Mrs. Molky
Mrs. Molky is a 73 year old Iranian woman and a widow for 14 years now.

She lives alone in a humble house in the small town of Baragun, Iran.

Molky wants to travel to Isfahan, with the excuse of visiting some relatives which she had not seen in over 20 years.

Song:

I’m leaving, I’m leaving, I’m leaving

I have packed my bags

But I will be with you where ever I go
Thank God

-Mom?

-What?

-Have you packed your bags?

-I don’t want to take bags, I just want to take myself.
Mrs. Agdas

-Hello, Mrs. Molky?

-I’m fine, thank you.

-And you?

-How are you?

-Mrs. Molky, I called you so many times last night but you didn’t answer.

I wanted to tell you that tomorrow I’ll be there.

Get your things and be ready.

Thank you very much.
Bye.

Mrs. Agdas is a far removed cousin of Molky who is coming to Baragun to pick her up.
-Is it the other street?

-Go to the end of the street and then down that way.

-Mrs. Molky?

-Welcome. Thank you for coming.

You can take of your veils and relax, there aren’t men here.
I missed you all so much!

Well, before we used to come here all the time.

Come Here!

I already added salt, don’t put any!
My daughter had come to see you. She comes to Baragun, but she doesn´t come to see me.

Before Hushang, Naser and Mrs Tahere used to come…

Everybody used to come but now we´ved lost contact and nobody comes….

I don’t have anybody to come and visit with me.

I had a sister who used to come and visit me but she died.

-Sit down!

I always buy everything because you never know what you are going to need.
-Mom, you are the daughter in-law of Omeleila.
-Don’t remind me!

-My mom has a boyfriend here in town, Parviz.

-He’s like a brother.

We talk with each other.

-Tell me the truth, do you kiss him?
-Be careful my father is here.

-Just looking at that picture scares me. How could you kiss him?

-No, he was a good husband

-Oh really?

-But he should have behaved better.

-Molky, Have you ever been to Isfahan?

-No, this is my first time.

You don’t have anything here that would make a good gift…

I can’t go to my aunt’s house empty handed, it’s not polite.

I’ll buy her some sweets.

-No you don’t have to…

-Yes I do, it’s tradition, I have to take something.

Anyway, it’s been so long since so long since I have see Ajtar.
See how nice it looks?

Everything was so nice before….
They used to come to visit a lot.

I have to go and visit them, they’re family.
-Azam, does your mom get car sick?

-No, she’s fine.

-Does she need any pills or anything?
-What?

-No she’s in perfect health.

-She’s fine, she talks, she dances…

-She’s a good traveller.
-I have to buy a gift to take to them.

-No you don’t have to, I have something.

-Let’s buy some sweets.

-Ok, fine.
-How are you?

-Fine.

-Where are you going? To Isfahán? Every trip is a pilgrimage.
-Lets go into town to pick up the car.

-Ok

Azam, don’t lock the inside door just the exterior one.
Don’t worry about the dishes I already washed them. Goodbye, let’s go.

Don’t forget to eat the watermelon.

I´m taking me keys. They have their own.

-Here, for the trip.

-As is I were a little girl!

Good Bye daughter.
-Are we going up there?

Hey, you can also go this way.
If there’s not a lot of traffic you can also go this way.

All this area was houses…..but they tore them down to make the road.

-This drive is very pretty.

-When we stop we have to buy some “sohan” for Ajtar (a pastry).

-Do they like sohan?

-Of course.

-Ok buy it …. But I’ll give it to them.

-Ok.

-When was the last time that you travelled outside of Baragun? When? Outside of Baragun and Karach...

Have you gone anywhere?

-No, I’ve been to Mashhad twice (an Islamic pilgrimage site in Iran), 

That’s it: not to Karbala or to the Mecca.

They say that there are problems…

It was not possible.

One lady who came to town a little while ago, she went there to see it.

She said that first they charge you 400 thousand tomans (300 Euro), and that 100 thousand more…. She said in the end is costs you about 800 mil tomans (600 Euro) per person.

I swear on the Koran. Per person!

But the food is very good.

-Would you like to go to the Mecca?
-Yes if it´s my destiny, of course I want to go.

Yes I would like to go.

Because of working in the fields… In the fields, I have become crippled… In the fields…

The cows, taking care of the house, the children, the problems…

I hope that God gives me a good end to all of this.

To Isfahán, to Isfahán.

-So what are we taking to get there? A van?
-A bus.

-Oh, a bus.

-You can also go by airplane right?

-Yes.
-I’ve never been on a plane before, have you?

-Yes.

-At first it must be scary! But you shouldn’t let that stop you.

-Are you afraid right now?
-No! I’m going in a van.
It took you so long to get here. You finally came on three legs!

Molky, carry something too!

-It’s been a long time. A long time…

-Probably 20 years.

-It’s a long way to come, so we hardly ever see each other.
My daughters tell me: “You always want to travel, but then you complain, it so hot, or your leg hurts.”

Then what should I do? Sit in my house all day.

Well I’ll deal with the heat.

I never go anywhere. At least I could go to see my family.
The Aslani Family
At first he didn’t recognize me!

I swear that Mr. Aslani didn’t recognize me.

Well, how is everything going?

-Welcome!

-What good memories!

I missed you all so much.

Agdas said to me ¨I’m going to Isfahan… Do you want to go? And I told her “Let’s go”

It’s been a long time since you last came… You where in town but you didn’t come to see me.

-We haven’t been since Mrs. Mehri died.

-You really aged a lot, Mrs Molky. I didn’t recognize you.

-Mr. Aslani only good things survive in this World. Only goodness.

-Mrs. Molky , how was your trip?

-Good, I really wanted to see some family.

-Molky, over there is a bed, why don’t you go and rest.

Mrs. Molky, open that door, that’s the bathroom.

-Mrs. Molky uses the westernized one. 
-I sit on the westernized one.

-Oh, the westernized on is in front. In front.
-The old lady that lived there, the one who used to sit in the garden next to the oven…

-That was my mother in-law… she died.

His wife is alive but he died.

And all brothers died. The four of them.

-I remember she had a sick daughter…
-Indeed, she was sick and she died.

-Ajtar, where is the Mecca?

-Right where you are.

-So I´m ok right here? Facing the curtain.

-Yes, in the corner.
Song:

In the griten history of the World we will remain.
	Asé, asé, narmak narmak
	Very easy, very slowly

	Umadam sare kuchatun
	I arrived to your street

	Tarsún, tarsún, larzún, larzún
	Frightened, trembling

	Umadam dare junatun
	I arrived to your door

	Yek shaje gol dar dastam
	With a bouquet of flowers in my hand

	Sare rahat benshastam
	I came your way

	Az panyere mano didi
	You saw me through your window

	Mesle golha jandidi
	You laughed like the flowers do

	Ay, be jodá
	Oh my God!

	Ta negaham
	Don’t let my eyes

	Az jateram naravad
	Fall from your memory.


-Where?

-This store.

-What do they sell?

-It says “only for women”. Underwear and bras.

-I don’t want anything.

It says “cheap”… I’d have to see how cheap is cheap…

-It has lemon in it.

-Yes, but in Tehran and Baragun the use cherry. Here was use lemon.

-Have you tried Kerman´s ice-cream?

-No.
-On Saturday.

-On Saturday maybe we’ll leave.

I think that I have and appointment with the doctor.
-I sleep alone in my house. I’m used to it, I’m not afraid.

In Baragun a lot of us neighbours are alone.  All of our husbands have gone to “the office”

-Good night.

-Good night.

Song:
The hope of my soul has returned from its journey
My sweet lips have returned from their journey

When suddenly leaves who I love
His lips don’t smile: I don’t captivate him anymore

As the sun -flower of the dawn- raises, so raise my lips
When I hear my love, my weary partner has come back from his journey.
To my grandma Pilar, my Mrs. Molky.
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