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Hassan Imani 

 

Hassan Imani is a writer; social critic and expert in business in Iran 

who strives to express his experiences circumstantial not only in his 

office and job but also social life in the form of short stories and inform 

the audience not only domestically but globally. His background in 

writing includes writing articles and critics in the prestigious Iranian 

newspapers. His first book was titled "War and Love", 2003, welcomed 

by Iranian audience. His style is writing minimal stories and short 

stories. He has also experienced writing a long novel. Some of his 

books are in the field of business management, being his own field of 

expertise. 

His other titles are as follows: War and love, 2003, Puzzle, 2017, 

Determination and battle, under publishing, Management Clinic, 

under publishing, Clinic of Capabilities, under publishing 

Hassan Imani now lives in Tehran with his family. Not only he holds 

diversified seminars to teach business, but also he is busy writing new 

books in which he is interested. 
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About the book: 
 
The president of the company was angry as usual. That day, he even refused to 

respond to his secretary's greeting. He asked the secretary to call his lawyer. Talking 

to his lawyer, he angrily instructed him to produce a list of his late father's 

belongings just passed away. The lawyer had already procured a long list of the 

properties and belongings inherited. On the phone, he started to read from the list. 

But the president shouted, "Enough. God damn it. Who is going to pay for the 

fucking high phone bill? I am going to make you pay." The present book includes 

forty very short stories, each of which addresses one of the social predicaments and 

concepts. The writer strives to pay attention to social normal conditions and 

anomalies existing in the society and daily life with implications and without 

directly giving the reader a piece of advice. Keeping in mind the time and patience 

of the machine-age people he has chosen to use the minimal short story style in his 

work and has succeeded in doing so. As time is a most important factor in this era. 

Time has been converted into a significant parameter in the business world and in 

life. Therefore the public is usually are involved in losing time, particularly those 

who don't know how to manage their time. That is where we should attach value 

and significance to other people’s time; by uttering short and to the point words. 

(By talking in a concise form rather than in a lengthy one). That is why people have 

more inclination and tendency toward reading short stories which are social, as they 

pay attention to social incidents which we witness around us. 

The book titled "Only Three Minutes" describes adventures experienced by the 

writer or the ones he has personally witnessed. The circumstantial incidents are 

occasionally so attractive and appealing that their value surfaces only after they are 

written down. Such values will surface and gain significance only when they imply 

a piece of advice for people's lives, as well as by reminding them of the priorities of 
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life and what should be attached greater significance. They remind the readers of 

what they really want to achieve. Actually, the main objective of minimalist writers 

of today is to remind the reader of an important issue which is what today the 

society needs."Only three Minutes" is such a book that implies the message that the 

writer tries to transfer to the reader through the narration of the very short stories. In 

it, a thought and an idea have been concealed behind the story. Although each story 

only takes three minutes to read, once it is finished the reader will be engaged in 

thinking about it for hours. 
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Expert of the Book: 
 
Thoughtful and Thoughtless 

Mister Geppetto called, “Where are you, Pinocchio?” 

Pinocchio entered the room as he read a poem, "I'm nice Pinocchio, made of boards, 

nails, and wood…" 

Mister Geppetto said, “Stop. What can I do to make you a thoughtful boy?” 

Pinocchio answered, “The fox says what I can do to not make you a thoughtful 

boy?” 

Mister Geppetto said, “He says it in his favor. Let’s send you to the Fairy’s school 

to become thoughtful, my son. All right?” 

Pinocchio asked, “Which one is better, to be thoughtful or to remain thoughtless?” 

Mister Geppetto said, “Well, it's clear that being thoughtful is better. In the 

thoughtful world you obtain many things, but in the thoughtless world you lose 

many things, my son.” 

Meysam snatched the book and said, “Enough! I do not want you to read anymore. 

Dad, are you thoughtful or thoughtless?” 

I was shocked by Meysam's question. After a little pause, I said, "Go and ask your 

Mom if Dad is thoughtful or thoughtless." 

Hearing me and Meysam, Elham came out of the kitchen with a ladle in her hand. 

She stood up and said, “It is written in this book that you lose many things in the 

thoughtless world, right?” 

I said, “Yes, that’s right.” 

Elham frowned and continued, “I moaned no to participate with Habib and you will 

be broke! But you participated and lost 20 million. I kept saying Davood is 

dishonest, but you did not listen to me and went to Turkey with him for trading. 

Finally, you lost 50 million. I told you not to underwrite for Mozaffar, but you did 
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it. He did not pay the installments and now every month they are deducted from 

your salary. You've lost three million so far. I told you…" 

I lost my temper, got up and shouted, "All right! It's turned out that I'm thoughtless. 

Are you satisfied now? 

****** 

 

How Cool It Is to Be Rich! 

What a big company! So many employees! Wow! How cool it is to order so many 

employees. Let me count: Two hundred twenty-three, two hundred and twenty-four, 

…, I am a rich manager. How cool it is to be rich! Anyway, I should be careful that 

I'm having a meeting with Deputy of General Motors. At night, I have to go to 

lecture for thousands of Microsoft employees. Next to Bill Gates! Oh, no! What can 

I do with this? The head of the IBM Company is scheduled to be in my office for 

two more hours. Oh my god! How wacky I am! But Sir Alex Ferguson was very 

excited when I accepted the offer to buy Manchester United. I need to think about 

Porsche's shares too. I was supposed to buy thirty percent of them. How cool it is to 

be rich! What if it will be ok! Uh ... I forgot to go to the RTL studio in Germany for 

the interview! Damn my program manager! I don't know what the hell he is doing! 

Everything is messed up! Tomorrow I will cancel all my programs and go to see 

Morgan Freeman! And then Jennifer Lopez! They asked me to go and see them! I'll 

have a lot of reporters come to take pictures. Look in the desk drawer! A thousand 

letters and a written request from the best companies in the world! Wow! Google, 

Hathaway, IKEA! I love IKEA furniture. How cool it is to be rich! I got chubby 

Amir to buy the furniture from this company from my villas in Barcelona. It is a 

cool brand! Jennifer Lopez is coming to me. I was supposed to go to her. Uh, it’s 

bad! Jennifer, why are you pulling my ear? 

- Wake up, kid! It's noon! Wake up, my darling! Don't you have classes? When you 

sleep till noon, obviously you become rich in your dream, wooden head! 

****** 
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Slap on the Neck 

My mother went on a pilgrimage trip to Qom with the neighborhood caravan. I 

stayed with my dad. Near the evening, my father returned from the office and still 

did not get his jacket when he slapped on my neck softly, and said, “You’ll never be 

a man!” 

A asked, “Why?” 

My dad took off his coat and said, “Because you do not go to buy bread, instead of 

watching the movie!”  

His words were a burned on me. So I ran down the street immediately and bought a 

pack of bread and came back home. When I wanted to sit on the couch, I have 

slapped on the neck again! How painful! 

I asked, “Haven't I become a man?” 

My father sat on the couth instead of me and said, “No, because you can’t make 

Omelette with 2 eggs for dinner!” 

Again his words were a burned on me. I ran to the kitchen and made Omelet hardly. 

Then I set the table for dinner. While eating dinner, I didn’t still put the third morsel 

in my mouth when I was slapped on my neck for the third time! It was more painful 

than the previous one. I asked angrily, “Haven't I still become a man?” 

My father swallowed the morsel and said, "No because you didn't put some water 

on the table! Get up and bring water." 

He was right. After dinner, just during the TV series, the fourth slap on the neck! 

I yelled, “What else do you say? Haven't I still become a man?” 

My father said, “No, because a man does not yell at his father! But he goes and 

makes his dad’s bed for sleep. Now, get up! Come on!” 

I got up and made his bed. After a few minutes, he fell asleep. I got rid of his slaps. 

My father went to work early in the morning without getting to know me.  
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At about 4:00 PM, my mother returned from Qom. I told her about the slaps on the 

neck. My mother laughed and said, “Do you think that if he doesn’t slap on your 

neck, who he can slap?” 

What a put-down! I wondered who else he can slap on the neck! His father!? No 

way! His mother!? How would it be! My mother!? He doesn’t dare! His coworker!? 

I don’t think so. His friends!? It’s not possible. My uncles!? No way! My aunts!? 

No! 

Finally, I came to the conclusion that the best option on my father's desk is me. 

****** 

 

Iranian Goods 

- Well, What a surprise that the house isn’t crowded. No one’s here! 

- Yeah, old man! The children all have gone shopping.  

- Why didn’t they take you? 

- What are you saying? The children are grown up now. They can take care of 

themselves. It seems like you’re absent-minded! Soon they will have good jobs and 

be doctor and engineer.  

- All right! Doctor and engineer! It’s like they’re the only ones! Take a cup of tea 

for me. I’m exhausted. I haven’t made any profit since the morning. Soon I’ll close 

the shop and come and stay at home with you. Change to channel one. I want to see 

the news. It’s been a couple of weeks that they say buy domestic goods to boom the 

economy. 

- Is it bad, old man? 

- No. Who said it’s bad? Did you tell the children? 

- What? 

- To buy Iranian goods and not pursue foreign brands. 

- No, I didn’t tell them. Let them be comfortable, old man! 

- Stop calling me old man! 

- Ok, sir! 
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- I know when they go shopping, they spend a lot! They don’t think about saving 

money. They’re always looking for expensive goods, foreign goods, brands! 

- Let them be comfortable. They’re just kids! They’re not like you, old man! 

- Oh my god! You doddering old woman! Get up and call Keyvan and tell him to 

buy Iranian goods. He's elder and understands these. But Kuroosh and Kaveh and 

Katty don't understand! 

- You call! I have a sore throat. My voice’s hoarse.  

- Idiot! 

- Did you say something? 

- Thank god, now you're dead. Take my cell phone in my coat, I'll tell Keyvan. 

- Where is your coat? 

- Ok! You're blind too! There it is. Can't you see it? I hung it on the chair. Be 

careful not to wrinkle it! You saw I bought it in Paris. It's the best material! 

****** 

 

Sweet Inheritance 

He was down like before, just like a few days ago. He didn’t even answer his 

secretary’s hello. He entered the room and shouted, “Call Ezzati!” 

The secretary abruptly entered the room and asked, “Which Ezzati, sir?” 

He lied in the leather chair and said, “How confusing you are, madam! I mean 

Ezzati the lawyer.” 

The secretary ran out and called Ezzati instantly. She connected the phone to the 

boss. 

- Hello, Ezzati! 

- Hello sir. How are you? 

- I don't want your greeting! Where is the hell you? 

- I’m always available, sir. 

- You call yourself our family lawyer? You just work for others! 

- I'm in your service now. Tell me what's the matter? 
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- Was it not supposed to bring Haji's inheritance list to me? Movable and 

immovable! 

- Yes, sir. I arranged all of them last night. I’ll bring the documents too. I also took 

the bank account print of the deceased. God bless him. He left everything for you 

and passed away. You became rich overnight, sir. Congregations! 

- Don’t say bullshit. There is nothing left from the inheritance, right? 

- No, sir. The factory on Karaj Road, sixty percent of holding the company, six 

shops in Bazar with their security deposits… 

»Three Minutes Later« 

- Grandfather’s garden, sixty hectares of crude land, twenty-story commercial-

administrative tower, three dilapidated buildings in Niavaran… 

»Five Minutes Later« 

- Two shops in Rasht, three shops in the Isfahan Bazar, twelve commercial units in 

Elyasi mall… 

»Ten Minutes Later« 

- Sixty-five shops in the traditional market of Barcelona, eight hundred meter office 

in Vancouver, commercial beach tower in Izmir, forty percent of shares of ten 

hotels in Sheikh Fouad… 

He shouted, "Stop, damn! How much you blabber! You talked for 20 minutes. 

Phone bill charge will be expensive! If you came here, I'll make you fork out its 

charge! Jackass! 

****** 

Nasty Quarrel 

- Where have you been? I’m starving! 

- I had gone to my dad’s house awhile. 

- My dad’s house, my dad’s house! 

- Why are you always nagging? The more you get older, the more you become 

nasty! 

- What? Nasty? You and your dad are nasty! 
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- What? My dad what? Tell me if you dare! 

- Stop it! You're two hundred years old and still, you're hanging his parents.  

- Hanging? 

- Yeah, hanging! You hang out at his house six days a week! As if you're eighteen 

years old! 

- I do right! I go to his house whenever I want! Do you think I leave my decrepit 

dad? 

- Decrepit! Come on! He’s two hundred years old and it’s not as if he’s become 

flimsy! He goes hiking! He rides a bike! He’s shameless! And you call him 

decrepit! Phooey! 

- I go to his house whenever I want! None of your business! 

- Go to hell! At least don’t overstay at our son’s houses! Let them live their lives. 

Don’t pick on them! What can you say about this? 

- How much you pick on me! Are you saying that I do nothing so that the 

daughters-in-law do what the hell they want? No! I'm not a slob like you! I'm a 

mother! Can you understand it? 

- God reclaims first you, then your father and next to the sons! 

- God reclaims us and makes you a right human! 

- Shame on you! Swear to god, I’ll make you feel sorry. 

- Sorry? I’ll feel happy! You do not need to do anything. I go and bring rat poison 

for you to relieve yourself.  

- Oh my God! She’s blowing me up!  

- Go… go and relieve yourself.  

- I don’t suicide, but I make you regret so much. 

- No way! Like what? 

- I get married! I’m still alive! 

****** 
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Thank God! 

First Day: Early in the morning, he swept from the third alley to the sixty-fourth 

alley. When he finished, he turned to the sky and said, ‘Thank God." 

Second Day: at the corner of the eighteenth alley, he found a nylon bag full of 

traveler's cheques and money. So far, he hadn’t dreamt all this money. He instantly 

put his sweat on his shoulder and ran towards the foreman’s room. He handed the 

nylon bag to his foreman and boss. An ID card was in the nylon bag. He prayed that 

owner will be found sooner. When he came out of his boss’s room, he turned to the 

sky and said, “Thank God.” 

Third Day: He stopped working before others and went to Mr. Asqhar’s home 

appliances shop. He paid the twentieth installment of his refrigerator and took a new 

vacuum cleaner. He put the vacuum cleaner box on his shoulder and went home. 

“Roghayyeh” was very happy. When he saw his wife's smile, he whispered, “Thank 

God.” 

Fourth Day: He cleaned three more alleys. Somebody brought him tea from the 

twelfth alley. He sat under a tree and turned to the sky and said, “Thank God.” 

Fifth Day: He got leave from the municipality. He carried his mother on his back to 

the hospital. Dr. Atefi had said that he needed to visit her. When he heard some 

good news from the doctor, he turned to the sky and said, “Thank God.”  

Sixth Day: When he returned home from work, he got down to his son's wheelchair. 

He promised a couple of times to repair it. But he didn’t have the time. He fixed it 

this time. This when his son screamed joyfully, he turned to the sky and said, 

“Thank God.”  

He went to work on Friday. Compulsory overtime! When his boss said, “You’re 

going to get a good reward,” he turned to the sky and said, “Thank God.”  

****** 
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I’m Not Blind 

The nurse came out of the room, looked at Majid and said, “Take your dad out to 

change his mood.” 

Majid said, “Not dad. He’s my grandpa.” 

The nurse twisted her lips and said, “All right! Your grandpa! Take him out. The air 

here is not good for him.” 

Majid came forward and said, “I'm afraid we'll miss our turn.” 

The nurse said, “It takes too long! There are twenty patients before you.” 

Majid put the medical case under his arm and came near grandpa. Grandpa's waist 

was so bent that it easily reached his knees. Majid bent down and told grandpa, 

"Let's go out. It takes too long for our turn." 

Grandpa did not say anything Majid, with his right hand, grasped the grandpa’s arm 

and took him out of the chair. He took out grandpa among the compact crowd. 

Every three grandpa’s steps equaled one step of Majid. They passed the corridor 

corners. In the fifth corner, Majid said, "Grandpa, your head is all down, so can you 

see a yellow line on the ground?" 

Grandpa said with a little pause, “My waist isn’t upright, but I’m not blind! I see the 

color.” 

Majid said with a laugh, “I’m in your service. Where this yellow line ends, we get 

to the yard.” 

They passed the seventh corridor and turned to an open area. Across the area, there 

was a large hill and several rows of shrubs appeared on the slope.  At the highest 

part of the hill, the Majid Tower also stood up. Majid brought grandfather to the 

side of the sidetrack curbs. When grandpa caught sight of the road asphalt, he said, 

“Why are you going to the street?” 

Majid lifted his head and stared at Milad Tower. He whispered, “Wow! Wonderful! 

It seems like it’s piercing the sky!” 

Then he said with the same astonishment, “Grandpa, look at the Milad Tower! No 

matter how you lift your head, you cannot see its top!” 
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Grandpa, as staring to the road, squeezed Majid’s hand and said, “My waist isn’t 

upright, but I’m not blind. I can see its shadow.” 

****** 

 

Buying from Flower Fair 

Arash and Sorayya turned around for two hours at the Flower Fair, from this booth 

to the next booth, from this corridor to the next corridor. Arash bought two 

apartment flower shrubs. In front of the 12th booth, an idea came to his mind, an 

idea that was unlikely to come to Sorayya's mind. The tall booth owner told Arash, 

“Not to brag, but our flowers are special. It’s perfect for lovers. For whom ….” 

Arash interrupted him, “I know, I know. That’s why I came to your booth. I want 

one bunch of flowers… there it is! Bundle a fresh banquet of these beautiful roses. 

Thanks.” 

Sorayya pressed Arash's little finger quietly and said, “Who do you want it for?” 

Arash smiled and said, “For one who I love so much.” 

Sorayya bit the corner of her lower lip. The booth owner bundled the banquet for 

three minutes and gave it to Arash. Arash glanced at the banquet for a few seconds. 

Sorayya grinned from ear to ear. The booth owner stood by. Arash handed over the 

banquet to Sorayya and said, "Is it possible to come to a flower fair and not to buy 

flowers for your love? Is it? Tell me! Is it possible? Here you are. To my dearest 

wife!” 

Soryaya’s knees weakened for a moment! The booth owner started laughing, 

Sorayya laughed as well. But Arash guffawed.  

When they returned from the fair, Arash put apartment flower shrubs in a corner of 

the balcony and ordered Soryaya to water them once in a while. He also said that if 

they are not well cared for, they will dry immediately. 

Three days after visiting fair, in the evening, Arash came back home from the 

office. He just remembered that they had two flowers on the balcony and it's been a 

couple of days since he's not visited them. He ran to the balcony abruptly.  



 

 

P
ag

e
1

6
 

 

Contact Person: Majid Jafari Aghdam 
 

polliteraryagency@gmail.com 
 

Pol Literary & Translation Agency, Unit.3, No.108, Inghlab Ave, 
12Farvardin Str., Nazari Str., Tehran-Iran 

www.pol-ir.ir 
 

Tel:+98 21 66480369, Fax: +98 21 66478559 

mailto:polliteraryagency@gmail.com

