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Farideh Jahandideh 

 

 

Farideh Jahandideh is an Iranian young writer, illustrator and animator. 

Farideh mostly write and paint for children and young adults. Her books have 

greatly appreciated by Iranian young boys and girls. Her main era of activities 

involve novel, poetry, film scripts and children’s stories, Animation, 

illustrating children’s books, painting. Farideh lives in Tehran at present and 

engages to pen fantastic books for children and young adults throughout the 

world. Jahandideh awarded in different literary festivals and prizes, such 

as: 

-Winning honorary certificate of award for selected poems from the Ministry 

of Culture and Islamic Guidance of Tehran province, 2011. 

- Winning honorary certificate of award for selected poems from the 

ceremony of Shahryar's memories held by the Ministry of Culture and Islamic 

Guidance of Tehran province, 2010   

-Winning honorary certificate of award for selected poems in Khorramshahr 

Victory Congress held by the Ministry of Culture and Islamic Guidance of 

Tehran province, 2012 
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About the book: 
 
The White Crow is the story of a crow chick called Black Feathers that is 

injured by a hunter on the first day of its flight. Black Feathers falls on the 

wheat crop on a farm, where a boy named Nick works. Nick takes Black 

Feathers to the vet. Black Feathers wakes up after a few days but realizes it 

can no longer fly and return to its mother. Nick suggests that it should live 

with his four birds, a parrot, a canary, a pigeon, and a chicken, for the rest of 

its life. But each one of those birds, brag about their characteristics for Black 

Feathers and do not accept its company. Black Feathers, with a broken heart, 

decides to go to the forest animals to find a friend. In the woods, it meets a 

turtle, a flock of deer, a wild cat and an earthworm and asks them to befriend 

it. But they, like the birds in the hut, reject its request. Black Feathers, unable 

to return to its mother or find a friend for itself, decides to find the hunter and 

ask him to end its life. But the hunter tells it he is not even willing to waste a 

bullet on a worthless animal like it and in the past, he was going to hunt a 

duck. It was right there that a secret was revealed to Black Feathers. Black 

Feathers decides to return to the wooden hut to prove itself, but as it arrives in 

the dark of the night, it notices a fox entering the bird’s hut. Black Feathers 

decides to save the birds’ lives, so it uses all its effort to get into the hut, but 

unwittingly, begins to fly. It saves each and every one of them based on the 

same judgments that the birds had judged it with . . .  

Twenty-one days after the outbreak of the war, Mehdi flew, and then a 
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fifteen-year-old teenager flew from the hospital with thirsty lips, “As soon as 

Maryam arrived at the hospital, she quickly went to see Hussein Nikzad. But 

Hussein’s bed was vacant. Hussein’s roommates turned their faces away as 

they saw Maryam. Maryam was anxious. She went to the nurses' quarters and 

asked about Hussein.  
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Expert of the Book: 
Chapter One 

 

Once upon a time. Not so long ago and in the far distances, crows were living 

in a lush forest with their nests above the plantain trees. Among the crowds, 

there was a baby crow, called Par-siyah (black feather), who had begun flying 

for the first time, so his mother worked hard to train him. 

Par-siyah, while was slightly tired, said to his mother impatiently: "Mum! 

Don't you think it's enough flying anymore? I want to get to know the world 

sooner". 

His mother smiled and replied: "Unless you learn to fly well, you won't know 

the world and its creatures well!" 

And Par-siyah frowned more. 

The mother again said: "My cute baby! I have told you over and over again, 

so as not to smile, the creatures around you will not come close to you by 

their hearts. When they will not come close to you by their hearts, they 

cannot hear the sound of your heart. Until they don’t hear the sound of your 

heart, they will not route to the inside of your heart. When they could not 

route to the inside of your heart, they will not understand its beauty and 

healthiness. They will not accept the generosity of your heart until they 

realize its beauty and healthiness. Unless they receive the generosity of your 

heart, their hearts will never be united with your heart." 

Par-siyah whispered to himself: "And until their hearts unite with my heart, 

they will never be friends with me, and I will never know their world." 

At that very moment, his mother turned her eyes to a group of crows dancing 

in the sky. 

Immediately she said to Par-siyah: "Now are you ready to go and participate 

in the crowds’ party? This will help you to carry on your training happier." 
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- But mummy, I’m very tired right now. 

As his mother was embracing Par-siyah to pull him up, she went on: "No 

creature in the world is tired of rejoicing." 

Par-siyah and his mother went among the other crows and began to dance and 

rejoice. 

"Yes, I think my fatigue is getting to disappear. If I do the flight with this 

dance, I think it would be a lot better." Par-siyah told her mother excitedly 

this time. 

The mother said with a very serious look: "Remember that these parties are 

going to be a part of our lives and its joy for the whole of our lives." 

"These parties are a part of our lives ... Ok mummy," Par-siyah repeated with 

himself. 

And they continued to dance and rejoice. 

Not so long after, the sound of gunshots disrupted all the crowds' comfort 

and, in the blink of an eye, turned that cheerful and orderly group into a group 

of scary, scattered crows. 

Par-siyah’s mother, frightened, shouted with concern, "Follow me wherever I 

go!" 

 

But it was too late for that saying. Par-siyah began fluttering over and over 

aimlessly as the sound of repeated shootings, something he didn't know, had 

terrified him. He fluttered so much that when he came to himself, his mother 

was no longer with him. 

Par-siyah screamed with concern as he looked for his mother with his eyes: 

"Mummy! Where are you?" 

But no matter how much he searched and screamed for her, he couldn't find 

her because of the huge crowds and the loud cawing sound of the crows. It 

was there that he, without seeing his front, hit a huge ducks that had a kind 

but frightening face. 
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"I’m sorry," Par-siyah said with concern. 

And when he wanted to leave the duck, one of the hunter's bullets passed by 

him. 

Par-siyah, who had been more frightened than before, this time threw himself 

into the duck's hug. 

The duck pushed Par-siyah over with whole concern and shouted: "Get out of 

here! Here is too dangerous!" 

Par-siyah once again threw himself into the duck’s hug and said out loud: "I 

realized this from the horror of the crows by myself. I just don't know what's 

going to happen to me. Help me whatever it is!" 

"Didn't you see the bottom? The hunter over there?" The duck shouted as he 

was trying to push Par-siyah away of himself. 

Par-siyah, while looking down, wondered, "What is the hunter? My mother 

has not told me about it. Indeed, today is the first time I fly to know the 

creatures." 

- The hunter is a creature that can kill both of us if we don't split off now. 

That is to say, it is his job to kill. You know the meaning of killing, do you? 

It's just the opposite of your birth. 

Par-siyah, who had understood the duck's talkings this time, said to him with 

a slur, "Yes, I know." 

- So get away from me sooner so that both of us can be saved. 

Par-siyah responded to him while he had been confused from excitement: 

"Okey! All right!" 

As he was about to get away from the duck that one of the hunter's bullets hit 

one of his wings. In a moment Par-siyah was drowned in pain and blood so 

much that he could not have even a slight flutter. He drifted and turned in the 

sky, tears streamed down of his eyes, and he accidentally fell to the lowest 

point of the forest.  
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Chapter Two 

 

Near the jungle, there was a small house that was further away from the other 

houses of that area. In that house, overlooking a beautiful farm full of wheat, 

a kind teenage boy named Nick was living. Nick was doing all the farm 

works alone at that time, when his parents went to the city to see his older 

sister. That day, as usual, he was harvesting wheat on the farm by singing. 

- Sun, wheat, and humans are good friends. As the sun rises, the wheat grows. 

When the wheat grows, humans can eat bread. 

Nick, as he was singing, was putting clusters of wheat on his shoulder to take 

them to stack in the harvest place. 

- Sun, wheat, and humans are good friends ... 

It was not a few steps before the harvest place that suddenly his eyes fell 

upon a black, lifeless creature on the clusters of wheat. 

He shocked and said with surprise: "What is this!" 

He got to that point step by step. As he got close, fear took over all of his 

body. In front of his eyes, little Par-siyah was there and had fallen 

unconscious on the crop of wheat. Immediately he dropped the bunch of 

wheat off his shoulder and sat down beside him. 

As soon as he saw Par-siyah’s wound, he said sadly, "Oh my God! Poor 

crow! Who has brought this trouble to you?" 

And he angrily continued: "It must be the hunter's deed. But what was his 

purpose of it?" 

He put his hand on the Par-siyah's heart and added with excitement 

(exclaimed): "He is alive! He is alive! I need to take him to the veterinarian's 

office as soon as possible; otherwise, he may be lost!" 

He hurriedly and anxiously embraced Par-siyah and ran toward the vet's 

house. 
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Chapter Three 

 

Nick brought the pet to the vet's home. But he was so running and stunned 

that he couldn't even speak a word. 

He took a deep breath and anxiously said to the vet, "Hello Doctor! Help to 

this bird! He was shot! He may be lost!" 

The veterinarian, who was treating an ornamental bird, said with concern, 

"Hi, what's up?" 

And immediately he came toward Nick. 

When he saw Par-siyah, he sneered and said, "What is this?" 

Nick replied with a surprise: "It is a crow!" 

- I know it's a crow! Why did you bring him here? 

- So where should I take him? Here's a veterinarian office! 

The vet was silent for a moment and then said, "Here's the veterinary..." 

While indifferently heading for the ornamental bird, he continued, "But not 

for animals like that!" 

- What do you mean!? 

- I have more serious patients here. 

"Is there anything more serious than the life of the creatures?" Nick said with 

all sorrow. 

The vet pointed to the ornamental bird and said: "This bird you see is a rare 

domestic bird. Therefore, it is very important for its owner that this bird does 

not lose, as long as he is willing to pay a lot to save his life. But what about 

that crow? What can see high in the woods is the stray crow. Lots of crows, 

even one of them has not an owner." 

Nick came to himself and said, "Now I understand what you're saying! I have 

to say, I'm the owner of this raven baby right now and I’m ready to pay for 

his treatment." 
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The vet thought for a moment and then said, "Ok, Nick! I'll cure him. But you 

have to know because he has a bullet in his wing, he may never be able to fly 

again." 

"Right now his life is more important than his ability to fly," Nick said sadly. 

And the vet came slowly toward Nick and took the pet from his arms. 

 

Chapter Four 

Days and nights passed off that bitter day until a spring morning came which 

its sun and rain could be seen from behind the window of the room. Par-siyah 

was still unconscious on a small table, and Nick lay asleep while his head was 

on the same table. At that moment, Par-siyah wiggled and slowly opened his 

eyes. But he could not see his surroundings very well. This time, he rubbed 

his eyes with his wings for seeing better. As he could open his eyes well, he 

saw Nick in front of him. 

He shocked and said with surprise: "Who is he!?" 

Nick jerked awake with the voice of Par-siyah and with seeing him, happily 

shouted: "Hi little crow! You woke up?" 

Par-siyah, while frightened, started frequent fluttering immediately, but he 

could not even fly a particle. 

Nick’s joyful turned to sadness, and he quietly said to himself: "Oh my God! 

This crow kid can't fly anymore." 

And as he approached Par-siyah to calm his down, he began to run around 

here and there. 

Nick stood in his place and said anxiously: "Calm down! Calm down! I won't 

hurt you." 

But Par-siyah kept knocking himself on the wall of the room with fear and 

panic. 
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Nick said again: "You were unconscious for a while and you have forgotten 

what was happening to you. You had been injured by a hunter before, and I 

cured you." 

Par-siyah flicked by hearing this talk and, after a short moment, said quietly 

to himself: "Yes, I remembered it! That hunter ... when we were flying and 

dancing with my mum ... that's why I'm unconsciously afraid of this hunter." 

Nick went on kindly: "But I'm not a hunter. My name is Nick." 

- So why are you look like him!? 

Similarly, you look alike also, but your behaviors are different. 

Par-siyah pondered for a moment and uttered: "Yes it is! One day my mum 

did good to one of the crows, and that crow didn't even say a word of thanks. 

But when she did something wrong with that crow, she immediately began to 

apologize." 

While he calmed down a little, he continued: "I thank you for saving my life 

and I apologize you for thinking that you were like a hunter! Of course, it 

wasn't my fault! Exactly on that day which was the first time I had stepped 

outside my house, I got injured and I don't know other creatures." 

He had a look at the wounded wing that had been shot to it and wondered: 

"Just why can't I fly!?" 

Nick didn't answer. 

- Maybe during the time I was unconscious, I also forgot how to fly. 

Nick didn't answer. 

- I'm sure I will remember how to fly. 

Nick didn't answer. 

- Well, I have to go following my mum. 

He told this and said, "Goodbye," as he was about to go out of the house. 

Nick said anxiously and hurriedly: "Wait!" 

- For what? 

- I have to tell you one truth and you have to try to cope with it. 
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Par-siyah asked anxiously: "Which fact?" 

Nick responded with all sorrow while slurring his words: "That is, you ... 

can't fly anymore." 

Par-siyah was silent bitterly and then sadly said: "What did you say? I can't 

fly anymore? For what?" 

- For, the most sensitive point of your wing was injured by the hunter’s 

bullet. 

As he wanted to comfort him, he went on kindly: "But don't worry! I will do 

my best to find your mum." 

"Find my mum for what?" Par-siyah uttered quietly while the tearing drops 

ran down on his cheeks. 

Nick wondered: "What do you mean!" 

- A mother who all wishes were I could fly faster and leave her, now if she 

knows I can no longer fly and must always stay by her, she won't want me 

again. 

- But she's your mother and I don't think she does it! Are you sure? 

- Yes! I'm so sure that I don't want to go back there, though not to be with my 

mum is harder than not to fly. 

- I don't know what to say, the only thing I can offer you is that you can stay 

here as much as you want. Not here! In a cottage located on this farm. There 

are some birds in the cottage that can be good friends for you. However, they 

will never be able to take your mother’s place. But at least they won’t let you 

be alone. 

Par-siyah, who felt a heavy sorrow in himself, nodded his head in approval as 

he wiped his tears, and said gently: "Ok Nick! All right!"  
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Chapter Five 

 

There were four birds inside Nick's little hut, a parrot, a canary bird, a pigeon, 

and a chicken. Par-siyah, who saw such birds for the first time, was a little 

embarrassed to approach them at first. But after a little moment, without 

choosing a bird, he caught sight of the parrot that was swinging near him. 

Gently, he passed the cottage door and headed for the parrot. 

He stopped and said kindly, "Hi bird. My name is Par-siyah." 

The parrot looked at Par-siyah with surprise and replied, "Hi. Of course, this 

is not my imitation hello; it was your hello answer. Who are you!?" 

- I have been away from my family for a while and I cannot go back to them 

anymore. I'm going to live here, henceforth. But being here alone is difficult 

and painful for me. So I wanted to be friends with you. Of course, this was 

Nick’s offer to me! 

The parrot was shocked by hearing this word and then he sneered and uttered, 

"What did you say? Do you want me to be friends with you? How do you ask 

such a request from me?" 

"What do you mean by that?" Par-siyah asked in surprise. 

- I mean very clear! Everyone knows this, how don't you know? 

- What do I not know? I never had the opportunity to get to know the outside 

world, and even it is for the first time to see you! 

- Oh! That's why ...! See, everyone in the world knows I'm the most eloquent 

and sweetest bird in the universe! As far as except my beautiful language, I 

can imitate whatever the creatures of the world speak! But what about you? 

You can sing in only one language, a repetitive and bitter croak. Of course, if 

you can call it a song! 

"What does this have to do with our friendship?" Par-siyah asked sadly. 
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- You know the crow! If you knew the world around you, you would realize 

that having a friendship relation between a creative bird and a talentless bird 

is ridiculous! 

- So, when you can imitate well, mimic my song and be friends with me! 

- I may be able to mimic the songs of birds like you for laughs, but I can 

never be friends with you seriously. Indeed, Nick offered you to befriend 

with me to get rid of your unbearable sound. 

He pointed to the canary bird and continued, "Do you see that canary? It is 

better to go to him for having a friendship. Indeed, his songs are also 

repetitive and boring as you!" 

Par-siyah, who was very upset, said softly to himself, "So why did my mother 

say that the sound of hearts makes the friendship!?" 

And he went on with all embarrassment: "Maybe my voice is so earsplitting 

that it makes the bird cannot hear my heart's sound." 

He expressed this and said to the parrot in a way the birds around him could 

not see his embarrassed face, "Goodbye." 

The parrot laughed and replied, "Goodbye." 

 

He continued, as he repeated the croaking voice of Par-siyah as mockery, "Of 

course, this goodbye is an imitation! For creatures who have not even been 

friends with each other for a moment, saying hello may have a meaning but 

uttering goodbye nevermore!"  
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Chapter Six 

 

Getting desperate for friendship with the parrot, Par-siyah decided to accept 

his advice and ask the canary bird for being a friend. 

So he prepared himself to go ahead, and slowly went toward him. 

He stopped and kindly said, "Hi canary. My name is Par-siyah." 

The canary looked at Par-siyah from tip to toe and reluctantly replied, "Hi." 

- I have been away from my mum for a while and in fact, I cannot go back to 

her anymore. I'm going to stay here, henceforth. But being here without 

having a friend is difficult and painful for me. So I want to be friends with 

you. 

The canary stared at Par-siyah's face with surprise and he burst into laughter 

with a mockery state. 

"What are you laughing at?" Par-siyah asked with surprise. 

- Have you ever seen yourself in the mirror? No! I'm not sure the crows know 

what a mirror is! What about the water spring? Have you seen yourself in it? 

- No. I've never been at a water spring and I don't know what it's like, let 

alone see myself in it. But my mother always brought water for me from 

there. 

- So do you know what your mother looks like? 

- Yeah, I've seen her since I was born. 

- Okay, if you had seen your mother well, you would never have allowed 

yourself to even pass by me, let alone ask me to be your friend. 

- It is the first time that I see not only you but the outside world. Maybe that's 

why I've allowed this to myself. 

- Now I understand! That's why you dared to make such a request! 

"What do you mean!?" Par-siyah asked with a surprise. 

- I mean very clearly. Take a good look at me and compare well with your 

mother. See, the full covered black color and her large body have as different 
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as night and day with my colorful wings and feathers, and my delicate shape. 

Well, you are a child of that mother and you have the common 

characteristics. 

"What does this have to do with our friendship!?" Par-siyah asked sadly. 

- Really forgive me! But for a very beautiful creature, it is very difficult to get 

along with a very ugly one! 
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