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Ibrahim Hassanbeigi 

 (1957/Iran-Gorgan) 
He is one of the well-known and experienced writers in Iran who has 

written for children and young adults more than 30 years. He authored 

more than 50 books and at least 10 of them translated and published in 
other countries.His travels to all around Iran gave him the opportunity 

to collect drafts for his later stories. Hassan Beygi’s books are 

characterized by a simple narrative with theme of Islamic revolution 

and Iran-Iraq war. He has published 85 novels, adult short story 
collections and children and young adult books, which some of them 

are popular and high seller among teenagers and young adults. His 

novella: "the Rosebud on the Rug" was honored by the Munich 
National Library in 2000.  His books have been translated into 

Languages such as English, Arabic, Turkish, Russian, Chinese, 

Turkmen and Azeri. Ibrahim Hassan Beygi currently lives in Malaysia, 
devoting his time to writing. 
Awards: 

1-Honored Diploma for the book" Eternal Roots", 13th Festival of 

Children Books, Iran, 2009. 
2-The book titled as "The Root in Depth" selected as one of the best 

fiction issued in Iranian revolution and sacred war. 

3. The booked titled as "The Rosebud on the Rug" selected as one of 
the best book in the year 2000. 

4-The winner of Iran Book of the Year's Global Prize, for the 

Book"Mohammad",Iran,2013. 

5-The Winner of Qhanipoor Literary Festival for the book "Amir 
Hossein and the enchanted Lamp", Iran, 2014. 
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About the book: 
 
   "Gongs are ringing" is a love story featuring a Christian priest living in Moscow. 

He has many old books and manuscripts and loves this task. When an old version is 

delivered to him by a Tajik man, he is interested to buy the book from him, but the 

Tajik man gets killed and from here on, the Russian priest steps into a path that 

leads to getting familiar with The Imam of The Pious, Amir al-Mo'menin Ali (as). A 

young Tajik man offers to sell a book to the priest which he claims belongs to 1400 

years ago. The priest that does not believe such a book might exist at all borrows it 

for a review. When the young Tajik man is murdered by two Russian youngsters 

who were going to steal the book from him, the priest recognizes the actual value of 

the book. Since then, the priest was also at risk. Initial investigation shows that the 

first part of the book is the handwriting of a man by the name of Amroas who had 

scribbled something on ancient Egyptian Papyrus paper about a war called Safein 

and about men like Moavie and Ali .What is important to the priest, is the historical 

background of the book, but in the middle of a night when he is reading the book, in 

fact or in a dream, the Prophet Jesus (PBUH) appears to him while holding a baby 

in his arms. The Christ gives the baby to the priest and asks him to take good care of 

it. Since then, the priest thinks that there should be a link between this book and the 

order of the Prophet Jesus (PBUH).So in the meantime, while taking care of book, 

he decides to read more about the main character of the book, namely Ali (as). 

T   he story ends with the apprehension of criminals who both murdered the Tajik 

man and robbed the church and the priest's house, and the priest who has retrieved 

the missing peace, returns to Moscow along with his wife. 

        "Gongs are ringing" novel, although a tale of religious and historical 

appearance which represents events during the rule of Imam Ali (as); has a non-

historical narration and it is mostly an analytical-historical work. The events 
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contained in it, are like a puzzle that, when stacked together, form the overall 

structure of the novel. One of the book’s features is the adventure that has become a 

platform to review the historical narrative of the book. The existence of multiple 

authors in the historical book, who narrate the stories from their own perspective 

and sometimes from opposing sides, has overcome the monotony and the reader 

gets absorbed in the different outlooks. The author of this work has tried to depict 

the meaning of the Islamic Government from the perspective of Ali (as). He has 

used the streaming mental flow and return to the past as the angle of view from 

which the story is presented.   "Gongs are ringing" could be regarded as the result 

of a pure intention, artistic commitment, and historical accuracy that can be an 

appropriate option for study. 

  
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

P
ag

e
6

 

 
Expert of the Book: 

 
Chapter 1  

Reverend Mikhail Ivanov was not the sort of man who would usually pause long 

during his speech to stare at someone; now a young stranger was standing at the far 

end of the hall and looking at him with his almond eyes. He guessed the stranger is 

probably a Tajik or Azerbaijani man; because sometimes they came to the church 

and asked for help. 

The priest was wearing a long black robe with golden ribbons in the fringes shining 

beneath the old magnificent chandeliers of the church. The church was located in 

Sadovaya Street. It was an old small church built in 17th century, surrounded by a 

few ancient trees. The red minaret of the church stood out high above the branches 

and leaves of pine trees. 

The priest wiped off the sweat on his forehead with the handkerchief he was 

squeezing in his right hand, but then he took his eyes off the man and continued his 

speech: 

- Although comprehending God might be difficult for us, we can’t forget about it as 

an issue; I mean God the Creator. Fortunately Christianity has to some extent made 

this problem easier for us through a mediator who enjoyed two identities. Jesus 

Christ is a name we know and recognize as distinct from the Heavenly Father. We 

are aware of his life story and no one doubts that he truly walked on earth, prayed 

and worshipped before his Father who was high up in the sky and preached his 

teachings for people. Although speaking about trinity in divinity is indeed one of 

the most meaningful parts of Christian teachings, yet as Christians, we can forget 

the paradoxes and complexities of religious sciences based on the Christ we know 

through Bible. Jesus Christ will not consider us by religious examinations; he likes 
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us despite all our deficiencies and helplessness and wants us to be fond of him. He 

has ordered us to worship the Father in order to understand the truths and in this 

manner build our lives based on what he has requested.” 

Once again the priest found himself glancing at the stranger who was pressing a 

rather large briefcase to his chest and staring at him with quite an anxious and 

worried look on his face. The priest couldn’t simply overlook the presence of an 

unknown Muslim with a black briefcase inside an Orthodox church. He couldn’t 

help thinking that maybe a Chechen guy has stepped into the church with an 

ominous purpose in mind and plans to carry out a terrorist attack …This thought 

forced the priest to finish his speech as quickly as possible: 

- Still God is not the temporary result of a variable and random cultural situation; it 

is rather something that constantly attracts both the imagination and heart of 

mankind towards Him. He is that peculiar instant which does not bear a reason for 

its existence beyond itself and one can’t ask questions about him in a meaningful 

manner: “Who created God?” or “What does God exist for?” Based on the concepts 

indicated in the Bible we believe that He is the untimely and unending Being, the 

ultimate Mighty One and the Omniscient One who knows everything in essence and 

His entire concern is the foundation of being. In addition to that the core essence of 

the universe creates His existence. He was neither born, nor gives birth and 

mankind’s life lacks an appropriate and decent meaning without clear awareness 

about Him. So dear believers! If you seek true salvation, step in the path of God’s 

teachings, submit your hearts to the Testament, recall Jesus Christ and raise your 

hands towards God in prayer. 

The priest took his eyes off the crowd who had by now put their hands in front of 

their chests in prayer. He then looked at the young man whose face had become 

relatively blushed; either as a result of fear and excitement or even because of the 

heat inside the hall.  

The priest placed his hands in front of his face and finished his speech with a few 

prayers. He then drew the Sign of the Cross across his chest and left the lectern and 
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stood in the open space opposite to the altar. The crowd passed before him within 

an organized and peaceful queue and as they passed, he blessed them by patting 

their heads. 

When the church hall was emptied of the crowd, the priest found a chance to look at 

the stranger more closely. The man who was about thirty was wearing ragged 

clothes. He looked similar to clothes sellers in the Izmaylovo Market . As the priest 

looked at him inquiringly, the stranger slowly stepped forward. The priest took his 

eyes off the anxious face of the man and glanced at the black leather briefcase the 

man was pressing to his chest just like a child. By the time he stood before the 

priest, he stopped and asked: “Are you…Father Mikhail Ivanov?” 

The priest smiled as he replied: “Yes my son! I am Mikhail Ivanov. Did you want to 

see me?” 

The stranger breathed out aloud. The anguish he had on his face until a few seconds 

ago disappeared.  

Still the priest was looking at him in doubt and suspicion. The stranger pointed to 

the briefcase through his eyes and said: “I have an old book, a very old one…” 

This time it was the priest’s turn to breathe out aloud; so the man was seller of an 

old edition. But the priest was well experienced and refused to introduce himself as 

buyer of old handwritten copies before examining strangers. He said: “Aren’t you 

supposed to refer to a buyer of old books? My son, you are in a church.” 

The stranger said: “I have been told that you buy pricey handwritten books. 

However, my book is an exceptional one.” 

The priest looked at the stranger’s face quite intently; in his eyes the guy was not a 

professional seller of handwritten volumes. He seemed like those minorities who 

had drawn out their buried treasuries after collapse of the Soviet Union and put 

them up to auction for a small price. He asked: “My son! Who said I buy 

handwritten books? I guess you’ve come to the wrong place.” 

The stranger stared at the priest in disappointment, and then turned his head away 

and looked at the magnificent hall door. It looked as if he is terrified of something. 
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The priest thought that perhaps the book is stolen property. He had enough time to 

evaluate the man better: 

- My son, you look tired! I feel more or less the same. It would be a good idea to sit 

down on this bench. Since you are here now, we can have a look at your book. 

They both sat on the first row bench. The stranger put his leather briefcase on his 

lap. The priest who was looking at the briefcase noticed the man’s knees; he was 

wearing a pair of dark cotton trousers with torn patches on both knees. He had an 

old pair of sneakers on and the torn patches of both toes were sewn unskillfully.  

The priest asked: “My son, what is your name? Where are you from?” 

The young man opened his bag and replied: “My name is Rostam Rahmanov. I am 

Tajik but I am working as a guard in a constructional company in Moscow since 

some time ago.” 

The priest peered at Rostam’s hand as he drew out a bundle from inside the 

briefcase. The man dropped his briefcase, placed the bundle on his lap and said: 

“There is an old book inside this bundle. When my friend saw it, he said it belongs 

to 1400 years ago. It is written in Arabic handwriting. Perhaps it is a religious book 

of us Muslims.” 

The priest’s mind was still spinning on 1400 years ago; such an old and antique 

book was a real treasure. So far he had never found any book with such ancientness. 

He had successfully bought 270 editions of old books with a small asset and 

possessed a precious treasury. Yet he still had not seen a single book which was 

1400 years old. His oldest book belonged to the 16th century; a book in Arabic 

handwriting which he had bought through two dealers from an Uzbek man. 

And now he was facing an odd claim by this Tajik man. Was really a book from the 

sixth century wrapped up just half a meter away from him? 

He longed to take away the bundle from the young guy. He could not wait to open 

the bundle and touch his greatest life fortune; yet the priest was well-experienced 

and knew he should avoid such childish behavior. He calmly said: “Most likely a 
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book from 14 centuries ago can’t have survived. Maybe it is just about four or five 

centuries old…Open it if you like so that I can have a look at it.” 

Rostam pointed to the closed door of the church with his hand, saying: “Father, 

could you please close the door from inside? I am a bit scared…” 

The priest asked: “What are you afraid of? No one will come inside the church.” 

Rostam was still staring at the closed door. When the priest realized his worry, he 

said: “Don’t be scared my son! Here is God’s house, it is safe and we are not doing 

anything wrong.”  

But somehow Rostam didn’t believe the priest; both about the safety of church and 

also selling an old book which was indeed a crime; although the priest claimed it 

was no wrong deed. He said: “Two Russian men followed me as closely as behind 

the church doors. I assume that they want to rob this book. Father, I am scared of 

them!” 

Now the priest’s fright raised his heartbeat more than Rostam. He thought that this 

clumsy lad has brought along the KGB officers. He stood up immediately and tried 

to take long and slow steps and lock the door from inside. If it were not for the 

stranger’s odd claim, and if he didn’t believe in miracles, then he would instantly 

throw him out of the church without giving any clue to the security officers. But it 

would be foolish to do so before looking at the book and discovering its 

ancientness. He returned back after he hung the chain of the door clasp. He tried to 

remain calm and relaxed. 

He said: “My son, don’t worry! Come with me, we will go to the room at the back 

of the altar. It’s safe and peaceful there.” 

He walked towards the small wooden door next to the altar. Rostam followed him 

slowly as he held the bundle in one hand and carried the leather briefcase in his 

other hand. At the back of the wooden door they climbed down a stone step and 

entered a room which had a damp musty smell. There were several silver 

candleholders, lamp holders and a few broken pews in the room, along with two old 

and broken chandeliers which were left on the broken wooden pews. A relatively 
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large and old table with two Polish chairs was on the other side of the room. The 

priest sat down on one of them and pointed to Rostam to sit down as well.  

Rostam left his bundle and briefcase on the table and sat down. The priest who 

meant to overcome his fear, asked: “Are you sure that two men were following 

you?” 

Rostam said: “Yes, but I didn’t think they were KGB officers. If they had suspected 

anything, then they would have arrested me. They were most probably burglars who 

intended to rob my briefcase.” 

The priest asked: “Did anyone else know you possess this book?” 

Rostam replied: “Yes, my Russian friend who works in the construction company. 

He was the one who told me you buy these types of books. He said this book has a 

high price and stated that you can even sell it for one hundred thousand dollars.” 

The priest who just couldn’t overcome his fright and curiosity anymore, said: “Open 

it so that I can see the book.” 

Rostam untied the bundle. Small and large sheets of paper which lacked any 

binding attracted the priest’s attention. The Egyptian papyrus sheets of paper made 

the priest’s heart shiver. He drew his chair closer, bent forward on the table and as 

his eyes narrowed down bit by bit, he scrutinized the papyrus papers. He used two 

fingers to touch the top sheet of paper cautiously and with great care to become 

certain what he is seeing is not just a dream; yet it could possibly be a miracle. He 

couldn’t sit down and so he stood up and bent over the table. He took out his 

eyeglasses from the side pocket of his robe and adjusted it on his eyes. Now he 

could see the old yellow color of the papers much better. The more he peered and 

flipped over the top sheets with care and caution, the more his heartbeat increased.  

It was as if hundreds of needles were pierced into his feet and so he felt as if his feet 

are inside an acid tub. Gradually this sense of tingling and pain spread up to his 

temples. He put the palms of his hands on the table and leaned on his body trunk to 

stop himself from falling down.  
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Rostam noticed that the priest’s face changed color from sheer white into red and 

asked: “Father, are you all right?” 

The priest answered: “I am fine. I think my blood pressure has gone up.” 

He could not take his hands off the table because in that case he would certainly fall 

down. He said in desperation: “Please give me my bottle of pills from inside the 

pocket of my robe.” 

He then pointed to the left hand side pocket of his robe. Rostam stood up and felt 

inside the priest’s pocket, yet he didn’t feel anything there. It was the first time that 

he was putting his hands into a priest’s pocket. He thought that priests’ pockets 

should be deep; so he dug in deeper. The tip of his finger touched something and he 

drew it outside. It was a small bottle of pills. He opened it and placed one of the 

yellow pills in the palm of the priest’s hand and asked: “Where can I find you some 

water?” 

By now the priest felt terrible burning in his heart. He tried to take the pill from the 

young man and put it in his mouth, and swallowed it without water, but he realized 

he can’t take his hands off the table. His mouth was too dry and his tongue felt 

callous. He managed to say: “Put the pill in my mouth.” 

Rostam placed the pill between the priest’s lips. The priest swallowed the pill with 

difficulty. The lumpy Adam’s apple in his throat moved up and down a few times.  

Once again Rostam was entrapped by fear and worry. He thought what should he do 

if this old man dies? How would he manage to escape from this cellar? What was he 

supposed to do with the burglars waiting for him outside the church? He would 

most probably be arrested and charged with the priest’s murder. He wished that the 

priest wouldn’t die. If the priest bought the book for one hundred thousand dollars, 

then he could go back to his own country and buy a piece of land as he had already 

planned, then build a house there and work as a farmer. Afterwards he could marry 

his cousin. He could also arrange a gravestone to be put on his father’s grave so that 

rain and wind wouldn’t flatten it. He could fulfill all his wishes with this money. 

His fate and future depended on the priest.  
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The priest tried to stand straight. He regained his lost strength and by now his feet 

were out of the acid tub.  

Rostam pushed the chair close to the priest’s feet and asked him to sit down. The 

priest slowly sat on the chair slightly trembling. Then he breathed out aloud, wiped 

away the sweat on his forehead with his sleeve and said: “My son, don’t be scared! I 

will be fine.” 

He leaned back on the chair. He stared at the man who wasn’t even worth a Kopek 

compared to the treasure he owned. When he asked: “Where did you find this 

book?” his voice came out of his dry throat with harsh rustles.   

Rostam said: “We live in south of Tajikistan and near the borders of Afghanistan. 

My father was a farmer. He called me before his death about six months ago; he 

told me that he wants to reveal a secret to me. He said that he owns an old book he 

has inherited from his father, which he too had inherited from his own father as 

well. He said he wants to give it to me so that I could change our life; in other 

words make a totally new life for myself, my mother and sister by selling it and in 

this way give things a new turn. He had buried the book in a metal chest at the 

corner of our house yard. He said that he buried it in 1924 fearing the Russian 

soldiers. He explained that no one really knows that this book is very pricey and 

valuable. He advised me to go to Moscow and sell this book. He insisted I should be 

careful so that no one could rob it from me by buying it with a low price. He said 

the world is full of burglars, and I shouldn’t plunder it. He said…” 

The priest felt the words of this young man beating hard on his head like a 

sledgehammer. Since he had most often bought handwritten books with a low price 

from needy people like him, he just shouldn’t buy this book at the price of fulfilling 

the desires of this man and his father’s will.  

The story of this young man was similar to the story of many other sellers of 

handwritten books. The Bolshevik Revolution had sent hundreds, rather thousands 

of old books under soil; especially religious books which were not safe in the 

former republics of the Soviet Union. Now that the government had collapsed, the 
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soils were plowed and all these books were drawn out from the heart of the soil. Yet 

this book was distinct from all other books; as the Egyptian papyrus sheets of paper 

made it clear that they were obviously ancient. Although he had not still read a 

single word of the writings, but somehow he sensed that this book is a revealed 

treasure and a miracle has made it come into his hands.  

The miracle showed off even more when he spotted a familiar Arabic number at the 

top of the paper sheets and between the lines of writing which differentiated it from 

Arabs’ modern handwriting. When he saw number 36 he guessed that it should refer 

to the 36th lunar year; in other words the sixth century or 6 A.D! 

He had no doubt that he has earned a real treasure! Even if this number didn’t relate 

to the year that the book was written, still the papyrus papers and the deer skin 

sheets of paper proved that this handwritten copy is much older than it could be 

even imagined. The priest gained new power and strength and started flipping over 

the sheets of paper. He could smell oldness and staleness from the book and knew 

that he had to put his hands on this book no matter what; even though he shouldn’t 

show any sign of excitement in front of the Tajik man. Expressing any excitement 

and approving words would make his deal with the stranger difficult and 

complicated. Meanwhile the stranger was thinking that his friend has not 

exaggerated the price of the book which was worth one hundred thousand dollar. He 

noticed that the priest touched the paper sheets of the book passionately and looked 

at it with a certain excitement.  

The young man felt that he is just one step away from the magnificent happiness of 

his life; obviously priest Ivanov had precisely the same feeling. Of course he was 

even closer to happiness more than one step because he felt it with all his might and 

soul; he could even touch it with his thin long fingers, see it with his small blue eyes 

and believe that he has gained a real treasure.  

The priest raised his head, drew himself away from the table and leaned on the chair 

back. But it took him a while to take his eyes off the papers on the table and look at 
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the man whose entire being was filled with hope and excitement; waiting for the 

priest to announce the book price and end the book deal.  

The priest patted his long beard and at the same time thought that he should send 

the man off, keep the book, show it to his friend professor Astrovski and become 

certain that it is an original version. Then if professor confirmed its ancientness, he 

would buy the book for a few hundred dollars. 

The priest said: “Apparently this is an old book, but I should look at it carefully and 

read a few pages so that the book topic and its worth become clear. The author of 

the book is unknown. You do know that a book’s value and worth is to some extent 

defined by its author. I cannot collect all the necessary information about this book 

right now. I should work on it for some time. It’s about evening now and I should 

leave the church. We will talk about the book tomorrow. If I find the book useful 

and worthwhile, I will buy it with a good price. My son, you can be sure of that.” 

The man was certain that the priest is telling him the truth. He had a right to 

research about the true age and subject matter of the book; yet he didn’t want things 

to turn out like this. He said: “Of course, you are right, but I wish we could finish 

our deal today because I am scared.” 

The priest said: “My son, you are right. Now that evidently two strangers are 

following you around and plan to take away the book from you, you had better not 

take the book. I will not take the book anywhere, I will hide it somewhere in here 

until tomorrow afternoon when I can tell you my opinion and announce the price.” 

Rostam chewed his lower lip. He was looking for a solution so that the deal 

wouldn’t be postponed to tomorrow. When the priest noticed his silence, which was 

accompanied with doubt, he said: “If you need money, I can give you some 

deposit.” 

Rostam replied in embarrassment: “No father! I don’t need any money right now.” 

The priest said: “Maybe you don’t trust me? If this is the case, then take the book 

and bring it for me tomorrow.” 
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