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One hot summer day, to be precise one Friday the thirteenth of August, at
about a quarter to three in the afternoon, I fell in love. The bitterness and
longing I've been through since have often made me wonder whether if it had
been the twelfth or fourteenth of August things would have turned out
differently.

That day, as on every other day, they had compelled us — meaning me and my
sister — by force and threats and a few golden promises for the evening, to go
into the cellar in order to sleep. In the savage heat of Tehran an afternoon siesta
was compulsory for all the children. But on that day, as on every other afternoon,
we were just waiting for my father to fall asleep so that we could go into the yard
to play. When my father’s snore became audible I stuck my head out from under
the coverlet and glanced at the clock on the wall. It was half past two in the
afternoon. In waiting for my father to go off, my poor little sister had fallen
asleep herself. I'd no choice but to leave her and I tiptoed out alone.

Layli, my uncle’s daughter, and her little brother had been waiting in the main
garden for us for half an hour. Our two houses had been built within one big
enclosure and there was no wall between them. As on every day, we settled down
quietly to our games and conversation in the shade of a big walnut tree. And
then I happened to catch Layli’s eye. A pair of wide black eyes looked back at
me. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from hers. I have no idea how long we’d been
staring at each other when suddenly my mother appeared standing over us with a
little multi-tongued whip in her hand.
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Iraj Pezeshkzad, My Uncle Napoleon,
Mage Publishers, Washington, DC, 1996, p. 24.
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At that moment Mash Qasem entered the room, grumbling and muttering
under his breath; he went over to Dear Uncle. "Sir, you know what that bastard’s
done?"

"Who, Qasem?"

"That Indian brigadier."

With extreme agitation Dear Uncle said, "What’s he done?"

"Just half an hour ago he came out of the room, looked all around and then
goes in the yard..I went after him all quiet..."
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"Get on with it, don’t be so irritating. Then what happened?”
"Well now, why should I lie? To the grave it’s ah...ah..he went straight to the
roots of the big sweetbrier bush...then cheeky beggar if he didn’t stand there and
do his stuff like."

"On the roots of the big sweetbrier?”

"Yes, sir...on the roots of the big sweetbrier."
is face contorted, Dear Uncle gripped my father’s arm. "You see that?...these
English...they want to get at me from every side! This is a4 part of their plan, they
want to destroy my soul so I'll submit to them, bound hand and foot. This is the
beginning of their war of nerves against me!"
Then he suddenly thrust aside his jacket, put his hand on the leather holster of
the revolver at his belt, and shouted, "I'll kill that Indian with my own

hands..." Ibid, p. 243.
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One evening three or four days later Asadollah Mirza, accompanied by uncle
colonel, came to see my father. He took me by the arm and had me come into
the living room with them.

"It looks as though we’re about to get the show on the road. I had a long
conversation with the brigadier. Poor devil, he’s full of goodwill but he says he
can’t find an Englishman. All he has is an Indian friend who is a corporal in the
British army and he can convince him to be a part of our scheme. For a
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consideration of course!"

Uncle colonel said nothing.

My father shook his head and said, "It seems very unlikely to me that the
Master would be ready to negotiate with a corporal, and an Indian at that. What
does this Indian look like? Would it be possible to pass him off as an
Englishman?"

"It wouldn’t be possible to pass him as a Baluchi tribesman, never mind as an
Englishman. From what I heard he’s a dyed-in-the-wool milky-colored Sikh."

"But your excellency, even supposing we can get the Master to meet with an
Indian, what about his rank? The master is not going to accept anyone less than
a general.”

"That doesn’t matter. The Master doesn’t know the ranks in the British army,

we’ll say he’s a colonel.”
Ibid, p. 433.



