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Shahriar Hedayati 
 (1983-Behshahr) 

 

Shahriar Hedayati is a prolific Iranian author, researcher, and documentary filmmaker 

who began writing at the age of 15 by writing articles for Iranian newspapers and 

magazines. In addition to writing and researching, he gives lectures in various scientific 

and cultural forums. So far, many of his writings have been published and welcomed in 

Iran. These include: 

1- Research in Fiction Literature 

2- Pseudo-Nonsensical Anecdotes 

3- Zahak Saga 

4. [The] Bridge of Thirty-Three [Spans] 

5- The Polluted Water Fish 

6. Anna 

7- Punishment of a Game 

Shahriar Hedayati has succeeded in receiving various awards and trophies from the 

country's festivals and literary and cultural events. Some of the awards are as follows: 

1- The second-place runner-up of Kharazmi Youth Festival, 1999; 

2- Awarding the title of the representative of Lacanianism in the field of novel writing 

by ILNA News Agency; 
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3- The Culture Award from the people involved with the book Nevada Girl White 

Feather. 

Shahriyar Hedayati lives with his family in Tehran, and at the time being, he is writing 

the biography of master Mohammad Reza Shajarian, one of the most famous singers of 

the classical genre. He also holds storytelling workshops and specialized meetings on 

literature and writing. 
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About the book 

 
Farshad Khodaee is about to get married to a Japanese girl. He looks at himself in the 

mirror and sinks into the past. His acquaintance with his wife goes back to the accident 

of his best friend, Morteza, with whom he had grown up together since childhood. 

Morteza is another illegal immigrant like Farshad and his legs were amputated in an 

accident and stayed in a coma for six months . . . 

Hiroku, Farshad’s Japanese wife, becomes a Moslem and comes to Iran and gets 

pregnant. 

They go to Japan to give birth to their child. Due to the misfortunes of life and 

Farshad’s addiction, their lives are immersed in a haze of ambiguity, and eventually, 

they separate while the child stays with the mother in Japan . . . The following years of 

Farshad’s life are spent in isolation and self-destruction. He has starred in movies and 

theater scene for many years and tries to return to normal life with the help of his 

friends and find his daughter. His daughter, Ayaneh, is now a 25-year-old woman and 

they find each other on Facebook website. . .  

This book has many features, including: 

1- Being both easy and in-depth (everyone may understand this book according to 

his/her level of literacy, social class, and social status); 

2- Demonstrating the national attitude or character of Iranians in detail since 1971; 

3- A comprehensive analysis of social psychology; 

4- Demonstrating the destructive outcome of war and PTSD; 

5- Introducing the country of Japan in the ninth decade of the twentieth century from 

the perspective of an immigrant; 

6- Comparative study of the cultures of the two ancient eastern nations of Iran and 

Japan; 
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7- Addressing the social and historical events of contemporary Iran; 

8- A philosophical look at the place of man in civilization; 

9- Analysis of the revolution event in Iran; 

10 - Introducing tourist attractions in Iran and Japan; 

11- Philosophical critique of modernity and postmodernism. 

The book The Polluted Water Fish was the best-selling book in 2020 in Iran. 

The titles of the book sections are as follows: 

- Sudoku 

- Freud 

- The War train 

- The Passenger 

- The Fall of the Titans 
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Expert of the Book 

 

Seyed Mohsen…. When I reached him only his eyes were left open! Wide-open! 

He was breathing hard even with the help of an artificial ventilation device. His heart 

was connected to an oxygen room machine! He was suffering from ling atrophy which 

meant the lungs were destroyed! No lung to breathe. His open eyes remind me of this 

sentence: “I will embrace death with open eyes!” 

It was what he had said, on the first night of operation, near the Gama peak on Shiller 

valley! He was injured in a chemical attack! And struck by the blast wave and was 

thrown away dozens of meters and then the Ba'athists capture him almost 

unconscious! 

When the first group of Iranian prisoners of war was released, Seyed was among them! 

He was never able to return to normal life. Traumas caused by being a prisoner of war 

and the blast wave could only best compete with diazepam and lorazepam!  

When under a panic attack in 1382 (2003-2004), he tried to kill his wife and his two 

children in sleep, they left and never came back. Not that they didn’t love him but 

Seyed Mohsen who they loved was no longer Seyed Mohsen! 

He was 185 cm tall when he went to war and when he came back, he was as if a can of 

soda was crumpled; a worn-out wounded bag of bones! He’d bang his head on the wall 

whenever he heard even the name of Saddam or the songs of “Ahangaran”  

That is what a French cannonball would do to a person! 

In his last years he has been diagnosed with some problems in his lungs; a euphemism 

for lung cancer! He could not even blow on his tea!  

Now he was martyred with open eyes! While no one was around him, except for his old 

mother, his brother, and I! 

It was Soccer World Cup…. Iran vs Morocco! Carlos Queiroz, Iran national soccer team 

coach, had said that was their most difficult match! 
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But to me and Mohsen’s family, there was no game more difficult than looking into the 

depth of his eyes where those two black holes entrapped me! Just like a black hole in 

the space would do! 

There is a principle in the argument of the "Information Paradox" that says: 

Information is never destroyed in this world. But another principle says: whatever 

enters a black hole is doomed to be destructed! 

My soul was entrapped in the blackness of Mohsen's eyes and was being devoured 

little by little…. I reached the peak of what was occurring! Ayane and Hiruko were both 

in my arms. I had already had that experience: when my soul was devoured! 

Two years of destruction! When I came back from Japan, I took diazepam for weeks to 

just numb myself and sleep. Everybody knew about what had happened. It was only a 

matter of courage that someone comes and talk to me about it! 

I was devastated; my soul – like those afflicted with leprosy – was torn out and 

wounded! I thought of committing suicide hundreds of times but what people might 

say after I died made me change my mind! 

I saw my procession dozens of times; I was being carried to the graveyard to be buried. 

They cover me with the dust: poor guy, he was so young! God damn these days! 

I hated when anyone would say “God damn these days!” we create our destinies 

ourselves and then blame the time and life and the world for it! 

During those two years, my soul, like a leech that sucks the blood out of another living 

being, was sucking the blood of my own life history! 

During those two years, I was just wandering around in a daze; diazepam, opium… 

being ended up as homeless! Being beaten up, detention in the brig, and….. the lice! 

And now the black holes of Mohsen's eyes had devoured me! I was in the Ba'athists 

prison and saw the Ba'athist lieutenant laugh out loud when Mohsen had a stroke due 

to the blast wave and enjoyed watching him writhing on the floor in agony… some of 

the bastards even urinated on him to enjoy the scene even more! 

In the black hole of Mohsen’s eyes, I could smell the boiled eggplants that were the 

everyday food of the war prison! 
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The stinging smell of burning of skin and flesh of Mohsen with a cigarette when he 

used to attack others after having a stroke…. Ba'athists and Saddam hated resistance of 

any sort and form, so a Cuban palm cigar that had probably the signature of Fidel 

Castor on its box found its place on the chest of Mohsen so many times to burn the 

skin, flesh, fat, and hair, all together! 

I read somewhere that wormholes shorten the roads in the world! If no sustainable 

wormhole has yet been discovered in the world, or as Michio Kaku calls it, this instant 

of the cosmic pot that is our world, it doesn’t matter. But there was one very 

sustainable wormhole from the black hole of Mohsen’s eyes to the black hole of my 

soul! 

I came back to Iran in 1376 (1997-98) with no family, alone and lonely, broken, as an 

ant smashed under the feet of a human! 

All the innards of me, quite like my mind, were spitted out!  

I was a vomit! The vomit of civilization! Civilization gave me drugs, taught me how to 

use them, encouraged me to use them, and when its true colors were revealed to 

itself, civilization hated me for that and threw me up! 

I came back to find out it was no longer the place I delivered and left! NEW words that I 

used to hear on NHK channels about western Europe and North America were now 

heard around every corner! 

Not having experienced and passed through modernism, we claimed to be post-

modern; bragging about Lyotard’s opinions who said all metanarratives would collapse 

when the Internet appears! 

My metanarrative, however, was Ayane, a three-year-old little girl who never said 

“daddy” again! 

What if another man enters Hiruko’s life and Ayane has to call him daddy then! Oh, 

God! You never left me alone! Please help me! 

Ayane-Hiruko was all my narrative, metanarrative, and my life…. Passive…. Passive, 

passive, and then again passive! Opium was my companion! Diazepam, my father, and 

Clonazepam, my mother! 
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It was 1378 (1999-2000); the year of dialogue among civilizations. Is it possible that a 

politician from the middle-east present a thesis and become so widely approved in the 

united nations that they even pass it as a resolution?! 

But I was the illegitimate child of the civilization, who was born out of fornication of the 

civilization with itself! Fornication of law and pleasure! Civilization has laws and law 

limits and prohibits pleasure and instincts and suppresses them… but then replaces it 

with opium! 

Opium is somehow masturbation of civilization! And when civilization reveals its true 

colors to itself, then it punishes those entrapped with opium as guilty! 

What did Mohsen do wrong to deserve to be punished like this?! I was guilty! I had 

sinned! Mohsen fought for his homeland, was hit by a blast wave, was taken captive by 

Iraqis and now was taken down by lung cancer! Nobody ever apologized to Mohsen! 

Why did you present Saddam with the chemical agent?! Why?! Why?! I was wrong to 

Hiruko and hurt her so I was left alone! Why Mohsen was alone?! 

My soul was torn into pieces… I was trying to gather the pieces and put them back 

together but every time a new wound would open! 

Germany got lost in between post-Keynesian economic equations, globalization, and 

Globalization, development and Wallerstein equations and Habermas notion of 

civilization! 

If Germany with that importance and glory could get lost, who’d even have a look to 

see who was responsible for selling the chemical agent to Saddam! 

The responsibility of the German government was lost in the behind the scene games 

of "Bill Clinton" and "Monica Lewinsky"! what a naughty guy this Bill Clinton was! He 

took an oath in the court and said I didn’t do that. When they showed the film of what 

he had done, he was rude enough to say in confidence that even the presidents have 

their own private life! Actually, I had problems grasping the concept of private life! As I 

was struggling with my lungs too, like how Mohsen did! 

The big lump in my throat didn’t allow me to speak a word… I found myself on a 

hospital bed when I came round… I wanted to be by Mohsen’s side in his last 

moments! What is going on here?! 

An elderly physician in the room approached me and said: “Mr. Khodaee, you fainted!” 
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A loud sound of cheering filled the atmosphere of the hospital. Iran had scored a goal 

against Morocco and the meek dear country of Mohsen and I was about to win! 

I remembered Mohsen was martyred. I took the IV out of my arm and went to find 

Mohsen, stumbling, barely able to walk on my feet! His mother told me in sobs: “You 

go home, Son!” 

She who’s telling me to go home, could not control herself as she had lost her only 

companion in life, her beautiful crazy son, a son who had turned to only a bag of bones, 

had now left her alone! 

I couldn’t help myself but calling his name: “Mohsen!” 

With the most bittersweet smile on her face that was reflecting a universe of 

innocence that was held behind, she said: “He’s relieved now! Finally, he can sleep 

well…. tonight!” 

I didn’t realize how I came from Qazvin to Tehran! the entire world was whirling 

around in my head! 

I needed to save myself from this vacuum I was in; no amount of crying, whining, no 

anything could now save me! 

The first time I felt a void in my mind resulted in two years of misery. I didn’t want that 

again. An old friend of mine from childhood, adolescence, and youth, “Karim” 

recommended me to participate in a project: A theater performance! 

To me, the theater was always a reminder of this phrase from Shakespeare who had 

said: Life is a stage on which a poor actor plays his role and nothing else…. 

Acting after all these years of failure and defeat was like a sign to me… I was telling 

myself: “Come on, man… stand up… this is for Ayane!” 

But my ever-present question was still reverberating in my mind: what was my role on 

the stage of life?! 

I felt I had no choice in anything. I had never done anything by choice at all. I was never 

given a chance to choose any of the major matters of my life; they all were forced by 

civilization!  

Still to this day, when I look at the election projects all around the world, like Hillary 

Clinton competing with Donald Trump to win the race to the White House, I keep 
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telling myself that it is a compulsory process! Being compelled to choose between 

Hillary and Trump? What if one doesn't accept this choice?! 

Then he or she is forced to accept the results of the puzzle its pieces had been put 

together for him/her! 

The more I identified myself with my role in that drama, the further I saw myself away 

from the void within. Karim had become my savior! It didn’t matter that we never 

made it to the stage just like what happens to most of the art projects but it restored 

the spirit of renovating my life in me. 

Now, I’d take a look at the newspapers when I pass by a newsstand in the street! 

The headlines were similar to those I remembered from back in 1979. Anything in the 

world was discussed in those papers and the most technical terms appeared on them 

in the form of the most trivial news headlines! 

“Journalism-crazy” as I put it, portrayed an effective influential way of writing but for 

me who spend several years in a developed country from the first world and was also 

familiar with news and newspapers knew perfectly well that a news text and 

terminology is quite different from having or presenting a theory in sociology or 

psychology… whatever that was written on those papers was mostly the outcome of 

translation [from foreign sources] and not produced! 

The translation movement – which was incomplete, unoriginal, and full of faults – was 

in progress! Oil was sold 11 dollars a barrel, at the lowest price when we were fighting 

each other…. 

The paths to knowledge had given their place to the knowledge of tolerance and 

development had become the most trivial term that came in handy! 

I decided to rebuild myself completely, not to continue the useless way of leading a 

purposeless life but for my daughter! Karim Rajabi never left me from the time he 

helped me stand up on my feet again; project after project; book after book; series 

after series… I had now started writing poems too! 

I sympathized deeply with Kafka’s Gregor Samsa in The Metamorphosis and lived with 

the astray dog of Sadeq Hedayat! 
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Seeing “The Stranger” – by Albert Camus –e reminded me greatly of myself; a bunch of 

people encountering each other in the vacuum which destroys them all…. That stranger 

was growing in me; darkness was devouring my soul gradually and quietly… 

The darkness was conceived when I signed the divorce papers. This ominous fetus grew 

faster and faster after three months from returning to Iran when Hiruko no longer 

answered my calls…. Feeling a seeping sense of sadness from being separated from 

Ayane and Hiruko was tearing me apart from within. 

Many helped me to stitch back together that torn character of mine; one of whom was 

Mohammad Ranjabar. 

I gathered myself together and went to the Japanese Embassy that was located at that 

time around the Haft-e-Tir square… they kept me right at the entrance, simply rejecting 

me by saying "It doesn't concern us! You should follow the case through your ministry 

of foreign affairs!" 

1378 (1999-2000), the year of dialogue among civilizations, was a glorious busy year for 

the ministry of foreign affairs… 

Fortunately, most of the employees were fathers and knew how it could feel to be kept 

away from your child… it could push you towards absolute madness… 

I was that mad man who had dreams of Ayane, every single night and even had 

illusions of her while awake! 

Once I hugged and held one of the little children in the family, pressing her hard on my 

chest until she started crying but I was crying out: “Ayane, darling, don’t cry my love, 

don’t cry!” Everybody was frantically trying to just get that kid out of my arms in any 

way possible! My mother took her away from me and gave her to her mom. Then she 

hugged me and started crying. It was then that the reality came crashing down on me! 

Right in my face! 

I realized my daughter is not there, not with me, not that she’s not in my arms now, 

she has never been! 

I was a father with a missing love one! It took an entire year to get my permit for going 

to japan signed… everyone sympathized with me… I even bought my ticket, totally 

prepared to go… I even rejected an acting project in a feature film, burnt my poems 
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that were all reflecting the depth of disappointment I once felt but… universe seemed 

to have had another plan in store for me… 

A week before my departure, mom mother got sick. She was bedridden… her heart 

skipped a beat…. I could not leave her alone. She was a mother and her heart would 

definitely experience the madness I knew well in my absence…. My mom's physical 

condition was bad but my mental condition was worse! 

It was as if I was on the verge of a Big Bang; my entire universe had gathered at one 

point and was about to explode! 

If weak and strong electricity, nuclear power, and gravity came out of the Big Bang that 

occurred to the universe, what getting out of my big Bang was only one force: the force 

of life! I collapsed, too! Forces of life and death were fighting inside me! My body was a 

country with two hostile sides in the battle! Fear, anxiety, worry, and negative 

thoughts on one hand and hope to see Ayane, on the other hand, were confronting 

each other. I resembled a poem from the era of the Constitutional Revolution that 

says: 

In the atmosphere of a storm, are skillfully in battle 

The captain of tyranny with the god of freedom 

My thoughts were exactly like Shutter Island; a movie of a lot of mazes and labyrinth in 

which one gets lost forever…. The more you seek, the less you find anything! 

It was Alice in Wonderland! 

The more I kept looking like what Leonardo DiCaprio did, less I could distinguish 

between the reality of what had happened and the distorted reality by my mind’s 

defense mechanisms! My mind was trying to protect me against disturbing incidents, 

telling me: “If your dad was a billionaire, none of these would have happened to you! 

It’s all his fault! Or the fault of the society or the Middle-East, or the war between the 

world’s superpowers or colonialism! 

Employing defense mechanisms, my mind made me fall into the trap of hysteria! 

Hysteria, perhaps, is mostly known as a disease for women but I, Farshad Khodaei, was 

sick with hysteria; my heart was aching without me even having any physical illness! 

Conflict and contradiction had become the inseparable segment of my mental 

structure…. I was a hybrid of contradicting thoughts! 
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I was wearing western-style clothing and went to the mourning congregation to cry for 

hours for Imam Hussain and the hardships he and his family and companions went 

through and at the same time was actively trying to promote the glory of Persepolis!  

There was another battle going on in my world; a battle to separate my mental world 

which now had paranoid elements in it from the reality of Ayane…. 

Perhaps what Julia Kristeva calls abjection had occurred to me as well…. 

Probably the feminine side of my mind had stuck to Ayane and did not let go! The 

feminine side of my mind was like a child to whom Ayane, my daughter, resembled a 

mother! My mind, like an infant who cannot tell the difference between his mother 

and himself, had lost its meaning. I was empty of myself and filled with Ayane! 

I was confused, bedazzled as if thunderstruck when I came round… 

My mother was hospitalized for two weeks; I was praying by her side. I felt deeply sorry 

and ashamed when she asked me if I saw Ayane and I couldn’t explain to her that I was 

pulled between two strong poles of saving my mother and seeing my child; helpless 

and fatigued! 

I joined a national broadcasting company the next year with the help of a friend of 

mine and started to officially work on my interests…. I was in love with editing; far from 

the commotion of the stage; away from physical contact with the actors and actresses! 

God knows what I went through in that year…. But a humane faithful doctor assisted 

me to completely quit the physical and mental attachment to drug abuse… “You need 

to make effort to be strong to go and find your daughter!”, the doctor used to tell me. 

I tried to consult a lawyer this time…. 

High wages, the agreement on extradition of criminals, and Japanese nationalism 

prevented me from proceeding with the lawsuit against Hiruko. Iranian attorneys at 

law asked for wages that neither I nor my family could afford! 

They all agreed on one thing though; that the Japanese laws were too restricting, 

cumbersome, and complex that only a Japanese lawyer could handle to litigate a case 

against Hiruko in a Japanese court…. 

Japanese nationalism! Alas, Japanese nationalism! 
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Japanese Nationalism was somewhat similar to “Onigiri" – or Japanese rice ball is a 

Japanese food made from white rice formed into triangular or cylindrical shapes and 

often wrapped in seaweed. It might have tastes added by a spice but there is no doubt 

in it being rice. 

No Japanese lawyer would stand against a fellow Japanese in a lawsuit! 

Therefore, two years of round-the-clock endeavors did not go anywhere! 

The election was close. The parliament reduced the age of eligibility to vote from 18 to 

15. 

Iran was entangled with election…. An acquaintance of mine was in charge of an 

election headquarters for a candidate. When we met he told me if Mr. so and so wins 

the election and they grant us the chance to serve the people, I’d definitely speak with 

them about your case! 

I was so happy to hear that; so from the next morning, I worked enthusiastically in the 

election campaign adding fuel to the fire! 

That old acquaintance and I never met again after his candidate won and he was 

granted the chance to serve as he desired! He later sold everything he had and 

emigrated to the USA! He probably does not even remember if a Farshad ever existed! 

He probably is having fun on his yacht Honolulu, while whispering the famous song of 

Enrique Iglesias, “Somebody’s me”: 

You, do you remember me? 

Like I remember you? 

Do you spend your life, going back in your mind to that time? 

'Cause I, I walk the streets alone. I hate being on my own 

And everyone can see that I really fell And I'm going through hell. At times fear leads to 

being superstitious. Upon recommendation of a friend, even though I had no belief in 

palm reading, exorcism, fortune-telling and all and up to that moment in my life I only 

had sought help from God, the prophet and Imams, but I went to see a fortuneteller; 

an elderly woman who everyone called her Ms. Nayebeh! She took 2,000,000 Rials 

which was way too much money back in 2002-2003 to put on a ridiculous show for me. 
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She put her hands on her head, whispering something, then suddenly said: No, no, no! 

she kept shouting… it was like one of those funny dramas at Halloween …. 

She came to me then and said you are sad… a deep sadness, you’re waiting for 

someone! I said yes, involuntarily… my heart was pounding, faster than the pace of my 

breathing… 

There’s an obstacle, she continued. I prescribe a remedy for you, a seven-thousand-

year-old talisman that has come from India! 

My pupils were wide open, as open as they could be. I recognized where I was after 

some time when she said: Drink some water…it makes you feel better! 

She told me not to take a shower for a week, don’t say prayers, don't cut my nails so 

that the ancient genie/jinn could help you! 

“You must repeat the spell every day: O you, ancient genie/jinn, please help me as I am 

helpless!”, she insisted. 

Your dear one whom you missed is with you after one week! 

I never stopped saying my prayers even in the worst of times; even during those two 

years that I was severely self-sabotaging but Ayane made me do anything and 

everything! 

On the fourth day of repeating the spell, I read in the newspaper that “the famous 

exorcist arrested!” 

I was badly swindled; not because of the money I lost but because she abused my 

feelings and put me in more trauma. I was the furious son I smashed my desk chair! 

I cried so hard and asked God for forgiveness, saying all the prayers I missed…. 

It is true when they say what doesn’t kill you, makes you stronger… 

I was hardened like Keanu Reeves, armed with the weapon of fighting against 

superstition…. No one again could dare swindle me…. 

I played in some more movies in the meanwhile to placate the pain I was feeling not to 

see Ayane; to lose myself in work! 

In the year 1383 (2004-2005), I went to the ministry of foreign affairs again but the 

process took so long that the government changed entirely in the next year's election. 
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The main issue to the ministry of foreign affairs was UCF in Isfahan and Natanz… 

As a loyal patriot Iranian who spend years abroad, I was proud of that progress but I 

despised populism and slogans. 

Following up the case from the ministry failed to reach any result again. One of the 

people who knew from going there frequently told me once: "What do you want that 

wife of yours? She’s no good. Your child is having a good time in Japan, too…. You go 

have some fun in life too… let go of them. Build your own life… marry a woman and 

start a new life. 

I wanted to kill him like Clint Eastwood in “The Good, The Bad, and The Ugly”! 

Iran oil was sold at the rate of around 130 dollars a barrel and America was dealing 

with the housing crisis… a friend of mine told me if it keeps going on like that, America 

would face another social turmoil similar to 1929! 

The United States was sinking the swamp of the Iraq and Afghanistan wars. Fanatic 

rightists such as Peter W. Radman who wrote the book “The Uneasy Giant: The 

Challenges to American Predominance”, encouraged belligerents like George W. Bush 

to further attacks on the pretext of national security. Most probably the best way to 

portray the depth of ugliness of war and warmongers like Bush was films and cinema 

and no one did that better than George Lucas in the Star Wars series where Lord Vader 

told Obi-Wan Kenobi that “If you’re not with me, then you’re my enemy!” 

That was what Bush repeated exactly: “Every nation, in every region, now has a 

decision to make. Either you are with us, or you are with the terrorists!” 

Condoleezza Rice turned those words of George W. Bush into reality in the hot summer 

of 2006 and the 33-day war between Lebanon Hezbollah and Israel known as the July 

War started; a proxy war between Iran and America in the Middle East… 

The middle-east was quite like a warehouse filled with gunpowder, ready to explode. 

And the 36-year-old me was just an observer of what was happening; neither a passive 

one nor an active one but a neutral observer! I only had one war going on inside of me: 

Ayane!  

No war, no agreement, no contract, no economic, political, cultural, and military law 

could not violate the father-daughter relationship…. A blind fury was eating me from 

inside like a black hole; fury against Hiruko! 
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Answering Ayane’s question about who’s my dad and where he is, she definitely tells 

her he’s dead! Or he was a terrorist or a thief… she obscures her mind…. God damn this 

world! 

When I saw in images from Qana, a village in Lebanon, that they took out an arm of a 

7-8-year-old girl from under the debris…. I was reminded of Ayane… where are you, my 

daughter?! 

A child who doesn’t have a father in Japan would be hurt and bullied. Ayane, my dear, 

please forgive me for not being there for you to support and protect you….  

She might be twelve years old now…. 

I passed out, thinking about her… I opened my eyes in Shariati hospital. I was again 

down by the mental pressure I was feeling, leading to hysteria and then fainting! 

I went back to work after a few days to receive a very important offer from an actress 

colleague of mine that changed my life…. 

She said during the time she was in America, people like me would find their missing 

ones through publishing notices in newspapers, or blogs or referring to certain 

websites… 

As a result of what she said, I was a regular visitor of Japanese websites…. I checked the 

website of all schools in Akita to probably find my daughter's name but even in an 

advanced country like Japan, a lot of the schools didn't have an exclusive website. I left 

messages on all popular websites of Japan asking anyone who might have even the 

slightest news of my daughter to help me! 

In 1387 (2008-2009) I attended a boxing class at the suggestion of one of the dear 

actors, to increase my concentration and release some of the mental tensions I was 

dealing with. 

I imagined the boxing bag I had as Hiruko one day at home and started hitting it, 

shouting at her: “How dare you steal my daughter away from me?!” I kept punching, 

and punching…. Until Farshad, my younger brother came to the room and tried to stop 

me. I didn’t realize what I was doing until we both fell. 

It was 1389 (2010-2011). I was walking about Mellat Park – A famous big park in north 

Tehran – waiting for the start of the private premiere of a famous movie I was invited 

to. It was a hot afternoon. I heard the muffled voice of someone moaning in pain. 
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That was a 17-18-year-old girl. Two bastard drug dealers intended to assault her… I 

rushed towards them: “What are you doing? What’s going on?” 

One of them who was big with lots of punk gothic rings on his hand shouted at me: 

“F**K off! It’s a family business!” 

I learned from my master that if you disturb one’s hair they’d lose concentration. I 

stretched my hand and messed his hair and didn't give him time to move and hit him in 

the jaw with an uppercut. I assume he lost all his upper teeth…. The second one was so 

shocked. Before he gets a chance to run away I pushed him on the ground, sat on his 

chest, and punched him several times in the face… I was covered with blood when I 

was over with him… 

Her name was Taraneh…. Such nice irony… same tone and rhyme with Ayane! 

She was elder to my daughter about two years. 

She was addicted to crack; had run away from home a couple of weeks ago. Life had 

become hell for her after her mom had married a man and so many other things that 

she felt shy to tell me about….. 

I had no other choice but to take her home with me! My mom was about to have 

another stroke when she saw me covered in blood. She hit me on the head with a 

broomstick when she saw Taraneh: “You want to disgrace your father and me, after 

living a life with dignity and honor?!” 

That was the second time in my life that my mother ever hit me. The first was when I 

was 13. I had taken a musical instrument (a Se-Tar/s-Tar) from Karim Rajabi. I loved to 

learn how to play it. She smashed me that very instrument on my head that it broke 

into two pieces…she scolded me non-stop: “You wanna dishonor us, you, idiot! Good! 

Thank God…. Maybe you want to bring Jamileh (a famous dancer who was regarded as 

indecent among religious people) home too, tomorrow!” 

Now, at the age of forty, it happened again. I explained to her about the incident in the 

park, “All right! But why have you brought her home?! You think I have a rehabilitation 

center over here?” 

I asked her to let the girl stay overnight and I will take her to the welfare organization 

the next morning. She didn’t accept. She was right somehow…. Moral and cultural 

concerns aside, that could lead to many legal issues! I convinced her at last… Taraneh 
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went to rehabilitation camp to quit and then to the court for attending other legal 

matters she had faced! 

I was involved with her case for two years until one day she came to me, her face was 

wet in sweats. “Would you please marry me?!”, she said. 

I was transfixed. I remembered my love at first sight, Maliheh, and her upper lip hair. I 

laughed. I also remembered one of Charlie Chaplin's movies in which he plays the role 

of Calvero and a young girl proposed to her…. The Limelight! 

I tried to explain to her why I couldn't do that; not because she had been addicted or a 

lot of bad things happened to her but because she is too young and only two years 

elder than my daughter and that when she'd be 30, I will be 52 and would not be as 

joyous and lively as her and… that despite the hatred and anger I was feeling towards 

Hiruko for what she had done to me but she is the only woman in my life… 

Some days later, she was given to a religious rich family as her foster family. They 

provided the condition for her to go to university within the next few months after 

that. I never contacted her again but her last words became the inspiration for the next 

chapter of my life. 

“May God bring your daughter back to you! May He never leave any girl without a 

father!”, she said. 

Those words broke my heart… 

What do the girls out there in society who are deprived of having a father do?”, I 

thought. Particularly, in 1391 (2012-2013) when tomatoes cost 20,000 Rials a kilo at 

the President’s neighborhood but people had to pay 50,000 Rials for a kilo in any other 

place. 

I kept my search for Ayane on Japanese websites. I even visited some European and 

American websites as well, thinking maybe Hiruko has traveled abroad for some 

reason. 

Although they’d never leave Japan I didn't risk cutting any possibility off my list! 

1393 (2014-2015); The year of the Android and that for me was equal to more isolation 

on one hand and further effort to find Ayane on the other hand… I had heard the name 

of Facebook from my friends and was interested to join its huge community. I was 

looking for my daughter through Facebook after I joined and I could finally find a trace 



 

 

P
ag

e2
2

 

of them there: Ms. Mai-Chan, a Facebook friend of mine told me she knew Hiruko and 

her daughter! I remember to fly!  

Until that day, the release of Khorramshahr, my wedding, and the Iran-Australia soccer 

match (on the preliminary round of matches for France 1998 World Cup) were the only 

occasions as sweet and joyous for me as hearing from them! 

The entire next month, I was spending time to further introduce myself to Ms. Mai-

Chan and sending her every document I had that could prove I was telling the truth, so 

she could trust me. Only then she accepted to speak with Ayane about me. 

Mai-Chan lived in Tokyo and she had to tell Ayane about such an important matter in 

person, it took another year for that to happen. 

The day Sato spoke to Ayane about me might have stirred a revolution in her heart. 

Mai-Chan said Ayane was in denial and kept saying “That can’t be true! My father is 

dead! He’s been killed in Iran!” 

A silent murder was planned and executed. Hiruko had killed me as the father Ayane 

once had.  

I remember the exact date: July 3, 2015, the anniversary of the day on which an Iran Air 

Flight 655 – a scheduled passenger flight from Tehran to Dubai via Bandar Abbas – was 

shot down in 1988 by an SM-2MR surface-to-air missile fired from USS Vincennes, a 

guided-missile cruiser of the United States Navy. 

I was feeling like any of the passengers on that plane and saw Hiruko as USS Vincennes! 

I’m not dead, my daughter! I wasn’t a scoundrel; a coward; I did not leave behind my 

daughter and ran away… it was only after six more months that Ayane accepted to 

have a chat with me…. I was explaining to her EVERYTHING!... kissing my phone screen 

and the computer monitor, I sent her all her childhood photos I had brought with me 

back to Iran.  

That was a big hit for her. In shock, her mother who has always been a legend of truth, 

honesty, and sacrifices for her had suddenly changed to a selfish, deceitful, and evil 

woman. I spoke with her about how pure and amazing her mother was but asserted 

that although I cannot forgive her for this unfair separation and for keeping me and my 

daughter apart she is truly unique in the sacrifice she made for her family! 
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It was early spring of 1395 (March-April 2016) when we decided to have a video call! 

My heart was about to stop! 

My daughter had grown up! Tall, lively and beautiful like the spring flowers…. I could 

not speak… I was all in tears…  

May what going on between you and me be not revealed! 

The video calls continued until 2018. Ayane spoke to her grandma and uncles. She cried 

a lot when she learned about her grandpa dying, missing her wishing to see her at least 

once! 

The spring of 2018 was about to give its place to the summer when she told me: “I can 

no longer talk to you, dad!” 
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