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Introduction
In a world awash with threats and activities of extremism and
battle of ideas, it seems timely and urgent to recount the life
and works of an eminent Afghan scholar and diplomat, the
late Abdur Rahman Pazhwak (1919-1995), by publishing a
couple of his short stories that are embedded with messages
and themes relevant to today’s challenges and perhaps
offering a ray of hope for a brighter future. The values and
hopes conveyed in the trappings of these stories are attempts
by an Afghan to promote liberty and human rights as well as
bridging the gap between East and West without reservation
or prejudice. These stories were published in Afghan
publications in the 1950s and apparently received limited
circulation but warm reception among the emerging circles of
Afghan intellectuals and students. Today, the publication of
these stories in both Dari and English represents a small step
by Pazhwak Publications to organize, translate and gradually
publish the substantial body of work left behind by Ustad
Pazhwak and eventually make the entire collection available
to audiences worldwide.
The first story “A Woman,” attempts to depict the challenges
facing women in Afghanistan and the silent suffering caused
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by tyranny, rigidity and oppression. The narrative is full of
imagery and symbolism, but the message is unambiguous:
human liberty and dignity are inalienable rights bestowed
upon individuals by God, regardless of gender, color, social
class or race. Ustad Pazhwak seemingly illustrates human
yearning for freedom, romance and beauty in an environment
that stifles free choice and expression. The fate of a woman
in a magnificent rural Afghan setting and her courageous
struggle to resist cruel customs and submission to power
despite all hopelessness is a tribute to human dignity and
higher ideals. The strength of the heroin lies in her noble
spirit and clear conscience that demand nothing less than
liberty as the ultimate object of human life.
The second story “Wanderer” is a frank and engaging
analysis and comparison of East and West in terms of values
and perceptions without guilt or complicity. The story is
written after the Second World War as Ustad Pazhwak visits
Europe and walks along Lake Geneva with a companion. The
story strives to explicate the longings and frustrations of a
young man who is seeking the truth and endeavors to tackle
some of the realities of stagnation in Eastern way of life,
illuminating awareness, worshiping nature and perfection and
encouraging objectivity in the process. The story tends to
communicate the dynamic nature, openness and relative
prosperity of the Western culture, but affirms the passion and
captivity of an Easterner with his roots. Additionally, the
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author gives hints of futility of his struggle to reconcile his
torn up feelings and thoughts, yet is propelled to reveal the
truths and liberate his being. Above all, Ustad Pazhwak is
bearing his soul and voicing his concern for his people and the
future of the world due to decay and suppression engulfing the
Eastern mindset, while expressing his belief in the union of
East and West as the ultimate solution and triumph of
humanity.
The original Dari/Farsi versions of these stories are brilliant,
engaging and beautifully written. In my opinion, the
philosophical and real life issues raised in these works are
worthwhile reading and require some discussion. I must also
admit that translating such complex and poetic works into
another language is a challenging and humbling task; hence, I
take responsibility for any distortion or mistakes. My goal in
translating these stories into English is to target young
Afghans with little knowledge of Dari and Pashtu and
non-Afghans with an interest in Afghan literature and expose
them to the richness and significance of Afghan culture and
thought. I have certainly done my utmost to understand and
protect the integrity of Ustad Pazhwak’s writings and
thoughts.
I hope that readers, Afghan and non-Afghan, enjoy this small
publication and take something with them as a result of their
interest in Ustad Pazhwak’s writings that represent a tiny
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dimension of modern Afghan literature and philosophy. I
wish to extend my gratitude to Barmak Pazhwak for his
invaluable contributions and constant support. I also thank
Homayoon Shinwari and Parween Pazhwak who lead
Hozhaber Publications for their cooperation and talent.
I look forward to more opportunities to publish Ustad
Pazhwak’s poetry and writings as time and resources allow.
Pazhwak Publications is also in the process of setting up two
websites to celebrate the life, ideas and works left behind by
Ustad Pazhwak. The collection of his works truly belongs to
the Afghan nation and all individuals committed to a free,
dynamic and bright future for the human race. It is a privilege
and responsibility for Pazhwak Publications to make Ustad
Pazhwak’s writings and thoughts available to readers as best
as possible. I encourage the readers to send feedback and correspond, if appropriate and possible.
With best wishes and regards,
Farhad Pazhwak

Farhad Pazhwak
Student and grandson of the late Abdur Rahman Pazhwak
Fpazhwak@aol.com
www.pazhwakpublications.com
www.pazhwakfoundation.com
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A Woman
That individual thought of life as a faithful struggle and
another individual thought of it as tradition and imitation. It
is unsaid that life is no more than an accident. That
individual was deceiving himself, and that other one was
looking for a disguise to hide the truth, knowing human frailty
and fearing exposure of his own flaws in expressing the truths.
When a human feels the need for consolation, he/she becomes
small and unfortunate. When this consolation is sought from
others, he/she becomes smaller and more unfortunate. If it is
sought by one for oneself, then the being has ceased and
deceased.
Life is no more than an accident. This accident is the
explosion of a massive and mysterious body with universe as
a piece of it and a human being as a particle of it. This tiny
particle that has received a portion of that massive and
mysterious body, in turn within oneself, but actually for
perpetuating that accident and not for oneself, transmits it into
the realm of colors and thoughts whereby he/she is drowned
in its river, lost on its shore, flapping wings in its air, thirsty in
its desert, burnt in its sun, shaking in its moonlight, prone to
5
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be wishful and hopeful in its light and defeated by fear and
anxiety in its darkness. Unable to escape from it, unable to
rest in it, unable to even express or reveal it, while knowing
that one is incapable of hiding it.
This accident, the more it comes to light in sight of thought,
the more it generates darkness. However, in the eye of
imagination it acquires any color we desire. In truth,
imagination is a false force that we have invented in ourselves
to supply deceptive means of evading our actual inadequacies
in thought and conception.
In a mountainous county in this wide world wherein lies my
identity and I know its peaks, valleys, deserts, and forests by
name, there is a pretty valley I see as beautiful.
Asmar is the terrain of rugged mountains, clear waters, blue
valleys and spacious lands so dense that it appears blue on the
surface. Its poor and small villages are hidden in the majesty
of nature as if taking refuge from a mysterious evil in the arms
of the mountains.
Countless ages have passed by in these mountains, exploring
the secrets of the universe. The moons and stars have
generously shone on these waters devoting their light to their
precious purity. The sun has shone plentifully in these valleys
creating bright days. Nights have spread their enormous
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silence on forests here. God has sent ample affection in these
tiny villages and Satan has fetched ample anger and hatred,
but only a few are aware of it.
Travelers have perceived it as unknown as it is not in the path
of everyone. It is not different from other corners of the world,
except that its inhabitants hardly know any other corners of
the world. This forced isolation has neither made them more
fortunate nor has it added to their misfortunes.
Happiness to the people in this corner, like misery, is distinct
from happiness and misery in other corners of the world. This
is not bad and conveying it as something bad is an intrusion
that is unfair to these people, as their absolute isolation and
seclusion from the good and bad of the rest of the world have
never given them a chance to call you, me or the other either
good or bad.
Whenever I look into the life of these people, I see myself
alienated from myself. I perceive myself as deserting what I
loved and still love. Occasionally, I think I wish to return to
it and seek the sign of fellowships again. Subsequently, I turn
doubtful and wonder whether I am searching for a stranger.
The moment I leave the world of thought and ideas, sinking
deep to the bottom of my heart and soul, in light of my
sentiments and emotions, I recover the woman who is my
mother, the old man who is my father, the young lady who is
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my lover and the young man who is my friend. I praise, obey
and respect them, turning affectionate, squeezing hands.
Engulfed by these familiarities, inevitably I am embarrassed
by those alienations. Whereas, everything comes back.
Times come back when in childhood the story of a cold grave
aroused commotion in my complex sentimentality that was
very simple then.
Occasionally, the story of this cold grave is the tale of a
beautiful woman.
Since the time when Shamshad lived, long years have passed.
With the passage of time, even in Asmar, this remote corner,
events have imparted other colors into the life of these people.
Anyhow, as she was born into this world to be a woman, even
if she were to live today, the passage of time would have
nothing for her happiness.
She had set foot in a world where men governed women and
tyrants governed men. In an environment where men are
slaves and tolerate it, women become so small and
contemptible that they could not laugh at their men or cry for
them, because crying and laughing are never learned.
Ultimately, life is veiled freely and comfortably in silence and
the indignity of submission.
Fairness in itself is both best and supreme. Beauty on earth as
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yet is the source of heavenly inspirations. This jewel
wherever it may be and whatever form it may take ascends
and becomes heavenly. In a woman, it turns her heavenly in
other’s eyes and teaches her soul that a world desires her.
Shamshad was a beautiful girl and her beauty and fairness had
influenced her inner being. Inside and outside she was
beautiful. Her soul was more beautiful than her heart and her
heart more beautiful than everything else. But despite all this,
she did not know her rights and freedom. This lesson was
unattainable in her days. She did not know much else either,
until nature taught her that when a child becomes a woman
she ought to search for the other half filled for now with
loneliness of the spirit. She sought that mystery soul mate
who held the sacred key to her happiness and fortune. This
feeling along with the sensation that she is also the custodian
of someone else’s happiness and fortune in her heart obliged
her to search and return this gift to its rightful owner, until she
and the young hunter found each other.
Sometime passed and Shamshad’s beauty created a stir, its
sound coiled through the mountains of Asmar, its echo
(pazhwak) uncontainable in valleys and plains.
Among the nobles of Asmar, there was a man whose lowly
and small wishes governed the big and tall mountains as well
as the hearts and spirits of the people. The girl’s relatives were
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forcibly persuaded to fetch her as a gift to a more powerful
tyrant.
Once authority gets its way, nothing satisfies it but absolute
submission. Total submission is when human instinct for
inalienable rights dies in the human mind and the right of
self-defense becomes extinct. The death of this instinct in
humans makes a person less than an animal.
No power could seize the right of self-defense from an animal.
Once defeated, the animal defends itself by running away
until mobile, but human defeat in the disposition of
submission and condemnation of the spirit deprives human
instinct from the notion of escape.
The human being is the only animal that goes to his/her killing
place with free hands and feet. Creation has ingrained a series
of captivities in the human essence while it has also
implanted freedom in his/her spirit. If this extraordinary
being is embedded with dignity, no power could seize his/her
freedom, and if corruption and greed overwhelm human
nature, it leads to self-condemnation of the human.
The girl along with numerous gifts and articles that reached
the doorsteps of that absolute ruler, was surrendered to
courtiers and her deliverers returned to Asmar the same day
with a message.
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That young hunter appeared confounded by all this drama.
His simple heart knew sadness only in the form of death. He
came face to face with the death of his dream. He did not
comprehend more than this. He felt rage in his heart. He did
not know for whom it was nurtured. He was also the victim
of that absolute submission.
The tyrant who had stolen his dream owned plenty of servants
and dairy cows, but did not know the stars better than him.
The hunter did not possess a stable full of wild horses, but no
other could hold or release the halter like him. Not even the
wildest horse could release its neck from the grip of his
powerful arm.
No groaning was apparent in his look. No one was there to
play music in his habitat, but the spot where the smoke from
his fire arose perched higher with fresher air than anyone
else’s spot. No other back but his could carry the wood to that
height. In the arena, he alone was stronger than others.
His walls were low and his home small, but the radiance of his
wooden torch shone brighter than anyone else’s light. He cut
the wood from a tree that had grown on a ridge higher than the
eagles land. Others were afraid to go anywhere near that tree.
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His firewood was gathered by the surges of raging floods. In
festive days, people would go to his habitat to make a good
bonfire. Those bright fires in his home eventually glowed
only on his face until they went cold in the midst of his sad
thoughts.
Wolves and tigers that came down to the village first came
across him. Village dogs followed him and grew accustomed
to his voice.
On the occasions of games for the young, all would glance at
him on his way out of the arena. Their hearts would feel close
to him even when some eyes combatively stared at him. In
the end, not a word would be exchanged with him. Reaching
the end of the plains, he would stand alone to see how silence
overtook bravado and how jealousy overcame friendship. He
felt that all of them wanted to rob him of the qualities he
displayed.
Loneliness further darkened his night. Daytime failed to
brighten his thoughts. His eyes would still be staring at the
skies while the stars gradually disappeared and people would
begin making morning fires as the red flag of the sun spread
over the horizon. Dawn brought people good faith and
splendor. Morning’s colorful skirt would spread over flowers
and mountain weeds, but he was deprived of the simplest gift,
a good night’s sleep.
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The rising morning flames danced like young tree branches
swinging in the wind. Breezes elevated happy songs to the
skies and golden sunshine added a glow to the edges of
morning cups. Birds spread their wings in the face of the sun,
but he was still cold and depressed. He turned his eye away
from all that beauty as if to say: this night’s passage was so
short. The sun so quickly traveled through it and Venus again
got ahead of my hopes.
He felt the dark shadow of fear standing at his doorsteps. The
horizon of his thoughts resembled a tread covered with
various statues of spirits he had heard about in ancient tales.
His voice coiled through the mountains of Asmar: Take me
away from this loneliness and darkness or send me a deadly
lightning flash to put an end to my life!
Alone, he did not know who he was having a conversation
with. Who was that glowing body whom he fancied
illuminating his sky and being? Where should he send his
gaze, his piecing cry that could not be followed? Not
knowing where his screams headed and why they deserted
him. Why was he left behind in silence?
Shamshad – that princess of his heart’s eternal lights – would
return in the middle of the night and take off the clothes she
had to wear for someone else’s pleasure and happiness. She

13

A Women.qxp

12/9/2006

5:45 PM

Page 14

A Woman

Ustad Abdul Rahman Pazhwak

was fed up with life and did not understand why she still had
to live among people whom she despised. A group she would
never get familiar with. Her cries were tearless and her
screams soundless. Her moans stuck in her throat, turning her
lips white and her face red. Burning flames of envy and
hopelessness would go cold in her eyes.
She wished to be a rock among rocks on a high ridge in Asmar
mountains where no one could get to her: To feel the blaze of
the sun, hear the thunder of storms and the sunsets in silence
and inner peace. To escape those threatening eyes that
suppressed her heart.
Weariness made here eyes heavy and sleep wanted to calm her
down, but she heard mysterious voices that whispered to her:
Come Shamshad! Spend the night in the habitat of those
tigers that cause people to shut their doors in daylight and halt
the dairy cows on their way to the water hole. My eyes will
be searching for you, like a friend who remains steadfast in
friendship, like a worshiper who does not forget to worship. I
will go to purify the sanctuary and rid it of all your fears. Rise
like the sun above this land, rise like the sun and the stars that
never forget to rise. Overcome my hopelessness and rescue
me from the heavy and endless grip of loneliness. Without
you, I am like a tree in a dry landscape, losing my leaves and
twigs in the wind, relentless wind that tears up my life and
roots. For once, come like rushing waters and empower me.
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For once, like a beautiful vision of yourself, enlighten my
heart that resembles the valley of darkness. I am given to fear
and worries. This home is dark without you. Enter from the
door where my gaze is placed so that my suffering and
tribulations go out of the window that I do not wish to look at.
For once, give me room in your arms. Now the light of dawn
is pouring over the landscape. A good hunting day is
awaiting me. The black rope of death will capture and drag a
tiger into my hunting hideout. Over there next to a mountain
spring, a deer would say to her child: “That group that comes
with plenty of horns and dogs could not hunt you down, but
the rope of this lone man whose hideout is governed by
silence is deadly.”
This sweet dream that soothes every soul and leads to
peaceful sleep instead prompted Shamshad to get up from
bed. Attempts to go back to sleep with its inspiration failed as
when love wakes you up, sleep becomes like a wish that your
heart has discarded.
Nights would turn into days and days would end. Months and
years were passing and Shamshad could not understand why
her young eyes were unable to see the essence of elements of
life worth seeing. Nightly, she would picture that young
hunter riding on strong horses in her dreams and she would
follow him with eyes full of desire, so real that sometime she
imagined crossing in front of him and felt the dust filling her
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eyes. She felt the pain.
She imagined him caught in a crisis and put to the test, only
to come out of it triumphant over everything. However, as
soon as the people present saw victory on his side, instead of
looking at him, they looked at each other, turning their faces
away and he would be left alone in his spot.
She would recall that he once said “My fortune is in the mouth
of the tiger.” She would spend dark and long nights in this
manner.
She recalled that once upon a time an ugly and scary
superstition embraced the minds of villagers in Asmar, the
image of “the King of the Giants,” filling the valleys and
foothills with fear. Darkness of the night enforced the rumors
of timid hearts. This imaginary “King of the Giants” supposedly was a wrestler who engaged in the magic trade by day
and emerged nightly from ancient ruins to steal beautiful girls
from the village, until the cries of the women and the
helplessness of the men provoked the young hunter to cleanse
the silent and awesome ruins from the existence of that
terrible and powerful force of evil.
She remembered the time when the young hunter’s force
merged with the force of the villagers who made fires and
joined his battle song. All the stones in the mountains and
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waters in the rivers listened and carried his voice. Until it was
all done and the hunter was left by himself in his place. No
one joined him in his hope and dreams.
Winter in Ningrahar (a province in eastern Afghanistan) had
filled the landscape with lush gardens and flowers. Among
the tall trees, a large tent was erected.
Ningrahar is a piece of land blessed with God’s gift and the
nature’s richness. The White Mountain (Spain Ghar) and the
Black Mountain (Tur Ghar) like two white and black giants
guard this land of Solomon. The Red River (Surkhroad) like
a jewel waters its flowers. Dark soil nurses its grass. The
majesty and sight of all this heavenly beauty seemed beyond
words to describe.
From the earth to the sky, this Garden of Eden was filled with
the joy of lovers. From the village to the river’s edges, pretty
women sang with pleasure and enthusiasm.
Except that a single will governed this magnificence. All that
sensuality and happiness belonged to one man. All this
beauty was designed to satisfy only one heart. This heart in
the face of joy and pleasure was a remarkable artisan that
knew what color to see, what to hear, how to give, how to
smell and how to conduct himself. In the face of sadness and
grief, he was a powerful and absolute ignorant. He did not
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understand their manifestation, did not recognize, did not
think, did not feel and did not care about them.
He did business and made sin look good. Screams that rose,
delivered pleasure and brought him joy. His soul was forceful for conquering what pleased his heart.
Nature had armed his eyesight with an immense lust for
beauty and splendor that penetrated, influenced, and grew;
killing grief and awakening pleasures.
His heart possessed enormous impetuosity for crushing
barriers and embracing matters ugly and beautiful.
Shamshad, among candles lit in the twilight of his lonely life,
was a candle that brightened his selfish heart, serving as his
sun, sky, moon and stars.
With a heart that belittled intimacy and affection, he loved her.
This love is the most forceful of all loves, a force of conquest
that encounters nothing less than other mighty elements. Like
the love of lightening for heights, like the love of windstorms
for speed, like the love of earth for water, like the love of
ocean for motion, like the love of tiger for blood. It burns,
destroys, soaks, surges and tears. In God’s power, this love is
the love of shepherding the flock. Satan has reserved it for
bedeviling. Mankind sometimes chooses God and sometimes
the Satan as the leader.
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Those whose power suffers from the weakness of pursuing
wickedness are in denial of both God and Satan because faith
is undesirable to them. This is so because despite possessing
power and means, they are destroyed within themselves and
all that remains is naked power.
Power does not distinguish between right and wrong. It only
perceives itself as right.
Incapable of seeing the majesty of beauty, it solely considers
itself as adorable. Incapable of comprehending rights, it only
conceives itself as righteous. What it sees as worth existing is
pleasure. Even then, it considers this lone existence as its own
creature. At times, unconsciously and temporarily falling in
love with the pleasure that results from this power, but since
it perceives loving as a weakness, hates loving. In this state
of hatred, power feels the need for another kind of pleasure.
The only way to create another kind of pleasure is to condemn
and destroy the former pleasure first. Due to this, absolute
power in human hands is destructive. In its finality power
destroys itself too, but not before it stifles the world on the
way to reaching that state.
As power sees everything in danger of falling apart so it too
does not trust itself. This lack of trust causes it to escape from
everything. It removes good faith, like clothes, from society
and the world so as to examine everything and everyone
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naked. This urge for testing in a powerful man is the source
of the types of oppression that other animals are spared by
their own kind. However, human beings continue to suffer
atrocities in the dark trembling shadow of its eternal fear.
Weaklings are satisfied and tolerate it in the name of living a
long life.
This is the spring that pours the water of captivity into the
lives of people, a spring that stored its reservoir of water from
the clouds of ugliness and the storms of absolute powers of
humanity.
Shamshad had groomed herself for a different type of absolute
power so that she could experience life’s enjoyments in the
moonlight, amongst beautiful flowers and in the presence of
the blessings of the creator of humanity. (emancipation)
Once she stood in front of her tyrant admirer, she mastered all
her absolute power to confront him.
That powerful hand signaled her to come to him and that
powerful tongue began extravagant praise of her, promising to
sacrifice all at her feet.
Now, he saw his absolute power in the presence of
magnanimous beauty. Beauty that like a dress enhanced the
body. A dress that was woven in his eyes with materials that
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must surrender.
The image of this surrender to him was like the sensual body
of pleasure that this artisan of fantasy and determination had
created in his mind, while in Shamshad’s mind it was no more
than the beautiful body that felt the pain that had befallen her
by God’s will.
He summoned her and told her again to express what her heart
desired from her. Shamshad was silent.
On the command to speak, her silence ignited doubt in the
core of power as it might have been construed as a weakness
of its forceful authority and could have been interpreted as an
appeal instead. She was commanded again.
Shamshad was silent.
The tyrant turned furious and intimidating.
Shamshad was silent.
He turned his rage on others who were guilty of witnessing
the command of the powerful and the silence of the
condemned.
Shamshad became fearful. Rage that rises from power hangs
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the chain of guilt around the neck of anything that suits its
whim. It destroys the innocent in order to defeat its real
target by terror, since destroying is not as satisfying as
defeating whereby power is revitalized.
It is possible to destroy strong souls but not be able to defeat
them. Therefore, defeating is harder than destroying. It is that
way because being destroyed is more acceptable and decisive
than being condemned.
Shamshad suddenly deflected all that anger away from the
others with a smile, like a breeze that sways raging flames
from side to side.
This smile in the eye of that furious power was a sign of
submission and defeat, while all along he resembled a
frightened someone in the midst of a dark storm that views the
surge of thunder as a hopeful light.
Power turns soft only in the face of defeatism. With a face
filled with more smile than Shamshad’s, he asked again: “Say
what your heart desires from you so that I may grant it to you.
This moon and these stars have never seen a more beautiful
woman and a more joyful night than this for any human heart
or eye. This small universe is less likely to make anyone
happy, but with you as a gift, I been given that immense world
of exquisite beauty and fairness that is sufficient to satisfy my
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heart.”
Shamshad laughed. This laughter was undesirable in the
presence of that thirsty power that refrained from snatching
the water due to pride but in fact neediness. Anyhow, he could
not accept to hold himself undesired while he had the power
to do anything and felt that nothing but what is desirable
should exist.
In this instant, he became more furious and demanded why
she was laughing and why not wanting.
Shamshad parted her lips to speak and said: “Is it not possible
to accept that given the occasion to exercise free will, a human
may only want to stay silent? If rebuffed with anger and yet
perceiving that whatever she wants is at her disposal except
for not being silent, one may want to smile. And if except
silence and smile all else is proper, in that case, one may want
to choose laughter. Never before had I this absolute freedom
to pursue whatever my heart desires. My heart based on your
command wanted me to be silent, smile and laugh. It does not
want anything else from me.”
In the presence of a tyrannical but humiliated power, a victim
said what she wanted. The oppressor heard it, yet the moon
and the stars were still shining and people were still breathing
and living.
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All this appeared strange until a monstrous, murderous and
destructive call was proclaimed for everyone.
Shamshad did not want to put anyone in harm’s way but
herself. She threw herself at his feet and kissed the ground
that he intended to uproot and said: “I shall not be silent or
smile again.”
“Then say what your heart wants from you so that I may
endow it to you, not because you deserve it anymore, but
because I said I would do so tonight.”
“Perhaps you could not grant me it!”
“I could not?”
“What I want is not what you would want to grant me.”
“I shall grant it to you.”
“Give me liberty.”
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The Wanderer
It is good that sometimes thought and imagination come and
uncovers us. Both are a sign of our existence, sustaining us
for “life” with their joy and sadness. Hence, not surrendering
while waiting for what we seek and staying where “hope” has
chosen for us.
Thought arrives….sitting down with us knee to knee or
walking hand in hand, opening our eye in the darkness,
changing the direction of our eye in the light so that the bright
beam does not bother our eyesight, not submitting to fears and
not suffering from false hopes.
Imagination arrives and hugs us, delivering a world far away
to within our grasp, closing our eyelashes, penetrating our
darkness with light. In the obscure atmosphere around us we
shine till we feel warm. Our warmth soothes the icy cores of
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existence, delivering messages we longed for and reciting
them. All the things that had rejected us come back and reach
to us.
One thing sweetens our dreams and engulfs us with joyful
hopes and the other one wants to wake us up gently and
gradually. One anticipates sweeter dreams so that we embark
on its way; the other pushes us deeper into our inner
harmony. Thought says create life from hope and imagination
says dedicate life to creating hopes.
Thought and imagination intertwined carry us somewhere.
Their shadows and lights exemplify the glory of life and
imprint its sincerity and majesty onto the surface of nature so
that our eye makes love to it and our heart worships it. That
is when the peaceful joy we were seeking entails wisdom and
thought and we see it, kiss it and breathe it.
*****
With this thought and imagination, I am walking on the edge
of Leman River . I am no more than a wandering traveler,
who is kept restless by fatigue of life and thirst for hopes, with
less ahead of me than what I left behind.
The mountain in whose foothills I was born, the tree in whose
shade I played, the garden in whose spring my imagination
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flourished, barren lands that taught me how to think. I
deserted them all and plunged myself into an ocean whose
beaches are territories unknown and I landed. As I look back,
I see familiar faces behind me whose torments I am escaping
and ahead the backs of unknown figures in motion that I am
unable to reach. I am moving away from familiar faces and
unable to move closer to this unknown group.
Halting here is not possible, moving ahead is not deserved and
the thought of turning back even if not hard is not easy.
*****
Yes, with this imagination and thought I am walking along the
edge of the river where life does not have a firm position. A
human being does not know where he is and where he is
going.
The moon filled the river and the scenic view of the
mountains luminous in its glow graced the eye from all
directions. The whiteness of the peaks typified naked
shoulders and the shades beneath that resembled skirts
hanging waist down on sensual figures.
Walking along the edge of this river with one of the joys of
life, in the luminous gleam of my desires, offspring of the
beauties of nature. We watched nature that is the offspring of
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the Creator’s desires. The world and all that exists in it are so
decorated to exhibit absolute power and beauty. I find myself
in the arms of imagination in a ring, filled with absolute
beauty and helplessness.
The glow of this thought is like the luminosity of a gem that
shines like the sun in the center of the shadows of life and
reflects into the horizon.
This engulfing thought has so consumed me that my mind
conceives that anything and everything is like a ring and a
gem.
The sky is the ring and the moon is the gem, those mountains
are the rings and the river is the gem, that river is the ring and
the ship is the gem, it so appears. Nature and beauty in it,
body and soul in it, fear and hope in it, present and the future
in it, heart and desire in it, all in all appear that way.
She, that joy of life in whose direction I am going. I, that
heart in whose direction she is coming. She and I were
created and placed somewhere so that “joining together” and
“waiting for each other” could be invented. We did not have
a choice in this matter and still do not. We are content that this
choice was not given to us.
I have seen that if we perceive to have created ourselves, we
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so diminish that with the slightest we assume ourselves to be
complete. In the midst of creation, we withdraw plenty from
ourselves and lose a great deal.
Absolute power and authority confine us within! Incapable of
becoming greater than ourselves. It is better to be in the hands
of a more benevolent being whose greatness is infinite and
reap our essence in the landscape of eternity as nights like this
and moments like this go by.
*****
Slowly and close to the edge of the river I walk. Sometimes,
I pause and so swallow fresh air as if I were drinking up a cup
of wine. I feel that my chest is larger than the nature’s chest.
I will not be happy and satisfied unless a cupful of all that
exists in nature from the bottom of the river to the edge of the
horizon is poured into my chest.
*****
She is also in the arms of beauty and imagination. It seems
like nature has given itself to her and she is giving me
everything in a smile. Sometimes, other than someone I do
not see anyone, but the reality is that nothing is hidden from
our eyes. We sense we are seeking something. We know what
and where and could attain it, yet hypnotized we remain silent
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until conversation begins by itself.
Seeing and hearing with her unfolds what I had not seen or
heard with others and myself, laying it open. It is never
possible to see everything by oneself. If two views do not
mingle with each other, the colors of life stay separated. What
is not visible in the tapestry may not be read by one’s own eye
alone. Life is the grandest and most mysterious scheme and
the most exact form. Man alone is like being blind and
woman alone is the eye separated from the head.
A human being is a human being everywhere. Men and
women are one in origin, but their individual thought and
imagination that give color to life and being are so different
that one could never view two things or two individuals the
same way.
Simplicity that my eyes could not find I read in her eye,
seeing it beyond the layers of what I perceived to be complex
and deep.
In the depths and twists that she read in my eye, she searched
beyond those simplicities without which life lacks charm and
elegance.
I was born in the East and landed in the West and she was born
in the West and stayed in the West. It is true that the East is
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the bottom and the West is the surface of the river of
existence. Life is a mystery to us since we have not yet solved
it and the Westerner sees it as simple to the extent that it has
solved it.
Simplicities and mysteries both immature and mature, Eastern
and Western, await the eye of the future. East and West both
stand in a position of shared spiritual needs and look forward
to the absolute divine union of human souls and a true
connection of hearts that beat in the chest of the universe,
flowing like warm and strong blood through the rivers of life
until they reach and rest into the great ocean of truth. That eye
and this heart do not open up in horizons where the glow of
their sun and moon distinguishes between East and West.
If a difference exists in our views, it brings us closer together,
like the parting of two lips, our separation is in fact the effort
of joining together. This effort creates conversation,
expresses understanding and emotions, and brings together
what lies in hearts and souls.
*****
Therefore, what lay in the chest of nature and the heart of that
night flew to the surface of the water and shined in the
moonlight?
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Conversation is that in which two people discover each other
in it. We Easterners sit down together and talk. We are like
two lips that are parting. Westerners! Like two lips that come
closer. Our conversation is a manifestation of separation and
their talk is the talk of union.
We escape from each other and they move close to each other.
With her….that entire splendor seemed like a beautiful
sculpture that in the presence of sincere gaze would not cover
up herself and her naked soul. The color of honor and
sincerity of the eye were dressing that body up. Stillness and
motion were enhancing her with such grace and sensuality as
if the whole world was capturing the heart like a musician,
dancing in the court of the soul.
*****
I looked into her eyes, a look that a man sends to a woman,
not because of all the beauties in her eyes, but because with
those eyes she added to the world whatever beauty it lacked.
I took from the universe and she gave to the universe. The
mystery of union or that which we see lies in adding self and
self-manifestations to nature. We always try to give life the
color of separation. We, ourselves, do not go to join all the
majesties and grandeurs of being, waiting for them to come
and they never arrive.
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Without her, I assumed nature was complete. With her, I
became certain that it was deprived of a world. Far from that
brightness of friendship and verses of love, all that light was
no more shadows, devoid of the essence of truths.
The example of East and West resembles the model of the sun.
As the sun rises from the East and rests in the West, the
Eastern spirit is on the way and that Western spirit has come
close to its tranquil destination.
Our search is still in the skies put above us or on our way, but
that Western has traveled this area and seeks another sphere.
The love and spirit of us Easterners gravitate inwards,
Westerners’ love and spirit leap outwards, like water we
absorb in ourselves and they like fire spread to the world. We
stay put like the soil and they flow like the air.
*****
I was sinking to my depth and she was dancing light spirited
on my surface. We hide things and hid ourselves; they reveal
things and uncover themselves. We are like a mountain
standing in one place, awaiting the moon, the sun and the stars
to come, shine on us and move passed us.
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They are like the ocean, surging towards the moon, the sun
and the stars, seeking their ray of light and moving passed
them. Our perception and thoughts sink to the bottom of our
river. At the bottom of this river, we perch on a self-made
platform of pride with gems we borrow from ourselves we
pull the strings of thought. They penetrate the heat of nature
and in this enormous ocean turn a drop into a gem and freely
play with it.
The East is its own captive; the West is free of itself.
*****
I had heard that Westerners are products of the material world.
When my spirit recognized this misconception, it turned grim.
Our habit is to take such pride in what we have that we view
those who are better off and are better than us as “without
anything.” This is one of the means of escaping the realities
of not achieving real success in life.
Since we know that without denying the gains of others and
unjustly dismissing them, what we have earned is not
acceptable, satisfying or consoling even to ourselves.
Perhaps, it is because we consider enjoyment and pleasure as
materialistic and seek spirituality in misery and suffering.
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Either we have not understood the spirituality of enjoyments
or the material cause of miseries. Or, we never wish to
understand and are unable to bear knowledge. Or, that our
hand is so at large at assigning labels that we attach whatever
name to whatever we want.
*****
The river waves were blending with the rays of light from the
sky. Her attractive hair was weaving in the air. Her white
neck in the moonlight looked as if a beam of light in between
two parallel lines in air is formed properly and exquisitely and
is sliding in front of the eyes. Here, in the presence of nature
and its beauty, behind her bright spirit and splendid soul, it
was less imagined that any thought other than the picture of
mortality in the elegance of the mountain and the splendor of
the river and the landscape could make its way into the heard
and mind. But…. I was a traveler, the memory of grander
mountains, and whiter snows pulled me in their direction. I
was seeing the mountains of Paghman and its white peaks
radian in my imagination, pulling me towards it reminiscent
of a beautiful young girl who attracts worshipping heart
towards her.
As I get closer, I see that there is nothing more than the
beautiful upper body. Underneath that magnificent head and
neck, the rest of the lower body is cut off. Foothills that have
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never seen flowers of life and have never experienced the
soulful breeze of freedom and happiness.
Amid these mountains Kabul is like a gem lying in the dust,
shinning in the mist of my memories.
A city with tight limits in which broken stone lines separate its
air and soil. Its beauty has stories, but days of youth go by
gloomily in it and the thought of growing old there is
depressing.
Like an old man mourning the loss of a child, the burning sun
has embedded the dust of the cemetery onto the wrinkles of its
noble and magnificent forehead.
Kabul is an ancient broken heart that time has kept as a large
but depressing memory. How could one take it out of one’s
heart? The hefty mountains bulge the eyes with weight and
pressure like an iron necklace placed around the neck of a
dusty sculpture.
Above, a forte is build like a dragon that encircles the citizens
of the city; its fear surrounds their hopes. Their hopes and
freedoms are captive in this city.
Kabul is our city. Whatever it was, it was ours. Whatever it
is, it is our city. Whatever happens, it will remain our city. I
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am earnestly satisfied and hopeful that it was that way it was,
it is the way it was and it will be the way it will be. Nature
has granted us the duty to protect it. Our sentiments and love
are the protector of its memories, we place it inside a heart
that loves its grievances and prefers them to other people’s
delights.
We are protecting a city where dangers lurk in the inside and
our lives are spent guarding them. Memories of the darkness
and its deadly silence turn the moonlight on the waters of
Leman (Check spelling) dull in my eyes; the color and flash
of happiness wash away. In spite of all these things, the
thought of being a wanderer from this city that is the center of
our existence and essence drives us insane, even in the arms
of the most beautiful moments.
*****
The gleam of joy and pleasure dims in my eyes. This is the
moment when the eye of the Westerner looks into the eye of
the Easterner. Her look is the expression of vague surprise
and puzzlement. Regardless of how well she knows him, she
finds him to be a stranger. She turns thoughtful and regards
him as a mystery. She recalls the myth of a spirit where
ancient East had uncovered the mysteries of life. She thinks
that the storied sun is still rising from the East. She does not
know that our myth today is no more than the mystery of a
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grave where a wise man’s heart has turned into dust. We just
find excuses to regard the grave as a treasure worthy of
thought and imagination.
That Westerner might know. However, the Easterner is
unaware that the ancient soul has abandoned his body and
forever will be gone.
Yes, when the Westerner comprehends, she conveys a
sympathetic and compassionate expression, which pierces my
heart. This is when I wish to start telling my story and
confide my secrets. But, I am an Easterner; I hide things and
hide myself. Do not wait to hear my story!
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ﺧﻮد ﻣﻴﻔﺮﺳﺘﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻗﻠﺐ ﻣﺮا ﻣﻴﺸﮕﺎﻓﺪ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ آرزو ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻢ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﺧﻮد
را آﻏﺎز ﻛﻨﻢ و راز ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎز ﮔﻮﻳﻢ.
وﻟﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺷﺮﻗﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ،ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ و ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم ،ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﻴﺪ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺮا
ﺑﺸﻨﻮﻳﺪ.
”ﭘﺎﻳﺎن“
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وﻗﻒ ﻧﮕﻬﺒﺎﻧﻲ آﻧﻬﺎﺳﺖ .ﺧﺎﻃﺮات ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ و ﺳﻜﻮت ﻣﺮگ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آن؛ ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻣﺎه را
در آب ﻫﺎي ﻟﻴﻤﺎن در ﻧﻈﺮم ﻛﺪر ﻣﻴﺴﺎزد و رﻧﮓ و ﻓﺮوغ ﻧﺸﺎط را از دﻳﺪه ﮔﺎن
ﻣﻦ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﺪ .ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻫﺎ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ آوارﮔﻲ از اﻳﻦ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﻛﺰ
ﻣﻮﺟﻮدﻳﺖ و ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻣﺎﺳﺖ ،ﻣﺎ را در آﻏﻮش زﻳﺒﺎﺗﺮﻳﻦ دﻗﺎﻳﻖ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد.
***
روﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﺸﺎط و ﻋﺸﺮت در دﻳﺪه ﮔﺎن ﻣﻦ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .اﻳﻨﺴﺖ آن دم
اﻳﻜﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ ﻏﺮﺑﻲ در ﭼﺸﻢ ﺷﺮﻗﻲ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻴﻜﻨﺪ .ﻧﮕﺎه او ،ﻧﮕﺎه ﺗﻌﺠﺐ و ﺣﻴﺮت
ﻣﺠﻬﻮﻟﻲ اﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮ ﻗﺪر او را ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ؛ ﺑﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ و او را
ﻣﻌﻤﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ.
ﺑﻪ ﻳﺎد رﻣﺰ روﺣﻲ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮق ﺑﺎﺳﺘﺎن رﻣﻮز ﺣﻴﺎت را در آن ﻛﺸﻒ ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﺪارد ﻫﻤﺎن آﻓﺘﺎب اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻮي ﻫﻨﻮز از اﻓﻖ ﺧﺎور ﺳﺮ ﻣﻴﺰﻧﺪ و ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﻧﺪ
ﻛﻪ رﻣﺰ ﻣﺎ اﻣﺮوز ﺑﻴﺶ از راز ﻗﺒﺮي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻴﻨﺔ ﻋﺎرﻓﻲ در آن ﺧﺎك ﺷﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﺻﺮف ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻗﺒﺮ ﺧﺰﻳﻨﻪ اﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﺧﻴﺎل ﺑĤن
ارزﺷﻲ ﻗﺎﻳﻞ ﺷﻮد.
آن ﻏﺮﺑﻲ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ.
وﻟﻲ ﺷﺮق ﺑﻴﺨﺒﺮ اﺳﺖ از آﻧﻜﻪ آن روان از ﺗﻦ او ﻣﻔﺎرﻗﺖ ﺟﺴﺘﻪ و ﺑﺮاي اﺑﺪ
ﻧﺎﺑﻮد ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﻠﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ آن ﻏﺮﺑﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﺪ ،ﻫﻤﺪردي و رﺣﻤﻲ در ﻧﮕﺎه
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از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻣﻴﻜﻨﺪ ...زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ آن اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ دارد اﻣﺎ روز ﻫﺎي ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ در آن
اﻓﺴﺮده ﻣﻴﮕﺰرد و ﺗﺼﻮر اﻳﺎم ﭘﻴﺮي در آن ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻮن ﭘﻴﺮ ﻣﺮد ﻓﺮزﻧﺪ
ﻣﺮده اي ،آﻓﺘﺎب ﺳﻮزان ،ﮔﺮد ﮔﻮرﺳﺘﺎن را در ﭼﻴﻦ ﻫﺎي ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻋﻈﻤﺖ و
ﺷﻜﻮه آن ﻓﺮو ﻧﺸﺎﻧﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﻛﺎﺑﻞ؛ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ دل ﺑﺎﺳﺘﺎن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ زﻣﺎن آﻧﺮا ﺑﺤﻴﺚ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻃﺮه ﺑﺰرگ
وﻟﻲ ﺣﺰن آور ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﻴﺘﻮان آﻧﺮا از دل ﺑﺮون ﻛﺮد؟
ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎي ﭘﻮﻻدي آن ﭼﻮن ﻃﻮق آﻫﻨﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺮا ﺑﺮ ﮔﺮدن ﻣﺠﺴﻤﺔ ﺧﺎﻛﻲ
ﻧﻬﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﭼﺸﻢ ﻫﺎ را از ﻓﺸﺎر و ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﭘﺮ ﻣﻴﻜﻨﺪ.
ﺑﺮ ﻓﺮاز آن ﺣﺼﺎري اﻓﺮاﺷﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻮن اژدﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮد ﺳﺎﻛﻨﻴﻦ آن ﺣﻠﻘﻪ زده
و ﺧﻮف آن ،اﻣﻴﺪ ﻫﺎي ﺷﺎﻧﺮا اﺣﺎﻃﻪ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .آرزو ﻫﺎ و آزادي ﻫﺎي ﺷﺎن
در اﻳﻦ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﺤﺼﻮر اﺳﺖ.
ﻛﺎﺑﻞ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﺎﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﺎﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ
ﺷﻮد ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ و ﺳﺨﺖ راﺿﻲ و آرزوﻣﻨﺪم ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻮد و
ﭼﻨﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ و ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺒﺎﻧﻲ آن ﮔﻤﺎﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺤﺒﺖ و ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﺎ ﻧﮕﻬﺒﺎن ﺧﺎﻃﺮه آن اﺳﺖ .آن را در دﻟﻲ ﻣﻴﮕﺰارﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻏﻢ
ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮد را دوﺳﺖ دارد و ﺑﺸﺎدي دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﺮﺗﺮ ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮي را ﭘﺎﺳﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻄﺮ ﻫﺎ در داﺧﻞ آن ﻣﺤﺼﻮر اﻧﺪ و ﺣﻴﺎت ﻣﺎ

30

Page 45

5:45 PM

12/9/2006

A Women.qxp

ﻣﻮج ﻫﺎي درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮج ﻫﺎي روﺷﻦ ﻫﻮا ﻣﻲ آﻣﻴﺨﺖ .ﻣﻮ ﻫﺎي دﻻوﻳﺰ او در
ﻫﻮاي درﻳﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻣﻴﻜﺮد .ﺳﺎﻋﺪ ﺳﻴﻤﻴﻦ او در ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻣﺎه ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺧﻄﻲ از ﻧﻮر در ﻣﻴﺎن دو ﺧﻂ ﻣﺘﻨﺎﺳﺐ از ﻫﻮا ،ﺷﻜﻞ درﺳﺖ و ﻇﺮﻳﻔﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و
در ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﻠﻐﺰد.
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ در ﭘﻴﺸﮕﺎه ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ و زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺎي آن؛ در ﻗﺒﺎل آن روح روﺷﻦ و روان ﺑﺎ
ﺷﻜﻮه؛ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﮔﻤﺎن ﻣﻴﺮﻓﺖ ﺟﺰ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻓﻨﺎ در ﺟﻤﺎل ﻛﻮه؛ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ داﻣﻦ و
درﻳﺎﭼﻪ؛ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ دﻳﮕﺮي در دل و دﻣﺎغ راه ﻳﺎﺑﺪ...
اﻣﺎ  ......ﻣﻦ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ ﺑﻮدم .ﺧﺎﻃﺮات ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎي ﻋﻈﻴﻢ ﺗﺮ؛ ﺑﺮف ﻫﺎي ﺳﭙﻴﺪ ﺗﺮ ﻣﺮا
ﺑﺴﻮي ﺧﻮد رﺑﻮد .ﻣﻴﺪﻳﺪم ﻛﻮه ﭘﻐﻤﺎن و ﻗﻠﻞ ﺳﭙﻴﺪ آن در ﻧﻈﺮ ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﻴﺪرﺧﺸﺪ
و ﭼﻮن دوﺷﻴﺰة زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺶ دل ﻫﺎي ﭘﺮﺳﺘﻨﺪه را ﺳﻮي ﺧﻮد ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻧﺪ ﻣﺮا
ﺑﺨﻮد ﻣﻴﻜﺸﺪ .ﭼﻮن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻴﺸﻮم ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ ﺑﺮو دوش زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﺑﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﻓﺮوﺗﺮ از آن ﺳﺮ و ﮔﺮدن اﻓﺮاﺷﺘﻪ ،ﭘﻴﻜﺮ او را ﺗﺎ داﻣﺎن ﺑﺮﻳﺪه اﻧﺪ .داﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﻞ
ﺣﻴﺎت ﻧﺪﻳﺪه و ﻧﺴﻴﻢ روح ﭘﺮور ﻧﺸﺎط ﺑﺮ آن ﻧﻮزﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ.
***
در ﻣﻴﺎن اﻳﻦ ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎ ،ﻛﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻧﮕﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺧﺎك اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ در ﻏﺒﺎر
ﺧﺎﻃﺮات ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ درﺧﺸﺪ...
ﺷﻬﺮﻳﻜﻪ ﻛﺮاﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي آن ﺗﻨﮓ اﺳﺖ و ﺧﻂ ﻫﺎي ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺳﻨﮕﻲ ،ﻫﻮا و ﺧﺎك آﻧﺮا
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ﺗﺼﻮر و ﭘﻨﺪار ﻣﺎ در ﻗﻌﺮ درﻳﺎي ﻣﺎ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻴﺮود و در ﺗﺔ اﻳﻦ درﻳﺎ ﺑﺮ ﺗﺨﺖ ﻏﺮوري
ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد زده اﻳﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻴﻢ و ﺑﺎ ﮔﻮﻫﺮﻫﺎﺋﻴﻜﻪ از ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻋﺎرﻳﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﻳﻢ
ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﺑﺮﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ﭘﻨﺪار ﻣﻴﻜﺸﻴﻢ؛ اﻳﺸﺎن در دل ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ روﻧﺪ و
درﻳﻦ اوﻗﻴﺎﻧﻮس ﻋﻈﻴﻢ از ﻗﻄﺮه ﮔﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻨﺪ و ﺑﺎ آزادي ﺑﺎ آن ﺑﺎزي دارﻧﺪ.
ﺷﺮق اﺳﻴﺮ ﺧﻮد اﺳﺖ ؛ ﻏﺮب از ﺧﻮد آزاد اﺳﺖ.
***
ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدم ﻏﺮﺑﻴﺎن ﭘﺮورده ﺟﻬﺎن ﻣﺎده اﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ روح ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه را
درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﺗﻴﺮه ﺷﺪ.
ﻣﺎ ﻋﺎدت دارﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ آﻧﭽﻪ دارﻳﻢ ﭼﻨﺪان ﻏﺮور ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺎﻧﻴﺮا ﻛﻪ از ﻣﺎ ﺑﺮﺗﺮ و ﺑﻬﺘﺮ
دارﻧﺪ ﺑﻲ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﭘﻨﺪارﻳﻢ .اﻳﻦ  ...ﻳﻜﻲ از وﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﻓﺮار از ﺣﻘﺎﻳﻖ ﻣﻮﻓﻘﻴﺖ
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ ﻣﺎ در ﺣﻴﺎت اﺳﺖ .زﻳﺮا ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻴﻢ اﮔﺮ از ﻫﻤﻪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮان اﻧﻜﺎر
ﻧﻜﻨﻴﻢ و ﻋﻨﻮداﻧﻪ از آن ﭼﺸﻢ ﻧﭙﻮﺷﻴﻢ آﻧﭽﻪ ﺑﺪﺳﺖ آورده اﻳﻢ ﺣﺘﻲ در ﻧﺰد ﺧﻮد
ﻣﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺎن ﻗﻨﺎﻋﺖ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺴﻠﻲ و ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻗﺒﻮل ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي آﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻟﺬت و ﺗﻤﺘﻊ را ﻣﺎدي ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻴﻢ و در رﻧﺞ و اﻟﻢ ،ﻣﻌﻨﻮﻳﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮﻳﻢ .ﻳﺎ ﻣﻌﻨﻮﻳﺖ ﻟﺬت را ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪه اﻳﻢ و ﻳﺎ ﻣﺎدﻳﺖ آﻻم را ﻧﺪاﻧﺴﺘﻪ و ﻳﺎ
آﻧﻜﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻣﻴﻞ ﻧﺪارﻳﻢ ﺑﻔﻬﻤﻴﻢ و ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﻣﻌﺮﻓﺖ آﻧﺮا ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ و ﻳﺎ ﭼﻮن
دﺳﺖ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﮕﺰاري ﻫﺎ دراز اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﻧﺎم ﻣﻴﮕﺰارﻳﻢ.
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ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻳﻜﺠﺎ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﻴﻤﺎﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻨﺪ ،و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻳﻨﺪ.
ﺑﻲ او ،ﮔﻤﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ اﺳﺖ .ﺑﺎ او ،ﻳﻘﻴﻦ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ از ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻲ
ﺑﻲ ﺑﻬﺮه ﺑﻮد .آن ﻫﻤﻪ روﺷﻨﻲ ﻫﺎ دور از آن ﻓﺮوغ دوﺳﺘﻲ و آﻳﺖ ﻋﺸﻖ ﺟﺰ
ﺳﺎﻳﻪ اي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن ﺣﻘﺎﻳﻖ در آن ﻣﻌﺪوم ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻣﺜﻞ ﺷﺮق و ﻏﺮب ،ﭼﻮن ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ از ﺷﺮق ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻴﺰد و در ﻏﺮب ﻣﻲ آراﻣﺪ روح ﺷﺮﻗﻲ در راﻫﺴﺖ و روح ﻏﺮﺑﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻨﺰل
آراﻣﺶ ﺧﻮد ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮي ﻣﺎ ،ﻫﻨﻮز در آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻻي
ﺳﺮ ﻣﺎ و در ﺳﺮ راه ﻣﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ ،اﻣﺎ آن ﻏﺮﺑﻲ اﻳﻦ ﺳﺎﺣﻪ را درﻧﻮردﻳﺪه و
ﻓﻀﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻴﺠﻮﻳﺪ.
ﻋﺸﻖ و روح ﻣﺎ ﺷﺮﻗﻴﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﻣﻴﮕﺮاﻳﺪ ،ﻋﺸﻖ و روح ﻏﺮﺑﻴﺎن از ﺧﻮد ﺑﺮون ﻣﻲ
ﺟﻬﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﭼﻮن آب در ﺧﻮد ﺟﺬب ﻣﻴﺸﻮﻳﻢ  ،اﻳﺸﺎن ﭼﻮن آﺗﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ
زﻧﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﭼﻮن ﺧﺎك ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻴﻢ ،اﻳﺸﺎن ﭼﻮن ﻫﻮا ﺳﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
***
ﻣﻦ در ﻗﻌﺮ ﺧﻮد ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ ،او ﺑﺎ روح ﺳﺒﻚ ﺑﺮ ﺳﻄﺢ ﻣﻦ ﺷﻨﺎ ﻣﻴﻜﺮد.
ﻣﺎ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ و ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ .اﻳﺸﺎن آﺷﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و آﺷﻜﺎر ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﭼﻮن ﻛﻮﻫﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﻴﻢ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎه و ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ و ﺳﺘﺎره
ﮔﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻴﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺮﻣﺎ ﺑﺘﺎﺑﻨﺪ و از ﻣﺎ ﺑﮕﺰرﻧﺪ .اﻳﺸﺎن ﭼﻮن ﺑﺤﺮﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ
راه ﻣﺎه و ﻣﻬﺮ و اﺧﺘﺮان ﻣﻲ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﻨﺪ؛ ﭘﺮﺗﻮ آﻧﺮا در ﻣﻴﺎﺑﻨﺪ و از آن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺰرﻧﺪ.
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در ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻣﺎه روﺷﻦ ﻣﻴﮕﺮدﻳﺪ.
ﺻﺤﺒﺖ آن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دو ﺗﻦ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را در آن درﻳﺎﺑﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﺷﺮﻗﻴﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ
ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻴﻢ و ﺣﺮف ﻣﻴﺰﻧﻴﻢ؛ ﭼﻮن دو ﻟﺒﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ از ﻫﻢ دور ﻣﻴﺸﻮﻧﺪ .ﻏﺮﺑﻴﺎن،
ﭼﻮن دو ﻟﺒﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﻢ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻴﺸﻮﻧﺪ .ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻈﻬﺮ ﻓﺮاق و ﺣﺮف
اﻳﺸﺎن ﺣﺮف وﺻﺎل اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﺎ از ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﻓﺮار ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻴﻢ؛ اﻳﺸﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﺑﺎ او ......آن ﻫﻤﻪ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﭼﻮن ﭘﻴﻜﺮ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻮن ﻧﮕﺎه را ﭘﺎك ﺑﻴﻨﺪ،
ﺧﻮد را و ﺑﺮﻫﻨﮕﻲ ﻫﺎي روﺣﻲ ﺧﻮد را ﻧﭙﻮﺷﺪ .رﻧﮓ آزرم و ﭘﺎﻛﻲ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﺮ آن
ﭘﻴﻜﺮ ﺟﺎﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ آراﺳﺖ .ﺳﻜﻮن و ﺣﺮﻛﺖ آﻧﺮا ﻋﺸﻮه و ﻛﺮﺷﻤﻪ اي ﻣﻲ ﺑﺨﺸﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﺟﻬﺎن ﻫﻤﮕﺎن ﭼﻮن راﻣﺸﮕﺮي ،دل را در آﻏﻮش ﻣﻴﮕﺮﻓﺖ و در ﭘﻴﺸﮕﺎه روح
ﻣﻲ رﻗﺼﻴﺪ.
***
در ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم؛ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدي ﺑﻪ زﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺪ .ﻧﻪ آﻧﻜﻪ آن
ﻫﻤﻪ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻫﺎ در ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او ﺑﻮد؛ ﺑﺮاي آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺎ آن ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ،ﺑﻪ آن ﺟﻬﺎن
زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ آﻧﭽﻪ را ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ،ﻣﻲ اﻓﺰود.
ﻣﻦ از ﻛﺎﺋﻨﺎت ﻣﻴﮕﺮﻓﺘﻢ .او ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎﺋﻨﺎت ﻣﻴﺪاد .راز وﺻﺎل ﺑﺎ آﻧﭽﻪ آن را ﻣﻴﺠﻮﺋﻴﻢ
ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﺑﺎ ﻣﻈﺎﻫﺮ آن در ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ اﻓﺰودن اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻮاره ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را رﻧﮓ ﻓﺮاق ﺑﺪﻫﻴﻢ .ﺧﻮد ﻧﻤﻴﺮوﻳﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻈﻤﺖ ﻫﺎ و ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻫﺎي
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ﻛﻪ در ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻧﺪ در وراي آن ﺳﺎدﮔﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻟﻄﺎﻓﺖ و زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
ﺑﻲ آن ﻣﻌﺪوم اﺳﺖ ،ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻣﻴﻜﺮد.
ﻣﻦ در ﺧﺎور زاده و ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎﺧﺘﺮ ﺷﺪه ام .او در ﺑﺎﺧﺘﺮ زاده و در ﺑﺎﺧﺘﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد.
درﺳﺖ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮق ﭼﻮن ﻋﻤﻖ و ﻏﺮب ﭼﻮن روي درﻳﺎي ﻫﺴﺘﻲ اﺳﺖ.
ﺣﻴﺎت در ﻧﺰد ﻣﺎ ﻣﻌﻤﺎﺳﺖ زﻳﺮا ﻫﻨﻮز آﻧﺮا ﺣﻞ ﻧﻜﺮده اﻳﻢ .ﻏﺮﺑﻲ آﻧﺮا ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن
اﻧﺪازه ﺳﺎده ﻣﻴﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺣﻞ آن ﻣﻮﻓﻖ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﺳﺎدﮔﻲ ﻫﺎ و ﻣﻌﻤﻲ ﻫﺎي ﺧﺎم و ﭘﺨﺘﻪ ﺧﺎور و ﺑﺎﺧﺘﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻧﮕﺎه آﻳﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﺷﺮق و ﻏﺮب ﻫﺮ دو در ﻣﻮﻗﻒ ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪي ﻫﺎي ﻣﺸﺘﺮك روﺣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎده و ﭼﺸﻢ
ﺑﺮاه وﺣﺪت ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ارواح اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻲ و وﺻﺎل ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ دل ﻫﺎﺋﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﺳﻴﻨﻪ
ﻛﺎﺋﻨﺎت ﻣﻲ ﺗﭙﻨﺪ و ﭼﻮن ﺧﻮن ﮔﺮم و ﻗﻮي در ﻋﺮوق درﻳﺎﻫﺎي ﺣﻴﺎت ﻣﻲ
دوﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺤﺮ ﻋﻈﻴﻢ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ آرام ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .آن ﭼﺸﻢ و اﻳﻦ دل ﺑﺮ اﻓﻖ ﻫﺎﺋﻲ
ﺑﺎزﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ روﺷﻨﺎﺋﻲ ﻣﻬﺮ و ﻣﺎه آن ،ﺧﺎور و ﺑﺎﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ.
اﮔﺮ ﺗﻔﺎوﺗﻲ در ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﺎ ﻣﻮﺟﻮد اﺳﺖ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻫﻢ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد ،ﭼﻮن دور
ﺷﺪن ﻟﺐ از ﻟﺐ دﻳﮕﺮ؛ ﻫﺠﺮ ﻣﺎ در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺳﻌﻲ ﺑﻬﻢ آﻣﺪن ﻫﺎﺳﺖ؛ اﻳﻦ ﺳﻌﻲ
ﺳﺨﻦ ﻣﻲ آﻓﺮﻳﻨﺪ؛ ﻓﻬﻢ و اﺣﺴﺎس را اﻇﻬﺎر ﻣﻴﻜﻨﺪ و آﻧﭽﻪ را در دل ﻫﺎ و ارواح
اﺳﺖ ﺑﻬﻢ ﻣﻴﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ.
***
ﺑﺪﻳﻨﮕﻮﻧﻪ آﻧﭽﻪ در ﺳﻴﻨﺔ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ و در دل آﻧﺸﺐ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮ زﺑﺎن آب روان ﻣﻴﺸﺪ و
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او ،ﻧﻴﺰ در آﻏﻮش زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ و ﺧﻴﺎل اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ
او ﺑﺨﺸﻮده و او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را در ﺗﺒﺴﻤﻲ ﺑﻤﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺨﺸﺪ .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺟﺰ ﻛﺴﻲ؛ ﻛﺴﻲ
را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ وﻟﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از دﻳﺪه ﻣﺎ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺣﺲ
ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻴﻢ در ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻫﺴﺘﻴﻢ؛ ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻴﻢ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ و ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ؛ ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﻴﻢ
ﻣﻴﺘﻮاﻧﻴﻢ آﻧﺮا درﻳﺎﺑﻴﻢ وﻟﻲ ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﺴﺤﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺸﺖ ﺳﺎﺣﺮ اﺳﺖ،
ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﻣﻴﻤﺎﻧﻴﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﺧﻮد آﻏﺎز ﺷﻮد.
دﻳﺪن و ﺷﻨﻴﺪن ﺑﺎ او آﻧﭽﻪ را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد و دﻳﮕﺮان ﻧﻪ دﻳﺪه و ﻧﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدم ﺑﻤﻦ
ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد و ﺑﻤﻦ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮان ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد دﻳﺪ .اﮔﺮ دو ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﻬﻢ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﻴﺰﻧﺪ رﻧﮓ ﻫﺎي
ﻫﺴﺘﻲ از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻣﻴﻤﺎﻧﻨﺪ .آﻧﭽﻪ از اﻳﻦ ﻧﻘﺶ دﻳﺪه ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮان ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ
ﭼﺸﻢ ﺧﻮد ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻋﻈﻴﻢ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ و ﻣﺮﻣﻮزﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻧﻘﺶ ﻫﺎ و دﻗﻴﻖ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ
ﺻﻮر اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺮد ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ،ﭼﻮن ﻛﻮر اﺳﺖ ،و زن ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﭼﻮن ﭼﺸﻤﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺮا از
ﺳﺮ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪه دور اﻓﮕﻨﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ.
اﻧﺴﺎن ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺎ اﻧﺴﺎن اﺳﺖ .زﻧﺎن و ﻣﺮدان ﻧﻴﺰ ﻳﻚ اﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﭘﻨﺪار آﻧﻬﺎ و
آﻧﭽﻪ ﻣﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ و ﺣﻴﺎت از آن رﻧﮓ ﻣﻴﮕﻴﺮد ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﻔﺎوت دارد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ
ﻧﺘﻮان دو ﭼﻴﺰ ﻳﺎ دو ﻛﺲ را ﻳﻜﺴﺎن دﻳﺪ.
ﺳﺎدﮔﻲ ﻫﺎﺋﻲ را ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻦ ﻧﻴﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،از ﭼﺸﻢ او ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻧﺪم .ﻣﻴﺪﻳﺪم آن را
در وراي آﻧﭽﻪ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه و ﻋﻤﻴﻖ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﮔﺰاﺷﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .ژرﻓﻬﺎ و ﭘﻴﭻ ﻫﺎﻳﺮا
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آن ،ﺟﺴﻢ و ﺟﺎن در آن ،ﺑﻴﻢ و اﻣﻴﺪ در آن ،ﺣﺎل و آﻳﻨﺪه در آن ،دل و آرزو
در آن ،ﻫﻤﻪ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪ.
او ،آن ﺳﺮور زﻧﺪﮔﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻮي او روان ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻣﻦ ،آن دﻟﻢ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮي
ﻣﻦ ﻣﻴĤﻳﺪ .او را ﺟﺎﺋﻲ و ﻣﺮا ﺟﺎﺋﻲ آﻓﺮﻳﺪه و ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ”رﺳﻴﺪن ﺑﻬﻢ“ و
”اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻢ“ را آﻓﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎ را در اﻳﻨﻜﺎر اﺧﺘﻴﺎري ﻧﺒﻮد و
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ و راﺿﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ اﺧﺘﻴﺎر را ﺑﻤﺎ ﻧﺪادﻧﺪ.
ﻣﻦ دﻳﺪه ام ﻛﻪ ﭼﻮن ﺗﺼﻮر ﻛﻨﻴﻢ ﺧﻮد را ﺧﻮد آﻓﺮﻳﺪه اﻳﻢ ﭼﻨﺪان ﻛﻮﭼﻚ
ﻣﻴﺸﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪك ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﻴﭙﻨﺪارﻳﻢ .درﻳﻦ آﻓﺮﻳﻨﺶ ،ﻓﺮاوان از
ﺧﻮد ﻣﻴﮕﻴﺮﻳﻢ و ﻓﺮاوان از دﺳﺖ ﻣﻴﺪﻫﻴﻢ.
ﻗﺪرت و اﺧﺘﻴﺎر ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ،ﻣﺎ را در ﺧﻮد ﻣﺎ ﻧﮕﻬﻤﻴﺪارد .ﺑﺰرگ ﺗﺮ از ﺧﻮد ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﻴﻢ
ﺑﺸﻮﻳﻢ .ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ در دﺳﺖ ﻧﻜﻮﺗﺮي ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻴﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ آﻧﺮا ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ و ﮔﻮﻫﺮ
ﺧﻮﻳﺶ را در داﻣﺎن اﺑﺪﻳﺖ ﮔﺮد آورﻳﻢ ،ورﻧﻪ اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﺷﺐ ﻫﺎ و اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮﻧﻪ
ﻟﺤﻈﺎت ﻣﻴﮕﺰرﻧﺪ.
***
آﻫﺴﺘﻪ و ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺮان درﻳﺎﭼﻪ راه ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﻤﺎﻳﻢ .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﻢ و ﭼﻨﺪان از
ﻫﻮاي ﻟﻄﻴﻒ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻴﺒﺮم ﻛﻪ ﮔﻮﺋﻲ ﺳﺎﻏﺮي را ﻳﻜﺒﺎره ﺳﺮ ﻣﻴﻜﺸﻢ .ﻣﻴﭙﻨﺪارم ﺳﻴﻨﻪ
ﻣﻦ ﻓﺮاﺧﺘﺮ از ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ اﺳﺖ و آﻧﭽﻪ در ﻣﻴﺎن آﻓﺎق ،از ﻗﻌﺮ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﺮاﻧﻪ
ﻫﺎي آﺳﻤﺎن را ،ﭼﻮن ﺳﺎﻏﺮ ﻟﺒﺮﻳﺰ ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ ﻫﻤﮕﺎن در ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻓﺮو
ﻧﺸﻮد ﺳﺮ ﺧﻮش و ﻣﺴﺮور ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﺷﺪ.
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ﺷﺎﻳﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪ ،ﺗﺼﻮر ﺑﺎز ﮔﺸﺘﻦ اﮔﺮ ﺳﺨﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ آﺳﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
***
آري ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺧﻴﺎل و اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ در ﻛﻨﺎر درﻳﺎﭼﻪ راه ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﻤﺎﻳﻢ ،ﺟﺎﺋﻴﻜﻪ ﺣﻴﺎت
ﻣﻮﻗﻒ ﺛﺎﺑﺘﻲ ﻧﺪارد ،اﻧﺴﺎن ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ و ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رود.
ﻣﺎه درﻳﺎﭼﻪ را ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد دور ﻧﻤﺎي ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎ در ﭘﺮﺗﻮ آن ،ﻧﮕﺎه را از ﻫﻤﻪ
ﻛﺮان ﻧﻮازش ﻣﻴﺪاد .ﺳﭙﻴﺪي آن در ﺑﻠﻨﺪﻳﻬﺎ ﭼﻮن ﺑﺮو دوش ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد،
ﻓﺮوﺗﺮ از آن ﺳﺎﻳﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻮن داﻣﻦ ،از ﻛﻤﺮ ﺳﻴﻤﻴﻦ ﭘﻴﻜﺮان آوﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﻴﺮوم در ﻛﻨﺎر اﻳﻦ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺳﺮود ﻫﺎي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ در ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻓﺮوزان آرزو
ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﻛﻪ آﻓﺮﻳﺪه زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ اﺳﺖ؛ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ را  ،ﻛﻪ آرزوي
ﺑﺮآرودة آﻓﺮﻳﺪه ﮔﺎر اﺳﺖ ،ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺟﻬﺎن و آﻧﭽﻪ از ﻫﺴﺘﻲ در آﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن
آراﺳﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺮا ﺑﺎ ﻗﺪرت و زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﭘﻴﺮاﺳﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ.
ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را در آﻏﻮش ﺧﻴﺎل در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺣﻠﻘﻪ اي ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ و
ﺗﻮاﻧﺎﺋﻲ ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﻣﺮا اﺣﺎﻃﻪ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .ﭘﺮﺗﻮ اﻳﻦ ﭘﻨﺪار ﭼﻮن ﻧﻮر ﻧﮕﻴﻨﻲ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آﻓﺘﺎب در ﻣﺮﻛﺰ ﺳﺎﻳﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺣﻴﺎت ﻣﻲ درﺧﺸﺪ و ﺑﻪ آﻓﺎق ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﺪ .اﻳﻦ
ﭘﻨﺪار ﻣﺮا ﭼﻨﺎن از ﻫﻤﻪ ﺳﻮ ﻓﺮا ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ آﻧﮕﺎرم ﻫﻤﻪ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﭼﻮن
اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺮ و ﻧﮕﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .آﺳﻤﺎن اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺮ و ﻣﺎه ﻧﮕﻴﻦ آن ،ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺮ و درﻳﺎﭼﻪ
ﻧﮕﻴﻦ آن ،درﻳﺎﭼﻪ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺮ و ﻛﺸﺘﻲ ﭼﻮن ﻧﮕﻴﻦ آن ﻣﻴﻨﻤﺎﻳﺪ ،ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ و زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ در
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ﻣﻴﻜﺸﺪ و آن دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ و آﻫﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻴﺪار ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﻜﻲ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻪ
ﺧﻮاب ﻫﺎي ﺷﺮﻳﻨﺘﺮ ﻧﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﻴﺪﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺪاﻧﺴﻮ ﺷﻮﻳﻢ .دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﺎ را در ژرف آراﻣﺸﻲ
ﻛﻪ دارﻳﻢ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻴﺒﺮد.
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﻣﻴﮕﻮﻳﺪ از آرزو زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺮﻳﻨﻴﻢ ،ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را وﻗﻒ
آﻓﺮﻳﻨﺶ آرزو ﻫﺎ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ.
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﺧﻴﺎل ﭼﻮن ﺑﻬﻢ آﻣﻴﺰﻧﺪ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﻳﻪ ﻫﺎ و روﺷﻨﻲ
ﻫﺎي ﺷﺎن ﻣﺜﺎل زﻳﺒﺎي زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﺑﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ و ﺟﻤﺎل آن روي ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ
ﻣﻴﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ ﺗﺎ ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ آن ﻋﺸﻖ ورزد و دل ﻣﺎ آﻧﺮا ﺑﭙﺮﺳﺘﺪ .آﻧﮕﺎه آراﻣﺶ و
ﺳﺮوري راﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺟﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻨﺪار و اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮﺳﻴﻢ و ﺗﻨﻔﺲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﻨﻴﻢ.
***
ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﺧﻴﺎل در ﻛﻨﺎر درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻟﻴﻤﺎن راه ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﻤﺎﻳﻢ .ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮ آواره اي
ﺑﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺴﺘﮕﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ و ﺗﺸﻨﮕﻲ آرزو ﻫﺎ ﻣﺮا ﺳﺮ ﮔﺮدان ﻣﻴﺪارد .ﺑﻴﺶ
از آﻧﭽﻪ در ﻋﻘﺐ ﮔﺰاﺷﺘﻪ ام ﭘﻴﺸﺮو ﻧﺪارم .ﻛﻮﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ در داﻣﻦ آن زادم،
درﺧﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﺳﺎﻳﻪ آن ﺑﺎزي ﻛﺮدم؛ ﺑﺎﻏﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻬﺎر آن ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﺮا ﭘﺮورد ،ﻣﻴﺪان
ﻫﺎي ﺧﺸﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻤﻦ ﺷﻴﻮه ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن آﻣﻮﺧﺖ؛ ﻫﻤﻪ را ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ
را در ﺑﺤﺮي اﻓﮕﻨﺪم ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ آن ﺧﺎك ﻧﺎ آﺷﻨﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪم؛ ﭼﻮن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻢ در ﻋﻘﺐ ﭼﻬﺮه ﻫﺎي آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ از دﻳﺪن
ﻣﺼﻴﺒﺖ اﻳﺸﺎن ﻓﺮار ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻢ و ﭘﻴﺸﺮو ﭘﺸﺖ ﭘﻴﻜﺮ ﻫﺎي ﻧﺎﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ در ﺣﺮﻛﺖ اﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮﺳﻢ .از آن ﭼﻬﺮه ﻫﺎي آﺷﻨﺎ دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﮔﺮوه
ﻧﺎﺷﻨﺎس ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷﻮم .در اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ ﺗﻮﻗﻒ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،ﭘﻴﺶ رﻓﺘﻦ
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ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ﮔﺎﻫﻲ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﻲ آﻳﻨﺪ و ﻣﺎ را در ﻣﻴﺎﺑﻨﺪ .اﻳﻨﺪو ﻧﺸﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻲ
ﻣﺎﻳﻨﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﺳﺮور و اﻧﺪوه ﺧﻮد ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺮاي ”زﻧﺪﮔﻲ“ ﻧﮕﻬﻤﻴﺪارﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر آﻧﭽﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮﻳﻢ از ﭘﺎ ﻧﺮوﻳﻢ و ﺟﺎﺋﻴﻜﻪ ”آرزو“ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺎ ﮔﺰﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻴﻢ.
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎ زاﻧﻮ ﺑﻪ زاﻧﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻴﺸﻴﻨﺪ ،ﻳﺎ دﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮاه ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ.
ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﺎ را در ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺳﻮي ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﺎ را در روﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻣﻴﺪﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ
ﻓﺮوغ رﺧﺸﻨﺪه ،دﻳﺪه ﻣﺎ را ﻧﻴﺎزارد .ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺰارد از ﺑﻴﻢ اوﻫﺎم از ﭘﺎ در آﺋﻴﻢ ،ﻳﺎ
از آرزو ﻫﺎي ﻓﺮﻳﺒﻨﺪه آزار ﻛﺸﻴﻢ.
ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ و ﻣﺎ را در آﻏﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ .ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻲ را ﻛﻪ از آن دورﻳﻢ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ
ﻣﺎ ﻣﻴﮕﺰارد .ﻣﮋه ﻫﺎي ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺮ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻬﺪ .ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺎ را روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
در ﻇﻠﻤﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﻴﺮاﻣﻮن ﻣﺎ را ﻓﺮا ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﻣﻴﺪرﺧﺸﻴﻢ ،ﭼﻨﺪاﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﺪارﻳﻢ
ﮔﺮم ﺷﺪه اﻳﻢ و ﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﻣﺎ اﺟﺮام ﺳﺮد ﻫﺴﺘﻲ را ﻣﻴﻨﻮازد .ﭘﻴﺎم ﻫﺎﻳﻲ را ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﻢ ﻣﻴﺎورد و ﺑﺮ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻧﺪ .آن ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺎ را رد ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ
آﻳﻨﺪ و ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺴﻮي ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪ.
آن ﻳﻜﻲ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﺎ را ﺷﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد و روﻛﺶ آرزو ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮش را ﺑﺮوي ﻣﺎ
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ﻣﺎه و ﺳﺘﺎرﮔﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﻫﻨﻮز ﻣﺮدم در ﻣﺤﻀﺮ ﻧﻴﺮوﺋﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺪرت ﺧﻮد را در
دﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ و ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد دم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻧﺪ و زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻏﺮﻳﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد؛ ﺗﺎ آﻧﻜﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻌﺮه ﻫﻮﻟﻨﺎك ﻣﺮگ و ﺗﺒﺎﻫﻲ را ﺑﺮاي
ﻫﻤﮕﺎن ﺻﺪا زد.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﻧﺨﻮاﺳﺖ ﺟﺰ وي دﻳﮕﺮي را آﺳﻴﺐ رﺳﺪ در ﭘﺎي وي ﻓﺘﺎد و زﻣﻴﻨﻲ را
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﺳﺖ ﺗﺒﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﻮﺳﻴﺪ و ﮔﻔﺖ ”دﻳﮕﺮ ﺳﻜﻮت و ﺗﺒﺴﻢ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﻛﺮد“.
”ﭘﺲ ﺑﮕﻮي آﻧﭽﻪ دل از ﺗﻮ ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ آن را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺪﻫﻢ ﻧﻪ آﻧﻜﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺳﺰا
وار آن ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي آﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ام اﻣﺸﺐ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻴﻜﻨﻢ“.
”ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﻲ آﻧﺮا ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ“.
”ﻣﻦ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ؟“
”آﻧﭽﻪ را ﻣﻦ ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻫﻢ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻤﻦ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ“
”آن را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ داد“
”ﻣﺮا آزاد ﻛﻦ!“

ﺧﺘﻢ ﺷﺎم دو ﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﭘﻨﺞ ﺣﻤﻞ
ده ﺑﻮري )ﻛﺎﺑﻞ(
)ﭘﮋواك(
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ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ” ،ﺑﮕﻮ آﻧﭽﻪ دل از ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺗﺎ در ﭘﺎي ﺗﻮ ﻧﺜﺎر ﻛﻨﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺎه واﻳﻦ
ﺳﺘﺎرﮔﺎن زﻧﻲ زﻳﺒﺎ ﺗﺮ و ﺷﺒﻲ ﺧﻮﺷﺘﺮ ازﻳﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻴﭻ دل و ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﺪﻳﺪه
اﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎﺋﻨﺎت ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﻣﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﻛﺴﻲ را ﺧﻮش ﺑﺴﺎزد؛ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ آن ﻋﺎﻟﻢ
ﺑﺰرگ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ و ﺟﻤﺎل را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺗﺤﻔﻪ داده اﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺳﺮور ﻗﻠﺐ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻔﺎﻳﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ“.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺧﻨﺪه در ﻧﮕﻪ آن ﻧﻴﺮوﺋﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺸﻨﻪ ﺑﻮد وﻟﻲ آب را ﺑﺮاي
ﻏﺮوري در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪي در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ،ﻣﺮﻏﻮب ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد.
وﻟﻲ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻗﺒﻮل ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﻧﺎ ﻣﺮﻏﻮب
ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد و ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺰ آﻧﭽﻪ ﻣﺮﻏﻮب اﺳﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ وﺟﻮد داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﺮ آﺷﻔﺖ و ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﭼﺮا ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪد و ﭼﺮا ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺑﻪ ﺳﺨﻦ ﻟﺐ ﺑﻜﺸﺎد و ﮔﻔﺖ” ،ﻳﺎ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮان ﻗﺒﻮل ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﺴﺎن ﮔﺎﻫﻲ
ﭼﻮن ﺑﺪو اﺧﺘﻴﺎر ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﺑﺎو ﻏﻀﺐ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و
ﺗﺼﻮر ﻛﻨﺪ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ در اﺧﺘﻴﺎر اوﺳﺖ و ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﻴﺨﻮاﻫﺪ
ﺗﺒﺴﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﺟﺰ ﺳﻜﻮت و ﺗﺒﺴﻢ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻐﻀﻮب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ آﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪن را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ اﺧﺘﻴﺎر ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ
ﭼﻪ دل از ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺪان ﭘﺮدازم .دل ﺑﻪ ﺣﻜﻢ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ،
ﺗﺒﺴﻢ ﻛﻨﻢ و ﺑﺨﻨﺪم .دﻳﮕﺮ از ﻣﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ“.
ﻳﻚ ﻣﺤﻜﻮم آﻧﭽﻪ را ﺧﻮد ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻛﻢ آن را ﺷﻨﻴﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز
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ﺑﺮ آﺷﻔﺖ و ﻏﻀﺐ ﻛﺮد.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺮ دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﺮ آﺷﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻨﺎه ﺷﻨﻴﺪن ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﻗﺪرت و ﺳﻜﻮت ﻣﺤﻜﻮم را ﻣﺮﺗﻜﺐ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﻏﻀﺒﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﻧﻴﺮو ﺑﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻴﺰد زﻧﺠﻴﺮ ﮔﻨﺎه را ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮدن آﻧﭽﻪ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﻲ اﻓﮕﻨﺪ .ﺑﻲ ﮔﻨﺎﻫﺎن را ﺗﺒﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺤﻜﻮم ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎ
ﺧﻮف آن ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .زﻳﺮا ﺗﺒﺎه ﻛﺮدن آن ﻗﺪر ﻟﺬت ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻐﻠﻮب
ﻛﺮدن آن را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻴﺮو ﻣﻲ ﺑﺨﺸﺪ.
ارواح ﻗﻮي را ﻣﻴﺘﻮان ﺗﺒﺎه ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮان ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .از ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﻛﺮدن ﺳﺨﺖ ﺗﺮ از ﻣﻌﺪوم ﻛﺮدن اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﺮاي آن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺒﺎه
ﺷﺪن ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از ﻣﺤﻜﻮم ﺷﺪن ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ و ﻗﺒﻮل اﺳﺖ.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺒﺴﻢ آن ﻫﻤﻪ ﻏﻀﺐ را از دﻳﮕﺮان ﻣﻨﺤﺮف ﺳﺎﺧﺖ؛ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻧﺴﻴﻢ
ﻟﻄﻴﻔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻌﻠﻪ ﻋﻈﻴﻤﻲ را از ﺳﻮﺋﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮﺋﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﺗﺒﺴﻢ در ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻴﺮوي ﺑﺮ آﺷﻔﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ و ﻣﻐﻠﻮﺑﻴﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ در
ﻇﻠﻤﺖ ﻃﻮﻓﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻬﺮاس اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﺗﺎﺑﺶ درﺧﺶ را روﺷﻨﻲ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻧﭙﻨﺪارد.
ﻧﻴﺮو ﺗﻨﻬﺎ در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻐﻠﻮﺑﻴﺖ ﻧﺮم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺑﺎ ﭼﻬﺮة ﺧﻨﺪان ﺗﺮ از ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺑﺎز
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ﻛﺲ رﺑﻮد.
آن دﺳﺖ ﻗﻮي وي را ﭘﻴﺶ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و آن زﺑﺎن ﻗﺪرت ،وي را ﭼﻨﺪان ﺳﺘﻮد ﻛﻪ
از ﺷﺎن ﺗﻮاﻧﺎﻳﻲ دور ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را در ﭘﺎي او ﻧﺜﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ.
دﻳﮕﺮ آن ﻧﻴﺮوي ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﺧﻮد را در ﺟﻠﻮ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻋﻈﻴﻤﻲ ﻣﻴﺪﻳﺪ .ﺟﻤﺎﻟﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﭼﻮن ﺟﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪام زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ راﺳﺖ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺟﺎﻣﻪ اﻳﻜﻪ ﺗﺎر و ﭘﻮد آن را در
ﭼﺸﻢ او از رﺷﺘﻪ ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي را از آن ﻋﺎري ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ ﺑﺎ آن
ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﻴﺪ.
ﺗﺼﻮر اﻳﻦ ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ در ﻧﺰد او ﭘﻴﻜﺮ زﻳﺒﺎي ﻟﺬﺗﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺻﻨﻌﺘﮕﺮ ﺧﻴﺎل و ارادة او
آن را ﺑﻪ وﺟﻮد آورده ﺑﻮد .وﻟﻲ در ﻧﺰد ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺟﺰ ﭘﻴﻜﺮ زﻳﺒﺎي ﺧﻮدش ﻧﺒﻮد
ﻛﻪ دردي را ﻛﻪ ﺧﺪا ﺧﻠﻖ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد در آن ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
او را ﻓﺮا ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺎز ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ آﻧﭽﻪ را دل از او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد.
اﻳﻦ ﺳﻜﻮت در دل ﻧﻴﺮو ﺷﻜﻲ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ آورد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﻗﺪرت ﺑﻪ اﻟﺘﺠﺎي
ﺿﻌﻒ ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﺑﺮ او ﺣﻜﻢ ﻛﺮد.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺑﻮد.
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ﻣﺤﻜﻮم ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻦ و ﻣﻌﺪوم ﻛﺮدن ﻟﺬت ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮد ﺧﻠﻖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ازﻳﻨﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺪرت ﻣﻄﻠﻖ در دﺳﺖ اﻧﺴﺎن ،ﺗﺒﻪ ﻛﺎر اﺳﺖ .در ﻛﻤﺎل ﺧﻮﻳﺶ،
ﺧﻮد را ﻧﻴﺰ ﺗﺒﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ وﻟﻲ ﺗﺎ ﺟﻬﺎن را ﺗﺒﻪ ﻧﻜﻨﺪ؛ ﻛﻤﺎل ﺧﻮﻳﺶ را در ﻧﻴﺎﻓﺘﻪ
اﺳﺖ.
ﻗﺪرت ﭼﻮن ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را در ﺧﻄﺮ از ﭘﺎ در اﻓﺘﺎدن ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ اﻋﺘﻤﺎد
ﻧﺪارد .اﻳﻦ ﺟﺒﻦ ،اﻋﺘﻤﺎد آن را از ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺘﺎﻧﺪ .ﺑﺎور را ﭼﻮن ﺟﺎﻣﻪ از
ﺑﺮ ﺟﻬﺎن و ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻴﺎن ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﻛﺲ را ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ آزﻣﻮن
ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺣﺲ اﻣﺘﺤﺎن در اﻧﺴﺎن ﻣﻘﺘﺪر ﺳﺮﭼﺸﻤﻪ ﺳﺘﻤﮕﺎري ﻫﺎﺋﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﺎت از ﺟﺎﻧﺐ ﻧﻮع ﺧﻮد از آن آﺳﻮده ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ وﻟﻲ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻬﺎ در ﺳﺎﻳﻪ
ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ و ﻟﺮزاﻧﻨﺪة ﺧﻮف ﺟﺎوﻳﺪاﻧﻲ آن ﻣﺼﺎﺋﺐ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را دوام ﻣﻴﺪﻫﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ
ارواح ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻨﻮان ﻋﻤﺮ دراز از آن ﺧﻮﺷﻨﻮد ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﺪان ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزﻧﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﺸﻤﻪ اﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ آب اﺳﺎرت را ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎم زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺮدم رﻳﺰد .ﭼﺸﻤﻪ
اﻳﻜﻪ اﻳﻦ آب را از اﺑﺮ ﻫﺎي زﺷﺘﻲ و ﻃﻮﻓﺎن ﻗﺪرت ﻫﺎي ﻣﻄﻠﻖ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻲ درﺧﻮد
اﻧﺪوﺧﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
***
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻗﺪرت ﻣﻄﻠﻘﻲ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﻣﻲ آراﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﻟﺬت را
در ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻣﺎه درﻣﻴﺎن ﮔﻠﻬﺎي زﻳﺒﺎ و در ﺧﺮﮔﺎه ﺑﺎ ﺷﻜﻮﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﮕﺎه ﺳﺮور ﻗﺪرت
ﻣﻄﻠﻖ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﭼﻮن در ﺟﻠﻮ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪة ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﺎد آن ﻧﻴﺮوي ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺮاي او از ﻫﻤﻪ
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ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آﻧﺪل ﻛﺎﻣﺮوا ﺟﺰ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺮﺗﻮ آن ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ او ﺑﻮد روﺷﻦ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ آﺳﻤﺎن و ﻣﺎه ﺳﺘﺎره ﮔﺎن او ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺎ دﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺤﺒﺖ را ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد او را دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻋﺸﻖ ﺗﻮاﻧﺎ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ
ﻋﺸﻖ ﻫﺎﺳﺖ .ﻧﻴﺮوي ﻗﻬﺎرﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺰ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮان ﻫﺎي ﻗﺎﻫﺮ روﺑﺮو ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﭼﻮن ﻋﺸﻖ درﺧﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪي ﻫﺎ ،ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻋﺸﻖ ﺑﺎد ﻫﺎي ﻃﻮﻓﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺪي ،ﺑﺴﺎن
ﻋﺸﻖ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ آب ،ﭼﻮن ﻋﺸﻖ او ﻗﻴﺎﻧﻮس ﺑﻪ ﺳﻴﺮ و ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻋﺸﻖ ﭘﻠﻨﮓ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮن
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻲ ﺳﻮزد  ،وﻳﺮان ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد ،ﻣﻮج ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ و ﻣﻲ درد.
در ﻧﻴﺮوي ﺧﺪاﻳﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻋﺸﻖ ،ﻋﺸﻖ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺪاﻳﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﺷﻴﻄﺎن آن را ﺑﺮاي
ﮔﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .اﻧﺴﺎن ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺧﺪا و ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺷﻴﻄﺎن را رﻫﺒﺮ ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻴﺮد.
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻗﺪرت ﺷﺎن ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﺿﻌﻔﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ زﺷﺘﻲ ﻗﻮت ﺧﻮد را از آن در ﻣﻲ
ﻳﺎﺑﺪ از ﺧﺪا و ﺷﻴﻄﺎن ﻫﺮ دو ﻏﺎﻓﻞ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ زﻳﺮا از ﭘﻴﺮوي ﻟﺬت ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ
ﺑﺮاي آن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ داﺷﺘﻦ ﻗﺪرت و ﺗﻮاﻧﺎﻳﻲ ،ﺧﻮد از ﻣﻴﺎن رﻓﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ و آﻧﭽﻪ
ﺑﺎﻗﻴﺴﺖ ﻗﺪرت اﺳﺖ .ﻗﺪرت ﻧﻴﻚ و زﺷﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺪ؛ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺧﻮد را ﻧﻴﻚ ﻣﻲ
ﭘﻨﺪارد.
ﺟﻤﺎل را ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ،ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺧﻮد را زﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﻲ اﻧﮕﺎرد .ﺣﻖ را ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ  ،ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺧﻮد
را ﺣﻖ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .آﻧﭽﻪ را ﺷﺎﻳﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻮﺟﻮدﻳﺖ ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﺪ ،ﻟﺬت اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ
ﻣﻮﺟﻮد ﻳﮕﺎﻧﻪ را ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﺨﻠﻮق ﺧﻮد ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .آﻧﮕﺎه ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ آن را
دﻣﻲ ﭼﻨﺪ دوﺳﺖ ﻣﻴﺪارد و ﭼﻮن دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻦ را ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﺪارد از آن
ﻧﻔﺮت ﻣﻴﻜﻨﺪ .ازﻳﻦ ﻧﻔﺮت ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪ ﻟﺬت دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد و آن ﻟﺬت را ﺟﺰ ﺑﻪ
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ازﺳﻜﻮ ﺗﺎ آﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺎغ دﻟﺒﺮان ﻋﺸﺮت ﻣﻴﻜﺮدﻧﺪ .ازﻣﻴﺎن ﺑﺰﻣﮕﻪ ﺗﺎ ﻛﺮان آﻓﺎق ﺳﺮود
ﻃﺮب و ﻣﺴﺘﻲ ﻣﺎﻫﺮوﻳﺎن ﺣﺮم ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻣﺎه آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ و ﺑﺮ ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﻴﺮون ﭘﺨﺶ ﺷﺪه
ﺑﻮد .از ﻛﺎخ ﭼﺮاغ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎغ ﺳﺘﺎره ﻋﺸﺮت و ﺧﻮﺷﻲ داﻣﻦ ﮔﺴﺘﺮده وﭘﺮ از ﮔﻠﻬﺎي
زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ و ﻛﺎﻣﺮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺑﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺷﻜﻮه ﻳﻚ اراده ﺣﻜﻮﻣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻋﺸﺮت و ﺳﺮور ﺑﺮاي
ﻳﻚ دل ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ را ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎﻣﺮواﺋﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻗﻠﺐ ﭘﻴﺮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ
ﻗﻠﺐ در ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﺳﺮور و ﻟﺬت ﻳﻚ ﺻﻨﻌﺘﮕﺮ ﻇﺮﻳﻒ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻪ رﻧﮓ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ،
ﭼﺴﺎن ﺑﺸﻨﻮد ،ﭼﻪ ﻃﻮر ﺑﺨﺸﺪ ،ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﺒﻮﻳﺪ و ﭼﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ .درﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ
اﻧﺪوه واﻟﻢ ؛ ﻳﻚ ﺟﺎﻫﻞ ﻣﻘﺘﺪر و ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻈﺎﻫﺮ آن را ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ،ﻧﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ ،ﻧﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد  ،ﻧﻪ درك ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد و ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﻛﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﺻﻨﻌﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﻨﺎه را زﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .ازﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻫﺎي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و
ﺳﺮور ﻣﻲ آورﻧﺪ ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .روح او ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺴﺨﻴﺮ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي دﻟﺶ ﺗﻮاﻧﺎ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻃﺒﻌﻴﺖ در ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ ﺷﻬﻮت ﻣﻘﺘﺪري ﺑﺮاي ﺟﻤﺎل و زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﮔﺰاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ؛ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻜﺎﻓﺖ ،ﻧﻔﻮذ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﭘﺨﺶ ﻣﻴﺴﺎﺧﺖ .اﻟﻢ ﻫﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺖ و ﻟﺬت ﻫﺎ را
زﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺗﻬﻮري ﻋﻈﻴﻢ در ﻗﻠﺒﺶ ﮔﺰاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ دﺷﻮارﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺻﺪور را در ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻜﺴﺖ و زﺷﺘﻲ ﻫﺎ را ﭼﻮن زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻫﺎ در آﻏﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺷﻤﻊ ﻫﺎﺋﻴﻜﻪ روز ﮔﺎر در ﺷﺒﺴﺘﺎن ﺧﻠﻮت او اﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺷﻤﻌﻲ
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”ﭘﺎد ﺷﺎه دﻳﻮان“ وادي ﻫﺎ و دره ﻫﺎ را از ﻫﺮاس ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده و ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﺷﺐ ﮔﻮﻫﺮ
آن ﭘﻴﻜﺮ ﻫﺎي اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﺷﻚ را از دﻳﺪه ﮔﺎن ﺗﺮﺳﻮي ﻫﻤﻪ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد” .ﭘﺎد
ﺷﺎه ﺧﻴﺎﻟﻲ دﻳﻮان“ ﭘﻬﻠﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ روز ﻫﺎ ﺟﺎدوﮔﺮي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺷﺒﺎﻧﮕﺎه از
وﻳﺮاﻧﺔ ﺑﺎﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮون آﻣﺪه دوﺷﻴﺰه زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ را از روﺳﺘﺎﺋﻲ رﺑﻮده ﺗﺎ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺷﻴﻮن
زﻧﺎن و ﻏﺮﻳﻮ ﻧﻮﻣﻴﺪي ﻣﺮدان آن ﺟﻮان ﺷﻜﺎري را ﺑﺮ اﻧﮕﻴﺨﺖ و آن وﻳﺮاﻧﻪ
ﺧﻤﻮش و ﺳﻬﻤﮕﻴﻦ را از ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻧﺎ ﭘﺎك و ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ او ﺗﻬﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﻲ آورد وﻗﺘﻲ را ﻛﻪ ﺻﺪاي ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺸﮕﺮي ﻫﻤﻪ را ﭘﺨﺶ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد
ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ آﺗﺶ ﻫﺎي اﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻪ در ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ آن ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻨﺪ و ﺟﻮاﻧﺎن ده ﺑﺎ او ﻫﻢ
آواز ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ او ﺑﺎ اﻳﺸﺎن ﭘﻴﻮﺳﺖ ،آن ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺸﮕﺮ ﭘﻬﻨﺎي ﺳﭙﻬﺮ را ﺑﺮاي
ﻧﻮاي او ﺑﺎز ﮔﺰاﺷﺖ و ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎ را ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ آﻫﻨﮓ او ﺑﺮ ﮔﻤﺎﺷﺖ .ﻫﺮ
ﺳﻨﮕﻲ در ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺎر ﺑﺎو ﮔﻮش داد .رود ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ از ﭘﻬﻠﻮي ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺸﮕﺎه ﻣﻴﮕﺰﺷﺖ
ﺳﺮود او را ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﻜﺮان ﺑﺮد .ﭼﻮن اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎي ﺧﻮد
اﻳﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد در آرزو ﻫﺎ و ارﻣﺎن ﻫﺎي او ﺑﺎ او ﻫﻤﺮاﻫﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
زﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ در ﻧﻨﮕﺮﻫﺎر ﭼﺎدر ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎ ﺷﻜﻮه ﺑﺎغ ﻫﺎي ﭘﺮ ﮔﻞ را ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .در
ﻣﻴﺎن ﺳﺮو و ﭼﻨﺎر ﻓﺮاوان ﺧﺮﮔﺎه ﺑﺮ اﻓﺮاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻧﻨﮕﺮﻫﺎر آن ﭘﺨﺶ ﭘﺮداﺧﺘﻪ زﻣﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻳﺰد آن را آراﺳﺘﻪ و زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ
آن را ﭘﻴﺮاﺳﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺳﭙﻴﻦ ﻏﺮ و ﺗﻮر ﻏﺮ ﭼﻮن دو دﻳﻮ ﺳﭙﻴﺪ و ﺳﻴﺎه ﭘﺎﺳﺒﺎن اﻳﻦ
ﻛﺸﻮر ﺳﻠﻴﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﺮﺧﺮود ﭼﻮن ﻳﺎﻗﻮت ﮔﻞ ﻫﺎي آن را آب ﻣﻴﺪﻫﺪ .ﮔﺰ
ﭼﻮن زﻣﺮد ﺳﺒﺰه ﻫﺎي آن را ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮورد .ﺷﻜﻮه ﺧﻴﻤﻪ و ﺧﺮﮔﺎه ﺑﺎﻳﻦ زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ
ﻫﺎي آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻬﺸﺘﻲ آراﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺮاﻳﻪ آن اﻳﻦ ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد.
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ﻛﻨﻨﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻛﻤﻨﺪ آن ﻣﺮد ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﻪ در ﺷﻜﺎرﮔﺎه او ﺧﻤﻮﺷﻲ ﭘﺎدﺷﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ
ﻛﺸﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ“.
اﻳﻦ روﻳﺎي ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ دل را ﻧﻮازش ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ و ﺧﻮاب را در ﺳﺮ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺗﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد ﺷﻤﺸﺎد را از ﺑﺴﺘﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﻴﻜﺮد .ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ آرزوي آن دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻪ
ﺧﻮاب رود اﻣﺎ ﻋﺸﻖ ﭼﻮن ﺑﻴﺪار ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد ،ﺧﻮاب ﭼﻮن آرزوﺋﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ
دل آن را از ﺧﻮد ﺑﻴﺮون اﻓﮕﻨﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﺷﺐ ﻫﺎ روز ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و روز ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .ﻣﺎه ﻫﺎ و ﺳﺎل ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺰﺷﺖ و
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﺮا ﻧﮕﺎه ﺟﻮان او ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ ﮔﻮﻫﺮ دﻳﺪ ﻳﻨﻴﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ژرف
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .ﺷﺐ ﻫﺎ ،آن ﺟﻮان ﺷﻜﺎري را در دور ﻧﻤﺎي اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﺮ اﺳﭗ
ﻫﺎي ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ﺟﻮﻳﻨﺪه او را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﭽﻪ
ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺪي از ﺟﻠﻮ او ﮔﺰﺷﺘﻪ و ﮔﺮد وي دﻳﺪه ﮔﺎن او را ﭘﺮ
ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .دردي راﺳﺘﻴﻦ در ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ.
ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﻴﻜﺮد ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﺮ ﭘﺎ ﺷﺪه ودر رﺳﺘﺎﺧﻴﺰ آزﻣﻮن ﺑﺮ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭘﻴﺮ وز
ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد .وﻟﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺪه ﮔﺎن ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻜﻪ ﭘﻴﺮوزي را ﺑﺨﺶ او ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻨﺪ ،ﺑﺠﺎي آﻧﻜﻪ
ﺳﻮي او ﻧﮕﺮﻧﺪ؛ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﺪﮔﺮ ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺘﻪ ،روي ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﻨﺪ و او ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎي ﺧﻮد
ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎري ﺑﺎو ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد” ،ﻧﻴﻚ اﺧﺘﺮي در ﻛﺎم ﭘﻠﻨﮓ اﺳﺖ“ و ﺷﺐ
ﻫﺎي دراز و ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ را ﺑﺎﻳﻦ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﺑﺎﻣﺪاد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻴﺎدش ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎري ﭘﻨﺪار و ﺗﺼﻮر زﺷﺘﻲ در ذﻫﻦ ده ﻧﺸﻴﻨﺎن آﺳﻤﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎم
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ﺧﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او را ﮔﺮان ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ او را آرام ﺑﺴﺎزد.
ﺻﺪا ﻫﺎي ﻣﺠﻬﻮﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎو ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ،

ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ،ﺷﺐ را در ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺎه

ﻫﻤﺎن ﭘﻠﻨﮓ اﻳﻜﻪ در ﻫﺎي ﻣﺮدﻣﺎن را در روﺷﻨﻲ روز ﺑﺮوي ﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨﺪد و ﮔﺎو
ﻫﺎي ﺷﻴﺮي ﺷﺎﻧﺮا ﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺰارد ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪن آب ﺑﻴﺮون روﻧﺪ ،ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﺮاه ﺗﻮ
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ دوﺳﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻴﻤﺎن دوﺳﺘﻲ اﺳﺘﻮاري ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻧﻴﺎ
ﻳﺸﮕﺮاﻳﻜﻪ ﻧﻴﺎزش را ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﻲ روم و آن ﭘﺎﻳﮕﺎه ﺧﺠﺴﺘﻪ را ﺑﺎﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ
ﺗﻮﺑﻲ ﻫﺮاس ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزم .ﺗﻮ ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آﻓﺘﺎب ﻛﻪ ﭘﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮآﻳﺪ؛ ﭼﻮن ﺳﺘﺎره و
ﻣﺎه ﻛﻪ ﮔﺎه ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪن ﺧﻮد را ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﺮ ﻧﻮﻣﻴﺪي ﻫﺎي ﻣﻦ ﭘﻴﺸﻲ
ﻛﻦ و ﻣﺮا از آﻏﻮش ﺳﻬﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﺟﺪاﻳﻲ ﺟﺎوﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺮون آر “.ﺑﻲ ﺗﻮ ﭼﻮن درﺧﺖ
ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺧﺸﻚ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ام .ﺗﻨﺪ ﺑﺎد ﺗﻨﻬﺎﺋﻲ ﺑﺮگ و ﻧﻮاي ﻣﺮا ﻓﺮورﻳﺨﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﻛﮋ ﺑﺎد ﺟﺪاﺋﻲ رﻳﺸﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ و ﻧﻴﺮوي ﻣﺮا ﻣﻴﻜﻨﺪ .ﺑﻴﺎ و ﺑﺎري ﭼﻮن آب ﻫﺎي
روان ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺗﻮان ﺑﺒﺨﺶ .ﺑﺎري ﭼﻮن اﻧﺪﻳﺸﺔ ﻗﺸﻨﮓ ﺧﻮد در دل ﻣﻦ درآ و
اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ را ﻛﻪ ﭼﻮن ﺑﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﺸﻦ ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ اﺳﺖ روﺷﻦ ﻛﻦ ...ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﻢ و
ﻫﺮاس ﻣﺴﭙﺎر .اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻲ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ اﺳﺖ .از اﻳﻦ درﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﺳﺘﺎن آن ﭼﺸﻢ
دوﺧﺘﻪ ام درون ﺷﻮ ﺗﺎ ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﻲ و رﻧﺠﻮري از آن درﻳﭽﻪ اﻳﻜﻪ آرزو ﻧﺪارم ﺑﻪ
آن ﺑﻨﮕﺮم ﺑﻴﺮون ﺷﻮﻧﺪ“.
”ﺑﺎري ﻧﻴﺎز ﻣﺮا درﮔﺮدوﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻜﻮه ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻬﻠﻮي ﺧﻮد ﺟﺎ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ داد؟
اﻳﻨﻚ روﺷﻨﻲ روز از ﻛﺮاﻧﻪ ﺧﺎور ﺑﺮوي زﻣﻴﻦ ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ رﻳﺰد .ﺷﻜﺎر ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ
ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺮگ رﻳﺴﻤﺎن ﺳﻴﺎه ﺧﻮﻳﺶ را ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮدن ﭘﻠﻨﮓ اﻓﮕﻨﺪه و او را ﺑﻪ
ﺷﻜﺎرﮔﺎه ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ .آﻧﺠﺎ در ﻛﻨﺎر ﭼﺸﻤﺔ ﻛﻮﻫﻲ آﻫﻮ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺮه ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ ﮔﺮوﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻴﭙﻮر ﻫﺎ و ﺳﮓ ﻫﺎي ﻓﺮاوان ﻣﻲ آﻳﻨﺪ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺗﺮا ﺷﻜﺎر
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ﺳﭙﻴﺪ آوﻳﺨﺘﻪ و راه ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ؛ ﺗﻨﺪر ﺷﻴﻬﻪ و درﺧﺶ ﺗﺎ زﻳﺎﻧﺔ
اوﺳﺖ؛ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رود؟ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺮاﺳﻲ دارد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺪ؟ آﻳﺎ ،ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺸﻨﻪ
اي آب زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ آورد؟ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺮا از ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ و ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ وارﻫﺎﻧﺪ و ﻳﺎ
ﻳﻚ درﺧﺶ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﺪ؟“
ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﻧﺴﺖ در ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻛﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ و ﺷﻨﻮد دارد .آن ﺟﺎن ﺗﺎ ﺑﻨﺎك ﻛﻪ آرزو
داﺷﺖ آﺳﻤﺎن اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﺧﻴﺎل او را روﺷﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻲ ﺑﻮد؟ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ را ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ
ﻛﺠﺎ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﺪ؟ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮد را دﻧﺒﺎل ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد
وي ﺑﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ رود ،ﭼﺮا او را ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﭼﺮا او را ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﻲ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ
ﮔﺬارد.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد آن ﺷﺎﻫﺪﺧﺖ روﺷﻨﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻓﺮﺧﻨﺪه ﻗﻠﺐ او در دل ﺷﺐ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻮي
ﺧﻮد ﺑﺎز ﻣﻴﮕﺸﺖ و ﻟﺒﺎس ﻫﺎﻳﻲ را ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻋﺸﺮت و ﺳﺮور دﻳﮕﺮي ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد
از ﺗﻦ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺘﻮه آﻣﺪه و ﺣﻴﺮان ﺑﻮد ﭼﺮا ﻫﻨﻮز در
ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣﺮدﻣﺎﻧﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ از اﻳﺸﺎن ﻧﻔﺮت دارد .ﮔﺮوﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺎ
اﻳﺸﺎن آﺷﻨﺎ ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ .ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻫﺎي او ﺑﻲ اﺷﻚ  ،ﻟﺐ ﻫﺎي او ﺳﭙﻴﺪ و ﭼﻬﺮة او
ﺳﺮخ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدﻳﺪ .زﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﻮزﻧﺪه ﺣﺴﺮت و ﻧﻮﻣﻴﺪي در ﭼﺸﻤﺎن او ﺳﺮد ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺪ.
آرزو ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن آﺳﻤﺎرﺑﺮ ﺳﺘﻴﻎ ﺑﻠﻨﺪي در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺳﻨﮓ ﻫﺎ ﺳﻨﮕﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ را ﺑﻮي راﻫﻲ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺧﻮد ،ﻏﺮش ﺗﻨﺪر درﺧﺶ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه را ﺑﻪ
ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﻲ و آراﻣﺶ ژرف ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮد ﮔﻮارا ﺳﺎزد و آن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻫﺎي ﻛﺸﻨﺪه دل او را
ﻧﺸﮕﺎﻓﺪ.
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ﭘﻬﻨﻪ ﺑﻜﺮان ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎي ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد ﺗﺎﺑﻨﮕﺮد ﭼﺴﺎن ﺧﻤﻮﺷﻲ
ﺟﺎي آﻓﺮﻳﻦ و رﺷﻚ ﺟﺎي دوﺳﺘﻲ را ﻓﺮا ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد .ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﮕﺎن آرزو
داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ آﻧﭽﻪ را او دارد از او ﺑﺮﺑﺎﻳﻨﺪ.
ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ،ﺷﺐ او را ﺗﺎرﻳﻚ ﺗﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .روز ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﻫﺎي او را
روﺷﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﮕﺎه او ﺑﻪ آﺳﻤﺎن دوﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻴﺪﻳﺪ ﺳﺘﺎرﮔﺎن رﻓﺘﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ
ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ؛ ﻣﺮدم آﺗﺶ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎﻣﺪاد را ﻣﻲ اﻓﺮوزﻧﺪ و ﭘﺮﭼﻢ ﺳﺮخ
ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ در ﻛﺮان ﺧﺎوري اﻓﺮاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺳﭙﻴﺪه دم ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺮدم ﻧﻴﻜﻮﺋﻲ و
زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻣﻲ آورد .داﻣﻦ رﻧﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺪاد ﺑﺮ ﮔﻠﻬﺎ و ﮔﻴﺎه ﻫﺎي ﻛﻮﻫﻲ ﮔﺴﺘﺮده ﻣﻲ
ﺷﻮد وﻟﻲ او از ﺳﺎده ﺗﺮﻳﻦ آراﻣﺶ؛ از ﺧﻮاب ﻣﺤﺮوم ﺑﻮد.
زﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي آﺗﺶ ﺑﺎﻣﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎي درﺧﺘﺎن ﺟﻮان ﻛﺮان ﺗﺎ ﻛﺮان ﺑﻠﻨﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻧﺴﻴﻢ ،ﺳﺮود ﺳﺮاﻳﻨﺪﮔﺎن را ﺑﻪ آﺳﻤﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .آﻓﺘﺎب زرﻳﻦ ،ﻛﻨﺎرة
ﺟﺎﻣﻬﺎي ﺑﺎﻣﺪادي را درﺧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .ﭘﺮﻧﺪﮔﺎن ﭘﺮ ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺮوي
آﻓﺘﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻮدﻧﺪ وﻟﻲ او ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﺮد و اﻓﺴﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ را از آن ﻫﻤﻪ
زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ .ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ” ،اﻳﻦ راه ﺷﺐ ،ﭼﻪ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﺑﻮد.
ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ آن را ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺗﻨﺪي ﭘﻴﻤﻮد و ﺑﺎز ﻧﺎﻫﻴﺪ ﺑﺮ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻦ ﭘﻴﺸﻲ ﺟﺴﺖ“.
ﻣﻨﻈﺮ ﺧﻴﺎل ﻫﺎي او ﭼﻮن راﻫﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﻋﺎﻟﻢ اﺷﺒﺎح از ﻣﻮﻛﺐ ﻫﺎي
ﮔﻮﻧﺎﮔﻮﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه
ﺑﻮد ﭘﺮ ﻣﻴﺸﺪ .ﺻﺪاي او در ﻛﻬﺴﺘﺎن آﺳﻤﺎر ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ .ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ،
”اﻳﻦ ﺳﻮاري ﺑﺎ ﺷﻜﻮه از ﻛﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻳﺎل ﻫﺎي اﺳﭗ ﺗﻨﺪ رو آن را ﭼﻮن اﺑﺮ ﻫﺎي
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ﻟﮕﺎم را ﭼﻮن او ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد ﻳﺎ رﻫﺎ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﺮﻛﺶ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ اﺳﭗ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﮔﺮدﻧﺶ
را از ﺑﺎزوي ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ او ﺑﺘﺎﺑﺪ.
از ﭘﻨﺎﮔﺎه او ﻏﺮﻳﻮي ﺑﺮﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﮔﺮد ﻛﺎﻧﻮن او ﺧﻨﻴﺎ
ﮔﺮي ﻛﻨﺪ وﻟﻲ ﺑﺮ ﻓﺮازي ﻛﻪ وي دوده ﻣﻲ اﻓﮕﻨﺪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺗﺮ و ﺧﻮش ﻫﻮاﺗﺮ از
ﭘﻨﺎﮔﺎه دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﻮد .دوﺷﻲ ﺟﺰ دوش او ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻫﻴﺰم ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ
ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .در ﻣﻴﺪان ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ از دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﻮد.
دﻳﻮار ﻫﺎي او ﭘﺴﺖ و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي او ﻛﻮﭼﻚ اﻣﺎ زﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻮب ﭼﺮاغ او رﺧﺸﻨﺪه
ﺗﺮ از روﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﻮد .آن را از درﺧﺘﻲ ﺑﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺘﻴﻐﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺗﺮ از
ﭘﺮواز ﺷﺎﻫﻴﻦ روﺋﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .دﻳﮕﺮان ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ آن درﺧﺖ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﻫﻴﺰم ﺧﻮد را از ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺷﺘﺮك ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﻼب ﻫﺎي ﺧﺮوﺷﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .در
روز ﻫﺎي ﺷﺎدي ﻣﺮدم ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮد او ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ آﺗﺶ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﻴﻔﺮوزﻧﺪ .آن آﺗﺶ
ﻫﺎي ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺎك در ﻛﺎﺷﺎﻧﻪ وي ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﺮ روي ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ آﻧﻜﻪ در ﻣﻴﺎن
اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰ او ﺳﺮد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮگ ﻫﺎ و ﭘﻠﻨﮓ ﻫﺎﺋﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ده ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ او را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪﻧﺪ .ﺳﮓ ﻫﺎي
دﻳﮕﺮان دﻧﺒﺎل او ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﺻﺪاي او دل ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ.
روز ﻫﺎي آزﻣﻮن ﺟﻮاﻧﺎن ،ﭼﻮن از ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺸﮕﺎه ﺑﺮ ﻣﻴﮕﺸﺖ ﻫﻤﮕﺎن ﺳﻮي او ﻣﻲ
ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺘﻨﺪ .دل ﻫﺎي ﺷﺎن ﺑﻮي ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ  ،ﭼﺸﻢ ﻫﺎي ﺷﺎن در وي ﺑﻪ
ﺷﻴﻮة آزرم ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ و در ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﻛﺎر زﺑﺎن ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎ او ﺳﺨﻦ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﭼﻮن
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ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ و ﻣﺤﻜﻮﻣﻴﺖ ﺷﻌﻮر ،اﻧﺴﺎن را از ﻓﺮار ﻣﺤﺮوم ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد.
اﻧﺴﺎن ﻳﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺣﻴﻮاﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎي آزاد ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮي ﻣﻘﺘﻞ ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ رود.
آﻓﺮﻳﻨﺶ ﺳﻠﺴﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺳﺎرت را در ﻧﻬﺎد او ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ آزادي را در روح او
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﻣﺨﻠﻮق ﻋﺠﻴﺐ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺮاﻣﺖ ﺧﻮد ﻣﺴﺘﻌﺸﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ
ﻧﻴﺮوﺋﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ آزادي وي را ﺳﻠﺐ ﻛﻨﺪ؛ و اﮔﺮ ﻓﺴﺎد و ﺟﻬﻞ ﺑﺮ ﺷﻌﻮر او
ﭼﻴﺮه ﮔﺮدد ﺧﻮد ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را ﻣﺤﻜﻮم ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد.
دوﺷﻴﺰه در ﻣﻴﺎن ارﻣﻐﺎن ﻫﺎ و ره آورد ﻫﺎي ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮ روز از ﻫﺮ ﺳﻮ ﺑﺒﺎرﮔﺎه آن
ﺣﺎﻛﻢ ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﻣﻴﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﺟﺐ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ﺳﭙﺮده ﺷﺪ و آورﻧﺪه ﮔﺎن وي ﻫﻤﺎن روز
ﺑﺎ ﭘﻴﺎﻣﻲ ﺑﻪ آﺳﻤﺎر ﺑﺮ ﮔﺸﺘﻨﺪ.
***
آن ﺟﻮان ﺷﻜﺎري از اﻳﻦ ﻣﺎﺟﺮا ﻣﺒﻬﻮت ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﻗﻠﺐ ﺳﺎده او ﻏﻢ را ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ
ﻗﻴﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﺮگ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ .ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮگ آرزو روﺑﺮو ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ از اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي
ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﻧﺴﺖ .در ﻗﻠﺐ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﻛﻴﻨﻪ اي ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﻧﺴﺖ آن را ﺑﻪ ﻛﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮورد .او ﻧﻴﺰ ﻏﻼم آن ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﺑﻮد.
زﺑﺮدﺳﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آرزوي او را از وي رﺑﻮده ﺑﻮد ﺷﺒﺎﻧﺎن و ﮔﺎو ﻫﺎي ﻫﺎي ﺷﻴﺮي
ﻓﺮاوان داﺷﺖ وﻟﻲ ﺳﺘﺎرﮔﺎن را ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ.
اﺻﻄﺒﻠﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ از اﺳﭙﺎن ﻣﺴﺖ ﺗﻬﻴﺴﺖ؛ اﻣﺎ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ
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و آﺷﻜﺎر زﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻮد .روﺣﻲ زﻳﺒﺎﺗﺮ از دل و دﻟﻲ زﻳﺒﺎﺗﺮ از ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ
اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ ﺣﻖ و آزادي ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ .اﻳﻦ درس ،در روزﮔﺎر وي ﻧﻴĤﻣﻮﺧﺘﻨﻲ
ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺖ ﺗﺎ آﻧﻜﻪ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﺑﺎو آﻣﻮﺧﺖ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ
ﻛﻮدﻛﻲ زن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آن ﻧﻴﻢ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻮد را ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﺶ را ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺎي
روﺣﻲ ﭘﺮ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻛﻨﺪ و آن ﮔﻢ ﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﻣﺠﻬﻮل را ﻛﻪ ﺳﻌﺎدت و
ﺧﻮﺷﻲ او را ﺑﻪ اﻣﺎﻧﺖ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺣﺲ ﺑﺎ اﺣﺴﺎس آﻧﻜﻪ ﺧﻮد
ﺳﻌﺎدت و ﺧﻮﺷﻲ دﻳﮕﺮي را در ﻗﻠﺐ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﻛﺸﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ را
ﻧﺎﮔﺰﻳﺮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ آن را ﺑﻪ آﻧﻜﻮ از آن وي اﺳﺖ ﺑﺴﭙﺎرد ،او را ﺑﻪ ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ وا
داﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ آﻧﻜﻪ وي و ﺟﻮان ﺷﻜﺎري اي ﻫﻤﺪﮔﺮ را درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﺳﺮ آﻣﺪ .زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﺷﻤﺸﺎد ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﺮ اﻧﮕﻴﺨﺖ .اﻳﻦ آواز در ﻛﻬﺴﺘﺎن آﺳﻤﺎر
ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ و ﭘﮋواك آن در دره ﻫﺎ و وادي ﻫﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻨﺠﻴﺪ.
از ﻧﺠﺒﺎي آﺳﻤﺎر ﻣﺮدي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ آرزوﻫﺎي ﭘﺴﺖ و ﻛﻮﭼﻚ او ﺑﺮ ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎي
ﺑﺰرگ و ﺑﻠﻨﺪ و ﺑﺮ دﻟﻬﺎ و ارواح ﻣﺮدم ﺣﻜﻮﻣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺎن دوﺷﻴﺰه را ﺑﻪ
رﺿﺎ ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻛﺮد و او را ﺑﻪ زور ﻣﻨﺪﺗﺮي از ﺧﻮد ﺗﺤﻔﻪ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎد.
ﺣﺎﻛﻤﻴﺖ ﭼﻮن ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮاد رﺳﺪ ﺟﺰ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﻗﻨﺎﻋﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛﻤﺎل ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ
آن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻌﻮر اﺳﺘﺤﻘﺎق در دﻣﺎغ اﻧﺴﺎن ﺑﻤﻴﺮد و ﺣﻖ دﻓﺎع ﻧﻴﺰ از وي ﺳﻠﺐ
ﺷﻮد .ﻣﺮگ اﻳﻦ ﺷﻌﻮر در اﻧﺴﺎن آدم را ﭘﺴﺖ ﺗﺮ از ﺣﻴﻮان ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد.
ﻫﻴﭻ ﻗﻮت ،ﺣﻖ دﻓﺎع را از ﺣﻴﻮان ﺳﻠﺐ ﻛﺮده ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ .ﭼﻮن ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﺷﻮد،
ﺗﺎ ﺟﺎن دارد ﺑﮕﺮﻳﺨﺘﻦ از ﺧﻮد دﻓﺎع ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻐﻠﻮﺑﻴﺖ اﻧﺴﺎن در ﻣﻘﺎم
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آن زﻣﺎن ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺎده ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﮔﺎﻫﻲ داﺳﺘﺎن اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮر ﺳﺮد اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ زن زﻳﺒﺎ اﺳﺖ.
***
از آن روز ﮔﺎر ﻛﻪ ﺷﻤﺸﺎد در آن ﻣﻲ زﻳﺴﺖ ﺳﺎﻟﻴﺎن دراز ﮔﺰﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ .در ﺳﻴﺮ
زﻣﺎن ﺣﺘﻲ در آﺳﻤﺎر ،آن ﮔﻮﺷﻪ دور اﻓﺘﺎده ،ﺣﻮادث رﻧﮓ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻪ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺮدم داده اﺳﺖ .اﻣﺎ او ﭼﻮن ﺑﺪﻧﻴﺎ آﻣﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻳﻚ زن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،اﮔﺮ اﻣﺮوز
زﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ ﺳﻴﺮ زﻣﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻌﺎدت او ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﻤﻴﺪاﺷﺖ.
در دﻧﻴﺎﺋﻲ ﭘﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدان ﺑﺮ زﻧﺎن و زﺑﺮ دﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮ ﻣﺮدان ﺣﻜﻮﻣﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .در ﻣﺤﻴﻄﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدان ﻏﻼم ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ و آن را ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ؛ زﻧﺎن
ﭼﻨﺪان ﻛﻮﭼﻚ و ذﻟﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺮ ﻣﺮدان ﺧﻮد ﺑﺨﻨﺪﻧﺪ و ﻳﺎ
ﺑﺎ اﻳﺸﺎن ﺑﮕﺮﻳﻨﺪ .ﭼﻨﺪاﻧﻜﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺘﻦ و ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪن را ﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ آﻣﻮزﻧﺪ و در اﻧﺠﺎم
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ در ﺣﺠﺐ ﺳﻜﻮت و ذﻟﺖ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ آزاد و آرام ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﺟﻤﺎل ﺧﻮد ﺑﻬﻴﻦ و ﺑﺮﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ .زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ اﮔﺮدر ﺟﻬﺎن ﺧﺎك ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺑﺎزﻫﻢ ﻣﻨﺒﻊ
اﻟﻬﺎم ﻫﺎي آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮﻫﺮ در ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻫﺮ ﻣﻈﻬﺮي داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﺎﻻ
ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد و آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .در زن ،او را در ﻧﻈﺮ دﻳﮕﺮان آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎزد
و ﺑﺮوح ﺧﻮد ش ﻣﻲ آﻣﻮزد ﻛﻪ ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪ اوﺳﺖ.
ﺷﻤﺸﺎد دوﺷﻴﺰه زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﺑﻮد .زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ و ﺟﻤﺎﻟﺶ در ذات وي اﺛﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻬﺎن
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ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮان آن را ﻏﺮﻳﺐ داﻧﺴﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ زﻳﺮا آن را ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ راه ﻫﺮ ﻛﺲ ﻧﮕﺰاﺷﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .از
ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﺟﻬﺎن ﻓﺮﻗﻲ ﻧﺪارد ﺟﺰ آﻧﻜﻪ ﺳﺎﻛﻨﻴﻦ آن ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ دﻳﮕﺮي
را از ﺟﻬﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺗﺠﺮد اﺟﺒﺎري ﻧﻪ اﻳﺸﺎن را ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺗﺮ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ و
ﻧﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ ﺷﺎن اﻓﺰوده اﺳﺖ.
ﺳﻌﺎدت در ﻧﺰد ﻣﺮدم اﻳﻦ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ از ﺳﻌﺎدت و ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺘﻲ ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎي
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺟﻬﺎن ﻣﻤﺘﺎز اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﺪ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ و آن را ﺑﺪ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺗﺠﺎوزﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎﻳﻦ ﻣﺮدم آن را روا داﺷﺖ .زﻳﺮا ﺗﺠﺮد و اﻧﺰواي ﻣﻄﻠﻖ ﺷﺎن از ﺧﻮب و ﺑﺪ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻴﺎن ،ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﻓﺮﺻﺖ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ و ﺗﻮ ﻳﺎ دﻳﮕﺮي را
ﺧﻮب ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻨﺪ.
ﻣﻦ ﻫﺮ وﻗﺖ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮدم ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺧﻮد را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ از ﺧﻮد
ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺪه ام .ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﭼﻴﺰي را ﻛﻪ دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻢ و ﻫﻨﻮز دوﺳﺖ دارم
ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ام .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﺪارم ﻛﻪ آرزو دارم ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم و ﻧﺸﺎن آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ
ﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎزﺟﻮﻳﻢ؛ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻚ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﻢ ﻧﺸﻮد در ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮي ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻜﻪ از
دﻧﻴﺎي اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﻧﻈﺮ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮم و در اﻋﻤﺎق ﻗﻠﺐ و روح ﻓﺮو ﻣﻲ روم؛ در
ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﻋﻮاﻃﻒ و اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎت ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ،زﻧﻲ را ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ ،ﭘﻴﺮﻣﺮدي را ﻛﻪ
ﭘﺪر ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ ،دوﺷﻴﺰه اي را ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﺸﻮق ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ و ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ را ﻛﻪ رﻓﻴﻖ ﻣﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﺑﻢ ﺑﻨﺎً ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ  ،اﺣﺘﺮام و اﻃﺎﻋﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻢ ،ﻣﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ
ورزم و دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻓﺸﺎرم .ﭼﻮن ﺑﺪﻳﻦ آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮاﻳﻢ ﻧﺎ ﮔﺰﻳﺮ از آن
ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﻫﺎ ﺷﺮﻣﺴﺎر ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدم .آﻧﮕﺎه ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد .روز ﮔﺎري ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ
ﮔﺮدد ﻛﻪ در ﻛﻮدﻛﻲ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﺔ ﮔﻮر ﺳﺮدي  ،ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﻪ ﻋﻮاﻃﻒ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه ﻣﺮا ﻛﻪ در
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دﺳﺘﺨﻮش آرزو و اﻣﻞ و در ﻇﻠﻤﺖ آن ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﺧﻮف و ﻫﺮاس اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ
از آن ﺑﮕﺮﻳﺰد و ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ در آن ﻗﺮار ﮔﻴﺮد .ﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ آن را ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ و
آﺷﻜﺎر ﻛﻨﺪ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻧﻤﻴﺘﻮاﻧﺪ آن را ﭘﻨﻬﺎن دارد.
اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ در ﻧﮕﺎه اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ ﭼﻨﺪاﻧﻜﻪ روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮدد ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﺎر ﻣﻲ آورد اﻣﺎ
در ﭼﺸﻢ ﺧﻴﺎل ﺑﻬﺮ رﻧﮕﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻧﺰد ﻣﺎ ﻣﺮﻏﻮب آﻳﺪ در ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ
ﺗﺨﻴﻞ ﻧﻴﺮوي ﻛﺎذﺑﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ آن را درﺧﻮد ﺧﻠﻖ ﻛﺮده اﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﭘﻨﻬﺎن
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻦ ﻧﺎﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ،ﺗﻔﻜﺮ و اﻧﺪﻳﺸﺔ آﺳﺎن ﻓﺮﻳﺒﻲ ﻣﻬﻴﺎ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﻴﻢ.
در ﻛﺸﻮر ﻛﻬﺴﺎرﻳﻜﻪ در اﻳﻦ دﻧﻴﺎي ﺑﺰرگ ﻣﻌﺮف ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ و ﺳﺘﻴﻎ ﻫﺎ و
وادﻳﻬﺎ ،ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻫﺎ و ﭘﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﺎي آﻧﺮا ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎم ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻢ  ،وادي ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻲ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آن
را زﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﺪارم .آﺳﻤﺎر ،زﻣﻴﻦ ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎي ﭘﻮﻻدي ،آﺑﻬﺎي ﺳﻴﻤﻴﻦ ،وادﻳﻬﺎي
زﻣﺮدﻳﻦ و ﺑﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻛﺸﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ از اﻧﺒﻮﻫﻲ ﻻﺟﺮد ﮔﻮن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻨﺪ .دﻫﻜﺪه
ﻫﺎي ﻣﺤﻘﺮ آن در ﻛﻨﺎر ﻋﻈﻤﺖ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﭼﻨﺪان ﺑﻪ ﺧﺮﻣﻲ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﭘﻨﺪاري از ﺷﺮ ﻣﺠﻬﻮﻟﻲ در آﻏﻮش ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎ ﭘﻨﺎه ﮔﺰﻳﺪه اﻧﺪ.
زﻣﺎن در اﻳﻦ ﻛﻮه ﻫﺎ ﻓﺮاوان ﮔﺰر ﻛﺮده و ﻣﻜﻨﻮﻧﺎت ﻛﺎﺋﻨﺎت را ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻧﻤﻮده
اﺳﺖ .ﻣﺎه و ﺳﺘﺎرﮔﺎن درﻳﻦ آب ﻫﺎ ﻓﺮاوان ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪه و روﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ ﺻﻔﺎي
ارزﻧﺪه آن ﻧﺜﺎر ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ .ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ درﻳﻦ وادﻳﻬﺎ ﻓﺮاوان درﺧﺸﻴﺪه و روز ﻫﺎي
روﺷﻦ آﻓﺮﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﺷﺐ ﻫﺎ درﻳﻦ ﺑﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺳﻜﻮت ﻋﻈﻴﻢ ﺧﻮد را ﭘﻬﻦ ﻧﻤﻮده
اﻧﺪ .ﺧﺪا درﻳﻦ دﻫﻜﺪه ﻫﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻓﺮاوان ﻣﻬﺮ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎده و ﺷﻴﻄﺎن در آن
ﻓﺮاوان ﻏﻀﺐ و ﻛﻴﻨﻪ آورده اﺳﺖ؛ اﻣﺎ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ از آن آﮔﺎه ﻫﺴﺖ.

2

Page 73

5:45 PM

12/9/2006

A Women.qxp

آن ﻳﻜﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﻋﻘﻴﺪه ﺟﻬﺪ ﭘﻨﺪاﺷﺖ و آن دﻳﮕﺮ آن را رﺳﻢ و ﺗﻘﻠﻴﺪ
اﻧﮕﺎﺷﺖ .ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﺣﻴﺎت ﺟﺰ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ اي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .آن ﻳﻚ ﺧﻮد را ﻓﺮﻳﺐ ﻣﻲ داد .و
آن دﻳﮕﺮ در ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮي ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻣﺮد ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ را ﻛﻪ
درﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ و ﻧﺎﻛﺎم ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻧﮕﺰارد ﻧﺎرﺳﺎﻳﻲ ﺧﻮدش در اﻇﻬﺎر
ﺣﻘﺎﻳﻖ آﺷﻜﺎر ﮔﺮدد.
وﻗﺘﻲ اﻧﺴﺎن ﻧﻴﺎزﻣﻨﺪ ﺗﺴﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻮﭼﻚ و ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺖ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﻴﻜﻪ اﻳﻦ
ﺗﺴﻠﻲ را از دﻳﮕﺮان ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮﻳﺪ ،ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺗﺮ و ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺖ ﺗﺮ اﺳﺖ .اﮔﺮ آن را ﺧﻮد
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ ﺟﻮﻳﺪ از ﻣﻴﺎن رﻓﺘﻪ و زﺑﻮن ﮔﺮدﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ.
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺣﺎدﺛﺔ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ اﻧﻔﻼق ﭘﻴﻜﺮ ﻋﻈﻴﻢ و ﻣﺠﻬﻮﻟﻲ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﻛﺎﺋﻨﺎت ﭘﺎره اي از آن و اﻧﺴﺎن ذره از آن اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ ذره ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ را ﻛﻪ
از آن ﭘﻴﻜﺮ ﻋﻈﻴﻢ و ﻣﺠﻬﻮل ﺑﻪ آن رﺳﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﺑﺖ ﺧﻮد در ﺧﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي
دوام آن ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ و ﻧﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮد ﺑﺮﻧﮓ ﻫﺎ و ﭘﻨﺪار ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺳﭙﺎرد ﻛﻪ در
درﻳﺎي آن ﻏﺮﻳﻖ ،در ﺳﺎﺣﻞ آن ﺳﺮﮔﺮدان ،در ﻫﻮاي آن ﭘﺮ زﻧﺎن ،در ﺻﺤﺮاي
آن ﺗﺸﻨﻪ ،در ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ آن ﺳﻮﺧﺘﻪ ،در زﻣﻬﺮﻳﺮ آن ﻟﺮزان ،در روﺷﻨﻲ آن

1

Page 74

5:45 PM

12/9/2006

A Women.qxp

ﺷﺎن را در ﺳﻄﺢ ”ﻓﺮدي“ ،در رواﺑﻂ و ﺿﻮاﺑﻂ اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ ﻣﺴـﻠـﻂ در ﺟـﻮاﻣـﻊ ﺷـﺎن ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﻮرت ﻣﺨﺘﺼﺮ ،اﻣﺎ ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎن ﻣﻴﺪارد .ﺧﻮد ﻧﮕﺮي و از ﺧﻮد ﺟﺴﺘﻦ را در روﺷﻨﻲ
ﻓﻠﺴﻔﺔ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ﺷﺮق و ﻏﺮب ﺑﺎ رﺟﻮع ﺑﻪ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ وﻟﻲ ﻧﮕﺮش ﺑﻪ آﻳﻨﺪه ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﺪ.
داﺳﺘﺎن ”ﻳﻚ زن“ ﺣﻜﺎﻳﺘﻴﺴﺖ در ﻗﺒﺎﺣﺖ ﻇﻠﻢ و ﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺮﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﺎﻛﻤﻴـﺖ اش را ﺑـﺎ
آب ﭼﺸﻢ زن و ﻣﺮد ﺳﺎﻛﻦ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮز و ﺑﻮم ﭘﺮورﻳﺪه و ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪه اﺳـﺖ ﺗـﺎ آن را ﺑـﺎ
ﺗﻤﺴﺨﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺮاﻣﺖ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻲ و ﺗﺤﻘﻴﺮ ﻣﺤﺒﺖ و زﻳﺒﺎﺋﻲ ﻣﺸﺮوﻋﻴﺖ ﺑﺨﺸﺪ .اﻳﻦ داﺳـﺘـﺎن
ﺑﺎز ﺗﺎب زﺷﺘﻲ ﻗﺪرت و ﺧﻮد ﻛﺎﻣﮕﻲ ﻫﺎي اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﺳﺎس آن ﺟـﺒـﻦ و ﻧـﻴـﺮوي آن
ﻧﻔﺮت اﺳﺖ .ﻟﺬت را در درد دﻳﮕﺮان ﺟﺴﺘﻪ و ﺧـﻮﺷـﻲ را در اﻓﺴـﺮده ﮔـﻲ از ﺧـﻮد
ﻧﺎﺗﻮان ﺗﺮ ﻣﻴﺎﺑﺪ .ﻋﺸﻖ ﺑﻪ آزادي و آزادي در دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻦ را ذﻟﻴـﻞ ،و زن را ﻛـﻪ
آﻓﺮﻳﺪﮔﺎر ﻫﻤﺴﺎن ﻣﺮد آزاد آﻓﺮﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﺤﻜﻮم ﻫﻮا وﻫﻮس ﺷﻴﻄﺎﻧﻲ اش ﻣﻴﺪاﻧﺪ.
ﻏﺮض از ﻧﺸﺮ اﻳﻦ دو ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ رﺳﺎﻧﻴﺪن اﻣﺎﻧﺖ از اﺳﺘﺎد ﭘﮋواك ﺑﻪ وارﺛﻴﻦ واﻗـﻌـﻲ آن
ﻳﻌﻨﻲ ﻣﺮدم اﻓﻐﺎﻧﺴﺘﺎن ﻣﻴﺒﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎ اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ و ﭘﻨﺪار اﺳـﺘـﺎد ﭘـﮋواك درﻳـﻦ ﻣـﺮﺣـﻠـﺔ
ﺣﺴﺎس و ﺗﺎرﻳﺨﻲ از ﺣﻴﺎت اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ و ﺳﻴﺎﺳﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ آﺷﻨﺎ ﮔﺮدﻧﺪ.

ﺑﺎ دﻋﺎ و ﻣﺤﺒﺖ ﻓﺮاوان
ﺑﺮﻣﻚ ﭘﮋواك
ﻛﺎﺑﻞ ﻗﻮس  1385ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪي
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”ﻳﺎ ﺣﻖ!“
دو داﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻮﺗﺎة را ﻛﻪ درﻳﻦ ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋﻪ ﮔﺮد آورده اﻳﻢ از ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي دوران ﺟـﻮاﻧـﻲ
ﻣﺮﺣﻮم ﻣﻐﻔﻮر اﺳﺘﺎد ﭘﮋواك اﻧﺪ” .آواره“ ﻗﺒﻼً ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ ﻧﺸﺮ رﺳـﻴـﺪه اﺳـﺖ ،اﻣـﺎ
ﻳﻘﻴﻦ ﻧﺪارم ﻛﻪ داﺳﺘﺎن ”ﻳﻚ زن“ ﺑﺎري ﻗﺒﻞ ﺑﺮﻳﻦ ﻧﺸﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
اﻳﻦ دو داﺳﺘﺎن در ﻣﻘﻄﻊ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺧﺎص ازﺗـﺎرﻳـﺦ ﻛﺸـﻮر ﻧـﻮﺷـﺘـﻪ ﺷـﺪه اﻧـﺪ” .آواره“
زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ روﺷﻨﻔﻜﺮان اﻓﻐﺎﻧﺴﺘﺎن ﺗﺎزه ﺗﻤﺎس و ﻣﺮاودة ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ را ﺑﺎ ﻏﺮب و ﻣـﺪﻧـﻴـﺖ
آن آﻏﺎز و ﻓﺮﺻﺖ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ و ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻞ و ﻋﻴﻨﻲ ﺧﻮد را از آن ﺗـﻤـﺪن
ﺷﻜﻞ داده و ﺑﻪ ﺗﺤﻠﻴﻞ و ﻧﻘﺪ آن ﺑﭙﺮدازﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ رﺷﺘﺔ ﺗﺤﺮﻳﺮ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .اﻳﻦ اﺛﺮ زﻳـﺒـﺎ
و ﺷﻴﻮا ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ در زﺑﺎن دري ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﻤﺎل ﻓﺼﺎﺣﺖ و ﺻـﺮاﺣـﺖ روح
و روان ﻣﺮدﻣﺎن ”ﺷﺮق“ و ”ﻏﺮب“ را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻘﺪ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ،ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻴﺎت ،ﺗﻔﺎوﺗﻬﺎ و ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ ﻫـﺎي
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