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چاپی اين اثر مشروط به کسب
توجه :ھرگونه بازانتشار
ِ
اجازۀ قبلی از مترجم آن می باشد .ھرگونه بازانتشار
اينترنتی اين اثر مشروط به بيان نشانی ھای باالست.
شکل ممکن
ھرگونه استفادۀ تجاری از اين اثر به ھر
ِ
مجاز نيست.
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تد گوسنTed Goossen

ﺗــﺪ ﮔﻮﺳــﻦ  Ted Goossenاﺳــﺘﺎد در ادﺑﻴــﺎت ﻣــﺪرن و
ﻣﻌﺎﺻﺮ ژاﭘﻨﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آﺛـﺎر ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از ﻧﻮﻳـﺴﻨﺪﮔﺎن ژاﭘﻨـﻲ از
ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﺷﻴﮕﺎ ﻧﺎﺋﻮﻳﺎ  ، Shiga Naoyaاﻳﺒﻮس ﻣﺎﺳﻮﺟﻲ ,
 Ibuse Masujiو ﻫــﺎروﻛﻲ ﻣﻮراﻛــﺎﻣﻲ Haruki
 Murakamiرا ﺑﻪ اﻧﻠﮕﻴﺴﻲ ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ.
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ھاروکی موراکامی )به ژاپنی村上春樹 :

(

ﻫﺎروﻛﻲ ﻣﻮراﻛـﺎﻣﻲ )ﺑـﻪ ژاﭘﻨـﻲ) (村上春樹 :زاده 12
ژاﻧﻮﻳﻪ  (1949ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻨﺪه ﺑﺮﺟﺴﺘﻪ ژاﭘﻨﻲ و ﺧﺎﻟﻖ رﻣـﺎن ﻛﺎﻓﻜـﺎ
در ﺳﺎﺣﻞ و ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋﻪ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻌﺪ از زﻟﺰﻟﻪ اﺳﺖ .داﺳﺘﺎنﻫﺎي
او اﻏﻠﺐ ﻧﻬﻴﻠﻴـﺴﺘﻲ و ﺳﻮررﺋﺎﻟﻴـﺴﺘﻲ و داراي ﺗـﻢ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ و
ازﺧﻮدﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﮕﻲ اﺳﺖ.
ﻣﻮراﻛﺎﻣﻲ در  12ژاﻧﻮﻳﻪ  1949در ﻛﻴﻮﺗﻮ ژاﭘﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴـﺎ آﻣـﺪ.
در ﺳﺎل  1968ﺑﻪ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﻫﻨﺮﻫﺎي ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺸﻲ واﺳﺪا رﻓـﺖ .در
ﺳﺎل  1971ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻳﻮﻛﻮ ازدواج ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺧﻮدش
در آورﻳ ـﻞ ﺳــﺎل  1974در ﻫﻨﮕــﺎم ﺗﻤﺎﺷــﺎي ﻳ ـﻚ ﻣــﺴﺎﺑﻘﻪ
ﺑﻴﺴﺒﺎل ،اﻳﺪه اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﺶ "ﺑﻪ آواز ﺑـﺎد ﮔـﻮش ﺑـﺴﭙﺎر" ﺑـﻪ
ذﻫﻨﺶ رﺳﻴﺪ .در ﻫﻤﺎن ﺳﺎل ﻳﻚ ﺑـﺎر ﺟـﺎز در ﻛﻮﻛﻮﺑـﻮﻧﺠﻲ
ﺗﻮﻛﻴﻮ ﮔﺸﻮد .در ﺳﺎل  1979اوﻟﻴﻦ رﻣﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﻪ آواز ﺑﺎد ﮔـﻮش
ﺑﺴﭙﺎر ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﺷﺪ و در ﻫﻤﺎن ﺳـﺎل ﺟـﺎﻳﺰه ﻧﻮﻳـﺴﻨﺪه ﺟﺪﻳـﺪ
ﮔﻮﻧﺰو را درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﺮد و در ﺳﺎل  1980رﻣﺎن ﭘﻴﻨﺒﺎل )اوﻟـﻴﻦ
ﻗﺴﻤﺖ از ﺳﻪ ﮔﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻮش ﺻﺤﺮاﻳﻲ( را ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﻛـﺮد .در ﺳـﺎل
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 1981ﺑﺎر ﺟﺎزش را ﻓﺮوﺧﺖ و ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻨﺪﮔﻲ را ﭘﻴﺸﻪ ﺣﺮﻓـﻪاي
ﺧﻮدش ﻛﺮد .در ﺳﺎل  ،1982رﻣﺎن ﺗﻌﻘﻴﺐ ﮔﻮﺳﻔﻨﺪ وﺣـﺸﻲ
از او ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ در ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺳـﺎل ﺟـﺎﻳﺰه ادﺑـﻲ ﻧﻮﻣـﺎ را
درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﺮد.
در اﻛﺘﺒﺮ  1984ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ ﻓﻮﺟﻴﺘـﺴﺎوا در ﻧﺰدﻳﻜـﻲ
ﻛﻴﻮﺗﻮ و در ﺳﺎل  1985ﺑﻪ ﺳﻨﺪاﮔﺎﻳﺎ ﻧﻘﻞ ﻣﻜﺎن ﻛﺮد .در ﺳﺎل
 ،1985ﻛﺘﺎب ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﻋﺠﻴﺎﻳﺐ و ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﺟﻬﺎن را ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﻛﺮد
ﻛﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﺰه ﺟﻮﻧﻴﭽﻲ را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ.
رﻣﺎن ﺟﻨﮕﻞ ﻧﺮوژي ،ﻛﻪ ﮔـﺎه ﺑـﻪ اﺷـﺘﺒﺎه ﭼـﻮب ﻧـﺮوژي ﻧﻴـﺰ
ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻣﻲﺷﻮد ،در ﺳﺎل  1987از ﻣﻮراﻛﺎﻣﻲ ﻣﻨﺘﺸﺮ ﺷـﺪ .در
ﺳﺎل  1991ﺑﻪ ﭘﺮﻳﻨـﺴﺘﻮن ﻧﻘـﻞ ﻣﻜـﺎن ﻛـﺮد و در داﻧـﺸﮕﺎه
ﭘﺮﻳﻨﺴﺘﻮن ﺑﻪ ﺗـﺪرﻳﺲ ﭘﺮداﺧـﺖ .در ﺳـﺎل  1993ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮ
ﺳﺎﻧﺘﺎ آﻧﺎ در اﻳﺎﻟﺖ ﻛﺎﻟﻴﻔﺮﻧﻴﺎ رﻓﺖ و در داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﻫﺎوارد ﺗﻔﺖ ﺑﻪ
ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺷﺪ .او در ﺳـﺎل  1996ﺟـﺎﻳﺰه ﻳﻮﻣﻴـﻮري را
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و در ﺳﺎل  1997رﻣﺎن زﻳﺮزﻣﻴﻨﻲ را ﻣﻨﺘـﺸﺮ ﻛـﺮد .در
ﺳﺎل  2001ﺑﻪ ژاﭘﻦ ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ.
برگرفته از ويکيپديای فارسی
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ﺷﻬﺮزاد
ﻫﺎروﻛﻲ

ﻣﻮراﻛﺎﻣﻲHARUKI MURAKAMI

ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ از ژاﭘﻨﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ :ﺗﺪ ﮔﻮﺳﻦ

Ted Goossen

ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ :ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ

ﭘﺲ از ﻫﺮ ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ،او ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﻠﻜﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد در داﺳﺘﺎن ﻫﺰار
و ﻳﻚ ﺷﺐ ،داﺳﺘﺎن ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﻏﺮﻳﺒﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا 1ﺗﻌﺮﻳـﻒ
ﻛﺮده اﺳﺖ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﺮﺧﻼف ﭘﺎدﺷﺎه ،ﺑﻨﺎ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻣﺪاد ﻫﻤﺎن ﺷﺐ ﺳﺮ از او ﺟﺪا ﻛﻨﺪ ) ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺻﺒﺢ ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﺎدﺷﺎه ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ( .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا داﺳـﺘﺎن ﺗﻌﺮﻳـﻒ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭼﻮن ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻫﻢ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ او از
ﻏﻠﺘﻴﺪن در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب و ﺣﺮف زدن ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮدي در ﭼﻨﺎن وﻗـﺖ
ﺑﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﻲ و ﺧﻠﺴﺔ ﭘـﺲ از ﻋـﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻟـﺬت ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﺮد و ﻫـﻢ
اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ دﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا آراﻣـﺶ
دﻫﺪ ﭼﻮن او ﻫـﺮ روز ﻣـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ ﻣﺤﺒـﻮس در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ.
Habara 1
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ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ،ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا او را ﺷﻬﺮزاد ،رواﻳﺘﮕﺮ ﻗﺼﻪ ،ﻧﺎﻣﻴـﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﻳﻦ اﺳﻢ را ﺟﻠﻮي او ﺑﻪ زﺑﺎن ﻧﻴﺎورد اﻣﺎ در دﻓﺘـﺮ
روزﻧﮕﺎريِ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺶ ،از او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻧﺎم ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑـﺎ روان
ﻧﻮﻳﺲ ﻳﺎدداﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد " ﺷﻬﺮزاد اﻣﺮوز آﻣﺪ" .ﺳﭙﺲ اﺻـﻞ
ﻣﺎﺟﺮاي آن روز را ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎدﮔﻲ ،رازﮔﻮﻧـﻪ ﺛﺒـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد،
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ اﮔﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ آن را اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻً ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ ،ﭼﻴﺰي از آن ﺳﺮدرﻧﻤﻲ آورد.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي او ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻳﺎ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ﻳـﺎ
ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ و ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﮕﻲ ﺳﺖ .ﺑﻴﺎن آن ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد.
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ در آن واﻗﻌﻴـﺖ ،ﺗـﺼﻮر و ﻓـﺎﻧﺘﺰي
ﻣﺤﺾ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا از آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﻃﻮري ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫـﺎ از داﺳـﺘﺎن ﺑـﻲ ﭘﺮﺳـﺸﻬﺎي
زﻳﺎد ،ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺘﺎً ﭼﻪ ﻓـﺮق ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻳﺎ دروغ ﻳﺎ آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ اي از ﻫﺮدو ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ؟
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد ﻫﺪﻳـﻪ اي ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ داﺷـﺖ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي دﻟﭽﺴﺐ ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد ﭼﻪ داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻲ
ﺑﻮد ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻪ آن وﻳﮋﮔﻲ ﺧﺎﺻﻲ ﻣـﻲ داد ،ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ،زﻣـﺎن
ﺑﻨﺪي اش ،ﻗﺪم زدﻧﺶ ،ﻫﻤﻪ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﻲ ﻧﻘـﺺ ﺑـﻮد .ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﻨﻮﻧﺪه اش را ﺟﻠﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،از ﺧـﻮد ﺑـﻲ ﺧـﻮد ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،او را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻔﻜﺮ ،ﺑﻪ ﺣﺪس و ﮔﻤﺎن وا ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﺳﭙﺲ در
ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ،دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ دﻟﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ و دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ
ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ داد .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا واﻗﻌﻴﺘﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ دور و ﺑﺮش ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ
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را ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻫﻢ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻓﺮاﻣـﻮش ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ
ﺗﺨﺘﻪ ﺳﻴﺎﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎرﭼﺔ ﺧﻴﺴﻲ ﭘﺎك ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﻲ ﻫﺎ
و ﺧﺎﻃﺮات ﺗﻠﺨﺶ را ﭘﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻴﺶ از آن ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ آن ﻫﻢ در اﻳـﻦ ﻧﻘﻄـﻪ از
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش ﻛﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻓﺮاﻣﻮﺷﻲ را ﺑﻴﺶ از ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰ دﻳﮕـﺮي
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺳﻲ و ﭘﻨﺞ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ،ﭼﻬﺎر ﺳﺎل از ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮ ﺑـﻮد.
زﻧﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دار ﺑﺎ دو ﺑﭽﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ رو) ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎر ﻧـﺎم
ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻲ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎر ﺑﻮد و ﻇﺎﻫﺮاً ﻫﺮ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاي
ﻛﺎري ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ( .ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎرﻣﻨﺪ ﺷﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧـﺔ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ دﻗﻴﻘـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ ﻓﺎﺻـﻠﻪ
داﺷﺖ .اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ﻫﻤﺔ اﻃﻼﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺧﻮدﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻫﻴﭻ اﻣﻜﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺸﺨﻴﺺِ درﺳـﺘﻲ ﻳـﺎ ﻧﺎدرﺳـﺘﻲ آن
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻴﭻ دﻟﻴﻞ ﺧﺎﺻﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﻪ آن ﺷـﻚ
ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﺳﻤﺶ را ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪه ﺑـﻮد"
دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻢ را ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ .دارد؟" ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺑـﺎر ﻫـﻢ
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا را ﺑﻪ اﺳﻢ ﺻﺪا زد ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ اﺳﻤﺶ
ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻋﺎﻗﻼﻧﻪ از ﻧﺎﻣﻴـﺪن ﺑـﻪ اﺳـﻢ ،دوري ﻣـﻲ
ﺟﺴﺖ .ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎﺟﻮر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺳﻢ ﺑﻪ
زﺑﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ.
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ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ در ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﺸﺘﺮﻛﻲ از ﻧﻈﺮ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺎ ﻣﻠﻜﻪ ﻫﺰار و ﻳﻜﺸﺐ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺑﻪ اواﺳﻂ ﻣﻴﺎﻧـﺴﺎﻟﻲ اش ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ و ﺗﺎ آن وﻗﺖ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﭼـﻴﻦ و ﭼـﺮوك در ﮔﻮﺷـﻪ
ﻫﺎي ﭼﺸﻢ و ﺷﻞ ﺑﻮدنِ ﻋﻀﻠﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ دﻳﺪه ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﺳـﺒﻚ
ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ،آراﻳﺶ او و ﺷﻴﻮه ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﺶ ﭼﻨﺪان ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻦ
و ﺳﺎﻟﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮﺟﺐ ﺗﺤـﺴﻴﻦ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و از آن ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻗﻴﺎﻓﻪ اش ﭼﻨﺪان ﻫﻢ از ﺟﺬاﺑﻴﺖ
ﺑﻲ ﺑﻬﺮه ﻧﺒﻮد وﻟﻲ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ دﻗﻴﻖ ﺷﺪه داﺷﺖ ﻃـﻮري
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻣﺒﻬﻢ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﭘﻴﺎﻣﺪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ وﺿﻌﻴﺘﻲ اﻳﻦ ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ از ﻛﻨﺎرش در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ در ﻳـﻚ
آﺳﺎﻧﺴﻮر ﻗﺮار ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﺗﻮﺟﻬﺸﺎن ﻛﻤﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﺟﻠﺐ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ده ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﭽﻮن زن ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﺳـﺮزﻧﺪه و
ﺟﺬاب ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ را ﺟﻠـﺐ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .در ﻳـﻚ ﻧﻘﻄـﻪ اي
اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﻮﺟﻬﺎﺗﻲ در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش از ﺑـﻴﻦ رﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد و
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﻌﻴﺪ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ دوﺑﺎره ﭼﻨﺎن ﺗﻮﺟﻬﺎﺗﻲ را دوﺑﺎره ﺑﺨﻮد
ﺟﻠﺐ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻔﺘﻪ اي دوﺑﺎر ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪن ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .روزﻫﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺛﺎﺑﺖ ﻧﺒﻮد وﻟﻲ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﺑـﺪون
ﺷﻚ ﺑﺎ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اش ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ از
آﻣﺪﻧﺶ زﻧﮓ ﻣﻲ زد .از ﺳﻮﭘﺮﻣﺎرﻛﺖ ﻣﺤـﻞ ﻣﻮادﻏـﺬاﻳﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﺮﻳﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻨﺶ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا ﻣـﻲ آورد .ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻨﺶ ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﺰداي آﺑﻲ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑﺪون ﺻﻨﺪوق ﻋﻘﺐ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ در ﭘﺸﺘﻲ ﺑـﻮد.
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ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪل ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد و ﻳﻚ ﻓﺮورﻓﺘﮕﻲ در ﺳﭙﺮ ﭘﺸﺖ داﺷـﺖ
و ﭼﺮﺧﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺳﻴﺎه ﺑﺎ ﻧـﻮار ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣﺎﺷـﻴﻦ را در ﻣﺤـﻞ
ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﻚ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﭘـﺎرك ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد و ﻛﻴﺴﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺧﺮﻳﺪﻫﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮي در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ آورد و
زﻧﮓ در را ﻣﻲ زد .ﺳﭙﺲ از روزﻧﻪ در ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا
ﻗﻔﻞ در را ﺑﺎز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و زﻧﺠﻴﺮ ﭘﺸﺖ در را از ﻗﻼﺑﺶ رﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد و او را ﺑﻪ داﺧـﻞ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻓـﺮا ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪ .در آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﻮادﻏﺬاﻳﻲ ﺧﺮﻳﺪاري ﺷـﺪه را دﺳـﺘﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد و در
ﻳﺨﭽﺎل ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺳﭙﺲ از ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ در دﻳـﺪار
ﺑﻌﺪي اش ﻣﻲ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ و ﻣﻲ آورد ،ﻓﻬﺮﺳﺘﻲ ﺗﻬﻴﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ
ﻛﺎرﻫﺎ را ﺑـﺎ ﻣﻬـﺎرت و ﻛﻤﺘـﺮﻳﻦ ﻛـﺎر اﺿـﺎﻓﻲ  ،ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻛﻤﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﺎر ،اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﺎرش را ﺗﻤﺎم ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺣﺮﻓـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺟﺮﻳﺎن ﻧﺎﻣﺮﺋﻲ اي اﺧﺘﻴﺎر از
آﻧﻬﺎ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻪ ﺳـﺮﻋﺖ ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎﻳﺶ را در ﻣـﻲ
آورد و ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻲ ﺣﺮف در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﻮﺳﺖ .او
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ در ﻣﺪت ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﺷﺎن ﺑﻨﺪرت ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد .ﻫـﺮ
ﺣﺮﻛﺘﺶ را ﻃﻮري ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ وﻇﻴﻔﻪ اي را اﻧﺠـﺎم ﻣـﻲ داد.
وﻗﺘﻲ در ﻋﺎدت ﻣﺎﻫﺎﻧﻪ ﺑـﻮد ،از دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﺑـﺮاي رﺳـﻴﺪن ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻬﺎرت ﺣﺮﻓﻪ اﻳﺶ ﺑـﻪ ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا
ﮔﻮﺷﺰد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ او ﻳﻚ ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر واﻗﻌﻲ ﺳﺖ.
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ﭘﺲ از ﺳﻜﺲ ،در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب دراز ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻧﺪ و ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ
زدﻧﺪ .دﻗﻴﻖ ﺗﺮ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد و ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا
ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﮔﺎه ﺣﺮﻓﻲ ﺑﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻳﺎ در ﻣـﻮرد ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ
در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺳﻮال ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ﭼﻬـﺎر و ﻧـﻴﻢ را
ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ داد ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد) ﺑﻪ دﻻﻳﻠﻲ ،ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ
ﺑﻨﻈــﺮ ﻣــﻲ رﺳــﻴﺪ ﻛــﻪ ﺑــﻪ اوج ﺧــﻮدش رﺳــﻴﺪه اﺳــﺖ( از
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﻳﺪ و ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺟﻤﻊ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد و آﻣـﺎده
ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدنِ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎم ﺑﺎﻳﺪ آﻣﺪه ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﺎر در ،ﺑﺎ او ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،زﻧﺠﻴﺮ ﭘﺸﺖ در را رﻫـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد و از ﻻي ﭘﺮده او را ﻣﻲ دﻳـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﻣـﺰداي آﺑـﻲ از راه
ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ روي ﺟﻠﻮي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .در ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﺷـﺶ ﺷـﺎم
ﺳﺎده اي آﻣﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان
آﺷﭙﺰ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد از اﻳﻦ رو ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻛﺎري ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻳـﻚ
وﻋﺪه ﻏﺬا ﺑﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ آﻣﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﺎ ﺷﺎﻣﺶ ﭘﺮﻳﺮ
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) ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻟﺐ ﺑﻪ اﻟﻜﻞ ﻧﻤﻲ زد( و ﭘﺲ از آن ﻗﻬﻮه ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪ
ﻛﻪ در ﺣﺎل ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ دي وي دي 3ﻫﻢ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻳـﺎ
ﻛﺘﺎب ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي ﻗﻄﻮر را دوﺳﺖ داﺷـﺖ ﺑﺨـﺼﻮص
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ .ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎي
زﻳﺎد دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺑﺎ او ﺣﺮف
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ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ او زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ .ﺑﺪون ﻛﺎﻣﭙﻴﻮﺗﺮ ﻫﻢ اﻣﻜﺎن
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﺘﺮﻧﺖ دﺳﺘﺮﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ .ﻫـﻴﭻ روزﻧﺎﻣـﻪ اي
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻧﺒﻮد و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن ﻫﻢ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ) .ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر دﻟﻴﻞ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ وﺟﻮد داﺷﺖ( .ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛـﻪ او
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮود .اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮدﻟﻴﻠﻲ دﻳﺪارﻫﺎي
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ،او ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا در ﻣﻮرد آﻳﻨﺪه اش زﻳﺎد ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﺒﻮد .اﮔـﺮ اﺗﻔـﺎﻗﻲ ﻣـﻲ
اﻓﺘﺎد ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺳﺨﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﻮري از ﭘﺲ آن ﺑﺮ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ آﻣـﺪ .در ﻳـﻚ ﺟﺰﻳـﺮه ﻣﺘـﺮوك
ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .ﻧﻪ ".ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،در ﻳـﻚ ﺟﺰﻳـﺮه ﻣﺘـﺮوك ﻫـﺴﺖ
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻗﺎدر ﻧﺒﻮد در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑـﺎ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺣـﺮف ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ ﻳـﺎ
دﻗﻴﻘﺘﺮ ﺑﺨﺶ دﻳﮕﺮداﺳﺘﺎن او را از دﺳﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﭽﻨـﺎن ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﻢ در رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﻣﻦ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﺑﻮدم" ﻳـﻚ
ﻧﻈﺮ ﺳﺎده و ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻮد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ ﻗﻄـﺐ ﺷـﻤﺎل در
دورﻫﺎي ﺷﻤﺎل اﺳﺖ .ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا ﻫـﻴﭻ درﻛـﻲ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ
ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﻮﺟﻮدي ﺑﻮد ،ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻛﻤﺘـﺮ از ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺲ ﻧﻈﺮ ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ در ﺑـﺎره اﻳـﻦ
ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ" ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﭼﻄﻮر ﻳﻚ ﻗـﺰل
آﻻ را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد؟"
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ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اول ﺑﺎر ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﻴﺪ ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ
ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻗﺰل آﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردﻧﺪ.
" ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه آرواره ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ وﻳﮋﮔﻲ ﺷﺎن
از دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﺎرﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎ ،ﻣﺘﻔﺎوﺗﻨﺪ".
"ﺗﻌﺠﺐ آور اﺳﺖ؟ ﻣﺎرﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎ آرواره دارﻧﺪ؟"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺷﮕﻔﺖ زده ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺗﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻧﺪﻳﺪي؟"
" ﺣﺎﻻ و از اﻳﻦ ﭘﺲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺎرﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرم وﻟﻲ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ دﻗﺖ
ﻧﻜﺮدم ﻛﻪ آرواره دارﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ".
" ﺧﻮب .ﺧﻮب ﻳﻚ وﻗﺖ دﻗﺖ ﻛﻦ ﺑﺒﻴﻦ .ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ آﻛﻮارﻳﻮم ﻳـﺎ
ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آن ﺑﺮو .ﻣﺎرﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫـﺎي ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ آرواره و دﻧـﺪان
دارﻧﺪ وﻟﻲ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣﻲ ﻣﻜﺪ ﻃﻮري ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎي ﺗﻪ رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻳﺎ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﻨﺪ و ﺑـﻪ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ
ﺷﻨﺎور ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ و ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻫﺮز داﺧـﻞ آب ﺗﻜـﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮرﻧﺪ" .
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا دﺳﺘﻪ اي از ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه را ﺗﺠﺴﻢ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﻪ
درﻳﺎﭼﻪ اي در ﻧﻮﺳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺻﺤﻨﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻃﻮري ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ واﻗﻌﻴﺖ ﻫﻤﺨﻮاﻧﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ واﻗﻌﻴـﺖ ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻏﻴﺮواﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻋﻠﻔﻬـﺎي ﻫـﺮز ﺗـﻪ آب
ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺷﺪه اﻧﺪ ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ .ﺳـﭙﺲ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻗﺰل آﻻ از ﺑﺎﻻﻳﺸﺎن ﻋﺒﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﺑﺪن آن ﻣﻲ
ﭼﺴﺒﻨﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺑـﺪن ﻗـﺰل آﻻ ﺳـﻔﺖ ﻣـﻲ
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ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .داﺧﻞ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻫﺎ ،ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ زﺑﺎن ﺑـﺎ دﻧﺪاﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻢ ﻗﺰل آﻻ ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺟﻠﻮ و ﻋﻘﺐ ﻣـﻲ روﻧـﺪ
ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳﻮراﺧﻲ در آن ﺑﺎز ﺷﻮد ﺳـﭙﺲ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﻮردنِ ذره ذرة ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﻗﺰل آﻻ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ " دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪارم ﻳﻚ ﻗﺰل آﻻ ﺑﻮدم"
"در زﻣﺎن روﻣﻲ ﻫﺎ ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه را در اﺳﺘﺨﺮﻫﺎ
آﺑﮕﻴﺮﻫـﺎ – م( ﭘﺮورش ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮده ﻫﺎي ﻣﻐـﺮور را در آن ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﺪ و ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه آﻧﻬﺎ را زﻧﺪه زﻧﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردﻧﺪ".
)

ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮدة روﻣﻲ ﻫـﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ " اول ﺑﺎر ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه دﻳﺪم زﻣﺎن ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ
اﺑﺘﺪاﻳﻲ و ﻳﻚ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑـﻪ آﻛﻮارﻳـﻮم ﺑـﻮد .وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺷـﺮحِ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ
زﻳﺴﺘﻦ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪم ،داﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ در واﻗـﻊ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻴـﺎد ﺑﻴـﺎورم – ﺑـﻪ ﺻـﺨﺮه اي ﭼـﺴﺒﻴﺪه ،در ﻣﻴـﺎن
ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻫﺮز دﻳﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم و ﻗﺰل آﻻي ﭼﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺎﻻي ﺳﺮم در ﺣﺎل ﺷﻨﺎ ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻮد.
" ﺧﻮردﻧﺸﺎن را ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻴﺎوري؟"
" ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺟﺎي ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻲ ﺳﺖ .وﻟﻲ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﺔ ﺧـﺎﻃﺮات
از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻨﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨـﺪه ﺑـﻮدي ،در ﺗـﻪ
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رودﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺟﻠﻮ و ﻋﻘﺐ ﺗﺎب ﻣﻲ ﺧـﻮردي ،اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻴﺎوري؟"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺧـﺎﻃﺮات زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴـﺸﻴﻦ ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄـﻮر
ﺑﻴﺎدآوردﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ " .اﮔﺮ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ،ﺟﺮﻗـﻪ اي از
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آوري .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﻧﮕﺎه ﮔﺬراﻳﻲ از ﺳﻮراخ ﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ در دﻳﻮار ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻨﺖ ﺑﻴﺎد ﺑﻴﺎوري؟"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ اش را ".ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺼﻮرﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اي ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻜﺮده
ﺑﻮد .او ﭘﺮ از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﻛﻨﻮﻧﺶ ﺑﻮد.
" ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎل ﺗﻪ درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺗﺮ و ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد .رو ﺑـﻪ
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﺎ دﻫﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺻﺨﺮه ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ،ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺎﻫﻲ اي ﻛﻪ
از ﺑﺎﻻي ﺳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ .زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ ﻗـﺰل آﻻي واﻗﻌـﺎ
ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم .ﻳﻚ ﻏـﺬاي ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻜﻞ ﺳـﻴﺎﻫﻲ ﻋﻈـﻴﻢ
اﻟﺠﺜﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺳﻔﻴﻨﻪ ﻓـﻀﺎﻳﻲ در ﺟﻨـﮓ ﺳـﺘﺎرﮔﺎن
ﺑﻮد .و ﭘﺮﻧﺪﮔﺎن ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺑـﺎ ﻣﻨﻘﺎرﻫـﺎي ﺗﻴﺰﻛـﻪ از آن زﻳﺮﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ
اﺑﺮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺷﻨﺎور درآﺳﻤﺎن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ"
"ﺗﻮ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ؟"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻣﺜﻞ روزِ روﺷـﻦ .ﻧـﻮر  ،ﺟﺮﻳـﺎن آب ،ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴــﺰ .ﮔــﺎﻫﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺗــﻮاﻧﻢ ﺣﺘــﻲ در ﺣﺎﻓﻈــﻪ ام ﺑــﻪ آن زﻣــﺎن
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم".
"آن وﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدي؟"
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" آره "
" ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ؟"
" ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻔﻜﺮ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه
ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .درﺑﺎره ﻣﻮﺿﻮﻋﺎﺗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮﻋﺎت
ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ،در اﺻـﻞ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ ﻫـﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ ﻫـﺎي
ﻣﻜﻨﺪه اﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻨﺎن ﻓﻜﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت وﺟﻮد ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ .ﻣﺘﻌﻠﻖ
ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴﺎي آب ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ در رﺣﻢ ﻣـﺎدر
ﺑﻮدﻳﻢ .آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ وﻟﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻴﻢ
ﺑــﻪ زﺑــﺎﻧﻲ ﻛــﻪ در آﻧﺠــﺎ اﺳــﺘﻔﺎده ﻣــﻲ ﻛــﺮدﻳﻢ ﺑﻴــﺎن ﻛﻨــﻴﻢ.
درﺳﺖ؟"
" ﺻﺒﺮ ﻛﻦ! ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي در رﺣﻢ را ﺑﻴﺎد ﺑﻴـﺎوري ﻛـﻪ
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ؟"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺳﺮش را ﺑﺎﻻ آورد ﺗﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ و ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎً .ﺗﻮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ؟"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻧﻪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ".
" ﭘﺲ ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ در ﺑﺎره زﻧﺪﮔﻲ در رﺣﻢ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﮔﻔﺖ"
در ﻣﻮرد آن روز ،ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا در دﻓﺘﺮ روزﻧﮕـﺎري اش ﺛﺒـﺖ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد" ﺷﻬﺮزاد ،ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ،در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻦ".
ﺷﻚ داﺷﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ از ﭼﻨﺎن زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اي آﻣﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت آن را ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺷﻬﺮزاد را ﭼﻬﺎر ﻣﺎه ﭘﻴﺶ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ،در ﺷﻬﺮﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ در ﺷﻤﺎل ﺗﻮﻛﻴﻮ ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺷـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد و ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ راﺑـﻂ ﭘـﺸﺘﻴﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪه ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ
ﺗﻌﻴﻴﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .از آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺑـﺮود،
ﻧﻘﺶ ﺷﻬﺮزاد اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺧﺮﻳـﺪﻫﺎي ﻣـﻮاد ﻏـﺬاﻳﻲ و
دﻳﮕﺮ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮرد ﻧﻴﺎزش ﺑﻮد ﺑﺨﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺎورد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا ﭼـﻪ
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ دوﺳﺖ دارد ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ ﻳـﺎ ﭼـﻪ ﺳـﻲ دي ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺎﻳـﻞ
اﺳﺖ ﺑﺸﻨﻮد .ﺑﻌﻼوه ﺷـﻬﺮزاد ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋـﻪ اي از دي وي دي
اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد -ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﺷﻬﺮزاد اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﺸﻜﻞ داﺷﺖ.
ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺑﻌﻨﻮان اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﺔ از
اﺗﻜﺎء ﺑﺨﻮد ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد او را ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا
آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﺎﻧﺪوﻣﻬﺎ روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﻜﺲ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻜﻲ از وﻇﺎﻳﻒ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد اﺳـﺖ ﻳـﺎ
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻌﺎﻟﻴﺘﻬﺎي ﭘﻴﺸﺘﻴﺒﺎﻧﻲ اش اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از آﻧﻬـﺎ اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﻴﺰه ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻮد ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا
ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮﻧﺔ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻳﺪ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮد و ﻫﺮ ﭘﻴـﺸﻨﻬﺎدي
را ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﺨﺎﻟﻔﺘﻲ ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ.
ﺳﻜﺲِ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ اﻟﺰام ﺣﺘﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻧﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ در آن
ﺣﺲ دﻟﺒﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ آﻣـﺎده ﺑـﺎش
داﺷﺖ و ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺗﻤﺎﻳﻞ و ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻬﺎﻳﺸﺎن ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺷﻮد.
درﺳﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ راﻧﻨﺪه اي ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫـﺪ ﺷـﺎﮔﺮدش ﺑـﻴﺶ از
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ﺣﺪ در ﻣﻮرد راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ اش ﻫﻴﺠـﺎﻧﺰده ﺷـﻮد .ﺑـﺎ اﻳـﻦ وﺟـﻮد،
ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻛﺮدن ﻃﻮري ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺸﻮد ﺑـﻪ آن ﻳـﻚ ﻋﻤـﻞ
اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎﺗﻲ و ﺷﻬﻮاﻧﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﻫـﻢ ﻳـﻚ ﻛـﺎر ﺣﺮﻓـﻪ اي
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻳﻜﻲ از وﻇﺎﻳﻔﺶ آﻏﺎز ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد) ﻳﺎ ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺪﻳﺪا ﻣﺸﻮﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد( وﻟﻲ در ﻳﻚ ﻧﻘﻄﻪ ﻣﻌﻴﻨﻲ ﺷﻬﺮزاد
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ در ﻳﻚ ﺷـﻴﻮه ﻣﺸﺨـﺼﻲ ﺑـﺪن او واﻛـﻨﺶ
ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ داد – ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ از آن ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﻳﻦ را ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎر ﻇﺮﻳﻒ و ﺣﺴﺎس ﺑﻨﺎﻣﺪ .ﺷﻴﻮه اي ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺪن ﺷﻬﺮزاد واﻛﻨﺶ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻣﻲ داد ،واﻛﻨﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻫﻢ
از آن ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ .ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ از ﻫﻤـﻪ ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا ﺣﻴـﻮان
وﺣﺸﻲ اي زﻧﺪاﻧﻲ ﺷﺪه در ﻳﻚ ﻗﻔﺲ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ اﻧـﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ
اﺣﺴﺎﺳﺎت ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻮد و ﺳﻜﺲ ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﻳـﻚ ﻫـﺪف ﻣﺤـﺾ
ﺟﺴﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮآوردنِ اﻣﻴـﺎل ﺧـﻮد او ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﺎ اﻳـﻦ ﺣـﺎل
ﺷﻬﺮزاد راﺑﻄﻪ ﺟﻨﺴﻲ ﺷﺎن را ﻳﻚ وﻇﻴﻔﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ
اﻳﻦ راﺑﻄﻪ ﺗﺎ ﭼﻪ ﺣﺪ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑـﻮد؟
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ.
و اﻳﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا اﻏﻠﺐ اﺣـﺴﺎس
و ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺷﻬﺮزاد را ﺑـﺴﺨﺘﻲ درك ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻣـﺜﻼ
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ وﻗﺘﻬﺎ ﺷﻮرﺗﻬﺎي ﻧﺨﻲ ﮔﺸﺎد ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﺷﻮرﺗﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ زﻧﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دار در ﺳﻨﻴﻦ ﺳﻲِ ﺷﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﻮﺷﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺣﺪس و ﮔﻤﺎن ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا
ﺑﻮد ﭼﻮن ﺗﺎ آن وﻗﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ راﺑﻄﻪ اي ﺑﺎ زﻧﺎن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ داري ﻛﻪ در
٢٠

٢١

ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳﻦ و ﺳﺎﻟﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ،ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد روزﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺷﻮرﺗﻬﺎي رﻧﮕﻲ ﺣﺎﺷﻴﻪ دار ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﭼﺮاﻳﻲ اﻳﻦ
ﻛﺎر ﻳﻌﻨﻲ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻣﻲ داد ،ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا را ﮔﻴﺞ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد درﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي
ﺷﺎن و داﺳﺘﺎن ﮔﻮﻳﻲِ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛﺪام در ﻛﺠـﺎ ﺗﻤـﺎم ﺷـﺪ و از ﻛﺠـﺎ ﺷـﺮوع ﺷـﺪ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي را ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ
ﺷﻬﺮزاد را دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ و ﺳﻜﺲ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا
ﺟﺴﻤﺎً ﺑﺎ ﺷﻬﺮزاﻧﺪ ﺷﺪﻳﺪا ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ داﺷﺖ اﻣـﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ ﮔـﻴﺞ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد.
روزي ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب دراز ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
ﮔﻔﺖ " وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ اﺷﻐﺎل ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺧـﺎﻟﻲ ﻛـﺮدم
ﻧﻮﺟﻮان ﺑﻮدم ) ﻣﻨﻈﻮر ﺧﺎﻧﺔ ﻣﺘﺮوﻛﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻲ اﺟﺎزه اﺷﻐﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد – م(.
– ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﮕﻮﻳـﺪ-
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺣﺮﻓﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ" ﺗﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ دزداﻧﻪ وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺷﺪي؟"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺧﺸﻜﻲ ﺟﻮاب داد" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ"
" ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻲ .ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﺎدت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ"
"وﻟﻲ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻗﺎﻧﻮﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ"
" اﺣﻤﻖ .ﺧﻄﺮﻧﺎك اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎل اﻧﺠﺎﻣﺶ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻲ".
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺷﻬﺮزاد اداﻣﻪ دﻫﺪ.
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ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺟﺎﻟﺐ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ
ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ در آن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺳﻜﻮت ﻛﺎﻣﻞ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻃﻮري ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺟﺎي ﺟﻬﺎن اﺳـﺖ.
اﻳﻦ ﺣﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ دﻫﺪ .وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﻢ و ﺳﻜﻮت ﻣﺤـﺾ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ام
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﺑﻮدم ،در ﻣﻦ ﺗـﺪاﻋﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد.
درﺑﺎره اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﭘﻴﺸﻴﻨﻢ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨـﺪه ﺑـﻮدم ،ﺑـﻪ ﺗـﻮ
ﮔﻔﺘﻢ .درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ .ﮔﻔﺘﻲ"
" درﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻪ اﻧﺪام ﻣﻜﻨﺪة ام ﺑﻪ ﺻﺨﺮه زﻳﺮ آب
ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ،و ﺑﺪﻧﻢ ﺑﺎﻻي ﺳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ و ﻋﻘﺐ ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردﻧﺪ.
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻫﺮزِ دور و ﺑﺮِ ﻣﻦ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ در ﺳﻜﻮت ﻣﺤﺾ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﮔـﻮش ﻧﺪاﺷـﺘﻢ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮم
ﺳﻜﻮت ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .روزﻫﺎي آﻓﺘﺎﺑﻲ ،ﻧﻮرﻫﺎ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺗﻴﺮﻫﺎي ﭘﻴﻜـﺎن
از ﺳﻄﺢ آب ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ زدﻧﺪ .از ﺑﺎﻻي ﻣﻦ ﻣـﺎﻫﻲ ﻫـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﻤﻪ رﻧﮓ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﺷﻜﻞ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .و ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ام ﺧﺎﻟﻲ از ﻫﺮ ﻓﻜﺮي
ﺑﻮد .اﻓﻜﺎري ﻏﻴﺮ از اﻓﻜﺎر ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .اﺑـﺮي اﻣـﺎ
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﺎﻟﺺ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺟﺎي ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺟﺎﻟﺒﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در آن ﺑﺎﺷﻲ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺷﺮح داد ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي را ﺳـﺮﺧﻮد وارد
ﺷﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺳﻦ ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ در دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد و ﺳﺮ ﻳﻚ
ﭘﺴﺮ ﺟﻮان در ﻛﻼﺳﺶ درﮔﻴﺮي ﺷﺪﻳﺪي داﺷﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﭘﺴﺮ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺟﺬاﺑﺶ ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻲ .ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻗﺪ و ﻣﻮي ﻛﻮﺗﺎه

٢٢

٢٣

ﺷﺪه ،داﻧﺶ آﻣﻮز ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻳﻚ ﺗﻴﻢ ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎل ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد
و ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺷﺪﻳﺪا ﺑﻪ او ﺟﺬب ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﻇـﺎﻫﺮا او دﺧﺘـﺮ
دﻳﮕﺮي در ﻛﻼﺳﺶ را دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ و ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد ﺗـﻮﺟﻬﻲ
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از ﻋﻼﻗﺔ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
آﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او را از ﻓﻜﺮ
ﺧﻮد ﺑﻴﺮون ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣﺘﻲ ﻓﻘﻂ دﻳﺪن ﭘﺴﺮ ،ﺷـﻬﺮزاد را از ﺧـﻮد
ﺑﻲ ﺧﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﮔﺎه ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر داﺷـﺖ ﭘﺮﺗـﺎب
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﻛﺎري درﻣﻮردش ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ
دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻫـﻢ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻋﺸﻘﺶ اﻋﺘﺮاف ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻳﻚ روز ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻧﺮﻓﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﺔ ﭘﺴﺮ رﻓﺖ .از ﺟﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدش زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺣﺪود ﭘـﺎﻧﺰده دﻗﻴﻘـﻪ ﭘﻴـﺎده راه
ﺑﻮد .ﺷﻬﺮزاد از ﭘﻴﺶ وﺿﻌﻴﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻮادﮔﻲِ ﭘﺴﺮ را ﺑﺮرﺳﻲ ﻛﺮده
ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎدرش در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﺷﻬﺮِ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ زﺑﺎن ژاﭘﻨﻲ ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺪرش ﻛﻪ در ﻳﻚ ﺷﺮﻛﺖ ﺳﻴﻤﺎن ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﭼﻨﺪ
ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ در ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎدﺛﺔ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺸﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺧﻮاﻫﺮش
داﻧﺶ آﻣﻮز ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي اول دﺑﻴﺮﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﺑﺪان ﻣﻌﻨـﻲ ﺑـﻮد
ﻛﻪ روزﻫﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺎن ﻧﺒﻮد.
ﺑﺪون ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ،درِ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺎن ﻗﻔـﻞ ﺑـﻮد .ﺷـﻬﺮزاد زﻳـﺮ ﺗـﺸﻚ
زﻳﺮﭘﺎﻳﻲِ ﺟﻠﻮي در ،دﻧﺒﺎل ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﮔﺸﺖ .ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ زﻳﺮ آن
ﺑﻮد.
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در ﺷﻬﺮِﻛﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آﻧﺠﺎ ،ﻣﺤﻠـﻪ اي ﺳـﺎﻛﺖ و آرام ،ﻋﻤﻮﻣـﺎ
ﺟﺮاﻳﻤﻲ رخ ﻧﻤﻲ داد و ﻳﻚ ﻛﻠﻴﺪ ﻳﺪﻛﻲ اﻏﻠﺐ زﻳﺮ ﺗـﺸﻜﭽﻪ
زﻳﺮﭘﺎﻳﻲ ﺟﻠﻮي در ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﺑﺮاي اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد در زد .ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ اﻃﻤﻴﻨﺎن ﺣﺎﺻﻞ
ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺨﻲ از داﺧﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ او را ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ .در را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و وارد
ﺷﺪ .در را دوﺑﺎره از داﺧﻞ ﻗﻔﻞ ﻛـﺮد .ﻛﻔـﺸﻬﺎﻳﺶ را در آورد.
ﻛﻔﺸﻬﺎﻳﺶ را در ﻳﻚ ﻛﻴﺴﻪ ﭘﻼﺳـﺘﻴﻜﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ و آن را در
ﻛﻮﻟﻪ ﭘﺸﺘﻲ اش ﺟﺎ داد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻧﻮك ﭘﺎﻳﻲ از ﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺒﻘﻪ
دوم رﻓﺖ.
اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب او ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﺗﺼﻮرش را ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،در آن ﻃﺒﻘﻪ
ﺑﻮد .ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .در ﻗﻔـﺴﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻛﺘﺎب ،ﻳﻚ ﺿﺒﻂ ﺻﻮت اﺳﺘﺮﺋﻮ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳـﻲ دي ﺑـﻮد .روي
دﻳﻮار ﺗﻘﻮﻳﻤﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻋﻜﺲ از ﺗﻴﻢ ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎل ﺑﺎرﺳﻠﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﻛﻨﺎر
آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺒﻮد ﺟﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎﻧﺮ ) ﺗـﺎﺑﻠﻮي ﺑـﺰرگ
ﺗﺒﻠﻴﻐﻲ – م( ﺗﻴﻢ ورزﺷﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻋﻜﺴﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻘﻂ
دﻳﻮاري ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ ﻛﺮم رﻧﮓ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﭘﺮده ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ ﺟﻠـﻮي
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد .اﺗﺎق ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺳﺮِ ﺟﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﭘﺨﺶ ﺷﺪه ،ﭘﻮﺷﺸﻲ ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﻧﺒﻮد .اﺗﺎق از ﺷﺨﺼﻴﺖ
دﻗﻴﻖ ﺳﺎﻛﻦ آن ﻧﺸﺎن داﺷﺖ .ﻳﺎ ﻣﺎدري ﻛـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﻣﺮﺗﺐ و ﻣﻨﻈﻢ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﻳﺎ ﻫـﺮ دو .ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد را
ﻋﺼﺒﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﮔﺮ اﺗﺎق در ﻫﻢ و ﺑﺮﻫﻢ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻣﺘﻮﺟـﺔ
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ﻧﺎﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮدنِ ﺟﺰﺋﻲ اي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺮﺗﻜﺒﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎ
اﻳﻦ وﺟﻮد در ﻋﻴﻦ ﺣﺎل ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺔ ﺗﻤﻴﺰي و ﺳﺎدﮔﻲ اﺗﺎق ،ﻧﻈـﻢ
ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺶ ،او را ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ از او ﺧﻮﺷـﺶ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ .
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺧﻢ ﺷﺪ و ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي روي ﺻﻨﺪ ﻟﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻴﺰ ﺗﺤﺮﻳـﺮ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻗﻠﺒﺶ ﻣﻲ زد و ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮد" اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﺮﺷﺐ ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ" وﺳـﺎﻳﻞِ روي ﻣﻴـﺰ را ﻳﻜـﻲ ﻳﻜـﻲ
ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ،ﻣﻴﺎن اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ ،آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻮ ﻛﺮد ،روي ﻟﺒﺎﻧﺶ
ﻧﮕــﻪ داﺷــﺖ .ﻣــﺪادش ،ﻗﻴﭽــﻲ اش ،ﺧــﻂ ﻛــﺸﺶ ،ﻣﺎﺷــﻴﻦ
دوﺧﺘﺶ -ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﺎ اﻓﺘﺎده ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﭘﺮارزش ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد
ﭼﻮن ﻣﺎلِ او ﺑﻮد.
ﻛﺸﻮي ﻣﻴـﺰ او را ﺑـﺎز ﻛـﺮد و ﺑـﺪﻗﺖ ﻣﺤﺘـﻮاي داﺧـﻞ آن را
وارﺳﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎﻻﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺸﻮ ﺑﻪ دو ﺑﺨﺶ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻫـﺮ
ﻗــﺴﻤﺖ ﻃﺒﻘــﻪ ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ داﺷــﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫــﺎي ﭘﺮاﻛﻨــﺪه و
ﻳﺎدﮔﺎرﻳﻬــﺎ ﺑــﻮد .ﻛــﺸﻮي دوﻣــﻲ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘــﺮ ﺑــﻮد و دﻓﺘﺮﻫــﺎي
ﻛﻼﺳﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ در آن ﺑﻮد.در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ در ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦِ
ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﻮد ) -ﮔُﻮد ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺸﻮ( ﭘﺮ از ﻛﺎﻏﺬﻫﺎي ﻛﻬﻨﻪ ،دﻓﺘﺮﭼـﻪ
ﻫﺎي ﻳﺎدداﺷﺖ و اوراق اﻣﺘﺤﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻳـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻴﻢ ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎل .ﺷﻬﺮزاد اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺨﺼﻲ از او ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ -ﺷﺎﻳﺪﻳﻚ ﻳﺎدداﺷﺖ روزاﻧﻪ ،ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺶ – اﻣﺎ ﻣﻴﺰ ﺗﺤﺮﻳﺰ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از آن دﺳـﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ﻧـﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﻋﻜﺲ ﺣﺘﻲ .ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻛﻤﻲ ﻏﻴﺮﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ آﻣـﺪ.
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آﻳﺎ ﻏﻴﺮ از ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ و ﻓﻮﺗﺒـﺎل ،ﭼﻴـﺰ دﻳﮕـﺮي در زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ اش
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ؟ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺷﺨـﺼﻲ اش را ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛـﺲ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑـﻪ آن
دﺳﺖ ﻳﺎﺑﺪ؟
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻨﻮز روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻴﺰ ﺗﺤﺮﻳـﺮ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد و
ﭼﺸﻤﺶ روي دﺳﺘﻨﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ،وراي ﻛﻠﻤﺎت ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ .ﺑـﺮاي
آرام ﻛــﺮدن ﺧــﻮد ،از ﺻــﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﺑﻠﻨــﺪ ﺷــﺪ و روي ﻛــﻒ اﺗــﺎق
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﺳﻘﻒ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد .در اﻃﺮاﻓﺶ ﺳﻜﻮت ﻣﺤـﺾ ﺑـﻮد.
ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺗﺮﺗﻴﺐ ،او ﺑﻪ دﻧﻴﺎي ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺖ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ " ﻫﻤﻪ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ ﻛـﺮدي ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ وارد
اﺗﺎﻗﺶ ﺑﺸﻮي و وﺳﺎﻳﻠﺶ را ﺑﮕﺮدي و ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻲ؟"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻧﻪ .ﭼﻴﺮﻫﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻴﺰي از او ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎورم .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ او ﻫـﺮ روز ﺑـﺎ
ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﺑﺪﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪ .وﻟﻲ آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺒﻮد
ﻛﻪ از دﺳﺖ دادﻧﺶ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .از اﻳﻨـﺮو ﻳﻜـﻲ از
ﻣﺪادﻫﺎﻳﺶ را دزدﻳﺪم".
" ﻓﻘﻂ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪاد؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ .ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ را ﻛﻪ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ دزدﻳﺪن ﻳﻚ
ﭼﻴﺰ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﻓﻘﻂ او را ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﺎﻧﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي دزدﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮدم ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ از ﻫﻤﺔ اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻦ دزد ﻋـﺸﻖ
ﺑﻮدم"
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ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا از اﻳﻦ ﻋﻨﻮان ﺧﻮﺷﺶ آﻣﺪ " دزد ﻋﺸﻖ؟"
" ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﮕـﺬارم ﻛـﻪ
ﺛﺎﺑﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدم .ﺑﻴﺎنِ اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎرم ﻳﻚ دزدي ﺳـﺎده
ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﻣﺒﺎدﻟﻪ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺟﺎ
ﺑﮕﺬارم؟ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻪ ﻓﻜﺮم ﻧﻤـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ .در ﺳـﺎك ﺧـﻮدم و
ﺟﻴﺒﻬﺎﻳﻢ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮدم
ﻧﻬﻴﺐ زدم ﻛﻪ ﭼﺮا ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدم ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ .ﺳـﺮاﻧﺠﺎم
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻳـﻚ ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن ،4اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺗـﺎﻣﭙﻮنِ اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده
ﻧﺸﺪه و ﻫﻨـﻮز در ﭘﻮﺷـﺶ ﭘﻼﺳـﺘﻴﻜﻲ اش ،را ﺟـﺎ ﺑﮕـﺬارم.
ﻋﺎدت ﻣﺎﻫﺎﻧﻪ ام ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد .ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺗـﺎﻣﭙﻮن ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮد
داﺷﺘﻢ .آن را در اﻧﺘﻬﺎي ﻛﺸﻮي ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻨﻲ ﻗﺮار دادم .ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﭘﻴﺪاﻛﺮدﻧﺶ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﻮد .از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرم ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎل ﺑـﻮدم.
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮﻧﻬﺎي ﻣﻦ در ﻛﺸﻮي ﻣﻴـﺰ او ﻗـﺮار
داﺷﺖ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺧﻮﺷـﺤﺎﻟﻲ ،ﺧـﻮﻧﺮﻳﺰي ﻣﺎﻫﺎﻧـﻪ ام
ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﭘﺲ از آن ﺷﺮوع ﺷﺪ.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺒﺎدﻟﻪ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪاد ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در دﻓﺘﺮ روزﻧﮕﺎري اش ﺑﺮاي آن روز ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻮﺷﺖ " .دزد ﻋﺸﻖ .ﻣﺪاد .ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن" دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ!
" ﻓﻘﻂ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﭘﺎﻧﺰده دﻗﻴﻘﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺑﻮدم .ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ از آن
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ .اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ ام از رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد
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و ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪم در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ داﺧـﻞ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﻮدم ،ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ.
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن را وارﺳﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺷﻮم ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ،از در
ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪم ،آن را ﻗﻔﻞ ﻛﺮدم و ﻛﻠﻴﺪ را زﻳﺮ ﺗﺸﻜﭽﻪ زﻳﺮﭘﺎﻳﻲ
دم در ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻢ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ رﻓﺘﻢ و ﻣﺪاد ارزﺷﻤﻨﺪ را ﺑﺎ
ﺧﻮد ﺣﻤﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ آن ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺷـﺪ .ﺑـﻪ زﻣـﺎن ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ
رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و داﺷﺖ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻔﻲ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﺪا ﻳﻜﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭘﺲ ازﺳﻜﻮﺗﻲ ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ،ﮔﻔﺖ " آن ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ،ﺷﺎدﺗﺮﻳﻦ
ﻫﻔﺘﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ام ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎ ﻣﺪادش ﻫﻴﺠﺎﻧﺰده ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ در دﻓﺘـﺮ
ﻳﺎدداﺷﺘﻢ ﻧﻮﺷـﺘﻢ .آن را ﺑـﻮ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪم .ﺑﻮﺳـﻴﺪم .ﺑـﻪ ﮔﻮﻧـﻪ ام
ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪم .ﻣﻴﺎن اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎﻧﻢ ﺗﺎب دادم .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ در دﻫﺎﻧﻢ ﺑﺮدم
و ﻣﻜﻴﺪم .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ دردﻧـﺎك ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫﺮﭼـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﻫﺮوﻗﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ و ﻳﻚ ﻣﺪاد دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮﻣـﻲ داﺷـﺘﻢ .آﻧﺠـﺎ
دﺳــﺘﻪ اي از ﻣــﺪادﻫﺎي اﺳــﺘﻔﺎده ﺷــﺪه در ﺟﺎﻣــﺪاديِ روي
ﻣﻴﺰش ﺑﻮد .اﺻﻼ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻳﻜـﻲ ﻛـﻢ ﺷـﺪه اﺳـﺖ .و
اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن ﺗﺔ ﻛﺸﻮي ﻣﻴﺰش
ﺟﺎداده ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرم ﻣﺮا ﺑﻴﻨﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﻫﻴﺠﺎﻧﺰده ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد-
در ﻛﻤﺮ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻨﻢ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺲ ﻋﺠﻴﺒـﻲ ﺣـﺲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم .دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﻧﺎراﺣﺘﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ در دﻧﻴﺎي واﻗﻌﻲ ﺗـﻮﺟﻬﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
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ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺣﺘﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ از ﺣﻀﻮرم آﮔﺎه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻮن در ﻧﻬﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي از او در ﺧﻮد داﺷﺘﻢ – ﺑﺨـﺸﻲ از
او ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد"
ده روز ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد دوﺑﺎره از ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ در رﻓﺖ و دوﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﺴﺮ رﻓﺖ .ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻳﺎزده ﺻﺒﺢ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ دﻓﻌـﻪ ﭘـﻴﺶ،
ﻛﻠﻴﺪ را از زﻳﺮ ﺗـﺸﻚ زﻳﺮﭘـﺎﻳﻲ دم در ﺑﺮداﺷـﺖ و در را ﺑـﺎز
ﻛﺮد .دوﺑﺎره اﺗﺎﻗﺶ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ و ﻣﻨﻈﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﺷﻬﺮزاد اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﻛـﺎري
ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺪادي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺮاي اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛـﺮدن داﺷـﺖ
اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮد و آن را در ﻛﻴﻔﺶ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﺑـﺎ اﺣﺘﻴـﺎط
روي ﺗﺨﺖ دراز ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ ،دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را روي ﺳـﻴﻨﻪ اش ﺟﻤـﻊ
ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﺳﻘﻒ ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧـﺖ .اﻳـﻦ رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاﺑﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او
ﻫﺮﺷﺐ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﺷﺪ ﻗﻠﺒﺶ ﺷﺪﻳﺪﺗﺮ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ و
درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﻔـﺲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪنِ ﻋـﺎدي ،ﻣـﺸﻜﻞ دارد .رﻳـﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺶ از ﻫﻮا ﭘﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷـﺪ و ﺣﻨﺠـﺮه اش ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ اﺳـﺘﺨﻮان
ﺧﺸﻚ ﺷﺪه  ،ﻫﺮ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن را ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ دردﻧﺎك ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ و آن را ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﻛـﺮد و ﻛـﻒ
اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﻫﻤﺎن ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ دﻓﻌﻪ اول ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻘﻒ
ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺨﻮدش ﮔﻔـﺖ" ﺑـﺮاي رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب او ﻫﻨـﻮز آﻣـﺎده
ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﺑﺎ آن ﺑﺮاﻳﻢ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ".
اﻳــﻦ ﺑــﺎر ﺷــﻬﺮزاد ﻧــﻴﻢ ﺳــﺎﻋﺖ در آن ﺧﺎﻧــﻪ ﮔﺬراﻧــﺪ .دﻓﺘــﺮ
ﻳﺎدداﺷــﺖ او را از ﻛــﺸﻮ در آورد .ﻣﻴﺎﻧــﺸﺎن ﮔــﺸﺖ .ﻛﺘــﺎب
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ﮔﺰارﺷﻲ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد و آن را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .درﺑﺎره ﻛﻮﻛـﻮرو ، 5رﻣـﺎﻧﻲ
اﺛﺮ ﺳﻮﺳﻜﻲ ﻧﺎﺗﺴﻮﻣﻪ 6ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪﻧﻲ اش در آن
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد .دﺳﺘﺨﻂ او زﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ از ﻫﺮ داﻧﺶ آﻣـﻮز
درﺳﺨﻮانِ ﻛﻼس اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﻧـﻪ اﺷـﺘﺒﺎﻫﻲ ﻳـﺎ از ﻗﻠـﻢ
اﻓﺘﺎدﮔﻲ اي در ﺟﺎﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﻧﻤﺮه آن ﻋﺎﻟﻲ ﺑـﻮد .ﭼـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ
دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ ﻫﺮ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎري ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻗﻠﻤﻲ ﺑﺎ آن
زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ،ﺑﻄﻮر ﺧﻮدﻛﺎر ﻳﻚ ﻋﺎﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ داد ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪن ﺧﻄـﻲ
ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد در ﻛﺸﻮي ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي او ،ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ را ﺑﺘﺮﺗﻴـﺐ از ﻟﺒـﺎس
زﻳﺮ ،ﺟﻮراﺑﻬﺎ ،ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﻫﺎ و ﺷﻠﻮارﻫﺎ .ﻟﺒﺎس ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎﻟﺶ را وارﺳﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻟﻜﻪ دار و ﻓﺮﺳﻮده ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﺧـﻮدش آﻧﻬـﺎ را ﺗـﺎ
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد؟ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ اﺣﺘﻤﺎل زﻳﺎد ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﺮاي او اﻧﺠﺎم داده ﺑﻮد؟
ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻛﻤﻲ ﺣﺴﺎدﺗﺶ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ اﻳـﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﻫﺮ ﺑﺎر و ﻫﺮ روز اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺧﻢ ﺷﺪ و ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي داﺧﻞ ﻛﺸﻮ را ﺑﻮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ
ﺑﻮي ﺗﺎزه ﺷﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه و ﺧﺸﻚ ﺷـﺪة در آﻓﺘـﺎب را ﻣـﻲ داد.
ﻳﻚ ﺗﻲ ﺷﺮت ﮔﺸﺎد ﺧﺎﻛﺴﺘﺮي را ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﺑﺎزش ﻛـﺮد و ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﻓـﺸﺮد .آﻳـﺎ اﻣﻜـﺎن داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻗﻄـﺮه اي از ﻋـﺮق
زﻳﺮﺑﻐﻠﺶ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ وﻟﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل
ﻣﺪﺗﻲ آن را ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺎن ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ ،آن را ﺑﻮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻣـﻲ
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ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺗﻲ ﺷﺮت را ﺑـﺮاي ﺧـﻮدش ﻧﮕـﻪ دارد .وﻟـﻲ ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ
رﻳﺴﻜﻲ)ﺧﻄﺮﻧﺎك-ﻣﺨﺎﻃﺮه آﻣﻴﺰ-م( ﺑﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎي او ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ و ﻣـﻨﻈﻢ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﻳﺎ ﻣـﺎدرش از ﻧﺒـﻮد ﺗـﻲ ﺷـﺮت آﮔـﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ آن را ﺗﺎ ﻛﺮد و در ﺟـﺎي ﺧـﻮدش ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪ.
ﺑﺠﺎي ﺗﻲ ﺷﺮت ﻳﻚ ﻧﺸﺎن ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺗﻮپ ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎل ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ .ﻧﺸﺎن را در ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻛﺸﻮﻫﺎ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ
ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﺑﻪ ﻛﻼﺳﻬﺎي ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺷﻚ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ
ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ آن ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .در ﺣﺪاﻗﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد آن را داﺷـﺖ .ﻛـﺸﻮي
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻨﻲ ﻣﻴﺰ ﺗﺤﺮﻳﺮ را وارﺳﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .دﻳﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﺮﺟﺎﻳﺶ اﺳﺖ.
ﺷــﻬﺮزاد ﺳــﻌﻲ ﻛــﺮد ﺗــﺼﻮر ﻛﻨــﺪ وﻗﺘــﻲ ﻣــﺎدرش آن را در
ﻛﺸﻮﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد؟ آﻳـﺎ از او
ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻳﻚ ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن در ﻛﺸﻮي او ﭼـﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد؟ ﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛـﺮدن ﺗـﺎﻣﭙﻮن را ﺑـﺼﻮرت ﻳـﻚ راز ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﺧﻮدش ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ؟ و ﺗﺼﻮرِ ﺑـﺪ ﺧـﻮدش را در ﭘـﺴﺘﻮي
ذﻫﻨﺶ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ؟ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد اﺻـﻼ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ وﻟـﻲ
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ ﺗـﺎﻣﭙﻮن را در ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﺑﮕـﺬارد.
ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ از ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻦ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﺳﺮَي اش ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﺮاي ﻳﺎدﻣﺎن دوﻣﻴﻦ دﻳـﺪارش از آن ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ،ﺳـﻪ ﺗـﺎر
ﻣﻮﻳﺶ را در آﻧﺠﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺷﺐ ﭘﻴﺶ از آن ،ﻣﻮﻫﺎ را ﻛﻨـﺪه و
در ﻳﻚ ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻚ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪه و در ﻳﻚ ﭘﺎﻛﺖ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨـﺪي
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ﻛﺮده و ﻛﻨﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .آن وﻗﺖ ﭘﺎﻛﺖ را از ﻛﻴﻒ ﺧـﻮدش
در آورد و آن را ﻻي ﻳﻜﻲ از دﻓﺘﺮﻫﺎي رﻳﺎﺿـﻲ در ﻛـﺸﻮﻳﺶ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﺳﻪ ﺗﺎر ﻣﻮ ﺻﺎف و ﺳﻴﺎه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻧﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪان دراز ،ﻧـﻪ
ﭼﻨﺪان ﻛﻮﺗﺎه .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺪون آزﻣﺎﻳﺶ دي ان
اي ،7ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺪ از ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮوﺷﻨﻲ ﭘﻴﺪا ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﻮي ﻳﻚ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮد و ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ رﻓـﺖ و ﺳـﺮِ
وﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻼس ﻧﻴﻤﺮوزش رﺳﻴﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎر دﻳﮕـﺮ ﺑـﺮاي ده روز
ﺧﻮش ﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ او ﺗـﺎ آن ﺣـﺪ ﻣـﺎل
ﺧﻮدش ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .وﻟﻲ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺗـﻮان داﺷـﺖ،
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي زﻧﺠﻴﺮوار ﺑﺪون ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﻫﻤـﺎﻧﻄﻮر
ﻛﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﺰﻳﺪن ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺮدم ﺷـﺪﻳﺪا اﻋﺘﻴـﺎد
آور اﺳﺖ.
در اﻳﻦ ﻧﻘﻄﻪ از داﺳﺘﺎن ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻛﻨﺎرش ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛـﺮد
و دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ  4:32دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﺮوز ﺑﻮد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮدش ﺣﺮف
ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ" ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮوم ".از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻴـﺮون آﻣـﺪ و ﺷـﻮرت
ﮔﺸﺎدش را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ ،ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺑﻨﺪش را ﺑﺴﺖ ،ﺷـﻠﻮار ﺟﻴـﻨﺶ را
ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ و ﻛﻼي ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ آﺑﻲ ﺗﻴﺮه ﻧﺎﻳﻜـﻪ را ﺳـﺮش ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ
ﺳﭙﺲ دﺳﺘﺶ را در دﺳﺘﺸﻮﻳﻲ ﺷﺴﺖ و ﻣﻮﻫـﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑـﺮس
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻣﺰداي آﺑﻲ اش رﻓﺖ.
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ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺷﺪه ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛـﺎر ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ اﻧﺠـﺎم دﻫـﺪ .در
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب دراز ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﺎﺟﺮاي داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد .ذره ذره ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪﻧﺶ ﻛﺮد.
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﮔﺎوي ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺨﻮار ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد داﺳـﺘﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﻛﺠـﺎ
ﺧﺘﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ؟ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻫﻤﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻴﭻ درﻛـﻲ از
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺳﺨﺖ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد را
در ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ داﻧﺶ آﻣـﻮزي ﺗـﺼﻮر ﻛﻨـﺪ .آﻳـﺎ آن وﻗـﺖ ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ و
ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد و رﻫﺎ از ﮔﻮﺷﺖ ﺷﻞ و آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد؟ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ،
ﺟﻮراﺑﻬﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ،ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد؟
ﻫﻨﻮز ﮔﺮﺳﻨﻪ اش ﻧﺒﻮد از اﻳﻦ رو درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﺷـﺎم را ﻛﻨـﺎر
ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺶ ﺑﻮد ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﻤﺮﻛﺰ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ،ﺧﺰﻳﺪن ﺑـﻪ
اﺗﺎق ﻫﻤﻜﻼﺳﻲ ،ﭼﻬـﺮه در ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻦ او ﻓـﺮو ﺑـﺮدن ،در ذﻫـﻦ
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻴﺶ از ﺣﺪ ﺗﺎزﮔﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻲ ﻗﺮار ﺑﻮد ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ﺑﻌـﺪ
ﭼﻪ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﺎﺗﻲ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد.
رﻓﺘﻦِ ﺑﻌﺪيِ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻜﻼﺳﻲ اش ،ﺳﻪ روز ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﻮد.
ﭘﺲ از آﺧﺮِ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ  ،ﻛﻴـﺴﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي
ﺑﺰرگ ﭘﺮ از ﺧﻮارﺑﺎري ﻛﻪ ﺧﺮﻳﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،آﻣـﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻏـﺬاﻫﺎي در
ﻳﺨﭽﺎل ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد و ﻫﺮ ﻛﺪام ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ ﻣﺼﺮﻓﺶ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد
را ﻋﻮض ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻄﺮﻳﻬﺎ و ﻗﻮﻃﻲ ﻫﺎي ﺧﻮارﻛﻲ و ادوﻳـﻪ ﻫـﺎ را
وارﺳﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ در ﺣﺎل ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪن ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ و ﻓﻬﺮﺳـﺘﻲ
ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﺑﻌﺪي ﺗﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻄﺮﻳﻬﺎي ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﭘﺮﻳﺮ را در
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ﻳﺨﭽﺎل ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺳﺮد ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﺳﺮﻧﺠﺎم ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎي ﺗﺎزه و ﺳـﻲ
دي ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد آورده ﺑﻮد روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
" ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ؟"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺟﻮاب داد " ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ"
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻫـﺮ دو ﻧﻔـﺮ ﺑـﻪ رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب رﻓﺘﻨـﺪ و
ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﭘﺲ از ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﻣﻮرد ﻧﻴﺎز ،ﻛﺎﻧﺪوم را ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ
و وارد ﻛﺮد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑـﻪ وﻗـﺘﺶ ،ارﺿـﺎء ﺷـﺪ .ﺑﻌـﺪ از ﻧﮕـﺎﻫﻲ
ﻣﺎﻫﺮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺘﻮاي در ﻛﺎﻧـﺪوم ،ﺷـﻬﺮزاد ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ رواﻳـﺖ
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ ﻛﺮد.
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻗﺒﻞ ،ده روز ﭘﺲ از دوﻣـﻴﻦ ورود ﺳـﺮﺧﻮد ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻫﻤﻜﻼﺳﻲ اش ،اﺣﺴﺎس رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺧﺎﻃﺮ و ﺷﺎدي داﺷﺖ .ﻧﺸﺎن
ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎل را در ﺟﺎ ﻣﺪادي اش ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و در زﻣﺎن ﻛﻼﺳﺶ،
ﻫﺮ ازﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ آن دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻣـﺪاد را ﺟﻮﻳـﺪه و ﺳـﺮ
ﻣﺪاد را ﻟﻴﺴﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺰ ﺗﺤﺮﻳﺮ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ ،ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺑﻴﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﻛﺸﻮﻫﺎي ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺶ ﻛﻪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎي او در
آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﺷﻮرت ﻟﻨﮕﻪ دار ﺳﻔﻴﺪ و ﺗﺎزه اش ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و
ﺑﻪ ﺗﺎﻣﭙﻮن و ﺳﻪ ﺗﺎر ﻣﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﺸﻮي او ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺗﻤﺎم ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اش را از دﺳﺖ داده ﺑـﻮد.
در ﻛﻼس ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺸﺎن و ﻣﺪاد ور ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ روﻳﺎﻫﺎي روزاﻧﻪ
اش ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ اﺻـﻼ در ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺎر
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ و اﻧﺠﺎم آن ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻧﻤﺮه ﻫﺎي ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ
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اي ﻧﺒﻮد .او داﻧﺶ آﻣﻮز ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺑﺎﻫﻮش ﻛـﻼس ﻧﺒـﻮد اﻣـﺎ ﻳـﻚ
دﺧﺘﺮ ﺟﺪي اي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﺸﻘﻬﺎﻳﺶ را اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣـﻲ داد.
ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻣﻮزﮔـﺎرش او را ﺳـﺮ ﻛﻼﺳـﺶ ﺑـﻪ درس
ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪ و او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ درﺳـﺖ ﺑﺪﻫـﺪ ،ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﮔـﻴﺞ
ﺑﻮدن ،ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .در واﻗﻊ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎرش از او ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ
در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺗﻨﻔﺲ ﺑـﺮاي ﻧﻬـﺎر ،ﺑـﻪ دﻓﺘـﺮ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ .از او
ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ " ﭼﻪ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ؟ ﭼﻴﺰي اذﻳﺘﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟" ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
ﻓﻘﻂ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي زﻳﺮ ﻟﺐ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ وار ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺣـﺎﻟﺶ
ﺧﻮب ﻧﺒﻮد .رازي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺳﺨﺖ و ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﺗﺮ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑـﺎزﮔﻮ ﻛﻨـﺪ – .ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﺧـﻮدش
ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﺑـﻮدم ﺑـﻪ ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدم و
ﺳﺮﺧﻮد وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ او ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم ،اداﻣﻪ دﻫﻢ .ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺗﺼﻮرش را ﺑﻜﻨﻲ ،ﻛﺎر ﺧﻴﻠـﻲ رﻳـﺴﻜﻲ اي ﺑـﻮد .ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﺧﻮدم ﻫﻢ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ آن ﺑﻮدم .دﻳﺮ ﻳﺎ زود ﻳﻜﻲ ﻣﺮا در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣـﻲ
دﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﺧﺒﺮ ﻣﻲ داد .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﺮا ﺗﺎ ﺣﺪ ﻣﺮگ ﻣﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮدوﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﻴﺪ ،ﻫﻴﭻ راﻫﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد
ﻧﮕﻬﺶ داﺷﺖ .ده روز ﭘﺲ از دوﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ،دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ رﻓﺘﻢ.
راه دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ .ﺣﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم اﮔﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺘﻢ از ﻋﻮاﻗﺐ
ﭘﺎﻳﺎن آن دور ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم .ﺑﻪ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم ،ﻓﻜـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم واﻗﻌﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻮﭼﻮﻟﻮي دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺑﻮدم.
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ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ" ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ درﺳﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ اﻏﻠﺐ از
ﻛﻼس در ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻲ؟"
ﭘﺪر و ﻣﺎدرم ﻛﺎر ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .از اﻳﻦ رو زﻳﺎد ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﺗﺎ آن وﻗﺖ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاﻳـﺸﺎن ﻣـﺸﻜﻠﻲ درﺳـﺖ
ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮدم .ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﺑﺎ ﺑﺰرﮔﺘـﺮي ﻛﺮدﻧـﺸﺎن ﭼـﺎﻟﺶ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮدم .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر از دور ﻧﻈﺎره
ﮔﺮ ﻛﺎرم ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻘﻠﺐ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﻣﺜـﻞ
آب ﺧﻮردن راﺣﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮاي آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر اﻣـﻮر ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ام را ﺷـﺮح
دادم ﻛﻪ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺑﻴﻤﺎري داﺷﺘﻢ و ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﺎن ﮔﺎﻫﮕـﺎﻫﻲ ﻫـﺮ
ﻧﻴﻤﺮوز را ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ در ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪم .از آﻧﺠـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ آﻣﻮزﮔﺎران در ﮔﻴﺮ ﻣﺴﺎﻳﻞ ﻣﺮﺑﻮط ﺑﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺳـﺎﻟﻬﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﻧﺒﻮدن ﮔﺎﻫﮕﺎﻫﻲ ام در
ﻧﻴﻤﺮوزﻫﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ دادﻧﺪ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭘﻴﺶ ازاﻳﻨﻜﻪ اداﻣﻪ دﻫﺪ ﻧﮕﺎه ﺗﻨﺪي ﺑﻪ ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ﻛﻨـﺎر
ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ.
" ﻛﻠﻴﺪ را از زﻳﺮ ﺗـﺸﻜﭽﻪ زﻳـﺮ ﭘـﺎﻳﻲ در ،ﺑﺮداﺷـﺘﻢ و ﺑـﺮاي
ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر وارد ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﺪم .ﻣﺜﻞ دﻓﻌﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ و ﺧﻠﻮت
ﺑﻮد -.ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻪ دﻻﻳﻠﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺗﺮ از دﻓﻌﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺘـﻲ
ﻣﻮﺗﻮر ﻳﺨﭽﺎل ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد ﻣﺮا ﻣﻲ ﻟﺮزاﻧﺪ -ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣﺜـﻞ
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ روح ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ آه ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑـﻮدم ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ
زﻧﮓ زد .ﺻﺪاي ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻠﻨﺪ و ﮔﻮش ﺧﺮاش ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻛﺮدم ﻗﻠﺒﻢ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد .ﺧﻴﺲ ﻋﺮق ﺷﺪم .اﻟﺒﺘـﻪ ﻫـﻴﭻ
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ﻛﺲ ﮔﻮﺷﻲ را ﺑﺮﻧﺪاﺷﺖ  .زﻧﮓ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﭘﺲ از ده ﺑﺎر زﻧﮓ زدن
ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ از آن ﭘﺲ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﺗﺮ ﺷﺪ.
ﺷــﻬﺮزاد در آن روز ﻣــﺪت ﺑﻴــﺸﺘﺮي در رﺧﺘﺨــﻮاب ﭘــﺴﺮ
درازﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﺧﻮدش را روي آن ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﻗﻠﺐ او ﭼﻨﺎن
وﺣﺸﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻃﭙﻴﺪ و ﻗـﺎدر ﺑـﻮد ﺑﻄـﻮر ﻋـﺎدي ﻧﻔـﺲ ﺑﻜـﺸﺪ.
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭘﺴﺮ را ﺗﺠﺴﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎر او ﺑـﻪ آراﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴـﺪه
اﺳﺖ ﺣﺘﻲ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ از روي او ،ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺧﻮاب ﺑﻮد.ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻋﻀﻼت ورزﺷﻜﺎراﻧﻪ اش را ﻟﻤﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﭘﺴﺮ
در ﻛﻨﺎر ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻏﺮق در روﻳﺎي روزاﻧﻪ اش ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮد ﻗﺪرﺗﻲ ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ او را ﺑﻪ ﺑﻮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن
ﭘﺴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ .از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف ﻛـﺸﻮﻫﺎي
ﻟﺒﺎس رﻓﺖ .آن را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻨﻬـﺎي داﺧﻠـﺶ را وارﺳـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺷﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه و ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﺗﺎ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .و درﺳﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ
دﻓﻌﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻋﻄﺮ ﺗﺎزه ﺷﺴﺘﻪ ﺷﺪﮔﻲ و ﺧﺸﻚ ﺷﺪن در آﻓﺘﺎب
را داﺷﺖ و ﺑﻮي ﺗﻦ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻓﻜﺮي ﺑﻨﻈﺮش رﺳﻴﺪ .ازﭘﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺒﻘﻪ اول رﻓﺖ .آﻧﺠﺎ
در اﺗﺎق ﺧﻮاب ﻛﻨﺎر ﺣﻤﺎم ،ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ و ﻣﻼﻓﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺟﻤـﻊ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﺮاي ﺷﺴﺘﻦ ،اﻧﺒﺎﺷﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎي ﻗﺎﻃﻲ ﺷﺪة ﻫﺮ ﺳـﻪ
ﻧﻔﺮ اﻋﻀﺎي ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﺑﻮد -ﻣﺎدر و دﺧﺘﺮ و ﭘﺴﺮ .ﺑﺮاي ﻳـﻚ روزِ
ﺗﻤﺎم ﻛﻪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺲ ﺑﻮد .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺗﻜﻪ اي ﻟﺒـﺎس ﻣﺮداﻧـﻪ
ﺟﺪا ﻛﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﺗﻲ ﺷـﺮت ﻳﻘـﻪ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ .آن را ﺑـﻮ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﺑـﻲ
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اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ،ﺑﻮي ﺗﻦ ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ آن را ﺑﻮ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه
ﺑﻮد .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻫﻤﻜﻼﺳﻲ ﻣﺬﻛﺮِ او ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﺎ ﻧﻪ ﻳـﻚ
ﺑﻮي ﺗﺤﺮﻳﻚ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه .وﻟﻲ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺑـﻮﻳﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻟﺬت ﺑﻲ ﺣﺪ و وﺻﻔﻲ ،ﺑﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد دﺳـﺖ داده ﺑـﻮد .
وﻗﺘﻲ دﻣﺎﻏﺶ را ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ زﻳﺮﺑﻐﻞ او ﻛﺮد و ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،ﺣﺲ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ در آﻏﻮش او ﻗﺮار ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ دور ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
ﺣﻠﻘﻪ زده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﺗﻲ ﺷﺮد در دﺳﺖ ،ﺷﻬﺮزاد از ﭘﻠـﻪ ﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺎﻻ و ﺑـﻪ ﻃﺒﻘـﻪ دوم
رﻓﺖ .و روي ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب دوﺑﺎره دراز ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﭼﻬـﺮه اش را در
ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ او ﻓﺮو ﺑﺮد و ﻧﻔﺲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر ﺑﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﻲ اي در ﺑﺨﺶ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑـﺪﻧﺶ ﺣـﺲ ﻛﻨـﺪ.
ﻧﻮك ﭘﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﻫﻢ ﺳﻔﺖ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .آﻳﺎ داﺷﺖ ﭘﺮﻳﻮد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ؟
ﻧﻪ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زود ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺲ ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي داﺷﺖ؟ اﮔﺮ اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑـﻮد،
در آن ﺻﻮرت ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻜﻨﺪ؟ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﻓﻜـﺮي ﺑﻨﻈـﺮش
ﻧﺮﺳﻴﺪ .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻳﻘﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ اﻣـﺎ در آﻧﺠـﺎ در
رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﭘﺴﺮ در ﭼﻨﺎن ﺷﺮاﻳﻄﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺎري ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺑﻜﻨﺪ.
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﭘـﺴﺮ را ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮدش
ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺒﺮد .ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﺎً ﻳﻚ ﻛﺎر رﻳﺴﻜﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎدرش ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻨﻬﺎي ﭘﺴﺮ ﻛﻢ ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ
دزدﻳﺪه ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎل ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻦ ﭼـﻪ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮ زﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش را ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑـﻲ ﻧﻘـﺺ و ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر
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ﻣﺮﺗﺐ و ﻣﻨﻈﻢ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارد وﻗﺘﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻢ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ
ﺳﮓ ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را از ﺑﺎﻻ ﺗﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ ﺗﺎ آن را ﺑﻴﺎﺑـﺪ.
ﺑﺪون ﺷﻚ ردﻫﺎي ﺷﻬﺮزاد را در اﺗﺎق ﭘﺴﺮ ﻋﺰﻳﺰش ﭘﻴﺪا ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .وﻟﻲ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد ﺑـﺎ درك اﻳـﻦ ﻣﻮﺿـﻮع ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ از
ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﭘﺴﺮ ﺟﺪا ﺷﻮد .ﻣﻐـﺰش ﻧـﺎﺗﻮان ﺑـﻮد از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ دﻧﺒـﺎل
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ دل او ﻧﺮود.
در ﻋﻮض ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي
از ﺧﻮدش در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺟـﺎ ﺑﮕـﺬارد .ﺷـﻮرﺗﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮﻳﻦ
اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﺑﻮد .ﺷﻮرﺗﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺳﺎده ،ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺗـﺎزه و ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﺻﺒﺢ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ آﻧﻬﺎ را در ﺗﺔ ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺶ ﺟﺎ
ﺑﮕﺬارد .آﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﻋـﻮضِ ﭘﻴـﺮاﻫﻦ ،در آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺑﮕﺬارد؟ وﻟﻲ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺷﻮرﺗﺶ را در آورد ،ﺧﺸﺘﻜﺶ ﺧﻴﺲ ﺑﻮد.
ﺣﺪس ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ ﺣـﺴﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او دﺳﺖ داد ،ﺑـﻮد .ﺳـﺨﺖ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي از ﻫـﻮس
ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي اش را در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﮕﺬارد .ﻓﻘﻂ ﺧﻮدش را ﺳﺒﻚ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﺷﻮرت را دوﺑﺎره ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ دﻳﮕﺮي ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ
ﺟﺎ ﺑﮕﺬارد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد داﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﺪت ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ اي ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻠﻤـﻪ
اي ﺑﻪ زﺑﺎن ﻧﻴﺎورد .ﺑﻲ ﺻﺪا ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ در آﻧﺠﺎ دراز ﻛﺸﻴﺪ
و ﻛﻨﺎرش ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻣﺸﺘﺎﻗﺎﻧﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ دوﺑـﺎره اداﻣـﻪ
دﻫﺪ.
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ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و ﺣﺮف زد ".ﻫﻲ آﻗﺎي ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا"
اﻳﻦ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎم ﺻﺪا ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ دوﺑﺎره ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻛﻨﻴﻢ؟"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ از ﻋﻬﺪه اش ﺑﺮ آﻳﻢ"
از اﻳﻦ رو دوﺑﺎره ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺗﺮ از دﻓﻌﻪ
ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﺳﺮﻛﺸﺎﻧﻪ ،ﭘﺮﺷﻮر و ﻋﻤﻴﻖ .اوج ﻟـﺬﺗﺶ ﻏﻴـﺮ ﻗﺎﺑـﻞ
اﺷﺘﺒﺎه ﺑﻮد .ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮي اﻧﻘﺒﺎض ﻋﻀﻼﻧﻲ او را ﺑﺤﺎﻟﺖ ﻟﺮزش در
آورد .ﺣﺘﻲ ﭼﻬﺮه اش ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻃﻮري ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﻲِ ﺷﻬﺮزاد را ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺖ :زﻧﻲ در آﻏﻮﺷﺶ اﻛﻨﻮن ﺑﺎ
ﺣﺎل و ﻫﻮاي دﺧﺘﺮي ﻫﻔﺪه ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﻛﻪ در ﻗﺎﻟﺐ ﺗﻨﻲ ﺳﻲ و ﭘﻨﺞ
ﺳﺎﻟﻪ و ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ دار ،ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ
آن را ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﺷـﻬﺮزاد ﺑـﺴﺘﻪ  ،ﺑـﺪﻧﺶ ﻟـﺮزان،
ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ ﻋﻄﺮ ﺗﻲ ﺷﺮت ﻋﺮق ﻛﺮدة ﭘﺴﺮي را ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ.
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭘﺲ از ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ﻧﻪ داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاي او ﺗﻌﺮﻳـﻒ
ﻛﺮد .ﻧﻪ ﻛﺎﻧﺪوم او را وارﺳﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻛﻨـﺎر ﻫـﻢ ﺑـﻲ ﺻـﺪا دراز
ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ ﮔﺸﺎده ﺑﺎز ﺑـﻮد و ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻘﻒ ﺧﻴـﺮه ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﮕﺮﻳﺴﺖ .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨﺪه اي ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻄﺢ ﺷـﻔﺎف آب
ﺧﻴﺮه ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﭼﻘﺪر زﻳﺒﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد اﮔﺮ او
ﻧﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ در زﻣﺎن ﻳﺎ ﻓﻀﺎﻳﻲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻣﻲ زﻳـﺴﺖ – .اﻳـﻦ
ﻳﻜﺘﺎي ﻣﻮﺳﻮم ﺑﻪ اﻧﺴﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎم ﻧﻮﺑﻮﺗﺎﻛـﺎ ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا 8را وا ﻣـﻲ
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ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﻳﻚ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﻜﻨـﺪة ﺑـﻲ ﻧـﺎم ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﺧـﻮدش و
ﺷﻬﺮزاد را ﻛﻨﺎر ﻫﻢ ﻣﺠﺴﻢ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻫﺎﻳـﺸﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﺻـﺨﺮه
ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ،ﺑﺪﻧﺸﺎن در ﺟﺮﻳﺎن آب ﺗﻜﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد و ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﻄﺢ آب داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻗﺰل آﻻي ﭼﺎق و ﭼﻠـﻪ اي
ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺎرﺷﺎن ﭘﻴﺪاﺷﻮد.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺳﻜﻮت را ﺷﻜﺴﺖ و ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺑﺠﺎي ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮدي
ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺟﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻲ؟"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺟﻮاب ﻧﺪاد.
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻨﻈﺮم ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ آن
ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﺑﺎ ﻋﻄﺮي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮي ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ را ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻢ و از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ در رﻓﺘﻢ .و آن زﻣـﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
ﻳﻚ دزد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم .ﻳﻚ دزد ﺳﺎده ﺑﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﻲ واﻗﻌﻲ.
دوازده روز ﺑﻌﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻬﺎرﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﺴﺮ
رﻓﺖ ،ﻗﻔﻞ ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﻪ در ﺟﻠﻮي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .رﻧﮓ ﻃﻼﻳﻲ آن در
آﻓﺘﺎب ﻧﻴﻤﺮوزي ﺑﺮق ﻣﻲ زد ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ اﺳﺘﺤﻜﺎم و ﺳـﺨﺘﻲ اش
را ﺑﻨﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ .و ﻛﻠﻴﺪي زﻳﺮ ﺗﺸﻜﭽﻪ دم دري ﻧﺒﻮد .ﺑـﻲ ﺗﺮدﻳـﺪ،
ﺷﻚ ﻣﺎدرش ﺑﺎ ﮔﻢ ﺷﺪن ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﺑﺮاﻧﮕﻴﺨﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ را ﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﻧـﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﮕﺮ ورود ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﺣـﺲ دروﻧـﻲ اش
ﺗﺮدﻳﺪي ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻧﮕﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و واﻛـﻨﺶ ﺳـﺮﻳﻌﺶ را در
ﭘﻲ آورده ﺑﻮد.
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اﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﺳﺮﺧﻮرده ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ در ﻋـﻴﻦ
ﺣﺎل اﺣﺴﺎس راﺣﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ ﻃـﻮري ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﺳﺮش آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺎري از دوﺷﺶ ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﺎ ﺧـﻮدش
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﺪان ﻣﻌﻨﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻣﺠﺒـﻮر ﻧﻴـﺴﺖ
ﺳﺮﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ وارد ﺷﻮد .در اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮرد ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﻜﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد.
اﮔﺮ ﻗﻔﻞ ﻋﻮض ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ ،ورود ﺳﺮﺧﻮداﻧﺔ او ﺑﻄﻮر ﺑﻲ ﭘﺎﻳـﺎﻧﻲ
اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .در ﻣﻮرد ﻋﻤﻠﻜﺮد او ﻫﻢ ﺷﻜﻲ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺮ
ورودش ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ اﻳﺠﺎد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .در واﻗﻊ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او
در ﻃﺒﻘﻪ دوم ﺑﻮد ﻳﻚ ﻋﻀﻮ ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده اﮔﺮ ﭘﻴـﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ،
ﻫﻴﭻ راه ﻓﺮاري ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺎري از او ﺑﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آﻣﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮ
ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﺮ ﻳـﺎ زود ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﭘـﻴﺶ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ .و ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﻛﺎر وﻳﺮاﻧﮕﺮ ﺑﻮد .ﺣﺎﻻ از آن ﻛﺎر ﺑﺎز ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ از ﻣﺎدر ﭘﺴﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺳﭙﺎﺳﮕﺰار ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ -ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑـﺎ آن زن
ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ آﺷﻨﺎ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑـﻮد اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼـﺸﻢ ﺗﻴـﺰي ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﻳـﻚ
ﺷﺎﻫﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﺮ ﺷـﺐ ﭘـﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاﺑﺶ ﺑـﺮود آن
ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ را ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺑﺎ آن ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻴـﺪ .ﺻـﺒﺤﻬﺎ ﭘـﻴﺶ از
ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ رﻓﺘﻦ ،ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ را در ﻛﺎﻏﺬي ﻣﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﻴﺪ و ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻌﺪ از ﺷﺎم آن را ﺑﻴﺮون ﻣﻲ آورد و دﺳﺘﻲ ﺑﺮ آن
ﻣﻲ زد و ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻧﮕﺮان ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ روزﻫﺎ ،ﺑـﻮي
آن از ﺑﻴﻦ ﺑﺮود .اﻣﺎ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺸﺪ .ﺑـﻮي ﻋـﺮق ﭘـﺴﺮ ﺑﺨـﻮﺑﻲ در
ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد.
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ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ رﻓﺘﻦِ ﺳـﺮﺧﻮداﻧﻪ ﺑـﻪ آن ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻔـﻲ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
وﺿﻌﻴﺖ ﻓﻜﺮي ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﻪ آراﻣﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ ﻋـﺎدي ﺑـﺎز ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺸﺖ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد روزﻫﺎ در ﻛﻼس ﻛﻤﺘﺮ دﭼﺎر روﻳﺎﻫـﺎي روزاﻧـﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ و ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر در ذﻫﻨﺶ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻧﺸـﺴﺖ .ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺗﻤﺮﻛﺰ اﺻﻠﻲ اش ﺑﻪ ﺻﺪاي آﻣﻮزﮔﺎر ﻧﺒـﻮد ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
رﻓﺘﺎر ﻫﻤﻜﻼﺳﻲ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد .ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﻮد .ﻣﻲ ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ
ﻫﺮ ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻳﺎ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮﺷﻜﻞ ﻛﻪ از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺎراﺣـﺖ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،را در ﻳﺎﺑﺪ اﻣﺎ دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺳﺮش
را ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﮔﺮداﻧﺪ و ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮ از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ و وﻗﺘﻲ
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ ﺟـﻮاب ﻣـﻲ داد .در ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻨﻬـﺎي
ﻓﻮﺗﺒﺎل ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ داد ﻣﻲ زد و ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻓﻘﻂ ﻋﺮق
ﻣﻲ رﻳﺨﺖ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﻴﭻ ردي از ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﻏﻴﺮﻋـﺎدي ﻧﻤـﻲ
دﻳﺪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻣـﺮد ﺟـﻮاﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣﻮﺟﻮدﻳـﺖ آﺷـﻜﺎر و ﺑـﻲ
ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪﮔﻲ اي داﺷﺖ ،را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ.
ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎل ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺳﺎﻳﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻳـﺎ ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺑﻪ او را ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ او ﻧﻤـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ ) .و اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻻً ﻏﻴـﺮ ﻣـﺎدرش( .در
ﺳــﻮﻣﻴﻦ ورود ﺳــﺮﺧﻮداﻧﺔ ﺷــﻬﺮزاد ،ﺗﻌــﺪادي ﻣﺠﻠــﻪ ﻫــﺎي
ﭘﺮﻧﻮﮔﺮاﻓﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ زﻳﺮﻛﺎﻧﻪ اي در ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺟـﺎي
ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺠﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﺮ از ﻋﻜﺴﻬﺎي ﻋﺮﻳـﺎن
زﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳﺸﺎن را از ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮده و دﺳﺖ و دﻟﺒﺎزاﻧـﻪ
ﻋﻀﻮ ﺟﻨﺴﻲ ﺷـﺎن را ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﺷـﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ از
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ﻋﻜﺴﻬﺎ ﭘﺮﺗﺮه اي از اﻧﺠﺎم ﺳﻜﺲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ :ﻣﺮدان ﻛﻴﺮﻫﺎي ﺳﺮخ
رﻧﮓ را در زﻧﺎﻧﮕﻲ آﻧﻬـﺎ در وﺿـﻌﻴﺘﻬﺎي ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ ﻏﻴـﺮ ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ
اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺑـﻪ ﻋﻜـﺴﻬﺎﻳﻲ آﻧﭽﻨـﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻴﺰﺗﺤﺮﻳﺮش ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑـﻪ آراﻣـﻲ در
ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣﺠﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ و ﻫـﺮ ﻋﻜـﺲ را ﺑـﺎ ﻋﻼﻗـﻪ زﻳـﺎدي
وارﺳﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ او )ﭘـﺴﺮ -م ( وﻗﺘـﻲ آن
ﻋﻜﺴﻬﺎ را ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ﺟﻠﻖ ﻣﻲ زد اﻣﺎ اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮش زﻧﻨـﺪه
ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ .ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺟﻠﻖ زدن را ﻳـﻚ ﻋﻤـﻞ ﻛـﺎﻣﻼ ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺖ .ﻫﻤﻪ آن اﺳﭙﺮﻣﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﻓﻘـﻂ
دﺧﺘﺮﻫﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺮﻳﻮد ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻋﺒـﺎرت دﻳﮕـﺮ ،ﭘـﺴﺮ ﻳـﻚ
ﺟﻮان ﺧﺎﺻﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ ﻗﻬﺮﻣﺎن ﻧﻪ ﻣﻘﺪس .ﺷﻬﺮزاد درﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ازﭼﻴﺰي آراﻣﺒﺨﺶ آﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
" وﻗﺘﻲ ورود ﺳﺮﺧﻮداﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،اﺷﺘﻴﺎق
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻦ
آب درﻳﺎ در ﺳﺎﺣﻠﻲ ﺷﻴﺐ دار ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻦ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ
آن ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺷﺪم ﻛﻪ ﻛﻤﺘﺮ ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻨﺶ را ﺑﻮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪم و
وﻗﺖ ﻛﻤﺘﺮي ﺑﺎ ﻧﺸﺎن و ﻣﺪادش ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪم .ﺗﺐِ آن داﺷـﺖ
ﻓﺮوﻛﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ داﺷﺘﻢ اﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﺷﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻴﺰ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ درﺳﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﻫـﺮ ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻳـﻚ دوره
دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﻲ اي را در ﻳﻚ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﮕﺬراﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ
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ﺑﺮاي ﻣﻦ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .در ﺑﺎره ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ؟ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺗﺠﺮﺑﻪ ﻛﺮده اي؟
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﺧـﺎﻃﺮ آورد اﻣـﺎ ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰ ﺑـﻪ ذﻫـﻨﺶ
ﻧﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻧﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻪ آن ﺷﻜﻞ ﺷﺪﻳﺪ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻢ .ﻓﻜﺮ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑﺎ ﺟﻮاب او ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻣﺎﻳﻮﺳﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ ﻛﺮد.
" ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻣﻲ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ام ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ درﺑﺎه او
را ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮدم .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺮﻳﻊ و ﺑﻪ آﺳﺎﻧﻲ .ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑـﻮد .ﭼـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي در او ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦِ ﻫﻔﺪه ﺳﺎﻟﻪ را ﭼﻨﺎن ﺳـﺨﺖ ﺷـﻴﻔﺘﻪ
اش ﻛﺮد؟ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻦ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻴـﺎد ﺑﻴـﺎورم.
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ آﻧﻘﺪر ﻋﺠﻴﺐ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻴﺴﺖ؟ در ﻋﺮض ﻳﻚ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﻣﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ﺷﻴﻔﺘﻪ و از ﺧﻮد ﺑﻴﺨﻮد ﺷﻮي ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ
ﺣﺎﺿﺮي ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺧﻮدت را ﻓﺪاﻳﺶ ﻛﻨﻲ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻤﻲ
زﻣﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد ﻳﺎ ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﻧﺎﮔﻬـﺎن
ﺟﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮري از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺷﺪت و ﮔﻴﺮاﻳﻲ آن ﻣﺤـﻮ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻮد.
دﻧﺒﺎل ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑـﻮدم؟ ﺗﻌﺠـﺐ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ .ﺧـﻮب ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
ﻣﺎﺟﺮاي زﻣﺎنِ ورود ﺳﺮﺧﻮداﻧﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد".
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻃﻮري ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ ﭘﺮﻳـﻮد
آﺑﻲ ﭘﻴﻜﺎﺳﻮ 9ﺑﻮد .وﻟﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي را ﻣﻲ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﻔﻬﻤﺎﻧﺪ.
 Picasso’s Blue Period 9دورۀ آفرينش نقاشی ھای پيکاسو در فاصله
سالھای  ١٩٠١و ١٩٠۴
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ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ وﻗﺖ رﻓﺘﻨﺶ ﺑﻮد.
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﮔﻔﺖ " ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ را ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻮ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ .داﺳـﺘﺎن ﻫﻤﺎﻧﺠـﺎ
ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ دوﻣـﻴﻦ ﺳـﺎل ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ
ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎري ﺑﻮدم ،دﺳﺖ ﻋﺠﻴﺐِ ﺳﺮﻧﻮﺷﺖ ﻣﺎ را دوﺑـﺎره ﺳـﺮِ راه
ﻫﻢ ﻗﺮار داد .ﻣﺎدرش ﻧﻘﺶ زﻳﺎدي در آن داﺷﺖ .در ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ
ﭼﻴــﺰي ﺳــﺎﻳﻪ وار در ﺑــﺎره ﻛــﻞ ﻣــﺎﺟﺮا ﺑــﻮد ﻣﺜــﻞ ﻳﻜــﻲ از
داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي ارواح ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .روﻳﺪادﻫﺎ روﻧـﺪي ﻧﺎﺑﺎوراﻧـﻪ ﭘـﻴﺶ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .دوﺳﺖ داري ﺑﺸﻨﻮي؟"
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﮔﻔﺖ " ﻣﺸﺘﺎق ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻧﺶ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ"
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﮔﻔﺖ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ دﻳـﺪار ﺑﻌـﺪي ﻣـﺎن ﺻـﺒﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدم.
ﮔﻔﺖ دارد دﻳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮوم و ﺷﺎم درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ"
از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳﺖ و ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ -ﺷﻮرت،
ﺟﻮراب ،ژاﻛﺖ و ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم داﻣﻦ و ﺑﻠﻮزش را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑـﻪ
ﺣﺮﻛﺎت او از رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻄﻮر ﻋﺎدي ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﺑﻨﻈـﺮش
ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪن زن ﺟﺎﻟﺐ ﺗﺮ از در آوردن ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﺎن ﺑﻮد.
ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻄﺮف در ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ" ﻛﺘـﺎب ﺑﺨـﺼﻮﺻﻲ
دوﺳﺖ داري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎورم؟
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺟﻮاب داد" ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﻨﻢ".
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ او واﻗﻌﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ،ﺧﻮد ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻘﻴـﻪ
داﺳﺘﺎن را ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ زﺑﺎن ﻧﻴﺎورد .اﮔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﺷـﺎﻧﺲ
ﺷﻨﻴﺪن آن را ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ از دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ داد.
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آن ﺷﺐ ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا زودﺗﺮ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب رﻓـﺖ و در ﺑـﺎره ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ دوﺑﺎره او را ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﻧﺒﻴﻨﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻧﮕـﺮاﻧﺶ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اﻣﻜﺎﻧﺶ ﻫﻢ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻫـﻴﭻ ﭼﻴـﺰِ ﻃﺒﻴﻌـﺖ
ﺷﺨﺼﻲ – ﻧﻪ ﻗﻮل و ﻗﺮار ،ﻧﻪ درك ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺤﻲ – ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻧﮕﻪ دارد .راﺑﻄﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ،ﺷﺎﻧـﺴﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻮﺳـﻂ
ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮي درﺳﺖ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از روي ﻫﻮس
آن ﺷﺨﺺ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻗﻄﻊ ﺷﻮد .ﺑـﻪ ﻋﺒـﺎرت دﻳﮕـﺮ راﺑﻄـﻪ
ﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﻨﺪ ﺑﻮد و اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮي ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ در ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ و ﻫﻤﻪ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻋﺠﻴﺐ و ﻧﺎآﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ
ﺑﺮاي او از ﺑﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺳﻮال اﻳﻦ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼـﻪ وﻗـﺖ
اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد.
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫﺎﺑـﺎرا در ﻳـﻚ ﻧﻘﻄـﻪ اي ،از ﺗﻤـﺎم
آزادي اش ﻣﺤﺮوم ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .آزادي اي ﻛﻪ ﻧـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد
ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ زﻧﺎن در زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اش ﻣﺤﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .دوﺑـﺎره ﻫـﻴﭻ
وﻗﺖ ﻗﺎدر ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﻮد ﮔﺮﻣﺎي ﻣﻄﺒﻮع ﺑﺪن آﻧﻬﺎ را داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ.
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻟﺮزش ﺗﻨﺸﺎن را در واﻛﻨﺶ ﺷﺎن ،ﺣﺲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﺑﻲ ﻗﺮار ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﺗﺮ از ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪاز ﻗﻄﻊ رواﺑﻂ
ﺳﻜﺴﻲ اش ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﺤﻈﺎﺗﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ راﺑﻄـﻪ ﺻـﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ
ﺟﻨﺴﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ از ﮔﺬراﻧـﺪن
وﻗﺘﺶ ﺑﺎ زﻧﺎن ﻧﺼﻴﺒﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ واﻗﻌﻴﺖ را از ﻳﻚ
ﺳﻮ در آﻏﻮش ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ از ﺳـﻮي دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻫﻤـﻪ آن را
ﻧﻔﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﻬﺮزاد ﺑـﻲ درﻳـﻎ ﺑـﻪ او داده
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ﺑﻮد -.در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻫﺪﻳﻪ اش ﭘﺎﻳﺎن ﻧﺎﭘﺬﻳﺮ و ﭘﺎﻳﺪار ﺑﻮد .ﭼـﺸﻢ
اﻧﺪاز از دﺳﺖ دادن آن از ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻏﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﻫﺎﺑﺎرا ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﺴﺖ و ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدنِ ﺑﻪ ﺷـﻬﺮزاد را ﻣﺘﻮﻗـﻒ
ﻧﻤﻮد .در ﻋﻮض ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي ﻣﻜﻨﺪه ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ ﻫﺎي
ﻣﻜﻨﺪة ﺑﻲ آرواره ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺻﺨﺮه ﻫﺎ ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه و ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻋﻠﻔﻬـﺎي
ﻫﺮز ﺗﺔ آب ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ و در ﺟﺮﻳﺎن آب ﺑﻪ ﺟﻠﻮ و ﻋﻘﺐ ﺗﻜﺎن
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮردﻧﺪ .ﺗﺠﺴﻢ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻮد و اﻧﺘﻈـﺎر ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻗﺰل آﻻﻳﻲ ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼﻘـﺪر
ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻫﻴﭻ ﻗﺰل آﻻﻳﻲ ﻧﮕﺬﺷﺖ ،ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻜﻲ از
ﭼﺎق و ﭼﻠﻪ ﻫﺎ ،ﻧﻪ ﻳـﻚ اﺳـﺘﺨﻮاﻧﻲ ﻧـﻪ اﺻـﻼ ﻳـﻚ ﻗـﺰل آﻻ.
ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﻏﺮوب ﻛﺮد و دﻧﻴﺎﻳﺶ در ﺗﺎرﻳﻜﻲ ﻓﺮو رﻓﺖ.

اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن از ﺳﺎﻳﺖ ﻧﻴﻮﻳﻮرﻛﺮ ﺑﺮﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ
http://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2014/10/13/scheherazade-3
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Each time they had sex, she told Habara a strange
and gripping story afterward. Like Queen
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Scheherazade in “A Thousand and One Nights.”
Though, of course, Habara, unlike the king, had
no plan to chop off her head the next morning.
(She never stayed with him till morning,
anyway.) She told Habara the stories because she
wanted to, because, he guessed, she enjoyed
curling up in bed and talking to a man during
those languid, intimate moments after making
love. And also, probably, because she wished to
comfort Habara, who had to spend every day
cooped up indoors.
Because of this, Habara had dubbed the woman
Scheherazade. He never used the name to her
face, but it was how he referred to her in the
small diary he kept. “Scheherazade came today,”
he’d note in ballpoint pen. Then he’d record the
gist of that day’s story in simple, cryptic terms
that were sure to baffle anyone who might read
the diary later.
Habara didn’t know whether her stories were
true, invented, or partly true and partly invented.
He had no way of telling. Reality and
supposition, observation and pure fancy seemed
jumbled together in her narratives. Habara
therefore enjoyed them as a child might, without
questioning too much. What possible difference
could it make to him, after all, if they were lies or
truth, or a complicated patchwork of the two?
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Whatever the case, Scheherazade had a gift for
telling stories that touched the heart. No matter
what sort of story it was, she made it special. Her
voice, her timing, her pacing were all flawless.
She captured her listener’s attention, tantalized
him, drove him to ponder and speculate, and
then, in the end, gave him precisely what he’d
been seeking. Enthralled, Habara was able to
forget the reality that surrounded him, if only for
a moment. Like a blackboard wiped with a damp
cloth, he was erased of worries, of unpleasant
memories. Who could ask for more? At this point
in his life, that kind of forgetting was what
Habara desired more than anything else.
Scheherazade was thirty-five, four years older
than Habara, and a full-time housewife with two
children in elementary school (though she was
also a registered nurse and was apparently called
in for the occasional job). Her husband was a
typical company man. Their home was a twentyminute drive away from Habara’s. This was all
(or almost all) the personal information she had
volunteered. Habara had no way of verifying any
of it, but he could think of no particular reason to
doubt her. She had never revealed her name.
“There’s no need for you to know, is there?”
Scheherazade had asked. Nor had she ever called
Habara by his name, though of course she knew
what it was. She judiciously steered clear of the
name, as if it would somehow be unlucky or
inappropriate to have it pass her lips.
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On the surface, at least, this Scheherazade had
nothing in common with the beautiful queen of
“A Thousand and One Nights.” She was on the
road to middle age and already running to flab,
with jowls and lines webbing the corners of her
eyes. Her hair style, her makeup, and her manner
of dress weren’t exactly slapdash, but neither
were they likely to receive any compliments. Her
features were not unattractive, but her face lacked
focus, so that the impression she left was
somehow blurry. As a consequence, those who
walked by her on the street, or shared the same
elevator, probably took little notice of her. Ten
years earlier, she might well have been a lively
and attractive young woman, perhaps even turned
a few heads. At some point, however, the curtain
had fallen on that part of her life and it seemed
unlikely to rise again.
Scheherazade came to see Habara twice a week.
Her days were not fixed, but she never came on
weekends. No doubt she spent that time with her
family. She always phoned an hour before
arriving. She bought groceries at the local
supermarket and brought them to him in her car,
a small blue Mazda hatchback. An older model, it
had a dent in its rear bumper and its wheels were
black with grime. Parking it in the reserved space
assigned to the house, she would carry the bags
to the front door and ring the bell. After checking
the peephole, Habara would release the lock,
unhook the chain, and let her in. In the kitchen,
she’d sort the groceries and arrange them in the
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refrigerator. Then she’d make a list of things to
buy for her next visit. She performed these tasks
skillfully, with a minimum of wasted motion, and
saying little throughout.
Once she’d finished, the two of them would
move wordlessly to the bedroom, as if borne
there by an invisible current. Scheherazade
quickly removed her clothes and, still silent,
joined Habara in bed. She barely spoke during
their lovemaking, either, performing each act as
if completing an assignment. When she was
menstruating, she used her hand to accomplish
the same end. Her deft, rather businesslike
manner reminded Habara that she was a licensed
nurse.
After sex, they lay in bed and talked. More
accurately, she talked and he listened, adding an
appropriate word here, asking the occasional
question there. When the clock said four-thirty,
she would break off her story (for some reason, it
always seemed to have just reached a climax),
jump out of bed, gather up her clothes, and get
ready to leave. She had to go home, she said, to
prepare dinner.
Habara would see her to the door, replace the
chain, and watch through the curtains as the
grimy little blue car drove away. At six o’ clock,
he made a simple dinner and ate it by himself. He
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had once worked as a cook, so putting a meal
together was no great hardship. He drank Perrier
with his dinner (he never touched alcohol) and
followed it with a cup of coffee, which he sipped
while watching a DVD or reading. He liked long
books, especially those he had to read several
times to understand. There wasn’t much else to
do. He had no one to talk to. No one to phone.
With no computer, he had no way of accessing
the Internet. No newspaper was delivered, and he
never watched television. (There was a good
reason for that.) It went without saying that he
couldn’t go outside. Should Scheherazade’s visits
come to a halt for some reason, he would be left
all alone.
Habara was not overly concerned about this
prospect. If that happens, he thought, it will be
hard, but I’ll scrape by one way or another. I’m
not stranded on a desert island. No, he thought,
I am a desert island. He had always been
comfortable being by himself. What did bother
him, though, was the thought of not being able to
talk in bed with Scheherazade. Or, more
precisely, missing the next installment of her
story.
“I was a lamprey eel in a former life,”
Scheherazade said once, as they lay in bed
together. It was a simple, straightforward
comment, as offhand as if she had announced that
the North Pole was in the far north. Habara
hadn’t a clue what sort of creature a lamprey was,
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much less what one looked like. So he had no
particular opinion on the subject.
“Do you know how a lamprey eats a trout?” she
asked.
He didn’t. In fact, it was the first time he’d heard
that lampreys ate trout.
“Lampreys have no jaws. That’s what sets them
apart from other eels.”
“Huh? Eels have jaws?”
“Haven’t you ever taken a good look at one?” she
said, surprised.
“I do eat eel now and then, but I’ve never had an
opportunity to see if they have jaws.”
“Well, you should check it out sometime. Go to
an aquarium or someplace like that. Regular eels
have jaws with teeth. But lampreys have only
suckers, which they use to attach themselves to
rocks at the bottom of a river or lake. Then they
just kind of float there, waving back and forth,
like weeds.”
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Habara imagined a bunch of lampreys swaying
like weeds at the bottom of a lake. The scene
seemed somehow divorced from reality, although
reality, he knew, could at times be terribly unreal.
“Lampreys live like that, hidden among the
weeds. Lying in wait. Then, when a trout passes
overhead, they dart up and fasten on to it with
their suckers. Inside their suckers are these
tonguelike things with teeth, which rub back and
forth against the trout’s belly until a hole opens
up and they can start eating the flesh, bit by bit.”
“I wouldn’t like to be a trout,” Habara said.
“Back in Roman times, they raised lampreys in
ponds. Uppity slaves got chucked in and the
lampreys ate them alive.”
Habara thought that he wouldn’t have enjoyed
being a Roman slave, either.
“The first time I saw a lamprey was back in
elementary school, on a class trip to the
aquarium,” Scheherazade said. “The moment I
read the description of how they lived, I knew
that I’d been one in a former life. I mean, I could
actually remember—being fastened to a rock,
swaying invisibly among the weeds, eying the fat
trout swimming by above me.”
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“Can you remember eating them?”
“No, I can’t.”
“That’s a relief,” Habara said. “But is that all you
recall from your life as a lamprey—swaying to
and fro at the bottom of a river?”
“A former life can’t be called up just like that,”
she said. “If you’re lucky, you get a flash of what
it was like. It’s like catching a glimpse through a
tiny hole in a wall. Can you recall any of your
former lives?”
“No, not one,” Habara said. Truth be told, he had
never felt the urge to revisit a former life. He had
his hands full with the present one.
“Still, it felt pretty neat at the bottom of the lake.
Upside down with my mouth fastened to a rock,
watching the fish pass overhead. I saw a really
big snapping turtle once, too, a humongous black
shape drifting past, like the evil spaceship in ‘Star
Wars.’ And big white birds with long, sharp
beaks; from below, they looked like white clouds
floating across the sky.”
“And you can see all these things now?”

۵٧

۵٨
“As clear as day,” Scheherazade said. “The light,
the pull of the current, everything. Sometimes I
can even go back there in my mind.”
“To what you were thinking then?”
“Yeah.”
“What do lampreys think about?”
“Lampreys think very lamprey-like thoughts.
About lamprey-like topics in a context that’s very
lamprey-like. There are no words for those
thoughts. They belong to the world of water. It’s
like when we were in the womb. We were
thinking things in there, but we can’t express
those thoughts in the language we use out here.
Right?”
“Hold on a second! You can remember what it
was like in the womb?”
“Sure,” Scheherazade said, lifting her head to see
over his chest. “Can’t you?”
No, he said. He couldn’t.
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“Then I’ll tell you sometime. About life in the
womb.”
“Scheherazade, Lamprey, Former Lives” was
what Habara recorded in his diary that day. He
doubted that anyone who came across it would
guess what the words meant.
Habara had met Scheherazade for the first time
four months earlier. He had been transported to
this house, in a provincial city north of Tokyo,
and she had been assigned to him as his “support
liaison.” Since he couldn’t go outside, her role
was to buy food and other items he required and
bring them to the house. She also tracked down
whatever books and magazines he wished to
read, and any CDs he wanted to listen to. In
addition, she chose an assortment of DVDs—
though he had a hard time accepting her criteria
for selection on this front.
A week after he arrived, as if it were a selfevident next step, Scheherazade had taken him to
bed. There had been condoms on the bedside
table when he arrived. Habara guessed that sex
was one of her assigned duties—or perhaps
“support activities” was the term they used.
Whatever the term, and whatever her motivation,
he’d gone with the flow and accepted her
proposal without hesitation.
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Their sex was not exactly obligatory, but neither
could it be said that their hearts were entirely in
it. She seemed to be on guard, lest they grow too
enthusiastic—just as a driving instructor might
not want his students to get too excited about
their driving. Yet, while the lovemaking was not
what you’d call passionate, it wasn’t entirely
businesslike, either. It may have begun as one of
her duties (or, at least, as something that was
strongly encouraged), but at a certain point she
seemed—if only in a small way—to have found a
kind of pleasure in it. Habara could tell this from
certain subtle ways in which her body responded,
a response that delighted him as well. After all,
he was not a wild animal penned up in a cage but
a human being equipped with his own range of
emotions, and sex for the sole purpose of
physical release was hardly fulfilling. Yet to what
extent did Scheherazade see their sexual
relationship as one of her duties, and how much
did it belong to the sphere of her personal life?
He couldn’t tell.
This was true of other things, too. Habara often
found Scheherazade’s feelings and intentions
hard to read. For example, she wore plain cotton
panties most of the time. The kind of panties he
imagined housewives in their thirties usually
wore—though this was pure conjecture, since he
had no experience with housewives of that age.
Some days, however, she turned up in colorful,
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frilly silk panties instead. Why she switched
between the two he hadn’t a clue.
The other thing that puzzled him was the fact that
their lovemaking and her storytelling were so
closely linked, making it hard to tell where one
ended and the other began. He had never
experienced anything like this before: although
he didn’t love her, and the sex was so-so, he was
tightly bound to her physically. It was all rather
confusing.
“I was a teen-ager when I started breaking into
empty houses,” she said one day as they lay in
bed.
Habara—as was often the case when she told
stories—found himself at a loss for words.
“Have you ever broken into somebody’s house?”
she asked.
“I don’t think so,” he answered in a dry voice.
“Do it once and you get addicted.”
“But it’s illegal.”
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“You betcha. It’s dangerous, but you still get
hooked.”
Habara waited quietly for her to continue.
“The coolest thing about being in someone else’s
house when there’s no one there,” Scheherazade
said, “is how silent it is. Not a sound. It’s like the
quietest place in the world. That’s how it felt to
me, anyway. When I sat on the floor and kept
absolutely still, my life as a lamprey came back
to me. I told you about my being a lamprey in a
former life, right?”
“Yes, you did.”
“It was just like that. My suckers stuck to a rock
underwater and my body waving back and forth
overhead, like the weeds around me. Everything
so quiet. Though that may have been because I
had no ears. On sunny days, light shot down from
the surface like an arrow. Fish of all colors and
shapes drifted by above. And my mind was
empty of thoughts. Other than lamprey thoughts,
that is. Those were cloudy but very pure. It was a
wonderful place to be.”
The first time Scheherazade broke into
someone’s house, she explained, she was a highschool junior and had a serious crush on a boy in
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her class. Though he wasn’t what you would call
handsome, he was tall and clean-cut, a good
student who played on the soccer team, and she
was powerfully attracted to him. But he
apparently liked another girl in their class and
took no notice of Scheherazade. In fact, it was
possible that he was unaware she existed.
Nevertheless, she couldn’t get him out of her
mind. Just seeing him made her breathless;
sometimes she felt as if she were going to throw
up. If she didn’t do something about it, she
thought, she might go crazy. But confessing her
love was out of the question.
One day, Scheherazade skipped school and went
to the boy’s house. It was about a fifteen-minute
walk from where she lived. She had researched
his family situation beforehand. His mother
taught Japanese language at a school in a
neighboring town. His father, who had worked at
a cement company, had been killed in a car
accident some years earlier. His sister was a
junior-high-school student. This meant that the
house should be empty during the day.
Not surprisingly, the front door was locked.
Scheherazade checked under the mat for a key.
Sure enough, there was one there. Quiet
residential communities in provincial cities like
theirs had little crime, and a spare key was often
left under a mat or a potted plant.
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To be safe, Scheherazade rang the bell, waited to
make sure there was no answer, scanned the
street in case she was being observed, opened the
door, and entered. She locked the door again
from the inside. Taking off her shoes, she put
them in a plastic bag and stuck it in the knapsack
on her back. Then she tiptoed up the stairs to the
second floor.
His bedroom was there, as she had imagined. His
bed was neatly made. On the bookshelf was a
small stereo, with a few CDs. On the wall, there
was a calendar with a photo of the Barcelona
soccer team and, next to it, what looked like a
team banner, but nothing else. No posters, no
pictures. Just a cream-colored wall. A white
curtain hung over the window. The room was
tidy, everything in its place. No books strewn
about, no clothes on the floor. The room testified
to the meticulous personality of its inhabitant. Or
else to a mother who kept a perfect house. Or
both. It made Scheherazade nervous. Had the
room been sloppier, no one would have noticed
whatever little messes she might make. Yet, at
the same time, the very cleanliness and simplicity
of the room, its perfect order, made her happy. It
was so like him.
Scheherazade lowered herself into the desk chair
and sat there for a while. This is where he studies
every night, she thought, her heart pounding. One
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by one, she picked up the implements on the
desk, rolled them between her fingers, smelled
them, held them to her lips. His pencils, his
scissors, his ruler, his stapler—the most mundane
objects became somehow radiant because they
were his.
She opened his desk drawers and carefully
checked their contents. The uppermost drawer
was divided into compartments, each of which
contained a small tray with a scattering of objects
and souvenirs. The second drawer was largely
occupied by notebooks for the classes he was
taking at the moment, while the one on the
bottom (the deepest drawer) was filled with an
assortment of old papers, notebooks, and exams.
Almost everything was connected either to
school or to soccer. She’d hoped to come across
something personal—a diary, perhaps, or
letters—but the desk held nothing of that sort.
Not even a photograph. That struck Scheherazade
as a bit unnatural. Did he have no life outside of
school and soccer? Or had he carefully hidden
everything of a private nature, where no one
would come across it?
Still, just sitting at his desk and running her eyes
over his handwriting moved Scheherazade
beyond words. To calm herself, she got out of the
chair and sat on the floor. She looked up at the
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ceiling. The quiet around her was absolute. In
this way, she returned to the lampreys’ world.
“So all you did,” Habara asked, “was enter his
room, go through his stuff, and sit on the floor?”
“No,” Scheherazade said. “There was more. I
wanted something of his to take home.
Something that he handled every day or that had
been close to his body. But it couldn’t be
anything important that he would miss. So I stole
one of his pencils.”
“A single pencil?”
“Yes. One that he’d been using. But stealing
wasn’t enough. That would make it a
straightforward case of burglary. The fact
that I had done it would be lost. I was the Love
Thief, after all.”
The Love Thief? It sounded to Habara like the
title of a silent film.
“So I decided to leave something behind in its
place, a token of some sort. As proof that I had
been there. A declaration that this was an
exchange, not a simple theft. But what should it
be? Nothing popped into my head. I searched my
knapsack and my pockets, but I couldn’t find
anything appropriate. I kicked myself for not
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having thought to bring something suitable.
Finally, I decided to leave a tampon behind. An
unused one, of course, still in its plastic wrapper.
My period was getting close, so I was carrying it
around just to be safe. I hid it at the very back of
the bottom drawer, where it would be difficult to
find. That really turned me on. The fact that a
tampon of mine was stashed away in his desk
drawer. Maybe it was because I was so turned on
that my period started almost immediately after
that.”
A tampon for a pencil, Habara thought. Perhaps
that was what he should write in his diary that
day: “Love Thief, Pencil, Tampon.” He’d like to
see what they’d make of that!
“I was there in his home for only fifteen minutes
or so. I couldn’t stay any longer than that: it was
my first experience of sneaking into a house, and
I was scared that someone would turn up while I
was there. I checked the street to make sure that
the coast was clear, slipped out the door, locked
it, and replaced the key under the mat. Then I
went to school. Carrying his precious pencil.”
Scheherazade fell silent. From the look of it, she
had gone back in time and was picturing the
various things that had happened next, one by
one.
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“That week was the happiest of my life,” she said
after a long pause. “I scribbled random things in
my notebook with his pencil. I sniffed it, kissed
it, rubbed my cheek with it, rolled it between my
fingers. Sometimes I even stuck it in my mouth
and sucked on it. Of course, it pained me that the
more I wrote the shorter it got, but I couldn’t help
myself. If it got too short, I thought, I could
always go back and get another. There was a
whole bunch of used pencils in the pencil holder
on his desk. He wouldn’t have a clue that one
was missing. And he probably still hadn’t found
the tampon tucked away in his drawer. That idea
excited me no end—it gave me a strange ticklish
sensation down below. It didn’t bother me
anymore that in the real world he never looked at
me or showed that he was even aware of my
existence. Because I secretly possessed
something of his—a part of him, as it were.”
Ten days later, Scheherazade skipped school
again and paid a second visit to the boy’s house.
It was eleven o’clock in the morning. As before,
she fished the key from under the mat and opened
the door. Again, his room was in flawless order.
First, she selected a pencil with a lot of use left in
it and carefully placed it in her pencil case. Then
she gingerly lay down on his bed, her hands
clasped on her chest, and looked up at the ceiling.
This was the bed where he slept every night. The
thought made her heart beat faster, and she found
it difficult to breathe normally. Her lungs weren’t
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filling with air and her throat was as dry as a
bone, making each breath painful.
Scheherazade got off the bed, straightened the
covers, and sat down on the floor, as she had on
her first visit. She looked back up at the ceiling.
I’m not quite ready for his bed, she told herself.
That’s still too much to handle.
This time, Scheherazade spent half an hour in the
house. She pulled his notebooks from the drawer
and glanced through them. She found a book
report and read it. It was on “Kokoro,” a novel by
Soseki Natsume, that summer’s reading
assignment. His handwriting was beautiful, as
one would expect from a straight-A student, not
an error or an omission anywhere. The grade on
it was Excellent. What else could it be? Any
teacher confronted with penmanship that perfect
would automatically give it an Excellent, whether
he bothered to read a single line or not.
Scheherazade moved on to the chest of drawers,
examining its contents in order. His underwear
and socks. Shirts and pants. His soccer uniform.
They were all neatly folded. Nothing stained or
frayed. Had he done the folding? Or, more likely,
had his mother done it for him? She felt a pang of
jealousy toward the mother, who could do these
things for him each and every day.
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Scheherazade leaned over and sniffed the clothes
in the drawers. They all smelled freshly
laundered and redolent of the sun. She took out a
plain gray T-shirt, unfolded it, and pressed it to
her face. Might not a whiff of his sweat remain
under the arms? But there was nothing.
Nevertheless, she held it there for some time,
inhaling through her nose. She wanted to keep
the shirt for herself. But that would be too risky.
His clothes were so meticulously arranged and
maintained. He (or his mother) probably knew
the exact number of T-shirts in the drawer. If one
went
missing,
all
hell
might
break
loose.Scheherazade carefully refolded the T-shirt
and returned it to its proper place. In its stead, she
took a small badge, shaped like a soccer ball, that
she found in one of the desk drawers. It seemed
to date back to a team from his grade-school
years. She doubted that he would miss it. At the
very least, it would be some time before he
noticed that it was gone. While she was at it, she
checked the bottom drawer of the desk for the
tampon. It was still there.
Scheherazade tried to imagine what would
happen if his mother discovered the tampon.
What would she think? Would she demand that
he explain what on earth a tampon was doing in
his desk? Or would she keep her discovery a
secret, turning her dark suspicions over and over
in her mind? Scheherazade had no idea. But she
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decided to leave the tampon where it was. After
all, it was her very first token.
To commemorate her second visit, Scheherazade
left behind three strands of her hair. The night
before, she had plucked them out, wrapped them
in plastic, and sealed them in a tiny envelope.
Now she took this envelope from her knapsack
and slipped it into one of the old math notebooks
in his drawer. The three hairs were straight and
black, neither too long nor too short. No one
would know whose they were without a DNA
test, though they were clearly a girl’s.
She left his house and went straight to school,
arriving in time for her first afternoon class. Once
again, she was content for about ten days. She
felt that he had become that much more hers. But,
as you might expect, this chain of events would
not end without incident. For, as Scheherazade
had said, sneaking into other people’s homes is
highly addictive.
At this point in the story Scheherazade glanced at
the bedside clock and saw that it was 4:32 P.M.
“Got to get going,” she said, as if to herself. She
hopped out of bed and put on her plain white
panties, hooked her bra, slipped into her jeans,
and pulled her dark-blue Nike sweatshirt over her
head. Then she scrubbed her hands in the

٧١

٧٢
bathroom, ran a brush through her hair, and drove
away in her blue Mazda.
Left alone with nothing in particular to do,
Habara lay in bed and ruminated on the story she
had just told him, savoring it bit by bit, like a cow
chewing its cud. Where was it headed? he
wondered. As with all her stories, he hadn’t a
clue. He found it difficult to picture
Scheherazade as a high-school student. Was she
slender then, free of the flab she carried today?
School uniform, white socks, her hair in braids?
He wasn’t hungry yet, so he put off preparing his
dinner and went back to the book he had been
reading, only to find that he couldn’t concentrate.
The image of Scheherazade sneaking into her
classmate’s room and burying her face in his shirt
was too fresh in his mind. He was impatient to
hear what had happened next.
Scheherazade’s next visit to the house was three
days later, after the weekend had passed. As
always, she came bearing large paper bags
stuffed with provisions. She went through the
food in the fridge, replacing everything that was
past its expiration date, examined the canned and
bottled goods in the cupboard, checked the
supply of condiments and spices to see what was
running low, and wrote up a shopping list. She
put some bottles of Perrier in the fridge to chill.
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Finally, she stacked the new books and DVDs
she had brought with her on the table.
“Is there something more you need or want?”
“Can’t think of anything,” Habara replied.
Then, as always, the two went to bed and had
sex. After an appropriate amount of foreplay, he
slipped on his condom, entered her, and, after an
appropriate amount of time, ejaculated. After
casting a professional eye on the contents of his
condom, Scheherazade began the latest
installment of her story.
As before, she felt happy and fulfilled for ten
days after her second break-in. She tucked the
soccer badge away in her pencil case and from
time to time fingered it during class. She nibbled
on the pencil she had taken and licked the lead.
All the time she was thinking of his room. She
thought of his desk, the bed where he slept, the
chest of drawers packed with his clothes, his
pristine white boxer shorts, and the tampon and
three strands of hair she had hidden in his drawer.
She had lost all interest in schoolwork. In class,
she either fiddled with the badge and the pencil
or gave in to daydreams. When she went home,
she was in no state of mind to tackle her
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homework. Scheherazade’s grades had never
been a problem. She wasn’t a top student, but she
was a serious girl who always did her
assignments. So when her teacher called on her in
class and she was unable to give a proper answer,
he was more puzzled than angry. Eventually, he
summoned her to the staff room during the lunch
break. “What’s the problem?” he asked her. “Is
anything bothering you?” She could only
mumble something vague about not feeling well.
Her secret was too weighty and dark to reveal to
anyone—she had to bear it alone.
“I had to keep breaking into his house,”
Scheherazade said. “I was compelled to. As you
can imagine, it was a very risky business. Even I
could see that. Sooner or later, someone would
find me there, and the police would be called.
The idea scared me to death. But, once the ball
was rolling, there was no way I could stop it. Ten
days after my second ‘visit,’ I went there again. I
had no choice. I felt that if I didn’t I would go off
the deep end. Looking back, I think I really was a
little crazy.”
“Didn’t it cause problems for you at school,
skipping class so often?” Habara asked.
“My parents had their own business, so they were
too busy to pay much attention to me. I’d never
caused any problems up to then, never challenged
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their authority. So they figured a hands-off
approach was best. Forging notes for school was
a piece of cake. I explained to my homeroom
teacher that I had a medical problem that required
me to spend half a day at the hospital from time
to time. Since the teachers were racking their
brains over what to do about the kids who hadn’t
come to school in ages, they weren’t too
concerned about me taking half a day off every
now and then.”
Scheherazade shot a quick glance at the clock
next to the bed before continuing.
“I got the key from under the mat and entered the
house for a third time. It was as quiet as before—
no, even quieter for some reason. It rattled me
when the refrigerator turned on—it sounded like
a huge beast sighing. The phone rang while I was
there. The ringing was so loud and harsh that I
thought my heart would stop. I was covered with
sweat. No one picked up, of course, and it
stopped after about ten rings. The house felt even
quieter then.”
Scheherazade spent a long time stretched out on
his bed that day. This time her heart did not
pound so wildly, and she was able to breathe
normally. She could imagine him sleeping
peacefully beside her, even feel as if she were
watching over him as he slept. She felt that, if she
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reached out, she could touch his muscular arm.
He wasn’t there next to her, of course. She was
just lost in a haze of daydreams.
She felt an overpowering urge to smell him.
Rising from the bed, she walked over to his chest
of drawers, opened one, and examined the shirts
inside. All had been washed and neatly folded.
They were pristine, and free of odor, just like
before.
Then an idea struck her. She raced down the
stairs to the first floor. There, in the room beside
the bath, she found the laundry hamper and
removed the lid. Mixed together were the soiled
clothes of the three family members—mother,
daughter, and son. A day’s worth, from the looks
of it. Scheherazade extracted a piece of male
clothing. A white crew-neck T-shirt. She took a
whiff. The unmistakable scent of a young man. A
mustiness she had smelled before, when her male
classmates were close by. Not a scintillating
odor, to be sure. But the fact that this smell
was his brought Scheherazade unbounded joy.
When she put her nose next to the armpits and
inhaled, she felt as though she were in his
embrace, his arms wrapped firmly about her.
T-shirt in hand, Scheherazade climbed the stairs
to the second floor and lay on his bed once more.
She buried her face in his shirt and greedily
breathed in. Now she could feel a languid
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sensation in the lower part of her body. Her
nipples were stiffening as well. Could her period
be on the way? No, it was much too early. Was
this sexual desire? If so, then what could she do
about it? She had no idea. One thing was for sure,
though—there was nothing to be done under
these circumstances. Not here in his room, on his
bed.
In the end, Scheherazade decided to take the shirt
home with her. It was risky, for sure. His mother
was likely to figure out that a shirt was missing.
Even if she didn’t realize that it had been stolen,
she would still wonder where it had gone. Any
woman who kept her house so spotless was
bound to be a neat freak of the first order. When
something went missing, she would search the
house from top to bottom, like a police dog, until
she found it. Undoubtedly, she would uncover the
traces of Scheherazade in her precious son’s
room. But, even as Scheherazade understood this,
she didn’t want to part with the shirt. Her brain
was powerless to persuade her heart.
Instead, she began thinking about what to leave
behind. Her panties seemed like the best choice.
They were of an ordinary sort, simple, relatively
new, and fresh that morning. She could hide them
at the very back of his closet. Could there be
anything more appropriate to leave in exchange?
But, when she took them off, the crotch was
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damp. I guess this comes from desire, too, she
thought. It would hardly do to leave something
tainted by her lust in his room. She would only be
degrading herself. She slipped them back on and
began to think about what else to leave.
Scheherazade broke off her story. For a long
time, she didn’t say a word. She lay there
breathing quietly with her eyes closed. Beside
her, Habara followed suit, waiting for her to
resume.
At last, she opened her eyes and spoke. “Hey,
Mr. Habara,” she said. It was the first time she
had addressed him by name.
Habara looked at her.
“Do you think we could do it one more time?”
“I think I could manage that,” he said.
So they made love again. This time, though, was
very different from the time before. Violent,
passionate, and drawn out. Her climax at the end
was unmistakable. A series of powerful spasms
that left her trembling. Even her face was
transformed. For Habara, it was like catching a
brief glimpse of Scheherazade in her youth: the
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woman in his arms was now a troubled
seventeen-year-old girl who had somehow
become trapped in the body of a thirty-five-yearold housewife. Habara could feel her in there, her
eyes closed, her body quivering, innocently
inhaling the aroma of a boy’s sweaty T-shirt.
This time, Scheherazade did not tell him a story
after sex. Nor did she check the contents of his
condom. They lay there quietly next to each
other. Her eyes were wide open, and she was
staring at the ceiling. Like a lamprey gazing up at
the bright surface of the water. How wonderful it
would be, Habara thought, if he, too, could
inhabit another time or space—leave this single,
clearly defined human being named Nobutaka
Habara behind and become a nameless lamprey.
He pictured himself and Scheherazade side by
side, their suckers fastened to a rock, their bodies
waving in the current, eying the surface as they
waited for a fat trout to swim smugly by.
“So what did you leave in exchange for the
shirt?” Habara broke the silence.
She did not reply immediately.
“Nothing,” she said at last. “Nothing I had
brought along could come close to that shirt with
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his odor. So I just took it and sneaked out. That
was when I became a burglar, pure and simple.”
When, twelve days later, Scheherazade went
back to the boy’s house for the fourth time, there
was a new lock on the front door. Its gold color
gleamed in the midday sun, as if to boast of its
great sturdiness. And there was no key hidden
under the mat. Clearly, his mother’s suspicions
had been aroused by the missing shirt. She must
have searched high and low, coming across other
signs that told of something strange going on in
her house. Her instincts had been unerring, her
reaction swift.
Scheherazade was, of course, disappointed by
this development, but at the same time she felt
relieved. It was as if someone had stepped behind
her and removed a great weight from her
shoulders. This means I don’t have to go on
breaking into his house, she thought. There was
no doubt that, had the lock not been changed, her
invasions would have gone on indefinitely. Nor
was there any doubt that her actions would have
escalated with each visit. Eventually, a member
of the family would have shown up while she
was on the second floor. There would have been
no avenue of escape. No way to talk herself out
of her predicament. This was the future that had
been waiting for her, sooner or later, and the
outcome would have been devastating. Now she
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had dodged it. Perhaps she should thank his
mother—though she had never met the woman—
for having eyes like a hawk.
Scheherazade inhaled the aroma of his T-shirt
each night before she went to bed. She slept with
it next to her. She would wrap it in paper and
hide it before she left for school in the morning.
Then, after dinner, she would pull it out to caress
and sniff. She worried that the odor might fade as
the days went by, but that didn’t happen. The
smell of his sweat had permeated the shirt for
good.
Now that further break-ins were out of the
question, Scheherazade’s state of mind slowly
began to return to normal. She daydreamed less
in class, and her teacher’s words began to
register. Nevertheless, her chief focus was not on
her teacher’s voice but on her classmate’s
behavior. She kept her eye discreetly trained on
him, trying to detect a change, any indication at
all that he might be nervous about something. But
he acted exactly the same as always. He threw his
head back and laughed as unaffectedly as ever,
and answered promptly when called upon. He
shouted as loudly in soccer practice and got just
as sweaty. She could see no trace of anything out
of the ordinary—just an upright young man,
leading a seemingly unclouded existence.

٨١

٨٢
Still, Scheherazade knew of one shadow that was
hanging over him. Or something close to that. No
one else knew, in all likelihood. Just her (and,
come to think of it, possibly his mother). On her
third break-in, she had come across a number of
pornographic magazines cleverly concealed in
the farthest recesses of his closet. They were full
of pictures of naked women, spreading their legs
and offering generous views of their genitals.
Some pictures portrayed the act of sex: men
inserted rodlike penises into female bodies in the
most unnatural of positions. Scheherazade had
never laid eyes on photographs like these before.
She sat at his desk and flipped slowly through the
magazines, studying each photo with great
interest. She guessed that he masturbated while
viewing them. But the idea did not strike her as
especially repulsive. She accepted masturbation
as a perfectly normal activity. All those sperm
had to go somewhere, just as girls had to have
periods. In other words, he was a typical teenager. Neither hero nor saint. She found that
knowledge something of a relief.
“When my break-ins stopped, my passion for him
began to cool. It was gradual, like the tide ebbing
from a long, sloping beach. Somehow or other, I
found myself smelling his shirt less often and
spending less time caressing his pencil and
badge. The fever was passing. What I had
contracted was not something like sickness but
the real thing. As long as it lasted, I couldn’t
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think straight. Maybe everybody goes through a
crazy period like that at one time or another. Or
maybe it was something that happened only to
me. How about you? Did you ever have an
experience like that?”
Habara tried to remember, but drew a blank. “No,
nothing that extreme, I don’t think,” he said.
Scheherazade looked somewhat disappointed by
his answer.
“Anyway, I forgot all about him once I
graduated. So quickly and easily, it was weird.
What was it about him that had made the
seventeen-year-old me fall so hard? Try as I
might, I couldn’t remember. Life is strange, isn’t
it? You can be totally entranced by something
one minute, be willing to sacrifice everything to
make it yours, but then a little time passes, or
your perspective changes a bit, and all of a
sudden you’re shocked at how its glow has faded.
What was I looking at? you wonder. So that’s the
story of my ‘breaking-and-entering’ period.”
She made it sound like Picasso’s Blue Period,
Habara thought. But he understood what she was
trying to convey.
She glanced at the clock next to the bed. It was
almost time for her to leave.
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“To tell the truth,” she said finally, “the story
doesn’t end there. A few years later, when I was
in my second year of nursing school, a strange
stroke of fate brought us together again. His
mother played a big role in it; in fact, there was
something spooky about the whole thing—it was
like one of those old ghost stories. Events took a
rather unbelievable course. Would you like to
hear about it?”
“I’d love to,” Habara said.
“It had better wait till my next visit,”
Scheherazade said. “It’s getting late. I’ve got to
head home and fix dinner.”
She got out of bed and put on her clothes—
panties, stockings, camisole, and, finally, her
skirt and blouse. Habara casually watched her
movements from the bed. It struck him that the
way women put on their clothes could be even
more interesting than the way they took them off.
“Any books in particular you’d like me to pick
up?” she asked, on her way out the door.
“No, nothing I can think of,” he answered. What
he really wanted, he thought, was for her to tell
him the rest of her story, but he didn’t put that
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into words. Doing so might jeopardize his
chances of ever hearing it.
Habara went to bed early that night and thought
about Scheherazade. Perhaps he would never see
her again. That worried him. The possibility was
just too real. Nothing of a personal nature—no
vow, no implicit understanding—held them
together. Theirs was a chance relationship created
by someone else, and might be terminated on that
person’s whim. In other words, they were
attached by a slender thread. It was likely—no,
certain—that that thread would eventually be
broken and all the strange and unfamiliar tales
she might have told would be lost to him. The
only question was when.
It was also possible that he would, at some point,
be deprived of his freedom entirely, in which
case not only Scheherazade but all women would
disappear from his life. Never again would he be
able to enter the warm moistness of their bodies.
Never again would he feel them quiver in
response. Perhaps an even more distressing
prospect for Habara than the cessation of sexual
activity, however, was the loss of the moments of
shared intimacy. What his time spent with
women offered was the opportunity to be
embraced by reality, on the one hand, while
negating it entirely on the other. That was
something Scheherazade had provided in
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abundance—indeed, her gift was inexhaustible.
The prospect of losing that made him saddest of
all.
Habara closed his eyes and stopped thinking of
Scheherazade. Instead, he thought of lampreys.
Of jawless lampreys fastened to rocks, hiding
among the waterweeds, swaying back and forth
in the current. He imagined that he was one of
them, waiting for a trout to appear. But no trout
passed by, no matter how long he waited. Not a
fat one, not a skinny one, no trout at all.
Eventually the sun went down, and his world was
enfolded in darkness. ♦

(Translated, from the Japanese, by Ted Goossen.)
http://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2014/10/13/scheherazade-3
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فشرده ای از زندگينامه و آثار گيل آوايی:
رض;;ا ش;;فاعی ) گي ;ل آواي;;ی( ١٩ ،ف;;روردين  ١٣٣۵در يک ;ی از
حومه ھای الھيجان زاده ش;ده اس;ت .گي;ل آواي;ی در س;ال ١٣٧٠
ب;ه ک;;وچ ن;اگزير ت;;ن داد و ھم;راه دو فرزن;;دش ب;ه ھلن;;د مھ;;اجرت
نم;;ود .او ض;;من تالش;;ھای فرھنگ ;ی و سياس ;ی 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 ،مقاالت و نقدھای سياسی و اجتم;اعی
و ادب;;;ی ،ترجم;;;ه داس;;;تانھا و س;;;روده ھ;;;ا و آوازھ;;;ا ،از دس;;;ت
آوردھای تا کنون اوست .گي;ل آواي;ی ع;ضو انجم;ن قل;م ھلن;د م;ی
باشد .عمده آثار گيل آوايی به قرار زير است:

مجموعه ھای شعر
عاشقانه ھا  /ھوای يار  /نازانه  /آفتابخيز  /تاسيانه ھ;ای گي;ل
آواي;ی  /آفت;اب ن;شين  /چ;ه س;وال س;ختی  /ت;وش ت;ش آت;;ش /
گپ;ی ب;ا ھ;م  /کرش;مه  /ھ;شت ف;صل  /ب;ا ن;سيم  /ن;از اف;شان /
پُرآواز  /ھوار  /ن;ه ھن;وز  /دل;شدگی  /رق;ص خي;ال  /چ;شمه
نوش تو  /سايۀ خيال  /زخمه ھای غزل  /تنھايی را س;ر س;المت
 /ھمين /
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داستان
می ناز) مجموعه داستان(  /بيگانه آشنايی چون من)مجموعه
داستان(  /برگ ريزان )رمان(  /شاخکھای حسی)داستان
کوتاه(  /پرچين) مجموعه داستان (  /بازی عشق)مجموعه
داستان(  /ھمه ھيچ )رمان(  /گيآلماردان )داستان بلند( /
خوشا آينه که به گريه ام نمی خندد) مجموعه داستان(  /آری
شود ولی)مجموعه داستان و يادداشتھای گاھگاھی(

ترجمه ھا) انگليسی/ھلندی به فارسی(
اگر فراموشم کنی ،مجموعه ی پنجاه شعر از پابلو نرودا If -
, you forget me
.........
دلم برای تو تنگ است ،برگردان مجموعه شعر تاسيانه ھا به
انگليسی Miss you
…….
بگذار برقصند ،Laat ze dansenترجمه شعرھا و آوازھای
مختلف از شاعران و خوانندگان مختلف
…….
داستان " تشک سنگی " اثر مارگارت اِلنور ات وود
Margaret Atwood
…….
اتوپيا ،مجموعه سروده ھای ويسالوا شيمبورسکا شاعر لھستانی
wislawa-szymborska
………
ده داستان از آليس مونرو Alice Munro
ماسه / Gravel ،مواظب ب;اش او اينجاس;ت ،ع;شق م;ن ،ترجم;ه
داس;تان خ;رس ب;ه کوھ;ستان آم;د the Bear came over the
 / mountainداس;;تان " ش;;ور  / "Passionداس;;تان گودالھ;;ای
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عميق  / Deep Holesداستان فرامون / Dimensionداس;تان
راديکالھ;;;;;ای آزاد / Free Radicalsداس;;;;;تان ھف;;;;;ت رود
 – Wenlock Edgeف;رار / Run Awayچ;شم ان;داز از کاس;ل
راک  / The view from Castle Rockداس;;تان آمندس;;ن
 - Amundsenده داستان آليس مونرو در يک مجموعه
.....
سروده ھايی از خريت ُکمرای  Gerrit Komrijشاعر نامدار
ھلندی
....
دو داستان و دوازده سروده از گريس پيلیGrace Paley
.....
شش داشتان از استيون ميلھازر Steven Millhauser

داس;تان پي;شينۀ ي;ک اش;;فتگی  -داس;تان نزدي;ک ش;دن  -داس;;تان
فرم;;انروايی ھ;;راد چھ;;ارم  -داس;;تان ص;;دايی در ش;;ب  -داس;;تان
جالی شگفت انگي;ز -داس;تان ي;ورش فرازمين;ی -مجموع;ه ش;ش
داستان از استيون ميلھاوزر
....
تصور کن ،مجموعه ای از شعرھا و آوازھای انگليسی و ھلندی
....
خورخه لوئيس بورخس مجموعه ای از شعرھای بورخس
Jorge Luis Borges
.......
چشم انداز ،مچموعه ای از سروده ھای پُل ِسالنPaul Celan
.......
داستان :وصيتنامه قاضی – روث پراور جھاب واال Ruth
Prawer Jhabvala
......
ده آواز از اجراھای رچی ھی ونزRichie Havens
.......
وقتی زنھا خوابند از خاوير مارياسJavier Marias
.....
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چھار داستان از سه نويسنده :دوريس لسينگ)دو داستان(،
روبرتو بوالنو ،لئونارد مايکل
.....
مانيفستوی مکزيکی ،روبرتو بوالنوRoberto Bolano
....
داستان " تابستان  "٣٨کالم توبين Colm Toibin
....
فيلمنامۀ " پُلھای مديسن کانتی " The Bridges of
 - Madison Countyنويسنده :ريچارد گريونيز Richard
LaGravenese
....
فيلمنامۀ نجواگر اسب  / The Horse whispererفيلمنامه:
اريک راث Eric Rothو ريچارد ال گريوينيز Richard
/LaGraveneseبراساس رمانی به ھمين نام از نيک
ايوانسNicholas Evans
...
ده قاعده برای داستان نويسی ،از نگاه نويسندگان مختلف Ten
rules for writing fiction
...
داستان " ديروز" اثر ھاروکی موراکامی
.
داستانھايی از ربکا کورتيسRebecca Curtis
.
داستان " اکشن " از پال ثروو Paul Theroux
.
شھرزاد -ھاروکی موراکامیHARUKI MURAKAMI
)ژاپنی(/تد گوسن) Ted Goossenانگليسی(

تئاتر
نه آره ،طرحھايی برای نمايش
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مجموعه ھای شعر و داستان ھای گيلکی
تی واسی  -ايرانه سبزه نيگين  -شورم شه شواله شون  -تالر
 ھفتا بيجار  -کوتام  -داره پا  -تسکه ديل – کوالکت – شواله– ارسو -دبکه – گومار ) مجموعه داستان(

مجموعه مقاالت سياسی ويژه نامه ھا
ھماھنگی ناھمگون ،مجموعه ی مقاالت سياسی-چھارجلد
نشانی برای تماسgilavaei@gmail.com:
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ﻧﺎم :ﺷﻬﺮزاد /داﺳﺘﺎن
اﺛﺮ :ﻫﺎروﻛﻲ ﻣﻮراﻛﺎﻣﻲHARUKI MURAKAMI
ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ از ژاﭘﻨﻲ ﺑﻪ اﻧﮕﻠﻴﺴﻲ :ﺗﺪ ﮔﻮﺳﻦ Ted Goossen
ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ :ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ
ﻧﺸﺮ ﻫﻨﺮ و ادﺑﻴﺎت ﭘﺮس ﻟﻴﺖ www.perslit.com
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ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻤﺎسgilavaei@gmail.com :

چاپی اين اثر مشروط به کسب
توجه :ھرگونه بازانتشار
ِ
اجازۀ قبلی از مترجم آن می باشد .ھرگونه بازانتشار
اينترنتی اين اثر مشروط به بيان نشانی ھای باالست.
شکل ممکن
ھرگونه استفادۀ تجاری از اين اثر به ھر
ِ
مجاز نيست.
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