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            "In the weave of seven tales, as in the knots of a Persian carpet, lies the soul's eternal dance—where eyes deceive, hearts echo, and wisdom blooms only in surrender."
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True! I am nervous; terribly, terribly nervous; but why do you call me mad? My senses are not dulled but sharpened, honed like the blade of a Zandjani dagger. I hear the whispers of the Friday bazaar before they reach the ears of merchants, the clink of copper teacups in the neighbour’s courtyard, the soft chant of the muezzin’s call before dawn. My hearing, above all, is keen; sharper than the falcons circling Yazd’s wind towers. Am I mad?

Listen, and I will tell you how calmly, how meticulously I acted, how I wove my plan like the intricate knots of a Persian carpet. It was the old man’s eyes. Yes, his eyes! Pale as the desert moon over the Dasht-e Kavir, clouded like the dust swirling above the Zayandeh-Rud River when the sirocco wind howls through Isfahan.

Those eyes haunted me, a malevolent gaze that pierced my soul, judged my every step. It wasn’t Baba Hossein himself; kindly Baba Hossein, who sat with me under the mulberry tree in our courtyard, sharing saffron-infused tea from a samovar, reciting Hafez’s poetry with a voice soft as the evening breeze. His hands, weathered like the mud-brick walls of our Yazd home, offered me halva during Nowruz, and he blessed me with rosewater at weddings.

No, I loved Baba Hossein, my neighbour for years in this ancient city of winding alleys and qanats. But those eyes; it was not his. It was a jinn’s eyes, a curse, watching me, unravelling my secrets. I had to destroy it.

For seven nights, I crept into his room in our shared compound, where the wind towers sighed and the carved wooden doors creaked under the weight of centuries. Each night, at the stroke of midnight, when the minarets fell silent after the Isha prayer and the city of Yazd slumbered, I turned the brass knob of his door; so slowly, so carefully, as if threading a needle through silk. I carried a small oil lamp, its flame veiled behind my palm, letting only a sliver of light slip free, like moonlight through a jalousie window.

I moved quieter than the stray cats prowling the clay alleys, silent as the shadows cast by the Jame' Mosque’s tiles. Each night, I watched him sleep, his chest rising under a woven chador blanket, his prayer beads resting on the bedside table, those cursed eyes mercifully closed. I could not act; how could I, when the eyes were shut, their gaze dormant?

On the eighth night, the air was thick with the scent of rosewater from the neighbour’s garden, where they prepared for a Sofreh ceremony. I was bolder, reckless even, my heart pounding like the Zarb drums at a Zurkhaneh. My hand slipped on the knob; only slightly, but enough to stir the air.

Baba Hossein awoke. “Kieh?” he whispered who are you? his voice trembling like a reed flute in the desert wind. I froze, my pulse a hammer against my ribs. He lay still, but I knew he was awake, listening, his fear rising like incense smoke.

For an hour, perhaps two, I stood motionless, the lamp’s flame flickering in my hand, the house creaking like an old Setar plucked in the dark. Then, I heard it; a low, dull thud, like the rhythm of a water pump drawing life from a Qanat deep beneath the desert.

His heart. It grew louder, louder, until it seemed the entire neighbourhood; its mud-brick homes, its Zoroastrian fire temple, its bakeries scenting the air with Sangak bread; would hear it. My blood surged, my nerves frayed like the edges of a Termeh shawl. I could bear it no longer. With a cry, I flung open the lamp’s cover, flooding the room with light.

The eyes were open; staring, accusing, burning through me. Baba Hossein shrieked once, a sound swallowed by the night. I leaped, dragged him to the floor, and smothered him beneath the heavy Gilim rug, its patterns of cypress trees and paisleys pressing against his form.

The heart thudded still, then slowed, then stopped. Baba Hossein was dead. The eyes were blind forever. I was clever; oh, so clever!

In the courtyard, under the pomegranate tree where Baba Hossein once taught me to play Setār, I dismembered the body. The stars above Yazd’s domes watched in silence as I worked, my hands steady as a calligrapher’s.

I lifted the cracked tiles of the old, dry fountain; a relic from when qanats still flowed freely; and placed the pieces beneath, sealing them with clay and care. No blood stained the ground, no trace betrayed me. As the first call to prayer wailed from the minarets, I washed my hands in the howz pool, sipped tea from a chipped estekan, and watched the sun gild the city’s wind towers. Then, a knock at the gate.

Three men, officers from Yazd’s local police, stood in their pressed uniforms, their faces stern as the stone lions guarding Persepolis. A neighbour, they said, had heard a cry in the night, perhaps during the Sofreh gathering. I was calm, hospitable, a true son of Iranian ta'rof.

I invited them in, offered tea brewed with cardamom, and spun a tale: the shriek was mine, a nightmare born of too much Ash-e Reshteh at dinner. I showed them the house, Baba Hossein’s room, his bed neatly made with its chador blanket, his prayer beads undisturbed. I was bold, fearless. I set chairs over the fountain’s tiles in the courtyard and bade them sit, pouring more tea as we spoke of trivial things; the heat of the desert, the price of pistachios in the bazaar, the upcoming Muharram processions. But then, the sound returned.

Thud, thud, thud. That cursed heart! It beat beneath the tiles, louder, louder, until it rivalled the tolling of the Nakhl during Ashura. My head throbbed, my hands shook as I gripped the teapot
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