking anybody in the eyes—even the members of her
own family. It is only when she gets the boy hitched onto
the narrow shelf of her hip that she is capable of some
coherent and decisive speech—and then it is mostly to him.
She hears the cow bawling before she can see it. Then she
looks up and sees the brown beast dangling in the air, all
caged in ropes and kicking and roaring frantically. It is held
by a hook on a crane, which now hauls it out of sight.
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People around her are hooting and clapping their hands. A
child cries out, wanting to know if the cow will be dropped
into the sea. A man tells him no—she will go along with
them on the ship.
“Will they milk her, then?”
“Aye. Keep still. They’ll milk her,” the man says
reprovingly. And another man’s voice climbs boisterously
over his.
“They’ll milk her till they take the hammer to her, and then
ye’ll have the blood pudding for yer dinner.”
Now follow the hens, swung through the air in crates, all
squawking and fluttering in their confinement and pecking
one another when they can, so that some feathers escape
and float down through the air. And after them a pig
trussed up like the cow, squealing with a human note in its
distress and shifting wildly in midair, so that howls of both
delight and outrage rise below, depending on whether they
come from those who are hit or those who see others hit.
James is laughing, too. He recognizes shite, and cries out
his own word for it, which is “gruggin.”
Someday he may remember this, Mary thinks. I saw a cow
and a pig fly through the air. Then he may wonder if it was
a dream. And nobody will be there—she certainly won’t—
to tell him that it was not, that it happened on this ship. It’s
possible that he will never see a ship like this again in all
his waking life. She has no idea where they will go when
they reach the other shore, but she imagines that it will be
someplace inland, among the hills, someplace like the
Ettrick.
She does not think that she will live long, wherever they
go. She coughs in the summer as well as the winter, and
when she coughs her chest aches. She suffers from sties,
and cramps in the stomach, and her bleeding comes rarely
but may last a month when it does. She hopes, though, that
she will not die while James is still in need of her, which he
will be for a while yet. She knows that the time will come
when he will turn away, as her brothers did, when he will
become ashamed of the connection with her. At least, that
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is what she tells herself will happen, but like anybody in
love she cannot believe it.
On a trip to Peebles, Walter bought himself a notebook to
write in, but for several days he has found too much to pay
attention to and too little space or quiet on the deck even to
open it. Finally, after some investigating, he has discovered
a favorable spot, near the cabins on the upper deck.
We came on board on the 4th day of June and lay the 5th,
6th, 7th, and 8th in the Leith roads getting the ship to a
place where we could set sail, which was on the 9th. We
passed the corner of Fifeshire all well nothing occurring
worth mentioning till this day the 13th in the morning when
we were awakened by a cry, John o’ Groat’s House. We
could see it plain and had a fine sail across the Pentland
Firth having both wind and tide in our favour and it was in
no way dangerous as we had heard tell. There was a child
had died, the name of Ormiston and its body was thrown
overboard sewed up in a piece of canvas with a large lump
of coal at its feet.
He pauses in his writing to think of the weighted sack
falling down through the water. Would the piece of coal do
its job, would the sack fall straight down to the very bottom
of the sea? Or would the current of the sea be strong
enough to keep lifting it up and letting it fall, pushing it
sideways, taking it as far as Greenland or south to the
tropical waters full of rank weeds, the Sargasso Sea? Or
might some ferocious fish come along and rip the sack and
make a meal of the body before it had even left the upper
waters and the region of light?
He pictures it now—the child being eaten. Not swallowed
whole as in the case of Jonah but chewed into bits as he
himself would chew a tasty chunk from a boiled sheep. But
there is the matter of a soul. The soul leaves the body at the
moment of death. But from which part of the body does it
leave? The best guess seems to be that it emerges with the
last breath, having been hidden somewhere in the chest,
around the place of the heart and the lungs. Though Walter
has heard a joke they used to tell about an old fellow in the
Ettrick, to the effect that he was so dirty that when he died
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his soul came out his arsehole, and was heard to do so with
a mighty explosion.
This is the sort of information that preachers might be
expected to give you—not mentioning anything like an
arsehole, of course, but explaining something of the proper
location and exit. Yet they shy away from it. Also they
cannot explain—at least, he has never heard one explain—
how the souls maintain themselves outside of bodies until
the Day of Judgment and how on that day each one finds
and recognizes the body that is its own and reunites with it,
though it be not so much as a skeleton at that time. Though
it be dust. There must be some who have studied enough to
know how all this is accomplished. But there are also
some—he has learned this recently—who have studied and
read and thought till they have come to the conclusion that
there are no souls at all. No one cares to speak about these
people, either, and indeed the thought of them is terrible.
How can they live with the fear—indeed, the certainty—of
Hell before them?
On the third day aboard ship Old James gets up and starts
to walk around. After that, he stops and speaks to anybody
who seems ready to listen. He tells his name, and says that
he comes from Ettrick, from the Valley and Forest of
Ettrick, where the old kings of Scotland used to hunt.
“And on the field at Flodden,” he says, “after the battle of
Flodden, they said you could walk up and down among the
corpses and pick out the men from the Ettrick, because they
were the tallest and the strongest and the finest-looking
men on the ground. I have five sons and they are all good
strong lads, but only two of them are with me. One of my
sons is in Nova Scotia. The last I heard of him he was in a
place called Economy, but we have not had any word of
him since and I do not know whether he is alive or dead.
My eldest son went off to work in the Highlands, and the
son that is next to the youngest took it into his head to go
off there, too, and I will never see either of them again.
Five sons and, by the mercy of God, all grew to be men,
but it was not the Lord’s will that I should keep them with
me. A man’s life is full of sorrow. I have a daughter as
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well, the oldest of them all, but she is nearly a dwarf. Her
mother was chased by a ram when she was carrying her.”
On the afternoon of the 14th a wind from the North and the
ship began to shake as if every board that was in it would
fly loose from every other. The buckets overflowed from
the people that were sick and vomiting and there was the
contents of them slipping all over the deck. All people were
ordered below but many of them crumpled up against the
rail and did not care if they were washed over. None of our
family was sick however and now the wind has dropped
and the sun has come out and those who did not care if they
died in the filth a little while ago have got up and dragged
themselves to be washed where the sailors are splashing
buckets of water over the decks. The women are busy too
washing and rinsing and wringing out all the foul clothing.
It is the worst misery and the suddenest recovery I have
seen ever in my life.
A young girl ten or twelve years old stands watching
Walter write. She is wearing a fancy dress and bonnet and
has light-brown curly hair. Not so much a pretty face as a
pert one.
“Are you from one of the cabins?” she says.
Walter says, “No. I am not.”
“I knew you were not. There are only four of them, and one
is for my father and me and one is for the captain and one
is for his mother, and she never comes out, and one is for
the two ladies. You are not supposed to be on this part of
the deck unless you are from one of the cabins.”
“Well, I did not know that,” Walter says, but does not
bestir himself to move away.
“I have seen you before writing in your book.”
“I haven’t seen you.”
The words seem majestic to him. He is filled with a sense
of grandeur, solemnity, and personal importance.

16th was a very windy day with the wind coming out of the
SW the sea was running very high and the ship got her gib-
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boom broken on account of the violence of the wind. And
our sister Agnes was taken into the cabin.
“Sister,” he has written, as if she were all the same to him
as poor Mary, but that is not the case. Agnes is a tall wellbuilt girl with thick dark hair and dark eyes. The flush on
one of her cheeks slides into a splotch of pale brown as big
as a handprint. It is a birthmark, which people say is a pity,
because without it she would be handsome. Walter can
hardly bear looking at it, but this is not because it is ugly. It
is because he longs to touch it, to stroke it with the tips of
his fingers. It looks not like ordinary skin but like the
velvet on a deer. His feelings about her are so troubling that
he can speak to her only unpleasantly, if he speaks at all.
And she pays him back with a good seasoning of contempt.
Agnes thinks that she is in the water and the waves are
heaving her up and slamming her down. Every time they
slap her down it is worse than the time before, and she
sinks farther and deeper, the moment of relief passing
before she can grab it, for the next wave is already
gathering its power to hit her.
Then sometimes she knows that she is in a bed, a strange
bed and strangely soft, but it is all the worse for that
because when she sinks down there is no resistance, no
hard place where the pain has to stop. People keep rushing
back and forth in front of her. They are all seen sideways
and all transparent, talking very fast so she can’t make
them out, and maliciously taking no heed of her. She sees
Andrew in the midst of them, and two or three of his
brothers. Some of the girls she knows are there, too—the
friends she used to lark around with in Hawick. And they
do not give a poor penny for the plight she is in now.
She never knew before that she had so many enemies. They
are grinding her down and pretending they don’t even
know it. Their movement is grinding her to death.
Her mother bends over her and says in a drawling, cold,
lackadaisical voice, “You are not trying, my girl. You must
try harder.” Her mother is all dressed up and talking fine,
like some Edinburgh lady.
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Evil stuff is poured into her mouth. She tries to spit it out,
knowing it is poison.
I will just get up and get out of this, she thinks. She starts
trying to pull herself loose from her body, as if it were a
heap of rags on fire.
She hears a man’s voice, giving some order. “Hold her,” he
says, and she is split and stretched wide open to the world
and the fire.
“Ah—ah—anh,” the man says, panting as if he had been
running in a race.
Then a cow that is so heavy, bawling heavy with milk,
rears up and sits down on Agnes’s stomach.
“Now. Now,” the man says, and he groans at the end of his
strength as he tries to heave it off.
The fools. The fools, ever to have let it in.
She was not better till the 18th when she was delivered of a
daughter. We having a surgeon on board nothing happened.
Nothing occurred till the 22nd this was the roughest day we
had till then experienced. Agnes was mending in an
ordinary way till the 29th we saw a great shoal of porpoises
and the 30th (yesterday) was a very rough sea with the
wind blowing from the west we went rather backwards than
forwards.
“In the Ettrick there is what they call the highest house in
Scotland,” Old James says, “and the house that my
grandfather lived in was a higher one than that. The name
of the place is Phauhope—they call it Phaup. My
grandfather was Will O’Phaup, and fifty years ago you
would have heard of him if you came from any place south
of the Forth and north of the Debatable Lands.”
There are people who curse to see him coming, but others
who are glad of any distraction. His sons hear his voice
from far away, amid all the other commotion on the deck,
and make tracks in the opposite direction.
For the first two or three days, Young James refused to be
unfastened from Mary’s hip. He was bold enough, but only
if he could stay there. At night he slept in her cloak, curled
up beside her, and she wakened aching along her left side,
because she had lain stiffly all night so as not to disturb
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him. Then in the space of one morning he was down and
running about and kicking at her if she tried to hoist him
up.
Everything on the ship calls out for his attention. Even at
night he tries to climb over her and run away in the dark.
So she gets up aching not only from her position but from
lack of sleep altogether. One night she drops off and the
child gets loose, but most fortunately stumbles against his
father’s body in his bid for escape. Henceforth, Andrew
insists that he be tied down every night. He howls, of
course, and Andrew shakes him and cuffs him and then he
sobs himself to sleep. Mary lies by him softly explaining
that this is necessary so that he cannot fall off the ship into
the ocean, but he regards her at these times as his enemy,
and if she puts out a hand to stroke his face he tries to bite
it with his baby teeth. Every night he goes to sleep in a
rage, but in the morning when she unties him, still half
asleep and full of his infant sweetness, he clings to her
drowsily and she is suffused with love.
Then one day he is gone. She is in the line for wash water
and she turns around and he is not beside her. She was just
speaking a few words to the woman ahead of her,
answering a question about Agnes and the infant, she had
just told the woman its name—Isabel—and in that moment
he got away.
Everything in an instant is overturned. The nature of the
world is altered. She runs back and forth, crying out
James’s name. She runs up to strangers, to sailors who
laugh at her as she begs them, “Have you seen a little boy?
Have you seen a little boy this high, he has blue eyes?”
“I seen fifty or sixty of them like that in the last five
minutes,” a man says to her. A woman trying to be kind
says that he will turn up, Mary should not worry herself, he
will be playing with some of the other children. Some
women even look about, as if they would help her search,
but of course they cannot, they have their own
responsibilities.
This is what Mary sees plainly in those moments of
anguish: that the world which has turned into a horror for
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her is still the same ordinary world for all these other
people and will remain so even if James has truly vanished,
even if he has crawled through the ship’s railings—she has
noticed everywhere the places where this would be
possible—and been swallowed by the ocean.
The most brutal and unthinkable of all events, to her, would
seem to most others like a sad but not extraordinary
misadventure. It would not be unthinkable to them.
Or to God. For in fact when God makes some rare and
remarkable, beautiful human child is He not particularly
tempted to take His creature back, as if the world did not
deserve it?
Still, she is praying to Him all the time. At first she only
called on the Lord’s name. But as her search grows more
specific and in some ways more bizarre—she is ducking
under clotheslines that people have contrived for privacy,
she thinks nothing of interrupting folk at any business, she
flings up the lids of their boxes and roots in their
bedclothes, not even hearing them when they curse her—
her prayers also become more complicated and audacious.
She tries to think of something to offer, something that
could equal the value of James’s being restored to her. But
what does she have? Nothing of her own—not health or
prospects or anybody’s regard. There is no piece of luck or
even a hope that she can offer to give up. What she has is
James.
And how can she offer James for James?
This is what is knocking around in her head.
But what about her love of James? Her extreme and
perhaps idolatrous, perhaps wicked love of another
creature. She will give up that, she will give it up gladly, if
only he isn’t gone.
If only he can be found. If only he isn’t dead.
She recalls all this an hour or two after somebody has
noticed the boy peeping out from under a large empty
bucket, listening to the hubbub. And she retracts her vow at
once. Her understanding of God is shallow and unstable,
and the truth is that, except in a time of terror such as she
has just experienced, she does not really care. She has
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always felt that God or even the idea of Him was more
distant from her than from other people. There is a stubborn
indifference in her that nobody knows about. In fact,
everybody may imagine that she clings secretly to religion
because there is so little else available to her. They are
quite wrong, and now that she has James back she gives no
thanks but thinks what a fool she was and how she could
not give up her love of him any more than stop her heart
beating.
After that, Andrew insists that James be tied down not only
by night but also by day, to the post of the bunk or to their
clothesline on the deck. Andrew has trounced his son for
the trick he played, but the look in James’s eyes says that
his tricks are not finished.
Agnes keeps asking for salt, till they begin to fear that she
will fuss herself into a fever. The two women looking after
her are cabin passengers, Edinburgh ladies, who took on
the job out of charity.
“You be still now,” they tell her. “You have no idea what a
fortunate lassie you are that we had Mr. Suter on board.”
They tell her that the baby was turned the wrong way inside
her, and they were all afraid that Mr. Suter would have to
cut her, and that might be the end of her. But he had
managed to get it turned so that he could wrestle it out.
“I need salt for my milk,” says Agnes, who is not going to
let them put her in her place with their reproaches and their
Edinburgh speech. They are idiots, anyway. She has to
explain to them how you must put a little salt in the baby’s
first milk, just place a few grains on your finger and
squeeze a drop or two of milk onto it and let the child
swallow that before you put it to the breast. Without this
precaution there is a good chance that it will grow up halfwitted.
“Is she even a Christian?” one of them says to the other.
“I am as much as you,” Agnes says. But to her own
surprise and shame she starts to weep aloud, and the baby
howls along with her, out of sympathy or hunger. And still
she refuses to feed it.
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Mr. Suter comes in to see how she is. He asks what all the
grief is about, and they tell him the trouble.
“A newborn baby to get salt in its stomach—where did she
get the idea?”
He says, “Give her the salt.” And he stays to see her
squeeze the milk on her salty finger, lay the finger to the
infant’s lips, and follow it with her nipple.
He asks her what the reason is and she tells him.
“And does it work every time?”
She tells him—a little surprised that he is as stupid as they
are, though gentler—that it works without fail.
“So where you come from they all have their wits about
them? And are all the girls strong and good-looking like
you?”
She says that she would not know about that.
Sometimes visiting young men, educated men from the
town, used to hang around her and her friends,
complimenting them and trying to work up a conversation,
and she always thought that any girl who allowed it was a
fool, even if the man was handsome. Mr. Suter is far from
handsome—he is too thin, and his face is badly pocked, so
that at first she took him for an old fellow. But he has a
kind voice, and if he is teasing her a little there is no harm
in it. No man would have the nature left to deal with a
woman after looking at her spread wide, her raw parts open
to the air.
“Are you sore?” he asks, and she believes there is a shadow
on his damaged cheeks, a slight blush rising. She says that
she is no worse than she has to be, and he nods, picks up
her wrist, and bows over it, strongly pressing her pulse.
“Lively as a racehorse,” he says, with his hands still above
her, as if he did not know where to put them next. Then he
decides to push back her hair and press his fingers to her
temples, as well as behind her ears.
She will recall this touch, this curious, gentle, tingling
pressure, with an addled mixture of scorn and longing, for
many years to come.
“Good,” he says. “No sign of a fever.”
He watches, for a moment, the child sucking.
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“All’s well with you now,” he says, with a sigh. “You have
a fine daughter, and she can say all her life that she was
born at sea.”
Andrew arrives later and stands at the foot of the bed. He
has never looked on her in such a bed as this (a regular bed,
even though bolted to the wall). He is red with shame in
front of the ladies, who have brought in the basin to wash
her.
“That’s it, is it?” he says, with a nod—not a glance—at the
bundle beside her.
She laughs in a vexed way and asks what did he think it
was. That is all it takes to knock him off his unsteady
perch, to puncture his pretense of being at ease. Now he
stiffens up, even redder, doused with fire. It isn’t just what
she said. It is the whole scene—the smell of the infant and
the milk and the blood, and most of all the basin, the cloths,
the women standing by, with their proper looks that might
seem to a man both admonishing and full of derision.
He looks as if he can’t think of another word to say, so she
has to tell him, with rough mercy, to get on his way, there’s
work to be done here.
Some of the girls used to say that when you finally gave in
and lay down with a man—even granting he was not the
man of your first choice—it gave you a helpless but calm
and even sweet feeling. Agnes does not recall that she felt
that with Andrew. All she felt was that he was an honest
lad and the right one for her in her circumstances, and that
it would never occur to him to run off and leave her.
Walter has continued to go to the same private place to
write in his book and nobody has caught him there. Except
the girl, of course. One day he arrives at the place and she
is there before him, skipping with a red-tasselled rope.
When she sees him she stops, out of breath. And no sooner
does she catch her breath than she begins to cough, so that
it is several minutes before she can speak. She sinks down
against the pile of canvas that conceals the spot, flushed,
her eyes full of bright tears from the coughing. He simply
stands and watches her, alarmed at this fit but not knowing
what to do.
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“Do you want me to fetch one of the ladies?”
He is on speaking terms with the Edinburgh women now,
on account of Agnes. They take a kind interest in the
mother and baby and Mary and Young James, and think
that the old father is comical. They are also amused by
Andrew and Walter, who seem to them so bashful.
The coughing girl is shaking her curly head violently.
“I don’t want them,” she says, when she can gasp the words
out. “I have never told anybody that you come here. So you
mustn’t tell anybody about me.”
“Well, you are here by rights.”
She shakes her head again and gestures for him to wait till
she can speak more easily.
“I mean that you saw me skipping. My father hid my
skipping rope but I found where he hid it.”
“It isn’t the Sabbath,” Walter says reasonably. “So what is
wrong with you skipping?”
“How do I know?” she says, regaining her saucy tone.
“Perhaps he thinks I am too old for it. Will you swear not
to tell anyone?”
What a queer, self-important little thing she is, Walter
thinks. She speaks only of her father, so he thinks it likely
that she has no brothers or sisters and—like himself—no
mother. That condition has probably made her both spoiled
and lonely.
The girl—her name is Nettie—becomes a frequent visitor
when Walter tries to write in his book. She always says that
she does not want to disturb him, but after keeping
ostentatiously quiet for about five minutes she interrupts
him with some question about his life or a bit of
information about hers. It is true that she is motherless and
an only child. She has never even been to school. She talks
most about her pets—those dead and those living at her
house in Edinburgh—and a woman named Miss Anderson,
who used to travel with her and teach her. It seems that she
was glad to see the back of this woman, and surely Miss
Anderson, too, was glad to depart, after all the tricks that
were played on her—the live frog in her boot and the
woollen but lifelike mouse in her bed.
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Nettie has been back and forth to America three times. Her
father is a wine merchant whose business takes him to
Montreal.
She wants to know all about how Walter and his people
live. Her questions are, by country standards, quite
impertinent. But Walter does not really mind. In his own
family he has never been in a position that allowed him to
instruct or teach or tease anybody younger than himself,
and it gives him pleasure.
What does Walter’s family have for supper when they are
at home? How do they sleep? Are animals kept in the
house? Do the sheep have names, and what are the
sheepdogs’ names, and can you make pets of them? What
is the arrangement of the scholars in the schoolroom? Are
the teachers cruel? What do some of his words mean that
she does not understand, and do all the people where he is
from talk like him?
“Oh, aye,” Walter says. “Even His Majesty the Duke does.
The Duke of Buccleuch.”
She laughs and freely pounds her little fist on his shoulder.
“Now you are teasing me. I know it. I know that Dukes are
not called Your Majesty. They are not.”
One day she arrives with paper and drawing pencils. She
says that she has brought them to keep herself busy, so she
will not be a nuisance to him. She offers to teach him to
draw, if he wants to learn. But his attempts make her laugh,
and he deliberately does worse and worse, till she laughs so
hard she has one of her coughing fits. Then she says that
she will do some drawings in the back of his notebook, so
that he will have them to remember the voyage by. She
draws the sails up above and a hen that has somehow
escaped its cage and is trying to travel like a seabird over
the water. She sketches from memory her dog that died.
And she makes a picture of the icebergs she saw, higher
than houses, on one of her past voyages with her father.
The setting sun shone through these icebergs and made
them look—she says—like castles of gold. Rose-colored
and gold.
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Everything that she has drawn, including the icebergs, has a
look that is both guileless and mocking, peculiarly
expressive of herself.
“The other day I was telling you about that Will O’Phaup
that was my grandfather, but there was more to him than I
told you. I did not tell you that he was the last man in
Scotland to speak to the fairies. It is certain that I have
never heard of any other, in his time or later.”
Walter is sitting around a corner, near some sailors who are
mending the torn sails, but by the sounds that are made
throughout the story he can guess that the out-of-sight
audience is mostly women.
There is one tall well-dressed man—a cabin passenger,
certainly—who has paused to listen within Walter’s view.
There is a figure close to this man’s other side, and at one
moment in the tale this figure peeps around to look at
Walter and he sees that it is Nettie. She seems about to
laugh, but she puts a finger to her lips as if warning
herself—and Walter—to keep silent.
The man must, of course, be her father. The two of them
stand there listening quietly till the tale is over. Then the
man turns and speaks directly, in a familiar yet courteous
way, to Walter. “Are you writing down what you can make
of this?” the man asks, nodding at Walter’s notebook.
Walter is alarmed, not knowing what to say. But Nettie
looks at him with calming reassurance, then drops her eyes
and waits beside her father as a demure little miss should.
“I am writing a journal of the voyage,” Walter says stiffly.
“Now, that is interesting. That is an interesting fact,
because I, too, am keeping a journal of this voyage. I
wonder if we find the same things worth writing of.”
“I only write what happens,” Walter says, wanting to make
clear that this is a job for him and not an idle pleasure. Still,
he feels that some further justification is called for. “I am
writing to keep track of every day so that at the end of the
voyage I can send a letter home.”
The man’s voice is smoother and his manner gentler than
any address Walter is used to. He wonders if he is being
made sport of in some way. Or if Nettie’s father is the sort
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of person who strikes up an acquaintance in the hope of
getting hold of your money for some worthless investment.
Not that Walter’s looks or dress would mark him out as a
likely prospect.
“So you do not describe what you see? Only what, as you
say, is happening?”
Walter is about to say no, and then yes. For he has just
thought, if he writes that there is a rough wind, is that not
describing? You do not know where you are with this kind
of person.
“You are not writing about what we have just heard?”
“No.”
“It might be worth it. There are people who go around now
prying into every part of Scotland and writing down
whatever these old country folk have to say. They think
that the old songs and stories are disappearing and that they
are worth recording. I don’t know about that—it isn’t my
business. But I would not be surprised if the people who
have written it all down will find that it was worth their
trouble—I mean to say, there will be money in it.”
Nettie speaks up unexpectedly.
“Oh, hush, Father. The old fellow is starting again.”
This is not what any daughter would say to her father in
Walter’s experience, but the man seems ready to laugh,
looking down at her fondly.
And indeed Old James’s voice has been going this little
while, breaking in determinedly and reproachfully on those
of his audience who might have thought it was time for
their own conversations.
“And still another time, but in the long days in the summer,
out on the hills late in the day but before it was well dark . .
.”
Walter has heard the stories his father is spouting, and
others like them, all his life, but the odd thing is that until
they came on board this ship he had never heard them from
his father. The father he knew until a short while ago
would, he is certain, have had no use for them.
“This is a terrible place we live in,” his father used to say.
“The people is all full of nonsense and bad habits, and even
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our sheep’s wool is so coarse you cannot sell it. The roads
are so bad a horse cannot go more than four miles an hour.
And for plowing here they use the spade or the old Scotch
plow, though there has been a better plow in other places
for fifty years. ‘Oh, aye, aye,’ they say when you ask them.
‘Oh, aye, but it’s too steep hereabouts, the land is too
heavy.’
“To be born in the Ettrick is to be born in a backward
place,” he would say, “where the people is all believing in
old stories and seeing ghosts, and I tell you it is a curse to
be born in the Ettrick.”
And very likely that would lead him on to the subject of
America, where all the blessings of modern invention were
put to eager use and the people could never stop improving
the world around them.
But hearken at him now.
“You must come up and talk to us on the deck above,”
Nettie’s father says to Walter when Old James has finished
his story. “I have business to think about and I am not
much company for my daughter. She is forbidden to run
around, because she is not quite recovered from the cold
she had in the winter, but she is fond of sitting and talking.”
“I don’t believe it is the rule for me to go there,” Walter
says, in some confusion.
“No, no, that is no matter. My girl is lonely. She likes to
read and draw, but she likes company, too. She could show
you how to draw, if you like. That would add to your
journal.”
So they sit out in the open and draw and write. Or she reads
aloud to him from her favorite book, which is “The Scottish
Chiefs.” He already knows the story—who does not know
about William Wallace?—but she reads smoothly and at
just the proper speed and makes some things solemn and
others terrifying and others comical, so that soon he is as
much in thrall to the book as she is. Even though, as she
says, she has read it twelve times already.
He understands a little better now why she has so many
questions to ask him. He and his folk remind her of the
people in her book, such people as there were out on the
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hills and in the valleys in the olden times. What would she
think if she knew that the old fellow, the old tale-spinner
spouting all over the boat and penning people up to listen
as if they were sheep—what would she think if she knew
that he was Walter’s father?
She would be delighted, probably, more curious about
Walter’s family than ever. She would not look down on
them, except in a way that she could not help or recognize.
We came on the fishing bank of Newfoundland on the 12th
of July and on the 19th we saw land and it was a joyful
sight to us. It was a part of Newfoundland. We sailed
between Newfoundland and St. Paul’s Island and having a
fair wind both the 18th and the 19th we found ourselves in
the river on the morning of the 20th and within sight of the
mainland of North America. We were awakened at about 1
o’clock in the morning and I think every passenger was out
of bed at 4 o’clock gazing at the land, it being wholly
covered with wood and quite a new sight to us. It was a
part of Nova Scotia and a beautiful hilly country.
This is the day of wonders. The land is covered with trees
like a head with hair and behind the ship the sun rises,
tipping the top trees with light. The sky is clear and shining
as a china plate and the water playfully ruffled with wind.
Every wisp of fog has gone and the air is full of the
resinous smell of the trees. Seabirds are flashing above the
sails all golden like creatures of Heaven, but the sailors fire
a few shots to keep them from the rigging.
Mary holds Young James up so that he may always
remember this first sight of the continent that will be his
home. She tells him the name of this land—Nova Scotia.
“It means New Scotland,” she says.
Agnes hears her. “Then why doesn’t it say so?”
Mary says, “It’s Latin, I think.”
Agnes snorts with impatience. The baby was woken early
by all the hubbub and celebration, and now she is
miserable, wanting to be on the breast all the time, wailing
whenever Agnes tries to take her off. Young James,
observing all this closely, makes an attempt to get on the
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other breast, and Agnes bats him off so hard that he
staggers.
“Suckie-laddie,” Agnes calls him. He yelps a bit, then
crawls around behind her and pinches the baby’s toes.
Another whack.
“You’re a rotten egg, you are,” his mother says.
“Somebody’s been spoiling you till you think you’re the
Laird’s arse.”
Agnes’s roused voice always makes Mary feel as if she
were about to catch a blow herself.
Old James is sitting with them on the deck, but pays no
attention to this domestic unrest.
“Will you come and look at the country, Father?” Mary
says uncertainly. “You can have a better view from the
rail.”
“I can see it well enough,” Old James says. Nothing in his
voice suggests that the revelations around them are
pleasing to him.
“Ettrick was covered with trees in the old days,” he says.
“The monks had it first and after that it was the Royal
Forest. It was the King’s forest. Beech trees, oak trees,
rowan trees.”
“As many trees as this?” Mary says, made bolder than
usual by the novel splendors of the day.
“Better trees. Older. It was famous all over Scotland. The
Royal Forest of Ettrick.”
“And Nova Scotia is where our brother James is,” Mary
continues.
“He may be or he may not. It would be easy to die here and
nobody know you were dead. Wild animals could have
eaten him.”
Mary wonders how her father can talk in this way, about
how wild animals could have eaten his own son. Is that
how the sorrows of the years take hold of you—turning
your heart of flesh to a heart of stone, as it says in the old
song? And if it is so, how carelessly and disdainfully might
he talk about her, who never meant to him a fraction of
what the boys did?
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Somebody has brought a fiddle onto the deck and is tuning
up to play. The people who have been hanging on to the
rail and pointing out to one another what they can all see on
their own—likewise repeating the name that by now
everyone knows, Nova Scotia—are distracted by these
sounds and begin to call for dancing. Dancing, at seven
o’clock in the morning.
Andrew comes up from below, bearing their supply of
water. He stands and watches for a little, then surprises
Mary by asking her to dance.
“Who will look after the boy?” Agnes says immediately. “I
am not going to get up and chase him.” She is fond of
dancing, but is prevented now not only by the nursing baby
but by the soreness of the parts of her body that were so
battered in the birth.
Mary is already refusing, saying she cannot go, but Andrew
says, “We will put him on the tether.”
“No. No,” Mary says. “I’ve no need to dance.” She
believes that Andrew has taken pity on her, remembering
how she used to be left on the sidelines in school games
and at the dancing, though she can actually run and dance
perfectly well. Andrew is the only one of her brothers
capable of such consideration, but she would almost rather
he behaved like the others and left her ignored as she has
always been. Pity galls her.
Young James begins to complain loudly, having recognized
the word “tether.”
“You be still,” his father says. “Be still or I’ll clout you.”
Then Old James surprises them all by turning his attention
to his grandson.
“You. Young lad. You sit by me.”
“Oh, he will not sit,” Mary says. “He will run off and then
you cannot chase him, Father. I will stay.”
“He will sit,” Old James says.
“Well, settle it,” Agnes says to Mary. “Go or stay.”
Young James looks from one to the other, cautiously
snuffling.
“Does he not know even the simplest word?” his
grandfather says. “Sit. Lad. Here.”
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Young James lowers himself, reluctantly, to the spot
indicated.
“Now go,” Old James says to Mary. And all in confusion,
on the verge of tears, she is led away.
People are dancing not just in the figure of the reel but
quite outside of it, all over the deck. They are grabbing
anyone at all and twirling around. They are even grabbing
some of the sailors, if they can get hold of them. Men
dance with women, men dance with men, women dance
with women, children dance with one another or all alone
and without any idea of the steps, getting in the way—but
everybody is in everybody’s way already and it is no
matter.
Mary has caught hands with Andrew and is swung around
by him, then passed on to others, who bend to her and fling
her undersized body about. She dances down at the level of
the children, though she is less bold and carefree. In the
thick of so many bodies she is helpless, she cannot pause—
she has to stamp and wheel to the music or be knocked
down.
“Now, you listen and I will tell you,” Old James says.
“This old man, Will O’Phaup, my grandfather—he was my
grandfather as I am yours—Will O’Phaup was sitting
outside his house in the evening, resting himself. It was
mild summer weather. All alone, he was. And there was
three little lads hardly bigger than you are yourself, they
came around the corner of Will’s house. They told him
good evening. ‘Good evening to you, Will O’Phaup,’ they
says. ‘Well, good evening to you, lads. What can I do for
you?’ ‘Can you give us a bed for the night or a place to lie
down?’ they says. And ‘Aye,’ he says. ‘Aye, I’m thinking
three bits of lads like yourselves should not be so hard to
find room for.’ And he goes into the house with them
following and they says, ‘And by the bye, could you give
us the key, too, the big silver key that you had of us?’ Well,
Will looks around, and he looks for the key, till he thinks to
himself, What key was that? For he knew he never had
such a thing in his life. Big key or silver key, he never had
it. ‘What key are you talking about?’ And turns himself
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around and they are not there. Goes out of the house, all
around the house, looks to the road. No trace of them.
Looks to the hills. No trace. Then Will knew it. They was
no lads at all. Ah, no. They was no lads at all.”
James has not made any sound. At his back is the thick and
noisy wall of dancers, to the side his mother, with the small
clawing beast that bites into her body. And in front of him
is the old man with his rumbling voice, insistent but
remote, and his blast of bitter breath.
It is the child’s first conscious encounter with someone as
perfectly self-centered as he is.
He is barely able to focus his intelligence, to show himself
not quite defeated. “Key,” he says. “Key?”
Agnes, watching the dancing, catches sight of Andrew, red
in the face and heavy on his feet, linked arm to arm with
various jovial women. There is not one girl whose looks or
dancing gives Agnes any worries. Andrew never gives her
any worries, anyway. She sees Mary tossed around, with
even a flush of color in her cheeks—though she is too shy,
and too short, to look anybody in the face. She sees the
nearly toothless witch of a woman who birthed a child a
week after her own, dancing with her hollow-cheeked man.
No sore parts for her. She must have dropped the child as
slick as if it were a rat, then given it to one or the other of
her weedy-looking daughters to mind.
She sees Mr. Suter, the surgeon, out of breath, pulling away
from a woman who would grab him, ducking through the
dance and coming to greet her.
She wishes he would not. Now he will see who her fatherin-law is; he may have to listen to the old fool’s gabble. He
will get a look at their drab, and now not even clean,
country clothes. He will see her for what she is.
“So here you are,” he says. “Here you are with your
treasure.”
It is not a word that Agnes has ever heard used to refer to a
child. It seems as if he is talking to her in the way he might
talk to a person of his own acquaintance, some sort of a
lady, not as a doctor talks to a patient. Such behavior
embarrasses her and she does not know how to answer.
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“Your baby is well?” he says, taking a more down-to-earth
tack. He is still catching his breath from the dancing, and
his face is covered with a fine sweat.
“Aye.”
“And you yourself? You have your strength again?”
She shrugs very slightly, so as not to shake the child off the
nipple.
“You have a fine color, anyway. That is a good sign.”
He asks then if she will permit him to sit and talk to her for
a few moments, and once more she is confused by his
formality but tells him that he may do as he likes.
Her father-in-law gives the surgeon—and her as well—a
despising glance, but Mr. Suter does not notice it, perhaps
does not even realize that the old man and the fair-haired
boy who sits straight-backed facing the old man have
anything to do with her.
“What will you do in Canada West?” he asks.
It seems to her the silliest question. She shakes her head—
what can she say? She will wash and sew and cook and
almost certainly suckle more children. Where that will be
does not much matter. It will be in a house, and not a fine
one.
She knows now that this man likes her, and in what way.
She remembers his fingers on her skin. What harm can
happen, though, to a woman with a baby at her breast? She
feels stirred to show him a bit of friendliness.
“What will you do?” she says.
He smiles and says that he supposes he will go on doing
what he has been trained to do, and that the people in
America—so he has heard—are in need of doctors and
surgeons, just like other people in the world.
“But I do not intend to get walled up in some city. I’d like
to get as far as the Mississippi River, at least. Everything
beyond the Mississippi used to belong to France, you
know, but now it belongs to America and it is wide open—
anybody can go there, except that you may run into the
Indians. I would not mind that, either. Where there is
fighting with the Indians, there’ll be all the more need for a
surgeon.”
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She does not know anything about this Mississippi River
but she knows that Mr. Suter does not look like a fighting
man himself—he does not look as if he could stand up in a
quarrel with the brawling lads of Hawick, let alone red
Indians.
Two dancers swing so close to them as to put a wind into
their faces. It is a young girl, a child, really, whose skirts
fly out—and who should she be dancing with but Agnes’s
brother-in-law Walter. Walter makes some sort of silly bow
to Agnes and the surgeon and his father, and the girl pushes
him and turns him around and he laughs at her. She is
dressed like a young lady, with bows in her hair. Her face
is lit up with enjoyment, her cheeks are glowing like
lanterns, and she treats Walter with great familiarity, as if
she had got hold of a large toy.
“No. He is my husband’s brother.”
The girl is laughing quite helplessly, as she and Walter—
through her heedlessness—have almost knocked down
another couple in the dance. She is not able to stand up for
laughing, and Walter has to support her. Then it appears
that she is not laughing but coughing. Walter is holding her
against himself, half carrying her to the rail.
“That lad is your friend?” Mr. Suter says.
“There is one lass that will never have a child to her
breast,” Mr. Suter says, his eyes flitting to the sucking child
before resting again on the girl. “I doubt if she will live
long enough to see much of America. Does she not have
anyone to look after her? She should not have been allowed
to dance.”
He stands up so that he can keep the girl in view as Walter
holds her by the rail.
“There, she has stopped,” he says. “No hemorrhaging. At
least not this time.”
Agnes can see that he takes a satisfaction in the verdict he
has passed on this girl. And it occurs to her that this must
be because of some condition of his own—that he must be
thinking that he is not so bad off by comparison.
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There is a cry at the rail, nothing to do with the girl and
Walter. Another cry, and many people break off dancing
and rush to look at the water. Mr. Suter rises and goes a
few steps in that direction, following the crowd, then turns
back.
“A whale,” he says. “They are saying there is a whale to be
seen off the side.”
“You stay here!” Agnes shouts in an angry voice, and he
turns to her in surprise. But he sees that her words are
meant for Young James, who is on his feet.
“This is your lad, then?” Mr. Suter exclaims, as if he had
made a remarkable discovery. “May I carry him over to
have a look?”
And that is how Mary—happening to raise her face in the
crush of passengers—beholds Young James, much amazed,
being carried across the deck in the arms of a hurrying
stranger, a pale and determined dark-haired man who is
surely a foreigner. A child stealer, or child murderer,
heading for the rail.
She gives so wild a shriek that anybody would think she
was in the Devil’s clutches herself, and people make way
for her as they would for a mad dog.
“Stop, thief! Stop, thief!” she is crying. “Take the boy from
him. Catch him. James! James! Jump down!”
She flings herself forward and grabs the child’s ankles,
yanking him so that he howls in fear and outrage. The man
bearing him nearly topples over but doesn’t give him up.
He holds on and pushes at Mary with his foot.
“Take her arms,” he shouts to those around them. He is
short of breath. “She is in a fit.”
Andrew has pushed his way in, through people who are still
dancing and people who have stopped to watch the drama.
He manages somehow to get hold of Mary and Young
James and to make clear that one is his son and the other
his sister and that it is not a question of fits.
All is shortly explained with courtesies and apologies from
Mr. Suter.
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“I had just stopped for a few minutes’ talk with your wife,
to ask her if she was well,” the surgeon says. “I did not take
time to bid her goodbye, so you must do it for me.”
Mary remains unconvinced by the surgeon’s story. Of
course he would have to say to Agnes that he was taking
the child to look at the whale. But that does not make it the
truth. Whenever the picture of that devilish man carrying
Young James flashes through her mind, and she feels in her
chest the power of her own cry, she is astonished and
happy. It is still her belief that she has saved him.
We were becalmed the 21st and 22nd but we had rather
more wind the 23rd but in the afternoon were all alarmed
by a squall of wind accompanied by thunder and lightning
which was very terrible and we had one of our mainsails
that had just been mended torn to rags again with the wind.
The squall lasted about 8 or 10 minutes and the 24th we
had a fair wind which sent us a good way up the River,
where it be came more strait so that we saw land on both
sides of the River. But we becalmed again till the 31st
when we had a breeze only two hours.
Nettie’s father’s name is Mr. Carbert. Sometimes he sits
and listens to Nettie read or talks to Walter. The day after
the dancing, when many people are in a bad humor from
exhaustion and some from drinking whiskey, and hardly
anybody bothers to look at the shore, he seeks Walter out to
talk to him.
“Nettie is so taken with you,” he says, “that she has got the
idea that you must come along with us to Montreal.”
He gives an apologetic laugh, and Walter laughs, too.
“Then she must think that Montreal is in Canada West,”
Walter says.
“No. No. I am not making a joke. I looked out for you on
purpose when she was not with me. You are a fine
companion for her and it makes her happy to be with you.
And I can see that you are an intelligent lad and a prudent
one and one who would do well in my office.”
“I am with my father and my brother,” Walter says, so
startled that his voice has a youthful yelp in it. “We are
going to get land.”
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“Well, then. You are not the only son your father has.
There may not be enough good land for all of you. And you
may not always want to be a farmer.”
Walter tells himself that this is true.
“My daughter, now, how old do you think she is?”
Walter cannot think. He shakes his head.
“She is fourteen, nearly fifteen,” Nettie’s father says. “You
would not think so, would you? But it does not matter—
that is not what I am talking about. Not about you and
Nettie, anything in years to come. You understand that?
There is no question of years to come. But I would like for
you to come with us and let her be the child that she is and
make her happy now with your company. Then I would
naturally want to repay you, and there would also be work
for you in the office, and if all went well you could count
on advancement.”
Both of them at this point notice that Nettie is coming
toward them. She sticks out her tongue at Walter, so
quickly that her father apparently does not notice.
“No more now. Think about it and pick your time to tell
me,” her father says. “But sooner rather than later would be
best.”
Walter does not take long to make up his mind. He knows
enough to thank Mr. Carbert, but says that he has not
thought of working in an office, or at any indoor job. He
means to work with his family until they are set up with
land to farm and then when they do not need his help so
much he thinks of being a trader to the Indians, a sort of
explorer. Or a miner for gold.
“As you will,” Mr. Carbert says. They walk several steps
together, side by side. “I must say I had thought you were
rather more serious than that. Fortunately, I said nothing to
Nettie.”
But Nettie has not been fooled as to the subject of their
talks together. She pesters her father until he has to let her
know how things have gone and then she seeks out Walter.
“I will not talk to you anymore from now on,” she says, in
a more grownup voice than he has ever heard from her. “It
is not because I am angry but just because if I go on talking
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to you I will have to think all the time about how soon I’ll
be saying goodbye to you. But if I stop now I will have
already said goodbye, so it will all be over sooner.”
She spends the time that is left walking sedately with her
father, in her finest clothes.
Walter feels sorry to see her—in these fine cloaks and
bonnets she looks more of a child than ever, and her show
of haughtiness is touching—but there is so much for him to
pay attention to that he seldom thinks of her when she is
out of sight.
Years will pass before she will reappear in his mind. But
when she does he will find that she is a source of
happiness, available to him till the day he dies. Sometimes
he will even entertain himself with thoughts of what might
have happened had he taken up the offer. He will imagine a
radiant recovery, Nettie’s acquiring a tall and maidenly
body, their life together. Such foolish thoughts as a man
may have in secret.
Several boats from the land came alongside of us with fish,
rum, live sheep, tobacco, etc. which they sold very high to
the passengers. The 1st of August we had a slight breeze
and on the morning of the 2nd we passed by the Isle of
Orleans and about six in the morning we were in sight of
Quebec in as good health I think as when we left Scotland.
We are to sail for Montreal tomorrow in a steamboat.
My brother Walter in the former part of this letter has
written a large journal which I intend to sum up in a small
ledger. We have had a very prosperous voyage being
wonderfully preserved in health. We can say nothing yet
about the state of the country. There is a great number of
people landing here but wages is good. I can neither advise
nor discourage people from coming. The land is very
extensive and very thin-peopled. I think we have seen as
much land as might serve all the people in Britain
uncultivated and covered with wood. We will write you
again as soon as settled.
When Andrew has added this paragraph, Old James is
persuaded to add his signature to those of his two sons
before the letter is sealed and posted to Scotland from
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Quebec. He will write nothing else, saying, “What does it
matter to me? It cannot be my home, it can be nothing to
me but the land where I will die.”
“It will be that for all of us,” Andrew says. “But when the
time comes we will think of it more as a home.”
“Time will not be given to me to do that.”
“Are you not well, Father?”
“I am well and I am not.”
Young James is now paying occasional attention to the old
man, sometimes stopping in front of him and looking
straight into his face, with a sturdy insistence.
“He bothers me,” Old James says. “I don’t like the
boldness of him. He will go on and on and not remember a
thing of Scotland, where he was born, or the ship he
travelled on. He will get to talking another language the
way they do when they go to England, only it will be worse
than theirs. He looks at me with the kind of look that says
he knows that me and my times is all over with.”
“He will remember plenty of things,” Mary says. Since the
dancing and the incident of Mr. Suter she has grown more
forthright within the family. “And he doesn’t mean his look
to be bold,” she says. “It is just that he is interested in
everything. He understands what you say, far more than
you think. He takes everything in and he thinks about it.”
Her eyes fill with tears of enthusiasm, but the others look
down at the child with sensible reservations.
Young James stands in the midst of them—bright-eyed,
fair, and straight. Slightly preening, somewhat wary,
unnaturally solemn, as if he had indeed felt descend upon
him the burden of the future.
The adults, too, feel the astonishment of the moment. It is
as if they had been borne for these past six weeks not on a
ship but on one great wave, which has landed them with a
mighty thump on this bewildering shore. Thoughts invade
their heads, wheeling in with the gulls’ cries, their infidel
commotion.
Mary thinks that she could snatch up Young James and run
away into some part of the strange city of Quebec and find
work as a sewing woman (talk on the boat has made her
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aware that such work is in demand). Then she could bring
him up all by herself, as if she were his mother.
Andrew thinks of what it would be like to be here as a free
man, without wife or father or sister or children, without a
single burden on his back. What could he do then? He tells
himself that it is no harm, surely, it is no harm to think
about it.
Agnes has heard women on the boat say that the officers
you see in the street here are surely the best-looking men
anywhere in the world, and that they are ten or twenty
times more numerous than the women. Which must mean
that you can get what you want out of them—that is,
marriage. Marriage to a man with enough money that you
could ride in a carriage and send presents to your mother. If
you were not married already and dragged down with two
children.
Walter thinks that his brother is strong and Agnes is
strong—she can help him on the land while Mary cares for
the children. Who ever said that he should be a farmer?
When they get to Montreal he will go and attach himself to
the Hudson’s Bay Company and they will send him to the
frontier, where he will find riches as well as adventure.
Old James has sensed defection and begins to lament
openly, “How shall we sing the Lord’s song in a strange
land?”
These travellers lie buried—all but one of them—in the
graveyard of Boston Church, in Esquesing, in Halton
County, Ontario, almost within sight, and well within
sound, of Highway 401, which at that spot, just a few miles
from Toronto, may be the busiest road in Canada.
Old James is here. And Andrew and Agnes. Nearby is the
grave of Mary, married after all and buried beside Robert
Murray, her husband. Women were scarce and so were
prized in the new country. She and Robert did not have any
children together, but after Mary’s early death he married
another woman and with her he had four sons who lie here,
dead at the ages of two, and three, and four, and thirteen.
The second wife is here, too. Her stone says “Mother.”
Mary’s says “Wife.”
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Agnes is here, having survived the births of many children.
In a letter to Scotland, telling of the death of Old James in
1829 (a cancer, not much pain until near the end, though “it
eat away a great part of his cheek and jaw”), Andrew
mentions that his wife has been feeling poorly for the past
three years. This may be a roundabout way of saying that
during those years she bore her sixth, seventh, and eighth
children. She must have recovered her health, for she lived
into her eighties.
Andrew seems to have prospered, though he spread himself
less than Walter, who married an American girl from
Montgomery County, in New York State. Eighteen when
she married him, thirty-three when she died after the birth
of her ninth child. Walter did not marry again, but farmed
successfully, educated his sons, speculated in land, and
wrote letters to the government complaining about his
taxes. He was able, before he died, to take a trip back to
Scotland, where he had himself photographed wearing a
plaid and holding a bouquet of thistles.
On the stone commemorating Andrew and Agnes there
appears also the name of their daughter Isabel, who, like
her mother, died an old woman.
Born at Sea.
Here, too, is the name of Andrew and Agnes’s firstborn
child, Isabel’s elder brother
Young James was dead within a month of the family’s
landing at Quebec. His name is here, but surely he cannot
be. They had not yet taken up their land when he died; they
had not even seen this place. He may have been buried
somewhere along the way from Montreal to York or in that
hectic new town itself. Perhaps in a raw temporary burying
ground now paved over, perhaps without a stone in a
churchyard, where other bodies would someday be laid on
top of his. Dead of some mishap in the busy streets, or of a
fever, or dysentery, or any of the ailments, the accidents,
that were the common destroyers of little children in his
time. ♦
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 گيل آوايی:برگردان فارسی
٢٠١٢سپتامبر
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آمندسن

٢٢٦

اليس مونرو
بيست و ھفتم آگوست ٢٠١٢

 Amundsen 226در اين داستان اسم آسايشگاه/اموزشگاه است و نيز
اسم مدرسه ای در امريکای شمالی) شيکاگو( می باشد
 San 227اسم محل است
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روي ﻧﻴﻤﻜﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻢ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪم .وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻗﻄﺎر رﺳﻴﺪ ،اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﺑﺎز ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .زن
دﻳﮕﺮي در اﻧﺘﻬﺎي ﻧﻴﻤﻜﺖ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ و ﻣﻴﺎن ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺳﺎﻛﻲ ﭘـﺮ
از ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه در ﻛﺎﻏﺬ روﻏﻨﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﮔﻮﺷﺖ –
ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺧﺎم .ﺑﻮي آن را ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
در ﻃﻮل راه آﻫﻦ ﻗﻄﺎر ﺑﺮﻗﻲ ﺧﺎﻟﻲ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ دﻳﮕﺮي ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﻧﺸﺪ و ﭘـﺲ از ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ اي رﺋـﻴﺲ
اﻳــﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﺳــﺮ از ﭘﻨﺠــﺮه اﻳــﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﺑﻴــﺮون آورد و ﺻــﺪا زد"
ﺳﺎن "227ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم او" ،ﺳﺎم" ،اﺳﻢ ﻣﺮدي را داﺷﺖ
ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ زد .و ﻣﺮد دﻳﮕﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻲ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس اداري ﺑـﻪ
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ﻣﻨﻈﻮر در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻋﻴﻦ ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﺷﺪه ﻳﻌﻨـﻲ

ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ.م( درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ ﺷـﻤﺮدﻧﺪ و درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻨـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻢ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ راﻧﻨﺪه ﮔﻔﺘﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ او ﻫﻨـﻮز ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺮود .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻳﺎدآوري ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﻢ
اﺳﺖ ﺗﻤـﺎم روز ﻧﺒـﻮده اﺳـﺖ .ﻗﻄـﺎر اﺳـﺘﺎرت ﻛـﺮد ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ
ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ آﻳﺎ راﻧﻨﺪه ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﮔﻮش داده ﺑﻮد ﻳـﺎ
اﺻﻼ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﺪاده ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺮدان در ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻮب ﺑﺮي در ﺟﻨﮕـﻞ ﭘﻴـﺎده ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ-
ﭼﻨﺪان دور ﻧﺒﻮده اﺳﺖ .ﻛﻤﺘﺮ از ده دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﭘﻴﺎده راه ﺑﻮد – و
ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ در ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز ﻗﺮار ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ ﻛـﻪ از
ﺑﺮف ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﭼـﻮﺑﻲِ دراز در ﺟﻠـﻮي درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ
ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﺎن زن ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮد و اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ
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ﺗﻦ داﺷﺖ از اﻧﺘﻬﺎي ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه آﻣـﺪ .او از روي ﺧـﻂ
راه آﻫﻦ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ و ﺳﻮار ﻗﻄﺎر ﺑﺮﻗﻲ ﺷﺪ .زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎك ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ
ﻫﺎ را داﺷﺖ ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ؛ دﻧﺒﺎل او رﻓﺖ .و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛـﺎر
را ﻛﺮدم .ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪاي زﻳﺎدي در ﻃﻮل ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺷـﺪ و
درﻫﺎي ﺗﻚ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎنِ ﺑﺎ ﺳﻘﻒ ﭘﻬﻦ ،ﺑﺎز ﺷﺪ و ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﭼﻨـﺪ
ﻣﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻼه ﻫﺎ روي ﺳﺮﺷﺎن ﻓﺸﺮده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و ﻧﻬﺎرﺧﻮري
ﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ راﻧﻬﺎﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد ،ﻛﻢ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﺳﺮوﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ
داﺷﺘﻨﺪ راه ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﻗﻄـﺎرﺑﺮﻗﻲ ﻛـﻪ
داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﻫﺮ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد آﻧﻬﺎ را زﻳﺮ ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد .اﻣـﺎ
وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺳﻮار ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻫﻴﭻ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﻧﻴﺎﻓﺘﺎد .ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ)
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دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ ﻛﺮدم .راﻧﻨﺪه دوﺑـﺎره ﺻـﺪا زد ":ﺳـﺎن" و درﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺎز
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﭼﻨﺪ زن ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺳﻮار ﺷﺪن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻪ زﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮد داﺷـﺖ ،ﺳـﻼم ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ و او ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ روز
ﺑﻴﻬﻮده 228اي ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﻤﻪ از ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮ زن ﺑﺎ ﮔﻮﺷـﺖ ﭘﻴـﺎده
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم ،ﺧﻮدداري ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
درﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺟﻔﺖ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ و ﻗﻄﺎر ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ ﻧﻤﻮد.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﻜﻮت ،ﻫﻮا ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﺦ ﺑﻮد .درﺧﺘﺎنِ ﺷـﻜﻨﻨﺪه ﺗـﻮس ﺑـﺎ
ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﺎه ﺑﺮ ﭘﻮﺳـﺖ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ﺷـﺎن و ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ،
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺳﺒﺰ ﻧﺎﻣﻨﻈﻢ ،ﺟﻤﻊ ﺷﺪه ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﺮﺳـﻬﺎي در ﺧـﻮاب.
درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻳﺦ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻮار اﻣﺎ در ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﭘﺸﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ
اﻣﻮاج ﺑﻪ ﮔـﺎه ﻓـﺮو اﻓﺘـﺎدن ﻳـﺦ زده ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ .و ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺑـﺎ
ردﻳﻔﻬﺎي ﺳﻨﺠﻴﺪة ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻫﺎ و ﻫﺮ ﻟﺒﻪ اﻧﺘﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ ﺷـﺪه.
ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺗﻴﺮه رﻧﮓ و ﺷﻤﺎﻟﻲ .ﺳﻴﺎه و ﺳﻔﻴﺪ زﻳﺮ ﮔﻨﺒﺪ اﺑﺮﻫـﺎ.
ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﻜﻮن ﭼﻨﺎن اﻓﺴﻮن ﮔﺴﺘﺮده.
اﻣﺎ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ درﺧﺖ ﺗﻮسِ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل ﻧـﻪ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ،وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻧﺰدﻳــﻚ ﻣــﻲ ﺷــﺪي .زرد ﺧﺎﻛــﺴﺘﺮي آﺑــﻲ ﺧﺎﻛــﺴﺘﺮي.
ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي.
زنِ ﺑﺎ ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ زد :ﻛﺠﺎ داري ﻣﻲ روي؟ وﻗﺖ ﻣﻼﻗﺎت
ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﺳﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد"
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"ﻣــﻦ ﻣﻼﻗــﺎﺗﻲ ﻧﻴــﺴﺘﻢ " .ﮔﻔــﺘﻢ " .ﻣــﻦ آﻣﻮزﮔــﺎر ﺟﺪﻳــﺪ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺮا از درِ ﺟﻠﻮ راه ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ"ﻫﻤـﺎن
زن ﺑﺎ اﻧﺪازه اي از رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻣـﻦ ﺑﻴـﺎﻳﻲ.
ﭼﻤﺪاﻧﻲ ﻧﺪاري؟"
رﺋﻴﺲ اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﺪا آن را ﻣﻲ آورد"
" آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ آﻧﺠﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎدي ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪه اي".
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد) ﺑﻮدم –م( ،ﭼﻮن آﻧﺠﺎ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ زﻳﺒـﺎ
ﺑﻮد.
" ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻛﻤﺘﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ
ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر".
ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ در اﻧﺘﻬﺎي ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن وارد
اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺪﻳﻢ .ﻓﺮﺻﺘﻲ دﺳﺖ ﻧـﺪاد ﻛـﻪ اﻃـﺮاف را ﺑﻨﮕـﺮم.
ﭼﻮن ﺑﻪ ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
" ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ اﻧﻬـﺎ را در آوري ﭘـﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺟـﺎي ﭘـﺎ
ﺑﮕﺬارﻧﺪ".
ﺑﺎ ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦِ ﺑﺎﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﻫـﺎ  -ﺻـﻨﺪ ﻟـﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ روﻳـﺶ
ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻢ -آﻧﻬﺎ را در آوردم و روي ﺗﺸﻚ ﺟﺎﻛﻔﺸﻲ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ زن
ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ.
" آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮدار و ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدت ﺑﻴـﺎور .ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺗـﺮا ﻛﺠـﺎ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﺖ ﺧﻮدت را ﻫﻢ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري .ﮔﺮﻣﺎﻳﺸﻲ در رﺧﺘﻜﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ"
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ﺑﻲ ﮔﺮﻣﺎﻳﺶ .ﺑﻲ روﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ .ﺑﺠﺰ ﻧﻮري ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺮﺳﻢ .ﺟﻮري ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ اﻧﮕـﺎر در ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
ﺗﻨﺒﻴﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﻜﻦ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎده ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻫﻤﺎن
ﺑﻮي زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺧﺸﻚ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﭼﻜﻤـﻪ
ﻫﺎي ﺧﻴﺲ از ﺟﻮراﺑﻬﺎي ﻛﺜﻴﻒ ،ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ .
روي ﻧﻴﻤﻜﺖ رﻓﺘﻢ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻴـﺮون را ﺑﺒﻴـﻨﻢ.
روي ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻛﻼﻫﻬﺎ و ﺷﺎﻟﻬﺎ آوﻳﺰان ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﻛﻴـﺴﻪ
اي ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻘﺪاري اﻧﺠﻴﺮ و ﺧﺮﻣﺎ در ان ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ را دزدﻳﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و آﻧﻬﺎ را اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﺎﺷﺪﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺒﺮد .ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ ام ﺷﺪ .از ﺻـﺒﺢ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﺨﻮردم .ﺑﺠﺰ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ ﭘﻨﻴـﺮ ﺧـﺸﻚ ﻛـﻪ در اوﻧﺘـﺎرﻳﻮ
ﻧﻮرﺛﻠﻨﺪ 229ﺧﻮردم .ﺑﻠﺤﺎظ اﺧﻼﻗﻲ آن را دزدﻳﺪنِ از ﻳﻚ دزد
ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻛﺮدم .اﻣﺎ اﻧﺠﻴﺮﻫﺎ در دﻧﺪاﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ و ﻣـﺮا ﻟـﻮ
ﻣﻲ دﻫﻨﺪ.
ﺧﻮد را ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻮﻗـﻊ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪم .ﭼـﻮن ﻳﻜـﻲ داﺷـﺖ وارد
رﺧﺘﻜﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﻧﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از دﺳـﺘﻴﺎران در آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ از دﺧﺘـﺮان
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ در ﻳـﻚ ﻛـﺖ ﺑـﺰرگ زﻣـﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﺎ ﺷـﺎﻟﻲ روي
ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ .او ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﺘﺎﺑﻲ آﻣـﺪ -ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬـﺎﻳﺶ را روي ﻧﻴﻤﻜـﺖ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ آﻧﺎن ﺷﺎﻟﻬﺎﺷـﺎن را روي زﻣـﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻨﺪ،
ﺷﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮي ﺳﺮ در آن ﮔﻴـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
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ﻛﻨﺪ .و در ﻋﻴﻦ ﺣﺎل ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻟﮕﺪ در آﻣﺪه
و روي زﻣﻴﻦ ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻇﺎﻫﺮا او را ﺑﺎز ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ
از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او را وا دارد آﻧﻬﺎ را از ﻛﻒ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮدارد.
" آه .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﺰﻧﻢ" دﺧﺘﺮ ﮔﻔـﺖ ".اﻳﻨﻘـﺪر ﻛـﻪ
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ اﺳﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ﭼﻪ
داري ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ .ﺳﺮدت ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ؟ ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﻛﺎرش ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﻮد ؟"
230
ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮم دﻛﺘﺮ ﻓﺎﻛﺲ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ"
" ﺧﻮب .زﻳﺎد ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻲ .ﻣـﻦ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺣـﺎﻻ از ﺷـﻬﺮ
آﻣﺪم .ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ؟ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟ اﮔﺮ ﻣـﺮﻳﺾ ﻫـﺴﺘﻲ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ او را در ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ".
" ﻣﻦ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر ﺟﺪﻳﺪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ"
" ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟ از ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟
"ﺑﻠﻪ"
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﺳﻜﻮت ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﺎﺷﻲ از اﺣﺘﺮام ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ .وارﺳﻲ ﻛﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد.
" واﻗﻌﺎ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﺧـﻮب اﺳـﺖ .آن ﻛـﻪ روي ﻳﻘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ ﺑـﺮاي
ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟
ﺑﺮه ﭘﺎرﺳﻲ .در واﻗﻊ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻘﻠﻴﺪ اﺳﺖ"
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﺪ ﮔﻮﻟﻢ ﺑﺰﻧﻴﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﻤﺎ را ﺑـﻪ
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎدﻧﺪ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻛﻮﻧﺖ ﻳﺦ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .ﺑﺒﺨﺸﻴﺪ .ﺷﻤﺎ ﻣـﻲ
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ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﺪ دﻛﺘﺮ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ راه را ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻤﺎ ﻧـﺸﺎن
دﻫﻢ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﻋﻤﻼ از زﻣﺎن ﺗﻮﻟـﺪم
در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻳﺴﺘﻪ ام .ﻣﺎدرم آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﻣـﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﻧـﺪ .اﺳـﻤﻢ
ﻣﺎري ﺳﺖ .اﺳﻢ ﺷﻤﺎ ﭼﻪ؟
" وﻳﻮي  .وﻳﻮي ﻳﻦ"
" اﮔﺮ ﺷﻤﺎ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر ﻫﺴﺘﻴﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻢِ ؟
231
" ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﻫﺎﻳﺪ "
" ﻫﻮاي ﺧﻮدﺗﺎن را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ ".دﺧﺘـﺮ ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﻣﺘﺎﺳـﻔﻢ
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻔﻜﺮم آﻣﺪ .دوﺳﺖ دارم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﺪ آﻣﻮزﮔـﺎر
ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﺑـﺮوم .ﻣﻘـﺮرات
اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺳﺖ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻦ ﺳﻞ ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺘﻪ ام.
از ﻣﻴﺎن در ،در اﻧﺘﻬﺎي رﺧﺘﻜﻦ ﭘﺲ از ﻳﻚ راﻫﺮوي ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻛﻒ راﻫﺮوي ﻣـﺸﻤﻊ ﺷـﺪه ،رﻧـﮓ ﺳـﺒﺰ ﻛـﺴﻞ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ،ﺑﻮي ﻣﺎدة ﺿﺪﻋﻔﻮﻧﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ،درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ راﻫﻨﻤـﺎﻳﻲ ام
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد.
232
" ﺣﺎﻻ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﻳﻴﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ردي را ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮا ﻋﻮض ﻛﻨﺪ.
رِدي ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ؟
233
" ردي ﻓﺎﻛﺲ .از ﻳﻚ ﻛﺘﺎب اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ و اﻧﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺎزه ﺷـﺮوع
ﻛﺮده اﻳﻢ دﻛﺘﺮ ﻓﺎﻛﺲ را آﻧﻄﻮر ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻴﻢ".
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" اﻧﺎﺑﻞ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ؟"
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ .او ﻣﺮده اﺳﺖ".
" آه .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ"
" ﮔﻨﺎه ﺷﻤﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻦ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﺎت اﻳﻨﺠﺎ روي ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .اﻣـﺴﺎل
ﺑﻪ دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ روم .اﻧﺎﺑﻞ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
ﺑﺮود .وﻗﺘﻲ او ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ،ردي آﻣﻮزﮔﺎري داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ اﺟﺎزه ﻣﻲ داد در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ .از اﻳﻦ رو ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺎ
او ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
ﻣﻴﺎن در ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺑﺎز اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺳﻮت زد.
" ﻫﻲ .ﻣﻦ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر را آوردم"
ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺮداﻧﻪ اي ﮔﻔﺖ؛ " ﺧـﻮب .ﻣـﺎري .ﺑـﺮاي ﻳـﻚ روزت
ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺳﺖ".
او وﻟﮕﺮداﻧﻪ دور ﺷﺪ و ﻣﺮا ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدي ﺟﺎﻧﺸﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺪي
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻗﺮﻣﺰ روﺑﺮو ﺷﻮم.
ﻣﻮﻫﺎي روﺷﻦ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺗﺮاﺷﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ،ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻧـﻮر ﻣـﺼﻨﻮﻋﻲ از
راﻫﺮو ﺑﺮق ﻣﻲ زد.
" ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎري اﺷﻨﺎ ﺷﺪه اي" آن ﻣﺮد ﮔﻔـﺖ " .ﻣـﺎري ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي
زﻳﺎدي دارد ﻛﻪ درﺑﺎه ﺧﻮدش ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .او در ﻛﻼس ﺗﻮ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫـﺪ
ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺲ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻫﺮ روز آﻧﻘﺪر راه ﺑﺮوي .ﻣﺮدم
ﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ او ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ روﻧﺪ".
او ﺑﻨﻈﺮم ده ﺗﺎ ﭘـﺎﻧﺰده ﺳـﺎل ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮ از ﻣـﻦ آﻣـﺪ و در آﻏـﺎز
ﻃﻮري ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮد ﻣـﺴﻦ ﺗـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻳـﻚ
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ﻛﺎرﻓﺮﻣﺎي ﭘﺮﻣﺸﻐﻠﻪ .در ﺑﺎره ﺳـﻔﺮم ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ ،در ﺑـﺎره ﺗﺮﺗﻴـﺐ
دادﻧﻬﺎي ﭼﻤﺪاﻧﻢ .ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻛﺮدن در ﺟﻨﮕﻞ را ﭘﺲ از ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ،ﭼﻄﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴـﻨﻢ و دوﺳـﺖ
دارم .آﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﻛﺴﻞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
"ﻧﻪ در ﻟﻴﺴﺖ ".ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﻗﺸﻨﮓ ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ – ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ در ﻳـﻚ رﻣـﺎن
روﺳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ".
ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
"واﻗﻌﺎ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟ ﻛﺪام رﻣﺎن روﺳﻲ؟"
ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او آﺑﻲ ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي روﺷﻦ ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ اﺑﺮوي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻛﻼه ﻧﻮك ﺗﻴﺰ داﺷﺖ.
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ رﻣﺎن روﺳﻲ ﻧﺨﻮاﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدم .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ را ﺗﺎ
آﺧﺮ و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ را ﻧﻴﻤـﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮدم .اﻣـﺎ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ آن اﺑـﺮو و
ﺟﺬاﺑﻴﺘﺶ ،ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻴﺎن ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻠﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﻪ اش ﺑﻮد .ﻣـﻦ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻋﻨﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ آورم اﻻ ﺟﻨﮓ و ﺻﻠﺢ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻢ آن
را ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﭼﻮن رﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورد.
" ﺟﻨﮓ و ﺻﻠﺢ"
" ﺧﻮب .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺻﻠﺢ را ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورده اﻳﻢ.
اﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻨﮓ ﺑﻮده ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ اﺷﺘﻴﺎق داري ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ
ﺗــﻮ ﺑﺎﻳــﺪ ﻳﻜــﻲ از آن وﺳــﺎﻳﻞ زﻧــﺎن را داﺷــﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷــﻲ و ﺑــﻪ
ﻛﺸﻮرﻫﺎي ﺧﺎرج ﺑﺮوي.
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ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮدم و ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه .زﻳﺮا ﻣﻦ داﺷﺘﻢ واﻗﻌﺎ ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎﻳﻲ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎﻳﻲ .ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ ﺟـﺎﻟﺒﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز روي ﻣﻦ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻴﺎن ﻛﻨﻢ.
او آﺷﻜﺎرا ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر آدم ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻃﺮح ﺳﻮال ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ دام ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ.
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻳﻚ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر زنِ ﻣﺴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي
ﺑﺎ ﭼﻮب ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،را داﺷﺘﻢ " .او ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺑﺎ ﺷﻤﺎﻳﻲ از ﭘـﻮزش
ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ".ﺗﻮ ﺑﺮاي آﻣﻮزﮔﺎري ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ ﻧﻜـﺮدي .ﻛـﺮدي؟ ﭼـﻪ
ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي داﺷﺘﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺪرك ﺑﻲ اي) 234ﺗﺤـﺼﻴﻠﻲ –م(
ات را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻲ؟"
235
ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﻣﺪرك ام اي ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺑﻪ اﺧﺘﺼﺎر ﮔﻔﺘﻢ.
" ﺧﻮب ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻓﻜﺮت را ﻋﻮض ﻛﺮد؟"
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻤﻲ ﭘﻮل ﺑﺪﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎورم"
" اﻳﺪه ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻢ ﺗﻮ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻳﺎد ﭘﻮل ﺑﺪﺳﺖ
ﻧﻴﺎوري .ﻣﺘﺎﺳﻔﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻀﻮﻟﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺸﻲ و ﻧﻴﻤﺮوز ﻣـﺎ را ﺗـﺮك ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ.
ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﺮاي ازدواج ﻛﻪ ﻧﺪاري؟"
" ﻧﻪ"
ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب .ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب .ﺣﺎﻻ ﮔﻴﺮ اﻓﺘﺎدي .دﻟﺴﺮدت ﻧﻜﺮدم.
ﻛﺮدم؟"
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مف@@اھيم معم@@ول پ@@داگوژی ) آم@@وزش – م( در اينج@@ا .برخ@@ی
از اين بچه ھا به دنيا يا سيستم باز می گردند و برخی ب@از
نم@@ی گردن@@د .بھت@@ر از اض@@طراب زي@@ادی نداش@@تن اس@@ت .اي@@ن
برای آزمون است ،حفظ کردن ،طبقه بندی کردن ياوه ھا.
مشغله درجه را بطور کامل نادي@ده بگي@ر .آن@انی ک@ه ني@از ب@ه
گرفتن آن دارن@د بع@دا ي@ا خواھن@د گرف@ت ي@ا ب@دون آن خواھن@د
ب@@ود .در واق@@ع مھ@@ارت ب@@سيار س@@اده ای ب@@رای ج@@ا ان@@داختن
حقيق@@@@ت ،غي@@@@ره اس@@@@ت .ض@@@@رورت ب@@@@رای وارد ش@@@@دن ب@@@@ه
جھان.چيزی درباره مافوق بچه ھا  ،اينطور ناميده می ش@د؟
Matron 236
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ﺳﺮ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪم.
" ﻧﻪ"
236
" ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻣﺎﺗﺮن ﺑﺮو ،و او ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز داري
ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻦ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﻧﺨﻮري .ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ اي ﺑﺎ ﺳﻞ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ؟
" ﺧﻮب.در ﻣﻮردش ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ام"
" ﻣﻲ داﻧـﻢ .ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ .ﻛﻮﻫـﺴﺘﺎن ﺟـﺎدوﻳﻲ را ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪه اي.
ﭘﺮﻳﺪن از ﭘﻠﻪ اي دﻳﮕﺮ و ﺑﻨﻈﺮ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺧﻮد راﺑﺎز ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ" .
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ از آن ﻛﻤﻲ ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ .اﻣﻴـﺪوارم .اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﻣـﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرده ام ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺎره ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻮﺷـﺘﻪ ام و
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ
ﻛﺎري ﺑﻜﻨﻲ .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ ﺧﻮد را در ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ ﺑﻴـﺎن
ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻣﺎﺗﺮن ﺣﻘﺎﻳﻖ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ.
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ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ از ﺑﻮدﻧﻢ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﮕﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ
روﻳﺪادﻫﺎي روزِ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻳﻜﺪﺳﺖ و ﻧﺎﻣﻄﻠﻮب ﺑﻨﻈﺮ آﻳﻨﺪ.
آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ،رﺧﺘﻜﻦِ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻛﺎرﮔﺮان ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺸﺎن را
در آن ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ و دزدﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه ﻫﺎﺷﺎن را ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ دوﺑﺎره ﻧﺪﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮدم و اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ
ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪم .دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر دﻛﺘـﺮ ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ ورودﻣﻤﻨﻮﻋﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻮد .اﺗـﺎق
ﻣﺎﺗﺮن ﻣﺤـﻞ ﻣﻨﺎﺳـﺒﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﻪ درﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻬﺎ ،ﺷـﻜﺎﻳﺘﻬﺎ و
ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺒﻬﺎي ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎﺗﺮن ﺧﻮدش ﻛﻮﺗﺎه و ﺳﺘﺒﺮ ،ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ
ﺑﺎ ﻋﻴﻨﻚ ﺑﻲ ﻗﺎب و ﻧﻔﺴﻬﺎي ﺳـﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺑـﻮد .ﻫﺮﭼـﻪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪي ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ او را ﮔﻴﺞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻣﺸﻜﻼﺗﻲ ﺑﻪ
Magna Carta 237
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اص@@طالح نف@@رت انگي@@ز .اگ@@ر آنھ@@ا در راه دان@@شگاه ھوش@@يار
باشند ،براحتی می توانند بگيرند.
رودخان@@ه امريک@@ای جن@@وبی را فرام@@وش ک@@ن.ھمچن@@ين ماگن@@ا
٢٣٧
کارتا
کشيدن ،موسيقی ،داستانھای ترجيح داده شده
بازی خوب است ام@ا ب@ه ھيجانھ@ای زي@اد ي@ا رقابتھ@ای خيل@ی
جدی نگاه کن.
ب@@ا خ@@ط مي@@ان اض@@طراب ومالل@@ت چ@@الش ک@@ن .مالل@@ت لعنت@@ی
بستری شدن در بيمارستان.
اگر ماترن نمی توان@د چي@زی ک@ه م@ی خ@واھی ت@دارک ببين@د،
گ@@اھی ممک@@ن اس@@ت ک@@ه س@@رايدار آن را ج@@ايی انب@@ار ک@@رده
باشد.
سفر خوش
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ﻫﻤﺮاه داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ در ﻋﻴﻦ ﺣﺎل ﻣﻮرد ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ و
ﺑﺮآورده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ او در ﻏﺬاﺧﻮري ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎران ،ﻏـﺬا ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮرد .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او از ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ وﻳﮋه اي ﺑﺮﺧـﻮردار ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ و
ﺑﻴﺰاري اي ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺪﻧﺒﺎل داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ او ﺟـﺎي ﻣﺨـﺼﻮص ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻮدش را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﻋﻼوه ﺑﺮ ﻣﺎﺗﺮن ،ﺳﻪ ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر ﺛﺒﺖ ﺷﺪه) اﺳﺘﺨﺪام رﺳـﻤﻲ – م( ﻧﻴـﺰ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪاﻣﺸﺎن در ﺣﺪ ﺳﻲ ﺳﺎﻟﮕﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﭘﺲ از ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﺧـﺪﻣﺖ ﻛـﺮدن آﻣـﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ
ﻛﺎرﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ زﻣـﺎن ﺟﻨﮕـﺸﺎن را ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﻏﻴـﺮ از اﻳـﻦ
دﺳﺘﻴﺎران ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎراﻧﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻦِ ﻣﻦ ﻳـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﺟـﻮاﻧﺘﺮ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮﺷﺎن ﻳﺎ ازدواج ﻛﺮده ﻳﺎ در ﻣﺮﺣﻠﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﺰدي ﻳـﺎ در
ﮔﺬار ﻧﺎﻣﺰد ﺷﺪن ﺑﺎ ﮔﻴﺮاﻳﻲ ﻣﺮدان ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗـﺖ ﺣـﺮف
ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎﺗﺮن و ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎران آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻛﻤﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي ﻣـﺎه
ﻋﺴﻞ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و اﻫﻤﻴـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ دادﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ﻣﻦ ﭼﻄﻮر ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ رود ﻳﺎ ﭘﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﭼـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮدم .ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺴﺘﺎخ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ -ﻛﺮه ﺑﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻣـﻲ
دادﻧﺪ) ﻛﺮه ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﻣﺎرﮔـﺎرﻳﻦ زرد ﺑـﻮد،
در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ آن رﻧﮓ درآورده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد( و ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺸﺪار
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ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﺧﻮراﻛﻲِ ﭼﻮﭘﺎﻧﻲ 238دور ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ ﺧـﻮراﻛﻲ ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻣﻮش ﺧﺮﻣﺎي ﻛﻮﻫﻲ اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ در ﺧـﻮد داﺷـﺖ.
ﻃﻮري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ روي ﻣﻲ داد آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻨـﺪ ،آن را ﺑﺨـﻮد و در ﺧـﻮد ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨـﺪ.
ﻫﺮوﻗﺖ ﺧﺒﺮي از رادﻳﻮ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ
و ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ " ،.رﻗـﺺ ﺑـﺎ ﻋﺮوﺳـﻜﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ

ﺳﻮراخ در ﺟﻮراﺑﺶ......239

 Shepherd's pie 238نوعی غذای گوشتی ست که با پوره سيب زمينی در
اجاق)فِر( آماده شده باشد .اسم يک نوع غذای گوشتی ست که مترادف
فارسی برايش نيافتم و خوراکی پوپانی نام نھادم!-م
 239نام ترانه ای ست که تونی پاستور خوانده است.
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آﻧﻬﺎ از دﻛﺘﺮ ﻓﺎﻛﺲ وﺣﺸﺖ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﭼﻮن او ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي زﻳـﺎدي
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد  .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻣﺜـﻞ او
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﺮا در ﭼﻨﮕﺎل ﺧـﻮد ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ،اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ).ﭘﻮﺳﺖ از ﻛﻠﻪ آدم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ – م(
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ درﻳﺎﺑﻢ ﻛـﻪ در ﻓﻜـﺮ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﭼـﻪ راﺑﻄـﻪ اي ﺑـﻴﻦ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪنِ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي زﻳﺎد و ﭘﻮﺳﺖ از ﻛﻠﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻨﺪن اﺳﺖ.
ﺷﻤﺎر داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ،ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺑـﻮد .ﭘـﺎﻧﺰده ﻳـﺎ
ﻛﻤﺘﺮ .ﺻـﺒﺤﻬﺎ ﻓﻘـﻂ از ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ﻧُـﻪ ﺗـﺎ ﻇﻬـﺮ .ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ اﮔـﺮ
ﺣﺮارﺗﺸﺎن ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﺗﺤﺖ ازﻣﺎﻳﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ،
دور ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺣﺎﺿـﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ،ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ و
ﺳﺮﺑﺮاه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺸﺨﺼﺎ درﮔﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ در
اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻛـﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
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 240بازی ايکس  Xو اُو  Oنوعی بازی بوسيدن و يغل کردن است.
حرف ايکس  Xاز دورھای تاريخ مسحيت که بيشتر بخاطر نشانه صليب
می نمود به مفھموم قسم خورده نيز بوده و در يونانی برای معنی مسيحيت
 Xristosبکار برده می شده است .حتی در صد يا صد و پنجاه سال پيش
زمانی که مردم از سواد خواندن و نوشتن برخوردار نبودند از عالمت ايکس
 Xبرای امضاء استفاده می کردند.
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ﻇــﺎﻫﺮي ﺳــﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜــﻪ آﻧﻬــﺎ آزاد ﺑﻮدﻧــﺪ ﻫﺮﭼــﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻨــﺪ
ﻳﺎدﺑﮕﻴﺮﻧﺪ درﺳﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از ﻫﺮ ﺟـﺪول زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ اي ﺑـﺮاي
ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي ﻓﻜﺮي آزاد ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ .اﻳـﻦ ازادي ﻣﻐﺮورﺷـﺎن ﻳـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﺴﺎز ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﺗﻨﺒﻠﺸﺎن ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻓﻘـﻂ رام و
روﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ آواز ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎي
اﻳﻜﺲ  Xو اُو  240Oﺑﺎزي ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﺳـﺎﻳﺔ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﺑـﻲ
ﻗﻮارﮔﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻛﻼﺳﻬﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺪون آﻣﺎدﮔﻲ ي از ﭘﻴﺶ ﺗﺸﻜﻴﻞ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ ،ﺣﺎﻛﻢ ﺑﻮد.
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ روي ﺣـﺮف دﻛﺘـﺮ ﻳـﺎ ﺑﺨـﺸﻲ از ﺣﺮﻓﻬـﺎﻳﺶ
ﺣﺴﺎب ﻛﻨﻢ ﻣﺜﻼ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ در ﺑـﺎره دﻟﻤﺮدﮔـﻲ ،دﺷـﻤﻦ
اﺳﺖ ،ﺑﻮد.
در اﺗﺎق ﻻﻧﻪ ﻛﺒﻮﺗﺮي ﺳﺮاﻳﺪار ،ﮔﺮدوﻧـﻪ ﻧﻘـﺸﺔ ﺟﻬـﺎن دﻳـﺪم.
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ آن را ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﺟﻐﺮاﻓﻴﺎي ﺳﺎده اي را ﺷﺮوع
ﻛﺮدم .اﻗﻴﺎﻧﻮﺳﻬﺎ ،ﻗﺎره ﻫﺎ ،آب و ﻫـﻮا ،ﺑﺎدﻫـﺎ و ﺟﺮﻳﺎﻧﻬـﺎي آب
ﭼﺮا ﻧﻪ؟ ﻛﺸﻮرﻫﺎ و ﺷﻬﺮﻫﺎ؟ ﺧﻄﻮط ﻓﺮﺿـﻲ ﻋﺮﺿـﻲ و ﻃـﻮﻟﻲ
ﻛﺮه زﻣﻴﻦ؟ ﭘﺲ از ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ،رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎي ﺷﻤﺎﻟﻲ
ﭼﺮا ﻧﻪ؟
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ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ را ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ
اﻣﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .دﻧﻴﺎي ﻓﺮاﺗﺮ از درﻳﺎﭼـﻪ و
ﺟﻨﮕﻞ از ﻳﺎد رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .درﺳﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ را
ﻗﻮت ﻗﻠﺐ داده ﺑﻮد ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ دوﺑـﺎره
ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﻣﻦ ﻳﻜﺠـﺎ ﻳﺎدﺷـﺎن ﻧﻤـﻲ
دادم .و ﺑﺎ آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه ﺑـﺎ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﺮﺧـﻮرد ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آﺳﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﭼـﻮن ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ زود ﻣـﺮﻳﺾ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ.
اﻣﺎ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺳﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﻴﻢ
ﺗﻘﺴﻴﻢ ﻛﺮدم .ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮدم ﺑﺎ ﻧﺸﺎن دادن اﻳﻨﺠﺎ و آﻧﺠﺎي ﻧﻘﺸﻪ
ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ .ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑـﻮدم ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻬﻴـﻴﺞ
آﻧﻬﺎ زﻳﺎد ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .وﻟﻲ ﻳﻚ روز دﻛﺘﺮ وارد ﺷﺪ .ﺗـﺎزه از
ﺟﺮاﺣﻲ ﻛﺮدن ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺘﻪ و ﻣﻦ ﻏﺎﻓﻠﮕﻴﺮ ﺷﺪم .ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ
را آرام ﻛﻨﻢ اﻣﺎ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛـﺮدم رﻗﺎﺑـﺖ را ﺗﻌـﺪﻳﻞ ﻧﻤـﺎﻳﻢ .دﻛﺘـﺮ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ و ﻛﻤﻲ ﺧﺴﺘﻪ و از ﭘﺎ درآﻣﺪه ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ .ﻫـﻴﭻ
اﻋﺘﺮاﺿﻲ ﻧﻜﺮد .ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨـﺪ دﻗﻴﻘـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺑـﺎزي ﻣـﺎ ﭘﻴﻮﺳـﺖ.
ﭘﺎﺳﺨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ داد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﺑﻮد ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﻏﻠـﻂ
ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺲ از آن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑـﻪ آراﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻢ ﻛـﻢ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷﻮد .اﺑﺘﺪا زﻳﺮ ﻟﺒﻲ ﺳﭙﺲ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ وار ﺑﻌﺪ ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ
ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺷﻨﻴﺪن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻟـﻮدﮔﻲ ﻛـﻼس را ﺑﺪﺳـﺖ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﻼس در اﺧﺘﻴـﺎر او ﻗـﺮار ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ ﺑـﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﻛﻼس از او ﺗﻘﻠﻴﺪ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻟﺒﺎن او دوﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
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ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﺧﺮﻧﺎس ﻛﺸﻴﺪن و ﻫﻤﻪ را ﺑﺨﻨﺪه وا
ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ.
" ﭼﺮا ﻫﻤﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺟﻦ زده ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ دارﻧﺪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ؟ اﻳﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﻫﺎﻳﺪ ﻳﺎدﺗﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ؟ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﺧﻴﺮه ﺷﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ آزار ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﺎﻧﺪ؟"
ﺑﻴــﺸﺘﺮﺷﺎن ﻣــﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪﻧــﺪ .وﻟــﻲ ﺑﺮﺧــﻲ ﺷــﺎن ﺣﺘــﻲ ﻧﻤــﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ آن از ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺎز ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺸﻨﺔ
اداﻣﻪ ﻣﺴﺨﺮﮔﻴﻬﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
" اداﻣﻪ ﺑﺪه ،اداﻣﻪ ﻧﺪه و در ﺟﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﺴﺨﺮﮔﻲ ﻛﻦ".
از ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﺎرم در ﻛﻼس ﭘﻮزش ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ.
ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دادن ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻪ ﭼﺮا ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ
ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ "،ﺑﺎ ﺷﻤﺎ در ﻣﻮرد اﺿـﻄﺮاب ﻣـﻮاﻓﻘﻢ .ﺑـﺎ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در دﺳﺘﻮرﻛﺎر ﮔﻔﺘﻴـﺪ ﻣـﻮاﻓﻘﻢ .ﻣـﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻛﺮدم"...
" ﻛﺪام دﺳﺘﻮر ﻛﺎر؟ آه .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﭼﻨﺪ اﺷﺎره و ﻧﻜـﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻓﻜﺮم رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻓـﺮاﻣﻴﻦ ﺗﻠﻘـﻲ
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ".
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ"...
" ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺣﻖ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻤﺎﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻣﻬﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ".
" در ﻏﻴﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺻﻮرت ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺧﺎرج از ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اﻧﺪ"
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" ﻧﻴﺎز ﻧﻴﺴﺖ رﻗﺺ و آوازي از آن درﺳﺖ ﺷﻮد" او ﮔﻔﺖ "،و
ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺖ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻃﻮري ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻪ
ﻧﺎﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ در اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎره ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺰﻧﻴﻢ".
در اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮدم ﭼﻨـﺎن زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻧﻤـﻲ آﻳـﺪ .او
آﺷﻜﺎراﺑﻪ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ رﻧﺠﺎﻧﺪن و ﺗﺤﻤﻴﻖ وا ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ.
وﻗﺖ ﻧﻬﺎر از دﺳﺘﻴﺎران ﺷﻨﻴﺪم ﻛـﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ در ﺟﺮاﺣـﻲ ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﺻﺒﺢ زﻧﺪه ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﺧﺸﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻴﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد و
ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن دﻟﻴﻞ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺣﻤﺎﻗﺖ را ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮدم.
ﻫﻤــﻪ ﺑﻌــﺪاز ﻇﻬﺮﻫــﺎ آزاد ﺑــﻮدم .داﻧــﺶ آﻣــﻮزان ﻣــﻦ ﺑــﺮاي
اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺘﻬﺎي ﻧﻴﻤﺮوزي رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و ﻣﻦ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم .اﻣﺎ اﺗﺎﻗﻢ ﺳـﺮد ﺑـﻮد و
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻢ ﻧﺎزك ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ -ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺴﻠﻮل ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﺑـﻪ
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﮔﺮم و ﻧﺮم ﺗﺮي ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻣﻦ ،اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ،ﻣﺴﻠﻮل ﻧﺒﻮدم .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﺗﺎﻣﻴﻦ ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻣﻦ ﺧﺴﻴﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﺧﻮاب اﻟﻮد ﺑﻮدم اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺨﻮاﺑﻢ .در ﺳﺮم ﺻﺪاي ﺗﺨﺘﻬﺎي
ﭼﺮﺧﺪار ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮدش ﻧﻴﻤﺮوزﻳﺨﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ.
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ،درﺧﺘﺎن ،درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ دوﺑﺎره ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻲ
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ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در روز ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺠـﺬوب
ﮔﻴﺮاﻳﻲ و رازﮔﻮﻧﮕﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺷـﺪم .در آن روز ﺧـﻮد را ﻧـﺎﻣﺮﺋﻲ
ﺑﺎور داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم ).ﻧﺎﻣﺮﺋﻲ ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم-م( ﺣـﺎﻻ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﻳﻚ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر ﻫﺴﺖ .ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ؟
ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ دارد ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺑﺮا ﭼﻪ؟
ﻛﺎر ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﻧﺪارد ﺑﻜﻨﺪ
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻫﺎ ﺧﻮش ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻨﺪ.
ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻬﺎر رﻓﺘﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﺣﻘﻮق ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ
اﻣﻨﺪﺳﻦ رﻓﺘﻢ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ در ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺷﺎب ﻏﺬا ﺧﻮردم .ﻗﻬـﻮه
ﭘﺎﺳﺘﻢ 241ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑـﺮاي ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ ﻗـﺰل اﻻي
ﻛﻨﺴﺮوي ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑـﺮاي ﺧـﻮردن
ﺳﺎﻻد ﻣﺮغ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻮاﻇـﺐ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﭘﻮﺳـﺖ و اﺳـﺘﺨﻮان ﻣـﺮغ
ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ روي اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮدم ﻛـﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﻳـﺪ ﺳـﺨﺖ ﺑﮕﻴـﺮم
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ.
در اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮرد اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺷﺎپ ﺗﻮاﻟﺖ زﻧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮدي
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺘﻞ ﻣﺠﺎور ﺑﺮوي .ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ از ﺳﺮﺳـﺮا ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻲ وارد ﺑﺨﺶ ﭘﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻠﻮاغ و
ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻮي اﺑﺠﻮ و وﻳﺴﻜﻲ ،ﺳـﻮﺧﺘﻦ ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر  ،ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر

PDF.tarikhema.org
٧۵٨

٧۵٨

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﺑﺮگ ﺳﺮت را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﭼﻮب ﺑﺮﻫﺎ و ﻣﺮدان ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻮب
ﺑﺮي ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻓﺨﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺧﻠﺒﺎﻧـﺎن و ﺳـﺮﺑﺎزان
در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻏـﺮق در دﻧﻴـﺎي ﻣـﺮدان ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ.
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﺷﺎن را ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ دﻧﺒـﺎل زﻧﻬـﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ .در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ دﻟﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ از ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻳـﻚ
ﺑﺎر ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ.
دﻛﺘــﺮ ﻣﻄﺒــﻲ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑــﺎن اﺻــﻠﻲ داﺷــﺖ .درﺳــﺖ ﻳﻜــﻲ از
ﺳــﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﻛﻮﭼــﻚ ﭼﻨــﺪ ﻃﺒﻘــﻪ .از اﻳــﻦ رو او در ﺟــﺎي
دﻳﮕﺮي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .از دﺳﺘﻴﺎران ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﺧـﺎﻧﻢ
ﻓﺎﻛﺲ وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
در ﺳﻤﺘﻲ از ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑـﻪ دﻛﺘـﺮ
ﺗﻌﻠﻖ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ – ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑـﺎ روﺑﻨـﺎي ﮔـﭻ و ﺳـﻴﻤﺎن -ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺟﻠﻮ آﻣﺪه در ﺑﺎﻻي در ،ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ در ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﻲ آن ﭘﻨﺠـﺮه
اﻧﺒﺎﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﺤﻠﻲ ﺑﻲ ﺣﻔﺎظ و ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ،
ﻧﺸﺎن از اﻳﻦ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺮدي ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ،ﻣﺮد ﺗﻨﻬﺎي ﻣـﻨﻈﻢ،
ﻛﻮﭼﻚ اﻣﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ راﺣﺖ ﻃﺮاﺣﻲ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ در ﺷﻬﺮ در اﻧﺘﻬﺎي ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻣﺴﻜﻮﻧﻲ ﻗﺮار داﺷﺖ .ﻳﻚ
روز ﺑﻌﺪ از ﻇﻬﺮ ﻣﺎري را در ﺣﻴﺎط ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي در آﻧﺠﺎ دﻳﺪم ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺮف ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ دﺧﺘﺮان ﺑﺎ ﭘﺴﺮان ﺑﺎزي
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺮا دﻳﺪ ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪ داد زد " ،ﻫﻲ .ﻣﻌﻠﻢ" و ﮔﻮﻟﻪ
ﺑﺮف را در دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺷﻜﻞ داد ﺳﭙﺲ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﭘﺮﺗﺎب ﻛـﺮد.
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" ﻓﺮدا ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻤﺖ" ﻃﻮري واﻧﻤﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
" داري ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ روي؟" او ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄـﻮر .ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ردي ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ اﻣﺎ او دﻳﺮﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ
ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ؟ ﺗﺮام ﺳﻮار ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮي؟"
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ " ،ﺑﻠﻪ .و ﻣﺎري ﮔﻔﺖ "،اوه .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ راه ﻣﻴﺎﻧﺒﺮ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ
ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﻛﻤﺘﺮي داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ .ﺟـﺎده
ﺟﻨﮕﻠﻲ".
او ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ راﻫﻲ ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ و ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﮔﺬر ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ از ﺑﺎﻻي ﺷـﻬﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬﺷﺖ .از ﻣﻴﺎن ﺟﻨﮕﻞ و ﻛﻨﺎر ﭼﻮب ﺑﺮي.
" اﻳﻦ راﻫﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ رِدي ﻣﻲ رود" او ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﭘﺲ از ﻛﺎرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻮب ﺑﺮي ،ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺗﺮ از ﻣـﺎ ،درﺧﺘـﺎن زﺷـﺖ
ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷﺪه در ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﺑﻮد  .ﻛﻠﺒﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻇﺎﻫﺮا ﻣـﺴﻜﻮﻧﻲ ،زﻳـﺮا
ﻫﻨﻮز دﻳﺮﻛﻬﺎي ﭼﻮﺑﻲ و ﻃﻨﺎﺑﻬﺎي رﺧﺖ ﭘﻬﻦ ﻛﻨﻲ ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﺑـﻮد
و دود از ﻛﻠﺒﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .از ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻳﻚ ﺳﮓ ﮔﺮﮔﻲ
ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﭘﺎرس ﻛﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ دوﻳﺪ.
" ﺻﻮرﺗﺖ را ﺑﭙﻮﺷﺎن" ﻣـﺎري داد زد .ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ ﮔﻮﻟـﻪ ﺑﺮﻓـﻲ
درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮد و ﭘﺮﺗﺎب ﻧﻤﻮد .ﻛﻪ وﺳـﻂ ﭼـﺸﻢ ﺣﻴـﻮان ﺧـﻮرد.
ﺳﮓ ﭼﺮﺧﻲ زد و ﻣﺎري ﮔﻮﻟﻪ ﺑـﺮف دﻳﮕـﺮي آﻣـﺎده ﻛـﺮد ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ  .زﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺮون اﻣﺪ و ﻓﺮﻳـﺎد زد" ،
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ اش"
" ﺧﻮﺑﻲ رﻫﺎﻳﻲ از اﺷﻐﺎل " ) ﺑﻼ دور ﻛﺮدن ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ – م(
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" ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴﺮم را ﺳﺮاﻏﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﻢ"
" ﭼﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ .ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴﺮت ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﺔ ﻛﺜﻴﻔﻲ را ﺑﺰﻧﺪ"
ﺳﮓ ﺧﺼﻤﺎﻧﻪ و ﺗﻬﺪﻳﺪﻛﻨﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
" از ﭘﺲِ ﻳﻚ ﺳﮓ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑـﺮآﻳﻢ .ﻧﮕـﺮان ﻧﺒـﺎش ".ﻣـﺎري
ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﺷﺮط ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪم ﻛﻪ از ﻋﻬﺪة ﻳﻚ ﺧﺮس ﻫـﻢ ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻳﻢ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎ آن روﺑﺮو ﺷﻮﻳﻢ".
" اﻳﻦ وﻗﺖ ﺳﺎل ،ﺧﺮﺳﻬﺎ در ﺧﻮاب زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟"
از ﺳﮓ ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪم اﻣﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﺪادم.
" آره اﻣﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ .ﻳﻜﻲ زودﺗﺮ از ﺧـﻮاب زﻣـﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ
ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ و ﺑﻪ اﺷﻐﺎﻟﻬﺎ در ﻣﺤﻠﺔ ﻣﺎ)ﺳﺎن( ﺑـﺮاي ﻏـﺬا رﻓـﺖ.
ﻣﺎدرم ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ و آن را دﻳـﺪ .ردي اﺳـﻠﺤﻪ اش را ﺑﺮداﺷـﺖ و
ﺷﻠﻴﻚ ﻛﺮد .ردي 242ﻋﺎدت داﺷﺖ اﻧﺎﺑﻞ و ﻣﺮا و ﮔـﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﭽـﻪ
ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد و ﺑﺎ ﺳﻮرﺗﻤﻪ ﺑﺒـﺮد  .ﺳـﻮت ﻣﺨـﺼﻮﺻﻲ
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺧﺮﺳـﻬﺎ را ﻣـﻲ ﺗﺮﺳـﺎﻧﺪ .ﺑـﺮاي ﮔـﻮش
اﻧﺴﺎن ﺗُﻦِ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺎﻻﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ.
" واﻗﻌﺎ .ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺴﺖ؟"
اﺟﺮاي آن را در ﻛﻼس ﻳﺎد دادم.
" ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ از ﺗﺮﺳـﻴﺪن اﻧﺎﺑـﻞ
ﺟﻠﻮﮔﻴﺮي ﻛﻨﺪ .او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺳـﻮار ﺳـﻮرﺗﻤﻪ ﺷـﻮد .رِدي
ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﻮد او را ﺳﻮار ﻳﻚ ﺳﻮرﺗﻤﻪ دراز و ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﮔـﺎﻫﻲ
ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم ﻛﻪ در ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﻮرﺗﻤﻪ ﺳﻮار ﺷـﻮم .و
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او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﺳﻮرﺗﻤﻪ ﭼـﻪ اش اﺳـﺖ؟ ﻳـﻚ ﺗُـﻦ
وزﻧﺶ اﺳﺖ " .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد ﻣﺮا ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .اﻣﺎ او
ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ .از اﻧﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ" ﭼـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي آن را
آﻧﻄﻮر ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟ ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺧـﻮردي؟ " اﻣـﺎ اﻧﺎﺑـﻞ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .او ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ دوﺳـﺘﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻫﻤـﻮاره
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ".
" در ﻣﻮرد دﺧﺘـﺮان در ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﭼـﻪ؟ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ دوﺳـﺖ
ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟"
" وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ وﻗـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺬراﻧﻢ .آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﻫﻴﭽﻨﺪ .اﻧﺎﺑﻞ و ﻣﻦ روزﺗﻮﻟﺪﻣﺎن در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎه اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎه ﺟـﻮن.
ﻳﺎزدﻫﻤﻴﻦ زادروزﻣﺎن .ردي ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﻗﺎﻳﻖ ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺑﺮد .او ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺎ ﺷﻨﺎ ﻛﺮدن را ﻳﺎد داد .ﺧﻮب ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ .او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑـﻮد
اﻧﺎﺑﻞ را ﻧﮕﻪ دارد -.اﻧﺎﺑﻞ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻳﺎد ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر
ﺑﺎ ردي ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻨﺎ رﻓﺖ و ﻣﺎ ﻛﻔﺸﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﭘﺮ از ﺷﻦ دﻳﺪﻳﻢ .و
ﺑﻌﺪ در دوازدﻫﻤﻴﻦ زادروزﻣﺎن ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﺟﺎ ﻣﺜـﻞ آن ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻴﻢ
ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ردي رﻓﺘﻴﻢ و ﻛﻴﻚ ﺧـﻮردﻳﻢ .اﻧﺎﺑـﻞ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺨﻮرد ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﮔﺎز ﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ آن ﻧـﺰد .ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ،
ردي ﻣﺎ را ﺳﻮار ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ ﻛﺮد و ﻣﺎ رﻳﺰﻫﺎي ﻛﻴﻚ را از ﺷﻴﺸﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺮﻧﺪﮔﺎن درﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻴﻢ .ﭘﺮﻧﺪه ﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ
دﻋﻮا و ﺳﺮ و ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﺎ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ وار ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳـﺪﻳﻢ .و
ردي ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺪ و اﻧﺎﺑـﻞ را ﺑﮕﻴـﺮد ﺗـﺎ ﺧـﻮﻧﺮﻳﺰي
ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
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" و ﭘﺲ از آن" ﻣﺎري ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﭘﺲ از آن ﻣﻦ دﻳﮕﺮ اﺟﺎزه
ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮﺣﺎل ﻣﺎدرم ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺴﻠﻮل ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .اﻣﺎ ردي در اﻳﻦ
ﺑﺎره ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف زد .ردي ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ وﻗﺖ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ او را
از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ دارد .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻫﻢ ﻛﺮد و ﻣـﻦ دﻳﻮاﻧـﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم .اﻣﺎ اﻧﺎﺑﻞ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺟﺎﻟﺐ ﻧﺒﻮد -.اﻧﺎﺑﻞ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﺑﻮد.
ﻗﺒﺮش را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ دادم اﻣـﺎ ﻫﻨـﻮز ﭼﻴـﺰي روي آن
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن ﺷﻮد .ردي و ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن آن ﻣﻲ
روﻳﻢ اﮔﺮ ردي وﻗﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ در ﺟﺎده ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻴﻢ،
ﺑﺠﺎي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪﻳﻢ ،ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪﻳﻢ ،ﺑـﻪ ﻗﺒﺮﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻗﺒﺮ او در آن اﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻳﻢ..
اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﻣﺎ در ﻗﺴﻤﺖ دﺷﺖ ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻠﻪ " ﺳـﺎن" ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪﻳﻢ.
ﻣﺎري ﮔﻔﺖ " ،اوه .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﻓﺮاﻣـﻮش ﻛـﺮدم " .و ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺸﺖ
ﺑﻠﻴﻂ ﺑﻴﺮون آورد.
" ﺑﺮاي روز واﻟﻨﺘﺎﻳﻦ) روز ﻋﺸﻖ  -م( .ﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺸﻲ در ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ روز دارﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ اﺳﻤﺶ " ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ " 243اﺳﺖ .ﻣـﻦ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﺑﻔﺮوﺷﻢ .و ﺗﻮ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﺧﺮﻳـﺪارم
ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
ﻣﻦ در ﻣﻮرد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻣﻨﺪﺳﻦ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
درﺳﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم .او ﻣﺮا ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺎم ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﺑـﺮد .دﻋـﻮت
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ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ روز او ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﻦ
در راﻫﺮو ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﻲ داﺷﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻣﺎ
ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﺪه ﻫﺎي آﻣﻮزﺷﻲ ﮔﭗ ﺑﺰﻧﻴﻢ.
ﻏﺮوب روزي ﻛﻪ در ﻧﻈﺮ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ " ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ" ﻛﻪ ﺑﻠﻴﻄﺶ را ﺧﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮدم ﺑـﺮوم ﺑـﻪ او
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .او ﮔﻔﺖ" ﺧﻮب .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ".
" ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻗﻮل داده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ"
" ﺧﻮب ،ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻗـﻮل ﻧـﺪاده اي.
ﺧﻮب ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎور ﻛﻦ"
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ او ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﺎري را ﻧﺪﻳﺪم ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
او ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .در ﺳﺮﺳﺮاي ورودي ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ در "ﺳﺎن" ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪم .ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻢ را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮدم.
ﻛﺮِپ ﺳﺒﺰ ﺗﻴﺮه ﺑﺎ دﻛﻤﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺮوارﻳﺪ و ﻳﻘﻪ ﺗـﻮري و ﻛﻔـﺶ
ﺟﻴﺮ ﭘﺎﺷﻨﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪي ﻛﻪ در ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎداﺷﺘﻢ ،ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪم .ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪم وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﮕﺬرد -اول ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺎﺗﺮن
از دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎرش ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ و دوم اﻳﻨﻜﻪ دﻛﺘـﺮ ﻫﻤـﻪ اﻳـﻦ
ﻗﺮار را از ﻳﺎد ﺑﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻣﺪ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ دﻛﻤﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭘﺎﻟﺘﻮﻳﺶ را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ.
" ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺧﺮد و رﻳﺰ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﻨـﻲ".
او ﮔﻔﺖ و ﻣﺮا ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻮارﺷﺪن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ ﺑﻪ اﻃﺮاف ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن
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ﺑﺮد " ".رو ﺑﻪ راه ﻫﺴﺘﻲ؟" ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ .و وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﻠـﻪ - ،ﺑـﺎ
وﺟﻮد ﻛﻔﺶ ﺟﻴﺮ ﭘﺎﺷﻨﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ -ﺑﺎزوﻳﻢ را ﻧﮕﺮﻓﺖ.
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﻬﺎي آن روزﻫﺎ ،ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ و داﻏـﺎن
ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺨﺎري ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﻣﻲ روﻳﻢ،
ﺧﻴﺎﻟﻢ راﺣﺖ ﺷﺪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺘﻢ ﭼﻄـﻮر از ﻋﻬـﺪه ﺷـﻠﻮﻏﻲ در
ﻫﺘﻞ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻴﻢ .و اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑـﻮدم ﻣﺠﺒـﻮر ﻧﺒﺎﺷـﻴﻢ در ﻛـﺎﻓﻲ
ﺷﺎپ ﺳﺎﻧﺪوﻳﭻ ﺑﺨﻮرﻳﻢ.
در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺘﻢ را در ﻧﻴﺎورم ﺗﺎ ﻛﻤﻲ ﮔـﺮم
ﺷﻮد ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑـﻪ راه اﻧـﺪاﺧﺘﻦ آﺗـﺶ در ﺑﺨـﺎري
ﻫﻴﺰﻣﻲ اش.
" ﻣﻦ ﺳـﺮاﻳﺪار ،اﺷـﭙﺰ و ﺧـﺪﻣﺘﻜﺎر ﺗـﻮ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ" او ﮔﻔـﺖ" .
ﺑﺰودي اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﮔﺮم و ﻧﺮم ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد و درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻏﺬا وﻗﺖ
زﻳﺎدي از ﻣﺮا ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮد .ﭘﻴـﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﻧﻜـﻦ ﻛـﻪ ﻛﻤﻜـﻢ ﻛﻨـﻲ.
ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺎر ﻛـﻨﻢ .ﻛﺠـﺎ دوﺳـﺖ داري ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮ
ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻲ؟ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ در اﺗﺎق ﺟﻠﻮﻳﻲ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي .آﻧﺠﺎ زﻳﺎد ﻫﻢ ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺤﻤـﻞ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺑـﻮد
اﮔﺮ ﻛﺖ ﺧﻮدت را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻦ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺑﺮق درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر
در اﺳﺖ .اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺒﺮﻫﺎ ﮔﻮش ﻛﻨﻢ؟ ﻛﺎري ﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮده ام".
ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﺟﻠﻮﻳﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻛﻢ و ﺑﻴﺶ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﺣـﺲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ .در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎز ﺑﻮد .او اﻣـﺪ و آن را داﺷـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺴﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﻤﻲ ﮔﺮم ﺷﻮﻳﻢ" و رﻓﺖ ﺑـﻪ
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ﺧﺒﺮﻫﺎي ﻛﺴﻞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ،دراﻣﺎﺗﻴﻚ ،ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﺬﻫﺒﻲ ي ﺳﻲ ﺑـﻲ
ﺳﻲ 244ﻛﻪ از ﺟﻨﮓ ﺧﺒﺮ ﻣﻲ داد ﮔﻮش ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺗﻌﺪادي ﻛﺘﺎب ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪن وﺟﻮد داﺷﺖ .ﻧـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ در ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ روي ﻣﻴﺰ و ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ و ﻃﺎﻗﭽﻪ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎ و ﺗﻠﻤﺒـﺎر
ﺷﺪه در ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﻫﻢ .ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻨﺪﺗﺎﻳﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ را دﻳﺪم،
ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ او ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ را ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺨﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي
ﺷﺪه و اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ از ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻛﻠـﻮب ﻛﺘـﺎب ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ .ﻛﻼﺳـﻴﻜﻬﺎي
ﻫﺎروارد ،ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ وﻳﻞ دوراﻧﺖ ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ و ﺷﻌﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺗﺎزه ﺗﻬﻴﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ در ﻛﻤﺎل ﺗﻌﺠﺐ
ﭼﻨﺪ ﻛﺘﺎب ﻛﻼﺳﻴﻚ ﻛﻮدﻛـﺎن ﻫـﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬـﺎي ﺟﻨـﮓ
داﺧﻠﻲ اﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ ،ﺟﻨﮓ اﻓﺮﻳﻘـﺎي ﺟﻨـﻮﺑﻲ ،ﺟﻨﮕﻬـﺎي ﻧـﺎﭘﻠﺌﻮﻧﻲ،
ﺟﻨﮓ ﭘﻠـﻮﭘﻨﻴﺰﻳﻦ ، 245ﻛﻤﭙـﻴﻦ ﺟﻮﻟﻴـﻮس ﺳـﺰار ،اﻛﺘـﺸﺎﻓﺎت
آﻣﺎزون و ﻗﻄﺐ ﺷﻤﺎل .ﺷﺎﻛﻠﺘﻮن 246ﻳﺦ زد ،رﻗﺎﺑﺖ ﻣﺤﻜﻮﻣﻴﺖ
ﺟﺎن ﻓﺮاﻧﻜﻠﻴﻦ ،ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ اﻋﺎﻧﻪ ،و ﻗﺒﺎﻳـﻞ ﮔـﻢ ﺷـﺪه ،ﻧﻴـﻮﺗﻦ ،و
ﻛﻴﻤﻴﺎﮔﺮي ،رازﻫﺎي ﻫﻨﺪوﻛﺶ .ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ دادﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺸﻨﻪ داﻧﺴﺘﻦ اﺳﺖ ،در اﺧﺘﻴـﺎر داﺷـﺘﻦ
ﺗﻮده ﻫﺎﻳﻲ از روﺷﻨﺎي داﻧﺶ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻠﻴﻘﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺳﺨﺘﮕﻴﺮاﻧﻪ اي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
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از اﻳﻦ رو ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ او ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد " ،ﻛﺪام رﻣﺎن
روﺳ ـﻲ؟" او ﭼﻨــﺪان زﻣﻴﻨــﻪ ﻣﺤﻜﻤــﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷــﺖ آﻧﻄــﻮر ﻛــﻪ
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدم.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺻﺪا زد" آﻣﺎده" و ﻣـﻦ در را ﺑـﺎز ﻛـﺮدم ،ﭘـﺮ ﺷـﺪم از
ﺷﻜﺎﻛﻲ اش.
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ "،ﺑﺎ ﻛﺪام ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﻲ ،ﻧﻔﺘﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺳﺘﻤﺒﺮﻳﻨﻲ؟
" ﺑﺒﺨﺶ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﺸﺪم؟"
در ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن ﺟﺎدوﻳﻲ ،ﻧﻔﺘﺎ را ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺳﺘﻤﺒﺮﻳﻨﻲ؟"
" ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ،ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ام ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﺟﻔـﺖ
ﻛﻴﺴﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎدي ﺑﻮده اﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ؟"
" ﺳﺘﻤﺒﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻳﻚ اﻧﺴﺎن اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻧﻔﺘـﺎ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﺟﺎﻟـﺐ
اﺳﺖ"
" آﻧﻬﺎ در ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اﻳﻦ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ؟"
" اﻳﻦ را ﻫﻴﭻ وﻓﺖ در ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻧﺨﻮاﻧﺪم ".ﺧﻮﻧﺴﺮد ﮔﻔﺘﻢ.
ﻧﮕﺎه ﺗﻨﺪي ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﺑﺮو ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﺮد.
" ﻣﺮا ﺑﺒﺨﺶ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي در آن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺟﺎﻟﺐ اﺳـﺖ،
راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎش .ﻟﻄﻔﺎ راﺣﺖ ﺑﺎش و ﺑﻴﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ و ﻫﺮوﻗﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳـﺖ
ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺸﺎن .از آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدم ﺑـﻪ ﺑﺨـﺎري
ﻫﻴﺰﻣﻲ ﻋﺎدت ﻧﺪاري ،ﺑﺨﺎري ﺑﺮﻗﻲ اي ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ
ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ راه ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازم .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻴﻢ؟ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺟﺪاﮔﺎﻧﻪ
اي ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺪﻫﻢ".
" ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم"

PDF.tarikhema.org
٧۶٧

٧۶٧

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺧﻮك ﭼﺮخ ﻛﺮده ،ﺳﻴﺐ زﻣﻴﻨﻲ ي در ﻫﻤﺎن ﻟﺤﻈﻪ
ﻟﻪ ﺷﺪه ،ﻧﺨﻮدﻫﺎي ﻛﻨﺴﺮوي .دﺳﺮ ﻫﻢ ﻛﻴﻚ ﺳﻴﺐ از ﻗﻨـﺎدي
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﮔﺮﻣﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
او از ﻣﻦ در ﺑﺎره زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ام در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ،در ﺑـﺎره رﺷـﺘﻪ ﻫـﺎي
داﻧﺸﮕﺎﻫﻲ ام ،ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ام ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣـﻦ
راﺳﺖ وﻻﻏﺮ ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ام.
" ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ ﻟﻴﺒﺮال ﻣﺬﻫﺒﻲ ﺳﺖ ،ﭼﻴﺰي در ﻗﺎﻟﺐ ﭘﺎل ﺗﻴﻠﻴﺶ
اﺳﺖ".
" و ﺗﻮ؟ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرگ ﻟﻴﺒﺮال ﻛﻮﭼﻚ؟
" ﻧﻪ"
" ﺧﻮب ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﮔﺴﺘﺎﺧﻢ؟"
" ﺑﺴﺘﮕﻲ دارد .اﮔﺮ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎرﻓﺮﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻣـﺼﺎﺣﺒﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻧﻪ".
" ﭘﺲ اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ .دوﺳﺖ ﭘﺴﺮ داري؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
" در ارﺗﺶ اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ" در ﻧﻴﺮو درﻳﺎﻳﻲ" ﺑﻨﻈﺮم ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ درﺳﺘﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺪاﻧﺪ
از ﻛﺠﺎ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻌﻤﻮل را درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
دﻛﺘﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و ﭼﺎي رﻳﺨﺖ.
" او در ﭼﻪ ﻧﻮع ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﺳﺖ؟"
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"رزﻣﻨﺎو" ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ درﺳﺖ دﻳﮕﺮ .ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ
اژدر ﺑﺒﻨﺪﻣﺶ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ در رزﻣﻨﺎوﻫـﺎ رخ ﻣـﻲ
دﻫﺪ.
" ﺟﻮان دﻟﻴﺮي ﺳﺖ .ﺷﻴﺮ و ﺷﻜﺮ در ﭼﺎﻳﻲ؟
" ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪام .ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم"
" ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻮن ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺪاﻣﺶ را ﻧﺪارم .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ
دﻫﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دروغ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻲ – از ﻧﮕﺎه ﻓﺮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ.
اﮔﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ در ﻧﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮدم ،در رﻓـﺘﻢ .داغ ﻛـﺮدم .و ﻋـﺮق از
ﺑﺎزوﻫﺎﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﭼﻜﻴﺪ .اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮدم ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻢ را ﺧـﺮاب
ﻧﻜﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ داغ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﭼﺎي ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﻢ".
" آه .ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ"
ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺸﻮد .از اﻳﻦ رو ﺑﻪ او ﻓـﺎﺋﻖ آﻳـﻢ و
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع را ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪن در ﺑﺎره ﺟﺮاﺣﻲ آدﻣﻬﺎ ﺑﭙﺮﺳـﻢ.
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ رﻳﻪ از ﺑﺪن ﺧﺎرج ﻛﺮده آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدم؟
او ﺑﺎ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ اذﻳﺖ ﻛﺮدن و ﻣﺎﻓﻮﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ
– اﺣﺘﻤــﺎﻻ اﻳــﻦ ﻧــﻮﻋﻲ ﺣﺮﻛ ـﺖ او ﺑــﺮاي ﻻس زدن ﺑــﻮد -و
ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪم ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ او ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﭘﺲ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ
ﻛﺘﻢ را ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪم و در ﻫﻮاي ﺳﺮد ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣـﻲ زدم .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
آن را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .او ﺷﺮوع ﺑـﻪ ﺣـﺮف زدن درﺑـﺎره ﺟﺮاﺣـﻲ
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ﺛﻮراﻛﻮﭘﻼﺳﺘﻲ 247ﻛﺮد .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻦ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﻋﻀﻠﻪ اﺧﻴـﺮا
راﻳﺞ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
" ﺑﺮﺧﻲ از ﺑﻴﻤﺎراﻧﺖ را از دﺳﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﻲ؟" ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ.
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ دوﺑﺎره وﻗﺖ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" اﻣﺎ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ دوﻳﺪن و در ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺷﺪن -ﻣﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻴﻢ
در ﻛﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .در درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﭘﺮﻳﺪن .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت اﻳﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻣﻴﺮﻧﺪ؟ ﻣﻮاردي ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺮاﺣﻲ ﻛﺎرا ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑﻠﻪ"
اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺑﺰرگ در راه اﺳﺖ .او ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺟﺮاﺣـﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ او
دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ رﻓﺖ ،ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺧﻮن ﺟﺎري ﻛﺮدن ﻣﻨﺴﻮخ ﺷـﺪه اﺳـﺖ.
داروي ﺗﺎزه اي در راه ﺑﻮد .اﺳﺘﺮﭘﺘﻮﻣﻴﺴﻴﻦ .248ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن ﺑﻄـﻮر
آزﻣﺎﻳﺸﻲ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻣـﺸﻜﻞ وﺟـﻮد داﺷـﺖ-
ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺘﺎ ،ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺳﻤﻴﺖ ﺳﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﻋﺼﺒﻲ .اﻣﺎ
راﻫﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺣﻞ ﻛﺮدن آن ﭘﻴﺪا ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
" ﻛﻨﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦِ ﺟﺮاح ﭘﻴﺮي ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﻦ در اﻳﻦ رﺷﺘﻪ"
ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ را ﺷﺴﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﺧﺸﻚ ﻛـﺮدم .او ﺣﻮﻟـﻪ اي دور ﻛﻤـﺮم
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻢ ﺧﺮاب ﻧـﺸﻮد .وﻗﺘـﻲ اﻧﺘﻬـﺎي ﺣﻮﻟـﻪ ﺧـﻮب
ﺳﻔﺖ ﺷﺪ ،او دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دور ﻛﻤـﺮم ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ ﺑـﺎﻻي ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﺸﺎر ﻣﺤـﺴﻮﺳﻲ .اﻧﮕـﺸﺘﺎن ﺟـﺪا از ﻫـﻢ -او
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ از ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻦ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺪﻧﻢ را ﺑﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﺣﺮﻓﻪ اي
ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮدم از اﻧﮕﺸﺖ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﻪ اﻧﮕـﺸﺖ ﺑـﺰرگ
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ﻣﻲ رود .ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮدم .ﻣﻬﻤﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد .واﻗﻌﺎ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻛﻤـﻲ ﺑﻌـﺪ
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺮﺳﻢ ﺑﻮﺳﻪ اي ﺑﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ
ام ﻧﺸﺎﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺎن ﺧﺸﻚ ،رﺳﻤﻲ و ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﺎ ﺷـﺘﺎﺑﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻤﻨﺪاﻧﻪ.
ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﺧﺎﻧﺔ او ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎﻗﻢ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .از زﻳﺮ در ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮدم .اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻢ از آن اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده
ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻫﺮﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،در ﻫﻮا ﻣﻲ زد.
ﺑﺨﺼﻮص اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺨﺎري ﺑﺮﻗﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﺮاه ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ .وﻟـﻲ در
اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮرد ،ﺣﻀﻮر ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ و آﻳﻨﺪه اش در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺮ راﺣﺘـﻲ
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﻟﺬﺗﻲ ﺟـﺎﻳﮕﺰﻳﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ روي
اﻋﺼﺎب ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ ﮔﺴﺘﺮش آن .ﺷﻚ داﺷـﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻗـﺎدر ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪن ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻢ ﻣﺎري ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ و ﻣﺮا ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ از دﺳﺖ دادن ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ
" ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ" ﺳﺮزﻧﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻣﻲ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﺣﺎﻟﻢ ﺧﻮب
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﺧﻮرده ﺑﻮدم .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻴﺎد آوردم ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﺧﻮردﮔﻲ در
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺟـﺪي اي ﺳـﺖ ،ﻣﺎﺳـﻚ زدن و اﺧـﺮاج
ﺷﺪن در ﭘﻲ داﺷﺖ .و زود ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪم ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ اﻣﻴﺪي ﺑﻪ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن
ﻛﺮدن دﻳﺪارم از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .رازي ﭘﻨﻬﺎن از ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ از ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎراﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻐﺮور و ﺑﺎاﺣﺘﻴﺎط ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑـﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن رﻓﺘـﺎري
ﻣﻮرد ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻮد .وﻟﻲ دﺳﺘﻴﺎران اذﻳﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
" از ﺷﺎم ﺷﺐ دﻳﮕﺮﻟﺬت ﺑﺒﺮي؟"
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ﻟﺤﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺸﺎن دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ارﺗﻘﺎء ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم .ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮدم ﺣـﺪاﻗﻞ اﻣﻜـﺎن
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ زﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮد ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺎري ﺗﻤﺎم ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺶ ﻧﺸﺪ.
ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ .درﺳـﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ از
ﺑﻮﺳﻴﺪن ﺣﺴﺎب ﺷـﺪه اش .ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺟﻠـﻮي ﺳﺮﺳـﺮاي
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪم و اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر او ﺑﺎ ﺗﺎﺧﻴﺮ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
راﻧﺪﻳﻢ .و ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﺟﻠﻮﻳﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ او آﺗﺶ روﺷﻦ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﺨﺎري ﺑﺮﻗﻲ ﺧﺎك ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪم.
" ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﻣﺮا ﻗﺒﻮل ﻧﻜﺮدي ".او ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﺟﺪي
ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ؟ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﺟﺪي ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺷﻬﺮ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺗﺮس از ﻣـﺎري ﻧﺨﻮاﺳـﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮدم
ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻢ.
" ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ از دﺳﺖ دادن ﻛﻨﺴﺮت"
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ات را ﻃـﻮري
ﺗﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﻣﺎري ﺑﺎﺷﺪ".
ﻣﻨﻮ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻏﺬاي ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد .ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﭼﺮخ ﻛﺮده
ﺧﻮك ،ﺳﻴﺐ زﻣﻴﻨﻲ ﺗﺎزه ﻟﻪ ﺷﺪه ،داﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ذرت ﺑﺠﺎي ﻧﺨﻮد
در دﻓﻌﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻣـﻦ اﺟـﺎزه داد ﻛـﻪ در آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺣﺘﻲ از ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻴﺰ ﻏﺬا را آﻣﺎده ﻛﻨﻢ.
ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ
ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
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اﻳﻦ ﺑﺪان ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ آﺷﭙﺰي ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺗﻤﺮﻛﺰ راﺣﺘﺶ را ،ﺣﺮﻛـﺎت ﺣـﺴﺎﺑﮕﺮاﻧﻪ اش
را .وﻋﺪه ﻏﺬاي ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ را.
ﻣﺎ ﺗﺎزه ﺷﺮوع ﺑﺨﻮردن ﻏﺬاﻣﺎن ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ در زدﻧﺪ .ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و
در را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و ﻣﺎري ﭘﻴﺪاﻳﺶ ﺷﺪ.
ﺟﻌﺒﻪ اي ﻣﻘﻮاﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺳﭙﺲ
ﻛﺘﺶ را در آورد و ﺧﻮد را در ﻟﺒﺎس زرد و ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎن ﻛﺮد.
" روز وﻟﻨﺘﺎﻳﻦ ) روز ﻋﺸﻖ  -م ( ﺷـﺎد ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ".او ﮔﻔـﺖ" ،.
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪن ﻣﻦ در ﻛﻨﺴﺮت ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪي ،ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﻮدم
ﻛﻨﺴﺮت را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ آوردم".
روي ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎﺿﺮﺑﻪ زدن ﺑﻪ ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﭼﻜﻤـﻪ را از
ﭘﺎﻳﺶ در آورد ،ﺳﭙﺲ ﭘﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ .او آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎ
ﻓﺸﺎر ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آورد .و ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﺧﺮاﻣﻴﺪن ﻣﻐﺮوراﻧﻪ در
اﻃﺮاف ﻣﻴﺰ و در ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺣـﺎل ﻫـﻢ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪن ﻧﻤﺎﻳـﺸﮕﻮﻧﻪ اﻣـﺎ
ﺑﺎﺻﺪاي ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ ﺟﻮان:
ﻣﻦ ﮔﻞ اﻻﻟﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم
ﮔﻞ آﻻﻟﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻋﺰﻳﺰ
اﮔﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﭼﺮا
اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﻦ ﮔﻞ اﻻﻟﻪ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم
ﮔﻞ اﻻﻟﻪ ﻧﺎز
ﮔﻞ اﻻﻟﻪ ي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻨﻲ.....
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دﻛﺘﺮ ﺣﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﺷﺮوع ﺑـﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪن ﻛﻨـﺪ ،ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺑﺨﺎري در ﺣﺎل اﻳﺴﺘﺎدن ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺗﻤﻴـﺰ
ﻛﺮدن ﺗﺔ ﺗﺎوة اي ) ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﻪ – م( ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﮔﻮﺷـﺖ ﭼـﺮخ
ﻛﺮده ﺧﻮك در آن ﺑﻮد.
دﺳﺖ زدم .ﮔﻔﺘﻢ " ،ﭼﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻣﺠﻠﻠﻲ".
در واﻗﻊ ﺑﻮد .داﻣﻦ ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ،زﻳﺮﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻨﻲ زرد روﺷﻦ ،ﭘﻴﺶ داﻣﻦ
ﻟﺮزان ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ،ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺑﻨﺪ ﻗﻼﺑﺪوزي ﺷﺪه.
" ﻣﺎدرم اﻳﻦ را درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮد"
" ﺣﺘﻲ ﻗﻼﺑﺪوزي؟"
ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ .او ﺷﺐ ﻗﺒﻞ ﺗﺎ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭼﻬﺎر ﺑﻴﺪار ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ ﺗـﺎ آن را ﺗﻤـﺎم
ﻛﻨﺪ".
ﭼﺮﺧﺶ و ﭘﺎﻳﻜﻮﺑﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻧﻤـﺎﻳﺶ اداﻣـﻪ داﺷـﺖ .ﻇﺮﻓﻬـﺎ در
ﻗﻔﺴﻪ ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ دﺳـﺖ زدم .ﻫـﺮ دوي
ﻣﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻴﻢ .ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻴﻢ ﻛـﻪ دﻛﺘـﺮ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد و ﻧﺎدﻳﺪه ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﻤﺎن را ﻣﺘﻮﻗـﻒ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺑـﺮاي او ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﻳﻜﻨﻮاﺧﺖ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﻣﻮدب ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻴﻢ.
" ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻦ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي دﻳﮕﺮ" ﻣـﺎري ﮔﻔـﺖ ".ﺑـﺮاي ﻳـﻚ روز
ﻋﺸﻖ )واﻟﻨﺘﺎﻳﻦ – م( " او ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ﻛﺎرﺗﻨﻲ را ﭘﺎره ﻛﺮد و در آن
ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ روز ﻋﺸﻖ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﻗﻠﺐ ﺑﺮﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و
ﺑﺎ ﻻﻳﻪ اي از ﺑﺴﺘﻲ ﻧﺎزك روﻛﺶ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
" ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻜﻮه" ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .و ﻣﺎري ﭘﺎﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪﻧﺶ را ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﻛﺮد
ﻣﻦ ﻛﺎﭘﻴﺘﺎن ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ
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و ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎﭘﻴﺘﺎن ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﻫﻢ
ﺗﻮ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب ﻫﺴﺘﻲ و آن را ﺧﻮب درك ﻛﻦ
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺪﻣﻪ ﺧﻮب درﺳﺖ دﺳﺘﻮر ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم دﻛﺘﺮ ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ و او ﺑﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﺳﻼم ﻛﺮد.
" ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب" دﻛﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ " .ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺳﺖ".
ﻣﺎري ﺑﻪ او اﻋﺘﻨﺎ ﻧﻜﺮد.
ﺑﻌﺪ ﺳﻪ ﺑﺎر ﻫﻠﻬﻠﻪ ﻛﺮد و ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ
ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎﭘﻴﺘﺎن ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ.249
" ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺳﺖ"
" ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎﭘﻴﺘﺎن ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻨﺪ"---
" ﻣﺎري .ﻣﺎ دارﻳﻢ ﺷـﺎم ﻣـﻲ ﺧـﻮرﻳﻢ .و ﺗـﻮ دﻋـﻮت ﻧﻴـﺴﺘﻲ)
ﻣﻬﻤــﺎن ﻧﺎﺧﻮاﻧــﺪه اي – م(  .اﻳــﻦ را ﻣــﻲ ﻓﻬﻤــﻲ؟ دﻋــﻮت
ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ".
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ.
" ﺧﻮب .ﭘﻴﻒ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﭘﺲ .ﺗﻮ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ".
" ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺪون آن ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﻫـﺎ ﻫـﻢ ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ اﻧﺠـﺎم
دﻫﻲ .ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﺧﻮدت ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﺮ و ﺻـﺪاﻳﻲ ي ﻳـﻚ ﺧـﻮك
ﺟﻮان ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮي".
ﭼﻬﺮه ﻣﺎري ﻃﻮري ﻗﺮﻣﺰ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺗﺎزه ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻛـﺮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
اﻣﺎ در ﻋﻮض ﮔﻔﺖ " ،ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ دارد ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ
ﻳﻚ ﭼﺸﻢ داري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻛﺞ ﺷﺪه".
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" ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺳﺖ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺗﻮ داري"
دﻛﺘﺮ ﭼﻜﻤﻪ ﻫﺎي اورا ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ و ﺟﻠﻮي او ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
" اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را ﺑﭙﻮش"
او ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎي ﭘﺮ از اﺷﻚ و آب دﻣـﺎغ
ﺟﺎري اش .ﺑﺎ ﻗﺪرت دﻣﺎﻏﺶ را ﺑﺎﻻ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .دﻛﺘـﺮ ﻛـﺘﺶ را
ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ و ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ اش ﻧﻜﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ او داﺷـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪ و
دﻛﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ.
" ﺧﻮب درﺳﺖ ﺷﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ،ﭼﻄﻮر اﻳﻨﺠﺎ آﻣﺪي؟"
او از ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دادن ﺧﻮدداري ﻛﺮد.
" ﭘﻴﺎده آﻣﺪي .آﻣﺪي؟ ﺧﻮب .ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑـﺎ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﺗـﺮا
ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳـﺎﻧﻢ .ﭘـﺲ ﺗـﻮ ﻓﺮﺻـﺖ آن را ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻳـﺎﺑﻲ ﻛـﻪ روي
اﻧﺒﻮﻫﻲ از ﺑﺮف ﭘﺮت ﺑﺸﻮي و از ﺧﻮدﺗﺮﺣﻤﻲ ﺑﻤﻴﺮي".
ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﺑﺰﺑﺎن ﻧﻴﺎوردم .ﻣﺎري ﻳﻜﺒﺎر ﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻧﻜـﺮد.
ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺪرود ،ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺻﺪاي روﺷﻦ ﺷﺪن ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﺷﻨﻴﺪم ،ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﻴـﺰ
ﻛﺮدن ﻣﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدم .ﻣﺎ ﻧﺮﺳﻴﺪﻳﻢ دﺳﺮ را ﺑﺨـﻮرﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎز ﻫـﻢ
ﻛﻴﻚ ﺳﻴﺐ ﺑﻮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﭼﻴﺰي ﻏﻴﺮ از آن ﺑﻠﺪ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻳﺎ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻗﻨﺎدي درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻣﻦ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﻗﻠﺐ را ﺑﺮداﺷـﺘﻢ و ﺧـﻮردم.
ﺑﺨﺶ ﻳﺨﻲ روي ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﺑﻴﺶ از اﻧﺪازه ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻦ ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﺪون
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ﻃﻌﻢ ﮔﻴﻼس ﻳـﺎ آﻟﺒـﺎﻟﻮﻳﻲ .ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺷـﻜﺮ و رﻧﮕﻴﻨـﻲ ﺑـﺎ رﻧـﮓ
ﺧﻮراﻛﻲ .ﻳﻜﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻮردم و ﻳﻜﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ.
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺑﺪرود ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ .ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ از او ﺗﺸﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم اﻣﺎ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑﺨﻮدم ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻳـﺎ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﻳـﻚ
ﺑﺨﺶ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ آن ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد.
دﻛﺘﺮ ﮔـﺴﺘﺎخ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﺮا ﺗﻜـﺎن داد از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﮔﺴﺘﺎﺧﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻘﺪر ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪ ﺑـﻮد .اﻣـﺎ دﻛﺘـﺮ آن
ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺲ وﻗﺖ او ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﻫﺪر ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد) ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻲ
اش را ﺑﺮاي ﻣـﻦ ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ داد – م(  .و ﺷـﺮﻣﻨﺪه ﺑـﻮدم از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻲ ام را ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ او ﭼﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺘﻢ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ.
او از ﻣﻦ ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ .او ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮد.
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺟﺰء ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي او ﺷﮕﻔﺖ آورﺗﺮ از ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﻮد؟
وﺿﻌﻴﺖ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻪ ﮔﻲِ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻻﺧﺮه ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻧﻨﻤـﻮد -.او
ﺣﻮﻟﻪ اي داد ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎﻧﺪوم ﻫﻢ -و اﻳﺴﺘﺎدﮔﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ اﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺮ
ﭼﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﺷﺘﻴﺎق ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺮدوي ﻣﺎ
ﺷﮕﻔﺖ آور ﺑﻮد.
" ﻣﻦ واﻗﻌﺎ درﻧﻈﺮ دارم ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ ازدواج ﻛﻨﻢ ".او ﮔﻔﺖ.
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ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او ﻣﺮا ﺑﺨﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﺒـﺮد .ﺗﻤـﺎم ﺷـﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﻫـﺎ را دور
رﻳﺨﺖ .ﻫﻤﻪ آن ﻗﻠﺒﻬﺎي ﻗﺮﻣﺰ را در ﺑﺮﻓﻬﺎ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ ﺗـﺎ ﻏـﺬاي
ﭘﺮﻧﺪﮔﺎن ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﭘﺲ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻣﻘﺮر ﺷﺪ .ﻧﺎﻣﺰد ﺷﺪﻧﻤﺎن -ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ او در ﺣـﺮف
ﻛﻤﻲ ﻣﺤﺘﺎط ﺑﻮد -ﺗﻮاﻓﻖ ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺑﺮ اﺳـﺎس ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ ﺻﻮرت ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻫﺮ وﻗﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﭼﻨﺪ روز ﭘﻲ در ﭘﻲ
ﻣﺮﺧﺼﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ ﺑﻲ ﺗﺸﺮﻳﻔﺎت  .او ﮔﻔﺖ .در ﻧﻈﺮ
ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ ﺑﻨﻮﻳـﺴﻢ .داﺷـﺘﻢ اﻳـﻦ
اﻳﺪه را در ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮاﺳﻢ در ﺣﻀﻮر دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻳﺪه
ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي او ﭘـﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻨﻲ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ .و ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ آن
ﻧﻴﺸﺨﻨﺪ و ﭘﻮزﺧﻨﺪ را ﺗﺤﻤﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻴﺶ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او
آﻣﺎده ﻛﻨﺎر آﻣﺪن ﺑﺎ آن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
او ﻣﻮاﻓﻖ ﺣﻠﻘﻪ اﻟﻤﺎس ﻫﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﻳﻜـﻲ
ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺖ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﺑﺎره آن
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮدم .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد .داﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ از
آن ﺟﻮر اﺣﻤﻘﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدم .دﺧﺘﺮان ﻣﺤﺎﻓﻈﻪ ﻛﺎر.
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎم ﺧﻮردن ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ،ﻧﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ
ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ ﻳـﻚ
ﻛﺎرت ﺑﺮاي دو ﻧﻔﺮ ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﻢ .ﻛـﺎرت ﻣـﻦ در دﺳـﺘﺮس
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ﻧﺒﻮدو ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻻن آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ – ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﻣـﺎري-
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺾ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮردن در " ﺳﺎن "250ﻛﺮدم.
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮﺟﻬﻲ ﺟﻠﺐ ﻧﺸﻮد.
اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣـﺸﻜﻮك ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎران ﻣـﺴﻦ
ﺻﻤﻴﻤﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .و ﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﺎﺗﺮن ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﻣﺼﻨﻮﻋﻲ اي ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ
زد .ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﻣﺪرن ﻣﻲ آراﺳﺘﻢ .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻣﻨﻈﻮري ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻢ .ﺧﻮد را در ﻳﻚ ﺳـﻜﻮن ﻣﺨﻤﻠـﻴﻦ ﻓـﺮو
ﺑﺮدم ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﭘـﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣـﺪ ﻛـﻪ
اﻳﻦ زﻧﺎن ﻣﺴﻦ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ راﺑﻄﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﺸﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻛﺠـﺎ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﺸﻴﺪه ﺷﻮد و اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ آﻧﻬـﺎ آﻣـﺎده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ
درﺳﺘﺶ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﮔﺮ دﻛﺘﺮ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ از اﻳـﻦ ﻛـﺎر
ﺻﺮف ﻧﻈﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ.
دﺳﺘﻴﺎران ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﺗﻪ دل ﻃﺮف ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و اذﻳـﺘﻢ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻗﻮﺳﻬﺎ را در ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﭼﺎي ﻣﻦ دﻳﺪﻧﺪ.
ﻣﺎه ﻣﺎرس ،ﻣﺎه ﺳﺨﺖ و ﺷﻠﻮﻏﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ درﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺎه ﺳﺎل ﺑﻮد دﺳﺘﻴﺎران ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪ
دﻟﻴﻞ؛ ﻣﺮدم در ﻣﻐﺰﺷـﺎن ﻛـﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ در آن ﻣـﺎه ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﻴﺮﻧﺪ ،ﭘﺲ از ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻓﻜﺮي آن را ﺑﻪ ﺳﺨﺘﻲ ﻫـﺎي زﻣـﺴﺘﺎن
رﺑﻂ ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺑﭽﻪ اي در ﻛﻼس ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﺪ،
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ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻳـﺎ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ ﻳـﻚ
ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ ﺳﺎده در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﻣﺎﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ.
زﻣﺎن ﺗﻌﻴﻴﻦ ﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎ را
ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ .او ﻳﺎداﺷﺘﻲ از زﻳﺮِ در ،ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ اﺗﺎﻗﻢ ﺳﺮاﻧﺪ ،در
ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ آﭘﺮﻳﻞ آﻣﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﺑﺤﺮان ﺟﺪي اي ﻧﺒﻮد او
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻨﺪ روز ﻣﺮﺧﺺ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻣﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺎﻧﺘﺰوﻳﻞ 251ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ.
رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺎﻧﺘﺰوﻳﻞ رﻣﺰ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي ازدواج ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﻦ ﻛﺮپِ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ام را داﺷﺘﻢ .ﺧﺸﻚ و ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﺗﺎ ﻛﺮدم و ﺑﺎ
دﻗﺖ در ﺳﺎك ﺷﻴﻔﺖ ﺷﺒﻢ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺘﻢ .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم ﻣـﻦ
ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻢ را در ﻳﻜﻲ از دﺳﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﻫـﺎي ﺑـﺎﻧﻮان ،ﺗﻮاﻟـﺖ ،ﻋـﻮض
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﺮد .دارم ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ اﮔﺮ ﮔـﻞ وﺣـﺸﻲ ي
زود درآﻣﺪه اي در ﺟﺎده ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺘـﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﭽﻴـﻨﻢ و دﺳـﺘﻪ
ﮔﻠﻲ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ .آﻳﺎ ﻣﻮاﻓﻘﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ دﺳﺘﻪ ﮔﻠـﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﺧﻮد داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ؟ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي روﻳﺶ ﮔـﻞ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﺑﻬـﺎر) ﮔـﻞ
ﺟﻌﻔﺮي-م( ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زود ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳـﺪه ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﻣﮕـﺮ
درﺧﺘﺎن ﻧﺎزك ﻛﺎج و ﺟﺰاﻳﺮ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه از ﺳﺮو ﻛﻮﻫﻲ و ﺑﺎﺗﻼق .و
در اﻳﻦ ﺑﺮﺷﻬﺎي ﺟﺎده ،ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎي درﻫﻢ ﺑﺮﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ در
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ آﺷﻨﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ -آﻫﻦ ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ ﻟﻜﻪ ﺧﻮﻧﻲ در آﻣﺪه و ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ
ﻫﺎي ﮔﺮاﻧﻴﺖ.
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رادﻳﻮي ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ روﺷﻦ اﺳﺖ و ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ ﭘﻴﺮوزي ﭘﺨـﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻮن ﻧﻴﺮوﻫﺎي ﻣﺘﺤﺪﻳﻦ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺮﻟﻴﻦ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .دﻛﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗـﺎﺧﻴﺮ دارﻧـﺪ ﺗـﺎ ﺑﮕﺬارﻧـﺪ
روﺳﻬﺎ اول ﺑﺮﺳﻨﺪ .او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﭘﺸﻴﻤﺎن ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ.
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ از اﻣﻨﺪﺳﻦ دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ ،در ﻣﻲ ﻳـﺎﺑﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ او را اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ 252ﺻﺪا ﻛﻨﻢ .اﻳﻦ ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﺗـﺮﻳﻦ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ
اي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ داﺷﺘﻪ اﻳﻢ .و ﻣﻦ از ﺑﻲ ﺧﺒـﺮي
ﻣﺮداﻧﻪ اش ﺗﺤﺮﻳﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم -.ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺖ
ﺑﺮﺧﻼﻓﺶ ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﺷﻮد و ﻣﻬﺎرت او ﻫﻤﭽـﻮن ﻳـﻚ راﻧﻨـﺪﮔﻲ.
ﺟﺮاح ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ را ﻫﻴﺠﺎن اﻧﮕﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻢ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﺟـﺎزه
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ داد – .ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ اﻻن ،ﻣﻌﺘﻘـﺪم ،ﻣـﻦ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ در ﻫـﺮ
ﺑﺎﺗﻼق ﻳﺎ ﭼﺎﻟﻪ ﻟﺠﻨﻲ دراز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪم ﻳﺎ ﻟﺠﻨﻲ ﻳﺎ ﭼﺎﻟﻪ دراز
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪم ﺳﺘﻮن ﻓﻘﺮاﺗﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺻﺨﺮه ﻛﻨﺎر ﺟـﺎده ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮرد ،آﻳﺎ او ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻠﻪ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎت را ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدم ﻧﮕﻪ دارم.
ﻓﻜﺮم را ﺑﻪ آﻳﻨﺪه ﻣﺘﻤﺮﻛـﺰ ﻛـﺮدم .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻫﺎﻧﺘﺰوﻳـﻞ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﻢ ،اﻧﺘﻈﺎر دارم ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻳﻚ وزﻳﺮ را ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻫـﻢ
در ﻳﻚ اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺑﻮد .اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺪرﻧﺘﺮﻳﻦ
اﺻﺎﻟﺖ اﺗﺎﻗﻬﺎي ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ را ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ در ﺗﻤـﺎم
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ام ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ام.
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اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﻢ؛ در ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻢ ﻛﻪ راﻫﻬﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮي
ﺑﺮاي ازدواج ﻫﺴﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ داﻣﺎد ﻧﺎﺳﺎزﮔﺎري دﻳﮕـﺮ دارد ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮم .او ﻫـﻴﭻ رﺑﻄـﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻳـﻚ وزﻳـﺮ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .در
ﺷﻬﺮداري ﻫﺎﻧﺘﺰوﻳﻞ ،ﻣﺎ ﻓﺮﻣﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﭘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻮﮔﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮرﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺠﺮدﻳﻢ و ﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬارﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮاﻓﻖ آﮔﺎﻫﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ
ﻫﻢ ازدواج ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ.
وﻗﺖ ﻧﻬﺎر ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ .اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ ﺑﻴﺮون رﺳﺘﻮران ﻣـﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﺪ ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﻏﺬاﺧﻮري ﺑﺠﺎي ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺷﺎپ اﻣﻨﺪﺳـﻦ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" اﻳﻦ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ؟"
اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻬﺮه ام ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻤﺶ را ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
" ﻧﻪ؟" او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ " ،ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺧﻮب"
ﻣﺎ ﺧﻮردن ﻧﻬﺎرﻣﺎن را در اﺗـﺎق ﺟﻠـﻮﻳﻲ ﻳﻜـﻲ از ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
اﺻﻴﻞ ﺑـﻪ آﺧـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﺮﻳﻢ ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﺎم ﻣـﺮﻏﺶ را ﺗﺒﻠﻴـﻎ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ.ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﺦ ﺳﺮد ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺷﺎﻣﻬﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ و
ﺻﺪاي ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ رادﻳﻮﻳﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﺠـﺰ ﺻـﺪاي ﺑﻬـﻢ ﺧـﻮردن
ﻛﺎرد و ﭼﻨﮕـﺎل ﻣـﺎ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺳـﻌﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻴﻢ ﺑﺨـﺸﻬﺎي
ﭼﺴﺒﻨﺎك ﻣﺮغ را از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﻄﻤﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ او دارد ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد در رﺳﺘﻮران ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ ي ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ در اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺟﺎ ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺑﺨﻮد ﻣﻲ آﻳﻢ و در ﻣﻮرد دﺳﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﺮﺳﻢ و آﻧﺠﺎ در ﻫﻮاي ﺣﺘﻲ دﻟﺴﺮدﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺗﺮ از اﺗﺎق ﺟﻠـﻮﻳﻲ،
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ﻟﺒﺎس ﺳﺒﺰم را ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ و ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﻢ ،ﻟﺒـﺎﻧﻢ را دوﺑـﺎره
رﻧﮕﻴﻦ و ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﻢ را ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آﻳﻢ ،اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد و ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪ
ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و دﺳﺘﻢ را ﻣﻲ ﻓﺸﺎرد و ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻗﺸﻨﮓ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻳﻢ.
دﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﻫﻢ را ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارﻳﻢ و ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑـﻪ داﺧـﻞ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ
ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدﻳﻢ .او در را ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و دور ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﺳﻮار
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﻧﺪ اﺳﺘﺎرت ﻣـﻲ
زﻧﺪ ﺳﭙﺲ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه اﺑﺰارآﻻت ﭘﺎرك ﺷـﺪه اﺳـﺖ.
ﭘﺎروﻫﺎي ﺑﺮف ﭘﺎك ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻧﺼﻒ ﻗﻴﻤﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﻓﺮوش ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي در ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ اﺳـﻜﻴﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ در داﺧﻞ ﺗﻴﺰ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
در ﻃﻮل ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﭼﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﻪ زرد روﻏﻨـﻲ ،رﻧـﮓ ﺷـﺪه
ﻫﺴﺖ .ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺟﻠﻮي آن اﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ .و دو ﺗﺨﺘـﻪ ﺑـﺼﻮرت
ﺿﺮﺑﺪر ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻠﺶ ﻣﻴﺦ ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ.
ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ ﭘﺎرك ﺷﺪه ،ﻣﺪل ﭘﻴﺶ از
ﺟﻨﮓ ﺑﺎ رﻛﺎب ﻣﺘﺤﺮك و ﮔﻠﮕﻴﺮﻫﺎي ﺣﺎﺷﻴﻪ زﻧﮓ زده اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺮدي در ﻟﺒﺎس ﻳﻜﺴﺮه از ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه اﺑـﺰار ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻣـﻲ آﻳـﺪ و
ﺳﻮارش ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﭘﺲ از دﻳﺮ روﺷﻦ ﺷﺪن ﻣﻮﺗﻮر ،ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ
اﻓﺘﺪ و روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮن دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
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ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮن ﺗﺤﻮﻳﻞ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺎم ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه روي آن ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻮﺷـﺪ در
ﻓﻀﺎي ﺧﺎﻟﻲ ﺳﻤﺖ ﭼﭗ ﭘﺎرك ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻀﺎي ﻛﺎﻓﻲ وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪارد.
راﻧﻨﺪه ﭘﻴﺎده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ اﻟﻴـﺴﺘﺮ
ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ .اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ زده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد -اﮔﺮ او ﭼﻨﺎن ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ را ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ آورد و آن ﻣﺮد ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪ ﻛﻪ اﮔـﺮ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﺮﻳﺪن ﭼﻴﺰي از ﻓﺮوﺷﮕﺎه ﭘﺎرك ﻛﺮده اﻳﻢ ،اﺷﻜﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارد در
ﻏﻴﺮ اﻳﻨﺼﻮرت ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻟﻄﻔﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻛﺮده و ﺟﺎ ﺧﺎﻟﻲ
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ؟
" ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ" اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .ﻣﺮد ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻦ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻴﻢ ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻋﺮوﺳﻲ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎ داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ"
" ﻣﺎ" او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ" ﻣـﺎ" ﺑـﺮاي ﻳـﻚ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ،آن ﻛﻠﻤـﻪ را
ﺷﻨﻴﺪم .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر اﺳﺖ .آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر .ﻣﻦ در
اﻳﻦ " ﻣﺎ" ﺷﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم.
آن " ﻣﺎ" ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻬﻢ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ را
ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺻﺪاي ﻣﺮداﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻣﺮد ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮد اﺳﺖ ﺑـﺎ
راﻧﻨﺪه ،ﺧﻮﻧﺴﺮدي و ﭘﻮزش ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻲ اش .ﻣﻦ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ آرزو
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم ﻛﻪ او داﺷﺖ ﻗﺒﻼ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ
او ﺣﺘﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻜﺮد ﻛﻪ واﻧﺖ داﺷﺖ ﭘﺎرك ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ
داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﺑﻌﺪ وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎك ﺑﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﺳـﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﭼﻨﮕـﺎﻟﺶ
دور ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﺳﻔﺖ ﺷﺪ ،ﭼﻨﮕﺎل و ﺣﻮاس ﭘﺮﺗﻲ اش و ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ
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درد در ﺧﻮد داﺷﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻣﻬـﻢ ﻧﺒـﻮد او از
ﻫﻤﺎن ﺟﺎي ﻋﻤﻴﻘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ در
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد .ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﺮد
دﻳﮕﺮي ﺣﺮف زده اﺳﺖ .او ﺷﻴـﺸﻪ را ﺑـﺎﻻ ﻣـﻲ آورد و ﺗﻤـﺎم
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ اش را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .آن را ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﺮد ﺗـﺎ از
ﺟﺎي ﺗﻨﮓ در آورد و از ﺗﻤﺎس ﺑﺎ واﻧﺖ دور ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻧﺒﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻜﻨﻢ ".او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺎ آن ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ.
ﻓﻘﻂ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه اﺳﺖ.
ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ " اﺳﻬﺎي
درﻫــﻢ ﭘﻴﭽﻴــﺪه " Sﻣﺜــﻞ ﻧــﺸﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﺗﻴﺰﻛــﺮدن اﺳــﻜﻴﺖ ﻳــﺎ
ﺗﺎﺑﻠﻮﻫﺎي زﻣﺨﺖ ﺑﺎ ﺿﺮﺑﺪر زده ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ .ﻣﺜـﻞ آن ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ زرد ﺑﺪون ﺷﻨﻴﺪن اﻳﻦ ﺻﺪا ،ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ.
ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﺑﺒﺮم .ﺑﻠﻴﻄﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ را ﻣﻲ
ﺧﺮم .ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﻋﺎت آﺧﺮ ﺑﻌﺪاز ﻇﻬﺮ ﻳﻚ ﻗﻄﺎر ﺑﻪ
ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﺑﻪ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻣﺤﺘﻤﻞ ﻓﻜﺮ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛـﺮد و
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻢ ﻛﻪ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﺗﺮا ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺗـﻮ ﻧـﺸﺎﻧﻲ
ﺧﻮدت در ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺪه .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ آن را ﻧﮕـﻪ
داﺷﺘﻪ ام.
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آه .و ﻳﻚ ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪﻳﻪ ﻛﺎري ﺑﺮاﻳـﺖ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ ﻧﻮﺷـﺖ .ﺗـﻮ ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر
ﺟﺎﻟﺐ ﻛﺎر ﻛﺮده اي .ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺗﺮم را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدي -
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم ﻫﻨﻮز ،اﻣﺎ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳـﺘﺎن ﻣـﺴﻠﻮﻟﻴﻦ
دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮات ﺑﺰرگ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ.
ﺗُﻦ ﺗﺎزه اي در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ دارد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎ .ﻳﻚ ﺗُﻦ ﺳـﺒﻚ
ﺷﺪن در ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻫﺴﺖ ،او دارد ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ آن را ﻧـﺸﺎن
ﻧﺪﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ام.
ﺑﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدم .ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻋـﺪام ﺧـﻮدم
ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻪ .ﻫﻨـﻮز زﻣـﺎن ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻫـﺴﺖ .آﻳـﺎ
ﺻﺪاي او را ﺑﺮاي آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻮم .ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻪ.
او ﻻزم ﻧﻴﺴﺖ راه رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه را ﺑﭙﺮﺳﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ
ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ اﮔﺮ او ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻲ را ﻗﺒﻼ ﺳـﻮار ﻗﻄـﺎر
ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﺎش" او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
ﻫﺮ ﻧﻮﺑﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﺑﺎﻗﻴﻤﺎﻧﺪه زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻦ
ﻛﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﻳﻚ ﻗﻄﺎر در ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭘﻨﭻ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﻫﺴﺖ .در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣﻨﺘﻈـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻢ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ او ﻣﻲ رود وارﺳﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﺑـﺎ ﺑﻠـﻴﻂ
در دﺳﺘﺶ و ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﮔﺎﻣﻲ ﺳﺒﻜﺘﺮ اﺳـﺖ .او
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ را درك ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻮن ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺘـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد آراﻣﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
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در اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﮔﺮم و راﺣﺖ اﺳﺖ .اﺗـﺎق اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر وﻳـﮋه اي ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬﺎ ﻫﺴﺖ.
او در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ را ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ.
" آﻳﺎ ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﻛـﻪ رﻓﺘـﻲ؟
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻠﻮﭼـﻪ ﺧـﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﺘـﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﮕﻴـﺮﻳﻢ .ﺷـﺎم
وﺣﺸﺘﻨﺎﻛﻲ ﺑﻮد"
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﻟﺞ ﻣﺮا در ﻣﻲ آورد .ﭘﻴﺎده ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮم و ﺟﻠـﻮي او ﺑـﻪ
ﻃﺮف اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ روم.او اﺗﺎق اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬـﺎ را ﻧـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ
دﻫﺪ .اﺑﺮوﻳﺶ را ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﺪ آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﺟﻮك
را ﺑﺴﺎزد.
" ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﻲ اﻳﻦ را ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺗـﺮﻳﻦ روزﻫـﺎي
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ات ﺑﺸﻤﺎر آوري"
ﻧﻴﻤﻜﺘﻲ در اﺗﺎق اﻧﺘﻈﺎر اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد از آﻧﺠﺎ
درﻫﺎي ﺟﻠﻮي اﻳﺴﺘﮕﺎه را دﻳﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ ﻗـﺎدر ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ
ﺑﻮد او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ اﻣﺘﺤﺎن ﺑﻮد.ﻣﺜﻞ دراﻣﺎي ﻗـﺮون
وﺳﻄﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻤﺶ را ﻋـﻮض ﻛـﺮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .راﻧـﺪن در
ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه  ،دﻳﺪن ﻧﻮر رﻧـﮓ ﭘﺮﻳـﺪه ﺧﻮرﺷـﻴﺪ ﺑﻬـﺎري ﺑـﺮ روي
ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ اﺧﻴﺮا ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ .ﺗﻜﺎن ﺧﻮرده
از ﺑﻲ ﺧﺮديِ او ،دور ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺖ ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﺸﺖ.
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﺑﻪ آﻣﺪن ﻗﻄﺎر ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺑﻪ اﻳـﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﻣﺎﻧـﺪه
اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ﺑﺮﺳـﺪ و ﺣـﺎﻻ
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ﻓﺎﻧﺘﺰي ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻔﻜﺮم ﻣﻲ رﺳﻨﺪ .ﺳﻮار ﻗﻄﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮد ﻃـﻮري
ﻛﻪ زﻧﺠﻴﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎي ﻣﻦ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ .ﭼﻬـﺮه
ام را ﺑﻪ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻓﺸﺎر ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ ﺗﺎ در ﻃﻮل ﺳـﻜﻮﻫﺎ ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻛـﻨﻢ
ﻣﺜﻞ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻤﺎن ﺳﻮت ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ دﻳﺮ ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ
ﻛﻪ از ﻗﻄﺎر ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺑﭙـﺮم .آزاد ﺑﭙـﺮم و از ﻣﻴـﺎن اﻳـﺴﺘﮕﺎه ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺑﺪوم درﺳﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ را ﭘﺎرك ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ
و ﻏﺰﻣﺶ را ﺟﺰم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﺪ .دﻳﺮ ﻧﺸﺪه اﺳﺖ .دﻋـﺎ
ﻛﻦ دﻳﺮ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ دوم او را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ دﻳﺮ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺣﺎﻻ آﺷﻮب اﺳﺖ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد اﺳﺖ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻲ ﻧﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ
دﺳﺘﻪ اي از ﺗﺎزه آﻣﺪه ﻫﺎ در ﺣﺎل ﻛﻮﺑﻴﺪن ﻣﻴﺎن ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻫـﺎ.
دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن دﺧﺘﺮان ﺑﺎ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ورزﺷﻲ ﺑﻪ زﺣﻤﺘﻬـﺎﻳﻲ اﻋﺘـﺮاض
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آورده اﻧﺪ .ﻣﺎﻣﻮر ﻗﻄﺎر ﻧﺎﺧـﺸﻨﻮد ﺷـﺪه و
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ ﺳﻮق ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ
ﺷﺎن دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﻣﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ.
ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻨﺸﺎن ﻣﺎري ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺳﺮم را ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﻢ و دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
اﻣﺎ او ﻫﺴﺖ .اﺳﻢ ﻣﺮا ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﺠـﺎ
ﺑﻮده ام.
دوﺳﺘﻲ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ.
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او ﺗﻠﭙﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ در ﺣﺎل
ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺴﻜﺘﺒﺎل ﺑﺎ ﻫﺎﻧﺘﺰوﻳﻞ ﺑﻮده اﻧﺪ .ﻳﻚ اﻏﺘﺸﺎش ﺑﻮد .آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺑﺎﺧﺘﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﺧﺘﻴﻢ .ﻧﺒﺎﺧﺘﻴﻢ؟" او در ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻟـﺬﺗﻲ آﺷـﻜﺎر ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ .و دﻳﮕﺮان در آه و ﻧﺎﻟﻪ .او اﻣﺘﻴﺎز را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ در
واﻗﻊ ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ.
" ﺗﻮ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه اي ".او ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻮﻳـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ او زﻳـﺎد
اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻫﺪ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺪون ﻋﻼﻗﻪ
واﻗﻌﻲ ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ.
او ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘـﻮ
ﻣﻲ روم ﺗﺎ ﭘﺪر ﺑﺰرگ و ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ .ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺣﺮﻓـﻲ
از اﻟﻴﺴﺘﺮ .ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺮف ﺑﺪ .او ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﺻﺤﻨﻪ را ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮد و ﻛﻨﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .در ﻳﻚ ﮔﻨﺠﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧـﻮدي
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او واﻗﻌﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺪ ﺑـﻲ
اﻋﺘﻨﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
ﻣﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ از او ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺎدرﻧﺒﻮدم ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي
را در آن وﻗﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدم وا ﮔﺬاﺷـﺘﻢ .ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻦ اﻧﺠﺎم داده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ اﻣﻨﺪﺳﻦ آﻣﺪﻳﻢ؟
ﻗﻄﺎر را رﻫﺎ ﻛﺮدم و ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ او دوﻳﺪم و ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﭼـﺮا.
ﭼﺮا .ﺷﺮﻣﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﮕﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ.
ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد ،ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﺑﻪ واﻗﻊ آﻧﻘﺪر ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي
ﺗﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ
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ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻣﺎﻣﻮر ﻗﻄﺎر ﻫﺸﺪار داده ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻧﻜﻨﻨـﺪ
ﻗﻄﺎر ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮي ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ در ﺣﺎل راﻧﺪن ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻄـﺮﻓﺶ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺘﻢ .در
ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدم .ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻫﻨﻮز .ﺑﻨﻈﺮم ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺎر
ﻫﺮﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺧﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ.
ﺻﺪا زد " ،ﭼﻄﻮري؟" و ﻣـﻦ ﺟـﻮاب دادم" ﺧـﻮب  :ﺳـﭙﺲ
ﺑﺮاي ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮﮔﺬاري اﻓﺰودم " ،ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل".
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در آن زﻣﺎن ،اﻳﻦ ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺖ .داﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﻮﻫﺮم ﺣﺴﺎب و ﻛﺘﺎب ﻛﺮدن در ﺑﺎره ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺗﺴﻮﻳﻪ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ
ﻧﺎﺷﻲ از ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪم .در آن ﺑﻌـﺪاز ﻇﻬـﺮ
ﺑﻪ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺸﻲ در ﮔﺎﻟﺮي ﻫﻨﺮ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر ﻛﺮدن
ﻓﻜﺮم ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدم ﻛﻨﺎر آﻳﻢ.
ﺑﺎزﺻﺪاﻳﻢ زد " ،آﻓﺮﻳﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ" ،او ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻫﻨﻮز ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ راﻫﻤﺎن را ﻣﻴﺎن ﺷﻠﻮﻏﻲ ﺑـﺎز
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺑـﻮدﻳﻢ .اﻣـﺎ
ﻳﻚ ﻗﻄﻌﻴﺖ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻣﺴﻴﺮﻫﺎي ﺧﻮدﻣﺎن را ﭘـﻴﺶ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ درﺣﺎل رﻓﺘﻦ آن ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ .ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ.
ﻧﻪ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻧﻔﺴﮕﻴﺮي ،ﻧﻪ دﺳﺘﻲ روي ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ام وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺎده رو
رﺳﻴﺪم .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺟﻬﺸﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮدم وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻳﻜـﻲ از
ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺎزﺗﺮ از دﻳﮕﺮي ﺷﺪ .ﭼﺸﻢ ﭼﭗ ﺑـﻮد – ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ
ﭼﭗ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺎد دارم .و ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ.
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ﻫﺸﺪار دﻫﻨﺪه و ﺷﮕﻔﺖ اﻧﮕﻴـﺰ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰِ ﻧـﺎﻣﻤﻜﻦِ
دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ واري ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ رخ داده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه وا دارد.
ﻫﻤﻪ اش اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻢ.
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن اﺣﺴﺎس ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘـﻲ اﻣﻨﺪﺳـﻦ را ﺗـﺮك ﻛـﺮدم.
ﻗﻄﺎر ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎﺑﺎوري ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ .ﻇﺎﻫﺮا در ﻣـﻮرد ﻋـﺸﻖ ﻫـﻴﭻ
ﭼﻴﺰ ﻋﻮض ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد.
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On the bench outside the station, I sat and waited.
The station had been open when the train arrived,
but now it was locked. Another woman sat at the
end of the bench, holding between her knees a
string bag full of parcels wrapped in oiled paper.
Meat—raw meat. I could smell it.
Across the tracks was the electric train, empty,
waiting.
No other passengers showed up, and after a while
the stationmaster stuck his head out the station
window and called, “San.” At first I thought he
was calling a man’s name, Sam. And another
man wearing some kind of official outfit did
come around the end of the building. He crossed
the tracks and boarded the electric car. The
woman with the parcels stood up and followed
him, so I did the same. There was a burst of
shouting from across the street, and the doors of a
dark-shingled flat-roofed building opened, letting
loose several men, who were jamming caps on
their heads and banging lunch buckets against
٧٩١
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their thighs. By the noise they were making,
you’d have thought the car was going to run
away from them at any minute. But when they
settled on board nothing happened. The car sat
while they counted one another and worked out
who was missing and told the driver that he
couldn’t go yet. Then somebody remembered that
the missing man hadn’t been around all day. The
car started, though I couldn’t tell if the driver had
been listening to any of this, or cared.
The men got off at a sawmill in the bush—it
wouldn’t have been more than ten minutes’
walk—and shortly after that the lake came into
view, covered with snow. A long, white, wooden
building in front of it. The woman readjusted her
packages and stood up, and I followed. The
driver again called “San,” and the doors opened.
A couple of women were waiting to get on. They
greeted the woman with the meat, and she said
that it was a raw day.
All avoided looking at me as I climbed down
behind the meat woman.
The doors banged together, and the train started
back.
Then there was silence, the air like ice. Brittlelooking birch trees with black marks on their
white bark, and some small, untidy evergreens,
rolled up like sleepy bears. The frozen lake not
level but mounded along the shore, as if the
waves had turned to ice in the act of falling. And
the building, with its deliberate rows of windows
and its glassed-in porches at either end.
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Everything austere and northerly, black-andwhite under the high dome of clouds. So still, so
immense an enchantment.
But the birch bark not white after all, as you got
closer. Grayish yellow, grayish blue, gray.
“Where you heading?” the meat woman called to
me. “Visiting hours are over at three.”
“I’m not a visitor,” I said. “I’m the new teacher.”
“Well, they won’t let you in the front door,
anyway,” the woman said with some satisfaction.
“You better come along with me. Don’t you have
a suitcase?”
“The stationmaster said he’d bring it later.”
“The way you were just standing there—looked
like you were lost.”
I said that I had stopped because it was so
beautiful.
“Some might think so. ’Less they were too sick
or too busy.”
Nothing more was said until we entered the
kitchen, at the far end of the building. I did not
get a chance to look around me, because attention
was drawn to my boots.
“You better get those off before they track the
floor.”
I wrestled off the boots—there was no chair to sit
down on—and set them on the mat where the
woman had put hers.
“Pick them up and bring them with you. I don’t
know where they’ll be putting you. You better
keep your coat on, too. There’s no heating in the
cloakroom.”
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No heat, no light, except what came through a
little window I could not reach. It was like being
punished at school. Sent to the cloakroom. Yes.
The same smell of winter clothing that never
really dried out, of boots soaked through to dirty
socks, unwashed feet.
I climbed up on the bench but still could not see
out. On the shelf where caps and scarves were
thrown, I found a bag with some figs and dates in
it. Somebody must have stolen them and stashed
them here to take home. All of a sudden, I was
hungry. Nothing to eat since morning, except for
a dry cheese sandwich on the Ontario Northland.
I considered the ethics of stealing from a thief.
But the figs would catch in my teeth and betray
me.
I got myself down just in time. Somebody was
entering the cloakroom.
Not one of the kitchen help but a schoolgirl in a
bulky winter coat, with a scarf over her hair. She
came in with a rush—books dropped on the
bench so that they scattered on the floor, scarf
snatched off so that her hair sprang out in a
tangle, and at the same time, it seemed, boots
kicked loose and sent skittering across the floor.
Nobody had got hold of her, apparently, to make
her take them off at the kitchen door.
“Oh, I wasn’t trying to hit you,” the girl said.
“It’s so dark in here after outside, you don’t
know what you’re doing. Aren’t you freezing?
Are you waiting for somebody to get off work?”
“I’m waiting to see Dr. Fox.”
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“Well, you won’t have to wait long. I just rode
from town with him. You’re not sick, are you? If
you’re sick you can’t come here. You have to see
him in town.”
“I’m the new teacher.”
“Are you? Are you from Toronto?”
“Yes.”
There was a certain pause, perhaps of respect.
But no. An examination of my coat.
“That’s really nice. What’s that fur on the
collar?”
“Persian lamb. Actually, it’s imitation.”
“Could have fooled me. I don’t know what they
put you in here for—it’ll freeze your butt off.
Excuse me. You want to see the doctor, I can
show you the way. I know where everything is.
I’ve lived here practically since I was born. My
mother runs the kitchen. My name is Mary.
What’s yours?”
“Vivi. Vivien.”
“If you’re a teacher, shouldn’t it be Miss? Miss
what?”
“Miss Hyde.”
“Tan your hide,” she said. “Sorry, I just thought
that up. I’d like it if you could be my teacher but
I have to go to school in town. It’s the stupid
rules. Because I’ve not got TB.”
She was leading me, while she talked, through
the door at the far end of the cloakroom, then
along a regular hospital corridor. Waxed
linoleum, dull green paint, an antiseptic smell.
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“Now you’re here, maybe I’ll get Reddy to let me
switch.”
“Who is Reddy?”
“Reddy Fox. It’s out of a book. Me and Anabel
just started calling Dr. Fox that.”
“Who is Anabel?”
“Nobody now. She’s dead.”
“Oh, I’m sorry.”
“Not your fault. It happens around here. I’m in
high school this year. Anabel never really got to
go to school at all. When I was just in public
school, Reddy got the teacher to let me stay home
a lot, so I could keep her company.”
She stopped at a half-opened door and whistled.
“Hey. I brought the teacher.”
A man’s voice said, “O.K., Mary. Enough out of
you for one day.”
She sauntered away and left me facing a spare
man of ordinary height, whose reddish-fair hair
was cut very short and glistened in the artificial
light from the hallway.
“You’ve met Mary,” he said. “She has a lot to
say for herself. She won’t be in your class, so you
won’t have to undergo that every day. People
either take to her or they don’t.”
He struck me as between ten and fifteen years
older than me, and at first he talked to me the
way an older man would. A preoccupied future
employer. He asked about my trip, about the
arrangements for my suitcase. He wanted to
know how I thought I would like living up here
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in the woods, after Toronto, whether I would be
bored.
Not in the least, I said, and added that it was
beautiful.
“It’s like—it’s like being inside a Russian novel.”
He looked at me attentively for the first time.
“Is it really? Which Russian novel?”
His eyes were a bright grayish blue. One eyebrow
had risen, like a little peaked cap.
It was not that I hadn’t read Russian novels. I had
read some all the way through and some only
partway. But because of that eyebrow, and his
amused but confrontational expression, I could
not remember any title except “War and Peace.” I
did not want to say that, because it was the one
that anybody would remember.
“ ‘War and Peace.’ ”
“Well, it’s only the peace we’ve got here, I’d say.
But if it was the war you were hankering after I
suppose you would have joined one of those
women’s outfits and got yourself overseas.”
I was angry and humiliated, because I had not
really been showing off. Or not only showing off.
I had wanted to explain what a wonderful effect
this scenery had on me.
He was evidently the sort of person who posed
questions that were traps for you to fall into.
“I guess I was really expecting a sort of old-lady
teacher come out of the woodwork,” he said, in
slight apology. “You didn’t study to be a teacher,
did you? What were you planning to do once you
got your B.A.?”
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“Work on my M.A.,” I said curtly.
“So what changed your mind?”
“I thought I should earn some money.”
“Sensible idea. Though I’m afraid you won’t earn
much here. Sorry to pry. I just wanted to make
sure you weren’t going to run off and leave us in
the lurch. Not planning to get married, are you?”
“No.”
“All right, all right. You’re off the hook now.
Didn’t discourage you, did I?”
I had turned my head away.
“No.”
“Go down the hall to Matron’s office, and she’ll
tell you all you need to know. Just try not to get a
cold. I don’t suppose you have any experience
with tuberculosis?”
“Well, I’ve read—”
“I know. I know. You’ve read ‘The Magic
Mountain.’ ” Another trap sprung, and he seemed
restored. “Things have moved on a bit from that,
I hope. Here, I’ve got some things I’ve written
out about the kids here and what I was thinking
you might try to do with them. Sometimes I’d
rather express myself in writing. Matron will give
you the lowdown.”
Usual notions of pedagogy out of place here.
Some of these children will reënter the world or
system and some will not. Better not a lot of
stress. That is, testing, memorizing, classifying
nonsense.
Disregard grade business entirely. Those who
need to can catch up later on or do without.
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Actually very simple skill set of facts, etc.,
necessary for going into the world. What about
Superior Children, so called? Disgusting term. If
they are smart in academic way, they can easily
catch up.
Forget rivers of South America, likewise Magna
Carta.
Drawing, music, stories preferred.
Games O.K., but watch for overexcitement or too
much competitiveness.
Challenge to walk the line between stress and
boredom. Boredom curse of hospitalization.
If Matron can’t supply what you need, sometimes
janitor will have it stashed away somewhere.
Bon voyage.
I had not been there a week before all the events
of the first day seemed unique and unlikely. The
kitchen, the kitchen cloakroom where the
workers kept their clothes and concealed their
thefts were rooms I hadn’t seen again and
probably wouldn’t. The doctor’s office was
similarly out of bounds, Matron’s room being the
proper place for all inquiries, complaints, and
ordinary arrangements. Matron herself was short
and stout, pink-faced, with rimless glasses and
heavy breathing. Whatever you asked for seemed
to astonish her and cause difficulties, but
eventually it was seen to or provided. Sometimes
she ate in the nurses’ dining room, where she was
served a special junket, and cast a pall. Mostly
she kept to her own quarters. Besides Matron,
there were three other registered nurses, not one
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of them within thirty years of my age. They had
come out of retirement to serve, doing their
wartime duty. Then, there were the nurses’ aides,
who were my age or even younger, most of them
married or engaged or working on being
engaged, generally to men in the forces. They
talked all the time if Matron and the nurses
weren’t there. They didn’t have the least interest
in me. They didn’t want to know what Toronto
was like, though some of them knew people who
had gone there on their honeymoon, and they did
not care how my teaching was going or what I
had done before. It wasn’t that they were rude—
they passed me the butter (it was called butter but
it was really orange-streaked margarine, colored
in the kitchen) and
they warned me off the shepherd’s pie, which
they said had groundhog in it. It was just that
whatever happened in places they didn’t know
had to be discounted; it got in their way and
under their skin. Every time the news came on
the radio, they switched it to music. Dance with a
dolly with a hole in her stockin’ . . .
Yet they were in awe of Dr. Fox, partly because
he had read so many books. They also said that
there was nobody like him for tearing a strip off
you if he felt like it.
I couldn’t figure out if they thought there was a
connection between reading a lot of books and
tearing a strip off.
The number of students who showed up varied.
Fifteen, or down to half a dozen. Mornings only,
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from nine o’clock till noon. Children were kept
away if their temperature had risen or if they
were undergoing tests. When they were present,
they were quiet and tractable but not particularly
involved. They had caught on right away that this
was a pretend school, where they were free of all
requirement to learn anything, just as they were
free of times tables and memory work. This
freedom didn’t make them uppity, or lazy in any
troublesome way, just docile and dreamy. They
sang rounds softly. They played X’s and O’s.
There was a shadow of defeat over the
improvised classroom.
I decided to take the doctor at his word. Or some
of his words, such as those about boredom being
the enemy.
In the janitor’s cubbyhole, I had seen a globe. I
asked to have it brought out. I started on simple
geography. The oceans, the continents, the
climates. Why not the winds and the currents?
The countries and the cities? The Tropic of
Cancer and the Tropic of Capricorn? Why not,
after all, the rivers of South America?
Some children had learned such things before,
but they had nearly forgotten them. The world
beyond the lake and the forest had dropped away.
The lessons seemed to cheer them up, as if they
were making friends again with whatever they
used to know. I didn’t dump everything on them
at once, of course. And I had to go easy with the
ones who had never learned such things because
they had got sick too soon.
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But that was all right. It could be a game. I
separated them into teams, got them calling out
answers while I darted here and there with the
pointer. I was careful not to let the excitement go
on too long. But one day the doctor walked in,
fresh from morning surgery, and I was caught. I
could not stop things cold, but I tried to dampen
the competition. He sat down, looking somewhat
tired and withdrawn. He made no objection. After
a few minutes, he joined in the game, calling out
quite ridiculous answers, names that were not just
mistaken but imaginary. Then gradually he let his
voice die down. Down, down, first to a mumble,
then to a whisper, then to complete inaudibility.
In this way, with this absurdity, he took control
of the room. The whole class took to mouthing,
in order to imitate him. Their eyes were fixed on
his lips.
Suddenly he let out a low growl that had them all
laughing.
“Why the deuce is everybody looking at me? Is
that what Miss Hyde teaches you? To stare at
people who aren’t bothering anybody?”
Most laughed, but some couldn’t stop watching
him even for that. They were hungry for further
antics.
“Go on. Go off and misbehave yourselves
somewhere else.”
He apologized to me for breaking up the class. I
began to explain to him my reasons for making
this more like real school.
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“Though I do agree with you about stress,” I said
earnestly. “I agree with what you said in your
instructions. I just thought—”
“What instructions? Oh, that was just some bits
and pieces that went through my head. I never
meant them to be set in stone.”
“I mean as long as they’re not too sick—”
“I’m sure you’re right. I don’t suppose it
matters.”
“Otherwise they seem sort of listless.”
“There’s no need to make a song and dance about
it,” he said, and walked away.
Then turned to make a barely halfhearted
apology.
“We can have a talk about it some other time.”
That time, I thought, would never come. He
evidently thought me a bother and a fool.
I discovered at lunch, from the aides, that
somebody had not survived an operation that
morning. So my anger turned out not to be
justified, and for that reason I felt even more of a
fool.
Every afternoon was free. My pupils went down
for long naps, and I sometimes felt like doing the
same. But my room was cold, and the bedcovers
were thin—surely people with tuberculosis
needed something cozier.
I, of course, did not have tuberculosis. Maybe
they skimped on provisions for people like me.
I was drowsy but couldn’t sleep. Overhead there
was the rumble of bed carts being wheeled to the
porches for the icy afternoon exposure.
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The building, the trees, the lake were never again
the same to me as they had been on that first day,
when I was caught by their mystery and
authority. On that day I had believed myself
invisible. Now it seemed as if that were never
true.
There’s the teacher. What’s she up to?
She’s looking at the lake.
What for?
Nothing better to do.
Some people are lucky.
Once in a while I skipped lunch, even though it
was part of my salary, and went in to Amundsen,
where I ate in a coffee shop. The coffee was
Postum and the best bet for a sandwich was
tinned salmon, if they had any. The chicken salad
had to be examined carefully for bits of skin and
gristle. Nevertheless, I felt more at ease there, as
if nobody would know who I was.
About that I was probably mistaken.
The coffee shop didn’t have a ladies’ room, so
you had to go next door to the hotel, then past the
entrance to the beer parlor, always dark and noisy
and giving out a smell of beer and whiskey, a
blast of cigarette and cigar smoke fit to knock
you down. But the loggers, the men from the
sawmill, would never yelp at you the way the
soldiers and the airmen in Toronto did. They
were deep in a world of men, bawling out their
own stories, not here to look for women. Possibly
more eager, in fact, to get away from that
company now or forever.
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The doctor had an office on the main street. Just a
small one-story building, so he lived elsewhere. I
had picked up from the aides that there was no
Mrs. Fox. On the only side street, I found a house
that might have belonged to him—a stuccocovered house, with a dormer window above the
front door, books stacked on the sill of that
window. There was a bleak but orderly look to
the place, a suggestion of the minimal but precise
comfort that a lone man—a regulated lone man—
might contrive.
The town school was at the end of that residential
street. One afternoon I spotted Mary in the yard
there, taking part in a snowball fight. It seemed to
be girls against boys. When she saw me, she
cried out loudly, “Hey, Teach,” and gave the
balls in both hands a random toss, then ambled
across the street. “See you tomorrow,” she called
over her shoulder, more or less as a warning that
nobody was to follow.
“You on your way home?” she said. “Me, too. I
used to ride in Reddy’s car, but he’s got too late
leaving. What do you do, take the tram?”
I said yes, and Mary said, “Oh, I can show you
the shortcut and you can save your money. The
bush road.”
She took me up a narrow but passable lane that
ran above the town, through the woods, and past
the sawmill.
“This is the way Reddy goes,” she said.
After the sawmill, beneath us, were some ugly
cuts in the woods and a few shacks, apparently
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inhabited, because they had woodpiles and
clotheslines and rising smoke. From one of them,
a big wolfish dog ran out with a great display of
barking and snarling.
“You shut your face!” Mary yelled. In no time
she had packed and flung a snowball, which
caught the animal between the eyes. It whirled
around, and she had another snowball ready to hit
it in the rump. A woman in an apron came out
and shouted, “You could’ve killed him.”
“Good riddance to bad rubbish.”
“I’ll get my old man after you.”
“That’ll be the day. Your old man can’t hit a
shithouse.”
The dog followed at a distance, with some
insincere threatening.
“I can take care of any dog, don’t worry,” Mary
said. “I bet I could take care of a bear if we ran
into one.”
“Don’t bears tend to hibernate at this time of
year?”
I had been quite scared by the dog but affected
carelessness.
“Yeah, but you never know. One came out early
once, and it got into the garbage down at the San.
My mom turned around and there it was. Reddy
got his gun and shot it. Reddy used to take me
and Anabel out on the sled, and sometimes other
kids, too, and he had a special whistle that scared
off bears. It was pitched too high for human
ears.”
“Really. What did it look like?”
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“It wasn’t that kind of whistle. I meant one he
could do with his mouth.”
I thought of his performance in the classroom.
“I don’t know, maybe he just said that to keep
Anabel from getting scared. She couldn’t ride on
the sled. He had to pull her on a toboggan.
Sometimes I’d jump on the toboggan, too, and
he’d say, ‘What’s the matter with this thing? It
weighs a ton.’ Then he’d try to turn around quick
and catch me, but he never did. And he’d ask
Anabel, ‘What makes it so heavy? What did you
have for breakfast?’ But she never told. She was
the best friend I ever will have.”
“What about the girls at school? Aren’t they
friends?”
“I just hang around with them when there’s
nobody else. They’re nothing. Anabel and me
had our birthdays in the same month. June. Our
eleventh birthday, Reddy took us out on the lake
in a boat. He taught us swimming. Well, me. He
always had to hold Anabel—she couldn’t really
learn. Once he went swimming way out by
himself, and we filled his shoes up with sand.
And then, our twelfth birthday, we couldn’t go
anywhere like that, but we went to his house and
had a cake. She couldn’t eat even a little bit of it,
so he took us in his car and we threw pieces out
the window for the seagulls. They were fighting
and screaming. We were laughing ourselves
crazy, and he had to stop and hold Anabel so she
wouldn’t have a hemorrhage.
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“And after that,” she said, “after that I wasn’t
allowed to see her anymore. My mom never
wanted me to hang around with kids that had TB
anyway. But Reddy talked her into it. He said
he’d stop it when he had to. So he did, and I got
mad. But she wouldn’t have been any fun
anymore—she was too sick. I’d show you her
grave but there isn’t anything to mark it yet.
Reddy and me are going to make something
when he gets time. If we’d have gone straight
along on the road, instead of turning where we
did, we would have come to her graveyard.”
By this time we were down on level ground,
approaching the San.
She said, “Oh, I almost forgot,” and pulled out a
fistful of tickets.
“For Valentine’s Day. We’re putting on this play
at school and it’s called ‘Pinafore.’ I got all these
to sell and you can be my first sale. I’m in it.”
I was right about the house in Amundsen being
where the doctor lived. He took me there for
supper. The invitation seemed to come rather on
the spur of the moment when he bumped into me
in the hall one day. Perhaps he had an uneasy
memory of saying that we would get together to
talk about teaching ideas.
The evening he proposed was the one for which I
had bought a ticket for “Pinafore.” I told him
that, and he said, “Well, I did, too. It doesn’t
mean we have to show up.”
“I sort of feel as if I promised her.”
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“Well, now you can sort of un-promise her. It
will be dreadful, believe me.”
I did as he said, though I did not see Mary to tell
her. I waited where he had instructed me to wait,
on the porch outside the front door of the San. I
was wearing my best dress, a dark-green crêpe,
with little pearl buttons and a real lace collar, and
had rammed my feet into suède high-heeled
shoes inside my snow boots. I waited past the
time he’d mentioned—worried, first, that Matron
would come out of her office and spot me, and,
second, that he had forgotten all about it.
But then he came along, buttoning up his
overcoat, and apologized.
“Always a few bits and bobs to clear up,” he said,
and led me around the building to his car. “Are
you steady?” he asked, and when I said yes—
despite the suède shoes—he did not offer his arm.
His car was old and shabby, as most cars were
those days. It didn’t have a heater. When he said
that we were going to his house, I was relieved. I
could not see how we would manage with the
crowd at the hotel, and I had hoped not to have to
make do with the sandwiches at the café.
At his house, he told me not to take off my coat
until the place had warmed up a bit. And he got
busy at once making a fire in the woodstove.
“I’m your janitor and your cook and your server,”
he said. “It’ll soon be comfortable here, and the
meal won’t take me long. Don’t offer to help. I
prefer to work alone. Where would you like to
wait? If you want to, you could look over the
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books in the front room. It shouldn’t be too
unbearable in there with your coat on. The light
switch is just inside the door. You don’t mind if I
listen to the news? It’s a habit I’ve got into.”
I went into the front room, feeling as if I had
more or less been ordered to, leaving the kitchen
door open. He came and closed it, saying, “Just
until we get a bit of warmth in the kitchen,” and
went back to the sombrely dramatic, almost
religious voice of the CBC, giving out the news
of the war.
There were quantities of books to look at. Not
just on bookshelves but on tables and chairs and
windowsills and piled on the floor. After I had
examined several of them, I concluded that he
favored buying books in batches and probably
belonged to several book clubs. The Harvard
Classics. The histories of Will Durant. Fiction
and poetry seemed in short supply, though there
were a few surprising children’s classics. Books
on the American Civil War, the South African
War, the Napoleonic Wars, the Peloponnesian
War, the campaigns of Julius Caesar.
Explorations of the Amazon and the Arctic.
Shackleton caught in the ice. John Franklin’s
doomed expedition, the Donner Party, and the
Lost Tribes, Newton, and alchemy, the secrets of
the Hindu Kush. Books suggesting someone
anxious to know, to possess great scattered lumps
of knowledge. Perhaps not someone whose tastes
were firm and exacting.
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So it was possible that when he had asked me,
“Which Russian novel?,” he had not had so solid
a platform as I’d thought.
When he called “Ready,” and I opened the door, I
was armed with this new skepticism.
I said, “Who do you agree with, Naphta or
Settembrini?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“In ‘The Magic Mountain.’ Do you like Naphta
best, or Settembrini?”
“To be honest, I’ve always thought they were a
pair of windbags. You?”
“Settembrini is more humane, but Naphta is more
interesting.”
“They tell you that in school?”
“I never read it in school,” I said coolly.
He gave me a quick look, that eyebrow raised.
“Pardon me. If there’s anything in there that
interests you, feel free. Please feel free to come
down here and read in your time off. There’s an
electric heater I could set up, since I imagine you
are not experienced with woodstoves. Shall we
think about that? I can rustle you up an extra
key.”
“Thank you.”
Pork chops, instant mashed potatoes, canned
peas. Dessert was an apple pie from the bakery,
which would have been better if he’d thought to
heat it up.
He asked me about my life in Toronto, my
university courses, my family. He said that he
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supposed I had been brought up on the straight
and narrow.
“My grandfather is a liberal clergyman, sort of in
the Paul Tillich mold.”
“And
you?
Liberal
little
Christian
granddaughter?”
“No.”
“Touché. Do you think I’m rude?”
“That depends. If you are interviewing me as an
employer, no.”
“So I’ll go on. Do you have a boyfriend?”
“Yes.”
“In the forces, I suppose.”
I said, “In the Navy.” That struck me as a good
choice, to account for my not knowing where he
was and not receiving regular letters.
The doctor got up and fetched the tea.
“What sort of boat is he on?”
“Corvette.” Another good choice. After a while, I
could have him torpedoed, as was always
happening to corvettes.
“Brave fellow. Milk or sugar in your tea?”
“Neither, thanks.”
“That’s good, because I haven’t got any. You
know, it shows when you’re lying—you get red
in the face.”
If I hadn’t got red before, I did then. My flush
rose from my feet up, and sweat trickled down
under my arms. I hoped the dress would not be
ruined.
“I always go hot when I drink tea.”
“Oh, I see.”
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Things could not get any worse, so I resolved to
face him down. I changed the subject on him,
asking about how he operated on people. Did he
remove lungs, as I had heard?
He could have answered that with more teasing,
more superiority—possibly this was his notion of
flirtation—and I believe that if he had done so I
would have put on my coat and walked out into
the cold. Perhaps he knew that. He began to talk
about thoracoplasty. Of course, removal of the
lobe had also become popular recently.
“But don’t you lose some patients?” I said.
He must have thought it was time to joke again.
“But of course. Running off and hiding in the
bush—we don’t know where they get to.
Jumping in the lake. Or did you mean don’t they
die? There are cases where surgery doesn’t work,
yes.”
But great things were coming, he said. The
surgery he went in for was going to become as
obsolete as bloodletting. A new drug was on the
way. Streptomycin. Already used in trial. There
were some problems—naturally, there would be
problems. Toxicity of the nervous system. But a
way would be found to deal with that.
“Put the sawbones like me out of business.”
He washed the dishes; I dried. He put a dishtowel
around my waist to protect my dress. When the
ends were efficiently tied, he laid his hand
against my upper back. Such firm pressure,
fingers separated—he might almost have been
taking stock of my body in a professional way.
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When I went to bed that night, I could still feel
the pressure. I felt it develop its intensity from
the little finger to the hard thumb. I enjoyed it. It
was more important, really, than the kiss placed
on my forehead later, the moment before I got
out of his car. A dry-lipped kiss, brief and formal,
set upon me with hasty authority.
The key to his house showed up on the floor of
my room, slipped under the door when I wasn’t
there. But I couldn’t use it after all. If anybody
else had made this offer, I would have jumped at
the chance. Especially if it included a heater. But,
in this case, his past and future presence in the
house would draw all ordinary comfort out of the
situation and replace it with a pleasure that was
nerve-racking rather than expansive. I doubted
whether I’d be able to read a word.
I expected Mary to come by to scold me for
missing “Pinafore.” I thought of saying that I had
not been well. I’d had a cold. But then I
remembered that colds were serious business in
this place, involving masks and disinfectant,
banishment. And soon I understood that there
was no hope of hiding my visit to the doctor’s
house. It was a secret from nobody, not even
from the nurses, who said nothing, either because
they were too lofty and discreet or because such
carrying on had ceased to interest them. But the
aides teased me.
“Enjoy your supper the other night?”
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Their tone was friendly; they seemed to approve.
My stock had risen. Whatever else I was, at least
I might turn out to be a woman with a man.
Mary did not put in an appearance all week.
“Next Saturday” were the words that had been
said, just before he administered the kiss. So I
waited again on the front porch, and this time he
was not late. We drove to the house, and I went
into the front room while he got the fire going.
There I noticed the dusty electric heater.
“Didn’t take me up on my offer,” he said. “Did
you think I didn’t mean it? I always mean what I
say.”
I said that I hadn’t wanted to come into town for
fear of meeting Mary.
“Because of missing her concert.”
“That’s if you’re going to arrange your life to suit
Mary,” he said.
The menu was much the same as before. Pork
chops, instant mashed potatoes, corn niblets
instead of peas. This time he let me help in the
kitchen, even asking me to set the table.
“You may as well learn where things are. It’s all
fairly logical, I believe.”
This meant that I could watch him working at the
stove. His easy concentration, economical
movements, setting off in me a procession of
sparks and chills.
We had just begun the meal when there was a
knock at the door. He got up and drew the bolt
and in burst Mary.
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She was carrying a cardboard box, which she set
on the table. Then she threw off her coat and
displayed herself in a red-and-yellow costume.
“Happy Valentine’s Day,” she said. “You never
came to see me in the concert, so I brought the
concert to you.”
She stood on one foot to kick off first one boot,
then the other. She pushed them out of her way
and began to prance around the table, singing at
the same time in a plaintive but vigorous young
voice:
I’m
called
Little
Buttercup,
Dear
little
Buttercup,
Though
I
could
never
tell
why.
But
still
I’m
called
Buttercup,
Poor
little
Buttercup
Sweet little Buttercup I—
The doctor had got up even before she began to
sing. He was standing at the stove, busy scraping
at the frying pan that had held the pork chops.
I applauded. I said, “What a gorgeous costume.”
It was, indeed. Red skirt, bright-yellow petticoat,
fluttering white apron, embroidered bodice.
“My mom made it.”
“Even the embroidery?”
“Sure. She stayed up till four o’clock to get it
done the night before.”
There was further whirling and stomping to show
it off. The dishes tinkled on the shelves. I
applauded some more. Both of us wanted only
one thing. We wanted the doctor to turn around
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and stop ignoring us. For him to say, even
grudgingly, one polite word.
“And lookit what else,” Mary said. “For a
Valentine.” She tore open the cardboard box and
there were Valentine cookies, all cut into heart
shapes and plastered with thick red icing.
“How splendid,” I said, and Mary resumed her
prancing:
I am the Captain of the Pinafore.
And
a
right
good
captain,
too.
You’re very very good, and be it understood,
I command a right good crew.
The doctor turned at last, and she saluted him.
“All right,” he said. “That’s enough.”
She ignored him:
Then give three cheers and one cheer more
For the hardy captain of the Pinafore.
“I said that’s enough.”
“For the captain of the Pinafore—”
“Mary. We are eating supper. And you are not
invited. Do you understand that? Not invited.”
She was quiet at last. But only for a moment.
“Well, pooh on you, then. You’re not very nice.”
“And you could just as well do without any of
those cookies. You’re on your way to getting as
plump as a young pig.”
Mary’s face was puffed up as if she were about to
cry, but instead she said, “Look who’s talking.
You got one eye crooked to the other.”
“That’s enough.”
“Well, you have.”
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The doctor picked up her boots and set them
down in front of her.
“Put these on.”
She did so, with her eyes full of tears and her
nose running. She snuffled mightily. He picked
up her coat and did not help her as she flailed her
way into it and found the buttons.
“That’s right. Now, how did you get here?”
She refused to answer.
“Walked, did you? Well, I can drive you home.
So you don’t get a chance to fling yourself into a
snowbank and freeze to death out of self-pity.”
I did not say a word. Mary did not look at me
once. The moment was too full of shock for
goodbyes.
When I heard the car start, I began clearing the
table. We had not got to dessert, which was apple
pie again. Perhaps he did not know of any other
kind, or perhaps it was all the bakery made.
I picked up one of the heart-shaped cookies and
ate it. The icing was horribly sweet. No berry or
cherry flavor, just sugar and red food coloring. I
ate another and another.
I knew that I should have said goodbye at least. I
should have said thank you for the cookies. But it
wouldn’t have mattered. I told myself that it
wouldn’t have mattered. The performance had
not been for me. Or perhaps only a small part of
it had been for me.
He had been brutal. It shocked me that he had
been so brutal. To one so much in need. But he
had done it for me, in a way. So that his time
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with me should not be taken away. This thought
flattered me, and I was ashamed that it flattered
me. I did not know what I would say to him when
he got back.
He did not want me to say anything. He took me
to bed. Had this been in the cards all along, or
was it as much of a surprise to him as it was to
me? My state of virginity, at least, did not appear
to be unexpected—he provided a towel, as well
as a condom—and he persisted, going as easily as
he could. My passion was the surprise, to us both.
“I do intend to marry you,” he said.
Before he took me home, he tossed all the
cookies, all those red hearts, out into the snow to
feed the winter birds.
So it was settled. Our engagement—though he
was a little wary of the word—was a private
agreed-upon fact. The wedding would take place
whenever he could get a couple of consecutive
days off. A bare-bones wedding, he said
. I was not to write a word to my grandparents. I
was to understand that the idea of a ceremony,
carried on in the presence of others whose ideas
he did not respect, and who would inflict on us
all that snickering and simpering, was more than
he was prepared to put up with.
Nor was he in favor of diamond rings. I told him
that I had never wanted one, which was true,
because I had never thought about it. He said that
was good. He had known that I was not that sort
of idiotic, conventional girl.
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It would be better to stop having supper together,
he said, not just because of the talk but because it
was hard to get enough meat for two people on
one ration card. My card was not available,
having been handed over to the kitchen
authorities—to Mary’s mother—as soon as I
began to eat at the San.
Better not to call attention.
Of course, everybody suspected something. The
elderly nurses turned cordial, and even Matron
gave me a pained smile. I did preen in a modest
way, almost without meaning to. I took to folding
myself in, with a velvet stillness, eyes rather cast
down. It did not quite occur to me that these older
women were watching to see what direction this
intimacy might take and that they were ready to
turn righteous if the doctor should decide to drop
me.
It was the aides who were whole-heartedly on my
side, and teased me that they saw wedding bells
in my tea leaves.
The month of March was grim and busy behind
the hospital doors. It was always the worst
month, the aides said. For some reason, people
took it into their heads to die then, after making it
through the attacks of winter. If a child did not
show up for class, I did not know if there had
been a major turn for the worse or just a bedding
down with the suspicion of a cold.
Time was found, however, for the doctor to make
some arrangements. He slipped a note under the
door of my room, instructing me to be ready by
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the first week of April. Unless there was some
real crisis, he could manage a couple of days
then.
We are going to Huntsville.
Going to Huntsville—our code for getting
married.
I have my green crêpe, dry-cleaned and rolled up
carefully in my overnight bag. I suppose I will
have to change my clothes in some ladies’ toilet.
I am watching to see if there are any early
wildflowers along the road that I can pick to
make a bouquet. Would he agree to my having a
bouquet? But it’s too early even for marsh
marigolds. Nothing is to be seen but skinny black
spruce trees and islands of spreading juniper and
bogs. And, in the road cuts, a chaotic jumble of
the rocks that have become familiar to me here—
bloodstained iron and slanting shelves of granite.
The car radio is on and playing triumphal music,
because the Allies are getting closer and closer to
Berlin. The doctor says that they are delaying to
let the Russians get there first. He says they’ll be
sorry.
Now that we are away from Amundsen, I find
that I can call him Alister. This is the longest
drive we have ever taken together, and I am
aroused by his male unawareness of me—which I
know can quickly shift to its opposite—and by
his casual skill as a driver. I find it exciting that
he is a surgeon, though I would never admit that.
Right now, I believe I would lie down for him in
any bog or mucky hole or feel my spine crushed
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against any roadside rock, should he require an
upright encounter. I know, too, that I must keep
these feelings to myself.
I turn my mind to the future. Once we get to
Huntsville, I expect that we will find a minister
and stand side by side in a living room, which
will have the modest gentility of the living rooms
I have known all my life.
But, when we get there, I discover that there are
other ways to get married, and that my
bridegroom has another aversion that I hadn’t
grasped. He won’t have anything to do with a
minister. At the town hall in Huntsville, we fill
out forms that swear to our single state and we
make an appointment to be married by a justice
of the peace.
Time for lunch. Alister stops outside a restaurant
that could be a first cousin to the coffee shop in
Amundsen.
“This’ll do?”
But, on looking into my face, he does change his
mind.
“No?” he says. “O.K.”
We end up eating lunch in the chilly front room
of one of the genteel houses that advertise
chicken dinners. The plates are icy cold, there are
no other diners, and there is no radio music but
only the clink of our cutlery as we try to separate
parts of the stringy chicken. I am sure he is
thinking that we might have done better in the
restaurant he suggested in the first place.
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Nonetheless, I find the nerve to ask about the
ladies’ room, and there, in cold air even more
discouraging than that of the front room, I shake
out my green dress and put it on, repaint my
mouth, and fix my hair.
When I come out, Alister stands up to greet me
and smiles and squeezes my hand and says I look
pretty.
We walk stiffly back to the car, holding hands.
He opens the door for me, goes around and gets
in, settles himself and turns the key in the
ignition, then turns it off.
The car is parked in front of a hardware store.
Snow shovels are on sale at half price. There is
still a sign in the window that says that skates can
be sharpened inside.
Across the street there is a wooden house painted
an oily yellow. Its front steps have become
unsafe, and two boards forming an X have been
nailed across them.
The truck parked in front of Alister’s car is a
prewar model, with a running board and a fringe
of rust on its fenders. A man in overalls comes
out of the hardware store and gets into it. After
some engine complaint, then some rattling and
bounding in place, it is driven away. Now a
delivery truck with the store’s name on it tries to
park in the space left vacant. There is not quite
enough room. The driver gets out and comes and
raps on Alister’s window. Alister is surprised—if
he had not been talking so earnestly he would
have noticed the problem. He rolls down the
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window, and the man asks if we are parked there
because we intend to buy something in the store.
If not, could we please move along?
“Just leaving,” says Alister, the man sitting
beside me who was going to marry me but now is
not going to marry me. “We were just leaving.”
We. He has said “we.” For a moment, I cling to
that word. Then I think, It’s the last time. The last
time I’ll be included in his “we.”
It’s not the “we” that matters; that is not what
makes the truth clear to me. It’s his male-to-male
tone with the driver, his calm and reasonable
apology. I almost wish now to go back to what he
was saying before, when he did not even notice
the van trying to park. What he was saying then
was terrible but at least his tight grip on the
wheel, his grip and his abstraction and his voice
had pain in them. No matter what he was saying,
he was speaking out of the same deep place then
that he spoke from when he was in bed with me.
But it is not so now, after he has spoken to
another man. He rolls up the window and gives
all his attention to the car, to backing it out of its
tight spot and moving it so as not to come in
contact with the van, as if there were no more to
be said or managed.
“I can’t do it,” he has said.
He can’t go through with it.
He can’t explain this.
Only that he feels it would be a mistake.
It occurs to me that I will never be able to look at
curly “S”s like those on the skate-sharpening
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sign, or at rough boards knocked into an X, like
those across the steps of the yellow house,
without hearing this voice.
“I’m going to drive you to the station now. I’ll
buy your ticket to Toronto. I’m pretty sure there’s
a train to Toronto late in the afternoon. I’ll think
up some very plausible story and I’ll get
somebody to pack up your things. You’ll need to
give me your Toronto address. I don’t think I’ve
kept it. Oh, and I’ll write you a reference. You’ve
done a good job. You wouldn’t have finished out
the term anyway—I hadn’t told you yet but the
children are going to be moved to another
sanatorium. All kinds of big changes going on.”
A new tone in his voice, almost jaunty. A tone of
relief. He is trying to hold that in, not let the
relief out until I am gone.
I watch the streets. It’s like being driven to my
own execution. Not yet. A little while yet. Not
yet do I hear his voice for the last time. Not yet.
He doesn’t have to ask the way to the station. I
wonder out loud if he has put girls on the train
before.
“Don’t be like that,” he says.
Every turn is like a shearing off of what’s left of
my life.
There is a train to Toronto at five o’clock. I wait
in the car, while he goes in to check. He comes
out with the ticket in his hand and what I think is
a lighter step. He must realize this, because as he
approaches the car he becomes more sedate.
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“It’s nice and warm in the station. There’s a
special ladies’ waiting room.”
He has opened the car door for me.
“Or would you rather I waited and saw you off?
Maybe there’s a place where we can get a decent
piece of pie. That was a horrible dinner.”
This makes me stir myself. I get out and walk
ahead of him into the station. He points out the
ladies’ waiting room. He raises his eyebrow at
me and tries to make a final joke.
“Maybe someday you’ll count this one of the
luckiest days of your life.”
I choose a bench in the waiting room that has a
view of the station’s front doors. So that I’ll be
able to see him if he comes back. Perhaps he will
tell me that this was all a joke. Or a test, as in
some medieval drama. Or perhaps he will have a
change of heart. Driving down the highway,
seeing the pale spring sunlight on the rocks that
we so recently looked at together. Struck by the
realization of his folly, he will turn and come
speeding back.
It is an hour at least before the Toronto train
comes into the station, but it seems hardly any
time at all. And even now fantasies are running
through my mind. I board the train as if there
were chains on my ankles. I press my face to the
window to look along the platform as the whistle
blows for our departure. It is not too late for me
to jump from the train. Jump free and run through
the station to the street, where he has just parked
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the car and is bounding up the steps, thinking,
Not too late, pray not too late.
Me running to meet him. Not too late.
Now there is a commotion, shouting, hollering,
not one but a gaggle of latecomers pounding
between the seats. High-school girls in athletic
outfits, hooting at the trouble they have caused.
The conductor displeased and hurrying them
along as they scramble for their seats.
One of them, and perhaps the loudest, is Mary.
I turn my head and do not look at them again.
But here she is, crying out my name and wanting
to know where I have been.
To visit a friend, I tell her.
She plunks herself down beside me and tells me
that they have been playing basketball against
Huntsville. It was a riot. They lost.
“We lost, didn’t we?” she calls out in apparent
delight, and others groan and giggle. She
mentions the score, which is indeed quite
shocking.
“You’re all dressed up,” she says. But she
doesn’t much care; she seems to take my
explanation without real interest.
She barely notices when I say that I am going on
to Toronto to see my grandparents. Not a word
about Alister. Not even a bad word. She has not
forgotten. Just tidied up the scene and put it
away, in a closet with her other former selves. Or
maybe she really is a person who can deal
recklessly with humiliation.
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I am grateful to her now, even if I was not able to
feel such a thing at the time. Left to myself, what
might I have done when we got to Amundsen?
Abandoned the train and run to his house and
demanded to know why, why. What shame on
me forever.
As it was, the stop there was barely long enough
for the team to get themselves collected, while
being warned by the conductor that if they didn’t
get a move on they would be riding to Toronto.
For years, I thought I might run into him. I lived,
and still live, in Toronto. It seemed to me that
everybody ended up in Toronto, at least for a
little while.
Then, more than a decade later, it finally
happened. Crossing a crowded street where we
could not even slow down. Going in opposite
directions. Staring, at the same time, a bald shock
on our time-damaged faces.
He called out, “How are you?,” and I answered,
“Fine.” Then added, for good measure, “Happy.”
At the time, this was only generally true. I was
having some kind of dragged-out row with my
husband, about our paying a debt run up by one
of his children. I had gone that afternoon to a
show at the Art Gallery, to get myself into a more
comfortable frame of mind.
He called back to me once more. “Good for you,”
he said.
It still seemed as if we would make our way out
of that crowd, as if in just a moment we would be
together. But it was just as certain, also, that we
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would carry on in the directions we were going,
and so we did.
No breathless cry, no hand on my shoulder when
I reached the sidewalk. Just the flash that I had
caught when one of his eyes opened wider than
the other. It was the left eye—always the left, as I
remembered. And it always looked so strange,
alert and wondering, as if some crazy
impossibility had occurred to him that almost
made him laugh.
That was all. I went on home.
Feeling the same as when I’d left Amundsen. The
train dragging me, disbelieving. Nothing
changes, apparently, about love. ♦
www.newyorker.com/fiction
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فشرده ای از زندگينامه و آثار گيل آوايی

فھرست عمده آث@ار گي@ل آواي@ی ب@ه ش@رح مجموع@ه ھ@ای زي@ر م@ی
باشد:
مجموعه ھای شعر
عاشقانه ھا
ھوای يار
نازانه
آفتابخيز
تاسيانه ھای گيل آوايی
آفتاب نشين
چه سوال سختی
توش تش آتش
گپی با ھم
کرشمه

٨٣١

PDF.tarikhema.org

tarikhema.org

رض@@ا ش@@فاعی ) گي@@ل آواي@@ی ( ف@@رودين  ١٣٣۵در يک@@ی از حوم@@ه
ھای الھيجان متولد شده است .گيل آوايی در سال  ١٣٧٠پس از
رھي@@دن از س@@رکوبھا ،ب@@ه ک@@وچ اجب@@اری و ناخواس@@ته ت@@ن داد و ب@@ه
ھلند رفت .او ضمن تالشھای فرھنگی و سياسی خ@ود ب@ه نوش@تن
و س@@رودن ادام@@ه داده ک@@ه مجموع@@ه ھ@@ايی از ش@@عر و داس@@تان ب@@ه
زبانھای گيلکی و فارسی و مقاالت و نقدھای سياسی و اجتماعی
و ادبی از دست آوردھای تا کنون اوست .
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ھشت فصل
با نسيم
ناز افشان
پُرآواز
ھوار
نه ھنوز
دلشدگی
رقص خيال
چشمه نوش تو

مجموعه ھای داستان
tarikhema.org

می ناز
بيگانه آشنايی چون من
برگ ريزان
شاخکھای حسی
پرچين
بازی عشق
ھمه ھيچ
گيآلماردان

ترجمه به فارسی
 , If you forget meاگر فراموشم کنی ،مجموعه ی پنجاه
شعر از پابلو نرودا
دلم برای تو تنگ است ،برگردان مجموعه شعر تاسيانه ھا به
انگليسی Miss you
مواظب باش او اينجاست ،عشق من ،ترجمه داستان خرس به
کوھستان آمد ،اثر آليس مونرو
بگذار برقصند ،ترجمه شعرھا و آوازھای مختلف از شاعران و
خوانندگان مختلف
داستان " تشک سنگی " اثر مارگارت اِلنور ات وود
داستان " شور " اثر آليس مونرو
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داستان فرامون -Dimension-اثر آليس مونرو
داستان راديکالھای آزاد- Free Radicals-اثر آليس مونرو
داستان ھفت رود -Wenlock Edge -اثر آليس مونرو
اتوپيا ،مجموعه سروده ھای ويسالوا شيمبورسکا شاعر لھستانی
wislawa-szymborska
داستان گودالھای عميق اثر آليس مونرو
داستان فرار اثر آليس مونرو
داستان چشم انداز از کاسل راک ،اثر اليس مونرو
داستان امندسن ،اليس مونرو

تئاتر
نه آره ،طرحھايی برای نمايش

تی واسی
ايرانه سبزه نيگين
شورم شه شواله شون
تالر
ھفتا بيجار
کوتام
داره پا
تسکه ديل

مجموعه مقاالت سياسی ويژه نامه ھا
ھماھنگی ناھمگون ،مجموعه ی مقاالت سياسی
يادمان ،ويزه نامه ی تابستان سياه  ١٣۶٧ ،کشتار زندانيان بی
دفاع سياسی در قتلگاھھای حکومت اسالمی
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مجموعه ھای شعر و داستان ھای گيلکی
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تاريخ١٨:فوريه ٢٩/٢٠١٢بھمن ١٣٩٠

ھرگونه انتشار اينترنتی فقط با بيان شناسه ھای باال مجاز است و ھر گونه انتشار
چاپی مشروط به کسب اجازه کتبی از مترجم اين اثر می باشد.
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