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[Excerpt from Chapter Thirty Tree 
Ahania’s expulsion] 

I went down the stairs. There was no one. As in 
my dream. I was looking for you, knowing that I 
would not find you. When I opened the door the 
golden light descended on me like a silken cloak 
unfolding, like rolling waves, like oil. It 
enveloped me, and I closed my eyes. I would have 
wished to stay like that forever, my face lifted to 
the sky, my eyes closed, my skin receiving that 
mute embrace of light. But it was not possible. I 
am only this body, I am not part of an eternal 
image, I can never remain in any, in one single 
landscape, so I opened my eyes and set off 
walking. 

 It must be the street itself that, as it 
reflects it, gives this glow to the light. The streets 
are indeed paved in gold. Ah, it is beautiful, this 
city! I have never seen constructions more 
splendid or noble, and God knows we have 
travelled, you and I –fleeing, always fleeing. Have 
you seen the angels on the walls, how they gleam? 
They radiate a shimmer that clusters in clear 
pools around them –on the pavement, on the 
trees’ trunks and foliage. Flowers of light. They 
cannot be touched. But this is a sad city, Herat. It 
is not what we were looking for, or is it? I don’t 
know, for I don’t know anymore if we were 
looking for happiness. I start to forget it all. 

 I must have walked for hours. Suddenly I 
found myself in a park. It was small, undisturbed 
and sweet. The trees released their leaves in the 
wind, golden too, in a slow and enveloping 
dance, with me at its centre. I thought that the 
park, with its meandering paths, its clumps of 
flowers burning with colour, its trees meekly 
yielding to autumn and its singing fountains, 
surrounded by shiny black railings, was like the 
scale image of an island placidly sailing upon a 
blue lapis lazuli sea; an island and an ocean 
standing motionless for all eternity. It seemed to 
me that life was a balm, that it was generous and 
good. 

There was someone sitting on a bench, 
an indistinct figure. I could perceive a movement, 
but the trunk of a tree hid it from me. 

 As I got near I could see him better. It 
was a young man, perhaps just a boy. With a 
completely empty gaze, the mouth slightly open 
down which ran a trickle of dribble and his 
expressionless face, he could well have been a 
teenager aged by illness, or a grown man to 
whom imbecility lent a childish air. With his 
hands on his knees, as if he were about to get up 
and walk, he rocked backwards and forwards, like 
a pendulum, didn’t stop for a second. I was 
embarrassed to stare, though he did not seem to 
have noticed I was there, and I kept on walking. 
Then I heard him ask behind me, his voice thick 
and slow, ‘Are you my mother?’ When I turned 
my head I saw he was still exactly in the same 
position, looking ahead of him, rocking himself 
in the same rhythmical way. It was impossible to 
tell whether the question was addressed to me, or 
to the air. I was overcome by an infinite sadness. 
I had a lump in my throat and suddenly I was 
thinking of nothing but the cruelty of life. But 
the day was peaceful –it still is–, and perhaps, I 
told myself, the man enjoyed the calm and beauty 
of the park the same way that I did, before I saw 
him. Perhaps the infinite frustration of life 
aborted by a useless brain finds a haven and 
solace on that bench surrounded by light and 
trees and flowers. Perhaps the man is free. I do 
not know, but he roused sorrow in me. […] 

 I have never seen a city more beautiful 
than this, but I already feel again in me the old 
impulse to take flight. My sadness finds no echo 
in the diaphanous light, in the magnificence of 
the pillars covered in gems, the domes shining 
like the sun, the nobility of squares under the 
trees’ gentle shade. Perfection expels me. I feel 
dirty. The more I walk through parks, avenues, 
crystal bridges and winding alleys bordered by 
warmly lit windows that promise, all of them, a 
sweet mystery, the smaller I feel. In the end my 
destiny is exile, you know it. It is the destiny he, 
the one I loved, condemned me to. Nothing 
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would save me from that fate. Not you, nor our 
desperate love of orphans, nor Elías’s visions, nor 
Cristina’s heavenly nature, born to embody 
Pity—that perhaps does not exist. 

 […] 

 Many times you said, enraged, that I 
could not doubt, that it was a sin, that you and I 
would not be together in this proscribed love of 
ours if I didn’t have faith, if I had not had faith 
from the beginning, and that it was too late to 
waver.  

  You have too elevated an idea of me. I 
threw myself into your embrace because you are 
beautiful, because your pale face glowed 
nonetheless with a light that came from within 
and you were like an angel purified by sorrow. 
And because I was scared, because I was lost and 
could not bear one more second of that 
wandering alone, talking to myself, with no other 
companion than grief, dragging its shadow that 
gripped me by the ankles. Me, pitiful, aged, the 
mother of all evils that boil down to the absence 
of being, could not bear any longer to be alone in 
my skin. But faith? No, no—I wanted to have it. 
But I lost my faith when I was cast out and that 
is why I start to stray away again and walk again 
alone; I can perceive already the icy wind that, 
outside, beats against this city’s walls, calling me. 
I know my place and go to my place. Nothing of 
this is true. This is not the sacred city. Look at 
their faces! Sorrow, only sorrow and grief. It 
must be the city of the damned. We must be in 
hell, my love. We followed the wrong path from 

the start.  


